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The Triptych
Fiction, Verse, Essay

quarter one

Each day, a short story, a poem and an essay that share a thread. Most days take about
twenty-two minutes; the last day of each week is longer.

Each day opens with its three pieces and why they are worth reading. An afterword
follows them.


  
    
      Day One

      Freedom

      22 minutes

      
        Story
        The Bet
        Anton Chekhov · 11 minutes
        At a party, a banker bets a young lawyer two million roubles that he cannot stand fifteen years of solitary confinement.
      

      
        Poem
        Invictus
        William Ernest Henley · 1 minute
        Written in an Edinburgh hospital by a young man who had already lost one leg to tuberculosis and was fighting to keep the other.
      

      
        Essay
        Meditations, Book II
        Marcus Aurelius · 9 minutes
        The private notebook of a Roman emperor, written on campaign on the Danube frontier, telling himself how to face the day: "Begin the morning by saying to thyself …"
      

    

  
    
      Story

      The Bet

      Anton Chekhov, translated by Constance Garnett, 1889

      
I

It was a dark autumn night. The old banker was walking up and down his study and remembering how, fifteen years before, he had given a party one autumn evening. There had been many clever men there, and there had been interesting conversations. Among other things they had talked of capital punishment. The majority of the guests, among whom were many journalists and intellectual men, disapproved of the death penalty. They considered that form of punishment out of date, immoral, and unsuitable for Christian states. In the opinion of some of them the death penalty ought to be replaced everywhere by imprisonment for life.

“I don’t agree with you,” said their host the banker. “I have not tried either the death penalty or imprisonment for life, but if one may judge a priori, the death penalty is more moral and more humane than imprisonment for life. Capital punishment kills a man at once, but lifelong imprisonment kills him slowly. Which executioner is the more humane, he who kills you in a few minutes or he who drags the life out of you in the course of many years?”

“Both are equally immoral,” observed one of the guests, “for they both have the same object⁠—to take away life. The State is not God. It has not the right to take away what it cannot restore when it wants to.”

Among the guests was a young lawyer, a young man of five-and-twenty. When he was asked his opinion, he said:

“The death sentence and the life sentence are equally immoral, but if I had to choose between the death penalty and imprisonment for life, I would certainly choose the second. To live anyhow is better than not at all.”

A lively discussion arose. The banker, who was younger and more nervous in those days, was suddenly carried away by excitement; he struck the table with his fist and shouted at the young man:

“It’s not true! I’ll bet you two millions you wouldn’t stay in solitary confinement for five years.”

“If you mean that in earnest,” said the young man, “I’ll take the bet, but I would stay not five but fifteen years.”

“Fifteen? Done!” cried the banker. “Gentlemen, I stake two millions!”

“Agreed! You stake your millions and I stake my freedom!” said the young man.

And this wild, senseless bet was carried out! The banker, spoilt and frivolous, with millions beyond his reckoning, was delighted at the bet. At supper he made fun of the young man, and said:

“Think better of it, young man, while there is still time. To me two millions are a trifle, but you are losing three or four of the best years of your life. I say three or four, because you won’t stay longer. Don’t forget either, you unhappy man, that voluntary confinement is a great deal harder to bear than compulsory. The thought that you have the right to step out in liberty at any moment will poison your whole existence in prison. I am sorry for you.”

And now the banker, walking to and fro, remembered all this, and asked himself: “What was the object of that bet? What is the good of that man’s losing fifteen years of his life and my throwing away two millions? Can it prove that the death penalty is better or worse than imprisonment for life? No, no. It was all nonsensical and meaningless. On my part it was the caprice of a pampered man, and on his part simple greed for money.⁠ ⁠…”

Then he remembered what followed that evening. It was decided that the young man should spend the years of his captivity under the strictest supervision in one of the lodges in the banker’s garden. It was agreed that for fifteen years he should not be free to cross the threshold of the lodge, to see human beings, to hear the human voice, or to receive letters and newspapers. He was allowed to have a musical instrument and books, and was allowed to write letters, to drink wine, and to smoke. By the terms of the agreement, the only relations he could have with the outer world were by a little window made purposely for that object. He might have anything he wanted⁠—books, music, wine, and so on⁠—in any quantity he desired by writing an order, but could only receive them through the window. The agreement provided for every detail and every trifle that would make his imprisonment strictly solitary, and bound the young man to stay there exactly fifteen years, beginning from twelve o’clock of November 14, 1870, and ending at twelve o’clock of November 14, 1885. The slightest attempt on his part to break the conditions, if only two minutes before the end, released the banker from the obligation to pay him two millions.

For the first year of his confinement, as far as one could judge from his brief notes, the prisoner suffered severely from loneliness and depression. The sounds of the piano could be heard continually day and night from his lodge. He refused wine and tobacco. Wine, he wrote, excites the desires, and desires are the worst foes of the prisoner; and besides, nothing could be more dreary than drinking good wine and seeing no one. And tobacco spoilt the air of his room. In the first year the books he sent for were principally of a light character; novels with a complicated love plot, sensational and fantastic stories, and so on.

In the second year the piano was silent in the lodge, and the prisoner asked only for the classics. In the fifth year music was audible again, and the prisoner asked for wine. Those who watched him through the window said that all that year he spent doing nothing but eating and drinking and lying on his bed, frequently yawning and angrily talking to himself. He did not read books. Sometimes at night he would sit down to write; he would spend hours writing, and in the morning tear up all that he had written. More than once he could be heard crying.

In the second half of the sixth year the prisoner began zealously studying languages, philosophy, and history. He threw himself eagerly into these studies⁠—so much so that the banker had enough to do to get him the books he ordered. In the course of four years some six hundred volumes were procured at his request. It was during this period that the banker received the following letter from his prisoner:

“My dear Jailer, I write you these lines in six languages. Show them to people who know the languages. Let them read them. If they find not one mistake I implore you to fire a shot in the garden. That shot will show me that my efforts have not been thrown away. The geniuses of all ages and of all lands speak different languages, but the same flame burns in them all. Oh, if you only knew what unearthly happiness my soul feels now from being able to understand them!” The prisoner’s desire was fulfilled. The banker ordered two shots to be fired in the garden.

Then after the tenth year, the prisoner sat immovably at the table and read nothing but the Gospel. It seemed strange to the banker that a man who in four years had mastered six hundred learned volumes should waste nearly a year over one thin book easy of comprehension. Theology and histories of religion followed the Gospels.

In the last two years of his confinement the prisoner read an immense quantity of books quite indiscriminately. At one time he was busy with the natural sciences, then he would ask for Byron or Shakespeare. There were notes in which he demanded at the same time books on chemistry, and a manual of medicine, and a novel, and some treatise on philosophy or theology. His reading suggested a man swimming in the sea among the wreckage of his ship, and trying to save his life by greedily clutching first at one spar and then at another.

II

The old banker remembered all this, and thought:

“Tomorrow at twelve o’clock he will regain his freedom. By our agreement I ought to pay him two millions. If I do pay him, it is all over with me: I shall be utterly ruined.”

Fifteen years before, his millions had been beyond his reckoning; now he was afraid to ask himself which were greater, his debts or his assets. Desperate gambling on the Stock Exchange, wild speculation and the excitability which he could not get over even in advancing years, had by degrees led to the decline of his fortune and the proud, fearless, self-confident millionaire had become a banker of middling rank, trembling at every rise and fall in his investments. “Cursed bet!” muttered the old man, clutching his head in despair “Why didn’t the man die? He is only forty now. He will take my last penny from me, he will marry, will enjoy life, will gamble on the Exchange; while I shall look at him with envy like a beggar, and hear from him every day the same sentence: ‘I am indebted to you for the happiness of my life, let me help you!’ No, it is too much! The one means of being saved from bankruptcy and disgrace is the death of that man!”

It struck three o’clock, the banker listened; everyone was asleep in the house and nothing could be heard outside but the rustling of the chilled trees. Trying to make no noise, he took from a fireproof safe the key of the door which had not been opened for fifteen years, put on his overcoat, and went out of the house.

It was dark and cold in the garden. Rain was falling. A damp cutting wind was racing about the garden, howling and giving the trees no rest. The banker strained his eyes, but could see neither the earth nor the white statues, nor the lodge, nor the trees. Going to the spot where the lodge stood, he twice called the watchman. No answer followed. Evidently the watchman had sought shelter from the weather, and was now asleep somewhere either in the kitchen or in the greenhouse.

“If I had the pluck to carry out my intention,” thought the old man, “Suspicion would fall first upon the watchman.”

He felt in the darkness for the steps and the door, and went into the entry of the lodge. Then he groped his way into a little passage and lighted a match. There was not a soul there. There was a bedstead with no bedding on it, and in the corner there was a dark cast-iron stove. The seals on the door leading to the prisoner’s rooms were intact.

When the match went out the old man, trembling with emotion, peeped through the little window. A candle was burning dimly in the prisoner’s room. He was sitting at the table. Nothing could be seen but his back, the hair on his head, and his hands. Open books were lying on the table, on the two easy-chairs, and on the carpet near the table.

Five minutes passed and the prisoner did not once stir. Fifteen years’ imprisonment had taught him to sit still. The banker tapped at the window with his finger, and the prisoner made no movement whatever in response. Then the banker cautiously broke the seals off the door and put the key in the keyhole. The rusty lock gave a grating sound and the door creaked. The banker expected to hear at once footsteps and a cry of astonishment, but three minutes passed and it was as quiet as ever in the room. He made up his mind to go in.

At the table a man unlike ordinary people was sitting motionless. He was a skeleton with the skin drawn tight over his bones, with long curls like a woman’s and a shaggy beard. His face was yellow with an earthy tint in it, his cheeks were hollow, his back long and narrow, and the hand on which his shaggy head was propped was so thin and delicate that it was dreadful to look at it. His hair was already streaked with silver, and seeing his emaciated, aged-looking face, no one would have believed that he was only forty. He was asleep.⁠ ⁠… In front of his bowed head there lay on the table a sheet of paper on which there was something written in fine handwriting.

“Poor creature!” thought the banker, “he is asleep and most likely dreaming of the millions. And I have only to take this half-dead man, throw him on the bed, stifle him a little with the pillow, and the most conscientious expert would find no sign of a violent death. But let us first read what he has written here.⁠ ⁠…”

The banker took the page from the table and read as follows:

“Tomorrow at twelve o’clock I regain my freedom and the right to associate with other men, but before I leave this room and see the sunshine, I think it necessary to say a few words to you. With a clear conscience I tell you, as before God, who beholds me, that I despise freedom and life and health, and all that in your books is called the good things of the world.

“For fifteen years I have been intently studying earthly life. It is true I have not seen the earth nor men, but in your books I have drunk fragrant wine, I have sung songs, I have hunted stags and wild boars in the forests, have loved women.⁠ ⁠… Beauties as ethereal as clouds, created by the magic of your poets and geniuses, have visited me at night, and have whispered in my ears wonderful tales that have set my brain in a whirl. In your books I have climbed to the peaks of Elburz and Mont Blanc, and from there I have seen the sun rise and have watched it at evening flood the sky, the ocean, and the mountaintops with gold and crimson. I have watched from there the lightning flashing over my head and cleaving the storm-clouds. I have seen green forests, fields, rivers, lakes, towns. I have heard the singing of the sirens, and the strains of the shepherds’ pipes; I have touched the wings of comely devils who flew down to converse with me of God.⁠ ⁠… In your books I have flung myself into the bottomless pit, performed miracles, slain, burned towns, preached new religions, conquered whole kingdoms.⁠ ⁠…

“Your books have given me wisdom. All that the unresting thought of man has created in the ages is compressed into a small compass in my brain. I know that I am wiser than all of you.

“And I despise your books, I despise wisdom and the blessings of this world. It is all worthless, fleeting, illusory, and deceptive, like a mirage. You may be proud, wise, and fine, but death will wipe you off the face of the earth as though you were no more than mice burrowing under the floor, and your posterity, your history, your immortal geniuses will burn or freeze together with the earthly globe.

“You have lost your reason and taken the wrong path. You have taken lies for truth, and hideousness for beauty. You would marvel if, owing to strange events of some sorts, frogs and lizards suddenly grew on apple and orange trees instead of fruit, or if roses began to smell like a sweating horse; so I marvel at you who exchange heaven for earth. I don’t want to understand you.

“To prove to you in action how I despise all that you live by, I renounce the two millions of which I once dreamed as of paradise and which now I despise. To deprive myself of the right to the money I shall go out from here five hours before the time fixed, and so break the compact.⁠ ⁠…”

When the banker had read this he laid the page on the table, kissed the strange man on the head, and went out of the lodge, weeping. At no other time, even when he had lost heavily on the Stock Exchange, had he felt so great a contempt for himself. When he got home he lay on his bed, but his tears and emotion kept him for hours from sleeping.

Next morning the watchmen ran in with pale faces, and told him they had seen the man who lived in the lodge climb out of the window into the garden, go to the gate, and disappear. The banker went at once with the servants to the lodge and made sure of the flight of his prisoner. To avoid arousing unnecessary talk, he took from the table the writing in which the millions were renounced, and when he got home locked it up in the fireproof safe.



      Text from Standard Ebooks.

    

  
    
      Poem

      Invictus

      William Ernest Henley, 1888

      
        Invictus




OUT of the night that covers me,

Black as the pit from pole to pole,

I thank whatever gods may be

For my unconquerable soul.



In the fell clutch of circumstance

I have not winced nor cried aloud.

Under the bludgeonings of chance

My head is bloody, but unbow'd.



Beyond this place of wrath and tears	 

Looms but the Horror of the shade,

And yet the menace of the years

Finds and shall find me unafraid.



It matters not how strait the gate,

How charged with punishments the scroll,

I am the master of my fate:

I am the captain of my soul.












      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Essay

      Meditations, Book II

      Marcus Aurelius, translated by George Long, c. 175

      Marcus Aurelius was Roman emperor from 161 to 180 and spent much of his reign at war on the Danube frontier. In camp he kept notes to himself in Greek, never meant for anyone else; they were later published as the Meditations. Book II was written at Carnuntum, a Roman army base on the Danube.

      
Begin the morning by saying to thyself, I shall meet with the busybody, the ungrateful, arrogant, deceitful, envious, unsocial. All these things happen to them by reason of their ignorance of what is good and evil. But I who have seen the nature of the good that it is beautiful, and of the bad that it is ugly, and the nature of him who does wrong, that it is akin to me, not only of the same blood or seed, but that it participates in the same intelligence and the same portion of the divinity, I can neither be injured by any of them, for no one can fix on me what is ugly, nor can I be angry with my kinsman, nor hate him. For we are made for cooperation, like feet, like hands, like eyelids, like the rows of the upper and lower teeth. To act against one another then is contrary to nature; and it is acting against one another to be vexed and to turn away.

Whatever this is that I am, it is a little flesh and breath, and the ruling part. Throw away thy books; no longer distract thyself: it is not allowed; but as if thou wast now dying, despise the flesh; it is blood and bones and a network, a contexture of nerves, veins, and arteries. See the breath also, what kind of a thing it is, air, and not always the same, but every moment sent out and again sucked in. The third then is the ruling part: consider thus: Thou art an old man; no longer let this be a slave, no longer be pulled by the strings like a puppet to unsocial movements, no longer either be dissatisfied with thy present lot, or shrink from the future.

All that is from the gods is full of Providence. That which is from fortune is not separated from nature or without an interweaving and involution with the things which are ordered by Providence. From thence all things flow; and there is besides necessity, and that which is for the advantage of the whole universe, of which thou art a part. But that is good for every part of nature which the nature of the whole brings, and what serves to maintain this nature. Now the universe is preserved, as by the changes of the elements so by the changes of things compounded of the elements. Let these principles be enough for thee, let them always be fixed opinions. But cast away the thirst after books, that thou mayest not die murmuring, but cheerfully, truly, and from thy heart thankful to the gods.

Remember how long thou hast been putting off these things, and how often thou hast received an opportunity from the gods, and yet dost not use it. Thou must now at last perceive of what universe thou art a part, and of what administrator of the universe thy existence is an efflux, and that a limit of time is fixed for thee, which if thou dost not use for clearing away the clouds from thy mind, it will go and thou wilt go, and it will never return.

Every moment think steadily as a Roman and a man to do what thou hast in hand with perfect and simple dignity, and feeling of affection, and freedom, and justice; and to give thyself relief from all other thoughts. And thou wilt give thyself relief, if thou doest every act of thy life as if it were the last, laying aside all carelessness and passionate aversion from the commands of reason, and all hypocrisy, and self-love, and discontent with the portion which has been given to thee. Thou seest how few the things are, the which if a man lays hold of, he is able to live a life which flows in quiet, and is like the existence of the gods; for the gods on their part will require nothing more from him who observes these things.

Do wrong to thyself, do wrong to thyself, my soul; but thou wilt no longer have the opportunity of honouring thyself. Every man’s life is sufficient. But thine is nearly finished, though thy soul reverences not itself but places thy felicity in the souls of others.

Do the things external which fall upon thee distract thee? Give thyself time to learn something new and good, and cease to be whirled around. But then thou must also avoid being carried about the other way. For those too are triflers who have wearied themselves in life by their activity, and yet have no object to which to direct every movement, and, in a word, all their thoughts.

Through not observing what is in the mind of another a man has seldom been seen to be unhappy; but those who do not observe the movements of their own minds must of necessity be unhappy.

This thou must always bear in mind, what is the nature of the whole, and what is my nature, and how this is related to that, and what kind of a part it is of what kind of a whole; and that there is no one who hinders thee from always doing and saying the things which are according to the nature of which thou art a part.

Theophrastus, in his comparison of bad acts⁠—such a comparison as one would make in accordance with the common notions of mankind⁠—says, like a true philosopher, that the offences which are committed through desire are more blameable than those which are committed through anger. For he who is excited by anger seems to turn away from reason with a certain pain and unconscious contraction; but he who offends through desire, being overpowered by pleasure, seems to be in a manner more intemperate and more womanish in his offences. Rightly then, and in a way worthy of philosophy, he said that the offence which is committed with pleasure is more blameable than that which is committed with pain; and on the whole the one is more like a person who has been first wronged and through pain is compelled to be angry; but the other is moved by his own impulse to do wrong, being carried towards doing something by desire.

Since it is possible that thou mayest depart from life this very moment, regulate every act and thought accordingly. But to go away from among men, if there are gods, is not a thing to be afraid of, for the gods will not involve thee in evil; but if indeed they do not exist, or if they have no concern about human affairs, what is it to me to live in a universe devoid of gods or devoid of Providence? But in truth they do exist, and they do care for human things, and they have put all the means in man’s power to enable him not to fall into real evils. And as to the rest, if there was anything evil, they would have provided for this also, that it should be altogether in a man’s power not to fall into it. Now that which does not make a man worse, how can it make a man’s life worse? But neither through ignorance, nor having the knowledge, but not the power to guard against or correct these things, is it possible that the nature of the universe has overlooked them; nor is it possible that it has made so great a mistake, either through want of power or want of skill, that good and evil should happen indiscriminately to the good and the bad. But death certainly, and life, honour and dishonour, pain and pleasure, all these things equally happen to good men and bad, being things which make us neither better nor worse. Therefore they are neither good nor evil.

How quickly all things disappear, in the universe the bodies themselves, but in time the remembrance of them; what is the nature of all sensible things, and particularly those which attract with the bait of pleasure or terrify by pain, or are noised abroad by vapoury fame; how worthless, and contemptible, and sordid, and perishable, and dead they are⁠—all this it is the part of the intellectual faculty to observe. To observe too who these are whose opinions and voices give reputation; what death is, and the fact that, if a man looks at it in itself, and by the abstractive power of reflection resolves into their parts all the things which present themselves to the imagination in it, he will then consider it to be nothing else than an operation of nature; and if anyone is afraid of an operation of nature, he is a child. This, however, is not only an operation of nature, but it is also a thing which conduces to the purposes of nature. To observe too how man comes near to the deity, and by what part of him, and when this part of man is so disposed.

Nothing is more wretched than a man who traverses everything in a round, and pries into the things beneath the earth, as the poet says, and seeks by conjecture what is in the minds of his neighbours, without perceiving that it is sufficient to attend to the daemon within him, and to reverence it sincerely. And reverence of the daemon consists in keeping it pure from passion and thoughtlessness, and dissatisfaction with what comes from gods and men. For the things from the gods merit veneration for their excellence; and the things from men should be dear to us by reason of kinship; and sometimes even, in a manner, they move our pity by reason of men’s ignorance of good and bad; this defect being not less than that which deprives us of the power of distinguishing things that are white and black.

Though thou shouldst be going to live three thousand years, and as many times ten thousand years, still remember that no man loses any other life than this which he now lives, nor lives any other than this which he now loses. The longest and shortest are thus brought to the same. For the present is the same to all, though that which perishes is not the same; and so that which is lost appears to be a mere moment. For a man cannot lose either the past or the future: for what a man has not, how can anyone take this from him? These two things then thou must bear in mind; the one, that all things from eternity are of like forms and come round in a circle, and that it makes no difference whether a man shall see the same things during a hundred years or two hundred, or an infinite time; and the second, that the longest liver and he who will die soonest lose just the same. For the present is the only thing of which a man can be deprived, if it is true that this is the only thing which he has, and that a man cannot lose a thing if he has it not.

Remember that all is opinion. For what was said by the Cynic Monimus is manifest: and manifest too is the use of what was said, if a man receives what may be got out of it as far as it is true.

The soul of man does violence to itself, first of all, when it becomes an abscess and, as it were, a tumour on the universe, so far as it can. For to be vexed at anything which happens is a separation of ourselves from nature, in some part of which the natures of all other things are contained. In the next place, the soul does violence to itself when it turns away from any man, or even moves towards him with the intention of injuring, such as are the souls of those who are angry. In the third place, the soul does violence to itself when it is overpowered by pleasure or by pain. Fourthly, when it plays a part, and does or says anything insincerely and untruly. Fifthly, when it allows any act of its own and any movement to be without an aim, and does anything thoughtlessly and without considering what it is, it being right that even the smallest things be done with reference to an end; and the end of rational animals is to follow the reason and the law of the most ancient city and polity.

Of human life the time is a point, and the substance is in a flux, and the perception dull, and the composition of the whole body subject to putrefaction, and the soul a whirl, and fortune hard to divine, and fame a thing devoid of judgement. And, to say all in a word, everything which belongs to the body is a stream, and what belongs to the soul is a dream and vapour, and life is a warfare and a stranger’s sojourn, and after-fame is oblivion. What then is that which is able to conduct a man? One thing and only one, philosophy. But this consists in keeping the daemon within a man free from violence and unharmed, superior to pains and pleasures, doing nothing without purpose, nor yet falsely and with hypocrisy, not feeling the need of another man’s doing or not doing anything; and besides, accepting all that happens, and all that is allotted, as coming from thence, wherever it is, from whence he himself came; and, finally, waiting for death with a cheerful mind, as being nothing else than a dissolution of the elements of which every living being is compounded. But if there is no harm to the elements themselves in each continually changing into another, why should a man have any apprehension about the change and dissolution of all the elements? For it is according to nature, and nothing is evil which is according to nature.

This in Carnuntum.



      Text from Standard Ebooks.

    

  
    
      Afterword

      Day One: Freedom

      Fifteen years of reading bring the lawyer to something like Marcus Aurelius’s lesson, that money and the world’s good things are worth nothing. But he gets there through contempt: he despises “freedom and life and health” and everyone who lives by them. Marcus reaches the same place without the scorn, because “we are made for cooperation”.

      So who won the bet? The banker keeps his millions, and goes home feeling “so great a contempt for himself”. The lawyer walks out owing nothing and owning nothing, into a world he despises. Henley’s last lines, “I am the master of my fate: / I am the captain of my soul”, are the claim both men are testing. Could either of them say it? Could Marcus, who warns himself against being “pulled by the strings like a puppet”?

      Henley’s friend Robert Louis Stevenson told him that the sight of his “maimed strength and masterfulness” gave him Long John Silver, the one-legged pirate of Treasure Island. Nelson Mandela recited Invictus to his fellow prisoners on Robben Island. And Marcus is the old emperor at the start of Gladiator: the film opens on the war he was fighting as he wrote these notes.

    

  
    
      Day Two

      Revenge

      12 minutes

      
        Story
        The Cask of Amontillado
        Edgar Allan Poe · 10 minutes
        'The thousand injuries of Fortunato I had borne as I best could': a nobleman in carnival season invites his enemy to taste a rare wine.
      

      
        Poem
        A Poison Tree
        William Blake · 1 minute
        Blake's four stanzas on what happens to anger that is kept quiet.
      

      
        Essay
        Of Revenge
        Francis Bacon · 2 minutes
        'Revenge is a kind of wild justice': Bacon's page-long essay on why we should let it go.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      The Cask of Amontillado

      Edgar Allan Poe, 1846

      
        The thousand injuries of Fortunato I had borne as I best could, but when he ventured upon insult I vowed revenge. You, who so well know the nature of my soul, will not suppose, however, that I gave
utterance to a threat. At length I would be avenged; this was a point definitely settled—but the very definiteness with which it was resolved precluded the idea of risk. I must not only punish but punish with impunity. A wrong is unredressed when retribution overtakes its redresser. It is equally unredressed when the avenger fails to make himself felt as such to him who has done the wrong.

It must be understood that neither by word nor deed had I given Fortunato cause to doubt my good will. I continued, as was my wont, to smile in his face, and he did not perceive that my smile now was at the thought of his immolation.

He had a weak point—this Fortunato—although in other regards he was a man to be respected and even feared. He prided himself on his connoisseurship in wine. Few Italians have the true virtuoso spirit. For the most part their enthusiasm is adopted to suit the time and opportunity, to practise imposture upon the British and Austrian millionaires. In painting and gemmary, Fortunato, like his countrymen, was a quack, but in the matter of old wines he was sincere. In this respect I did not differ from him materially;—I was skilful in the Italian vintages myself, and bought largely whenever I could.

It was about dusk, one evening during the supreme madness of the carnival season, that I encountered my friend. He accosted me with excessive warmth, for he had been drinking much. The man wore motley. He had on a tight-fitting parti-striped dress, and his head was surmounted by the conical cap and bells. I was so pleased to see him that I thought I should never have done wringing his hand.

I said to him—“My dear Fortunato, you are luckily met. How remarkably well you are looking to-day. But I have received a pipe of what passes for Amontillado, and I have my doubts.”

“How?” said he. “Amontillado? A pipe? Impossible! And in the middle of the carnival!”


 “I have my doubts,” I replied; “and I was silly enough to pay the full Amontillado price without consulting you in the matter. You were not to be found, and I was fearful of losing a bargain.”

“Amontillado!”

“I have my doubts.”

“Amontillado!”

“And I must satisfy them.”

“Amontillado!”

“As you are engaged, I am on my way to Luchresi. If any one has a critical turn it is he. He will tell me———“

“Luchresi cannot tell Amontillado from Sherry.”

“And yet some fools will have it that his taste is a match for your own.”

“Come, let us go.”

“Whither?”

“To your vaults.”

“My friend, no; I will not impose upon your good nature. I perceive you have an engagement. Luchresi———”

“I have no engagement;— come.”

“My friend, no. It is not the engagement, but the severe cold with which I perceive you are afflicted. The vaults are insufferably damp. They are encrusted with nitre.”

“Let us go, nevertheless. The cold is merely nothing. Amontillado! You have been imposed upon. And as for Luchresi, he cannot distinguish Sherry from Amontillado.”

Thus speaking, Fortunato possessed himself of my arm; and putting on a mask of black silk and drawing a roquelaure closely about my person, I suffered him to hurry me to my palazzo.

There were no attendants at home; they had absconded to make merry in honour of the time. I had told them that I should not return until the morning, and had given them explicit orders not to stir from the house. These orders were sufficient, I knew well, to insure their immediate disappearance, one and all, as soon as my back was turned. 

I took from their sconces two flambeaux, and giving one to Fortunato, bowed him through several suites of rooms to the archway that led into the vaults. I passed down a long and winding staircase, requesting him to be cautious as he followed. We came at length to the foot of the descent, and stood together upon the damp ground of the catacombs of the Montresors.

The gait of my friend was unsteady, and the bells upon his cap jingled as he strode.


 “The pipe,” he said.

“It is farther on,” said I; “but observe the white web-work which gleams from these cavern walls.”

He turned towards me, and looked into my eyes with two filmy orbs that distilled the rheum of intoxication.

“Nitre?” he asked at length.

“Nitre,” I replied. “How long have you had that cough?”

“Ugh! ugh! ugh!— ugh! ugh! ugh!— ugh! ugh! ugh!—ugh! ugh! ugh!—ugh! ugh! ugh!”

My poor friend found it impossible to reply for many minutes.

“It is nothing,” he said, at last.

“Come," I said, with decision, “we will go back; your health is precious. You are rich, respected, admired, beloved; you are happy, as once I was. You are a man to be missed. For me it is no matter. We will go back; you will be ill, and I cannot be responsible. Besides, there is Luchresi———”

“Enough,” he said; “the cough is a mere nothing; it will not kill me. I shall not die of a cough.”

“True— true,” I replied; “and, indeed, I had no intention of alarming you unnecessarily— but you should use all proper caution. A draught of this Medoc will defend us from the damps.”

Here I knocked off the neck of a bottle which I drew from a long row of its fellows that lay upon the mould.

“Drink,” I said, presenting him the wine. He raised it to his lips with a leer. He paused and nodded to me familiarly, while his bells jingled.

“I drink,” he said, “to the buried that repose around us.”

“And I to your long life.”

He again took my arm, and we proceeded.

“These vaults," he said, “are extensive."

“The Montresors,” I replied, “were a great and numerous family.”

“I forget your arms.”

“A huge human foot d’ or, in a field azure; the foot crushes a serpent rampant whose fangs are imbedded in the heel.”

“And the motto? ”

“Nemo me impune lacessit.”

“Good!” he said.


The wine sparkled in his eyes and the bells jingled. My own fancy grew warm with the Medoc. We had passed through long walls of piled skeletons, with casks and puncheons intermingling, into the inmost recesses  of catacombs. I paused again, and this time I made bold to seize Fortunato by an arm above the elbow.
“The nitre!” I said; “see, it increases. It hangs like moss upon the vaults. We are below the river’s bed. The drops of moisture trickle among the bones. Come, we will go back ere it is too late. Your cough———”

“It is nothing,” he said; ”let us go on. But first, another draught of the Medoc.”

I broke and reached him a flagon of De Grave. He emptied it at a breath. His eyes Hashed with a fierce light. He laughed and threw the bottle upward with a gesticulation I did not understand.

I looked at him in surprise. He repeated the movement—a grotesque one.

“You do not comprehend?” he said.

“Not I,” I replied.

“Then you are not of the brotherhood.”

“How?”

“You are not of the masons.”

“Yes, yes,” I said; “yes, yes.”

“You? Impossible! A mason?”

“A mason,” I replied.

“A sign,” he said, ”a sign.”

“It is this,” I answered, producing from beneath the folds of my roquelaure a trowel.

“You jest,” he exclaimed, recoiling a few paces. ”But let us proceed to the Amontillado.”

”Be it so,” I said, replacing the tool beneath the cloak and again offering my arm. He leaned upon it heavily. We continued our route in search of the Amontillado. We passed through a range of low arches, descended, passed on, and descending again, arrived at a deep crypt, in which the foulness of the air caused our flambeaux rather to glow than flame.

At the most remote end of the crypt there appeared another less spacious. Its walls had been lined with human remains, piled to the vault overhead, in the fashion of the great catacombs of Paris. Three sides of this interior crypt were still ornamented in this manner. From the fourth side the bones had been thrown down, and lay promiscuously upon the earth, forming at one point a mound of some size. Within the wall thus exposed by the displacing of the bones, we perceived a still interior crypt or recess, in depth about four feet, in width three, in height six or seven. It seemed to have been constructed for no especial use within itself, but formed merely the interval Between two of the colossal supports of the roof of the catacombs, and was backed by one of their circumscribing walls of solid granite.

It was in vain that Fortunato, uplifting his dull torch, endeavoured to pry into the depth of the recess. Its termination the feeble light did not enable us to see.

“Proceed,” I said; “herein is the Amontillado. As for Luchresi———”

“He is an ignoramus.” interrupted my friend, as he stepped unsteadily forward, while I followed immediately at his heels. In an instant he had
reached the extremity of the niche, and, finding his progress arrested by the rock, stood stupidly bewildered. A moment more and I had fettered him to the granite. In its surface were two iron staples, distant from each other about two feet, horizontally. From one of these depended a short chain, from the other a padlock. Throwing the links about his waist, it was but the work of a few seconds to secure it. He was too much astounded to resist. Withdrawing the key I stepped back from the recess.

“Pass your hand,” I said, “over the wall; you cannot help feeling the nitre. Indeed, it is very damp. Once more let me implore
you to return. No? Then I must positively leave you. But I must first render you all the little attentions in my power."

“The Amontillado!” ejaculated my friend, not yet recovered from his astonishment.

“True,” I replied; “the Amontillado.”

As I said these words I busied myself among the pile of bones of which I have before spoken. Throwing them aside, I soon uncovered a quantity of building stone and mortar. With these materials and with the aid of my trowel, I began vigorously to wall up the entrance of the niche.

I had scarcely laid the first tier of the masonry when I discovered that the intoxication of Fortunato had in a great measure worn off. The earliest indication I had of this was a low moaning cry from the depth of the recess. It was not the cry of a drunken man. There was then a long and obstinate silence. I laid the second tier, and the third, and the fourth, and then I heard the furious vibrations of the chain. The noise lasted for several minutes, during which, that I might hearken to it with the more satisfaction, I ceased my labours and sat down upon the bones. When at last the clanking subsided, I resumed the trowel, and finished without interruption the fifth, the sixth, and the seventh tier. The wall was now nearly upon a level with my breast. I again paused, and holding the flambeaux over the mason-work, threw a few feeble rays upon the figure within.



The wall was now nearly upon a level with my breast.  Unsheathing my rapier, I began to grope with it about the recess.



  A succession of loud and shrill screams, Bursting suddenly from the throat of the chained form, seemed to thrust me violently hack. For a brief moment I hesitated, I trembled. Unsheathing my rapier, I began to grope with it about the recess; but the thought of an instant reassured me. I placed my hand upon the solid fabric of the catacombs, and felt satisfied. I reapproached the wall; I replied to the yells of him who clamoured. I re-echoed, I aided, I surpassed them in volume and in strength. I did this, and the clamourer grew still.
It was now midnight, and my task was drawing to a close. I had completed the eighth, the ninth, and the tenth tier. I had finished a portion of the last and the eleventh; there remained but a single stone to be fitted and plastered in. I struggled with its weight; I placed it partially in its
destined position. But now there came from out the niche a low laugh that erected the hairs upon my head. It was succeeded by a sad voice, which I had difficulty in recognizing as that of the noble Fortunato. The voice said—

“Ha! ha! ha!—he! he! he!—a very good joke, indeed— an excellent jest. We shall have many a rich laugh about it at the palazzo—he! he! he!—over our wine—he! he! he!”

“The Amontillado!” I said.

“He! he! he!— he! he! he!—yes, the Amontillado. But is it not getting late? Will not they be awaiting us at the palazzo, the Lady Fortunato and the rest? Let us be gone.”

“Yes,” I said, “let us be gone.”

“For the love of God! Montresor!”

“Yes,” I said, “for the love of God!”

But to these words I hearkened in vain for a reply. I grew impatient. I called aloud—

“Fortunato!”

No answer. I called again,—

“Fortunato!”

No answer still. I thrust a torch through the remaining aperture and let it fall within. There came forth in return only a jingling of the bells. My heart grew sick; it was the dampness of the catacombs that made it so. I hastened to make an end of my labour. I forced the last stone into
its position; I plastered it up. Against the new masonry I re-erected the old rampart of bones. For the half of a century no mortal has disturbed
them. In pace requiescat!
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      Poem

      A Poison Tree

      William Blake, 1794

      
        

I was angry with my friend:

I told my wrath, my wrath did end.

I was angry with my foe:

I told it not, my wrath did grow.



And I watered it in fears,

Night and morning with my tears;

And I sunned it with smiles,

And with soft deceitful wiles.



And it grew both day and night,

Till it bore an apple bright;

And my foe beheld it shine,

And he knew that it was mine,



And into my garden stole

When the night had veil'd the pole:

In the morning glad I see

My foe outstretch'd beneath the tree.
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      Essay

      Of Revenge

      Francis Bacon, 1625

      
        Revenge is a kind of wild justice, which the more man's nature runs to, the more ought law to weed it out: for as for the first wrong, it doth but offend the law, but the revenge of that wrong putteth the law out of office. Certainly, in taking revenge, a man is but even with his enemy; but in passing it over, he is superior; for it is a prince's part to pardon: and Solomon, I am sure, saith, "It is the glory of a man to pass by an offence." That which is past is gone and irrecoverable, and wise men have enough to do with things present and to come; therefore they do but "trifle with themselves, that labour in past matters. There is no man doth a wrong for the wrong's sake, but thereby to purchase himself profit, or pleasure, or honour, or the like; therefore why should I be angry with a man for loving himself better than me? And if any man should do wrong, merely out of ill-nature, why, yet it is but like the thorn or brier, which prick and scratch, because they can do no other. The most tolerable sort of revenge is for those wrongs which there is no law to remedy; but then, let a man take heed the revenge be such there is no law to punish, else a man's enemy is still beforehand, and it two for one. Some, when they take revenge, are desirous the party should know whence it cometh: this is the more generous; for the delight seemeth to be not so much in doing the hurt as in making the party repent: but base and crafty cowards are like the arrow that flieth in the dark. Cosmus, Duke of Florence, had a desperate saying against perfidious or neglecting friends, as if those wrongs were unpardonable. "You shall read," saith he "that we are commanded to forgive our enemies but you never read that we are commanded to forgive our friends." But yet the spirit of Job was in a better tune: "Shall we," saith he, "take good at God's hands, and not be content to take evil also?" and so of friends in a proportion. This is certain, that a man that studieth revenge, keeps his own wounds green, which otherwise would heal and do well. Public revenges and for the most part fortunate; as that for the death of Cæsar; for the death of Pertinax; for the death of Henry the Third of France; and many more. But in private revenges it is not so; nay, rather vindictive persons live the life of witches; who, as they are mischievous, so end they unfortunate.
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      Afterword

      Day Two: Revenge

      Montresor sets himself two rules at the start. He must “punish with impunity”, and the avenger must make himself felt “as such to him who has done the wrong”. He keeps the first: “For the half of a century no mortal has disturbed them.” The second is less sure. Fortunato knows who is walling him up, but does he ever learn why? He takes it for “a very good joke”, then begs “For the love of God!”, and never names the insult. Nor does Montresor.

      Bacon warns that “a man that studieth revenge, keeps his own wounds green”. Fifty years on, Montresor is still telling the story, to someone “who so well know the nature of my soul”: a priest hearing his confession, perhaps. As the last stone goes in, his heart grows sick, though “it was the dampness of the catacombs that made it so.” Was it?

      Blake’s speaker has Montresor’s method. He hides his wrath and suns it “with smiles”, as Montresor goes on “to smile in his face”. In Blake’s notebook the poem had another title: “Christian Forbearance”. And the Montresor motto, “Nemo me impune lacessit”, “No one provokes me with impunity”, is a real one: it is Scotland’s royal motto.

    

  
    
      Day Three

      First love

      25 minutes

      
        Story
        Araby
        James Joyce · 9 minutes
        A Dublin boy's first infatuation, from Dubliners.
      

      
        Poem
        To His Coy Mistress
        Andrew Marvell · 2 minutes
        "Had we but world enough and time": the wittiest seduction in English.
      

      
        Essay
        On Falling in Love
        Robert Louis Stevenson · 14 minutes
        The young Stevenson, charming and wise, on the one sensible folly.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      Araby

      James Joyce, 1914

      
North Richmond Street, being blind, was a quiet street except at the hour when the Christian Brothers’ School set the boys free. An uninhabited house of two storeys stood at the blind end, detached from its neighbours in a square ground. The other houses of the street, conscious of decent lives within them, gazed at one another with brown imperturbable faces.

The former tenant of our house, a priest, had died in the back drawing-room. Air, musty from having been long enclosed, hung in all the rooms, and the waste room behind the kitchen was littered with old useless papers. Among these I found a few paper-covered books, the pages of which were curled and damp: The Abbot, by Walter Scott, The Devout Communicant and The Memoirs of Vidocq. I liked the last best because its leaves were yellow. The wild garden behind the house contained a central apple-tree and a few straggling bushes under one of which I found the late tenant’s rusty bicycle-pump. He had been a very charitable priest; in his will he had left all his money to institutions and the furniture of his house to his sister.

When the short days of winter came dusk fell before we had well eaten our dinners. When we met in the street the houses had grown sombre. The space of sky above us was the colour of ever-changing violet and towards it the lamps of the street lifted their feeble lanterns. The cold air stung us and we played till our bodies glowed. Our shouts echoed in the silent street. The career of our play brought us through the dark muddy lanes behind the houses where we ran the gauntlet of the rough tribes from the cottages, to the back doors of the dark dripping gardens where odours arose from the ashpits, to the dark odorous stables where a coachman smoothed and combed the horse or shook music from the buckled harness. When we returned to the street light from the kitchen windows had filled the areas. If my uncle was seen turning the corner we hid in the shadow until we had seen him safely housed. Or if Mangan’s sister came out on the doorstep to call her brother in to his tea we watched her from our shadow peer up and down the street. We waited to see whether she would remain or go in and, if she remained, we left our shadow and walked up to Mangan’s steps resignedly. She was waiting for us, her figure defined by the light from the half-opened door. Her brother always teased her before he obeyed and I stood by the railings looking at her. Her dress swung as she moved her body and the soft rope of her hair tossed from side to side.

Every morning I lay on the floor in the front parlour watching her door. The blind was pulled down to within an inch of the sash so that I could not be seen. When she came out on the doorstep my heart leaped. I ran to the hall, seized my books and followed her. I kept her brown figure always in my eye and, when we came near the point at which our ways diverged, I quickened my pace and passed her. This happened morning after morning. I had never spoken to her, except for a few casual words, and yet her name was like a summons to all my foolish blood.

Her image accompanied me even in places the most hostile to romance. On Saturday evenings when my aunt went marketing I had to go to carry some of the parcels. We walked through the flaring streets, jostled by drunken men and bargaining women, amid the curses of labourers, the shrill litanies of shop-boys who stood on guard by the barrels of pigs’ cheeks, the nasal chanting of street-singers, who sang a come-all-you about O’Donovan Rossa, or a ballad about the troubles in our native land. These noises converged in a single sensation of life for me: I imagined that I bore my chalice safely through a throng of foes. Her name sprang to my lips at moments in strange prayers and praises which I myself did not understand. My eyes were often full of tears (I could not tell why) and at times a flood from my heart seemed to pour itself out into my bosom. I thought little of the future. I did not know whether I would ever speak to her or not or, if I spoke to her, how I could tell her of my confused adoration. But my body was like a harp and her words and gestures were like fingers running upon the wires.

One evening I went into the back drawing-room in which the priest had died. It was a dark rainy evening and there was no sound in the house. Through one of the broken panes I heard the rain impinge upon the earth, the fine incessant needles of water playing in the sodden beds. Some distant lamp or lighted window gleamed below me. I was thankful that I could see so little. All my senses seemed to desire to veil themselves and, feeling that I was about to slip from them, I pressed the palms of my hands together until they trembled, murmuring: “O love! O love!” many times.

At last she spoke to me. When she addressed the first words to me I was so confused that I did not know what to answer. She asked me was I going to Araby. I forgot whether I answered yes or no. It would be a splendid bazaar, she said; she would love to go.

“And why can’t you?” I asked.

While she spoke she turned a silver bracelet round and round her wrist. She could not go, she said, because there would be a retreat that week in her convent. Her brother and two other boys were fighting for their caps and I was alone at the railings. She held one of the spikes, bowing her head towards me. The light from the lamp opposite our door caught the white curve of her neck, lit up her hair that rested there and, falling, lit up the hand upon the railing. It fell over one side of her dress and caught the white border of a petticoat, just visible as she stood at ease.

“It’s well for you,” she said.

“If I go,” I said, “I will bring you something.”

What innumerable follies laid waste my waking and sleeping thoughts after that evening! I wished to annihilate the tedious intervening days. I chafed against the work of school. At night in my bedroom and by day in the classroom her image came between me and the page I strove to read. The syllables of the word Araby were called to me through the silence in which my soul luxuriated and cast an Eastern enchantment over me. I asked for leave to go to the bazaar on Saturday night. My aunt was surprised and hoped it was not some Freemason affair. I answered few questions in class. I watched my master’s face pass from amiability to sternness; he hoped I was not beginning to idle. I could not call my wandering thoughts together. I had hardly any patience with the serious work of life which, now that it stood between me and my desire, seemed to me child’s play, ugly monotonous child’s play.

On Saturday morning I reminded my uncle that I wished to go to the bazaar in the evening. He was fussing at the hallstand, looking for the hat-brush, and answered me curtly:

“Yes, boy, I know.”

As he was in the hall I could not go into the front parlour and lie at the window. I left the house in bad humour and walked slowly towards the school. The air was pitilessly raw and already my heart misgave me.

When I came home to dinner my uncle had not yet been home. Still it was early. I sat staring at the clock for some time and, when its ticking began to irritate me, I left the room. I mounted the staircase and gained the upper part of the house. The high cold empty gloomy rooms liberated me and I went from room to room singing. From the front window I saw my companions playing below in the street. Their cries reached me weakened and indistinct and, leaning my forehead against the cool glass, I looked over at the dark house where she lived. I may have stood there for an hour, seeing nothing but the brown-clad figure cast by my imagination, touched discreetly by the lamplight at the curved neck, at the hand upon the railings and at the border below the dress.

When I came downstairs again I found Mrs. Mercer sitting at the fire. She was an old garrulous woman, a pawnbroker’s widow, who collected used stamps for some pious purpose. I had to endure the gossip of the tea-table. The meal was prolonged beyond an hour and still my uncle did not come. Mrs. Mercer stood up to go: she was sorry she couldn’t wait any longer, but it was after eight o’clock and she did not like to be out late as the night air was bad for her. When she had gone I began to walk up and down the room, clenching my fists. My aunt said:

“I’m afraid you may put off your bazaar for this night of Our Lord.”

At nine o’clock I heard my uncle’s latchkey in the halldoor. I heard him talking to himself and heard the hallstand rocking when it had received the weight of his overcoat. I could interpret these signs. When he was midway through his dinner I asked him to give me the money to go to the bazaar. He had forgotten.

“The people are in bed and after their first sleep now,” he said.

I did not smile. My aunt said to him energetically:

“Can’t you give him the money and let him go? You’ve kept him late enough as it is.”

My uncle said he was very sorry he had forgotten. He said he believed in the old saying: “All work and no play makes Jack a dull boy.” He asked me where I was going and, when I had told him a second time he asked me did I know The Arab’s Farewell to His Steed. When I left the kitchen he was about to recite the opening lines of the piece to my aunt.

I held a florin tightly in my hand as I strode down Buckingham Street towards the station. The sight of the streets thronged with buyers and glaring with gas recalled to me the purpose of my journey. I took my seat in a third-class carriage of a deserted train. After an intolerable delay the train moved out of the station slowly. It crept onward among ruinous houses and over the twinkling river. At Westland Row Station a crowd of people pressed to the carriage doors; but the porters moved them back, saying that it was a special train for the bazaar. I remained alone in the bare carriage. In a few minutes the train drew up beside an improvised wooden platform. I passed out on to the road and saw by the lighted dial of a clock that it was ten minutes to ten. In front of me was a large building which displayed the magical name.

I could not find any sixpenny entrance and, fearing that the bazaar would be closed, I passed in quickly through a turnstile, handing a shilling to a weary-looking man. I found myself in a big hall girdled at half its height by a gallery. Nearly all the stalls were closed and the greater part of the hall was in darkness. I recognised a silence like that which pervades a church after a service. I walked into the centre of the bazaar timidly. A few people were gathered about the stalls which were still open. Before a curtain, over which the words “Café Chantant” were written in coloured lamps, two men were counting money on a salver. I listened to the fall of the coins.

Remembering with difficulty why I had come I went over to one of the stalls and examined porcelain vases and flowered tea-sets. At the door of the stall a young lady was talking and laughing with two young gentlemen. I remarked their English accents and listened vaguely to their conversation.

“O, I never said such a thing!”

“O, but you did!”

“O, but I didn’t!”

“Didn’t she say that?”

“Yes. I heard her.”

“O, there’s a⁠ ⁠… fib!”

Observing me the young lady came over and asked me did I wish to buy anything. The tone of her voice was not encouraging; she seemed to have spoken to me out of a sense of duty. I looked humbly at the great jars that stood like eastern guards at either side of the dark entrance to the stall and murmured:

“No, thank you.”

The young lady changed the position of one of the vases and went back to the two young men. They began to talk of the same subject. Once or twice the young lady glanced at me over her shoulder.

I lingered before her stall, though I knew my stay was useless, to make my interest in her wares seem the more real. Then I turned away slowly and walked down the middle of the bazaar. I allowed the two pennies to fall against the sixpence in my pocket. I heard a voice call from one end of the gallery that the light was out. The upper part of the hall was now completely dark.

Gazing up into the darkness I saw myself as a creature driven and derided by vanity; and my eyes burned with anguish and anger.
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      Poem

      To His Coy Mistress

      Andrew Marvell, 1681

      
        


To his Coy Mistress




Had we but World enough, and Time,
This coyness Lady were no crime.
We would sit down, and think which way
To walk, and pass our long Loves Day.
Thou by the Indian Ganges side
Should'st Rubies find; I by the Tide
Of Humber would complain. I would
Love you ten years before the Flood:
And you should if you please refuse
Till the Conversion of the Jews.
My vegetable Love should grow
Vaster then Empires, and more slow.
An hundred years should go to praise
Thine Eyes, and on thy Forehead Gaze.
Two hundred to adore each Breast:
But thirty thousand to the rest.
An Age at least to every part,
And the last Age should show your Heart.
For Lady you deserve this State;
Nor would I love at lower rate.
 But at my back I alwaies hear
Times winged Charriot hurrying near:
And yonder all before us lye
Desarts of vast Eternity.
Thy Beauty shall no more be found,
Nor, in thy marble Vault, shall sound
My ecchoing Song: then Worms shall try
That long preserv'd Virginity:
And your quaint Honour turn to dust;
And into ashes all my Lust.
The Grave's a fine and private place,
But none I think do there embrace.

 Now therefore, while the youthful hew
Sits on thy skin like morning glew,
And while thy willing Soul transpires
At every pore with instant Fires,
Now let us sport us while we may;
And now, like am'rous birds of prey,
Rather at once our Time devour,
Than languish in his slow-chapt pow'r.
Let us roll all our Strength, and all
Our sweetness, up into one Ball:
And tear our Pleasures with rough strife,
Thorough the Iron gates of Life.
Thus, though we cannot make our Sun
Stand still, yet we will make him run.
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      Essay

      On Falling in Love

      Robert Louis Stevenson, 1877

      There is only one event in life
which really astonishes a man and startles him out of his
prepared opinions. Everything else befalls him very much as
he expected. Event succeeds to event, with an agreeable
variety indeed, but with little that is either startling or
intense; they form together no more than a sort of background, or
running accompaniment to the man’s own reflections; and he
falls naturally into a cool, curious, and smiling habit of mind,
and builds himself up in a conception of life which expects
to-morrow to be after the pattern of to-day and yesterday. He may be accustomed to the vagaries of his friends and
acquaintances under the influence of love. He may sometimes
look forward to it for himself with an incomprehensible
expectation. But it is a subject in which neither intuition
nor the behaviour of others will help the philosopher to the
truth. There is probably nothing rightly thought or rightly
written on this matter of love that is not a piece of the
person’s experience. I remember an anecdote of a
well-known French theorist, who was debating a point eagerly in
his cénacle. It was objected against him that
he had never experienced love. Whereupon he arose, left the
society, and made it a point not to return to it until he
considered that he had supplied the defect. “Now,” he remarked, on entering, “now I am in a
position to continue the discussion.” Perhaps he had
not penetrated very deeply into the subject after all; but the
story indicates right thinking, and may serve as an apologue to
readers of this essay.

When at last the scales fall from his eyes, it is not without
something of the nature of dismay that the man finds himself in
such changed conditions. He has to deal with commanding
emotions instead of the easy dislikes and preferences in which he
has hitherto passed his days; and he recognises capabilities for
pain and pleasure of which he had not yet suspected the
existence. Falling in love is the one illogical adventure,
the one thing of which we are tempted to think as supernatural,
in our trite and reasonable world. The effect is out of all
proportion with the cause. Two persons, neither of them, it
may be, very amiable or very beautiful, meet, speak a little, and
look a little into each other’s eyes. That has been
done a dozen or so of times in the experience of either with no
great result. But on this occasion all is different. They fall at once into that state in which another person becomes
to us the very gist and centrepoint of God’s creation, and
demolishes our laborious theories with a smile; in which our
ideas are so bound up with the one master-thought that even the
trivial cares of our own person become so many acts of devotion,
and the love of life itself is translated into a wish to remain
in the same world with so precious and desirable a
fellow-creature. And all the while their acquaintances look
on in stupor, and ask each other, with almost passionate
emphasis, what so-and-so can see in that woman, or such-an-one in
that man? I am sure, gentlemen, I cannot tell you. For my part, I cannot think what the women mean. It might
be very well, if the Apollo Belvedere should suddenly glow all
over into life, and step forward from the pedestal with that
godlike air of his. But of the misbegotten changelings who
call themselves men, and prate intolerably over dinner-tables, I
never saw one who seemed worthy to inspire love—no, nor
read of any, except Leonardo da Vinci, and perhaps Goethe in his
youth. About women I entertain a somewhat different
opinion; but there, I have the misfortune to be a man.

There are many matters in which you may waylay Destiny, and
bid him stand and deliver. Hard work, high thinking,
adventurous excitement, and a great deal more that forms a part
of this or the other person’s spiritual bill of fare, are
within the reach of almost any one who can dare a little and be
patient. But it is by no means in the way of every one to
fall in love. You know the difficulty Shakespeare was put
into when Queen Elizabeth asked him to show Falstaff in
love. I do not believe that Henry Fielding was ever in
love. Scott, if it were not for a passage or two in Rob
Roy, would give me very much the same effect. These are
great names and (what is more to the purpose) strong, healthy,
high-strung, and generous natures, of whom the reverse might have
been expected. As for the innumerable army of anæmic
and tailorish persons who occupy the face of this planet with so
much propriety, it is palpably absurd to imagine them in any such
situation as a love-affair. A wet rag goes safely by the
fire; and if a man is blind, he cannot expect to be much
impressed by romantic scenery. Apart from all this, many
lovable people miss each other in the world, or meet under some
unfavourable star. There is the nice and critical moment of
declaration to be got over. From timidity or lack of
opportunity a good half of possible love cases never get so far,
and at least another quarter do there cease and determine. A very adroit person, to be sure, manages to prepare the way and
out with his declaration in the nick of time. And then
there is a fine solid sort of man, who goes on from snub to snub;
and if he has to declare forty times, will continue imperturbably
declaring, amid the astonished consideration of men and angels,
until he has a favourable answer. I daresay, if one were a
woman, one would like to marry a man who was capable of doing
this, but not quite one who had done so. It is just a
little bit abject, and somehow just a little bit gross; and
marriages in which one of the parties has been thus battered into
consent scarcely form agreeable subjects for meditation. Love should run out to meet love with open arms. Indeed,
the ideal story is that of two people who go into love step for
step, with a fluttered consciousness, like a pair of children
venturing together into a dark room. From the first moment
when they see each other, with a pang of curiosity, through stage
after stage of growing pleasure and embarrassment, they can read
the expression of their own trouble in each other’s
eyes. There is here no declaration properly so called; the
feeling is so plainly shared, that as soon as the man knows what
it is in his own heart, he is sure of what it is in the
woman’s.

This simple accident of falling in love is as beneficial as it
is astonishing. It arrests the petrifying influence of
years, disproves cold-blooded and cynical conclusions, and
awakens dormant sensibilities. Hitherto the man had found
it a good policy to disbelieve the existence of any enjoyment
which was out of his reach; and thus he turned his back upon the
strong sunny parts of nature, and accustomed himself to look
exclusively on what was common and dull. He accepted a
prose ideal, let himself go blind of many sympathies by disuse;
and if he were young and witty, or beautiful, wilfully forewent
these advantages. He joined himself to the following of
what, in the old mythology of love, was prettily called
nonchaloir; and in an odd mixture of feelings, a fling of
self-respect, a preference for selfish liberty, and a great dash
of that fear with which honest people regard serious interests,
kept himself back from the straightforward course of life among
certain selected activities. And now, all of a sudden, he
is unhorsed, like St. Paul, from his infidel affectation. His heart, which has been ticking accurate seconds for the last
year, gives a bound and begins to beat high and irregularly in
his breast. It seems as if he had never heard or felt or
seen until that moment; and by the report of his memory, he must
have lived his past life between sleep and waking, or with the
preoccupied attention of a brown study. He is practically
incommoded by the generosity of his feelings, smiles much when he
is alone, and develops a habit of looking rather blankly upon the
moon and stars. But it is not at all within the province of
a prose essayist to give a picture of this hyperbolical frame of
mind; and the thing has been done already, and that to
admiration. In Adelaide, in Tennyson’s
Maud, and in some of Heine’s songs, you get the
absolute expression of this midsummer spirit. Romeo and
Juliet were very much in love; although they tell me some German
critics are of a different opinion, probably the same who would
have us think Mercutio a dull fellow. Poor Antony was in
love, and no mistake. That lay figure Marius, in Les
Misérables, is also a genuine case in his own way, and
worth observation. A good many of George Sand’s
people are thoroughly in love; and so are a good many of George
Meredith’s. Altogether, there is plenty to read on
the subject. If the root of the matter be in him, and if he
has the requisite chords to set in vibration, a young man may
occasionally enter, with the key of art, into that land of Beulah
which is upon the borders of Heaven and within sight of the City
of Love. There let him sit awhile to hatch delightful hopes
and perilous illusions.

One thing that accompanies the passion in its first blush is
certainly difficult to explain. It comes (I do not quite
see how) that from having a very supreme sense of pleasure in all
parts of life—in lying down to sleep, in waking, in motion,
in breathing, in continuing to be—the lover begins to
regard his happiness as beneficial for the rest of the world and
highly meritorious in himself. Our race has never been able
contentedly to suppose that the noise of its wars, conducted by a
few young gentlemen in a corner of an inconsiderable star, does
not re-echo among the courts of Heaven with quite a formidable
effect. In much the same taste, when people find a great
to-do in their own breasts, they imagine it must have some
influence in their neighbourhood. The presence of the two
lovers is so enchanting to each other that it seems as if it must
be the best thing possible for everybody else. They are
half inclined to fancy it is because of them and their love that
the sky is blue and the sun shines. And certainly the
weather is usually fine while people are courting. . . In
point of fact, although the happy man feels very kindly towards
others of his own sex, there is apt to be something too much of
the magnifico in his demeanour. If people grow presuming
and self-important over such matters as a dukedom or the Holy
See, they will scarcely support the dizziest elevation in life
without some suspicion of a strut; and the dizziest elevation is
to love and be loved in return. Consequently, accepted
lovers are a trifle condescending in their address to other
men. An overweening sense of the passion and importance of
life hardly conduces to simplicity of manner. To women,
they feel very nobly, very purely, and very generously, as if
they were so many Joan-of-Arc’s; but this does not come out
in their behaviour; and they treat them to Grandisonian airs
marked with a suspicion of fatuity. I am not quite certain
that women do not like this sort of thing; but really, after
having bemused myself over Daniel Deronda, I have given up
trying to understand what they like.

If it did nothing else, this sublime and ridiculous
superstition, that the pleasure of the pair is somehow blessed to
others, and everybody is made happier in their happiness, would
serve at least to keep love generous and great-hearted. Nor
is it quite a baseless superstition after all. Other lovers
are hugely interested. They strike the nicest balance
between pity and approval, when they see people aping the
greatness of their own sentiments. It is an understood
thing in the play, that while the young gentlefolk are courting
on the terrace, a rough flirtation is being carried on, and a
light, trivial sort of love is growing up, between the footman
and the singing chambermaid. As people are generally cast
for the leading parts in their own imaginations, the reader can
apply the parallel to real life without much chance of going
wrong. In short, they are quite sure this other love-affair
is not so deep seated as their own, but they like dearly to see
it going forward. And love, considered as a spectacle, must
have attractions for many who are not of the confraternity. The sentimental old maid is a commonplace of the novelists; and
he must be rather a poor sort of human being, to be sure, who can
look on at this pretty madness without indulgence and
sympathy. For nature commends itself to people with a most
insinuating art; the busiest is now and again arrested by a great
sunset; and you may be as pacific or as cold-blooded as you will,
but you cannot help some emotion when you read of well-disputed
battles, or meet a pair of lovers in the lane.

Certainly, whatever it may be with regard to the world at
large, this idea of beneficent pleasure is true as between the
sweethearts. To do good and communicate is the
lover’s grand intention. It is the happiness of the
other that makes his own most intense gratification. It is
not possible to disentangle the different emotions, the pride,
humility, pity and passion, which are excited by a look of happy
love or an unexpected caress. To make one’s self
beautiful, to dress the hair, to excel in talk, to do anything
and all things that puff out the character and attributes and
make them imposing in the eyes of others, is not only to magnify
one’s self, but to offer the most delicate homage at the
same time. And it is in this latter intention that they are
done by lovers; for the essence of love is kindness; and indeed
it may be best defined as passionate kindness: kindness, so to
speak, run mad and become importunate and violent. Vanity
in a merely personal sense exists no longer. The lover
takes a perilous pleasure in privately displaying his weak points
and having them, one after another, accepted and condoned. He wishes to be assured that he is not loved for this or that
good quality, but for himself, or something as like himself as he
can contrive to set forward. For, although it may have been
a very difficult thing to paint the marriage of Cana, or write
the fourth act of Antony and Cleopatra, there is a more difficult
piece of art before every one in this world who cares to set
about explaining his own character to others. Words and
acts are easily wrenched from their true significance; and they
are all the language we have to come and go upon. A pitiful
job we make of it, as a rule. For better or worse, people
mistake our meaning and take our emotions at a wrong
valuation. And generally we rest pretty content with our
failures; we are content to be misapprehended by cackling flirts;
but when once a man is moonstruck with this affection of love, he
makes it a point of honour to clear such dubieties away. He
cannot have the Best of her Sex misled upon a point of this
importance; and his pride revolts at being loved in a
mistake.

He discovers a great reluctance to return on former periods of
his life. To all that has not been shared with her, rights
and duties, bygone fortunes and dispositions, he can look back
only by a difficult and repugnant effort of the will. That
he should have wasted some years in ignorance of what alone was
really important, that he may have entertained the thought of
other women with any show of complacency, is a burthen almost too
heavy for his self-respect. But it is the thought of
another past that rankles in his spirit like a poisoned
wound. That he himself made a fashion of being alive in the
bald, beggarly days before a certain meeting, is deplorable
enough in all good conscience. But that She should have
permitted herself the same liberty seems inconsistent with a
Divine providence.

A great many people run down jealousy, on the score that it is
an artificial feeling, as well as practically inconvenient. This is scarcely fair; for the feeling on which it merely
attends, like an ill-humoured courtier, is itself artificial in
exactly the same sense and to the same degree. I suppose
what is meant by that objection is that jealousy has not always
been a character of man; formed no part of that very modest kit
of sentiments with which he is supposed to have begun the world;
but waited to make its appearance in better days and among richer
natures. And this is equally true of love, and friendship,
and love of country, and delight in what they call the beauties
of nature, and most other things worth having. Love, in
particular, will not endure any historical scrutiny: to all who
have fallen across it, it is one of the most incontestable facts
in the world; but if you begin to ask what it was in other
periods and countries, in Greece for instance, the strangest
doubts begin to spring up, and everything seems so vague and
changing that a dream is logical in comparison. Jealousy,
at any rate, is one of the consequences of love; you may like it
or not, at pleasure; but there it is.

It is not exactly jealousy, however, that we feel when we
reflect on the past of those we love. A bundle of letters
found after years of happy union creates no sense of insecurity
in the present; and yet it will pain a man sharply. The two
people entertain no vulgar doubt of each other: but this
pre-existence of both occurs to the mind as something
indelicate. To be altogether right, they should have had
twin birth together, at the same moment with the feeling that
unites them. Then indeed it would be simple and perfect and
without reserve or afterthought. Then they would understand
each other with a fulness impossible otherwise. There would
be no barrier between them of associations that cannot be
imparted. They would be led into none of those comparisons
that send the blood back to the heart. And they would know
that there had been no time lost, and they had been together as
much as was possible. For besides terror for the separation
that must follow some time or other in the future, men feel
anger, and something like remorse, when they think of that other
separation which endured until they met. Some one has
written that love makes people believe in immortality, because
there seems not to be room enough in life for so great a
tenderness, and it is inconceivable that the most masterful of
our emotions should have no more than the spare moments of a few
years. Indeed, it seems strange; but if we call to mind
analogies, we can hardly regard it as impossible.

“The blind bow-boy,” who smiles upon us from the
end of terraces in old Dutch gardens, laughingly hails his
bird-bolts among a fleeting generation. But for as fast as
ever he shoots, the game dissolves and disappears into eternity
from under his falling arrows; this one is gone ere he is struck;
the other has but time to make one gesture and give one
passionate cry; and they are all the things of a moment. When the generation is gone, when the play is over, when the
thirty years’ panorama has been withdrawn in tatters from
the stage of the world, we may ask what has become of these
great, weighty, and undying loves, and the sweet-hearts who
despised mortal conditions in a fine credulity; and they can only
show us a few songs in a bygone taste, a few actions worth
remembering, and a few children who have retained some happy
stamp from the disposition of their parents.
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      Afterword

      Day Three: First love

      Stevenson says a lover loses his vanity: “Vanity in a merely personal sense exists no longer.” Joyce’s boy, in the darkened bazaar, sees himself “as a creature driven and derided by vanity.” Which of them is right about him? He never tells the girl of his “confused adoration”, and we never even learn her name, though it “was like a summons to all my foolish blood”. Stevenson reckons that “from timidity or lack of opportunity a good half of possible love cases never get so far.”

      Marvell’s speaker is not timid. He and Stevenson both feel how short life is, and draw opposite lessons from it. Stevenson passes on the idea that love makes us believe in immortality, “because there seems not to be room enough in life for so great a tenderness.” Marvell sees only “Desarts of vast Eternity”, and “The Grave’s a fine and private place, / But none I think do there embrace.” So hurry.

      Stevenson wrote the essay soon after meeting Fanny Osbourne, an American at an artists’ colony in France: ten years older than him, married, and a mother. Two years later he crossed the Atlantic and America, ill and nearly penniless, to reach her in California, and in 1880 they married. Joyce lived on North Richmond Street as a boy, and there really was an Araby: a great bazaar held in Dublin in May 1894, when he was twelve.
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        Story
        Soldier's Home
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        The returning soldier who can no longer say what he feels; Hemingway's iceberg method at its best.
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        The war poem, written months before Owen was killed a week before the Armistice.
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        A decorated officer refuses to keep fighting; read out in Parliament and printed in The Times.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      Soldier's Home

      Ernest Hemingway, 1925

      
Krebs went to the war from a Methodist college in Kansas. There is a picture which shows him among his fraternity brothers, all of them wearing exactly the same height and style collar. He enlisted in the Marines in 1917 and did not return to the United States until the second division returned from the Rhine in the summer of 1919.

There is a picture which shows him on the Rhine with two German girls and another corporal. Krebs and the corporal look too big for their uniforms. The German girls are not beautiful. The Rhine does not show in the picture.

By the time Krebs returned to his home town in Oklahoma the greeting of heroes was over. He came back much too late. The men from the town who had been drafted had all been welcomed elaborately on their return. There had been a great deal of hysteria. Now the reaction had set in. People seemed to think it was rather ridiculous for Krebs to be getting back so late, years after the war was over.

At first Krebs, who had been at Belleau Wood, Soissons, the Champagne, St. Mihiel and in the Argonne did not want to talk about the war at all. Later he felt the need to talk but no one wanted to hear about it. His town had heard too many atrocity stories to be thrilled by actualities. Krebs found that to be listened to at all he had to lie, and after he had done this twice he, too, had a reaction against the war and against talking about it. A distaste for everything that had happened to him in the war set in because of the lies he had told. All of the times that had been able to make him feel cool and clear inside himself when he thought of them; the times so long back when he had done the one thing, the only thing for a man to do, easily and naturally, when he might have done something else, now lost their cool, valuable quality and then were lost themselves.

His lies were quite unimportant lies and consisted in attributing to himself things other men had seen, done or heard of, and stating as facts certain apocryphal incidents familiar to all soldiers. Even his lies were not sensational at the pool room. His acquaintances, who had heard detailed accounts of German women found chained to machine guns in the Argonne forest and who could not comprehend, or were barred by their patriotism from interest in, any German machine gunners who were not chained, were not thrilled by his stories.

Krebs acquired the nausea in regard to experience that is the result of untruth or exaggeration, and when he occasionally met another man who had really been a soldier and they talked a few minutes in the dressing room at a dance he fell into the easy pose of the old soldier among other soldiers: that he had been badly, sickeningly frightened all the time. In this way he lost everything.

During this time, it was late summer, he was sleeping late in bed, getting up to walk down town to the library to get a book, eating lunch at home, reading on the front porch until he became bored and then walking down through the town to spend the hottest hours of the day in the cool dark of the pool room. He loved to play pool.

In the evening he practiced on his clarinet, strolled down town, read and went to bed. He was still a hero to his two young sisters. His mother would have given him breakfast in bed if he had wanted it. She often came in when he was in bed and asked him to tell her about the war, but her attention always wandered. His father was noncommittal.

Before Krebs went away to the war he had never been allowed to drive the family motor car. His father was in the real estate business and always wanted the car to be at his command when he required it to take clients out into the country to show them a piece of farm property. The car always stood outside the First National Bank building where his father had an office on the second floor. Now, after the war, it was still the same car.

Nothing was changed in the town except that the young girls had grown up. But they lived in such a complicated world of already defined alliances and shifting feuds that Krebs did not feel the energy or the courage to break into it. He liked to look at them, though. There were so many good-looking young girls. Most of them had their hair cut short. When he went away only little girls wore their hair like that or girls that were fast. They all wore sweaters and shirt waists with round Dutch collars. It was a pattern. He liked to look at them from the front porch as they walked on the other side of the street. He liked to watch them walking under the shade of the trees. He liked the round Dutch collars above their sweaters. He liked their silk stockings and flat shoes. He liked their bobbed hair and the way they walked.

When he was in town their appeal to him was not very strong. He did not like them when he saw them in the Greek’s ice cream parlor. He did not want them themselves really. They were too complicated. There was something else. Vaguely he wanted a girl but he did not want to have to work to get her. He would have liked to have a girl but he did not want to have to spend a long time getting her. He did not want to get into the intrigue and the politics. He did not want to have to do any courting. He did not want to tell any more lies. It wasn’t worth it.

He did not want any consequences. He did not want any consequences ever again. He wanted to live along without consequences. Besides he did not really need a girl. The army had taught him that. It was all right to pose as though you had to have a girl. Nearly everybody did that. But it wasn’t true. You did not need a girl. That was the funny thing. First a fellow boasted how girls mean nothing to him, that he never thought of them, that they could not touch him. Then a fellow boasted that he could not get along without girls, that he had to have them all the time, that he could not go to sleep without them.

That was all a lie. It was all a lie both ways. You did not need a girl unless you thought about them. He learned that in the army. Then sooner or later you always got one. When you were really ripe for a girl you always got one. You did not have to think about it. Sooner or later it would come. He had learned that in the army.

Now he would have liked a girl if she had come to him and not wanted to talk. But here at home it was all too complicated. He knew he could never get through it all again. It was not worth the trouble. That was the thing about French girls and German girls. There was not all this talking. You couldn’t talk much and you did not need to talk. It was simple and you were friends. He thought about France and then he began to think about Germany. On the whole he had liked Germany better. He did not want to leave Germany. He did not want to come home. Still, he had come home. He sat on the front porch.

He liked the girls that were walking along the other side of the street. He liked the look of them much better than the French girls or the German girls. But the world they were in was not the world he was in. He would like to have one of them. But it was not worth it. They were such a nice pattern. He liked the pattern. It was exciting. But he would not go through all the talking. He did not want one badly enough. He liked to look at them all, though. It was not worth it. Not now when things were getting good again.

He sat there on the porch reading a book on the war. It was a history and he was reading about all the engagements he had been in. It was the most interesting reading he had ever done. He wished there were more maps. He looked forward with a good feeling to reading all the really good histories when they would come out with good detail maps. Now he was really learning about the war. He had been a good soldier. That made a difference.

One morning after he had been home about a month his mother came into his bedroom and sat on the bed. She smoothed her apron.

“I had a talk with your father last night, Harold,” she said, “and he is willing for you to take the car out in the evenings.”

“Yeah?” said Krebs, who was not fully awake. “Take the car out? Yeah?”

“Yes. Your father has felt for some time that you should be able to take the car out in the evenings whenever you wished but we only talked it over last night.”

“I’ll bet you made him,” Krebs said.

“No. It was your father’s suggestion that we talk the matter over.”

“Yeah. I’ll bet you made him,” Krebs sat up in bed.

“Will you come down to breakfast, Harold?” his mother said.

“As soon as I get my clothes on,” Krebs said.

His mother went out of the room and he could hear her frying something downstairs while he washed, shaved and dressed to go down into the dining-room for breakfast. While he was eating breakfast his sister brought in the mail.

“Well, Hare,” she said. “You old sleepyhead. What do you ever get up for?”

Krebs looked at her. He liked her. She was his best sister.

“Have you got the paper?” he asked.

She handed him the Kansas City Star and he shucked off its brown wrapper and opened it to the sporting page. He folded the Star open and propped it against the water pitcher with his cereal dish to steady it, so he could read while he ate.

“Harold,” his mother stood in the kitchen doorway, “Harold, please don’t muss up the paper. Your father can’t read his Star if it’s been mussed.”

“I won’t muss it,” Krebs said.

His sister sat down at the table and watched him while he read.

“We’re playing indoor over at school this afternoon,” she said. “I’m going to pitch.”

“Good,” said Krebs. “How’s the old wing?”

“I can pitch better than lots of the boys. I tell them all you taught me. The other girls aren’t much good.”

“Yeah?” said Krebs.

“I tell them all you’re my beau. Aren’t you my beau, Hare?”

“You bet.”

“Couldn’t your brother really be your beau just because he’s your brother?”

“I don’t know.”

“Sure you know. Couldn’t you be my beau, Hare, if I was old enough and if you wanted to?”

“Sure. You’re my girl now.”

“Am I really your girl?”

“Sure.”

“Do you love me?”

“Uh, huh.”

“Will you love me always?”

“Sure.”

“Will you come over and watch me play indoor?”

“Maybe.”

“Aw, Hare, you don’t love me. If you loved me, you’d want to come over and watch me play indoor.”

Krebs’s mother came into the dining-room from the kitchen. She carried a plate with two fried eggs and some crisp bacon on it and a plate of buckwheat cakes.

“You run along, Helen,” she said. “I want to talk to Harold.”

She put the eggs and bacon down in front of him and brought in a jug of maple syrup for the buckwheat cakes. Then she sat down across the table from Krebs.

“I wish you’d put down the paper a minute, Harold,” she said.

Krebs took down the paper and folded it.

“Have you decided what you are going to do yet, Harold?” his mother said, taking off her glasses.

“No,” said Krebs.

“Don’t you think it’s about time?” His mother did not say this in a mean way. She seemed worried.

“I hadn’t thought about it,” Krebs said.

“God has some work for everyone to do,” his mother said. “There can be no idle hands in His Kingdom.”

“I’m not in His Kingdom,” Krebs said.

“We are all of us in His Kingdom.”

Krebs felt embarrassed and resentful as always.

“I’ve worried about you so much, Harold,” his mother went on. “I know the temptations you must have been exposed to. I know how weak men are. I know what your own dear grandfather, my own father, told us about the Civil War and I have prayed for you. I pray for you all day long, Harold.”

Krebs looked at the bacon fat hardening on his plate.

“Your father is worried, too,” his mother went on. “He thinks you have lost your ambition, that you haven’t got a definite aim in life. Charley Simmons, who is just your age, has a good job and is going to be married. The boys are all settling down; they’re all determined to get somewhere; you can see that boys like Charley Simmons are on their way to being really a credit to the community.”

Krebs said nothing.

“Don’t look that way, Harold,” his mother said. “You know we love you and I want to tell you for your own good how matters stand. Your father does not want to hamper your freedom. He thinks you should be allowed to drive the car. If you want to take some of the nice girls out riding with you, we are only too pleased. We want you to enjoy yourself. But you are going to have to settle down to work, Harold. Your father doesn’t care what you start in at. All work is honorable as he says. But you’ve got to make a start at something. He asked me to speak to you this morning and then you can stop in and see him at his office.”

“Is that all?” Krebs said.

“Yes. Don’t you love your mother, dear boy?”

“No,” Krebs said.

His mother looked at him across the table. Her eyes were shiny. She started crying.

“I don’t love anybody,” Krebs said.

It wasn’t any good. He couldn’t tell her, he couldn’t make her see it. It was silly to have said it. He had only hurt her. He went over and took hold of her arm. She was crying with her head in her hands.

“I didn’t mean it,” he said. “I was just angry at something. I didn’t mean I didn’t love you.”

His mother went on crying. Krebs put his arm on her shoulder.

“Can’t you believe me, mother?”

His mother shook her head.

“Please, please, mother. Please believe me.”

“All right,” his mother said chokily. She looked up at him. “I believe you, Harold.”

Krebs kissed her hair. She put her face up to him.

“I’m your mother,” she said. “I held you next to my heart when you were a tiny baby.”

Krebs felt sick and vaguely nauseated.

“I know, Mummy,” he said. “I’ll try and be a good boy for you.”

“Would you kneel and pray with me, Harold?” his mother asked.

They knelt down beside the dining-room table and Krebs’s mother prayed.

“Now, you pray, Harold,” she said.

“I can’t,” Krebs said.

“Try, Harold.”

“I can’t.”

“Do you want me to pray for you?”

“Yes.”

So his mother prayed for him and then they stood up and Krebs kissed his mother and went out of the house. He had tried so to keep his life from being complicated. Still, none of it had touched him. He had felt sorry for his mother and she had made him lie. He would go to Kansas City and get a job and she would feel all right about it. There would be one more scene maybe before he got away. He would not go down to his father’s office. He would miss that one. He wanted his life to go smoothly. It had just gotten going that way. Well, that was all over now, anyway. He would go over to the schoolyard and watch Helen play indoor baseball.



      Text from Standard Ebooks.

    

  
    
      Poem

      Dulce et Decorum Est

      Wilfred Owen, 1920

      The title comes from the Roman poet Horace: “Dulce et decorum est pro patria mori,” “It is sweet and fitting to die for your country,” a line every British schoolboy of the time knew. Owen was an officer on the Western Front, and drafted the poem in 1917 while recovering from shell shock in a hospital in Scotland.

      
        



DULCE ET DECORUM EST







Bent double, like old beggars under sacks,

Knock-kneed, coughing like hags, we cursed through sludge,

Till on the haunting flares we turned our backs

And towards our distant rest began to trudge.

Men marched asleep. Many had lost their boots

But limped on, blood-shod. All went lame; all blind;

Drunk with fatigue; deaf even to the hoots

Of gas-shells dropping softly behind.

Gas! GAS! Quick, boys!—An ecstasy of fumbling

Fitting the clumsy helmets just in time,

But someone still was yelling out and stumbling

And flound'ring like a man in fire or lime.—

Dim, through the misty panes and thick green light,

As under a green sea, I saw him drowning.

In all my dreams before my helpless sight

He plunges at me, guttering, choking, drowning.

If in some smothering dreams you too could pace

Behind the wagon that we flung him in,

And watch the white eyes writhing in his face,

His hanging face, like a devil's sick of sin,

If you could hear, at every jolt, the blood

Come gargling from the froth-corrupted lungs,

Bitter as the cud

Of vile, incurable sores on innocent tongues,—

My friend, you would not tell with such high zest

To children ardent for some desperate glory,

The old Lie: Dulce et decorum est

Pro patria mori.








      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Essay

      Finished with the War: A Soldier's Declaration

      Siegfried Sassoon, 1917

      
        





Lt. Siegfried Sassoon.  

3rd Batt: Royal Welsh Fusiliers. 

July, 1917.



I am making this statement as an act of wilful defiance of military authority because I believe that the war is being deliberately prolonged by those who have the power to end it. I am a soldier, convinced that I am acting on behalf of soldiers. I believe that the war upon which I entered as a war of defence and liberation has now become a war of agression and conquest. I believe that the purposes for which I and my fellow soldiers entered upon this war should have been so clearly stated as to have made it impossible to change them and that had this been done the objects which actuated us would now be attainable by negotiation.



I have seen and endured the sufferings of the troops and I can no longer be a party to prolong these sufferings for ends which I believe to be evil and unjust. I am not protesting against the conduct of the war, but against the political errors and insincerities for which the fighting men are being sacrificed.



On behalf of those who are suffering now, I make this protest against the deception which is being practised upon them; also I believe it may help to destroy the callous complacency with which the majority of those at home regard the continuance of agonies which they do not share and which they have not enough imagination to realise. 










      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Afterword

      Day Four: Coming home from war

      All three pieces are about telling the truth to the people at home. Krebs finds “that to be listened to at all he had to lie”. Sassoon blames the “callous complacency” of a public who “have not enough imagination to realise” what the soldiers suffer. Owen sets out to supply that imagination: “If in some smothering dreams you too could pace / Behind the wagon that we flung him in”. The friend he is talking to began as a real person. An early draft was addressed to Jessie Pope, who wrote cheerful recruiting verses for the newspapers.

      Krebs’s mother, we are told, “had made him lie”. But which was the lie: “I don’t love anybody”, or “I didn’t mean it”?

      Sassoon was never court-martialled. His friend the poet Robert Graves persuaded the army that he was suffering from shell shock, and he was sent to Craiglockhart, the hospital in Edinburgh where Owen was a patient. They met there in August 1917, and Sassoon read and encouraged Owen’s poems. Then both men, who had called the war a lie, went back to it. Sassoon was wounded in the head in July 1918, and survived. Owen returned to France that autumn and won the Military Cross.

    

  
    
      Day Five

      Fathers and sons

      25 minutes

      
        Story
        Mateo Falcone
        Prosper Mérimée · 18 minutes
        In the Corsican maquis, a bandit on the run begs a herdsman's ten-year-old son to hide him. Mérimée's masterpiece, "in its intensity of effect and in its economy of means" (Arthur Symons).
      

      
        Poem
        If—
        Rudyard Kipling · 2 minutes
        Kipling's rules for becoming a man, addressed to a son, and for a century Britain's favourite poem.
      

      
        Essay
        Letter to His Son (9 March 1748)
        Lord Chesterfield · 6 minutes
        The most famous father's advice in English: Chesterfield writes to his teenage son on manners, laughter and how to please.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      Mateo Falcone

      Prosper Mérimée, translated by George Burnham Ives, 1829

      










As you leave Porto Vecchio and journey
north-west, towards the interior of the
island, you find that the ground rises rather
rapidly; and after a three hours’ jaunt along
winding paths, obstructed by huge boulders,
and sometimes interrupted by ravines, you
find yourself on the edge of a very extensive
maquis. The maquis is the home of the Corsican
shepherd and of all those who are at
odds with the law. You must know that the
Corsican farmer, to save himself the trouble
of fertilising his land, sets fire to a certain
amount of woodland. If the fire spreads farther
than is necessary, so much the worse;
come what come may, he is quite sure of obtaining
a good harvest by planting the ground
fertilised by the ashes of the trees it formerly
bore. When the ripe grain is gathered,—for
they leave the straw, which it would require
some labour to collect,—the roots which are
left unburned in the ground put forth in the
following spring very vigorous shoots, which
reach a height of seven or eight feet in a few
years. It is this species of dense underbrush
which is called maquis. It consists of trees
and bushes of different kinds, mingled together
as God pleases. Only with hatchet in
hand can man open a path through it; and
there are some maquis so dense and thick that
even the wild sheep cannot break through.

If you have killed a man, betake yourself to
the maquis of Porto Vecchio, and you can
live there in safety with a good rifle, powder,
and shot. Do not forget a brown cloak provided
with a hood, to serve as a covering and
as a mattress. The shepherds will give you
milk, cheese, and chestnuts, and you will
have no reason to fear the law, or the dead
man’s kindred, except when you are forced
to go down into the town to replenish your
stock of ammunition.

Mateo Falcone, when I was in Corsica, in
18—, had his home about half a league from
this maquis. He was a rather wealthy man
for that country; living nobly—that is to say,
without working—on the produce of his
flocks, which were driven to pasture here
and there upon the mountains by shepherds,
a sort of nomadic people. When I saw him,
two years subsequent to the episode I am
about to relate, he seemed to me to be not
more than fifty years old at most. Imagine a
small, but sturdily built man, with curly hair
as black as jet, aquiline nose, thin lips, large
bright eyes, and a complexion of the hue of
a boot-flap. His skill in marksmanship was
considered extraordinary, even in his country,
where there are so many good shots. For
example, Mateo would never fire at a wild
sheep with buckshot; but he would bring
one down at a hundred and twenty yards
with a bullet in the head or the shoulder, as he
pleased. He used his weapons as readily at
night as by day, and I was told of this
instance of his skill, which will seem incredible
perhaps to those who have not travelled in
Corsica. A candle was placed at a distance
of twenty-four yards, behind a piece of transparent
paper as large as a plate. He took
aim, then the candle was extinguished, and,
a minute later, in absolute darkness, he fired
and hit the paper three times out of four.

With such transcendent talent, Mateo Falcone
had won a great reputation. He was
said to be as true a friend as he was a dangerous
enemy; always ready to oblige, and
generous to the poor, he lived at peace with
all the world in the district of Porto Vecchio.
But the story was told of him, that at Corte,
where he married his wife, he had disposed
very summarily of a rival who was reputed to
be as redoubtable in war as in love; at all
events, Mateo was given credit for a certain
rifle shot which surprised the aforesaid rival
as he was shaving in front of a little mirror
that hung at his window. When the affair
was forgotten, Mateo married. His wife,
Giuseppa, gave him at first three daughters
(which caused him to fret and fume), and
finally a son, whom he named Fortunato; he
was the hope of the family, the heir to the
name. The daughters were well married;
their father could at need rely upon the daggers
and carbines of his sons-in-law. The
son was only ten years old, but he already
gave rich promise for the future.

On a certain day in autumn, Mateo left the
house early, with his wife, to inspect one
of his flocks at a clearing in the maquis. Fortunato
would have liked to go with them, but
the clearing was too far; moreover, some one
must stay behind to watch the house; so the
father refused; we shall see whether he had
reason to repent.

He had been absent several hours, and little
Fortunato was lying placidly in the sun, watching
the blue mountains, and thinking that, on
the following Sunday, he was going to the
town to dine with his uncle the caporal,
when he was suddenly interrupted in his
meditations by the report of a firearm. He
rose and turned towards the plain from which
the sound came. Other reports followed, at
unequal intervals, coming constantly nearer.
At last, on a path leading from the plain to
Mateo’s house, appeared a man wearing a
pointed cap such as the mountaineers wear,
with a long beard, clad in rags, and hardly
able to drag himself along, using his rifle as
a cane. He had received a bullet in the
thigh.

That man was a bandit, who, having
started under cover of the darkness to go to
the town for powder, had fallen into an ambush
of Corsican voltigeurs. After a stout
defence he had succeeding in beating a retreat,
hotly pursued, and firing from one rock
after another. But he was only a little in advance
of the soldiers, and his wound made it
impossible to reach the maquis before he was
overtaken.

He went up to Fortunato and said:

“You are Mateo Falcone’s son?”

“Yes.”

“I am Gianetto Sanpiero. I am pursued
by the yellow collars. Hide me, for I can’t go
any farther.”

“What will my father say if I hide you
without his leave?”

“He will say that you did well.”

“Who knows?”

“Hide me quick; they’re coming.”

“Wait till my father comes home.”

“Wait? damnation! They will be here in
five minutes. Come, hide me, or I’ll kill
you.”

Fortunato replied with the utmost coolness:

“Your gun’s empty, and there ain’t any
cartridges left in your carchera.”

“I have my stiletto.”

“But can you run as fast I can?”

He gave a leap and placed himself out of
danger.

“You are not Mateo Falcone’s son! Will
you let me be arrested in front of your
house?”

The child seemed to be moved.

“What will you give me if I hide you?” he
said, drawing nearer.

The bandit felt in a leather pocket that hung
from his belt and took out a five-franc piece,
which he had kept in reserve, no doubt, to
buy powder. Fortunato smiled at sight of
the silver; he seized it and said to Gianetto:

“Don’t be afraid.”

He instantly dug a great hole in a haystack
that stood near the house. Gianetto crept into
it, and the child covered him so as to let him
have a little air to breathe, but so that it was
impossible to suspect that the hay concealed a
man. He conceived also an ingeniously crafty
idea, worthy of a savage. He took a cat and
her kittens and placed them on the haystack,
to make it appear that it had not been disturbed
recently. Then, noticing marks of
blood on the path near the house, he carefully
covered them with dirt, and, when that was
done, lay down again in the sun with the
most perfect tranquillity.

A few minutes later, six men in brown
uniform with yellow facings commanded by
an adjutant halted in front of Mateo’s door.
This adjutant was distantly related to the
Falcones. (It is well known that in Corsica
degrees of kinship are followed out much
farther than elsewhere.) His name was Tiodoro
Gamba; he was an active officer, greatly
feared by the bandits, several of whom he had
already run to earth.

“Good-day, my young cousin,” he said to
Fortunato, walking to where he lay; “how
you’ve grown! Did you see a man pass by
just now?”

“Oh! I ain’t as tall as you yet, cousin,”
replied the child, with a stupid expression.

“That will come. But tell me, didn’t you
see a man pass?”

“Didn’t I see a man pass?”

“Yes, a man with a black velvet pointed
cap and a red and yellow embroidered
jacket?”

“A man in a pointed cap and a red and yellow
embroidered jacket?”

“Yes; answer at once, and don’t repeat
my questions.”

“Monsieur le curé passed our door this
morning, on his horse Piero. He asked me
how papa was and I told him——”

“Ah! you little scamp, you are playing
sly! Tell me quick which way Gianetto
went; for he’s the man we’re looking for,
and I am certain he took this path.”

“Who knows?”

“Who knows? I know that you saw him.”

“Does a fellow see people pass when he’s
asleep?”

“You weren’t asleep, good-for-nothing;
the shots woke you.”

“Do you think, cousin, that your guns
make such a great noise? My father’s carbine
makes a lot more.”

“May the devil take you, you infernal
rascal! I am perfectly sure you saw Gianetto.
Perhaps you have hidden him even. Come,
boys; go into the house, and see if our man
isn’t there. He was only going on one foot,
and he knows too much, the villain, to try to
get to the maquis at that gait. Besides, the
marks of blood stopped here.”

“What will papa say?” queried Fortunato,
with a mocking laugh. “What will he say
when he knows that you went into his house
when he was away?”

“You good-for-nothing!” said Adjutant
Gamba, taking him by the ear, “do you know
that it rests with me to make you change your
tune? Perhaps, if I give you twenty blows or
so with the flat of my sabre, you will conclude
to speak.”

But Fortunato continued to laugh sneeringly.

“My father is Mateo Falcone!” he said
with emphasis.

“Do you know, you little scamp, that I can
take you to Corte or to Bastia? I’ll make you
sleep in a dungeon, on straw, with irons on
your feet, and I’ll have you guillotined, if you
don’t tell me where Gianetto Sanpiero is.”

The child laughed heartily at this absurd
threat.

“My father’s Mateo Falcone,” he repeated.

“Adjutant,” said one of the voltigeurs in an
undertone, “let us not get into a row with
Mateo.”

Gamba was evidently perplexed. He talked
in a low tone with his soldiers, who had already
searched the whole house. It was not
a very long operation, for a Corsican’s cabin
consists of a single square room. The furniture
consists of a table, benches, chests, and
household and hunting implements. Meanwhile
little Fortunato patted his cat, and
seemed to derive a wicked enjoyment from
the embarrassment of the voltigeurs and his
cousin.

A soldier approached the haystack. He
saw the cat and thrust his bayonet carelessly
into the hay, shrugging his shoulders, as if he
realised that it was an absurd precaution.
Nothing stirred; and the child’s face did not
betray the slightest excitement.

The adjutant and his squad were at their
wit’s end; they were already glancing meaningly
toward the plain, as if proposing to return
whence they came, when their leader,
convinced that threats would have no effect
on Falcone’s son, determined to make one
last effort, and to try the power of caresses
and gifts.

“You seem to be a very wide-awake
youngster, cousin,” said he. “You will go
far. But you are playing a low game with
me; and if I wasn’t afraid of distressing my
cousin Mateo, deuce take me if I wouldn’t
carry you off with me!”

“Bah!”

“But, when my cousin returns, I’ll tell him
the story, and he’ll give you the lash till the
blood comes, to punish you for lying.”

“And then?”

“You will see. But, I say, be a good boy,
and I’ll give you something.”

“And I’ll give you a piece of advice,
cousin: if you stay here any longer, Gianetto
will be in the maquis, and then it will take
more than one fox like you to catch him.”

The adjutant took a silver watch from his
pocket, worth perhaps thirty francs; and observing
that little Fortunato’s eyes sparkled as
he looked at it, he said, holding it up at the
end of its steel chain:

“Rascal! you’d like to have a watch like
this hanging round your neck, and you’d stroll
through the streets of Porto Vecchio, as proud
as a peacock; and people would ask you:
‘What time is it?’ and you’d say: ‘Look at
my watch!’”

“When I’m big, my uncle the caporal
will give me a watch.”

“Yes; but your uncle’s son has got one
now—not such a fine one as this, to be sure.
Still, he’s younger than you.”

The child sighed.

“Well! would you like this watch, my
little cousin?”

Fortunato, with his eye fixed on the watch,
resembled a cat to which a whole chicken is
presented. As the beast feels sure that he is
being made a fool of, he dares not touch it
with his claws, and he turns his eyes away
from time to time to avoid the risk of yielding
to temptation; but he licks his chops
every instant, and seems to say to his master:
“What a cruel joke this is!”

But Adjutant Gamba seemed to be in earnest
in his offer of the watch. Fortunato did not put
out his hand; but he said with a bitter smile:

“Why do you make sport of me?”

“By God! I am not joking. Just tell me
where Gianetto is, and this watch is yours.”

Fortunato smiled an incredulous smile; and,
fastening his black eyes on the adjutant’s, he
strove to read therein how far he should put
faith in his words.

“May I lose my epaulets,” cried the adjutant,
“if I don’t give you the watch on that
condition! My comrades are witnesses; and
I can’t go back on my word.”

As he spoke, he held the watch nearer and
nearer, so that it almost touched the child’s
pale cheek. His face betrayed the battle
that was taking place in his mind between
covetousness and respect for the duties of
hospitality. His bare breast rose and fell violently,
and he seemed on the point of suffocation.
Meanwhile the watch swung to and fro,
turned, and sometimes touched the end of his
nose. At last, by slow degrees, his right hand
rose toward the watch; the ends of his
fingers touched it; and he felt the full weight
of it on his hand, but still the adjutant did not
let go the end of the chain. The face was
sky-blue, the case newly polished—in the
sun it shone like fire. The temptation was
too great.

Fortunato raised his left hand, too, and
pointed with his thumb, over his left shoulder,
to the haystack against which he was
leaning. The adjutant understood him instantly.
He let go the end of the chain;
Fortunato realised that he was the sole possessor
of the watch. He sprang up with the
agility of a stag, and ran some yards away
from the haystack, which the voltigeurs began
at once to demolish.

They soon saw the hay begin to move; and
a man covered with blood came forth, dagger
in hand; but when he tried to raise himself,
his stiffened wound prevented him from standing
erect. He fell. The adjutant threw himself
upon him and tore his stiletto from his
hand. In a trice he was securely bound, despite
his resistance.

Gianetto, lying on the ground and corded
like a bundle of sticks, turned his head
toward Fortunato, who had drawn near.

“Son of——!” he said, with more scorn
than anger.

The child tossed him the piece of silver
which he had received from him, feeling that
he no longer deserved it; but the outlaw
seemed to pay no heed to that movement.
He said to the adjutant, as coolly as possible:

“I can’t walk, my dear Gamba; you will
have to carry me to the town.”

“You ran faster than a kid just now,” retorted
the cruel victor; “but never fear; I am
so pleased to have caught you, that I would
carry you on my back a whole league without
getting tired. However, my boy, we’ll
make a litter for you with some branches and
your cloak; and we shall find horses at Crespoli’s
farm.”

“Good,” said the prisoner; “just put a
little straw on your litter, too, so that I can be
more comfortable.”

While the voltigeurs busied themselves,
some in making a sort of litter with chestnut
branches, others in dressing Gianetto’s
wound, Mateo Falcone and his wife suddenly
appeared at a bend in the path leading to the
maquis. The woman was stooping painfully
beneath the weight of an enormous bag of
chestnuts, while her husband sauntered along,
carrying nothing save one rifle in his hand
and another slung over his shoulder; for it is
unworthy of a man to carry any other burden
than his weapons.

At sight of the soldiers, Mateo’s first
thought was that they had come to arrest
him. But why that thought? Had Mateo
any difficulties to adjust with the authorities?
No. He enjoyed an excellent reputation. He
was, as they say, a person of good fame; but
he was a Corsican and a mountaineer; and
there are few Corsican mountaineers who, by
carefully searching their memory, cannot find
some trifling peccadillo—such as a rifle shot,
a dagger thrust, or other bagatelle. Mateo’s
conscience was clearer than most, for he had
not aimed his rifle at a man for more than ten
years; but he was prudent none the less, and
he placed himself in a position to make a
stout defence, if need be.

“Wife,” he said to Giuseppa, “put down
your bag and be ready.”

She instantly obeyed. He gave her the
gun that he carried slung over his shoulder,
which might be in his way. He cocked the
one he had in his hand, and walked slowly
toward his house, skirting the trees that lined
the path, and ready, at the slightest hostile
demonstration, to jump behind the largest
trunk, where he could fire without exposing
himself. His wife followed at his heels, holding
his spare gun and his cartridge-box. A
good housewife’s work, in case of a fight, is
to load her husband’s weapons.

The adjutant, on the other hand, was
greatly disturbed to see Mateo advance thus
with measured steps, with rifle raised and
finger on trigger.

“If by any chance,” he thought, “Mateo
proves to be related to Gianetto, or if he is his
friend and should take it into his head to
defend him, the charges of his two rifles
would reach two of us, as sure as a letter
reaches its address; and suppose he should
draw a bead on me, notwithstanding our
relationship!”

In his perplexity he adopted an extremely
courageous course—he went forward alone
toward Mateo, to tell him what had happened,
accosting him as an old acquaintance;
but the short distance that separated them
seemed to him terribly long.

“Hallo! my old comrade,” he cried; “how
goes it, old fellow? It’s me, Gamba, your
cousin.”

Mateo, without a word in reply, halted,
and as the other spoke he raised the barrel
of his gun slowly, so that it was pointed at
the sky when the adjutant met him.

“Good-day, brother,” said the adjutant,
“it’s a long while since I saw you.”

“Good-day, brother.”

“I looked in to say good-day to you and
Cousin Pepa as I passed. We have had a
long jaunt to-day; but we ought not to complain
of fatigue, as we have made a famous capture.
We have caught Gianetto Sanpiero.”

“God be praised!” cried Giuseppa. “He
stole a milch goat from us last week.”

Those words made Gamba’s heart glad.

“Poor devil!” said Mateo, “he was hungry.”

“The rascal defended himself like a lion,”
continued the adjutant, slightly mortified;
“he killed one of my men, and, not content
with that, he broke Corporal Chardon’s arm;
but there’s no great harm done; he was only
a Frenchman. After that, he hid himself so
completely that the devil himself couldn’t
have found him. If it hadn’t been for my
little cousin, Fortunato, I could never have
unearthed him.”

“Fortunato!” cried Mateo.

“Fortunato!” echoed Giuseppa.

“Yes, Gianetto was hidden under the haystack
yonder; but my little cousin showed
me the trick. And I’ll tell his uncle the
caporal, so that he’ll send him a handsome
present for his trouble. And his name and
yours will be in the report I shall send the
advocate-general.”

“Malediction!” muttered Mateo.

They had joined the squad. Gianetto was
already lying on the litter, ready to start.
When he saw Mateo with Gamba, he smiled
a strange smile; then, turning towards the
door of the house, he spat on the threshold,
saying:

“House of a traitor!”

Only a man who had made up his mind to
die would have dared to utter the word
traitor as applying to Falcone. A quick
thrust of the stiletto, which would not have
needed to be repeated, would have paid for
the insult instantly. But Mateo made no
other movement than to put his hand to his
forehead, like a man utterly crushed.

Fortunato had gone into the house when he
saw his father coming. He soon reappeared
with a mug of milk, which he handed to
Gianetto with downcast eyes.

“Away from me!” shouted the outlaw in
a voice of thunder. Then, turning to one of
the voltigeurs, “Comrade,” he said, “give
me a drink.”

The soldier placed his gourd in his hands,
and the outlaw drank the water given him by
a man with whom he had recently exchanged
rifle shots. Then he asked that his hands
might be bound so that they would be folded
on his breast, instead of behind his back.

“I like to lie comfortably,” he said.

They readily gratified him; then the adjutant
gave the signal for departure, bade adieu to
Mateo, who made no reply, and marched
down at a rapid pace towards the plain.

Nearly ten minutes passed before Mateo
opened his mouth. The child glanced uneasily,
now at his mother and now at his
father, who, leaning upon his gun, gazed at
him with an expression of intense wrath.

“You begin well!” said Mateo at last, in a
voice which, although calm, was terrifying to
one who knew the man.

“Father!” cried the child stepping forward,
with tears in his eyes, as if to throw himself
at his feet.

But Mateo cried:

“Away from me!”

And the child stopped and stood still, sobbing,
a few steps from his father.

Giuseppa approached. She had spied the
watch chain, one end of which protruded
from Fortunato’s shirt.

“Who gave you that watch?” she asked
in a harsh tone.

“My cousin the adjutant.”

Falcone seized the watch, and hurled it
against a stone, breaking it into a thousand
pieces.

“Woman,” he said, “is this child mine?”

Giuseppa’s brown cheeks turned a brick
red.

“What do you say, Mateo? Do you know
who you’re talking to?”

“Well, this child is the first of his race that
ever did an act of treachery.”

Fortunato’s sobs and hiccoughs redoubled in
force, and Falcone still kept his lynx-eyes
fastened on him. At last he struck the butt
of his gun on the ground, then threw it over
his shoulder again and started back toward
the maquis, calling to Fortunato to follow him.
The child obeyed.

Giuseppa ran after Mateo and grasped his
arm.

“He is your son,” she said in a trembling
voice, fixing her black eyes on her husband’s,
as if to read what was taking place in his
mind.

“Let me alone,” replied Mateo, “I am his
father.”

Giuseppa embraced her son and entered her
cabin, weeping. She fell on her knees before
an image of the Virgin and prayed fervently.
Meanwhile Falcone walked some two hundred
yards along the path, and did not stop until
they reached a narrow ravine into which
he descended. He sounded the earth with
the butt of his rifle, and found it soft and easy
to dig. It seemed to him a suitable spot for
his design.

“Fortunato, go and stand by that big
stone.”

The child did what he ordered, then knelt.

“Say your prayers.”

“Father, father, don’t kill me!”

“Say your prayers!” Mateo repeated, in a
terrible voice.

The child, stammering and sobbing, repeated
the Pater and the Credo. The father, in a loud
voice, said Amen! at the end of each prayer.

“Are those all the prayers you know?”

“I know the Ave Maria, too, father, and
the litany my aunt taught me.”

“That’s very long, but no matter.”

The child finished the litany in a feeble voice.

“Have you finished?”

“Oh, father! mercy! forgive me! I won’t
do it again! I will pray so hard to my uncle
the caporal that he’ll forgive Gianetto!”

He continued to speak; Mateo had cocked
his gun, and he took aim at him, saying:

“May God forgive you!”

The child made a desperate effort to rise and
grasp his father’s knees; but he had not time.
Mateo fired, and Fortunato fell stark dead.

Without glancing at the body, Mateo returned
to his house to fetch a spade, in order
to bury his son. He had taken only a few
steps, when he met Giuseppa, who was
running after them, terrified by the report.

“What have you done?” she cried.

“Justice.”

“Where is he?”

“In the ravine. I am going to bury him.
He died the death of a Christian; I will have a
mass sung for him. Send word to my son-in-law
Tiodoro Bianchi to come and live with
us.”


1829.
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      Poem

      If—

      Rudyard Kipling, 1910

      
        


IF—





If you can keep your head when all about you

 Are losing theirs and blaming it on you;

If you can trust yourself when all men doubt you,

 But make allowance for their doubting too:

If you can wait and not be tired by waiting,

 Or being lied about, don't deal in lies,

Or being hated don't give way to hating,

 And yet don't look too good, nor talk too wise;



If you can dream—and not make dreams your master;

 If you can think—and not make thoughts your aim,

If you can meet with Triumph and Disaster

 And treat those two impostors just the same:

If you can bear to hear the truth you've spoken

 Twisted by knaves to make a trap for fools,

Or watch the things you gave your life to, broken,

 And stoop and build 'em up with worn-out tools;



If you can make one heap of all your winnings

 And risk it on one turn of pitch-and-toss,

And lose, and start again at your beginnings

 And never breathe a word about your loss:
 If you can force your heart and nerve and sinew

 To serve your turn long after they are gone,

And so hold on when there is nothing in you

 Except the Will which says to them: 'Hold on!'



If you can talk with crowds and keep your virtue,

 Or walk with Kings—nor lose the common touch,

If neither foes nor loving friends can hurt you,

 If all men count with you, but none too much:

If you can fill the unforgiving minute

 With sixty seconds' worth of distance run,

Yours is the Earth and everything that's in it,

 And—which is more—you'll be a Man, my son!








      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Essay

      Letter to His Son (9 March 1748)

      Lord Chesterfield, 1774

      Lord Chesterfield, a statesman and wit, wrote hundreds of letters of advice to his son Philip, who was fifteen and studying at Leipzig when this one was sent. The letters were published after Chesterfield's death and became famous, and notorious, as a guide to manners.

      BATH, March 9, O. S. 1748.

DEAR BOY: I must from time to time, remind you of what I have often
recommended to you, and of what you cannot attend to too much; SACRIFICE
TO THE GRACES. The different effects of the same things, said or done,
when accompanied or abandoned by them, is almost inconceivable. They
prepare the way to the heart; and the heart has such an influence over
the understanding, that it is worth while to engage it in our interest.
It is the whole of women, who are guided by nothing else: and it has so
much to say, even with men, and the ablest men too, that it commonly
triumphs in every struggle with the understanding. Monsieur de
Rochefoucault, in his "Maxims," says, that 'l'esprit est souvent la dupe
du coeur.' If he had said, instead of 'souvent, tresque toujours', I fear
he would have been nearer the truth. This being the case, aim at the
heart. Intrinsic merit alone will not do; it will gain you the general
esteem of all; but not the particular affection, that is, the heart of
any. To engage the affections of any particular person, you must, over
and above your general merit, have some particular merit to that person
by services done, or offered; by expressions of regard and esteem; by
complaisance, attentions, etc., for him. And the graceful manner of doing
all these things opens the way to the heart, and facilitates, or rather
insures, their effects. From your own observation, reflect what a
disagreeable impression an awkward address, a slovenly figure, an
ungraceful manner of speaking, whether stuttering, muttering, monotony,
or drawling, an unattentive behavior, etc., make upon you, at first
sight, in a stranger, and how they prejudice you against him, though for
aught you know, he may have great intrinsic sense and merit. And reflect,
on the other hand, how much the opposites of all these things prepossess
you, at first sight, in favor of those who enjoy them. You wish to find
all good qualities in them, and are in some degree disappointed if you do
not. A thousand little things, not separately to be defined, conspire to
form these graces, this je ne sais quoi, that always please. A pretty
person, genteel motions, a proper degree of dress, an harmonious voice,
something open and cheerful in the countenance, but without laughing; a
distinct and properly varied manner of speaking: All these things, and
many others, are necessary ingredients in the composition of the pleasing
je ne sais quoi, which everybody feels, though nobody can describe.
Observe carefully, then, what displeases or pleases you in others, and be
persuaded, that in general; the same things will please or displease them
in you. Having mentioned laughing, I must particularly warn you against
it: and I could heartily wish, that you may often be seen to smile, but
never heard to laugh while you live. Frequent and loud laughter is the
characteristic of folly and in manners; it is the manner in which the mob
express their silly joy at silly things; and they call it being merry. In
my mind, there is nothing so illiberal, and so ill-bred, as audible
laughter. True wit, or sense, never yet made anybody laugh; they are
above it: They please the mind, and give a cheerfulness to the
countenance. But it is low buffoonery, or silly accidents, that always
excite laughter; and that is what people of sense and breeding should
show themselves above. A man's going to sit down, in the supposition that
he has a chair behind him, and falling down upon his breech for want of
one, sets a whole company a laughing, when all the wit in the world would
not do it; a plain proof, in my mind, how low and unbecoming a thing
laughter is: not to mention the disagreeable noise that it makes, and the
shocking distortion of the face that it occasions. Laughter is easily
restrained, by a very little reflection; but as it is generally connected
with the idea of gaiety, people do not enough attend to its absurdity. I
am neither of a melancholy nor a cynical disposition, and am as willing
and as apt to be pleased as anybody; but I am sure that, since I have had
the full use of my reason, nobody has ever heard me laugh. Many people,
at first, from awkwardness and 'mauvaise honte', have got a very
disagreeable and silly trick of laughing whenever they speak; and I know
a man of very good parts, Mr. Waller, who cannot say the commonest thing
without laughing; which makes those, who do not know him, take him at
first for a natural fool. This, and many other very disagreeable habits,
are owing to mauvaise honte at their first setting out in the world. They
are ashamed in company, and so disconcerted, that they do not know what
they do, and try a thousand tricks to keep themselves in countenance;
which tricks afterward grow habitual to them. Some put their fingers in
their nose, others scratch their heads, others twirl their hats; in
short, every awkward, ill-bred body has his trick. But the frequency does
not justify the thing, and all these vulgar habits and awkwardnesses,
though not criminal indeed, are most carefully to be guarded against, as
they are great bars in the way of the art of pleasing. Remember, that to
please is almost to prevail, or at least a necessary previous step to it.
You, who have your fortune to make, should more particularly study this
art. You had not, I must tell you, when you left England, 'les manieres
prevenantes'; and I must confess they are not very common in England; but
I hope that your good sense will make you acquire them abroad. If you
desire to make yourself considerable in the world (as, if you have any
spirit, you do), it must be entirely your own doing; for I may very
possibly be out of the world at the time you come into it. Your own rank
and fortune will not assist you; your merit and your manners can alone
raise you to figure and fortune. I have laid the foundations of them, by
the education which I have given you; but you must build the
superstructure yourself.

I must now apply to you for some informations, which I dare say you can,
and which I desire you will give me.

Can the Elector of Saxony put any of his subjects to death for high
treason, without bringing them first to their trial in some public court
of justice?

Can he, by his own authority, confine any subject in prison as long as he
pleases, without trial?

Can he banish any subject out of his dominions by his own authority?

Can he lay any tax whatsoever upon his subjects, without the consent of
the states of Saxony? and what are those states? how are they elected?
what orders do they consist of? Do the clergy make part of them? and
when, and how often do they meet?

If two subjects of the elector's are at law, for an estate situated in
the electorate, in what court must this suit be tried? and will the
decision of that court be final, or does there lie an appeal to the
imperial chamber at Wetzlaer?

What do you call the two chief courts, or two chief magistrates, of civil
and criminal justice?

What is the common revenue of the electorate, one year with another?

What number of troops does the elector now maintain? and what is the
greatest number that the electorate is able to maintain?

I do not expect to have all these questions answered at once; but you
will answer them, in proportion as you get the necessary and authentic
informations.

You are, you see, my German oracle; and I consult you with so much faith,
that you need not, like the oracles of old, return ambiguous answers;
especially as you have this advantage over them, too, that I only consult
you about past end present, but not about what is to come.

I wish you a good Easter-fair at Leipsig. See, with attention all the
shops, drolls, tumblers, rope-dancers, and 'hoc genus omne': but inform
yourself more particularly of the several parts of trade there. Adieu.
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      Afterword

      Day Five: Fathers and sons

      Adjutant Gamba could have learned his trade from Chesterfield. Threats get him nowhere, so he tries “the power of caresses and gifts”. He aims at the heart, as Chesterfield advises, and finds that “to please is almost to prevail”. Kipling wants a son proof against all that, who can trust himself “when all men doubt you” and whom “neither foes nor loving friends can hurt”. Mateo’s lesson has one rule, and he teaches it once.

      Chesterfield’s son Philip was illegitimate, so he could never inherit his father’s title: hence “Your own rank and fortune will not assist you.” The father’s fear that he “may very possibly be out of the world” before the boy made his way came out the other way round. Philip died at thirty-six, four years before his father, who learned only then that his son had secretly married and had two boys of his own. Philip’s widow sold the letters to a publisher. Samuel Johnson said they taught “the morals of a whore, and the manners of a dancing master”.

      Kipling had one son, John. When the army turned him down for his poor eyesight, Kipling used his influence to get him a commission in the Irish Guards. John was killed at the Battle of Loos in 1915, his first battle, at eighteen.

    

  
    
      Day Six

      Mishaps

      13 minutes

      
        Story
        My Financial Career
        Stephen Leacock · 4 minutes
        'When I go into a bank I get rattled': a young man tries to open an account with fifty-six dollars.
      

      
        Poem
        Casey at the Bat
        Ernest Lawrence Thayer · 4 minutes
        The most famous poem about baseball, first printed in a San Francisco paper and recited in music halls ever since. Mudville is losing in the ninth, and its star is due up.
      

      
        Essay
        On Running After One's Hat
        G. K. Chesterton · 5 minutes
        "An inconvenience is only an adventure wrongly considered": Chesterton at his most delightful.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      My Financial Career

      Stephen Leacock, 1910

      
        




When I go into a bank I get rattled. The clerks rattle me; the wickets rattle me; the sight of the money rattles me; everything rattles me.

The moment I cross the threshold of a bank and attempt to transact business there, I become an irresponsible idiot.

I knew this beforehand, but my salary had been raised to fifty dollars a month and I felt that the bank was the only place for it.

So I shambled in and looked timidly round at the clerks. I had an idea that a person about to open an account must needs consult the manager.

I went up to a wicket marked “Accountant.” The accountant was a tall, cool devil. The very sight of him rattled me. My voice was sepulchral.

“Can I see the manager?” I said, and added solemnly, "alone." I don't know why I said "alone."

"Certainly," said the accountant, and fetched him.

The manager was a grave, calm man. I held my fifty-six dollars clutched in a crumpled ball in my pocket.

"Are you the manager?" I said. God knows I didn't doubt it.

"Yes," he said.

"Can I see you," I asked, "alone?" I didn't want to say "alone" again, but without it the thing seemed self-evident.

The manager looked at me in some alarm. He felt that I had an awful secret to reveal.

"Come in here," he said, and led the way to a private room. He turned the key in the lock.

"We are safe from interruption here," he said; "sit down."

We both sat down and looked at each other. I found no voice to speak.

"You are one of Pinkerton's men, I presume," he said.

He had gathered from my mysterious manner that I was a detective. I knew what he was thinking, and it made me worse.


 “No, not from Pinkerton’s,” I said, seeming to imply that I came from a rival agency.

“To tell the truth,” I went on, as if I had been prompted to lie about it, “I am not a detective at all. I have come to open an account. I intend to keep all my money in this bank.”

The manager looked relieved but still serious; he concluded now that I was a son of Baron Rothschild or a young Gould.

“A large account, I suppose,” he said.

“Fairly large,” I whispered. “I propose to deposit fifty-six dollars now and fifty dollars a month regularly.”

The manager got up and opened the door. He called to the accountant.

“Mr. Montgomery,” he said unkindly loud, “this gentleman is opening an account, he will deposit fifty-six dollars. Good morning.”

I rose.

A big iron door stood open at the side of the room.

“Good morning,” I said, and stepped into the safe.

“Come out,” said the manager coldly, and showed me the other way.

I went up to the accountant’s wicket and poked the ball of money at him with a quick convulsive movement as if I were doing a conjuring trick.

My face was ghastly pale.

“Here,” I said, “deposit it.” The tone of the words seemed to mean, “Let us do this painful thing while the fit is on us.”

He took the money and gave it to another clerk.

He made me write the sum on a slip and sign my name in a book. I no longer knew what I was doing. The bank swam before my eyes.

“Is it deposited?” I asked in a hollow, vibrating voice.

“It is,” said the accountant.

“Then I want to draw a cheque.”

My idea was to draw out six dollars of it for present use. Someone gave me a chequebook through a wicket and someone else began telling me how to write it out. The people in the bank had the impression that I was an invalid millionaire. I wrote something on the cheque and thrust it in at the clerk. He looked at it.

“What! are you drawing it all out again?” he asked in surprise. Then I realized that I had written fifty-six instead of six. I was too far gone to reason now. I had a feeling that it was impossible to explain the thing. All the clerks had stopped writing to look at me.

Reckless with misery, I made a plunge.

“Yes, the whole thing.”

“You withdraw your money from the bank?”

“Every cent of it.”

“Are you not going to deposit any more?” said the clerk, astonished.

“Never.”

An idiot hope struck me that they might think something had insulted me while I was writing the cheque and that I had changed my mind. I made a wretched attempt to look like a man with a fearfully quick temper.

The clerk prepared to pay the money.

“How will you have it?” he said.

“What?”

“How will you have it?”

“Oh”—I caught his meaning and answered without even trying to think—“in fifties.”

He gave me a fifty-dollar bill.

“And the six?” he asked dryly.

“In sixes,” I said.

He gave it me and I rushed out.


 As the big door swung behind me I caught the echo of a roar of laughter that went up to the ceiling of the bank. Since then I bank no more. I keep my money in cash in my trousers pocket and my savings in silver dollars in a sock.
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      Poem

      Casey at the Bat

      Ernest Lawrence Thayer, 1888

      
        
          
            The outlook wasn't brilliant for the Mudville nine that day:

The score stood four to two, with but one inning more to play,

And then when Cooney died at first, and Barrows did the same,

A pall-like silence fell upon the patrons of the game.



A straggling few got up to go in deep despair. The rest

Clung to that hope which springs eternal in the human breast;

They thought, "If only Casey could but get a whack at that—

We'd put up even money now, with Casey at the bat."



But Flynn preceded Casey, as did also Jimmy Blake,

And the former was a hoodoo, while the latter was a cake;

So upon that stricken multitude grim melancholy sat,

For there seemed but little chance of Casey getting to the bat.




 
But Flynn let drive a single, to the wonderment of all,

And Blake, the much despised, tore the cover off the ball;

And when the dust had lifted, and men saw what had occurred,

There was Jimmy safe at second and Flynn a-hugging third.



Then from five thousand throats and more there rose a lusty yell;

It rumbled through the valley, it rattled in the dell;

It pounded on the mountain and recoiled upon the flat,

For Casey, mighty Casey, was advancing to the bat.



There was ease in Casey's manner as he stepped into his place;

There was pride in Casey's bearing and a smile lit Casey's face.

And when, responding to the cheers, he lightly doffed his hat,

No stranger in the crowd could doubt 'twas Casey at the bat.



Ten thousand eyes were on him as he rubbed his hands with dirt;

Five thousand tongues applauded when he wiped them on his shirt;



 
Then while the writhing pitcher ground the ball into his hip,

Defiance flashed in Casey's eye, a sneer curled Casey's lip.



And now the leather-covered sphere came hurtling through the air,

And Casey stood a-watching it in haughty grandeur there.

Close by the sturdy batsman the ball unheeded sped—

"That ain't my style," said Casey. "Strike one!" the umpire said.



From the benches, black with people, there went up a muffled roar,

Like the beating of the storm-waves on a stern and distant shore;

"Kill him! Kill the umpire!" shouted some one on the stand;

And it's likely they'd have killed him had not Casey raised his hand.



With a smile of Christian charity great Casey's visage shone;

He stilled the rising tumult; he bade the game go on;

He signaled to the pitcher, and once more the dun sphere flew;

But Casey still ignored it, and the umpire said, "Strike two!"




 
"Fraud!" cried the maddened thousands, and echo answered "Fraud!"

But one scornful look from Casey and the audience was awed.

They saw his face grow stern and cold, they saw his muscles strain,

And they knew that Casey wouldn't let that ball go by again.



The sneer has fled from Casey's lip, his teeth are clenched in hate;

He pounds with cruel violence his bat upon the plate.

And now the pitcher holds the ball, and now he lets it go,

And now the air is shattered by the force of Casey's blow.



Oh, somewhere in this favored land the sun is shining bright;

The band is playing somewhere, and somewhere hearts are light,

And somewhere men are laughing, and little children shout;

But there is no joy in Mudville—great Casey has struck out.
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      Essay

      On Running After One's Hat

      G. K. Chesterton, 1908

      
        
I feel an almost savage envy on hearing that London has been flooded in my absence, while I am in the mere country. My own Battersea has been, I understand, particularly favoured as a meeting of the waters. Battersea was already, as I need hardly say, the most beautiful of human localities. Now that it has the additional splendour of great sheets of water, there must be something quite incomparable in the landscape (or waterscape) of my own romantic town. Battersea must be a vision of Venice. The boat that brought the meat from the butcher's must have shot along those lanes of rippling silver with the strange smoothness of the gondola. The greengrocer who brought cabbages to the corner of the Latchmere Road must have leant upon the oar with the unearthly grace of the gondolier. There is nothing so perfectly poetical as an island; and when a district is flooded it becomes an archipelago.


 Some consider such romantic views of flood or fire slightly lacking in reality. But really this romantic view of such inconveniences is quite as practical as the other. The true optimist who sees in such things an opportunity for enjoyment is quite as logical and much more sensible than the ordinary "Indignant Ratepayer" who sees in them an opportunity for grumbling. Real pain, as in the case of being burnt at Smithfield or having a toothache, is a positive thing; it can be supported, but scarcely enjoyed. But, after all, our toothaches are the exception, and as for being burnt at Smithfield, it only happens to us at the very longest intervals. And most of the inconveniences that make men swear or women cry are really sentimental or imaginative inconveniences—things altogether of the mind. For instance, we often hear grown-up people complaining of having to hang about a railway station and wait for a train. Did you ever hear a small boy complain of having to hang about a railway station and wait for a train? No; for to him to be inside a railway station is to be inside a cavern of wonder and a palace of poetical pleasures. Because to him the red light and the green light on the signal are like a new sun and a new moon. Because to him when the wooden arm of the signal falls down suddenly, it is as if a great king had thrown down his staff as a signal and started a shrieking tournament of trains. I myself am of little boys' habit in this matter. They also serve who only stand and wait for the two fifteen. Their meditations may be full of rich and fruitful things. Many of the most purple hours of my life have been passed at Clapham Junction, which is now, I suppose, under water. I have been there in many moods so fixed and mystical that the water might well have come up to my waist before I noticed it particularly. But in the case of all such annoyances, as I have said, everything depends upon the emotional point of view. You can safely apply the test to almost every one of the things that are currently talked of as the typical nuisance of daily life.

For instance, there is a current impression that it is unpleasant to have to run after one's hat. Why should it be unpleasant to the well-ordered and pious mind? Not merely because it is running, and running exhausts one. The same people run much faster in games and sports. The same people run much more eagerly after an uninteresting little leather ball than they will after a nice silk hat. There is an idea that it is humiliating to run after one's hat; and when people say it is humiliating they mean that it is comic. It certainly is comic; but man is a very comic creature, and most of the things he does are comic—eating, for instance. And the most comic things of all are exactly the things that are most worth doing—such as making love. A man running after a hat is not half so ridiculous as a man running after a wife.

Now a man could, if he felt rightly in the matter, run after his hat with the manliest ardour and the most sacred joy. He might regard himself as a jolly huntsman pursuing a wild animal, for certainly no animal could be wilder. In fact, I am inclined to believe that hat-hunting on windy days will be the sport of the upper classes in the future. There will be a meet of ladies and gentlemen on some high ground on a gusty morning. They will be told that the professional attendants have started a hat in such-and-such a thicket, or whatever be the technical term. Notice that this employment will in the fullest degree combine sport with humanitarianism. The hunters would feel that they were not inflicting pain. Nay, they would feel that they were inflicting pleasure, rich, almost riotous pleasure, upon the people who were looking on. When last I saw an old gentleman running after his hat in Hyde Park, I told him that a heart so benevolent as his ought to be filled with peace and thanks at the thought of how much unaffected pleasure his every gesture and bodily attitude were at that moment giving to the crowd.


 The same principle can be applied to every other typical domestic worry. A gentleman trying to get a fly out of the milk or a piece of cork out of his glass of wine often imagines himself to be irritated. Let him think for a moment of the patience of anglers sitting by dark pools, and let his soul be immediately irradiated with gratification and repose. Again, I have known some people of very modern views driven by their distress to the use of theological terms to which they attached no doctrinal significance, merely because a drawer was jammed tight and they could not pull it out. A friend of mine was particularly afflicted in this way. Every day his drawer was jammed, and every day in consequence it was something else that rhymes to it. But I pointed out to him that this sense of wrong was really subjective and relative; it rested entirely upon the assumption that the drawer could, should, and would come out easily. "But if," I said, "you picture to yourself that you are pulling against some powerful and oppressive enemy, the struggle will become merely exciting and not exasperating. Imagine that you are tugging up a lifeboat out of the sea. Imagine that you are roping up a fellow-creature out of an Alpine crevass. Imagine even that you are a boy again and engaged in a tug-of-war between French and English." Shortly after saying this I left him; but I have no doubt at all that my words bore the best possible fruit. I have no doubt that every day of his life he hangs on to the handle of that drawer with a flushed face and eyes bright with battle, uttering encouraging shouts to himself, and seeming to hear all round him the roar of an applauding ring.

So I do not think that it is altogether fanciful or incredible to suppose that even the floods in London may be accepted and enjoyed poetically. Nothing beyond inconvenience seems really to have been caused by them; and inconvenience, as I have said, is only one aspect, and that the most unimaginative and accidental aspect of a really romantic situation. An adventure is only an inconvenience rightly considered. An inconvenience is only an adventure wrongly considered. The water that girdled the houses and shops of London must, if anything, have only increased their previous witchery and wonder. For as the Roman Catholic priest in the story said: "Wine is good with everything except water," and on a similar principle, water is good with everything except wine. 
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      Afterword

      Day Six: Mishaps

      Chesterton has a use for the other two pieces. The old gentleman chasing his hat in Hyde Park, he says, should be glad of the “rich, almost riotous pleasure” he is giving everyone watching. Leacock’s young man gives the bank exactly that, and as the door swings behind him “a roar of laughter” goes up to the ceiling. Thayer, too, knows who is enjoying Casey’s disaster. The last stanza says “somewhere men are laughing”, and somewhere is wherever the poem is being read. As Chesterton points out, people “run much more eagerly after an uninteresting little leather ball” than after a hat.

      When he writes “They also serve who only stand and wait for the two fifteen”, Chesterton is borrowing from Milton, whose sonnet on going blind ends “They also serve who only stand and wait.” And the man who wrote about keeping his savings in a sock was a professor of economics: Leacock taught at McGill University in Montreal for more than thirty years, and wrote his comic pieces on the side.

    

  
    
      Day Seven

      Cold

      A longer day, 37 minutes

      
        Story
        To Build a Fire
        Jack London · 29 minutes
        A man, a dog and seventy-five below zero; one of the most anthologised stories in English.
      

      
        Poem
        The Cremation of Sam McGee
        Robert W. Service · 6 minutes
        A Yukon ballad, the kind told round a campfire: Sam McGee from Tennessee was always cold, and on the trail he makes his partner promise to cremate him.
      

      
        Essay
        Message to the Public
        Robert Falcon Scott · 3 minutes
        The last public words of Captain Scott, written in a tent on the Antarctic ice, on the way back from the South Pole.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      To Build a Fire

      Jack London, 1908

      The story uses one term of its time, for tussocks of marsh grass, that is now a racial slur.

      
Day had broken cold and grey, exceedingly cold and grey, when the man turned aside from the main Yukon trail and climbed the high earth-bank, where a dim and little-travelled trail led eastward through the fat spruce timberland. It was a steep bank, and he paused for breath at the top, excusing the act to himself by looking at his watch. It was nine o’clock. There was no sun nor hint of sun, though there was not a cloud in the sky. It was a clear day, and yet there seemed an intangible pall over the face of things, a subtle gloom that made the day dark, and that was due to the absence of sun. This fact did not worry the man. He was used to the lack of sun. It had been days since he had seen the sun, and he knew that a few more days must pass before that cheerful orb, due south, would just peep above the skyline and dip immediately from view.

The man flung a look back along the way he had come. The Yukon lay a mile wide and hidden under three feet of ice. On top of this ice were as many feet of snow. It was all pure white, rolling in gentle undulations where the ice-jams of the freeze-up had formed. North and south, as far as his eye could see, it was unbroken white, save for a dark hairline that curved and twisted from around the spruce-covered island to the south, and that curved and twisted away into the north, where it disappeared behind another spruce-covered island. This dark hairline was the trail⁠—the main trail⁠—that led south five hundred miles to the Chilcoot Pass, Dyea, and salt water; and that led north seventy miles to Dawson, and still on to the north a thousand miles to Nulato, and finally to St. Michael on Bering Sea, a thousand miles and half a thousand more.

But all this⁠—the mysterious, far-reaching hairline trail, the absence of sun from the sky, the tremendous cold, and the strangeness and weirdness of it all⁠—made no impression on the man. It was not because he was long used to it. He was a newcomer in the land, a chechaquo, and this was his first winter. The trouble with him was that he was without imagination. He was quick and alert in the things of life, but only in the things, and not in the significances. Fifty degrees below zero meant eighty odd degrees of frost. Such fact impressed him as being cold and uncomfortable, and that was all. It did not lead him to meditate upon his frailty as a creature of temperature, and upon man’s frailty in general, able only to live within certain narrow limits of heat and cold; and from there on it did not lead him to the conjectural field of immortality and man’s place in the universe. Fifty degrees below zero stood for a bite of frost that hurt and that must be guarded against by the use of mittens, earflaps, warm moccasins, and thick socks. Fifty degrees below zero was to him just precisely fifty degrees below zero. That there should be anything more to it than that was a thought that never entered his head.

As he turned to go on, he spat speculatively. There was a sharp, explosive crackle that startled him. He spat again. And again, in the air, before it could fall to the snow, the spittle crackled. He knew that at fifty below spittle crackled on the snow, but this spittle had crackled in the air. Undoubtedly it was colder than fifty below⁠—how much colder he did not know. But the temperature did not matter. He was bound for the old claim on the left fork of Henderson Creek, where the boys were already. They had come over across the divide from the Indian Creek country, while he had come the roundabout way to take a look at the possibilities of getting out logs in the spring from the islands in the Yukon. He would be in to camp by six o’clock; a bit after dark, it was true, but the boys would be there, a fire would be going, and a hot supper would be ready. As for lunch, he pressed his hand against the protruding bundle under his jacket. It was also under his shirt, wrapped up in a handkerchief and lying against the naked skin. It was the only way to keep the biscuits from freezing. He smiled agreeably to himself as he thought of those biscuits, each cut open and sopped in bacon grease, and each enclosing a generous slice of fried bacon.

He plunged in among the big spruce trees. The trail was faint. A foot of snow had fallen since the last sled had passed over, and he was glad he was without a sled, travelling light. In fact, he carried nothing but the lunch wrapped in the handkerchief. He was surprised, however, at the cold. It certainly was cold, he concluded, as he rubbed his numbed nose and cheekbones with his mittened hand. He was a warm-whiskered man, but the hair on his face did not protect the high cheekbones and the eager nose that thrust itself aggressively into the frosty air.

At the man’s heels trotted a dog, a big native husky, the proper wolf-dog, grey-coated and without any visible or temperamental difference from its brother, the wild wolf. The animal was depressed by the tremendous cold. It knew that it was no time for travelling. Its instinct told it a truer tale than was told to the man by the man’s judgment. In reality, it was not merely colder than fifty below zero; it was colder than sixty below, than seventy below. It was seventy-five below zero. Since the freezing-point is thirty-two above zero, it meant that one hundred and seven degrees of frost obtained. The dog did not know anything about thermometers. Possibly in its brain there was no sharp consciousness of a condition of very cold such as was in the man’s brain. But the brute had its instinct. It experienced a vague but menacing apprehension that subdued it and made it slink along at the man’s heels, and that made it question eagerly every unwonted movement of the man as if expecting him to go into camp or to seek shelter somewhere and build a fire. The dog had learned fire, and it wanted fire, or else to burrow under the snow and cuddle its warmth away from the air.

The frozen moisture of its breathing had settled on its fur in a fine powder of frost, and especially were its jowls, muzzle, and eyelashes whitened by its crystalled breath. The man’s red beard and moustache were likewise frosted, but more solidly, the deposit taking the form of ice and increasing with every warm, moist breath he exhaled. Also, the man was chewing tobacco, and the muzzle of ice held his lips so rigidly that he was unable to clear his chin when he expelled the juice. The result was that a crystal beard of the colour and solidity of amber was increasing its length on his chin. If he fell down it would shatter itself, like glass, into brittle fragments. But he did not mind the appendage. It was the penalty all tobacco-chewers paid in that country, and he had been out before in two cold snaps. They had not been so cold as this, he knew, but by the spirit thermometer at Sixty Mile he knew they had been registered at fifty below and at fifty-five.

He held on through the level stretch of woods for several miles, crossed a wide flat of nigger-heads, and dropped down a bank to the frozen bed of a small stream. This was Henderson Creek, and he knew he was ten miles from the forks. He looked at his watch. It was ten o’clock. He was making four miles an hour, and he calculated that he would arrive at the forks at half-past twelve. He decided to celebrate that event by eating his lunch there.

The dog dropped in again at his heels, with a tail drooping discouragement, as the man swung along the creek-bed. The furrow of the old sled-trail was plainly visible, but a dozen inches of snow covered the marks of the last runners. In a month no man had come up or down that silent creek. The man held steadily on. He was not much given to thinking, and just then particularly he had nothing to think about save that he would eat lunch at the forks and that at six o’clock he would be in camp with the boys. There was nobody to talk to and, had there been, speech would have been impossible because of the ice-muzzle on his mouth. So he continued monotonously to chew tobacco and to increase the length of his amber beard.

Once in a while the thought reiterated itself that it was very cold and that he had never experienced such cold. As he walked along he rubbed his cheekbones and nose with the back of his mittened hand. He did this automatically, now and again changing hands. But rub as he would, the instant he stopped his cheekbones went numb, and the following instant the end of his nose went numb. He was sure to frost his cheeks; he knew that, and experienced a pang of regret that he had not devised a nose-strap of the sort Bud wore in cold snaps. Such a strap passed across the cheeks, as well, and saved them. But it didn’t matter much, after all. What were frosted cheeks? A bit painful, that was all; they were never serious.

Empty as the man’s mind was of thoughts, he was keenly observant, and he noticed the changes in the creek, the curves and bends and timber-jams, and always he sharply noted where he placed his feet. Once, coming around a bend, he shied abruptly, like a startled horse, curved away from the place where he had been walking, and retreated several paces back along the trail. The creek he knew was frozen clear to the bottom⁠—no creek could contain water in that arctic winter⁠—but he knew also that there were springs that bubbled out from the hillsides and ran along under the snow and on top the ice of the creek. He knew that the coldest snaps never froze these springs, and he knew likewise their danger. They were traps. They hid pools of water under the snow that might be three inches deep, or three feet. Sometimes a skin of ice half an inch thick covered them, and in turn was covered by the snow. Sometimes there were alternate layers of water and ice-skin, so that when one broke through he kept on breaking through for a while, sometimes wetting himself to the waist.

That was why he had shied in such panic. He had felt the give under his feet and heard the crackle of a snow-hidden ice-skin. And to get his feet wet in such a temperature meant trouble and danger. At the very least it meant delay, for he would be forced to stop and build a fire, and under its protection to bare his feet while he dried his socks and moccasins. He stood and studied the creek-bed and its banks, and decided that the flow of water came from the right. He reflected awhile, rubbing his nose and cheeks, then skirted to the left, stepping gingerly and testing the footing for each step. Once clear of the danger, he took a fresh chew of tobacco and swung along at his four-mile gait.

In the course of the next two hours he came upon several similar traps. Usually the snow above the hidden pools had a sunken, candied appearance that advertised the danger. Once again, however, he had a close call; and once, suspecting danger, he compelled the dog to go on in front. The dog did not want to go. It hung back until the man shoved it forward, and then it went quickly across the white, unbroken surface. Suddenly it broke through, floundered to one side, and got away to firmer footing. It had wet its forefeet and legs, and almost immediately the water that clung to it turned to ice. It made quick efforts to lick the ice off its legs, then dropped down in the snow and began to bite out the ice that had formed between the toes. This was a matter of instinct. To permit the ice to remain would mean sore feet. It did not know this. It merely obeyed the mysterious prompting that arose from the deep crypts of its being. But the man knew, having achieved a judgment on the subject, and he removed the mitten from his right hand and helped tear out the ice-particles. He did not expose his fingers more than a minute, and was astonished at the swift numbness that smote them. It certainly was cold. He pulled on the mitten hastily, and beat the hand savagely across his chest.

At twelve o’clock the day was at its brightest. Yet the sun was too far south on its winter journey to clear the horizon. The bulge of the earth intervened between it and Henderson Creek, where the man walked under a clear sky at noon and cast no shadow. At half-past twelve, to the minute, he arrived at the forks of the creek. He was pleased at the speed he had made. If he kept it up, he would certainly be with the boys by six. He unbuttoned his jacket and shirt and drew forth his lunch. The action consumed no more than a quarter of a minute, yet in that brief moment the numbness laid hold of the exposed fingers. He did not put the mitten on, but, instead, struck the fingers a dozen sharp smashes against his leg. Then he sat down on a snow-covered log to eat. The sting that followed upon the striking of his fingers against his leg ceased so quickly that he was startled, he had had no chance to take a bite of biscuit. He struck the fingers repeatedly and returned them to the mitten, baring the other hand for the purpose of eating. He tried to take a mouthful, but the ice-muzzle prevented. He had forgotten to build a fire and thaw out. He chuckled at his foolishness, and as he chuckled he noted the numbness creeping into the exposed fingers. Also, he noted that the stinging which had first come to his toes when he sat down was already passing away. He wondered whether the toes were warm or numbed. He moved them inside the moccasins and decided that they were numbed.

He pulled the mitten on hurriedly and stood up. He was a bit frightened. He stamped up and down until the stinging returned into the feet. It certainly was cold, was his thought. That man from Sulphur Creek had spoken the truth when telling how cold it sometimes got in the country. And he had laughed at him at the time! That showed one must not be too sure of things. There was no mistake about it, it was cold. He strode up and down, stamping his feet and threshing his arms, until reassured by the returning warmth. Then he got out matches and proceeded to make a fire. From the undergrowth, where high water of the previous spring had lodged a supply of seasoned twigs, he got his firewood. Working carefully from a small beginning, he soon had a roaring fire, over which he thawed the ice from his face and in the protection of which he ate his biscuits. For the moment the cold of space was outwitted. The dog took satisfaction in the fire, stretching out close enough for warmth and far enough away to escape being singed.

When the man had finished, he filled his pipe and took his comfortable time over a smoke. Then he pulled on his mittens, settled the earflaps of his cap firmly about his ears, and took the creek trail up the left fork. The dog was disappointed and yearned back toward the fire. This man did not know cold. Possibly all the generations of his ancestry had been ignorant of cold, of real cold, of cold one hundred and seven degrees below freezing-point. But the dog knew; all its ancestry knew, and it had inherited the knowledge. And it knew that it was not good to walk abroad in such fearful cold. It was the time to lie snug in a hole in the snow and wait for a curtain of cloud to be drawn across the face of outer space whence this cold came. On the other hand, there was keen intimacy between the dog and the man. The one was the toil-slave of the other, and the only caresses it had ever received were the caresses of the whiplash and of harsh and menacing throat-sounds that threatened the whiplash. So the dog made no effort to communicate its apprehension to the man. It was not concerned in the welfare of the man; it was for its own sake that it yearned back toward the fire. But the man whistled, and spoke to it with the sound of whiplashes, and the dog swung in at the man’s heels and followed after.

The man took a chew of tobacco and proceeded to start a new amber beard. Also, his moist breath quickly powdered with white his moustache, eyebrows, and lashes. There did not seem to be so many springs on the left fork of the Henderson, and for half an hour the man saw no signs of any. And then it happened. At a place where there were no signs, where the soft, unbroken snow seemed to advertise solidity beneath, the man broke through. It was not deep. He wetted himself halfway to the knees before he floundered out to the firm crust.

He was angry, and cursed his luck aloud. He had hoped to get into camp with the boys at six o’clock, and this would delay him an hour, for he would have to build a fire and dry out his footgear. This was imperative at that low temperature⁠—he knew that much; and he turned aside to the bank, which he climbed. On top, tangled in the underbrush about the trunks of several small spruce trees, was a high-water deposit of dry firewood⁠—sticks and twigs principally, but also larger portions of seasoned branches and fine, dry, last-year’s grasses. He threw down several large pieces on top of the snow. This served for a foundation and prevented the young flame from drowning itself in the snow it otherwise would melt. The flame he got by touching a match to a small shred of birch-bark that he took from his pocket. This burned even more readily than paper. Placing it on the foundation, he fed the young flame with wisps of dry grass and with the tiniest dry twigs.

He worked slowly and carefully, keenly aware of his danger. Gradually, as the flame grew stronger, he increased the size of the twigs with which he fed it. He squatted in the snow, pulling the twigs out from their entanglement in the brush and feeding directly to the flame. He knew there must be no failure. When it is seventy-five below zero, a man must not fail in his first attempt to build a fire⁠—that is, if his feet are wet. If his feet are dry, and he fails, he can run along the trail for half a mile and restore his circulation. But the circulation of wet and freezing feet cannot be restored by running when it is seventy-five below. No matter how fast he runs, the wet feet will freeze the harder.

All this the man knew. The old-timer on Sulphur Creek had told him about it the previous fall, and now he was appreciating the advice. Already all sensation had gone out of his feet. To build the fire he had been forced to remove his mittens, and the fingers had quickly gone numb. His pace of four miles an hour had kept his heart pumping blood to the surface of his body and to all the extremities. But the instant he stopped, the action of the pump eased down. The cold of space smote the unprotected tip of the planet, and he, being on that unprotected tip, received the full force of the blow. The blood of his body recoiled before it. The blood was alive, like the dog, and like the dog it wanted to hide away and cover itself up from the fearful cold. So long as he walked four miles an hour, he pumped that blood, willy-nilly, to the surface; but now it ebbed away and sank down into the recesses of his body. The extremities were the first to feel its absence. His wet feet froze the faster, and his exposed fingers numbed the faster, though they had not yet begun to freeze. Nose and cheeks were already freezing, while the skin of all his body chilled as it lost its blood.

But he was safe. Toes and nose and cheeks would be only touched by the frost, for the fire was beginning to burn with strength. He was feeding it with twigs the size of his finger. In another minute he would be able to feed it with branches the size of his wrist, and then he could remove his wet footgear, and, while it dried, he could keep his naked feet warm by the fire, rubbing them at first, of course, with snow. The fire was a success. He was safe. He remembered the advice of the old-timer on Sulphur Creek, and smiled. The old-timer had been very serious in laying down the law that no man must travel alone in the Klondike after fifty below. Well, here he was; he had had the accident; he was alone; and he had saved himself. Those old-timers were rather womanish, some of them, he thought. All a man had to do was to keep his head, and he was all right. Any man who was a man could travel alone. But it was surprising, the rapidity with which his cheeks and nose were freezing. And he had not thought his fingers could go lifeless in so short a time. Lifeless they were, for he could scarcely make them move together to grip a twig, and they seemed remote from his body and from him. When he touched a twig, he had to look and see whether or not he had hold of it. The wires were pretty well down between him and his finger-ends.

All of which counted for little. There was the fire, snapping and crackling and promising life with every dancing flame. He started to untie his moccasins. They were coated with ice; the thick German socks were like sheaths of iron halfway to the knees; and the mocassin strings were like rods of steel all twisted and knotted as by some conflagration. For a moment he tugged with his numbed fingers, then, realizing the folly of it, he drew his sheath-knife.

But before he could cut the strings, it happened. It was his own fault or, rather, his mistake. He should not have built the fire under the spruce tree. He should have built it in the open. But it had been easier to pull the twigs from the brush and drop them directly on the fire. Now the tree under which he had done this carried a weight of snow on its boughs. No wind had blown for weeks, and each bough was fully freighted. Each time he had pulled a twig he had communicated a slight agitation to the tree⁠—an imperceptible agitation, so far as he was concerned, but an agitation sufficient to bring about the disaster. High up in the tree one bough capsized its load of snow. This fell on the boughs beneath, capsizing them. This process continued, spreading out and involving the whole tree. It grew like an avalanche, and it descended without warning upon the man and the fire, and the fire was blotted out! Where it had burned was a mantle of fresh and disordered snow.

The man was shocked. It was as though he had just heard his own sentence of death. For a moment he sat and stared at the spot where the fire had been. Then he grew very calm. Perhaps the old-timer on Sulphur Creek was right. If he had only had a trail-mate he would have been in no danger now. The trail-mate could have built the fire. Well, it was up to him to build the fire over again, and this second time there must be no failure. Even if he succeeded, he would most likely lose some toes. His feet must be badly frozen by now, and there would be some time before the second fire was ready.

Such were his thoughts, but he did not sit and think them. He was busy all the time they were passing through his mind, he made a new foundation for a fire, this time in the open; where no treacherous tree could blot it out. Next, he gathered dry grasses and tiny twigs from the high-water flotsam. He could not bring his fingers together to pull them out, but he was able to gather them by the handful. In this way he got many rotten twigs and bits of green moss that were undesirable, but it was the best he could do. He worked methodically, even collecting an armful of the larger branches to be used later when the fire gathered strength. And all the while the dog sat and watched him, a certain yearning wistfulness in its eyes, for it looked upon him as the fire-provider, and the fire was slow in coming.

When all was ready, the man reached in his pocket for a second piece of birch-bark. He knew the bark was there, and, though he could not feel it with his fingers, he could hear its crisp rustling as he fumbled for it. Try as he would, he could not clutch hold of it. And all the time, in his consciousness, was the knowledge that each instant his feet were freezing. This thought tended to put him in a panic, but he fought against it and kept calm. He pulled on his mittens with his teeth, and threshed his arms back and forth, beating his hands with all his might against his sides. He did this sitting down, and he stood up to do it; and all the while the dog sat in the snow, its wolf-brush of a tail curled around warmly over its forefeet, its sharp wolf-ears pricked forward intently as it watched the man. And the man as he beat and threshed with his arms and hands, felt a great surge of envy as he regarded the creature that was warm and secure in its natural covering.

After a time he was aware of the first faraway signals of sensation in his beaten fingers. The faint tingling grew stronger till it evolved into a stinging ache that was excruciating, but which the man hailed with satisfaction. He stripped the mitten from his right hand and fetched forth the birch-bark. The exposed fingers were quickly going numb again. Next he brought out his bunch of sulphur matches. But the tremendous cold had already driven the life out of his fingers. In his effort to separate one match from the others, the whole bunch fell in the snow. He tried to pick it out of the snow, but failed. The dead fingers could neither touch nor clutch. He was very careful. He drove the thought of his freezing feet; and nose, and cheeks, out of his mind, devoting his whole soul to the matches. He watched, using the sense of vision in place of that of touch, and when he saw his fingers on each side the bunch, he closed them⁠—that is, he willed to close them, for the wires were drawn, and the fingers did not obey. He pulled the mitten on the right hand, and beat it fiercely against his knee. Then, with both mittened hands, he scooped the bunch of matches, along with much snow, into his lap. Yet he was no better off.

After some manipulation he managed to get the bunch between the heels of his mittened hands. In this fashion he carried it to his mouth. The ice crackled and snapped when by a violent effort he opened his mouth. He drew the lower jaw in, curled the upper lip out of the way, and scraped the bunch with his upper teeth in order to separate a match. He succeeded in getting one, which he dropped on his lap. He was no better off. He could not pick it up. Then he devised a way. He picked it up in his teeth and scratched it on his leg. Twenty times he scratched before he succeeded in lighting it. As it flamed he held it with his teeth to the birch-bark. But the burning brimstone went up his nostrils and into his lungs, causing him to cough spasmodically. The match fell into the snow and went out.

The old-timer on Sulphur Creek was right, he thought in the moment of controlled despair that ensued: after fifty below, a man should travel with a partner. He beat his hands, but failed in exciting any sensation. Suddenly he bared both hands, removing the mittens with his teeth. He caught the whole bunch between the heels of his hands. His arm-muscles not being frozen enabled him to press the hand-heels tightly against the matches. Then he scratched the bunch along his leg. It flared into flame, seventy sulphur matches at once! There was no wind to blow them out. He kept his head to one side to escape the strangling fumes, and held the blazing bunch to the birch-bark. As he so held it, he became aware of sensation in his hand. His flesh was burning. He could smell it. Deep down below the surface he could feel it. The sensation developed into pain that grew acute. And still he endured it, holding the flame of the matches clumsily to the bark that would not light readily because his own burning hands were in the way, absorbing most of the flame.

At last, when he could endure no more, he jerked his hands apart. The blazing matches fell sizzling into the snow, but the birch-bark was alight. He began laying dry grasses and the tiniest twigs on the flame. He could not pick and choose, for he had to lift the fuel between the heels of his hands. Small pieces of rotten wood and green moss clung to the twigs, and he bit them off as well as he could with his teeth. He cherished the flame carefully and awkwardly. It meant life, and it must not perish. The withdrawal of blood from the surface of his body now made him begin to shiver, and he grew more awkward. A large piece of green moss fell squarely on the little fire. He tried to poke it out with his fingers, but his shivering frame made him poke too far, and he disrupted the nucleus of the little fire, the burning grasses and tiny twigs separating and scattering. He tried to poke them together again, but in spite of the tenseness of the effort, his shivering got away with him, and the twigs were hopelessly scattered. Each twig gushed a puff of smoke and went out. The fire-provider had failed. As he looked apathetically about him, his eyes chanced on the dog, sitting across the ruins of the fire from him, in the snow, making restless, hunching movements, slightly lifting one forefoot and then the other, shifting its weight back and forth on them with wistful eagerness.

The sight of the dog put a wild idea into his head. He remembered the tale of the man, caught in a blizzard, who killed a steer and crawled inside the carcass, and so was saved. He would kill the dog and bury his hands in the warm body until the numbness went out of them. Then he could build another fire. He spoke to the dog, calling it to him; but in his voice was a strange note of fear that frightened the animal, who had never known the man to speak in such way before. Something was the matter, and its suspicious nature sensed danger⁠—it knew not what danger but somewhere, somehow, in its brain arose an apprehension of the man. It flattened its ears down at the sound of the man’s voice, and its restless, hunching movements and the liftings and shiftings of its forefeet became more pronounced but it would not come to the man. He got on his hands and knees and crawled toward the dog. This unusual posture again excited suspicion, and the animal sidled mincingly away.

The man sat up in the snow for a moment and struggled for calmness. Then he pulled on his mittens, by means of his teeth, and got upon his feet. He glanced down at first in order to assure himself that he was really standing up, for the absence of sensation in his feet left him unrelated to the earth. His erect position in itself started to drive the webs of suspicion from the dog’s mind; and when he spoke peremptorily, with the sound of whiplashes in his voice, the dog rendered its customary allegiance and came to him. As it came within reaching distance, the man lost his control. His arms flashed out to the dog, and he experienced genuine surprise when he discovered that his hands could not clutch, that there was neither bend nor feeling in the fingers. He had forgotten for the moment that they were frozen and that they were freezing more and more. All this happened quickly, and before the animal could get away, he encircled its body with his arms. He sat down in the snow, and in this fashion held the dog, while it snarled and whined and struggled.

But it was all he could do, hold its body encircled in his arms and sit there. He realized that he could not kill the dog. There was no way to do it. With his helpless hands he could neither draw nor hold his sheath-knife nor throttle the animal. He released it, and it plunged wildly away, with tail between its legs, and still snarling. It halted forty feet away and surveyed him curiously, with ears sharply pricked forward. The man looked down at his hands in order to locate them, and found them hanging on the ends of his arms. It struck him as curious that one should have to use his eyes in order to find out where his hands were. He began threshing his arms back and forth, beating the mittened hands against his sides. He did this for five minutes, violently, and his heart pumped enough blood up to the surface to put a stop to his shivering. But no sensation was aroused in the hands. He had an impression that they hung like weights on the ends of his arms, but when he tried to run the impression down, he could not find it.

A certain fear of death, dull and oppressive, came to him. This fear quickly became poignant as he realized that it was no longer a mere matter of freezing his fingers and toes, or of losing his hands and feet, but that it was a matter of life and death with the chances against him. This threw him into a panic, and he turned and ran up the creek-bed along the old, dim trail. The dog joined in behind and kept up with him. He ran blindly, without intention, in fear such as he had never known in his life. Slowly, as he ploughed and floundered through the snow, he began to see things again⁠—the banks of the creek, the old timber-jams, the leafless aspens, and the sky. The running made him feel better. He did not shiver. Maybe, if he ran on, his feet would thaw out; and, anyway, if he ran far enough, he would reach camp and the boys. Without doubt he would lose some fingers and toes and some of his face; but the boys would take care of him, and save the rest of him when he got there. And at the same time there was another thought in his mind that said he would never get to the camp and the boys; that it was too many miles away, that the freezing had too great a start on him, and that he would soon be stiff and dead. This thought he kept in the background and refused to consider. Sometimes it pushed itself forward and demanded to be heard, but he thrust it back and strove to think of other things.

It struck him as curious that he could run at all on feet so frozen that he could not feel them when they struck the earth and took the weight of his body. He seemed to himself to skim along above the surface and to have no connection with the earth. Somewhere he had once seen a winged Mercury, and he wondered if Mercury felt as he felt when skimming over the earth.

His theory of running until he reached camp and the boys had one flaw in it: he lacked the endurance. Several times he stumbled, and finally he tottered, crumpled up, and fell. When he tried to rise, he failed. He must sit and rest, he decided, and next time he would merely walk and keep on going. As he sat and regained his breath, he noted that he was feeling quite warm and comfortable. He was not shivering, and it even seemed that a warm glow had come to his chest and trunk. And yet, when he touched his nose or cheeks, there was no sensation. Running would not thaw them out. Nor would it thaw out his hands and feet. Then the thought came to him that the frozen portions of his body must be extending. He tried to keep this thought down, to forget it, to think of something else; he was aware of the panicky feeling that it caused, and he was afraid of the panic. But the thought asserted itself, and persisted, until it produced a vision of his body totally frozen. This was too much, and he made another wild run along the trail. Once he slowed down to a walk, but the thought of the freezing extending itself made him run again.

And all the time the dog ran with him, at his heels. When he fell down a second time, it curled its tail over its forefeet and sat in front of him facing him curiously eager and intent. The warmth and security of the animal angered him, and he cursed it till it flattened down its ears appeasingly. This time the shivering came more quickly upon the man. He was losing in his battle with the frost. It was creeping into his body from all sides. The thought of it drove him on, but he ran no more than a hundred feet, when he staggered and pitched headlong. It was his last panic. When he had recovered his breath and control, he sat up and entertained in his mind the conception of meeting death with dignity. However, the conception did not come to him in such terms. His idea of it was that he had been making a fool of himself, running around like a chicken with its head cut off⁠—such was the simile that occurred to him. Well, he was bound to freeze anyway, and he might as well take it decently. With this newfound peace of mind came the first glimmerings of drowsiness. A good idea, he thought, to sleep off to death. It was like taking an anaesthetic. Freezing was not so bad as people thought. There were lots worse ways to die.

He pictured the boys finding his body next day. Suddenly he found himself with them, coming along the trail and looking for himself. And, still with them, he came around a turn in the trail and found himself lying in the snow. He did not belong with himself any more, for even then he was out of himself, standing with the boys and looking at himself in the snow. It certainly was cold, was his thought. When he got back to the States he could tell the folks what real cold was. He drifted on from this to a vision of the old-timer on Sulphur Creek. He could see him quite clearly, warm and comfortable, and smoking a pipe.

“You were right, old hoss; you were right,” the man mumbled to the old-timer of Sulphur Creek.

Then the man drowsed off into what seemed to him the most comfortable and satisfying sleep he had ever known. The dog sat facing him and waiting. The brief day drew to a close in a long, slow twilight. There were no signs of a fire to be made, and, besides, never in the dog’s experience had it known a man to sit like that in the snow and make no fire. As the twilight drew on, its eager yearning for the fire mastered it, and with a great lifting and shifting of forefeet, it whined softly, then flattened its ears down in anticipation of being chidden by the man. But the man remained silent. Later, the dog whined loudly. And still later it crept close to the man and caught the scent of death. This made the animal bristle and back away. A little longer it delayed, howling under the stars that leaped and danced and shone brightly in the cold sky. Then it turned and trotted up the trail in the direction of the camp it knew, where were the other food-providers and fire-providers.



      Text from Standard Ebooks.

    

  
    
      Poem

      The Cremation of Sam McGee

      Robert W. Service, 1907

      
        


THE CREMATION OF SAM McGEE






There are strange things done in the midnight sun

 By the men who moil for gold;

The Arctic trails have their secret tales

 That would make your blood run cold;

The Northern Lights have seen queer sights,

 But the queerest they ever did see

Was that night on the marge of Lake Lebarge

 I cremated Sam McGee.



Now Sam McGee was from Tennessee, where the cotton blooms and blows.

Why he left his home in the South to roam 'round the Pole, God only knows.

He was always cold, but the land of gold seemed to hold him like a spell;

Though he'd often say in his homely way that "he'd sooner live in hell."





 On a Christmas Day we were mushing our way over the Dawson trail.

Talk of your cold! through the parka's fold it stabbed like a driven nail.

If our eyes we'd close, then the lashes froze till sometimes we couldn't see;

It wasn't much fun, but the only one to whimper was Sam McGee.



And that very night, as we lay packed tight in our robes beneath the snow,

And the dogs were fed, and the stars o'erhead were dancing heel and toe,

He turned to me, and "Cap," says he, "I'll cash in this trip, I guess;

And if I do, I'm asking that you won't refuse my last request."



Well, he seemed so low that I couldn't say no; then he says with a sort of moan:

"It's the cursed cold, and it's got right hold till I'm chilled clean through to the bone.
 Yet 'tain't being dead—it's my awful dread of the icy grave that pains;

So I want you to swear that, foul or fair, you'll cremate my last remains."



A pal's last need is a thing to heed, so I swore I would not fail;

And we started on at the streak of dawn; but God! he looked ghastly pale.

He crouched on the sleigh, and he raved all day of his home in Tennessee;

And before nightfall a corpse was all that was left of Sam McGee.



There wasn't a breath in that land of death, and I hurried, horror-driven,

With a corpse half hid that I couldn't get rid, because of a promise given;

It was lashed to the sleigh, and it seemed to say: "You may tax your brawn and brains,

But you promised true, and it's up to you to cremate those last remains."





 Now a promise made is a debt unpaid, and the trail has its own stern code.

In the days to come, though my lips were dumb, in my heart how I cursed that load.

In the long, long night, by the lone firelight, while the huskies, round in a ring,

Howled out their woes to the homeless snows—O God! how I loathed the thing.



And every day that quiet clay seemed to heavy and heavier grow;

And on I went, though the dogs were spent and the grub was getting low;

The trail was bad, and I felt half mad, but I swore I would not give in;

And I'd often sing to the hateful thing, and it hearkened with a grin.



Till I came to the marge of Lake Lebarge, and a derelict there lay;

It was jammed in the ice, but I saw in a trice it was called the "Alice May."
 And I looked at it, and I thought a bit, and I looked at my frozen chum;

Then "Here," said I, with a sudden cry, "is my cre-ma-tor-eum."



Some planks I tore from the cabin floor, and I lit the boiler fire;

Some coal I found that was lying around, and I heaped the fuel higher;

The flames just soared, and the furnace roared—such a blaze you seldom see;

And I burrowed a hole in the glowing coal, and I stuffed in Sam McGee.



Then I made a hike, for I didn't like to hear him sizzle so;

And the heavens scowled, and the huskies howled, and the wind began to blow.

It was icy cold, but the hot sweat rolled down my cheeks, and I don't know why;

And the greasy smoke in an inky cloak went streaking down the sky.





 I do not know how long in the snow I wrestled with grisly fear;

But the stars came out and they danced about ere again I ventured near;

I was sick with dread, but I bravely said: "I'll just take a peep inside.

I guess he's cooked, and it's time I looked"; . . . then the door I opened wide.



And there sat Sam, looking cool and calm, in the heart of the furnace roar;

And he wore a smile you could see a mile, and he said: "Please close that door.

It's fine in here, but I greatly fear you'll let in the cold and storm—

Since I left Plumtree, down in Tennessee, it's the first time I've been warm."



There are strange things done in the midnight sun

 By the men who moil for gold;

The Arctic trails have their secret tales

 That would make your blood run cold;
 The Northern Lights have seen queer sights,

 But the queerest they ever did see

Was that night on the marge of Lake Lebarge

 I cremated Sam McGee.













      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Essay

      Message to the Public

      Robert Falcon Scott, 1913

      In 1910 Robert Falcon Scott, a captain in the Royal Navy, led a British expedition to Antarctica to be first to the South Pole. He and four companions reached it on foot, hauling their own sledges, on 17 January 1912, and found that the Norwegian Roald Amundsen had beaten them by a month. This message was found in Scott's notebook, in a tent on the return journey.

      The causes of the disaster are not due to faulty organisation, but
to misfortune in all risks which had to be undertaken.

1. The loss of pony transport in March 1911 obliged me to start later
than I had intended, and obliged the limits of stuff transported to
be narrowed.

2. The weather throughout the outward journey, and especially the
long gale in 83° S., stopped us.

3. The soft snow in lower reaches of glacier again reduced pace.

We fought these untoward events with a will and conquered, but it
cut into our provision reserve.

Every detail of our food supplies, clothing and depôts made on the
interior ice-sheet and over that long stretch of 700 miles to the
Pole and back, worked out to perfection. The advance party would
have returned to the glacier in fine form and with surplus of food,
but for the astonishing failure of the man whom we had least expected
to fail. Edgar Evans was thought the strongest man of the party.

The Beardmore Glacier is not difficult in fine weather, but on our
return we did not get a single completely fine day; this with a sick
companion enormously increased our anxieties.

As I have said elsewhere we got into frightfully rough ice and Edgar
Evans received a concussion of the brain—he died a natural death,
but left us a shaken party with the season unduly advanced.

But all the facts above enumerated were as nothing to the surprise
which awaited us on the Barrier. I maintain that our arrangements
for returning were quite adequate, and that no one in the world would
have expected the temperatures and surfaces which we encountered at
this time of the year. On the summit in lat. 85° 86° we had -20°,
-30°. On the Barrier in lat. 82°, 10,000 feet lower, we had -30°
in the day, -47° at night pretty regularly, with continuous head
wind during our day marches. It is clear that these circumstances
come on very suddenly, and our wreck is certainly due to this sudden
advent of severe weather, which does not seem to have any satisfactory
cause. I do not think human beings ever came through such a month as
we have come through, and we should have got through in spite of the
weather but for the sickening of a second companion, Captain Oates,
and a shortage of fuel in our depôts for which I cannot account,
and finally, but for the storm which has fallen on us within 11 miles
of the depôt at which we hoped to secure our final supplies. Surely
misfortune could scarcely have exceeded this last blow. We arrived
within 11 miles of our old One Ton Camp with fuel for one last meal
and food for two days. For four days we have been unable to leave the
tent—the gale howling about us. We are weak, writing is difficult,
but for my own sake I do not regret this journey, which has shown
that Englishmen can endure hardships, help one another, and meet death
with as great a fortitude as ever in the past. We took risks, we knew
we took them; things have come out against us, and therefore we have
no cause for complaint, but bow to the will of Providence, determined
still to do our best to the last. But if we have been willing to give
our lives to this enterprise, which is for the honour of our country,
I appeal to our countrymen to see that those who depend on us are
properly cared for.

Had we lived, I should have had a tale to tell of the hardihood,
endurance, and courage of my companions which would have stirred the
heart of every Englishman. These rough notes and our dead bodies must
tell the tale, but surely, surely, a great rich country like ours
will see that those who are dependent on us are properly provided for.

                            R. SCOTT.



      Text from Project Gutenberg.

    

  
    
      Afterword

      Day Seven: Cold

      As he drifts off, London’s man pictures getting back to the States, where “he could tell the folks what real cold was”. Scott knows he won’t get home: “Had we lived, I should have had a tale to tell”, and so “These rough notes and our dead bodies must tell the tale.” Service’s narrator has lived to tell his, and makes it as tall as he can.

      Scott also wants the tale told his way. The disaster, he begins, was “not due to faulty organisation, but to misfortune”. London allows his man no such comfort: “It was his own fault or, rather, his mistake”, and the old-timer on Sulphur Creek knew it, and so did the dog. The “second companion” in Scott’s message, Captain Oates, had walked out of the tent into a blizzard so as not to slow the others down. Scott’s diary gives his last words: “I am just going outside and may be some time.”

      London had written the story once before, in 1902, for a boys’ magazine. In that version the man lives, frostbitten and wiser. Service was a bank clerk in Whitehorse who reached the Yukon years after the gold rush, and took the name Sam McGee from one of the bank’s customers.

    

  
    
      Day Eight

      Enough

      28 minutes

      
        Story
        How Much Land Does a Man Need?
        Leo Tolstoy · 25 minutes
        A Russian peasant boasts that with land enough he would fear not even the Devil, and the Devil is listening behind the stove.
      

      
        Poem
        The Things That Make a Happy Life (Epigrams X.47)
        Martial · 1 minute
        A Roman epigram on the simple happy life, in the Tudor version by the poet who helped bring the sonnet into English.
      

      
        Essay
        On Discursiveness in Reading (Letter 2)
        Seneca · 2 minutes
        Seneca advises Lucilius to read a few good books well, and adds a thought about who is really poor.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      How Much Land Does a Man Need?

      Leo Tolstoy, translated by Louise and Aylmer Maude, 1886

      
      An elder sister came to visit her younger sister in the country. The elder
      was married to a tradesman in town, the younger to a peasant in the
      village. As the sisters sat over their tea talking, the elder began to
      boast of the advantages of town life: saying how comfortably they lived
      there, how well they dressed, what fine clothes her children wore, what
      good things they ate and drank, and how she went to the theatre,
      promenades, and entertainments.
    


      The younger sister was piqued, and in turn disparaged the life of a
      tradesman, and stood up for that of a peasant.
    


      “I would not change my way of life for yours,” said she. “We may live
      roughly, but at least we are free from anxiety. You live in better style
      than we do, but though you often earn more than you need, you are very
      likely to lose all you have. You know the proverb, ‘Loss and gain are
      brothers twain.’ It often happens that people who are wealthy one day are
      begging their bread the next. Our way is safer. Though a peasant’s life is
      not a fat one, it is a long one. We shall never grow rich, but we shall
      always have enough to eat.”
     


      The elder sister said sneeringly:
    

 “Enough? Yes, if you like to share with the pigs and the calves! What do you know of elegance or manners! However much your good man may slave, you will die as you are living—on a dung heap—and your children the same.” 


      “Well, what of that?” replied the younger. “Of course our work is rough
      and coarse. But, on the other hand, it is sure; and we need not bow to any
      one. But you, in your towns, are surrounded by temptations; today all may
      be right, but tomorrow the Evil One may tempt your husband with cards,
      wine, or women, and all will go to ruin. Don’t such things happen often
      enough?”
     


      Pahom, the master of the house, was lying on the top of the oven, and he
      listened to the women’s chatter.
    


      “It is perfectly true,” thought he. “Busy as we are from childhood tilling
      Mother Earth, we peasants have no time to let any nonsense settle in our
      heads. Our only trouble is that we haven’t land enough. If I had plenty of
      land, I shouldn’t fear the Devil himself!”
     


      The women finished their tea, chatted a while about dress, and then
      cleared away the tea-things and lay down to sleep.
    


      But the Devil had been sitting behind the oven, and had heard all that was
      said. He was pleased that the peasant’s wife had led her husband into
      boasting, and that he had said that if he had plenty of land he would not
      fear the Devil himself.
    


      “All right,” thought the Devil. “We will have a tussle. I’ll give you land
      enough; and by means of that land I will get you into my power.”
     


      II
    

 Close to the village there lived a lady, a small landowner, who had an estate of about three hundred acres. She had always lived on good terms with the peasants, until she engaged as her steward an old soldier, who took to burdening the people with fines. However careful Pahom tried to be, it happened again and again that now a horse of his got among the lady’s oats, now a cow strayed into her garden, now his calves found their way into her meadows—and he always had to pay a fine. 


      Pahom paid, but grumbled, and, going home in a temper, was rough with his
      family. All through that summer Pahom had much trouble because of this
      steward; and he was even glad when winter came and the cattle had to be
      stabled. Though he grudged the fodder when they could no longer graze on
      the pasture-land, at least he was free from anxiety about them.
    


      In the winter the news got about that the lady was going to sell her land,
      and that the keeper of the inn on the high road was bargaining for it.
      When the peasants heard this they were very much alarmed.
    


      “Well,” thought they, “if the innkeeper gets the land he will worry us
      with fines worse than the lady’s steward. We all depend on that estate.”
     


      So the peasants went on behalf of their Commune, and asked the lady not to
      sell the land to the innkeeper; offering her a better price for it
      themselves. The lady agreed to let them have it. Then the peasants tried
      to arrange for the Commune to buy the whole estate, so that it might be
      held by all in common. They met twice to discuss it, but could not settle
      the matter; the Evil One sowed discord among them, and they could not
      agree. So they decided to buy the land individually, each according to his
      means; and the lady agreed to this plan as she had to the other.
    


      Presently Pahom heard that a neighbor of his was buying fifty acres, and
      that the lady had consented to accept one half in cash and to wait a year
      for the other half. Pahom felt envious.
    


      “Look at that,” thought he, “the land is all being sold, and I shall get
      none of it.” So he spoke to his wife.
    


      “Other people are buying,” said he, “and we must also buy twenty acres or
      so. Life is becoming impossible. That steward is simply crushing us with
      his fines.”
     


      So they put their heads together and considered how they could manage to
      buy it. They had one hundred roubles laid by. They sold a colt, and one
      half of their bees; hired out one of their sons as a laborer, and took his
      wages in advance; borrowed the rest from a brother-in-law, and so scraped
      together half the purchase money.
    


      Having done this, Pahom chose out a farm of forty acres, some of it
      wooded, and went to the lady to bargain for it. They came to an agreement,
      and he shook hands with her upon it, and paid her a deposit in advance.
      Then they went to town and signed the deeds; he paying half the price
      down, and undertaking to pay the remainder within two years.
    


      So now Pahom had land of his own. He borrowed seed, and sowed it on the
      land he had bought. The harvest was a good one, and within a year he had
      managed to pay off his debts both to the lady and to his brother-in-law.
      So he became a landowner, ploughing and sowing his own land, making hay on
      his own land, cutting his own trees, and feeding his cattle on his own
      pasture. When he went out to plough his fields, or to look at his growing
      corn, or at his grass meadows, his heart would fill with joy. The grass
      that grew and the flowers that bloomed there, seemed to him unlike any
      that grew elsewhere. Formerly, when he had passed by that land, it had
      appeared the same as any other land, but now it seemed quite different.
    


      III
    


      So Pahom was well contented, and everything would have been right if the
      neighboring peasants would only not have trespassed on his corn-fields and
      meadows. He appealed to them most civilly, but they still went on: now the
      Communal herdsmen would let the village cows stray into his meadows; then
      horses from the night pasture would get among his corn. Pahom turned them
      out again and again, and forgave their owners, and for a long time he
      forbore from prosecuting any one. But at last he lost patience and
      complained to the District Court. He knew it was the peasants’ want of
      land, and no evil intent on their part, that caused the trouble; but he
      thought:
    


      “I cannot go on overlooking it, or they will destroy all I have. They must
      be taught a lesson.”
     


      So he had them up, gave them one lesson, and then another, and two or
      three of the peasants were fined. After a time Pahom’s neighbours began to
      bear him a grudge for this, and would now and then let their cattle on his
      land on purpose. One peasant even got into Pahom’s wood at night and cut
      down five young lime trees for their bark. Pahom passing through the wood
      one day noticed something white. He came nearer, and saw the stripped
      trunks lying on the ground, and close by stood the stumps, where the tree
      had been. Pahom was furious.
    


      “If he had only cut one here and there it would have been bad enough,”
       thought Pahom, “but the rascal has actually cut down a whole clump. If I
      could only find out who did this, I would pay him out.”
     

 He racked his brains as to who it could be. Finally he decided: “It must be Simon—no one else could have done it.” So he went to Simon’s homestead to have a look around, but he found nothing, and only had an angry scene. However’ he now felt more certain than ever that Simon had done it, and he lodged a complaint. Simon was summoned. The case was tried, and re-tried, and at the end of it all Simon was acquitted, there being no evidence against him. Pahom felt still more aggrieved, and let his anger loose upon the Elder and the Judges. 


      “You let thieves grease your palms,” said he. “If you were honest folk
      yourselves, you would not let a thief go free.”
     


      So Pahom quarrelled with the Judges and with his neighbors. Threats to
      burn his building began to be uttered. So though Pahom had more land, his
      place in the Commune was much worse than before.
    


      About this time a rumor got about that many people were moving to new
      parts.
    


      “There’s no need for me to leave my land,” thought Pahom. “But some of the
      others might leave our village, and then there would be more room for us.
      I would take over their land myself, and make my estate a bit bigger. I
      could then live more at ease. As it is, I am still too cramped to be
      comfortable.”
     


      One day Pahom was sitting at home, when a peasant passing through the
      village, happened to call in. He was allowed to stay the night, and supper
      was given him. Pahom had a talk with this peasant and asked him where he
      came from. The stranger answered that he came from beyond the Volga, where
      he had been working. One word led to another, and the man went on to say
      that many people were settling in those parts. He told how some people
      from his village had settled there. They had joined the Commune, and had
      had twenty-five acres per man granted them. The land was so good, he said,
      that the rye sown on it grew as high as a horse, and so thick that five
      cuts of a sickle made a sheaf. One peasant, he said, had brought nothing
      with him but his bare hands, and now he had six horses and two cows of his
      own.
    


      Pahom’s heart kindled with desire. He thought:
    


      “Why should I suffer in this narrow hole, if one can live so well
      elsewhere? I will sell my land and my homestead here, and with the money I
      will start afresh over there and get everything new. In this crowded place
      one is always having trouble. But I must first go and find out all about
      it myself.”
     

 Towards summer he got ready and started. He went down the Volga on a steamer to Samara, then walked another three hundred miles on foot, and at last reached the place. It was just as the stranger had said. The peasants had plenty of land: every man had twenty-five acres of Communal land given him for his use, and any one who had money could buy, besides, at fifty cents an acre as much good freehold land as he wanted. 


      Having found out all he wished to know, Pahom returned home as autumn came
      on, and began selling off his belongings. He sold his land at a profit,
      sold his homestead and all his cattle, and withdrew from membership of the
      Commune. He only waited till the spring, and then started with his family
      for the new settlement.
    


      IV
    


      As soon as Pahom and his family arrived at their new abode, he applied for
      admission into the Commune of a large village. He stood treat to the
      Elders, and obtained the necessary documents. Five shares of Communal land
      were given him for his own and his sons’ use: that is to say—125
      acres (not altogether, but in different fields) besides the use of the
      Communal pasture. Pahom put up the buildings he needed, and bought cattle.
      Of the Communal land alone he had three times as much as at his former
      home, and the land was good corn-land. He was ten times better off than he
      had been. He had plenty of arable land and pasturage, and could keep as
      many head of cattle as he liked.
    


      At first, in the bustle of building and settling down, Pahom was pleased
      with it all, but when he got used to it he began to think that even here
      he had not enough land. The first year, he sowed wheat on his share of the
      Communal land, and had a good crop. He wanted to go on sowing wheat, but
      had not enough Communal land for the purpose, and what he had already used
      was not available; for in those parts wheat is only sown on virgin soil or
      on fallow land. It is sown for one or two years, and then the land lies
      fallow till it is again overgrown with prairie grass. There were many who
      wanted such land, and there was not enough for all; so that people
      quarrelled about it. Those who were better off, wanted it for growing
      wheat, and those who were poor, wanted it to let to dealers, so that they
      might raise money to pay their taxes. Pahom wanted to sow more wheat; so
      he rented land from a dealer for a year. He sowed much wheat and had a
      fine crop, but the land was too far from the village—the wheat had
      to be carted more than ten miles. After a time Pahom noticed that some
      peasant-dealers were living on separate farms, and were growing wealthy;
      and he thought:
    


      “If I were to buy some freehold land, and have a homestead on it, it would
      be a different thing, altogether. Then it would all be nice and compact.”
     


      The question of buying freehold land recurred to him again and again.
    


      He went on in the same way for three years; renting land and sowing wheat.
      The seasons turned out well and the crops were good, so that he began to
      lay money by. He might have gone on living contentedly, but he grew tired
      of having to rent other people’s land every year, and having to scramble
      for it. Wherever there was good land to be had, the peasants would rush
      for it and it was taken up at once, so that unless you were sharp about it
      you got none. It happened in the third year that he and a dealer together
      rented a piece of pasture land from some peasants; and they had already
      ploughed it up, when there was some dispute, and the peasants went to law
      about it, and things fell out so that the labor was all lost. “If it were
      my own land,” thought Pahom, “I should be independent, and there would not
      be all this unpleasantness.”
     


      So Pahom began looking out for land which he could buy; and he came across
      a peasant who had bought thirteen hundred acres, but having got into
      difficulties was willing to sell again cheap. Pahom bargained and haggled
      with him, and at last they settled the price at 1,500 roubles, part in
      cash and part to be paid later. They had all but clinched the matter, when
      a passing dealer happened to stop at Pahom’s one day to get a feed for his
      horse. He drank tea with Pahom, and they had a talk. The dealer said that
      he was just returning from the land of the Bashkirs, far away, where he
      had bought thirteen thousand acres of land all for 1,000 roubles. Pahom
      questioned him further, and the tradesman said:
    


      “All one need do is to make friends with the chiefs. I gave away about one
      hundred roubles’ worth of dressing-gowns and carpets, besides a case of
      tea, and I gave wine to those who would drink it; and I got the land for
      less than two cents an acre. And he showed Pahom the title-deeds, saying:
    


      “The land lies near a river, and the whole prairie is virgin soil.”
     


      Pahom plied him with questions, and the tradesman said:
    


      “There is more land there than you could cover if you walked a year, and
      it all belongs to the Bashkirs. They are as simple as sheep, and land can
      be got almost for nothing.”
     


      “There now,” thought Pahom, “with my one thousand roubles, why should I
      get only thirteen hundred acres, and saddle myself with a debt besides. If
      I take it out there, I can get more than ten times as much for the money.”
     


      V
    


      Pahom inquired how to get to the place, and as soon as the tradesman had
      left him, he prepared to go there himself. He left his wife to look after
      the homestead, and started on his journey taking his man with him. They
      stopped at a town on their way, and bought a case of tea, some wine, and
      other presents, as the tradesman had advised. On and on they went until
      they had gone more than three hundred miles, and on the seventh day they
      came to a place where the Bashkirs had pitched their tents. It was all
      just as the tradesman had said. The people lived on the steppes, by a
      river, in felt-covered tents. They neither tilled the ground, nor ate
      bread. Their cattle and horses grazed in herds on the steppe. The colts
      were tethered behind the tents, and the mares were driven to them twice a
      day. The mares were milked, and from the milk kumiss was made. It was the
      women who prepared kumiss, and they also made cheese. As far as the men
      were concerned, drinking kumiss and tea, eating mutton, and playing on
      their pipes, was all they cared about. They were all stout and merry, and
      all the summer long they never thought of doing any work. They were quite
      ignorant, and knew no Russian, but were good-natured enough.
    


      As soon as they saw Pahom, they came out of their tents and gathered round
      their visitor. An interpreter was found, and Pahom told them he had come
      about some land. The Bashkirs seemed very glad; they took Pahom and led
      him into one of the best tents, where they made him sit on some down
      cushions placed on a carpet, while they sat round him. They gave him tea
      and kumiss, and had a sheep killed, and gave him mutton to eat. Pahom took
      presents out of his cart and distributed them among the Bashkirs, and
      divided amongst them the tea. The Bashkirs were delighted. They talked a
      great deal among themselves, and then told the interpreter to translate.
    


      “They wish to tell you,” said the interpreter, “that they like you, and
      that it is our custom to do all we can to please a guest and to repay him
      for his gifts. You have given us presents, now tell us which of the things
      we possess please you best, that we may present them to you.”
     


      “What pleases me best here,” answered Pahom, “is your land. Our land is
      crowded, and the soil is exhausted; but you have plenty of land and it is
      good land. I never saw the like of it.”
     


      The interpreter translated. The Bashkirs talked among themselves for a
      while. Pahom could not understand what they were saying, but saw that they
      were much amused, and that they shouted and laughed. Then they were silent
      and looked at Pahom while the interpreter said:
    


      “They wish me to tell you that in return for your presents they will
      gladly give you as much land as you want. You have only to point it out
      with your hand and it is yours.”
     


      The Bashkirs talked again for a while and began to dispute. Pahom asked
      what they were disputing about, and the interpreter told him that some of
      them thought they ought to ask their Chief about the land and not act in
      his absence, while others thought there was no need to wait for his
      return.
    


      VI
    


      While the Bashkirs were disputing, a man in a large fox-fur cap appeared
      on the scene. They all became silent and rose to their feet. The
      interpreter said, “This is our Chief himself.”
     


      Pahom immediately fetched the best dressing-gown and five pounds of tea,
      and offered these to the Chief. The Chief accepted them, and seated
      himself in the place of honour. The Bashkirs at once began telling him
      something. The Chief listened for a while, then made a sign with his head
      for them to be silent, and addressing himself to Pahom, said in Russian:
    


      “Well, let it be so. Choose whatever piece of land you like; we have
      plenty of it.”
     


      “How can I take as much as I like?” thought Pahom. “I must get a deed to
      make it secure, or else they may say, ‘It is yours,’ and afterwards may
      take it away again.”
     


      “Thank you for your kind words,” he said aloud. “You have much land, and I
      only want a little. But I should like to be sure which bit is mine. Could
      it not be measured and made over to me? Life and death are in God’s hands.
      You good people give it to me, but your children might wish to take it
      away again.”
     


      “You are quite right,” said the Chief. “We will make it over to you.”
     


      “I heard that a dealer had been here,” continued Pahom, “and that you gave
      him a little land, too, and signed title-deeds to that effect. I should
      like to have it done in the same way.”
     


      The Chief understood.
    


      “Yes,” replied he, “that can be done quite easily. We have a scribe, and
      we will go to town with you and have the deed properly sealed.”
     


      “And what will be the price?” asked Pahom.
    


      “Our price is always the same: one thousand roubles a day.”
     


      Pahom did not understand.
    


      “A day? What measure is that? How many acres would that be?”
     


      “We do not know how to reckon it out,” said the Chief. “We sell it by the
      day. As much as you can go round on your feet in a day is yours, and the
      price is one thousand roubles a day.”
     


      Pahom was surprised.
    


      “But in a day you can get round a large tract of land,” he said.
    


      The Chief laughed.
    


      “It will all be yours!” said he. “But there is one condition: If you don’t
      return on the same day to the spot whence you started, your money is
      lost.”
     


      “But how am I to mark the way that I have gone?”
     


      “Why, we shall go to any spot you like, and stay there. You must start
      from that spot and make your round, taking a spade with you. Wherever you
      think necessary, make a mark. At every turning, dig a hole and pile up the
      turf; then afterwards we will go round with a plough from hole to hole.
      You may make as large a circuit as you please, but before the sun sets you
      must return to the place you started from. All the land you cover will be
      yours.”
     

 Pahom was delighted. It was decided to start early next morning. They talked a while, and after drinking some more kumiss and eating some more mutton, they had tea again, and then the night came on. They gave Pahom a feather-bed to sleep on, and the Bashkirs dispersed for the night, promising to assemble the next morning at daybreak and ride out before sunrise to the appointed spot. 


      VII
    


      Pahom lay on the feather-bed, but could not sleep. He kept thinking about
      the land.
    


      “What a large tract I will mark off!” thought he. “I can easily go
      thirty-five miles in a day. The days are long now, and within a circuit of
      thirty-five miles what a lot of land there will be! I will sell the poorer
      land, or let it to peasants, but I’ll pick out the best and farm it. I
      will buy two ox-teams, and hire two more laborers. About a hundred and
      fifty acres shall be plough-land, and I will pasture cattle on the rest.”
     


      Pahom lay awake all night, and dozed off only just before dawn. Hardly
      were his eyes closed when he had a dream. He thought he was lying in that
      same tent, and heard somebody chuckling outside. He wondered who it could
      be, and rose and went out, and he saw the Bashkir Chief sitting in front
      of the tent holding his side and rolling about with laughter. Going nearer
      to the Chief, Pahom asked: “What are you laughing at?” But he saw that it
      was no longer the Chief, but the dealer who had recently stopped at his
      house and had told him about the land. Just as Pahom was going to ask,
      “Have you been here long?” he saw that it was not the dealer, but the
      peasant who had come up from the Volga, long ago, to Pahom’s old home.
      Then he saw that it was not the peasant either, but the Devil himself with
      hoofs and horns, sitting there and chuckling, and before him lay a man
      barefoot, prostrate on the ground, with only trousers and a shirt on. And
      Pahom dreamt that he looked more attentively to see what sort of a man it
      was lying there, and he saw that the man was dead, and that it was
      himself! He awoke horror-struck.
    


      “What things one does dream,” thought he.
    


      Looking round he saw through the open door that the dawn was breaking.
    


      “It’s time to wake them up,” thought he. “We ought to be starting.”
     


      He got up, roused his man (who was sleeping in his cart), bade him
      harness; and went to call the Bashkirs.
    


      “It’s time to go to the steppe to measure the land,” he said.
    


      The Bashkirs rose and assembled, and the Chief came, too. Then they began
      drinking kumiss again, and offered Pahom some tea, but he would not wait.
    


      “If we are to go, let us go. It is high time,” said he.
    


      VIII
    


      The Bashkirs got ready and they all started: some mounted on horses, and
      some in carts. Pahom drove in his own small cart with his servant, and
      took a spade with him. When they reached the steppe, the morning red was
      beginning to kindle. They ascended a hillock (called by the Bashkirs a
      shikhan) and dismounting from their carts and their horses, gathered in
      one spot. The Chief came up to Pahom and stretched out his arm towards the
      plain:
    


      “See,” said he, “all this, as far as your eye can reach, is ours. You may
      have any part of it you like.”
     


      Pahom’s eyes glistened: it was all virgin soil, as flat as the palm of
      your hand, as black as the seed of a poppy, and in the hollows different
      kinds of grasses grew breast high.
    


      The Chief took off his fox-fur cap, placed it on the ground and said:
    


      “This will be the mark. Start from here, and return here again. All the
      land you go round shall be yours.”
     


      Pahom took out his money and put it on the cap. Then he took off his outer
      coat, remaining in his sleeveless under coat. He unfastened his girdle and
      tied it tight below his stomach, put a little bag of bread into the breast
      of his coat, and tying a flask of water to his girdle, he drew up the tops
      of his boots, took the spade from his man, and stood ready to start. He
      considered for some moments which way he had better go—it was
      tempting everywhere.
    


      “No matter,” he concluded, “I will go towards the rising sun.”
     


      He turned his face to the east, stretched himself, and waited for the sun
      to appear above the rim.
    


      “I must lose no time,” he thought, “and it is easier walking while it is
      still cool.”
     


      The sun’s rays had hardly flashed above the horizon, before Pahom,
      carrying the spade over his shoulder, went down into the steppe.
    


      Pahom started walking neither slowly nor quickly. After having gone a
      thousand yards he stopped, dug a hole and placed pieces of turf one on
      another to make it more visible. Then he went on; and now that he had
      walked off his stiffness he quickened his pace. After a while he dug
      another hole.
    


      Pahom looked back. The hillock could be distinctly seen in the sunlight,
      with the people on it, and the glittering tires of the cartwheels. At a
      rough guess Pahom concluded that he had walked three miles. It was growing
      warmer; he took off his under-coat, flung it across his shoulder, and went
      on again. It had grown quite warm now; he looked at the sun, it was time
      to think of breakfast.
    


      “The first shift is done, but there are four in a day, and it is too soon
      yet to turn. But I will just take off my boots,” said he to himself.
    


      He sat down, took off his boots, stuck them into his girdle, and went on.
      It was easy walking now.
    


      “I will go on for another three miles,” thought he, “and then turn to the
      left. The spot is so fine, that it would be a pity to lose it. The further
      one goes, the better the land seems.”
     


      He went straight on a for a while, and when he looked round, the hillock
      was scarcely visible and the people on it looked like black ants, and he
      could just see something glistening there in the sun.
    


      “Ah,” thought Pahom, “I have gone far enough in this direction, it is time
      to turn. Besides I am in a regular sweat, and very thirsty.”
     


      He stopped, dug a large hole, and heaped up pieces of turf. Next he untied
      his flask, had a drink, and then turned sharply to the left. He went on
      and on; the grass was high, and it was very hot.
    


      Pahom began to grow tired: he looked at the sun and saw that it was noon.
    


      “Well,” he thought, “I must have a rest.”
     


      He sat down, and ate some bread and drank some water; but he did not lie
      down, thinking that if he did he might fall asleep. After sitting a little
      while, he went on again. At first he walked easily: the food had
      strengthened him; but it had become terribly hot, and he felt sleepy;
      still he went on, thinking: “An hour to suffer, a life-time to live.”
     


      He went a long way in this direction also, and was about to turn to the
      left again, when he perceived a damp hollow: “It would be a pity to leave
      that out,” he thought. “Flax would do well there.” So he went on past the
      hollow, and dug a hole on the other side of it before he turned the
      corner. Pahom looked towards the hillock. The heat made the air hazy: it
      seemed to be quivering, and through the haze the people on the hillock
      could scarcely be seen.
    


      “Ah!” thought Pahom, “I have made the sides too long; I must make this one
      shorter.” And he went along the third side, stepping faster. He looked at
      the sun: it was nearly half way to the horizon, and he had not yet done
      two miles of the third side of the square. He was still ten miles from the
      goal.
    


      “No,” he thought, “though it will make my land lopsided, I must hurry back
      in a straight line now. I might go too far, and as it is I have a great
      deal of land.”
     


      So Pahom hurriedly dug a hole, and turned straight towards the hillock.
    


      IX
    


      Pahom went straight towards the hillock, but he now walked with
      difficulty. He was done up with the heat, his bare feet were cut and
      bruised, and his legs began to fail. He longed to rest, but it was
      impossible if he meant to get back before sunset. The sun waits for no
      man, and it was sinking lower and lower.
    


      “Oh dear,” he thought, “if only I have not blundered trying for too much!
      What if I am too late?”
     


      He looked towards the hillock and at the sun. He was still far from his
      goal, and the sun was already near the rim. Pahom walked on and on; it was
      very hard walking, but he went quicker and quicker. He pressed on, but was
      still far from the place. He began running, threw away his coat, his
      boots, his flask, and his cap, and kept only the spade which he used as a
      support.
    


      “What shall I do,” he thought again, “I have grasped too much, and ruined
      the whole affair. I can’t get there before the sun sets.”
     


      And this fear made him still more breathless. Pahom went on running, his
      soaking shirt and trousers stuck to him, and his mouth was parched. His
      breast was working like a blacksmith’s bellows, his heart was beating like
      a hammer, and his legs were giving way as if they did not belong to him.
      Pahom was seized with terror lest he should die of the strain.
    


      Though afraid of death, he could not stop. “After having run all that way
      they will call me a fool if I stop now,” thought he. And he ran on and on,
      and drew near and heard the Bashkirs yelling and shouting to him, and
      their cries inflamed his heart still more. He gathered his last strength
      and ran on.
    


      The sun was close to the rim, and cloaked in mist looked large, and red as
      blood. Now, yes now, it was about to set! The sun was quite low, but he
      was also quite near his aim. Pahom could already see the people on the
      hillock waving their arms to hurry him up. He could see the fox-fur cap on
      the ground, and the money on it, and the Chief sitting on the ground
      holding his sides. And Pahom remembered his dream.
    


      “There is plenty of land,” thought he, “but will God let me live on it? I
      have lost my life, I have lost my life! I shall never reach that spot!”
     


      Pahom looked at the sun, which had reached the earth: one side of it had
      already disappeared. With all his remaining strength he rushed on, bending
      his body forward so that his legs could hardly follow fast enough to keep
      him from falling. Just as he reached the hillock it suddenly grew dark. He
      looked up—the sun had already set. He gave a cry: “All my labor has
      been in vain,” thought he, and was about to stop, but he heard the
      Bashkirs still shouting, and remembered that though to him, from below,
      the sun seemed to have set, they on the hillock could still see it. He
      took a long breath and ran up the hillock. It was still light there. He
      reached the top and saw the cap. Before it sat the Chief laughing and
      holding his sides. Again Pahom remembered his dream, and he uttered a cry:
      his legs gave way beneath him, he fell forward and reached the cap with
      his hands.
    


      “Ah, what a fine fellow!” exclaimed the Chief. “He has gained much land!”
     


      Pahom’s servant came running up and tried to raise him, but he saw that
      blood was flowing from his mouth. Pahom was dead!
    


      The Bashkirs clicked their tongues to show their pity.
    


      His servant picked up the spade and dug a grave long enough for Pahom to
      lie in, and buried him in it. Six feet from his head to his heels was all
      he needed.
    



      Text from Project Gutenberg.

    

  
    
      Poem

      The Things That Make a Happy Life (Epigrams X.47)

      Martial, translated by Henry Howard, Earl of Surrey, c. 98

      
        
          
            	
              
                

              

              
                

              

              
                
                  	
                    
                      
                        	
                          

                          
                            
                              	
                                

                                

                                

                                

                                

                                

                                

                                

                              
                            

                          

                          

                        
                      

                    

                  
                  	











	
MARTIAL, the things that do attain

The happy life, be these, I find :

The riches left, not got with pain ;

The fruitful ground, the quiet mind :


The equal friend, no grudge, no strife ;

No charge of rule, nor governance ;

Without disease, the healthful life ;

The household of continuance :


The mean diet, no delicate fare ;

True wisdom join'd with simpleness ;

The night discharged of all care,

Where wine the wit may not oppress :


The faithful wife, without debate ;

Such sleeps as may beguile the night.

Contented with thine own estate ;

Ne wish for Death, ne fear his might.



























                

                

              

            
          

        

      

      Text from luminarium.org.

    

  
    
      Essay

      On Discursiveness in Reading (Letter 2)

      Seneca, translated by Richard M. Gummere, c. 63

      
         Judging by what you write me, and by what I hear, I am forming a good opinion regarding your future.  You do not run hither and thither and distract yourself by changing your abode; for such restlessness is the sign of a disordered spirit.  The primary indication, to my thinking, of a well-ordered mind is a man’s ability to remain in one place and linger in his own company.   Be careful, however, lest this reading of many authors and books of every sort may tend to make you discursive and unsteady.  You must linger among a limited number of master-thinkers, and digest their works, if you would derive ideas which shall win firm hold in your mind.  Everywhere means nowhere.  When a person spends all his time in foreign travel, he ends by having many acquaintances, but no friends. And the same thing must hold true of men who seek intimate acquaintance with no single author, but visit them all in a hasty and hurried manner.  Food does no good and is not assimilated into the body if it leaves the stomach as soon as it is eaten; nothing hinders a cure so much as frequent change of medicine; no wound will heal when one salve is tried after another; a plant which is often moved can never grow strong.  There is nothing so efficacious that it can be helpful while it is being shifted about.  And in reading of many books is distraction.

Accordingly, since you cannot read all the books which you may possess, it is enough to possess only as many books as you can read.  “But,” you reply, “I wish to dip first into one book and then into another.” I tell you that it is the sign of an overnice appetite to toy with many dishes; for when they are manifold and varied, they cloy but do not nourish.  So you should always read standard authors; and when you crave a change, fall back upon those whom you read before.  Each day acquire something that will fortify you against poverty, against death, indeed against other misfortunes as well; and after you have run over many thoughts, select one to be thoroughly digested that day.  This is my own custom; from the many things which I have read, I claim some one part for myself.

The thought for to-day is one which I discovered in Epicurus; for I am wont to cross over even into the enemy’s camp,—not as a deserter, but as a scout.  He says: “Contented poverty is an honourable estate.” Indeed, if it be contented, it is not poverty at all. It is not the man who has too little, but the man who craves more, that is poor.  What does it matter how much a man has laid up in his safe, or in his warehouse, how large are his flocks and how fat his dividends, if he covets his neighbour’s property, and reckons, not his past gains, but his hopes of gains to come?  Do you ask what is the proper limit to wealth? It is, first, to have what is necessary, and, second, to have what is enough. Farewell.






      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Afterword

      Day Eight: Enough

      Seneca’s letter opens with a warning that has nothing to do with money. To “run hither and thither” and keep “changing your abode” is “the sign of a disordered spirit”, and “a plant which is often moved can never grow strong.” Pahom moves on and on, from his village to beyond the Volga to the Bashkirs’ steppe, and every new place is better than the last until he gets there. Seneca names his trouble exactly: he reckons “not his past gains, but his hopes of gains to come”.

      Martial’s list of what makes a happy life is close to the younger sister’s speech at the start: “the quiet mind”, and to be “Contented with thine own estate”. Pahom heard her from the top of the oven, agreed with every word, and boasted that with land enough he “shouldn’t fear the Devil himself”. Martial’s last line asks for something harder: “Ne wish for Death, ne fear his might.”

      Neither Seneca nor the man who put Martial into English got the quiet life. Seneca was tutor and adviser to the emperor Nero, and one of the richest men in Rome; in AD 65 Nero ordered him to kill himself, and he did. Henry Howard, Earl of Surrey, was a first cousin of two of Henry VIII’s queens. In 1547, at about thirty, Henry had him beheaded for treason.

    

  
    
      Day Nine

      Friends

      19 minutes

      
        Story
        Tennessee's Partner
        Bret Harte · 15 minutes
        In a California gold camp of the 1850s, a gambler and the quiet miner the camp only ever calls his partner.
      

      
        Poem
        Taking Leave of a Friend
        Li Bai · 1 minute
        Eight lines on parting, in Ezra Pound's version: two horses neighing as the friends go their ways.
      

      
        Essay
        Letter to Yuan Zhen
        Bai Juyi · 4 minutes
        Bai Juyi, exiled to a river town, writes at night to Yuan Zhen, the friend he has not seen for three years.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      Tennessee's Partner

      Bret Harte, 1869

      Bret Harte set his stories in the mining camps of the California Gold Rush of the 1850s, where justice was often rough and quick.

      
I do not think that we ever knew his real name. Our ignorance of it
certainly never gave us any social inconvenience, for at Sandy Bar in
1854 most men were christened anew. Sometimes these appellatives were
derived from some distinctiveness of dress, as in the case of "Dungaree
Jack"; or from some peculiarity of habit, as shown in "Saleratus Bill,"
so called from an undue proportion of that chemical in his daily bread;
or from some unlucky slip, as exhibited in "The Iron Pirate," a mild,
inoffensive man, who earned that baleful title by his unfortunate
mispronunciation of the term "iron pyrites." Perhaps this may have been
the beginning of a rude heraldry; but I am constrained to think that it
was because a man's real name in that day rested solely upon his own
unsupported statement. "Call yourself Clifford, do you?" said Boston,
addressing a timid newcomer with infinite scorn; "hell is full of such
Cliffords!" He then introduced the unfortunate man, whose name happened
to be really Clifford, as "Jaybird Charley,"—an unhallowed inspiration
of the moment that clung to him ever after.



But to return to Tennessee's Partner, whom we never knew by any other
than this relative title; that he had ever existed as a separate and
distinct individuality we only learned later. It seems that in 1853 he
left Poker Flat to go to San Francisco, ostensibly to procure a wife. He
never got any farther than Stockton. At that place he was attracted by a
young person who waited upon the table at the hotel where he took his
meals. One morning he said something to her which caused her to smile
not unkindly, to somewhat coquettishly break a plate of toast over his
upturned, serious, simple face, and to retreat to the kitchen. He
followed her, and emerged a few moments later, covered with more toast
and victory. That day week they were married by a Justice of the Peace,
and returned to Poker Flat. I am aware that something more might be made
of this episode, but I prefer to tell it as it was current at Sandy
Bar,—in the gulches and barrooms,—where all sentiment was modified by a
strong sense of humor.



Of their married felicity but little is known, perhaps for the reason
that Tennessee, then living with his partner, one day took occasion to
say something to the bride on his own account, at which, it is said, she
smiled not unkindly, and chastely retreated, this time as far as
Marysville, where Tennessee followed her, and where they went to
housekeeping without the aid of a Justice of the Peace. Tennessee's
Partner took the loss of his wife simply and seriously, as was his
fashion. But to everybody's surprise, when Tennessee one day returned
from Marysville, without his partner's wife,—she having smiled and
retreated with somebody else,—Tennessee's Partner was the first man to
shake his hand and greet him with affection. The boys who had gathered
in the cañon to see the shooting were naturally indignant. Their
indignation might have found vent in sarcasm but for a certain look in
Tennessee's Partner's eye that indicated a lack of humorous
appreciation. In fact, he was a grave man, with a steady application to
practical detail which was unpleasant in a difficulty.



Meanwhile a popular feeling against Tennessee had grown up on the Bar.
He was known to be a gambler; he was suspected to be a thief. In these
suspicions Tennessee's Partner was equally compromised; his continued
intimacy with Tennessee after the affair above quoted could only be
accounted for on the hypothesis of a copartnership of crime. At last
Tennessee's guilt became flagrant. One day he overtook a stranger on his
way to Red Dog. The stranger afterward related that Tennessee beguiled
the time with interesting anecdote and reminiscence, but illogically
concluded the interview in the following words: "And now, young man,
I'll trouble you for your knife, your pistols, and your money. You see
your weppings might get you into trouble at Red Dog, and your money's a
temptation to the evilly disposed. I think you said your address was San
Francisco. I shall endeavor to call." It may be stated here that
Tennessee had a fine flow of humor, which no business preoccupation
could wholly subdue.



This exploit was his last. Red Dog and Sandy Bar made common cause
against the highwayman. Tennessee was hunted in very much the same
fashion as his prototype, the grizzly. As the toils closed around him,
he made a desperate dash through the Bar, emptying his revolver at the
crowd before the Arcade Saloon, and so on up Grizzly Cañon; but at its
farther extremity he was stopped by a small man on a gray horse. The men
looked at each other a moment in silence. Both were fearless, both
self-possessed and independent, and both types of a civilization that in
the seventeenth century would have been called heroic, but in the
nineteenth simply "reckless." "What have you got there?—I call," said
Tennessee see, quietly. "Two bowers and an ace," said the stranger, as
quietly, showing two revolvers and a bowie-knife. "That takes me,"
returned Tennessee; and, with this gambler's epigram, he threw away his
useless pistol, and rode back with his captor.



It was a warm night. The cool breeze which usually sprang up with the
going down of the sun behind the chaparral-crested mountain was that
evening withheld from Sandy Bar. The little cañon was stifling with
heated resinous odors, and the decaying driftwood on the Bar sent forth
faint, sickening exhalations. The feverishness of day and its fierce
passions still filled the camp. Lights moved restlessly along the bank
of the river, striking no answering reflection from its tawny current.
Against the blackness of the pines the windows of the old loft above the
express-office stood out staringly bright; and through their curtainless
panes, the loungers below could see the forms of those who were even
then deciding the fate of Tennessee. And above all this, etched on the
dark firmament, rose the Sierra, remote and passionless, crowned with
remoter passionless stars.



The trial of Tennessee was conducted as fairly as was consistent with a
judge and jury who felt themselves to some extent obliged to justify, in
their verdict, the previous irregularities of arrest and indictment. The
law of Sandy Bar was implacable, but not vengeful. The excitement and
personal feeling of the chase were over; with Tennessee safe in their
hands they were ready to listen patiently to any defense, which they
were already satisfied was insufficient. There being no doubt in their
own minds, they were willing to give the prisoner the benefit of any
that might exist. Secure in the hypothesis that he ought to be hanged,
on general principles, they indulged him with more latitude of defense
than his reckless hardihood seemed to ask. The Judge appeared to be more
anxious than the prisoner, who, otherwise unconcerned, evidently took a
grim pleasure in the responsibility he had created. "I don't take any
hand in this yer game," had been his invariable but good-humored reply
to all questions. The Judge—who was also his captor—for a moment
vaguely regretted that he had not shot him "on sight," that morning, but
presently dismissed this human weakness as unworthy of the judicial
mind. Nevertheless, when there was a tap at the door, and it was said
that Tennessee's Partner was there on behalf of the prisoner, he was
admitted at once without question. Perhaps the younger members of the
jury, to whom the proceedings were becoming irksomely thoughtful, hailed
him as a relief.



For he was not, certainly, an imposing figure. Short and stout, with a
square face, sunburned into a preternatural redness, clad in a loose
duck "jumper" and trousers streaked and splashed with red soil, his
aspect under any circumstances would have been quaint, and was now even
ridiculous. As he stooped to deposit at his feet a heavy carpet-bag he
was carrying, it became obvious, from partially developed legends and
inscriptions, that the material with which his trousers had been patched
had been originally intended for a less ambitious covering. Yet he
advanced with great gravity, and after shaking the hand of each person
in the room with labored cordiality, he wiped his serious, perplexed
face on a red bandanna handkerchief, a shade lighter than his
complexion, laid his powerful hand upon the table to steady himself, and
thus addressed the Judge:—"I was passin' by," he began, by way of
apology, "and I thought I'd just step in and see how things was gittin'
on with Tennessee thar,—my pardner. It's a hot night. I disremember
any sich weather before on the Bar."



He paused a moment, but nobody volunteering any other meteorological
recollection, he again had recourse to his pocket-handkerchief, and for
some moments mopped his face diligently.



"Have you anything to say on behalf of the prisoner?"' said the Judge,
finally.



"Thet's it," said Tennessee's Partner, in a tone of relief. "I come yar
as Tennessee's pardner, knowing him nigh on four year, off and on, wet
and dry, in luck and out o' luck. His ways ain't allers my ways, but
thar ain't any p'ints in that young man, thar ain't any liveliness as
he's been up to, as I don't know. And you sez to me, sez
you,—confidential-like, and between man and man,—sez you, 'Do you know
anything in his behalf?' and I sez to you, sez I,—confidential-like,
as between man and man,—'What should a man know of his pardner?'"



"Is this all you have to say? asked the Judge impatiently, feeling,
perhaps, that a dangerous sympathy of humor was beginning to humanize
the court.



"Thet's so," continued Tennessee's Partner. "It ain't for me to say
anything agin' him. And now, what's the case? Here's Tennessee wants
money, wants it bad, and doesn't like to ask it of his old pardner.
Well, what does Tennessee do? He lays for a stranger, and he fetches
that stranger; and you lays for him, and you fetches him; and the honors
is easy. And I put it to you, bein' a far-minded man, and to you,
gentlemen all, as far-minded men, ef this is isn't so."



"Prisoner," said the Judge, interrupting, "have you any questions to ask
this man?"



"No! no!" continued Tennessee's Partner hastily. "I play this yer hand
alone. To come down to the bedrock, it's just this: Tennessee, thar, has
played it pretty rough and expensive-like on a stranger, and on this yer
camp. And now, what's the fair thing? Some would say more; some would
say less. Here's seventeen hundred dollars in coarse gold and a
watch,—it's about all my pile,—and call it square!" And before a hand
could be raised to prevent him, he had emptied the contents of the
carpet-bag upon the table.



For a moment his life was in jeopardy. One or two men sprang to their
feet, several hands groped for hidden weapons, and a suggestion to
"throw him from the window," was only overridden by a gesture from the
Judge. Tennessee laughed. And apparently oblivious of the excitement,
Tennessee's Partner improved the opportunity to mop his face again with
his handkerchief.



When order was restored, and the man was made to understand, by the use
of forcible figures and rhetoric, that Tennessee's offense could not be
condoned by money, his face took a more serious and sanguinary hue, and
those who were nearest to him noticed that his rough hand trembled
slightly on the table. He hesitated a moment as he slowly returned the
gold to the carpetbag, as if he had not yet entirely caught the elevated
sense of justice which swayed the tribunal, and was perplexed with the
belief that he had not offered enough. Then he turned to the Judge, and
saying, "This yer is a lone hand, played alone, and without my pardner,"
he bowed to the jury and was about to withdraw, when the Judge called
him back. "If you have anything to say to Tennessee, you had better say
it now." For the first time that evening the eyes of the prisoner and
his strange advocate met. Tennessee smiled, showed his white teeth, and
saying, "Euchred, old man!" held out his hand. Tennessee's Partner took
it in his own, and saying, "I just dropped in as I was passin' to see
how things was gettin' on," let the hand passively fall, and adding that
"it was a warm night," I again mopped his face with his handkerchief,
and without another word withdrew.



The two men never again met each other alive. For the unparalleled
insult of a bribe offered to Judge Lynch—who, whether bigoted, weak,
or narrow, was at least incorruptible—firmly fixed in the mind of that
mythical personage any wavering determination of Tennessee's fate; and
at the break of day he was marched, closely guarded, to meet it at the
top of Marley's Hill.



How he met it, how cool he was, how he refused to say anything, how
perfect were the arrangements of the committee, were all duly reported,
with the addition of a warning moral and example to all future
evil-doers, in the Red Dog Clarion, by its editor, who was present, and
to whose vigorous English I cheerfully refer the reader. But the beauty
of that midsummer morning, the blessed amity of earth and air and sky,
the awakened life of the free woods and hills, the joyous renewal and
promise of Nature, and, above all, the infinite serenity that thrilled
through each, was not reported, as not being a part of the social
lesson. And yet, when the weak and foolish deed was done, and a life,
with its possibilities and responsibilities, had passed out of the
misshapen thing that dangled between earth and sky, the birds sang, the
flowers bloomed, the sun shone, as cheerily as before; and possibly the
Red Dog Clarion was right.



Tennessee's Partner was not in the group that surrounded the ominous
tree. But as they turned to disperse, attention was drawn to the
singular appearance of a motionless donkey-cart halted at the side of
the road. As they approached, they at once recognized the venerable
Jenny and the two-wheeled cart as the property of Tennessee's
Partner,—used by him in carrying dirt from his claim; and a few paces
distant, the owner of the equipage himself, sitting under a buckeye tree,
wiping the perspiration from his glowing face. In answer to an inquiry,
he said he had come for the body of the "diseased," "if it was all the
same to the committee." He didn't wish to "hurry anything"; he could
wait. He was not working that day; and when the gentlemen were done with
the "diseased" he would take him. "Ef thar is any present," he added, in
his simple, serious way, "as would care to jine in the fun'l, they kin
come." Perhaps it was from a sense of humor, which I have already
intimated was a feature of Sandy Bar,—perhaps it was from something
even better than that; but two-thirds of the loungers accepted the
invitation at once.



It was noon when the body of Tennessee was delivered into the hands of
his partner. As the cart drew up to the fatal tree, we noticed that it
contained a rough oblong box,—apparently made from a section of
sluicing,—and half filled with bark and the tassels of pine. The cart
was further decorated with slips of willow, and made fragrant with
buckeye-blossoms. When the body was deposited in the box, Tennessee's
Partner drew over it a piece of tarred canvas, and gravely mounting the
narrow seat in front, with his feet upon the shafts, urged the little
donkey forward. The equipage moved slowly on, at that decorous pace
which was habitual with Jenny even under less solemn circumstances. The
men—half curiously, have jestingly, but all good-humoredly—strolled
along beside the cart; some in advance, some a little in the rear, of
the homely catafalque. But, whether from the narrowing of the road or
some present sense of decorum, as the cart passed on, the company fell
to the rear in couples, keeping step, and otherwise assuming the
external show of a formal procession. Jack Folinsbee, who had at the
outset played a funeral march in dumb show upon an imaginary trombone,
desisted, from a lack of sympathy and appreciation,—not having,
perhaps, your true humorist's capacity to be content with the enjoyment
of his own fun.



The way led through Grizzly Cañon, by this time clothed in funereal
drapery and shadows. The redwoods, burying their moccasined feet in the
red soil, stood in Indian-file along the track, trailing an uncouth
benediction from their bending boughs upon the passing bier. A hare,
surprised into helpless inactivity, sat upright and pulsating in the
ferns by the roadside, as the cortège went by. Squirrels hastened to
gain a secure outlook from higher boughs; and the blue-jays, spreading
their wings, fluttered before them like outriders, until the outskirts
of Sandy Bar were reached, and the solitary cabin of Tennessee's
Partner.



Viewed under more favorable circumstances, it would not have been a
cheerful place. The unpicturesque site, the rude and unlovely outlines,
the unsavory details, which distinguish the nest-building of the
California miner, were all here, with the dreariness of decay
superadded. A few paces from the cabin there was a rough enclosure,
which, in the brief days of Tennessee's Partner's matrimonial felicity,
had been used as a garden, but was now overgrown with fern. As we
approached it we were surprised to find that what we had taken for a
recent attempt at cultivation was the broken soil about an open grave.



The cart was halted before the enclosure; and rejecting the offers of
assistance with the same air of simple self-reliance he had displayed
throughout, Tennessee's Partner lifted the rough coffin on his back, and
deposited it, unaided, within the shallow grave. He then nailed down the
board which served as a lid, and, mounting the little mound of earth
beside it, took off his hat, and slowly mopped his face with his
handkerchief. This the crowd felt was a preliminary to speech; and they
disposed themselves variously on stumps and boulders, and sat expectant.



"When a man," began Tennessee's Partner slowly, "has been running free
all day, what's the natural thing for him to do? Why, to come home. And
if he ain't in a condition to go home, what can his best friend do? Why,
bring him home! And here's Tennessee has been running free, and we
brings him home from his wandering." He paused, and picked up a fragment
of quartz, rubbed it thoughtfully on his sleeve, and went on: "It ain't
the first time that I've packed him on my back, as you see'd me now. It
ain't the first time that I brought him to this yer cabin when he
couldn't help himself; it ain't the first time that I and Jinny have
waited for him on yon hill, and picked him up and so fetched him home,
when he couldn't speak, and didn't know me. And now that it's the last
time, why"—he paused, and rubbed the quartz gently on his sleeve—"you
see it's sort of rough on his pardner. And now, gentlemen," he added
abruptly, picking up his long handled shovel, "the fun'l's over; and my
thanks, and Tennessee's thanks, to you for your trouble."



Resisting any proffers of assistance, he began to fill in the grave,
turning his back upon the crowd, that, after a few moments' hesitation,
gradually withdrew. As they crossed the little ridge that hid Sandy Bar
from view, some, looking back, thought they could see Tennessee's
Partner, his work done, sitting upon the grave, his shovel between his
knees, and his face buried in his red bandanna handkerchief. But it was
argued by others that you couldn't tell his face from his handkerchief
at that distance; and this point remained undecided.



In the reaction that followed the feverish excitement of that day,
Tennessee's Partner was not forgotten. A secret investigation had
cleared him of any complicity in Tennessee's guilt, and left only a
suspicion of his general sanity. Sandy Bar made a point of calling on
him, and proffering various uncouth but well-meant kindnesses. But from
that day his rude health and great strength seemed visibly to decline;
and when the rainy season fairly set in, and the tiny grass-blades were
beginning to peep from the rocky mound above Tennessee's grave, he took
to his bed.



One night, when the pines beside the cabin were swaying in the storm,
and trailing their slender fingers over the roof, and the roar and rush
of the swollen river were heard below, Tennessee's Partner lifted his
head from the Pillow, saying, "It is time to go for Tennessee; I must
put Jinny in the cart;" and would have risen from his bed but for the
restraint of his attendant. Struggling, he still pursued his singular
fancy: "There, now, steady, Jinny,—steady, old girl. How dark it is!
Look out for the ruts,—and look out for him, too, old gal. Sometimes,
you know, when he's blind drunk, he drops down right in the trail. Keep
on straight up to the pine on the top of the hill. Thar! I told you
so!—thar he is,—coming this way, too,—all by himself, sober, and his
face a-shining. Tennessee! Pardner!"



And so they met.




      Text from Project Gutenberg.

    

  
    
      Poem

      Taking Leave of a Friend

      Li Bai, translated by Ezra Pound, c. 750

      

































































































Blue mountains to the north of the walls,

White river winding about them;

Here we must make separation

And go out through a thousand miles of dead grass.

Mind like a floating wide cloud.

Sunset like the parting of old acquaintances

Who bow over their clasped hands at a distance.

Our horses neigh to each other

as we are departing.








      Text from Project Gutenberg.

    

  
    
      Essay

      Letter to Yuan Zhen

      Bai Juyi, translated by Arthur Waley, c. 817

      Bai Juyi and the poet Yuan Zhen were lifelong friends, both of them officials who were demoted and sent far from the capital. Lo-t'ien is Bai Juyi's own literary name, and Wei-chih is Yuan Zhen's.

      
        Night of the tenth day of the fourth month. Lo-t'ien says: O Wei-chih, Wei-chih, it is three years since I saw your face and almost two years since I had a letter from you. Is man's life so long that he can afford such partings? Much less should hearts joined by glue be set in bodies remote as Hu and Yüeh. In promotion we could not be together; and in failure we cannot forget each other. Snatched and wrenched apart, separately each of us grows grey. O Wei-chih, what is to be done? But this is the work of Heaven and there is no use in speaking of it.

When I first arrived at Hsün-yang, Hsiung Ju-tēng came with the letter which you had written the year before, when you were so ill. First you told me of the progress of your illness, next of your feelings while you were ill and last you spoke of all our meetings and partings, and of the occasion of your own difficulties and dangers. You had no time to write more, but sent a bundle of your writings with a note attached, which said, "Later on I will send a message by Po Min-chung. Ask him for news and that will do instead of a letter." Alas! Is it thus that Wei-chih treats me? But again, I read the poem you wrote when you heard I had been banished:



The lamp had almost spent its light: shadows filled the room,



 
The night I heard that Lo-t'ien was banished to Kiu-kiang.

And I that had lain sick to death sat up suddenly in bed;

A dark wind blowing rain entered at the cold window.




If even strangers' hearts are touched by these lines, much more must mine be; so that to this day I cannot recite them without pain. Of this matter I will say no more, but tell you briefly what has passed of late.

It is more than three years since I came to Kiu-kiang. All this time my body has been strong and my heart much at peace. There has been no sickness in my household, even among the servants. Last summer my elder brother arrived from Hsü-chou, leading by the hand six or seven little brothers and sisters, orphans of various households. So that I have under my eyes all those who at present demand my care. They share with me cold and heat, hunger and satiety. This is my first consolation.

The climate of the River Province is somewhat cool, so that fevers and epidemics are rare. And while snakes and mosquitoes are few, the fish in the Pēn are remarkably fat, the River wine is exceedingly good, and indeed for the most part the food is like that of the North Country. Although the mouths within my doors are many and the salary of a Sub-Prefect is small, by a thrifty application of my means, I am yet able to provide for my household without seeking any man's assistance to clothe their backs or fill their bellies. This is my second consolation.

In the autumn of last year I visited Lu Shan for the first time. Reaching a point between the Eastern Forest and Western Forest Temples, beneath the Incense-Burner Peak, I was enamoured by the unequalled prospect of cloud-girt waters and spray-clad rocks. Unable to leave this place, I built a cottage here. Before it stand ten tall pines and a thousand tapering bamboos. With green creepers I fenced my garden; with white stones I made bridge and path. Flowing waters encircle my home; flying spray falls between the eaves. Red pomegranate and white lotus cluster on the steps of the pond. All is after this pattern, though I cannot here name each delight. Whenever I come here alone, I am moved to prolong my stay to ten days; for of the things that have all my life most pleased me, not one is missing. So that not only do I forget to go back, but would gladly end my days here. This is my third consolation.

Remembering that not having had news of me for so long, you might be in some anxiety with regard to me, I have hastened to set your mind at rest by recording these three consolations. What else I have to tell shall be set out in due order, as follows. . . .

Wei-chih, Wei-chih! The night I wrote this letter I was sitting at the mountain-window of my thatched hut. I let my brush run as my hand willed and wrote at hazard as my thoughts came. When I folded it and addressed it, I found that dawn had come. I raised my head and saw only a few mountain-priests, some sitting, some sleeping. I heard the mournful cries of mountain apes and the sad twitterings of valley birds. O friend of all my life, parted from me by a thousand leagues, at such times as this "dim thoughts of the World" creep upon me for a while; so, following my ancient custom, I send you these three couplets:



I remember how once I wrote you a letter sitting in the Palace at night,

At the back of the Hall of Golden Bells, when dawn was coming in the sky.

This night I fold your letter—in what place?

Sitting in a cottage on Lu Shan, by the light of a late lamp.

The caged bird and fettered ape are neither of them dead yet;

In the world of men face to face will they ever meet again?




O Wei-chih, Wei-chih! This night, this heart—do you know them or not? Lo-t'ien bows his head. 






      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Afterword

      Day Nine: Friends

      Ezra Pound knew no Chinese. He made his version of Li Bai from the notebooks of the American scholar Ernest Fenollosa, and in it the parting friends bow “over their clasped hands at a distance”, and it’s the horses that call to each other. Much of what these friends feel goes into something else. Tennessee’s Partner comes to plead for Tennessee’s life and talks about the weather: “It’s a hot night.” Bai Juyi’s letter begins in grief, then fills its middle with three consolations, the family round him, the fat fish, the cottage under Incense-Burner Peak, so that his friend won’t worry. Only at the end, with dawn coming, does the grief come back: “This night, this heart—do you know them or not?”

      The Partner has a question of his own: “What should a man know of his pardner?” Tennessee ran off with his wife, and the Partner was “the first man to shake his hand” when he came back. At the trial Tennessee laughs at the bag of gold, and his only words to his partner are “Euchred, old man!” Was it the same friendship on both sides? Harte had a famous friendship of his own. In San Francisco in the 1860s he encouraged and edited the young Mark Twain, who said Harte had schooled him into a writer. Later they wrote a play together, quarrelled over it, and Twain never forgave him.

    

  
    
      Day Ten

      Revolution

      30 minutes

      
        Story
        El Verdugo
        Honoré de Balzac · 16 minutes
        A Spanish town rises against Napoleon's garrison in 1809, and the French commander imposes a terrible condition on the noble family that led it.
      

      
        Poem
        Concord Hymn
        Ralph Waldo Emerson · 1 minute
        Sixteen lines sung at the dedication of a monument where farmers fired "the shot heard round the world".
      

      
        Essay
        The American Crisis, No. 1
        Thomas Paine · 14 minutes
        'These are the times that try men's souls': written as Washington's army retreated across New Jersey, and read aloud to the troops.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      El Verdugo

      Honoré de Balzac, translated by Katharine Prescott Wormeley, 1830

      In 1808 Napoleon's armies occupied Spain, and the Spanish rose against them in a long and savage war. Balzac sets his story in a little town on the coast held by a French garrison.

      
      The clock of the little town of Menda had just struck midnight. At that
      moment a young French officer, leaning on the parapet of a long terrace
      which bordered the gardens of the chateau de Menda, seemed buried in
      thoughts that were deeper than comported with the light-hearted
      carelessness of military life; though it must be said that never were
      hour, scene, or night more propitious for meditation. The beautiful sky of
      Spain spread its dome of azure above his head. The scintillation of the
      stars and the soft light of the moon illumined the delightful valley that
      lay at his feet. Resting partly against an orange-tree in bloom, the young
      major could see, three hundred feet below him, the town of Menda, at the
      base of the rock on which the castle is built. Turning his head, he looked
      down upon the sea, the sparkling waters of which encircled the landscape
      with a sheet of silver.
    


      The chateau was illuminated. The joyous uproar of a ball, the sounds of an
      orchestra, the laughter of the dancers came to him, mingling with the
      distant murmur of the waves. The coolness of the night gave fresh energy
      to his body, that was tired with the heat of the day. Besides which, the
      gardens were planted with trees so balmy and flowers so sweet, that the
      young man felt as if plunged in a perfumed bath.
    


      The chateau de Menda belonged to a grandee of Spain, who was at this time
      living there with his family. During the whole evening, the eldest
      daughter had looked at the young officer with an interest expressing
      extreme sadness, and such implied compassion on the part of a Spaniard
      might well have caused the reverie of the Frenchman. Clara was beautiful;
      and though she had three brothers and one sister, the wealth of the
      Marquis de Leganes seemed sufficient to justify Victor Marchand in
      believing that the young lady would be richly dowered. But could he dare
      to believe that the daughter of the proudest noble in Spain would be given
      to the son of a Parisian grocer? Besides, Frenchmen were hated. The
      marquis having been suspected by General G—t—r, who governed
      the province, of preparing an insurrection in favor of Ferdinand VII., the
      battalion commanded by Victor Marchand was quartered in the little town of
      Menda, to hold in check the neighboring districts, which were under the
      control of the Marquis de Leganes.
    


      A recent despatch from Marechal Ney made it seem probable that the English
      would soon land a force upon the coast; and he mentioned the marquis as
      the man who was believed to be in communication with the cabinet of
      London. Thus, in spite of the cordial welcome which that Spaniard had
      given to Victor Marchand and his soldiers, the young officer held himself
      perpetually on his guard. As he came from the ballroom to the terrace,
      intending to cast his eye upon the state of the town and the outlying
      districts confided to his care, he asked himself how he ought to interpret
      the good will which the marquis never failed to show him, and whether the
      fears of his general were warranted by the apparent tranquillity of the
      region. But no sooner had he reached the terrace than these thoughts were
      driven from his mind by a sense of prudence, and also by natural
      curiosity.
    


      He saw in the town a great number of lights. Although it was the feast of
      Saint James, he had, that very morning, ordered that all lights should be
      put out at the hour prescribed in the army regulations, those of the
      chateau alone excepted. He saw, it is true, the bayonets of his soldiers
      gleaming here and there at their appointed posts; but the silence was
      solemn, and nothing indicated that the Spaniards were disregarding his
      orders in the intoxication of a fete. Endeavoring to explain to himself
      this culpable and deliberate infraction of rules on the part of the
      inhabitants, it struck him as the more incomprehensible because he had
      left a number of officers in charge of patrols who were to make their
      rounds during the night, and enforce the regulations.
    


      With the impetuosity of youth, he was about to spring through an opening
      in the terrace wall, and descend by the rocks more rapidly than by the
      usual road to a little outpost which he had placed at the entrance of the
      town, on the side toward the chateau, when a slight noise arrested him. He
      fancied he heard the light step of a woman on the gravelled path behind
      him. He turned his head and saw no one, but his eyes were caught by an
      extraordinary light upon the ocean. Suddenly he beheld a sight so alarming
      that he stood for a moment motionless with surprise, fancying that his
      senses were mistaken. The white rays of the moonlight enabled him to
      distinguish sails at some distance. He tried to convince himself that this
      vision was an optical delusion caused by the caprices of the waves and the
      moon. At that moment, a hoarse voice uttered his name. He looked toward
      the opening in the wall, and saw the head of the orderly who had
      accompanied him to the chateau rising cautiously through it.
    


      "Is it you, commander?"
    


      "Yes. What is it?" replied the young man, in a low voice, a sort of
      presentiment warning him to act mysteriously.
    


      "Those rascals are squirming like worms," said the man; "and I have come,
      if you please, to tell you my little observations."
    


      "Speak out."
    


      "I have just followed from the chateau a man with a lantern who is coming
      this way. A lantern is mightily suspicious! I don't believe that Christian
      has any call to go and light the church tapers at this time of night. They
      want to murder us! said I to myself, so I followed his heels; and I've
      discovered, commander, close by here, on a pile of rock, a great heap of
      fagots—he's after lighting a beacon of some kind up here, I'll be
      bound—"
    


      A terrible cry echoing suddenly through the town stopped the soldier's
      speech. A brilliant light illuminated the young officer. The poor orderly
      was shot in the head and fell. A fire of straw and dry wood blazed up like
      a conflagration not thirty feet distant from the young commander. The
      music and the laughter ceased in the ballroom. The silence of death,
      broken only by moans, succeeded to the joyous sounds of a festival. A
      single cannon-shot echoed along the plain of the ocean.
    


      A cold sweat rolled from the officer's brow. He wore no sword. He was
      confident that his soldiers were murdered, and that the English were about
      to disembark. He saw himself dishonored if he lived, summoned before a
      council of war to explain his want of vigilance; then he measured with his
      eye the depths of the descent, and was springing towards it when Clara's
      hand seized his.
    


      "Fly!" she said; "my brothers are following me to kill you. Your soldiers
      are killed. Escape yourself. At the foot of the rock, over there, see! you
      will find Juanito's barb—Go, go!"
    


      She pushed him; but the stupefied young man looked at her, motionless, for
      a moment. Then, obeying the instinct of self-preservation which never
      abandons any man, even the strongest, he sprang through the park in the
      direction indicated, running among the rocks where goats alone had
      hitherto made their way. He heard Clara calling to her brothers to pursue
      him; he heard the steps of his murderers; he heard the balls of several
      muskets whistling about his ears; but he reached the valley, found the
      horse, mounted him, and disappeared with the rapidity of an arrow.
    


      A few hours later the young officer reached the headquarters of General G—t—r,
      whom he found at dinner with his staff.
    


      "I bring you my head!" cried the commander of the lost battalion as he
      entered, pale and overcome.
    


      He sat down and related the horrible occurrence. An awful silence followed
      his tale.
    


      "I think you were more unfortunate than criminal," replied the terrible
      general, when at last he spoke. "You are not responsible for the crime of
      those Spaniards; and, unless the marshal should think otherwise, I absolve
      you."
    


      These words gave but a feeble consolation to the unhappy officer.
    


      "But when the emperor hears of it!" he cried.
    


      "He will want to have you shot," said the general; "but we will see about
      that. Now," he added in a stern tone, "not another word of this, except to
      turn it into a vengeance which shall impress with salutary terror a people
      who make war like savages."
    


      An hour later a whole regiment, a detachment of cavalry, and a battery of
      artillery were on their way to Menda. The general and Victor marched at
      the head of the column. The soldiers, informed of the massacre of their
      comrades, were possessed by fury. The distance which separated the town of
      Menda from general headquarters, was marched with marvellous rapidity. On
      the way, the general found all the villages under arms. Each of the
      wretched hamlets was surrounded, and the inhabitants decimated.
    


      By one of those fatalities which are inexplicable, the British ships lay
      to without advancing. It was known later that these vessels carried the
      artillery, and had outsailed the rest of the transports. Thus the town of
      Menda, deprived of the support it expected, and which the appearance of
      the British fleet in the offing had led the inhabitants to suppose was at
      hand, was surrounded by French troops almost without a blow being struck.
      The people of the town, seized with terror, offered to surrender at
      discretion. With a spirit of devotion not rare in the Peninsula, the
      slayers of the French soldiery, fearing, from the cruelty of their
      commander, that Menda would be given to the flames, and the whole
      population put to the sword, proposed to the general to denounce
      themselves. He accepted their offer, making a condition that the
      inhabitants of the chateau, from the marquis to the lowest valet, should
      be delivered into his hands. This condition being agreed to, the general
      proceeded to pardon the rest of the population, and to prevent his
      soldiers from pillaging the town or setting fire to it. An enormous
      tribute was levied, and the wealthiest inhabitants held prisoner to secure
      payment of it, which payment was to be made within twenty-four hours.
    


      The general took all precautions necessary for the safety of his troops,
      and provided for the defence of the region from outside attack, refusing
      to allow his soldiers to be billeted in the houses. After putting them in
      camp, he went up to the chateau and took possession of it. The members of
      the Leganes family and their servants were bound and kept under guard in
      the great hall where the ball had taken place. The windows of this room
      commanded the terrace which overhung the town. Headquarters were
      established in one of the galleries, where the general held, in the first
      place, a council as to the measures that should be taken to prevent the
      landing of the British. After sending an aide-de-camp to Marechal Ney, and
      having ordered batteries to certain points along the shore, the general
      and his staff turned their attention to the prisoners. Two hundred
      Spaniards who had delivered themselves up were immediately shot. After
      this military execution, the general ordered as many gibbets planted on
      the terrace as there were members of the family of Leganes, and he sent
      for the executioner of the town.
    


      Victor Marchand took advantage of the hour before dinner, to go and see
      the prisoners. Before long he returned to the general.
    


      "I have come," he said in a voice full of feeling, "to ask for mercy."
    


      "You!" said the general, in a tone of bitter irony.
    


      "Alas!" replied Victor, "it is only a sad mercy. The marquis, who has seen
      those gibbets set up, hopes that you will change that mode of execution.
      He asks you to behead his family, as befits nobility."
    


      "So be it," replied the general.
    


      "They also ask for religious assistance, and to be released from their
      bonds; they promise in return to make no attempt to escape."
    


      "I consent," said the general; "but I make you responsible for them."
    


      "The marquis offers you his whole fortune, if you will consent to pardon
      one of his sons."
    


      "Really!" exclaimed the general. "His property belongs already to King
      Joseph."
    


      He stopped. A thought, a contemptuous thought, wrinkled his brow, and he
      said presently,—
    


      "I will surpass his wishes. I comprehend the importance of his last
      request. Well, he shall buy the continuance of his name and lineage, but
      Spain shall forever connect with it the memory of his treachery and his
      punishment. I will give life and his whole fortune to whichever of his
      sons will perform the office of executioner on the rest. Go; not another
      word to me on the subject."
    


      Dinner was served. The officers satisfied an appetite sharpened by
      exertion. A single one of them, Victor Marchand, was not at the feast.
      After hesitating long, he returned to the hall where the proud family of
      Leganes were prisoners, casting a mournful look on the scene now presented
      in that apartment where, only two nights before, he had seen the heads of
      the two young girls and the three young men turning giddily in the waltz.
      He shuddered as he thought how soon they would fall, struck off by the
      sabre of the executioner.
    


      Bound in their gilded chairs, the father and mother, the three sons, and
      the two daughters, sat rigid in a state of complete immobility. Eight
      servants stood near them, their arms bound behind their backs. These
      fifteen persons looked at one another gravely, their eyes scarcely
      betraying the sentiments that filled their souls. The sentinels, also
      motionless, watched them, but respected the sorrow of those cruel enemies.
    


      An expression of inquiry came upon the faces of all when Victor appeared.
      He gave the order to unbind the prisoners, and went himself to unfasten
      the cords that held Clara in her chair. She smiled sadly. The officer
      could not help touching softly the arms of the young girl as he looked
      with sad admiration at her beautiful hair and her supple figure. She was a
      true Spaniard, having the Spanish complexion, the Spanish eyes with their
      curved lashes, and their large pupils blacker than a raven's wing.
    


      "Have you succeeded?" she said, with one of those funereal smiles in which
      something of girlhood lingers.
    


      Victor could not keep himself from groaning. He looked in turn at the
      three brothers, and then at Clara. One brother, the eldest, was thirty
      years of age. Though small and somewhat ill-made, with an air that was
      haughty and disdainful, he was not lacking in a certain nobility of
      manner, and he seemed to have something of that delicacy of feeling which
      made the Spanish chivalry of other days so famous. He was named Juanito.
      The second son, Felipe, was about twenty years of age; he resembled Clara.
      The youngest was eight. A painter would have seen in the features of
      Manuelo a little of that Roman constancy that David has given to children
      in his republican pages. The head of the old marquis, covered with flowing
      white hair, seemed to have escaped from a picture of Murillo. As he looked
      at them, the young officer shook his head, despairing that any one of
      those four beings would accept the dreadful bargain of the general.
      Nevertheless, he found courage to reveal it to Clara.
    


      The girl shuddered for a moment; then she recovered her calmness, and went
      to her father, kneeling at his feet.
    


      "Oh!" she said to him, "make Juanito swear that he will obey, faithfully,
      the orders that you will give him, and our wishes will be fulfilled."
    


      The marquise quivered with hope. But when, leaning against her husband,
      she heard the horrible confidence that Clara now made to him, the mother
      fainted. Juanito, on hearing the offer, bounded like a lion in his cage.
    


      Victor took upon himself to send the guard away, after obtaining from the
      marquis a promise of absolute submission. The servants were delivered to
      the executioner, who hanged them.
    


      When the family were alone, with no one but Victor to watch them, the old
      father rose.
    


      "Juanito!" he said.
    


      Juanito answered only with a motion of his head that signified refusal,
      falling back into his chair, and looking at his parents with dry and awful
      eyes. Clara went up to him with a cheerful air and sat upon his knee.
    


      "Dear Juanito," she said, passing her arm around his neck and kissing his
      eyelids, "if you knew how sweet death would seem to me if given by you!
      Think! I should be spared the odious touch of an executioner. You would
      save me from all the woes that await me—and, oh! dear Juanito! you
      would not have me belong to any one—therefore—"
    


      Her velvet eyes cast gleams of fire at Victor, as if to rouse in the heart
      of Juanito his hatred of the French.
    


      "Have courage," said his brother Felipe; "otherwise our race, our almost
      royal race, must die extinct."
    


      Suddenly Clara rose, the group that had formed about Juanito separated,
      and the son, rebellious with good reason, saw before him his old father
      standing erect, who said in solemn tones,—
    


      "Juanito, I command you to obey."
    


      The young count remained immovable. Then his father knelt at his feet.
      Involuntarily Clara, Felipe, and Manuelo imitated his action. They all
      stretched out their hands to him, who was to save the family from
      extinction, and each seemed to echo the words of the father.
    


      "My son, can it be that you would fail in Spanish energy and true feeling?
      Will you leave me longer on my knees? Why do you consider your
      life, your sufferings only? Is this my son?" he added, turning to
      his wife.
    


      "He consents!" cried the mother, in despair, seeing a motion of Juanito's
      eyelids, the meaning of which was known to her alone.
    


      Mariquita, the second daughter, was on her knees pressing her mother in
      her feeble arms, and as she wept hot tears her little brother scolded her.
    


      At this moment the chaplain of the chateau entered the hall; the family
      instantly surrounded him and led him to Juanito. Victor, unable to endure
      the scene any longer, made a sign to Clara, and went away, determined to
      make one more attempt upon the general.
    


      He found him in fine good-humour, in the midst of a banquet, drinking with
      his officers, who were growing hilarious.
    




      An hour later, one hundred of the leading inhabitants of Menda assembled
      on the terrace, according to the orders of the general, to witness the
      execution of the Leganes family. A detachment of soldiers were posted to
      restrain the Spaniards, stationed beneath the gallows on which the
      servants had been hanged. The heads of the burghers almost touched the
      feet of these martyrs. Thirty feet from this group was a block, and on it
      glittered a scimitar. An executioner was present in case Juanito refused
      his obedience at the last moment.
    


      Soon the Spaniards heard, in the midst of the deepest silence, the steps
      of many persons, the measured sound of the march of soldiers, and the
      slight rattle of their accoutrements. These noises mingled with the gay
      laughter of the officers, as a few nights earlier the dances of a ball had
      served to mask the preparations for a bloody treachery. All eyes turned to
      the chateau and saw the noble family advancing with inconceivable
      composure. Their faces were serene and calm.
    


      One member alone, pale, undone, leaned upon the priest, who spent his
      powers of religious consolation upon this man,—the only one who was
      to live. The executioner knew, as did all present, that Juanito had agreed
      to accept his place for that one day. The old marquis and his wife, Clara,
      Mariquita, and the two younger brothers walked forward and knelt down a
      few steps distant from the fatal block. Juanito was led forward by the
      priest. When he reached the place the executioner touched him on the arm
      and gave him, probably, a few instructions. The confessor, meantime,
      turned the victims so that they might not see the fatal blows. But, like
      true Spaniards, they stood erect without faltering.
    


      Clara was the first to come forward.
    


      "Juanito," she said, "have pity on my want of courage; begin with me."
    


      At this instant the hurried steps of a man were heard, and Victor Marchand
      appeared on the terrace. Clara was already on her knees, her white neck
      bared for the scimitar. The officer turned pale, but he ran with all his
      might.
    


      "The general grants your life if you will marry me," he said to her in a
      low voice.
    


      The Spanish girl cast upon the officer a look of pride and contempt.
    


      "Go on, Juanito!" she said, in a deep voice, and her head rolled at
      Victor's feet.
    


      The Marquise de Leganes made one convulsive movement as she heard that
      sound; it was the only sign she gave of sorrow.
    


      "Am I placed right this way, my good Juanito?" asked the little Manuelo of
      his brother.
    


      "Ah! you are weeping, Mariquita!" said Juanito to his sister.
    


      "Yes," she said, "I think of you, my poor Juanito; how lonely you will be
      without us."
    


      Soon the grand figure of the marquis came forward. He looked at the blood
      of his children; he turned to the mute and motionless spectators, and said
      in a strong voice, stretching his hands toward Juanito,—
    


      "Spaniards! I give my son my fatherly blessing! Now, Marquis,
      strike, without fear—you are without reproach."
    


      But when Juanito saw his mother approach him, supported by the priest, he
      cried out: "She bore me!"
    


      A cry of horror broke from all present. The noise of the feast and the
      jovial laughter of the officers ceased at that terrible clamor. The
      marquise comprehended that Juanito's courage was exhausted, and springing
      with one bound over the parapet, she was dashed to pieces on the rocks
      below. A sound of admiration rose. Juanito had fallen senseless.
    


      "General," said an officer, who was half drunk, "Marchand has just told me
      the particulars of that execution down there. I will bet you never ordered
      it."
    


      "Do you forget, messieurs," cried General G—t—r, "that five
      hundred French families are plunged in affliction, and that we are now in
      Spain? Do you wish to leave our bones in its soil?"
    


      After that allocution, no one, not even a sub-lieutenant, had the courage
      to empty his glass.
    


      In spite of the respect with which he is surrounded, in spite of the title
      El Verdugo (the executioner) which the King of Spain bestowed as a title
      of nobility on the Marquis de Leganes, he is a prey to sorrow; he lives in
      solitude, and is seldom seen. Overwhelmed with the burden of his noble
      crime, he seems to await with impatience the birth of a second son, which
      will give him the right to rejoin the Shades who ceaselessly accompany
      him.
    



      Text from Project Gutenberg.

    

  
    
      Poem

      Concord Hymn

      Ralph Waldo Emerson, 1837

      On 19 April 1775 British soldiers marched out of Boston to seize the weapons of the Massachusetts militia stored at Concord. Local farmers met them at the town's North Bridge and fired on them: the first day of the American War of Independence. Sixty-two years later a monument was put up at the bridge, and this hymn was sung at its dedication.

      
        


CONCORD HYMN

SUNG AT THE COMPLETION OF THE BATTLE MONUMENT, JULY 4, 1837





By the rude bridge that arched the flood,

 Their flag to April's breeze unfurled,

Here once the embattled farmers stood

 And fired the shot heard round the world.



The foe long since in silence slept;

 Alike the conqueror silent sleeps;

And Time the ruined bridge has swept

 Down the dark stream which seaward creeps.





 On this green bank, by this soft stream,

 We set to-day a votive stone;

That memory may their deed redeem,

 When, like our sires, our sons are gone.



Spirit, that made those heroes dare

 To die, and leave their children free,

Bid Time and Nature gently spare

 The shaft we raise to them and thee.








      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Essay

      The American Crisis, No. 1

      Thomas Paine, 1776

      Thomas Paine wrote this in December 1776, as Washington's army retreated across New Jersey and the cause of American independence seemed close to collapse; Washington had it read to his troops. "Tories" were Americans loyal to the British king.

      
        
THESE are the times that try men's souls. 

The summer soldier and the sunshine patriot will, in this crisis, shrink from the service of
their country; but he that stands it now, deserves the love and thanks of man and woman. 

Tyranny, like hell, is not easily conquered; yet we have this consolation with us, that the harder the conflict, the more glorious the triumph. 

What we obtain too cheap, we esteem too lightly: it is dearness only that gives every thing its value.

Heaven knows how to put a proper price upon its goods; and it would be strange indeed if so celestial an article as freedom should not be highly rated. 

Britain, with an army to enforce her tyranny, has
declared that she has a right (not only to tax) but "to bind us in
all cases whatsoever," and if being bound in that manner, is not
slavery, then is there not such a thing as slavery upon earth. Even
the expression is impious; for so unlimited a power can belong only
to God.

Whether the independence of the continent was declared too soon, or
delayed too long, I will not now enter into as an argument; my own
simple opinion is, that had it been eight months earlier, it would
have been much better. 

We did not make a proper use of last winter, neither could we, while we were in a dependent state. 

However, the fault, if it were one, was all our own*; we have none to blame but
ourselves. 

But no great deal is lost yet. 

All that Howe has been doing for this month past, is rather a ravage than a conquest, which
the spirit of the Jerseys, a year ago, would have quickly repulsed, and which time and a little resolution will soon recover.


* The present winter is worth an age, if rightly employed; but, if lost or neglected, the whole continent will partake of the evil; and there is no punishment that man does not deserve, be he who, or what, or where he will, that may be the means of sacrificing a season so precious and useful.


I have as little superstition in me as any man living, but my secret
opinion has ever been, and still is, that God Almighty will not give
up a people to military destruction, or leave them unsupportedly to
perish, who have so earnestly and so repeatedly sought to avoid the
calamities of war, by every decent method which wisdom could invent.

Neither have I so much of the infidel in me, as to suppose that He
has relinquished the government of the world, and given us up to the
care of devils; and as I do not, I cannot see on what grounds the
king of Britain can look up to heaven for help against us: a common
murderer, a highwayman, or a house-breaker, has as good a pretence as
he.

'Tis surprising to see how rapidly a panic will sometimes run through
a country. 

All nations and ages have been subject to them. Britain
has trembled like an ague at the report of a French fleet of
flat-bottomed boats; and in the fourteenth [fifteenth] century the
whole English army, after ravaging the kingdom of France, was driven
back like men petrified with fear; and this brave exploit was
performed by a few broken forces collected and headed by a woman,
Joan of Arc. 

Would that heaven might inspire some Jersey maid to
spirit up her countrymen, and save her fair fellow sufferers from
ravage and ravishment! 

Yet panics, in some cases, have their uses;
they produce as much good as hurt. 




Their duration is always short;
the mind soon grows through them, and acquires a firmer habit than
before. 

But their peculiar advantage is, that they are the
touchstones of sincerity and hypocrisy, and bring things and men to
light, which might otherwise have lain forever undiscovered. In fact,
they have the same effect on secret traitors, which an imaginary
apparition would have upon a private murderer. 
They sift out the hidden thoughts of man, and hold them up in public to the world. 

Many a disguised Tory has lately shown his head, that shall penitentially
solemnize with curses the day on which Howe arrived upon the Delaware.

As I was with the troops at Fort Lee, and marched with them to the
edge of Pennsylvania, I am well acquainted with many circumstances,
which those who live at a distance know but little or nothing of. 

Our situation there was exceedingly cramped, the place being a narrow
neck of land between the North River and the Hackensack. Our force
was inconsiderable, being not one-fourth so great as Howe could bring
against us. 

We had no army at hand to have relieved the garrison, had we shut ourselves up and stood on our defence. Our ammunition, light artillery, and the best part of our stores, had been removed, on the apprehension that Howe would endeavor to penetrate the Jerseys, in
which case Fort Lee could be of no use to us; for it must occur to
every thinking man, whether in the army or not, that these kind of
field forts are only for temporary purposes, and last in use no
longer than the enemy directs his force against the particular object
which such forts are raised to defend. 

Such was our situation and condition at Fort Lee on the morning of the 20th of November, when an
officer arrived with information that the enemy with 200 boats had
landed about seven miles above; Major General [Nathaniel] Green, who
commanded the garrison, immediately ordered them under arms, and sent
express to General Washington at the town of Hackensack, distant by
the way of the ferry = six miles. 

Our first object was to secure the bridge over the Hackensack, which laid up the river between the enemy and us, about six miles from us, and three from them. 

General Washington arrived in about three-quarters of an hour, and marched at
the head of the troops towards the bridge, which place I expected we
should have a brush for; however, they did not choose to dispute it
with us, and the greatest part of our troops went over the bridge,
the rest over the ferry, except some which passed at a mill on a
small creek, between the bridge and the ferry, and made their way
through some marshy grounds up to the town of Hackensack, and there
passed the river. 

We brought off as much baggage as the wagons could
contain, the rest was lost. 

The simple object was to bring off the garrison, and march them on till they could be strengthened by the Jersey or Pennsylvania militia, so as to be enabled to make a stand.

We staid four days at Newark, collected our out-posts with some of
the Jersey militia, and marched out twice to meet the enemy, on being
informed that they were advancing, though our numbers were greatly
inferior to theirs. 

Howe, in my little opinion, committed a great error in generalship in not throwing a body of forces off from Staten Island through Amboy, by which means he might have seized all our
stores at Brunswick, and intercepted our march into Pennsylvania; but
if we believe the power of hell to be limited, we must likewise
believe that their agents are under some providential control.

I shall not now attempt to give all the particulars of our retreat to
the Delaware; suffice it for the present to say, that both officers
and men, though greatly harassed and fatigued, frequently without
rest, covering, or provision, the inevitable consequences of a long
retreat, bore it with a manly and martial spirit. 

All their wishes centred in one, which was, that the country would turn out and help
them to drive the enemy back. Voltaire has remarked that King William
never appeared to full advantage but in difficulties and in action;
the same remark may be made on General Washington, for the character
fits him. 

There is a natural firmness in some minds which cannot be unlocked by trifles, but which, when unlocked, discovers a cabinet of fortitude; and I reckon it among those kind of public blessings, which we do not immediately see, that God hath blessed him with
uninterrupted health, and given him a mind that can even flourish upon care.

I shall conclude this paper with some miscellaneous remarks on the
state of our affairs; and shall begin with asking the following
question, Why is it that the enemy have left the New England
provinces, and made these middle ones the seat of war? 

The answer is easy: New England is not infested with Tories, and we are. I have
been tender in raising the cry against these men, and used numberless
arguments to show them their danger, but it will not do to sacrifice
a world either to their folly or their baseness. The period is now
arrived, in which either they or we must change our sentiments, or
one or both must fall. 

And what is a Tory? 

Good God! what is he? 

I should not be afraid to go with a hundred Whigs against a thousand
Tories, were they to attempt to get into arms. Every Tory is a
coward; for servile, slavish, self-interested fear is the foundation
of Toryism; and a man under such influence, though he may be cruel,
never can be brave.

But, before the line of irrecoverable separation be drawn between us,
let us reason the matter together: Your conduct is an invitation to
the enemy, yet not one in a thousand of you has heart enough to join
him. Howe is as much deceived by you as the American cause is injured
by you. 

He expects you will all take up arms, and flock to his standard, with muskets on your shoulders. Your opinions are of no use to him, unless you support him personally, for 'tis soldiers, and not Tories, that he wants.

I once felt all that kind of anger, which a man ought to feel,
against the mean principles that are held by the Tories: a noted one,
who kept a tavern at Amboy, was standing at his door, with as pretty
a child in his hand, about eight or nine years old, as I ever saw,
and after speaking his mind as freely as he thought was prudent,
finished with this unfatherly expression, "Well! give me peace in my
day." 

Not a man lives on the continent but fully believes that a
separation must some time or other finally take place, and a generous
parent should have said, "If there must be trouble, let it be in my
day, that my child may have peace;" and this single reflection, well
applied, is sufficient to awaken every man to duty. 

Not a place upon earth might be so happy as America. Her situation is remote from all
the wrangling world, and she has nothing to do but to trade with
them. 

A man can distinguish himself between temper and principle, and
I am as confident, as I am that God governs the world, that America
will never be happy till she gets clear of foreign dominion. 

Wars, without ceasing, will break out till that period arrives, and the
continent must in the end be conqueror; for though the flame of
liberty may sometimes cease to shine, the coal can never expire.

America did not, nor does not want force; but she wanted a proper
application of that force. 

Wisdom is not the purchase of a day, and it is no wonder that we should err at the first setting off. 

From an excess of tenderness, we were unwilling to raise an army, and trusted
our cause to the temporary defence of a well-meaning militia. A
summer's experience has now taught us better; yet with those troops,
while they were collected, we were able to set bounds to the progress
of the enemy, and, thank God! they are again assembling. 

I always considered militia as the best troops in the world for a sudden
exertion, but they will not do for a long campaign. Howe, it is
probable, will make an attempt on this city [Philadelphia]; should he
fail on this side the Delaware, he is ruined. 

If he succeeds, our cause is not ruined. 

He stakes all on his side against a part on ours; admitting he succeeds, the consequence will be, that armies from both ends of the continent will march to assist their suffering
friends in the middle states; for he cannot go everywhere, it is
impossible. 

I consider Howe as the greatest enemy the Tories have; he is bringing a war into their country, which, had it not been for him and partly for themselves, they had been clear of. 

Should he now be expelled, I wish with all the devotion of a Christian, that the names
of Whig and Tory may never more be mentioned; but should the Tories
give him encouragement to come, or assistance if he come, I as
sincerely wish that our next year's arms may expel them from the
continent, and the Congress appropriate their possessions to the
relief of those who have suffered in well-doing. 

A single successful battle next year will settle the whole. 

America could carry on a two years' war by the confiscation of the property of disaffected persons, and be made happy by their expulsion. Say not that this is revenge, call it rather the soft resentment of a suffering people, who, having no object in view but the good of all, have staked their own all upon a seemingly doubtful event. 

Yet it is folly to argue against determined hardness; eloquence may strike the ear, and the language of sorrow draw forth the tear of compassion, but nothing can reach the heart that is steeled with prejudice.

Quitting this class of men, I turn with the warm ardor of a friend to
those who have nobly stood, and are yet determined to stand the
matter out: I call not upon a few, but upon all: not on this state or
that state, but on every state: up and help us; lay your shoulders to
the wheel; better have too much force than too little, when so great
an object is at stake. 

Let it be told to the future world, that in the depth of winter, when nothing but hope and virtue could survive, that the city and the country, alarmed at one common danger, came
forth to meet and to repulse it. 

Say not that thousands are gone, turn out your tens of thousands; throw not the burden of the day upon Providence, but "show your faith by your works," that God may bless you. 
It matters not where you live, or what rank of life you hold, the evil or the blessing will reach you all. 
The far and the near, the home counties and the back, the rich and the poor, will suffer or rejoice alike. 
The heart that feels not now is dead; the blood of his children will curse his cowardice, who shrinks back at a time when a little might have saved the whole, and made them happy. I love the
man that can smile in trouble, that can gather strength from distress, and grow brave by reflection. '
Tis the business of little minds to shrink; but he whose heart is firm, and whose conscience approves his conduct, will pursue his principles unto death. 

My own line of reasoning is to myself as straight and clear as a ray of
light. Not all the treasures of the world, so far as I believe, could
have induced me to support an offensive war, for I think it murder;
but if a thief breaks into my house, burns and destroys my property,
and kills or threatens to kill me, or those that are in it, and to
"bind me in all cases whatsoever" to his absolute will, am I to
suffer it? What signifies it to me, whether he who does it is a king
or a common man; my countryman or not my countryman; whether it be
done by an individual villain, or an army of them? If we reason to
the root of things we shall find no difference; neither can any just
cause be assigned why we should punish in the one case and pardon in
the other. Let them call me rebel and welcome, I feel no concern from
it; but I should suffer the misery of devils, were I to make a whore
of my soul by swearing allegiance to one whose character is that of a
sottish, stupid, stubborn, worthless, brutish man. I conceive
likewise a horrid idea in receiving mercy from a being, who at the
last day shall be shrieking to the rocks and mountains to cover him,
and fleeing with terror from the orphan, the widow, and the slain of
America.

There are cases which cannot be overdone by language, and this is
one. There are persons, too, who see not the full extent of the evil
which threatens them; they solace themselves with hopes that the
enemy, if he succeed, will be merciful. It is the madness of folly,
to expect mercy from those who have refused to do justice; and even
mercy, where conquest is the object, is only a trick of war; the
cunning of the fox is as murderous as the violence of the wolf, and
we ought to guard equally against both. Howe's first object is,
partly by threats and partly by promises, to terrify or seduce the
people to deliver up their arms and receive mercy. The ministry
recommended the same plan to Gage, and this is what the tories call
making their peace, "a peace which passeth all understanding" indeed!
A peace which would be the immediate forerunner of a worse ruin than
any we have yet thought of. Ye men of Pennsylvania, do reason upon
these things! Were the back counties to give up their arms, they
would fall an easy prey to the Indians, who are all armed: this
perhaps is what some Tories would not be sorry for. Were the home
counties to deliver up their arms, they would be exposed to the
resentment of the back counties who would then have it in their power
to chastise their defection at pleasure. And were any one state to
give up its arms, that state must be garrisoned by all Howe's army of
Britons and Hessians to preserve it from the anger of the rest.
Mutual fear is the principal link in the chain of mutual love, and
woe be to that state that breaks the compact. Howe is mercifully
inviting you to barbarous destruction, and men must be either rogues
or fools that will not see it. I dwell not upon the vapors of
imagination; I bring reason to your ears, and, in language as plain
as A, B, C, hold up truth to your eyes.

I thank God, that I fear not. I see no real cause for fear. I know our situation well, and can see the way out of it. While our army was collected, Howe dared not risk a battle; and it is no credit to him that he decamped from the White Plains, and waited a mean opportunity to ravage the defenceless Jerseys; but it is great credit to us, that, with a handful of men, we sustained an orderly retreat for near an hundred miles, brought off our ammunition, all our field pieces, the greatest part of our stores, and had four rivers to pass. None can say that our retreat was precipitate, for we were near three weeks in performing it, that the country might have time to come in. Twice we marched back to meet the enemy, and remained out till dark. The sign of fear was not seen in our camp, and had not some of the cowardly and disaffected inhabitants spread false alarms through the country, the Jerseys had never been ravaged. Once more we are again collected and collecting; our new army at both ends of the continent is recruiting fast, and we shall be able to open the next campaign with sixty thousand men, well armed and clothed. This is our situation, and who will may know it. By perseverance and fortitude we have the prospect of a glorious issue; by cowardice and submission, the sad choice of a variety of evils—a ravaged country—a depopulated city-habitations without safety, and slavery without hope—our homes turned into barracks and bawdy-houses for Hessians, and a future race to provide for, whose fathers we shall doubt of. Look on this picture and weep over it! and if there yet remains one thoughtless wretch who believes it not, let him suffer it unlamented. 

Common Sense.


December 23, 1776.




      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Afterword

      Day Ten: Revolution

      Paine meets a Tory tavern-keeper at Amboy, holding his child by the hand, who says “Well! give me peace in my day.” A generous parent, says Paine, would have said “let it be in my day, that my child may have peace”. Emerson’s farmers dared “To die, and leave their children free”. The Marquis de Leganes asks something else of his children: that four of them die by their brother’s hand, so that the family name goes on. Was he a generous parent?

      The general means his bargain to shame the family for ever: Spain “shall forever connect with it the memory of his treachery and his punishment.” Instead the crowd on the terrace gives “A sound of admiration”, and the King makes “El Verdugo” a title of nobility. So who won? Paine had already warned that “even mercy, where conquest is the object, is only a trick of war”.

      Paine went on to a second revolution. He was elected to the French National Convention, argued against executing Louis XVI, and was thrown into prison during the Terror, where he only narrowly escaped the guillotine. He died in New York in 1809, and only a handful of people came to his funeral. Ten years later the English writer William Cobbett dug up his bones and took them to England, meaning to build him a memorial there. He never did, and the bones were lost.

    

  
    
      Day Eleven

      Tall tales

      24 minutes

      
        Story
        The Celebrated Jumping Frog of Calaveras County
        Mark Twain · 11 minutes
        The story that made Twain famous: a visitor to a California mining camp asks an old man about an acquaintance, and gets something else entirely.
      

      
        Poem
        You Are Old, Father William
        Lewis Carroll · 2 minutes
        Alice tries to recite a moral poem and it comes out wrong: a young man questions his surprisingly athletic father.
      

      
        Essay
        A Dissertation upon Roast Pig
        Charles Lamb · 11 minutes
        Elia's mock-scholarly account, from an ancient Chinese manuscript, of how mankind discovered roast pork.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      The Celebrated Jumping Frog of Calaveras County

      Mark Twain, 1865

      
        

The Celebrated Jumping Frog of Calaveras County




In compliance with the request of a friend of mine, who wrote me from the East, I called on good-natured, garrulous old Simon Wheeler, and inquired after my friend's friend, Leonidas W. Smiley, as requested to do, and I hereunto append the result. I have a lurking suspicion that Leonidas W. Smiley is a myth; that my friend never knew such a personage; and that he only conjectured that, if I asked old Wheeler about him, it would remind him of his infamous Jim Smiley, and he would go to work and bore me nearly to death with some infernal reminiscence of him as long and tedious as it should be useless to me. If that was the design, it certainly succeeded.

I found Simon Wheeler dozing comfortably by the bar-room stove of the old, dilapidated tavern in the ancient mining camp of Angel's, and I noticed that he was fat and bald-headed, and had an expression of winning gentleness and simplicity upon his tranquil countenance. He roused up and gave me good-day. I told him a friend of mine had commissioned me to make some inquiries about a cherished companion of his boyhood named Leonidas W. Smiley Rev. Leonidas W. Smiley a young minister of the Gospel, who he had heard was at one time a resident of Angel's Camp. I added that, if Mr. Wheeler could tell me any thing about this Rev. Leonidas W. Smiley, I would feel under many obligations to him.

Simon Wheeler backed me into a corner and blockaded me there with his chair, and then sat me down and reeled off the monotonous narrative which follows this paragraph. He never smiled, he never frowned, he never changed his voice from the gentle-flowing key to which he tuned the initial sentence, he never betrayed the slightest suspicion of enthusiasm; but all through the interminable narrative there ran a vein of impressive earnestness and sincerity, which showed me plainly that, so far from his imagining that there was any thing ridiculous or funny about his story, he regarded it as a really important matter, and admired its two heroes as men of transcendent genius in finesse. To me, the spectacle of a man drifting serenely along through such a queer yarn without ever smiling, was exquisitely absurd. As I said before, I asked him to tell me what he knew of Rev. Leonidas W. Smiley, and he replied as follows. I let him go on in his own way, and never interrupted him once:

There was a feller here once by the name of Jim Smiley, in the winter of '49 or may be it was the spring of '50 I don't recollect exactly, somehow, though what makes me think it was one or the other is because I remember the big flume wasn't finished when he first came to the camp; but any way, he was the curiosest man about always betting on any thing that turned up you ever see, if he could get any body to bet on the other side; and if he couldn't, he'd change sides. Any way that suited the other man would suit him any way just so's he got a bet, he was satisfied. But still he was lucky, uncommon lucky; he most always come out winner. He was always ready and laying for a chance; there couldn't be no solittry thing mentioned but that feller'd offer to bet on it, and -take any side you please, as I was just telling you. If there was a horse-race, you'd find him flush, or you'd find him busted at the end of it; if there was a dog-fight, he'd bet on it; if there was a cat-fight, he'd bet on it; if there was a chicken-fight, he'd bet on it; why, if there was two birds setting on a fence, he would bet you which one would fly first; or if there was a camp-meeting, he would be there reg'lar, to bet on Parson Walker, which he judged to be the best exhorter about here, and so he was, too, and a good man. If he even seen a straddle-bug start to go anywheres, he would bet you how long it would take him to get wherever he was going to, and if you took him up, he would foller that straddle-bug to Mexico but what he would find out where he was bound for and how long he was on the road. Lots of the boys here has seen that Smiley, and can tell you about him. Why, it never made no difference to him he would bet on any thing the dangdest feller. Parson Walker's wife laid very sick once, for a good while, and it seemed as if they warn's going to save her; but one morning he come in, and Smiley asked how she was, and he said she was considerable better thank the Lord for his inftnit mercy and coming on so smart that, with the blessing of Providence, she'd get well yet; and Smiley, before he thought, says, "Well, I'll risk two- and-a-half that she don't, any way."

Thish-yer Smiley had a mare the boys called her the fifteen- minute nag, but that was only in fun, you know, because, of course, she was faster than that and he used to win money on that horse, for all she was so slow and always had the asthma, or the distemper, or the consumption, or something of that kind. They used to give her two or three hundred yards start, and then pass her under way; but always at the fag-end of the race she'd get excited and desperate- like, and come cavorting and straddling up, and scattering her legs around limber, sometimes in the air, and sometimes out to one side amongst the fences, and kicking up m-o-r-e dust, and raising m-o-r-e racket with her coughing and sneezing and blowing her nose and always fetch up at the stand just about a neck ahead, as near as you could cipher it down.

And he had a little small bull pup, that to look at him you'd think he wan's worth a cent, but to set around and look ornery, and lay for a chance to steal something. But as soon as money was up on him, he was a different dog; his underjaw'd begin to stick out like the fo'castle of a steamboat, and his teeth would uncover, and shine savage like the furnaces. And a dog might tackle him, and bully- rag him, and bite him, and throw him over his shoulder two or three times, and Andrew Jackson which was the name of the pup Andrew Jackson would never let on but what he was satisfied, and hadn't expected nothing else and the bets being doubled and doubled on the other side all the time, till the money was all up; and then all of a sudden he would grab that other dog jest by the j'int of his hind leg and freeze on it not chew, you understand, but only jest grip and hang on till they thronged up the sponge, if it was a year. Smiley always come out winner on that pup, till he harnessed a dog once that didn't have no hind legs, because they'd been sawed off by a circular saw, and when the thing had gone along far enough, and the money was all up, and he come to make a snatch for his pet bolt, he saw in a minute how he'd been imposed on, and how the other dog had him in the door, so to speak, and he 'peered sur- prised, and then he looked sorter discouraged-like, and didn't try no more to win the fight, and so he got shucked out bad. He give Smiley a look, as much as to say his heart was broke, and it was his fault, for putting up a dog that hadn't no hind legs for him to take bolt of, which was his main dependence in a fight, and then he limped off a piece and laid down and died. It was a good pup, was that Andrew Jackson, and would have made a name for hisself if he'd lived, for the stuff was in him, and he had genius I know it, because he hadn't had no opportunities to speak of, and it don't stand to reason that a dog could make such a fight as he could under them circumstances, if he hadn't no talent. It always makes me feel sorry when I think of that last fight of his'n, and the way it turned out.

Well, thish-yer Smiley had rat-tarriers, and chicken cocks, and tom- cats, and all of them kind of things, till you couldn't rest, and you couldn't fetch nothing for him to bet on but he'd match you. He ketched a frog one day, and took him home, and said he cal'klated to edercate him; and so he never done nothing for three months but set in his back yard and learn that frog to jump. And you bet you he did learn him, too. He'd give him a little punch behind, and the next minute you'd see that frog whirling in the air like a doughnut see him turn one summerset, or may be a couple, if he got a good start, and come down flat-footed and all right, like a cat. He got him up so in the matter of catching flies, and kept him in practice so constant, that he'd nail a fly every time as far as he could see him. Smiley said all a frog wanted was education, and he could do most any thing and I believe him. Why, I've seen him set Dan'l Webster down here on this floor Dan'l Webster was the name of the frog and sing out, "Flies, Dan'l, flies!" and quicker'n you could wink, he'd spring straight up, and snake a fly off'n the counter there, and flop down on the floor again as solid as a gob of mud, and fall to scratching the side of his head with his hind foot as indifferent as if he hadn't no idea he'd been doin' any more'n any frog might do. You never see a frog so modest and straightforward as he was, for all he was so gifted. And when it come to fair and square jumping on a dead level, he could get over more ground at one straddle than any animal of his breed you ever see. Jumping on a dead level was his strong suit, you understand; and when it come to that, Smiley would ante up money on him as long as he had a red. Smiley was monstrous proud of his frog, and well he might be, for fellers that had traveled and been everywheres, all said he laid over any frog that ever they see.

Well, Smiley kept the beast in a little lattice box, and he used to fetch him down town sometimes and lay for a bet. One day a feller a stranger in the camp, he was come across him with his box, and says:

"What might it be that you've got in the box?"

And Smiley says, sorter indifferent like, "It might be a parrot, or it might be a canary, may be, but it an't it's only just a frog."

And the feller took it, and looked at it careful, and turned it round this way and that, and says, "H'm so 'tis. Well, what's he good for?"

"Well," Smiley says, easy and careless, "He's good enough for one thing, I should judge he can outjump any frog in Calaveras county."

The feller took the box again, and took another long, particular look, and give it back to Smiley, and says, very deliberate, "Well, I don't see no p'ints about that frog that's any better'n any other frog."

"May be you don't," Smiley says. "May be you understand frogs, and may be you don't understand 'em; may be you've had experience, and may be you an't only a amature, as it were. Anyways, I've got my opinion, and I'll risk forty dollars that he can outjump any frog in Calaveras county."

And the feller studied a minute, and then says, kinder sad like, "Well, I'm only a stranger here, and I an't got no frog; but if I had a frog, I'd bet you."

And then Smiley says, "That's all right that's all right if you'll hold my box a minute, I'll go and get you a frog." And so the feller took the box, and put up his forty dollars along with Smiley's, and set down to wait.

So he set there a good while thinking and thinking to hisself, and then he got the frog out and prized his mouth open and took a tea- spoon and filled him full of quail shot filled him pretty near up to his chin and set him on the floor. Smiley he went to the swamp and slopped around in the mud for a long time, and finally he ketched a frog, and fetched him in, and give him to this feller, and says:

"Now, if you're ready, set him alongside of Dan'l, with his fore- paws just even with Dan'l, and I'll give the word." Then he says, "One two three jump!" and him and the feller touched up the frogs from behind, and the new frog hopped off, but Dan'l give a heave, and hysted up his shoulders so like a Frenchman, but it wan's no use he couldn't budge; he was planted as solid as an anvil, and he couldn't no more stir than if he was anchored out. Smiley was a good deal surprised, and he was disgusted too, but he didn't have no idea what the matter was, of course.

The feller took the money and started away; and when he was going out at the door, he sorter jerked his thumb over his shoulders this way at Dan'l, and says again, very deliberate, "Well, I don't see no p'ints about that frog that's any better'n any other frog."

Smiley he stood scratching his head and looking down at Dan'l a long time, and at last he says, "I do wonder what in the nation that frog throw'd off for I wonder if there an't something the matter with him he 'pears to look mighty baggy, somehow." And he ketched Dan'l by the nap of the neck, and lifted him up and says, "Why, blame my cats, if he don't weigh five pound!" and turned him upside down, and he belched out a double handful of shot. And then he see how it was, and he was the maddest man he set the frog down and took out after that feller, but he never ketchd him. And-

[Here Simon Wheeler heard his name called from the front yard, and got up to see what was wanted.] And turning to me as he moved away, he said: "Just set where you are, stranger, and rest easy I an't going to be gone a second."

But, by your leave, I did not think that a continuation of the history of the enterprising vagabond Jim Smiley would be likely to afford me much information concerning the Rev. Leonidas W. Smiley, and so I started away.

At the door I met the sociable Wheeler returning, and he button- holed me and recommenced:

"Well, thish-yer Smiley had a yeller one-eyed cow that didn't have no tail, only jest a short stump like a bannanner, and "

"Oh! hang Smiley and his afflicted cow!" I muttered, good-naturedly, and bidding the old gentleman good-day, I departed.




      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Poem

      You Are Old, Father William

      Lewis Carroll, 1865

      This poem is recited by Alice in Alice's Adventures in Wonderland (1865). It parodies a solemn poem by Robert Southey, "The Old Man's Comforts", in which Father William explains that he is healthy in old age because he lived soberly when young.

      
        
          
            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

          
        

        
“You are old, Father William,” the young man said,

    “And your hair has become very white;

And yet you incessantly stand on your head—

    Do you think, at your age, it is right?”



“In my youth,” Father William replied to his son,

    “I feared it might injure the brain;

But, now that I’m perfectly sure I have none,

    Why, I do it again and again.”



“You are old,” said the youth, “as I mentioned before,

    And have grown most uncommonly fat;

Yet you turned a back-somersault in at the door—

    Pray, what is the reason of that?”



“In my youth,” said the sage, as he shook his grey locks,

    “I kept all my limbs very supple

By the use of this ointment—one shilling the box—

    Allow me to sell you a couple?”



“You are old,” said the youth, “and your jaws are too weak

    For anything tougher than suet;

Yet you finished the goose, with the bones and the beak—

    Pray, how did you manage to do it?”



“In my youth,” said his father, “I took to the law,

    And argued each case with my wife;

And the muscular strength, which it gave to my jaw,

    Has lasted the rest of my life.”



“You are old,” said the youth, “one would hardly suppose

    That your eye was as steady as ever;

Yet you balanced an eel on the end of your nose—

    What made you so awfully clever?”



“I have answered three questions, and that is enough,”

    Said his father; “don’t give yourself airs!

Do you think I can listen all day to such stuff?

    Be off, or I’ll kick you down stairs!”




      

      Text from Project Gutenberg.

    

  
    
      Essay

      A Dissertation upon Roast Pig

      Charles Lamb, 1822

      Mankind, says a Chinese manuscript, which my friend M. was obliging
enough to read and explain to me, for the first seventy thousand ages
ate their meat raw, clawing or biting it from the living animal, just
as they do in Abyssinia to this day. This period is not obscurely
hinted at by their great Confucius in the second chapter of his
Mundane Mutations, where he designates a kind of golden age by the
term Cho-fang, literally the Cooks' holiday. The manuscript goes on
to say, that the art of roasting, or rather broiling (which I take
to be the elder brother) was accidentally discovered in the manner
following. The swine-herd, Ho-ti, having gone out into the woods one
morning, as his manner was, to collect mast for his hogs, left his
cottage in the care of his eldest son Bo-bo, a great lubberly boy, who
being fond of playing with fire, as younkers of his age commonly are,
let some sparks escape into a bundle of straw, which kindling quickly,
spread the conflagration over every part of their poor mansion,
till it was reduced to ashes. Together with the cottage (a sorry
antediluvian make-shift of a building, you may think it), what was of
much more importance, a fine litter of new-farrowed pigs, no less than
nine in number, perished. China pigs have been esteemed a luxury all
over the East from the remotest periods that we read of. Bo-bo was in
the utmost consternation, as you may think, not so much for the sake
of the tenement, which his father and he could easily build up again
with a few dry branches, and the labour of an hour or two, at any
time, as for the loss of the pigs. While he was thinking what he
should say to his father, and wringing his hands over the smoking
remnants of one of those untimely sufferers, an odour assailed his
nostrils, unlike any scent which he had before experienced. What
could it proceed from?—not from the burnt cottage—he had smelt that
smell before—indeed this was by no means the first accident of the
kind which had occurred through the negligence of this unlucky young
fire-brand. Much less did it resemble that of any known herb, weed,
or flower. A premonitory moistening at the same time overflowed his
nether lip. He knew not what to think. He next stooped down to feel
the pig, if there were any signs of life in it. He burnt his fingers,
and to cool them he applied them in his booby fashion to his mouth.
Some of the crums of the scorched skin had come away with his fingers,
and for the first time in his life (in the world's life indeed, for
before him no man had known it) he tasted—crackling! Again he felt
and fumbled at the pig. It did not burn him so much now, still he
licked his fingers from a sort of habit. The truth at length broke
into his slow understanding, that it was the pig that smelt so, and
the pig that tasted so delicious; and, surrendering himself up to the
newborn pleasure, he fell to tearing up whole handfuls of the scorched
skin with the flesh next it, and was cramming it down his throat in
his beastly fashion, when his sire entered amid the smoking rafters,
armed with retributory cudgel, and finding how affairs stood, began to
rain blows upon the young rogue's shoulders, as thick as hail-stones,
which Bo-bo heeded not any more than if they had been flies. The
tickling pleasure, which he experienced in his lower regions, had
rendered him quite callous to any inconveniences he might feel in
those remote quarters. His father might lay on, but he could not beat
him from his pig, till he had fairly made an end of it, when, becoming
a little more sensible of his situation, something like the following
dialogue ensued.

"You graceless whelp, what have you got there devouring? Is it not
enough that you have burnt me down three houses with your dog's
tricks, and be hanged to you, but you must be eating fire, and I know
not what—what have you got there, I say?"

"O father, the pig, the pig, do come and taste how nice the burnt pig
eats."

The ears of Ho-ti tingled with horror. He cursed his son, and he
cursed himself that ever he should beget a son that should eat burnt
pig.

Bo-bo, whose scent was wonderfully sharpened since moming, soon raked
out another pig, and fairly rending it asunder, thrust the lesser
half by main force into the fists of Ho-ti, still shouting out "Eat,
eat, eat the burnt pig, father, only taste—O Lord,"—with such like
barbarous ejaculations, cramming all the while as if he would choke.

Ho-ti trembled every joint while he grasped the abominable thing,
wavering whether he should not put his son to death for an unnatural
young monster, when the crackling scorching his fingers, as it had
done his son's, and applying the same remedy to them, he in his turn
tasted some of its flavour, which, make what sour mouths he would for
a pretence, proved not altogether displeasing to him. In conclusion
(for the manuscript here is a little tedious) both father and son
fairly sat down to the mess, and never left off till they had
despatched all that remained of the litter.

Bo-bo was strictly enjoined not to let the secret escape, for the
neighbours would certainly have stoned them for a couple of abominable
wretches, who could think of improving upon the good meat which
God had sent them. Nevertheless, strange stories got about. It was
observed that Ho-ti's cottage was burnt down now more frequently than
ever. Nothing but fires from this time forward. Some would break out
in broad day, others in the night-time. As often as the sow farrowed,
so sure was the house of Ho-ti to be in a blaze; and Ho-ti himself,
which was the more remarkable, instead of chastising his son, seemed
to grow more indulgent to him than ever. At length they were watched,
the terrible mystery discovered, and father and son summoned to take
their trial at Pekin, then an inconsiderable assize town. Evidence was
given, the obnoxious food itself produced in court, and verdict about
to be pronounced, when the foreman of the jury begged that some of the
burnt pig, of which the culprits stood accused, might be handed into
the box. He handled it, and they all handled it, and burning their
fingers, as Bo-bo and his father had done before them, and nature
prompting to each of them the same remedy, against the face of all
the facts, and the clearest charge which judge had ever given,—to
the surprise of the whole court, townsfolk, strangers, reporters, and
all present—without leaving the box, or any manner of consultation
whatever, they brought in a simultaneous verdict of Not Guilty.

The judge, who was a shrewd fellow, winked at the manifest iniquity
of the decision: and, when the court was dismissed, went privily, and
bought up all the pigs that could be had for love or money. In a few
days his Lordship's town house was observed to be on fire. The thing
took wing, and now there was nothing to be seen but fires in every
direction. Fuel and pigs grew enormously dear all over the district.
The insurance offices one and all shut up shop. People built slighter
and slighter every day, until it was feared that the very science of
architecture would in no long time be lost to the world. Thus this
custom of firing houses continued, till in process of time, says my
manuscript, a sage arose, like our Locke, who made a discovery, that
the flesh of swine, or indeed of any other animal, might be cooked
(burnt, as they called it) without the necessity of consuming a
whole house to dress it. Then first began the rude form of a gridiron.
Roasting by the string, or spit, came in a century or two later,
I forget in whose dynasty. By such slow degrees, concludes the
manuscript, do the most useful, and seemingly the most obvious arts,
make their way among mankind.—

Without placing too implicit faith in the account above given, it must
be agreed, that if a worthy pretext for so dangerous an experiment as
setting houses on fire (especially in these days) could be assigned in
favour of any culinary object, that pretext and excuse might be found
in ROAST PIG.

Of all the delicacies in the whole mundus edibilis, I will maintain
it to be the most delicate—princeps obsoniorum.

I speak not of your grown porkers—things between pig and pork—those
hobbydehoys—but a young and tender suckling—under a moon
old—guiltless as yet of the sty—with no original speck of the
amor immunditiæ, the hereditary failing of the first parent, yet
manifest—his voice as yet not broken, but something between a
childish treble, and a grumble—the mild forerunner, or præludium,
of a grunt.

He must be roasted. I am not ignorant that our ancestors ate them
seethed, or boiled—but what a sacrifice of the exterior tegument!

There is no flavour comparable, I will contend, to that of the crisp,
tawny, well-watched, not over-roasted, crackling, as it is well
called—the very teeth are invited to their share of the pleasure
at this banquet in overcoming the coy, brittle resistance—with the
adhesive oleaginous—O call it not fat—but an indefinable sweetness
growing up to it—the tender blossoming of fat—fat cropped in the
bud—taken in the shoot—in the first innocence—the cream and
quintessence of the child-pig's yet pure food—the lean, no lean, but
a kind of animal manna—or, rather, fat and lean (if it must be so) so
blended and running into each other, that both together make but one
ambrosian result, or common substance.

Behold him, while he is doing—it seemeth rather a refreshing warmth,
than a scorching heat, that he is so passive to. How equably he
twirleth round the string!—Now he is just done. To see the extreme
sensibility of that tender age, he hath wept out his pretty
eyes—radiant jellies—shooting stars—

See him in the dish, his second cradle, how meek he lieth!—wouldst
thou have had this innocent grow up to the grossness and indocility
which too often accompany maturer swinehood? Ten to one he would
have proved a glutton, a sloven, an obstinate, disagreeable
animal—wallowing in all manner of filthy conversation—from these
sins he is happily snatched away—

  Ere sin could blight, or sorrow fade,

  Death came with timely care—



his memory is odoriferous—no clown curseth, while his stomach half
rejecteth, the rank bacon—no coalheaver bolteth him in reeking
sausages—he hath a fair sepulchre in the grateful stomach of the
judicious epicure—and for such a tomb might be content to die.

He is the best of Sapors. Pine-apple is great. She is indeed almost
too transcendent—a delight, if not sinful, yet so like to sinning,
that really a tender-conscienced person would do well to pause—too
ravishing for mortal taste, she woundeth and excoriateth the lips
that approach her—like lovers' kisses, she biteth—she is a pleasure
bordering on pain from the fierceness and insanity of her relish—but
she stoppeth at the palate—she meddleth not with the appetite—and
the coarsest hunger might barter her consistently for a mutton chop.

Pig—let me speak his praise—is no less provocative of the appetite,
than he is satisfactory to the criticalness of the censorious palate.
The strong man may batten on him, and the weakling refuseth not his
mild juices.

Unlike to mankind's mixed characters, a bundle of virtues and vices,
inexplicably intertwisted, and not to be unravelled without hazard, he
is—good throughout. No part of him is better or worse than another.
He helpeth, as far as his little means extend, all around. He is the
least envious of banquets. He is all neighbours' fare.

I am one of those, who freely and ungrudgingly impart a share of the
good things of this life which fall to their lot (few as mine are in
this kind) to a friend. I protest I take as great an interest in my
friend's pleasures, his relishes, and proper satisfactions, as in mine
own. "Presents," I often say, "endear Absents." Hares, pheasants,
partridges, snipes, barn-door chicken (those "tame villatic fowl"),
capons, plovers, brawn, barrels of oysters, I dispense as freely as
I receive them. I love to taste them, as it were, upon the tongue
of my friend. But a stop must be put somewhere. One would not, like
Lear, "give every thing." I make my stand upon pig. Methinks it is an
ingratitude to the Giver of all good flavours, to extra-domiciliate,
or send out of the house, slightingly, (under pretext of friendship,
or I know not what) a blessing so particularly adapted, predestined, I
may say, to my individual palate—It argues an insensibility.

I remember a touch of conscience in this kind at school. My good
old aunt, who never parted from me at the end of a holiday without
stuffing a sweet-meat, or some nice thing, into my pocket, had
dismissed me one evening with a smoking plum-cake, fresh from the
oven. In my way to school (it was over London bridge) a grey-headed
old beggar saluted me (I have no doubt at this time of day that he was
a counterfeit). I had no pence to console him with, and in the vanity
of self-denial, and the very coxcombry of charity, school-boy-like,
I made him a present of—the whole cake! I walked on a little,
buoyed up, as one is on such occasions, with a sweet soothing of
self-satisfaction; but before I had got to the end of the bridge,
my better feelings returned, and I burst into tears, thinking how
ungrateful I had been to my good aunt, to go and give her good gift
away to a stranger, that I had never seen before, and who might be a
bad man for aught I knew; and then I thought of the pleasure my aunt
would be taking in thinking that I—I myself, and not another—would
eat her nice cake—and what should I say to her the next time I saw
her—how naughty I was to part with her pretty present—and the odour
of that spicy cake came back upon my recollection, and the pleasure
and the curiosity I had taken in seeing her make it, and her joy
when she sent it to the oven, and how disappointed she would feel
that I had never had a bit of it in my mouth at last—and I blamed
my impertinent spirit of alms-giving, and out-of-place hypocrisy of
goodness, and above all I wished never to see the face again of that
insidious, good-for-nothing, old grey impostor.

Our ancestors were nice in their method of sacrificing these tender
victims. We read of pigs whipt to death with something of a shock,
as we hear of any other obsolete custom. The age of discipline is
gone by, or it would be curious to inquire (in a philosophical light
merely) what effect this process might have towards intenerating and
dulcifying a substance, naturally so mild and dulcet as the flesh
of young, pigs. It looks like refining a violet. Yet we should be
cautious, while we condemn the inhumanity, how we censure the wisdom
of the practice. It might impart a gusto—

I remember an hypothesis, argued upon by the young students, when I
was at St. Omer's, and maintained with much learning and pleasantry on
both sides, "Whether, supposing that the flavour of a pig who obtained
his death by whipping (per flagellationem extremam) superadded a
pleasure upon the palate of a man more intense than any possible
suffering we can conceive in the animal, is man justified in using
that method of putting the animal to death?" I forget the decision.

His sauce should be considered. Decidedly, a few bread crums, done up
with his liver and brains, and a dash of mild sage. But, banish, dear
Mrs. Cook, I beseech you, the whole onion tribe. Barbecue your whole
hogs to your palate, steep them in shalots, stuff them out with
plantations of the rank and guilty garlic; you cannot poison them, or
make them stronger than they are—but consider, he is a weakling—a
flower.



      Text from Project Gutenberg.

    

  
    
      Afterword

      Day Eleven: Tall tales

      Lamb’s friend “M.”, who read him the Chinese manuscript, was real: Thomas Manning, who went out to China and became the first Englishman to reach Lhasa. Twain’s story travelled too. When he found it translated into French, he translated it back into English word for word, to show what the French had done to it.

      None of these tellers finishes. Simon Wheeler is called away mid-sentence, and catches the narrator at the door with Smiley’s “yeller one-eyed cow”. Father William’s son asks four questions and gets three answers and a threat: “Be off, or I’ll kick you down stairs!” Lamb gets as far as the students’ debate on whether a pig may be whipped to death for the flavour, and then: “I forget the decision.”

      And who is fooling whom? The narrator suspects that his friend in the East made up Leonidas W. Smiley just to set Wheeler on him. If so, it’s the trick the stranger plays on Jim Smiley, and it works the same way, with a straight face: Wheeler “never smiled”, and the stranger just doesn’t “see no p’ints about that frog”. Father William, between answers, tries to sell his son some ointment at “one shilling the box”.

    

  
    
      Day Twelve

      Ghosts

      26 minutes

      
        Story
        The Mezzotint
        M. R. James · 18 minutes
        A Cambridge museum curator buys an unremarkable engraving of a country house, and looks at it more than once.
      

      
        Poem
        The Listeners
        Walter de la Mare · 2 minutes
        A traveller knocks at a moonlit door in a forest: 'Is there anybody there?'
      

      
        Essay
        The Spectator No. 110 (The haunted abbey)
        Joseph Addison · 6 minutes
        Mr. Spectator walks at dusk in a ruined abbey on Sir Roger de Coverley's estate, which the servants believe is haunted.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      The Mezzotint

      M. R. James, 1904

      
        Some time ago I believe I had the pleasure of telling you the story of an adventure which happened to a friend of mine by the name of Dennistoun, during his pursuit of objects of art for the museum at Cambridge. 

He did not publish his experiences very widely upon his return to England; but they could not fail to become known to a good many of his friends, and among others to the gentleman who at that time presided over an art museum at another University. It was to be expected that the story should make a considerable impression on the mind of a man whose vocation lay in lines similar to Dennistoun's, and that he should be eager to catch at any explanation of the matter which tended to make it seem improbable that he should ever be called upon to deal with so agitating emergency. It was, indeed, somewhat consoling to him to reflect that he was not expected to acquire ancient MSS. for his institution; that was the business of the Shelburnian Library. The authorities of that institution might, if they pleased, ransack obscure corners of the Continent for such matters. He was glad to be obliged at the moment to confine his attention to enlarging the already unsurpassed collection of English topographical drawings and engravings possessed by his museum. Yet, as it turned out, even a department so homely and familiar as this may have its dark corners and to one of these Mr. Williams was expectedly introduced. 

Those who have taken even the most limited interest in the acquisition of topographical pictures are aware that there is one London dealer whose aid is indispensable to their researches. Mr. J. W. Britnell publishes at short intervals very admirable catalogues of a large and constantly changing stock of, engravings, plans, and old sketches of  mansions, churches, and towns in England and Wales. These catalogues were, of course, the ABC of his subject to Mr. Williams: but as 
his museum already contained an enormous accumulation of topographical pictures, he was a regular, rather than a copious, buyer; and he rather looked to Mr. Britnell to fill up gaps in the rank and file of his collection than to supply him with rarities. 

Now, in February of last year there appeared upon Mr. Williams' desk at the museum a catalogue in Mr. Britnell's emporium, and accompanying it was a typewritten communication from the dealer himself. This latter ran as follows: 

'Dear Sir, 

We beg to call your attention to No. 978 in our accompanying catalogue, which we shall be glad to send on approval. 


'Yours faithfully,

'J. W. Britnell.'

To turn to No. 978 in the accompanying catalogue was with Mr. Williams (as he  served to himself) the work of a moment, in the place indicated he found the following entry; 

'978.—Unknown. Interesting mezzotint: View of a manor-house, early part of the century. 15 by 10 inches; black frame. £2 2s.' 

It was not specially exciting, and the price seemed high. However, as Mr. Britnell, who knew his business and his customer, seemed to set store by it, Mr. Williams wrote a postcard asking for the article to be sent on approval, along with some other engravings and sketches which appeared in the same catalogue. And so he passed without much excitement of anticipation to the ordinary labours of the day.

A parcel of any kind always arrives a day later than you expect it, and that of Mr. Britnell proved, as I believe the right phrase goes, no exception to the rule. It was delivered at the museum by the afternoon post of Saturday, after Mr. Williams had left his work, and it was accordingly brought round his rooms in college by the attendant, in order that he might not have to wait over Sunday before looking through it and returning such of the contents as he did not propose to keep. And here he found it when he came in to tea, with a friend. 

The only item with which I am concerned was the rather large, black-framed mezzotint of which I have already quoted the short description given in Mr. Britnell's catalogue. Some more details of it will have to be given, though I cannot hope to put before you the look of the picture as clearly as it is present to my own eye. Very nearly the exact duplicate of it may be seen in a good many old inn parlours, or in the passages of undisturbed country mansions at the present moment. It was a rather indifferent mezzotint, and an indifferent mezzotint is, perhaps, the worst form of engraving known. It presented a full-face view of a not very large manor-house of the last century, with three rows of plain sashed windows with rusticated masonry about them, a parapet with balls or vases at the angles, and a small portico in the centre. On either side were trees, and in front a considerable expanse of lawn. The legend 'A. W. F. sculpsit' was engraved on the narrow margin; and there was no further inscription. The whole thing gave the impression that it was the work of an amateur. What in the world Mr. Britnell could mean by affixing the price of £2 2s. to such an object was more than Mr. Williams could imagine. He turned it over with a good deal of contempt; upon the back was a paper label, the left-hand half of which had been torn off. All that remained were the ends of two lines of writing: the first had the letters —ngley Hall; the second, —ssex. 

It would, perhaps, be just worth while to identify the place represented, which he could easily do with the help of a gazetteer, and then he would send it back to Mr. Britnell, with some remarks reflecting upon the judgment of that gentleman. 

He lighted the candles, for it was now dark, made the tea, and supplied the friend with whom he had been playing golf (for I believe the authorities of the University I write of indulge in that pursuit by way of relaxation); and tea was taken to the accompaniment of a discussion which golfing persons can imagine for themselves, but which the conscientious writer has no right to inflict upon any non-golfing persons. 

The conclusion arrived at was that certain strokes might have been better, and that in certain emergencies neither player had experienced that amount of luck which a human being has a right to expect. It was now that the friend—let us call him Professor Binks—took up the framed engraving, and said: 

'What's this place, Williams?'

'Just what I am going to try to find out,' said Williams, going to the shelf for a gazetteer. 'Look at the back. Somethingley Hall, either in Sussex or Essex. Half the name's gone, you see. You don't happen to know it, I suppose?' 

'It's from that man Britnell, I suppose, isn't it?' said Binks. 'Is it for the museum? 'Well, I think I should buy it if the price was five shillings,' said Williams; 'but for some unearthly reason he wants two guineas for it. I can't conceive why. It's a wretched engraving, and there aren't even any figures to give it life.' 

'It's not worth two guineas, I should think,' said Binks; 'but I don't think it's so badly done. The moonlight seems rather good to me; and I should have thought there were figures, or at least a figure, just on the edge in front.' 
'Let's look,' said Williams. 'Well, it's true the light is rather cleverly given. Where's your figure? Oh yes! Just the head, in the very front of the picture.' 

And indeed there was—hardly more than a black blot on the extreme edge of the engraving—the head of a man or woman, a good deal muffled up, the back turned to the spectator, and looking towards the house. 

Williams had not noticed it before. 

'Still,' he said, 'though it's a cleverer thing than I thought, I can't spend two guineas of museum money on a picture of a place I don't know.' 

Professor Binks had his work to do, and soon went; and very nearly up to Hall time Williams was engaged in a vain attempt to identify the subject of his picture. 'If the vowel before the ng had only been left, it would have been easy enough,' he thought; 'but as it is, the name may be anything from Guestingley to Langley, and there are many more names ending like this than I thought; and this rotten book has no index of terminations.' 

Hall in Mr. Williams's college was at seven. It need not be dwelt upon; the less so as he met there colleagues who had been playing golf during the afternoon, and words with which we have no concern were freely bandied  across the table—merely golfing words, I would hasten to explain. 

I suppose an hour or more to have been spent in what is called common-room after dinner. Later in the evening some few retired to Williams's room, and I have little doubt that whist was played and tobacco smoked. During a lull in these operations Williams picked up the mezzotint from the table without looking at it, and handed it to a person mildly-interested in art, telling him where it had come from, and the other particulars which we already know. 

The gentleman took it carelessly, looked at it, then said, in a tone of some interest: 

'It's really a very good piece of work, Williams; it has quite a feeling of the romantic period. The light is admirably managed, it seems to me, and the figure, though it's rather too grotesque, is somehow very impressive.'

'Yes, isn't it?' said Williams, who was just then busy giving whisky-and-soda to others of the company, and was unable to come across the room to look at the view again. 

It was by this time rather late in the evening, and the visitors were on the move. After they went Williams was obliged to write a letter or two and clear up some odd bits of work. At last, some time past midnight, he was disposed to turn in, and he put out his lamp after lighting his bedroom candle. The picture lay face upwards on the table where the last man who looked at it had put it, and it caught his eye as he turned the lamp down. What he saw made him very nearly drop the candle on the floor, and he declares now that if he had been left in the dark at that moment he would have had a fit. But, as that did not happen, he was able to put down the light on the table and take a good look at the picture. It was indubitable—rankly impossible, no doubt, but absolutely certain. In the middle of the lawn in front of the unknown house there was a figure where no figure had been at five o'clock that afternoon. It was crawling on all-fours towards the house, and it was muffled in a strange black garment with a white cross on the back. 

I do not know what is the ideal course to pursue in a situation of this kind. I can only tell you what Mr. Williams did. He took the picture by one corner and carried it across the passage to a second set of rooms which he possessed. There he locked it up in a drawer, sported the doors of both sets of rooms, and retired to bed; but first he wrote out and signed an account of the extraordinary change which the picture had undergone since it had come into his possession. 

Sleep visited him rather late; but it was consoling to reflect that the behaviour of the picture did not depend upon his own unsupported testimony. Evidently the man who had looked at it the night before had seen something of the same kind as he had, otherwise he might have been tempted to think that something gravely wrong was happening either to his eyes or his mind. This possibility being fortunately precluded, two matters awaited him on the morrow. He must take stock of the picture very carefully, and call in a witness for the purpose, and he must make a determined effort to ascertain what house it was that was represented. He would therefore ask his neighbour Nisbet to breakfast with him, and he would subsequently spend a morning over the gazetteer. 

Nisbet was disengaged, and arrived about 9.30. His host was not quite dressed, I am sorry to say, even at this late hour. During breakfast nothing was said about the mezzo-tint by Williams, save that he had a picture on which he wished for Nisbet's opinion. But those who are familiar with University life can picture for themselves the wide and delightful range of subjects over which the conversation of two Fellows of Canterbury College is likely to extend during a Sunday morning breakfast. Hardly a topic was left unchallenged, from golf to lawn-tennis. Yet I am bound to say that Williams was rather distraught; for his interest naturally centred in that very strange picture which was now reposing, face downwards, in the drawer in the room opposite. 

The morning pipe was at last lighted, and the moment had arrived for which he looked. With very considerable—almost tremulous—excitement, he ran across, unlocked the drawer, and, extracting the picture—still face downwards—ran back, and put it into Nisbet's hands. 

'Now,' he said, 'Nisbet, I want you to tell me exactly what you see in that picture. Describe it, if you don't mind, rather minutely. I'll tell you why afterwards.' 

'Well,' said Nisbet, 'I have here a view of a country-house—English, I presume—by moonlight.' 

'Moonlight? You're sure of that?' 

'Certainly. The moon appears to be on the wane, if you wish for details, and there are clouds in the sky.' 

'All right. Go on. I'll swear,' added Williams in an aside, 'there was no moon when I saw it first.' 

'Well, there's not much more to be said,' Nisbet continued. 'The house has one—two—three rows of windows, five in each row, except at the bottom, where there's a porch instead of the middle one, and———' 

'But what about figures?' said Williams, with marked interest. 

'There aren't any,' said Nisbet; 'but——' 

'What! No figure on the grass in front?'

'Not a thing.' 

'You'll swear to that?' 


 'Certainly I will. But there's just one other thing.'

'What?'

'Why, one of the windows on the ground-floor—left of the door—is open.' 

'Is it really so? My goodness! he must have got in,' said Williams, with great excitement; and he hurried to the back of the sofa on which Nisbet was sitting, and, catching the picture from him, verified the matter for himself. 

It was quite true. There was no figure, and there was the open window. Williams, after a moment of speechless surprise, went to the writing-table and scribbled for a short time. Then he brought two papers to Nisbet, and asked him first to sign one—it was his own description of the picture, which you have just heard—and then to read the other, which was Williams's statement written the night before. 

'What can it all mean?' said Nisbet. 

'Exactly,' said Williams. 'Well, one thing I must do—or three things, now I think of it. I must find out from Garwood'—this was his last night's visitor—'what he saw, and then I must get the thing photographed before it goes further, and then I must find out what the place is.' 

'I can do the photographing myself,' said Nisbet, 'and I will. But, you know, it looks very much as if we were assisting at the working out of a tragedy somewhere. The question is, Has it happened already, or is it going to come off? You must find out what the place is. Yes,' he said, looking at the picture again, 'I expect you're right: he has got in. And if I don't mistake there'll be the devil to pay in one of the rooms upstairs.' 

'I'll tell you what,' said Williams: 'I'll take the picture across to old Green' (this was the senior Fellow of the College, who had been Bursar for many years). 'It's quite likely he'll know it. We have property in Essex and Sussex, and he must have been over the two counties a lot in his time.' 

'Quite likely he will,' said Nisbet; 'but just let me take my photograph first. But look here, I rather think Green isn't up to-day. He wasn't in Hall last night, and I think I heard him say he was going down for the Sunday.' 

'That's true, too,' said Williams; 'I know he's gone to Brighton. Well, if you'll photograph it now, I'll go across to Garwood and get his statement, and you keep an eye on it while I'm gone. I'm beginning to think two guineas is not a very exorbitant price for it now.' 

In a short time he had returned, and brought Mr. Garwood with him. Garwood's statement was to the effect that the figure, when he had seen it, was clear of the edge of the picture, but had not got far across the lawn. He remembered a white mark on the back of its drapery, but could not have been sure it was a cross. A document to this effect was then drawn up and signed, and Nisbet proceeded to photograph the picture. 

'Now what do you mean to do?' he said. 'Are you going to sit and watch it all day?' 

'Well, no, I think not,' said Williams. 'I rather imagine we're meant to see the whole thing. You see, between the time I saw it last night and this morning there was time for lots of things to happen, but the creature only got into the house. It could easily have got through its business in the time and gone  to its own place again; but the fact of the window being open, I think, must mean that it's in there now. So I feel quite easy about leaving it. And, besides, I have a kind of idea that it wouldn't change much, if at all, in the daytime. We might go out for a walk this afternoon, and come in to tea, or whenever it gets dark. I shall leave it out on the table here, and sport the door. My skip can get in, but no one else.' 

The three agreed that this would be a good plan; and, further, that if they spent the afternoon together they would be less likely to talk about the business to other people; for any rumour of such a transaction as was  going on would bring the whole of the Phasmatological Society about their ears. 

We may give them a respite until five o'clock. 


 At or near that hour the three were entering Williams's staircase. They were at first slightly annoyed to see that the door of his rooms was unsported; but in a moment it was remembered that on Sunday the skips came for orders an hour or so earlier than on weekdays. However, a surprise was awaiting them. The first thing they saw was the picture leaning up against a pile of books on the table, as it had been left, and the next thing was Williams's skip, seated on a chair opposite, gazing at it with undisguised horror. How was this? Mr. Filcher (the name is not my own invention) was a servant of considerable standing, and set the standard of etiquette to all his own college and to several neighbouring ones, and nothing could be more alien to his practice than to be found sitting on his master's chair, or appearing to take any particular notice of his master's furniture or pictures. Indeed, he seemed to feel this himself. He started violently when the three men were in the room, and got up with a marked effort. Then he said: 


 'I ask your pardon, sir, for taking such a freedom as to set down.' 

'Not at all, Robert,' interposed Mr. Williams. 'I was meaning to ask you some time what you thought of that picture.' 

'Well, sir, of course I don't set up my opinion again yours, but it ain't the pictur I  should 'ang where my little girl could see it, sir.' 

'Wouldn't you, Robert? Why not?' 

'No, sir. Why, the pore child, I recollect once she see a Door Bible, with pictures not 'alf what that is, and we 'ad to set up with her three or four nights afterwards, if you'll believe me; and if she was to ketch a sight of this skelinton here, or whatever it is, carrying off the pore baby, she would be in a taking. You know 'ow it is with children; 'ow nervish they git with a little thing and all. But what I should say, it don't seem a right pictur to be laying about, sir, not where anyone that's liable to be startled could come on it. Should you be wanting anything this evening, sir? Thank you, sir.' 

With these words the excellent man went to continue the round of his masters and you may be sure the gentleman whom he left lost no time in gathering round the engraving. There was the house, as before under the waning moon and the drifting clouds The window that had been open was shot, and the figure was once more on the lawn: but not this time crawling cautiously on hands and knees. Now it was erect and stepping  swiftly, with long strides, towards the front of the picture. The moon was behind it, and the black drapery hung down over its face so that only hints of that could be seen, and what was visible made the spectators profoundly thankful that they could see no more than a white dome-like forehead and a few straggling hairs. The head was bent down, and the arms were tightly   clasped over an object which could be dimly seen and identified as a child, whether dead or living it was not possible to say. The legs of the appearance alone could be plainly discerned, and they were horribly thin. 

From five to seven the three companions sat and watched the picture by turns. But it never changed. They agreed at last that it would be safe to leave it, and that they would return after Hall and await further developments. 

When they assembled again, at the earliest possible moment, the engraving was there, but the figure was gone, and the house was quiet under the moonbeams. There was nothing for it but to spend the evening over gazetteers and guide-books. Williams was the lucky one at last, and perhaps he deserved it. At 11.80 p.m. he read from Murray's Guide to Essex the following lines: 

'16½ miles, Anningley. The church has been an interesting building of Norman date, but was extensively classicized in the last century. It contains the tomb of the family of Francis, whose mansion, Anningley Hall, a solid Queen Anne house, stands immediately beyond the churchyard in a park of about 80 acres. The family is now extinct, the last heir having disappeared mysteriously in infancy in the year 1802. The father, Mr. Arthur Francis, was locally known as a talented amateur engraver in mezzotint. After his son's disappearance he lived in complete retirement at the Hall, and was found dead in his studio on the third anniversary of the disaster, having just completed an engraving of the house, impressions of which are of considerable rarity.' 

This looked like business, and, indeed, Mr. Green on his return at once identified the house as Anningley Hall. 

'Is there any kind of explanation of the figure. Green?' was the question which Williams naturally asked. 

'I don't know, I'm sure, Williams. What used to be said in the place when I first knew it, which was before I came up here, was just this: old Francis was always very much down on these poaching fellows, and whenever he got a chance he used to get a man whom he suspected of it turned off the estate, and by degrees he got rid of them all but one. Squires could do a lot of things then that they daren't think of now. Well, this man that was left was what you find pretty often in that country—the last remains of a very old family. I believe they were Lords of the Manor at one time. I recollect just the same thing in my own parish.' 

'What, like the man in Tess o' the Durbervilles?' Williams put in. 

'Yes, I dare say; it's not a book I could ever read myself. But this fellow could show a row of tombs in the church there that belonged to his ancestors, and all that went to sour him a bit; but Francis, they said, could never get at him—he always kept just on the right side of the law—until one night the keepers found him at it in a wood right at the end of the estate. I could show you the place now; it marches with some land that used to belong to an uncle of mine. And you can imagine there was a row; and this man Gawdy (that was the name, to be sure—Gawdy; I thought I should get it—Gawdy), he was unlucky enough, poor chap! to shoot a keeper. Well, that was what Francis wanted, and grand juries—you know what they would have been then—and poor Gawdy was strung up in double-quick time; and I've been shown the place he was buried in, on the north side of the church—you know the way in that part of the world: anyone that's been hanged or made away with themselves, they bury them that side. And the idea that there was some friend of Gawdy's—not a relation, because he had none, poor devil! he was the last of his line: kind of spes ultima gentis—must have planned to get hold of Francis's boy and put an end to his line, too. I don't know—it's rather an out-of-the-way thing for an Essex poacher to think of—but, you know, I should say now it looks more as if old Gawdy had managed the job himself. Booh! I hate to think of it! have some whisky, Williams!' 

The facts were communicated by Williams to Dennistoun, and by him to a mixed company, of which I was one, and the Sadducean Professor of Ophiology another. I am sorry to say that the latter, when asked what he thought of it, only remarked: 'Oh, those Bridgeford people will say anything'—a sentiment which met with the reception it deserved I have only to add that the picture is now in the Ashleian Museum; that it has been treated with a view to discovering whether sympathetic ink has been used in it, but without effect; that Mr. Britnell knew nothing of it save that he was sure it was uncommon; and that, though carefully watched, it has never been known to change again. 






      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Poem

      The Listeners

      Walter de la Mare, 1912

      
        
'Is there anybody there?' said the Traveller,

   Knocking on the moonlit door;

And his horse in the silence champed the grasses

   Of the forest's ferny floor:

And a bird flew up out of the turret,

   Above the Traveller's head

And he smote upon the door again a second time;

   'Is there anybody there?' he said.

But no one descended to the Traveller;

   No head from the leaf-fringed sill

Leaned over and looked into his grey eyes,

   Where he stood perplexed and still.

But only a host of phantom listeners

   That dwelt in the lone house then

Stood listening in the quiet of the moonlight

   To that voice from the world of men:

Stood thronging the faint moonbeams on the dark stair,

   That goes down to the empty hall,

Hearkening in an air stirred and shaken

   By the lonely Traveller's call.

And he felt in his heart their strangeness,

   Their stillness answering his cry,

While his horse moved, cropping the dark turf,

   'Neath the starred and leafy sky;

For he suddenly smote on the door, even

   Louder, and lifted his head:-

'Tell them I came, and no one answered,

   That I kept my word,' he said.

Never the least stir made the listeners,

   Though every word he spake

Fell echoing through the shadowiness of the still house

   From the one man left awake:

Ay, they heard his foot upon the stirrup,

   And the sound of iron on stone,

And how the silence surged softly backward,

   When the plunging hoofs were gone.








      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Essay

      The Spectator No. 110 (The haunted abbey)

      Joseph Addison, 1711

      Sir Roger de Coverley is the old country squire of the Spectator's club, and Mr. Spectator is staying at his house in the country.

      






































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































At a little distance from Sir Roger's House, among the Ruins of an old
Abby, there is a long Walk of aged Elms; which are shot up so very high,
that when one passes under them, the Rooks and Crows that rest upon the
Tops of them seem to be cawing in another Region. I am very much
delighted with this sort of Noise, which I consider as a kind of natural
Prayer to that Being who supplies the Wants of his whole Creation, and
who, in the beautiful Language of the Psalms, feedeth the young
Ravens that call upon him. I like this Retirement the better,
because of an ill Report it lies under of being haunted; for which
Reason (as I have been told in the Family) no living Creature ever walks
in it besides the Chaplain. My good Friend the Butler desired me with a
very grave Face not to venture my self in it after Sun-set, for that one
of the Footmen had been almost frighted out of his Wits by a Spirit that
appear'd to him in the Shape of a black Horse without an Head; to which
he added, that about a Month ago one of the Maids coming home late that
way with a Pail of Milk upon her Head, heard such a Rustling among the
Bushes that she let it fall.



I was taking a Walk in this Place last Night between the Hours of Nine
and Ten, and could not but fancy it one of the most proper Scenes in the
World for a Ghost to appear in. The Ruins of the Abby are scattered up
and down on every Side, and half covered with Ivy and Elder-Bushes, the
Harbours of several solitary Birds which seldom make their Appearance
till the Dusk of the Evening. The Place was formerly a Churchyard, and
has still several Marks in it of Graves and Burying-Places. There is
such an Eccho among the old Ruins and Vaults, that if you stamp but a
little louder than ordinary, you hear the Sound repeated. At the same
time the Walk of Elms, with the Croaking of the Ravens which from time
to time are heard from the Tops of them, looks exceeding solemn and
venerable. These Objects naturally raise Seriousness and Attention; and
when Night heightens the Awfulness of the Place, and pours out her
supernumerary Horrors upon every thing in it, I do not at all wonder
that weak Minds fill it with Spectres and Apparitions.



Mr. Locke, in his Chapter of the Association of Ideas, has very curious
Remarks to shew how by the Prejudice of Education one Idea often
introduces into the Mind a whole Set that bear no Resemblance to one
another in the Nature of things. Among several Examples of this Kind, he
produces the following Instance. The Ideas of Goblins and Sprights have
really no more to do with Darkness than Light: Yet let but a foolish
Maid inculcate these often on the Mind of a Child, and raise them there
together, possibly he shall never be able to separate them again so long
as he lives; but Darkness shall ever afterwards bring with it those
frightful Ideas, and they shall be so joined, that he can no more bear
the one than the other.



As I was walking in this Solitude, where the Dusk of the Evening
conspired with so many other Occasions of Terrour, I observed a Cow
grazing not far from me, which an Imagination that is apt to startle,
might easily have construed into a black Horse without an Head: And I
dare say the poor Footman lost his Wits upon some such trivial Occasion.



My Friend Sir Roger has often told me with a great deal of Mirth, that
at his first coming to his Estate he found three Parts of his House
altogether useless; that the best Room in it had the Reputation of being
haunted, and by that means was locked up; that Noises had been heard in
his long Gallery, so that he could not get a Servant to enter it after
eight a Clock at Night; that the Door of one of his Chambers was nailed
up, because there went a Story in the Family that a Butler had formerly
hang'd himself in it; and that his Mother, who lived to a great Age, had
shut up half the Rooms in the House, in which either her Husband, a Son,
or Daughter had died. The Knight seeing his Habitation reduced to
so small a Compass, and himself in a manner shut out of his own House,
upon the Death of his Mother ordered all the Apartments to be
flung open, and exorcised by his Chaplain, who lay in every Room one
after another, and by that Means dissipated the Fears which had so long
reigned in the Family.



I should not have been thus particular upon these ridiculous Horrours,
did I not find them so very much prevail in all Parts of the Country. At
the same time I think a Person who is thus terrify'd with the
Imagination of Ghosts and Spectres much more reasonable than one who,
contrary to the Reports of all Historians sacred and prophane, ancient
and modern, and to the Traditions of all Nations, thinks the Appearance
of Spirits fabulous and groundless: Could not I give myself up to this
general Testimony of Mankind, I should to the Relations of particular
Persons who are now living, and whom I cannot distrust in other Matters
of Fact. I might here add, that not only the Historians, to whom we may
join the Poets, but likewise the Philosophers of Antiquity have favoured
this Opinion. Lucretius himself, though by the Course of his
Philosophy he was obliged to maintain that the Soul did not exist
separate from the Body, makes no Doubt of the Reality of Apparitions,
and that Men have often appeared after their Death. This I think very
remarkable; he was so pressed with the Matter of Fact which he could not
have the Confidence to deny, that he was forced to account for it by one
of the most absurd unphilosophical Notions that was ever started. He
tells us, That the Surfaces of all Bodies are perpetually flying off
from their respective Bodies, one after another; and that these Surfaces
or thin Cases that included each other whilst they were joined in the
Body like the Coats of an Onion, are sometimes seen entire when they are
separated from it; by which means we often behold the Shapes and Shadows
of Persons who are either dead or absent.



I shall dismiss this Paper with a Story out of Josephus, not so much
for the sake of the Story it self as for the moral Reflections with
which the Author concludes it, and which I shall here set down in his
own Words.



  'Glaphyra the Daughter of King Archelaus, after the Death of her
  two first Husbands (being married to a third, who was Brother to her
  first Husband, and so passionately in love with her that he turned off
  his former Wife to make room for this Marriage) had a very odd kind of
  Dream. She fancied that she saw her first Husband coming towards her,
  and that she embraced him with great Tenderness; when in the midst of
  the Pleasure which she expressed at the Sight of him, he reproached
  her after the following manner: Glaphyra, says he, thou hast made
  good the old Saying, That Women are not to be trusted. Was not I the
  Husband of thy Virginity? Have I not Children by thee? How couldst
  thou forget our Loves so far as to enter into a second Marriage, and
  after that into a third, nay to take for thy Husband a Man who has so
  shamelessly crept into the Bed of his Brother? However, for the sake
  of our passed Loves, I shall free thee from thy present Reproach, and
  make thee mine for ever. Glaphyra told this Dream to several Women
  of her Acquaintance, and died soon after. I thought this Story
  might not be impertinent in this Place, wherein I speak of those
  Kings: Besides that, the Example deserves to be taken notice of as it
  contains a most certain Proof of the Immortality of the Soul, and of
  Divine Providence. If any Man thinks these Facts incredible, let him
  enjoy his own Opinion to himself, but let him not endeavour to disturb
  the Belief of others, who by Instances of this Nature are excited to
  the Study of Virtue.' 


L.


























































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































			






































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































      Text from Project Gutenberg.

    

  
    
      Afterword

      Day Twelve: Ghosts

      M. R. James was a Williams himself. He was director of the Fitzwilliam Museum in Cambridge, and wrote his stories to read aloud to friends at Christmas. His Williams knows what a ghost story needs: witnesses. Before he goes to bed he writes out and signs an account of the picture, and next day he has Nisbet and Garwood sign theirs.

      Addison rests his belief on the same thing, “this general Testimony of Mankind”, and on living people “whom I cannot distrust in other Matters of Fact”. The professor at the end who says “those Bridgeford people will say anything” is just the man Addison is scolding. Yet Addison, for all his reasoning, also wrote a comedy about a haunted house, The Drummer, whose ghost turns out to be a living man in disguise.

      De la Mare’s Traveller wants a witness too: “Tell them I came, and no one answered, / That I kept my word”. But who are “them”, what word had he given, and will the listeners pass it on? Here the living man is the strange one, “that voice from the world of men”, and the ghosts are the audience. Williams suspects something like it of his picture: “I rather imagine we’re meant to see the whole thing.”

    

  
    
      Day Thirteen

      The Civil War

      19 minutes

      
        Story
        An Occurrence at Owl Creek Bridge
        Ambrose Bierce · 15 minutes
        A Confederate planter stands on a railway bridge in northern Alabama with a noose round his neck, and Union soldiers waiting for the order.
      

      
        Poem
        Beat! Beat! Drums!
        Walt Whitman · 2 minutes
        Whitman's poem from the first months of the American Civil War, when the drums sounded in every street.
      

      
        Essay
        Second Inaugural Address
        Abraham Lincoln · 3 minutes
        Seven hundred words, given as the Civil War was ending, which Lincoln thought the best thing he had written: "With malice toward none, with charity for all".
      

    

  
    
      Story

      An Occurrence at Owl Creek Bridge

      Ambrose Bierce, 1890

      Ambrose Bierce fought for the Union in the American Civil War. The story is set in northern Alabama during the war, where Union troops held the railroad.

      
        


AN OCCURRENCE AT OWL CREEK BRIDGE
I




A man stood upon a railroad bridge in northern Alabama, looking down into the swift water twenty feet below. The man's hands were behind his back, the wrists bound with a cord. A rope closely encircled his neck. It was attached to a stout cross-timber above his head and the slack fell to the level of his knees. Some loose boards laid upon the sleepers supporting the metals of the railway supplied a footing for him and his executioners—two private soldiers of the Federal army, directed by a sergeant who in civil life may have been a deputy sheriff. At a short remove upon the same temporary platform was an officer in the uniform of his rank, armed. He was a captain. A sentinel at each end of the bridge stood with his rifle in the position known as "support," that is to say, vertical in front of the left shoulder, the hammer resting on the forearm thrown straight across the chest—a formal and unnatural position, enforcing an erect carriage of the body. It did not appear to be the duty of these two men to know what was occurring at the centre of the bridge; they merely blockaded the two ends of the foot planking that traversed it.

Beyond one of the sentinels nobody was in sight; the railroad ran straight away into a forest for a hundred yards, then, curving, was lost to view. Doubtless there was an outpost farther along. The other bank of the stream was open ground—a gentle acclivity topped with a stockade of vertical tree trunks, loop-holed for rifles, with a single embrasure through which protruded the muzzle of a brass cannon commanding the bridge. Midway of the slope between bridge and fort were the spectators—a single company of infantry in line, at "parade rest," the butts of the rifles on the ground, the barrels inclining slightly backward against the right shoulder, the hands crossed upon the stock. A lieutenant stood at the right of the line, the point of his sword upon the ground, his left hand resting upon his right. Excepting the group of four at the centre of the bridge, not a man moved. The company faced the bridge, staring stonily, motionless. The sentinels, facing the banks of the stream, might have been statues to adorn the bridge. The captain stood with folded arms, silent, observing the work of his subordinates, but making no sign. Death is a dignitary who when he comes announced is to be received with formal manifestations of respect, even by those most familiar with him. In the code of military etiquette silence and fixity are forms of deference.

The man who was engaged in being hanged was apparently about thirty-five years of age. He was a civilian, if one might judge from his habit, which was that of a planter. His features were good—a straight nose, firm mouth, broad forehead, from which his long, dark hair was combed straight back, falling behind his ears to the collar of his well-fitting frock-coat. He wore a mustache and pointed beard, but no whiskers; his eyes were large and dark gray, and had a kindly expression which one would hardly have expected in one whose neck was in the hemp. Evidently this was no vulgar assassin. The liberal military code makes provision for hanging many kinds of persons, and gentlemen are not excluded.

The preparations being complete, the two private soldiers stepped aside and each drew away the plank upon which he had been standing. The sergeant turned to the captain, saluted and placed himself immediately behind that officer, who in turn moved apart one pace. These movements left the condemned man and the sergeant standing on the two ends of the same plank, which spanned three of the cross-ties of the bridge. The end upon which the civilian stood almost, but not quite, reached a fourth. This plank had been held in place by the weight of the captain; it was now held by that of the sergeant. At a signal from the former the latter would step aside, the plank would tilt and the condemned man go down between two ties. The arrangement commended itself to his judgment as simple and effective. His face had not been covered nor his eyes bandaged. He looked a moment at his "unsteadfast footing," then let his gaze wander to the swirling water of the stream racing madly beneath his feet. A piece of dancing driftwood caught his attention and his eyes followed it down the current. How slowly it appeared to move! What a sluggish stream!

He closed his eyes in order to fix his last thoughts upon his wife and children. The water, touched to gold by the early sun, the brooding mists under the banks at some  distance down the stream, the fort, the soldiers, the piece of drift—all had distracted him. And now he became conscious of a new disturbance. Striking through the thought of his dear ones was a sound which he could neither ignore nor understand, a sharp, distinct, metallic percussion like the stroke of a blacksmith's hammer upon the anvil; it had the same ringing quality. He wondered what it was, and whether immeasurably distant or near by—it seemed both. Its recurrence was regular, but as slow as the tolling of a death knell. He awaited each stroke with impatience and he knew not why—apprehension. The intervals of silence grew progressively longer; the delays became maddening. With their greater infrequency the sounds increased in strength and sharpness. They hurt his ear like the thrust of a knife; he feared he would shriek. What he heard was the ticking of his watch.

He unclosed his eyes and saw again the water below him. "If I could free my hands," he thought, "I might throw off the noose and spring into the stream. By diving I could evade the bullets and, swimming vigorously, reach the bank, take to the woods and get away home. My home, thank God, is as yet outside their lines; my wife and little ones are still beyond the invader's farthest advance."

As these thoughts, which have here to be set down in words, were flashed into the doomed man's brain rather than evolved from it the captain nodded to the sergeant. The sergeant stepped aside.



II




Peyton Farquhar was a well-to-do planter, of an old and highly respected Alabama family. Being a slave owner and like other slave owners a politician he was naturally an original secessionist and ardently devoted to the Southern cause. Circumstances of an imperious nature, which it is unnecessary to relate here, had prevented him from taking service with the gallant army that had fought the disastrous campaigns ending with the fall of Corinth, and he chafed under the inglorious restraint, longing for the release of his energies, the larger life of the soldier, the opportunity for distinction. That opportunity, he felt, would come, as it comes to all in war time. Meanwhile he did what he could. No service was too humble for him to perform in aid of the South, no adventure too perilous for him to undertake if consistent with the character of a civilian who was at heart a soldier, and who in good faith and without too much qualification assented to at least a part of the frankly villainous dictum that all is fair in love and war.

One evening while Farquhar and his wife were sitting on a rustic bench near the entrance to his grounds, a gray-clad soldier rode up to the gate and asked for a drink of water. Mrs. Farquhar was only too happy to serve him with her own white hands. While she was fetching the water her husband approached the dusty horseman and inquired eagerly for news from the front.

"The Yanks are repairing the railroads," said the man, "and are getting ready for another advance. They have reached the Owl Creek bridge, put it in order and built a stockade on the north bank. The commandant has issued an order, which is posted everywhere, declaring that any civilian caught interfering with the railroad, its bridges, tunnels or trains will be summarily hanged. I saw the order."

"How far is it to the Owl Creek bridge?" Farquhar asked.

"About thirty miles."

"Is there no force on this side the creek?"

"Only a picket post half a mile out, on the railroad, and a single sentinel at this end of the bridge."

"Suppose a man a civilian and student of hanging should elude the picket post and perhaps get the better of the sentinel," said Farquhar, smiling, "what could he accomplish?"

The soldier reflected. "I was there a month ago," he replied. "I observed that the flood of last winter had lodged a great quantity of driftwood against the wooden pier at this end of the bridge. It is now dry and would burn like tow."

The lady had now brought the water, which the soldier drank. He thanked her ceremoniously, bowed to her husband and rode away. An hour later, after nightfall, he repassed the plantation, going northward in the direction from which he had come. He was a Federal scout.



III




As Peyton Farquhar fell straight downward through the bridge he lost consciousness and was as one already dead. From this state he was awakened—ages later, it seemed to him—by the pain of a sharp pressure upon his throat, followed by a sense of suffocation. Keen, poignant agonies seemed to shoot from his neck downward through every fibre of his body and limbs. These pains appeared to flash along well-defined lines of ramification and to beat with an inconceivably rapid periodicity. They seemed like streams of pulsating fire heating him to an intolerable temperature. As to his head, he was conscious of nothing but a feeling of fulness—of congestion. These sensations were unaccompanied by thought. The intellectual part of his nature was already effaced; he had power only to feel, and feeling was torment. He was conscious of motion. Encompassed in a luminous cloud, of which he was now merely the fiery heart, without material substance, he swung through unthinkable arcs of oscillation, like a vast pendulum. Then all at once, with terrible suddenness, the light about him shot upward with the noise of a loud plash; a frightful roaring was in his ears, and all was cold and dark. The power of thought was restored; he knew that the rope had broken and he had fallen into the stream. There was no additional strangulation; the noose about his neck was already suffocating him and kept the water from his lungs. To die of hanging at the bottom of a river!—the idea seemed to him ludicrous. He opened his eyes in the darkness and saw above him a gleam of light, but how distant, how inaccessible! He was still sinking, for the light became fainter and fainter until it was a mere glimmer. Then it began to grow and brighten, and he knew that he was rising toward the surface—knew it with reluctance, for he was now very comfortable. "To be hanged and drowned," he thought, "that is not so bad; but I do not wish to be shot. No; I will not be shot; that is not fair."

He was not conscious of an effort, but a sharp pain in his wrist apprised him that he was trying to free his hands. He gave the struggle his attention, as an idler might observe the feat of a juggler, without interest in the outcome. What splendid effort!—what magnificent, what superhuman strength! Ah, that was a fine endeavor! Bravo! The cord fell away; his arms parted and floated upward, the hands dimly seen on each side in the growing light. He watched them with a new interest as first one and then the other pounced upon the noose at his neck. They tore it away and thrust it fiercely aside, its undulations resembling those of a water-snake. "Put it back, put it back!" He thought he shouted these words to his hands, for the undoing of the noose had been succeeded by the direst pang that he had yet experienced. His neck ached horribly; his brain was on fire; his heart, which had been fluttering faintly, gave a great leap, trying to force itself out at his mouth. His whole body was racked and wrenched with an insupportable anguish! But his disobedient hands gave no heed to the command. They beat the water vigorously with quick, downward strokes, forcing him to the surface. He felt his head emerge; his eyes were blinded by the sunlight; his chest expanded convulsively, and with a supreme and crowning agony his lungs engulfed a great draught of air, which instantly he expelled in a shriek!

He was now in full possession of his physical senses. They were, indeed, preternaturally keen and alert. Something in the awful disturbance of his organic system had so exalted and refined them that they made record of things never before perceived. He felt the ripples upon his face and heard their separate sounds as they struck. He looked at the forest on the bank of the stream, saw the individual trees, the leaves and the veining of each leaf—saw the very insects upon them: the locusts, the brilliant-bodied flies, the gray spiders stretching their webs from twig to twig. He noted the prismatic colors in all the dewdrops upon a million blades of grass. The humming of the gnats that danced above the eddies of the stream, the beating of the dragon-flies' wings, the strokes of the water-spiders' legs, like oars which had lifted their boat—all these made audible music. A fish slid along beneath his eyes and he heard the rush of its body parting the water.

He had come to the surface facing down the stream; in a moment the visible world seemed to wheel slowly round, himself the pivotal point, and he saw the bridge, the fort, the soldiers upon the bridge, the captain, the sergeant, the two privates, his executioners. They were in silhouette against the blue sky. They shouted and gesticulated, pointing at him. The captain had drawn his pistol, but did not fire; the others were unarmed. Their movements were grotesque and horrible, their forms gigantic.

Suddenly he heard a sharp report and something struck the water smartly within a few inches of his head, spattering his face with spray. He heard a second report, and saw one of the sentinels with his rifle at his shoulder, a light cloud of blue smoke rising from the muzzle. The man in the water saw the eye of the man on the bridge gazing into his own through the sights of the rifle. He observed that it was a gray eye and remembered having read that gray eyes were keenest, and that all famous markmen had them. Nevertheless, this one had missed.

A counter-swirl had caught Farquhar and turned him half round; he was again looking into the forest on the bank opposite the fort. The sound of a clear, high voice in a monotonous singsong now rang out behind him and came across the water with a distinctness that pierced and subdued all other sounds, even the beating of the ripples in his ears. Although no soldier, he had frequented camps enough to know the dread significance of that deliberate, drawling, aspirated chant; the lieutenant on shore was taking a part in the morning's work. How coldly and pitilessly—with what an even, calm intonation, presaging, and enforcing tranquillity in the men—with what accurately measured intervals fell those cruel words:

"Attention, company! . . . Shoulder arms! . . . Ready! . . . Aim! . . . Fire!"

Farquhar dived—dived as deeply as he could. The water roared in his ears like the voice of Niagara, yet he heard the dulled thunder of the volley and, rising again toward the surface, met shining bits of metal, singularly flattened, oscillating slowly downward. Some of them touched him on the face and hands, then fell away, continuing their descent. One lodged between his collar and neck; it was uncomfortably warm and he snatched it out.

As he rose to the surface, gasping for breath, he saw that he had been a long time under water; he was perceptibly farther down stream—nearer to safety. The soldiers had almost finished reloading; the metal ramrods flashed all at once in the sunshine as they were drawn from the barrels, turned in the air, and thrust into their sockets. The two sentinels fired again, independently and ineffectually.

The hunted man saw all this over his shoulder; he was now swimming vigorously with the current. His brain was as energetic as his arms and legs; he thought with the rapidity of lightning.

"The officer," he reasoned, "will not make that martinet's error a second time. It is as easy to dodge a volley as a single shot. He has probably already given the command to fire at will. God help me, I cannot dodge them all!"

An appalling plash within two yards of him was followed by a loud, rushing sound, diminuendo, which seemed to travel back through the air to the fort and died in an explosion which stirred the very river to its deeps! A rising sheet of water curved over him, fell down upon him, blinded him, strangled him! The cannon had taken a hand in the game. As he shook his head free from the commotion of the smitten water he heard the deflected shot humming through the air ahead, and in an instant it was cracking and smashing the branches in the forest beyond.

"They will not do that again," he thought; "the next time they will use a charge of grape. I must keep my eye upon the gun; the smoke will apprise me—the report arrives too late; it lags behind the missile. That is a good gun."

Suddenly he felt himself whirled round and round—spinning like a top. The water, the banks, the forests, the now distant bridge, fort and men—all were commingled and blurred. Objects were represented by their colors only; circular horizontal streaks of color—that was all he saw. He had been caught in a vortex and was being whirled on with a velocity of advance and gyration that made him giddy and sick. In a few moments he was flung upon the gravel at the foot of the left bank of the stream—the southern bank—and behind a projecting point which concealed him from his enemies. The sudden arrest of his motion, the abrasion of one of his hands on the gravel, restored him, and he wept with delight. He dug his fingers into the sand, threw it over himself in handfuls and audibly blessed it. It looked like diamonds, rubies, emeralds; he could think of nothing beautiful which it did not resemble. The trees upon the bank were giant garden plants; he noted a definite order in their arrangement, inhaled the fragrance of their blooms. A strange, roseate light shone through the spaces among their trunks and the wind made in their branches the music of aeolian harps. He had no wish to perfect his escape—was content to remain in that enchanting spot until re-taken.

A whiz and rattle of grapeshot among the branches high above his head roused him from his dream. The baffled cannoneer had fired him a random farewell. He sprang to his feet, rushed up the sloping bank, and plunged into the forest.

All that day he traveled, laying his course by the rounding sun. The forest seemed interminable; nowhere did he discover a break in it, not even a woodman's road. He had not known that he lived in so wild a region. There was something uncanny in the revelation.

By nightfall he was fatigued, footsore, famishing. The thought of his wife and children urged him on. At last he found a road which led him in what he knew to be the right direction. It was as wide and straight as a city street, yet it seemed untraveled. No fields bordered it, no dwelling anywhere. Not so much as the barking of a dog suggested human habitation. The black bodies of the trees formed a straight wall on both sides, terminating on the horizon in a point, like a diagram in a lesson in perspective. Overhead, as he looked up through this rift in the wood, shone great golden stars looking unfamiliar and grouped in strange constellations. He was sure they were arranged in some order which had a secret and malign significance. The wood on either side was full of singular noises, among which—once, twice, and again—he distinctly heard whispers in an unknown tongue.

His neck was in pain and lifting his hand to it he found it horribly swollen. He knew that it had a circle of black where the rope had bruised it. His eyes felt congested; he could no longer close them. His tongue was swollen with thirst; he relieved its fever by thrusting it forward from between his teeth into the cold air. How softly the turf had carpeted the untraveled avenue—he could no longer feel the roadway beneath his feet!

Doubtless, despite his suffering, he had fallen asleep while walking, for now he sees another scene—perhaps he has merely recovered from a delirium. He stands at the gate of his own home. All is as he left it, and all bright and beautiful in the morning sunshine. He must have traveled the entire night. As he pushes open the gate and passes up the wide white walk, he sees a flutter of female garments; his wife, looking fresh and cool and sweet, steps down from the veranda to meet him. At the bottom of the steps she stands waiting, with a smile of ineffable joy, an attitude of matchless grace and dignity. Ah, how beautiful she is! He springs forward with extended arms. As he is about to clasp her he feels a stunning blow upon the back of the neck; a blinding white light blazes all about him with a sound like the shock of a cannon—then all is darkness and silence!

Peyton Farquhar was dead; his body, with a broken neck, swung gently from side to side beneath the timbers of the Owl Creek bridge.






      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Poem

      Beat! Beat! Drums!

      Walt Whitman, 1861

      
        

BEAT! BEAT! DRUMS!

Beat! beat! drums!—blow! bugles! blow!
Through the windows—through doors—burst like a ruthless force,
Into the solemn church, and scatter the congregation,
Into the school where the scholar is studying;
Leave not the bridegroom quiet—no happiness must he have now with his bride,
Nor the peaceful farmer any peace, ploughing his field or gathering his grain,
So fierce you whirr and pound you drums—so shrill you bugles blow.


Beat! beat! drums!—blow! bugles! blow!
Over the traffic of cities—over the rumble of wheels in the streets;
Are beds prepared for sleepers at night in the houses? no sleepers must sleep in those beds,
No bargainers' bargains by day—no brokers or speculators—would they continue?
Would the talkers be talking? would the singer attempt to sing?
Would the lawyer rise in the court to state his case before the judge?
Then rattle quicker, heavier drums—you bugles wilder blow.


Beat! beat! drums!—blow! bugles! blow!
Make no parley—stop for no expostulation,
Mind not the timid—mind not the weeper or prayer,
Mind not the old man beseeching the young man,
Let not the child's voice be heard, nor the mother's entreaties,
Make even the trestles to shake the dead where they lie awaiting the hearses,
So strong you thump O terrible drums—so loud you bugles blow.
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      Essay

      Second Inaugural Address

      Abraham Lincoln, 1865

      The American Civil War began in 1861, when eleven Southern slave states left the Union and Lincoln, as President, refused to let them go. By March 1865, when he was sworn in for a second term, the North was close to winning, and more than half a million soldiers had died.

      
        Fellow-countrymen: At this second appearing to take the oath of the presidential office, there is less occasion for an extended address than there was at the first. Then a statement, somewhat in detail, of a course to be pursued, seemed fitting and proper. Now, at the expiration of four years, during which public declarations have been constantly called forth on every point and phase of the great contest which still absorbs the attention and engrosses the energies of the nation, little that is new could be presented. The progress of our arms, upon which all else chiefly depends, is as well known to the public as to myself; and it is, I trust, reasonably satisfactory and encouraging to all. With high hope for the future, no prediction in regard to it is ventured. 

On the occasion corresponding to this four years ago, all thoughts were anxiously directed to an impending civil war. All dreaded it—all sought to avert it. While the inaugural address was being delivered from this place, devoted altogether to saving the Union without war, insurgent agents were in the city seeking to destroy it without war—seeking to dissolve the Union, and divide effects, by negotiation. Both parties deprecated war; but one of them would make war rather than let the nation survive; and the other would accept war rather than let it perish. And the war came. 

One-eighth of the whole population were colored slaves, not distributed generally over the Union, but localized in the Southern part of it. These slaves constituted a peculiar and powerful interest. All knew that this interest was, somehow, the cause of the war. To strengthen, perpetuate, and extend this interest was the object for which the insurgents would rend the Union, even by war; while the government claimed no right to do more than to restrict the territorial enlargement of it. 

Neither party expected for the war the magnitude or the duration which it has already attained. Neither anticipated that the cause of the conflict might cease with, or even before, the conflict itself should cease. Each looked for an easier triumph, and a result less fundamental and astounding. Both read the same Bible, and pray to the same God; and each invokes his aid against the other. It may seem strange that any men should dare to ask a just God's assistance in wringing their bread from the sweat of other men's faces; but let us judge not, that we be not judged. The prayers of both could not be answered—that of neither has been answered fully. 

The Almighty has his own purposes. "Woe unto the world because of offenses! for it must needs be that offenses come; but woe to that man by whom the offense cometh." If we shall suppose that American slavery is one of those offenses which, in the providence of God, must needs come, but which, having continued through his appointed time, he now wills to remove, and that he gives to both North and South this terrible war, as the woe due to those by whom the offense came, shall we discern therein any departure from those divine attributes which the believers in a living God always ascribe to him? Fondly do we hope—fervently do we pray—that this mighty scourge of war may speedily pass away. Yet, if God wills that it continue until all the wealth piled by the bondman's two hundred and fifty years of unrequited toil shall be sunk, and until every drop of blood drawn with the lash shall be paid by another drawn with the sword, as was said three thousand years ago, so still it must be said, "The judgments of the Lord are true and righteous altogether." 

With malice toward none; with charity for all; with firmness in the right, as God gives us to see the right, let us strive on to finish the work we are in; to bind up the nation's wounds; to care for him who shall have borne the battle, and for his widow, and his orphan—to do all which may achieve and cherish a just and lasting peace among ourselves, and with all nations.
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      Afterword

      Day Thirteen: The Civil War

      Frederick Douglass heard the Second Inaugural, and that evening told Lincoln it was “a sacred effort”. Six weeks later Lincoln was shot. It is the speech of a man looking back on a war that went further than anyone meant: “Neither party expected for the war the magnitude or the duration which it has already attained.” Whitman’s drums are from 1861, when the war was a summons that would “Make no parley” and “Mind not the old man beseeching the young man”. Peyton Farquhar is that summons in a man. He longs for “the larger life of the soldier, the opportunity for distinction.”

      Lincoln asks his hearers to “judge not”. Bierce seems to agree. He gives a slave owner kindly eyes, a loving wife and the most beautiful dream in the story. But he gives him a trap too. Farquhar “assented to at least a part of the frankly villainous dictum that all is fair in love and war”, and the grey-clad soldier who stopped at his gate for water was a Federal scout. Is the story’s charity real, or its last joke?

    

  
    
      Day Fourteen

      Empire

      A longer day, 52 minutes

      
        Story
        An Outpost of Progress
        Joseph Conrad · 38 minutes
        Conrad's own favourite of his stories, and the rehearsal for Heart of Darkness.
      

      
        Poem
        Ozymandias
        Percy Bysshe Shelley · 1 minute
        The poem about the fate of empires.
      

      
        Essay
        Shooting an Elephant
        George Orwell · 13 minutes
        The essay about empire, from a policeman who hated the job and did it anyway.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      An Outpost of Progress

      Joseph Conrad, 1897

      This story uses the racial slurs of its time.

      




      There were two white men in charge of the trading station. Kayerts, the
      chief, was short and fat; Carlier, the assistant, was tall, with a large
      head and a very broad trunk perched upon a long pair of thin legs. The
      third man on the staff was a Sierra Leone nigger, who maintained that his
      name was Henry Price. However, for some reason or other, the natives down
      the river had given him the name of Makola, and it stuck to him through
      all his wanderings about the country. He spoke English and French with a
      warbling accent, wrote a beautiful hand, understood bookkeeping, and
      cherished in his innermost heart the worship of evil spirits. His wife was
      a negress from Loanda, very large and very noisy. Three children rolled
      about in sunshine before the door of his low, shed-like dwelling. Makola,
      taciturn and impenetrable, despised the two white men. He had charge of a
      small clay storehouse with a dried-grass roof, and pretended to keep a
      correct account of beads, cotton cloth, red kerchiefs, brass wire, and
      other trade goods it contained. Besides the storehouse and Makola’s hut,
      there was only one large building in the cleared ground of the station. It
      was built neatly of reeds, with a verandah on all the four sides. There
      were three rooms in it. The one in the middle was the living-room, and had
      two rough tables and a few stools in it. The other two were the bedrooms
      for the white men. Each had a bedstead and a mosquito net for all
      furniture. The plank floor was littered with the belongings of the white
      men; open half-empty boxes, torn wearing apparel, old boots; all the
      things dirty, and all the things broken, that accumulate mysteriously
      round untidy men. There was also another dwelling-place some distance away
      from the buildings. In it, under a tall cross much out of the
      perpendicular, slept the man who had seen the beginning of all this; who
      had planned and had watched the construction of this outpost of progress.
      He had been, at home, an unsuccessful painter who, weary of pursuing fame
      on an empty stomach, had gone out there through high protections. He had
      been the first chief of that station. Makola had watched the energetic
      artist die of fever in the just finished house with his usual kind of “I
      told you so” indifference. Then, for a time, he dwelt alone with his
      family, his account books, and the Evil Spirit that rules the lands under
      the equator. He got on very well with his god. Perhaps he had propitiated
      him by a promise of more white men to play with, by and by. At any rate
      the director of the Great Trading Company, coming up in a steamer that
      resembled an enormous sardine box with a flat-roofed shed erected on it,
      found the station in good order, and Makola as usual quietly diligent. The
      director had the cross put up over the first agent’s grave, and appointed
      Kayerts to the post. Carlier was told off as second in charge. The
      director was a man ruthless and efficient, who at times, but very
      imperceptibly, indulged in grim humour. He made a speech to Kayerts and
      Carlier, pointing out to them the promising aspect of their station. The
      nearest trading-post was about three hundred miles away. It was an
      exceptional opportunity for them to distinguish themselves and to earn
      percentages on the trade. This appointment was a favour done to beginners.
      Kayerts was moved almost to tears by his director’s kindness. He would, he
      said, by doing his best, try to justify the flattering confidence, &c.,
      &c. Kayerts had been in the Administration of the Telegraphs, and knew
      how to express himself correctly. Carlier, an ex-non-commissioned officer
      of cavalry in an army guaranteed from harm by several European Powers, was
      less impressed. If there were commissions to get, so much the better; and,
      trailing a sulky glance over the river, the forests, the impenetrable bush
      that seemed to cut off the station from the rest of the world, he muttered
      between his teeth, “We shall see, very soon.”
     


      Next day, some bales of cotton goods and a few cases of provisions having
      been thrown on shore, the sardine-box steamer went off, not to return for
      another six months. On the deck the director touched his cap to the two
      agents, who stood on the bank waving their hats, and turning to an old
      servant of the Company on his passage to headquarters, said, “Look at
      those two imbeciles. They must be mad at home to send me such specimens. I
      told those fellows to plant a vegetable garden, build new storehouses and
      fences, and construct a landing-stage. I bet nothing will be done! They
      won’t know how to begin. I always thought the station on this river
      useless, and they just fit the station!”
     


      “They will form themselves there,” said the old stager with a quiet smile.
    


      “At any rate, I am rid of them for six months,” retorted the director.
    


      The two men watched the steamer round the bend, then, ascending arm in arm
      the slope of the bank, returned to the station. They had been in this vast
      and dark country only a very short time, and as yet always in the midst of
      other white men, under the eye and guidance of their superiors. And now,
      dull as they were to the subtle influences of surroundings, they felt
      themselves very much alone, when suddenly left unassisted to face the
      wilderness; a wilderness rendered more strange, more incomprehensible by
      the mysterious glimpses of the vigorous life it contained. They were two
      perfectly insignificant and incapable individuals, whose existence is only
      rendered possible through the high organization of civilized crowds. Few
      men realize that their life, the very essence of their character, their
      capabilities and their audacities, are only the expression of their belief
      in the safety of their surroundings. The courage, the composure, the
      confidence; the emotions and principles; every great and every
      insignificant thought belongs not to the individual but to the crowd: to
      the crowd that believes blindly in the irresistible force of its
      institutions and of its morals, in the power of its police and of its
      opinion. But the contact with pure unmitigated savagery, with primitive
      nature and primitive man, brings sudden and profound trouble into the
      heart. To the sentiment of being alone of one’s kind, to the clear
      perception of the loneliness of one’s thoughts, of one’s sensations—to
      the negation of the habitual, which is safe, there is added the
      affirmation of the unusual, which is dangerous; a suggestion of things
      vague, uncontrollable, and repulsive, whose discomposing intrusion excites
      the imagination and tries the civilized nerves of the foolish and the wise
      alike.
    


      Kayerts and Carlier walked arm in arm, drawing close to one another as
      children do in the dark; and they had the same, not altogether unpleasant,
      sense of danger which one half suspects to be imaginary. They chatted
      persistently in familiar tones. “Our station is prettily situated,” said
      one. The other assented with enthusiasm, enlarging volubly on the beauties
      of the situation. Then they passed near the grave. “Poor devil!” said
      Kayerts. “He died of fever, didn’t he?” muttered Carlier, stopping short.
      “Why,” retorted Kayerts, with indignation, “I’ve been told that the fellow
      exposed himself recklessly to the sun. The climate here, everybody says,
      is not at all worse than at home, as long as you keep out of the sun. Do
      you hear that, Carlier? I am chief here, and my orders are that you should
      not expose yourself to the sun!” He assumed his superiority jocularly, but
      his meaning was serious. The idea that he would, perhaps, have to bury
      Carlier and remain alone, gave him an inward shiver. He felt suddenly that
      this Carlier was more precious to him here, in the centre of Africa, than
      a brother could be anywhere else. Carlier, entering into the spirit of the
      thing, made a military salute and answered in a brisk tone, “Your orders
      shall be attended to, chief!” Then he burst out laughing, slapped Kayerts
      on the back and shouted, “We shall let life run easily here! Just sit
      still and gather in the ivory those savages will bring. This country has
      its good points, after all!” They both laughed loudly while Carlier
      thought: “That poor Kayerts; he is so fat and unhealthy. It would be awful
      if I had to bury him here. He is a man I respect.” . . . Before they
      reached the verandah of their house they called one another “my dear
      fellow.”
     


      The first day they were very active, pottering about with hammers and
      nails and red calico, to put up curtains, make their house habitable and
      pretty; resolved to settle down comfortably to their new life. For them an
      impossible task. To grapple effectually with even purely material problems
      requires more serenity of mind and more lofty courage than people
      generally imagine. No two beings could have been more unfitted for such a
      struggle. Society, not from any tenderness, but because of its strange
      needs, had taken care of those two men, forbidding them all independent
      thought, all initiative, all departure from routine; and forbidding it
      under pain of death. They could only live on condition of being machines.
      And now, released from the fostering care of men with pens behind the
      ears, or of men with gold lace on the sleeves, they were like those
      lifelong prisoners who, liberated after many years, do not know what use
      to make of their freedom. They did not know what use to make of their
      faculties, being both, through want of practice, incapable of independent
      thought.
    


      At the end of two months Kayerts often would say, “If it was not for my
      Melie, you wouldn’t catch me here.” Melie was his daughter. He had thrown
      up his post in the Administration of the Telegraphs, though he had been
      for seventeen years perfectly happy there, to earn a dowry for his girl.
      His wife was dead, and the child was being brought up by his sisters. He
      regretted the streets, the pavements, the cafes, his friends of many
      years; all the things he used to see, day after day; all the thoughts
      suggested by familiar things—the thoughts effortless, monotonous,
      and soothing of a Government clerk; he regretted all the gossip, the small
      enmities, the mild venom, and the little jokes of Government offices. “If
      I had had a decent brother-in-law,” Carlier would remark, “a fellow with a
      heart, I would not be here.” He had left the army and had made himself so
      obnoxious to his family by his laziness and impudence, that an exasperated
      brother-in-law had made superhuman efforts to procure him an appointment
      in the Company as a second-class agent. Having not a penny in the world he
      was compelled to accept this means of livelihood as soon as it became
      quite clear to him that there was nothing more to squeeze out of his
      relations. He, like Kayerts, regretted his old life. He regretted the
      clink of sabre and spurs on a fine afternoon, the barrack-room witticisms,
      the girls of garrison towns; but, besides, he had also a sense of
      grievance. He was evidently a much ill-used man. This made him moody, at
      times. But the two men got on well together in the fellowship of their
      stupidity and laziness. Together they did nothing, absolutely nothing, and
      enjoyed the sense of the idleness for which they were paid. And in time
      they came to feel something resembling affection for one another.
    


      They lived like blind men in a large room, aware only of what came in
      contact with them (and of that only imperfectly), but unable to see the
      general aspect of things. The river, the forest, all the great land
      throbbing with life, were like a great emptiness. Even the brilliant
      sunshine disclosed nothing intelligible. Things appeared and disappeared
      before their eyes in an unconnected and aimless kind of way. The river
      seemed to come from nowhere and flow nowhither. It flowed through a void.
      Out of that void, at times, came canoes, and men with spears in their
      hands would suddenly crowd the yard of the station. They were naked,
      glossy black, ornamented with snowy shells and glistening brass wire,
      perfect of limb. They made an uncouth babbling noise when they spoke,
      moved in a stately manner, and sent quick, wild glances out of their
      startled, never-resting eyes. Those warriors would squat in long rows,
      four or more deep, before the verandah, while their chiefs bargained for
      hours with Makola over an elephant tusk. Kayerts sat on his chair and
      looked down on the proceedings, understanding nothing. He stared at them
      with his round blue eyes, called out to Carlier, “Here, look! look at that
      fellow there—and that other one, to the left. Did you ever such a
      face? Oh, the funny brute!”
     


      Carlier, smoking native tobacco in a short wooden pipe, would swagger up
      twirling his moustaches, and surveying the warriors with haughty
      indulgence, would say—
    


      “Fine animals. Brought any bone? Yes? It’s not any too soon. Look at the
      muscles of that fellow third from the end. I wouldn’t care to get a punch
      on the nose from him. Fine arms, but legs no good below the knee. Couldn’t
      make cavalry men of them.” And after glancing down complacently at his own
      shanks, he always concluded: “Pah! Don’t they stink! You, Makola! Take
      that herd over to the fetish” (the storehouse was in every station called
      the fetish, perhaps because of the spirit of civilization it contained)
      “and give them up some of the rubbish you keep there. I’d rather see it
      full of bone than full of rags.”
     


      Kayerts approved.
    


      “Yes, yes! Go and finish that palaver over there, Mr. Makola. I will come
      round when you are ready, to weigh the tusk. We must be careful.” Then
      turning to his companion: “This is the tribe that lives down the river;
      they are rather aromatic. I remember, they had been once before here. D’ye
      hear that row? What a fellow has got to put up with in this dog of a
      country! My head is split.”
     


      Such profitable visits were rare. For days the two pioneers of trade and
      progress would look on their empty courtyard in the vibrating brilliance
      of vertical sunshine. Below the high bank, the silent river flowed on
      glittering and steady. On the sands in the middle of the stream, hippos
      and alligators sunned themselves side by side. And stretching away in all
      directions, surrounding the insignificant cleared spot of the trading
      post, immense forests, hiding fateful complications of fantastic life, lay
      in the eloquent silence of mute greatness. The two men understood nothing,
      cared for nothing but for the passage of days that separated them from the
      steamer’s return. Their predecessor had left some torn books. They took up
      these wrecks of novels, and, as they had never read anything of the kind
      before, they were surprised and amused. Then during long days there were
      interminable and silly discussions about plots and personages. In the
      centre of Africa they made acquaintance of Richelieu and of d’Artagnan, of
      Hawk’s Eye and of Father Goriot, and of many other people. All these
      imaginary personages became subjects for gossip as if they had been living
      friends. They discounted their virtues, suspected their motives, decried
      their successes; were scandalized at their duplicity or were doubtful
      about their courage. The accounts of crimes filled them with indignation,
      while tender or pathetic passages moved them deeply. Carlier cleared his
      throat and said in a soldierly voice, “What nonsense!” Kayerts, his round
      eyes suffused with tears, his fat cheeks quivering, rubbed his bald head,
      and declared. “This is a splendid book. I had no idea there were such
      clever fellows in the world.” They also found some old copies of a home
      paper. That print discussed what it was pleased to call “Our Colonial
      Expansion” in high-flown language. It spoke much of the rights and duties
      of civilization, of the sacredness of the civilizing work, and extolled
      the merits of those who went about bringing light, and faith and commerce
      to the dark places of the earth. Carlier and Kayerts read, wondered, and
      began to think better of themselves. Carlier said one evening, waving his
      hand about, “In a hundred years, there will be perhaps a town here. Quays,
      and warehouses, and barracks, and—and—billiard-rooms.
      Civilization, my boy, and virtue—and all. And then, chaps will read
      that two good fellows, Kayerts and Carlier, were the first civilized men
      to live in this very spot!” Kayerts nodded, “Yes, it is a consolation to
      think of that.” They seemed to forget their dead predecessor; but, early
      one day, Carlier went out and replanted the cross firmly. “It used to make
      me squint whenever I walked that way,” he explained to Kayerts over the
      morning coffee. “It made me squint, leaning over so much. So I just
      planted it upright. And solid, I promise you! I suspended myself with both
      hands to the cross-piece. Not a move. Oh, I did that properly.”
     


      At times Gobila came to see them. Gobila was the chief of the neighbouring
      villages. He was a gray-headed savage, thin and black, with a white cloth
      round his loins and a mangy panther skin hanging over his back. He came up
      with long strides of his skeleton legs, swinging a staff as tall as
      himself, and, entering the common room of the station, would squat on his
      heels to the left of the door. There he sat, watching Kayerts, and now and
      then making a speech which the other did not understand. Kayerts, without
      interrupting his occupation, would from time to time say in a friendly
      manner: “How goes it, you old image?” and they would smile at one another.
      The two whites had a liking for that old and incomprehensible creature,
      and called him Father Gobila. Gobila’s manner was paternal, and he seemed
      really to love all white men. They all appeared to him very young,
      indistinguishably alike (except for stature), and he knew that they were
      all brothers, and also immortal. The death of the artist, who was the
      first white man whom he knew intimately, did not disturb this belief,
      because he was firmly convinced that the white stranger had pretended to
      die and got himself buried for some mysterious purpose of his own, into
      which it was useless to inquire. Perhaps it was his way of going home to
      his own country? At any rate, these were his brothers, and he transferred
      his absurd affection to them. They returned it in a way. Carlier slapped
      him on the back, and recklessly struck off matches for his amusement.
      Kayerts was always ready to let him have a sniff at the ammonia bottle. In
      short, they behaved just like that other white creature that had hidden
      itself in a hole in the ground. Gobila considered them attentively.
      Perhaps they were the same being with the other—or one of them was.
      He couldn’t decide—clear up that mystery; but he remained always
      very friendly. In consequence of that friendship the women of Gobila’s
      village walked in single file through the reedy grass, bringing every
      morning to the station, fowls, and sweet potatoes, and palm wine, and
      sometimes a goat. The Company never provisions the stations fully, and the
      agents required those local supplies to live. They had them through the
      good-will of Gobila, and lived well. Now and then one of them had a bout
      of fever, and the other nursed him with gentle devotion. They did not
      think much of it. It left them weaker, and their appearance changed for
      the worse. Carlier was hollow-eyed and irritable. Kayerts showed a drawn,
      flabby face above the rotundity of his stomach, which gave him a weird
      aspect. But being constantly together, they did not notice the change that
      took place gradually in their appearance, and also in their dispositions.
    


      Five months passed in that way.
    


      Then, one morning, as Kayerts and Carlier, lounging in their chairs under
      the verandah, talked about the approaching visit of the steamer, a knot of
      armed men came out of the forest and advanced towards the station. They
      were strangers to that part of the country. They were tall, slight, draped
      classically from neck to heel in blue fringed cloths, and carried
      percussion muskets over their bare right shoulders. Makola showed signs of
      excitement, and ran out of the storehouse (where he spent all his days) to
      meet these visitors. They came into the courtyard and looked about them
      with steady, scornful glances. Their leader, a powerful and
      determined-looking negro with bloodshot eyes, stood in front of the
      verandah and made a long speech. He gesticulated much, and ceased very
      suddenly.
    


      There was something in his intonation, in the sounds of the long sentences
      he used, that startled the two whites. It was like a reminiscence of
      something not exactly familiar, and yet resembling the speech of civilized
      men. It sounded like one of those impossible languages which sometimes we
      hear in our dreams.
    


      “What lingo is that?” said the amazed Carlier. “In the first moment I
      fancied the fellow was going to speak French. Anyway, it is a different
      kind of gibberish to what we ever heard.”
     


      “Yes,” replied Kayerts. “Hey, Makola, what does he say? Where do they come
      from? Who are they?”
     


      But Makola, who seemed to be standing on hot bricks, answered hurriedly,
      “I don’t know. They come from very far. Perhaps Mrs. Price will
      understand. They are perhaps bad men.”
     


      The leader, after waiting for a while, said something sharply to Makola,
      who shook his head. Then the man, after looking round, noticed Makola’s
      hut and walked over there. The next moment Mrs. Makola was heard speaking
      with great volubility. The other strangers—they were six in all—strolled
      about with an air of ease, put their heads through the door of the
      storeroom, congregated round the grave, pointed understandingly at the
      cross, and generally made themselves at home.
    


      “I don’t like those chaps—and, I say, Kayerts, they must be from the
      coast; they’ve got firearms,” observed the sagacious Carlier.
    


      Kayerts also did not like those chaps. They both, for the first time,
      became aware that they lived in conditions where the unusual may be
      dangerous, and that there was no power on earth outside of themselves to
      stand between them and the unusual. They became uneasy, went in and loaded
      their revolvers. Kayerts said, “We must order Makola to tell them to go
      away before dark.”
     


      The strangers left in the afternoon, after eating a meal prepared for them
      by Mrs. Makola. The immense woman was excited, and talked much with the
      visitors. She rattled away shrilly, pointing here and there at the forests
      and at the river. Makola sat apart and watched. At times he got up and
      whispered to his wife. He accompanied the strangers across the ravine at
      the back of the station-ground, and returned slowly looking very
      thoughtful. When questioned by the white men he was very strange, seemed
      not to understand, seemed to have forgotten French—seemed to have
      forgotten how to speak altogether. Kayerts and Carlier agreed that the
      nigger had had too much palm wine.
    


      There was some talk about keeping a watch in turn, but in the evening
      everything seemed so quiet and peaceful that they retired as usual. All
      night they were disturbed by a lot of drumming in the villages. A deep,
      rapid roll near by would be followed by another far off—then all
      ceased. Soon short appeals would rattle out here and there, then all
      mingle together, increase, become vigorous and sustained, would spread out
      over the forest, roll through the night, unbroken and ceaseless, near and
      far, as if the whole land had been one immense drum booming out steadily
      an appeal to heaven. And through the deep and tremendous noise sudden
      yells that resembled snatches of songs from a madhouse darted shrill and
      high in discordant jets of sound which seemed to rush far above the earth
      and drive all peace from under the stars.
    


      Carlier and Kayerts slept badly. They both thought they had heard shots
      fired during the night—but they could not agree as to the direction.
      In the morning Makola was gone somewhere. He returned about noon with one
      of yesterday’s strangers, and eluded all Kayerts’ attempts to close with
      him: had become deaf apparently. Kayerts wondered. Carlier, who had been
      fishing off the bank, came back and remarked while he showed his catch,
      “The niggers seem to be in a deuce of a stir; I wonder what’s up. I saw
      about fifteen canoes cross the river during the two hours I was there
      fishing.” Kayerts, worried, said, “Isn’t this Makola very queer to-day?”
       Carlier advised, “Keep all our men together in case of some trouble.”
     


      II
    


      There were ten station men who had been left by the Director. Those
      fellows, having engaged themselves to the Company for six months (without
      having any idea of a month in particular and only a very faint notion of
      time in general), had been serving the cause of progress for upwards of
      two years. Belonging to a tribe from a very distant part of the land of
      darkness and sorrow, they did not run away, naturally supposing that as
      wandering strangers they would be killed by the inhabitants of the
      country; in which they were right. They lived in straw huts on the slope
      of a ravine overgrown with reedy grass, just behind the station buildings.
      They were not happy, regretting the festive incantations, the sorceries,
      the human sacrifices of their own land; where they also had parents,
      brothers, sisters, admired chiefs, respected magicians, loved friends, and
      other ties supposed generally to be human. Besides, the rice rations
      served out by the Company did not agree with them, being a food unknown to
      their land, and to which they could not get used. Consequently they were
      unhealthy and miserable. Had they been of any other tribe they would have
      made up their minds to die—for nothing is easier to certain savages
      than suicide—and so have escaped from the puzzling difficulties of
      existence. But belonging, as they did, to a warlike tribe with filed
      teeth, they had more grit, and went on stupidly living through disease and
      sorrow. They did very little work, and had lost their splendid physique.
      Carlier and Kayerts doctored them assiduously without being able to bring
      them back into condition again. They were mustered every morning and told
      off to different tasks—grass-cutting, fence-building, tree-felling,
      &c., &c., which no power on earth could induce them to execute
      efficiently. The two whites had practically very little control over them.
    


      In the afternoon Makola came over to the big house and found Kayerts
      watching three heavy columns of smoke rising above the forests. “What is
      that?” asked Kayerts. “Some villages burn,” answered Makola, who seemed to
      have regained his wits. Then he said abruptly: “We have got very little
      ivory; bad six months’ trading. Do you like get a little more ivory?”
     


      “Yes,” said Kayerts, eagerly. He thought of percentages which were low.
    


      “Those men who came yesterday are traders from Loanda who have got more
      ivory than they can carry home. Shall I buy? I know their camp.”
     


      “Certainly,” said Kayerts. “What are those traders?”
     


      “Bad fellows,” said Makola, indifferently. “They fight with people, and
      catch women and children. They are bad men, and got guns. There is a great
      disturbance in the country. Do you want ivory?”
     


      “Yes,” said Kayerts. Makola said nothing for a while. Then: “Those workmen
      of ours are no good at all,” he muttered, looking round. “Station in very
      bad order, sir. Director will growl. Better get a fine lot of ivory, then
      he say nothing.”
     


      “I can’t help it; the men won’t work,” said Kayerts. “When will you get
      that ivory?”
     


      “Very soon,” said Makola. “Perhaps to-night. You leave it to me, and keep
      indoors, sir. I think you had better give some palm wine to our men to
      make a dance this evening. Enjoy themselves. Work better to-morrow.
      There’s plenty palm wine—gone a little sour.”
     


      Kayerts said “yes,” and Makola, with his own hands carried big calabashes
      to the door of his hut. They stood there till the evening, and Mrs. Makola
      looked into every one. The men got them at sunset. When Kayerts and
      Carlier retired, a big bonfire was flaring before the men’s huts. They
      could hear their shouts and drumming. Some men from Gobila’s village had
      joined the station hands, and the entertainment was a great success.
    


      In the middle of the night, Carlier waking suddenly, heard a man shout
      loudly; then a shot was fired. Only one. Carlier ran out and met Kayerts
      on the verandah. They were both startled. As they went across the yard to
      call Makola, they saw shadows moving in the night. One of them cried,
      “Don’t shoot! It’s me, Price.” Then Makola appeared close to them. “Go
      back, go back, please,” he urged, “you spoil all.” “There are strange men
      about,” said Carlier. “Never mind; I know,” said Makola. Then he
      whispered, “All right. Bring ivory. Say nothing! I know my business.” The
      two white men reluctantly went back to the house, but did not sleep. They
      heard footsteps, whispers, some groans. It seemed as if a lot of men came
      in, dumped heavy things on the ground, squabbled a long time, then went
      away. They lay on their hard beds and thought: “This Makola is
      invaluable.” In the morning Carlier came out, very sleepy, and pulled at
      the cord of the big bell. The station hands mustered every morning to the
      sound of the bell. That morning nobody came. Kayerts turned out also,
      yawning. Across the yard they saw Makola come out of his hut, a tin basin
      of soapy water in his hand. Makola, a civilized nigger, was very neat in
      his person. He threw the soapsuds skilfully over a wretched little yellow
      cur he had, then turning his face to the agent’s house, he shouted from
      the distance, “All the men gone last night!”
     


      They heard him plainly, but in their surprise they both yelled out
      together: “What!” Then they stared at one another. “We are in a proper fix
      now,” growled Carlier. “It’s incredible!” muttered Kayerts. “I will go to
      the huts and see,” said Carlier, striding off. Makola coming up found
      Kayerts standing alone.
    


      “I can hardly believe it,” said Kayerts, tearfully. “We took care of them
      as if they had been our children.”
     


      “They went with the coast people,” said Makola after a moment of
      hesitation.
    


      “What do I care with whom they went—the ungrateful brutes!”
       exclaimed the other. Then with sudden suspicion, and looking hard at
      Makola, he added: “What do you know about it?”
     


      Makola moved his shoulders, looking down on the ground. “What do I know? I
      think only. Will you come and look at the ivory I’ve got there? It is a
      fine lot. You never saw such.”
     


      He moved towards the store. Kayerts followed him mechanically, thinking
      about the incredible desertion of the men. On the ground before the door
      of the fetish lay six splendid tusks.
    


      “What did you give for it?” asked Kayerts, after surveying the lot with
      satisfaction.
    


      “No regular trade,” said Makola. “They brought the ivory and gave it to
      me. I told them to take what they most wanted in the station. It is a
      beautiful lot. No station can show such tusks. Those traders wanted
      carriers badly, and our men were no good here. No trade, no entry in
      books: all correct.”
     


      Kayerts nearly burst with indignation. “Why!” he shouted, “I believe you
      have sold our men for these tusks!” Makola stood impassive and silent. “I—I—will—I,”
       stuttered Kayerts. “You fiend!” he yelled out.
    


      “I did the best for you and the Company,” said Makola, imperturbably. “Why
      you shout so much? Look at this tusk.”
     


      “I dismiss you! I will report you—I won’t look at the tusk. I forbid
      you to touch them. I order you to throw them into the river. You—you!”
     


      “You very red, Mr. Kayerts. If you are so irritable in the sun, you will
      get fever and die—like the first chief!” pronounced Makola
      impressively.
    


      They stood still, contemplating one another with intense eyes, as if they
      had been looking with effort across immense distances. Kayerts shivered.
      Makola had meant no more than he said, but his words seemed to Kayerts
      full of ominous menace! He turned sharply and went away to the house.
      Makola retired into the bosom of his family; and the tusks, left lying
      before the store, looked very large and valuable in the sunshine.
    


      Carlier came back on the verandah. “They’re all gone, hey?” asked Kayerts
      from the far end of the common room in a muffled voice. “You did not find
      anybody?”
     


      “Oh, yes,” said Carlier, “I found one of Gobila’s people lying dead before
      the huts—shot through the body. We heard that shot last night.”
     


      Kayerts came out quickly. He found his companion staring grimly over the
      yard at the tusks, away by the store. They both sat in silence for a
      while. Then Kayerts related his conversation with Makola. Carlier said
      nothing. At the midday meal they ate very little. They hardly exchanged a
      word that day. A great silence seemed to lie heavily over the station and
      press on their lips. Makola did not open the store; he spent the day
      playing with his children. He lay full-length on a mat outside his door,
      and the youngsters sat on his chest and clambered all over him. It was a
      touching picture. Mrs. Makola was busy cooking all day, as usual. The
      white men made a somewhat better meal in the evening. Afterwards, Carlier
      smoking his pipe strolled over to the store; he stood for a long time over
      the tusks, touched one or two with his foot, even tried to lift the
      largest one by its small end. He came back to his chief, who had not
      stirred from the verandah, threw himself in the chair and said—
    


      “I can see it! They were pounced upon while they slept heavily after
      drinking all that palm wine you’ve allowed Makola to give them. A put-up
      job! See? The worst is, some of Gobila’s people were there, and got
      carried off too, no doubt. The least drunk woke up, and got shot for his
      sobriety. This is a funny country. What will you do now?”
     


      “We can’t touch it, of course,” said Kayerts.
    


      “Of course not,” assented Carlier.
    


      “Slavery is an awful thing,” stammered out Kayerts in an unsteady voice.
    


      “Frightful—the sufferings,” grunted Carlier with conviction.
    


      They believed their words. Everybody shows a respectful deference to
      certain sounds that he and his fellows can make. But about feelings people
      really know nothing. We talk with indignation or enthusiasm; we talk about
      oppression, cruelty, crime, devotion, self-sacrifice, virtue, and we know
      nothing real beyond the words. Nobody knows what suffering or sacrifice
      mean—except, perhaps the victims of the mysterious purpose of these
      illusions.
    


      Next morning they saw Makola very busy setting up in the yard the big
      scales used for weighing ivory. By and by Carlier said: “What’s that
      filthy scoundrel up to?” and lounged out into the yard. Kayerts followed.
      They stood watching. Makola took no notice. When the balance was swung
      true, he tried to lift a tusk into the scale. It was too heavy. He looked
      up helplessly without a word, and for a minute they stood round that
      balance as mute and still as three statues. Suddenly Carlier said: “Catch
      hold of the other end, Makola—you beast!” and together they swung
      the tusk up. Kayerts trembled in every limb. He muttered, “I say! O! I
      say!” and putting his hand in his pocket found there a dirty bit of paper
      and the stump of a pencil. He turned his back on the others, as if about
      to do something tricky, and noted stealthily the weights which Carlier
      shouted out to him with unnecessary loudness. When all was over Makola
      whispered to himself: “The sun’s very strong here for the tusks.” Carlier
      said to Kayerts in a careless tone: “I say, chief, I might just as well
      give him a lift with this lot into the store.”
     


      As they were going back to the house Kayerts observed with a sigh: “It had
      to be done.” And Carlier said: “It’s deplorable, but, the men being
      Company’s men the ivory is Company’s ivory. We must look after it.” “I
      will report to the Director, of course,” said Kayerts. “Of course; let him
      decide,” approved Carlier.
    


      At midday they made a hearty meal. Kayerts sighed from time to time.
      Whenever they mentioned Makola’s name they always added to it an
      opprobrious epithet. It eased their conscience. Makola gave himself a
      half-holiday, and bathed his children in the river. No one from Gobila’s
      villages came near the station that day. No one came the next day, and the
      next, nor for a whole week. Gobila’s people might have been dead and
      buried for any sign of life they gave. But they were only mourning for
      those they had lost by the witchcraft of white men, who had brought wicked
      people into their country. The wicked people were gone, but fear remained.
      Fear always remains. A man may destroy everything within himself, love and
      hate and belief, and even doubt; but as long as he clings to life he
      cannot destroy fear: the fear, subtle, indestructible, and terrible, that
      pervades his being; that tinges his thoughts; that lurks in his heart;
      that watches on his lips the struggle of his last breath. In his fear, the
      mild old Gobila offered extra human sacrifices to all the Evil Spirits
      that had taken possession of his white friends. His heart was heavy. Some
      warriors spoke about burning and killing, but the cautious old savage
      dissuaded them. Who could foresee the woe those mysterious creatures, if
      irritated, might bring? They should be left alone. Perhaps in time they
      would disappear into the earth as the first one had disappeared. His
      people must keep away from them, and hope for the best.
    


      Kayerts and Carlier did not disappear, but remained above on this earth,
      that, somehow, they fancied had become bigger and very empty. It was not
      the absolute and dumb solitude of the post that impressed them so much as
      an inarticulate feeling that something from within them was gone,
      something that worked for their safety, and had kept the wilderness from
      interfering with their hearts. The images of home; the memory of people
      like them, of men that thought and felt as they used to think and feel,
      receded into distances made indistinct by the glare of unclouded sunshine.
      And out of the great silence of the surrounding wilderness, its very
      hopelessness and savagery seemed to approach them nearer, to draw them
      gently, to look upon them, to envelop them with a solicitude irresistible,
      familiar, and disgusting.
    


      Days lengthened into weeks, then into months. Gobila’s people drummed and
      yelled to every new moon, as of yore, but kept away from the station.
      Makola and Carlier tried once in a canoe to open communications, but were
      received with a shower of arrows, and had to fly back to the station for
      dear life. That attempt set the country up and down the river into an
      uproar that could be very distinctly heard for days. The steamer was late.
      At first they spoke of delay jauntily, then anxiously, then gloomily. The
      matter was becoming serious. Stores were running short. Carlier cast his
      lines off the bank, but the river was low, and the fish kept out in the
      stream. They dared not stroll far away from the station to shoot.
      Moreover, there was no game in the impenetrable forest. Once Carlier shot
      a hippo in the river. They had no boat to secure it, and it sank. When it
      floated up it drifted away, and Gobila’s people secured the carcase. It
      was the occasion for a national holiday, but Carlier had a fit of rage
      over it and talked about the necessity of exterminating all the niggers
      before the country could be made habitable. Kayerts mooned about silently;
      spent hours looking at the portrait of his Melie. It represented a little
      girl with long bleached tresses and a rather sour face. His legs were much
      swollen, and he could hardly walk. Carlier, undermined by fever, could not
      swagger any more, but kept tottering about, still with a devil-may-care
      air, as became a man who remembered his crack regiment. He had become
      hoarse, sarcastic, and inclined to say unpleasant things. He called it
      “being frank with you.” They had long ago reckoned their percentages on
      trade, including in them that last deal of “this infamous Makola.” They
      had also concluded not to say anything about it. Kayerts hesitated at
      first—was afraid of the Director.
    


      “He has seen worse things done on the quiet,” maintained Carlier, with a
      hoarse laugh. “Trust him! He won’t thank you if you blab. He is no better
      than you or me. Who will talk if we hold our tongues? There is nobody
      here.”
     


      That was the root of the trouble! There was nobody there; and being left
      there alone with their weakness, they became daily more like a pair of
      accomplices than like a couple of devoted friends. They had heard nothing
      from home for eight months. Every evening they said, “To-morrow we shall
      see the steamer.” But one of the Company’s steamers had been wrecked, and
      the Director was busy with the other, relieving very distant and important
      stations on the main river. He thought that the useless station, and the
      useless men, could wait. Meantime Kayerts and Carlier lived on rice boiled
      without salt, and cursed the Company, all Africa, and the day they were
      born. One must have lived on such diet to discover what ghastly trouble
      the necessity of swallowing one’s food may become. There was literally
      nothing else in the station but rice and coffee; they drank the coffee
      without sugar. The last fifteen lumps Kayerts had solemnly locked away in
      his box, together with a half-bottle of Cognac, “in case of sickness,” he
      explained. Carlier approved. “When one is sick,” he said, “any little
      extra like that is cheering.”
     


      They waited. Rank grass began to sprout over the courtyard. The bell never
      rang now. Days passed, silent, exasperating, and slow. When the two men
      spoke, they snarled; and their silences were bitter, as if tinged by the
      bitterness of their thoughts.
    


      One day after a lunch of boiled rice, Carlier put down his cup untasted,
      and said: “Hang it all! Let’s have a decent cup of coffee for once. Bring
      out that sugar, Kayerts!”
     


      “For the sick,” muttered Kayerts, without looking up.
    


      “For the sick,” mocked Carlier. “Bosh! . . . Well! I am sick.”
     


      “You are no more sick than I am, and I go without,” said Kayerts in a
      peaceful tone.
    


      “Come! out with that sugar, you stingy old slave-dealer.”
     


      Kayerts looked up quickly. Carlier was smiling with marked insolence. And
      suddenly it seemed to Kayerts that he had never seen that man before. Who
      was he? He knew nothing about him. What was he capable of? There was a
      surprising flash of violent emotion within him, as if in the presence of
      something undreamt-of, dangerous, and final. But he managed to pronounce
      with composure—
    


      “That joke is in very bad taste. Don’t repeat it.”
     


      “Joke!” said Carlier, hitching himself forward on his seat. “I am hungry—I
      am sick—I don’t joke! I hate hypocrites. You are a hypocrite. You
      are a slave-dealer. I am a slave-dealer. There’s nothing but slave-dealers
      in this cursed country. I mean to have sugar in my coffee to-day, anyhow!”
     


      “I forbid you to speak to me in that way,” said Kayerts with a fair show
      of resolution.
    


      “You!—What?” shouted Carlier, jumping up.
    


      Kayerts stood up also. “I am your chief,” he began, trying to master the
      shakiness of his voice.
    


      “What?” yelled the other. “Who’s chief? There’s no chief here. There’s
      nothing here: there’s nothing but you and I. Fetch the sugar—you
      pot-bellied ass.”
     


      “Hold your tongue. Go out of this room,” screamed Kayerts. “I dismiss you—you
      scoundrel!”
     


      Carlier swung a stool. All at once he looked dangerously in earnest. “You
      flabby, good-for-nothing civilian—take that!” he howled.
    


      Kayerts dropped under the table, and the stool struck the grass inner wall
      of the room. Then, as Carlier was trying to upset the table, Kayerts in
      desperation made a blind rush, head low, like a cornered pig would do, and
      over-turning his friend, bolted along the verandah, and into his room. He
      locked the door, snatched his revolver, and stood panting. In less than a
      minute Carlier was kicking at the door furiously, howling, “If you don’t
      bring out that sugar, I will shoot you at sight, like a dog. Now then—one—two—three.
      You won’t? I will show you who’s the master.”
     


      Kayerts thought the door would fall in, and scrambled through the square
      hole that served for a window in his room. There was then the whole
      breadth of the house between them. But the other was apparently not strong
      enough to break in the door, and Kayerts heard him running round. Then he
      also began to run laboriously on his swollen legs. He ran as quickly as he
      could, grasping the revolver, and unable yet to understand what was
      happening to him. He saw in succession Makola’s house, the store, the
      river, the ravine, and the low bushes; and he saw all those things again
      as he ran for the second time round the house. Then again they flashed
      past him. That morning he could not have walked a yard without a groan.
    


      And now he ran. He ran fast enough to keep out of sight of the other man.
    


      Then as, weak and desperate, he thought, “Before I finish the next round I
      shall die,” he heard the other man stumble heavily, then stop. He stopped
      also. He had the back and Carlier the front of the house, as before. He
      heard him drop into a chair cursing, and suddenly his own legs gave way,
      and he slid down into a sitting posture with his back to the wall. His
      mouth was as dry as a cinder, and his face was wet with perspiration—and
      tears. What was it all about? He thought it must be a horrible illusion;
      he thought he was dreaming; he thought he was going mad! After a while he
      collected his senses. What did they quarrel about? That sugar! How absurd!
      He would give it to him—didn’t want it himself. And he began
      scrambling to his feet with a sudden feeling of security. But before he
      had fairly stood upright, a commonsense reflection occurred to him and
      drove him back into despair. He thought: “If I give way now to that brute
      of a soldier, he will begin this horror again to-morrow—and the day
      after—every day—raise other pretensions, trample on me,
      torture me, make me his slave—and I will be lost! Lost! The steamer
      may not come for days—may never come.” He shook so that he had to
      sit down on the floor again. He shivered forlornly. He felt he could not,
      would not move any more. He was completely distracted by the sudden
      perception that the position was without issue—that death and life
      had in a moment become equally difficult and terrible.
    


      All at once he heard the other push his chair back; and he leaped to his
      feet with extreme facility. He listened and got confused. Must run again!
      Right or left? He heard footsteps. He darted to the left, grasping his
      revolver, and at the very same instant, as it seemed to him, they came
      into violent collision. Both shouted with surprise. A loud explosion took
      place between them; a roar of red fire, thick smoke; and Kayerts, deafened
      and blinded, rushed back thinking: “I am hit—it’s all over.” He
      expected the other to come round—to gloat over his agony. He caught
      hold of an upright of the roof—“All over!” Then he heard a crashing
      fall on the other side of the house, as if somebody had tumbled headlong
      over a chair—then silence. Nothing more happened. He did not die.
      Only his shoulder felt as if it had been badly wrenched, and he had lost
      his revolver. He was disarmed and helpless! He waited for his fate. The
      other man made no sound. It was a stratagem. He was stalking him now!
      Along what side? Perhaps he was taking aim this very minute!
    


      After a few moments of an agony frightful and absurd, he decided to go and
      meet his doom. He was prepared for every surrender. He turned the corner,
      steadying himself with one hand on the wall; made a few paces, and nearly
      swooned. He had seen on the floor, protruding past the other corner, a
      pair of turned-up feet. A pair of white naked feet in red slippers. He
      felt deadly sick, and stood for a time in profound darkness. Then Makola
      appeared before him, saying quietly: “Come along, Mr. Kayerts. He is
      dead.” He burst into tears of gratitude; a loud, sobbing fit of crying.
      After a time he found himself sitting in a chair and looking at Carlier,
      who lay stretched on his back. Makola was kneeling over the body.
    


      “Is this your revolver?” asked Makola, getting up.
    


      “Yes,” said Kayerts; then he added very quickly, “He ran after me to shoot
      me—you saw!”
     


      “Yes, I saw,” said Makola. “There is only one revolver; where’s his?”
     


      “Don’t know,” whispered Kayerts in a voice that had become suddenly very
      faint.
    


      “I will go and look for it,” said the other, gently. He made the round
      along the verandah, while Kayerts sat still and looked at the corpse.
      Makola came back empty-handed, stood in deep thought, then stepped quietly
      into the dead man’s room, and came out directly with a revolver, which he
      held up before Kayerts. Kayerts shut his eyes. Everything was going round.
      He found life more terrible and difficult than death. He had shot an
      unarmed man.
    


      After meditating for a while, Makola said softly, pointing at the dead man
      who lay there with his right eye blown out—
    


      “He died of fever.” Kayerts looked at him with a stony stare. “Yes,”
       repeated Makola, thoughtfully, stepping over the corpse, “I think he died
      of fever. Bury him to-morrow.”
     


      And he went away slowly to his expectant wife, leaving the two white men
      alone on the verandah.
    


      Night came, and Kayerts sat unmoving on his chair. He sat quiet as if he
      had taken a dose of opium. The violence of the emotions he had passed
      through produced a feeling of exhausted serenity. He had plumbed in one
      short afternoon the depths of horror and despair, and now found repose in
      the conviction that life had no more secrets for him: neither had death!
      He sat by the corpse thinking; thinking very actively, thinking very new
      thoughts. He seemed to have broken loose from himself altogether. His old
      thoughts, convictions, likes and dislikes, things he respected and things
      he abhorred, appeared in their true light at last! Appeared contemptible
      and childish, false and ridiculous. He revelled in his new wisdom while he
      sat by the man he had killed. He argued with himself about all things
      under heaven with that kind of wrong-headed lucidity which may be observed
      in some lunatics. Incidentally he reflected that the fellow dead there had
      been a noxious beast anyway; that men died every day in thousands; perhaps
      in hundreds of thousands—who could tell?—and that in the
      number, that one death could not possibly make any difference; couldn’t
      have any importance, at least to a thinking creature. He, Kayerts, was a
      thinking creature. He had been all his life, till that moment, a believer
      in a lot of nonsense like the rest of mankind—who are fools; but now
      he thought! He knew! He was at peace; he was familiar with the highest
      wisdom! Then he tried to imagine himself dead, and Carlier sitting in his
      chair watching him; and his attempt met with such unexpected success, that
      in a very few moments he became not at all sure who was dead and who was
      alive. This extraordinary achievement of his fancy startled him, however,
      and by a clever and timely effort of mind he saved himself just in time
      from becoming Carlier. His heart thumped, and he felt hot all over at the
      thought of that danger. Carlier! What a beastly thing! To compose his now
      disturbed nerves—and no wonder!—he tried to whistle a little.
      Then, suddenly, he fell asleep, or thought he had slept; but at any rate
      there was a fog, and somebody had whistled in the fog.
    


      He stood up. The day had come, and a heavy mist had descended upon the
      land: the mist penetrating, enveloping, and silent; the morning mist of
      tropical lands; the mist that clings and kills; the mist white and deadly,
      immaculate and poisonous. He stood up, saw the body, and threw his arms
      above his head with a cry like that of a man who, waking from a trance,
      finds himself immured forever in a tomb. “Help! . . . . My God!”
     


      A shriek inhuman, vibrating and sudden, pierced like a sharp dart the
      white shroud of that land of sorrow. Three short, impatient screeches
      followed, and then, for a time, the fog-wreaths rolled on, undisturbed,
      through a formidable silence. Then many more shrieks, rapid and piercing,
      like the yells of some exasperated and ruthless creature, rent the air.
      Progress was calling to Kayerts from the river. Progress and civilization
      and all the virtues. Society was calling to its accomplished child to
      come, to be taken care of, to be instructed, to be judged, to be
      condemned; it called him to return to that rubbish heap from which he had
      wandered away, so that justice could be done.
    


      Kayerts heard and understood. He stumbled out of the verandah, leaving the
      other man quite alone for the first time since they had been thrown there
      together. He groped his way through the fog, calling in his ignorance upon
      the invisible heaven to undo its work. Makola flitted by in the mist,
      shouting as he ran—
    


      “Steamer! Steamer! They can’t see. They whistle for the station. I go ring
      the bell. Go down to the landing, sir. I ring.”
     


      He disappeared. Kayerts stood still. He looked upwards; the fog rolled low
      over his head. He looked round like a man who has lost his way; and he saw
      a dark smudge, a cross-shaped stain, upon the shifting purity of the mist.
      As he began to stumble towards it, the station bell rang in a tumultuous
      peal its answer to the impatient clamour of the steamer.
    


      The Managing Director of the Great Civilizing Company (since we know that
      civilization follows trade) landed first, and incontinently lost sight of
      the steamer. The fog down by the river was exceedingly dense; above, at
      the station, the bell rang unceasing and brazen.
    


      The Director shouted loudly to the steamer:
    


      “There is nobody down to meet us; there may be something wrong, though
      they are ringing. You had better come, too!”
     


      And he began to toil up the steep bank. The captain and the engine-driver
      of the boat followed behind. As they scrambled up the fog thinned, and
      they could see their Director a good way ahead. Suddenly they saw him
      start forward, calling to them over his shoulder:—“Run! Run to the
      house! I’ve found one of them. Run, look for the other!”
     


      He had found one of them! And even he, the man of varied and startling
      experience, was somewhat discomposed by the manner of this finding. He
      stood and fumbled in his pockets (for a knife) while he faced Kayerts, who
      was hanging by a leather strap from the cross. He had evidently climbed
      the grave, which was high and narrow, and after tying the end of the strap
      to the arm, had swung himself off. His toes were only a couple of inches
      above the ground; his arms hung stiffly down; he seemed to be standing
      rigidly at attention, but with one purple cheek playfully posed on the
      shoulder. And, irreverently, he was putting out a swollen tongue at his
      Managing Director.
    



      Text from Project Gutenberg. Contains the racist language of its period, which the story itself is indicting.

    

  
    
      Poem

      Ozymandias

      Percy Bysshe Shelley, 1818

      
        


OZYMANDIAS




[Published by Hunt in The Examiner, January, 1818. Reprinted with Rosalind and Helen, 1819. There is a copy amongst the Shelley MSS. at the Bodleian Library. See Mr. C. D. Locock's Examination, &c., 1903, p. 46.]


I met a traveller from an antique land
Who said: Two vast and trunkless legs of stone
Stand in the desert . . . Near them, on the sand,
Half sunk, a shattered visage lies, whose frown,
And wrinkled lip, and sneer of cold command, 
Tell that its sculptor well those passions read
Which yet survive, stamped on these lifeless things,
The hand that mocked them, and the heart that fed:
And on the pedestal these words appear:
'My name is Ozymandias, king of kings: 
Look on my works, ye Mighty, and despair!'
Nothing beside remains. Round the decay
Of that colossal wreck, boundless and bare
The lone and level sands stretch far away.








      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Essay

      Shooting an Elephant

      George Orwell, 1936

      Orwell uses the racial language of colonial Burma, including "coolie".

      This piece is still in copyright in the US, so it is not included here. It can be read free at the Orwell Foundation.

    

  
    
      Afterword

      Day Fourteen: Empire

      Laughter runs through all three. Orwell shoots the elephant because “every white man’s life in the East, was one long struggle not to be laughed at.” Conrad’s Director sneers at “those two imbeciles” as the steamer pulls away, and at the end Kayerts, hanging from the cross, is “putting out a swollen tongue at his Managing Director”. Shelley’s sculptor got there first. The stone keeps the king’s “sneer of cold command”, copied by “the hand that mocked them”. Shelley wrote the sonnet in a contest with his friend Horace Smith, who wrote one on the same subject; hardly anyone reads Smith’s.

      Orwell says the white man who turns tyrant “wears a mask, and his face grows to fit it”. Out in the desert, Ozymandias’s face is nearly all that is left of him. Carlier, at his outpost, pictures a town there in a hundred years, where “chaps will read that two good fellows, Kayerts and Carlier, were the first civilized men to live in this very spot!” It is Carlier who straightens the cross over the first agent’s grave, and hangs from it to test it: “Not a move. Oh, I did that properly.”

    

  
    
      Day Fifteen

      Vikings

      30 minutes

      
        Story
        Thor's Journey to Útgarda-Loki (The Prose Edda)
        Snorri Sturluson · 15 minutes
        The strongest of the Norse gods sets out with Loki to the land of the giants, in the most famous tale of Snorri's handbook of the old myths.
      

      
        Poem
        The Lay of Thrym
        Anonymous (Old Norse) · 7 minutes
        The funniest poem of the Edda: Thor's hammer has been stolen by a giant, who will give it back only if the goddess Freyja marries him.
      

      
        Essay
        The Voyages of Ohthere and Wulfstan
        Ohthere and Wulfstan · 8 minutes
        A Norwegian chieftain at King Alfred's court describes sailing round the top of Norway, and another traveller the Baltic coast, as Alfred had them written down about 890.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      Thor's Journey to Útgarda-Loki (The Prose Edda)

      Snorri Sturluson, translated by Arthur Gilchrist Brodeur, 1220

      Snorri Sturluson, an Icelandic chieftain, wrote the Prose Edda about 1220 as a handbook for poets, retelling the old myths of the Norse gods. In this part a Swedish king in disguise, Gangleri, questions three mysterious figures, High, Just-as-High and Third, about the gods. Thor is the god of thunder, and Loki a cunning god who travels with him.

      
        
          Then spake Thridi: "Now it is evident that he is resolved to know this matter, though it seem not to us a pleasant thing to tell. This is the beginning of this tale: Öku-Thor drove forth with his he-goats and chariot, and with him that Ás called Loki; they came at evening to a husbandman's, and there received a night's lodging. About evening, Thor took his he-goats and slaughtered them both; after that they were flayed and borne to the caldron. When the cooking was done, then Thor and his companion sat down to supper. Thor invited to meat with him the husbandman and his wife, and their children: the husbandman's son was called Thjálfi, and the daughter Röskva. Then Thor laid the goat-hides farther away from the fire, and said that the husbandman and his servants should cast the bones on the goat-hides. Thjálfi, the husbandman's son, was holding a thigh-bone of the goat, and split it with his knife and broke it for the marrow.

"Thor tarried there overnight; and in the interval before day he rose up and clothed himself, took the hammer Mjöllnir, swung it up, and hallowed the goat-hides; straightway the he-goats rose up, and then one of them was lame in a hind leg. Thor discovered this, and declared that the husbandman or his household could not have dealt wisely with the bones of the goat: he knew that the thighbone was broken. There is no need to make a long story of it; all may know how frightened the husbandman must have been when he saw how Thor let his brows sink down before his eyes; but when he looked at the eyes, then it seemed to him that he must fall down before their glances alone. Thor clenched his hands on the hammer-shaft so that the knuckles whitened; and the husbandman and all his household did what was to be expected: they cried out lustily, prayed for peace, offered in recompense all that they had. But when he saw their terror, then the fury departed from him, and he became appeased, and took of them in atonement their children, Thjálfi and Röskva, who then became his bond-servants; and they follow him ever since.

XLV. "Thereupon he left his goats behind, and began his journey eastward toward Jötunheim and clear to the sea; and then he went out over the sea, that deep one; but when he came to land, he went up, and Loki and Thjálfi and Röskva with him. Then, when they had walked a little while, there stood before them a great forest; they walked all that day till dark. Thjálfi was swiftest-footed of all men; he bore Thor's bag, but there was nothing good for food. As soon as it had become dark, they sought themselves shelter for the night, and found before them a certain hall, very great: there was a door in the end, of equal width with the hall, wherein they took up quarters for the night. But about midnight there came a great earthquake: the earth rocked under them exceedingly, and the house trembled. Then Thor rose up and called to his companions, and they explored farther, and found in the middle of the hall a side-chamber on the right hand, and they went in thither. Thor sat down in the doorway, but the others were farther in from him, and they were afraid; but Thor gripped his hammer-shaft and thought to defend himself. Then they heard a great humming sound, and a crashing.

"But when it drew near dawn, then Thor went out and saw a man lying a little way from him in the wood; and that man was not small; he slept and snored mightily. Then Thor thought he could perceive what kind of noise it was which they had heard during the night. He girded himself with his belt of strength, and his divine power waxed; and on the instant the man awoke and rose up swiftly; and then, it is said, the first time Thor's heart failed him, to strike him with the hammer. He asked him his name, and the man called himself Skrýmir,—'but I have no need,' he said, 'to ask thee for thy name; I know that thou art Ása-Thor. But what? Hast thou dragged. away my glove?' Then Skrýmir stretched out his hand and took up the glove; and at once Thor saw that it was that which he had taken for a hall during the night; and as for the side-chamber, it was the thumb of the glove. Skrýmir asked whether Thor would have his company, and Thor assented to this. Then Skrýmir took and unloosened his provision-wallet and made ready to eat his morning meal, and Thor and his fellows in another place. Skrýmir then proposed to them to lay their supply of food together, and Thor assented. Then Skrýmir bound all the food in one bag and laid it on his own back; he went before during the day, and stepped with very great strides; but late in the evening Skrýmir found them night-quarters under a certain great oak. Then Skrýmir said to Thor that he would lay him down to sleep,—'and do ye take the provision-bag and make ready for your supper.'


 "Thereupon Skrýmir slept and snored hard, and Thor took the provision-bag and set about to unloose it; but such things must be told as will seem incredible: he got no knot loosened and no thong-end stirred, so as to be looser than before. When he saw that this work might not avail, then he became angered, gripped the hammer Mjöllnir in both hands, and strode with great strides to that place where Skrýmir lay, and smote him in the head. Skrýmir awoke, and asked whether a leaf had fallen upon his head; or whether they had eaten and were ready for bed? Thor replied that they were just then about to go to sleep; then they went under another oak. It must be told thee, that there was then no fearless sleeping. At midnight Thor heard how Skrýmir snored and slept fast, so that it thundered in the woods; then he stood up and went to him, shook his hammer eagerly and hard, and smote down upon the middle of his crown: he saw that the face of the hammer sank deep into his head. And at that moment Skrýmir awoke arid said: 'What is it now? Did some acorn fall on my head? Or what is the news with thee, Thor?' But Thor went back speedily, and replied that he was then but new-wakened; said that it was then midnight, and there was yet time to sleep.

"Thor meditated that if he could get to strike him a third blow, never should the giant see himself again; he lay now and watched whether Skrýmir were sleeping soundly yet. A little before day, when he perceived that Skrýmir must have fallen asleep, he stood up at once and rushed over to him, brandished his hammer with all his strength, and smote upon that one of his temples which was turned up. But Skrýmir sat up and stroked his cheek, and said: 'Some birds must be sitting in the tree above me; I imagined, when I awoke, that some dirt from the twigs fell upon my head. Art thou awake, Thor? It will be time to arise and clothe us; but now ye have no long journey forward to the castle called Útgardr. I have heard how ye have whispered among yourselves that I am no little man in stature; but ye shall see taller men, if ye come into Útgardr. Now I will give you wholesome advice: do not conduct yourselves boastfully, for the henchmen of Útgarda-Loki will not well endure big words from such swaddling-babes. But if not so, then turn back, and I think it were better for you to do that; but if ye will go forward, then turn to the east. As for me, I hold my way north to these hills, which ye may how see.' Skrýmir took the provision-bag and cast it on his back, and turned from them across the forest; and it is not recorded that the Æsir bade him god-speed.

XLVI. "Thor turned forward on his way, and his fellows, and went onward till mid-day. Then they saw a castle standing in a certain plain, and set their necks down on their backs before they could see up over it. They went to the cattle; and there was a grating in front of the castle-gate, and it was closed. Thor went up to the grating, and did not succeed in opening it; but when they struggled to make their way in, they crept between the bars and came in that way. They saw a great hall and went thither; the door was open; then they went in, and saw there many men on two benches, and most of them were big enough. Thereupon they came before the king Útgarda-Loki and saluted him; but he looked at them in his own good time, and smiled scornfully over his teeth, and said: 'It is late to ask tidings of a long journey; or is it otherwise than I think: that this toddler is Öku-Thor? Yet thou mayest be greater than thou appearest to me. What manner of accomplishments are those, which thou and thy fellows think to be ready for? No one shall be here with us who knows not some kind of craft or cunning surpassing most men.'

"Then spoke the one who came last, 'Who was called Loki: 'I know such a trick, which I am ready to try: that there is no one within here who shall eat his food more quickly than I.' Then Útgarda-Loki answered: 'That is a feat, if thou accomplish it; and this feat shall accordingly be put to the proof.' He called to the farther end of the bench, that he who was called Logi should come forth on the floor and try his prowess against Loki. Then a trough was taken and borne in upon the hall-floor and filled with flesh; Loki sat down at the one end and Logi at the other, and each ate as fast as he could, and they met in the middle of the trough. By that time Loki had eaten all the meat from the bones, but Logi likewise had eaten all the meat, and the bones with it, and the trough too; and now it seemed to all as if Loki had lost the game.

"Then Útgarda-Loki asked what yonder young man could play at; and Thjálfi answered that he would undertake to run a race with whomsoever Útgarda-Loki would bring up. Then Útgarda-Loki said that that was a good accomplishment, and that there was great likelihood that he must be well endowed with fleetness if he were to perform that feat; yet he would speedily see to it that the matter should be tested. Then Útgarda-Loki arose and went out; and there was a good course to run on over the level plain. Then Útgarda-Loki called to him a certain lad, who was named Hugi, and bade him run a match against Thjálfi. Then they held the first heat; and Hugi was so much ahead that he turned back to meet Thjálfi at the end of the course. Then said Útgarda-Loki: 'Thou wilt need to lay thyself forward more, Thjálfi, if thou art to win the game; but it is none the less true that never have any men come hither who seemed to me fleeter of foot than this.' Then they began another heat; and when Hugi had reached the course's end, and was turning back, there was still a long bolt-shot to Thjálfi. Then spake Útgarda-Loki: 'Thjálfi appears to me to run this course well, but I do not believe of him now that he will win the game. But it will be made manifest presently, when they run the third heat.' Then they began the heat; but when Hugi had come to the end of the course and turned back, Thjálfi had not yet reached mid-course. Then all said that that game had been proven.

"Next, Útgarda-Loki asked Thor what feats there were which he might desire to show before them: such great tales as men have made of his mighty works. Then Thor answered that he would most willingly undertake to contend with any in drinking. Útgarda-Loki said that might well be; he went into the hall and called his serving-boy, and bade him bring the sconce-horn which the henchmen were wont to drink off. Straightway the serving-lad came forward with the horn and put it into Thor's hand. Then said Útgarda-Loki: 'It is held that this horn is well drained if it is drunk off in one drink, but some drink it off in two; but no one is so poor a man at drinking that it fails to drain off in three.' Thor looked upon the horn, and it did not seem big to him; and yet it was somewhat long. Still he was very thirsty; he took and drank, and swallowed enormously, and thought that he should not need to bend oftener to the horn. But when his breath failed, and he raised his head from the horn and looked to see how it had gone with the drinking, it seemed to him that there was very little space by which the drink was lower now in the horn than before. Then said Útgarda-Loki: 'It is well drunk, and not too much; I should not have believed, if it had been told me, that Ása-Thor could not drink a greater draught. But I know that thou wilt wish to drink it off in another draught.' Thor answered nothing; he set the horn to his mouth, thinking now that he should drink a greater drink, and struggled with the draught until his breath gave out; and yet he saw that the tip of the horn would not come up so much as he liked. When he took the horn from his mouth and looked into it, it seemed to him then as if it had decreased less than the former time; but now there was a clearly apparent lowering in the horn. Then said Útgarda-Loki: 'How now, Thor? Thou wilt not shrink from one more drink than may he well for thee? If thou now drink the third draught from the horn, it seems to me as if this must he esteemed the greatest; but thou canst not be called so great a man here among us as the Æsir call thee, if thou give not a better account of thyself in the other games than it seems to me may come of this.' Then Thor became angry, set the horn to his mouth, and drank with all his might, and struggled with the drink as much as he could; and when he looked into the horn, at least some space had been made. Then he gave up the horn and would drink no more.

"Then said Útgarda-Loki: Now it is evident that thy prowess is not so great as we thought it to be; but wilt thou try thy hand at more games? It may readily be seen that thou gettest no advantage hereof.' Thor answered: 'I will make trial of yet other games; but it would have seemed wonderful to me, when I was at home with the Æsir, if such drinks had been called so little. But what game will ye now offer me?' Then said Útgarda-Loki: 'Young lads here are wont to do this (which is thought of small consequence): lift my cat up from the earth; but I should not have been able to speak of such a thing to Ása-Thor if I had not seen that thou hast far less in thee than I had thought.' Thereupon there leaped forth on the hall-floor a gray cat, and a very big one; and Thor went to it and took it with his hand down under the middle of the belly and lifted up. But the cat bent into an arch just as Thor stretched up his hands; and when Thor reached up as high as he could at the very utmost, then the cat lifted up one foot, and Thor got this game no further advanced. Then said Útgarda-Loki: 'This game went even as I had foreseen; the cat is very great, whereas Thor is low and little beside the huge men who are here with us.'

"Then said Thor: 'Little as ye call me, let any one come up now and wrestle with me; now I am angry.' Then Útgarda-Loki answered, looking about him on the benches, and spake: 'I see no such man here within, who would not hold it a disgrace to wrestle with thee;' and yet he said: 'Let us see first; let the old woman my nurse be called hither, Elli, and let Thor wrestle with her if he will. She has thrown such men as have seemed to me no less strong than Thor.' Straightway there came into the hall an old woman, stricken in years. Then Útgarda-Loki said that she should grapple with Ása-Thor. There is no need to make a long matter of it: that struggle went in such wise that the harder Thor strove in gripping, the faster she stood; then the old woman essayed a hold, and then Thor became totty on his feet, and their tuggings were very hard. Yet it was not long before Thor fell to his knee, on one foot. Then Útgarda-Loki went up and bade them cease the wrestling, saying that Thor should not need to challenge more men of his body-guard to wrestling. By then it had passed toward night; Útgarda-Loki showed Thor and his companions to a seat, and they tarried there the night long in good cheer.

XLVII. "But at morning, as soon as it dawned, Thor and his companions arose, clothed themselves, and were ready to go away. Then came there Útgarda-Loki and caused a table to be set for them; there was no lack of good cheer, meat and drink. So soon as they had eaten, he went out from the castle with them; and at parting Útgarda-Loki spoke to Thor and asked how he thought his journey had ended, or whether he had met any man mightier than himself. Thor answered that he could not say that he had not got much shame in their dealings together. 'But yet I know that ye will call me a man of little might, and I am ill-content with that.' Then said Útgardi-Loki: 'Now I will tell thee the truth, now that thou art come out of the castle; and if I live and am able to prevail, then thou shalt never again come into it. And this I know, by my troth! that thou shouldst never have come into it, If I had known before that thou haddest so much strength in thee, and that thou shouldst so nearly have had us in great peril. But I made ready against thee eye-illusions; and I came upon you the first time in the wood, and when thou wouldst have unloosed the provision-bag, I had bound it with iron, and thou didst not find where to undo it. But next thou didst smite me three blows with the hammer; and the first was least, and was yet so great that it would have sufficed to slay me, if it had come upon me. Where thou sawest near my hall a saddle-backed mountain, cut at the top into threesquare dales, and one the deepest, those were the marks of thy hammer. I brought the saddle-back before the blow, but thou didst not see that. So it was also with the games, in which ye did contend against my henchmen: that was the first, which Loki did; he was very hungry and ate zealously, but he who was called Logi was "wild-fire," and he burned the trough no less swiftly than the meat. But when Thjálfi ran the race with him called Hugi, that was my "thought," and it was not to be expected of Thjálfi that he should match swiftness with it.

"Moreover, when thou didst drink from the horn, and it seemed to thee to go slowly, then, by my faith, that was a wonder which I should not have believed possible: the other end of the horn was out in the sea, but thou didst not perceive it. But now, when thou comest to the sea, thou shalt be able to mark what a diminishing thou hast drunk in the sea: this is henceforth called "ebb-tides."'

"And again he said: 'It seemed to me not less noteworthy when thou didst lift up the cat; and to tell thee truly, then all were afraid who saw how thou didst lift one foot clear of the earth. That cat was not as it appeared to thee: it was the Midgard Serpent, which lies about all the land, and scarcely does its length suffice to encompass the earth with head and tail. So high didst thou stretch up thine arms that it was then but a little way more to heaven. It was also a great marvel concerning the wrestling-match, when thou didst withstand so long, and didst not fall more than on one knee, wrestling with Elli; since none such has ever been and none shall be, if he become so old as to abide "Old Age," that she shall not cause him to fall. And now it is truth to tell that we must part; and it will be better on both sides that ye never come again to seek me. Another time I will defend my castle with similar wiles or with others, so that ye shall get no power over me.'

"When Thor had heard these sayings, he clutched his hammer and brandished it aloft; but when he was about to launch it forward, then he saw Útgarda-Loki nowhere. Then he turned back to the castle, purposing to crush it to pieces; and he saw there a wide and fair plain, but no castle. So he turned back and went his way, till he was come back again to Thrúdvangar. But it is a true tale that then he resolved to seek if he might bring about a meeting between himself and the Midgard Serpent, which after ward came to pass. Now I think no one knows how to tell thee more truly concerning this journey of Thor's."
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      Poem

      The Lay of Thrym

      Anonymous (Old Norse), translated by Henry Adams Bellows, 1000

      Thor is the strongest of the Norse gods, and his hammer their chief defence against the giants. Vingthor and Hlorrithi are other names for Thor; Freyja is the goddess of love, Loki the trickster, and Heimdall the gods' watchman. The poem was written down in Iceland in the thirteenth century, but is probably much older.

      
        
Wild was Vingthor  when he awoke,
And when his mighty  hammer he missed;
 He shook his beard,  his hair was bristling,
As the son of Jorth  about him sought.


2. Hear now the speech  that first he spake:
"Harken, Loki,  and heed my words,
Nowhere on earth  is it known to man,
Nor in heaven above:  our hammer is stolen."


3. To the dwelling fair  of Freyja went they,
Hear now the speech  that first he spake:
"Wilt thou, Freyja,  thy feather-dress lend me,
That so my hammer  I may seek?"


  Freyja spake:
4. "Thine should it be  though of silver bright,
And I would give it  though 'twere of gold."
Then Loki flew,  and the feather-dress whirred,
Till he left behind him  the home of the gods,
And reached at last  the realm of the giants.


 5. Thrym sat on a mound,  the giants' master,
Leashes of gold  he laid for his dogs,
And stroked and smoothed  the manes of his steeds.


  Thrym spake:
6. "How fare the gods,  how fare the elves?
Why comst thou alone  to the giants' land?"


  Loki spake:
"Ill fare the gods,  ill fare the elves!
Hast thou hidden  Hlorrithi's hammer?"


  Thrym spake:
7. "I have hidden  Hlorrithi's hammer,
Eight miles down  deep in the earth;
And back again  shall no man bring it
If Freyja I win not  to be my wife."


8. Then Loki flew,  and the feather-dress whirred,
Till he left behind him  the home of the giants,
And reached at last  the realm of the gods.
There in the courtyard  Thor he met:
Hear now the speech  that first he spake:



9. "Hast thou found tidings  as well as trouble?
Thy news in the air  shalt thou utter now;
Oft doth the sitter  his story forget,
And lies he speaks  who lays himself down."


  Loki spake:
10. "Trouble I have,  and tidings as well:
Thrym, king of the giants,  keeps thy hammer,
And back again  shall no man bring it
If Freyja he wins not  to be his wife."


11. Freyja the fair  then went they to find;
Hear now the speech  that first he spake:
"Bind on, Freyja,  the bridal veil,
For we two must haste  to the giants' home."


12. Wrathful was Freyja,  and fiercely she snorted,
And the dwelling great  of the gods was shaken,
And burst was the mighty  Brisings' necklace:
"Most lustful indeed  should I look to all
If I journeyed with thee  to the giants' home."



13. Then were the gods  together met,
And the goddesses came  and council held,
And the far-famed ones  a plan would find,
How they might Hlorrithi's  hammer win.


14. Then Heimdall spake,  whitest of the gods,
Like the Wanes he knew  the future well:
"Bind we on Thor  the bridal veil,
Let him bear the mighty  Brisings' necklace;


15. "Keys around him  let there rattle,
And down to his knees  hang woman's dress;
With gems full broad  upon his breast,
And a pretty cap  to crown his head."


16. Then Thor the mighty  his answer made:
"Me would the gods  unmanly call
If I let bind  the bridal veil."


17. Then Loki spake,  the son of Laufey:
"Be silent, Thor,  and speak not thus;
 Else will the giants  in Asgarth dwell
If thy hammer is brought not  home to thee."


18. Then bound they on Thor  the bridal veil,
And next the mighty  Brisings' necklace.


19. Keys around him  let they rattle,
And down to his knees  hung woman's dress;
With gems full broad  upon his breast,
And a pretty cap  to crown his head.


20. Then Loki spake,  the son of Laufey:
"As thy maid-servant thither  I go with thee;
We two shall haste  to the giants' home."


21. Then home the goats  to the hall were driven,
They wrenched at the halters,  swift were they to run;
The mountains burst,  earth burned with fire,
And Othin's son  sought Jotunheim.


22. Then loud spake Thrym,  the giants' leader:
"Bestir ye, giants,  put straw on the benches;
 Now Freyja they bring  to be my bride,
The daughter of Njorth  out of Noatun.


23. "Gold-horned cattle  go to my stables,
Jet-black oxen,  the giant's joy;
Many my gems,  and many my jewels,
Freyja alone  did I lack, methinks."


24. Early it was  to evening come,
And forth was borne  the beer for the giants;
Thor alone ate an ox,  and eight salmon,
All the dainties as well  that were set for the women;
And drank Sif's mate  three tuns of mead.


25. Then loud spake Thrym,  the giants' leader:
"Who ever saw bride  more keenly bite?
I ne'er saw bride  with a broader bite,
Nor a maiden who drank  more mead than this!"


26. Hard by there sat  the serving-maid wise,
So well she answered  the giant's words:
"From food has Freyja  eight nights fasted,
So hot was her longing  for Jotunheim."



27. Thrym looked 'neath the veil,  for he longed to kiss,
But back he leaped  the length of the hall:
"Why are so fearful  the eyes of Freyja?
Fire, methinks,  from her eyes burns forth."


28. Hard by there sat  the serving-maid wise,
So well she answered  the giant's words:
"No sleep has Freyja  for eight nights found,
So hot was her longing  for Jotunheim."


29. Soon came the giant's  luckless sister,
Who feared not to ask  the bridal fee:
"From thy hands the rings  of red gold take,
If thou wouldst win  my willing love,
(My willing love  and welcome glad.)"


30. Then loud spake Thrym,  the giants' leader:
"Bring in the hammer  to hallow the bride;
On the maiden's knees  let Mjollnir lie,
That us both the hand  of Vor may bless."


 31. The heart in the breast  of Hlorrithi laughed
When the hard-souled one  his hammer beheld;
First Thrym, the king  of the giants, he killed,
Then all the folk  of the giants he felled.


32. The giant's sister  old he slew,
She who had begged  the bridal fee;
A stroke she got  in the shilling's stead,
And for many rings  the might of the hammer.


33. And so his hammer  got Othin's son.
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      Essay

      The Voyages of Ohthere and Wulfstan

      Ohthere and Wulfstan, translated by James Ingram, c. 890

      King Alfred of Wessex had a Latin history of the world translated into English, and added to it two accounts he had heard from travellers about 890: Ohthere, from the far north of Norway, and Wulfstan, who sailed the Baltic. The "Finlanders" are the Sami people; "horse-whales" are walruses.

      “Ohthere told his lord, King Alfred, that he lived to
the north of all the Northmen. He says that he dwelt on the
mainland to the northward, by the west sea; that the land,
however, extends to a very great length thence onward to the
north; but it is all waste, except in a few places where the
Finlanders occasionally resort, for hunting in the winter, and in
the summer for fishing along the sea-coast. He said that he
was determined to find out, on a certain time, how far this
country extended northward, or whether any one lived to the north
of the waste. With this intent he proceeded northward along
the coast, leaving all the way the waste land on the starboard,
and the wide sea on the backboard, for three days. He was
then as far north as the whale-hunters ever go. He then
continued his voyage, steering yet northward, as far as he could
sail within three other days. Then the land began to take a
turn to the eastward, even unto the inland sea, but he knows not
how much farther. He remembers, however, that he stayed
there waiting for a western wind, or a point to the north, and
sailed thence eastward by the land as far as he could in four
days. Then he was obliged to wait for a due north wind,
because the land there began to run southward, quite to the
inland sea; he knows not how far. He sailed thence along
the coast southward, as far as he could in five days. There
lay then a great river a long way up in the land, into the mouth
of which they entered, because they durst not proceed beyond the
river from an apprehension of hostilities, for the land was all
inhabited on the other side of the river. Ohthere, however,
had not met with any inhabited land before this since he first
set out from his own home. All the land to his right,
during his whole voyage, was uncultivated and without
inhabitants, except a few fishermen, fowlers, and hunters, all of
whom were Finlanders; and he had nothing but the wide sea on his
left all the way. The Biarmians, indeed, had well
cultivated their land; though Ohthere and his crew durst not
enter upon it; but the land of the Torne-Finnas was all waste,
and it was only occasionally inhabited by hunters, and fishermen,
and fowlers.

“The Biarmians told him many stories, both about their
own land and about the other countries around them; but Ohthere
knew not how much truth there was in them, because he had not an
opportunity of seeing with his own eyes. It seemed,
however, to him, that the Finlanders and the Biarmians spoke
nearly the same language. The principal object of his
voyage, indeed, was already gained; which was, to increase the
discovery of the land, and on account of the horse-whales,
because they have very beautiful bone in their teeth, some of
which they brought to the king, and their hides are good for
ship-ropes. This sort of whale is much less than the other
kinds, it is not longer commonly than seven ells: but in his own
country (Ohthere says) is the best whale-hunting; there the
whales are eight and forty ells long, and the largest fifty; of
these, he said, he once killed (six in company) sixty in two
days. He was a very rich man in the possession of those
animals, in which their principal wealth consists, namely, such
as are naturally wild. He had then, when he came to seek
King Alfred, six hundred deer, all tamed by himself, and not
purchased. They call them reindeer. Of these six were
stall-reins, or decoy deer, which are very valuable amongst the
Finlanders, because they catch the wild deer with them.

“Ohthere himself was amongst the first men in the land,
though he had not more than twenty rother-beasts, twenty sheep,
and twenty swine; and what little he ploughed, he ploughed with
horses. The annual revenue of these people consists chiefly
in a certain tribute which the Finlanders yield them. This
tribute is derived from the skins of animals, feathers of various
birds, whalebone, and ship-ropes, which are made of whales’
hides and of seals. Everyone pays according to his
substance; the wealthiest man amongst them pays only the skins of
fifteen marterns, five reindeer skins, one bear’s skin, ten
bushels of feathers, a cloak of bear’s or otter’s
skin, two ship-ropes (each sixty ells long), one made of
whale’s and the other of seal’s skin.

“Ohthere moreover said that the land of the Northmen was
very long and very narrow; all that is fit either for pasture or
ploughing lies along the sea coast, which, however, is in some
parts very cloddy; along the eastern side are wild moors,
extending a long way up parallel to the cultivated land. The Finlanders inhabit these moors, and the cultivated land is
broadest to the eastward; and, altogether, the more northward it
lies, the more narrow it is. Eastward it may perhaps be
sixty miles broad, in some places broader; about the middle,
thirty miles, or somewhat more; and northward, Ohthere says
(where it is narrowest), it may be only three miles across from
the sea to the moors, which, however, are in some parts so wide,
that a man could scarcely pass over them in two weeks, though in
other parts perhaps in six days. Then parallel with this
land southward is Sweoland, on the other side of the moors,
extending quite to the northward; and running even with the
northern part of it is Cwenaland. The Cwenas sometimes make
incursions against the Northmen over these moors, and sometimes
the Northmen on them; there are very large meres of fresh water
beyond the moors, and the Cwenas carry their ships overland into
the meres, whence they make depredations on the Northmen; they
have ships that are very small and very light.

“Ohthere said that the shire which he inhabited is
called Halgoland. He says that no human being abode in any
fixed habitation to the north of him. There is a port to
the south of this land, which is called Sciringes-heal. Thither he said that a man could not sail in a month, if he
watched in the night, and every day had a fair wind; and all the
while he shall sail along the coast; and on his right hand first
is Island, and then the islands which are between Island and this
land. Then this land continues quite to Sciringes-heal; and
all the way on the left is Norway. To the south of
Sciringes-heal a great sea runs up a vast way into the country,
and is so wide that no man can see across it. (Jutland is
opposite on the other side, and then Sealand.) This sea
lies many hundred miles up into the land. Ohthere further
says that he sailed in five days from Sciringes-heal to that port
which men call Æt-Hæthum, which stands between the
Winedæ, the Saxons, and the Angles, and is subject to the
Danes.

“When Ohthere sailed to this place from Sciringes-heal,
Denmark was on his left, and on his right the wide sea, for three
days; and for the two days before he came to Hæthum, on his
right hand was Jutland, Sealand, and many islands; all which
lands were inhabited by the English, before they came hither; and
for these two days the islands which are subject to Denmark were
on his left.”

“Wulfstan said that he went from Heathum to Truso in
seven days and nights, and that the ship was running under sail
all the way. Weonodland was on his right, and Langland,
Læland, Falster, and Sconey, on his left, all which land is
subject to Denmark. “Then on our left we had the land
of the Burgundians, who have a king to themselves. Then,
after the land of the Burgundians, we had on our left the lands
that have been called from the earliest times Blekingey, and
Meore, and Eowland, and Gotland, all which territory is subject
to the Sweons; and Weonodland was all the way on our right, as
far as Weissel-mouth. The Weissel is a very large river,
and near it lie Witland and Weonodland. Witland belongs to
the people of Eastland; and out of Weonodland flows the river
Weissel, which empties itself afterwards into Estmere. This
lake, called Estmere, is about fifteen miles broad. Then
runs the Ilfing east (of the Weissel) into Estmere, from that
lake on the banks of which stands Truso. These two rivers
come out together into Estmere, the Ilfing east from Eastland,
and the Weissel south from Weonodland. Then the Weissel
deprives the Ilfing of its name, and, flowing from the west part
of the lake, at length empties itself northward into the sea,
whence this point is called the Weissel-mouth. This country
called Eastland is very extensive, and there are in it many
towns, and in every town is a king. There is a great
quantity of honey and fish; and even the king and the richest men
drink mare’s milk, whilst the poor and the slaves drink
mead. There is a vast deal of war and contention amongst
the different tribes of this nation. There is no ale brewed
amongst the Estonians, but they have mead in profusion.

“There is also this custom with the Estonians, that when
anyone dies the corpse continues unburnt with the relations and
friends for at least a month, sometimes two; and the bodies of
kings and illustrious men, according to their respective wealth,
lie sometimes even for half a year before the corpse is burned,
and the body continues above ground in the house, during which
time drinking and sports are prolonged till the day on which the
body is consumed. Then, when it is carried to the funeral
pile, the substance of the deceased, which remains after these
drinking festivities and sports, is divided into five or six
heaps; sometimes into more, according to the proportion of what
he happens to be worth. These heaps are so disposed that
the largest heap shall be about one mile from the town; and so
gradually the smaller at lesser intervals, till all the wealth is
divided, so that the least heap shall be nearest the town where
the corpse lies.

“Then all those are to be summoned together who have the
fleetest horses in the land, for a wager of skill, within the
distance of five or six miles from these heaps; and they all ride
a race toward the substance of the deceased. Then comes the
man that has the winning horse toward the first and largest heap,
and so each after other, till the whole is seized upon. He
procures, however, the least heap who takes that which is nearest
the town; and then everyone rides away with his share, and keeps
the whole of it. On account of this custom fleet horses in
that country are wonderfully dear. When the wealth of the
deceased has been thus exhausted, then they carry out his corpse
from the house and burn it, together with his weapons and
clothes; and generally they spend his whole substance by the long
continuance of the body within the house, together with what they
lay in heaps along the road, which the strangers run for, and
take away.

“It is also an established custom with the Estonians
that the dead bodies of every tribe or family shall be burned,
and if any man findeth a single bone unconsumed, they shall be
fined to a considerable amount. These Estonians also have
the power of producing artificial cold; and it is thus the dead
body continues so long above ground without putrefying, on which
they produce this artificial cold; and, though a man should set
two vessels full of ale or of water, they contrive that either
shall be completely frozen over; and this equally the same in the
summer as in the winter.”
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      Afterword

      Day Fifteen: Vikings

      Ohthere heard plenty of stories from the Biarmians, but “knew not how much truth there was in them, because he had not an opportunity of seeing with his own eyes.” Thor sees everything in Útgard with his own eyes, and none of it is what it seems. The hall is a glove, the hammer-blows fall on a mountain, the cat is the Midgard Serpent and the old nurse is Old Age: “eye-illusions”, Útgarda-Loki calls them. In Thrym’s hall it is the giants’ turn to be fooled, by a bride who eats an ox and eight salmon and whose eyes seem to burn with fire. Loki, who lost his eating match to wildfire itself, wins this round with his tongue: Freyja has fasted eight nights, “So hot was her longing for Jotunheim.”

      The god is still with us once a week, since Thursday is Thor’s day. Ohthere’s report is the oldest writing known to name Norway. And Snorri, who kept these stories alive, came to a bad end of his own: caught up in the feuds of Iceland’s chieftains, he was murdered at his farm at Reykholt in 1241, on the orders of the King of Norway.

    

  
    
      Day Sixteen

      Appearances

      21 minutes

      
        Story
        The Fly
        Katherine Mansfield · 9 minutes
        One of Mansfield's last stories and among her finest: an office, an old friend's visit, and a fly.
      

      
        Poem
        Richard Cory
        Edwin Arlington Robinson · 1 minute
        Sixteen lines about the most admired man in town.
      

      
        Essay
        On Being Found Out
        William Makepeace Thackeray · 11 minutes
        What if everyone's secrets came out at once? Thackeray's wry Roundabout Paper.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      The Fly

      Katherine Mansfield, 1922

      







































“Y’are very snug in here,” piped old
Mr. Woodifield, and he peered out
of the great, green leather armchair
by his friend the boss’s desk as a baby peers out
of its pram. His talk was over; it was time for
him to be off. But he did not want to go. Since
he had retired, since his ... stroke, the wife
and the girls kept him boxed up in the house
every day of the week except Tuesday. On Tuesday
he was dressed up and brushed and allowed
to cut back to the City for the day. Though
what he did there the wife and girls couldn’t
imagine. Made a nuisance of himself to his
friends, they supposed.... Well, perhaps so.
All the same, we cling to our last pleasures as
the tree clings to its last leaves. So there sat old
Woodifield, smoking a cigar and staring almost
greedily at the boss, who rolled in his office chair,
stout, rosy, five years older than he, and still going
strong, still at the helm. It did one good to
see him.

Wistfully, admiringly, the old voice added, “It’s
snug in here, upon my word!”

“Yes, it’s comfortable enough,” agreed the
boss, and he flipped the Financial Times with a
paper-knife. As a matter of fact he was proud
of his room; he liked to have it admired, especially
by old Woodifield. It gave him a feeling
of deep, solid satisfaction to be planted there in
the midst of it in full view of that frail old figure
in the muffler.

“I’ve had it done up lately,” he explained, as
he had explained for the past—how many?—weeks.
“New carpet,” and he pointed to the
bright red carpet with a pattern of large white
rings. “New furniture,” and he nodded towards
the massive bookcase and the table with legs like
twisted treacle. “Electric heating!” He waved
almost exultantly towards the five transparent,
pearly sausages glowing so softly in the tilted
copper pan.

But he did not draw old Woodifield’s attention
to the photograph over the table of a grave-looking
boy in uniform standing in one of those
spectral photographers’ parks with photographers’
storm-clouds behind him. It was not
new. It had been there for over six years.

“There was something I wanted to tell you,”
said old Woodifield, and his eyes grew dim remembering.
“Now what was it? I had it in
my mind when I started out this morning.” His
hands began to tremble, and patches of red
showed above his beard.

Poor old chap, he’s on his last pins, thought
the boss. And, feeling kindly, he winked at
the old man, and said jokingly, “I tell you what.
I’ve got a little drop of something here that’ll do
you good before you go out into the cold again.
It’s beautiful stuff. It wouldn’t hurt a child.”
He took a key off his watch-chain, unlocked a
cupboard below his desk, and drew forth a dark,
squat bottle. “That’s the medicine,” said he.
“And the man from whom I got it told me on the
strict Q.T. it came from the cellars at Windsor
Cassel.”

Old Woodifield’s mouth fell open at the sight.
He couldn’t have looked more surprised if the
boss had produced a rabbit.

“It’s whisky, ain’t it?” he piped, feebly.

The boss turned the bottle and lovingly showed
him the label. Whisky it was.

“D’you know,” said he, peering up at the
boss wonderingly, “they won’t let me touch it
at home.” And he looked as though he was
going to cry.

“Ah, that’s where we know a bit more than
the ladies,” cried the boss, swooping across for
two tumblers that stood on the table with the
water-bottle, and pouring a generous finger into
each. “Drink it down. It’ll do you good.
And don’t put any water with it. It’s sacrilege to
tamper with stuff like this. Ah!” He tossed
off his, pulled out his handkerchief, hastily wiped
his moustaches, and cocked an eye at old Woodifield,
who was rolling his in his chaps.

The old man swallowed, was silent a moment,
and then said faintly, “It’s nutty!”

But it warmed him; it crept into his chill old
brain—he remembered.

“That was it,” he said, heaving himself out
of his chair. “I thought you’d like to know.
The girls were in Belgium last week having a look
at poor Reggie’s grave, and they happened to
come across your boy’s. They’re quite near each
other, it seems.”

Old Woodifield paused, but the boss made no
reply. Only a quiver in his eyelids showed that
he heard.

“The girls were delighted with the way the
place is kept,” piped the old voice. “Beautifully
looked after. Couldn’t be better if they were
at home. You’ve not been across, have yer?”

“No, no!” For various reasons the boss had
not been across.

“There’s miles of it,” quavered old Woodifield,
“and it’s all as neat as a garden. Flowers
growing on all the graves. Nice broad paths.”
It was plain from his voice how much he liked a
nice broad path.

The pause came again. Then the old man
brightened wonderfully.

“D’you know what the hotel made the girls
pay for a pot of jam?” he piped. “Ten francs!
Robbery, I call it. It was a little pot, so Gertrude
says, no bigger than a half-crown. And
she hadn’t taken more than a spoonful when they
charged her ten francs. Gertrude brought the
pot away with her to teach ’em a lesson. Quite
right, too; it’s trading on our feelings. They
think because we’re over there having a look
around we’re ready to pay anything. That’s
what it is.” And he turned towards the door.

“Quite right, quite right!” cried the boss,
though what was quite right he hadn’t the least
idea. He came round by his desk, followed the
shuffling footsteps to the door, and saw the old
fellow out. Woodifield was gone.

For a long moment the boss stayed, staring at
nothing, while the grey-haired office messenger,
watching him, dodged in and out of his cubby-hole
like a dog that expects to be taken for a run.
Then: “I’ll see nobody for half an hour,
Macey,” said the boss. “Understand? Nobody
at all.”

“Very good, sir.”

The door shut, the firm heavy steps recrossed
the bright carpet, the fat body plumped down in
the spring chair, and leaning forward, the boss
covered his face with his hands. He wanted, he
intended, he had arranged to weep....

It had been a terrible shock to him when old
Woodifield sprang that remark upon him about
the boy’s grave. It was exactly as though the
earth had opened and he had seen the boy lying
there with Woodifield’s girls staring down at
him. For it was strange. Although over six
years had passed away, the boss never thought of
the boy except as lying unchanged, unblemished
in his uniform, asleep for ever. “My son!”
groaned the boss. But no tears came yet. In
the past, in the first months and even years after
the boy’s death, he had only to say those words to
be overcome by such grief that nothing short of
a violent fit of weeping could relieve him. Time,
he had declared then, he had told everybody,
could make no difference. Other men perhaps
might recover, might live their loss down, but not
he. How was it possible? His boy was an only
son. Ever since his birth the boss had worked at
building up this business for him; it had no other
meaning if it was not for the boy. Life itself
had come to have no other meaning. How on
earth could he have slaved, denied himself, kept
going all those years without the promise for ever
before him of the boy’s stepping into his shoes
and carrying on where he left off?

And that promise had been so near being fulfilled.
The boy had been in the office learning
the ropes for a year before the war. Every
morning they had started off together; they had
come back by the same train. And what congratulations
he had received as the boy’s father!
No wonder; he had taken to it marvellously. As
to his popularity with the staff, every man jack
of them down to old Macey couldn’t make
enough of the boy. And he wasn’t in the least
spoilt. No, he was just his bright, natural self,
with the right word for everybody, with that
boyish look and his habit of saying, “Simply
splendid!”

But all that was over and done with as though
it never had been. The day had come when
Macey had handed him the telegram that brought
the whole place crashing about his head.
“Deeply regret to inform you....” And he
had left the office a broken man, with his life in
ruins.

Six years ago, six years.... How quickly
time passed! It might have happened yesterday.
The boss took his hands from his face;
he was puzzled. Something seemed to be wrong
with him. He wasn’t feeling as he wanted to
feel. He decided to get up and have a look at the
boy’s photograph. But it wasn’t a favorite
photograph of his; the expression was unnatural.
It was cold, even stern-looking. The boy had
never looked like that.

At that moment the boss noticed that a fly had
fallen into his broad inkpot, and was trying feebly
but desperately to clamber out again. Help!
help! said those struggling legs. But the sides of
the inkpot were wet and slippery; it fell back
again and began to swim. The boss took up a
pen, picked the fly out of the ink, and shook it
on to a piece of blotting-paper. For a fraction
of a second it lay still on the dark patch that
oozed round it. Then the front legs waved, took
hold, and, pulling its small sodden body up it
began the immense task of cleaning the ink from
its wings. Over and under, over and under, went
a leg along a wing, as the stone goes over and
under the scythe. Then there was a pause, while
the fly, seeming to stand on the tips of its toes,
tried to expand first one wing and then the other.
It succeeded at last, and, sitting down, it began,
like a minute cat, to clean its face. Now one
could imagine that the little front legs rubbed
against each other lightly, joyfully. The horrible
danger was over; it had escaped; it was
ready for life again.

But just then the boss had an idea. He
plunged his pen back into the ink, leaned his thick
wrist on the blotting paper, and as the fly tried
its wings down came a great heavy blot. What
would it make of that? What indeed! The
little beggar seemed absolutely cowed, stunned,
and afraid to move because of what would happen
next. But then, as if painfully, it dragged
itself forward. The front legs waved, caught
hold, and, more slowly this time, the task began
from the beginning.

He’s a plucky little devil, thought the boss,
and he felt a real admiration for the fly’s courage.
That was the way to tackle things; that was the
right spirit. Never say die; it was only a question
of.... But the fly had again finished its
laborious task, and the boss had just time to
refill his pen, to shake fair and square on the
new-cleaned body yet another dark drop. What
about it this time? A painful moment of
suspense followed. But behold, the front legs
were again waving; the boss felt a rush of relief.
He leaned over the fly and said to it tenderly,
“You artful little b....” And he actually had
the brilliant notion of breathing on it to help the
drying process. All the same, there was something
timid and weak about its efforts now, and
the boss decided that this time should be the last,
as he dipped the pen into the inkpot.

It was. The last blot on the soaked blotting-paper,
and the draggled fly lay in it and did not
stir. The back legs were stuck to the body; the
front legs were not to be seen.

“Come on,” said the boss. “Look sharp!”
And he stirred it with his pen—in vain. Nothing
happened or was likely to happen. The fly
was dead.

The boss lifted the corpse on the end of the
paper-knife and flung it into the waste-paper
basket. But such a grinding feeling of wretchedness
seized him that he felt positively frightened.
He started forward and pressed the bell for
Macey.

“Bring me some fresh blotting-paper,” he said,
sternly, “and look sharp about it.” And while
the old dog padded away he fell to wondering
what it was he had been thinking about before.
What was it? It was.... He took out his
handkerchief and passed it inside his collar. For
the life of him he could not remember.
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      Poem

      Richard Cory

      Edwin Arlington Robinson, 1897

      
        

RICHARD CORY





Whenever Richard Cory went down town,

We people on the pavement looked at him:

He was a gentleman from sole to crown,

Clean favored, and imperially slim.



And he was always quietly arrayed,

And he was always human when he talked;

But still he fluttered pulses when he said,

"Good-morning," and he glittered when he walked.



And he was rich,—yes, richer than a king,—

And admirably schooled in every grace:

In fine, we thought that he was everything

To make us wish that we were in his place.



So on we worked, and waited for the light,

And went without the meat, and cursed the bread;

And Richard Cory, one calm summer night,

Went home and put a bullet through his head.








      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Essay

      On Being Found Out

      William Makepeace Thackeray, 1861

      
      At the close (let us say) of Queen Anne's reign, when I was a boy at a
      private and preparatory school for young gentlemen, I remember the
      wiseacre of a master ordering us all, one night, to march into a little
      garden at the back of the house, and thence to proceed one by one into a
      tool or hen house, (I was but a tender little thing just put into short
      clothes, and can't exactly say whether the house was for tools or hens,)
      and in that house to put our hands into a sack which stood on a bench, a
      candle burning beside it. I put my hand into the sack. My hand came out
      quite black. I went and joined the other boys in the schoolroom; and all
      their hands were black too.
    


      By reason of my tender age (and there are some critics who, I hope, will
      be satisfied by my acknowledging that I am a hundred and fifty-six next
      birthday) I could not understand what was the meaning of this night
      excursion—this candle, this tool-house, this bag of soot. I think we
      little boys were taken out of our sleep to be brought to the ordeal. We
      came, then, and showed our little hands to the master; washed them or not—most
      probably, I should say, not—and so went bewildered back to bed.
    


      Something had been stolen in the school that day; and Mr. Wiseacre having
      read in a book of an ingenious method of finding out a thief by making him
      put his hand into a sack (which, if guilty, the rogue would shirk from
      doing), all we boys were subjected to the trial. Goodness knows what the
      lost object was, or who stole it. We all had black hands to show the
      master. And the thief, whoever he was, was not Found Out that time.
    


      I wonder if the rascal is alive—an elderly scoundrel he must be by
      this time; and a hoary old hypocrite, to whom an old schoolfellow presents
      his kindest regards—parenthetically remarking what a dreadful place
      that private school was; cold, chilblains, bad dinners, not enough
      victuals, and caning awful!—Are you alive still, I say, you nameless
      villain, who escaped discovery on that day of crime? I hope you have
      escaped often since, old sinner. Ah, what a lucky thing it is, for you and
      me, my man, that we are NOT found out in all our peccadilloes; and that
      our backs can slip away from the master and the cane!
    


      Just consider what life would be, if every rogue was found out, and
      flogged coram populo! What a butchery, what an indecency, what an endless
      swishing of the rod! Don't cry out about my misanthropy. My good friend
      Mealymouth, I will trouble you to tell me, do you go to church? When
      there, do you say, or do you not, that you are a miserable sinner? and
      saying so do you believe or disbelieve it? If you are a M. S., don't you
      deserve correction, and aren't you grateful if you are to be let off? I
      say again, what a blessed thing it is that we are not all found out!
    


      Just picture to yourself everybody who does wrong being found out, and
      punished accordingly. Fancy all the boys in all the school being whipped;
      and then the assistants, and then the head master (Dr. Badford let us call
      him). Fancy the provost-marshal being tied up, having previously
      superintended the correction of the whole army. After the young gentlemen
      have had their turn for the faulty exercises, fancy Dr. Lincolnsinn being
      taken up for certain faults in HIS Essay and Review. After the clergyman
      has cried his peccavi, suppose we hoist up a bishop, and give him a couple
      of dozen! (I see my Lord Bishop of Double-Gloucester sitting in a very
      uneasy posture on his right reverend bench.) After we have cast off the
      bishop, what are we to say to the Minister who appointed him? My Lord
      Cinqwarden, it is painful to have to use personal correction to a boy of
      your age; but really . . . Siste tandem, carnifex! The butchery is too
      horrible. The hand drops powerless, appalled at the quantity of birch
      which it must cut and brandish. I am glad we are not all found out, I say
      again; and protest, my dear brethren, against our having our deserts.
    


      To fancy all men found out and punished is bad enough; but imagine all
      women found out in the distinguished social circle in which you and I have
      the honor to move. Is it not a mercy that a many of these fair criminals
      remain unpunished and undiscovered! There is Mrs. Longbow, who is for ever
      practising, and who shoots poisoned arrows, too; when you meet her you
      don't call her liar, and charge her with the wickedness she has done and
      is doing. There is Mrs. Painter, who passes for a most respectable woman,
      and a model in society. There is no use in saying what you really know
      regarding her and her goings on. There is Diana Hunter—what a little
      haughty prude it is; and yet WE know stories about her which are not
      altogether edifying. I say it is best, for the sake of the good, that the
      bad should not all be found out. You don't want your children to know the
      history of that lady in the next box, who is so handsome, and whom they
      admire so. Ah me, what would life be if we were all found out, and
      punished for all our faults? Jack Ketch would be in permanence; and then
      who would hang Jack Ketch?
    


      They talk of murderers being pretty certainly found out. Psha! I have
      heard an authority awfully competent vow and declare that scores and
      hundreds of murders are committed, and nobody is the wiser. That terrible
      man mentioned one or two ways of committing murder, which he maintained
      were quite common, and were scarcely ever found out. A man, for instance,
      comes home to his wife, and . . . but I pause—I know that this
      Magazine has a very large circulation. Hundreds and hundreds of thousands—why
      not say a million of people at once?—well, say a million, read it.
      And amongst these countless readers, I might be teaching some monster how
      to make away with his wife without being found out, some fiend of a woman
      how to destroy her dear husband. I will NOT then tell this easy and simple
      way of murder, as communicated to me by a most respectable party in the
      confidence of private intercourse. Suppose some gentle reader were to try
      this most simple and easy receipt—it seems to me almost infallible—and
      come to grief in consequence, and be found out and hanged? Should I ever
      pardon myself for having been the means of doing injury to a single one of
      our esteemed subscribers? The prescription whereof I speak—that is
      to say, whereof I DON'T speak—shall be buried in this bosom. No, I
      am a humane man. I am not one of your Bluebeards to go and say to my wife,
      “My dear! I am going away for a few days to Brighton. Here are all the
      keys of the house. You may open every door and closet, except the one at
      the end of the oak-room opposite the fireplace, with the little bronze
      Shakespeare on the mantel-piece (or what not).” I don't say this to a
      woman—unless, to be sure, I want to get rid of her—because,
      after such a caution, I know she'll peep into the closet. I say nothing
      about the closet at all. I keep the key in my pocket, and a being whom I
      love, but who, as I know, has many weaknesses, out of harm's way. You toss
      up your head, dear angel, drub on the ground with your lovely little feet,
      on the table with your sweet rosy fingers, and cry, “Oh, sneerer! You
      don't know the depth of woman's feeling, the lofty scorn of all deceit,
      the entire absence of mean curiosity in the sex, or never, never would you
      libel us so!” Ah, Delia! dear, dear Delia! It is because I fancy I do know
      something about you (not all, mind—no, no; no man knows that)—Ah,
      my bride, my ringdove, my rose, my poppet—choose, in fact, whatever
      name you like—bulbul of my grove, fountain of my desert, sunshine of
      my darkling life, and joy of my dungeoned existence, it is because I DO
      know a little about you that I conclude to say nothing of that private
      closet, and keep my key in my pocket. You take away that closet-key then,
      and the house-key. You lock Delia in. You keep her out of harm's way and
      gadding, and so she never CAN be found out.
    


      And yet by little strange accidents and coincidents how we are being found
      out every day. You remember that old story of the Abbe Kakatoes, who told
      the company at supper one night how the first confession he ever received
      was—from a murderer let us say. Presently enters to supper the
      Marquis de Croquemitaine. “Palsambleu, abbe!” says the brilliant marquis,
      taking a pinch of snuff, “are you here? Gentlemen and ladies! I was the
      abbe's first penitent, and I made him a confession, which I promise you
      astonished him.”
     


      To be sure how queerly things are found out! Here is an instance. Only the
      other day I was writing in these Roundabout Papers about a certain man,
      whom I facetiously called Baggs, and who had abused me to my friends, who
      of course told me. Shortly after that paper was published another friend—Sacks
      let us call him—scowls fiercely at me as I am sitting in perfect
      good-humor at the club, and passes on without speaking. A cut. A quarrel.
      Sacks thinks it is about him that I was writing: whereas, upon my honor
      and conscience, I never had him once in my mind, and was pointing my moral
      from quite another man. But don't you see, by this wrath of the
      guilty-conscienced Sacks, that he had been abusing me too? He has owned
      himself guilty, never having been accused. He has winced when nobody
      thought of hitting him. I did but put the cap out, and madly butting and
      chafing, behold my friend rushes out to put his head into it! Never mind,
      Sacks, you are found out; but I bear you no malice, my man.
    


      And yet to be found out, I know from my own experience, must be painful
      and odious, and cruelly mortifying to the inward vanity. Suppose I am a
      poltroon, let us say. With fierce moustache, loud talk, plentiful oaths,
      and an immense stick, I keep up nevertheless a character for courage. I
      swear fearfully at cabmen and women; brandish my bludgeon, and perhaps
      knock down a little man or two with it: brag of the images which I break
      at the shooting-gallery, and pass amongst my friends for a whiskery
      fire-eater, afraid of neither man nor dragon. Ah me! Suppose some brisk
      little chap steps up and gives me a caning in St. James's Street, with all
      the heads of my friends looking out of all the club windows. My reputation
      is gone. I frighten no man more. My nose is pulled by whipper-snappers,
      who jump up on a chair to reach it. I am found out. And in the days of my
      triumphs, when people were yet afraid of me, and were taken in by my
      swagger, I always knew that I was a lily-liver, and expected that I should
      be found out some day.
    


      That certainty of being found out must haunt and depress many a bold
      braggadocio spirit. Let us say it is a clergyman, who can pump copious
      floods of tears out of his own eyes and those of his audience. He thinks
      to himself, “I am but a poor swindling, chattering rogue. My bills are
      unpaid. I have jilted several women whom I have promised to marry. I don't
      know whether I believe what I preach, and I know I have stolen the very
      sermon over which I have been snivelling. Have they found me out?” says
      he, as his head drops down on the cushion.
    


      Then your writer, poet, historian, novelist, or what not? The Beacon says
      that “Jones's work is one of the first order.” The Lamp declares that
      “Jones's tragedy surpasses every work since the days of Him of Avon.” The
      Comet asserts that “J's 'Life of Goody Twoshoes' is a [Greek text
      omitted], a noble and enduring monument to the fame of that admirable
      Englishwoman,” and so forth. But then Jones knows that he has lent the
      critic of the Beacon five pounds; that his publisher has a half-share in
      the Lamp; and that the Comet comes repeatedly to dine with him. It is all
      very well. Jones is immortal until he is found out; and then down comes
      the extinguisher, and the immortal is dead and buried. The idea (dies
      irae!) of discovery must haunt many a man, and make him uneasy, as the
      trumpets are puffing in his triumph. Brown, who has a higher place than he
      deserves, cowers before Smith, who has found him out. What is a chorus of
      critics shouting “Bravo?”—a public clapping hands and flinging
      garlands? Brown knows that Smith has found him out. Puff, trumpets! Wave,
      banners! Huzza, boys, for the immortal Brown! “This is all very well,” B.
      thinks (bowing the while, smiling, laying his hand to his heart); “but
      there stands Smith at the window: HE has measured me; and some day the
      others will find me out too.” It is a very curious sensation to sit by a
      man who has found you out, and who, as you know, has found you out; or,
      vice versa, to sit with a man whom YOU have found out. His talent? Bah!
      His virtue? We know a little story or two about his virtue, and he knows
      we know it. We are thinking over friend Robinson's antecedents, as we
      grin, bow and talk; and we are both humbugs together. Robinson a good
      fellow, is he? You know how he behaved to Hicks? A good-natured man, is
      he? Pray do you remember that little story of Mrs. Robinson's black eye?
      How men have to work, to talk, to smile, to go to bed, and try and sleep,
      with this dread of being found out on their consciences! Bardolph, who has
      robbed a church, and Nym, who has taken a purse, go to their usual haunts,
      and smoke their pipes with their companions. Mr. Detective Bullseye
      appeal's, and says, “Oh, Bardolph! I want you about that there pyx
      business!” Mr. Bardolph knocks the ashes out of his pipe, puts out his
      hands to the little steel cuffs, and walks away quite meekly. He is found
      out. He must go. “Good-by, Doll Tearsheet! Good-by, Mrs. Quickly, ma'am!”
       The other gentlemen and ladies de la societe look on and exchange mute
      adieux with the departing friends. And an assured time will come when the
      other gentlemen and ladies will be found out too.
    


      What a wonderful and beautiful provision of nature it has been that, for
      the most part, our womankind are not endowed with the faculty of finding
      us out! THEY don't doubt, and probe, and weigh, and take your measure. Lay
      down this paper, my benevolent friend and reader, go into your
      drawing-room now, and utter a joke ever so old, and I wager sixpence the
      ladies there will all begin to laugh. Go to Brown's house, and tell Mrs.
      Brown and the young ladies what you think of him, and see what a welcome
      you will get! In like manner, let him come to your house, and tell YOUR
      good lady his candid opinion of you, and fancy how she will receive him!
      Would you have your wife and children know you exactly for what you are,
      and esteem you precisely at your worth? If so, my friend, you will live in
      a dreary house, and you will have but a chilly fireside. Do you suppose
      the people round it don't see your homely face as under a glamour, and, as
      it were, with a halo of love round it? You don't fancy you ARE, as you
      seem to them? No such thing, my man. Put away that monstrous conceit, and
      be thankful that THEY have not found you out.
    



      Text from Project Gutenberg.

    

  
    
      Afterword

      Day Sixteen: Appearances

      Mansfield wrote the story early in 1922, a little over six years after her only brother, Leslie, was killed in Belgium. Their father, a banker, had lost his only son. She died of tuberculosis the following January, at thirty-four.

      Old Woodifield begins the story unable to remember what he came to say, and the whisky brings it back. The boss ends it unable to remember what he had been thinking about, and nothing brings it back. In between he comes close to finding something out about himself. He “had told everybody” that time could make no difference, and now he “wasn’t feeling as he wanted to feel.” Thackeray’s braggart “expected that I should be found out some day.” The boss sends for fresh blotting-paper instead. Is he lucky, as Thackeray would say, not to be found out? Richard Cory never is. Whatever was wrong, the people on the pavement never learn it. When Simon and Garfunkel made a song of the poem in 1966, their narrator works in Cory’s factory, and even after the gunshot he still wishes he could be Richard Cory.

    

  
    
      Day Seventeen

      Courage

      28 minutes

      
        Story
        A Mystery of Heroism
        Stephen Crane · 14 minutes
        Pinned down by artillery in the Civil War, a thirsty private keeps talking about the well across the open meadow, until his comrades call his bluff.
      

      
        Poem
        We few, we happy few (Henry V, Act IV, Scene 3)
        William Shakespeare · 3 minutes
        The most famous speech before a battle in English, which soldiers have quoted to each other ever since.
      

      
        Essay
        Pericles' Funeral Oration
        Thucydides · 12 minutes
        Pericles honours the first Athenians to die in the war with Sparta by describing the city they died for.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      A Mystery of Heroism

      Stephen Crane, 1895

      The dark uniforms of the men were so coated with dust from the
incessant wrestling of the two armies that the regiment almost seemed a
part of the clay bank which shielded them from the shells. On the top
of the hill a battery was arguing in tremendous roars with some other
guns, and to the eye of the infantry, the artillerymen, the guns, the
caissons, the horses, were distinctly outlined upon the blue sky. When
a piece was fired, a red streak as round as a log flashed low in the
heavens, like a monstrous bolt of lightning. The men of the battery
wore white duck trousers, which somehow emphasised their legs: and when
they ran and crowded in little groups at the bidding of the shouting
officers, it was more impressive than usual to the infantry.

Fred Collins, of A Company, was saying: "Thunder, I wisht I had a
drink. Ain't there any water round here?" Then, somebody yelled: "There
goes th' bugler!"

As the eyes of half the regiment swept in one machine-like movement,
there was an instant's picture of a horse in a great convulsive leap of
a death-wound and a rider leaning back with a crooked arm and spread
fingers before his face. On the ground was the crimson terror of an
exploding shell, with fibres of flame that seemed like lances. A
glittering bugle swung clear of the rider's back as fell headlong the
horse and the man. In the air was an odour as from a conflagration.

Sometimes they of the infantry looked down at a fair little meadow
which spread at their feet. Its long, green grass was rippling gently
in a breeze. Beyond it was the grey form of a house half torn to pieces
by shells and by the busy axes of soldiers who had pursued firewood.
The line of an old fence was now dimly marked by long weeds and by an
occasional post. A shell had blown the well-house to fragments. Little
lines of grey smoke ribboning upward from some embers indicated the
place where had stood the barn.

From beyond a curtain of green woods there came the sound of some
stupendous scuffle, as if two animals of the size of islands were
fighting. At a distance there were occasional appearances of
swift-moving men, horses, batteries, flags, and, with the crashing of
infantry volleys were heard, often, wild and frenzied cheers. In the
midst of it all Smith and Ferguson, two privates of A Company, were
engaged in a heated discussion, which involved the greatest questions
of the national existence.

The battery on the hill presently engaged in a frightful duel. The
white legs of the gunners scampered this way and that way, and the
officers redoubled their shouts. The guns, with their demeanours of
stolidity and courage, were typical of something infinitely
self-possessed in this clamour of death that swirled around the hill.

One of a "swing" team was suddenly smitten quivering to the ground, and
his maddened brethren dragged his torn body in their struggle to escape
from this turmoil and danger. A young soldier astride one of the
leaders swore and fumed in his saddle, and furiously jerked at the
bridle. An officer screamed out an order so violently that his voice
broke and ended the sentence in a falsetto shriek.

The leading company of the infantry regiment was somewhat exposed, and
the colonel ordered it moved more fully under the shelter of the hill.
There was the clank of steel against steel.

A lieutenant of the battery rode down and passed them, holding his
right arm carefully in his left hand. And it was as if this arm was not
at all a part of him, but belonged to another man. His sober and
reflective charger went slowly. The officer's face was grimy and
perspiring, and his uniform was tousled as if he had been in direct
grapple with an enemy. He smiled grimly when the men stared at him. He
turned his horse toward the meadow.

Collins, of A Company, said: "I wisht I had a drink. I bet there's
water in that there ol' well yonder!"

"Yes; but how you goin' to git it?"

For the little meadow which intervened was now suffering a terrible
onslaught of shells. Its green and beautiful calm had vanished utterly.
Brown earth was being flung in monstrous handfuls. And there was a
massacre of the young blades of grass. They were being torn, burned,
obliterated. Some curious fortune of the battle had made this gentle
little meadow the object of the red hate of the shells, and each one as
it exploded seemed like an imprecation in the face of a maiden.

The wounded officer who was riding across this expanse said to himself:

"Why, they couldn't shoot any harder if the whole army was massed here!"



A shell struck the grey ruins of the house, and as, after the roar, the
shattered wall fell in fragments, there was a noise which resembled the
flapping of shutters during a wild gale of winter. Indeed, the infantry
paused in the shelter of the bank appeared as men standing upon a shore
contemplating a madness of the sea. The angel of calamity had under its
glance the battery upon the hill. Fewer white-legged men laboured about
the guns. A shell had smitten one of the pieces, and after the flare,
the smoke, the dust, the wrath of this blow were gone, it was possible
to see white lugs stretched horizontally upon the ground. And at that
interval to the rear, where it is the business of battery horses to
stand with their noses to the fight awaiting the command to drag their
guns out of the destruction, or into it, or wheresoever these
incomprehensible humans demanded with whip and spur—in this line of
passive and dumb spectators, whose fluttering hearts yet would not let
them forget the iron laws of man's control of them—in this rank of
brute-soldiers there had been relentless and hideous carnage. From the
ruck of bleeding and prostrate horses, the men of the infantry could
see one animal raising its stricken body with its fore legs, and
turning its nose with mystic and profound eloquence toward the sky.

Some comrades joked Collins about his thirst. "Well, if yeh want a
drink so bad, why don't yeh go git it?"

"Well, I will in a minnet, if yeh don't shut up!"

A lieutenant of artillery floundered his horse straight down the hill
with as little concern as if it were level ground. As he galloped past
the colonel of the infantry, he threw up his hand in swift salute.
"We've got to get out of that," he roared angrily. He was a
black-bearded officer, and his eyes, which resembled beads, sparkled
like those of an insane man. His jumping horse sped along the column of
infantry.

The fat major, standing carelessly with his sword held horizontally
behind him and with his legs far apart, looked after the receding
horseman and laughed. "He wants to get back with orders pretty quick,
or there'll be no batt'ry left," he observed.

The wise young captain of the second company hazarded to the
lieutenant-colonel that the enemy's infantry would probably soon attack
the hill, and the lieutenant-colonel snubbed him.

A private in one of the rear companies looked out over the meadow, and
then turned to a companion and said, "Look there, Jim!" It was the
wounded officer from the battery, who some time before had started to
ride across the meadow, supporting his right arm carefully with his
left hand. This man had encountered a shell apparently at a time when
no one perceived him, and he could now be seen lying face downward with
a stirruped foot stretched across the body of his dead horse. A leg of
the charger extended slantingly upward precisely as stiff as a stake.
Around this motionless pair the shells still howled.

There was a quarrel in A Company. Collins was shaking his fist in the
faces of some laughing comrades. "Dern yeh! I ain't afraid t' go. If
yeh say much, I will go!"

"Of course, yeh will! You'll run through that there medder, won't yeh?"

Collins said, in a terrible voice: "You see now!" At this ominous
threat his comrades broke into renewed jeers.

Collins gave them a dark scowl, and went to find his captain. The
latter was conversing with the colonel of the regiment.

"Captain," said Collins, saluting and standing at attention—in those
days all trousers bagged at the knees—"Captain, I wan't t' get
permission to go git some water from that there well over yonder!"

The colonel and the captain swung about simultaneously and stared
across the meadow. The captain laughed. "You must be pretty thirsty,
Collins?"

"Yes, sir, I am."

"Well—ah," said the captain. After a moment, he asked, "Can't you
wait?"

"No, sir."

The colonel was watching Collins's face. "Look here, my lad," he said,
in a pious sort of a voice—"Look here, my lad"—Collins was not a
lad—"don't you think that's taking pretty big risks for a little drink
of water."

"I dunno," said Collins uncomfortably. Some of the resentment toward
his companions, which perhaps had forced him into this affair, was
beginning to fade. "I dunno wether 'tis."

The colonel and the captain contemplated him for a time.

"Well," said the captain finally.

"Well," said the colonel, "if you want to go, why, go."

Collins saluted. "Much obliged t' yeh."

As he moved away the colonel called after him. "Take some of the other
boys' canteens with you an' hurry back now."

"Yes, sir, I will."

The colonel and the captain looked at each other then, for it had
suddenly occurred that they could not for the life of them tell whether
Collins wanted to go or whether he did not.

They turned to regard Collins, and as they perceived him surrounded by
gesticulating comrades, the colonel said: "Well, by thunder! I guess
he's going."

Collins appeared as a man dreaming. In the midst of the questions, the
advice, the warnings, all the excited talk of his company mates, he
maintained a curious silence.

They were very busy in preparing him for his ordeal. When they
inspected him carefully, it was somewhat like the examination that
grooms give a horse before a race; and they were amazed, staggered by
the whole affair. Their astonishment found vent in strange repetitions.

"Are yeh sure a-goin'?" they demanded again and again.

"Certainly I am," cried Collins at last furiously.

He strode sullenly away from them. He was swinging five or six canteens
by their cords. It seemed that his cap would not remain firmly on his
head, and often he reached and pulled it down over his brow.

There was a general movement in the compact column. The long
animal-like thing moved slightly. Its four hundred eyes were turned
upon the figure of Collins.

"Well, sir, if that ain't th' derndest thing! I never thought Fred

Collins had the blood in him for that kind of business."



"What's he goin' to do, anyhow?"

"He's goin' to that well there after water."

"We ain't dyin' of thirst, are we? That's foolishness."

"Well, somebody put him up to it, an' he's doin' it."

"Say, he must be a desperate cuss."

When Collins faced the meadow and walked away from the regiment, he was
vaguely conscious that a chasm, the deep valley of all prides, was
suddenly between him and his comrades. It was provisional, but the
provision was that he return as a victor. He had blindly been led by
quaint emotions, and laid himself under an obligation to walk squarely
up to the face of death.

But he was not sure that he wished to make a retraction, even if he
could do so without shame. As a matter of truth, he was sure of very
little. He was mainly surprised.

It seemed to him supernaturally strange that he had allowed his mind to
manoeuvre his body into such a situation. He understood that it might
be called dramatically great.

However, he had no full appreciation of anything, excepting that he was
actually conscious of being dazed. He could feel his dulled mid groping
after the form and colour of this incident. He wondered why he did not
feel some keen agony of fear cutting his sense like a knife. He
wondered at this, because human expression had said loudly for
centuries that men should feel afraid of certain things, and that all
men who did not feel this fear were phenomena—heroes.

He was, then, a hero. He suffered that disappointment which we would
all have if we discovered that we were ourselves capable of those deeds
which we most admire in history and legend. This, then, was a hero.
After all, heroes were not much.

No, it could not be true. He was not a hero. Heroes had no shames in
their lives, and, as for him, he remembered borrowing fifteen dollars
from a friend and promising to pay it back the next day, and then
avoiding that friend for ten months. When at home his mother had
aroused him for the early labour of his life on the farm, it had often
been his fashion to be irritable, childish, diabolical; and his mother
had died since he had come to the war.

He saw that, in this matter of the well, the canteens, the shells, he
was an intruder in the land of fine deeds.

He was now about thirty paces from his comrades. The regiment had just
turned its many faces toward him.

From the forest of terrific noises there suddenly emerged a little
uneven line of men. They fired fiercely and rapidly at distant foliage
on which appeared little puffs of white smoke. The spatter of skirmish
firing was added to the thunder of the guns on the hill. The little
line of men ran forward. A colour-sergeant fell flat with his flag as
if he had slipped on ice. There was hoarse cheering from this distant
field.

Collins suddenly felt that two demon fingers were pressed into his
ears. He could see nothing but flying arrows, flaming red. He lurched
from the shock of this explosion, but he made a mad rush for the house,
which he viewed as a man submerged to the neck in a boiling surf might
view the shore. In the air, little pieces of shell howled and the
earthquake explosions drove him insane with the menace of their roar.
As he ran the canteens knocked together with a rhythmical tinkling.

As he neared the house, each detail of the scene became vivid to him.

He was aware of some bricks of the vanished chimney lying on the sod.

There was a door which hung by one hinge.



Rifle bullets called forth by the insistent skirmishers came from the
far-off bank of foliage. They mingled with the shells and the pieces of
shells until the air was torn in all directions by hootings, yells,
howls. The sky was full of fiends who directed all their wild rage at
his head.

When he came to the well, he flung himself face downward and peered
into its darkness. There were furtive silver glintings some feet from
the surface. He grabbed one of the canteens, and, unfastening its cap,
swung it down by the cord. The water flowed slowly in with an indolent
gurgle.

And now as he lay with his face turned away he was suddenly smitten
with the terror. It came upon his heart like the grasp of claws. All
the power faded from his muscles. For an instant he was no more than a
dead man.

The canteen filled with a maddening slowness, in the manner of all
bottles. Presently he recovered his strength and addressed a screaming
oath to it. He leaned over until it seemed as if he intended to try to
push water into it with his hands. His eyes as he gazed down into the
well shone like two pieces of metal, and in their expression was a
great appeal and a great curse. The stupid water derided him.

There was the blaring thunder of a shell. Crimson light shone through
the swift-boiling smoke, and made a pink reflection on part of the wall
of the well. Collins jerked out his arm and canteen with the same
motion that a man would use in withdrawing his head from a furnace.

He scrambled erect and glared and hesitated. On the ground near him lay
the old well bucket, with a length of rusty chain. He lowered it
swiftly into the well. The bucket struck the water and then, turning
lazily over, sank. When, with hand reaching tremblingly over hand, he
hauled it out, it knocked often against the walls of the well and
spilled some of its contents.

In running with a filled bucket, a man can adopt but one kind of gait.
So through this terrible field, over which screamed practical angels of
death, Collins ran in the manner of a farmer chased out of a dairy by a
bull.

His face went staring white with anticipation—anticipation of a blow
that would whirl him around and down. He would fall as he had seen
other men fall, the life knocked out of them so suddenly that their
knees were no more quick to touch the ground than their heads. He saw
the long blue line of the regiment, but his comrades were standing
looking at him from the edge of an impossible star. He was aware of
some deep wheel-ruts and hoof-prints in the sod beneath his feet.

The artillery officer who had fallen in this meadow had been making
groans in the teeth of the tempest of sound. These futile cries,
wrenched from him by his agony, were heard only by shells, bullets.
When wild-eyed Collins came running, this officer raised himself. His
face contorted and blanched from pain, he was about to utter some great
beseeching cry. But suddenly his face straightened and he called:

"Say, young man, give me a drink of water, will you?"

Collins had no room amid his emotions for surprise. He was mad from the
threats of destruction.

"I can't!" he screamed, and in his reply was a full description of his
quaking apprehension. His cap was gone and his hair was riotous. His
clothes made it appear that he had been dragged over the ground by the
heels. He ran on.

The officer's head sank down, and one elbow crooked. His foot in its
brass-bound stirrup still stretched over the body of his horse, and the
other leg was under the steed.

But Collins turned. He came dashing back. His face had now turned grey,
and in his eyes was all terror. "Here it is! here it is!"

The officer was as a man gone in drink. His arm bent like a twig. His
head drooped as if his neck were of willow. He was sinking to the
ground, to lie face downward.

Collins grabbed him by the shoulder. "Here it is. Here's your drink.

Turn over. Turn over, man, for God's sake!"



With Collins hauling at his shoulder, the officer twisted his body and
fell with his face turned toward that region where lived the
unspeakable noises of the swirling missiles. There was the faintest
shadow of a smile on his lips as he looked at Collins. He gave a sigh,
a little primitive breath like that from a child.

Collins tried to hold the bucket steadily, but his shaking hands caused
the water to splash all over the face of the dying man. Then he jerked
it away and ran on.

The regiment gave him a welcoming roar. The grimed faces were wrinkled
in laughter.

His captain waved the bucket away. "Give it to the men!"

The two genial, skylarking young lieutenants were the first to gain
possession of it. They played over it in their fashion.

When one tried to drink the other teasingly knocked his elbow. "Don't,

Billie! You'll make me spill it," said the one. The other laughed.



Suddenly there was an oath, the thud of wood on the ground, and a swift
murmur of astonishment among the ranks. The two lieutenants glared at
each other. The bucket lay on the ground empty.



      Text from Project Gutenberg.

    

  
    
      Poem

      We few, we happy few (Henry V, Act IV, Scene 3)

      William Shakespeare, 1599

      In 1415 the young King Henry V of England invaded France to claim its crown. After weeks of marching and sickness, his small, exhausted army was cornered near the village of Agincourt by a French army several times its size. It is the morning of the battle, 25 October, Saint Crispin's day. Westmoreland is one of his lords.

      
        
          
            

            

          
        

        
          
            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

          
        

        
          
            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

          
        

        
          








	Enter the King.




	Westmoreland
	

O that we now had here


But one ten thousand of those men in England


That do no work today!






	King Henry
	

What’s he that wishes so?


My cousin Westmoreland? No, my fair cousin:


If we are mark’d to die, we are enow


To do our country loss; and if to live,


The fewer men, the greater share of honour.


God’s will! I pray thee, wish not one man more.


By Jove, I am not covetous for gold,


Nor care I who doth feed upon my cost;


It yearns me not if men my garments wear;


Such outward things dwell not in my desires:


But if it be a sin to covet honour,


I am the most offending soul alive.


No, faith, my coz, wish not a man from England:


God’s peace! I would not lose so great an honour


As one man more, methinks, would share from me


For the best hope I have. O, do not wish one more!


Rather proclaim it, Westmoreland, through my host,


That he which hath no stomach to this fight,


Let him depart; his passport shall be made


And crowns for convoy put into his purse:


We would not die in that man’s company


That fears his fellowship to die with us.


This day is call’d the feast of Crispian:


He that outlives this day, and comes safe home,


Will stand a tip-toe when this day is named,


And rouse him at the name of Crispian.


He that shall live this day, and see old age,


Will yearly on the vigil feast his neighbours,


And say, “Tomorrow is Saint Crispian:”


Then will he strip his sleeve and show his scars,


And say “These wounds I had on Crispian’s day.”


Old men forget; yet all shall be forgot,


But he’ll remember with advantages


What feats he did that day: then shall our names,


Familiar in his mouth as household words,


Harry the king, Bedford and Exeter,


Warwick and Talbot, Salisbury and Gloucester,


Be in their flowing cups freshly remember’d.


This story shall the good man teach his son;


And Crispin Crispian shall ne’er go by,


From this day to the ending of the world,


But we in it shall be remembered;


We few, we happy few, we band of brothers;


For he today that sheds his blood with me


Shall be my brother; be he ne’er so vile,


This day shall gentle his condition:


And gentlemen in England now abed


Shall think themselves accursed they were not here,


And hold their manhoods cheap whiles any speaks


That fought with us upon Saint Crispin’s day.
























        

        
          
            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

          
        

        
          
            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

          
        

        
          
            

            

            

            

            

            

          
        

        
          
            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

          
        

        
          
            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

            

          
        

      

      Text from Standard Ebooks.

    

  
    
      Essay

      Pericles' Funeral Oration

      Thucydides, translated by Richard Crawley, c. 431 BC

      In 431 BC war broke out between Athens and Sparta. At the end of the first year the Athenians held their customary public funeral for those who had died, and Pericles, the city's leading statesman, was chosen to speak. Thucydides, an Athenian who wrote the history of the war, gives the speech as he heard or reconstructed it.

      
        "Most of my predecessors in this place have commended him who made this speech part of the law, telling us that it is well that it should be delivered at the burial of those who fall in battle.  For myself, I should have thought that the worth which had displayed itself in deeds would be sufficiently rewarded by honours also shown by deeds; such as you now see in this funeral prepared at the people's cost.  And I could have wished that the reputations of many brave men were not to be imperilled in the mouth of a single individual, to stand or fall according as he spoke well or ill.  For it is hard to speak properly upon a subject where it is even difficult to convince your hearers that you are speaking the truth.  On the one hand, the friend who is familiar with every fact of the story may think that some point has not been set forth with that fullness which he wishes and knows it to deserve; on the other, he who is a stranger to the matter may be led by envy to suspect exaggeration if he hears anything above his own nature.  For men can endure to hear others praised only so long as they can severally persuade themselves of their own ability to equal the actions recounted: when this point is passed, envy comes in and with it incredulity.  However, since our ancestors have stamped this custom with their approval, it becomes my duty to obey the law and to try to satisfy your several wishes and opinions as best I may.

"I shall begin with our ancestors: it is both just and proper that they should have the honour of the first mention on an occasion like the present.  They dwelt in the country without break in the succession from generation to generation, and handed it down free to the present time by their valour.  And if our more remote ancestors deserve praise, much more do our own fathers, who added to their inheritance the empire which we now possess, and spared no pains to be able to leave their acquisitions to us of the present generation.  Lastly, there are few parts of our dominions that have not been augmented by those of us here, who are still more or less in the vigour of life; while the mother country has been furnished by us with everything that can enable her to depend on her own resources whether for war or for peace.  That part of our history which tells of the military achievements which gave us our several possessions, or of the ready valour with which either we or our fathers stemmed the tide of Hellenic or foreign aggression, is a theme too familiar to my hearers for me to dilate on, and I shall therefore pass it by.  But what was the road by which we reached our position, what the form of government under which our greatness grew, what the national habits out of which it sprang; these are questions which I may try to solve before I proceed to my panegyric upon these men; since I think this to be a subject upon which on the present occasion a speaker may properly dwell, and to which the whole assemblage, whether citizens or foreigners, may listen with advantage.

"Our constitution does not copy the laws of neighbouring states; we are rather a pattern to others than imitators ourselves.  Its administration favours the many instead of the few; this is why it is called a democracy.  If we look to the laws, they afford equal justice to all in their private differences; if no social standing, advancement in public life falls to reputation for capacity, class considerations not being allowed to interfere with merit; nor again does poverty bar the way, if a man is able to serve the state, he is not hindered by the obscurity of his condition.  The freedom which we enjoy in our government extends also to our ordinary life.  There, far from exercising a jealous surveillance over each other, we do not feel called upon to be angry with our neighbour for doing what he likes, or even to indulge in those injurious looks which cannot fail to be offensive, although they inflict no positive penalty.  But all this ease in our private relations does not make us lawless as citizens.  Against this fear is our chief safeguard, teaching us to obey the magistrates and the laws, particularly such as regard the protection of the injured, whether they are actually on the statute book, or belong to that code which, although unwritten, yet cannot be broken without acknowledged disgrace.

"Further, we provide plenty of means for the mind to refresh itself from business.  We celebrate games and sacrifices all the year round, and the elegance of our private establishments forms a daily source of pleasure and helps to banish the spleen; while the magnitude of our city draws the produce of the world into our harbour, so that to the Athenian the fruits of other countries are as familiar a luxury as those of his own.

"If we turn to our military policy, there also we differ from our antagonists.  We throw open our city to the world, and never by alien acts exclude foreigners from any opportunity of learning or observing, although the eyes of an enemy may occasionally profit by our liberality; trusting less in system and policy than to the native spirit of our citizens; while in education, where our rivals from their very cradles by a painful discipline seek after manliness, at Athens we live exactly as we please, and yet are just as ready to encounter every legitimate danger.  In proof of this it may be noticed that the Lacedaemonians do not invade our country alone, but bring with them all their confederates; while we Athenians advance unsupported into the territory of a neighbour, and fighting upon a foreign soil usually vanquish with ease men who are defending their homes.  Our united force was never yet encountered by any enemy, because we have at once to attend to our marine and to dispatch our citizens by land upon a hundred different services; so that, wherever they engage with some such fraction of our strength, a success against a detachment is magnified into a victory over the nation, and a defeat into a reverse suffered at the hands of our entire people.  And yet if with habits not of labour but of ease, and courage not of art but of nature, we are still willing to encounter danger, we have the double advantage of escaping the experience of hardships in anticipation and of facing them in the hour of need as fearlessly as those who are never free from them.

"Nor are these the only points in which our city is worthy of admiration.  We cultivate refinement without extravagance and knowledge without effeminacy; wealth we employ more for use than for show, and place the real disgrace of poverty not in owning to the fact but in declining the struggle against it.  Our public men have, besides politics, their private affairs to attend to, and our ordinary citizens, though occupied with the pursuits of industry, are still fair judges of public matters; for, unlike any other nation, regarding him who takes no part in these duties not as unambitious but as useless, we Athenians are able to judge at all events if we cannot originate, and, instead of looking on discussion as a stumbling-block in the way of action, we think it an indispensable preliminary to any wise action at all.  Again, in our enterprises we present the singular spectacle of daring and deliberation, each carried to its highest point, and both united in the same persons; although usually decision is the fruit of ignorance, hesitation of reflection.  But the palm of courage will surely be adjudged most justly to those, who best know the difference between hardship and pleasure and yet are never tempted to shrink from danger.  In generosity we are equally singular, acquiring our friends by conferring, not by receiving, favours.  Yet, of course, the doer of the favour is the firmer friend of the two, in order by continued kindness to keep the recipient in his debt; while the debtor feels less keenly from the very consciousness that the return he makes will be a payment, not a free gift.  And it is only the Athenians, who, fearless of consequences, confer their benefits not from calculations of expediency, but in the confidence of liberality.

"In short, I say that as a city we are the school of Hellas, while I doubt if the world can produce a man who, where he has only himself to depend upon, is equal to so many emergencies, and graced by so happy a versatility, as the Athenian.  And that this is no mere boast thrown out for the occasion, but plain matter of fact, the power of the state acquired by these habits proves.  For Athens alone of her contemporaries is found when tested to be greater than her reputation, and alone gives no occasion to her assailants to blush at the antagonist by whom they have been worsted, or to her subjects to question her title by merit to rule.  Rather, the admiration of the present and succeeding ages will be ours, since we have not left our power without witness, but have shown it by mighty proofs; and far from needing a Homer for our panegyrist, or other of his craft whose verses might charm for the moment only for the impression which they gave to melt at the touch of fact, we have forced every sea and land to be the highway of our daring, and everywhere, whether for evil or for good, have left imperishable monuments behind us.  Such is the Athens for which these men, in the assertion of their resolve not to lose her, nobly fought and died; and well may every one of their survivors be ready to suffer in her cause.

"Indeed if I have dwelt at some length upon the character of our country, it has been to show that our stake in the struggle is not the same as theirs who have no such blessings to lose, and also that the panegyric of the men over whom I am now speaking might be by definite proofs established.  That panegyric is now in a great measure complete; for the Athens that I have celebrated is only what the heroism of these and their like have made her, men whose fame, unlike that of most Hellenes, will be found to be only commensurate with their deserts.  And if a test of worth be wanted, it is to be found in their closing scene, and this not only in cases in which it set the final seal upon their merit, but also in those in which it gave the first intimation of their having any.  For there is justice in the claim that steadfastness in his country's battles should be as a cloak to cover a man's other imperfections; since the good action has blotted out the bad, and his merit as a citizen more than outweighed his demerits as an individual.  But none of these allowed either wealth with its prospect of future enjoyment to unnerve his spirit, or poverty with its hope of a day of freedom and riches to tempt him to shrink from danger.  No, holding that vengeance upon their enemies was more to be desired than any personal blessings, and reckoning this to be the most glorious of hazards, they joyfully determined to accept the risk, to make sure of their vengeance, and to let their wishes wait; and while committing to hope the uncertainty of final success, in the business before them they thought fit to act boldly and trust in themselves.  Thus choosing to die resisting, rather than to live submitting, they fled only from dishonour, but met danger face to face, and after one brief moment, while at the summit of their fortune, escaped, not from their fear, but from their glory.

"So died these men as became Athenians.  You, their survivors, must determine to have as unfaltering a resolution in the field, though you may pray that it may have a happier issue.  And not contented with ideas derived only from words of the advantages which are bound up with the defence of your country, though these would furnish a valuable text to a speaker even before an audience so alive to them as the present, you must yourselves realize the power of Athens, and feed your eyes upon her from day to day, till love of her fills your hearts; and then, when all her greatness shall break upon you, you must reflect that it was by courage, sense of duty, and a keen feeling of honour in action that men were enabled to win all this, and that no personal failure in an enterprise could make them consent to deprive their country of their valour, but they laid it at her feet as the most glorious contribution that they could offer.  For this offering of their lives made in common by them all they each of them individually received that renown which never grows old, and for a sepulchre, not so much that in which their bones have been deposited, but that noblest of shrines wherein their glory is laid up to be eternally remembered upon every occasion on which deed or story shall call for its commemoration.  For heroes have the whole earth for their tomb; and in lands far from their own, where the column with its epitaph declares it, there is enshrined in every breast a record unwritten with no tablet to preserve it, except that of the heart.  These take as your model and, judging happiness to be the fruit of freedom and freedom of valour, never decline the dangers of war.  For it is not the miserable that would most justly be unsparing of their lives; these have nothing to hope for: it is rather they to whom continued life may bring reverses as yet unknown, and to whom a fall, if it came, would be most tremendous in its consequences.  And surely, to a man of spirit, the degradation of cowardice must be immeasurably more grievous than the unfelt death which strikes him in the midst of his strength and patriotism!

"Comfort, therefore, not condolence, is what I have to offer to the parents of the dead who may be here.  Numberless are the chances to which, as they know, the life of man is subject; but fortunate indeed are they who draw for their lot a death so glorious as that which has caused your mourning, and to whom life has been so exactly measured as to terminate in the happiness in which it has been passed. Still I know that this is a hard saying, especially when those are in question of whom you will constantly be reminded by seeing in the homes of others blessings of which once you also boasted: for grief is felt not so much for the want of what we have never known, as for the loss of that to which we have been long accustomed.  Yet you who are still of an age to beget children must bear up in the hope of having others in their stead; not only will they help you to forget those whom you have lost, but will be to the state at once a reinforcement and a security; for never can a fair or just policy be expected of the citizen who does not, like his fellows, bring to the decision the interests and apprehensions of a father.  While those of you who have passed your prime must congratulate yourselves with the thought that the best part of your life was fortunate, and that the brief span that remains will be cheered by the fame of the departed. For it is only the love of honour that never grows old; and honour it is, not gain, as some would have it, that rejoices the heart of age and helplessness.

"Turning to the sons or brothers of the dead, I see an arduous struggle before you.  When a man is gone, all are wont to praise him, and should your merit be ever so transcendent, you will still find it difficult not merely to overtake, but even to approach their renown.  The living have envy to contend with, while those who are no longer in our path are honoured with a goodwill into which rivalry does not enter.  On the other hand, if I must say anything on the subject of female excellence to those of you who will now be in widowhood, it will be all comprised in this brief exhortation.  Great will be your glory in not falling short of your natural character; and greatest will be hers who is least talked of among the men, whether for good or for bad.

"My task is now finished.  I have performed it to the best of my ability, and in word, at least, the requirements of the law are now satisfied.  If deeds be in question, those who are here interred have received part of their honours already, and for the rest, their children will be brought up till manhood at the public expense: the state thus offers a valuable prize, as the garland of victory in this race of valour, for the reward both of those who have fallen and their survivors.  And where the rewards for merit are greatest, there are found the best citizens.

"And now that you have brought to a close your lamentations for your relatives, you may depart."




      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Afterword

      Day Seventeen: Courage

      Halfway across the meadow, Collins decides he can’t be a hero, because “Heroes had no shames in their lives”, and he has fifteen borrowed dollars on his conscience, and a mother he used to snap at, who died after he left for the war. Henry and Pericles would both tell him he has it backwards. “Be he ne’er so vile,” says Henry, “This day shall gentle his condition.” For Pericles, courage in battle is “a cloak to cover a man’s other imperfections; since the good action has blotted out the bad.”

      Both speakers promise that the deed will be remembered too: Crispin’s day “shall ne’er go by, / From this day to the ending of the world, / But we in it shall be remembered”, and the Athenian dead have “renown which never grows old”. Collins’s deed ends as a bucket lying empty on the ground. The only man his water reached was the dying officer, and it splashed over his face.

      Pericles spoke at the end of the war’s first year. The next summer plague broke out in Athens, and Thucydides describes it straight after the speech; Pericles himself died of it two years later, and Athens lost the war. Crane was born six years after the Civil War ended, and had never seen a battle when he wrote this story. He saw several afterwards as a war correspondent, and died of tuberculosis at twenty-eight.

    

  
    
      Day Eighteen

      Honour

      24 minutes

      
        Story
        The Shot
        Alexander Pushkin · 20 minutes
        In a dull garrison town, a retired officer who shoots better than anyone has never fought the duel everyone expected of him.
      

      
        Poem
        To Lucasta, Going to the Wars
        Richard Lovelace · 1 minute
        A Cavalier's twelve-line goodbye to the woman he is leaving for the English Civil War, with one of the most quoted last lines in the language.
      

      
        Essay
        Statement on Impending Duel with Aaron Burr
        Alexander Hamilton · 4 minutes
        Alexander Hamilton, in the days before he is to meet the Vice-President of the United States with pistols, writes down why he will go, and what he means to do there.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      The Shot

      Alexander Pushkin, translated by T. Keane, 1831

      
        CHAPTER I.




WE were stationed in the little town of N——. The life of an officer in the army is well known. In the morning, drill and the riding-school; dinner with the Colonel or at a Jewish restaurant; in the evening, punch and cards. In N—— there was not one open house, not a single marriageable girl. We used to meet in each other's rooms, where, except our uniforms, we never saw anything.

One civilian only was admitted into our society. He was about thirty-five years of age, and therefore we looked upon him as an old fellow. His 
experience gave him great advantage over us, and his habitual taciturnity, stern disposition, and caustic tongue produced a deep impression upon our young minds. Some mystery surrounded his existence; he had the appearance of a Russian, although his name was a foreign one. He had formerly served in the Hussars, and with distinction. Nobody knew the cause that had induced him to retire from the service and settle in a wretched little village, where he lived poorly and, at the same time, extravagantly. He always went on foot, and constantly wore a shabby black overcoat, but the officers of our regiment were ever welcome at his table. His dinners, it is true, never consisted of more than two or three dishes, prepared by a retired soldier, but the champagne flowed like water. Nobody knew what his circumstances were, or what his income was, and nobody dared to question him about them. He had a collection of books, consisting chiefly of works on military matters and a few novels. He willingly lent them to us to read, and never asked for them back; on the other hand, he never returned to the owner the books that were lent to him. His principal amusement was shooting with a pistol. The walls of his room were riddled with bullets, and were as full of holes as a honeycomb. A rich collection of pistols was the only luxury in the humble cottage where he lived. The skill which he had acquired with his favorite weapon was simply incredible; and if he had offered to shoot a pear off somebody's forage-cap, not a man in our regiment would have hesitated to place the object upon his head.

Our conversation often turned upon duels. Silvio—so I will call him—never joined in it. When asked if he had ever fought, he dryly  replied that he had; but he entered into no particulars, and it was evident that such questions were not to his liking. We came to the conclusion that he had upon his conscience the memory of some unhappy victim of his terrible skill. Moreover, it never entered into the head of any of us to suspect him of anything like cowardice. There are persons whose mere look is sufficient to repel such a suspicion. But an unexpected incident occurred which astounded us all.

One day, about ten of our officers dined with Silvio. They drank as usual, that is to say, a great deal. After dinner we asked our host to hold the bank for a game at faro. For a long time he refused, for he hardly ever played, but at last he ordered cards to be brought, placed half a hundred ducats upon the table, and sat down to deal. We took our places round him, and the play began. It was Silvio's custom to preserve a complete silence when playing. He never disputed, and never entered into explanations. If the punter made a mistake in calculating, he immediately paid him the difference or noted down the surplus. We were acquainted with this habit of his, and we always allowed him to have his own way; but among us on this occasion was an officer who had only recently been transferred to our regiment. During the course of the game, this officer absently scored one point too many. Silvio took the chalk and noted down the correct account according to his usual custom. The officer, thinking that he had made a mistake, began to enter into explanations. Silvio continued dealing in silence. The officer, losing patience, took the brush and rubbed out what he considered was wrong. Silvio took the chalk and corrected the score again. The officer, heated with wine, play, and the laughter of his comrades, considered himself grossly insulted, and in his rage he seized a brass candlestick from the table, and hurled it at Silvio, who barely succeeded in avoiding the missile. We were filled with consternation. Silvio rose, white with rage, and with gleaming eyes, said:

"My dear sir, have the goodness to withdraw, and thank God that this has happened in my house."

None of us entertained the slightest doubt as to what the result would be, and we already looked upon our new comrade as a dead man. The officer withdrew, saying that he was ready to answer for his offence in whatever way the banker liked. The play went on for a few minutes longer, but feeling that our host was no longer interested in the game, we withdrew one after the other, and repaired to our respective quarters, after having exchanged a few words upon the probability of there soon being a vacancy in the regiment.

The next day, at the riding-school, we were  already asking each other if the poor lieutenant was still alive, when he himself appeared among us. We put the same question to him, and he replied that he had not yet heard from Silvio. This astonished us. We went to Silvio's house and found him in the courtyard shooting bullet after bullet into an ace pasted upon the gate. He received us as usual, but did not utter a word about the event of the previous evening. Three days passed, and the lieutenant was still alive. We asked each other in astonishment: "Can it be possible that Silvio is not going to fight?"

Silvio did not fight. He was satisfied with a very lame explanation, and became reconciled to his assailant.

This lowered him very much in the opinion of all our young fellows. Want of courage is the last thing to be pardoned by young men, who usually look upon bravery as the chief of all human virtues, and the excuse for every possible fault. But, by degrees, everything became forgotten, and Silvio regained his former influence.

I alone could not approach him on the old footing. Being endowed by nature with a romantic imagination, I had become attached more than all the others to the man whose life was an enigma, and who seemed to me the hero of some mysterious drama. He was fond of me; at least, with me alone did he drop his customary sarcastic tone, and converse on different subjects in a simple and unusually agreeable manner. But after this unlucky evening, the thought that his honor had been tarnished, and that the stain had been allowed to remain upon it in accordance with his own wish, was ever present in my mind, and prevented me treating him as before. I was ashamed to look at him. Silvio was too intelligent and experienced not to observe this and guess the cause of it. This seemed to vex him; at least I observed once or twice a desire on his part to enter into an explanation with me, but I avoided such opportunities, and Silvio gave up the attempt. From that time forward I saw him only in the presence of my comrades, and our confidential conversations came to an end.

The inhabitants of the capital, with minds occupied by so many matters of business and pleasure, have no idea of the many sensations so familiar to the inhabitants of villages and small towns, as, for instance, the awaiting the arrival of the post. On Tuesdays and Fridays our regimental bureau used to be filled with officers: some expecting money, some letters, and others newspapers. The packets were usually opened on the spot, items of news were communicated from one to another, and the bureau used to present a very animated picture. Silvio used to have his letters addressed to our regiment, and he was generally there to receive them.

One day he received a letter, the seal of which he broke with a look of great impatience. As he read the contents, his eyes sparkled. The officers, each occupied with his own letters, did not observe anything.

"Gentlemen," said Silvio, "circumstances demand my immediate departure; I leave to-night. I hope that you will not refuse to dine with me for the last time. I shall expect you, too," he added, turning towards me. "I shall expect you without fail."

With these words he hastily departed, and we, after agreeing to meet at Silvio's, dispersed to our various quarters.

I arrived at Silvio's house at the appointed time, and found nearly the whole regiment there. All his things were already packed; nothing remained but the bare, bullet-riddled walls. We sat down to table. Our host was in an excellent humor, and his gayety was quickly communicated to the rest. Corks popped every moment, glasses foamed incessantly, and, with the utmost warmth, we wished our departing friend a pleasant journey and every happiness. When we rose from the table it was already late in the evening. After having wished everybody good-bye, Silvio took me by the hand and detained me just at the moment when I was preparing to depart.

"I want to speak to you," he said in a low voice.

I stopped behind.


 The guests had departed, and we two were left alone. Sitting down opposite each other, we silently lit our pipes. Silvio seemed greatly troubled; not a trace remained of his former convulsive gayety. The intense pallor of his face, his sparkling eyes, and the thick smoke issuing from his mouth, gave him a truly diabolical appearance. Several minutes elapsed, and then Silvio broke the silence.

"Perhaps we shall never see each other again" said he; "before we part, I should like to have an explanation with you. You may have observed that I care very little for the opinion of other people, but I like you, and I feel that it would be painful to me to leave you with a wrong impression upon your mind."

He paused, and began to knock the ashes out of his pipe. I sat gazing silently at the ground.

"You thought it strange," he continued, "that I did not demand satisfaction from that drunken idiot R——. You will admit, however, that having the choice of weapons, his life was in my hands, while my own was in no great danger. I could ascribe my forbearance to generosity alone, but I will not tell a lie. If I could have chastised R—— without the least risk to my own life, I should never have pardoned him."

I looked at Silvio with astonishment. Such a confession completely astounded me. Silvio continued:


 "Exactly so: I have no right to expose myself to death. Six years ago I received a slap in the face, and my enemy still lives."

My curiosity was greatly excited.

"Did you not fight with him?" I asked. "Circumstances probably separated you."

"I did fight with him," replied Silvio; "and here is a souvenir of our duel."

Silvio rose and took from a cardboard box a red cap with a gold tassel and embroidery (what the French call a bonnet de police); he put it on—a bullet had passed through it about an inch above the forehead.

"You know," continued Silvio, "that I served in one of the Hussar regiments. My character is well known to you: I am accustomed to taking the lead. From my youth this has been my passion. In our time dissoluteness was the fashion, and I was the most outrageous man in the army. We used to boast of our drunkenness; I beat in a drinking bout the famous Bourtsoff, of whom Denis Davidoff has sung. Duels in our regiment were constantly taking place, and in all of them I was either second or principal. My comrades adored me, while the regimental commanders, who were constantly being changed, looked upon me as a necessary evil.

"I was calmly enjoying my reputation, when a young man belonging to a wealthy and distinguished family—I will not mention his name—joined our regiment. Never in my life have I met with such a fortunate fellow! Imagine to yourself youth, wit, beauty, unbounded gayety, the most reckless bravery, a famous name, untold wealth imagine all these, and you can form some idea of the effect that he would be sure to produce among us. My supremacy was shaken. Dazzled by my reputation, he began to seek my friendship, but I received him coldly, and without the least regret he held aloof from me. I took a hatred to him. His success in the regiment and in the society of ladies brought me to the verge of despair. I began to seek a quarrel with him; to my epigrams he replied with epigrams which always seemed to me more spontaneous and more cutting than mine, and which were decidedly more amusing, for he joked while I fumed. At last, at a ball given by a Polish landed proprietor, seeing him the object of the attention of all the ladies, and especially of the mistress of the house, with whom I was upon very good terms, I whispered some grossly insulting remark in his ear. He flamed up and gave me a slap in the face. We grasped our swords; the ladies fainted; we were separated; and that same night we set out to fight.

"The dawn was just breaking. I was standing at the appointed place with my three seconds. With inexplicable impatience I awaited my opponent. The spring sun rose, and it was already growing hot. I saw him coming in the distance. He was walking on foot, accompanied by one second. We advanced to meet him. He approached, holding his cap filled with black cherries. The seconds measured twelve paces for us. I had to fire first, but my agitation was so great, that I could not depend upon the steadiness of my hand; and in order to give myself time to become calm, I ceded to him the first shot. My adversary would not agree to this. It was decided that we should cast lots. The first number fell to him, the constant favorite of fortune. He took aim, and his bullet went through my cap. It was now my turn. His life at last was in my hands; I looked at him eagerly, endeavoring to detect if only the faintest shadow of uneasiness. But he stood in front of my pistol, picking out the ripest cherries from his cap and spitting out the stones, which flew almost as far as my feet. His indifference annoyed me beyond measure. 'What is the use,' thought I, 'of depriving him of life, when he attaches no value whatever to it?' A malicious thought flashed through my mind. I lowered my pistol.

"'You don't seem to be ready for death just at present,' I said to him: 'you wish to have your breakfast; I do not wish to hinder you.'

"'You are not hindering me in the least,'  replied he. 'Have the goodness to fire, or just as you please—the shot remains yours; I shall always be ready at your service.'

"I turned to the seconds, informing them that I had no intention of firing that day, and with that the duel came to an end.

"I resigned my commission and retired to this little place. Since then not a day has passed that I have not thought of revenge. And now my hour has arrived."

Silvio took from his pocket the letter that he had received that morning, and gave it to me to read. Some one (it seemed to be his business agent) wrote to him from Moscow, that a certain person was going to be married to a young and beautiful girl.

"You can guess," said Silvio, "who the certain person is. I am going to Moscow. We shall see if he will look death in the face with as much indifference now, when he is on the eve of being married, as he did once with his cherries!"

With these words, Silvio rose, threw his cap upon the floor, and began pacing up and down the room like a tiger in his cage. I had listened to him in silence; strange conflicting feelings agitated me.

The servant entered and announced that the horses were ready. Silvio grasped my hand tightly, and we embraced each other. He seated himself in his telega, in which lay two trunks, one containing his pistols, the other his effects. We said good-bye once more, and the horses galloped off.





CHAPTER II.






Several years passed, and family circumstances compelled me to settle in the poor little village of M——. Occupied with agricultural pursuits, I ceased not to sigh in secret for my former noisy and careless life. The most difficult thing of all was having to accustom myself to passing the spring and winter evenings in perfect solitude. Until the hour for dinner I managed to pass away the time somehow or other, talking with the bailiff, riding about to inspect the work, or going round to look at the new buildings; but as soon as it began to get dark, I positively did not know what to do with myself. The few books that I had found in the cupboards and storerooms I already knew by heart. All the stories that my housekeeper Kirilovna could remember I had heard over and over again. The songs of the peasant women made me feel depressed. I tried drinking spirits, but it made my head ache; and moreover, I confess I was afraid of becoming a drunkard from mere chagrin, that is to say, the saddest kind of drunkard, of which I had seen many examples in our district.

I had no near neighbors, except two or three topers, whose conversation consisted for the most part of hiccups and sighs. Solitude was preferable to their society. At last I decided to go to 
bed as early as possible, and to dine as late as possible; in this way I shortened the evening and lengthened out the day, and I found that the plan answered very well.

Four versts from my house was a rich estate belonging to the Countess B——; but nobody lived there except the steward. The Countess had only visited her estate once, in the first year of her married life, and then she had remained there no longer than a month. But in the second spring of my hermitical life a report was circulated that the Countess, with her husband, was coming to spend the summer on her estate. The report turned out to be true, for they arrived at the beginning of June.

The arrival of a rich neighbor is an important event in the lives of country people. The landed proprietors and the people of their households 
talk about it for two months beforehand and for three years afterwards. As for me, I must confess that the news of the arrival of a young and beautiful neighbor affected me strongly. I burned with impatience to see her, and the first Sunday after her arrival I set out after dinner for the village of A——, to pay my respects to the Countess and her husband, as their nearest neighbor and most humble servant.


 A lackey conducted me into the Count's study, and then went to announce me. The spacious apartment was furnished with every possible luxury. Around the walls were cases filled with books and surmounted by bronze busts; over the marble mantelpiece was a large mirror; on the floor was a green cloth covered with carpets. Unaccustomed to luxury in my own poor corner, and not having seen the wealth of other people for a long time, I awaited the appearance of the Count with some little trepidation, as a suppliant from the provinces awaits the arrival of the minister. The door opened, and a handsome-looking man, of about thirty-two years of age, entered the room. The Count approached me with a frank and friendly air; I endeavored to be self-possessed and began to introduce myself, but he anticipated me. We sat down. His conversation, which was easy and agreeable, soon dissipated my awkward bashfulness; and I was already beginning to recover my usual composure, when the Countess suddenly entered, and I became more confused than ever. She was indeed beautiful. The Count presented me. I wished to appear at ease, but the more I tried to assume an air of unconstraint, the more awkward I felt. They, in order to give me time to recover myself and to become accustomed to my new acquaintances, began to talk to each other, treating me as a good neighbor, and without ceremony.  Meanwhile, I walked about the room, examining the books and pictures. I am no judge of pictures, but one of them attracted my attention. It represented some view in Switzerland, but it was not the painting that struck me, but the circumstance that the canvas was shot through by two bullets, one planted just above the other.

"A good shot that!" said I, turning to the Count.

"Yes," replied he, "a very remarkable shot. . . . Do you shoot well?" he continued.

"Tolerably," replied I, rejoicing that the conversation had turned at last upon a subject that was familiar to me. "At thirty paces I can manage to hit a card without fail,—I mean, of course, with a pistol that I am used to."

"Really?" said the Countess, with a look of the greatest interest. "And you, my dear, could you hit a card at thirty paces?"

"Some day," replied the Count, "we will try. In my time I did not shoot badly, but it is now four years since I touched a pistol."

"Oh!" I observed, "in that case, I don't mind laying a wager that Your Excellency will not hit the card at twenty paces; the pistol demands practice every day. I know that from experience. In our regiment I was reckoned one of the best shots. It once happened that I did not touch a pistol for a whole month, as I had sent mine to be mended; and would you believe it, Your Excellency, the first time I began to shoot again, I missed a bottle four times in succession at twenty paces. Our captain, a witty and amusing fellow, happened to be standing by, and he said to me: 'It is evident, my friend, that your hand will not lift itself against the bottle.' No, Your Excellency, you must not neglect to practise, or your hand will soon lose its cunning. The best shot that I ever met used to shoot at least three times every day before dinner. It was as much his custom to do this as it was to drink his daily glass of brandy."

The Count and Countess seemed pleased that I had begun to talk.

"And what sort of a shot was he?" asked the Count.

"Well, it was this way with him, Your Excellency: if he saw a fly settle on the wall—you smile, Countess, but, before Heaven, it is the truth—if he saw a fly, he would call out: 'Kouzka, my pistol!' Kouzka would bring him a loaded pistol—bang! and the fly would be crushed against the wall."

"Wonderful!" said the Count. "And what was his name?"

"Silvio, Your Excellency."

"Silvio!" exclaimed the Count, starting up. "Did you know Silvio?"

"How could I help knowing him, Your Excellency: we were intimate friends; he was  received in our regiment like a brother officer, but it is now five years since I had any tidings of him. Then Your Excellency also knew him?"

"Oh, yes, I knew him very well. Did he ever tell you of one very strange incident in his life?"

"Does Your Excellency refer to the slap in the face that he received from some blackguard at a ball?"

"Did he tell you the name of this blackguard?"

"No, Your Excellency, he never mentioned his name. . . . Ah! Your Excellency!" I continued, guessing the the truth: "pardon me . . . I did not know . . . could it really have been you?"

"Yes, I myself," replied the Count, with a look of extraordinary agitation;" and that bullet-pierced picture is a memento of our last meeting."

"Ah, my dear," said the Countess, "for Heaven's sake, do not speak about that; it would be too terrible for me to listen to."

"No," replied the Count: "I will relate everything. He knows how I insulted his friend, and it is only right that he should know how Silvio revenged himself.

The Count pushed a chair towards me, and with the liveliest interest I listened to the following story:

"Five years ago I got married. The first month—the honeymoon—I spent here, in this village. To this house I am indebted for the happiest moments of my life, as well as for one of its most painful recollections.

"One evening we went out together for a ride on horseback. My wife's horse became restive; she grew frightened, gave the reins to me, and returned home on foot. I rode on before. In the courtyard I saw a travelling carriage, and I was told that in my study sat waiting for me a man, who would not give his name, but who merely said that he had business with me. I entered the room and saw in the darkness a man, covered with dust and wearing a beard of several days' growth. He was standing there, near the fireplace. I approached him, trying to remember his features.

"'You do not recognize me, Count?' said he, in a quivering voice.

"'Silvio!' I cried, and I confess that I felt as if my hair had suddenly stood on end.

"'Exactly,' continued he. 'There is a shot due to me, and I have come to discharge my pistol. Are you ready?'

"His pistol protruded from a side pocket. I measured twelve paces and took my stand there in that corner, begging him to fire quickly, before my wife arrived. He hesitated, and asked for a light. Candles were brought in. I closed the doors, gave orders that nobody was to enter, and again begged him to fire. He drew out his pistol and took aim. . . . I counted the seconds. . . . I thought of her. . . . A terrible minute passed! Silvio lowered his hand.

"'I regret,' said he, 'that the pistol is not loaded with cherry-stones . . . the bullet is heavy. It seems to me that this is not a duel, but a murder. I am not accustomed to taking aim at unarmed men. Let us begin all over again; we will cast lots as to who shall fire first.'

"My head went round. . . I think I raised some objection. . . . At last we loaded another pistol, and rolled up two pieces of paper. He placed these latter in his cap—the same through which I had once sent a bullet—and again I drew the first number.

"'You are devilish lucky, Count,' said he, with a smile that I shall never forget.

"I don't know what was the matter with me, or how it was that he managed to make me do it. . . but I fired and hit that picture."

The Count pointed with his finger to the perforated picture; his face glowed like fire; the Countess was whiter than her own handkerchief; and I could not restrain an exclamation.

"I fired," continued the Count, "and, thank Heaven, missed my aim. Then Silvio . . . at that moment he was really terrible . . . Silvio raised his hand to take aim at me. Suddenly the door opens, Masha rushes into the room, and with a loud shriek throws herself upon my neck. Her presence restored to me all my courage.

"'My dear,' said I to her, 'don't you see that we are joking? How frightened you are! Go and drink a glass of water and then come back to us; I will introduce you to an old friend and comrade.'

"Masha still doubted.

"'Tell me, is my husband speaking the truth?' said she, turning to the terrible Silvio: 'is it true that you are only joking?'

"'He is always joking, Countess,' replied Silvio: 'once he gave me a slap in the face in a joke; on another occasion he sent a bullet through my cap in a joke; and just now, when he fired at me and missed me, it was all in a joke. And now I feel inclined for a joke.'

"With these words he raised his pistol to take aim at me—right before her! Masha threw herself at his feet.

"'Rise, Masha; are you not ashamed!' I cried in a rage: 'and you, sir, will you cease to make fun of a poor woman? Will you fire or not?'

"'I will not,' replied Silvio: 'I am satisfied. I have seen your confusion, your alarm. I forced you to fire at me. That is sufficient. You will 
remember me. I leave you to your conscience.'

"Then he turned to go, but pausing in the doorway, and looking at the picture that my shot had passed through, he fired at it almost without taking aim, and disappeared. My wife had fainted away; the servants did not venture to stop him, the mere look of him filled them with terror. He went out upon the steps, called his coachman, and drove off before I could recover myself."

The Count was silent. In this way I learned the end of the story, whose beginning had once made such a deep impression upon me. The hero of it I never saw again. It is said that Silvio commanded a detachment of Hetairists during the revolt under Alexander Ipsilanti, and that he was killed in the battle of Skoulana. 






      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Poem

      To Lucasta, Going to the Wars

      Richard Lovelace, 1649

      
        
To Lucasta
 I.

TELL me not Sweet I am unkind,
 
That from the Nunnery

Of thy chaste breast, and quiet mind,

To War and Armes I fly.


 II.

True; a new Mistresse now I chase

The first Foe in the Field

And with a stronger Faith imbrace

A Sword, a Horse, a Shield.


 III.

Yet this Inconstancy is such,

As you too shall adore

I could not love thee Dear so much,

Loved I not honor more.




      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Essay

      Statement on Impending Duel with Aaron Burr

      Alexander Hamilton, 1804

      Alexander Hamilton had been George Washington's right-hand man in the War of Independence and the first Secretary of the Treasury. For fifteen years he had opposed Aaron Burr, now Vice-President, calling him dangerous and unprincipled. In June 1804 Burr demanded that Hamilton take back something he was reported to have said about him, and when Hamilton would not, challenged him to a duel. Duelling was illegal in New York, so they arranged to meet across the river in New Jersey.

      
        
          



"On my expected interview with Col. Burr, I think it proper to make some remarks explanatory of my conduct, motives and views.

"I was certainly desirous of avoiding this interview for the most cogent reasons.

"1. My religious and moral principles are strongly opposed to the practice of duelling, and it would ever give me pain to be obliged to shed the blood of a fellow creature in a private combat forbidden by the laws.

"2. My wife and children are extremely dear to me, and my life is of the utmost importance to them, in various views.

"3. I feel a sense of obligation towards my creditors, who in case of accident to me, by the forced sale of my property, may be in some degree sufferers. I did not think myself at liberty as a man of probity lightly to expose them to this hazard.

"4. I am conscious of no ill-will to Col. Burr distinct from political opposition, which, as I trust, has proceeded from pure and upright motives.

"Lastly. I shall hazard much, and can possibly gain nothing by the issue of the interview.

"But it was, as I conceive, impossible for me to avoid it. There were intrinsick difficulties in the thing and artificial embarrassments from the manner of proceeding on the part of Col. Burr.

"Intrinsick, because it is not to be denied, that my animadversions on the political principles, character and views of Col. Burr have been extremely severe, and on different occasions, I, in common with many others, have made very unfavorable criticisms on particular instances of the private conduct of this gentleman.

"In proportion as these impressions were entertained with sincerity and uttered with motives and for purposes which might appear to me commendable, would be the difficulty (until they could be removed by evidence of their being erroneous) of explanation or apology. The disavowal required of me by Col. Burr, in a general and indefinite form, was out of my power, if it had really been proper for me to submit to be so questioned; but I was sincerely of opinion that this could not be, and in this opinion I was confirmed by that of a very moderate and judicious friend whom I consulted. Besides that, Col. Burr appeared to me to assume, in the first instance, a tone unnecessarily peremptory and menacing, and in the second positively offensive. Yet I wished, as far as might be practicable, to leave the door open to accommodation. This, I think, will be inferred from the written communications made by me and by my direction, and would be confirmed by the conversations between Mr. Van Ness and myself which arose out of the subject.

"I am not sure, whether, under all the  circumstances, I did not go further in the attempt to accommodate, than punctilious delicacy will justify. If so, I hope the motives I have stated will excuse me.

"It is not my design, by what I have said to affix any odium on the conduct of Col. Burr, in this case. He doubtless has heard of animadversions of mine which bore very hard upon him; and it is probable that as usual they were accompanied with some falsehoods. He may have supposed himself under a necessity of acting as he has done. I hope the grounds of his proceeding have been such as ought to satisfy his own conscience.

"I trust, at the same time, that the world will do me the justice to believe, that I have not censured him on light grounds, nor from unworthy inducements. I certainly have had strong reasons for what I may have said, though it is possible that in some particulars, I may have been influenced by misconstruction or misinformation. It is also my ardent wish that I may have been more mistaken than I think I have been, and that he, by his future conduct, may show himself worthy of all confidence and esteem, and prove an ornament and blessing to the country."

"As well because it is possible that I may have injured Col. Burr, however convinced myself that my opinions and declarations have been well founded, as from my general principles and temper in relation to similar affairs, I have resolved if our interview is conducted in the usual manner, and it pleases God to give me the opportunity, to reserve and throw away my first fire, and I have thoughts even of reserving my second fire—and thus giving a double opportunity to Col. Burr to pause and to reflect.

"It is not, however, my intention to enter into any explanation on the ground. Apology, from principle I hope, rather than pride, is out of the question.

"To those who, with me, abhorring the practice of duelling may think that I ought on no account to have added to the number of bad examples, I answer that my relative situation, as well in public as private, enforcing all the considerations which constitute what men of the world denominate honor, imposed on me (as I thought) a peculiar necessity not to decline the call. The ability to be in future useful, whether in resisting mischief or effecting good, in those crises of our public affairs, which seem likely to happen, would probably be inseparable from a conformity with public prejudice in this particular.



A. H.






        

      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Afterword

      Day Eighteen: Honour

      Less than six years after The Shot appeared, Pushkin was mortally wounded in a duel of his own, with a French-born officer who had been pursuing his wife. He was thirty-seven. Hamilton had lost his eldest son, Philip, nineteen years old, in a duel across the river in New Jersey, three years before he went there himself.

      Lovelace makes it sound easy: honour is a rival his lady will come to adore as well. Hamilton found it harder. Second on his list of reasons not to fight is “My wife and children”, and he went anyway, because a man who refused would lose his “ability to be in future useful”. Silvio passes up a sure kill for a reason of the same kind: while his old enemy lives, “I have no right to expose myself to death.”

      Both men hold back a shot, or mean to, so that the other man will think. Hamilton resolved to “throw away my first fire”, giving Burr “a double opportunity ... to pause and to reflect”, and hoped Burr’s reasons would “satisfy his own conscience”. Silvio, with the Count at his mercy, says “I leave you to your conscience.” Burr fired, and Hamilton died the next day. His own bullet hit a tree above Burr’s head; whether he meant it to is still argued.

    

  
    
      Day Nineteen

      Disaster

      25 minutes

      
        Story
        The Eruption of Vesuvius (Letters VI.16 and VI.20)
        Pliny the Younger · 11 minutes
        The only eyewitness account of the eruption that buried Pompeii, written years later by a man who was eighteen at the time, in two letters to the historian Tacitus.
      

      
        Poem
        The Convergence of the Twain
        Thomas Hardy · 1 minute
        Hardy's poem on the Titanic at the bottom of the sea, and the iceberg that was growing for it all along.
      

      
        Essay
        On Some Mental Effects of the Earthquake
        William James · 12 minutes
        The psychologist was at Stanford when the San Francisco earthquake struck, and he describes his own first reaction, and everyone else's.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      The Eruption of Vesuvius (Letters VI.16 and VI.20)

      Pliny the Younger, translated by William Melmoth (revised by F. C. T. Bosanquet), c. 106

      Mount Vesuvius erupted in AD 79, burying Pompeii and Herculaneum. Pliny's uncle, Pliny the Elder, author of an encyclopaedia of natural history, was in command of the Roman fleet at Misenum, across the bay. Years later the historian Tacitus asked the nephew how his uncle had died.

      
      YOUR request that I would send you an account of my uncle's death, in
      order to transmit a more exact relation of it to posterity, deserves my
      acknowledgments; for, if this accident shall be celebrated by your pen,
      the glory of it, I am well assured, will be rendered forever illustrious.
      And notwithstanding he perished by a misfortune, which, as it involved at
      the same time a most beautiful country in ruins, and destroyed so many
      populous cities, seems to promise him an everlasting remembrance;
      notwithstanding he has himself composed many and lasting works; yet I am
      persuaded, the mentioning of him in your immortal writings, will greatly
      contribute to render his name immortal. Happy I esteem those to be to whom
      by provision of the gods has been granted the ability either to do such
      actions as are worthy of being related or to relate them in a manner
      worthy of being read; but peculiarly happy are they who are blessed with
      both these uncommon talents: in the number of which my uncle, as his own
      writings and your history will evidently prove, may justly be ranked. It
      is with extreme willingness, therefore, that I execute your commands; and
      should indeed have claimed the task if you had not enjoined it. He was at
      that time with the fleet under his command at Misenum. On
      the 24th of August, about one in the afternoon, my mother desired him to
      observe a cloud which appeared of a very unusual size and shape. He had
      just taken a turn in the sun and, after bathing himself in cold water, and
      making a light luncheon, gone back to his books: he immediately arose and
      went out upon a rising ground from whence he might get a better sight of
      this very uncommon appearance. A cloud, from which mountain was uncertain,
      at this distance (but it was found afterwards to come from Mount
      Vesuvius), was ascending, the appearance of which I cannot give you a more
      exact description of than by likening it to that of a pine tree, for it
      shot up to a great height in the form of a very tall trunk, which spread
      itself out at the top into a sort of branches; occasioned, I imagine,
      either by a sudden gust of air that impelled it, the force of which
      decreased as it advanced upwards, or the cloud itself being pressed back
      again by its own weight, expanded in the manner I have mentioned; it
      appeared sometimes bright and sometimes dark and spotted, according as it
      was either more or less impregnated with earth and cinders. This
      phenomenon seemed to a man of such learning and research as my uncle
      extraordinary and worth further looking into. He ordered a light vessel to
      be got ready, and gave me leave, if I liked, to accompany him. I said I
      had rather go on with my work; and it so happened, he had himself given me
      something to write out. As he was coming out of the house, he received a
      note from Rectina, the wife of Bassus, who was in the utmost alarm at the
      imminent danger which threatened her; for her villa lying at the foot of
      Mount Vesuvius, there was no way of escape but by sea; she earnestly
      entreated him therefore to come to her assistance. He accordingly changed
      his first intention, and what he had begun from a philosophical, he now
      carries out in a noble and generous spirit. He ordered the galleys to be
      put to sea, and went himself on board with an intention of assisting not
      only Rectina, but the several other towns which lay thickly strewn along
      that beautiful coast. Hastening then to the place from whence others fled
      with the utmost terror, he steered his course direct to the point of
      danger, and with so much calmness and presence of mind as to be able to
      make and dictate his observations upon the motion and all the phenomena of
      that dreadful scene. He was now so close to the mountain that the cinders,
      which grew thicker and hotter the nearer he approached, fell into the
      ships, together with pumice-stones, and black pieces of burning rock: they
      were in danger too not only of being aground by the sudden retreat of the
      sea, but also from the vast fragments which rolled down from the mountain,
      and obstructed all the shore. Here he stopped to consider whether he
      should turn back again; to which the pilot advising him, "Fortune," said
      he, "favours the brave; steer to where Pomponianus is." Pomponianus was
      then at Stabiae, separated by a bay, which the sea, after
      several insensible windings, forms with the shore. He had already sent his
      baggage on board; for though he was not at that time in actual danger, yet
      being within sight of it, and indeed extremely near, if it should in the
      least increase, he was determined to put to sea as soon as the wind, which
      was blowing dead in-shore, should go down. It was favourable, however, for
      carrying my uncle to Pomponianus, whom he found in the greatest
      consternation: he embraced him tenderly, encouraging and urging him to
      keep up his spirits, and, the more effectually to soothe his fears by
      seeming unconcerned himself, ordered a bath to be got ready, and then,
      after having bathed, sat down to supper with great cheerfulness, or at
      least (what is just as heroic) with every appearance of it. Meanwhile
      broad flames shone out in several places from Mount Vesuvius, which the
      darkness of the night contributed to render still brighter and clearer.
      But my uncle, in order to soothe the apprehensions of his friend, assured
      him it was only the burning of the villages, which the country people had
      abandoned to the flames: after this he retired to rest, and it is most
      certain he was so little disquieted as to fall into a sound sleep: for his
      breathing, which, on account of his corpulence, was rather heavy and
      sonorous, was heard by the attendants outside. The court which led to his
      apartment being now almost filled with stones and ashes, if he had
      continued there any time longer, it would have been impossible for him to
      have made his way out. So he was awoke and got up, and went to Pomponianus
      and the rest of his company, who were feeling too anxious to think of
      going to bed. They consulted together whether it would be most prudent to
      trust to the houses, which now rocked from side to side with frequent and
      violent concussions as though shaken from their very foundations; or fly
      to the open fields, where the calcined stones and cinders, though light
      indeed, yet fell in large showers, and threatened destruction. In this
      choice of dangers they resolved for the fields: a resolution which, while
      the rest of the company were hurried into by their fears, my uncle
      embraced upon cool and deliberate consideration. They went out then,
      having pillows tied upon their heads with napkins; and this was their
      whole defence against the storm of stones that fell round them. It was now
      day everywhere else, but there a deeper darkness prevailed than in the
      thickest night; which however was in some degree alleviated by torches and
      other lights of various kinds. They thought proper to go farther down upon
      the shore to see if they might safely put out to sea, but found the waves
      still running extremely high, and boisterous. There my uncle, laying
      himself down upon a sail cloth, which was spread for him, called twice for
      some cold water, which he drank, when immediately the flames, preceded by
      a strong whiff of sulphur, dispersed the rest of the party, and obliged
      him to rise. He raised himself up with the assistance of two of his
      servants, and instantly fell down dead; suffocated, as I conjecture, by
      some gross and noxious vapour, having always had a weak throat, which was
      often inflamed. As soon as it was light again, which was not till the
      third day after this melancholy accident, his body was found entire, and
      without any marks of violence upon it, in the dress in which he fell, and
      looking more like a man asleep than dead. During all this time my mother
      and I, who were at Miscnum—but this has no connection with your
      history, and you did not desire any particulars besides those of my
      uncle's death; so I will end here, only adding that I have faithfully
      related to you what I was either an eye-witness of myself or received
      immediately after the accident happened, and before there was time to vary
      the truth. You will pick out of this narrative whatever is most important:
      for a letter is one thing, a history another; it is one thing writing to a
      friend, another thing writing to the public. Farewell.
    


      LXVI — To CORNELIUS TACITUS
    


      THE letter which, in compliance with your request, I wrote to you
      concerning the death of my uncle has raised, it seems, your curiosity to
      know what terrors and dangers attended me while I continued at Misenum;
      for there, I think, my account broke off:
    


     "Though my shock'd soul recoils, my tongue shall tell."



      My uncle having left us, I spent such time as was left on my studies (it
      was on their account indeed that I had stopped behind), till it was time
      for my bath. After which I went to supper, and then fell into a short and
      uneasy sleep. There had been noticed for many days before a trembling of
      the earth, which did not alarm us much, as this is quite an ordinary
      occurrence in Campania; but it was so particularly violent that night that
      it not only shook but actually overturned, as it would seem, everything
      about us. My mother rushed into my chamber, where she found me rising, in
      order to awaken her. We sat down in the open court of the house, which
      occupied a small space between the buildings and the sea. As I was at that
      time but eighteen years of age, I know not whether I should call my
      behaviour, in this dangerous juncture, courage or folly; but I took up
      Livy, and amused myself with turning over that author, and even making
      extracts from him, as if I had been perfectly at my leisure. Just then, a
      friend of my uncle's, who had lately come to him from Spain, joined us,
      and observing me sitting by my mother with a book in my hand, reproved her
      for her calmness, and me at the same time for my careless security:
      nevertheless I went on with my author. Though it was now morning, the
      light was still exceedingly faint and doubtful; the buildings all around
      us tottered, and though we stood upon open ground, yet as the place was
      narrow and confined, there was no remaining without imminent danger: we
      therefore resolved to quit the town. A panic-stricken crowd followed us,
      and (as to a mind distracted with terror every suggestion seems more
      prudent than its own) pressed on us in dense array to drive us forward as
      we came out. Being at a convenient distance from the houses, we stood
      still, in the midst of a most dangerous and dreadful scene. The chariots,
      which we had ordered to be drawn out, were so agitated backwards and
      forwards, though upon the most level ground, that we could not keep them
      steady, even by supporting them with large stones. The sea seemed to roll
      back upon itself, and to be driven from its banks by the convulsive motion
      of the earth; it is certain at least the shore was considerably enlarged,
      and several sea animals were left upon it. On the other side, a black and
      dreadful cloud, broken with rapid, zigzag flashes, revealed behind it
      variously shaped masses of flame: these last were like sheet-lightning,
      but much larger. Upon this our Spanish friend, whom I mentioned above,
      addressing himself to my mother and me with great energy and urgency: "If
      your brother," he said, "if your uncle be safe, he certainly wishes you
      may be so too; but if he perished, it was his desire, no doubt, that you
      might both survive him: why therefore do you delay your escape a moment?"
      We could never think of our own safety, we said, while we were uncertain
      of his. Upon this our friend left us, and withdrew from the danger with
      the utmost precipitation. Soon afterwards, the cloud began to descend, and
      cover the sea. It had already surrounded and concealed the island of
      Capreae and the promontory of Misenum. My mother now besought, urged, even
      commanded me to make my escape at any rate, which, as I was young, I might
      easily do; as for herself, she said, her age and corpulency rendered all
      attempts of that sort impossible; however, she would willingly meet death
      if she could have the satisfaction of seeing that she was not the occasion
      of mine. But I absolutely refused to leave her, and, taking her by the
      hand, compelled her to go with me. She complied with great reluctance, and
      not without many reproaches to herself for retarding my flight. The ashes
      now began to fall upon us, though in no great quantity. I looked back; a
      dense dark mist seemed to be following us, spreading itself over the
      country like a cloud. "Let us turn out of the high-road," I said, "while
      we can still see, for fear that, should we fall in the road, we should be
      pressed to death in the dark, by the crowds that are following us." We had
      scarcely sat down when night came upon us, not such as we have when the
      sky is cloudy, or when there is no moon, but that of a room when it is
      shut up, and all the lights put out. You might hear the shrieks of women,
      the screams of children, and the shouts of men; some calling for their
      children, others for their parents, others for their husbands, and seeking
      to recognise each other by the voices that replied; one lamenting his own
      fate, another that of his family; some wishing to die, from the very fear
      of dying; some lifting their hands to the gods; but the greater part
      convinced that there were now no gods at all, and that the final endless
      night of which we have heard had come upon the world. Among these there were
      some who augmented the real terrors by others imaginary or wilfully
      invented. I remember some who declared that one part of Misenum had
      fallen, that another was on fire; it was false, but they found people to
      believe them. It now grew rather lighter, which we imagined to be rather
      the forerunner of an approaching burst of flames (as in truth it was) than
      the return of day: however, the fire fell at a distance from us: then
      again we were immersed in thick darkness, and a heavy shower of ashes
      rained upon us, which we were obliged every now and then to stand up to
      shake off, otherwise we should have been crushed and buried in the heap. I
      might boast that, during all this scene of horror, not a sigh, or
      expression of fear, escaped me, had not my support been grounded in that
      miserable, though mighty, consolation, that all mankind were involved in
      the same calamity, and that I was perishing with the world itself. At last
      this dreadful darkness was dissipated by degrees, like a cloud or smoke;
      the real day returned, and even the sun shone out, though with a lurid
      light, like when an eclipse is coming on. Every object that presented
      itself to our eyes (which were extremely weakened) seemed changed, being
      covered deep with ashes as if with snow. We returned to Misenum, where we
      refreshed ourselves as well as we could, and passed an anxious night
      between hope and fear; though, indeed, with a much larger share of the
      latter: for the earthquake still continued, while many frenzied persons
      ran up and down heightening their own and their friends' calamities by
      terrible predictions. However, my mother and I, notwithstanding the danger
      we had passed, and that which still threatened us, had no thoughts of
      leaving the place, till we could receive some news of my uncle.
    


      And now, you will read this narrative without any view of inserting it in
      your history, of which it is not in the least worthy; and indeed you must
      put it down to your own request if it should appear not worth even the
      trouble of a letter. Farewell.
    



      Text from Project Gutenberg.

    

  
    
      Poem

      The Convergence of the Twain

      Thomas Hardy, 1912

      The Titanic, the largest and most luxurious ship of its day, struck an iceberg on her maiden voyage in April 1912 and sank with the loss of about fifteen hundred lives.

      

















































































































In
a solitude of the sea

   Deep from human vanity,

And the Pride of Life that planned her, stilly couches she.

II

   Steel chambers, late the
pyres

   Of her salamandrine fires,

Cold currents thrid, and turn to rhythmic tidal lyres.

III

   Over the mirrors meant

   To glass the opulent

The sea-worm crawls—grotesque, slimed, dumb,
indifferent.

IV

   Jewels in joy designed

   To ravish the sensuous mind

Lie lightless, all their sparkles bleared and black and
blind.

V

   Dim moon-eyed fishes near

   Gaze at the gilded gear

And query: “What does this vaingloriousness down
here?” . . .

VI

   Well: while was fashioning

   This creature of cleaving wing,

The Immanent Will that stirs and urges everything

VII

   Prepared a sinister mate

   For her—so gaily great—

A Shape of Ice, for the time far and dissociate.

VIII

   And as the smart ship grew

   In stature, grace, and hue,

In shadowy silent distance grew the Iceberg too.

IX

   Alien they seemed to be:

   No mortal eye could see

The intimate welding of their later history,

X

   Or sign that they were
bent

   By paths coincident

On being anon twin halves of one august event,

XI

   Till the Spinner of the
Years

   Said “Now!” And each one hears,

And consummation comes, and jars two hemispheres.
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      Essay

      On Some Mental Effects of the Earthquake

      William James, 1906

      The San Francisco earthquake and fire of April 1906 destroyed much of the city. William James, the philosopher and psychologist, was teaching for a term at Stanford University, thirty-five miles away, and went into the city the same day.

      When I departed from Harvard for Stanford University last December,
almost the last good-by I got was that of my old Californian friend B:
"I hope they'll give you a touch of earthquake while you 're there, so
that you may also become acquainted with that Californian institution."

Accordingly, when, lying awake at about half past five on the morning of April 18 in my little "flat" on the campus of Stanford, I felt the bed begin to waggle, my first consciousness was one of gleeful recognition of the nature of the movement. "By Jove," I said to myself, "here's B's old earthquake, after all!" And then, as it went crescendo.  "And a jolly good one
it is, too!" I said.

Sitting up involuntarily, and taking a kneeling position, I was thrown
down on my face as it went fortior shaking the room exactly as a
terrier shakes a rat.  Then everything that was on anything else slid
off to the floor, over went bureau and chiffonier with a crash, as the
fortissimo was reached; plaster cracked, an awful roaring noise
seemed to fill the outer air, and in an instant all was still again,
save the soft babble of human voices from far and near that soon began
to make itself heard, as the inhabitants in costumes negligés in
various degrees sought the greater safety of the street and yielded to
the passionate desire for sympathetic communication.

The thing was over, as I understand the Lick Observatory to have
declared, in forty-eight seconds.  To me it felt as if about that
length of time, although I have heard others say that it seemed to them
longer.  In my case, sensation and emotion were so strong that little
thought, and no reflection or volition, were possible in the short time
consumed by the phenomenon.

The emotion consisted wholly of glee and admiration; glee at the
vividness which such an abstract idea or verbal term as "earthquake"
could put on when translated into sensible reality and verified
concretely; and admiration at the way in which the frail little wooden
house could hold itself together in spite of such a shaking.  I felt no
trace whatever of fear; it was pure delight and welcome.

"Go it," I almost cried aloud, "and go it stronger!"

I ran into my wife's room, and found that she, although awakened from
sound sleep, had felt no fear, either.  Of all the persons whom I later
interrogated, very few had felt any fear while the shaking lasted,
although many had had a "turn," as they realized their narrow escapes
from bookcases or bricks from chimney-breasts falling on their beds and
pillows an instant after they had left them.

As soon as I could think, I discerned retrospectively certain peculiar
ways in which my consciousness had taken in the phenomenon.  These ways
were quite spontaneous, and, so to speak, inevitable and irresistible.

First, I personified the earthquake as a permanent individual entity.
It was the earthquake of my friend B's augury, which had been lying
low and holding itself back during all the intervening months, in
order, on that lustrous April morning, to invade my room, and energize
the more intensely and triumphantly.  It came, moreover, directly to
me.  It stole in behind my back, and once inside the room, had me all
to itself, and could manifest itself convincingly.  Animus and intent
were never more present in any human action, nor did any human activity
ever more definitely point back to a living agent as its source and
origin.

All whom I consulted on the point agreed as to this feature in their
experience.  "It expressed intention," "It was vicious," "It was bent
on destruction," "It wanted to show its power," or what not.  To me, it
wanted simply to manifest the full meaning of its name.  But what was
this "It"?  To some, apparently, a vague demonic power; to me an
individualized being, B's earthquake, namely.

One informant interpreted it as the end of the world and the beginning
of the final judgment.  This was a lady in a San Francisco hotel, who
did not think of its being an earthquake till after she had got into
the street and some one had explained it to her.  She told me that the
theological interpretation had kept fear from her mind, and made her
take the shaking calmly.  For "science," when the tensions in the
earth's crust reach the breaking-point, and strata fall into an altered
equilibrium, earthquake is simply the collective name of all the
cracks and shakings and disturbances that happen.  They are the
earthquake.  But for me the earthquake was the cause of the
disturbances, and the perception of it as a living agent was
irresistible.  It had an overpowering dramatic convincingness.

I realize now better than ever how inevitable were men's earlier
mythologic versions of such catastrophes, and how artificial and
against the grain of our spontaneous perceiving are the later habits
into which science educates us.  It was simply impossible for untutored
men to take earthquakes into their minds as anything but supernatural
warnings or retributions.

A good instance of the way in which the tremendousness of a catastrophe
may banish fear was given me by a Stanford student.  He was in the
fourth story of Encina Hall, an immense stone dormitory building.
Awakened from sleep, he recognized what the disturbance was, and sprang
from the bed, but was thrown off his feet in a moment, while his books
and furniture fell round him.  Then with an awful, sinister, grinding
roar, everything gave way, and with chimneys, floor-beams, walls and
all, he descended through the three lower stories of the building into
the basement.  "This is my end, this is my death," he felt; but all the
while no trace of fear.  The experience was too overwhelming for
anything but passive surrender to it.  (Certain heavy chimneys had
fallen in, carrying the whole centre of the building with them.)

Arrived at the bottom, he found himself with rafters and débris round
him, but not pinned in or crushed.  He saw daylight, and crept toward
it through the obstacles.  Then, realizing that he was in his
nightgown, and feeling no pain anywhere, his first thought was to get
back to his room and find some more presentable clothing.  The
stairways at Encina Hall are at the ends of the building.  He made his
way to one of them, and went up the four flights, only to find his room
no longer extant.  Then he noticed pain in his feet, which had been
injured, and came down the stairs with difficulty.  When he talked with
me ten days later he had been in hospital a week, was very thin and
pale, and went on crutches, and was dressed in borrowed clothing.

So much for Stanford, where all our experiences seem to have been very
similar.  Nearly all our chimneys went down, some of them
disintegrating from top to bottom; parlor floors were covered with
bricks; plaster strewed the floors; furniture was everywhere upset and
dislocated; but the wooden dwellings sprang back to their original
position, and in house after house not a window stuck or a door scraped
at top or bottom.  Wood architecture was triumphant!  Everybody was
excited, but the excitement at first, at any rate, seemed to be almost
joyous.  Here at last was a real earthquake after so many years of
harmless waggle!  Above all, there was an irresistible desire to talk
about it, and exchange experiences.

Most people slept outdoors for several subsequent nights, partly to be
safer in case of recurrence, but also to work off their emotion, and
get the full unusualness out of the experience.  The vocal babble of
early-waking girls and boys from the gardens of the campus, mingling
with the birds' songs and the exquisite weather, was for three or four
days delightful sunrise phenomenon.

Now turn to San Francisco, thirty-five miles distant, from which an
automobile ere long brought us the dire news of a city in ruins, with
fires beginning at various points, and the water-supply interrupted.  I
was fortunate enough to board the only train of cars—a very small
one—that got up to the city; fortunate enough also to escape in the
evening by the only train that left it.  This gave me and my valiant
feminine escort some four hours of observation.  My business is with
"subjective" phenomena exclusively; so I will say nothing of the
material ruin that greeted us on every hand—the daily papers and the
weekly journals have done full justice to that topic.  By midday, when
we reached the city, the pall of smoke was vast and the dynamite
detonations had begun, but the troops, the police and the firemen
seemed to have established order, dangerous neighborhoods were roped
off everywhere and picketed, saloons closed, vehicles impressed, and
every one at work who could work.

It was indeed a strange sight to see an entire population in the
streets, busy as ants in an uncovered ant-hill scurrying to save their
eggs and larvae.  Every horse, and everything on wheels in the city,
from hucksters' wagons to automobiles, was being loaded with what
effects could be scraped together from houses which the advancing
flames were threatening.  The sidewalks were covered with well-dressed
men and women, carrying baskets, bundles, valises, or dragging trunks
to spots of greater temporary safety, soon to be dragged farther, as
the fire kept spreading!

In the safer quarters, every doorstep was covered with the dwelling's
tenants, sitting surrounded with their more indispensable chattels, and
ready to flee at a minute's notice.  I think every one must have fasted
on that day, for I saw no one eating.  There was no appearance of
general dismay, and little of chatter or of inco-ordinated excitement.

Every one seemed doggedly bent on achieving the job which he had set
himself to perform; and the faces, although somewhat tense and set and
grave, were inexpressive of emotion.  I noticed only three persons
overcome, two Italian women, very poor, embracing an aged fellow
countrywoman, and all weeping.  Physical fatigue and seriousness were
the only inner states that one could read on countenances.

With lights forbidden in the houses, and the streets lighted only by
the conflagration, it was apprehended that the criminals of San
Francisco would hold high carnival on the ensuing night.  But whether
they feared the disciplinary methods of the United States troops, who
were visible everywhere, or whether they were themselves solemnized by
the immensity of the disaster, they lay low and did not "manifest,"
either then or subsequently.

The only very discreditable thing to human nature that occurred was
later, when hundreds of lazy "bummers" found that they could keep
camping in the parks, and make alimentary storage-batteries of their
stomachs, even in some cases getting enough of the free rations in
their huts or tents to last them well into the summer.  This charm of
pauperized vagabondage seems all along to have been Satan's most
serious bait to human nature.  There was theft from the outset, but
confined, I believe, to petty pilfering.

Cash in hand was the only money, and millionaires and their families
were no better off in this respect than any one.  Whoever got a vehicle
could have the use of it; but the richest often went without, and spent
the first two nights on rugs on the bare ground, with nothing but what
their own arms had rescued.  Fortunately, those nights were dry and
comparatively warm, and Californians are accustomed to camping
conditions in the summer, so suffering from exposure was less great
than it would have been elsewhere.  By the fourth night, which was
rainy, tents and huts had brought most campers under cover.

I went through the city again eight days later.  The fire was out, and
about a quarter of the area stood unconsumed.  Intact skyscrapers
dominated the smoking level majestically and superbly—they and a few
walls that had survived the overthrow.  Thus has the courage of our
architects and builders received triumphant vindication!

The inert elements of the population had mostly got away, and those
that remained seemed what Mr. H. G. Wells calls "efficients."  Sheds
were already going up as temporary starting-points of business.  Every
one looked cheerful, in spite of the awful discontinuity of past and
future, with every familiar association with material things
dissevered; and the discipline and order were practically perfect.

As these notes of mine must be short, I had better turn to my more
generalized reflections.

Two things in retrospect strike me especially, and are the most
emphatic of all my impressions.  Both are reassuring as to human nature.

The first of these was the rapidity of the improvisation of order out
of chaos.  It is clear that just as in every thousand human beings
there will be statistically so many artists, so many athletes, so many
thinkers, and so many potentially good soldiers, so there will be so
many potential organizers in times of emergency.  In point of fact, not
only in the great city, but in the outlying towns, these natural
ordermakers, whether amateurs or officials, came to the front
immediately.  There seemed to be no possibility which there was not
some one there to think of, or which within twenty-four hours was not
in some way provided for.

A good illustration is this: Mr. Keith is the great landscape-painter
of the Pacific slope, and his pictures, which are many, are
artistically and pecuniarily precious.  Two citizens, lovers of his
work, early in the day diverted their attention from all other
interests, their own private ones included, and made it their duty to
visit every place which they knew to contain a Keith painting.  They
cut them from their frames, rolled them up, and in this way got all the
more important ones into a place of safety.

When they then sought Mr. Keith, to convey the joyous news to him, they
found him still in his studio, which was remote from the fire,
beginning a new painting.  Having given up his previous work for lost,
he had resolved to lose no time in making what amends he could for the
disaster.

The completeness of organization at Palo Alto, a town of ten thousand
inhabitants close to Stanford University, was almost comical.  People
feared exodus on a large scale of the rowdy elements of San Francisco.
In point of tact, very few refugees came to Palo Alto.  But within
twenty-four hours, rations, clothing, hospital, quarantine,
disinfection, washing, police, military, quarters in camp and in
houses, printed information, employment, all were provided for under
the care of so many volunteer committees.

Much of this readiness was American, much of it Californian; but I
believe that every country in a similar crisis would have displayed it
in a way to astonish the spectators.  Like soldiering, it lies always
latent in human nature.

The second thing that struck me was the universal equanimity.  We soon
got letters from the East, ringing with anxiety and pathos; but I now
know fully what I have always believed, that the pathetic way of
feeling great disasters belongs rather to the point of view of people
at a distance than to the immediate victims.  I heard not a single
really pathetic or sentimental word in California expressed by any one.

The terms "awful," "dreadful" fell often enough from people's lips, but
always with a sort of abstract meaning, and with a face that seemed to
admire the vastness of the catastrophe as much as it bewailed its
cuttingness.  When talk was not directly practical, I might almost say
that it expressed (at any rate in the nine days I was there) a tendency
more toward nervous excitement than toward grief.  The hearts concealed
private bitterness enough, no doubt, but the tongues disdained to dwell
on the misfortunes of self, when almost everybody one spoke to had
suffered equally.

Surely the cutting edge of all our usual misfortunes comes from their
character of loneliness.  We lose our health, our wife or children die,
our house burns down, or our money is made way with, and the world goes
on rejoicing, leaving us on one side and counting us out from all its
business.  In California every one, to some degree, was suffering, and
one's private miseries were merged in the vast general sum of privation
and in the all-absorbing practical problem of general recuperation.
The cheerfulness, or, at any rate, the steadfastness of tone, was
universal.  Not a single whine or plaintive word did I hear from the
hundred losers whom I spoke to.  Instead of that there was a temper of
helpfulness beyond the counting.

It is easy to glorify this as something characteristically American, or
especially Californian.  Californian education has, of course, made the
thought of all possible recuperations easy.  In an exhausted country,
with no marginal resources, the outlook on the future would be much
darker.  But I like to think that what I write of is a normal and
universal trait of human nature.  In our drawing-rooms and offices we
wonder how people ever do go through battles, sieges and shipwrecks.
We quiver and sicken in imagination, and think those heroes superhuman.
Physical pain whether suffered alone or in company, is always more or
less unnerving and intolerable.  But mental pathos and anguish, I
fancy, are usually effects of distance.  At the place of action, where
all are concerned together, healthy animal insensibility and heartiness
take their place.  At San Francisco the need will continue to be awful,
and there will doubtless be a crop of nervous wrecks before the weeks
and months are over, but meanwhile the commonest men, simply because
they are men, will go on, singly and collectively, showing this
admirable fortitude of temper.

[1] At the time of the San Francisco earthquake the author was at
Leland Stanford University nearby.  He succeeded in getting into San
Francisco on the morning of the earthquake, and spent the remainder of
the day in the city.  These observations appeared in the Youth's
Companion for June 7, 1906.
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      Afterword

      Day Nineteen: Disaster

      Volcanologists still call an eruption like this one “Plinian”, after these letters: a column of gas and ash shooting miles into the sky and spreading out at the top, like the young Pliny’s pine tree.

      Eighteen centuries later, William James explained the comfort Pliny found in the dark, that “miserable, though mighty, consolation” of “perishing with the world itself”. “The cutting edge of all our usual misfortunes,” James decided, “comes from their character of loneliness.” He also caught himself treating the earthquake as a living thing with a purpose, and saw why people once took such disasters as “supernatural warnings or retributions”. Hardy gives his disaster a purpose too: an “Immanent Will” that prepared the iceberg as the ship’s “sinister mate”.

      James had one more thought: that “the pathetic way of feeling great disasters belongs rather to the point of view of people at a distance”. Hardy wrote from a distance, and would have none of it. Not one of the drowned appears in his poem, only mirrors, jewels, the sea-worm and the moon-eyed fishes. What does the poem gain by leaving them out, and what does it lose?

    

  
    
      Day Twenty

      Young and foolish

      32 minutes

      
        Story
        Ukridge's Dog College
        P. G. Wodehouse · 27 minutes
        Stanley Featherstonehaugh Ukridge, who borrows his friends' tobacco, socks and shirts, has a plan to make his fortune at last, and it starts with his aunt's Pekingese.
      

      
        Poem
        When I was one-and-twenty (A Shropshire Lad, XIII)
        A. E. Housman · 1 minute
        Sixteen lines about advice a young man was given and didn't take.
      

      
        Essay
        Of Age
        Michel de Montaigne · 4 minutes
        Montaigne, nearing forty, argues that a man's mind is at its full strength by twenty, and that most great deeds are done before thirty.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      Ukridge's Dog College

      P. G. Wodehouse, 1923

      “Laddie,” said Stanley Featherstonehaugh
Ukridge, that much-enduring man, helping
himself to my tobacco and slipping the pouch
absently into his pocket, “listen to me, you
son of Belial.”

“What?” I said, retrieving the pouch.

“Do you want to make an enormous fortune?”

“I do.”

“Then write my biography. Bung it down on paper,
and we’ll split the proceeds. I’ve been making a pretty
close study of your stuff lately, old horse, and it’s all
wrong. The trouble with you is that you don’t plumb
the well-springs of human nature and all that. You just
think up some rotten yarn about some-dam-thing-or-other
and shove it down. Now, if you tackled my life,
you’d have something worth writing about. Pots of
money in it, my boy—English serial rights and American
serial rights and book rights, and dramatic rights and
movie rights—well, you can take it from me that, at a
conservative estimate, we should clean up at least fifty
thousand pounds apiece.”

“As much as that?”

“Fully that. And listen, laddie, I’ll tell you what.
You’re a good chap and we’ve been pals for years, so I’ll
let you have my share of the English serial rights for a
hundred pounds down.”

“What makes you think I’ve got a hundred pounds?”

“Well, then, I’ll make it my share of the English and
American serial rights for fifty.”

“Your collar’s come off its stud.”

“How about my complete share of the whole dashed
outfit for twenty-five?”

“Not for me, thanks.”

“Then I’ll tell you what, old horse,” said Ukridge,
inspired. “Just lend me half a crown to be going on
with.”

  * *      * *      * 

If the leading incidents of S. F. Ukridge’s disreputable
career are to be given to the public—and not, as some might
suggest, decently hushed up—I suppose I am the man to
write them. Ukridge and I have been intimate since the
days of school. Together we sported on the green, and
when he was expelled no one missed him more than I. An
unfortunate business, this expulsion. Ukridge’s generous
spirit, ever ill-attuned to school rules, caused him eventually
to break the solemnest of them all by sneaking out
at night to try his skill at the coco-nut-shies of the local
village fair; and his foresight in putting on scarlet
whiskers and a false nose for the expedition was completely
neutralised by the fact that he absent-mindedly
wore his school cap throughout the entire proceedings.
He left the next morning, regretted by all.

After this there was a hiatus of some years in our friendship.
I was at Cambridge, absorbing culture, and
Ukridge, as far as I could gather from his rare letters and
the reports of mutual acquaintances, flitting about the
world like a snipe. Somebody met him in New York,
just off a cattle-ship. Somebody else saw him in Buenos
Ayres. Somebody, again, spoke sadly of having been
pounced on by him at Monte Carlo and touched for a fiver.
It was not until I settled down in London that he came
back into my life. We met in Piccadilly one day, and
resumed our relations where they had been broken off.
Old associations are strong, and the fact that he was about
my build and so could wear my socks and shirts drew us
very close together.

Then he disappeared again, and it was a month or more
before I got news of him.

It was George Tupper who brought the news. George
was head of the school in my last year, and he has fulfilled
exactly the impeccable promise of those early days.
He is in the Foreign Office, doing well and much respected.
He has an earnest, pulpy heart and takes other people’s
troubles very seriously. Often he had mourned to me like
a father over Ukridge’s erratic progress through life, and
now, as he spoke, he seemed to be filled with a solemn joy,
as over a reformed prodigal.

“Have you heard about Ukridge?” said George Tupper.
“He has settled down at last. Gone to live with an aunt
of his who owns one of those big houses on Wimbledon
Common. A very rich woman. I am delighted. It will
be the making of the old chap.”

I suppose he was right in a way, but to me this tame
subsidence into companionship with a rich aunt in
Wimbledon seemed somehow an indecent, almost a tragic,
end to a colourful career like that of S. F. Ukridge. And
when I met the man a week later my heart grew heavier
still.

It was in Oxford Street at the hour when women come
up from the suburbs to shop; and he was standing among
the dogs and commissionaires outside Selfridge’s. His
arms were full of parcels, his face was set in a mask of
wan discomfort, and he was so beautifully dressed that
for an instant I did not recognise him. Everything which
the Correct Man wears was assembled on his person, from
the silk hat to the patent-leather boots; and, as he confided
to me in the first minute, he was suffering the tortures
of the damned. The boots pinched him, the hat
hurt his forehead, and the collar was worse than the hat
and boots combined.

“She makes me wear them,” he said, moodily, jerking
his head towards the interior of the store and uttering a
sharp howl as the movement caused the collar to gouge
his neck.

“Still,” I said, trying to turn his mind to happier things,
“you must be having a great time. George Tupper tells
me that your aunt is rich. I suppose you’re living off the
fat of the land.”

“The browsing and sluicing are good,” admitted
Ukridge. “But it’s a wearing life, laddie. A wearing
life, old horse.”

“Why don’t you come and see me sometimes?”

“I’m not allowed out at night.”

“Well, shall I come and see you?”

A look of poignant alarm shot out from under the silk
hat.

“Don’t dream of it, laddie,” said Ukridge, earnestly.
“Don’t dream of it. You’re a good chap—my best pal
and all that sort of thing—but the fact is, my standing in
the home’s none too solid even now, and one sight of you
would knock my prestige into hash. Aunt Julia would
think you worldly.”

“I’m not worldly.”

“Well, you look worldly. You wear a squash hat and
a soft collar. If you don’t mind my suggesting it, old
horse, I think, if I were you, I’d pop off now before she
comes out. Good-bye, laddie.”

“Ichabod!” I murmured sadly to myself as I passed
on down Oxford Street. “Ichabod!”

I should have had more faith. I should have known
my Ukridge better. I should have realised that a London
suburb could no more imprison that great man permanently
than Elba did Napoleon.

One afternoon, as I let myself into the house in Ebury
Street of which I rented at that time the bedroom and
sitting-room on the first floor, I came upon Bowles, my
landlord, standing in listening attitude at the foot of the
stairs.

“Good afternoon, sir,” said Bowles. “A gentleman is
waiting to see you. I fancy I heard him calling me a
moment ago.”

“Who is he?”

“A Mr. Ukridge, sir. He——”

A vast voice boomed out from above.

“Bowles, old horse!”

Bowles, like all other proprietors of furnished apartments
in the south-western district of London, was an
ex-butler, and about him, as about all ex-butlers, there
clung like a garment an aura of dignified superiority which
had never failed to crush my spirit. He was a man of
portly aspect, with a bald head and prominent eyes of a
lightish green—eyes that seemed to weigh me dispassionately
and find me wanting. “H’m!” they seemed to
say. “Young—very young. And not at all what I have
been accustomed to in the best places.” To hear this
dignitary addressed—and in a shout at that—as “old
horse” affected me with much the same sense of imminent
chaos as would afflict a devout young curate if he saw his
bishop slapped on the back. The shock, therefore, when
he responded not merely mildly but with what almost
amounted to camaraderie was numbing.

“Sir?” cooed Bowles.

“Bring me six bones and a corkscrew.”

“Very good, sir.”

Bowles retired, and I bounded upstairs and flung open
the door of my sitting-room.

“Great Scott!” I said, blankly.

The place was a sea of Pekingese dogs. Later investigation
reduced their numbers to six, but in that first
moment there seemed to be hundreds. Goggling eyes met
mine wherever I looked. The room was a forest of waving
tails. With his back against the mantelpiece, smoking
placidly, stood Ukridge.

“Hallo, laddie!” he said, with a genial wave of the
hand, as if to make me free of the place. “You’re just
in time. I’ve got to dash off and catch a train in a quarter
of an hour. Stop it, you mutts!” he bellowed, and the
six Pekingese, who had been barking steadily since my
arrival, stopped in mid-yap, and were still. Ukridge’s
personality seemed to exercise a magnetism over the
animal kingdom, from ex-butlers to Pekes, which bordered
on the uncanny. “I’m off to Sheep’s Cray, in
Kent. Taken a cottage there.”

“Are you going to live there?”

“Yes.”

“But what about your aunt?”

“Oh, I’ve left her. Life is stern and life is earnest, and
if I mean to make a fortune I’ve got to bustle about and
not stay cooped up in a place like Wimbledon.”

“Something in that.”

“Besides which, she told me the very sight of me made
her sick and she never wanted to see me again.”

I might have guessed, directly I saw him, that some
upheaval had taken place. The sumptuous raiment which
had made him such a treat to the eye at our last meeting
was gone, and he was back in his pre-Wimbledon costume,
which was, as the advertisements say, distinctively
individual. Over grey flannel trousers, a golf coat, and
a brown sweater he wore like a royal robe a bright yellow
mackintosh. His collar had broken free from its stud and
showed a couple of inches of bare neck. His hair was
disordered, and his masterful nose was topped by a pair
of steel-rimmed pince-nez cunningly attached to his flapping
ears with ginger-beer wire. His whole appearance
spelled revolt.

Bowles manifested himself with a plateful of bones.

“That’s right. Chuck ’em down on the floor.”

“Very good, sir.”

“I like that fellow,” said Ukridge, as the door closed.
“We had a dashed interesting talk before you came in.
Did you know he had a cousin on the music-halls?”

“He hasn’t confided in me much.”

“He’s promised me an introduction to him later on.
May be useful to be in touch with a man who knows the
ropes. You see, laddie, I’ve hit on the most amazing
scheme.” He swept his arm round dramatically, overturning
a plaster cast of the Infant Samuel at Prayer.
“All right, all right, you can mend it with glue or something,
and, anyway, you’re probably better without it.
Yessir, I’ve hit on a great scheme. The idea of a thousand
years.”

“What’s that?”

“I’m going to train dogs.”

“Train dogs?”

“For the music-hall stage. Dog acts, you know.
Performing dogs. Pots of money in it. I start in a
modest way with these six. When I’ve taught ’em a few
tricks, I sell them to a fellow in the profession for a large
sum and buy twelve more. I train those, sell ’em for a
large sum, and with the money buy twenty-four more.
I train those——”

“Here, wait a minute.” My head was beginning to
swim. I had a vision of England paved with Pekingese
dogs, all doing tricks. “How do you know you’ll be able
to sell them?”

“Of course I shall. The demand’s enormous. Supply
can’t cope with it. At a conservative estimate I should
think I ought to scoop in four or five thousand pounds the
first year. That, of course, is before the business really
starts to expand.”

“I see.”

“When I get going properly, with a dozen assistants
under me and an organised establishment, I shall begin to
touch the big money. What I’m aiming at is a sort of
Dogs’ College out in the country somewhere. Big place
with a lot of ground. Regular classes and a set curriculum.
Large staff, each member of it with so many dogs under
his care, me looking on and superintending. Why, once
the thing starts moving it’ll run itself, and all I shall have
to do will be to sit back and endorse the cheques. It isn’t
as if I would have to confine my operations to England.
The demand for performing dogs is universal throughout
the civilised world. America wants performing dogs.
Australia wants performing dogs. Africa could do with a
few, I’ve no doubt. My aim, laddie, is gradually to get
a monopoly of the trade. I want everybody who needs
a performing dog of any description to come automatically
to me. And I’ll tell you what, laddie. If you like to
put up a bit of capital, I’ll let you in on the ground floor.”

“No, thanks.”

“All right. Have it your own way. Only don’t forget
that there was a fellow who put nine hundred dollars into
the Ford Car business when it was starting and he collected
a cool forty million. I say, is that clock right?
Great Scott! I’ll be missing my train. Help me mobilise
these dashed animals.”

Five minutes later, accompanied by the six Pekingese
and bearing about him a pound of my tobacco, three pairs
of my socks, and the remains of a bottle of whisky,
Ukridge departed in a taxi-cab for Charing Cross Station
to begin his life-work.

Perhaps six weeks passed, six quiet Ukridgeless weeks,
and then one morning I received an agitated telegram.
Indeed, it was not so much a telegram as a cry of anguish.
In every word of it there breathed the tortured spirit of a
great man who has battled in vain against overwhelming
odds. It was the sort of telegram which Job might have
sent off after a lengthy session with Bildad the Shuhite:—

“Come here immediately, laddie. Life and death
matter, old horse. Desperate situation. Don’t fail me.”

It stirred me like a bugle, I caught the next train.

The White Cottage, Sheep’s Cray—destined, presumably,
to become in future years an historic spot and a
Mecca for dog-loving pilgrims—was a small and battered
building standing near the main road to London at some
distance from the village. I found it without difficulty,
for Ukridge seemed to have achieved a certain celebrity
in the neighbourhood; but to effect an entry was a harder
task. I rapped for a full minute without result, then
shouted; and I was about to conclude that Ukridge was
not at home when the door suddenly opened. As I was
just giving a final bang at the moment, I entered the
house in a manner reminiscent of one of the Ballet Russe
practising a new and difficult step.

“Sorry, old horse,” said Ukridge. “Wouldn’t have
kept you waiting if I’d known who it was. Thought you
were Gooch, the grocer—goods supplied to the value of six
pounds three and a penny.”

“I see.”

“He keeps hounding me for his beastly money,” said
Ukridge, bitterly, as he led the way into the sitting-room.
“It’s a little hard. Upon my Sam it’s a little hard. I
come down here to inaugurate a vast business and do the
natives a bit of good by establishing a growing industry
in their midst, and the first thing you know they turn
round and bite the hand that was going to feed them.
I’ve been hampered and rattled by these blood-suckers
ever since I got here. A little trust, a little sympathy, a
little of the good old give-and-take spirit—that was all I
asked. And what happened? They wanted a bit on
account! Kept bothering me for a bit on account, I’ll
trouble you, just when I needed all my thoughts and all
my energy and every ounce of concentration at my
command for my extraordinarily difficult and delicate
work. I  couldn’t give them a bit on account. Later on,
if they had only exercised reasonable patience, I would
no doubt have been in a position to settle their infernal
bills fifty times over. But the time was not ripe. I
reasoned with the men. I said, ‘Here am I, a busy man,
trying hard to educate six Pekingese dogs for the music-hall
stage, and you come distracting my attention and
impairing my efficiency by babbling about a bit on
account. It isn’t the pull-together spirit,’ I said. ‘It
isn’t the spirit that wins to wealth. These narrow petty-cash
ideas can never make for success.’ But no, they
couldn’t see it. They started calling here at all hours and
waylaying me in the public highways till life became an
absolute curse. And now what do you think has happened?”

“What?”

“The dogs.”

“Got distemper?”

“No. Worse. My landlord’s pinched them as security
for his infernal rent! Sneaked the stock. Tied up the
assets. Crippled the business at the very outset. Have
you ever in your life heard of anything so dastardly? I
know I agreed to pay the damned rent weekly and I’m
about six weeks behind, but, my gosh! surely a man with
a huge enterprise on his hands isn’t supposed to have to
worry about these trifles when he’s occupied with the
most delicate——Well, I put all that to old Nickerson,
but a fat lot of good it did. So then I wired to you.”

“Ah!” I said, and there was a brief and pregnant
pause.

“I thought,” said Ukridge, meditatively, “that you
might be able to suggest somebody I could touch.”

He spoke in a detached and almost casual way, but his
eye was gleaming at me significantly, and I avoided it
with a sense of guilt. My finances at the moment were in
their customary unsettled condition—rather more so, in
fact, than usual, owing to unsatisfactory speculations at
Kempton Park on the previous Saturday; and it seemed
to me that, if ever there was a time for passing the buck,
this was it. I mused tensely. It was an occasion for
quick thinking.

“George Tupper!” I cried, on the crest of a brain-wave.

“George Tupper?” echoed Ukridge, radiantly, his
gloom melting like fog before the sun. “The very man,
by Gad! It’s a most amazing thing, but I never thought
of him. George Tupper, of course! Big-hearted George,
the old school-chum. He’ll do it like a shot and won’t
miss the money. These Foreign Office blokes have always
got a spare tenner or two tucked away in the old sock.
They pinch it out of the public funds. Rush back to
town, laddie, with all speed, get hold of Tuppy,
lush him up, and bite his ear for twenty quid. Now
is the time for all good men to come to the aid of the
party.”

I had been convinced that George Tupper would not
fail us, nor did he. He parted without a murmur—even
with enthusiasm. The consignment was one that might
have been made to order for him. As a boy, George used
to write sentimental poetry for the school magazine, and
now he is the sort of man who is always starting subscription
lists and getting up memorials and presentations.
He listened to my story with the serious official air which
these Foreign Office fellows put on when they are deciding
whether to declare war on Switzerland or send a firm note
to San Marino, and was reaching for his cheque-book
before I had been speaking two minutes. Ukridge’s sad
case seemed to move him deeply.

“Too bad,” said George. “So he is training dogs, is
he? Well, it seems very unfair that, if he has at last
settled down to real work, he should be hampered by
financial difficulties at the outset. We ought to do something
practical for him. After all, a loan of twenty pounds
cannot relieve the situation permanently.”

“I think you’re a bit optimistic if you’re looking on it
as a loan.”

“What Ukridge needs is capital.”

“He thinks that, too. So does Gooch, the grocer.”

“Capital,” repeated George Tupper, firmly, as if he
were reasoning with the plenipotentiary of some Great
Power. “Every venture requires capital at first.” He
frowned thoughtfully. “Where can we obtain capital
for Ukridge?”

“Rob a bank.”

George Tupper’s face cleared.

“I have it!” he said. “I will go straight over to
Wimbledon to-night and approach his aunt.”

“Aren’t you forgetting that Ukridge is about as popular
with her as a cold welsh rabbit?”

“There may be a temporary estrangement, but if I tell
her the facts and impress upon her that Ukridge is really
making a genuine effort to earn a living——”

“Well, try it if you like. But she will probably set the
parrot on to you.”

“It will have to be done diplomatically, of course. It
might be as well if you did not tell Ukridge what I propose
to do. I do not wish to arouse hopes which may not be
fulfilled.”

A blaze of yellow on the platform of Sheep’s Cray
Station next morning informed me that Ukridge had come
to meet my train. The sun poured down from a cloudless
sky, but it took more than sunshine to make Stanley
Featherstonehaugh Ukridge discard his mackintosh. He
looked like an animated blob of mustard.

When the train rolled in, he was standing in solitary
grandeur trying to light his pipe, but as I got out I perceived
that he had been joined by a sad-looking man, who,
from the rapid and earnest manner in which he talked
and the vehemence of his gesticulations, appeared to be
ventilating some theme on which he felt deeply. Ukridge
was looking warm and harassed, and, as I approached, I
could hear his voice booming in reply.

“My dear sir, my dear old horse, do be reasonable, do
try to cultivate the big, broad flexible outlook——”

He saw me and broke away—not unwillingly; and,
gripping my arm, drew me off along the platform. The
sad-looking man followed irresolutely.

“Have you got the stuff, laddie?” enquired Ukridge,
in a tense whisper. “Have you got it?”

“Yes, here it is.”

“Put it back, put it back!” moaned Ukridge in agony,
as I felt in my pocket. “Do you know who that was I was
talking to? Gooch, the grocer!”

“Goods supplied to the value of six pounds three and
a penny?”

“Absolutely!”

“Well, now’s your chance. Fling him a purse of gold.
That’ll make him look silly.”

“My dear old horse, I can’t afford to go about the place
squandering my cash simply in order to make grocers
look silly. That money is earmarked for Nickerson, my
landlord.”

“Oh! I say, I think the six pounds three and a penny
bird is following us.”

“Then for goodness’ sake, laddie, let’s get a move on!
If that man knew we had twenty quid on us, our lives
wouldn’t be safe. He’d make one spring.”

He hurried me out of the station and led the way up
a shady lane that wound off through the fields, slinking
furtively “like one that on a lonesome road doth walk in
fear and dread, and having once looked back walks on
and turns no more his head, because he knows a frightful
fiend doth close behind him tread.” As a matter of fact,
the frightful fiend had given up the pursuit after the first
few steps, and a moment later I drew this fact to Ukridge’s
attention, for it was not the sort of day on which to break
walking records unnecessarily.

He halted, relieved, and mopped his spacious brow with
a handkerchief which I recognised as having once been
my property.

“Thank goodness we’ve shaken him off,” he said.
“Not a bad chap in his way, I believe—a good husband
and father, I’m told, and sings in the church choir. But
no vision. That’s what he lacks, old horse—vision. He
can’t understand that all vast industrial enterprises have
been built up on a system of liberal and cheerful credit.
Won’t realise that credit is the life-blood of commerce.
Without credit commerce has no elasticity. And if commerce
has no elasticity what dam’ good is it?”

“I don’t know.”

“Nor does anybody else. Well, now that he’s gone, you
can give me that money. Did old Tuppy cough up
cheerfully?”

“Blithely.”

“I knew it,” said Ukridge, deeply moved, “I knew it.
A good fellow. One of the best. I’ve always liked Tuppy.
A man you can rely on. Some day, when I get going on a
big scale, he shall have this back a thousandfold. I’m
glad you brought small notes.”

“Why?”

“I want to scatter ’em about on the table in front of
this Nickerson blighter.”

“Is this where he lives?”

We had come to a red-roofed house, set back from the
road amidst trees. Ukridge wielded the knocker forcefully.

“Tell Mr. Nickerson,” he said to the maid, “that Mr.
Ukridge has called and would like a word.”

About the demeanour of the man who presently entered
the room into which we had been shown there was that
subtle but well-marked something which stamps your
creditor all the world over. Mr. Nickerson was a man of
medium height, almost completely surrounded by whiskers,
and through the shrubbery he gazed at Ukridge with
frozen eyes, shooting out waves of deleterious animal
magnetism. You could see at a glance that he was not
fond of Ukridge. Take him for all in all, Mr. Nickerson
looked like one of the less amiable prophets of the Old
Testament about to interview the captive monarch of the
Amalekites.

“Well?” he said, and I have never heard the word
spoken in a more forbidding manner.

“I’ve come about the rent.”

“Ah!” said Mr. Nickerson, guardedly.

“To pay it,” said Ukridge.

“To pay it!” ejaculated Mr. Nickerson, incredulously.

“Here!” said Ukridge, and with a superb gesture flung
money on the table.

I understood now why the massive-minded man had
wanted small notes. They made a brave display. There
was a light breeze blowing in through the open window,
and so musical a rustling did it set up as it played about
the heaped-up wealth that Mr. Nickerson’s austerity
seemed to vanish like breath off a razor-blade. For a
moment a dazed look came into his eyes and he swayed
slightly; then, as he started to gather up the money,
he took on the benevolent air of a bishop blessing pilgrims.
As far as Mr. Nickerson was concerned, the sun was up.

“Why, thank you, Mr. Ukridge, I’m sure,” he said.
“Thank you very much. No hard feelings, I trust?”

“Not on my side, old horse,” responded Ukridge,
affably. “Business is business.”

“Exactly.”

“Well, I may as well take those dogs now,” said Ukridge,
helping himself to a cigar from a box which he had just
discovered on the mantelpiece and putting a couple more
in his pocket in the friendliest way. “The sooner they’re
back with me, the better. They’ve lost a day’s education
as it is.”

“Why, certainly, Mr. Ukridge; certainly. They are
in the shed at the bottom of the garden. I will get them
for you at once.”

He retreated through the door, babbling ingratiatingly.

“Amazing how fond these blokes are of money,” sighed
Ukridge. “It’s a thing I don’t like to see. Sordid, I call
it. That blighter’s eyes were gleaming, positively gleaming,
laddie, as he scooped up the stuff. Good cigars these,”
he added, pocketing three more.

There was a faltering footstep outside, and Mr. Nickerson
re-entered the room. The man appeared to have
something on his mind. A glassy look was in his whisker-bordered
eyes, and his mouth, though it was not easy to
see it through the jungle, seemed to me to be sagging
mournfully. He resembled a minor prophet who has
been hit behind the ear with a stuffed eel-skin.

“Mr. Ukridge!”

“Hallo?”

“The—the little dogs!”

“Well?”

“The little dogs!”

“What about them?”

“They have gone!”

“Gone?”

“Run away!”

“Run away? How the devil could they run away?”

“There seems to have been a loose board at the back
of the shed. The little dogs must have wriggled through.
There is no trace of them to be found.”

Ukridge flung up his arms despairingly. He swelled
like a captive balloon. His pince-nez rocked on his nose,
his mackintosh flapped menacingly, and his collar sprang
off its stud. He brought his fist down with a crash on
the table.

“Upon my Sam!”

“I am extremely sorry——”

“Upon my Sam!” cried Ukridge. “It’s hard. It’s
pretty hard. I come down here to inaugurate a great
business, which would eventually have brought trade and
prosperity to the whole neighbourhood, and I have hardly
had time to turn round and attend to the preliminary
details of the enterprise when this man comes and sneaks
my dogs. And now he tells me with a light laugh——”

“Mr. Ukridge, I assure you——”

“Tells me with a light laugh that they’ve gone. Gone!
Gone where? Why, dash it, they may be all over the
county. A fat chance I’ve got of ever seeing them
again. Six valuable Pekingese, already educated practically
to the stage where they could have been sold at an
enormous profit——”

Mr. Nickerson was fumbling guiltily, and now he produced
from his pocket a crumpled wad of notes, which he
thrust agitatedly upon Ukridge, who waved them away
with loathing.

“This gentleman,” boomed Ukridge, indicating me
with a sweeping gesture, “happens to be a lawyer. It is
extremely lucky that he chanced to come down to-day
to pay me a visit. Have you followed the proceedings
closely?”

I said I had followed them very closely.

“Is it your opinion that an action will lie?”

I said it seemed highly probable, and this expert ruling
appeared to put the final touch on Mr. Nickerson’s collapse.
Almost tearfully he urged the notes on Ukridge.

“What’s this?” said Ukridge, loftily.

“I—I thought, Mr. Ukridge, that, if it were agreeable
to you, you might consent to take your money back, and—and
consider the episode closed.”

Ukridge turned to me with raised eyebrows.

“Ha!” he cried. “Ha, ha!”

“Ha, ha!” I chorused, dutifully.

“He thinks that he can close the episode by giving me
my money back. Isn’t that rich?”

“Fruity,” I agreed.

“Those dogs were worth hundreds of pounds, and he
thinks he can square me with a rotten twenty. Would
you have believed it if you hadn’t heard it with your own
ears, old horse?”

“Never!”

“I’ll tell you what I’ll do,” said Ukridge, after thought.
“I’ll take this money.” Mr. Nickerson thanked him.
“And there are one or two trifling accounts which want
settling with some of the local tradesmen. You will
square those——”

“Certainly, Mr. Ukridge, certainly.”

“And after that—well, I’ll have to think it over. If I
decide to institute proceedings my lawyer will communicate
with you in due course.”

And we left the wretched man, cowering despicably
behind his whiskers.

It seemed to me, as we passed down the tree-shaded
lane and out into the white glare of the road, that Ukridge
was bearing himself in his hour of disaster with a rather
admirable fortitude. His stock-in-trade, the life-blood
of his enterprise, was scattered all over Kent, probably
never to return, and all that he had to show on the other
side of the balance-sheet was the cancelling of a few weeks’
back rent and the paying-off of Gooch, the grocer, and his
friends. It was a situation which might well have
crushed the spirit of an ordinary man, but Ukridge seemed
by no means dejected. Jaunty, rather. His eyes shone
behind their pince-nez and he whistled a rollicking air.
When presently he began to sing, I felt that it was time
to create a diversion.

“What are you going to do?” I asked.

“Who, me?” said Ukridge, buoyantly. “Oh, I’m
coming back to town on the next train. You don’t mind
hoofing it to the next station, do you? It’s only five
miles. It might be a trifle risky to start from Sheep’s
Cray.”

“Why risky?”

“Because of the dogs, of course.”

“Dogs?”

Ukridge hummed a gay strain.

“Oh, yes. I forgot to tell you about that. I’ve got
’em.”

“What?”

“Yes. I went out late last night and pinched them out
of the shed.” He chuckled amusedly. “Perfectly simple.
Only needed a clear, level head. I borrowed a dead cat
and tied a string to it, legged it to old Nickerson’s garden
after dark, dug a board out of the back of the shed, and
shoved my head down and chirruped. The dogs came
trickling out, and I hared off, towing old Colonel Cat on
his string. Great run while it lasted, laddie. Hounds
picked up the scent right away and started off in a bunch
at fifty miles an hour. Cat and I doing a steady fifty-five.
Thought every minute old Nickerson would hear
and start blazing away with a gun, but nothing happened.
I led the pack across country for a run of twenty minutes
without a check, parked the dogs in my sitting-room, and
so to bed. Took it out of me, by gosh! Not so young
as I was.”

I was silent for a moment, conscious of a feeling almost
of reverence. This man was undoubtedly spacious.
There had always been something about Ukridge that
dulled the moral sense.

“Well,” I said at length, “you’ve certainly got vision.”

“Yes?” said Ukridge, gratified.

“And  the big, broad, flexible outlook.”

“Got to, laddie, nowadays. The foundation of a
successful business career.”

“And what’s the next move?”

We were drawing near to the White Cottage. It stood
and broiled in the sunlight, and I hoped that there might
be something cool to drink inside it. The window of the
sitting-room was open, and through it came the yapping of
Pekingese.

“Oh, I shall find another cottage somewhere else,” said
Ukridge, eyeing his little home with a certain sentimentality.
“That won’t be hard. Lots of cottages all over
the place. And then I shall buckle down to serious work.
You’ll be astounded at the progress I’ve made already.
In a minute I’ll show you what those dogs can do.”

“They can bark all right.”

“Yes. They seem excited about something. You
know, laddie, I’ve had a great idea. When I saw you at
your rooms my scheme was to specialise in performing
dogs for the music-halls—what you might call professional
dogs. But I’ve been thinking it over, and now
I don’t see why I shouldn’t go in for developing amateur
talent as well. Say you have a dog—Fido, the household
pet—and you think it would brighten the home if he could
do a few tricks from time to time. Well, you’re a busy
man, you haven’t the time to give up to teaching him.
So you just tie a label to his collar and ship him off for a
month to the Ukridge Dog College, and back he comes,
thoroughly educated. No trouble, no worry, easy terms.
Upon my Sam, I’m not sure there isn’t more money in
the amateur branch than in the professional. I don’t see
why eventually dog owners shouldn’t send their dogs to
me as a regular thing, just as they send their sons to Eton
and Winchester. My golly! this idea’s beginning to
develop. I’ll tell you what—how would it be to issue
special collars to all dogs which have graduated from my
college? Something distinctive which everybody would
recognise. See what I mean? Sort of badge of honour.
Fellow with a dog entitled to wear the Ukridge collar
would be in a position to look down on the bloke whose
dog hadn’t got one. Gradually it would get so that anybody
in a decent social position would be ashamed to be
seen out with a non-Ukridge dog. The thing would
become a landslide. Dogs would pour in from all corners
of the country. More work than I could handle. Have
to start branches. The scheme’s colossal. Millions in it,
my boy! Millions!” He paused with his fingers on the
handle of the front door. “Of course,” he went on,
“just at present it’s no good blinking the fact that I’m
hampered and handicapped by lack of funds and can only
approach the thing on a small scale. What it amounts to,
laddie, is that somehow or other I’ve got to get capital.”

It seemed the moment to spring the glad news.

“I promised him I wouldn’t mention it,” I said, “for
fear it might lead to disappointment, but as a matter of
fact George Tupper is trying to raise some capital for you.
I left him last night starting out to get it.”

“George Tupper!”—Ukridge’s eyes dimmed with a not
unmanly emotion—“George Tupper! By Gad, that
fellow is the salt of the earth. Good, loyal fellow! A
true friend. A man you can rely on. Upon my Sam, if
there were more fellows about like old Tuppy, there
wouldn’t be all this modern pessimism and unrest. Did
he seem to have any idea where he could raise a bit of
capital for me?”

“Yes. He went round to tell your aunt about your
coming down here to train those Pekes, and——What’s
the matter?”

A fearful change had come over Ukridge’s jubilant front.
His eyes bulged, his jaw sagged. With the addition of
a few feet of grey whiskers he would have looked exactly
like the recent Mr. Nickerson.

“My aunt?” he mumbled, swaying on the door-handle.

“Yes. What’s the matter? He thought, if he told
her all about it, she might relent and rally round.”

The sigh of a gallant fighter at the end of his strength
forced its way up from Ukridge’s mackintosh-covered
bosom.

“Of all the dashed, infernal, officious, meddling, muddling,
fat-headed, interfering asses,” he said, wanly,
“George Tupper is the worst.”

“What do you mean?”

“The man oughtn’t to be at large. He’s a public
menace.”

“But——”

“Those dogs belong  to my aunt. I pinched them when
she chucked me out!”

Inside the cottage the Pekingese were still yapping
industriously.

“Upon my Sam,” said Ukridge, “it’s a little hard.”

I think he would have said more, but at this point a
voice spoke with a sudden and awful abruptness from the
interior of the cottage. It was a woman’s voice, a quiet,
steely voice, a voice, it seemed to me, that suggested cold
eyes, a beaky nose, and hair like gun-metal.

“Stanley!”

That was all it said, but it was enough. Ukridge’s eye
met mine in a wild surmise. He seemed to shrink into
his mackintosh like a snail surprised while eating lettuce.

“Stanley!”

“Yes, Aunt Julia?” quavered Ukridge.

“Come here. I wish to speak to you.”

“Yes, Aunt Julia.”

I sidled out into the road. Inside the cottage the yapping
of the Pekingese had become quite hysterical. I
found myself trotting, and then—though it was a warm day—running
quite rapidly. I could have stayed if I had
wanted to, but somehow I did not want to. Something
seemed to tell me that on this holy domestic scene I should
be an intruder.

What it was that gave me that impression I do not
know—probably vision or the big, broad, flexible outlook.
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XIII




When I was one-and-twenty
 I heard a wise man say,
'Give crowns and pounds and guineas
 But not your heart away;
 Give pearls away and rubies
 But keep your fancy free.'
But I was one-and-twenty,
 No use to talk to me.


When I was one-and-twenty
 I heard him say again,
'The heart out of the bosom
 Was never given in vain;
'T is paid with sighs a plenty
 And sold for endless rue.'
And I am two-and-twenty,
 And oh, 't is true, 't is true.
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      Of Age

      Michel de Montaigne, translated by Charles Cotton, 1580

      
        Chapter LVII. Of age.





I cannot allow of the way in which we settle for ourselves the duration

of our life.  I see that the sages contract it very much in comparison of

the common opinion: "what," said the younger Cato to those who would stay

his hand from killing himself, "am I now of an age to be reproached that

I go out of the world too soon?"  And yet he was but eight-and-forty

years old.  He thought that to be a mature and advanced age, considering

how few arrive unto it.  And such as, soothing their thoughts with I know

not what course of nature, promise to themselves some years beyond it,

could they be privileged from the infinite number of accidents to which

we are by a natural subjection exposed, they might have some reason so to

do.  What am idle conceit is it to expect to die of a decay of strength,

which is the effect of extremest age, and to propose to ourselves no

shorter lease of life than that, considering it is a kind of death of all

others the most rare and very seldom seen?  We call that only a natural

death; as if it were contrary to nature to see a man break his neck with

a fall, be drowned in shipwreck, be snatched away with a pleurisy or the

plague, and as if our ordinary condition did not expose us to these

inconveniences.  Let us no longer flatter ourselves with these fine

words; we ought rather, peradventure, to call that natural which is

general, common, and universal.



To die of old age is a death rare, extraordinary, and singular, and,

therefore, so much less natural than the others; 'tis the last and

extremest sort of dying: and the more remote, the less to be hoped for.

It is, indeed, the bourn beyond which we are not to pass, and which the

law of nature has set as a limit, not to be exceeded; but it is, withal,

a privilege she is rarely seen to give us to last till then.  'Tis a

lease she only signs by particular favour, and it may be to one only in

the space of two or three ages, and then with a pass to boot, to carry

him through all the traverses and difficulties she has strewed in the way

of this long career.  And therefore my opinion is, that when once forty

years we should consider it as an age to which very few arrive.  For

seeing that men do not usually proceed so far, it is a sign that we are

pretty well advanced; and since we have exceeded the ordinary bounds,

which is the just measure of life, we ought not to expect to go much

further; having escaped so many precipices of death, whereinto we have

seen so many other men fall, we should acknowledge that so extraordinary

a fortune as that which has hitherto rescued us from those eminent

perils, and kept us alive beyond the ordinary term of living, is not like

to continue long.



'Tis a fault in our very laws to maintain this error: these say that a

man is not capable of managing his own estate till he be five-and-twenty

years old, whereas he will have much ado to manage his life so long.

Augustus cut off five years from the ancient Roman standard, and declared

that thirty years old was sufficient for a judge.  Servius Tullius

superseded the knights of above seven-and-forty years of age from the

fatigues of war; Augustus dismissed them at forty-five; though methinks

it seems a little unreasonable that men should be sent to the fireside

till five-and-fifty or sixty years of age.  I should be of opinion that

our vocation and employment should be as far as possible extended for the

public good: I find the fault on the other side, that they do not employ

us early enough.  This emperor was arbiter of the whole world at

nineteen, and yet would have a man to be thirty before he could be fit to

determine a dispute about a gutter.



For my part, I believe our souls are adult at twenty as much as they are

ever like to be, and as capable then as ever.  A soul that has not by

that time given evident earnest of its force and virtue will never after

come to proof.  The natural qualities and virtues produce what they have

of vigorous and fine, within that term or never,



                   "Si l'espine rion picque quand nai,

                    A pene que picque jamai,"



               ["If the thorn does not prick at its birth,

               'twill hardly ever prick at all."]



as they say in Dauphin.



Of all the great human actions I ever heard or read of, of what sort

soever, I have observed, both in former ages and our own, more were

performed before the age of thirty than after; and this ofttimes in the

very lives of the same men.  May I not confidently instance in those of

Hannibal and his great rival Scipio?  The better half of their lives they

lived upon the glory they had acquired in their youth; great men after,

'tis true, in comparison of others; but by no means in comparison of

themselves.  As to my own particular, I do certainly believe that since

that age, both my understanding and my constitution have rather decayed

than improved, and retired rather than advanced.  'Tis possible, that

with those who make the best use of their time, knowledge and experience

may increase with their years; but vivacity, promptitude, steadiness, and

other pieces of us, of much greater importance, and much more essentially

our own, languish and decay:



              "Ubi jam validis quassatum est viribus aevi

               Corpus, et obtusis ceciderunt viribus artus,

               Claudicat ingenium, delirat linguaque, mensque."



          ["When once the body is shaken by the violence of time,

          blood and vigour ebbing away, the judgment halts,

          the tongue and the mind dote."—Lucretius, iii. 452.]



Sometimes the body first submits to age, sometimes the mind; and I have

seen enough who have got a weakness in their brains before either in

their legs or stomach; and by how much the more it is a disease of no

great pain to the sufferer, and of obscure symptoms, so much greater is

the danger.  For this reason it is that I complain of our laws, not that

they keep us too long to our work, but that they set us to work too late.

For the frailty of life considered, and to how many ordinary and natural

rocks it is exposed, one ought not to give up so large a portion of it to

childhood, idleness, and apprenticeship.













      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Afterword

      Day Twenty: Young and foolish

      Montaigne would have approved of Ukridge, up to a point. Here at last is a young man who won’t give up his life to “childhood, idleness, and apprenticeship”, or wait until thirty to be trusted “to determine a dispute about a gutter”. And Montaigne’s proverb, that a thorn which doesn’t prick at birth will hardly ever prick at all, fits a boy expelled for visiting the fair in scarlet whiskers, a false nose and his school cap. Housman’s young man needed only a year to find out the wise man was right. Will Ukridge ever reach two-and-twenty?

      None of the three writers was young. Montaigne began his Essays after retiring, at thirty-eight, to the tower of his château, and was still adding to them when he died at fifty-nine, so by his own reckoning he did his great work too late. Housman paid to have A Shropshire Lad printed in 1896, the year he turned thirty-seven. And Wodehouse first wrote about Ukridge at twenty-four, in his novel Love Among the Chickens, and came back to him past forty for these stories.

    

  
    
      Day Twenty-One

      The hunt

      A longer day, 51 minutes

      
        Story
        The Most Dangerous Game
        Richard Connell · 32 minutes
        A famous big-game hunter falls overboard in the Caribbean at night and swims for an island that sailors are afraid of.
      

      
        Poem
        Hurt Hawks
        Robinson Jeffers · 2 minutes
        A Californian poet, who built his own stone house above the Pacific, and a red-tailed hawk with a broken wing.
      

      
        Essay
        Higher Laws (Walden, Chapter 11)
        Henry David Thoreau · 17 minutes
        Thoreau, who hunted and fished as a boy, on the wildness he still feels in himself, and what hunting is good for in a young man's life.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      The Most Dangerous Game

      Richard Connell, 1924

      
        

THE MOST DANGEROUS GAME





By RICHARD CONNELL





From Collier’s




OFF there to the right—somewhere—is a large island,” said Whitney. “It’s rather a mystery——”

“What island is it?” Rainsford asked.

“The old charts call it ‘Ship-Trap Island,’” Whitney replied. “A suggestive name, isn’t it? Sailors have a curious dread of the place. I don’t know why. Some superstition——”

“Can’t see it,” remarked Rainsford, trying to peer through the dank tropical night that was palpable as it pressed its thick warm blackness in upon the yacht.

“You’ve good eyes,” said Whitney, with a laugh, “and I’ve seen you pick off a moose moving in the brown fall bush at four hundred yards, but even you can’t see four miles or so through a moonless Caribbean night.”

“Nor four yards,” admitted Rainsford. “Ugh! It’s like moist black velvet.”

“It will be light enough in Rio,” promised Whitney. “We should make it in a few days. I hope the jaguar guns have come from Purdey’s. We should have some good hunting up the Amazon. Great sport, hunting.”

“The best sport in the world,” agreed Rainsford.

“For the hunter,” amended Whitney. “Not for the jaguar.”

“Don’t talk rot, Whitney,” said Rainsford. “You’re a big-game hunter, not a philosopher. Who cares how a jaguar feels?”

“Perhaps the jaguar does,” observed Whitney.

“Bah! They’ve no understanding.”

“Even so, I rather think they understand one thing—fear. The fear of pain and the fear of death.”


 “Nonsense,” laughed Rainsford. “This hot weather is making you soft, Whitney. Be a realist. The world is made up of two classes—the hunters and the huntees. Luckily, you and I are hunters. Do you think we’ve passed that island yet?”

“I can’t tell in the dark. I hope so.”

“Why?” asked Rainsford.

“The place has a reputation—a bad one.”

“Cannibals?” suggested Rainsford.

“Hardly. Even cannibals wouldn’t live in such a God-forsaken place. But it’s gotten into sailor lore, somehow. Didn’t you notice that the crew’s nerves seemed a bit jumpy to-day?”

“They were a bit strange, now you mention it. Even Captain Nielsen——”

“Yes, even that tough-minded old Swede, who’d go up to the devil himself and ask him for a light. Those fishy blue eyes held a look I never saw there before. All I could get out of him was: ‘This place has an evil name among sea-faring men, sir.’ Then he said to me, very gravely: ‘Don’t you feel anything?’—as if the air about us was actually poisonous. Now, you mustn’t laugh when I tell you this—I did feel something like a sudden chill.

“There was no breeze. The sea was as flat as a plate-glass window. We were drawing near the island then. What I felt was a—a mental chill; a sort of sudden dread.”

“Pure imagination,” said Rainsford. “One superstitious sailor can taint the whole ship’s company with his fear.”

“Maybe. But sometimes I think sailors have an extra sense that tells them when they are in danger. Sometimes I think evil is a tangible thing—with wave lengths, just as sound and light have. An evil place can, so to speak, broadcast vibrations of evil. Anyhow, I’m glad we’re getting out of this zone. Well, I think I’ll turn in now, Rainsford.”

“I’m not sleepy,” said Rainsford. “I’m going to smoke another pipe up on the after deck.”

“Good-night, then, Rainsford. See you at breakfast.”

“Right. Good-night, Whitney.”

There was no sound in the night as Rainsford sat there but the muffled throb of the engine that drove the yacht swiftly through the darkness, and the swish and ripple of the wash of the propeller.

Rainsford, reclining in a steamer chair, indolently puffed on his favourite brier. The sensuous drowsiness of the night was on him. “It’s so dark,” he thought, “that I could sleep without closing my eyes; the night would be my eyelids——”

An abrupt sound startled him. Off to the right he heard it, and his ears, expert in such matters, could not be mistaken. Again he heard the sound, and again. Somewhere, off in the blackness, someone had fired a gun three times.

Rainsford sprang up and moved quickly to the rail, mystified. He strained his eyes in the direction from which the reports had come, but it was like trying to see through a blanket. He leaped upon the rail and balanced himself there, to get greater elevation; his pipe, striking a rope, was knocked from his mouth. He lunged for it; a short, hoarse cry came from his lips as he realized he had reached too far and had lost his balance. The cry was pinched off short as the blood-warm waters of the Caribbean Sea closed over his head.

He struggled up to the surface and tried to cry out, but the wash from the speeding yacht slapped him in the face and the salt water in his open mouth made him gag and strangle. Desperately he struck out with strong strokes after the receding lights of the yacht, but he stopped before he had swum fifty feet. A certain cool-headedness had come to him; it was not the first time he had been in a tight place. There was a chance that his cries could be heard by someone aboard the yacht, but that chance was slender, and grew more slender as the yacht raced on. He wrestled himself out of his clothes, and shouted with all his power. The lights of the yacht became faint and ever-vanishing fireflies; then they were blotted out entirely by the night.

Rainsford remembered the shots. They had come from the right, and doggedly he swam in that direction, swimming with slow, deliberate strokes, conserving his strength. For a seemingly endless time he fought the sea. He began to count his strokes; he could do possibly a hundred more and then——

Rainsford heard a sound. It came out of the darkness, a high, screaming sound, the sound of an animal in an extremity of anguish and terror.


 He did not recognize the animal that made the sound; he did not try to; with fresh vitality he swam toward the sound. He heard it again; then it was cut short by another noise, crisp, staccato.

“Pistol shot,” muttered Rainsford, swimming on.

Ten minutes of determined effort brought another sound to his ears—the most welcome he had ever heard—the muttering and growling of the sea breaking on a rocky shore. He was almost on the rocks before he saw them; on a night less calm he would have been shattered against them. With his remaining strength he dragged himself from the swirling waters. Jagged crags appeared to jut up into the opaqueness; he forced himself upward, hand over hand. Gasping, his hands raw, he reached a flat place at the top. Dense jungle came down to the very edge of the cliffs. What perils that tangle of trees and underbrush might hold for him did not concern Rainsford just then. All he knew was that he was safe from his enemy, the sea, and that utter weariness was on him. He flung himself down at the jungle edge and tumbled headlong into the deepest sleep of his life.

When he opened his eyes he knew from the position of the sun that it was late in the afternoon. Sleep had given him new vigour; a sharp hunger was picking at him. He looked about him, almost cheerfully.

“Where there are pistol shots, there are men. Where there are men, there is food,” he thought. But what kind of men, he wondered, in so forbidding a place? An unbroken front of snarled and ragged jungle fringed the shore.

He saw no sign of a trail through the closely knit web of weeds and trees; it was easier to go along the shore, and Rainsford floundered along by the water. Not far from where he landed, he stopped.

Some wounded thing, by the evidence, a large animal, had thrashed about in the underbrush; the jungle weeds were crushed down and the moss was lacerated; one patch of weeds was stained crimson. A small, glittering object not far away caught Rainsford’s eye and he picked it up. It was an empty cartridge.

“A twenty-two,” he remarked. “That’s odd. It must have been a fairly large animal too. The hunter had his nerve with him to tackle it with a light gun. It’s clear that the brute put up a fight. I suppose the first three shots I heard was when the hunter flushed his quarry and wounded it. The last shot was when he trailed it here and finished it.”

He examined the ground closely and found what he had hoped to find—the print of hunting boots. They pointed along the cliff in the direction he had been going. Eagerly he hurried along, now slipping on a rotten log or a loose stone, but making headway; night was beginning to settle down on the island.

Bleak darkness was blacking out the sea and jungle when Rainsford sighted the lights. He came upon them as he turned a crook in the coast line; and his first thought was that he had come upon a village, for there were many lights. But as he forged along he saw to his great astonishment that all the lights were in one enormous building—a lofty structure with pointed towers plunging upward into the gloom. His eyes made out the shadowy outlines of a palatial château; it was set on a high bluff, and on three sides of it cliffs dived down to where the sea licked greedy lips in the shadows.

“Mirage,” thought Rainsford. But it was no mirage, he found, when he opened the tall spiked iron gate. The stone steps were real enough; the massive door with a leering gargoyle for a knocker was real enough; yet above it all hung an air of unreality.

He lifted the knocker, and it creaked up stiffly, as if it had never before been used. He let it fall, and it startled him with its booming loudness. He thought he heard steps within; the door remained closed. Again Rainsford lifted the heavy knocker, and let it fall. The door opened then, opened as suddenly as if it were on a spring, and Rainsford stood blinking in the river of glaring gold light that poured out. The first thing Rainsford’s eyes discerned was the largest man Rainsford had ever seen—a gigantic creature, solidly made and black bearded to the waist. In his hand the man held a long-barrelled revolver, and he was pointing it straight at Rainsford’s heart.

Out of the snarl of beard two small eyes regarded Rainsford.

“Don’t be alarmed,” said Rainsford, with a smile which he hoped was disarming. “I’m no robber. I fell off a yacht. My name is Sanger Rainsford of New York City.”

The menacing look in the eyes did not change. The revolver pointed as rigidly as if the giant were a statue. He gave no sign that he understood Rainsford’s words, or that he had even heard them. He was dressed in uniform, a black uniform trimmed with gray astrakhan.

“I’m Sanger Rainsford of New York,” Rainsford began again. “I fell off a yacht. I am hungry.”

The man’s only answer was to raise with his thumb the hammer of his revolver. Then Rainsford saw the man’s free hand go to his forehead in a military salute, and he saw him click his heels together and stand at attention. Another man was coming down the broad marble steps, an erect, slender man in evening clothes. He advanced to Rainsford and held out his hand.

In a cultivated voice marked by a slight accent that gave it added precision and deliberateness, he said: “It is a very great pleasure and honour to welcome Mr. Sanger Rainsford, the celebrated hunter, to my home.”

Automatically Rainsford shook the man’s hand.

“I’ve read your book about hunting snow leopards in Tibet, you see,” explained the man. “I am General Zaroff.”

Rainsford’s first impression was that the man was singularly handsome; his second was that there was an original, almost bizarre quality about the general’s face. He was a tall man past middle age, for his hair was a vivid white; but his thick eyebrows and pointed military moustache were as black as the night from which Rainsford had come. His eyes, too, were black and very bright. He had high cheek bones, a sharp-cut nose, a spare, dark face, the face of a man used to giving orders, the face of an aristocrat. Turning to the giant in uniform, the general made a sign. The giant put away his pistol, saluted, withdrew.

“Ivan is an incredibly strong fellow,” remarked the general, “but he has the misfortune to be deaf and dumb. A simple fellow, but, I’m afraid, like all his race, a bit of a savage.”

“Is he Russian?”

“He is a Cossack,” said the general, and his smile showed red lips and pointed teeth. “So am I.

“Come,” he said, “we shouldn’t be chatting here. We can talk later. Now you want clothes, food, rest. You shall have them. This is a most restful spot.”

Ivan had reappeared, and the general spoke to him with lips that moved but gave forth no sound.


 “Follow Ivan, if you please, Mr. Rainsford,” said the general. “I was about to have my dinner when you came. I’ll wait for you. You’ll find that my clothes will fit you, I think.”

It was to a huge, beam-ceilinged bedroom with a canopied bed big enough for six men that Rainsford followed the silent giant. Ivan laid out an evening suit, and Rainsford, as he put it on, noticed that it came from a London tailor who ordinarily cut and sewed for none below the rank of duke.

The dining room to which Ivan conducted him was in
many ways remarkable. There was a medieval magnificence about it; it suggested a baronial hall of feudal times with its oaken panels, its high ceiling, its vast refectory table where two score men could sit down to eat. About the hall were the mounted heads of many animals—lions, tigers, elephants, moose, bears; larger or more perfect specimens Rainsford had never seen. At the great table the general was sitting, alone.

“You’ll have a cocktail, Mr. Rainsford,” he suggested. The cocktail was surpassingly good; and, Rainsford noted, the table appointments were of the finest—the linen, the crystal, the silver, the china.

They were eating borsch, the rich red soup with whipped cream so dear to Russian palates. Half apologetically General Zaroff said: “We do our best to preserve the amenities of civilization here. Please forgive any lapses. We are well off the beaten track, you know. Do you think the champagne has suffered from its long ocean trip?”

“Not in the least,” declared Rainsford. He was finding the general a most thoughtful and affable host, a true cosmopolite. But there was one small trait of the general’s that made Rainsford uncomfortable. Whenever he looked up from his plate he found the general studying him, appraising him narrowly.

“Perhaps,” said General Zaroff, “you were surprised that I recognized your name. You see, I read all books on hunting published in English, French, and Russian. I have but one passion in my life, Mr. Rainsford, and it is the hunt.”

“You have some wonderful heads here,” said Rainsford as he ate a particularly well-cooked filet mignon. “That Cape buffalo is the largest I ever saw.”

“Oh, that fellow. Yes, he was a monster.”


 “Did he charge you?”

“Hurled me against a tree,” said the general. “Fractured my skull. But I got the brute.”

“I’ve always thought,” said Rainsford, “that the Cape buffalo is the most dangerous of all big game.”

For a moment the general did not reply; he was smiling his curious red-lipped smile. Then he said slowly: “No. You are wrong, sir. The Cape buffalo is not the most dangerous big game.” He sipped his wine. “Here in my preserve on this island,” he said, in the same slow tone, “I hunt more dangerous game.”

Rainsford expressed his surprise. “Is there big game on this island?”

The general nodded. “The biggest.”

“Really?”

“Oh, it isn’t here naturally, of course. I have to stock the island.”

“What have you imported, General?” Rainsford asked. “Tigers?”

The general smiled. “No,” he said. “Hunting tigers ceased to interest me some years ago. I exhausted their possibilities, you see. No thrill left in tigers, no real danger. I live for danger, Mr. Rainsford.”

The general took from his pocket a gold cigarette case and offered his guest a long black cigarette with a silver tip; it was perfumed and gave off a smell like incense.

“We will have some capital hunting, you and I,” said the general. “I shall be most glad to have your society.”

“But what game——” began Rainsford.

“I’ll tell you,” said the general. “You will be amused, I know. I think I may say, in all modesty, that I have done a rare thing. I have invented a new sensation. May I pour you another glass of port, Mr. Rainsford?”

“Thank you, General.”

The general filled both glasses, and said: “God makes some men poets. Some He makes kings, some beggars. Me He made a hunter. My hand was made for the trigger, my father said. He was a very rich man with a quarter of a million acres in the Crimea, and he was an ardent sportsman. When I was only five years old he gave me a little gun, specially made in Moscow for me, to shoot sparrows with. When I shot some of his prize turkeys with it, he did not punish me; he complimented me on my marksmanship. I killed my first bear in the Caucasus when I was ten. My whole life has been one prolonged hunt. I went into the army—it was expected of noblemen’s sons—and for a time commanded a division of Cossack cavalry, but my real interest was always the hunt. I have hunted every kind of game in every land. It would be impossible for me to tell you how many animals I have killed.”

The general puffed at his cigarette.

“After the débâcle in Russia I left the country, for it was imprudent for an officer of the Tsar to stay there. Many noble Russians lost everything. I, luckily, had invested heavily in American securities, so I shall never have to open a tea room in Monte Carlo or drive a taxi in Paris. Naturally, I continued to hunt—grizzlies in your Rockies, crocodiles in the Ganges, rhinoceroses in East Africa. It was in Africa that the Cape buffalo hit me and laid me up for six months. As soon as I recovered I started for the Amazon to hunt jaguars, for I had heard they were unusually cunning. They weren’t.” The Cossack sighed. “They were no match at all for a hunter with his wits about him, and a high-powered rifle. I was bitterly disappointed. I was lying in my tent with a splitting headache one night when a terrible thought pushed its way into my mind. Hunting was beginning to bore me! And hunting, remember, had been my life. I have heard that in America business men often go to pieces when they give up the business that has been their life.”

“Yes, that’s so,” said Rainsford.

The general smiled. “I had no wish to go to pieces,” he said. “I must do something. Now, mine is an analytical mind, Mr. Rainsford. Doubtless that is why I enjoy the problems of the chase.”

“No doubt, General Zaroff.” 

“So,” continued the general, “I asked myself why the hunt no longer fascinated me. You are much younger than I am, Mr. Rainsford, and have not hunted as much, but you perhaps can guess the answer.” 

“What was it?”

“Simply this: hunting had ceased to be what you call ‘a sporting proposition.’ It had become too easy. I always got my quarry. Always. There is no greater bore than perfection.”

The general lit a fresh cigarette.

“No animal had a chance with me any more. That is no boast; it is a mathematical certainty. The animal had nothing but his legs and his instinct. Instinct is no match for reason. When I thought of this it was a tragic moment for me, I can tell you.”

Rainsford leaned across the table, absorbed in what his host was saying.

“It came to me as an inspiration what I must do,” the general went on.

“And that was?”

The general smiled the quiet smile of one who has faced an obstacle and surmounted it with success. “I had to invent a new animal to hunt,” he said.

“A new animal? You’re joking.”

“Not at all,” said the general. “I never joke about hunting. I needed a new animal. I found one. So I bought this island, built this house, and here I do my hunting. The island is perfect for my purposes—there are jungles with a maze of trails in them, hills, swamps——”

“But the animal, General Zaroff?”

“Oh,” said the general, “it supplies me with the most exciting hunting in the world. No other hunting compares with it for an instant. Every day I hunt, and I never grow bored now, for I have a quarry with which I can match my wits.”

Rainsford’s bewilderment showed in his face.

“I wanted the ideal animal to hunt,” explained the general. “So I said, ‘What are the attributes of an ideal quarry?’ And the answer was, of course, ‘It must have courage, cunning, and, above all, it must be able to reason.’”

“But no animal can reason,” objected Rainsford.

“My dear fellow,” said the general, “there is one that can.”

“But you can’t mean——” gasped Rainsford.

“And why not?”

“I can’t believe you are serious, General Zaroff. This is a grisly joke.” 


 “Why should I not be serious? I am speaking of hunting.”

“Hunting? Great Guns, General Zaroff, what you speak of is murder.”

The general laughed with entire good nature. He regarded Rainsford quizzically. “I refuse to believe that so modern and civilized a young man as you seem to be harbours romantic ideas about the value of human life. Surely your experiences in the war——”

“Did not make me condone cold-blooded murder,” finished Rainsford stiffly.

Laughter shook the general. “How extraordinarily droll you are!” he said. “One does not expect nowadays to find a young man of the educated class, even in America, with such a naïve, and, if I may say so, mid-Victorian point of view. It’s like finding a snuffbox in a limousine. Ah, well, doubtless you had Puritan ancestors. So many Americans appear to have had. I’ll wager you’ll forget your notions when you go hunting with me. You’ve a genuine new thrill in store for you, Mr. Rainsford.”

“Thank you, I’m a hunter, not a murderer.”

“Dear me,” said the general, quite unruffled, “again that unpleasant word. But I think I can show you that your scruples are quite ill founded.”

“Yes?”

“Life is for the strong, to be lived by the strong, and, if needs be, taken by the strong. The weak of the world were put here to give the strong pleasure. I am strong. Why should I not use my gift? If I wish to hunt, why should I not? I hunt the scum of the earth: sailors from tramp ships—lassars, blacks, Chinese, whites, mongrels—a thoroughbred horse or hound is worth more than a score of them.”

“But they are men,” said Rainsford hotly.

“Precisely,” said the general. “That is why I use them. It gives me pleasure. They can reason, after a fashion. So they are dangerous.”

“But where do you get them?”

The general’s left eyelid fluttered down in a wink. “This island is called Ship Trap,” he answered. “Sometimes an angry god of the high seas sends them to me. Sometimes, when Providence is not so kind, I help Providence a bit. Come to the window with me.”

Rainsford went to the window and looked out toward the sea.

“Watch! Out there!” exclaimed the general, pointing into the night. Rainsford’s eyes saw only blackness, and then, as the general pressed a button, far out to sea Rainsford saw the flash of lights.

The general chuckled. “They indicate a channel,” he said, “where there’s none; giant rocks with razor edges crouch like a sea monster with wide-open jaws. They can crush a ship as easily as I crush this nut.” He dropped a walnut on the hardwood floor and brought his heel grinding down on it. “Oh, yes,” he said, casually, as if in answer to a question, “I have electricity. We try to be civilized here.”

“Civilized? And you shoot down men?”

A trace of anger was in the general’s black eyes, but it was there for but a second; and he said, in his most pleasant manner, “Dear me, what a righteous young man you are! I assure you I do not do the thing you suggest. That would be barbarous. I treat these visitors with every consideration. They get plenty of good food and exercise. They get into splendid physical condition. You shall see for yourself tomorrow.”

“What do you mean?”

“We’ll visit my training school,” smiled the general. “It’s in the cellar. I have about a dozen pupils down there now. They’re from the Spanish bark Sanlûcar that had the bad luck to go on the rocks out there. A very inferior lot, I regret to say. Poor specimens and more accustomed to the deck than to the jungle.” 

He raised his hand, and Ivan, who served as waiter, brought thick Turkish coffee. Rainsford, with an effort, held his tongue in check.

“It’s a game, you see,” pursued the general blandly. “I suggest to one of them that we go hunting. I give him a supply of food and an excellent hunting knife. I give him three hours’ start. I am to follow, armed only with a pistol of the smallest caliber and range. If my quarry eludes me for three whole days, he wins the game. If I find him”—the general smiled—“he loses.” 


 “Suppose he refuses to be hunted?”

“Oh,” said the general, “I give him his option, of course. He need not play that game if he doesn’t wish to. If he does not wish to hunt, I turn him over to Ivan. Ivan once had the honour of serving as official knouter to the Great White Czar, and he has his own ideas of sport. Invariably, Mr. Rainsford, invariably they choose the hunt.”

“And if they win?”

The smile on the general’s face widened. “To date I have not lost,” he said. 

Then he added, hastily: “I don’t wish you to think me a braggart, Mr. Rainsford. Many of them afford only the most elementary sort of problem. Occasionally I strike a tartar. One almost did win. I eventually had to use the dogs.”

“The dogs?”

“This way, please. I’ll show you.”

The general steered Rainsford to a window. The lights from the windows sent a flickering illumination that made grotesque patterns on the courtyard below, and Rainsford could see moving about there a dozen or so huge black shapes; as they turned toward him, their eyes glittered greenly.

“A rather good lot, I think,” observed the general. “They are let out at seven every night. If anyone should try to get into my house—or out of it—something extremely regrettable would occur to him.” He hummed a snatch of song from the Folies Bergère.

“And now,” said the general, “I want to show you my new collection of heads. Will you come with me to the library?”

“I hope,” said Rainsford, “that you will excuse me tonight, General Zaroff. I’m really not feeling well.”

“Ah, indeed?” the general inquired solicitously. “Well, I suppose that’s only natural, after your long swim. You need a good, restful night’s sleep. Tomorrow you’ll feel like a new man, I’ll wager. Then we’ll hunt, eh? I’ve one rather promising prospect——” 

Rainsford was hurrying from the room.

“Sorry you can’t go with me tonight,” called the general. “I expect rather fair sport—a big, strong, black. He looks resourceful—— Well, good night, Mr. Rainsford; I hope you have a good night’s rest.” 


 The bed was good, and the pajamas of the softest silk, and he was tired in every fibre of his being, but nevertheless Rainsford could not quiet his brain with the opiate of sleep. He lay, eyes wide open. Once he thought he heard stealthy steps in the corridor outside his room. He sought to throw open the door; it would not open. He went to the window and looked out. His room was high up in one of the towers. The lights of the château were out now, and it was dark and silent; but there was a fragment of sallow moon, and by its wan light he could see, dimly, the courtyard. There, weaving in and out in the pattern of shadow, were black, noiseless forms; the hounds heard him at the window and looked up, expectantly, with their green eyes. Rainsford went back to the bed and lay down. By many methods he tried to put himself to sleep. He had achieved a doze when, just as morning began to come, he heard, far off in the jungle, the faint report of a pistol.

General Zaroff did not appear until luncheon. He was dressed faultlessly in the tweeds of a country squire. He was solicitous about the state of Rainsford’s health.

“As for me,” sighed the general, “I do not feel so well. I am worried, Mr. Rainsford. Last night I detected traces of my old complaint.”

To Rainsford’s questioning glance the general said, “Ennui. Boredom.”

Then, taking a second helping of Crêpes Suzette, the general explained: “The hunting was not good last night. The fellow lost his head. He made a straight trail that offered no problems at all. That’s the trouble with these sailors; they have dull brains to begin with, and they do not know how to get about in the woods. They do excessively stupid and obvious things. It’s most annoying. Will you have another glass of Chablis, Mr. Rainsford?”

“General,” said Rainsford firmly, “I wish to leave this island at once.”

The general raised his thickets of eyebrows; he seemed hurt. “But, my dear fellow,” the general protested, “you’ve only just come. You’ve had no hunting——”

“I wish to go to-day,” said Rainsford. He saw the dead black eyes of the general on him, studying him. General Zaroff’s face suddenly brightened. 


 He filled Rainsford’s glass with venerable Chablis from a dusty bottle.

“To-night,” said the general, “we will hunt—you and I.”

Rainsford shook his head. “No, general,” he said. “I will not hunt.”

The general shrugged his shoulders and delicately ate a hothouse grape. “As you wish, my friend,” he said. “The choice rests entirely with you. But may I not venture to suggest that you will find my idea of sport more diverting than Ivan’s?”

He nodded toward the corner to where the giant stood, scowling, his thick arms crossed on his hogshead of chest.

“You don’t mean——” cried Rainsford.

“My dear fellow,” said the general, “have I not told you I always mean what I say about hunting? This is really an inspiration. I drink to a foeman worthy of my steel—at last.” 

The general raised his glass, but Rainsford sat staring at him.

“You’ll find this game worth playing,” the general said enthusiastically. “Your brain against mine. Your wood-craft against mine. Your strength and stamina against mine. Outdoor chess! And the stake is not without value, eh?”

“And if I win——” began Rainsford huskily.

“I’ll cheerfully acknowledge myself defeated if I do not find you by midnight of the third day,” said General Zaroff. “My sloop will place you on the mainland near a town.” 

The general read what Rainsford was thinking.

“Oh, you can trust me,” said the Cossack. “I will give you my word as a gentleman and a sportsman. Of course you, in turn, must agree to say nothing of your visit here.”

“I’ll agree to nothing of the kind,” said Rainsford.

“Oh,” said the general, “in that case—— But why discuss that now? Three days hence we can discuss it over a bottle of Veuve Cliquot, unless——”

The general sipped his wine.

Then a businesslike air animated him. “Ivan,” he said to Rainsford, “will supply you with hunting clothes, food, a knife. I suggest you wear moccasins; they leave a poorer trail. I suggest, too, that you avoid the big swamp in the southeast corner of the island. We call it Death Swamp. There’s quicksand there. One foolish fellow tried it. The deplorable part of it was that Lazarus followed him. You can imagine my feelings, Mr. Rainsford. I loved Lazarus; he was the finest hound in my pack. Well, I must beg you to excuse me now. I always take a siesta after lunch. You’ll hardly have time for a nap, I fear. You’ll want to start, no doubt. I shall not follow till dusk. Hunting at night is so much more exciting than by day, don’t you think? Au revoir, Mr. Rainsford, au revoir.” 

General Zaroff, with a deep, courtly bow, strolled from the room.

From another door came Ivan. Under one arm he carried khaki hunting clothes, a haversack of food, a leather sheath containing a long-bladed hunting knife; his right hand rested on a cocked revolver thrust in the crimson sash about his waist. . . .

Rainsford had fought his way through the bush for two hours. “I must keep my nerve. I must keep my nerve,” he said through tight teeth.

He had not been entirely clear-headed when the château gates snapped shut behind him. His whole idea at first was to put distance between himself and General Zaroff; and, to this end, he had plunged along, spurred on by the sharp rowels of something very like panic. Now he had got a grip on himself, had stopped, and was taking stock of himself and the situation. 

He saw that straight flight was futile; inevitably it would bring him face to face with the sea. He was in a picture with a frame of water, and his operations, clearly, must take place within that frame.

“I’ll give him a trail to follow,” muttered Rainsford, and he struck off from the rude path he had been following into the trackless wilderness. He executed a series of intricate loops; he doubled on his trail again and again, recalling all the lore of the fox hunt, and all the dodges of the fox. Night found him leg-weary, with hands and face lashed by the branches, on a thickly wooded ridge. He knew it would be insane to blunder on through the dark, even if he had the strength. His need for rest was imperative and he thought, “I have played the fox, now I must play the cat of the fable.” A big tree with a thick trunk and outspread branches was near by, and, taking care to leave not the slightest mark, he climbed up into the crotch, and, stretching out on one of the broad limbs, after a fashion, rested. Rest brought him new confidence and almost a feeling of security. Even so zealous a hunter as General Zaroff could not trace him there, he told himself; only the devil himself could follow that complicated trail through the jungle after dark. But perhaps the general was a devil——

An apprehensive night crawled slowly by like a wounded snake and sleep did not visit Rainsford, although the silence of a dead world was on the jungle. Toward morning when a dingy gray was varnishing the sky, the cry of some startled bird focused Rainsford’s attention in that direction. Something was coming through the bush, coming slowly, carefully, coming by the same winding way Rainsford had come. He flattened himself down on the limb and, through a screen of leaves almost as thick as tapestry, he watched. . . . That which was approaching was a man.

It was General Zaroff. He made his way along with his eyes fixed in utmost concentration on the ground before him. He paused, almost beneath the tree, dropped to his knees and studied the ground. Rainsford’s impulse was to hurl himself down like a panther, but he saw that the general’s right hand held something metallic—a small automatic pistol.

The hunter shook his head several times, as if he were puzzled. Then he straightened up and took from his case one of his black cigarettes; its pungent incense-like smoke floated up to Rainsford’s nostrils.

Rainsford held his breath. The general’s eyes had left the ground and were traveling inch by inch up the tree. Rainsford froze there, every muscle tensed for a spring. But the sharp eyes of the hunter stopped before they reached the limb where Rainsford lay; a smile spread over his brown face. Very deliberately he blew a smoke ring into the air; then he turned his back on the tree and walked carelessly away, back along the trail he had come. The swish of the underbrush against his hunting boots grew fainter and fainter.

The pent-up air burst hotly from Rainsford’s lungs. His first thought made him feel sick and numb. The general could follow a trail through the woods at night; he could follow an extremely difficult trail; he must have uncanny powers; only by the merest chance had the Cossack failed to see his quarry.

Rainsford’s second thought was even more terrible. It sent a shudder of cold horror through his whole being. Why had the general smiled? Why had he turned back?

Rainsford did not want to believe what his reason told him was true, but the truth was as evident as the sun that had by now pushed through the morning mists. The general was playing with him! The general was saving him for another day’s sport! The Cossack was the cat; he was the mouse. Then it was that Rainsford knew the full meaning of terror.

“I will not lose my nerve. I will not.”

He slid down from the tree, and struck off again into the woods. His face was set and he forced the machinery of his mind to function. Three hundred yards from his hiding place he stopped where a huge dead tree leaned precariously on a smaller, living one. Throwing off his sack of food, Rainsford took his knife from its sheath and began to work with all his energy.

The job was finished at last, and he threw himself down behind a fallen log a hundred feet away. He did not have to wait long. The cat was coming again to play with the mouse.

Following the trail with the sureness of a bloodhound came General Zaroff. Nothing escaped those searching black eyes, no crushed blade of grass, no bent twig, no mark, no matter how faint, in the moss. So intent was the Cossack on his stalking that he was upon the thing Rainsford had made before he saw it. His foot touched the protruding bough that was the trigger. Even as he touched it, the general sensed his danger and leaped back with the agility of an ape. But he was not quite quick enough; the dead tree, delicately adjusted to rest on the cut living one, crashed down and struck the general a glancing blow on the shoulder as it fell; but for his alertness, he must have been smashed beneath it. He staggered, but he did not fall; nor did he drop his revolver. He stood there, rubbing his injured shoulder, and Rainsford, with fear again gripping his heart, heard the general’s mocking laugh ring through the jungle. 


 “Rainsford,” called the general, “if you are within sound of my voice, as I suppose you are, let me congratulate you. Not many men know how to make a Malay man-catcher. Luckily for me I, too, have hunted in Malacca. You are proving interesting, Mr. Rainsford. I am going now to have my wound dressed; it’s only a slight one. But I shall be back. I shall be back.”

When the general, nursing his bruised shoulder, had gone, Rainsford took up his flight again. It was flight now, a desperate, hopeless flight, that carried him on for some hours. Dusk came, then darkness, and still he pressed on. The ground grew softer under his moccasins; the vegetation grew ranker, denser; insects bit him savagely. Then, as he stepped forward, his foot sank into the ooze. He tried to wrench it back, but the muck sucked viciously at his foot as if it were a giant leech. With a violent effort, he tore his feet loose. He knew where he was now. Death Swamp and its quicksand.

His hands were tight closed as if his nerve were something tangible that someone in the darkness was trying to tear from his grip. The softness of the earth had given him an idea. He stepped back from the quicksand a dozen feet or so and, like some huge prehistoric beaver, he began to dig.

Rainsford had dug himself in in France when a second’s delay meant death. That had been a placid pastime compared to his digging now. The pit grew deeper; when it was above his shoulders, he climbed out and from some hard saplings cut stakes and sharpened them to a fine point. These stakes he planted in the bottom of the pit with the points sticking up. With flying fingers he wove a rough carpet of weeds and branches and with it he covered the mouth of the pit. Then, wet with sweat and aching with tiredness, he crouched behind the stump of a lightning-charred tree.

He knew his pursuer was coming; he heard the padding sound of feet on the soft earth, and the night breeze brought him the perfume of the general’s cigarette. It seemed to Rainsford that the general was coming with unusual swiftness; he was not feeling his way along, foot by foot. Rainsford, crouching there, could not see the general, nor could he see the pit. He lived a year in a minute. Then he felt an impulse to cry aloud with joy, for he heard the sharp crackle of the breaking branches as the cover of the pit gave way; he heard the sharp scream of pain as the pointed stakes found their mark. He leaped up from his place of concealment. Then he cowered back. Three feet from the pit a man was standing, with an electric torch in his hand.

“You’ve done well, Rainsford,” the voice of the general called. “Your Burmese tiger pit has claimed one of my best dogs. Again you score. I think, Mr. Rainsford, I’ll see what you can do against my whole pack. I’m going home for a rest now. Thank you for a most amusing evening.”

At daybreak Rainsford, lying near the swamp, was awakened by a sound that made him know that he had new things to learn about fear. It was a distant sound, faint and wavering, but he knew it. It was the baying of a pack of hounds.

Rainsford knew he could do one of two things. He could stay where he was and wait. That was suicide. He could flee. That was postponing the inevitable. For a moment he stood there, thinking. An idea that held a wild chance came to him, and, tightening his belt, he headed away from the swamp.

The baying of the hounds drew nearer, then still nearer, nearer, ever nearer. On a ridge Rainsford climbed a tree. Down a watercourse, not a quarter of a mile away, he could see the bush moving. Straining his eyes, he saw the lean figure of General Zaroff; just ahead of him Rainsford made out another figure whose wide shoulders surged through the tall jungle weeds; it was the giant Ivan, and he seemed pulled forward by some unseen force; Rainsford knew that Ivan must be holding the pack in leash.

They would be on him any minute now. His mind worked frantically. He thought of a native trick he had learned in Uganda. He slid down the tree. He caught hold of a springy young sapling and to it he fastened his hunting knife, with the blade pointing down the trail; with a bit of wild grapevine he tied back the sapling. Then he ran for his life. The hounds raised their voices as they hit the fresh scent. Rainsford knew now how an animal at bay feels. 


 He had to stop to get his breath. The baying of the hounds stopped abruptly, and Rainsford’s heart stopped too. They must have reached the knife.

He shinned excitedly up a tree and looked back. His pursuers had stopped. But the hope that was in Rainsford’s brain when he climbed died, for he saw in the shallow valley that General Zaroff was still on his feet. But Ivan was not. The knife, driven by the recoil of the springing tree, had not wholly failed.

Rainsford had hardly tumbled to the ground when the pack took up the cry again.

“Nerve, nerve, nerve!” he panted, as he dashed along. A blue gap showed between the trees dead ahead. Ever nearer drew the hounds. Rainsford forced himself on toward that gap. He reached it. It was the shore of the sea. Across a cove he could see the gloomy gray stone of the château. Twenty feet below him the sea rumbled and hissed. Rainsford hesitated. He heard the hounds. Then he leaped far out into the sea. . . .

When the general and his pack reached the place by the sea, the Cossack stopped. For some minutes he stood regarding the blue-green expanse of water. He shrugged his shoulders. Then he sat down, took a drink of brandy from a silver flask, lit a cigarette, and hummed a bit from “Madama Butterfly.”



General Zaroff had an exceedingly good dinner in his great panelled dining hall that evening. With it he had a bottle of Pol Roger and half a bottle of Chambertin. Two slight annoyances kept him from perfect enjoyment. One was the thought that it would be difficult to replace Ivan; the other was that his quarry had escaped him; of course, the American hadn’t played the game—so thought the general as he tasted his after-dinner liqueur. In his library he read, to soothe himself, from the works of Marcus Aurelius. At ten he went up to his bedroom. He was deliciously tired, he said to himself, as he locked himself in. There was a little moonlight, so, before turning on his light, he went to the window and looked down at the courtyard. He could see the great hounds, and he called, “Better luck another time,” to them. Then he switched on the light. 


 A man, who had been hiding in the curtains of the bed, was standing there.

“Rainsford!” screamed the general. “How in God’s name did you get here?”

“Swam,” said Rainsford. “I found it quicker than walking through the jungle.”

The general sucked in his breath and smiled. “I congratulate you,” he said. “You have won the game.”

Rainsford did not smile. “I am still a beast at bay,” he said, in a low, hoarse voice. “Get ready, General Zaroff.”

The general made one of his deepest bows. “I see,” he said. “Splendid! One of us is to furnish a repast for the hounds. The other will sleep in this very excellent bed. On guard, Rainsford. . . .” 

He had never slept in a better bed, Rainsford decided. 






      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Poem

      Hurt Hawks

      Robinson Jeffers, 1928

      
        
          I


          



          
 The broken pillar of the wing jags from the clotted shoulder,


          
 The wing trails like a banner in defeat,


          
 No more to use the sky forever but live with famine


          
 And pain a few days: cat nor coyote


          
 Will shorten the week of waiting for death, there is game without talons.


          
 He stands under the oak-bush and waits


          
 The lame feet of salvation; at night he remembers freedom


          
 And flies in a dream, the dawns ruin it.


          
 He is strong and pain is worse to the strong, incapacity is worse.


          
 The curs of the day come and torment him   


          
 At distance, no one but death the redeemer will humble that head,


          
 The intrepid readiness, the terrible eyes.


          
 The wild God of the world is sometimes merciful to those


          
 That ask mercy, not often to the arrogant.


          
 You do not know him, you communal people, or you have forgotten him;


          
 Intemperate and savage, the hawk remembers him;


          
 Beautiful and wild, the hawks, and men that are dying, remember him.


          



          



          
          II


          



          
 I’d sooner, except the penalties, kill a man than a hawk; but the great redtail


          
 Had nothing left but unable misery


          
 From the bones too shattered for mending, the wing that trailed under his talons when he moved.


          
 We had fed him for six weeks, I gave him freedom,


          
 He wandered over the foreland hill and returned in the evening, asking for death,


          
 Not like a beggar, still eyed with the old


          
 Implacable arrogance. I gave him the lead gift in the twilight. What fell was relaxed,


          
 Owl-downy, soft feminine feathers; but what


          
 Soared: the fierce rush: the night-herons by the flooded river cried fear at its rising


          
 Before it was quite unsheathed from reality.


          
            

          

        

      

      Text from the Poetry Foundation.

    

  
    
      Essay

      Higher Laws (Walden, Chapter 11)

      Henry David Thoreau, 1854

      From 1845 to 1847 Henry David Thoreau lived alone in a one-room cabin he had built by Walden Pond, near Concord, Massachusetts. Walden (1854) is his account of those years.

      
As I came home through the woods with my string of fish, trailing my pole, it being now quite dark, I caught a glimpse of a woodchuck stealing across my path, and felt a strange thrill of savage delight, and was strongly tempted to seize and devour him raw; not that I was hungry then, except for that wildness which he represented. Once or twice, however, while I lived at the pond, I found myself ranging the woods, like a half-starved hound, with a strange abandonment, seeking some kind of venison which I might devour, and no morsel could have been too savage for me. The wildest scenes had become unaccountably familiar. I found in myself, and still find, an instinct toward a higher, or, as it is named, spiritual life, as do most men, and another toward a primitive rank and savage one, and I reverence them both. I love the wild not less than the good. The wildness and adventure that are in fishing still recommended it to me. I like sometimes to take rank hold on life and spend my day more as the animals do. Perhaps I have owed to this employment and to hunting, when quite young, my closest acquaintance with Nature. They early introduce us to and detain us in scenery with which otherwise, at that age, we should have little acquaintance. Fishermen, hunters, woodchoppers, and others, spending their lives in the fields and woods, in a peculiar sense a part of Nature themselves, are often in a more favorable mood for observing her, in the intervals of their pursuits, than philosophers or poets even, who approach her with expectation. She is not afraid to exhibit herself to them. The traveller on the prairie is naturally a hunter, on the head waters of the Missouri and Columbia a trapper, and at the Falls of St. Mary a fisherman. He who is only a traveller learns things at secondhand and by the halves, and is poor authority. We are most interested when science reports what those men already know practically or instinctively, for that alone is a true humanity, or account of human experience.

They mistake who assert that the Yankee has few amusements, because he has not so many public holidays, and men and boys do not play so many games as they do in England, for here the more primitive but solitary amusements of hunting, fishing, and the like have not yet given place to the former. Almost every New England boy among my contemporaries shouldered a fowling-piece between the ages of ten and fourteen; and his hunting and fishing grounds were not limited, like the preserves of an English nobleman, but were more boundless even than those of a savage. No wonder, then, that he did not oftener stay to play on the common. But already a change is taking place, owing, not to an increased humanity, but to an increased scarcity of game, for perhaps the hunter is the greatest friend of the animals hunted, not excepting the Humane Society.

Moreover, when at the pond, I wished sometimes to add fish to my fare for variety. I have actually fished from the same kind of necessity that the first fishers did. Whatever humanity I might conjure up against it was all factitious, and concerned my philosophy more than my feelings. I speak of fishing only now, for I had long felt differently about fowling, and sold my gun before I went to the woods. Not that I am less humane than others, but I did not perceive that my feelings were much affected. I did not pity the fishes nor the worms. This was habit. As for fowling, during the last years that I carried a gun my excuse was that I was studying ornithology, and sought only new or rare birds. But I confess that I am now inclined to think that there is a finer way of studying ornithology than this. It requires so much closer attention to the habits of the birds, that, if for that reason only, I have been willing to omit the gun. Yet notwithstanding the objection on the score of humanity, I am compelled to doubt if equally valuable sports are ever substituted for these; and when some of my friends have asked me anxiously about their boys, whether they should let them hunt, I have answered, yes⁠—remembering that it was one of the best parts of my education⁠—make them hunters, though sportsmen only at first, if possible, mighty hunters at last, so that they shall not find game large enough for them in this or any vegetable wilderness⁠—hunters as well as fishers of men. Thus far I am of the opinion of Chaucer’s nun, who



“yave not of the text a pulled hen


That saith that hunters ben not holy men.”




There is a period in the history of the individual, as of the race, when the hunters are the “best men,” as the Algonquins called them. We cannot but pity the boy who has never fired a gun; he is no more humane, while his education has been sadly neglected. This was my answer with respect to those youths who were bent on this pursuit, trusting that they would soon outgrow it. No humane being, past the thoughtless age of boyhood, will wantonly murder any creature which holds its life by the same tenure that he does. The hare in its extremity cries like a child. I warn you, mothers, that my sympathies do not always make the usual phil-anthropic distinctions.

Such is oftenest the young man’s introduction to the forest, and the most original part of himself. He goes thither at first as a hunter and fisher, until at last, if he has the seeds of a better life in him, he distinguishes his proper objects, as a poet or naturalist it may be, and leaves the gun and fish-pole behind. The mass of men are still and always young in this respect. In some countries a hunting parson is no uncommon sight. Such a one might make a good shepherd’s dog, but is far from being the Good Shepherd. I have been surprised to consider that the only obvious employment, except wood-chopping, ice-cutting, or the like business, which ever to my knowledge detained at Walden Pond for a whole half-day any of my fellow-citizens, whether fathers or children of the town, with just one exception, was fishing. Commonly they did not think that they were lucky, or well paid for their time, unless they got a long string of fish, though they had the opportunity of seeing the pond all the while. They might go there a thousand times before the sediment of fishing would sink to the bottom and leave their purpose pure; but no doubt such a clarifying process would be going on all the while. The Governor and his Council faintly remember the pond, for they went a-fishing there when they were boys; but now they are too old and dignified to go a-fishing, and so they know it no more forever. Yet even they expect to go to heaven at last. If the legislature regards it, it is chiefly to regulate the number of hooks to be used there; but they know nothing about the hook of hooks with which to angle for the pond itself, impaling the legislature for a bait. Thus, even in civilized communities, the embryo man passes through the hunter stage of development.

I have found repeatedly, of late years, that I cannot fish without falling a little in self-respect. I have tried it again and again. I have skill at it, and, like many of my fellows, a certain instinct for it, which revives from time to time, but always when I have done I feel that it would have been better if I had not fished. I think that I do not mistake. It is a faint intimation, yet so are the first streaks of morning. There is unquestionably this instinct in me which belongs to the lower orders of creation; yet with every year I am less a fisherman, though without more humanity or even wisdom; at present I am no fisherman at all. But I see that if I were to live in a wilderness I should again be tempted to become a fisher and hunter in earnest. Beside, there is something essentially unclean about this diet and all flesh, and I began to see where housework commences, and whence the endeavor, which costs so much, to wear a tidy and respectable appearance each day, to keep the house sweet and free from all ill odors and sights. Having been my own butcher and scullion and cook, as well as the gentleman for whom the dishes were served up, I can speak from an unusually complete experience. The practical objection to animal food in my case was its uncleanness; and besides, when I had caught and cleaned and cooked and eaten my fish, they seemed not to have fed me essentially. It was insignificant and unnecessary, and cost more than it came to. A little bread or a few potatoes would have done as well, with less trouble and filth. Like many of my contemporaries, I had rarely for many years used animal food, or tea, or coffee, etc.; not so much because of any ill effects which I had traced to them, as because they were not agreeable to my imagination. The repugnance to animal food is not the effect of experience, but is an instinct. It appeared more beautiful to live low and fare hard in many respects; and though I never did so, I went far enough to please my imagination. I believe that every man who has ever been earnest to preserve his higher or poetic faculties in the best condition has been particularly inclined to abstain from animal food, and from much food of any kind. It is a significant fact, stated by entomologists⁠—I find it in Kirby and Spence⁠—that “some insects in their perfect state, though furnished with organs of feeding, make no use of them”; and they lay it down as “a general rule, that almost all insects in this state eat much less than in that of larvae. The voracious caterpillar when transformed into a butterfly⁠ ⁠… and the gluttonous maggot when become a fly” content themselves with a drop or two of honey or some other sweet liquid. The abdomen under the wings of the butterfly still represents the larva. This is the tidbit which tempts his insectivorous fate. The gross feeder is a man in the larva state; and there are whole nations in that condition, nations without fancy or imagination, whose vast abdomens betray them.

It is hard to provide and cook so simple and clean a diet as will not offend the imagination; but this, I think, is to be fed when we feed the body; they should both sit down at the same table. Yet perhaps this may be done. The fruits eaten temperately need not make us ashamed of our appetites, nor interrupt the worthiest pursuits. But put an extra condiment into your dish, and it will poison you. It is not worth the while to live by rich cookery. Most men would feel shame if caught preparing with their own hands precisely such a dinner, whether of animal or vegetable food, as is every day prepared for them by others. Yet till this is otherwise we are not civilized, and, if gentlemen and ladies, are not true men and women. This certainly suggests what change is to be made. It may be vain to ask why the imagination will not be reconciled to flesh and fat. I am satisfied that it is not. Is it not a reproach that man is a carnivorous animal? True, he can and does live, in a great measure, by preying on other animals; but this is a miserable way⁠—as anyone who will go to snaring rabbits, or slaughtering lambs, may learn⁠—and he will be regarded as a benefactor of his race who shall teach man to confine himself to a more innocent and wholesome diet. Whatever my own practice may be, I have no doubt that it is a part of the destiny of the human race, in its gradual improvement, to leave off eating animals, as surely as the savage tribes have left off eating each other when they came in contact with the more civilized.

If one listens to the faintest but constant suggestions of his genius, which are certainly true, he sees not to what extremes, or even insanity, it may lead him; and yet that way, as he grows more resolute and faithful, his road lies. The faintest assured objection which one healthy man feels will at length prevail over the arguments and customs of mankind. No man ever followed his genius till it misled him. Though the result were bodily weakness, yet perhaps no one can say that the consequences were to be regretted, for these were a life in conformity to higher principles. If the day and the night are such that you greet them with joy, and life emits a fragrance like flowers and sweet-scented herbs, is more elastic, more starry, more immortal⁠—that is your success. All nature is your congratulation, and you have cause momentarily to bless yourself. The greatest gains and values are farthest from being appreciated. We easily come to doubt if they exist. We soon forget them. They are the highest reality. Perhaps the facts most astounding and most real are never communicated by man to man. The true harvest of my daily life is somewhat as intangible and indescribable as the tints of morning or evening. It is a little stardust caught, a segment of the rainbow which I have clutched.

Yet, for my part, I was never unusually squeamish; I could sometimes eat a fried rat with a good relish, if it were necessary. I am glad to have drunk water so long, for the same reason that I prefer the natural sky to an opium-eater’s heaven. I would fain keep sober always; and there are infinite degrees of drunkenness. I believe that water is the only drink for a wise man; wine is not so noble a liquor; and think of dashing the hopes of a morning with a cup of warm coffee, or of an evening with a dish of tea! Ah, how low I fall when I am tempted by them! Even music may be intoxicating. Such apparently slight causes destroyed Greece and Rome, and will destroy England and America. Of all ebriosity, who does not prefer to be intoxicated by the air he breathes? I have found it to be the most serious objection to coarse labors long continued, that they compelled me to eat and drink coarsely also. But to tell the truth, I find myself at present somewhat less particular in these respects. I carry less religion to the table, ask no blessing; not because I am wiser than I was, but, I am obliged to confess, because, however much it is to be regretted, with years I have grown more coarse and indifferent. Perhaps these questions are entertained only in youth, as most believe of poetry. My practice is “nowhere,” my opinion is here. Nevertheless I am far from regarding myself as one of those privileged ones to whom the Ved refers when it says, that “he who has true faith in the Omnipresent Supreme Being may eat all that exists,” that is, is not bound to inquire what is his food, or who prepares it; and even in their case it is to be observed, as a Hindu commentator has remarked, that the Vedant limits this privilege to “the time of distress.”

Who has not sometimes derived an inexpressible satisfaction from his food in which appetite had no share? I have been thrilled to think that I owed a mental perception to the commonly gross sense of taste, that I have been inspired through the palate, that some berries which I had eaten on a hillside had fed my genius. “The soul not being mistress of herself,” says Thseng-tseu, “one looks, and one does not see; one listens, and one does not hear; one eats, and one does not know the savor of food.” He who distinguishes the true savor of his food can never be a glutton; he who does not cannot be otherwise. A puritan may go to his brown-bread crust with as gross an appetite as ever an alderman to his turtle. Not that food which entereth into the mouth defileth a man, but the appetite with which it is eaten. It is neither the quality nor the quantity, but the devotion to sensual savors; when that which is eaten is not a viand to sustain our animal, or inspire our spiritual life, but food for the worms that possess us. If the hunter has a taste for mud-turtles, muskrats, and other such savage tidbits, the fine lady indulges a taste for jelly made of a calf’s foot, or for sardines from over the sea, and they are even. He goes to the millpond, she to her preserve-pot. The wonder is how they, how you and I, can live this slimy, beastly life, eating and drinking.

Our whole life is startlingly moral. There is never an instant’s truce between virtue and vice. Goodness is the only investment that never fails. In the music of the harp which trembles round the world it is the insisting on this which thrills us. The harp is the travelling patterer for the Universe’s Insurance Company, recommending its laws, and our little goodness is all the assessment that we pay. Though the youth at last grows indifferent, the laws of the universe are not indifferent, but are forever on the side of the most sensitive. Listen to every zephyr for some reproof, for it is surely there, and he is unfortunate who does not hear it. We cannot touch a string or move a stop but the charming moral transfixes us. Many an irksome noise, go a long way off, is heard as music, a proud, sweet satire on the meanness of our lives.

We are conscious of an animal in us, which awakens in proportion as our higher nature slumbers. It is reptile and sensual, and perhaps cannot be wholly expelled; like the worms which, even in life and health, occupy our bodies. Possibly we may withdraw from it, but never change its nature. I fear that it may enjoy a certain health of its own; that we may be well, yet not pure. The other day I picked up the lower jaw of a hog, with white and sound teeth and tusks, which suggested that there was an animal health and vigor distinct from the spiritual. This creature succeeded by other means than temperance and purity. “That in which men differ from brute beasts,” says Mencius, “is a thing very inconsiderable; the common herd lose it very soon; superior men preserve it carefully.” Who knows what sort of life would result if we had attained to purity? If I knew so wise a man as could teach me purity I would go to seek him forthwith. “A command over our passions, and over the external senses of the body, and good acts, are declared by the Ved to be indispensable in the mind’s approximation to God.” Yet the spirit can for the time pervade and control every member and function of the body, and transmute what in form is the grossest sensuality into purity and devotion. The generative energy, which, when we are loose, dissipates and makes us unclean, when we are continent invigorates and inspires us. Chastity is the flowering of man; and what are called Genius, Heroism, Holiness, and the like, are but various fruits which succeed it. Man flows at once to God when the channel of purity is open. By turns our purity inspires and our impurity casts us down. He is blessed who is assured that the animal is dying out in him day by day, and the divine being established. Perhaps there is none but has cause for shame on account of the inferior and brutish nature to which he is allied. I fear that we are such gods or demigods only as fauns and satyrs, the divine allied to beasts, the creatures of appetite, and that, to some extent, our very life is our disgrace.⁠—



“How happy’s he who hath due place assigned


To his beasts and disafforested his mind!



Can use this horse, goat, wolf, and ev’ry beast,


And is not ass himself to all the rest!


Else man not only is the herd of swine,


But he’s those devils too which did incline


Them to a headlong rage, and made them worse.”




All sensuality is one, though it takes many forms; all purity is one. It is the same whether a man eat, or drink, or cohabit, or sleep sensually. They are but one appetite, and we only need to see a person do any one of these things to know how great a sensualist he is. The impure can neither stand nor sit with purity. When the reptile is attacked at one mouth of his burrow, he shows himself at another. If you would be chaste, you must be temperate. What is chastity? How shall a man know if he is chaste? He shall not know it. We have heard of this virtue, but we know not what it is. We speak conformably to the rumor which we have heard. From exertion come wisdom and purity; from sloth ignorance and sensuality. In the student sensuality is a sluggish habit of mind. An unclean person is universally a slothful one, one who sits by a stove, whom the sun shines on prostrate, who reposes without being fatigued. If you would avoid uncleanness, and all the sins, work earnestly, though it be at cleaning a stable. Nature is hard to be overcome, but she must be overcome. What avails it that you are Christian, if you are not purer than the heathen, if you deny yourself no more, if you are not more religious? I know of many systems of religion esteemed heathenish whose precepts fill the reader with shame, and provoke him to new endeavors, though it be to the performance of rites merely.

I hesitate to say these things, but it is not because of the subject⁠—I care not how obscene my words are⁠—but because I cannot speak of them without betraying my impurity. We discourse freely without shame of one form of sensuality, and are silent about another. We are so degraded that we cannot speak simply of the necessary functions of human nature. In earlier ages, in some countries, every function was reverently spoken of and regulated by law. Nothing was too trivial for the Hindu lawgiver, however offensive it may be to modern taste. He teaches how to eat, drink, cohabit, void excrement and urine, and the like, elevating what is mean, and does not falsely excuse himself by calling these things trifles.

Every man is the builder of a temple, called his body, to the god he worships, after a style purely his own, nor can he get off by hammering marble instead. We are all sculptors and painters, and our material is our own flesh and blood and bones. Any nobleness begins at once to refine a man’s features, any meanness or sensuality to imbrute them.

John Farmer sat at his door one September evening, after a hard day’s work, his mind still running on his labor more or less. Having bathed, he sat down to recreate his intellectual man. It was a rather cool evening, and some of his neighbors were apprehending a frost. He had not attended to the train of his thoughts long when he heard someone playing on a flute, and that sound harmonized with his mood. Still he thought of his work; but the burden of his thought was, that though this kept running in his head, and he found himself planning and contriving it against his will, yet it concerned him very little. It was no more than the scurf of his skin, which was constantly shuffled off. But the notes of the flute came home to his ears out of a different sphere from that he worked in, and suggested work for certain faculties which slumbered in him. They gently did away with the street, and the village, and the state in which he lived. A voice said to him⁠—Why do you stay here and live this mean moiling life, when a glorious existence is possible for you? Those same stars twinkle over other fields than these.⁠—But how to come out of this condition and actually migrate thither? All that he could think of was to practise some new austerity, to let his mind descend into his body and redeem it, and treat himself with ever increasing respect.



      Text from Standard Ebooks.

    

  
    
      Afterword

      Day Twenty-One: The hunt

      Thoreau tells anxious parents to let their boys hunt: “make them hunters, though sportsmen only at first, if possible, mighty hunters at last, so that they shall not find game large enough for them in this or any vegetable wilderness—hunters as well as fishers of men.” He means they will grow out of the gun, as he did. General Zaroff, given his first gun at five, took the advice the other way. He found no game large enough, and went looking for men.

      “The hare in its extremity cries like a child,” Thoreau writes. The first thing Rainsford hears from the island is the reverse: a scream like “the sound of an animal in an extremity of anguish and terror”, and we soon guess whose it was. Rainsford sets out asking “Who cares how a jaguar feels?” and ends up knowing “how an animal at bay feels”. Jeffers would “sooner, except the penalties, kill a man than a hawk”, and Zaroff reckons a thoroughbred horse or hound “worth more than a score” of the sailors he hunts. How far apart are they?

      The first film of the story, in 1932, was shot alongside King Kong, by the same producers, on the same jungle sets, with Fay Wray running for her life in both.

    

  
    
      Day Twenty-Two

      Hunger

      28 minutes

      
        Story
        Rashōmon
        Ryūnosuke Akutagawa · 11 minutes
        A servant, a ruined gate, and the moment he decides what kind of man to be.
      

      
        Poem
        The Song of the Shirt
        Thomas Hood · 3 minutes
        Printed anonymously in Punch, Hood's poem for a London seamstress paid starvation wages was sung in the streets.
      

      
        Essay
        A Modest Proposal
        Jonathan Swift · 14 minutes
        The most savage satire in English, on Irish poverty and English indifference.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      Rashōmon

      Ryūnosuke Akutagawa, 1915

      Rashōmon was the great southern gate of Kyoto, the capital of Japan, in the Heian period, roughly 800 to 1200. Akutagawa sets his story in a time when the city had been ruined by disasters and the gate had become a place where unclaimed bodies were left.

      
It was evening. A solitary lackey sat under Rashōmon waiting for the rain to clear.

Beneath the broad gate, there was not another soul. Only, on a big round pillar, from which the vermilion lacquer had peeled off here and there, sat one lone cricket. Since Rashōmon was in the great thoroughfare Sujaku Ōji, it would seem that there should also have been two or three tradeswomen in wide straw hats and men in citizen’s caps sheltering there from the rain. All the same, besides this single man, there was no one.

This was because for the past two or three years in Kyoto one calamity after another⁠—earthquakes, cyclones, fires and famines⁠—had followed each other in rapid succession. Wherefore, throughout the capital the desolation was extraordinary. According to the old records, things had come to such a pass that Buddhist images and temple furniture were broken up and, with their red lacquer and gold and silver foil clinging to them, were heaped along the streets and sold for fire wood. With the whole town in such a state, of course no one took the least thought for the upkeep of Rashōmon. So turning its abandonment to their profit, foxes and badgers found habitation there. Thieves abode there. And finally it even became a custom with men to bring unclaimed bodies there and leave them in the gate. Whence, when day had closed his eye, the place was abhorred of all, and no man would set foot in the neighborhood.

Instead, swarms of ravens from nobody knows where congregated there. By day the innumerable rout described a circle and wheeled crying about the ornamental grampuses high on the roof. Especially when the sky above the gate was aflare with the sunset glow, did they stand out distinctly like a scattering of sesamum seeds. Of course, they were there to pick the flesh from the corpses up in the gate. However, on this day, perhaps because of the lateness of the hour, not a bird was to be seen. Only here and there on the crumbling stone steps, where grass grew long in the crevices, their droppings shone in white splashes. The lackey sat in a threadbare coat of dark blue on the topmost of the seven steps and, fingering a great carbuncle on his right cheek, looked vacantly at the falling rain.

I have said that he was waiting for the rain to clear. But even if it did clear, he had nothing in particular he wished to do. Ordinarily, of course, he must have gone back to his master’s house. But four or five days before, he had been turned out. As I have already said, Kyoto was in unprecedented decay. And the dismissal of this man by a master whom he had served for years was one small ripple on this sea of troubles. Wherefore, rather than that he was waiting for the rain to clear, it would be more to the point to say that, driven to shelter by the storm, this lackey who had no place to go was at a loss what to do. Besides, the gloomy sky that day had no small effect on the sentimentalism of this man of the Heian period. The rain, which had been falling since a little after the hour of the monkey, still showed no sign of letting up. So the servant sat following a rambling train of thought on the one vital and immediate question of how he could ever manage to live through the morrow⁠—that is, how he could ever do the impossible⁠—and listened listlessly to the long rain that kept pounding down in Sujaku Ōji.

The rain, enveloping Rashōmon, mustered a rattling roar from afar. Darkness gradually lowered in the sky, and overhead the roof of the gate supported a heavy leaden cloud on a point of its obliquely projecting tiles.

For the accomplishment of the impossible, there was no time left in which to choose a plan. If he took time, he could but choose between starvation under some wall and starvation by some road. And then he would simply be brought to the loft in this gate and thrown away like a dog. If he did not choose⁠—again and again the man’s thoughts went over the same winding way and arrived finally at this same place. But no matter how often this “if” came up, it remained still in the end but “if.” Even though he did not choose any plan, yet he had not the courage to make the positive admission naturally necessary to the settlement of the “if,” that there was nothing for it but to turn thief.

He sneezed a great sneeze and then got up laboriously. Night-chilled Kyoto was cold enough to suggest the comfort of a fire. The pitiless wind swept with the deepening darkness between the pillars of the gate. And the cricket that had clung to the red lacquer of one of them had disappeared.

Drawing in his neck and lifting his shoulders high in the bright yellow shirt which he wore under his dark blue coat, the lackey looked all about the gate. If he could find a place, out of the wind and rain and free from the gaze of men, where he could pass one night in peaceful sleep, there anyway, he fain would rest until the dawn. Then fortunately his eyes fell upon a wide ladder, likewise red, mounting up into the tower of the gate. Above, though there might be men, they were but dead men after all. Then, taking heed lest the great plain-handled sword swinging at his side should slip in its scabbard, he planted a straw-sandaled foot on the bottom step of the ladder.

A few minutes elapsed. In the middle of the wide ladder leading to the tower of Rashōmon the man crouched like a cat and, holding his breath, took in the state of affairs above. A ray of light shining from the tower faintly illumined his right cheek. It was the cheek on which the festering red carbuncle gleamed in his short beard. He had lightly calculated from the first that everybody up there was dead. But when he had climbed up two or three steps, it appeared that not only had someone above struck a light but that he was moving it to and fro. This was at once made evident by the dull yellow gleam that danced in reflection on the cobwebs hanging in the corners of the ceiling. Whoever had struck this light in Rashōmon on this rainy night was surely no ordinary being!

At last, stealing up with muffled steps like a gecko, the lackey, crouching, scaled the ladder to the topmost step. Then lying as flat as he could and craning his neck forward as far as it would go, he peered with dread into the loft.

He peered, and the loft, as rumor had it, was full of corpses flung carelessly away, but, the circle illuminated by the light being smaller than had at first seemed apparent, he was not able to judge how many there might be. Only, he could make out vaguely that there were among them both clothed and unclothed cadavers. Of course, men and women appeared all to be jumbled up together. And like so many dolls of kneaded clay, these bodies sprawled on the floor with open mouths and out-thrown arms in such confusion as to make one doubt even that they had once been living beings. Moreover, while the wan light played on their shoulders, breasts and more elevated parts, the shadows of their depressions were intensified, and they lay in silence like eternal mutes that had never known speech.

In the stench of decaying flesh, the lackey involuntarily covered his nose. But the next moment his hand had forgotten its work. Excess of feeling had almost completely deprived him of his olfactory sense.

For the first time he had just caught sight of a living mortal squatting down among the dead. It was a monkey-like old hag in a dark brown kimono, short, skinny and white-headed. With a blazing splinter of pine in her right hand, she was peering fixedly into the face of one of the corpses. From its long hair, it seemed to be the body of a woman.

For a space, the lackey, moved by six parts of horror and four of curiosity, forgot even to breathe. To borrow the words of an old writer, he felt that “the hair on his head and body swelled.” Then sticking the pine splinter into a crack in the floor, the hag took the head at which she had been gazing and, just like an old monkey picking lice from its young, began to pull out the long hairs one by one. They seemed to yield to her pull.

With every hair that came out, the dread seemed to depart appreciably from the heart of the lackey. And at the same time, intense hatred of the old hag was little by little engendered. No, “of the old hag” may not be just the right words. Rather his antipathy to all evil grew stronger every minute. If someone at that time had broached afresh the question which this man had been considering under the gate a little while before, whether he should starve or turn thief, in all likelihood he would have unhesitatingly chosen starvation. Thus fiercely, like the splint of pine the old hag had stuck in the floor, blazed up this man’s detestation of evil.

The lackey, of course, did not know why the old hag was pulling out the hair of the dead. Consequently, he did not know, rationally, whether her conduct should be set down as good or evil. But to him the pulling of hair from the heads of the dead on that rainy night up in Rashōmon was, on the face of it, an unpardonable crime. Naturally he had already forgot that a little before he had had half a mind to turn thief himself.

So, bracing his two feet firmly, he suddenly sprang from the ladder up into the room. Then, grasping the plain handle of his sword, he advanced with great strides up to the hag. Naturally she was startled out of her wits.

With a glance at the lackey, she sprang up as if shot from a catapult.

“Wretch! Where are you going?” cursed the man, blocking her way, as she stumbled among the corpses in a panic-stricken effort to escape.

All the same, she struggled to push him aside and get by. But peremptorily he forced her back. For a moment, the pair scuffled in silence among the corpses. But from the first there was no doubt of the victor.

In the end, seizing one of her arms, the lackey twisted it and threw her violently down. It was nothing but skin and bone, just like the leg of a hen.

“What are you up to? Look you, what are you up to? Out with it! If you don’t speak, you get this, see!”

And casting her away, he suddenly unsheathed his sword and brandished the white flash of steel before her eyes. But the old hag held her tongue. Her hands trembling, her shoulders heaving as she gasped for breath, and her eyes so wide open that it seemed the balls must burst from their sockets, she persisted in her silence like a mute. At this, the lackey realized clearly for the first time that this old woman’s life and death depended entirely upon his will. And before he was aware, this realization had cooled the fires of detestation that up to this time had blazed so fiercely in his heart. What remained was simply that comfortable pride and satisfaction that follow upon a piece of work wholly carried to completion. Then, looking down upon her, he said in a slightly milder tone:

“I’m no official from the police commissioner’s office. I’m a wanderer who happened to pass under this gate a little while ago. So you won’t be tied with a rope and arrested. All I demand is that you tell me what you’re doing up in this gate at this hour.”

At this, the old hag’s wide-staring eyes grew all the larger, and she fastened them intently on the face of the lackey. They were sharp red-lidded eyes like those of some bird of prey. Then she moved her lips, practically one with her nose among the wrinkles, as if she were chewing something. A sharply projecting Adam’s apple slid up and down in her skinny throat. And at the same time, a voice like the croak of a raven came pantingly from that throat and struck harshly upon his ears.

“I’m pulling out hair, pulling out this woman’s hair, because I’m going to make wigs.”

The servant was disappointed at the unexpected ordinariness of her answer. And at the same time, the hatred he had felt before, mingled with a cold disdain, crept back into his heart again. And its manifestations probably transmitted themselves to the hag. For still holding in one hand the long hair she had pulled from the corpse’s head, she mumbled her case in the croaking voice of a toad.

To be sure, it might be wicked to pull hair from dead bodies, for all she knew. But these dead were mostly people who could well be treated in such a way. For instance, this woman from whose head she had just been pulling hair had cut snakes up into four-inch lengths and sold them for dried fish in the military camps. Had she not fallen prey to the epidemic and died, she might have been selling them yet. What was more, the samurai had found her dried fish tasty and bought them all up to eat with their rice. The hag did not find the woman’s conduct blameworthy. Since she must otherwise have starved to death, she could not well have helped it. Therefore, what she herself now did could not be called bad either. Since this, too, must be done or she would starve, it could not well be helped, and she thought this woman, who well knew her dilemma, would surely forgive her for what she did. Thus, by the large, ran the old hag’s explanation.

The lackey sheathed his sword and, with his left hand on the hilt, listened in cold blood to her recital. Of course, his right hand was busy fingering the festering carbuncle on his fiery cheek. But as he listened, a certain courage was born within him. It was the courage he had lacked under the gate a while before. And, moreover, it was a courage tending to move in just the opposite direction from the courage with which he had a little before mounted up into the gate and seized the old woman. It was not only that he was no longer at a loss whether to starve or turn thief. His emotions were now such that the idea of starving to death had been driven from his consciousness as well-nigh unthinkable.

“Really? Is that true?”

When the old woman had finished her tale, he questioned her in a sneering voice. Then advancing one step forward, he suddenly removed his right hand from his carbuncle and, seizing the hag by the collar, said,

“Then I guess you won’t blame me for turning highwayman, will you? I, too, must starve else.”

Like a flash he stripped off her kimono. Then, as she tried to cling to his legs, he violently kicked her down upon the corpses. It was but five paces to the head of the ladder. With the dark brown kimono under his arm, he ran in a twinkling down the steep steps into the depths of the night.

It was not long before the old woman, who had lain for a space like one dead, raised her naked body up from among the corpses. Murmuring and groaning, she crawled by the help of the light that still burned to the top of the ladder. And from there, with her short white hair hanging about her face, she peered down under the gate. Outside there was nothing but black and cavernous night.

The lackey had already braved the rain and hurried away into the streets of Kyoto to rob.



      Text from Standard Ebooks.

    

  
    
      Poem

      The Song of the Shirt

      Thomas Hood, 1843

      Thomas Hood's poem appeared anonymously in Punch at Christmas 1843, after a London court case about a seamstress who had pawned the cloth she was paid a pittance to sew. It was sung, printed on handkerchiefs and quoted in Parliament.

      
        
With fingers weary and worn,
 With eyelids heavy and red,
A woman sat in unwomanly rags,
 Plying her needle and thread—
 Stitch! stitch! stitch!
In poverty, hunger, and dirt,
 And still with a voice of dolorous pitch
She sang the "Song of the Shirt!"


 "Work! work! work!
While the cock is crowing aloof!
 And work—work—work,
Till the stars shine through the roof!
It's O! to be a slave
 Along with the barbarous Turk,
Where woman has never a soul to save,
 If this is Christian work!


 "Work—work—work
Till the brain begins to swim!
 Work—work—work
Till the eyes are heavy and dim!
Seam, and gusset, and band,
 Band, and gusset, and seam,
Till over the buttons I fall asleep,
 And sew them on in a dream!


 "O, men, with sisters dear!
 O, men, with mothers and wives!
It is not linen you 're wearing out,
 But human creatures' lives!
 Stitch—stitch—stitch,
 In poverty, hunger, and dirt,
Sewing at once, with a double thread,
 A shroud as well as a shirt.


"But why do I talk of death?
 That phantom of grisly bone,
I hardly fear his terrible shape,
 It seems so like my own—
It seems so like my own,
 Because of the fasts I keep;
O, God! that bread should be so dear,
 And flesh and blood so cheap!


"Work—work—work!
 My labor never flags;
And what are its wages? A bed of straw,
 A crust of bread—and rags.
That shattered roof—and this naked floor—
 A table—a broken chair—
And a wall so blank, my shadow I thank
 For sometimes falling there!


"Work—work—work!
 From weary chime to chime,
Work—work—work,
 As prisoners work for crime!
Band, and gusset, and seam,
 Seam, and gusset, and band,
Till the heart is sick, and the brain benumbed,
 As well as the weary hand.


  "Work—work—work,
In the dull December light,
 And work—work—work,
When the weather is warm and bright—
While underneath the eaves
 The brooding swallows cling,
As if to show me their sunny backs,
 And twit me with the spring.


 "O! but to breathe the breath
Of the cowslip and primrose sweet—
 With the sky above my head,
And the grass beneath my feet,
For only one short hour
 To feel as I used to feel,
Before I knew the woes of want,
 And the walk that costs a meal!


"O! but for one short hour!
 A respite however brief!
No blessed leisure for love or hope,
 But only time for grief!
A little weeping would ease my heart,
 But in their briny bed
My tears must stop, for every drop
 Hinders needle and thread!"


With fingers weary and worn,
 With eyelids heavy and red,
A woman sat in unwomanly rags,
 Plying her needle and thread—
 Stitch! stitch! stitch!
 In poverty, hunger, and dirt,
And still with a voice of dolorous pitch,—
Would that its tone could reach the rich!—
 She sang this "Song of the Shirt!"
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      Essay

      A Modest Proposal

      Jonathan Swift, 1729

      By 1729 Ireland was ruled from London, much of its land was owned by landlords who lived in England, and its poor were starving after years of bad harvests. Swift, the Dean of St Patrick's Cathedral in Dublin and the author of Gulliver's Travels, published this as an anonymous pamphlet.
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IT is a melancholy object to those, who walk through this great town, or travel in the country, when they see the streets, the roads, and cabin doors crowded with beggars of the female sex, followed by three, four, or six children, all in rags, and importuning every passenger for an alms. These mothers, instead of being able to work for their honest livelihood, are forced to employ all their time in strolling to beg sustenance for their helpless infants; who, as they grow up, either turn thieves, for want of work, or leave their dear native country to fight for the pretender in Spain, or sell themselves to the Barbadoes.

I think it is agreed by all parties, that this prodigious number of children in the arms, or on the backs, or at the heels of their mothers, and frequently of their fathers, is, in the present  deplorable state of the kingdom, a very great additional grievance; and therefore whoever could find out a fair, cheap, and easy method of making these children sound useful members of the commonwealth, would deserve so well of the publick, as to have his statue set up for a preserver of the nation.

But my intention is very far from being confined to provide only for the children of professed beggars: it is of a much greater extent, and shall take in the whole number of infants at a certain age, who are born of parents in effect as little able to support them, as those who demand our charity in the streets.

As to my own part, having turned my thoughts for many years upon this important subject, and maturely weighed the several schemes of our projectors, I have always found them grossly mistaken in their computation. It is true, a child just dropped from its dam may be supported by her milk for a solar year, with little other nourishment: at most not above the value of two shillings, which the mother may certainly get, or the value in scraps, by her lawful occupation of begging; and it is exactly at one year old that I propose to provide for them in such a manner, as, instead of being a charge upon their parents, or the parish, or wanting food and raiment for the rest of their lives, they shall, on the contrary, contribute to the feeding, and partly to the clothing of many thousands.

There is likewise another great advantage in my scheme, that it will prevent those voluntary abortions, and that horrid practice of women murdering their bastard children, alas! too frequent among us, sacrificing the poor innocent babes, I doubt more to avoid the expense than the shame, which would move tears and pity in the most savage and inhuman breast.

The number of souls in this kingdom being usually reckoned one million and a half, of these I calculate there may be about two hundred thousand couple, whose wives are breeders; from which number I subtract thirty thousand couple, who are able to maintain their own children, (although I apprehend there cannot be so many under the present distresses of the kingdom) but this being granted, there will remain a hundred and seventy thousand breeders. I again subtract fifty thousand for those women, who miscarry, or whose children die by accident or disease within the year. There only remain a hundred and twenty thousand children of poor parents annually born. The question therefore is, How this number shall be reared and provided for? which, as I have already said, under the present situation of affairs is utterly impossible by all the methods hitherto proposed. For we can neither employ them in handicraft or agriculture; we neither build houses, (I mean in the country) nor cultivate land: they can very seldom pick up a livelihood by stealing, till they arrive at six years old, except where they are of towardly parts; although I confess they learn the rudiments much earlier; during which time they can however be properly looked upon only as probationers; as I have been informed by a principal gentleman in the county of Cavan, who protested to me, that he never knew above one or two instances under the age of six, even in a part of the kingdom so renowned for the quickest proficiency in that art.


 I am assured by our merchants, that a boy or a girl before twelve years old is no saleable commodity; and even when they come to this age they will not yield above three pounds, or three pounds and half a crown at most, on the exchange; which cannot turn to account either to the parents or kingdom, the charge of nutriment and rags having been at least four times that value.

I shall now therefore humbly propose my own thoughts, which I hope will not be liable to the least objection.

I have been assured by a very knowing American of my acquaintance in London, that a young healthy child, well nursed, is at a year old a most delicious, nourishing, and wholesome food, whether stewed, roasted, baked, or boiled; and I make no doubt that it will equally serve in a fricasee, or a ragoust.

I do therefore humbly offer it to publick consideration, that of the hundred and twenty thousand children already computed, twenty thousand may be reserved for breed, whereof only one fourth part to be males; which is more than we allow to sheep, black cattle, or swine; and my reason is, that these children are seldom the fruits of marriage, a circumstance not much regarded by our savages, therefore one male will be sufficient to serve four females. That the remaining hundred thousand may, at a year old, be offered in sale to the persons of quality and fortune through the kingdom; always advising the mother to let them suck plentifully in the last month, so as to render them plump, and fat for a good table. A child will make two dishes at an entertainment for friends; and when the family dines alone, the fore or hind quarter will make a reasonable dish, and seasoned with a little pepper or salt, will be very good boiled on the fourth day, especially in winter.

I have reckoned upon a medium, that a child just born will weigh 12 pounds, and in a solar year, if tolerably nursed, will increase to 28 pounds.

I grant this food will be somewhat dear, and therefore very proper for landlords, who, as they have already devoured most of the parents, seem to have the best title to the children.

Infant’s flesh will be in season throughout the year, but more plentifully in March, and a little before and after; for we are told by a grave author, an eminent French physician, that fish being a prolifick diet, there are more children born in roman catholick countries about nine months after Lent, than at any other season; therefore, reckoning a year after Lent, the markets will be more glutted than usual, because the number of popish infants is at least three to one in this kingdom; and therefore it will have one other collateral advantage by lessening the number of papists among us.

I have already computed the charge of nursing a beggar's child (in which list I reckon all cottagers, labourers, and four fifths of the farmers) to be about two shillings per annum, rags included; and I believe no gentleman would repine to give ten shillings for the carcass of a good fat child, which, as I have said, will make four dishes of excellent nutritive meat, when he has only some particular friend or his own family to dine with him. Thus the squire will learn to be a good landlord, and grow popular among his tenants; the mother will have eight shillings neat profit, and be fit for work, till she produces another child.

Those who are more thrifty (as I must confess the times require) may flay the carcass; the skin of which artificially dressed will make admirable gloves for ladies, and summer boots for fine gentlemen.

As to our city of Dublin, shambles may be appointed for this purpose in the most convenient parts of it, and butchers we may be assured will not be wanting; although I rather recommend buying the children alive, and dressing them hot from the knife, as we do roasting pigs.

A very worthy person, a true lover of his country, and whose virtues I highly esteem, was lately pleased in discoursing on this matter to offer a refinement upon my scheme. He said, that many gentlemen of this kingdom, having of late destroyed their deer, he conceived that the want of venison might be well supplied by the bodies of young lads and maidens, not exceeding fourteen years of age nor under twelve; so great a number of both sexes in every county being now ready to starve for want of work and service: and these to be disposed of by their parents if alive, or otherwise by their nearest relations. But with due deference to so excellent a friend, and so deserving a patriot, I cannot be altogether in his sentiments; for as to the males, my American acquaintance assured me from frequent experience, that their flesh was generally tough and lean, like that of our schoolboys, by continual exercise, and their taste disagreeable, and to fatten them would not answer the charge. Then as to the females, it would, I think with humble submission, be a loss to the publick, because they soon would become breeders themselves: and besides, it is not improbable that some scrupulous people might be apt to censure such a practice, (although indeed very unjustly) as a little bordering upon cruelty; which, I confess, has always been with me the strongest objection against any project, how well soever intended.

But in order to justify my friend, he confessed, that this expedient was put into his head by the famous Psalmanaazor, a native of the island Formosa, who came from thence to London above twenty years ago; and in conversation told my friend, that in his country, when any young person happened to be put to death, the executioner sold the carcass to persons of quality as a prime dainty; and that in his time the body of a plump girl of fifteen, who was crucified for an attempt to poison the emperor, was sold to his imperial majesty's prime minister of state, and other great mandarins of the court, in joints from the gibbet at four hundred crowns. Neither indeed can I deny, that if the same use were made of several plump young girls in this town, who without one single groat to their fortunes cannot stir abroad without a chair, and appear at a playhouse and assemblies in foreign fineries which they never will pay for, the kingdom would not be the worse.

Some persons of a desponding spirit are in great concern about that vast number of poor people, who are aged, diseased, or maimed; and I have been desired to employ my thoughts, what course may be taken to ease the nation of so grievous an incumbrance. But I am not in the least pain upon that matter, because it is very well known, that they are every day dying, and rotting, by cold and famine, and filth and vermin, as fast as can be reasonably expected. And as to the young labourers, they are now in almost as hopeful a condition: they cannot get work, and consequently pine away for want of nourishment, to a degree, that if at any time they are accidentally hired to common labour, they have not strength to perform it; and thus the country and themselves are happily delivered from the evils to come.

I have too long digressed, and therefore shall return to my subject. I think the advantages by the proposal, which I have made, are obvious and many, as well as of the highest importance.

For first, as I have already observed, it would greatly lessen the number of papists, with whom we are yearly overrun, being the principal breeders of the nation, as well as our most dangerous enemies; and who stay at home on purpose to deliver the kingdom to the pretender, hoping to take their advantage by the absence of so many good protestants, who have chosen rather to leave their country, than stay at home and pay tithes against their conscience to an episcopal curate.

Secondly, the poorer tenants will have something valuable of their own, which by law may be made liable to distress, and help to pay their landlord's rent; their corn and cattle being already seized, and money a thing unknown.

Thirdly, whereas the maintenance of a hundred thousand children, from two years old and upward, cannot be computed at less than ten shillings a piece per annum, the nation's stock will be thereby increased fifty thousand pounds per annum, beside the profit of a new dish introduced to the tables of all gentlemen of fortune in the kingdom, who have any refinement in taste. And the money will circulate among ourselves, the goods being entirely of our own growth and manufacture.

Fourthly, the constant breeders, beside the gain of eight shillings sterling per annum by the sale of their children, will be rid of the charge of maintaining them after the first year.

Fifthly, this food would likewise bring great custom to taverns: where the vintners will certainly be so prudent as to procure the best receipts for dressing it to perfection, and consequently have their houses frequented by all the fine gentlemen, who justly value themselves upon their knowledge in good eating; and a skilful cook, who understands how to oblige his guests, will contrive to make it as expensive as they please.

Sixthly, this would be a great inducement to marriage, which all wise nations have either encouraged by rewards, or enforced by laws and penalties. It would increase the care and tenderness of mothers toward their children, when they were sure of a settlement for life to the poor babes, provided in some sort by the publick, to their annual profit or expense. We should see an honest emulation among the married women, which of them could bring the fattest child to the market. Men would become as fond of their wives during the time of their pregnancy, as they are now of the mares in foal, their cows in calf, their sows when they are ready to farrow; nor offer to beat or kick them (as is too frequent a practice) for fear of a miscarriage.

Many other advantages might be enumerated. For instance, the addition of some thousand carcasses in our exportation of barrelled beef: the propagation of swines flesh, and improvement in the art of making good bacon, so much wanted among us by the great destruction of pigs, too frequent at our table; which are no way comparable in taste or magnificence to a well grown, fat, yearling child, which roasted whole will make a considerable figure at a lord mayor's feast, or any other publick entertainment. But this, and many others, I omit, being studious of brevity.

Supposing that one thousand families in this city would be constant customers for infants flesh, beside others who might have it at merry meetings, particularly at weddings and christenings, I compute that Dublin would take off annually about twenty thousand carcasses; and the rest of the kingdom (where probably they will be sold somewhat cheaper) the remaining eighty thousand.

I can think of no one objection, that will posssibly be raised against this proposal, unless it should be urged, that the number of people will be thereby much lessened in the kingdom. This I freely own, and it was indeed one principal design in offering it to the world. I desire the reader will observe, that I calculate my remedy for this one individual kingdom of Ireland, and for no other that ever was, is, or, I think, ever can be upon earth. Therefore let no man talk to me of other expedients: of taxing our absentees at five shillings a pound: of using neither clothes, nor houshold furniture, except what is of our own growth and manufacture: of utterly rejecting the materials and instruments, that promote foreign luxury: of curing the expensiveness of pride, vanity, idleness, and gaming in our women: of  introducing a vein of parsimony, prudence, and temperance: of learning to love our country, in the want of which we differ even from Laplanders, and the inhabitants of Topinamboo: of quitting our animosities and factions, nor acting any longer like the Jews, who were murdering one another at the very moment their city was taken: of being a little cautious not to sell our country and conscience for nothing: of teaching landlords to have at least one degree of mercy toward their tenants: Lastly, of putting a spirit of honesty, industry, and skill into our shopkeepers; who, if a resolution could now be taken to buy only our native goods, would immediately unite to cheat and exact upon us in the price, the measure, and the goodness, nor could ever yet be brought to make one fair proposal of just dealing, though often and earnestly invited to it.

Therefore I repeat, let no man talk to me of these and the like expedients, till he has at least some glimpse of hope, that there will ever be some hearty and sincere attempt to put them in practice.

But, as to myself, having being wearied out for many years with offering vain, idle, visionary thoughts, and at length utterly despairing of success, I fortunately fell upon this proposal; which, as it is wholly new, so it has something solid and real, of no expense and little trouble, full in our own power, and whereby we can incur no danger in disobliging England. For this kind of commodity will not bear exportation, the flesh being of too tender a consistence to admit a long continuance in salt, although perhaps I could name a country, which would be glad to eat up our whole nation without it.


 After all, I am not so violently bent upon my own opinion as to reject any offer proposed by wise men, which shall be found equally innocent, cheap, easy, and effectual. But before something of that kind shall be advanced in contradiction to my scheme, and offering a better, I desire the author or authors will be pleased maturely to consider two points. First, as things now stand, how they will be able to find food and raiment for a hundred thousand useless mouths and backs. And secondly, there being a round million of creatures in human figure throughout this kingdom, whose whole subsistence put into a common stock would leave them in debt two millions of pounds sterling, adding those, who are beggars by profession, to the bulk of farmers, cottagers, and labourers, with the wives and children, who are beggars in effect; I desire those politicians who dislike my overture, and may perhaps be so bold as to attempt an answer, that they will first ask the parents of these mortals, whether they would not at this day think it a great happiness to have been sold for food at a year old, in the manner I prescribe, and thereby have avoided such a perpetual scene of misfortunes, as they have since gone through, by the oppression of landlords, the impossibility of paying rent without money or trade, the want of common sustenance, with neither house nor clothes to cover them from the inclemencies of the weather, and the most inevitable prospect of entailing the like, or greater miseries, upon their breed for ever.

I profess in the sincerity of my heart, that I have not the least personal interest in endeavouring to promote this necessary work, having no other motive than the publick good of my country, by advancing our trade, providing for infants, relieving the poor, and giving some pleasure to the rich. I have no children, by which I can propose to get a single penny; the youngest being nine years old, and my wife past childbearing.
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      Afterword

      Day Twenty-Two: Hunger

      Hood’s seamstress names the bargain all three pieces turn on: “O, God! that bread should be so dear, / And flesh and blood so cheap!” Swift’s proposer prices the flesh at ten shillings “for the carcass of a good fat child”. Up in the gate the old woman lives off the dead, as the dead woman did before her, selling chopped-up snakes as dried fish. “The samurai had found her dried fish tasty.”

      Her excuse is the proposer’s argument in a plainer voice: it “must be done or she would starve”, so it can’t be called bad. The lackey only has to turn it round on her. Akutagawa found the story in the Konjaku Monogatari, a collection of tales some nine hundred years old. There the man who climbs the gate is already a thief, come to the capital to steal. The snake-seller is from another tale in the same book. What Akutagawa added was the change of heart: a man who would “unhesitatingly” have chosen starvation becomes, in the time it takes to hear one excuse, a man who can’t imagine it.

      “The famous Psalmanaazor”, who put the idea into the proposer’s friend’s head, was real: a European, probably French, who passed himself off in London as a native of Formosa (now Taiwan) and wrote a book of invented Formosan customs. He later owned up, and in old age became a friend of Samuel Johnson.

    

  
    
      Day Twenty-Three

      Paying too much

      16 minutes

      
        Story
        The Necklace
        Guy de Maupassant · 12 minutes
        Maupassant's best-known story, about a clerk's wife who longs for a grander life.
      

      
        Poem
        The World Is Too Much with Us
        William Wordsworth · 1 minute
        "Getting and spending, we lay waste our powers": the sonnet against busyness.
      

      
        Essay
        The Whistle
        Benjamin Franklin · 3 minutes
        Franklin, at seventy-three, remembers spending all his pocket money on a whistle when he was seven, and sees the same bargain being made all around him.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      The Necklace

      Guy de Maupassant, 1884

      
She was one of those pretty and charming girls born, as though fate had blundered over her, into a family of artisans. She had no marriage portion, no expectations, no means of getting known, understood, loved, and wedded by a man of wealth and distinction; and she let herself besides be married off to a little clerk in the Ministry of Education.

Her tastes were simple because she had never been able to afford any other, but she was as unhappy as though she had married beneath her; for women have no caste or class, their beauty, grace, and charm serving them for birth or family. Their natural delicacy, their instinctive elegance, their nimbleness of wit, are their only mark of rank, and put the slum girl on a level with the highest lady in the land.

She suffered endlessly, feeling herself born for every delicacy and luxury. She suffered from the poorness of her house, from its mean walls, worn chairs, and ugly curtains. All these things, of which other women of her class would not even have been aware, tormented and insulted her. The sight of the little Breton girl who came to do the work in her little house aroused heartbroken regrets and hopeless dreams in her mind. She imagined silent antechambers, heavy with Oriental tapestries, lit by torches in lofty bronze sockets, with two tall footmen in knee-breeches sleeping in large armchairs, overcome by the heavy warmth of the stove. She imagined vast saloons hung with antique silks, exquisite pieces of furniture supporting priceless ornaments, and small, charming, perfumed rooms, created just for little parties of intimate friends, men who were famous and sought after, whose homage roused every other woman’s envious longings.

When she sat down for dinner at the round table covered with a three-days-old cloth, opposite her husband, who took the cover off the soup tureen, exclaiming delightedly: “Aha! Scotch broth! There’s nothing better,” she imagined delicate meals, gleaming silver, tapestries peopling the walls with folk of a past age and strange birds in faery forests; she imagined delicate food served in marvellous dishes, murmured gallantries, listened to with an inscrutable smile as one trifled with the rosy flesh of trout or wings of asparagus chicken.

She had no clothes, no jewels, nothing. And these were the only things she loved; she felt that she was made for them. She had longed so eagerly to charm, to be desired, to be wildly attractive and sought after.

She had a rich friend, an old school friend whom she refused to visit, because she suffered so keenly when she returned home. She would weep whole days, with grief, regret, despair, and misery.



One evening her husband came home with an exultant air, holding a large envelope in his hand.

“Here’s something for you,” he said.

Swiftly she tore the paper and drew out a printed card on which were these words:


“The Minister of Education and Madame Ramponneau request the pleasure of the company of Monsieur and Madame Loisel at the Ministry on the evening of Monday, January the 18th.”



Instead of being delighted, as her husband hoped, she flung the invitation petulantly across the table, murmuring:

“What do you want me to do with this?”

“Why, darling, I thought you’d be pleased. You never go out, and this is a great occasion. I had tremendous trouble to get it. Everyone wants one; it’s very select, and very few go to the clerks. You’ll see all the really big people there.”

She looked at him out of furious eyes, and said impatiently:

“And what do you suppose I am to wear at such an affair?”

He had not thought about it; he stammered:

“Why, the dress you go to the theatre in. It looks very nice, to me.⁠ ⁠…”

He stopped, stupefied and utterly at a loss when he saw that his wife was beginning to cry. Two large tears ran slowly down from the corners of her eyes towards the corners of her mouth.

“What’s the matter with you? What’s the matter with you?” he faltered.

But with a violent effort she overcame her grief and replied in a calm voice, wiping her wet cheeks:

“Nothing. Only I haven’t a dress and so I can’t go to this party. Give your invitation to some friend of yours whose wife will be turned out better than I shall.”

He was heartbroken.

“Look here, Mathilde,” he persisted. “What would be the cost of a suitable dress, which you could use on other occasions as well, something very simple?”

She thought for several seconds, reckoning up prices and also wondering for how large a sum she could ask without bringing upon herself an immediate refusal and an exclamation of horror from the careful-minded clerk.

At last she replied with some hesitation:

“I don’t know exactly, but I think I could do it on four hundred francs.”

He grew slightly pale, for this was exactly the amount he had been saving for a gun, intending to get a little shooting next summer on the plain of Nanterre with some friends who went lark-shooting there on Sundays.

Nevertheless he said: “Very well. I’ll give you four hundred francs. But try and get a really nice dress with the money.”



The day of the party drew near, and Madame Loisel seemed sad, uneasy and anxious. Her dress was ready, however. One evening her husband said to her:

“What’s the matter with you? You’ve been very odd for the last three days.”

“I’m utterly miserable at not having any jewels, not a single stone, to wear,” she replied. “I shall look absolutely no one. I would almost rather not go to the party.”

“Wear flowers,” he said. “They’re very smart at this time of year. For ten francs you could get two or three gorgeous roses.”

She was not convinced.

“No⁠ ⁠… there’s nothing so humiliating as looking poor in the middle of a lot of rich women.”

“How stupid you are!” exclaimed her husband. “Go and see Madame Forestier and ask her to lend you some jewels. You know her quite well enough for that.”

She uttered a cry of delight.

“That’s true. I never thought of it.”

Next day she went to see her friend and told her her trouble.

Madame Forestier went to her dressing-table, took up a large box, brought it to Madame Loisel, opened it, and said:

“Choose, my dear.”

First she saw some bracelets, then a pearl necklace, then a Venetian cross in gold and gems, of exquisite workmanship. She tried the effect of the jewels before the mirror, hesitating, unable to make up her mind to leave them, to give them up. She kept on asking:

“Haven’t you anything else?”

“Yes. Look for yourself. I don’t know what you would like best.”

Suddenly she discovered, in a black satin case, a superb diamond necklace; her heart began to beat covetously. Her hands trembled as she lifted it. She fastened it round her neck, upon her high dress, and remained in ecstasy at sight of herself.

Then, with hesitation, she asked in anguish:

“Could you lend me this, just this alone?”

“Yes, of course.”

She flung herself on her friend’s breast, embraced her frenziedly, and went away with her treasure.



The day of the party arrived. Madame Loisel was a success. She was the prettiest woman present, elegant, graceful, smiling, and quite above herself with happiness. All the men stared at her, inquired her name, and asked to be introduced to her. All the undersecretaries of state were eager to waltz with her. The Minister noticed her.

She danced madly, ecstatically, drunk with pleasure, with no thought for anything, in the triumph of her beauty, in the pride of her success, in a cloud of happiness made up of this universal homage and admiration, of the desires she had aroused, of the completeness of a victory so dear to her feminine heart.

She left about four o’clock in the morning. Since midnight her husband had been dozing in a deserted little room, in company with three other men whose wives were having a good time.

He threw over her shoulders the garments he had brought for them to go home in, modest everyday clothes, whose poorness clashed with the beauty of the ball dress. She was conscious of this and was anxious to hurry away, so that she would not be noticed by the other women putting on their costly furs.

Loisel restrained her.

“Wait a little. You’ll catch cold in the open. I’m going to fetch a cab.”

But she did not listen to him and rapidly descended the staircase. When they were out in the street they could not find a cab; they began to look for one, shouting at the drivers whom they saw passing in the distance.

They walked down towards the Seine, desperate and shivering. At last they found on the quay one of those old night-prowling carriages which are only to be seen in Paris after dark, as though they were ashamed of their shabbiness in the daylight.

It brought them to their door in the Rue des Martyrs, and sadly they walked up to their own apartment. It was the end, for her. As for him, he was thinking that he must be at the office at ten.

She took off the garments in which she had wrapped her shoulders, so as to see herself in all her glory before the mirror. But suddenly she uttered a cry. The necklace was no longer round her neck!

“What’s the matter with you?” asked her husband, already half undressed.

She turned towards him in the utmost distress.

“I⁠ ⁠… I⁠ ⁠… I’ve no longer got Madame Forestier’s necklace.⁠ ⁠…”

He started with astonishment.

“What!⁠ ⁠… Impossible!”

They searched in the folds of her dress, in the folds of the coat, in the pockets, everywhere. They could not find it.

“Are you sure that you still had it on when you came away from the ball?” he asked.

“Yes, I touched it in the hall at the Ministry.”

“But if you had lost it in the street, we should have heard it fall.”

“Yes. Probably we should. Did you take the number of the cab?”

“No. You didn’t notice it, did you?”

“No.”

They stared at one another, dumbfounded. At last Loisel put on his clothes again.

“I’ll go over all the ground we walked,” he said, “and see if I can’t find it.”

And he went out. She remained in her evening clothes, lacking strength to get into bed, huddled on a chair, without volition or power of thought.

Her husband returned about seven. He had found nothing.

He went to the police station, to the newspapers, to offer a reward, to the cab companies, everywhere that a ray of hope impelled him.

She waited all day long, in the same state of bewilderment at this fearful catastrophe.

Loisel came home at night, his face lined and pale; he had discovered nothing.

“You must write to your friend,” he said, “and tell her that you’ve broken the clasp of her necklace and are getting it mended. That will give us time to look about us.”

She wrote at his dictation.



By the end of a week they had lost all hope.

Loisel, who had aged five years, declared:

“We must see about replacing the diamonds.”

Next day they took the box which had held the necklace and went to the jewellers whose name was inside. He consulted his books.

“It was not I who sold this necklace, madame; I must have merely supplied the clasp.”

Then they went from jeweller to jeweller, searching for another necklace like the first, consulting their memories, both ill with remorse and anguish of mind.

In a shop at the Palais-Royal they found a string of diamonds which seemed to them exactly like the one they were looking for. It was worth forty thousand francs. They were allowed to have it for thirty-six thousand.

They begged the jeweller not to sell it for three days. And they arranged matters on the understanding that it would be taken back for thirty-four thousand francs, if the first one were found before the end of February.

Loisel possessed eighteen thousand francs left to him by his father. He intended to borrow the rest.

He did borrow it, getting a thousand from one man, five hundred from another, five louis here, three louis there. He gave notes of hand, entered into ruinous agreements, did business with usurers and the whole race of moneylenders. He mortgaged the whole remaining years of his existence, risked his signature without even knowing if he could honour it, and, appalled at the agonising face of the future, at the black misery about to fall upon him, at the prospect of every possible physical privation and moral torture, he went to get the necklace and put down upon the jeweller’s counter thirty-six thousand francs.

When Madame Loisel took back the necklace to Madame Forestier, the latter said to her in a chilly voice: “You ought to have brought it back sooner; I might have needed it.”

She did not, as her friend had feared, open the case. If she had noticed the substitution, what would she have thought? What would she have said? Would she not have taken her for a thief?



Madame Loisel came to know the ghastly life of abject poverty. Right from the start she played her part heroically. This fearful debt must be paid off. She would pay it. The servant was under dismissed. They changed their apartment; they took a garret under the roof.

She came to know the heavy work of the house, the hateful duties of the kitchen. She washed the plates, wearing out her pink nails on the coarse pottery and the bottoms of pans. She washed the dirty linen, the shirts and dishcloths, and hung them out to dry on a string; every morning she took the dustbin down into the street and carried up the water, stopping on each landing to get her breath. And, clad like a poor woman, she went to the fruiterer, to the grocer, to the butcher, a basket on her arm, haggling, insulted, fighting for every wretched halfpenny of her money.

Every month notes had to be paid off, others to be renewed, time to be gained.

Her husband worked in the evenings at putting straight a merchant’s accounts, and often at night he did copying at twopence halfpenny a page.

And this life lasted ten years.

At the end of ten years everything was paid off, everything, the usurer’s charges and the accumulation of superimposed interest.

Madame Loisel looked old now. She had become like all the other strong, hard, coarse women of poor households. Her hair was badly done, her skirts were awry, her hands were red. She spoke in a shrill voice, and the water slopped all over the floor when she scrubbed it. But sometimes, when her husband was at the office, she sat down by the window and thought of that evening long ago, of the ball at which she had been so beautiful and so much admired.

What would have happened if she had never lost those jewels? Who knows? Who knows? How strange life is, how fickle! How little is needed to ruin or to save!



One Sunday, as she had gone for a walk along the Champs-Élysées to freshen herself after the labours of the week, she caught sight suddenly of a woman who was taking a child out for a walk. It was Madame Forestier, still young, still beautiful, still attractive.

Madame Loisel was conscious of some emotion. Should she speak to her? Yes, certainly. And now that she had paid, she would tell her all. Why not?

She went up to her.

“Good morning, Jeanne.”

The other did not recognise her, and was surprised at being thus familiarly addressed by a poor woman.

“But⁠ ⁠… madame⁠ ⁠…” she stammered. “I don’t know⁠ ⁠… you must be making a mistake.”

“No⁠ ⁠… I am Mathilde Loisel.”

Her friend uttered a cry.

“Oh!⁠ ⁠… my poor Mathilde, how you have changed!⁠ ⁠…”

“Yes, I’ve had some hard times since I saw you last; and many sorrows⁠ ⁠… and all on your account.”

“On my account!⁠ ⁠… How was that?”

“You remember the diamond necklace you lent me for the ball at the Ministry?”

“Yes. Well?”

“Well, I lost it.”

“How could you? Why, you brought it back.”

“I brought you another one just like it. And for the last ten years we have been paying for it. You realise it wasn’t easy for us; we had no money⁠ ⁠… Well, it’s paid for at last, and I’m mighty glad.”

Madame Forestier had halted.

“You say you bought a diamond necklace to replace mine?”

“Yes. You hadn’t noticed it? They were very much alike.”

And she smiled in proud and innocent happiness.

Madame Forestier, deeply moved, took her two hands.

“Oh, my poor Mathilde! But mine was imitation. It was worth at the very most only five hundred francs!⁠ ⁠…”



      Text from Standard Ebooks.

    

  
    
      Poem

      The World Is Too Much with Us

      William Wordsworth, 1807

      
        


18.







The world is too much with us; late and soon,
Getting and spending, we lay waste our powers:
Little we see in nature that is ours;
We have given our hearts away, a sordid boon!
This Sea that bares her bosom to the moon;
The Winds that will be howling at all hours
And are up-gathered now like sleeping flowers;
For this, for every thing, we are out of tune;
It moves us not— Great God! I'd rather be
A Pagan suckled in a creed outworn;
So might I, standing on this pleasant lea,
Have glimpses that would make me less forlorn
Have sight of Proteus coming from the sea;
Or hear old Triton blow his wreathed horn.








      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Essay

      The Whistle

      Benjamin Franklin, 1779

      
        
Passy, November 10, 1779

I received my dear friend’s two letters, one for Wednesday and one for Saturday. This is again Wednesday. I do not deserve one for to-day, because I have not answered the former. But, indolent as I am, and averse to writing, the fear of having no more of your pleasing epistles, if I do not contribute to the correspondence, obliges me to take up my pen; and as M. B. has kindly sent me word that he sets out to-morrow to see you, instead of spending this Wednesday evening, as I have long done its namesakes, in your delightful company, I sit down to spend it in thinking of you, in writing to you, and in reading over and over again your letters.

I am charmed with your description of Paradise, and with your plan of living there; and I approve much of your conclusion, that, in the meantime, we should draw all the good we can from this world. In my opinion we might all draw more good from it than we do, and suffer less evil, if we would but take care not to give too much for our whistles. For to me it seems that most of the unhappy people we meet with are become so by neglect of that caution.

You ask what I mean? You love stories, and will excuse my telling you one of myself.

When I was a child of seven years old, my friends, on a holiday, filled my little pocket with halfpence. I went directly to a shop where they sold toys for children; and being charmed with the sound of a whistle, that I met by the way in the hands of another boy, I voluntarily offered and gave all my money for it. When I came home, whistling all over the house, much pleased with my whistle, but disturbing all the family, my brothers, sisters, and cousins, understanding the bargain I had made, told me I had given four times as much for it as it was worth; put me in mind what good things I might have bought with the rest of the money; and laughed at me so much for my folly, that I cried with vexation; and the reflection gave me more chagrin than the whistle gave me pleasure.

This, however, was afterwards of use to me, the impression continuing on my mind; so that often, when I was tempted to buy some unnecessary thing, I said to myself, Do not give too much for the whistle; and I saved my money.

As I grew up, came into the world, and observed the actions of men, I thought I met with many, who gave too much for the whistle.

When I saw one too ambitious of court favor, sacrificing his time in attendance at levees, his repose, his liberty, his virtue, and perhaps his friend, to obtain it, I have said to myself, This man gives too much for his whistle.

When I saw another fond of popularity, constantly employing himself in political bustles, neglecting his own affairs, and ruining them by that neglect, He pays, says I, too much for his whistle.

If I knew a miser, who gave up every kind of comfortable living, all the pleasure of doing good to others, all the esteem of his fellow-citizens, and the joys of benevolent friendship, for the sake of accumulating wealth, Poor man, says I, you pay too much for your whistle.

When I met with a man of pleasure, sacrificing every laudable improvement of his mind, or of his fortune, to mere corporeal satisfactions, and ruining his health in their pursuit, Mistaken man, says I, you are providing pain for yourself, instead of pleasure; you pay too much for your whistle.

If I see one fond of appearance, or fine clothes, fine houses, fine furniture, fine equipages, all above his fortune, for which he contracts debts, and ends his career in a prison, Alas! says I, he has paid too much for his whistle.

When I saw a beautiful sweet-tempered girl married to an ill-natured brute of a husband, What a pity, says I, that she should pay so much for a whistle!

In short, I conceived that great part of the miseries of mankind were brought upon them by the false estimates they had made of the value of things, and by their giving too much for the whistle.

Yet I ought to have charity for these unhappy people, when I consider that, with all this wisdom of which I am boasting, there are certain things in the world so tempting, for example, the apples of King John, which happily are not to be bought; for if they were put to sale by auction, I might very easily be led to ruin myself in the purchase, and find that I had once more given too much for the whistle.

Adieu, my dearest friend, and believe me ever yours very sincerely and with unalterable affection.




      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Afterword

      Day Twenty-Three: Paying too much

      Maupassant knew the Loisels’ world from the inside. For most of his twenties he was a clerk, first at the Ministry of the Navy and then at the Ministry of Education, writing in his spare time under the eye of his mentor, Flaubert. Franklin’s “dear friend” was Madame Brillon, a gifted musician and his neighbour at Passy, outside Paris, where he was the American envoy, sent to win France’s help in the Revolutionary War. He wrote light pieces like this one to amuse her.

      So what was Mathilde’s whistle? Not the ball, perhaps. Franklin’s “reflection gave me more chagrin than the whistle gave me pleasure”, but ten years on she still sits by the window and thinks “of that evening long ago”, when she was so admired. The costly part was the letter the Loisels sent the next day, saying the clasp was being mended, rather than own up to a loss. An honest one would have cost them five hundred francs at most: a hundred more than her dress. Wordsworth would say she had paid long before she borrowed the necklace, in years of longing for things: “We have given our hearts away, a sordid boon!”

      Yet she ends smiling “in proud and innocent happiness”. The debt is paid, and she paid it. Did she give too much for her whistle, or did those ten years buy her something Franklin would count?

    

  
    
      Day Twenty-Four

      Animals

      24 minutes

      
        Story
        Tobermory
        Saki (H. H. Munro) · 11 minutes
        At an English country-house party, a guest announces that he has taught the host's cat to speak.
      

      
        Poem
        Snake
        D. H. Lawrence · 4 minutes
        A snake comes to the water-trough, and the poet throws a log at it.
      

      
        Essay
        My Friend the Pig
        W. H. Hudson · 9 minutes
        The great naturalist, raised on the pampas of Argentina, on the animal he thought the most intelligent of all, and one he got to know rather well.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      Tobermory

      Saki (H. H. Munro), 1909

      
        







 

Tobermory








IT was a chill, rain-washed afternoon of a late August day, that indefinite season when partridges are still in security or cold storage, and there is nothing to hunt—unless one is bounded on the north by the Bristol Channel, in which case one may lawfully gallop after fat red stags. Lady Blemley's house-party was not bounded on the north by the Bristol Channel, hence there was a full gathering of her guests round the tea-table on this particular afternoon. And, in spite of the blankness of the season and the triteness of the occasion, there was no trace in the company of that fatigued restlessness which means a dread of the pianola and a subdued hankering for auction bridge. The undisguised open-mouthed attention of the entire party was fixed on the homely negative personality of Mr. Cornelius Appin. Of all her guests, he was the one who had come to Lady Blemley with the vaguest reputation. Someone had said he was "clever," and he had got his invitation in the moderate expectation, on the part of his hostess, that some portion at least of his cleverness would be contributed to the general entertainment. Until tea-time that day she had been unable to discover in what direction, if any, his cleverness lay. He was neither a wit nor a croquet champion, a hypnotic force nor a begetter of amateur theatricals. Neither did his exterior suggest the sort of man in whom women are willing to pardon a generous measure of mental deficiency. He had subsided into mere Mr. Appin, and the Cornelius seemed a piece of transparent baptismal bluff. And now he was claiming to have launched on the world a discovery beside which the invention of gunpowder, of the printing-press, and of steam locomotion were inconsiderable trifles. Science had made bewildering strides in many directions during recent decades, but this thing seemed to belong to the domain of miracle rather than to scientific achievement. 

"And do you really ask us to believe," Sir Wilfrid was saying, "that you have discovered a means for instructing animals in the art of human speech, and that dear old Tobermory has proved your first successful pupil?" 


 "It is a problem at which I have worked for the last seventeen years," said Mr. Appin, "but only during the last eight or nine months have I been rewarded with glimmerings of success. Of course I have experimented with thousands of animals, but latterly only with cats, those wonderful creatures which have assimilated themselves so marvellously with our civilisation while retaining all their highly developed feral instincts. Here and there among cats one comes across an outstanding superior intellect, just as one does among the ruck of human beings, and when I made the acquaintance of Tobermory a week ago I saw at once that I was in contact with a 'Beyond-cat' of extraordinary intelligence. I had gone far along the road to success in recent experiments; with Tobermory, as you call him, I have reached the goal." 

Mr. Appin concluded his remarkable statement in a voice which he strove to divest of a triumphant inflection. No one said "rats," though Clovis's lips moved in a monosyllabic contortion which probably invoked those rodents of disbelief. 

"And do you mean to say," asked Miss Resker, after a slight pause, "that you have taught Tobermory to say and understand easy sentences of one syllable?" 

"My dear Miss Resker," said the wonder-worker patiently, "one teaches little children and savages and backward adults in that piece-meal fashion; when one has once solved the problem of making a beginning with an animal of highly developed intelligence one has no need for those halting methods. Tobermory can speak our language with perfect correctness." 

This time Clovis very distinctly said "Beyond-rats!" Sir Wilfrid was more polite, but equally sceptical. 

"Hadn't we better have the cat in and judge for ourselves?" suggested Lady Blemley. 

Sir Wilfrid went in search of the animal, and the company settled themselves down to the languid expectation of witnessing some more or less adroit drawing-room ventriloquism. 

In a minute Sir Wilfrid was back in the room, his face white beneath its tan and his eyes dilated with excitement. 

"By Gad, it's true!" 

His agitation was unmistakably genuine, and his hearers started forward in a thrill of awakened interest. 


 Collapsing into an armchair, he continued breathlessly: "I found him dozing in the smoking-room, and called out to him to come for his tea. He blinked at me in his usual way, and I said, 'Come on, Toby; don't keep us waiting'; and, by Gad! he drawled out in a most horribly natural voice that he'd come when he dashed well pleased! I nearly jumped out of my skin!" 

Appin had preached to absolutely incredulous hearers; Sir Wilfrid's statement carried instant conviction. A Babel-like chorus of startled exclamation arose, amid which the scientist sat mutely enjoying the first fruit of his stupendous discovery. 

In the midst of the clamour Tobermory entered the room and made his way with velvet tread and studied unconcern across to the group seated round the tea-table. 

A sudden hush of awkwardness and constraint fell on the company. Somehow there seemed an element of embarrassment in addressing on equal terms a domestic cat of acknowledged mental ability. 

"Will you have some milk, Tobermory?" asked Lady Blemley in a rather strained voice. 


 "I don't mind if I do," was the response, couched in a tone of even indifference. A shiver of suppressed excitement went through the listeners, and Lady Blemley might be excused for pouring out the saucerful of milk rather unsteadily. 

"I'm afraid I've spilt a good deal of it," she said apologetically. 

"After all, it's not my Axminster," was Tobermory's rejoinder. 

Another silence fell on the group, and then Miss Resker, in her best district-visitor manner, asked if the human language had been difficult to learn. Tobermory looked squarely at her for a moment and then fixed his gaze serenely on the middle distance. It was obvious that boring questions lay outside his scheme of life. 

"What do you think of human intelligence?" asked Mavis Pellington lamely. 

"Of whose intelligence in particular?" asked Tobermory coldly. 

"Oh, well, mine, for instance," said Mavis, with a feeble laugh. 

"You put me in an embarrassing position," said Tobermory, whose tone and attitude certainly did not suggest a shred of  embarrassment. "When your inclusion in this house-party was suggested Sir Wilfrid protested that you were the most brainless woman of his acquaintance, and that there was a wide distinction between hospitality and the care of the feeble-minded. Lady Blemley replied that your lack of brain-power was the precise quality which had earned you your invitation, as you were the only person she could think of who might be idiotic enough to buy their old car. You know, the one they call 'The Envy of Sisyphus,' because it goes quite nicely up-hill if you push it." 

Lady Blemley's protestations would have had greater effect if she had not casually suggested to Mavis only that morning that the car in question would be just the thing for her down at her Devonshire home. 

Major Barfield plunged in heavily to effect a diversion. 

"How about your carryings-on with the tortoiseshell puss up at the stables, eh?" 

The moment he had said it everyone realised the blunder. 

"One does not usually discuss these matters in public," said Tobermory frigidly. "From a slight observation of your ways since you've been in this house I should imagine you'd find it inconvenient if I were to shift the conversation on to your own little affairs." 

The panic which ensued was not confined to the Major. 

"Would you like to go and see if cook has got your dinner ready?" suggested Lady Blemley hurriedly, affecting to ignore the fact that it wanted at least two hours to Tobermory's dinner-time. 

"Thanks," said Tobermory, "not quite so soon after my tea. I don't want to die of indigestion." 

"Cats have nine lives, you know," said Sir Wilfrid heartily. 

"Possibly," answered Tobermory; "but only one liver." 

"Adelaide!" said Mrs. Cornett, "do you mean to encourage that cat to go out and gossip about us in the servants' hall?" 

The panic had indeed become general. A narrow ornamental balustrade ran in front of most of the bedroom windows at the Towers, and it was recalled with dismay that this had formed a favourite promenade for Tobermory at all hours, whence he could watch the pigeons—and heaven knew what else besides. If he intended to become reminiscent in his present outspoken strain the effect would be something more than disconcerting. Mrs. Cornett, who spent much time at her toilet table, and whose complexion was reputed to be of a nomadic though punctual disposition, looked as ill at ease as the Major. Miss Scrawen, who wrote fiercely sensuous poetry and led a blameless life, merely displayed irritation; if you are methodical and virtuous in private you don't necessarily want everyone to know it. Bertie van Tahn, who was so depraved at seventeen that he had long ago given up trying to be any worse, turned a dull shade of gardenia white, but he did not commit the error of dashing out of the room like Odo Finsberry, a young gentleman who was understood to be reading for the Church and who was possibly disturbed at the thought of scandals he might hear concerning other people. Clovis had the presence of mind to maintain a composed exterior; privately he was calculating how long it would take to procure a box of fancy mice through the agency of the "Exchange and Mart " as a species of hush-money. 

Even in a delicate situation like the present, Agnes Resker could not endure to remain too long in the background. 

"Why did I ever come down here?" she asked dramatically. 

Tobermory immediately accepted the opening. 

"Judging by what you said to Mrs. Cornett on the croquet-lawn yesterday, you were out for food. You described the Blemleys as the dullest people to stay with that you knew, but said they were clever enough to employ a first-rate cook; otherwise they'd find it difficult to get anyone to come down a second time." 

"There's not a word of truth in it! I appeal to Mrs. Cornett——" exclaimed the discomfited Agnes. 

"Mrs. Cornett repeated your remark afterwards to Bertie van Tahn," continued Tobermory, "and said, 'That woman is a regular Hunger Marcher; she'd go anywhere for four square meals a day,' and Bertie van Tahn said——" 

At this point the chronicle mercifully ceased. Tobermory had caught a glimpse of the big yellow Tom from the Rectory working his way through the shrubbery towards the stable wing. In a flash he had vanished through the open French window. 

With the disappearance of his too brilliant pupil Cornelius Appin found himself beset by a hurricane of bitter upbraiding, anxious inquiry, and frightened entreaty. The responsibility for the situation lay with him, and he must prevent matters from becoming worse. Could Tobermory impart his dangerous gift to other cats? was the first question he had to answer. It was possible, he replied, that he might have initiated his intimate friend the stable puss into his new accomplishment, but it was unlikely that his teaching could have taken a wider range as yet.

"Then," said Mrs. Cornett, "Tobermory may be a valuable cat and a great pet;  but I'm sure you'll agree, Adelaide, that both he and the stable cat must be done away with without delay." 

"You don't suppose I've enjoyed the last quarter of an hour, do you?" said Lady Blemley bitterly. "My husband and I are very fond of Tobermory—at least, we were before this horrible accomplishment was infused into him; but now, of course, the only thing is to have him destroyed as soon as possible." 


 "We can put some strychnine in the scraps he always gets at dinner-time," said Sir Wilfrid, "and I will go and drown the stable cat myself. The coachman will be very sore at losing his pet, but I'll say a very catching form of mange has broken out in both cats and we're afraid of it spreading to the kennels." 

"But my great discovery!" expostulated Mr. Appin; "after all my years of research and experiment——" 

"You can go and experiment on the shorthorns at the farm, who are under proper control," said Mrs. Cornett, "or the elephants at the Zoological Gardens. They're said to be highly intelligent, and they have this recommendation, that they don't come creeping about our bedrooms and under chairs, and so forth." 

An archangel ecstatically proclaiming the Millennium, and then finding that it clashed unpardonably with Henley and would have to be indefinitely postponed, could hardly have felt more crestfallen than Cornelius Appin at the reception of his wonderful achievement. Public opinion, however, was against him—in fact, had the general voice been consulted on the subject it is probable that a strong minority vote would have been in favour of including him in the strychnine diet. 

Defective train arrangements and a nervous desire to see matters brought to a finish prevented an immediate dispersal of the party, but dinner that evening was not a social success. Sir Wilfrid had had rather a trying time with the stable cat and subsequently with the coachman. Agnes Resker ostentatiously limited her repast to a morsel of dry toast, which she bit as though it were a personal enemy; while Mavis Pellington maintained a vindictive silence throughout the meal. Lady Blemley kept up a flow of what she hoped was conversation, but her attention was fixed on the doorway. A plateful of carefully dosed fish scraps was in readiness on the sideboard, but sweets and savoury and dessert went their way, and no Tobermory appeared either in the dining-room or kitchen. 

The sepulchral dinner was cheerful compared with the subsequent vigil in the smoking-room. Eating and drinking had at least supplied a distraction and cloak to the prevailing embarrassment. Bridge was out of the question in the general tension of nerves and tempers, and after Odo Finsberry had given a lugubrious rendering of "Melisande in the Wood" to a frigid audience music was tacitly avoided. At eleven the servants went to bed, announcing that the small window in the pantry had been left open as usual for Tobermory's private use. The guests read steadily through the current batch of magazines, and fell back gradually on the "Badminton Library" and bound volumes of "Punch." Lady Blemley made periodic visits to the pantry, returning each time with an expression of listless depression which forestalled questioning. 

At two o'clock Clovis broke the dominating silence. 

"He won't turn up to-night. He's probably in the local newspaper office at the present moment, dictating the first instalment of his reminiscences. Lady What's-her-name's book won't be in it. It will be the event of the day." 

Having made this contribution to the general cheerfulness, Clovis went to bed. At long intervals the various members of the house-party followed his example. 


 The servants taking round the early tea made a uniform announcement in reply to a uniform quesiton. Tobermory had not returned. 

Breakfast was, if anything, a more unpleasant function than dinner had been, but before its conclusion the situation was relieved. Tobermory's corpse was brought in from the shrubbery, where a gardener had just discovered it. From the bites on his throat and the yellow fur which coated his claws it was evident that he had fallen in unequal combat with the big Tom from the Rectory. 

By midday most of the guests had quitted the Towers, and after lunch Lady Blemley had sufficiently recovered her spirits to write an extremely nasty letter to the Rectory about the loss of her valuable pet. 

Tobermory had been Appin's one successful pupil, and he was destined to have no successor. A few weeks later an elephant in the Dresden Zoological Garden, which had shown no previous signs of irritability, broke loose and killed an Englishman who had apparently been teasing it. The victim's name was variously reported in the papers as Oppin and Eppelin, but his front name was faithfully rendered Cornelius.

"If he was trying German irregular verbs on the poor beast," said Clovis, "he deserved all he got." 






      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Poem

      Snake

      D. H. Lawrence, 1923

      
        
A snake came to my water-trough

On a hot, hot day, and I in pajamas for the heat,

To drink there.



In the deep, strange-scented shade of the great dark carob-tree

I came down the steps with my pitcher

And must wait, must stand and wait, for there he was at the

     through before me.



He reached down from a fissure in the earth-wall in the gloom

And trailed his yellow-brown slackness soft-bellied down, over

     the edge of the stone trough

And rested his throat upon the stone bottom,

And where the water had dripped from the tap, in a small

     clearness,

He sipped with his straight mouth,

Softly drank though his straight gums, into his slack long body,

Silently.



Someone was before me at my water-trough,

And I, like a second comer, waiting.



He lifted his head from his drinking, as cattle do,

And looked at me vaguely, as drinking cattle do,

And flickered his two-forked tongue from his lips, and mused

      a moment,



And stooped and drank a little more,

Being earth-brown, earth-golden from hte burning bowels of

     the earth

On the day of Sicilian July, with Etna smoking.



The voice of my education said to me 

He must be killed,

For in Sicily the black, black snakes are innocent, the gold are 

     venomous.



And voices in me said, If you were a man

You would take a stick and break him now, and finish him off.



But must I confess how I liked him,

How glad I was he had come like a guest in quiet, to drink at

     my water-trough

And depart peaceful, pacified and thankless,

Into the burning bowels of this earth?



Was it cowardice, that I dared not kill him?

Was it perversity, that I longed to talk to him?

Was it humility, to feel so honored?

I felt so honored.



And yet those voices:

If you were not afraid, you would kill him!



And truly I was afraid, I was most afraid,

But even so, honored still more

That he should seek my hospitality

From out the dark door of the secret earth.



He drank enough

And lifted his head, dreamily, as one who has drunken,

And flickered his tongue like a forked night on the air, so black;

Seeming to lick his lips,

And looked around like a god, unseeing, into the air,

And slowly turned his head,

And slowly, very slowly, as if thrice adream,

Proceeded to draw his slow length curving round

And climeb again the broken bank of my wall-face.



And as he put his head into that dreadful hole,

And as he slowly drew up, snake-easing his shoulders, and

     entered farther,

A sort of horror, a sort of protest against his withdrawing into

     that horrid black hole,

Deliberately going into the blackness, and slowly drawing him-

     self after,

Overcame me now his back was turned.



I looked round, I put down my pitcher,

I picked up a clumsy log

And threw it at the water-trough with a clatter.



I think it did not hit him,

But suddenly that part of him that was left behind convulsed

     in undignified haste,

Writhed like lightning, and was gone

Into the black hole, the earth-lipped fissure in the wall front,

At which, in the intense still noon, I stared with fascination.



And immediately I regretted it.

I thought how paltry, how vulgar, what a mean act!

I despised myself and the voices of my accursed human edu-

     cation.



And I thought of the albatross

And I wished he would come back, my snake.



For he seemed to me again like a king,

Like a king in exile, uncrowned in the underworld,

Now due to be crowned again.



And so, I missed my chance with one of the lords

Of life.

And I have something to expiate;

A pettiness.





      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Essay

      My Friend the Pig

      W. H. Hudson, 1919

      
























































Is there a man among us who on running through
a list of his friends is unable to say that there is
one among them who is a perfect pig? I think
not; and if any reader says that he has no such
an one for the simple reason that he would not and
could not make a friend of a perfect pig, I shall
maintain that he is mistaken, that if he goes over
the list a second time and a little more carefully,
he will find in it not only a pig, but a sheep, a cow,
a fox, a cat, a stoat, and even a perfect toad.

But all this is a question I am not concerned
with, seeing that the pig I wish to write about is
a real one—a four-footed beast with parted hoofs.
I have a friendly feeling towards pigs generally,
and consider them the most intelligent of beasts, not
excepting the elephant and the anthropoid ape—the
dog is not to be mentioned in this connection.
I also like his disposition and attitude towards
all other creatures, especially man. He is not
suspicious, or shrinkingly submissive, like horses,
cattle, and sheep; nor an impudent devil-may-care
like the goat; nor hostile like the goose; nor
condescending like the cat; nor a flattering parasite
like the dog. He views us from a totally different,
a sort of democratic, standpoint as fellow-citizens
and brothers, and takes it for granted, or grunted,
that we understand his language, and without
servility or insolence he has a natural, pleasant,
camerados-all or hail-fellow-well-met air with us.

It may come as a shock to some of my readers
when I add that I like him, too, in the form of
rashers on the breakfast-table; and this I say
with a purpose on account of much wild and idle
talk one hears on this question even from one’s
dearest friends—the insincere horror expressed and
denunciation of the revolting custom of eating our
fellow-mortals. The other day a lady of my
acquaintance told me that she went to call on
some people who lived a good distance from her
house, and was obliged to stay to luncheon. This
consisted mainly of roast pork, and as if that was
not enough, her host, when helping her, actually
asked if she was fond of a dreadful thing called the
crackling!

It is a common pose; but it is also something
more, since we find it mostly in persons who are
frequently in bad health and are restricted to a low
diet; naturally at such times vegetarianism appeals
to them. As their health improves they think less
of their fellow-mortals. A little chicken broth is
found uplifting; then follows the inevitable sole,
then calves’ brains, then a sweetbread, then a
partridge, and so on, progressively, until they are
once more able to enjoy their salmon or turbot,
veal and lamb cutlets, fat capons, turkeys and
geese, sirloins of beef, and, finally, roast pig.
That’s the limit; we have outgrown cannibalism,
and are not keen about haggis, though it is still
eaten by the wild tribes inhabiting the northern
portion of our island. All this should serve to
teach vegetarians not to be in a hurry. Thoreau’s
“handful of rice” is not sufficient for us, and not
good enough yet. It will take long years and
centuries of years before the wolf with blood on
his iron jaws can be changed into the white innocent
lamb that nourishes itself on grass.

Let us now return to my friend the pig. He
inhabited a stye at the far end of the back garden
of a cottage or small farmhouse in a lonely little
village in the Wiltshire downs where I was staying.
Close to the stye was a gate opening into a long
green field, shut in by high hedges, where two or
three horses and four or five cows were usually
grazing. These beasts, not knowing my sentiments,
looked askance at me and moved away when I first
began to visit them, but when they made the
discovery that I generally had apples and lumps
of sugar in my coat pockets they all at once became
excessively friendly and followed me about, and
would put their heads in my way to be scratched,
and licked my hands with their rough tongues to
show that they liked me. Every time I visited the
cows and horses I had to pause beside the pig-pen
to open the gate into the field; and invariably the
pig would get up and coming towards me salute me
with a friendly grunt. And I would pretend not to
hear or see, for it made me sick to look at his pen
in which he stood belly-deep in the fetid mire, and
it made me ashamed to think that so intelligent
and good-tempered an animal, so profitable to man,
should be kept in such abominable conditions. Oh,
poor beast, excuse me, but I’m in a hurry and have
no time to return your greeting or even to look
at you!

In this village, as in most of the villages in all
this agricultural and pastoral county of Wiltshire,
there is a pig-club, and many of the cottagers keep
a pig; they think and talk a great deal about their
pigs, and have a grand pig-day gathering and
dinner, with singing and even dancing to follow,
once a year. And no wonder that this is so, considering
what they get out of the pig; yet in any
village you will find it kept in this same unspeakable
condition. It is not from indolence nor
because they take pleasure in seeing their pig
unhappy before killing him or sending him away
to be killed, but because they cherish the belief
that the filthier the state in which they keep their
pig the better the pork will be! I have met even
large prosperous farmers, many of them, who
cling to this delusion. One can imagine a conversation
between one of these Wiltshire pig-keepers
and a Danish farmer. “Yes,” the visitor would
say, “we too had the same notion at one time, and
thought it right to keep our pigs as you do; but
that was a long time back, when English and
Danes were practically one people, seeing that
Canute was king of both countries. We have since
then adopted a different system; we now believe,
and the results prove that we are in the right way,
that it is best to consider the animal’s nature and
habits and wants, and to make the artificial conditions
imposed on him as little oppressive as may
be. It is true that in a state of nature the hog
loves to go into pools and wallow in the mire, just
as stags, buffaloes, and many other beasts do,
especially in the dog-days when the flies are most
troublesome. But the swine, like the stag, is a
forest animal, and does not love filth for its own
sake, nor to be left in a miry pen, and though not
as fastidious as a cat about his coat, he is naturally
as clean as any other forest creature.”

Here I may add that in scores of cases when I
have asked a cottager why he didn’t keep a pig,
his answer has been that he would gladly do so, but
for the sanitary inspectors, who would soon order
him to get rid of it, or remove it to a distance on
account of the offensive smell. It is probable that
if it could be got out of the cottager’s mind that
there must need be an offensive smell, the number
of pigs fattened in the villages would be trebled.

I hope now after all these digressions I shall be
able to go on with the history of my friend the
pig. One morning as I passed the pen he grunted—spoke,
I may say—in such a pleasant friendly
way that I had to stop and return his greeting;
then, taking an apple from my pocket, I placed it
in his trough. He turned it over with his snout,
then looked up and said something like “Thank-you”
in a series of gentle grunts. Then he bit
off and ate a small piece, then another small bite,
and eventually taking what was left in his mouth
he finished eating it. After that he always expected
me to stay a minute and speak to him when I went
to the field; I knew it from his way of greeting
me, and on such occasions I gave him an apple.
But he never ate it greedily: he appeared more
inclined to talk than to eat, until by degrees I
came to understand what he was saying. What
he said was that he appreciated my kind intentions
in giving him apples. But, he went on, to tell the
real truth, it is not a fruit I am particularly fond
of, I am familiar with its taste as they sometimes
give me apples, usually the small unripe or bad
ones that fall from the trees. However, I don’t
actually dislike them. I get skim milk and am
rather fond of it; then a bucket of mash, which is
good enough for hunger; but what I enjoy most is
a cabbage, only I don’t get one very often now. I
sometimes think that if they would let me out of
this muddy pen to ramble like the sheep and other
beasts in the field or on the downs I should be able
to pick up a number of morsels which would taste
better than anything they give me. Apart from
the subject of food I hope you won’t mind my
telling you that I’m rather fond of being scratched
on the back.

So I scratched him vigorously with my stick,
and made him wriggle his body and wink and
blink and smile delightedly all over his face. Then
I said to myself: “Now what the juice can I do
more to please him?” For though under sentence
of death, he had done no wrong, but was a good,
honest-hearted fellow-mortal, so that I felt bound
to do something to make the miry remnant of his
existence a little less miserable.

I think it was the word juice I had just used—for
that was how I pronounced it to make it less
like a swear-word—that gave me an inspiration.
In the garden, a few yards back from the pen,
there was a large clump of old elder-trees, now
overloaded with ripening fruit—the biggest clusters
I had ever seen. Going to the trees I selected and
cut the finest bunch I could find, as big round as
my cap, and weighing over a pound. This I deposited
in his trough and invited him to try it.
He sniffed at it a little doubtfully, and looked at
me and made a remark or two, then nibbled at the
edge of the cluster, taking a few berries into his
mouth, and holding them some time before he
ventured to crush them. At length he did venture,
then looked at me again and made more remarks,
“Queer fruit this! Never tasted anything quite
like it before, but I really can’t say yet whether I
like it or not.”

Then he took another bite, then more bites,
looking up at me and saying something between
the bites, till, little by little, he had consumed the
whole bunch; then turning round, he went back
to his bed with a little grunt to say that I was now
at liberty to go on to the cows and horses.

However, on the following morning he hailed my
approach in such a lively manner, with such a note
of expectancy in his voice, that I concluded he had
been thinking a great deal about elder-berries, and
was anxious to have another go at them. Accordingly
I cut him another bunch, which he quickly
consumed, making little exclamations the while—“Thank
you, thank you, very good—very good
indeed!” It was a new sensation in his life, and
made him very happy, and was almost as good as
a day of liberty in the fields and meadows and on
the open green downs.

From that time I visited him two or three times
a day to give him huge clusters of elder-berries.
There were plenty for the starlings as well; the
clusters on those trees would have filled a cart.

Then one morning I heard an indignant scream
from the garden, and peeping out saw my friend, the
pig, bound hand and foot, being lifted by a dealer
into his cart with the assistance of the farmer.

“Good-bye, old boy!” said I as the cart drove
off; and I thought that by and by, in a month or
two, if several persons discovered a peculiar and
fascinating flavour in their morning rasher, it
would be due to the elder-berries I had supplied to
my friend the pig, which had gladdened his heart
for a week or two before receiving his quietus.










      Text from Project Gutenberg.

    

  
    
      Afterword

      Day Twenty-Four: Animals

      All three animals find a voice. Tobermory talks, the pig says “something like ‘Thank-you’ in a series of gentle grunts”, and Lawrence “longed to talk to him”. And all three are marked for death. Tobermory has had the run of the balustrade outside the guests’ bedrooms, so out comes the strychnine. Lawrence’s “voice of my education” says “He must be killed”, and though he feels “so honored” by his guest, he throws the log. Hudson’s pig is “under sentence of death”, though “he had done no wrong”, and Hudson, who is fond of him, is fond of rashers too.

      Only Lawrence is sorry. “I thought of the albatross”: in Coleridge’s Rime of the Ancient Mariner, a sailor shoots the albatross that has followed his ship, his shipmates hang the dead bird round his neck, and ever after he is driven to tell the story to strangers. Lady Blemley’s grief runs to “an extremely nasty letter to the Rectory about the loss of her valuable pet”.

      Hudson grew up on the pampas of Argentina and came to England only in his thirties. When he died, in 1922, his friends made a bird sanctuary in his memory in Hyde Park, with a stone carving by Jacob Epstein of Rima, the forest girl of his novel Green Mansions. It caused an outcry, and it is still there.

    

  
    
      Day Twenty-Five

      Rome

      8 minutes

      
        Story
        The Widow of Ephesus
        Petronius · 4 minutes
        The oldest story here that still reads like a modern one, told by a passenger to pass the time at sea.
      

      
        Poem
        Let Us Live, My Lesbia (Catullus 5)
        Catullus · 1 minute
        "Give me a thousand kisses": the Roman original of every carpe diem love poem.
      

      
        Essay
        The Speech of Calgacus (Agricola, 30–32)
        Tacitus · 4 minutes
        A Roman historian gives the enemy the best lines: a British chief, before the last battle of the conquest of Britain, on what Rome really brings. "They make a solitude and call it peace."
      

    

  
    
      Story

      The Widow of Ephesus

      Petronius, translated by W. C. Firebaugh, c. 60

      
      “There was a certain married lady at Ephesus, once upon a time, so noted
      for her chastity that she even drew women from the neighboring states to
      come to gaze upon her! When she carried out her husband she was by no
      means content to comply with the conventional custom and follow the
      funeral cortege with her hair down, beating her naked breast in sight of
      the onlookers! She followed the corpse, even into the tomb; and when the
      body had been placed in the vault, in accordance with the Greek custom,
      she began to stand vigil over it, weeping day and night! Neither parents
      nor relations could divert her from punishing herself in this manner and
      from bringing on death by starvation. The magistrates, the last resort,
      were rebuffed and went away, and the lady, mourned by all as an unusual
      example, dragged through the fifth day without nourishment. A most
      faithful maid was in attendance upon the poor woman; she either wept in
      company with the afflicted one or replenished the lamp which was placed in
      the vault, as the occasion required. Throughout the whole city there was
      but one opinion, men of every calling agreed that here shone the one
      solitary example of chastity and of love! In the meantime the governor of
      the province had ordered some robbers crucified near the little vault in
      which the lady was bewailing her recent loss. On the following night, a
      soldier who was standing guard over the crosses for fear someone might
      drag down one of the bodies for burial, saw a light shining brightly among
      the tombs, and heard the sobs of someone grieving. A weakness common to
      mankind made him curious to know who was there and what was going on, so
      he descended into the tomb and, catching sight of a most beautiful woman,
      he stood still, afraid at first that it was some apparition or spirit from
      the infernal regions; but he finally comprehended the true state of
      affairs as his eye took in the corpse lying there, and as he noted the
      tears and the face lacerated by the finger-nails, he understood that the
      lady was unable to endure the loss of the dear departed. He then brought
      his own scanty ration into the vault and exhorted the sobbing mourner not
      to persevere in useless grief, or rend her bosom with unavailing sobs; the
      same end awaited us all, the same last resting place: and other platitudes
      by which anguished minds are recalled to sanity. But oblivious to
      sympathy, she beat and lacerated her bosom more vehemently than before
      and, tearing out her hair, she strewed it upon the breast of the corpse.
      Notwithstanding this, the soldier would not leave off, but persisted in
      exhorting the unfortunate lady to eat, until the maid, seduced by the
      smell of the wine, I suppose, was herself overcome and stretched out her
      hand to receive the bounty of their host. Refreshed by food and drink, she
      then began to attack the obstinacy of her mistress. ‘What good will it do
      you to die of hunger?’ she asked, ‘or to bury yourself alive’? Or to
      surrender an uncondemned spirit before the fates demand it? ‘Think you the
      ashes or sepultured dead can feel aught of thy woe! Would you recall the
      dead from the reluctant fates? Why not shake off this womanish weakness
      and enjoy the blessings of light while you can? The very corpse lying
      there ought to convince you that your duty is to live!’ When pressed to
      eat or to live, no one listens unwillingly, and the lady, thirsty after an
      abstinence of several days, finally permitted her obstinacy to be
      overcome; nor did she take her fill of nourishment with less avidity than
      had the maid who had surrendered first.” 











      CHAPTER THE ONE HUNDRED AND TWELFTH.
    


      “But to make a long story short, you know the temptations that beset a
      full stomach: the soldier laid siege to her virtue with the selfsame
      blandishments by which he had persuaded her that she ought to live. Nor,
      to her modest eye, did the young man seem uncouth or wanting in address.
      The maid pled in his behalf and kept repeating:
    




 Why will you fight with a passion that to you is pleasure, 

        Remembering not in whose lands you are taking your leisure?
      





      “But why should I keep you longer in suspense? The lady observed the same
      abstinence when it came to this part of her body, and the victorious
      soldier won both of his objectives; so they lay together, not only that
      night, in which they pledged their vows, but also the next, and even the
      third, shutting the doors of the vault, of course, so that anyone,
      acquaintance or stranger, coming to the tomb, would be convinced that this
      most virtuous of wives had expired upon the body of her husband. As for
      the soldier, so delighted was he with the beauty of his mistress and the
      secrecy of the intrigue, that he purchased all the delicacies his pay
      permitted and smuggled them into the vault as soon as darkness fell.
      Meanwhile, the parents of one of the crucified criminals, observing the
      laxness of the watch, dragged the hanging corpse down at night and
      performed the last rite. The soldier was hoodwinked while absent from his
      post of duty, and when on the following day he caught sight of one of the
      crosses without its corpse, he was in terror of punishment and explained
      to the lady what had taken place: He would await no sentence of
      court-martial, but would punish his neglect of duty with his own sword!
      Let her prepare a place for one about to die, let that fatal vault serve
      both the lover and the husband! ‘Not that,’ cried out the lady, no less
      merciful than chaste, ‘the gods forbid that I should look at the same time
      upon the corpses of the two men dearest to me; I would rather hang the
      dead than slay the living!’ So saying, she gave orders for the body of her
      husband to be lifted out of the coffin and fastened upon the vacant cross!
      The soldier availed himself of the expedient suggested by this very
      ingenious lady and next day everyone wondered how a dead man had found his
      way to the cross!” 





























      Text from Project Gutenberg. Told within the Satyricon (§111–112), and anthologised alone since antiquity.

    

  
    
      Poem

      Let Us Live, My Lesbia (Catullus 5)

      Catullus, translated by Edward Shepherd Creasy, c. 60 BC

      
        


TO LESBIA.

FROM CATULLUS.


"Vivamus, mea Lesbia, atque amemus."




My Lesbia, let us live and love:
And should th' ill-natured old reprove,
Oh let not that our spirits move!


The sun that sets, again will rise;
But we, when life's short daylight dies, 
In endless night must close our eyes.


Kiss me a hundred thousand times,
Another hundred thousand times,
And a third hundred thousand times.


Then, after many million kisses,
 The reckoning we'll confuse with more;
Lest any envy us our blisses,
 On counting up the joyous score.








      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Essay

      The Speech of Calgacus (Agricola, 30–32)

      Tacitus, translated by Alfred John Church and William Jackson Brodribb, c. 98

      Rome invaded Britain in AD 43 and spent forty years pushing north. In AD 83 or 84 the governor, Agricola, the historian Tacitus's father-in-law, brought the last free tribes of Caledonia (now Scotland) to battle at a place called Mons Graupius. Tacitus, who wrote his father-in-law's life, imagines what the Caledonian leader said to his army before it.

      
        

"Whenever I consider the origin of this war and the necessities of our position, I have a sure confidence that this day, and this union of yours, will be the beginning of freedom to the whole of Britain. To all of us slavery is a thing unknown; there are no lands beyond us, and even the sea is not safe, menaced as we are by a Roman fleet. And thus in war and battle, in which the brave find glory, even the coward will find safety. Former contests, in which, with varying fortune, the Romans were resisted, still left in us a last hope of succour, inasmuch as being the most renowned nation of Britain, dwelling in the very heart of the country, and out of sight of the shores of the conquered, we could keep even our eyes unpolluted by the contagion of slavery. To us who dwell on the uttermost confines of the earth and of freedom, this remote sanctuary of Britain's glory has up to this time been a defence. Now, however, the furthest limits of Britain are thrown open, and the unknown always passes for the marvellous. But there are no tribes beyond us, nothing indeed but waves and rocks, and the yet more terrible Romans, from whose oppression escape is vainly sought by obedience and submission. Robbers of the world, having by their universal plunder exhausted the land, they rifle the deep. If the enemy be rich, they are rapacious; if he be poor, they lust for dominion; neither the east nor the west has been able to satisfy them. Alone among men they covet with equal eagerness poverty and riches. To robbery, slaughter, plunder, they give the lying name of empire; they make a solitude and call it peace. 


"Nature has willed that every man's children and kindred should be his dearest objects. Yet these are torn from us by conscriptions to be slaves elsewhere. Our wives and our sisters, even though they may escape violation from the enemy, are dishonoured under the names of friendship and hospitality. Our goods and fortunes they collect for their tribute, our harvests for their granaries. Our very hands and bodies, under the lash and in the midst of insult, are worn down by the toil of clearing forests and morasses. Creatures born to slavery are sold once for all, and are, moreover, fed by their masters; but Britain is daily purchasing, is daily feeding, her own enslaved people. And as in a household the last comer among the slaves is always the butt of his companions, so we in a world long used to slavery, as the newest and the most contemptible, are marked out for destruction. We have neither fruitful plains, nor mines, nor harbours, for the working of which we may be spared. Valour, too, and high spirit in subjects, are offensive to rulers; besides, remoteness and seclusion, while they give safety, provoke suspicion. Since then you cannot hope for quarter, take courage, I beseech you, whether it be safety or renown that you hold most precious. Under a woman's leadership the Brigantes were able to burn a colony, to storm a camp, and had not success ended in supineness, might have thrown off the yoke. Let us, then, a fresh and unconquered people, never likely to abuse our freedom, show forthwith at the very first onset what heroes Caledonia has in reserve. 


"Do you suppose that the Romans will be as brave in war as they are licentious in peace? To our strifes and discords they owe their fame, and they turn the errors of an enemy to the renown of their own army, an army which, composed as it is of every variety of nations, is held together by success and will be broken up by disaster. These Gauls and Germans, and, I blush to say, these numerous Britons, who, though they lend their lives to support a stranger's rule, have been its enemies longer than its subjects, you cannot imagine to be bound by fidelity and affection. Fear and terror there certainly are, feeble bonds of attachment; remove them, and those who have ceased to fear will begin to hate. All the incentives to victory are on our side. The Romans have no wives to kindle their courage; no parents to taunt them with flight; many have either no country or one far away. Few in number, dismayed by their ignorance, looking around upon a sky, a sea, and forests which are all unfamiliar to them; hemmed in, as it were, and enmeshed, the gods have delivered them into our hands. Be not frightened by idle display, by the glitter of gold and of silver, which can neither protect nor wound. In the very ranks of the enemy we shall find our own forces. Britons will acknowledge their own cause; Gauls will remember past freedom; the other Germans will abandon them, as but lately did the Usipii. Behind them there is nothing to dread. The forts are ungarrisoned; the colonies in the hands of aged men; what with disloyal subjects and oppressive rulers, the towns are ill-affected and rife with discord. On the one side you have a general and an army; on the other, tribute, the mines, and all the other penalties of an enslaved people. Whether you endure these for ever, or instantly avenge them, this field is to decide. Think, therefore, as you advance to battle, at once of your ancestors and of your posterity." 




      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Afterword

      Day Twenty-Five: Rome

      The maid who talks her mistress back to life sounds like Catullus. She urges her to “enjoy the blessings of light while you can”, and Catullus tells Lesbia the same: the sun will rise again, “But we, when life’s short daylight dies, / In endless night must close our eyes.” Her best lines are borrowed, though. “Think you the ashes or sepultured dead can feel aught of thy woe” and “Why will you fight with a passion that to you is pleasure” come from Virgil’s Aeneid, where Queen Dido’s sister talks her, a widow sworn to her dead husband, into loving Aeneas. It ends with Dido on a funeral pyre.

      Tacitus doesn’t pretend Calgacus won. Agricola held his legions back and fought with auxiliaries, Batavians and Tungrians from the Low Countries: the kind of men Calgacus expected to change sides. By Tacitus’s count about ten thousand Caledonians died, and 360 of Agricola’s men. The next day, he writes, there was silence everywhere, the hills deserted, houses smoking in the distance.

      Most scholars think the story’s author is the Petronius whose death Tacitus describes: Nero’s arbiter of elegance, the judge of taste at court. When Nero turned against him, he cut his veins, bound them up and opened them again at leisure, listening to friends recite light verse. Before he died he wrote out Nero’s debaucheries, with the names of his partners, and sent the list, sealed, to the emperor.

    

  
    
      Day Twenty-Six

      Night walks

      30 minutes

      
        Story
        Wakefield
        Nathaniel Hawthorne · 14 minutes
        A man steps out of his marriage and lives on the next street for twenty years; Borges called it one of the best stories ever written.
      

      
        Poem
        Acquainted with the Night
        Robert Frost · 1 minute
        Frost's terza-rima sonnet of a man walking city streets alone at night.
      

      
        Essay
        Night Walks
        Charles Dickens · 15 minutes
        Dickens, unable to sleep, walks London from midnight to dawn; the founding text of night-time city writing.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      Wakefield

      Nathaniel Hawthorne, 1835

      
        






WAKEFIELD.






In some old magazine or newspaper, I recollect a story, told as truth, of a man—let us call him Wakefield—who absented himself for a long time from his wife. The fact, thus abstractedly stated, is not very uncommon, nor—without a proper distinction of circumstances—to be condemned either as naughty or nonsensical. Howbeit, this, though far from the most aggravated, is perhaps the strangest instance, on record, of marital delinquency; and, moreover, as remarkable a freak as may be found in the whole list of human oddities. The wedded couple lived in London. The man, under pretence of going a journey, took lodgings in the next street to his own house, and there, unheard of by his wife or friends, and without the shadow of a reason for such self-banishment, dwelt upwards of twenty years. During that period, he beheld his home every day, and frequently the forlorn Mrs. Wakefield. And after so great a gap in his matrimonial felicity—when his death was reckoned certain, his estate settled, his name dismissed from memory, and his wife, long, long ago, resigned to her autumnal widowhood—he entered the door one evening, quietly, as from a day's absence, and became a loving spouse till death.

This outline is all that I remember. But the incident, though of the purest originality, unexampled, and probably never to be repeated, is one, I think, which appeals to the general sympathies of mankind. We know, each for himself, that none of us would perpetrate such a folly, yet feel as if some other might. To my own contemplations, at least, it has often recurred, always exciting wonder, but with a sense that the story must be true, and a conception of its hero's character. Whenever any subject so forcibly affects the mind, time is well spent in thinking of it. If the reader choose, let him do his own meditation; or if he prefer to ramble with me through the twenty years of Wakefield's vagary, I bid him welcome; trusting that there will be a pervading spirit and a moral, even should we fail to find them, done up neatly, and condensed into the final sentence. Thought has always its efficacy, and every striking incident its moral.

What sort of a man was Wakefield? We are free to shape out our own idea, and call it by his name. He was now in the meridian of life; his matrimonial affections, never violent, were sobered into a calm, habitual sentiment; of all husbands, he was likely to be the most constant, because a certain sluggishness would keep his heart at rest, wherever it might be placed. He was intellectual, but not actively so; his mind occupied itself in long and lazy musings, that tended to no purpose, or had not vigor to attain it; his thoughts were seldom so energetic as to seize hold of words. Imagination, in the proper meaning of the term, made no part of Wakefield's gifts. With a cold, but not depraved nor wandering heart, and a mind never feverish with riotous thoughts, nor perplexed with originality, who could have anticipated, that our friend would entitle himself to a foremost place among the doers of eccentric deeds? Had his acquaintances been asked, who was the man in London, the surest to perform nothing today which should be remembered on the morrow, they would have thought of Wakefield. Only the wife of his bosom might have hesitated. She, without having analyzed his character, was partly aware of a quiet selfishness, that had rusted into his inactive mind—of a peculiar sort of vanity, the most uneasy attribute about him—of a disposition to craft, which had seldom produced more positive effects than the keeping of petty secrets, hardly worth revealing—and, lastly, of what she called a little strangeness, sometimes, in the good man. This latter quality is indefinable, and perhaps non-existent.

Let us now imagine Wakefield bidding adieu to his wife. It is the dusk of an October evening. His equipment is a drab greatcoat, a hat covered with an oilcloth, top-boots, an umbrella in one hand and a small portmanteau in the other. He has informed Mrs. Wakefield that he is to take the night-coach into the country. She would fain inquire the length of his journey, its object, and the probable time of his return; but, indulgent to his harmless love of mystery, interrogates him only by a look. He tells her not to expect him positively by the return coach, nor to be alarmed should he tarry three or four days; but, at all events, to look for him at supper on Friday evening. Wakefield himself, be it considered, has no suspicion of what is before him. He holds out his hand; she gives her own, and meets his parting kiss, in the matter-of-course way of a ten years' matrimony; and forth goes the middle-aged Mr. Wakefield, almost resolved to perplex his good lady by a whole week's absence. After the door has closed behind him, she perceives it thrust partly open, and a vision of her husband's face, through the aperture, smiling on her, and gone in a moment. For the time, this little incident is dismissed without a thought. But, long afterwards, when she has been more years a widow than a wife, that smile recurs, and flickers across all her reminiscences of Wakefield's visage. In her many musings, she surrounds the original smile with a multitude of fantasies, which make it strange and awful; as, for instance, if she imagines him in a coffin, that parting look is frozen on his pale features; or, if she dreams of him in Heaven, still his blessed spirit wears a quiet and crafty smile. Yet, for its sake, when all others have given him up for dead, she sometimes doubts whether she is a widow.

But, our business is with the husband. We must hurry after him, along the street, ere he lose his individuality, and melt into the great mass of London life. It would be vain searching for him there. Let us follow close at his heels, therefore, until, after several superfluous turns and doublings, we find him comfortably established by the fireside of a small apartment, previously bespoken. He is in the next street to his own, and at his journey's end. He can scarcely trust his good fortune, in having got thither unperceived—recollecting that, at one time, he was delayed by the throng, in the very focus of a lighted lantern; and, again, there were footsteps, that seemed to tread behind his own, distinct from the multitudinous tramp around him; and, anon, he heard a voice shouting afar, and fancied that it called his name. Doubtless, a dozen busybodies had been watching him, and told his wife the whole affair. Poor Wakefield! Little knowest thou thine own insignificance in this great world! No mortal eye but mine has traced thee. Go quietly to thy bed, foolish man; and, on the morrow, if thou wilt be wise, get thee home to good Mrs. Wakefield, and tell her the truth. Remove not thyself, even for a little week, from thy place in her chaste bosom. Were she, for a single moment, to deem thee dead, or lost, or lastingly divided from her, thou wouldst be wofully conscious of a change in thy true wife, for ever after. It is perilous to make a chasm in human affections; not that they gape so long and wide—but so quickly close again!

Almost repenting of his frolic, or whatever it may be termed, Wakefield lies down betimes, and starting from his first nap, spreads forth his arms into the wide and solitary waste of the unaccustomed bed. 'No'—thinks he, gathering the bed-clothes about him—'I will not sleep alone another night.'

In the morning, he rises earlier than usual, and sets himself to consider what he really means to do. Such are his loose and rambling modes of thought, that he has taken this very singular step, with the consciousness of a purpose, indeed, but without being able to define it sufficiently for his own contemplation. The vagueness of the project, and the convulsive effort with which he plunges into the execution of it, are equally characteristic of a feeble-minded man. Wakefield sifts his ideas, however, as minutely as he may, and finds himself curious to know the progress of matters at home—how his exemplary wife will endure her widowhood, of a week; and, briefly, how the little sphere of creatures and circumstances, in which he was a central object, will be affected by his removal. A morbid vanity, therefore, lies nearest the bottom of the affair. But, how is he to attain his ends? Not, certainly, by keeping close in this comfortable lodging, where, though he slept and awoke in the next street to his home, he is as effectually abroad, as if the stage-coach had been whirling him away all night. Yet, should he reappear, the whole project is knocked in the head. His poor brains being hopelessly puzzled with this dilemma, he at length ventures out, partly resolving to cross the head of the street, and send one hasty glance towards his forsaken domicile. Habit—for he is a man of habits—takes him by the hand, and guides him, wholly unaware, to his own door, where, just at the critical moment, he is aroused by the scraping of his foot upon the step. Wakefield! whither are you going?

At that instant, his fate was turning on the pivot. Little dreaming of the doom to which his first backward step devotes him, he hurries away, breathless with agitation hitherto unfelt, and hardly dares turn his head, at the distant corner. Can it be, that nobody caught sight of him? Will not the whole household—the decent Mrs. Wakefield, the smart maid-servant, and the dirty little footboy—raise a hue-and-cry, through London streets, in pursuit of their fugitive lord and master? Wonderful escape! He gathers courage to pause and look homeward, but is perplexed with a sense of change about the familiar edifice, such as affects us all, when, after a separation of months or years, we again see some hill or lake, or work of art, with which we were friends, of old. In ordinary cases, this indescribable impression is caused by the comparison and contrast between our imperfect reminiscences and the reality. In Wakefield, the magic of a single night has wrought a similar transformation, because, in that brief period, a great moral change has been effected. But this is a secret from himself. Before leaving the spot, he catches a far and momentary glimpse of his wife, passing athwart the front window, with her face turned towards the head of the street. The crafty nincompoop takes to his heels, scared with the idea, that, among a thousand such atoms of mortality, her eye must have detected him. Right glad is his heart, though his brain be somewhat dizzy, when he finds himself by the coal-fire of his lodgings.

So much for the commencement of this long whim-wham. After the initial conception, and the stirring up of the man's sluggish temperament to put it in practice, the whole matter evolves itself in a natural train. We may suppose him, as the result of deep deliberation, buying a new wig, of reddish hair, and selecting sundry garments, in a fashion unlike his customary suit of brown, from a Jew's old-clothes bag. It is accomplished. Wakefield is another man. The new system being now established, a retrograde movement to the old would be almost as difficult as the step that placed him in his unparalleled position. Furthermore, he is rendered obstinate by a sulkiness, occasionally incident to his temper, and brought on, at present, by the inadequate sensation which he conceives to have been produced in the bosom of Mrs. Wakefield. He will not go back until she be frightened half to death. Well; twice or thrice has she passed before his sight, each time with a heavier step, a paler cheek, and more anxious brow; and in the third week of his non-appearance, he detects a portent of evil entering the house, in the guise of an apothecary. Next day, the knocker is muffled. Towards night-fall, comes the chariot of a physician, and deposits its big-wigged and solemn burthen at Wakefield's door, whence, after a quarter of an hour's visit, he emerges, perchance the herald of a funeral. Dear woman! Will she die? By this time, Wakefield is excited to something like energy of feeling, but still lingers away from his wife's bed-side, pleading with his conscience, that she must not be disturbed at such a juncture. If aught else restrains him, he does not know it. In the course of a few weeks, she gradually recovers; the crisis is over; her heart is sad, perhaps, but quiet; and, let him return soon or late, it will never be feverish for him again. Such ideas glimmer through the mist of Wakefield's mind, and render him indistinctly conscious, that an almost impassable gulf divides his hired apartment from his former home. 'It is but in the next street!' he sometimes says. Fool! it is in another world. Hitherto, he has put off his return from one particular day to another; henceforward, he leaves the precise time undetermined. Not tomorrow—probably next week—pretty soon. Poor man! The dead have nearly as much chance of re-visiting their earthly homes, as the self-banished Wakefield.


 Would that I had a folio to write, instead of an article of a dozen pages! Then might I exemplify how an influence, beyond our control, lays its strong hand on every deed which we do, and weaves its consequences into an iron tissue of necessity. Wakefield is spell-bound. We must leave him, for ten years or so, to haunt around his house, without once crossing the threshold, and to be faithful to his wife, with all the affection of which his heart is capable, while he is slowly fading out of hers. Long since, it must be remarked, he has lost the perception of singularity in his conduct.

Now for a scene! Amid the throng of a London street, we distinguish a man, now waxing elderly, with few characteristics to attract careless observers, yet bearing, in his whole aspect, the hand-writing of no common fate, for such as have the skill to read it. He is meagre; his low and narrow forehead is deeply wrinkled; his eyes, small and lustreless, sometimes wander apprehensively about him, but oftener seem to look inward. He bends his head, and moves with an indescribable obliquity of gait, as if unwilling to display his full front to the world. Watch him, long enough to see what we have described, and you will allow, that circumstances—which often produce remarkable men from nature's ordinary handiwork—have produced one such here. Next, leaving him to sidle along the foot-walk, cast your eyes in the opposite direction, where a portly female, considerably in the wane of life, with a prayer-book in her hand, is proceeding to yonder church. She has the placid mien of settled widowhood. Her regrets have either died away, or have become so essential to her heart, that they would be poorly exchanged for joy. Just as the lean man and well-conditioned woman are passing, a slight obstruction occurs, and brings these two figures directly in contact. Their hands touch; the pressure of the crowd forces her bosom against his shoulder; they stand, face to face, staring into each other's eyes. After a ten years' separation, thus Wakefield meets his wife!

The throng eddies away, and carries them asunder. The sober widow, resuming her former pace, proceeds to church, but pauses in the portal, and throws a perplexed glance along the street. She passes in, however, opening her prayer-book as she goes. And the man? With so wild a face, that busy and selfish London stands to gaze after him, he hurries to his lodgings, bolts the door, and throws himself upon the bed. The latent feelings of years break out; his feeble mind acquires a brief energy from their strength; all the miserable strangeness of his life is revealed to him at a glance: and he cries out, passionately—'Wakefield! Wakefield! You are mad!'

Perhaps he was so. The singularity of his situation must have so moulded him to itself, that, considered in regard to his fellow-creatures and the business of life, he could not be said to possess his right mind. He had contrived, or rather he had happened, to dissever himself from the world—to vanish—to give up his place and privileges with living men, without being admitted among the dead. The life of a hermit is nowise parallel to his. He was in the bustle of the city, as of old; but the crowd swept by, and saw him not; he was, we may figuratively say, always beside his wife, and at his hearth, yet must never feel the warmth of the one, nor the affection of the other. It was Wakefield's unprecedented fate, to retain his original share of human sympathies, and to be still involved in human interests, while he had lost his reciprocal influence on them. It would be a most curious speculation, to trace out the effect of such circumstances on his heart and intellect, separately, and in unison. Yet, changed as he was, he would seldom be conscious of it, but deem himself the same man as ever; glimpses of the truth, indeed, would come, but only for the moment; and still he would keep saying—'I shall soon go back!'—nor reflect, that he had been saying so for twenty years.

I conceive, also, that these twenty years would appear, in the retrospect, scarcely longer than the week to which Wakefield had at first limited his absence. He would look on the affair as no more than an interlude in the main business of his life. When, after a little while more, he should deem it time to re-enter his parlor, his wife would clap her hands for joy, on beholding the middle-aged Mr. Wakefield. Alas, what a mistake! Would Time but await the close of our favorite follies, we should be young men, all of us, and till Doomsday.

One evening, in the twentieth year since he vanished, Wakefield is taking his customary walk towards the dwelling which he still calls his own. It is a gusty night of autumn, with frequent showers, that patter down upon the pavement, and are gone, before a man can put up his umbrella. Pausing near the house, Wakefield discerns, through the parlor-windows of the second floor, the red glow, and the glimmer and fitful flash, of a comfortable fire. On the ceiling appears a grotesque shadow of good Mrs. Wakefield. The cap, the nose and chin, and the broad waist, form an admirable caricature, which dances, moreover, with the up-flickering and down-sinking blaze, almost too merrily for the shade of an elderly widow. At this instant, a shower chances to fall, and is driven, by the unmannerly gust, full into Wakefield's face and bosom. He is quite penetrated with its autumnal chill. Shall he stand, wet and shivering here, when his own hearth has a good fire to warm him, and his own wife will run to fetch the gray coat and small-clothes, which, doubtless, she has kept carefully in the closet of their bedchamber? No! Wakefield is no such fool. He ascends the steps—heavily!—for twenty years have stiffened his legs, since he came down—but he knows it not. Stay, Wakefield! Would you go to the sole home that is left you? Then step into your grave! The door opens. As he passes in, we have a parting glimpse of his visage, and recognise the crafty smile, which was the precursor of the little joke, that he has ever since been playing off at his wife's expense. How unmercifully has he quizzed the poor woman! Well; a good night's rest to Wakefield!

This happy event—supposing it to be such—could only have occurred at an unpremeditated moment. We will not follow our friend across the threshold. He has left us much food for thought, a portion of which shall lend its wisdom to a moral, and be shaped into a figure. Amid the seeming confusion of our mysterious world, individuals are so nicely adjusted to a system, and systems to one another, and to a whole, that, by stepping aside for a moment, a man exposes himself to a fearful risk of losing his place for ever. Like Wakefield, he may become, as it were, the Outcast of the Universe.
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 Acquainted with the Night
 

I have been one acquainted with the night.
I have walked out in rain—and back in rain.
I have outwalked the furthest city light.


I have looked down the saddest city lane.
I have passed by the watchman on his beat
And dropped my eyes, unwilling to explain.


I have stood still and stopped the sound of feet
When far away an interrupted cry
Came over houses from another street,


But not to call me back or say good-bye;
And further still at an unearthly height,
One luminary clock against the sky


Proclaimed the time was neither wrong nor right.
I have been one acquainted with the night.
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Some years ago, a temporary
inability to sleep, referable to a distressing impression, caused
me to walk about the streets all night, for a series of several
nights. The disorder might have taken a long time to
conquer, if it had been faintly experimented on in bed; but, it
was soon defeated by the brisk treatment of getting up directly
after lying down, and going out, and coming home tired at
sunrise.

In the course of those nights, I finished my education in a
fair amateur experience of houselessness. My principal
object being to get through the night, the pursuit of it brought
me into sympathetic relations with people who have no other
object every night in the year.

The month was March, and the weather damp, cloudy, and
cold. The sun not rising before half-past five, the night
perspective looked sufficiently long at half-past twelve: which
was about my time for confronting it.

The restlessness of a great city, and the way in which it
tumbles and tosses before it can get to sleep, formed one of the
first entertainments offered to the contemplation of us houseless
people. It lasted about two hours. We lost a great
deal of companionship when the late public-houses turned their
lamps out, and when the potmen thrust the last brawling drunkards
into the street; but stray vehicles and stray people were left
us, after that. If we were very lucky, a policeman’s
rattle sprang and a fray turned up; but, in general, surprisingly
little of this diversion was provided. Except in the
Haymarket, which is the worst kept part of London, and about
Kent-street in the Borough, and along a portion of the line of
the Old Kent-road, the peace was seldom violently broken.
But, it was always the case that London, as if in imitation of
individual citizens belonging to it, had expiring fits and starts
of restlessness. After all seemed quiet, if one cab rattled
by, half-a-dozen would surely follow; and Houselessness even
observed that intoxicated people appeared to be magnetically
attracted towards each other; so that we knew when we saw one
drunken object staggering against the shutters of a shop, that
another drunken object would stagger up before five minutes were
out, to fraternise or fight with it. When we made a
divergence from the regular species of drunkard, the thin-armed,
puff-faced, leaden-lipped gin-drinker, and encountered a rarer
specimen of a more decent appearance, fifty to one but that
specimen was dressed in soiled mourning. As the street
experience in the night, so the street experience in the day; the
common folk who come unexpectedly into a little property, come
unexpectedly into a deal of liquor.

At length these flickering sparks would die away, worn
out—the last veritable sparks of waking life trailed from
some late pieman or hot-potato man—and London would sink to
rest. And then the yearning of the houseless mind would be
for any sign of company, any lighted place, any movement,
anything suggestive of any one being up—nay, even so much
as awake, for the houseless eye looked out for lights in
windows.

Walking the streets under the pattering rain, Houselessness
would walk and walk and walk, seeing nothing but the interminable
tangle of streets, save at a corner, here and there, two
policemen in conversation, or the sergeant or inspector looking
after his men. Now and then in the night—but
rarely—Houselessness would become aware of a furtive head
peering out of a doorway a few yards before him, and, coming up
with the head, would find a man standing bolt upright to keep
within the doorway’s shadow, and evidently intent upon no
particular service to society. Under a kind of fascination,
and in a ghostly silence suitable to the time, Houselessness and
this gentleman would eye one another from head to foot, and so,
without exchange of speech, part, mutually suspicious.
Drip, drip, drip, from ledge and coping, splash from pipes and
water-spouts, and by-and-by the houseless shadow would fall upon
the stones that pave the way to Waterloo-bridge; it being in the
houseless mind to have a halfpenny worth of excuse for saying
‘Good-night’ to the toll-keeper, and catching a
glimpse of his fire. A good fire and a good great-coat and
a good woollen neck-shawl, were comfortable things to see in
conjunction with the toll-keeper; also his brisk wakefulness was
excellent company when he rattled the change of halfpence down
upon that metal table of his, like a man who defied the night,
with all its sorrowful thoughts, and didn’t care for the
coming of dawn. There was need of encouragement on the
threshold of the bridge, for the bridge was dreary. The
chopped-up murdered man, had not been lowered with a rope over
the parapet when those nights were; he was alive, and slept then
quietly enough most likely, and undisturbed by any dream of where
he was to come. But the river had an awful look, the
buildings on the banks were muffled in black shrouds, and the
reflected lights seemed to originate deep in the water, as if the
spectres of suicides were holding them to show where they went
down. The wild moon and clouds were as restless as an evil
conscience in a tumbled bed, and the very shadow of the immensity
of London seemed to lie oppressively upon the river.

Between the bridge and the two great theatres, there was but
the distance of a few hundred paces, so the theatres came
next. Grim and black within, at night, those great dry
Wells, and lonesome to imagine, with the rows of faces faded out,
the lights extinguished, and the seats all empty. One would
think that nothing in them knew itself at such a time but
Yorick’s skull. In one of my night walks, as the
church steeples were shaking the March winds and rain with the
strokes of Four, I passed the outer boundary of one of these
great deserts, and entered it. With a dim lantern in my
hand, I groped my well-known way to the stage and looked over the
orchestra—which was like a great grave dug for a time of
pestilence—into the void beyond. A dismal cavern of
an immense aspect, with the chandelier gone dead like everything
else, and nothing visible through mist and fog and space, but
tiers of winding-sheets. The ground at my feet where, when
last there, I had seen the peasantry of Naples dancing among the
vines, reckless of the burning mountain which threatened to
overwhelm them, was now in possession of a strong serpent of
engine-hose, watchfully lying in wait for the serpent Fire, and
ready to fly at it if it showed its forked tongue. A ghost
of a watchman, carrying a faint corpse candle, haunted the
distant upper gallery and flitted away. Retiring within the
proscenium, and holding my light above my head towards the
rolled-up curtain—green no more, but black as
ebony—my sight lost itself in a gloomy vault, showing faint
indications in it of a shipwreck of canvas and cordage.
Methought I felt much as a diver might, at the bottom of the
sea.

In those small hours when there was no movement in the
streets, it afforded matter for reflection to take Newgate in the
way, and, touching its rough stone, to think of the prisoners in
their sleep, and then to glance in at the lodge over the spiked
wicket, and see the fire and light of the watching turnkeys, on
the white wall. Not an inappropriate time either, to linger
by that wicked little Debtors’ Door—shutting tighter
than any other door one ever saw—which has been
Death’s Door to so many. In the days of the uttering
of forged one-pound notes by people tempted up from the country,
how many hundreds of wretched creatures of both sexes—many
quite innocent—swung out of a pitiless and inconsistent
world, with the tower of yonder Christian church of Saint
Sepulchre monstrously before their eyes! Is there any
haunting of the Bank Parlour, by the remorseful souls of old
directors, in the nights of these later days, I wonder, or is it
as quiet as this degenerate Aceldama of an Old Bailey?

To walk on to the Bank, lamenting the good old times and
bemoaning the present evil period, would be an easy next step, so
I would take it, and would make my houseless circuit of the Bank,
and give a thought to the treasure within; likewise to the guard
of soldiers passing the night there, and nodding over the
fire. Next, I went to Billingsgate, in some hope of
market-people, but it proving as yet too early, crossed
London-bridge and got down by the water-side on the Surrey shore
among the buildings of the great brewery. There was plenty
going on at the brewery; and the reek, and the smell of grains,
and the rattling of the plump dray horses at their mangers, were
capital company. Quite refreshed by having mingled with
this good society, I made a new start with a new heart, setting
the old King’s Bench prison before me for my next object,
and resolving, when I should come to the wall, to think of poor
Horace Kinch, and the Dry Rot in men.

A very curious disease the Dry Rot in men, and difficult to
detect the beginning of. It had carried Horace Kinch inside
the wall of the old King’s Bench prison, and it had carried
him out with his feet foremost. He was a likely man to look
at, in the prime of life, well to do, as clever as he needed to
be, and popular among many friends. He was suitably
married, and had healthy and pretty children. But, like
some fair-looking houses or fair-looking ships, he took the Dry
Rot. The first strong external revelation of the Dry Rot in
men, is a tendency to lurk and lounge; to be at street-corners
without intelligible reason; to be going anywhere when met; to be
about many places rather than at any; to do nothing tangible, but
to have an intention of performing a variety of intangible duties
to-morrow or the day after. When this manifestation of the
disease is observed, the observer will usually connect it with a
vague impression once formed or received, that the patient was
living a little too hard. He will scarcely have had leisure
to turn it over in his mind and form the terrible suspicion
‘Dry Rot,’ when he will notice a change for the worse
in the patient’s appearance: a certain slovenliness and
deterioration, which is not poverty, nor dirt, nor intoxication,
nor ill-health, but simply Dry Rot. To this, succeeds a
smell as of strong waters, in the morning; to that, a looseness
respecting money; to that, a stronger smell as of strong waters,
at all times; to that, a looseness respecting everything; to
that, a trembling of the limbs, somnolency, misery, and crumbling
to pieces. As it is in wood, so it is in men. Dry Rot
advances at a compound usury quite incalculable. A plank is
found infected with it, and the whole structure is devoted.
Thus it had been with the unhappy Horace Kinch, lately buried by
a small subscription. Those who knew him had not nigh done
saying, ‘So well off, so comfortably established, with such
hope before him—and yet, it is feared, with a slight touch
of Dry Rot!’ when lo! the man was all Dry Rot and dust.

From the dead wall associated on those houseless nights with
this too common story, I chose next to wander by Bethlehem
Hospital; partly, because it lay on my road round to Westminster;
partly, because I had a night fancy in my head which could be
best pursued within sight of its walls and dome. And the
fancy was this: Are not the sane and the insane equal at night as
the sane lie a dreaming? Are not all of us outside this
hospital, who dream, more or less in the condition of those
inside it, every night of our lives? Are we not nightly
persuaded, as they daily are, that we associate preposterously
with kings and queens, emperors and empresses, and notabilities
of all sorts? Do we not nightly jumble events and
personages and times and places, as these do daily? Are we
not sometimes troubled by our own sleeping inconsistencies, and
do we not vexedly try to account for them or excuse them, just as
these do sometimes in respect of their waking delusions?
Said an afflicted man to me, when I was last in a hospital like
this, ‘Sir, I can frequently fly.’ I was half
ashamed to reflect that so could I—by night. Said a
woman to me on the same occasion, ‘Queen Victoria
frequently comes to dine with me, and her Majesty and I dine off
peaches and maccaroni in our night-gowns, and his Royal Highness
the Prince Consort does us the honour to make a third on
horseback in a Field-Marshal’s uniform.’ Could
I refrain from reddening with consciousness when I remembered the
amazing royal parties I myself had given (at night), the
unaccountable viands I had put on table, and my extraordinary
manner of conducting myself on those distinguished
occasions? I wonder that the great master who knew
everything, when he called Sleep the death of each day’s
life, did not call Dreams the insanity of each day’s
sanity.

By this time I had left the Hospital behind me, and was again
setting towards the river; and in a short breathing space I was
on Westminster-bridge, regaling my houseless eyes with the
external walls of the British Parliament—the perfection of
a stupendous institution, I know, and the admiration of all
surrounding nations and succeeding ages, I do not doubt, but
perhaps a little the better now and then for being pricked up to
its work. Turning off into Old Palace-yard, the Courts of
Law kept me company for a quarter of an hour; hinting in low
whispers what numbers of people they were keeping awake, and how
intensely wretched and horrible they were rendering the small
hours to unfortunate suitors. Westminster Abbey was fine
gloomy society for another quarter of an hour; suggesting a
wonderful procession of its dead among the dark arches and
pillars, each century more amazed by the century following it
than by all the centuries going before. And indeed in those
houseless night walks—which even included cemeteries where
watchmen went round among the graves at stated times, and moved
the tell-tale handle of an index which recorded that they had
touched it at such an hour—it was a solemn consideration
what enormous hosts of dead belong to one old great city, and
how, if they were raised while the living slept, there would not
be the space of a pin’s point in all the streets and ways
for the living to come out into. Not only that, but the
vast armies of dead would overflow the hills and valleys beyond
the city, and would stretch away all round it, God knows how
far.

When a church clock strikes, on houseless ears in the dead of
the night, it may be at first mistaken for company and hailed as
such. But, as the spreading circles of vibration, which you
may perceive at such a time with great clearness, go opening out,
for ever and ever afterwards widening perhaps (as the philosopher
has suggested) in eternal space, the mistake is rectified and the
sense of loneliness is profounder. Once—it was after
leaving the Abbey and turning my face north—I came to the
great steps of St. Martin’s church as the clock was
striking Three. Suddenly, a thing that in a moment more I
should have trodden upon without seeing, rose up at my feet with
a cry of loneliness and houselessness, struck out of it by the
bell, the like of which I never heard. We then stood face
to face looking at one another, frightened by one another.
The creature was like a beetle-browed hair-lipped youth of
twenty, and it had a loose bundle of rags on, which it held
together with one of its hands. It shivered from head to
foot, and its teeth chattered, and as it stared at
me—persecutor, devil, ghost, whatever it thought
me—it made with its whining mouth as if it were snapping at
me, like a worried dog. Intending to give this ugly object
money, I put out my hand to stay it—for it recoiled as it
whined and snapped—and laid my hand upon its
shoulder. Instantly, it twisted out of its garment, like
the young man in the New Testament, and left me standing alone
with its rags in my hands.

Covent-garden Market, when it was market morning, was
wonderful company. The great waggons of cabbages, with
growers’ men and boys lying asleep under them, and with
sharp dogs from market-garden neighbourhoods looking after the
whole, were as good as a party. But one of the worst night sights
I know in London, is to be found in the children who prowl about
this place; who sleep in the baskets, fight for the offal, dart
at any object they think they can lay their thieving hands on,
dive under the carts and barrows, dodge the constables, and are
perpetually making a blunt pattering on the pavement of the
Piazza with the rain of their naked feet. A painful and unnatural
result comes of the comparison one is forced to institute between
the growth of corruption as displayed in the so much improved and
cared for fruits of the earth, and the growth of corruption as
displayed in these all uncared for (except inasmuch as
ever-hunted) savages.

There was early coffee to be got about Covent-garden Market,
and that was more company—warm company, too, which was
better. Toast of a very substantial quality, was likewise
procurable: though the towzled-headed man who made it, in an
inner chamber within the coffee-room, hadn’t got his coat
on yet, and was so heavy with sleep that in every interval of
toast and coffee he went off anew behind the partition into
complicated cross-roads of choke and snore, and lost his way
directly. Into one of these establishments (among the
earliest) near Bow-street, there came one morning as I sat over
my houseless cup, pondering where to go next, a man in a high and
long snuff-coloured coat, and shoes, and, to the best of my
belief, nothing else but a hat, who took out of his hat a large
cold meat pudding; a meat pudding so large that it was a very
tight fit, and brought the lining of the hat out with it.
This mysterious man was known by his pudding, for on his
entering, the man of sleep brought him a pint of hot tea, a small
loaf, and a large knife and fork and plate. Left to himself
in his box, he stood the pudding on the bare table, and, instead
of cutting it, stabbed it, overhand, with the knife, like a
mortal enemy; then took the knife out, wiped it on his sleeve,
tore the pudding asunder with his fingers, and ate it all
up. The remembrance of this man with the pudding remains
with me as the remembrance of the most spectral person my
houselessness encountered. Twice only was I in that
establishment, and twice I saw him stalk in (as I should say,
just out of bed, and presently going back to bed), take out his
pudding, stab his pudding, wipe the dagger, and eat his pudding
all up. He was a man whose figure promised cadaverousness,
but who had an excessively red face, though shaped like a
horse’s. On the second occasion of my seeing him, he
said huskily to the man of sleep, ‘Am I red
to-night?’ ‘You are,’ he uncompromisingly
answered. ‘My mother,’ said the spectre,
‘was a red-faced woman that liked drink, and I looked at
her hard when she laid in her coffin, and I took the
complexion.’ Somehow, the pudding seemed an
unwholesome pudding after that, and I put myself in its way no
more.

When there was no market, or when I wanted variety, a railway
terminus with the morning mails coming in, was remunerative
company. But like most of the company to be had in this
world, it lasted only a very short time. The station lamps
would burst out ablaze, the porters would emerge from places of
concealment, the cabs and trucks would rattle to their places
(the post-office carts were already in theirs), and, finally, the
bell would strike up, and the train would come banging in.
But there were few passengers and little luggage, and everything
scuttled away with the greatest expedition. The locomotive
post-offices, with their great nets—as if they had been
dragging the country for bodies—would fly open as to their
doors, and would disgorge a smell of lamp, an exhausted clerk, a
guard in a red coat, and their bags of letters; the engine would
blow and heave and perspire, like an engine wiping its forehead
and saying what a run it had had; and within ten minutes the
lamps were out, and I was houseless and alone again.

But now, there were driven cattle on the high road near,
wanting (as cattle always do) to turn into the midst of stone
walls, and squeeze themselves through six inches’ width of
iron railing, and getting their heads down (also as cattle always
do) for tossing-purchase at quite imaginary dogs, and giving
themselves and every devoted creature associated with them a most
extraordinary amount of unnecessary trouble. Now, too, the
conscious gas began to grow pale with the knowledge that daylight
was coming, and straggling workpeople were already in the
streets, and, as waking life had become extinguished with the
last pieman’s sparks, so it began to be rekindled with the
fires of the first street-corner breakfast-sellers. And so
by faster and faster degrees, until the last degrees were very
fast, the day came, and I was tired and could sleep. And it
is not, as I used to think, going home at such times, the least
wonderful thing in London, that in the real desert region of the
night, the houseless wanderer is alone there. I knew well
enough where to find Vice and Misfortune of all kinds, if I had
chosen; but they were put out of sight, and my houselessness had
many miles upon miles of streets in which it could, and did, have
its own solitary way.





      Text from Project Gutenberg.

    

  
    
      Afterword

      Day Twenty-Six: Night walks

      Each walker hears a cry. On his first night away, Wakefield “heard a voice shouting afar, and fancied that it called his name”, though no one had noticed him go. Frost’s cry comes “over houses from another street, / But not to call me back or say good-bye”. Dickens’s rises at his feet, from a ragged youth on the steps of St. Martin’s, who twists out of his rags and leaves them in Dickens’s hands “like the young man in the New Testament”. That young man is in St Mark’s Gospel: he was following Jesus on the night of his arrest, and when they seized him he left his linen cloth in their hands and fled naked.

      And each hears a clock. Dickens’s church bell “may be at first mistaken for company”, until the sound spreads out and “the sense of loneliness is profounder”. Frost’s clock, lit up against the sky, says only that “the time was neither wrong nor right”. Wakefield’s own clock has stopped: twenty years seem “scarcely longer than the week” he first meant to stay away.

      Hawthorne tells us on the first page that Wakefield came home and “became a loving spouse till death”. Then, at the door, he leaves him: “We will not follow our friend across the threshold.” So what did Mrs. Wakefield say?

    

  
    
      Day Twenty-Seven

      Seeing

      12 minutes

      
        Story
        Gyges and the Wife of Candaules
        Herodotus · 4 minutes
        The first great story in Western history-writing: a Lydian king who is too proud of his wife's beauty.
      

      
        Poem
        Hymn to Aphrodite
        Sappho · 1 minute
        The only complete poem by the greatest lyric poet of antiquity.
      

      
        Essay
        The Allegory of the Cave (Republic, Book VII)
        Plato · 7 minutes
        Prisoners mistake shadows for reality; the most famous image in Western philosophy.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      Gyges and the Wife of Candaules

      Herodotus, translated by A. D. Godley, c. 430 BC

      Candaules was king of Lydia, a rich kingdom in what is now western Turkey, ruling from its capital, Sardis, around 700 BC.

      
        
           This Candaules, then, fell in love with his own wife, so much that he supposed her to be by far the fairest woman in the world; and being persuaded of this, he raved of her beauty to Gyges, son of Dascylus, who was his favourite among his bodyguard; for it was to Gyges that he entrusted all his weightiest secrets. Then after a little while Candaules, being doomed to ill-fortune, spoke thus to Gyges: “I think, Gyges, that you do not believe what I tell you of the beauty of my wife; men trust their ears less than their eyes; do you, then, so contrive that you may see her naked.” Gyges exclaimed loudly at this. “Master,” said he, “what a pestilent command is this that you lay upon me! that I should see her who is my mistress naked! with the stripping off of her tunic a woman is stripped of the honour due to her. Men have long ago made wise rules for our learning; one of these is, that we, and none other, should see what is our own. As for me, I fully believe that your queen is the fairest of all women; ask not lawless acts of me, I entreat you.”


          9. Thus speaking Gyges sought to turn the king’s purpose, for he feared lest some ill to himself should come of it: but this was Candaules’ answer: “Take courage, Gyges: fear not that I say this to put you to the proof, nor that my wife will do you any harm. I will so contrive the whole business that she shall never know that you have seen her. I will bring you into the chamber where she and I lie and set you behind the open door; and after I have entered, my wife too will come to her bed. There is a chair set near the entrance of the room: on this she will lay each part of her raiment as she takes it off, and you will be able to gaze upon her at your leisure. Then, when she goes from the chair to the bed, turning her back upon you, do you look to it that she does not see you going out through the doorway.”


          10. As Gyges could not escape, he consented. Candaules, when he judged it to be bed time, brought Gyges into the chamber, his wife presently followed, and when she had come in and was laying aside her garments Gyges beheld her; and when she turned her back upon him, going to her bed, he slipped privily from the room. The woman saw him as he passed out, and perceived what her husband had done. But shamed though she was she never cried out nor let it be seen that she had perceived aught, for she had it in mind to punish Candaules; seeing that among the Lydians and most of the foreign peoples it is held great shame that even a man should be seen naked.


          11. For the nonce she made no sign and held her peace. But as soon as it was day, she assured herself of those of her household whom she perceived to be most faithful to her, and called Gyges: who, supposing that she knew nothing of what had been done, came at call; for he had always been wont to attend the queen whenever she bade him. So when he came, the lady thus addressed him: “Now, Gyges, you have two roads before you; choose which you will follow. You must either kill Candaules and take me for your own and the throne of Lydia, or yourself be killed now without more ado; that will prevent you from obeying all Candaules’ commands in the future and seeing what you should not see. One of you must die: either he, the contriver of this plot, or you, who have outraged all usage by looking on me unclad.” At this Gyges stood awhile astonished: presently he entreated her not to compel him to such a choice; but when he could not move her, and saw that dire necessity was in very truth upon him either to kill his master or himself be killed by others, he chose his own life. Then he asked the queen to tell him, since she forced him against his will to slay his master, how they were to attack the king: and she replied, “You shall come at him from the same place whence he made you see me naked; attack him in his sleep.”


          12. So when they had made ready this plot, and night had fallen, Gyges followed the lady into the chamber (for he could not get free or by any means escape, but either he or Candaules must die), and she gave him a dagger and hid him behind the same door; and presently he stole out and slew Candaules as he slept, and thus made himself master of the king’s wife and sovereignty. He is mentioned in the iambic verses of Archilochus of Parus who lived about the same time.


          13. So he took possession of the sovereign power, and was confirmed therein by the Delphic oracle. For when the Lydians were much angered by the fate of Candaules, and took up arms, the faction of Gyges and the rest of the people came to an agreement that if the oracle should ordain him to be king of the Lydians, then he should reign: but if not, then he should render back the kingship to the Heraclidae. The oracle did so ordain: and Gyges thus became king. Howbeit the Pythian priestess declared that the Heraclidae should have vengeance on Gyges’ posterity in the fifth generation: an utterance of which the Lydians and their kings took no account, till it was fulfilled.


        

      

      Text from Wikisource. Histories I.8–13, read alone since antiquity; I.7 is a royal genealogy, left out.

    

  
    
      Poem

      Hymn to Aphrodite

      Sappho, translated by Thomas Wentworth Higginson, c. 600 BC

      
        
          
            
              
                	
              

            
          

          Beautiful-throned, immortal Aphrodite,

Daughter of Zeus, beguiler, I implore thee

Weigh me not down with weariness and anguish,

 O thou most holy!




II




Come to me now if ever thou in kindness

Hearkenest my words—and often hast thou hearkened

Heeding, and coming from the mansions golden

 Of thy great Father,




III




Yoking thy chariot—borne by the most lovely

Consecrated birds, with dusky tinted pinions,

Waving swift wings from utmost heights of heaven

 Through the mid-ether;




IV




Swiftly they vanished leaving thee, O goddess,

Smiling, with face immortal in its beauty,

Asking why I grieved, and why in utter longing

 I had dared call thee;




V




Asking what I sought, thus hopeless in desiring,

Wildered in brain and spreading nets of passion:

Alas, for whom? and saidst thou, Who has harmed thee?

 O my poor Sappho!




VI




Though now he flies, ere long he shall pursue thee;

Fearing thy gifts, he too in turn shall bring them;

Loveless to-day, to-morrow he shall woo thee,

 Though thou shouldst spurn him.




VII




Thus seek me now, O holy Aphrodite!

Save me from anguish, give me all I ask for,

Gifts at thy hand; and thine shall be the glory,

 Sacred protector!














 













 


 






 



 


 






        

      

      Text from Wikisource. Higginson's 1871 version, as collected in E. M. Cox's The Poems of Sappho (1924). Higginson was also Emily Dickinson's editor and correspondent. A newer translation: Anne Carson, If Not, Winter (Vintage, 2003).

    

  
    
      Essay

      The Allegory of the Cave (Republic, Book VII)

      Plato, translated by Benjamin Jowett, c. 375 BC

      From Plato's Republic, written in Athens around 375 BC. The “I” telling it is Plato's teacher Socrates, talking with a young man called Glaucon (Plato's brother), who mostly agrees with him.

      
        
          And now, I said, let me show in a figure how far our nature is enlightened or unenlightened: Behold! human beings living in an underground den, which has a mouth open toward the light and reaching all along the den; here they have been from their childhood, and have their legs and necks chained so that they cannot move, and can only see before them, being prevented by the chains from turning round their heads. Above and behind them a fire is blazing at a distance, and between the fire and the prisoners there is a raised way; and you will see, if you look, a low wall built along the way, like the screen which marionette-players have in front of them, over which they show the puppets.

I see.

And do you see, I said, men passing along the wall carrying all sorts of vessels, and statues and figures of animals made of wood and stone and various materials, which appear over the wall? Some of them are talking, others silent.

You have shown me a strange image, and they are strange prisoners.

Like ourselves, I replied; and they see only their own shadows, or the shadows of one another, which the fire throws on the opposite wall of the cave?

True, he said; how could they see anything but the shadows if they were never allowed to move their heads?

And of the objects which are being carried in like manner they would only see the shadows?

Yes, he said.

And if they were able to converse with one another, would they not suppose that they were naming what was actually before them?

Very true.

And suppose further that the prison had an echo which came from the other side, would they not be sure to fancy when one of the passers-by spoke that the voice which they heard came from the passing shadow?

No question, he replied.

To them, I said, the truth would be literally nothing but the shadows of the images.

That is certain.

And now look again, and see what will naturally follow if the prisoners are released and disabused of their error. At first, when any of them is liberated and compelled suddenly to stand up and turn his neck round and walk and look toward the light, he will suffer sharp pains; the glare will distress him, and he will be unable to see the realities of which in his former state he had seen the shadows; and then conceive someone saying to him, that what he saw before was an illusion, but that now, when he is approaching nearer to being and his eye is turned toward more real existence, he has a clearer vision—what will be his reply? And you may further imagine that his instructor is pointing to the objects as they pass and requiring him to name them—will he not be perplexed? Will he not fancy that the shadows which he formerly saw are truer than the objects which are now shown to him?

Far truer.

And if he is compelled to look straight at the light, will he not have a pain in his eyes which will make him turn away to take refuge in the objects of vision which he can see, and which he will conceive to be in reality clearer than the things which are now being shown to him?

True, he said.

And suppose once more, that he is reluctantly dragged up a steep and rugged ascent, and held fast until he is forced into the presence of the sun himself, is he not likely to be pained and irritated? When he approaches the light his eyes will be dazzled, and he will not be able to see anything at all of what are now called realities.


 Not all in a moment, he said.

He will require to grow accustomed to the sight of the upper world. And first he will see the shadows best, next the reflections of men and other objects in the water, and then the objects themselves; then he will gaze upon the light of the moon and the stars and the spangled heaven; and he will see the sky and the stars by night better than the sun or the light of the sun by day?

Certainly.

Last of all he will be able to see the sun, and not mere reflections of him in the water, but he will see him in his own proper place, and not in another; and he will contemplate him as he is.

Certainly.

He will then proceed to argue that this is he who gives the season and the years, and is the guardian of all that is in the visible world, and in a certain way the cause of all things which he and his fellows have been accustomed to behold?

Clearly, he said, he would first see the sun and then reason about him.

And when he remembered his old habitation, and the wisdom of the den and his fellow-prisoners, do you not suppose that he would felicitate himself on the change, and pity him?

Certainly, he would.

And if they were in the habit of conferring honors among themselves on those who were quickest to observe the passing shadows and to remark which of them went before, and which followed after, and which were together; and who were therefore best able to draw conclusions as to the future, do you think that he would care for such honors and glories, or envy the possessors of them? Would he not say with Homer,



“Better to be the poor servant of a poor master,”




and to endure anything, rather than think as they do and live after their manner?

Yes, he said, I think that he would rather suffer anything than entertain these false notions and live in this miserable manner.

Imagine once more, I said, such a one coming suddenly out of the sun to be replaced in his old situation; would he not be certain to have his eyes full of darkness?


 To be sure, he said.

And if there were a contest, and he had to compete in measuring the shadows with the prisoners who had never moved out of the den, while his sight was still weak, and before his eyes had become steady (and the time which would be needed to acquire this new habit of sight might be very considerable), would he not be ridiculous? Men would say of him that up he went and down he came without his eyes; and that it was better not even to think of ascending; and if anyone tried to loose another and lead him up to the light, let them only catch the offender, and they would put him to death.

No question, he said.

This entire allegory, I said, you may now append, dear Glaucon, to the previous argument; the prison-house is the world of sight, the light of the fire is the sun, and you will not misapprehend me if you interpret the journey upward to be the ascent of the soul into the intellectual world according to my poor belief, which, at your desire, I have expressed—whether rightly or wrongly, God knows. But, whether true or false, my opinion is that in the world of knowledge the idea of good appears last of all, and is seen only with an effort; and, when seen, is also inferred to be the universal author of all things beautiful and right, parent of light and of the lord of light in this visible world, and the immediate source of reason and truth in the intellectual; and that this is the power upon which he who would act rationally either in public or private life must have his eye fixed.

I agree, he said, as far as I am able to understand you.

Moreover, I said, you must not wonder that those who attain to this beatific vision are unwilling to descend to human affairs; for their souls are ever hastening into the upper world where they desire to dwell; which desire of theirs is very natural, if our allegory may be trusted.

Yes, very natural.

And is there anything surprising in one who passes from divine contemplations to the evil state of man, misbehaving himself in a ridiculous manner; if, while his eyes are blinking and before he has become accustomed to the surrounding darkness, he is compelled to fight in courts of law, or in other places, about the images or the shadows of images of justice, and is endeavoring to meet the conceptions of those who have never yet seen absolute justice?

Anything but surprising, he replied.

Anyone who has common-sense will remember that the bewilderments of the eyes are of two kinds, and arise from two causes, either from coming out of the light or from going into the light, which is true of the mind’s eye, quite as much as of the bodily eye; and he who remembers this when he sees anyone whose vision is perplexed and weak, will not be too ready to laugh; he will first ask whether that soul of man has come out of the brighter life, and is unable to see because unaccustomed to the dark, or having turned from darkness to the day is dazzled by excess of light. And he will count the one happy in his condition and state of being, and he will pity the other; or, if he have a mind to laugh at the soul which comes from below into the light, there will be more reason in this than in the laugh which greets him who returns from above out of the light into the den.

That, he said, is a very just distinction.



        

      

      Text from Wikisource. Republic 514a–518b, the passage traditionally read alone.

    

  
    
      Afterword

      Day Twenty-Seven: Seeing

      Glaucon, who agrees with Socrates all through the cave, tells a story of his own earlier in the Republic: the ring of Gyges. A Lydian shepherd finds a gold ring that makes him invisible. He goes to court, seduces the queen, kills the king with her help and takes the throne. Glaucon’s question is whether anyone would stay honest if no one could see him. Herodotus’s Gyges has no ring. His whole trouble is being seen, once, by the one person who was not meant to see him, and she gives him “two roads”, with a death at the end of each.

      Sappho is seen too. The goddess comes, smiling, and teases her a little: “Who has harmed thee? / O my poor Sappho!” In the Greek, the sixth stanza ends on a word meaning “unwilling”, and it has a feminine ending: the one Sappho loves is a woman. Higginson made her a “he”. The poem survives whole only because, more than five hundred years after Sappho, the Greek critic Dionysius of Halicarnassus copied it into a book on style as a model of smooth, polished writing.

      Plato wrote the cave some twenty-five years after Athens had put his teacher to death. When he has Socrates say that the prisoners would kill the man who came back to free them, Plato is not guessing.

    

  
    
      Day Twenty-Eight

      Deduction

      A longer day, 51 minutes

      
        Story
        The Red-Headed League
        Arthur Conan Doyle · 37 minutes
        A London pawnbroker brings Sherlock Holmes an absurd story about a newspaper advertisement, a well-paid job for red-headed men only, and copying out an encyclopaedia.
      

      
        Poem
        Ode on Man ('Wonders are many')
        Sophocles · 2 minutes
        The chorus from Antigone on the wonder and danger of human cleverness, one of the most quoted passages in Greek tragedy.
      

      
        Essay
        The Method of Scientific Investigation
        Thomas Henry Huxley · 13 minutes
        From a lecture to working men in London: science, Huxley says, is only the reasoning you already use when you come downstairs and find the teapot gone.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      The Red-Headed League

      Arthur Conan Doyle, 1891

      
I had called upon my friend, Mr. Sherlock Holmes, one day in the autumn of last year and found him in deep conversation with a very stout, florid-faced, elderly gentleman with fiery red hair. With an apology for my intrusion, I was about to withdraw when Holmes pulled me abruptly into the room and closed the door behind me.

“You could not possibly have come at a better time, my dear Watson,” he said cordially.

“I was afraid that you were engaged.”

“So I am. Very much so.”

“Then I can wait in the next room.”

“Not at all. This gentleman, Mr. Wilson, has been my partner and helper in many of my most successful cases, and I have no doubt that he will be of the utmost use to me in yours also.”

The stout gentleman half rose from his chair and gave a bob of greeting, with a quick little questioning glance from his small fat-encircled eyes.

“Try the settee,” said Holmes, relapsing into his armchair and putting his fingertips together, as was his custom when in judicial moods. “I know, my dear Watson, that you share my love of all that is bizarre and outside the conventions and humdrum routine of everyday life. You have shown your relish for it by the enthusiasm which has prompted you to chronicle, and, if you will excuse my saying so, somewhat to embellish so many of my own little adventures.”

“Your cases have indeed been of the greatest interest to me,” I observed.

“You will remember that I remarked the other day, just before we went into the very simple problem presented by Miss Mary Sutherland, that for strange effects and extraordinary combinations we must go to life itself, which is always far more daring than any effort of the imagination.”

“A proposition which I took the liberty of doubting.”

“You did, Doctor, but none the less you must come round to my view, for otherwise I shall keep on piling fact upon fact on you until your reason breaks down under them and acknowledges me to be right. Now, Mr. Jabez Wilson here has been good enough to call upon me this morning, and to begin a narrative which promises to be one of the most singular which I have listened to for some time. You have heard me remark that the strangest and most unique things are very often connected not with the larger but with the smaller crimes, and occasionally, indeed, where there is room for doubt whether any positive crime has been committed. As far as I have heard, it is impossible for me to say whether the present case is an instance of crime or not, but the course of events is certainly among the most singular that I have ever listened to. Perhaps, Mr. Wilson, you would have the great kindness to recommence your narrative. I ask you not merely because my friend Dr. Watson has not heard the opening part but also because the peculiar nature of the story makes me anxious to have every possible detail from your lips. As a rule, when I have heard some slight indication of the course of events, I am able to guide myself by the thousands of other similar cases which occur to my memory. In the present instance I am forced to admit that the facts are, to the best of my belief, unique.”

The portly client puffed out his chest with an appearance of some little pride and pulled a dirty and wrinkled newspaper from the inside pocket of his greatcoat. As he glanced down the advertisement column, with his head thrust forward and the paper flattened out upon his knee, I took a good look at the man and endeavoured, after the fashion of my companion, to read the indications which might be presented by his dress or appearance.

I did not gain very much, however, by my inspection. Our visitor bore every mark of being an average commonplace British tradesman, obese, pompous, and slow. He wore rather baggy grey shepherd’s check trousers, a not over-clean black frock-coat, unbuttoned in the front, and a drab waistcoat with a heavy brassy Albert chain, and a square pierced bit of metal dangling down as an ornament. A frayed top-hat and a faded brown overcoat with a wrinkled velvet collar lay upon a chair beside him. Altogether, look as I would, there was nothing remarkable about the man save his blazing red head, and the expression of extreme chagrin and discontent upon his features.

Sherlock Holmes’ quick eye took in my occupation, and he shook his head with a smile as he noticed my questioning glances. “Beyond the obvious facts that he has at some time done manual labour, that he takes snuff, that he is a Freemason, that he has been in China, and that he has done a considerable amount of writing lately, I can deduce nothing else.”

Mr. Jabez Wilson started up in his chair, with his forefinger upon the paper, but his eyes upon my companion.

“How, in the name of good-fortune, did you know all that, Mr. Holmes?” he asked. “How did you know, for example, that I did manual labour. It’s as true as gospel, for I began as a ship’s carpenter.”

“Your hands, my dear sir. Your right hand is quite a size larger than your left. You have worked with it, and the muscles are more developed.”

“Well, the snuff, then, and the Freemasonry?”

“I won’t insult your intelligence by telling you how I read that, especially as, rather against the strict rules of your order, you use an arc-and-compass breastpin.”

“Ah, of course, I forgot that. But the writing?”

“What else can be indicated by that right cuff so very shiny for five inches, and the left one with the smooth patch near the elbow where you rest it upon the desk?”

“Well, but China?”

“The fish that you have tattooed immediately above your right wrist could only have been done in China. I have made a small study of tattoo marks and have even contributed to the literature of the subject. That trick of staining the fishes’ scales of a delicate pink is quite peculiar to China. When, in addition, I see a Chinese coin hanging from your watch-chain, the matter becomes even more simple.”

Mr. Jabez Wilson laughed heavily. “Well, I never!” said he. “I thought at first that you had done something clever, but I see that there was nothing in it after all.”

“I begin to think, Watson,” said Holmes, “that I make a mistake in explaining. ‘Omne ignotum pro magnifico,’ you know, and my poor little reputation, such as it is, will suffer shipwreck if I am so candid. Can you not find the advertisement, Mr. Wilson?”

“Yes, I have got it now,” he answered with his thick red finger planted halfway down the column. “Here it is. This is what began it all. You just read it for yourself, sir.”

I took the paper from him and read as follows:


“To the Redheaded League: On account of the bequest of the late Ezekiah Hopkins, of Lebanon, Pennsylvania, U.S.A., there is now another vacancy open which entitles a member of the League to a salary of £4 a week for purely nominal services. All redheaded men who are sound in body and mind and above the age of twenty-one years, are eligible. Apply in person on Monday, at eleven o’clock, to Duncan Ross, at the offices of the League, 7 Pope’s Court, Fleet Street.”



“What on earth does this mean?” I ejaculated after I had twice read over the extraordinary announcement.

Holmes chuckled and wriggled in his chair, as was his habit when in high spirits. “It is a little off the beaten track, isn’t it?” said he. “And now, Mr. Wilson, off you go at scratch and tell us all about yourself, your household, and the effect which this advertisement had upon your fortunes. You will first make a note, Doctor, of the paper and the date.”

“It is The Morning Chronicle of April 27, 1890. Just two months ago.”

“Very good. Now, Mr. Wilson?”

“Well, it is just as I have been telling you, Mr. Sherlock Holmes,” said Jabez Wilson, mopping his forehead; “I have a small pawnbroker’s business at Coburg Square, near the City. It’s not a very large affair, and of late years it has not done more than just give me a living. I used to be able to keep two assistants, but now I only keep one; and I would have a job to pay him but that he is willing to come for half wages so as to learn the business.”

“What is the name of this obliging youth?” asked Sherlock Holmes.

“His name is Vincent Spaulding, and he’s not such a youth, either. It’s hard to say his age. I should not wish a smarter assistant, Mr. Holmes; and I know very well that he could better himself and earn twice what I am able to give him. But, after all, if he is satisfied, why should I put ideas in his head?”

“Why, indeed? You seem most fortunate in having an employee who comes under the full market price. It is not a common experience among employers in this age. I don’t know that your assistant is not as remarkable as your advertisement.”

“Oh, he has his faults, too,” said Mr. Wilson. “Never was such a fellow for photography. Snapping away with a camera when he ought to be improving his mind, and then diving down into the cellar like a rabbit into its hole to develop his pictures. That is his main fault, but on the whole he’s a good worker. There’s no vice in him.”

“He is still with you, I presume?”

“Yes, sir. He and a girl of fourteen, who does a bit of simple cooking and keeps the place clean⁠—that’s all I have in the house, for I am a widower and never had any family. We live very quietly, sir, the three of us; and we keep a roof over our heads and pay our debts, if we do nothing more.

“The first thing that put us out was that advertisement. Spaulding, he came down into the office just this day eight weeks, with this very paper in his hand, and he says:

“ ‘I wish to the Lord, Mr. Wilson, that I was a redheaded man.’

“ ‘Why that?’ I asks.

“ ‘Why,’ says he, ‘here’s another vacancy on the League of the Redheaded Men. It’s worth quite a little fortune to any man who gets it, and I understand that there are more vacancies than there are men, so that the trustees are at their wits’ end what to do with the money. If my hair would only change colour, here’s a nice little crib all ready for me to step into.’

“ ‘Why, what is it, then?’ I asked. You see, Mr. Holmes, I am a very stay-at-home man, and as my business came to me instead of my having to go to it, I was often weeks on end without putting my foot over the doormat. In that way I didn’t know much of what was going on outside, and I was always glad of a bit of news.

“ ‘Have you never heard of the League of the Redheaded Men?’ he asked with his eyes open.

“ ‘Never.’

“ ‘Why, I wonder at that, for you are eligible yourself for one of the vacancies.’

“ ‘And what are they worth?’ I asked.

“ ‘Oh, merely a couple of hundred a year, but the work is slight, and it need not interfere very much with one’s other occupations.’

“Well, you can easily think that that made me prick up my ears, for the business has not been over good for some years, and an extra couple of hundred would have been very handy.

“ ‘Tell me all about it,’ said I.

“ ‘Well,’ said he, showing me the advertisement, ‘you can see for yourself that the League has a vacancy, and there is the address where you should apply for particulars. As far as I can make out, the League was founded by an American millionaire, Ezekiah Hopkins, who was very peculiar in his ways. He was himself redheaded, and he had a great sympathy for all redheaded men; so, when he died, it was found that he had left his enormous fortune in the hands of trustees, with instructions to apply the interest to the providing of easy berths to men whose hair is of that colour. From all I hear it is splendid pay and very little to do.’

“ ‘But,’ said I, ‘there would be millions of redheaded men who would apply.’

“ ‘Not so many as you might think,’ he answered. ‘You see it is really confined to Londoners, and to grown men. This American had started from London when he was young, and he wanted to do the old town a good turn. Then, again, I have heard it is no use your applying if your hair is light red, or dark red, or anything but real bright, blazing, fiery red. Now, if you cared to apply, Mr. Wilson, you would just walk in; but perhaps it would hardly be worth your while to put yourself out of the way for the sake of a few hundred pounds.’

“Now, it is a fact, gentlemen, as you may see for yourselves, that my hair is of a very full and rich tint, so that it seemed to me that if there was to be any competition in the matter I stood as good a chance as any man that I had ever met. Vincent Spaulding seemed to know so much about it that I thought he might prove useful, so I just ordered him to put up the shutters for the day and to come right away with me. He was very willing to have a holiday, so we shut the business up and started off for the address that was given us in the advertisement.

“I never hope to see such a sight as that again, Mr. Holmes. From north, south, east, and west every man who had a shade of red in his hair had tramped into the city to answer the advertisement. Fleet Street was choked with redheaded folk, and Pope’s Court looked like a coster’s orange barrow. I should not have thought there were so many in the whole country as were brought together by that single advertisement. Every shade of colour they were⁠—straw, lemon, orange, brick, Irish-setter, liver, clay; but, as Spaulding said, there were not many who had the real vivid flame-coloured tint. When I saw how many were waiting, I would have given it up in despair; but Spaulding would not hear of it. How he did it I could not imagine, but he pushed and pulled and butted until he got me through the crowd, and right up to the steps which led to the office. There was a double stream upon the stair, some going up in hope, and some coming back dejected; but we wedged in as well as we could and soon found ourselves in the office.”

“Your experience has been a most entertaining one,” remarked Holmes as his client paused and refreshed his memory with a huge pinch of snuff. “Pray continue your very interesting statement.”

“There was nothing in the office but a couple of wooden chairs and a deal table, behind which sat a small man with a head that was even redder than mine. He said a few words to each candidate as he came up, and then he always managed to find some fault in them which would disqualify them. Getting a vacancy did not seem to be such a very easy matter, after all. However, when our turn came the little man was much more favourable to me than to any of the others, and he closed the door as we entered, so that he might have a private word with us.

“ ‘This is Mr. Jabez Wilson,’ said my assistant, ‘and he is willing to fill a vacancy in the League.’

“ ‘And he is admirably suited for it,’ the other answered. ‘He has every requirement. I cannot recall when I have seen anything so fine.’ He took a step backward, cocked his head on one side, and gazed at my hair until I felt quite bashful. Then suddenly he plunged forward, wrung my hand, and congratulated me warmly on my success.

“ ‘It would be injustice to hesitate,’ said he. ‘You will, however, I am sure, excuse me for taking an obvious precaution.’ With that he seized my hair in both his hands, and tugged until I yelled with the pain. ‘There is water in your eyes,’ said he as he released me. ‘I perceive that all is as it should be. But we have to be careful, for we have twice been deceived by wigs and once by paint. I could tell you tales of cobbler’s wax which would disgust you with human nature.’ He stepped over to the window and shouted through it at the top of his voice that the vacancy was filled. A groan of disappointment came up from below, and the folk all trooped away in different directions until there was not a redhead to be seen except my own and that of the manager.

“ ‘My name,’ said he, ‘is Mr. Duncan Ross, and I am myself one of the pensioners upon the fund left by our noble benefactor. Are you a married man, Mr. Wilson? Have you a family?’

“I answered that I had not.

“His face fell immediately.

“ ‘Dear me!’ he said gravely, ‘that is very serious indeed! I am sorry to hear you say that. The fund was, of course, for the propagation and spread of the redheads as well as for their maintenance. It is exceedingly unfortunate that you should be a bachelor.’

“My face lengthened at this, Mr. Holmes, for I thought that I was not to have the vacancy after all; but after thinking it over for a few minutes he said that it would be all right.

“ ‘In the case of another,’ said he, ‘the objection might be fatal, but we must stretch a point in favour of a man with such a head of hair as yours. When shall you be able to enter upon your new duties?’

“ ‘Well, it is a little awkward, for I have a business already,’ said I.

“ ‘Oh, never mind about that, Mr. Wilson!’ said Vincent Spaulding. ‘I should be able to look after that for you.’

“ ‘What would be the hours?’ I asked.

“ ‘Ten to two.’

“Now a pawnbroker’s business is mostly done of an evening, Mr. Holmes, especially Thursday and Friday evening, which is just before payday; so it would suit me very well to earn a little in the mornings. Besides, I knew that my assistant was a good man, and that he would see to anything that turned up.

“ ‘That would suit me very well,’ said I. ‘And the pay?’

“ ‘Is £4 a week.’

“ ‘And the work?’

“ ‘Is purely nominal.’

“ ‘What do you call purely nominal?’

“ ‘Well, you have to be in the office, or at least in the building, the whole time. If you leave, you forfeit your whole position forever. The will is very clear upon that point. You don’t comply with the conditions if you budge from the office during that time.’

“ ‘It’s only four hours a day, and I should not think of leaving,’ said I.

“ ‘No excuse will avail,’ said Mr. Duncan Ross; ‘neither sickness nor business nor anything else. There you must stay, or you lose your billet.’

“ ‘And the work?’

“ ‘Is to copy out the Encyclopedia Britannica. There is the first volume of it in that press. You must find your own ink, pens, and blotting-paper, but we provide this table and chair. Will you be ready tomorrow?’

“ ‘Certainly,’ I answered.

“ ‘Then, goodbye, Mr. Jabez Wilson, and let me congratulate you once more on the important position which you have been fortunate enough to gain.’ He bowed me out of the room and I went home with my assistant, hardly knowing what to say or do, I was so pleased at my own good fortune.

“Well, I thought over the matter all day, and by evening I was in low spirits again; for I had quite persuaded myself that the whole affair must be some great hoax or fraud, though what its object might be I could not imagine. It seemed altogether past belief that anyone could make such a will, or that they would pay such a sum for doing anything so simple as copying out the Encyclopedia Britannica. Vincent Spaulding did what he could to cheer me up, but by bedtime I had reasoned myself out of the whole thing. However, in the morning I determined to have a look at it anyhow, so I bought a penny bottle of ink, and with a quill-pen, and seven sheets of foolscap paper, I started off for Pope’s Court.

“Well, to my surprise and delight, everything was as right as possible. The table was set out ready for me, and Mr. Duncan Ross was there to see that I got fairly to work. He started me off upon the letter A, and then he left me; but he would drop in from time to time to see that all was right with me. At two o’clock he bade me good day, complimented me upon the amount that I had written, and locked the door of the office after me.

“This went on day after day, Mr. Holmes, and on Saturday the manager came in and planked down four golden sovereigns for my week’s work. It was the same next week, and the same the week after. Every morning I was there at ten, and every afternoon I left at two. By degrees Mr. Duncan Ross took to coming in only once of a morning, and then, after a time, he did not come in at all. Still, of course, I never dared to leave the room for an instant, for I was not sure when he might come, and the billet was such a good one, and suited me so well, that I would not risk the loss of it.

“Eight weeks passed away like this, and I had written about Abbots and Archery and Armour and Architecture and Attica, and hoped with diligence that I might get on to the B’s before very long. It cost me something in foolscap, and I had pretty nearly filled a shelf with my writings. And then suddenly the whole business came to an end.”

“To an end?”

“Yes, sir. And no later than this morning. I went to my work as usual at ten o’clock, but the door was shut and locked, with a little square of cardboard hammered on to the middle of the panel with a tack. Here it is, and you can read for yourself.”

He held up a piece of white cardboard about the size of a sheet of notepaper. It read in this fashion:


The Redheaded League is dissolved. October 9, 1890.



Sherlock Holmes and I surveyed this curt announcement and the rueful face behind it, until the comical side of the affair so completely overtopped every other consideration that we both burst out into a roar of laughter.

“I cannot see that there is anything very funny,” cried our client, flushing up to the roots of his flaming head. “If you can do nothing better than laugh at me, I can go elsewhere.”

“No, no,” cried Holmes, shoving him back into the chair from which he had half risen. “I really wouldn’t miss your case for the world. It is most refreshingly unusual. But there is, if you will excuse my saying so, something just a little funny about it. Pray what steps did you take when you found the card upon the door?”

“I was staggered, sir. I did not know what to do. Then I called at the offices round, but none of them seemed to know anything about it. Finally, I went to the landlord, who is an accountant living on the ground floor, and I asked him if he could tell me what had become of the Redheaded League. He said that he had never heard of any such body. Then I asked him who Mr. Duncan Ross was. He answered that the name was new to him.

“ ‘Well,’ said I, ‘the gentleman at No. 4.’

“ ‘What, the redheaded man?’

“ ‘Yes.’

“ ‘Oh,’ said he, ‘his name was William Morris. He was a solicitor and was using my room as a temporary convenience until his new premises were ready. He moved out yesterday.’

“ ‘Where could I find him?’

“ ‘Oh, at his new offices. He did tell me the address. Yes, 17 King Edward Street, near St. Paul’s.’

“I started off, Mr. Holmes, but when I got to that address it was a manufactory of artificial kneecaps, and no one in it had ever heard of either Mr. William Morris or Mr. Duncan Ross.”

“And what did you do then?” asked Holmes.

“I went home to Saxe-Coburg Square, and I took the advice of my assistant. But he could not help me in any way. He could only say that if I waited I should hear by post. But that was not quite good enough, Mr. Holmes. I did not wish to lose such a place without a struggle, so, as I had heard that you were good enough to give advice to poor folk who were in need of it, I came right away to you.”

“And you did very wisely,” said Holmes. “Your case is an exceedingly remarkable one, and I shall be happy to look into it. From what you have told me I think that it is possible that graver issues hang from it than might at first sight appear.”

“Grave enough!” said Mr. Jabez Wilson. “Why, I have lost four pound a week.”

“As far as you are personally concerned,” remarked Holmes, “I do not see that you have any grievance against this extraordinary league. On the contrary, you are, as I understand, richer by some £30, to say nothing of the minute knowledge which you have gained on every subject which comes under the letter A. You have lost nothing by them.”

“No, sir. But I want to find out about them, and who they are, and what their object was in playing this prank⁠—if it was a prank⁠—upon me. It was a pretty expensive joke for them, for it cost them two and thirty pounds.”

“We shall endeavour to clear up these points for you. And, first, one or two questions, Mr. Wilson. This assistant of yours who first called your attention to the advertisement⁠—how long had he been with you?”

“About a month then.”

“How did he come?”

“In answer to an advertisement.”

“Was he the only applicant?”

“No, I had a dozen.”

“Why did you pick him?”

“Because he was handy and would come cheap.”

“At half wages, in fact.”

“Yes.”

“What is he like, this Vincent Spaulding?”

“Small, stout-built, very quick in his ways, no hair on his face, though he’s not short of thirty. Has a white splash of acid upon his forehead.”

Holmes sat up in his chair in considerable excitement. “I thought as much,” said he. “Have you ever observed that his ears are pierced for earrings?”

“Yes, sir. He told me that a gipsy had done it for him when he was a lad.”

“Hum!” said Holmes, sinking back in deep thought. “He is still with you?”

“Oh, yes, sir; I have only just left him.”

“And has your business been attended to in your absence?”

“Nothing to complain of, sir. There’s never very much to do of a morning.”

“That will do, Mr. Wilson. I shall be happy to give you an opinion upon the subject in the course of a day or two. Today is Saturday, and I hope that by Monday we may come to a conclusion.”

“Well, Watson,” said Holmes when our visitor had left us, “what do you make of it all?”

“I make nothing of it,” I answered frankly. “It is a most mysterious business.”

“As a rule,” said Holmes, “the more bizarre a thing is the less mysterious it proves to be. It is your commonplace, featureless crimes which are really puzzling, just as a commonplace face is the most difficult to identify. But I must be prompt over this matter.”

“What are you going to do, then?” I asked.

“To smoke,” he answered. “It is quite a three pipe problem, and I beg that you won’t speak to me for fifty minutes.” He curled himself up in his chair, with his thin knees drawn up to his hawk-like nose, and there he sat with his eyes closed and his black clay pipe thrusting out like the bill of some strange bird. I had come to the conclusion that he had dropped asleep, and indeed was nodding myself, when he suddenly sprang out of his chair with the gesture of a man who has made up his mind and put his pipe down upon the mantelpiece.

“Sarasate plays at the St. James’s Hall this afternoon,” he remarked. “What do you think, Watson? Could your patients spare you for a few hours?”

“I have nothing to do today. My practice is never very absorbing.”

“Then put on your hat and come. I am going through the City first, and we can have some lunch on the way. I observe that there is a good deal of German music on the programme, which is rather more to my taste than Italian or French. It is introspective, and I want to introspect. Come along!”

We travelled by the Underground as far as Aldersgate; and a short walk took us to Saxe-Coburg Square, the scene of the singular story which we had listened to in the morning. It was a poky, little, shabby-genteel place, where four lines of dingy two-storied brick houses looked out into a small railed-in enclosure, where a lawn of weedy grass and a few clumps of faded laurel bushes made a hard fight against a smoke-laden and uncongenial atmosphere. Three gilt balls and a brown board with “Jabez Wilson” in white letters, upon a corner house, announced the place where our redheaded client carried on his business. Sherlock Holmes stopped in front of it with his head on one side and looked it all over, with his eyes shining brightly between puckered lids. Then he walked slowly up the street, and then down again to the corner, still looking keenly at the houses. Finally he returned to the pawnbroker’s, and, having thumped vigorously upon the pavement with his stick two or three times, he went up to the door and knocked. It was instantly opened by a bright-looking, clean-shaven young fellow, who asked him to step in.

“Thank you,” said Holmes, “I only wished to ask you how you would go from here to the Strand.”

“Third right, fourth left,” answered the assistant promptly, closing the door.

“Smart fellow, that,” observed Holmes as we walked away. “He is, in my judgment, the fourth smartest man in London, and for daring I am not sure that he has not a claim to be third. I have known something of him before.”

“Evidently,” said I, “Mr. Wilson’s assistant counts for a good deal in this mystery of the Redheaded League. I am sure that you inquired your way merely in order that you might see him.”

“Not him.”

“What then?”

“The knees of his trousers.”

“And what did you see?”

“What I expected to see.”

“Why did you beat the pavement?”

“My dear doctor, this is a time for observation, not for talk. We are spies in an enemy’s country. We know something of Saxe-Coburg Square. Let us now explore the parts which lie behind it.”

The road in which we found ourselves as we turned round the corner from the retired Saxe-Coburg Square presented as great a contrast to it as the front of a picture does to the back. It was one of the main arteries which conveyed the traffic of the City to the north and west. The roadway was blocked with the immense stream of commerce flowing in a double tide inward and outward, while the footpaths were black with the hurrying swarm of pedestrians. It was difficult to realise as we looked at the line of fine shops and stately business premises that they really abutted on the other side upon the faded and stagnant square which we had just quitted.

“Let me see,” said Holmes, standing at the corner and glancing along the line, “I should like just to remember the order of the houses here. It is a hobby of mine to have an exact knowledge of London. There is Mortimer’s, the tobacconist, the little newspaper shop, the Coburg branch of the City and Suburban Bank, the Vegetarian Restaurant, and McFarlane’s carriage-building depot. That carries us right on to the other block. And now, Doctor, we’ve done our work, so it’s time we had some play. A sandwich and a cup of coffee, and then off to violin-land, where all is sweetness and delicacy and harmony, and there are no redheaded clients to vex us with their conundrums.”

My friend was an enthusiastic musician, being himself not only a very capable performer but a composer of no ordinary merit. All the afternoon he sat in the stalls wrapped in the most perfect happiness, gently waving his long, thin fingers in time to the music, while his gently smiling face and his languid, dreamy eyes were as unlike those of Holmes the sleuthhound, Holmes the relentless, keen-witted, ready-handed criminal agent, as it was possible to conceive. In his singular character the dual nature alternately asserted itself, and his extreme exactness and astuteness represented, as I have often thought, the reaction against the poetic and contemplative mood which occasionally predominated in him. The swing of his nature took him from extreme languor to devouring energy; and, as I knew well, he was never so truly formidable as when, for days on end, he had been lounging in his armchair amid his improvisations and his black-letter editions. Then it was that the lust of the chase would suddenly come upon him, and that his brilliant reasoning power would rise to the level of intuition, until those who were unacquainted with his methods would look askance at him as on a man whose knowledge was not that of other mortals. When I saw him that afternoon so enwrapped in the music at St. James’s Hall I felt that an evil time might be coming upon those whom he had set himself to hunt down.

“You want to go home, no doubt, Doctor,” he remarked as we emerged.

“Yes, it would be as well.”

“And I have some business to do which will take some hours. This business at Coburg Square is serious.”

“Why serious?”

“A considerable crime is in contemplation. I have every reason to believe that we shall be in time to stop it. But today being Saturday rather complicates matters. I shall want your help tonight.”

“At what time?”

“Ten will be early enough.”

“I shall be at Baker Street at ten.”

“Very well. And, I say, Doctor, there may be some little danger, so kindly put your army revolver in your pocket.” He waved his hand, turned on his heel, and disappeared in an instant among the crowd.

I trust that I am not more dense than my neighbours, but I was always oppressed with a sense of my own stupidity in my dealings with Sherlock Holmes. Here I had heard what he had heard, I had seen what he had seen, and yet from his words it was evident that he saw clearly not only what had happened but what was about to happen, while to me the whole business was still confused and grotesque. As I drove home to my house in Kensington I thought over it all, from the extraordinary story of the redheaded copier of the Encyclopedia down to the visit to Saxe-Coburg Square, and the ominous words with which he had parted from me. What was this nocturnal expedition, and why should I go armed? Where were we going, and what were we to do? I had the hint from Holmes that this smooth-faced pawnbroker’s assistant was a formidable man⁠—a man who might play a deep game. I tried to puzzle it out, but gave it up in despair and set the matter aside until night should bring an explanation.

It was a quarter-past nine when I started from home and made my way across the Park, and so through Oxford Street to Baker Street. Two hansoms were standing at the door, and as I entered the passage I heard the sound of voices from above. On entering his room, I found Holmes in animated conversation with two men, one of whom I recognised as Peter Jones, the official police agent, while the other was a long, thin, sad-faced man, with a very shiny hat and oppressively respectable frock-coat.

“Ha! Our party is complete,” said Holmes, buttoning up his pea-jacket and taking his heavy hunting crop from the rack. “Watson, I think you know Mr. Jones, of Scotland Yard? Let me introduce you to Mr. Merryweather, who is to be our companion in tonight’s adventure.”

“We’re hunting in couples again, Doctor, you see,” said Jones in his consequential way. “Our friend here is a wonderful man for starting a chase. All he wants is an old dog to help him to do the running down.”

“I hope a wild goose may not prove to be the end of our chase,” observed Mr. Merryweather gloomily.

“You may place considerable confidence in Mr. Holmes, sir,” said the police agent loftily. “He has his own little methods, which are, if he won’t mind my saying so, just a little too theoretical and fantastic, but he has the makings of a detective in him. It is not too much to say that once or twice, as in that business of the Sholto murder and the Agra treasure, he has been more nearly correct than the official force.”

“Oh, if you say so, Mr. Jones, it is all right,” said the stranger with deference. “Still, I confess that I miss my rubber. It is the first Saturday night for seven-and-twenty years that I have not had my rubber.”

“I think you will find,” said Sherlock Holmes, “that you will play for a higher stake tonight than you have ever done yet, and that the play will be more exciting. For you, Mr. Merryweather, the stake will be some £30,000; and for you, Jones, it will be the man upon whom you wish to lay your hands.”

“John Clay, the murderer, thief, smasher, and forger. He’s a young man, Mr. Merryweather, but he is at the head of his profession, and I would rather have my bracelets on him than on any criminal in London. He’s a remarkable man, is young John Clay. His grandfather was a royal duke, and he himself has been to Eton and Oxford. His brain is as cunning as his fingers, and though we meet signs of him at every turn, we never know where to find the man himself. He’ll crack a crib in Scotland one week, and be raising money to build an orphanage in Cornwall the next. I’ve been on his track for years and have never set eyes on him yet.”

“I hope that I may have the pleasure of introducing you tonight. I’ve had one or two little turns also with Mr. John Clay, and I agree with you that he is at the head of his profession. It is past ten, however, and quite time that we started. If you two will take the first hansom, Watson and I will follow in the second.”

Sherlock Holmes was not very communicative during the long drive and lay back in the cab humming the tunes which he had heard in the afternoon. We rattled through an endless labyrinth of gas-lit streets until we emerged into Farrington Street.

“We are close there now,” my friend remarked. “This fellow Merryweather is a bank director, and personally interested in the matter. I thought it as well to have Jones with us also. He is not a bad fellow, though an absolute imbecile in his profession. He has one positive virtue. He is as brave as a bulldog and as tenacious as a lobster if he gets his claws upon anyone. Here we are, and they are waiting for us.”

We had reached the same crowded thoroughfare in which we had found ourselves in the morning. Our cabs were dismissed, and, following the guidance of Mr. Merryweather, we passed down a narrow passage and through a side door, which he opened for us. Within there was a small corridor, which ended in a very massive iron gate. This also was opened, and led down a flight of winding stone steps, which terminated at another formidable gate. Mr. Merryweather stopped to light a lantern, and then conducted us down a dark, earth-smelling passage, and so, after opening a third door, into a huge vault or cellar, which was piled all round with crates and massive boxes.

“You are not very vulnerable from above,” Holmes remarked as he held up the lantern and gazed about him.

“Nor from below,” said Mr. Merryweather, striking his stick upon the flags which lined the floor. “Why, dear me, it sounds quite hollow!” he remarked, looking up in surprise.

“I must really ask you to be a little more quiet!” said Holmes severely. “You have already imperilled the whole success of our expedition. Might I beg that you would have the goodness to sit down upon one of those boxes, and not to interfere?”

The solemn Mr. Merryweather perched himself upon a crate, with a very injured expression upon his face, while Holmes fell upon his knees upon the floor and, with the lantern and a magnifying lens, began to examine minutely the cracks between the stones. A few seconds sufficed to satisfy him, for he sprang to his feet again and put his glass in his pocket.

“We have at least an hour before us,” he remarked, “for they can hardly take any steps until the good pawnbroker is safely in bed. Then they will not lose a minute, for the sooner they do their work the longer time they will have for their escape. We are at present, Doctor⁠—as no doubt you have divined⁠—in the cellar of the City branch of one of the principal London banks. Mr. Merryweather is the chairman of directors, and he will explain to you that there are reasons why the more daring criminals of London should take a considerable interest in this cellar at present.”

“It is our French gold,” whispered the director. “We have had several warnings that an attempt might be made upon it.”

“Your French gold?”

“Yes. We had occasion some months ago to strengthen our resources and borrowed for that purpose 30,000 napoleons from the Bank of France. It has become known that we have never had occasion to unpack the money, and that it is still lying in our cellar. The crate upon which I sit contains 2,000 napoleons packed between layers of lead foil. Our reserve of bullion is much larger at present than is usually kept in a single branch office, and the directors have had misgivings upon the subject.”

“Which were very well justified,” observed Holmes. “And now it is time that we arranged our little plans. I expect that within an hour matters will come to a head. In the meantime Mr. Merryweather, we must put the screen over that dark lantern.”

“And sit in the dark?”

“I am afraid so. I had brought a pack of cards in my pocket, and I thought that, as we were a partie carrée, you might have your rubber after all. But I see that the enemy’s preparations have gone so far that we cannot risk the presence of a light. And, first of all, we must choose our positions. These are daring men, and though we shall take them at a disadvantage, they may do us some harm unless we are careful. I shall stand behind this crate, and do you conceal yourselves behind those. Then, when I flash a light upon them, close in swiftly. If they fire, Watson, have no compunction about shooting them down.”

I placed my revolver, cocked, upon the top of the wooden case behind which I crouched. Holmes shot the slide across the front of his lantern and left us in pitch darkness⁠—such an absolute darkness as I have never before experienced. The smell of hot metal remained to assure us that the light was still there, ready to flash out at a moment’s notice. To me, with my nerves worked up to a pitch of expectancy, there was something depressing and subduing in the sudden gloom, and in the cold dank air of the vault.

“They have but one retreat,” whispered Holmes. “That is back through the house into Saxe-Coburg Square. I hope that you have done what I asked you, Jones?”

“I have an inspector and two officers waiting at the front door.”

“Then we have stopped all the holes. And now we must be silent and wait.”

What a time it seemed! From comparing notes afterwards it was but an hour and a quarter, yet it appeared to me that the night must have almost gone, and the dawn be breaking above us. My limbs were weary and stiff, for I feared to change my position; yet my nerves were worked up to the highest pitch of tension, and my hearing was so acute that I could not only hear the gentle breathing of my companions, but I could distinguish the deeper, heavier in-breath of the bulky Jones from the thin, sighing note of the bank director. From my position I could look over the case in the direction of the floor. Suddenly my eyes caught the glint of a light.

At first it was but a lurid spark upon the stone pavement. Then it lengthened out until it became a yellow line, and then, without any warning or sound, a gash seemed to open and a hand appeared, a white, almost womanly hand, which felt about in the centre of the little area of light. For a minute or more the hand, with its writhing fingers, protruded out of the floor. Then it was withdrawn as suddenly as it appeared, and all was dark again save the single lurid spark which marked a chink between the stones.

Its disappearance, however, was but momentary. With a rending, tearing sound, one of the broad, white stones turned over upon its side and left a square, gaping hole, through which streamed the light of a lantern. Over the edge there peeped a clean-cut, boyish face, which looked keenly about it, and then, with a hand on either side of the aperture, drew itself shoulder-high and waist-high, until one knee rested upon the edge. In another instant he stood at the side of the hole and was hauling after him a companion, lithe and small like himself, with a pale face and a shock of very red hair.

“It’s all clear,” he whispered. “Have you the chisel and the bags? Great Scott! Jump, Archie, jump, and I’ll swing for it!”

Sherlock Holmes had sprung out and seized the intruder by the collar. The other dived down the hole, and I heard the sound of rending cloth as Jones clutched at his skirts. The light flashed upon the barrel of a revolver, but Holmes’ hunting crop came down on the man’s wrist, and the pistol clinked upon the stone floor.

“It’s no use, John Clay,” said Holmes blandly. “You have no chance at all.”

“So I see,” the other answered with the utmost coolness. “I fancy that my pal is all right, though I see you have got his coattails.”

“There are three men waiting for him at the door,” said Holmes.

“Oh, indeed! You seem to have done the thing very completely. I must compliment you.”

“And I you,” Holmes answered. “Your redheaded idea was very new and effective.”

“You’ll see your pal again presently,” said Jones. “He’s quicker at climbing down holes than I am. Just hold out while I fix the derbies.”

“I beg that you will not touch me with your filthy hands,” remarked our prisoner as the handcuffs clattered upon his wrists. “You may not be aware that I have royal blood in my veins. Have the goodness, also, when you address me always to say ‘sir’ and ‘please.’ ”

“All right,” said Jones with a stare and a snigger. “Well, would you please, sir, march upstairs, where we can get a cab to carry your Highness to the police-station?”

“That is better,” said John Clay serenely. He made a sweeping bow to the three of us and walked quietly off in the custody of the detective.

“Really, Mr. Holmes,” said Mr. Merryweather as we followed them from the cellar, “I do not know how the bank can thank you or repay you. There is no doubt that you have detected and defeated in the most complete manner one of the most determined attempts at bank robbery that have ever come within my experience.”

“I have had one or two little scores of my own to settle with Mr. John Clay,” said Holmes. “I have been at some small expense over this matter, which I shall expect the bank to refund, but beyond that I am amply repaid by having had an experience which is in many ways unique, and by hearing the very remarkable narrative of the Redheaded League.”



“You see, Watson,” he explained in the early hours of the morning as we sat over a glass of whisky and soda in Baker Street, “it was perfectly obvious from the first that the only possible object of this rather fantastic business of the advertisement of the League, and the copying of the Encyclopedia, must be to get this not over-bright pawnbroker out of the way for a number of hours every day. It was a curious way of managing it, but, really, it would be difficult to suggest a better. The method was no doubt suggested to Clay’s ingenious mind by the colour of his accomplice’s hair. The £4 a week was a lure which must draw him, and what was it to them, who were playing for thousands? They put in the advertisement, one rogue has the temporary office, the other rogue incites the man to apply for it, and together they manage to secure his absence every morning in the week. From the time that I heard of the assistant having come for half wages, it was obvious to me that he had some strong motive for securing the situation.”

“But how could you guess what the motive was?”

“Had there been women in the house, I should have suspected a mere vulgar intrigue. That, however, was out of the question. The man’s business was a small one, and there was nothing in his house which could account for such elaborate preparations, and such an expenditure as they were at. It must, then, be something out of the house. What could it be? I thought of the assistant’s fondness for photography, and his trick of vanishing into the cellar. The cellar! There was the end of this tangled clue. Then I made inquiries as to this mysterious assistant and found that I had to deal with one of the coolest and most daring criminals in London. He was doing something in the cellar⁠—something which took many hours a day for months on end. What could it be, once more? I could think of nothing save that he was running a tunnel to some other building.

“So far I had got when we went to visit the scene of action. I surprised you by beating upon the pavement with my stick. I was ascertaining whether the cellar stretched out in front or behind. It was not in front. Then I rang the bell, and, as I hoped, the assistant answered it. We have had some skirmishes, but we had never set eyes upon each other before. I hardly looked at his face. His knees were what I wished to see. You must yourself have remarked how worn, wrinkled, and stained they were. They spoke of those hours of burrowing. The only remaining point was what they were burrowing for. I walked round the corner, saw the City and Suburban Bank abutted on our friend’s premises, and felt that I had solved my problem. When you drove home after the concert I called upon Scotland Yard and upon the chairman of the bank directors, with the result that you have seen.”

“And how could you tell that they would make their attempt tonight?” I asked.

“Well, when they closed their League offices that was a sign that they cared no longer about Mr. Jabez Wilson’s presence⁠—in other words, that they had completed their tunnel. But it was essential that they should use it soon, as it might be discovered, or the bullion might be removed. Saturday would suit them better than any other day, as it would give them two days for their escape. For all these reasons I expected them to come tonight.”

“You reasoned it out beautifully,” I exclaimed in unfeigned admiration. “It is so long a chain, and yet every link rings true.”

“It saved me from ennui,” he answered, yawning. “Alas! I already feel it closing in upon me. My life is spent in one long effort to escape from the commonplaces of existence. These little problems help me to do so.”

“And you are a benefactor of the race,” said I.

He shrugged his shoulders. “Well, perhaps, after all, it is of some little use,” he remarked. “ ‘L’homme c’est rien⁠—l’oeuvre c’est tout,’ as Gustave Flaubert wrote to George Sand.”



      Text from Standard Ebooks.

    

  
    
      Poem

      Ode on Man ('Wonders are many')

      Sophocles, translated by R. C. Jebb, c. 441 BC

      This ode is sung by the chorus of old men of Thebes in Sophocles' tragedy Antigone (about 441 BC). King Creon has forbidden anyone, on pain of death, to bury the body of Polyneices, who died attacking the city, and a guard has just reported that someone has defied the order and sprinkled dust on the corpse.

      
        
          Wonders are many, and none is more wonderful than man; the power that crosses the white sea, driven by the stormy south-wind, making a path under surges that threaten to engulf him; and Earth, the eldest of the gods, the immortal, the unwearied, doth he wear, turning the soil with the offspring of horses, as the ploughs go to and fro from year to year.



And the light-hearted race of birds, and the tribes of savage beasts, and the sea-brood of the deep, he snares in the meshes of his woven toils, he leads captive, man excellent in wit. And he masters by his arts the beast whose lair is in the wilds, who roams the hills; he tames the horse of shaggy mane, he puts the yoke upon its neck, he tames the tireless mountain bull.



And speech, and wind-swift thought, and all the moods that mould a state, hath he taught himself; and how to flee the arrows of the frost, when 'tis hard lodging under the clear sky, and the arrows of the rushing rain; yea, he hath resource for all; without resource he meets nothing that must come: only against Death shall he call for aid in vain; but from baffling maladies he hath devised escapes.


 Cunning beyond fancy's dream is the fertile skill which brings him, now to evil, now to good. When he honours the laws of the land, and that justice which he hath sworn by the gods to uphold, proudly stands his city: no city hath he who, for his rashness, dwells with sin. Never may he share my hearth, never think my thoughts, who doth these things!




        

      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Essay

      The Method of Scientific Investigation

      Thomas Henry Huxley, 1863

      
      The method of scientific investigation is nothing but the expression of
      the necessary mode of working of the human mind. It is simply the mode at
      which all phenomena are reasoned about, rendered precise and exact. There
      is no more difference, but there is just the same kind of difference,
      between the mental operations of a man of science and those of an ordinary
      person, as there is between the operations and methods of a baker or of a
      butcher weighing out his goods in common scales, and the operations of a
      chemist in performing a difficult and complex analysis by means of his
      balance and finely-graduated weights. It is not that the action of the
      scales in the one case, and the balance in the other, differ in the
      principles of their construction or manner of working; but the beam of one
      is set on an infinitely finer axis than the other, and of course turns by
      the addition of a much smaller weight.
    


      You will understand this better, perhaps, if I give you some familiar
      example. You have all heard it repeated, I dare say, that men of science
      work by means of Induction and Deduction, and that by the help of these
      operations, they, in a sort of sense, wring from Nature certain other
      things, which are called Natural Laws, and Causes, and that out of these,
      by some cunning skill of their own, they build up Hypotheses and Theories.
      And it is imagined by many, that the operations of the common mind can be
      by no means compared with these processes, and that they have to be
      acquired by a sort of special apprenticeship to the craft. To hear all
      these large words, you would think that the mind of a man of science must
      be constituted differently from that of his fellow men; but if you will
      not be frightened by terms, you will discover that you are quite wrong,
      and that all these terrible apparatus are being used by yourselves every
      day and every hour of your lives.
    


      There is a well-known incident in one of Moliere's plays, where the author
      makes the hero express unbounded delight on being told that he had been
      talking prose during the whole of his life. In the same way, I trust, that
      you will take comfort, and be delighted with yourselves, on the discovery
      that you have been acting on the principles of inductive and deductive
      philosophy during the same period. Probably there is not one here who has
      not in the course of the day had occasion to set in motion a complex train
      of reasoning, of the very same kind, though differing of course in degree,
      as that which a scientific man goes through in tracing the causes of
      natural phenomena.
    


      A very trivial circumstance will serve to exemplify this. Suppose you go
      into a fruiterer's shop, wanting an apple,—you take up one, and, on
      biting it, you find it is sour; you look at it, and see that it is hard
      and green. You take up another one, and that too is hard, green, and sour.
      The shopman offers you a third; but, before biting it, you examine it, and
      find that it is hard and green, and you immediately say that you will not
      have it, as it must be sour, like those that you have already tried.
    


      Nothing can be more simple than that, you think; but if you will take the
      trouble to analyze and trace out into its logical elements what has been
      done by the mind, you will be greatly surprised. In the first place, you
      have performed the operation of Induction. You found that, in two
      experiences, hardness and greenness in apples go together with sourness.
      It was so in the first case, and it was confirmed by the second. True, it
      is a very small basis, but still it is enough to make an induction from;
      you generalize the facts, and you expect to find sourness in apples where
      you get hardness and greenness. You found upon that a general law, that
      all hard and green apples are sour; and that, so far as it goes, is a
      perfect induction. Well, having got your natural law in this way, when you
      are offered another apple which you find is hard and green, you say, "All
      hard and green apples are sour; this apple is hard and green, therefore
      this apple is sour." That train of reasoning is what logicians call a
      syllogism, and has all its various parts and terms,—its major
      premiss, its minor premiss, and its conclusion. And, by the help of
      further reasoning, which, if drawn out, would have to be exhibited in two
      or three other syllogisms, you arrive at your final determination, "I will
      not have that apple." So that, you see, you have, in the first place,
      established a law by Induction, and upon that you have founded a
      Deduction, and reasoned out the special conclusion of the particular case.
      Well now, suppose, having got your law, that at some time afterwards, you
      are discussing the qualities of apples with a friend: you will say to him,
      "It is a very curious thing,—but I find that all hard and green
      apples are sour!" Your friend says to you, "But how do you know that?" You
      at once reply, "Oh, because I have tried it over and over again, and have
      always found them to be so." Well, if we were talking science instead of
      common sense, we should call that an Experimental Verification. And, if
      still opposed, you go further, and say, "I have heard from the people in
      Somersetshire and Devonshire, where a large number of apples are grown,
      that they have observed the same thing. It is also found to be the case in
      Normandy, and in North America. In short, I find it to be the universal
      experience of mankind wherever attention has been directed to the
      subject." Whereupon, your friend, unless he is a very unreasonable man,
      agrees with you, and is convinced that you are quite right in the
      conclusion you have drawn. He believes, although perhaps he does not know
      he believes it, that the more extensive Verifications are,—that the
      more frequently experiments have been made, and results of the same kind
      arrived at,—that the more varied the conditions under which the same
      results have been attained, the more certain is the ultimate conclusion,
      and he disputes the question no further. He sees that the experiment has
      been tried under all sorts of conditions, as to time, place, and people,
      with the same result; and he says with you, therefore, that the law you
      have laid down must be a good one, and he must believe it.
    


      In science we do the same thing;—the philosopher exercises precisely
      the same faculties, though in a much more delicate manner. In scientific
      inquiry it becomes a matter of duty to expose a supposed law to every
      possible kind of verification, and to take care, moreover, that this is
      done intentionally, and not left to a mere accident, as in the case of the
      apples. And in science, as in common life, our confidence in a law is in
      exact proportion to the absence of variation in the result of our
      experimental verifications. For instance, if you let go your grasp of an
      article you may have in your hand, it will immediately fall to the ground.
      That is a very common verification of one of the best established laws of
      nature—that of gravitation. The method by which men of science
      establish the existence of that law is exactly the same as that by which
      we have established the trivial proposition about the sourness of hard and
      green apples. But we believe it in such an extensive, thorough, and
      unhesitating manner because the universal experience of mankind verifies
      it, and we can verify it ourselves at any time; and that is the strongest
      possible foundation on which any natural law can rest.
    


      So much by way of proof that the method of establishing laws in science is
      exactly the same as that pursued in common life. Let us now turn to
      another matter (though really it is but another phase of the same
      question), and that is, the method by which, from the relations of certain
      phenomena, we prove that some stand in the position of causes towards the
      others.
    


      I want to put the case clearly before you, and I will therefore show you
      what I mean by another familiar example. I will suppose that one of you,
      on coming down in the morning to the parlour of your house, finds that a
      tea-pot and some spoons which had been left in the room on the previous
      evening are gone,—the window is open, and you observe the mark of a
      dirty hand on the window-frame, and perhaps, in addition to that, you
      notice the impress of a hob-nailed shoe on the gravel outside. All these
      phenomena have struck your attention instantly, and before two minutes
      have passed you say, "Oh, somebody has broken open the window, entered the
      room, and run off with the spoons and the tea-pot!" That speech is out of
      your mouth in a moment. And you will probably add, "I know there has; I am
      quite sure of it!" You mean to say exactly what you know; but in reality
      what you have said has been the expression of what is, in all essential
      particulars, an Hypothesis. You do not 'know' it at all; it is nothing but
      an hypothesis rapidly framed in your own mind! And it is an hypothesis
      founded on a long train of inductions and deductions.
    


      What are those inductions and deductions, and how have you got at this
      hypothesis? You have observed, in the first place, that the window is
      open; but by a train of reasoning involving many Inductions and
      Deductions, you have probably arrived long before at the General Law—and
      a very good one it is—that windows do not open of themselves; and
      you therefore conclude that something has opened the window. A second
      general law that you have arrived at in the same way is, that tea-pots and
      spoons do not go out of a window spontaneously, and you are satisfied
      that, as they are not now where you left them, they have been removed. In
      the third place, you look at the marks on the window-sill, and the
      shoemarks outside, and you say that in all previous experience the former
      kind of mark has never been produced by anything else but the hand of a
      human being; and the same experience shows that no other animal but man at
      present wears shoes with hob-nails on them such as would produce the marks
      in the gravel. I do not know, even if we could discover any of those
      "missing links" that are talked about, that they would help us to any
      other conclusion! At any rate the law which states our present experience
      is strong enough for my present purpose.—You next reach the
      conclusion, that as these kinds of marks have not been left by any other
      animals than men, or are liable to be formed in any other way than by a
      man's hand and shoe, the marks in question have been formed by a man in
      that way. You have, further, a general law, founded on observation and
      experience, and that, too, is, I am sorry to say, a very universal and
      unimpeachable one,—that some men are thieves; and you assume at once
      from all these premisses—and that is what constitutes your
      hypothesis—that the man who made the marks outside and on the
      window-sill, opened the window, got into the room, and stole your tea-pot
      and spoons. You have now arrived at a 'Vera Causa';—you have assumed
      a Cause which it is plain is competent to produce all the phenomena you
      have observed. You can explain all these phenomena only by the hypothesis
      of a thief. But that is a hypothetical conclusion, of the justice of which
      you have no absolute proof at all; it is only rendered highly probable by
      a series of inductive and deductive reasonings.
    


      I suppose your first action, assuming that you are a man of ordinary
      common sense, and that you have established this hypothesis to your own
      satisfaction, will very likely be to go off for the police, and set them
      on the track of the burglar, with the view to the recovery of your
      property. But just as you are starting with this object, some person comes
      in, and on learning what you are about, says, "My good friend, you are
      going on a great deal too fast. How do you know that the man who really
      made the marks took the spoons? It might have been a monkey that took
      them, and the man may have merely looked in afterwards." You would
      probably reply, "Well, that is all very well, but you see it is contrary
      to all experience of the way tea-pots and spoons are abstracted; so that,
      at any rate, your hypothesis is less probable than mine." While you are
      talking the thing over in this way, another friend arrives, one of that
      good kind of people that I was talking of a little while ago. And he might
      say, "Oh, my dear sir, you are certainly going on a great deal too fast.
      You are most presumptuous. You admit that all these occurrences took place
      when you were fast asleep, at a time when you could not possibly have
      known anything about what was taking place. How do you know that the laws
      of Nature are not suspended during the night? It may be that there has
      been some kind of supernatural interference in this case." In point of
      fact, he declares that your hypothesis is one of which you cannot at all
      demonstrate the truth, and that you are by no means sure that the laws of
      Nature are the same when you are asleep as when you are awake.
    


      Well, now, you cannot at the moment answer that kind of reasoning. You
      feel that your worthy friend has you somewhat at a disadvantage. You will
      feel perfectly convinced in your own mind, however, that you are quite
      right, and you say to him, "My good friend, I can only be guided by the
      natural probabilities of the case, and if you will be kind enough to stand
      aside and permit me to pass, I will go and fetch the police." Well, we
      will suppose that your journey is successful, and that by good luck you
      meet with a policeman; that eventually the burglar is found with your
      property on his person, and the marks correspond to his hand and to his
      boots. Probably any jury would consider those facts a very good
      experimental verification of your hypothesis, touching the cause of the
      abnormal phenomena observed in your parlour, and would act accordingly.
    


      Now, in this suppositious case, I have taken phenomena of a very common
      kind, in order that you might see what are the different steps in an
      ordinary process of reasoning, if you will only take the trouble to
      analyse it carefully. All the operations I have described, you will see,
      are involved in the mind of any man of sense in leading him to a
      conclusion as to the course he should take in order to make good a robbery
      and punish the offender. I say that you are led, in that case, to your
      conclusion by exactly the same train of reasoning as that which a man of
      science pursues when he is endeavouring to discover the origin and laws of
      the most occult phenomena. The process is, and always must be, the same;
      and precisely the same mode of reasoning was employed by Newton and
      Laplace in their endeavours to discover and define the causes of the
      movements of the heavenly bodies, as you, with your own common sense,
      would employ to detect a burglar. The only difference is, that the nature
      of the inquiry being more abstruse, every step has to be most carefully
      watched, so that there may not be a single crack or flaw in your
      hypothesis. A flaw or crack in many of the hypotheses of daily life may be
      of little or no moment as affecting the general correctness of the
      conclusions at which we may arrive; but, in a scientific inquiry, a
      fallacy, great or small, is always of importance, and is sure to be
      constantly productive of mischievous, if not fatal results.
    


      Do not allow yourselves to be misled by the common notion that an
      hypothesis is untrustworthy simply because it is an hypothesis. It is
      often urged, in respect to some scientific conclusion, that, after all, it
      is only an hypothesis. But what more have we to guide us in nine-tenths of
      the most important affairs of daily life than hypotheses, and often very
      ill-based ones? So that in science, where the evidence of an hypothesis is
      subjected to the most rigid examination, we may rightly pursue the same
      course. You may have hypotheses and hypotheses. A man may say, if he
      likes, that the moon is made of green cheese: that is an hypothesis. But
      another man, who has devoted a great deal of time and attention to the
      subject, and availed himself of the most powerful telescopes and the
      results of the observations of others, declares that in his opinion it is
      probably composed of materials very similar to those of which our own
      earth is made up: and that is also only an hypothesis. But I need not tell
      you that there is an enormous difference in the value of the two
      hypotheses. That one which is based on sound scientific knowledge is sure
      to have a corresponding value; and that which is a mere hasty random guess
      is likely to have but little value. Every great step in our progress in
      discovering causes has been made in exactly the same way as that which I
      have detailed to you. A person observing the occurrence of certain facts
      and phenomena asks, naturally enough, what process, what kind of operation
      known to occur in nature applied to the particular case, will unravel and
      explain the mystery? Hence you have the scientific hypothesis; and its
      value will be proportionate to the care and completeness with which its
      basis had been tested and verified. It is in these matters as in the
      commonest affairs of practical life: the guess of the fool will be folly,
      while the guess of the wise man will contain wisdom. In all cases, you see
      that the value of the result depends on the patience and faithfulness with
      which the investigator applies to his hypothesis every possible kind of
      verification.
    



      Text from Project Gutenberg.

    

  
    
      Afterword

      Day Twenty-Eight: Deduction

      Jabez Wilson, once Holmes has explained himself, could be one of Huxley’s working men: “I thought at first that you had done something clever, but I see that there was nothing in it after all.” Holmes begins to think he makes “a mistake in explaining”, and quotes “Omne ignotum pro magnifico”. It is Tacitus’s, from the speech of Calgacus: “the unknown always passes for the marvellous”. Huxley sets out to spoil the marvel on purpose. He wants his listeners to find that they already reason like Newton, and “be delighted with yourselves”.

      Sophocles’ chorus would put John Clay and Holmes in the same verse: “Cunning beyond fancy’s dream is the fertile skill which brings him, now to evil, now to good.” Clay has Eton, Oxford and royal blood, and spends them on a tunnel. Jebb’s “wonderful” stands for a Greek word, deinos, that also means terrible. And the chorus doesn’t yet know whom it is condemning: “Never may he share my hearth”. Moments later the guard brings in the rule-breaker. It is Antigone, the king’s own niece.

      Doyle modelled Holmes on Joseph Bell, a surgeon who taught him at Edinburgh and liked to tell patients their jobs and travels before they had said a word. In 1927 Doyle picked this story as the second best of his Holmes stories, after The Speckled Band. He was careless with the dates, though: the advertisement appeared on April 27, “just two months” before the League was dissolved, on October 9.

    

  
    
      Day Twenty-Nine

      Comedy

      27 minutes

      
        Story
        The Ransom of Red Chief
        O. Henry · 17 minutes
        Two kidnappers versus one boy; the funniest story in American literature.
      

      
        Poem
        Résumé
        Dorothy Parker · 1 minute
        Eight lines of the blackest comedy in American verse.
      

      
        Essay
        On Being Idle
        Jerome K. Jerome · 10 minutes
        The comic classic on doing nothing.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      The Ransom of Red Chief

      O. Henry, 1907

      The boy plays at cowboys and Indians, and this story uses the racial slurs of its time.

      
It looked like a good thing: but wait till I tell you. We were down South, in Alabama⁠—Bill Driscoll and myself⁠—when this kidnapping idea struck us. It was, as Bill afterward expressed it, “during a moment of temporary mental apparition”; but we didn’t find that out till later.

There was a town down there, as flat as a flannel-cake, and called Summit, of course. It contained inhabitants of as undeleterious and self-satisfied a class of peasantry as ever clustered around a Maypole.

Bill and me had a joint capital of about six hundred dollars, and we needed just two thousand dollars more to pull off a fraudulent town-lot scheme in Western Illinois with. We talked it over on the front steps of the hotel. Philoprogenitiveness, says we, is strong in semi-rural communities; therefore and for other reasons, a kidnapping project ought to do better there than in the radius of newspapers that send reporters out in plain clothes to stir up talk about such things. We knew that Summit couldn’t get after us with anything stronger than constables and maybe some lackadaisical bloodhounds and a diatribe or two in the Weekly Farmers’ Budget. So, it looked good.

We selected for our victim the only child of a prominent citizen named Ebenezer Dorset. The father was respectable and tight, a mortgage fancier and a stern, upright collection-plate passer and forecloser. The kid was a boy of ten, with bas-relief freckles, and hair the colour of the cover of the magazine you buy at the newsstand when you want to catch a train. Bill and me figured that Ebenezer would melt down for a ransom of two thousand dollars to a cent. But wait till I tell you.

About two miles from Summit was a little mountain, covered with a dense cedar brake. On the rear elevation of this mountain was a cave. There we stored provisions. One evening after sundown, we drove in a buggy past old Dorset’s house. The kid was in the street, throwing rocks at a kitten on the opposite fence.

“Hey, little boy!” says Bill, “would you like to have a bag of candy and a nice ride?”

The boy catches Bill neatly in the eye with a piece of brick.

“That will cost the old man an extra five hundred dollars,” says Bill, climbing over the wheel.

That boy put up a fight like a welterweight cinnamon bear; but, at last, we got him down in the bottom of the buggy and drove away. We took him up to the cave and I hitched the horse in the cedar brake. After dark I drove the buggy to the little village, three miles away, where we had hired it, and walked back to the mountain.

Bill was pasting court-plaster over the scratches and bruises on his features. There was a fire burning behind the big rock at the entrance of the cave, and the boy was watching a pot of boiling coffee, with two buzzard tail-feathers stuck in his red hair. He points a stick at me when I come up, and says:

“Ha! cursed paleface, do you dare to enter the camp of Red Chief, the terror of the plains?”

“He’s all right now,” says Bill, rolling up his trousers and examining some bruises on his shins. “We’re playing Indian. We’re making Buffalo Bill’s show look like magic-lantern views of Palestine in the town hall. I’m Old Hank, the Trapper, Red Chief’s captive, and I’m to be scalped at daybreak. By Geronimo! that kid can kick hard.”

Yes, sir, that boy seemed to be having the time of his life. The fun of camping out in a cave had made him forget that he was a captive himself. He immediately christened me Snake-eye, the Spy, and announced that, when his braves returned from the warpath, I was to be broiled at the stake at the rising of the sun.

Then we had supper; and he filled his mouth full of bacon and bread and gravy, and began to talk. He made a during-dinner speech something like this:

“I like this fine. I never camped out before; but I had a pet possum once, and I was nine last birthday. I hate to go to school. Rats ate up sixteen of Jimmy Talbot’s aunt’s speckled hen’s eggs. Are there any real Indians in these woods? I want some more gravy. Does the trees moving make the wind blow? We had five puppies. What makes your nose so red, Hank? My father has lots of money. Are the stars hot? I whipped Ed Walker twice, Saturday. I don’t like girls. You dassent catch toads unless with a string. Do oxen make any noise? Why are oranges round? Have you got beds to sleep on in this cave? Amos Murray has got six toes. A parrot can talk, but a monkey or a fish can’t. How many does it take to make twelve?”

Every few minutes he would remember that he was a pesky redskin, and pick up his stick rifle and tiptoe to the mouth of the cave to rubber for the scouts of the hated paleface. Now and then he would let out a war-whoop that made Old Hank the Trapper shiver. That boy had Bill terrorized from the start.

“Red Chief,” says I to the kid, “would you like to go home?”

“Aw, what for?” says he. “I don’t have any fun at home. I hate to go to school. I like to camp out. You won’t take me back home again, Snake-eye, will you?”

“Not right away,” says I. “We’ll stay here in the cave a while.”

“All right!” says he. “That’ll be fine. I never had such fun in all my life.”

We went to bed about eleven o’clock. We spread down some wide blankets and quilts and put Red Chief between us. We weren’t afraid he’d run away. He kept us awake for three hours, jumping up and reaching for his rifle and screeching: “Hist! pard,” in mine and Bill’s ears, as the fancied crackle of a twig or the rustle of a leaf revealed to his young imagination the stealthy approach of the outlaw band. At last, I fell into a troubled sleep, and dreamed that I had been kidnapped and chained to a tree by a ferocious pirate with red hair.

Just at daybreak, I was awakened by a series of awful screams from Bill. They weren’t yells, or howls, or shouts, or whoops, or yawps, such as you’d expect from a manly set of vocal organs⁠—they were simply indecent, terrifying, humiliating screams, such as women emit when they see ghosts or caterpillars. It’s an awful thing to hear a strong, desperate, fat man scream incontinently in a cave at daybreak.

I jumped up to see what the matter was. Red Chief was sitting on Bill’s chest, with one hand twined in Bill’s hair. In the other he had the sharp case-knife we used for slicing bacon; and he was industriously and realistically trying to take Bill’s scalp, according to the sentence that had been pronounced upon him the evening before.

I got the knife away from the kid and made him lie down again. But, from that moment, Bill’s spirit was broken. He laid down on his side of the bed, but he never closed an eye again in sleep as long as that boy was with us. I dozed off for a while, but along toward sunup I remembered that Red Chief had said I was to be burned at the stake at the rising of the sun. I wasn’t nervous or afraid; but I sat up and lit my pipe and leaned against a rock.

“What you getting up so soon for, Sam?” asked Bill.

“Me?” says I. “Oh, I got a kind of a pain in my shoulder. I thought sitting up would rest it.”

“You’re a liar!” says Bill. “You’re afraid. You was to be burned at sunrise, and you was afraid he’d do it. And he would, too, if he could find a match. Ain’t it awful, Sam? Do you think anybody will pay out money to get a little imp like that back home?”

“Sure,” said I. “A rowdy kid like that is just the kind that parents dote on. Now, you and the Chief get up and cook breakfast, while I go up on the top of this mountain and reconnoitre.”

I went up on the peak of the little mountain and ran my eye over the contiguous vicinity. Over toward Summit I expected to see the sturdy yeomanry of the village armed with scythes and pitchforks beating the countryside for the dastardly kidnappers. But what I saw was a peaceful landscape dotted with one man ploughing with a dun mule. Nobody was dragging the creek; no couriers dashed hither and yon, bringing tidings of no news to the distracted parents. There was a sylvan attitude of somnolent sleepiness pervading that section of the external outward surface of Alabama that lay exposed to my view. “Perhaps,” says I to myself, “it has not yet been discovered that the wolves have borne away the tender lambkin from the fold. Heaven help the wolves!” says I, and I went down the mountain to breakfast.

When I got to the cave I found Bill backed up against the side of it, breathing hard, and the boy threatening to smash him with a rock half as big as a coconut.

“He put a red-hot boiled potato down my back,” explained Bill, “and then mashed it with his foot; and I boxed his ears. Have you got a gun about you, Sam?”

I took the rock away from the boy and kind of patched up the argument. “I’ll fix you,” says the kid to Bill. “No man ever yet struck the Red Chief but what he got paid for it. You better beware!”

After breakfast the kid takes a piece of leather with strings wrapped around it out of his pocket and goes outside the cave unwinding it.

“What’s he up to now?” says Bill, anxiously. “You don’t think he’ll run away, do you, Sam?”

“No fear of it,” says I. “He don’t seem to be much of a home body. But we’ve got to fix up some plan about the ransom. There don’t seem to be much excitement around Summit on account of his disappearance; but maybe they haven’t realized yet that he’s gone. His folks may think he’s spending the night with Aunt Jane or one of the neighbours. Anyhow, he’ll be missed today. Tonight we must get a message to his father demanding the two thousand dollars for his return.”

Just then we heard a kind of war-whoop, such as David might have emitted when he knocked out the champion Goliath. It was a sling that Red Chief had pulled out of his pocket, and he was whirling it around his head.

I dodged, and heard a heavy thud and a kind of a sigh from Bill, like a horse gives out when you take his saddle off. A niggerhead rock the size of an egg had caught Bill just behind his left ear. He loosened himself all over and fell in the fire across the frying pan of hot water for washing the dishes. I dragged him out and poured cold water on his head for half an hour.

By and by, Bill sits up and feels behind his ear and says: “Sam, do you know who my favourite Biblical character is?”

“Take it easy,” says I. “You’ll come to your senses presently.”

“King Herod,” says he. “You won’t go away and leave me here alone, will you, Sam?”

I went out and caught that boy and shook him until his freckles rattled.

“If you don’t behave,” says I, “I’ll take you straight home. Now, are you going to be good, or not?”

“I was only funning,” says he sullenly. “I didn’t mean to hurt Old Hank. But what did he hit me for? I’ll behave, Snake-eye, if you won’t send me home, and if you’ll let me play the Black Scout today.”

“I don’t know the game,” says I. “That’s for you and Mr. Bill to decide. He’s your playmate for the day. I’m going away for a while, on business. Now, you come in and make friends with him and say you are sorry for hurting him, or home you go, at once.”

I made him and Bill shake hands, and then I took Bill aside and told him I was going to Poplar Cove, a little village three miles from the cave, and find out what I could about how the kidnapping had been regarded in Summit. Also, I thought it best to send a peremptory letter to old man Dorset that day, demanding the ransom and dictating how it should be paid.

“You know, Sam,” says Bill, “I’ve stood by you without batting an eye in earthquakes, fire and flood⁠—in poker games, dynamite outrages, police raids, train robberies and cyclones. I never lost my nerve yet till we kidnapped that two-legged skyrocket of a kid. He’s got me going. You won’t leave me long with him, will you, Sam?”

“I’ll be back some time this afternoon,” says I. “You must keep the boy amused and quiet till I return. And now we’ll write the letter to old Dorset.”

Bill and I got paper and pencil and worked on the letter while Red Chief, with a blanket wrapped around him, strutted up and down, guarding the mouth of the cave. Bill begged me tearfully to make the ransom fifteen hundred dollars instead of two thousand. “I ain’t attempting,” says he, “to decry the celebrated moral aspect of parental affection, but we’re dealing with humans, and it ain’t human for anybody to give up two thousand dollars for that forty-pound chunk of freckled wildcat. I’m willing to take a chance at fifteen hundred dollars. You can charge the difference up to me.”

So, to relieve Bill, I acceded, and we collaborated a letter that ran this way:


Ebenezer Dorset, Esq.:

We have your boy concealed in a place far from Summit. It is useless for you or the most skilful detectives to attempt to find him. Absolutely, the only terms on which you can have him restored to you are these: We demand fifteen hundred dollars in large bills for his return; the money to be left at midnight tonight at the same spot and in the same box as your reply⁠—as hereinafter described. If you agree to these terms, send your answer in writing by a solitary messenger tonight at half-past eight o’clock. After crossing Owl Creek, on the road to Poplar Cove, there are three large trees about a hundred yards apart, close to the fence of the wheat field on the right-hand side. At the bottom of the fence-post, opposite the third tree, will be found a small pasteboard box.

The messenger will place the answer in this box and return immediately to Summit.

If you attempt any treachery or fail to comply with our demand as stated, you will never see your boy again.

If you pay the money as demanded, he will be returned to you safe and well within three hours. These terms are final, and if you do not accede to them no further communication will be attempted.



I addressed this letter to Dorset, and put it in my pocket. As I was about to start, the kid comes up to me and says:

“Aw, Snake-eye, you said I could play the Black Scout while you was gone.”

“Play it, of course,” says I. “Mr. Bill will play with you. What kind of a game is it?”

“I’m the Black Scout,” says Red Chief, “and I have to ride to the stockade to warn the settlers that the Indians are coming. I’m tired of playing Indian myself. I want to be the Black Scout.”

“All right,” says I. “It sounds harmless to me. I guess Mr. Bill will help you foil the pesky savages.”

“What am I to do?” asks Bill, looking at the kid suspiciously.

“You are the hoss,” says Black Scout. “Get down on your hands and knees. How can I ride to the stockade without a hoss?”

“You’d better keep him interested,” said I, “till we get the scheme going. Loosen up.”

Bill gets down on his all fours, and a look comes in his eye like a rabbit’s when you catch it in a trap.

“How far is it to the stockade, kid?” he asks, in a husky manner of voice.

“Ninety miles,” says the Black Scout. “And you have to hump yourself to get there on time. Whoa, now!”

The Black Scout jumps on Bill’s back and digs his heels in his side.

“For Heaven’s sake,” says Bill, “hurry back, Sam, as soon as you can. I wish we hadn’t made the ransom more than a thousand. Say, you quit kicking me or I’ll get up and warm you good.”

I walked over to Poplar Cove and sat around the post-office and store, talking with the chawbacons that came in to trade. One whiskerando says that he hears Summit is all upset on account of Elder Ebenezer Dorset’s boy having been lost or stolen. That was all I wanted to know. I bought some smoking tobacco, referred casually to the price of black-eyed peas, posted my letter surreptitiously and came away. The postmaster said the mail-carrier would come by in an hour to take the mail on to Summit.

When I got back to the cave Bill and the boy were not to be found. I explored the vicinity of the cave, and risked a yodel or two, but there was no response.

So I lighted my pipe and sat down on a mossy bank to await developments.

In about half an hour I heard the bushes rustle, and Bill wabbled out into the little glade in front of the cave. Behind him was the kid, stepping softly like a scout, with a broad grin on his face. Bill stopped, took off his hat and wiped his face with a red handkerchief. The kid stopped about eight feet behind him.

“Sam,” says Bill, “I suppose you’ll think I’m a renegade, but I couldn’t help it. I’m a grown person with masculine proclivities and habits of self-defense, but there is a time when all systems of egotism and predominance fail. The boy is gone. I have sent him home. All is off. There was martyrs in old times,” goes on Bill, “that suffered death rather than give up the particular graft they enjoyed. None of ’em ever was subjugated to such supernatural tortures as I have been. I tried to be faithful to our articles of depredation; but there came a limit.”

“What’s the trouble, Bill?” I asks him.

“I was rode,” says Bill, “the ninety miles to the stockade, not barring an inch. Then, when the settlers was rescued, I was given oats. Sand ain’t a palatable substitute. And then, for an hour I had to try to explain to him why there was nothin’ in holes, how a road can run both ways and what makes the grass green. I tell you, Sam, a human can only stand so much. I takes him by the neck of his clothes and drags him down the mountain. On the way he kicks my legs black-and-blue from the knees down; and I’ve got to have two or three bites on my thumb and hand cauterized.

“But he’s gone”⁠—continues Bill⁠—“gone home. I showed him the road to Summit and kicked him about eight feet nearer there at one kick. I’m sorry we lose the ransom; but it was either that or Bill Driscoll to the madhouse.”

Bill is puffing and blowing, but there is a look of ineffable peace and growing content on his rose-pink features.

“Bill,” says I, “there isn’t any heart disease in your family, is there?”

“No,” says Bill, “nothing chronic except malaria and accidents. Why?”

“Then you might turn around,” says I, “and have a took behind you.”

Bill turns and sees the boy, and loses his complexion and sits down plump on the round and begins to pluck aimlessly at grass and little sticks. For an hour I was afraid for his mind. And then I told him that my scheme was to put the whole job through immediately and that we would get the ransom and be off with it by midnight if old Dorset fell in with our proposition. So Bill braced up enough to give the kid a weak sort of a smile and a promise to play the Russian in a Japanese war with him as soon as he felt a little better.

I had a scheme for collecting that ransom without danger of being caught by counterplots that ought to commend itself to professional kidnappers. The tree under which the answer was to be left⁠—and the money later on⁠—was close to the road fence with big, bare fields on all sides. If a gang of constables should be watching for anyone to come for the note they could see him a long way off crossing the fields or in the road. But no, sirree! At half-past eight I was up in that tree as well hidden as a tree toad, waiting for the messenger to arrive.

Exactly on time, a half-grown boy rides up the road on a bicycle, locates the pasteboard box at the foot of the fence-post, slips a folded piece of paper into it and pedals away again back toward Summit.

I waited an hour and then concluded the thing was square. I slid down the tree, got the note, slipped along the fence till I struck the woods, and was back at the cave in another half an hour. I opened the note, got near the lantern and read it to Bill. It was written with a pen in a crabbed hand, and the sum and substance of it was this:


Gentlemen: I received your letter today by post, in regard to the ransom you ask for the return of my son. I think you are a little high in your demands, and I hereby make you a counter-proposition, which I am inclined to believe you will accept. You bring Johnny home and pay me two hundred and fifty dollars in cash, and I agree to take him off your hands. You had better come at night, for the neighbours believe he is lost, and I couldn’t be responsible for what they would do to anybody they saw bringing him back. Very respectfully,



“Great pirates of Penzance!” says I; “of all the impudent⁠—”

But I glanced at Bill, and hesitated. He had the most appealing look in his eyes I ever saw on the face of a dumb or a talking brute.

“Sam,” says he, “what’s two hundred and fifty dollars, after all? We’ve got the money. One more night of this kid will send me to a bed in Bedlam. Besides being a thorough gentleman, I think Mr. Dorset is a spendthrift for making us such a liberal offer. You ain’t going to let the chance go, are you?”

“Tell you the truth, Bill,” says I, “this little he ewe lamb has somewhat got on my nerves too. We’ll take him home, pay the ransom and make our getaway.”

We took him home that night. We got him to go by telling him that his father had bought a silver-mounted rifle and a pair of moccasins for him, and we were going to hunt bears the next day.

It was just twelve o’clock when we knocked at Ebenezer’s front door. Just at the moment when I should have been abstracting the fifteen hundred dollars from the box under the tree, according to the original proposition, Bill was counting out two hundred and fifty dollars into Dorset’s hand.

When the kid found out we were going to leave him at home he started up a howl like a calliope and fastened himself as tight as a leech to Bill’s leg. His father peeled him away gradually, like a porous plaster.

“How long can you hold him?” asks Bill.

“I’m not as strong as I used to be,” says old Dorset, “but I think I can promise you ten minutes.”

“Enough,” says Bill. “In ten minutes I shall cross the Central, Southern and Middle Western States, and be legging it trippingly for the Canadian border.”

And, as dark as it was, and as fat as Bill was, and as good a runner as I am, he was a good mile and a half out of Summit before I could catch up with him.



      Text from Standard Ebooks.

    

  
    
      Poem

      Résumé

      Dorothy Parker, 1926

      
        


Résumé




RAZORS pain you;
Rivers are damp;
Acids stain you;
And drugs cause cramp.
Guns aren’t lawful;
Nooses give;
Gas smells awful;
You might as well live.
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      Essay

      On Being Idle

      Jerome K. Jerome, 1886

      
        


ON BEING IDLE.




Now this is a subject on which I flatter myself I really am au fait. The gentleman who, when I was young, bathed me at wisdom's font for nine guineas a term—no extras—used to say he never knew a boy who could do less work in more time; and I remember my poor grandmother once incidentally observing, in the course of an instruction upon the use of the prayer-book, that it was highly improbable that I should ever do much that I ought to do, but, that she felt convinced beyond a doubt that I should leave undone pretty well everything that I ought to do.

I am afraid I have somewhat belied half the dear old lady's prophecy. Heaven help me! I have done a good many things that I ought not to have done, in spite of my laziness. But I have fully confirmed the accuracy of her judgment so far as neglecting much that I ought not to have neglected is concerned. Idling always has been my strong point. I take no credit to myself in the matter—it is a gift. Few possess it. There are plenty of lazy people and plenty of slow-coaches, but a genuine idler is a rarity. He is not a man who slouches about with his hands in his pockets. On the contrary, his most startling characteristic is that he is always intensely busy.

It is impossible to enjoy idling thoroughly unless one has plenty of work to do. There is no fun in doing nothing when you have nothing to. Wasting time is merely an occupation then, and a most exhausting one. Idleness, like kisses, to be sweet must be stolen.

Many years ago, when I was a young man, I was taken very ill—I never could see myself that much was the matter with me, except that I had a beastly cold. But I suppose it was something very serious, for the doctor said that I ought to have come to him a month before, and that if it (whatever it was) had gone on for another week he would not have answered for the consequences. It is an extraordinary thing, but I never knew a doctor called into any case yet, but what it transpired that another day's delay would have rendered cure hopeless. Our medical guide, philosopher, and friend is like the hero in a melodrama, he always comes upon the scene just, and only just, in the nick of time. It is Providence, that is what it is.

Well, as I was saying, I was very ill, and was ordered to Buxton for a month, with strict injunctions to do nothing whatever all the while that I was there. "Rest is what you require," said the doctor, "perfect rest."

It seemed a delightful prospect. "This man evidently understands my complaint," said I, and I pictured to myself a glorious time—a four weeks' dolce far niente with a dash of illness in it. Not too much illness, but just illness enough—just sufficient to give it the flavour of suffering, and make it poetical. I should get up late, sip chocolate, and have my breakfast in slippers and a dressing-gown. I should lie out in the garden in a hammock, and read sentimental novels with a melancholy ending, until the book would fall from my listless hand, and I should recline there, dreamily gazing into the deep blue of the firmament, watching the fleecy clouds, floating like white-sailed ships, across its depths, and listening to the joyous song of the birds, and the low rustling of the trees. Or, when I became too weak to go out of doors, I should sit, propped up with pillows, at the open window of the ground floor front, and look wasted and interesting, so that all the pretty girls would sigh as they passed by.

And, twice a day, I should go down in a Bath chair to the Colonnade, to drink the waters. Oh, those waters! I knew nothing about them then, and was rather taken with the idea. "Drinking the waters" sounded fashionable and Queen Anneified, and I thought I should like them. But, ugh! after the first three or four mornings! Sam Weller's description of them, as "having a taste of warm flat-irons," conveys only a faint idea of their hideous nauseousness. If anything could make a sick man get well quickly, it would be the knowledge that he must drink a glassful of them every day until he was recovered. I drank them neat for six consecutive days, and they nearly killed me; but, after then, I adopted the plan of taking a stiff glass of brandy and water immediately on the top of them, and found much relief thereby. I have been informed since, by various eminent medical gentlemen, that the alcohol must have entirely counteracted the effects of the chalybeate properties contained in the water. I am glad I was lucky enough to hit upon the right thing.

But "drinking the waters" was only a small portion of the torture I experienced during that memorable month, a month which was, without exception, the most miserable I have ever spent. During the best part of it, I religiously followed the doctor's mandate, and did nothing whatever, except moon about the house and garden, and go out for two hours a day in a Bath chair. That did break the monotony to a certain extent. There is more excitement about Bath-chairing—especially if you are not used to the exhilarating exercise—than might appear to the casual observer. A sense of danger, such as a mere outsider might not understand, is ever present to the mind of the occupant. He feels convinced every minute that the whole concern is going over, a conviction which becomes especially lively whenever a ditch or a stretch of newly macadamised road comes in sight. Every vehicle that passes he expects is going to run into him; and he never finds himself ascending or descending a hill, without immediately beginning to speculate upon his chances, supposing—as seems extremely probable—that the weak knee'd controller of his destiny should let go.

But even this diversion failed to enliven after a while, and the ennui became perfectly unbearable. I felt my mind giving way under it. It is not a strong mind, and I thought it would be unwise to tax it too far. So somewhere about the twentieth morning, I got up early, had a good breakfast, and walked straight off to Hayfield at the foot of the Kinder Scout—a pleasant, busy, little town, reached through a lovely valley, and with two sweetly pretty women in it. At least they were sweetly pretty then; one passed me on the bridge, and, I think, smiled; and the other was standing at an open door, making an unremunerative investment of kisses upon a red-faced baby. But it is years ago, and I daresay they have both grown stout and snappish since that time. Coming back, I saw an old man breaking stones, and it roused such strong longing in me to use my arms, that I offered him a drink to let me take his place. He was a kindly old man, and he humoured me. I went for those stones with the accumulated energy of three weeks, and did more work in half-an-hour than he had done all day. But it did not make him jealous.

Having taken the plunge, I went further and further into dissipation, going out for a long walk every morning, and listening to the band in the Pavilion every evening. But the days still passed slowly notwithstanding, and I was heartily glad when the last one came, and I was being whirled away from gouty, consumptive Buxton to London with its stern work and life. I looked out of the carriage as we rushed through Hendon in the evening. The lurid glare overhanging the mighty city seemed to warm my heart, and, when later on, my cab rattled out of St Pancras' station, the old familiar roar that came swelling up around me sounded the sweetest music I had heard for many a long day.

I certainly did not enjoy that month's idling. I like idling when I ought not to be idling; not when it is the only thing I have to do. That is my pig-headed nature. The time when I like best to stand with my back to the fire, calculating how much I owe, is when my desk is heaped highest with letters that must be answered by the next post. When I like to dawdle longest over my dinner, is when I have a heavy evening's work before me. And if, for some urgent reason, I ought to be up particularly early in the morning, it is then, more than at any other time, that I love to lie an extra half-hour in bed. 

Ah! how delicious it is to turn over and go to sleep again: "just for five minutes." Is there any human being, I wonder, besides the hero of a Sunday-school "tale for boys," who ever gets up willingly? There are some men to whom getting up at the proper time is an utter impossibility. If eight o'clock happens to be the time that they should turn out, then they lie till half-past. If circumstances change, and half-past eight becomes early enough for them, then it is nine before they can rise; they are like the statesman of whom it was said that he was always punctually half an hour late. They try all manner of schemes. They buy alarum clocks (artful contrivances that go off at the wrong time, and alarm the wrong people). They tell Sarah Jane to knock at the door and call them, and Sarah Jane does knock at the door, and does call them, and they grunt back "awri," and then go comfortably to sleep again. I knew one man who would actually get out, and have a cold bath; and even that was of no use, for, afterwards, he would jump into bed again to warm himself.

I think myself that I could keep out of bed all right, if I once got out. It is the wrenching away of the head from the pillow that I find so hard, and no amount of over-night determination makes it easier. I say to myself, after having wasted the whole evening, "Well, I won't do any more work to-night; I'll get up early to-morrow morning;" and I am thoroughly resolved to do so—then. In the morning, however, I feel less enthusiastic about the idea, and reflect that it would have been much better if I had stopped up last night. And then there is the trouble of dressing, and the more one thinks about that, the more one wants to put it off.

It is a strange thing this bed, this mimic grave, where we stretch our tired limbs, and sink away so quietly into the silence and rest. "Oh bed, oh bed, delicious bed, that heaven on earth to the weary head," as sang poor Hood, you are a kind old nurse to us fretful boys and girls. Clever and foolish, naughty and good, you take us all in your motherly lap, and hush our wayward crying. The strong man full of care—the sick man full of pain—the little maiden, sobbing for her faithless lover—like children, we lay our aching heads on your white bosom, and you gently soothe us off to by-by.

Our trouble is sore indeed, when you turn away, and will not comfort us. How long the dawn seems coming, when we cannot sleep! Oh! those hideous nights, when we toss and turn in fever and pain, when we lie, like living men among the dead, staring out into the dark hours that drift so slowly between us and the light. And oh! those still more hideous nights, when we sit by another in pain, when the low fire startles us every now and then with a falling cinder, and the tick of the clock seems a hammer, beating out the life that we are watching.

But enough of beds and bed-rooms. I have kept to them too long, even for an idle fellow. Let us come out, and have a smoke. That wastes time just as well, and does not look so bad. Tobacco has been a blessing to us idlers. What the civil service clerks before Sir Walter's time found to occupy their minds with, it is hard to imagine. I attribute the quarrelsome nature of the Middle Ages young men entirely to the want of the soothing weed. They had no work to do, and could not smoke, and the consequence was they were for ever fighting and rowing. If, by any extraordinary chance, there was no war going, then they got up a deadly family feud with the next-door neighbour, and if, in spite of this, they still had a few spare moments on their hands, they occupied them with discussions as to whose sweetheart was the best looking, the arguments employed on both sides being battle-axes, clubs, &c. Questions of taste were soon decided in those days. When a twelfth century youth fell in love, he did not take three paces backwards, gaze into her eyes, and tell her she was too beautiful to live. He said he would step outside and see about it. And if, when he got out, he met a man and broke his head—the other man's head, I mean—then that proved that his—the first fellow's girl—was a pretty girl. But if the other fellow broke his head—not his own, you know, but the other fellow's—the other fellow to the second fellow, that is, because of course the other fellow would only be the other fellow to him, not the first fellow, who—well, if he broke his head, then his girl—not the other fellow's but the fellow who was the—Look here, if A broke B's head, then A's girl was a pretty girl; but if B broke A's head, then A's girl wasn't a pretty girl, but B's girl was. That was their method of conducting art criticism.

Now-a-days we light a pipe, and let the girls fight it out amongst themselves.

They do it very well. They are getting to do all our work. They are doctors, and barristers, and artists. They manage theatres, and promote swindles, and edit newspapers. I am looking forward to the time when we men shall have nothing to do but lie in bed till twelve, read two novels a day, have nice little five o'clock teas all to ourselves, and tax our brains with nothing more trying than discussions upon the latest patterns in trousers, and arguments as to what Mr Jones's coat was made of and whether it fitted him. It is a glorious prospect—for idle fellows.






      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Afterword

      Day Twenty-Nine: Comedy

      “Idleness, like kisses, to be sweet must be stolen,” says Jerome, and Red Chief is the proof. A night in a cave with two crooks is the best holiday of his life because it is stolen from school (“I hate to go to school,” he says, twice), and the worst thing his kidnappers can threaten him with is home.

      The cleverest crook in the story may be Ebenezer Dorset, “a mortgage fancier and a stern, upright collection-plate passer and forecloser”, who turns a kidnapping into a sale and gets paid for it. Bill, counting out the money, calls him a thorough gentleman and “a spendthrift for making us such a liberal offer”.

      O. Henry knew crooks from the inside. As William Sydney Porter, a bank teller in Texas, he was convicted of embezzlement and spent three years in the Ohio penitentiary, where he began publishing stories as O. Henry. Dorothy Parker’s eight lines were no pose: she tried to kill herself more than once, and lived to be seventy-three. She left everything she had to Martin Luther King Jr.

    

  
    
      Day Thirty

      Daughters

      28 minutes

      
        Story
        The Cabuliwallah
        Rabindranath Tagore · 12 minutes
        Tagore's best-loved story, a friendship between a Calcutta child and an Afghan fruit-seller.
      

      
        Poem
        A Prayer for My Daughter
        W. B. Yeats · 4 minutes
        Yeats, a father for the first time at fifty-three, walks and prays for an hour beside his baby's cradle while a storm comes in off the Atlantic.
      

      
        Essay
        Consolation to His Wife
        Plutarch · 12 minutes
        Plutarch, away from home when he hears their little daughter has died, writes to his wife.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      The Cabuliwallah

      Rabindranath Tagore, 1892

      
        


THE CABULIWALLAH




My five years' old daughter Mini cannot live without chattering. I really believe that in all her life she has not wasted a minute in silence. Her mother is often vexed at this, and would stop her prattle, but I would not. To see Mini quiet is unnatural, and I cannot bear it long. And so my own talk with her is always lively.

One morning, for instance, when I was in the midst of the seventeenth chapter of my new novel, my little Mini stole into the room, and putting her hand into mine, said: "Father! Ramdayal the door-keeper calls a crow a krow! He doesn't know anything, does he?"

Before I could explain to her the differences of language in this world, she was embarked on the full tide of another subject. "What do you think, Father? Bhola says there is an elephant in the clouds, blowing water out of his trunk, and that is why it rains!"

And then, darting off anew, while I sat still making ready some reply to this last saying, "Father! what relation is Mother to you?"

"My dear little sister in the law!" I murmured involuntarily to myself, but with a grave face contrived to answer: "Go and play with Bhola, Mini! I am busy!"

The window of my room overlooks the road. The child had seated herself at my feet near my table, and was playing softly, drumming on her knees. I was hard at work on my seventeenth chapter, where Protrap Singh, the hero, had just caught Kanchanlata, the heroine, in his arms, and was about to escape with her by the third story window of the castle, when all of a sudden Mini left her play, and ran to the window, crying, "A Cabuliwallah! a Cabuliwallah!" Sure enough in the street below was a Cabuliwallah, passing slowly along. He wore the loose soiled clothing of his people, with a tall turban; there was a bag on his back, and he carried boxes of grapes in his hand.

I cannot tell what were my daughter's feelings at the sight of this man, but she began to call him loudly. "Ah!" I thought, "he will come in, and my seventeenth chapter will never be finished!" At which exact moment the Cabuliwallah turned, and looked up at the child. When she saw this, overcome by terror, she fled to her mother's protection, and disappeared. She had a blind belief that inside the bag, which the big man carried, there were perhaps two or three other children like herself. The pedlar meanwhile entered my doorway, and greeted me with a smiling face.

So precarious was the position of my hero and my heroine, that my first impulse was to stop and buy something, since the man had been called. I made some small purchases, and a conversation began about Abdurrahman, the Russians, the English, and the Frontier Policy.

As he was about to leave, he asked: "And where is the little girl, sir?"

And I, thinking that Mini must get rid of her false fear, had her brought out.

She stood by my chair, and looked at the Cabuliwallah and his bag. He offered her nuts and raisins, but she would not be tempted, and only clung the closer to me, with all her doubts increased. This was their first meeting.

One morning, however, not many days later, as I was leaving the house, I was startled to find Mini, seated on a bench near the door, laughing and talking, with the great Cabuliwallah at her feet. In all her life, it appeared, my small daughter had never found so patient a listener, save her father And already the corner of her little sari was stuffed with almonds and raisins, the gift of her visitor. "Why did you give her those?" I said, and taking out an eight-anna bit, I handed it to him. The man accepted the money without demur, and slipped it into his pocket.

Alas, on my return an hour later, I found the unfortunate coin had made twice its own worth of trouble! For the Cabuliwallah had given it to Mini, and her mother catching sight of the bright round object, had pounced on the child with:

"Where did you get that eight-anna bit?"

"The Cabuliwallah gave it me," said Mini cheerfully.

"The Cabuliwallah gave it you!" cried her mother much shocked. "Oh, Mini! how could you take it from him? "

I, entering at the moment, saved her from impending disaster, and proceeded to make my own inquiries.

It was not the first or second time, I found, that the two had met. The Cabuliwallah had overcome the child's first terror by a judicious bribery of nuts and almonds, and the two were now great friends.

They had many quaint jokes, which afforded them much amusement. Seated in front of him, looking down on his gigantic frame in all her tiny dignity, Mini would ripple her face with laughter, and begin: "O Cabuliwallah, Cabuliwallah, what have you got in your bag?"

And he would reply, in the nasal accents of the mountaineer: "An elephant!" Not much cause for merriment, perhaps; but how they both enjoyed the witticism! And for me, this child's talk with a grown-up man had always in it something strangely fascinating.

Then the Cabuliwallah, not to be behindhand, would take his turn: "Well, little one, and when are you going to the father-in-law's house? "

Now most small Bengali maidens have heard long ago about the father-in-law's house; but we, being a little new-fangled, had kept these things from our child, and Mini at this question must have been a trifle bewildered. But she would not show it, and with ready tact replied: "Are you going there?"

Amongst men of the Cabuliwallah's class, however, it is well known that the words father-in-law's house have a double meaning. It is a euphemism for jail, the place where we are well cared for, at no expense to ourselves. In this sense would the sturdy pedlar take my daughter's question. "Ah," he would say, shaking his fist at an invisible policeman, "I will thrash my father-in-law!" Hearing this, and picturing the poor discomfited relative, Mini would go off into peals of laughter, in which her formidable friend would join.

These were autumn mornings, the very time of year when kings of old went forth to conquest; and I, never stirring from my little corner in Calcutta, would let my mind wander over the whole world. At the very name of another country, my heart would go out to it, and at the sight of a foreigner in the streets, I would fall to weaving a network of dreams,—the mountains, the glens, and the forests of his distant home, with his cottage in its setting, and the free and independent life of far-away wilds. Perhaps the scenes of travel conjure themselves up before me, and pass and repass in my imagination all the more vividly, because I lead such a vegetable existence, that a call to travel would fall upon me like a thunderbolt. In the presence of this Cabuliwallah, I was immediately transported to the foot of arid mountain peaks, with narrow little defiles twisting in and out amongst their towering heights. I could see the string of camels bearing the merchandise, and the company of turbaned merchants, carrying some of their queer old firearms, and some of their spears, journeying downward towards the plains. I could see—but at some such point Mini's mother would intervene, imploring me to "beware of that man."

Mini's mother is unfortunately a very timid lady. Whenever she hears a noise in the street, or sees people coming towards the house, she always jumps to the conclusion that they are either thieves, or drunkards, or snakes, or tigers, or malaria or cockroaches, or caterpillars, or an English sailor. Even after all these years of experience, she is not able to overcome her terror. So she was full of doubts about the Cabuliwallah, and used to beg me to keep a watchful eye on him.

I tried to laugh her fear gently away, but then she would turn round on me seriously, and ask me solemn questions.

Were children never kidnapped?

Was it, then, not true that there was slavery in Cabul?


 Was it so very absurd that this big man should be able to carry off a tiny child?

I urged that, though not impossible, it was highly improbable. But this was not enough, and her dread persisted. As it was indefinite, however, it did not seem right to forbid the man the house, and the intimacy went on unchecked.

Once a year in the middle of January Rahmun, the Cabuliwallah, was in the habit of returning to his country, and as the time approached he would be very busy, going from house to house collecting his debts. This year, however, he could always find time to come and see Mini. It would have seemed to an outsider that there was some conspiracy between the two, for when he could not come in the morning, he would appear in the evening.

Even to me it was a little startling now and then, in the corner of a dark room, suddenly to surprise this tall, loose-garmented, much bebagged man; but when Mini would run in smiling, with her, "O! Cabuliwallah! Cabuliwallah!" and the two friends, so far apart in age, would subside into their old laughter and their old jokes, I felt reassured.

One morning, a few days before he had made up his mind to go, I was correcting my proof sheets in my study. It was chilly weather. Through the window the rays of the sun touched my feet, and the slight warmth was very welcome. It was almost eight o'clock, and the early pedestrians were returning home, with their heads covered. All at once, I heard an uproar in the street, and, looking out, saw Rahmun being led away bound between two policemen, and behind them a crowd of curious boys. There were blood-stains on the clothes of the Cabuliwallah, and one of the policemen carried a knife. Hurrying out, I stopped them, and enquired what it all meant. Partly from one, partly from another, I gathered that a certain neighbour had owed the pedlar something for a Rampuri shawl, but had falsely denied having bought it, and that in the course of the quarrel, Rahmun had struck him. Now in the heat of his excitement, the prisoner began calling his enemy all sorts of names, when suddenly in a verandah of my house appeared my little Mini, with her usual exclamation: "O Cabuliwallah! Cabuliwallah!" Rahmun's face lighted up as he turned to her. He had no bag under his arm to-day, so she could not discuss the elephant with him. She at once therefore proceeded to the next question: "Are you going to the father-in-law's house?" Rahmun laughed and said: "Just where I am going, little one!" Then seeing that the reply did not amuse the child, he held up his fettered hands. "Ah," he said, "I would have thrashed that old father-in-law, but my hands are bound!"

On a charge of murderous assault, Rahmun was sentenced to some years' imprisonment.

Time passed away, and he was not remembered. The accustomed work in the accustomed place was ours, and the thought of the once-free mountaineer spending his years in prison seldom or never occurred to us. Even my light-hearted Mini, I am ashamed to say, forgot her old friend. New companions filled her life. As she grew older, she spent more of her time with girls. So much time indeed did she spend with them that she came no more, as she used to do, to her father's room. I was scarcely on speaking terms with her.

Years had passed away. It was once more autumn and we had made arrangements for our Mini's marriage. It was to take place during the Puja Holidays. With Durga returning to Kailas, the light of our home also was to depart to her husband's house, and leave her father's in the shadow.

The morning was bright. After the rains, there was a sense of ablution in the air, and the sun-rays looked like pure gold. So bright were they that they gave a beautiful radiance even to the sordid brick walls of our Calcutta lanes. Since early dawn to-day the wedding-pipes had been sounding, and at each beat my own heart throbbed. The wail of the tune, Bhairavi, seemed to intensify my pain at the approaching separation. My Mini was to be married to-night.

From early morning noise and bustle had pervaded the house. In the courtyard the canopy had to be slung on its bamboo poles; the chandeliers with their tinkling sound must be hung in each room and verandah. There was no end of hurry and excitement. I was sitting in my study, looking through the accounts, when some one entered, saluting respectfully, and stood before me. It was Rahmun the Cabuliwallah. At first I did not recognise him. He had no bag, nor the long hair, nor the same vigour that he used to have. But he smiled, and I knew him again.


 "When did you come, Rahmun?" I asked him.

"Last evening," he said, "I was released from jail."

The words struck harsh upon my ears. I had never before talked with one who had wounded his fellow, and my heart shrank within itself, when I realised this, for I felt that the day would have been better-omened had he not turned up.

"There are ceremonies going on," I said, "and I am busy. Could you perhaps come another day? "

At once he turned to go; but as he reached the door he hesitated, and said: "May I not see the little one, sir, for a moment?" It was his belief that Mini was still the same. He had pictured her running to him as she used, calling "O Cabuliwallah! Cabuliwallah!" He had imagined too that they would laugh and talk together, just as of old. In fact, in memory of former days he had brought, carefully wrapped up in paper, a few almonds and raisins and grapes, obtained somehow from a countryman, for his own little fund was dispersed. I said again: "There is a ceremony in the house, and you will not be able to see any one to-day."

The man's face fell. He looked wistfully at me for a moment, said "Good morning," and went out.

I felt a little sorry, and would have called him back, but I found he was returning of his own accord. He came close up to me holding out his offerings and said: "I brought these few things, sir, for the little one. Will you give them to her?"

I took them and was going to pay him, but he caught my hand and said: "You are very kind, sir! Keep me in your recollection. Do not offer me money!—You have a little girl, I too have one like her in my own home. I think of her, and bring fruits to your child, not to make a profit for myself."

Saying this, he put his hand inside his big loose robe, and brought out a small and dirty piece of paper. With great care he unfolded this, and smoothed it out with both hands on my table. It bore the impression of a little hand. Not a photograph. Not a drawing. The impression of an inksmeared hand laid flat on the paper. This touch of his own little daughter had been always on his heart, as he had come year after year to Calcutta, to sell his wares in the streets.

Tears came to my eyes. I forgot that he was a poor Cabuli fruit-seller, while I was—but no, what was I more than he? He also was a father.

That impression of the hand of his little Pārbati in her distant mountain home reminded me of my own little Mini.

I sent for Mini immediately from the inner apartment. Many difficulties were raised, but I would not listen. Clad in the red silk of her wedding-day, with the sandal paste on her forehead, and adorned as a young bride, Mini came, and stood bashfully before me.

The Cabuliwallah looked a little staggered at the apparition. He could not revive their old friendship. At last he smiled and said: "Little one, are you going to your father-in-law's house?"

But Mini now understood the meaning of the word "father-in-law," and she could not reply to him as of old. She flushed up at the question, and stood before him with her bride-like face turned down.

I remembered the day when the Cabuliwallah and my Mini had first met, and I felt sad. When she had gone, Rahmun heaved a deep sigh, and sat down on the floor. The idea had suddenly come to him that his daughter too must have grown in this long time, and that he would have to make friends with her anew. Assuredly he would not find her, as he used to know her. And besides, what might not have happened to her in these eight years?

The marriage-pipes sounded, and the mild autumn sun streamed round us. But Rahmun sat in the little Calcutta lane, and saw before him the barren mountains of Afghanistan.

I took out a bank-note, and gave it to him, saying: "Go back to your own daughter, Rahmun, in your own country, and may the happiness of your meeting bring good fortune to my child!"

Having made this present, I had to curtail some of the festivities. I could not have the electric lights I had intended, nor the military band, and the ladies of the house were despondent at it. But to me the wedding feast was all the brighter for the thought that in a distant land a long-lost father met again with his only child.



THE END
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      Poem

      A Prayer for My Daughter

      W. B. Yeats, 1921

      Yeats wrote this poem in 1919, a few months after his daughter Anne was born, at the old stone tower he had bought in the west of Ireland. Helen is Helen of Troy; "that great Queen, that rose out of the spray" is Venus, goddess of love, born from the sea and married to Vulcan, the lame smith of the gods. The "loveliest woman born" is usually taken to be Maud Gonne, whom Yeats had loved for thirty years and who had given her life to Irish politics.

      
        

A PRAYER FOR MY DAUGHTER
Once more the storm is howling and half hid
Under this cradle-hood and coverlid
My child sleeps on. There is no obstacle
But Gregory’s Wood and one bare hill
Whereby the haystack and roof-levelling wind,
Bred on the Atlantic, can be stayed;
And for an hour I have walked and prayed
Because of the great gloom that is in my mind.


I have walked and prayed for this young child an hour
And heard the sea-wind scream upon the tower,
And under the arches of the bridge, and scream
In the elms above the flooded stream:
Imagining in excited reverie
That the future years had come,
Dancing to a frenzied drum,
Out of the murderous innocence of the sea.


May she be granted beauty and yet not
Beauty to make a stranger's eye distraught,
 Or hers before a looking-glass, for such,
Being made beautiful overmuch,
Consider beauty a sufficient end,
Lose natural kindness and maybe
The heart-revealing intimacy
That chooses right and never find a friend.


Helen being chosen found life flat and dull
And later had much trouble from a fool,
While that great Queen, that rose out of the spray,
Being fatherless could have her way
Yet chose a bandy-legged smith for man.
It’s certain that fine women eat
A crazy salad with their meat
Whereby the Horn of Plenty is undone.


In courtesy I’d have her chiefly learned;
Hearts are not had as a gift but hearts are earned
By those that are not entirely beautiful;
Yet many, that have played the fool
For beauty’s very self, has charm made wise,
And many a poor man that has roved,
Loved and thought himself beloved,
From a glad kindness cannot take his eyes.


May she become a flourishing hidden tree
That all her thoughts may like the linnet be,
 And have no business but dispensing round
Their magnanimities of sound,
Nor but in merriment begin a chase,
Nor but in merriment a quarrel.
Oh, may she live like some green laurel
Rooted in one dear perpetual place.


My mind, because the minds that I have loved,
The sort of beauty that I have approved,
Prosper but little, has dried up of late,
Yet knows that to be choked with hate
May well be of all evil chances chief.
If there’s no hatred in a mind
Assault and battery of the wind
Can never tear the linnet from the leaf.


An intellectual hatred is the worst,
So let her think opinions are accursed.
Have I not seen the loveliest woman born
Out of the mouth of Plenty’s horn,
Because of her opinionated mind
Barter that horn and every good
By quiet natures understood
For an old bellows full of angry wind?


Considering that, all hatred driven hence,
The soul recovers radical innocence
 And learns at last that it is self-delighting,
Self-appeasing, self-affrighting,
And that its own sweet will is heaven’s will;
She can, though every face should scowl
And every windy quarter howl
Or every bellows burst, be happy still.


And may her bride-groom bring her to a house
Where all’s accustomed, ceremonious;
For arrogance and hatred are the wares
Peddled in the thoroughfares.
How but in custom and in ceremony
Are innocence and beauty born?
Ceremony’s a name for the rich horn,
And custom for the spreading laurel tree.





June, 1919.
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      Essay

      Consolation to His Wife

      Plutarch, translated by A. R. Shilleto, c. 90

      Plutarch, a Greek writer best known for his Lives of famous Greeks and Romans, lived with his wife Timoxena in the small town of Chaeronea, in central Greece, in the first century AD.

      


































 Plutarch to his wife sends
greeting. The messenger that you sent to me to announce the death
of our little girl seems to have missed his way en route for
Athens; but when I got to Tanagra I heard the news from my niece. I
suppose the funeral has already taken place, and I hope everything
went off so as to give you least sorrow both now and hereafter. But
if you left undone anything you wished to do, waiting for my
opinion, and thinking your grief would then be lighter, be it
without ceremoniousness or superstition, both which things are
indeed foreign to your character.

§ ii. Only, my dear wife, let us
both be patient at this calamity. I know and can see very clearly
how great it is, but should I find your grief too excessive, it
would trouble me even more than the event itself. And yet I have
not a heart hard as heart of oak or flintstone, as you yourself
know very well, who have shared with me in the bringing up of so
many children, as they have all been educated at home by ourselves.
And this one I know was more especially beloved by you, as she was
the first daughter after four sons, when you longed for a daughter,
and so I gave her your name. And as you are very fond of children your grief
must have a peculiar bitterness when you call to mind her pure and
simple gaiety, which was without a tincture of passion or
querulousness. For she had from nature a wonderful contentedness of
mind and meekness, and her affectionateness and winning ways not
only pleased one but also afforded a means of observing her
kindliness of heart, for she used to bid her nurse give the teat not only
to other children but even to her favourite playthings, and so
invited them as it were to her table in kindliness of heart, and
gave them a share of her good things, and provided the best
entertainment for those that pleased her.

§ iii. But I see no reason, my
dear wife, why these and similar traits in her character, that gave
us delight in her lifetime, should now, when recalled to the
memory, grieve and trouble us. Though, on the other hand, I fear
that if we cease to grieve we may also cease to remember her, like
Clymene, who says in the Play—


"I hate the supple bow of
cornel-wood, And would put down
athletics,"



because she ever avoided and trembled at anything that reminded
her of her son, for it brought grief with it, and it is natural to
avoid everything that gives us pain. But as she gave us the
greatest pleasure in embracing her and even in seeing and hearing
her, so ought her memory living and dwelling with us to give us
more, aye, many times more, joy than grief, since those arguments
that we have often used to others ought to be profitable to us in
the present conjuncture, nor should we sit down and rail against
fortune, opposing to those joys many more griefs.

§ iv. Those who were present at
the funeral tell me with evident surprise that you put on no
mourning, and that you bedizened up neither yourself nor your maids
with the trappings of woe, and that there was no ostentatious
expenditure of money at the funeral, but that everything was done
orderly and silently in the presence of our relations. I am not
myself surprised that you, who never made a display either at the
theatre or on any other public occasion, and thought extravagance
useless even in the case of pleasure, should have been frugal in
your grief. For not only ought the chaste woman to remain uncorrupt
in Bacchanalian revels, but she ought to consider her self-control not a
whit less necessary in the surges of sorrow and emotion of grief,
contending not (as most people think) against natural affection,
but against the extravagant wishes of the soul. For we are
indulgent to natural affection in the regret, and honour, and
memory that it pays to the dead: but the insatiable desire for a
passionate display of funeral grief, coming to the climax in
coronachs and beatings of the breast, is not less unseemly than
intemperance in pleasure and is unreasonably forgiven only because
pain and grief instead of delight are elements in the unseemly
exhibition. For what is more unreasonable than to curtail excessive
laughter or any other demonstration of joy, and to allow a free
vent to copious lamentation and wailing that come from the same
source? And how unreasonable is it, as some husbands do, to quarrel
with their wives about perfume and purple robes, while they allow
them to shear their heads in mourning, and to dress in black, and
to sit in idle grief, and to lie down in weariness! And what is
worst of all, how unreasonable is it for husbands to interfere if
their wives chastise the domestics and maids immoderately or
without sufficient cause, yet allow them to ill-treat themselves
cruelly in cases and conjunctures that require repose and
kindness!

§ v. But between us, my dear
wife, there never was any occasion for such a contest, nor do I
think there ever will be. For as to your economy in dress and
simple way of living, there is no philosopher with whom you are
acquainted whom you did not amaze, nor is there any citizen who has
not observed how plainly you
dressed at sacred rites, and sacrifices, and theatres. You have
also already on similar painful occasions exhibited great
fortitude, as when you lost your eldest son, and again when our
handsome Chæron died. For when I was informed of his death, I
well remember some guests from the sea were coming home with me to
my house as well as some others, but when they saw the great quiet
and tranquillity of the household, they thought, as they afterwards
told some other people, that no such disaster had really happened,
but that the news was untrue. So well had you ordered everything in
the house, at a time when there would have been great excuse for
disorder. And yet you had suckled that son, though your breast had
had to be lanced owing to a contusion. This was noble conduct and
showed your great natural affection.

§ vi. But most mothers we see,
when their children are brought to them clean and tidy, take them
into their hands as playthings, and when they die burst out into
idle and unthankful grief, not so much out of affection—for
affection is thoughtful and noble—but a great yearning for
vain glory mixed with a
little natural affection makes their grief fierce and vehement and
hard to appease. And this does not seem to have escaped
Æsop's notice, for he says that when Zeus assigned their
honours to various gods, Grief also claimed his. And Zeus granted
his wish, with this limitation that only those who chose and wished
need pay him honour. It is thus with grief at the outset, everyone
welcomes it at first, but after it has got by process of time
settled, and become an inmate of the house, it is with difficulty
dislodged again, however much people may wish to dislodge it.
Wherefore we ought to keep it out of doors, and not let it approach
the garrison by wearing mourning or shearing the hair, or by any
similar outward sign of sorrow. For these things occurring daily
and being importunate make the mind little, and narrow, and
unsocial, and harsh, and timid, so that, being besieged and taken
in hand by grief, it can no longer laugh, and shuns daylight, and
avoids society. This evil will be followed by neglect of the body,
and dislike to anointing and the bath and the other usual modes of
life: whereas the very opposite ought to be the case, for the mind
ill at ease especially requires that the body should be in a sound
and healthy condition. For much of grief is blunted and relaxed
when the body is permeated by calm, like the sea in fine weather.
But if the body get into a dry and parched condition from a low
diet, and gives no proper nutriment to the soul, but only feeds it
with sorrow and grief, as it were with bitter and injurious
exhalations, it cannot easily recover its tone however people may
wish it should. Such is the state of the soul that has been so
ill-treated.

§ vii. Moreover, I should not
hesitate to assert that the most formidable peril in connection with
this is "the visits of bad women," and their chatter, and joint lamentation, all
which things fan the fire of sorrow and aggravate it, and suffer it
not to be extinguished either by others or by itself. I am not
ignorant what a time of it you had lately, when you went to the aid
of Theon's sister, and fought against the women who came on a visit
of condolence and rushed up with lamentation and wailing, adding
fuel as it were to her fire of grief in their simplicity. For when
people see their friends' houses on fire they put it out as quickly
and energetically as they can, but when their souls are on fire
they themselves bring fuel. And if anybody has anything the matter
with his eyes they will not let him put his hands to them, however
much he wish, nor do they themselves touch the inflamed part; but a
person in grief sits down and gives himself up to every chance
comer, like a river [that all make use of], to stir up and
aggravate the sore, so that from a little tickling and discomfort
it grows into a great and terrible disease. However, as to all this
I know you will be on your guard.

§ viii. Try also often to carry
yourself back in memory to that time when, this little girl not
having been then born, we had nothing to charge Fortune with, and
to compare that time and this together, as if our circumstances had
gone back to what they were then. Otherwise, my dear wife, we shall
seem discontented at the birth of our little daughter, if we
consider our position before her birth as more perfect. But we
ought not to erase from our memory the two years of her life, but
to consider them as a time of pleasure giving us gratification and
enjoyment, and not to deem the shortness of the blessing as a great
evil, nor to be unthankful for what was given us, because Fortune
did not give us a longer tenure as we wished. For ever to be
careful what we say about the gods, and to be cheerful and not rail
against Fortune, brings a sweet and goodly profit; and he who in
such conjunctures as ours mostly tries to remember his blessings,
and turns and diverts his mind from the dark and disturbing things
in life to the bright and radiant, either altogether
extinguishes his grief or makes it small and dim from a comparison
with his comforts. For as perfume gives pleasure to the nose, and
is a remedy against disagreeable smells, so the remembrance of past
happiness in present trouble gives all the relief they require to
those who do not shut out of their memory the blessings of the
past, or always and everywhere rail against Fortune. And this
certainly ought not to be our case, that we should slander all our
past life because, like a book, it has one erasure in it, when all
the other pages have been bright and clean.

§ ix. You have often heard that
happiness consists in right calculations resulting in a healthy
state of mind, and that the changes which Fortune brings about need
not upset it, and introduce confusion into our life. But if we too
must, like most people, be governed by external events, and make an
inventory of the dealings of Fortune, and constitute other people
the judges of our felicity, do not now regard the tears and
lamentations of those who visit you, which by a faulty custom are
lavished on everybody, but consider rather how happy you are still
esteemed by them for your family, your house, and life. For it
would be monstrous, if others would gladly prefer your destiny to
theirs, even taking into account our present sorrow, that you
should rail against and be impatient at our present lot, and in
consequence of our bitter grief not reflect how much comfort is
still left to us. But like those who quote imperfect verses of
Homer and neglect the finest
passages of his writings, to enumerate and complain of the trials
of life, while you pay no attention to its blessings, is to
resemble those stingy misers, who heap up riches and make no use of
them when they have them, but lament and are impatient if they are
lost. And if you grieve over her dying unmarried and childless, you
can comfort yourself with the thought that you have had both those
advantages. For they should not be reckoned as great blessings in
the case of those who do not enjoy them, and small blessings in the
case of those who do. And that she has gone to a place where
she is out of pain ought not to pain us, for what evil can we mourn
for on her account if her pains are over? For even the loss of
important things does not grieve us when we have no need of them.
But it was only little things that your Timoxena was deprived of,
little things only she knew, and in little things only did she
rejoice; and how can one be said to be deprived of things of which
one had no conception, nor experience, nor even desire for?

§ x. As to what you hear from
some people, who get many to credit their notion, that the dead
suffer no evil or pain, I know that you are prevented from
believing that by the tradition of our fathers and by the mystic
symbols of the mysteries of Dionysus, for we are both initiated.
Consider then that the soul, being incorruptible, is in the same
condition after death as birds that have been caught. For if it has
been a long time in the body, and during this mortal life has
become tame by many affairs and long habit, it swoops down again
and a second time enters the body, and does not cease to be
involved in the changes and chances of this life that result from
birth. For do not suppose that old age is abused and ill-spoken of
only for its wrinkles and white hair and weakness of body, but this
is the worst feature about it, that it makes the soul feeble in its
remembrance of things in the other world, and strong in its
attachment to things in this world, and bends and presses it, if it
retain the form which it had in the body from its experience. But
that soul, which does indeed enter the body, but remains only a
short time in it, being liberated from it by the higher powers,
rears as it were at a damp and soft turning post in the race of
life, and hastens on to its destined goal. For just as if anyone
put out a fire, and light it again at once, it is soon rekindled,
and burns up again quickly, but if it has been out a long time, to
light it again will be a far more difficult and irksome task, so
the soul that has sojourned only a short time in this dark and
mortal life, quickly recovers the light and blaze of its former
bright life, whereas for those who have not had the good fortune
very early, to use the language of the poet, "to pass the gates of
Hades," nothing remains
but a great passion for the things of this life, and a
softening of the soul through contact with the body, and a melting
away of it as if by the agency of drugs.

§ xi. And the truth of this is
rendered more apparent in our hereditary and time-honoured customs
and laws. For when infants die no libations are poured out for
them, nor are any other rites performed for them, such as are
always performed for adults. For they have no share in the earth or
in things of the earth, nor do parents haunt their tombs or
monuments, or sit by their bodies when they are laid out. For the
laws do not allow us to mourn for such, seeing that it is an
impious thing to do so in the case of persons who have departed
into a better and more divine place and sphere. I know that doubts
are entertained about this, but since to doubt is harder for them
than to believe, let us do externally as the laws enjoin, and
internally let us be more holy and pure and chaste.
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      Day Thirty: Daughters

      Tagore was the first writer from outside Europe to win the Nobel Prize for Literature, in 1913, and songs of his are the national anthems of both India and Bangladesh. Plutarch spent his last decades as a priest at Delphi; his Lives, in an Elizabethan translation, gave Shakespeare the stories of Julius Caesar and Antony and Cleopatra. And the baby in Yeats’s cradle, Anne, grew up to be a painter.

      Three fathers, and each has a view on ceremony. Yeats wants it for his daughter: “How but in custom and in ceremony / Are innocence and beauty born?” Plutarch wants none of it. He tells his wife to do as she wishes “without ceremoniousness or superstition”, and is proud that she put on no mourning and spent nothing on show. And the father in Calcutta, on his own daughter’s wedding day, gives up the electric lights and the military band so that another father can go home to his.

    

  
    
      Day Thirty-One

      Egypt of the pharaohs

      25 minutes

      
        Story
        The Tale of Two Brothers
        Anonymous (Ancient Egyptian) · 16 minutes
        Two brothers farm together in the Nile valley until the younger one's honesty sets off a chain of marvels.
      

      
        Poem
        The Great Hymn to the Aten
        Akhenaten · 7 minutes
        A pharaoh's hymn to the sun disc, the one god he tried to make Egypt worship; its praise of creation has often been compared to Psalm 104.
      

      
        Essay
        The Instruction of Kagemni
        Kagemni · 2 minutes
        A few paragraphs of a vizier's advice to his children, mostly about eating and speaking, from one of the oldest books in the world.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      The Tale of Two Brothers

      Anonymous (Ancient Egyptian), translated by W. M. Flinders Petrie, c. 1200 BC

      
        


ANPU AND BATA




Once there were two brethren, of one mother and one father; Anpu was the name of the elder, and Bata was the name of the younger. Now, as for Anpu he had a house, and he had a wife. But his little brother was to him as it were a son; he it was who made for him his clothes; he it was who followed behind his oxen to the fields; he it was who did the ploughing; he it was who harvested the corn; he it was who did for him all the matters that were in the field. Behold, his younger brother grew to be an excellent worker, there was not his equal in the whole land; behold, the spirit of a god was in him.

Now after this the younger brother followed his oxen in his daily manner; and every evening he turned again to the house, laden with all the herbs of the field, with milk and with wood, and with all things of the field. And he put them down before his elder brother, who was sitting with his wife; and he drank and ate, and he lay down in his stable with the cattle. And at the dawn of day he took bread which he had baked, and laid it before his elder brother; and he took with him his bread to the field, and he drave his cattle to pasture in the fields. And as he walked behind his cattle, they said to him, “Good is the herbage which is in that place”; and he listened to all that they said, and he took them to the good place which they desired. And the cattle which were before him became exceeding excellent, and they multiplied greatly.

Now at the time of ploughing his elder brother said unto him: “Let us make ready for ourselves a goodly yoke of oxen for ploughing, for the land has come out from the water, it is fit for ploughing. Moreover, do thou come to the field with corn, for we will begin the ploughing in the morrow morning.” Thus said he to him; and his younger brother did all things as his elder brother had spoken unto him to do them.

And when the morn was come, they went to the fields with their things; and their hearts were pleased exceedingly with their task in the beginning of their work. And it came to pass after this that as they were in the field they stopped for corn, and he sent his younger brother, saying, “Haste thou, bring to us corn from the farm.” And the younger brother found the wife of his elder brother, as she was sitting tying her hair. He said to her: “Get up, and give to me corn, that I may run to the field, for my elder brother hastened me; do not delay.” She said to him: “Go, open the bin, and thou shalt take to thyself according to thy will, that I may not drop my locks of hair while I dress them.”

The youth went into the stable; he took a large measure, for he desired to take much corn; he loaded it with wheat and barley; and he went out carrying it. She said to him, “How much of the corn that is wanted, is that which is on thy shoulder?” He said to her: “Three bushels of barley, and two of wheat, in all five; these are what are upon my shoulder.” Thus said he to her. And she conversed with him, saying, “There is great strength in thee, for I see thy might every day.” And her heart knew him with the knowledge of youth. And she arose and came to him, and conversed with him, saying, “Come, stay with me, and it shall be well for thee, and I will make for thee beautiful garments. “Then the youth became like a panther of the south with fury at the evil speech which she had made to him; and she feared greatly. And he spake unto her, saying: “Behold thou art to me as a mother, thy husband is to me as a father, for he who is elder than I has brought me up. What is this wickedness that thou hast said to me? Say it not to me again. For I will not tell it to any man, for I will not let it be uttered by the mouth of any man.” He lifted up his burden, and he went to the field and came to his elder brother; and they took up their work, to labor at their task.

Now afterward, at eventime, his elder brother was returning to his house; and the younger brother was following after his oxen, and he loaded himself with all the things of the field; and he brought his oxen before him, to make them lie down in their stable which was in the farm. And behold the wife of the elder brother was afraid for the words which she had said. She took a parcel of fat, she became like one who is evilly beaten, desiring to say to her husband, “It is thy younger brother who has done this wrong.” Her husband returned in the even, as was his wont of every day; he came unto his house; he found his wife ill of violence; she did not give him water upon his hands as he used to have, she did not make a light before him, his house was in darkness, and she was lying very sick. Her husband said to her, “Who has spoken with thee?” Behold she said: “No one has spoken with me except thy younger brother. When he came to take for thee corn he found me sitting alone; he said to me, ‘Come, let us stay together, tie up thy hair.’ Thus spake he to me. I did not listen to him, but thus spake I to him: ‘Behold, am I not thy mother, is not thy elder brother to thee as a father?’ And he feared, and he beat me to stop me from making report to thee, and if thou lettest him live I shall die. Now behold he is coming in the evening; and I complain of these wicked words, for he would have done this even in daylight.” And the elder brother became as a panther of the south; he sharpened his knife; he took it in his hand; he stood behind the door of his stable to slay his younger brother as he came in the evening to bring his cattle into the stable.

Now the sun went down, and he loaded himself with herbs in his daily manner. He came, and his foremost cow entered the stable, and she said to her keeper, “Behold thou thy elder brother standing before thee with his knife to slay thee; flee from before him.” He heard what his first cow had said; and the next entering, she also said likewise. He looked beneath the door of the stable; he saw the feet of his elder brother; he was standing behind the door, and his knife was in his hand. He cast down his load to the ground, and betook himself to flee swiftly; and his elder brother pursued after him with his knife. Then the younger brother cried out unto Ra Harakhti, saying, “My good Lord! Thou art he who divides the evil from the good.” And Ra stood and heard all his cry; and Ra made a wide water between him and his elder brother, and it was full of crocodiles; and the one brother was on one bank, and the other on the other bank; and the elder brother smote twice on his hands at not slaying him. Thus did he. And the younger brother called to the elder on the bank, saying: “Stand still until the dawn of day; and when Ra ariseth, I shall judge with thee before him, and he discerneth between the good and the evil. For I shall not be with thee any more forever; I shall not be in the place in which thou art; I shall go to the valley of the acacia.”

Now when the land was lightened, and the next day appeared, Ra Harakhti arose, and one looked unto the other. And the youth spake with his elder brother, saying: “Wherefore earnest thou after me to slay me in craftiness, when thou didst not hear the words of my mouth? For I am thy brother in truth, and thou art to me as a father, and thy wife even as a mother: is it not so? Verily, when I was sent to bring for us corn, thy wife said to me, ‘Come, stay with me’; for behold this has been turned over unto thee into another wise.” And he caused him to understand of all that happened with him and his wife. And he swore an oath by Ra Harakhti, saying, “Thy coming to slay me by deceit with thy knife was an abomination.” Then the youth took a knife, and cut off of his flesh, and cast it into the water, and the fish swallowed it. He failed; he became faint; and his elder brother cursed his own heart greatly; he stood weeping for him afar off; he knew not how to pass over to where his younger brother was, because of the crocodiles. And the younger brother called unto him, saying: “Whereas thou hast devised an evil thing, wilt thou not also devise a good thing, even like that which I would do unto thee? When thou goest to thy house thou must look to thy cattle, for I shall not stay in the place where thou art; I am going to the valley of the acacia. And now as to what thou shalt do for me; it is even that thou shalt come to seek after me, if thou perceivest a matter, namely, that there are things happening unto me. And this is what shall come to pass, that I shall draw out my soul, and I shall put it upon the top of the flowers of the acacia, and when the acacia is cut down, and it falls to the ground, and thou comest to seek for it, if thou searchest for it seven years do not let thy heart be wearied. For thou wilt find it, and thou must put it in a cup of cold water, and expect that I shall live again, that I may make answer to what has been done wrong. And thou shalt know of this, that is to say, that things are happening to me, when one shall give to thee a cup of beer in thy hand, and it shall be troubled; stay not then, for verily it shall come to pass with thee.”

And the youth went to the valley of the acacia; and his elder brother went unto his house; his hand was laid on his head, and he cast dust on his head; he came to his house, and he slew his wife, he cast her to the dogs, and he sat in mourning for his younger brother.

Now many days after these things, the younger brother was in the valley of the acacia; there was none with him; he spent his time in hunting the beasts of the desert, and he came back in the even to lie down under the acacia, which bore his soul upon the topmost flower. And after this he built himself a tower with his own hands, in the valley of the acacia; it was full of all good things, that he might provide for himself a home.

And he went out from his tower, and he met the Nine Gods, who were walking forth to look upon the whole land. The Nine Gods talked one with another, and they said unto him: “Ho! Bata, bull of the Nine Gods, art thou remaining alone? Thou hast left thy village for the wife of Anpu, thy elder brother. Behold his wife is slain. Thou hast given him an answer to all that was transgressed against thee.” And their hearts were vexed for him exceedingly. And Ra Harakhti said to Khnumu, “Behold, frame thou a woman for Bata, that he may not remain alive alone.” And Khnumu made for him a mate to dwell with him. She was more beautiful in her limbs than any woman who is in the whole land. The essence of every god was in her. The seven Hathors came to see her: they said with one mouth, “She will die a sharp death.”

And Bata loved her very exceedingly, and she dwelt in his house; he passed his time in hunting the beasts of the desert, and brought and laid them before her. He said: “Go not outside, lest the sea seize thee; for I cannot rescue thee from it, for I am a woman like thee; my soul is placed on the head of the flower of the acacia; and if another find it, I must fight with him.” And he opened unto her his heart in all its nature.

Now after these things Bata went to hunt in his daily manner. And the young girl went to walk under the acacia which was by the side of her house. Then the sea saw her, and cast its waves up after her. She betook herself to flee from before it. She entered her house. And the sea called unto the acacia, saying, “Oh, would that I could seize her!” And the acacia brought a lock from her hair, and the sea carried it to Egypt, and dropped it in the place of the fullers of Pharaoh’s linen. The smell of the lock of hair entered into the clothes of Pharaoh; and they were wroth with the fullers of Pharaoh, saying, “The smell of ointment is in the clothes of Pharaoh.” And the people were rebuked every day, they knew not what they should do. And the chief fuller of Pharaoh walked by the bank, and his heart was very evil within him after the daily quarrel with him. He stood still, he stood upon the sand opposite to the lock of hair, which was in the water, and he made one enter into the water and bring it to him; and there was found in it a smell, exceeding sweet. He took it to Pharaoh; and they brought the scribes and the wise men, and they said unto Pharaoh: “This lock of hair belongs to a daughter of Ra Harakhti: the essence of every god is in her, and it is a tribute to thee from another land. Let messengers go to every strange land to seek her: and as for the messenger who shall go to the valley of the acacia, let many men go with him to bring her.” Then said his Majesty, “Excellent exceedingly is what has been said to us”; and they sent them. And many days after these things the people who were sent to strange lands came to give report unto the King: but there came not those who went to the valley of the acacia, for Bata had slain them, but let one of them return to give a report to the King. His Majesty sent many men and soldiers, as well as horsemen, to bring her back. And there was a woman among them, and to her had been given in her hand beautiful ornaments of a woman. And the girl came back with her, and they rejoiced over her in the whole land.

And his Majesty loved her exceedingly, and raised her to high estate; and he spake unto her that she should tell him concerning her husband. And she said, “Let the acacia be cut down, and let one chop it up.” And they sent men and soldiers with their weapons to cut down the acacia; and they came to the acacia, and they cut the flower upon which was the soul of Bata, and he fell dead suddenly.

And when the next day came, and the earth was lightened, the acacia was cut down. And Anpu, the elder brother of Bata, entered his house, and washed his hands; and one gave him a cup of beer, and it became troubled; and one gave him another of wine, and the smell of it was evil. Then he took his staff, and his sandals, and likewise his clothes, with his weapons of war; and he betook himself forth to the valley of the acacia. He entered the tower of his younger brother, and he found him lying upon his mat; he was dead. And he wept when he saw his younger brother verily lying dead. And he went out to seek the soul of his younger brother under the acacia tree, under which his younger brother lay in the evening. He spent three years in seeking for it, but found it not. And when he began the fourth year, he desired in his heart to return into Egypt; he said, “I will go to-morrow morn.” Thus spake he in his heart.

Now when the land lightened, and the next day appeared, he was walking under the acacia; he was spending his time in seeking it. And he returned in the evening, and labored at seeking it again. He found a seed. He returned with it. Behold this was the soul of his younger brother. He brought a cup of cold water, and he cast the seed into it: and he sat down, as he was wont. Now when the night came his soul sucked up the water; Bata shuddered in all his limbs, and he looked on his elder brother; his soul was in the cup. Then Anpu took the cup of cold water, in which the soul of his younger brother was; Bata drank it, his soul stood again in its place, and he became as he had been. They embraced each other, and they conversed together.

And Bata said to his elder brother: “Behold I am to become as a great bull, which bears every good mark; no one knoweth its history, and thou must sit upon my back. When the sun arises I shall be in the place where my wife is, that I may return answer to her; and thou must take me to the place where the King is. For all good things shall be done for thee; for one shall lade thee with silver and gold, because thou bringest me to Pharaoh, for I become a great marvel, and they shall rejoice for me in all the land. And thou shalt go to thy village.”

And when the land was lightened, and the next day appeared, Bata became in the form which he had told to his elder brother. And Anpu sat upon his back until the dawn. He came to the place where the King was, and they made his Majesty to know of him; he saw him, and he was exceeding joyful with him. He made for him great offerings, saying, “This is a great wonder which has come to pass.” There were rejoicings over him in the whole land. They presented unto him silver and gold for his elder brother, who went and stayed in his village. They gave to the bull many men and many things, and Pharaoh loved him exceedingly above all that is in this land.

And after many days after these things, the bull entered the purified place; he stood in the place where the princess was; he began to speak with her, saying, “Behold, I am alive indeed.” And she said to him, “And, pray, who art thou?” He said to her, “I am Bata. I perceived when thou causedst that they should destroy the acacia of Pharaoh, which was my abode, that I might not be suffered to live. Behold, I am alive indeed, I am as an ox.” Then the princess feared exceedingly for the words that her husband had spoken to her. And he went out from the purified place.

And his Majesty was sitting, making a good day with her: she was at the table of his Majesty, and the King was exceeding pleased with her. And she said to his Majesty, “Swear to me by God, saying, ‘What thou shalt say, I will obey it for thy sake.’” He hearkened unto all that she said, even this. “Let me eat of the liver of the ox, because he is fit for naught.” Thus spake she to him. And the King was exceeding sad at her words, the heart of Pharaoh grieved him greatly. And after the land was lightened, and the next day appeared, they proclaimed a great feast with offerings to the ox. And the King sent one of the chief butchers of his Majesty, to cause the ox to be sacrificed. And when he was sacrificed, as he was upon the shoulders of the people, he shook his neck, and he threw two drops of blood over against the two doors of his Majesty. The one fell upon the one side, on the great door of Pharaoh, and the other upon the other door. They grew as two great Persea trees, and each of them was excellent.

And one went to tell unto his Majesty, “Two great Persea trees have grown, as a great marvel of his Majesty, in the night by the side of the great gate of his Majesty.” And there was rejoicing for them in all the land, and there were offerings made to them.

And when the days were multiplied after these things, his Majesty was adorned with the blue crown, with garlands of flowers on his neck, and he was upon the chariot of pale gold, and he went out from the palace to behold the Persea trees: the princess also was going out with horses behind his Majesty. And his Majesty sat beneath one of the Persea trees, and it spake thus with his wife: “Oh thou deceitful one, I am Bata, I am alive, though I have been evilly entreated. I knew who caused the acacia to be cut down by Pharaoh at my dwelling. I then became an ox, and thou causedst that I should be killed.”

And many days after these things the princess stood at the table of Pharaoh, and the King was pleased with her. And she said to his Majesty, “Swear to me by God, saying, ‘That which the princess shall say to me I will obey it for her.’” And he hearkened unto all she said. And he commanded, “Let these two Persea trees be cut down, and let them be made into goodly planks.” And he hearkened unto all she said. And after this his Majesty sent skilful craftsmen, and they cut down the Persea trees of Pharaoh; and the princess, the royal wife, was standing looking on, and they did all that was in her heart unto the trees. But a chip flew up, and it entered into the mouth of the princess; she swallowed it, and after many days she bore a son. And one went to tell his Majesty, “There is born to thee a son.” And they brought him, and gave to him a nurse and servants; and there were rejoicings in the whole land. And the King sat making a merry day, as they were about the naming of him, and his Majesty loved him exceedingly at that moment, and the King raised him to be the royal son of Kush.

Now after the days had multiplied after these things, his Majesty made him heir of all the land. And many days after that, when he had fulfilled many years as heir, his Majesty flew up to heaven. And the heir said, “Let my great nobles of his Majesty be brought before me, that I may make them to know all that has happened to me.” And they brought also before him his wife, and he judged with her before him, and they agreed with him. They brought to him his elder brother; he made him hereditary prince in all his land. He was thirty years King of Egypt, and he died, and his elder brother stood in his place on the day of burial.



Excellently finished in peace, for the ka of the scribe of the treasury Kagabu, of the treasury of Pharaoh, and for the scribe Hora, and the scribe Meremapt. Written by the scribe Anena, the owner of this roll. He who speaks against this roll, may Tahuti smite him.









      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Poem

      The Great Hymn to the Aten

      Akhenaten, translated by James Henry Breasted, c. 1340 BC

      Akhenaten ruled Egypt in the fourteenth century BC. He turned from the many old gods to a single one, the Aten, the disc of the sun, and built a new capital at Amarna, where this hymn was carved on the wall of a tomb. After his death the old gods were restored and his name was cut from the monuments. The headings are the translator's.

      
        
          

Thy dawning is beautiful in the horizon of the sky,

O living Aton, Beginning of life!

When thou risest in the eastern horizon,

Thou fillest every land with thy beauty.

Thou art beautiful, great, glittering, high above every land,

Thy rays, they encompass the lands, even all that thou hast made.

Thou art Re, and thou carriest them all away captive;

Thou bindest them by thy love.

Though thou art far away, thy rays are upon earth;

Though thou art on high, thy footprints are the day.

Night

When thou settest in the western horizon of the sky,

The earth is in darkness like the dead;

They sleep in their chambers,

Their heads are wrapped up,

Their nostrils are stopped,

And none seeth the other,

While all their things are stolen

Which are under their heads,

And they know it not.

Every lion cometh forth from his den,

All serpents, they sting.

Darkness . . .

The world is in silence,

He that made them resteth in his horizon.

Day and Man

Bright is the earth when thou risest in the horizon.

When thou shinest as Aton by day

Thou drivest away the darkness.

When thou sendest forth thy rays,

The Two Lands are in daily festivity,

Awake and standing upon their feet

For thou hast raised them up.

Their limbs bathed, they take their clothing,

Their arms uplifted in adoration to thy dawning.

Then in all the world they do their work.

Day and the Animals and Plants

All cattle rest upon their pasturage,

The trees and the plants flourish,

The birds flutter in their marshes,

Their wings uplifted in adoration to thee.

All the sheep dance upon their feet,

All winged things fly,

They live when thou hast shone upon them.

Day and the Waters

The barques sail up-stream and down-stream alike.

Every highway is open because thou dawnest.

The fish in the river leap up before thee.

Thy rays are in the midst of the great green sea.

Creation of Man

Creator of the germ in woman,

Maker of seed in man,

Giving life to the son in the body of his mother,

Soothing him that he may not weep,

Nurse even in the womb,

Giver of breath to animate every one that he maketh!

When he cometh forth from the body . . . on the day of his birth,

Thou openest his mouth in speech,

Thou suppliest his necessities.

Creation of Animals

When the fledgling in the egg chirps in the shell,

Thou givest him breath therein to preserve him alive.

When thou hast brought him together,

To the point of bursting it in the egg,

He cometh forth from the egg

To chirp with all his might.

He goeth about upon his two feet

When he hath come forth therefrom.

The Whole Creation

How manifold are thy works!

They are hidden from before us,

O sole God, whose powers no other possesseth.

Thou didst create the earth according to thy heart

While thou wast alone:

Men, all cattle large and small,

All that are upon the earth,

That go about upon their feet;

All that are on high,

That fly with their wings.

The foreign countries, Syria and Kush,

The land of Egypt;

Thou settest every man into his place,

Thou suppliest their necessities.

Every one has his possessions,

And his days are reckoned.

The tongues are divers in speech,

Their forms likewise and their skins are distinguished.

For thou makest different the strangers.

Watering the Earth in Egypt and Abroad

Thou makest the Nile in the Nether World,

Thou bringest it as thou desirest,

To preserve alive the people.

For thou hast made them for thyself,

The lord of them all, resting among them;

Thou lord of every land, who risest for them,

Thou Sun of day, great in majesty.

All the distant countries,

Thou makest also their life,

Thou hast set a Nile in the sky;

When it falleth for them,

It maketh waves upon the mountains,

Like the great green sea,

Watering their fields in their towns.

How excellent are thy designs, O lord of eternity!

There is a Nile in the sky for the strangers

And for the cattle of every country that go upon their feet.

But the Nile, it cometh from the Nether World for Egypt.

The Seasons

Thy rays nourish every garden;

When thou risest they live,

They grow by thee.

Thou makest the seasons

In order to create all thy work:

Winter to bring them coolness,

And heat that they may taste thee.

Universal Sole God

Thou didst make the distant sky to rise therein,

In order to behold all that thou hast made,

Thou alone, shining in thy form as living Aton,

Dawning, glittering, going afar and returning.

Thou makest millions of forms

Through thyself alone;

Cities, towns, and tribes, highways and rivers.

All eyes see thee before them,

For thou art Aton of the day over the earth.

The God and the King

Thou art in my heart,

There is no other that knoweth thee

Save thy son Ikhnaton.

Thou hast made him wise

In thy designs and in thy might.

The world is in thy hand,

Even as thou hast made them.

When thou hast risen they live,

When thou settest they die;

For thou art length of life of thyself,

Men live through thee,

While their eyes are upon thy beauty

Until thou settest.

All labour is put away

When thou settest in the west;

When thou risest again

Thou makest every hand to flourish for the King

And prosperity is throughout the land.

Closing

Thou didst establish the world,

And raise them up for thy son,

Who came forth from thy limbs,

The King of Upper and Lower Egypt, living in Truth,

Lord of the Two Lands, Nefer-kheperu-Re, Wan-Re,

Son of Re, living in Truth, lord of diadems,

Ikhnaton, whose life is long;

And for the chief royal wife, his beloved,

Mistress of the Two Lands, Nefer-nefru-Aton, Nofretete,

Living and flourishing for ever and ever.



        

      

      Text from tianmu.org.

    

  
    
      Essay

      The Instruction of Kagemni

      Kagemni, translated by Battiscombe Gunn, c. 2400 BC

      The papyrus that holds this text is nearly four thousand years old, and its beginning is lost: what survives opens partway through an old vizier's advice to his children. The kings named at the end, Heuni and Senforu, ruled Egypt before the Great Pyramid was built.

      









The cautious man flourisheth, the exact one is praised; the innermost chamber openeth unto the man of silence. Wide is the seat of the man gentle of speech; but knives are prepared against one that forceth a path, that he advance not, save in due season. 

 2. If thou sit with a company of people, desire not the bread that thou likest: short is the time of restraining the heart, and gluttony is an abomination; therein is the quality of a beast. A cup of water quencheth the thirst, and a mouthful of melon supporteth the heart. A good thing standeth for goodness, but some small thing standeth for plenty. A base man is he that is governed by his belly; he departeth only when he is no longer able to fill full his belly in men's houses. 


3.  If thou sit with a glutton, eat with him, then depart (?).



If thou drink with a drunkard, accept [drink], and his heart shall be
satisfied.



Refuse not meat when with a greedy man.  Take that which he giveth
thee; set it not on one side, thinking that it will be a courteous
thing.



4.  If a man be lacking in good fellowship, no speech hath any
influence over him.  He is sour of face toward the glad-hearted that
are kindly to him; he is a grief unto his mother and his friends; and
all men [cry], 'Let thy name be known; thou art silent in thy mouth
when thou art addressed!'



5.  Be not haughty because of thy might in the midst of thy young
soldiers.  Beware of making strife, for one knoweth not the things that
the God will do when He punisheth.



The Vizier caused his sons and daughters to be summoned, when he had
finished the rules of the conduct of men.  And they marvelled when they
came to him.  Then he said unto them, 'Hearken unto everything that is
in writing in this book, even as I have said it in adding unto
profitable sayings.'  And they cast themselves on their bellies, and
they read it, even as it was in writing.  And it was better in their
opinion than any thing in this land unto its limits.



Now they were living when His Majesty, the King of Upper and Lower
Egypt, HEUNI,
departed, and His Majesty, the King of Upper and
Lower Egypt, SENFÔRU, was enthroned as a gracious king over the whole
of this land.



Then was Ke'gemni made Governor of his City and Vizier.













      Text from Project Gutenberg.

    

  
    
      Afterword

      Day Thirty-One: Egypt of the pharaohs

      The Two Brothers is crowded with gods. The Nine Gods walk the land and take pity on Bata, Khnumu shapes him a wife, the seven Hathors foretell her death, and the scribe signs off by asking Tahuti to strike anyone who speaks against his roll. This is the heaven Akhenaten tried to empty. His hymn praises a “sole God, whose powers no other possesseth”, whom no one knows “Save thy son Ikhnaton”. The old gods won. The boy who came to the throne soon after Akhenaten was named Tutankhaten, “living image of the Aten”; a few years later he was Tutankhamun, named for the old god Amun instead.

      Kagemni’s King Senforu was the father of Khufu, who built the Great Pyramid, so his advice was old even to the scribe who wrote down the brothers’ tale. He promises that “the innermost chamber openeth unto the man of silence.” Bata keeps silent: he swears to tell no one what his brother’s wife said to him. But she speaks first, and nearly gets him killed. Readers of the Bible will know her. In Genesis, Potiphar’s wife makes the same offer to Joseph, and tells the same lie when he refuses.

    

  
    
      Day Thirty-Two

      On the road

      27 minutes

      
        Story
        The Student
        Anton Chekhov · 6 minutes
        Chekhov's own favourite among his stories, and only five pages long.
      

      
        Poem
        Ulysses
        Alfred, Lord Tennyson · 4 minutes
        "To strive, to seek, to find, and not to yield": the old hero sets out once more.
      

      
        Essay
        On Going a Journey
        William Hazlitt · 17 minutes
        "One of the pleasantest things in the world is going a journey; but I like to go by myself."
      

    

  
    
      Story

      The Student

      Anton Chekhov, translated by Constance Garnett, 1894

      
At first the weather was fine and still. The thrushes were calling, and in the swamps close by something alive droned pitifully with a sound like blowing into an empty bottle. A snipe flew by, and the shot aimed at it rang out with a gay, resounding note in the spring air. But when it began to get dark in the forest a cold, penetrating wind blew inappropriately from the east, and everything sank into silence. Needles of ice stretched across the pools, and it felt cheerless, remote, and lonely in the forest. There was a whiff of winter.

Ivan Velikopolsky, the son of a sacristan, and a student of the clerical academy, returning home from shooting, walked all the time by the path in the waterside meadow. His fingers were numb and his face was burning with the wind. It seemed to him that the cold that had suddenly come on had destroyed the order and harmony of things, that nature itself felt ill at ease, and that was why the evening darkness was falling more rapidly than usual. All around it was deserted and peculiarly gloomy. The only light was one gleaming in the widows’ gardens near the river; the village, over three miles away, and everything in the distance all round was plunged in the cold evening mist. The student remembered that, as he went out from the house, his mother was sitting barefoot on the floor in the entry, cleaning the samovar, while his father lay on the stove coughing; as it was Good Friday nothing had been cooked, and the student was terribly hungry. And now, shrinking from the cold, he thought that just such a wind had blown in the days of Rurik and in the time of Ivan the Terrible and Peter, and in their time there had been just the same desperate poverty and hunger, the same thatched roofs with holes in them, ignorance, misery, the same desolation around, the same darkness, the same feeling of oppression⁠—all these had existed, did exist, and would exist, and the lapse of a thousand years would make life no better. And he did not want to go home.

The gardens were called the widows’ because they were kept by two widows, mother and daughter. A camp fire was burning brightly with a crackling sound, throwing out light far around on the ploughed earth. The widow Vasilisa, a tall, fat old woman in a man’s coat, was standing by and looking thoughtfully into the fire; her daughter Lukerya, a little pockmarked woman with a stupid-looking face, was sitting on the ground, washing a cauldron and spoons. Apparently they had just had supper. There was a sound of men’s voices; it was the labourers watering their horses at the river.

“Here you have winter back again,” said the student, going up to the camp fire. “Good evening.”

Vasilisa started, but at once recognized him and smiled cordially.

“I did not know you; God bless you,” she said.

“You’ll be rich.”

They talked. Vasilisa, a woman of experience, who had been in service with the gentry, first as a wet-nurse, afterwards as a children’s nurse, expressed herself with refinement, and a soft, sedate smile never left her face; her daughter Lukerya, a village peasant woman, who had been beaten by her husband, simply screwed up her eyes at the student and said nothing, and she had a strange expression like that of a deaf mute.

“At just such a fire the Apostle Peter warmed himself,” said the student, stretching out his hands to the fire, “so it must have been cold then, too. Ah, what a terrible night it must have been, granny! An utterly dismal long night!”

He looked round at the darkness, shook his head abruptly and asked:

“No doubt you have been at the reading of the Twelve Gospels?”

“Yes, I have,” answered Vasilisa.

“If you remember at the Last Supper Peter said to Jesus, ‘I am ready to go with Thee into darkness and unto death.’ And our Lord answered him thus: ‘I say unto thee, Peter, before the cock croweth thou wilt have denied Me thrice.’ After the supper Jesus went through the agony of death in the garden and prayed, and poor Peter was weary in spirit and faint, his eyelids were heavy and he could not struggle against sleep. He fell asleep. Then you heard how Judas the same night kissed Jesus and betrayed Him to His tormentors. They took Him bound to the high priest and beat Him, while Peter, exhausted, worn out with misery and alarm, hardly awake, you know, feeling that something awful was just going to happen on earth, followed behind.⁠ ⁠… He loved Jesus passionately, intensely, and now he saw from far off how He was beaten⁠ ⁠…”

Lukerya left the spoons and fixed an immovable stare upon the student.

“They came to the high priest’s,” he went on; “they began to question Jesus, and meantime the labourers made a fire in the yard as it was cold, and warmed themselves. Peter, too, stood with them near the fire and warmed himself as I am doing. A woman, seeing him, said: ‘He was with Jesus, too’⁠—that is as much as to say that he, too, should be taken to be questioned. And all the labourers that were standing near the fire must have looked sourly and suspiciously at him, because he was confused and said: ‘I don’t know Him.’ A little while after again someone recognized him as one of Jesus’ disciples and said: ‘Thou, too, art one of them,’ but again he denied it. And for the third time someone turned to him: ‘Why, did I not see thee with Him in the garden today?’ For the third time he denied it. And immediately after that time the cock crowed, and Peter, looking from afar off at Jesus, remembered the words He had said to him in the evening.⁠ ⁠… He remembered, he came to himself, went out of the yard and wept bitterly⁠—bitterly. In the Gospel it is written: ‘He went out and wept bitterly.’ I imagine it: the still, still, dark, dark garden, and in the stillness, faintly audible, smothered sobbing⁠ ⁠…”

The student sighed and sank into thought. Still smiling, Vasilisa suddenly gave a gulp, big tears flowed freely down her cheeks, and she screened her face from the fire with her sleeve as though ashamed of her tears, and Lukerya, staring immovably at the student, flushed crimson, and her expression became strained and heavy like that of someone enduring intense pain.

The labourers came back from the river, and one of them riding a horse was quite near, and the light from the fire quivered upon him. The student said good night to the widows and went on. And again the darkness was about him and his fingers began to be numb. A cruel wind was blowing, winter really had come back and it did not feel as though Easter would be the day after tomorrow.

Now the student was thinking about Vasilisa: since she had shed tears all that had happened to Peter the night before the Crucifixion must have some relation to her.⁠ ⁠…

He looked round. The solitary light was still gleaming in the darkness and no figures could be seen near it now. The student thought again that if Vasilisa had shed tears, and her daughter had been troubled, it was evident that what he had just been telling them about, which had happened nineteen centuries ago, had a relation to the present⁠—to both women, to the desolate village, to himself, to all people. The old woman had wept, not because he could tell the story touchingly, but because Peter was near to her, because her whole being was interested in what was passing in Peter’s soul.

And joy suddenly stirred in his soul, and he even stopped for a minute to take breath. “The past,” he thought, “is linked with the present by an unbroken chain of events flowing one out of another.” And it seemed to him that he had just seen both ends of that chain; that when he touched one end the other quivered.

When he crossed the river by the ferry boat and afterwards, mounting the hill, looked at his village and towards the west where the cold crimson sunset lay a narrow streak of light, he thought that truth and beauty which had guided human life there in the garden and in the yard of the high priest had continued without interruption to this day, and had evidently always been the chief thing in human life and in all earthly life, indeed; and the feeling of youth, health, vigour⁠—he was only twenty-two⁠—and the inexpressible sweet expectation of happiness, of unknown mysterious happiness, took possession of him little by little, and life seemed to him enchanting, marvellous, and full of lofty meaning.



      Text from Standard Ebooks.

    

  
    
      Poem

      Ulysses

      Alfred, Lord Tennyson, 1842

      Ulysses (in Greek, Odysseus) is the hero of Homer's Odyssey, who spent ten years fighting at Troy and ten more getting home to his small island kingdom of Ithaca, his wife and his son Telemachus. Tennyson imagines him years after his return: old, king again, and restless.

      
        


ULYSSES.





It little profits that an idle king,

By this still hearth, among these barren crags,

Match'd with an aged wife, I mete and dole

Unequal laws unto a savage race,

That hoard, and sleep, and feed, and know not me.

I cannot rest from travel: I will drink

Life to the lees: all times I have enjoy'd

Greatly, have suffer'd greatly, both with those

That loved me, and alone; on shore, and when

Thro' scudding drifts the rainy Hyades

Vext the dim sea: I am become a name;

For always roaming with a hungry heart

Much have I seen and known; cities of men

And manners, climates, councils, governments,



 
Myself not least, but honour'd of them all;

And drunk delight of battle with my peers,

Far on the ringing plains of windy Troy.

I am a part of all that I have met;

Yet all experience is an arch wherethro'

Gleams that untravell'd world, whose margin fades

For ever and for ever when I move.

How dull it is to pause, to make an end,

To rust unburnish'd, not to shine in use!

As tho' to breathe were life. Life piled on life

Were all too little, and of one to me

Little remains: but every hour is saved

From that eternal silence, something more,

A bringer of new things; and vile it were

For some three suns to store and hoard myself,

And this gray spirit yearning in desire

To follow knowledge, like a sinking star,

Beyond the utmost bound of human thought.

 This is my son, mine own Telemachus,

To whom I leave the sceptre and the isle—

Well-loved of me, discerning to fulfil

This labour, by slow prudence to make mild



 
A rugged people, and thro' soft degrees

Subdue them to the useful and the good.

Most blameless is he, centred in the sphere

Of common duties, decent not to fail

In offices of tenderness, and pay

Meet adoration to my household gods

When I am gone. He works his work, I mine.

 There lies the port: the vessel puffs her sail:

There gloom the dark broad seas. My mariners,

Souls that have toil'd, and wrought, and thought with me—

That ever with a frolic welcome took

The thunder and the sunshine, and opposed

Free hearts, free foreheads—you and I are old;

Old age hath yet his honour and his toil;

Death closes all: but something ere the end,

Some work of noble note, may yet be done,

Not unbecoming men that strove with Gods.

The lights begin to twinkle from the rocks:

The long day wanes: the slow moon climbs: the deep

Moans round with many voices. Come, my friends,

'Tis not too late to seek a newer world.

Push off, and sitting well in order smite



 
The sounding furrows; for my purpose holds

To sail beyond the sunset, and the baths

Of all the western stars, until I die.

It may be that the gulfs will wash us down:

It may be we shall touch the Happy Isles,

And see the great Achilles, whom we knew.

Tho' much is taken, much abides; and tho'

We are not now that strength which in old days

Moved earth and heaven; that which we are, we are;

One equal temper of heroic hearts,

Made weak by time and fate, but strong in will

To strive, to seek, to find, and not to yield.









      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Essay

      On Going a Journey

      William Hazlitt, 1822

      
One of the pleasantest things in the world is going a journey; but I like to go by myself. I can enjoy society in a room; but out of doors, nature is company enough for me. I am then never less alone than when alone.


“The fields his study, nature was his book.”



I cannot see the wit of walking and talking at the same time. When I am in the country I wish to vegetate like the country. I am not for criticising hedgerows and black cattle. I go out of town in order to forget the town and all that is in it. There are those who for this purpose go to watering-places, and carry the metropolis with them. I like more elbow-room and fewer encumbrances. I like solitude, when I give myself up to it, for the sake of solitude; nor do I ask for



“A friend in my retreat,


Whom I may whisper⁠—solitude is sweet.”




The soul of a journey is liberty, perfect liberty, to think, feel, do, just as one pleases. We go a journey chiefly to be free of all impediments and of all inconveniences; to leave ourselves behind much more to get rid of others. It is because I want a little breathing-space to muse on indifferent matters, where Contemplation



“May plume her feathers and let grow her wings,


That in the various bustle of resort


Were all too ruffled, and sometimes impair’d,”




that I absent myself from the town for a while, without feeling at a loss the moment I am left by myself. Instead of a friend in a post-chaise or in a Tilbury, to exchange good things with, and vary the same stale topics over again, for once let me have a truce with impertinence. Give me the clear blue sky over my head, and the green turf beneath my feet, a winding road before me, and a three hours’ march to dinner⁠—and then to thinking! It is hard if I cannot start some game on these lone heaths. I laugh, I run, I leap, I sing for joy. From the point of yonder rolling cloud I plunge into my past being, and revel there, as the sunburnt Indian plunges headlong into the wave that wafts him to his native shore. Then long-forgotten things, like “sunken wrack and sumless treasuries,” burst upon my eager sight, and I begin to feel, think, and be myself again. Instead of an awkward silence, broken by attempts at wit or dull commonplaces, mine is that undisturbed silence of the heart which alone is perfect eloquence. No one likes puns, alliterations, antitheses, argument, and analysis better than I do; but I sometimes had rather be without them. “Leave, oh, leave me to my repose!” I have just now other business in hand, which would seem idle to you, but is with me “very stuff o’ the conscience.” Is not this wild rose sweet without a comment? Does not this daisy leap to my heart set in its coat of emerald? Yet if I wore to explain to you the circumstance that has so endeared it to me, you would only smile. Had I not better then keep it to myself, and let it serve me to brood over, from here to yonder craggy point, and from thence onward to the far-distant horizon? I should be but bad company all that way, and therefore prefer being alone. I have heard it said that you may, when the moody fit comes on, walk or ride on by yourself, and indulge your reveries. But this looks like a breach of manners, a neglect of others, and you are thinking all the time that you ought to rejoin your party. “Out upon such half-faced fellowship,” say I. I like to be either entirely to myself, or entirely at the disposal of others; to talk or be silent, to walk or sit still, to be sociable or solitary. I was pleased with an observation of Mr. Cobbett’s, that “he thought it a bad French custom to drink our wine with our meals, and that an Englishman ought to do only one thing at a time.” So I cannot talk and think, or indulge in melancholy musing and lively conversation by fits and starts. “Let me have a companion of my way,” says Sterne, “were it but to remark how the shadows lengthen as the sun declines.” It is beautifully said; but, in my opinion, this continual comparing of notes interferes with the involuntary impression of things upon the mind, and hurts the sentiment. If you only hint what you feel in a kind of dumb show, it is insipid: if you have to explain it, it is making a toil of a pleasure. You cannot read the book of nature without being perpetually put to the trouble of translating it for the benefit of others. I am for this synthetical method on a journey in preference to the analytical. I am content to lay in a stock of ideas then, and to examine and anatomise them afterwards. I want to see my vague notions float like the down of the thistle before the breeze, and not to have them entangled in the briars and thorns of controversy. For once, I like to have it all my own way; and this is impossible unless you are alone, or in such company as I do not covet. I have no objection to argue a point with anyone for twenty miles of measured road, but not for pleasure. If you remark the scent of a bean-field crossing the road, perhaps your fellow-traveller has no smell. If you point to a distant object, perhaps he is shortsighted, and has to take out his glass to look at it. There is a feeling in the air, a tone in the colour of a cloud, which hits your fancy, but the effect of which you are unable to account for. There is then no sympathy, but an uneasy craving after it, and a dissatisfaction which pursues you on the way, and in the end probably produces ill-humour. Now I never quarrel with myself, and take all my own conclusions for granted till I find it necessary to defend them against objections. It is not merely that you may not be of accord on the objects and circumstances that present themselves before you⁠—these may recall a number of objects, and lead to associations too delicate and refined to be possibly communicated to others. Yet these I love to cherish, and sometimes still fondly clutch them, when I can escape from the throng to do so. To give way to our feelings before company seems extravagance or affectation; and, on the other hand, to have to unravel this mystery of our being at every turn, and to make others take an equal interest in it (otherwise the end is not answered), is a task to which few are competent. We must “give it an understanding, but no tongue.” My old friend Coleridge, however, could do both. He could go on in the most delightful explanatory way over hill and dale a summer’s day, and convert a landscape into a didactic poem or a Pindaric ode. “He talked far above singing.” If I could so clothe my ideas in sounding and flowing words, I might perhaps wish to have someone with me to admire the swelling theme; or I could be more content, were it possible for me still to hear his echoing voice in the woods of All-Foxden.58 They had “that fine madness in them which our first poets had”; and if they could have been caught by some rare instrument, would have breathed such strains as the following:⁠—



“Here be woods as green


As any, air likewise as fresh and sweet


As when smooth Zephyrus plays on the fleet


Face of the curled streams, with flow’rs as many


As the young spring gives, and as choice as any;


Here be all new delights, cool streams and wells,


Arbours o’ergrown with woodbines, caves and dells;


Choose where thou wilt, whilst I sit by and sing,


Or gather rushes to make many a ring


For thy long fingers; tell thee tales of love,


How the pale Phoebe, hunting in a grove,


First saw the boy Endymion, from whose eyes


She took eternal fire that never dies;


How she convey’d him softly in a sleep,


His temples bound with poppy, to the steep


Head of old Latmos, where she stoops each night,


Gilding the mountain with her brother’s light,


To kiss her sweetest.”59




Had I words and images at command like these, I would attempt to wake the thoughts that lie slumbering on golden ridges in the evening clouds: but at the sight of nature my fancy, poor as it is, droops and closes up its leaves, like flowers at sunset. I can make nothing out on the spot: I must have time to collect myself.

In general, a good thing spoils out-of-door prospects: it should be reserved for table-talk. Lamb is for this reason, I take it, the worst company in the world out of doors; because he is the best within. I grant there is one subject on which it is pleasant to talk on a journey, and that is, what one shall have for supper when we get to our inn at night. The open air improves this sort of conversation or friendly altercation, by setting a keener edge on appetite. Every mile of the road heightens the flavour of the viands we expect at the end of it. How fine it is to enter some old town, walled and turreted, just at approach of nightfall, or to come to some straggling village, with the lights streaming through the surrounding gloom; and then, after inquiring for the best entertainment that the place affords, to “take one’s ease at one’s inn”! These eventful moments in our lives’ history are too precious, too full of solid, heartfelt happiness to be frittered and dribbled away in imperfect sympathy. I would have them all to myself, and drain them to the last drop: they will do to talk of or to write about afterwards. What a delicate speculation it is, after drinking whole goblets of tea⁠—


“The cups that cheer, but not inebriate⁠—”



and letting the fumes ascend into the brain, to sit considering what we shall have for supper⁠—eggs and a rasher, a rabbit smothered in onions, or an excellent veal cutlet! Sancho in such a situation once fixed on cow-heel; and his choice, though he could not help it, is not to be disparaged. Then, in the intervals of pictured scenery and Shandean contemplation, to catch the preparation and the stir in the kitchen (getting ready for the gentleman in the parlour). Procul, O procul este profani! These hours are sacred to silence and to musing, to be treasured up in the memory, and to feed the source of smiling thoughts hereafter. I would not waste them in idle talk; or if I must have the integrity of fancy broken in upon, I would rather it were by a stranger than a friend. A stranger takes his hue and character from the time and place; he is a part of the furniture and costume of an inn. If he is a Quaker, or from the West Riding of Yorkshire, so much the better. I do not even try to sympathise with him, and he breaks no squares. (How I love to see the camps of the gypsies, and to sigh my soul into that sort of life. If I express this feeling to another, he may qualify and spoil it with some objection.) I associate nothing with my travelling companion but present objects and passing events. In his ignorance of me and my affairs, I in a manner forget myself. But a friend reminds one of other things, rips up old grievances, and destroys the abstraction of the scene. He comes in ungraciously between us and our imaginary character. Something is dropped in the course of conversation that gives a hint of your profession and pursuits; or from having someone with you that knows the less sublime portions of your history, it seems that other people do. You are no longer a citizen of the world; but your “unhoused free condition is put into circumspection and confine.” The incognito of an inn is one of its striking privileges⁠—“lord of one’s self, uncumbered with a name.” Oh! it is great to shake off the trammels of the world and of public opinion⁠—to lose our importunate, tormenting, everlasting personal identity in the elements of nature, and become the creature of the moment, clear of all ties⁠—to hold to the universe only by a dish of sweetbreads, and to owe nothing but the score of the evening⁠—and no longer seeking for applause and meeting with contempt, to be known by no other title than “the Gentleman in the parlour!” One may take one’s choice of all characters in this romantic state of uncertainty as to one’s real pretensions, and become indefinitely respectable and negatively right-worshipful. We baffle prejudice and disappoint conjecture; and from being so to others, begin to be objects of curiosity and wonder even to ourselves. We are no more those hackneyed commonplaces that we appear in the world; an inn restores us to the level of nature, and quits scores with society! I have certainly spent some enviable hours at inns⁠—sometimes when I have been left entirely to myself, and have tried to solve some metaphysical problem, as once at Witham Common, where I found out the proof that likeness is not a case of the association of ideas⁠—at other times, when there have been pictures in the room, as at St. Neot’s (I think it was), where I first met with Gribelin’s engravings of the Cartoons, into which I entered at once, and at a little inn on the borders of Wales, where there happened to be hanging some of Westall’s drawings, which I compared triumphantly (for a theory that I had, not for the admired artist) with the figure of a girl who had ferried me over the Severn, standing up in a boat between me and the twilight⁠—at other times I might mention luxuriating in books, with a peculiar interest in this way, as I remember sitting up half the night to read Paul and Virginia, which I picked up at an inn at Bridgewater, after being drenched in the rain all day; and at the same place I got through two volumes of Madame D’Arblay’s Camilla. It was on the 10th of April 1798 that I sat down to a volume of the New Eloise, at the inn at Llangollen, over a bottle of sherry and a cold chicken. The letter I chose was that in which St. Preux describes his feelings as he first caught a glimpse from the heights of the Jura of the Pays de Vaud, which I had brought with me as a bon bouche to crown the evening with. It was my birthday, and I had for the first time come from a place in the neighbourhood to visit this delightful spot. The road to Llangollen turns off between Chirk and Wrexham; and on passing a certain point you come all at once upon the valley, which opens like an amphitheatre, broad, barren hills rising in majestic state on either side, with “green upland swells that echo to the bleat of flocks” below, and the river Dee babbling over its stony bed in the midst of them. The valley at this time “glittered green with sunny showers,” and a budding ash-tree dipped its tender branches in the chiding stream. How proud, how glad I was to walk along the high road that overlooks the delicious prospect, repeating the lines which I have just quoted from Mr. Coleridge’s poems! But besides the prospect which opened beneath my feet, another also opened to my inward sight, a heavenly vision, on which were written, in letters large as Hope could make them, these four words, liberty, genius, love, virtue; which have since faded into the light of common day, or mock my idle gaze.

The beautiful is vanished, and returns not.

Still I would return some time or other to this enchanted spot; but I would return to it alone. What other self could I find to share that influx of thoughts, of regret, and delight, the fragments of which I could hardly conjure up to myself, so much have they been broken and defaced. I could stand on some tall rock, and overlook the precipice of years that separates me from what I then was. I was at that time going shortly to visit the poet whom I have above named. Where is he now? Not only I myself have changed; the world, which was then new to me, has become old and incorrigible. Yet will I turn to thee in thought, O sylvan Dee, in joy, in youth and gladness as thou then wert; and thou shalt always be to me the river of Paradise, where I will drink of the waters of life freely!

There is hardly anything that shows the shortsightedness or capriciousness of the imagination more than travelling does. With change of place we change our ideas; nay, our opinions and feelings. We can by an effort indeed transport ourselves to old and long-forgotten scenes, and then the picture of the mind revives again; but we forget those that we have just left. It seems that we can think but of one place at a time. The canvas of the fancy is but of a certain extent, and if we paint one set of objects upon it, they immediately efface every other. We cannot enlarge our conceptions, we only shift our point of view. The landscape bares its bosom to the enraptured eye, we take our fill of it, and seem as if we could form no other image of beauty or grandeur. We pass on, and think no more of it: the horizon that shuts it from our sight also blots it from our memory like a dream. In travelling through a wild barren country I can form no idea of a woody and cultivated one. It appears to me that all the world must be barren, like what I see of it. In the country we forget the town, and in town we despise the country. “Beyond Hyde Park,” says Sir Topling Flutter, “all is a desert.” All that part of the map that we do not see before us is blank. The world in our conceit of it is not much bigger than a nutshell. It is not one prospect expanded into another, county joined to county, kingdom to kingdom, land to seas, making an image voluminous and vast; the mind can form no larger idea of space than the eye can take in at a single glance. The rest is a name written in a map, a calculation of arithmetic. For instance, what is the true signification of that immense mass of territory and population known by the name of China to us? An inch of pasteboard on a wooden globe, of no more account than a China orange! Things near us are seen of the size of life: things at a distance are diminished to the size of the understanding. We measure the universe by ourselves, and even comprehend the texture of our being only piecemeal. In this way, however, we remember an infinity of things and places. The mind is like a mechanical instrument that plays a great variety of tunes, but it must play them in succession. One idea recalls another, but it at the same time excludes all others. In trying to renew old recollections, we cannot as it were unfold the whole web of our existence; we must pick out the single threads. So in coming to a place where we have formerly lived, and with which we have intimate associations, everyone must have found that the feeling grows more vivid the nearer we approach the spot, from the mere anticipation of the actual impression: we remember circumstances, feelings, persons, faces, names that we had not thought of for years; but for the time all the rest of the world is forgotten!⁠—To return to the question I have quitted above:

I have no objection to go to see ruins, aqueducts, pictures, in company with a friend or a party, but rather the contrary, for the former reason reversed. They are intelligible matters, and will bear talking about. The sentiment here is not tacit, but communicable and overt. Salisbury Plain is barren of criticism, but Stonehenge will bear a discussion antiquarian, picturesque, and philosophical. In setting out on a party of pleasure, the first consideration always is where we shall go to: in taking a solitary ramble, the question is what we shall meet with by the way. “The mind is its own place”; nor are we anxious to arrive at the end of our journey. I can myself do the honours indifferently well to works of art and curiosity. I once took a party to Oxford with no mean éclat⁠—showed them that seat of the Muses at a distance,


“With glistering spires and pinnacles adorn’d⁠—”



descanted on the learned air that breathes from the grassy quadrangles and stone walls of halls and colleges⁠—was at home in the Bodleian; and at Blenheim quite superseded the powdered Cicerone that attended us, and that pointed in vain with his wand to commonplace beauties in matchless pictures. As another exception to the above reasoning, I should not feel confident in venturing on a journey in a foreign country without a companion. I should want at intervals to hear the sound of my own language. There is an involuntary antipathy in the mind of an Englishman to foreign manners and notions that requires the assistance of social sympathy to carry it off. As the distance from home increases, this relief, which was at first a luxury, becomes a passion and an appetite. A person would almost feel stifled to find himself in the deserts of Arabia without friends and countrymen: there must be allowed to be something in the view of Athens or old Rome that claims the utterance of speech; and I own that the Pyramids are too mighty for any single contemplation. In such situations, so opposite to all one’s ordinary train of ideas, one seems a species by one’s-self, a limb torn off from society, unless one can meet with instant fellowship and support. Yet I did not feel this want or craving very pressing once, when I first set my foot on the laughing shores of France. Calais was peopled with novelty and delight. The confused, busy murmur of the place was like oil and wine poured into my ears; nor did the mariners’ hymn, which was sung from the top of an old crazy vessel in the harbour, as the sun went down, send an alien sound into my soul. I only breathed the air of general humanity. I walked over “the vine-covered hills and gay regions of France,” erect and satisfied; for the image of man was not cast down and chained to the foot of arbitrary thrones: I was at no loss for language, for that of all the great schools of painting was open to me. The whole is vanished like a shade. Pictures, heroes, glory, freedom, all are fled: nothing remains but the Bourbons and the French people!⁠—There is undoubtedly a sensation in travelling into foreign parts that is to be had nowhere else; but it is more pleasing at the time than lasting. It is too remote from our habitual associations to be a common topic of discourse or reference, and, like a dream or another state of existence, does not piece into our daily modes of life. It is an animated but a momentary hallucination. It demands an effort to exchange our actual for our ideal identity; and to feel the pulse of our old transports revive very keenly, we must “jump” all our present comforts and connections. Our romantic and itinerant character is not to be domesticated. Dr. Johnson remarked how little foreign travel added to the facilities of conversation in those who had been abroad. In fact, the time we have spent there is both delightful, and in one sense instructive; but it appears to be cut out of our substantial, downright existence, and never to join kindly on to it. We are not the same, but another, and perhaps more enviable individual, all the time we are out of our own country. We are lost to ourselves, as well as our friends. So the poet somewhat quaintly sings:


“Out of my country and myself I go.”



Those who wish to forget painful thoughts, do well to absent themselves for a while from the ties and objects that recall them; but we can be said only to fulfil our destiny in the place that gave us birth. I should on this account like well enough to spend the whole of my life in travelling abroad, if I could anywhere borrow another life to spend afterwards at home!
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      Day Thirty-Two: On the road

      Hazlitt turned twenty on the day in April 1798 when he walked into the valley at Llangollen and saw “liberty, genius, love, virtue” written across his future. Chekhov’s student is twenty-two when he climbs the hill to his village and life seems “enchanting, marvellous, and full of lofty meaning.” Hazlitt tells us what became of his vision: the four words “have since faded into the light of common day.” Chekhov stops before we find out. Will the student’s last?

      Ulysses, an old man setting out once more, was written by a young one. Tennyson was twenty-four, and grieving for his closest friend, Arthur Hallam, who had died suddenly at twenty-two. The closing lines turn up in the Bond film Skyfall, read by Judi Dench’s M, but Tennyson said the poem first came out of that loss: it gave his feeling about the need to go forward and brave the struggle of life.

    

  
    
      Day Thirty-Three

      Thieves

      25 minutes

      
        Story
        The Stolen Bacillus
        H. G. Wells · 10 minutes
        A London scientist shows a pale, nervous visitor a tube of cholera germs under his microscope, enough to poison a city.
      

      
        Poem
        The Highwayman
        Alfred Noyes · 7 minutes
        "The highwayman came riding—riding—riding—": the galloping ballad of an outlaw and the landlord's daughter, learned by heart by generations of schoolchildren.
      

      
        Essay
        The Pears (Confessions, Book II, 4–10)
        Augustine of Hippo · 8 minutes
        In Thagaste, in Roman Africa, a sixteen-year-old and his friends steal pears they don't even want, and the bishop he became asks why.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      The Stolen Bacillus

      H. G. Wells, 1894

      
“This again,” said the Bacteriologist, slipping a glass slide under the microscope, “is well⁠—a preparation of the Bacillus of cholera⁠—the cholera germ.”

The pale-faced man peered down the microscope. He was evidently not accustomed to that kind of thing, and held a limp white hand over his disengaged eye. “I see very little,” he said.

“Touch this screw,” said the Bacteriologist; “perhaps the microscope is out of focus for you. Eyes vary so much. Just the fraction of a turn this way or that.”

“Ah! now I see,” said the visitor. “Not so very much to see after all. Little streaks and shreds of pink. And yet those little particles, those mere atomies, might multiply and devastate a city! Wonderful!”

He stood up, and releasing the glass slip from the microscope, held it in his hand towards the window. “Scarcely visible,” he said, scrutinising the preparation. He hesitated. “Are these⁠—alive? Are they dangerous now?”

“Those have been stained and killed,” said the Bacteriologist. “I wish, for my own part, we could kill and stain every one of them in the universe.”

“I suppose,” the pale man said, with a slight smile, “that you scarcely care to have such things about you in the living⁠—in the active state?”

“On the contrary, we are obliged to,” said the Bacteriologist. “Here, for instance⁠—” He walked across the room and took up one of several sealed tubes. “Here is the living thing. This is a cultivation of the actual living disease bacteria.” He hesitated. “Bottled cholera, so to speak.”

A slight gleam of satisfaction appeared momentarily in the face of the pale man. “It’s a deadly thing to have in your possession,” he said, devouring the little tube with his eyes. The Bacteriologist watched the morbid pleasure in his visitor’s expression. This man, who had visited him that afternoon with a note of introduction from an old friend, interested him from the very contrast of their dispositions. The lank black hair and deep grey eyes, the haggard expression and nervous manner, the fitful yet keen interest of his visitor were a novel change from the phlegmatic deliberations of the ordinary scientific worker with whom the Bacteriologist chiefly associated. It was perhaps natural, with a hearer evidently so impressionable to the lethal nature of; his topic, to take the most effective aspect of the matter.

He held the tube in his hand thoughtfully. “Yes, here is the pestilence imprisoned. Only break such a little tube as this into a supply of drinking-water, say to these minute particles of life that one must needs stain and examine with the highest powers of the microscope even to see, and that one can neither smell nor taste⁠—say to them, ‘Go forth, increase and multiply, and replenish the cisterns,’ and death⁠—mysterious, untraceable death, death swift and terrible, death full of pain and indignity⁠—would be released upon this city, and go hither and thither seeking his victims. Here he would take the husband from the wife, here the child from its mother, here the statesman from his duty, and here the toiler from his trouble. He would follow the water-mains, creeping along streets, picking out and punishing a house here and a house there where they did not boil their drinking-water, creeping into the wells of the mineral water makers, getting washed into salad, and lying dormant in ices. He would wait ready to be drunk in the horse-troughs, and by unwary children in the public fountains. He would soak into the soil, to reappear in springs and wells at a thousand unexpected places. Once start him at the water supply, and before we could ring him in, and catch him again, he would have decimated the metropolis.”

He stopped abruptly. He had been told rhetoric was his weakness.

“But he is quite safe here, you know⁠—quite safe.”

The pale-faced man nodded. His eyes shone. He cleared his throat. “These Anarchist⁠—rascals,” said he, “are fools, blind fools⁠—to use bombs when this kind of thing is attainable. I think⁠—”

A gentle rap, a mere light touch of the fingernails, was heard at the door. The Bacteriologist opened it. “Just a minute, dear,” whispered his wife.

When he reentered the laboratory his visitor was looking at his watch. “I had no idea I had wasted an hour of your time,” he said. “Twelve minutes to four. I ought to have left here by half-past three. But your things were really too interesting. No, positively I cannot stop a moment longer. I have an engagement at four.”

He passed out of the room reiterating his thanks, and the Bacteriologist accompanied him to the door, and then returned thoughtfully along the passage to his laboratory. He was musing on the ethnology of his visitor. Certainly the man was not a Teutonic type nor a common Latin one. “A morbid product, anyhow, I am afraid,” said the Bacteriologist to himself. “How he gloated over those cultivations of disease germs!” A disturbing thought struck him. He turned to the bench by the vapour bath, and then very quickly to his writing-table. Then he felt hastily in his pockets and then rushed to the door. “I may have put it down on the hall table,” he said.

“Minnie!” he shouted hoarsely in the hall.

“Yes, dear,” came a remote voice.

“Had I anything in my hand when I spoke to you, dear, just now?”

Pause.

“Nothing, dear, because I remember⁠—”

“Blue ruin!” cried the Bacteriologist, and incontinently ran to the front door and down the steps of his house to the street.

Minnie, hearing the door slam violently, ran in alarm to the window. Down the street a slender man was getting into a cab. The Bacteriologist, hatless, and in his carpet slippers, was running and gesticulating wildly towards this group. One slipper came off, but he did not wait for it. “He has gone mad!” said Minnie; “it’s that horrid science of his”; and, opening the window, would have called after him. The slender man, suddenly glancing round, seemed struck with the same idea of mental disorder. He pointed hastily to the Bacteriologist, said something to the cabman, the apron of the cab slammed, the whip swished, the horse’s feet clattered, and in a moment cab and Bacteriologist hotly in pursuit, had receded up the vista of the roadway and disappeared round the corner.

Minnie remained straining out of the window for a minute. Then she drew her head back into the room again. She was dumbfounded. “Of course he is eccentric,” she meditated. “But running about London⁠—in the height of the season, too⁠—in his socks!” A happy thought struck her. She hastily put her bonnet on, seized his shoes, went into the hall, took down his hat and light overcoat from the pegs, emerged upon the doorstep, and hailed a cab that opportunely crawled by. “Drive me up the road and round Havelock Crescent, and see if we can find a gentleman running about in a velveteen coat and no hat.”

“Velveteen coat, ma’am, and no ’at. Very good, ma’am.” And the cabman whipped up at once in the most matter-of-fact way, as if he drove to this address every day in his life.

Some few minutes later the little group of cabmen and loafers that collects round the cabman’s shelter at Haverstock Hill were startled by the passing of a cab with a ginger-coloured screw of a horse, driven furiously.

They were silent as it went by, and then as it receded⁠—“That’s ’Arry ’Icks. Wot’s he got?” said the stout gentleman known as Old Tootles.

“He’s a-using his whip, he is, to rights,” said the ostler boy.

“Hullo!” said poor old Tommy Byles; “here’s another bloomin’ loonatic. Blowed if there ain’t.”

“It’s old George,” said Old Tootles, “and he’s drivin’ a loonatic, as you say. Ain’t he a-clawin’ out of the keb? Wonder if he’s after ’Arry ’Icks?”

The group round the cabman’s shelter became animated. Chorus: “Go it, George!” “It’s a race.” “You’ll ketch ’em!” “Whip up!”

“She’s a goer, she is!” said the ostler boy.

“Strike me giddy!” cried Old Tootles. “Here! I’m a-goin’ to begin in a minute. Here’s another comin’. If all the cabs in Hampstead ain’t gone mad this morning!”

“It’s a fieldmale this time,” said the ostler boy.

“She’s a-followin’ him,” said Old Tootles. “Usually the other way about.”

“What’s she got in her ’and?”

“Looks like a ’igh ’at.”

“What a bloomin’ lark it is! Three to one on old George,” said the ostler boy. “Nexst!”

Minnie went by in a perfect roar of applause. She did not like it, but she felt that she was doing her duty, and whirled on down Haverstock Hill and Camden Town High Street with her eyes ever intent on the animated back view of old George, who was driving her vagrant husband so incomprehensibly away from her.

The man in the foremost cab sat crouched in the corner, his arms tightly folded, and the little tube that contained such vast possibilities of destruction gripped in his hand. His mood was a singular mixture of fear and exultation. Chiefly he was afraid of being caught before he could accomplish his purpose, but behind this was a vaguer but larger fear of the awfulness of his crime. But his exultation far exceeded his fear. No Anarchist before him had ever approached this conception of his. Ravachol, Vaillant, all those distinguished persons whose fame he had envied dwindled into insignificance beside him. He had only to make sure of the water supply, and break the little tube into a reservoir. How brilliantly he had planned it, forged the letter of introduction and got into the laboratory, and how brilliantly he had seized his opportunity! The world should hear of him at last. All those people who had sneered at him, neglected him, preferred other people to him, found his company undesirable, should consider him at last. Death, death, death! They had always treated him as a man of no importance. All the world had been in a conspiracy to keep him under. He would teach them yet what it is to isolate a man. What was this familiar street? Great Saint Andrew’s Street, of course! How fared the chase? He craned out of the cab. The Bacteriologist was scarcely fifty yards behind. That was bad. He would be caught and stopped yet. He felt in his pocket for money, and found half a sovereign. This he thrust up through the trap in the top of the cab into the man’s face. “More,” he shouted, “if only we get away.”

The money was snatched out of his hand. “Right you are,” said the cabman, and the trap slammed, and the lash lay along the glistening side of the horse. The cab swayed, and the Anarchist, half-standing under the trap, put the hand containing the little glass tube upon the apron to preserve his balance. He felt the brittle thing crack, and the broken half of it rang upon the floor of the cab. He fell back into the seat with a curse, and stared dismally at the two or three drops of moisture on the apron.

He shuddered.

“Well, I suppose I shall be the first. Phew! Anyhow, I shall be a martyr. That’s something. But it is a filthy death, nevertheless. I wonder if it hurts as much as they say.”

Presently a thought occurred to him⁠—he groped between his feet. A little drop was still in the broken end of the tube, and he drank that to make sure. It was better to make sure. At any rate, he would not fail.

Then it dawned upon him that there was no further need to escape the Bacteriologist. In Wellington Street he told the cabman to stop, and got out. He slipped on the step, and his head felt queer. It was rapid stuff, this cholera poison. He waved his cabman out of existence, so to speak, and stood on the pavement with his arms folded upon his breast awaiting the arrival of the Bacteriologist. There was something tragic in his pose. The sense of imminent death gave him a certain dignity. He greeted his pursuer with a defiant laugh.

“Vive l’Anarchie! You are too late, my friend, I have drunk it. The cholera is abroad!”

The Bacteriologist from his cab beamed curiously at him through his spectacles. “You have drunk it! An Anarchist! I see now.” He was about to say something more, and then checked himself. A smile hung in the corner of his mouth. He opened the apron of his cab as if to descend, at which the Anarchist waved him a dramatic farewell and strode off towards Waterloo Bridge, carefully jostling his infected body against as many people as possible. The Bacteriologist was so preoccupied with the vision of him that he scarcely manifested the slightest surprise at the appearance of Minnie upon the pavement with his hat and shoes and overcoat. “Very good of you to bring my things,” he said, and remained lost in contemplation of the receding figure of the Anarchist.

“You had better get in,” he said, still staring. Minnie felt absolutely convinced now that he was mad, and directed the cabman home on her own responsibility. “Put on my shoes? Certainly, dear,” said he, as the cab began to turn, and hid the strutting black figure, now small in the distance, from his eyes. Then suddenly something grotesque struck him, and he laughed. Then he remarked, “It is really very serious, though.

“You see, that man came to my house to see me, and he is an Anarchist. No⁠—don’t faint, or I cannot possibly tell you the rest. And I wanted to astonish him, not knowing he was an Anarchist, and took up a cultivation of that new species of Bacterium I was telling you of that infest, and I think cause, the blue patches upon various monkeys; and, like a fool, I said it was Asiatic cholera. And he ran away with it to poison the water of London, and he certainly might have made things look blue for this civilised city. And now he has swallowed it. Of course, I cannot say what will happen, but you know it turned that kitten blue, and the three puppies⁠—in patches, and the sparrow⁠—bright blue. But the bother is, I shall have all the trouble and expense of preparing some more.

“Put on my coat on this hot day! Why? Because we might meet Mrs. Jabber. My dear, Mrs. Jabber is not a draught. But why should I wear a coat on a hot day because of Mrs.⁠—Oh! very well.”



      Text from Standard Ebooks.

    

  
    
      Poem

      The Highwayman

      Alfred Noyes, 1906

      
        Part One


I
The wind was a torrent of darkness among the gusty trees,
The moon was a ghostly galleon tossed upon cloudy seas,
The road was a ribbon of moonlight over the purple moor,
And the highwayman came riding—
   Riding—riding—
The highwayman came riding, up to the old inn-door.


II
He'd a French cocked-hat on his forehead, a bunch of lace at his chin,
A coat of the claret velvet, and breeches of brown doe-skin;
They fitted with never a wrinkle: his boots were up to the thigh!
And he rode with a jewelled twinkle,
   His pistol butts a-twinkle,
His rapier hilt a-twinkle, under the jewelled sky.


III
Over the cobbles he clattered and clashed in the dark inn-yard,
And he tapped with his whip on the shutters, but all was locked and barred;
He whistled a tune to the window, and who should be waiting there
But the landlord's black-eyed daughter,
   Bess, the landlord's daughter,
Plaiting a dark red love-knot into her long black hair.


IV
And dark in the dark old inn-yard a stable-wicket creaked
Where Tim the ostler listened; his face was white and peaked;
His eyes were hollows of madness, his hair like mouldy hay,
But he loved the landlord's daughter,
   The landlord's red-lipped daughter,
Dumb as a dog he listened, and he heard the robber say—


 V
"One kiss, my bonny sweetheart, I'm after a prize to-night,
But I shall be back with the yellow gold before the morning light;
Yet, if they press me sharply, and harry me through the day,
Then look for me by moonlight,
   Watch for me by moonlight,
I'll come to thee by moonlight, though hell should bar the way."


VI
He rose upright in the stirrups; he scarce could reach her hand,
But she loosened her hair i' the casement! His face burnt like a brand
As the black cascade of perfume came tumbling over his breast;
And he kissed its waves in the moonlight,
   (Oh, sweet black waves in the moonlight!)
Then he tugged at his rein in the moonlight, and galloped away to the West.


Part Two


I
He did not come in the dawning; he did not come at noon;
And out o' the tawny sunset, before the rise o' the moon,
When the road was a gipsy's ribbon, looping the purple moor,
A red-coat troop came marching—
   Marching—marching—
King George's men came marching, up to the old inn-door.


II
They said no word to the landlord, they drank his ale instead,
But they gagged his daughter and bound her to the foot of her narrow bed;
 Two of them knelt at her casement, with muskets at their side!
There was death at every window;
   And hell at one dark window;
For Bess could see, through her casement, the road that he would ride.


III
They had tied her up to attention, with many a sniggering jest;
They had bound a musket beside her, with the barrel beneath her breast!
"Now keep good watch!" and they kissed her.
   She heard the dead man say—
Look for me by moonlight;
   Watch for me by moonlight;
I'll come to thee by moonlight, though hell should bar the way!


IV
She twisted her hands behind her; but all the knots held good!
She writhed her hands till her fingers were wet with sweat or blood!
They stretched and strained in the darkness, and the hours crawled by like years,
Till, now, on the stroke of midnight,
   Cold, on the stroke of midnight,
The tip of one finger touched it! The trigger at least was hers!


V
The tip of one finger touched it; she strove no more for the rest!
Up, she stood up to attention, with the barrel beneath her breast,
She would not risk their hearing; she would not strive again;
For the road lay bare in the moonlight;
   Blank and bare in the moonlight;
And the blood of her veins in the moonlight throbbed to her love's refrain.


 VI
Tlot-tlot; tlot-tlot! Had they heard it? The horse-hoofs ringing clear;
Tlot-tlot, tlot-tlot, in the distance? Were they deaf that they did not hear?
Down the ribbon of moonlight, over the brow of the hill,
The highwayman came riding,
   Riding, riding!
The red-coats looked to their priming! She stood up, straight and still!


VII
Tlot-tlot, in the frosty silence! Tlot-tlot, in the echoing night!
Nearer he came and nearer! Her face was like a light!
Her eyes grew wide for a moment; she drew one last deep breath,
Then her finger moved in the moonlight,
   Her musket shattered the moonlight,
Shattered her breast in the moonlight and warned him—with her death.


VIII
He turned; he spurred to the West; he did not know who stood
Bowed, with her head o'er the musket, drenched with her own red blood!
Not till the dawn he heard it, his face grew grey to hear
How Bess, the landlord's daughter,
   The landlord's black-eyed daughter,
Had watched for her love in the moonlight, and died in the darkness there.


IX
Back, he spurred like a madman, shrieking a curse to the sky,
With the white road smoking behind him and his rapier brandished high!
Blood-red were his spurs i' the golden noon; wine-red was his velvet coat,
When they shot him down on the highway,
   Down like a dog on the highway,
And he lay in his blood on the highway, with the bunch of lace at his throat.
* * * * * *


 X
And still of a winter's night, they say, when the wind is in the trees,
When the moon is a ghostly galleon tossed upon cloudy seas,
When the road is a ribbon of moonlight over the purple moor,
A highwayman comes riding—
   Riding—riding—
A highwayman comes riding, up to the old inn-door.


XI
Over the cobbles he clatters and clangs in the dark inn-yard;
He taps with his whip on the shutters, but all is locked and barred;
He whistles a tune to the window, and who should be waiting there
But the landlord's black-eyed daughter,
   Bess, the landlord's daughter,
Plaiting a dark red love-knot into her long black hair.








      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Essay

      The Pears (Confessions, Book II, 4–10)

      Augustine of Hippo, translated by E. B. Pusey, c. 398

      Augustine grew up in Thagaste, in Roman North Africa, became a famous teacher of rhetoric, and was baptised a Christian at thirty-two; later he was a bishop. His Confessions, written about 397, tell his life as a long prayer addressed to God. These chapters of the second book, often read on their own, remember a night when he was sixteen.

      
      Theft is punished by Thy law, O Lord, and the law written in the hearts of
      men, which iniquity itself effaces not. For what thief will abide a thief?
      not even a rich thief, one stealing through want. Yet I lusted to thieve,
      and did it, compelled by no hunger, nor poverty, but through a cloyedness
      of well-doing, and a pamperedness of iniquity. For I stole that, of which
      I had enough, and much better. Nor cared I to enjoy what I stole, but
      joyed in the theft and sin itself. A pear tree there was near our
      vineyard, laden with fruit, tempting neither for colour nor taste. To
      shake and rob this, some lewd young fellows of us went, late one night
      (having according to our pestilent custom prolonged our sports in the
      streets till then), and took huge loads, not for our eating, but to fling
      to the very hogs, having only tasted them. And this, but to do what we
      liked only, because it was misliked. Behold my heart, O God, behold my
      heart, which Thou hadst pity upon in the bottom of the bottomless pit.
      Now, behold, let my heart tell Thee what it sought there, that I should be
      gratuitously evil, having no temptation to ill, but the ill itself. It was
      foul, and I loved it; I loved to perish, I loved mine own fault, not that
      for which I was faulty, but my fault itself. Foul soul, falling from Thy
      firmament to utter destruction; not seeking aught through the shame, but
      the shame itself!
    


      For there is an attractiveness in beautiful bodies, in gold and silver,
      and all things; and in bodily touch, sympathy hath much influence, and
      each other sense hath his proper object answerably tempered. Worldy honour
      hath also its grace, and the power of overcoming, and of mastery; whence
      springs also the thirst of revenge. But yet, to obtain all these, we may
      not depart from Thee, O Lord, nor decline from Thy law. The life also
      which here we live hath its own enchantment, through a certain proportion
      of its own, and a correspondence with all things beautiful here below.
      Human friendship also is endeared with a sweet tie, by reason of the unity
      formed of many souls. Upon occasion of all these, and the like, is sin
      committed, while through an immoderate inclination towards these goods of
      the lowest order, the better and higher are forsaken,—Thou, our Lord
      God, Thy truth, and Thy law. For these lower things have their delights,
      but not like my God, who made all things; for in Him doth the righteous
      delight, and He is the joy of the upright in heart.
    


      When, then, we ask why a crime was done, we believe it not, unless it
      appear that there might have been some desire of obtaining some of those
      which we called lower goods, or a fear of losing them. For they are
      beautiful and comely; although compared with those higher and beatific
      goods, they be abject and low. A man hath murdered another; why? he loved
      his wife or his estate; or would rob for his own livelihood; or feared to
      lose some such things by him; or, wronged, was on fire to be revenged.
      Would any commit murder upon no cause, delighted simply in murdering? who
      would believe it? for as for that furious and savage man, of whom it is
      said that he was gratuitously evil and cruel, yet is the cause assigned;
      "lest" (saith he) "through idleness hand or heart should grow inactive."
      And to what end? that, through that practice of guilt, he might, having
      taken the city, attain to honours, empire, riches, and be freed from fear
      of the laws, and his embarrassments from domestic needs, and consciousness
      of villainies. So then, not even Catiline himself loved his own
      villainies, but something else, for whose sake he did them.
    


      What then did wretched I so love in thee, thou theft of mine, thou deed of
      darkness, in that sixteenth year of my age? Lovely thou wert not, because
      thou wert theft. But art thou any thing, that thus I speak to thee? Fair
      were the pears we stole, because they were Thy creation, Thou fairest of
      all, Creator of all, Thou good God; God, the sovereign good and my true
      good. Fair were those pears, but not them did my wretched soul desire; for
      I had store of better, and those I gathered, only that I might steal. For,
      when gathered, I flung them away, my only feast therein being my own sin,
      which I was pleased to enjoy. For if aught of those pears came within my
      mouth, what sweetened it was the sin. And now, O Lord my God, I enquire
      what in that theft delighted me; and behold it hath no loveliness; I mean
      not such loveliness as in justice and wisdom; nor such as is in the mind
      and memory, and senses, and animal life of man; nor yet as the stars are
      glorious and beautiful in their orbs; or the earth, or sea, full of
      embryo-life, replacing by its birth that which decayeth; nay, nor even
      that false and shadowy beauty which belongeth to deceiving vices.
    


      For so doth pride imitate exaltedness; whereas Thou alone art God exalted
      over all. Ambition, what seeks it, but honours and glory? whereas Thou
      alone art to be honoured above all, and glorious for evermore. The cruelty
      of the great would fain be feared; but who is to be feared but God alone,
      out of whose power what can be wrested or withdrawn? when, or where, or
      whither, or by whom? The tendernesses of the wanton would fain be counted
      love: yet is nothing more tender than Thy charity; nor is aught loved more
      healthfully than that Thy truth, bright and beautiful above all. Curiosity
      makes semblance of a desire of knowledge; whereas Thou supremely knowest
      all. Yea, ignorance and foolishness itself is cloaked under the name of
      simplicity and uninjuriousness; because nothing is found more single than
      Thee: and what less injurious, since they are his own works which injure
      the sinner? Yea, sloth would fain be at rest; but what stable rest besides
      the Lord? Luxury affects to be called plenty and abundance; but Thou art
      the fulness and never-failing plenteousness of incorruptible pleasures.
      Prodigality presents a shadow of liberality: but Thou art the most
      overflowing Giver of all good. Covetousness would possess many things; and
      Thou possessest all things. Envy disputes for excellency: what more
      excellent than Thou? Anger seeks revenge: who revenges more justly than
      Thou? Fear startles at things unwonted and sudden, which endangers things
      beloved, and takes forethought for their safety; but to Thee what unwonted
      or sudden, or who separateth from Thee what Thou lovest? Or where but with
      Thee is unshaken safety? Grief pines away for things lost, the delight of
      its desires; because it would have nothing taken from it, as nothing can
      from Thee.
    


      Thus doth the soul commit fornication, when she turns from Thee, seeking
      without Thee, what she findeth not pure and untainted, till she returns to
      Thee. Thus all pervertedly imitate Thee, who remove far from Thee, and
      lift themselves up against Thee. But even by thus imitating Thee, they
      imply Thee to be the Creator of all nature; whence there is no place
      whither altogether to retire from Thee. What then did I love in that
      theft? and wherein did I even corruptly and pervertedly imitate my Lord?
      Did I wish even by stealth to do contrary to Thy law, because by power I
      could not, so that being a prisoner, I might mimic a maimed liberty by
      doing with impunity things unpermitted me, a darkened likeness of Thy
      Omnipotency? Behold, Thy servant, fleeing from his Lord, and obtaining a
      shadow. O rottenness, O monstrousness of life, and depth of death! could I
      like what I might not, only because I might not?
    


      What shall I render unto the Lord, that, whilst my memory recalls these
      things, my soul is not affrighted at them? I will love Thee, O Lord, and
      thank Thee, and confess unto Thy name; because Thou hast forgiven me these
      so great and heinous deeds of mine. To Thy grace I ascribe it, and to Thy
      mercy, that Thou hast melted away my sins as it were ice. To Thy grace I
      ascribe also whatsoever I have not done of evil; for what might I not have
      done, who even loved a sin for its own sake? Yea, all I confess to have
      been forgiven me; both what evils I committed by my own wilfulness, and
      what by Thy guidance I committed not. What man is he, who, weighing his
      own infirmity, dares to ascribe his purity and innocency to his own
      strength; that so he should love Thee the less, as if he had less needed
      Thy mercy, whereby Thou remittest sins to those that turn to Thee? For
      whosoever, called by Thee, followed Thy voice, and avoided those things
      which he reads me recalling and confessing of myself, let him not scorn
      me, who being sick, was cured by that Physician, through whose aid it was
      that he was not, or rather was less, sick: and for this let him love Thee
      as much, yea and more; since by whom he sees me to have been recovered
      from such deep consumption of sin, by Him he sees himself to have been
      from the like consumption of sin preserved.
    


      What fruit had I then (wretched man!) in those things, of the remembrance
      whereof I am now ashamed? Especially, in that theft which I loved for the
      theft's sake; and it too was nothing, and therefore the more miserable I,
      who loved it. Yet alone I had not done it: such was I then, I remember,
      alone I had never done it. I loved then in it also the company of the
      accomplices, with whom I did it? I did not then love nothing else but the
      theft, yea rather I did love nothing else; for that circumstance of the
      company was also nothing. What is, in truth? who can teach me, save He
      that enlighteneth my heart, and discovereth its dark corners? What is it
      which hath come into my mind to enquire, and discuss, and consider? For
      had I then loved the pears I stole, and wished to enjoy them, I might have
      done it alone, had the bare commission of the theft sufficed to attain my
      pleasure; nor needed I have inflamed the itching of my desires by the
      excitement of accomplices. But since my pleasure was not in those pears,
      it was in the offence itself, which the company of fellow-sinners
      occasioned.
    


      What then was this feeling? For of a truth it was too foul: and woe was
      me, who had it. But yet what was it? Who can understand his errors? It was
      the sport, which as it were tickled our hearts, that we beguiled those who
      little thought what we were doing, and much disliked it. Why then was my
      delight of such sort that I did it not alone? Because none doth ordinarily
      laugh alone? ordinarily no one; yet laughter sometimes masters men alone
      and singly when no one whatever is with them, if anything very ludicrous
      presents itself to their senses or mind. Yet I had not done this alone;
      alone I had never done it. Behold my God, before Thee, the vivid
      remembrance of my soul; alone, I had never committed that theft wherein
      what I stole pleased me not, but that I stole; nor had it alone liked me
      to do it, nor had I done it. O friendship too unfriendly! thou
      incomprehensible inveigler of the soul, thou greediness to do mischief out
      of mirth and wantonness, thou thirst of others' loss, without lust of my
      own gain or revenge: but when it is said, "Let's go, let's do it," we are
      ashamed not to be shameless.
    


      Who can disentangle that twisted and intricate knottiness? Foul is it: I
      hate to think on it, to look on it. But Thee I long for, O Righteousness
      and Innocency, beautiful and comely to all pure eyes, and of a
      satisfaction unsating. With Thee is rest entire, and life imperturbable.
      Whoso enters into Thee, enters into the joy of his Lord: and shall not
      fear, and shall do excellently in the All-Excellent. I sank away from
      Thee, and I wandered, O my God, too much astray from Thee my stay, in
      these days of my youth, and I became to myself a barren land.
    



      Text from Project Gutenberg.

    

  
    
      Afterword

      Day Thirty-Three: Thieves

      Augustine is sure that nobody does wrong for its own sake: “not even Catiline himself loved his own villainies, but something else, for whose sake he did them.” Then he finds the something else in his own theft: the gang. “Alone I had never done it.” Wells’s anarchist doesn’t want a tube of cholera either. What he wants comes out in the cab: “The world should hear of him at last,” and the people who “had always treated him as a man of no importance” would have to take notice.

      Ravachol and Vaillant, the bombers he envies, were real; both were guillotined in France, in 1892 and 1894. In February 1894, the year the story appeared, a young French anarchist crossing Greenwich Park with a bomb blew himself up and hurt no one else. Joseph Conrad later turned the case into his novel The Secret Agent.

      The Highwayman leaves its own question about a thief. Who told King George’s men where to wait? The poem never says. It only tells us that Tim the ostler loved Bess, and listened, “Dumb as a dog”, to the robber’s plans.

    

  
    
      Day Thirty-Four

      Jealousy

      20 minutes

      
        Story
        The Fortune-Teller
        Joaquim Maria Machado de Assis · 16 minutes
        Brazil's greatest writer on a young man in Rio, a married woman, and a visit to a card-reader.
      

      
        Poem
        My Last Duchess
        Robert Browning · 3 minutes
        A duke shows a visitor round his palace and stops at a portrait of his late wife: the most famous dramatic monologue in English.
      

      
        Essay
        Of Suspicion
        Francis Bacon · 2 minutes
        "Suspicions among thoughts are like bats among birds, they ever fly by twilight": one page of Bacon on what suspicion does to a mind.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      The Fortune-Teller

      Joaquim Maria Machado de Assis, translated by Isaac Goldberg, 1884

      
        


THE FORTUNE-TELLER

By Joaquim Maria Machado de Assis




HAMLET observes to Horatio that there are more things in heaven and earth than are dreamt of in our philosophy. This was the selfsame explanation that was given by beautiful Rita to her lover, Camillo, on a certain Friday of November, 1869, when Camillo laughed at her for having gone, the previous evening, to consult a fortune-teller. The only difference is that she made her explanation in other words.

"Laugh, laugh. That's just like you men; you don't believe in anything. Well, let me tell you, I went there and she guessed the reason for my coming before I ever spoke a word. Scarcely had she begun to lay out the cards when she said to me: 'The lady likes a certain person . . .' I confessed that it was so, and then she continued to rearrange the cards in various combinations, finally telling me that I was afraid you would forget me, but that there were no grounds for my fear."


 "She was wrong!" interrupted Camillo with a laugh.

"Don't say that, Camillo. If you only realized in what anguish I went there, all on account of you. You know. I've told you before. Don't laugh at me; don't poke fun at me . . ."

Camillo seized her hands and gazed into her eyes earnestly and long. He swore that he loved her ever so much, that her fears were childish; in any case, should she ever harbor a fear, the best fortune-teller to consult was he himself. Then he reproved her, saying that it was imprudent to visit such houses. Villela might learn of it, and then . . .

"Impossible! I was exceedingly careful when I entered the place."

"Where is the house?"

"Near here. On Guarda-Velha Street. Nobody was passing by at the time. Rest easy. I'm not a fool."

Camillo laughed again.

"Do you really believe in such things?" he asked.

It was at this point that she translated Hamlet into every-day speech, assuring her lover that there was many a true, mysterious thing in this world. If he was skeptical, let him have patience. One thing, however, was certain: the card reader had guessed everything. What more could he desire? The best proof was that at this moment she was at ease and content.

He was about to speak, but he restrained himself. He did not wish to destroy her illusions. He, too, when a child, and even later, had been superstitious, filled with an arsenal of beliefs which his mother had instilled, and which had disappeared by the time he reached twenty. The day on which he rid himself of all this parasitic vegetation, leaving behind only the trunk of religion, he wrapped his superstition and his religion (which had both been inculcated by his mother) in the same doubt, and soon arrived at a single, total negation. Camillo believed in nothing. Why? He could not have answered; he had not a solitary reason; he was content simply to deny everything. But I express myself ill, for to deny is in a sense to affirm, and he did not formulate his unbelief. Before the great mystery he simply shrugged his shoulders and went on.

The lovers parted in good spirits, he more happy than she. Rita was sure that she was loved; but Camillo was not only sure that she loved him, but saw how she trembled for him and even took risks, running to fortune-tellers. However much he had reproved her for this, he could not help feeling flattered by it. Their secret meeting-place was in the old Barbonos street at the home of a woman that came from Rita's province. Rita went off through Mangueiras street, in the direction of Botafogo, where she resided; Camillo entered Guarda-Velha street, keeping his eye open, as he passed, for the home of the card reader.

Villela, Camillo and Rita: three names, one adventure and no explanation of how it all began. Let us proceed to explain. The first two were friends since earliest childhood. Villela had entered the magistracy. Camillo found employment with the government, against the will of his father, who desired him to embrace the medical profession. But his father had died, and Camillo preferred to be nothing at all, until his mother had procured him a departmental position. At the beginning of the year 1869 Villela returned from the interior, where he had married a silly beauty; he abandoned the magistracy and came hither to open a lawyer's office. Camillo had secured a house for him near Botafogo and had welcomed him home.

"Is this the gentleman?" exclaimed Rita, offering Camillo her hand. "You can't imagine how highly my husband thinks of you. He was always talking about you."

Camillo and Villela looked at each other tenderly. They were true friends. Afterwards, Camillo confessed to himself that Villela's wife did not at all belie the enthusiastic letters her husband had written to him. Really, she was most prepossessing, lively in her movements, her eyes burning, her mouth plastic and piquantly inquiring. Rita was a trifle older than both the men: she was thirty, Villela twenty-nine and Camillo twenty-six. The grave bearing of Villela gave him the appearance of being much older than his wife, while Camillo was but a child in moral and practical life. . . . He possessed neither experience nor intuition.

The three became closely bound. Propinquity bred intimacy. Shortly afterwards Camillo's mother died, and in this catastrophe, for such it was, the other two showed themselves to be genuine friends of his. Villela took charge of the interment, of the church services and the settlement of the affairs of the deceased; Rita dispensed consolation, and none could do it better.

Just how this intimacy between Camillo and Rita grew to love he never knew. The truth is that he enjoyed passing the hours at her side; she was his spiritual nurse, almost a sister,—but most of all she was a woman, and beautiful. The aroma of femininity: this is what he yearned for in her, and about her, seeking to incorporate it into himself. They read the same books, they went together to the theatre or for walks. He taught her cards and chess, and they played of nights;—she badly,—he, to make himself agreeable, but little less badly. Thus much, as far as external things are concerned. And now came personal intimacies, the timorous eyes of Rita, that so often sought his own, consulting them before they questioned those of her own husband,—the touches of cold hands, and unwonted communion. On one of his birthdays he received from Villela a costly cane, and from Rita, a hastily pencilled, ordinary note expressing good wishes. It was then that he learned to read within his own heart; he could not tear his eyes away from the missive. Commonplace words, it is true; but there are sublime commonplaces,—or at least, delightful ones. The old chaise in which for the first time you rode with your beloved, snuggled together, is as good as the chariot of Apollo. Such is man, and such are the circumstances that surround him.

Camillo sincerely wished to flee the situation, but it was already beyond his power. Rita, like a serpent, was charming him, winding her coils about him; she was crushing his bones, darting her venomous fangs into his lips. He was helpless, overcome. Vexation, fear, remorse, desire,—all this he felt, in a strange confusion. But the battle was short and the victory deliriously intoxicating. Farewell, all scruple! The shoe now fitted snugly enough upon the foot, and there they were both, launched upon the high road, arm in arm, joyfully treading the grass and the gravel, without suffering anything more than lonesomeness when they were away from each other. As to Villela, his confidence in his wife and his esteem for his friend continued the same as before.

One day, however, Camillo received an anonymous letter, which called him immoral and perfidious, and warned him that his adventure was known to all. Camillo took fright, and, in order to ward off suspicion, began to make his visits to Villela's house more rare. The latter asked him the reason for his prolonged absence. Camillo answered that the cause was a youthful  flirtation Simplicity evolved into cunning. Camillo's absences became longer and longer, and then his visits ceased entirely. Into this course there may have entered a little self-respect,—the idea of diminishing his obligations to the husband in order to make his own actions appear less treacherous. 

It was at this juncture that Rita, uncertain and in fear, ran to the fortune-teller to consult her upon the real reason for Camillo's actions. As we have seen, the card reader restored the wife's confidence and the young man reproved her for having done what she did. A few weeks passed. Camillo received two or three more anonymous letters, written with such passionate anger that they could not have been prompted by mere regard for virtue; surely they came from some violent rival of his. In this opinion Rita concurred, formulating, in ill-composed words of her own, this thought: virtue is indolent and niggardly, wasting neither time nor paper; only self-interest is alert and prodigal. 

But this did not help to ease Camillo; he now feared lest the anonymous writer should inform Villela, in which case the catastrophe would follow fast and implacably. Rita agreed that this was possible. 

"Very well," she said. "Give me the  envelopes in which the letters came, so that I may compare the handwriting with that of the mail which comes to him. If any arrives with writing resembling the anonymous script, I'll keep it and tear it up . . ."

But no such letter appeared. A short time after this, however, Villela commenced to grow grave, speaking very little, as if something weighed upon his mind. Rita hurried to communicate the change to her lover, and they discussed the matter earnestly. Her opinion was that Camillo should renew his visits to their home, and sound her husband; it might be that Villela would confide to him some business worry. With this Camillo disagreed; to appear after so many months was to confirm the suspicions and denunciations of the anonymous letters. It was better to be very careful, to give each other up for several weeks. They arranged means for communicating with each other in case of necessity and separated, in tears.

On the following day Camillo received at his department this letter from Villela: "Come immediately to our house; I must talk to you without delay." It was past noon. Camillo left at once; as he reached the street it occurred to him that it would have been much more natural for Villela to have called him to his office; why to his house? All this betokened a very urgent matter; moreover, whether it was reality or illusion, it seemed to Camillo that the letter was written in a trembling hand. He sought to establish a connection between all these things and the news Rita had brought him the night before.

"Come immediately to our house; I must talk to you without delay," he repeated, his eyes staring at the note.

In his mind's eye he beheld the climax of a drama,—Rita cowed, weeping; Villela indignant, seizing his pen and dashing off the letter, certain that he, Camillo, would answer in person, and waiting to kill him as he entered. Camillo shuddered with terror; then he smiled weakly; in any event the idea of drawing back was repugnant to him. So he continued on his way. As he walked it occurred to him to step into his rooms; he might find there a message from Rita explaining everything. But he found nothing, nobody. He returned to the street, and the thought that they had been discovered grew every moment more convincing; yes, the author of the previous anonymous communications must have denounced him to the husband; perhaps by now Villela knew all. The very suspension of his calls without any apparent reason, with the flimsiest of pretexts, would confirm everything else.

Camillo walked hastily along, agitated, nervous. He did not read the letter again, but the words hovered persistently before his eyes; or else,—which was even worse—they seemed to be murmured into his ears by the voice of Villela himself. "Come immediately to our house; I must talk to you without delay." Spoken thus by the voice of the other they seemed pregnant with mystery and menace. Come immediately,—why? It was now nearly one o'clock. Camillo's agitation waxed greater with each passing moment. So clearly did he imagine what was about to take place that he began to believe it a reality, to see it before his very eyes. Yes, without a doubt, he was afraid. He even considered arming himself, thinking that if nothing should happen he would lose nothing by this useful precaution. But at once he rejected the idea, angry with himself, and hastened his step towards Carioca square, there to take a tilbury. He arrived, entered and ordered the driver to be off at full speed.

"The sooner the better," he thought. "I can't stand this uncertainty."

But the very sound of the horse's  clattering hoofs increased his agitation. Time was flying, and he would be face to face with danger soon enough. When they had come almost to the end of Guarda-Velha street the tilbury had to come to a stop; the thoroughfare was blocked by a coach that had broken down. Camillo surveyed the obstruction and decided to wait. After five minutes had gone by, he noticed that there at his left, at the very foot of the tilbury, was the fortune teller's house,—the very same as Rita had once consulted. Never, as at this moment, had he so desired to believe in card-reading. He looked closer, saw that the windows were closed, while all the others on the street were opened, filled with folks curious to see what was the matter. It looked for all the world like the dwelling of indifferent Fate.

Camillo leaned back in his seat so as to shut all this from view. His excitement was intense, extraordinary, and from the deep, hidden recesses of his mind there began to emerge spectres of early childhood, old beliefs, banished superstitions. The coachman proposed another route; he shook his head and said that he would wait. He leaned forward to get a better look at the card-reader's house . . . Then he made a gesture of self-ridicule: it had entered his mind to  consult the fortune-teller, who seemed to be hovering over him, far, far above, with vast, ash-colored wings; she disappeared, reappeared, and then her image was lost; then, in a few moments, the ash-colored wings stirred again, nearer, flying about him in narrowing circles . . . In the street men were shouting, dragging away the coach.

"There! Now! Push! That's it! Now!"

In a short while the obstruction was removed. Camillo closed his eyes, trying to think of other things; but the voice of Rita's husband whispered into his ears the words of the letter: "Come immediately . . ." And he could behold the anguish of the drama. He trembled. The house seemed to look right at him. His feet instinctively moved as if to leave the carriage and go in . . . Camillo found himself before a long, opaque veil . . . he thought rapidly of the inexplicability of so many things. The voice of his mother was repeating to him a host of extraordinary happenings; and the very sentence of the Prince of Denmark kept echoing within him:



"There are more things in heaven and earth, Horatio,

Than are dreamt of in our philosophy."




 What could he lose by it, if . . . ?

He jumped out to the pavement, just before the fortune-teller's door; he told the driver to wait for him, and hastened into the entry, ascending the stairs. There was little light, the stairs were worn away from the many feet that had sought them, the banister was smooth and sticky; but he saw and felt nothing. He stumbled up the stairs and knocked. Nobody appearing, he was about to go down; but it was too late now,—curiosity was whipping his blood and his heart beat with violent throbs; he turned back to the door, and knocked once, twice, three times. He beheld a woman; it was the card-reader. Camillo said that he had come to consult her, and she bade him enter. Thence they climbed to the attic by a staircase even worse than the first and buried in deeper gloom. At the top there was a garret, ill lighted by a small window. Old furniture, somber walls, and an air of poverty augmented, rather than destroyed, the prestige of the occupant.

The fortune-teller told him to be seated before the table, and she sat down on the opposite side with her back to the window, so that whatever little light came from without fell full upon Camillo's face. She opened a drawer and took out a pack of worn, filthy cards. While she rapidly shuffled them she peered at him closely, not so much with a direct gaze as from under her eyes. She was a woman of forty, Italian, thin and swarthy, with large, sharp, cunning eyes. She placed three cards upon the table, and said:

"Let us first see what has brought you here. The gentleman has just received a severe shock and is in great fear . . ."

Camillo, astonished, nodded affirmatively.

"And he wishes to know," she continued, "whether anything will happen to him or not . . ."

"To me and to her," he explained, excitedly.

The fortune-teller did not smile; she simply told him to wait. She took the cards hastily once more and shuffled them with her long tapering fingers whose nails were so long and unclean from neglect; she shuffled them well, once, twice, thrice; then she began to lay them out. Camillo's eyes were riveted upon her in anxious curiosity.

"The cards tell me . . ."

Camillo leaned forward to drink in her words one by one. Then she told him to fear nothing. Nothing would happen to him or to the other. He, the third, was aware of nought. Nevertheless, great caution was indispensable; envy and rivalry were at work. She spoke to him of the love that bound them, of Rita's beauty . . . Camillo was bewildered. The fortune-teller stopped talking, gathered the cards and locked them in the drawer.

"The lady has restored peace to my spirit," he said, offering her his hand across the table and pressing that of the card-reader.

She arose, laughing.

"Go," she said. "Go, ragazzo innamorato . . ." 

And arising, she touched his head with her index finger. Camillo shuddered, as if it were the hand of one of the original sybils, and he, too, arose. The fortune-teller went to the bureau, upon which lay a plate of raisins, took a cluster of them and commenced to eat them, showing two rows of teeth that were as white as her nails were black. Even in this common action the woman possessed an air all her own. Camillo, anxious to leave, was at a loss how much to pay; he did not know her fee.

"Raisins cost money," he said, at length, taking out his pocket-book. "How much do you want to send for?"


 "Ask your heart," she replied.

Camillo took out a note for ten milreis'  and gave it to her. The eyes of the card-reader sparkled. Her usual fee was two milreis.

"I can see easily that the gentleman loves his lady very much ... And well he may. For she loves the gentleman very deeply, too. Go, go in peace, with your mind at ease. And take care as you descend the staircase,—it's dark. Don't forget your hat . . ."

The fortune-teller had already placed the note in her pocket, and accompanied him down the stairs, chatting rather gaily. At the bottom of the first flight Camillo bid her good-bye and ran down the stairs that led to the street, while the card-reader, rejoicing in her large fee, turned back to the garret, humming a barcarolle. Camillo found the tilbury waiting for him; the street was now clear. He entered and the driver whipped his horse into a fast trot.

To Camillo everything had now changed for the better and his affairs assumed a brighter aspect; the sky was clear and the faces of the people he passed were all so merry. He even began to laugh at his fears, which he now saw were puerile; he recalled the language of Villela's letter and perceived at once that it was most friendly and familiar. How in the world had he ever been able to read any threat of danger into those words! He suddenly realized that they were urgent, however, and that he had done ill to delay so long; it might be some very serious business affair.

"Faster, faster!" he cried to the driver.

And he began to think of a plausible explanation of his delay; he even contemplated taking advantage of this incident to re-establish his former intimacy in Villela's household . . . Together with his plans there kept echoing in his soul the words of the fortune-teller. In truth, she had guessed the object of his visit, his own state of mind, and the existence of a third; why, then, wasn't it reasonable to suppose that she had guessed the rest correctly, too? For, the unknown present is the same as the future. And thus, slowly and persistently the young man's childhood superstitions attained the upper hand and mystery clutched him in its iron claws. At times he was ready to burst into laughter, and with a certain vexation he did laugh at himself. But the woman, the cards, her dry, reassuring words, and her good-bye—"Go, go, ragazzo innamorato," and finally, that farewell barcarolle, so lively and gracious,—such were the new elements which, together with the old, formed within him a new and abiding faith.

The truth is that his heart was happy and impatient, recalling the happy hours of the past and anticipating those yet to come. As he passed through Gloria street Camillo gazed across the sea, far across where the waters and the heaven meet in endless embrace, and the sight gave him a sensation of the future,—long, long and infinite.

From here it was but a moment's drive to Villela's home. He stepped out, thrust the iron garden gate open and entered. The house was silent. He ran up the six stone steps and scarcely had he had time to knock when the door opened and Villela loomed before him.

"Pardon my delay. It was impossible to come sooner. What is the matter?"

Villela made no reply. His features were distorted; he beckoned Camillo to step within. As he entered, Camillo could not repress a cry of horror:—there upon the sofa lay Rita, dead in a pool of blood. Villela seized the lover by the throat and, with two bullets, stretched him dead upon the floor.






      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Poem

      My Last Duchess

      Robert Browning, 1842

      
        That's my last Duchess painted on the wall,
Looking as if she were alive; I call
That piece a wonder, now: Frà Pandolf's hands
Worked busily a day, and there she stands.
Will't please you sit and look at her? I said
"Frà Pandolf," by design, for never read
Strangers like you that pictured countenance,
The depth and passion of its earnest glance,
But to myself they turned (since none puts by
The curtain I have drawn for you, but I)
And seemed as they would ask me, if they durst,
How such a glance came there; so not the first
Are you to turn and ask thus. Sir, 'twas not
Her husband's presence only, called that spot
Of joy into the Duchess' cheek: perhaps
Frà Pandolf chanced to say "Her mantle laps
"Over my Lady's wrist too much," or, "Paint
"Must never hope to reproduce the faint
"Half-flush that dies along her throat:" such stuff
Was courtesy, she thought, and cause enough
For calling up that spot of joy. She had
A heart . . how shall I say? . . too soon made glad,
Too easily impressed; she liked whate'er
She looked on, and her looks went everywhere.
Sir, 'twas all one! My favour at her breast,
The dropping of the daylight in the West,
The bough of cherries some officious fool
 Broke in the orchard for her, the white mule
She rode with round the terrace—all and each
Would draw from her alike the approving speech,
Or blush, at least. She thanked men,—good; but thanked
Somehow . . I know not how . . as if she ranked
My gift of a nine hundred years old name
With anybody's gift. Who'd stoop to blame
This sort of trifling? Even had you skill
In speech—(which I have not)—could make your will
Quite clear to such an one, and say, "Just this
"Or that in you disgusts me; here you miss,
"Or there exceed the mark"–and if she let
Herself be lessoned so, nor plainly set
Her wits to yours, forsooth, and made excuse,
—E'en that would be some stooping, and I chuse
Never to stoop. Oh, sir, she smiled, no doubt,
Whene'er I passed her; but who passed without
Much the same smile? This grew; I gave commands;
Then all smiles stopped together. There she stands
As if alive. Will't please you rise? We'll meet
The company below then. I repeat,
The Count your master's known munificence
Is ample warrant that no just pretence
Of mine for dowry will be disallowed;
Though his fair daughter's self, as I avowed
At starting, is my object. Nay, we'll go
Together down, Sir! Notice Neptune, tho',
Taming a sea-horse, thought a rarity,
Which Claus of Innsbruck cast in bronze for me.








      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Essay

      Of Suspicion

      Francis Bacon, 1625

      
        Suspicions among thoughts are like bats among birds, they ever fly by twilight: certainly they are to be repressed, or at the least well guarded; for they cloud the mind, they lose friends, and they check with business, whereby business cannot go on currently and constantly: they dispose kings to tyranny, husbands to jealousy, wise men to irresolution and melancholy: they are defects, not in the heart, but in the brain; for they take place in the stoutest natures, as in the example of Henry the Seventh of England; there was not a more suspicious man nor a more stout: and in such a composition they do small hurt; for commonly they are not admitted, but with examination, whether they be likely or no? but in fearful natures they gain ground too fast. There is nothing makes a man suspect much, more than to know little; and, therefore, men should remedy suspicion by procuring to know more, and not to keep their suspicions in smother. What would men have? do they think those they employ and deal with are saints? do they not think they will have their own ends, and be truer to themselves than to them? therefore there is no better way to moderate suspicions, than to account upon such suspicions as true, and yet to bridle them as false: for so far a man ought to make use of suspicions, as to provide, as if that should be true that he suspects, yet it may do him no hurt. Suspicions that the mind of itself gathers are but buzzes; but suspicions that are artificially nourished, and put into men's heads by the tales and whisperings of others, have stings. Certainly, the best mean, to clear the way in this same wood of suspicions, is frankly to communicate them with the party that he suspects; for thereby he shall be sure to know more of the truth of them than he did before; and withal shall make that party more circumspect, not to give further cause of suspicion; but this would not be done to men of base natures; for they, if they find themselves once suspected, will never be true. The Italian says, "Sospetto licentia fede;" as if suspicion did give a passport to faith; but it ought rather to kindle it to discharge itself. 






      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Afterword

      Day Thirty-Four: Jealousy

      Bacon’s best cure for suspicion is to talk it over, “frankly to communicate them with the party that he suspects.” Browning’s Duke thinks of doing just that, and decides against it: “E’en that would be some stooping, and I chuse / Never to stoop.”

      Machado turns the essay around. His suspicious man is the lover, and Camillo’s suspicions are right all along. What kills him is ten milreis’ worth of comfort, five times the card-reader’s usual fee. Bacon’s advice is “to account upon such suspicions as true, and yet to bridle them as false”; Camillo, cheered by the cards, treats his as false and walks straight in. And who wrote the anonymous letters? Machado never says.

      Browning’s Duke is usually taken to be Alfonso II d’Este, Duke of Ferrara, whose young wife died, still in her teens, less than three years after the wedding, amid rumours of poison. A few years later he married a Habsburg princess. Machado, the grandson of freed slaves, became a founder and the first president of the Brazilian Academy of Letters.

    

  
    
      Day Thirty-Five

      Dreams

      A longer day, 46 minutes

      
        Story
        The Dream of a Ridiculous Man
        Fyodor Dostoevsky · 34 minutes
        Dostoevsky's strangest short work: a man on the edge of suicide, and the dream that follows.
      

      
        Poem
        Kubla Khan
        Samuel Taylor Coleridge · 6 minutes
        The poem that came in a dream, with Coleridge's preface about the person from Porlock.
      

      
        Essay
        On Dreams
        Sir Thomas Browne · 6 minutes
        A fragment by the strangest, most beautiful prose stylist of the 17th century.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      The Dream of a Ridiculous Man

      Fyodor Dostoevsky, translated by Constance Garnett, 1877

      
        

I 




I am a ridiculous person. Now they call me a madman. That would be a promotion if it were not that I remain as ridiculous in their eyes as before. But now I do not resent it, they are all dear to me now, even when they laugh at me — and, indeed, it is just then that they are particularly dear to me. I could join in their laughter — not exactly at myself, but through affection for them, if I did not feel so sad as I look at them. Sad because they do not know the truth and I do know it. Oh, how hard it is to be the only one who knows the truth! But they won't understand that. No, they won't understand it.

In old days I used to be miserable at seeming ridiculous. Not seeming, but being. I have always been ridiculous, and I have known it, perhaps, from the hour I was born. Perhaps from the time I was seven years old I knew I was ridiculous. Afterwards I went to school, studied at the university, and, do you know, the more I learned, the more thoroughly I understood that I was ridiculous. So that it seemed in the end as though all the sciences I studied at the university existed only to prove and make evident to me as I went more deeply into them that I was ridiculous. It was the same with life as it was with science. With every year the same consciousness of the ridiculous figure I cut in every relation grew and strengthened. Everyone always laughed at me. But not one of them knew or guessed that if there were one man on earth who knew better than anybody else that I was absurd, it was myself, and what I resented most of all was that they did not know that. But that was my own fault; I was so proud that nothing would have ever induced me to tell it to anyone. This pride grew in me with the years; and if it had happened that I allowed myself to confess to anyone that I was ridiculous, I believe that I should have blown out my brains the same evening. Oh, how I suffered in my early youth from the fear that I might give way and confess it to my schoolfellows. But since I grew to manhood, I have for some unknown reason become calmer, though I realised my awful characteristic more fully every year. I say 'unknown', for to this day I cannot tell why it was. Perhaps it was owing to the terrible misery that was growing in my soul through something which was of more consequence than anything else about me: that something was the conviction that had come upon me that nothing in the world mattered. I had long had an inkling of it, but the full realisation came last year almost suddenly. I suddenly felt that it was all the same to me whether the world existed or whether there had never been anything at all: I began to feel with all my being that there was nothing existing. At first I fancied that many things had existed in the past, but afterwards I guessed that there never had been anything in the past either, but that it had only seemed so for some reason. Little by little I guessed that there would be nothing in the future either. Then I left off being angry with people and almost ceased to notice them. Indeed this showed itself even in the pettiest trifles: I used, for instance, to knock against people in the street. And not so much from being lost in thought: what had I to think about? I had almost given up thinking by that time; nothing mattered to me. If at least I had solved my problems! Oh, I had not settled one of them, and how many there were! But I gave up caring about anything, and all the problems disappeared.

And it was after that that I found out the truth. I learnt the truth last November — on the third of November, to be precise — and I remember every instant since. It was a gloomy evening, one of the gloomiest possible evenings. I was going home at about eleven o'clock, and I remember that I thought that the evening could not be gloomier. Even physically. Rain had been falling all day, and it had been a cold, gloomy, almost menacing rain, with, I remember, an unmistakable spite against mankind. Suddenly between ten and eleven it had stopped, and was followed by a horrible dampness, colder and damper than the rain, and a sort of steam was rising from everything, from every stone in the street, and from every by-lane if one looked down it as far as one could. A thought suddenly occurred to me, that if all the street lamps had been put out it would have been less cheerless, that the gas made one's heart sadder because it lighted it all up. I had had scarcely any dinner that day, and had been spending the evening with an engineer, and two other friends had been there also. I sat silent — I fancy I bored them. They talked of something rousing and suddenly they got excited over it. But they did not really care, I could see that, and only made a show of being excited. I suddenly said as much to them. "My friends," I said, "you really do not care one way or the other." They were not offended, but they laughed at me. That was because I spoke without any note of reproach, simply because it did not matter to me. They saw it did not, and it amused them.

As I was thinking about the gas lamps in the street I looked up at the sky. The sky was horribly dark, but one could distinctly see tattered clouds, and between them fathomless black patches. Suddenly I noticed in one of these patches a star, and began watching it intently. That was because that star had given me an idea: I decided to kill myself that night. I had firmly determined to do so two months before, and poor as I was, I bought a splendid revolver that very day, and loaded it. But two months had passed and it was still lying in my drawer; I was so utterly indifferent that I wanted to seize a moment when I would not be so indifferent — why, I don't know. And so for two months every night that I came home I thought I would shoot myself. I kept waiting for the right moment. And so now this star gave me a thought. I made up my mind that it should certainly be that night. And why the star gave me the thought I don't know.

And just as I was looking at the sky, this little girl took me by the elbow. The street was empty, and there was scarcely anyone to be seen. A cabman was sleeping in the distance in his cab. It was a child of eight with a kerchief on her head, wearing nothing but a wretched little dress all soaked with rain, but I noticed her wet broken shoes and I recall them now. They caught my eye particularly. She suddenly pulled me by the elbow and called me. She was not weeping, but was spasmodically crying out some words which could not utter properly, because she was shivering and shuddering all over. She was in terror about something, and kept crying, "Mammy, mammy!" I turned facing her, I did not say a word and went on; but she ran, pulling at me, and there was that note in her voice which in frightened children means despair. I know that sound. Though she did not articulate the words, I understood that her mother was dying, or that something of the sort was happening to them, and that she had run out to call someone, to find something to help her mother. I did not go with her; on the contrary, I had an impulse to drive her away. I told her first to go to a policeman. But clasping her hands, she ran beside me sobbing and gasping, and would not leave me. Then I stamped my foot and shouted at her. She called out "Sir! sir! . . ." but suddenly abandoned me and rushed headlong across the road. Some other passerby appeared there, and she evidently flew from me to him.

I mounted up to my fifth storey. I have a room in a flat where there are other lodgers. Mr room is small and poor, with a garret window in the shape of a semicircle. I have a sofa covered with American leather, a table with books on it, two chairs and a comfortable arm-chair, as old as old can be, but of the good old-fashioned shape. I sat down, lighted the candle, and began thinking. In the room next to mine, through the partition wall, a perfect Bedlam was going on. It had been going on for the last three days. A retired captain lived there, and he had half a dozen visitors, gentlemen of doubtful reputation, drinking vodka and playing stoss with old cards. The night before there had been a fight, and I know that two of them had been for a long time engaged in dragging each other about by the hair. The landlady wanted to complain, but she was in abject terror of the captain. There was only one other lodger in the flat, a thin little regimental lady, on a visit to Petersburg, with three little children who had been taken ill since they came into the lodgings. Both she and her children were in mortal fear of the captain, and lay trembling and crossing themselves all night, and the youngest child had a sort of fit from fright. That captain, I know for a fact, sometimes stops people in the Nevsky Prospect and begs. They won't take him into the service, but strange to say (that's why I am telling this), all this month that the captain has been here his behaviour has caused me no annoyance. I have, of course, tried to avoid his acquaintance from the very beginning, and he, too, was bored with me from the first; but I never care how much they shout the other side of the partition nor how many of them there are in there: I sit up all night and forget them so completely that I do not even hear them. I stay awake till daybreak, and have been going on like that for the last year. I sit up all night in my arm-chair at the table, doing nothing. I only read by day. I sit — don't even think; ideas of a sort wander through my mind and I let them come and go as they will. A whole candle is burnt every night. I sat down quietly at the table, took out the revolver and put it down before me. When I had put it down I asked myself, I remember, "Is that so?" and answered with complete conviction, "It is." That is, I shall shoot myself. I knew that I should shoot myself that night for certain, but how much longer I should go on sitting at the table I did not know. And no doubt I should have shot myself if it had not been for that little girl.



II 




You see, though nothing mattered to me, I could feel pain, for instance. If anyone had stuck me it would have hurt me. It was the same morally: if anything very pathetic happened, I should have felt pity just as I used to do in old days when there were things in life that did matter to me. I had felt pity that evening. I should have certainly helped a child. Why, then, had I not helped the little girl? Because of an idea that occurred to me at the time: when she was calling and pulling at me, a question suddenly arose before me and I could not settle it. The question was an idle one, but I was vexed. I was vexed at the reflection that if I were going to make an end of myself that night, nothing in life ought to have mattered to me. Why was it that all at once I did not feel a strange pang, quite incongruous in my position. Really I do not know better how to convey my fleeting sensation at the moment, but the sensation persisted at home when I was sitting at the table, and I was very much irritated as I had not been for a long time past. One reflection followed another. I saw clearly that so long as I was still a human being and not nothingness, I was alive and so could suffer, be angry and feel shame at my actions. So be it. But if I am going to kill myself, in two hours, say, what is the little girl to me and what have I to do with shame or with anything else in the world? I shall turn into nothing, absolutely nothing. And can it really be true that the consciousness that I shall completely cease to exist immediately and so everything else will cease to exist, does not in the least affect my feeling of pity for the child nor the feeling of shame after a contemptible action? I stamped and shouted at the unhappy child as though to say — not only I feel no pity, but even if I behave inhumanly and contemptibly, I am free to, for in another two hours everything will be extinguished. Do you believe that that was why I shouted that? I am almost convinced of it now. It seemed clear to me that life and the world somehow depended upon me now. I may almost say that the world now seemed created for me alone: if I shot myself the world would cease to be at least for me. I say nothing of its being likely that nothing will exist for anyone when I am gone, and that as soon as my consciousness is extinguished the whole world will vanish too and become void like a phantom, as a mere appurtenance of my consciousness, for possibly all this world and all these people are only me myself. I remember that as I sat and reflected, I turned all these new questions that swarmed one after another quite the other way, and thought of something quite new. For instance, a strange reflection suddenly occurred to me, that if I had lived before on the moon or on Mars and there had committed the most disgraceful and dishonourable action and had there been put to such shame and ignominy as one can only conceive and realise in dreams, in nightmares, and if, finding myself afterwards on earth, I were able to retain the memory of what I had done on the other planet and at the same time knew that I should never, under any circumstances, return there, then looking from the earth to the moon — should I care or not? Should I feel shame for that action or not? These were idle and superfluous questions for the revolver was already lying before me, and I knew in every fibre of my being that it would happen for certain, but they excited me and I raged. I could not die now without having first settled something. In short, the child had saved me, for I put off my pistol shot for the sake of these questions. Meanwhile the clamour had begun to subside in the captain's room: they had finished their game, were settling down to sleep, and meanwhile were grumbling and languidly winding up their quarrels. At that point, I suddenly fell asleep in my chair at the table — a thing which had never happened to me before. I dropped asleep quite unawares.

Dreams, as we all know, are very queer things: some parts are presented with appalling vividness, with details worked up with the elaborate finish of jewellery, while others one gallops through, as it were, without noticing them at all, as, for instance, through space and time. Dreams seem to be spurred on not by reason but by desire, not by the head but by the heart, and yet what complicated tricks my reason has played sometimes in dreams, what utterly incomprehensible things happen to it! Mr brother died five years ago, for instance. I sometimes dream of him; he takes part in my affairs, we are very much interested, and yet all through my dream I quite know and remember that my brother is dead and buried. How is it that I am not surprised that, though he is dead, he is here beside me and working with me? Why is it that my reason fully accepts it? But enough. I will begin about my dream. Yes, I dreamed a dream, my dream of the third of November. They tease me now, telling me it was only a dream. But does it matter whether it was a dream or reality, if the dream made known to me the truth? If once one has recognized the truth and seen it, you know that it is the truth and that there is no other and there cannot be, whether you are asleep or awake. Let it be a dream, so be it, but that real life of which you make so much I had meant to extinguish by suicide, and my dream, my dream — oh, it revealed to me a different life, renewed, grand and full of power!

Listen.



III 




I have mentioned that I dropped asleep unawares and even seemed to be still reflecting on the same subjects. I suddenly dreamt that I picked up the revolver and aimed it straight at my heart — my heart, and not my head; and I had determined beforehand to fire at my head, at my right temple. After aiming at my chest I waited a second or two, and suddenly my candle, my table, and the wall in front of me began moving and heaving. I made haste to pull the trigger.

In dreams you sometimes fall from a height, or are stabbed, or beaten, but you never feel pain unless, perhaps, you really bruise yourself against the bedstead, then you feel pain and almost always wake up from it. It was the same in my dream. I did not feel any pain, but it seemed as though with my shot everything within me was shaken and everything was suddenly dimmed, and it grew horribly black around me. I seemed to be blinded, and it benumbed, and I was lying on something hard, stretched on my back; I saw nothing, and could not make the slightest movement. People were walking and shouting around me, the captain bawled, the landlady shrieked — and suddenly another break and I was being carried in a closed coffin. And I felt how the coffin was shaking and reflected upon it, and for the first time the idea struck me that I was dead, utterly dead, I knew it and had no doubt of it, I could neither see nor move and yet I was feeling and reflecting. But I was soon reconciled to the position, and as one usually does in a dream, accepted the facts without disputing them.

And now I was buried in the earth. They all went away, I was left alone, utterly alone. I did not move. Whenever before I had imagined being buried the one sensation I associated with the grave was that of damp and cold. So now I felt that I was very cold, especially the tips of my toes, but I felt nothing else.

I lay still, strange to say I expected nothing, accepting without dispute that a dead man had nothing to expect. But it was damp. I don't know how long a time passed — whether an hour or several days, or many days. But all at once a drop of water fell on my closed left eye, making its way through the coffin lid; it was followed a minute later by a second, then a minute later by a third — and so on, regularly every minute. There was a sudden glow of profound indignation in my heart, and I suddenly felt in it a pang of physical pain. "That's my wound," I thought; "that's the bullet . . ." And drop after drop every minute kept falling on my closed eyelid. And all at once, not with my voice, but with my entire being, I called upon the power that was responsible for all that was happening to me:
"Whoever you may be, if you exist, and if anything more rational that what is happening here is possible, suffer it to be here now. But if you are revenging yourself upon me for my senseless suicide by the hideousness and absurdity of this subsequent existence, then let me tell you that no torture could ever equal the contempt which I shall go on dumbly feeling, though my martyrdom may last a million years!"

I made this appeal and held my peace. There was a full minute of unbroken silence and again another drop fell, but I knew with infinite unshakable certainty that everything would change immediately. And behold my grave suddenly was rent asunder, that is, I don't know whether it was opened or dug up, but I was caught up by some dark and unknown being and we found ourselves in space. I suddenly regained my sight. It was the dead of night, and never, never had there been such darkness. We were flying through space far away from the earth. I did not question the being who was taking me; I was proud and waited. I assured myself that I was not afraid, and was thrilled with ecstasy at the thought that I was not afraid. I do not know how long we were flying, I cannot imagine; it happened as it always does in dreams when you skip over space and time, and the laws of thought and existence, and only pause upon the points for which the heart yearns. I remember that I suddenly saw in the darkness a star. "Is that Sirius?" I asked impulsively, though I had not meant to ask questions.

"No, that is the star you saw between the clouds when you were coming home," the being who was carrying me replied.

I knew that it had something like a human face. Strange to say, I did not like that being, in fact I felt an intense aversion for it. I had expected complete non-existence, and that was why I had put a bullet through my heart. And here I was in the hands of a creature not human, of course, but yet living, existing. "And so there is life beyond the grave," I thought with the strange frivolity one has in dreams. But in its inmost depth my heart remained unchanged. "And if I have got to exist again," I thought, "and live once more under the control of some irresistible power, I won't be vanquished and humiliated."

"You know that I am afraid of you and despise me for that," I said suddenly to my companion, unable to refrain from the humiliating question which implied a confession, and feeling my humiliation stab my heart as with a pin. He did not answer my question, but all at once I felt that he was not even despising me, but was laughing at me and had no compassion for me, and that our journey had an unknown and mysterious object that concerned me only. Fear was growing in my heart. Something was mutely and painfully communicated to me from my silent companion, and permeated my whole being. We were flying through dark, unknown space. I had for some time lost sight of the constellations familiar to my eyes. I knew that there were stars in the heavenly spaces the light of which took thousands or millions of years to reach the earth. Perhaps we were already flying through those spaces. I expected something with a terrible anguish that tortured my heart. And suddenly I was thrilled by a familiar feeling that stirred me to the depths: I suddenly caught sight of our sun! I knew that it could not be our sun, that gave life to our earth, and that we were an infinite distance from our sun, but for some reason I knew in my whole being that it was a sun exactly like ours, a duplicate of it. A sweet, thrilling feeling resounded with ecstasy in my heart: the kindred power of the same light which had given me light stirred an echo in my heart and awakened it, and I had a sensation of life, the old life of the past for the first time since I had been in the grave.

"But if that is the sun, if that is exactly the same as our sun," I cried, "where is the earth?"

And my companion pointed to a star twinkling in the distance with an emerald light. We were flying straight towards it.

"And are such repetitions possible in the universe? Can that be the law of Nature? . . . And if that is an earth there, can it be just the same earth as ours . . . just the same, as poor, as unhappy, but precious and beloved for ever, arousing in the most ungrateful of her children the same poignant love for her that we feel for our earth?" I cried out, shaken by irresistible, ecstatic love for the old familiar earth which I had left. The image of the poor child whom I had repulsed flashed through my mind.

"You shall see it all," answered my companion, and there was a note of sorrow in his voice.

But we were rapidly approaching the planet. It was growing before my eyes; I could already distinguish the ocean, the outline of Europe; and suddenly a feeling of a great and holy jealousy glowed in my heart.

"How can it be repeated and what for? I love and can love only that earth which I have left, stained with my blood, when, in my ingratitude, I quenched my life with a bullet in my heart. But I have never, never ceased to love that earth, and perhaps on the very night I parted from it I loved it more than ever. Is there suffering upon this new earth? On our earth we can only love with suffering and through suffering. We cannot love otherwise, and we know of no other sort of love. I want suffering in order to love. I long, I thirst, this very instant, to kiss with tears the earth that I have left, and I don't want, I won't accept life on any other!"

But my companion had already left me. I suddenly, quite without noticing how, found myself on this other earth, in the bright light of a sunny day, fair as paradise. I believe I was standing on one of the islands that make up on our globe the Greek archipelago, or on the coast of the mainland facing that archipelago. Oh, everything was exactly as it is with us, only everything seemed to have a festive radiance, the splendour of some great, holy triumph attained at last. The caressing sea, green as emerald, splashed softly upon the shore and kissed it with manifest, almost conscious love. The tall, lovely trees stood in all the glory of their blossom, and their innumerable leaves greeted me, I am certain, with their soft, caressing rustle and seemed to articulate words of love. The grass glowed with bright and fragrant flowers. Birds were flying in flocks in the air, and perched fearlessly on my shoulders and arms and joyfully struck me with their darling, fluttering wings. And at last I saw and knew the people of this happy land. That came to me of themselves, they surrounded me, kissed me. The children of the sun, the children of their sun — oh, how beautiful they were! Never had I seen on our own earth such beauty in mankind. Only perhaps in our children, in their earliest years, one might find, some remote faint reflection of this beauty. The eyes of these happy people shone with a clear brightness. Their faces were radiant with the light of reason and fullness of a serenity that comes of perfect understanding, but those faces were gay; in their words and voices there was a note of childlike joy. Oh, from the first moment, from the first glance at them, I understood it all! It was the earth untarnished by the Fall; on it lived people who had not sinned. They lived just in such a paradise as that in which, according to all the legends of mankind, our first parents lived before they sinned; the only difference was that all this earth was the same paradise. These people, laughing joyfully, thronged round me and caressed me; they took me home with them, and each of them tried to reassure me. Oh, they asked me no questions, but they seemed, I fancied, to know everything without asking, and they wanted to make haste to smoothe away the signs of suffering from my face.



IV 




And do you know what? Well, granted that it was only a dream, yet the sensation of the love of those innocent and beautiful people has remained with me for ever, and I feel as though their love is still flowing out to me from over there. I have seen them myself, have known them and been convinced; I loved them, I suffered for them afterwards. Oh, I understood at once even at the time that in many things I could not understand them at all; as an up-to-date Russian progressive and contemptible Petersburger, it struck me as inexplicable that, knowing so much, they had, for instance, no science like our. But I soon realised that their knowledge was gained and fostered by intuitions different from those of us on earth, and that their aspirations, too, were quite different. They desired nothing and were at peace; they did not aspire to knowledge of life as we aspire to understand it, because their lives were full. But their knowledge was higher and deeper than ours; for our science seeks to explain what life is, aspires to understand it in order to teach others how to love, while they without science knew how to live; and that I understood, but I could not understand their knowledge. They showed me their trees, and I could not understand the intense love with which they looked at them; it was as though they were talking with creatures like themselves. And perhaps I shall not be mistaken if I say that they conversed with them. Yes, they had found their language, and I am convinced that the trees understood them. They looked at all Nature like that — at the animals who lived in peace with them and did not attack them, but loved them, conquered by their love. They pointed to the stars and told me something about them which I could not understand, but I am convinced that they were somehow in touch with the stars, not only in thought, but by some living channel. Oh, these people did not persist in trying to make me understand them, they loved me without that, but I knew that they would never understand me, and so I hardly spoke to them about our earth. I only kissed in their presence the earth on which they lived and mutely worshipped them themselves. And they saw that and let me worship them without being abashed at my adoration, for they themselves loved much. They were not unhappy on my account when at times I kissed their feet with tears, joyfully conscious of the love with which they would respond to mine. At times I asked myself with wonder how it was they were able never to offend a creature like me, and never once to arouse a feeling of jealousy or envy in me? Often I wondered how it could be that, boastful and untruthful as I was, I never talked to them of what I knew — of which, of course, they had no notion — that I was never tempted to do so by a desire to astonish or even to benefit them.

They were as gay and sportive as children. They wandered about their lovely woods and copses, they sang their lovely songs; their fare was light — the fruits of their trees, the honey from their woods, and the milk of the animals who loved them. The work they did for food and raiment was brief and not labourious. They loved and begot children, but I never noticed in them the impulse of that cruel sensuality which overcomes almost every man on this earth, all and each, and is the source of almost every sin of mankind on earth. They rejoiced at the arrival of children as new beings to share their happiness. There was no quarrelling, no jealousy among them, and they did not even know what the words meant. Their children were the children of all, for they all made up one family. There was scarcely any illness among them, though there was death; but their old people died peacefully, as though falling asleep, giving blessings and smiles to those who surrounded them to take their last farewell with bright and lovely smiles. I never saw grief or tears on those occasions, but only love, which reached the point of ecstasy, but a calm ecstasy, made perfect and contemplative. One might think that they were still in contact with the departed after death, and that their earthly union was not cut short by death. They scarcely understood me when I questioned them about immortality, but evidently they were so convinced of it without reasoning that it was not for them a question at all. They had no temples, but they had a real living and uninterrupted sense of oneness with the whole of the universe; they had no creed, but they had a certain knowledge that when their earthly joy had reached the limits of earthly nature, then there would come for them, for the living and for the dead, a still greater fullness of contact with the whole of the universe. They looked forward to that moment with joy, but without haste, not pining for it, but seeming to have a foretaste of it in their hearts, of which they talked to one another.

In the evening before going to sleep they liked singing in musical and harmonious chorus. In those songs they expressed all the sensations that the parting day had given them, sang its glories and took leave of it. They sang the praises of nature, of the sea, of the woods. They liked making songs about one another, and praised each other like children; they were the simplest songs, but they sprang from their hearts and went to one's heart. And not only in their songs but in all their lives they seemed to do nothing but admire one another. It was like being in love with each other, but an all-embracing, universal feeling.

Some of their songs, solemn and rapturous, I scarcely understood at all. Though I understood the words I could never fathom their full significance. It remained, as it were, beyond the grasp of my mind, yet my heart unconsciously absorbed it more and more. I often told them that I had had a presentiment of it long before, that this joy and glory had come to me on our earth in the form of a yearning melancholy that at times approached insufferable sorrow; that I had had a foreknowledge of them all and of their glory in the dreams of my heart and the visions of my mind; that often on our earth I could not look at the setting sun without tears. . . that in my hatred for the men of our earth there was always a yearning anguish: why could I not hate them without loving them? why could I not help forgiving them? and in my love for them there was a yearning grief: why could I not love them without hating them? They listened to me, and I saw they could not conceive what I was saying, but I did not regret that I had spoken to them of it: I knew that they understood the intensity of my yearning anguish over those whom I had left. But when they looked at me with their sweet eyes full of love, when I felt that in their presence my heart, too, became as innocent and just as theirs, the feeling of the fullness of life took my breath away, and I worshipped them in silence.

Oh, everyone laughs in my face now, and assures me that one cannot dream of such details as I am telling now, that I only dreamed or felt one sensation that arose in my heart in delirium and made up the details myself when I woke up. And when I told them that perhaps it really was so, my God, how they shouted with laughter in my face, and what mirth I caused! Oh, yes, of course I was overcome by the mere sensation of my dream, and that was all that was preserved in my cruelly wounded heart; but the actual forms and images of my dream, that is, the very ones I really saw at the very time of my dream, were filled with such harmony, were so lovely and enchanting and were so actual, that on awakening I was, of course, incapable of clothing them in our poor language, so that they were bound to become blurred in my mind; and so perhaps I really was forced afterwards to make up the details, and so of course to distort them in my passionate desire to convey some at least of them as quickly as I could. But on the other hand, how can I help believing that it was all true? It was perhaps a thousand times brighter, happier and more joyful than I describe it. Granted that I dreamed it, yet it must have been real. You know, I will tell you a secret: perhaps it was not a dream at all! For then something happened so awful, something so horribly true, that it could not have been imagined in a dream. My heart may have originated the dream, but would my heart alone have been capable of originating the awful event which happened to me afterwards? How could I alone have invented it or imagined it in my dream? Could my petty heart and fickle, trivial mind have risen to such a revelation of truth? Oh, judge for yourselves: hitherto I have concealed it, but now I will tell the truth. The fact is that I . . . corrupted them all!



V 




Yes, yes, it ended in my corrupting them all! How it could come to pass I do not know, but I remember it clearly. The dream embraced thousands of years and left in me only a sense of the whole. I only know that I was the cause of their sin and downfall. Like a vile trichina, like a germ of the plague infecting whole kingdoms, so I contaminated all this earth, so happy and sinless before my coming. They learnt to lie, grew fond of lying, and discovered the charm of falsehood. Oh, at first perhaps it began innocently, with a jest, coquetry, with amorous play, perhaps indeed with a germ, but that germ of falsity made its way into their hearts and pleased them. Then sensuality was soon begotten, sensuality begot jealousy, jealousy — cruelty . . . Oh, I don't know, I don't remember; but soon, very soon the first blood was shed. They marvelled and were horrified, and began to be split up and divided. They formed into unions, but it was against one another. Reproaches, upbraidings followed. They came to know shame, and shame brought them to virtue. The conception of honour sprang up, and every union began waving its flags. They began torturing animals, and the animals withdrew from them into the forests and became hostile to them. They began to struggle for separation, for isolation, for individuality, for mine and thine. They began to talk in different languages. They became acquainted with sorrow and loved sorrow; they thirsted for suffering, and said that truth could only be attained through suffering. Then science appeared. As they became wicked they began talking of brotherhood and humanitarianism, and understood those ideas. As they became criminal, they invented justice and drew up whole legal codes in order to observe it, and to ensure their being kept, set up a guillotine. They hardly remembered what they had lost, in fact refused to believe that they had ever been happy and innocent. They even laughed at the possibility o this happiness in the past, and called it a dream. They could not even imagine it in definite form and shape, but, strange and wonderful to relate, though they lost all faith in their past happiness and called it a legend, they so longed to be happy and innocent once more that they succumbed to this desire like children, made an idol of it, set up temples and worshipped their own idea, their own desire; though at the same time they fully believed that it was unattainable and could not be realised, yet they bowed down to it and adored it with tears! Nevertheless, if it could have happened that they had returned to the innocent and happy condition which they had lost, and if someone had shown it to them again and had asked them whether they wanted to go back to it, they would certainly have refused. They answered me:
"We may be deceitful, wicked and unjust, we know it and weep over it, we grieve over it; we torment and punish ourselves more perhaps than that merciful Judge Who will judge us and whose Name we know not. But we have science, and by the means of it we shall find the truth and we shall arrive at it consciously. Knowledge is higher than feeling, the consciousness of life is higher than life. Science will give us wisdom, wisdom will reveal the laws, and the knowledge of the laws of happiness is higher than happiness."

That is what they said, and after saying such things everyone began to love himself better than anyone else, and indeed they could not do otherwise. All became so jealous of the rights of their own personality that they did their very utmost to curtail and destroy them in others, and made that the chief thing in their lives. Slavery followed, even voluntary slavery; the weak eagerly submitted to the strong, on condition that the latter aided them to subdue the still weaker. Then there were saints who came to these people, weeping, and talked to them of their pride, of their loss of harmony and due proportion, of their loss of shame. They were laughed at or pelted with stones. Holy blood was shed on the threshold of the temples. Then there arose men who began to think how to bring all people together again, so that everybody, while still loving himself best of all, might not interfere with others, and all might live together in something like a harmonious society. Regular wars sprang up over this idea. All the combatants at the same time firmly believed that science, wisdom and the instinct of self-preservation would force men at last to unite into a harmonious and rational society; and so, meanwhile, to hasten matters, 'the wise' endeavoured to exterminate as rapidly as possible all who were 'not wise' and did not understand their idea, that the latter might not hinder its triumph. But the instinct of self-preservation grew rapidly weaker; there arose men, haughty and sensual, who demanded all or nothing. In order to obtain everything they resorted to crime, and if they did not succeed — to suicide. There arose religions with a cult of non-existence and self-destruction for the sake of the everlasting peace of annihilation. At last these people grew weary of their meaningless toil, and signs of suffering came into their faces, and then they proclaimed that suffering was a beauty, for in suffering alone was there meaning. They glorified suffering in their songs. I moved about among them, wringing my hands and weeping over them, but I loved them perhaps more than in old days when there was no suffering in their faces and when they were innocent and so lovely. I loved the earth they had polluted even more than when it had been a paradise, if only because sorrow had come to it. Alas! I always loved sorrow and tribulation, but only for myself, for myself; but I wept over them, pitying them. I stretched out my hands to them in despair, blaming, cursing and despising myself. I told them that all this was my doing, mine alone; that it was I had brought them corruption, contamination and falsity. I besought them to crucify me, I taught them how to make a cross. I could not kill myself, I had not the strength, but I wanted to suffer at their hands. I yearned for suffering, I longed that my blood should be drained to the last drop in these agonies. But they only laughed at me, and began at last to look upon me as crazy. They justified me, they declared that they had only got what they wanted themselves, and that all that now was could not have been otherwise. At last they declared to me that I was becoming dangerous and that they should lock me up in a madhouse if I did not hold my tongue. Then such grief took possession of my soul that my heart was wrung, and I felt as though I were dying; and then . . . then I awoke.

It was morning, that is, it was not yet daylight, but about six o'clock. I woke up in the same arm-chair; my candle had burnt out; everyone was asleep in the captain's room, and there was a stillness all round, rare in our flat. First of all I leapt up in great amazement: nothing like this had ever happened to me before, not even in the most trivial detail; I had never, for instance, fallen asleep like this in my arm-chair. While I was standing and coming to myself I suddenly caught sight of my revolver lying loaded, ready — but instantly I thrust it away! Oh, now, life, life! I lifted up my hands and called upon eternal truth, not with words, but with tears; ecstasy, immeasurable ecstasy flooded my soul. Yes, life and spreading the good tidings! Oh, I at that moment resolved to spread the tidings, and resolved it, of course, for my whole life. I go to spread the tidings, I want to spread the tidings — of what? Of the truth, for I have seen it, have seen it with my own eyes, have seen it in all its glory.

And since then I have been preaching! Moreover I love all those who laugh at me more than any of the rest. Why that is so I do not know and cannot explain, but so be it. I am told that I am vague and confused, and if I am vague and confused now, what shall I be later on? It is true indeed: I am vague and confused, and perhaps as time goes on I shall be more so. And of course I shall make many blunders before I find out how to preach, that is, find out what words to say, what things to do, for it is a very difficult task. I see all that as clear as daylight, but, listen, who does not make mistakes? And yet, you know, all are making for the same goal, all are striving in the same direction anyway, from the sage to the lowest robber, only by different roads. It is an old truth, but this is what is new: I cannot go far wrong. For I have seen the truth; I have seen and I know that people can be beautiful and happy without losing the power of living on earth. I will not and cannot believe that evil is the normal condition of mankind. And it is just this faith of mine that they laugh at. But how can I help believing it? I have seen the truth — it is not as though I had invented it with my mind, I have seen it, seen it, and the living image of it has filled my soul for ever. I have seen it in such full perfection that I cannot believe that it is impossible for people to have it. And so how can I go wrong? I shall make some slips no doubt, and shall perhaps talk in second-hand language, but not for long: the living image of what I saw will always be with me and will always correct and guide me. Oh, I am full of courage and freshness, and I will go on and on if it were for a thousand years! Do you know, at first I meant to conceal the fact that I corrupted them, but that was a mistake — that was my first mistake! But truth whispered to me that I was lying, and preserved me and corrected me. But how establish paradise — I don't know, because I do not know how to put it into words. After my dream I lost command of words. All the chief words, anyway, the most necessary ones. But never mind, I shall go and I shall keep talking, I won't leave off, for anyway I have seen it with my own eyes, though I cannot describe what I saw. But the scoffers do not understand that. It was a dream, they say, delirium, hallucination. Oh! As though that meant so much! And they are so proud! A dream! What is a dream? And is not our life a dream? I will say more. Suppose that this paradise will never come to pass (that I understand), yet I shall go on preaching it. And yet how simple it is: in one day, in one hour everything could be arranged at once! The chief thing is to love others like yourself, that's the chief thing, and that's everything; nothing else is wanted — you will find out at once how to arrange it all. And yet it's an old truth which has been told and retold a billion times — but it has not formed part of our lives! The consciousness of life is higher than life, the knowledge of the laws of happiness is higher than happiness — that is what one must contend against. And I shall. If only everyone wants it, it can be arranged at once.

And I tracked down that little girl . . . and I shall go on and on!
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      Poem

      Kubla Khan

      Samuel Taylor Coleridge, 1816

      
        

The following fragment is here published at the request of a poet of great and deserved celebrity, and as far as the Author's own opinions are concerned, rather as a psychological curiosity, than on the ground of any supposed poetic merits.

In the summer of the year 1797, the Author, then in ill health, had retired to a lonely farmhouse between Porlock and Linton, on the Exmoor confines of Somerset and Devonshire. In consequence of a slight indisposition, an anodyne had been prescribed, from the effects of which he fell asleep in his chair at the moment that he was reading the following sentence, or words of the same substance, in "Purchas's Pilgrimage:" "Here the Khan Kubla commanded a palace to be built, and a stately garden thereunto. And thus ten miles of fertile ground were inclosed with a wall." The author continued for about three hours in a profound sleep, at least of the external senses, during which time he has the most vivid confidence, that he could not have composed less than from two to three hundred lines; if that indeed can be called composition in which all the images rose up before him as things, with a parallel production of the correspondent expressions, without any sensation or consciousness of effort. On awaking he appeared to himself to have a distinct recollection of the whole, and taking his pen, ink, and paper, instantly and eagerly wrote down the lines that are here preserved. At this moment he was unfortunately called out by a person on business from Porlock, and detained by him above an hour, and on his return to his room, found to his no small surprise and mortification, that though he still retained some vague and dim recollection of the general purpose of the vision, yet, with the exception of some eight or ten scattered lines and images, all the rest had passed away like the images on the surface of a stream into which a stone has been cast, but, alas! without the after restoration of the latter:



 Then all the charm

Is broken—all that phantom-world so fair

Vanishes, and a thousand circlets spread,

And each mis-shape the other. Stay awhile,

Poor youth! who scarcely dar'st lift up thine eyes—

The stream will soon renew its smoothness, soon

The visions will return! And lo, he stays,

And soon the fragments dim of lovely forms 

Come trembling back, unite, and now once more 

The pool becomes a mirror.






Yet from the still surviving recollections in his mind, the Author has frequently purposed to finish for himself what had been originally, as it were, given to him. Σαμερον αδιον ασω: but the to-morrow is yet to come.

As a contrast to this vision, I have annexed a fragment of a very different character, describing with equal fidelity the dream of pain and disease.







KUBLA KHAN.








In Xanadu did Kubla Khan

A stately pleasure-dome decree:

Where Alph, the sacred river, ran

Through caverns measureless to man 

Down to a sunless sea.

So twice five miles of fertile ground

With walls and towers were girdled round;



 
And here were gardens bright with sinuous rills

Where blossom'd many an incense-bearing tree;

And here were forests ancient as the hills,

And folding sunny spots of greenery.



But oh that deep romantic chasm which slanted

Down the green hill athwart a cedarn cover!

A savage place! as holy and inchanted

As e'er beneath a waning moon was haunted

By woman wailing for her demon-lover!

And from this chasm, with ceaseless turmoil seething,

As if this earth in fast thick pants were breathing,

A mighty fountain momently was forced:

Amid whose swift half-intermitted Burst

Huge fragments vaulted like rebounding hail,

Or chaffy grain beneath the thresher's flail:

And mid these dancing rocks at once and ever

It flung up momently the sacred river.



 
Five miles meandering with a mazy motion

Through wood and dale the sacred river ran,

Then reached the caverns measureless to man,

And sank tumult to a lifeless ocean:

And 'mid this tumult Kubla heard from far

Ancestral voices prophesying war!



 The shadow of the dome of pleasure

 Floated midway on the waves;

 Where was heard the mingled measure

 From the fountain and the caves.

It was a miracle of rare device,

A sunny pleasure-dome with caves of ice!



 A damsel with a dulcimer

 In a vision once I saw:

 It was an Abyssinian maid

 And on her dulcimer she play'd,



 
 Singing of Mount Abora,

 Could I revive within me

 Her symphony and song,

 To such a deep delight 'twould win me,

That with music loud and long,

I would build that dome in air,	

That sunny dome! those caves of ice!

And all who heard should see them there,

And all should cry, Beware! Beware!

His flashing eyes, his floating hair!

Weave a circle round him thrice,

And close your eyes with holy dread:

For he on honey-dew hath fed,

And drank the milk of Paradise.










      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Essay

      On Dreams

      Sir Thomas Browne, 1650

      
        

Half our dayes wee passe in the shadowe of the earth, and the brother of death exacteth a third part of our lives. A good part of our sleepes is peeced out with visions, and phantasticall objects wherin wee are confessedly deceaved. The day supplyeth us with truths, the night with fictions and falsehoods, which uncomfortably divide the natural account of our beings. And therefore having passed the day in sober labours and rationall enquiries of truth, wee are fayne to betake ourselves unto such a state of being, wherin the soberest heads have acted all the monstrosities of melancholy, and which unto open eyes are no better then folly and madnesse.

Happy are they that go to bed with grave musick like Pythagoras,  or have wayes to compose the phantasticall spirit, whose unrulie wandrings takes of inward sleepe, filling our heads with St. Anthonies visions,  and the dreams of Lipara  in the sober chambers of rest. Virtuous thoughts of the day laye up good treasors for the night, whereby the impressions on imaginarie formes arise into sober similitudes, acceptable unto our slumbring selves, and preparatory unto divine impressions: hereby Solomons sleepe was happy. Thus prepared Jacob might well dreame of Angells upon a pillowe of stone, and the first sleepe of Adam might bee the best any after. 

That there should bee divine dreames seemes unreasonably doubted by Aristotle. That there are demonicall dreames wee have little reason to doubt. Why may there not bee Angelicall?If there bee Guardian spirits, they may not bee unactively about us in sleepe, butt may sometimes order our dreames, and many strange hints, instigations, or discoveries which are so amazing unto us, may arise from such foundations. Butt the phantasms of sleepe do commonly walk in the great roade of naturall & animal dreames; wherin the thoughts or actions of the day are acted over and echoed in the night. Who can therefore wonder that Chrysostome should dreame of St. Paul who dayly read his Epistles; or that Cardan  whose head was so taken up about the starres should dream that his soul was in the moone! Pious persons whose thoughts are dayly busied about heaven & the blessed state therof, can hardly escape the nightly phantasms of it, which though sometimes taken for illuminations or divine dreames, yet rightly perpended may prove butt animal visions and naturall night scenes of their waking contemplations.

Many dreames are made out by sagacious exposition from the signature of their subjects; carrying their interpretation in their fundamentall sence & mysterie of similitude, whereby hee that understands upon what naturall fundamentall every notionall dependeth, may by symbolicall adaptation hold a readie way to read the characters of Morpheus.  In dreames of such a nature Artemidorus, Achmet, and Astrampsychus,  from Greek, Egyptian, and Arabian oneirocriticisme,  may hint some interpretation, who, while wee read of a ladder in Jacobs dreame, will tell us that ladders and scalarie ascents signifie preferment, &while wee consider the dreame of Pharaoh, do teach us, that rivers overflowing speake plenty, leane oxen famin and scarcitie, and therefore it was butt reasonable in Pharaoh to demand the interpretation from his magitians, who being Egyptians, should have been well versed in symbols & the hieroglyphicall notions of things.  The greatest tyrant in such divinations was Nabuchodonosor, while beside the interpretation hee demanded the dreame itself;  which being probably determin’d by divine immission, might escape the common roade of phantasms, that might have been traced by Satan.

When Alexander going to beseidge Tyre dreampt of a Satyre, it was no hard exposition for a Grecian to say, Tyre will bee thine.  Hee that dreamed that he sawe his father washed by Jupiter and annoynted by the sunne, had cause to feare that hee might be crucified, whereby his body would bee washed by the rayne & drop by the heat of the sunne. The dreame of Vespasian was of harder exposition, as also that of the Emperour Mauritius concerning his successor Phocas. And a man might have been hard putt to it to interpret the languadge of Aesculapius, when to a consumptive person hee held forth his fingers, implying thereby that his cure laye in dates, from the homonomie of the Greeck which signifies dates & fingers. Wee owe unto dreames that Galen was a physitian, Dion an historian, and that the world hath seen some notable peeces of Cardan , yet hee that should order his affayres by dreames, or make the night rule unto the day, might be ridiculously deluded. Wherin Cicero is much to be pittied; who having excellently discoursed of the vanitie of dreames, was yet undone by the flatterie of his owne, which urged him to apply himself unto Augustus.

However dreames may bee fallacious concerning outward events, yet may they bee truly significant at home, & whereby wee may more sensibly understand ourselves. Men act in sleepe with some conformity unto their awaked senses, & consolations or discoureagments may bee drawne from dreames, which intimately tell us ourselves. Luther was not like to feare a spirit in the night, when such an apparition would not terrifie him in the daye. Alexander would hardly have runne away in the sharpest combates of sleepe, nor Demosthenes have stood stoutly to it, who was scarce able to do it in his prepared senses. Persons of radicall integritie will not easily bee perverted in their dreames,  nor noble minds pitifully things in sleepe. Crassus would have hardly been bountifull in a dreame, whose fist was so close awake. Butt a man might have lived all his life upon the sleeping hand of Antonius.

There is an Art to make dreames as well as their interpretations, and physitians will tell us that some food makes turbulent, some gives quiet dreames. Cato who doated upon cabbadge might find the crude effects thereof in his sleepe; wherein the Egyptians might find some advantage by their superstitious abstinence from onions. Pythagoras  might have more calmer sleepes if hee totally abstained from beanes. Even Daniel, that great interpreter of dreames, in his leguminous dyet seeemes to have chosen no advantageous food for quiet sleepes according to Graecian physick. To adde unto the delusion of dreames, the phantasticall objects seeme greater then they are, and being beheld in the vaporous state of sleepe, enlarge their diameters unto us; whereby it may prove more easie to dreame of Gyants then pygmies. Democritus might seldome of Atomes, who so often thought of them. 

Helmont  might dreame himself a bubble extending unto the eigth sphere. A little water makes a sea, a small puff of wind a Tempest, a graine of sulphur kindled in the blood may make a flame like Etna , and a small spark in the bowels of Olympias a lightning over all the chamber. Butt beside these innocent delusions there is a sinfull state of dreames; death alone, not sleepe is able to putt an end unto sinne, & there may bee a night booke of our Iniquities; for beside the trangressions of the day, casuists will tell us of mortall sinnes in dreames arising from evil precogitations; meanwhile human lawe regards not noctambulos; and if a night walker should breacke his neck, or kill a man, takes no notice of it. Dionysius was absurdly tyrannicall to kill a man for dreaming that hee had killed him, and really to take away his life who had butt fantastically taken away his. Lamia was ridiculously unjust to sue a yong man for a reward, who had confessed that pleasure from her in a dreame, wch shee had denyed unto his awaking senses, conceaving that shee had merited somewhat from his phantasticall fruition & shadowe of herself.

If there bee such debts, wee owe deeply unto sympathies, butt the common spirit of the world must be judg in such arreareges. If some have swounded they may have also dyed in dreames since death is butt a confirmed swounding. Whether Plato  dyed in a dreame, as some deliver, he must rise agayne to informe us. That some have never dreamed is as improbable as that some have never laughed. That children dreame not the first half yeare, that men dreame not in some countries, with many more, are unto me sick mens dreames, dreames out of the Ivorie gate, and visions before midnight.




      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Afterword

      Day Thirty-Five: Dreams

      The ridiculous man and Coleridge wake with the same trouble: the dream was whole, and the words for it are gone. Of the rest, Coleridge kept only “some eight or ten scattered lines and images”; the ridiculous man admits he may have been “forced afterwards to make up the details”. Both end up as the figure at the close of “Kubla Khan”, the man who has tasted paradise and whom everyone backs away from: “Beware! Beware! / His flashing eyes, his floating hair!” “Now they call me a madman,” the ridiculous man begins.

      The “poet of great and deserved celebrity” who persuaded Coleridge to publish the poem, nearly twenty years after the dream, was Lord Byron. The “anodyne” was opium, to which Coleridge was addicted for much of his life. Dostoevsky had once stood waiting to be shot: in 1849 he and other young radicals were led out before a firing squad, then told at the last moment that the tsar had spared them. The reprieve had been planned all along.

      Does it matter that it was only a dream? The ridiculous man says no, and Browne, two centuries earlier, half agrees: dreams may deceive “concerning outward events, yet may they bee truly significant at home, & whereby wee may more sensibly understand ourselves.” What the ridiculous man learns about himself, asleep in his arm-chair, is that he could ruin a paradise single-handed.

    

  
    
      Day Thirty-Six

      The old ways

      24 minutes

      
        Story
        As It Was in the Beginning
        E. Pauline Johnson · 14 minutes
        A Mohawk poet's story of a girl taken from her people to a mission school, told in her own fierce voice.
      

      
        Poem
        A Prayer of the Night Chant
        Navajo (traditional) · 4 minutes
        The Navajo prayer that ends 'It is finished in beauty', recorded by an army surgeon who spent years learning the ceremonies.
      

      
        Essay
        Why I Am a Pagan
        Zitkala-Ša · 5 minutes
        A Yankton Dakota writer, educated by missionaries, explains in the Atlantic Monthly why she prefers the old faith.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      As It Was in the Beginning

      E. Pauline Johnson, 1899

      This story uses the racial slurs of its time, which the narrator throws back at the people who use them.

      They account for it by the fact that I am a Redskin, but I am
something else, too—I am a woman.

I remember the first time I saw him. He came up the trail with some
Hudson's Bay trappers, and they stopped at the door of my father's
tepee. He seemed even then, fourteen years ago, an old man; his hair
seemed just as thin and white, his hands just as trembling and
fleshless as they were a month since, when I saw him for what I pray
his God is the last time.

My father sat in the tepee, polishing buffalo horns and smoking; my
mother, wrapped in her blanket, crouched over her quill-work, on the
buffalo-skin at his side; I was lounging at the doorway, idling,
watching, as I always watched, the thin, distant line of sky and
prairie; wondering, as I always wondered, what lay beyond it. Then
he came, this gentle old man with his white hair and thin, pale
face. He wore a long black coat, which I now know was the sign of
his office, and he carried a black leather-covered book, which, in
all the years I have known him, I have never seen him without.

The trappers explained to my father who he was, the Great Teacher,
the heart's Medicine Man, the "Blackcoat" we had heard of, who
brought peace where there was war, and the magic of whose black book
brought greater things than all the Happy Hunting Grounds of our
ancestors.

He told us many things that day, for he could speak the Cree tongue,
and my father listened, and listened, and when at last they left us,
my father said for him to come and sit within the tepee again.

He came, all the time he came, and my father welcomed him, but my
mother always sat in silence at work with the quills; my mother
never liked the Great "Blackcoat."

His stories fascinated me. I used to listen intently to the tale of
the strange new place he called "heaven," of the gold crown, of the
white dress, of the great music; and then he would tell of that
other strange place—hell. My father and I hated it; we feared it,
we dreamt of it, we trembled at it. Oh, if the "Blackcoat" would
only cease to talk of it! Now I know he saw its effect upon us, and
he used it as a whip to lash us into his new religion, but even then
my mother must have known, for each time he left the tepee she would
watch him going slowly away across the prairie; then when he was
disappearing into the far horizon she would laugh scornfully, and
say:

"If the white man made this Blackcoat's hell, let him go to it. It
is for the man who found it first. No hell for Indians, just Happy
Hunting Grounds. Blackcoat can't scare me."

And then, after weeks had passed, one day as he stood at the tepee
door he laid his white, old hand on my head and said to my father:
"Give me this little girl, chief. Let me take her to the mission
school; let me keep her, and teach her of the great God and His
eternal heaven. She will grow to be a noble woman, and return
perhaps to bring her people to the Christ."

My mother's eyes snapped. "No," she said. It was the first word she
ever spoke to the "Blackcoat." My father sat and smoked. At the end
of a half-hour he said:

"I am an old man, Blackcoat. I shall not leave the God of my fathers.
I like not your strange God's ways—all of them. I like not His two
new places for me when I am dead. Take the child, Blackcoat, and
save her from hell."

       *       *       *       *       *

The first grief of my life was when we reached the mission. They
took my buckskin dress off, saying I was now a little Christian girl
and must dress like all the white people at the mission. Oh, how I
hated that stiff new calico dress and those leather shoes. But,
little as I was, I said nothing, only thought of the time when I
should be grown, and do as my mother did, and wear the buckskins
and the blanket.

My next serious grief was when I began to speak the English, that
they forbade me to use any Cree words whatever. The rule of the
school was that any child heard using its native tongue must get
a slight punishment. I never understood it, I cannot understand
it now, why the use of my dear Cree tongue could be a matter for
correction or an action deserving punishment.

She was strict, the matron of the school, but only justly so, for
she had a heart and a face like her brother's, the "Blackcoat."
I had long since ceased to call him that. The trappers at the
post called him "St. Paul," because, they told me, of his
self-sacrificing life, his kindly deeds, his rarely beautiful old
face; so I, too, called him "St. Paul," thought oftener "Father
Paul," though he never liked the latter title, for he was a
Protestant. But as I was his pet, his darling of the whole school,
he let me speak of him as I would, knowing it was but my heart
speaking in love. His sister was a widow, and mother to a laughing
yellow-haired boy of about my own age, who was my constant playmate
and who taught me much of English in his own childish way. I used
to be fond of this child, just as I was fond of his mother and of
his uncle, my "Father Paul," but as my girlhood passed away, as
womanhood came upon me, I got strangely wearied of them all; I
longed, oh, God, how I longed for the old wild life! It came with
my womanhood, with my years.

What mattered it to me now that they had taught me all their
ways?—their tricks of dress, their reading, their writing, their
books. What mattered it that "Father Paul" loved me, that the
traders at the post called me pretty, that I was a pet of all, from
the factor to the poorest trapper in the service? I wanted my own
people, my own old life, my blood called out for it, but they always
said I must not return to my father's tepee. I heard them talk
amongst themselves of keeping me away from pagan influences; they
told each other that if I returned to the prairies, the tepees, I
would degenerate, slip back to paganism, as other girls had done;
marry, perhaps, with a pagan—and all their years of labor and
teaching would be lost.

I said nothing, but I waited. And then one night the feeling
overcame me. I was in the Hudson's Bay store when an Indian came
in from the north with a large pack of buckskin. As they unrolled
it a dash of its insinuating odor filled the store. I went over
and leaned above the skins a second, then buried my face in them,
swallowing, drinking the fragrance of them, that went to my head
like wine. Oh, the wild wonder of that wood-smoked tan, the
subtilty of it, the untamed smell of it! I drank it into my lungs,
my innermost being was saturated with it, till my mind reeled
and my heart seemed twisted with a physical agony. My childhood
recollections rushed upon me, devoured me. I left the store in a
strange, calm frenzy, and going rapidly to the mission house I
confronted my Father Paul and demanded to be allowed to go "home,"
if only for a day. He received the request with the same refusal and
the same gentle sigh that I had so often been greeted with, but this
time the desire, the smoke-tan, the heart-ache, never lessened.

Night after night I would steal away by myself and go to the border
of the village to watch the sun set in the foothills, to gaze at the
far line of sky and prairie, to long and long for my father's lodge.
And Laurence—always Laurence—my fair-haired, laughing, child
playmate, would come calling and calling for me: "Esther, where are
you? We miss you; come in, Esther, come in with me." And if I did
not turn at once to him and follow, he would come and place his
strong hands on my shoulders and laugh into my eyes and say,
"Truant, truant, Esther; can't we make you happy?"

My old childhood playmate had vanished years ago. He was a tall,
slender young man now, handsome as a young chief, but with laughing
blue eyes, and always those yellow curls about his temples. He was
my solace in my half-exile, my comrade, my brother, until one night
it was, "Esther, Esther, can't I make you happy?"

I did not answer him; only looked out across the plains and thought
of the tepees. He came close, close. He locked his arms about me,
and with my face pressed up to his throat he stood silent. I felt
the blood from my heart sweep to my very finger-tips. I loved him.
O God, how I loved him! In a wild, blind instant it all came, just
because he held me so and was whispering brokenly, "Don't leave me,
don't leave me, Esther; my Esther, my child-love, my playmate, my
girl-comrade, my little Cree sweetheart, will you go away to your
people, or stay, stay for me, for my arms, as I have you now?"

No more, no more the tepees; no more the wild stretch of prairie,
the intoxicating fragrance of the smoke-tanned buckskin; no more the
bed of buffalo hide, the soft, silent moccasin; no more the dark
faces of my people, the dulcet cadence of the sweet Cree tongue—only
this man, this fair, proud, tender man who held me in his arms, in
his heart. My soul prayed his great white God, in that moment, that
He would let me have only this. It was twilight when we re-entered
the mission gate. We were both excited, feverish. Father Paul was
reading evening prayers in the large room beyond the hallway; his
soft, saint-like voice stole beyond the doors, like a benediction
upon us. I went noiselessly upstairs to my own room and sat there
undisturbed for hours.

The clock downstairs struck one, startling me from my dreams of
happiness, and at the same moment a flash of light attracted me. My
room was in an angle of the building, and my window looked almost
directly down into those of Father Paul's study, into which at that
instant he was entering, carrying a lamp. "Why, Laurence," I heard
him exclaim, "what are you doing here? I thought, my boy, you were
in bed hours ago."

"No, uncle, not in bed, but in dreamland," replied Laurence, arising
from the window, where evidently he, too, had spent the night hours
as I had done.

Father Paul fumbled about a moment, found his large black book,
which for once he seemed to have got separated from, and was turning
to leave, when the curious circumstance of Laurence being there at
so unusual an hour seemed to strike him anew. "Better go to sleep,
my son," he said simply, then added curiously, "Has anything
occurred to keep you up?"

Then Laurence spoke: "No, uncle, only—only, I'm happy, that's all."

Father Paul stood irresolute. Then: "It is—?"

"Esther," said Laurence quietly, but he was at the old man's side,
his hand was on the bent old shoulder, his eyes proud and appealing.

Father Paul set the lamp on the table, but, as usual, one hand held
that black book, the great text of his life. His face was paler than
I had ever seen it—graver.

"Tell me of it," he requested.

I leaned far out of my window and watched them both. I listened with
my very heart, for Laurence was telling him of me, of his love, of
the new-found joy of that night.

"You have said nothing of marriage to her?" asked Father Paul.

"Well—no; but she surely understands that—"

"Did you speak of marriage?" repeated Father Paul, with a harsh
ring in his voice that was new to me.

"No, uncle, but—"

"Very well, then, very well."

There was a brief silence. Laurence stood staring at the old man as
though he were a stranger; he watched him push a large chair up to
the table, slowly seat himself; then mechanically following his
movements, he dropped on to a lounge. The old man's head bent low,
but his eyes were bright and strangely fascinating. He began:

"Laurence, my boy, your future is the dearest thing to me of all
earthly interests. Why you can't marry this girl—no, no, sit, sit
until I have finished," he added, with raised voice, as Laurence
sprang up, remonstrating. "I have long since decided that you marry
well; for instance, the Hudson's Bay factor's daughter."

Laurence broke into a fresh, rollicking laugh. "What, uncle," he
said, "little Ida McIntosh? Marry that little yellow-haired fluff
ball, that kitten, that pretty little dolly?"

"Stop," said Father Paul. Then with a low, soft persuasiveness, "She
is white, Laurence."

My lover started. "Why, uncle, what do you mean?" he faltered.

"Only this, my son: poor Esther comes of uncertain blood; would it
do for you—the missionary's nephew, and adopted son, you might
say—to marry the daughter of a pagan Indian? Her mother is
hopelessly uncivilized; her father has a dash of French
somewhere—half-breed, you know, my boy, half-breed." Then, with
still lower tone and half-shut, crafty eyes, he added: "The blood is
a bad, bad mixture, you know that; you know, too, that I am very
fond of the girl, poor dear Esther. I have tried to separate her
from evil pagan influences; she is the daughter of the Church; I
want her to have no other parent; but you never can tell what lurks
in a caged animal that has once been wild. My whole heart is with
the Indian people, my son; my whole heart, my whole life, has been
devoted to bringing them to Christ, but it is a different thing to
marry with one of them."

His small old eyes were riveted on Laurence like a hawk's on a rat.

My heart lay like ice in my bosom.



Laurence, speechless and white, stared at him breathlessly.

"Go away somewhere," the old man was urging; "to Winnipeg, Toronto,
Montreal; forget her, then come back to Ida McIntosh. A union of the
Church and Hudson's Bay will mean great things, and may ultimately
result in my life's ambition, the civilization of this entire tribe,
that we have worked so long to bring to God."

I listened, sitting like one frozen. Could those words have been
uttered by my venerable teacher, by him whom I revered as I would
one of the saints in his own black book? Ah, there was no mistaking
it. My white father, my life-long friend who pretended to love me,
to care for my happiness, was urging the man I worshipped to forget
me, to marry with the factor's daughter—because of what? Of my red
skin; my good, old, honest pagan mother; my confiding French-Indian
father. In a second all the care, the hollow love he had given me
since my childhood, were as things that never existed. I hated that
old mission priest as I hated his white man's hell. I hated his
long, white hair; I hated his thin, white hands; I hated his body,
his soul, his voice, his black book—oh, how I hated the very
atmosphere of him.

Laurence sat motionless, his face buried in his hands, but the old
man continued, "No, no; not the child of that pagan mother; you
can't trust her, my son. What would you do with a wife who might any
day break from you to return to her prairies and her buckskins? You
can't trust her." His eyes grew smaller, more glittering, more
fascinating then, and leaning with an odd, secret sort of movement
towards Laurence, he almost whispered, "Think of her silent ways,
her noiseless step; the girl glides about like an apparition; her
quick fingers, her wild longings—I don't know why, but with all my
fondness for her, she reminds me sometimes of a strange—snake."

Laurence shuddered, lifted his face, and said hoarsely: "You're
right, uncle; perhaps I'd better not; I'll go away, I'll forget her,
and then—well, then—yes, you are right, it is a different thing
to marry one of them." The old man arose. His feeble fingers still
clasped his black book; his soft white hair clung about his forehead
like that of an Apostle; his eyes lost their peering, crafty
expression; his bent shoulders resumed the dignity of a minister
of the living God; he was the picture of what the trader called
him—"St. Paul."

"Good-night, son," he said.

"Good-night, uncle, and thank you for bringing me to myself."

They were the last words I ever heard uttered by either that old
arch-fiend or his weak, miserable kinsman. Father Paul turned and
left the room. I watched his withered hand—the hand I had so often
felt resting on my head in holy benedictions—clasp the door-knob,
turn it slowly, then, with bowed head and his pale face wrapped in
thought, he left the room—left it with the mad venom of my hate
pursuing him like the very Evil One he taught me of.

What were his years of kindness and care now? What did I care for
his God, his heaven, his hell? He had robbed me of my native faith,
of my parents, of my people, of this last, this life of love that
would have made a great, good woman of me. God! how I hated him!

I crept to the closet in my dark little room. I felt for the bundle
I had not looked at for years—yes, it was there, the buckskin dress
I had worn as a little child when they brought me to the mission. I
tucked it under my arm and descended the stairs noiselessly. I would
look into the study and speak good-bye to Laurence; then I would—

I pushed open the door. He was lying on the couch where a short time
previously he had sat, white and speechless, listening to Father
Paul. I moved towards him softly. God in heaven, he was already
asleep. As I bent over him the fullness of his perfect beauty
impressed me for the first time; his slender form, his curving mouth
that almost laughed even in sleep, his fair, tossed hair, his
smooth, strong-pulsing throat. God! how I loved him!

Then there arose the picture of the factor's daughter. I hated her.
I hated her baby face, her yellow hair, her whitish skin. "She shall
not marry him," my soul said. "I will kill him first—kill his
beautiful body, his lying, false heart." Something in my heart
seemed to speak; it said over and over again, "Kill him, kill him;
she will never have him then. Kill him. It will break Father Paul's
heart and blight his life. He has killed the best of you, of your
womanhood; kill his best, his pride, his hope—his sister's son,
his nephew Laurence." But how? how?

What had that terrible old man said I was like? A strange snake.
A snake? The idea wound itself about me like the very coils of a
serpent. What was this in the beaded bag of my buckskin dress? This
little thing rolled in tan that my mother had given me at parting
with the words, "Don't touch much, but some time maybe you want it!"
Oh! I knew well enough what it was—a small flint arrow-head dipped
in the venom of some strange snake.

I knelt beside him and laid my hot lips on his hand. I worshipped
him, oh, how, how I worshipped him! Then again the vision of her
baby face, her yellow-hair—I scratched his wrist twice with the
arrow-tip. A single drop of red blood oozed up; he stirred. I turned
the lamp down and slipped out of the room—out of the house.

       *       *       *       *       *

I dream nightly of the horrors of the white man's hell. Why did they
teach me of it, only to fling me into it?

Last night as I crouched beside my mother on the buffalo-hide, Dan
Henderson, the trapper, came in to smoke with my father. He said old
Father Paul was bowed with grief, that with my disappearance I was
suspected, but that there was no proof. Was it not merely a snake
bite?

They account for it by the fact that I am a Redskin.

They seem to have forgotten I am a woman.



      Text from Project Gutenberg.

    

  
    
      Poem

      A Prayer of the Night Chant

      Navajo (traditional), translated by Washington Matthews, 1902

      This prayer belongs to the Night Chant, a Navajo healing ceremony lasting nine nights, and is said phrase by phrase by the singer and the patient. It was recorded and translated by Washington Matthews, an army surgeon, in the 1890s. The Talking God, the House God, Pollen Boy and Grasshopper Girl are holy beings of the ceremony, and Estsánatlehi, "my mother", is the Navajo goddess of the changing year.

      
        
          
            
              
                
                  
                    
                      
                        
                          
                            
                              
                                
                                  1. From the base of the east.
 2. From the base of the Pelado Peak.
 3. From the house made of mirage,
 4. From the story made of mirage,
 5. From the doorway of rainbow,
 6. The path out of which is the rainbow,
 7. The rainbow passed out with me.
 8. The rainbow raised up with me.
 9. Through the middle of broad fields,
 10. The rainbow returned with me.
 11. To where my house is visible,
 12. The rainbow returned with me.
 13. To the roof of my house,
 14. The rainbow returned with me.
 15. To the entrance of my house,
 16. The rainbow returned with me.
 17. To just within my house,
 18. The rainbow returned with me.
 19. To my fireside,
 20. The rainbow returned with me.
 21. To the center of my house,
 22. The rainbow returned with me.
 23. At the fore part of my house with the dawn,
 24. The Talking God sits with me.
 25. The House God sits with me.
 26. Pollen Boy sits with me.
 27. Grasshopper Girl sits with me.
 28. In beauty Estsánatlehi, my mother, for her I return.
 29. Beautifully my fire to me is restored.
  30. Beautifully my possessions are to me restored.
 31. Beautifully my soft goods to me are restored.
 32. Beautifully my hard goods to me are restored.
 33. Beautifully my horses to me are restored.
 34. Beautifully my sheep to me are restored.
 35. Beautifully my old men to me are restored.
 36. Beautifully my old women to me are restored.
 37. Beautifully my young men to me are restored.
 38. Beautifully my women to me are restored.
 39. Beautifully my children to me are restored.
 40. Beautifully my wife to me is restored.
 41. Beautifully my chiefs to me are restored.
 42. Beautifully my country to me is restored.
 43. Beautifully my fields to me are restored.
 44. Beautifully my house to me is restored.
 45. Talking God sits with me.
 46. House God sits with me.
 47. Pollen Boy sits with me.
 48. Grasshopper Girl sits with me.
 49. Beautifully white corn to me is restored.
 50. Beautifully yellow corn to me is restored.
 51. Beautifully blue corn to me is restored.
 52. Beautifully corn of all kinds to me is restored.
 53. In beauty may I walk.
 54. All day long may I walk.
 55. Through the returning seasons may I walk.
 56. (Translation uncertain.)
 57. Beautifully will I possess again.
 58. (Translation uncertain.)
 59. Beautifully birds . . .
 60. Beautifully joyful birds
 61. On the trail marked with pollen may I walk.
 62. With grasshoppers about my feet may I walk.
 63. With dew about my feet may I walk.
 64. With beauty may I walk.
 65. With beauty before me, may I walk.
 66. With beauty behind me, may I walk.
 67. With beauty above me, may I walk.
  68. With beauty below me, may I walk.
 69. With beauty all around me, may I walk.
 70. In old age wandering on a trail of beauty, lively, may I walk.
 71. In old age wandering on a trail of beauty, living again, may I walk.
 72. It is finished in beauty.
 73. It is finished in beauty.
 II.
 1. From the base of the south.
 2. From the base of the San Mateo mountain.
 (The rest as in Part I, except that 65 and 66 and also 67 and 68 are transposed.)
 III.
 1. From the base of the west.
 2. From the base of the San Francisco mountain.
 (The rest as in Part 1.)
 IV.
 1. From the base of the north.
 2. From the base of the San Juan mountains.
 (The rest as in Part II; but "It is finished in beauty" is repeated four times.)
 

                                

                              

                            

                          

                        

                      

                    

                  

                

              

            

          

        

      

      Text from sacred-texts.com.

    

  
    
      Essay

      Why I Am a Pagan

      Zitkala-Ša, 1902

      
        
          

          

          
            	
              
                
                  	
                    

                    

                    

                    

                    

                    

                    

                    

                    

                    

                    

                  
                  	
                    
                      
                        	
When the spirit swells my breast, I love to roam leisurely among the green hills; or sometimes, sitting on the brink of the murmuring Missouri, I marvel at the great blue overhead. With half closed eyes I watch the huge cloud shadows in their noiseless play upon the high bluffs opposite me, while into my ear ripple the sweet, soft cadences of the river's song. Folded hands lie in my lap, for the time forgot. My heart and I lie small upon the earth like a grain of throbbing sand. Drifting clouds and tinkling waters, together with the warmth of a genial summer day, bespeak with eloquence the loving Mystery round about us. During the idle while I sat upon the sunny river brink, I grew somewhat, though my response be not so clearly manifest as in the green grass fringing the edge of the high bluff back of me.

At length retracing the uncertain footpath scaling the precipitous embankment, I seek the level lands where grow the wild prairie flowers. And they, the lovely little folk, soothe my soul with their perfumed breath.

Their quaint round faces of varied hue convince the heart which leaps with glad surprise that they, too, are living symbols of omnipotent thought. With a child's eager eye I drink in the myriad star shapes wrought in luxuriant color upon the green. Beautiful is the spiritual essence they embody.

I leave them nodding in the breeze but take along with me their impress upon my heart. I pause to rest me upon a rock embedded on the side of a foothill facing the low river bottom. Here the Stone-Boy, of whom the American aborigine tells, frolics about, shooting his baby arrows and shouting aloud with glee at the tiny shafts of lightning that flash from the flying arrow-beaks. What an ideal warrior he became, baffling the siege of the pests of all the land till he triumphed over their united attack. And here he lay, — Invan, our great-great-grandfather, older than the hill he rested on, older than the race of men who love to tell of his wonderful career.

Interwoven with the thread of this Indian legend of the rock, I fain would trace a subtle knowledge of the native folk which enabled them to recognize a kinship to any and all parts of this vast universe. By the leading of an ancient trail, I move toward the Indian village.

With the strong, happy sense that both great and small are so surely enfolded in His magnitude that, without a miss, each has his allotted individual ground of opportunities, I am buoyant with good nature.

Yellow Breast, swaying upon the slender stem of a wild sunflower, warbles a sweet assurance of this as I pass near by. Breaking off the clear crystal song, he turns his wee head from side to side eyeing me wisely as slowly I plod with moccasined feet. Then again he yields himself to his song of joy. Flit, flit hither and yon, he fills the summer sky with his swift, sweet melody. And truly does it seem his vigorous freedom lies more in his little spirit than in his wing.

With these thoughts I reach the log cabin whither I am strongly drawn by the tie of a child to an aged mother. Out bounds my four-footed friend to meet me, frisking about my path with unmistakable delight. Chan is a black shaggy dog, "a thorough bred little mongrel," of whom I am very fond. Chan seems to understand many words in Sioux, and will go to her mat even when I whisper the word, though generally I think she is guided by the tone of the voice. Often she tries to imitate the sliding inflection and long drawn out voice to the amusement of our guests, but her articulation is quite beyond my ear. In both my hands I hold her shaggy head and gaze into her large brown eyes. At once the dilated pupils contract into tiny black dots, as if the roguish spirit within would evade my questioning.

Finally resuming the chair at my desk I feel in keen sympathy with my fellow creatures, for I seem to see clearly again that all are akin.

The racial lines, which once were bitterly real, now serve nothing more than marking out a living mosaic of human beings. And even here men of the same color are like the ivory keys of one instrument where each represents all the rest, yet varies from them in pitch and quality of voice. And those creatures who are for a time mere echoes of another's note are not unlike the fable of the thin sick man whose distorted shadow, dressed like a real creature, came to the old master to make him follow as a shadow. Thus with a compassion for all echoes in human guise, I greet the solemn-faced "native preacher" whom I find awaiting me. I listen with respect for God's creature, though he mouth most strangely the jangling phrases of a bigoted creed.

As our tribe is one large family, where every person is related to all the others, he addressed me: —

"Cousin, I came from the morning church service to talk with you."

"Yes," I said interrogatively, as he paused for some word from me.

Shifting uneasily about in the straight-backed chair he sat upon, he began: "Every holy day (Sunday) I look about our little God's house, and not seeing you there, I am disappointed. This is why I come today. Cousin, as I watch you from afar, I see no unbecoming behavior and hear only good reports of you, which all the more burns me with the wish that you were a church member. Cousin, I was taught long years ago by kind missionaries to read the holy book. These godly men taught me also the folly of our old beliefs.

"There is one God who gives reward or punishment to the race of dead men. In the upper region the Christian dead are gathered in unceasing song and prayer. In the deep pit below, the sinful ones dance in torturing flames.

"Think upon these things, my cousin, and choose now to avoid the after-doom of hell fire!" Then followed a long silence in which he clasped tighter and unclasped again his interlocked fingers.

Like instantaneous lightning flashes came pictures of my own mother's making, for she, too, is now a follower of the new superstition.

"Knocking out the chinking of our log cabin, some evil hand thrust in a burning taper of braided dry grass, but failed of his intent, for the fire died out and the half burned brand fell inward to the floor. Directly above it, on a shelf, lay the holy book. This is what we found after our return from a several days' visit. Surely some great power is hid in the sacred book!"

Brushing away from my eyes many like pictures, I offered midday meal to the converted Indian sitting wordless and with downcast face. No sooner had he risen from the table with "Cousin, I have relished it," than the church bell rang.

Thither he hurried forth with his afternoon sermon. I watched him as he hastened along, his eyes bent fast upon the dusty road till he disappeared at the end of a quarter of a mile.

The little incident recalled to mind the copy of a missionary paper brought to my notice a few days ago, in which a "Christian" pugilist commented upon a recent article of mine, grossly perverting the spirit of my pen. Still I would not forget that the pale-faced missionary and the hoodooed aborigine are both God's creatures, though small indeed their own conceptions of Infinite Love. A wee child toddling in a wonder world, I prefer to their dogma my excursions into the natural gardens where the voice of the Great Spirit is heard in the twittering of birds, the rippling of mighty waters, and the sweet breathing of flowers. If this is Paganism, then at present, at least, I am a Pagan.

Zitkala-Sa





                      

                    

                  
                

              

            
          

        

      

      Text from mythicjourneys.org.

    

  
    
      Afterword

      Day Thirty-Six: The old ways

      Esther and Zitkala-Ša were both raised on the missionaries’ hell. Esther’s mother laughed at it: “If the white man made this Blackcoat’s hell, let him go to it.” A native preacher comes to warn Zitkala-Ša of “the after-doom of hell fire”, and she hears him out and gives him lunch. Esther, home again beside her mother on the buffalo-hide, can’t shake it off so easily: “I dream nightly of the horrors of the white man’s hell. Why did they teach me of it, only to fling me into it?”

      The Night Chant is a prayer for coming home. The rainbow returns with the one praying to the roof, the doorway, the fireside, and everything is “restored”: horses, sheep, old men, children, “my country”. Esther has come home too. What has been restored to her?

      She takes her childhood buckskin dress with her when she goes. Pauline Johnson wore buckskin on stage: she toured Canada, the United States and London reciting her work, in a buckskin outfit for the first half and an evening gown for the second. Zitkala-Ša, whose name means Red Bird, went on to write The Sun Dance Opera (1913) with a composer, and founded the National Council of American Indians.

    

  
    
      Day Thirty-Seven

      Schooldays

      13 minutes

      
        Story
        The Last Lesson
        Alphonse Daudet · 7 minutes
        A boy in Alsace, late for school and dreading a grammar test, finds the village elders sitting in the classroom.
      

      
        Poem
        The School Boy
        William Blake · 1 minute
        Blake's boy loves to rise on a summer morning, and dreads the classroom.
      

      
        Essay
        Going Back to School
        Max Beerbohm · 5 minutes
        Beerbohm, young, successful and pleased with himself, passes a small boy in a cab on his way back to school, and remembers.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      The Last Lesson

      Alphonse Daudet, 1873

      In 1871, after France lost its war with Prussia, the French border province of Alsace became part of the new German Empire.

      
      I started for school very late that morning and was in great dread of a
      scolding, especially because M. Hamel had said that he would question us
      on participles, and I did not know the first word about them. For a moment
      I thought of running away and spending the day out of doors. It was so
      warm, so bright! The birds were chirping at the edge of the woods; and in
      the open field back of the saw-mill the Prussian soldiers were drilling.
      It was all much more tempting than the rule for participles, but I had the
      strength to resist, and hurried off to school.
    


      When I passed the town hall there was a crowd in front of the
      bulletin-board. For the last two years all our bad news had come from
      there—the lost battles, the draft, the orders of the commanding
      officer—and I thought to myself, without stopping:
    


      “What can be the matter now?”
    


      Then, as I hurried by as fast as I could go, the blacksmith, Wachter, who
      was there, with his apprentice, reading the bulletin, called after me:
    


      “Don’t go so fast, bub; you’ll get to your school in
      plenty of time!”
    


      I thought he was making fun of me, and reached M. Hamel’s little
      garden all out of breath.
    


      Usually, when school began, there was a great bustle, which could be heard
      out in the street, the opening and closing of desks, lessons repeated in
      unison, very loud, with our hands over our ears to understand better, and
      the teacher’s great ruler rapping on the table. But now it was all
      so still! I had counted on the commotion to get to my desk without being
      seen; but, of course, that day everything had to be as quiet as Sunday
      morning. Through the window I saw my classmates, already in their places,
      and M. Hamel walking up and down with his terrible iron ruler under his
      arm. I had to open the door and go in before everybody. You can imagine
      how I blushed and how frightened I was.
    


      But nothing happened, M. Hamel saw me and said very kindly:
    


      “Go to your place quickly, little Franz. We were beginning without
      you.”
    


      I jumped over the bench and sat down at my desk. Not till then, when I had
      got a little over my fright, did I see that our teacher had on his
      beautiful green coat, his frilled shirt, and the little black silk cap,
      all embroidered, that he never wore except on inspection and prize days.
      Besides, the whole school seemed so strange and solemn. But the thing that
      surprised me most was to see, on the back benches that were always empty,
      the village people sitting quietly like ourselves; old Hauser, with his
      three-cornered hat, the former mayor, the former postmaster, and several
      others besides. Everybody looked sad; and Hauser had brought an old
      primer, thumbed at the edges, and he held it open on his knees with his
      great spectacles lying across the pages.
    


      While I was wondering about it all, M. Hamel mounted his chair, and, in
      the same grave and gentle tone which he had used to me, said:
    


      “My children, this is the last lesson I shall give you. The order
      has come from Berlin to teach only German in the schools of Alsace and
      Lorraine. The new master comes to-morrow. This is your last French lesson.
      I want you to be very attentive.”
    


      What a thunder-clap these words were to me!
    


      Oh, the wretches; that was what they had put up at the town-hall!
    


      My last French lesson! Why, I hardly knew how to write! I should never
      learn any more! I must stop there, then! Oh, how sorry I was for not
      learning my lessons, for seeking birds’ eggs, or going sliding on
      the Saar! My books, that had seemed such a nuisance a while ago, so heavy
      to carry, my grammar, and my history of the saints, were old friends now
      that I couldn’t give up. And M. Hamel, too; the idea that he was
      going away, that I should never see him again, made me forget all about
      his ruler and how cranky he was.
    


      Poor man! It was in honor of this last lesson that he had put on his fine
      Sunday-clothes, and now I understood why the old men of the village were
      sitting there in the back of the room. It was because they were sorry,
      too, that they had not gone to school more. It was their way of thanking
      our master for his forty years of faithful service and of showing their
      respect for the country that was theirs no more.
    


      While I was thinking of all this, I heard my name called. It was my turn
      to recite. What would I not have given to be able to say that dreadful
      rule for the participle all through, very loud and clear, and without one
      mistake? But I got mixed up on the first words and stood there, holding on
      to my desk, my heart beating, and not daring to look up. I heard M. Hamel
      say to me:
    


      “I won’t scold you, little Franz; you must feel bad enough.
      See how it is! Every day we have said to ourselves: ‘Bah! I’ve
      plenty of time. I’ll learn it to-morrow.’ And now you see
      where we’ve come out. Ah, that’s the great trouble with
      Alsace; she puts off learning till to-morrow. Now those fellows out there
      will have the right to say to you: ‘How is it; you pretend to be
      Frenchmen, and yet you can neither speak nor write your own language?’
      But you are not the worst, poor little Franz. We’ve all a great deal
      to reproach ourselves with.
    


      “Your parents were not anxious enough to have you learn. They
      preferred to put you to work on a farm or at the mills, so as to have a
      little more money. And I? I’ve been to blame also. Have I not often
      sent you to water my flowers instead of learning your lessons? And when I
      wanted to go fishing, did I not just give you a holiday?”
    


      Then, from one thing to another, M. Hamel went on to talk of the French
      language, saying that it was the most beautiful language in the world—the
      clearest, the most logical; that we must guard it among us and never
      forget it, because when a people are enslaved, as long as they hold fast
      to their language it is as if they had the key to their prison. Then he
      opened a grammar and read us our lesson. I was amazed to see how well I
      understood it. All he said seemed so easy, so easy! I think, too, that I
      had never listened so carefully, and that he had never explained
      everything with so much patience. It seemed almost as if the poor man
      wanted to give us all he knew before going away, and to put it all into
      our heads at one stroke.
    


      After the grammar, we had a lesson in writing. That day M. Hamel had new
      copies for us, written in a beautiful round hand: France, Alsace, France,
      Alsace. They looked like little flags floating everywhere in the
      school-room, hung from the rod at the top of our desks. You ought to have
      seen how every one set to work, and how quiet it was! The only sound was
      the scratching of the pens over the paper. Once some beetles flew in; but
      nobody paid any attention to them, not even the littlest ones, who worked
      right on tracing their fish-hooks, as if that was French, too. On the roof
      the pigeons cooed very low, and I thought to myself:
    


      “Will they make them sing in German, even the pigeons?”
    


      Whenever I looked up from my writing I saw M. Hamel sitting motionless in
      his chair and gazing first at one thing, then at another, as if he wanted
      to fix in his mind just how everything looked in that little school-room.
      Fancy! For forty years he had been there in the same place, with his
      garden outside the window and his class in front of him, just like that.
      Only the desks and benches had been worn smooth; the walnut-trees in the
      garden were taller, and the hop-vine, that he had planted himself twined
      about the windows to the roof. How it must have broken his heart to leave
      it all, poor man; to hear his sister moving about in the room above,
      packing their trunks! For they must leave the country next day.
    


      But he had the courage to hear every lesson to the very last. After the
      writing, we had a lesson in history, and then the babies chanted their ba,
      be, bi, bo, bu. Down there at the back of the room old Hauser had put on
      his spectacles and, holding his primer in both hands, spelled the letters
      with them. You could see that he, too, was crying; his voice trembled with
      emotion, and it was so funny to hear him that we all wanted to laugh and
      cry. Ah, how well I remember it, that last lesson!
    


      All at once the church-clock struck twelve. Then the Angelus. At the same
      moment the trumpets of the Prussians, returning from drill, sounded under
      our windows. M. Hamel stood up, very pale, in his chair. I never saw him
      look so tall.
    


      “My friends,” said he, “I—I—” But
      something choked him. He could not go on.
    


      Then he turned to the blackboard, took a piece of chalk, and, bearing on
      with all his might, he wrote as large as he could:
    


      “Vive La France!”
    


      Then he stopped and leaned his head against the wall, and, without a word,
      he made a gesture to us with his hand; “School is dismissed—you
      may go.”
    



      Text from Project Gutenberg. Anonymous translation from International Short Stories, French (1910), the same text as Wikisource's unsourced "The Last Lesson".

    

  
    
      Poem

      The School Boy

      William Blake, 1794

      
        I love to rise in a summer morn,

When the birds sing on every tree;

The distant huntsman winds his horn,

And the skylark sings with me:

O what sweet company!



But to go to school in a summer morn,—

O it drives all joy away!

Under a cruel eye outworn,

The little ones spend the day

In sighing and dismay.



Ah then at times I drooping sit,

And spend many an anxious hour;

Nor in my book can I take delight,

Nor sit in learning’s bower,

Worn through with the dreary shower.



How can the bird that is born for joy

Sit in a cage and sing?

How can a child, when fears annoy,

But droop his tender wing,

And forget his youthful spring?



O father and mother, if buds are nipped,

And blossoms blown away;

And if the tender plants are stripped

Of their joy in the springing day,

By sorrow and care’s dismay,—



How shall the summer arise in joy,

Or the summer fruits appear?

Or how shall we gather what griefs destroy,

Or bless the mellowing year,

When the blasts of winter appear?






      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Essay

      Going Back to School

      Max Beerbohm, 1899

      
        
          

THE other evening, at about
seven o'clock, I was in a swift
hansom. My hat was tilted
at a gay angle, and, for all I
was muffled closely, my gloves
betokened a ceremonious attire. I was smoking 
la cigarette de appetite and was quite happy. Outside Victoria my cab was stopped by a file of other cabs, that were following one another in at the main entrance of the station. I noticed, on one of them, a small hat-box, a newish trunk and a corded play-box, and I caught one glimpse of a very small, pale boy in a billicock-hat. He was looking at me through the side-window. If Envy was ever inscribed on any face, it was inscribed on the face of that very small, pale boy. "There," I murmured, "but for the grace of God, goes Max Beerbohm!"

My first thought, then, was for myself. I could not but plume me on the contrast of my own state with his. But, gradually, I became fulfilled with a very great compassion for him. I understood the boy's Envy so well. It was always the most bitter thing, in my own drive to the station, to see other people, quite happy, as it seemed, with no upheaval of their lives; people in cabs, who were going out to dinner and would sleep in London; grown-up people! Then the impotent despair of those drives—I had exactly fifteen of them—I hope that I shall never experience a more awful emotion. Those drives have something, surely, akin with drowning. In their course the whole of a boy's home-life passes before his eyes, every phase of it standing out against the black curtain of his future. The author of Vice-Versa has well analyzed the feeling, and he is right, I think, in saying that all boys, of whatsoever temperament, are preys to it. Well do I remember how, on the last days of the holidays, I used always to rise early, and think that I had got twelve more whole hours of happiness, and how those hours used to pass me with mercifully slow feet. . . . Three more hours! . . . Sixty more minutes! . . . Five! . . . I used to draw upon my tips for a first-class ticket, that I might not be plunged suddenly among my companions, with their hectic and hollow mirth, their dreary disinterment of last term's jokes. I used to revel in the thought that there were many stations before G———. . . The dreary walk, with my small bag, up the hill! I was not one of those who made a rush for the few cabs ... The awful geniality of the House Master! The jugs in the dormitory! . . . Next morning, the bell that awoke me! The awakening!

Not that I had any special reason for hating
school! Strange as it may seem to my
readers, I was not unpopular there. I was
a modest, good-humoured boy. It is Oxford
that has made me insufferable. At school,
my character remained in a state of undevelopment. 
I had a few misgivings, perhaps.
In some respects, I was always too young, in
others, too old, for a perfect relish of the conventions. As I hovered, in grey knickerbockers, on a cold and muddy field,
round the outskirts of a crowd that
was tearing itself limb from limb for the
sake of a leathern bladder, I would
often wish for a nice, warm room and
a good game of hunt-the-slipper. And, when
we sallied forth, after dark, in the frost, to
the swimming-bath, my heart would steal back
to the fire-side in Writing School and the plot
of Miss Braddon's latest novel. Often, since, have I wondered whether a Spartan system be really well for youths who are bound mostly for Capuan Universities. It is true, certainly, that this system makes Oxford or Cambridge doubly delectable. Undergraduates owe their happiness chiefly to the consciousness that they are no longer at school. The nonsense which was knocked out of them at school is all put gently back at Oxford or Cambridge. And the discipline to which they are subject is so slight that it does but serve to accentuate their real freedom. The sudden reaction is rather dangerous, I think, to many of them.

Even now, much of my own complacency comes of having left school. Such an apparition as that boy in the hansom makes me realise my state more absolutely. Why, after all, should I lavish my pity on him and his sorrows? Dabit deus his quoque finem. I am at a happier point in Nature's cycle. That is all. I have suffered every one of his ordeals, and I do not hesitate to assure him, if he chance to see this essay of mine, how glad I am that I do not happen to be his contemporary. I have no construe of Xenophon to prepare for to-morrow morning, nor any ode of Horace to learn, painfully, by heart. I assure him that I have no wish nor any need to master, as he has, at this moment, the intricate absurdities of that proposition in the second book of Euclid. I have no locker, with my surname printed on it and a complement of tattered school-books. I burnt all my school-books, when I went up to Oxford. Were I to meet, now, any one of those masters who are monsters to you, my boy, he would treat me even more urbanely, it may be, than I should treat him. When he sets you a hundred lines, you write them without pleasure, and he tears them up. When I, with considerable enjoyment and at my own leisure, write a hundred lines or so, they are printed for all the world to admire, and I am paid for them enough to keep you in pocketmoney for many terms. I write at a comfortable table, by a warm fire, and occupy an arm-chair, whilst you are sitting on a narrow form. My boots are not made "for school wear" nor do they ever, like yours, get lost in a litter of other boots in a cold boot-room. In a word, I enjoy myself immensely. Tonight, I am going to a theatre. Afterwards, I shall sup somewhere and drink wine. When I come home and go to bed, I shall read myself to sleep with some amusing book. . . . You will have torn yourself from your bed, at the sound of a harsh bell, have washed, quickly, in very cold water, have scurried off to Chapel, gone to first school and been sent down several places in your form, tried to master your next construe, in the interval of snatching a tepid breakfast, been kicked by a bigger boy, and had a mint of horrible experiences, long before I, your elder by a few years, have awakened, very gradually, to the tap of knuckles on the panel of my bedroom-door. I shall make a leisurely toilet. I shall descend to a warm breakfast, open one of the little budgets which my "damned good-natured friend,' Romeike, is always sending me, and glance at that morning paper which appeals most surely to my sense of humour. And when I have eaten well of all the dishes on the table, I shall light a cigarette. Through the haze of its fragrant smoke, I shall think of the happy day that is before me. 



        

      

      Text from victorianweb.org.

    

  
    
      Afterword

      Day Thirty-Seven: Schooldays

      Most people in Alsace in 1871 spoke Alsatian, a German dialect, at home; Franz, Hauser and Wachter are German names. M. Hamel’s French, “the most beautiful language in the world”, was for most Alsatians a language learned at school. Alsace went back to France after the First World War, was taken by Germany again in 1940, and was returned in 1945.

      Blake’s schoolboy is a caged bird: “How can the bird that is born for joy / Sit in a cage and sing?” Franz hears the pigeons on the roof and wonders, “Will they make them sing in German, even the pigeons?” For M. Hamel the cage is outside the school, and a people who hold fast to their language have “the key to their prison”. Blake himself never went to an ordinary school: he was taught at home, and sent at ten to a drawing school.

      Franz’s books, a nuisance that morning, are by noon “old friends now that I couldn’t give up”. Beerbohm “burnt all my school-books, when I went up to Oxford”, and tells the small, pale boy at length how glad he is to be done with it all. Yet he still knows that he made “exactly fifteen” of those drives back.

    

  
    
      Day Thirty-Eight

      Facing death

      16 minutes

      
        Story
        The Killers
        Ernest Hemingway · 12 minutes
        Two men in tight overcoats and derby hats walk into a small-town lunch-room at five o'clock and order dinner.
      

      
        Poem
        No Coward Soul Is Mine
        Emily Brontë · 1 minute
        Said to be Brontë's last poem; a fearless creed in the face of death.
      

      
        Essay
        Meditation XVII ("No man is an island")
        John Donne · 3 minutes
        Written while Donne lay gravely ill, listening to church bells; "never send to know for whom the bell tolls".
      

    

  
    
      Story

      The Killers

      Ernest Hemingway, 1927

      This story uses the racial slurs of its time.

      
The door of Henry’s lunchroom opened and two men came in. They sat down at the counter.

“What’s yours?” George asked them.

“I don’t know,” one of the men said. “What do you want to eat, Al?”

“I don’t know,” said Al. “I don’t know what I want to eat.”

Outside it was getting dark. The streetlight came on outside the window. The two men at the counter read the menu. From the other end of the counter Nick Adams watched them. He had been talking to George when they came in.

“I’ll have a roast pork tenderloin with apple sauce and mashed potatoes,” the first man said.

“It isn’t ready yet.”

“What the hell do you put it on the card for?”

“That’s the dinner,” George explained. “You can get that at six o’clock.”

George looked at the clock on the wall behind the counter.

“It’s five o’clock.”

“The clock says twenty minutes past five,” the second man said.

“It’s twenty minutes fast.”

“Oh, to hell with the clock,” the first man said. “What have you got to eat?”

“I can give you any kind of sandwiches,” George said. “You can have ham and eggs, bacon and eggs, liver and bacon, or a steak.”

“Give me chicken croquettes with green peas and cream sauce and mashed potatoes.”

“That’s the dinner.”

“Everything we want’s the dinner, eh? That’s the way you work it.”

“I can give you ham and eggs, bacon and eggs, liver⁠—”

“I’ll take ham and eggs,” the man called Al said. He wore a derby hat and a black overcoat buttoned across the chest. His face was small and white and he had tight lips. He wore a silk muffler and gloves.

“Give me bacon and eggs,” said the other man. He was about the same size as Al. Their faces were different, but they were dressed like twins. Both wore overcoats too tight for them. They sat leaning forward, their elbows on the counter.

“Got anything to drink?” Al asked.

“Silver beer, bevo, ginger-ale,” George said.

“I mean you got anything to drink?”

“Just those I said.”

“This is a hot town,” said the other. “What do they call it?”

“Summit.”

“Ever hear of it?” Al asked his friend.

“No,” said the friend.

“What do you do here nights?” Al asked.

“They eat the dinner,” his friend said. “They all come here and eat the big dinner.”

“That’s right,” George said.

“So you think that’s right?” Al asked George.

“Sure.”

“You’re a pretty bright boy, aren’t you?”

“Sure,” said George.

“Well, you’re not,” said the other little man. “Is he, Al?”

“He’s dumb,” said Al. He turned to Nick. “What’s your name?”

“Adams.”

“Another bright boy,” Al said. “Ain’t he a bright boy, Max?”

“The town’s full of bright boys,” Max said.

George put the two platters, one of ham and eggs, the other of bacon and eggs, on the counter. He set down two side-dishes of fried potatoes and closed the wicket into the kitchen.

“Which is yours?” he asked Al.

“Don’t you remember?”

“Ham and eggs.”

“Just a bright boy,” Max said. He leaned forward and took the ham and eggs. Both men ate with their gloves on. George watched them eat.

“What are you looking at?” Max looked at George.

“Nothing.”

“The hell you were. You were looking at me.”

“Maybe the boy meant it for a joke, Max,” Al said.

George laughed.

“You don’t have to laugh,” Max said to him. “You don’t have to laugh at all, see?”

“All right,” said George.

“So he thinks it’s all right.” Max turned to Al. “He thinks it’s all right. That’s a good one.”

“Oh, he’s a thinker,” Al said. They went on eating.

“What’s the bright boy’s name down the counter?” Al asked Max.

“Hey, bright boy,” Max said to Nick. “You go around on the other side of the counter with your boy friend.”

“What’s the idea?” Nick asked.

“There isn’t any idea.”

“You better go around, bright boy,” Al said. Nick went around behind the counter.

“What’s the idea?” George asked.

“None of your damn business,” Al said. “Who’s out in the kitchen?”

“The nigger.”

“What do you mean the nigger?”

“The nigger that cooks.”

“Tell him to come in.”

“What’s the idea?”

“Tell him to come in.”

“Where do you think you are?”

“We know damn well where we are,” the man called Max said. “Do we look silly?”

“You talk silly,” Al said to him. “What the hell do you argue with this kid for? Listen,” he said to George, “tell the nigger to come out here.”

“What are you going to do to him?”

“Nothing. Use your head, bright boy. What would we do to a nigger?”

George opened the slit that opened back into the kitchen. “Sam,” he called. “Come in here a minute.”

The door to the kitchen opened and the nigger came in. “What was it?” he asked. The two men at the counter took a look at him.

“All right, nigger. You stand right there,” Al said.

Sam, the nigger, standing in his apron, looked at the two men sitting at the counter. “Yes, sir,” he said. Al got down from his stool.

“I’m going back to the kitchen with the nigger and bright boy,” he said. “Go on back to the kitchen, nigger. You go with him, bright boy.” The little man walked after Nick and Sam, the cook, back into the kitchen. The door shut after them. The man called Max sat at the counter opposite George. He didn’t look at George but looked in the mirror that ran along back of the counter. Henry’s had been made over from a saloon into a lunch-counter.

“Well, bright boy,” Max said, looking into the mirror, “why don’t you say something?”

“What’s it all about?”

“Hey, Al,” Max called, “bright boy wants to know what it’s all about.”

“Why don’t you tell him?” Al’s voice came from the kitchen.

“What do you think it’s all about?”

“I don’t know.”

“What do you think?”

Max looked into the mirror all the time he was talking.

“I wouldn’t say.”

“Hey, Al, bright boy says he wouldn’t say what he thinks it’s all about.”

“I can hear you, all right,” Al said from the kitchen. He had propped open the slit that dishes passed through into the kitchen with a catsup bottle. “Listen, bright boy,” he said from the kitchen to George. “Stand a little further along the bar. You move a little to the left, Max.” He was like a photographer arranging for a group picture.

“Talk to me, bright boy,” Max said. “What do you think’s going to happen?”

George did not say anything.

“I’ll tell you,” Max said. “We’re going to kill a Swede. Do you know a big Swede named Ole Andreson?”

“Yes.”

“He comes here to eat every night, don’t he?”

“Sometimes he comes here.”

“He comes here at six o’clock, don’t he?”

“If he comes.”

“We know all that, bright boy,” Max said. “Talk about something else. Ever go to the movies?”

“Once in a while.”

“You ought to go to the movies more. The movies are fine for a bright boy like you.”

“What are you going to kill Ole Andreson for? What did he ever do to you?”

“He never had a chance to do anything to us. He never even seen us.”

“And he’s only going to see us once,” Al said from the kitchen.

“What are you going to kill him for, then?” George asked.

“We’re killing him for a friend. Just to oblige a friend, bright boy.”

“Shut up,” said Al from the kitchen. “You talk too goddam much.”

“Well, I got to keep bright boy amused. Don’t I, bright boy?”

“You talk too damn much,” Al said. “The nigger and my bright boy are amused by themselves. I got them tied up like a couple of girl friends in the convent.”

“I suppose you were in a convent.”

“You never know.”

“You were in a kosher convent. That’s where you were.”

George looked up at the clock.

“If anybody comes in you tell them the cook is off, and if they keep after it, you tell them you’ll go back and cook yourself. Do you get that, bright boy?”

“All right,” George said. “What you going to do with us afterward?”

“That’ll depend,” Max said. “That’s one of those things you never know at the time.”

George looked up at the clock. It was a quarter past six. The door from the street opened. A streetcar motorman came in.

“Hello, George,” he said. “Can I get supper?”

“Sam’s gone out,” George said. “He’ll be back in about half an hour.”

“I’d better go up the street,” the motorman said. George looked at the clock. It was twenty minutes past six.

“That was nice, bright boy,” Max said. “You’re a regular little gentleman.”

“He knew I’d blow his head off,” Al said from the kitchen.

“No,” said Max. “It ain’t that. Bright boy is nice. He’s a nice boy. I like him.”

At six-fifty-five George said: “He’s not coming.”

Two other people had been in the lunchroom. Once George had gone out to the kitchen and made a ham-and-egg sandwich “to go” that a man wanted to take with him. Inside the kitchen he saw Al, his derby hat tipped back, sitting on a stool beside the wicket with the muzzle of a sawed-off shotgun resting on the ledge. Nick and the cook were back to back in the corner, a towel tied in each of their mouths. George had cooked the sandwich, wrapped it up in oiled paper, put it in a bag, brought it in, and the man had paid for it and gone out.

“Bright boy can do everything,” Max said. “He can cook and everything. You’d make some girl a nice wife, bright boy.”

“Yes?” George said. “Your friend, Ole Andreson, isn’t going to come.”

“We’ll give him ten minutes,” Max said.

Max watched the mirror and the clock. The hands of the clock marked seven o’clock, and then five minutes past seven.

“Come on, Al,” said Max. “We better go. He’s not coming.”

“Better give him five minutes,” Al said from the kitchen.

In the five minutes a man came in, and George explained that the cook was sick.

“Why the hell don’t you get another cook?” the man asked. “Aren’t you running a lunch-counter?” He went out.

“Come on, Al,” Max said.

“What about the two bright boys and the nigger?”

“They’re all right.”

“You think so?”

“Sure. We’re through with it.”

“I don’t like it,” said Al. “It’s sloppy. You talk too much.”

“Oh, what the hell,” said Max. “We got to keep amused, haven’t we?”

“You talk too much, all the same,” Al said. He came out from the kitchen. The cutoff barrels of the shotgun made a slight bulge under the waist of his too tight-fitting overcoat. He straightened his coat with his gloved hands.

“So long, bright boy,” he said to George. “You got a lot of luck.”

“That’s the truth,” Max said. “You ought to play the races, bright boy.”

The two of them went out the door. George watched them, through the window, pass under the arc-light and cross the street. In their tight overcoats and derby hats they looked like a vaudeville team. George went back through the swinging-door into the kitchen and untied Nick and the cook.

“I don’t want any more of that,” said Sam, the cook. “I don’t want any more of that.”

Nick stood up. He had never had a towel in his mouth before.

“Say,” he said. “What the hell?” He was trying to swagger it off.

“They were going to kill Ole Andreson,” George said. “They were going to shoot him when he came in to eat.”

“Ole Andreson?”

“Sure.”

The cook felt the corners of his mouth with his thumbs.

“They all gone?” he asked.

“Yeah,” said George. “They’re gone now.”

“I don’t like it,” said the cook. “I don’t like any of it at all.”

“Listen,” George said to Nick. “You better go see Ole Andreson.”

“All right.”

“You better not have anything to do with it at all,” Sam, the cook, said. “You better stay way out of it.”

“Don’t go if you don’t want to,” George said.

“Mixing up in this ain’t going to get you anywhere,” the cook said. “You stay out of it.”

“I’ll go see him,” Nick said to George. “Where does he live?”

The cook turned away.

“Little boys always know what they want to do,” he said.

“He lives up at Hirsch’s rooming-house,” George said to Nick.

“I’ll go up there.”

Outside the arc-light shone through the bare branches of a tree. Nick walked up the street beside the car-tracks and turned at the next arc-light down a side-street. Three houses up the street was Hirsch’s rooming-house. Nick walked up the two steps and pushed the bell. A woman came to the door.

“Is Ole Andreson here?”

“Do you want to see him?”

“Yes, if he’s in.”

Nick followed the woman up a flight of stairs and back to the end of a corridor. She knocked on the door.

“Who is it?”

“It’s somebody to see you, Mr. Andreson,” the woman said.

“It’s Nick Adams.”

“Come in.”

Nick opened the door and went into the room. Ole Andreson was lying on the bed with all his clothes on. He had been a heavyweight prizefighter and he was too long for the bed. He lay with his head on two pillows. He did not look at Nick.

“What was it?” he asked.

“I was up at Henry’s,” Nick said, “and two fellows came in and tied up me and the cook, and they said they were going to kill you.”

It sounded silly when he said it. Ole Andreson said nothing.

“They put us out in the kitchen,” Nick went on. “They were going to shoot you when you came in to supper.”

Ole Andreson looked at the wall and did not say anything.

“George thought I better come and tell you about it.”

“There isn’t anything I can do about it,” Ole Andreson said.

“I’ll tell you what they were like.”

“I don’t want to know what they were like,” Ole Andreson said. He looked at the wall. “Thanks for coming to tell me about it.”

“That’s all right.”

Nick looked at the big man lying on the bed.

“Don’t you want me to go and see the police?”

“No,” Ole Andreson said. “That wouldn’t do any good.”

“Isn’t there something I could do?”

“No. There ain’t anything to do.”

“Maybe it was just a bluff.”

“No. It ain’t just a bluff.”

Ole Andreson rolled over toward the wall.

“The only thing is,” he said, talking toward the wall, “I just can’t make up my mind to go out. I been in here all day.”

“Couldn’t you get out of town?”

“No,” Ole Andreson said. “I’m through with all that running around.”

He looked at the wall.

“There ain’t anything to do now.”

“Couldn’t you fix it up some way?”

“No. I got in wrong.” He talked in the same flat voice. “There ain’t anything to do. After a while I’ll make up my mind to go out.”

“I better go back and see George,” Nick said.

“So long,” said Ole Andreson. He did not look toward Nick. “Thanks for coming around.”

Nick went out. As he shut the door he saw Ole Andreson with all his clothes on, lying on the bed looking at the wall.

“He’s been in his room all day,” the landlady said downstairs. “I guess he don’t feel well. I said to him: ‘Mr. Andreson, you ought to go out and take a walk on a nice fall day like this,’ but he didn’t feel like it.”

“He doesn’t want to go out.”

“I’m sorry he don’t feel well,” the woman said. “He’s an awfully nice man. He was in the ring, you know.”

“I know it.”

“You’d never know it except from the way his face is,” the woman said. They stood talking just inside the street door. “He’s just as gentle.”

“Well, good night, Mrs. Hirsch,” Nick said.

“I’m not Mrs. Hirsch,” the woman said. “She owns the place. I just look after it for her. I’m Mrs. Bell.”

“Well, good night, Mrs. Bell,” Nick said.

“Good night,” the woman said.

Nick walked up the dark street to the corner under the arc-light, and then along the car-tracks to Henry’s eating-house. George was inside, back of the counter.

“Did you see Ole?”

“Yes,” said Nick. “He’s in his room and he won’t go out.”

The cook opened the door from the kitchen when he heard Nick’s voice.

“I don’t even listen to it,” he said and shut the door.

“Did you tell him about it?” George asked.

“Sure. I told him but he knows what it’s all about.”

“What’s he going to do?”

“Nothing.”

“They’ll kill him.”

“I guess they will.”

“He must have got mixed up in something in Chicago.”

“I guess so,” said Nick.

“It’s a hell of a thing.”

“It’s an awful thing,” Nick said.

They did not say anything. George reached down for a towel and wiped the counter.

“I wonder what he did?” Nick said.

“Double-crossed somebody. That’s what they kill them for.”

“I’m going to get out of this town,” Nick said.

“Yes,” said George. “That’s a good thing to do.”

“I can’t stand to think about him waiting in the room and knowing he’s going to get it. It’s too damned awful.”

“Well,” said George, “you better not think about it.”



      Text from Standard Ebooks.

    

  
    
      Poem

      No Coward Soul Is Mine

      Emily Brontë, 1846

      
          No coward soul is mine,

No trembler in the world's storm-troubled sphere:

  I see Heaven's glories shine,

And faith shines equal, arming me from fear.



  O God within my breast,

Almighty, ever-present Deity!

  Life—that in me has rest,

As I—undying Life—have power in Thee!



  Vain are the thousand creeds

That move men's hearts: unutterably vain;

  Worthless as withered weeds,

Or idle froth amid the boundless main,



  To waken doubt in one

Holding so fast by Thine infinity;

  So surely anchored on

The stedfast rock of immortality.



  With wide-embracing love

Thy spirit animates eternal years,

  Pervades and broods above,

Changes, sustains, dissolves, creates, and rears.


   Though earth and man were gone,

And suns and universes ceased to be,

  And Thou were left alone,

Every existence would exist in Thee.

  There is not room for Death,

Nor atom that his might could render void:

  Thou—Thou art Being and Breath,

And what Thou art may never be destroyed.








      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Essay

      Meditation XVII ("No man is an island")

      John Donne, 1624

      
        
          XVII. Nunc lento sonitu dicunt, morieris.

Now, this Bell tolling softly for another, says to me, Thou must die.





XVII. MEDITATION.




PERCHANCE he for whom this bell tolls may be so ill, as that he knows not it tolls for him; and perchance I may think myself so much better than I am, as that they who are about me, and see my state, may have caused it to toll for me, and I know not that. The church is Catholic, universal, so are all her actions; all that she does belongs to all. When she baptizes a child, that action concerns me; for that child is thereby connected to that head which is my head too, and ingrafted into that body whereof I am a member. And when she buries a man, that action concerns me: all mankind is of one author, and is one volume; when one man dies, one chapter is not torn out of the book, but translated into a better language; and every chapter must be so translated; God employs several translators; some pieces are translated by age, some by sickness, some by war, some by justice; but God's hand is in every translation, and his hand shall bind up all our scattered leaves again, for that library where every book shall lie open to one another. As therefore the bell that rings to a sermon, calls not upon the preacher only, but upon the congregation to come, so this bell calls us all; but how much more me, who am brought so near the door by this sickness. There was a contention as far as a suit (in which both piety and dignity, religion and estimation, were mingled ), which of the religious orders should ring to prayers first in the morning; and it was determined, that they should ring first that rose earliest. If we understand aright the dignity of this bell that tolls for our evening prayer, we would be glad to make it ours by rising early, in that application, that it might be ours as well as his, whose indeed it is. The bell doth toll for him that thinks it doth; and though it intermit again, yet from that minute that that occasion wrought upon him, he is united to God. Who casts not up his eye to the sun when it rises? but who takes off his eye from a comet when that breaks out? Who bends not his ear to any bell which upon any occasion rings? but who can remove it from that bell which is passing a piece of himself out of this world? No man is an island, entire of itself; every man is a piece of the continent, a part of the main. If a clod be washed away by the sea, Europe is the less, as well as if a promontory were, as well as if a manor of thy friend's or of thine own were: any man's death diminishes me, because I am involved in mankind, and therefore never send to know for whom the bell tolls; it tolls for thee. Neither can we call this a begging of misery, or a borrowing of misery, as though we were not miserable enough of ourselves, but must fetch in more from the next house, in taking upon us the misery of our neighbours. Truly it were an excusable covetousness if we did, for affliction is a treasure, and scarce any man hath enough of it. No man hath affliction enough that is not matured and ripened by it, and made fit for God by that affliction. If a man carry treasure in bullion, or in a wedge of gold, and have none coined into current money, his treasure will not defray him as he travels. Tribulation is treasure in the nature of it, but it is not current money in the use of it, except we get nearer and nearer our home, heaven, by it. Another man may be sick too, and sick to death, and this affliction may lie in his bowels, as gold in a mine, and be of no use to him; but this bell, that tells me of his affliction, digs out and applies that gold to me: if by this consideration of another's danger I take mine own into contemplation, and so secure myself, by making my recourse to my God, who is our only security.




        

      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Afterword

      Day Thirty-Eight: Facing death

      Thirteen years after this story, Hemingway took the title of a novel, For Whom the Bell Tolls, from Donne’s meditation. Donne hears the bell for a sick man he doesn’t know, and asks “who can remove it from that bell which is passing a piece of himself out of this world?” Henry’s lunchroom has three answers. Sam the cook: “I don’t even listen to it.” George: “you better not think about it.” And Nick, who can’t stand “to think about him waiting in the room and knowing he’s going to get it”, is leaving town.

      When Emily Dickinson was buried in 1886, a friend read “No Coward Soul Is Mine” at her funeral; it had been one of her favourite poems. Brontë’s courage rests on “The stedfast rock of immortality”. Ole Andreson isn’t trembling either, but as far as we’re told he has nothing to rest on, only “There ain’t anything to do now.” Is that courage, or has he simply given up? His landlady thinks he just doesn’t feel well.

    

  
    
      Day Thirty-Nine

      The desert

      29 minutes

      
        Story
        A Passion in the Desert
        Honoré de Balzac · 22 minutes
        A French soldier escapes his captors in the Egyptian desert during Napoleon's campaign and shelters in a cave, which turns out to be a panther's den.
      

      
        Poem
        Bedouin Song
        Bayard Taylor · 1 minute
        'From the Desert I come to thee': the Victorian parlour favourite that imagined the Arabian lover.
      

      
        Essay
        Preface to The Desert and the Sown
        Gertrude Bell · 6 minutes
        The traveller and archaeologist explains why she rode out from Jerusalem into the Syrian desert, and why she let the people she met speak for themselves.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      A Passion in the Desert

      Honoré de Balzac, translated by Ernest Dowson, 1830

      
      “The whole show is dreadful,” she cried coming out of the menagerie of M.
      Martin. She had just been looking at that daring speculator “working with
      his hyena,”—to speak in the style of the programme.
    


      “By what means,” she continued, “can he have tamed these animals to such a
      point as to be certain of their affection for——”
     


      “What seems to you a problem,” said I, interrupting, “is really quite
      natural.”
     


      “Oh!” she cried, letting an incredulous smile wander over her lips.
    


      “You think that beasts are wholly without passions?” I asked her. “Quite
      the reverse; we can communicate to them all the vices arising in our own
      state of civilization.”
     


      She looked at me with an air of astonishment.
    


      “But,” I continued, “the first time I saw M. Martin, I admit, like you, I
      did give vent to an exclamation of surprise. I found myself next to an old
      soldier with the right leg amputated, who had come in with me. His face
      had struck me. He had one of those heroic heads, stamped with the seal of
      warfare, and on which the battles of Napoleon are written. Besides, he had
      that frank, good-humored expression which always impresses me favorably.
      He was without doubt one of those troopers who are surprised at nothing,
      who find matter for laughter in the contortions of a dying comrade, who
      bury or plunder him quite light-heartedly, who stand intrepidly in the way
      of bullets;—in fact, one of those men who waste no time in
      deliberation, and would not hesitate to make friends with the devil
      himself. After looking very attentively at the proprietor of the menagerie
      getting out of his box, my companion pursed up his lips with an air of
      mockery and contempt, with that peculiar and expressive twist which
      superior people assume to show they are not taken in. Then, when I was
      expatiating on the courage of M. Martin, he smiled, shook his head
      knowingly, and said, ‘Well known.’ 
    


      “‘How “well known”?’ I said. ‘If you would only explain me the mystery, I
      should be vastly obliged.’ 
    


      “After a few minutes, during which we made acquaintance, we went to dine
      at the first restauranteur’s whose shop caught our eye. At dessert a
      bottle of champagne completely refreshed and brightened up the memories of
      this odd old soldier. He told me his story, and I saw that he was right
      when he exclaimed, ‘Well known.’”
     


      When she got home, she teased me to that extent, was so charming, and made
      so many promises, that I consented to communicate to her the confidences
      of the old soldier. Next day she received the following episode of an epic
      which one might call “The French in Egypt.”
     


      During the expedition in Upper Egypt under General Desaix, a Provencal
      soldier fell into the hands of the Maugrabins, and was taken by these
      Arabs into the deserts beyond the falls of the Nile.
    


      In order to place a sufficient distance between themselves and the French
      army, the Maugrabins made forced marches, and only halted when night was
      upon them. They camped round a well overshadowed by palm trees under which
      they had previously concealed a store of provisions. Not surmising that
      the notion of flight would occur to their prisoner, they contented
      themselves with binding his hands, and after eating a few dates, and
      giving provender to their horses, went to sleep.
    


      When the brave Provencal saw that his enemies were no longer watching him,
      he made use of his teeth to steal a scimiter, fixed the blade between his
      knees, and cut the cords which prevented him from using his hands; in a
      moment he was free. He at once seized a rifle and a dagger, then taking
      the precautions to provide himself with a sack of dried dates, oats, and
      powder and shot, and to fasten a scimiter to his waist, he leaped on to a
      horse, and spurred on vigorously in the direction where he thought to find
      the French army. So impatient was he to see a bivouac again that he
      pressed on the already tired courser at such speed, that its flanks were
      lacerated with his spurs, and at last the poor animal died, leaving the
      Frenchman alone in the desert. After walking some time in the sand with
      all the courage of an escaped convict, the soldier was obliged to stop, as
      the day had already ended. In spite of the beauty of an Oriental sky at
      night, he felt he had not strength enough to go on. Fortunately he had
      been able to find a small hill, on the summit of which a few palm trees
      shot up into the air; it was their verdure seen from afar which had
      brought hope and consolation to his heart. His fatigue was so great that
      he lay down upon a rock of granite, capriciously cut out like a camp-bed;
      there he fell asleep without taking any precaution to defend himself while
      he slept. He had made the sacrifice of his life. His last thought was one
      of regret. He repented having left the Maugrabins, whose nomadic life
      seemed to smile upon him now that he was far from them and without help.
      He was awakened by the sun, whose pitiless rays fell with all their force
      on the granite and produced an intolerable heat—for he had had the
      stupidity to place himself adversely to the shadow thrown by the verdant
      majestic heads of the palm trees. He looked at the solitary trees and
      shuddered—they reminded him of the graceful shafts crowned with
      foliage which characterize the Saracen columns in the cathedral of Arles.
    


      But when, after counting the palm trees, he cast his eyes around him, the
      most horrible despair was infused into his soul. Before him stretched an
      ocean without limit. The dark sand of the desert spread further than eye
      could reach in every direction, and glittered like steel struck with
      bright light. It might have been a sea of looking-glass, or lakes melted
      together in a mirror. A fiery vapor carried up in surging waves made a
      perpetual whirlwind over the quivering land. The sky was lit with an
      Oriental splendor of insupportable purity, leaving naught for the
      imagination to desire. Heaven and earth were on fire.
    


      The silence was awful in its wild and terrible majesty. Infinity,
      immensity, closed in upon the soul from every side. Not a cloud in the
      sky, not a breath in the air, not a flaw on the bosom of the sand, ever
      moving in diminutive waves; the horizon ended as at sea on a clear day,
      with one line of light, definite as the cut of a sword.
    


      The Provencal threw his arms round the trunk of one of the palm trees, as
      though it were the body of a friend, and then, in the shelter of the thin,
      straight shadow that the palm cast upon the granite, he wept. Then sitting
      down he remained as he was, contemplating with profound sadness the
      implacable scene, which was all he had to look upon. He cried aloud, to
      measure the solitude. His voice, lost in the hollows of the hill, sounded
      faintly, and aroused no echo—the echo was in his own heart. The
      Provencal was twenty-two years old:—he loaded his carbine.
    


      “There’ll be time enough,” he said to himself, laying on the ground the
      weapon which alone could bring him deliverance.
    


      Viewing alternately the dark expanse of the desert and the blue expanse of
      the sky, the soldier dreamed of France—he smelled with delight the
      gutters of Paris—he remembered the towns through which he had
      passed, the faces of his comrades, the most minute details of his life.
      His Southern fancy soon showed him the stones of his beloved Provence, in
      the play of the heat which undulated above the wide expanse of the desert.
      Realizing the danger of this cruel mirage, he went down the opposite side
      of the hill to that by which he had come up the day before. The remains of
      a rug showed that this place of refuge had at one time been inhabited; at
      a short distance he saw some palm trees full of dates. Then the instinct
      which binds us to life awoke again in his heart. He hoped to live long
      enough to await the passing of some Maugrabins, or perhaps he might hear
      the sound of cannon; for at this time Bonaparte was traversing Egypt.
    


      This thought gave him new life. The palm tree seemed to bend with the
      weight of the ripe fruit. He shook some of it down. When he tasted this
      unhoped-for manna, he felt sure that the palms had been cultivated by a
      former inhabitant—the savory, fresh meat of the dates were proof of
      the care of his predecessor. He passed suddenly from dark despair to an
      almost insane joy. He went up again to the top of the hill, and spent the
      rest of the day in cutting down one of the sterile palm trees, which the
      night before had served him for shelter. A vague memory made him think of
      the animals of the desert; and in case they might come to drink at the
      spring, visible from the base of the rocks but lost further down, he
      resolved to guard himself from their visits by placing a barrier at the
      entrance of his hermitage.
    


      In spite of his diligence, and the strength which the fear of being
      devoured asleep gave him, he was unable to cut the palm in pieces, though
      he succeeded in cutting it down. At eventide the king of the desert fell;
      the sound of its fall resounded far and wide, like a sigh in the solitude;
      the soldier shuddered as though he had heard some voice predicting woe.
    


      But like an heir who does not long bewail a deceased relative, he tore off
      from this beautiful tree the tall broad green leaves which are its poetic
      adornment, and used them to mend the mat on which he was to sleep.
    


      Fatigued by the heat and his work, he fell asleep under the red curtains
      of his wet cave.
    


      In the middle of the night his sleep was troubled by an extraordinary
      noise; he sat up, and the deep silence around allowed him to distinguish
      the alternative accents of a respiration whose savage energy could not
      belong to a human creature.
    


      A profound terror, increased still further by the darkness, the silence,
      and his waking images, froze his heart within him. He almost felt his hair
      stand on end, when by straining his eyes to their utmost he perceived
      through the shadow two faint yellow lights. At first he attributed these
      lights to the reflections of his own pupils, but soon the vivid brilliance
      of the night aided him gradually to distinguish the objects around him in
      the cave, and he beheld a huge animal lying but two steps from him. Was it
      a lion, a tiger, or a crocodile?
    


      The Provencal was not sufficiently educated to know under what species his
      enemy ought to be classed; but his fright was all the greater, as his
      ignorance led him to imagine all terrors at once; he endured a cruel
      torture, noting every variation of the breathing close to him without
      daring to make the slightest movement. An odor, pungent like that of a
      fox, but more penetrating, more profound,—so to speak,—filled
      the cave, and when the Provencal became sensible of this, his terror
      reached its height, for he could no longer doubt the proximity of a
      terrible companion, whose royal dwelling served him for a shelter.
    


      Presently the reflection of the moon descending on the horizon lit up the
      den, rendering gradually visible and resplendent the spotted skin of a
      panther.
    


      This lion of Egypt slept, curled up like a big dog, the peaceful possessor
      of a sumptuous niche at the gate of an hotel; its eyes opened for a moment
      and closed again; its face was turned towards the man. A thousand confused
      thoughts passed through the Frenchman’s mind; first he thought of killing
      it with a bullet from his gun, but he saw there was not enough distance
      between them for him to take proper aim—the shot would miss the
      mark. And if it were to wake!—the thought made his limbs rigid. He
      listened to his own heart beating in the midst of the silence, and cursed
      the too violent pulsations which the flow of blood brought on, fearing to
      disturb that sleep which allowed him time to think of some means of
      escape.
    


      Twice he placed his hand on his scimiter, intending to cut off the head of
      his enemy; but the difficulty of cutting the stiff short hair compelled
      him to abandon this daring project. To miss would be to die for CERTAIN,
      he thought; he preferred the chances of fair fight, and made up his mind
      to wait till morning; the morning did not leave him long to wait.
    


      He could now examine the panther at ease; its muzzle was smeared with
      blood.
    


      “She’s had a good dinner,” he thought, without troubling himself as to
      whether her feast might have been on human flesh. “She won’t be hungry
      when she gets up.”
     


      It was a female. The fur on her belly and flanks was glistening white;
      many small marks like velvet formed beautiful bracelets round her feet;
      her sinuous tail was also white, ending with black rings; the overpart of
      her dress, yellow like burnished gold, very lissome and soft, had the
      characteristic blotches in the form of rosettes, which distinguish the
      panther from every other feline species.
    


      This tranquil and formidable hostess snored in an attitude as graceful as
      that of a cat lying on a cushion. Her blood-stained paws, nervous and well
      armed, were stretched out before her face, which rested upon them, and
      from which radiated her straight slender whiskers, like threads of silver.
    


      If she had been like that in a cage, the Provencal would doubtless have
      admired the grace of the animal, and the vigorous contrasts of vivid color
      which gave her robe an imperial splendor; but just then his sight was
      troubled by her sinister appearance.
    


      The presence of the panther, even asleep, could not fail to produce the
      effect which the magnetic eyes of the serpent are said to have on the
      nightingale.
    


      For a moment the courage of the soldier began to fail before this danger,
      though no doubt it would have risen at the mouth of a cannon charged with
      shell. Nevertheless, a bold thought brought daylight to his soul and
      sealed up the source of the cold sweat which sprang forth on his brow.
      Like men driven to bay, who defy death and offer their body to the smiter,
      so he, seeing in this merely a tragic episode, resolved to play his part
      with honor to the last.
    


      “The day before yesterday the Arabs would have killed me, perhaps,” he
      said; so considering himself as good as dead already, he waited bravely,
      with excited curiosity, the awakening of his enemy.
    


      When the sun appeared, the panther suddenly opened her eyes; then she put
      out her paws with energy, as if to stretch them and get rid of cramp. At
      last she yawned, showing the formidable apparatus of her teeth and pointed
      tongue, rough as a file.
    


      “A regular petite maitresse,” thought the Frenchman, seeing her roll
      herself about so softly and coquettishly. She licked off the blood which
      stained her paws and muzzle, and scratched her head with reiterated
      gestures full of prettiness. “All right, make a little toilet,” the
      Frenchman said to himself, beginning to recover his gaiety with his
      courage; “we’ll say good morning to each other presently;” and he seized
      the small, short dagger which he had taken from the Maugrabins.
    


      At this moment the panther turned her head toward the man and looked at
      him fixedly without moving. The rigidity of her metallic eyes and their
      insupportable luster made him shudder, especially when the animal walked
      towards him. But he looked at her caressingly, staring into her eyes in
      order to magnetize her, and let her come quite close to him; then with a
      movement both gentle and amorous, as though he were caressing the most
      beautiful of women, he passed his hand over her whole body, from the head
      to the tail, scratching the flexible vertebrae which divided the panther’s
      yellow back. The animal waved her tail voluptuously, and her eyes grew
      gentle; and when for the third time the Frenchman accomplished this
      interesting flattery, she gave forth one of those purrings by which cats
      express their pleasure; but this murmur issued from a throat so powerful
      and so deep that it resounded through the cave like the last vibrations of
      an organ in a church. The man, understanding the importance of his
      caresses, redoubled them in such a way as to surprise and stupefy his
      imperious courtesan. When he felt sure of having extinguished the ferocity
      of his capricious companion, whose hunger had so fortunately been
      satisfied the day before, he got up to go out of the cave; the panther let
      him go out, but when he had reached the summit of the hill she sprang with
      the lightness of a sparrow hopping from twig to twig, and rubbed herself
      against his legs, putting up her back after the manner of all the race of
      cats. Then regarding her guest with eyes whose glare had softened a
      little, she gave vent to that wild cry which naturalists compare to the
      grating of a saw.
    


      “She is exacting,” said the Frenchman, smilingly.
    


      He was bold enough to play with her ears; he caressed her belly and
      scratched her head as hard as he could. When he saw that he was
      successful, he tickled her skull with the point of his dagger, watching
      for the right moment to kill her, but the hardness of her bones made him
      tremble for his success.
    


      The sultana of the desert showed herself gracious to her slave; she lifted
      her head, stretched out her neck and manifested her delight by the
      tranquility of her attitude. It suddenly occurred to the soldier that to
      kill this savage princess with one blow he must poniard her in the throat.
    


      He raised the blade, when the panther, satisfied no doubt, laid herself
      gracefully at his feet, and cast up at him glances in which, in spite of
      their natural fierceness, was mingled confusedly a kind of good will. The
      poor Provencal ate his dates, leaning against one of the palm trees, and
      casting his eyes alternately on the desert in quest of some liberator and
      on his terrible companion to watch her uncertain clemency.
    


      The panther looked at the place where the date stones fell, and every time
      that he threw one down her eyes expressed an incredible mistrust.
    


      She examined the man with an almost commercial prudence. However, this
      examination was favorable to him, for when he had finished his meager meal
      she licked his boots with her powerful rough tongue, brushing off with
      marvelous skill the dust gathered in the creases.
    


      “Ah, but when she’s really hungry!” thought the Frenchman. In spite of the
      shudder this thought caused him, the soldier began to measure curiously
      the proportions of the panther, certainly one of the most splendid
      specimens of its race. She was three feet high and four feet long without
      counting her tail; this powerful weapon, rounded like a cudgel, was nearly
      three feet long. The head, large as that of a lioness, was distinguished
      by a rare expression of refinement. The cold cruelty of a tiger was
      dominant, it was true, but there was also a vague resemblance to the face
      of a sensual woman. Indeed, the face of this solitary queen had something
      of the gaiety of a drunken Nero: she had satiated herself with blood, and
      she wanted to play.
    


      The soldier tried if he might walk up and down, and the panther left him
      free, contenting herself with following him with her eyes, less like a
      faithful dog than a big Angora cat, observing everything and every
      movement of her master.
    


      When he looked around, he saw, by the spring, the remains of his horse;
      the panther had dragged the carcass all that way; about two thirds of it
      had been devoured already. The sight reassured him.
    


      It was easy to explain the panther’s absence, and the respect she had had
      for him while he slept. The first piece of good luck emboldened him to
      tempt the future, and he conceived the wild hope of continuing on good
      terms with the panther during the entire day, neglecting no means of
      taming her, and remaining in her good graces.
    


      He returned to her, and had the unspeakable joy of seeing her wag her tail
      with an almost imperceptible movement at his approach. He sat down then,
      without fear, by her side, and they began to play together; he took her
      paws and muzzle, pulled her ears, rolled her over on her back, stroked her
      warm, delicate flanks. She let him do what ever he liked, and when he
      began to stroke the hair on her feet she drew her claws in carefully.
    


      The man, keeping the dagger in one hand, thought to plunge it into the
      belly of the too confiding panther, but he was afraid that he would be
      immediately strangled in her last convulsive struggle; besides, he felt in
      his heart a sort of remorse which bid him respect a creature that had done
      him no harm. He seemed to have found a friend, in a boundless desert; half
      unconsciously he thought of his first sweetheart, whom he had nicknamed
      “Mignonne” by way of contrast, because she was so atrociously jealous that
      all the time of their love he was in fear of the knife with which she had
      always threatened him.
    


      This memory of his early days suggested to him the idea of making the
      young panther answer to this name, now that he began to admire with less
      terror her swiftness, suppleness, and softness. Toward the end of the day
      he had familiarized himself with his perilous position; he now almost
      liked the painfulness of it. At last his companion had got into the habit
      of looking up at him whenever he cried in a falsetto voice, “Mignonne.”
     


      At the setting of the sun Mignonne gave, several times running, a profound
      melancholy cry. “She’s been well brought up,” said the lighthearted
      soldier; “she says her prayers.” But this mental joke only occurred to him
      when he noticed what a pacific attitude his companion remained in. “Come,
      ma petite blonde, I’ll let you go to bed first,” he said to her, counting
      on the activity of his own legs to run away as quickly as possible,
      directly she was asleep, and seek another shelter for the night.
    


      The soldier waited with impatience the hour of his flight, and when it had
      arrived he walked vigorously in the direction of the Nile; but hardly had
      he made a quarter of a league in the sand when he heard the panther
      bounding after him, crying with that saw-like cry more dreadful even than
      the sound of her leaping.
    


      “Ah!” he said, “then she’s taken a fancy to me, she has never met anyone
      before, and it is really quite flattering to have her first love.” That
      instant the man fell into one of those movable quicksands so terrible to
      travelers and from which it is impossible to save oneself. Feeling himself
      caught, he gave a shriek of alarm; the panther seized him with her teeth
      by the collar, and, springing vigorously backwards, drew him as if by
      magic out of the whirling sand.
    


      “Ah, Mignonne!” cried the soldier, caressing her enthusiastically; “we’re
      bound together for life and death but no jokes, mind!” and he retraced his
      steps.
    


      From that time the desert seemed inhabited. It contained a being to whom
      the man could talk, and whose ferocity was rendered gentle by him, though
      he could not explain to himself the reason for their strange friendship.
      Great as was the soldier’s desire to stay upon guard, he slept.
    


      On awakening he could not find Mignonne; he mounted the hill, and in the
      distance saw her springing toward him after the habit of these animals,
      who cannot run on account of the extreme flexibility of the vertebral
      column. Mignonne arrived, her jaws covered with blood; she received the
      wonted caress of her companion, showing with much purring how happy it
      made her. Her eyes, full of languor, turned still more gently than the day
      before toward the Provencal, who talked to her as one would to a tame
      animal.
    


      “Ah! mademoiselle, you are a nice girl, aren’t you? Just look at that! So
      we like to be made much of, don’t we? Aren’t you ashamed of yourself? So
      you have been eating some Arab or other, have you? That doesn’t matter.
      They’re animals just the same as you are; but don’t you take to eating
      Frenchmen, or I shan’t like you any longer.”
     


      She played like a dog with its master, letting herself be rolled over,
      knocked about, and stroked, alternately; sometimes she herself would
      provoke the soldier, putting up her paw with a soliciting gesture.
    


      Some days passed in this manner. This companionship permitted the
      Provencal to appreciate the sublime beauty of the desert; now that he had
      a living thing to think about, alternations of fear and quiet, and plenty
      to eat, his mind became filled with contrast and his life began to be
      diversified.
    


      Solitude revealed to him all her secrets, and enveloped him in her
      delights. He discovered in the rising and setting of the sun sights
      unknown to the world. He knew what it was to tremble when he heard over
      his head the hiss of a bird’s wing, so rarely did they pass, or when he
      saw the clouds, changing and many colored travelers, melt one into
      another. He studied in the night time the effect of the moon upon the
      ocean of sand, where the simoom made waves swift of movement and rapid in
      their change. He lived the life of the Eastern day, marveling at its
      wonderful pomp; then, after having reveled in the sight of a hurricane
      over the plain where the whirling sands made red, dry mists and
      death-bearing clouds, he would welcome the night with joy, for then fell
      the healthful freshness of the stars, and he listened to imaginary music
      in the skies. Then solitude taught him to unroll the treasures of dreams.
      He passed whole hours in remembering mere nothings, and comparing his
      present life with his past.
    


      At last he grew passionately fond of the panther; for some sort of
      affection was a necessity.
    


      Whether it was that his will powerfully projected had modified the
      character of his companion, or whether, because she found abundant food in
      her predatory excursions in the desert, she respected the man’s life, he
      began to fear for it no longer, seeing her so well tamed.
    


      He devoted the greater part of his time to sleep, but he was obliged to
      watch like a spider in its web that the moment of his deliverance might
      not escape him, if anyone should pass the line marked by the horizon. He
      had sacrificed his shirt to make a flag with, which he hung at the top of
      a palm tree, whose foliage he had torn off. Taught by necessity, he found
      the means of keeping it spread out, by fastening it with little sticks;
      for the wind might not be blowing at the moment when the passing traveler
      was looking through the desert.
    


      It was during the long hours, when he had abandoned hope, that he amused
      himself with the panther. He had come to learn the different inflections
      of her voice, the expressions of her eyes; he had studied the capricious
      patterns of all the rosettes which marked the gold of her robe. Mignonne
      was not even angry when he took hold of the tuft at the end of her tail to
      count her rings, those graceful ornaments which glittered in the sun like
      jewelry. It gave him pleasure to contemplate the supple, fine outlines of
      her form, the whiteness of her belly, the graceful pose of her head. But
      it was especially when she was playing that he felt most pleasure in
      looking at her; the agility and youthful lightness of her movements were a
      continual surprise to him; he wondered at the supple way in which she
      jumped and climbed, washed herself and arranged her fur, crouched down and
      prepared to spring. However rapid her spring might be, however slippery
      the stone she was on, she would always stop short at the word “Mignonne.”
     


      One day, in a bright midday sun, an enormous bird coursed through the air.
      The man left his panther to look at his new guest; but after waiting a
      moment the deserted sultana growled deeply.
    


      “My goodness! I do believe she’s jealous,” he cried, seeing her eyes
      become hard again; “the soul of Virginie has passed into her body; that’s
      certain.”
     


      The eagle disappeared into the air, while the soldier admired the curved
      contour of the panther.
    


      But there was such youth and grace in her form! she was beautiful as a
      woman! the blond fur of her robe mingled well with the delicate tints of
      faint white which marked her flanks.
    


      The profuse light cast down by the sun made this living gold, these russet
      markings, to burn in a way to give them an indefinable attraction.
    


      The man and the panther looked at one another with a look full of meaning;
      the coquette quivered when she felt her friend stroke her head; her eyes
      flashed like lightning—then she shut them tightly.
    


      “She has a soul,” he said, looking at the stillness of this queen of the
      sands, golden like them, white like them, solitary and burning like them.
    


      “Well,” she said, “I have read your plea in favor of beasts; but how did
      two so well adapted to understand each other end?”
     


      “Ah, well! you see, they ended as all great passions do end—by a
      misunderstanding. For some reason ONE suspects the other of treason; they
      don’t come to an explanation through pride, and quarrel and part from
      sheer obstinacy.”
     


      “Yet sometimes at the best moments a single word or a look is enough—but
      anyhow go on with your story.”
     


      “It’s horribly difficult, but you will understand, after what the old
      villain told me over his champagne. He said—‘I don’t know if I hurt
      her, but she turned round, as if enraged, and with her sharp teeth caught
      hold of my leg—gently, I daresay; but I, thinking she would devour
      me, plunged my dagger into her throat. She rolled over, giving a cry that
      froze my heart; and I saw her dying, still looking at me without anger. I
      would have given all the world—my cross even, which I had not got
      then—to have brought her to life again. It was as though I had
      murdered a real person; and the soldiers who had seen my flag, and were
      come to my assistance, found me in tears.’ 
    


      “‘Well sir,’ he said, after a moment of silence, ‘since then I have been
      in war in Germany, in Spain, in Russia, in France; I’ve certainly carried
      my carcase about a good deal, but never have I seen anything like the
      desert. Ah! yes, it is very beautiful!’ 
    


      “‘What did you feel there?’ I asked him.
    


      “‘Oh! that can’t be described, young man! Besides, I am not always
      regretting my palm trees and my panther. I should have to be very
      melancholy for that. In the desert, you see, there is everything and
      nothing.’ 
    


      “‘Yes, but explain——’ 
    


      “‘Well,’ he said, with an impatient gesture, ‘it is God without mankind.’”
     



      Text from Project Gutenberg.

    

  
    
      Poem

      Bedouin Song

      Bayard Taylor, 1853

      
        


BEDOUIN SONG.




From the Desert I come to thee
 On a stallion shod with fire;
And the winds are left behind
 In the speed of my desire.
Under thy window I stand,
 And the midnight hears my cry:
I love thee, I love but thee,
 With a love that shall not die
 Till the sun grows cold,
 And the stars are old,
 And the leaves of the Judgment Book unfold!


Look from thy window and see
 My passion and my pain;
I lie on the sands below,
 And I faint in thy disdain.
 Let the night-winds touch thy brow
 With the heat of my burning sigh,
And melt thee to hear the vow
 Of a love that shall not die
 Till the sun grows cold,
 And the stars are old,
 And the leaves of the Judgment Book unfold!


My steps are nightly driven,
 By the fever in my breast,
To hear from thy lattice breathed
 The word that shall give me rest.
Open the door of thy heart,
 And open thy chamber door,
And my kisses shall teach thy lips
 The love that shall fade no more
 Till the sun grows cold,
 And the stars are old,
 And the leaves of the Judgment Book unfold!








      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Essay

      Preface to The Desert and the Sown

      Gertrude Bell, 1907

      Those who venture to add a new volume to the vast literature of travel,
unless they be men of learning or politicians, must be prepared with an
excuse. My excuse is ready, as specious and I hope as plausible as such
things should be. I desired to write not so much a book of travel as an
account of the people whom I met or who accompanied me on my way, and to
show what the world is like in which they live and how it appears to
them. And since it was better that they should, as far as possible, tell
their own tale, I have strung their words upon the thread of the road,
relating as I heard them the stories with which shepherd and man-at-arms
beguiled the hours of the march, the talk that passed from lip to lip
round the camp fire, in the black tent of the Arab and the guest-chamber
of the Druze, as well as the more cautious utterances of Turkish and
Syrian officials. Their statecraft consists of guesses, often shrewd
enough, at the results that may spring from the clash of unknown forces,
of which the strength and the aim are but dimly apprehended; their
wisdom is that of men whose channels of information and standards for
comparison are different from ours, and who bring a different set of
preconceptions to bear upon the problems laid before them. The Oriental
is like a very old child. He is unacquainted with many branches of
knowledge which we have come to regard as of elementary necessity;
frequently, but not always, his mind is little preoccupied with the need
of acquiring them, and he concerns himself scarcely at all with what we
call practical utility. He is not practical in our acceptation of the
word, any more than a child is practical, and his utility is not ours.
On the other hand, his action is guided by traditions of conduct and
morality that go back to the beginnings of civilisation, traditions
unmodified as yet by any important change in the manner of life to which
they apply and out of which they arose. These things apart, he is as we
are; human nature does not undergo a complete change east of Suez, nor
is it impossible to be on terms of friendship and sympathy with the
dwellers in those regions. In some respects it is even easier than in
Europe. You will find in the East habits of intercourse less fettered by
artificial chains, and a wider tolerance born of greater diversity.
Society is divided by caste and sect and tribe into an infinite number
of groups, each one of which is following a law of its own, and however
fantastic, to our thinking, that law may be, to the Oriental it is an
ample and a satisfactory explanation of all peculiarities. A man may go
about in public veiled up to the eyes, or clad if he please only in a
girdle: he will excite no remark. Why should he? Like every one else he
is merely obeying his own law. So too the European may pass up and down
the wildest places, encountering little curiosity and of criticism even
less. The news he brings will be heard with interest, his opinions will
be listened to with attention, but he will not be thought odd or mad,
nor even mistaken, because his practices and the ways of his thought are
at variance with those of the people among whom he finds himself.
"'Ādat-hu:" it is his custom. And for this reason he will be the wiser
if he does not seek to ingratiate himself with Orientals by trying to
ape their habits, unless he is so skilful that he can pass as one of
themselves. Let him treat the law of others respectfully, but he himself
will meet with a far greater respect if he adheres strictly to his own.
For a woman this rule is of the first importance, since a woman can
never disguise herself effectually. That she should be known to come of
a great and honoured stock, whose customs are inviolable, is her best
claim to consideration.

None of the country through which I went is ground virgin to the
traveller, though parts of it have been visited but seldom, and
described only in works that are costly and often difficult to obtain.
Of such places I have given a brief account, and as many photographs as
seemed to be of value. I have also noted in the northern cities of Syria
those vestiges of antiquity that catch the eye of a casual observer.
There is still much exploration to be done in Syria and on the edge of
the desert, and there are many difficult problems yet to be solved. The
work has been well begun by de Vogüé, Wetzstein, Brünnow, Sachau,
Dussaud, Puchstein and his colleagues, the members of the Princeton
Expedition and others. To their books I refer those who would learn how
immeasurably rich is the land in architectural monuments and in the
epigraphic records of a far-reaching history.

My journey did not end at Alexandretta as this account ends. In Asia
Minor I was, however, concerned mainly with archæology; the results of
what work I did there have been published in a series of papers in the
"Revue Archéologique," where, through the kindness of the editor,
Monsieur Salomon Reinach, they have found a more suitable place than the
pages of such a book as this could have offered them.

I do not know either the people or the language of Asia Minor well
enough to come into anything like a close touch with the country, but I
am prepared, even on a meagre acquaintance, to lay tokens of esteem at
the feet of the Turkish peasant. He is gifted with many virtues, with
the virtue of hospitality beyond all others.

I have been at some pains to relate the actual political conditions of
unimportant persons. They do not appear so unimportant to one who is in
their midst, and for my part I have always been grateful to those who
have provided me with a clue to their relations with one another. But I
am not concerned to justify or condemn the government of the Turk. I
have lived long enough in Syria to realise that his rule is far from
being the ideal of administration, and seen enough of the turbulent
elements which he keeps more or less in order to know that his post is a
difficult one. I do not believe that any government would give universal
satisfaction; indeed, there are few which attain that desired end even
in more united countries. Being English, I am persuaded that we are the
people who could best have taken Syria in hand with the prospect of a
success greater than that which might be attained by a moderately
reasonable Sultan. We have long recognised that the task will not fall
to us. We have unfortunately done more than this. Throughout the
dominions of Turkey we have allowed a very great reputation to weaken
and decline; reluctant to accept the responsibility of official
interference, we have yet permitted the irresponsible protests,
vehemently expressed, of a sentimentality that I make bold to qualify as
ignorant, and our dealings with the Turk have thus presented an air of
vacillation which he may be pardoned for considering perfidious and for
regarding with animosity. These feelings, combined with the deep-seated
dread of a great Asiatic Empire which is also mistress of Egypt and of
the sea, have, I think, led the Porte to seize the first opportunity for
open resistance to British demands, whether out of simple miscalculation
of the spirit that would be aroused, or with the hope of foreign
backing, it is immaterial to decide, The result is equally deplorable,
and if I have gauged the matter at all correctly, the root of it lies in
the disappearance of English influence at Constantinople. The position
of authority that we occupied has been taken by another, yet it is and
must be of far deeper importance to us than to any other that we should
be able to guide when necessary the tortuous politics of Yildiz Kiosk.
The greatest of all Mohammedan powers cannot afford to let her relations
with the Khalif of Islām be regulated with so little consistency or
firmness, and if the Sultan's obstinacy in the Tābah quarrel can prove
to us how far the reins have slipped from our hands, it will have served
its turn. Seated as we are upon the Mediterranean and having at our
command, as I believe, a considerable amount of goodwill within the
Turkish empire and the memories of an ancient friendship, it should not
be impossible to recapture the place we have lost.

But these are matters outside the scope of the present book, and my
apologia had best end where every Oriental writer would have begun:
"In the name of God, the Merciful, the Compassionate!"



































































































































































































































































































































      Text from Project Gutenberg.

    

  
    
      Afterword

      Day Thirty-Nine: The desert

      Gertrude Bell is frank about her politics. “Being English, I am persuaded that we are the people who could best have taken Syria in hand,” she writes, and hopes Britain may yet “recapture the place we have lost.” Within fifteen years Britain had taken much of the region in hand, and Bell with it. In the First World War she worked for British intelligence in Cairo alongside T. E. Lawrence; afterwards she helped draw the borders of the new kingdom of Iraq and make Faisal its king. She founded what is now the Iraq Museum in Baghdad, and is buried in the city.

      Balzac’s old soldier has fought all over Europe since Egypt, and has seen nothing like the desert: “it is God without mankind.” Bell went for the mankind, for the stories and the talk “round the camp fire”.

      “We’re bound together for life and death,” the soldier tells Mignonne, and Taylor’s Bedouin promises a love “that shall not die / Till the sun grows cold”. The man passing on the soldier’s story is cooler: great passions end “by a misunderstanding”. He is telling it, remember, to a woman who has just “made so many promises” to get it out of him. Is it a love story or a warning?

    

  
    
      Day Forty

      Tuscany, 1300–1350

      25 minutes

      
        Story
        Federigo's Falcon (Decameron V.9)
        Giovanni Boccaccio · 10 minutes
        A young Florentine spends everything he has courting a lady who will not look at him, until only his falcon is left.
      

      
        Poem
        Ballata, in Exile ('Because no hope is left me, Ballatetta')
        Guido Cavalcanti · 2 minutes
        Dante's 'first friend', banished from Florence and fearing he will never return, sends his little poem to carry his heart to his lady.
      

      
        Essay
        The Ascent of Mont Ventoux
        Petrarch · 14 minutes
        Petrarch climbs a mountain in Provence for the view, perhaps the first person to do so for its own sake, and writes to his confessor about the climb.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      Federigo's Falcon (Decameron V.9)

      Giovanni Boccaccio, translated by J. M. Rigg, 1353

      This is one of the hundred tales of Boccaccio's Decameron, told by ten young Florentines who have left the city to escape the plague of 1348. Hawking was a noble sport, and a trained falcon a costly treasure.

      
        You are then to know, that Coppo di Borghese Domenichi, a man that in our
day was, and perchance still is, had in respect and great reverence in
our city, being not only by reason of his noble lineage, but, and yet
more, for manners and merit most illustrious and worthy of eternal
renown, was in his old age not seldom wont to amuse himself by
discoursing of things past with his neighbours and other folk; wherein he
had not his match for accuracy and compass of memory and concinnity of
speech. Among other good stories, he would tell, how that there was of
yore in Florence a gallant named Federigo di Messer Filippo Alberighi,
who for feats of arms and courtesy had not his peer in Tuscany; who, as
is the common lot of gentlemen, became enamoured of a lady named Monna
Giovanna, who in her day held rank among the fairest and most elegant
ladies of Florence; to gain whose love he jousted, tilted, gave
entertainments, scattered largess, and in short set no bounds to his
expenditure. However the lady, no less virtuous than fair, cared not a
jot for what he did for her sake, nor yet for him.

Spending thus greatly beyond his means, and making nothing, Federigo
could hardly fail to come to lack, and was at length reduced to such
poverty that he had nothing left but a little estate, on the rents of
which he lived very straitly, and a single falcon, the best in the world.
The estate was at Campi, and thither, deeming it no longer possible for
him to live in the city as he desired, he repaired, more in love than
ever before; and there, in complete seclusion, diverting himself with
hawking, he bore his poverty as patiently as he might.

Now, Federigo being thus reduced to extreme poverty, it so happened that
one day Monna Giovanna's husband, who was very rich, fell ill, and,
seeing that he was nearing his end, made his will, whereby he left his
estate to his son, who was now growing up, and in the event of his death
without lawful heir named Monna Giovanna, whom he dearly loved, heir in
his stead; and having made these dispositions he died.

Monna Giovanna, being thus left a widow, did as our ladies are wont, and
repaired in the summer to one of her estates in the country which lay
very near to that of Federigo. And so it befell that the urchin began to
make friends with Federigo, and to shew a fondness for hawks and dogs,
and having seen Federigo's falcon fly not a few times, took a singular
fancy to him, and greatly longed to have him for his own, but still did
not dare to ask him of Federigo, knowing that Federigo prized him so
much. So the matter stood when by chance the boy fell sick; whereby the
mother was sore distressed, for he was her only son, and she loved him as
much as might be, insomuch that all day long she was beside him, and
ceased not to comfort him, and again and again asked him if there were
aught that he wished for, imploring him to say the word, and, if it might
by any means be had, she would assuredly do her utmost to procure it for
him. Thus repeatedly exhorted, the boy said:--"Mother mine, do but get me
Federigo's falcon, and I doubt not I shall soon be well." Whereupon the
lady was silent a while, bethinking her what she should do. She knew that
Federigo had long loved her, and had never had so much as a single kind
look from her: wherefore she said to herself:--How can I send or go to
beg of him this falcon, which by what I hear is the best that ever flew,
and moreover is his sole comfort? And how could I be so unfeeling as to
seek to deprive a gentleman of the one solace that is now left him? And
so, albeit she very well knew that she might have the falcon for the
asking, she was perplexed, and knew not what to say, and gave her son no
answer. At length, however, the love she bore the boy carried the day,
and she made up her mind, for his contentment, come what might, not to
send, but to go herself and fetch him the falcon. So:--"Be of good cheer,
my son," she said, "and doubt not thou wilt soon be well; for I promise
thee that the very first thing that I shall do tomorrow morning will be
to go and fetch thee the falcon." Whereat the child was so pleased that
he began to mend that very day.

On the morrow the lady, as if for pleasure, hied her with another lady to
Federigo's little house, and asked to see him. 'Twas still, as for some
days past, no weather for hawking, and Federigo was in his garden, busy
about some small matters which needed to be set right there. When he
heard that Monna Giovanna was at the door, asking to see him, he was not
a little surprised and pleased, and hied him to her with all speed. As
soon as she saw him, she came forward to meet him with womanly grace, and
having received his respectful salutation, said to him:--"Good morrow,
Federigo," and continued:--"I am come to requite thee for what thou hast
lost by loving me more than thou shouldst: which compensation is this,
that I and this lady that accompanies me will breakfast with thee without
ceremony this morning." "Madam," Federigo replied with all humility, "I
mind not ever to have lost aught by loving you, but rather to have been
so much profited that, if I ever deserved well in aught, 'twas to your
merit that I owed it, and to the love that I bore you. And of a surety
had I still as much to spend as I have spent in the past, I should not
prize it so much as this visit you so frankly pay me, come as you are to
one who can afford you but a sorry sort of hospitality." Which said, with
some confusion, he bade her welcome to his house, and then led her into
his garden, where, having none else to present to her by way of
companion, he said:--"Madam, as there is none other here, this good
woman, wife of this husbandman, will bear you company, while I go to have
the table set." Now, albeit his poverty was extreme, yet he had not known
as yet how sore was the need to which his extravagance had reduced him;
but this morning 'twas brought home to him, for that he could find nought
wherewith to do honour to the lady, for love of whom he had done the
honours of his house to men without number: wherefore, distressed beyond
measure, and inwardly cursing his evil fortune, he sped hither and
thither like one beside himself, but never a coin found he, nor yet aught
to pledge. Meanwhile it grew late, and sorely he longed that the lady
might not leave his house altogether unhonoured, and yet to crave help of
his own husbandman was more than his pride could brook. In these
desperate straits his glance happened to fall on his brave falcon on his
perch in his little parlour. And so, as a last resource, he took him, and
finding him plump, deemed that he would make a dish meet for such a lady.
Wherefore, without thinking twice about it, he wrung the bird's neck, and
caused his maid forthwith pluck him and set him on a spit, and roast him
carefully; and having still some spotless table linen, he had the table
laid therewith, and with a cheerful countenance hied him back to his lady
in the garden, and told her that such breakfast as he could give her was
ready. So the lady and her companion rose and came to table, and there,
with Federigo, who waited on them most faithfully, ate the brave falcon,
knowing not what they ate.

When they were risen from table, and had dallied a while in gay converse
with him, the lady deemed it time to tell the reason of her visit:
wherefore, graciously addressing Federigo, thus began she:--"Federigo, by
what thou rememberest of thy past life and my virtue, which, perchance,
thou hast deemed harshness and cruelty, I doubt not thou must marvel at
my presumption, when thou hearest the main purpose of my visit; but if
thou hadst sons, or hadst had them, so that thou mightest know the full
force of the love that is borne them, I should make no doubt that thou
wouldst hold me in part excused. Nor, having a son, may I, for that thou
hast none, claim exemption from the laws to which all other mothers are
subject, and, being thus bound to own their sway, I must, though fain
were I not, and though 'tis neither meet nor right, crave of thee that
which I know thou dost of all things and with justice prize most highly,
seeing that this extremity of thy adverse fortune has left thee nought
else wherewith to delight, divert and console thee; which gift is no
other than thy falcon, on which my boy has so set his heart that, if I
bring him it not, I fear lest he grow so much worse of the malady that he
has, that thereby it may come to pass that I lose him. And so, not for
the love which thou dost bear me, and which may nowise bind thee, but for
that nobleness of temper, whereof in courtesy more conspicuously than in
aught else thou hast given proof, I implore thee that thou be pleased to
give me the bird, that thereby I may say that I have kept my son alive,
and thus made him for aye thy debtor."

No sooner had Federigo apprehended what the lady wanted, than, for grief
that 'twas not in his power to serve her, because he had given her the
falcon to eat, he fell a weeping in her presence, before he could so much
as utter a word. At first the lady supposed that 'twas only because he
was loath to part with the brave falcon that he wept, and as good as made
up her mind that he would refuse her: however, she awaited with patience
Federigo's answer, which was on this wise:--"Madam, since it pleased God
that I should set my affections upon you there have been matters not a
few, in which to my sorrow I have deemed Fortune adverse to me; but they
have all been trifles in comparison of the trick that she now plays me:
the which I shall never forgive her, seeing that you are come here to my
poor house, where, while I was rich, you deigned not to come, and ask a
trifling favour of me, which she has put it out of my power to grant: how
'tis so, I will briefly tell you. When I learned that you, of your grace,
were minded to breakfast with me, having respect to your high dignity and
desert, I deemed it due and seemly that in your honour I should regale
you, to the best of my power, with fare of a more excellent quality than
is commonly set before others; and, calling to mind the falcon which you
now ask of me, and his excellence, I judged him meet food for you, and so
you have had him roasted on the trencher this morning; and well indeed I
thought I had bestowed him; but, as now I see that you would fain have
had him in another guise, so mortified am I that I am not able to serve
you, that I doubt I shall never know peace of mind more." In witness
whereof he had the feathers and feet and beak of the bird brought in and
laid before her.

The first thing the lady did, when she had heard Federigo's story, and
seen the relics of the bird, was to chide him that he had killed so fine
a falcon to furnish a woman with a breakfast; after which the magnanimity
of her host, which poverty had been and was powerless to impair, elicited
no small share of inward commendation. Then, frustrate of her hope of
possessing the falcon, and doubting of her son's recovery, she took her
leave with the heaviest of hearts, and hied her back to the boy: who,
whether for fretting, that he might not have the falcon, or by the
unaided energy of his disorder, departed this life not many days after,
to the exceeding great grief of his mother. For a while she would do
nought but weep and bitterly bewail herself; but being still young, and
left very wealthy, she was often urged by her brothers to marry again,
and though she would rather have not done so, yet being importuned, and
remembering Federigo's high desert, and the magnificent generosity with
which he had finally killed his falcon to do her honour, she said to her
brothers:--"Gladly, with your consent, would I remain a widow, but if you
will not be satisfied except I take a husband, rest assured that none
other will I ever take save Federigo degli Alberighi." Whereupon her
brothers derided her, saying:--"Foolish woman, what is't thou sayst? How
shouldst thou want Federigo, who has not a thing in the world?" To whom
she answered:--"My brothers, well wot I that 'tis as you say; but I had
rather have a man without wealth than wealth without a man." The
brothers, perceiving that her mind was made up, and knowing Federigo for
a good man and true, poor though he was, gave her to him with all her
wealth. And so Federigo, being mated with such a wife, and one that he
had so much loved, and being very wealthy to boot, lived happily, keeping
more exact accounts, to the end of his days.
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      Poem

      Ballata, in Exile ('Because no hope is left me, Ballatetta')

      Guido Cavalcanti, translated by Ezra Pound, 1300

      Guido Cavalcanti, the poet Dante called his "first friend", was banished from Florence in 1300 during the city's feuds and died that same year. A ballata is a song in dancing measure; "Ballatetta", little ballad, is the poem itself, which the poet sends to his lady as a messenger.

      
        
          Because no hope is left me, Ballatetta,

Of return to Tuscany,

Light-foot go thou some fleet way

Unto my Lady straightway,

And out of her courtesy

Great honour will she do thee.


Tidings thou bearest with thee sorrow-fain

Full of all grieving, overcast with fear.

On guard! Lest any one see thee or hear,

Any who holds high nature in disdain,

For sure if so, to my increase of pain,

Thou wert made prisoner

And held afar from her,

Hereby new harms were given

Me, and after death even

Dolour and griefs renewed.


Thou knowest, Ballatetta, that Death layeth

His hand upon me whom hath Life forsaken;

Thou knowest well how great a tumult swayeth

My heart at sound of her whom each sense crieth

Till all my mournful body is so shaken

That I cannot endure here,



 
Would’st thou make service sure here?

Lead forth my soul with thee

(I pray thee earnestly)

When it parts from my heart here.


Ah, Ballatetta, to thy friendliness

I do give o’er this trembling soul’s poor case.

Bring thou it there where her dear pity is,

And when thou hast found that Lady of all grace

Speak through thy sighs, my Ballad, with thy face

Low bowed, thy words in sum:

“Behold, thy servant is come,

This soul who would dwell with thee,

Asundered suddenly

From Him, Love’s servitor.”


O smothered voice and weak that tak’st the road

Out from the weeping heart and dolorous,

Go crying out my most sad mind’s alarm

Forth with my soul and this song piteous

Until thou find a lady of such charm,

So sweetly intelligent

That e’en thy sorrow is rent.

Take thy fast place before her.

And thou, Soul mine, adore her

Alway, with all thy might.
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      Essay

      The Ascent of Mont Ventoux

      Petrarch, translated by James Harvey Robinson, 1336

      Petrarch, the Italian poet of the sonnets to Laura, wrote this letter to Dionigi da Borgo San Sepolcro, a friar who had given him a pocket copy of Saint Augustine's Confessions, the book in which Augustine tells how he turned from the world to God. Mont Ventoux is a bare mountain in Provence, near Avignon, where Petrarch lived.

      To-day I made the ascent of the highest mountain in this region, which
is not improperly called Ventosum. My only motive was the wish to
see what so great an elevation had to offer. I have had the expedition
in mind for many years; for, as you know, I have lived in this region
from infancy, having been cast here by that fate which determines the
affairs of men. Consequently the mountain, which is visible from a
great distance, was ever before my eyes, and I conceived the plan of
some time doing what I have at last accomplished to-day. The idea took
hold upon me with especial force when, in re-reading Livy's History of
Rome, yesterday, I happened upon the place where Philip of Macedon,
the same who waged war against the Romans, ascended Mount Hæmus in
Thessaly, from whose summit he was able, it is said, to see two seas,
the Adriatic and the Euxine. Whether this be true or false I have not
been able to determine, for the mountain is too far away, and writers
disagree. Pomponius Mela, the cosmographer—not to mention others who
have spoken of this occurrence—admits its truth without hesitation;
Titus Livius, on the other hand, considers it false. I, assuredly,
should not have left the question long in doubt, had that mountain been
as easy to explore as this one. Let us leave this matter one side,
however, and return to my mountain here,—it seems to me that a young
man in private life may well be excused for attempting what an aged
king could undertake without arousing criticism.

When I came to look about for a companion I found, strangely enough,
that hardly one among my friends seemed suitable, so rarely do we meet
with just the right combination of personal tastes and characteristics,
even among those who are dearest to us. This one was too apathetic,
that one over-anxious; this one too slow, that one too hasty; one
was too sad, another over-cheerful; one more simple, another more
sagacious, than I desired. I feared this one's taciturnity and that
one's loquacity. The heavy deliberation of some repelled me as much
as the lean incapacity of others. I rejected those who were likely to
irritate me by a cold want of interest, as well as those who might
weary me by their excessive enthusiasm. Such defects, however grave,
could be borne with at home, for charity suffereth all things, and
friendship accepts any burden; but it is quite otherwise on a journey,
where every weakness becomes much more serious. So, as I was bent
upon pleasure and anxious that my enjoyment should be unalloyed, I
looked about me with unusual care, balanced against one another the
various characteristics of my friends, and without committing any
breach of friendship I silently condemned every trait which might prove
disagreeable on the way. And—would you believe it?—I finally turned
homeward for aid, and proposed the ascent to my only brother, who is
younger than I, and with whom you are well acquainted. He was delighted
and gratified beyond measure by the thought of holding the place of a
friend as well as of a brother.

At the time fixed we left the house, and by evening reached Malaucène,
which lies at the foot of the mountain, to the north. Having rested
there a day, we finally made the ascent this morning, with no
companions except two servants; and a most difficult task it was. The
mountain is a very steep and almost inaccessible mass of stony soil.
But, as the poet has well said, "Remorseless toil conquers all." It
was a long day, the air fine. We enjoyed the advantages of vigour of
mind and strength and agility of body, and everything else essential to
those engaged in such an undertaking, and so had no other difficulties
to face than those of the region itself. We found an old shepherd in
one of the mountain dales, who tried, at great length, to dissuade us
from the ascent, saying that some fifty years before he had, in the
same ardour of youth, reached the summit, but had gotten for his pains
nothing except fatigue and regret, and clothes and body torn by the
rocks and briars. No one, so far as he or his companions knew, had ever
tried the ascent before or after him. But his counsels increased rather
than diminished our desire to proceed, since youth is suspicious of
warnings. So the old man, finding that his efforts were in vain, went
a little way with us, and pointed out a rough path among the rocks,
uttering many admonitions, which he continued to send after us even
after we had left him behind. Surrendering to him all such garments or
other possessions as might prove burdensome to us, we made ready for
the ascent, and started off at a good pace. But, as usually happens,
fatigue quickly followed upon our excessive exertion, and we soon came
to a halt at the top of a certain cliff. Upon starting on again we went
more slowly, and I especially advanced along the rocky way with a more
deliberate step. While my brother chose a direct path straight up the
ridge, I weakly took an easier one which really descended. When I was
called back, and the right road was shown me, I replied that I hoped
to find a better way round on the other side, and that I did not mind
going farther if the path were only less steep. This was just an excuse
for my laziness; and when the others had already reached a considerable
height I was still wandering in the valleys. I had failed to find an
easier path, and had only increased the distance and difficulty of
the ascent. At last I became disgusted with the intricate way I had
chosen, and resolved to ascend without more ado. When I reached my
brother, who, while waiting for me, had had ample opportunity for rest,
I was tired and irritated. We walked along together for a time, but
hardly had we passed the first spur when I forgot about the circuitous
route which I had just tried, and took a lower one again. Once more I
followed an easy, roundabout path through winding valleys, only to
find myself soon in my old difficulty. I was simply trying to avoid the
exertion of the ascent; but no human ingenuity can alter the nature of
things, or cause anything to reach a height by going down. Suffice it
to say that, much to my vexation and my brother's amusement, I made
this same mistake three times or more during a few hours.

After being frequently misled in this way, I finally sat down in a
valley and transferred my winged thoughts from things corporeal to the
immaterial, addressing myself as follows:—"What thou hast repeatedly
experienced to-day in the ascent of this mountain, happens to thee, as
to many, in the journey toward the blessed life. But this is not so
readily perceived by men, since the motions of the body are obvious
and external while those of the soul are invisible and hidden. Yes,
the life which we call blessed is to be sought for on a high eminence,
and strait is the way that leads to it. Many, also, are the hills that
lie between, and we must ascend, by a glorious stairway, from strength
to strength. At the top is at once the end of our struggles and the
goal for which we are bound. All wish to reach this goal, but, as Ovid
says, 'To wish is little; we must long with the utmost eagerness to
gain our end.' Thou certainly dost ardently desire, as well as simply
wish, unless thou deceivest thyself in this matter, as in so many
others. What, then, doth hold thee back? Nothing, assuredly, except
that thou wouldst take a path which seems, at first thought, more easy,
leading through low and worldly pleasures. But nevertheless in the end,
after long wanderings, thou must perforce either climb the steeper
path, under the burden of tasks foolishly deferred, to its blessed
culmination, or lie down in the valley of thy sins, and (I shudder to
think of it!), if the shadow of death overtake thee, spend an eternal
night amid constant torments." These thoughts stimulated both body
and mind in a wonderful degree for facing the difficulties which yet
remained. Oh, that I might traverse in spirit that other road for which
I long day and night, even as to-day I overcame material obstacles by
my bodily exertions! And I know not why it should not be far easier,
since the swift immortal soul can reach its goal in the twinkling of
an eye, without passing through space, while my progress to-day was
necessarily slow, dependent as I was upon a failing body weighed down
by heavy members.

One peak of the mountain, the highest of all, the country people call
"Sonny," why, I do not know, unless by antiphrasis, as I have sometimes
suspected in other instances; for the peak in question would seem to be
the father of all the surrounding ones. On its top is a little level
place, and here we could at last rest our tired bodies.

Now, my father, since you have followed the thoughts that spurred me
on in my ascent, listen to the rest of the story, and devote one hour,
I pray you, to reviewing the experiences of my entire day. At first,
owing to the unaccustomed quality of the air and the effect of the
great sweep of view spread out before me, I stood like one dazed. I
beheld the clouds under our feet, and what I had read of Athos and
Olympus seemed less incredible as I myself witnessed the same things
from a mountain of less fame. I turned my eyes toward Italy, whither
my heart most inclined. The Alps, rugged and snow-capped, seemed to
rise close by, although they were really at a great distance; the
very same Alps through which that fierce enemy of the Roman name once
made his way, bursting the rocks, if we may believe the report, by
the application of vinegar. I sighed, I must confess, for the skies
of Italy, which I beheld rather with my mind than with my eyes. An
inexpressible longing came over me to see once more my friend and my
country. At the same time I reproached myself for this double weakness,
springing, as it did, from a soul not yet steeled to manly resistance.
And yet there were excuses for both of these cravings, and a number of
distinguished writers might be summoned to support me.

Then a new idea took possession of me, and I shifted my thoughts to
a consideration of time rather than place. "To-day it is ten years
since, having completed thy youthful studies, thou didst leave Bologna.
Eternal God! In the name of immutable wisdom, think what alterations
in thy character this intervening period has beheld! I pass over a
thousand instances. I am not yet in a safe harbour where I can calmly
recall past storms. The time may come when I can review in due order
all the experiences of the past, saying with St. Augustine, 'I desire
to recall my foul actions and the carnal corruption of my soul, not
because I love them, but that I may the more love thee, O my God.' Much
that is doubtful and evil still clings to me, but what I once loved,
that I love no longer. And yet what am I saying? I still love it, but
with shame, but with heaviness of heart. Now, at last, I have confessed
the truth. So it is. I love, but love what I would not love, what I
would that I might hate. Though loath to do so, though constrained,
though sad and sorrowing, still I do love, and I feel in my miserable
self the truth of the well known words, 'I will hate if I can; if not,
I will love against my will.' Three years have not yet passed since
that perverse and wicked passion which had a firm grasp upon me
and held undisputed sway in my heart began to discover a rebellious
opponent, who was unwilling longer to yield obedience. These two
adversaries have joined in close combat for the supremacy, and for a
long time now a harassing and doubtful war has been waged in the field
of my thoughts."

Thus I turned over the last ten years in my mind, and then, fixing
my anxious gaze on the future, I asked myself, "If, perchance, thou
shouldst prolong this uncertain life of thine for yet two lustres, and
shouldst make an advance toward virtue proportionate to the distance
to which thou hast departed from thine original infatuation during
the past two years, since the new longing first encountered the old,
couldst thou, on reaching thy fortieth year, face death, if not with
complete assurance, at least with hopefulness, calmly dismissing from
thy thoughts the residuum of life as it faded into old age?"

These and similar reflections occurred to me, my father. I rejoiced
in my progress, mourned my weaknesses, and commiserated the universal
instability of human conduct. I had well-nigh forgotten where I was
and our object in coming; but at last I dismissed my anxieties, which
were better suited to other surroundings, and resolved to look about me
and see what we had come to see. The sinking sun and the lengthening
shadows of the mountain were already warning us that the time was near
at hand when we must go. As if suddenly wakened from sleep, I turned
about and gazed toward the west. I was unable to discern the summits
of the Pyrenees, which form the barrier between France and Spain; not
because of any intervening obstacle that I know of but owing simply to
the insufficiency of our mortal vision. But I could see with the utmost
clearness, off to the right, the mountains of the region about Lyons,
and to the left the bay of Marseilles and the waters that lash the
shores of Aigues Mortes, altho' all these places were so distant that
it would require a journey of several days to reach them. Under our
very eyes flowed the Rhone.

While I was thus dividing my thoughts, now turning my attention to
some terrestrial object that lay before me, now raising my soul, as
I had done my body, to higher planes, it occurred to me to look into
my copy of St. Augustine's Confessions, a gift that I owe to your
love, and that I always have about me, in memory of both the author
and the giver. I opened the compact little volume, small indeed in
size, but of infinite charm, with the intention of reading whatever
came to hand, for I could happen upon nothing that would be otherwise
than edifying and devout. Now it chanced that the tenth book presented
itself. My brother, waiting to hear something of St. Augustine's from
my lips, stood attentively by. I call him, and God too, to witness
that where I first fixed my eyes it was written: "And men go about to
wonder at the heights of the mountains, and the mighty waves of the
sea, and the wide sweep of rivers, and the circuit of the ocean, and
the revolution of the stars, but themselves they consider not." I was
abashed, and, asking my brother (who was anxious to hear more), not
to annoy me, I closed the book, angry with myself that I should still
be admiring earthly things who might long ago have learned from even
the pagan philosophers that nothing is wonderful but the soul, which,
when great itself, finds nothing great outside itself. Then, in truth,
I was satisfied that I had seen enough of the mountain; I turned my
inward eye upon myself, and from that time not a syllable fell from
my lips until we reached the bottom again. Those words had given me
occupation enough, for I could not believe that it was by a mere
accident that I happened upon them. What I had there read I believed
to be addressed to me and to no other, remembering that St. Augustine
had once suspected the same thing in his own case, when, on opening
the book of the Apostle, as he himself tells us, the first words that
he saw there were, "Not in rioting and drunkenness, not in chambering
and wantoness, not in strife and envying. But put you on the Lord Jesus
Christ, and make not provision for the flesh, to fulfil the lusts
thereof."

The same thing happened earlier to St. Anthony, when he was listening
to the Gospel where it is written, "If thou wilt be perfect, go and
sell that thou hast, and give to the poor, and thou shalt have treasure
in heaven: and come and follow me." Believing this scripture to have
been read for his especial benefit, as his biographer Athanasius says,
he guided himself by its aid to the Kingdom of Heaven. And as Anthony
on hearing these words waited for nothing more, and as Augustine upon
reading the Apostle's admonition sought no farther, so I concluded my
reading in the few words which I have given. I thought in silence of
the lack of good counsel in us mortals, who neglect what is noblest in
ourselves, scatter our energies in all directions, and waste ourselves
in a vain show, because we look about us for what is to be found only
within. I wondered at the natural nobility of our soul, save when it
debases itself of its own free will, and deserts its original estate,
turning what God has given it for its honour into dishonour. How many
times, think you, did I turn back that day, to glance at the summit
of the mountain, which seemed scarcely a cubit high compared with the
range of human contemplation,—when it is not immersed in the foul mire
of earth? With every downward step I asked myself this: If we are ready
to endure so much sweat and labour in order that we may bring our
bodies a little nearer heaven, how can a soul struggling toward God, up
the steeps of human pride and human destiny, fear any cross or prison
or sting of fortune? How few, I thought, but are diverted from their
path by the fear of difficulties or the love of ease! How happy the lot
of those few, if any such there be! It is of them, assuredly, that the
poet was thinking, when he wrote:


Happy the man who is skilled to understand

Nature's hid causes; who beneath his feet

All terrors casts, and death's relentless doom,

And the loud roar of greedy Acheron.



How earnestly should we strive, not to stand on mountain-tops, but
to trample beneath us those appetites which spring from earthly
impulses.

With no consciousness of the difficulties of the way, amidst these
preoccupations which I have so frankly revealed, we came, long after
dark, but with the full moon lending us its friendly light, to the
little inn which we had left that morning before dawn. The time during
which the servants have been occupied in preparing our supper, I
have spent in a secluded part of the house, hurriedly jotting down
these experiences on the spur of the moment, lest, in case my task
were postponed, my mood should change on leaving the place, and so my
interest in writing flag.

You will see, my dearest father, that I wish nothing to be concealed
from you, for I am careful to describe to you not only my life in
general but even my individual reflections. And I beseech you, in
turn, to pray that these vague and wandering thoughts of mine may some
time become firmly fixed, and, after having been vainly tossed about
from one interest to another, may direct themselves at last toward the
single, true, certain, and everlasting good.



      Text from Project Gutenberg.

    

  
    
      Afterword

      Day Forty: Tuscany, 1300–1350

      On the summit Petrarch sighs “for the skies of Italy” and longs “to see once more my friend and my country”. He grew up in Provence because his father, a Florentine notary, had been banished in 1302, along with Dante. Two years earlier Dante, as one of the priors who governed Florence, had helped send his friend Cavalcanti into exile. Cavalcanti saw no hope of return, but he did return: sick with malaria caught in exile, he was allowed home that summer, and died in Florence within weeks.

      Petrarch says he wrote his letter that night at the inn, “on the spur of the moment”; scholars have long suspected he wrote it years later. His brother, who took the straight path up while Petrarch wandered, became a Carthusian monk. And the mountain is now one of the most feared climbs in the Tour de France: the British rider Tom Simpson died on its slopes in 1967.

      Federigo’s falcon was the one thing the sick boy wanted. His mother marries Federigo remembering “the magnificent generosity with which he had finally killed his falcon to do her honour”. The boy died, Boccaccio says, “whether for fretting, that he might not have the falcon, or by the unaided energy of his disorder”. Which does she believe? Federigo, at any rate, lives happily ever after, “keeping more exact accounts”.

    

  
    
      Day Forty-One

      Scotland

      31 minutes

      
        Story
        Thrawn Janet
        Robert Louis Stevenson · 18 minutes
        Told in broad Scots by a villager: how the young minister of Balweary took on a housekeeper the parish said was a witch.
      

      
        Poem
        To a Mouse
        Robert Burns · 2 minutes
        Burns turns up a mouse's nest with his plough in November, and apologises.
      

      
        Essay
        My Own Life
        David Hume · 12 minutes
        Written in a few days as he was dying, Hume's short, cheerful account of his life and his 'ruling passion', the love of literary fame.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      Thrawn Janet

      Robert Louis Stevenson, 1881

      The tale is told in the Scots of a Lowland village. Thrawn means twisted or crooked; a few other words: deil, devil; kirk, church; manse, the minister's house; sair, sore; ken, know; unco, strange; mutch, a woman's cap; and the Black Man is the Devil.

      
        
The Reverend Murdoch Soulis was long minister of the moorland parish of Balweary, in the vale of Dule. A severe, bleak-faced old man, dreadful to his hearers, he dwelt in the last years of his life, without relative or servant or any human company, in the small and lonely manse under the Hanging Shaw. In spite of the iron composure of his features, his eye was wild, scared, and uncertain; and when he dwelt, in private admonitions, on the future of the impenitent, it seemed as if his eye pierced through the storms of time to the terrors of eternity. Many young persons, coming to prepare themselves against the season of the Holy Communion, were dreadfully affected by his talk. He had a sermon on 1st Peter, v. and 8th, "The devil as a roaring lion," on the Sunday after every seventeenth of August, and he was accustomed to surpass himself upon that text both by the appalling nature of the matter and the terror of his bearing in the pulpit. The children were frightened into fits, and the old looked more than usually oracular, and were, all that day, full of those hints that Hamlet deprecated. The manse itself, where it stood by the water of Dule among some thick trees, with the Shaw overhanging it on the one side, and on the other many cold, moorish hilltops rising towards the sky, had begun, at a very early period of Mr. Soulis's ministry, to be avoided in the dusk hours by all who valued themselves upon their prudence; and guidmen sitting at the clachan alehouse shook their heads together at the thought of passing late by that uncanny neighbourhood. There was one spot, to be more particular, which was regarded with especial awe. The manse stood between the high road and the water of Dule, with a gable to each; its back was towards the kirk-town of Balweary, nearly half a mile away; in front of it, a bare garden, hedged with thorn, occupied the land between the river and the road. The house was two stories high, with two large rooms on each. It opened not directly on the garden, but on a causewayed path, or passage, giving on the road on the one hand, and closed on the other by the tall willows and elders that bordered on the stream. And it was this strip of causeway that enjoyed among the young parishioners of Balweary so infamous a reputation. The minister walked there often after dark, sometimes groaning aloud in the instancy of his unspoken prayers; and when he was from home, and the manse door was locked, the more daring schoolboys ventured, with beating hearts, to "follow my leader" across that legendary spot.

This atmosphere of terror, surrounding, as it did, a man of God of spotless character and orthodoxy, was a common cause of wonder and subject of inquiry among the few strangers who were led by chance or business into that unknown, outlying country. But many even of the people of the parish were ignorant of the strange events which had marked the first year of Mr. Soulis's ministrations; and among those who were better informed, some were naturally reticent, and others shy of that particular topic. Now and again, only, one of the older folk would warm into courage over his third tumbler, and recount the cause of the minister's strange looks and solitary life.


Fifty years syne, when Mr. Soulis cam' first into Ba'weary, he was still a young man—a callant, the folk said—fu' o' book learnin' and grand at the exposition, but, as was natural in sae young a man, wi' nae leevin' experience in religion. The younger sort were greatly taken wi' his gifts and his gab; but auld, concerned, serious men and women were moved even to prayer for the young man, whom they took to be a self-deceiver, and the parish that was like to be sae ill-supplied. It was before the days o' the moderates—weary fa' them; but ill things are like guid—they baith come bit by bit, a pickle at a time; and there were folk even then that said the Lord had left the college professors to their ain devices, an' the lads that went to study wi' them wad hae done mair and better sittin' in a peat-bog, like their forebears of the persecution, wi' a Bible under their oxter and a speerit o' prayer in their heart. There was nae doubt, onyway, but that Mr. Soulis had been ower lang at the college. He was careful and troubled for mony things besides the ae thing needful. He had a feck o' books wi' him—mair than had ever been seen before in a' that presbytery; and a sair wark the carrier had wi' them, for they were a' like to have smoored in the Deil's Hag between this and Kilmackerlie. They were books o' divinity, to be sure, or so they ca'd them; but the serious were o' opinion there was little service for sae mony, when the hail o' God's Word would gang in the neuk of a plaid. Then he wad sit half the day and half the nicht forbye, which was scant decent—writin', nae less; and first, they were feared he wad read his sermons; and syne it proved he was writin' a book himsel', which was surely no fittin' for ane of his years an' sma' experience.

Onyway it behoved him to get an auld, decent wife to keep the manse for him an' see to his bit denners; and he was recommended to an auld limmer—Janet M'Clour, they ca'd her—and sae far left to himsel' as to be ower persuaded. There was mony advised him to the contrar, for Janet was mair than suspeckit by the best folk in Ba'weary. Lang or that, she had had a wean to a dragoon; she hadnae come forrit for maybe thretty year; and bairns had seen her mumblin' to hersel' up on Key's Loan in the gloamin', whilk was an unco time an' place for a God-fearin' woman. Howsoever, it was the laird himsel' that had first tauld the minister o' Janet; and in thae days he wad have gane a far gate to pleasure the laird. When folk tauld him that Janet was sib to the deil, it was a' superstition by his way of it; an' when they cast up the Bible to him an' the witch of Endor, he wad threep it doun their thrapples that thir days were a' gane by, and the deil was mercifully restrained.

Weel, when it got about the clachan that Janet M 'Clour was to be servant at the manse, the folk were fair mad wi' her an' him thegether; and some o' the guidwives had nae better to dae than get round her door cheeks and chairge her wi' a' that was ken't again her, frae the sodger's bairn to John Tamson's twa kye. She was nae great speaker; folk usually let her gang her ain gate, an' she let them gang theirs, wi' neither Fair-guid-een nor Fair-guid-day; but when she buckled to, she had a tongue to deave the miller. Up she got, an' there wasnae an auld story in Ba'weary but she gart somebody lowp for it that day; they couldnae say ae thing but she could say twa to it; till, at the hinder end, the guidwives up and claught baud of her, and clawed the coats aff her back, and pu'd her doun the clachan to the water o' Dule, to see if she were a witch or no, soum or droun. The carline skirled till ye could hear her at the Hangin' Shaw, and she focht like ten; there was mony a guidwife bure the mark of her neist day an' mony a lang day after; and just in the hettest o' the collieshangie, wha suld come up (for his sins) but the new minister. 

"Women," said he (and he had a grand voice), "I charge you in the Lord's name to let her go." 

Janet ran to him—she was fair wud wi' terror—an' clang to him, an' prayed him, for Christ's sake, save her frae the cummers; an' they, for their pairt, tauld him a' that was ken't, and maybe mair. 

"Woman," says he to Janet, "is this true?" 

"As the Lord sees me," says she, "as the Lord made me, no a word o't. Forbye the bairn," says she, "I've been a decent woman a' my days." 

"Will you," says Mr. Soulis, "in the name of God, and before me, His unworthy minister, renounce the devil and his works?" 

Weel, it wad appear that when he askit that, she gave a girn that fairly frichtit them that saw her, an' they could hear her teeth play dirl thegether in her chafts; but there was naething for it but the ae way or the ither; an' Janet lifted up her hand and renounced the deil before them a'. 

"And now," says Mr. Soulis to the guidwives, "home with ye, one and all, and pray to God for His forgiveness." 

And he gied Janet his arm, though she had little on her but a sark, and took her up the clachan to her ain door like a leddy of the land; an' her scrieghin' and laughin' as was a scandal to be heard. 

There were mony grave folk lang ower their prayers that nicht; but when the morn cam' there was sic a fear fell upon a' Ba'weary that the bairns hid theirsels, and even the men folk stood and keekit frae their doors. For there was Janet comin' doun the clachan—her or her likeness, nane could tell—wi' her neck thrawn, and her heid on ae side, like a body that has been hangit, and a girn on her face like an unstreakit corp. By-an'-by they got used wi' it, and even speered at her to ken what was wrang; but frae that day forth she couldnae speak like a Christian woman, but slavered and played click wi' her teeth like a pair o' shears; and frae that day forth the name o' God cam' never on her lips. Whiles she would try to say it, but it michtnae be. Them that kenned best said least; but they never gied that Thing the name o' Janet M'Clour; for the auld Janet, by their way o't, was in muckle hell that day. But the minister was neither to haud nor to bind; he preached about naething but the folk's cruelty that had gi'en her a stroke of the palsy; he skelpt the bairns that meddled her; and he had her up to the manse that same nicht, and dwalled there a' his lane wi' her under the Hangin' Shaw. 

Weel, time gaed by: and the idler sort commenced to think mair lichtly o' that black business. The minister was weel thocht o'; he was aye late at the writing, folk wad see his can'le doon by the Dule water after twal' at e'en; and he seemed pleased wi' himsel' and upsitten as at first, though a' body could see that he was dwining. As for Janet she cam' an' she gaed; if she didnae speak muckle afore, it was reason she should speak less then; she meddled naebody; but she was an eldritch thing to see, an' nane wad hae mistrysted wi' her for Ba'weary glebe. 


About the end o' July there cam' a spell o' weather, the like o't never was in that country side; it was lown an' het an' heartless; the herds couldnae win up the Black Hill, the bairns were ower weariet to play; an' yet it was gousty too, wi' claps o' het wund that rumm'led in the glens, and bits o' shouers that slockened naething. We aye thocht it but to thun'er on the morn; but the morn cam', an' the morn's morning, and it was aye the same uncanny weather, sair on folks and bestial. Of a' that were the waur, nane suffered like Mr. Soulis; he could neither sleep nor eat, he tauld his elders; an' when he wasnae writin' at his weary book, he wad be stravaguin' ower a' the countryside like a man possessed, when a' body else was blythe to keep caller ben the house.
 Abune Hangin' Shaw, in the bield o' the Black Hill, there's a bit enclosed grund wi' an iron yett; and it seems, in the auld days, that was the kirkyaird o' Ba'weary, and consecrated by the Papists before the blessed licht shone upon the kingdom. It was a great howff o' Mr. Soulis's, onyway; there he would sit an' consider his sermons; and indeed it's a bieldy bit. Weel, as he cam' ower the wast end o' the Black Hill, ae day, he saw first twa, an syne fower, an' syne seeven corbie craws fleein' round an' round abune the auld kirkyaird. They flew laigh and heavy, an' squawked to ither as they gaed; and it was clear to Mr. Soulis that something had put them frae their ordinar. He wasnae easy fleyed, an' gaed straucht up to the wa's; an' what suld he find there but a man, or the appearance of a man, sittin' in the inside upon a grave. He was of a great stature, an' black as hell, and his e'en were singular to see. Mr. Soulis had heard tell o' black men, mony's the time; but there was something unco about this black man that daunted him. Het as he was, he took a kind o' cauld grue in the marrow o' his banes; but up he spak for a' that; an' says he: "My friend, are you a stranger in this place?" The black man answered never a word; he got upon his feet, an' begude to hirsle to the wa' on the far side; but he aye lookit at the minister; an' the minister stood an' lookit back; till a' in a meenute the black man was ower the wa' an' rinnin' for the bield o' the trees. Mr. Soulis, he hardly kenned why, ran after him; but he was sair forjaskit wi' his walk an' the het, unhalesome weather; and rin as he likit, he got nae mair than a glisk o' the black man amang the birks, till he won doun to the foot o' the hill-side, an' there he saw him ance mair, gaun, hap, step, an' lowp, ower Dule water to the manse. 

Mr. Soulis wasnae weel pleased that this fearsome gangrel suld mak' sae free wi' Ba'weary manse; an' he ran the harder, an', wet shoon, ower the burn, an' up the walk; but the deil a black man was there to see. He stepped out upon the road, but there was naebody there; he gaed a' ower the gairden, but na, nae black man. At the hinder end, and a bit feared as was but natural, he lifted the hasp and into the manse; and there was Janet M'Clour before his een, wi' her thrawn craig, and nane sae pleased to see him. And he aye minded sinsyne, when first he set his een upon her, he had the same cauld and deidly grue. 

"Janet," says he, "have you seen a black man?" 

"A black man?" quo' she. "Save us a'! Ye're no wise, minister. There's nae black man in a' Ba'weary." 

But she didnae speak plain, ye maun understand; but yam-yammered, like a powney wi' the bit in its moo. 

"Weel," says he, "Janet, if there was nae black man, I have spoken with the Accuser of the Brethren." 


And he sat down like ane wi' a fever, an' his teeth chittered in his heid. 
 "Hoots," says she, "think shame to yoursel', minister; "an' gied him a drap brandy that she keept aye by her. 

Syne Mr. Soulis gaed into his study amang a' his books. It's a lang, laigh, mirk chalmer, perishin' cauld in winter, an' no very dry even in the tap o' the simmer, for the manse stands near the burn. Sae doun he sat, and thocht of a' that had come an' gane since he was in Ba'weary, an' his hame, an' the days when he was a bairn an' ran daffin' on the braes; and that black man aye ran in his heid like the owercome of a sang. Aye the mair he thocht, the mair he thocht o' the black man. He tried the prayer, an' the words wouldnae come to him; an' he tried, they say, to write at his book, but he could nae mak' nae mair o' that. There was whiles he thocht the black man was at his oxter, an' the swat stood upon him cauld as well-water; and there was other whiles, when he cam' to himsel' like a christened bairn and minded naething. 

The upshot was that he gaed to the window an' stood glowrin' at Dule water. The trees are unco thick, an' the water lies deep an' black under the manse; an' there was Janet washin' the cla'es wi' her coats kilted. She had her back to the minister, an' he, for his pairt, hardly kenned what he was lookin' at. Syne she turned round, an' shawed her face; Mr. Soulis had the same cauld grue as twice that day afore, an' it was borne in upon him what folk said, that Janet was deid lang syne, an' this was a bogle in her clay-cauld flesh. He drew back a pickle and he scanned her narrowly. She was tramp-trampin' in the cla'es, croonin' to hersel'; and eh! Gude guide us, but it was a fearsome face. Whiles she sang louder, but there was nae man born o' woman that could tell the words o' her sang; an' whiles she lookit side-lang doun, but there was naething there for her to look at. There gaed a scunner through the flesh upon his banes; and that was Heeven's advertisement. But Mr. Soulis just blamed himsel', he said, to think sae ill of a puir, auld afflicted wife that hadnae a freend forbye himsel'; an' he put up a bit prayer for him and her, an' drank a little caller water—for his heart rose again the meat—an' gaed up to his naked bed in the gloaming. 

That was a nicht that has never been forgotten in Ba'weary, the nicht o' the seventeenth of August, seventeen hun'er' an twal'. It had been het afore, as I hae said, but that nicht it was better than ever. The sun gaed doun amang unco-lookin' clouds; it fell as mirk as the pit; no a star, no a breath o' wund; ye couldnae see your han' afore your face, and even the auld folk cuist the covers frae their beds and lay pechin' for their breath. Wi' a' that he had upon his mind, it was gey and unlikely Mr. Soulis wad get muckle sleep. He lay an' he tummled; the gude, caller bed that he got into brunt his very banes; whiles he slept, and whiles he waukened; whiles he heard the time o' nicht, and whiles a tyke yowlin' up the muir, as if somebody was deid; whiles he thocht he heard bogles claverin' in his lug, an' whiles he saw spunkies in the room. He behoved, he judged, to be sick; an' sick he was—little he jaloosed the sickness. 

At the hinder end, he got a clearness in his mind, sat up in his sark on the bed-side, and fell thinkin' ance mair o' the black man an' Janet. He couldnae weel tell how—maybe it was the cauld to his feet—but it cam' in upon him wi' a spate that there was some connection between thir twa, an' that either or baith o' them were bogles. And just at that moment, in Janet's room, which was neist to his, there cam' a stramp o' feet as if men were wars'lin', an' then a loud bang; an' then a wund gaed reishling round the fower quarters of the house; an' then a' was aince mair as seelent as the grave. 

Mr. Soulis was feared for neither man nor deevil. He got his tinder-box, an' lit a can'le, an' made three steps o't ower to Janet's door. It was on the hasp, an' he pushed it open, an' keeked bauldly in. It was a big room, as big as the minister's ain, an' plenished wi' grand, auld, solid gear, for he had naething else. There was a fower-posted bed wi' auld tapestry; and a braw cabinet of aik, that was fu' o' the minister's divinity books, an' put there to be out o' the gate; an' a wheen duds o' Janet's lying here and there about the floor. But nae Janet could Mr. Soulis see; nor ony sign of a contention. In he gaed (an' there's few that wad ha'e followed him) an' lookit a' round, an' listened. But there was naethin' to be heard, neither inside the manse nor in a' Ba'weary parish, an' naethin' to be seen but the muckle shadows turnin' round the can'le. An' then a' at aince, the minister's heart played dunt an' stood stock-still; an' a cauld wund blew amang the hairs o' his heid. Whaten a weary sicht was that for the puir man's een! For there was Janet hangin' frae a nail beside the auld aik cabinet: her heid aye lay on her shoother, her een were steeked, the tongue projekit frae her mouth, and her heels were twa feet clear abune the floor. 

"God forgive us all!" thocht Mr. Soulis; "poor Janet's dead." 

He cam' a step nearer to the corp; an' then his heart fair whammled in his inside. For by what cantrip it wad ill-beseem a man to judge, she was hingin' frae a single nail an' by a single wursted thread for darnin' hose. 

It's an awfu' thing to be your lane at nicht wi' siccan prodigies o' darkness; but Mr. Soulis was strong in the Lord. He turned an' gaed his ways oot o' that room, and lockit the door ahint him; and step by step, doon the stairs, as heavy as leed; and set doon the can'le on the table at the stairfoot. He couldnae pray, he couldnae think, he was dreepin' wi' caul' swat, an' naething could he hear but the dunt-dunt-duntin' o' his ain heart. He micht maybe have stood there an hour, or maybe twa, he minded sae little; when a' o' a sudden, he heard a laigh, uncanny steer upstairs; a foot gaed to an' fro in the cha'mer whaur the corp was hingin'; syne the door was opened, though he minded weel that he had lockit it; an' syne there was a step upon the landin', an' it seemed to him as if the corp was lookin' ower the rail and doun upon him whaur he stood. 

He took up the can'le again (for he couldnae want the licht), and as saftly as ever he could, gaed straucht out o' the manse an' to the far end o' the causeway. It was aye pit-mirk; the flame o' the can'le, when he set it on the grund, brunt steedy and clear as in a room; naething moved, but the Dule water seepin' and sabbin' doon the glen, an' yon unhaly footstep that cam' ploddin' doun the stairs inside the manse. He kenned the foot over weel. for it was Janet's; and at ilka step that cam' a wee thing nearer, the cauld got deeper in his vitals. He commended his soul to Him that made an' keepit him; "and O Lord," said he, "give me strength this night to war against the powers of evil." 

By this time the foot was comin' through the passage for the door; he could hear a hand skirt alang the wa', as if the fearsome thing was feelin' for its way. The saughs tossed an' maned thegether, a lang sigh cam' ower the hills, the flame o' the can'le was blawn aboot; an' there stood the corp of Thrawn Janet, wi' her grogram goun an' her black mutch, wi' the heid aye upon the shouther, an' the girn still upon the face o't—leevin', ye wad hae said—deid, as Mr. Soulis weel kenned—upon the threshold o' the manse. 

It's a strange thing that the saul of man should be that thirled into his perishable body; but the minister saw that, an' his heart didnae break. 

She didnae stand there lang; she began to move again an' cam' slowly towards Mr. Soulis whaur he stood under the saughs. A' the life o' his body, a' the strength o' his speerit, were glowerin' frae his een. It seemed she was gaun to speak, but wanted words, an' made a sign wi' the left hand. There cam' a clap o' wund, like a cat's fuff; oot gaed the can'le, the saughs skrieghed like folk; an' Mr. Soulis kenned that, live or die, this was the end o't. 

"Witch, beldame, devil!" he cried, "I charge you, by the power of God, begone—if you be dead, to the grave—if you be damned, to hell."

An' at that moment the Lord's ain hand out o' the Heevens struck the Horror whaur it stood; the auld, deid, desecrated corp o' the witch-wife, sae lang keepit frae the grave and hirsled round by deils, lowed up like a brunstane spunk and fell in ashes to the grund; the thunder followed, peal on dirling peal, the rairing rain upon the back o' that; and Mr. Soulis lowped through the garden hedge, and ran, wi' skelloch upon skelloch, for the clachan.

That same mornin', John Christie saw the Black Man pass the Muckle Cairn as it was chappin' six; before eicht, he gaed by the change-house at Knockdow; an' no lang after, Sandy M'Lellan saw him gaun linkin' doun the braes frae Kilmackerlie. There's little doubt but it was him that dwalled sae lang in Janet's body; but he was awa' at last; and sinsyne the deil has never fashed us in Ba'weary.

But it was a sair dispensation for the minister; lang, lang he lay ravin' in his bed; and frae that hour to this, he was the man ye ken the day.






      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Poem

      To a Mouse

      Robert Burns, 1785

      
        
          
            Wee, sleekit, cow'rin', tim'rous beastie,
Oh, what a panic's in thy breastie!
Thou needna start awa' sae hasty,
   Wi' bickering brattle!
I wad be laith to rin and chase thee,
   Wi' murd'ring pattle!


 I'm truly sorry man's dominion
Has broken Nature's social union,
And justifies that ill opinion,
   Which makes thee startle
At me, thy poor earth-born companion
   And fellow-mortal!


I doubtna, whiles, but thou may thieve;
What then? poor beastie, thou maun live!
A daimen icker in a thrave
   'S a sma' request:
I'll get a blessin' wi' the lave,
   And never miss 't!


Thy wee bit housie, too, in ruin!
Its silly wa's the win's are strewin'!
And naething now to big a new ane
   O' foggage green,
And bleak December's winds ensuin',
   Baith snell and keen!


Thou saw the fields laid bare and waste,
And weary winter comin' fast,
And cozie here, beneath the blast,
   Thou thought to dwell,
Till, crash! the cruel coulter passed
   Out through thy cell.


That wee bit heap o' leaves and stibble
Has cost thee monie a weary nibble!
Now thou's turned out for a' thy trouble,
   But house or hald,
To thole the winter's sleety dribble,
   And cranreuch cauld!


 But, Mousie, thou art no thy lane,
In proving foresight may be vain:
The best-laid schemes o' mice and men
   Gang aft a-gley,
And lea'e us naught but grief and pain,
   For promised joy.


Still thou art blest, compared wi' me!
The present only toucheth thee:
But, och! I backward cast my e'e
   On prospects drear!
And forward, though I canna see,
   I guess and fear.
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      Essay

      My Own Life

      David Hume, 1777

      
        




It is difficult for a man to speak long of himself without vanity; therefore, I shall be short. It may be thought an instance of vanity that I pretend at all to write my life; but this Narrative shall contain little more than the History of my Writings; as, indeed, almost all my life has been spent in literary pursuits and occupations. The first success of most of my writings was not such as to be an object of vanity.


I was born the 26th of April 1711, old style, at Edinburgh. I was of a good family, both by father and mother: my father's family is a branch of the Earl of Home's, or Hume's; and my ancestors had been proprietors of the estate, which my brother possesses, for several generations. My mother was daughter of Sir David Falconer, President of the College of Justice; the title of Lord Halkerton came by succession to her brother.


My family, however, was not rich; and being myself a younger brother, my patrimony, according to the mode of my country, was of course very slender. My father, who passed for a man of parts, died when I was an infant, leaving me, with an elder brother and a sister, under the care of our mother, a woman of singular merit, who, though young and handsome, devoted herself entirely to the rearing and educating of her children. I passed through the ordinary course of education with success, and was seized very early with a passion for literature, which has been the ruling passion of my life, and the great source of my enjoyments. My studious disposition, my sobriety, and my industry, gave my family a notion that the law was a proper profession for me; but I found an unsurmountable aversion to every thing but the pursuits of philosophy and general learning; and while they fancied I was poring upon Voet and Vinnius, Cicero and Virgil were the authors which I was secretly devouring.


My very slender fortune, however, being unsuitable to this plan of life, and my health being a little broken by my ardent application, I was tempted, or rather forced, to make a very feeble trial for entering into a more active scene of life. In 1734, I went to Bristol, with some recommendations to eminent merchants, but in a few months found that scene totally unsuitable to me. I went over to France, with a view of prosecuting my studies in a country retreat; and I there laid that plan of life, which I have steadily and successfully pursued. I resolved to make a very rigid frugality supply my deficiency of fortune, to maintain unimpaired my independency, and to regard every object as contemptible, except the improvement of my talents in literature.


During my retreat in France, first at Reims, but chiefly at La Fleche, in Anjou, I composed my Treatise of Human Nature. After passing three years very agreeably in that country, I came over to London in 1737. In the end of 1738, I published my Treatise, and immediately went down to my mother and my brother, who lived at his country-house, and was employing himself very judiciously and successfully in the improvement of his fortune.


Never literary attempt was more unfortunate than my Treatise of Human Nature. It fell dead-born from the press, without reaching such distinction, as even to excite a murmur among the zealots. But being naturally of a cheerful and sanguine temper, I very soon recovered the blow, and prosecuted with great ardour my studies in the country. In 1742, I printed at Edinburgh the first part of my Essays: the work was favourably received, and soon made me entirely forget my former disappointment. I continued with my mother and brother in the country, and in that time recovered the knowledge of the Greek language, which I had too much neglected in my early youth.


In 1745, I received a letter from the Marquis of Annandale, inviting me to come and live with him in England; I found also, that the friends and family of that young nobleman were desirous of putting him under my care and direction, for the state of his mind and health required it.—I lived with him a twelvemonth. My appointments during that time made a considerable accession to my small fortune. I then received an invitation from General St. Clair to attend him as a secretary to his expedition, which was at first meant against Canada, but ended in an incursion on the coast of France. Next year, to wit, 1747, I received an invitation from the General to attend him in the same station in his military embassy to the courts of Vienna and Turin. I then wore the uniform of an officer, and was introduced at these courts as aid-de-camp to the General, along with Sir Harry Erskine and Captain Grant, now General Grant. These two years were almost the only interruptions which my studies have received during the course of my life: I passed them agreeably, and in good company; and my appointments, with my frugality, had made me reach a fortune, which I called independent, though most of my friends were inclined to smile when I said so; in short I was now master of near a thousand pounds.


I had always entertained a notion, that my want of success in publishing the Treatise of Human Nature, had proceeded more from the manner than the matter, and that I had been guilty of a very usual indiscretion, in going to the press too early. I, therefore, cast the first part of that work anew in the Enquiry concerning Human Understanding, which was published while I was at Turin. But this piece was at first little more successful than the Treatise of Human Nature. On my return from Italy, I had the mortification to find all England in a ferment, on account of Dr. Middleton's Free Enquiry, while my performance was entirely overlooked and neglected. A new edition, which had been published at London of my Essays, moral and political, met not with a much better reception.


Such is the force of natural temper, that these disappointments made little or no impression on me. I went down in 1749, and lived two years with my brother at his country-house; for my mother was now dead. I there composed the second part of my Essays, which I called Political Discourses, and also my Enquiry concerning the Principles of Morals, which is another part of my Treatise that I cast anew. Meanwhile, my bookseller, A. Millar, informed me, that my former publications (all but the unfortunate Treatise) were beginning to be the subject of conversation; that the sale of them was gradually increasing, and that new editions were demanded. Answers by Reverends, and Right Reverends, came out two or three in a year; and I found, by Dr. Warburton's railing, that the books were beginning to be esteemed in good company. However, I had fixed a resolution, which I inflexibly maintained, never to reply to any body; and not being very irascible in my temper, I have easily kept myself clear of all literary squabbles. These symptoms of a rising reputation gave me encouragement, as I was ever more disposed to see the favourable than unfavourable side of things; a turn of mind which it is more happy to possess, than to be born to an estate of ten thousand a year.


In 1751, I removed from the country to the town, the true scene for a man of letters. In 1752, were published at Edinburgh, where I then lived, my Political Discourses, the only work of mine that was successful on the first publication. It was well received abroad and at home. In the same year was published at London, my Enquiry concerning the Principles of Morals; which, in my own opinion (who ought not to judge on that subject), is of all my writings, historical, philosophical, or literary, incomparably the best. It came unnoticed and unobserved into the world.
In 1752, the Faculty of Advocates chose me their Librarian, an office from which I received little or no emolument, but which gave me the command of a large library. I then formed the plan of writing the History of England; but being frightened with the notion of continuing a narrative through a period of 1700 years, I commenced with the accession of the House of Stuart, an epoch when, I thought, the misrepresentations of faction began chiefly to take place. I was, I own, sanguine in my expectations of the success of this work. I thought that I was the only historian, that had at once neglected present power, interest, and authority, and the cry of popular prejudices; and as the subject was suited to every capacity, I expected proportional applause. But miserable was my disappointment: I was assailed by one cry of reproach, disapprobation, and even detestation; English, Scotch, and Irish, Whig, and Tory, churchman and sectary, freethinker and religionist, patriot and courtier, united in their rage against the man, who had presumed to shed a generous tear for the fate of Charles I. and the Earl of Strafford; and after the first ebullitions of their fury were over, what was still more mortifying, the book seemed to sink into oblivion. Mr. Millar told me, that in a twelve-month he sold only forty-five copies of it. I scarcely, indeed, heard of one man in the three kingdoms, considerable for rank or letters, that could endure the book. I must only except the primate of England, Dr. Herring, and the primate of Ireland, Dr. Stone, which seem two odd exceptions. These dignified prelates separately sent me messages not to be discouraged.


I was, however, I confess, discouraged; and had not the war been at that time breaking out between France and England, I had certainly retired to some provincial town of the former kingdom, have changed my name, and never more have returned to my native country. But as this scheme was not now practicable, and the subsequent volume was considerably advanced, I resolved to pick up courage and to persevere.


In this interval, I published at London my Natural History of Religion, along with some other small pieces: its public entry was rather obscure, except only that Dr. Hurd wrote a pamphlet against it, with all the illiberal petulance, arrogance, and scurrility, which distinguish the Warburtonian school. This pamphlet gave me some consolation for the otherwise indifferent reception of my performance.


In 1756, two years after the fall of the first volume, was published the second volume of my History, containing the period from the death of Charles I. till the Revolution. This performance happened to give less displeasure to the Whigs, and was better received. It not only rose itself, but helped to buoy up its unfortunate brother.
But though I had been taught by experience that the Whig party were in possession of bestowing all places, both in the state and in literature, I was so little inclined to yield to their senseless clamour, that in above a hundred alterations, which farther study, reading, or reflection engaged me to make in the reigns of the two first Stuarts, I have made all of them invariably to the Tory side. It is ridiculous to consider the English constitution before that period as a regular plan of liberty.


In 1759, I published my History of the House of Tudor. The clamour against this performance was almost equal to that against the History of the two first Stuarts. The reign of Elizabeth was particularly obnoxious. But I was now callous against the impressions of public folly, and continued very peaceably and contentedly in my retreat at Edinburgh, to finish, in two volumes, the more early part of the English History, which I gave to the public in 1761, with tolerable, and but tolerable success.


But, notwithstanding this variety of winds and seasons, to which my writings had been exposed, they had still been making such advances, that the copy-money given me by the booksellers, much exceeded any thing formerly known in England; I was become not only independent, but opulent. I retired to my native country of Scotland, determined never more to set my foot out of it; and retaining the satisfaction of never having preferred a request to one great man, or even making advances of friendship to any of them. As I was now turned of fifty, I thought of passing all the rest of my life in this philosophical manner, when I received, in 1763, an invitation from the Earl of Hertford, with whom I was not in the least acquainted, to attend him on his embassy to Paris, with a near prospect of being appointed secretary to the embassy, and, in the meanwhile, of performing the functions of that office. This offer, however inviting, I at first declined, both because I was reluctant to begin connexions with the great, and because I was afraid that the civilities and gay company of Paris, would prove disagreeable to a person of my age and humour: but on his lordship's repeating the invitation, I accepted of it. I have every reason, both of pleasure and interest, to think myself happy in my connexions with that nobleman, as well as afterwards with his brother, General Conway.


Those who have not seen the strange effects of modes, will never imagine the reception I met with at Paris, from men and women of all ranks and stations. The more I resiled from their excessive civilities, the more I was loaded with them. There is, however, a real satisfaction in living at Paris, from the great number of sensible, knowing, and polite company with which that city abounds above all places in the universe. I thought once of settling there for life.


I was appointed secretary to the embassy; and in summer 1765, Lord Hertford left me, being appointed Lord Lieutenant of Ireland. I was chargé d'affaires till the arrival of the Duke of Richmond, towards the end of the year. In the beginning of 1766, I left Paris, and next summer went to Edinburgh, with the same view as formerly, of burying myself in a philosophical retreat. I returned to that place, not richer, but with much more money, and a much larger income, by means of Lord Hertford's friendship, than I left it; and I was desirous of trying what superfluity could produce, as I had formerly made an experiment of a competency. But in 1767, I received from Mr. Conway an invitation to be Under-secretary; and this invitation, both the character of the person, and my connexions with Lord Hertford, prevented me from declining. I returned to Edinburgh in 1769, very opulent (for I possessed a revenue of 1000 l. a year), healthy, and, though somewhat stricken in years, with the prospect of enjoying long my ease, and of seeing the increase of my reputation.


In spring 1775, I was struck with a disorder in my bowels, which at first gave me no alarm, but has since, as I apprehend it, become mortal and incurable. I now reckon upon a speedy dissolution. I have suffered very little pain from my disorder; and what is more strange, have, notwithstanding the great decline of my person, never suffered a moment's abatement of my spirits; insomuch, that were I to name the period of my life, which I should most choose to pass over again, I might be tempted to point to this later period. I possess the same ardour as ever in study, and the same gaiety in company. I consider, besides, that a man of sixty-five, by dying, cuts off only a few years of infirmities; and though I see many symptoms of my literary reputation's breaking out at last with additional lustre, I knew that I could have but few years to enjoy it. It is difficult to be more detached from life than I am at present.


To conclude historically with my own character, I am, or rather was (for that is the style I must now use in speaking of myself, which emboldens me the more to speak my sentiments); I was, I say, a man of mild dispositions, of command of temper, of an open, social, and cheerful humour, capable of attachment, but little susceptible of enmity, and of great moderation in all my passions. Even my love of literary fame, my ruling passion, never soured my temper, notwithstanding my frequent disappointments. My company was not unacceptable to the young and careless, as well as to the studious and literary; and as I took a particular pleasure in the company of modest women, I had no reason to be displeased with the reception I met with from them. In a word, though most men any wise eminent, have found reason to complain of calumny, I never was touched, or even attacked by her baleful tooth: and though I wantonly exposed myself to the rage of both civil and religious factions, they seemed to be disarmed in my behalf of their wonted fury. My friends never had occasion to vindicate any one circumstance of my character and conduct: not but that the zealots, we may well suppose, would have been glad to invent and propagate any story to my disadvantage, but they could never find any which they thought would wear the face of probability. I cannot say there is no vanity in making this funeral oration of myself, but I hope it is not a misplaced one; and this is a matter of fact which is easily cleared and ascertained.

 
April 18, 1776.
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      Afterword

      Day Forty-One: Scotland

      David Hume was a year old in the summer of Thrawn Janet, 1712. His Enquiry concerning Human Understanding, the book he says was “entirely overlooked and neglected”, holds his famous argument about miracles: when someone reports one, ask which is likelier, that it really happened or that the witness is mistaken or lying. Try it on Balweary. The tale comes fifty years on, from an old man “over his third tumbler”. And the other explanation is in the story too: the young Mr Soulis preached that it was “the folk’s cruelty that had gi’en her a stroke of the palsy”. Which do you believe?

      Burns gave John Steinbeck a title, Of Mice and Men, but his poem ends somewhere darker: looking forward, he can only “guess and fear”. Hume, writing with death a few months off, has “never suffered a moment’s abatement of my spirits”. That July James Boswell visited him and asked whether the thought of annihilation troubled him. Not in the least, said Hume: no more than the thought that he had not existed before he was born. Boswell went away disturbed. Near the end, his friend Adam Smith reported, Hume amused himself by inventing excuses he might give Charon, the ferryman of the dead, for a little more time, and Charon’s impatient replies.

    

  
    
      Day Forty-Two

      Retreat from the world

      A longer day, 45 minutes

      
        Story
        The Miracle of Purun Bhagat
        Rudyard Kipling · 22 minutes
        A prime minister gives up everything to walk into the Himalayas with a begging bowl.
      

      
        Poem
        Returning to the Fields
        Tao Yuanming · 1 minute
        China's great poet of retirement gives up official life and goes home to his farm.
      

      
        Essay
        An Account of My Hut (Hōjōki)
        Kamo no Chōmei · 22 minutes
        After fire, famine and earthquake in Kyoto, a court poet becomes a monk and moves into a ten-foot hut in the hills.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      The Miracle of Purun Bhagat

      Rudyard Kipling, 1894

      
        


The night we felt the earth would move

     We stole and plucked him by the hand,

Because we loved him with the love

     That knows but cannot understand.

And when the roaring hillside broke,

     And all our world fell down in rain,

We saved him, we the Little Folk;

     But lo! he does not come again!



Mourn now, we saved him for the sake

     Of such poor love as wild ones may.

Mourn ye! Our brother will not wake,

     And his own kind drive us away!



                               Dirge of the Langurs.




There was once a man in India who was Prime Minister of one of the semi-independent native States in the north-western part of the country. He was a Brahmin, so high-caste that caste ceased to have any particular meaning for him; and his father had been an important official in the gay-coloured tag-rag and bobtail of an old-fashioned Hindu Court. But as Purun Dass grew up he felt that the old order of things was changing, and that if any one wished to get on in the world he must stand well with the English, and imitate all that the English believed to be good. At the same time a native official must keep his own master’s favour. This was a difficult game, but the quiet, close-mouthed young Brahmin, helped by a good English education at a Bombay University, played it coolly, and rose, step by step, to be Prime Minister of the kingdom. That is to say, he held more real power than his master the Maharajah.

When the old king--who was suspicious of the English, their railways and telegraphs--died, Purun Dass stood high with his young successor, who had been tutored by an Englishman; and between them, though he always took care that his master should have the credit, they established schools for little girls, made roads, and started State dispensaries and shows of agricultural implements, and published a yearly blue-book on the “Moral and Material Progress of the State,” and the Foreign Office and the Government of India were delighted. Very few native States take up English progress altogether, for they will not believe, as Purun Dass showed he did, that what was good for the Englishman must be twice as good for the Asiatic. The Prime Minister became the honoured friend of Viceroys, and Governors, and Lieutenant-Governors, and medical missionaries, and common missionaries, and hard-riding English officers who came to shoot in the State preserves, as well as of whole hosts of tourists who travelled up and down India in the cold weather, showing how things ought to be managed. In his spare time he would endow scholarships for the study of medicine and manufactures on strictly English lines, and write letters to the Pioneer, the greatest Indian daily paper, explaining his master’s aims and objects.

At last he went to England on a visit, and had to pay enormous sums to the priests when he came back; for even so high-caste a Brahmin as Purun Dass lost caste by crossing the black sea. In London he met and talked with everyone worth knowing--men whose names go all over the world--and saw a great deal more than he said. He was given honorary degrees by learned universities, and he made speeches and talked of Hindu social reform to English ladies in evening dress, till all London cried, “This is the most fascinating man we have ever met at dinner since cloths were first laid.”

When he returned to India there was a blaze of glory, for the Viceroy himself made a special visit to confer upon the Maharajah the Grand Cross of the Star of India--all diamonds and ribbons and enamel; and at the same ceremony, while the cannon boomed, Purun Dass was made a Knight Commander of the Order of the Indian Empire; so that his name stood Sir Purun Dass, K.C.I.E.

That evening, at dinner in the big Viceregal tent, he stood up with the badge and the collar of the Order on his breast, and replying to the toast of his master’s health, made a speech few Englishmen could have bettered.

Next month, when the city had returned to its sun-baked quiet, he did a thing no Englishman would have dreamed of doing; for, so far as the world’s affairs went, he died. The jewelled order of his knighthood went back to the Indian Government, and a new Prime Minister was appointed to the charge of affairs, and a great game of General Post began in all the subordinate appointments. The priests knew what had happened, and the people guessed; but India is the one place in the world where a man can do as he pleases and nobody asks why; and the fact that Dewan Sir Purun Dass, K.C.I.E., had resigned position, palace, and power, and taken up the begging-bowl and ochre-coloured dress of a Sunnyasi, or holy man, was considered nothing extraordinary. He had been, as the Old Law recommends, twenty years a youth, twenty years a fighter--though he had never carried a weapon in his life--and twenty years head of a household. He had used his wealth and his power for what he knew both to be worth; he had taken honour when it came his way; he had seen men and cities far and near, and men and cities had stood up and honoured him. Now he would let those things go, as a man drops the cloak he no longer needs.

Behind him, as he walked through the city gates, an antelope skin and brass-handled crutch under his arm, and a begging-bowl of polished brown coco-de-mer in his hand, barefoot, alone, with eyes cast on the ground--behind him they were firing salutes from the bastions in honour of his happy successor. Purun Dass nodded. All that life was ended; and he bore it no more ill-will or good-will than a man bears to a colourless dream of the night. He was a Sunnyasi--a houseless, wandering mendicant, depending on his neighbours for his daily bread; and so long as there is a morsel to divide in India, neither priest nor beggar starves. He had never in his life tasted meat, and very seldom eaten even fish. A five-pound note would have covered his personal expenses for food through any one of the many years in which he had been absolute master of millions of money. Even when he was being lionised in London he had held before him his dream of peace and quiet--the long, white, dusty Indian road, printed all over with bare feet, the incessant, slow-moving traffic, and the sharp-smelling wood smoke curling up under the fig-trees in the twilight, where the wayfarers sit at their evening meal.

When the time came to make that dream true the Prime Minister took the proper steps, and in three days you might more easily have found a bubble in the trough of the long Atlantic seas, than Purun Dass among the roving, gathering, separating millions of India.

At night his antelope skin was spread where the darkness overtook him--sometimes in a Sunnyasi monastery by the roadside; sometimes by a mud-pillar shrine of Kala Pir, where the Jogis, who are another misty division of holy men, would receive him as they do those who know what castes and divisions are worth; sometimes on the outskirts of a little Hindu village, where the children would steal up with the food their parents had prepared; and sometimes on the pitch of the bare grazing-grounds, where the flame of his stick fire waked the drowsy camels. It was all one to Purun Dass--or Purun Bhagat, as he called himself now. Earth, people, and food were all one. But unconsciously his feet drew him away northward and eastward; from the south to Rohtak; from Rohtak to Kurnool; from Kurnool to ruined Samanah, and then up-stream along the dried bed of the Gugger river that fills only when the rain falls in the hills, till one day he saw the far line of the great Himalayas.

Then Purun Bhagat smiled, for he remembered that his mother was of Rajput Brahmin birth, from Kulu way--a Hill-woman, always homesick for the snows--and that the least touch of Hill blood draws a man in the end back to where he belongs.

“Yonder,” said Purun Bhagat, breasting the lower slopes of the Sewaliks, where the cacti stand up like seven-branched candlesticks--“yonder I shall sit down and get knowledge,” and the cool wind of the Himalayas whistled about his ears as he trod the road that led to Simla.

The last time he had come that way it had been in state, with a clattering cavalry escort, to visit the gentlest and most affable of Viceroys; and the two had talked for an hour together about mutual friends in London, and what the Indian common folk really thought of things. This time Purun Bhagat paid no calls, but leaned on the rail of the Mall, watching that glorious view of the Plains spread out forty miles below, till a native Mohammedan policeman told him he was obstructing traffic; and Purun Bhagat salaamed reverently to the Law, because he knew the value of it, and was seeking for a Law of his own. Then he moved on, and slept that night in an empty hut at Chota Simla, which looks like the very last end of the earth, but it was only the beginning of his journey.

He followed the Himalaya-Tibet road, the little ten-foot track that is blasted out of solid rock, or strutted out on timbers over gulfs a thousand feet deep; that dips into warm, wet, shut-in valleys, and climbs out across bare, grassy hill-shoulders where the sun strikes like a burning-glass; or turns through dripping, dark forests where the tree-ferns dress the trunks from head to heel, and the pheasant calls to his mate. And he met Tibetan herdsmen with their dogs and flocks of sheep, each sheep with a little bag of borax on his back, and wandering wood-cutters, and cloaked and blanketed Lamas from Tibet, coming into India on pilgrimage, and envoys of little solitary Hill-states, posting furiously on ring-streaked and piebald ponies, or the cavalcade of a Rajah paying a visit; or else for a long, clear day he would see nothing more than a black bear grunting and rooting below in the valley. When he first started, the roar of the world he had left still rang in his ears, as the roar of a tunnel rings long after the train has passed through; but when he had put the Mutteeanee Pass behind him that was all done, and Purun Bhagat was alone with himself, walking, wondering, and thinking, his eyes on the ground, and his thoughts with the clouds.

One evening he crossed the highest pass he had met till then--it had been a two-day’s climb--and came out on a line of snow-peaks that banded all the horizon--mountains from fifteen to twenty thousand feet high, looking almost near enough to hit with a stone, though they were fifty or sixty miles away. The pass was crowned with dense, dark forest--deodar, walnut, wild cherry, wild olive, and wild pear, but mostly deodar, which is the Himalayan cedar; and under the shadow of the deodars stood a deserted shrine to Kali--who is Durga, who is Sitala, who is sometimes worshipped against the smallpox.

Purun Dass swept the stone floor clean, smiled at the grinning statue, made himself a little mud fireplace at the back of the shrine, spread his antelope skin on a bed of fresh pine-needles, tucked his bairagi--his brass-handled crutch--under his armpit, and sat down to rest.

Immediately below him the hillside fell away, clean and cleared for fifteen hundred feet, where a little village of stone-walled houses, with roofs of beaten earth, clung to the steep tilt. All round it the tiny terraced fields lay out like aprons of patchwork on the knees of the mountain, and cows no bigger than beetles grazed between the smooth stone circles of the threshing-floors. Looking across the valley, the eye was deceived by the size of things, and could not at first realise that what seemed to be low scrub, on the opposite mountain-flank, was in truth a forest of hundred-foot pines. Purun Bhagat saw an eagle swoop across the gigantic hollow, but the great bird dwindled to a dot ere it was half-way over. A few bands of scattered clouds strung up and down the valley, catching on a shoulder of the hills, or rising up and dying out when they were level with the head of the pass. And “Here shall I find peace,” said Purun Bhagat.

Now, a Hill-man makes nothing of a few hundred feet up or down, and as soon as the villagers saw the smoke in the deserted shrine, the village priest climbed up the terraced hillside to welcome the stranger.

When he met Purun Bhagat’s eyes--the eyes of a man used to control thousands--he bowed to the earth, took the begging-bowl without a word, and returned to the village, saying, “We have at last a holy man. Never have I seen such a man. He is of the Plains--but pale-coloured--a Brahmin of the Brahmins.” Then all the housewives of the village said, “Think you he will stay with us?” and each did her best to cook the most savoury meal for the Bhagat. Hill-food is very simple, but with buckwheat and Indian corn, and rice and red pepper, and little fish out of the stream in the valley, and honey from the flue-like hives built in the stone walls, and dried apricots, and turmeric, and wild ginger, and bannocks of flour, a devout woman can make good things, and it was a full bowl that the priest carried to the Bhagat. Was he going to stay? asked the priest. Would he need a chela--a disciple--to beg for him? Had he a blanket against the cold weather? Was the food good?

Purun Bhagat ate, and thanked the giver. It was in his mind to stay. That was sufficient, said the priest. Let the begging-bowl be placed outside the shrine, in the hollow made by those two twisted roots, and daily should the Bhagat be fed; for the village felt honoured that such a man--he looked timidly into the Bhagat’s face--should tarry among them.

That day saw the end of Purun Bhagat’s wanderings. He had come to the place appointed for him--the silence and the space. After this, time stopped, and he, sitting at the mouth of the shrine, could not tell whether he were alive or dead; a man with control of his limbs, or a part of the hills, and the clouds, and the shifting rain and sunlight. He would repeat a Name softly to himself a hundred hundred times, till, at each repetition, he seemed to move more and more out of his body, sweeping up to the doors of some tremendous discovery; but, just as the door was opening, his body would drag him back, and, with grief, he felt he was locked up again in the flesh and bones of Purun Bhagat.

Every morning the filled begging-bowl was laid silently in the crutch of the roots outside the shrine. Sometimes the priest brought it; sometimes a Ladakhi trader, lodging in the village, and anxious to get merit, trudged up the path; but, more often, it was the woman who had cooked the meal overnight; and she would murmur, hardly above her breath. “Speak for me before the gods, Bhagat. Speak for such a one, the wife of so-and-so!” Now and then some bold child would be allowed the honour, and Purun Bhagat would hear him drop the bowl and run as fast as his little legs could carry him, but the Bhagat never came down to the village. It was laid out like a map at his feet. He could see the evening gatherings, held on the circle of the threshing-floors, because that was the only level ground; could see the wonderful unnamed green of the young rice, the indigo blues of the Indian corn, the dock-like patches of buckwheat, and, in its season, the red bloom of the amaranth, whose tiny seeds, being neither grain nor pulse, make a food that can be lawfully eaten by Hindus in time of fasts.

When the year turned, the roofs of the huts were all little squares of purest gold, for it was on the roofs that they laid out their cobs of the corn to dry. Hiving and harvest, rice-sowing and husking, passed before his eyes, all embroidered down there on the many-sided plots of fields, and he thought of them all, and wondered what they all led to at the long last.

Even in populated India a man cannot a day sit still before the wild things run over him as though he were a rock; and in that wilderness very soon the wild things, who knew Kali’s Shrine well, came back to look at the intruder. The langurs, the big grey-whiskered monkeys of the Himalayas, were, naturally, the first, for they are alive with curiosity; and when they had upset the begging-bowl, and rolled it round the floor, and tried their teeth on the brass-handled crutch, and made faces at the antelope skin, they decided that the human being who sat so still was harmless. At evening, they would leap down from the pines, and beg with their hands for things to eat, and then swing off in graceful curves. They liked the warmth of the fire, too, and huddled round it till Purun Bhagat had to push them aside to throw on more fuel; and in the morning, as often as not, he would find a furry ape sharing his blanket. All day long, one or other of the tribe would sit by his side, staring out at the snows, crooning and looking unspeakably wise and sorrowful.

After the monkeys came the barasingh, that big deer which is like our red deer, but stronger. He wished to rub off the velvet of his horns against the cold stones of Kali’s statue, and stamped his feet when he saw the man at the shrine. But Purun Bhagat never moved, and, little by little, the royal stag edged up and nuzzled his shoulder. Purun Bhagat slid one cool hand along the hot antlers, and the touch soothed the fretted beast, who bowed his head, and Purun Bhagat very softly rubbed and ravelled off the velvet. Afterward, the barasingh brought his doe and fawn--gentle things that mumbled on the holy man’s blanket--or would come alone at night, his eyes green in the fire-flicker, to take his share of fresh walnuts. At last, the musk-deer, the shyest and almost the smallest of the deerlets, came, too, her big rabbity ears erect; even brindled, silent mushick-nabha must needs find out what the light in the shrine meant, and drop out her moose-like nose into Purun Bhagat’s lap, coming and going with the shadows of the fire. Purun Bhagat called them all “my brothers,” and his low call of “Bhai! Bhai!” would draw them from the forest at noon if they were within ear shot. The Himalayan black bear, moody and suspicious--Sona, who has the V-shaped white mark under his chin--passed that way more than once; and since the Bhagat showed no fear, Sona showed no anger, but watched him, and came closer, and begged a share of the caresses, and a dole of bread or wild berries. Often, in the still dawns, when the Bhagat would climb to the very crest of the pass to watch the red day walking along the peaks of the snows, he would find Sona shuffling and grunting at his heels, thrusting, a curious fore-paw under fallen trunks, and bringing it away with a whoof of impatience; or his early steps would wake Sona where he lay curled up, and the great brute, rising erect, would think to fight, till he heard the Bhagat’s voice and knew his best friend.

Nearly all hermits and holy men who live apart from the big cities have the reputation of being able to work miracles with the wild things, but all the miracle lies in keeping still, in never making a hasty movement, and, for a long time, at least, in never looking directly at a visitor. The villagers saw the outline of the barasingh stalking like a shadow through the dark forest behind the shrine; saw the minaul, the Himalayan pheasant, blazing in her best colours before Kali’s statue; and the langurs on their haunches, inside, playing with the walnut shells. Some of the children, too, had heard Sona singing to himself, bear-fashion, behind the fallen rocks, and the Bhagat’s reputation as miracle-worker stood firm.

Yet nothing was farther from his mind than miracles. He believed that all things were one big Miracle, and when a man knows that much he knows something to go upon. He knew for a certainty that there was nothing great and nothing little in this world: and day and night he strove to think out his way into the heart of things, back to the place whence his soul had come.

So thinking, his untrimmed hair fell down about his shoulders, the stone slab at the side of the antelope skin was dented into a little hole by the foot of his brass-handled crutch, and the place between the tree-trunks, where the begging-bowl rested day after day, sunk and wore into a hollow almost as smooth as the brown shell itself; and each beast knew his exact place at the fire. The fields changed their colours with the seasons; the threshing-floors filled and emptied, and filled again and again; and again and again, when winter came, the langurs frisked among the branches feathered with light snow, till the mother-monkeys brought their sad-eyed little babies up from the warmer valleys with the spring. There were few changes in the village. The priest was older, and many of the little children who used to come with the begging-dish sent their own children now; and when you asked of the villagers how long their holy man had lived in Kali’s Shrine at the head of the pass, they answered, “Always.”

Then came such summer rains as had not been known in the Hills for many seasons. Through three good months the valley was wrapped in cloud and soaking mist--steady, unrelenting downfall, breaking off into thunder-shower after thunder-shower. Kali’s Shrine stood above the clouds, for the most part, and there was a whole month in which the Bhagat never caught a glimpse of his village. It was packed away under a white floor of cloud that swayed and shifted and rolled on itself and bulged upward, but never broke from its piers--the streaming flanks of the valley.

All that time he heard nothing but the sound of a million little waters, overhead from the trees, and underfoot along the ground, soaking through the pine-needles, dripping from the tongues of draggled fern, and spouting in newly-torn muddy channels down the slopes. Then the sun came out, and drew forth the good incense of the deodars and the rhododendrons, and that far-off, clean smell which the Hill people call “the smell of the snows.” The hot sunshine lasted for a week, and then the rains gathered together for their last downpour, and the water fell in sheets that flayed off the skin of the ground and leaped back in mud. Purun Bhagat heaped his fire high that night, for he was sure his brothers would need warmth; but never a beast came to the shrine, though he called and called till he dropped asleep, wondering what had happened in the woods.

It was in the black heart of the night, the rain drumming like a thousand drums, that he was roused by a plucking at his blanket, and, stretching out, felt the little hand of a langur. “It is better here than in the trees,” he said sleepily, loosening a fold of blanket; “take it and be warm.” The monkey caught his hand and pulled hard. “Is it food, then?” said Purun Bhagat. “Wait awhile, and I will prepare some.” As he kneeled to throw fuel on the fire the langur ran to the door of the shrine, crooned and ran back again, plucking at the man’s knee.

“What is it? What is thy trouble, Brother?” said Purun Bhagat, for the langur’s eyes were full of things that he could not tell. “Unless one of thy caste be in a trap--and none set traps here--I will not go into that weather. Look, Brother, even the barasingh comes for shelter!”

The deer’s antlers clashed as he strode into the shrine, clashed against the grinning statue of Kali. He lowered them in Purun Bhagat’s direction and stamped uneasily, hissing through his half-shut nostrils.

“Hai! Hai! Hai!” said the Bhagat, snapping his fingers, “Is this payment for a night’s lodging?” But the deer pushed him toward the door, and as he did so Purun Bhagat heard the sound of something opening with a sigh, and saw two slabs of the floor draw away from each other, while the sticky earth below smacked its lips.

“Now I see,” said Purun Bhagat. “No blame to my brothers that they did not sit by the fire to-night. The mountain is falling. And yet-- why should I go?” His eye fell on the empty begging-bowl, and his face changed. “They have given me good food daily since--since I came, and, if I am not swift, tomorrow there will not be one mouth in the valley. Indeed, I must go and warn them below. Back there, Brother! Let me get to the fire.”

The barasingh backed unwillingly as Purun Bhagat drove a pine torch deep into the flame, twirling it till it was well lit. “Ah! ye came to warn me,” he said, rising. “Better than that we shall do; better than that. Out, now, and lend me thy neck, Brother, for I have but two feet.”

He clutched the bristling withers of the barasingh with his right hand, held the torch away with his left, and stepped out of the shrine into the desperate night. There was no breath of wind, but the rain nearly drowned the flare as the great deer hurried down the slope, sliding on his haunches. As soon as they were clear of the forest more of the Bhagat’s brothers joined them. He heard, though he could not see, the langurs pressing about him, and behind them the uhh! uhh! of Sona. The rain matted his long white hair into ropes; the water splashed beneath his bare feet, and his yellow robe clung to his frail old body, but he stepped down steadily, leaning against the barasingh. He was no longer a holy man, but Sir Purun Dass, K.C.I.E., Prime Minister of no small State, a man accustomed to command, going out to save life. Down the steep, plashy path they poured all together, the Bhagat and his brothers, down and down till the deer’s feet clicked and stumbled on the wall of a threshing-floor, and he snorted because he smelt Man. Now they were at the head of the one crooked village street, and the Bhagat beat with his crutch on the barred windows of the blacksmith’s house, as his torch blazed up in the shelter of the eaves. “Up and out!” cried Purun Bhagat; and he did not know his own voice, for it was years since he had spoken aloud to a man. “The hill falls! The hill is falling! Up and out, oh, you within!”

“It is our Bhagat,” said the blacksmith’s wife. “He stands among his beasts. Gather the little ones and give the call.”

It ran from house to house, while the beasts, cramped in the narrow way, surged and huddled round the Bhagat, and Sona puffed impatiently.

The people hurried into the street--they were no more than seventy souls all told--and in the glare of the torches they saw their Bhagat holding back the terrified barasingh, while the monkeys plucked piteously at his skirts, and Sona sat on his haunches and roared.

“Across the valley and up the next hill!” shouted Purun Bhagat. “Leave none behind! We follow!”

Then the people ran as only Hill folk can run, for they knew that in a landslip you must climb for the highest ground across the valley. They fled, splashing through the little river at the bottom, and panted up the terraced fields on the far side, while the Bhagat and his brethren followed. Up and up the opposite mountain they climbed, calling to each other by name--the roll-call of the village--and at their heels toiled the big barasingh, weighted by the failing strength of Purun Bhagat. At last the deer stopped in the shadow of a deep pinewood, five hundred feet up the hillside. His instinct, that had warned him of the coming slide, told him he would he safe here.

Purun Bhagat dropped fainting by his side, for the chill of the rain and that fierce climb were killing him; but first he called to the scattered torches ahead, “Stay and count your numbers”; then, whispering to the deer as he saw the lights gather in a cluster: “Stay with me, Brother. Stay--till--I--go!”

There was a sigh in the air that grew to a mutter, and a mutter that grew to a roar, and a roar that passed all sense of hearing, and the hillside on which the villagers stood was hit in the darkness, and rocked to the blow. Then a note as steady, deep, and true as the deep C of the organ drowned everything for perhaps five minutes, while the very roots of the pines quivered to it. It died away, and the sound of the rain falling on miles of hard ground and grass changed to the muffled drum of water on soft earth. That told its own tale.

Never a villager--not even the priest--was bold enough to speak to the Bhagat who had saved their lives. They crouched under the pines and waited till the day. When it came they looked across the valley and saw that what had been forest, and terraced field, and track-threaded grazing-ground was one raw, red, fan-shaped smear, with a few trees flung head-down on the scarp. That red ran high up the hill of their refuge, damming back the little river, which had begun to spread into a brick-coloured lake. Of the village, of the road to the shrine, of the shrine itself, and the forest behind, there was no trace. For one mile in width and two thousand feet in sheer depth the mountain-side had come away bodily, planed clean from head to heel.

And the villagers, one by one, crept through the wood to pray before their Bhagat. They saw the barasingh standing over him, who fled when they came near, and they heard the langurs wailing in the branches, and Sona moaning up the hill; but their Bhagat was dead, sitting cross-legged, his back against a tree, his crutch under his armpit, and his face turned to the north-east.

The priest said: “Behold a miracle after a miracle, for in this very attitude must all Sunnyasis be buried! Therefore where he now is we will build the temple to our holy man.”

They built the temple before a year was ended--a little stone-and-earth shrine--and they called the hill the Bhagat’s hill, and they worship there with lights and flowers and offerings to this day. But they do not know that the saint of their worship is the late Sir Purun Dass, K.C.I.E., D.C.L., Ph.D., etc., once Prime Minister of the progressive and enlightened State of Mohiniwala, and honorary or corresponding member of more learned and scientific societies than will ever do any good in this world or the next.
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      Poem

      Returning to the Fields

      Tao Yuanming, translated by Arthur Waley, c. 405

      
        
          When I was young, I was out of tune with the herd: 

My only love was for the hills and mountains. 

Unwitting I fell into the Web of the World's dust 

And was not free until my thirtieth year. 

The migrant bird longs for the old wood: 

The fish in the tank thinks of its native pool. 

I had rescued from wildness a patch of the Southern Moor 

And, still rustic, I returned to field and garden. 

My ground covers no more than ten acres: 

My thatched cottage has eight or nine rooms. 

Elms and willows cluster by the eaves: 

Peach trees and plum trees grow before the hall. 

Hazy, hazy the distant hamlets of men. 

Steady the smoke of the half-deserted village, 

A dog barks somewhere in the deep lanes, 

A cock crows at the top of the mulberry tree. 

At gate and courtyard — no murmur of the World's dust: 

In the empty rooms — leisure and deep stillness. 

Long I lived checked by the bars of a cage: 

Now I have turned again to Nature and Freedom.
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      Essay

      An Account of My Hut (Hōjōki)

      Kamo no Chōmei, translated by Donald Keene, 1212

      Kamo no Chōmei was a poet from a family of shrine priests in Kyoto, then the capital of Japan. In the 1170s and 1180s the city suffered a great fire, a whirlwind, famine and earthquake as well as civil war, and in his fifties he became a Buddhist monk. The prayer he recites at the end calls on Amida Buddha, who was believed to welcome the faithful into a paradise in the west.

      
        
          The flow of the river is ceaseless and its water is never the same. The bubbles that float in the pools, now vanishing, now forming, are not of long duration: so in the world are man and his dwellings It might be imagined that the houses, great and small, which vie roof against proud roof in the capital remain unchanged from one generation to the next, but when we examine whether this is true, how few are the houses that were there of old. Some were burnt last year and only since rebuilt; great houses have crumbled into hovels and those who dwell in them have fallen no less. The city is the same, the people are as numerous as ever, but of those I used to know, a bare one or two in twenty remain. They die in the morning, they are born in the evening, like foam on the water.

Whence does he come, where does he go, man that is born and dies? We know not. For whose benefit does he torment himself in building houses that last but a moment, for what reason is his eye delighted by them? This too we do not know. Which will be first to go, the master or his dwelling? One might just as well ask this of the dew on the morning-glory. The dew may fall and the flower remain—remain, only to be withered by the morning sun. The flower may fade before the dew evaporates, but though it does not evaporate, it waits not the evening.



The Great Fire



In the forty and more years that have passed since first I became aware of the meaning of things, I have witnessed many terrible sights. It was, I believe, the twenty-eighth day of the fourth month of 1177, on a night when the wind blew fiercely without a moment of calm, that a fire broke out toward nine o’clock in the southeast of the capital and spread northwest. It finally reached the gates and buildings of the palace, and within the space of a single night all was reduced to ashes. The fire originated in a little hut where a sick man lodged.

The fire fanned out as the shifting wind spread it, first in one direction and then another. Houses far away from the conflagration were enveloped in the smoke, while the area nearby was a sea of flames. The ashes were blown up into the sky, which turned into a sheet of crimson from the reflected glare of the fire, and the flames, relentlessly whipped by the wind, seemed to fly over two or three streets at a time. Those who were caught in the midst could not believe it was actually happening: some collapsed, suffocated by the smoke, others surrounded by flames died on the spot. Still others barely managed to escape with their lives, but could not rescue any of their property: all their treasures were turned into ashes. How much had been wasted on them!

Sixteen mansions belonging to the nobility were burnt, not to speak of innumerable other houses. In all, about a third of the capital was destroyed. Several thousand men and women lost their lives, as well as countless horses and oxen. Of all the follies of  human endeavor, none is more pointless than expending treasures and spirit to build houses in so dangerous a place as the capital.



The Whirlwind



Again, on the twenty-ninth day of the fourth moon of 1180, a great whirlwind sprang up in the northeast of the capital and violently raged as far south as the Sixth Ward. Every house, great or small, was destroyed within the area engulfed by the wind. Some were knocked completely flat, others were left with their bare framework standing. The tops of the gates were blown off and dropped four or five hundred yards away, and fences were swept down, making neighboring properties one. Innumerable treasures from within the houses were tossed into the sky; roofs of bark or thatch were driven like winter leaves in the wind. A smoke-like dust rose, blindingly thick, and so deafening was the roar that the sound of voices was lost in it. Even so must be the blasts of Hell, I thought.

Not only were many houses damaged or destroyed, but countless people were hurt or crippled while repairing them. The whirlwind moved off in a southwesterly direction, leaving behind many to bewail its passage. People said in wonder, “We have whirlwinds all the time, but never one like this. It is no common case—it must be a presage of terrible things to come.”



The Moving of the Capital



In the sixth month of the same year the capital was suddenly moved, a most unexpected occurrence. It had been hundreds of years since the reign of the Emperor Saga when the capital was fixed in Kyoto. The site of the capital was not a thing lightly to be changed without sufficient reason, and the people were excessively agitated and worried by the news.

However, complaints served no purpose and everyone moved, from the Emperor, his ministers, and the nobility on downward. Of all those who served the court, not a soul was left in the old capital. Those who had ambitions of office or favors to ask of the Emperor vied to be the first to make the move. Only those who, having lost their chances of success, were superfluous in the world and had nothing to hope for, remained behind, although with sorrow. The mansions whose roofs had rivaled one another fell with the passing days to rack and ruin. Houses were dismantled and floated down the Yodo River, and the capital turned into empty fields before one’s eyes. People’s ways changed completely—now horses were prized and oxcarts fell into disuse. Estates by the sea in the south or west were highly desired, and no one showed any liking for manors in the east or the north.

About this time I happened to have business which took me to the new capital. The site was so cramped that there was not even enough space to divide the city into the proper number of streets. To the north the land rose up high along a ridge of hills and to the south sloped down to the sea. The roar of the waves made a constant din, and the salt winds were of a terrible severity. The palace was in the mountains and, suggesting as it did the log construction of the ancient palaces, was not without its charms.

I wondered where they could have erected the houses that were daily dismantled and sent down the river so thick as to clog it. There were still many empty fields, and few houses standing. The old capital was now desolate but the new one had yet to be finished. Men all felt uncertain as drifting clouds. Those people who were natives of the place lamented the loss of their land, and those who now moved there complained over the difficulties of putting up houses. I could see on the roads men on horseback who should have been riding in carriages; instead of wearing court robes they were in simple service dress. The manners of the capital had suddenly changed and were now exactly like those of rustic soldiers.

Everywhere people could be heard wondering if future disorders were portended, and indeed, with the passage of the days, the country came to be torn by disturbances and unrest. The sufferings of the people were not, however, entirely in vain—in the winter of the same year the capital was returned to Kyoto. But what had happened to the dismantled houses? They could not all have been re-erected in their former grandeur.

Some faint reports have reached my ears that in the wise reigns of former days the country was ruled with clemency. Then the Imperial palace was thatched with straw, and not even the eaves were aligned. When the Emperor saw that the smoke rising from the kitchen fires was thin, he went so far as to remit the taxes, although they were not excessive. That was because he loved his people and sought to help them. If we compare present conditions with those of ancient times, we may see how great is the difference.



The Famine



Again, about 1181—it is so long ago that I cannot remember for certain—there was a famine in the country which lasted two years, a most terrible thing. A drought persisted through the spring and summer, while the autumn and winter brought storms and floods. One disaster followed another, and the grains failed to ripen. All in vain was the labor of tilling the soil in spring or planting in summer, for there was none of the joy of the autumn reaping or winter harvest. Some of the people as a result abandoned their lands and crossed into other provinces; some forgot their homes and went to live in the mountains. All manner of prayers were begun and extraordinary devotions performed, but without the slightest effect.

The capital had always depended on the countryside for its needs, and when supplies ceased to come it became quite impossible for people to maintain their composure. They tried in their desperation to barter for food one after another of their possessions, however cheaply, but no one desired them. The rare person who was willing to trade had contempt for money and set a high value on his grain. Many beggars lined the roads, and their doleful cries filled the air.

Thus the first year of the famine at last drew to a close. It was thought that the new year would see an improvement, but it brought instead the additional affliction of epidemics, and there was no sign of any amelioration. The people were starving, and with the passage of days approached the extremity, like fish gasping in insufficient water. Finally, people of quality, wearing hats and with their legs covered, were reduced to going from house to house desperately begging. Overwhelmed by misery, they would walk in a stupor, only presently to collapse. The number of those who died of starvation outside the gates or along the roads may not be reckoned. There being no one even to dispose of the bodies, a stench filled the whole world, and there were many sights of decomposing bodies too horrible to behold. Along the banks of the Kamo River there was not even room for horses and cattle to pass.

The lower classes and the wood-cutters were also at the end of their strength, and as even firewood grew scarce those without other resources broke up their own houses and took the wood to sell in the market. The amount obtainable for all that a man could carry, however, was not enough to sustain life a single day. Strange to relate, among the sticks of firewood were some to which bits of vermilion or gold and silver leaf still adhered. This, I discovered, came about because people with no other means of living were robbing the old temples of their holy images or breaking up the furnishings of the sacred halls for firewood. It was because I was born in a world of foulness and evil that I was forced to witness such heartbreaking sights.

There were other exceedingly unhappy occurrences. In the case of husbands and wives who refused to separate, the ones whose affections were the stronger were certain to die first. This was because, whether man or woman, they thought of themselves second and gave to their beloved whatever food they occasionally managed to get. With parents and children it inevitably happened that the parents died first. Sometimes an infant, not realizing that its mother was dead, would lie beside her, sucking at her breast.

The Abbot Ryūgyō of the Ninnaji, grieving for the countless people who were dying, gathered together a number of priests who went about writing the letter A on the forehead of every corpse they saw, thus establishing communion with Buddha. In an attempt to determine how many people had died, they made a count during the fourth and fifth months, and found within the boundaries of the capital over 42,300 corpses lying in the streets. What would the total have been had it included all who died before or after that period, both within the city and in the suburbs? And what if all the provinces of Japan had been included?

I have heard that a similar disaster occurred in 1134, during the reign of the Emperor Sutoku, but I did not myself experience what happened then. Of all that has passed before my eyes, this famine was the strangest and saddest of all disasters.



The Earthquake



Then there was the great earthquake of 1185, of an intensity not known before. Mountains crumbled and rivers were buried, the sea tilted over and immersed the land. The earth split and water gushed up; boulders were sundered and rolled into the valleys. Boats that rowed along the shores were swept out to sea. Horses walking along the roads lost their footing. It is needless to speak of the damage throughout the capital—not a single mansion, pagoda, or shrine was left whole. As some collapsed and others tumbled over, dust and ashes rose like voluminous smoke. The rumble of the earth shaking and the houses crashing was exactly like that of thunder. Those who were in their houses, fearing that they would presently be crushed to death, ran outside, only to meet with a new cracking of the earth. They could not soar into the sky, not having wings. They could not climb into the clouds, not being dragons. Of all the frightening things of the world, none is so frightful as an earthquake.

Among those who perished was the only child of a samurai family, a boy of five or six, who had made a little house under the overhanging part of a wall and was playing there innocently when the wall suddenly collapsed, burying him under it. His body was crushed flat, with only his two eyes protruding. His parents took him in their arms and wailed uncontrollably, so great was the sorrow they experienced. I realized that grief over a child can make even the bravest warrior forget shame—a pitiable but understandable fact.

The intense quaking stopped after a time, but the after-tremors continued for some while. Not a day passed without twenty or thirty tremors of a severity which would ordinarily have frightened people. After a week or two their frequency diminished, and there would be four or five, then two or three a day; then a day might be skipped, or there be only one tremor in two or three days. After-tremors continued for three months.

Of the four great elements, water, fire, and wind are continually causing disasters, but the earth does not normally afflict man. Long ago, during the great earthquake of the year 855, the head of the Buddha of the Tōdaiji fell off, a terrible misfortune, indeed, but not the equal of the present disaster. At the time everyone spoke of the vanity and meaninglessness of the world, and it seemed that the impurities in men’s hearts had somewhat lessened, but with the passage of the months and the days and the coming of the new year people no longer even spoke in that vein.



Hardships of Life in the World



All is as I have described it—the things in the world which make life difficult to endure, our own helplessness and the undependability of our dwellings. And if to these were added the griefs that come from place or particular circumstances, their sum would be unreckonable.

When a man of no great standing happens to live next door to a powerful lord, however happy he may be he cannot celebrate too loudly; however grief-stricken, he cannot raise his voice in lamentations. He is uneasy no matter what he does; in his every action he trembles like a swallow approaching a falcon’s nest. The poor man who is the neighbor of a wealthy family is always ashamed of his wretched appearance, and makes his entrances and exits in bursts of flattery. And when he sees how envious his wife and children and his servants are, or hears how the rich family despises him, his mind is incessantly torn by an agitation that leaves not a moment’s peace. If a man’s house stands in a crowded place and a fire breaks out in the neighborhood, he cannot escape the danger. If it stands in a remote situation, he must put up with the nuisance of going back and forth to the city, and there is always a danger of robbers.

Those who are powerful are filled with greed; and those who have no protectors are despised. Possessions bring many worries; in poverty there is sorrow. He who asks another’s help becomes his slave; he who nurtures others is fettered by affection. He who complies with the ways of the world may be impoverished thereby; he who does not, appears deranged. Wherever one may live, whatever work one may do, is it possible even for a moment to find a haven for the body or peace for the mind?



Renunciation of the World



I inherited the house of my father’s grandmother and for a long time lived there. Afterward I lost my position and fell on hard times. Many things led me to live in seclusion, and finally, unable longer to remain in my ancestral home, in my thirties I built after my own plans a little cottage. It was a bare tenth the size of the house in which I had lived, and being intended just as a place where I might stay it had no pretensions about it. An earthen wall was, it is true, raised around it, but I lacked the means to put up an ornamental gate. I also built a rough shed of bamboo posts for my carriage. I must confess that when the snow fell or gales blew, I could not but feel alarmed; and since the house was near the Kamo River, there was considerable danger of flooding as well as the threat of bandits.

For over thirty years I had tormented myself by putting up with all the things of this unhappy world. During this time each stroke of misfortune had naturally made me realize the fragility of my life. In my fiftieth year, then, I became a priest and turned my back on the world. Not having any family, I had no ties that would make abandoning the world difficult. I had no rank or stipend—what was there for me to cling to? How many years had I vainly spent among the cloud-covered hills of Ohara?



The Hut Ten Feet Square



Now that I have reached the age of sixty, and my life seems about to evaporate like the dew, I have fashioned a lodging for the last leaves of my years. It is a hut where, perhaps, a traveler might spend a single night; it is like the cocoon spun by an aged silkworm. This hut is not even a hundredth the size of the cottage where I spent my middle years.

Before I was aware, I had become heavy with years, and with each remove my dwelling grew smaller. The present hut is of no ordinary appearance. It is a bare ten feet square and less than seven feet high. I did not choose this particular spot rather than another, and I built my house without consulting any diviners. I laid a foundation and roughly thatched a roof. I fastened hinges to the joints of the beams, the easier to move elsewhere should anything displease me. What difficulty would there be in changing my dwelling? A bare two carts would suffice to carry off the whole house, and except for the carter’s fee there would be no expenses at all.

Since first I hid my traces here in the heart of Mount Hino, I have added a lean-to on the south and a porch of bamboo. On the west I have built a shelf for holy water, and inside the hut, along the west wall, I have installed an image of Amida. The light of the setting sun shines between its eyebrows. On the doors of the reliquary I have hung pictures of Fugen and Fudō. Above the sliding door that faces north I have built a little shelf on which I keep three or four black leather baskets that contain books of poetry and music and extracts from the sacred writings. Beside them stand a folding koto and a lute.

Along the east wall I have spread long fern fronds and mats of straw which serve as my bed for the night. I have cut open a window in the eastern wall, and beneath it have made a desk. Near my pillow is a square brazier in which I burn brushwood. To the north of the hut I have staked out a small plot of land which I have enclosed with a rough fence and made into a garden. I grow many species of herbs there.

This is what my temporary hut is like. I shall now attempt to describe its surroundings. To the south there is a bamboo pipe which empties water into the rock pool I have laid. The woods come close to my house, and it is thus a simple matter for me to gather brushwood. The mountain is named Toyama. Creeping vines block the trails and the valleys are overgrown, but to the west is a clearing, and my surroundings thus do not leave me without spiritual comfort. In the spring I see waves of wistaria like purple clouds, bright in the west. In the summer I hear the cuckoo call, promising to guide me on the road of death. In the autumn the voice of the evening insects fills my ears with a sound of lamentation for this cracked husk of a world. In winter I look with deep emotion on the snow, piling up and melting away like sins and hindrances to salvation.

When I do not feel like reciting the nembutsu and cannot put my heart into reading the Sutras, no one will keep me from resting or being lazy, and there is no friend who will feel ashamed of me. Even though I make no special attempt to observe the discipline of silence, living alone automatically makes me refrain from the sins of speech; and though I do not necessarily try to obey the Commandments, here where there are no temptations what should induce me to break them?

On mornings when I feel myself short-lived as the white wake behind a boat, I go to the banks of the river and, gazing at the boats plying to and fro, compose verses in the style of the Priest Mansei. Or if of an evening the wind in the maples rustles the leaves, I recall the river at Jinyō, and play the lute in the manner of Minamoto no Tsunenobu. If still my mood does not desert me, I often tune my lute to the echoes in the pines, and play the “Song of the Autumn Wind,” or pluck the notes of the “Melody of the Flowing Stream,” modulating the pitch to the sound of the water. I am but an indifferent performer, but I do not play to please others. Alone I play, alone I sing, and this brings joy to my heart.

At the foot of this mountain is a rough-hewn cottage where the guardian of the mountain lives. He has a son who sometimes comes to visit me. When I am bored with whatever I am doing, I often go for a walk with him as my companion. He is sixteen and I sixty: though our ages greatly differ we take pleasure in each other’s company.

Sometimes I pick flowering reeds or the wild pear, or fill my basket with berries and cress. Sometimes I go to the rice fields at the foot of the mountain and weave wreaths of the fallen ears. Or, when the weather is fine, I climb the peak and look out toward Kyoto, my old home, far, far away. The view has no owner and nothing can interfere with my enjoyment.

When I feel energetic and ready for an ambitious journey, I follow along the peaks to worship at the Iwama or Ishiyama Temple. Or I push through the fields of Awazu to pay my respects to the remains of Semimaru’s hut, and cross the Tanagami River to visit the tomb of Sarumaru. On the way back, according to the season, I admire the cherry blossoms or the autumn leaves, pick fern-shoots or fruit, both to offer to the Buddha and to use in my house.

If the evening is still, in the moonlight that fills the window I long for old friends or wet my sleeve with tears at the cries of the monkeys. Fireflies in the grass thickets might be mistaken for fishing-lights off the island of Maki; the dawn rains sound like autumn storms blowing through the leaves. And when I hear the pheasants’ cries, I wonder if they call their father or their mother; when the wild deer of the mountain approach me unafraid, I realize how far I am from the world. And when sometimes, as is the wont of old age, I waken in the middle of the night, I stir up the buried embers and make them companions in solitude.

It is not an awesome mountain, but its scenery gives me endless pleasure regardless of the season, even when I listen in wonder to the hooting of the owls. How much more even would the sights mean to someone of deeper thought and knowledge!

When I first began to live here I thought it would be for just a little while, but five years have already passed. My temporary retreat has become rather old as such houses go: withered leaves lie deep by the eaves and moss has spread over the floor. When, as chance has had it, news has come to me from the capital, I have learned how many of the great and mighty have died since I withdrew to this mountain. And how to reckon the numbers of lesser folk? How many houses have been destroyed by the numerous conflagrations? Only in a hut built for the moment can one live without fears. It is very small, but it holds a bed where I may lie at night and a seat for me in the day; it lacks nothing as a place for me to dwell. The hermit crab chooses to live in little shells because it well knows the size of its body. The osprey stays on deserted shores because it fears human beings. I am like them. Knowing myself and the world, I have no ambitions and do not mix in the world. I seek only tranquillity; I rejoice in the absence of grief.

Most people do not build houses for their own sake. Some build for their families or their relatives; some for their friends and acquaintances. Some build for their masters or teachers, and some even to hold their possessions or beasts. I have built for myself and not for others. This is because in times like these, being in the position I am, I have no companion and no servant to help me. Supposing that I had built a spacious house, whom should I have lodged? Whom should I have had live there?

A man’s friends esteem him for his wealth and show the greatest affection for those who do them favors. They do not necessarily have love for persons who bear them warm friendship or who are of an honest disposition. It is better to have as friends music and the sights of nature. A man’s servants crave liberal presents and are deferential to those who treat them generously. But however great the care and affection bestowed on them, they do not care the slightest for their master’s peace and happiness. It is best to be one’s own servant.

If there is something which must be done, I naturally do it myself. I do sometimes weary of work, but I find it simpler to work than to employ a servant and look after him. If some errand requires walking, I do the walking myself. It is disagreeable at times, but it is preferable to worrying about horse-trappings or an oxcart. I divide my body and make two uses of it: my hands are my servants, my feet my vehicle, and they suit me well. When my mind or body is tired, I know it at once and I rest. I employ my servants when they are strong. I say “employ,” but I do not often overwork them. If I do not feel like working, it does not upset me. And is it not true that to be thus always walking and working is good for the body? What would be the point in idly doing nothing? It is a sin to cause physical or mental pain: how can we borrow the labor of others?

My clothing and food are as simple as my lodgings. I cover my nakedness with whatever clothes woven of wistaria fiber and quilts of hempen cloth come to hand, and I eke out my life with berries of the fields and nuts from the trees on the peaks. I need not feel ashamed of my appearance, for I do not mix in society and the very scantiness of the food gives it additional savor, simple though it is.

I do not prescribe my way of life to men enjoying happiness and wealth, but have related my experiences merely to show the differences between my former and present life. Ever since I fled the world and became a priest, I have known neither hatred nor fear. I leave my span of days for Heaven to determine, neither clinging to life nor begrudging its end. My body is like a drifting cloud—I ask for nothing, I want nothing. My greatest joy is a quiet nap; my only desire for this life is to see the beauties of the seasons.

The Three Worlds are joined by one mind. If the mind is not at peace, neither beasts of burden nor possessions are of service, neither palaces nor pavilions bring any cheer. This lonely house is but a tiny hut, but I somehow love it. I naturally feel ashamed when I go to the capital and must beg, but when I return and sit here I feel pity for those still attached to the world of dust. Should anyone doubt the truth of my words, let him look to the fishes and the birds. Fish do not weary of the water, but unless one is a fish one does not know why. Birds long for the woods, but unless one is a bird one does not know why. The joys of solitude are similar. Who could understand them without having lived here?

Now the moon of my life sinks in the sky and is close to the edge of the mountain. Soon I must head into the darkness of the Three Ways: why should I thus drone on about myself? The essence of the Buddha’s teaching to man is that we must not have attachment for any object. It is a sin for me now to love my little hut, and my attachment to its solitude may also be a hindrance to salvation. Why should I waste more precious time in relating such trifling pleasures?


 One calm dawning, as I thought over the reasons for this weakness of mine, I told myself that I had fled the world to live in a mountain forest in order to discipline my mind and practice the Way. “And yet, in spite of your monk’s appearance, your heart is stained with impurity. Your hut may take after Jōmyō’s, but you preserve the Law even worse than Handoku. If your low estate is a retribution for the sins of a previous existence, is it right that you afflict yourself over it? Or should you permit delusion to come and disturb you?” To these questions my mind could offer no reply. All I could do was to use my tongue to recite two or three times the nembutsu, however inacceptable from a defiled heart.

It is now the end of the third moon of 1212, and I am writing this at the hut on Toyama.




        

      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Afterword

      Day Forty-Two: Retreat from the world

      Tao Yuanming left his last post, as a county magistrate, after about eighty days. The story goes that he would not bow to a visiting inspector for five pecks of rice, his salary, and the phrase is still a Chinese byword for refusing to stoop for a living. His retreat is ten acres and a thatched cottage of “eight or nine rooms”. Chōmei’s dwellings shrank “with each remove” until his hut was ten feet square, hinged so that two carts could carry it off; a copy stands today at the Shimogamo Shrine in Kyoto, where his family were priests. Purun Bhagat moves into an empty shrine with an antelope skin, a crutch and a begging-bowl.

      But which of them gets furthest from the world? Chōmei is proud of needing nobody: “It is best to be one’s own servant.” Purun Bhagat lives on what the village leaves him each morning, and that debt is what calls him back: “His eye fell on the empty begging-bowl, and his face changed.” For one last night he is “a man accustomed to command” again. Chōmei, with no one to save, can’t even let go of his hut: “It is a sin for me now to love my little hut”.

    

  
    
      Day Forty-Three

      Before the law

      12 minutes

      
        Story
        Before the Law
        Franz Kafka · 3 minutes
        Kafka's parable, two pages long, of a man from the country who comes to the door of the Law and is told by the doorkeeper that he cannot enter yet.
      

      
        Poem
        England in 1819
        Percy Bysshe Shelley · 1 minute
        A sonnet against the king, the princes and the Parliament, written the year of the Peterloo massacre and too dangerous to publish in Shelley's lifetime.
      

      
        Essay
        Statement at the Great Trial
        Mohandas K. Gandhi · 9 minutes
        Charged with sedition in 1922, Gandhi explains to the English judge how a loyal subject of the Empire became its uncompromising opponent.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      Before the Law

      Franz Kafka, translated by Ian Johnston, 1915

      This piece is still in copyright in the US, so it is not included here. It can be read free at web.viu.ca.

    

  
    
      Poem

      England in 1819

      Percy Bysshe Shelley, 1839

      In 1819 George III, old, blind and insane, was still king, though his son the Prince Regent ruled for him. That August cavalry charged a peaceful crowd demanding reform at St Peter's Field in Manchester, killing at least fifteen people. Shelley, living in Italy, wrote this sonnet but could not publish it; it appeared in 1839.

      
        An old, mad, blind, despised, and dying king,—
Princes, the dregs of their dull race, who flow
Through public scorn,—mud from a muddy spring,—
Rulers who neither see, nor feel, nor know,
But leech-like to their fainting country cling, 
Till they drop, blind in blood, without a blow,—
A people starved and stabbed in the unfilled field,—
An army, which liberticide and prey
Makes as a two-edged sword to all who wield,—
Golden and sanguine laws which tempt and slay; 
Religion Christless, Godless—a book sealed;
A Senate,—Time's worst statute unrepealed,—
Are graves, from which a glorious Phantom may
Burst, to illumine our tempestuous day.








      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Essay

      Statement at the Great Trial

      Mohandas K. Gandhi, 1922

      In March 1922 Gandhi, leader of the campaign of non-violent non-co-operation against British rule in India, was tried at Ahmedabad for sedition, for three articles in his weekly paper Young India. A few weeks earlier a crowd at Chauri Chaura had set fire to a police station, killing the policemen inside, and Gandhi had called the campaign off. He pleaded guilty and read this statement to the court.

      
        Before I read this statement I would like to state that I entirely endorse the learned Advocate-General’s remarks in connection with my humble self. I think that he has made, because it is very true and I have no desire whatsoever to conceal from this court the fact that to preach disaffection towards the existing system of Government has become almost a passion with me, and the Advocate-General is entirely in the right when he says that my preaching of disaffection did not commence with my connection with Young India but that it commenced much earlier, and in the statement that I am about to read, it will be my painful duty to admit before this court that it commenced much earlier than the period stated by the Advocate-General. It is a painful duty with me but I have to discharge that duty knowing the responsibility that rests upon my shoulders, and I wish to endorse all the blame that the learned Advocate-General has thrown on my shoulders in connection with the Bombay occurrences, Madras occurrences and the Chauri Chuara occurrences. Thinking over these things deeply and sleeping over them night after night, it is impossible for me to dissociate myself from the diabolical crimes of Chauri Chaura or the mad outrages of Bombay. He is quite right when he says, that as a man of responsibility, a man having received a fair share of education, having had a fair share of experience of this world, I should have known the consequences of every one of my acts. I know them. I knew that I was playing with fire. I ran the risk and if I was set free I would still do the same. I have felt it this morning that I would have failed in my duty, if I did not say what I said here just now.

I wanted to avoid violence. Non-violence is the first article of my faith. It is also the last article of my creed. But I had to make my choice. I had either to submit to a system which I considered had done an irreparable harm to my country, or incur the risk of the mad fury of my people bursting forth when they understood the truth from my lips. I know that my people have sometimes gone mad. I am deeply sorry for it and I am, therefore, here to submit not to a light penalty but to the highest penalty. I do not ask for mercy. I do not plead any extenating act. I am here, therefore, to invite and cheerfully submit to the highest penalty that can be inflicted upon me for what in law is a deliberate crime, and what appears to me to be the highest duty of a citizen. The only course open to you, the Judge, is, as I am going to say in my statement, either to resign your post, or inflict on me the severest penalty if you believe that the system and law you are assisting to administer are good for the people. I do not except that kind of conversion. But by the time I have finished with my statement you will have a glimpse of what is raging within my breast to run this maddest risk which a sane man can run.

[He then read out the written statement : ] I owe it perhaps to the Indian public and to the public in England, to placate which this prosecution is mainly taken up, that I should explain why from a staunch loyalist and co-operator, I have become an uncompromising disaffectionist and non-co-operator. To the court too I should say why I plead guilty to the charge of promoting disaffection towards the Government established by law in India.

My public life began in 1893 in South Africa in troubled weather. My first contact with British authority in that country was not of a happy character. I discovered that as a man and an Indian, I had no rights. More correctly I discovered that I had no rights as a man because I was an Indian.

But I was not baffled. I thought that this treatment of Indians was an excrescence upon a system that was intrinsically and mainly good. I gave the Government my voluntary and hearty co-operation, criticizing it freely where I felt it was faulty but never wishing its destruction.

Consequently when the existence of the Empire was threatened in 1899 by the Boer challenge, I offered my services to it, raised a volunteer ambulance corps and served at several actions that took place for the relief of Ladysmith. Similarly in 1906, at the time of the Zulu ‘revolt’, I raised a stretcher bearer party and served till the end of the ‘rebellion’. On both the occasions I received medals and was even mentioned in dispatches. For my work in South Africa I was given by Lord Hardinge a Kaisar-i-Hind gold medal. When the war broke out in 1914 between England and Germany, I raised a volunteer ambulance cars in London, consisting of the then resident Indians in London, chiefly students. Its work was acknowledge by the authorities to be valuable. Lastly, in India when a special appeal was made at the war Conference in Delhi in 1918 by Lord Chelmsford for recruits, I struggled at the cost of my health to raise a corps in Kheda, and the response was being made when the hostilities ceased and orders were received that no more recruits were wanted. In all these efforts at service, I was actuated by the belief that it was possible by such services to gain a status of full equality in the Empire for my countrymen.

The first shock came in the shape of the Rowlatt Act-a law designed to rob the people of all real freedom. I felt called upon to lead an intensive agitation against it. Then followed the Punjab horrors beginning with the massacre at Jallianwala Bagh and culminating in crawling orders, public flogging and other indescribable humiliations. I discovered too that the plighted word of the Prime Minister to the Mussalmans of India regarding the integrity of Turkey and the holy places of Islam was not likely to be fulfilled. But in spite of the forebodings and the grave warnings of friends, at the Amritsar Congress in 1919, I fought for co-operation and working of the Montagu-Chemlmsford reforms, hoping that the Prime Minister would redeem his promise to the Indian Mussalmans, that the Punjab wound would be healed, and that the reforms, inadequate and unsatisfactory though they were, marked a new era of hope in the life of India.

But all that hope was shattered. The Khilafat promise was not to be redeemed. The Punjab crime was whitewashed and most culprits went not only unpunished but remained in service, and some continued to draw pensions from the Indian revenue and in some cases were even rewarded. I saw too that not only did the reforms not mark a change of heart, but they were only a method of further raining India of her wealth and of prolonging her servitude.

I came reluctantly to the conclusion that the British connection had made India more helpless than she ever was before, politically and economically. A disarmed India has no power of resistance against any aggressor if she wanted to engage, in an armed conflict with him. So much is this the case that some of our best men consider that India must take generations, before she can achieve Dominion Status. She has become so poor that she has little power of resisting famines. Before the British advent India spun and wove in her millions of cottages, just the supplement she needed for adding to her meagre agricultural resources. This cottage industry, so vital for India’s existence, has been ruined by incredibly heartless and inhuman processes as described by English witness. Little do town dwellers how the semi-starved masses of India are slowly sinking to lifelessness. Little do they know that their miserable comfort represents the brokerage they get for their work they do for the foreign exploiter, that the profits and the brokerage are sucked from the masses. Little do realize that the Government established by law in British India is carried on for this exploitation of the masses. No sophistry, no jugglery in figures, can explain away the evidence that the skeletons in many villages present to the naked eye. I have no doubt whatsoever that both England and the town dweller of India will have to answer, if there is a God above, for this crime against humanity, which is perhaps unequalled in history. The law itself in this country has been used to serve the foreign exploiter. My unbiased examination of the Punjab Marital Law cases has led me to believe that at least ninety-five per cent of convictions were wholly bad. My experience of political cases in India leads me to the conclusion, in nine out of every ten, the condemned men were totally innocent. Their crime consisted in the love of their country. In ninety-nine cases out of hundred, justice has been denied to Indians as against Europeans in the courts of India. This is not an exaggerated picture. It is the experience of almost every Indian who has had anything to do with such cases. In my opinion, the administration of the law is thus prostituted, consciously or unconsciously, for the benefit of the exploiter.

The greater misfortune is that the Englishmen and their Indian associates in the administration of the country do not know that they are engaged in the crime I have attempted to describe. I am satisfied that many Englishmen and Indian officials honestly systems devised in the world, and that India is making steady, though, slow progress. They do not know, a subtle but effective system of terrorism and an organized display of force on the one hand, and the deprivation of all powers of retaliation or self-defense on the other, as emasculated the people and induced in them the habit of simulation. This awful habit has added to the ignorance and the self-deception of the administrators. Section 124 A, under which I am happily charged, is perhaps the prince among the political sections of the Indian Penal Code designed to suppress the liberty of the citizen. Affection cannot be manufactured or regulated by law. If one has no affection for a person or system, one should be free to give the fullest expression to his disaffection, so long as he does not contemplate, promote, or incite to violence. But the section under which mere promotion of disaffection is a crime. I have studied some of the cases tried under it; I know that some of the most loved of India’s patriots have been convicted under it. I consider it a privilege, therefore, to be charged under that section. I have endeavored to give in their briefest outline the reasons for my disaffection. I have no personal ill-will against any single administrator, much less can I have any disaffection towards the King’s person. But I hold it to be a virtue to be disaffected towards a Government which in its totality has done more harm to India than any previous system. India is less manly under the British rule than she ever was before. Holding such a belief, I consider it to be a sin to have affection for the system. And it has been a precious privilege for me to be able to write what I have in the various articles tendered in evidence against me.

In fact, I believe that I have rendered a service to India and England by showing in non-co-operation the way out of the unnatural state in which both are living. In my opinion, non-co-operation with evil is as much a duty as is co-operation with good. But in the past, non-co-operation has been deliberately expressed in violence to the evil-doer. I am endeavoring to show to my countrymen that violent non-co-operation only multiples evil, and that as evil can only be sustained by violence, withdrawal of support of evil requires complete abstention from violence. Non-violence implies voluntary submission to the penalty for non-co-operation with evil. I am here, therefore, to invite and submit cheerfully to the highest penalty that can be inflicted upon me for what in law is deliberate crime, and what appears to me to be the highest duty of a citizen. The only course open to you, the Judge and the assessors, is either to resign your posts and thus dissociate yourselves from evil, if you feel that the law you are called upon to administer is an evil, and that in reality I am innocent, or to inflict on me the severest penalty, if you believe that the system and the law you are assisting to administer are good for the people of this country, and that my activity is, therefore, injurious to the common weal.
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      Afterword

      Day Forty-Three: Before the law

      “If it tempts you so much,” the gatekeeper tells the man from the country, “try going inside in spite of my prohibition.” He never tries. Gandhi is the man who does. He walks up to the law, admits everything, and tells the judge he has two choices: resign, or give him “the severest penalty”. Shelley’s laws “tempt and slay” too, but his poem, like the man on his stool, can only wait for something to “Burst” from the graves. The judge took a middle way. He gave Gandhi six years, and said no one would be better pleased than he if the government let him out early. It did: Gandhi was released after less than two years, when he fell ill and needed an operation for appendicitis.

      Kafka had a law degree and spent his working life in a Prague insurance office. He later set this parable inside his novel The Trial, where a priest tells it to the hero, Josef K., and the two argue over what it means. K. is sure the gatekeeper cheated the man; the priest is not so sure. Kafka asked his friend Max Brod to burn his manuscripts after his death. Brod published The Trial instead.

    

  
    
      Day Forty-Four

      Work

      25 minutes

      
        Story
        Counterparts
        James Joyce · 16 minutes
        A Dublin clerk who hates his job, his boss and his copying has a bad afternoon at the office and a long night in the pubs.
      

      
        Poem
        Chicago
        Carl Sandburg · 2 minutes
        "Hog Butcher for the World": the poem that made Sandburg's name, a city of work answering the people who sneer at it.
      

      
        Essay
        Labour (Past and Present, Book III, Chapter 11)
        Thomas Carlyle · 6 minutes
        "Blessed is he who has found his work; let him ask no other blessedness": the Victorian sage's sermon on work.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      Counterparts

      James Joyce, 1914

      
The bell rang furiously and, when Miss Parker went to the tube, a furious voice called out in a piercing North of Ireland accent:

“Send Farrington here!”

Miss Parker returned to her machine, saying to a man who was writing at a desk:

“Mr. Alleyne wants you upstairs.”

The man muttered “Blast him!” under his breath and pushed back his chair to stand up. When he stood up he was tall and of great bulk. He had a hanging face, dark wine-coloured, with fair eyebrows and moustache: his eyes bulged forward slightly and the whites of them were dirty. He lifted up the counter and, passing by the clients, went out of the office with a heavy step.

He went heavily upstairs until he came to the second landing, where a door bore a brass plate with the inscription Mr. Alleyne. Here he halted, puffing with labour and vexation, and knocked. The shrill voice cried:

“Come in!”

The man entered Mr. Alleyne’s room. Simultaneously Mr. Alleyne, a little man wearing gold-rimmed glasses on a cleanshaven face, shot his head up over a pile of documents. The head itself was so pink and hairless it seemed like a large egg reposing on the papers. Mr. Alleyne did not lose a moment:

“Farrington? What is the meaning of this? Why have I always to complain of you? May I ask you why you haven’t made a copy of that contract between Bodley and Kirwan? I told you it must be ready by four o’clock.”

“But Mr. Shelley said, sir⁠—”

“Mr. Shelley said, sir.⁠ ⁠… Kindly attend to what I say and not to what Mr. Shelley says, sir. You have always some excuse or another for shirking work. Let me tell you that if the contract is not copied before this evening I’ll lay the matter before Mr. Crosbie.⁠ ⁠… Do you hear me now?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Do you hear me now?⁠ ⁠… Ay and another little matter! I might as well be talking to the wall as talking to you. Understand once for all that you get a half an hour for your lunch and not an hour and a half. How many courses do you want, I’d like to know.⁠ ⁠… Do you mind me now?”

“Yes, sir.”

Mr. Alleyne bent his head again upon his pile of papers. The man stared fixedly at the polished skull which directed the affairs of Crosbie & Alleyne, gauging its fragility. A spasm of rage gripped his throat for a few moments and then passed, leaving after it a sharp sensation of thirst. The man recognised the sensation and felt that he must have a good night’s drinking. The middle of the month was passed and, if he could get the copy done in time, Mr. Alleyne might give him an order on the cashier. He stood still, gazing fixedly at the head upon the pile of papers. Suddenly Mr. Alleyne began to upset all the papers, searching for something. Then, as if he had been unaware of the man’s presence till that moment, he shot up his head again, saying:

“Eh? Are you going to stand there all day? Upon my word, Farrington, you take things easy!”

“I was waiting to see⁠ ⁠…”

“Very good, you needn’t wait to see. Go downstairs and do your work.”

The man walked heavily towards the door and, as he went out of the room, he heard Mr. Alleyne cry after him that if the contract was not copied by evening Mr. Crosbie would hear of the matter.

He returned to his desk in the lower office and counted the sheets which remained to be copied. He took up his pen and dipped it in the ink but he continued to stare stupidly at the last words he had written: In no case shall the said Bernard Bodley be⁠ ⁠… The evening was falling and in a few minutes they would be lighting the gas: then he could write. He felt that he must slake the thirst in his throat. He stood up from his desk and, lifting the counter as before, passed out of the office. As he was passing out the chief clerk looked at him inquiringly.

“It’s all right, Mr. Shelley,” said the man, pointing with his finger to indicate the objective of his journey.

The chief clerk glanced at the hat-rack, but, seeing the row complete, offered no remark. As soon as he was on the landing the man pulled a shepherd’s plaid cap out of his pocket, put it on his head and ran quickly down the rickety stairs. From the street door he walked on furtively on the inner side of the path towards the corner and all at once dived into a doorway. He was now safe in the dark snug of O’Neill’s shop, and filling up the little window that looked into the bar with his inflamed face, the colour of dark wine or dark meat, he called out:

“Here, Pat, give us a g. p., like a good fellow.”

The curate brought him a glass of plain porter. The man drank it at a gulp and asked for a caraway seed. He put his penny on the counter and, leaving the curate to grope for it in the gloom, retreated out of the snug as furtively as he had entered it.

Darkness, accompanied by a thick fog, was gaining upon the dusk of February and the lamps in Eustace Street had been lit. The man went up by the houses until he reached the door of the office, wondering whether he could finish his copy in time. On the stairs a moist pungent odour of perfumes saluted his nose: evidently Miss Delacour had come while he was out in O’Neill’s. He crammed his cap back again into his pocket and reentered the office, assuming an air of absentmindedness.

“Mr. Alleyne has been calling for you,” said the chief clerk severely. “Where were you?”

The man glanced at the two clients who were standing at the counter as if to intimate that their presence prevented him from answering. As the clients were both male the chief clerk allowed himself a laugh.

“I know that game,” he said. “Five times in one day is a little bit⁠ ⁠… Well, you better look sharp and get a copy of our correspondence in the Delacour case for Mr. Alleyne.”

This address in the presence of the public, his run upstairs and the porter he had gulped down so hastily confused the man and, as he sat down at his desk to get what was required, he realised how hopeless was the task of finishing his copy of the contract before half past five. The dark damp night was coming and he longed to spend it in the bars, drinking with his friends amid the glare of gas and the clatter of glasses. He got out the Delacour correspondence and passed out of the office. He hoped Mr. Alleyne would not discover that the last two letters were missing.

The moist pungent perfume lay all the way up to Mr. Alleyne’s room. Miss Delacour was a middle-aged woman of Jewish appearance. Mr. Alleyne was said to be sweet on her or on her money. She came to the office often and stayed a long time when she came. She was sitting beside his desk now in an aroma of perfumes, smoothing the handle of her umbrella and nodding the great black feather in her hat. Mr. Alleyne had swivelled his chair round to face her and thrown his right foot jauntily upon his left knee. The man put the correspondence on the desk and bowed respectfully but neither Mr. Alleyne nor Miss Delacour took any notice of his bow. Mr. Alleyne tapped a finger on the correspondence and then flicked it towards him as if to say: “That’s all right: you can go.”

The man returned to the lower office and sat down again at his desk. He stared intently at the incomplete phrase: In no case shall the said Bernard Bodley be⁠ ⁠… and thought how strange it was that the last three words began with the same letter. The chief clerk began to hurry Miss Parker, saying she would never have the letters typed in time for post. The man listened to the clicking of the machine for a few minutes and then set to work to finish his copy. But his head was not clear and his mind wandered away to the glare and rattle of the public-house. It was a night for hot punches. He struggled on with his copy, but when the clock struck five he had still fourteen pages to write. Blast it! He couldn’t finish it in time. He longed to execrate aloud, to bring his fist down on something violently. He was so enraged that he wrote Bernard Bernard instead of Bernard Bodley and had to begin again on a clean sheet.

He felt strong enough to clear out the whole office singlehanded. His body ached to do something, to rush out and revel in violence. All the indignities of his life enraged him.⁠ ⁠… Could he ask the cashier privately for an advance? No, the cashier was no good, no damn good: he wouldn’t give an advance.⁠ ⁠… He knew where he would meet the boys: Leonard and O’Halloran and Nosey Flynn. The barometer of his emotional nature was set for a spell of riot.

His imagination had so abstracted him that his name was called twice before he answered. Mr. Alleyne and Miss Delacour were standing outside the counter and all the clerks had turned round in anticipation of something. The man got up from his desk. Mr. Alleyne began a tirade of abuse, saying that two letters were missing. The man answered that he knew nothing about them, that he had made a faithful copy. The tirade continued: it was so bitter and violent that the man could hardly restrain his fist from descending upon the head of the manikin before him.

“I know nothing about any other two letters,” he said stupidly.

“You⁠—know⁠—nothing. Of course you know nothing,” said Mr. Alleyne. “Tell me,” he added, glancing first for approval to the lady beside him, “do you take me for a fool? Do you think me an utter fool?”

The man glanced from the lady’s face to the little egg-shaped head and back again; and, almost before he was aware of it, his tongue had found a felicitous moment:

“I don’t think, sir,” he said, “that that’s a fair question to put to me.”

There was a pause in the very breathing of the clerks. Everyone was astounded (the author of the witticism no less than his neighbours) and Miss Delacour, who was a stout amiable person, began to smile broadly. Mr. Alleyne flushed to the hue of a wild rose and his mouth twitched with a dwarf’s passion. He shook his fist in the man’s face till it seemed to vibrate like the knob of some electric machine:

“You impertinent ruffian! You impertinent ruffian! I’ll make short work of you! Wait till you see! You’ll apologise to me for your impertinence or you’ll quit the office instanter! You’ll quit this, I’m telling you, or you’ll apologise to me!”



He stood in a doorway opposite the office watching to see if the cashier would come out alone. All the clerks passed out and finally the cashier came out with the chief clerk. It was no use trying to say a word to him when he was with the chief clerk. The man felt that his position was bad enough. He had been obliged to offer an abject apology to Mr. Alleyne for his impertinence but he knew what a hornet’s nest the office would be for him. He could remember the way in which Mr. Alleyne had hounded little Peake out of the office in order to make room for his own nephew. He felt savage and thirsty and revengeful, annoyed with himself and with everyone else. Mr. Alleyne would never give him an hour’s rest; his life would be a hell to him. He had made a proper fool of himself this time. Could he not keep his tongue in his cheek? But they had never pulled together from the first, he and Mr. Alleyne, ever since the day Mr. Alleyne had overheard him mimicking his North of Ireland accent to amuse Higgins and Miss Parker: that had been the beginning of it. He might have tried Higgins for the money, but sure Higgins never had anything for himself. A man with two establishments to keep up, of course he couldn’t.⁠ ⁠…

He felt his great body again aching for the comfort of the public-house. The fog had begun to chill him and he wondered could he touch Pat in O’Neill’s. He could not touch him for more than a bob⁠—and a bob was no use. Yet he must get money somewhere or other: he had spent his last penny for the g. p. and soon it would be too late for getting money anywhere. Suddenly, as he was fingering his watch-chain, he thought of Terry Kelly’s pawn-office in Fleet Street. That was the dart! Why didn’t he think of it sooner?

He went through the narrow alley of Temple Bar quickly, muttering to himself that they could all go to hell because he was going to have a good night of it. The clerk in Terry Kelly’s said A crown! but the consignor held out for six shillings; and in the end the six shillings was allowed him literally. He came out of the pawn-office joyfully, making a little cylinder, of the coins between his thumb and fingers. In Westmoreland Street the footpaths were crowded with young men and women returning from business and ragged urchins ran here and there yelling out the names of the evening editions. The man passed through the crowd, looking on the spectacle generally with proud satisfaction and staring masterfully at the office-girls. His head was full of the noises of tram-gongs and swishing trolleys and his nose already sniffed the curling fumes of punch. As he walked on he preconsidered the terms in which he would narrate the incident to the boys:

“So, I just looked at him⁠—coolly, you know, and looked at her. Then I looked back at him again⁠—taking my time, you know. ‘I don’t think that that’s a fair question to put to me,’ says I.”

Nosey Flynn was sitting up in his usual corner of Davy Byrne’s and, when he heard the story, he stood Farrington a half-one, saying it was as smart a thing as ever he heard. Farrington stood a drink in his turn. After a while O’Halloran and Paddy Leonard came in and the story was repeated to them. O’Halloran stood tailors of malt, hot, all round and told the story of the retort he had made to the chief clerk when he was in Callan’s of Fownes’s Street; but, as the retort was after the manner of the liberal shepherds in the eclogues, he had to admit that it was not as clever as Farrington’s retort. At this Farrington told the boys to polish off that and have another.

Just as they were naming their poisons who should come in but Higgins! Of course he had to join in with the others. The men asked him to give his version of it, and he did so with great vivacity for the sight of five small hot whiskies was very exhilarating. Everyone roared laughing when he showed the way in which Mr. Alleyne shook his fist in Farrington’s face. Then he imitated Farrington, saying, “And here was my nabs, as cool as you please,” while Farrington looked at the company out of his heavy dirty eyes, smiling and at times drawing forth stray drops of liquor from his moustache with the aid of his lower lip.

When that round was over there was a pause. O’Halloran had money but neither of the other two seemed to have any; so the whole party left the shop somewhat regretfully. At the corner of Duke Street Higgins and Nosey Flynn bevelled off to the left while the other three turned back towards the city. Rain was drizzling down on the cold streets and, when they reached the Ballast Office, Farrington suggested the Scotch House. The bar was full of men and loud with the noise of tongues and glasses. The three men pushed past the whining match-sellers at the door and formed a little party at the corner of the counter. They began to exchange stories. Leonard introduced them to a young fellow named Weathers who was performing at the Tivoli as an acrobat and knockabout artiste. Farrington stood a drink all round. Weathers said he would take a small Irish and Apollinaris. Farrington, who had definite notions of what was what, asked the boys would they have an Apollinaris too; but the boys told Tim to make theirs hot. The talk became theatrical. O’Halloran stood a round and then Farrington stood another round, Weathers protesting that the hospitality was too Irish. He promised to get them in behind the scenes and introduce them to some nice girls. O’Halloran said that he and Leonard would go, but that Farrington wouldn’t go because he was a married man; and Farrington’s heavy dirty eyes leered at the company in token that he understood he was being chaffed. Weathers made them all have just one little tincture at his expense and promised to meet them later on at Mulligan’s in Poolbeg Street.

When the Scotch House closed they went round to Mulligan’s. They went into the parlour at the back and O’Halloran ordered small hot specials all round. They were all beginning to feel mellow. Farrington was just standing another round when Weathers came back. Much to Farrington’s relief he drank a glass of bitter this time. Funds were getting low but they had enough to keep them going. Presently two young women with big hats and a young man in a check suit came in and sat at a table close by. Weathers saluted them and told the company that they were out of the Tivoli. Farrington’s eyes wandered at every moment in the direction of one of the young women. There was something striking in her appearance. An immense scarf of peacock-blue muslin was wound round her hat and knotted in a great bow under her chin; and she wore bright yellow gloves, reaching to the elbow. Farrington gazed admiringly at the plump arm which she moved very often and with much grace; and when, after a little time, she answered his gaze he admired still more her large dark brown eyes. The oblique staring expression in them fascinated him. She glanced at him once or twice and, when the party was leaving the room, she brushed against his chair and said “O, pardon!” in a London accent. He watched her leave the room in the hope that she would look back at him, but he was disappointed. He cursed his want of money and cursed all the rounds he had stood, particularly all the whiskies and Apollinaris which he had stood to Weathers. If there was one thing that he hated it was a sponge. He was so angry that he lost count of the conversation of his friends.

When Paddy Leonard called him he found that they were talking about feats of strength. Weathers was showing his biceps muscle to the company and boasting so much that the other two had called on Farrington to uphold the national honour. Farrington pulled up his sleeve accordingly and showed his biceps muscle to the company. The two arms were examined and compared and finally it was agreed to have a trial of strength. The table was cleared and the two men rested their elbows on it, clasping hands. When Paddy Leonard said “Go!” each was to try to bring down the other’s hand on to the table. Farrington looked very serious and determined.

The trial began. After about thirty seconds Weathers brought his opponent’s hand slowly down on to the table. Farrington’s dark wine-coloured face flushed darker still with anger and humiliation at having been defeated by such a stripling.

“You’re not to put the weight of your body behind it. Play fair,” he said.

“Who’s not playing fair?” said the other.

“Come on again. The two best out of three.”

The trial began again. The veins stood out on Farrington’s forehead, and the pallor of Weathers’ complexion changed to peony. Their hands and arms trembled under the stress. After a long struggle Weathers again brought his opponent’s hand slowly on to the table. There was a murmur of applause from the spectators. The curate, who was standing beside the table, nodded his red head towards the victor and said with stupid familiarity:

“Ah! that’s the knack!”

“What the hell do you know about it?” said Farrington fiercely, turning on the man. “What do you put in your gab for?”

“Sh, sh!” said O’Halloran, observing the violent expression of Farrington’s face. “Pony up, boys. We’ll have just one little smahan more and then we’ll be off.”



A very sullen-faced man stood at the corner of O’Connell Bridge waiting for the little Sandymount tram to take him home. He was full of smouldering anger and revengefulness. He felt humiliated and discontented; he did not even feel drunk; and he had only twopence in his pocket. He cursed everything. He had done for himself in the office, pawned his watch, spent all his money; and he had not even got drunk. He began to feel thirsty again and he longed to be back again in the hot reeking public-house. He had lost his reputation as a strong man, having been defeated twice by a mere boy. His heart swelled with fury and, when he thought of the woman in the big hat who had brushed against him and said Pardon! his fury nearly choked him.

His tram let him down at Shelbourne Road and he steered his great body along in the shadow of the wall of the barracks. He loathed returning to his home. When he went in by the side-door he found the kitchen empty and the kitchen fire nearly out. He bawled upstairs:

“Ada! Ada!”

His wife was a little sharp-faced woman who bullied her husband when he was sober and was bullied by him when he was drunk. They had five children. A little boy came running down the stairs.

“Who is that?” said the man, peering through the darkness.

“Me, pa.”

“Who are you? Charlie?”

“No, pa. Tom.”

“Where’s your mother?”

“She’s out at the chapel.”

“That’s right.⁠ ⁠… Did she think of leaving any dinner for me?”

“Yes, pa. I⁠—”

“Light the lamp. What do you mean by having the place in darkness? Are the other children in bed?”

The man sat down heavily on one of the chairs while the little boy lit the lamp. He began to mimic his son’s flat accent, saying half to himself: “At the chapel. At the chapel, if you please!” When the lamp was lit he banged his fist on the table and shouted:

“What’s for my dinner?”

“I’m going⁠ ⁠… to cook it, pa,” said the little boy.

The man jumped up furiously and pointed to the fire.

“On that fire! You let the fire out! By God, I’ll teach you to do that again!”

He took a step to the door and seized the walking stick which was standing behind it.

“I’ll teach you to let the fire out!” he said, rolling up his sleeve in order to give his arm free play.

The little boy cried “O, pa!” and ran whimpering round the table, but the man followed him and caught him by the coat. The little boy looked about him wildly but, seeing no way of escape, fell upon his knees.

“Now, you’ll let the fire out the next time!” said the man striking at him vigorously with the stick. “Take that, you little whelp!”

The boy uttered a squeal of pain as the stick cut his thigh. He clasped his hands together in the air and his voice shook with fright.

“O, pa!” he cried. “Don’t beat me, pa! And I’ll⁠ ⁠… I’ll say a Hail Mary for you.⁠ ⁠… I’ll say a Hail Mary for you, pa, if you don’t beat me.⁠ ⁠… I’ll say a Hail Mary.⁠ ⁠…”



      Text from Standard Ebooks.

    

  
    
      Poem

      Chicago

      Carl Sandburg, 1914

      
        


CHICAGO 









 Hog Butcher for the World,

 Tool Maker, Stacker of Wheat,

 Player with Railroads and the Nation's Freight Handler;

 Stormy, husky, brawling,

 City of the Big Shoulders:





They tell me you are wicked and I believe them, for I have seen your painted women under the gas lamps luring the farm boys.
And they tell me you are crooked and I answer: Yes, it is true I have seen the gunman kill and go free to kill again.

And they tell me you are brutal and my reply is: On the faces of women and children I have seen the marks of wanton hunger.

And having answered so I turn once more to those who sneer at this my city, and I give them back the sneer and say to them:

Come and show me another city with lifted head singing so proud to be alive and coarse and strong and cunning.

Flinging magnetic curses amid the toil of piling job on job, here is a tall bold slugger set vivid against the little soft cities;



 Fierce as a dog with tongue lapping for action, cunning as a savage pitted against the wilderness,

 Bareheaded,

 Shoveling,

 Wrecking,

 Planning,

 Building, breaking, rebuilding,


Under the smoke, dust all over his mouth, laughing with white teeth,
Under the terrible burden of destiny laughing as a young man laughs,

Laughing even as an ignorant fighter laughs who has never lost a battle,

Bragging and laughing that under his wrist is the pulse, and under his ribs the heart of the people.



 Laughing!

Laughing the stormy, husky, brawling laughter of Youth, half-naked, sweating, proud to be Hog Butcher, Tool Maker, Stacker of Wheat, Player with Railroads and Freight Handler to the Nation.







      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Essay

      Labour (Past and Present, Book III, Chapter 11)

      Thomas Carlyle, 1843

      For there is a perennial nobleness, and even sacredness, in Work.
Were he never so benighted, forgetful of his high calling, there
is always hope in a man that actually and earnestly works:  in
Idleness alone is there perpetual despair.  Work, never so
Mammonish, mean, is in communication with Nature;  the real
desire to get Work done will itself lead one more and more to
truth, to Nature's appointments and regulations, which are truth.
The latest Gospel in this world is, Know thy work and do it.
'Know thyself:'  long enough has that poor 'self' of thine
tormented thee;  thou wilt never get to 'know' it, I believe!
Think it not thy business, this of knowing thyself;  thou art an
unknowable individual:  know what thou canst work at;  and work
at it, like a Hercules!  That will be thy better plan.

It has been written, 'an endless significance lies in Work;'  a
man perfects himself by working.  Foul jungles are cleared away,
fair seedfields rise instead, and stately cities;  and withal the
man himself first ceases to be a jungle and foul unwholesome
desert thereby.  Consider how, even in the meanest sorts of
Labour, the whole soul of a man is composed into a kind of real
harmony, the instant he sets himself to work!  Doubt, Desire,
Sorrow, Remorse, Indignation, Despair itself, all these like
helldogs lie beleaguering the soul of the poor dayworker, as of
every man:  but he bends himself with free valour against his
task, and all these are stilled, all these shrink murmuring far
off into their caves.  The man is now a man.  The blessed glow
of Labour in him, is it not as purifying fire, wherein all
poison is burnt up, and of sour smoke itself there is made
bright blessed flame!

Destiny, on the whole, has no other way of cultivating us.  A
formless Chaos, once set it revolving, grows round and ever
rounder;  ranges itself, by mere force of gravity, into strata,
spherical courses;  is no longer a Chaos, but a round compacted
World.  What would become of the Earth, did she cease to revolve?
In the poor old Earth, so long as she revolves, all inequalities,
irregularities disperse themselves;  all irregularities are
incessantly becoming regular.  Hast thou looked on the Potter's
wheel,—one of the venerablest objects;  old as the Prophet
Ezechiel and far older?  Rude lumps of clay, how they spin
themselves up, by mere quick whirling, into beautiful circular
dishes.  And fancy the most assiduous Potter, but without his
wheel;  reduced to make dishes, or rather amorphous botches, by
mere kneading and baking!  Even such a Potter were Destiny, with
a human soul that would rest and lie at ease, that would not work
and spin!  Of an idle unrevolving man the kindest Destiny, like
the most assiduous Potter without wheel, can bake and knead
nothing other than a botch;  let her spend on him what expensive
colouring, what gilding and enamelling she will, he is but a
botch.  Not a dish;  no, a bulging, kneaded, crooked, shambling,
squint-cornered, amorphous botch,—a mere enamelled vessel of
dishonour!  Let the idle think of this.

Blessed is he who has found his work;  let him ask no other
blessedness.  He has a work, a life-purpose;  he has found it,
and will follow it!  How, as a free-flowing channel, dug and torn
by noble force through the sour mud-swamp of one's existence,
like an ever-deepening river there, it runs and flows;—draining
off the sour festering water, gradually from the root of the
remotest grass-blade;  making, instead of pestilential swamp, a
green fruitful meadow with its clear-flowing stream.  How blessed
for the meadow itself, let the stream and its value be great or
small!  Labour is Life:  from the inmost heart of the Worker
rises his god-given Force, the sacred celestial Life-essence
breathed into him by Almighty God;  from his inmost heart awakens
him to all nobleness,—to all knowledge, 'self-knowledge' and
much else, so soon as Work fitly begins.  Knowledge?  The
knowledge that will hold good in working, cleave thou to that;
for Nature herself accredits that, says Yea to that.  Properly
thou hast no other knowledge but what thou hast got by working:
the rest is yet all a hypothesis of knowledge;  a thing to be
argued of in schools, a thing floating in the clouds, in endless
logic-vortices, till we try it and fix it.  'Doubt, of whatever
kind, can be ended by Action alone.'

And again, hast thou valued Patience, Courage, Perseverance,
Openness to light;  readiness to own thyself mistaken, to do
better next time?  All these, all virtues, in wrestling with the
dim brute Powers of Fact, in ordering of thy fellows in such
wrestle, there and elsewhere not at all, thou wilt continually
learn.  Set down a brave Sir Christopher in the middle of black
ruined Stoneheaps, of foolish unarchitectural Bishops, redtape
Officials, idle Nell-Gwyn Defenders of the Faith;  and see
whether he will ever raise a Paul's Cathedral out of all that,
yea or no!  Rough, rude, contradictory are all things and
persons, from the mutinous masons and Irish hodmen, up to the
idle Nell-Gwyn Defenders, to blustering redtape Officials,
foolish unarchitectural Bishops.  All these things and persons
are there not for Christopher's sake and his Cathedral's;  they
are there for their own sake mainly!  Christopher will have to
conquer and constrain all these,—if he be able.  All these are
against him.  Equitable Nature herself, who carries her
mathematics and architectonics not on the face of her, but deep
in the hidden heart of her,—Nature herself is but partially for
him; will be wholly against him, if he constrain her not!  His
very money, where is it to come from?  The pious munificence of
England lies far-scattered, distant, unable to speak, and say, "I
am here;"—must be spoken to before it can speak.  Pious
munificence, and all help, is so silent, invisible like the gods;
impediment, contradictions manifold are so loud and near!  O
brave Sir Christopher, trust thou in those, notwithstanding, and
front all these;  understand all these;  by valiant patience,
noble effort, insight, by man's strength, vanquish and compel all
these,—and, on the whole, strike down victoriously the last
topstone of that Paul's Edifice;  thy monument for certain
centuries, the stamp 'Great Man' impressed very legibly on
Portland-stone there!—Yes, all manner of help, and pious
response from Men or Nature, is always what we call silent;
cannot speak or come to light, till it be seen, till it be spoken
to.  Every noble work is at first impossible.  In very truth, for
every noble work the possibilities will lie diffused through
Immensity;  inarticulate, undiscoverable except to faith.  Like
Gideon thou shalt spread out thy fleece at the door of thy tent;
see whether under the wide arch of Heaven there be any bounteous
moisture, or none.  Thy heart and life-purpose shall be as a
miraculous Gideon's fleece, spread out in silent appeal to
Heaven;  and from the kind Immensities, what from the poor unkind
Localities and town and country Parishes there never could,
blessed dew-moisture to suffice thee shall have fallen!

Work is of a religious nature:—work is of a brave nature;
which it is the aim of all religion to be.  'All work of man is
as the swimmer's:'  a waste ocean threatens to devour him;  if he
front it not bravely, it will keep its word.  By incessant wise
defiance of it, lusty rebuke and buffet of it, behold how it
loyally supports him, bears him as its conqueror along.  'It
is so,' says Goethe, with all things that man undertakes in
this world.'

Brave Sea-captain, Norse Sea-king,—Columbus, my hero, royalest
Sea-king of all!  It is no friendly environment this of thine, in
the waste deep waters;  around thee mutinous discouraged souls,
behind thee disgrace and ruin, before thee the unpenetrated veil
of Night.  Brother, these wild water-mountains, bounding from
their deep bases (ten miles deep, I am told), are not entirely
there on thy behalf!  Meseems they have other work than
floating thee forward:—and the huge Winds, that sweep from Ursa
Major to the Tropics and Equators, dancing their giant-waltz
through the kingdoms of Chaos and Immensity, they care little
about filling rightly or filling wrongly the small shoulder-of-
mutton sails in this cockle-skiff of thine!  Thou art not among
articulate-speaking friends, my brother;  thou art among
immeasurable dumb monsters, tumbling, howling wide as the world
here.  Secret, far off, invisible to all hearts but thine, there
lies a help in them:  see how thou wilt get at that.  Patiently
thou wilt wait till the mad Southwester spend itself, saving
thyself by dexterous science of defence, the while;  valiantly,
with swift decision, wilt thou strike in, when the favouring
East, the Possible, springs up.  Mutiny of men thou wilt sternly
repress;  weakness, despondency, thou wilt cheerily encourage:
thou wilt swallow down complaint, unreason, weariness, weakness
of others and thyself;—how much wilt thou swallow down!  There
shall be a depth of Silence in thee, deeper than this Sea, which
is but ten miles deep:  a Silence unsoundable;  known to God
only.  Thou shalt be a Great Man.  Yes, my World-Soldier, thou of
the World Marine-service,—thou wilt have to be greater than
this tumultuous unmeasured World here round thee is:  thou, in
thy strong soul, as with wrestler's arms, shalt embrace it,
harness it down;  and make it bear thee on,—to new Americas, or
whither God wills!



      Text from Project Gutenberg.

    

  
    
      Afterword

      Day Forty-Four: Work

      A counterpart is a duplicate of a legal document, which is what Farrington spends the day failing to make. But the story is full of copies. His feud with Mr. Alleyne began the day he was overheard “mimicking his North of Ireland accent”. In the pub Higgins acts out Alleyne shaking his fist. And at home Farrington mimics his son’s “flat accent” before he takes the stick to him. Who is whose counterpart?

      Sandburg’s Chicago is a “tall bold slugger”, laughing “as an ignorant fighter laughs who has never lost a battle”. Farrington, the big man of the office, loses twice to “a mere boy”, and doesn’t laugh. Carlyle has a cure: the “helldogs” of Indignation and Despair slink off the instant a man “bends himself with free valour against his task”. But his workers are Sir Christopher Wren raising St Paul’s and Columbus crossing the ocean. Would it work on fourteen pages of somebody else’s contract?

      Carlyle knew about starting again on a clean sheet. In 1835 he lent the only manuscript of the first volume of his history of the French Revolution to his friend John Stuart Mill, and a servant, taking it for waste paper, burned it. He wrote the whole volume again.

    

  
    
      Day Forty-Five

      Murder and guilt

      19 minutes

      
        Story
        The Tell-Tale Heart
        Edgar Allan Poe · 9 minutes
        Poe's most famous tale, told by a narrator who insists from the first line that he is not mad.
      

      
        Poem
        Tomorrow, and tomorrow, and tomorrow (Macbeth, Act V, Scene 5)
        William Shakespeare · 3 minutes
        The bleakest speech in Shakespeare, given here with the whole short scene around it.
      

      
        Essay
        On the Knocking at the Gate in Macbeth
        Thomas De Quincey · 7 minutes
        A classic of criticism, explaining why one sound effect in Macbeth is so terrifying.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      The Tell-Tale Heart

      Edgar Allan Poe, 1843

      
True!⁠—nervous⁠—very, very dreadfully nervous I had been and am; but why will you say that I am mad? The disease had sharpened my senses⁠—not destroyed⁠—not dulled them. Above all was the sense of hearing acute. I heard all things in the heaven and in the earth. I heard many things in hell. How, then, am I mad? Hearken! and observe how healthily⁠—how calmly I can tell you the whole story.

It is impossible to say how first the idea entered my brain; but once conceived, it haunted me day and night. Object there was none. Passion there was none. I loved the old man. He had never wronged me. He had never given me insult. For his gold I had no desire. I think it was his eye! yes, it was this! He had the eye of a vulture⁠—a pale blue eye, with a film over it. Whenever it fell upon me, my blood ran cold; and so by degrees⁠—very gradually⁠—I made up my mind to take the life of the old man, and thus rid myself of the eye forever.

Now this is the point. You fancy me mad. Madmen know nothing. But you should have seen me. You should have seen how wisely I proceeded⁠—with what caution⁠—with what foresight⁠—with what dissimulation I went to work! I was never kinder to the old man than during the whole week before I killed him. And every night, about midnight, I turned the latch of his door and opened it⁠—oh, so gently! And then, when I had made an opening sufficient for my head, I put in a dark lantern, all closed, closed, that no light shone out, and then I thrust in my head. Oh, you would have laughed to see how cunningly I thrust it in! I moved it slowly⁠—very, very slowly, so that I might not disturb the old man’s sleep. It took me an hour to place my whole head within the opening so far that I could see him as he lay upon his bed. Ha!⁠—would a madman have been so wise as this? And then, when my head was well in the room, I undid the lantern cautiously⁠—oh, so cautiously⁠—cautiously (for the hinges creaked)⁠—I undid it just so much that a single thin ray fell upon the vulture eye. And this I did for seven long nights⁠—every night just at midnight⁠—but I found the eye always closed; and so it was impossible to do the work; for it was not the old man who vexed me, but his Evil Eye. And every morning, when the day broke, I went boldly into the chamber, and spoke courageously to him, calling him by name in a hearty tone, and inquiring how he has passed the night. So you see he would have been a very profound old man, indeed, to suspect that every night, just at twelve, I looked in upon him while he slept.

Upon the eighth night I was more than usually cautious in opening the door. A watch’s minute hand moves more quickly than did mine. Never before that night had I felt the extent of my own powers⁠—of my sagacity. I could scarcely contain my feelings of triumph. To think that there I was, opening the door, little by little, and he not even to dream of my secret deeds or thoughts. I fairly chuckled at the idea; and perhaps he heard me; for he moved on the bed suddenly, as if startled. Now you may think that I drew back⁠—but no. His room was as black as pitch with the thick darkness, (for the shutters were close fastened, through fear of robbers,) and so I knew that he could not see the opening of the door, and I kept pushing it on steadily, steadily.

I had my head in, and was about to open the lantern, when my thumb slipped upon the tin fastening, and the old man sprang up in bed, crying out⁠—“Who’s there?”

I kept quite still and said nothing. For a whole hour I did not move a muscle, and in the meantime I did not hear him lie down. He was still sitting up in the bed listening;⁠—just as I have done, night after night, hearkening to the death watches in the wall.

Presently I heard a slight groan, and I knew it was the groan of mortal terror. It was not a groan of pain or of grief⁠—oh, no!⁠—it was the low stifled sound that arises from the bottom of the soul when overcharged with awe. I knew the sound well. Many a night, just at midnight, when all the world slept, it has welled up from my own bosom, deepening, with its dreadful echo, the terrors that distracted me. I say I knew it well. I knew what the old man felt, and pitied him, although I chuckled at heart. I knew that he had been lying awake ever since the first slight noise, when he had turned in the bed. His fears had been ever since growing upon him. He had been trying to fancy them causeless, but could not. He had been saying to himself⁠—“It is nothing but the wind in the chimney⁠—it is only a mouse crossing the floor,” or “It is merely a cricket which has made a single chirp.” Yes, he had been trying to comfort himself with these suppositions: but he had found all in vain. All in vain; because Death, in approaching him had stalked with his black shadow before him, and enveloped the victim. And it was the mournful influence of the unperceived shadow that caused him to feel⁠—although he neither saw nor heard⁠—to feel the presence of my head within the room.

When I had waited a long time, very patiently, without hearing him lie down, I resolved to open a little⁠—a very, very little crevice in the lantern. So I opened it⁠—you cannot imagine how stealthily, stealthily⁠—until, at length a simple dim ray, like the thread of the spider, shot from out the crevice and fell full upon the vulture eye.

It was open⁠—wide, wide open⁠—and I grew furious as I gazed upon it. I saw it with perfect distinctness⁠—all a dull blue, with a hideous veil over it that chilled the very marrow in my bones; but I could see nothing else of the old man’s face or person: for I had directed the ray as if by instinct, precisely upon the damned spot.

And have I not told you that what you mistake for madness is but over-acuteness of the sense?⁠—now, I say, there came to my ears a low, dull, quick sound, such as a watch makes when enveloped in cotton. I knew that sound well, too. It was the beating of the old man’s heart. It increased my fury, as the beating of a drum stimulates the soldier into courage.

But even yet I refrained and kept still. I scarcely breathed. I held the lantern motionless. I tried how steadily I could maintain the ray upon the eye. Meantime the hellish tattoo of the heart increased. It grew quicker and quicker, and louder and louder every instant. The old man’s terror must have been extreme! It grew louder, I say, louder every moment!⁠—do you mark me well? I have told you that I am nervous: so I am. And now at the dead hour of the night, amid the dreadful silence of that old house, so strange a noise as this excited me to uncontrollable terror. Yet, for some minutes longer I refrained and stood still. But the beating grew louder, louder! I thought the heart must burst. And now a new anxiety seized me⁠—the sound would be heard by a neighbour! The old man’s hour had come! With a loud yell, I threw open the lantern and leaped into the room. He shrieked once⁠—once only. In an instant I dragged him to the floor, and pulled the heavy bed over him. I then smiled gaily, to find the deed so far done. But, for many minutes, the heart beat on with a muffled sound. This, however, did not vex me; it would not be heard through the wall. At length it ceased. The old man was dead. I removed the bed and examined the corpse. Yes, he was stone, stone dead. I placed my hand upon the heart and held it there many minutes. There was no pulsation. He was stone dead. His eye would trouble me no more.

If still you think me mad, you will think so no longer when I describe the wise precautions I took for the concealment of the body. The night waned, and I worked hastily, but in silence. First of all I dismembered the corpse. I cut off the head and the arms and the legs.

I then took up three planks from the flooring of the chamber, and deposited all between the scantlings. I then replaced the boards so cleverly, so cunningly, that no human eye⁠—not even his⁠—could have detected anything wrong. There was nothing to wash out⁠—no stain of any kind⁠—no blood-spot whatever. I had been too wary for that. A tub had caught all⁠—ha! ha!

When I had made an end of these labors, it was four o’clock⁠—still dark as midnight. As the bell sounded the hour, there came a knocking at the street door. I went down to open it with a light heart⁠—for what had I now to fear? There entered three men, who introduced themselves, with perfect suavity, as officers of the police. A shriek had been heard by a neighbour during the night; suspicion of foul play had been aroused; information had been lodged at the police office, and they (the officers) had been deputed to search the premises.

I smiled⁠—for what had I to fear? I bade the gentlemen welcome. The shriek, I said, was my own in a dream. The old man, I mentioned, was absent in the country. I took my visitors all over the house. I bade them search⁠—search well. I led them, at length, to his chamber. I showed them his treasures, secure, undisturbed. In the enthusiasm of my confidence, I brought chairs into the room, and desired them here to rest from their fatigues, while I myself, in the wild audacity of my perfect triumph, placed my own seat upon the very spot beneath which reposed the corpse of the victim.

The officers were satisfied. My manner had convinced them. I was singularly at ease. They sat, and while I answered cheerily, they chatted of familiar things. But, ere long, I felt myself getting pale and wished them gone. My head ached, and I fancied a ringing in my ears: but still they sat and still chatted. The ringing became more distinct:⁠—it continued and became more distinct: I talked more freely to get rid of the feeling: but it continued and gained definiteness⁠—until, at length, I found that the noise was not within my ears.

No doubt I now grew very pale;⁠—but I talked more fluently, and with a heightened voice. Yet the sound increased⁠—and what could I do? It was a low, dull, quick sound⁠—much such a sound as a watch makes when enveloped in cotton. I gasped for breath⁠—and yet the officers heard it not. I talked more quickly⁠—more vehemently; but the noise steadily increased. I arose and argued about trifles, in a high key and with violent gesticulations; but the noise steadily increased. Why would they not be gone? I paced the floor to and fro with heavy strides, as if excited to fury by the observations of the men⁠—but the noise steadily increased. Oh God! what could I do? I foamed⁠—I raved⁠—I swore! I swung the chair upon which I had been sitting, and grated it upon the boards, but the noise arose over all and continually increased. It grew louder⁠—louder⁠—louder! And still the men chatted pleasantly, and smiled. Was it possible they heard not? Almighty God!⁠—no, no! They heard!⁠—they suspected!⁠—they knew!⁠—they were making a mockery of my horror!⁠—this I thought, and this I think. But anything was better than this agony! Anything was more tolerable than this derision! I could bear those hypocritical smiles no longer! I felt that I must scream or die! and now⁠—again!⁠—hark! louder! louder! louder! louder!⁠—

“Villains!” I shrieked, “dissemble no more! I admit the deed!⁠—tear up the planks!⁠—here, here!⁠—it is the beating of his hideous heart!”



      Text from Standard Ebooks.

    

  
    
      Poem

      Tomorrow, and tomorrow, and tomorrow (Macbeth, Act V, Scene 5)

      William Shakespeare, 1606

      Macbeth, a Scottish general, was told by three witches that he would be king. Urged on by his wife, he murdered King Duncan, a guest asleep in his castle, took the crown, and has killed again and again to keep it. Now an army is marching on his castle at Dunsinane, and Lady Macbeth, sick with guilt, has been walking in her sleep. The witches have promised him he cannot be beaten until Birnam Wood comes to Dunsinane.

      

Scene
V


Dunsinane. Within the castle.


Enter Macbeth, Seyton, and Soldiers, with drum and colours.

Macbeth


Hang out our banners on the outward walls;


The cry is still “They come:” our castle’s strength


Will laugh a siege to scorn: here let them lie


Till famine and the ague eat them up:


Were they not forced with those that should be ours,


We might have met them dareful, beard to beard,


And beat them backward home. A cry of women within. What is that noise?



Seyton
It is the cry of women, my good lord. Exit.
Macbeth


I have almost forgot the taste of fears:


The time has been, my senses would have cool’d


To hear a night-shriek; and my fell of hair


Would at a dismal treatise rouse and stir


As life were in’t: I have supp’d full with horrors;


Direness, familiar to my slaughterous thoughts,


Cannot once start me.




Reenter Seyton.

Wherefore was that cry?
Seyton
The queen, my lord, is dead.
Macbeth


She should have died hereafter;


There would have been a time for such a word.


To-morrow, and to-morrow, and to-morrow,


Creeps in this petty pace from day to day


To the last syllable of recorded time,


And all our yesterdays have lighted fools


The way to dusty death. Out, out, brief candle!


Life’s but a walking shadow, a poor player


That struts and frets his hour upon the stage


And then is heard no more: it is a tale


Told by an idiot, full of sound and fury,


Signifying nothing.




Enter a Messenger.

Thou comest to use thy tongue; thy story quickly.
Messenger


Gracious my lord,


I should report that which I say I saw,


But know not how to do it.



Macbeth
Well, say, sir.
Messenger


As I did stand my watch upon the hill,


I look’d toward Birnam, and anon, methought,


The wood began to move.



Macbeth
Liar and slave!
Messenger


Let me endure your wrath, if’t be not so:


Within this three mile may you see it coming;


I say, a moving grove.



Macbeth


If thou speak’st false,


Upon the next tree shalt thou hang alive,


Till famine cling thee: if thy speech be sooth,


I care not if thou dost for me as much.


I pull in resolution, and begin


To doubt the equivocation of the fiend


That lies like truth: “Fear not, till Birnam wood


Do come to Dunsinane:” and now a wood


Comes toward Dunsinane. Arm, arm, and out!


If this which he avouches does appear,


There is nor flying hence nor tarrying here.


I gin to be aweary of the sun,


And wish the estate o’ the world were now undone.


Ring the alarum-bell! Blow, wind! come, wrack!


At least we’ll die with harness on our back. Exeunt.
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      Essay

      On the Knocking at the Gate in Macbeth

      Thomas De Quincey, 1823

      The scene De Quincey means comes early in Macbeth, just after Macbeth has stabbed King Duncan in his sleep. He and his wife are still whispering over the deed in the dark, their hands bloody, when someone begins knocking at the castle gate.

      
        
From my boyish days I had always felt a great perplexity on one point in Macbeth. It was this:—the knocking at the gate, which succeeds to the murder of Duncan, produced to my feelings an effect for which I never could account. The effect was, that it reflected back upon the murder a peculiar awfulness and a depth of solemnity; yet, however obstinately I endeavored with my understanding to comprehend this, for many years I never could see why it should produce such an effect.

Here I pause for one moment, to exhort the reader never to pay any attention to his understanding when it stands in opposition to any other faculty of his mind. The mere understanding, however useful and indispensable, is the meanest faculty in the human mind, and the most to be distrusted; and yet the great majority of people trust to nothing else,—which may do for ordinary life, but not for philosophical purposes. Of this out of ten thousand instances that I might produce, I will cite one. Ask of any person whatsoever, who is not previously prepared for the demand by a knowledge of perspective, to draw in the rudest way the commonest appearance which depends upon the laws of that science; as for instance, to represent the effect of two walls standing at right angles to each other, or the appearance of the houses on each side of a street, as seen by a person looking down the street from one extremity. Now in all cases, unless the person has happened to observe in pictures how it is that artists produce these effects, he will be utterly unable to make the smallest approximation to it. Yet why? For he has actually seen the effect every day of his life. The reason is—that he allows his understanding to overrule his eyes. His understanding, which includes no intuitive knowledge of the laws of vision, can furnish him with no reason why a line which is known and can be proved to be a horizontal line, should not appear a horizontal line; a line that made any angle with the perpendicular less than a right angle, would seem to him to indicate that his houses were all tumbling down together. Accordingly he makes the line of his houses a horizontal line, and fails of course to produce the effect demanded. Here then is one instance out of many, in which not only the understanding is allowed to overrule the eyes, but where the understanding is positively allowed to obliterate the eyes as it were, for not only does the man believe the evidence of his understanding in opposition to that of his eyes, but, (what is monstrous!) the idiot is not aware that his eyes ever gave such evidence. He does not know that he has seen (and therefore quoad his consciousness has not seen) that which he has seen every day of his life. But to return from this digression, my understanding could furnish no reason why the knocking at the gate in Macbeth should produce any effect, direct or reflected. In fact, my understanding said positively that it could not produce any effect. But I knew better; I felt that it did; and I waited and clung to the problem until further knowledge should enable me to solve it. At length, in 1812, Mr. Williams made his début on the stage of Ratcliffe Highway, and executed those unparalleled murders which have procured for him such a brilliant and undying reputation. On which murders, by the way, I must observe, that in one respect they have had an ill effect, by making the connoisseur in murder very fastidious in his taste, and dissatisfied by anything that has been since done in that line. All other murders look pale by the deep crimson of his; and, as an amateur once said to me in a querulous tone, “There has been absolutely nothing doing since his time, or nothing that’s worth speaking of.” But this is wrong; for it is unreasonable to expect all men to be great artists, and born with the genius of Mr. Williams. Now it will be remembered that in the first of these murders, (that of the Marrs,) the same incident (of a knocking at the door soon after the work of extermination was complete) did actually occur, which the genius of Shakspeare has invented; and all good judges, and the most eminent dilettanti, acknowledged the felicity of Shakspeare’s suggestion as soon as it was actually realized. Here, then, was a fresh proof that I was right in relying on my own feeling in opposition to my understanding; and I again set myself to study the problem; at length I solved it to my own satisfaction; and my solution is this. Murder in ordinary cases, where the sympathy is wholly directed to the case of the murdered person, is an incident of coarse and vulgar horror; and for this reason, that it flings the interest exclusively upon the natural but ignoble instinct by which we cleave to life; an instinct, which, as being indispensable to the primal law of self-preservation, is the same in kind, (though different in degree,) amongst all living creatures; this instinct therefore, because it annihilates all distinctions, and degrades the greatest of men to the level of “the poor beetle that we tread on,” exhibits human nature in its most abject and humiliating attitude. Such an attitude would little suit the purposes of the poet. What then must he do? He must throw the interest on the murderer. Our sympathy must be with him; (of course I mean a sympathy of comprehension, a sympathy by which we enter into his feelings, and are made to understand them,—not a sympathy of pity or approbation.) In the murdered person all strife of thought, all flux and reflux of passion and of purpose, are crushed by one overwhelming panic; the fear of instant death smites him “with its petrific mace.” But in the murderer, such a murderer as a poet will condescend to, there must be raging some great storm of passion,—jealousy, ambition, vengeance, hatred,—which will create a hell within him; and into this hell we are to look.

In Macbeth, for the sake of gratifying his own enormous and teeming faculty of creation, Shakspeare has introduced two murderers: and, as usual in his hands, they are remarkably discriminated: but, though in Macbeth the strife of mind is greater than in his wife, the tiger spirit not so awake, and his feelings caught chiefly by contagion from her,—yet, as both were finally involved in the guilt of murder, the murderous mind of necessity is finally to be presumed in both. This was to be expressed; and on its own account, as well as to make it a more proportionable antagonist to the unoffending nature of their victim, “the gracious Duncan,” and adequately to expound “the deep damnation of his taking off,” this was to be expressed with peculiar energy. We were to be made to feel that the human nature, i.e., the divine nature of love and mercy, spread through the hearts of all creatures, and seldom utterly withdrawn from man,—was gone, vanished, extinct; and that the fiendish nature had taken its place. And, as this effect is marvellously accomplished in the dialogues and soliloquies themselves, so it is finally consummated by the expedient under consideration; and it is to this that I now solicit the reader’s attention. If the reader has ever witnessed a wife, daughter, or sister, in a fainting fit, he may chance to have observed that the most affecting moment in such a spectacle, is that in which a sigh and a stirring announce the recommencement of suspended life. Or, if the reader has ever been present in a vast metropolis, on the day when some great national idol was carried in funeral pomp to his grave, and chancing to walk near the course through which it passed, has felt powerfully, in the silence and desertion of the streets and in the stagnation of ordinary business, the deep interest which at that moment was possessing the heart of man,—if all at once he should hear the death-like stillness broken up by the sound of wheels rattling away from the scene, and making known that the transitory vision was dissolved, he will be aware that at no moment was his sense of the complete suspension and pause in ordinary human concerns so full and affecting, as at that moment when the suspension ceases, and the goings-on of human life are suddenly resumed. All action in any direction is best expounded, measured, and made apprehensible, by reaction. Now apply this to the case in Macbeth. Here, as I have said, the retiring of the human heart and the entrance of the fiendish heart was to be expressed and made sensible. Another world has stepped in; and the murderers are taken out of the region of human things, human purposes, human desires. They are transfigured: Lady Macbeth is “unsexed;” Macbeth has forgot that he was born of woman; both are conformed to the image of devils; and the world of devils is suddenly revealed. But how shall this be conveyed and made palpable? In order that a new world may step in, this world must for a time disappear. The murderers, and the murder, must be insulated—cut off by an immeasurable gulph from the ordinary tide and succession of human affairs—locked up and sequestered in some deep recess; we must be made sensible that the world of ordinary life is suddenly arrested—laid asleep—tranced—racked into a dread armistice: time must be annihilated; relation to things without abolished; and all must pass self-withdrawn into a deep syncope and suspension of earthly passion. Hence it is, that when the deed is done, when the work of darkness is perfect, then the world of darkness passes away like a pageantry in the clouds: the knocking at the gate is heard; and it makes known audibly that the reaction has commenced: the human has made its reflux upon the fiendish; the pulses of life are beginning to beat again; and the reestablishment of the goings-on of the world in which we live, first makes us profoundly sensible of the awful parenthesis that had suspended them.

O, mighty poet! Thy works are not as those of other men, simply and merely great works of art; but are also like the phenomena of nature, like the sun and the sea, the stars and the flowers,—like frost and snow, rain and dew, hail-storm and thunder, which are to be studied with entire submission of our own faculties, and in the perfect faith that in them there can be no too much or too little, nothing useless or inert—but that, the further we press in our discoveries, the more we shall see proofs of design and self-supporting arrangement where the careless eye had seen nothing but accident!




      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Afterword

      Day Forty-Five: Murder and guilt

      The body is under the floor, it is four o’clock, and “there came a knocking at the street door.” Poe’s murderer gets his own knocking at the gate, and it does what De Quincey says it should. It lets the ordinary world back in, in the shape of three polite officers who “chatted of familiar things”, and De Quincey’s “pulses of life are beginning to beat again”. In Poe’s story they beat louder and louder. But whose heart is it?

      Poe knew his Macbeth. His narrator aims the lantern “precisely upon the damned spot”, Lady Macbeth’s phrase as she walks in her sleep. Macbeth himself, by Act V, has gone the other way. Poe’s man hears everything “in the heaven and in the earth”. Macbeth remembers a time when a “night-shriek” would have chilled him, but he has “supp’d full with horrors”, and the cry from inside the castle, which is for his wife’s death, “Cannot once start me”. William Faulkner took the title of The Sound and the Fury from the speech that follows.

    

  
    
      Day Forty-Six

      Fairy tales

      20 minutes

      
        Story
        The Juniper Tree
        Brothers Grimm · 12 minutes
        The darkest of the Grimms' tales, which Tolkien remembered from childhood for its beauty and horror.
      

      
        Poem
        The Fairies
        William Allingham · 2 minutes
        'Up the airy mountain, down the rushy glen': the Irish poem that taught generations of children to be wary of the little men.
      

      
        Essay
        The Red Angel
        G. K. Chesterton · 6 minutes
        Chesterton defends frightening fairy tales against those who would spare children from them.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      The Juniper Tree

      Brothers Grimm, translated by Margaret Hunt, 1812

      
        
It is now long ago, quite two thousand years, since there was a rich man who had a beautiful and pious wife, and they loved each other dearly. They had, however, no children, though they wished for them very much, and the woman prayed for them day and night, but still they had none. Now there was a court-yard in front of their house in which was a juniper-tree, and one day in winter the woman was standing beneath it, paring herself an apple, and while she was paring herself the apple she cut her finger, and the blood fell on the snow. "Ah," said the woman, and sighed right heavily, and looked at the blood before her, and was most unhappy, "ah, if I had but a child as red as blood and as white as snow!" And while she thus spake, she became quite happy in her mind, and felt just as if that were going to happen. Then she went into the house, and a month went by and the snow was gone, and two months, and then everything was green, and three months, and then all the flowers came out of the earth, and four months, and then all the trees in the wood grew thicker, and the green branches were all closely entwined, and the birds sang until the wood resounded and the blossoms fell from the trees, then the fifth month passed away and she stood under the juniper-tree, which smelt so sweetly that her heart leapt, and she fell on her knees and was beside herself with joy, and when the sixth month was over the fruit was large and fine, and then she was quite still, and the seventh month she snatched at the juniper-berries and ate them greedily, then she grew sick and sorrowful, then the eighth month passed, and she called her husband to her, and wept and said, "If I die, then bury me beneath the juniper-tree." Then she was quite comforted and happy until the next month was over, and then she had a child as white as snow and as red as blood, and when she beheld it she was so delighted that she died.

Then her husband buried her beneath the juniper-tree, and he began to weep sore; after some time he was more at ease, and though he still wept he could bear it, and after some time longer he took another wife.

By the second wife he had a daughter, but the first wife's child was a little son, and he was as red as blood and as white as snow. When the woman looked at her daughter she loved her very much, but then she looked at the little boy and it seemed to cut her to the heart, for the thought came into her mind that he would always stand in her way, and she was for ever thinking how she could get all the fortune for her daughter, and the Evil One filled her mind with this till she was quite wroth with the little boy, and slapped him here and cuffed him there, until the unhappy child was in continual terror, for when he came out of school he had no peace in any place.

One day the woman had gone upstairs to her room, and her little daughter went up too, and said, "Mother, give me an apple." "Yes, my child," said the woman, and gave her a fine apple out of the chest, but the chest had a great heavy lid with a great sharp iron lock. "Mother," said the little daughter, "is brother not to have one too?" This made the woman angry, but she said, "Yes, when he comes out of school." And when she saw from the window that he was coming, it was just as if the Devil entered into her, and she snatched at the apple and took it away again from her daughter, and said, "Thou shalt not have one before thy brother." Then she threw the apple into the chest, and shut it. Then the little boy came in at the door, and the Devil made her say to him kindly, "My son, wilt thou have an apple?" and she looked so wickedly at him. "Mother," said the little boy, "how dreadful you look! Yes, give me an apple." Then it seemed to her as if she were forced to say to him, "Come with me," and she opened the lid of the chest and said, "Take out an apple for thyself," and while the little boy was stooping inside, the Devil prompted her, and crash! she shut the lid down, and his head flew off and fell among the red apples. Then she was overwhelmed with terror, and thought, "If I could but make them think that it was not done by me!" So she went upstairs to her room to her chest of drawers, and took a white handkerchief out of the top drawer, and set the head on the neck again, and folded the handkerchief so that nothing could be seen, and she set him on a chair in front of the door, and put the apple in his hand.

After this Marlinchen came into the kitchen to her mother, who was standing by the fire with a pan of hot water before her which she was constantly stirring round. "Mother," said Marlinchen, "brother is sitting at the door, and he looks quite white, and has an apple in his hand. I asked him to give me the apple, but he did not answer me, and I was quite frightened." "Go back to him," said her mother, "and if he will not answer thee, give him a box on the ear." So Marlinchen went to him and said, "Brother, give me the apple." But he was silent, and she gave him a box on the ear, on which his head fell down. Marlinchen was terrified, and began crying and screaming, and ran to her mother, and said, "Alas, mother, I have knocked my brother's head off" and she wept and wept and could not be comforted. "Marlinchen," said the mother, "what hast thou done? but be quiet and let no one know it; it cannot be helped now, we will make him into black-puddings." Then the mother took the little boy and chopped him in pieces, put him into the pan and made him into black-puddings; but Marlinchen stood by weeping and weeping, and all her tears fell into the pan and there was no need of any salt.

Then the father came home, and sat down to dinner and said, "But where is my son?" And the mother served up a great dish of black-puddings, and Marlinchen wept and could not leave off. Then the father again said, "But where is my son?" "Ah," said the mother, "he has gone across the country to his mother's great uncle; he will stay there awhile." "And what is he going to do there? He did not even say good-bye to me."

"Oh, he wanted to go, and asked me if he might stay six weeks, he is well taken care of there." "Ah," said the man, "I feel so unhappy lest all should not be right. He ought to have said good-bye to me." With that he began to eat and said, "Marlinchen, why art thou crying? Thy brother will certainly come back." Then he said, "Ah, wife, how delicious this food is, give me some more." And the more he ate the more he wanted to have, and he said, "Give me some more, you shall have none of it. It seems to me as if it were all mine." And he ate and ate and threw all the bones under the table, until he had finished the whole. But Marlinchen went away to her chest of drawers, and took her best silk handkerchief out of the bottom drawer, and got all the bones from beneath the table, and tied them up in her silk handkerchief, and carried them outside the door, weeping tears of blood. Then the juniper-tree began to stir itself, and the branches parted asunder, and moved together again, just as if some one was rejoicing and clapping his hands. At the same time a mist seemed to arise from the tree, and in the centre of this mist it burned like a fire, and a beautiful bird flew out of the fire singing magnificently, and he flew high up in the air, and when he was gone, the juniper-tree was just as it had been before, and the handkerchief with the bones was no longer there. Marlinchen, however, was as gay and happy as if her brother were still alive. And she went merrily into the house, and sat down to dinner and ate.

But the bird flew away and lighted on a goldsmith's house, and began to sing,





"My mother she killed me,

My father he ate me,

My sister, little Marlinchen,

Gathered together all my bones,

Tied them in a silken handkerchief,

Laid them beneath the juniper-tree,

Kywitt, kywitt, what a beautiful bird am I!'








The goldsmith was sitting in his workshop making a gold chain, when he heard the bird which was sitting singing on his roof, and very beautiful the song seemed to him. He stood up, but as he crossed the threshold he lost one of his slippers. But he went away right up the middle of the street with one shoe on and one sock; he had his apron on, and in one hand he had the gold chain and in the other the pincers, and the sun was shining brightly on the street. Then he went right on and stood still, and said to the bird, "Bird," said he then, "how beautifully thou canst sing! Sing me that piece again." "No," said the bird, "I'll not sing it twice for nothing! Give me the golden chain, and then I will sing it again for thee." "There," said the goldsmith, "there is the golden chain for thee, now sing me that song again." Then the bird came and took the golden chain in his right claw, and went and sat in front of the goldsmith, and sang,




"My mother she killed me, 

My father he ate me,



 
My sister, little Marlinchen,

Gathered together all my bones,

Tied them in a silken handkerchief,

Laid them beneath the juniper-tree,

Kywitt, kywitt, what a beautiful bird am I!”








Then the bird flew away to a shoemaker, and lighted on his roof, and sang,




“My mother she killed me, 

My father he ate me, 

My sister, little Marlinchen, 

Gathered together all my bones, 

Tied them in a silken handkerchief, 

Laid them beneath the juniper-tree, 

Kywitt, kywitt, what a beautiful bird am I!” 






The shoemaker heard that and ran out of doors in his shirt sleeves, and looked up at his roof, and was forced to hold his hand before his eyes lest the sun should blind him. “Bird,” said he, “how beautifully thou canst sing!“ Then he called in at his door, “Wife, just come outside, there is a bird, look at that bird, he just can sing well.” Then he called his daughter and children, and apprentices, boys and girls, and they all came up the street and looked at the bird and how beautiful he was, and what fine red and green feathers he had, and how like real gold his neck was, and how the eyes in his head shone like stars. “Bird,” said the shoemaker, “now sing me that song again.” "Nay," said the bird, “I do not sing twice for nothing; thou must give me something.” “Wife,” said the man, “go to the garret, upon the top shelf there stands a pair of red shoes, bring them down.” Then the wife went and brought the shoes. “There, bird,” said the man, “now sing me that piece again.” Then the bird came and took the shoes in his left claw, and flew back on the roof, and sang,




“My mother she killed me, 

My father he ate me, 

My sister, little Marlinchen, 

Gathered together all my bones, 

Tied them in a silken handkerchief, 

Laid them beneath the juniper-tree, 

Kywitt, kywitt, what a beautiful bird am I!” 






 And when he had sung the whole he flew away. In his right claw he had the chain and the shoes in his left, and he flew far away to a mill, and the mill went "klipp klapp, klipp klapp, klipp klapp," and in the mill sat twenty miller's men hewing a stone, and cutting, hick hack, hick hack, hick hack, and the mill went klipp klapp, klipp klapp, klipp klapp. Then the bird went and sat on a lime-tree which stood in front of the mill, and sang,





"My mother she killed me,"








Then one of them stopped working,





"My father he ate me."








Then two more stopped working and listened to that,





"My sister, little Marlinchen,"








Then four more stopped,





"Gathered together all my bones, 

Tied them in a silken handkerchief,"








Now eight only were hewing,





"Laid them beneath"








Now only five,





 "The juniper-tree,"








And now only one,





"Kywitt, kywitt, what a beautiful bird am I!"








Then the last stopped also, and heard the last words. "Bird," said he, "how beautifully thou singest! Let me, too, hear that. Sing that once more for me."

"Nay," said the bird, "I will not sing twice for nothing. Give me the millstone, and then I will sing it again."

"Yes," said he, "if it belonged to me only, thou shouldst have it."

"Yes," said the others, "if he sings again he shall have it." Then the bird came down, and the twenty millers all set to work with a beam and raised the stone up. And the bird stuck his neck through the hole, and put the stone on as if it were a collar, and flew on to the tree again, and sang,





“My mother she killed me,

My father he ate me,

My sister, little Marlinchen,

Gathered together all my bones,

Tied them in a silken handkerchief,

Laid them beneath the juniper-tree,

Kywitt, kywitt, what a beautiful bird am I!”








And when he had done singing, he spread his wings, and in his right claw he had the chain, and in his left the shoes, and round his neck the millstone, and he flew far away to his father’s house.

In the room sat the father, the mother, and Marlinchen at dinner, and the father said, “How light-hearted I feel, how happy I am!” “Nay,” said the mother, “I feel so uneasy, just as if a heavy storm were coming.” Marlinchen, however, sat weeping and weeping, and then came the bird flying, and as it seated itself on the roof the father said, “Ah, I feel so truly happy, and the sun is shining so beautifully outside, I feel just as if I were about to see some old friend again.” “Nay,” said the woman, “I feel so anxious, my teeth chatter, and I seem to have fire in my veins.” And she tore her stays open, but Marlinchen sat in a corner crying, and held her plate before her eyes and cried till it was quite wet. Then the bird sat on the juniper-tree, and sang,




“My mother she killed me,”






Then the mother stopped her ears, and shut her eyes, and would not see or hear, but there was a roaring in her ears like the most violent storm, and her eyes burnt and flashed like lightning,




“My father he ate me,”






“Ah, mother,” says the man, “that is a beautiful bird! He sings so splendidly, and the sun shines so warm, and there is a smell just like cinnamon.”




“My sister, Marlinchen,”






Then Marlinchen laid her head on her knees and wept without ceasing, but the man said, "I am going out, I must see the bird quite close." "Oh, don't go," said the woman, "I feel as if the whole house were shaking and on fire." But the man went out and looked at the bird:





"Gathered together all my bones,

Tied them in a silken handkerchief,

Laid them under the juniper-tree,

Kywitt, kywitt, what a beautiful bird am I!"








On this the bird let the golden chain fall, and it fell exactly round the man's neck, and so exactly round it that it fitted beautifully. Then he went in and said, "Just look what a fine bird that is, and what a handsome gold chain he has given me, and how pretty he is!" But the woman was terrified, and fell down on the floor in the room, and her cap fell off her head. Then sang the bird once more,




"My mother she killed me,"






"Would that I were a thousand feet beneath the earth so as not to hear that!"




"My father, he ate me,"






Then the woman fell down again as if dead.




"My sister, little Marlinchen."






"Ah," said Marlinchen, "I too will go out and see if the bird will give me anything," and she went out.





"Gathered together all my bones,

Tied them in a silken handkerchief,"








Then he threw down the shoes to her.





"Laid them beneath the juniper-tree,

Kywitt, kywitt, what a beautiful bird am I!"








Then she was light-hearted and joyous, and she put on the new red shoes, and danced and leaped into the house. "Ah," said she, "I was so sad when I went out and now I am so light-hearted; that is a splendid bird, he has given me a pair of red shoes!" "Well," said the woman, and sprang to her feet and her hair stood up like flames of fire, "I feel as if the world were coming to an end! I, too, will go out and see if my heart feels lighter." And as she went out at the door, crash! the bird threw down the millstone on her head, and she was entirely crushed by it. The father and Marlinchen heard what had happened and went out, and smoke, flames and fire were rising from the place, and when that was over, there stood the little brother, and he took his father and Marlinchen by the hand, and all three were right glad, and they went into the house to dinner, and ate.






      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Poem

      The Fairies

      William Allingham, 1850

      Up the airy mountain,

Down the rushy glen,

We daren't go a-hunting

For fear of little men;

Wee folk, good folk,

Trooping all together;

Green jacket, red cap,

And white owl's feather!




Down along the rocky shore

Some make their home,

They live on crispy pancakes

Of yellow tide-foam;

Some in the reeds

Of the black mountain-lake,

With frogs for their watch-dogs,

All night awake.




High on the hill-top

The old King sits;

He is now so old and gray

He's nigh lost his wits.

With a bridge of white mist

Columbkill he crosses,

On his stately journeys

From Slieveleague to Rosses;

Or going up with music

On cold starry nights,

To sup with the Queen

Of the gay Northern Lights.




They stole little Bridget

For seven years long;

When she came down again

Her friends were all gone.

They took her lightly back,

Between the night and morrow,

They thought that she was fast asleep,

But she was dead with sorrow.

They have kept her ever since

Deep within the lake,

On a bed of flag-leaves,

Watching till she wake.




By the craggy hill-side,

Through the mosses bare,

They have planted thorn-trees

For pleasure here and there.

Is any man so daring

As dig them up in spite,

He shall find their sharpest thorns

In his bed at night.




Up the airy mountain,

Down the rushy glen,

We daren't go a-hunting

For fear of little men;

Wee folk, good folk,

Trooping all together;

Green jacket, red cap,

And white owl's feather!
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      Essay

      The Red Angel

      G. K. Chesterton, 1909

      










































      I find that there really are human beings who think fairy tales bad for
      children. I do not speak of the man in the green tie, for him I can never
      count truly human. But a lady has written me an earnest letter saying that
      fairy tales ought not to be taught to children even if they are true. She
      says that it is cruel to tell children fairy tales, because it frightens
      them. You might just as well say that it is cruel to give girls
      sentimental novels because it makes them cry. All this kind of talk is
      based on that complete forgetting of what a child is like which has been
      the firm foundation of so many educational schemes. If you keep bogies and
      goblins away from children they would make them up for themselves. One
      small child in the dark can invent more hells than Swedenborg. One small
      child can imagine monsters too big and black to get into any picture, and
      give them names too unearthly and cacophonous to have occurred in the
      cries of any lunatic. The child, to begin with, commonly likes horrors,
      and he continues to indulge in them even when he does not like them. There
      is just as much difficulty in saying exactly where pure pain begins in his
      case, as there is in ours when we walk of our own free will into the
      torture-chamber of a great tragedy. The fear does not come from fairy
      tales; the fear comes from the universe of the soul.
    


      .....
    


      The timidity of the child or the savage is entirely reasonable; they are
      alarmed at this world, because this world is a very alarming place. They
      dislike being alone because it is verily and indeed an awful idea to be
      alone. Barbarians fear the unknown for the same reason that Agnostics
      worship it—because it is a fact. Fairy tales, then, are not
      responsible for producing in children fear, or any of the shapes of fear;
      fairy tales do not give the child the idea of the evil or the ugly; that
      is in the child already, because it is in the world already. Fairy tales
      do not give the child his first idea of bogey. What fairy tales give the
      child is his first clear idea of the possible defeat of bogey. The baby
      has known the dragon intimately ever since he had an imagination. What the
      fairy tale provides for him is a St. George to kill the dragon.
    


      Exactly what the fairy tale does is this: it accustoms him for a series of
      clear pictures to the idea that these limitless terrors had a limit, that
      these shapeless enemies have enemies in the knights of God, that there is
      something in the universe more mystical than darkness, and stronger than
      strong fear. When I was a child I have stared at the darkness until the
      whole black bulk of it turned into one negro giant taller than heaven. If
      there was one star in the sky it only made him a Cyclops. But fairy tales
      restored my mental health, for next day I read an authentic account of how
      a negro giant with one eye, of quite equal dimensions, had been baffled by
      a little boy like myself (of similar inexperience and even lower social
      status) by means of a sword, some bad riddles, and a brave heart.
      Sometimes the sea at night seemed as dreadful as any dragon. But then I
      was acquainted with many youngest sons and little sailors to whom a dragon
      or two was as simple as the sea.
    


      Take the most horrible of Grimm’s tales in incident and imagery, the
      excellent tale of the “Boy who Could not Shudder,” and you will see what I
      mean. There are some living shocks in that tale. I remember specially a
      man’s legs which fell down the chimney by themselves and walked about the
      room, until they were rejoined by the severed head and body which fell
      down the chimney after them. That is very good. But the point of the story
      and the point of the reader’s feelings is not that these things are
      frightening, but the far more striking fact that the hero was not
      frightened at them. The most fearful of all these fearful wonders was his
      own absence of fear. He slapped the bogies on the back and asked the
      devils to drink wine with him; many a time in my youth, when stifled with
      some modern morbidity, I have prayed for a double portion of his spirit.
      If you have not read the end of his story, go and read it; it is the
      wisest thing in the world. The hero was at last taught to shudder by
      taking a wife, who threw a pail of cold water over him. In that one
      sentence there is more of the real meaning of marriage than in all the
      books about sex that cover Europe and America.
    


      .....
    


      At the four corners of a child’s bed stand Perseus and Roland, Sigurd and
      St. George. If you withdraw the guard of heroes you are not making him
      rational; you are only leaving him to fight the devils alone. For the
      devils, alas, we have always believed in. The hopeful element in the
      universe has in modern times continually been denied and reasserted; but
      the hopeless element has never for a moment been denied. As I told “H. N.
      B.” (whom I pause to wish a Happy Christmas in its most superstitious
      sense), the one thing modern people really do believe in is damnation. The
      greatest of purely modern poets summed up the really modern attitude in
      that fine Agnostic line—
    


      “There may be Heaven; there must be Hell.”
     


      The gloomy view of the universe has been a continuous tradition; and the
      new types of spiritual investigation or conjecture all begin by being
      gloomy. A little while ago men believed in no spirits. Now they are
      beginning rather slowly to believe in rather slow spirits.
    


      .....
    


      Some people objected to spiritualism, table rappings, and such things,
      because they were undignified, because the ghosts cracked jokes or waltzed
      with dinner-tables. I do not share this objection in the least. I wish the
      spirits were more farcical than they are. That they should make more jokes
      and better ones, would be my suggestion. For almost all the spiritualism
      of our time, in so far as it is new, is solemn and sad. Some Pagan gods
      were lawless, and some Christian saints were a little too serious; but the
      spirits of modern spiritualism are both lawless and serious—a
      disgusting combination. The specially contemporary spirits are not only
      devils, they are blue devils. This is, first and last, the real value of
      Christmas; in so far as the mythology remains at all it is a kind of happy
      mythology. Personally, of course, I believe in Santa Claus; but it is the
      season of forgiveness, and I will forgive others for not doing so. But if
      there is anyone who does not comprehend the defect in our world which I am
      civilising, I should recommend him, for instance, to read a story by Mr.
      Henry James, called “The Turn of the Screw.” It is one of the most
      powerful things ever written, and it is one of the things about which I
      doubt most whether it ought ever to have been written at all. It describes
      two innocent children gradually growing at once omniscient and half-witted
      under the influence of the foul ghosts of a groom and a governess. As I
      say, I doubt whether Mr. Henry James ought to have published it (no, it is
      not indecent, do not buy it; it is a spiritual matter), but I think the
      question so doubtful that I will give that truly great man a chance. I
      will approve the thing as well as admire it if he will write another tale
      just as powerful about two children and Santa Claus. If he will not, or
      cannot, then the conclusion is clear; we can deal strongly with gloomy
      mystery, but not with happy mystery; we are not rationalists, but
      diabolists.
    


      .....
    


      I have thought vaguely of all this staring at a great red fire that stands
      up in the room like a great red angel. But, perhaps, you have never heard
      of a red angel. But you have heard of a blue devil. That is exactly what I
      mean.
    





      Text from Project Gutenberg.

    

  
    
      Afterword

      Day Forty-Six: Fairy tales

      Chesterton says that what a fairy tale gives a child is “a St. George to kill the dragon.” Look for St George in The Juniper Tree. No knight comes, and no grown-up saves anyone: the father eats his son and asks for more. The boy rescues himself, dead, as a bird, with nothing but a song, and he charges for every encore: “I’ll not sing it twice for nothing!” Is that Chesterton’s kind of fairy tale, or something stranger?

      Allingham’s poem has no St George at all. The fairies keep Bridget, nobody fetches her back, and the people of the glen don’t even dare go hunting. In Ireland this was not only a matter for the nursery. In 1895, in County Tipperary, a man named Michael Cleary burned his wife, Bridget, to death, claiming that the real Bridget had been taken by the fairies and a changeling left in her place.

      The Grimms had The Juniper Tree from the painter Philipp Otto Runge, who wrote it down in his own Low German dialect. Its opening wish, for a child “as red as blood and as white as snow”, is the same one that begins Snow White.

    

  
    
      Day Forty-Seven

      Persia

      14 minutes

      
        Story
        The Death of Rustem (The Shahnameh)
        Ferdowsi · 6 minutes
        The end of Persia's greatest hero, from Ferdowsi's Book of Kings, the national epic of Iran, in James Atkinson's prose and verse (1832).
      

      
        Poem
        Arise, oh Cup-bearer (Divan, I)
        Hafiz · 2 minutes
        Persia's best-loved poet calls for wine and mourns the hard road of love, in the version by the young Gertrude Bell.
      

      
        Essay
        On the Advantages of Silence (The Gulistan, Chapter 4)
        Saadi · 7 minutes
        From the Rose Garden, read in Persian schools for seven centuries: short tales and verses on when to hold one's tongue.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      The Death of Rustem (The Shahnameh)

      Ferdowsi, translated by James Atkinson, 1010

      Rustem is the great champion of the Shahnameh, the Book of Kings, which Ferdowsi finished about 1010: a poem of some fifty thousand couplets on the kings and heroes of ancient Iran. Rustem serves many kings over a life of centuries; Zál is his father and Rakush his famous horse. Atkinson tells some of the story in prose and translates the rest in verse.

      
        
          Firdusi seems to have derived the account of Shughad, and the melancholy
fate of Rustem, from a descendant of Sám and Narímán, who was
particularly acquainted with the chronicles of the heroes and the kings
of Persia. Shughad, it appears, was the son of Zál, by one of the old
warrior's maid-servants, and at his very birth the astrologers predicted
that he would be the ruin of the glorious house of Sám and Narímán, and
the destruction of their race.



  Throughout Sístán the prophecy was heard

  With horror and amazement; every town

  And city in Irán was full of woe,

  And Zál, in deepest agony and grief,

  Sent up his prayers to the Almighty Power

  That he would purify the infant's heart,

  And free it from that quality, foretold

  As the destroyer of his ancient house.

  But what are prayers, opposed by destiny?





The child, notwithstanding, was brought up with great care and
attention, and when arrived at maturity, he was sent to the king of
Kábul, whose daughter he espoused.

Rustem was accustomed to go to Kábul every year to receive the tribute
due to him; but on the last occasion, it is said that he exacted and
took a higher rate than usual, and thus put many of the people to
distress. The king was angry, and expressed his dissatisfaction to
Shughad, who was not slow in uttering his own discontent, saying,
"Though I am his brother, he has no respect for me, but treats me always
like an enemy. For this personal hostility I long to punish him with
death."--"But how," inquired the king, "couldst thou compass that
end?" Shughad replied, "I have well considered the subject, and propose
to accomplish my purpose in this manner. I shall feign that I have been
insulted and injured by thee, and carry my complaint to Zál and Rustem,
who will no doubt come to Kábul to redress my wrongs. Thou must in the
meantime prepare for a sporting excursion, and order a number of pits to
be dug on the road sufficiently large to hold Rustem and his horse, and
in each several swords must be placed with their points and edges
upwards. The mouths of the pits must then be slightly covered over, but
so carefully that there may be no appearance of the earth underneath
having been removed. Everything being thus ready, Rustem, on the
pretence of going to the sporting ground, must be conducted by that
road, and he will certainly fall into one of the pits, which will become
his grave." This stratagem was highly approved by the king, and it was
agreed that at a royal banquet, Shughad should revile and irritate the
king, whose indignant answer should be before all the assembly: "Thou
hast no pretensions to be thought of the stock of Sám and Narímán. Zál
pays thee no attention, at least, not such attention as he would pay to
a son, and Rustem declares thou art not his brother; indeed, all the
family treat thee as a slave." At these words, Shughad affected to be
greatly enraged, and, starting up from the banquet, hastened to Rustem
to complain of the insult offered him by the king of Kábul. Rustem
received him with demonstrations of affection, and hearing his
complaint, declared that he would immediately proceed to Kábul, depose
the king for his insolence, and place Shughad himself on the throne of
that country. In a short time they arrived at the city, and were met by
the king, who, with naked feet and in humble guise, solicited
forgiveness. Rustem was induced to pardon the offence, and was honored
in return with great apparent respect, and with boundless hospitality.
In the meantime, however, the pits were dug, and the work of destruction
in progress, and Rustem was now invited to share the sports of the
forest. The champion was highly gratified by the courtesy which the king
displayed, and mounted Rakush, anticipating a day of excellent
diversion. Shughad accompanied him, keeping on one side, whilst Rustem,
suspecting nothing, rode boldly forward. Suddenly Rakush stopped, and
though urged to advance, refused to move a step. At last the champion
became angry, and struck the noble animal severely; the blows made him
dart forward, and in a moment he unfortunately fell into one of the
pits.



  It was a place, deep, dark, and perilous,

  All bristled o'er with swords, leaving no chance

  Of extrication without cruel wounds;

  And horse and rider sinking in the midst,

  Bore many a grievous stab and many



 
a cut

  In limb and body, ghastly to the sight.

  Yet from that depth, at one prodigious spring,

  Rakush escaped with Rustem on his back;

  But what availed that effort? Down again

  Into another pit both fell together,

  And yet again they rose, again, again;

  Seven times down prostrate, seven times bruised and maimed,

  They struggled on, till mounting up the edge

  Of the seventh pit, all covered with deep wounds,

  Both lay exhausted. When the champion's brain

  Grew cool, and he had power to think, he knew

  Full well to whom he owed this treachery,

  And calling to Shughad, said: "Thou, my brother!

  Why hast thou done this wrong? Was it for thee,

  My father's son, by wicked plot and fraud

  To work this ruin, to destroy my life?"

  Shughad thus sternly answered: "'Tis for all

  The blood that thou hast shed, God has decreed

  This awful vengeance--now thy time is come!"

  Then spoke the king of Kábul, as if pity

  Had softened his false heart: "Alas! the day

  That thou shouldst perish, so ignobly too,

  And in my kingdom; what a wretched fate!

  But bring some medicine to relieve his wounds--

  Quick, bring the matchless balm for Rustem's cure;

  He must not die, the champion must not die!"

  But Rustem scorned the offer, and in wrath,

  Thus spoke: "How many a mighty king has died,

  And left me still triumphant--still in power,

  Unconquerable; treacherous thou hast been,

  Inhuman, too, but Ferámurz, the brave,

  Will be revenged upon thee for this crime."





Rustem now turned towards Shughad, and in an altered and mournful tone,
told him that he was at the point of death, and asked him to string his
bow and give it to him, that he might seem as a scare-crow, to prevent
the wolves and other wild animals from devouring him when dead.



  Shughad performed the task, and lingered not,

  For he rejoiced at this catastrophe,

  And with a smile of fiendish satisfaction,

  Placed the strong bow before him--Rustem grasped

  The bended horn with such an eager hand,

  That wondering at the sight, the caitiff wretch

  Shuddered with terror, and behind a tree

  Shielded himself, but nothing could avail;

  The arrow pierced both tree and him, and they

  Were thus transfixed together--thus the hour



 
Of death afforded one bright gleam of joy

  To Rustem, who, with lifted eyes to Heaven,

  Exclaimed: "Thanksgivings to the great Creator,

  For granting me the power, with my own hand,

  To be revenged upon my murderer!"

  So saying, the great champion breathed his last,

  And not a knightly follower remained,

  Zúára, and the rest, in other pits,

  Dug by the traitor-king, and traitor-brother,

  Had sunk and perished, all, save one, who fled,

  And to the afflicted veteran at Sístán

  Told the sad tidings. Zál, in agony,

  Tore his white hair, and wildly rent his garments,

  And cried: "Why did not I die for him, why

  Was I not present, fighting by his side?

  But he, alas! is gone! Oh! gone forever."





Then the old man despatched Ferámurz with a numerous force to Kábul, to
bring away the dead body of Rustem. Upon his approach, the king of Kábul
and his army retired to the mountains, and Ferámurz laid waste the
country. He found only the skeletons of Rustem and Zúára, the beasts of
prey having stripped them of their flesh: he however gathered the bones
together and conveyed them home and buried them, amidst the lamentations
of the people. After that, he returned to Kábul with his army, and
encountered the king, captured the cruel wretch, and carried him to
Sístán, where he was put to death.



        

      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Poem

      Arise, oh Cup-bearer (Divan, I)

      Hafiz, translated by Gertrude Bell, 1370

      Hafiz lived in Shiraz in the fourteenth century. His poems are ghazals, short lyrics of love and wine that many readers take also as poems of the soul's love for God, so that the Cupbearer, the Tavern-keeper and the wine can be read both ways. In the last couplet he addresses himself by name, as the ghazal requires.

      Arise, oh Cup-bearer, rise! and bring

To lips that are thirsting the bowl they praise,

For it seemed that love was an easy thing,

But my feet have fallen on difficult ways.

I have prayed the wind o’er my heart to fling

The fragrance of musk in her hair that sleeps—

In the night of her hair—yet no fragrance stays

The tears of my heart’s blood my sad heart weeps.




Hear the Tavern-keeper who counsels you:

“With wine, with red wine your prayer carpet dye!”

There was never a traveller like him but knew

The ways of the road and the hostelry.

Where shall I rest, when the still night through,

Beyond thy gateway, oh Heart of my heart,

The bells of the camels lament and cry:

“Bind up thy burden again and depart!”




The waves run high, night is clouded with fears,

And eddying whirlpools clash and roar;

How shall my drowning voice strike their ears

Whose light-freighted vessels have reached the shore?




I sought mine own; the unsparing years

Have brought me mine own, a dishonoured name.

What cloak shall cover my misery o’er

When each jesting mouth has rehearsed my shame!




Oh Hafiz, seeking an end to strife,

Hold fast in thy mind what the wise have writ:

“If at last thou attain the desire of thy life,

Cast the world aside, yea, abandon it!”









      Text from Project Gutenberg.

    

  
    
      Essay

      On the Advantages of Silence (The Gulistan, Chapter 4)

      Saadi, translated by Edward Rehatsek (published under Richard Burton's name), 1258

      Saadi of Shiraz finished the Gulistan, or Rose Garden, in 1258: a book of short tales, each with its moral and a few lines of verse, divided into chapters on kings, dervishes, contentment, silence, love and other subjects. One of these tales is a jibe at a Jewish neighbour, of a kind common in its time.

      
        I said to a friend that I have chosen rather to be silent than to speak, because on most occasions good and bad words are scattered concurrently, but enemies perceive only the latter. He replied: "That enemy is the best [or greatest] who does not see any good."


The brother of enmity passes not near a good man except to consider him as a most wicked liar. Virtue is to the eyes of enmity the greatest fault; Sa'di is a rose, but to the eye of enemies a thorn. The world-illumining sun and fountain of light looks ugly to the eye of a mole. 
STORY CXIX




A merchant, having suffered the loss of a thousand 'dinârs, enjoined his son not to reveal it to anyone. The boy said: "It is thy order, and I shall not tell it; but thou must inform me of the utility of this proceeding, and of the propriety of concealment."

He replied: "For fear the misfortune would be double; namely, the loss of money, and, secondly, the joy of neighbors at our loss."


Reveal not thy grief to enemies, because they will say, Lâ haul, but rejoice. 
STORY CXX




An intelligent youth possessed an abundant share of accomplishments and discreet behavior, so that he was allowed to sit in assemblies of learned men, but he refrained from conversing with them. His father once asked him why he did not likewise speak on subjects he was acquainted with. He replied: "I fear I may be asked what I do not know, and be put to shame."




Hast thou heard how a Sûfi drove

A few nails under his sandals,

And an officer, taking him by the sleeve,

Said to him: "Come and shoe my horse."







For what thou hast not said no one will trouble thee, but when thou hast spoken, bring the proof.



STORY CXXI




A scholar of note had a controversy with an unbeliever, but, being unable to cope with him in argument, shook his head and retired. Someone asked him how it came to pass that, with all his eloquence and learning, he had been unable to vanquish an irreligious man?

He replied: "My learning is in the Qurân, in tradition, and in the sayings of Sheikhs, which he neither believes in nor listens to; then of what use is it to me to hear him blaspheming?"


To him of whom thou canst not rid thyself by the Qurân and tradition, the [best] reply is, if thou dost not reply anything. 
STORY CXXII




Galenus saw a fool hanging on with his hands to the collar of a learned man, and insulting him, whereon he said: "If he were learned he would not have come to this pass with an ignorant man."


Two wise men do not contend and quarrel, nor does a scholar fight with a contemptible fellow. If an ignorant man in his rudeness speaks harshly, an intelligent man tenderly reconciles his heart. Two pious men keep a hair between them [untorn], and so does a mild, with a headstrong man; if, however, both sides are fools, if there be a chain they will snap it. An ill-humoured man insulted someone; he bore it, and replied: "O man of happy issue, I am worse than thou canst say that I am, because I know thou art not aware of my faults as I am." 
STORY CXXIII




Subhân Vâil is considered to have had no equal in rhetorics, because he had addressed an assembly during a year, and had not repeated the same word, but when the same meaning happened to occur, he expressed it in another manner; and this is one of the accomplishments of courtiers and princes.

A word, if heart-binding and sweet, is worthy of belief and of approbation; when thou hast once said it, do not utter it again, because sweets once partaken of suffice.



STORY CXXIV




I heard a philosopher say that no one has ever made a confession of his own folly, except he who begins speaking whilst another has not yet finished his talk.


Words have a head, O shrewd man, and a tail. Do not insert [thy] words between words [of others]. The possessor of deliberation, intelligence, and shrewdness does not say a word till he sees silence. 
STORY CXXV




Several officials of Sultân Mahmûd asked Hasan Muimandi one day what the Sultân had told him about a certain affair. He replied: "You must yourselves have heard it."

They rejoined: "What he says to thee, he does not think proper to communicate to the likes of us."

He answered: "Because he trusts that I shall not reveal it; then why do you ask me [to do so]? A knowing man will not utter every word which occurs to him; it is not proper to endanger one's head for the King's secret."



STORY CXXVI




I was hesitating in the conclusion of a bargain for the purchase of a house, when a Jew said: "Buy it, for I am one of the landholders of this ward, ask me for a description of the house as it is, and it has no defect."


I replied: "Except that thou art the neighbour of it. A house which has a neighbor like thee is worth ten dirhems of a deficient standard; but the hope must be entertained that after thy death it will be worth a thousand. 
STORY CXXVII




A poet went to an Amir of robbers and recited a panegyric, but he ordered him to be divested of his robe. As the poor man was departing naked in the world, he was attacked from behind by dogs, whereon he intended to snatch up a stone, but it was frozen to the ground, and being unable to do so, he exclaimed: "What whore-sons of men are these? They have let loose the dogs, and have tied down the stones!"

The Amir of the robbers, who heard these words from his room, laughed and said: "O philosopher! Ask something from me."

He replied: "I ask for my robe, if thou wilt make me a present of it. We are satisfied of thy gift by departure. A man was hoping for the gifts of people; I hope no gift from thee! Do me no evil."

The robber chief took pity on him, ordered his robe to be restored to him, and added to it a sheepskin jacket with some dirhems.



STORY CXXVIII




An astrologer, having entered his own house, saw a stranger, and, getting angry, began to insult him, whereon both fell upon each other and fought, so that turmoil and confusion ensued. A pious man who had witnessed the scene exclaimed: "How


knowest thou what is in the zenith of the sky if thou art not aware who is in thy house?" 
STORY CXXIX




A preacher imagined his miserable voice to be pleasing and raised useless shouts. Thou wouldst have said that the crow of separation had become the tune of his song; and the verse 'for the most detestable of voices is surely the voice of asses' appears to have been applicable to him. This distich also concerns him:



When the preacher Abu-l-Fâres brays

At his voice Istakhar-Fâres quakes.






On account of the [respected] position he occupied, the inhabitants of the locality submitted to the hardship, and did not think proper to molest him. In course of time, however, another preacher of that region, who bore secret enmity towards him, arrived on a visit, and said to him: "I have dreamt about thee; may it end well!"

"What hast thou dreamt?"

"I dreamt that thy voice had become pleasant, and that the people were comfortable during thy sermons."

The preacher meditated a while on these words, and then said: "Thou hast dreamed a blessed dream, because thou hast made me aware of my defect; it has become known to me that I have a disagreeable voice, and that the people are displeased with my loud reading; accordingly I have determined henceforth not to address them except in a subdued voice."



I am displeased with the company of friends

To whom my bad qualities appear to be good;

They fancy my faults are virtues and perfection,

My thorns they believe to be rose and jessamine.

Say! Where is the bold and quick enemy

To make me aware of my defects?






He whose faults are not told him, ignorantly thinks his defects are virtues.



STORY CXXX




A man used to shout superfluous prayers in the mosque of Sinjâr, and in a voice which displeased all who heard it. The owner of the mosque, who was a just and virtuous Amir, not desirous to give him pain, said: "My good fellow! In this mosque there are old Muezzins, to each of whom I pay five dinârs monthly; but to thee I shall give ten, if thou wilt go to another place."

The man agreed and went away; some time afterwards, however, he returned to the Amir and said: "My Lord! Thou hast injured me by turning me away for ten dinârs from this place, because where I next went, they offered me twenty dinârs to go to another locality, but I refused."

The Amir smiled and said: "By no means accept them, because they will give thee even fifty dinârs. No one can scrape the mud from gravel with an axe, as thy discordant shouting scrapes the heart."



STORY CXXXI




A fellow with a disagrecable voice happened to be reading the Qurân, when a pious man passed near, and asked him what his monthly salary was. He replied: "Nothing."

He further inquired: "Then why takest thou this trouble?"

He replied: "I am reading for God's sake."

He replied: "For God's sake do not read. If thou readest the Qurân thus thou wilt deprive the religion of splendour."






      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Afterword

      Day Forty-Seven: Persia

      Rakush knew. The horse stops dead on the road and will not move, and Rustem, “suspecting nothing”, beats him on into the first pit. The champion has outlived “many a mighty king”; what kills him is a family quarrel, faked at a banquet. And the insult the king of Kábul is to deliver, that “all the family treat thee as a slave”, is the very complaint Shughad really holds. How much of the act was acting?

      Saadi’s merchant hides his loss so as not to double it with “the joy of neighbors at our loss.” Hafiz does the opposite: his shame is on “each jesting mouth”, and he puts it into a poem for everyone to read. Six centuries on, Iranians still open his Divan at random to tell their fortunes.

      One of Saadi’s tales ties the day together. The Sultan Mahmud whose minister will not repeat the king’s secret is Mahmud of Ghazni, the king to whom Ferdowsi presented the Shahnameh. The story goes that Mahmud promised a gold coin for every couplet and sent silver instead, and Ferdowsi gave the silver away. When the sultan relented and sent the gold, it came in at one gate of Ferdowsi’s town as his body was carried out of another.

    

  
    
      Day Forty-Eight

      Small towns

      16 minutes

      
        Story
        Hands
        Sherwood Anderson · 9 minutes
        The first story of Winesburg, Ohio: a timid old man on the edge of a Midwestern town, and the hands he cannot keep still.
      

      
        Poem
        Lucinda Matlock
        Edgar Lee Masters · 1 minute
        One of the dead of Spoon River speaks from the hill, at ninety-six, to the generation that came after her.
      

      
        Essay
        What's the Matter with Kansas?
        William Allen White · 6 minutes
        The small-town newspaper editorial that made its author famous overnight and was reprinted across the country.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      Hands

      Sherwood Anderson, 1919

      




























Upon the half decayed veranda of a small frame house that stood near the edge
of a ravine near the town of Winesburg, Ohio, a fat little old man walked
nervously up and down. Across a long field that had been seeded for clover but
that had produced only a dense crop of yellow mustard weeds, he could see the
public highway along which went a wagon filled with berry pickers returning
from the fields. The berry pickers, youths and maidens, laughed and shouted
boisterously. A boy clad in a blue shirt leaped from the wagon and attempted to
drag after him one of the maidens, who screamed and protested shrilly. The feet
of the boy in the road kicked up a cloud of dust that floated across the face
of the departing sun. Over the long field came a thin girlish voice. “Oh,
you Wing Biddlebaum, comb your hair, it’s falling into your eyes,”
commanded the voice to the man, who was bald and whose nervous little hands
fiddled about the bare white forehead as though arranging a mass of tangled
locks.



Wing Biddlebaum, forever frightened and beset by a ghostly band of doubts, did
not think of himself as in any way a part of the life of the town where he had
lived for twenty years. Among all the people of Winesburg but one had come
close to him. With George Willard, son of Tom Willard, the proprietor of the
New Willard House, he had formed something like a friendship. George Willard
was the reporter on the Winesburg Eagle and sometimes in the evenings he
walked out along the highway to Wing Biddlebaum’s house. Now as the old
man walked up and down on the veranda, his hands moving nervously about, he was
hoping that George Willard would come and spend the evening with him. After the
wagon containing the berry pickers had passed, he went across the field through
the tall mustard weeds and climbing a rail fence peered anxiously along the
road to the town. For a moment he stood thus, rubbing his hands together and
looking up and down the road, and then, fear overcoming him, ran back to walk
again upon the porch on his own house.



In the presence of George Willard, Wing Biddlebaum, who for twenty years had
been the town mystery, lost something of his timidity, and his shadowy
personality, submerged in a sea of doubts, came forth to look at the world.
With the young reporter at his side, he ventured in the light of day into Main
Street or strode up and down on the rickety front porch of his own house,
talking excitedly. The voice that had been low and trembling became shrill and
loud. The bent figure straightened. With a kind of wriggle, like a fish
returned to the brook by the fisherman, Biddlebaum the silent began to talk,
striving to put into words the ideas that had been accumulated by his mind
during long years of silence.



Wing Biddlebaum talked much with his hands. The slender expressive fingers,
forever active, forever striving to conceal themselves in his pockets or behind
his back, came forth and became the piston rods of his machinery of expression.



The story of Wing Biddlebaum is a story of hands. Their restless activity, like
unto the beating of the wings of an imprisoned bird, had given him his name.
Some obscure poet of the town had thought of it. The hands alarmed their owner.
He wanted to keep them hidden away and looked with amazement at the quiet
inexpressive hands of other men who worked beside him in the fields, or passed,
driving sleepy teams on country roads.



When he talked to George Willard, Wing Biddlebaum closed his fists and beat
with them upon a table or on the walls of his house. The action made him more
comfortable. If the desire to talk came to him when the two were walking in the
fields, he sought out a stump or the top board of a fence and with his hands
pounding busily talked with renewed ease.



The story of Wing Biddlebaum’s hands is worth a book in itself.
Sympathetically set forth it would tap many strange, beautiful qualities in
obscure men. It is a job for a poet. In Winesburg the hands had attracted
attention merely because of their activity. With them Wing Biddlebaum had
picked as high as a hundred and forty quarts of strawberries in a day. They
became his distinguishing feature, the source of his fame. Also they made more
grotesque an already grotesque and elusive individuality. Winesburg was proud
of the hands of Wing Biddlebaum in the same spirit in which it was proud of
Banker White’s new stone house and Wesley Moyer’s bay stallion,
Tony Tip, that had won the two-fifteen trot at the fall races in Cleveland.



As for George Willard, he had many times wanted to ask about the hands. At
times an almost overwhelming curiosity had taken hold of him. He felt that
there must be a reason for their strange activity and their inclination to keep
hidden away and only a growing respect for Wing Biddlebaum kept him from
blurting out the questions that were often in his mind.



Once he had been on the point of asking. The two were walking in the fields on
a summer afternoon and had stopped to sit upon a grassy bank. All afternoon
Wing Biddlebaum had talked as one inspired. By a fence he had stopped and
beating like a giant woodpecker upon the top board had shouted at George
Willard, condemning his tendency to be too much influenced by the people about
him, “You are destroying yourself,” he cried. “You have the
inclination to be alone and to dream and you are afraid of dreams. You want to
be like others in town here. You hear them talk and you try to imitate
them.”



On the grassy bank Wing Biddlebaum had tried again to drive his point home. His
voice became soft and reminiscent, and with a sigh of contentment he launched
into a long rambling talk, speaking as one lost in a dream.



Out of the dream Wing Biddlebaum made a picture for George Willard. In the
picture men lived again in a kind of pastoral golden age. Across a green open
country came clean-limbed young men, some afoot, some mounted upon horses. In
crowds the young men came to gather about the feet of an old man who sat
beneath a tree in a tiny garden and who talked to them.



Wing Biddlebaum became wholly inspired. For once he forgot the hands. Slowly
they stole forth and lay upon George Willard’s shoulders. Something new
and bold came into the voice that talked. “You must try to forget all you
have learned,” said the old man. “You must begin to dream. From
this time on you must shut your ears to the roaring of the voices.”



Pausing in his speech, Wing Biddlebaum looked long and earnestly at George
Willard. His eyes glowed. Again he raised the hands to caress the boy and then
a look of horror swept over his face.



With a convulsive movement of his body, Wing Biddlebaum sprang to his feet and
thrust his hands deep into his trousers pockets. Tears came to his eyes.
“I must be getting along home. I can talk no more with you,” he
said nervously.



Without looking back, the old man had hurried down the hillside and across a
meadow, leaving George Willard perplexed and frightened upon the grassy slope.
With a shiver of dread the boy arose and went along the road toward town.
“I’ll not ask him about his hands,” he thought, touched by
the memory of the terror he had seen in the man’s eyes.
“There’s something wrong, but I don’t want to know what it
is. His hands have something to do with his fear of me and of everyone.”



And George Willard was right. Let us look briefly into the story of the hands.
Perhaps our talking of them will arouse the poet who will tell the hidden
wonder story of the influence for which the hands were but fluttering pennants
of promise.



In his youth Wing Biddlebaum had been a school teacher in a town in
Pennsylvania. He was not then known as Wing Biddlebaum, but went by the less
euphonic name of Adolph Myers. As Adolph Myers he was much loved by the boys of
his school.



Adolph Myers was meant by nature to be a teacher of youth. He was one of those
rare, little-understood men who rule by a power so gentle that it passes as a
lovable weakness. In their feeling for the boys under their charge such men are
not unlike the finer sort of women in their love of men.



And yet that is but crudely stated. It needs the poet there. With the boys of
his school, Adolph Myers had walked in the evening or had sat talking until
dusk upon the schoolhouse steps lost in a kind of dream. Here and there went
his hands, caressing the shoulders of the boys, playing about the tousled
heads. As he talked his voice became soft and musical. There was a caress in
that also. In a way the voice and the hands, the stroking of the shoulders and
the touching of the hair were a part of the schoolmaster’s effort to
carry a dream into the young minds. By the caress that was in his fingers he
expressed himself. He was one of those men in whom the force that creates life
is diffused, not centralized. Under the caress of his hands doubt and disbelief
went out of the minds of the boys and they began also to dream.



And then the tragedy. A half-witted boy of the school became enamored of the
young master. In his bed at night he imagined unspeakable things and in the
morning went forth to tell his dreams as facts. Strange, hideous accusations
fell from his loosehung lips. Through the Pennsylvania town went a shiver.
Hidden, shadowy doubts that had been in men’s minds concerning Adolph
Myers were galvanized into beliefs.



The tragedy did not linger. Trembling lads were jerked out of bed and
questioned. “He put his arms about me,” said one. “His
fingers were always playing in my hair,” said another.



One afternoon a man of the town, Henry Bradford, who kept a saloon, came to the
schoolhouse door. Calling Adolph Myers into the school yard he began to beat
him with his fists. As his hard knuckles beat down into the frightened face of
the school-master, his wrath became more and more terrible. Screaming with
dismay, the children ran here and there like disturbed insects.
“I’ll teach you to put your hands on my boy, you beast,”
roared the saloon keeper, who, tired of beating the master, had begun to kick
him about the yard.



Adolph Myers was driven from the Pennsylvania town in the night. With lanterns
in their hands a dozen men came to the door of the house where he lived alone
and commanded that he dress and come forth. It was raining and one of the men
had a rope in his hands. They had intended to hang the school-master, but
something in his figure, so small, white, and pitiful, touched their hearts and
they let him escape. As he ran away into the darkness they repented of their
weakness and ran after him, swearing and throwing sticks and great balls of
soft mud at the figure that screamed and ran faster and faster into the
darkness.



For twenty years Adolph Myers had lived alone in Winesburg. He was but forty
but looked sixty-five. The name of Biddlebaum he got from a box of goods seen
at a freight station as he hurried through an eastern Ohio town. He had an aunt
in Winesburg, a black-toothed old woman who raised chickens, and with her he
lived until she died. He had been ill for a year after the experience in
Pennsylvania, and after his recovery worked as a day laborer in the fields,
going timidly about and striving to conceal his hands. Although he did not
understand what had happened he felt that the hands must be to blame. Again and
again the fathers of the boys had talked of the hands. “Keep your hands
to yourself,” the saloon keeper had roared, dancing, with fury in the
schoolhouse yard.



Upon the veranda of his house by the ravine, Wing Biddlebaum continued to walk
up and down until the sun had disappeared and the road beyond the field was
lost in the grey shadows. Going into his house he cut slices of bread and
spread honey upon them. When the rumble of the evening train that took away the
express cars loaded with the day’s harvest of berries had passed and
restored the silence of the summer night, he went again to walk upon the
veranda. In the darkness he could not see the hands and they became quiet.
Although he still hungered for the presence of the boy, who was the medium
through which he expressed his love of man, the hunger became again a part of
his loneliness and his waiting. Lighting a lamp, Wing Biddlebaum washed the few
dishes soiled by his simple meal and, setting up a folding cot by the screen
door that led to the porch, prepared to undress for the night. A few stray
white bread crumbs lay on the cleanly washed floor by the table; putting the
lamp upon a low stool he began to pick up the crumbs, carrying them to his
mouth one by one with unbelievable rapidity. In the dense blotch of light
beneath the table, the kneeling figure looked like a priest engaged in some
service of his church. The nervous expressive fingers, flashing in and out of
the light, might well have been mistaken for the fingers of the devotee going
swiftly through decade after decade of his rosary.






      Text from Project Gutenberg.

    

  
    
      Poem

      Lucinda Matlock

      Edgar Lee Masters, 1915

      
I went to the dances at Chandlerville,

And played snap-out at Winchester.

One time we changed partners,

Driving home in the moonlight of middle June,

And then I found Davis.

We were married and lived together for seventy years,

Enjoying, working, raising the twelve children,

Eight of whom we lost

Ere I had reached the age of sixty.

I spun,

I wove,

I kept the house,

I nursed the sick,

I made the garden, and for holiday

Rambled over the fields where sang the larks,

And by Spoon River gathering many a shell,

And many a flower and medicinal weed—

Shouting to the wooded hills, singing to the green valleys.

At ninety—six I had lived enough, that is all,

And passed to a sweet repose.

What is this I hear of sorrow and weariness,

Anger, discontent and drooping hopes?

Degenerate sons and daughters,

Life is too strong for you—

It takes life to love Life.






      Text from Project Gutenberg.

    

  
    
      Essay

      What's the Matter with Kansas?

      William Allen White, 1896

      In 1896 William Allen White, aged twenty-eight, was editor of the Emporia Gazette, a small-town newspaper in Kansas. That summer the state was swept by the People's Party, or Populists, a farmers' movement against banks and railroads that backed William Jennings Bryan for president. White was a Republican, and the editorial is sarcastic from start to finish: every "Kansas is all right" means the opposite. Mrs. Lease, near the end, was a famous Populist speaker.

      
        Today the Kansas Department of Agriculture sent out a statement which indicates that Kansas has gained less than two thousand people in the past year. There are about two hundred and twenty-five thousand families in his state, and there were ten thousand babies born in Kansas, and yet so many people have left the state that the natural increase is cut down to less than two thousand net.

This has been going on for eight years.

If there had been a high brick wall around the state eight years ago, and not a soul had been admitted or permitted to leave, Kansas would be a half million souls better off than she is today. And yet the nation has increased in population. In five years ten million people have been added to the national population, yet—instead of gaining a share of this say, half a million—Kansas has apparently been a plague spot, and, in the very garden of the world, has lost population by ten thousands every year.

Not only has she lost population, but she has lost money. Every moneyed man in the state who could get out without loss has gone. Every month in every community sees someone who has a little money pack up and leave the state. This has been going on for eight years. Money has been drained out all the time. In towns where ten years ago there were three or four or half dozen money-lending concerns, stimulating industry by furnishing capital, there is now none, or one or two that are looking after the interests and principal already outstanding.

What's the matter with Kansas? No one brings any money into Kansas any more. What community knows over one or two men who have moved in with more than $5,000 in the past three years? And what community cannot count half a score of men in that time who have left, taking all the money they could scrape together?

Yet the nation has grown rich; other states have increased in population and wealth—other neighboring states. Missouri has gained over two million, while Kansas has been losing half a million. Nebraska has gained in wealth and population while Kansas has gone downhill. Colorado has gained every way, while Kansas has lost every way since 1888.

What's the matter with Kansas?

There is no substantial city in the state. Every big town save one has lost in population. Yet Kansas City, Omaha, Lincoln, St. Louis, Denver, Colorado Springs, Sedalia, the cities of the Dakotas, St. Paul and Minneapolis and Des Moines—all cities and towns in the West—have steadily grown.

Take up the government blue book and you will see that Kansas is virtually off the map. Two or three little scrubby consular places in yellow-fever-stricken communities that do not aggregate ten thousand dollars a year is all the recognition that Kansas has. Nebraska draws about one hundred thousand dollars; little old North Dakota draws about fifty thousand dollars; Oklahoma doubles Kansas; Missouri leaves her a thousand miles behind; Colorado is almost seven times greater than Kansas—the whole west is ahead of Kansas.

Take it by any standard you please, Kansas is not in it.

Go east and you hear them laugh at Kansas; go west and they sneer at her; go south and they cuss" her; go north and they have forgotten her. Go into any crowd of intelligent people gathered anywhere on the globe, and you will find the Kansas man on the defensive. The newspaper columns and magazines once devoted to praise of her, to boastful facts and startling figures concerning her resources, are now filled with cartoons, jibes and Pefferian speeches. Kansas just naturally isn't in it. She has traded places with Arkansas and Timbuctoo.

What's the matter with Kansas?

We all know; yet here we are at it again. We have an old mossback Jacksonian who snorts and howls because there is a bathtub in the State House; we are running that old jay for governor. What's the matter with Kansas?We have another shabby, wild-eyed, rattle-brained fanatic who has said openly in a dozen speeches that "the rights of the user are paramount to the rights of the owner"; we are running him for Chief Justice, so that capital will come tumbling over itself to get into the state. We have raked the old ash heap of failure in the state and found an old human hoop skirt who has failed as a businessman, who has failed as an editor, who has failed as a preacher, and we are going to run him for Congressman-at-Large. He will help the looks of the Kansas delegation at Washington. Then we have discovered a kid without a law practice and have decided to run him for Attorney General. Then, for fear some hint that the state had become respectable might percolate through the civilized portions of the nation, we have decided to send three or four harpies out lecturing, telling the people that Kansas is raising hell and letting the corn go to weed.

Oh this IS a state to be proud of! We are a people who can hold up our heads! What we need is not more money, but less capital, fewer white shirts and brains, fewer men with business judgment, and more of those fellows who boast that they are "just ordinary clodhoppers, but they know more in a minute about finance than John Sherman; we need more men who are posted," who can bellow about the crime of '73, who hate prosperity, and who think, because a man believes in national honor, he is a tool of Wall Street. We have had a few of them some hundred fifty thousand—but we need more.

We need several thousand gibbering idiots to scream about the "Great Red Dragon" of Lombard Street. We don't need population, we don't need wealth, we don't need well-dressed men on the streets, we don't need cities on the fertile prairies; you bet we don't! What we are after is the money power. Because we have become poorer and ornerier and meaner than a spavined, distempered mule, we, the people of Kansas, propose to kick; we don't care to build up, we wish to tear down." There are two ideas of government," said our noble Bryan at Chicago. "There are those who believe that if you legislate to make the well-to-do prosperous, this prosperity will leak through on those below. The Democratic idea has been that if you legislate to make the masses prosperous, their prosperity will find its way up and through every class and rest upon them."

That's the stuff! Give the prosperous man the dickens! Legislate the thriftless man into ease, whack the stuffing out of the creditors and tell the debtors who borrowed the money five years ago when money "per capita" was greater than it is now, that the contraction of currency gives him a right to repudiate.

What's the matter with Kansas?Whoop it up for the ragged trousers; put the lazy, greasy fizzle, who can't pay his debts, on the altar, and bow down and worship him. Let the state ideal be high. What we need is not the respect of our fellow men but the chance to get something for nothing.

Oh, yes, Kansas is a great state. Here are people fleeing from it by the score every day, capital going out of the state by the hundreds of dollars; and every industry but farming paralyzed, and that crippled, because its products have to go across the ocean before they can find a laboring man at work; who can afford to buy them. Let's don't stop this year. Let's drive all the decent self-respecting men out of the state. Let's keep the old clodhoppers who know it all. Let's encourage the man who is "posted." He can talk, and what we need is not mill hands to eat our meat, nor factory hands to eat our wheat, nor cities to oppress the farmer by consuming his butter and eggs and chickens and produce.What Kansas needs is men who can talk, who have large leisure to argue the currency question while their wives wait at home for that nickel's worth of bluing.

What's the matter with Kansas?

Nothing under the shining sun. She is losing her wealth, population and standing. She has got her statesmen, and the money power is afraid of her. Kansas is all right. She has started in to raise hell, as Mrs. Lease advised, and she seems to have an over-production. But that doesn't matter. Kansas never did believe in diversified crops. Kansas is all right. There is absolutely nothing wrong with Kansas. "Every prospect pleases and only man is vile."




      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Afterword

      Day Forty-Eight: Small towns

      “It is a job for a poet,” Anderson’s narrator says of Wing’s hands, and twice more he calls for “the poet” who could tell their story properly. Four years before Winesburg, Ohio, Masters had done something like it in verse: Spoon River Anthology lets the dead of a small Illinois town speak for themselves from the hill. Masters was a Chicago lawyer, for some years the partner of Clarence Darrow, the most famous defence lawyer in America, and he modelled Lucinda Matlock on his own grandmother.

      Winesburg is proud of Wing’s hands “in the same spirit in which it was proud of Banker White’s new stone house”. White’s Kansas has lost its pride, and its banks too. But both towns know how to get rid of people. A dozen men with lanterns and a rope drive Adolph Myers out into the night; White, at his most sarcastic, proposes, “Let’s drive all the decent self-respecting men out of the state.” The editorial made him famous, but it didn’t win Kansas. That November the state voted for Bryan.

    

  
    
      Day Forty-Nine

      The Fourth of July

      A longer day, 51 minutes

      
        Story
        Désirée's Baby
        Kate Chopin · 9 minutes
        Louisiana before the Civil War: a foundling girl marries the proud master of a great plantation, and gives birth to a son.
      

      
        Poem
        On Being Brought from Africa to America
        Phillis Wheatley · 1 minute
        Eight lines by the first African-American to publish a book of poems, taken from West Africa as a child.
      

      
        Essay
        What to the Slave Is the Fourth of July?
        Frederick Douglass · 42 minutes
        Invited to speak in Rochester on Independence Day, Douglass asks his audience what their celebration means to the enslaved.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      Désirée's Baby

      Kate Chopin, 1893

      
        
As the day was pleasant, Madame Valmondé drove over to L'Abri to see Désirée and the baby.

It made her laugh to think of Désirée with a baby. Why, it seemed but yesterday that Désirée was little more than a baby herself; when Monsieur in riding through the gateway of Valmondé had found her lying asleep in the shadow of the big stone pillar.

The little one awoke in his arms and began to cry for "Dada." That was as much as she could do or say. Some people thought she might have strayed there of her own accord, for she was of the toddling age. The prevailing belief was that she had been purposely left by a party of Texans, whose canvas-covered wagon, late in the day, had crossed the ferry that Coton Mais kept, just below the plantation. In time Madame Valmondé abandoned every speculation but the one that Désirée had been sent to her by a beneficent Providence to be the child of her affection, seeing that she was without child of the flesh. For the girl grew to be beautiful and gentle, affectionate and sincere,--the idol of Valmondé.

It was no wonder, when she stood one day against the stone pillar in whose shadow she had lain asleep, eighteen years before, that Armand Aubigny riding by and seeing her there, had fallen in love with her. That was the way all the Aubignys fell in love, as if struck by a pistol shot. The wonder was that he had not loved her before; for he had known her since his father brought him home from Paris, a boy of eight, after his mother died there. The passion that awoke in him that day, when he saw her at the gate, swept along like an avalanche, or like a prairie fire, or like anything that drives headlong over all obstacles.

Monsieur Valmondé grew practical and wanted things well considered: that is, the girl's obscure origin. Armand looked into her eyes and did not care. He was reminded that she was nameless. What did it matter about a name when he could give her one of the oldest and proudest in Louisiana? He ordered the corbeille from Paris, and contained himself with what patience he could until it arrived; then they were married.

Madame Valmondé had not seen Désirée and the baby for four weeks. When she reached L'Abri she shuddered at the first sight of it, as she always did. It was a sad looking place, which for many years had not known the gentle presence of a mistress, old Monsieur Aubigny having married and buried his wife in France, and she having loved her own land too well ever to leave it. The roof came down steep and black like a cowl, reaching out beyond the wide galleries that encircled the yellow stuccoed house. Big, solemn oaks grew close to it, and their thick-leaved, far-reaching branches shadowed it like a pall. Young Aubigny's rule was a strict one, too, and under it his negroes had forgotten how to be gay, as they had been during the old master's easy-going and indulgent lifetime.

The young mother was recovering slowly, and lay full length, in her soft white muslins and laces, upon a couch. The baby was beside her, upon her arm, where he had fallen asleep, at her breast. The yellow nurse woman sat beside a window fanning herself.

Madame Valmondé bent her portly figure over Désirée and kissed her, holding her an instant tenderly in her arms. Then she turned to the child.

"This is not the baby!" she exclaimed, in startled tones. French was the language spoken at Valmondé in those days.

"I knew you would be astonished," laughed Désirée, "at the way he has grown. The little cochon de lait! Look at his legs, mamma, and his hands and fingernails,--real finger-nails. Zandrine had to cut them this morning. Isn't it true, Zandrine?"

The woman bowed her turbaned head majestically, "Mais si, Madame."

"And the way he cries," went on Désirée, "is deafening. Armand heard him the other day as far away as La Blanche's cabin."

Madame Valmondé had never removed her eyes from the child. She lifted it and walked with it over to the window that was lightest. She scanned the baby narrowly, then looked as searchingly at Zandrine, whose face was turned to gaze across the fields.

"Yes, the child has grown, has changed," said Madame Valmondé, slowly, as she replaced it beside its mother. "What does Armand say?"

Désirée's face became suffused with a glow that was happiness itself.

"Oh, Armand is the proudest father in the parish, I believe, chiefly because it is a boy, to bear his name; though he says not,--that he would have loved a girl as well. But I know it isn't true. I know he says that to please me. And mamma," she added, drawing Madame Valmondé's head down to her, and speaking in a whisper, "he hasn't punished one of them--not one of them--since baby is born. Even Negrillon, who pretended to have burnt his leg that he might rest from work--he only laughed, and said Negrillon was a great scamp. oh, mamma, I'm so happy; it frightens me."

What Désirée said was true. Marriage, and later the birth of his son had softened Armand Aubigny's imperious and exacting nature greatly. This was what made the gentle Désirée so happy, for she loved him desperately. When he frowned she trembled, but loved him. When he smiled, she asked no greater blessing of God. But Armand's dark, handsome face had not often been disfigured by frowns since the day he fell in love with her.

When the baby was about three months old, Désirée awoke one day to the conviction that there was something in the air menacing her peace. It was at first too subtle to grasp. It had only been a disquieting suggestion; an air of mystery among the blacks; unexpected visits from far-off neighbors who could hardly account for their coming. Then a strange, an awful change in her husband's manner, which she dared not ask him to explain. When he spoke to her, it was with averted eyes, from which the old love-light seemed to have gone out. He absented himself from home; and when there, avoided her presence and that of her child, without excuse. And the very spirit of Satan seemed suddenly to take hold of him in his dealings with the slaves. Désirée was miserable enough to die.

She sat in her room, one hot afternoon, in her peignoir, listlessly drawing through her fingers the strands of her long, silky brown hair that hung about her shoulders. The baby, half naked, lay asleep upon her own great mahogany bed, that was like a sumptuous throne, with its satin-lined half-canopy. One of La Blanche's little quadroon boys--half naked too--stood fanning the child slowly with a fan of peacock feathers. Désirée's eyes had been fixed absently and sadly upon the baby, while she was striving to penetrate the threatening mist that she felt closing about her. She looked from her child to the boy who stood beside him, and back again; over and over. "Ah!" It was a cry that she could not help; which she was not conscious of having uttered. The blood turned like ice in her veins, and a clammy moisture gathered upon her face.

She tried to speak to the little quadroon boy; but no sound would come, at first. When he heard his name uttered, he looked up, and his mistress was pointing to the door. He laid aside the great, soft fan, and obediently stole away, over the polished floor, on his bare tiptoes.

She stayed motionless, with gaze riveted upon her child, and her face the picture of fright.

Presently her husband entered the room, and without noticing her, went to a table and began to search among some papers which covered it.

"Armand," she called to him, in a voice which must have stabbed him, if he was human. But he did not notice. "Armand," she said again. Then she rose and tottered towards him. "Armand," she panted once more, clutching his arm, "look at our child. What does it mean? tell me."

He coldly but gently loosened her fingers from about his arm and thrust the hand away from him. "Tell me what it means!"
she cried despairingly.

"It means," he answered lightly, "that the child is not white; it means that you are not white."

A quick conception of all that this accusation meant for her nerved her with unwonted courage to deny it. "It is a lie; it is not true, I am white! Look at my hair, it is brown; and my eyes are gray, Armand, you know they are gray. And my skin is fair," seizing his wrist. "Look at my hand; whiter than yours, Armand," she laughed hysterically.

"As white as La Blanche's," he returned cruelly; and went away leaving her alone with their child.

When she could hold a pen in her hand, she sent a despairing letter to Madame Valmondé.

"My mother, they tell me I am not white. Armand has told me I am not white. For God's sake tell them it is not true. You must know it is not true. I shall die. I must die. I cannot be so unhappy, and live."

The answer that came was brief:

"My own Désirée: Come home to Valmondé; back to your mother who loves you. Come with your child."

When the letter reached Désirée she went with it to her husband's study, and laid it open upon the desk before which he sat. She was like a stone image: silent, white, motionless after she placed it there.

In silence he ran his cold eyes over the written words.

He said nothing. "Shall I go, Armand?" she asked in tones sharp with agonized suspense.

"Yes, go."

"Do you want me to go?"

"Yes, I want you to go."

He thought Almighty God had dealt cruelly and unjustly with him; and felt, somehow, that he was paying Him back in kind when he stabbed thus into his wife's soul. Moreover he no longer loved her, because of the unconscious injury she had brought upon his home and his name.

She turned away like one stunned by a blow, and walked slowly towards the door, hoping he would call her back.

"Good-by, Armand," she moaned.

He did not answer her. That was his last blow at fate.

Désirée went in search of her child. Zandrine was pacing the sombre gallery with it. She took the little one from the nurse's arms with no word of explanation, and descending the steps, walked away, under the live-oak branches.

It was an October afternoon; the sun was just sinking. Out in the still fields the negroes were picking cotton.

Désirée had not changed the thin white garment nor the slippers which she wore. Her hair was uncovered and the sun's rays brought a golden gleam from its brown meshes. She did not take the broad, beaten road which led to the far-off plantation of Valmondé. She walked across a deserted field, where the stubble bruised her tender feet, so delicately shod, and tore her thin gown to shreds.

She disappeared among the reeds and willows that grew thick along the banks of the deep, sluggish bayou; and she did not come back again.



Some weeks later there was a curious scene enacted at L'Abri. In the centre of the smoothly swept back yard was a great bonfire. Armand Aubigny sat in the wide hallway that commanded a view of the spectacle; and it was he who dealt out to a half dozen negroes the material which kept this fire ablaze.

A graceful cradle of willow, with all its dainty furbishings, was laid upon the pyre, which had already been fed with the richness of a priceless layette. Then there were silk gowns, and velvet and satin ones added to these; laces, too, and embroideries; bonnets and gloves; for the corbeille had been of rare quality.

The last thing to go was a tiny bundle of letters; innocent little scribblings that Désirée had sent to him during the days of their espousal. There was the remnant of one back in the drawer from which he took them. But it was not Désirée's; it was part of an old letter from his mother to his father. He read it. She was thanking God for the blessing of her husband's love:--

"But above all," she wrote, "night and day, I thank the good God for having so arranged our lives that our dear Armand will never know that his mother, who adores him, belongs to the race that is cursed with the brand of slavery."




      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Poem

      On Being Brought from Africa to America

      Phillis Wheatley, 1773

      Phillis Wheatley was taken from West Africa as a small child and sold in Boston in 1761 to the Wheatley family, who taught her to read. Her Poems on Various Subjects (1773) was the first book of poems published by an African-American.

      
        






ON BEING BROUGHT FROM AFRICA TO





AMERICA.









'T was mercy brought me from my pagan land,
 
Taught my benighted soul to understand
 
That there's a God — that there's a Saviour too;
 
Once I redemption neither sought nor knew.
 
Some view our sable race with scornful eye—
 
'Their color is a diabolic dye.'
 
Remember, Christians, Negroes black as Cain
 
May be refined, and join the angelic train.













      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Essay

      What to the Slave Is the Fourth of July?

      Frederick Douglass, 1852

      Frederick Douglass escaped from slavery in Maryland in 1838 and became the best-known abolitionist speaker in America. He gave this speech in Rochester, New York, in July 1852, to an audience gathered to celebrate Independence Day.

      
        
Mr. President, Friends and Fellow Citizens

He who could address this audience without a quailing sensation, has stronger nerves than I have. I do not remember ever to have appeared as a speaker before any assembly more shrinkingly, nor with greater distrust of my ability, than I do this day. A feeling has crept over me, quite unfavorable to the exercise of my limited powers of speech. The task before me is one which requires much previous thought and study for its proper performance. I know that apologies of this sort are generally considered flat and unmeaning. I trust, however, that mine will not be so considered. Should I seem at ease, my appearance would much misrepresent me. The little experience I have had in addressing public meetings, in country school houses, avails me nothing on the present occasion.

The papers and placards say, that I am to deliver a 4th July oration. This certainly, sounds large, and out of the common way, for it is true that I have often had the privilege to speak in this beautiful Hall, and to address many who now honor me with their presence. But neither their familiar faces, nor the perfect gage I think I have of Corinthian Hall, seems to free me from embarrassment.

The fact is, ladies and gentlemen, the distance between this platform and the slave plantation, from which I escaped, is considerable—and the difficulties to be overcome in getting from the latter to the former, are by no means slight. That I am here to-day is, to me, a matter of astonishment as well as of gratitude. You will not, therefore, be surprised, if in what I have to say, I evince no elaborate preparation, nor grace my speech with any high sounding exordium. With little experience and with less learning, I have been able to throw my thoughts hastily and imperfectly together; and trusting to your patient and generous indulgence, I will proceed to lay them before you.

This, for the purpose of this celebration, is the 4th of July. It is the birthday of your National Independence, and of your political freedom. This, to you, is what the Passover was to the emancipated people of God. It carries your minds back to the day, and to the act of your great deliverance; and to the signs, and to the wonders, associated with that act, and that day. This celebration also marks the beginning of another year of your national life; and reminds you that the Republic of America is now 76 years old. I am glad, fellow-citizens, that your nation is so young. Seventy-six years, though a good old age for a man, is but a mere speck in the life of a nation. Three score years and ten is the allotted time for individual men; but nations number their years by thousands. According to this fact, you are, even now, only in the beginning of your national career, still lingering in the period of childhood. I repeat, I am glad this is so. There is hope in the thought, and hope is much needed, under the dark clouds which lower above the horizon. The eye of the reformer is met with angry flashes, portending disastrous times; but his heart may well beat lighter at the thought that America is young, and that she is still in the impressible stage of her existence. May he not hope that high lessons of wisdom, of justice and of truth, will yet give direction to her destiny? Were the nation older, the patriot's heart might be sadder, and the reformer's brow heavier. Its future might be shrouded in gloom, and the hope of its prophets go out in sorrow. There is consolation in the thought that America is young.—Great streams are not easily turned from channels, worn deep in the course of ages. They may sometimes rise in quiet and stately majesty, and inundate the land, refreshing and fertilizing the earth with their mysterious properties. They may also rise in wrath and fury, and bear away, on their angry waves, the accumulated wealth of years of toil and hardship. They, however, gradually flow back to the same old channel, and flow on as serenely as ever. But, while the river may not be turned aside, it may dry up, and leave nothing behind but the withered branch, and the unsightly rock, to howl in the abyss-sweeping wind, the sad tale of departed glory. As with rivers so with nations.

Fellow-citizens, I shall not presume to dwell at length on the associations that cluster about this day. The simple story of it is that, 76 years ago, the people of this country were British subjects. The style and title of your “sovereign people” (in which you now glory) was not then born. You were under the British Crown. Your fathers esteemed the English Government as the home government; and England as the fatherland. This home government, you know, although a considerable distance from your home, did, in the exercise of its parental prerogatives, impose upon its colonial children, such restraints, burdens and limitations, as, in its mature judgement, it deemed wise, right and proper.

But, your fathers, who had not adopted the fashionable idea of this day, of the infallibility of government, and the absolute character of its acts, presumed to differ from the home government in respect to the wisdom and the justice of some of those burdens and restraints. They went so far in their excitement as to pronounce the measures of government unjust, unreasonable, and oppressive, and altogether such as ought not to be quietly submitted to. I scarcely need say, fellow-citizens, that my opinion of those measures fully accords with that of your fathers. Such a declaration of agreement on my part would not be worth much to anybody. It would, certainly, prove nothing, as to what part I might have taken, had I lived during the great controversy of 1776. To say now that America was right, and England wrong, is exceedingly easy. Everybody can say it; the dastard, not less than the noble brave, can flippantly discant on the tyranny of England towards the American Colonies. It is fashionable to do so; but there was a time when to pronounce against England, and in favor of the cause of the colonies, tried men′s souls. They who did so were accounted in their day, plotters of mischief, agitators and rebels, dangerous men. To side with the right, against the wrong, with the weak against the strong, and with the oppressed against the oppressor! here lies the merit, and the one which, of all others, seems  unfashionable in our day. The cause of liberty may be stabbed by the men who glory in the deeds of your fathers. But, to proceed.

Feeling themselves harshly and unjustly treated by the home government, your fathers, like men of honesty, and men of spirit, earnestly sought redress. They petitioned and remonstrated; they did so in a decorous, respectful, and loyal manner. Their conduct was wholly unexceptionable. This, however, did not answer the purpose. They saw themselves treated with sovereign indifference, coldness and scorn. Yet they persevered. They were not the men to look back.

As the sheet anchor takes a firmer hold, when the ship is tossed by the storm, so did the cause of your fathers grow stronger, as it breasted the chilling blasts of kingly displeasure. The greatest and best of British statesmen admitted its justice, and the loftiest eloquence of the British Senate came to its support. But, with that blindness which seems to be the unvarying characteristic of tyrants, since Pharaoh and his hosts were drowned in the Red Sea, the British Government persisted in the exactions complained of.

The madness of this course, we believe, is admitted now, even by England; but we fear the lesson is wholly lost on our present rulers.

Oppression makes a wise man mad. Your fathers were wise men, and if they did not go mad, they became restive under this treatment. They felt themselves the victims of grievous wrongs, wholly incurable in their colonial capacity. With brave men there is always a remedy for oppression. Just here, the idea of a total separation of the colonies from the crown was born! It was a startling idea, much more so, than we, at this distance of time, regard it. The timid and the prudent (as has been intimated) of that day, were, of course, shocked and alarmed by it.

Such people lived then, had lived before, and will, probably, ever have a place on this planet; and their course, in respect to any great change, (no matter how great the good to be attained, or the wrong to be redressed by it,) may be calculated with as much precision as can be the course of the stars. They hate all changes, but silver, gold and copper change! Of this sort of change they are always strongly in favor.

These people were called tories in the days of your fathers; and the appellation, probably, conveyed the same idea that is meant by a more modern, though a somewhat less euphonious term, which we often find in our papers, applied to some of our old politicians.

Their opposition to the then dangerous thought was earnest and powerful; but, amid all their terror and affrighted vociferations against it, the alarming and revolutionary idea moved on, and the country with it.

On the 2d of July, 1776, the old Continental Congress, to the dismay of the lovers of ease, and the worshipers of property, clothed that dreadful idea with all the authority of national sanction. They did so in the form of a resolution; and as we seldom hit upon resolutions, drawn up in our day, whose transparency is at all equal to this, it may refresh your minds and help my story if I read it.



“Resolved, That these united colonies are, and of right, ought to be free and Independent States; that they are absolved from all allegiance to the British Crown; and that all political connection between them and the State of Great Britain is, and ought to be, dissolved.”




 Citizens, your fathers made good that resolution. They succeeded; and to-day you reap the fruits of their success. The freedom gained is yours; and you, therefore, may properly celebrate this anniversary. The 4th of July is the first great fact in your nation's history—the very ring-bolt in the chain of your yet undeveloped destiny.

Pride and patriotism, not less than gratitude, prompt you to celebrate and to hold it in perpetual remembrance. I have said that the Declaration of Independence is the ringbolt to the chain of your nation's destiny; so, indeed, I regard it. The principles contained in that instrument are saving principles. Stand by those principles, be true to them on all occasions, in all places, against all foes, and at whatever cost.

From the round top of your ship of state, dark and threatening clouds may be seen. Heavy billows, like mountains in the distance, disclose to the leeward huge forms of flinty rocks! That bolt drawn, that chain broken, and all is lost. Cling to this day—cling to it, and to its principles, with the grasp of a storm-tossed mariner to a spar at midnight.

The coming into being of a nation, in any circumstances, is an interesting event. But, besides general considerations, there were peculiar circumstances which make the advent of this republic an event of special attractiveness.

The whole scene, as I look back to it, was simple, dignified and sublime.

The population of the country, at the time, stood at the insignificant number of three millions. The country was poor in the munitions of war. The population was weak and scattered, and the country a wilderness unsubdued. There were then no means of concert and combination, such as exist now. Neither steam nor lightning had then been reduced to order and discipline. From the Potomac to the Delaware was a journey of many days. Under these, and innumerable other disadvantages, your fathers declared for liberty and independence and triumphed.

Fellow Citizens, I am not wanting in respect for the fathers of this republic. The signers of the Declaration of Independence were brave men. They were great men too—great enough to give fame to a great age. It does not often happen to a nation to raise, at one time, such a number of truly great men. The point from which I am compelled to view them is not, certainly, the most favorable; and yet I cannot contemplate their great deeds with less than admiration. They were statesmen, patriots and heroes, and for the good they did, and the principles they contended for, I will unite with you to honor their memory.

They loved their country better than their own private interests; and, though this is not the highest form of human excellence, all will concede that it is a rare virtue, and that when it is exhibited, it ought to command respect. He who will, intelligently, lay down his life for his country, is a man whom it is not in human nature to despise. Your fathers staked their lives, their fortunes, and their sacred honor, on the cause of their country. In their admiration of liberty, they lost sight of all other interests.

They were peace men; but they preferred revolution to peaceful submission to bondage. They were quiet men; but they did not shrink from agitating against oppression. They showed forbearance; but that they knew its limits. They believed in order; but not in the order of tyranny. With them, nothing was “settled” that was not right. With them, justice, liberty and humanity were “final;” not slavery and oppression. You may well cherish the memory of such men. They were great in their day and generation. Their solid manhood stands out the more as we contrast it with these degenerate times.

How circumspect, exact and proportionate were all their movements! How unlike the politicians of an hour! Their statesmanship looked beyond the passing moment, and stretched away in strength into the distant future. They seized upon eternal principles, and set a glorious example in their defence. Mark them!

Fully appreciating the hardship to be encountered, firmly believing in the right of their cause, honorably inviting the scrutiny of an on-looking world, reverently appealing to heaven to attest their sincerity, soundly comprehending the solemn responsibility they were about to assume, wisely measuring the terrible odds against them, your fathers, the fathers of this republic, did, most deliberately, under the inspiration of a glorious patriotism, and with a sublime faith in the great principles of justice and freedom, lay deep the corner-stone of the national superstructure, which has risen and still rises in grandeur around you.

Of this fundamental work, this day is the anniversary. Our eyes are met with demonstrations of joyous enthusiasm. Banners and pennants wave exultingly on the breeze. The din of business, too, is hushed. Even mammon seems to have quitted his grasp on this day. The ear-piercing fife and the stirring drum unite their accents with the ascending peal of a thousand church bells. Prayers are made, hymns are sung, and sermons are preached in honor of this day; while the quick martial tramp of a great and multitudinous nation, echoed back by all the hills, valleys and mountains of a vast continent, bespeak the occasion one of thrilling and universal interests—a nation's jubilee.

Friends and citizens, I need not enter further into the causes which led to this anniversary. Many of you understand them better than I do. You could instruct me in regard to them. That is a branch of knowledge in which you feel, perhaps, a much deeper interest than your speaker. The causes which led to the separation of the colonies from the British crown have never lacked for a tongue. They have all been taught in your common schools, narrated at your firesides, unfolded from your pulpits, and thundered from your legislative halls, and are as familiar to you as household words. They form the staple of your national poetry and eloquence.

I remember, also, that, as a people, Americans are remarkably familiar with all facts which make in their own favor. This is esteemed by some as a national trait—perhaps a national weakness. It is a fact, that whatever makes for the wealth or for the reputation of Americans, and can be had cheap! will be found by Americans. I shall not be charged with slandering Americans, if I say I think the  American side of any question may be safely left in American hands.

I leave, therefore, the great deeds of your fathers to other gentlemen whose claim to have been regularly descended will be less likely to be disputed than mine!



THE PRESENT




My business, if I have any here to-day, is with the present. The accepted time with God and his cause is the ever-living now.



“Trust no future, however pleasant,

 Let the dead past bury its dead;

Act, act in the living present,

 Heart within, and God overhead.”




We have to do with the past only as we can make it useful to the present and to the future. To all inspiring motives, to noble deeds which can be gained from the past, we are welcome. But now is the time, the important time. Your fathers have lived, died, and have done their work, and have done much of it well. You live and must die, and you must do your work. You have no right to enjoy a child's share in the labor of your fathers, unless your children are to be blest by your labors. You have no right to wear out and waste the hard-earned fame of your fathers to cover your indolence. Sydney Smith tells us that men seldom eulogize the wisdom and virtues of their fathers, but to excuse some folly or wickedness of their own. This truth is not a doubtful one. There are illustrations of it near and remote, ancient and modern. It was fashionable, hundreds of years ago, for the children of Jacob to boast, we have “Abraham to our father,” when they had long lost Abraham’s faith and spirit. That people contented themselves under the shadow of Abraham’s great name, while they repudiated the deeds which made his name great. Need I remind you that a similar thing is being done all over this country to-day? Need I tell you that the Jews are not the only people who built the tombs of the prophets, and garnished the sepulchres of the righteous? Washington could not die till he had broken the chains of his slaves. Yet his monument is built up by the price of human blood, and the traders in the bodies and souls of men, shout—“We have Washington to our father.”—Alas! that it should be so; yet so it is.



“The evil that men do, lives after them,

The good is oft’ interred with their bones.”




Fellow-citizens, pardon me, allow me to ask, why am I called upon to speak here to-day? What have I, or those I represent, to do with your national independence? Are the great principles of political freedom and of natural justice, embodied in that Declaration of Independence, extended to us? and am I, therefore, called upon to bring our humble offering to the national altar, and to confess the benefits and express devout gratitude for the blessings resulting from your independence to us?

Would to God, both for your sakes and ours, that an affirmative answer could be truthfully returned to these questions! Then would my task be light, and my burden easy and delightful. For who is there so cold, that a nation's sympathy could not warm him? Who so obdurate and dead to the claims of gratitude, that would not thankfully acknowledge such priceless benefits? Who so stolid and selfish, that would not give his voice to swell the hallelujahs of a nation’s jubilee, when the chains of servitude had been torn from his limbs? I am not that man. In a case like that, the dumb might eloquently speak, and the “lame man leap as an hart.”

But, such is not the state of the case. I say it with a sad sense of the disparity between us. I am not included within the pale of this glorious anniversary! Your high independence only reveals the immeasurable distance between us. The blessings in which you, this day, rejoice, are not enjoyed in common.—The rich inheritance of justice, liberty, prosperity and independence, bequeathed by your fathers, is shared by you, not by me. The sunlight that brought life and healing to you, has brought stripes and death to me. This Fourth July is yours, not mine. You may rejoice, I must mourn. To drag a man in fetters into the grand illuminated temple of liberty, and call upon him to join you in joyous anthems, were inhuman mockery and sacrilegious irony. Do you mean, citizens, to mock me, by asking me to speak to-day? If so, there is a parallel to your conduct. And let me warn you that it is dangerous to copy the example of a nation whose crimes, towering up to heaven, were thrown down by the breath of the Almighty, burying that nation in irrecoverable ruin! I can to-day take up the plaintive lament of a peeled and woe-smitten people!

“By the rivers of Babylon, there we sat down. Yea! we wept when we remembered Zion. We hanged our harps upon the willows in the midst thereof. For there, they that carried us away captive, required of us a song; and they who wasted us required of us mirth, saying, Sing us one of the songs of Zion. How can we sing the Lord's song in a strange land? If I forget thee, O Jerusalem, let my right hand forget her cunning. If I do not remember thee, let my tongue cleave to the roof of my mouth.”

Fellow-citizens; above your national, tumultuous joy, I hear the mournful wail of millions! whose chains, heavy and grievous yesterday, are, to-day, rendered more intolerable by the jubilee shouts that reach them. If I do forget, if I do not faithfully remember those bleeding children of sorrow this day, “may my right hand forget her cunning, and may my tongue cleave to the roof of my mouth!” To forget them, to pass lightly over their wrongs, and to chime in with the popular theme, would be treason most scandalous and shocking, and would make me a reproach before God and the world. My subject, then, fellow-citizens, is American Slavery. I shall see, this day, and its popular characteristics, from the slave's point of view. Standing, there, identified with the American bondman, making his wrongs mine, I do not hesitate to declare, with all my soul, that the character and conduct of this nation never looked blacker to me than on this 4th of July! Whether we turn to the declarations of the past, or to the professions of the present, the conduct of the nation seems equally hideous and revolting. America is false to the past, false to the present, and solemnly binds herself to be false to the future. Standing with God and the crushed and bleeding slave on this occasion, I will, in the name of humanity which is outraged, in the name of liberty which is fettered, in the name of the constitution and the Bible, which are disregarded and trampled upon, dare to call in question and to denounce, with all the emphasis I can command, everything that serves to perpetuate slavery—the great sin and shame of America! “I will not equivocate; I will not excuse;” I will use the severest language I can command; and yet not one word shall escape me that any man, whose judgement is not blinded by prejudice, or who is not at heart a slaveholder, shall not confess to be right and just.

But I fancy I hear some one of my audience say, it is just in this circumstance that you and your brother abolitionists fail to make a favorable impression on the public mind. Would you argue more, and denounce less, would you persuade more, and rebuke less, your cause would be much more likely to succeed. But, I submit, where all is plain there is nothing to be argued. What point in the anti-slavery creed would you have me argue? On what branch of the subject do the people of this country need light? Must I undertake to prove that the slave is a man? That point is conceded already. Nobody doubts it. The slaveholders themselves acknowledge it in the enactment of laws for their government. They acknowledge it when they punish disobedience on the part of the slave. There are seventy-two crimes in the State of Virginia, which, if committed by a black man, (no matter how ignorant he be,) subject him to the punishment of death; while only two of the same crimes will subject a white man to the like punishment.—What is this but the acknowledgement that the slave is a moral, intellectual and responsible being. The manhood of the slave is conceded. It is admitted in the fact that Southern statute books are covered with enactments forbidding, under severe fines and penalties, the teaching of the slave to read or to write.—When you can point to any such laws, in reference to the beasts of the field, then I may consent to argue the manhood of the slave. When the dogs in your streets, when the fowls of the air, when the cattle on your hills, when the fish of the sea, and the reptiles that crawl, shall be unable to distinguish the slave from a brute, then will I argue with you that the slave is a man!

For the present, it is enough to affirm the equal manhood of the negro race. Is it not astonishing that, while we are ploughing, planting and reaping, using all kinds of mechanical tools, erecting houses, constructing bridges, building ships, working in metals of brass, iron, copper, silver and gold; that, while we are reading, writing and cyphering, acting as clerks, merchants and secretaries, having among us lawyers, doctors, ministers, poets, authors, editors, orators and teachers; that, while we are engaged in all manner of enterprises common to other men, digging gold in California, capturing the whale in the Pacific, feeding sheep and cattle on the hill-side, living, moving, acting, thinking, planning, living in families as husbands, wives and children, and, above all, confessing and worshipping the Christian′s God, and looking hopefully for life and immortality beyond the grave, we are called upon to prove that we are men!

Would you have me argue that man is entitled to liberty? that he is the rightful owner of his own body? You have already declared it. Must I argue the wrongfulness of slavery? Is that a question for Republicans? Is it to be settled by the rules of logic and argumentation, as a matter beset with great difficulty, involving a doubtful application of the principle of justice, hard to be understood? How should I look to-day, in the presence of Americans, dividing, and subdividing a discourse, to show that men have a natural right to freedom? speaking of it relatively, and positively, negatively, and affirmatively. To do so, would be to make myself ridiculous, and to offer an insult to your understanding.—There is not a man beneath the canopy of heaven, that does not know that slavery is wrong for him.

What, am I to argue that it is wrong to make men brutes, to rob them of their liberty, to work them without wages, to keep them ignorant of their relations to their fellow men, to beat them with sticks, to flay their flesh with the lash, to load their limbs with irons, to hunt them with dogs, to sell them at auction, to sunder their families, to knock out their teeth, to burn their flesh, to starve them into obedience and submission to their masters? Must I argue that a system thus marked with blood, and stained with pollution, is wrong? No! I will not. I have better employment for my time and strength, than such arguments would imply.

What, then, remains to be argued? Is it that slavery is not divine; that God did not establish it; that our doctors of divinity are mistaken? There is blasphemy in the thought. That which is inhuman, cannot be divine! Who can reason on such a proposition? They that can, may; I cannot. The time for such argument is past.


 At a time like this, scorching irony, not convincing argument, is needed. O! had I the ability, and could I reach the nation's ear, I would, to day, pour out a fiery stream of biting ridicule, blasting reproach, withering sarcasm, and stern rebuke. For it is not light that is needed, but fire; it is not the gentle shower, but thunder. We need the storm, the whirlwind, and the earthquake. The feeling of the nation must be quickened; the conscience of the nation must be roused; the propriety of the nation must be startled; the hypocrisy of the nation must be exposed; and its crimes against God and man must be proclaimed and denounced.

What, to the American slave, is your 4th of July? I answer: a day that reveals to him, more than all other days in the year, the gross injustice and cruelty to which he is the constant victim. To him, your celebration is a sham; your boasted liberty, an unholy license; your national greatness, swelling vanity; your sounds of rejoicing are empty and heartless; your denunciations of tyrants, brass fronted impudence; your shouts of liberty and equality, hollow mockery; your prayers and hymns, your sermons and thanksgivings, with all your religious parade, and solemnity, are, to him, mere bombast, fraud, deception, impiety, and hypocrisy—a thin veil to cover up crimes which would disgrace a nation of savages. There is not a nation on the earth guilty of practices, more shocking and bloody, than are the people of these United States, at this very hour.

Go where you may, search where you will, roam through all the monarchies and despotisms of the old world, travel through South America, search out  every abuse, and when you have found the last, lay your facts by the side of the every day practices of this nation, and you will say with me, that, for revolting barbarity and shameless hypocrisy, America reigns without a rival.



THE INTERNAL SLAVE TRADE.




Take the American slave-trade, which, we are told by the papers, is especially prosperous just now. Ex-Senator Benton tells us that the price of men was never higher than now. He mentions the fact to show that slavery is in no danger. This trade is one of the peculiarities of American institutions. It is carried on in all the large towns and cities in one half of this confederacy; and millions are pocketed every year, by dealers in this horrid traffic. In several states, this trade is a chief source of wealth. It is called (in contradistinction to the foreign slave-trade) “the internal slave trade.” It is, probably, called so, too, in order to divert from it the horror with which the foreign slave-trade is contemplated. That trade has long since been denounced by this government, as piracy. It has been denounced with burning words, from the high places of the nation, as an execrable traffic. To arrest it, to put an end to it, this nation keeps a squadron, at immense cost, on the coast of Africa. Everywhere, in this country, it is safe to speak of this foreign slave-trade, as a most inhuman traffic, opposed alike to the laws of God and of man. The duty to extirpate and destroy it, is admitted even by our Doctors of Divinity. In order to put an end to it, some of these last have consented that their colored brethren (nominally free) should leave this country, and establish themselves on the western coast of Africa! It is, however, a notable fact that, while so much execration is poured out by Americans upon those engaged in the foreign slave-trade, the men engaged in the slave-trade between the states pass without condemnation, and their business is deemed honorable.

Behold the practical operation of this internal slave-trade, the American slave-trade, sustained by American politics and American religion. Here you will see men and women reared like swine for the market. You know what is a swine-drover? I will show you a man-drover. They inhabit all our Southern States. They perambulate the country, and crowd the highways of the nation, with droves of human stock. You will see one of these human flesh-jobbers, armed with pistol, whip and bowie-knife, driving a company of a hundred men, women, and children, from the Potomac to the slave market at New Orleans. These wretched people are to be sold singly, or in lots, to suit purchasers. They are food for the cotton-field, and the deadly sugar-mill. Mark the sad procession, as it moves wearily along, and the inhuman wretch who drives them. Hear his savage yells and his blood-chilling oaths, as he hurries on his affrighted captives! There, see the old man, with locks thinned and gray. Cast one glance, if you please, upon that young mother, whose shoulders are bare to the scorching sun, her briny tears falling on the brow of the babe in her arms. See, too, that girl of thirteen, weeping, yes! weeping, as she thinks of the mother from whom she has been torn! The drove moves tardily. Heat and sorrow have nearly consumed their strength; suddenly you hear a quick snap, like the discharge of a rifle; the fetters clank, and the chain rattles simultaneously; your ears are saluted with a scream, that seems to have torn its way to the centre of your soul! The crack you heard, was the sound of the slave-whip; the scream you heard, was from the woman you saw with the babe. Her speed had faltered under the weight of her child and her chains! that gash on her shoulder tells her to move on. Follow this drove to New Orleans. Attend the auction; see men examined like horses; see the forms of women rudely and brutally exposed to the shocking gaze of American slave-buyers. See this drove sold and separated forever; and never forget the deep, sad sobs that arose from that scattered multitude. Tell me citizens, where, under the sun, you can witness a spectacle more fiendish and shocking. Yet this is but a glance at the American slave-trade, as it exists, at this moment, in the ruling part of the United States.

I was born amid such sights and scenes. To me the American slave-trade is a terrible reality. When a child, my soul was often pierced with a sense of its horrors. I lived on Philpot Street, Fell's Point, Baltimore, and have watched from the wharves, the slave ships in the Basin, anchored from the shore, with their cargoes of human flesh, waiting for favorable winds to waft them down the Chesapeake. There was, at that time, a grand slave mart kept at the head of Pratt Street, by Austin Woldfolk. His agents were sent into every town and county in Maryland, announcing their arrival, through the papers, and on flaming “hand-bills,” headed cash for negroes. These men were generally well dressed men, and very  captivating in their manners. Ever ready to drink, to treat, and to gamble. The fate of many a slave has depended upon the turn of a single card; and many a child has been snatched from the arms of its mother by bargains arranged in a state of brutal drunkenness.

The flesh-mongers gather up their victims by dozens, and drive them, chained, to the general depot at Baltimore. When a sufficient number have been collected here, a ship is chartered, for the purpose of conveying the forlorn crew to Mobile, or to New Orleans. From the slave prison to the ship, they are usually driven in the darkness of night; for since the antislavery agitation, a certain caution is observed.

In the deep still darkness of midnight, I have been often aroused by the dead heavy footsteps, and the piteous cries of the chained gangs that passed our door. The anguish of my boyish heart was intense; and I was often consoled, when speaking to my mistress in the morning, to hear her say that the custom was very wicked; that she hated to hear the rattle of the chains, and the heart-rending cries. I was glad to find one who sympathised with me in my horror.

Fellow-citizens, this murderous traffic is, to-day, in active operation in this boasted republic. In the solitude of my spirit, I see clouds of dust raised on the highways of the South; I see the bleeding footsteps; I hear the doleful wail of fettered humanity, on the way to the slave-markets, where the victims are to be sold like horses, sheep, and swine, knocked off to the highest bidder. There I see the tenderest ties ruthlessly broken, to gratify the lust, caprice and rapacity of the buyers and sellers of men. My soul sickens at the sight.



“Is this the land your Fathers loved,

 The freedom which they toiled to win?

In this the earth whereon they moved?

 Are these the graves they slumber in?”




But a still more inhuman, disgraceful, and scandalous state of things remains to be presented.

By an act of the American Congress, not yet two years old, slavery has been nationalized in its most horrible and revolting form. By that act, Mason & Dixon's line has been obliterated; New York has become as Virginia; and the power to hold, hunt, and sell men, women, and children as slaves remains no longer a mere state institution, but is now an institution of the whole United States. The power is co-extensive with the star-spangled banner and American Christianity. Where these go, may also go the merciless slave-hunter. Where these are, man is not sacred. He is a bird for the sportsman's gun. By that most foul and fiendish of all human decrees, the liberty and person of every man are put in peril. Your broad republican domain is hunting ground for men. Not for thieves and robbers, enemies of society, merely, but for men guilty of no crime. Your law-makers have commanded all good citizens to engage in this hellish sport. Your President, your Secretary of State, your lords, nobles, and ecclesiastics, enforce, as a duty you owe to your free and glorious country, and to your God, that you do this accursed thing. Not fewer than forty Americans have, within the past two years, been hunted down and, without a moment's warning, hurried away in chains, and  consigned to slavery and excruciating torture. Some of these have had wives and children, dependent on them for bread; but of this, no account was made. The right of the hunter to his prey stands superior to the right of marriage, and to all rights in this republic, the rights of God included! For black men there are neither law, justice, humanity, nor religion. The Fugitive Slave Law makes mercy to them, a crime; and bribes the judge who tries them. An American judge gets ten dollars for every victim he consigns to slavery, and five, when he fails to do so. The oath of any two villains is sufficient, under this hell-black enactment, to send the most pious and exemplary black man into the remorseless jaws of slavery! His own testimony is nothing. He can bring no witnesses for himself. The minister of American justice is bound by the law to hear but one side; and that side, is the side of the oppressor. Let this damning fact be perpetually told. Let it be thundered around the world, that, in tyrant-killing, king-hating, people-loving, democratic, Christian America, the seats of justice are filled with judges, who hold their offices under an open and palpable bribe, and are bound, in deciding in the case of a man's liberty, to hear only his accusers!

In glaring violation of justice, in shameless disregard of the forms of administering law, in cunning arrangement to entrap the defenceless, and in diabolical intent, this Fugitive Slave Law stands alone in the annals of tyrannical legislation. I doubt if there be another nation on the globe, having the brass and the baseness to put such a law on the statute-book. If any man in this assembly thinks differently from me in this matter, and feels able to disprove my statements, I will gladly confront him at any suitable time and place he may select.



RELIGIOUS LIBERTY




I take this law to be one of the grossest infringements of Christian Liberty, and, if the churches and ministers of our country were not stupidly blind, or most wickedly indifferent, they, too, would so regard it.

At the very moment that they are thanking God for the enjoyment of civil and religious liberty, and for the right to worship God according to the dictates of their own consciences, they are utterly silent in respect to a law which robs religion of its chief significance, and makes it utterly worthless to a world lying in wickedness. Did this law concern the “mint, anise and cummin”—abridge the right to sing psalms, to partake of the sacrament, or to engage in any of the ceremonies of religion, it would be smitten by the thunder of a thousand pulpits. A general shout would go up from the church, demanding repeal, repeal, instant repeal!—And it would go hard with that politician who presumed to solicit the votes of the people without inscribing this motto on his banner. Further, if this demand were not complied with, another Scotland would be added to the history of religious liberty, and the stern old covenanters would be thrown into the shade. A John Knox would be seen at every church door, and heard from every pulpit, and Fillmore would have no more quarter than was shown by Knox, to the beautiful, but treacherous queen Mary of Scotland.—The fact that the church of our country, (with fractional exceptions,) does not esteem “the Fugitive Slave Law” as a declaration of war against religious liberty, implies that that church regards religion simply as a form of worship, an empty ceremony, and not a vital principle, requiring active benevolence, justice, love and good will towards man. It esteems sacrifice above mercy; psalm-singing above right doing; solemn meetings above practical righteousness. A worship that can be conducted by persons who refuse to give shelter to the houseless, to give bread to the hungry, clothing to the naked, and who enjoin obedience to a law forbidding these acts of mercy, is a curse, not a blessing to mankind. The Bible addresses all such persons as “scribes, pharisees, hypocrites, who pay tithe of mint, anise, and cummin, and have omitted the weightier matters of the law, judgement, mercy and faith.”



THE CHURCH RESPONSIBLE




But the church of this country is not only indifferent to the wrongs of the slave, it actually takes sides with the oppressors. It has made itself the bulwark of American slavery, and the shield of American slave-hunters. Many of its most eloquent Divines, who stand as the very lights of the church, have shamelessly given the sanction of religion and the Bible to the whole slave system.—They have taught that man may, properly, be a slave; that the relation of master and slave is ordained of God; that to send back an escaped bondman to his master is clearly the duty of all the followers of the Lord Jesus Christ; and this horrible blasphemy is palmed off upon the world for Christianity.


 For my part, I would say, welcome infidelity! welcome atheism! welcome anything! in preference to the gospel, as preached by those Divines! They convert the very name of religion into an engine of tyranny, and barbarous cruelty, and serve to confirm more infidels, in this age, than all the infidel writings of Thomas Paine, Voltaire, and Bolingbroke, put together, have done! These ministers make religion a cold and flinty-hearted thing, having neither principles of right action, nor bowels of compassion. They strip the love of God of its beauty, and leave the throne of religion a huge, horrible, repulsive form. It is a religion for oppressors, tyrants, man-stealers, and thugs. It is not that “pure and undefiled religion” which is from above, and which is “first pure, then peaceable, easy to be entreated, full of mercy and good fruits, without partiality, and without hypocrisy.” But a religion which favors the rich against the poor; which exalts the proud above the humble; which divides mankind into two classes, tyrants and slaves; which says to the man in chains, stay there; and to the oppressor, oppress on; it is a religion which may be professed and enjoyed by all the robbers and enslavers of mankind; it makes God a respecter of persons, denies his fatherhood of the race, and tramples in the dust the great truth of the brotherhood of man. All this we affirm to be true of the popular church, and the popular worship of our land and nation—a religion, a church, and a worship which, on the authority of inspired wisdom, we pronounce to be an abomination in the sight of God. In the language of Isaiah, the American church might be well addressed, “Bring no more vain oblations; incense is an abomination unto me: the new moons and Sabbaths, the calling of assemblies, I cannot away with; it is iniquity, even the solemn meeting. Your new moons and your appointed feasts my soul hateth. They are a trouble to me; I am weary to bear them; and when ye spread forth your hands I will hide mine eyes from you. Yea! when ye make many prayers, I will not hear. YOUR HANDS ARE FULL OF BLOOD; cease to do evil, learn to do well; seek judgement; relieve the oppressed; judge for the fatherless; plead for the widow.”

The American church is guilty, when viewed in connection with what it is doing to uphold slavery; but it is superlatively guilty when viewed in connection with its ability to abolish slavery.

The sin of which it is guilty is one of omission as well as of commission. Albert Barnes but uttered what the common sense of every man at all observant of the actual state of the case will receive as truth, when he declared that “There is no power out of the church that could sustain slavery an hour, if it were not sustained in it.”

Let the religious press, the pulpit, the Sunday school, the conference meeting, the great ecclesiastical, missionary, Bible and tract associations of the land array their immense powers against slavery and slave-holding; and the whole system of crime and blood would be scattered to the winds; and that they do not do this involves them in the most awful responsibility of which the mind can conceive.

In prosecuting the anti-slavery enterprise, we have been asked to spare the church, to spare the ministry; but how, we ask, could such a thing be done? We are met on the threshold of our efforts for the redemption of the slave, by the church and ministry of the country, in battle arrayed against us; and we are compelled to fight or flee. From what quarter, I beg to know, has proceeded a fire so deadly upon our ranks, during the last two years, as from the Northern pulpit? As the champions of oppressors, the chosen men of American theology have appeared—men, honored for their so-called piety, and their real learning. The Lords of Buffalo, the Springs of New York, the Lathorps of Auburn, the Coxes and Spencers of Brooklyn, the Gannetts and Sharps of Boston, the Deweys of Washington, and other great religious lights of the land, have, in utter denial of the authority of Him, by whom they professed to be called to the ministry, deliberately taught us, against the example of the Hebrews and against the remonstrance of the Apostles, they teach “that we ought to obey man′s law before the law of God.”

My spirit wearies of such blasphemy; and how such men can be supported, as the “standing types and representatives of Jesus Christ,” is a mystery which I leave others to penetrate. In speaking of the American church, however, let it be distinctly understood that I mean the great mass of the religious organizations of our land. There are exceptions, and I thank God that there are. Noble men may be found, scattered all over these Northern States, of whom Henry Ward Beecher of Brooklyn, Samuel J. May of Syracuse, and my esteemed friend on the platform, are shining examples; and let me say further, that upon these men lies the duty to inspire our ranks with high religious faith and zeal, and to cheer us on in the great mission of the slave's redemption from his chains.



RELIGION IN ENGLAND AND RELIGION IN AMERICA.




One is struck with the difference between the attitude of the American church towards the anti-slavery movement, and that occupied by the churches in England towards a similar movement in that country. There, the church, true to its mission of ameliorating, elevating, and improving the condition of mankind, came forward promptly, bound up the wounds of the West Indian slave, and restored him to his liberty. There, the question of emancipation was a high religious question. It was demanded, in the name of humanity, and according to the law of the living God. The Sharps, the Clarksons, the Wilberforces, the Buxtons, the Burchells and the Knibbs, were alike famous for their piety, and for their philanthropy. The anti-slavery movement there was not an anti-church movement, for the reason that the church took its full share in prosecuting that movement: and the anti-slavery movement in this country will cease to be an anti-church movement, when the church of this country shall assume a favorable, instead of a hostile position towards that movement.

Americans! your republican politics, not less than your republican religion, are flagrantly inconsistent. You boast of your love of liberty, your superior civilization, and your pure Christianity, while the whole political power of the nation (as embodied in the two great political parties), is solemnly pledged to support and perpetuate the enslavement of three millions of your countrymen. You hurl your anathemas at the crowned headed tyrants of Russia and Austria, and pride yourselves on your Democratic institutions, while you yourselves consent to be the mere tools and body-guards of the tyrants of Virginia and Carolina. You invite to your shores fugitives of oppression from abroad, honor them with banquets, greet them with ovations, cheer them, toast them, salute them, protect them, and pour out your money to them like water; but the fugitives from your own land you advertise, hunt, arrest, shoot and kill. You glory in your refinement and your universal education; yet you maintain a system as barbarous and dreadful as ever stained the character of a nation—a system begun in avarice, supported in pride, and perpetuated in cruelty. You shed tears over fallen Hungary, and make the sad story of her wrongs the theme of your poets, statesmen and orators, till your gallant sons are ready to fly to arms to vindicate her cause against her oppressors; but, in regard to the ten thousand wrongs of the American slave, you would enforce the strictest silence, and would hail him as an enemy of the nation who dares to make those wrongs the subject of public discourse! You are all on fire at the mention of liberty for France or for Ireland; but are as cold as an iceberg at the thought of liberty for the enslaved of America.—You discourse eloquently on the dignity of labor; yet, you sustain a system which, in its very essence, casts a stigma upon labor. You can bare your bosom to the storm of British artillery to throw off a  threepenny tax on tea; and yet wring the last hard-earned farthing from the grasp of the black laborers of your country. You profess to believe “that, of one blood, God made all nations of men to dwell on the face of all the earth,” and hath commanded all men, everywhere to love one another; yet you notoriously hate, (and glory in your hatred,) all men whose skins are not colored like your own. You declare, before the world, and are understood by the world to declare, that you “hold these truths to be self evident, that all men are created equal; and are endowed by their Creator with certain inalienable rights; and that, among these are, life, liberty, and the pursuit of happiness;” and yet, you hold securely, in a bondage which, according to your own Thomas Jefferson, “is worse than ages of that which your fathers rose in rebellion to oppose,” a seventh part of the inhabitants of your country.

Fellow-citizens! I will not enlarge further on your national inconsistencies. The existence of slavery in this country brands your republicanism as a sham, your humanity as a base pretence, and your Christianity as a lie. It destroys your moral power abroad; it corrupts your politicians at home. It saps the foundation of religion; it makes your name a hissing, and a by word to a mocking earth. It is the antagonistic force in your government, the only thing that seriously disturbs and endangers your Union. It fetters your progress; it is the enemy of improvement, the deadly foe of education; it fosters pride; it breeds insolence; it promotes vice; it shelters crime; it is a curse to the earth that supports it; and yet, you cling to it, as if it were the sheet  anchor of all your hopes. Oh! be warned! be warned! a horrible reptile is coiled up in your nation's bosom; the venomous creature is nursing at the tender breast of your youthful republic; for the love of God, tear away, and fling from you the hideous monster, and let the weight of twenty millions crush and destroy it forever!



THE CONSTITUTION.




But it is answered in reply to all this, that precisely what I have now denounced is, in fact, guaranteed and sanctioned by the Constitution of the United States; that the right to hold and to hunt slaves is a part of that Constitution framed by the illustrious Fathers of this Republic.

Then, I dare to affirm notwithstanding all I have said before, your fathers stooped, basely stooped.

 “To palter with us in a double sense:

 And keep the word of the promise to the ear

 But break it to the heart.”

And instead of being the honest men I have before declared them to be, they were the veriest imposters that ever practised on mankind. This is the inevitable conclusion, and from it there is no escape. But I differ from those who charge this baseness on the framers of the Constitution of the United States. It is a slander upon their memory, at least, so I believe. There is not time now to argue the constitutional question at length; nor have I the ability to discuss it as it ought to be discussed. The subject has been handled with masterly power by Lysander Spooner, Esq., by William Goodell, by Samuel E. Sewall, Esq., and last, though not least, by Gerritt Smith, Esq. These gentlemen have, as I think, fully and clearly vindicated the Constitution from any design to support slavery for an hour.

Fellow-citizens! there is no matter in respect to which, the people of the North have allowed themselves to be so ruinously imposed upon, as that of the pro-slavery character of the Constitution. In that instrument I hold there is neither warrant, license, nor sanction of the hateful thing; but, interpreted as it ought to be interpreted, the Constitution is a Glorious Liberty Document. Read its preamble, consider its purposes. Is slavery among them? Is it at the gateway? or is it in the temple? it is neither. While I do not intend to argue this question on the present occasion, let me ask, if it be not somewhat singular that, if the Constitution were intended to be, by its framers and adopters, a slave-holding instrument, why neither slavery, slaveholding, nor slave can anywhere be found in it. What would be thought of an instrument, drawn up, legally drawn up, for the purpose of entitling the city of Rochester to a tract of land, in which no mention of land was made? Now, there are certain rules of interpretation, for the proper understanding of all legal instruments. These rules are well established. They are plain, common-sense rules, such as you and I, and all of us, can understand and apply, without having passed years in the study of law. I scout the idea that the question of the constitutionality or unconstitutionality of slavery is not a question for the people. I hold that every American citizen has a right to form an opinion of the constitution, and to propagate that opinion, and to use all honorable means to make his opinion the prevailing one.  out this right, the liberty of an American citizen would be as insecure as that of a Frenchman. Ex-Vice-President Dallas tells us that the constitution is an object to which no American mind can be too attentive, and no American heart too devoted. He further says, the constitution, in its words, is plain and intelligible, and is meant for the home-bred, unsophisticated understandings of our fellow-citizens. Senator Berrien tell us that the Constitution is the fundamental law, that which controls all others. The charter of our liberties, which every citizen has a personal interest in understanding thoroughly. The testimony of Senator Breese, Lewis Cass, and many others that might be named, who are everywhere esteemed as sound lawyers, so regard the constitution. I take it, therefore, that it is not presumption in a private citizen to form an opinion of that instrument.

Now, take the constitution according to its plain reading, and I defy the presentation of a single pro-slavery clause in it. On the other hand it will be found to contain principles and purposes, entirely hostile to the existence of slavery.

I have detained my audience entirely too long already. At some future period I will gladly avail myself of an opportunity to give this subject a full and fair discussion.

Allow me to say, in conclusion, notwithstanding the dark picture I have this day presented of the state of the nation, I do not despair of this country. There are forces in operation, which must inevitably work The downfall of slavery. “The arm of the Lord is not shortened,” and the doom of slavery is certain. I, therefore, leave off where I began, with hope. While drawing encouragement from “the Declaration of Independence,” the great principles it contains, and the genius of American Institutions, my spirit is also cheered by the obvious tendencies of the age. Nations do not now stand in the same relation to each other that they did ages ago. No nation can now shut itself up from the surrounding world, and trot round in the same old path of its fathers without interference. The time was when such could be done. Long established customs of hurtful character could formerly fence themselves in, and do their evil work with social impunity. Knowledge was then confined and enjoyed by the privileged few, and the multitude walked on in mental darkness. But a change has now come over the affairs of mankind. Walled cities and empires have become unfashionable. The arm of commerce has borne away the gates of the strong city. Intelligence is penetrating the darkest corners of the globe. It makes its pathway over and under the sea, as well as on the earth. Wind, steam, and lightning are its chartered agents. Oceans no longer divide, but link nations together. From Boston to London is now a holiday excursion. Space is comparatively annihilated.—Thoughts expressed on one side of the Atlantic are, distinctly heard on the other.

The far off and almost fabulous Pacific rolls in grandeur at our feet. The Celestial Empire, the mystery of ages, is being solved. The fiat of the Almighty, “Let there be Light,” has not yet spent its force. No abuse, no outrage whether in taste, sport or avarice, can now hide itself from the all-pervading light. The iron shoe, and crippled foot of China must be seen, in contrast with nature. Africa must rise and put on her yet unwoven garment. “Ethiopia shall stretch out her hand unto God.” In the fervent aspirations of William Lloyd Garrison, I say, and let every heart join in saying it:

 God speed the year of jubilee

  The wide world o′er!

 When from their galling chains set free,

 Th′ oppress′d shall vilely bend the knee,

 And wear the yoke of tyranny

  Like brutes no more.

 That year will come, and freedom′s reign,

 To man his plundered rights again

  Restore.

 God speed the day when human blood

  Shall cease to flow!

 In every clime be understood,

 The claims of human brotherhood,

 And each return for evil, good,

  Not blow for blow;

 That day will come all feuds to end

 And change into a faithful friend

  Each foe.

 God speed the hour, the glorious hour,

  When none on earth

 Shall exercise a lordly power,

 Nor in a tyrant's presence cower;

 But all to manhood′s stature tower,

  By equal birth!

 That hour will come, to each, to all,

 And from his prison-house, the thrall

  Go forth.

 Until that year, day, hour, arrive,

 With head, and heart, and hand I′ll strive,

 To break the rod, and rend the gyve,

 The spoiler of his prey deprive—

  So witness Heaven!

 And never from my chosen post,

 Whate′er the peril or the cost,

  Be driven. 






      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Afterword

      Day Forty-Nine: The Fourth of July

      Chopin never tells us where Désirée came from. The last line settles where the baby got his colour, but not where she got hers: she may be exactly as white as she says. And one line may make you look again. The baby cries so loudly that “Armand heard him the other day as far away as La Blanche’s cabin.” What was he doing there?

      “Must I undertake to prove that the slave is a man?” Douglass asks, and refuses to. Eighty years earlier, Wheatley’s book had needed a statement signed by eighteen of the leading men of Boston, John Hancock among them, assuring readers that an enslaved girl really had written the poems.

      Douglass ends with verses by William Lloyd Garrison, the abolitionist who had first set him to lecturing. But the two men had fallen out over the very thing Douglass praises near the end, the Constitution. Douglass had lately decided it was “a Glorious Liberty Document”. Garrison called it “a covenant with death, and an agreement with hell”, and on the Fourth of July two years after this speech, he burned a copy in public.

    

  
    
      Day Fifty

      The Buddha

      12 minutes

      
        Story
        Kisā Gotamī and the Mustard Seed
        Buddhaghosa · 6 minutes
        A young mother, mad with grief, carries her dead child from house to house asking for medicine, until someone sends her to the Buddha.
      

      
        Poem
        Kisā Gotamī's Psalm (Therīgāthā)
        Kisā Gotamī · 2 minutes
        The verses the Buddhist tradition gives to Kisā Gotamī herself, from the oldest surviving anthology of poems by women.
      

      
        Essay
        The Fire Sermon
        The Buddha · 4 minutes
        The Buddha's third sermon, preached to a thousand fire-worshippers: everything, he tells them, is burning.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      Kisā Gotamī and the Mustard Seed

      Buddhaghosa, translated by Eugene Watson Burlingame, c. 450

      The Buddha, Siddhattha Gotama, taught in northern India in the fifth century BC; "the Teacher" is the Buddha himself. Stories like this one were told in the commentaries on his sayings, written in the Pali language centuries later; this one explains a verse of the Dhammapada, the collection of his sayings, which is quoted at the beginning and the end.

      Once upon a time, the story goes, a merchant worth four hundred millions lived at Sāvatthi. Suddenly all of his wealth turned into charcoal. The merchant, overwhelmed with grief, refused to eat and took to his bed. One day a certain friend of his came to see him and asked him, “Sir, why are you so sorrowful?” The merchant told him what had happened. Said his friend, “Sir, give not yourself over to sorrow.  I know a way out of the difficulty, if you will but make use of it.” “Well, sir, what am I to do?”

Said his friend, “Spread matting in your shop, and pile the charcoal on it, and sit down as if you were selling it. People will come along and say to you, ‘Most merchants sell such things as clothing and oil and honey and molasses; but you are sitting here selling charcoal.’ Then you must say to them, ‘If I can’t sell what belongs to me, what am I to do?’ But again some one may say, ‘Most merchants sell such things as clothing and oil and honey and molasses; but you are sitting here selling yellow gold.’ Then you must say, ‘Where’s any yellow gold?’ Your customer will say, ‘There it is!’ Then say, ‘Let me have it.’ Your customer will bring you a handful of charcoal. Take it, cover it with your hands, and presto! it will turn into yellow gold. Now if your customer be a maiden, marry her to your son, turn over your four hundred millions to her, and live on what she gives you. But if your customer be a youth, marry your daughter to him as soon as she reaches marriageable age, turn over your four hundred millions to him, and live on what he gives you.”

“A fine plan indeed!” said the merchant.  So he piled the charcoal up in his shop, and sat down as if he were selling it. People  came along and said to him, “Most merchants sell such things as clothing and oil and honey and molasses; but you are sitting here selling charcoal.” To such as asked this question, he replied as follows, “If I can’t sell what belongs to me, what am I to do?”

There came one day to the door of his shop a certain maiden, the daughter of a poverty-stricken house. Her name was Gotamī, but by reason of the leanness of her body she was generally known as Kisā Gotamī. She came to buy something for herself; but when she saw the merchant, she said to him, “My good sir, most merchants sell such things as clothing and oil and honey and molasses; but you are sitting here selling yellow gold.” “Maiden, where is there any yellow gold?” “Right there where you are sitting.” “Let me have some of it, maiden.” She took a handful of the charcoal and placed it in his hands. No sooner had it touched his hands than presto! it turned into yellow gold.

Then said the merchant to her, “Which is your house, maiden?” Said she, “Such and such, sir.” The merchant, perceiving that she was unmarried, married her to his own son. He then gathered up his wealth (what was previously charcoal turning into yellow gold at his touch), and gave the four hundred millions into her charge. In time she became pregnant, and, after ten lunar months, gave birth to a son. But the child died as soon as he was able to walk.

13 b. Kisā Gotamī seeks mustard seed to cure her dead child

Now Kisā Gotamī had never seen death before. Therefore, when they came to remove the body for burning, she forbade them to do so. Said she to herself, “I will seek medicine for my son.” Placing the dead child on her hip, she went from house to house inquiring, “Know ye aught that will cure my son?”  Everyone said to her, “Woman, thou art stark mad that thou goest from house to house seeking medicine for thy dead child.” But she went her way, thinking, “Surely I shall find someone that knoweth medicine for my child.”

Now a certain wise man saw her and thought to himself, “This my daughter hath no doubt borne and lost her first and only child, nor death hath seen before; I must help her.” So he said to her, “Woman, as for me, I know not that wherewith to cure your child; but one there is that knoweth, and him I know.” “Sir, who is it that doth know?” “Woman, the Teacher doth know; go ask him.” “Good sir, I will go ask him.”  

So she went to the Teacher, paid obeisance to him, stood at his side, and asked him, “Venerable Sir, is it true, as men say, that thou dost know that wherewith to cure my child?” “Yea, that know I.” “What shall I get?” “A pinch of white mustard seed.” “That will I, Venerable Sir. But in whose house shall I get it?” “In whose house nor son nor daughter nor any other hath yet died.” “Very well, Venerable Sir,” said she, and paid obeisance to him. Then she placed the dead child on her hip, entered the village, stopped at the door of the very first house, and asked, “Have ye here any white mustard seed?  They say it will cure my child.” “Yea.” “Well then, give it me.” They brought grains of white mustard seed and gave to her. She asked, “Friends, in the house wherein ye dwell hath son or daughter yet died?” “What sayest thou, woman? As for the living, they be few; only the dead be many.” “Well then, take back your mustard seed; that is no medicine for my child.” So saying, she gave back the mustard seed.

After this manner, going from house to house, she plied her quest. Never a house wherein she found the mustard seed she sought; and when the evening came, she thought, “Ah! ‘tis a heavy task I took upon myself. I thought ‘twas I alone had lost a child, but in every village the dead are more in number than the living.” The while she thus reflected, hard became the heart the which erewhile was soft with mother’s love. She took the child and in a forest laid him down, and going to the Teacher paid obeisance to him and beside him took her stand.

Said the Teacher, “Didst thou get the single pinch of mustard seed?” “Nay, that did I not. Venerable Sir. In every village the dead are more in number than the living.” Said the Teacher, “Vainly didst thou imagine that thou alone hadst lost a child. But all living beings are subject to an unchanging law, and it is this: The Prince of Death, like to a raging torrent,  sweeps away into the sea of ruin all living beings; still are their longings unfulfilled.” And instructing her in the Law, he pronounced the following Stanza,

287. Whoso hath set his heart on sons or flocks and herds,

To worldly pleasures given o’er whose thoughts, – 

Even as a torrent sweeps away a sleeping town,

So him the Prince of Death doth take and bear away.

As the Teacher uttered the last word of the Stanza, Kisā Gotamī was established in the Fruit of Conversion. Likewise did many others also obtain the Fruit of Conversion, and the Fruits of the Second and  Third Paths. Kisā Gotamī requested the Teacher to admit her to the Order; accordingly he sent her to the community of nuns and directed that she be admitted. Afterwards she made her full profession and came to be known as the nun Kisā Gotamī.

One day it was her turn to light the lamp in the Hall of Confession. Having lighted the lamp, she sat down and watched the tongues of flame. Some flared up and others flickered out. She took this for her Subject of Meditation and meditated as follows, “Even as it is with these flames, so also is it with living beings here in the world: some flare up, while others flicker out; they only that have reached Nibbāna are no more seen.”

The Teacher, seated in his Perfumed Chamber, sent forth an apparition of himself, and standing as it were face to face with her, spoke and said, “Even as it is with these flames, so also is it with living beings here in the world: some flare up, while others flicker out; they only that have reached Nibbāna are no more seen. Therefore, better is the life of him that seeth Nibbāna, though he live but for an instant, than the lives of them that endure for a hundred years and yet see not Nibbāna.” And joining the connection, he instructed her in the Law by pronouncing the following Stanza,

114. Though one should live a hundred years, the region of the deathless never seeing,

’Twould be in vain; instead, ‘twould better be 

To live a single day, the region of the deathless seeing.

At the conclusion of the discourse Kisā Gotamī, even as she sat there, attained Arahatship and the Supernatural Faculties.



      Text from ancient-buddhist-texts.net.

    

  
    
      Poem

      Kisā Gotamī's Psalm (Therīgāthā)

      Kisā Gotamī, translated by C. A. F. Rhys Davids, c. 450 BC

      These verses come from the Therīgāthā, the Psalms of the Sisters: poems by the first Buddhist nuns, preserved in the Pali scriptures. In the middle Kisā Gotamī takes up the story of another nun, Paṭācārā, who lost husband, children and parents in a single journey.

      
        
          

        

        

         Friendship with noble souls throughout the world

							The Sage hath praised.  A fool, in sooth, grows wise

							If he but entertain a noble friend.

 Cleave to the men of worth! In them who cleave

							Wisdom doth grow; and in that pious love

							From all your sorrows shall ye be released.

 Mark Sorrow well; mark ye how it doth come,

							And how it passes; mark the Eightfold Path

							That endeth woe, the Four great Ariyan Truths.

 Woeful is woman's lot! hath he declared,

							Tamer and Driver of the hearts of men:

							Woeful when sharing home with hostile wives,

							Woeful when giving birth in bitter pain,

 Some seeking death, or e'er they suffer twice,

 Piercing the throat; the delicate poison take.

							Woe too when mother-murdering embryo

							Comes not to birth, and both alike find death.

 'Returning home to give birth to my child,

							I saw my husband in the jungle die.

							Nor could I reach my kin ere travail came.

 My baby boys I lost, my husband too.

							And when in misery I reached my home,

							Lo! where together on a scanty pyre,

							My mother, father, and my brother burn!'

 O wretched, ruined woman! all this weight

							Of sorrows hast thou suffered, shed these tears

							Through weary round of many thousand lives.

 I too have seen where, in the charnel-field,

							Devourèd was my baby's tender flesh.

							Yet she, her people slain, herself outcast,

							Her husband dead, hath thither come

							Where death is not!

                                   Lo! I have gone

							Up on the Ariyan, on the Eightfold Path

 That goeth to the state ambrosial.

							Nibbāna have I realized, and gazed

							Into the Mirror of the holy Norm.

 I, even I, am healèd of my hurt,

							Low is my burden laid, my task is done,

							My heart is wholly set at liberty.

							I, sister Kisa-gotami, have uttered this!






        

        
          

          

        

      

      Text from buddhadust.net.

    

  
    
      Essay

      The Fire Sermon

      The Buddha, translated by F. L. Woodward, c. 500 BC

      By tradition this was the Buddha's third sermon, preached near Gaya, in northern India, to a thousand followers who had lately been ascetics who tended sacred fires. "The all" is everything that can be experienced; the āsavas in the last line are the deep cravings that, in Buddhist teaching, bind a person to rebirth.

      
 Thus have I heard:

Once the Exalted One was staying near Gaya

					on Gaya Head

					with a thousand brethren.

Then the Exalted One said to the brethren:

"Brethren, the all is on fire.

What all, brethren, is on fire?

The eye, brethren, is on fire,

					objects are on fire,
 eye-consciousness, is on fire,

					eye-contact, is on fire,

					that weal or woe or neutral state experienced,

					which arises owing to eye-contact,-

					that also is on fire.

On fire with what?

On fire with the blaze of lust,

					on fire with the blaze of ill-will,

					on fire with the blaze of infatuation,

					on fire with the blaze of birth,

					on fire with decay and death,

					sorrow and grief,

					woe,

					lamentation

					and despair.

So I declare.

■

The ear, brethren, is on fire,

					sounds are on fire,
 ear-consciousness, is on fire,

					ear-contact, is on fire,

					that weal or woe or neutral state experienced,

					which arises owing to ear-contact,-

					that also is on fire.

On fire with what?

On fire with the blaze of lust,

					on fire with the blaze of ill-will,

					on fire with the blaze of infatuation,

					on fire with the blaze of birth,

					on fire with decay and death,

					sorrow and grief,

					woe,

					lamentation

					and despair.

So I declare.

■

The nose, brethren, is on fire,

					scents are on fire,
 nose-consciousness, is on fire,

					nose-contact, is on fire,

					that weal or woe or neutral state experienced,

					which arises owing to nose-contact,-

					that also is on fire.

On fire with what?

On fire with the blaze of lust,

					on fire with the blaze of ill-will,

					on fire with the blaze of infatuation,

					on fire with the blaze of birth,

					on fire with decay and death,

					sorrow and grief,

					woe,

					lamentation

					and despair.

So I declare.

■

The tongue, brethren, is on fire,

					savours are on fire,
 tongue-consciousness, is on fire,

					tongue-contact, is on fire,

					that weal or woe or neutral state experienced,

					which arises owing to tongue-contact,-

					that also is on fire.

On fire with what?

On fire with the blaze of lust,

					on fire with the blaze of ill-will,

					on fire with the blaze of infatuation,

					on fire with the blaze of birth,

					on fire with decay and death,

					sorrow and grief,

					woe,

					lamentation

					and despair.

So I declare.

■

The body, brethren, is on fire,

					things tangible are on fire,
 body-consciousness, is on fire,

					body-contact, is on fire,

					that weal or woe or neutral state experienced,

					which arises owing to body-contact,-

					that also is on fire.

On fire with what?

On fire with the blaze of lust,

					on fire with the blaze of ill-will,

					on fire with the blaze of infatuation,

					on fire with the blaze of birth,

					on fire with decay and death,

					sorrow and grief,

					woe,

					lamentation

					and despair.

So I declare.

■

The mind, brethren, is on fire,

					mind-states are on fire,
 mind-consciousness, is on fire,

					mind-contact, is on fire,

					that weal or woe or neutral state experienced,

					which arises owing to mind-contact,-

					that also is on fire.

On fire with what?

On fire with the blaze of lust,

					on fire with the blaze of ill-will,

					on fire with the blaze of infatuation,

					on fire with the blaze of birth,

					on fire with decay and death,

					sorrow and grief,

					woe,

					lamentation

					and despair.

So I declare.

§

So seeing, brethren, the well-taught Ariyan disciple

					is repelled by the eye,

					is repelled by objects,

					is repelled by eye-consciousness,

					is repelled by eye-contact,

					is repelled by that weal or woe or neutral state experienced,

					which arises owing to eye-contact.

■

So seeing, brethren, the well-taught Ariyan disciple

					is repelled by the ear,

					is repelled by sounds,

					is repelled by ear-consciousness,

					is repelled by ear-contact,

					is repelled by that weal or woe or neutral state experienced,

					which arises owing to ear-contact.

■

So seeing, brethren, the well-taught Ariyan disciple

					is repelled by the nose,

					is repelled by scents,

					is repelled by nose-consciousness,

					is repelled by nose-contact,

					is repelled by that weal or woe or neutral state experienced,

					which arises owing to nose-contact.

■

So seeing, brethren, the well-taught Ariyan disciple

					is repelled by the tongue,

					is repelled by savours,

					is repelled by tongue-consciousness,

					is repelled by tongue-contact,

					is repelled by that weal or woe or neutral state experienced,

					which arises owing to tongue-contact.

■

So seeing, brethren, the well-taught Ariyan disciple

					is repelled by the body,

					is repelled by things tactile,

					is repelled by body-consciousness,

					is repelled by body-contact,

					is repelled by that weal or woe or neutral state experienced,

					which arises owing to body-contact.

■

So seeing, brethren, the well-taught Ariyan disciple

					is repelled by the mind,

					is repelled by mind-states,

					is repelled by mind-consciousness,

					is repelled by mind-contact,

					is repelled by that weal or woe or neutral state experienced,

					which arises owing to mind-contact.

§

Being repelled by these,

					he lusts not for them.

Not lusting he is set free.

In this freedom

					comes insight

					that it is a being free.

Thus he realizes:

'Rebirth is destroyed,

					lived is the righteous life,

					done is the task.

For life in these conditions

					there is no hereafter.'"

Thus spake the Exalted One,

					and those brethren were pleased

					at the words of the Exalted One

					and welcomed them.

 And when the teaching was thus expounded

					the hearts of those thousand brethren

					were utterly set free from the āsavas.





      Text from buddhadust.net.

    

  
    
      Afterword

      Day Fifty: The Buddha

      Did the Teacher lie to her? Asked whether he knows what will cure her child, he answers, “Yea, that know I,” and sends her for mustard seed he must know she will never find. What she brings back cures something else: by evening, “hard became the heart the which erewhile was soft with mother’s love.” Is that a loss or a healing? Her psalm has no doubt: “I, even I, am healèd of my hurt.” Notice, too, how her story begins. She is the one person who sees gold where everyone else sees charcoal.

      Fire runs through all three pieces. They come to take her son’s body away “for burning”; in the psalm a mother, father and brother burn together “on a scanty pyre”; the Buddha tells a thousand listeners that “the all is on fire”; and her last lesson comes from lamp flames, where “some flare up, while others flicker out”. The word Nibbāna (nirvana, in Sanskrit) means a blowing out, as of a flame.

      T. S. Eliot called the third part of The Waste Land (1922) “The Fire Sermon”, and ended it on the word “burning”. In his notes he set the Buddha’s sermon beside Christ’s Sermon on the Mount in importance.

    

  
    
      Day Fifty-One

      Anglo-Saxon England

      17 minutes

      
        Story
        The Story of Cædmon
        Bede · 5 minutes
        A man well on in years, working in the stables of an English monastery, who slips away from feasts whenever the instrument comes round to him for a song, from Bede's history of the English church.
      

      
        Poem
        The Seafarer
        Anonymous (Old English) · 5 minutes
        An old sailor on the hardship and the pull of the sea, in Ezra Pound's rough, alliterative version of the Old English.
      

      
        Essay
        The Year 1087, and King William (The Anglo-Saxon Chronicle)
        Anonymous (Anglo-Saxon Chronicle) · 7 minutes
        An English monk who "often looked upon him, and lived sometime in his court" sums up the year of famine and fire in which the Conqueror died.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      The Story of Cædmon

      Bede, translated by L. C. Jane, c. 731

      Bede, a monk in Northumbria, finished his history of the English church in 731. "This abbess" is Hild, who ruled the monastery of men and women at Whitby on the Yorkshire coast; the story is set about 680.

      
        
          THERE was in this abbess's monastery a certain brother, particularly remarkable for the grace of God, who was wont to make pious and religious verses, so that whatever was interpreted to him out of Scripture, he soon after put the same into poetical expressions of much sweetness and humility, in English, which was his native language. By his verses the minds of many were often excited to despise the world, and to aspire to heaven. Others after him attempted, in the English nation, to compose religious poems, but none could ever compare with him, for he did not learn the art of poetry from men, but from God; for which reason he never could compose any trivial or vain poem, but only those which relate to religion suited his religious tongue; for having lived in a secular habit till he was well advanced in years, he had never learned anything of versifying; for which reason being sometimes at entertainments, when it was agreed for the sake of mirth that all present should sing in their turns, when he saw the instrument come towards him, he rose up from table and returned home.

Having done so at a certain time, and gone out of the house where the entertainment was, to the stable, where he had to take care of the horses that night, he there composed himself to rest at the proper time; a person appeared to him in his sleep, and saluting him by his name, said, "Caedmon, sing some song to me." He answered, "I cannot sing; for that was the reason why I left the entertainment, and retired to this place because I could not sing." The other who talked to him, replied, "However, you shall sing." ­ "What shall I sing?" rejoined he. "Sing the beginning of created beings," said the other. Hereupon he presently began to sing verses to the praise of God, which he had never heard, the purport whereof was thus : We are now to praise the Maker of the heavenly kingdom, the power of the Creator and his counsel, the deeds of the Father of glory. How He, being the eternal God, became the author of all miracles, who first, as almighty preserver of the human race, created heaven for the sons of men as the roof of the house, and next the earth. This is the sense, but not the words in order as he sang them in his sleep; for verses, though never so well composed, cannot be literally translated out of one language into another, without losing much of their beauty and loftiness. Awaking from his sleep, he remembered all that he had sung in his dream, and soon added much more to the same effect in verse worthy of the Deity.

In the morning he came to the steward, his superior, and having acquainted him with the gift he had received, was conducted to the abbess, by whom he was ordered, in the presence of many learned men, to tell his dream, and repeat the verses, that they might all give their judgment what it was, and whence his verse proceeded. They all concluded, that heavenly grace had been conferred on him by our Lord. They expounded to him a passage in holy writ, either historical, or doctrinal, ordering him, if he could, to put the same into verse. Having undertaken it, he went away, and returning the next morning, gave it to them composed in most excellent verse; whereupon the abbess, embracing the grace of God in the man, instructed him to quit the secular habit, and take upon him the monastic life; which being accordingly done, she associated him to the rest of the brethren in her monastery, and ordered that he should be taught the whole series of sacred history. Thus Caedmon, keeping in mind all he heard, and as it were chewing the cud, converted the same into most harmonious verse; and sweetly repeating the same, made his masters in their turn his hearers. He sang the creation of the world, the origin of man, and all the history of Genesis : and made many verses on the departure of the children of Israel out of Egypt, and their entering into the land of promise, with many other histories from holy writ; the incarnation, passion, resurrection of our Lord, and his ascension into heaven; the coming of the Holy Ghost, and the preaching of the apostles ; also the terror of future judgment, the horror of the pains of hell, and the delights of heaven; besides many more about the Divine benefits and judgments, by which he endeavoured to turn away all men from the love of vice, and to excite in them the love of, and application to, good actions; for he was a very religious man, humbly submissive to regular discipline, but full of zeal against those who behaved themselves otherwise; for which reason he ended his life happily. 
For when the time of his departure drew near, he laboured for the space of fourteen days under a bodily infirmity which seemed to prepare the way, yet so moderate that he could talk and walk the whole time. In his neighbourhood was the house to which those that were sick, and like shortly to die, were carried. He desired the person that attended him, in the evening, as the night came on in which he was to depart this life, to make ready a place there for him to take his rest. This person, wondering why he should desire it, because there was as yet no sign of his dying soon, did what he had ordered. He accordingly went there, and conversing pleasantly in a joyful manner with the rest that were in the house before, when it was past midnight, he asked them, whether they had the Eucharist there? They answered, "What need of the Eucharist? for you are not likely to die, since you talk so merrily with us, as if you were in perfect health." ­" However," said he, "bring me the Eucharist." Having received the same into his hand, he asked, whether they were all in charity with him, and without any enmity or rancour? They answered, that they were all in perfect charity, and free from anger; and in their turn asked him, whether he was in the same mind towards them? He answered, "I am in charity, my children, with all the servants of God." Then strengthening himself with the heavenly viaticum, he prepared for the entrance into another life, and asked, how near the time was when the brothers were to be awakened to sing the nocturnal praises of our Lord? They answered, "It is not far off." Then he said, "Well, let us wait that hour; " and signing himself with the sign of the cross, he laid his head on the pillow, and falling into a slumber, ended his life so in silence.

Thus it came to pass, that as he had served God with a simple and pure mind, and undisturbed devotion, so he now departed to his presence, leaving the world by a quiet death; and that tongue, which had composed so many holy words in praise of the Creator, uttered its last words whilst he was in the act of signing himself with the cross, and recommending himself into his hands, and by what has been here said, he seems to have had foreknowledge of his death. 




        

      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Poem

      The Seafarer

      Anonymous (Old English), translated by Ezra Pound, c. 950

      This Old English poem survives in a single manuscript copied in the tenth century. Ezra Pound's version (1912) imitates the sound of the original, with its heavy beats and alliteration, rather than translating word for word, and leaves out its closing lines of prayer.

      
        



















































































































































































































































May I for my own self song's truth reckon,

Journey's jargon, how I in harsh days

Hardship endured oft.

Bitter breast-cares have I abided,

Known on my keel many a care's hold,

And dire sea-surge, and there I oft spent

Narrow nightwatch nigh the ship's head

While she tossed close to cliffs. Coldly afflicted,

My feet were by frost benumbed.

Chill its chains are; chafing sighs

Hew my heart round and hunger begot

Mere-weary mood. Lest man know not

That he on dry land loveliest liveth,

List how I, care-wretched, on ice-cold sea,

Weathered the winter, wretched outcast

Deprived of my kinsmen;

Hung with hard ice-flakes, where hail-scur flew,

There I heard naught save the harsh sea

And ice-cold wave, at whiles the swan cries,

Did for my games the gannet's clamour,

Sea-fowls' loudness was for me laughter,

The mews' singing all my mead-drink.

Storms, on the stone-cliffs beaten, fell on the stern

In icy feathers; full oft the eagle screamed

With spray on his pinion.

Not any protector

May make merry man faring needy.

This he little believes, who aye in winsome life

Abides 'mid burghers some heavy business,

Wealthy and wine-flushed, how I weary oft

Must bide above brine.

Neareth nightshade, snoweth from north,

Frost froze the land, hail fell on earth then

Corn of the coldest. Nathless there knocketh now

The heart's thought that I on high streams

The salt-wavy tumult traverse alone.

Moaneth alway my mind's lust

That I fare forth, that I afar hence

Seek out a foreign fastness.

For this there's no mood-lofty man over earth's midst,

Not though he be given his good, but will have in his youth greed;

Nor his deed to the daring, nor his king to the faithful

But shall have his sorrow for sea-fare

Whatever his lord will.

He hath not heart for harping, nor in ring-having

Nor winsomeness to wife, nor world's delight

Nor any whit else save the wave's slash,

Yet longing comes upon him to fare forth on the water.

Bosque taketh blossom, cometh beauty of berries,

Fields to fairness, land fares brisker,

All this admonisheth man eager of mood,

The heart turns to travel so that he then thinks

On flood-ways to be far departing.

Cuckoo calleth with gloomy crying,

He singeth summerward, bodeth sorrow,

The bitter heart's blood. Burgher knows not—

He the prosperous man—what some perform

Where wandering them widest draweth.

So that but now my heart burst from my breast-lock,

My mood 'mid the mere-flood,

Over the whale's acre, would wander wide.

On earth's shelter cometh oft to me,

Eager and ready, the crying lone-flyer,

Whets for the whale-path the heart irresistibly,

O'er tracks of ocean; seeing that anyhow

My lord deems to me this dead life

On loan and on land, I believe not

That any earth-weal eternal standeth

Save there be somewhat calamitous

That, ere a man's tide go, turn it to twain.

Disease or oldness or sword-hate

Beats out the breath from doom-gripped body.

And for this, every earl whatever, for those speaking after—

Laud of the living, boasteth some last word,

That he will work ere he pass onward,

Frame on the fair earth 'gainst foes his malice,

Daring ado,...

So that all men shall honour him after

And his laud beyond them remain 'mid the English,

Aye, for ever, a lasting life's-blast,

Delight mid the doughty.

Days little durable,

And all arrogance of earthen riches,

There come now no kings nor Cæsars

Nor gold-giving lords like those gone.

Howe'er in mirth most magnified,

Whoe'er lived in life most lordliest,

Drear all this excellence, delights undurable!

Waneth the watch, but the world holdeth.

Tomb hideth trouble. The blade is layed low.

Earthly glory ageth and seareth.

No man at all going the earth's gait,

But age fares against him, his face paleth,

Grey-haired he groaneth, knows gone companions,

Lordly men are to earth o'ergiven,

Nor may he then the flesh-cover, whose life ceaseth,

Nor eat the sweet nor feel the sorry,

Nor stir hand nor think in mid heart,

And though he strew the grave with gold,

His born brothers, their buried bodies

Be an unlikely treasure hoard.























































      

      Text from Project Gutenberg.

    

  
    
      Essay

      The Year 1087, and King William (The Anglo-Saxon Chronicle)

      Anonymous (Anglo-Saxon Chronicle), translated by James Ingram, 1087

      The Anglo-Saxon Chronicle was a year-by-year history kept in English by monks. William, Duke of Normandy, had conquered England in 1066 and ruled it for twenty-one years; this entry was written by an English monk who had known his court. The "book" in which William set down who held every hide of land is Domesday Book.

      A.D. 1087. After the birth of our Lord and Saviour Christ, one thousand and eighty-seven winters; in the one and twentieth year after William began to govern and direct England, as God granted him, was a very heavy and pestilent season in this land. Such a sickness came on men, that full nigh every other man was in the worst disorder, that is, in the diarrhoea; and that so dreadfully, that many men died in the disorder. Afterwards came, through the badness of the weather as we before mentioned, so great a famine over all England, that many hundreds of men died a miserable death through hunger. Alas! how wretched and how rueful a time was there! When the poor wretches lay full nigh driven to death prematurely, and afterwards came sharp hunger, and dispatched them withall! Who will not be penetrated with grief at such a season? or who is so hardhearted as not to weep at such misfortune? Yet such things happen for folks' sins, that they will not love God and righteousness. So it was in those days, that little righteousness was in this land with any men but with the monks alone, wherever they fared well. The king and the head men loved much, and overmuch, covetousness in gold and in silver; and recked not how sinfully it was got, provided it came to them. The king let his land at as high a rate as he possibly could; then came some other person, and bade more than the former one gave, and the king let it to the men that bade him more. Then came the third, and bade yet more; and the king let it to hand to the men that bade him most of all: and he recked not how very sinfully the stewards got it of wretched men, nor how many unlawful deeds they did; but the more men spake about right law, the more unlawfully they acted. They erected unjust tolls, and many other unjust things they did, that are difficult to reckon. Also in the same year, before harvest, the holy minster of St. Paul, the episcopal see in London, was completely burned, with many other minsters, and the greatest part, and the richest of the whole city. So also, about the same time, full nigh each head-port in all England was entirely burned. Alas! rueful and woeful was the fate of the year that brought forth so many misfortunes. In the same year also, before the Assumption of St. Mary, King William went from Normandy into France with an army, and made war upon his own lord Philip, the king, and slew many of his men, and burned the town of Mante, and all the holy minsters that were in the town; and two holy men that served God, leading the life of anachorets, were burned therein. This being thus done, King William returned to Normandy. Rueful was the thing he did; but a more rueful him befel. How more rueful? He fell sick, and it dreadfully ailed him. What shall I say? Sharp death, that passes by neither rich men nor poor, seized him also. He died in Normandy, on the next day after the Nativity of St. Mary, and he was buried at Caen in St. Stephen's minster, which he had formerly reared, and afterwards endowed with manifold gifts. Alas! how false and how uncertain is this world's weal! He that was before a rich king, and lord of many lands, had not then of all his land more than a space of seven feet! and he that was whilom enshrouded in gold and gems, lay there covered with mould! He left behind him three sons; the eldest, called Robert, who was earl in Normandy after him; the second, called William, who wore the crown after him in England; and the third, called Henry, to whom his father bequeathed immense treasure. If any person wishes to know what kind of man he was, or what honour he had, or of how many lands he was lord, then will we write about him as well as we understand him: we who often looked upon him, and lived sometime in his court. This King William then that we speak about was a very wise man, and very rich; more splendid and powerful than any of his predecessors were. He was mild to the good men that loved God, and beyond all measure severe to the men that gainsayed his will. On that same spot where God granted him that he should gain England, he reared a mighty minster, and set monks therein, and well endowed it. In his days was the great monastery in Canterbury built, and also very many others over all England. This land was moreover well filled with monks, who modelled their lives after the rule of St. Benedict. But such was the state of Christianity in his time, that each man followed what belonged to his profession—he that would. He was also very dignified. Thrice he bare his crown each year, as oft as he was in England. At Easter he bare it in Winchester, at Pentecost in Westminster, at midwinter in Glocester. And then were with him all the rich men over all England; archbishops and diocesan bishops, abbots and earls, thanes and knights. So very stern was he also and hot, that no man durst do anything against his will. He had earls in his custody, who acted against his will. Bishops he hurled from their bishoprics, and abbots from their abbacies, and thanes into prison. At length he spared not his own brother Odo, who was a very rich bishop in Normandy. At Baieux was his episcopal stall; and he was the foremost man of all to aggrandise the king. He had an earldom in England; and when the king was in Normandy, then was he the mightiest man in this land. Him he confined in prison. But amongst other things is not to be forgotten that good peace that he made in this land; so that a man of any account might go over his kingdom unhurt with his bosom full of gold. No man durst slay another, had he never so much evil done to the other; and if any churl lay with a woman against her will, he soon lost the limb that he played with. He truly reigned over England; and by his capacity so thoroughly surveyed it, that there was not a hide of land in England that he wist not who had it, or what it was worth, and afterwards set it down in his book. The land of the Britons was in his power; and he wrought castles therein; and ruled Anglesey withal. So also he subdued Scotland by his great strength. As to Normandy, that was his native land; but he reigned also over the earldom called Maine; and if he might have yet lived two years more, he would have won Ireland by his valour, and without any weapons. Assuredly in his time had men much distress, and very many sorrows. Castles he let men build, and miserably swink the poor. The king himself was so very rigid; and extorted from his subjects many marks of gold, and many hundred pounds of silver; which he took of his people, for little need, by right and by unright. He was fallen into covetousness, and greediness he loved withal. He made many deer-parks; and he established laws therewith; so that whosoever slew a hart, or a hind, should be deprived of his eyesight. As he forbade men to kill the harts, so also the boars; and he loved the tall deer as if he were their father. Likewise he decreed by the hares, that they should go free. His rich men bemoaned it, and the poor men shuddered at it. But he was so stern, that he recked not the hatred of them all; for they must follow withal the king's will, if they would live, or have land, or possessions, or even his peace. Alas! that any man should presume so to puff himself up, and boast o'er all men. May the Almighty God show mercy to his soul, and grant him forgiveness of his sins! These things have we written concerning him, both good and evil; that men may choose the good after their goodness, and flee from the evil withal, and go in the way that leadeth us to the kingdom of heaven. Many things may we write that were done in this same year. So it was in Denmark, that the Danes, a nation that was formerly accounted the truest of all, were turned aside to the greatest untruth, and to the greatest treachery that ever could be. They chose and bowed to King Cnute, and swore him oaths, and afterwards dastardly slew him in a church. It happened also in Spain, that the heathens went and made inroads upon the Christians, and reduced much of the country to their dominion. But the king of the Christians, Alphonzo by name, sent everywhere into each land, and desired assistance. And they came to his support from every land that was Christian; and they went and slew or drove away all the heathen folk, and won their land again, through God's assistance. In this land also, in the same year, died many rich men; Stigand, Bishop of Chichester, and the Abbot of St. Augustine, and the Abbot of Bath, and the Abbot of Pershore, and the lord of them all, William, King of England, that we spoke of before. After his death his son, called William also as the father, took to the kingdom, and was blessed to king by Archbishop Landfranc at Westminster three days ere Michaelmas day. And all the men in England submitted to him, and swore oaths to him. This being thus done, the king went to Winchester, and opened the treasure house, and the treasures that his father had gathered, in gold, and in silver, and in vases, and in palls, and in gems, and in many other valuable things that are difficult to enumerate. Then the king did as his father bade him ere he was dead; he there distributed treasures for his father's soul to each monastery that was in England; to some ten marks of gold, to some six, to each upland  church sixty pence. And into each shire were sent a hundred pounds of money to distribute amongst poor men for his soul. And ere he departed, he bade that they should release all the men that were in prison under his power. And the king was on the midwinter in London.



      Text from Project Gutenberg.

    

  
    
      Afterword

      Day Fifty-One: Anglo-Saxon England

      Caedmon gets up from the table whenever he sees “the instrument come towards him”, and the Seafarer “hath not heart for harping”. Both are strangers to the songs of the hall, and both find a song somewhere else: one in a stable, the other on the “whale-path”.

      Bede warns that verses “cannot be literally translated out of one language into another, without losing much of their beauty”, and gives only the sense of Caedmon’s hymn, in Latin. But copyists wrote the English words into copies of his book, and so Caedmon’s nine lines survive: the oldest English poem whose poet we can name. Pound went the other way, keeping the sound and letting the sense go where it would. Where the Old English says a man’s praise will live “mid englum”, among the angels, Pound has “’mid the English”. Bede himself tells the old story behind that pun: Gregory, later pope, saw fair-haired English boys for sale in Rome and said they were not Angles but angels.

      The monk of 1087 marvels that the “lord of many lands” ended with “a space of seven feet”. It was not even that. A monk in Normandy, writing in the next century, says the king’s body was too big for its stone coffin, and burst as they forced it in.

    

  
    
      Day Fifty-Two

      Glory

      32 minutes

      
        Story
        Chickamauga
        Ambrose Bierce · 10 minutes
        A small boy with a wooden sword wanders away from his plantation home into the forest one autumn afternoon, playing at soldiers.
      

      
        Poem
        After Blenheim (The Battle of Blenheim)
        Robert Southey · 3 minutes
        "But 'twas a famous victory": two children find a skull by the stream, and ask their grandfather what the battle was for.
      

      
        Essay
        The Strenuous Life
        Theodore Roosevelt · 19 minutes
        "Far better it is to dare mighty things": Roosevelt, just home from the war in Cuba, tells a Chicago club what a man and a nation are for.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      Chickamauga

      Ambrose Bierce, 1889

      Chickamauga Creek, in the hills of north-west Georgia, gave its name to one of the bloodiest battles of the American Civil War, fought there in September 1863. Ambrose Bierce fought in it as a young Union officer.

      
One sunny autumn afternoon a child strayed away from its rude home in a small field and entered a forest unobserved. It was happy in a new sense of freedom from control, happy in the opportunity of exploration and adventure; for this child’s spirit, in bodies of its ancestors, had for thousands of years been trained to memorable feats of discovery and conquest⁠—victories in battles whose critical moments were centuries, whose victors’ camps were cities of hewn stone. From the cradle of its race it had conquered its way through two continents and passing a great sea had penetrated a third, there to be born to war and dominion as a heritage.

The child was a boy aged about six years, the son of a poor planter. In his younger manhood the father had been a soldier, had fought against naked savages and followed the flag of his country into the capital of a civilized race to the far South. In the peaceful life of a planter the warrior-fire survived; once kindled, it is never extinguished. The man loved military books and pictures and the boy had understood enough to make himself a wooden sword, though even the eye of his father would hardly have known it for what it was. This weapon he now bore bravely, as became the son of an heroic race, and pausing now and again in the sunny space of the forest assumed, with some exaggeration, the postures of aggression and defense that he had been taught by the engraver’s art. Made reckless by the ease with which he overcame invisible foes attempting to stay his advance, he committed the common enough military error of pushing the pursuit to a dangerous extreme, until he found himself upon the margin of a wide but shallow brook, whose rapid waters barred his direct advance against the flying foe that had crossed with illogical ease. But the intrepid victor was not to be baffled; the spirit of the race which had passed the great sea burned unconquerable in that small breast and would not be denied. Finding a place where some boulders in the bed of the stream lay but a step or a leap apart, he made his way across and fell again upon the rearguard of his imaginary foe, putting all to the sword.

Now that the battle had been won, prudence required that he withdraw to his base of operations. Alas; like many a mightier conqueror, and like one, the mightiest, he could not



curb the lust for war,


Nor learn that tempted Fate will leave the loftiest star.




Advancing from the bank of the creek he suddenly found himself confronted with a new and more formidable enemy: in the path that he was following, sat, bolt upright, with ears erect and paws suspended before it, a rabbit! With a startled cry the child turned and fled, he knew not in what direction, calling with inarticulate cries for his mother, weeping, stumbling, his tender skin cruelly torn by brambles, his little heart beating hard with terror⁠—breathless, blind with tears⁠—lost in the forest! Then, for more than an hour, he wandered with erring feet through the tangled undergrowth, till at last, overcome by fatigue, he lay down in a narrow space between two rocks, within a few yards of the stream and still grasping his toy sword, no longer a weapon but a companion, sobbed himself to sleep. The wood birds sang merrily above his head; the squirrels, whisking their bravery of tail, ran barking from tree to tree, unconscious of the pity of it, and somewhere far away was a strange, muffled thunder, as if the partridges were drumming in celebration of nature’s victory over the son of her immemorial enslavers. And back at the little plantation, where white men and black were hastily searching the fields and hedges in alarm, a mother’s heart was breaking for her missing child.

Hours passed, and then the little sleeper rose to his feet. The chill of the evening was in his limbs, the fear of the gloom in his heart. But he had rested, and he no longer wept. With some blind instinct which impelled to action he struggled through the undergrowth about him and came to a more open ground⁠—on his right the brook, to the left a gentle acclivity studded with infrequent trees; over all, the gathering gloom of twilight. A thin, ghostly mist rose along the water. It frightened and repelled him; instead of recrossing, in the direction whence he had come, he turned his back upon it, and went forward toward the dark enclosing wood. Suddenly he saw before him a strange moving object which he took to be some large animal⁠—a dog, a pig⁠—he could not name it; perhaps it was a bear. He had seen pictures of bears, but knew of nothing to their discredit and had vaguely wished to meet one. But something in form or movement of this object⁠—something in the awkwardness of its approach⁠—told him that it was not a bear, and curiosity was stayed by fear. He stood still and as it came slowly on gained courage every moment, for he saw that at least it had not the long, menacing ears of the rabbit. Possibly his impressionable mind was half conscious of something familiar in its shambling, awkward gait. Before it had approached near enough to resolve his doubts he saw that it was followed by another and another. To right and to left were many more; the whole open space about him was alive with them⁠—all moving toward the brook.

They were men. They crept upon their hands and knees. They used their hands only, dragging their legs. They used their knees only, their arms hanging idle at their sides. They strove to rise to their feet, but fell prone in the attempt. They did nothing naturally, and nothing alike, save only to advance foot by foot in the same direction. Singly, in pairs and in little groups, they came on through the gloom, some halting now and again while others crept slowly past them, then resuming their movement. They came by dozens and by hundreds; as far on either hand as one could see in the deepening gloom they extended and the black wood behind them appeared to be inexhaustible. The very ground seemed in motion toward the creek. Occasionally one who had paused did not again go on, but lay motionless. He was dead. Some, pausing, made strange gestures with their hands, erected their arms and lowered them again, clasped their heads; spread their palms upward, as men are sometimes seen to do in public prayer.

Not all of this did the child note; it is what would have been noted by an elder observer; he saw little but that these were men, yet crept like babes. Being men, they were not terrible, though unfamiliarly clad. He moved among them freely, going from one to another and peering into their faces with childish curiosity. All their faces were singularly white and many were streaked and gouted with red. Something in this⁠—something too, perhaps, in their grotesque attitudes and movements⁠—reminded him of the painted clown whom he had seen last summer in the circus, and he laughed as he watched them. But on and ever on they crept, these maimed and bleeding men, as heedless as he of the dramatic contrast between his laughter and their own ghastly gravity. To him it was a merry spectacle. He had seen his father’s negroes creep upon their hands and knees for his amusement⁠—had ridden them so, “making believe” they were his horses. He now approached one of these crawling figures from behind and with an agile movement mounted it astride. The man sank upon his breast, recovered, flung the small boy fiercely to the ground as an unbroken colt might have done, then turned upon him a face that lacked a lower jaw⁠—from the upper teeth to the throat was a great red gap fringed with hanging shreds of flesh and splinters of bone. The unnatural prominence of nose, the absence of chin, the fierce eyes, gave this man the appearance of a great bird of prey crimsoned in throat and breast by the blood of its quarry. The man rose to his knees, the child to his feet. The man shook his fist at the child; the child, terrified at last, ran to a tree near by, got upon the farther side of it and took a more serious view of the situation. And so the clumsy multitude dragged itself slowly and painfully along in hideous pantomime⁠—moved forward down the slope like a swarm of great black beetles, with never a sound of going⁠—in silence profound, absolute.

Instead of darkening, the haunted landscape began to brighten. Through the belt of trees beyond the brook shone a strange red light, the trunks and branches of the trees making a black lacework against it. It struck the creeping figures and gave them monstrous shadows, which caricatured their movements on the lit grass. It fell upon their faces, touching their whiteness with a ruddy tinge, accentuating the stains with which so many of them were freaked and maculated. It sparkled on buttons and bits of metal in their clothing. Instinctively the child turned toward the growing splendor and moved down the slope with his horrible companions; in a few moments had passed the foremost of the throng⁠—not much of a feat, considering his advantages. He placed himself in the lead, his wooden sword still in hand, and solemnly directed the march, conforming his pace to theirs and occasionally turning as if to see that his forces did not straggle. Surely such a leader never before had such a following.

Scattered about upon the ground now slowly narrowing by the encroachment of this awful march to water, were certain articles to which, in the leader’s mind, were coupled no significant associations: an occasional blanket, tightly rolled lengthwise, doubled and the ends bound together with a string; a heavy knapsack here, and there a broken rifle⁠—such things, in short, as are found in the rear of retreating troops, the “spoor” of men flying from their hunters. Everywhere near the creek, which here had a margin of lowland, the earth was trodden into mud by the feet of men and horses. An observer of better experience in the use of his eyes would have noticed that these footprints pointed in both directions; the ground had been twice passed over⁠—in advance and in retreat. A few hours before, these desperate, stricken men, with their more fortunate and now distant comrades, had penetrated the forest in thousands. Their successive battalions, breaking into swarms and reforming in lines, had passed the child on every side⁠—had almost trodden on him as he slept. The rustle and murmur of their march had not awakened him. Almost within a stone’s throw of where he lay they had fought a battle; but all unheard by him were the roar of the musketry, the shock of the cannon, “the thunder of the captains and the shouting.” He had slept through it all, grasping his little wooden sword with perhaps a tighter clutch in unconscious sympathy with his martial environment, but as heedless of the grandeur of the struggle as the dead who had died to make the glory.

The fire beyond the belt of woods on the farther side of the creek, reflected to earth from the canopy of its own smoke, was now suffusing the whole landscape. It transformed the sinuous line of mist to the vapor of gold. The water gleamed with dashes of red, and red, too, were many of the stones protruding above the surface. But that was blood; the less desperately wounded had stained them in crossing. On them, too, the child now crossed with eager steps; he was going to the fire. As he stood upon the farther bank he turned about to look at the companions of his march. The advance was arriving at the creek. The stronger had already drawn themselves to the brink and plunged their faces into the flood. Three or four who lay without motion appeared to have no heads. At this the child’s eyes expanded with wonder; even his hospitable understanding could not accept a phenomenon implying such vitality as that. After slaking their thirst these men had not had the strength to back away from the water, nor to keep their heads above it. They were drowned. In rear of these, the open spaces of the forest showed the leader as many formless figures of his grim command as at first; but not nearly so many were in motion. He waved his cap for their encouragement and smilingly pointed with his weapon in the direction of the guiding light⁠—a pillar of fire to this strange exodus.

Confident of the fidelity of his forces, he now entered the belt of woods, passed through it easily in the red illumination, climbed a fence, ran across a field, turning now and again to coquet with his responsive shadow, and so approached the blazing ruin of a dwelling. Desolation everywhere! In all the wide glare not a living thing was visible. He cared nothing for that; the spectacle pleased, and he danced with glee in imitation of the wavering flames. He ran about, collecting fuel, but every object that he found was too heavy for him to cast in from the distance to which the heat limited his approach. In despair he flung in his sword⁠—a surrender to the superior forces of nature. His military career was at an end.

Shifting his position, his eyes fell upon some outbuildings which had an oddly familiar appearance, as if he had dreamed of them. He stood considering them with wonder, when suddenly the entire plantation, with its enclosing forest, seemed to turn as if upon a pivot. His little world swung half around; the points of the compass were reversed. He recognized the blazing building as his own home!

For a moment he stood stupefied by the power of the revelation, then ran with stumbling feet, making a half-circuit of the ruin. There, conspicuous in the light of the conflagration, lay the dead body of a woman⁠—the white face turned upward, the hands thrown out and clutched full of grass, the clothing deranged, the long dark hair in tangles and full of clotted blood. The greater part of the forehead was torn away, and from the jagged hole the brain protruded, overflowing the temple, a frothy mass of gray, crowned with clusters of crimson bubbles⁠—the work of a shell.

The child moved his little hands, making wild, uncertain gestures. He uttered a series of inarticulate and indescribable cries⁠—something between the chattering of an ape and the gobbling of a turkey⁠—a startling, soulless, unholy sound, the language of a devil. The child was a deaf mute.

Then he stood motionless, with quivering lips, looking down upon the wreck.



      Text from Standard Ebooks.

    

  
    
      Poem

      After Blenheim (The Battle of Blenheim)

      Robert Southey, 1798

      The Battle of Blenheim was fought in Bavaria in 1704, when an English and Austrian army under the Duke of Marlborough and Prince Eugene destroyed a French one. Southey wrote the poem almost a century later.

      
        

It was a summer evening,
 Old Kaspar's work was done!
And he before his cottage door
 Was sitting in the sun,
And by him sported on the green
His little grandchild Wilhelmine.


She saw her brother Peterkin
 Roll something large and round,
Which he beside the rivulet
 In playing there had found;
He came to ask what he had found,
That was so large, and smooth, and round.


 Old Kaspar took it from the boy
 Who stood expectant by;
And then the old man shook his head,
 And with a natural sigh,
'Tis some poor fellow's scull, said he,
Who fell in the great victory.


I find them in the garden, for
 There's many here about;
And often when I go to plough,
 The ploughshare turns them out;
For many thousand men, said he,
Were slain in the great victory.


Now tell us what 'twas all about,
 Young Peterkin he cries,
And little Wilhelmine looks up
 With wonder-waiting eyes;
Now tell us all about the war,
And what they kill'd each other for.


 It was the English, Kaspar cried,
 Who put the French to rout;
But what they kill'd each other for,
 I could not well make out.
But every body said, quoth he,
That 'twas a famous victory.


My father lived at Blenheim then,
 Yon little stream hard by;
They burnt his dwelling to the ground
 And he was forc'd to fly;
So with his wife and child he fled,
Nor had he where to rest his head.


With fire and sword the country round
 Was wasted far and wide,
And many a childing mother then,
 And new-born infant died.
But things like that, you know, must be
At every famous victory.


 They say it was a shocking sight
 After the field was won,
For many thousand bodies here
 Lay rotting in the sun;
But things like that you know must be
After a famous victory.


Great praise the Duke of Marlbro' won,
 And our good Prince Eugene.
Why 'twas a very wicked thing!
 Said little Wilhelmine.
Nay . . nay . . my little girl, quoth he,
It was a famous victory.


And every body praised the Duke
 Who such a fight did win.
But what good came of it at last?
 Quoth little Peterkin.
Why that I cannot tell, said he,
But 'twas a famous victory.








      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Essay

      The Strenuous Life

      Theodore Roosevelt, 1899

      In 1898 the United States fought a short war with Spain, in Cuba and the Philippines, and Theodore Roosevelt came home a hero, having led a volunteer cavalry regiment, the Rough Riders, at San Juan Hill. The war left the United States in possession of the Philippines, where it was now fighting the Filipinos who wanted independence. Roosevelt, governor of New York and soon to be President, gave this speech in Chicago in April 1899.

      
        
In speaking to you, men of the greatest city of the West, men of the State which gave to the country Lincoln and Grant, men who preeminently and distinctly embody all that is most American in the American character I wish to preach, not the doctrine of ignoble ease, but the doctrine of the strenuous life. The life of toil and effort, of labor and strife; to preach that highest form of success which comes, not to the man who desires mere easy peace, but to the man who does not shrink from danger, from hardship or from bitter toil, and who out of these wins the splendid ultimate triumph. 

A life of slothful ease, a life of that peace which springs merely from lack either of desire or of power to strive after great things, is as little worthy of a nation as of an individual. I ask only that what every self-respecting American demands from himself and from his sons shall be demanded of the American nation as a whole. Who among you would teach your boys that ease, that peace, is to be the first Consideration in their eyes—to be the ultimate goal after which they strive? You men of Chicago have made this city great, you men of Illinois have done your share, and more than your share, in making America great, because you neither preach nor practice such a doctrine. You work yourselves, and you bring up your sons to work. If you are rich and are worth your salt, you will teach your sons that though they may have leisure, it is not to be spent in idleness; for wisely used leisure merely means that those who possess it, being free from the necessity of working for their livelihood, are all the more bound to carry on some kind of non-remunerative work in science, in letters, in art, in exploration, in historical research—work of the type we most need in this country, the successful carrying out of which reflects most honor upon the nation. We do not admire the man of timid peace. We admire the man who embodies victorious effort; the man who never wrongs his neighbor, who is prompt to help a friend, but who has those virile qualities necessary to win in the stern strife of actual life. It is hard to fail, but it is worse never to have tried to succeed. In this life we get nothing save by effort. Freedom from effort in the present merely means that there has been stored up effort in the past. A man can be freed from the necessity of work only by the fact that he or his fathers before him have worked to good purpose. If the freedom thus purchased is used aright, and the man still does actual work, though of a different kind, whether as a writer or a general, whether in the field of politics or in the field of exploration and adventure, he shows he deserves his good fortune. But if he treats this period of freedom from the need of actual labor as a period, not of preparation, but of mere enjoyment, even though perhaps not of vicious enjoyment, he shows that he is simply a cumberer of the earth's surface, and he surely unfits himself to hold his own with his fellows if the need to do so should again arise. A mere life of ease is not in the end a very satisfactory life, and, above all, it is a life which ultimately unfits those who follow it for serious work in the world. 

In the last analysis a healthy state can exist only when the men and women who make it up lead clean, vigorous, healthy lives; when the children are so trained that they shall endeavor, not to shirk difficulties, but to overcome them; not to seek ease, but to know how to wrest triumph from toil and risk. The man must be glad to do a man's work, to dare and endure and to labor; to keep himself, and to keep those dependent upon him. The woman must be the housewife, the helpmeet of the homemaker, the wise and fearless mother of many healthy children. In one of Daudet's powerful and melancholy books he speaks of "the fear of maternity, the haunting terror of the young wife of the present day." When such words can be truthfully written of a nation, that nation is rotten to the heart's core. When men fear work or fear righteous war, when women fear motherhood, they tremble on the brink of doom; and well it is that they should vanish from the earth, where they are fit subjects for the scorn of all men and women who are themselves strong and brave and high-minded. 

As it is with the individual, so it is with the nation. It is a base untruth to say that happy is the nation that has no history. Thrice happy is the nation that has a glorious history. Far better it is to dare mighty things, to win glorious triumphs, even though checkered by failure, than to take rank with those poor spirits who neither enjoy much nor suffer much, because they live in the gray twilight that knows not victory nor defeat. If in 1861 the men who loved the Union had believed that peace was the end of all things, and war and strife the worst of all things, and had acted up to their belief, we would have saved hundreds of thousands of lives, we would have saved hundreds of millions of dollars. Moreover, besides saving all the blood and treasure we then lavished, we would have prevented the heartbreak of many women, the dissolution of many homes, and we would have spared the country those months of gloom and shame when it seemed as if our armies marched only to defeat. We could have avoided all this suffering simply by shrinking from strife. And if we had thus avoided it, we would have shown that we were weaklings, and that we were unfit to stand among the great nations of the earth. Thank God for the iron in the blood of our fathers, the men who upheld the wisdom of Lincoln, and bore sword or rifle in the armies of Grant! Let us, the children of the men who proved themselves equal to the mighty days, let us, the children of the men who carried the great Civil War to a triumphant conclusion, praise the God of our fathers that the ignoble counsels of peace were rejected; that the suffering and loss, the blackness of sorrow and despair, were unflinchingly faced, and the years of strife endured; for in the end the slave was freed, the Union restored, and the mighty American republic placed once more as a helmeted queen among nations. 

We of this generation do not have to face a task such as that our fathers faced, but we have our tasks, and woe to us if we fail to perform them! We cannot, if we would, play the part of China, and be content to rot by inches in ignoble ease within our borders, taking no interest in what goes on beyond them, sunk in a scrambling commercialism; heedless of the higher life, the life of aspiration, of toil and risk, busying ourselves only with the wants of our bodies for the day, until suddenly we should find, beyond a shadow of question, what China has already found, that in this world the nation that has trained itself to a career of unwarlike and isolated ease is bound, in the end, to go down before other nations which have not lost the manly and adventurous qualities. If we are to be a really great people, we must strive in good faith to play a great part in the world. We cannot avoid meeting great issues. All that we can determine for ourselves is whether we shall meet them well or ill. In 1898 we could not help being brought face to face with the problem of war with Spain. All we could decide was whether we should shrink like cowards from the contest, or enter into it as beseemed a brave and highspirited people; and, once in, whether failure or success should crown our banners. So it is now. We cannot avoid the responsibilities that confront us in Hawaii, Cuba, Porto Rico, and the Philippines. All we can decide is whether we shall meet them in a way that will redound to the national credit, or whether we shall make of our dealings with these new problems a dark and shameful page in our history. To refuse to deal with them at all merely amounts to dealing with them badly. We have a given problem to solve. If we undertake the solution, there is, of course, always danger that we may not solve it aright; but to refuse to undertake the solution simply renders it certain that we cannot possibly solve it aright. The timid man, the lazy man, the man who distrusts his country, the over-civilized man, who has lost the great fighting, masterful virtues, the ignorant man, and the man of dull mind, whose soul is incapable of feeling the mighty lift that thrills "stern men with empires in their brains"—all these, of course, shrink from seeing the nation undertake its new duties; shrink from seeing us build a navy and an army adequate to our needs; shrink from seeing us do our share of the world's work, by bringing order out of chaos in the great, fair tropic islands from which the valor of our soldiers and sailors has driven the Spanish flag. These are the men who fear the strenuous life, who fear the only national life which is really worth leading. They believe in that cloistered life which saps the hardy virtues in a nation, as it saps them in the individual; or else they are wedded to that base spirit of gain and greed which recognizes in commercialism the be-all and end-all of national life, instead of realizing that, though an indispensable element, it is, after all, but one of the many elements that go to make up true national greatness. No country can long endure if its foundations are not laid deep in the material prosperity which comes from thrift, from business energy and enterprise, from hard, unsparing effort in the fields of industrial activity; but neither was any nation ever yet truly great if it relied upon material prosperity alone. All honor must be paid to the architects of our material prosperity, to the great captains of industry who have built our factories and our railroads, to the strong men who toil for wealth with brain or hand; for great is the debt of the nation to these and their kind. But our debt is yet greater to the men whose highest type is to be found in a statesman like Lincoln, a soldier like Grant. They showed by their lives that they recognized the law of work, the law of strife; they toiled to win a competence for themselves and those dependent upon them; but they recognized that there were yet other and even loftier duties- duties to the nation and duties to the race. 

We cannot sit huddled within our own borders and avow ourselves merely an assemblage of well-to-do hucksters who care nothing for what happens beyond. Such a policy would defeat even its own end; for as the nations grow to have ever wider and wider interests, and are brought into closer and closer contact, if we are to hold our own in the struggle for naval and commercial supremacy, we must build up our Dower without our own borders. We must build the isthmian canal, and we must grasp the points of vantage which will enable us to have our say in deciding the destiny of the oceans of the East and the West. 

So much for the commercial side. From the standpoint of international honor the argument is even stronger. The guns that thundered off Manila and Santiago left us echoes of glory, but they also left us a legacy of duty. If we drove out a medieval tyranny only to make room for savage anarchy, we had better not have begun the task at all. It is worse than idle to say that we have no duty to perform, and can leave to their fates the islands we have conquered. Such a course would be the course of infamy. It would be followed at once by utter chaos in the wretched islands themselves. Some stronger, manlier power would have to step in and do the work, and we would have shown ourselves weaklings, unable to carry to successful completion the labors that great and high-spirited nations are eager to undertake. 

The work must be done; we cannot escape our responsibility; and if we are worth our salt, we shall be glad of the chance to do the work — glad of the chance to show ourselves equal to one of the great tasks set modern civilization. But let us not deceive ourselves as to the importance of the task. Let us not be misled by vainglory into underestimating the strain it will put on our powers. Above all, let us, as we value our own self-respect, face the responsibilities with proper seriousness, courage, and high resolve. We must demand the highest order of integrity and ability in our public men who are to grapple with these new problems. We must hold to a rigid accountability those public servants who show unfaithfulness to the interests of the nation or inability to rise to the high level of the new demands upon our strength and our resources. 

Of course we must remember not to judge any public servant by any one act, and especially should we beware of attacking the men who are merely the occasions and not the causes of disaster. Let me illustrate what I mean by the army and the navy. If twenty years ago we had gone to war, we should have found the navy as absolutely unprepared as the army. At that time our ships could not have encountered with success the fleets of Spain any more than nowadays we can put untrained soldiers, no matter how brave, who are armed with archaic black-powder weapons, against well-drilled regulars armed with the highest type of modern repeating rifle. But in the early eighties the attention of the nation became directed to our naval needs. Congress most wisely made a series of appropriations to build up a new navy, and under a succession of able and patriotic secretaries, of both political parties, the navy was gradually built up, until its material became equal to its splendid personnel, with the result that in the summer of 1898 it leaped to its proper place as one of the most brilliant and formidable fighting navies in the entire world. We rightly pay all honor to the men controlling the navy at the time it won these great deeds, honor to Secretary Long and Admiral Dewey, to the captains who handled the ships in action, to the daring lieutenants who braved death in the smaller craft, and to the heads of bureaus at Washington who saw that the ships were so commanded, so armed, so equipped, so well engined, as to insure the best results. But let us also keep ever in mind that all of this would not have availed if it had not been for the wisdom of the men who during the preceding fifteen years had built up the navy. Keep in mind the secretaries of the navy during those years; keep in mind the senators and congressmen who by their votes gave the money necessary to build and to armor the ships, to construct the great guns, and to train the crews; remember also those who actually did build the ships, the armor, and the guns; and remember the admirals and captains who handled battle-ship, cruiser, and torpedo-boat on the high seas, alone and in squadrons, developing the seamanship, the gunnery, and the power of acting together, which their successors utilized so gloriously at Manila and off Santiago. And, gentlemen, remember the converse, too. Remember that justice has two sides. Be just to those who built up the navy, and, for the sake of the future of the country, keep in mind those who opposed its building up. Read the "Congressional Record." Find out the senators and congressmen who opposed the grants for building the new ships; who opposed the purchase of amour without which the ships were worthless, who opposed any adequate maintenance for the Navy Department, and strove to cut down the number of men necessary to man our fleets. The men who did these things were one and all working to bring disaster on the country. They have no share in the glory of Manila, in the honor of Santiago. They have no cause to feel proud of the valor of our sea-captains, of the renown of our flag. Their motives may or may not have been good, but their acts were heavily fraught with evil. They did ill for the national honor, and we won in spite of their sinister opposition. 

Now, apply all this to our public men of to-day. Our army has never been built up as it should be built up. I shall not discuss with an audience like this the puerile suggestion that a nation of seventy millions of freemen is in danger of losing its liberties from the existence of an army of one hundred thousand men, three fourths of whom will be employed in certain foreign islands, in certain coast fortresses, and on Indian reservations. No man of good sense and stout heart can take such a proposition seriously. If we are such weaklings as the proposition implies, then we are unworthy of freedom in any event. To no body of men in the United States is the country so much indebted as to the splendid officers and enlisted men of the regular army and navy. There is no body from which the country has less to fear, and none of which it should be prouder, none which it should be more anxious to upbuild. 

Our army needs complete reorganization—not merely enlarging—and the reorganization can only come as the result of legislation. A proper general staff should be established, and the positions of ordnance, commissary, and quartermaster officers should be filled by detail from the line. Above all, the army must be given the chance to exercise in large bodies. Never again should we see, as we saw in the Spanish war, major-generals in command of divisions who had never before commanded three companies together in the field. Yet, incredible to relate, Congress has shown a queer inability to learn some of the lessons of the war. There were large bodies of men in both branches who opposed the declaration of war, who opposed the ratification of peace, who opposed the upbuilding of the army, and who even opposed the purchase of amour at a reasonable price for the battle-ships and cruisers, thereby putting an absolute stop to the building of any new fighting-ships for the navy. If, during the years to come, any disaster should befall our arms, afloat or ashore, and thereby any shame come to the United States, remember that the blame will lie upon the men whose names appear upon the roll-calls of Congress on the wrong side of these great questions. On them will lie the burden of any loss of our soldiers and sailors, of any dishonor to the flag; and upon you and the people of this country will lie the blame if you do not repudiate, in no unmistakable way, what these men have done. The blame will not rest upon the untrained commander of untried troops, upon the civil officers of a department the organization of which has been left utterly inadequate, or upon the admiral with an insufficient number of ships; but upon the public men who have so lamentably failed in forethought as to refuse to remedy these evils long in advance, and upon the nation that stands behind those public men. 

So, at the present hour, no small share of the responsibility for the blood shed in the Philippines, the blood of our brothers, and the blood of their wild and ignorant foes, lies at the thresholds of those who so long delayed the adoption of the treaty of peace, and of those who by their worse than foolish words deliberately invited a savage people to plunge into a war fraught with sure disaster for them—a war, too, in which our own brave men who follow the flag must pay with their blood for the silly, mock humanitarianism of the prattlers who sit at home in peace. 

The army and the navy are the sword and the shield which this nation must carry if she is to do her duty among the nations of the earth—if she is not to stand merely as the China of the western hemisphere. Our proper conduct toward the tropic islands we have wrested from Spain is merely the form which our duty has taken at the moment. Of course we are bound to handle the affairs of our own household well. We must see that there is civic honesty, civic cleanliness, civic good sense in our home administration of city, State, and nation. We must strive for honesty in office, for honesty toward the creditors of the nation and of the individual; for the widest freedom of individual initiative where possible, and for the wisest control of individual initiative where it is hostile to the welfare of the many. But because we set our own household in order we are not thereby excused from playing our part in the great affairs of the world. A man's first duty is to his own home, but he is not thereby excused from doing his duty to the State; for if he fails in this second duty it is under the penalty of ceasing to be a freeman. In the same way, while a nation's first duty is within its own borders, it is not thereby absolved from facing its duties in the world as a whole; and if it refuses to do so, it merely forfeits its right to struggle for a place among the peoples that shape the destiny of mankind. 

In the West Indies and the Philippines alike we are confronted by most difficult problems. It is cowardly to shrink from solving them in the proper way; for solved they must be, if not by us, then by some stronger and more manful race. If we are too weak, too selfish, or too foolish to solve them, some bolder and abler people must undertake the solution. Personally, I am far too firm a believer in the greatness of my country and the power of my countrymen to admit for one moment that we shall ever be driven to the ignoble alternative. 

The problems are different for the different islands. Porto Rico is not large enough to stand alone. We must govern it wisely and well, primarily in the interest of its own people. Cuba is, in my judgment, entitled ultimately to settle for itself whether it shall be an independent state or an integral portion of the mightiest of republics. But until order and stable liberty are secured, we must remain in the island to insure them, and infinite tact, judgment, moderation, and courage must be shown by our military and civil representatives in keeping the island pacified, in relentlessly stamping out brigandage, in protecting all alike, and yet in showing proper recognition to the men who have fought for Cuban liberty. The Philippines offer a yet graver problem. Their population includes halfcaste and native Christians, warlike Moslems, and wild pagans. Many of their people are utterly unfit for self-government, and show no signs of becoming fit. Others may in time become fit but at present can only take part in self-government under a wise supervision, at once firm and beneficent. We have driven Spanish tyranny from the islands. If we now let it be replaced by savage anarchy, our work has been for harm and not for good. I have scant patience with those who fear to undertake the task of governing the Philippines, and who openly avow that they do fear to undertake it, or that they shrink from it because of the expense and trouble; but I have even scanter patience with those who make a pretense of humanitarianism to hide and cover their timidity and who cant about "liberty" and the "consent of the governed," in order to excuse themselves for their unwillingness to play the part of men. Their doctrines, if carried out, would make it incumbent upon us to leave the Apaches of Arizona to work out their own salvation, and to decline to interfere in a single Indian reservation. Their doctrines condemn your forefathers and mine for ever having settled in these United States. 

England's rule in India and Egypt has been of great benefit to England, for it has trained up generations of men accustomed to look at the larger and loftier side of public life. It has been of even greater benefit to India and Egypt. And finally, and most of all, it has advanced the cause of civilization. So, if we do our duty aright in the Philippines, we will add to that national renown which is the highest and finest part of national life, will greatly benefit the people of the Philippine Islands, and, above all, we will play our part well in the great work of uplifting mankind. But to do this work, keep ever in mind that we must show in a very high degree the qualities of courage, of honesty, and of good judgment. Resistance must be stamped out. The first and all-important work to be done is to establish the supremacy of our flag. We must put down armed resistance before we can accomplish anything else, and there should be no parleying, no faltering, in dealing with our foe. As for those in our own country who encourage the foe, we can afford contemptuously to disregard them; but it must be remembered that their utterances are not saved from being treasonable merely by the fact that they are despicable. 

When once we have put down armed resistance, when once our rule is acknowledged, then an even more difficult task will begin, for then we must see to it that the islands are administered with absolute honesty and with good judgment. If we let the public service of the islands be turned into the prey of the spoils politician, we shall have begun to tread the path which Spain trod to her own destruction. We must send out there only good and able men, chosen for their fitness, and not because of their partisan service, and those men must not only administer impartial justice to the natives and serve their own government with honesty and fidelity, but must show the utmost tact and firmness, remembering that, with such people as those with whom we are to deal, weakness is the greatest of crimes, and that next to weakness comes lack of consideration for their principles and prejudices. 

I preach to you, then, my countrymen, that our country calls not for the life of ease but for the life of strenuous endeavor. The twentieth century looms before us big with the fate of many nations. If we stand idly by, if we seek merely swollen, slothful ease and ignoble peace, if we shrink from the hard contests where men must win at hazard of their lives and at the risk of all they hold dear, then the bolder and stronger peoples will pass us by, and will win for themselves the domination of the world. Let us therefore boldly face the life of strife, resolute to do our duty well and manfully; resolute to uphold righteousness by deed and by word; resolute to be both honest and brave, to serve high ideals, yet to use practical methods. Above all, let us shrink from no strife, moral or physical, within or without the nation, provided we are certain that the strife is justified, for it is only through strife, through hard and dangerous endeavor, that we shall ultimately win the goal of true national greatness.




      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Afterword

      Day Fifty-Two: Glory

      Kaspar’s father fled when “They burnt his dwelling to the ground”, and “many a childing mother then, / And new-born infant died.” Bierce’s boy dances before a burning house, and finds his mother beside it. Roosevelt counts the same costs. If the North had chosen peace in 1861, he says, “we would have prevented the heartbreak of many women, the dissolution of many homes”, and he thanks God that “the ignoble counsels of peace were rejected”.

      He even has an answer for Peterkin’s “But what good came of it at last?” Of the Civil War he can say that “in the end the slave was freed, the Union restored”. Old Kaspar has nothing but “a famous victory”. Bierce, who fought for that Union, gives no answer at all. His boy slept through the battle “as heedless of the grandeur of the struggle as the dead who had died to make the glory.”

      “Far better it is to dare mighty things” became the speech’s most famous line. In 2021 NASA’s engineers hid “Dare mighty things”, in code, in the pattern of the parachute that set the Perseverance rover down on Mars. Roosevelt’s youngest son, Quentin, became a fighter pilot in the next war and was shot down over France in July 1918. His father died six months later.

    

  
    
      Day Fifty-Three

      Tang China, around 810

      25 minutes

      
        Story
        The Story of Ying-ying
        Yuan Zhen · 15 minutes
        The most famous love story of the Tang dynasty, by Bai Juyi's closest friend: a young scholar meets a beautiful cousin in a monastery where both have taken refuge from mutinous soldiers.
      

      
        Poem
        The Lute Song
        Bai Juyi · 5 minutes
        An official in exile hears a woman playing the lute on a boat at night, and finds her story is his own.
      

      
        Essay
        Memorial on the Bone of Buddha
        Han Yu · 5 minutes
        The great Confucian prose stylist protests to the emperor against honouring a relic of the Buddha.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      The Story of Ying-ying

      Yuan Zhen, translated by Arthur Waley, c. 804

      Yuan Zhen was a poet and official of the Tang dynasty and the closest friend of Bai Juyi; many readers have taken the young man Chang to be a portrait of Yuan Zhen himself.

      
        During the Chēng-Yüan period of the T'ang dynasty there lived a man called Chang. His nature was gentle and refined, and his person of great beauty. But his deeper feelings were resolutely held in restraint, and he would indulge in no license. Sometimes his friends took him to a party and he would try to join their frolics; but when the rest were shouting and scuffling their hardest, Chang only pretended to take his share. For he could never overcome his shyness. So it came about that though already twenty-three, he had not yet enjoyed a woman's beauty. To those who questioned him he answered, "It is not such as Master Tēng-t'u who are true lovers of beauty; for they are merely profligates. I consider myself a lover of beauty, who happens never to have met with it. And I am of this opinion because I know that, in other things, whatever is beautiful casts its spell upon me; so that I cannot be devoid of feeling." His questioners only laughed.

About this time Chang went to Puchow. Some two miles east of the town there is a temple called the P'-u-chiu-ssŭ, and here he took up his lodging. Now it happened that at this time the widow of a certain Ts'ui was returning to Ch'ang-an. She passed through Puchow on her way and stayed at the same temple.

This lady was born of the Chēng family and Chang's mother was also a Chēng. He unravelled their relationship and found that they were second-cousins. This year General Hun-Chan died at Puchow. There was a certain Colonel Ting Wēn-ya who ill-treated his troops. The soldiers accordingly made Hun Chan's funeral the occasion of a mutiny, and began to plunder the town. The Ts'ui family had brought with them much valuable property and many slaves. Subjected to this sudden danger when far from home, they had no one from whom they could seek protection.

Now it happened that Chang had been friendly with the political party to which the commander at Puchow belonged. At his request a guard was sent to the temple and no disorder took place there. A few days afterwards the Civil Commissioner Tu Chio was ordered by the Emperor to take over the command of the troops. The mutineers then laid down their arms.

The widow Chēng was very sensible of the service which Chang had rendered. She therefore provided dainties and invited him to a banquet in the middle hall. At table she turned to him and said, "I, your cousin, a lonely and widowed relict, had young ones in my care. If we had fallen into the hands of the soldiery, I could not have helped them. Therefore the lives of my little boy and young daughter were saved by your protection, and they owe you eternal gratitude. I will now cause them to kneel before you, their merciful cousin, that they may thank you for your favours." First she sent for her son, Huan-lang, who was about ten years old, a handsome and gentle child. Then she called to her daughter, Ying-ying: "Come and bow to your cousin. Your cousin saved your life." For a long while she would not come, saying that she was not well. The widow grew angry and cried: "Your cousin saved your life. But for his help, you would now be a prisoner. How can you treat him so rudely?"

At last she came in, dressed in everyday clothes, with a look of deep unhappiness in her face. She had not put on any ornaments. Her hair hung down in coils, the black of her two eyebrows joined, her cheeks were not rouged. But her features were of exquisite beauty and shone with an almost dazzling lustre.

Chang bowed to her, amazed. She sat down by her mother's side and looked all the time towards her, turning from him with a fixed stare of aversion, as though she could not endure his presence.

He asked how old she was. The widow answered, "She was born in the year of the present Emperor's reign that was a year of the Rat, and now it is the year of the Dragon in the period Chēng-yüan. So she must be seventeen years old."

Chang tried to engage her in conversation, but she would not answer, and soon the dinner was over. He was passionately in love with her and wanted to tell her so, but could find no way.

Ying-ying had a maid-servant called Hung-niang, whom Chang sometimes met and greeted. Once he stopped her and was beginning to tell her of his love for her mistress; but she was frightened and ran away. Then Chang was sorry he had not kept silence.

Next day he met Hung-niang again, but was ashamed and did not say what was in his mind. But this time the maid herself broached the subject and said to Chang, "Master, I dare not tell her what you told me, or even hint at it. But since your mother was a kinswoman of the Ts'uis, why do you not seek my mistress's hand on that plea?"

Chang said, "Since I was a child in arms, my nature has been averse to intimacy. Sometimes I have idled with wearers of silk and gauze, but my fancy was never once detained. I little thought that in the end I should be entrapped.

"Lately at the banquet I could scarcely contain myself; and since then, when I walk, I forget where I am going and when I eat, I forget to finish my meal, and do not know how to endure the hours from dawn to dusk.

"If we were to get married through a matchmaker and perform the ceremonies of Sending Presents and Asking Names, it would take many months, and by that time you would have to look for me 'in the dried-fish shop.' What is the use of giving me such advice as that?"

The maid replied, "My mistress clings steadfastly to her chastity, and even an equal could not trip her with lewd talk. Much less may she be won through the stratagems of a maid-servant. But she is skilled in composition, and often when she has made a poem or essay, she is restless and dissatisfied for a long while after. You must try to provoke her by a love-poem. There is no other way."

Chang was delighted and at once composed two Spring Poems to send her. Hung-niang took them away and came back the same evening with a coloured tablet, which she gave to Chang, saying, "This is from my mistress." It bore the title "The Bright Moon of the Fifteenth Night." The words ran:




To wait for the moon I am sitting in the western parlour;

To greet the wind, I have left the door ajar.



 
When a flower's shadow stirred and brushed the wall,

For a moment I thought it the shadow of a lover coming.






Chang could not doubt her meaning. That night was the fourth after the first decade of the second month. Beside the eastern wall of Ts'ui's apartments there grew an apricot-tree; by climbing it one could cross the wall. On the next night (which was the night of the full moon) Chang used the tree as a ladder and crossed the wall. He went straight to the western parlour and found the door ajar. Hung-niang lay asleep on the bed. He woke her, and she cried in a voice of astonishment, "Master Chang, what are you doing here?" Chang answered, half-truly: "Ts'ui's letter invited me. Tell her I have come." Hung-niang soon returned, whispering, "She is coming, she is coming." Chang was both delighted and surprised, thinking that his salvation was indeed at hand.

At last Ts'ui entered.

Her dress was sober and correct, and her face was stern. She at once began to reprimand Chang, saying, "I am grateful for the service which you rendered to my family. You gave support to my dear mother when she was at a loss how to save her little boy and young daughter. How came you to send me a wicked message by the hand of a low maid-servant? In protecting me from the license of others, you acted nobly. But now that you wish to make me a partner to your own licentious desires, you are asking me to accept one wrong in exchange for another.

"How was I to repel this advance? I would gladly have hidden your letter, but it would have been immoral to harbour a record of illicit proposals. Had I shown it to my mother, I should ill have requited the debt we owe you. Were I to entrust a message of refusal to a servant or concubine, I feared it might not be truly delivered. I thought of writing a letter to tell you what I felt; but I was afraid I might not be able to make you understand. So I sent those trivial verses, that I might be sure of your coming. I have no cause to be ashamed of an irregularity which had no other object but the preservation of my chastity."

With these words she vanished. Chang remained for a long while petrified with astonishment. At last he climbed back over the wall and went home in despair.

Several nights after this he was lying asleep near the verandah, when some one suddenly woke him. He rose with a startled sigh and found that Hung-niang was there, with bed-clothes under her arm and a pillow in her hand. She shook Chang, saying, "She is coming, she is coming. Why are you asleep?" Then she arranged the bedclothes and pillow and went away.

Chang sat up and rubbed his eyes. For a long while he thought he must be dreaming, but he assumed a respectful attitude and waited.

Suddenly Hung-niang came back, bringing her mistress with her. Ts'ui, this time, was languid and flushed, yielding and wanton in her air, as though her strength could scarcely support her limbs. Her former severity had utterly disappeared.

That night was the eighth of the second decade. The crystal beams of the sinking moon twinkled secretly across their bed. Chang, in a strange exaltation, half-believed that a fairy had come to him, and not a child of mortal men.

At last the temple bell sounded, dawn glimmered in the sky and Hung-niang came back to fetch her mistress away. Ts'ui turned on her side with a pretty cry, and followed her maid to the door.


 The whole night she had not spoken a word.

Chang rose when it was half-dark, still thinking that perhaps it had been a dream. But when it grew light, he saw her powder on his arm and smelt her perfume in his clothes. A tear she had shed still glittered on the mattress.

For more than ten days afterwards he did not see her again. During this time he began to make a poem called "Meeting a Fairy," in thirty couplets. It was not yet finished, when he chanced to meet Hung-niang in the road. He asked her to take the poem to Ts'ui.

After this Ts'ui let him come to her, and for a month or more he crept out at dawn and in at dusk, the two of them living together in that western parlour of which I spoke before.

Chang often asked her what her mother thought of him. Ts'ui said, "I know she would not oppose my will. So why should we not get married at once?"

Soon afterwards, Chang had to go to the capital. Before starting, he tenderly informed her of his departure. She did not reproach him, but her face showed pitiable distress. On the night before he started, he was not able to see her.

After spending a few months in the west, Chang returned to Puchow and again lodged for several months in the same building as the Ts'uis. He made many attempts to see Ying-ying alone, but she would not let him do so. Remembering that she was fond of calligraphy and verse, he frequently sent her his own compositions, but she scarcely glanced at them.

It was characteristic of her that when any situation was at its acutest point, she appeared quite unconscious of it. She talked glibly, but would seldom answer a question. She expected absolute devotion, but herself gave no encouragement.

Sometimes when she was in the depth of despair, she would affect all the while to be quite indifferent. It was rarely possible to know from her face whether she was pleased or sorry.

One night Chang came upon her unawares when she was playing on the harp, with a touch full of passion. But when she saw him coming, she stopped playing. This incident increased his infatuation.

Soon afterwards, it became time for him to compete in the Literary Examinations, and he was obliged once more to set out for the western capital.

The evening before his departure, he sat in deep despondency by Ts'ui's side, but did not try again to tell her of his love. Nor had he told her that he was going away, but she seemed to have guessed it, and with submissive face and gentle voice, she said to him softly: "Those whom a man leads astray, he will in the end abandon. It must be so, and I will not reproach you. You deigned to corrupt me and now you deign to leave me. That is all. And your vows of 'faithfulness till death'—they too are cancelled. There is no need for you to grieve at this parting, but since I see you so sad and can give you no other comfort—you once praised my harp-playing; but I was bashful and would not play to you. Now I am bolder, and if you choose, I will play you a tune."

She took her harp and began the prelude to "Rainbow Skirts and Feather Jackets." But after a few bars the tune broke off into a wild and passionate dirge.


 All who were present caught their breath; but in a moment she stopped playing, threw down her harp and, weeping bitterly, ran to her mother's room.

She did not come back.

Next morning Chang left. The following year he failed in his examinations and could not leave the capital. So, to unburden his heart, he wrote a letter to Ts'ui. She answered him somewhat in this fashion: "I have read your letter and cherish it dearly. It has filled my heart half with sorrow, half with joy. You sent with it a box of garlands and five sticks of paste, that I may decorate my head and colour my lips.

"I thank you for your presents; but there is no one now to care how I look. Seeing these things only makes me think of you and grieve the more.

"You say that you are prospering in your career at the capital, and I am comforted by that news. But it makes me fear you will never come back again to one who is so distant and humble. But that is settled forever, and it is no use talking of it.

"Since last autumn I have lived in a dazed stupor. Amid the clamour of the daytime, I have sometimes forced myself to laugh and talk; but alone at night I have done nothing but weep. Or, if I have fallen asleep my dreams have always been full of the sorrows of parting. Often I dreamt that you came to me as you used to do, but always before the moment of our joy your phantom vanished from my side. Yet, though we are still bedfellows in my dreams, when I wake and think of it the time when we were together seems very far off. For since we parted, the old year has slipped away and a new year has begun. . . .


 "Ch'ang-an is a city of pleasure, where there are many snares to catch a young man's heart. How can I hope that you will not forget one so sequestered and insignificant as I? And indeed, if you were to be faithful, so worthless a creature could never requite you. But our vows of unending love—those I at least can fulfil.

Because you are my cousin, I met you at the feast. Lured by a maid-servant, I visited you in private. A girl's heart is not in her own keeping. You 'tempted me by your ballads' and I could not bring myself to 'throw the shuttle.'

Then came the sharing of pillow and mat, the time of perfect loyalty and deepest tenderness. And I, being young and foolish, thought it would never end.

Now, having 'seen my Prince,' I cannot love again; nor, branded by the shame of self-surrender, am I fit to perform 'the service of towel and comb'; and of the bitterness of the long celibacy which awaits me, what need is there to speak?

"The good man uses his heart; and if by chance his gaze has fallen on the humble and insignificant, till the day of his death, he continues the affections of his life. The cynic cares nothing for people's feelings. He will discard the small to follow the great, look upon a former mistress merely as an accomplice in sin, and hold that the most solemn vows are made only to be broken. He will reverse all natural laws—as though Nature should suddenly let bone dissolve, while cinnabar resisted the fire. The dew that the wind has shaken from the tree still looks for kindness from the dust; and such, too, is the sum of my hopes and fears.

"As I write, I am shaken by sobs and cannot tell you all that is in my heart. My darling, I am sending you a jade ring that I used to play with when I was a child. I want you to wear it at your girdle, that you may become firm and flawless as this jade, and, in your affections, unbroken as the circuit of this ring.

"And with it I am sending a skein of thread and a tea-trough of flecked bamboo. There is no value in these few things. I send them only to remind you to keep your heart pure as jade and your affection unending as this round ring. The bamboo is mottled as if with tears, and the thread is tangled as the thoughts of those who are in sorrow. By these tokens I seek no more than that, knowing the truth, you may think kindly of me for ever.

"Our hearts are very near, but our bodies are far apart. There is no time fixed for our meeting; yet a secret longing can unite souls that are separated by a thousand miles.

"Protect yourself against the cold spring wind, eat well—look after yourself in all ways and do not worry too much about your worthless handmaid,



Ts'ui Ying-Ying."




Chang showed this letter to his friends and so the story became known to many who lived at that time. All who heard it were deeply moved; but Chang, to their disappointment, declared that he meant to break with Ts'ui. Yüan Chēn, of Honan, who knew Chang well, asked him why he had made this decision.


 Chang answered:

"I have observed that in Nature whatever has perfect beauty is either
itself liable to sudden transformations or else is the cause of them in
others. If Ts'ui were to marry a rich gentleman and become his pet, she
would forever be changing, as the clouds change to rain, or as the scaly
dragon turns into the horned dragon. I, for one, could never keep pace
with her transformations.

"Of old, Hsin of the Yin dynasty and Yu of the Chou dynasty ruled over
kingdoms of many thousand chariots, and their strength was very great.
Yet a single woman brought them to ruin, dissipating their hosts and
leading these monarchs to the assassin's knife. So that to this day they
are a laughing-stock to all the world. I know that my constancy could
not withstand such spells, and that is why I have curbed my passion."

At these words all who were present sighed deeply.

A few years afterwards Ts'ui married some one else and Chang also found
a wife. Happening once to pass the house where Ts'ui was living, he
called on her husband and asked to see her, saying he was her cousin.
The husband sent for her, but she would not come. Chang's vexation
showed itself in his face. Some one told Ts'ui of this and she secretly
wrote the poem:




Since I have grown so lean, my face has lost its beauty.

I have tossed and turned so many times that I am too tired to leave my bed.

It is not that I mind the others seeing

How ugly I have grown;

It is you who have caused me to lose my beauty,

Yet it is you I am ashamed should see me!






 Chang went away without meeting her, and a few days afterwards, when he
was leaving the town, wrote a poem of final farewell, which said:




You cannot say that you are abandoned and deserted;

For you have found some one to love you.

Why do you not convert your broodings over the past

Into kindness to your present husband?






After that they never heard of one another again. Many of Chang's
contemporaries praised the skill with which he extricated himself from
this entanglement. 






      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Poem

      The Lute Song

      Bai Juyi, translated by L. Cranmer-Byng, c. 816

      Bai Juyi wrote this poem in 816, after he had been demoted and sent away from the capital to a minor post on the Yangtze. The "lute" is the pipa, a four-stringed instrument played with a plectrum.

      By night, beside the river, underneath

The flower-like maple leaves that bloom alone

In autumn's silent revels of decay,

We said farewell.  The host, dismounting, sped

The parting guest whose boat rocked under him,

And when the circling stirrup-cup went round,

No light guitar, no lute, was heard again;

But on the heart aglow with wine there fell

Beneath the cold bright moon the cold adieu

Of fading friends — when suddenly beyond

The cradled waters stole the lullaby

Of some faint lute; then host forgot to go,

Guest lingered on:  all, wondering at the spell,

Besought the dim enchantress to reveal

Her presence; but the music died and gave

No answer, dying.  Then a boat shot forth

To bring the shy musician to the shore.

Cups were refilled and lanterns trimmed again,

And so the festival went on.  At last,

Slow yielding to their prayers, the stranger came,

Hiding her burning face behind her lute;

And twice her hand essayed the strings, and twice

She faltered in her task; then tenderly,

As for an old sad tale of hopeless years,

With drooping head and fingers deft she poured

Her soul forth into melodies.  Now slow

The plectrum led to prayer the cloistered chords,

Now loudly with the crash of falling rain,

Now soft as the leaf whispering of words,

Now loud and soft together as the long

Patter of pearls and seed-pearls on a dish

Of marble; liquid now as from the bush

Warbles the mango bird; meandering

Now as the streamlet seawards; voiceless now

As the wild torrent in the strangling arms

Of her ice-lover, lying motionless,

Lulled in a passion far too deep for sound.

Then as the water from the broken vase

Gushes, or on the mailed horseman falls

The anvil din of steel, as on the silk

The slash of rending, so upon the strings

Her plectrum fell. . . .

                          Then silence over us.

No sound broke the charmed air.  The autumn moon

Swam silver o'er the tide, as with a sigh

The stranger stirred to go.

                             "I passed," said she,

"My childhood in the capital; my home

Was near the hills.  A girl of twelve, I learnt

The magic of the lute, the passionate

Blending of lute and voice that drew the souls

Of the great masters to acknowledgment;

And lovely women, envious of my face,

Bowed at the shrine in secret.  The young lords

Vied for a look's approval.  One brief song

Brought many costly bales.  Gold ornaments

And silver pins were smashed and trodden down,

And blood-red silken skirts were stained with wine

In oft-times echoing applause.  And so

I laughed my life away from year to year

While the spring breezes and the autumn moon

Caressed my careless head.  Then on a day

My brother sought the battles in Kansuh;

My mother died:  nights passed and mornings came,

And with them waned my beauty.  Now no more

My doors were thronged; few were the cavaliers

That lingered by my side; so I became

A trader's wife, the chattel of a slave

Whose lord was gold, who, parting, little recked

Of separation and the unhonoured bride.

Since the tenth moon was full my husband went

To where the tea-fields ripen.  I remained,

To wander in my little lonely boat

Over the cold bright wave o' nights, and dream

Of the dead days, the haze of happy days,

And see them set again in dreams and tears."



     .    .    .    .    .

Already the sweet sorrows of her lute

Had moved my soul to pity; now these words

Pierced me the heart.  "O lady fair," I cried,

"We are the vagrants of the world, and need

No ceremony to be friends.  Last year

I left the Imperial City, banished far

To this plague-stricken spot, where desolation

Broods on from year to heavy year, nor lute

Nor love's guitar is heard.  By marshy bank

Girt with tall yellow reeds and dwarf bamboos

I dwell.  Night long and day no stir, no sound,

Only the lurking cuckoo's blood-stained note,

The gibbon's mournful wail.  Hill songs I have,

And village pipes with their discordant twang.

But now I listen to thy lute methinks

The gods were parents to thy music.  Sit

And sing to us again, while I engrave

Thy story on my tablets!"  Gratefully

(For long she had been standing) the lute girl

Sat down and passed into another song,

Sad and so soft, a dream, unlike the song

Of now ago.  Then all her hearers wept

In sorrow unrestrained; and I the more,

Weeping until the pale chrysanthemums

Upon my darkened robe were starred with dew.





      Text from Project Gutenberg.

    

  
    
      Essay

      Memorial on the Bone of Buddha

      Han Yu, translated by Herbert A. Giles, c. 819

      In 819 the Tang emperor had a relic said to be a bone of the Buddha carried in procession into his palace. Han Yu, a senior official and a champion of the old Confucian ways, sent him this protest. It nearly cost him his life, and he was banished to the far south.

      
        

A Memorial to the Throne.

Your Majesty's servant would submit that Buddhism is but a cult of the barbarians, and that its spread in China dates only from the later Han dynasty, and that the ancients knew nothing of it.

Of old, Huang Ti sat on the throne one hundred years, dying at the age of one hundred and ten. Shao Hao sat on the throne eighty years and died at the age of a hundred. Chuan Hsü sat on the throne seventy-nine years and died at the age of ninety-eight. Ti Ku sat on the throne seventy years and died at the age of a hundred and fifty. The Emperor Yao sat on the throne ninety-eight years and died at the age of a hundred and eighteen; and the Emperors Shun and Yü both attained the age of one hundred years. At that epoch the Empire was tranquil, and the people happy in the attainment of old age; and yet no Buddha had yet reached China. Subsequently, the Emperor T‘ang of the Yin dynasty reached the age of a hundred years; his grandson T‘ai Mou reigned for seventy-five years; and Wu Ting reigned for fifty-nine years. Their exact ages are not given in the annals, but at the lowest computation these can hardly have been less than a hundred years. Wên Wang of the Chou dynasty reached the age of ninety-seven, Wu Wang reached the age of ninety-three; and Mu Wang reigned for one hundred years; and as at that date likewise the Buddhist religion had not reached China, these examples of longevity cannot be attributed to the worship of the Lord Buddha.

The Buddhist religion was in fact introduced during the reign of Ming Ti of the Han dynasty; and that Emperor sat on the throne but eighteen years. After him came rebellion upon rebellion, with short-lived monarchs.

During the Sung, Ch‘i Liang, Ch‘ên, Yüan and Wei dynasties, and so on downwards, the Buddhistic religion gradually spread. The duration of those dynasties was comparatively short, only the Emperor Wu Ti of the Liang dynasty reigning for so long as forty-eight years. Thrice he devoted himself to the service of Buddha; at the sacrifices in his ancestral shrines no living victims were used; he daily took but one single meal, and that composed of fruits and vegetables; yet he was harassed by the rebel Ho Ching and died of hunger at T‘ai-ch‘êng, soon after which his dynasty came to an end. He sought happiness in the worship but found misfortune instead; from which it must be clear to all that Buddha himself is after all but an incompetent God.

When Kao Tsu obtained the Empire he contemplated the extermination of this religion; but the officials of that day were men of limited capabilities; they did not understand the way of our rulers of old; they did not understand the exigencies of the past and present; they did not understand how to avail themselves of His Majesty’s wisdom, and root out this evil. Therefore, the execution of this design was delayed, to your servant’s infinite sorrow.

Now your present Majesty, endowed with wisdom and courage such as are without parallel in the annals of the past thousand years, prohibited on your accession to the throne the practice of receiving candidates, whether male or female, for priestly orders, prohibiting likewise the erection of temples and monasteries; which caused your servant to believe that the mantle of Kao Tsu had descended on Your Majesty’s shoulders. And even should prohibition be impossible, patronage would still be out of the question. Yet your servant has now heard that instructions have been issued to the priestly community to proceed to Feng-hsiang and receive a bone of Buddha, and that from a high tower in the palace Your Majesty will view its introduction into the Imperial Palace; also that orders have been sent to the various temples, commanding that the relic be received with the proper ceremonies. Now, foolish though your servant may be, he is well aware that your Majesty does not do this in the vain hope of deriving advantages therefrom; but that in the fulness of our present plenty, and in the joy which reigns in the hearts of all, there is a desire to fall in with the wishes of the people in the celebration at the capital of this delusive mummery. For how could the wisdom of Your Majesty stoop to participation in such ridiculous beliefs? Still the people are slow of perception and easily beguiled; and should they behold Your Majesty thus earnestly worshipping at the feet of Buddha they would cry out, “See! the Son of Heaven, the All-Wise, is a fervent believer; who are we, his people, that we should spare our bodies?” Then would ensue a scorching of heads and burning of fingers; crowds would collect together, and tearing off their clothes and scattering their money, would spend their time from morn to eve in imitation of Your Majesty's example. The result would be that by and by young and old, seized with the same enthusiasm, would totally neglect the business of their lives; and should Your Majesty not prohibit it, they would be found flocking to the temples, ready to cut off an arm or slice their bodies as an offering to the God. Thus would our traditions and customs be seriously injured, and ourselves become a laughing-stock on the face of the earth;―truly, no small matter! For Buddha was a barbarian. His language was not the language of China; his clothes were of an alien cut. He did not utter the maxims of our ancient rulers, nor conform to the customs which they have handed down. He did not appreciate the bond between prince and minister, the tie between father and son. Supposing, indeed, this Buddha had come to our capital in the flesh, under an appointment from his own State, then your Majesty might have received him with a few words of admonition, bestowing on him a banquet and a suit of clothes, previous to sending him out of the country with an escort of soldiers, and thereby have avoided any dangerous influence on the minds of the people. But what are the facts? The bone of a man long since dead and decomposed, is to be admitted, forsooth, within the precincts of the Imperial Palace! Confucius said, “Pay all respect to spiritual beings, but keep them at a distance.” And so, when the princes of old paid visits of condolence to one another, it was customary for them to send on a magician in advance, with a peach wand in his hand, whereby to expel all noxious influences previous to the arrival of his master. Yet now Your Majesty is about to causelessly introduce a disgusting object, personally taking part in the proceedings without the intervention either of the magician or of his peach wand. Of the officials, not one has raised his voice against it; of the censors, not one has pointed out the enormity of such an act. Therefore your servant, overwhelmed with shame, implores Your Majesty that this bone may be handed over for destruction by fire or water, whereby the root of this great evil may be exterminated for all time, and the people know how much the wisdom of Your Majesty surpasses that of ordinary men. The glory of such a deed will be beyond all praise. And should the Lord Buddha have power to avenge this insult by the infliction of some misfortune, then let the vials of his wrath be poured out upon the person of your servant who now calls Heaven to witness that he will not repent him of his oath.

In all gratitude and sincerity your Majesty’s servant now humbly presents, with fear and trembling, this Memorial for your Majesty’s benign consideration.





      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Afterword

      Day Fifty-Three: Tang China, around 810

      On their last evening Ying-ying begins “Rainbow Skirts and Feather Jackets”, and it “broke off into a wild and passionate dirge”. Readers then knew that tune. It came from the court of the emperor Xuanzong, where his favourite, Yang Guifei, danced to it. When rebellion broke out in 755 his soldiers blamed her, and the next year he had to order her death. Bai Juyi told the story in his most famous poem, the Song of Everlasting Sorrow, where war drums break off this same tune. So when Chang says that “a single woman” brought kings of old to ruin, his hearers had a nearer case in mind. Han Yu has his own idea of what ruins emperors: “the bone of a man long since dead”.

      Ying-ying won’t come when she is called, neither to thank her cousin at the feast nor, years later, to see him in her husband’s house. Bai Juyi’s lute-girl does come, “Hiding her burning face behind her lute”, and the banished official weeps for her. Everyone who hears Ying-ying’s letter is “deeply moved”; many end by praising “the skill with which he extricated himself”.

      A play of about 1300, The Romance of the Western Chamber, gave the story a happy ending, with the lovers married. And the maid Hung-niang, who carried the poems, became the Chinese word for a matchmaker: hongniang.

    

  
    
      Day Fifty-Four

      Enlightenment

      20 minutes

      
        Story
        Memnon the Philosopher
        Voltaire · 9 minutes
        Voltaire's comic tale of a man who resolves, one morning, to become perfectly wise.
      

      
        Poem
        Wanderer's Night-Song
        Johann Wolfgang von Goethe · 1 minute
        Eight lines pencilled on a hut wall, and perhaps the most famous poem in German.
      

      
        Essay
        An Answer to the Question: What Is Enlightenment?
        Immanuel Kant · 11 minutes
        "Sapere aude! Have courage to use your own reason!": the motto of an age.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      Memnon the Philosopher

      Voltaire, 1749

      Memnon one day took it into his head to become a great philosopher. "To
be perfectly happy," said he to himself, "I have nothing to do but to
divest myself entirely of passions; and nothing is more easy, as
everybody knows. In the first place, I will never be in love; for, when
I see a beautiful woman, I will say to myself, these cheeks will one day
grow sallow and wrinkled, these eyes be encircled with vermilion, that
bosom become lean and emaciated, that head bald and palsied. Now I have
only to consider her at present in imagination as she will afterwards
appear in reality, and certainly a fair face will never turn my head.

"In the second place, I shall always be temperate. It will be in vain to
tempt me with good cheer, with delicious wines, or the charms of
society, I will have only to figure to myself the consequences of
excess—an aching head, a loathing stomach, the loss of reason, of
health, and of time: I will then only eat to supply the waste of nature;
my health will be always equal, my ideas pure and luminous. All this is
so easy that there is no merit in accomplishing it."

"But," says Memnon, "I must think a little of how I am to regulate my
fortune: why, my desires are moderate, my wealth is securely placed with
the Receiver General of the finances of Nineveh. I have wherewithal to
live independent; and that is the greatest of blessings. I shall never
be under the cruel necessity of dancing attendance at court. I will
never envy any one, and nobody will envy me. Still all this is easy. I
have friends, and I will preserve them, for we shall never have any
difference. I will never take amiss anything they may say or do; and
they will behave in the same way to me. There is no difficulty in all
this."

Having thus laid this little plan of philosophy in his closet, Memnon
put his head out of the window. He saw two women walking under the
plane-trees near his house. The one was old, and appeared quite at her
ease. The other was young, handsome, and seemingly much agitated. She
sighed, she wept, and seemed on that account still more beautiful. Our
philosopher was touched, not, to be sure, with the lady, (he was too
much determined not to feel any uneasiness of that kind) but with the
distress which he saw her in. He came down stairs, and accosted the
young Ninevite, designing to console her with philosophy. That lovely
person related to him, with an air of the greatest simplicity, and in
the most affecting manner, the injuries she sustained from an imaginary
uncle—with what art he had deprived her of some imaginary property, and
of the violence which she pretended to dread from him.

"You appear to me," said she, "a man of such wisdom, that if you will
come to my house and examine into my affairs, I am persuaded you will be
able to relieve me from the cruel embarrassment I am at present involved
in."

Memnon did not hesitate to follow her, to examine her affairs
philosophically, and to give her sound counsel.

The afflicted lady led him into a perfumed chamber, and politely made
him sit down with her on a large sofa, where they both placed themselves
opposite to each other, in the attitude of conversation; the one eager
in telling her story, the other listening with devout attention. The
lady spoke with downcast eyes, whence there sometimes fell a tear, and
which, as she now and then ventured to raise them, always met those of
the sage Memnon. Their discourse was full of tenderness, which redoubled
as often as their eyes met. Memnon took her affairs exceedingly to
heart, and felt himself every instant more and more inclined to oblige a
person so virtuous and so unhappy. By degrees, in the warmth of
conversation they drew nearer. Memnon counseled her with great wisdom,
and gave her most tender advice.

At this interesting moment, as may easily be imagined, who should come
in but the uncle. He was armed from head to foot, and the first thing he
said was, that he would immediately sacrifice, as was just, both Memnon
and his niece. The latter, who made her escape, knew that he was
disposed to pardon, provided a good round sum were offered to him.
Memnon was obliged to purchase his safety with all he had about him. In
those days people were happy in getting so easily quit. America was not
then discovered, and distressed ladies were not then so dangerous as
they are now.

Memnon, covered with shame and confusion, got home to his own house. He
there found a card inviting him to dinner with some of his intimate
friends.

"If I remain at home alone," said he, "I shall have my mind so occupied
with this vexatious adventure, that I shall not be able to eat a bit,
and I shall bring upon myself some disease. It will therefore be prudent
in me to go to my intimate friends and partake with them of a frugal
repast. I shall forget, in the sweets of their society, the folly I have
this morning been guilty of."

Accordingly he attends the meeting; he is discovered to be uneasy at
something, and he is urged to drink and banish care.

"A little wine, drank in moderation, comforts the heart of God and man:"
so reasoned Memnon the philosopher, and he became intoxicated. After the
repast, play is proposed.

"A little play, with one's intimate friends, is a harmless pastime." He
plays and loses all in his purse, and four times as much on his word. A
dispute arises on some circumstance in the game, and the disputants grow
warm. One of his intimate friends throws a dice-box at his head, and
strikes out one of his eyes. The philosopher Memnon is carried home
drunk and penniless, with the loss of an eye.

He sleeps out his debauch, and, when his head becomes clear, he sends
his servant to the Receiver General of the finances of Nineveh, to draw
a little money to pay his debt of honor to his intimate friends. The
servant returns and informs him, that the Receiver General had that
morning been declared a fraudulent bankrupt, and that by this means an
hundred families are reduced to poverty and despair. Memnon, almost
beside himself, puts a plaster on his eye and a petition in his pocket,
and goes to court to solicit justice from the king against the bankrupt.
In the saloon he meets a number of ladies, all in the highest spirits,
and sailing along with hoops four-and-twenty feet in circumference. One
of them, slightly acquainted with him, eyed him askance, and cried
aloud: "Ah! what a horrid monster!"

Another, who was better acquainted with him, thus accosts him:
"Good-morrow, Mr. Memnon, I hope you are well, Mr. Memnon. La! Mr.
Memnon, how did you lose your eye?" and turning upon her heel, she
tripped unconcernedly away.

Memnon hid himself in a corner, and waited for the moment when he could
throw himself at the feet of the monarch. That moment at last arrived.
Three times he kissed the earth, and presented his petition. His
gracious majesty received him very favorably, and referred the paper to
one of his satraps. The satrap takes Memnon aside, and says to him with
a haughty air and satirical grin:

"Hark ye, you fellow with the one eye, you must be a comical dog indeed,
to address yourself to the king rather than to me: and still more so, to
dare to demand justice against an honest bankrupt, whom I honor with my
protection, and who is also a nephew to the waiting-maid of my mistress.
Proceed no further in this business, my good friend, if you wish to
preserve the eye you have left."

Memnon having thus, in his closet, resolved to renounce women, the
excess of the table, play, and quarreling, but especially having
determined never to go to court, had been in the short space of
four-and-twenty hours duped and robbed by a gentle dame, had got drunk,
had gamed, had been engaged in a quarrel, had got his eye knocked out,
and had been at court, where he was sneered at and insulted.

Petrified with astonishment, and his heart broken with grief, Memnon
returns homeward in despair. As he was about to enter his house, he is
repulsed by a number of officers who are carrying off his furniture for
the benefit of his creditors. He falls down almost lifeless under a
plane-tree. There he finds the fair dame of the morning, who was walking
with her dear uncle; and both set up a loud laugh on seeing Memnon with
his plaster. The night approached, and Memnon made his bed on some straw
near the walls of his house. Here the ague seized him, and he fell
asleep in one of the fits, when a celestial spirit appeared to him in a
dream.

It was all resplendent with light: it had six beautiful wings, but
neither feet, nor head, and could be likened to nothing.

"What art thou?" said Memnon.

"Thy good genius," replied the spirit.

"Restore me then my eye, my health, my fortune, my reason," said Memnon;
and he related how he had lost them all in one day. "These are
adventures which never happen to us in the world we inhabit," said the
spirit.

"And what world do you inhabit?" said the man of affliction.

"My native country," replied the other, "is five hundred millions of
leagues distant from the sun, in a little star near Sirius, which you
see from hence."

"Charming country!" said Memnon. "And are there indeed with you no jades
to dupe a poor devil, no intimate friends that win his money and knock
out an eye for him, no fraudulent bankrupts, no satraps, that make a
jest of you while they refuse you justice?"

"No," said the inhabitant of the star, "we have nothing of the kind. We
are never duped by women, because we have none among us; we never commit
excesses at table, because we neither eat nor drink; we have no
bankrupts, because with us there is neither silver nor gold; our eyes
cannot be knocked out, because we have not bodies in the form of yours;
and satraps never do us injustice, because in our world we are all
equal."

"Pray my lord," said Memnen, "without women and without eating how do
you spend your time?"

"In watching, over the other worlds that are entrusted to us; and I am
now come to give you consolation."

"Alas!" replied Memnon, "why did you not come yesterday to hinder me
from committing so many indiscretions?"

"I was with your elder brother Hassan," said the celestial being. "He is
still more to be pitied than you are. His most gracious majesty, the
sultan of the Indies, in whose court he has the honor to serve, has
caused both his eyes to be put out for some small indiscretion; and he
is now in a dungeon, his hands and feet loaded with chains."

"'Tis a happy thing, truly," said Memnon, "to have a good genius in
one's family, when out of two brothers, one is blind of an eye, the
other blind of both; one stretched upon straw, the other in a dungeon."

"Your fate will soon change," said the spirit of the star. "It is true
you will never recover your eye; but, except that, you may be
sufficiently happy if you never again take it into your head to be a
perfect philosopher."

"Is it then impossible?" said Memnon.

"As impossible as to be perfectly wise, perfectly strong, perfectly
powerful, perfectly happy. We ourselves are very far from it. There is a
world indeed where all this takes place; but, in the hundred thousand
millions of worlds dispersed over the regions of space, everything goes
on by degrees. There is less philosophy and less enjoyment in the second
than in the first, less in the third than in the second, and so forth
till the last in the scale, where all are completely fools."

"I am afraid," said Memnon, "that our little terraqueous globe here is
the madhouse of those hundred thousand millions of worlds, of which your
lordship does me the honor to speak."

"Not quite," said the spirit, "but very nearly; everything must be in
its proper place."

"But are those poets and philosophers wrong, then, who tell us that
everything is for the best?"

"No, they are right, when we consider things in relation to the
gradation of the whole universe."

"Oh! I shall never believe it till I recover my eye again," said the
unfortunate Memnon.



      Text from Project Gutenberg. Anonymous translation from Voltaire's Romances (1889). Standard Ebooks' Peter Phalen translation would be preferable once it is readable online.

    

  
    
      Poem

      Wanderer's Night-Song

      Johann Wolfgang von Goethe, translated by Henry Wadsworth Longfellow, 1780

      
        O'er all the hilltops

 Is quiet now,

In all the tree-tops

 Hearest thou

Hardly a breath;

 The birds are asleep in the trees:

Wait; soon like these

 Thou, too, shalt rest.








      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Essay

      An Answer to the Question: What Is Enlightenment?

      Immanuel Kant, translated by Lewis White Beck, 1784

      In 1783 a Berlin magazine asked, in passing, what “enlightenment” actually is; this is Kant's answer, published there the next year. Kant was a philosophy professor in Königsberg, in Prussia, whose king, Frederick the Great, is the “one prince in the world” he praises.

      
        
Enlightenment is man's release from his self-incurred tutelage. Tutelage is man's inability to make use of his understanding without direction from another. Self-incurred is this tutelage when its cause lies not in lack of reason but in lack of resolution and courage to use it without direction from another. Sapere aude! "Have courage to use your own reason!" - that is the motto of enlightenment.

Laziness and cowardice are the reasons why so great a portion of mankind, after nature has long since discharged them from external direction (naturaliter maiorennes), nevertheless remains under lifelong tutelage, and why it is so easy for others to set themselves up as their guardians. It is so easy not to be of age. If I have a book which understands for me, a pastor who has a conscience for me, a physician who decides my diet, and so forth, I need not trouble myself. I need not think, if I can only pay - others will easily undertake the irksome work for me.

That the step to competence is held to be very dangerous by the far greater portion of mankind (and by the entire fair sex) - quite apart from its being arduous is seen to by those guardians who have so kindly assumed superintendence over them. After the guardians have first made their domestic cattle dumb and have made sure that these placid creatures will not dare take a single step without the harness of the cart to which they are tethered, the guardians then show them the danger which threatens if they try to go alone. Actually, however, this danger is not so great, for by falling a few times they would finally learn to walk alone. But an example of this failure makes them timid and ordinarily frightens them away from all further trials.

For any single individual to work himself out of the life under tutelage which has become almost his nature is very difficult. He has come to be fond of his state, and he is for the present really incapable of making use of his reason, for no one has ever let him try it out. Statutes and formulas, those mechanical tools of the rational employment or rather misemployment of his natural gifts, are the fetters of an everlasting tutelage. Whoever throws them off makes only an uncertain leap over the narrowest ditch because he is not accustomed to that kind of free motion. Therefore, there are few who have succeeded by their own exercise of mind both in freeing themselves from incompetence and in achieving a steady pace.

But that the public should enlighten itself is more possible; indeed, if only freedom is granted enlightenment is almost sure to follow. For there will always be some independent thinkers, even among the established guardians of the great masses, who, after throwing off the yoke of tutelage from their own shoulders, will disseminate the spirit of the rational appreciation of both their own worth and every man's vocation for thinking for himself. But be it noted that the public, which has first been brought under this yoke by their guardians, forces the guardians themselves to remain bound when it is incited to do so by some of the guardians who are themselves capable of some enlightenment - so harmful is it to implant prejudices, for they later take vengeance on their cultivators or on their descendants. Thus the public can only slowly attain enlightenment. Perhaps a fall of personal despotism or of avaricious or tyrannical oppression may be accomplished by revolution, but never a true reform in ways of thinking. Farther, new prejudices will serve as well as old ones to harness the great unthinking masses.

For this enlightenment, however, nothing is required but freedom, and indeed the most harmless among all the things to which this term can properly be applied. It is the freedom to make public use of one's reason at every point. But I hear on all sides, "Do not argue!" The Officer says: "Do not argue but drill!" The tax collector: "Do not argue but pay!" The cleric: "Do not argue but believe!" Only one prince in the world says, "Argue as much as you will, and about what you will, but obey!" Everywhere there is restriction on freedom.

Which restriction is an obstacle to enlightenment, and which is not an obstacle but a promoter of it? I answer: The public use of one's reason must always be free, and it alone can bring about enlightenment among men. The private use of reason, on the other hand, may often be very narrowly restricted without particularly hindering the progress of enlightenment. By the public use of one's reason I understand the use which a person makes of it as a scholar before the reading public. Private use I call that which one may make of it in a particular civil post or office which is entrusted to him. Many affairs which are conducted in the interest of the community require a certain mechanism through which some members of the community must passively conduct themselves with an artificial unanimity, so that the government may direct them to public ends, or at least prevent them from destroying those ends. Here argument is certainly not allowed - one must obey. But so far as a part of the mechanism regards himself at the same time as a member of the whole community or of a society of world citizens, and thus in the role of a scholar who addresses the public (in the proper sense of the word) through his writings, he certainly can argue without hurting the affairs for which he is in part responsible as a passive member. Thus it would be ruinous for an officer in service to debate about the suitability or utility of a command given to him by his superior; he must obey. But the right to make remarks on errors in the military service and to lay them before the public for judgment cannot equitably be refused him as a scholar. The citizen cannot refuse to pay the taxes imposed on him; indeed, an impudent complaint at those levied on him can be punished as a scandal (as it could occasion general refractoriness). But the same person nevertheless does not act contrary to his duty as a citizen, when, as a scholar, he publicly expresses his thoughts on the inappropriateness or even the injustices of these levies, Similarly a clergyman is obligated to make his sermon to his pupils in catechism and his congregation conform to the symbol of the church which he serves, for he has been accepted on this condition. But as a scholar he has complete freedom, even the calling, to communicate to the public all his carefully tested and well meaning thoughts on that which is erroneous in the symbol and to make suggestions for the better organization of the religious body and church. In doing this there is nothing that could be laid as a burden on his conscience. For what he teaches as a consequence of his office as a representative of the church, this he considers something about which he has not freedom to teach according to his own lights; it is something which he is appointed to propound at the dictation of and in the name of another. He will say, "Our church teaches this or that; those are the proofs which it adduces." He thus extracts all practical uses for his congregation from statutes to which he himself would not subscribe with full conviction but to the enunciation of which he can very well pledge himself because it is not impossible that truth lies hidden in them, and, in any case, there is at least nothing in them contradictory to inner religion. For if he believed he had found such in them, he could not conscientiously discharge the duties of his office; he would have to give it up. The use, therefore, which an appointed teacher makes of his reason before his congregation is merely private, because this congregation is only a domestic one (even if it be a large gathering); with respect to it, as a priest, he is not free, nor can he be free, because he carries out the orders of another. But as a scholar, whose writings speak to his public, the world, the clergyman in the public use of his reason enjoys an unlimited freedom to use his own reason to speak in his own person. That the guardian of the people (in spiritual things) should themselves be incompetent is an absurdity which amounts to the eternalization of absurdities.

But would not a society of clergymen, perhaps a church conference or a venerable classis (as they call themselves among the Dutch), be justified in obligating itself by oath to a certain unchangeable symbol in order to enjoy an unceasing guardianship over each of its numbers and thereby over the people as a whole, and even to make it eternal? I answer that this is altogether impossible. Such contract, made to shut off all further enlightenment from the human race, is absolutely null and void even if confirmed by the supreme power, by parliaments, and by the most ceremonious of peace treaties. An age cannot bind itself and ordain to put the succeeding one into such a condition that it cannot extend its (at best very occasional) knowledge, purify itself of errors, and progress in general enlightenment. That would be a crime against human nature, the proper destination of which lies precisely in this progress and the descendants would be fully justified in rejecting those decrees as having been made in an unwarranted and malicious manner.

The touchstone of everything that can be concluded as a law for a people lies in the question whether the people could have imposed such a law on itself. Now such religious compact might be possible for a short and definitely limited time, as it were, in expectation of a better. One might let every citizen, and especially the clergyman, in the role of scholar, make his comments freely and publicly, i.e. through writing, on the erroneous aspects of the present institution. The newly introduced order might last until insight into the nature of these things had become so general and widely approved that through uniting their voices (even if not unanimously) they could bring a proposal to the throne to take those congregations under protection which had united into a changed religious organization according to their better ideas, without, however hindering others who wish to remain in the order. But to unite in a permanent religious institution which is not to be subject to doubt before the public even in the lifetime of one man, and thereby to make a period of time fruitless in the progress of mankind toward improvement, thus working to the disadvantage of posterity - that is absolutely forbidden. For himself (and only for a short time) a man may postpone enlightenment in what he ought to know, but to renounce it for posterity is to injure and trample on the rights of mankind. And what a people may not decree for itself can even less be decreed for them by a monarch, for his lawgiving authority rests on his uniting the general public will in his own. If he only sees to it that all true or alleged improvement stands together with civil order, he can leave it to his subjects to do what they find necessary for their spiritual welfare. This is not his concern, though it is incumbent on him to prevent one of them from violently hindering another in determining and promoting this welfare to the best of his ability. To meddle in these matters lowers his own majesty, since by the writings in which his own subjects seek to present their views he may evaluate his own governance. He can do this when, with deepest understanding, he lays upon himself the reproach, Caesar non est supra grammaticos. Far more does he injure his own majesty when he degrades his supreme power by supporting the ecclesiastical despotism of some tyrants in his state over his other subjects.

If we are asked, "Do we now live in an enlightened age?" the answer is, "No," but we do live in an age of enlightenment. As things now stand, much is lacking which prevents men from being, or easily becoming, capable of correctly using their own reason in religious matters with assurance and free from outside direction. But on the other hand, we have clear indications that the field has now been opened wherein men may freely deal with these things and that the obstacles to general enlightenment or the release from self-imposed tutelage are gradually being reduced. In this respect, this is the age of enlightenment, or the century of Frederick.

A prince who does not find it unworthy of himself to say that he holds it to be his duty to prescribe nothing to men in religious matters but to give them complete freedom while renouncing the haughty name of tolerance, is himself enlightened and deserves to be esteemed by the grateful world and posterity as the first, at least from the side of government, who divested the human race of its tutelage and left each man free to make use of his reason in matters of conscience. Under him venerable ecclesiastics are allowed, in the role of scholar, and without infringing on their official duties, freely to submit for public testing their judgments and views which here and there diverge from the established symbol. And an even greater freedom is enjoyed by those who are restricted by no official duties. This spirit of freedom spreads beyond this land, even to those in which it must struggle with external obstacles erected by a government which misunderstands its own interest. For an example gives evidence to such a government that in freedom there is not the least cause for concern about public peace and the stability of the community. Men work themselves gradually out of barbarity if only intentional artifices are not made to hold them in it.

I have placed the main point of enlightenment - the escape of men from their self-incurred tutelage - chiefly in matters of religion because our rulers have no interest in playing guardian with respect to the arts and sciences and also because religious incompetence is not only the most harmful but also the most degrading of all. But the manner of thinking of the head of a state who favors religious enlightenment goes further, and he sees that there is no danger to his lawgiving in allowing his subjects to make public use of their reason and to publish their thoughts on a better formulation of his legislation and even their open-minded criticisms of the laws already made. Of this we have a shining example wherein no monarch is superior to him we honor.

But only one who is himself enlightened, is not afraid of shadows, and has a numerous and well-disciplined army to assure public peace, can say: "Argue as much as you will, and about what you will, only obey!" A republic could not dare say such a thing. Here is shown a strange and unexpected trend in human affairs in which almost everything, looked at in the large, is paradoxical. A greater degree of civil freedom appears advantageous to the freedom of mind of the people, and yet it places inescapable limitations upon it. A lower degree of civil freedom, on the contrary, provides the mind with room for each man to extend himself to his full capacity. As nature has uncovered from under this hard shell the seed for which she most tenderly cares - the propensity and vocation to free thinking - this gradually works back upon the character of the people, who thereby gradually become capable of managing freedom; finally, it affects the principles of government, which finds it to its advantage to treat men, who are now more than machines, in accordance with their dignity.




      

      Text from Wikisource. Beck's translation (1963) is public domain in the US because its copyright was not renewed (Wikisource, PD-US-no-renewal).

    

  
    
      Afterword

      Day Fifty-Four: Enlightenment

      Kant says people kept in harness are afraid to go alone, though “by falling a few times they would finally learn to walk alone”. Memnon decides one morning to be perfectly wise, and by night he falls “almost lifeless under a plane-tree”. His good genius and Kant end in the same place: “everything goes on by degrees”, and the public “can only slowly attain enlightenment”. We live, Kant says, not in an enlightened age but in “an age of enlightenment”.

      Both writers knew the prince who says, “Argue as much as you will, and about what you will, but obey!” Voltaire lived at Frederick the Great’s court for nearly three years, quarrelled with him, and on his way home was held at Frankfurt for weeks by Frederick’s agents. Kant’s turn came later. In 1794 Frederick’s nephew and successor rebuked him for what he had published on religion, and Kant promised, as His Majesty’s loyal subject, to say no more about it. He argued, and obeyed. When that king died, Kant held himself released, and wrote on religion again.

      Goethe pencilled his eight lines on the wall of a hut on a wooded hilltop in 1780. In 1831, just before his eighty-second birthday, he went up to the hut again, found them, read them through, and wept. He died the next spring.

    

  
    
      Day Fifty-Five

      Tempting fate

      23 minutes

      
        Story
        The Monkey's Paw
        W. W. Jacobs · 16 minutes
        An old soldier back from India brings a mummified paw to a cosy family evening and warns them not to wish on it.
      

      
        Poem
        To an Athlete Dying Young (A Shropshire Lad, XIX)
        A. E. Housman · 1 minute
        The town that once carried a young runner home shoulder-high carries him again.
      

      
        Essay
        Solon and Croesus
        Herodotus · 6 minutes
        The richest king in the world asks a visiting Athenian lawmaker who is the happiest man he has ever met.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      The Monkey's Paw

      W. W. Jacobs, 1902

      
I

Without, the night was cold and wet, but in the small parlour of Laburnam Villa the blinds were drawn and the fire burned brightly. Father and son were at chess, the former, who possessed ideas about the game involving radical changes, putting his king into such sharp and unnecessary perils that it even provoked comment from the white-haired old lady knitting placidly by the fire.

“Hark at the wind,” said Mr. White, who, having seen a fatal mistake after it was too late, was amiably desirous of preventing his son from seeing it.

“I’m listening,” said the latter, grimly surveying the board as he stretched out his hand. “Check.”

“I should hardly think that he’d come tonight,” said his father, with his hand poised over the board.

“Mate,” replied the son.

“That’s the worst of living so far out,” bawled Mr. White, with sudden and unlooked-for violence; “of all the beastly, slushy, out-of-the-way places to live in, this is the worst. Pathway’s a bog, and the road’s a torrent. I don’t know what people are thinking about. I suppose because only two houses in the road are let, they think it doesn’t matter.”

“Never mind, dear,” said his wife, soothingly; “perhaps you’ll win the next one.”

Mr. White looked up sharply, just in time to intercept a knowing glance between mother and son. The words died away on his lips, and he hid a guilty grin in his thin grey beard.

“There he is,” said Herbert White, as the gate banged to loudly and heavy footsteps came toward the door.

The old man rose with hospitable haste, and opening the door, was heard condoling with the new arrival. The new arrival also condoled with himself, so that Mrs. White said, “Tut, tut!” and coughed gently as her husband entered the room, followed by a tall, burly man, beady of eye and rubicund of visage.

“Sergeant-Major Morris,” he said, introducing him.

The sergeant-major shook hands, and taking the proffered seat by the fire, watched contentedly while his host got out whiskey and tumblers and stood a small copper kettle on the fire.

At the third glass his eyes got brighter, and he began to talk, the little family circle regarding with eager interest this visitor from distant parts, as he squared his broad shoulders in the chair and spoke of wild scenes and doughty deeds; of wars and plagues and strange peoples.

“Twenty-one years of it,” said Mr. White, nodding at his wife and son. “When he went away he was a slip of a youth in the warehouse. Now look at him.”

“He don’t look to have taken much harm,” said Mrs. White, politely.

“I’d like to go to India myself,” said the old man, “just to look round a bit, you know.”

“Better where you are,” said the sergeant-major, shaking his head. He put down the empty glass, and sighing softly, shook it again.

“I should like to see those old temples and fakirs and jugglers,” said the old man. “What was that you started telling me the other day about a monkey’s paw or something, Morris?”

“Nothing,” said the soldier, hastily. “Leastways nothing worth hearing.”

“Monkey’s paw?” said Mrs. White, curiously.

“Well, it’s just a bit of what you might call magic, perhaps,” said the sergeant-major, offhandedly.

His three listeners leaned forward eagerly. The visitor absentmindedly put his empty glass to his lips and then set it down again. His host filled it for him.

“To look at,” said the sergeant-major, fumbling in his pocket, “it’s just an ordinary little paw, dried to a mummy.”

He took something out of his pocket and proffered it. Mrs. White drew back with a grimace, but her son, taking it, examined it curiously.

“And what is there special about it?” inquired Mr. White as he took it from his son, and having examined it, placed it upon the table.

“It had a spell put on it by an old fakir,” said the sergeant-major, “a very holy man. He wanted to show that fate ruled people’s lives, and that those who interfered with it did so to their sorrow. He put a spell on it so that three separate men could each have three wishes from it.”

His manner was so impressive that his hearers were conscious that their light laughter jarred somewhat.

“Well, why don’t you have three, sir?” said Herbert White, cleverly.

The soldier regarded him in the way that middle age is wont to regard presumptuous youth. “I have,” he said, quietly, and his blotchy face whitened.

“And did you really have the three wishes granted?” asked Mrs. White.

“I did,” said the sergeant-major, and his glass tapped against his strong teeth.

“And has anybody else wished?” persisted the old lady.

“The first man had his three wishes. Yes,” was the reply; “I don’t know what the first two were, but the third was for death. That’s how I got the paw.”

His tones were so grave that a hush fell upon the group.

“If you’ve had your three wishes, it’s no good to you now, then, Morris,” said the old man at last. “What do you keep it for?”

The soldier shook his head. “Fancy, I suppose,” he said, slowly. “I did have some idea of selling it, but I don’t think I will. It has caused enough mischief already. Besides, people won’t buy. They think it’s a fairy tale; some of them, and those who do think anything of it want to try it first and pay me afterward.”

“If you could have another three wishes,” said the old man, eyeing him keenly, “would you have them?”

“I don’t know,” said the other. “I don’t know.”

He took the paw, and dangling it between his forefinger and thumb, suddenly threw it upon the fire. White, with a slight cry, stooped down and snatched it off.

“Better let it burn,” said the soldier, solemnly.

“If you don’t want it, Morris,” said the other, “give it to me.”

“I won’t,” said his friend, doggedly. “I threw it on the fire. If you keep it, don’t blame me for what happens. Pitch it on the fire again like a sensible man.”

The other shook his head and examined his new possession closely. “How do you do it?” he inquired.

“Hold it up in your right hand and wish aloud,” said the sergeant-major, “but I warn you of the consequences.”

“Sounds like the Arabian Nights,” said Mrs. White, as she rose and began to set the supper. “Don’t you think you might wish for four pairs of hands for me?”

Her husband drew the talisman from pocket, and then all three burst into laughter as the sergeant-major, with a look of alarm on his face, caught him by the arm.

“If you must wish,” he said, gruffly, “wish for something sensible.”

Mr. White dropped it back in his pocket, and placing chairs, motioned his friend to the table. In the business of supper the talisman was partly forgotten, and afterward the three sat listening in an enthralled fashion to a second instalment of the soldier’s adventures in India.

“If the tale about the monkey’s paw is not more truthful than those he has been telling us,” said Herbert, as the door closed behind their guest, just in time for him to catch the last train, “we shan’t make much out of it.”

“Did you give him anything for it, father?” inquired Mrs. White, regarding her husband closely.

“A trifle,” said he, colouring slightly. “He didn’t want it, but I made him take it. And he pressed me again to throw it away.”

“Likely,” said Herbert, with pretended horror. “Why, we’re going to be rich, and famous and happy. Wish to be an emperor, father, to begin with; then you can’t be henpecked.”

He darted round the table, pursued by the maligned Mrs. White armed with an antimacassar.

Mr. White took the paw from his pocket and eyed it dubiously. “I don’t know what to wish for, and that’s a fact,” he said, slowly. “It seems to me I’ve got all I want.”

“If you only cleared the house, you’d be quite happy, wouldn’t you?” said Herbert, with his hand on his shoulder. “Well, wish for two hundred pounds, then; that’ll just do it.”

His father, smiling shamefacedly at his own credulity, held up the talisman, as his son, with a solemn face, somewhat marred by a wink at his mother, sat down at the piano and struck a few impressive chords.

“I wish for two hundred pounds,” said the old man distinctly.

A fine crash from the piano greeted the words, interrupted by a shuddering cry from the old man. His wife and son ran toward him.

“It moved,” he cried, with a glance of disgust at the object as it lay on the floor.

“As I wished, it twisted in my hand like a snake.”

“Well, I don’t see the money,” said his son as he picked it up and placed it on the table, “and I bet I never shall.”

“It must have been your fancy, father,” said his wife, regarding him anxiously.

He shook his head. “Never mind, though; there’s no harm done, but it gave me a shock all the same.”

They sat down by the fire again while the two men finished their pipes. Outside, the wind was higher than ever, and the old man started nervously at the sound of a door banging upstairs. A silence unusual and depressing settled upon all three, which lasted until the old couple rose to retire for the night.

“I expect you’ll find the cash tied up in a big bag in the middle of your bed,” said Herbert, as he bade them goodnight, “and something horrible squatting up on top of the wardrobe watching you as you pocket your ill-gotten gains.”

He sat alone in the darkness, gazing at the dying fire, and seeing faces in it. The last face was so horrible and so simian that he gazed at it in amazement. It got so vivid that, with a little uneasy laugh, he felt on the table for a glass containing a little water to throw over it. His hand grasped the monkey’s paw, and with a little shiver he wiped his hand on his coat and went up to bed.

II

In the brightness of the wintry sun next morning as it streamed over the breakfast table he laughed at his fears. There was an air of prosaic wholesomeness about the room which it had lacked on the previous night, and the dirty, shrivelled little paw was pitched on the sideboard with a carelessness which betokened no great belief in its virtues.

“I suppose all old soldiers are the same,” said Mrs. White. “The idea of our listening to such nonsense! How could wishes be granted in these days? And if they could, how could two hundred pounds hurt you, father?”

“Might drop on his head from the sky,” said the frivolous Herbert.

“Morris said the things happened so naturally,” said his father, “that you might if you so wished attribute it to coincidence.”

“Well, don’t break into the money before I come back,” said Herbert as he rose from the table. “I’m afraid it’ll turn you into a mean, avaricious man, and we shall have to disown you.”

His mother laughed, and following him to the door, watched him down the road; and returning to the breakfast table, was very happy at the expense of her husband’s credulity. All of which did not prevent her from scurrying to the door at the postman’s knock, nor prevent her from referring somewhat shortly to retired sergeant-majors of bibulous habits when she found that the post brought a tailor’s bill.

“Herbert will have some more of his funny remarks, I expect, when he comes home,” she said, as they sat at dinner.

“I dare say,” said Mr. White, pouring himself out some beer; “but for all that, the thing moved in my hand; that I’ll swear to.”

“You thought it did,” said the old lady soothingly.

“I say it did,” replied the other. “There was no thought about it; I had just⁠—What’s the matter?”

His wife made no reply. She was watching the mysterious movements of a man outside, who, peering in an undecided fashion at the house, appeared to be trying to make up his mind to enter. In mental connection with the two hundred pounds, she noticed that the stranger was well dressed, and wore a silk hat of glossy newness. Three times he paused at the gate, and then walked on again. The fourth time he stood with his hand upon it, and then with sudden resolution flung it open and walked up the path. Mrs. White at the same moment placed her hands behind her, and hurriedly unfastening the strings of her apron, put that useful article of apparel beneath the cushion of her chair.

She brought the stranger, who seemed ill at ease, into the room. He gazed at her furtively, and listened in a preoccupied fashion as the old lady apologized for the appearance of the room, and her husband’s coat, a garment which he usually reserved for the garden. She then waited as patiently as her sex would permit, for him to broach his business, but he was at first strangely silent.

“I⁠—was asked to call,” he said at last, and stooped and picked a piece of cotton from his trousers. “I come from Maw and Meggins.”

The old lady started. “Is anything the matter?” she asked, breathlessly. “Has anything happened to Herbert? What is it? What is it?”

Her husband interposed. “There, there, mother,” he said, hastily. “Sit down, and don’t jump to conclusions. You’ve not brought bad news, I’m sure, sir;” and he eyed the other wistfully.

“I’m sorry⁠—” began the visitor.

“Is he hurt?” demanded the mother, wildly.

The visitor bowed in assent. “Badly hurt,” he said, quietly, “but he is not in any pain.”

“Oh, thank God!” said the old woman, clasping her hands. “Thank God for that! Thank⁠—”

She broke off suddenly as the sinister meaning of the assurance dawned upon her and she saw the awful confirmation of her fears in the other’s averted face. She caught her breath, and turning to her slower-witted husband, laid her trembling old hand upon his. There was a long silence.

“He was caught in the machinery,” said the visitor at length in a low voice.

“Caught in the machinery,” repeated Mr. White, in a dazed fashion, “yes.”

He sat staring blankly out at the window, and taking his wife’s hand between his own, pressed it as he had been wont to do in their old courting-days nearly forty years before.

“He was the only one left to us,” he said, turning gently to the visitor. “It is hard.”

The other coughed, and rising, walked slowly to the window. “The firm wished me to convey their sincere sympathy with you in your great loss,” he said, without looking round. “I beg that you will understand I am only their servant and merely obeying orders.”

There was no reply; the old woman’s face was white, her eyes staring, and her breath inaudible; on the husband’s face was a look such as his friend the sergeant might have carried into his first action.

“I was to say that Maw and Meggins disclaim all responsibility,” continued the other. “They admit no liability at all, but in consideration of your son’s services, they wish to present you with a certain sum as compensation.”

Mr. White dropped his wife’s hand, and rising to his feet, gazed with a look of horror at his visitor. His dry lips shaped the words, “How much?”

“Two hundred pounds,” was the answer.

Unconscious of his wife’s shriek, the old man smiled faintly, put out his hands like a sightless man, and dropped, a senseless heap, to the floor.

III

In the huge new cemetery, some two miles distant, the old people buried their dead, and came back to a house steeped in shadow and silence. It was all over so quickly that at first they could hardly realize it, and remained in a state of expectation as though of something else to happen⁠—something else which was to lighten this load, too heavy for old hearts to bear.

But the days passed, and expectation gave place to resignation⁠—the hopeless resignation of the old, sometimes miscalled, apathy. Sometimes they hardly exchanged a word, for now they had nothing to talk about, and their days were long to weariness.

It was about a week after that the old man, waking suddenly in the night, stretched out his hand and found himself alone. The room was in darkness, and the sound of subdued weeping came from the window. He raised himself in bed and listened.

“Come back,” he said, tenderly. “You will be cold.”

“It is colder for my son,” said the old woman, and wept afresh.

The sound of her sobs died away on his ears. The bed was warm, and his eyes heavy with sleep. He dozed fitfully, and then slept until a sudden wild cry from his wife awoke him with a start.

“The paw!” she cried wildly. “The monkey’s paw!”

He started up in alarm. “Where? Where is it? What’s the matter?”

She came stumbling across the room toward him. “I want it,” she said, quietly. “You’ve not destroyed it?”

“It’s in the parlour, on the bracket,” he replied, marvelling. “Why?”

She cried and laughed together, and bending over, kissed his cheek.

“I only just thought of it,” she said, hysterically. “Why didn’t I think of it before? Why didn’t you think of it?”

“Think of what?” he questioned.

“The other two wishes,” she replied, rapidly. “We’ve only had one.”

“Was not that enough?” he demanded, fiercely.

“No,” she cried, triumphantly; “we’ll have one more. Go down and get it quickly, and wish our boy alive again.”

The man sat up in bed and flung the bedclothes from his quaking limbs. “Good God, you are mad!” he cried, aghast.

“Get it,” she panted; “get it quickly, and wish⁠—Oh, my boy, my boy!”

Her husband struck a match and lit the candle. “Get back to bed,” he said, unsteadily. “You don’t know what you are saying.”

“We had the first wish granted,” said the old woman, feverishly; “why not the second?”

“A coincidence,” stammered the old man.

“Go and get it and wish,” cried his wife, quivering with excitement.

The old man turned and regarded her, and his voice shook. “He has been dead ten days, and besides he⁠—I would not tell you else, but⁠—I could only recognize him by his clothing. If he was too terrible for you to see then, how now?”

“Bring him back,” cried the old woman, and dragged him toward the door. “Do you think I fear the child I have nursed?”

He went down in the darkness, and felt his way to the parlour, and then to the mantelpiece. The talisman was in its place, and a horrible fear that the unspoken wish might bring his mutilated son before him ere he could escape from the room seized upon him, and he caught his breath as he found that he had lost the direction of the door. His brow cold with sweat, he felt his way round the table, and groped along the wall until he found himself in the small passage with the unwholesome thing in his hand.

Even his wife’s face seemed changed as he entered the room. It was white and expectant, and to his fears seemed to have an unnatural look upon it. He was afraid of her.

“Wish!” she cried, in a strong voice.

“It is foolish and wicked,” he faltered.

“Wish!” repeated his wife.

He raised his hand. “I wish my son alive again.”

The talisman fell to the floor, and he regarded it fearfully. Then he sank trembling into a chair as the old woman, with burning eyes, walked to the window and raised the blind.

He sat until he was chilled with the cold, glancing occasionally at the figure of the old woman peering through the window. The candle-end, which had burned below the rim of the china candlestick, was throwing pulsating shadows on the ceiling and walls, until, with a flicker larger than the rest, it expired. The old man, with an unspeakable sense of relief at the failure of the talisman, crept back to his bed, and a minute or two afterward the old woman came silently and apathetically beside him.

Neither spoke, but lay silently listening to the ticking of the clock. A stair creaked, and a squeaky mouse scurried noisily through the wall. The darkness was oppressive, and after lying for some time screwing up his courage, he took the box of matches, and striking one, went downstairs for a candle.

At the foot of the stairs the match went out, and he paused to strike another; and at the same moment a knock, so quiet and stealthy as to be scarcely audible, sounded on the front door.

The matches fell from his hand and spilled in the passage. He stood motionless, his breath suspended until the knock was repeated. Then he turned and fled swiftly back to his room, and closed the door behind him. A third knock sounded through the house.

“What’s that?” cried the old woman, starting up.

“A rat,” said the old man in shaking tones⁠—“a rat. It passed me on the stairs.”

His wife sat up in bed listening. A loud knock resounded through the house.

“It’s Herbert!” she screamed. “It’s Herbert!”

She ran to the door, but her husband was before her, and catching her by the arm, held her tightly.

“What are you going to do?” he whispered hoarsely.

“It’s my boy; it’s Herbert!” she cried, struggling mechanically. “I forgot it was two miles away. What are you holding me for? Let go. I must open the door.”

“For God’s sake don’t let it in,” cried the old man, trembling.

“You’re afraid of your own son,” she cried, struggling. “Let me go. I’m coming, Herbert; I’m coming.”

There was another knock, and another. The old woman with a sudden wrench broke free and ran from the room. Her husband followed to the landing, and called after her appealingly as she hurried downstairs. He heard the chain rattle back and the bottom bolt drawn slowly and stiffly from the socket. Then the old woman’s voice, strained and panting.

“The bolt,” she cried, loudly. “Come down. I can’t reach it.”

But her husband was on his hands and knees groping wildly on the floor in search of the paw. If he could only find it before the thing outside got in. A perfect fusillade of knocks reverberated through the house, and he heard the scraping of a chair as his wife put it down in the passage against the door. He heard the creaking of the bolt as it came slowly back, and at the same moment he found the monkey’s paw, and frantically breathed his third and last wish.

The knocking ceased suddenly, although the echoes of it were still in the house. He heard the chair drawn back, and the door opened. A cold wind rushed up the staircase, and a long loud wail of disappointment and misery from his wife gave him courage to run down to her side, and then to the gate beyond. The street lamp flickering opposite shone on a quiet and deserted road.



      Text from Standard Ebooks.

    

  
    
      Poem

      To an Athlete Dying Young (A Shropshire Lad, XIX)

      A. E. Housman, 1896

      
        The time you won your town the race
We chaired you through the market-place;
Man and boy stood cheering by,
And home we brought you shoulder-high.


To-day, the road all runners come,
Shoulder-high we bring you home,
And set you at your threshold down,
Townsman of a stiller town.


 Smart lad, to slip betimes away
From fields where glory does not stay,
And early though the laurel grows
It withers quicker than the rose.


Eyes the shady night has shut
Cannot see the record cut,
And silence sounds no worse than cheers
After earth has stopped the ears:


Now you will not swell the rout
Of lads that wore their honours out,
Runners whom renown outran
And the name died before the man.


So set, before its echoes fade,
The fleet foot on the sill of shade,
And hold to the low lintel up
The still-defended challenge-cup.


 And round that early-laurelled head
Will flock to gaze the strengthless dead,
And find unwithered on its curls
The garland briefer than a girl's.








      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Essay

      Solon and Croesus

      Herodotus, translated by G. C. Macaulay, c. 430 BC

      Croesus was king of Lydia, in what is now western Turkey, in the sixth century BC; his capital was Sardis, and his wealth became a byword. The story opens just after he has conquered the Greek cities of the coast. Herodotus, the first Greek historian, told it about a century later; the numbers are the chapters of his book.

      
      29, when these, I say, had been subdued, and while he was still adding to
      his Lydian dominions, there came to Sardis, then at the height of its
      wealth, all the wise men  of the Hellas who chanced to be alive at that
      time, brought thither severally by various occasions; and of them one was
      Solon the Athenian, who after he had made laws for the Athenians at their
      bidding, left his native country for ten years and sailed away saying that
      he desired to visit various lands, in order that he might not be compelled
      to repeal any of the laws which he had proposed.  For of themselves the
      Athenians were not competent to do this, having bound themselves by solemn
      oaths to submit for ten years to the laws which Solon should propose for
      them.
    


      30. So Solon, having left his native country for this reason and for the
      sake of seeing various lands, came to Amasis in Egypt, and also to Croesus
      at Sardis. Having there arrived he was entertained as a guest by Croesus
      in the king's palace; and afterwards, on the third or fourth day, at the
      bidding of Croesus his servants led Solon round to see his treasuries; and
      they showed him all things, how great and magnificent they were: and after
      he had looked upon them all and examined them as he had occasion, Croesus
      asked him as follows: "Athenian guest, much report of thee has come to us,
      both in regard to thy wisdom and thy wanderings, how that in thy search
      for wisdom thou hast traversed many lands to see them; now therefore a
      desire has come upon me to ask thee whether thou hast seen any whom thou
      deemest to be of all men the most happy."  This he asked supposing
      that he himself was the happiest of men; but Solon, using no flattery but
      the truth only, said: "Yes, O king, Tellos the Athenian." And Croesus,
      marvelling at that which he said, asked him earnestly: "In what respect
      dost thou judge Tellos to be the most happy?" And he said: "Tellos, in the
      first place, living while his native State was prosperous, had sons fair
      and good and saw from all of them children begotten and living to grow up;
      and secondly he had what with us is accounted wealth, and after his life a
      most glorious end: for when a battle was fought by the Athenians at
      Eleusis against the neighbouring people, he brought up supports and routed
      the foe and there died by a most fair death; and the Athenians buried him
      publicly where he fell, and honoured him greatly."
    


      31. So when Solon had moved Croesus to inquire further by the story of
      Tellos, recounting how many points of happiness he had, the king asked
      again whom he had seen proper to be placed next after this man, supposing
      that he himself would certainly obtain at least the second place; but he
      replied: "Cleobis and Biton: for these, who were of Argos by race,
      possessed a sufficiency of wealth and, in addition to this, strength of
      body such as I shall tell. Both equally had won prizes in the games, and
      moreover the following tale is told of them:—There was a feast of
      Hera among the Argives and it was by all means necessary that their mother
      should be borne in a car to the temple. But since their oxen were not
      brought up in time from the field, the young men, barred from all else by
      lack of time, submitted themselves to the yoke and drew the wain, their
      mother being borne by them upon it; and so they brought it on for
      five-and-forty furlongs,  and came to the temple. Then after they had
      done this and had been seen by the assembled crowd, there came to their
      life a most excellent ending; and in this the deity declared that it was
      better for man to die than to continue to live. For the Argive men were
      standing round and extolling the strength  of the young men, while
      the Argive women were extolling the mother to whose lot it had fallen to
      have such sons; and the mother being exceedingly rejoiced both by the deed
      itself and by the report made of it, took her stand in front of the image
      of the goddess and prayed that she would give to Cleobis and Biton her
      sons, who had honoured her  greatly, that gift which is best for man to
      receive: and after this prayer, when they had sacrificed and feasted, the
      young men lay down to sleep within the temple itself, and never rose
      again, but were held bound in this last end.  And the Argives made
      statues in the likeness of them and dedicated them as offerings at Delphi,
      thinking that they had proved themselves most excellent."
    


      32. Thus Solon assigned the second place in respect of happiness to these:
      and Croesus was moved to anger and said: "Athenian guest, hast thou then
      so cast aside our prosperous state as worth nothing, that thou dost prefer
      to us even men of private station?" And he said: "Croesus, thou art
      inquiring about human fortunes of one who well knows that the Deity is
      altogether envious and apt to disturb our lot. For in the course of long
      time a man may see many things which he would not desire to see, and
      suffer also many things which he would not desire to suffer. The limit of
      life for a man I lay down at seventy years: and these seventy years give
      twenty-five thousand and two hundred days, not reckoning for any
      intercalated month. Then if every other one of these years shall be made
      longer by one month, that the seasons may be caused to come round at the
      due time of the year, the intercalated months will be in number
      five-and-thirty besides the seventy years; and of these months the days
      will be one thousand and fifty. Of all these days, being in number
      twenty-six thousand two hundred and fifty, which go to the seventy years,
      one day produces nothing at all which resembles what another brings with
      it. Thus then, O Croesus, man is altogether a creature of accident. As for
      thee, I perceive that thou art both great in wealth and king of many men,
      but that of which thou didst ask me I cannot call thee yet, until I learn
      that thou hast brought thy life to a fair ending: for the very rich man is
      not at all to be accounted more happy than he who has but his subsistence
      from day to day, unless also the fortune go with him of ending his life
      well in possession of all things fair. For many very wealthy men are not
      happy, 
      while many who have but a moderate living are fortunate;  and
      in truth the very rich man who is not happy has two advantages only as
      compared with the poor man who is fortunate, whereas this latter has many
      as compared with the rich man who is not happy. The rich man is able
      better to fulfil his desire, and also to endure a great calamity if it
      fall upon him; whereas the other has advantage over him in these things
      which follow:—he is not indeed able equally with the rich man to
      endure a calamity or to fulfil his desire, but these his good fortune
      keeps away from him, while he is sound of limb,  free from disease,
      untouched by suffering, the father of fair children and himself of comely
      form; and if in addition to this he shall end his life well, he is worthy
      to be called that which thou seekest, namely a happy man; but before he
      comes to his end it is well to hold back and not to call him yet happy but
      only fortunate. Now to possess all these things together is impossible for
      one who is mere man, just as no single land suffices to supply all things
      for itself, but one thing it has and another it lacks, and the land that
      has the greatest number of things is the best: so also in the case of a
      man, no single person is complete in himself, for one thing he has and
      another he lacks; but whosoever of men continues to the end in possession
      of the greatest number of these things and then has a gracious ending of
      his life, he is by me accounted worthy, O king, to receive this name. But
      we must of every thing examine the end and how it will turn out at the
      last, for to many God shows but a glimpse of happiness and then plucks
      them up by the roots and overturns them."
    


      33. Thus saying he refused to gratify Croesus, who sent him away from his
      presence holding him in no esteem, and thinking him utterly senseless in
      that he passed over present good things and bade men look to the end of
      every matter.
    



      Text from Project Gutenberg.

    

  
    
      Afterword

      Day Fifty-Five: Tempting fate

      Solon’s second-happiest men, Cleobis and Biton, “had won prizes in the games”, and died in their sleep on their day of glory. Housman would agree: “Smart lad, to slip betimes away / From fields where glory does not stay”. Their death was a gift, asked of the goddess by their mother: “that gift which is best for man to receive”. Mrs. White asks a gift for her son too. Which mother is answered more kindly?

      Before the first wish, Mr. White says, “It seems to me I’ve got all I want.” Solon would have called him fortunate, but not yet happy, “for to many God shows but a glimpse of happiness and then plucks them up by the roots”.

      Croesus learned what Solon meant. Herodotus goes on to tell how, soon after Solon left, the king’s son was killed in a hunting accident; how an oracle told Croesus that if he made war on Persia he would destroy a great empire, and he did, his own; and how, bound on a pyre by the Persian king Cyrus, he groaned and called out Solon’s name three times. Cyrus asked who Solon was, heard the story, and ordered the fire put out. Croesus was also the fifth generation from Gyges: his fall was the vengeance the Pythian priestess had foretold.

    

  
    
      Day Fifty-Six

      The Wild West

      A longer day, 43 minutes

      
        Story
        The Bride Comes to Yellow Sky
        Stephen Crane · 18 minutes
        The marshal of a Texas border town brings home a wife he married in San Antonio without telling anyone, and dreads the welcome.
      

      
        Poem
        The Cowboy's Lament ("The Streets of Laredo")
        Anonymous (cowboy song) · 4 minutes
        "As I walked out in the streets of Laredo": the best-known cowboy song, as John Lomax collected it from singers on the cattle ranges.
      

      
        Essay
        Climbing Long's Peak (A Lady's Life in the Rocky Mountains, Letter 7)
        Isabella Bird · 21 minutes
        An Englishwoman riding alone through Colorado in 1873 climbs the highest peak in sight, with a one-eyed desperado called Mountain Jim as her guide.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      The Bride Comes to Yellow Sky

      Stephen Crane, 1898

      
        
I


THE great Pullman was whirling onward with such dignity of motion that a glance from the window seemed simply to prove that the plains of Texas were pouring eastward. Vast flats of green grass, dull-hued spaces of mesquite and cactus, little groups of frame houses, woods of light and tender trees, all were sweeping into the east, sweeping over the horizon, a precipice.

A newly married pair had boarded this coach at San Antonio. The man's face was reddened from many days in the wind and sun, and a direct result of his new black clothes was that his brick-colored hands were constantly performing in a most conscious fashion. From time to time he looked down respectfully at his attire. He sat with a hand on each knee, like a man waiting in a barber's shop. The glances he devoted to other passengers were furtive and shy.

The bride was not pretty, nor was she very young. She wore a dress of blue cashmere, with small reservations of velvet here and there and with steel buttons abounding. She continually twisted her head to regard her puff sleeves, very stiff, straight, and high. They embarrassed her. It was quite apparent that she had cooked, and that she expected to cook, dutifully. The blushes caused by the careless scrutiny of some passengers as she had entered the car were strange to see upon this plain, under-class countenance, which was drawn in placid, almost emotionless lines.

They were evidently very happy. "Ever been in a parlor-car before?" he asked, smiling with delight.

"No," she answered, "I never was. It's fine, ain't it?"

"Great! And then after a while we'll go forward to the diner and get a big layout. Finest meal in the world. Charge a dollar."

"Oh, do they?" cried the bride. "Charge a dollar? Why, that's too much -- for us -- ain't it, Jack?"

"Not this trip, anyhow," he answered bravely. "We're going to go the whole thing."

Later, he explained to her about the trains. "You see, it's a thousand miles from one end of Texas to the other, and this train runs right across it and never stops but four times." He had the pride of an owner. He pointed out to her the dazzling fittings of the coach, and in truth her eyes opened wider as she contemplated the sea-green figured velvet, the shining brass, silver, and glass, the wood that gleamed as darkly brilliant as the surface of a pool of oil. At one end a bronze figure sturdily held a support for a separated chamber, and at convenient places on the ceiling were frescoes in olive and silver.

To the minds of the pair, their surroundings reflected the glory of their marriage that morning in San Antonio. This was the environment of their new estate, and the man's face in particular beamed with an elation that made him appear ridiculous to the negro porter. This individual at times surveyed them from afar with an amused and superior grin. On other occasions he bullied them with skill in ways that did not make it exactly plain to them that they were being bullied. He subtly used all the manners of the most unconquerable kind of snobbery. He oppressed them, but of this oppression they had small knowledge, and they speedily forgot that infrequently a number of travelers covered them with stares of derisive enjoyment. Historically there was supposed to be something infinitely humorous in their situation.

"We are due in Yellow Sky at 3:42," he said, looking tenderly into her eyes.

"Oh, are we?" she said, as if she had not been aware of it. To evince surprise at her husband's statement was part of her wifely amiability. She took from a pocket a little silver watch, and as she held it before her and stared at it with a frown of attention, the new husband's face shone.

"I bought it in San Anton' from a friend of mine," he told her gleefully.

"It's seventeen minutes past twelve," she said, looking up at him with a kind of shy and clumsy coquetry. A passenger, noting this play, grew excessively sardonic, and winked at himself in one of the numerous mirrors.

At last they went to the dining-car. Two rows of negro waiters, in glowing white suits, surveyed their entrance with the interest and also the equanimity of men who had been forewarned. The pair fell to the lot of a waiter who happened to feel pleasure in steering them through their meal. He viewed them with the manner of a fatherly pilot, his countenance radiant with benevolence. The patronage, entwined with the ordinary deference, was not plain to them. And yet, as they returned to their coach, they showed in their faces a sense of escape. 

To the left, miles down a long purple slope, was a little ribbon of mist where moved the keening Rio Grande. The train was approaching it at an angle, and the apex was Yellow Sky. Presently it was apparent that, as the distance from Yellow Sky grew shorter, the husband became commensurately restless. His brick-red hands were more insistent in their prominence. Occasionally he was even rather absent-minded and far-away when the bride leaned forward and addressed him.

As a matter of truth, Jack Potter was beginning to find the shadow of a deed weigh upon him like a leaden slab. He, the town marshal of Yellow Sky, a man known, liked, and feared in his corner, a prominent person, had gone to San Antonio to meet a girl he believed he loved, and there, after the usual prayers, had actually induced her to marry him, without consulting Yellow Sky for any part of the transaction. He was now bringing his bride before an innocent and unsuspecting community.

Of course, people in Yellow Sky married as it pleased them, in accordance with a general custom; but such was Potter's thought of his duty to his friends, or of their idea of his duty, or of an unspoken form which does not control men in these matters, that he felt he was heinous. He had committed an extraordinary crime. Face to face with this girl in San Antonio, and spurred by his sharp impulse, he had gone headlong over all the social hedges. At San Antonio he was like a man hidden in the dark. A knife to sever any friendly duty, any form, was easy to his hand in that remote city. But the hour of Yellow Sky, the hour of daylight, was approaching.

He knew full well that his marriage was an important thing to his town. It could only be exceeded by the burning of the new hotel. His friends could not forgive him. Frequently he had reflected on the advisability of telling them by telegraph, but a new cowardice had been upon him. He feared to do it. And now the train was hurrying him toward a scene of amazement, glee, and reproach. He glanced out of the window at the line of haze swinging slowly in towards the train.

Yellow Sky had a kind of brass band, which played painfully, to the delight of the populace. He laughed without heart as he thought of it. If the citizens could dream of his prospective arrival with his bride, they would parade the band at the station and escort them, amid cheers and laughing congratulations, to his adobe home.

He resolved that he would use all the devices of speed and plains-craft in making the journey from the station to his house. Once within that safe citadel he could issue some sort of a vocal bulletin, and then not go among the citizens until they had time to wear off a little of their enthusiasm.

The bride looked anxiously at him. "What's worrying you, Jack?"

He laughed again. "I'm not worrying, girl. I'm only thinking of Yellow Sky."

She flushed in comprehension.

A sense of mutual guilt invaded their minds and developed a finer tenderness. They looked at each other with eyes softly aglow. But Potter often laughed the same nervous laugh. The flush upon the bride's face seemed quite permanent.

The traitor to the feelings of Yellow Sky narrowly watched the speeding landscape. "We're nearly there," he said.

Presently the porter came and announced the proximity of Potter's home. He held a brush in his hand and, with all his airy superiority gone, he brushed Potter's new clothes as the latter slowly turned this way and that way. Potter fumbled out a coin and gave it to the porter, as he had seen others do. It was a heavy and muscle-bound business, as that of a man shoeing his first horse.

The porter took their bag, and as the train began to slow they moved forward to the hooded platform of the car. Presently the two engines and their long string of coaches rushed into the station of Yellow Sky.

"They have to take water here," said Potter, from a constricted throat and in mournful cadence, as one announcing death. Before the train stopped, his eye had swept the length of the platform, and he was glad and astonished to see there was none upon it but the station-agent, who, with a slightly hurried and anxious air, was walking toward the water-tanks. When the train had halted, the porter alighted first and placed in position a little temporary step.

"Come on, girl," said Potter hoarsely. As he helped her down they each laughed on a false note. He took the bag from the negro, and bade his wife cling to his arm. As they slunk rapidly away, his hang-dog glance perceived that they were unloading the two trunks, and also that the station-agent far ahead near the baggage-car had turned and was running toward him, making gestures. He laughed, and groaned as he laughed, when he noted the first effect of his marital bliss upon Yellow Sky. He gripped his wife's arm firmly to his side, and they fled. Behind them the porter stood chuckling fatuously.


II


THE California Express on the Southern Railway was due at Yellow Sky in twenty-one minutes. There were six men at the bar of the "Weary Gentleman" saloon. One was a drummer who talked a great deal and rapidly; three were Texans who did not care to talk at that time; and two were Mexican sheep-herders who did not talk as a general practice in the "Weary Gentleman" saloon. The barkeeper's dog lay on the board walk that crossed in front of the door. His head was on his paws, and he glanced drowsily here and there with the constant vigilance of a dog that is kicked on occasion. Across the sandy street were some vivid green grass plots, so wonderful in appearance amid the sands that burned near them in a blazing sun that they caused a doubt in the mind. They exactly resembled the grass mats used to represent lawns on the stage. At the cooler end of the railway station a man without a coat sat in a tilted chair and smoked his pipe. The fresh-cut bank of the Rio Grande circled near the town, and there could be seen beyond it a great, plum-colored plain of mesquite.

Save for the busy drummer and his companions in the saloon, Yellow Sky was dozing. The new-comer leaned gracefully upon the bar, and recited many tales with the confidence of a bard who has come upon a new field.

" -- and at the moment that the old man fell down stairs with the bureau in his arms, the old woman was coming up with two scuttles of coal, and, of course -- "

The drummer's tale was interrupted by a young man who suddenly appeared in the open door. He cried: "Scratchy Wilson's drunk, and has turned loose with both hands." The two Mexicans at once set down their glasses and faded out of the rear entrance of the saloon.

The drummer, innocent and jocular, answered: "All right, old man. S'pose he has. Come in and have a drink, anyhow."

But the information had made such an obvious cleft in every skull in the room that the drummer was obliged to see its importance. All had become instantly solemn. "Say," said he, mystified, "what is this?" His three companions made the introductory gesture of eloquent speech, but the young man at the door forestalled them.

"It means, my friend," he answered, as he came into the saloon, "that for the next two hours this town won't be a health resort." 

The barkeeper went to the door and locked and barred it. Reaching out of the window, he pulled in heavy wooden shutters and barred them. Immediately a solemn, chapel-like gloom was upon the place. The drummer was looking from one to another.

"But, say," he cried, "what is this, anyhow? You don't mean there is going to be a gun-fight?"

"Don't know whether there'll be a fight or not," answered one man grimly. "But there'll be some shootin' -- some good shootin'."

The young man who had warned them waved his hand. "Oh, there'll be a fight fast enough if anyone wants it. Anybody can get a fight out there in the street. There's a fight just waiting."

The drummer seemed to be swayed between the interest of a foreigner and a perception of personal danger.

"What did you say his name was?" he asked.

"Scratchy Wilson," they answered in chorus.

"And will he kill anybody? What are you going to do? Does this happen often? Does he rampage around like this once a week or so? Can he break in that door?"

"No, he can't break down that door," replied the barkeeper. "He's tried it three times. But when he comes you'd better lay down on the floor, stranger. He's dead sure to shoot at it, and a bullet may come through."

Thereafter the drummer kept a strict eye upon the door. The time had not yet been called for him to hug the floor, but, as a minor precaution, he sidled near to the wall. "Will he kill anybody?" he said again.

The men laughed low and scornfully at the question.

"He's out to shoot, and he's out for trouble. Don't see any good in experimentin' with him."

"But what do you do in a case like this? What do you do?"

A man responded: "Why, he and Jack Potter -- "

"But," in chorus, the other men interrupted, "Jack Potter's in San Anton'."

"Well, who is he? What's he got to do with it?"

"Oh, he's the town marshal. He goes out and fights Scratchy when he gets on one of these tears."

"Wow," said the drummer, mopping his brow. "Nice job he's got." 

The voices had toned away to mere whisperings. The drummer wished to ask further questions which were born of an increasing anxiety and bewilderment; but when he attempted them, the men merely looked at him in irritation and motioned him to remain silent. A tense waiting hush was upon them. In the deep shadows of the room their eyes shone as they listened for sounds from the street. One man made three gestures at the barkeeper, and the latter, moving like a ghost, handed him a glass and a bottle. The man poured a full glass of whisky, and set down the bottle noiselessly. He gulped the whisky in a swallow, and turned again toward the door in immovable silence. The drummer saw that the barkeeper, without a sound, had taken a Winchester from beneath the bar. Later he saw this individual beckoning to him, so he tiptoed across the room.

"You better come with me back of the bar."

"No, thanks," said the drummer, perspiring. "I'd rather be where I can make a break for the back door."

Whereupon the man of bottles made a kindly but peremptory gesture. The drummer obeyed it, and finding himself seated on a box with his head below the level of the bar, balm was laid upon his soul at sight of various zinc and copper fittings that bore a resemblance to armor-plate. The barkeeper took a seat comfortably upon an adjacent box.

"You see," he whispered, "this here Scratchy Wilson is a wonder with a gun -- a perfect wonder -- and when he goes on the war trail, we hunt our holes -- naturally. He's about the last one of the old gang that used to hang out along the river here. He's a terror when he's drunk. When he's sober he's all right -- kind of simple -- wouldn't hurt a fly -- nicest fellow in town. But when he's drunk -- whoo!"

There were periods of stillness. "I wish Jack Potter was back from San Anton'," said the barkeeper. "He shot Wilson up once -- in the leg -- and he would sail in and pull out the kinks in this thing."

Presently they heard from a distance the sound of a shot, followed by three wild yowls. It instantly removed a bond from the men in the darkened saloon. There was a shuffling of feet. They looked at each other. "Here he comes," they said.


III


A MAN in a maroon-colored flannel shirt, which had been purchased for purposes of decoration and made, principally, by some Jewish women on the east side of New York, rounded a corner and walked into the middle of the main street of Yellow Sky. In either hand the man held a long, heavy, blue-black revolver. Often he yelled, and these cries rang through a semblance of a deserted village, shrilly flying over the roofs in a volume that seemed to have no relation to the ordinary vocal strength of a man. It was as if the surrounding stillness formed the arch of a tomb over him. These cries of ferocious challenge rang against walls of silence. And his boots had red tops with gilded imprints, of the kind beloved in winter by little sledding boys on the hillsides of New England.

The man's face flamed in a rage begot of whisky. His eyes, rolling and yet keen for ambush, hunted the still doorways and windows. He walked with the creeping movement of the midnight cat. As it occurred to him, he roared menacing information. The long revolvers in his hands were as easy as straws; they were moved with an electric swiftness. The little fingers of each hand played sometimes in a musician's way. Plain from the low collar of the shirt, the cords of his neck straightened and sank, straightened and sank, as passion moved him. The only sounds were his terrible invitations. The calm adobes preserved their demeanor at the passing of this small thing in the middle of the street.

There was no offer of fight; no offer of fight. The man called to the sky. There were no attractions. He bellowed and fumed and swayed his revolvers here and everywhere.

The dog of the barkeeper of the "Weary Gentleman" saloon had not appreciated the advance of events. He yet lay dozing in front of his master's door. At sight of the dog, the man paused and raised his revolver humorously. At sight of the man, the dog sprang up and walked diagonally away, with a sullen head, and growling. The man yelled, and the dog broke into a gallop. As it was about to enter an alley, there was a loud noise, a whistling, and something spat the ground directly before it. The dog screamed, and, wheeling in terror, galloped headlong in a new direction. Again there was a noise, a whistling, and sand was kicked viciously before it. Fear-stricken, the dog turned and flurried like an animal in a pen. The man stood laughing, his weapons at his hips.

Ultimately the man was attracted by the closed door of the "Weary Gentleman" saloon. He went to it, and hammering with a revolver, demanded drink.

The door remaining imperturbable, he picked a bit of paper from the walk and nailed it to the framework with a knife. He then turned his back contemptuously upon this popular resort, and walking to the opposite side of the street, and spinning there on his heel quickly and lithely, fired at the bit of paper. He missed it by a half inch. He swore at himself, and went away. Later, he comfortably fusilladed the windows of his most intimate friend. The man was playing with this town. It was a toy for him.

But still there was no offer of fight. The name of Jack Potter, his ancient antagonist, entered his mind, and he concluded that it would be a glad thing if he should go to Potter's house and by bombardment induce him to come out and fight. He moved in the direction of his desire, chanting Apache scalp-music.

When he arrived at it, Potter's house presented the same still front as had the other adobes. Taking up a strategic position, the man howled a challenge. But this house regarded him as might a great stone god. It gave no sign. After a decent wait, the man howled further challenges, mingling with them wonderful epithets.

Presently there came the spectacle of a man churning himself into deepest rage over the immobility of a house. He fumed at it as the winter wind attacks a prairie cabin in the North. To the distance there should have gone the sound of a tumult like the fighting of 200 Mexicans. As necessity bade him, he paused for breath or to reload his revolvers.


IV


POTTER and his bride walked sheepishly and with speed. Sometimes they laughed together shamefacedly and low.

"Next corner, dear," he said finally.

They put forth the efforts of a pair walking bowed against a strong wind. Potter was about to raise a finger to point the first appearance of the new home when, as they circled the corner, they came face to face with a man in a maroon-colored shirt who was feverishly pushing cartridges into a large revolver. Upon the instant the man dropped his revolver to the ground, and, like lightning, whipped another from its holster. The second weapon was aimed at the bridegroom's chest.

There was silence. Potter's mouth seemed to be merely a grave for his tongue. He exhibited an instinct to at once loosen his arm from the woman's grip, and he dropped the bag to the sand. As for the bride, her face had gone as yellow as old cloth. She was a slave to hideous rites gazing at the apparitional snake.

The two men faced each other at a distance of three paces. He of the revolver smiled with a new and quiet ferocity. 

"Tried to sneak up on me," he said. "Tried to sneak up on me!" His eyes grew more baleful. As Potter made a slight movement, the man thrust his revolver venomously forward. "No, don't you do it, Jack Potter. Don't you move a finger toward a gun just yet. Don't you move an eyelash. The time has come for me to settle with you, and I'm goin' to do it my own way and loaf along with no interferin'. So if you don't want a gun bent on you, just mind what I tell you."

Potter looked at his enemy. "I ain't got a gun on me, Scratchy," he said. "Honest, I ain't." He was stiffening and steadying, but yet somewhere at the back of his mind a vision of the Pullman floated, the sea-green figured velvet, the shining brass, silver, and glass, the wood that gleamed as darkly brilliant as the surface of a pool of oil -- all the glory of the marriage, the environment of the new estate. "You know I fight when it comes to fighting, Scratchy Wilson, but I ain't got a gun on me. You'll have to do all the shootin' yourself." 

His enemy's face went livid. He stepped forward and lashed his weapon to and fro before Potter's chest. "Don't you tell me you ain't got no gun on you, you whelp. Don't tell me no lie like that. There ain't a man in Texas ever seen you without no gun. Don't take me for no kid." His eyes blazed with light, and his throat worked like a pump.

"I ain't takin' you for no kid," answered Potter. His heels had not moved an inch backward. "I'm takin' you for a -- -- -- fool. I tell you I ain't got a gun, and I ain't. If you're goin' to shoot me up, you better begin now. You'll never get a chance like this again."

So much enforced reasoning had told on Wilson's rage. He was calmer. "If you ain't got a gun, why ain't you got a gun?" he sneered. "Been to Sunday-school?"

"I ain't got a gun because I've just come from San Anton' with my wife. I'm married," said Potter. "And if I'd thought there was going to be any galoots like you prowling around when I brought my wife home, I'd had a gun, and don't you forget it."

"Married!" said Scratchy, not at all comprehending.

"Yes, married. I'm married," said Potter distinctly.

"Married?" said Scratchy. Seemingly for the first time he saw the drooping, drowning woman at the other man's side. "No!" he said. He was like a creature allowed a glimpse of another world. He moved a pace backward, and his arm with the revolver dropped to his side. "Is this the lady?" he asked.

"Yes, this is the lady," answered Potter.

There was another period of silence.

"Well," said Wilson at last, slowly, "I s'pose it's all off now."

"It's all off if you say so, Scratchy. You know I didn't make the trouble." Potter lifted his valise.

"Well, I 'low it's off, Jack," said Wilson. He was looking at the ground. "Married!" He was not a student of chivalry; it was merely that in the presence of this foreign condition he was a simple child of the earlier plains. He picked up his starboard revolver, and placing both weapons in their holsters, he went away. His feet made funnel-shaped tracks in the heavy sand.







      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Poem

      The Cowboy's Lament ("The Streets of Laredo")

      Anonymous (cowboy song), 1910

      
As I walked out in the streets of Laredo,

As I walked out in Laredo one day,

I spied a poor cowboy wrapped up in white linen,

Wrapped up in white linen as cold as the clay.

"Oh, beat the drum slowly and play the fife lowly,

  Play the Dead March as you carry me along;

  Take me to the green valley, there lay the sod o'er me,

  For I'm a young cowboy and I know I've done wrong.

"I see by your outfit that you are a cowboy,"

These words he did say as I boldly stepped by.

"Come sit down beside me and hear my sad story;

I was shot in the breast and I know I must die.

"Let sixteen gamblers come handle my coffin,

  Let sixteen cowboys come sing me a song,

  Take me to the graveyard and lay the sod o'er me,

  For I'm a poor cowboy and I know I've done wrong.

"My friends and relations, they live in the Nation,

They know not where their boy has gone.

He first came to Texas and hired to a ranchman,

Oh, I'm a young cowboy and I know I've done wrong.

"Go  write a letter to my gray-haired mother,

And carry the same to my sister so dear;

But not a word of this shall you mention

When a crowd gathers round you my story to hear.

"Then beat your drum lowly and play your fife slowly,

  Beat the Dead March as you carry me along;

  We all love our cowboys so young and so handsome,

  We all love our cowboys although they've done wrong.

"There is another more dear than a sister,

She'll bitterly weep when she hears I am gone.

There is another who will win her affections,

For I'm a young cowboy and they say I've done wrong.

"Go gather around you a crowd of young cowboys,

And tell them the story of this my sad fate;

Tell one and the other before they go further

To stop their wild roving before 'tis too late.

"Oh, muffle your drums, then play your fifes merrily;

  Play the Dead March as you go along.

  And fire your guns right over my coffin;

  There goes an unfortunate boy to his home.

"It  was once in the saddle I used to go dashing,

It was once in the saddle I used to go gay;

First to the dram-house, then to the card-house,

Got shot in the breast, I am dying to-day.

"Get six jolly cowboys to carry my coffin;

Get six pretty maidens to bear up my pall.

Put bunches of roses all over my coffin,

Put roses to deaden the clods as they fall.

"Then swing your rope slowly and rattle your spurs lowly,

  And give a wild whoop as you carry me along;

  And in the grave throw me and roll the sod o'er me,

  For I'm a young cowboy and I know I've done wrong.

"Go bring me a cup, a cup of cold water,

To cool my parched lips," the cowboy said;

Before I turned, the spirit had left him

And gone to its Giver,—the cowboy was dead.

We beat the drum slowly and played the fife lowly,

  And bitterly wept as we bore him along;

  For we all loved our comrade, so brave, young, and handsome,

  We all loved our comrade although he'd done wrong.



      Text from Project Gutenberg.

    

  
    
      Essay

      Climbing Long's Peak (A Lady's Life in the Rocky Mountains, Letter 7)

      Isabella Bird, 1873

      Isabella Bird, an Englishwoman in her forties, rode alone through the Rocky Mountains in the autumn of 1873 and described the journey in letters to her sister, published in 1879 as A Lady's Life in the Rocky Mountains. In this one she is staying at a ranch in Estes Park, Colorado, kept by Griffith Evans; "Mountain Jim" Nugent was a trapper who lived in a cabin nearby.

      
As this account of the ascent of Long's Peak could not be written at
the time, I am much disinclined to write it, especially as no sort of
description within my powers could enable another to realize the
glorious sublimity, the majestic solitude, and the unspeakable
awfulness and fascination of the scenes in which I spent Monday,
Tuesday, and Wednesday.



Long's Peak, 14,700 feet high, blocks up one end of Estes Park, and
dwarfs all the surrounding mountains.  From it on this side rise,
snow-born, the bright St. Vrain, and the Big and Little Thompson.  By
sunlight or moonlight its splintered grey crest is the one object
which, in spite of wapiti and bighorn, skunk and grizzly, unfailingly
arrests the eyes.  From it come all storms of snow and wind, and the
forked lightnings play round its head like a glory.  It is one of the
noblest of mountains, but in one's imagination it grows to be much more
than a mountain.  It becomes invested with a personality.  In its
caverns and abysses one comes to fancy that it generates and chains the
strong winds, to let them loose in its fury.  The thunder becomes its
voice, and the lightnings do it homage.  Other summits blush under the
morning kiss of the sun, and turn pale the next moment; but it detains
the first sunlight and holds it round its head for an hour at least,
till it pleases to change from rosy red to deep blue; and the sunset,
as if spell-bound, lingers latest on its crest.  The soft winds which
hardly rustle the pine needles down here are raging rudely up there
round its motionless summit.  The mark of fire is upon it; and though
it has passed into a grim repose, it tells of fire and upheaval as
truly, though not as eloquently, as the living volcanoes of Hawaii.
Here under its shadow one learns how naturally nature worship, and the
propitiation of the forces of nature, arose in minds which had no
better light.



Long's Peak, "the American Matterhorn," as some call it, was ascended
five years ago for the first time.  I thought I should like to attempt
it, but up to Monday, when Evans left for Denver, cold water was thrown
upon the project.  It was too late in the season, the winds were likely
to be strong, etc.; but just before leaving, Evans said that the
weather was looking more settled, and if I did not get farther than the
timber line it would be worth going.  Soon after he left, "Mountain
Jim" came in, and said he would go up as guide, and the two youths who
rode here with me from Longmount and I caught at the proposal.  Mrs.
Edwards at once baked bread for three days, steaks were cut from the
steer which hangs up conveniently, and tea, sugar, and butter were
benevolently added.  Our picnic was not to be a luxurious or
"well-found" one, for, in order to avoid the expense of a pack mule, we
limited our luggage to what our saddle horses could carry.  Behind my
saddle I carried three pair of camping blankets and a quilt, which
reached to my shoulders.  My own boots were so much worn that it was
painful to walk, even about the park, in them, so Evans had lent me a
pair of his hunting boots, which hung to the horn of my saddle.  The
horses of the two young men were equally loaded, for we had to prepare
for many degrees of frost.  "Jim" was a shocking figure; he had on an
old pair of high boots, with a baggy pair of old trousers made of deer
hide, held on by an old scarf tucked into them; a leather shirt, with
three or four ragged unbuttoned waistcoats over it; an old smashed
wideawake, from under which his tawny, neglected ringlets hung; and
with his one eye, his one long spur, his knife in his belt, his
revolver in his waistcoat pocket, his saddle covered with an old beaver
skin, from which the paws hung down; his camping blankets behind him,
his rifle laid across the saddle in front of him, and his axe, canteen,
and other gear hanging to the horn, he was as awful-looking a ruffian
as one could see.  By way of contrast he rode a small Arab mare, of
exquisite beauty, skittish, high spirited, gentle, but altogether too
light for him, and he fretted her incessantly to make her display
herself.



Heavily loaded as all our horses were, "Jim" started over the half-mile
of level grass at a hard gallop, and then throwing his mare on her
haunches, pulled up alongside of me, and with a grace of manner which
soon made me forget his appearance, entered into a conversation which
lasted for more than three hours, in spite of the manifold checks of
fording streams, single file, abrupt ascents and descents, and other
incidents of mountain travel.  The ride was one series of glories and
surprises, of "park" and glade, of lake and stream, of mountains on
mountains, culminating in the rent pinnacles of Long's Peak, which
looked yet grander and ghastlier as we crossed an attendant mountain
11,000 feet high.  The slanting sun added fresh beauty every hour.
There were dark pines against a lemon sky, grey peaks reddening and
etherealizing, gorges of deep and infinite blue, floods of golden glory
pouring through canyons of enormous depth, an atmosphere of absolute
purity, an occasional foreground of cottonwood and aspen flaunting in
red and gold to intensify the blue gloom of the pines, the trickle and
murmur of streams fringed with icicles, the strange sough of gusts
moving among the pine tops—sights and sounds not of the lower earth,
but of the solitary, beast-haunted, frozen upper altitudes.  From the
dry, buff grass of Estes Park we turned off up a trail on the side of a
pine-hung gorge, up a steep pine-clothed hill, down to a small valley,
rich in fine, sun-cured hay about eighteen inches high, and enclosed by
high mountains whose deepest hollow contains a lily-covered lake, fitly
named "The Lake of the Lilies."  Ah, how magical its beauty was, as it
slept in silence, while THERE the dark pines were mirrored motionless
in its pale gold, and HERE the great white lily cups and dark green
leaves rested on amethyst-colored water!



From this we ascended into the purple gloom of great pine forests which
clothe the skirts of the mountains up to a height of about 11,000 feet,
and from their chill and solitary depths we had glimpses of golden
atmosphere and rose-lit summits, not of "the land very far off," but of
the land nearer now in all its grandeur, gaining in sublimity by
nearness—glimpses, too, through a broken vista of purple gorges, of
the illimitable Plains lying idealized in the late sunlight, their
baked, brown expanse transfigured into the likeness of a sunset sea
rolling infinitely in waves of misty gold.



We rode upwards through the gloom on a steep trail blazed through the
forest, all my intellect concentrated on avoiding being dragged off my
horse by impending branches, or having the blankets badly torn, as
those of my companions were, by sharp dead limbs, between which there
was hardly room to pass—the horses breathless, and requiring to stop
every few yards, though their riders, except myself, were afoot.  The
gloom of the dense, ancient, silent forest is to me awe inspiring.  On
such an evening it is soundless, except for the branches creaking in
the soft wind, the frequent snap of decayed timber, and a murmur in the
pine tops as of a not distant waterfall, all tending to produce
EERINESS and a sadness "hardly akin to pain."  There no lumberer's axe
has ever rung.  The trees die when they have attained their prime, and
stand there, dead and bare, till the fierce mountain winds lay them
prostrate.  The pines grew smaller and more sparse as we ascended, and
the last stragglers wore a tortured, warring look.  The timber line was
passed, but yet a little higher a slope of mountain meadow dipped to
the south-west towards a bright stream trickling under ice and icicles,
and there a grove of the beautiful silver spruce marked our camping
ground.  The trees were in miniature, but so exquisitely arranged that
one might well ask what artist's hand had planted them, scattering them
here, clumping them there, and training their slim spires towards
heaven.  Hereafter, when I call up memories of the glorious, the view
from this camping ground will come up.  Looking east, gorges opened to
the distant Plains, then fading into purple grey.  Mountains with
pine-clothed skirts rose in ranges, or, solitary, uplifted their grey
summits, while close behind, but nearly 3,000 feet above us, towered
the bald white crest of Long's Peak, its huge precipices red with the
light of a sun long lost to our eyes.  Close to us, in the caverned
side of the Peak, was snow that, owing to its position, is eternal.
Soon the afterglow came on, and before it faded a big half-moon hung
out of the heavens, shining through the silver blue foliage of the
pines on the frigid background of snow, and turning the whole into
fairyland.  The "photo" which accompanies this letter is by a
courageous Denver artist who attempted the ascent just before I
arrived, but, after camping out at the timber line for a week, was
foiled by the perpetual storms, and was driven down again, leaving some
very valuable apparatus about 3,000 feet from the summit.



Unsaddling and picketing the horses securely, making the beds of pine
shoots, and dragging up logs for fuel, warmed us all.  "Jim" built up a
great fire, and before long we were all sitting around it at supper.
It didn't matter much that we had to drink our tea out of the battered
meat tins in which it was boiled, and eat strips of beef reeking with
pine smoke without plates or forks.



"Treat Jim as a gentleman and you'll find him one," I had been told;
and though his manner was certainly bolder and freer than that of
gentlemen generally, no imaginary fault could be found.  He was very
agreeable as a man of culture as well as a child of nature; the
desperado was altogether out of sight.  He was very courteous and even
kind to me, which was fortunate, as the young men had little idea of
showing even ordinary civilities.  That night I made the acquaintance
of his dog "Ring," said to be the best hunting dog in Colorado, with
the body and legs of a collie, but a head approaching that of a
mastiff, a noble face with a wistful human expression, and the most
truthful eyes I ever saw in an animal.  His master loves him if he
loves anything, but in his savage moods ill-treats him.  "Ring's"
devotion never swerves, and his truthful eyes are rarely taken off his
master's face.  He is almost human in his intelligence, and, unless he
is told to do so, he never takes notice of any one but "Jim."  In a
tone as if speaking to a human being, his master, pointing to me, said,
"Ring, go to that lady, and don't leave her again to-night."  "Ring" at
once came to me, looked into my face, laid his head on my shoulder, and
then lay down beside me with his head on my lap, but never taking his
eyes from "Jim's" face.



The long shadows of the pines lay upon the frosted grass, an aurora
leaped fitfully, and the moonlight, though intensely bright, was pale
beside the red, leaping flames of our pine logs and their red glow on
our gear, ourselves, and Ring's truthful face.  One of the young men
sang a Latin student's song and two Negro melodies; the other "Sweet
Spirit, hear my Prayer."  "Jim" sang one of Moore's melodies in a
singular falsetto, and all together sang, "The Star-spangled Banner"
and "The Red, White, and Blue."  Then "Jim" recited a very clever poem
of his own composition, and told some fearful Indian stories.  A group
of small silver spruces away from the fire was my sleeping place.  The
artist who had been up there had so woven and interlaced their lower
branches as to form a bower, affording at once shelter from the wind
and a most agreeable privacy.  It was thickly strewn with young pine
shoots, and these, when covered with a blanket, with an inverted saddle
for a pillow, made a luxurious bed.  The mercury at 9 P.M. was 12
degrees below the freezing point.  "Jim," after a last look at the
horses, made a huge fire, and stretched himself out beside it, but
"Ring" lay at my back to keep me warm.  I could not sleep, but the
night passed rapidly.  I was anxious about the ascent, for gusts of
ominous sound swept through the pines at intervals.  Then wild animals
howled, and "Ring" was perturbed in spirit about them.  Then it was
strange to see the notorious desperado, a red-handed man, sleeping as
quietly as innocence sleeps.  But, above all, it was exciting to lie
there, with no better shelter than a bower of pines, on a mountain
11,000 feet high, in the very heart of the Rocky Range, under twelve
degrees of frost, hearing sounds of wolves, with shivering stars
looking through the fragrant canopy, with arrowy pines for bed-posts,
and for a night lamp the red flames of a camp-fire.



Day dawned long before the sun rose, pure and lemon colored.  The rest
were looking after the horses, when one of the students came running to
tell me that I must come farther down the slope, for "Jim" said he had
never seen such a sunrise.  From the chill, grey Peak above, from the
everlasting snows, from the silvered pines, down through mountain
ranges with their depths of Tyrian purple, we looked to where the
Plains lay cold, in blue-grey, like a morning sea against a far
horizon.  Suddenly, as a dazzling streak at first, but enlarging
rapidly into a dazzling sphere, the sun wheeled above the grey line, a
light and glory as when it was first created.  "Jim" involuntarily and
reverently uncovered his head, and exclaimed, "I believe there is a
God!"  I felt as if, Parsee-like, I must worship.  The grey of the
Plains changed to purple, the sky was all one rose-red flush, on which
vermilion cloud-streaks rested; the ghastly peaks gleamed like rubies,
the earth and heavens were new created.  Surely "the Most High dwelleth
not in temples made with hands!"  For a full hour those Plains
simulated the ocean, down to whose limitless expanse of purple, cliff,
rocks, and promontories swept down.



By seven we had finished breakfast, and passed into the ghastlier
solitudes above, I riding as far as what, rightly, or wrongly, are
called the "Lava Beds," an expanse of large and small boulders, with
snow in their crevices.  It was very cold; some water which we crossed
was frozen hard enough to bear the horse.  "Jim" had advised me against
taking any wraps, and my thin Hawaiian riding dress, only fit for the
tropics, was penetrated by the keen air. The rarefied atmosphere soon
began to oppress our breathing, and I found that Evans's boots were so
large that I had no foothold.  Fortunately, before the real difficulty
of the ascent began, we found, under a rock, a pair of small overshoes,
probably left by the Hayden exploring expedition, which just lasted for
the day.  As we were leaping from rock to rock, "Jim" said, "I was
thinking in the night about your traveling alone, and wondering where
you carried your Derringer, for I could see no signs of it."  On my
telling him that I traveled unarmed, he could hardly believe it, and
adjured me to get a revolver at once.



On arriving at the "Notch" (a literal gate of rock), we found ourselves
absolutely on the knifelike ridge or backbone of Long's Peak, only a
few feet wide, covered with colossal boulders and fragments, and on the
other side shelving in one precipitous, snow-patched sweep of 3,000
feet to a picturesque hollow, containing a lake of pure green water.
Other lakes, hidden among dense pine woods, were farther off, while
close above us rose the Peak, which, for about 500 feet, is a smooth,
gaunt, inaccessible-looking pile of granite.  Passing through the
"Notch," we looked along the nearly inaccessible side of the Peak,
composed of boulders and debris of all shapes and sizes, through which
appeared broad, smooth ribs of reddish-colored granite, looking as if
they upheld the towering rock mass above.  I usually dislike bird's-eye
and panoramic views, but, though from a mountain, this was not one.
Serrated ridges, not much lower than that on which we stood, rose, one
beyond another, far as that pure atmosphere could carry the vision,
broken into awful chasms deep with ice and snow, rising into pinnacles
piercing the heavenly blue with their cold, barren grey, on, on for
ever, till the most distant range upbore unsullied snow alone.  There
were fair lakes mirroring the dark pine woods, canyons dark and
blue-black with unbroken expanses of pines, snow-slashed pinnacles,
wintry heights frowning upon lovely parks, watered and wooded, lying in
the lap of summer; North Park floating off into the blue distance,
Middle Park closed till another season, the sunny slopes of Estes Park,
and winding down among the mountains the snowy ridge of the Divide,
whose bright waters seek both the Atlantic and Pacific Oceans.  There,
far below, links of diamonds showed where the Grand River takes its
rise to seek the mysterious Colorado, with its still unsolved enigma,
and lose itself in the waters of the Pacific; and nearer the snow-born
Thompson bursts forth from the ice to begin its journey to the Gulf of
Mexico.  Nature, rioting in her grandest mood, exclaimed with voices of
grandeur, solitude, sublimity, beauty, and infinity, "Lord, what is
man, that Thou art mindful of him? or the son of man, that Thou
visitest him?"  Never-to-be-forgotten glories they were, burnt in upon
my memory by six succeeding hours of terror.



You know I have no head and no ankles, and never ought to dream of
mountaineering; and had I known that the ascent was a real
mountaineering feat I should not have felt the slightest ambition to
perform it.  As it is, I am only humiliated by my success, for "Jim"
dragged me up, like a bale of goods, by sheer force of muscle.  At the
"Notch" the real business of the ascent began.  Two thousand feet of
solid rock towered above us, four thousand feet of broken rock shelved
precipitously below; smooth granite ribs, with barely foothold, stood
out here and there; melted snow refrozen several times, presented a
more serious obstacle; many of the rocks were loose, and tumbled down
when touched.  To me it was a time of extreme terror.  I was roped to
"Jim," but it was of no use; my feet were paralyzed and slipped on the
bare rock, and he said it was useless to try to go that way, and we
retraced our steps.  I wanted to return to the "Notch," knowing that my
incompetence would detain the party, and one of the young men said
almost plainly that a woman was a dangerous encumbrance, but the
trapper replied shortly that if it were not to take a lady up he would
not go up at all.  He went on to explore, and reported that further
progress on the correct line of ascent was blocked by ice; and then for
two hours we descended, lowering ourselves by our hands from rock to
rock along a boulder-strewn sweep of 4,000 feet, patched with ice and
snow, and perilous from rolling stones.  My fatigue, giddiness, and
pain from bruised ankles, and arms half pulled out of their sockets,
were so great that I should never have gone halfway had not "Jim,"
nolens volens, dragged me along with a patience and skill, and withal a
determination that I should ascend the Peak, which never failed.  After
descending about 2,000 feet to avoid the ice, we got into a deep ravine
with inaccessible sides, partly filled with ice and snow and partly
with large and small fragments of rock, which were constantly giving
away, rendering the footing very insecure.  That part to me was two
hours of painful and unwilling submission to the inevitable; of
trembling, slipping, straining, of smooth ice appearing when it was
least expected, and of weak entreaties to be left behind while the
others went on.  "Jim" always said that there was no danger, that there
was only a short bad bit ahead, and that I should go up even if he
carried me!



Slipping, faltering, gasping from the exhausting toil in the rarefied
air, with throbbing hearts and panting lungs, we reached the top of the
gorge and squeezed ourselves between two gigantic fragments of rock by
a passage called the "Dog's Lift," when I climbed on the shoulders of
one man and then was hauled up.  This introduced us by an abrupt turn
round the south-west angle of the Peak to a narrow shelf of
considerable length, rugged, uneven, and so overhung by the cliff in
some places that it is necessary to crouch to pass at all.  Above, the
Peak looks nearly vertical for 400 feet; and below, the most tremendous
precipice I have ever seen descends in one unbroken fall.  This is
usually considered the most dangerous part of the ascent, but it does
not seem so to me, for such foothold as there is is secure, and one
fancies that it is possible to hold on with the hands.  But there, and
on the final, and, to my thinking, the worst part of the climb, one
slip, and a breathing, thinking, human being would lie 3,000 feet
below, a shapeless, bloody heap!  "Ring" refused to traverse the Ledge,
and remained at the "Lift" howling piteously.



From thence the view is more magnificent even than that from the
"Notch."  At the foot of the precipice below us lay a lovely lake, wood
embosomed, from or near which the bright St. Vrain and other streams
take their rise.  I thought how their clear cold waters, growing turbid
in the affluent flats, would heat under the tropic sun, and eventually
form part of that great ocean river which renders our far-off islands
habitable by impinging on their shores.  Snowy ranges, one behind the
other, extended to the distant horizon, folding in their wintry embrace
the beauties of Middle Park.  Pike's Peak, more than one hundred miles
off, lifted that vast but shapeless summit which is the landmark of
southern Colorado.  There were snow patches, snow slashes, snow
abysses, snow forlorn and soiled looking, snow pure and dazzling, snow
glistening above the purple robe of pine worn by all the mountains;
while away to the east, in limitless breadth, stretched the green-grey
of the endless Plains.  Giants everywhere reared their splintered
crests.  From thence, with a single sweep, the eye takes in a distance
of 300 miles—that distance to the west, north, and south being made up
of mountains ten, eleven, twelve, and thirteen thousand feet in height,
dominated by Long's Peak, Gray's Peak, and Pike's Peak, all nearly the
height of Mont Blanc!  On the Plains we traced the rivers by their
fringe of cottonwoods to the distant Platte, and between us and them
lay glories of mountain, canyon, and lake, sleeping in depths of blue
and purple most ravishing to the eye.



As we crept from the ledge round a horn of rock I beheld what made me
perfectly sick and dizzy to look at—the terminal Peak itself—a
smooth, cracked face or wall of pink granite, as nearly perpendicular
as anything could well be up which it was possible to climb, well
deserving the name of the "American Matterhorn." [14]



SCALING, not climbing, is the correct term for this last ascent.  It
took one hour to accomplish 500 feet, pausing for breath every minute
or two.  The only foothold was in narrow cracks or on minute
projections on the granite.  To get a toe in these cracks, or here and
there on a scarcely obvious projection, while crawling on hands and
knees, all the while tortured with thirst and gasping and struggling
for breath, this was the climb; but at last the Peak was won.  A grand,
well-defined mountain top it is, a nearly level acre of boulders, with
precipitous sides all round, the one we came up being the only
accessible one.



It was not possible to remain long.  One of the young men was seriously
alarmed by bleeding from the lungs, and the intense dryness of the day
and the rarefication of the air, at a height of nearly 15,000 feet,
made respiration very painful.  There is always water on the Peak, but
it was frozen as hard as a rock, and the sucking of ice and snow
increases thirst.  We all suffered severely from the want of water, and
the gasping for breath made our mouths and tongues so dry that
articulation was difficult, and the speech of all unnatural.



From the summit were seen in unrivalled combination all the views which
had rejoiced our eyes during the ascent.  It was something at last to
stand upon the storm-rent crown of this lonely sentinel of the Rocky
Range, on one of the mightiest of the vertebrae of the backbone of the
North American continent, and to see the waters start for both oceans.
Uplifted above love and hate and storms of passion, calm amidst the
eternal silences, fanned by zephyrs and bathed in living blue, peace
rested for that one bright day on the Peak, as if it were some region



Where falls not rain, or hail, or any snow,

Or ever wind blows loudly.




We placed our names, with the date of ascent, in a tin within a
crevice, and descended to the Ledge, sitting on the smooth granite,
getting our feet into cracks and against projections, and letting
ourselves down by our hands, "Jim" going before me, so that I might
steady my feet against his powerful shoulders.  I was no longer giddy,
and faced the precipice of 3,500 feet without a shiver.  Repassing the
Ledge and Lift, we accomplished the descent through 1,500 feet of ice
and snow, with many falls and bruises, but no worse mishap, and there
separated, the young men taking the steepest but most direct way to the
"Notch," with the intention of getting ready for the march home, and
"Jim" and I taking what he thought the safer route for me—a descent
over boulders for 2,000 feet, and then a tremendous ascent to the
"Notch."  I had various falls, and once hung by my frock, which caught
on a rock, and "Jim" severed it with his hunting knife, upon which I
fell into a crevice full of soft snow.  We were driven lower down the
mountains than he had intended by impassable tracts of ice, and the
ascent was tremendous.  For the last 200 feet the boulders were of
enormous size, and the steepness fearful.  Sometimes I drew myself up
on hands and knees, sometimes crawled; sometimes "Jim" pulled me up by
my arms or a lariat, and sometimes I stood on his shoulders, or he made
steps for me of his feet and hands, but at six we stood on the "Notch"
in the splendor of the sinking sun, all color deepening, all peaks
glorifying, all shadows purpling, all peril past.



"Jim" had parted with his brusquerie when we parted from the students,
and was gentle and considerate beyond anything, though I knew that he
must be grievously disappointed, both in my courage and strength.
Water was an object of earnest desire.  My tongue rattled in my mouth,
and I could hardly articulate.  It is good for one's sympathies to have
for once a severe experience of thirst.  Truly, there was



Water, water, everywhere,

But not a drop to drink.




Three times its apparent gleam deceived even the mountaineer's
practiced eye, but we found only a foot of "glare ice."  At last, in a
deep hole, he succeeded in breaking the ice, and by putting one's arm
far down one could scoop up a little water in one's hand, but it was
tormentingly insufficient.  With great difficulty and much assistance I
recrossed the "Lava Beds," was carried to the horse and lifted upon
him, and when we reached the camping ground I was lifted off him, and
laid on the ground wrapped up in blankets, a humiliating termination of
a great exploit.  The horses were saddled, and the young men were all
ready to start, but "Jim" quietly said, "Now, gentlemen, I want a good
night's rest, and we shan't stir from here to-night."  I believe they
were really glad to have it so, as one of them was quite "finished."  I
retired to my arbor, wrapped myself in a roll of blankets, and was soon
asleep.



When I woke, the moon was high shining through the silvery branches,
whitening the bald Peak above, and glittering on the great abyss of
snow behind, and pine logs were blazing like a bonfire in the cold
still air.  My feet were so icy cold that I could not sleep again, and
getting some blankets to sit in, and making a roll of them for my back,
I sat for two hours by the camp-fire.  It was weird and gloriously
beautiful.  The students were asleep not far off in their blankets with
their feet towards the fire.  "Ring" lay on one side of me with his
fine head on my arm, and his master sat smoking, with the fire lighting
up the handsome side of his face, and except for the tones of our
voices, and an occasional crackle and splutter as a pine knot blazed
up, there was no sound on the mountain side.  The beloved stars of my
far-off home were overhead, the Plough and Pole Star, with their steady
light; the glittering Pleiades, looking larger than I ever saw them,
and "Orion's studded belt" shining gloriously.  Once only some wild
animals prowled near the camp, when "Ring," with one bound, disappeared
from my side; and the horses, which were picketed by the stream, broke
their lariats, stampeded, and came rushing wildly towards the fire, and
it was fully half an hour before they were caught and quiet was
restored.  "Jim," or Mr. Nugent, as I always scrupulously called him,
told stories of his early youth, and of a great sorrow which had led
him to embark on a lawless and desperate life.  His voice trembled, and
tears rolled down his cheek.  Was it semi-conscious acting, I wondered,
or was his dark soul really stirred to its depths by the silence, the
beauty, and the memories of youth?



We reached Estes Park at noon of the following day.  A more successful
ascent of the Peak was never made, and I would not now exchange my
memories of its perfect beauty and extraordinary sublimity for any
other experience of mountaineering in any part of the world.  Yesterday
snow fell on the summit, and it will be inaccessible for eight months
to come.



I. L. B.





      Text from Project Gutenberg.

    

  
    
      Afterword

      Day Fifty-Six: The Wild West

      Scratchy Wilson’s maroon shirt was made “by some Jewish women on the east side of New York”, and his boots are the kind “beloved in winter by little sledding boys on the hillsides of New England”. Crane’s wild West is already a costume: “The man was playing with this town.” Bird has the same doubt about her desperado: when Jim weeps by the camp fire, she wonders whether it was “semi-conscious acting”. And the dying cowboy stages his own funeral, down to the roses on the coffin.

      But why would a cowboy want fifes, drums and the Dead March? The song came west from an older ballad, “The Unfortunate Rake”, about a young soldier dying in hospital of a disease he caught from a woman. Hence the military funeral, and “There goes an unfortunate boy to his home”, and the refrain, “I know I’ve done wrong”. When Lomax published his Cowboy Songs in 1910, a letter of praise from Theodore Roosevelt was printed at the front of the book.

      Jim’s end was no song. The next summer Griffith Evans, the rancher whose boots Bird wore up the mountain, shot him in a quarrel, and Jim died of his wounds that autumn.

    

  
    
      Day Fifty-Seven

      Kings

      17 minutes

      
        Story
        David and Bathsheba (2 Samuel 11–12)
        The Bible (King James Version) · 8 minutes
        In the season when kings go out to battle, King David stays at home in Jerusalem, and walks one evening on the roof of his house.
      

      
        Poem
        Death the Leveller ('The glories of our blood and state')
        James Shirley · 1 minute
        A song from a forgotten play, on the death that brings kings down to the level of the poor, which has outlived everything else Shirley wrote.
      

      
        Essay
        Of the Inconvenience of Greatness
        Michel de Montaigne · 9 minutes
        Montaigne, who had met kings, explains why he would never want to be one.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      David and Bathsheba (2 Samuel 11–12)

      The Bible (King James Version), 1611

      David, the shepherd boy who killed the giant Goliath, became the second king of Israel, about 1000 BC, and made Jerusalem his capital. These two chapters of the second book of Samuel tell one story about him, complete in itself. Joab is the commander of his army, and Nathan is a prophet.

      
         And it came to pass, after the year was expired, at the time
when kings go forth to battle, that David sent Joab, and his
servants with him, and all Israel; and they destroyed the
children of Ammon, and besieged Rabbah. But David tarried
still at Jerusalem.

 And it came to pass in an eveningtide, that David arose from
off his bed, and walked upon the roof of the king's house: and
from the roof he saw a woman washing herself; and the woman
was very beautiful to look upon.

 And David sent and enquired after the woman. And one said, Is
not this Bath-sheba, the daughter of Eliam, the wife of Uriah
the Hittite?

 And David sent messengers, and took her; and she came in unto
him, and he lay with her; for she was purified from her
uncleanness: and she returned unto her house.

 And the woman conceived, and sent and told David, and said, I
am with child.

 And David sent to Joab, saying, Send me Uriah the Hittite. And
Joab sent Uriah to David.

 And when Uriah was come unto him, David demanded of him how
Joab did, and how the people did, and how the war prospered.

 And David said to Uriah, Go down to thy house, and wash thy
feet. And Uriah departed out of the king's house, and there
followed him a mess of meat from the king.

 But Uriah slept at the door of the king's house with all the
servants of his lord, and went not down to his house.

 And when they had told David, saying, Uriah went not down unto
his house, David said unto Uriah, Camest thou not from thy
journey? why then didst thou not go down unto thine house?

 And Uriah said unto David, The ark, and Israel, and Judah,
abide in tents; and my lord Joab, and the servants of my lord,
are encamped in the open fields; shall I then go into mine
house, to eat and to drink, and to lie with my wife? as thou
livest, and as thy soul liveth, I will not do this thing.

 And David said to Uriah, Tarry here to day also, and to morrow
I will let thee depart. So Uriah abode in Jerusalem that day,
and the morrow.

 And when David had called him, he did eat and drink before
him; and he made him drunk: and at even he went out to lie on
his bed with the servants of his lord, but went not down to
his house.

 And it came to pass in the morning, that David wrote a letter
to Joab, and sent it by the hand of Uriah.

 And he wrote in the letter, saying, Set ye Uriah in the
forefront of the hottest battle, and retire ye from him, that
he may be smitten, and die.

 And it came to pass, when Joab observed the city, that he
assigned Uriah unto a place where he knew that valiant men
were.

 And the men of the city went out, and fought with Joab: and
there fell some of the people of the servants of David; and
Uriah the Hittite died also.

 Then Joab sent and told David all the things concerning the
war;

 And charged the messenger, saying, When thou hast made an end
of telling the matters of the war unto the king,

 And if so be that the king's wrath arise, and he say unto
thee, Wherefore approached ye so nigh unto the city when ye
did fight? knew ye not that they would shoot from the wall?

 Who smote Abimelech the son of Jerubbesheth? did not a woman
cast a piece of a millstone upon him from the wall, that he
died in Thebez? why went ye nigh the wall? then say thou, Thy
servant Uriah the Hittite is dead also.

 So the messenger went, and came and shewed David all that Joab
had sent him for.

 And the messenger said unto David, Surely the men prevailed
against us, and came out unto us into the field, and we were
upon them even unto the entering of the gate.

 And the shooters shot from off the wall upon thy servants; and
some of the king's servants be dead, and thy servant Uriah the
Hittite is dead also.

 Then David said unto the messenger, Thus shalt thou say unto
Joab, Let not this thing displease thee, for the sword
devoureth one as well as another: make thy battle more strong
against the city, and overthrow it: and encourage thou him.

 And when the wife of Uriah heard that Uriah her husband was
dead, she mourned for her husband.

 And when the mourning was past, David sent and fetched her to
his house, and she became his wife, and bare him a son. But
the thing that David had done displeased the LORD.


Chapter 12


 And the LORD sent Nathan unto David. And he came unto him, and
said unto him, There were two men in one city; the one rich,
and the other poor.

 The rich man had exceeding many flocks and herds:

 But the poor man had nothing, save one little ewe lamb, which
he had bought and nourished up: and it grew up together with
him, and with his children; it did eat of his own meat, and
drank of his own cup, and lay in his bosom, and was unto him
as a daughter.

 And there came a traveller unto the rich man, and he spared to
take of his own flock and of his own herd, to dress for the
wayfaring man that was come unto him; but took the poor man's
lamb, and dressed it for the man that was come to him.

 And David's anger was greatly kindled against the man; and he
said to Nathan, As the LORD liveth, the man that hath done
this thing shall surely die:

 And he shall restore the lamb fourfold, because he did this
thing, and because he had no pity.

 And Nathan said to David, Thou art the man. Thus saith the
LORD God of Israel, I anointed thee king over Israel, and I
delivered thee out of the hand of Saul;

 And I gave thee thy master's house, and thy master's wives
into thy bosom, and gave thee the house of Israel and of
Judah; and if that had been too little, I would moreover have
given unto thee such and such things.

 Wherefore hast thou despised the commandment of the LORD, to
do evil in his sight? thou hast killed Uriah the Hittite with
the sword, and hast taken his wife to be thy wife, and hast
slain him with the sword of the children of Ammon.

 Now therefore the sword shall never depart from thine house;
because thou hast despised me, and hast taken the wife of
Uriah the Hittite to be thy wife.

 Thus saith the LORD, Behold, I will raise up evil against thee
out of thine own house, and I will take thy wives before thine
eyes, and give them unto thy neighbour, and he shall lie with
thy wives in the sight of this sun.

 For thou didst it secretly: but I will do this thing before
all Israel, and before the sun.

 And David said unto Nathan, I have sinned against the LORD.
And Nathan said unto David, The LORD also hath put away thy
sin; thou shalt not die.

 Howbeit, because by this deed thou hast given great occasion
to the enemies of the LORD to blaspheme, the child also that
is born unto thee shall surely die.

 And Nathan departed unto his house. And the LORD struck the
child that Uriah's wife bare unto David, and it was very sick.

 David therefore besought God for the child; and David fasted,
and went in, and lay all night upon the earth.

 And the elders of his house arose, and went to him, to raise
him up from the earth: but he would not, neither did he eat
bread with them.

 And it came to pass on the seventh day, that the child died.
And the servants of David feared to tell him that the child
was dead: for they said, Behold, while the child was yet
alive, we spake unto him, and he would not hearken unto our
voice: how will he then vex himself, if we tell him that the
child is dead?

 But when David saw that his servants whispered, David
perceived that the child was dead: therefore David said unto
his servants, Is the child dead? And they said, He is dead.

 Then David arose from the earth, and washed, and anointed
himself, and changed his apparel, and came into the house of
the LORD, and worshipped: then he came to his own house; and
when he required, they set bread before him, and he did eat.

 Then said his servants unto him, What thing is this that thou
hast done? thou didst fast and weep for the child, while it
was alive; but when the child was dead, thou didst rise and
eat bread.

 And he said, While the child was yet alive, I fasted and wept:
for I said, Who can tell whether God will be gracious to me,
that the child may live?

 But now he is dead, wherefore should I fast? can I bring him
back again? I shall go to him, but he shall not return to me.

 And David comforted Bath-sheba his wife, and went in unto her,
and lay with her: and she bare a son, and he called his name
Solomon: and the LORD loved him.

 And he sent by the hand of Nathan the prophet; and he called
his name Jedidiah, because of the LORD.

 And Joab fought against Rabbah of the children of Ammon, and
took the royal city.

 And Joab sent messengers to David, and said, I have fought
against Rabbah, and have taken the city of waters.

 Now therefore gather the rest of the people together, and
encamp against the city, and take it: lest I take the city,
and it be called after my name.

 And David gathered all the people together, and went to
Rabbah, and fought against it, and took it.

 And he took their king's crown from off his head, the weight
whereof was a talent of gold with the precious stones: and it
was set on David's head. And he brought forth the spoil of the
city in great abundance.

 And he brought forth the people that were therein, and put
them under saws, and under harrows of iron, and under axes of
iron, and made them pass through the brickkiln: and thus did
he unto all the cities of the children of Ammon. So David and
all the people returned unto Jerusalem.




      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Poem

      Death the Leveller ('The glories of our blood and state')

      James Shirley, 1659

      






















































































































































































































































































THE glories of our blood and state

Are shadows, not substantial things;

There is no armour against Fate;

Death lays his icy hand on kings:

Sceptre and Crown

Must tumble down,

And in the dust be equal made

With the poor crookèd scythe and spade.



Some men with swords may reap the field,

And plant fresh laurels where they kill:

But their strong nerves at last must yield;

They tame but one another still:

Early or late

They stoop to fate,

And must give up their murmuring breath

When they, pale captives, creep to death.



The garlands wither on your brow;

Then boast no more your mighty deeds!

Upon Death’s purple altar now

See where the victor-victim bleeds.

Your heads must come

To the cold tomb:

Only the actions of the just

Smell sweet and blossom in their dust.






























































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































      Text from Project Gutenberg.

    

  
    
      Essay

      Of the Inconvenience of Greatness

      Michel de Montaigne, translated by Charles Cotton, 1588

      
      Since we cannot attain unto it, let us revenge our selves by railing at
      it; and yet it is not absolutely railing against anything to proclaim its
      defects, because they are in all things to be found, how beautiful or how
      much to be coveted soever. Greatness has, in general, this manifest
      advantage, that it can lower itself when it pleases, and has, very near,
      the choice of both the one and the other condition; for a man does not
      fall from all heights; there are several from which one may descend
      without falling down. It does, indeed, appear to me that we value it at
      too high a rate, and also overvalue the resolution of those whom we have
      either seen or heard have contemned it, or displaced themselves of their
      own accord: its essence is not so evidently commodious that a man may not,
      with out a miracle, refuse it. I find it a very hard thing to undergo
      misfortunes, but to be content with a moderate measure of fortune, and to
      avoid greatness, I think a very easy matter. ‘Tis, methinks, a
      virtue to which I, who am no conjuror, could without any great endeavour
      arrive. What, then, is to be expected from them that would yet put into
      consideration the glory attending this refusal, wherein there may lurk
      worse ambition than even in the desire itself, and fruition of greatness?
      Forasmuch as ambition never comports itself better, according to itself,
      than when it proceeds by obscure and unfrequented ways.
    


      I incite my courage to patience, but I rein it as much as I can towards
      desire. I have as much to wish for as another, and allow my wishes as much
      liberty and indiscretion; but yet it never befell me to wish for either
      empire or royalty, or the eminency of those high and commanding fortunes:
      I do not aim that way; I love myself too well. When I think to grow
      greater, ‘tis but very moderately, and by a compelled and timorous
      advancement, such as is proper for me in resolution, in prudence, in
      health, in beauty, and even in riches too; but this supreme reputation,
      this mighty authority, oppress my imagination; and, quite contrary to that
      other,—[Julius Caesar.]—I should, peradventure, rather choose
      to be the second or third in Perigord than the first at Paris at least,
      without lying, rather the third at Paris than the first. I would neither
      dispute with a porter, a miserable unknown, nor make crowds open in
      adoration as I pass. I am trained up to a moderate condition, as well by
      my choice as fortune; and have made it appear, in the whole conduct of my
      life and enterprises, that I have rather avoided than otherwise the
      climbing above the degree of fortune wherein God has placed me by my
      birth; all natural constitution is equally just and easy. My soul is such
      a poltroon, that I measure not good fortune by the height, but by the
      facility.
    


      But if my heart be not great enough, ‘tis open enough to make
      amends, at any one’s request, freely to lay open its weakness.
      Should any one put me upon comparing the life of L. Thorius Balbus, a
      brave man, handsome, learned, healthful, understanding, and abounding in
      all sorts of conveniences and pleasures, leading a quiet life, and all his
      own, his mind well prepared against death, superstition, pain, and other
      incumbrances of human necessity, dying, at last, in battle, with his sword
      in his hand, for the defence of his country, on the one part; and on the
      other part, the life of M. Regulus, so great and high as is known to every
      one, and his end admirable; the one without name and without dignity, the
      other exemplary and glorious to a wonder. I should doubtless say, as
      Cicero did, could I speak as well as he.
    


      But if I was to compare them with my own, I should then also say that the
      first is as much according to my capacity, and from desire, which I
      conform to my capacity, as the second is far beyond it; that I could not
      approach the last but with veneration, the other I could readily attain by
      use.
    


      Let us return to our temporal greatness, from which we are digressed. I
      disrelish all dominion, whether active or passive. Otanes, one of the
      seven who had right to pretend to the kingdom of Persia, did as I should
      willingly have done, which was, that he gave up to his competitors his
      right of being promoted to it, either by election or by lot, provided that
      he and his might live in the empire out of all authority and subjection,
      those of the ancient laws excepted, and might enjoy all liberty that was
      not prejudicial to these, being as impatient of commanding as of being
      commanded.
    


      The most painful and difficult employment in the world, in my opinion, is
      worthily to discharge the office of a king. I excuse more of their
      mistakes than men commonly do, in consideration of the intolerable weight
      of their function, which astounds me. ‘Tis hard to keep measure in
      so immeasurable a power; yet so it is that it is, even to those who are
      not of the best nature, a singular incitement to virtue to be seated in a
      place where you cannot do the least good that shall not be put upon
      record, and where the least benefit redounds to so many men, and where
      your talent of administration, like that of preachers, principally
      addresses itself to the people, no very exact judge, easy to deceive, and
      easily content. There are few things wherein we can give a sincere
      judgment, by reason that there are few wherein we have not, in some sort,
      a private interest. Superiority and inferiority, dominion and subjection
      are bound to a natural envy and contest, and must of necessity perpetually
      intrench upon one another. I believe neither the one nor the other
      touching the rights of the other party; let reason therefore, which is
      inflexible and without passion, determine when we can avail ourselves of
      it. ‘Tis not above a month ago that I read over, two Scottish
      authors contending upon this subject, of whom he who stands for the people
      makes the king to be in a worse condition than a carter; he who writes for
      monarchy places him some degrees above God in power and sovereignty.
    


      Now, the incommodity of greatness that I have taken to remark in this
      place, upon some occasion that has lately put it into my head, is this:
      there is not, peradventure, anything more pleasant in the commerce of many
      than the trials that we make against one another, out of emulation of
      honour and worth, whether in the exercises of the body or in those of the
      mind, wherein sovereign greatness can have no true part. And, in earnest,
      I have often thought that by force of respect itself men use princes
      disdainfully and injuriously in that particular; for the thing I was
      infinitely offended at in my childhood, that they who exercised with me
      forbore to do their best because they found me unworthy of their utmost
      endeavour, is what we see happen to them daily, every one finding himself
      unworthy to contend with them. If we discover that they have the least
      desire to get the better of us, there is no one who will not make it his
      business to give it them, and who will not rather betray his own glory
      than offend theirs; and will therein employ so much force only as is
      necessary to save their honour. What share have they, then, in the
      engagement, where every one is on their side? Methinks I see those
      paladins of ancient times presenting themselves to jousts and battle with
      enchanted arms and bodies. Brisson,
    


      running against Alexander, purposely missed his blow, and made a fault in
      his career; Alexander chid him for it, but he ought to have had him
      whipped. Upon this consideration Carneades said, that “the sons of
      princes learned nothing right but to manage horses; by reason that, in all
      their other exercises, every one bends and yields to them; but a horse,
      that is neither a flatterer nor a courtier, throws the son of a king with
      no more ceremony than he would throw that of a porter.”
    


      Homer was fain to consent that Venus, so sweet and delicate a goddess as
      she was, should be wounded at the battle of Troy, thereby to ascribe
      courage and boldness to her qualities that cannot possibly be in those who
      are exempt from danger. The gods are made to be angry, to fear, to run
      away, to be jealous, to grieve, to be transported with passions, to honour
      them with the virtues that, amongst us, are built upon these
      imperfections. Who does not participate in the hazard and difficulty, can
      claim no interest in the honour and pleasure that are the consequents of
      hazardous actions. ‘Tis pity a man should be so potent that all
      things must give way to him; fortune therein sets you too remote from
      society, and places you in too great a solitude. This easiness and mean
      facility of making all things bow under you, is an enemy to all sorts of
      pleasure: ‘tis to slide, not to go; ‘tis to sleep, and not to
      live. Conceive man accompanied with omnipotence: you overwhelm him; he
      must beg disturbance and opposition as an alms: his being and his good are
      in indigence. Evil to man is in its turn good, and good evil. Neither is
      pain always to be shunned, nor pleasure always to be pursued.
    


      Their good qualities are dead and lost; for they can only be perceived by
      comparison, and we put them out of this: they have little knowledge of
      true praise, having their ears deafened with so continual and uniform an
      approbation. Have they to do with the stupidest of all their subjects?
      they have no means to take any advantage of him; if he but say: “‘Tis
      because he is my king,” he thinks he has said enough to express that
      he therefore suffered himself to be overcome. This quality stifles and
      consumes the other true and essential qualities: they are sunk in the
      royalty, and leave them nothing to recommend themselves with but actions
      that directly concern and serve the function of their place; ‘tis so
      much to be a king, that this alone remains to them. The outer glare that
      environs him conceals and shrouds him from us; our sight is there repelled
      and dissipated, being filled and stopped by this prevailing light. The
      senate awarded the prize of eloquence to Tiberius; he refused it,
      esteeming that though it had been just, he could derive no advantage from
      a judgment so partial, and that was so little free to judge.
    


      As we give them all advantages of honour, so do we soothe and authorise
      all their vices and defects, not only by approbation, but by imitation
      also. Every one of Alexander’s followers carried his head on one
      side, as he did; and the flatterers of Dionysius ran against one another
      in his presence, and stumbled at and overturned whatever was under foot,
      to shew they were as purblind as he. Hernia itself has also served to
      recommend a man to favour; I have seen deafness affected; and because the
      master hated his wife, Plutarch—[who, however, only gives one
      instance; and in this he tells us that the man visited his wife privately.]—has
      seen his courtiers repudiate theirs, whom they loved; and, which is yet
      more, uncleanliness and all manner of dissoluteness have so been in
      fashion; as also disloyalty, blasphemy, cruelty, heresy, superstition,
      irreligion, effeminacy, and worse, if worse there be; and by an example
      yet more dangerous than that of Mithridates’ flatterers, who, as
      their master pretended to the honour of a good physician, came to him to
      have incisions and cauteries made in their limbs; for these others
      suffered the soul, a more delicate and noble part, to be cauterised.
    


      But to end where I began: the Emperor Adrian, disputing with the
      philosopher Favorinus about the interpretation of some word, Favorinus
      soon yielded him the victory; for which his friends rebuking him, “You
      talk simply,” said he; “would you not have him wiser than I,
      who commands thirty legions?” Augustus wrote verses against Asinius
      Pollio, and “I,” said Pollio, “say nothing, for it is
      not prudence to write in contest with him who has power to proscribe.”
      And they were right. For Dionysius, because he could not equal Philoxenus
      in poesy and Plato in discourse, condemned the one to the quarries, and
      sent the other to be sold for a slave into the island of AEgina.
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      Afterword

      Day Fifty-Seven: Kings

      Montaigne’s prince never gets a fair contest, because everyone lets him win. Joab is that kind of courtier. He fights the war, and when Rabbah is ready to fall he sends for the king, “lest I take the city, and it be called after my name”. So the Ammonite king’s crown, “a talent of gold”, is set on David’s head, just as Brisson “purposely missed his blow” when he ran against Alexander. Around the king it is the same. Joab coaches the messenger in case “the king’s wrath arise”, and the servants are afraid to tell David that his child is dead. Only Nathan tells him the truth, and even he has to come at it sideways, with a story that gets the king to pass sentence on himself. Shirley’s Death is Carneades’s horse, “neither a flatterer nor a courtier”: it throws kings into the dust with “the poor crookèd scythe and spade”.

      Montaigne’s “two Scottish authors” were real, and he knew one of them. The one who left the king “in a worse condition than a carter” was George Buchanan, who had taught Montaigne as a boy at school in Bordeaux. The other, Adam Blackwood, wrote to answer him. Buchanan went on to be tutor to the young James VI of Scotland, who grew up to write a book of his own in defence of the divine right of kings.

    

  
    
      Day Fifty-Eight

      South Africa

      27 minutes

      
        Story
        A Dream of Wild Bees
        Olive Schreiner · 4 minutes
        A tired mother darning by an open window in the African heat, in one of the allegories by the author of The Story of an African Farm.
      

      
        Poem
        Afar in the Desert
        Thomas Pringle · 5 minutes
        The father of South African poetry rides alone into the Karoo, 'with the silent Bush-boy alone by my side'.
      

      
        Essay
        One Night with the Fugitives (Native Life in South Africa)
        Sol T. Plaatje · 17 minutes
        A founder of the African National Congress rides out in 1913 to meet Black families evicted from their land by the new Natives' Land Act.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      A Dream of Wild Bees

      Olive Schreiner, 1890

      



      A mother sat alone at an open window. Through it came the voices of the
      children as they played under the acacia-trees, and the breath of the hot
      afternoon air. In and out of the room flew the bees, the wild bees, with
      their legs yellow with pollen, going to and from the acacia-trees, droning
      all the while. She sat on a low chair before the table and darned. She
      took her work from the great basket that stood before her on the table:
      some lay on her knee and half covered the book that rested there. She
      watched the needle go in and out; and the dreary hum of the bees and the
      noise of the children’s voices became a confused murmur in her ears, as
      she worked slowly and more slowly. Then the bees, the long-legged
      wasp-like fellows who make no honey, flew closer and closer to her head,
      droning. Then she grew more and more drowsy, and she laid her hand, with
      the stocking over it, on the edge of the table, and leaned her head upon
      it. And the voices of the children outside grew more and more dreamy, came
      now far, now near; then she did not hear them, but she felt under her
      heart where the ninth child lay. Bent forward and sleeping there, with the
      bees flying about her head, she had a weird brain-picture; she thought the
      bees lengthened and lengthened themselves out and became human creatures
      and moved round and round her. Then one came to her softly, saying, “Let
      me lay my hand upon thy side where the child sleeps. If I shall touch him
      he shall be as I.”
     


      She asked, “Who are you?”
     


      And he said, “I am Health. Whom I touch will have always the red blood
      dancing in his veins; he will not know weariness nor pain; life will be a
      long laugh to him.”
     


      “No,” said another, “let me touch; for I am Wealth. If I touch him
      material care shall not feed on him. He shall live on the blood and sinews
      of his fellow-men, if he will; and what his eye lusts for, his hand will
      have. He shall not know ‘I want.’” And the child lay still like lead.
    


      And another said, “Let me touch him: I am Fame. The man I touch, I lead to
      a high hill where all men may see him. When he dies he is not forgotten,
      his name rings down the centuries, each echoes it on to his fellows. Think—not
      to be forgotten through the ages!”
     


      And the mother lay breathing steadily, but in the brain-picture they
      pressed closer to her.
    


      “Let me touch the child,” said one, “for I am Love. If I touch him he
      shall not walk through life alone. In the greatest dark, when he puts out
      his hand he shall find another hand by it. When the world is against him,
      another shall say, ‘You and I.’” And the child trembled.
    


      But another pressed close and said, “Let me touch; for I am Talent. I can
      do all things—that have been done before. I touch the soldier, the
      statesman, the thinker, and the politician who succeed; and the writer who
      is never before his time, and never behind it. If I touch the child he
      shall not weep for failure.”
     


      About the mother’s head the bees were flying, touching her with their long
      tapering limbs; and, in her brain-picture, out of the shadow of the room
      came one with sallow face, deep-lined, the cheeks drawn into hollows, and
      a mouth smiling quiveringly. He stretched out his hand. And the mother
      drew back, and cried, “Who are you?” He answered nothing; and she looked
      up between his eyelids. And she said, “What can you give the child—health?”
       And he said, “The man I touch, there wakes up in his blood a burning
      fever, that shall lick his blood as fire. The fever that I will give him
      shall be cured when his life is cured.”
     


      “You give wealth?”
     


      He shook his head. “The man whom I touch, when he bends to pick up gold,
      he sees suddenly a light over his head in the sky; while he looks up to
      see it, the gold slips from between his fingers, or sometimes another
      passing takes it from them.”
     


      “Fame?”
     


      He answered, “likely not. For the man I touch there is a path traced out
      in the sand by a finger which no man sees. That he must follow. Sometimes
      it leads almost to the top, and then turns down suddenly into the valley.
      He must follow it, though none else sees the tracing.”
     


      “Love?”
     


      He said, “He shall hunger for it—but he shall not find it. When he
      stretches out his arms to it, and would lay his heart against a thing he
      loves, then, far off along the horizon he shall see a light play. He must
      go towards it. The thing he loves will not journey with him; he must
      travel alone. When he presses somewhat to his burning heart, crying,
      ‘Mine, mine, my own!’ he shall hear a voice—‘Renounce! renounce!
      this is not thine!’”
     


      “He shall succeed?”
     


      He said, “He shall fail. When he runs with others they shall reach the
      goal before him. For strange voices shall call to him and strange lights
      shall beckon him, and he must wait and listen. And this shall be the
      strangest: far off across the burning sands where, to other men, there is
      only the desert’s waste, he shall see a blue sea! On that sea the sun
      shines always, and the water is blue as burning amethyst, and the foam is
      white on the shore. A great land rises from it, and he shall see upon the
      mountain-tops burning gold.”
     


      The mother said, “He shall reach it?”
     


      And he smiled curiously.
    


      She said, “It is real?”
     


      And he said, “What IS real?”
     


      And she looked up between his half-closed eyelids, and said, “Touch.”
     


      And he leaned forward and laid his hand upon the sleeper, and whispered to
      it, smiling; and this only she heard—“This shall be thy reward—that
      the ideal shall be real to thee.”
     


      And the child trembled; but the mother slept on heavily and her
      brain-picture vanished. But deep within her the antenatal thing that lay
      here had a dream. In those eyes that had never seen the day, in that
      half-shaped brain was a sensation of light! Light—that it never had
      seen. Light—that perhaps it never should see. Light—that
      existed somewhere!
    


      And already it had its reward: the Ideal was real to it.
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      Poem

      Afar in the Desert

      Thomas Pringle, 1824

      Thomas Pringle, a Scottish poet, came to the Eastern Cape with a party of settlers in 1820 and later campaigned in London against slavery. "Bush-boy" was the settlers' word for a San servant; the Karoo is the dry inland plateau of the Cape, and the quagga, now extinct, was a kind of zebra.

      
        
          
            Afar in the desert I love to ride, 

With the silent Bush-boy alone by my side: 

When the sorrows of life the soul o'ercast, 

And, sick of the Present, I cling to the Past; 

When the eye is suffused with regretful tears, 

From the fond recollections of former years; 

And shadows of things that have long since fled, 

Flit over the brain, like the ghosts of the dead: 

Bright visions of glory—that vanished too soon; 

Day-dreams—that departed ere manhood's noon; 

Attachments—by fate or by falsehood reft; 

Companions of early days—lost or left; 

And my native land—whose magical name 

Thrills to the heart like electric flame; 

The home of my childhood; the haunts of my prime; 

All the passions and scenes of that rapturous time, 

When the feelings were young and the world was new, 

Like the fresh flowers of Eden unfolding to view; 

All—all now forsaken—forgotten—foregone! 

And I, a lone exile remembered by none, 

My high aims abandoned, my good acts undone, 

Aweary of all that is under the sun, 

With that sadness of heart which no stranger may scan, 

I fly to the desert, afar from man. 



Afar in the desert I love to ride, 

With the silent Bush-boy alone by my side;



 
When the wild turmoil of this wearisome life, 

With its scenes of oppression, corruption, and strife, 

The proud man's frown, and the base man's fear, 

The scorner's laugh, and the sufferer's tear, 

And malice, and meanness, and falsehood, and folly, 

Dispose me to musing and dark melancholy; 

When my bosom is full, and my thoughts are high, 

And my soul is sick with the bondsman's sigh—

Oh! then there is freedom, and joy, and pride, 

Afar in the desert alone to ride! 

There is rapture to vault on the champing steed, 

And to bound away with the eagle's speed, 

With the death-fraught firelock in my hand—

The only law in the desert land. 



Afar in the desert I love to ride, 

With the silent Bush-boy alone by my side; 

Away, away from the dwellings of men, 

By the wild deer's haunt, by the buffalo's glen; 

By valleys remote where the oribi plays, 

Where the gnu, the gazelle, and the hartebeeste graze; 

And the kudu and eland unhunted recline 

By the skirts of grey forests o'erhung with wild vine; 

Where the elephant browses at peace in his wood, 

And the river-horse gambols unscared in the flood; 

And the mighty rhinoceros wallows at will, 

In the fen where the wild ass is drinking his fill. 



Afar in the desert I love to ride, 

With the silent Bush-boy alone by my side; 

O'er the brown Karoo, where the bleating cry 

Of the springbok's fawn sounds plaintively; 

And the timorous quagga's shrill whistling neigh



 
Is heard by the fountain by twilight grey; 

Where the zebra, wantonly tosses his mane, 

With wild hoof scouring the desolate plain; 

And the fleet-footed ostrich over the waste, 

Speeds like a horseman who travels in haste, 

Hieing away to the home of her rest, 

Where she and her mate have scooped their nest, 

Far hid from the pitiless plunderer's view 

In the pathless depths of the parched Karoo. 



Afar in the desert I love to ride, 

With the silent Bush-boy alone by my side; 

Away, away, in the wilderness vast, 

Where the white man's foot hath never passed; 

And the quivered Coránna or Bechuán 

Hath rarely crossed with his roving clan; 

A region of emptiness, howling and drear, 

Which man hath abandoned from famine and fear; 

Which the snake and the lizard inhabit alone, 

With the twilight bat from the yawning stone; 

Where grass, nor herb, nor shrub takes root, 

Save poisonous thorns that pierce the foot; 

And the bitter-melon, for food and drink, 

Is the pilgrim's fare, by the salt lake's brink; 

A region of drought, where no river glides, 

Nor rippling brook with osiered sides; 

Where sedgy pool, nor bubbling fount, 

Nor tree, nor cloud, nor misty mount, 

Appears to refresh the aching eye; 

But the barren earth and the burning sky, 

And the blank horizion, round and round, 

Spreads, void of living sight and sound. 

And here, while the night-winds round me sigh,



 
And the stars burn bright in the midnight sky, 

As I sit apart by the desert stone, 

Like Elijah at Horeb's cave alone, 

"A still small voice" comes through the wild 

(Like a father consoling a fretful child), 

Which banishes bitterness, wrath, and fear— 

Saying, "Man is distant, but God is near!"
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      Essay

      One Night with the Fugitives (Native Life in South Africa)

      Sol T. Plaatje, 1916

      Sol Plaatje was a journalist and the first general secretary of the South African Native National Congress, which became the ANC. The Natives' Land Act of 1913 forbade Black South Africans to buy or rent land outside small reserves, and tenant farmers were turned off the farms where they had lived for generations. Plaatje wrote this book in London, where he had gone to appeal to the British government. He quotes white farmers and officials using "Kafir", a racial slur.

      "Pray that your flight be not in winter," said Jesus Christ;
but it was only during the winter of 1913 that the full significance
of this New Testament passage was revealed to us.  We left Kimberley
by the early morning train during the first week in July,
on a tour of observation regarding the operation of the Natives' Land Act;
and we arrived at Bloemhof, in Transvaal, at about noon.
On the River Diggings there were no actual cases representing
the effects of the Act, but traces of these effects were everywhere manifest.
Some fugitives of the Natives' Land Act had crossed the river in full flight.
The fact that they reached the diggings a fortnight before our visit
would seem to show that while the debates were proceeding in Parliament
some farmers already viewed with eager eyes the impending opportunity
for at once making slaves of their tenants and appropriating their stock;
for, acting on the powers conferred on them by an Act signed
by Lord Gladstone, so lately as June 16, they had during that very week
(probably a couple of days after, and in some cases, it would seem,
a couple of days before the actual signing of the Bill)
approached their tenants with stories about a new Act which makes it criminal
for any one to have black tenants and lawful to have black servants.
Few of these Natives, of course, would object to be servants,
especially if the white man is worth working for, but this is where
the shoe pinches:  one of the conditions is that the black man's
(that is the servant's) cattle shall henceforth work for the landlord
free of charge.  Then the Natives would decide to leave the farm
rather than make the landlord a present of all their life's savings,
and some of them had passed through the diggings in search of a place
in the Transvaal.  But the higher up they went the more gloomy
was their prospect as the news about the new law was now penetrating
every part of the country.

One farmer met a wandering native family in the town of Bloemhof
a week before our visit.  He was willing to employ the Native
and many more homeless families as follows:  A monthly wage
of 2 Pounds 10s. for each such family, the husband working in the fields,
the wife in the house, with an additional 10s. a month for each son,
and 5s. for each daughter, but on condition that the Native's cattle
were also handed over to work for him.  It must be clearly understood,
we are told that the Dutchman added, that occasionally the Native
would have to leave his family at work on the farm, and go out
with his wagon and his oxen to earn money whenever and wherever
he was told to go, in order that the master may be enabled to pay
the stipulated wage.  The Natives were at first inclined to laugh at the idea
of working for a master with their families and goods and chattels,
and then to have the additional pleasure of paying their own small wages,
besides bringing money to pay the "Baas" for employing them.
But the Dutchman's serious demeanour told them that his suggestion
was "no joke".  He himself had for some time been in need
of a native cattle owner, to assist him as transport rider
between Bloemhof, Mooifontein, London, and other diggings,
in return for the occupation and cultivation of some of his waste lands
in the district, but that was now illegal.  He could only "employ" them;
but, as he had no money to pay wages, their cattle would have
to go out and earn it for him.  Had they not heard of the law before?
he inquired.  Of course they had; in fact that is why they left
the other place, but as they thought that it was but a "Free" State law,
they took the anomalous situation for one of the multifarious aspects
of the freedom of the "Free" State whence they came; they had scarcely thought
that the Transvaal was similarly afflicted.

Needless to say the Natives did not see their way to agree
with such a one-sided bargain.  They moved up country, but only to find
the next farmer offering the same terms, however, with a good many more
disturbing details — and the next farmer and the next —
so that after this native farmer had wandered from farm to farm,
occasionally getting into trouble for travelling with unknown stock,
"across my ground without my permission", and at times
escaping arrest for he knew not what, and further, being abused
for the crimes of having a black skin and no master, he sold some of his stock
along the way, beside losing many which died of cold and starvation;
and after thus having lost much of his substance, he eventually worked his way
back to Bloemhof with the remainder, sold them for anything they could fetch,
and went to work for a digger.

The experience of another native sufferer was similar to the above,
except that instead of working for a digger he sold his stock
for a mere bagatelle, and left with his family by the Johannesburg night train
for an unknown destination.  More native families crossed the river
and went inland during the previous week, and as nothing had since
been heard of them, it would seem that they were still wandering somewhere,
and incidentally becoming well versed in the law that was responsible
for their compulsory unsettlement.

Well, we knew that this law was as harsh as its instigators were callous,
and we knew that it would, if passed, render many poor people homeless,
but it must be confessed that we were scarcely prepared
for such a rapid and widespread crash as it caused in the lives of the Natives
in this neighbourhood.  We left our luggage the next morning
with the local Mission School teacher, and crossed the river
to find out some more about this wonderful law of extermination.
It was about 10 a.m. when we landed on the south bank of the Vaal River —
the picturesque Vaal River, upon whose banks a hundred miles farther west
we spent the best and happiest days of our boyhood.  It was interesting
to walk on one portion of the banks of that beautiful river —
a portion which we had never traversed except as an infant in mother's arms
more than thirty years before.  How the subsequent happy days at Barkly West,
so long past, came crowding upon our memory! — days when
there were no railways, no bridges, and no system of irrigation.
In rainy seasons, which at that time were far more regular and certain,
the river used to overflow its high banks and flood the surrounding valleys
to such an extent, that no punt could carry the wagons across.
Thereby the transport service used to be hung up, and numbers of wagons
would congregate for weeks on both sides of the river
until the floods subsided.  At such times the price of fresh milk
used to mount up to 1s. per pint.  There being next to no competition,
we boys had a monopoly over the milk trade.  We recalled
the number of haversacks full of bottles of milk we youngsters often carried
to those wagons, how we returned with empty bottles and with just
that number of shillings.  Mother and our elder brothers
had leather bags full of gold and did not care for the "boy's money";
and unlike the boys of the neighbouring village, having no sisters of our own,
we gave away some of our money to fair cousins, and jingled the rest
in our pockets.  We had been told from boyhood that sweets were injurious
to the teeth, and so spurning these delights we had hardly any use for money,
for all we wanted to eat, drink and wear was at hand in plenty.
We could then get six or eight shillings every morning
from the pastime of washing that number of bottles,
filling them with fresh milk and carrying them down to the wagons;
there was always such an abundance of the liquid that
our shepherd's hunting dog could not possibly miss what we took,
for while the flocks were feeding on the luscious buds of the haak-doorns
and the orange-coloured blossoms of the rich mimosa and other wild vegetation
that abounded on the banks of the Vaal River, the cows, similarly engaged,
were gathering more and more milk.

The gods are cruel, and one of their cruellest acts of omission
was that of giving us no hint that in very much less
than a quarter of a century all those hundreds of heads of cattle,
and sheep and horses belonging to the family would vanish
like a morning mist, and that we ourselves would live
to pay 30s. per month for a daily supply of this same precious fluid,
and in very limited quantities.  They might have warned us
that Englishmen would agree with Dutchmen to make it unlawful
for black men to keep milch cows of their own on the banks of that river,
and gradually have prepared us for the shock.

Crossing the river from the Transvaal side brings one
into the Province of the Orange "Free" State, in which,
in the adjoining division of Boshof, we were born thirty-six years back.
We remember the name of the farm, but not having been
in this neighbourhood since infancy, we could not tell its whereabouts,
nor could we say whether the present owner was a Dutchman,
his lawyer, or a Hebrew merchant; one thing we do know, however:
it is that even if we had the money and the owner was willing to sell the spot
upon which we first saw the light of day and breathed the pure air of heaven,
the sale would be followed with a fine of one hundred pounds.
The law of the country forbids the sale of land to a Native.
Russia is one of the most abused countries in the world,
but it is extremely doubtful if the statute book of that Empire contains a law
debarring the peasant from purchasing the land whereon he was born,
or from building a home wherein he might end his days.

At this time we felt something rising from our heels along our back,
gripping us in a spasm, as we were cycling along; a needlelike pang, too,
pierced our heart with a sharp thrill.  What was it?  We remembered
feeling something nearly like it when our father died eighteen years ago;
but at that time our physical organs were fresh and grief was easily
thrown off in tears, but then we lived in a happy South Africa
that was full of pleasant anticipations, and now — what changes for the worse
have we undergone!  For to crown all our calamities, South Africa has by law
ceased to be the home of any of her native children whose skins are dyed
with a pigment that does not conform with the regulation hue.

We are told to forgive our enemies and not to let the sun go down
upon our wrath, so we breathe the prayer that peace may be to the white races,
and that they, including our present persecutors of the Union Parliament,
may never live to find themselves deprived of all occupation and
property rights in their native country as is now the case with the Native.
History does not tell us of any other continent where the Bantu lived
besides Africa, and if this systematic ill-treatment of the Natives
by the colonists is to be the guiding principle of Europe's scramble
for Africa, slavery is our only alternative; for now it is only as serfs
that the Natives are legally entitled to live here.  Is it to be thought
that God is using the South African Parliament to hound us
out of our ancestral homes in order to quicken our pace heavenward?
But go from where to heaven?  In the beginning, we are told,
God created heaven and earth, and peopled the earth,
for people do not shoot up to heaven from nowhere.  They must have had
an earthly home.  Enoch, Melchizedek, Elijah, and other saints,
came to heaven from earth.  God did not say to the Israelites
in their bondage:  "Cheer up, boys; bear it all in good part
for I have bright mansions on high awaiting you all."  But he said:
"I have surely seen the affliction of my people which are in Egypt,
and have heard their cry by reason of their taskmasters;
for I know their sorrows, and I am come down to bring them
out of the hands of the Egyptians, and to bring them up out of that land
unto a good land and a large, unto a land flowing with milk and honey."
And He used Moses to carry out the promise He made to their ancestor Abraham
in Canaan, that "unto thy seed will I give this land."  It is to be hoped
that in the Boer churches, entrance to which is barred against coloured people
during divine service, they also read the Pentateuch.

It is doubtful if we ever thought so much on a single bicycle ride
as we did on this journey; however, the sight of a policeman ahead of us
disturbed these meditations and gave place to thoughts of quite another kind,
for — we had no pass.  Dutchmen, Englishmen, Jews, Germans,
and other foreigners may roam the "Free" State without permission —
but not Natives.  To us it would mean a fine and imprisonment
to be without a pass.  The "pass" law was first instituted
to check the movement of livestock over sparsely populated areas.
In a sense it was a wise provision, in that it served to identify
the livestock which one happened to be driving along the high road,
to prove the bona fides of the driver and his title to the stock.
Although white men still steal large droves of horses in Basutoland
and sell them in Natal or in East Griqualand, they, of course,
are not required to carry any passes.  These white horse-thieves,
to escape the clutches of the police, employ Natives
to go and sell the stolen stock and write the passes for these Natives,
forging the names of Magistrates and Justices of the Peace.
Such native thieves in some instances ceasing to be hirelings
in the criminal business, trade on their own, but it is not clear
what purpose it is intended to serve by subjecting native pedestrians
to the degrading requirement of carrying passes when they are not
in charge of any stock.

In a few moments the policeman was before us and we alighted
in presence of the representative of the law, with our feet
on the accursed soil of the district in which we were born.
The policeman stopped.  By his looks and his familiar "Dag jong"
we noticed that the policeman was Dutch, and the embodiment of affability.
He spoke and we were glad to notice that he had no intention
of dragging an innocent man to prison.  We were many miles
from the nearest police station, and in such a case
one is generally able to gather the real views of the man on patrol,
as distinct from the written code of his office, but our friend
was becoming very companionable.  Naturally we asked him about
the operation of the plague law.  He was a Transvaaler, he said,
and he knew that Kafirs were inferior beings, but they had rights,
and were always left in undisturbed possession of their property
when Paul Kruger was alive.  "The poor devils must be sorry now," he said,
"that they ever sang `God save the Queen' when the British troops
came into the Transvaal, for I have seen, in the course of my duties,
that a Kafir's life nowadays was not worth a ——, and I believe that no man
regretted the change of flags now more than the Kafirs of Transvaal."
This information was superfluous, for personal contact
with the Natives of Transvaal had convinced us of the fact.
They say it is only the criminal who has any reason to rejoice over
the presence of the Union Jack, because in his case the cat-o'-nine-tails,
except for very serious crimes, has been abolished.

"Some of the poor creatures," continued the policeman,
"I knew to be fairly comfortable, if not rich, and they enjoyed
the possession of their stock, living in many instances just like Dutchmen.
Many of these are now being forced to leave their homes.
Cycling along this road you will meet several of them in search of new homes,
and if ever there was a fool's errand, it is that of a Kafir
trying to find a new home for his stock and family just now."

"And what do you think, Baas Officer, must eventually be the lot of a people
under such unfortunate circumstances?" we asked.

"I think," said the policeman, "that it must serve them right.
They had no business to hanker after British rule, to cheat and plot
with the enemies of their Republic for the overthrow of their Government.
Why did they not assist the forces of their Republic during the war
instead of supplying the English with scouts and intelligence?
Oom Paul would not have died of a broken heart and he would still be there
to protect them.  Serve them right, I say."

So saying he spurred his horse, which showed a clean pair of hoofs.
He left us rather abruptly, for we were about to ask
why we, too, of Natal and the Cape were suffering, for we,
being originally British subjects, never "cheated and plotted with
the enemies of our Colonies", but he was gone and left us still cogitating
by the roadside.

Proceeding on our journey we next came upon a native trek
and heard the same old story of prosperity on a Dutch farm:
they had raised an average 800 bags of grain each season,
which, with the increase of stock and sale of wool, gave a steady income
of about 150 Pounds per year after the farmer had taken his share.
There were gossipy rumours about somebody having met some one
who said that some one else had overheard a conversation
between the Baas and somebody else, to the effect that the Kafirs
were getting too rich on his property.  This much involved tale
incidentally conveys the idea that the Baas was himself getting too rich
on his farm.  For the Native provides his own seed, his own cattle,
his own labour for the ploughing, the weeding and the reaping,
and after bagging his grain he calls in the landlord to receive his share,
which is fifty per cent of the entire crop.

All had gone well till the previous week when the Baas came
to the native tenants with the story that a new law had been passed
under which "all my oxen and cows must belong to him, and my family to work
for 2 Pounds a month, failing which he gave me four days to leave the farm."

We passed several farm-houses along the road, where all
appeared pretty tranquil as we went along, until the evening
which we spent in the open country, somewhere near the boundaries
of the Hoopstad and Boshof districts; here a regular circus had gathered.
By a "circus" we mean the meeting of groups of families,
moving to every point of the compass, and all bivouacked at this point
in the open country where we were passing.  It was heartrending
to listen to the tales of their cruel experiences derived from
the rigour of the Natives' Land Act.  Some of their cattle had perished
on the journey, from poverty and lack of fodder, and the native owners
ran a serious risk of imprisonment for travelling with dying stock.
The experience of one of these evicted tenants is typical of the rest,
and illustrates the cases of several we met in other parts of the country.

Kgobadi, for instance, had received a message describing
the eviction of his father-in-law in the Transvaal Province, without notice,
because he had refused to place his stock, his family, and his person
at the disposal of his former landlord, who now refuses
to let him remain on his farm except on these conditions.
The father-in-law asked that Kgobadi should try and secure a place for him
in the much dreaded "Free" State as the Transvaal had suddenly
become uninhabitable to Natives who cannot become servants;
but "greedy folk hae lang airms", and Kgobadi himself
was proceeding with his family and his belongings in a wagon,
to inform his people-in-law of his own eviction, without notice,
in the "Free" State, for a similar reason to that which sent
his father-in-law adrift.  The Baas had exacted from him
the services of himself, his wife and his oxen, for wages of 30s. a month,
whereas Kgobadi had been making over 100 Pounds a year, besides retaining
the services of his wife and of his cattle for himself.
When he refused the extortionate terms the Baas retaliated with a Dutch note,
dated the 30th day of June, 1913, which ordered him to "betake himself
from the farm of the undersigned, by sunset of the same day,
failing which his stock would be seized and impounded,
and himself handed over to the authorities for trespassing on the farm."

A drowning man catches at every straw, and so we were again and again
appealed to for advice by these sorely afflicted people.
To those who were not yet evicted we counselled patience and submission
to the absurd terms, pending an appeal to a higher authority
than the South African Parliament and finally to His Majesty the King who,
we believed, would certainly disapprove of all that we saw on that day
had it been brought to his notice.  As for those who were already evicted,
as a Bechuana we could not help thanking God that Bechuanaland
(on the western boundary of this quasi-British Republic) was still
entirely British.  In the early days it was the base of David Livingstone's
activities and peaceful mission against the Portuguese and Arab slave trade.
We suggested that they might negotiate the numerous restrictions
against the transfer of cattle from the Western Transvaal and seek an asylum
in Bechuanaland.  We wondered what consolation we could give
to these roving wanderers if the whole of Bechuanaland were under
the jurisdiction of the relentless Union Parliament.

It was cold that afternoon as we cycled into the "Free" State from Transvaal,
and towards evening the southern winds rose.  A cutting blizzard
raged during the night, and native mothers evicted from their homes
shivered with their babies by their sides.  When we saw on that night
the teeth of the little children clattering through the cold,
we thought of our own little ones in their Kimberley home of an evening
after gambolling in their winter frocks with their schoolmates,
and we wondered what these little mites had done that a home should suddenly
become to them a thing of the past.

Kgobadi's goats had been to kid when he trekked from his farm;
but the kids, which in halcyon times represented the interest on his capital,
were now one by one dying as fast as they were born and left by the roadside
for the jackals and vultures to feast upon.

This visitation was not confined to Kgobadi's stock,
Mrs. Kgobadi carried a sick baby when the eviction took place,
and she had to transfer her darling from the cottage to the jolting ox-wagon
in which they left the farm.  Two days out the little one began to sink
as the result of privation and exposure on the road, and the night
before we met them its little soul was released from its earthly bonds.
The death of the child added a fresh perplexity to the stricken parents.
They had no right or title to the farm lands through which they trekked:
they must keep to the public roads — the only places in the country
open to the outcasts if they are possessed of a travelling permit.
The deceased child had to be buried, but where, when, and how?

This young wandering family decided to dig a grave under cover of the darkness
of that night, when no one was looking, and in that crude manner
the dead child was interred — and interred amid fear and trembling,
as well as the throbs of a torturing anguish, in a stolen grave,
lest the proprietor of the spot, or any of his servants, should surprise them
in the act.  Even criminals dropping straight from the gallows
have an undisputed claim to six feet of ground on which to rest
their criminal remains, but under the cruel operation of the Natives' Land Act
little children, whose only crime is that God did not make them white,
are sometimes denied that right in their ancestral home.

Numerous details narrated by these victims of an Act of Parliament
kept us awake all that night, and by next morning we were glad enough
to hear no more of the sickening procedure of extermination
voluntarily instituted by the South African Parliament.
We had spent a hideous night under a bitterly cold sky,
conditions to which hundreds of our unfortunate countrymen and countrywomen
in various parts of the country are condemned by the provisions
of this Parliamentary land plague.  At five o'clock in the morning
the cold seemed to redouble its energies; and never before
did we so fully appreciate the Master's saying:  "But pray ye that your flight
be not in the winter."
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      Afterword

      Day Fifty-Eight: South Africa

      Olive Schreiner was herself the ninth of twelve children, born to a missionary family in the Eastern Cape. The dreaming mother in her story is carrying “the ninth child”.

      Pringle and Plaatje both ride out with their childhoods on their minds. Pringle, “a lone exile”, remembers a native land across the sea. Plaatje is cycling through the district where he was born, and the law forbids anyone to sell him the spot. Pringle rides away from “the bondsman’s sigh” into country “Where the white man’s foot hath never passed”, with his gun “The only law in the desert land”. Nearly ninety years later Plaatje finds law everywhere: a pass he hasn’t got, a policeman on the road, and families who may not stop on any farm, even to bury a child. Schreiner’s last gift is a strange one in such a country. The child it touches will look across “the burning sands where, to other men, there is only the desert’s waste” and see a blue sea.

      The Bush-boy rides beside Pringle in every refrain and never says a word. But Pringle did help one servant speak. Mary Prince, born a slave in Bermuda, was working in his London house when she told the story of her life, and in 1831 he published it as The History of Mary Prince, the first account of a Black woman’s life to be published in Britain.

    

  
    
      Day Fifty-Nine

      Japan, beauty and impermanence

      23 minutes

      
        Story
        The Tattooer
        Jun'ichirō Tanizaki · 13 minutes
        Tanizaki's debut, a dark fable of beauty and the artist's obsession in Edo-era Japan.
      

      
        Poem
        The Colour of the Flower (Hyakunin Isshu 9)
        Ono no Komachi · 1 minute
        The most famous poem by Japan's legendary woman poet, on beauty fading while one looks on.
      

      
        Essay
        The Cup of Humanity
        Kakuzō Okakura · 10 minutes
        The opening chapter of The Book of Tea, written in English to explain Japan to the West.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      The Tattooer

      Jun'ichirō Tanizaki, 1910

      
It was in those days when people had the virtue of stupidity and life was not yet busy as is today. It was in those happy days when life was so unrestrained that the gentle faces of nobles and young lords were not clouded; that the subjects for laughter for ladies-in-waiting and courtesans were abundant; and that the profession of clowns and buffoons who were paid for their talent of talkativeness, could exist. As the favourite heroines of the dramas and stories, such as Woman-Sadakuro, Woman-Jiraiya and Woman-Narukami, showed, all the beautiful were strong and all the ugly were weak in those days. Everybody, man and woman, contrived to look beautiful till pigments of bright colours were punctured into the naked body. Daring lines and gorgeous colours ran riot on the bodies of people of the day.

Visitors to the gay quarter beyond Umamichi (in Edo) tried to pick up such carriers of kago as had beautiful tattoos. The girls of the Yoshiwara and Tatsumi also loved men who were beautifully tattooed. Not only gamblers and firemen, but merchants and sometimes samurai were tattooed.

Exhibitions of tattooing were often held at Ryogoku, at which the participants, slapping their well-tattooed bodies, bragged of their striking patterns or commented on the works of others.

There was then a young tattooer of talent, called Seikichi. He was reputed to be not inferior to such famous tattooers as Charimon, of Asakusa, Yakkohei, of Matsushima Cho, and Konkon Jiro. Dozens of people already had had their bodies stripped before his brush⁠—like so many pieces of canvass. Most of the works which won universal praise at the exhibitions of tattooing came from his brush. Daruma Kin was said to be specially skilled in vignette style; Karakusa Gonta was known as a genius of rouge style; while Seikichi was noted for his striking patterns and gaudy style.

Seikichi, who had once earned his living by the profession of an ukiyo-e painter following the style of Toyokuni and Kunisada, retained something of the conscience and sentiment of an artist even after he had degenerated into being a tattooer. Persons who did not possess such skin and constitution as appealed to his artistic sense could not obtain the favour of his tattooing. Even when one obtained the favour, it was always understood that one must be prepared to accept the patterns and fee exactly as he desired, to say nothing of the pain of his needle which lasted for one month or two.

In the mind of this young tattooer were hidden a pleasure and a desire both of which were secret to other people. When his needle pricked the skin of people, the flesh become swollen and gathered blood, which caused them great pain. Most of them could not endure the pain without uttering groans. But the tattooer felt a strange pleasure in hearing these groans; and the louder the groans, the more pleasure he felt. Of the styles of tattooing, rouge and vignette styles were believed to be most painful⁠—and he was particularly pleased to use these methods. After having received five or six hundred pricks of the needle, an average number for a day, they took a bath for the purpose of obtaining a better effect; but when they came out of the bathroom, they were in a state of being half dead from pain. They threw themselves down at the feet of Seikichi, unable to move. On looking with a calm air at this wretched condition of his patron Seikichi would say:

“I am sure you must feel great pain,” and then he would laugh in a manner of self-complacency.

When it happened that a man of small power of resistance showed an ugly countenance by distorting his mouth and clenching his teeth, as if he were going to die, and cried like a child, the tattooer would say:

“You are a Yeddokko, aren’t you? Have patience, man. For this my needle is extraordinarily painful.”

So saying, he went on with his work unconcerned, giving only a side glance at the tear-stained man.

But when a man of strong nerve moved not a muscle of his face, remaining self-composed, the tattooer would say:

“I see, you have more courage than you would seem to have. But wait a bit, for you will soon begin to feel an awful pain and one which you cannot endure any longer,” and he would laugh, showing his white teeth.



His long-cherished desire was to get hold of a pretty girl and puncture his soul into her flesh. He had many requirements as to the physique and looks of the girl. He was not to be satisfied merely with a pretty face and smooth skin. But a girl whose quality and manner exactly met his demands could not be found even among the noted beauties of the demimonde of all Edo. He used to picture in his mind the possible appearance and features of the one he sought; but three or four years had passed away without bringing him the object of his desire. Nevertheless, he did not give up his wish.

It was one summer evening just in the fourth year. He was passing in front of the restaurant, Hirasei, of Fukagawa, when he caught sight of the white feet of a girl escaping from under the curtains of a kago. To his keen eyes, human feet presented different expressions just as their faces. And the feet of this girl were a precious gem of flesh for the tattooer. The perfect shape which was seen in all the five delicate toes from the great to the little toe; the colour of the nails which well matched the light pink colour of those shells which people gathered on the shore of Enoshima; the tournure of the ankles which reminded one of the rounded shape of a precious stone; and the dewiness of the skin, which appeared as if fresh water from a mountain brook had constantly washed the feet⁠—the feet of such qualities were, indeed, those which, having fed on the blood of men, would soon conquer their hearts. The owner of these feet must, thought he, be the girl he had long been looking for. Trying hard to quiet his dancing heart, Seikichi stole behind the kago in the hope to see the face of the unknown girl. He followed some distance; but soon lost the sight of the kago.

The vague desire of Seikichi had now turned into a strong love; and the fourth year went by. It was one morning towards the decline of spring in the fifth year. At his residence in Saga Cho, Fukagawa, he was looking at a pot of omoto (Rohdea japonica) on the verandah of bamboos, with a tooth pick in his mouth, when he heard a visitor’s voice at the back gate of this garden; and a girl who was not familiar to him, came in by the side gate of the bamboo-fence.

The girl was a messenger from a singing girl of Tatsumi who was Seikichi’s favourite.

“Mistress told me to hand you this coat and ask you to draw something on the lining,” said the girl, and untied her furoshiki of orange colour, producing a woman’s coat wrapped in a piece of cloth on which an actor’s stage face had been painted and a letter.

In the letter the writer made her request as to the lining of her coat in a sincere manner; and added that the girl who was sent as her messenger was soon about to make her début in public and that she hoped he would be good enough to show his favour towards the girl, although she did not like him to forget her for the sake of the girl.

“I thought your face was not familiar to me. You must then have come to this quarter lately.”

So saying, Seikichi looked at the girl with deep interest. She was about sixteen or seventeen years of age; but her face appeared strange in such an extremely well-defined shape as that of a middle-aged woman who had flirted with dozens of men, having spent a long time in the circles of the demimonde. Her looks were an incarnation of the dreams dreamed by many a gallant man and pretty woman who had lived and died in the capital where the crimes and fortunes of the whole empire poured in.

“About June last year you once returned from Hirakiyo in a kago, did you not?”

Thus inquiring, Seikichi made the girl sit on the verandah; and carefully looked at her delicate and naked feet resting on geta covered with Bingo matting.

“Yes. At that time father was still living, and I often went to Hirasei,” replied she with a laugh in answer to his curious question.

“It is now nearly five years since I have been looking for you. It is the first time I see your face; but I remember your feet. As I have got something to show you, come inside and make yourself at home.”

With these words, Seikichi, taking the girl by the hand as she tried to go home, led her to a room upstairs looking on the water of the Okawa. He then brought out two large scrolls; and unrolled one of them before the girl.

It was a picture showing Mohsi, favourite queen of a Chinese despot, King Chou. The queen was supporting against a balustrade her frail body which could hardly sustain the weight of her golden crown inlaid with emeralds and pearls, with the train of her silken robe trailing halfway down the staircase. The expression of the queen, who was drinking out of a large cup held in her right hand and who was looking at a prisoner about to be executed in the garden; the countenance of the man who was bending his head before the queen, waiting for his last moment with his limbs bound with an iron chain to a metal post, and with his eyes shut⁠—these details were drawn admirably to the point of ghastliness, free from any air of vulgarity such as is often observed in pictures of this kind.

The girl gazed for a moment at the picture; but gradually her eyes began to twinkle and her lips commenced to tremble in spite of herself. Strange to say, her face gradually took on a resemblance of that of the queen in the picture. She found in the picture her own image which had hitherto been unrevealed to her.

“Your mind is reflected in the picture,” said Seikichi, and laughed in a satisfied manner, looking into the face of the astonished girl.

“Why on earth have you shown me such a dreadful picture?” asked the girl, turning her pale face towards him.

“The woman in the picture is but you. The blood of the woman is running in your veins.”

And he unrolled the other scroll.

The picture was entitled Victims. In the centre thereof stood a young woman by the trunk of a cherry-tree, looking intently on the corpses of dozen men which were heaped in a disorderly manner at her feet. A number of small birds were encircling the woman, singing triumphant songs; and there was an expression of uncontrollable pride and satisfaction in her eyes⁠—did the picture represent a battlefield after a bloody engagement or a spring scene in a garden? The girl who was shown the picture felt as if she had found out something which had been concealed in her mind.

“This is a picture showing your future. The men who are fallen here are those who are going to lose their lives for you.”

So saying, Seikichi indicated the face of the woman in the picture which appeared exactly the same as that of the girl.

“For Heaven’s sake, take away this picture quickly,” implored the girl, sinking down with her face turned against the tatami away from the picture, as if she were trying to escape from a fearful temptation. But a moment later she said again with trembling lips:

“I confess, master. As you suppose, I have something of the nature of the woman in that picture. So, please don’t torment me any more and take it away.”

“Don’t talk in such a cowardly manner, my girl; but look at this picture more carefully. It will be only for the present that you are afraid of it.”

A smile of his usual sarcasm played on the face of Seikichi as he spoke thus.

But the head of the girl was not raised immediately. With her face buried in the sleeve of her juban, and with her head lowered for a long, long while, the girl repeated her plea several times:

“Master, please let me go. I feel some uneasiness when I am by your side.”

“Wait a moment. I will make a pretty girl of you.”

So saying, Seikichi went up to the girl in a nonchalant manner. In his pocket was concealed a bottle of chloroform which he had obtained from a Dutch doctor.



The sun shone brightly on the surface of the water, lighting up with a dazzling colour the room of eight mats. The rays of the sun reflected from the surface of the water threw golden shadows of waves which danced on the face of the girl sleeping in peace and on the paper of the shoji. Having closed up the partition of the room, Seikichi, with tattooing implements in his hands, sat for a moment lost in a state of trance. He could now for the first time take in calmly the beautiful features of the girl. He thought he could have sat still in the room for ten years, nay for hundred years, without being sated with observing the sleeping face. As the people of ancient Memphis decorated the fair land of Egypt with pyramids and Sphinx, Seikichi was now about to paint the chaste flesh of a human body with his love.

In the meantime, he placed flat on the back of the girl the point of his brush held between the thumb, ring and little fingers of the left hand; and made punctures with his needle with the right hand, tracing the lines marked by the brush. The young tattooer’s soul seemed to have been dissolved in his ink and permeated into the girl’s flesh. Each drop of Loochoo rouge which was inserted after having been mixed with a liquid, looked like a drop of his blood. Indeed, he saw the colour of his own heart therein.

Noon had already passed; and the peaceful spring day was now near its end; but the hand of Seikichi knew no rest and the profound sleep of the girl was not broken. The servant who came inquiring about the girl, as she had not returned after such a long absence, was sent back with a deceptive answer: “The girl you inquire about has gone home by herself long ago.”

Even at the time when the moon had risen over the mansion of Lord Tosa on the opposite side of the river, and its dreamlike beams streamed into the open rooms of the houses lining the river banks, the tattooing was not yet half done. Seikichi was busy trimming the wicks of his candles.

To inject by puncture just a drop of pigment was not a trifling matter for him. He heaved a deep sigh at every insertion of his needle which worked in and out of the flesh, feeling as if his own heart were being pricked. The marks of his needle began gradually to assume the form of a huge ojoro-spider. When another day was dawning, this strange animal of devilish nature covered the whole surface of the girl’s back, spreading its eight legs.

A spring night had passed, and daylight came with the quiet sound of oars of river-boats which plied on the water. When the tiled roofs of the houses in Nakasu, Hakozaki and Reiganjima commenced to shine through the mist which was fading away over the tops of white sails going downstream swelled with the morning breeze, Seikichi laid aside his brush at last; and gazed at the spider tattooed on the back of the girl. The work was, indeed, one which was worth his whole life. On finishing the work, he felt his mind as a void.

The shadows of the two persons remained unmoved in that position for a little while. And then a low and hoarse voice was heard, quivering in the room from wall to wall, which said:

“I have poured my soul into the tattooing in order to make a real girl of you. There is now no woman in all Japan who looks better than you. You have no longer a cowardly spirit as before. All kinds of men will prove your victims.”

These words may have awakened her senses, for a feeble, thin groan escaped the girl’s lips. She gradually recovered her consciousness. Deep breaths which shook her shoulders made the legs of the spider move as if alive.

“You must feel pain, for a spider grips your body.”

At these words the girl opened her eyes, small and inexpressive; but they gradually began to twinkle like the growing light of an evening moon; and finally shone upon the face of the man.

“Master, let me see the tattooing on my back soon. I must have become really beautiful, because I have gained your soul.”

The words of the girl sounded like a dream; but there was a note of firmness in their tone.

“Well, we must now go to the bathroom to tone the colour. It may be painful, but you must endure it,” said Seikichi in a soothing manner, with his mouth close to her ear.

“I don’t mind, if it is for my becoming beautiful,” answered the girl with a forced smile, trying to control the pain in her body.



“Ouch! Hot water hurts me so.⁠ ⁠… For heaven’s sake, leave me here. Go upstairs and wait for me there, please. I hate to be seen in such a wretched condition by a man.”

The girl, who had hardly finished wiping her wet body after the bath, threw herself prostrate upon the floor of the bathroom, overwhelmed by acute pain, pushing away the proffered hand of Seikichi. She began to groan as if possessed by a devil. Dishevelled hair hang over her cheeks in an annoying manner. Behind the girl stood a looking-glass which reflected the soles of two white feet.

Seikichi was surprised how the attitude of the girl had changed from the previous day; but went upstairs as he was asked. He waited there for about half an hour, when the girl came up, dressed neatly, with her damp hair streaming down over her shoulders. Raising her bright eyebrows which showed no trace of her former agony, she looked up into the hazy sky, leaning against the railing.

“I will give you this picture along with your tattooing, so that you had better go home with it now.”

So saying, Seikichi placed the scroll before the girl.

“Master, I have now entirely gotten rid of my former cowardly spirit. You have become my first victim,” said the girl, her keen eyes twinkling. An image of the “victims” was now reflected in her eyes. A song of triumph sounded in her ears.

“But show me your tattooing once more before you go,” asked Seikichi.

The girl nodded in silence; and doffed her garment. At the very moment, the bright morning sun shone on the tattooing; and the girl’s back burnt with golden hues.



      Text from Standard Ebooks. Translated on Standard Ebooks as "Tattooing". Its translators (Ijichi Sumimasa, Iwadō Z. Tamotsu, Endo Haruo and Eric S. Bell, 1927–30) are credited for the whole collection, not story by story; this is the only free translation found.

    

  
    
      Poem

      The Colour of the Flower (Hyakunin Isshu 9)

      Ono no Komachi, translated by William N. Porter, c. 850

      Ono no Komachi was a poet at the Japanese court in the ninth century, remembered for her beauty and her pride. In Japanese the poem is five short lines, and its opening can mean both "the flower's colour fades in the long rain" and "my beauty fades as I grow older in the world". Porter's English adds rhyme and a line.

      
        
          The blossom’s tint is washed away

 By heavy showers of rain;

My charms, which once I prized so much,

 Are also on the wane,—

 Both bloomed, alas! in vain.








        

      

      Text from Wikisource. Porter's 1909 edition gives the romanised Japanese, a rhymed version and a short commentary.

    

  
    
      Essay

      The Cup of Humanity

      Kakuzō Okakura, 1906

      
Tea began as a medicine and grew into a beverage. In China, in the eighth century, it entered the realm of poetry as one of the polite amusements. The fifteenth century saw Japan ennoble it into a religion of aestheticism⁠—Teaism. Teaism is a cult founded on the adoration of the beautiful among the sordid facts of everyday existence. It inculcates purity and harmony, the mystery of mutual charity, the romanticism of the social order. It is essentially a worship of the Imperfect, as it is a tender attempt to accomplish something possible in this impossible thing we know as life.

The Philosophy of Tea is not mere aestheticism in the ordinary acceptance of the term, for it expresses conjointly with ethics and religion our whole point of view about man and nature. It is hygiene, for it enforces cleanliness; it is economics, for it shows comfort in simplicity rather than in the complex and costly; it is moral geometry, inasmuch as it defines our sense of proportion to the universe. It represents the true spirit of Eastern democracy by making all its votaries aristocrats in taste.

The long isolation of Japan from the rest of the world, so conducive to introspection, has been highly favourable to the development of Teaism. Our home and habits, costume and cuisine, porcelain, lacquer, painting⁠—our very literature⁠—all have been subject to its influence. No student of Japanese culture could ever ignore its presence. It has permeated the elegance of noble boudoirs, and entered the abode of the humble. Our peasants have learned to arrange flowers, our meanest labourer to offer his salutation to the rocks and waters. In our common parlance we speak of the man “with no tea” in him, when he is insusceptible to the seriocomic interests of the personal drama. Again we stigmatise the untamed aesthete who, regardless of the mundane tragedy, runs riot in the springtide of emancipated emotions, as one “with too much tea” in him.

The outsider may indeed wonder at this seeming much ado about nothing. “What a tempest in a teacup!” he will say. But when we consider how small after all the cup of human enjoyment is, how soon overflowed with tears, how easily drained to the dregs in our quenchless thirst for infinity, we shall not blame ourselves for making so much of the teacup. Mankind has done worse. In the worship of Bacchus, we have sacrificed too freely; and we have even transfigured the gory image of Mars. Why not consecrate ourselves to the queen of the Camelias, and revel in the warm stream of sympathy that flows from her altar? In the liquid amber within the ivory-porcelain, the initiated may touch the sweet reticence of Confucius, the piquancy of Laozi, and the ethereal aroma of Sakyamuni himself.

Those who cannot feel the littleness of great things in themselves are apt to overlook the greatness of little things in others. The average Westerner, in his sleek complacency, will see in the tea ceremony but another instance of the thousand and one oddities which constitute the quaintness and childishness of the East to him. He was wont to regard Japan as barbarous while she indulged in the gentle arts of peace: he calls her civilised since she began to commit wholesale slaughter on Manchurian battlefields. Much comment has been given lately to the Code of the Samurai⁠—the Art of Death which makes our soldiers exult in self-sacrifice; but scarcely any attention has been drawn to Teaism, which represents so much of our Art of Life. Fain would we remain barbarians, if our claim to civilisation were to be based on the gruesome glory of war. Fain would we await the time when due respect shall be paid to our art and ideals.

When will the West understand, or try to understand, the East? We Asiatics are often appalled by the curious web of facts and fancies which has been woven concerning us. We are pictured as living on the perfume of the lotus, if not on mice and cockroaches. It is either impotent fanaticism or else abject voluptuousness. Indian spirituality has been derided as ignorance, Chinese sobriety as stupidity, Japanese patriotism as the result of fatalism. It has been said that we are less sensible to pain and wounds on account of the callousness of our nervous organisation!

Why not amuse yourselves at our expense? Asia returns the compliment. There would be further food for merriment if you were to know all that we have imagined and written about you. All the glamour of the perspective is there, all the unconscious homage of wonder, all the silent resentment of the new and undefined. You have been loaded with virtues too refined to be envied, and accused of crimes too picturesque to be condemned. Our writers in the past⁠—the wise men who knew⁠—informed us that you had bushy tails somewhere hidden in your garments, and often dined off a fricassee of newborn babes! Nay, we had something worse against you: we used to think you the most impracticable people on the earth, for you were said to preach what you never practiced.

Such misconceptions are fast vanishing amongst us. Commerce has forced the European tongues on many an Eastern port. Asiatic youths are flocking to Western colleges for the equipment of modern education. Our insight does not penetrate your culture deeply, but at least we are willing to learn. Some of my compatriots have adopted too much of your customs and too much of your etiquette, in the delusion that the acquisition of stiff collars and tall silk hats comprised the attainment of your civilisation. Pathetic and deplorable as such affectations are, they evince our willingness to approach the West on our knees. Unfortunately the Western attitude is unfavourable to the understanding of the East. The Christian missionary goes to impart, but not to receive. Your information is based on the meagre translations of our immense literature, if not on the unreliable anecdotes of passing travellers. It is rarely that the chivalrous pen of a Lafcadio Hearn or that of the author of The Web of Indian Life enlivens the Oriental darkness with the torch of our own sentiments.

Perhaps I betray my own ignorance of the Tea Cult by being so outspoken. Its very spirit of politeness exacts that you say what you are expected to say, and no more. But I am not to be a polite Teaist. So much harm has been done already by the mutual misunderstanding of the New World and the Old, that one need not apologise for contributing his tithe to the furtherance of a better understanding. The beginning of the twentieth century would have been spared the spectacle of sanguinary warfare if Russia had condescended to know Japan better. What dire consequences to humanity lie in the contemptuous ignoring of Eastern problems! European imperialism, which does not disdain to raise the absurd cry of the Yellow Peril, fails to realise that Asia may also awaken to the cruel sense of the White Disaster. You may laugh at us for having “too much tea,” but may we not suspect that you of the West have “no tea” in your constitution?

Let us stop the continents from hurling epigrams at each other, and be sadder if not wiser by the mutual gain of half a hemisphere. We have developed along different lines, but there is no reason why one should not supplement the other. You have gained expansion at the cost of restlessness; we have created a harmony which is weak against aggression. Will you believe it?⁠—the East is better off in some respects than the West!

Strangely enough humanity has so far met in the teacup. It is the only Asiatic ceremonial which commands universal esteem. The white man has scoffed at our religion and our morals, but has accepted the brown beverage without hesitation. The afternoon tea is now an important function in Western society. In the delicate clatter of trays and saucers, in the soft rustle of feminine hospitality, in the common catechism about cream and sugar, we know that the Worship of Tea is established beyond question. The philosophic resignation of the guest to the fate awaiting him in the dubious decoction proclaims that in this single instance the Oriental spirit reigns supreme.



The earliest record of tea in European writing is said to be found in the statement of an Arabian traveller, that after the year 879 the main sources of revenue in Canton were the duties on salt and tea. Marco Polo records the deposition of a Chinese minister of finance in 1285 for his arbitrary augmentation of the tea-taxes. It was at the period of the great discoveries that the European people began to know more about the extreme Orient. At the end of the sixteenth century the Hollanders brought the news that a pleasant drink was made in the East from the leaves of a bush. The travellers Giovanni Batista Ramusio (1559), L. Almeida (1576), Maffeno (1588), Tareira (1610), also mentioned tea.1 In the last-named year ships of the Dutch East India Company brought the first tea into Europe. It was known in France in 1636, and reached Russia in 1638.2 England welcomed it in 1650 and spoke of it as “That excellent and by all physicians approved China drink, called by the Chineans Tcha, and by other nations Tay, alias Tee.”

Like all good things of the world, the propaganda of Tea met with opposition. Heretics like Henry Saville (1678) denounced drinking it as a filthy custom. Jonas Hanway (“Essay on Tea,” 1756) said that men seemed to lose their stature and comeliness, women their beauty through the use of tea. Its cost at the start (about fifteen or sixteen shillings a pound) forbade popular consumption, and made it “regalia for high treatments and entertainments, presents being made thereof to princes and grandees.” Yet in spite of such drawbacks tea-drinking spread with marvelous rapidity. The coffeehouses of London in the early half of the eighteenth century became, in fact, teahouses, the resort of wits like Addison and Steele, who beguiled themselves over their “dish of tea.” The beverage soon became a necessity of life⁠—a taxable matter. We are reminded in this connection what an important part it plays in modern history. Colonial America resigned herself to oppression until human endurance gave way before the heavy duties laid on Tea. American independence dates from the throwing of tea-chests into Boston harbour.

There is a subtle charm in the taste of tea which makes it irresistible and capable of idealisation. Western humourists were not slow to mingle the fragrance of their thought with its aroma. It has not the arrogance of wine, the self-consciousness of coffee, nor the simpering innocence of cocoa. Already in 1711, says the Spectator: “I would therefore in a particular manner recommend these my speculations to all well-regulated families that set apart an hour every morning for tea, bread and butter; and would earnestly advise them for their good to order this paper to be punctually served up and to be looked upon as a part of the tea-equipage.” Samuel Johnson draws his own portrait as “a hardened and shameless tea drinker, who for twenty years diluted his meals with only the infusion of the fascinating plant; who with tea amused the evening, with tea solaced the midnight, and with tea welcomed the morning.”

Charles Lamb, a professed devotee, sounded the true note of Teaism when he wrote that the greatest pleasure he knew was to do a good action by stealth, and to have it found out by accident. For Teaism is the art of concealing beauty that you may discover it, of suggesting what you dare not reveal. It is the noble secret of laughing at yourself, calmly yet thoroughly, and is thus humour itself⁠—the smile of philosophy. All genuine humourists may in this sense be called tea-philosophers, Thackeray, for instance, and of course, Shakespeare. The poets of the Decadence (when was not the world in decadence?), in their protests against materialism, have, to a certain extent, also opened the way to Teaism. Perhaps nowadays it is our demure contemplation of the Imperfect that the West and the East can meet in mutual consolation.

The Taoists relate that at the great beginning of the No-Beginning, Spirit and Matter met in mortal combat. At last the Yellow Emperor, the Sun of Heaven, triumphed over Shuhyung, the demon of darkness and earth. The Titan, in his death agony, struck his head against the solar vault and shivered the blue dome of jade into fragments. The stars lost their nests, the moon wandered aimlessly among the wild chasms of the night. In despair the Yellow Emperor sought far and wide for the repairer of the Heavens. He had not to search in vain. Out of the Eastern sea rose a queen, the divine Niuka, horn-crowned and dragon-tailed, resplendent in her armor of fire. She welded the five-coloured rainbow in her magic cauldron and rebuilt the Chinese sky. But it is told that Niuka forgot to fill two tiny crevices in the blue firmament. Thus began the dualism of love⁠—two souls rolling through space and never at rest until they join together to complete the universe. Everyone has to build anew his sky of hope and peace.

The heaven of modern humanity is indeed shattered in the Cyclopean struggle for wealth and power. The world is groping in the shadow of egotism and vulgarity. Knowledge is bought through a bad conscience, benevolence practiced for the sake of utility. The East and the West, like two dragons tossed in a sea of ferment, in vain strive to regain the jewel of life. We need a Niuka again to repair the grand devastation; we await the great Avatar. Meanwhile, let us have a sip of tea. The afternoon glow is brightening the bamboos, the fountains are bubbling with delight, the soughing of the pines is heard in our kettle. Let us dream of evanescence, and linger in the beautiful foolishness of things.



      Text from Standard Ebooks.

    

  
    
      Afterword

      Day Fifty-Nine: Japan, beauty and impermanence

      In Japan a beautiful girl is still called a komachi, and a rice from Akita, which claims the poet as its own, and the bullet train to Akita are both named after her. Two old stories are told about her. In one, she promised a courtier her love if he would visit her for a hundred nights running, and he died on the ninety-ninth. In the other, she lived on into old age, a beggar woman with her beauty long gone. Seikichi’s girl has the first story ahead of her: before she leaves his house she has called him her “first victim”. His needle is his answer to the second. The colour that the rain washes from a flower, he pricks into living skin.

      Okakura’s tea goes the other way, “a worship of the Imperfect” that asks us to “dream of evanescence”. Yet he and Tanizaki start from the same place. Tanizaki opens on an age that had “the virtue of stupidity”; Okakura ends by inviting us to “linger in the beautiful foolishness of things”. And his best definition of Teaism, “the art of concealing beauty that you may discover it”, fits the spider exactly. It lives under her clothes, and the story ends at the moment she lets it be seen.

    

  
    
      Day Sixty

      Roots

      11 minutes

      
        Story
        Karintha
        Jean Toomer · 3 minutes
        The first piece of Cane, Toomer's book of Georgia: a girl in a small Southern town whose beauty everyone watches grow up too fast.
      

      
        Poem
        Flame-Heart
        Claude McKay · 2 minutes
        A Jamaican poet in New York tries to remember the island of his childhood.
      

      
        Essay
        How It Feels to Be Colored Me
        Zora Neale Hurston · 6 minutes
        Hurston remembers the day, at thirteen, she left all-Black Eatonville, Florida, and 'became colored'.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      Karintha

      Jean Toomer, 1923

      Karintha is the first piece in Jean Toomer's Cane (1923), a book of stories, poems and sketches of Black life in rural Georgia, where Toomer had worked as a schoolteacher.

      		



































Her skin is like dusk on the eastern horizon,

O cant you see it, O cant you see it,

Her skin is like dusk on the eastern horizon

... When the sun goes down.







MEN had always wanted her, this Karintha, even as a child, Karintha
    carrying beauty, perfect as dusk when the sun goes down. Old men rode
    her hobby-horse upon their knees. Young men danced with her at frolics
    when they should have been dancing with their grown-up girls. God grant
    us youth, secretly prayed the old men. The young fellows counted the
    time to pass before she would be old enough to mate with them. This
    interest of the male, who wishes to ripen a growing thing too soon,
    could mean no good to her.

Karintha, at twelve, was a wild flash that told the other folks just
    what it was to live. At sunset, when there was no wind, and the
    pine-smoke from over by the sawmill hugged the earth, and you couldnt
    see more than a few feet in front, her sudden darting past you was a
    bit of vivid color, like a black bird that flashes in light. With the
    other children one could hear, some distance off, their feet flopping
    in the two-inch dust. Karintha’s running was a whir. It had the sound
    of the red dust that sometimes makes a spiral in the road. At dusk,
    during the hush just after the sawmill had closed down, and before
    any of the women had started their supper-getting-ready songs, her
    voice, high-pitched, shrill, would put one’s ears to itching. But no
    one ever thought to make her stop because of it. She stoned the cows,
    and beat her dog, and fought the other children... Even the preacher,
    who caught her at mischief, told himself that she was as innocently
    lovely as a November cotton flower. Already, rumors were out about
    her. Homes in Georgia are most often built on the two-room plan. In
    one, you cook and eat, in the other you sleep, and there love goes on.
    Karintha had seen or heard, perhaps she had felt her parents loving.
    One could but imitate one’s parents, for to follow them was the way of
    God. She played “home” with a small boy who was not afraid to do her
    bidding. That started the whole thing. Old men could no longer ride her
    hobby-horse upon their knees. But young men counted faster.




Her skin is like dusk,

O cant you see it,

Her skin is like dusk,

When the sun goes down.







Karintha is a woman. She who carries beauty, perfect as dusk when the
    sun goes down. She has been married many times. Old men remind her that
    a few years back they rode her hobby-horse upon their knees. Karintha
    smiles, and indulges them when she is in the mood for it. She has
    contempt for them. Karintha is a woman. Young men run stills to make
    her money. Young men go to the big cities and run on the road. Young
    men go away to college. They all want to bring her money. These are
    the young men who thought that all they had to do was to count time.
    But Karintha is a woman, and she has had a child. A child fell out of
    her womb onto a bed of pine-needles in the forest. Pine-needles are
    smooth and sweet. They are elastic to the feet of rabbits... A sawmill
    was nearby. Its pyramidal sawdust pile smouldered. It is a year before
    one completely burns. Meanwhile, the smoke curls up and hangs in odd
    wraiths about the trees, curls up, and spreads itself out over the
    valley... Weeks after Karintha returned home the smoke was so heavy
    you tasted it in water. Some one made a song:




Smoke is on the hills. Rise up.

Smoke is on the hills, O rise

And take my soul to Jesus.







Karintha is a woman. Men do not know that the soul of her was a growing
    thing ripened too soon. They will bring their money; they will die not
    having found it out... Karintha at twenty, carrying beauty, perfect
    as dusk when the sun goes down. Karintha...




Her skin is like dusk on the eastern horizon,

O cant you see it, O cant you see it,

Her skin is like dusk on the eastern horizon

... When the sun goes down.




Goes down...









      Text from Project Gutenberg.

    

  
    
      Poem

      Flame-Heart

      Claude McKay, 1920

      Claude McKay grew up in Jamaica and came to the United States in 1912; this poem appeared in Harlem Shadows (1922). The flame-heart is a flowering tree; pimento, ping-wing and rose-apple are Jamaican plants.

      
        So much have I forgotten in ten years,

 So much in ten brief years! I have forgot

What time the purple apples come to juice,

 And what month brings the shy forget-me-not.

I have forgot the special, startling season

 Of the pimento's flowering and fruiting;

What time of year the ground doves brown the fields

 And fill the noonday with their curious fluting.

I have forgotten much, but still remember

The poinsettia's red, blood-red in warm December.



I still recall the honey-fever grass,

 But cannot recollect the high days when

We rooted them out of the ping-wing path

 To stop the mad bees in the rabbit pen.

I often try to think in what sweet month

 The languid painted ladies used to dapple

The yellow by-road mazing from the main,

 Sweet with the golden threads of the rose-apple.

I have forgotten—strange—but quite remember

The poinsettia's red, blood-red in warm December.


 What weeks, what months, what time of the mild year

 We cheated school to have our fling at tops?

What days our wine-thrilled bodies pulsed with joy

 Feasting upon blackberries in the copse?

Oh some I know! I have embalmed the days,

 Even the sacred moments when we played,

All innocent of passion, uncorrupt,

 At noon and evening in the flame-heart's shade.

We were so happy, happy, I remember,

Beneath the poinsettia's red in warm December.








      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Essay

      How It Feels to Be Colored Me

      Zora Neale Hurston, 1928

      I am colored but I offer nothing
in the way of extenuating circumstances
except the fact that I
am the only Negro in the United
States whose grandfather on the
mother’s side was not an Indian
chief.

I remember the very day
that I became colored. Up to my
thirteenth year I lived in the
little Negro town of Eatonville,
Florida. It is exclusively a colored
town. The only white people I
knew passed through the town
going to or coming from Orlando.
The native whites rode dusty
horses, the Northern tourists
chugged down the sandy village
road in automobiles. The town
knew the Southerners and never
stopped cane chewing when they
passed. But the Northerners were
something else again. They were
peered at cautiously from behind
curtains by the timid. The more
venturesome would come out on
the porch to watch them go past
and got just as much pleasure out
of the tourists as the tourists got
out of the village.

The front porch might seem
a daring place for the rest of the
town, but it was a gallery seat for
me. My favorite place was atop
the gate-post. Proscenium box for
a born first-nighter. Not only did I
enjoy the show, but I didn’t mind
the actors knowing that I liked it.
I usually spoke to them in passing.
I’d wave at them and when
they returned my salute, I would
say something like this: “Howdy-do-well-I-thank-you-where-you-go-in’?”
Usually automobile or
the horse paused at this, and after
a queer exchange of compliments,
I would probably “go a piece of
the way” with them, as we say in
farthest Florida. If one of my family
happened to come to the front
in time to see me, of course negotiations
would be rudely broken
off. But even so, it is clear that
I was the first “welcome-to-our-state”
Floridian, and I hope the
Miami Chamber of Commerce
will please take notice.

During this period, white people
differed from colored to me
only in that they rode through
town and never lived there. They
liked to hear me “speak pieces”
and sing and wanted to see me
dance the parse-me-la, and gave me
generously of their small silver for
doing these things, which seemed
strange to me for I wanted to do
them so much that I needed bribing
to stop, only they didn’t know
it. The colored people gave no
dimes. They deplored any joyful
tendencies in me, but I was their
Zora nevertheless. I belonged to
them, to the nearby hotels, to the
county—everybody’s Zora.

But changes came in the family
when I was thirteen, and I was
sent to school in Jacksonville. I
left Eatonville, the town of the
oleanders, as Zora. When I disembarked
from the river-boat at
Jacksonville, she was no more. It
seemed that I had suffered a sea
change. I was not Zora of Orange
County any more, I was now a little
colored girl. I found it out in
certain ways. In my heart as well
as in the mirror, I became a fast
brown—warranted not to rub nor
run.

But I am not tragically colored.
There is no great sorrow dammed
up in my soul, nor lurking behind
my eyes. I do not mind at all. I
do not belong to the sobbing
school of Negrohood who hold
that nature somehow has given
them a lowdown dirty deal and
whose feelings are all but about
it. Even in the helter-skelter skirmish
that is my life, I have seen
that the world is to the strong
regardless of a little pigmentation
more or less. No, I do not weep at
the world—I am too busy sharpening
my oyster knife.

Someone is always at my
elbow reminding me that I am the
granddaughter of slaves. It fails
to register depression with me.
Slavery is sixty years in the past.
The operation was successful and
the patient is doing well, thank
you. The terrible struggle that
made me an American out of a
potential slave said “On the line!”
The Reconstruction said “Get
set!” and the generation before
said “Go!” I am off to a flying start
and I must not halt in the stretch
to look behind and weep. Slavery
is the price I paid for civilization,
and the choice was not with me.
It is a bully adventure and worth
all that I have paid through my
ancestors for it. No one on earth
ever had a greater chance for
glory. The world to be won and
nothing to be lost. It is thrilling
to think—to know that for any act
of mine, I shall get twice as much
praise or twice as much blame. It
is quite exciting to hold the center
of the national stage, with the
spectators not knowing whether
to laugh or to weep.

The position of my white
neighbor is much more difficult.
No brown specter pulls up a chair
beside me when I sit down to
eat. No dark ghost thrusts its leg
against mine in bed. The game of
keeping what one has is never so
exciting as the game of getting.

I do not always feel colored.
Even now I often achieve the
unconscious Zora of Eatonville
before the Hegira. I feel most colored
when I am thrown against a
sharp white background.

For instance at Barnard. “Beside
the waters of the Hudson” I
feel my race. Among the thousand
white persons, I am a dark rock
surged upon, and overswept, but
through it all, I remain myself.
When covered by the waters, I
am; and the ebb but reveals me
again.

Sometimes it is the other
way around. A white person is
set down in our midst, but the
contrast is just as sharp for me.
For instance, when I sit in the
drafty basement that is The New
World Cabaret with a white
person, my color comes. We enter
chatting about any little nothing
that we have in common and are
seated by the jazz waiters. In the
abrupt way that jazz orchestras
have, this one plunges into a number.
It loses no time in circumlocutions,
but gets right down to
business. It constricts the thorax
and splits the heart with its tempo
and narcotic harmonies. This
orchestra grows rambunctious,
rears on its hind legs and attacks
the tonal veil with primitive
fury, rending it, clawing it until
it breaks through to the jungle
beyond. I follow those heathen—follow
them exultingly. I dance
wildly inside myself; I yell within,
I whoop; I shake my assegai
above my head, I hurl it true to
the mark yeeeeooww! I am in the
jungle and living in the jungle
way. My face is painted red and
yellow and my body is painted
blue. My pulse is throbbing like
a war drum. I want to slaughter
something—give pain, give death
to what, I do not know. But the
piece ends. The men of the orchestra
wipe their lips and rest their
fingers. I creep back slowly to the
veneer we call civilization with
the last tone and find the white
friend sitting motionless in his
seat, smoking calmly.

“Good music they have
here,” he remarks, drumming the
table with his fingertips.

Music. The great blobs of
purple and red emotion have not
touched him. He has only heard
what I felt. He is far away and
I see him but dimly across the
ocean and the continent that have
fallen between us. He is so pale
with his whiteness then and I am
so colored.

At certain times I have no
race, I am me. When I set my
hat at a certain angle and saunter
down Seventh Avenue, Harlem
City, feeling as snooty as the
lions in front of the Forty-Second
Street Library, for instance. So
far as my feelings are concerned,
Peggy Hopkins Joyce on the Boule
Mich with her gorgeous raiment,
stately carriage, knees knocking
together in a most aristocratic
manner, has nothing on me. The
cosmic Zora emerges. I belong to
no race nor time. I am the eternal
feminine with its string of beads.

I have no separate feeling
about being an American citizen
and colored. I am merely a fragment
of the Great Soul that surges
within the boundaries. My country,
right or wrong.

Sometimes, I feel discriminated
against, but it does not make me
angry. It merely astonishes me.
How can any deny themselves
the pleasure of my company? It’s
beyond me.

But in the main, I feel like a
brown bag of miscellany propped
against a wall. Against a wall in
company with other bags, white,
red and yellow. Pour out the
contents, and there is discovered
a jumble of small things priceless
and worthless. A first-water
diamond, an empty spool, bits of
broken glass, lengths of string, a
key to a door long since crumbled
away, a rusty knife-blade, old
shoes saved for a road that never
was and never will be, a nail
bent under the weight of things
too heavy for any nail, a dried
flower or two still a little fragrant.
In your hand is the brown
bag. On the ground before you
is the jumble it held—so much
like the jumble in the bags could
they be emptied that all might be
dumped in a single heap and the
bags refilled without altering the
content of any greatly. A bit of
colored glass more or less would
not matter. Perhaps that is how
the Great Stuffer of Bags filled
them in the first place—who
knows?




      Text from Project Gutenberg.

    

  
    
      Afterword

      Day Sixty: Roots

      Karintha never says a word. Everything in her story is what other people see and want: the old men who rode her hobby-horse, the young men counting time, the song that keeps asking “O cant you see it”. The men “will die not having found it out”. Hurston, on her gate-post, was watched too, and the tourists paid her “small silver” to sing and dance for them. But she tells us what they never knew: “I wanted to do them so much that I needed bribing to stop”. The whole essay is a voice that won’t let anyone else tell her story.

      When Hurston died poor in 1960, she was buried in an unmarked grave in Florida. In 1973 the novelist Alice Walker went looking for it, and put up a stone that calls her “A Genius of the South”. Walker took the phrase from Toomer: it comes from a poem in Cane, the book that opens with Karintha.

      McKay’s Jamaica is a childhood Karintha never had, “All innocent of passion, uncorrupt”, and he has “embalmed” it. He counted “ten brief years” since he left the island. He never went back.

    

  
    
      Day Sixty-One

      Cunning

      26 minutes

      
        Story
        The Cyclops (Odyssey, Book IX)
        Homer · 19 minutes
        On his long voyage home from Troy, Ulysses takes twelve of his best men to explore the island of the Cyclopes, giants with one eye who have no laws.
      

      
        Poem
        The Spider and the Fly
        Mary Howitt · 3 minutes
        "Will you walk into my parlour?" said the Spider to the Fly: the poem the saying comes from.
      

      
        Essay
        How Princes Should Keep Faith (The Prince, Chapter 18)
        Niccolò Machiavelli · 4 minutes
        The most notorious chapter of the most notorious book about power, on whether a ruler has to keep his word.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      The Cyclops (Odyssey, Book IX)

      Homer, translated by Samuel Butler, c. 700 BC

      Homer's Odyssey tells how the Greek hero Ulysses (Odysseus in Greek), after ten years at the siege of Troy, spent ten years more trying to sail home to his island of Ithaca. Shipwrecked at last among the Phaeacians, he tells their king the story of his travels; this episode is the one most often read on its own. Butler gives the gods their Roman names: Jove is the king of the gods, and Neptune the god of the sea.

      
        "We sailed hence, always in much distress, till we came to the land of the lawless and inhuman Cyclopes. Now the Cyclopes neither plant nor plough, but trust in providence, and live on such wheat, barley, and grapes as grow wild without any kind of tillage, and their wild grapes yield them wine as the sun and the rain may grow them. They have no laws nor assemblies of the people, but live in caves on the tops of high mountains; each is lord and master in his family, and they take no account of their neighbours.

"Now off their harbour there lies a wooded and fertile island not quite close to the land of the Cyclopes, but still not far. It is over-run with wild goats, that breed there in great numbers and are never disturbed by foot of man; for sportsmen—who as a rule will suffer so much hardship in forest or among mountain precipices—do not go there, nor yet again is it ever ploughed or fed down, but it lies a wilderness untilled and unsown from year to year, and has no living thing upon it but only goats. For the Cyclopes have no ships, nor yet shipwrights who could make ships for them; they cannot therefore go from city to city, or sail over the sea to one another's country as people who have ships can do; if they had had these they would have colonised the island, for it is a very good one, and would yield everything in due season. There are meadows that in some places come right down to the sea shore, well watered and full of luscious grass; grapes would do there excellently; there is level land for ploughing, and it would always yield heavily at harvest time, for the soil is deep. There is a good harbour where no cables are wanted, nor yet anchors, nor need a ship be moored, but all one has to do is to beach one's vessel and stay there till the wind becomes fair for putting out to sea again. At the head of the harbour there is a spring of clear water coming out of a cave, and there are poplars growing all round it.

"Here we entered, but so dark was the night that some god must have brought us in, for there was nothing whatever to be seen. A thick mist hung all round our ships; the moon was hidden behind a mass of clouds so that no one could have seen the island if he had looked for it, nor were there any breakers to tell us we were close in shore before we found ourselves upon the land itself; when, however, we had beached the ships, we took down the sails, went ashore and camped upon the beach till daybreak.

"When the child of morning, rosy-fingered dawn appeared, we admired the island and wandered all over it, while the nymphs Jove's daughters roused the wild goats that we might get some meat for our dinner. On this we fetched our spears and bows and arrows from the ships, and dividing ourselves into three bands began to shoot the goats. Heaven sent us excellent sport; I had twelve ships with me, and each ship got nine goats, while my own ship had ten; thus through the livelong day to the going down of the sun we ate and drank our fill, and we had plenty of wine left, for each one of us had taken many jars full when we sacked the city of the Cicons, and this had not yet run out. While we were feasting we kept turning our eyes towards the land of the Cyclopes, which was hard by, and saw the smoke of their stubble fires. We could almost fancy we heard their voices and the bleating of their sheep and goats, but when the sun went down and it came on dark, we camped down upon the beach, and next morning I called a council.

"'Stay here, my brave fellows,' said I, 'all the rest of you, while I go with my ship and exploit these people myself: I want to see if they are uncivilized savages, or a hospitable and humane race.'

"I went on board, bidding my men to do so also and loose the hawsers; so they took their places and smote the grey sea with their oars. When we got to the land, which was not far, there, on the face of a cliff near the sea, we saw a great cave overhung with laurels. It was a station for a great many sheep and goats, and outside there was a large yard, with a high wall round it made of stones built into the ground and of trees both pine and oak. This was the abode of a huge monster who was then away from home shepherding his flocks. He would have nothing to do with other people, but led the life of an outlaw. He was a horrid creature, not like a human being at all, but resembling rather some crag that stands out boldly against the sky on the top of a high mountain.

"I told my men to draw the ship ashore, and stay where they were, all but the twelve best among them, who were to go along with myself. I also took a goat-skin of sweet black wine which had been given me by Maron son of Euanthes, who was priest of Apollo the patron god of Ismarus, and lived within the wooded precincts of the temple. When we were sacking the city we respected him, and spared his life, as also his wife and child; so he made me some presents of great value—seven talents of fine gold, and a bowl of silver, with twelve jars of sweet wine, unblended, and of the most exquisite flavour. Not a man nor maid in, the house knew about it, but only himself, his wife, and one housekeeper: when he drank it he mixed twenty parts of water to one of wine, and yet the fragrance from the mixing bowl was so exquisite that it was impossible to refrain from drinking. I filled a large skin with this wine, and took a wallet full of provisions with me, for my mind misgave me that I might have to deal with some savage who would be of great strength, and would respect neither right nor law.
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"We soon reached his cave, but he was out shepherding, so we went inside and took stock of all that we could see. His cheese-racks were loaded with cheeses, and he had more lambs and kids than his pens could hold. They were kept in separate flocks; first there were the hoggets, then the oldest of the younger lambs and lastly the very young  ones all kept apart from one another; as for his dairy, all the vessels, bowls, and milk pails into which he milked, were swimming with whey. When they saw all this, my men begged me to let them first steal some cheeses, and make off with them to the ship; they would then return, drive down the lambs and kids, put them on board and sail away with them. It would have been indeed better if we had done so but I would not listen to them, for I wanted to see the owner himself, in the hope that he might give me a present. When, however, we saw him my poor men found him ill to deal with.

"We lit a fire, offered some of the cheeses in sacrifice, ate others of them, and then sat waiting till the Cyclops should come in with his sheep. When he came, he brought in with him a huge load of dry firewood to light the fire for his supper, and this he flung with such a noise on to the floor of his cave that we hid ourselves for fear at the far end of the cavern. Meanwhile he drove all the ewes inside, as well as the she-goats that he was going to milk, leaving the males, both rams and he-goats, outside in the yards. Then he rolled a huge stone to the mouth of the cave—so huge that two and twenty strong four wheeled waggons would not be enough to draw it from its place against the doorway. When he had so done he sat down and milked his ewes and goats, all in due course, and then let each of them have her own young. He curdled half the milk and set it aside in wicker strainers, but the other half he poured into bowls that he might drink it for his supper. When he had got through with all his work, he lit the fire, and then caught sight of us, whereon he said:—

"'Strangers, who are you? Where do you sail from? Are you traders, or do you sail the sea as rovers, with your hands against every man, and every man's hand against you?'

"We were frightened out of our senses by his loud voice and monstrous form, but I managed to say, 'We are Achæans on our way home from Troy, but by the will of Jove, and stress of weather, we have been driven far out of our course. We are the people of Agamemnon, son of Atreus, who has won infinite renown throughout the whole world, by sacking so great a city and killing so many people. We therefore humbly pray you to show us some hospitality, and otherwise make us such presents as visitors may reasonably expect. May your excellency fear the wrath of heaven, for we are your suppliants, and Jove takes all respectable travellers under his protection, for he is the avenger of all suppliants and foreigners in distress.'

"To this he gave me but a pitiless answer, 'Stranger,' said he, 'you are a fool, or else you know nothing of this country. Talk to me, indeed, about fearing the gods or shunning their anger. We Cyclopes do not care about Jove or any of your blessed gods, for we are ever so much stronger than they. I shall not spare either yourself or your companions out of any regard for Jove, unless I am in the humour for doing so. And now tell me where you made your ship fast when you came on shore. Was it round the point, or is she lying straight off the land?'

"He said this to draw me out, but I was too cunning to be caught in that way, so I answered with a lie; 'Neptune,' said I, 'sent my ship on to the rocks at the far end of your country, and wrecked it. We were driven on to them from the open sea, but I and those who are with me escaped the jaws of death.'

"The cruel wretch vouchsafed me not one word of answer, but with a sudden clutch he gripped up two of my men at once and dashed them down upon the ground as though they had been puppies. Their brains were shed upon the ground, and the earth was wet with their blood. Then he tore them limb from limb and supped upon them. He gobbled them up like a lion in the wilderness, flesh, bones, marrow, and entrails, without leaving anything uneaten. As for us, we wept and lifted up our hands to heaven on seeing such a horrid sight, for we did not know what else to do; but when the Cyclops had filled his huge paunch, and had washed down his meal of human flesh with a drink of neat milk, he stretched himself full length upon the ground among his sheep, and went to sleep. I was at first inclined to seize my sword, draw it, and drive it into his vitals, but I reflected that if I did we should all certainly be lost, for we should never be able to shift the stone which the monster had put in front of the door. So we staid sobbing and sighing where we were till morning came.

"When the child of morning rosy-fingered dawn appeared, he again lit his fire, milked his goats and ewes, all quite rightly, and then let each have her own young one; as soon as he had got through with all his work, he clutched up two more of my men, and began eating them for his morning's meal. Presently, with the utmost ease, he rolled the stone away from the door and drove out his sheep, but he at once put it back again—as easily as though he were merely clapping the lid on to a quiver full of arrows. As soon as he had done so he shouted, and cried 'Shoo, shoo,' after his sheep to drive them on to the mountain; so I was left to scheme some way of taking my revenge and covering myself with glory.

"In the end I deemed it would, be the best plan to do as follows:—The Cyclops had a great club which was lying near one of the sheep pens; it was of green olive wood, and he had cut it intending to use it for a staff as soon as it should be dry. It was so huge that we could only compare it to the mast of a twenty oared merchant vessel of large burden, and able to venture out into open sea. I went up to this club and cut off about six feet of it; I then gave this piece to the men and told them to fine it evenly off at one end, which they proceeded to do, and lastly I brought it to a point myself, charring the end in the fire to make it harder. When I had done this I hid it under the dung, which was lying about all over the cave, and told the men to cast lots which of them should venture along with myself to lift it and bore it into the monster's eye while he was asleep. The lot fell upon the very four whom I should have chosen, and I myself made five. In the evening the wretch came back from shepherding, and drove his flocks into the cave—this time driving them all inside, and not leaving any in the yards; I suppose some fancy must have taken him, or a god must have prompted him to do so. As soon as he had put the stone back to its place against the door, he sat down, milked his ewes and his goats all quite rightly, and then let each have her own young one; when he had got through with all this work, he gripped up two more of my men, and made his supper off them. So I went up to him with an ivy-wood bowl of black wine in my hands:—

"'Look here, Cyclops,' said I, 'you have been eating a great deal of man's flesh, so take this and drink some wine, that you may see what kind of liquor we had on board my ship. I was bringing it to you as a drink-offering, in the hope that you would take compassion upon me and further me on my way home, whereas all you do is to go on ramping and raving most intolerably. You ought to be ashamed of yourself; how can you expect people to come and see you any more if you treat them in this way?'

"He then took the cup and drank. He was so delighted with the taste of the wine that he begged me for another bowl full. 'Be so kind,' he said, 'as to give me some more, and tell me your name at once. I want to make you a present that you will be glad to have. We have wine even in this country, for our soil grows grapes and the sun ripens them, but this drinks like Nectar and Ambrosia all in one.'

"I then gave him some more; three times did I fill the bowl for him, and three times did he drain it without thought or heed; then, when I saw that the wine had got into his head, I said to him as plausibly as I could:—'Cyclops, you ask my name and I will tell it you; give me, therefore, the present you promised me; my name is Noman; this is what my father and mother and my friends have always called me.'

"But the cruel wretch said, 'Then I will eat all Noman's comrades before Noman himself, and will keep Noman for the last. This is the present that I will make him.'

"As he spoke he reeled, and fell sprawling face upwards on the ground. His great neck hung heavily backwards and a deep sleep took hold upon him. Presently he turned sick, and threw up both wine and the gobbets of human flesh on which he had been gorging, for he was very drunk. Then I thrust the beam of wood far into the embers to heat it, and encouraged my men lest any of them should turn faint-hearted. When the wood, green though it was, was about to blaze, I drew it out of the fire glowing with heat, and my men gathered round me, for heaven had filled their hearts with courage. We drove the sharp end of the beam into the monster's eye, and bearing upon it with all my weight I kept turning it round and round as though I were boring a hole in a ship's plank with an auger, which two men with a wheel and strap can keep on turning as long as they choose. Even thus did we bore the red hot beam into his eye, till the boiling blood bubbled all over it as we worked it round and round, so that the steam from the burning eyeball scalded his eyelids and eyebrows, and the roots of the eye sputtered in the fire. As a blacksmith plunges an axe or hatchet into cold water to temper it—for it is this that gives strength to the iron—and it makes a great hiss as he does so, even thus did the Cyclops' eye hiss round the beam of olive wood, and his hideous yells made the cave ring again. We ran away in a fright, but he plucked the beam all besmirched with gore from his eye, and hurled it from him in a frenzy of rage and pain, shouting as he did so to the other Cyclopes who lived on the bleak headlands near him; so they gathered from all quarters round his cave when they heard him crying, and asked what was the matter with him.

"'What ails you, Polyphemus,' said they, 'that you make such a noise, breaking the stillness of the night, and preventing us from being able to sleep? Surely no man is carrying off your sheep? Surely no man is trying to kill you either by fraud or by force?'

"But Polyphemus shouted to them from inside the cave, 'Noman is killing me by fraud; no man is killing me by force.'

"'Then,' said they, 'if no man is attacking, you must be ill; when Jove makes people ill, there is no help for it, and you had better pray to your father Neptune.'

"Then they went away, and I laughed inwardly at the success of my clever stratagem, but the Cyclops, groaning and in an agony of pain, felt about with his hands till he found the stone and took it from the door; then he sat in the doorway and stretched his hands in front of it to catch anyone going out with the sheep, for he thought I might be foolish enough to attempt this.

"As for myself I kept on puzzling to think how I could best save my own life and those of my companions; I schemed and schemed, as one who knows that his life depends upon it, for the danger was very great. In the end I deemed that this plan would be the best; the male sheep were well grown, and carried a heavy black fleece, so I bound them noiselessly in threes together, with some of the withes on which the wicked monster used to sleep. There was to be a man under the middle sheep, and the two on either side were to cover him, so that there were three sheep to each man. As for myself there was a ram finer than any of the others, so I caught hold of him by the back, ensconced myself in the thick wool under his belly, and hung on patiently to his fleece, face upwards, keeping a firm hold on it all the time.

"Thus, then, did we wait in great fear of mind till morning came, but when the child of morning rosy-fingered Dawn appeared, the male sheep hurried out to feed, while the ewes remained bleating about the pens waiting to be milked, for their udders were full to bursting; but their master in spite of all his pain felt the backs of all the sheep as they stood upright, without being sharp enough to find out that the men were underneath their bellies. As the ram was going out, last of all, heavy with its fleece and with the weight of my crafty self, Polyphemus laid hold of it and said:—

"'My good ram, what is it that makes you the last to leave my cave this morning? You are not wont to let the ewes go before you, but lead the mob with a run whether to flowery mead or bubbling fountain, and are the first to come home again at night; but now you lag last of all. Is it because you know your master has lost his eye, and are sorry because that wicked Noman and his horrid crew has got him down in his drink and blinded him? But I will have his life yet. If you could understand and talk, you would tell me where the wretch is hiding, and I would dash his brains upon the ground till they flew all over the cave. I should thus have some satisfaction for the harm this no-good Noman has done me.'

"As he spoke he drove the ram outside, but when we were a little way out from the cave and yards, I first got from under the ram's belly, and then freed my comrades; as for the sheep, which were very fat, by constantly heading them in the right direction we managed to drive them down to the ship. The crew rejoiced greatly at seeing those of us who had escaped death, but wept for the others whom the Cyclops had killed. However, I made signs to them by nodding and frowning that they were to hush their crying, and told them to get all the sheep on board at once and put out to sea; so they went aboard, took their places, and smote the grey sea with their oars. Then, when I had got as far out as my voice would reach, I began to jeer at the Cyclops.

"'Cyclops,' said I, 'you should have taken better measure of your man before eating up his comrades in your cave. You wretch, eat up your visitors in your own house? You might have known that your sin would find you out, and now Jove and the other gods have punished you,'

"He got more and more furious as he heard me, so he tore the top from off a high mountain, and flung it just in front of my ship so that it was within a little of hitting the end of the rudder. The sea quaked as the rock fell into it, and the wash of the wave it raised carried us back towards the mainland, and forced us towards the shore. But I snatched up a long pole and kept the ship off, making signs to my men by nodding my head, that they must row for their lives, whereon they laid out with a will. When we had got twice as far as we were before, I was for jeering at the Cyclops again, but the men begged and prayed of me to hold my tongue.

"'Do not,' they exclaimed, 'be mad enough to provoke this savage creature further; he has thrown one rock at us already which drove us back again to the mainland, and we made sure it had been the death of us; if he had then heard any further sound of voices he would have pounded our heads and our ship's timbers into a jelly with the rugged rocks he would have heaved at us, for he can throw them a long way,'

"But I would not listen to them, and shouted out to him in my rage, 'Cyclops, if any one asks you who it was that put your eye out and spoiled your beauty, say it was the valiant warrior Ulysses, son of Laertes, who lives in Ithaca.'

"On this he groaned, and cried out, 'Alas, alas, then the old prophecy about me is coming true. There was a prophet here, at one time, a man both brave and of great stature, Telemus son of Eurymus, who was an excellent seer, and did all the prophesying for the Cyclopes till he grew old; he told me that all this would happen to me some day, and said I should lose my sight by the hand of Ulysses. I have been all along expecting some one of imposing presence and superhuman strength, whereas he turns out to be a little insignificant weakling, who has managed to blind my eye by taking advantage of me in my drink; come here, then, Ulysses, that I  may make you presents to show my hospitality, and urge Neptune to help you forward on your journey—for Neptune and I are father and son. He, if he so will, shall heal me, which no one else neither god nor man can do.'

"Then I said, 'I wish I could be as sure of killing you outright and sending you down to the house of Hades, as I am that it will take more than Neptune to cure that eye of your's.'

"On this he lifted up his hands to the firmament of heaven and prayed, saying, 'Hear me, great Neptune; if I am indeed your own true begotten son, grant that Ulysses may never reach his home alive; or if he must get back to his friends at last, let him do so late and in sore plight after losing all his men [let him reach his home in another man's ship and find trouble in his house.']

"Thus did he pray, and Neptune heard his prayer. Then he picked up a rock much larger than the first, swung it aloft and hurled it with prodigious force. It fell just short of the ship, but was within a little of hitting the end of the rudder. The sea quaked as the rock fell into it, and the wash of the wave it raised drove us onwards on our way towards the shore of the island.

"When at last we got to the island where we had left the rest of our ships, we found our comrades lamenting us, and anxiously awaiting our return. We ran our vessel upon the sands and got out of her on to the sea shore; we also landed the Cyclops' sheep, and divided them equitably amongst us so that none might have reason to complain. As for the ram, my companions agreed that I should have it as an extra share; so I sacrificed it on the sea shore, and burned its thigh bones to Jove, who is the lord of all. But he heeded not my sacrifice, and only thought how he might destroy both my ships and my comrades.

"Thus through the livelong day to the going down of the sun we feasted our fill on meat and drink, but when the sun went down and it came on dark, we camped upon the beach. When the child of morning rosy-fingered Dawn appeared, I bade my men go on board and loose the hawsers. Then they took their places and smote the grey sea with their oars; so we sailed on with sorrow in our hearts, but glad to have escaped death though we had lost our comrades.






      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Poem

      The Spider and the Fly

      Mary Howitt, 1829

      
        





    "Will you walk into my parlor?" said the Spider to the Fly,

    "'Tis the prettiest little parlor that ever you did spy;

    The way into my parlor is up a winding stair,

    And I have many curious things to show you when you are there."

    "Oh no, no," said the Fly, "to ask me is in vain;

    For who goes up your winding stair can ne'er come down again."



    "I'm sure you must be weary, dear, with soaring up so high;

    Will you rest upon my little bed?" said the Spider to the Fly.

    "There are pretty curtains drawn around, the sheets are fine and thin;

    And if you like to rest awhile, I'll snugly tuck you in!"

    "Oh no, no," said the little Fly, "for I've often heard it said

    They never, never wake again, who sleep upon your bed!"



    Said the cunning Spider to the Fly, "Dear friend, what can I do

    To prove that warm affection I've always felt for you?

    I have within my pantry, good store of all that's nice;

    I'm sure you're very welcome - will you please take a slice?"

    "Oh no, no," said the little Fly, "kind sir, that cannot be,

    I've heard what's in your pantry, and I do not wish to see!"



    "Sweet creature," said the Spider, "you're witty and you're wise;

    How handsome are your gauzy wings, how brilliant are your eyes!

    I have a little looking-glass upon my parlor shelf;

    If you step in one moment, dear, you shall behold yourself."

    "I thank you, gentle sir," she said, "for what you're pleased to say;

    And bidding good morning now, I'll call another day."



    The Spider turned him round about, and went into his den,

    For well he knew the silly Fly would soon come back again;

    So he wove a subtle web in a little corner sly,

    And set his table ready to dine upon the Fly.
 Then he came out to his door again, and merrily did sing,

    "Come hither, hither, pretty Fly, with the pearl and silver wing;

    Your robes are green and purple, there's a crest upon your head;

    Your eyes are like the diamond bright, but mine are as dull as lead."



    Alas, alas! how very soon this silly little Fly,

    Hearing his wily, flattering words, came slowly flitting by;

    With buzzing wings she hung aloft, then near and nearer drew, -

    Thinking only of her brilliant eyes, and green and purple hue;

    Thinking only of her crested head - poor foolish thing! At last,

    Up jumped the cunning Spider, and fiercely held her fast.

    He dragged her up his winding stair, into his dismal den

    Within his little parlor - but she ne'er came out again!



    And now, dear little children, who may this story read,

    To idle, silly, flattering words, I pray you ne'er heed;

    Unto an evil counsellor close heart, and ear, and eye,

    And take a lesson from this tale of the Spider and the Fly.










      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Essay

      How Princes Should Keep Faith (The Prince, Chapter 18)

      Niccolò Machiavelli, translated by W. K. Marriott, 1532

      Niccolò Machiavelli served the republic of Florence as a diplomat until the Medici family took the city back in 1512; he was imprisoned and tortured, and on his release wrote The Prince on his farm outside the city, hoping to win the Medici's favour. It is a handbook for a new ruler on how to take power and keep it. Pope Alexander VI, whom he mentions, was the father of Cesare Borgia.

      
        Every one admits how praiseworthy it is in a prince to keep faith, and to live with integrity and not with craft. Nevertheless our experience has been that those princes who have done great things have held good faith of little account, and have known how to circumvent the intellect of men by craft, and in the end have overcome those who have relied on their word. You must know there are two ways of contesting, the one by the law, the other by force; the first method is proper to men, the second to beasts; but because the first is frequently not sufficient, it is necessary to have recourse to the second. Therefore it is necessary for a prince to understand how to avail himself of the beast and the man. This has been figuratively taught to princes by ancient writers, who describe how Achilies and many other princes of old were given to the Centaur Chiron to nurse, who brought them up in his discipline; which means solely that, as they had for a teacher one who was half beast and half man, so it is necessary for a prince to know how to make use of both natures, and that one without the other is not durable. A prince, therefore, being compelled knowingly to adopt the beast, ought to choose the fox and the lion; because the lion cannot defend himself against snares and the fox cannot defend himself against wolves. Therefore, it is necessary to be a fox to discover the snares and a lion to terrify the wolves. Those who rely simply on the lion do not understand what they are about. Therefore a wise lord cannot, nor ought he to, keep faith when such observance may be turned against him, and when the reasons that caused him to pledge it exist no longer. If men were entirely good this precept would not hold, but because they are bad, and will not keep faith with you, you too are not bound to observe it with them. Nor will there ever be wanting to a prince legitimate reasons to excuse this non-observance. Of this endless modern examples could be given, showing how many treaties and engagements have been made void and of no effect through the faithlessness of princes; and he who has known best how to employ the fox has succeeded best.

But it is necessary to know well how to disguise this characteristic, and to be a great pretender and dissembler; and men are so simple, and so subject to present necessities, that he who seeks to deceive will always find some one who will allow himself to be deceived. One recent example I cannot pass over in silence. Alexander the Sixth did nothing else but deceive men, nor ever thought of doing otherwise, and he always found victims; for there never was a man who had greater power m asserting, or who with greater oaths would affirm a thing, yet would observe it less; nevertheless his deceits always succeeded according to his wishes,
because he well understood this side of mankind.

Therefore it is unnecessary for a prince to have all the good qualities I have enumerated, but it is very necessary to appear to have them. And I shall dare to say this also, that to have them and always to observe them is injurious, and that to appear to have them is useful; to appear merciful, faithful, humane, religious, upright, and to be so, but with a mind so framed that should you require not to be so, you may be able and know how to change to the opposite. And you have to understand this, that a prince, especially a new one, cannot observe all those things for which men are esteemed, being often forced, in order to maintain the state, to act contrary to fidelity, friendship, humanity, and religion. Therefore it is necessary for him to have a mind ready to turn itself accordingly as the winds and variations of fortune force it, yet, as I have said above, not to diverge from the good if he can avoid doing so, but, if compelled, then to know how to set about it.

For this reason a prince ought to take care that he never lets anything slip from his lips that is not replete with the above-named five qualities, that he may appear to him who sees and hears him altogether merciful, faithful, humane, upright, and religious. There is nothing more necessary to appear to have than this last quality, inasmuch as men judge generally more by the eye than by the hand, because it belongs to everybody to see you, to few to come in touch with you. Every one sees what you appear to be, few really know what you are, and those few dare not oppose themselves to the opinion of the many, who have the majesty of the state to defend them; and in the actions of all men, and especially of princes, which it is not prudent to challenge, one judges by the result. For that reason, let a prince have the credit of conquering and holding his state, the means will always be considered honest, and he will be praised by everybody; because the vulgar are always taken by what a thing seems to be and by what comes of it; and in the world there are only the vulgar, for the few find a place there only when the many have no ground to rest on. 

One prince of the present time, whom it is not well to name, never preaches anything else but peace and good faith, and to both he is most hostile, and either, if he had kept it, would have deprived him of reputation and kingdom many a time. 






      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Afterword

      Day Sixty-One: Cunning

      Who walks into whose parlour? Ulysses goes into the cave against his men’s advice, “in the hope that he might give me a present”. The Cyclops does promise one: he will eat Noman last. Blind and beaten, he then tries the spider’s way, all hospitality: “come here, then, Ulysses, that I may make you presents”. Ulysses doesn’t fall for that. But he falls for the fly’s weakness. Safe on the water, he can’t bear the glory to go to Noman, and shouts out his real name, which is all Polyphemus needs to pray to his father Neptune against him. Machiavelli’s fox would have kept quiet: it is “necessary to know well how to disguise this characteristic”.

      In Greek the trick is a pun. Ulysses calls himself Outis, “no one”. When the other Cyclopes call back, they use the other Greek words for “no one”, mē tis, and mētis is the word for cunning, the quality Homer is always praising in Ulysses. No one is hurting Polyphemus, and so is cunning.

    

  
    
      Day Sixty-Two

      The Australian bush

      18 minutes

      
        Story
        The Drover's Wife
        Henry Lawson · 13 minutes
        Alone in a bark hut with four children while her husband is away droving, a woman sits up all night watching for a snake.
      

      
        Poem
        Clancy of the Overflow
        A. B. Paterson · 2 minutes
        A Sydney clerk in a dingy office envies the drover he once wrote to.
      

      
        Essay
        Preface to Gordon's Poems (Australian Scenery)
        Marcus Clarke · 3 minutes
        The novelist's famous description of the Australian bush and its 'weird melancholy', written as a preface to a friend's poems.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      The Drover's Wife

      Henry Lawson, 1892

      
























































The two-roomed house is built of round timber, slabs, and stringy-bark, and
floored with split slabs. A big bark kitchen standing at one end is larger than
the house itself, veranda included.



Bush all round—bush with no horizon, for the country is flat. No ranges
in the distance. The bush consists of stunted, rotten native apple-trees. No
undergrowth. Nothing to relieve the eye save the darker green of a few she-oaks
which are sighing above the narrow, almost waterless creek. Nineteen miles to
the nearest sign of civilization—a shanty on the main road.



The drover, an ex-squatter, is away with sheep. His wife and children are left
here alone.



Four ragged, dried-up-looking children are playing about the house. Suddenly
one of them yells: “Snake! Mother, here’s a snake!”



The gaunt, sun-browned bushwoman dashes from the kitchen, snatches her baby
from the ground, holds it on her left hip, and reaches for a stick.



“Where is it?”



“Here! gone into the wood-heap!” yells the eldest boy—a
sharp-faced urchin of eleven. “Stop there, mother! I’ll have him.
Stand back! I’ll have the beggar!”



“Tommy, come here, or you’ll be bit. Come here at once when I tell
you, you little wretch!”



The youngster comes reluctantly, carrying a stick bigger than himself. Then he
yells, triumphantly:



“There it goes—under the house!” and darts away with club
uplifted. At the same time the big, black, yellow-eyed dog-of-all-breeds, who
has shown the wildest interest in the proceedings, breaks his chain and rushes
after that snake. He is a moment late, however, and his nose reaches the crack
in the slabs just as the end of its tail disappears. Almost at the same moment
the boy’s club comes down and skins the aforesaid nose. Alligator takes
small notice of this, and proceeds to undermine the building; but he is subdued
after a struggle and chained up. They cannot afford to lose him.



The drover’s wife makes the children stand together near the dog-house
while she watches for the snake. She gets two small dishes of milk and sets
them down near the wall to tempt it to come out; but an hour goes by and it
does not show itself.



It is near sunset, and a thunderstorm is coming. The children must be brought
inside. She will not take them into the house, for she knows the snake is
there, and may at any moment come up through a crack in the rough slab floor;
so she carries several armfuls of firewood into the kitchen, and then takes the
children there. The kitchen has no floor—or, rather, an earthen
one—called a “ground floor” in this part of the bush. There
is a large, roughly-made table in the centre of the place. She brings the
children in, and makes them get on this table. They are two boys and two
girls—mere babies. She gives them some supper, and then, before it gets
dark, she goes into the house, and snatches up some pillows and
bedclothes—expecting to see or lay her hand on the snake any minute. She
makes a bed on the kitchen table for the children, and sits down beside it to
watch all night.



She has an eye on the corner, and a green sapling club laid in readiness on the
dresser by her side; also her sewing basket and a copy of the Young
Ladies’ Journal. She has brought the dog into the room.



Tommy turns in, under protest, but says he’ll lie awake all night and
smash that blinded snake.



His mother asks him how many times she has told him not to swear.



He has his club with him under the bedclothes, and Jacky protests:



“Mummy! Tommy’s skinnin’ me alive wif his club. Make him take
it out.”



Tommy: “Shet up, you little—-! D’yer want to be bit with the
snake?”



Jacky shuts up.



“If yer bit,” says Tommy, after a pause, “you’ll swell
up, an’ smell, an’ turn red an’ green an’ blue all over
till yer bust. Won’t he, mother?”



“Now then, don’t frighten the child. Go to sleep,” she says.



The two younger children go to sleep, and now and then Jacky complains of being
“skeezed.” More room is made for him. Presently Tommy says:
“Mother! listen to them (adjective) little possums. I’d like to
screw their blanky necks.”



And Jacky protests drowsily.



“But they don’t hurt us, the little blanks!”.



Mother: “There, I told you you’d teach Jacky to swear.” But
the remark makes her smile. Jacky goes to sleep. Presently Tommy asks:



“Mother! Do you think they’ll ever extricate the (adjective)
kangaroo?”



“Lord! How am I to know, child? Go to sleep.”



“Will you wake me if the snake comes out?”



“Yes. Go to sleep.”



Near midnight. The children are all asleep and she sits there still, sewing and
reading by turns. From time to time she glances round the floor and wall-plate,
and, whenever she hears a noise, she reaches for the stick. The thunderstorm
comes on, and the wind, rushing through the cracks in the slab wall, threatens
to blow out her candle. She places it on a sheltered part of the dresser and
fixes up a newspaper to protect it. At every flash of lightning, the cracks
between the slabs gleam like polished silver. The thunder rolls, and the rain
comes down in torrents.



Alligator lies at full length on the floor, with his eyes turned towards the
partition. She knows by this that the snake is there. There are large cracks in
that wall opening under the floor of the dwelling-house.



She is not a coward, but recent events have shaken her nerves. A little son of
her brother-in-law was lately bitten by a snake, and died. Besides, she has not
heard from her husband for six months, and is anxious about him.



He was a drover, and started squatting here when they were married. The drought
of 18— ruined him. He had to sacrifice the remnant of his flock and go
droving again. He intends to move his family into the nearest town when he
comes back, and, in the meantime, his brother, who keeps a shanty on the main
road, comes over about once a month with provisions. The wife has still a
couple of cows, one horse, and a few sheep. The brother-in-law kills one of the
latter occasionally, gives her what she needs of it, and takes the rest in
return for other provisions. She is used to being left alone. She once lived
like this for eighteen months. As a girl she built the usual castles in the
air; but all her girlish hopes and aspirations have long been dead. She finds
all the excitement and recreation she needs in the Young Ladies’
Journal, and Heaven help her! takes a pleasure in the fashion-plates.



Her husband is an Australian, and so is she. He is careless, but a good enough
husband. If he had the means he would take her to the city and keep her there
like a princess. They are used to being apart, or at least she is. “No
use fretting,” she says. He may forget sometimes that he is married; but
if he has a good cheque when he comes back he will give most of it to her. When
he had money he took her to the city several times—hired a railway
sleeping compartment, and put up at the best hotels. He also bought her a
buggy, but they had to sacrifice that along with the rest.



The last two children were born in the bush—one while her husband was
bringing a drunken doctor, by force, to attend to her. She was alone on this
occasion, and very weak. She had been ill with a fever. She prayed to God to
send her assistance. God sent Black Mary—the “whitest” gin in
all the land. Or, at least, God sent King Jimmy first, and he sent Black Mary.
He put his black face round the door post, took in the situation at a glance,
and said cheerfully: “All right, missus—I bring my old woman, she
down alonga creek.”



One of the children died while she was here alone. She rode nineteen miles for
assistance, carrying the dead child.



It must be near one or two o’clock. The fire is burning low. Alligator
lies with his head resting on his paws, and watches the wall. He is not a very
beautiful dog, and the light shows numerous old wounds where the hair will not
grow. He is afraid of nothing on the face of the earth or under it. He will
tackle a bullock as readily as he will tackle a flea. He hates all other
dogs—except kangaroo-dogs—and has a marked dislike to friends or
relations of the family. They seldom call, however. He sometimes makes friends
with strangers. He hates snakes and has killed many, but he will be bitten some
day and die; most snake-dogs end that way.



Now and then the bushwoman lays down her work and watches, and listens, and
thinks. She thinks of things in her own life, for there is little else to think
about.



The rain will make the grass grow, and this reminds her how she fought a
bush-fire once while her husband was away. The grass was long, and very dry,
and the fire threatened to burn her out. She put on an old pair of her
husband’s trousers and beat out the flames with a green bough, till great
drops of sooty perspiration stood out on her forehead and ran in streaks down
her blackened arms. The sight of his mother in trousers greatly amused Tommy,
who worked like a little hero by her side, but the terrified baby howled
lustily for his “mummy.” The fire would have mastered her but for
four excited bushmen who arrived in the nick of time. It was a mixed-up affair
all round; when she went to take up the baby he screamed and struggled
convulsively, thinking it was a “blackman;” and Alligator, trusting
more to the child’s sense than his own instinct, charged furiously, and
(being old and slightly deaf) did not in his excitement at first recognize his
mistress’s voice, but continued to hang on to the moleskins until choked
off by Tommy with a saddle-strap. The dog’s sorrow for his blunder, and
his anxiety to let it be known that it was all a mistake, was as evident as his
ragged tail and a twelve-inch grin could make it. It was a glorious time for
the boys; a day to look back to, and talk about, and laugh over for many years.



She thinks how she fought a flood during her husband’s absence. She stood
for hours in the drenching downpour, and dug an overflow gutter to save the dam
across the creek. But she could not save it. There are things that a bushwoman
can not do. Next morning the dam was broken, and her heart was nearly broken
too, for she thought how her husband would feel when he came home and saw the
result of years of labour swept away. She cried then.



She also fought the pleuro-pneumonia—dosed and bled the few remaining
cattle, and wept again when her two best cows died.



Again, she fought a mad bullock that besieged the house for a day. She made
bullets and fired at him through cracks in the slabs with an old shot-gun. He
was dead in the morning. She skinned him and got seventeen-and-sixpence for the
hide.



She also fights the crows and eagles that have designs on her chickens. Her
plan of campaign is very original. The children cry “Crows,
mother!” and she rushes out and aims a broomstick at the birds as though
it were a gun, and says “Bung!” The crows leave in a hurry; they
are cunning, but a woman’s cunning is greater.



Occasionally a bushman in the horrors, or a villainous-looking sundowner, comes
and nearly scares the life out of her. She generally tells the
suspicious-looking stranger that her husband and two sons are at work below the
dam, or over at the yard, for he always cunningly inquires for the boss.



Only last week a gallows-faced swagman—having satisfied himself that
there were no men on the place—threw his swag down on the veranda, and
demanded tucker. She gave him something to eat; then he expressed his intention
of staying for the night. It was sundown then. She got a batten from the sofa,
loosened the dog, and confronted the stranger, holding the batten in one hand
and the dog’s collar with the other. “Now you go!” she said.
He looked at her and at the dog, said “All right, mum,” in a
cringing tone, and left. She was a determined-looking woman, and
Alligator’s yellow eyes glared unpleasantly—besides, the
dog’s chawing-up apparatus greatly resembled that of the reptile he was
named after.



She has few pleasures to think of as she sits here alone by the fire, on guard
against a snake. All days are much the same to her; but on Sunday afternoon she
dresses herself, tidies the children, smartens up baby, and goes for a lonely
walk along the bush-track, pushing an old perambulator in front of her. She
does this every Sunday. She takes as much care to make herself and the children
look smart as she would if she were going to do the block in the city. There is
nothing to see, however, and not a soul to meet. You might walk for twenty
miles along this track without being able to fix a point in your mind, unless
you are a bushman. This is because of the everlasting, maddening sameness of
the stunted trees—that monotony which makes a man long to break away and
travel as far as trains can go, and sail as far as ship can sail—and
farther.



But this bushwoman is used to the loneliness of it. As a girl-wife she hated
it, but now she would feel strange away from it.



She is glad when her husband returns, but she does not gush or make a fuss
about it. She gets him something good to eat, and tidies up the children.



She seems contented with her lot. She loves her children, but has no time to
show it. She seems harsh to them. Her surroundings are not favourable to the
development of the “womanly” or sentimental side of nature.



It must be near morning now; but the clock is in the dwellinghouse. Her candle
is nearly done; she forgot that she was out of candles. Some more wood must be
got to keep the fire up, and so she shuts the dog inside and hurries round to
the woodheap. The rain has cleared off. She seizes a stick, pulls it out,
and—crash! the whole pile collapses.



Yesterday she bargained with a stray blackfellow to bring her some wood, and
while he was at work she went in search of a missing cow. She was absent an
hour or so, and the native black made good use of his time. On her return she
was so astonished to see a good heap of wood by the chimney, that she gave him
an extra fig of tobacco, and praised him for not being lazy. He thanked her,
and left with head erect and chest well out. He was the last of his tribe and a
King; but he had built that wood-heap hollow.



She is hurt now, and tears spring to her eyes as she sits down again by the
table. She takes up a handkerchief to wipe the tears away, but pokes her eyes
with her bare fingers instead. The handkerchief is full of holes, and she finds
that she has put her thumb through one, and her forefinger through another.



This makes her laugh, to the surprise of the dog. She has a keen, very keen,
sense of the ridiculous; and some time or other she will amuse bushmen with the
story.



She had been amused before like that. One day she sat down “to have a
good cry,” as she said—and the old cat rubbed against her dress and
“cried too.” Then she had to laugh.



It must be near daylight now. The room is very close and hot because of the
fire. Alligator still watches the wall from time to time. Suddenly he becomes
greatly interested; he draws himself a few inches nearer the partition, and a
thrill runs through his body. The hair on the back of his neck begins to
bristle, and the battle-light is in his yellow eyes. She knows what this means,
and lays her hand on the stick. The lower end of one of the partition slabs has
a large crack on both sides. An evil pair of small, bright bead-like eyes
glisten at one of these holes. The snake—a black one—comes slowly
out, about a foot, and moves its head up and down. The dog lies still, and the
woman sits as one fascinated. The snake comes out a foot farther. She lifts her
stick, and the reptile, as though suddenly aware of danger, sticks his head in
through the crack on the other side of the slab, and hurries to get his tail
round after him. Alligator springs, and his jaws come together with a snap. He
misses, for his nose is large, and the snake’s body close down in the
angle formed by the slabs and the floor. He snaps again as the tail comes
round. He has the snake now, and tugs it out eighteen inches. Thud, thud comes
the woman’s club on the ground. Alligator pulls again. Thud, thud.
Alligator gives another pull and he has the snake out—a black brute, five
feet long. The head rises to dart about, but the dog has the enemy close to the
neck. He is a big, heavy dog, but quick as a terrier. He shakes the snake as
though he felt the original curse in common with mankind. The eldest boy wakes
up, seizes his stick, and tries to get out of bed, but his mother forces him
back with a grip of iron. Thud, thud—the snake’s back is broken in
several places. Thud, thud—its head is crushed, and Alligator’s
nose skinned again.



She lifts the mangled reptile on the point of her stick, carries it to the
fire, and throws it in; then piles on the wood and watches the snake burn. The
boy and dog watch too. She lays her hand on the dog’s head, and all the
fierce, angry light dies out of his yellow eyes. The younger children are
quieted, and presently go to sleep. The dirty-legged boy stands for a moment in
his shirt, watching the fire. Presently he looks up at her, sees the tears in
her eyes, and, throwing his arms round her neck exclaims:



“Mother, I won’t never go drovin’; blarst me if I do!”
And she hugs him to her worn-out breast and kisses him; and they sit thus
together while the sickly daylight breaks over the bush.






      Text from Project Gutenberg.

    

  
    
      Poem

      Clancy of the Overflow

      A. B. Paterson, 1889

      
        


Clancy of The Overflow




I had written him a letter which I had, for want of better,
 Knowledge, sent to where I met him down the Lachlan, years ago,
He was shearing when I knew him, so I sent the letter to him,
 Just 'on spec', addressed as follows, 'Clancy, of The Overflow'.


And an answer came directed in a writing unexpected,
 (And I think the same was written with a thumb-nail dipped in tar)
'Twas his shearing mate who wrote it, and verbatim I will quote it:
 'Clancy’s gone to Queensland droving, and we don’t know where he are.


• • • • • •


 In my wild erratic fancy visions come to me of Clancy
 Gone a-droving 'down the Cooper' where the Western drovers go;
As the stock are slowly stringing, Clancy rides behind them singing,
 For the drover's life has pleasures that the townsfolk never know.


And the bush hath friends to meet him, and their kindly voices greet him
 In the murmur of the breezes and the river on its bars,
And he sees the vision splendid of the sunlit plains extended,
 And at night the wond'rous glory of the everlasting stars.


• • • • • •


I am sitting in my dingy little office, where a stingy
 Ray of sunlight struggles feebly down between the houses tall,
And the fœtid air and gritty of the dusty, dirty city
 Through the open window floating, spreads its foulness over all


 And in place of lowing cattle, I can hear the fiendish rattle
 Of the tramways and the 'buses making hurry down the street,
And the language uninviting of the gutter children fighting,
 Comes fitfully and faintly through the ceaseless tramp of feet.


And the hurrying people daunt me, and their pallid faces haunt me
 As they shoulder one another in their rush and nervous haste,
With their eager eyes and greedy, and their stunted forms and weedy,
 For townsfolk have no time to grow, they have no time to waste.


And I somehow rather fancy that I'd like to change with Clancy,
 Like to take a turn at droving where the seasons come and go,
While he faced the round eternal of the cash-book and the journal—
 But I doubt he'd suit the office, Clancy, of 'The Overflow.'








      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Essay

      Preface to Gordon's Poems (Australian Scenery)

      Marcus Clarke, 1876

      Marcus Clarke, the novelist of convict Australia, wrote this as part of his preface to the poems of Adam Lindsay Gordon, the bush balladeer, in 1876.

      
        What is the dominant note of Australian Scenery? That which, is the dominant note of Edgar Allan Poe's poetry--Weird Melancholy. A poem like
"L'Allegro" could never be written by an Australian. It is too airy, too sweet, too freshly happy. The Australian mountain forests are funereal, secret, stern. Their solitude is desolation. They seem to stifle in their black gorges a story of sullen despair. No tender sentiment is nourished in their shade. In other lands the dying year is mourned, the falling leaves drop lightly on his bier. In the Australian forests no leaves fall. The savage winds' shout among the rock clefts, from the melancholy gums strips of white bark hang and rustle. The very animal life of these frowning hills is either grotesque or ghostly. Great gray kangaroos hop noiselessly over the coarse grass. Flights of white cockatoos stream out shrieking like evil souls. The sun suddenly sinks, and the mopokes burst out into horrible peals of semi-human laughter. The natives aver that when night comes, from out the bottomless depths of some lagoon the Bunyip rises, and in form like a monstrous sea-calf, drags his loathsome length from out the ooze. From a corner of the silent forest rises a dismal chant, and around a fire, dance natives painted like skeletons. All is fear-inspiring and gloomy. No bright fancies are linked with the memories of the mountains. Hopeless explorers have named them out of their sufferings--Mount Misery, Mount Dreadful, Mount Despair. As when among sylvan scenes in places "Made green with the running of rivers, and gracious with temperate air," the soul is soothed and satisfied, so, placed before the frightful grandeur of these barren hills, it drinks in their sentiment of defiant ferocity, and is steeped in bitterness.

Australia has rightly been named the Land of the Dawning. Wrapped in the midst of early morning her history looms vague and gigantic. The lonely horseman, riding between the moonlight and the day, sees vast shadows creeping across the shelterless and silent plains, hears strange noises in the primeval forests, where flourishes a vegetation long dead in other lands, and feels, despite his fortune, that the trim utilitarian civilisation which bred him shrinks into insignificance beside thecontemptuous grandeur of forest and ranges coeval with an age in which European scientists have cradled his own race.

There is a poem in every form of tree or flower, but the poetry which lives in the trees and flowers of Australia, differs from those of other countries. Europe is the home of knightly song, of bright deeds--and clear morning thought. Asia sinks beneath the weighty recollections of her past magnificence, as the Suttee sinks jewel-burdened upon the corpse of dread grandeur, destructive even in its death. America swiftly hurries on her way, rapid, glittering, insatiable even as one of her own giant waterfalls. From the jungles of Africa, and the creeper-tangled groves of the Islands of the South, arise, from the glowing hearts of a thousand flowers, heavy and intoxicating odours, the Upas-poison, which dwells in barbaric sensuality. In Australia alone is to be found the Grotesque, the Weird, the strange scribblings of Nature learning how to write. Some see no beauty in our trees without shade, our flowers without perfume, our birds who cannot fly, and our beasts who have not yet learned to walk on all fours. But the dweller in the wilderness acknowledges the subtle charm of this fantastic land of monstrosities. He becomes familiar with the beauty of loneliness. Whispered to by the myriad tongues of the wilderness, he learns the language of the barren and the uncouth, and can read the hieroglyphs of haggard gum-trees, blown into odd shapes distorted with fierce hot winds, or cramped with cold nights, when the Southern Cross freezes in a cloudless sky of icy blue. The phantasmagoria of that wild dreamland termed the Bush interprets itself, and the Poet of our desolation begins to comprehend why free Esau loved his heritage of desert sand, better than all the bountiful richness of Egypt




      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Afterword

      Day Sixty-Two: The Australian bush

      The Drover’s Wife first appeared in the Sydney Bulletin on 23 July 1892. The same issue printed Paterson’s answer to a poem in which Lawson had mocked city poets who made the bush sound romantic, and for months afterwards the two argued in verse about what the bush was really like. Paterson told Lawson, “the bush will never suit you, and you’ll never suit the bush.” Both men ended up on Australia’s ten-dollar note, Lawson in 1966 and Paterson in 1993.

      Clancy is a hero of Paterson’s side. His clerk pictures the drover riding behind the stock, singing, while “the bush hath friends to meet him”. Lawson shows who stays at home. His drover “may forget sometimes that he is married”, and his wife has not heard from him for six months. Clarke’s “beauty of loneliness” might have been written for her: as a girl-wife she hated the bush, but now “she would feel strange away from it”.

      At daybreak her son swears he will never go droving. He is eleven.

    

  
    
      Day Sixty-Three

      Growing old

      A longer day, 46 minutes

      
        Story
        The Bishop
        Anton Chekhov · 25 minutes
        Chekhov's late story of a bishop in the days before Easter, worn out by his duties, whose old mother is too shy to treat him as her son.
      

      
        Poem
        Sailing to Byzantium
        W. B. Yeats · 2 minutes
        'That is no country for old men': Yeats at sixty-two imagines a voyage to the holy city of Byzantium.
      

      
        Essay
        Old Age
        Ralph Waldo Emerson · 19 minutes
        Emerson, nearing sixty, sets out what old age gives as well as what it takes.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      The Bishop

      Anton Chekhov, translated by Constance Garnett, 1902

      The story takes place in Holy Week, the days before Easter, the most solemn time of the Russian Orthodox year. A suffragan bishop is an assistant to the bishop of a diocese.

      THE evening service
      was being celebrated on the eve of Palm Sunday in the Old Petrovsky
      Convent. When they began distributing the palm it was close upon ten
      o’clock, the candles were burning dimly, the wicks wanted snuffing; it was
      all in a sort of mist. In the twilight of the church the crowd seemed
      heaving like the sea, and to Bishop Pyotr, who had been unwell for the
      last three days, it seemed that all the faces—old and young, men’s
      and women’s—were alike, that everyone who came up for the palm had
      the same expression in his eyes. In the mist he could not see the doors;
      the crowd kept moving and looked as though there were no end to it. The
      female choir was singing, a nun was reading the prayers for the day.
    


      How stifling, how hot it was! How long the service went on! Bishop Pyotr
      was tired. His breathing was laboured and rapid, his throat was parched,
      his shoulders ached with weariness, his legs were trembling. And it
      disturbed him unpleasantly when a religious maniac uttered occasional
      shrieks in the gallery. And then all of a sudden, as though in a dream or
      delirium, it seemed to the bishop as though his own mother Marya
      Timofyevna, whom he had not seen for nine years, or some old woman just
      like his mother, came up to him out of the crowd, and, after taking a palm
      branch from him, walked away looking at him all the while good-humouredly
      with a kind, joyful smile until she was lost in the crowd. And for some
      reason tears flowed down his face. There was peace in his heart,
      everything was well, yet he kept gazing fixedly towards the left choir,
      where the prayers were being read, where in the dusk of evening you could
      not recognize anyone, and—wept. Tears glistened on his face and on
      his beard. Here someone close at hand was weeping, then someone else
      farther away, then others and still others, and little by little the
      church was filled with soft weeping. And a little later, within five
      minutes, the nuns’ choir was singing; no one was weeping and everything
      was as before.
    


      Soon the service was over. When the bishop got into his carriage to drive
      home, the gay, melodious chime of the heavy, costly bells was filling the
      whole garden in the moonlight. The white walls, the white crosses on the
      tombs, the white birch-trees and black shadows, and the far-away moon in
      the sky exactly over the convent, seemed now living their own life, apart
      and incomprehensible, yet very near to man. It was the beginning of April,
      and after the warm spring day it turned cool; there was a faint touch of
      frost, and the breath of spring could be felt in the soft, chilly air. The
      road from the convent to the town was sandy, the horses had to go at a
      walking pace, and on both sides of the carriage in the brilliant, peaceful
      moonlight there were people trudging along home from church through the
      sand. And all was silent, sunk in thought; everything around seemed
      kindly, youthful, akin, everything—trees and sky and even the moon,
      and one longed to think that so it would be always.
    


      At last the carriage drove into the town and rumbled along the principal
      street. The shops were already shut, but at Erakin’s, the millionaire
      shopkeeper’s, they were trying the new electric lights, which flickered
      brightly, and a crowd of people were gathered round. Then came wide, dark,
      deserted streets, one after another; then the highroad, the open country,
      the fragrance of pines. And suddenly there rose up before the bishop’s
      eyes a white turreted wall, and behind it a tall belfry in the full
      moonlight, and beside it five shining, golden cupolas: this was the
      Pankratievsky Monastery, in which Bishop Pyotr lived. And here, too, high
      above the monastery, was the silent, dreamy moon. The carriage drove in at
      the gate, crunching over the sand; here and there in the moonlight there
      were glimpses of dark monastic figures, and there was the sound of
      footsteps on the flag-stones. . . .
    


      “You know, your holiness, your mamma arrived while you were away,” the lay
      brother informed the bishop as he went into his cell.
    


      “My mother? When did she come?”
     


      “Before the evening service. She asked first where you were and then she
      went to the convent.”
     


      “Then it was her I saw in the church, just now! Oh, Lord!”
     


      And the bishop laughed with joy.
    


      “She bade me tell your holiness,” the lay brother went on, “that she would
      come to-morrow. She had a little girl with her—her grandchild, I
      suppose. They are staying at Ovsyannikov’s inn.”
     


      “What time is it now?”
     


      “A little after eleven.”
     


      “Oh, how vexing!”
     


      The bishop sat for a little while in the parlour, hesitating, and as it
      were refusing to believe it was so late. His arms and legs were stiff, his
      head ached. He was hot and uncomfortable. After resting a little he went
      into his bedroom, and there, too, he sat a little, still thinking of his
      mother; he could hear the lay brother going away, and Father Sisoy
      coughing the other side of the wall. The monastery clock struck a quarter.
    


      The bishop changed his clothes and began reading the prayers before sleep.
      He read attentively those old, long familiar prayers, and at the same time
      thought about his mother. She had nine children and about forty
      grandchildren. At one time, she had lived with her husband, the deacon, in
      a poor village; she had lived there a very long time from the age of
      seventeen to sixty. The bishop remembered her from early childhood, almost
      from the age of three, and—how he had loved her! Sweet, precious
      childhood, always fondly remembered! Why did it, that long-past time that
      could never return, why did it seem brighter, fuller, and more festive
      than it had really been? When in his childhood or youth he had been ill,
      how tender and sympathetic his mother had been! And now his prayers
      mingled with the memories, which gleamed more and more brightly like a
      flame, and the prayers did not hinder his thinking of his mother.
    


      When he had finished his prayers he undressed and lay down, and at once,
      as soon as it was dark, there rose before his mind his dead father, his
      mother, his native village Lesopolye . . . the creak of wheels, the bleat
      of sheep, the church bells on bright summer mornings, the gypsies under
      the window—oh, how sweet to think of it! He remembered the priest of
      Lesopolye, Father Simeon—mild, gentle, kindly; he was a lean little
      man, while his son, a divinity student, was a huge fellow and talked in a
      roaring bass voice. The priest’s son had flown into a rage with the cook
      and abused her: “Ah, you Jehud’s ass!” and Father Simeon overhearing it,
      said not a word, and was only ashamed because he could not remember where
      such an ass was mentioned in the Bible. After him the priest at Lesopolye
      had been Father Demyan, who used to drink heavily, and at times drank till
      he saw green snakes, and was even nicknamed Demyan Snakeseer. The
      schoolmaster at Lesopolye was Matvey Nikolaitch, who had been a divinity
      student, a kind and intelligent man, but he, too, was a drunkard; he never
      beat the schoolchildren, but for some reason he always had hanging on his
      wall a bunch of birch-twigs, and below it an utterly meaningless
      inscription in Latin: “Betula kinderbalsamica secuta.” He had a shaggy
      black dog whom he called Syntax.
    


      And his holiness laughed. Six miles from Lesopolye was the village Obnino
      with a wonder-working ikon. In the summer they used to carry the ikon in
      procession about the neighbouring villages and ring the bells the whole
      day long; first in one village and then in another, and it used to seem to
      the bishop then that joy was quivering in the air, and he (in those days
      his name was Pavlusha) used to follow the ikon, bareheaded and barefoot,
      with naïve faith, with a naïve smile, infinitely happy. In Obnino, he
      remembered now, there were always a lot of people, and the priest there,
      Father Alexey, to save time during mass, used to make his deaf nephew
      Ilarion read the names of those for whose health or whose souls’ peace
      prayers were asked. Ilarion used to read them, now and then getting a five
      or ten kopeck piece for the service, and only when he was grey and bald,
      when life was nearly over, he suddenly saw written on one of the pieces of
      paper: “What a fool you are, Ilarion.” Up to fifteen at least Pavlusha was
      undeveloped and idle at his lessons, so much so that they thought of
      taking him away from the clerical school and putting him into a shop; one
      day, going to the post at Obnino for letters, he had stared a long time at
      the post-office clerks and asked: “Allow me to ask, how do you get your
      salary, every month or every day?”
     


      His holiness crossed himself and turned over on the other side, trying to
      stop thinking and go to sleep.
    


      “My mother has come,” he remembered and laughed.
    


      The moon peeped in at the window, the floor was lighted up, and there were
      shadows on it. A cricket was chirping. Through the wall Father Sisoy was
      snoring in the next room, and his aged snore had a sound that suggested
      loneliness, forlornness, even vagrancy. Sisoy had once been housekeeper to
      the bishop of the diocese, and was called now “the former Father
      Housekeeper”; he was seventy years old, he lived in a monastery twelve
      miles from the town and stayed sometimes in the town, too. He had come to
      the Pankratievsky Monastery three days before, and the bishop had kept him
      that he might talk to him at his leisure about matters of business, about
      the arrangements here. . . .
    


      At half-past one they began ringing for matins. Father Sisoy could be
      heard coughing, muttering something in a discontented voice, then he got
      up and walked barefoot about the rooms.
    


      “Father Sisoy,” the bishop called.
    


      Sisoy went back to his room and a little later made his appearance in his
      boots, with a candle; he had on his cassock over his underclothes and on
      his head was an old faded skull-cap.
    


      “I can’t sleep,” said the bishop, sitting up. “I must be unwell. And what
      it is I don’t know. Fever!”
     


      “You must have caught cold, your holiness. You must be rubbed with
      tallow.” Sisoy stood a little and yawned. “O Lord, forgive me, a sinner.”
     


      “They had the electric lights on at Erakin’s today,” he said; “I don’t
      like it!”
     


      Father Sisoy was old, lean, bent, always dissatisfied with something, and
      his eyes were angry-looking and prominent as a crab’s.
    


      “I don’t like it,” he said, going away. “I don’t like it. Bother it!”
     


      II
    


      Next day, Palm Sunday, the bishop took the service in the cathedral in the
      town, then he visited the bishop of the diocese, then visited a very sick
      old lady, the widow of a general, and at last drove home. Between one and
      two o’clock he had welcome visitors dining with him—his mother and
      his niece Katya, a child of eight years old. All dinner-time the spring
      sunshine was streaming in at the windows, throwing bright light on the
      white tablecloth and on Katya’s red hair. Through the double windows they
      could hear the noise of the rooks and the notes of the starlings in the
      garden.
    


      “It is nine years since we have met,” said the old lady. “And when I
      looked at you in the monastery yesterday, good Lord! you’ve not changed a
      bit, except maybe you are thinner and your beard is a little longer. Holy
      Mother, Queen of Heaven! Yesterday at the evening service no one could
      help crying. I, too, as I looked at you, suddenly began crying, though I
      couldn’t say why. His Holy Will!”
     


      And in spite of the affectionate tone in which she said this, he could see
      she was constrained as though she were uncertain whether to address him
      formally or familiarly, to laugh or not, and that she felt herself more a
      deacon’s widow than his mother. And Katya gazed without blinking at her
      uncle, his holiness, as though trying to discover what sort of a person he
      was. Her hair sprang up from under the comb and the velvet ribbon and
      stood out like a halo; she had a turned-up nose and sly eyes. The child
      had broken a glass before sitting down to dinner, and now her grandmother,
      as she talked, moved away from Katya first a wineglass and then a tumbler.
      The bishop listened to his mother and remembered how many, many years ago
      she used to take him and his brothers and sisters to relations whom she
      considered rich; in those days she was taken up with the care of her
      children, now with her grandchildren, and she had brought Katya. . . .
    


      “Your sister, Varenka, has four children,” she told him; “Katya, here, is
      the eldest. And your brother-in-law Father Ivan fell sick, God knows of
      what, and died three days before the Assumption; and my poor Varenka is
      left a beggar.”
     


      “And how is Nikanor getting on?” the bishop asked about his eldest
      brother.
    


      “He is all right, thank God. Though he has nothing much, yet he can live.
      Only there is one thing: his son, my grandson Nikolasha, did not want to
      go into the Church; he has gone to the university to be a doctor. He
      thinks it is better; but who knows! His Holy Will!”
     


      “Nikolasha cuts up dead people,” said Katya, spilling water over her
      knees.
    


      “Sit still, child,” her grandmother observed calmly, and took the glass
      out of her hand. “Say a prayer, and go on eating.”
     


      “How long it is since we have seen each other!” said the bishop, and he
      tenderly stroked his mother’s hand and shoulder; “and I missed you abroad,
      mother, I missed you dreadfully.”
     


      “Thank you.”
     


      “I used to sit in the evenings at the open window, lonely and alone; often
      there was music playing, and all at once I used to be overcome with
      homesickness and felt as though I would give everything only to be at home
      and see you.”
     


      His mother smiled, beamed, but at once she made a grave face and said:
    


      “Thank you.”
     


      His mood suddenly changed. He looked at his mother and could not
      understand how she had come by that respectfulness, that timid expression
      of face: what was it for? And he did not recognize her. He felt sad and
      vexed. And then his head ached just as it had the day before; his legs
      felt fearfully tired, and the fish seemed to him stale and tasteless; he
      felt thirsty all the time. . . .
    


      After dinner two rich ladies, landowners, arrived and sat for an hour and
      a half in silence with rigid countenances; the archimandrite, a silent,
      rather deaf man, came to see him about business. Then they began ringing
      for vespers; the sun was setting behind the wood and the day was over.
      When he returned from church, he hurriedly said his prayers, got into bed,
      and wrapped himself up as warm as possible.
    


      It was disagreeable to remember the fish he had eaten at dinner. The
      moonlight worried him, and then he heard talking. In an adjoining room,
      probably in the parlour, Father Sisoy was talking politics:
    


      “There’s war among the Japanese now. They are fighting. The Japanese, my
      good soul, are the same as the Montenegrins; they are the same race. They
      were under the Turkish yoke together.”
     


      And then he heard the voice of Marya Timofyevna:
    


      “So, having said our prayers and drunk tea, we went, you know, to Father
      Yegor at Novokatnoye, so. . .”
     


      And she kept on saying, “having had tea” or “having drunk tea,” and it
      seemed as though the only thing she had done in her life was to drink tea.
    


      The bishop slowly, languidly, recalled the seminary, the academy. For
      three years he had been Greek teacher in the seminary: by that time he
      could not read without spectacles. Then he had become a monk; he had been
      made a school inspector. Then he had defended his thesis for his degree.
      When he was thirty-two he had been made rector of the seminary, and
      consecrated archimandrite: and then his life had been so easy, so
      pleasant; it seemed so long, so long, no end was in sight. Then he had
      begun to be ill, had grown very thin and almost blind, and by the advice
      of the doctors had to give up everything and go abroad.
    


      “And what then?” asked Sisoy in the next room.
    


      “Then we drank tea . . .” answered Marya Timofyevna.
    


      “Good gracious, you’ve got a green beard,” said Katya suddenly in
      surprise, and she laughed.
    


      The bishop remembered that the grey-headed Father Sisoy’s beard really had
      a shade of green in it, and he laughed.
    


      “God have mercy upon us, what we have to put up with with this girl!” said
      Sisoy, aloud, getting angry. “Spoilt child! Sit quiet!”
     


      The bishop remembered the perfectly new white church in which he had
      conducted the services while living abroad, he remembered the sound of the
      warm sea. In his flat he had five lofty light rooms; in his study he had a
      new writing-table, lots of books. He had read a great deal and often
      written. And he remembered how he had pined for his native land, how a
      blind beggar woman had played the guitar under his window every day and
      sung of love, and how, as he listened, he had always for some reason
      thought of the past. But eight years had passed and he had been called
      back to Russia, and now he was a suffragan bishop, and all the past had
      retreated far away into the mist as though it were a dream. . . .
    


      Father Sisoy came into the bedroom with a candle.
    


      “I say!” he said, wondering, “are you asleep already, your holiness?”
     


      “What is it?”
     


      “Why, it’s still early, ten o’clock or less. I bought a candle to-day; I
      wanted to rub you with tallow.”
     


      “I am in a fever . . .” said the bishop, and he sat up. “I really ought to
      have something. My head is bad. . . .”
     


      Sisoy took off the bishop’s shirt and began rubbing his chest and back
      with tallow.
    


      “That’s the way . . . that’s the way . . .” he said. “Lord Jesus Christ .
      . . that’s the way. I walked to the town to-day; I was at
      what’s-his-name’s—the chief priest Sidonsky’s. . . . I had tea with
      him. I don’t like him. Lord Jesus Christ. . . . That’s the way. I don’t
      like him.”
     


      III
    


      The bishop of the diocese, a very fat old man, was ill with rheumatism or
      gout, and had been in bed for over a month. Bishop Pyotr went to see him
      almost every day, and saw all who came to ask his help. And now that he
      was unwell he was struck by the emptiness, the triviality of everything
      which they asked and for which they wept; he was vexed at their ignorance,
      their timidity; and all this useless, petty business oppressed him by the
      mass of it, and it seemed to him that now he understood the diocesan
      bishop, who had once in his young days written on “The Doctrines of the
      Freedom of the Will,” and now seemed to be all lost in trivialities, to
      have forgotten everything, and to have no thoughts of religion. The bishop
      must have lost touch with Russian life while he was abroad; he did not
      find it easy; the peasants seemed to him coarse, the women who sought his
      help dull and stupid, the seminarists and their teachers uncultivated and
      at times savage. And the documents coming in and going out were reckoned
      by tens of thousands; and what documents they were! The higher clergy in
      the whole diocese gave the priests, young and old, and even their wives
      and children, marks for their behaviour—a five, a four, and
      sometimes even a three; and about this he had to talk and to read and
      write serious reports. And there was positively not one minute to spare;
      his soul was troubled all day long, and the bishop was only at peace when
      he was in church.
    


      He could not get used, either, to the awe which, through no wish of his
      own, he inspired in people in spite of his quiet, modest disposition. All
      the people in the province seemed to him little, scared, and guilty when
      he looked at them. Everyone was timid in his presence, even the old chief
      priests; everyone “flopped” at his feet, and not long previously an old
      lady, a village priest’s wife who had come to consult him, was so overcome
      by awe that she could not utter a single word, and went empty away. And
      he, who could never in his sermons bring himself to speak ill of people,
      never reproached anyone because he was so sorry for them, was moved to
      fury with the people who came to consult him, lost his temper and flung
      their petitions on the floor. The whole time he had been here, not one
      person had spoken to him genuinely, simply, as to a human being; even his
      old mother seemed now not the same! And why, he wondered, did she chatter
      away to Sisoy and laugh so much; while with him, her son, she was grave
      and usually silent and constrained, which did not suit her at all. The
      only person who behaved freely with him and said what he meant was old
      Sisoy, who had spent his whole life in the presence of bishops and had
      outlived eleven of them. And so the bishop was at ease with him, although,
      of course, he was a tedious and nonsensical man.
    


      After the service on Tuesday, his holiness Pyotr was in the diocesan
      bishop’s house receiving petitions there; he got excited and angry, and
      then drove home. He was as unwell as before; he longed to be in bed, but
      he had hardly reached home when he was informed that a young merchant
      called Erakin, who subscribed liberally to charities, had come to see him
      about a very important matter. The bishop had to see him. Erakin stayed
      about an hour, talked very loud, almost shouted, and it was difficult to
      understand what he said.
    


      “God grant it may,” he said as he went away. “Most essential! According to
      circumstances, your holiness! I trust it may!”
     


      After him came the Mother Superior from a distant convent. And when she
      had gone they began ringing for vespers. He had to go to church.
    


      In the evening the monks sang harmoniously, with inspiration. A young
      priest with a black beard conducted the service; and the bishop, hearing
      of the Bridegroom who comes at midnight and of the Heavenly Mansion
      adorned for the festival, felt no repentance for his sins, no tribulation,
      but peace at heart and tranquillity. And he was carried back in thought to
      the distant past, to his childhood and youth, when, too, they used to sing
      of the Bridegroom and of the Heavenly Mansion; and now that past rose up
      before him—living, fair, and joyful as in all likelihood it never
      had been. And perhaps in the other world, in the life to come, we shall
      think of the distant past, of our life here, with the same feeling. Who
      knows? The bishop was sitting near the altar. It was dark; tears flowed
      down his face. He thought that here he had attained everything a man in
      his position could attain; he had faith and yet everything was not clear,
      something was lacking still. He did not want to die; and he still felt
      that he had missed what was most important, something of which he had
      dimly dreamed in the past; and he was troubled by the same hopes for the
      future as he had felt in childhood, at the academy and abroad.
    


      “How well they sing to-day!” he thought, listening to the singing. “How
      nice it is!”
     


      IV
    


      On Thursday he celebrated mass in the cathedral; it was the Washing of
      Feet. When the service was over and the people were going home, it was
      sunny, warm; the water gurgled in the gutters, and the unceasing trilling
      of the larks, tender, telling of peace, rose from the fields outside the
      town. The trees were already awakening and smiling a welcome, while above
      them the infinite, fathomless blue sky stretched into the distance, God
      knows whither.
    


      On reaching home his holiness drank some tea, then changed his clothes,
      lay down on his bed, and told the lay brother to close the shutters on the
      windows. The bedroom was darkened. But what weariness, what pain in his
      legs and his back, a chill heavy pain, what a noise in his ears! He had
      not slept for a long time—for a very long time, as it seemed to him
      now, and some trifling detail which haunted his brain as soon as his eyes
      were closed prevented him from sleeping. As on the day before, sounds
      reached him from the adjoining rooms through the walls, voices, the jingle
      of glasses and teaspoons. . . . Marya Timofyevna was gaily telling Father
      Sisoy some story with quaint turns of speech, while the latter answered in
      a grumpy, ill-humoured voice: “Bother them! Not likely! What next!” And
      the bishop again felt vexed and then hurt that with other people his old
      mother behaved in a simple, ordinary way, while with him, her son, she was
      shy, spoke little, and did not say what she meant, and even, as he
      fancied, had during all those three days kept trying in his presence to
      find an excuse for standing up, because she was embarrassed at sitting
      before him. And his father? He, too, probably, if he had been living,
      would not have been able to utter a word in the bishop’s presence. . . .
    


      Something fell down on the floor in the adjoining room and was broken;
      Katya must have dropped a cup or a saucer, for Father Sisoy suddenly spat
      and said angrily:
    


      “What a regular nuisance the child is! Lord forgive my transgressions! One
      can’t provide enough for her.”
     


      Then all was quiet, the only sounds came from outside. And when the bishop
      opened his eyes he saw Katya in his room, standing motionless, staring at
      him. Her red hair, as usual, stood up from under the comb like a halo.
    


      “Is that you, Katya?” he asked. “Who is it downstairs who keeps opening
      and shutting a door?”
     


      “I don’t hear it,” answered Katya; and she listened.
    


      “There, someone has just passed by.”
     


      “But that was a noise in your stomach, uncle.”
     


      He laughed and stroked her on the head.
    


      “So you say Cousin Nikolasha cuts up dead people?” he asked after a pause.
    


      “Yes, he is studying.”
     


      “And is he kind?”
     


      “Oh, yes, he’s kind. But he drinks vodka awfully.”
     


      “And what was it your father died of?”
     


      “Papa was weak and very, very thin, and all at once his throat was bad. I
      was ill then, too, and brother Fedya; we all had bad throats. Papa died,
      uncle, and we got well.”
     


      Her chin began quivering, and tears gleamed in her eyes and trickled down
      her cheeks.
    


      “Your holiness,” she said in a shrill voice, by now weeping bitterly,
      “uncle, mother and all of us are left very wretched. . . . Give us a
      little money . . . do be kind . . . uncle darling. . . .”
     


      He, too, was moved to tears, and for a long time was too much touched to
      speak. Then he stroked her on the head, patted her on the shoulder and
      said:
    


      “Very good, very good, my child. When the holy Easter comes, we will talk
      it over. . . . I will help you. . . . I will help you. . . .”
     


      His mother came in quietly, timidly, and prayed before the ikon. Noticing
      that he was not sleeping, she said:
    


      “Won’t you have a drop of soup?”
     


      “No, thank you,” he answered, “I am not hungry.”
     


      “You seem to be unwell, now I look at you. I should think so; you may well
      be ill! The whole day on your legs, the whole day. . . . And, my goodness,
      it makes one’s heart ache even to look at you! Well, Easter is not far
      off; you will rest then, please God. Then we will have a talk, too, but
      now I’m not going to disturb you with my chatter. Come along, Katya; let
      his holiness sleep a little.”
     


      And he remembered how once very long ago, when he was a boy, she had
      spoken exactly like that, in the same jestingly respectful tone, with a
      Church dignitary. . . . Only from her extraordinarily kind eyes and the
      timid, anxious glance she stole at him as she went out of the room could
      one have guessed that this was his mother. He shut his eyes and seemed to
      sleep, but twice heard the clock strike and Father Sisoy coughing the
      other side of the wall. And once more his mother came in and looked
      timidly at him for a minute. Someone drove up to the steps, as he could
      hear, in a coach or in a chaise. Suddenly a knock, the door slammed, the
      lay brother came into the bedroom.
    


      “Your holiness,” he called.
    


      “Well?”
     


      “The horses are here; it’s time for the evening service.”
     


      “What o’clock is it?”
     


      “A quarter past seven.”
     


      He dressed and drove to the cathedral. During all the “Twelve Gospels” he
      had to stand in the middle of the church without moving, and the first
      gospel, the longest and the most beautiful, he read himself. A mood of
      confidence and courage came over him. That first gospel, “Now is the Son
      of Man glorified,” he knew by heart; and as he read he raised his eyes
      from time to time, and saw on both sides a perfect sea of lights and heard
      the splutter of candles, but, as in past years, he could not see the
      people, and it seemed as though these were all the same people as had been
      round him in those days, in his childhood and his youth; that they would
      always be the same every year and till such time as God only knew.
    


      His father had been a deacon, his grandfather a priest, his
      great-grandfather a deacon, and his whole family, perhaps from the days
      when Christianity had been accepted in Russia, had belonged to the
      priesthood; and his love for the Church services, for the priesthood, for
      the peal of the bells, was deep in him, ineradicable, innate. In church,
      particularly when he took part in the service, he felt vigorous, of good
      cheer, happy. So it was now. Only when the eighth gospel had been read, he
      felt that his voice had grown weak, even his cough was inaudible. His head
      had begun to ache intensely, and he was troubled by a fear that he might
      fall down. And his legs were indeed quite numb, so that by degrees he
      ceased to feel them and could not understand how or on what he was
      standing, and why he did not fall. . . .
    


      It was a quarter to twelve when the service was over. When he reached
      home, the bishop undressed and went to bed at once without even saying his
      prayers. He could not speak and felt that he could not have stood up. When
      he had covered his head with the quilt he felt a sudden longing to be
      abroad, an insufferable longing! He felt that he would give his life not
      to see those pitiful cheap shutters, those low ceilings, not to smell that
      heavy monastery smell. If only there were one person to whom he could have
      talked, have opened his heart!
    


      For a long while he heard footsteps in the next room and could not tell
      whose they were. At last the door opened, and Sisoy came in with a candle
      and a tea-cup in his hand.
    


      “You are in bed already, your holiness?” he asked. “Here I have come to
      rub you with spirit and vinegar. A thorough rubbing does a great deal of
      good. Lord Jesus Christ! . . . That’s the way . . . that’s the way. . . .
      I’ve just been in our monastery. . . . I don’t like it. I’m going away
      from here to-morrow, your holiness; I don’t want to stay longer. Lord
      Jesus Christ. . . . That’s the way. . . .”
     


      Sisoy could never stay long in the same place, and he felt as though he
      had been a whole year in the Pankratievsky Monastery. Above all, listening
      to him it was difficult to understand where his home was, whether he cared
      for anyone or anything, whether he believed in God. . . . He did not know
      himself why he was a monk, and, indeed, he did not think about it, and the
      time when he had become a monk had long passed out of his memory; it
      seemed as though he had been born a monk.
    


      “I’m going away to-morrow; God be with them all.”
     


      “I should like to talk to you. . . . I can’t find the time,” said the
      bishop softly with an effort. “I don’t know anything or anybody here. . .
      .”
     


      “I’ll stay till Sunday if you like; so be it, but I don’t want to stay
      longer. I am sick of them!”
     


      “I ought not to be a bishop,” said the bishop softly. “I ought to have
      been a village priest, a deacon . . . or simply a monk. . . . All this
      oppresses me . . . oppresses me.”
     


      “What? Lord Jesus Christ. . . . That’s the way. Come, sleep well, your
      holiness! . . . What’s the good of talking? It’s no use. Good-night!”
     


      The bishop did not sleep all night. And at eight o’clock in the morning he
      began to have hemorrhage from the bowels. The lay brother was alarmed, and
      ran first to the archimandrite, then for the monastery doctor, Ivan
      Andreyitch, who lived in the town. The doctor, a stout old man with a long
      grey beard, made a prolonged examination of the bishop, and kept shaking
      his head and frowning, then said:
    


      “Do you know, your holiness, you have got typhoid?”
     


      After an hour or so of hemorrhage the bishop looked much thinner, paler,
      and wasted; his face looked wrinkled, his eyes looked bigger, and he
      seemed older, shorter, and it seemed to him that he was thinner, weaker,
      more insignificant than any one, that everything that had been had
      retreated far, far away and would never go on again or be repeated.
    


      “How good,” he thought, “how good!”
     


      His old mother came. Seeing his wrinkled face and his big eyes, she was
      frightened, she fell on her knees by the bed and began kissing his face,
      his shoulders, his hands. And to her, too, it seemed that he was thinner,
      weaker, and more insignificant than anyone, and now she forgot that he was
      a bishop, and kissed him as though he were a child very near and very dear
      to her.
    


      “Pavlusha, darling,” she said; “my own, my darling son! . . . Why are you
      like this? Pavlusha, answer me!”
     


      Katya, pale and severe, stood beside her, unable to understand what was
      the matter with her uncle, why there was such a look of suffering on her
      grandmother’s face, why she was saying such sad and touching things. By
      now he could not utter a word, he could understand nothing, and he
      imagined he was a simple ordinary man, that he was walking quickly,
      cheerfully through the fields, tapping with his stick, while above him was
      the open sky bathed in sunshine, and that he was free now as a bird and
      could go where he liked!
    


      “Pavlusha, my darling son, answer me,” the old woman was saying. “What is
      it? My own!”
     


      “Don’t disturb his holiness,” Sisoy said angrily, walking about the room.
      “Let him sleep . . . what’s the use . . . it’s no good. . . .”
     


      Three doctors arrived, consulted together, and went away again. The day
      was long, incredibly long, then the night came on and passed slowly,
      slowly, and towards morning on Saturday the lay brother went in to the old
      mother who was lying on the sofa in the parlour, and asked her to go into
      the bedroom: the bishop had just breathed his last.
    


      Next day was Easter Sunday. There were forty-two churches and six
      monasteries in the town; the sonorous, joyful clang of the bells hung over
      the town from morning till night unceasingly, setting the spring air
      aquiver; the birds were singing, the sun was shining brightly. The big
      market square was noisy, swings were going, barrel organs were playing,
      accordions were squeaking, drunken voices were shouting. After midday
      people began driving up and down the principal street.
    


      In short, all was merriment, everything was satisfactory, just as it had
      been the year before, and as it will be in all likelihood next year.
    


      A month later a new suffragan bishop was appointed, and no one thought
      anything more of Bishop Pyotr, and afterwards he was completely forgotten.
      And only the dead man’s old mother, who is living to-day with her
      son-in-law the deacon in a remote little district town, when she goes out
      at night to bring her cow in and meets other women at the pasture, begins
      talking of her children and her grandchildren, and says that she had a son
      a bishop, and this she says timidly, afraid that she may not be believed.
      . . .
    


      And, indeed, there are some who do not believe her.
    



      Text from Project Gutenberg.

    

  
    
      Poem

      Sailing to Byzantium

      W. B. Yeats, 1928

      Byzantium, the old name of Constantinople, was for Yeats a city of unchanging, sacred art: gold mosaics of saints, and the work of goldsmiths. He wrote the poem in his sixties. To "perne in a gyre" is to spin in a spiral.

      
        
          
            
That is no country for old men. The young
In one another's arms, birds in the trees,
—Those dying generations—at their song,
The salmon-falls, the mackerel-crowded seas,
Fish flesh or fowl, commend all summer long
Whatever is begotten born and dies.
Caught in that sensual music all neglect
Monuments of unaging intellect.
II
An aged man is but a paltry thing,
A tattered coat upon a stick, unless
 Soul clap its hands and sing, and louder sing
For every tatter in its mortal dress,
Nor is there singing school but studying
Monuments of its own magnificence;
And therefore I have sailed the seas and come
To the holy city of Byzantium.
III
O sages standing in God's holy fire
As in the gold mosaic of a wall,
Come from the holy fire, perne in a gyre,
And be the singing masters of my soul.
Consume my heart away; sick with desire
And fastened to a dying animal
It knows not what it is; and gather me
Into the artifice of eternity.


 IV
Once out of nature I shall never take
My bodily form from any natural thing,
But such a form as Grecian goldsmiths make
Of hammered gold and gold enamelling
To keep a drowsy emperor awake;
Or set upon a golden bough to sing
To lords and ladies of Byzantium
Of what is past, or passing, or to come.




          

        

      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Essay

      Old Age

      Ralph Waldo Emerson, 1862

      








































On the anniversary of the Phi Beta Kappa Society
at Cambridge, in 1861, the venerable President
Quincy, senior member of the Society, as well
as senior alumnus of the University, was received
at the dinner with peculiar demonstrations of respect.
He replied to these compliments in a speech,
and, gracefully claiming the privileges of a literary
society, entered at some length into an Apology for
Old Age, and, aiding himself by notes in his hand,
made a sort of running commentary on Cicero’s
chapter “De Senectute.” The character of the
speaker, the transparent good faith of his praise and
blame, and the naïveté of his eager preference of
Cicero’s opinions to King David’s, gave unusual interest
to the College festival. It was a discourse
full of dignity, honoring him who spoke and those
who heard.

The speech led me to look over at home—an
easy task—Cicero’s famous essay, charming by its
uniform rhetorical merit; heroic with Stoical precepts;
with a Roman eye to the claims of the State;
happiest, perhaps, in his praise of life on the farm;
and rising at the conclusion to a lofty strain. But
he does not exhaust the subject; rather invites the
attempt to add traits to the picture from our broader
modern life.

Cicero makes no reference to the illusions which
cling to the element of time, and in which Nature
delights. Wellington, in speaking of military men,
said, “What masks are these uniforms to hide
cowards!” I have often detected the like deception
in the cloth shoe, wadded pelisse, wig, spectacles,
and padded chair of Age. Nature lends
herself to these illusions, and adds dim sight, deafness,
cracked voice, snowy hair, short memory and
sleep. These also are masks, and all is not Age
that wears them. Whilst we yet call ourselves
young, and our mates are yet youths with even
boyish remains, one good fellow in the set prematurely
sports a gray or a bald head, which does not
impose on us who know how innocent of sanctity
or of Platonism he is, but does deceive his juniors
and the public, who presently distinguish him with
a most amusing respect: and this lets us into the
secret, that the venerable forms that so awed our
childhood were just such impostors. Nature is full
of freaks, and now puts an old head on young
shoulders, and then a young heart beating under
fourscore winters.

For if the essence of age is not present, these
signs, whether of Art or Nature, are counterfeit
and ridiculous: and the essence of age is intellect.
Wherever that appears, we call it old. If we look
into the eyes of the youngest person, we sometimes
discover that here is one who knows already what
you would go about with much pains to teach him;
there is that in him which is the ancestor of all
around him: which fact the Indian Vedas express
when they say, “He that can discriminate is the
father of his father.” And in our old British
legends of Arthur and the Round Table, his friend
and counsellor, Merlin the Wise, is a babe found exposed
in a basket by the river-side, and, though an
infant of only a few days, speaks articulately to
those who discover him, tells his name and history,
and presently foretells the fate of the by-standers.
Wherever there is power, there is age. Don’t be
deceived by dimples and curls. I tell you that
babe is a thousand years old.

Time is, indeed, the theatre and seat of illusion:
nothing is so ductile and elastic. The mind
stretches an hour to a century, and dwarfs an
age to an hour. Saadi found in a mosque at
Damascus an old Persian of a hundred and fifty
years who was dying, and was saying to himself,
“I said, coming into the world by birth, ‘I will enjoy
myself for a few moments.’ Alas! at the variegated
table of life I partook of a few mouthfuls,
and the Fates said, ‘Enough!’” That which does
not decay is so central and controlling in us, that, as
long as one is alone by himself, he is not sensible of
the inroads of time, which always begin at the surface-edges.
If, on a winter day, you should stand
within a bell-glass, the face and color of the afternoon
clouds would not indicate whether it were
June or January; and if we did not find the reflection
of ourselves in the eyes of the young people, we
could not know that the century-clock had struck
seventy instead of twenty. How many men habitually
believe that each chance passenger with whom
they converse is of their own age, and presently
find it was his father, and not his brother, whom
they knew!

But not to press too hard on these deceits and
illusions of Nature, which are inseparable from our
condition, and looking at age under an aspect more
conformed to the common sense, if the question be
the felicity of age, I fear the first popular judgments
will be unfavorable. From the point of sensuous
experience, seen from the streets and markets and
the haunts of pleasure and gain, the estimate of age
is low, melancholy, and sceptical. Frankly face
the facts, and see the result. Tobacco, coffee, alcohol,
hashish, prussic acid, strychnine, are weak dilutions:
the surest poison is time. This cup, which
Nature puts to our lips, has a wonderful virtue, surpassing
that of any other draught. It opens the
senses, adds power, fills us with exalted dreams, which
we call hope, love, ambition, science: especially, it
creates a craving for larger draughts of itself. But
they who take the larger draughts are drunk with it,
lose their stature, strength, beauty, and senses, and
end in folly and delirium. We postpone our literary
work until we have more ripeness and skill to write,
and we one day discover that our literary talent was
a youthful effervescence which we have now lost.
We had a judge in Massachusetts who at sixty proposed
to resign, alleging that he perceived a certain,
decay in his faculties; he was dissuaded by his
friends, on account of the public convenience at
that time. At seventy it was hinted to him that it
was time to retire; but he now replied, that he
thought his judgment as robust, and all his faculties
as good as ever they were. But besides the self-deception,
the strong and hasty laborers of the street
do not work well with the chronic valetudinarian.
Youth is everywhere in place. Age, like woman,
requires fit surroundings. Age is comely in coaches,
in churches, in chairs of state, and ceremony, in
council-chambers, in courts of justice, and historical
societies. Age is becoming in the country.
But in the rush and uproar of Broadway, if you
look into the faces of the passengers, there is dejection
or indignation in the seniors, a certain concealed
sense of injury, and the lip made up with
a heroic determination not to mind it. Few envy
the consideration enjoyed by the oldest inhabitant.
We do not count a man’s years, until he has nothing
else to count. The vast inconvenience of animal
immortality was told in the fable of Tithonus.
In short, the creed of the street is, Old Age is not
disgraceful, but immensely disadvantageous. Life
is well enough, but we shall all be glad to get out of
it, and they will all be glad to have us.

This is odious on the face of it. Universal convictions
are not to be shaken by the whimseys of
overfed butchers and firemen, or by the sentimental
fears of girls who would keep the infantile bloom on
their cheeks. We know the value of experience.
Life and art are cumulative; and he who has accomplished
something in any department alone deserves
to be heard on that subject. A man of great
employments and excellent performance used to
assure me that he did not think a man worth anything
until he was sixty; although this smacks a
little of the resolution of a certain “Young Men’s
Republican Club,” that all men should be held
eligible who were under seventy. But in all governments,
the councils of power were held by the old;
and patricians or patres, senate or senes, seigneurs or
seniors, gerousia, the senate of Sparta, the presbytery
of the Church, and the like, all signify simply
old men.

The cynical creed or lampoon of the market
is refuted by the universal prayer for long life,
which is the verdict of Nature, and justified by
all history. We have, it is true, examples of an
accelerated pace by which young men achieved
grand works; as in the Macedonian Alexander, in
Raffaelle, Shakspeare, Pascal, Burns, and Byron;
but these are rare exceptions. Nature, in the main,
vindicates her law. Skill to do comes of doing;
knowledge comes by eyes always open, and working
hands; and there is no knowledge that is
not power. Béranger said, “Almost all the good
workmen live long.” And if the life be true and
noble, we have quite another sort of seniors than
the frowzy, timorous, peevish dotards who are falsely
old,—namely, the men who fear no city, but by
whom cities stand; who appearing in any street, the
people empty their houses to gaze at and obey them:
as at “My Cid, with the fleecy beard,” in Toledo;
or Bruce, as Barbour reports him; as blind old Dandolo,
elected Doge at eighty-four years, storming
Constantinople at ninety-four, and after the revolt
again victorious, and elected at the age of ninety-six
to the throne of the Eastern Empire, which he declined,
and died Doge at ninety-seven. We still
feel the force of Socrates, “whom well-advised the
oracle pronounced wisest of men”; of Archimedes,
holding Syracuse against the Romans by his
wit, and himself better than all their nation; of
Michel Angelo, wearing the four crowns of architecture,
sculpture, painting, and poetry; of Galileo,
of whose blindness Castelli said, “The noblest eye
is darkened that Nature ever made,—an eye that
hath seen more than all that went before him, and
hath opened the eyes of all that shall come after
him”; of Newton, who made an important discovery
for every one of his eighty-five years; of
Bacon, who “took all knowledge to be his province”;
of Fontenelle, “that precious porcelain vase
laid up in the centre of France to be guarded with
the utmost care for a hundred years”; of Franklin,
Jefferson, and Adams, the wise and heroic statesmen;
of Washington, the perfect citizen; of Wellington,
the perfect soldier; of Goethe, the all-knowing
poet; of Humboldt, the encyclopædia of
science.

Under the general assertion of the well-being of
age, we can easily count particular benefits of that
condition. It has weathered the perilous capes and
shoals in the sea whereon we sail, and the chief evil
of life is taken away in removing the grounds of
fear. The insurance of a ship expires as she enters
the harbor at home. It were strange, if a man
should turn his sixtieth year without a feeling of
immense relief from the number of dangers he has
escaped. When the old wife says, ‘Take care of
that tumor in your shoulder, perhaps it is cancerous,’—he
replies, ‘I am yielding to a surer decomposition.’
The humorous thief who drank a pot
of beer at the gallows blew off the froth because
he had heard it was unhealthy; but it will not add
a pang to the prisoner marched out to be shot, to
assure him that the pain in his knee threatens mortification.
When the pleuro-pneumonia of the cows
raged, the butchers said, that, though the acute
degree was novel, there never was a time when
this disease did not occur among cattle. All men
carry seeds of all distempers through life latent,
and we die without developing them; such is the
affirmative force of the constitution; but if you are
enfeebled by any cause, some of these sleeping
seeds start and open. Meantime, at every stage we
lose a foe. At fifty years, ’tis said, afflicted citizens
lose their sick-headaches. I hope this hegira is not
as movable a feast as that one I annually look for,
when the horticulturists assure me that the rosebugs
in our gardens disappear on the tenth of July;
they stay a fortnight later in mine. But be it as
it may with the sick-headache,—’tis certain that
graver headaches and heart-aches are lulled once
for all, as we come up with certain goals of time.
The passions have answered their purpose: that
slight but dread overweight, with which, in each
instance, Nature secures the execution of her aim,
drops off. To keep man in the planet, she impresses
the terror of death. To perfect the commissariat,
she implants in each a certain rapacity to
get the supply, and a little oversupply, of his wants.
To insure the existence of the race, she reinforces
the sexual instinct, at the risk of disorder, grief, and
pain. To secure strength, she plants cruel hunger
and thirst, which so easily overdo their office, and
invite disease. But these temporary stays and
shifts for the protection of the young animal are
shed as fast as they can be replaced by nobler resources.
We live in youth amidst this rabble of
passions, quite too tender, quite too hungry and
irritable. Later, the interiors of mind and heart
open, and supply grander motives. We learn the
fatal compensations that wait on every act. Then,—one
after another,—this riotous time-destroying
crew disappear.

I count it another capital advantage of age, this,
that a success more or less signifies nothing. Little
by little, it has amassed such a fund of merit, that
it can very well afford to go on its credit when it
will. When I chanced to meet the poet Wordsworth,
then sixty-three years old, he told me, “that
he had just had a fall and lost a tooth, and, when
his companions were much concerned for the mischance,
he had replied, that he was glad it had not
happened forty years before.” Well, Nature takes
care that we shall not lose our organs forty years
too soon. A lawyer argued a cause yesterday in
the Supreme Court, and I was struck with a certain
air of levity and defiance which vastly became him.
Thirty years ago it was a serious concern to him
whether his pleading was good and effective. Now
it is of importance to his client, but of none to
himself. It has been long already fixed what he
can do and cannot do, and his reputation does not
gain or suffer from one or a dozen new performances.
If he should, on a new occasion, rise quite beyond
his mark, and achieve somewhat great and extraordinary,
that, of course, would instantly tell; but he
may go below his mark with impunity, and people
will say, ‘O, he had headache,’ or, ‘He lost his
sleep for two nights.’ What a lust of appearance,
what a load of anxieties that once degraded him, he
is thus rid of! Every one is sensible of this cumulative
advantage in living. All the good days behind
him are sponsors, who speak for him when he
is silent, pay for him when he has no money, introduce
him where he has no letters, and work for him
when he sleeps.

A third felicity of age is, that it has found expression.
The youth suffers not only from ungratified
desires, but from powers untried, and from a picture
in his mind of a career which has, as yet, no
outward reality. He is tormented with the want
of correspondence between things and thoughts.
Michel Angelo’s head is full of masculine and
gigantic figures as gods walking, which make him
savage until his furious chisel can render them
into marble; and of architectural dreams, until a
hundred stone-masons can lay them in courses of
travertine. There is the like tempest in every good
head in which some great benefit for the world is
planted. The throes continue until the child is
born. Every faculty new to each man thus goads
him and drives him out into doleful deserts, until it
finds proper vent. All the functions of human
duty irritate and lash him forward, bemoaning and
chiding, until they are performed. He wants
friends, employment, knowledge, power, house and
land, wife and children, honor and fame; he has
religious wants, æsthetic wants, domestic, civil,
humane wants. One by one, day after day, he
learns to coin his wishes into facts. He has his
calling, homestead, social connection, and personal
power, and thus, at the end of fifty years, his soul
is appeased by seeing some sort of correspondence
between his wish and his possession. This makes
the value of age, the satisfaction it slowly offers to
every craving. He is serene who does not feel
himself pinched and wronged, but whose condition,
in particular and in general, allows the utterance
of his mind. In old persons, when thus fully expressed,
we often observe a fair, plump, perennial,
waxen complexion, which indicates that all the ferment
of earlier days has subsided into serenity of
thought and behavior.

The compensations of Nature play in age as in
youth. In a world so charged and sparkling with
power, a man does not live long and actively without
costly additions of experience, which, though
not spoken, are recorded in his mind. What to the
youth is only a guess or a hope, is in the veteran a
digested statute. He beholds the feats of the
juniors with complacency, but as one who, having
long ago known these games, has refined them into
results and morals. The Indian Red Jacket, when
the young braves were boasting their deeds, said,
“But the sixties have all the twenties and forties
in them.”

For a fourth benefit, age sets its house in order,
and finishes its works, which to every artist is a
supreme pleasure. Youth has an excess of sensibility,
before which every object glitters and attracts.
We leave one pursuit for another, and the young
man’s year is a heap of beginnings. At the end
of a twelvemonth, he has nothing to show for it,—not
one completed work. But the time is not lost.
Our instincts drove us to hive innumerable experiences,
that are yet of no visible value, and which
we may keep for twice seven years before they
shall be wanted. The best things are of secular
growth. The instinct of classifying marks the wise
and healthy mind. Linnæus projects his system,
and lays out his twenty-four classes of plants, before
yet he has found in Nature a single plant to
justify certain of his classes. His seventh class
has not one. In process of time, he finds with delight
the little white Trientalis, the only plant with
seven petals and sometimes seven stamens, which
constitutes a seventh class in conformity with his
system. The conchologist builds his cabinet whilst
as yet he has few shells. He labels shelves for
classes, cells for species: all but a few are empty.
But every year fills some blanks, and with accelerating
speed as he becomes knowing and known. An
old scholar finds keen delight in verifying the impressive
anecdotes and citations he has met with
in miscellaneous reading and hearing, in all the
years of youth. We carry in memory important
anecdotes, and have lost all clew to the author from
whom we had them. We have a heroic speech
from Rome or Greece, but cannot fix it on the man
who said it. We have an admirable line worthy
of Horace, ever and anon resounding in our mind’s
ear, but have searched all probable and improbable
books for it in vain. We consult the reading men:
but, strangely enough, they who know everything
know not this. But especially we have a certain
insulated thought, which haunts us, but remains insulated
and barren. Well, there is nothing for all
this but patience and time. Time, yes, that is the
finder, the unweariable explorer, not subject to
casualties, omniscient at last. The day comes
when the hidden author of our story is found;
when the brave speech returns straight to the hero
who said it; when the admirable verse finds the
poet to whom it belongs; and best of all, when the
lonely thought, which seemed so wise, yet half-wise,
half-thought, because it cast no light abroad, is suddenly
matched in our mind by its twin, by its
sequence, or next related analogy, which gives it
instantly radiating power, and justifies the superstitious
instinct with which we have hoarded it. We
remember our old Greek Professor at Cambridge,
an ancient bachelor, amid his folios, possessed by
this hope of completing a task, with nothing to
break his leisure after the three hours of his daily
classes, yet ever restlessly stroking his leg, and assuring
himself “he should retire from the University
and read the authors.” In Goethe’s Romance,
Makaria, the central figure for wisdom and influence,
pleases herself with withdrawing into solitude
to astronomy and epistolary correspondence.
Goethe himself carried this completion of studies
to the highest point. Many of his works hung
on the easel from youth to age, and received a
stroke in every month or year. A literary astrologer,
he never applied himself to any task but
at the happy moment when all the stars consented.
Bentley thought himself likely to live till fourscore,—long
enough to read everything that was worth
reading,—“Et tunc magna mei sub terris ibit
imago.” Much wider is spread the pleasure which
old men take in completing their secular affairs,
the inventor his inventions, the agriculturist his experiments,
and all old men in finishing their houses,
rounding their estates, clearing their titles, reducing
tangled interests to order, reconciling enmities,
and leaving all in the best posture for the future.
It must be believed that there is a proportion between
the designs of a man and the length of his
life: there is a calendar of his years, so of his performances.

America is the country of young men, and too
full of work hitherto for leisure and tranquillity;
yet we have had robust centenarians, and examples
of dignity and wisdom. I have lately found in an
old note-book a record of a visit to ex-President
John Adams, in 1825, soon after the election of his
son to the Presidency. It is but a sketch, and
nothing important passed in the conversation; but
it reports a moment in the life of a heroic person,
who, in extreme old age, appeared still erect and
worthy of his fame.


——, Feb., 1825. To-day, at Quincy, with
my brother, by invitation of Mr. Adams’s family.
The old President sat in a large stuffed arm-chair,
dressed in a blue coat, black small-clothes, white
stockings; a cotton cap covered his bald head. We
made our compliment, told him he must let us join
our congratulations to those of the nation on the
happiness of his house. He thanked us, and said:
“I am rejoiced, because the nation is happy. The
time of gratulation and congratulations is nearly
over with me: I am astonished that I have lived to
see and know of this event. I have lived now
nearly a century; [he was ninety in the following
October:] a long, harassed, and distracted life.”—I
said, “The world thinks a good deal of joy has been
mixed with it.”—“The world does not know,” he
replied, “how much toil, anxiety, and sorrow I
have suffered.”—I asked if Mr. Adams’s letter of
acceptance had been read to him.—“Yes,” he
said, and, added, “My son has more political prudence
than any man that I know who has existed in
my time; he never was put off his guard: and I
hope he will continue such; but what effect age may
work in diminishing the power of his mind, I do
not know; it has been very much on the stretch,
ever since he was born. He has always been laborious,
child and man, from infancy.”—When
Mr. J. Q. Adams’s age was mentioned, he said, “He
is now fifty-eight, or will be in July”; and remarked
that “all the Presidents were of the same
age: General Washington was about fifty-eight, and
I was about fifty-eight, and Mr. Jefferson, and
Mr. Madison, and Mr. Monroe.”—We inquired
when he expected to see Mr. Adams.—He said:
“Never: Mr. Adams will not come to Quincy
but to my funeral. It would be a great satisfaction
to me to see him, but I don’t wish him to come on
my account.”—He spoke of Mr. Lechmere, whom
he “well remembered to have seen come down
daily, at a great age, to walk in the old town-house,”—adding,
“And I wish I could walk as
well as he did. He was Collector of the Customs
for many years under the Royal Government.”—E.
said: “I suppose, sir, you would not have taken
his place, even to walk as well as he.”—“No,” he
replied, “that was not what I wanted.”—He
talked of Whitefield, and “remembered when he
was a Freshman in College, to have come into town
to the Old South church, [I think,] to hear him, but
could not get into the house;—I however, saw
him,” he said, “through a window, and distinctly
heard all. He had a voice such as I never heard
before or since. He cast it out so that you might
hear it at the meeting-house, [pointing towards the
Quincy meeting-house,] and he had the grace of a
dancing-master, of an actor of plays. His voice and
manner helped him more than his sermons. I went
with Jonathan Sewall.”—“And you were pleased
with him, sir?”—“Pleased! I was delighted beyond
measure.”—We asked if at Whitefield’s
return the same popularity continued.—“Not the
same fury,” he said, “not the same wild enthusiasm
as before, but a greater esteem, as he became
more known. He did not terrify, but was
admired.”



We spent about an hour in his room. He speaks
very distinctly for so old a man, enters bravely into
long sentences, which are interrupted by want of
breath, but carries them invariably to a conclusion,
without correcting a word.

He spoke of the new novels of Cooper, and
“Peep at the Pilgrims,” and “Saratoga,” with
praise, and named with accuracy the characters in
them. He likes to have a person always reading to
him, or company talking in his room, and is better
the next day after having visitors in his chamber
from morning to night.

He received a premature report of his son’s election,
on Sunday afternoon, without any excitement,
and told the reporter he had been hoaxed, for it
was not yet time for any news to arrive. The
informer, something damped in his heart, insisted
on repairing to the meeting-house, and proclaimed
it aloud to the congregation, who were so overjoyed
that they rose in their seats and cheered thrice.
The Reverend Mr. Whitney dismissed them immediately.



When life has been well spent, age is a loss of
what it can well spare,—muscular strength, organic
instincts, gross bulk, and works that belong to
these. But the central wisdom, which was old in
infancy, is young in fourscore years, and, dropping
off obstructions, leaves in happy subjects the mind
purified and wise. I have heard that whoever
loves is in no condition old. I have heard, that,
whenever the name of man is spoken, the doctrine
of immortality is announced; it cleaves to his constitution.
The mode of it baffles our wit, and no
whisper comes to us from the other side. But the
inference from the working of intellect, hiving
knowledge, hiving skill,—at the end of life just
ready to be born,—affirms the inspirations of affection
and of the moral sentiment.



      Text from Project Gutenberg.

    

  
    
      Afterword

      Day Sixty-Three: Growing old

      In February 1825 John Adams told the young Emerson that his son, the new President, would come home to Quincy only for his funeral. He died the next year on the Fourth of July, fifty years to the day after the Declaration of Independence, a few hours after Thomas Jefferson, one of the presidents he had named that day.

      Emerson finds the dignity of age in “intellect”, and Yeats sails off to the “Monuments of unaging intellect”. Both trust an old man’s mind to outlive his body. Chekhov’s bishop goes the other way. Emerson says age “is comely in coaches, in churches, in chairs of state”, and the bishop has all three, with “costly bells” and five golden cupolas besides. Yet nobody will speak to him “simply, as to a human being”, not even his mother, until he is dying and seems “more insignificant than any one”. “How good,” he thinks. Only then does his mother call him “Pavlusha”. Yeats wants to become a bird of hammered gold, singing for ever to lords and ladies. The bishop, at the end, imagines he is “free now as a bird”.

      Chekhov was forty-two, and ill with the tuberculosis that killed him two years later, when he published the story. And Yeats’s first line gave Cormac McCarthy the title of his novel No Country for Old Men.

    

  
    
      Day Sixty-Four

      Devotion

      12 minutes

      
        Story
        The Gift of the Magi
        O. Henry · 8 minutes
        One dollar and eighty-seven cents is all Della has to buy her husband a Christmas present, and Christmas is tomorrow.
      

      
        Poem
        How do I love thee? (Sonnets from the Portuguese 43)
        Elizabeth Barrett Browning · 1 minute
        The best-known love sonnet in English after Shakespeare's, from the sequence Barrett wrote in secret during her courtship.
      

      
        Essay
        Letter to Fanny Brawne (8 July 1819)
        John Keats · 2 minutes
        Keats, at Shanklin on the Isle of Wight, writes to the girl next door in Hampstead whom he cannot afford to marry.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      The Gift of the Magi

      O. Henry, 1905

      
One dollar and eighty-seven cents. That was all. And sixty cents of it was in pennies. Pennies saved one and two at a time by bulldozing the grocer and the vegetable man and the butcher until one’s cheeks burned with the silent imputation of parsimony that such close dealing implied. Three times Della counted it. One dollar and eighty-seven cents. And the next day would be Christmas.

There was clearly nothing to do but flop down on the shabby little couch and howl. So Della did it. Which instigates the moral reflection that life is made up of sobs, sniffles, and smiles, with sniffles predominating.

While the mistress of the home is gradually subsiding from the first stage to the second, take a look at the home. A furnished flat at $8 per week. It did not exactly beggar description, but it certainly had that word on the lookout for the mendicancy squad.

In the vestibule below was a letter-box into which no letter would go, and an electric button from which no mortal finger could coax a ring. Also appertaining thereunto was a card bearing the name “Mr. James Dillingham Young.” The “Dillingham” had been flung to the breeze during a former period of prosperity when its possessor was being paid $30 per week. Now, when the income was shrunk to $20, the letters of “Dillingham” looked blurred, as though they were thinking seriously of contracting to a modest and unassuming D. But whenever Mr. James Dillingham Young came home and reached his flat above he was called “Jim” and greatly hugged by Mrs. James Dillingham Young, already introduced to you as Della. Which is all very good.

Della finished her cry and attended to her cheeks with the powder rag. She stood by the window and looked out dully at a grey cat walking a grey fence in a grey backyard. Tomorrow would be Christmas Day, and she had only $1.87 with which to buy Jim a present. She had been saving every penny she could for months, with this result. Twenty dollars a week doesn’t go far. Expenses had been greater than she had calculated. They always are. Only $1.87 to buy a present for Jim. Her Jim. Many a happy hour she had spent planning for something nice for him. Something fine and rare and sterling⁠—something just a little bit near to being worthy of the honour of being owned by Jim.

There was a pier-glass between the windows of the room. Perhaps you have seen a pier-glass in an $8 flat. A very thin and very agile person may, by observing his reflection in a rapid sequence of longitudinal strips, obtain a fairly accurate conception of his looks. Della, being slender, had mastered the art.

Suddenly she whirled from the window and stood before the glass. Her eyes were shining brilliantly, but her face had lost its colour within twenty seconds. Rapidly she pulled down her hair and let it fall to its full length.

Now, there were two possessions of the James Dillingham Youngs in which they both took a mighty pride. One was Jim’s gold watch that had been his father’s and his grandfather’s. The other was Della’s hair. Had the Queen of Sheba lived in the flat across the airshaft, Della would have let her hair hang out the window some day to dry just to depreciate Her Majesty’s jewels and gifts. Had King Solomon been the janitor, with all his treasures piled up in the basement, Jim would have pulled out his watch every time he passed, just to see him pluck at his beard from envy.

So now Della’s beautiful hair fell about her, rippling and shining like a cascade of brown waters. It reached below her knee and made itself almost a garment for her. And then she did it up again nervously and quickly. Once she faltered for a minute and stood still while a tear or two splashed on the worn red carpet.

On went her old brown jacket; on went her old brown hat. With a whirl of skirts and with the brilliant sparkle still in her eyes, she fluttered out the door and down the stairs to the street.

Where she stopped the sign read: “Mme. Sofronie. Hair Goods of All Kinds.” One flight up Della ran, and collected herself, panting. Madame, large, too white, chilly, hardly looked the “Sofronie.”

“Will you buy my hair?” asked Della.

“I buy hair,” said Madame. “Take yer hat off and let’s have a sight at the looks of it.”

Down rippled the brown cascade. “Twenty dollars,” said Madame, lifting the mass with a practised hand.

“Give it to me quick,” said Della.

Oh, and the next two hours tripped by on rosy wings. Forget the hashed metaphor. She was ransacking the stores for Jim’s present.

She found it at last. It surely had been made for Jim and no one else. There was no other like it in any of the stores, and she had turned all of them inside out. It was a platinum fob chain simple and chaste in design, properly proclaiming its value by substance alone and not by meretricious ornamentation⁠—as all good things should do. It was even worthy of The Watch. As soon as she saw it she knew that it must be Jim’s. It was like him. Quietness and value⁠—the description applied to both. Twenty-one dollars they took from her for it, and she hurried home with the 87 cents. With that chain on his watch Jim might be properly anxious about the time in any company. Grand as the watch was, he sometimes looked at it on the sly on account of the old leather strap that he used in place of a chain.

When Della reached home her intoxication gave way a little to prudence and reason. She got out her curling irons and lighted the gas and went to work repairing the ravages made by generosity added to love. Which is always a tremendous task, dear friends⁠—a mammoth task.

Within forty minutes her head was covered with tiny, close-lying curls that made her look wonderfully like a truant schoolboy. She looked at her reflection in the mirror long, carefully, and critically.

“If Jim doesn’t kill me,” she said to herself, “before he takes a second look at me, he’ll say I look like a Coney Island chorus girl. But what could I do⁠—oh! what could I do with a dollar and eighty-seven cents?”

At 7 o’clock the coffee was made and the frying-pan was on the back of the stove hot and ready to cook the chops.

Jim was never late. Della doubled the fob chain in her hand and sat on the corner of the table near the door that he always entered. Then she heard his step on the stair away down on the first flight, and she turned white for just a moment. She had a habit for saying little silent prayers about the simplest everyday things, and now she whispered: “Please God, make him think I am still pretty.”

The door opened and Jim stepped in and closed it. He looked thin and very serious. Poor fellow, he was only twenty-two⁠—and to be burdened with a family! He needed a new overcoat and he was without gloves.

Jim stopped inside the door, as immovable as a setter at the scent of quail. His eyes were fixed upon Della, and there was an expression in them that she could not read, and it terrified her. It was not anger, nor surprise, nor disapproval, nor horror, nor any of the sentiments that she had been prepared for. He simply stared at her fixedly with that peculiar expression on his face.

Della wriggled off the table and went for him.

“Jim, darling,” she cried, “don’t look at me that way. I had my hair cut off and sold because I couldn’t have lived through Christmas without giving you a present. It’ll grow out again⁠—you won’t mind, will you? I just had to do it. My hair grows awfully fast. Say ‘Merry Christmas!’ Jim, and let’s be happy. You don’t know what a nice⁠—what a beautiful, nice gift I’ve got for you.”

“You’ve cut off your hair?” asked Jim, laboriously, as if he had not arrived at that patent fact yet even after the hardest mental labor.

“Cut it off and sold it,” said Della. “Don’t you like me just as well, anyhow? I’m me without my hair, ain’t I?”

Jim looked about the room curiously.

“You say your hair is gone?” he said, with an air almost of idiocy.

“You needn’t look for it,” said Della. “It’s sold, I tell you⁠—sold and gone, too. It’s Christmas Eve, boy. Be good to me, for it went for you. Maybe the hairs of my head were numbered,” she went on with sudden serious sweetness, “but nobody could ever count my love for you. Shall I put the chops on, Jim?”

Out of his trance Jim seemed quickly to wake. He enfolded his Della. For ten seconds let us regard with discreet scrutiny some inconsequential object in the other direction. Eight dollars a week or a million a year⁠—what is the difference? A mathematician or a wit would give you the wrong answer. The magi brought valuable gifts, but that was not among them. This dark assertion will be illuminated later on.

Jim drew a package from his overcoat pocket and threw it upon the table.

“Don’t make any mistake, Dell,” he said, “about me. I don’t think there’s anything in the way of a haircut or a shave or a shampoo that could make me like my girl any less. But if you’ll unwrap that package you may see why you had me going a while at first.”

White fingers and nimble tore at the string and paper. And then an ecstatic scream of joy; and then, alas! a quick feminine change to hysterical tears and wails, necessitating the immediate employment of all the comforting powers of the lord of the flat.

For there lay The Combs⁠—the set of combs, side and back, that Della had worshipped long in a Broadway window. Beautiful combs, pure tortoise shell, with jewelled rims⁠—just the shade to wear in the beautiful vanished hair. They were expensive combs, she knew, and her heart had simply craved and yearned over them without the least hope of possession. And now, they were hers, but the tresses that should have adorned the coveted adornments were gone.

But she hugged them to her bosom, and at length she was able to look up with dim eyes and a smile and say: “My hair grows so fast, Jim!”

And then Della leaped up like a little singed cat and cried, “Oh, oh!”

Jim had not yet seen his beautiful present. She held it out to him eagerly upon her open palm. The dull precious metal seemed to flash with a reflection of her bright and ardent spirit.

“Isn’t it a dandy, Jim? I hunted all over town to find it. You’ll have to look at the time a hundred times a day now. Give me your watch. I want to see how it looks on it.”

Instead of obeying, Jim tumbled down on the couch and put his hands under the back of his head and smiled.

“Dell,” said he, “let’s put our Christmas presents away and keep ’em a while. They’re too nice to use just at present. I sold the watch to get the money to buy your combs. And now suppose you put the chops on.”

The magi, as you know, were wise men⁠—wonderfully wise men⁠—who brought gifts to the Babe in the manger. They invented the art of giving Christmas presents. Being wise, their gifts were no doubt wise ones, possibly bearing the privilege of exchange in case of duplication. And here I have lamely related to you the uneventful chronicle of two foolish children in a flat who most unwisely sacrificed for each other the greatest treasures of their house. But in a last word to the wise of these days let it be said that of all who give gifts these two were the wisest. Of all who give and receive gifts, such as they are wisest. Everywhere they are wisest. They are the magi.



      Text from Standard Ebooks.

    

  
    
      Poem

      How do I love thee? (Sonnets from the Portuguese 43)

      Elizabeth Barrett Browning, 1850

      
        How do I love thee? Let me count the ways.

I love thee to the depth and breadth and height

My soul can reach, when feeling out of sight

For the ends of Being and Ideal Grace.

I love thee to the level of everyday's

Most quiet need, by sun and candlelight.

I love thee freely, as men strive for Right;

I love thee purely, as they turn from Praise;

I love thee with the passion put to use

In my old griefs, and with my childhood's faith;

I love thee with a love I seemed to lose

With my lost saints,—I love thee with the breath,

Smiles, tears, of all my life!—and, if God choose,

I shall but love thee better after death.








      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Essay

      Letter to Fanny Brawne (8 July 1819)

      John Keats, 1819

      In 1819 John Keats, twenty-three, was in love with Fanny Brawne, his neighbour in Hampstead; that summer he went to the Isle of Wight to write. They became engaged, but he was poor, and already ill with the tuberculosis that killed him less than two years later. Rice is his friend James Rice.

      





















My sweet Girl,

Your Letter gave me more
delight than any thing in the world but
yourself could do; indeed I am almost
astonished that any absent one should
have that luxurious power over my
senses which I feel. Even when I am
not thinking of you I receive your
influence and a tenderer nature stealing
upon me. All my thoughts, my unhappiest
days and nights, have I find
not at all cured me of my love of
Beauty, but made it so intense that I
am miserable that you are not with me:
or rather breathe in that dull sort of
patience that cannot be called Life. I
never knew before, what such a love as
you have made me feel, was; I did not
believe in it; my Fancy was afraid of it,
lest it should burn me up. But if you
will fully love me, though there may be
some fire, ’twill not be more than we can
bear when moistened and bedewed with
Pleasures. You mention ‘horrid people’
and ask me whether it depend upon
them whether I see you again. Do
understand me, my love, in this. I have
so much of you in my heart that I
must turn Mentor when I see a chance
of harm befalling you. I would never
see any thing but Pleasure in your eyes,
love on your lips, and Happiness in your
steps. I would wish to see you among
those amusements suitable to your
inclinations and spirits; so that our
loves might be a delight in the midst
of Pleasures agreeable enough, rather
than a resource from vexations and
cares. But I doubt much, in case of
the worst, whether I shall be philosopher
enough to follow my own Lessons: if I
saw my resolution give you a pain I
could not. Why may I not speak of
your Beauty, since without that I could
never have lov’d you?—I cannot conceive
any beginning of such love as I
have for you but Beauty. There may
be a sort of love for which, without the
least sneer at it, I have the highest
respect and can admire it in others:
but it has not the richness, the bloom,
the full form, the enchantment of love
after my own heart. So let me speak
of your Beauty, though to my own
endangering; if you could be so cruel
to me as to try elsewhere its Power.
You say you are afraid I shall think
you do not love me—in saying this you
make me ache the more to be near you.
I am at the diligent use of my faculties
here, I do not pass a day without
sprawling some blank verse or tagging
some rhymes; and here I must confess,
that (since I am on that subject) I love
you the more in that I believe you
have liked me for my own sake and for
nothing else. I have met with women
whom I really think would like to be
married to a Poem and to be given
away by a Novel. I have seen your
Comet, and only wish it was a sign that
poor Rice would get well whose illness
makes him rather a melancholy companion:
and the more so as so to
conquer his feelings and hide them
from me, with a forc’d Pun. I kiss’d
your writing over in the hope you
had indulg’d me by leaving a trace of
honey. What was your dream? Tell
it me and I will tell you the interpretation
thereof.

Ever yours, my love!

JOHN KEATS.

Do not accuse me of delay—we have
not here an opportunity of sending
letters every day. Write speedily.





      Text from Project Gutenberg.

    

  
    
      Afterword

      Day Sixty-Four: Devotion

      “Why may I not speak of your Beauty,” Keats asks Fanny, “since without that I could never have lov’d you?” He can’t imagine love starting anywhere else. Della sells the most beautiful thing she owns, hair that “reached below her knee”, and her one prayer as Jim climbs the stairs is “Please God, make him think I am still pretty.” Then she asks him straight out: “I’m me without my hair, ain’t I?” Jim is sure no haircut “could make me like my girl any less”. Would Keats have been so sure?

      Della counts her money three times, and it comes to $1.87. Barrett sets out to “count the ways”, and her count runs past anything that can be measured: depth, breadth and height, then “the breath, / Smiles, tears, of all my life”, then whatever comes after death. Della says it outright, remembering the Bible. “Maybe the hairs of my head were numbered,” she tells Jim, “but nobody could ever count my love for you.”

      Keats was wary of women who “would like to be married to a Poem”. Robert Browning fell for Elizabeth Barrett’s poems before he ever met her. His first letter to her, in January 1845, begins “I love your verses with all my heart, dear Miss Barrett”. Twenty months later they married in secret and left for Italy, and her father never forgave her.

    

  
    
      Day Sixty-Five

      Truth and lies

      19 minutes

      
        Story
        The Piece of String
        Guy de Maupassant · 10 minutes
        A Norman peasant picks up a bit of string in the market square, and is seen doing it.
      

      
        Poem
        I like a look of Agony
        Emily Dickinson · 1 minute
        Eight lines on why Dickinson trusts the look of pain.
      

      
        Essay
        On the Decay of the Art of Lying
        Mark Twain · 9 minutes
        A paper for a Hartford historical club, defending the lie as an art that deserves to be practised well.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      The Piece of String

      Guy de Maupassant, translated by Jonathan Sturges, 1883

      
        

It was market-day, and over all the roads round Goderville the peasants and their wives were coming towards the town. The men walked easily, lurching the whole body forward at every step. Their long legs were twisted and deformed by the slow, painful labors of the country:—by bending over to plough, which is what also makes their left shoulders too high and their figures crooked; and by reaping corn, which obliges them for steadiness' sake to spread their knees too wide. Their starched blue blouses, shining as though varnished, ornamented at collar and cuffs with a little pattern of white stitch-work, and blown up big around their bony bodies, seemed exactly like balloons about to soar, but putting forth a head, two arms, and two feet.

Some of these fellows dragged a cow or a calf at the end of a rope. And just behind the animal. beating it over the back with a leaf-covered branch to hasten its pace, went their wives, carrying large baskets from which came forth the heads of chickens or the heads of ducks. These women walked with steps far shorter and quicker than the men; their figures, withered and upright, were adorned with scanty little shawls pinned over their flat bosoms; and they enveloped their heads each in a white cloth, close fastened round the hair and surmounted by a cap.

Now a char-à-banc passed by, drawn by a jerky-paced nag. It shook up strangely the two men on the seat. And the woman at the bottom of the cart held fast to its sides to lessen the hard joltings. 

In the market-place at Goderville was a great crowd, a mingled multitude of men and beasts. The horns of cattle, the high and long-napped hats of wealthy peasants, the head-dresses of the women, came to the surface of that sea. And voices clamorous, sharp, shrill, made a continuous and savage din. Above it a huge burst of laughter from the sturdy lungs of a merry yokel would sometimes sound, and sometimes a long bellow from a cow tied fast to the wall of a house.

It all smelled of the stable, of milk, of hay, and of perspiration, giving off that half-human, half-animal odor which is peculiar to the men of the fields.

Maître Hauchecorne, of Bréauté, had just arrived at Goderville, and was taking his way towards the square, when he perceived on the ground a little piece of string. Maître Hauchecorne, economical, like all true Normans, reflected that everything was worth picking up which could be of any use; and he stooped down—but painfully, because he suffered from rheumatism. He took the bit of thin cord from the ground, and was carefully preparing to roll it up when he saw Maître Malandain, the harness-maker, on his door-step, looking at him. They had once had a quarrel about a halter, and they had remained angry, bearing malice on both sides. Maître Hauchecorne was overcome with a sort of shame at being seen by his enemy a bit of string in the road. He quickly hid it beneath his blouse and then slipped it into his breeches pocket, then pretended to be still looking for something on the ground which he did not discover and finally went off toward the market-place, his head bent forward and his body almost doubled in two by rheumatic pains.

He was at once lost in the crowd, which kept moving about slowly and noisily as it chaffered and bargained. The peasants examined the cows, went off, came back, always in doubt for fear of being cheated, never quite daring to decide, looking the seller square in the eye in the effort to discover the tricks of the man and the defect in the beast.

The women, having placed their great baskets at their feet, had taken out the poultry, which lay upon the ground, their legs tied together, with terrified eyes and scarlet combs.

They listened to propositions, maintaining their prices in a decided manner with an impassive face or perhaps deciding to accept the smaller price offered, suddenly calling out to the customer who was starting to go away:

"All right, I'll let you have them, Maît' Anthime."

Then, little by little, the square became empty, and when the Angelus struck midday those who lived at a distance poured into the inns.

At Jourdain's the great room was filled with eaters, just as the vast court was filled with vehicles of every sort--wagons, gigs, chars-à-bancs, tilburies, innumerable vehicles which have no name, yellow with mud, misshapen, pieced together, raising their shafts to heaven like two arms, or it may be with their nose, on the ground and their rear in the air.

Just opposite to where the diners were at table the huge fireplace, with its bright flame, gave out a burning heat on the backs of those who sat at the right. Three spits were turning, loaded with chickens, with pigeons and with joints of mutton, and a delectable odor of roast meat and of gravy flowing ever crisp brown skin arose from the hearth, kindled merriment, caused mouths to water.

All the aristocracy of the plough were eating there at Maît' Jourdain's, the innkeeper's, a dealer in horses also and a sharp fellow who had made a great deal of money in his day.

The dishes were passed round, were emptied, as were the jugs of yellow cider. Every one told of his affairs, of his purchases and his sales. They exchanged news about the crops. The weather was good for greens, but too wet for grain.

Suddenly the drum began to beat in the courtyard before the house. Every one, except some of the most indifferent, was on their feet at once and ran to the door, to the windows, their mouths full and napkins in their hand.

When the public crier had finished his tattoo he called forth in a jerky voice, pausing in the wrong places:

"Be it known to the inhabitants of Goderville and in general to all persons present at the market that there has been lost this morning on the Beuzeville road, between nine and ten o'clock, a black leather pocketbook containing five hundred francs and business papers. You are requested, to return it to the mayor's office at once or to Maitre Fortuné Houlbrèque, of Manneville. There will be twenty francs reward."

Then the man went away. They heard once more at a distance the dull beating of the drum and the faint voice of the crier. Then they all began to talk of this incident, reckoning up the chances which Maître Houlbrèque had of finding or of not finding his pocketbook again.

The meal went on. They were finishing their coffee when the corporal of gendarmes appeared on the threshold.

He asked:

"Is Maître Hauchecorne, of Bréauté, here?"

Maître Hauchecorne, seated at the other end of the table, answered: 

"Here I am, here I am."

And he followed the corporal.

The mayor was waiting for him, seated in an armchair. He was the notary of the place, a tall, grave man of pompous speech.

"Maître Hauchecorne," said he, "this morning on the Beuzeville road, you were seen to pick up the pocketbook lost by Maître Houlbrèque, of Manneville."

The countryman looked at the mayor in amazement, frightened already at this suspicion which rested on him, he knew not why.

"I--I picked up that pocketbook?"

"Yes, you."

"I swear I don't even know anything about it."

"You were seen."

"I was seen--I? Who saw me?" 

"M. Malandain, the harness-maker."

Then the old man remembered, understood, and, reddening with anger, said:

"Ah! he saw me, did he, the rascal? He saw me picking up this string
here, M'sieu le Maire."

And fumbling at the bottom of his pocket, he pulled out of it the little end of string.

But the mayor incredulously shook his head:

"You will not make me believe, Maitre Hauchecorne, that M. Malandain, who is a man whose word can be relied on, has mistaken this string for a pocketbook."

The peasant, furious, raised his hand and spat on the ground beside him as if to attest his good faith, repeating:

"For all that, it is God's truth, M'sieu le Maire. There! On my soul's salvation, I repeat it."

The mayor continued:

"After you picked up the object in question, you even looked about for some time in the mud to see if a piece of money had not dropped out of it." 

The good man was choking with indignation and fear.

"How can they tell--how can they tell such lies as that to slander an honest man! How can they?"

His protestations were in vain; he was not believed.

He was confronted with M. Malandain, who repeated and sustained his testimony. They railed at one another for an hour. At his own request Maitre Hauchecorne was searched. Nothing was found on him.

At last the mayor, much perplexed, sent him away, warning him that he would inform the public prosecutor and ask for orders.

The news had spread. When he left the mayor's office the old man was surrounded, interrogated with a curiosity which was serious or mocking, as the case might be, but into which no indignation entered. And he began to tell the story of the string. They did not believe him. They laughed.

He passed on, buttonholed by every one, himself buttonholing his acquaintances, beginning over and over again his tale and his protestations, showing his pockets turned inside out to prove that he had nothing in them. 

They said to him:

"You old rogue!"

He grew more and more angry, feverish, in despair at not being believed, and kept on telling his story.

The night came. It was time to go home. He left with three of his neighbors, to whom he pointed out the place where he had picked up the string, and all the way he talked of his adventure.

That evening he made the round of the village of Breauté for the purpose of telling every one. He met only unbelievers.

He brooded over it all night long.

The next day, about one in the afternoon, Marius Paumelle, a farm hand of Maitre Breton, the market gardener at Ymauville, returned the pocketbook and its contents to Maitre Holbrèque, of Manneville.

This man said, indeed, that he had found it on the road, but not knowing how to read, he had carried it home and given it to his master.

The news spread to the environs. Maître Hauchecorne was informed. He started off at once and began to relate his story with the dénoûment. He was triumphant.

"What grieved me," said he, "was not the thing itself, do you understand, but it was being accused of lying. Nothing does you so much harm as being in disgrace for lying."

All day he talked of his adventure. He told it on the roads to the people who passed, at the cabaret to the people who drank and next Sunday when they came out of church. He even stopped strangers to tell them about it. He was easy now, and yet something worried him without his knowing exactly what it was. People had a joking manner while they listened. They did not seem convinced. He seemed to feel their remarks behind his back.

On Tuesday of the following week he went to market at Goderville, prompted solely by the need of telling his story.

Malandain, standing on his doorstep, began to laugh as he saw him pass. Why?

He accosted a farmer of Criquetot, who did not let him finish, and giving him a punch in the pit of the stomach, cried in his face: " Oh, you great rogue!" Then he turned his heel upon him.

Maître Hauchecorne remained speechless and grew more and more uneasy. Why had they called him "great rogue"?

When seated at table in Jourdain's tavern he began again to explain the whole affair.

A horse dealer of Montivilliers shouted at him:

"Get out, get out, you old scamp! I know all about your old string."

Hauchecorne stammered:

"But since they found it again, the pocketbook!"

But the other continued:

"Hold your tongue, daddy; there's one who finds it and there's another who returns it. And no one the wiser."

The farmer was speechless. He understood at last. They accused him of having had the pocketbook brought back by an accomplice, by a confederate.

He tried to protest. The whole table began to laugh.

He could not finish his dinner, and went away amid a chorus of jeers.


 He went home, ashamed and indignant, choked with rage, with confusion, the more cast-down since from his Norman cunning, he was, perhaps, capable of having done what they accused him of, and even of boasting of it as a good trick. His innocence dimly seemed to him impossible to prove, his craftiness being so well known. And he felt himself struck to the heart by the injustice of the suspicion.

Then he began anew to tell of his adventure, lengthening his recital every day, each time adding new proofs, more energetic protestations, and more solemn oaths which he thought of, which he prepared in his hours of solitude, his mind being entirely occupied by the story of the string. The complicated his defence, the more artful his arguments, the less he was believed.

"Those are liars' proofs," they said behind his back.

He felt this; it preyed upon his heart. He exhausted himself in useless efforts.

He was visibly wasting away.

The jokers now made him tell the story of "The Piece of String" to amuse them, just as you make a soldier who has been on a campaign tell his story of the battle. His mind, stuck at the root, grew weak

About the end of December he took to his bed.

He died early in January, and, in the delirium of the death-agony, he protested his innocence, repeating:

"A little bit of string—a little bit of string—see, here it is, M'sieu le Maire." 






      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Poem

      I like a look of Agony

      Emily Dickinson, 1890

      
        I LIKE a look of agony,
Because I know it ’s true;
Men do not sham convulsion,
Nor simulate a throe.



The eyes glaze once, and that is death.
Impossible to feign
The beads upon the forehead
By homely anguish strung.
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      Essay

      On the Decay of the Art of Lying

      Mark Twain, 1882

      ESSAY, FOR DISCUSSION, READ AT A MEETING OF THE HISTORICAL AND

ANTIQUARIAN CLUB OF HARTFORD, AND OFFERED FOR THE THIRTY-DOLLAR PRIZE.

NOW FIRST PUBLISHED.—[Did not take the prize]



Observe, I do not mean to suggest that the custom of lying has suffered
any decay or interruption—no, for the Lie, as a Virtue, a Principle, is
eternal; the Lie, as a recreation, a solace, a refuge in time of need,
the fourth Grace, the tenth Muse, man's best and surest friend, is
immortal, and cannot perish from the earth while this Club remains.  My
complaint simply concerns the decay of the art of lying.  No high-minded
man, no man of right feeling, can contemplate the lumbering and slovenly
lying of the present day without grieving to see a noble art so
prostituted.  In this veteran presence I naturally enter upon this scheme
with diffidence; it is like an old maid trying to teach nursery matters
to the mothers in Israel.  It would not become me to criticize you,
gentlemen, who are nearly all my elders—and my superiors, in this thing
—and so, if I should here and there seem to do it, I trust it will in
most cases be more in a spirit of admiration than of fault-finding;
indeed, if this finest of the fine arts had everywhere received the
attention, encouragement, and conscientious practice and development
which this Club has devoted to it I should not need to utter this lament
or shed a single tear.  I do not say this to flatter: I say it in a
spirit of just and appreciative recognition.

[It had been my intention, at this point, to mention names and give
illustrative specimens, but indications observable about me admonished me
to beware of particulars and confine myself to generalities.]

No fact is more firmly established than that lying is a necessity of our
circumstances—the deduction that it is then a Virtue goes without
saying.  No virtue can reach its highest usefulness without careful and
diligent cultivation—therefore, it goes without saying that this one
ought to be taught in the public schools—at the fireside—even in the
newspapers.  What chance has the ignorant, uncultivated liar against the
educated expert?  What chance have I against Mr. Per— against a lawyer?
Judicious lying is what the world needs.  I sometimes think it were even
better and safer not to lie at all than to lie injudiciously.  An
awkward, unscientific lie is often as ineffectual as the truth.

Now let us see what the philosophers say.  Note that venerable proverb:
Children and fools always speak the truth.  The deduction is plain
—adults and wise persons never speak it.  Parkman, the historian, says,
"The principle of truth may itself be carried into an absurdity." In
another place in the same chapter he says, "The saying is old that truth
should not be spoken at all times; and those whom a sick conscience
worries into habitual violation of the maxim are imbeciles and
nuisances."  It is strong language, but true.  None of us could live with
an habitual truth-teller; but, thank goodness, none of us has to.  An
habitual truth-teller is simply an impossible creature; he does not
exist; he never has existed.  Of course there are people who think they
never lie, but it is not so—and this ignorance is one of the very things
that shame our so-called civilization.  Everybody lies—every day; every
hour; awake; asleep; in his dreams; in his joy; in his mourning; if he
keeps his tongue still, his hands, his feet, his eyes, his attitude, will
convey deception—and purposely.  Even in sermons—but that is a
platitude.

In a far country where I once lived the ladies used to go around paying
calls, under the humane and kindly pretense of wanting to see each other;
and when they returned home, they would cry out with a glad voice,
saying, "We made sixteen calls and found fourteen of them out"—not
meaning that they found out anything against the fourteen—no, that was
only a colloquial phrase to signify that they were not at home—and their
manner of saying it—expressed their lively satisfaction in that fact.
Now, their pretense of wanting to see the fourteen—and the other two
whom they had been less lucky with—was that commonest and mildest form
of lying which is sufficiently described as a deflection from the truth.
Is it justifiable?  Most certainly.  It is beautiful, it is noble; for
its object is, not to reap profit, but to convey a pleasure to the
sixteen.  The iron-souled truth-monger would plainly manifest, or even
utter the fact, that he didn't want to see those people—and he would be
an ass, and inflict a totally unnecessary pain.  And next, those ladies
in that far country—but never mind, they had a thousand pleasant ways of
lying, that grew out of gentle impulses, and were a credit to their
intelligence and at honor to their hearts.  Let the particulars go.

The men in that far country were liars; every one.  Their mere howdy-do
was a lie, because they didn't care how you did, except they were
undertakers.  To the ordinary inquirer you lied in return; for you made
no conscientious diagnosis of your case, but answered at random, and
usually missed it considerably.  You lied to the undertaker, and said
your health was failing—a wholly commendable lie, since it cost you
nothing and pleased the other man.  If a stranger called and interrupted
you, you said with your hearty tongue, "I'm glad to see you," and said
with your heartier soul, "I wish you were with the cannibals and it was
dinner-time."  When he went, you said regretfully, "Must you go?" and
followed it with a "Call again"; but you did no harm, for you did not
deceive anybody nor inflict any hurt, whereas the truth would have made
you both unhappy.

I think that all this courteous lying is a sweet and loving art, and
should be cultivated.  The highest perfection of politeness is only a
beautiful edifice, built, from the base to the dome, of graceful and
gilded forms of charitable and unselfish lying.

What I bemoan is the growing prevalence of the brutal truth.  Let us do
what we can to eradicate it.  An injurious truth has no merit over an
injurious lie.  Neither should ever be uttered.  The man who speaks an
injurious truth, lest his soul be not saved if he do otherwise, should
reflect that that sort of a soul is not strictly worth saving.  The man
who tells a lie to help a poor devil out of trouble is one of whom the
angels doubtless say, "Lo, here is an heroic soul who casts his own
welfare into jeopardy to succor his neighbor's; let us exalt this
magnanimous liar."

An injurious lie is an uncommendable thing; and so, also, and in the same
degree, is an injurious truth—a fact which is recognized by the law of
libel.

Among other common lies, we have the silent lie, the deception which one
conveys by simply keeping still and concealing the truth.  Many obstinate
truth-mongers indulge in this dissipation, imagining that if they speak
no lie, they lie not at all.  In that far country where I once lived,
there was a lovely spirit, a lady whose impulses were always high and
pure, and whose character answered to them.  One day I was there at
dinner, and remarked, in a general way, that we are all liars.  She was
amazed, and said, "Not all!"  It was before "Pinafore's" time so I did
not make the response which would naturally follow in our day, but
frankly said, "Yes, all—we are all liars; there are no exceptions."
She looked almost offended, and said, "Why, do you include me?"
"Certainly," I said, "I think you even rank as an expert." She said,
"'Sh!—'sh! the children!"

So the subject was changed in deference to the children's presence, and
we went on talking about other things.  But as soon as the young people
were out of the way, the lady came warmly back to the matter and said,
"I have made it the rule of my life to never tell a lie; and I have never
departed from it in a single instance."  I said, "I don't mean the least
harm or disrespect, but really you have been lying like smoke ever since
I've been sitting here.  It has caused me a good deal of pain, because I
am not used to it."  She required of me an instance—just a single
instance.  So I said:

"Well, here is the unfilled duplicate of the blank which the Oakland
hospital people sent to you by the hand of the sick-nurse when she came
here to nurse your little nephew through his dangerous illness.  This
blank asks all manner of questions as to the conduct of that sick-nurse:
'Did she ever sleep on her watch?  Did she ever forget to give the
medicine?' and so forth and so on.  You are warned to be very careful and
explicit in your answers, for the welfare of the service requires that
the nurses be promptly fined or otherwise punished for derelictions.
You told me you were perfectly delighted with that nurse—that she had a
thousand perfections and only one fault: you found you never could depend
on her wrapping Johnny up half sufficiently while he waited in a chilly
chair for her to rearrange the warm bed.  You filled up the duplicate of
this paper, and sent it back to the hospital by the hand of the nurse.
How did you answer this question—'Was the nurse at any time guilty of a
negligence which was likely to result in the patient's taking cold?'
Come—everything is decided by a bet here in California: ten dollars to
ten cents you lied when you answered that question."  She said, "I
didn't; I left it blank!"  "Just so—you have told a silent lie; you have
left it to be inferred that you had no fault to find in that matter."
She said, "Oh, was that a lie?  And how could I mention her one single
fault, and she so good?—it would have been cruel."  I said, "One ought
always to lie when one can do good by it; your impulse was right, but,
your judgment was crude; this comes of unintelligent practice.  Now
observe the result of this inexpert deflection of yours.  You know Mr.
Jones's Willie is lying very low with scarlet fever; well, your
recommendation was so enthusiastic that that girl is there nursing him,
and the worn-out family have all been trustingly sound asleep for the
last fourteen hours, leaving their darling with full confidence in those
fatal hands, because you, like young George Washington, have a reputa—
However, if you are not going to have anything to do, I will come around
to-morrow and we'll attend the funeral together, for, of course, you'll
naturally feel a peculiar interest in Willie's case—as personal a one,
in fact, as the undertaker."

But that was all lost.  Before I was half-way through she was in a
carriage and making thirty miles an hour toward the Jones mansion to save
what was left of Willie and tell all she knew about the deadly nurse.
All of which was unnecessary, as Willie wasn't sick; I had been lying
myself.  But that same day, all the same, she sent a line to the hospital
which filled up the neglected blank, and stated the facts, too, in the
squarest possible manner.

Now, you see, this lady's fault was not in lying, but only in lying
injudiciously.  She should have told the truth there, and made it up to
the nurse with a fraudulent compliment further along in the paper.  She
could have said, "In one respect the sick-nurse is perfection—when she
is on watch, she never snores."  Almost any little pleasant lie would
have taken the sting out of that troublesome but necessary expression of
the truth.

Lying is universal we all do it; we all must do it.  Therefore, the wise
thing is for us diligently to train ourselves to lie thoughtfully,
judiciously; to lie with a good object, and not an evil one; to lie for
others' advantage, and not our own; to lie healingly, charitably,
humanely, not cruelly, hurtfully, maliciously; to lie gracefully and
graciously, not awkwardly and clumsily; to lie firmly, frankly, squarely,
with head erect, not haltingly, tortuously, with pusillanimous mien, as
being ashamed of our high calling.  Then shall we be rid of the rank and
pestilent truth that is rotting the land; then shall we be great and good
and beautiful, and worthy dwellers in a world where even benign Nature
habitually lies, except when she promises execrable weather.  Then—but
I am but a new and feeble student in this gracious art; I can not
instruct this Club.

Joking aside, I think there is much need of wise examination into what
sorts of lies are best and wholesomest to be indulged, seeing we must all
lie and do all lie, and what sorts it may be best to avoid—and this is a
thing which I feel I can confidently put into the hands of this
experienced Club—a ripe body, who may be termed, in this regard, and
without undue flattery, Old Masters.
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      Afterword

      Day Sixty-Five: Truth and lies

      Maître Hauchecorne’s trouble starts with a small lie, not a big one. Ashamed to be seen by his enemy picking up string, he hides it and “pretended to be still looking for something on the ground”. Twain knew that kind of lie: even when a man “keeps his tongue still, his hands, his feet, his eyes, his attitude, will convey deception”. The pretence is exactly what Malandain reports to the mayor: “you even looked about for some time in the mud”. After that, every true word Hauchecorne says, with “more solemn oaths” each time, only makes things worse. “An awkward, unscientific lie is often as ineffectual as the truth,” says Twain. Here the truth is the awkward thing.

      Dickinson trusts only what can’t be put on: “Men do not sham convulsion, / Nor simulate a throe.” The one proof nobody can call a liar’s is the last: “The eyes glaze once, and that is death. / Impossible to feign”. Hauchecorne gives them that proof at last, still protesting in his delirium. Did anyone believe him then?

      When Twain’s truthful lady protests “Not all!”, he says it was “before ‘Pinafore’s’ time”, or he’d have given the obvious answer. In Gilbert and Sullivan’s HMS Pinafore (1878) the captain boasts that he is never sick at sea, and his crew sing back “What, never?” until he admits it: “Hardly ever!”

    

  
    
      Day Sixty-Six

      Nerves

      11 minutes

      
        Story
        The Open Window
        Saki (H. H. Munro) · 5 minutes
        A nervous young man, sent to the country for a rest cure, calls at a house with a letter of introduction and is kept company by the hostess's niece, aged fifteen.
      

      
        Poem
        To Sleep ('A flock of sheep that leisurely pass by')
        William Wordsworth · 1 minute
        A sonnet by a poet who has lain awake three nights running and tried everything.
      

      
        Essay
        On Quiet and Study (Letter 56)
        Seneca · 5 minutes
        Seneca writes from lodgings above a noisy bath-house, and asks whether real quiet comes from outside.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      The Open Window

      Saki (H. H. Munro), 1914

      
        
“My aunt will be down presently, Mr. Nuttel,” said a very self-possessed young lady of fifteen; “in the meantime you must try and put up with me.”

Framton Nuttel endeavoured to say the correct something which should duly flatter the niece of the moment without unduly discounting the aunt that was to come.  Privately he doubted more than ever whether these formal visits on a succession of total strangers would do much towards helping the nerve cure which he was supposed to be undergoing.

“I know how it will be,” his sister had said when he was preparing to migrate to this rural retreat; “you will bury yourself down there and not speak to a living soul, and your nerves will be worse than ever from moping.  I shall just give you letters of introduction to all the people I know there.  Some of them, as far as I can remember, were quite nice.”

Framton wondered whether Mrs. Sappleton, the lady to whom he was presenting one of the letters of introduction, came into the nice division.

“Do you know many of the people round here?” asked the niece, when she judged that they had had sufficient silent communion.

“Hardly a soul,” said Framton.  “My sister was staying here, at the rectory, you know, some four years ago, and she gave me letters of introduction to some of the people here.”

He made the last statement in a tone of distinct regret.

“Then you know practically nothing about my aunt?” pursued the self-possessed young lady.

“Only her name and address,” admitted the caller.  He was wondering whether Mrs. Sappleton was in the married or widowed state.  An undefinable something about the room seemed to suggest masculine habitation.

“Her great tragedy happened just three years ago,” said the child; “that would be since your sister’s time.”

“Her tragedy?” asked Framton; somehow in this restful country spot tragedies seemed out of place.

“You may wonder why we keep that window wide open on an October afternoon,” said the niece, indicating a large French window that opened on to a lawn.

“It is quite warm for the time of the year,” said Framton; “but has that window got anything to do with the tragedy?”

“Out through that window, three years ago to a day, her husband and her two young brothers went off for their day’s shooting.  They never came back.  In crossing the moor to their favourite snipe-shooting ground they were all three engulfed in a treacherous piece of bog.  It had been that dreadful wet summer, you know, and places that were safe in other years gave way suddenly without warning.  Their bodies were never recovered.  That was the dreadful part of it.”  Here the child’s voice lost its self-possessed note and became falteringly human.  “Poor aunt always thinks that they will come back some day, they and the little brown spaniel that was lost with them, and walk in at that window just as they used to do.  That is why the window is kept open every evening till it is quite dusk.  Poor dear aunt, she has often told me how they went out, her husband with his white waterproof coat over his arm, and Ronnie, her youngest brother, singing ‘Bertie, why do you bound?’ as he always did to tease her, because she said it got on her nerves.  Do you know, sometimes on still, quiet evenings like this, I almost get a creepy feeling that they will all walk in through that window – ”

She broke off with a little shudder.  It was a relief to Framton when the aunt bustled into the room with a whirl of apologies for being late in making her appearance.

“I hope Vera has been amusing you?” she said.

“She has been very interesting,” said Framton.

“I hope you don’t mind the open window,” said Mrs. Sappleton briskly; “my husband and brothers will be home directly from shooting, and they always come in this way.  They’ve been out for snipe in the marshes to-day, so they’ll make a fine mess over my poor carpets.  So like you men-folk, isn’t it?”

She rattled on cheerfully about the shooting and the scarcity of birds, and the prospects for duck in the winter.  To Framton it was all purely horrible.  He made a desperate but only partially successful effort to turn the talk on to a less ghastly topic; he was conscious that his hostess was giving him only a fragment of her attention, and her eyes were constantly straying past him to the open window and the lawn beyond.  It was certainly an unfortunate coincidence that he should have paid his visit on this tragic anniversary.

“The doctors agree in ordering me complete rest, an absence of mental excitement, and avoidance of anything in the nature of violent physical exercise,” announced Framton, who laboured under the tolerably widespread delusion that total strangers and chance acquaintances are hungry for the least detail of one’s ailments and infirmities, their cause and cure.  “On the matter of diet they are not so much in agreement,” he continued.

“No?” said Mrs. Sappleton, in a voice which only replaced a yawn at the last moment.  Then she suddenly brightened into alert attention – but not to what Framton was saying.

“Here they are at last!” she cried.  “Just in time for tea, and don’t they look as if they were muddy up to the eyes!”

Framton shivered slightly and turned towards the niece with a look intended to convey sympathetic comprehension.  The child was staring out through the open window with dazed horror in her eyes.  In a chill shock of nameless fear Framton swung round in his seat and looked in the same direction.

In the deepening twilight three figures were walking across the lawn towards the window; they all carried guns under their arms, and one of them was additionally burdened with a white coat hung over his shoulders.  A tired brown spaniel kept close at their heels.  Noiselessly they neared the house, and then a hoarse young voice chanted out of the dusk: “I said, Bertie, why do you bound?”

Framton grabbed wildly at his stick and hat; the hall-door, the gravel-drive, and the front gate were dimly-noted stages in his headlong retreat.  A cyclist coming along the road had to run into the hedge to avoid an imminent collision.

“Here we are, my dear,” said the bearer of the white mackintosh, coming in through the window; “fairly muddy, but most of it’s dry.  Who was that who bolted out as we came up?”

“A most extraordinary man, a Mr. Nuttel,” said Mrs. Sappleton; “could only talk about his illnesses, and dashed off without a word of good-bye or apology when you arrived.  One would think he had seen a ghost.”

“I expect it was the spaniel,” said the niece calmly; “he told me he had a horror of dogs.  He was once hunted into a cemetery somewhere on the banks of the Ganges by a pack of pariah dogs, and had to spend the night in a newly dug grave with the creatures snarling and grinning and foaming just above him.  Enough to make anyone lose their nerve.”

Romance at short notice was her speciality.
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      Poem

      To Sleep ('A flock of sheep that leisurely pass by')

      William Wordsworth, 1807

      
        

A flock of sheep that leisurely pass by,

One after one; the sound of rain, and bees

Murmuring; the fall of rivers, winds and seas,

Smooth fields, white sheets of water, and pure sky;

I've thought of all by turns; and still I lie

Sleepless; and soon the small birds' melodies

Must hear, first uttered from my orchard trees;

And the first Cuckoo's melancholy cry.

Even thus last night, and two nights more, I lay,

And could not win thee, Sleep! by any stealth:

So do not let me wear to-night away:

Without Thee what is all the morning's wealth?

Come, blessed barrier betwixt day and day,

Dear mother of fresh thoughts and joyous health!
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      Essay

      On Quiet and Study (Letter 56)

      Seneca, translated by Richard M. Gummere, c. 64

      
        


LVI. ON QUIET AND STUDY




 Beshrew me if I think anything more requisite than silence for a man who secludes himself in order to study!  Imagine what a variety of noises reverberates about my ears!  I have lodgings right over a bathing establishment.  So picture to yourself the assortment of sounds, which are strong enough to make me hate my very powers of hearing!  When your strenuous gentleman, for example, is exercising himself by flourishing leaden weights; when he is working hard, or else pretends to be working hard, I can hear him grunt; and whenever he releases his imprisoned breath, I can hear him panting in wheezy and high-pitched tones.  Or perhaps I notice some lazy fellow, content with a cheap rubdown, and hear the crack of the pummeling hand on his shoulder, varying in sound according as the hand is laid on flat or hollow.  Then, perhaps, a professional comes along, shouting out the score; that is the finishing touch.   Add to this the arresting of an occasional roysterer or pickpocket, the racket of the man who always likes to hear his own voice in the bathroom, or the enthusiast who plunges into the swimming-tank with unconscionable noise and splashing.  Besides all those whose voices, if nothing else, are good, imagine the hair-plucker with his penetrating, shrill voice,—for purposes of advertisement,—continually giving it vent and never holding his tongue except when he is plucking the armpits and making his victim yell instead.  Then the cake-seller with his varied cries, the sausageman, the confectioner, and all the vendors of food hawking their wares, each with his own distinctive intonation.

 So you say: “What iron nerves or deadened ears, you must have, if your mind can hold out amid so many noises, so various and so discordant, when our friend Chrysippus is brought to his death by the continual good-morrows that greet him!” But I assure you that this racket means no more to me than the sound of waves or falling water; although you will remind me that a certain tribe once moved their city merely because they could not endure the din of a Nile cataract.  Words seem to distract me more than noises; for words demand attention, but noises merely fill the ears and beat upon them.  Among the sounds that din round me without distracting, I include passing carriages, a machinist in the same block, a saw-sharpener near by, or some fellow who is demonstrating with little pipes and flutes at the Trickling Fountain, shouting rather than singing.

 Furthermore, an intermittent noise upsets me more than a steady one.  But by this time I have toughened my nerves against all that sort of thing, so that I can endure even a boatswain marking the time in high-pitched tones for his crew.  For I force my mind to concentrate, and keep it from straying to things outside itself; all outdoors may be bedlam, provided that there is no disturbance within, provided that fear is not wrangling with desire in my breast, provided that meanness and lavishness are not at odds, one harassing the other.  For of what benefit is a quiet neighbourhood, if our emotions are in an uproar?



 ’Twas night, and all the world was lulled to rest.




This is not true; for no real rest can be found when reason has not done the lulling.  Night brings our troubles to the light, rather than banishes them; it merely changes the form of our worries. For even when we seek slumber, our sleepless moments are as harassing as the daytime.  Real tranquillity is the state reached by an unperverted mind when it is relaxed.   Think of the unfortunate man who courts sleep by surrendering his spacious mansion to silence, who, that his ear may be disturbed by no sound, bids the whole retinue of his slaves be quiet and that whoever approaches him shall walk on tiptoe; he tosses from this side to that and seeks a fitful slumber amid his frettings!   He complains that he has heard sounds, when he has not heard them at all.  The reason, you ask?  His soul is in an uproar; it must be soothed, and its rebellious murmuring checked. You need not suppose that the soul is at peace when the body is still. Sometimes quiet means disquiet.  

We must therefore rouse ourselves to action and busy ourselves with interests that are good, as often as we are in the grasp of an uncontrollable sluggishness.   Great generals, when they see that their men are mutinous, check them by some sort of labour or keep them busy with small forays.  The much occupied man has no time for wantonness, and it is an obvious commonplace that the evils of leisure can be shaken off by hard work.  Although people may often have thought that I sought seclusion because I was disgusted with politics and regretted my hapless and thankless position, yet, in the retreat to which apprehension and weariness have driven me, my ambition sometimes develops afresh.  For it is not because my ambition was rooted out that it has abated, but because it was wearied or perhaps even put out of temper by the failure of its plans.   And so with luxury, also, which sometimes seems to have departed, and then when we have made a profession of frugality, begins to fret us and, amid our economies, seeks the pleasures which we have merely left but not condemned.  Indeed, the more stealthily it comes, the greater is its force.  For all unconcealed vices are less serious; a disease also is farther on the road to being cured when it breaks forth from concealment and manifests its power.  So with greed, ambition, and the other evils of the mind,—you may be sure that they do most harm when they are hidden behind a pretence of soundness.

 Men think that we are in retirement, and yet we are not.  For if we have sincerely retired, and have sounded the signal for retreat, and have scorned outward attractions, then, as I remarked above, no outward thing will distract us; no music of men or of birds can interrupt good thoughts, when they have once become steadfast and sure.   The mind which starts at words or at chance sounds is unstable and has not yet withdrawn into itself; it contains within itself an element of anxiety and rooted fear, and this makes one a prey to care, as our Vergil says:




I, whom of yore no dart could cause to flee,

Nor Greeks, with crowded lines of infantry.

Now shake at every sound, and fear the air,

Both for my child and for the load I bear.






 This man in his first state is wise; he blenches neither at the brandished spear, nor at the clashing armour of the serried foe, nor at the din of the stricken city.  This man in his second state lacks knowledge fearing for his own concerns, he pales at every sound; any cry is taken for the battle-shout and overthrows him; the slightest disturbance renders him breathless with fear.  It is the load that makes him afraid.  Select anyone you please from among your favourites of Fortune, trailing their many responsibilities, carrying their many burdens, and you will behold a picture of Vergil’s hero, “fearing both for his child and for the load he bears.”

You may therefore be sure that you are at peace with yourself, when no noise reaches you, when no word shakes you out of yourself, whether it be of flattery or of threat, or merely an empty sound buzzing about you with unmeaning din.  “What then?” you say, “is it not sometimes a simpler matter just to avoid the uproar?” I admit this.  Accordingly, I shall change from my present quarters.  I merely wished to test myself and to give myself practice.  Why need I be tormented any longer, when Ulysses found so simple a cure for his comrades even against the songs of the Sirens?  Farewell.
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      Afterword

      Day Sixty-Six: Nerves

      Seneca spends a whole letter proving that a settled mind can study above a bath-house, through the grunting weight-lifters, the hair-plucker’s yelling customers and the sausage-man’s cries. Then, in his last lines, he announces that he is moving out: “I merely wished to test myself.” Wordsworth has tried every soothing thing he can think of, “I’ve thought of all by turns”, and he is still awake.

      Framton’s doctors order “complete rest, an absence of mental excitement”, and what undoes him isn’t noise at all. It is a girl talking. Seneca knew why: “words demand attention, but noises merely fill the ears”. Vera’s words turn three muddy men and a tired spaniel into the dead, and a hoarse voice singing in the dusk into a ghost’s. Framton becomes Seneca’s frightened man, for whom “any cry is taken for the battle-shout”. The only settled mind in the room belongs to Vera, who tells her next story “calmly”.

      Saki’s own nerves were tested harder. When war came in 1914 he was forty-three, but he joined up as a private soldier and refused a commission. He was killed by a sniper in France in November 1916, sheltering in a shell crater. His last words, as his comrades told it, were “Put that bloody cigarette out!”

    

  
    
      Day Sixty-Seven

      Get rich quick

      30 minutes

      
        Story
        Ukridge's Accident Syndicate
        P. G. Wodehouse · 26 minutes
        Ukridge stops outside a fashionable London wedding to look at the bridegroom, an actor he knew when they were both broke, and explains what the man owes him.
      

      
        Poem
        The Men That Don't Fit In
        Robert W. Service · 2 minutes
        "There's a race of men that don't fit in": the gold-rush poet of "The Cremation of Sam McGee" on the men who are always off after the next big chance.
      

      
        Essay
        Advice to a Young Tradesman
        Benjamin Franklin · 3 minutes
        "Remember that time is money": Franklin, signing himself "an old tradesman", sets out how a young man gets rich.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      Ukridge's Accident Syndicate

      P. G. Wodehouse, 1923

      “Half a minute, laddie,” said Ukridge. And,
gripping my arm, he brought me to a halt
on the outskirts of the little crowd which
had collected about the church door.

It was a crowd such as may be seen any morning during
the London mating-season outside any of the churches
which nestle in the quiet squares between Hyde Park and
the King’s Road, Chelsea.

It consisted of five women of cooklike aspect, four nurse-maids,
half a dozen men of the non-producing class who
had torn themselves away for the moment from their normal
task of propping up the wall of the Bunch of Grapes public-house
on the corner, a costermonger with a barrow of
vegetables, divers small boys, eleven dogs, and two or three
purposeful-looking young fellows with cameras slung over
their shoulders. It was plain that a wedding was in progress—and,
arguing from the presence of the camera-men
and the line of smart motor-cars along the kerb, a fairly
fashionable wedding. What was not plain—to me—was
why Ukridge, sternest of bachelors, had desired to add
himself to the spectators.

“What,” I enquired, “is the thought behind this? Why
are we interrupting our walk to attend the obsequies of
some perfect stranger?”

Ukridge did not reply for a moment. He seemed plunged
in thought. Then he uttered a hollow, mirthless laugh—a
dreadful sound like the last gargle of a dying moose.

“Perfect stranger, my number eleven foot!” he responded,
in his coarse way. “Do you know who it is
who’s getting hitched up in there?”

“Who?”

“Teddy Weeks.”

“Teddy Weeks? Teddy Weeks? Good Lord!” I
exclaimed. “Not really?”

And five years rolled away.

It was at Barolini’s Italian restaurant in Beak Street
that Ukridge evolved his great scheme. Barolini’s was
a favourite resort of our little group of earnest strugglers
in the days when the philanthropic restaurateurs of Soho
used to supply four courses and coffee for a shilling and
sixpence; and there were present that night, besides
Ukridge and myself, the following men-about-town:
Teddy Weeks, the actor, fresh from a six-weeks’ tour with
the Number Three “Only a Shop-Girl” Company; Victor
Beamish, the artist, the man who drew that picture of the
O-So-Eesi Piano-Player in the advertisement pages of the
 Piccadilly Magazine; Bertram Fox, author of Ashes of
Remorse, and other unproduced motion-picture scenarios;
and Robert Dunhill, who, being employed at a salary of
eighty pounds per annum by the New Asiatic Bank, represented
the sober, hard-headed commercial element. As
usual, Teddy Weeks had collared the conversation, and
was telling us once again how good he was and how hardly
treated by a malignant fate.

There is no need to describe Teddy Weeks. Under
another and a more euphonious name he has long since
made his personal appearance dreadfully familiar to all
who read the illustrated weekly papers. He was then, as
now, a sickeningly handsome young man, possessing precisely
the same melting eyes, mobile mouth, and corrugated
hair so esteemed by the theatre-going public to-day. And
yet, at this period of his career he was wasting himself on
minor touring companies of the kind which open at Barrow-in-Furness
and jump to Bootle for the second half of the
week. He attributed this, as Ukridge was so apt to attribute
his own difficulties, to lack of capital.

“I have everything,” he said, querulously, emphasising
his remarks with a coffee-spoon. “Looks, talent, personality,
a beautiful speaking-voice—everything. All I need
is a chance. And I can’t get that because I have no clothes
fit to wear. These managers are all the same, they never
look below the surface, they never bother to find out if a
man has genius. All they go by are his clothes. If I could
afford to buy a couple of suits from a Cork Street tailor, if
I could have my boots made to order by Moykoff instead of
getting them ready-made and second-hand at Moses
Brothers’, if I could once contrive to own a decent hat, a
really good pair of spats, and a gold cigarette-case, all at the
same time, I could walk into any manager’s office in London
and sign up for a West-end production to-morrow.”

It was at this point that Freddie Lunt came in. Freddie,
like Robert Dunhill, was a financial magnate in the making
and an assiduous frequenter of Barolini’s; and it suddenly
occurred to us that a considerable time had passed since
we had last seen him in the place. We enquired the reason
for this aloofness.

“I’ve been in bed,” said Freddie, “for over a fortnight.”

The statement incurred Ukridge’s stern disapproval.
That great man made a practice of never rising before
noon, and on one occasion, when a carelessly-thrown match
had burned a hole in his only pair of trousers, had gone so
far as to remain between the sheets for forty-eight hours;
but sloth on so majestic a scale as this shocked him.

“Lazy young devil,” he commented severely. “Letting
the golden hours of youth slip by like that when you ought
to have been bustling about and making a name for yourself.”

Freddie protested himself wronged by the imputation.

“I had an accident,” he explained. “Fell off my
bicycle and sprained an ankle.”

“Tough luck,” was our verdict.

“Oh, I don’t know,” said Freddie. “It wasn’t bad fun
getting a rest. And of course there was the fiver.”

“What fiver?”

“I got a fiver from the Weekly Cyclist for getting my
ankle sprained.”

“You—what?” cried Ukridge, profoundly stirred—as
ever—by a tale of easy money. “Do you mean to sit there
and tell me that some dashed paper paid you five quid
simply because you sprained your ankle? Pull yourself
together, old horse. Things like that don’t happen.”

“It’s quite true.”

“Can you show me the fiver?”

“No; because if I did you would try to borrow it.”

Ukridge ignored this slur in dignified silence.

“Would they pay a fiver to anyone who sprained his
ankle?” he asked, sticking to the main point.

“Yes. If he was a subscriber.”

“I knew there was a catch in it,” said Ukridge, moodily.

“Lots of weekly papers are starting this wheeze,” proceeded
Freddie. “You pay a year’s subscription and that
entitles you to accident insurance.”

We were interested. This was in the days before every
daily paper in London was competing madly against its
rivals in the matter of insurance and offering princely
bribes to the citizens to make a fortune by breaking their
necks. Nowadays papers are paying as high as two thousand
pounds for a genuine corpse and five pounds a week
for a mere dislocated spine; but at that time the idea was
new and it had an attractive appeal.

“How many of these rags are doing this?” asked Ukridge.
You could tell from the gleam in his eyes that that great
brain was whirring like a dynamo. “As many as ten?”

“Yes, I should think so. Quite ten.”

“Then a fellow who subscribed to them all and then
sprained his ankle would get fifty quid?” said Ukridge,
reasoning acutely.

“More if the injury was more serious,” said Freddie, the
expert. “They have a regular tariff. So much for a
broken arm, so much for a broken leg, and so forth.”

Ukridge’s collar leaped off its stud and his pince-nez
wobbled drunkenly as he turned to us.

“How much money can you blokes raise?” he demanded.

“What do you want it for?” asked Robert Dunhill,
with a banker’s caution.

“My dear old horse, can’t you see? Why, my gosh,
I’ve got the idea of the century. Upon my Sam, this is the
giltest-edged scheme that was ever hatched. We’ll get
together enough money and take out a year’s subscription
for every one of these dashed papers.”

“What’s the good of that?” said Dunhill, coldly unenthusiastic.

They train bank clerks to stifle emotion, so that they will
be able to refuse overdrafts when they become managers.
“The odds are we should none of us have an accident of
any kind, and then the money would be chucked away.”

“Good heavens, ass,” snorted Ukridge, “you don’t suppose
I’m suggesting that we should leave it to chance, do
you? Listen! Here’s the scheme. We take out subscriptions
for all these papers, then we draw lots, and the
fellow who gets the fatal card or whatever it is goes out and
breaks his leg and draws the loot, and we split it up between
us and live on it in luxury. It ought to run into hundreds
of pounds.”

A long silence followed. Then Dunhill spoke again. His
was a solid rather than a nimble mind.

“Suppose he couldn’t break his leg?”

“My gosh!” cried Ukridge, exasperated. “Here we
are in the twentieth century, with every resource of modern
civilisation at our disposal, with opportunities for getting
our legs broken opening about us on every side—and you
ask a silly question like that! Of course he could break
his leg. Any ass can break a leg. It’s a little hard! We’re
all infernally broke—personally, unless Freddie can lend
me a bit of that fiver till Saturday, I’m going to have a
difficult job pulling through. We all need money like the
dickens, and yet, when I point out this marvellous scheme
for collecting a bit, instead of fawning on me for my ready
intelligence you sit and make objections. It isn’t the right
spirit. It isn’t the spirit that wins.”

“If you’re as hard up as that,” objected Dunhill, “how
are you going to put in your share of the pool?”

A pained, almost a stunned, look came into Ukridge’s
eyes. He gazed at Dunhill through his lop-sided pince-nez
as one who speculates as to whether his hearing has deceived
him.

“Me?” he cried. “Me? I like that! Upon my Sam,
that’s rich! Why, damme, if there’s any justice in the
world, if there’s a spark of decency and good feeling in your
bally bosoms, I should think you would let me in free for
suggesting the idea. It’s a little hard! I supply the
brains and you want me to cough up cash as well. My
gosh, I didn’t expect this. This hurts me, by George!
If anybody had told me that an old pal would——”

“Oh, all right,” said Robert Dunhill. “All right, all
right, all right. But I’ll tell you one thing. If you draw
the lot it’ll be the happiest day of my life.”

“I sha’n’t,” said Ukridge. “Something tells me that I
shan’t.”

Nor did he. When, in a solemn silence broken only by
the sound of a distant waiter quarrelling with the cook
down a speaking-tube, we had completed the drawing, the
man of destiny was Teddy Weeks.

I suppose that even in the springtime of Youth, when
broken limbs seems a lighter matter than they become
later in life, it can never be an unmixedly agreeable thing
to have to go out into the public highways and try to
make an accident happen to one. In such circumstances
the reflection that you are thereby benefiting your
friends brings but slight balm. To Teddy Weeks it
appeared to bring no balm at all. That he was experiencing
a certain disinclination to sacrifice himself for the
public good became more and more evident as the days
went by and found him still intact. Ukridge, when he called
upon me to discuss the matter, was visibly perturbed. He
sank into a chair beside the table at which I was beginning
my modest morning meal, and, having drunk half my coffee,
sighed deeply.

“Upon my Sam,” he moaned, “it’s a little disheartening.
I strain my brain to think up schemes for getting us all a
bit of money just at the moment when we are all needing it
most, and when I hit on what is probably the simplest and
yet ripest notion of our time, this blighter Weeks goes and
lets me down by shirking his plain duty. It’s just my
luck that a fellow like that should have drawn the lot. And
the worst of it is, laddie, that, now we’ve started with him,
we’ve got to keep on. We can’t possibly raise enough
money to pay yearly subscriptions for anybody else. It’s
Weeks or nobody.”

“I suppose we must give him time.”

“That’s what he says,” grunted Ukridge, morosely,
helping himself to toast. “He says he doesn’t know how
to start about it. To listen to him, you’d think that going
and having a trifling accident was the sort of delicate and
intricate job that required years of study and special preparation.
Why, a child of six could do it on his head at
five minutes’ notice. The man’s so infernally particular.
You make helpful suggestions, and instead of accepting
them in a broad, reasonable spirit of co-operation he comes
back at you every time with some frivolous objection. He’s
so dashed fastidious. When we were out last night, we
came on a couple of navvies scrapping. Good hefty fellows,
either of them capable of putting him in hospital for a
month. I told him to jump in and start separating them,
and he said no; it was a private dispute which was none
of his business, and he didn’t feel justified in interfering.
Finicky, I call it. I tell you, laddie, this blighter is a broken
reed. He has got cold feet. We did wrong to let him into
the drawing at all. We might have known that a fellow like
that would never give results. No conscience. No sense
of esprit de corps. No notion of putting himself out to the
most trifling extent for the benefit of the community.
Haven’t you any more marmalade, laddie?”

“I have not.”

“Then I’ll be going,” said Ukridge, moodily. “I suppose,”
he added, pausing at the door, “you couldn’t lend
me five bob?”

“How did you guess?”

“Then I’ll tell you what,” said Ukridge, ever fair and
reasonable; “you can stand me dinner to-night.” He
seemed cheered up for the moment by this happy compromise,
but gloom descended on him again. His face
clouded. “When I think,” he said, “of all the money
that’s locked up in that poor faint-hearted fish, just waiting
to be released, I could sob. Sob, laddie, like a little child.
I never liked that man—he has a bad eye and waves his
hair. Never trust a man who waves his hair, old horse.”

Ukridge’s pessimism was not confined to himself. By
the end of a fortnight, nothing having happened to Teddy
Weeks worse than a slight cold which he shook off in a
couple of days, the general consensus of opinion among
his apprehensive colleagues in the Syndicate was that the
situation had become desperate. There were no signs
whatever of any return on the vast capital which we had laid
out, and meanwhile meals had to be bought, landladies paid,
and a reasonable supply of tobacco acquired. It was a
melancholy task in these circumstances to read one’s paper
of a morning.

All over the inhabited globe, so the well-informed sheet
gave one to understand, every kind of accident was happening
every day to practically everybody in existence except
Teddy Weeks. Farmers in Minnesota were getting mixed
up with reaping-machines, peasants in India were being
bisected by crocodiles; iron girders from skyscrapers were
falling hourly on the heads of citizens in every town from
Philadelphia to San Francisco; and the only people who
were not down with ptomaine poisoning were those who
had walked over cliffs, driven motors into walls, tripped
over manholes, or assumed on too slight evidence that the
gun was not loaded. In a crippled world, it seemed, Teddy
Weeks walked alone, whole and glowing with health. It
was one of those grim, ironical, hopeless, grey, despairful
situations which the Russian novelists love to write about,
and I could not find it in me to blame Ukridge for taking
direct action in this crisis. My only regret was that bad
luck caused so excellent a plan to miscarry.

My first intimation that he had been trying to hurry
matters on came when he and I were walking along the
King’s Road one evening, and he drew me into Markham
Square, a dismal backwater where he had once had rooms.

“What’s the idea?” I asked, for I disliked the place.

“Teddy Weeks lives here,” said Ukridge. “In my old
rooms.” I could not see that this lent any fascination to
the place. Every day and in every way I was feeling
sorrier and sorrier that I had been foolish enough to put
money which I could ill spare into a venture which had all
the earmarks of a wash-out, and my sentiments towards
Teddy Weeks were cold and hostile.

“I want to enquire after him.”

“Enquire after him? Why?”

“Well, the fact is, laddie, I have an idea that he has
been bitten by a dog.”

“What makes you think that?”

“Oh, I don’t know,” said Ukridge, dreamily. “I’ve
just got the idea. You know how one gets ideas.”

The mere contemplation of this beautiful event was so
inspiring that for awhile it held me silent. In each of the
ten journals in which we had invested dog-bites were specifically
recommended as things which every subscriber ought
to have. They came about half-way up the list of lucrative
accidents, inferior to a broken rib or a fractured fibula, but
better value than an ingrowing toe-nail. I was gloating
happily over the picture conjured up by Ukridge’s words
when an exclamation brought me back with a start to the
realities of life. A revolting sight met my eyes. Down the
street came ambling the familiar figure of Teddy Weeks, and
one glance at his elegant person was enough to tell us that
our hopes had been built on sand. Not even a toy Pomeranian
had chewed this man.

“Hallo, you fellows!” said Teddy Weeks.

“Hallo!” we responded, dully.

“Can’t stop,” said Teddy Weeks. “I’ve got to fetch a
doctor.”

“A doctor?”

“Yes. Poor Victor Beamish. He’s been bitten by a
dog.”

Ukridge and I exchanged weary glances. It seemed as
if Fate was going out of its way to have sport with us.
What was the good of a dog biting Victor Beamish?
What was the good of a hundred dogs biting Victor Beamish?
A dog-bitten Victor Beamish had no market value whatever.

“You know that fierce brute that belongs to my landlady,”
said Teddy Weeks. “The one that always dashes
out into the area and barks at people who come to the front
door.” I remembered. A large mongrel with wild eyes and
flashing fangs, badly in need of a haircut. I had encountered
it once in the street, when visiting Ukridge, and only
the presence of the latter, who knew it well and to whom all
dogs were as brothers, had saved me from the doom of
Victor Beamish. “Somehow or other he got into my bedroom
this evening. He was waiting there when I came
home. I had brought Beamish back with me, and the
animal pinned him by the leg the moment I opened the
door.”

“Why didn’t he pin you?” asked Ukridge, aggrieved.

“What I can’t make out,” said Teddy Weeks, “is how
on earth the brute came to be in my room. Somebody
must have put him there. The whole thing is very
mysterious.”

“Why didn’t he pin you?” demanded Ukridge again.

“Oh, I managed to climb on to the top of the wardrobe
while he was biting Beamish,” said Teddy Weeks. “And
then the landlady came and took him away. But I can’t
stop here talking. I must go and get that doctor.”

We gazed after him in silence as he tripped down the
street. We noted the careful manner in which he paused
at the corner to eye the traffic before crossing the road, the
wary way in which he drew back to allow a truck to rattle
past.

“You heard that?” said Ukridge, tensely. “He
climbed on to the top of the wardrobe!”

“Yes.”

“And you saw the way he dodged that excellent truck?”

“Yes.”

“Something’s got to be done,” said Ukridge, firmly.
“The man has got to be awakened to a sense of his responsibilities.”

Next day a deputation waited on Teddy Weeks.

Ukridge was our spokesman, and he came to the point
with admirable directness.

“How about it?” asked Ukridge.

“How about what?” replied Teddy Weeks, nervously,
avoiding his accusing eye.

“When do we get action?”

“Oh, you mean that accident business?”

“Yes.”

“I’ve been thinking about that,” said Teddy Weeks.

Ukridge drew the mackintosh which he wore indoors and
out of doors and in all weathers more closely around him.
There was in the action something suggestive of a member of
the Roman Senate about to denounce an enemy of the State.
In just such a manner must Cicero have swished his toga
as he took a deep breath preparatory to assailing Clodius.
He toyed for a moment with the ginger-beer wire which
held his pince-nez in place, and endeavoured without success
to button his collar at the back. In moments of emotion
Ukridge’s collar always took on a sort of temperamental
jumpiness which no stud could restrain.

“And about time you were thinking about it,” he boomed,
sternly.

We shifted appreciatively in our seats, all except Victor
Beamish, who had declined a chair and was standing by
the mantelpiece. “Upon my Sam, it’s about time you
were thinking about it. Do you realise that we’ve invested
an enormous sum of money in you on the distinct understanding
that we could rely on you to do your duty and get
immediate results? Are we to be forced to the conclusion
that you are so yellow and few in the pod as to want to
evade your honourable obligations? We thought better
of you, Weeks. Upon my Sam, we thought better of you.
We took you for a two-fisted, enterprising, big-souled, one
hundred-per-cent. he-man who would stand by his friends
to the finish.”

“Yes, but——”

“Any bloke with a sense of loyalty and an appreciation
of what it meant to the rest of us would have rushed out
and found some means of fulfilling his duty long ago. You
don’t even grasp at the opportunities that come your way.
Only yesterday I saw you draw back when a single step
into the road would have had a truck bumping into you.”

“Well, it’s not so easy to let a truck bump into you.”

“Nonsense. It only requires a little ordinary resolution.
Use your imagination, man. Try to think that a child
has fallen down in the street—a little golden-haired child,”
said Ukridge, deeply affected. “And a dashed great cab
or something comes rolling up. The kid’s mother is standing
on the pavement, helpless, her hands clasped in agony.
‘Dammit,’ she cries, ‘will no one save my darling?’
‘Yes, by George,’ you shout, ‘I will.’ And out you jump
and the thing’s over in half a second. I don’t know what
you’re making such a fuss about.”

“Yes, but——” said Teddy Weeks.

“I’m told, what’s more, it isn’t a bit painful. A sort
of dull shock, that’s all.”

“Who told you that?”

“I forget. Someone.”

“Well, you can tell him from me that he’s an ass,” said
Teddy Weeks, with asperity.

“All right. If you object to being run over by a truck
there are lots of other ways. But, upon my Sam, it’s pretty
hopeless suggesting them. You seem to have no enterprise
at all. Yesterday, after I went to all the trouble to put a
dog in your room, a dog which would have done all the
work for you—all that you had to do was stand still and
let him use his own judgment—what happened? You
climbed on to——”

Victor Beamish interrupted, speaking in a voice husky
with emotion.

“Was it you who put that damned dog in the room?”

“Eh?” said Ukridge. “Why, yes. But we can have
a good talk about all that later on,” he proceeded, hastily.
“The point at the moment is how the dickens we’re going
to persuade this poor worm to collect our insurance money
for us. Why, damme, I should have thought you would
have——”

“All I can say——” began Victor Beamish, heatedly.

“Yes, yes,” said Ukridge; “some other time. Must
stick to business now, laddie. I was saying,” he resumed,
“that I should have thought you would have been as keen
as mustard to put the job through for your own sake.
You’re always beefing that you haven’t any clothes to
impress managers with. Think of all you can buy with your
share of the swag once you have summoned up a little
ordinary determination and seen the thing through. Think
of the suits, the boots, the hats, the spats. You’re always
talking about your dashed career, and how all you need to
land you in a West-end production is good clothes. Well,
here’s your chance to get them.”

His eloquence was not wasted. A wistful look came into
Teddy Weeks’s eye, such a look as must have come into the
eye of Moses on the summit of Pisgah. He breathed
heavily. You could see that the man was mentally walking
along Cork Street, weighing the merits of one famous tailor
against another.

“I’ll tell you what I’ll do,” he said, suddenly. “It’s no
use asking me to put this thing through in cold blood. I
simply can’t do it. I haven’t the nerve. But if you fellows
will give me a dinner to-night with lots of champagne I
think it will key me up to it.”

A heavy silence fell upon the room. Champagne! The
word was like a knell.

“How on earth are we going to afford champagne?”
said Victor Beamish.

“Well, there it is,” said Teddy Weeks. “Take it or
leave it.”

“Gentlemen,” said Ukridge, “it would seem that the
company requires more capital. How about it, old horses?
Let’s get together in a frank, business-like cards-on-the-table
spirit, and see what can be done. I can raise ten
bob.”

“What!” cried the entire assembled company, amazed.
“How?”

“I’ll pawn a banjo.”

“You haven’t got a banjo.”

“No, but George Tupper has, and I know where he
keeps it.”

Started in this spirited way, the subscriptions came
pouring in. I contributed a cigarette-case, Bertram Fox
thought his landlady would let him owe for another week,
Robert Dunhill had an uncle in Kensington who, he fancied,
if tactfully approached, would be good for a quid, and
Victor Beamish said that if the advertisement-manager of
the O-So-Eesi Piano-Player was churlish enough to refuse
an advance of five shillings against future work he misjudged
him sadly. Within a few minutes, in short, the
Lightning Drive had produced the impressive total of two
pounds six shillings, and we asked Teddy Weeks if he
thought that he could get adequately keyed up within the
limits of that sum.

“I’ll try,” said Teddy Weeks.

So, not unmindful of the fact that that excellent
hostelry supplied champagne at eight shillings the
quart bottle, we fixed the meeting for seven o’clock at
Barolini’s.

Considered as a social affair, Teddy Weeks’s keying-up
dinner was not a success. Almost from the start I think
we all found it trying. It was not so much the fact that
he was drinking deeply of Barolini’s eight-shilling champagne
while we, from lack of funds, were compelled to confine
ourselves to meaner beverages; what really marred
the pleasantness of the function was the extraordinary
effect the stuff had on Teddy. What was actually in the
champagne supplied to Barolini and purveyed by him to
the public, such as were reckless enough to drink it, at
eight shillings the bottle remains a secret between its maker
and his Maker; but three glasses of it were enough to
convert Teddy Weeks from a mild and rather oily young
man into a truculent swashbuckler.

He quarrelled with us all. With the soup he was tilting
at Victor Beamish’s theories of Art; the fish found him
ridiculing Bertram Fox’s views on the future of the motion-picture;
and by the time the leg of chicken with dandelion
salad arrived—or, as some held, string salad—opinions
varied on this point—the hell-brew had so wrought on him
that he had begun to lecture Ukridge on his mis-spent life
and was urging him in accents audible across the street to
go out and get a job and thus acquire sufficient self-respect
to enable him to look himself in the face in a mirror without
wincing. Not, added Teddy Weeks with what we all
thought uncalled-for offensiveness, that any amount of self-respect
was likely to do that. Having said which, he called
imperiously for another eight bobs’-worth.

We gazed at one another wanly. However excellent the
end towards which all this was tending, there was no denying
that it was hard to bear. But policy kept us silent.
We recognised that this was Teddy Weeks’s evening and that
he must be humoured. Victor Beamish said meekly that
Teddy had cleared up a lot of points which had been troubling
him for a long time. Bertram Fox agreed that there
was much in what Teddy had said about the future of the
close-up. And even Ukridge, though his haughty soul was
seared to its foundations by the latter’s personal remarks,
promised to take his homily to heart and act upon it at the
earliest possible moment.

“You’d better!” said Teddy Weeks, belligerently, biting
off the end of one of Barolini’s best cigars. “And there’s
another thing—don’t let me hear of your coming and sneaking
people’s socks again.”

“Very well, laddie,” said Ukridge, humbly.

“If there is one person in the world that I despise,” said
Teddy, bending a red-eyed gaze on the offender, “it’s a
snock-seeker—a seek-snocker—a—well, you know what I
mean.”

We hastened to assure him that we knew what he meant
and he relapsed into a lengthy stupor, from which he
emerged three-quarters of an hour later to announce that
he didn’t know what we intended to do, but that he was
going. We said that we were going too, and we paid the
bill and did so.

Teddy Weeks’s indignation on discovering us gathered
about him upon the pavement outside the restaurant was
intense, and he expressed it freely. Among other things,
he said—which was not true—that he had a reputation to
keep up in Soho.

“It’s all right, Teddy, old horse,” said Ukridge, soothingly.
“We just thought you would like to have all your
old pals round you when you did it.”

“Did it? Did what?”

“Why, had the accident.”

Teddy Weeks glared at him truculently. Then his mood
seemed to change abruptly, and he burst into a loud and
hearty laugh.

“Well, of all the silly ideas!” he cried, amusedly. “I’m
not going to have an accident. You don’t suppose I ever
seriously intended to have an accident, do you? It was
just my fun.” Then, with another sudden change of mood,
he seemed to become a victim to an acute unhappiness. He
stroked Ukridge’s arm affectionately, and a tear rolled
down his cheek. “Just my fun,” he repeated. “You
don’t mind my fun, do you?” he asked, pleadingly. “You
like my fun, don’t you? All my fun. Never meant to
have an accident at all. Just wanted dinner.” The gay
humour of it all overcame his sorrow once more. “Funniest
thing ever heard,” he said cordially. “Didn’t want accident,
wanted dinner. Dinner daxident, danner dixident,”
he added, driving home his point. “Well, good night
all,” he said, cheerily. And, stepping off the kerb on
to a banana-skin, was instantly knocked ten feet by a
passing lorry.

“Two ribs and an arm,” said the doctor five minutes
later, superintending the removal proceedings. “Gently
with that stretcher.”

It was two weeks before we were informed by the authorities
of Charing Cross Hospital that the patient was in a
condition to receive visitors. A whip-round secured the
price of a basket of fruit, and Ukridge and I were deputed
by the shareholders to deliver it with their compliments
and kind enquiries.

“Hallo!” we said in a hushed, bedside manner when
finally admitted to his presence.

“Sit down, gentlemen,” replied the invalid.

I must confess even in that first moment to having
experienced a slight feeling of surprise. It was not like
Teddy Weeks to call us gentlemen. Ukridge, however,
seemed to notice nothing amiss.

“Well, well, well,” he said, buoyantly. “And how are
you, laddie? We’ve brought you a few fragments of
fruit.”

“I am getting along capitally,” replied Teddy Weeks,
still in that odd precise way which had made his opening
words strike me as curious. “And I should like to say
that in my opinion England has reason to be proud of the
alertness and enterprise of her great journals. The excellence
of their reading-matter, the ingenuity of their various
competitions, and, above all, the go-ahead spirit which has
resulted in this accident insurance scheme are beyond praise.
Have you got that down?” he enquired.

Ukridge and I looked at each other. We had been told
that Teddy was practically normal again, but this sounded
like delirium.

“Have we got that down, old horse?” asked Ukridge,
gently.

Teddy Weeks seemed surprised.

“Aren’t you reporters?”

“How do you mean, reporters?”

“I thought you had come from one of these weekly
papers that have been paying me insurance money, to
interview me,” said Teddy Weeks.

Ukridge and I exchanged another glance. An uneasy
glance this time. I think that already a grim foreboding
had begun to cast its shadow over us.

“Surely you remember me, Teddy, old horse?” said
Ukridge, anxiously.

Teddy Weeks knit his brow, concentrating painfully.

“Why, of course,” he said at last. “You’re Ukridge,
aren’t you?”

“That’s right. Ukridge.”

“Of course. Ukridge.”

“Yes. Ukridge. Funny your forgetting me!”

“Yes,” said Teddy Weeks. “It’s the effect of the shock
I got when that thing bowled me over. I must have been
struck on the head, I suppose. It has had the effect of
rendering my memory rather uncertain. The doctors here
are very interested. They say it is a most unusual case.
I can remember some things perfectly, but in some ways my
memory is a complete blank.”

“Oh, but I say, old horse,” quavered Ukridge. “I suppose
you haven’t forgotten about that insurance, have you?”

“Oh, no, I remember that.”

Ukridge breathed a relieved sigh.

“I was a subscriber to a number of weekly papers,” went
on Teddy Weeks. “They are paying me insurance money
now.”

“Yes, yes, old horse,” cried Ukridge. “But what I
mean is you remember the Syndicate, don’t you?”

Teddy Weeks raised his eyebrows.

“Syndicate? What Syndicate?”

“Why, when we all got together and put up the money
to pay for the subscriptions to these papers and drew lots,
to choose which of us should go out and have an accident
and collect the money. And you drew it, don’t you
remember?”

Utter astonishment, and a shocked astonishment at that,
spread itself over Teddy Weeks’s countenance. The man
seemed outraged.

“I certainly remember nothing of the kind,” he said,
severely. “I cannot imagine myself for a moment consenting
to become a party to what from your own account
would appear to have been a criminal conspiracy to obtain
money under false pretences from a number of weekly
papers.”

“But, laddie——”

“However,” said Teddy Weeks, “if there is any truth in
this story, no doubt you have documentary evidence to
support it.”

Ukridge looked at me. I looked at Ukridge. There
was a long silence.

“Shift-ho, old horse?” said Ukridge, sadly. “No use
staying on here.”

“No,” I replied, with equal gloom. “May as well go.”

“Glad to have seen you,” said Teddy Weeks, “and
thanks for the fruit.”

The next time I saw the man he was coming out of a
manager’s office in the Haymarket. He had on a new
Homburg hat of a delicate pearl grey, spats to match, and
a new blue flannel suit, beautifully cut, with an invisible red
twill. He was looking jubilant, and; as I passed him, he
drew from his pocket a gold cigarette-case.

It was shortly after that, if you remember, that he
made a big hit as the juvenile lead in that piece at the
Apollo and started on his sensational career as a matinee
idol.

Inside the church the organ had swelled into the familiar
music of the Wedding March. A verger came out and
opened the doors. The five cooks ceased their reminiscences
of other and smarter weddings at which they had participated.
The camera-men unshipped their cameras. The
costermonger moved his barrow of vegetables a pace forward.
A dishevelled and unshaven man at my side uttered
a disapproving growl.

“Idle rich!” said the dishevelled man.

Out of the church came a beauteous being, leading
attached to his arm another being, somewhat less beauteous.

There was no denying the spectacular effect of Teddy
Weeks. He was handsomer than ever. His sleek hair, gorgeously
waved, shone in the sun, his eyes were large and
bright; his lissome frame, garbed in faultless morning-coat
and trousers, was that of an Apollo. But his bride gave
the impression that Teddy had married money. They
paused in the doorway, and the camera-men became active
and fussy.

“Have you got a shilling, laddie?” said Ukridge in a
low, level voice.

“Why do you want a shilling?”

“Old horse,” said Ukridge, tensely, “it is of the
utmost vital importance that I have a shilling here and
now.”

I passed it over. Ukridge turned to the dishevelled man,
and I perceived that he held in his hand a large rich tomato
of juicy and over-ripe appearance.

“Would you like to earn a bob?” Ukridge said.

“Would I!” replied the dishevelled man.

Ukridge sank his voice to a hoarse whisper.

The camera-men had finished their preparations. Teddy
Weeks, his head thrown back in that gallant way which has
endeared him to so many female hearts, was exhibiting
his celebrated teeth. The cooks, in undertones, were making
adverse comments on the appearance of the bride.

“Now, please,” said one of the camera-men.

Over the heads of the crowd, well and truly aimed,
whizzed a large juicy tomato. It burst like a shell full
between Teddy Weeks’s expressive eyes, obliterating them
in scarlet ruin. It spattered Teddy Weeks’s collar, it
dripped on Teddy Weeks’s morning-coat. And the dishevelled
man turned abruptly and raced off down the
street.

Ukridge grasped my arm. There was a look of deep
content in his eyes.

“Shift-ho?” said Ukridge.

Arm-in-arm, we strolled off in the pleasant June sunshine.



      Text from Project Gutenberg.

    

  
    
      Poem

      The Men That Don't Fit In

      Robert W. Service, 1907

      
        

There's a race of men that don't fit in,

 A race that can't stay still;

So they break the hearts of kith and kin,

 And they roam the world at will.

They range the field and they rove the flood,

 And they climb the mountain's crest;

Theirs is the curse of the gypsy blood,

 And they don't know how to rest.



If they just went straight they might go far;

 They are strong and brave and true;

But they're always tired of the things that are,

 And they want the strange and new.

They say: "Could I find my proper groove,

 What a deep mark I would make!"

So they chop and change, and each fresh move

 Is only a fresh mistake.


 And each forgets, as he strips and runs

 With a brilliant, fitful pace,

It's the steady, quiet, plodding ones

 Who win in the lifelong race.

And each forgets that his youth has fled,

 Forgets that his prime is past,

Till he stands one day, with a hope that's dead,

 In the glare of the truth at last.



He has failed, he has failed; he has missed his chance;

 He has just done things by half.

Life's been a jolly good joke on him,

 And now is the time to laugh.

Ha, ha! He is one of the Legion Lost;

 He was never meant to win;

He's a rolling stone, and it's bred in the bone;

 He's a man who won't fit in.








      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Essay

      Advice to a Young Tradesman

      Benjamin Franklin, 1748

      
        
          Remember that time is money. He that can earn 10s. a day by his labour, and goes abroad, or sits idle one half of that day, though he spends but 6d. during his diversion or idleness, ought not to reckon that the only expense; he has really spent, or rather thrown away, 5s. besides.

Remember that credit is money. If a man lets his money lie in my hands after it is due, he gives me the interest, or so much as I can make of it during that time. This amounts to a considerable sum where a man has good and large credit, and makes good use of it.

Remember that money is of a prolific generating nature. Money can beget money, and its offspring can beget more, and so on:—5s. turned is 6s.; turned again it is 7s. 3d.; and so on till it becomes £100. The more there is of it the more it produces every turning, so that the profits rise quicker and quicker. He that kills a breeding sow, destroys all her offspring to the thousandth generation. He that murders a crown, destroys all that it might have produced, even scores of pounds. 
Remember that £6 a-year is but a groat a-day. For this little sum, (which may be daily wasted either in time or expense, unperceived,) a man of credit may on his own security, have the constant possession and use of £100. So much in stock, briskly turned by an industrious man, produces great advantage. 
Remember this saying,—"The good paymaster is lord of another man's purse." He that is known to pay punctually and exactly to the time he promises, may at any time, and on any occasion, raise all the money his friends can spare. This is sometimes of great use. After industry and frugality, nothing contributes more to the raising of a young man in the world, than punctuality and justice in all his dealings; therefore, never keep borrowed money an hour beyond the time you promised, lest a disappointment shut up your friend's purse for ever. 
The most trifling actions that affect a man's credit are to be regarded. The sound of your hammer at five in the morning or nine at night, heard by a creditor, makes him easy six months longer; but if he sees you at a billiard table, or hears your voice at a tavern, when you should be at work, he sends for his money the next day; demands it before he can receive it in a lump.

It shows, besides, that you are mindful of what you owe; it makes you appear a careful as well as an honest man, and that still increases your credit.

Beware of thinking all your own that you possess, and of living accordingly. It is a mistake that many people who have credit fall into. To prevent this, keep an exact account, for some time, both of your expenses and your income. If you take the pains at first to mention particulars, it will have this good effect, you will discover how wonderfully small trifling expenses mount up to large sums, and will discern what might have been, and may for the future be saved, without occasioning any great inconvenience.

In short, the way to wealth, if you desire it, is as plain as the way to market. It depends chiefly on two words, industry and frugality; that is, waste neither time nor money, but make the best use of both. Without industry and frugality nothing will do, and with them every thing. He that gets all he can honestly, and saves all he gets, (necessary expenses excepted,) will certainly become rich—if that Being who governs the world, to whom all should look for a blessing on their honest endeavours doth not, in his wise providence, otherwise determine.



An old Tradesman.






        

      

      Text from Wikisource. This edition leaves out the one-line greeting that opens some printings ("To my friend A. B. As you have desired it of me, I write the following hints").

    

  
    
      Afterword

      Day Sixty-Seven: Get rich quick

      Teddy Weeks and the old tradesman agree on more than you might think. Franklin’s young man has to be seen to work: “The sound of your hammer at five in the morning” keeps his creditor easy, but if he is spotted at a billiard table the creditor wants his money the next day. Credit comes from what people see. Teddy says the same of theatre managers: “All they go by are his clothes.” And he’s right. The day he has the hat, the spats and the gold cigarette-case, he walks out of a manager’s office “looking jubilant”.

      Ukridge, who lives on other people’s shillings and offers to pawn a friend’s banjo, is everything Franklin warns against, and he is Service’s “man who won’t fit in”. Service says “Life’s been a jolly good joke on him”. Yet it is Ukridge who walks away from the wedding with “a look of deep content in his eyes”. Who has the last laugh?

      Neither writer kept to one kind of life. Service had drifted for years round the west of America before he settled down as a bank clerk, like Robert Dunhill, and he was working in a bank in the Yukon when these poems made him rich. Franklin signed himself “An old Tradesman” in 1748, the year he retired from his printing business, at forty-two, to give his time to science and public life. A few years later he was flying a kite in a thunderstorm.
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      Faith and doubt

      21 minutes

      
        Story
        The Spider's Thread
        Ryūnosuke Akutagawa · 5 minutes
        A Buddhist parable in three short scenes, by the author of "Rashōmon".
      

      
        Poem
        Dover Beach
        Matthew Arnold · 2 minutes
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        Essay
        A Free Man's Worship
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        Russell's eloquent case for finding meaning without God.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      The Spider's Thread

      Ryūnosuke Akutagawa, 1918

      
One day the Buddha was sauntering alone on the brink of the lotus pond of Paradise.

The lotus flowers in bloom in the pond were all as white as pearls, and the golden pistils and stamens in their centers ceaselessly filled all the air with ineffable fragrance.

It was morning in Paradise.

Presently the Buddha stood still on the brink of the pond, and through an opening among the leaves which covered the face of the water, suddenly beheld the scene below.

As the floor of Hell lay directly beneath the lotus pond of Paradise, the Sanzu-no-Kawa and Hari-no-Yama were distinctly visible through the crystal water, as through a sterioptiscope.

Then his eye fell on a man named Kandata, who was squirming with the other sinners in the bottom of Hell.

This Kandata was a great robber who had done many evil things, murdering and setting fire to houses, but he had to his credit one good action. Once while on his way through a deep forest, he had noticed a little spider creeping along beside the road.

So quickly lifting his foot, he was about to trample it to death, when he suddenly thought, “No, no, as small as this thing is, it, too, has a soul: it would be rather a shame to recklessly kill it,” and spared the spider’s life.

As he looked down into Hell, the Buddha remembered how this Kandata had spared the spider’s life. And in return for that good deed, he thought, if possible, he would like to deliver him out of Hell. Fortunately when he looked around, he saw a spider of Paradise spinning a beautiful silvery thread on the halcyon-colored lotus leaves.

The Buddha quietly took up the spider’s thread in his hand. And he let it straight down to the bottom of Hell far below through the opening among the pearly white lotus flowers.

II

Here Kandata was rising and sinking with the other sinners in the Pond of Blood on the floor of Hell.

It was pitch black everywhere, and when sometimes a glimpse was caught of something rising from that darkness, it turned out to be the gleam of the needle of the dread Hari-no-Yama, so it was inexpressibly forbidding. Moreover the stillness of the grave reigned everywhere, and the only thing that could at times be heard was the faint sighing of the sinners.

This was because such sinners as had come down to this spot had already been tired out by the other manifold tortures of Hell and had lost even the strength to cry aloud.

So, great robber though he was, Kandata, also suffocated with the blood, could do nothing but struggle in the pond like a dying frog.

But his time came. One day when Kandata lifted his head by chance and looked up at the sky above the Pond of Blood, he saw a silver spider’s thread slipping down toward him from the high, high heavens, glittering slightly in the silent darkness just as if it feared the eyes of man.

When he saw this, his hands clapped themselves for joy. If, clinging to this thread, he climbed as far as it went, he could surely escape from Hell.

Nay, if all went well, he might even enter Paradise. Then he would never be driven on to Hari-no-Yama nor sunk in the Pond of Blood.

As soon as these thoughts came into his mind, he grasped the thread tightly in his two hands and began to climb up and up with all his might.

Because he was a great robber, he had long been thoroughly familiar with such things.

But Hell is nobody-knows-how-many myriads of miles removed from Paradise and, strive as he might, he could not easily get out. After climbing for a while, he was finally exhausted and could not ascend an inch higher.

So since he could do nothing else, he stopped to rest and, hanging to the thread, looked far, far down below him. Now since he had climbed with all his might, the Pond of Blood where he had just been was already, much to his surprise, hidden deep down in the darkness. And the dread Hari-no-Yama glittered dimly under him. If he went up at this rate, he might get out of Hell more easily than he had thought.

With his hand twisted into the spider’s thread, Kandata laughed and cried out in a voice such as he had not uttered during all the years since coming here, “Success! Success!”

But suddenly he noticed that below on the thread countless sinners were climbing eagerly after him, up and up, just like a procession of ants.

When he saw this, Kandata simply blinked his eyes for a moment, with his big mouth hanging foolishly open in surprise and terror.

How could that slender spider’s thread, which seemed as if it must break even with him alone, ever support the weight of all those people?

If it should break in midair, even he himself, after all his effort in reaching this spot, would have to fall headlong back into Hell. It would be terrible if such a thing happened.

But meanwhile hundreds and thousands of sinners were squirming out of the dark Pond of Blood and climbing with all their might in a line up the slender glittering thread. If he did not do something quickly, the thread was sure to break in two and fall. So Kandata cried out in a loud voice,

“Here, you sinners! This spider’s thread is mine. Who on earth gave you permission to come up it? Get down! Get down!”

Just at that moment, the spider’s thread, which had shown no sign of breaking up to that time, suddenly broke with a snap at the point where Kandata was hanging.

So he was helpless. Without time to utter a cry, he shot down and fell headlong into the darkness, spinning swiftly round and round like a top.

Afterwards, only the spider’s thread of Paradise, glittering and slender, hung short in the moonless and starless sky.

III

Standing on the brink of the Lotus Pond of Paradise, the Buddha watched closely all that happened, and when Kandata sank like a stone to the bottom of the Pond of Blood, he began to saunter again with a sad expression on his face.

Doubtless Kandata’s cold heart that would have saved only himself from Hell and his having received proper punishment and fallen back into Hell, had appeared to the Buddha’s eyes most pitiful. But the lotuses in the lotus pond of Paradise cared nothing at all about such things.

The pearly white flowers were swaying about the Buddha’s feet. As they swayed, from the golden pistils in their centers, their ineffable fragrance ceaselessly filled all the air.

It was near noon in Paradise.
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      Poem

      Dover Beach

      Matthew Arnold, 1867

      
        


DOVER BEACH.





The sea is calm to-night.

The tide is full, the moon lies fair

Upon the straits; on the French coast, the light

Gleams and is gone; the cliffs of England stand,

Glimmering and vast, out in the tranquil bay.
 Come to the window, sweet is the night-air!

Only, from the long line of spray

Where the sea meets the moon-blanched sand,

Listen! you hear the grating roar

Of pebbles which the waves draw back, and fling,

At their return, up the high strand,

Begin and cease, and then again begin,

With tremulous cadence slow, and bring

The eternal note of sadness in.



Sophocles long ago

Heard it on the Ægean, and it brought

Into his mind the turbid ebb and flow

Of human misery: we

Find also in the sound a thought,

Hearing it by this distant northern sea.



The sea of faith

Was once, too, at the full, and round earth's shore

Lay like the folds of a bright girdle furled.

But now I only hear

Its melancholy, long, withdrawing roar,

Retreating, to the breath

Of the night-wind, down the vast edges drear

And naked shingles of the world.



Ah, love, let us be true

To one another! for the world, which seems

To lie before us like a land of dreams,

So various, so beautiful, so new,

Hath really neither joy, nor love, nor light,

Nor certitude, nor peace, nor help for pain;

And we are here as on a darkling plain

Swept with confused alarms of struggle and flight,

Where ignorant armies clash by night.








      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Essay

      A Free Man's Worship

      Bertrand Russell, 1903

      
        
To Dr. Faustus in his study Mephistopheles told the history of the Creation, saying:

"The endless praises of the choirs of angels had begun to grow wearisome; for, after all, did he not deserve their praise? Had he not given them endless joy? Would it not be more amusing to obtain undeserved praise, to be worshipped by beings whom he tortured? He smiled inwardly, and resolved that the great drama should be performed.

"For countless ages the hot nebula whirled aimlessly through space. At length it began to take shape, the central mass threw off planets, the planets cooled, boiling seas and burning mountains heaved and tossed, from black masses of cloud hot sheets of rain deluged the barely solid crust. And now the first germ of life grew in the depths of the ocean, and developed rapidly in the fructifying warmth into vast forest trees, huge ferns springing from the damp mould, sea monsters breeding, fighting, devouring, and passing away. And from the monsters, as the play unfolded itself, Man was born, with the power of thought, the knowledge of good and evil, and the cruel thirst for worship. And Man saw that all is passing in this mad, monstrous world, that all is struggling to snatch, at any cost, a few brief moments of life before Death's inexorable decree. And Man said: 'There is a hidden purpose, could we but fathom it, and the purpose is good; for we must reverence something, and in the visible world there is nothing worthy of reverence.' And Man stood aside from the struggle, resolving that God intended harmony to come out of chaos by human efforts. And when he followed the instincts which God had transmitted to him from his ancestry of beasts of prey, he called it Sin, and asked God to forgive him. But he doubted whether he could be justly forgiven, until he invented a divine Plan by which God's wrath was to have been appeased. And seeing the present was bad, he made it yet worse, that thereby the future might be better. And he gave God thanks for the strength that enabled him to forgo even the joys that were possible. And God smiled; and when he saw that Man had become perfect in renunciation and worship, he sent another sun through the sky, which crashed into Man's sun; and all returned again to nebula.

"'Yes,' he murmured, 'it was a good play; I will have it performed again.'"

Such, in outline, but even more purposeless, more void of meaning, is the world which Science presents for our belief. Amid such a world, if anywhere, our ideals henceforward must find a home. That Man is the product of causes which had no prevision of the end they were achieving; that his origin, his growth, his hopes and fears, his loves and his beliefs, are but the outcome of accidental collocations of atoms; that no fire, no heroism, no intensity of thought and feeling, can preserve an individual life beyond the grave; that all the labours of the ages, all the devotion, all the inspiration, all the noonday brightness of human genius, are destined to extinction in the vast death of the solar system, and that the whole temple of Man's achievement must inevitably be buried beneath the debris of a universe in ruins -- all these things, if not quite beyond dispute, are yet so nearly certain, that no philosophy which rejects them can hope to stand. Only within the scaffolding of these truths, only on the firm foundation of unyielding despair, can the soul's habitation henceforth be safely built.

How, in such an alien and inhuman world, can so powerless a creature as Man preserve his aspirations untarnished? A strange mystery it is that Nature, omnipotent but blind, in the revolutions of her secular hurryings through the abysses of space, has brought forth at last a child, subject still to her power, but gifted with sight, with knowledge of good and evil, with the capacity of judging all the works of his unthinking Mother. In spite of Death, the mark and seal of the parental control, Man is yet free, during his brief years, to examine, to criticise, to know, and in imagination to create. To him alone, in the world with which he is acquainted, this freedom belongs; and in this lies his superiority to the resistless forces that control his outward life.

The savage, like ourselves, feels the oppression of his impotence before the powers of Nature; but having in himself nothing that he respects more than Power, he is willing to prostrate himself before his gods, without inquiring whether they are worthy of his worship. Pathetic and very terrible is the long history of cruelty and torture, of degradation and human sacrifice, endured in the hope of placating the jealous gods: surely, the trembling believer thinks, when what is most precious has been freely given, their lust for blood must be appeased, and more will not be required. The religion of Moloch -- as such creeds may be generically called -- is in essence the cringing submission of the slave, who dare not, even in his heart, allow the thought that his master deserves no adulation. Since the independence of ideals is not yet acknowledged, Power may be freely worshipped, and receive an unlimited respect, despite its wanton infliction of pain.

But gradually, as morality grows bolder, the claim of the ideal world begins to be felt; and worship, if it is not to cease, must be given to gods of another kind than those created by the savage. Some, though they feel the demands of the ideal, will still consciously reject them, still urging that naked Power is worthy of worship. Such is the attitude inculcated in God's answer to Job out of the whirlwind: the divine power and knowledge are paraded, but of the divine goodness there is no hint. Such also is the attitude of those who, in our own day, base their morality upon the struggle for survival, maintaining that the survivors are necessarily the fittest. But others, not content with an answer so repugnant to the moral sense, will adopt the position which we have become accustomed to regard as specially religious, maintaining that, in some hidden manner, the world of fact is really harmonious with the world of ideals. Thus Man creates God, all-powerful and all-good, the mystic unity of what is and what should be.

But the world of fact, after all, is not good; and, in submitting our judgment to it, there is an element of slavishness from which our thoughts must be purged. For in all things it is well to exalt the dignity of Man, by freeing him as far as possible from the tyranny of non-human Power. When we have realised that Power is largely bad, that man, with his knowledge of good and evil, is but a helpless atom in a world which has no such knowledge, the choice is again presented to us: Shall we worship Force, or shall we worship Goodness? Shall our God exist and be evil, or shall he be recognised as the creation of our own conscience?

The answer to this question is very momentous, and affects profoundly our whole morality. The worship of Force, to which Carlyle and Nietzsche and the creed of Militarism have accustomed us, is the result of failure to maintain our own ideals against a hostile universe: it is itself a prostrate submission to evil, a sacrifice of our best to Moloch. If strength indeed is to be respected, let us respect rather the strength of those who refuse that false "recognition of facts" which fails to recognise that facts are often bad. Let us admit that, in the world we know, there are many things that would be better otherwise, and that the ideals to which we do and must adhere are not realised in the realm of matter. Let us preserve our respect for truth, for beauty, for the ideal of perfection which life does not permit us to attain, though none of these things meet with the approval of the unconscious universe. If Power is bad, as it seems to be, let us reject it from our hearts. In this lies Man's true freedom: in determination to worship only the God created by our own love of the good, to respect only the heaven which inspires the insight of our best moments. In action, in desire, we must submit perpetually to the tyranny of outside forces; but in thought, in aspiration, we are free, free from our fellow-men, free from the petty planet on which our bodies impotently crawl, free even, while we live, from the tyranny of death. Let us learn, then, that energy of faith which enables us to live constantly in the vision of the good; and let us descend, in action, into the world of fact, with that vision always before us.

When first the opposition of fact and ideal grows fully visible, a spirit of fiery revolt, of fierce hatred of the gods, seems necessary to the assertion of freedom. To defy with Promethean constancy a hostile universe, to keep its evil always in view, always actively hated, to refuse no pain that the malice of Power can invent, appears to be the duty of all who will not bow before the inevitable. But indignation is still a bondage, for it compels our thoughts to be occupied with an evil world; and in the fierceness of desire from which rebellion springs there is a kind of self-assertion which it is necessary for the wise to overcome. Indignation is a submission of our thoughts, but not of our desires; the Stoic freedom in which wisdom consists is found in the submission of our desires, but not of our thoughts. From the submission of our desires springs the virtue of resignation; from the freedom of our thoughts springs the whole world of art and philosophy, and the vision of beauty by which, at last, we half reconquer the reluctant world. But the vision of beauty is possible only to unfettered contemplation, to thoughts not weighted by the load of eager wishes; and thus Freedom comes only to those who no longer ask of life that it shall yield them any of those personal goods that are subject to the mutations of Time.

Although the necessity of renunciation is evidence of the existence of evil, yet Christianity, in preaching it, has shown a wisdom exceeding that of the Promethean philosophy of rebellion. It must be admitted that, of the things we desire, some, though they prove impossible, are yet real goods; others, however, as ardently longed for, do not form part of a fully purified ideal. The belief that what must be renounced is bad, though sometimes false, is far less often false than untamed passion supposes; and the creed of religion, by providing a reason for proving that it is never false, has been the means of purifying our hopes by the discovery of many austere truths.

But there is in resignation a further good element: even real goods, when they are unattainable, ought not to be fretfully desired. To every man comes, sooner or later, the great renunciation. For the young, there is nothing unattainable; a good thing desired with the whole force of a passionate will, and yet impossible, is to them not credible. Yet, by death, by illness, by poverty, or by the voice of duty, we must learn, each one of us, that the world was not made for us, and that, however beautiful may be the things we crave, Fate may nevertheless forbid them. It is the part of courage, when misfortune comes, to bear without repining the ruin of our hopes, to turn away our thoughts from vain regrets. This degree of submission to Power is not only just and right: it is the very gate of wisdom.

But passive renunciation is not the whole of wisdom; for not by renunciation alone can we build a temple for the worship of our own ideals. Haunting foreshadowings of the temple appear in the realm of imagination, in music, in architecture, in the untroubled kingdom of reason, and in the golden sunset magic of lyrics, where beauty shines and glows, remote from the touch of sorrow, remote from the fear of change, remote from the failures and disenchantments of the world of fact. In the contemplation of these things the vision of heaven will shape itself in our hearts, giving at once a touchstone to judge the world about us, and an inspiration by which to fashion to our needs whatever is not incapable of serving as a stone in the sacred temple.

Except for those rare spirits that are born without sin, there is a cavern of darkness to be traversed before that temple can be entered. The gate of the cavern is despair, and its floor is paved with the gravestones of abandoned hopes. There Self must die; there the eagerness, the greed of untamed desire must be slain, for only so can the soul be freed from the empire of Fate. But out of the cavern the Gate of Renunciation leads again to the daylight of wisdom, by whose radiance a new insight, a new joy, a new tenderness, shine forth to gladden the pilgrim's heart.

When, without the bitterness of impotent rebellion, we have learnt both to resign ourselves to the outward rules of Fate and to recognise that the non-human world is unworthy of our worship, it becomes possible at last so to transform and refashion the unconscious universe, so to transmute it in the crucible of imagination, that a new image of shining gold replaces the old idol of clay. In all the multiform facts of the world -- in the visual shapes of trees and mountains and clouds, in the events of the life of man, even in the very omnipotence of Death -- the insight of creative idealism can find the reflection of a beauty which its own thoughts first made. In this way mind asserts its subtle mastery over the thoughtless forces of Nature. The more evil the material with which it deals, the more thwarting to untrained desire, the greater is its achievement in inducing the reluctant rock to yield up its hidden treasures, the prouder its victory in compelling the opposing forces to swell the pageant of its triumph. Of all the arts, Tragedy is the proudest, the most triumphant; for it builds its shining citadel in the very centre of the enemy's country, on the very summit of his highest mountain; from its impregnable watchtowers, his camps and arsenals, his columns and forts, are all revealed; within its walls the free life continues, while the legions of Death and Pain and Despair, and all the servile captains of tyrant Fate, afford the burghers of that dauntless city new spectacles of beauty. Happy those sacred ramparts, thrice happy the dwellers on that all-seeing eminence. Honour to those brave warriors who, through countless ages of warfare, have preserved for us the priceless heritage of liberty, and have kept undefiled by sacrilegious invaders the home of the unsubdued.

But the beauty of Tragedy does but make visible a quality which, in more or less obvious shapes, is present always and everywhere in life. In the spectacle of Death, in the endurance of intolerable pain, and in the irrevocableness of a vanished past, there is a sacredness, an overpowering awe, a feeling of the vastness, the depth, the inexhaustible mystery of existence, in which, as by some strange marriage of pain, the sufferer is bound to the world by bonds of sorrow. In these moments of insight, we lose all eagerness of temporary desire, all struggling and striving for petty ends, all care for the little trivial things that, to a superficial view, make up the common life of day by day; we see, surrounding the narrow raft illumined by the flickering light of human comradeship, the dark ocean on whose rolling waves we toss for a brief hour; from the great night without, a chill blast breaks in upon our refuge; all the loneliness of humanity amid hostile forces is concentrated upon the individual soul, which must struggle alone, with what of courage it can command, against the whole weight of a universe that cares nothing for its hopes and fears. Victory, in this struggle with the powers of darkness, is the true baptism into the glorious company of heroes, the true initiation into the overmastering beauty of human existence. From that awful encounter of the soul with the outer world, enunciation, wisdom, and charity are born; and with their birth a new life begins. To take into the inmost shrine of the soul the irresistible forces whose puppets we seem to be -- Death and change, the irrevocableness of the past, and the powerlessness of Man before the blind hurry of the universe from vanity to vanity -- to feel these things and know them is to conquer them.

This is the reason why the Past has such magical power. The beauty of its motionless and silent pictures is like the enchanted purity of late autumn, when the leaves, though one breath would make them fall, still glow against the sky in golden glory. The Past does not change or strive; like Duncan, after life's fitful fever it sleeps well; what was eager and grasping, what was petty and transitory, has faded away, the things that were beautiful and eternal shine out of it like stars in the night. Its beauty, to a soul not worthy of it, is unendurable; but to a soul which has conquered Fate it is the key of religion.

The life of Man, viewed outwardly, is but a small thing in comparison with the forces of Nature. The slave is doomed to worship Time and Fate and Death, because they are greater than anything he finds in himself, and because all his thoughts are of things which they devour. But, great as they are, to think of them greatly, to feel their passionless splendour, is greater still. And such thought makes us free men; we no longer bow before the inevitable in Oriental subjection, but we absorb it, and make it a part of ourselves. To abandon the struggle for private happiness, to expel all eagerness of temporary desire, to burn with passion for eternal things -- this is emancipation, and this is the free man's worship. And this liberation is effected by a contemplation of Fate; for Fate itself is subdued by the mind which leaves nothing to be purged by the purifying fire of Time.

United with his fellow-men by the strongest of all ties, the tie of a common doom, the free man finds that a new vision is with him always, shedding over every daily task the light of love. The life of Man is a long march through the night, surrounded by invisible foes, tortured by weariness and pain, towards a goal that few can hope to reach, and where none may tarry long. One by one, as they march, our comrades vanish from our sight, seized by the silent orders of omnipotent Death. Very brief is the time in which we can help them, in which their happiness or misery is decided. Be it ours to shed sunshine on their path, to lighten their sorrows by the balm of sympathy, to give them the pure joy of a never-tiring affection, to strengthen failing courage, to instil faith in hours of despair. Let us not weigh in grudging scales their merits and demerits, but let us think only of their need -- of the sorrows, the difficulties, perhaps the blindnesses, that make the misery of their lives; let us remember that they are fellow-sufferers in the same darkness, actors in the same tragedy as ourselves. And so, when their day is over, when their good and their evil have become eternal by the immortality of the past, be it ours to feel that, where they suffered, where they failed, no deed of ours was the cause; but wherever a spark of the divine fire kindled in their hearts, we were ready with encouragement, with sympathy, with brave words in which high courage glowed.

Brief and powerless is Man's life; on him and all his race the slow, sure doom falls pitiless and dark. Blind to good and evil, reckless of destruction, omnipotent matter rolls on its relentless way; for Man, condemned to-day to lose his dearest, to-morrow himself to pass through the gate of darkness, it remains only to cherish, ere yet the blow falls, the lofty thoughts that ennoble his little day; disdaining the coward terrors of the slave of Fate, to worship at the shrine that his own hands have built; undismayed by the empire of chance, to preserve a mind free from the wanton tyranny that rules his outward life; proudly defiant of the irresistible forces that tolerate, for a moment, his knowledge and his condemnation, to sustain alone, a weary but unyielding Atlas, the world that his own ideals have fashioned despite the trampling march of unconscious power.
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      Afterword

      Day Sixty-Eight: Faith and doubt

      Only one person in Akutagawa’s Paradise minds what happens to Kandata, and the Buddha walks on “with a sad expression on his face”. The lotuses “cared nothing at all about such things”, and the story ends as calmly as it began: “It was near noon in Paradise.” Russell’s universe “cares nothing for its hopes and fears” either, and Arnold’s world “Hath really neither joy, nor love, nor light”. Both find only one thing to set against it. “Ah, love, let us be true / To one another!” says Arnold. Russell asks us to see everyone as “fellow-sufferers in the same darkness”, and to “think only of their need”.

      Kandata, in the darkest place of all, is surrounded by fellow-sufferers, and what he says to them is “This spider’s thread is mine.” The thread has held all those climbers until that moment. Then it breaks “at the point where Kandata was hanging”.

      Akutagawa wrote the story in 1918 for Red Bird, a new magazine for children. He took his plot from an American book: Paul Carus, a German-born editor in Illinois, had told a version in his Buddhist tale Karma, and the young D. T. Suzuki, later the man who did most to make Zen known in the West, had put it into Japanese.

    

  
    
      Day Sixty-Nine

      In the woods

      15 minutes

      
        Story
        Biryuk
        Ivan Turgenev · 12 minutes
        Caught in a storm while out hunting, the narrator is taken home by the forester the peasants call 'the wolf', a man no thief can get past.
      

      
        Poem
        Lights Out
        Edward Thomas · 1 minute
        One of Edward Thomas's last poems, written shortly before he left for France: the forest at the borders of sleep.
      

      
        Essay
        The Old Drunkard's Pavilion
        Ouyang Xiu · 2 minutes
        A Song-dynasty governor in exile describes the wooded hills where he drinks with his guests, and why he calls himself the Old Drunkard.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      Biryuk

      Ivan Turgenev, translated by Constance Garnett, 1848

      I was coming back from hunting one evening alone in a racing droshky. I
was six miles from home; my good trotting mare galloped bravely along
the dusty road, pricking up her ears with an occasional snort; my weary
dog stuck close to the hind-wheels, as though he were fastened there. A
tempest was coming on. In front, a huge, purplish storm-cloud slowly
rose from behind the forest; long grey rain-clouds flew over my head
and to meet me; the willows stirred and whispered restlessly. The
suffocating heat changed suddenly to a damp chilliness; the darkness
rapidly thickened. I gave the horse a lash with the reins, descended a
steep slope, pushed across a dry water-course overgrown with brushwood,
mounted the hill, and drove into the forest. The road ran before me,
bending between thick hazel bushes, now enveloped in darkness; I
advanced with difficulty. The droshky jumped up and down over the hard
roots of the ancient oaks and limes, which were continually intersected
by deep ruts—the tracks of cart wheels; my horse began to stumble. A
violent wind suddenly began to roar overhead; the trees blustered; big
drops of rain fell with slow tap and splash on the leaves; there came a
flash of lightning and a clap of thunder. The rain fell in torrents. I
went on a step or so, and soon was forced to stop; my horse foundered;
I could not see an inch before me. I managed to take refuge somehow in
a spreading bush. Crouching down and covering my face, I waited
patiently for the storm to blow over, when suddenly, in a flash of
lightning, I saw a tall figure on the road. I began to stare intently
in that direction—the figure seemed to have sprung out of the ground
near my droshky.

'Who's that?' inquired a ringing voice.

'Why, who are you?'

'I'm the forester here.'

I mentioned my name.

'Oh, I know! Are you on your way home?'

'Yes. But, you see, in such a storm….'

'Yes, there is a storm,' replied the voice.

A pale flash of lightning lit up the forester from head to foot; a
brief crashing clap of thunder followed at once upon it. The rain
lashed with redoubled force.

'It won't be over just directly,' the forester went on.

'What's to be done?'

'I'll take you to my hut, if you like,' he said abruptly.

'That would be a service.'

'Please to take your seat'

He went up to the mare's head, took her by the bit, and pulled her up.
We set off. I held on to the cushion of the droshky, which rocked 'like
a boat on the sea,' and called my dog. My poor mare splashed with
difficulty through the mud, slipped and stumbled; the forester hovered
before the shafts to right and to left like a ghost. We drove rather a
long while; at last my guide stopped. 'Here we are home, sir,' he
observed in a quiet voice. The gate creaked; some puppies barked a
welcome. I raised my head, and in a flash of lightning I made out a
small hut in the middle of a large yard, fenced in with hurdles. From
the one little window there was a dim light. The forester led his horse
up to the steps and knocked at the door. 'Coming, coming!' we heard in
a little shrill voice; there was the patter of bare feet, the bolt
creaked, and a girl of twelve, in a little old smock tied round the
waist with list, appeared in the doorway with a lantern in her hand.

'Show the gentleman a light,' he said to her 'and I will put your
droshky in the shed.'

The little girl glanced at me, and went into the hut. I followed her.

The forester's hut consisted of one room, smoky, low-pitched, and
empty, without curtains or partition. A tattered sheepskin hung on the
wall. On the bench lay a single-barrelled gun; in the corner lay a heap
of rags; two great pots stood near the oven. A pine splinter was
burning on the table flickering up and dying down mournfully. In the
very middle of the hut hung a cradle, suspended from the end of a long
horizontal pole. The little girl put out the lantern, sat down on a
tiny stool, and with her right hand began swinging the cradle, while
with her left she attended to the smouldering pine splinter. I looked
round—my heart sank within me: it's not cheering to go into a
peasant's hut at night. The baby in the cradle breathed hard and fast.

'Are you all alone here?' I asked the little girl.

'Yes,' she uttered, hardly audibly.

'You're the forester's daughter?'

'Yes,' she whispered.

The door creaked, and the forester, bending his head, stepped across
the threshold. He lifted the lantern from the floor, went up to the
table, and lighted a candle.

'I dare say you're not used to the splinter light?' said he, and he
shook back his curls.

I looked at him. Rarely has it been my fortune to behold such a comely
creature. He was tall, broad-shouldered, and in marvellous proportion.
His powerful muscles stood out in strong relief under his wet homespun
shirt. A curly, black beard hid half of his stern and manly face; small
brown eyes looked out boldly from under broad eyebrows which met in the
middle. He stood before me, his arms held lightly akimbo.

I thanked him, and asked his name.

'My name's Foma,' he answered, 'and my nickname's Biryuk' (i.e.
wolf). [Footnote: The name Biryuk is used in the Orel province to
denote a solitary, misanthropic man.—Author's Note.]

'Oh, you're Biryuk.'

I looked with redoubled curiosity at him. From my Yermolaï and others I
had often heard stories about the forester Biryuk, whom all the
peasants of the surrounding districts feared as they feared fire.
According to them there had never been such a master of his business in
the world before. 'He won't let you carry off a handful of brushwood;
he'll drop upon you like a fall of snow, whatever time it may be, even
in the middle of the night, and you needn't think of resisting
him—he's strong, and cunning as the devil…. And there's no getting
at him anyhow; neither by brandy nor by money; there's no snare he'll
walk into. More than once good folks have planned to put him out of the
world, but no—it's never come off.'

That was how the neighbouring peasants spoke of Biryuk.

'So you're Biryuk,' I repeated; 'I've heard talk of you, brother. They
say you show no mercy to anyone.'

'I do my duty,' he answered grimly; 'it's not right to eat the master's
bread for nothing.'

He took an axe from his girdle and began splitting splinters.

'Have you no wife?' I asked him.

'No,' he answered, with a vigorous sweep of the axe.

'She's dead, I suppose?'

'No … yes … she's dead,' he added, and turned away. I was silent;
he raised his eyes and looked at me.

'She ran away with a travelling pedlar,' he brought out with a bitter
smile. The little girl hung her head; the baby waked up and began
crying; the little girl went to the cradle. 'There, give it him,' said
Biryuk, thrusting a dirty feeding-bottle into her hand. 'Him, too, she
abandoned,' he went on in an undertone, pointing to the baby. He went
up to the door, stopped, and turned round.

'A gentleman like you,' he began, 'wouldn't care for our bread, I dare
say, and except bread, I've—'

'I'm not hungry.'

'Well, that's for you to say. I would have heated the samovar, but I've
no tea…. I'll go and see how your horse is getting on.'

He went out and slammed the door. I looked round again, the hut struck
me as more melancholy than ever. The bitter smell of stale smoke choked
my breathing unpleasantly. The little girl did not stir from her place,
and did not raise her eyes; from time to time she jogged the cradle,
and timidly pulled her slipping smock up on to shoulder; her bare legs
hung motionless.

'What's your name?' I asked her.

'Ulita,' she said, her mournful little face drooping more than ever.

The forester came in and sat down on the bench.

'The storm 's passing over,' he observed, after a brief silence; 'if
you wish it, I will guide you out of the forest.'

I got up; Biryuk took his gun and examined the firepan.

'What's that for?' I inquired.

'There's mischief in the forest…. They're cutting a tree down on

Mares' Ravine,' he added, in reply to my look of inquiry.



'Could you hear it from here?'

'I can hear it outside.'

We went out together. The rain had ceased. Heavy masses of storm-cloud
were still huddled in the distance; from time to time there were long
flashes of lightning; but here and there overhead the dark blue sky was
already visible; stars twinkled through the swiftly flying clouds. The
outline of the trees, drenched with rain, and stirred by the wind,
began to stand out in the darkness. We listened. The forester took off
his cap and bent his head…. 'Th … there!' he said suddenly, and he
stretched out his hand: 'see what a night he's pitched on.' I had heard
nothing but the rustle of the leaves. Biryuk led the mare out of the
shed. 'But, perhaps,' he added aloud, 'this way I shall miss him.'
'I'll go with you … if you like?' 'Certainly,' he answered, and he
backed the horse in again; 'we'll catch him in a trice, and then I'll
take you. Let's be off.' We started, Biryuk in front, I following him.
Heaven only knows how he found out his way, but he only stopped once or
twice, and then merely to listen to the strokes of the axe. 'There,' he
muttered, 'do you hear? do you hear?' 'Why, where?' Biryuk shrugged his
shoulders. We went down into the ravine; the wind was still for an
instant; the rhythmical strokes reached my hearing distinctly. Biryuk
glanced at me and shook his head. We went farther through the wet
bracken and nettles. A slow muffled crash was heard….

'He's felled it,' muttered Biryuk. Meantime the sky had grown clearer
and clearer; there was a faint light in the forest. We clambered at
last out of the ravine.

'Wait here a little,' the forester whispered to me. He bent down, and
raising his gun above his head, vanished among the bushes. I began
listening with strained attention. Across the continual roar of the
wind faint sounds from close by reached me; there was a cautious blow
of an axe on the brushwood, the crash of wheels, the snort of a
horse….

'Where are you off to? Stop!' the iron voice of Biryuk thundered
suddenly. Another voice was heard in a pitiful shriek, like a trapped
hare…. A struggle was beginning.

'No, no, you've made a mistake,' Biryuk declared panting; 'you're not
going to get off….' I rushed in the direction of the noise, and ran
up to the scene of the conflict, stumbling at every step. A felled tree
lay on the ground, and near it Biryuk was busily engaged holding the
thief down and binding his hands behind his back with a kerchief. I
came closer. Biryuk got up and set him on his feet. I saw a peasant
drenched with rain, in tatters, and with a long dishevelled beard. A
sorry little nag, half covered with a stiff mat, was standing by,
together with a rough cart. The forester did not utter a word; the
peasant too was silent; his head was shaking.

'Let him go,' I whispered in Biryuk's ears; 'I'll pay for the tree.'

Without a word Biryuk took the horse by the mane with his left hand; in
his right he held the thief by the belt. 'Now turn round, you rat!' he
said grimly.

'The bit of an axe there, take it,' muttered the peasant.

'No reason to lose it, certainly,' said the forester, and he picked up
the axe. We started. I walked behind…. The rain began sprinkling
again, and soon fell in torrents. With difficulty we made our way to
the hut. Biryuk pushed the captured horse into the middle of the yard,
led the peasant into the room, loosened the knot in the kerchief, and
made him sit down in a corner. The little girl, who had fallen asleep
near the oven, jumped up and began staring at us in silent terror. I
sat down on the locker.

'Ugh, what a downpour!' remarked the forester; 'you will have to wait
till it's over. Won't you lie down?'

'Thanks.'

'I would have shut him in the store loft, on your honour's account,' he
went on, indicating the peasant; 'but you see the bolt—'

'Leave him here; don't touch him,' I interrupted.

The peasant stole a glance at me from under his brows. I vowed inwardly
to set the poor wretch free, come what might. He sat without stirring
on the locker. By the light of the lantern I could make out his worn,
wrinkled face, his overhanging yellow eyebrows, his restless eyes, his
thin limbs…. The little girl lay down on the floor, just at his feet,
and again dropped asleep. Biryuk sat at the table, his head in his
hands. A cricket chirped in the corner … the rain pattered on the
roof and streamed down the windows; we were all silent.

'Foma Kuzmitch,' said the peasant suddenly in a thick, broken voice;

'Foma Kuzmitch!'



'What is it?'

'Let me go.'

Biryuk made no answer.

'Let me go … hunger drove me to it; let me go.'

'I know you,' retorted the forester severely; 'your set's all
alike—all thieves.'

'Let me go,' repeated the peasant. 'Our manager … we 're ruined,
that's what it is—let me go!'

'Ruined, indeed!… Nobody need steal.'

'Let me go, Foma Kuzmitch…. Don't destroy me. Your manager, you know
yourself, will have no mercy on me; that's what it is.'

Biryuk turned away. The peasant was shivering as though he were in the
throes of fever. His head was shaking, and his breathing came in broken
gasps.

'Let me go,' he repeated with mournful desperation. 'Let me go; by God,
let me go! I'll pay; see, by God, I will! By God, it was through
hunger!… the little ones are crying, you know yourself. It's hard for
us, see.'

'You needn't go stealing, for all that.'

'My little horse,' the peasant went on, 'my poor little horse, at least
… our only beast … let it go.'

'I tell you I can't. I'm not a free man; I'm made responsible. You
oughtn't to be spoilt, either.'

'Let me go! It's through want, Foma Kuzmitch, want—and nothing
else—let me go!'

'I know you!'

'Oh, let me go!'

'Ugh, what's the use of talking to you! sit quiet, or else you'll catch
it. Don't you see the gentleman, hey?'

The poor wretch hung his head…. Biryuk yawned and laid his head on
the table. The rain still persisted. I was waiting to see what would
happen.

Suddenly the peasant stood erect. His eyes were glittering, and his
face flushed dark red. 'Come, then, here; strike yourself, here,' he
began, his eyes puckering up and the corners of his mouth dropping;
'come, cursed destroyer of men's souls! drink Christian blood, drink.'

The forester turned round.

'I'm speaking to you, Asiatic, blood-sucker, you!'

'Are you drunk or what, to set to being abusive?' began the forester,
puzzled. 'Are you out of your senses, hey?'

'Drunk! not at your expense, cursed destroyer of souls—brute, brute,
brute!'

'Ah, you——I'll show you!'

'What's that to me? It's all one; I'm done for; what can I do without a
home? Kill me—it's the same in the end; whether it's through hunger or
like this—it's all one. Ruin us all—wife, children … kill us all at
once. But, wait a bit, we'll get at you!'

Biryuk got up.

'Kill me, kill me,' the peasant went on in savage tones; 'kill me;
come, come, kill me….' (The little girl jumped up hastily from the
ground and stared at him.) 'Kill me, kill me!'

'Silence!' thundered the forester, and he took two steps forward.

'Stop, Foma, stop,' I shouted; 'let him go…. Peace be with him.'

'I won't be silent,' the luckless wretch went on. 'It's all the
same—ruin anyway—you destroyer of souls, you brute; you've not come
to ruin yet…. But wait a bit; you won't have long to boast of;
they'll wring your neck; wait a bit!'

Biryuk clutched him by the shoulder. I rushed to help the peasant….

'Don't touch him, master!' the forester shouted to me.

I should not have feared his threats, and already had my fist in the
air; but to my intense amazement, with one pull he tugged the kerchief
off the peasant's elbows, took him by the scruff of the neck, thrust
his cap over his eyes, opened the door, and shoved him out.

'Go to the devil with your horse!' he shouted after him; 'but mind,
next time….'

He came back into the hut and began rummaging in the corner.

'Well, Biryuk,' I said at last, 'you've astonished me; I see you're a
splendid fellow.'

'Oh, stop that, master,' he cut me short with an air of vexation;
'please don't speak of it. But I'd better see you on your way now,' he
added; 'I suppose you won't wait for this little rain….'

In the yard there was the rattle of the wheels of the peasant's cart.

'He's off, then!' he muttered; 'but next time!'

Half-an-hour later he parted from me at the edge of the wood.



      Text from Project Gutenberg.

    

  
    
      Poem

      Lights Out

      Edward Thomas, 1917

      Edward Thomas wrote this poem late in 1916, while training as an army officer; he was killed at Arras the following spring.

      
        


LIGHTS OUT





I have come to the borders of sleep,

The unfathomable deep

Forest where all must lose

Their way, however straight,

Or winding, soon or late;

They cannot choose.





 Many a road and track

That, since the dawn's first crack,

Up to the forest brink,

Deceived the travellers

Suddenly now blurs,

And in they sink.



Here love ends,

Despair, ambition ends,

All pleasure and all trouble,

Although most sweet or bitter,

Here ends in sleep that is sweeter

Than tasks most noble.



There is not any book

Or face of dearest look

That I would not turn from now

To go into the unknown

I must enter and leave alone

I know not how.



The tall forest towers;

Its cloudy foliage lowers

Ahead, shelf above shelf;

Its silence I hear and obey

That I may lose my way

And myself.












      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Essay

      The Old Drunkard's Pavilion

      Ouyang Xiu, translated by Herbert A. Giles, 1046

      Ouyang Xiu, statesman, historian and poet of the Song dynasty, wrote this while governor of Chuzhou, a post he had been given after falling from favour at court.

      
        The district of Ch‘u is entirely surrounded by hills, and the peaks to the south-west are clothed with a dense and beautiful growth of trees, over which the eye wanders in rapture away to the confines of Shantung. A walk of two or three miles on those hills brings one within earshot of the sound of falling water which gushes forth from a ravine, known as the Wine-Fountain; while hard by in a nook at a bend of the road stands a kiosque, commonly spoken of as the Old Drunkard’s Arbour. It was built by a Buddhist priest, called Deathless Wisdom, who lived among these hills, and who received the above name from the Governor. The latter used to bring his friends hither to take wine; and as he personally was incapacitated by a very few cups, and was moreover well stricken in years, he gave himself the sobriquet of the Old Drunkard. But it was not wine that attracted him to this spot. It was the charming scenery which wine enabled him to enjoy.

The sun’s rays peeping at dawn through the trees, by-and-by to be obscured behind gathering clouds, leaving naught but gloom around, give to this spot the alternations of morning and night. The wild flowers exhaling their perfume from the darkness of some shady dell; the luxuriant foliage of the dense forest of beautiful trees; the clear frosty wind; and the naked boulders of the lessening torrent;―these are the indications of spring, summer, autumn, and winter. Morning is the time to go thither, returning with the shades of night; and although the place presents a different aspect with the changes of the season, its charms are subject to no interruption, but continue alway. Burden-carriers sing their way along the road, travellers rest awhile under the trees; shouts from one, responses from another; old people hobbling along; children in arms, children dragged along by hand; backwards and forwards all day long without a break; these are the people of Ch‘u. A cast in the stream, and a fine fish taken from some spot where the eddying pools begin to deepen; a draught of cool wine from the fountain; and a few such dishes of meats and fruits as the hills are able to provide;―these, nicely spread out beforehand, constitute the Governor’s feast. And in the revelry of the banquet hour there is no thought of toil or trouble. Every archer hits his mark, and every player wins his partie; goblets flash from hand to hand, and a buzz of conversation is heard as the guests move unconstrainedly about. Among them is an old man with white hair, bald at the top of his head. This is the drunken Governor, who when the evening sun kisses the tips of the hills, and the falling shadows are drawn out and blurred, bends his steps homewards in company with his friends. Then in the growing darkness are heard sounds above and sounds below: the beasts of the field and the birds of the air are rejoicing at the departure of man. They, too, can rejoice in hills and in trees, but they cannot rejoice as man rejoices. So also the Governor’s friends. They rejoice with him, though they know not at what it is that he rejoices. Drunk, he can rejoice with them; sober, he can discourse with them;―such is the Governor. And should you ask who is the Governor, I reply, “Ou-yang Hsiu of Lu-ling.”





      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Afterword

      Day Sixty-Nine: In the woods

      Biryuk never explains himself. When the narrator calls him “a splendid fellow”, he cuts him short: “please don’t speak of it.” What he does say is “I’m not a free man; I’m made responsible.” He eats “the master’s bread”, and the thief fears a manager who “will have no mercy”. Turgenev grew up in this same Orel province, on the estate of his mother, who owned thousands of serfs and had them flogged. Thirteen years after this story appeared, Russia abolished serfdom.

      The Old Drunkard is “well stricken in years”, “an old man with white hair, bald at the top of his head”. Ouyang Xiu was thirty-nine when he wrote that.

      Edward Thomas’s travellers “cannot choose” their road, however straight or winding. His friend Robert Frost knew that about him. On their walks together in the country Thomas would choose a path and then regret the one they hadn’t taken, and Frost wrote The Road Not Taken to tease him.

    

  
    
      Day Seventy

      Games of chance

      A longer day, 51 minutes

      
        Story
        The Queen of Spades
        Alexander Pushkin · 40 minutes
        Officers play faro all night in St Petersburg, and one who never gambles hears of an old countess who knows the secret of three winning cards.
      

      
        Poem
        Hap
        Thomas Hardy · 1 minute
        Hardy's early sonnet wishing that some vengeful god were to blame for his suffering, rather than mere chance.
      

      
        Essay
        Mrs. Battle's Opinions on Whist
        Charles Lamb · 11 minutes
        Elia's portrait of an old lady who played whist as if it were a matter of life and death, and had no patience with those who played for fun.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      The Queen of Spades

      Alexander Pushkin, translated by T. Keane, 1834

      
        There was a card party at the rooms of Narumov of the Horse Guards. The long winter night passed away imperceptibly, and it was five o'clock in the morning before the company sat down to supper. Those who had won, ate with a good appetite; the others sat staring absently at their empty plates. When the champagne appeared, however, the conversation became more animated, and all took a part in it.

"And how did you fare, Surin?" asked the host.

"Oh, I lost, as usual. I must confess that I am unlucky: I play mirandole, I always keep cool, I never allow anything to put me out, and yet I always lose!"

"And you did not once allow yourself to be tempted to back the red? … Your firmness astonishes me."

"But what do you think of Hermann?" said one of the guests, pointing to a young Engineer: "he has never had a card in his hand in his life, he has never in his life laid a wager, and yet he sits here till five o'clock in the morning watching our play."

"Play interests me very much," said Hermann: "but I am not in the position to sacrifice the necessary in the hope of winning the superfluous."

"Hermann is a German: he is economical—that is all!" observed Tomsky. "But if there is one person that I cannot understand, it is my grandmother, the Countess Anna Fedotovna."

"How so?" inquired the guests.


 "I cannot understand," continued Tomsky, "how it is that my grandmother does not punt."

"What is there remarkable about an old lady of eighty not punting?" said Narumov.

"Then you do not know the reason why?"

"No, really; haven't the faintest idea."

"Oh! then listen. About sixty years ago, my grandmother went to Paris, where she created quite a sensation. People used to run after her to catch a glimpse of the 'Muscovite Venus.' Richelieu made love to her, and my grandmother maintains that he almost blew out his brains in consequence of her cruelty. At that time ladies used to play at faro. On one occasion at the Court, she lost a very considerable sum to the Duke of Orleans. On returning home, my grandmother removed the patches from her face, took off her hoops, informed my grandfather of her loss at the gaming-table, and ordered him to pay the money. My deceased grandfather, as far as I remember, was a sort of house-steward to my grandmother. He dreaded her like fire; but, on hearing of such a heavy loss, he almost went out of his mind; he calculated the various sums she had lost, and pointed out to her that in six months she had spent half a million francs, that neither their Moscow nor Saratov estates were in Paris, and finally refused point blank to pay the debt. My grandmother gave him a box on the ear and slept by herself as a sign of her displeasure. The next day she sent for her husband, hoping that this domestic punishment had produced an effect upon him, but she found him inflexible. For the first time in her life, she entered into reasonings and explanations with him, thinking to be able to convince him by pointing out to him that there are debts and debts, and that there is a great difference between a Prince and a coachmaker. But it was all in vain, my grandfather still remained obdurate. But the matter did not rest there. My grandmother did not know what to do. She had shortly before become acquainted with a very remarkable man. You have heard of Count St. Germain, about whom so many marvellous stories are told. You know that he represented himself as the Wandering Jew, as the discoverer of the elixir of life, of the philosopher's stone, and so forth. Some laughed at him as a charlatan; but Casanova, in his memoirs, says that he was a spy. But be that as it may, St. Germain, in spite of the mystery surrounding him, was a very fascinating person, and was much sought after in the best circles of society. Even to this day my grandmother retains an affectionate recollection of him, and becomes quite angry if any one speaks disrespectfully of him. My grandmother knew that St. Germain had large sums of money at his disposal. She resolved to have recourse to him, and she wrote a letter to him asking him to come to her without delay. The queer old man immediately waited upon her and found her overwhelmed with grief. She described to him in the blackest colours the barbarity of her husband, and ended by declaring that her whole hope depended upon his friendship and amiability.

"St. Germain reflected.

"'I could advance you the sum you want,' said he; 'but I know that you would not rest easy until you had paid me back, and I should not like to bring fresh troubles upon you. But there is another way of getting out of your difficulty: you can win back your money.'

"'But, my dear Count,' replied my grandmother, 'I tell you that I haven't any money left.'

"'Money is not necessary,' replied St. Germain: 'be pleased to listen to me.'

"Then he revealed to her a secret, for which each of us would give a good deal . . ."

The young officers listened with increased attention. Tomsky lit his pipe, puffed away for a moment and then continued:

"That same evening my grandmother went to Versailles to the jeu de la reine. The Duke of Orleans kept the bank; my grandmother excused herself in an off-hand manner for not having yet paid her debt, by inventing some little story, and then began to play against him. She chose three cards and played them one after the other: all three won sonika, and my grandmother recovered every farthing that she had lost."


 "Mere chance!" said one of the guests.

"A tale!" observed Hermann.

"Perhaps they were marked cards!" said a third.

"I do not think so," replied Tomsky gravely.

"What!" said Narumov, "you have a grandmother who knows how to hit upon three lucky cards in succession, and you have never yet succeeded in getting the secret of it out of her?"

"That's the deuce of it!" replied Tomsky: "she had four sons, one of whom was my father; all four were determined gamblers, and yet not to one of them did she ever reveal her secret, although it would not have been a bad thing either for them or for me. But this is what I heard from my uncle, Count Ivan Ilyich, and he assured me, on his honour, that it was true. The late Chaplitzky—the same who died in poverty after having squandered millions—once lost, in his youth, about three hundred thousand roubles—to Zorich, if I remember rightly. He was in despair. My grandmother, who was always very severe upon the extravagance of young men, took pity, however, upon Chaplitzky. She gave him three cards, telling him to play them one after the other, at the same time exacting from him a solemn promise that he would never play at cards again as long as he lived. Chaplitzky then went to his victorious opponent, and they began a fresh game. On the first card he staked fifty thousand rubles and won sonika; he doubled the stake and won again, till at last, by pursuing the same tactics, he won back more than he had lost . . .

"But it is time to go to bed: it is a quarter to six already."

And indeed it was already beginning to dawn: the young men emptied their glasses and then took leave of each other.



II






THE old Countess A—— was seated in her dressing-room in front of her looking-glass. Three waiting maids stood around her. One held a small pot of rouge, another a box of hair-pins, and the third a tall can with bright red ribbons. The Countess had no longer the slightest pretensions to beauty, but she still preserved the habits of her youth, dressed in strict accordance with the fashion of seventy years before, and made as long and as careful a toilette as she would have done sixty years previously. Near the window, at an embroidery frame, sat a young lady, her ward.

"Good morning, grandmamma," said a young officer, entering the room. "Bonjour, Mademoiselle Lise. Grandmamma, I want to ask you something."

"What is it, Paul?"

"I want you to let me introduce one of my friends to you, and to allow me to bring him to the ball on Friday."

"Bring him direct to the ball and introduce him to me there. Were you at B——'s yesterday?"

"Yes; everything went off very pleasantly, and dancing was kept up until five o'clock. How charming Yeletzkaya was!"

"But, my dear, what is there charming about her? Isn't she like her grandmother, the Princess Daria Petrovna? By the way, she must be very old, the Princess Daria Petrovna."

"How do you mean, old?" cried Tomsky thoughtlessly; "she died seven years ago."

The young lady raised her head and made a sign to the young officer. He then remembered that the old Countess was never to be informed of the death of any of her contemporaries, and he bit his lips. But the old Countess heard the news with the greatest indifference.

"Dead!" said she; "and I did not know it. We were appointed maids of honour at the same time, and when we were presented to the Empress. . . ."

And the Countess for the hundredth time related to her grandson one of her anecdotes.

"Come, Paul," said she, when she had finished her story, "help me to get up. Lizanka, where is my snuff-box?"

And the Countess with her three maids went behind a screen to finish her toilette. Tomsky was left alone with the young lady.

"Who is the gentleman you wish to introduce to the Countess?" asked Lizaveta Ivanovna in a whisper.


 "Narumov. Do you know him?"

"No. Is he a soldier or a civilian?"

"A soldier."

"Is he in the Engineers?"

"No, in the Cavalry. What made you think that he was in the Engineers?"

The young lady smiled, but made no reply.

"Paul," cried the Countess from behind the screen, "send me some new novel, only pray don't let it be one of the present day style."

"What do you mean, grandmother?"

"That is, a novel, in which the hero strangles neither his father nor his mother, and in which there are no drowned bodies. I have a great horror of drowned persons."

"There are no such novels nowadays. Would you like a Russian one?"

"Are there any Russian novels? Send me one, my dear, pray send me one!"

"Good-bye, grandmother: I am in a hurry. . . . Good-bye, Lizaveta Ivanovna. What made you think that Narumov was in the Engineers?"

And Tomsky left the boudoir.

Lizaveta Ivanovna was left alone: she laid aside her work and began to look out of the window. A few moments afterwards, at a corner house on the other side of the street, a young officer appeared. A deep blush covered her cheeks; she took up her work again and bent her head down over the frame. At the same moment the Countess returned completely dressed.

"Order the carriage, Lizaveta," said she; "we will go out for a drive."

Lizaveta arose from the frame and began to arrange her work.

"What is the matter with you, my child, are you deaf?" cried the Countess. "Order the carriage to be got ready at once."

"I will do so this moment," replied the young lady, hastening into the ante-room.

A servant entered and gave the Countess some books from Prince Paul Aleksandrovich.


 "Tell him that I am much obliged to him," said the Countess. "Lizaveta! Lizaveta! where are you running to?"

"I am going to dress."

"There is plenty of time, my dear. Sit down here. Open the first volume and read to me aloud."

Her companion took the book and read a few lines.

"Louder," said the Countess. "What is the matter with you, my child? Have you lost your voice? Wait—give me that footstool—a little nearer—that will do."

Lizaveta read two more pages. The Countess yawned.

"Put the book down," said she: "what a lot of nonsense! Send it back to Prince Paul with my thanks. . . . But where is the carriage?"

"The carriage is ready," said Lizaveta, looking out into the street.

"How is it that you are not dressed?" said the Countess: "I must always wait for you. It is intolerable, my dear!"

Liza hastened to her room. She had not been there two minutes, before the Countess began to ring with all her might. The three waiting-maids came running in at one door and the valet at another.

"How is it that you cannot hear me when I ring for you?" said the Countess. "Tell Lizaveta Ivanovna that I am waiting for her."

Lizaveta returned with her hat and cloak on.

"At last you are here!" said the Countess. "But why such an elaborate toilette? Whom do you intend to captivate? What sort of weather is it? It seems rather windy."

"No, your Ladyship, it is very calm," replied the valet.

"You never think of what you are talking about. Open the window. So it is: windy and bitterly cold. Unharness the horses. Lizaveta, we won't go out—there was no need for you to deck yourself like that."

"What a life is mine!" thought Lizaveta Ivanovna.

And, in truth, Lizaveta Ivanovna was a very unfortunate creature. "The bread of the stranger is bitter," says Dante, "and his staircase hard to climb." But who can know what the bitterness of dependence is so well as the poor companion of an old lady of quality? The Countess A—— had by no means a bad heart, but she was capricious, like a woman who had been spoilt by the world, as well as being avaricious and egotistical, like all old people who have seen their best days, and whose thoughts are with the past and not the present. She participated in all the vanities of the great world, went to balls, where she sat in a corner, painted and dressed in old-fashioned style, like a deformed but indispensable ornament of the ball-room; all the guests on entering approached her and made a profound bow, as if in accordance with a set ceremony, but after that nobody took any further notice of her. She received the whole town at her house, and observed the strictest etiquette, although she could no longer recognise the faces of people. Her numerous domestics, growing fat and old in her ante-chamber and servants' hall, did just as they liked, and vied with each other in robbing the aged Countess in the most bare-faced manner. Lizaveta Ivanovna was the martyr of the household. She made tea, and was reproached with using too much sugar; she read novels aloud to the Countess, and the faults of the author were visited upon her head; she accompanied the Countess in her walks, and was held answerable for the weather or the state of the pavement. A salary was attached to the post, but she very rarely received it, although she was expected to dress like everybody else, that is to say, like very few indeed. In society she played the most pitiable rôle. Everybody knew her, and nobody paid her any attention. At balls she danced only when a partner was wanted, and ladies would only take hold of her arm when it was necessary to lead her out of the room to attend to their dresses. She was very self-conscious, and felt her position keenly, and she looked about her with impatience for a deliverer to come to her rescue; but the young men, calculating in their giddiness, honoured her with but very little attention, although Lizaveta Ivanovna was a hundred times prettier than the bare-faced and cold-hearted marriageable girls around whom they hovered. Many a time did she quietly slink away from the glittering but wearisome drawing-room, to go and cry in her own poor little room, in which stood a screen, a chest of drawers, a looking-glass and a painted bedstead, and where a tallow candle burnt feebly in a copper candle-stick.

One morning—this was about two days after the evening party described at the beginning of this story, and a week previous to the scene at which we have just assisted—Lizaveta Ivanova was seated near the window at her embroidery frame, when, happening to look out into the street, she caught sight of a young Engineer officer, standing motionless with his eyes fixed upon her window. She lowered her head and went on again with her work. About five minutes afterwards she looked out again—the young officer was still standing in the same place. Not being in the habit of coquetting with passing officers, she did not continue to gaze out into the street, but went on sewing for a couple of hours, without raising her head. Dinner was announced. She rose up and began to put her embroidery away, but glancing casually out of the window, she perceived the officer again. This seemed to her very strange. After dinner she went to the window with a certain feeling of uneasiness, but the officer was no longer there—and she thought no more about him.

A couple of days afterwards, just as she was stepping into the carriage with the Countess, she saw him again. He was standing close behind the door, with his face half-concealed by his fur collar, but his dark eyes sparkled beneath his cap. Lizaveta felt alarmed, though she knew not why, and she trembled as she seated herself in the carriage.

On returning home, she hastened to the window—the officer was standing in his accustomed place, with his eyes fixed upon her. She drew back, a prey to curiosity and agitated by a feeling which was quite new to her.

From that time forward not a day passed without the young officer making his appearance under the window at the customary hour, and between him and her there was established a sort of mute acquaintance. Sitting in her place at work, she used to feel his approach; and raising her head, she would look at him longer and longer each day. The young man seemed to be very grateful to her: she saw with the sharp eye of youth, how a sudden flush covered his pale cheeks each time that their glances met. After about a week she commenced to smile at him. . . .

When Tomsky asked permission of his grandmother the Countess to present one of his friends to her, the young girl's heart beat violently. But hearing that Narumov was not an Engineer, she regretted that by her thoughtless question, she had betrayed her secret to the volatile Tomsky.

Hermann was the son of a German who had become a naturalised Russian, and from whom he had inherited a small capital. Being firmly convinced of the necessity of preserving his independence, Hermann did not touch his private income, but lived on his pay, without allowing himself the slightest luxury. Moreover, he was reserved and ambitious, and his companions rarely had an opportunity of making merry at the expense of his extreme parsimony. He had strong passions and an ardent imagination, but his firmness of disposition preserved him from the ordinary errors of young men. Thus, though a gamester at heart, he never touched a card, for he considered his position did not allow him—as he said—"to risk the necessary in the hope of winning the superfluous," yet he would sit for nights together at the card table and follow with feverish anxiety the different turns of the game.

The story of the three cards had produced a powerful impression upon his imagination, and all night long he could think of nothing else. "If," he thought to himself the following evening, as he walked along the streets of St. Petersburg, "if the old Countess would but reveal her secret to me! if she would only tell me the names of the three winning cards. Why should I not try my fortune? I must get introduced to her and win her favour—become her lover. . . . But all that will take time, and she is eighty-seven years old: she might be dead in a week, in a couple of days even! . . . But the story itself: can it really be true? . . . No! Economy, temperance and industry: those are my three winning cards; by means of them I shall be able to double my capital—increase it sevenfold, and procure for myself ease and independence."

Musing in this manner, he walked on until he found himself in one of the principal streets of St. Petersburg, in front of a house of antiquated architecture. The street was blocked with equipages; carriages one after the other drew up in front of the brilliantly illuminated doorway. At one moment there stepped out on to the pavement the well-shaped little foot of some young beauty, at another the heavy boot of a cavalry officer, and then the silk stockings and shoes of a member of the diplomatic world. Furs and cloaks passed in rapid succession before the gigantic porter at the entrance.

Hermann stopped. "Who's house is this?" he asked of the watchman at the corner.

"The Countess A——'s," replied the watchman.

Hermann started. The strange story of the three cards again presented itself to his imagination. He began walking up and down before the house, thinking of its owner and her strange secret. Returning late to his modest lodging, he could not go to sleep for a long time, and when at last he did doze off, he could dream of nothing but cards, green tables, piles of banknotes and heaps of ducats. He played one card after the other, winning uninterruptedly, and then he gathered up the gold and filled his pockets with the notes. When he woke up late the next morning, he sighed over the loss of his imaginary wealth, and then sallying out into the town, he found himself once more in front of the Countess's residence. Some unknown power seemed to have attracted him thither. He stopped and looked up at the windows. At one of these he saw a head with luxuriant black hair, which was bent down probably over some book or an embroidery frame. The head was raised. Hermann saw a fresh complexion and a pair of dark eyes. That moment decided his fate.



III






LIZAVETA IVANOVNA had scarcely taken off her hat and cloak, when the Countess sent for her and again ordered her to get the carriage ready. The vehicle drew up before the door, and they prepared to take their seats. Just at the moment when two footmen were assisting the old lady to enter the carriage, Lizaveta saw her Engineer standing close beside the wheel; he grasped her hand; alarm caused her to lose her presence of mind, and the young man disappeared—but not before he had left a letter between her fingers. She concealed it in her glove, and during the whole of the drive she neither saw nor heard anything. It was the custom of the Countess, when out for an airing in her carriage, to be constantly asking such questions as: "Who was that person that met us just now? What is the name of this bridge? What is written on that signboard?" On this occasion, however, Lizaveta returned such vague and absurd answers, that the Countess became angry with her.

"What is the matter with you, my dear?" she exclaimed. "Have you taken leave of your senses, or what is it? Do you not hear me or understand what. I say? . . . Heaven be thanked, I am still in my right mind and speak plainly enough!"

Lizaveta Ivanovna did not hear her. On returning home she ran to her room, and drew the letter out of her glove: it was not sealed. Lizaveta read it. The letter contained a declaration of love; it was tender, respectful, and copied word for word from a German novel. But Lizaveta did not know anything of the German language, and she was quite delighted.

For all that, the letter caused her to feel exceedingly uneasy. For the first time in her life she was entering into secret and confidential relations with a young man. His boldness alarmed her. She reproached herself for her imprudent behaviour, and knew not what to do. Should she cease to sit at the window and, by assuming an appearance of indifference towards him, put a check upon the young officer's desire for further acquaintance with her? Should she send his letter back to him, or should she answer him in a cold and decided manner? There was nobody to whom she could turn in her perplexity, for she had neither female friend nor adviser. . . . At length she resolved to reply to him.

She sat down at her little writing-table, took pen and paper, and began to think. Several times she began her letter, and then tore it up: the way she had expressed herself seemed to her either too inviting or too cold and  decisive. At last she succeeded in writing a few lînes with which she felt satisfied.

"I am convinced," she wrote, "that your intentions are honourable, and that you do not wish to offend me by any imprudent behaviour, but our acquaintance must not begin in such a manner. I return you your letter, and I hope that I shall never have any cause to complain of this undeserved slight."

The next day, as soon as Hermann made his appearance, Lizaveta rose from her embroidery, went into the drawing-room, opened the ventilator and threw the letter into the street, trusting that the young officer would have the perception to pick it up.

Hermann hastened forward, picked it up and then repaired to a confectioner's shop. Breaking the seal of the envelope, he found inside it his own letter and Lizaveta's reply. He had expected this, and he returned home, his mind deeply occupied with his intrigue.

Three days afterwards, a bright-eyed young girl from a milliner's establishment brought Lizaveta a letter. Lizaveta opened it with great uneasiness, fearing that it was a demand for money, when suddenly she recognised Hermann's hand-writing.

"You have made a mistake, my dear," said she: "this letter is not for me."

"Oh, yes, it is for you," replied the girl, smiling very knowingly. "Have the goodness to read it."

Lizaveta glanced at the letter. Hermann requested an interview.

"It cannot be," she cried, alarmed at the audacious request, and the manner in which it was made. "This letter is certainly not for me."

And she tore it into fragments.

"If the letter was not for you, why have you torn it up?" said the girl. "I should have given it back to the person who sent it."

"Be good enough, my dear," said Lizaveta, disconcerted by this remark, "not to bring me any more letters for the future, and tell the person who sent you that he ought to be ashamed. . . ."


 But Hermann was not the man to be thus put off. Every day Lizaveta received from him a letter, sent now in this way, now in that. They were no longer translated from the German. Hermann wrote them under the inspiration of passion, and spoke in his own language, and they bore full testimony to the inflexibility of his desire and the disordered condition of his uncontrollable imagination. Lizaveta no longer thought of sending them back to him: she became intoxicated with them and began to reply to them, and little by little her answers became longer and more affectionate. At last she threw out of the window to him the following letter:

"This evening there is going to be a ball at the Embassy. The Countess will be there. We shall remain until two o'clock. You have now an opportunity of seeing me alone. As soon as the Countess is gone, the servants will very probably go out, and there will be nobody left but the Swiss, but he usually goes to sleep in his lodge. Come about half-past eleven. Walk straight upstairs. If you meet anybody in the ante-room, ask if the Countess is at home. You will be told 'No,' in which case there will be nothing left for you to do but to go away again. But it is most probable that you will meet nobody. The maidservants will all be together in one room. On leaving the ante-room, turn to the left, and walk straight on until you reach the Countess's bedroom. In the bedroom, behind a screen, you will find two doors: the one on the right leads to a cabinet, which the Countess never enters; the one on the left leads to a corridor, at the end of which is a little winding staircase; this leads to my room."

Hermann trembled like a tiger, as he waited for the appointed time to arrive. At ten o'clock in the evening he was already in front of the Countess's house. The weather was terrible; the wind blew with great violence; the sleety snow fell in large flakes; the lamps emitted a feeble light, the streets were deserted; from time to time a sledge, drawn by a sorry-looking hack, passed by, on the look-out for a belated passenger. Hermann was enveloped in a thick overcoat, and felt neither wind nor snow.

At last the Countess's carriage drew up. Hermann saw two footmen carry out in their arms the bent form of the old lady, wrapped in sable fur, and immediately behind her clad in a warm mantle, and with her head ornamented with a wreath of fresh flowers, followed Lizaveta. The door was closed. The carriage rolled away heavily through the yielding snow. The porter shut the street-door; the windows became dark.

Hermann began walking up and down near the deserted house; at length he stopped under a lamp, and glanced at his watch: it was twenty minutes past eleven. He remained standing under the lamp, his eyes fixed upon the watch, impatiently waiting for the remaining minutes to pass. At half-past eleven precisely, Hermann ascended the steps of the house, and made his way into the brightly-illuminated vestibule. The porter was not there. Hermann hastily ascended the staircase, opened the door of the ante-room and saw a footman sitting asleep in an antique chair by the side of a lamp. With a light firm step Hermann passed by him. The drawing-room and dining-room were in darkness, but a feeble reflection penetrated thither from the lamp in the ante-room.



Hermann reached the Countess's bedroom. Before a shrine, which was full of old images, a golden lamp was burning. Faded stuffed chairs and divans with soft cushions stood in melancholy symmetry around the room, the walls of which were hung with China silk. On one side of the room hung two portraits painted in Paris by Madame Lebrun. One of these represented a stout, red-faced man of about forty years of age in a bright-green uniform and with a star upon his breast; the other—a beautiful young woman, with an aquiline nose, forehead curls and a rose in her powdered hair. In the corners stood porcelain shepherds and shepherdesses, dining-room clocks from the workshop of the celebrated Lefroy, bandboxes, roulettes, fans and the various playthings for the amusement of ladies that were in vogue at the end of the last century, when Montgolfier's balloons and Mesmer's magnetism were the rage. Hermann stepped behind the screen. At the back of it stood a little iron bedstead; on the right was the door which led to the cabinet; on the left—the other which led to the corridor. He opened the latter, and saw the little winding staircase which led to the room of the poor companion. . . . But he retraced his steps and entered the dark cabinet.

The time passed slowly. All was still. The clock in the drawing-room struck twelve; the strokes echoed through the room one after the other, and everything was quiet again. Hermann stood leaning against the cold stove. He was calm; his heart beat regularly, like that of a man resolved upon a dangerous but inevitable undertaking. One o'clock in the morning struck; then two; and he heard the distant noise of carriage-wheels. An involuntary agitation took possession of him. The carriage drew near and stopped. He heard the sound of the carriage-steps being let down. All was bustle within the house. The servants were running hither and thither, there was a confusion of voices, and the rooms were lit up. Three antiquated chamber-maids entered the bedroom, and they were shortly afterwards followed by the Countess who, more dead than alive, sank into a Voltaire armchair. Hermann peeped through a chink. Lizaveta Ivanovna passed close by him, and he heard her hurried steps as she hastened up the little spiral staircase. For a moment his heart was assailed by something like a pricking of conscience, but the emotion was only transitory, and his heart became petrified as before.

The Countess began to undress before her looking-glass. Her rose-bedecked cap was taken off, and then her powdered wig was removed from off her white and closely-cut hair. Hairpins fell in showers around her. Her yellow satin dress, brocaded with silver, fell down at her swollen feet.

Hermann was a witness of the repugnant mysteries of her toilette; at last the Countess was in her night-cap and dressing-gown, and in this costume, more suitable to her age, she appeared less hideous and deformed.

Like all old people in general, the Countess suffered from sleeplessness. Having undressed, she seated herself at the window in a Voltaire armchair and dismissed her maids. The candles were taken away, and once more the room was left with only one lamp burning in it. The Countess sat there looking quite yellow, mumbling with her flaccid lips and swaying to and fro. Her dull eyes expressed complete vacancy of mind, and, looking at her, one would have thought that the rocking of her body was not a voluntary action of her own, but was produced by the action of some concealed galvanic mechanism.

Suddenly the death-like face assumed an inexplicable expression. The lips ceased to tremble, the eyes became animated: before the Countess stood an unknown man.

"Do not be alarmed, for Heaven's sake, do not be alarmed!" said he in a low but distinct voice. "I have no intention of doing you any harm, I have only come to ask a favour of you."

The old woman looked at him in silence, as if she had not heard what he had said. Hermann thought that she was deaf, and, bending down towards her ear, he repeated what he had said. The aged Countess remained silent as before.

"You can insure the happiness of my life," continued Hermann, "and it will cost you nothing. I know that you can name three cards in order——"

Hermann stopped. The Countess appeared now to understand what he wanted; she seemed as if seeking words to reply.

"It was a joke," she replied at last: "I assure you it was only a joke."

"There is no joking about the matter," replied Hermann angrily. "Remember Chaplitzky, whom you helped to win."

The Countess became visibly uneasy. Her features expressed strong emotion, but they quickly resumed their former immobility.

"Can you not name me these three winning cards?" continued Hermann.

The Countess remained silent; Hermann continued:

"For whom are you preserving your secret? For your grandsons? They are rich enough without it; they do not know the worth of money. Your cards would be of no use to a spendthrift. He who cannot preserve his paternal inheritance, will die in want, even though he had a demon at his service. I am not a man of that sort; I know the value of money. Your three cards will not be thrown away upon me. Come!" . . .

He paused and tremblingly awaited her reply. The Countess remained silent; Hermann fell upon his knees.

"If your heart has ever known the feeling of love," said he, "if you remember its rapture, if you have ever smiled at the cry of your new-born child, if any human feeling has ever entered into your breast, I entreat you by the feelings of a wife, a lover, a mother, by all that is most sacred in life, not to reject my prayer. Reveal to me your secret. Of what use is it to you? . . . May be if is connected with some terrible sin, with the loss of eternal salvation, with some bargain with the devil. . . . Reflect,—you are old; you have not long to live—I am ready to take your sins upon my soul. Only reveal to me your secret. Remember that the happiness of a man is in your hands, that not only I, but my children, and grandchildren will bless your memory and reverence you as a saint. . . ."

The old Countess answered not a word.

Hermann rose to his feet.

"You old hag!" he exclaimed, grinding his teeth, "then I will make you answer!"

With these words he drew a pistol from his pocket.

At the sight of the pistol, the Countess for the second time exhibited strong emotion. She shook her head and raised her hands as if to protect herself from the shot. . . . then she fell backwards and remained motionless.

"Come, an end to this childish nonsense!" said Hermann, taking hold of her hand. "I ask you for the last time: will you tell me the names of your three cards, or will you not?"

The Countess made no reply. Hermann perceived that she was dead.



IV






LIZAVETA IVANOVNA was sitting in her room, still in her ball dress, lost in deep thought. On returning home, she had hastily dismissed the chambermaid who very reluctantly came forward to assist her, saying that she would undress herself, and with a trembling heart had gone up to her own room, expecting to find Hermann there, but yet hoping not to find him. At the first glance she convinced herself that he was not there, and she thanked her fate for having prevented him keeping the appointment. She sat down without undressing, and began to recall to mind all the circumstances which in so short a time had carried her so far. It was not three weeks since the time when she first saw the young officer from the window—and yet she was already in correspondence with him, and he had succeeded in inducing her to grant him a nocturnal interview! She knew his name only through his having written it at the bottom of some of his letters; she had never spoken to him, had never heard his voice, and had never heard him spoken of until that evening. But, strange to say, that very evening at the ball, Tomsky, being piqued with the young Princess Pauline N——, who, contrary to her usual custom, did not flirt with him, wished to revenge himself by assuming an air of indifference: he therefore engaged Lizaveta Ivanovna and danced an endless mazurka with her. During the whole of the time he kept teasing, her about her partiality for Engineer officers; he assured her that he knew far more than she imagined, and some of his jests were so happily aimed, that Lizaveta thought several times that her secret was known to him.

"From whom have you learnt all this?" she asked, smiling.

"From a friend of a person very well known to you," replied Tomsky, "from a very distinguished man."

"And who is this distinguished man?"

"His name is Hermann."

Lizaveta made no reply; but her hands and feet lost all sense of feeling.

"This Hermann," continued Tomsky, "is a man of romantic personality. He has the profile of a Napoleon, and the soul of a Mephistopheles. I believe that he has at least three crimes upon his conscience. . . . How pale you have become!"

"I have a headache . . . But what did this Hermann—or whatever his name is—tell you?"

"Hermann is very much dissatisfied with his friend: he says that in his place he would act very differently . . . I even think that Hermann himself has designs upon you; at least, he listens very attentively to all that his friend has to say about you."

"And where has he seen me?"

"In church, perhaps; or on the parade—God alone knows where. It may have been in your room, while you were asleep, for there is nothing that he——"

Three ladies approaching him with the question: "oubli ou regret?" interrupted the conversation, which had become so tantalisingly interesting to Lizaveta.

The lady chosen by Tomsky was the Princess Pauline herself. She succeeded in effecting a reconciliation with him during the numerous turns of the dance, after which he conducted her to her chair. On returning to his place, Tomsky thought no more either of Hermann or Lizaveta. She longed to renew the interrupted conversation, but the mazurka came to an end, and shortly afterwards the old Countess took her departure.

Tomsky's words were nothing more than the customary small talk of the dance, but they sank deep into the soul of the young dreamer. The portrait, sketched by Tomsky, coincided with the picture she had formed within her own mind, and thanks to the latest romances, the ordinary countenance of her admirer became invested with attributes capable of alarming her and fascinating her imagination at the same time. She was now sitting with her bare arms crossed and with her head, still adorned with flowers, sunk upon her uncovered bosom. Suddenly the door opened and Hermann entered. She shuddered.

"Where were you?" she asked in a terrified whisper.

"In the old Countess's bedroom," replied Hermann: "I have just left her. The Countess is dead."

"My God! What do you say?"

"And I am afraid," added Hermann, "that I am the cause of her death."

Lizaveta looked at him, and Tomsky's words found an echo in her soul: "This man has at least three crimes upon his conscience!" Hermann sat down by the window near her, and related all that had happened.

Lizaveta listened to him in terror. So all those  passionate letters, those ardent desires, this bold obstinate pursuit—all this was not love! Money—that was what his soul yearned for! She could not satisfy his desire and make him happy! The poor girl had been nothing but the blind tool of a robber, of the murderer of her aged benefactress! . . . She wept bitter tears of agonised repentance. Hermann gazed at her in silence: his heart, too, was a prey to violent emotion, but neither the tears of the poor girl, nor the wonderful charm of her beauty, enhanced by her grief, could 
produce any impression upon his hardened soul. He felt no pricking of conscience at the thought of the dead old woman. One thing only grieved him: the irreparable loss of the secret from which he had expected to obtain great wealth.

"You are a monster!" said Lîzaveta at last.

"I did not wish for her death," replied Hermann: "my pistol was not loaded."

Both remained silent.

The day began to dawn. Lizaveta extinguished her candle: a pale light illumined her room. She wiped her tear-stained eyes and raised them towards Hermann: he was sitting near the window, with his arms crossed and with a fierce frown upon his forehead. In this attitude he bore a striking resemblance to the portrait of Napoleon. This resemblance struck Lizaveta even.

"How shall I get you out of the house?" said she at last. "I thought of conducting you down the secret staircase, but in that case it would be necessary to go through the Countess's bedroom, and I am afraid."

"Tell me how to find this secret staircase—I will go alone."

Lizaveta arose, took from her drawer a key, handed it to Hermann and gave him the necessary instructions. Hermann pressed her cold, limp hand, kissed her bowed head, and left the room.

He descended the winding staircase, and once more entered the Countess's bedroom. The dead old lady sat as if petrified; her face expressed profound tranquillity. Hermann stopped before her, and gazed long and earnestly at her, as if he wished to convince himself of the terrible reality; at last he entered the cabinet, felt behind the tapestry for the door, and then began to descend the dark staircase, filled with strange emotions. "Down this very staircase," thought he, "perhaps coming from the very same room, and at this very same hour sixty years ago, there may have glided, in an embroidered coat, with his hair dressed à l'oiseau royal and pressing to his heart his three-cornered hat, some young gallant, who has long been mouldering in the grave, but the heart of his aged mistress has only to-day ceased to beat. . . ."

At the bottom of the staircase Hermann found a door, which he opened with a key; and then traversed a corridor which conducted him into the street.



V






THREE days after the fatal night, at nine o'clock in the morning, Hermann repaired to the Convent of ——, where the last honours were to be paid to the mortal remains of the old Countess. Although feeling no remorse, he could not altogether stifle the voice of conscience, which said to him: "You are the murderer of the old woman!" In spite of his entertaining very little religious belief, he was exceedingly superstitious; and believing that the dead Countess might exercise an evil influence on his life, he resolved to be present at her obsequies in order to implore her pardon.

The church was full. It was with difficulty that Hermann made his way through the crowd of people. The coffin was placed upon a rich catafalque beneath a velvet baldachin. The deceased Countess lay within it, with her hands crossed upon her breast, with a lace cap upon her head and dressed in a white satin robe. Around the catafalque stood the members of her household: the servants in black caftans, with armorial ribbons upon their shoulders, and candles in their hands; the relatives—children, grandchildren, and great-grandchildren—in deep mourning.

Nobody wept; tears would have been une affectation. The Countess was so old, that her death could have surprised nobody, and her relatives had long looked upon her as being out of the world. A famous preacher pronounced the funeral sermon. In simple and touching words he described the peaceful passing away of the righteous, who had passed long years in calm preparation for a Christian end. "The angel of death found her," said the orator, "engaged in pious meditation and waiting for the midnight bridegroom."

The service concluded amidst profound silence. The relatives went forward first to take farewell of the corpse. Then followed the numerous guests, who had come to render the last homage to her who for so many years had been a participator in their frivolous amusements. After these followed the members of the Countess's household. The last of these was an old woman of the same age as the deceased. Two young women led her forward by the hand. She had not strength enough to bow down to the ground—she merely shed a few tears and kissed the cold hand of her mistress.

Hermann now resolved to approach the coffin. He knelt down upon the cold stones and remained in that position for some minutes; at last he arose, as pale as the deceased Countess herself; he ascended the steps of the catafalque and bent over the corpse. . . . At that moment it seemed to him that the dead woman darted a mocking look at him and winked with one eye. Hermann started back, took a false step and fell to the ground. Several persons hurried forward and raised him up. At the same moment Lizaveta Ivanovna was borne fainting into the porch of the church. This episode disturbed for some minutes the solemnity of the gloomy ceremony. Among the congregation arose a deep murmur, and a tall thin chamberlain, a near relative of the deceased, whispered in the ear of an Englishman who was standing near him, that the young officer was a natural son of the Countess, to which the Englishman coldly replied: "Oh!"

During the whole of that day, Hermann was strangely excited. Repairing to an out-of-the-way restaurant to dine, he drank a great deal of wine, contrary to his usual custom, in the hope of deadening his inward agitation. But the wine only served to excite his imagination still more. On returning home, he threw himself upon his bed without undressing, and fell into a deep steep.

When he woke up it was already night, and the moon was shining into the room. He looked at his watch: it was a quarter to three. Sleep had left him; he sat down upon his bed and thought of the funeral of the old Countess.

At that moment somebody in the street looked in at his window, and immediately passed on again. Hermann paid no attention to this incident. A few moments afterwards he heard the door of his ante-room open. Hermann thought that it was his orderly, drunk as usual, returning from some nocturnal expedition, but presently he heard footsteps that were unknown to him: somebody was walking softly over the floor in slippers. The door opened, and a woman dressed in white, entered the room: Hermann mistook her for his old nurse, and wondered what could bring her there at that hour of the night. But the white woman glided rapidly across the room and stood before him—and Hermann recognised the Countess!

"I have come to you against my wish," she said in a firm voice: "but I have been ordered to grant your request. Three, seven, ace, will win for you if played in succession, but only on these conditions: that you do not play more than one card in twenty-four hours, and that you never play again during the rest of your life. I forgive you my death, on condition that you marry my companion, Lizaveta Ivanovna."

With these words she turned round very quietly, walked with a shuffling gait towards the door and disappeared. Hermann heard the street-door open and shut, and again he saw some one look in at him through the window.

For a long time Hermann could not recover himself. He then rose up and entered the next room. His orderly was lying asleep upon the floor, and he had much difficulty in waking him. The orderly was drunk as usual, and no information could be obtained from him. The street-door was locked. Hermann returned to his room, lit his candle, and wrote down all the details of his vision.



VI






TWO fixed ideas can no more exist together in the moral world than two bodies can occupy one and the same place in the physical world. "Three, seven, ace," soon drove out of Hermann's mind the thought of the dead Countess. "Three, seven, ace," were perpetually running through his head and continually being repeated by his lips. If he saw a young girl, he would say: "How slender she is! quite like the three of hearts." If anybody asked: "What is the time?" he would reply: "Five minutes to seven." Every stout man that he saw reminded him of the ace. "Three, seven, ace" haunted him in his sleep, and assumed all possible shapes. The threes bloomed before him in the forms of magnificent flowers, the sevens were represented by Gothic portals, and the aces became transformed into gigantic spiders. One thought alone occupied his whole mind—to make a profitable use of the secret which he had purchased so dearly. He thought of applying for a furlough so as to travel abroad. He wanted to go to Paris and tempt fortune in some of the public gambling-houses that abounded there. Chance spared him all this trouble.

There was in Moscow a society of rich gamesters, presided over by the celebrated Chekalinsky, who had passed all his life at the card-table and had amassed millions, accepting bills of exchange for his winnings and paying his losses in ready money. His long experience secured for him the confidence of his companions, and his open house, his famous cook, and his agreeable and fascinating manners gained for him the respect of the public. He came to St. Petersburg. The young men of the capital flocked to his rooms, forgetting balls for cards, and preferring the emotions of faro to the seductions of flirting. Narumov conducted Hermann to Chekalinsky's residence.

They passed through a suite of magnificent rooms, filled with attentive domestics. The place was crowded. Generals and Privy Counsellors were playing at whist; young men were lolling carelessly upon the velvet-covered sofas, eating ices and smoking pipes. In the drawing-room, at the head of a long table, around which were assembled about a score of players, sat the master of the house keeping the bank. He was a man of about sixty years of age, of a very dignified appearance; his head was covered with silvery-white hair; his full, florid countenance expressed good-nature, and his eyes twinkled with a perpetual smile. Narumov introduced Hermann to him. Chekalinsky shook him by the hand in a friendly manner, requested him not to stand on ceremony, and then went on dealing.

The game occupied some time. On the table lay more than thirty cards. Chekalinsky paused after each throw, in order to give the players time to arrange their cards and note down their losses, listened politely to their requests, and more politely still, put straight the corners of cards that some player's hand had chanced to bend. At last the game was finished. Chekalinsky shuffled the cards and prepared to deal again.

"Will you allow me to take a card?" said Hermann, stretching out his hand from behind a stout gentleman who was punting.

Chekalinsky smiled and bowed silently, as a sign of acquiescence. Narumov laughingly congratulated Hermann on his abjuration of that abstention from cards which he had practised for so long a period, and wished him a lucky beginning.

"Stake!" said Hermann, writing some figures with chalk on the back of his card.

"How much?" asked the banker, contracting the muscles of his eyes; "excuse me, I cannot see quite clearly."

"Forty-seven thousand rubles," replied Hermann. 

At these words every head in the room turned suddenly round, and all eyes were fixed upon Hermann.

"He has taken leave of his senses!" thought Narumov.

"Allow me to inform you," said Chekalinsky, with his eternal smile, "that you are playing very high; nobody here has ever staked more than two hundred and seventy-five rubles at once."

"Very well," replied Hermann; "but do you accept my card or not?"

Chekalinsky bowed in token of consent.


 "I only wish to observe," said he, "that although I have the greatest confidence in my friends, I can only play against ready money. For my own part, I am quite convinced that your word is sufficient, but for the sake of the order of the game, and to facilitate the reckoning up, I must ask you to put the money on your card."

Hermann drew from his pocket a bank-note and handed it to Chekalinsky, who, after examining it in a cursory manner, placed it on Hermann's card.

He began to deal. On the right a nine turned up, and on the left a three.

"I have won!" said Hermann, showing his card.

A murmur of astonishment arose among the players. Chekalinsky frowned, but the smile quickly returned to his face.

"Do you wish me to settle with you?" he said to Hermann.

"If you please," replied the latter.

Chekalinsky drew from his pocket a number of bank-notes and paid at once. Hermann took up his money and left the table. Narumov could not recover from his astonishment. Hermann drank a glass of lemonade and returned home.

The next evening he again repaired to Chekalinsky's. The host was dealing. Hermann walked up to the table; the punters immediately made room for him. Chekalinsky greeted him with a gracious bow.

Hermann waited for the next deal, took a card and placed upon it his forty-seven thousand roubles, together with his winnings of the previous evening.

Chekalinsky began to deal. A knave turned up on the right, a seven on the left.

Hermann showed his seven.

There was a general exclamation. Chekalinsky was evidently ill at ease, but he counted out the ninety-four thousand rubles and handed them over to Hermann, who pocketed them in the coolest manner possible and immediately left the house.

The next evening Hermann appeared again at the table. Every one was expecting him. The generals and Privy Counsellors left their whist in order to watch such extraordinary play. The young officers quitted their sofas, and even the servants crowded into the room. All pressed round Hermann. The other players left off punting, impatient to see how it would end. Hermann stood at the table and prepared to play alone against the pale, but still smiling Chekalinsky. Each opened a pack of cards. Chekalinsky shuffled. Hermann took a card and covered it with a pile of bank-notes. It was like a duel. Deep silence reigned around.

Chekalinsky began to deal; his hands trembled. On the right a queen turned up, and on the left an ace.

"Ace has won!" cried Hermann, showing his card.

"Your queen has lost," said Chekalinsky, politely.

Hermann started; instead of an ace, there lay before him the queen of spades! He could not believe his eyes, nor could he understand how he had made such a mistake.

At that moment it seemed to him that the queen of spades smiled ironically and winked her eye at him. He was struck by her remarkable resemblance. . . .

"The old Countess!" he exclaimed, seized with terror.

Chekalinsky gathered up his winnings. For some time, Hermann remained perfectly motionless. When at last he left the table, there was a general commotion in the room.

"Splendidly punted!" said the players. Chekalinsky shuffled the cards afresh, and the game went on as usual.

• • • • • • •

Hermann went out of his mind, and is now confined in room Number 17 of the Obukhov Hospital. He never answers any questions, but he constantly mutters with unusual rapidity: "Three, seven, ace!" "Three, seven, queen!"

Lizaveta Ivanovna has married a very amiable young man, a son of the former steward of the old Countess. He is in the service of the State somewhere, and is in receipt of a good income. Lizaveta is also supporting a poor relative.

Tomsky has been promoted to the rank of captain and has become the husband of the Princess Pauline.






      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Poem

      Hap

      Thomas Hardy, 1898

      
        
          HAP





IF but some vengeful god would call to me

 From up the sky, and laugh: "Thou suffering thing,

Know that thy sorrow is my ecstasy,

 That thy love's loss is my hate's profiting!"



Then would I bear, and clench myself, and die,

 Steeled by the sense of ire unmerited;

Half-eased, too, that a Powerfuller than I

 Had willed and meted me the tears I shed.






 
But not so. How arrives it joy lies slain,

 And why unblooms the best hope ever sown?

—Crass Casualty obstructs the sun and rain,

 And dicing Time for gladness casts a moan. . . .

 These purblind Doomsters had as readily strown

Blisses about my pilgrimage as pain.



 



        

      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Essay

      Mrs. Battle's Opinions on Whist

      Charles Lamb, 1821

      "A clear fire, a clean hearth, and the rigour of the game." This was
the celebrated wish of old Sarah Battle (now with God) who, next
to her devotions, loved a good game at whist. She was none of your
lukewarm gamesters, your half and half players, who have no objection
to take a hand, if you want one to make up a rubber; who affirm that
they have no pleasure in winning; that they like to win one game,
and lose another; that they can while away an hour very agreeably at
a card-table, but are indifferent whether they play or no; and will
desire an adversary, who has slipt a wrong card, to take it up and
play another. These insufferable triflers are the curse of a table.
One of these flies will spoil a whole pot. Of such it may be said,
that they do not play at cards, but only play at playing at them.

Sarah Battle was none of that breed. She detested them, as I do, from
her heart and soul; and would not, save upon a striking emergency,
willingly seat herself at the same table with them. She loved a
thorough-paced partner, a determined enemy. She took, and gave,
no concessions. She hated favours. She never made a revoke, nor
ever passed it over in her adversary without exacting the utmost
forfeiture. She fought a good fight: cut and thrust. She held not her
good sword (her cards) "like a dancer." She sate bolt upright; and
neither showed you her cards, nor desired to see yours. All people
have their blind side—their superstitions; and I have heard her
declare, under the rose, that Hearts was her favourite suit.

I never in my life—and I knew Sarah Battle many of the best years of
it—saw her take out her snuff-box when it was her turn to play; or
snuff a candle in the middle of a game; or ring for a servant, till it
was fairly over. She never introduced, or connived at, miscellaneous
conversation during its process. As she emphatically observed,
cards were cards: and if I ever saw unmingled distaste in her fine
last-century countenance, it was at the airs of a young gentleman of a
literary turn, who had been with difficulty persuaded to take a hand;
and who, in his excess of candour, declared, that he thought there was
no harm in unbending the mind now and then, after serious studies,
in recreations of that kind! She could not bear to have her noble
occupation, to which she wound up her faculties, considered in that
light. It was her business, her duty, the thing she came into the
world to do,—and she did it. She unbent her mind afterwards—over a
book.

Pope was her favourite author: his Rape of the Lock her favourite
work. She once did me the favour to play over with me (with the cards)
his celebrated game of Ombre in that poem; and to explain to me how
far it agreed with, and in what points it would be found to differ
from, tradrille. Her illustrations were apposite and poignant; and I
had the pleasure of sending the substance of them to Mr. Bowles: but
I suppose they came too late to be inserted among his ingenious notes
upon that author.

Quadrille, she has often told me, was her first love; but whist
had engaged her maturer esteem. The former, she said, was showy
and specious, and likely to allure young persons. The uncertainty
and quick shifting of partners—a thing which the constancy of
whist abhors;—the dazzling supremacy and regal investiture of
Spadille—absurd, as she justly observed, in the pure aristocracy of
whist, where his crown and garter give him no proper power above his
brother-nobility of the Aces;—the giddy vanity, so taking to the
inexperienced, of playing alone:—above all, the overpowering
attractions of a Sans Prendre Vole,—to the triumph of which there
is certainly nothing parallel or approaching, in the contingencies of
whist;—all these, she would say, make quadrille a game of captivation
to the young and enthusiastic. But whist was the solider game:
that was her word. It was a long meal; not, like quadrille, a feast
of snatches. One or two rubbers might coextend in duration with an
evening. They gave time to form rooted friendships, to cultivate
steady enmities. She despised the chance-started, capricious, and ever
fluctuating alliances of the other. The skirmishes of quadrille, she
would say, reminded her of the petty ephemeral embroilments of the
little Italian states, depicted by Machiavel; perpetually changing
postures and connexions; bitter foes to-day, sugared darlings
to-morrow; kissing and scratching in a breath;—but the wars of
whist were comparable to the long, steady, deep-rooted, rational,
antipathies of the great French and English nations.

A grave simplicity was what she chiefly admired in her favourite game.
There was nothing silly in it, like the nob in cribbage—nothing
superfluous. No flushes—that most irrational of all pleas that
a reasonable being can set up:—that any one should claim four by
virtue of holding cards of the same mark and colour, without reference
to the playing of the game, or the individual worth or pretensions
of the cards themselves! She held this to be a solecism; as pitiful
an ambition at cards as alliteration is in authorship. She despised
superficiality, and looked deeper than the colours of things.—Suits
were soldiers, she would say, and must have a uniformity of array to
distinguish them: but what should we say to a foolish squire, who
should claim a merit from dressing up his tenantry in red jackets,
that never were to be marshalled—never to take the field?—She even
wished that whist were more simple than it is; and, in my mind, would
have stript it of some appendages, which, in the state of human
frailty, may be venially, and even commendably allowed of. She saw no
reason for the deciding of the trump by the turn of the card. Why not
one suit always trumps?—Why two colours, when the mark of the suits
would have sufficiently distinguished them without it?—

"But the eye, my dear Madam, is agreeably refreshed with the variety.
Man is not a creature of pure reason he must have his senses
delightfully appealed to. We see it in Roman Catholic countries, where
the music and the paintings draw in many to worship, whom your quaker
spirit of unsensualizing would have kept out.—You, yourself, have a
pretty collection of paintings—but confess to me, whether, walking
in your gallery at Sandham, among those clear Vandykes, or among the
Paul Potters in the ante-room, you ever felt your bosom glow with
an elegant delight, at all comparable to that you have it in your
power to experience most evenings over a well-arranged assortment
of the court cards?—the pretty antic habits, like heralds in a
procession—the gay triumph-assuring scarlets—the contrasting
deadly-killing sables—the 'hoary majesty of spades'—Pam in all his
glory!—

"All these might be dispensed with; and, with their naked names upon
the drab pasteboard, the game might go on very well, picture-less.
But the beauty of cards would be extinguished for ever. Stripped
of all that is imaginative in them, they must degenerate into mere
gambling.—Imagine a dull deal board, or drum head, to spread them on,
instead of that nice verdant carpet (next to nature's), fittest arena
for those courtly combatants to play their gallant jousts and turneys
in!—Exchange those delicately-turned ivory markers—(work of Chinese
artist, unconscious of their symbol,—or as profanely slighting their
true application as the arrantest Ephesian journeyman that turned out
those little shrines for the goddess)—exchange them for little bits
of leather (our ancestors' money) or chalk and a slate!"—

The old lady, with a smile, confessed the soundness of my logic;
and to her approbation of my arguments on her favourite topic that
evening, I have always fancied myself indebted for the legacy of a
curious cribbage board, made of the finest Sienna marble, which her
maternal uncle (old Walter Plumer, whom I have elsewhere celebrated)
brought with him from Florence:—this, and a trifle of five hundred
pounds, came to me at her death.

The former bequest (which I do not least value) I have kept with
religious care; though she herself, to confess a truth, was never
greatly taken with cribbage. It was an essentially vulgar game, I have
heard her say,—disputing with her uncle, who was very partial to
it. She could never heartily bring her mouth to pronounce "go"—or
"that's a go." She called it an ungrammatical game. The pegging
teased her. I once knew her to forfeit a rubber (a five dollar stake),
because she would not take advantage of the turn-up knave, which would
have given it her, but which she must have claimed by the disgraceful
tenure of declaring "two for his heels." There is something
extremely genteel in this sort of self-denial. Sarah Battle was a
gentlewoman born.

Piquet she held the best game at the cards for two persons, though she
would ridicule the pedantry of the terms—such as pique—repique—the
capot—they savoured (she thought) of affectation. But games for two,
or even three, she never greatly cared for. She loved the quadrate,
or square. She would argue thus:—Cards are warfare: the ends are
gain, with glory. But cards are war, in disguise of a sport: when
single adversaries encounter, the ends proposed are too palpable.
By themselves, it is too close a fight; with spectators, it is not
much bettered. No looker on can be interested, except for a bet,
and then it is a mere affair of money; he cares not for your luck
sympathetically, or for your play.—Three are still worse; a mere
naked war of every man against every man, as in cribbage, without
league or alliance; or a rotation of petty and contradictory
interests, a succession of heartless leagues, and not much more hearty
infractions of them, as in tradrille.—But in square games (she
meant whist) all that is possible to be attained in card-playing is
accomplished. There are the incentives of profit with honour, common
to every species—though the latter can be but very imperfectly
enjoyed in those other games, where the spectator is only feebly a
participator. But the parties in whist are spectators and principals
too. They are a theatre to themselves, and a looker-on is not
wanted. He is rather worse than nothing, and an impertinence. Whist
abhors neutrality, or interest beyond its sphere. You glory in some
surprising stroke of skill or fortune, not because a cold—or even
an interested—by-stander witnesses it, but because your partner
sympathises in the contingency. You win for two. You triumph for
two. Two are exalted. Two again are mortified; which divides their
disgrace, as the conjunction doubles (by taking off the invidiousness)
your glories. Two losing to two are better reconciled, than one to one
in that close butchery. The hostile feeling is weakened by multiplying
the channels. War becomes a civil game.—By such reasonings as these
the old lady was accustomed to defend her favourite pastime.

No inducement could ever prevail upon her to play at any game, where
chance entered into the composition, for nothing. Chance, she would
argue—and here again, admire the subtlety of her conclusion!—chance
is nothing, but where something else depends upon it. It is obvious,
that cannot be glory. What rational cause of exultation could it
give to a man to turn up size ace a hundred times together by himself?
or before spectators, where no stake was depending?—Make a lottery
of a hundred thousand tickets with but one fortunate number—and what
possible principle of our nature, except stupid wonderment, could it
gratify to gain that number as many times successively, without a
prize?—Therefore she disliked the mixture of chance in backgammon,
where it was not played for money. She called it foolish, and
those people idots, who were taken with a lucky hit under such
circumstances. Games of pure skill were as little to her fancy. Played
for a stake, they were a mere system of over-reaching. Played for
glory, they were a mere setting of one man's wit,—his memory, or
combination-faculty rather—against another's; like a mock-engagement
at a review, bloodless and profitless.—She could not conceive a
game wanting the spritely infusion of chance,—the handsome excuses
of good fortune. Two people playing at chess in a corner of a room,
whilst whist was stirring in the centre, would inspire her with
insufferable horror and ennui. Those well-cut similitudes of Castles,
and Knights, the imagery of the board, she would argue, (and I think
in this case justly) were entirely misplaced and senseless. Those hard
head-contests can in no instance ally with the fancy. They reject form
and colour. A pencil and dry slate (she used to say) were the proper
arena for such combatants.

To those puny objectors against cards, as nurturing the bad passions,
she would retort, that man is a gaming animal. He must be always
trying to get the better in something or other:—that this passion can
scarcely be more safely expended than upon a game at cards: that cards
are a temporary illusion; in truth, a mere drama; for we do but play
at being mightily concerned, where a few idle shillings are at stake,
yet, during the illusion, we are as mightily concerned as those
whose stake is crowns and kingdoms. They are a sort of dream-fighting;
much ado; great battling, and little bloodshed; mighty means for
disproportioned ends; quite as diverting, and a great deal more
innoxious, than many of those more serious games of life, which men
play, without esteeming them to be such.—

With great deference to the old lady's judgment on these matters, I
think I have experienced some moments in my life, when playing at
cards for nothing has even been agreeable. When I am in sickness, or
not in the best spirits, I sometimes call for the cards, and play a
game at piquet for love with my cousin Bridget—Bridget Elia.

I grant there is something sneaking in it; but with a toothache, or a
sprained ancle,—when you are subdued and humble,—you are glad to put
up with an inferior spring of action.

There is such a thing in nature, I am convinced, as sick whist.—

I grant it is not the highest style of man—I deprecate the manes of

Sarah Battle—she lives not, alas! to whom I should apologise.—



At such times, those terms which my old friend objected to, come in
as something admissible.—I love to get a tierce or a quatorze, though
they mean nothing. I am subdued to an inferior interest. Those shadows
of winning amuse me.

That last game I had with my sweet cousin (I capotted her)—(dare I
tell thee, how foolish I am?)—I wished it might have lasted for ever,
though we gained nothing, and lost nothing, though it was a mere shade
of play: I would be content to go on in that idle folly for ever. The
pipkin should be ever boiling, that was to prepare the gentle lenitive
to my foot, which Bridget was doomed to apply after the game was over:
and, as I do not much relish appliances, there it should ever bubble.
Bridget and I should be ever playing.



      Text from Project Gutenberg.

    

  
    
      Afterword

      Day Seventy: Games of chance

      Hardy would take a vengeful god over blind chance. He could bear his pain, “Half-eased, too, that a Powerfuller than I / Had willed and meted me the tears I shed.” Hermann gets one, or thinks he does: the queen of spades “smiled ironically and winked her eye at him”, as the dead Countess did from her coffin. Was it her revenge? He never kept her last condition, to marry Lizaveta. But Pushkin leaves room for Hardy’s Crass Casualty too. Hermann had drunk “a great deal of wine” on the night the ghost came, and at the table he simply took the wrong card from a fresh pack, and couldn’t “understand how he had made such a mistake”. Around him “the game went on as usual”.

      Lamb’s “cousin” Bridget was his sister Mary. In 1796, in a fit of madness, she stabbed their mother to death with a kitchen knife. Charles, who was twenty-one, persuaded the authorities to release her into his care, and he looked after her for the rest of his life, through the attacks that kept coming back and sent her away again and again. The game of piquet he wished “might have lasted for ever, though we gained nothing, and lost nothing” was played with her.

      Tchaikovsky turned Pushkin’s story into an opera in 1890, and couldn’t leave Hermann in the asylum. His Hermann stabs himself at the card table.

    

  
    
      Day Seventy-One

      India awakening

      29 minutes

      
        Story
        Sultana's Dream
        Rokeya Sakhawat Hossain · 16 minutes
        A Bengali Muslim woman's feminist utopia, written in English: she dreams of a country where the men are kept indoors.
      

      
        Poem
        Where the mind is without fear (Gitanjali 35)
        Rabindranath Tagore · 1 minute
        Tagore's prayer for the country he hoped India would wake into.
      

      
        Essay
        Speech at the Banaras Hindu University
        Mohandas K. Gandhi · 12 minutes
        Newly returned from South Africa, Gandhi shocks the princes and dignitaries at a university's opening by telling them what India's freedom will really require.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      Sultana's Dream

      Rokeya Sakhawat Hossain, 1905

      Rokeya Sakhawat Hossain, a Bengali Muslim writer and campaigner for girls' education, wrote this story in English in 1905. In many Muslim and Hindu households in India women lived in purdah, secluded from men outside the family in the women's quarters, the zenana.

      
        
One evening I was lounging in an easy chair in my bedroom and thinking lazily of the condition of Indian womanhood. I am not sure whether I dozed off or not. But, as far as I remember, I was wide awake. I saw the moonlit sky sparkling with thousands of diamond-like stars, very distinctly.

All on a sudden a lady stood before me; how she came in, I do not know. I took her for my friend, Sister Sara.

'Good morning,' said Sister Sara. I smiled inwardly as I knew it was not morning, but starry night. However, I replied to her, saying, 'How do you do?'

'I am all right, thank you. Will you please come out and have a look at our garden?'

I looked again at the moon through the open window, and thought there was no harm in going out at that time. The men-servants outside were fast asleep just then, and I could have a pleasant walk with Sister Sara.

I used to have my walks with Sister Sara, when we were at Darjeeling. Many a time did we walk hand in hand and talk light-heartedly in the botanical gardens there. I fancied, Sister Sara had probably come to take me to some such garden and I readily accepted her offer and went out with her.

When walking I found to my surprise that it was a fine morning. The town was fully awake and the streets alive with bustling crowds. I was feeling very shy, thinking I was walking in the street in broad daylight, but there was not a single man visible.

Some of the passers-by made jokes at me. Though I could not understand their language, yet I felt sure they were joking. I asked my friend, 'What do they say?'

'The women say that you look very mannish.'

'Mannish?' said I, 'What do they mean by that?'

'They mean that you are shy and timid like men.'

'Shy and timid like men?' It was really a joke. I became very nervous, when I found that my companion was not Sister Sara, but a stranger. Oh, what a fool had I been to mistake this lady for my dear old friend, Sister Sara.

She felt my fingers tremble in her hand, as we were walking hand in hand.

'What is the matter, dear?' she said affectionately. 'I feel somewhat awkward,' I said in a rather apologizing tone, 'as being a purdahnishin woman I am not accustomed to walking about unveiled.'

'You need not be afraid of coming across a man here. This is Ladyland, free from sin and harm. Virtue herself reigns here.'

By and by I was enjoying the scenery. Really it was very grand. I mistook a patch of green grass for a velvet cushion. Feeling as if I were walking on a soft carpet, I looked down and found the path covered with moss and flowers.

'How nice it is,' said I.

'Do you like it?' asked Sister Sara. (I continued calling her 'Sister Sara,' and she kept calling me by my name).

'Yes, very much; but I do not like to tread on the tender and sweet flowers.'

'Never mind, dear Sultana; your treading will not harm them; they are street flowers.'

'The whole place looks like a garden,' said I admiringly. 'You have arranged every plant so skillfully.'

'Your Calcutta could become a nicer garden than this if only your countrymen wanted to make it so.'

'They would think it useless to give so much attention to horticulture, while they have so many other things to do.'

'They could not find a better excuse,' said she with smile.

I became very curious to know where the men were. I met more than a hundred women while walking there, but not a single man.

'Where are the men?' I asked her.

'In their proper places, where they ought to be.'

'Pray let me know what you mean by "their proper places".'

'O, I see my mistake, you cannot know our customs, as you were never here before. We shut our men indoors.'

'Just as we are kept in the zenana?'

'Exactly so.'

'How funny,' I burst into a laugh. Sister Sara laughed too.

'But dear Sultana, how unfair it is to shut in the harmless women and let loose the men.'

'Why? It is not safe for us to come out of the zenana, as we are naturally weak.'

'Yes, it is not safe so long as there are men about the streets, nor is it so when a wild animal enters a marketplace.'

'Of course not.'

'Suppose, some lunatics escape from the asylum and begin to do all sorts of mischief to men, horses and other creatures; in that case what will your countrymen do?'

'They will try to capture them and put them back into their asylum.'

'Thank you! And you do not think it wise to keep sane people inside an asylum and let loose the insane?'

'Of course not!' said I laughing lightly.

'As a matter of fact, in your country this very thing is done! Men, who do or at least are capable of doing no end of mischief, are let loose and the innocent women, shut up in the zenana! How can you trust those untrained men out of doors?'

'We have no hand or voice in the management of our social affairs. In India man is lord and master, he has taken to himself all powers and privileges and shut up the women in the zenana.'

'Why do you allow yourselves to be shut up?'

'Because it cannot be helped as they are stronger than women.'

'A lion is stronger than a man, but it does not enable him to dominate the human race. You have neglected the duty you owe to yourselves and you have lost your natural rights by shutting your eyes to your own interests.'

'But my dear Sister Sara, if we do everything by ourselves, what will the men do then?'

'They should not do anything, excuse me; they are fit for nothing. Only catch them and put them into the zenana.'

'But would it be very easy to catch and put them inside the four walls?' said I. 'And even if this were done, would all their business – political and commercial – also go with them into the zenana?'

Sister Sara made no reply. She only smiled sweetly. Perhaps she thought it useless to argue with one who was no better than a frog in a well.

By this time we reached Sister Sara's house. It was situated in a beautiful heart-shaped garden. It was a bungalow with a corrugated iron roof. It was cooler and nicer than any of our rich buildings. I cannot describe how neat and how nicely furnished and how tastefully decorated it was.

We sat side by side. She brought out of the parlour a piece of embroidery work and began putting on a fresh design.

'Do you know knitting and needle work?'

'Yes; we have nothing else to do in our zenana.'

'But we do not trust our zenana members with embroidery!' she said laughing, 'as a man has not patience enough to pass thread through a needlehole even!'

'Have you done all this work yourself?' I asked her pointing to the various pieces of embroidered teapoy cloths.

'Yes.'

'How can you find time to do all these? You have to do the office work as well? Have you not?'

'Yes. I do not stick to the laboratory all day long. I finish my work in two hours.'

'In two hours! How do you manage? In our land the officers, – magistrates, for instance – work seven hours daily.'

'I have seen some of them doing their work. Do you think they work all the seven hours?'

'Certainly they do!'

' No, dear Sultana, they do not. They dawdle away their time in smoking. Some smoke two or three choroots during the office time. They talk much about their work, but do little. Suppose one choroot takes half an hour to burn off, and a man smokes twelve choroots daily; then you see, he wastes six hours every day in sheer smoking.'

We talked on various subjects, and I learned that they were not subject to any kind of epidemic disease, nor did they suffer from mosquito bites as we do. I was very much astonished to hear that in Ladyland no one died in youth except by rare accident.

'Will you care to see our kitchen?' she asked me.

'With pleasure,' said I, and we went to see it. Of course the men had been asked to clear off when I was going there. The kitchen was situated in a beautiful vegetable garden. Every creeper, every tomato plant was itself an ornament. I found no smoke, nor any chimney either in the kitchen -- it was clean and bright; the windows were decorated with flower gardens. There was no sign of coal or fire.

'How do you cook?' I asked.

'With solar heat,' she said, at the same time showing me the pipe, through which passed the concentrated sunlight and heat. And she cooked something then and there to show me the process.

'How did you manage to gather and store up the sun-heat?' I asked her in amazement.

'Let me tell you a little of our past history then. Thirty years ago, when our present Queen was thirteen years old, she inherited the throne. She was Queen in name only, the Prime Minister really ruling the country.

'Our good Queen liked science very much. She circulated an order that all the women in her country should be educated. Accordingly a number of girls' schools were founded and supported by the government. Education was spread far and wide among women. And early marriage also was stopped. No woman was to be allowed to marry before she was twenty-one. I must tell you that, before this change we had been kept in strict purdah.'

'How the tables are turned,' I interposed with a laugh.

'But the seclusion is the same,' she said. 'In a few years we had separate universities, where no men were admitted.'

'In the capital, where our Queen lives, there are two universities. One of these invented a wonderful balloon, to which they attached a number of pipes. By means of this captive balloon which they managed to keep afloat above the cloud-land, they could draw as much water from the atmosphere as they pleased. As the water was incessantly being drawn by the university people no cloud gathered and the ingenious Lady Principal stopped rain and storms thereby.'

'Really! Now I understand why there is no mud here!' said I. But I could not understand how it was possible to accumulate water in the pipes. She explained to me how it was done, but I was unable to understand her, as my scientific knowledge was very limited. However, she went on, 'When the other university came to know of this, they became exceedingly jealous and tried to do something more extraordinary still. They invented an instrument by which they could collect as much sun-heat as they wanted. And they kept the heat stored up to be distributed among others as required.

'While the women were engaged in scientific research, the men of this country were busy increasing their military power. When they came to know that the female universities were able to draw water from the atmosphere and collect heat from the sun, they only laughed at the members of the universities and called the whole thing "a sentimental nightmare"!'

'Your achievements are very wonderful indeed! But tell me, how you managed to put the men of your country into the zenana. Did you entrap them first?'

'No.'

'It is not likely that they would surrender their free and open air life of their own accord and confine themselves within the four walls of the zenana! They must have been overpowered.'

'Yes, they have been!'

'By whom? By some lady-warriors, I suppose?'

'No, not by arms.'

'Yes, it cannot be so. Men's arms are stronger than women's. Then?'

'By brain.'

'Even their brains are bigger and heavier than women's. Are they not?'

'Yes, but what of that? An elephant also has got a bigger and heavier brain than a man has. Yet man can enchain elephants and employ them, according to their own wishes.'

'Well said, but tell me please, how it all actually happened. I am dying to know it!'

'Women's brains are somewhat quicker than men's. Ten years ago, when the military officers called our scientific discoveries "a sentimental nightmare," some of the young ladies wanted to say something in reply to those remarks. But both the Lady Principals restrained them and said, they should reply not by word, but by deed, if ever they got the opportunity. And they had not long to wait for that opportunity.'

'How marvelous!' I heartily clapped my hands. 'And now the proud gentlemen are dreaming sentimental dreams themselves.'

'Soon afterwards certain persons came from a neighbouring country and took shelter in ours. They were in trouble having committed some political offense. The king who cared more for power than for good government asked our kind-hearted Queen to hand them over to his officers. She refused, as it was against her principle to turn out refugees. For this refusal the king declared war against our country.

'Our military officers sprang to their feet at once and marched out to meet the enemy. The enemy however, was too strong for them. Our soldiers fought bravely, no doubt. But in spite of all their bravery the foreign army advanced step by step to invade our country.

'Nearly all the men had gone out to fight; even a boy of sixteen was not left home. Most of our warriors were killed, the rest driven back and the enemy came within twenty-five miles of the capital.

'A meeting of a number of wise ladies was held at the Queen's palace to advise as to what should be done to save the land. Some proposed to fight like soldiers; others objected and said that women were not trained to fight with swords and guns, nor were they accustomed to fighting with any weapons. A third party regretfully remarked that they were hopelessly weak of body.

'"If you cannot save your country for lack of physical strength," said the Queen, "try to do so by brain power."

'There was a dead silence for a few minutes. Her Royal Highness said again, "I must commit suicide if the land and my honour are lost."

'Then the Lady Principal of the second university (who had collected sun-heat), who had been silently thinking during the consultation, remarked that they were all but lost, and there was little hope left for them. There was, however, one plan which she would like to try, and this would be her first and last efforts; if she failed in this, there would be nothing left but to commit suicide. All present solemnly vowed that they would never allow themselves to be enslaved, no matter what happened.

'The Queen thanked them heartily, and asked the Lady Principal to try her plan. The Lady Principal rose again and said, "before we go out the men must enter the zenanas. I make this prayer for the sake of purdah." "Yes, of course," replied Her Royal Highness.

'On the following day the Queen called upon all men to retire into zenanas for the sake of honour and liberty. Wounded and tired as they were, they took that order rather for a boon! They bowed low and entered the zenanas without uttering a single word of protest. They were sure that there was no hope for this country at all.

'Then the Lady Principal with her two thousand students marched to the battle field, and arriving there directed all the rays of the concentrated sunlight and heat towards the enemy.

'The heat and light were too much for them to bear. They all ran away panic-stricken, not knowing in their bewilderment how to counteract that scorching heat. When they fled away leaving their guns and other ammunitions of war, they were burnt down by means of the same sun-heat. Since then no one has tried to invade our country any more.'

'And since then your countrymen never tried to come out of the zenana?'

'Yes, they wanted to be free. Some of the police commissioners and district magistrates sent word to the Queen to the effect that the military officers certainly deserved to be imprisoned for their failure; but they never neglected their duty and therefore they should not be punished and they prayed to be restored to their respective offices.

'Her Royal Highness sent them a circular letter intimating to them that if their services should ever be needed they would be sent for, and that in the meanwhile they should remain where they were. Now that they are accustomed to the purdah system and have ceased to grumble at their seclusion, we call the system "Mardana" instead of "zenana".'

'But how do you manage,' I asked Sister Sara, 'to do without the police or magistrates in case of theft or murder?'

'Since the "Mardana" system has been established, there has been no more crime or sin; therefore we do not require a policeman to find out a culprit, nor do we want a magistrate to try a criminal case.'

'That is very good, indeed. I suppose if there was any dishonest person, you could very easily chastise her. As you gained a decisive victory without shedding a single drop of blood, you could drive off crime and criminals too without much difficulty!'

'Now, dear Sultana, will you sit here or come to my parlour?' she asked me.

'Your kitchen is not inferior to a queen's boudoir!' I replied with a pleasant smile, 'but we must leave it now; for the gentlemen may be cursing me for keeping them away from their duties in the kitchen so long.' We both laughed heartily.

'How my friends at home will be amused and amazed, when I go back and tell them that in the far-off Ladyland, ladies rule over the country and control all social matters, while gentlemen are kept in the Mardanas to mind babies, to cook and to do all sorts of domestic work; and that cooking is so easy a thing that it is simply a pleasure to cook!'

'Yes, tell them about all that you see here.'

'Please let me know, how you carry on land cultivation and how you plough the land and do other hard manual work.'

'Our fields are tilled by means of electricity, which supplies motive power for other hard work as well, and we employ it for our aerial conveyances too. We have no rail road nor any paved streets here.'

'Therefore neither street nor railway accidents occur here,' said I. 'Do not you ever suffer from want of rainwater?' I asked.

'Never since the "water balloon" has been set up. You see the big balloon and pipes attached thereto. By their aid we can draw as much rainwater as we require. Nor do we ever suffer from flood or thunderstorms. We are all very busy making nature yield as much as she can. We do not find time to quarrel with one another as we never sit idle. Our noble Queen is exceedingly fond of botany; it is her ambition to convert the whole country into one grand garden.'

'The idea is excellent. What is your chief food?'

'Fruits.'

'How do you keep your country cool in hot weather? We regard the rainfall in summer as a blessing from heaven.'

'When the heat becomes unbearable, we sprinkle the ground with plentiful showers drawn from the artificial fountains. And in cold weather we keep our room warm with sun-heat.'

She showed me her bathroom, the roof of which was removable. She could enjoy a shower bath whenever she liked, by simply removing the roof (which was like the lid of a box) and turning on the tap of the shower pipe.

'You are a lucky people!' ejaculated I. 'You know no want. What is your religion, may I ask?'

'Our religion is based on Love and Truth. It is our religious duty to love one another and to be absolutely truthful. If any person lies, she or he is....'

'Punished with death?'

'No, not with death. We do not take pleasure in killing a creature of God, especially a human being. The liar is asked to leave this land for good and never to come to it again.'

'Is an offender never forgiven?'

'Yes, if that person repents sincerely.'

'Are you not allowed to see any man, except your own relations?'

'No one except sacred relations.'

'Our circle of sacred relations is very limited; even first cousins are not sacred.'

'But ours is very large; a distant cousin is as sacred as a brother.'

'That is very good. I see purity itself reigns over your land. I should like to see the good Queen, who is so sagacious and far-sighted and who has made all these rules.'

'All right,' said Sister Sara.

Then she screwed a couple of seats onto a square piece of plank. To this plank she attached two smooth and well-polished balls. When I asked her what the balls were for, she said they were hydrogen balls and they were used to overcome the force of gravity. The balls were of different capacities to be used according to the different weights desired to be overcome. She then fastened to the air-car two wing-like blades, which, she said, were worked by electricity. After we were comfortably seated she touched a knob and the blades began to whirl, moving faster and faster every moment. At first we were raised to the height of about six or seven feet and then off we flew. And before I could realize that we had commenced moving, we reached the garden of the Queen.

My friend lowered the air-car by reversing the action of the machine, and when the car touched the ground the machine was stopped and we got out.

I had seen from the air-car the Queen walking on a garden path with her little daughter (who was four years old) and her maids of honour.

'Halloo! You here!' cried the Queen addressing Sister Sara. I was introduced to Her Royal Highness and was received by her cordially without any ceremony.

I was very much delighted to make her acquaintance. In the course of the conversation I had with her, the Queen told me that she had no objection to permitting her subjects to trade with other countries. 'But,' she continued, 'no trade was possible with countries where the women were kept in the zenanas and so unable to come and trade with us. Men, we find, are rather of lower morals and so we do not like dealing with them. We do not covet other people's land, we do not fight for a piece of diamond though it may be a thousand-fold brighter than the Koh-i-Noor, nor do we grudge a ruler his Peacock Throne. We dive deep into the ocean of knowledge and try to find out the precious gems, which nature has kept in store for us. We enjoy nature's gifts as much as we can.'

After taking leave of the Queen, I visited the famous universities, and was shown some of their manufactories, laboratories and observatories.

After visiting the above places of interest we got again into the air-car, but as soon as it began moving, I somehow slipped down and the fall startled me out of my dream. And on opening my eyes, I found myself in my own bedroom still lounging in the easy-chair!




      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Poem

      Where the mind is without fear (Gitanjali 35)

      Rabindranath Tagore, 1912

      Rabindranath Tagore made his own English versions of the poems of Gitanjali (1912), and won the Nobel Prize in Literature the next year. India was then ruled by Britain.

      
        






35




Where the mind is without fear and the head is held high;

Where knowledge is free;

Where the world has not been broken up into fragments by narrow domestic walls;

Where words come out from the depth of truth;

Where tireless striving stretches its arms towards perfection;


 Where the clear stream of reason has not lost its way into the dreary desert sand of dead habit;

Where the mind is led forward by thee into ever-widening thought and action—

Into that heaven of freedom, my Father, let my country awake.
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      Essay

      Speech at the Banaras Hindu University

      Mohandas K. Gandhi, 1916

      In February 1916 the Viceroy, Lord Hardinge, laid the foundation stone of the Banaras Hindu University, with princes and officials in attendance. Gandhi, recently returned from South Africa and not yet the leader he would become, was invited to speak.

      
        I wish to tender my humble apology for the long delay that took place before I was able to reach this place. And you will readily accept the apology when I tell you that I am not responsible for the delay nor is any human agency responsible for it. The fact is that I am like an animal on show, and my keepers in their over kindness always manage to neglect a necessary chapter in this life, and, that is, pure accident. In this case, they did not provide for the series of accidents that happened to us-to me, keepers, and my carriers. Hence this delay.

Friends, under the influence of the matchless eloquence of Mrs. Besant who has just sat down, pray, do not believe that our University has become a finished product, and that all the young men who are to come to the University, that has yet to rise and come into existence, have also come and returned from it finished citizens of a great empire. Do not go away with any such impression, and if you, the student world to which my remarks are supposed to be addressed this evening, consider for one moment that the spiritual life, for which this country is noted and for which this country has no rival, can be transmitted through the lip, pray, believe me, you are wrong. You will never be able merely through the lip, to give the message that India, I hope, will one day deliver to the world. I myself have been fed up with speeches and lectures. I except the lectures that have been delivered here during the last two days from this category, because they are necessary. But I do venture to suggest to you that we have now reached almost the end of our resources in speech-making; it is not enough that our ears are feasted, that our eyes are feasted, but it is necessary that our hearts have got to be touched and that out hands and feet have got to be moved.

We have been told during the last two days how necessary it is, if we are to retain our hold upon the simplicity of Indian character, that our hands and feet should move in unison with our hearts. But this is only by way of preface. I wanted to say it is a matter of deep humiliation and shame for us that I am compelled this evening under the shadow of this great college, in this sacred city, to address my countrymen in a language that is foreign to me. I know that if I was appointed an examiner, to examine all those who have been attending during these two days this series of lectures, most of those who might be examined upon these lectures would fail. And why? Because they have not been touched.

I was present at the sessions of the great Congress in the month of December. There was a much vaster audience, and will you believe me when I tell you that the only speeches that touched the huge audience in Bombay were the speeches that were delivered in Hindustani? In Bombay, mind you, not in Benaras where everybody speaks Hindi. But between the vernaculars of the Bombay Presidency on the one hand and Hindi on the other, no such great dividing line exists as there does between English and the sister language of India; and the Congress audience was better able to follow the speakers in Hindi. I am hoping that this University will see to it that the youths who come to it will receive their instruction through the medium of their vernaculars. Our languages the reflection of ourselves, and if you tell me that our languages are too poor to express the best thought, then say that the sooner we are wiped out of existence the better for us. Is there a man who dreams that English can ever become the national language of India? Why this handicap on the nation? Just consider for one moment what an equal race our lads have to run with every English lad.

I had the privilege of a close conversation with some Poona professors. They assured me that every Indian youth, because he reached his knowledge through the English language, lost at least six precious years of life. Multiply that by the numbers of students turned out by our schools and colleges, and find out for yourselves how many thousand years have been lost to the nation. The charge against us is that we have no initiative. How can we have any, if we are to devote the precious years of our life to the mastery of a foreign tongue? We fail in this attempt also. Was it possible for any speaker yesterday and today to impress his audience as was possible for Mr. Higginbotham? It was not the fault of the previous speakers that they could not engage the audience. They had more than substance enough for us in their addresses. But their addresses could not go home to us. I have heard it said that after all it is English educated India which is leading and which is leading and which is doing all the things for the nation. It would be monstrous if it were otherwise. The only education we receive is English education. Surely we must show something for it. But suppose that we had been receiving during the past fifty years education through our vernaculars, what should we have today? We should have today a free India, we should have our educated men, not as if they were foreigners in their own land but speaking to the heart of the nation; they would be working amongst the poorest of the poor, and whatever they would have gained during these fifty years would be a heritage for the nation. Today even our wives are not the sharers in our best thought. Look at Professor Bose and Professor Ray and their brilliant researches. Is it not a shame that their researches are not the common property of the masses?

Let us now turn to another subject.

The Congress has passed a resolution about self-government, and I have no doubt that the All-India Congress Committee and the Muslim League will do their duty and come forward with some tangible suggestions. But I, for one, must frankly confess that I am not so much interested in what they will be able to produce as I am interested in anything that the student world is going to produce or the masses are going to produce. No paper contribution will ever give us self-government. No amount of speeches will ever make us fit for self-government. It is only our conduct that will fit for us it. And how are we trying to govern ourselves?

I want to think audibly this evening. I do not want to make a speech and if you find me this evening speaking without reserve, pray, consider that you are only sharing the thoughts of a man who allows himself to think audibly, and if you think that I seem to transgress the limits that courtesy imposes upon me, pardon me for the liberty I may be taking. I visited the Vishwanath temple last evening, and ad I was walking through those lanes, these were the thoughts that touched me. If a stranger dropped from above on to this great temple, and he had to consider what we as Hindus were, would he not be justified in condemning us? Is not this great temple a reflection of our own character? I speak feelingly, as a Hindu. Is it right that the lanes of our sacred temple should be as dirty as they are? The houses round about are built anyhow. The lanes are tortuous and narrow. If even our temples are not models of roominess and cleanliness, what can our self-government be? Shall our temples be abodes of holiness, cleanliness and peace as soon as the English have retired from India, either of their own pleasure or by compulsion, bag and baggage?

I entirely agree with the President of the Congress that before we think of self-government, we shall have to do the necessary plodding. In every city there are two divisions, the cantonment and the city proper. The city mostly is a stinking den. But we are a people unused to city life. But if we want city life, we cannot reproduce the easy-going hamlet life. It is not comforting to think that people walk about the streets of Indian Bombay under the perpetual fear of dwellers in the storeyed building spitting upon them. I do a great deal of railway traveling. I observe the difficulty of third-class passengers. But the railway administration is by no means to blame for all their hard lot. We do not know the elementary laws of cleanliness. We spit anywhere on the carriage floor, irrespective of the thoughts that it is often used as sleeping space. We do not trouble ourselves as to how we use it; the result is indescribable filth in the compartment. The so-called better class passengers overawe their less fortunate brethren. Among them I have seen the student world also; sometimes they behave no better. They can speak English and they have worn Norfolk jackets and, therefore, claim the right to force their way in and command seating accommodation.

I have turned the searchlight all over, and as you have given me the privilege of speaking to you, I am laying my heart bare. Surely we must set these things right in our progress towards self-government. I now introduce you to another scene. His Highness the Maharaja who presided yesterday over our deliberations spoke about the poverty of India. Other speakers laid great stress upon it. But what did we witness in the great pandal in which the foundation ceremony was performed by the Viceroy? Certainly a most gorgeous show, an exhibition of jewellery, which made a splendid feast for the eyes of the greatest jeweler who chose to come from Paris. I compare with the richly bedecked noble men the millions of the poor. And I feel like saying to these noble men, “There is no salvation for India unless you strip yourselves of this jewellery and hold it in trust for your countrymen in India.” I am sure it is not the desire of the King-Emperor or Lord Hardinge that in order to show the truest loyalty to our King-Emperor, it is necessary for us to ransack our jewellery boxes and to appear bedecked from top to toe. I would undertake, at the peril of my life, to bring to you a message from King George himself that he excepts nothing of the kind.

Sir, whenever I hear of a great palace rising in any great city of India, be it in British India or be it in India which is ruled by our great chiefs, I become jealous at once, and say, “Oh, it is the money that has come from the agriculturists.” Over seventy-five per cent of the population are agriculturists and Mr. Higginbotham told us last night in his own felicitous language, that they are the men who grow two blades of grass in the place of one. But there cannot be much spirit of self-government about us, if we take away or allow others to take away from them almost the whole of the results of their labour. Our salvation can only come through the farmer. Neither the lawyers, nor the doctors, nor the rich landlords are going to secure it.

Now, last but not the least, it is my bounden duty to refer to what agitated our minds during these two or three days. All of us have had many anxious moments while the Viceroy was going through the streets of Banaras. There were detectives stationed in many places. We were horrified. We asked ourselves, “Why this distrust?” Is it not better that even Lord Hardinge should die than live a living death? But a representative of a mighty sovereign may not. He might find it necessary to impose these detectives on us? We may foam, we may fret, we may resent, but let us not forget that India of today in her impatience has produced an army of anarchists. I myself am an anarchist, but of another type. But there is a class of anarchists amongst us, and if I was able to reach this class, I would say to them that their anarchism has no room in India, if India is to conqueror. It is a sign of fear. If we trust and fear God, we shall have to fear no one, not the Maharajas, not the Viceroys, not the detectives, not even King George.

I honour the anarchist for his love of the country. I honour him for his bravery in being willing to die for his country; but I ask him-is killing honourable? Is the dagger of an assassin a fit precursor of an honourable death? I deny it. There is no warrant for such methods in any scriptures. If I found it necessary for the salvation of India that the English should retire, that they should be driven out, I would not hesitate to declare that they would have to go, and I hope I would be prepared to die in defense of that belief. That would, in my opinion, be an honourable death. The bomb-thrower creates secret plots, is afraid to come out into the open, and when caught pays the penalty of misdirected zeal.

I have been told, “Had we not done this, had some people not thrown bombs, we should never have gained what we have got with reference to the partition movement.” (Mrs. Besant : ‘Please stop it.’) This was what I said in Bengal when Mr. Lyon presided at the meeting. I think what I am saying is necessary. If I am told to stop I shall obey. (Turning to the Chairman) I await your orders. If you consider that by my speaking as I am, I am not serving the country and the empire I shall certainly stop. (Cries of ‘Go on.’) (The Chairman: ‘Please, explain your object.’) I am simply. . . (another interruption). My friends, please do not resent this interruption. If Mrs. Besant this evening suggests that I should stop, she does so because she loves India so well, and she considers that I am erring in thinking audibly before you young men. But even so, I simply say this, that I want to purge India of this atmosphere of suspicion on either side, if we are to reach our goal; we should have an empire which is to be based upon mutual love and mutual trust. Is it not better that we talk under the shadow of this college than that we should be talking irresponsibly in our homes? I consider that it is much better that we talk these things openly. I have done so with excellent results before now. I know that there is nothing that the students do not know. I am, therefore, turning the searchlight towards ourselves. I hold the name of my country so dear to me that I exchange these thoughts with you, and submit to you that there is no room for anarchism in India. Let us frankly and openly say whatever we want to say our rulers, and face the consequences if what we have to say does not please them. But let us not abuse.

I was talking the other day to a member of the much-abused Civil Service. I have not very much in common with the members of that Service, but I could not help admiring the manner in which he was speaking to mw. He said : “Mr. Gandhi, do you for one moment suppose that all we, Civil Servants, are a bad lot, that we want to oppress the people whom we have come to govern?” “No,,” I said. “Then if you get an opportunity put in a word for the much-abused Civil Service.” And I am here to put in that word. Yes, many members of the Indian Civil Service are most decidedly overbearing; they are tyrannical, at times thoughtless. Many other adjectives may be used. I grant all these things and I grant also that after having lived in India for a certain number of years some of them become somewhat degraded. But what does that signify? They were gentlemen before they came here, and if they have lost some of the moral fiber, it is a reflection upon ourselves.

Just think out for yourselves, if a man who was good yesterday has become bad after having come in contact with me, is he responsible that he has deteriorated or am I? The atmosphere of sycophancy and falsity that surrounds them on their coming to India demoralizes them, as it would many of us. It is well to take the blame sometimes. If we are to receive self-government, we shall have to take it. We shall never be granted self-government. Look at the history of the British Empire and the British nation; freedom loving as it is, it will not be a party to give freedom to a people who will not take it themselves. Learn your lesson if you wish to from the Boer War. Those who were enemies of that empire only a few years ago have now become friends...

(At this point there was an interruption and a movement on the platform to leave. The speech, therefore, ended here abruptly.)
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      Afterword

      Day Seventy-One: India awakening

      Rokeya said she wrote her story to pass the time while her husband was away on tour. When he came home and read it, he called it “a terrible revenge”.

      Tagore prays for a country “Where the world has not been broken up into fragments by narrow domestic walls”. He meant the walls between castes and creeds, but Sultana lives behind real ones. Ladyland doesn’t pull them down; it puts the men behind them instead. “How the tables are turned,” Sultana laughs, and Sister Sara answers, “But the seclusion is the same.” Is that only a joke at the men’s expense, or a hint that nobody should be shut in?

      Gandhi would have liked Ladyland’s kitchen, with “no smoke, nor any chimney”. He spends much of his speech not on the British but on the filthy lanes round the Vishwanath temple, the spitting on railway carriage floors and the princes’ jewellery: “If even our temples are not models of roominess and cleanliness, what can our self-government be?” It is Tagore’s “dreary desert sand of dead habit”, seen from the street. And when Gandhi complains that the researches of “Professor Bose and Professor Ray” are not “the common property of the masses”, he is asking for the country of the poem, “Where knowledge is free”.

    

  
    
      Day Seventy-Two

      The poor

      14 minutes

      
        Story
        The Little Match Girl
        Hans Christian Andersen · 4 minutes
        New Year's Eve in the snow, and a barefoot girl who has not sold a single match all day.
      

      
        Poem
        The Bridge of Sighs
        Thomas Hood · 3 minutes
        A young woman's body is taken from the Thames, and Hood asks the crowd to lift her tenderly.
      

      
        Essay
        A Nightly Scene in London
        Charles Dickens · 8 minutes
        On a wet November night, Dickens finds five ragged bundles against the wall of the Whitechapel workhouse, and stops to ask why they are there.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      The Little Match Girl

      Hans Christian Andersen, translated by Mary Howitt, 1845

      
        IT was dreadfully cold, it snowed, and was getting quite dark, for it was evening—yes, the last evening of the year.

Amid the cold and the darkness, a little girl, with bare head and naked feet, was roaming through the streets. It is true she had on a pair of slippers when she left home, but that was not of much use, for they were very large slippers; so large, indeed, that they had hitherto been used by her mother; besides, the little creature lost them as she hurried across the street, to avoid two carriages, that were driving at a fearful rate. One of the slippers was not to be found, and the other was pounced upon by a boy, who ran away with it, saying that it would serve for a cradle when he should have children of his own.

So the little girl went along, with her little bare feet, that were red and blue with cold. She carried a number of matches in an old apron, and she held a bundle of them in her hand. Nobody had bought anything of her the whole livelong day, and nobody had even given her a penny.

She crept along, shivering with cold and hunger, a perfect picture of misery—poor little thing!

The snow-flakes covered her long flaxen hair, which hung in pretty curls round her throat; but she heeded them not.

Lights were streaming from all the windows, and there was a savoury smell of roast goose; for it was St. Sylvester's evening. And this she did heed.

She now sat down, cowering in a corner formed by two houses, one of which projected beyond the other. She had drawn her little feet under her, but she felt colder than ever; yet she dared not return home, for she had not sold a match, and could not bring back a penny.

Her father would certainly beat her; and it was cold enough at home, besides—for they had only the roof above them, and the wind came howling through it, though the largest holes had been stopped with straw and rags. Her little hands were nearly frozen with cold.







Alas! a single match might do her some good, if she might only draw one out of the bundle, and rub it against the wall, and warm her fingers.

So at last she drew one out. Whisht! how it shed sparks, and how it burned! It gave out a warm, bright flame, like a little candle, as she held her hands over it,—truly, it was a wonderful little light! It really seemed to the little girl as if she were sitting before a large iron stove, with polished brass feet, and brass shovel and tongs. The fire burned so blessedly, and warmed so nicely, that the little creature stretched out her feet to warm them likewise, when lo! the flame expired, the stove vanished, and left nothing but the little half-burned match in her hand.

She rubbed another match against the wall. It gave a light, and where it shone upon the wall, the latter became as transparent as a veil, and she could see into the room.

A snow-white tablecloth was spread upon the table, on which stood a splendid china dinner service, a roast goose, stuffed with apples and prunes, sent forth the most savoury odour. And what was more delightful still, the goose jumped down from the dish, and waddled along the ground with a knife and fork in its breast, up to the poor girl.


The match then went out, and nothing remained but the thick, damp wall. She lit another match.


 She now sat under the most magnificent Christmas tree, that was larger, and more superbly decked, than even the one she had seen through the glass door at the rich merchant's. A thousand tapers burned on its green branches, and gay pictures, such as one sees on targets, seemed to be looking down upon her. The match then went out.

The Christmas lights kept rising higher and higher. They now looked like stars in the sky.

One of them fell down, and left a long streak of fire. "Somebody is now dying," thought the little girl—for her old grandmother, the only person who had ever loved her, and who was now dead, had told her, that when a star falls, it is a sign that a soul is going up to heaven.

She again rubbed a match upon the wall, and it was again light all round; and in the brightness stood her old grandmother, clear and shining like a spirit, yet looking so mild and loving.

"Grandmother," cried the little one, "oh! take me with you! I know you will go away when the match goes out—you will vanish like the warm stove, and the delicious roast goose, and the fine, large Christmas-tree?"

And she made haste to rub the whole bundle of matches, for she wished to hold her grandmother fast.

And the matches gave a light that was brighter than noonday. Her grandmother had never appeared so beautiful nor so large. She took the little girl in her arms, and both flew upwards, all radiant and joyful, far—far above mortal ken—where there was neither cold, nor hunger, nor care to be found; for it was to the land of the blessed that they had flown.

But, in the cold dawn, the poor girl might be seen leaning against the wall, with red cheeks and smiling mouth: she had been frozen on the last night of the old year.

The new year's sun shone upon the little corpse.

The child sat in the stiffness of death, still holding the matches, one bundle of which was burned.

People said: "She tried to warm herself"

Nobody dreamed of the fine things she had seen, nor in what splendour she had entered upon the joys of the new year, together with her grandmother.













      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Poem

      The Bridge of Sighs

      Thomas Hood, 1844

      
        


THE BRIDGE OF SIGHS




"Drowned! drowned!"—Hamlet.






One more unfortunate,
Weary of breath,
Rashly importunate,
Gone to her death!


Take her up tenderly,
Lift her with care;
Fashioned so slenderly,
Young, and so fair!


Look at her garments
Clinging like cerements;
Whilst the wave constantly
Drips from her clothing;
Take her up instantly,
Loving, not loathing.—


Touch her not scornfully;
Think of her mournfully,
Gently and humanly;
Not of the stains of her,
All that remains of her
Now is pure womanly.


 Make no deep scrutiny
Into her mutiny
Rash and undutiful:
Past all dishonor,
Death has left on her
Only the beautiful.


Still, for all slips of hers,
One of Eve's family —
Wipe those poor lips of hers.
Oozing so clammily.


Loop up her tresses
Escaped from the comb,
Her fair auburn tresses;
Whilst wonderment guesses
Where was her home?


Who was her father?
Who was her mother?
Had she a sister?
Had she a brother?
Or was there a dearer one
Still, and a nearer one
Yet, than all other?


Alas for the rarity
Of Christian charity
Under the sun!
O, it was pitiful!
Near a whole city full,
Home she had none.


Sisterly, brotherly,
Fatherly, motherly
 Feelings had changed:
Love, by harsh evidence,
Thrown from its eminence;
Even God's providence
Seeming estranged.


Where the lamps quiver
So far in the river,
With many a light
From window and casement,
From garret to basement,
She stood, with amazement,
Houseless by night.


The bleak wind of March
Made her tremble and shiver
But not the dark arch,
Or the black flowing river:
Mad from life's history,
Glad to death's mystery,
Swift to be hurled—
Anywhere, anywhere
Out of the world!


In she plunged boldly,
No matter how coldly
The rough river ran,—
Over the brink of it,
Picture it—think of it,
Dissolute man!
Lave in it, drink of it.
Then, if you can!


Take her up tenderly,
Lift her with care;
 Fashioned so slenderly,
Young, and so fair!


Ere her limbs frigidly
Stiffen too rigidly,
Decently,—kindly,—
Smooth, and compose them;
And her eyes, close them,
Staring so blindly!


Dreadfully staring
Through muddy impurity,
As when with the daring
Last look of despairing
Fixed on futurity.


Perishing gloomily,
Spurred by contumely,
Cold inhumanity,
Burning insanity,
Into her rest.—
Cross her hands humbly,
As if praying dumbly,
Over her breast!


Owning her weakness,
Her evil behavior,
And leaving, with meekness,
Her sins to her Saviour!








      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Essay

      A Nightly Scene in London

      Charles Dickens, 1856

      Dickens wrote this for his weekly magazine Household Words in 1856. A workhouse was where the destitute were given food and shelter in return for work; its casual ward took in the homeless for a single night.

      
        On the fifth of last November, I, accompanied by a friend well known to the public, accidently strayed into Whitechapel. It was a miserable evening; very dark, very muddy, and raining hard.

There are many woeful sights in that part of London, and it has been well known to me, in most of its aspects, for many years. We had forgotten the mud and rain in slowly walking along and looking about us, when we found ourselves at eight o’clock, before the Workhouse.

Crouched against the wall of the Workhouse, in the dark street, on the muddy pavement-stones, with the rain raining upon them, were five bundles of rags. They were motionless, and had no resemblance to the human form. Five great bee-hives, covered with rags—five dead bodies taken out of graves, tied neck-and-heels, and covered with rags—would have looked like these five bundles upon which the rain rained down in the public street.

“What is this?” said my companion. “What is this?”

“Some miserable people shut out of the Casual Ward, I think,” said I.

We had stopped before the five ragged mounds, and were quite rooted to the spot by their horrible appearance. Five awful Sphinxes by the wayside, crying to every passer-by, “Stop and guess! What is to be the end of a state of society that leaves us here!”

As we stood looking at them, a decent working-man, having the appearance of a stone-mason, touched me on the shoulder.

“This is an awful sight, Sir,” said he, “in a Christian country!”

“God knows it is, my friend,” said I.

“I have often seen it much worse than this, as I have been going home from my work. I have counted fifteen, twenty, five-and-twenty, many a time. It’s a shocking thing to see.”

“A shocking thing, indeed,” said I and my companion together. The man lingered near us a little while, wished us good-night, and went on.

We should have felt it brutal in us who had a better chance of being heard than the working-man, to leave the thing as it was, so we knocked at the Workhouse gate. I undertook to be spokesman. The moment the gate was opened by an old pauper, I went in, followed close by my companion. I lost no time in passing the old porter, for I saw in his watery eye a disposition to shut us out.

“Be so good as to give that card to the master of the Workhouse, and say I shall be glad to speak to him for a moment.”

We were in a kind of covered gateway, and the old porter went across it with the card. Before he had got to a door on our left, a man in a cloak and hat bounced out of it very sharply, as if he were in the nightly habit of being bullied, and of returning the compliment.

“Now, gentlemen,” said he, in a loud voice, “what do you want here?”

“First,” said I, “will you do me the favor to look at that card in your hand. Perhaps you may know my name.”

“Yes,” says he, looking at it. “I know this name.”

“Good. I only want to ask you a plain question in a civil manner, and there is not the least occasion for either of us to be angry. It would be very foolish in me to blame you, and I don’t blame you. I may find fault with the system you administer, but pray understand that I know you are here to do a duty pointed out to you, and that I have no doubt you do it. Now, I hope you won’t object to tell me what I want to know.”

“No,” said he, quite mollified, and very reasonable, “not at all. What is it?”

“Do you know that there are five wretched creatures outside?”

“I haven’t seen them, but I dare say there are.”

“Do you doubt that there are?”

“No, not at all. There might be many more.”

“Are they men, or women?”

“Women, I suppose. Very likely one or two of them were there last night, and the night before last.”

“There all night, do you mean?”

“Very likely.”

My companion and I looked at one another, and the master of the Workhouse added quickly, “Why, Lord bless my soul! what am I to do? What can I do? The place is full. The place is always full—every night. I must give the preference to women with children, mustn’t I? You wouldn’t have me not do that?”

“Surely not,” said I. “It is a very humane principle, and quite right; and I am glad to hear of it. Don’t forget that I don’t blame you.”

“Well!” said he. And subdued himself again.

“What I want to ask you,” I went on, “is whether you know any thing against those five miserable beings outside?”

“Don’t know any thing about them,” said he, with a wave of his arm.

“I ask, for this reason: that we mean to give them a trifle to get a lodging—if they are not shelterless because they are thieves, for instance. You don’t know them to be thieves?”

“I don’t know any thing about them,” he repeated emphatically.

“That is to say, they are shut out, solely because the Ward is full?”

“Because the Ward is full.”

“And if they got in, they would only have a roof for the night and a bit of bread in the morning, I suppose?”

“That’s all. You’ll use your own discretion about what you give them. Only understand that I don’t know any thing about them beyond what I have told you.”

“Just so. I wanted to know no more. You have answered my question civily and readily, and I am much obliged to you. I have nothing to say against you, but quite the contrary. Good-night!”

“Good-night, gentlemen!” And out we came again.

We went to the ragged bundle nearest to the Workhouse-door, and I touched it. No movement replying, I gently shook it. The rags began to be slowly stirred within, and by little and little a head was unshrouded. The head of a young woman of three or four-and-twenty, as I should judge; gaunt with want, and foul with dirt, but not natrually ugly.

“Tell us,” said I, stooping down, “why are you lying here?”

“Because I can’t get into the Workhouse.”

She spoke in a faint, dull way, and had no curiosity or interest left. She looked dreamily at the black sky and the falling rain, but never looked at me or my companion.

“Were you here last night?”

“Yes. All last night. And the night afore too.”

“Do you know any of these others?”

“I know her next but one. She was here last night, and she told me she come out of Essex. I don’t know no more of her.”

“You were here all last night, but you have not been here all day?”

“No. Not all day.”

“Where have you been all day?”

“About the streets.”

“What have you had to eat?”

“Nothing.”

“Come!” said I. “Think a little. You are tired and have been asleep, and don’t quite consider what you are saying to us. You have had something to eat to-day. Come! Think of it!”

“No I haven’t. Nothing but such bits as I could pick up about the market. Why, look at me!“

She bared her neck, and I covered it up again.

“If you had a shilling to get some supper and a lodging, should you know where to get it?”

“Yes. I could do that.”

“For God’s sake get it then!”

I put the money into her hand, and she feebly rose up and went away. She never thanked me, never looked at me—melted away into the miserable night, in the strangest manner I ever saw. I have seen many strange things, but not one that has left a deeper impression on my memory than the dull impassive way in which that worn-out heap of misery took that piece of money, and was lost.

One by one I spoke to all five. In every one, interest and curiosity were as extinct as in the first. They were dull and languid. No one made any sort of profession or complaint; no one cared to look at me; no one thanked me. When I came to the third, I suppose she saw that my companion and I glanced, with a new horror upon us, at the two last, who had dropped against each other in their sleep, and were lying like broken images. She said, she believed they were young sisters. These were the only words that were originated among the five.

And now let me close this terrible account with a redeeming and beautiful trait of the poorest of the poor. When we came out of the Workhouse, we had gone across the road to a public-house, finding ourselves without silver, to get change for a sovereign. I held the money in my hand while I was speaking to the five apparitions. Our being so engaged, attracted the attention of many people of the very poor sort usual to that place; as we leaned over the mounds of rags, they eagerly leaned over us to see and hear; what I had in my hand, and what I said, and what I did, must have been plain to nearly all the concourse. When the last of the five had got up and faded away, the spectators opened to let us pass; and not one of them, by word, or look, or gesture, begged of us. Many of the observant faces were quick enough to know that it would have been a relief to us to have got rid of the rest of the money with any hope of doing good with it. But there was a feeling among them all that their necessities were not to be placed by the side of such a spectacle; and they opened a way for us in profound silence, and let us go.

My companion wrote to me, next day, that the five ragged bundles had been upon his bed all night. I debated how to add our testimony to that of many other persons who from time to time are impelled to write to the newspapers, by having come upon some shameful and shocking sight of this description. I resolved to write an exact account of what we had seen, but to wait until after Christmas, in order that there might be no heat or haste. I know that the unreasonable disciples of a reasonable school, demented disciples who push arithmetic and political economy beyond all bounds of sense (not to speak of such a weakness as humanity), and hold them to be all-sufficient for every ease, can easily prove that such things ought to be, and that no man has any business to mind them. Without disparaging those indispensable sciences in their sanity, I utterly renounce and abominate them in their insanity; and I address people with a respect for the spirit of the New Testament, who do mind such things, and who think them infamous in our streets.



      

      Text from harpers.org.

    

  
    
      Afterword

      Day Seventy-Two: The poor

      Hood knew how to make a poem travel. His “Song of the Shirt”, about a starving London seamstress, came out in Punch at Christmas 1843 and was reprinted everywhere; “The Bridge of Sighs” followed a few months later. Hood died in 1845, and when his admirers put up a monument over his grave at Kensal Green, they carved on it “He sang the Song of the Shirt”.

      Each of today’s pieces has a crowd in it. The people who find the match girl say “She tried to warm herself”, and “Nobody dreamed of the fine things she had seen”. Hood tells his crowd how to handle the drowned woman, and what not to ask: “Make no deep scrutiny / Into her mutiny”. Dickens’s crowd is the poorest of Whitechapel, who watch him give away shillings and don’t beg for one. Andersen shows us what the girl sees inside her head. Dickens gets nothing out of his five women: “no one cared to look at me; no one thanked me.” Which is harder to bear, a heaven we are shown, or a silence we’re not let into?

    

  
    
      Day Seventy-Three

      Prisoners

      18 minutes

      
        Story
        God Sees the Truth, But Waits
        Leo Tolstoy · 12 minutes
        A young merchant sets off for the fair at Nízhny, though his wife begs him not to go because she has dreamt that his hair turned grey.
      

      
        Poem
        To Althea, from Prison
        Richard Lovelace · 1 minute
        "Stone walls do not a prison make": written by a Cavalier poet jailed in 1642 for presenting a petition to Parliament.
      

      
        Essay
        Of the Things Which Are in Our Power (Discourses, Book I, Chapter 1)
        Epictetus · 5 minutes
        A Stoic teacher who had been born a slave tells his students what no emperor can take from them.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      God Sees the Truth, But Waits

      Leo Tolstoy, translated by Louise and Aylmer Maude, 1872

      
        In the town of Vladímir lived a young merchant named Iván Dmítritch Aksyónof. He had two shops and a house of his own.

Aksyónof was a handsome, fair-haired, curly-headed fellow, full of fun, and very fond of singing. When quite a young man he had been given to drink, and was riotous when he had had too much; but after he married he gave up drinking, except now and then.

One summer Aksyónof was going to the Nízhny Fair, and as he bade good-bye to his family his wife said to him, 'Iván Dmítritch, do not start to-day; I have had a bad dream about you.'

Aksyónof laughed, and said, 'You are afraid that when I get to the fair I shall go on the spree.'

His wife replied: 'I do not know what I am afraid of; all I know is that I had a bad dream. I dreamt you returned from the town, and when you took off your cap I saw that your hair was quite grey.'

Aksyónof laughed. 'That's a lucky sign,' said he. 'See if I don't sell out all my goods, and bring you some presents from the fair.'

So he said good-bye to his family, and drove away.

When he had travelled half-way, he met a merchant whom he knew, and they put up at the same inn for the night. They had some tea together, and then went to bed in adjoining rooms.

It was not Aksyónof's habit to sleep late, and,  wishing to travel while it was still cool, he aroused his driver before dawn, and told him to put in the horses.

Then he made his way across to the landlord of the inn (who lived in a cottage at the back), paid his bill, and continued his journey.

When he had gone about twenty-five miles, he stopped for the horses to be fed. Aksyónof rested awhile in the passage of the inn, then he stepped out into the porch, and, ordering a samovár to be heated, got out his guitar and began to play.

Suddenly a tróyka drove up with tinkling bells, and an official alighted, followed by two soldiers. He came to Aksyónof and began to question him, asking him who he was and whence he came. Aksyónof answered him fully, and said, 'Won't you have some tea with me?' But the official went on cross-questioning him and asking him, 'Where did you spend last night? Were you alone, or with a fellow-merchant? Did you see the other merchant this morning? Why did you leave the inn before dawn?'

Aksyónof wondered why he was asked all these questions, but he described all that had happened, and then added, 'Why do you cross-question me as if I were a thief or a robber? I am travelling on business of my own, and there is no need to question me.'

Then the official, calling the soldiers, said, 'I am the police-officer of this district, and I question you because the merchant with whom you spent last night has been found with his throat cut. We must search your things.'

They entered the house. The soldiers and the police-officer unstrapped Aksyónof's luggage and searched it. Suddenly the officer drew a knife out of a bag, crying, 'Whose knife is this?'

Aksyónof looked, and seeing a blood-stained knife taken from his bag, he was frightened.

'How is it there is blood on this knife?'


 Aksyónof tried to answer, but could hardly utter a word, and only stammered: 'I—I don't know—not mine.'

Then the police-officer said, 'This morning the merchant was found in bed with his throat cut. You are the only person who could have done it. The house was locked from inside, and no one else was there. Here is this bloodstained knife in your bag, and your face and manner betray you! Tell me how you killed him, and how much money you stole?'

Aksyónof swore he had not done it; that he had not seen the merchant after they had had tea together; that he had no money except eight thousand roubles of his own, and that the knife was not his. But his voice was broken, his face pale, and he trembled with fear as though he were guilty.

The police-officer ordered the soldiers to bind Aksyónof and to put him in the cart. As they tied his feet together and flung him into the cart, Aksyónof crossed himself and wept. His money and goods were taken from him, and he was sent to the nearest town and imprisoned there. Enquiries as to his character were made in Vladímir. The merchants and other inhabitants of that town said that in former days he used to drink and waste his time, but that he was a good man. Then the trial came on: he was charged with murdering a merchant from Ryazán, and robbing him of twenty thousand roubles.

His wife was in despair, and did not know what to believe. Her children were all quite small; one was a baby at her breast. Taking them all with her, she went to the town where her husband was in gaol. At first she was not allowed to see him; but, after much begging, she obtained permission from the officials, and was taken to him. When she saw her husband in prison-dress and in chains, shut up with thieves and criminals, she fell down, and did not come to her senses for a long time. Then she drew her children to her, and sat down near him. She told him of things at home, and asked about what had happened to him. He told her all, and she asked, 'What can we do now?'

'We must petition the Tsar not to let an innocent man perish.'

His wife told him that she had sent a petition to the Tsar, but that it had not been accepted.

Aksyónof did not reply, but only looked downcast.

Then his wife said, 'It was not for nothing I dreamt your hair had turned grey. You remember? You should not have started that day.' And passing her fingers through his hair, she said: 'Ványa dearest, tell your wife the truth; was it not you who did it?'

'So you, too, suspect me!' said Aksyónof, and, hiding his face in his hands, he began to weep. Then a soldier came to say that the wife and children must go away; and Aksyónof said good-bye to his family for the last time.

When they were gone, Aksyónof recalled what had been said, and when he remembered that his wife also had suspected him, he said to himself, 'It seems that only God can know the truth; it is to Him alone we must appeal, and from Him alone expect mercy.'

And Aksyónof wrote no more petitions; gave up all hope, and only prayed to God.

Aksyónof was condemned to be flogged and sent to the mines. So he was flogged with a knout, and when the wounds made by the knout were healed, he was driven to Siberia with other convicts.

For twenty-six years Aksyónof lived as a convict in Siberia. His hair turned white as snow, and his beard grew long, thin, and grey. All his mirth went; he stooped; he walked slowly, spoke little, and never laughed, but he often prayed.

In prison Aksyónof learnt to make boots, and earned a little money, with which he bought The Lives of the Saints. He read this book when there was light enough in the prison; and on Sundays in the prison-church he read the lessons and sang in the choir; for his voice was still good.

The prison authorities liked Aksyónof for his meekness, and his fellow-prisoners respected him: they called him 'Grandfather,' and 'The Saint.' When they wanted to petition the prison authorities about anything, they always made Aksyónof their spokesman, and when there were quarrels among the prisoners they came to him to put things right, and to judge the matter.

No news reached Aksyónof from his home, and he did not even know if his wife and children were still alive.

One day a fresh gang of convicts came to the prison. In the evening the old prisoners collected round the new ones and asked them what towns or villages they came from, and what they were sentenced for. Among the rest Aksyónof sat down near the new-comers, and listened with downcast air to what was said.

One of the new convicts, a tall, strong man of sixty, with a closely-cropped grey beard, was telling the others what he had been arrested for.

'Well, friends,' he said, 'I only took a horse that was tied to a sledge, and I was arrested and accused of stealing. I said I had only taken it to get home quicker, and had then let it go; besides, the driver was a personal friend of mine. So I said, "It's all right." "No," said they, "you stole it." But how or where I stole it they could not say. I once really did something wrong, and ought by rights to have come here long ago, but that time I was not found out. Now I have been sent here for nothing at all. . . . Eh, but it's lies I'm telling you; I've been to Siberia before, but I did not stay long.'

'Where are you from?' asked some one.

'From Vladímir. My family are of that town. My name is Makár, and they also call me Semyónitch.'

Aksyónof raised his head and said: 'Tell me, Semyónitch, do you know anything of the merchants Aksyónof, of Vladímir? Are they still alive?'


 'Know them? Of course I do. The Aksyónofs are rich, though their father is in Siberia: a sinner like ourselves, it seems! As for you, Gran'dad, how did you come here?'

Aksyónof did not like to speak of his misfortune. He only sighed, and said, 'For my sins I have been in prison these twenty-six years.'

'What sins?' asked Makár Semyónitch.

But Aksyónof only said, 'Well, well—I must have deserved it!' He would have said no more, but his companions told the new-comer how Aksyónof came to be in Siberia: how some one had killed a merchant, and had put a knife among Aksyónof's things, and Aksyónof had been unjustly condemned.

When Makár Semyónitch heard this, he looked at Aksyónof, slapped his own knee, and exclaimed, 'Well, this is wonderful! Really wonderful! But how old you've grown, Gran'dad!'

The others asked him why he was so surprised, and where he had seen Aksyónof before; but Makár Semyónitch did not reply. He only said: 'It's wonderful that we should meet here, lads!'

These words made Aksyónof wonder whether this man knew who had killed the merchant; so he said, 'Perhaps, Semyónitch, you have heard of that affair, or maybe you've seen me before?'

'How could I help hearing? The world's full of rumours. But it's long ago, and I've forgotten what I heard.'

'Perhaps you heard who killed the merchant?' asked Aksyónof.

Makár Semyónitch laughed, and replied, 'It must have been him in whose bag the knife was found! If some one else hid the knife there, "He's not a thief till he's caught," as the saying is. How could any one put a knife into your bag while it was under your head? It would surely have woke you up?'

When Aksyónof heard these words, he felt sure this was the man who had killed the merchant. He rose and went away. All that night Aksyónof lay awake. He felt terribly unhappy, and all sorts of images rose in his mind. There was the image of his wife as she was when he parted from her to go to the fair. He saw her as if she were present; her face and her eyes rose before him; he heard her speak and laugh. Then he saw his children, quite little, as they were at that time: one with a little cloak on, another at his mother's breast. And then he remembered himself as he used to be—young and merry. He remembered how he sat playing the guitar in the porch of the inn where he was arrested, and how free from care he had been. He saw, in his mind, the place where he was flogged, the executioner, and the people standing around; the chains, the convicts, all the twenty-six years of his prison life, and his premature old age. The thought of it all made him so wretched that he was ready to kill himself.

'And it's all that villain's doing!' thought Aksyónof. And his anger was so great against Makár Semyónitch that he longed for vengeance, even if he himself should perish for it. He kept repeating prayers all night, but could get no peace. During the day he did not go near Makár Semyónitch, nor even look at him.

A fortnight passed in this way. Aksyónof could not sleep at nights, and was so miserable that he did not know what to do.

One night as he was walking about the prison he noticed some earth that came rolling out from under one of the shelves on which the prisoners slept. He stopped to see what it was. Suddenly Makár Semyónitch crept out from under the shelf, and looked up at Aksyónof with frightened face. Aksyónof tried to pass without looking at him, but Makár seized his hand and told him that he had dug a hole under the wall, getting rid of the earth by putting it into his high-boots, and emptying it out every day on the road when the prisoners were driven to their work.

'Just you keep quiet, old man, and you shall get out too. If you blab they'll flog the life out of me, but I will kill you first.'


 Aksyónof trembled with anger as he looked at his enemy. He drew his hand away, saying, 'I have no wish to escape, and you have no need to kill me; you killed me long ago! As to telling of you—I may do so or not, as God shall direct.'

Next day, when the convicts were led out to work, the convoy soldiers noticed that one or other of the prisoners emptied some earth out of his boots. The prison was searched, and the tunnel found. The Governor came and questioned all the prisoners to find out who had dug the hole. They all denied any knowledge of it. Those who knew, would not betray Makár Semyónitch, knowing he would be flogged almost to death. At last the Governor turned to Aksyónof, whom he knew to be a just man, and said:

'You are a truthful old man; tell me, before God, who dug the hole?'

Makár Semyónitch stood as if he were quite unconcerned, looking at the Governor and not so much as glancing at Aksyónof. Aksyónof's lips and hands trembled, and for a long time he could not utter a word. He thought, 'Why should I screen him who ruined my life? Let him pay for what I have suffered. But if I tell, they will probably flog the life out of him, and maybe I suspect him wrongly. And, after all, what good would it be to me?'

'Well, old man,' repeated the Governor, 'tell us the truth: who has been digging under the wall?'

Aksyónof glanced at Makár Semyónitch, and said, 'I cannot say, your honour. It is not God's will that I should tell! Do what you like with me; I am in your hands.'

However much the Governor tried, Aksyónof would say no more, and so the matter had to be left.

That night, when Aksyónof was lying on his bed and just beginning to doze, some one came quietly and sat down on his bed. He peered through the darkness and recognized Makár.

'What more do you want of me?' asked Aksyónof. 'Why have you come here?'


 Makár Semyónitch was silent. So Aksyónof sat up and said, 'What do you want? Go away, or I will call the guard!'

Makár Semyónitch bent close over Aksyónof, and whispered, 'Iván Dmítritch, forgive me!'

'What for?' asked Aksyónof.

'It was I who killed the merchant and hid the knife among your things. I meant to kill you too, but I heard a noise outside; so I hid the knife in your bag and escaped out of the window.'

Aksyónof was silent, and did not know what to say. Makár Semyónitch slid off the bed-shelf and knelt upon the ground. 'Iván Dmítritch,' said he, 'forgive me! For the love of God, forgive me! I will confess that it was I who killed the merchant, and you will be released and can go to your home.'

'It is easy for you to talk,' said Aksyónof, 'but I have suffered for you these twenty-six years. Where could I go to now? . . . My wife is dead, and my children have forgotten me. I have nowhere to go. . . .'

Makár Semyónitch did not rise, but beat his head on the floor. 'Iván Dmítritch, forgive me!' he cried. 'When they flogged me with the knout it was not so hard to bear as it is to see you now . . . yet you had pity on me, and did not tell. For Christ's sake forgive me, wretch that I am!' And he began to sob.

When Aksyónof heard him sobbing he, too, began to weep.

'God will forgive you!' said he. 'Maybe I am a hundred times worse than you.' And at these words his heart grew light, and the longing for home left him. He no longer had any desire to leave the prison, but only hoped for his last hour to come.

In spite of what Aksyónof had said, Makár Semyónitch confessed his guilt. But when the order for his release came, Aksyónof was already dead.



(Written in 1872.)








      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Poem

      To Althea, from Prison

      Richard Lovelace, 1649

      In 1642, on the eve of the English Civil War, Richard Lovelace was jailed for presenting Parliament with a petition in support of King Charles I. The "loyal flames" and the King's praises in the poem are for Charles; Althea is a woman he loves.

      
        
          
            WHEN Love with unconfined wings 

 Hovers within my gates, 

And my divine Althea brings 

 To whisper at the grates; 

When I lie tangled in her hair 

 And fetter'd to her eye, 

The birds that wanton in the air 

 Know no such liberty. 



When flowing cups run swiftly round 

 With no allaying Thames, 

Our careless heads with roses crown'd 

 Our hearts with loyal flames; 

When thirsty grief in wine we steep, 

 When healths and draughts go free 

Fishes that tipple in the deep 

 Know no such liberty. 



When, linnet-like confined, I 

 With shriller throat shall sing 

The sweetness, mercy, majesty 

 And glories of my King;



 
When I shall voice aloud how good 

He is, how great should be, 

Enlargéd winds, that curl the flood, 

Know no such liberty. 



Stone walls do not a prison make, 

Nor iron bars a cage; 

Minds innocent and quiet take 

That for an hermitage; 

If I have freedom in my love 

And in my soul am free, 

Angels alone, that soar above, 

Enjoy such liberty. 






          

        

      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Essay

      Of the Things Which Are in Our Power (Discourses, Book I, Chapter 1)

      Epictetus, translated by George Long, c. 108

      Epictetus was born a slave about AD 50 and served Epaphroditus, a freedman of the emperor Nero, in Rome. Freed, he taught Stoic philosophy, and when the emperor Domitian banished the philosophers from Rome he opened a school in Greece. He wrote nothing himself: his pupil Arrian took down his talks and published them as the Discourses.

      
        Of all the faculties (except that which I shall soon mention), you will find not one which is capable of contemplating itself, and, consequently, not capable either of approving or disapproving. How far does the grammatic art possess the contemplating power? As far as forming a judgment about what is written and spoken. And how far music? As far as judging about melody. Does either of them then contemplate itself? By no means. But when you must write something to your friend, grammar will tell you what words you should write; but whether you should write or not, grammar will not tell you. And so it is with music as to musical sounds; but whether you should sing at the present time and play on the lute, or do neither, music will not tell you. What faculty then will tell you? That which contemplates both itself and all other things. And what is this faculty? The rational faculty; for this is the only faculty that we have received which examines itself, what it is, and what power it has, and what is the value of this gift, and examines all other faculties: for what else is there which tells us that golden things are beautiful, for they do not say so themselves? Evidently it is the faculty which is capable of judging of appearances. What else judges of music, grammar, and the other faculties, proves their uses, and points out the occasions for using them? Nothing else.

As then it was fit to be so, that which is best of all and supreme over all is the only thing which the gods have placed in our power, the right use of appearances; but all other things they have not placed in our power. Was it because they did not choose? I indeed think that, if they had been able, they would have put these other things also in our power, but they certainly could not. For as we exist on the earth, and are bound to such a body and to such companions, how was it possible  for us not to be hindered as to these things by externals? 

But what says Zeus? Epictetus, if it were possible, I would have made both your little body and your little property free and not exposed to hindrance. But now be not ignorant of this: this body is not yours, but it is clay finely tempered. And since I was not able to do for you what I have mentioned, I have given you a small portion of us, this faculty of pursuing an object and avoiding it, and the faculty of desire and aversion, and, in a word, the faculty of using the appearances of things; and if you will take care of this faculty and consider it your only possession, you will never be hindered, never meet with impediments; you will not lament, you will not blame, you will not flatter any person.

Well, do these seem to you small matters? I hope not. Be content with them then and pray to the gods. But now when it is in our power to look after one thing, and to attach ourselves to it, we prefer to look after many things, and to be bound to many things, to the body and to property, and to brother and to friend, and to child and to slave. Since then we are bound to many things, we are depressed by them and dragged down. For this reason, when the weather is not fit for sailing, we sit down and torment ourselves, and continually look out to see what wind is blowing. It is north. What is that to us? When will the west wind blow? When it shall choose, my good man, or when it shall please Aeolus; for God has not made you the manager of the winds, but Aeolus. What then? We must make the best use that we can of the things which are in our power, and use the rest according to their nature. What is their nature then? As God may please.

Must I then alone have my head cut off? What, would you have all men lose their heads that you may be  consoled? Will you not stretch out your neck as Lateranus did at Rome when Nero ordered him to be beheaded? For when he had stretched out his neck, and received a feeble blow, which made him draw it in for a moment, he stretched it out again. And a little before, when he was visited by Epaphroditus, Nero's freedman, who asked him about the cause of offence which he had given, he said, “If I choose to tell anything, I will tell your master.” 

What then should a man have in readiness in such circumstances? What else than this? What is mine, and what is not mine; and what is permitted to me, and what is not permitted to me. I must die. Must I then die lamenting? I must be put in chains. Must I then also lament? I must go into exile. Does any man then hinder me from going with smiles and cheerfulness and contentment? Tell me the secret which you possess. I will not, for this is in my power. But I will put you in chains. Man, what are you talking about? Me in chains? You may fetter my leg, but my will not even Zeus himself can overpower. I will throw you into prison. My poor body, you mean. I will cut your head off. When then have I told you that my head alone cannot be cut off? These are the things which philosophers should meditate on, which they should write daily, in which they should exercise themselves.

Thrasea used to say, I would rather be killed to-day 
than banished to-morrow. What then did Rufus say to him? If you choose death as the heavier misfortune, how great is the folly of your choice? But if, as the lighter, who has given you the choice? Will you not study to be content with that which has been given to you?

What then did Agrippinus say? He said, “I am not a hindrance to myself.” When it was reported to him that his trial was going on in the Senate, he said, “I hope it may turn out well; but it is the fifth hour of the day”—this was the time when he was used to exercise himself and then take the cold bath—“let us go and take our exercise.” After he had taken his exercise, one comes and tells him, You have been condemned. To banishment, he replies, or to death? To banishment. What about my property? It is not taken from you. Let us go to Aricia then, he said, and dine.

This it is to have studied what a man ought to study; to have made desire, aversion, free from hindrance, and free from all that a man would avoid. I must die. If now, I am ready to die. If, after a short time, I now dine because it is the dinner-hour; after this I will then die. How? Like a man who gives up what belongs to another.






      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Afterword

      Day Seventy-Three: Prisoners

      Epictetus was lame, and an ancient story says why: his master twisted his leg to see how much he would bear, Epictetus calmly warned him it would break, and when it broke he only remarked that he had said so. Nineteen centuries later James Stockdale, an American pilot shot down over Vietnam, spent more than seven years as a prisoner of war, much of it alone and in leg irons. Afterwards he said that what he remembered of Epictetus had got him through.

      Tolstoy came to think nearly everything he had written was bad art, but in What Is Art? he spared this story, which he had written for a reading primer for peasant children. Aksyónof finds his peace only when “the longing for home left him”, when he lets go of the wife and children Epictetus would have called no more his own than the weather. He is the innocent mind of Lovelace’s last stanza, and in the end the prison does become his hermitage: he “no longer had any desire to leave the prison”. But Lovelace had Althea “To whisper at the grates”. Aksyónof needed twenty-six years and a murderer’s tears.

    

  
    
      Day Seventy-Four

      Music

      24 minutes

      
        Story
        Miss Brill
        Katherine Mansfield · 8 minutes
        On a Sunday afternoon in a French seaside town, a lonely Englishwoman takes her fur out of its box and goes to hear the band in the park.
      

      
        Poem
        O Black and Unknown Bards
        James Weldon Johnson · 3 minutes
        The author of 'Lift Every Voice and Sing' asks who the nameless singers were who made the spirituals.
      

      
        Essay
        Of the Sorrow Songs
        W. E. B. Du Bois · 13 minutes
        The last chapter of The Souls of Black Folk, on the songs Du Bois called the greatest gift of the Black folk to America.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      Miss Brill

      Katherine Mansfield, 1920

      Miss Brill lives alone in a town in France, where she has "her English pupils"; the Jardins Publiques are its public gardens.

      
        Although it was so brilliantly fine—the blue sky powdered with gold and great spots of light like white wine splashed over the Jardins Publiques—Miss Brill was glad that she had decided on her fur. The air was motionless, but when you opened your mouth there was just a faint chill, like a chill from a glass of iced water before you sip, and now and again a leaf came drifting—from nowhere, from the sky. Miss Brill put up her hand and touched her fur. Dear little thing! It was nice to feel it again. She had taken it out of its box that afternoon, shaken out the moth-powder, given it a good brush, and rubbed the life back into the dim little eyes. “What has been happening to me?” said the sad little eyes. Oh, how sweet it was to see them snap at her again from the red eiderdown! . . . But the nose, which was of some black composition, wasn’t at all firm. It must have had a knock, somehow. Never mind—a little dab of black sealing-wax when the time came—when it was absolutely necessary. . . . Little rogue! Yes, she really felt like that about it. Little rogue biting its tail just by her left ear. She could have taken it off and laid it on her lap and stroked it. She felt a tingling in her hands and arms, but that came from walking, she supposed. And when she breathed, something light and sad—no, not sad, exactly—something gentle seemed to move in her bosom. 

There were a number of people out this afternoon, far more than last Sunday. And the band sounded louder and gayer. That was because the Season had begun. For although the band played all the year round on Sundays, out of season it was never the same. It was like some one playing with only the family to listen; it didn’t care how it played if there weren’t any strangers present. Wasn’t the conductor wearing a new coat, too? She was sure it was new. He scraped with his foot and flapped his arms like a rooster about to crow, and the bandsmen sitting in the green rotunda blew out their cheeks and glared at the music. Now there came a little “flutey” bit—very pretty!—a little chain of bright drops. She was sure it would be repeated. It was; she lifted her head and smiled. 

Only two people shared her “special” seat: a fine old man in a velvet coat, his hands clasped over a huge carved walking-stick, and a big old woman, sitting upright, with a roll of knitting on her embroidered apron. They did not speak. This was disappointing, for Miss Brill always looked forward to the conversation. She had become really quite expert, she thought, at listening as though she didn’t listen, at sitting in other people’s lives just for a minute while they talked round her.

She glanced, sideways, at the old couple. Perhaps they would go soon. Last Sunday, too, hadn’t been as interesting as usual. An Englishman and his wife, he wearing a dreadful Panama hat and she button boots. And she’d gone on the whole time about how she ought to wear spectacles; she knew she needed them; but that it was no good getting any; they’d be sure to break and they’d never keep on. And he’d been so patient. He’d suggested everything—gold rims, the kind that curved round your ears, little pads inside the bridge. No, nothing would please her. “They’ll always be sliding down my nose!” Miss Brill had wanted to shake her.

The old people sat on the bench, still as statues. Never mind, there was always the crowd to watch. To and fro, in front of the flower-beds and the band rotunda, the couples and groups paraded, stopped to talk, to greet, to buy a handful of flowers from the old beggar who had his tray fixed to the railings. Little children ran among them, swooping and laughing; little boys with big white silk bows under their chins, little girls, little French dolls, dressed up in velvet and lace. And sometimes a tiny staggerer came suddenly rocking into the open from under the trees, stopped, stared, as suddenly sat down “flop,” until its small high-stepping mother, like a young hen, rushed scolding to its rescue. Other people sat on the benches and green chairs, but they were nearly always the same, Sunday after Sunday, and—Miss Brill had often noticed—there was something funny about nearly all of them. They were odd, silent, nearly all old, and from the way they stared they looked as though they’d just come from dark little rooms or even—even cupboards! 

Behind the rotunda the slender trees with yellow leaves down drooping, and through them just a line of sea, and beyond the blue sky with gold-veined clouds. 

Tum-tum-tum tiddle-um! tiddle-um! turn tiddley-um turn ta! blew the band. 

Two young girls in red came by and two young soldiers in blue met them, and they laughed and paired and went off arm-in-arm. Two peasant women with funny straw hats passed, gravely, leading beautiful smoke-coloured donkeys. A cold, pale nun hurried by. A beautiful woman came along and dropped her bunch of violets, and a little boy ran after to hand them to her, and she took them and threw them away as if they’d been poisoned. Dear me ! Miss Brill didn’t know whether to admire that or not! And now an ermine toque and a gentleman in grey met just in front of her. He was tall, stiff, dignified, and she was wearing the ermine toque she’d bought when her hair was yellow. Now everything, her hair, her face, even her eyes, was the same colour as the shabby ermine, and her hand, in its cleaned glove, lifted to dab her lips, was a tiny yellowish paw. Oh, she was so pleased to see him—delighted! She rather thought they were going to meet that afternoon. She described where she’d been—everywhere, here, there, along by the sea. The day was so charming—didn’t he agree? And wouldn’t he, perhaps? . . . But he shook his head, lighted a cigarette, slowly breathed a great deep puff into her face, and, even while she was still talking and laughing, flicked the match away and walked on. The ermine toque was alone; she smiled more brightly than ever. But even the band seemed to know what she was feeling and played more softly, played tenderly, and the drum beat, “The Brute! The Brute!” over and over. What would she do? What was going to happen now? But as Miss Brill wondered, the ermine toque turned, raised her hand as though she’d seen some one else, much nicer, just over there, and pattered away. And the band changed again and played more quickly, more gaily than ever, and the old couple on Miss Brill’s seat got up and marched away, and such a funny old man with long whiskers hobbled along in time to the music and was nearly knocked over by four girls walking abreast. 

Oh, how fascinating it was! How she enjoyed it! How she loved sitting here, watching it all! It was like a play. It was exactly like a play. Who could believe the sky at the back wasn’t painted? But it wasn’t till a little brown dog trotted on solemn and then slowly trotted off, like a little “theatre” dog, a little dog that had been drugged, that Miss Brill discovered what it was that made it so exciting. They were all on the stage. They weren’t only the audience, not only looking on; they were acting. Even she had a part and came every Sunday. No doubt somebody would have noticed if she hadn’t been there; she was part of the performance after all. How strange she’d never thought of it like that before! And yet it explained why she made such a point of starting from home at just the same time each week—so as not to be late for the performance—and it also explained why she had quite a queer, shy feeling at telling her English pupils how she spent her Sunday afternoons. No wonder! Miss Brill nearly laughed out loud. She was on the stage. She thought of the old invalid gentleman to whom she read the newspaper four afternoons a week while he slept in the garden. She had got quite used to the frail head on the cotton pillow, the hollowed eyes, the open mouth and the high pinched nose. If he’d been dead she mightn’t have noticed for weeks; she wouldn’t have minded. But suddenly he knew he was having the paper read to him by an actress! “An actress!” The old head lifted; two points of light quivered in the old eyes. “An actress—are ye?” And Miss Brill smoothed the newspaper as though it were the manuscript of her part and said gently: “Yes, I have been an actress for a long time.”

The band had been having a rest. Now they started again. And what they played was warm, sunny, yet there was just a faint chill—a something what was it?—not sadness—no, not sadness—a something that made you want to sing. The tune lifted, lifted, the light shone; and it seemed to Miss Brill that in another moment all of them, all the whole company, would begin singing. The young ones, the laughing ones who were moving together, they would begin, and the men’s voices, very resolute and brave, would join them. And then she too, she too, and the others on the benches—they would come in with a kind of accompaniment—something low, that scarcely rose or fell, something so beautiful—moving. . . . And Miss Brill’s eyes filled with tears and she looked smiling at all the other members of the company. Yes, we understand, we understand, she thought—though what they understood she didn’t know.

Just at that moment a boy and a girl came and sat down where the old couple had been. They were beautifully dressed; they were in love. The hero and heroine, of course, just arrived from his father’s yacht. And still soundlessly singing, still with that trembling smile, Miss Brill prepared to listen.

“No, not now,” said the girl. “Not here, I can’t.”

“But why? Because of that stupid old thing at the end there?” asked the boy. “Why does she come here at all—who wants her? Why doesn’t she keep her silly old mug at home?”

“It’s her fu-fur which is so funny,” giggled the girl, “It’s exactly like a fried whiting.”

“Ah, be off with you!” said the boy in an angry whisper. Then: “Tell me, ma petite chère——”

“No, not here,” said the girl. “Not yet.”




	·
	·
	·
	·
	·



On her way home she usually bought a slice of honey-cake at the baker’s. It was her Sunday treat. Sometimes there was an almond in her slice, sometimes not. It made a great difference. If there was an almond it was like carrying home a tiny present—a surprise—something that might very well not have been there. She hurried on the almond Sundays and struck the match for the kettle in quite a dashing way. 

But to-day she passed the baker’s by, climbed the stairs, went into the little dark room—her room like a cupboard—and sat down on the red eiderdown. She sat there for a long time. The box that the fur came out of was on the bed. She unclasped the necklet quickly; quickly, without looking, laid it inside. But when she put the lid on she thought she heard something crying. 






      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Poem

      O Black and Unknown Bards

      James Weldon Johnson, 1908

      
        O black and unknown bards of long ago, 

How came your lips to touch the sacred fire? 

How, in your darkness, did you come to know 

The power and beauty of the minstrel's lyre? 

Who first from midst his bonds lifted his eyes? 

Who first from out the still watch, lone and long,

Feeling the ancient faith of prophets rise 

Within his dark-kept soul, burst into song? 



Heart of what slave poured out such melody 

As "Steal away to Jesus"? On its strains 

His spirit must have nightly floated free, 

Though still about his hands he felt his chains. 

Who heard great "Jordan roll"? Whose starward eye 

Saw chariot "swing low"? And who was he 

That breathed that comforting, melodic sigh, 

"Nobody knows de trouble I see"? 



What merely living clod, what captive thing, 

Could up toward God through all its darkness grope, 

And find within Its deadened heart to sing 

These songs of sorrow, love and faith, and hope? 

How did it catch that subtle undertone, 

That note in music heard not with the ears?



 
How sound the elusive reed so seldom blown, 

Which stirs the soul or melts the heart to tears. 



Not that great German master in his dream 

Of harmonies that thundered amongst the stars 

At the creation, ever heard a theme 

Nobler than "Go down, Moses." Mark its bars 

How like a mighty trumpet-call they stir 

The blood. Such are the notes that men have sung 

Going to valorous deeds; such tones there were 

That helped make history when Time was young. 



There is a wide, wide wonder in it all,

That from degraded rest and servile toil 

The fiery spirit of the seer should call 

These simple children of the sun and soil. 

O black slave singers, gone, forgot, unfamed, 

You—you alone, of all the long, long line 

Of those who've sung untaught, unknown, unnamed, 

Have stretched out upward, seeking the divine. 



You sang not deeds of heroes or of kings; 

No chant of bloody war, no exulting pean 

Of arms-won triumphs; but your humble strings 

You touched in chord with music empyrean. 

You sang far better than you knew; the songs 

That for your listeners' hungry hearts sufficed 

Still live,—but more than this to you belongs: 

You sang a race from wood and stone to Christ.









      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Essay

      Of the Sorrow Songs

      W. E. B. Du Bois, 1903

      W. E. B. Du Bois ends The Souls of Black Folk (1903) with this chapter. Each chapter of the book opens with a few bars of a spiritual, printed as music, which this edition leaves out. The Fisk Jubilee Singers, students of a Black college in Nashville, toured America and Europe from 1871 singing the spirituals to raise money for their school. Du Bois quotes two racial slurs of the time, from the newspapers and songs he condemns.

      
        THEY that walked in darkness sang songs in the olden days—Sorrow Songs—for they were weary at heart. And so before each thought that I have written in this book I have set a phrase, a haunting echo of these weird old songs in which the soul of the black slave spoke to men. Ever since I was a child these songs have stirred me strangely. They came out of the South unknown to me, one by one, and yet at once I knew them as of me and of mine. Then in after years when I came to Nashville I saw the great temple builded of these songs towering over the pale city. To me Jubilee Hall seemed ever made of the songs themselves, and its bricks were red with the blood and dust of toil. Out of them rose for me morning, noon, and night, bursts of wonderful melody, full of the voices of my brothers and sisters, full of the voices of the past.

Little of beauty has America given the world save the rude grandeur God himself stamped on her bosom; the human spirit in this new world has expressed itself in vigor and ingenuity rather than in beauty. And so by fateful chance the Negro folk-song—the rhythmic cry of the slave—stands to-day not simply as the sole American music, but as the most beautiful expression of human experience born this side the seas. It has been neglected, it has been, and is, half despised, and above all it has been persistently mistaken and misunderstood; but notwithstanding, it still remains as the singular spiritual heritage of the nation and the greatest gift of the Negro people.

Away back in the thirties the melody of these slave songs stirred the nation, but the songs were soon half forgotten. Some, like "Near the lake where drooped the willow," passed into current airs and their source was forgotten; others were caricatured on the "minstrel" stage and their memory died away. Then in war-time came the singular Port Royal experiment after the capture of Hilton Head, and perhaps for the first time the North met the Southern slave face to face and heart to heart with no third witness. The Sea Islands of the Carolinas, where they met, were filled with a black folk of primitive type, touched and moulded less by the world about them than any others outside the Black Belt. Their appearance was uncouth, their language funny, but their hearts were human and their singing stirred men with a mighty power. Thomas Wentworth Higginson hastened to tell of these songs, and Miss McKim and others urged upon the world their rare beauty. But the world listened only half credulously until the Fisk Jubilee Singers sang the slave songs so deeply into the world's heart that it can never wholly forget them again.

There was once a blacksmith's son born at Cadiz, New York, who in the changes of time taught school in Ohio and helped defend Cincinnati from Kirby Smith. Then he fought at Chancellorsville and Gettysburg and finally served in the Freedman's Bureau at Nashville. Here he formed a Sunday-school class of black children in 1866, and sang with them and taught them to sing. And then they taught him to sing, and when once the glory of the Jubilee songs passed into the soul of George L. White, he knew his life-work was to let those Negroes sing to the world as they had sung to him. So in 1871 the pilgrimage of the Fisk Jubilee Singers began. North to Cincinnati they rode,—four half-clothed black boys and five girl-women,—led by. a man with a cause and a purpose. They stopped at Wilberforce, the oldest of Negro schools, where a black bishop blessed them. Then they went, fighting cold and starvation, shut out of hotels, and cheerfully sneered at, ever northward; and ever the magic of their song kept thrilling hearts, until a burst of applause in the Congregational Council at Oberlin revealed them to the world. They came to New York and Henry Ward Beecher dared to welcome them, even though the metropolitan dailies sneered at his "Nigger Minstrels." So their songs conquered till they sang across the land and across the sea, before Queen and Kaiser, in Scotland and Ireland, Holland and Switzerland. Seven years they sang, and brought back a hundred and fifty thousand dollars to found Fisk University.

Since their day they have been imitated—sometimes well, by the singers of Hampton and Atlanta, sometimes ill, by straggling quartettes. Caricature has sought again to spoil the quaint beauty of the music, and has filled the air with many debased melodies which vulgar ears scarce know from the real. But the true Negro folk-song still lives in the hearts of those who have heard them truly sung and in the hearts of the Negro people.

What are these songs, and what do they mean? I know little of music and can say nothing in technical phrase, but I know something of men, and knowing them, I know that these songs are the articulate message of the slave to the world. They tell us in these eager days that life was joyous to the black slave, careless and happy. I can easily believe this of some, of many. But not all the past South, though it rose from the dead, can gainsay the heart-touching witness of these songs. They are the music of an unhappy people, of the children of disappointment; they tell of death and suffering and unvoiced longing toward a truer world, of misty wanderings and hidden ways.


 The songs are indeed the siftings of centuries; the music is far more ancient than the words, and in it we can trace here and there signs of development. My grandfather's grandmother was seized by an evil Dutch trader two centuries ago; and coming to the valleys of the Hudson and Housatonic, black, little, and lithe, she shivered and shrank in the harsh north winds, looked longingly at the hills, and often crooned a heathen melody to the child between her knees, thus:


The child sang it to his children and they to their children's children, and so two hundred years it has travelled down to us and we sing it to our children, knowing as little as our fathers what its words may mean, but knowing well the meaning of its music.

This was primitive African music; it may be seen in larger form in the strange chant which heralds "The Coming of John":



"You may bury me in the East,

You may bury me in the West,

But I 'll hear the trumpet sound in that morning,"




—the voice of exile.

Ten master songs, more or less, one may pluck from this forest of melody—songs of undoubted Negro origin and wide popular currency, and songs peculiarly characteristic of the slave. One of these I have just mentioned. Another whose strains begin this book is "Nobody knows the trouble I 've seen." When, struck with a sudden poverty, the United States refused to fulfil its promises of land to the freedmen, a brigadier-general went down to the Sea Islands to carry the news. An old woman on the outskirts of the throng began singing this song; all the mass joined with her, swaying. And the soldier wept.

The third song is the cradle-song of death which all men know,—"Swing low, sweet chariot,"—whose bars begin the life story of "Alexander Crummell." Then there is the song of many waters, "Roll, Jordan, roll," a mighty chorus with minor cadences. There were many songs of the fugitive like that which opens "The Wings of Atalanta," and the more familiar "Been a-listening." The seventh is the song of the End and the Beginning—"My Lord, what a mourning! when the stars begin to fall"; a strain of this is placed before "The Dawn of Freedom." The song of groping—"My way 's cloudy "—begins "The Meaning of Progress"; the ninth is the song of this chapter—"Wrestlin' Jacob, the day is a-breaking,"—a pæan of hopeful strife. The last master song is the song of songs—"Steal away,"—sprung from "The Faith of the Fathers."

There are many others of the Negro folk-songs as striking and characteristic as these, as, for instance, the three strains in the third, eighth, and ninth chapters; and others I am sure could easily make a selection on more scientific principles. There are, too, songs that seem to me a step removed from the more primitive types: there is the maze-like medley, "Bright sparkles," one phrase of which heads "The Black Belt"; the Easter carol, "Dust, dust and ashes"; the dirge, "My mother's took her flight and gone home"; and that burst of melody hovering over "The Passing of the First-Born"—"I hope my mother will be there in that beautiful world on high."

These represent a third step in the development of the slave song, of which "You may bury me in the East" is the first, and songs like "March on" (chapter six) and "Steal away" are the second. The first is African music, the second Afro-American, while the third is a blending of Negro music with the music heard in the foster land. The result is still distinctively Negro and the method of blending original, but the elements are both Negro and Caucasian. One might go further and find a fourth step in this development, where the songs of white America have been distinctively influenced by the slave songs or have incorporated whole phrases of Negro melody, as "Swanee River" and "Old Black Joe." Side by side, too, with the growth has gone the debasements and imitations—the Negro "minstrel" songs, many of the "gospel" hymns, and some of the contemporary "coon" songs,—a mass of music in which the novice may easily lose himself and never find the real Negro melodies.

In these songs, I have said, the slave spoke to the world. Such a message is naturally veiled and half articulate. Words and music have lost each other and new and cant phrases of a dimly understood theology have displaced the older sentiment. Once in a while we catch a strange word of an unknown tongue, as the "Mighty Myo," which figures as a river of death; more often slight words or mere doggerel are joined to music of singular sweetness. Purely secular songs are few in number, partly because many of them were turned into hymns by a change of words, partly because the frolics were seldom heard by the stranger, and the music less often caught. Of nearly all the songs, however, the music is distinctly sorrowful. The ten master songs I have mentioned tell in word and music of trouble and exile, of strife and hiding; they grope toward some unseen power and sigh for rest in the End.

The words that are left to us are not without interest, and, cleared of evident dross, they conceal much of real poetry and meaning beneath conventional theology and unmeaning rhapsody. Like all primitive folk, the slave stood near to Nature's heart. Life was a "rough and rolling sea" like the brown Atlantic of the Sea Islands; the "Wilderness" was the home of God, and the "lonesome valley" led to the way of life. "Winter 'll soon be over," was the picture of life and death to a tropical imagination. The sudden wild thunder-storms of the South awed and impressed the Negroes,—at times the rumbling seemed to them "mournful," at times imperious:



"My Lord calls me,

He calls me by the thunder,

The trumpet sounds it in my soul."




The monotonous toil and exposure is painted in many words. One sees the ploughmen in the hot, moist furrow, singing:



"Dere 's no rain to wet you,

Dere 's no sun to burn you,

Oh, push along, believer,

I want to go home."




The bowed and bent old man cries, with thrice-repeated wail: 



"O Lord, keep me from sinking down,"




and he rebukes the devil of doubt who can whisper: 



"Jesus is dead and God 's gone away."




Yet the soul-hunger is there, the restlessness of the savage, the wail of the wanderer, and the plaint is put in one little phrase:


My soul wants something that's new, that's new

Over the inner thoughts of the slaves and their relations one with another the shadow of fear ever hung, so that we get but glimpses here and there, and also with them, eloquent omissions and silences. Mother and child are sung, but seldom father; fugitive and weary wanderer call for pity and affection, but there is little of wooing and wedding; the rocks and the mountains are well known, but home is unknown. Strange blending of love and helplessness sings through the refrain:



"Yonder 's my ole mudder,

Been waggin' at de hill so long;

'Bout time she cross over,

Git home bime-by."




Elsewhere comes the cry of the "motherless" and the "Farewell, farewell, my only child."

Love-songs are scarce and fall into two categories—the frivolous and light, and the sad. Of deep successful love there is ominous silence, and in one of the oldest of these songs there is a depth of history and meaning:


 A black woman said of the song, "It can't be sung without a full heart and a troubled sperrit." The same voice sings here that sings in the German folk-song:



"Jetz Geh i' an's brunele, trink' aber net."




Of death the Negro showed little fear, but talked of it familiarly and even fondly as simply a crossing of the waters, perhaps—who knows?—back to his ancient forests again. Later days transfigured his fatalism, and amid the dust and dirt the toiler sang:



"Dust, dust and ashes, fly over my grave,

But the Lord shall bear my spirit home."




The things evidently borrowed from the surrounding world undergo characteristic change when they enter the mouth of the slave. Especially is this true of Bible phrases. "Weep, O captive daughter of Zion," is quaintly turned into "Zion, weep-a-low," and the wheels of Ezekiel are turned every way in the mystic dreaming of the slave, till he says:



"There 's a little wheel a-turnin' in-a-my heart."




As in olden time, the words of these hymns were improvised by some leading minstrel of the religious band. The circumstances of the gathering, however, the rhythm of the songs, and the limitations of allowable thought, confined the poetry for the most part to single or double lines, and they seldom were expanded to quatrains or longer tales, although there are some few examples of sustained efforts, chiefly paraphrases of the Bible. Three short series of verses have always attracted me,—the one that heads this chapter, of one line of which Thomas Wentworth Higginson has fittingly said, "Never, it seems to me, since man first lived and suffered was his infinite longing for peace uttered more plaintively." The second and third are descriptions of the Last Judgment,—the one a late improvisation, with some traces of outside influence:



"Oh, the stars in the elements are falling,

And the moon drips away into blood,

And the ransomed of the Lord are returning unto God,

Blessed be the name of the Lord."




And the other earlier and homelier picture from the low coast lands:



"Michael, haul the boat ashore,

Then you 'll hear the horn they blow,

Then you 'll hear the trumpet sound,

Trumpet sound the world around,

Trumpet sound for rich and poor,

Trumpet sound the Jubilee,

Trumpet sound for you and me."




Through all the sorrow of the Sorrow Songs there breathes a hope—a faith in the ultimate justice of things. The minor cadences of despair change often to triumph and calm confidence. Sometimes it is faith in life, sometimes a faith in death, sometimes assurance of boundless justice in some fair world beyond. But whichever it is, the meaning is always clear: that sometime, somewhere, men will judge men by their souls and not by their skins. Is such a hope justified? Do the Sorrow Songs sing true?

The silently growing assumption of this age is that the probation of races is past, and that the backward races of to-day are of proven inefficiency and not worth the saving. Such an assumption is the arrogance of peoples irreverent toward Time and ignorant of the deeds of men. A thousand years ago such an assumption, easily possible, would have made it difficult for the Teuton to prove his right to life. Two thousand years ago such dogmatism, readily welcome, would have scouted the idea of blond races ever leading civilization. So wofully unorganized is sociological knowledge that the meaning of progress, the meaning of "swift" and "slow" in human doing, and the limits of human perfectability, are veiled, unanswered sphinxes on the shores of science. Why should Æschylus have sung two thousand years before Shakespeare was born? Why has civilization flourished in Europe, and flickered, flamed, and died in Africa? So long as the world stands meekly dumb before such questions, shall this nation proclaim its ignorance and unhallowed prejudices by denying freedom of opportunity to those who brought the Sorrow Songs to the Seats of the Mighty?

Your country? How came it yours? Before the Pilgrims landed we were here. Here we have brought our three gifts and mingled them with yours: a gift of story and song—soft, stirring melody in an ill-harmonized and unmelodious land; the gift of sweat and brawn to beat back the wilderness, conquer the soil, and lay the foundations of this vast economic empire two hundred years earlier than your weak hands could have done it; the third a gift of the Spirit. Around us the history of the land has centred for thrice a hundred years; out of the nation's heart we have called all that was best to throttle and subdue all that was worst; fire and blood, prayer and sacrifice, have billowed over this people, and they have found peace only in the altars of the God of Right. Nor has our gift of the Spirit been merely passive. Actively we have woven ourselves with the very warp and woof of this nation,—we fought their battles, shared their sorrow, mingled our blood with theirs, and generation after generation have pleaded with a headstrong, careless people to despise not Justice, Mercy, and Truth, lest the nation be smitten with a curse. Our song, our toil, our cheer, and warning have been given to this nation in blood-brotherhood. Are not these gifts worth the giving? Is not this work and striving? Would America have been America without her Negro people?

Even so is the hope that sang in the songs of my fathers well sung. If somewhere in this whirl and chaos of things there dwells Eternal Good, pitiful yet masterful, then anon in His good time America shall rend the Veil and the prisoned shall go free. Free, free as the sunshine trickling down the morning into these high windows of mine, free as yonder fresh young voices welling up to me from the caverns of brick and mortar below—swelling with song, instinct with life, tremulous treble and darkening bass. My children, my little children, are singing to the sunshine, and thus they sing:


And the traveller girds himself, and sets his face toward the Morning, and goes his way.






      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Afterword

      Day Seventy-Four: Music

      Mansfield wrote “Miss Brill” in the south of France, where she was living for her health; tuberculosis killed her a little over two years later, at thirty-four. In a letter she explained that she had chosen not just the length but the sound of every sentence, and had read the story aloud again and again, the way you would play over a piece of music, until it fitted Miss Brill.

      “Yes, we understand, we understand, she thought—though what they understood she didn’t know.” That moment on the bench is close kin to the song Du Bois’s family passed down for two hundred years, “knowing as little as our fathers what its words may mean, but knowing well the meaning of its music.” Johnson calls it “That note in music heard not with the ears”. All three pieces trust music to carry what words can’t. Only one of them lets words win: a few from a boy and a girl on a bench, and the music is over.

    

  
    
      Day Seventy-Five

      Emigrants

      26 minutes

      
        Story
        Eveline
        James Joyce · 7 minutes
        A young Dublin woman sits at the window at dusk, thinking over her decision to leave.
      

      
        Poem
        The New Colossus
        Emma Lazarus · 1 minute
        The sonnet on the Statue of Liberty's pedestal, by a New York poet who worked with Jewish refugees from Russia.
      

      
        Essay
        America and I
        Anzia Yezierska · 18 minutes
        A Russian-Jewish immigrant, working as a servant in New York, describes what America promised her and what she had to find for herself.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      Eveline

      James Joyce, 1914

      
        
She sat at the window watching the evening invade the avenue. Her head was leaned against the window curtains and in her nostrils was the odour of dusty cretonne. She was tired.

Few people passed. The man out of the last house passed on his way home; she heard his footsteps clacking along the concrete pavement and afterwards crunching on the cinder path before the new red houses. One time there used to be a field there in which they used to play every evening with other people's children. Then a man from Belfast bought the field and built houses in it—not like their little brown houses but bright brick houses with shining roofs. The children of the avenue used to play together in that field—the Devines the Waters, the Dunns, little Keogh the cripple, she and her brothers and sisters. Ernest, however, never played: he was too grown up. Her father used often to hunt them in out of the field with his blackthorn stick; but usually little Keogh used to keep nix and call out when he saw her father coming. Still they seemed to have been rather happy then. Her father was not so bad then; and besides, her mother was alive. That was a long time ago; she and her brothers and sisters were all grown up; her mother was dead. Tizzie Dunn was dead, too, and the Waters had gone back to  England. Everything changes. Now she was going to go away like the others, to leave her home.

Home! She looked round the room, reviewing all its familiar objects which she had dusted once a week for so many years, wondering where on earth all the dust came from. Perhaps she would never see again those familiar objects from which she had never dreamed of being divided. And yet during all those years she had never found out the name of the priest whose yellowing photograph hung on the wall above the broken harmonium beside the coloured print of the promises made to Blessed Margaret Mary Alacoque. He had been a school friend of her father. Whenever he showed the photograph to a visitor her father used to pass it with a casual word:

"He is in Melbourne now."

She had consented to go away, to leave her home. Was that wise? She tried to weigh each side of the question. In her home anyway she had shelter and food; she had those whom she had known all her life about her. Of course she had to work hard, both in the house and at business. What would they say of her in the Stores when they found out that she had run away with a fellow? Say she was a fool, perhaps; and her place would be filled up by advertisement. Miss Gavan would be glad. She had always had an edge on her, especially whenever there were people listening.

"Miss Hill, don't you see these ladies are waiting?"


 "Look lively, Miss Hill, please."

She would not cry many tears at leaving the Stores.

But in her new home, in a distant unknown country, it would not be like that. Then she would be married—she, Eveline. People would treat her with respect then. She would not be treated as her mother had been. Even now, though she was over nineteen, she sometimes felt herself in danger of her father's violence. She knew it was that that had given her the palpitations. When they were growing up he had never gone for her, like he used to go for Harry and Ernest, because she was a girl; but latterly he had begun to threaten her and say what he would do to her only for her dead mother's sake. And now she had nobody to protect her. Ernest was dead and Harry, who was in the church decorating business, was nearly always down somewhere in the country. Besides, the invariable squabble for money on Saturday nights had begun to weary her unspeakably. She always gave her entire wages—seven shillings—and Harry always sent up what he could but the trouble was to get any money from her father. He said she used to squander the money, that she had no head, that he wasn't going to give her his hard-earned money to throw about the streets, and much more, for he was usually fairly bad on Saturday night. In the end he would give her the money and ask her had she any intention of buying Sunday's dinner. Then she had to rush out as quickly as she could and do her marketing, holding her black leather purse tightly in her hand as she elbowed her way through the crowds and returning home late under her load of provisions. She had hard work to keep the house together and to see that the two young children who had been left to her charge went to school regularly and got their meals regularly. It was hard work—a hard life—but now that she was about to leave it she did not find it a wholly undesirable life.

She was about to explore another life with Frank. Frank was very kind, manly, open-hearted. She was to go away with him by the night-boat to be his wife and to live with him in Buenos Ayres where he had a home waiting for her. How well she remembered the first time she had seen him; he was lodging in a house on the main road where she used to visit. It seemed a few weeks ago. He was standing at the gate, his peaked cap pushed back on his head and his hair tumbled forward over a face of bronze. Then they had come to know each other. He used to meet her outside the Stores every evening and see her home. He took her to see The Bohemian Girl and she felt elated as she sat in an unaccustomed part of the theatre with him. He was awfully fond of music and sang a little. People knew that they were courting and, when he sang about the lass that loves a sailor, she always felt pleasantly confused. He used to call her Poppens out of fun. First of all it had been an excitement for her to have a fellow and then she had begun to like him. He had tales of distant countries. He had started as a deck boy at a pound a month on a ship of the Allan Line going out to Canada. He told her the names of the ships he had been on and the names of the different services. He had sailed through the Straits of Magellan and he told her stories of the terrible Patagonians. He had fallen on his feet in Buenos Ayres, he said, and had come over to the old country just for a holiday. Of course, her father had found out the affair and had forbidden her to have anything to say to him.

"I know these sailor chaps," he said.

One day he had quarrelled with Frank and after that she had to meet her lover secretly.

The evening deepened in the avenue. The white of two letters in her lap grew indistinct. One was to Harry; the other was to her father. Ernest had been her favourite but she liked Harry too. Her father was becoming old lately, she noticed; he would miss her. Sometimes he could be very nice. Not long before, when she had been laid up for a day, he had read her out a ghost story and made toast for her at the fire. Another day, when their mother was alive, they had all gone for a picnic to the Hill of Howth. She remembered her father putting on her mother's bonnet to make the children laugh.

Her time was running out but she continued to sit by the window, leaning her head against the window curtain, inhaling the odour of dusty  cretonne. Down far in the avenue she could hear a street organ playing. She knew the air. Strange that it should come that very night to remind her of the promise to her mother, her promise to keep the home together as long as she could. She remembered the last night of her mother's illness; she was again in the close dark room at the other side of the hall and outside she heard a melancholy air of Italy. The organ-player had been ordered to go away and given sixpence. She remembered her father strutting back into the sickroom saying:

"Damned Italians! coming over here!"

As she mused the pitiful vision of her mother's life laid its spell on the very quick of her being—that life of commonplace sacrifices closing in final craziness. She trembled as she heard again her mother's voice saying constantly with foolish insistence:

"Derevaun Seraun! Derevaun Seraun!"

She stood up in a sudden impulse of terror. Escape! She must escape! Frank would save her. He would give her life, perhaps love, too. But she wanted to live. Why should she be unhappy? She had a right to happiness. Frank would take her in his arms, fold her in his arms. He would save her.




	·
	·
	·
	·
	·



She stood among the swaying crowd in the station at the North Wall. He held her hand and she knew that he was speaking to her, saying something about the passage over and over again. The station was full of soldiers with brown baggages. Through the wide doors of the sheds she caught a glimpse of the black mass of the boat, lying in beside the quay wall, with illumined portholes. She answered nothing. She felt her cheek pale and cold and, out of a maze of distress, she prayed to God to direct her, to show her what was her duty. The boat blew a long mournful whistle into the mist. If she went, to-morrow she would be on the sea with Frank, steaming towards Buenos Ayres. Their passage had been booked. Could she still draw back after all he had done for her? Her distress awoke a nausea in her body and she kept moving her lips in silent fervent prayer.

A bell clanged upon her heart. She felt him seize her hand:

"Come!"

All the seas of the world tumbled about her heart. He was drawing her into them: he would drown her. She gripped with both hands at the iron railing.

"Come!"

No! No! No! It was impossible. Her hands clutched the iron in frenzy. Amid the seas she sent a cry of anguish!

"Eveline! Evvy!"

He rushed beyond the barrier and called to her to follow. He was shouted at to go on but he still called to her. She set her white face to him, passive, like a helpless animal. Her eyes gave him no sign of love or farewell or recognition.






      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Poem

      The New Colossus

      Emma Lazarus, 1883

      Emma Lazarus wrote this sonnet in 1883 to help raise money for the pedestal of the Statue of Liberty, France's gift to the United States, which was to stand in New York harbour. The "brazen giant" of the first line is the Colossus of Rhodes, a huge bronze statue of the sun god that stood beside the harbour of that Greek island.

      
        
          
            
              Not like the brazen giant of Greek fame, 

With conquering limbs astride from land to land; 

Here at our sea-washed, sunset gates shall stand 

A mighty woman with a torch, whose flame 

Is the imprisoned lightning, and her name 

Mother of Exiles. From her beacon-hand 

Glows world-wide welcome; her mild eyes command 

The air-bridged harbor that twin cities frame.


              "Keep, ancient lands, your storied pomp!" cries she 

With silent lips. "Give me your tired, your poor, 

Your huddled masses yearning to breathe free, 

The wretched refuse of your teeming shore. 

Send these, the homeless, tempest-tost to me, 

I lift my lamp beside the golden door!"


            

          

        

      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Essay

      America and I

      Anzia Yezierska, 1923

      As one of the dumb, voiceless ones I speak.
One of the millions of immigrants beating,
beating out their hearts at your gates for a breath
of understanding.

Ach! America! From the other end of the
earth from where I came, America was a land of
living hope, woven of dreams, aflame with longing
and desire.

Choked for ages in the airless oppression of
Russia, the Promised Land rose up—wings for
my stifled spirit—sunlight burning through my
darkness—freedom singing to me in my prison—deathless
songs tuning prison bars into strings
of a beautiful violin.

I arrived in America. My young, strong body,
my heart and soul pregnant with the unlived lives
of generations clamouring for expression.

What my mother and father and their mother
and father never had a chance to give out in
Russia, I would give out in America. The hidden
sap of centuries would find release; colours that
never saw light—songs that died unvoiced—romance
that never had a chance to blossom in
the black life of the Old World.

In the golden land of flowing opportunity I
was to find my work that was denied me in the
sterile village of my forefathers. Here I was to
be free from the dead drudgery for bread that
held me down in Russia. For the first time in
America I’d cease to be a slave of the belly. I’d
be a creator, a giver, a human being! My work
would be the living joy of fullest self-expression.

But from my high visions, my golden hopes,
I had to put my feet down on earth. I had to
have food and shelter. I had to have the money
to pay for it.

I was in America, among the Americans, but
not of them. No speech, no common language,
no way to win a smile of understanding from
them, only my young, strong body and my untried
faith. Only my eager, empty hands, and my full
heart shining from my eyes!

God from the world! Here I was with so
much richness in me, but my mind was not wanted
without the language. And my body, unskilled,
untrained, was not even wanted in the factory.
Only one of two chances was left open to me:
the kitchen, or minding babies.

My first job was as a servant in an Americanized
family. Once, long ago, they came from
the same village from where I came. But they
were so well dressed, so well fed, so successful in
America, that they were ashamed to remember
their mother tongue.

“What were to be my wages?” I ventured
timidly, as I looked up to the well-fed, well-dressed
“American” man and woman.

They looked at me with a sudden coldness.
What have I said to draw away from me their
warmth? Was it so low from me to talk of
wages? I shrank back into myself like a low-down
bargainer. Maybe they’re so high up in
well-being they can’t any more understand my
low thoughts for money.

From his rich height the man preached down
to me that I must not be so grabbing for wages.
Only just landed from the ship and already
thinking about money when I should be thankful
to associate with “Americans.”

The woman, out of her smooth, smiling fatness,
assured me that this was my chance for a
summer vacation in the country with her two
lovely children. My great chance to learn to
be a civilized being, to become an American by
living with them.

So, made to feel that I was in the hands of
American friends, invited to share with them their
home, their plenty, their happiness, I pushed out
from my head the worry for wages. Here was
my first chance to begin my life in the sunshine
after my long darkness. My laugh was all over
my face as I said to them: “I’ll trust myself to
you. What I’m worth you’ll give me.” And I
entered their house like a child by the hand.

The best of me I gave them. Their house
cares were my house cares. I got up early. I
worked till late. All that my soul hungered to
give I put into the passion with which I scrubbed
floors, scoured pots, and washed clothes. I was
so grateful to mingle with the American people,
to hear the music of the American language, that
I never knew tiredness.

There was such a freshness in my brains and
such a willingness in my heart that I could go
on and on—not only with the work of the house,
but work with my head—learning new words from
the children, the grocer, the butcher, the iceman.
I was not even afraid to ask for words from the
policeman on the street. And every new word
made me see new American things with American
eyes. I felt like a Columbus, finding new worlds
through every new word.

But words alone were only for the inside of
me. The outside of me still branded me for a
steerage immigrant. I had to have clothes to
forget myself that I’m a stranger yet. And so
I had to have money to buy these clothes.

The month was up. I was so happy! Now
I’d have money. My own, earned money.
Money to buy a new shirt on my back, shoes on
my feet. Maybe yet an American dress and hat!

Ach! How high rose my dreams! How
plainly I saw all that I would do with my
visionary wages shining like a light over my
head!

In my imagination I already walked in my
new American clothes. How beautiful I looked
as I saw myself like a picture before my eyes!
I saw how I would throw away my immigrant rags
tied up in my immigrant shawl. With money to
buy—free money in my hands—I’d show them
that I could look like an American in a day.

Like a prisoner in his last night in prison,
counting the seconds that will free him from his
chains, I trembled breathlessly for the minute I’d
get the wages in my hand.

Before dawn I rose.

I shined up the house like a jewel-box.

I prepared breakfast and waited with my heart
in my mouth for my lady and gentleman to rise.
At last I heard them stirring. My eyes were
jumping out of my head to them when I saw them
coming in and seating themselves by the table.

Like a hungry cat rubbing up to its boss for
meat, so I edged and simpered around them as
I passed them the food. Without my will, like
a beggar, my hand reached out to them.

The breakfast was over. And no word yet
from my wages.

“Gottuniu!” I thought to myself. “Maybe
they’re so busy with their own things they forgot
it’s the day for my wages. Could they who have
everything know what I was to do with my first
American dollars? How could they, soaking in
plenty, how could they feel the longing and the
fierce hunger in me, pressing up through each
visionary dollar? How could they know the
gnawing ache of my avid fingers for the feel of
my own, earned dollars? My dollars that I could
spend like a free person. My dollars that would
make me feel with everybody alike!”

Breakfast was long past.

Lunch came. Lunch past.

Oi-i weh! Not a word yet about my money.

It was near dinner. And not a word yet
about my wages.

I began to set the table. But my head—it
swam away from me. I broke a glass. The silver
dropped from my nervous fingers. I couldn’t
stand it any longer. I dropped everything and
rushed over to my American lady and gentleman.

“Oi weh! The money—my money—my
wages!” I cried breathlessly.

Four cold eyes turned on me.

“Wages? Money?” The four eyes turned
into hard stone as they looked me up and down.
“Haven’t you a comfortable bed to sleep, and
three good meals a day? You’re only a month
here. Just came to America. And you already
think about money. Wait till you’re worth any
money. What use are you without knowing
English? You should be glad we keep you here.
It’s like a vacation for you. Other girls pay
money yet to be in the country.”

It went black for my eyes. I was so choked
no words came to my lips. Even the tears went
dry in my throat.

I left. Not a dollar for all my work!

For a long, long time my heart ached and
ached like a sore wound. If murderers would
have robbed me and killed me it wouldn’t have
hurt me so much. I couldn’t think through my
pain. The minute I’d see before me how they
looked at me, the words they said to me—then
everything began to bleed in me. And I was
helpless.

For a long, long time the thought of ever
working in an “American” family made me
tremble with fear, like the fear of wild wolves.
No—never again would I trust myself to an
“American” family, no matter how fine their
language and how sweet their smile.

It was blotted out in me, all trust in friendship
from “Americans.” But the life in me still
burned to live. The hope in me still craved to
hope. In darkness, in dirt, in hunger and want,
but only to live on!

There had been no end to my day—working
for the “American” family.

Now rejecting false friendships from higher-ups
in America, I turned back to the ghetto. I
worked on a hard bench with my own kind on
either side of me. I knew before I began what
my wages were to be. I knew what my hours
were to be. And I knew the feeling of the end
of the day.

From the outside my second job seemed
worse than the first. It was in a sweat-shop of
a Delancey Street basement, kept up by an old,
wrinkled woman that looked like a black witch
of greed. My work was sewing on buttons.
While the morning was still dark I walked into
a dark basement. And darkness met me when
I turned out of the basement.

Day after day, week after week, all the contact
I got with America was handling dead
buttons. The money I earned was hardly
enough to pay for bread and rent. I didn’t
have a room to myself. I didn’t even have a
bed. I slept on a mattress on the floor in a
rat-hole of a room occupied by a dozen other
immigrants. I was always hungry—oh, so
hungry! The scant meals I could afford only
sharpened my appetite for real food. But I felt
myself better off than working in the “American”
family, where I had three good meals a
day and a bed to myself. With all the hunger
and darkness of the sweat-shop, I had at least
the evening to myself. And all night was mine.
When all were asleep, I used to creep up on the
roof of the tenement and talk out my heart in
silence to the stars in the sky.

“Who am I? What am I? What do I
want with my life? Where is America? Is
there an America? What is this wilderness in
which I’m lost?”

I’d hurl my questions and then think and
think. And I could not tear it out of me, the
feeling that America must be somewhere, somehow—only
I couldn’t find it—my America, where
I would work for love and not for a living. I
was like a thing following blindly after something
far off in the dark!

“Oi weh!” I’d stretch out my hand up in
the air. “My head is so lost in America!
What’s the use of all my working if I’m not in
it? Dead buttons is not me.”

Then the busy season started in the shop.
The mounds of buttons grew and grew. The
long day stretched out longer. I had to begin
with the buttons earlier and stay with them till
later in the night. The old witch turned into a
huge greedy maw for wanting more and more
buttons.

For a glass of tea, for a slice of herring over
black bread, she would buy us up to stay another
and another hour, till there seemed no end to
her demands.

One day, the light of self-assertion broke into
my cellar darkness.

“I don’t want the tea. I don’t want your
herring,” I said with terrible boldness. “I only
want to go home. I only want the evening to
myself!”

“You fresh mouth, you!” cried the old
witch. “You learned already too much in
America. I want no clock-watchers in my shop.
Out you go!”

I was driven out to cold and hunger. I
could no longer pay for my mattress on the floor.
I no longer could buy the bite in the mouth. I
walked the streets. I knew what it is to be
alone in a strange city among strangers.

But I laughed through my tears. So I learned
too much already in America because I wanted
the whole evening to myself? Well, America
has yet to teach me still more: how to get not
only the whole evening to myself, but a whole
day a week like the American workers.

That sweat-shop was a bitter memory but a
good school. It fitted me for a regular factory.
I could walk in boldly and say I could work at
something, even if it was only sewing on buttons.

Gradually, I became a trained worker. I
worked in a light, airy factory, only eight hours
a day. My boss was no longer a sweater and
a blood-squeezer. The first freshness of the
morning was mine. And the whole evening was
mine. All day Sunday was mine.

Now I had better food to eat. I slept on a
better bed. Now, I even looked dressed up like
the American-born. But inside of me I knew
that I was not yet an American. I choked with
longing when I met an American-born, and I
couldn’t say nothing.

Something cried dumb in me. I couldn’t
help it. I didn’t know what it was I wanted.
I only knew I wanted. I wanted. Like the
hunger in the heart that never gets food.

An English class for foreigners started in our
factory. The teacher had such a good, friendly
face, her eyes looked so understanding, as
though she could see right into my heart. So
I went to her one day for an advice:

“I don’t know what is with me the matter,”
I began. “I have no rest in me. I never yet
done what I want.”

“What is it you want to do, child?” she
asked me.

“I want to do something with my head, my
feelings. All day long, only with my hands I
work.”

“First you must learn English.” She patted
me as though I was not yet grown up. “Put
your mind on that, and then we’ll see.”

So for a time I learned the language. I
could almost begin to think with English words
in my head. But in my heart still hurt the emptiness.
I burned to give, to give something, to
do something, to be something. The dead work
with my hands was killing me. My work left
only hard stones on my heart.

Again I went to our factory teacher and cried
out to her: “I know already to read and write
the English language, but I can’t put it into
words what I want. What is it in me so different
that can’t come out?”

She smiled at me down from her calmness as
if I were a little bit out of my head. “What
do you want to do?”

“I feel. I see. I hear. And I want to
think it out. But I’m like dumb in me. I only
feel I’m different—different from everybody.”

She looked at me close and said nothing
for a minute. “You ought to join one of the
social clubs of the Women’s Association,” she
advised.

“What’s the Women’s Association?” I
implored greedily.

“A group of American women who are trying
to help the working-girl find herself. They
have a special department for immigrant girls
like you.”

I joined the Women’s Association. On my
first evening there they announced a lecture:
“The Happy Worker and His Work,” by the
Welfare director of the United Mills Corporation.

“Is there such a thing as a happy worker
at his work?” I wondered. “Happiness is only
by working at what you love. And what poor girl
can ever find it to work at what she loves?” My
old dreams about my America rushed through my
mind. Once I thought that in America everybody
works for love. Nobody has to worry for
a living. Maybe this welfare man came to show
me the real America that till now I sought in
vain.

With a lot of polite words the head lady of
the Women’s Association introduced a higher-up
that looked like the king of kings of business.
Never before in my life did I ever see a man
with such a sureness in his step, such power in
his face, such friendly positiveness in his eye as
when he smiled upon us.

“Efficiency is the new religion of business,”
he began. “In big business houses, even in
up-to-date factories, they no longer take the first
comer and give him any job that happens to
stand empty. Efficiency begins at the employment
office. Experts are hired for the one purpose,
to find out how best to fit the worker to
his work. It’s economy for the boss to make the
worker happy.” And then he talked a lot more
on efficiency in educated language that was over
my head.

I didn’t know exactly what it meant—efficiency—but
if it was to make the worker happy
at his work, then that’s what I had been looking
for since I came to America. I only felt from
watching him that he was happy by his job.
And as I looked on this clean, well-dressed,
successful one, who wasn’t ashamed to say he
rose from an office-boy, it made me feel that I,
too, could lift myself up for a person.

He finished his lecture, telling us about the
Vocational Guidance Centre that the Women’s
Association started.

The very next evening I was at the Vocational
Guidance Centre. There I found a
young, college-looking woman. Smartness and
health shining from her eyes! She, too, looked
as if she knew her way in America. I could tell
at the first glance: here is a person that is happy
by what she does.

“I feel you’ll understand me,” I said right
away.

She leaned over with pleasure in her face:
“I hope I can.”

“I want to work by what’s in me. Only, I
don’t know what’s in me. I only feel I’m
different.”

She gave me a quick, puzzled look from the
corner of her eyes. “What are you doing
now?”

“I’m the quickest shirtwaist hand on the floor.
But my heart wastes away by such work. I think
and think, and my thoughts can’t come out.”

“Why don’t you think out your thoughts in
shirtwaists? You could learn to be a designer.
Earn more money.”

“I don’t want to look on waists. If my
hands are sick from waists, how could my head
learn to put beauty into them?”

“But you must earn your living at what you
know, and rise slowly from job to job.”

I looked at her office sign: “Vocational
Guidance.” “What’s your vocational guidance?”
I asked. “How to rise from job to
job—how to earn more money?”

The smile went out from her eyes. But she
tried to be kind yet. “What do you want?”
she asked, with a sigh of lost patience.

“I want America to want me.”

She fell back in her chair, thunderstruck with
my boldness. But yet, in a low voice of educated
self-control, she tried to reason with me:

“You have to show that you have something
special for America before America has need of
you.”

“But I never had a chance to find out what’s
in me, because I always had to work for a living.
Only, I feel it’s efficiency for America to find out
what’s in me so different, so I could give it out
by my work.”

Her eyes half closed as they bored through
me. Her mouth opened to speak, but no words
came from her lips. So I flamed up with all
that was choking in me like a house on fire:

“America gives free bread and rent to
criminals in prison. They got grand houses,
with sunshine, fresh air, doctors and teachers,
even for the crazy ones. Why don’t they have
free boarding-schools for immigrants—strong
people—willing people? Here you see us burning
up with something different, and America
turns its head away from us.”

Her brows lifted and dropped down. She
shrugged her shoulders away from me with the
look of pity we give to cripples and hopeless
lunatics.

“America is no Utopia. First you must become
efficient in earning a living before you can
indulge in your poetic dreams.”

I went away from the vocational guidance
office with all the air out of my lungs. All the
light out of my eyes. My feet dragged after
me like dead wood.

Till now there had always lingered a rosy
veil of hope over my emptiness, a hope that a
miracle would happen. I would open up my
eyes some day and suddenly find the America
of my dreams. As a young girl hungry for love
sees always before her eyes the picture of
lover’s arms around her, so I saw always in my
heart the vision of Utopian America.

But now I felt that the America of my dreams
never was and never could be. Reality had hit
me on the head as with a club. I felt that the
America that I sought was nothing but a shadow—an
echo—a chimera of lunatics and crazy
immigrants.

Stripped of all illusion, I looked about me.
The long desert of wasting days of drudgery
stared me in the face. The drudgery that I
had lived through, and the endless drudgery still
ahead of me rose over me like a withering wilderness
of sand. In vain were all my cryings, in
vain were all frantic efforts of my spirit to find
the living waters of understanding for my perishing
lips. Sand, sand was everywhere. With
every seeking, every reaching out I only lost
myself deeper and deeper in a vast sea of sand.

I knew now the American language. And I
knew now, if I talked to the Americans from
morning till night, they could not understand
what the Russian soul of me wanted. They
could not understand me any more than if I
talked to them in Chinese. Between my soul
and the American soul were worlds of difference
that no words could bridge over. What was that
difference? What made the Americans so far
apart from me?

I began to read the American history. I
found from the first pages that America started
with a band of courageous Pilgrims. They had
left their native country as I had left mine.
They had crossed an unknown ocean and landed
in an unknown country, as I.

But the great difference between the first Pilgrims
and me was that they expected to make
America, build America, create their own world
of liberty. I wanted to find it ready-made.

I read on. I delved deeper down into the
American history. I saw how the Pilgrim
Fathers came to a rocky desert country, surrounded
by Indian savages on all sides. But
undaunted, they pressed on—through danger—through
famine, pestilence, and want—they
pressed on. They did not ask the Indians for
sympathy, for understanding. They made no
demands on anybody, but on their own indomitable
spirit of persistence.

And I—I was for ever begging a crumb of
sympathy, a gleam of understanding from
strangers who could not sympathize, who could
not understand.

I, when I encountered a few savage Indian
scalpers, like the old witch of the sweat-shop,
like my “Americanized” countryman, who
cheated me of my wages—I, when I found myself
on the lonely, untrodden path through
which all seekers of the new world must pass, I
lost heart and said: “There is no America!”

Then came a light—a great revelation! I
saw America—a big idea—a deathless hope—a
world still in the making. I saw that it was the
glory of America that it was not yet finished.
And I, the last comer, had her share to give,
small or great, to the making of America, like
those Pilgrims who came in the Mayflower.

Fired up by this revealing light, I began to
build a bridge of understanding between the
American-born and myself. Since their life was
shut out from such as me, I began to open up
my life and the lives of my people to them. And
life draws life. In only writing about the Ghetto
I found America.

Great chances have come to me. But in my
heart is always a deep sadness. I feel like a man
who is sitting down to a secret table of plenty,
while his near ones and dear ones are perishing
before his eyes. My very joy in doing the work
I love hurts me like secret guilt, because all about
me I see so many with my longings, my burning
eagerness, to do and to be, wasting their days in
drudgery they hate, merely to buy bread and pay
rent. And America is losing all that richness of
the soul.

The Americans of to-morrow, the America
that is every day nearer coming to be, will be
too wise, too open-hearted, too friendly-handed,
to let the least last-comer at their gates knock
in vain with his gifts unwanted.



      Text from Project Gutenberg.

    

  
    
      Afterword

      Day Seventy-Five: Emigrants

      Lazarus’s statue calls herself “Mother of Exiles”, but the welcome at the gate isn’t always the welcome inside. Yezierska’s first employers had come from her own village, and were “ashamed to remember their mother tongue”. Eveline’s father curses the organ-grinder playing outside on the night her mother is dying: “Damned Italians! coming over here!”

      So was Eveline wrong to stay? All we know of Frank’s good fortune in Buenos Ayres is what “he said”, and the only other verdict on him is her father’s: “I know these sailor chaps.” Joyce’s own answer may be in the calendar. “Eveline” came out in a Dublin farm paper, The Irish Homestead, in September 1904. A few weeks later Joyce left Ireland with Nora Barnacle, a young woman from Galway who worked as a chambermaid in a Dublin hotel. They didn’t marry for another twenty-seven years. Nora went.

    

  
    
      Day Seventy-Six

      Daydreams

      19 minutes

      
        Story
        The Barber's Tale of His Fifth Brother
        The Thousand and One Nights · 13 minutes
        The talkative barber of Baghdad tells of his brother, who spent his whole inheritance on a tray of glassware and sat down to imagine the profits.
      

      
        Poem
        Our revels now are ended (The Tempest, Act IV, Scene 1)
        William Shakespeare · 1 minute
        Prospero breaks off the masque he has conjured for the lovers, and reflects on what we are made of.
      

      
        Essay
        The Rambler No. 89 (The luxury of vain imagination)
        Samuel Johnson · 6 minutes
        Johnson, who struggled with melancholy all his life, on the pleasures and dangers of daydreaming.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      The Barber's Tale of His Fifth Brother

      The Thousand and One Nights, translated by John Payne, c. 900

      In The Thousand and One Nights Shahrazad tells a story every night to keep her husband the king from killing her, and the stories nest inside one another. Here a talkative barber of Baghdad is telling the Caliph, the "Commander of the Faithful", about his six brothers; the night numbers in the text mark where Shahrazad broke off each night.

      
        My fifth brother, he of the cropt ears, O Commander
of the Faithful, was a poor man, who used to ask alms by
night and live by day on what he got thus. Now, our
father, who was an old man, far advanced in years, fell
sick and died, leaving us seven hundred dirhems. So we
took each of us a hundred; but when my brother received
his share, he was at a loss to know what to do with it, till
he bethought him to buy glass of all sorts and sell it at
a profit. So he bought a hundred dirhems’ worth of glass
 and putting it in a great basket, sat down, to sell it, on a raised bench, at the foot of a wall, against which he leant his back. As he sat, with the basket before him, he fell to musing in himself and said, “I have laid out a hundred dirhems on this glass and I will sell it for two hundred, with which I will buy other glass and sell it for four hundred; nor will I cease to buy and sell thus, till I have gotten much wealth. With this I will buy all kinds of merchandise and jewels and perfumes and gain great profit on them, till, God willing, I will make my capital a hundred thousand dirhems. Then I will buy a handsome house, together with slaves and horses and trappings of gold, and eat and drink, nor will I leave a singing-man or woman in the city but I will have them to sing to me. As soon as I have amassed a hundred thousand dirhems, I will send out marriage-brokers to demand for me in marriage the daughters of kings and viziers; and I will seek the hand of the Vizier’s daughter, for I hear that she is perfect in beauty and of surpassing grace. I will give her a dowry of a thousand dinars, and if her father consent, well; if not, I will take her by force, in spite of him. When I return home, I will buy ten little eunuchs and clothes for myself such as are worn by kings and sultans and get me a saddle of gold, set thick with jewels of price. Then I will mount and parade the city, with slaves before and behind me, whilst the folk salute me and call down blessings upon me: after which I will repair to the Vizier, the girl’s father, with slaves behind and before me, as well as on my either hand. When he sees me, he will rise and seating me in his own place, sit down me, he will rise and seating me in his own place, sit down below me, for that I am his son-in-law. Now I will have with me two eunuchs with purses, in each a thousand dinars, and I will deliver him the thousand dinars of the
dowry and make him a present of other thousand, that
he may have cause to know my nobility and generosity
and greatness of mind and the littleness of the world in
my eyes; and for ten words he proffers me, I will answer
him two. Then I will return to my house, and if one
come to me on the bride’s part, I will make him a present
of money and clothe him in a robe of honour; but if he
bring me a present, I will return it to him and will not
accept it, that they may know that I am great of soul.
Then I will command them to bring her to me in state
and will order my house fittingly in the meantime. When
the time of the unveiling is come, I will don my richest
clothes and sit down on a couch of brocaded silk, leaning
on a cushion and turning neither to the right nor to the
left, for the haughtiness of my mind and the gravity of
my understanding. My wife shall stand before me like
the full moon, in her robes and ornaments, and I, of my
pride and my disdain, will not look at her, till all who are
present shall say to me, ‘O my lord, thy wife and thy
handmaid stands before thee: deign to look upon her,
for standing is irksome to her.’ And they will kiss the
earth before me many times, whereupon I will lift my
eyes and give one glance at her, then bend down my head
again. Then they will carry her to the bride-chamber,
and meanwhile I will rise and change my clothes for a
richer suit. When they bring in the bride for the second
time, I will not look at her till they have implored me
several times, when I will glance at her and bow down
my head; nor will I leave to do thus, till they have made
an end of displaying her, when I will order one of my
eunuchs to fetch a purse of five hundred dinars and giving
it to the tire-women, command them to lead me to the
bride-chamber. When they leave me alone with the bride,
I will not look at her or speak to her, but will lie by her with averted face, that she may say I am high of soul.
Presently her mother will come to me and kiss my head
and hands and say to me, ‘O my lord, look on thy handmaid,
for she longs for thy favour, and heal her spirit. But I will give her no answer; and when she sees this,
she will come and kiss my feet repeatedly and say, ‘O my
lord, verily my daughter is a beautiful girl, who has never
seen man; and if thou show her this aversion, her heart
will break; so do thou incline to her and speak to her.’
Then she will rise and fetch a cup of wine, and her
daughter will take it and come to me; but I will leave
her standing before me, whilst I recline upon a cushion
of cloth of gold, and will not look at her for the haughtiness
of my heart, so that she will think me to be a Sultan
of exceeding dignity and will say to me, ‘O my lord, for
God’s sake, do not refuse to take the cup from thy servant’s
hand, for indeed I am thy handmaid.’ But I will
not speak to her, and she will press me, saying, ‘Needs
must thou drink it,’ and put it to my lips. Then I will
shake my fist in her face and spurn her with my foot
thus.” So saying, he gave a kick with his foot and
knocked over the basket of glass, which fell to the ground,
and all that was in it was broken. “All this comes of my
pride!” cried he, and fell to buffeting his face and tearing
his clothes and weeping. The folk who were going
to the Friday prayers saw him, and some of them looked
at him and pitied him, whilst others paid no heed to him,
and in this way my brother lost both capital and profit.
Presently there came up a beautiful lady, on her way to the
Friday prayers, riding on a mule with a saddle of gold and
attended by a number of servants and filling the air with
the scent of musk, as she passed along. When she saw
the broken glass and my brother weeping, she was moved
to pity for him; so she asked what ailed him and was told
that he had a basket full of glass, by the sale of which he thought to make his living, but it was broken, and this
was the cause of his distress. So she called one of her
attendants and said to him, “Give this poor man what is
with thee.” And he gave my brother a purse in which he
found five hundred dinars, whereupon he was like to die for
excess of joy and called down blessings on her. Then he
returned to his house, a rich man; and as he sat considering,
some one knocked at the door. So he rose and
opened and saw an old woman whom he knew not. “O
my son,” said she, “the time of prayer is at hand, and I
have not yet made the ablution; so I beg thee to let me
do so in thy house.” “I hear and obey,” replied he, and
bade her come in. So she entered and he brought her an
ewer, wherewith to wash, and sat down, beside himself for
joy in the dinars. When she had made an end of her
ablutions, she came up to where he sat and prayed a two-bow
prayer, after which she offered up a goodly prayer for
my brother, who thanked her and putting his hand to the
bag of money, gave her two dinars, saying in himself,
“This is an alms from me.” “Glory to God!” exclaimed
she. “Why dost thou look on one, who loves thee, as if
she were a beggar? Put up thy money! I have no need
of it; or if thou want it not, return it to her who gave it
thee, when thy glass was broken.” “O my mother,” asked
he, “how shall I do to come at her?” “O my son,”
replied she, “she hath an inclination for thee, but she is
the wife of a wealthy man of the city; so take all thy
money with thee and follow me, that I may guide thee to
thy desire: and when thou art in company with her, spare
neither fair words nor persuasion, and thou shalt enjoy her
beauty and her wealth to thy heart’s content.” So my
brother took all his money and rose and followed the old
woman, hardly believing in his good fortune. She led him
on till they came to the door of a great house, at which she
knocked, and a Greek slave-girl came out and opened to them. Then the old woman took my brother and brought
him into a great saloon, spread with magnificent carpets
and hung with curtains, where he sat down, with his money
before him and his turban on his knee. Presently in came
a young lady richly dressed, never saw eyes handsomer
than she; whereupon my brother rose to his feet, but she
smiled upon him and welcoming him, signed to him to be
seated. Then she bade shut the door and taking my brother
by the hand, led him to a private chamber, furnished with
various kinds of brocaded silk. Here he sat down and she
seated herself by his side and toyed with him awhile; after
which she rose and saying, “Do not stir till I come back,”
went away. After awhile, in came a great black slave,
with a drawn sword in his hand, who said to him, “Woe
to thee! who brought thee hither and what dost thou
want?” My brother could make no answer, being tongue-tied
for fear; so the black seized him and stripping him
of his clothes, beat him with the flat of his sword till he
swooned away. Then the pestilent black concluded that
he was dead, and my brother heard him say, “Where is
the salt-wench?” Whereupon in came a slave-girl, with a
great dish of salt, and the black strewed salt upon my
brother’s wounds; but he did not stir, lest he should know
that he was alive and finish him. Then the salt-girl went
away and the black cried out, “Where is the cellaress?”
With this in came the old woman, and taking my brother
by the feet, dragged him to an underground vault, where
she threw him down upon a heap of dead bodies. There
he remained two whole days, but God made the salt the
means of saving his life, for it stayed the flow of blood.
Presently, he found himself strong enough to move; so he
rose and opening the trap-door, crept out fearfully; and
God protected him, so that he went on in the darkness
and hid himself in the vestibule till the morning, when he
saw the cursed old woman sally forth in quest of other prey. So he went out after her, without her knowledge,
and made for his own house, where he dressed his wounds
and tended himself till he was whole. Meanwhile he kept
a watch upon the old woman and saw her accost one man
after another and carry them to the house. However, he
said nothing; but as soon as he regained health and
strength, he took a piece of stuff and made it into a bag,
which he filled with broken glass and tied to his middle.
Then he disguised himself in the habit of a foreigner, that
none might know him, and hid a sword under his clothes.
Then he went out and presently falling in with the old
woman, accosted her and said to her, with a foreign accent,
“O dame, I am a stranger, but this day arrived here, and
know no one. Hast thou a pair of scales wherein I may
weigh nine hundred dinars? I will give thee somewhat of
the money for thy pains.” “I have a son, a money-changer,”
replied she, “who has all kinds of scales; so
come with me to him, before he goes out, and he will
weigh thy gold for thee.” And he said, “Lead the way.”
So she led him to the house and knocked at the door; and
the young lady herself came out and opened it; whereupon
the old woman smiled in her face, saying, “I bring
thee fat meat to-day.” Then the damsel took him by the
hand and carrying him to the same chamber as before,
sat with him awhile, then rose and went out, bidding
him stir not till she came back. Ere long in came the
villainous black, with his sword drawn, and said to my
brother, “Rise, O accursed one!” So he rose and as the
slave went on before him, he drew the sword from under
his clothes and smiting him with it, made his head fly
from his body; after which he dragged the corpse by the
feet to the vault and cried out, “Where is the salt-wench?”
Up came the girl with the dish of salt, and seeing my
brother sword in hand, turned to fly; but he followed
her and smote her and struck off her head. Then he called out, “Where is the cellaress?” And in came the
old woman, to whom said he, “Dost thou know me, O
pestilent old woman?” “No, my lord,” replied she;
and he said, “I am he of the five hundred dinars, to
whose house thou camest to make the ablution and pray,
and whom thou didst after lure hither.” “Fear God and
spare me!” exclaimed she. But he paid no heed to her
and striking her with the sword, cut her in four. Then he
went in search of the young lady; and when she saw him,
her reason fled and she called out for mercy. So he spared
her and said to her, “How camest thou to consort with this
black?” Quoth she, “I was slave to a certain merchant
and the old woman used to visit me, till I became familiar
with her. One day she said to me, ‘We have to-day a
wedding at our house, the like of which was never beheld,
and I wish thee to see it.’ ‘I hear and obey,’ answered I,
and rising, donned my handsomest clothes and jewellery and
took with me a purse containing a hundred dinars. Then
she brought me hither, and hardly had I entered the house,
when the black seized on me, and I have remained in this
case these three years, through the perfidy of the accursed
old woman.” Then said my brother, “Is there aught of
his in the house?” “He had great store of wealth,”
replied she: “and if thou canst carry it away, do so, and
may God prosper it to thee!” Then she opened to him
several chests full of purses, at which he was confounded,
and said to him, “Go now and leave me here and fetch
men to carry off the money.” So he went out and hired
ten men, but, when he returned, he found the door open
and the damsel gone, and nothing left but a little of the
money and the household stuff. By this, he knew that
she had cheated him; so he opened the closets and took
what was in them, together with the rest of the money,
leaving nothing in the house, and passed the night in all
content. When he arose in the morning, he found at the door a score of troopers, who seized him, saying, “The
chief of the police seeks for thee.” My brother implored
them to let him return to his house, but they would grant
him no delay, though he offered them a large sum of
money, and binding him fast with cords, carried him off.
On the way, there met them a friend of my brother, who
clung to his skirts and implored him to stop and help to
deliver him from their hands. So he stopped and enquired
what was the matter; to which they replied, “The chief
of the police has ordered us to bring this man before him,
and we are doing so.” The man interceded with them
and offered them five hundred dinars to let my brother go,
saying, “Tell the magistrate that ye could not find him.”
But they refused and dragged him before the prefect, who
said to him, “Whence hadst thou these stuffs and money?”
Quoth my brother, “Grant me indemnity.” So the magistrate
gave him the handkerchief of pardon, and he told
him all that had befallen him, from first to last, including
the flight of the damsel, adding, “Take what thou wilt, so
thou leave me enough to live on.” But the prefect took
the whole of the stuff and money for himself and fearing
lest the affair should reach the Sultan’s ears, said to my
brother, “Depart from this city, or I will hang thee.”
“I hear and obey,” replied my brother, and set out for
another town. On the way thieves fell on him and stripped
him and beat him and cut off his ears. But I heard of his
misfortunes and went out after him, taking him clothes,
and brought him back privily to the city, where I made him
an allowance for meat and drink.






      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Poem

      Our revels now are ended (The Tempest, Act IV, Scene 1)

      William Shakespeare, 1611

      In The Tempest, Prospero, a duke overthrown and exiled to an island, rules it by magic. He has just staged a masque of spirits to celebrate the betrothal of his daughter Miranda to Ferdinand, and broken it off abruptly on remembering a plot against his life.

      
        

You do look, my son, in a mov’d sort,

As if you were dismay’d: be cheerful, sir:

Our revels now are ended. These our actors,

As I foretold you, were all spirits and

Are melted into air, into thin air:

And, like the baseless fabric of this vision,

The cloud-capp’d towers, the gorgeous palaces,

The solemn temples, the great globe itself,

Yea, all which it inherit, shall dissolve,

And, like this insubstantial pageant faded,

Leave not a rack behind. We are such stuff

As dreams are made on, and our little life

Is rounded with a sleep. Sir, I am vex’d:

Bear with my weakness; my old brain is troubled.

Be not disturb’d with my infirmity.

If you be pleas’d, retire into my cell

And there repose: a turn or two I’ll walk,

To still my beating mind.




      

      Text from Project Gutenberg.

    

  
    
      Essay

      The Rambler No. 89 (The luxury of vain imagination)

      Samuel Johnson, 1751

      
Locke, whom there is no reason to suspect of being a favourer of idleness
or libertinism, has advanced, that whoever hopes to employ any part of his
time with efficacy and vigour, must allow some of it to pass in trifles.
It is beyond the powers of humanity to spend a whole life in profound
study and intense meditation, and the most rigorous exacters of industry
and seriousness have appointed hours for relaxation and amusement.



It is certain, that, with or without our consent, many of the few moments
allotted us will slide imperceptibly away, and that the mind will break,
from confinement to its stated task, into sudden excursions. Severe and
connected attention is preserved but for a short time; and when a man
shuts himself up in his closet, and bends his thoughts to the discussion
of any abstruse question, he will find his faculties continually
stealing away to more pleasing entertainments. He often perceives himself
transported, he knows not how, to distant tracts of thought, and returns
to his first object as from a dream, without knowing when he forsook it,
or how long he has been abstracted from it.



It has been observed that the most studious are not always the most
learned. There is, indeed, no great difficulty in discovering that this
difference of proficiency may arise from the difference of intellectual
powers, of the choice of books, or the convenience of information. But I
believe it likewise frequently happens that the most recluse are not the
most vigorous prosecutors of study. Many impose upon the world, and many
upon themselves, by an appearance of severe and exemplary diligence, when
they, in reality, give themselves up to the luxury of fancy, please their
minds with regulating the past, or planning the future; place themselves
at will in varied situations of
                                happiness, and slumber away their days
in voluntary visions. In the journey of life some are left behind,
because they are naturally feeble and slow; some because they miss the
way, and many because they leave it by choice, and instead of pressing
onward with a steady pace, delight themselves with momentary deviations,
turn aside to pluck every flower, and repose in every shade.



There is nothing more fatal to a man whose business is to think, than to
have learned the art of regaling his mind with those airy gratifications.
Other vices or follies are restrained by fear, reformed by admonition,
or rejected by the conviction which the comparison of our conduct with
that of others may in time produce. But this invisible riot of the mind,
this secret prodigality of being, is secure from detection, and fearless
of reproach. The dreamer retires to his apartments, shuts out the cares
and interruptions of mankind, and abandons himself to his own fancy; new
worlds rise up before him, one image is followed by another, and a long
succession of delights dances round him. He is at last called back to
life by nature, or by custom, and enters peevish into society, because he
cannot model it to his own will. He returns from his idle excursions with
the asperity, though not with the knowledge of a student, and hastens
again to the same felicity with the eagerness of a man bent upon the
advancement of some favourite science. The infatuation strengthens by
degrees, and like the poison of opiates, weakens his powers, without any
external symptoms of malignity.



It happens, indeed, that these hypocrites of learning are in time
detected, and convinced by disgrace and disappointment of the difference
between the labour of thought, and the sport of musing. But this
discovery is often not made till it is too late to recover the time that
has been fooled away. A thousand accidents may, indeed, awaken drones
to a more early sense of their danger and their shame. But they who are
convinced of the necessity of breaking from this habitual drowsiness, too
often relapse in spite of their resolution; for these ideal seducers are
always near,
             and neither any particularity of time nor place is necessary
to their influence; they invade the soul without warning, and have often
charmed down resistance before their approach is perceived or suspected.



This captivity, however, it is necessary for every man to break, who
has any desire to be wise or useful, to pass his life with the esteem
of others, or to look back with satisfaction from his old age upon his
earlier years. In order to regain liberty, he must find the means of
flying from himself; he must, in opposition to the Stoick precept, teach
his desires to fix upon external things; he must adopt the joys and the
pains of others, and excite in his mind the want of social pleasures and
amicable communication.



It is, perhaps, not impossible to promote the cure of this mental malady,
by close application to some new study, which may pour in fresh ideas,
and keep curiosity in perpetual motion. But study requires solitude, and
solitude is a state dangerous to those who are too much accustomed to
sink into themselves. Active employment or public pleasure is generally
a necessary part of this intellectual regimen, without which, though some
remission may be obtained, a complete cure will scarcely be effected.



This is a formidable and obstinate disease of the intellect, of which,
when it has once become radicated by time, the remedy is one of the
hardest tasks of reason and of virtue. Its slightest attacks, therefore,
should be watchfully opposed; and he that finds the frigid and narcotick
infection beginning to seize him, should turn his whole attention against
it, and check it at the first discovery by proper counteraction.



The great resolution to be formed, when happiness and virtue are thus
formidably invaded, is, that no part of life be spent in a state of
neutrality or indifference; but that some pleasure be found for every
moment that is not devoted to labour; and that, whenever the necessary
business of life grows irksome or disgusting, an immediate transition be
made to diversion and gaiety.



After the exercises which the health of the body
                                                  requires, and which
have themselves a natural tendency to actuate and invigorate the mind, the
most eligible amusement of a rational being seems to be that interchange
of thoughts which is practised in free and easy conversation; where
suspicion is banished by experience, and emulation by benevolence; where
every man speaks with no other restraint than unwillingness to offend,
and hears with no other disposition than desire to be pleased.



There must be a time in which every man trifles; and the only choice that
nature offers us, is, to trifle in company or alone. To join profit with
pleasure, has been an old precept among men who have had very different
conceptions of profit. All have agreed that our amusements should not
terminate wholly in the present moment, but contribute more or less to
future advantage. He that amuses himself among well-chosen companions,
can scarcely fail to receive, from the most careless and obstreperous
merriment which virtue can allow, some useful hints; nor can converse
on the most familiar topicks without some casual information. The loose
sparkles of thoughtless wit may give new light to the mind, and the gay
contention for paradoxical positions rectify the opinions.



This is the time in which those friendships that give happiness or
consolation, relief or security, are generally formed. A wise and good
man is never so amiable as in his unbended and familiar intervals.
Heroick generosity, or philosophical discoveries, may compel veneration
and respect, but love always implies some kind of natural or voluntary
equality, and is only to be excited by that levity and cheerfulness
which disencumber all minds from awe and solicitude, invite the modest
to freedom, and exalt the timorous to confidence. This easy gaiety is
certain to please, whatever be the character of him that exerts it; if
our superiors descend from their elevation, we love them for lessening
the distance at which we are placed below them; and inferiors, from whom
we can receive no lasting advantage, will always keep our affections
while their sprightliness and mirth contribute to our pleasure.



Every man finds himself differently affected by the sight of fortresses
of war, and palaces of pleasure; we look on the height and strength of
the bulwarks with a kind of gloomy satisfaction, for we cannot think
of defence without admitting images of danger; but we range delighted
and jocund through the gay apartments of the palace, because nothing
is impressed by them on the mind but joy and festivity. Such is the
difference between great and amiable characters; with protectors we are
safe, with companions we are happy.






      Text from Project Gutenberg.

    

  
    
      Afterword

      Day Seventy-Six: Daydreams

      The barber’s brother doesn’t dream of being rich so much as of being bowed to. The best part of his fantasy is a roomful of people begging him to “deign to look upon” his bride, and the kick that breaks the glass is aimed at someone who isn’t there. Johnson has him exactly: the dreamer “enters peevish into society, because he cannot model it to his own will.” The same daydream, ending in the same broken pot, is told in the ancient Indian Panchatantra, and La Fontaine made it a milkmaid who spills her milk.

      Prospero’s lines were given a famous twist at the end of The Maltese Falcon (1941), when Humphrey Bogart, holding the fake bird the others have lied and killed for, calls it “the stuff that dreams are made of”. But Prospero, vexed and old, knows Johnson’s cure as well as his complaint. Johnson puts “the exercises which the health of the body requires” before even conversation, and Prospero sends Ferdinand off to rest and says, “a turn or two I’ll walk, / To still my beating mind.”

    

  
    
      Day Seventy-Seven

      The Fight

      A longer day, 61 minutes

      
        Story
        A Piece of Steak
        Jack London · 31 minutes
        Tom King, an old prize-fighter in Sydney, wipes his plate clean with his last piece of bread on the night of a fight, and wishes he had had a piece of steak.
      

      
        Poem
        Say Not the Struggle Nought Availeth
        Arthur Hugh Clough · 1 minute
        Sixteen lines for anyone who thinks he is losing, which Churchill read to the world in a broadcast in 1941.
      

      
        Essay
        The Fight
        William Hazlitt · 29 minutes
        Hazlitt travels through the night from London to a field in Berkshire to see the great prize-fight of 1821, and writes one of the first classics of sports writing.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      A Piece of Steak

      Jack London, 1909

      This story uses a racial slur of its time, for the Black American boxer Jack Johnson, who became world heavyweight champion in Sydney in 1908.

      
        With the last morsel of bread Tom King wiped his plate clean of the last particle of flour gravy and chewed the resulting mouthful in a slow and meditative way.  When he arose from the table, he was oppressed by the feeling that he was distinctly hungry.  Yet he alone had eaten.  The two children in the other room had been sent early to bed in order that in sleep they might forget they had gone supperless.  His wife had touched nothing, and had sat silently and watched him with solicitous eyes.  She was a thin, worn woman of the working-class, though signs of an earlier prettiness were not wanting in her face.  The flour for the gravy she had borrowed from the neighbour across the hall. The last two ha'pennies had gone to buy the bread.

He sat down by the window on a rickety chair that protested under his weight, and quite mechanically he put his pipe in his mouth and dipped into the side pocket of his coat.  The absence of any tobacco made him aware of his action, and, with a scowl for his forgetfulness, he put the pipe away. His movements were slow, almost hulking, as though he were burdened by the heavy weight of his muscles.  He was a solid-bodied, stolid-looking man, and his appearance did not suffer from being overprepossessing.  His rough clothes were old and slouchy.  The uppers of his shoes were too weak to carry the heavy re-soling that was itself of no recent date.  And his cotton shirt, a cheap, two shilling affair, showed a frayed collar and ineradicable paint stains.

But it was Tom King's face that advertised him unmistakably for what he was.  It was the face of a typical prize-fighter; of one who had put in long years of service in the squared ring and, by that means, developed and emphasized all the marks of the fighting beast.  It was distinctly a lowering countenance, and, that no feature of it might escape notice, it was clean-shaven.  The lips were shapeless and constituted a mouth harsh to excess, that was like a gash in his face.  The jaw was aggressive, brutal, heavy.  The eyes, slow of movement and heavy-lidded, were almost expressionless under the shaggy, indrawn brows.  Sheer animal that he was, the eyes were the most animal-like feature about him.  They were sleepy, lion-like—the eyes of a fighting animal.  The forehead slanted quickly back to the hair, which, clipped close, showed every bump of a villainous- looking head.  A nose twice broken and moulded variously by countless blows, and a cauliflower ear, permanently swollen and distorted to twice its size, completed his adornment, while the beard, fresh-shaven as it was, sprouted in the skin and gave the face a blue-black stain.

Altogether, it was the face of a man to be afraid of in a dark alley or lonely place.  And yet Tom King was not a criminal, nor had he ever done anything criminal.  Outside of brawls, common to his walk in life, he had harmed no one.  Nor had he ever been known to pick a quarrel. He was a professional, and all the fighting brutishness of him was reserved for his professional appearances.  Outside the ring he was slow-going, easy- natured, and, in his younger days, when money was flush, too open-handed for his own good.  He bore no grudges and had few enemies.  Fighting was a business with him.  In the ring he struck to hurt, struck to maim, struck to destroy; but there was no animus in it.  It was a plain business proposition.  Audiences assembled and paid for the spectacle of men knocking each other out.  The winner took the big end of the purse.  When Tom King faced the Woolloomoolloo Gouger, twenty years before, he knew that the Gouger's jaw was only four months healed after having been broken in a Newcastle bout.  And he had played for that jaw and broken it again in the ninth round, not because he bore the Gouger any ill-will, but because that was the surest way to put the Gouger out and win the big end of the purse. Nor had the Gouger borne him any ill-will for it.  It was the game, and both knew the game and played it.

Tom King had never been a talker, and he sat by the window, morosely silent, staring at his hands.  The veins stood out on the backs of the hands, large and swollen; and the knuckles, smashed and battered and malformed, testified to the use to which they had been put.  He had never heard that a man's life was the life of his arteries, but well he knew the meaning of those big upstanding veins.  His heart had pumped too much blood through them at top pressure.  They no longer did the work.  He had stretched the elasticity out of them, and with their distension had passed his endurance.  He tired easily now.  No longer could he do a fast twenty rounds, hammer and tongs, fight, fight, fight, from gong to gong, with fierce rally on top of fierce rally, beaten to the ropes and in turn beating his opponent to the ropes, and rallying fiercest and fastest of all in that last, twentieth round, with the house on its feet and yelling, himself rushing, striking, ducking, raining showers of blows upon showers of blows and receiving showers of blows in return, and all the time the heart faithfully pumping the surging blood through the adequate veins.  The veins, swollen at the time, had always shrunk down again, though each time, imperceptibly at first, not quite—remaining just a trifle larger than before.  He stared at them and at his battered knuckles, and, for the moment, caught a vision of the youthful excellence of those hands before the first knuckle had been smashed on the head of Benny Jones, otherwise known as the Welsh Terror.

The impression of his hunger came back on him.

"Blimey, but couldn't I go a piece of steak!" he muttered aloud, clenching his huge fists and spitting out a smothered oath.

"I tried both Burke's an' Sawley's," his wife said half apologetically.

"An' they wouldn't?" he demanded.

"Not a ha'penny.  Burke said—" She faltered.

"G'wan!  Wot'd he say?"

"As how 'e was thinkin' Sandel ud do ye to-night, an' as how yer score was comfortable big as it was."

Tom King grunted, but did not reply.  He was busy thinking of the bull terrier he had kept in his younger days to which he had fed steaks without end.  Burke would have given him credit for a thousand steaks—then.  But times had changed.  Tom King was getting old; and old men, fighting before second-rate clubs, couldn't expect to run bills of any size with the tradesmen.

He had got up in the morning with a longing for a piece of steak, and the longing had not abated.  He had not had a fair training for this fight.  It was a drought year in Australia, times were hard, and even the most irregular work was difficult to find.  He had had no sparring partner, and his food had not been of the best nor always sufficient.  He had done a few days' navvy work when he could get it, and he had run around the Domain in the early mornings to get his legs in shape.  But it was hard, training without a partner and with a wife and two kiddies that must be fed.  Credit with the tradesmen had undergone very slight expansion when he was matched with Sandel.  The secretary of the Gayety Club had advanced him three pounds—the loser's end of the purse—and beyond that had refused to go. Now and again he had managed to borrow a few shillings from old pals, who would have lent more only that it was a drought year and they were hard put themselves.  No—and there was no use in disguising the fact—his training had not been satisfactory.  He should have had better food and no worries. Besides, when a man is forty, it is harder to get into condition than when he is twenty.

"What time is it, Lizzie?" he asked.

His wife went across the hall to inquire, and came back.

"Quarter before eight."

"They'll be startin' the first bout in a few minutes," he said.  "Only a try-out.  Then there's a four-round spar 'tween Dealer Wells an' Gridley, an' a ten-round go 'tween Starlight an' some sailor bloke.  I don't come on for over an hour."

At the end of another silent ten minutes, he rose to his feet.

"Truth is, Lizzie, I ain't had proper trainin'."

He reached for his hat and started for the door.  He did not offer to kiss her—he never did on going out—but on this night she dared to kiss him, throwing her arms around him and compelling him to bend down to her face. She looked quite small against the massive bulk of the man.

"Good luck, Tom," she said.  "You gotter do 'im."

"Ay, I gotter do 'im," he repeated.  "That's all there is to it.  I jus' gotter do 'im."

He laughed with an attempt at heartiness, while she pressed more closely against him.  Across her shoulders he looked around the bare room.  It was all he had in the world, with the rent overdue, and her and the kiddies. And he was leaving it to go out into the night to get meat for his mate and cubs—not like a modern working-man going to his machine grind, but in the old, primitive, royal, animal way, by fighting for it.

"I gotter do 'im," he repeated, this time a hint of desperation in his voice.  "If it's a win, it's thirty quid—an' I can pay all that's owin', with a lump o' money left over.  If it's a lose, I get naught—not even a penny for me to ride home on the tram.  The secretary's give all that's comin' from a loser's end.  Good-bye, old woman.  I'll come straight home if it's a win."

"An' I'll be waitin' up," she called to him along the hall.

It was full two miles to the Gayety, and as he walked along he remembered how in his palmy days—he had once been the heavyweight champion of New South Wales—he would have ridden in a cab to the fight, and how, most likely, some heavy backer would have paid for the cab and ridden with him. There were Tommy Burns and that Yankee nigger, Jack Johnson—they rode about in motor-cars.  And he walked!  And, as any man knew, a hard two miles was not the best preliminary to a fight.  He was an old un, and the world did not wag well with old uns.  He was good for nothing now except navvy work, and his broken nose and swollen ear were against him even in that.  He found himself wishing that he had learned a trade.  It would have been better in the long run.  But no one had told him, and he knew, deep down in his heart, that he would not have listened if they had.  It had been so easy.  Big money—sharp, glorious fights—periods of rest and loafing in between—a following of eager flatterers, the slaps on the back, the shakes of the hand, the toffs glad to buy him a drink for the privilege of five minutes' talk—and the glory of it, the yelling houses, the whirlwind finish, the referee's "King wins!" and his name in the sporting columns next day.

Those had been times!  But he realized now, in his slow, ruminating way, that it was the old uns he had been putting away.  He was Youth, rising; and they were Age, sinking.  No wonder it had been easy—they with their swollen veins and battered knuckles and weary in the bones of them from the long battles they had already fought.  He remembered the time he put out old Stowsher Bill, at Rush-Cutters Bay, in the eighteenth round, and how old Bill had cried afterward in the dressing-room like a baby.  Perhaps old Bill's rent had been overdue.  Perhaps he'd had at home a missus an' a couple of kiddies.  And perhaps Bill, that very day of the fight, had had a hungering for a piece of steak.  Bill had fought game and taken incredible punishment.  He could see now, after he had gone through the mill himself, that Stowsher Bill had fought for a bigger stake, that night twenty years ago, than had young Tom King, who had fought for glory and easy money.  No wonder Stowsher Bill had cried afterward in the dressing-room.

Well, a man had only so many fights in him, to begin with.  It was the iron law of the game.  One man might have a hundred hard fights in him, another man only twenty; each, according to the make of him and the quality of his fibre, had a definite number, and, when he had fought them, he was done. Yes, he had had more fights in him than most of them, and he had had far more than his share of the hard, gruelling fights—the kind that worked the heart and lungs to bursting, that took the elastic out of the arteries and made hard knots of muscle out of Youth's sleek suppleness, that wore out nerve and stamina and made brain and bones weary from excess of effort and endurance overwrought.  Yes, he had done better than all of them.  There were none of his old fighting partners left.  He was the last of the old guard.  He had seen them all finished, and he had had a hand in finishing some of them.

They had tried him out against the old uns, and one after another he had put them away—laughing when, like old Stowsher Bill, they cried in the dressing-room.  And now he was an old un, and they tried out the youngsters on him.  There was that bloke, Sandel.  He had come over from New Zealand with a record behind him.  But nobody in Australia knew anything about him, so they put him up against old Tom King.  If Sandel made a showing, he would be given better men to fight, with bigger purses to win; so it was to be depended upon that he would put up a fierce battle.  He had everything to win by it—money and glory and career; and Tom King was the grizzled old chopping-block that guarded the highway to fame and fortune.  And he had nothing to win except thirty quid, to pay to the landlord and the tradesmen.  And, as Tom King thus ruminated, there came to his stolid vision the form of Youth, glorious Youth, rising exultant and invincible, supple of muscle and silken of skin, with heart and lungs that had never been tired and torn and that laughed at limitation of effort.  Yes, Youth was the Nemesis.  It destroyed the old uns and recked not that, in so doing, it destroyed itself.  It enlarged its arteries and smashed its knuckles, and was in turn destroyed by Youth.  For Youth was ever youthful. It was only Age that grew old.

At Castlereagh Street he turned to the left, and three blocks along came to the Gayety.  A crowd of young larrikins hanging outside the door made respectful way for him, and he heard one say to another:  "That's 'im! That's Tom King!"

Inside, on the way to his dressing-room, he encountered the secretary, a keen-eyed, shrewd-faced young man, who shook his hand.

"How are you feelin', Tom?" he asked.

"Fit as a fiddle," King answered, though he knew that he lied, and that if he had a quid, he would give it right there for a good piece of steak.

When he emerged from the dressing-room, his seconds behind him, and came down the aisle to the squared ring in the centre of the hall, a burst of greeting and applause went up from the waiting crowd.  He acknowledged salutations right and left, though few of the faces did he know.  Most of them were the faces of kiddies unborn when he was winning his first laurels in the squared ring.  He leaped lightly to the raised platform and ducked through the ropes to his corner, where he sat down on a folding stool. Jack Ball, the referee, came over and shook his hand.  Ball was a broken- down pugilist who for over ten years had not entered the ring as a principal.  King was glad that he had him for referee.  They were both old uns.  If he should rough it with Sandel a bit beyond the rules, he knew Ball could be depended upon to pass it by.

Aspiring young heavyweights, one after another, were climbing into the ring and being presented to the audience by the referee.  Also, he issued their challenges for them.

"Young Pronto," Bill announced, "from North Sydney, challenges the winner for fifty pounds side bet."

The audience applauded, and applauded again as Sandel himself sprang through the ropes and sat down in his corner.  Tom King looked across the ring at him curiously, for in a few minutes they would be locked together in merciless combat, each trying with all the force of him to knock the other into unconsciousness.  But little could he see, for Sandel, like himself, had trousers and sweater on over his ring costume.  His face was strongly handsome, crowned with a curly mop of yellow hair, while his thick, muscular neck hinted at bodily magnificence.

Young Pronto went to one corner and then the other, shaking hands with the principals and dropping down out of the ring.  The challenges went on. Ever Youth climbed through the ropes—Youth unknown, but insatiable—crying out to mankind that with strength and skill it would match issues with the winner.  A few years before, in his own heyday of invincibleness, Tom King would have been amused and bored by these preliminaries.  But now he sat fascinated, unable to shake the vision of Youth from his eyes.  Always were these youngsters rising up in the boxing game, springing through the ropes and shouting their defiance; and always were the old uns going down before them.  They climbed to success over the bodies of the old uns.  And ever they came, more and more youngsters—Youth unquenchable and irresistible— and ever they put the old uns away, themselves becoming old uns and travelling the same downward path, while behind them, ever pressing on them, was Youth eternal—the new babies, grown lusty and dragging their elders down, with behind them more babies to the end of time—Youth that must have its will and that will never die.

King glanced over to the press box and nodded to Morgan, of the Sportsman, and Corbett, of the Referee.  Then he held out his hands, while Sid Sullivan and Charley Bates, his seconds, slipped on his gloves and laced them tight, closely watched by one of Sandel's seconds, who first examined critically the tapes on King's knuckles.  A second of his own was in Sandel's corner, performing a like office.  Sandel's trousers were pulled off, and, as he stood up, his sweater was skinned off over his head.  And Tom King, looking, saw Youth incarnate, deep-chested, heavy-thewed, with muscles that slipped and slid like live things under the white satin skin. The whole body was a-crawl with life, and Tom King knew that it was a life that had never oozed its freshness out through the aching pores during the long fights wherein Youth paid its toll and departed not quite so young as when it entered.

The two men advanced to meet each other, and, as the gong sounded and the seconds clattered out of the ring with the folding stools, they shook hands and instantly took their fighting attitudes.  And instantly, like a mechanism of steel and springs balanced on a hair trigger, Sandel was in and out and in again, landing a left to the eyes, a right to the ribs, ducking a counter, dancing lightly away and dancing menacingly back again. He was swift and clever.  It was a dazzling exhibition.  The house yelled its approbation.  But King was not dazzled.  He had fought too many fights and too many youngsters.  He knew the blows for what they were—too quick and too deft to be dangerous.  Evidently Sandel was going to rush things from the start.  It was to be expected.  It was the way of Youth, expending its splendour and excellence in wild insurgence and furious onslaught, overwhelming opposition with its own unlimited glory of strength and desire.

Sandel was in and out, here, there, and everywhere, light-footed and eager-hearted, a living wonder of white flesh and stinging muscle that wove itself into a dazzling fabric of attack, slipping and leaping like a flying shuttle from action to action through a thousand actions, all of them centred upon the destruction of Tom King, who stood between him and fortune.  And Tom King patiently endured.  He knew his business, and he knew Youth now that Youth was no longer his.  There was nothing to do till the other lost some of his steam, was his thought, and he grinned to himself as he deliberately ducked so as to receive a heavy blow on the top of his head.  It was a wicked thing to do, yet eminently fair according to the rules of the boxing game.  A man was supposed to take care of his own knuckles, and, if he insisted on hitting an opponent on the top of the head, he did so at his own peril.  King could have ducked lower and let the blow whiz harmlessly past, but he remembered his own early fights and how he smashed his first knuckle on the head of the Welsh Terror.  He was but playing the game.  That duck had accounted for one of Sandel's knuckles. Not that Sandel would mind it now.  He would go on, superbly regardless, hitting as hard as ever throughout the fight.  But later on, when the long ring battles had begun to tell, he would regret that knuckle and look back and remember how he smashed it on Tom King's head.

The first round was all Sandel's, and he had the house yelling with the rapidity of his whirlwind rushes.  He overwhelmed King with avalanches of punches, and King did nothing.  He never struck once, contenting himself with covering up, blocking and ducking and clinching to avoid punishment. He occasionally feinted, shook his head when the weight of a punch landed, and moved stolidly about, never leaping or springing or wasting an ounce of strength.  Sandel must foam the froth of Youth away before discreet Age could dare to retaliate.  All King's movements were slow and methodical, and his heavy-lidded, slow-moving eyes gave him the appearance of being half asleep or dazed.  Yet they were eyes that saw everything, that had been trained to see everything through all his twenty years and odd in the ring.  They were eyes that did not blink or waver before an impending blow, but that coolly saw and measured distance.

Seated in his corner for the minute's rest at the end of the round, he lay back with outstretched legs, his arms resting on the right angle of the ropes, his chest and abdomen heaving frankly and deeply as he gulped down the air driven by the towels of his seconds.  He listened with closed eyes to the voices of the house, "Why don't yeh fight, Tom?" many were crying. "Yeh ain't afraid of 'im, are yeh?"

"Muscle-bound," he heard a man on a front seat comment.  "He can't move quicker.  Two to one on Sandel, in quids."

The gong struck and the two men advanced from their corners.  Sandel came forward fully three-quarters of the distance, eager to begin again; but King was content to advance the shorter distance.  It was in line with his policy of economy.  He had not been well trained, and he had not had enough to eat, and every step counted.  Besides, he had already walked two miles to the ringside.  It was a repetition of the first round, with Sandel attacking like a whirlwind and with the audience indignantly demanding why King did not fight.  Beyond feinting and several slowly delivered and ineffectual blows he did nothing save block and stall and clinch.  Sandel wanted to make the pace fast, while King, out of his wisdom, refused to accommodate him.  He grinned with a certain wistful pathos in his ring-battered countenance, and went on cherishing his strength with the jealousy of which only Age is capable.  Sandel was Youth, and he threw his strength away with the munificent abandon of Youth.  To King belonged the ring generalship, the wisdom bred of long, aching fights.  He watched with cool eyes and head, moving slowly and waiting for Sandel's froth to foam away. To the majority of the onlookers it seemed as though King was hopelessly outclassed, and they voiced their opinion in offers of three to one on Sandel.  But there were wise ones, a few, who knew King of old time, and who covered what they considered easy money.

The third round began as usual, one-sided, with Sandel doing all the leading, and delivering all the punishment.  A half-minute had passed when Sandel, over-confident, left an opening.  King's eyes and right arm flashed in the same instant.  It was his first real blow—a hook, with the twisted arch of the arm to make it rigid, and with all the weight of the half-pivoted body behind it.  It was like a sleepy-seeming lion suddenly thrusting out a lightning paw.  Sandel, caught on the side of the jaw, was felled like a bullock.  The audience gasped and murmured awe-stricken applause.  The man was not muscle-bound, after all, and he could drive a blow like a trip-hammer.

Sandel was shaken.  He rolled over and attempted to rise, but the sharp yells from his seconds to take the count restrained him.  He knelt on one knee, ready to rise, and waited, while the referee stood over him, counting the seconds loudly in his ear.  At the ninth he rose in fighting attitude, and Tom King, facing him, knew regret that the blow had not been an inch nearer the point of the jaw.  That would have been a knock-out, and he could have carried the thirty quid home to the missus and the kiddies.

The round continued to the end of its three minutes, Sandel for the first time respectful of his opponent and King slow of movement and sleepy-eyed as ever.  As the round neared its close, King, warned of the fact by sight of the seconds crouching outside ready for the spring in through the ropes, worked the fight around to his own corner.  And when the gong struck, he sat down immediately on the waiting stool, while Sandel had to walk all the way across the diagonal of the square to his own corner.  It was a little thing, but it was the sum of little things that counted.  Sandel was compelled to walk that many more steps, to give up that much energy, and to lose a part of the precious minute of rest.  At the beginning of every round King loafed slowly out from his corner, forcing his opponent to advance the greater distance.  The end of every round found the fight manoeuvred by King into his own corner so that he could immediately sit down.

Two more rounds went by, in which King was parsimonious of effort and Sandel prodigal.  The latter's attempt to force a fast pace made King uncomfortable, for a fair percentage of the multitudinous blows showered upon him went home.  Yet King persisted in his dogged slowness, despite the crying of the young hot-heads for him to go in and fight.  Again, in the sixth round, Sandel was careless, again Tom King's fearful right flashed out to the jaw, and again Sandel took the nine seconds count.

By the seventh round Sandel's pink of condition was gone, and he settled down to what he knew was to be the hardest fight in his experience.  Tom King was an old un, but a better old un than he had ever encountered—an old un who never lost his head, who was remarkably able at defence, whose blows had the impact of a knotted club, and who had a knockout in either hand.  Nevertheless, Tom King dared not hit often.  He never forgot his battered knuckles, and knew that every hit must count if the knuckles were to last out the fight.  As he sat in his corner, glancing across at his opponent, the thought came to him that the sum of his wisdom and Sandel's youth would constitute a world's champion heavyweight.  But that was the trouble.  Sandel would never become a world champion.  He lacked the wisdom, and the only way for him to get it was to buy it with Youth; and when wisdom was his, Youth would have been spent in buying it.

King took every advantage he knew.  He never missed an opportunity to clinch, and in effecting most of the clinches his shoulder drove stiffly into the other's ribs.  In the philosophy of the ring a shoulder was as good as a punch so far as damage was concerned, and a great deal better so far as concerned expenditure of effort.  Also, in the clinches King rested his weight on his opponent, and was loath to let go.  This compelled the interference of the referee, who tore them apart, always assisted by Sandel, who had not yet learned to rest.  He could not refrain from using those glorious flying arms and writhing muscles of his, and when the other rushed into a clinch, striking shoulder against ribs, and with head resting under Sandel's left arm, Sandel almost invariably swung his right behind his own back and into the projecting face.  It was a clever stroke, much admired by the audience, but it was not dangerous, and was, therefore, just that much wasted strength.  But Sandel was tireless and unaware of limitations, and King grinned and doggedly endured.

Sandel developed a fierce right to the body, which made it appear that King was taking an enormous amount of punishment, and it was only the old ringsters who appreciated the deft touch of King's left glove to the other's biceps just before the impact of the blow.  It was true, the blow landed each time; but each time it was robbed of its power by that touch on the biceps.  In the ninth round, three times inside a minute, King's right hooked its twisted arch to the jaw; and three times Sandel's body, heavy as it was, was levelled to the mat.  Each time he took the nine seconds allowed him and rose to his feet, shaken and jarred, but still strong.  He had lost much of his speed, and he wasted less effort.  He was fighting grimly; but he continued to draw upon his chief asset, which was Youth. King's chief asset was experience.  As his vitality had dimmed and his vigour abated, he had replaced them with cunning, with wisdom born of the long fights and with a careful shepherding of strength.  Not alone had he learned never to make a superfluous movement, but he had learned how to seduce an opponent into throwing his strength away.  Again and again, by feint of foot and hand and body he continued to inveigle Sandel into leaping back, ducking, or countering.  King rested, but he never permitted Sandel to rest.  It was the strategy of Age.

Early in the tenth round King began stopping the other's rushes with straight lefts to the face, and Sandel, grown wary, responded by drawing the left, then by ducking it and delivering his right in a swinging hook to the side of the head. It was too high up to be vitally effective; but when first it landed, King knew the old, familiar descent of the black veil of unconsciousness across his mind. For the instant, or for the slightest fraction of an instant, rather, he ceased. In the one moment he saw his opponent ducking out of his field of vision and the background of white, watching faces; in the next moment he again saw his opponent and the background of faces. It was as if he had slept for a time and just opened his eyes again, and yet the interval of unconsciousness was so microscopically short that there had been no time for him to fall. The audience saw him totter and his knees give, and then saw him recover and tuck his chin deeper into the shelter of his left shoulder. 
Several times Sandel repeated the blow, keeping King partially dazed, and then the latter worked out his defence, which was also a counter.  Feinting with his left he took a half-step backward, at the same time upper cutting with the whole strength of his right.  So accurately was it timed that it landed squarely on Sandel's face in the full, downward sweep of the duck, and Sandel lifted in the air and curled backward, striking the mat on his head and shoulders.  Twice King achieved this, then turned loose and hammered his opponent to the ropes.  He gave Sandel no chance to rest or to set himself, but smashed blow in upon blow till the house rose to its feet and the air was filled with an unbroken roar of applause.  But Sandel's strength and endurance were superb, and he continued to stay on his feet. A knock-out seemed certain, and a captain of police, appalled at the dreadful punishment, arose by the ringside to stop the fight.  The gong struck for the end of the round and Sandel staggered to his corner, protesting to the captain that he was sound and strong.  To prove it, he threw two back-air-springs, and the police captain gave in.

Tom King, leaning back in his corner and breathing hard, was disappointed. If the fight had been stopped, the referee, perforce, would have rendered him the decision and the purse would have been his.  Unlike Sandel, he was not fighting for glory or career, but for thirty quid.  And now Sandel would recuperate in the minute of rest.

Youth will be served—this saying flashed into King's mind, and he remembered the first time he had heard it, the night when he had put away Stowsher Bill.  The toff who had bought him a drink after the fight and patted him on the shoulder had used those words.  Youth will be served! The toff was right.  And on that night in the long ago he had been Youth. To-night Youth sat in the opposite corner.  As for himself, he had been fighting for half an hour now, and he was an old man.  Had he fought like Sandel, he would not have lasted fifteen minutes.  But the point was that he did not recuperate.  Those upstanding arteries and that sorely tried heart would not enable him to gather strength in the intervals between the rounds.  And he had not had sufficient strength in him to begin with.  His legs were heavy under him and beginning to cramp.  He should not have walked those two miles to the fight.  And there was the steak which he had got up longing for that morning.  A great and terrible hatred rose up in him for the butchers who had refused him credit.  It was hard for an old man to go into a fight without enough to eat.  And a piece of steak was such a little thing, a few pennies at best; yet it meant thirty quid to him.

With the gong that opened the eleventh round, Sandel rushed, making a show of freshness which he did not really possess.  King knew it for what it was—a bluff as old as the game itself.  He clinched to save himself, then, going free, allowed Sandel to get set.  This was what King desired.  He feinted with his left, drew the answering duck and swinging upward hook, then made the half-step backward, delivered the upper cut full to the face and crumpled Sandel over to the mat.  After that he never let him rest, receiving punishment himself, but inflicting far more, smashing Sandel to the ropes, hooking and driving all manner of blows into him, tearing away from his clinches or punching him out of attempted clinches, and ever when Sandel would have fallen, catching him with one uplifting hand and with the other immediately smashing him into the ropes where he could not fall.

The house by this time had gone mad, and it was his house, nearly every voice yelling:  "Go it, Tom!"  "Get 'im!  Get 'im!"  "You've got 'im, Tom! You've got 'im!"  It was to be a whirlwind finish, and that was what a ringside audience paid to see.

And Tom King, who for half an hour had conserved his strength, now expended it prodigally in the one great effort he knew he had in him.  It was his one chance—now or not at all.  His strength was waning fast, and his hope was that before the last of it ebbed out of him he would have beaten his opponent down for the count.  And as he continued to strike and force, coolly estimating the weight of his blows and the quality of the damage wrought, he realized how hard a man Sandel was to knock out.  Stamina and endurance were his to an extreme degree, and they were the virgin stamina and endurance of Youth.  Sandel was certainly a coming man.  He had it in him.  Only out of such rugged fibre were successful fighters fashioned.

Sandel was reeling and staggering, but Tom King's legs were cramping and his knuckles going back on him.  Yet he steeled himself to strike the fierce blows, every one of which brought anguish to his tortured hands. Though now he was receiving practically no punishment, he was weakening as rapidly as the other.  His blows went home, but there was no longer the weight behind them, and each blow was the result of a severe effort of will.  His legs were like lead, and they dragged visibly under him; while Sandel's backers, cheered by this symptom, began calling encouragement to their man.

King was spurred to a burst of effort.  He delivered two blows in succession—a left, a trifle too high, to the solar plexus, and a right cross to the jaw.  They were not heavy blows, yet so weak and dazed was Sandel that he went down and lay quivering.  The referee stood over him, shouting the count of the fatal seconds in his ear.  If before the tenth second was called, he did not rise, the fight was lost.  The house stood in hushed silence.  King rested on trembling legs.  A mortal dizziness was upon him, and before his eyes the sea of faces sagged and swayed, while to his ears, as from a remote distance, came the count of the referee.  Yet he looked upon the fight as his.  It was impossible that a man so punished could rise.

Only Youth could rise, and Sandel rose.  At the fourth second he rolled over on his face and groped blindly for the ropes.  By the seventh second he had dragged himself to his knee, where he rested, his head rolling groggily on his shoulders.  As the referee cried "Nine!" Sandel stood upright, in proper stalling position, his left arm wrapped about his face, his right wrapped about his stomach.  Thus were his vital points guarded, while he lurched forward toward King in the hope of effecting a clinch and gaining more time.

At the instant Sandel arose, King was at him, but the two blows he delivered were muffled on the stalled arms.  The next moment Sandel was in the clinch and holding on desperately while the referee strove to drag the two men apart.  King helped to force himself free.  He knew the rapidity with which Youth recovered, and he knew that Sandel was his if he could prevent that recovery.  One stiff punch would do it.  Sandel was his, indubitably his.  He had out-generalled him, out-fought him, out-pointed him.  Sandel reeled out of the clinch, balanced on the hair line between defeat or survival.  One good blow would topple him over and down and out. And Tom King, in a flash of bitterness, remembered the piece of steak and wished that he had it then behind that necessary punch he must deliver.  He nerved himself for the blow, but it was not heavy enough nor swift enough. Sandel swayed, but did not fall, staggering back to the ropes and holding on.  King staggered after him, and, with a pang like that of dissolution, delivered another blow.  But his body had deserted him.  All that was left of him was a fighting intelligence that was dimmed and clouded from exhaustion.  The blow that was aimed for the jaw struck no higher than the shoulder.  He had willed the blow higher, but the tired muscles had not been able to obey.  And, from the impact of the blow, Tom King himself reeled back and nearly fell.  Once again he strove.  This time his punch missed altogether, and, from absolute weakness, he fell against Sandel and clinched, holding on to him to save himself from sinking to the floor.

King did not attempt to free himself.  He had shot his bolt.  He was gone. And Youth had been served.  Even in the clinch he could feel Sandel growing stronger against him.  When the referee thrust them apart, there, before his eyes, he saw Youth recuperate.  From instant to instant Sandel grew stronger.  His punches, weak and futile at first, became stiff and accurate.  Tom King's bleared eyes saw the gloved fist driving at his jaw, and he willed to guard it by interposing his arm.  He saw the danger, willed the act; but the arm was too heavy.  It seemed burdened with a hundredweight of lead.  It would not lift itself, and he strove to lift it with his soul.  Then the gloved fist landed home.  He experienced a sharp snap that was like an electric spark, and, simultaneously, the veil of blackness enveloped him.

When he opened his eyes again he was in his corner, and he heard the yelling of the audience like the roar of the surf at Bondi Beach.  A wet sponge was being pressed against the base of his brain, and Sid Sullivan was blowing cold water in a refreshing spray over his face and chest.  His gloves had already been removed, and Sandel, bending over him, was shaking his hand.  He bore no ill-will toward the man who had put him out and he returned the grip with a heartiness that made his battered knuckles protest.  Then Sandel stepped to the centre of the ring and the audience hushed its pandemonium to hear him accept young Pronto's challenge and offer to increase the side bet to one hundred pounds.  King looked on apathetically while his seconds mopped the streaming water from him, dried his face, and prepared him to leave the ring.  He felt hungry.  It was not the ordinary, gnawing kind, but a great faintness, a palpitation at the pit of the stomach that communicated itself to all his body.  He remembered back into the fight to the moment when he had Sandel swaying and tottering on the hair-line balance of defeat.  Ah, that piece of steak would have done it!  He had lacked just that for the decisive blow, and he had lost. It was all because of the piece of steak.

His seconds were half-supporting him as they helped him through the ropes. He tore free from them, ducked through the ropes unaided, and leaped heavily to the floor, following on their heels as they forced a passage for him down the crowded centre aisle.  Leaving the dressing-room for the street, in the entrance to the hall, some young fellow spoke to him.

"W'y didn't yuh go in an' get 'im when yuh 'ad 'im?" the young fellow asked.

"Aw, go to hell!" said Tom King, and passed down the steps to the sidewalk.

The doors of the public-house at the corner were swinging wide, and he saw the lights and the smiling barmaids, heard the many voices discussing the fight and the prosperous chink of money on the bar.  Somebody called to him to have a drink.  He hesitated perceptibly, then refused and went on his way.

He had not a copper in his pocket, and the two-mile walk home seemed very long.  He was certainly getting old.  Crossing the Domain, he sat down suddenly on a bench, unnerved by the thought of the missus sitting up for him, waiting to learn the outcome of the fight.  That was harder than any knockout, and it seemed almost impossible to face.

He felt weak and sore, and the pain of his smashed knuckles warned him that, even if he could find a job at navvy work, it would be a week before he could grip a pick handle or a shovel.  The hunger palpitation at the pit of the stomach was sickening.  His wretchedness overwhelmed him, and into his eyes came an unwonted moisture.  He covered his face with his hands, and, as he cried, he remembered Stowsher Bill and how he had served him that night in the long ago.  Poor old Stowsher Bill!  He could understand now why Bill had cried in the dressing-room.
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      Poem

      Say Not the Struggle Nought Availeth

      Arthur Hugh Clough, 1849

      
        
          
            Say not, the struggle nought availeth,
 The labour and the wounds are vain,
The enemy faints not, nor faileth,
 And as things have been they remain.



If hopes were dupes, fears may be liars;
 It may be, in yon smoke concealed,
Your comrades chase e'en now the fliers,
 And, but for you, possess the field.


For while the tired waves, vainly breaking,
 Seem here no painful inch to gain,
Far back, through creeks and inlets making,
 Comes silent, flooding in, the main,


And not by eastern windows only,
 When daylight comes, comes in the light,
In front, the sun climbs slow, how slowly,
 But westward, look, the land is bright.




          

        

      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Essay

      The Fight

      William Hazlitt, 1822

      Bare-knuckle prize-fighting was against the law in Hazlitt's England and wildly popular: fights were held in open country, the place kept secret until the last moment, and thousands travelled to watch. In December 1821 Tom Hickman, "the Gas-man", fought Bill Neate near Hungerford. Jackson, Cribb and Belcher, whom Hazlitt mentions, were famous champions of the past.

      
        

—"The fight, the fight's the thing,

Wherein I'll catch the conscience of the king."




Where there's a will, there's a way.—I said so to myself, as I walked down Chancery-lane,
about half-past six o'clock on Monday the 10th of December, to inquire at Jack Randall's
where the fight the next day was to be; and I found "the proverb" nothing "musty" in the
present instance.  I was determined to see this fight, come what would, and see it I did, in
great style.  It was my first fight, yet it more than answered my expectations.  Ladies!  it is
to you I dedicate this description; nor let it seem out of character for the fair to notice the
exploits of the brave.  Courage and modesty are the old English virtues; and may they
never look cold and askance on one another!  Think, ye fairest of the fair, loveliest of the
lovely kind, ye practisers of soft enchantment, how many more ye kill with poisoned baits
than ever fell in the ring; and listed with subdued air and without shuddering, to a tale tragic
only in appearance, and sacred to the Fancy!

I was going down Chancery-lane, thinking to ask at Jack Randall's where the fight was to
be, when looking through the glass-door of the "Hole in the Wall," I heard a gentleman
asking the same question at Mrs. Randall, as the author of Waverley would express it. 
Now Mrs. Randall stood answering the gentlemen's question, with the authenticity of the
lady of the Champion of the Light Weights.  Thinks I, I'll wait till this person comes out, and
learn from him how it is.  For to say a truth, I was not fond of going into this house to call
for heroes and philosophers, ever since the owner of it (for Jack is no gentleman)
threatened once upon a time to kick me out of doors for wanting a mutton-chop at his
hospitable board, when the conqueror in thirteen battles was more full of blue ruin than of
good manners.  I was the more mortified at this repulse, inasmuch as I had heard Mr.
James Simpkin, hosier in the Strand, one day when the character of the "Hole in the Wall"
was brought in question, observe—"The house is a very good house, and the company
quite genteel: I have been there myself!"  Remembering this unkind treatment of mine host,
to which mine hostess was also a party, and not wishing to put her in unquiet thoughts at
a time jubilant like the present, I waited at the door, when, who should issue forth but my
friend Jo. Toms, and turning suddenly up Chancery-lane with that quick jerk and impatient
stride which distinguishes a lover of the Fancy, I said, "I'll be hanged if that fellow is not going to the fight, and is on his way to get me to go with him."  So it proved in effect, and
we agreed to adjourn to my lodgings to discuss measures with that cordiality which makes
old friends like new, and new friends like old, on great occasions.  We are cold to others
only when we are dull in ourselves, and have neither thoughts nor feelings to impart to
them.  Give a man a topic in his head, a throb of pleasure in his heart, and he will be glad
to share it with the first person he meets.  Toms and I, though we seldom meet, were an
alter idem on this memorable occasion, and had not an idea that we did not candidly
impart; and "so carelessly did we fleet the time," that I wish no better, when there is another
fight, than to have him for a companion on my journey down, and to return with my friend
Jack Pigott, talking of what was to happen or of what did happen, with a noble subject
always at hand, and liberty to digress to others whenever they offered.  Indeed, on my
repeating the lines from Spenser in an involuntary fit of enthusiasm,



"What more felicity can fall to creature,

Than to enjoy delight with liberty?"




my last-named ingenious friend stopped me by saying that this, translated into the vulgate,
meant "Going to see a fight."

Jo. Toms and I could not settle about the method of going down.  He said there was a
caravan, he understood, to start from Tom Belcher's at two, which would go there right out and back again the next day.  Now I never travel all night, and said I should get a cast to
Newbury by one of the mails.  Jo. swore the thing was impossible, and I could only answer
that I had made up my mind to it.  In short, he seemed to me to waver, said he only came
to see if I was going, had letters to write, a cause coming on the day after, and faintly said
at parting (for I was bent on setting out that moment)—"Well, we meet at Philippi!"  I made
the best of my way to Piccadilly.  The mail coach stand was bare.  "They are all gone," said
I—"this is always the way with me—in the instant I lose the future—if I had not stayed to
pour out that last cup of tea, I should have been just in time"—and cursing my folly and ill-luck together, without inquiring at the coach-office whether the mails were gone or not, I
walked on in despite, and to punish my own dilatoriness and want of determination.  At any
rate, I would not turn back: I might get to Hounslow, or perhaps farther, to be on my road
the next morning.  I passed Hyde Park Corner (my Rubicon), and trusted to fortune. 
Suddenly I heard the clattering of a Brentford stage, and the fight rushed full upon my
Fancy.  I argued (not unwisely) that even a Brentford coachman was better company than
my own thoughts (such as they were just then), and at his invitation mounted the box with
him.  I immediately stated my case to him—namely, my quarrel with myself for missing the
Bath or Bristol mail, and my determination to get on in consequence as well as I could,
without any disparagement or insulting comparison between longer or shorter stages.  It
is a maxim with me that stage-coaches, and consequently stage-coachmen, are
respectable in proportion to the distance they have to travel: so I said nothing on that
subject to my Brentford friend.  Any incipient tendency to an abstract proposition, or (as he
might have construed it) to a personal reflection of this kind, was however nipped in the
bud; for I had no sooner declared indignantly that I had missed the mails, than he flatly
denied that they were gone along, and lo! at the instant three of them drove by in rapid,
provoking, orderly succession, as if they would devour the ground before them.  Here again
I seemed in the contradictory situation of the man in Dryden who exclaims,



"I follow Fate, which does too hard pursue!"




If I had stopped to inquire at the "White Horse Cellar," which would not have taken me a
minute, I should now have been driving down the road in all the dignified unconcern and
ideal perfection of mechanical conveyance.  The Bath mail I had set my mind upon, and
I had missed it, as I missed everything else, by my own absurdity, in putting the will for the
deed, and aiming at ends without employing means.  "Sir," said he of the Brentford, "The
Bath mail will be up presently, my brother-in-law drives it, and I will engage to stop him if
there is a place empty."  I almost doubted my good genius; but, sure enough, up it drove
like lightning, and stopped directly at the call of the Brentford Jehu.  I would not have
believed this possible, but the brother-in-law of a mail-coach driver is himself no mean
man.  I was transferred without loss of time from the top of one coach to that of the other,
desired the guard to pay my fare to the Brentford coachman for me as I had no change,
was accommodated with a great coat, put up my umbrella to keep off a drizzling mist, and
we began to cut through the air like an arrow.  The mile-stones disappeared one after
another, the rain kept off; Tom Turtle, the trainer, sat before me on the coach-box, with
whom I exchanged civilities as a gentleman going to the fight; the passion that had
transported me an hour before was subdued to pensive regret and conjectural musing on
the next day's battle; I was promised a place inside at Reading, and upon the whole, I
thought myself a lucky fellow.  Such is the force of imagination!  On the outside of any
other coach on the 10th of December, with a Scotch mist drizzling through the cloudy
moonlight air, I should have been cold, comfortless, impatient, and, no doubt, wet through;
but seated on the Royal mail, I felt warm and comfortable, the air did me good, the ride did
me good, I was pleased with the progress we had made, and confident that all would go
well through the journey.  When I got inside at Reading, I found Turtle and a stout
valetudinarian, whose costume bespoke him one of the Fancy, and who had risen from
a three months' sick bed to get into the mail to see the fight.  They were intimate, and we
fell into a lively discourse.  My friend the trainer was confined in his topics to fighting dogs
and men, to bears and badgers; beyond this he was "quite chap-fallen," had not a word to
throw at a dog, or indeed very wisely fell asleep, when any other game was started.  The
whole art of training (I, however, learnt from him), consists in two things, exercise and
abstinence, abstinence and exercise, repeated alternately without end.  A yolk of an egg
with a spoonful of rum in it is the first thing in a morning, and then a walk of six miles till
breakfast.  This meal consists of a plentiful supply of tea and toast and beef steaks.  Then
another six or seven miles till dinner-time, and another supply of solid beef or mutton with
a pint of porter, and perhaps, at the utmost, a couple of glasses of sherry.  Martin trains on
water, but this increases his infirmity on another very dangerous side.  The Gas-man takes
now and then a chirping glass (under the rose) to console him, during a six weeks'
probation, for the absence of Mrs. Hickman—an agreeable woman, with (I understand) a
pretty fortune of two hundred pounds.  How matter presses on me!  What stubborn things
are facts!  How inexhaustible is nature and art!  "It is well," as I once heard Mr. Richmond
observe, "to see a variety."  He was speaking of cock-fighting as an edifying spectacle.  I
cannot deny but that one learns more of what is (I do not say of what ought to be) in this
desultory mode of practical study, than from reading the same book twice over, even
though it should be a moral treatise.  Where was I?  I was sitting at dinner with the
candidate for the honours of the ring, "where good digestion waits on appetite, and health
on both."  Then follows an hour of social chat and native glee; and afterwards, to another
breathing over heathy hill or dale.  Back to supper, and then to bed, and up by six again—Our hero



"Follows the ever-running sun

With profitable ardour—"




to the day that brings him victory or defeat in the green fairy circle.  Is not this life more
sweet than mine?  I was going to say; but I will not libel any life by comparing it to mine,
which is (at the date of these presents) bitter as coloquintida and the dregs of aconitum!

The invalid in the Bath mail soared a pitch above the trainer, and did not sleep so sound,
because he had "more figures and more fantasies."  We talked the hours away merrily.  He
had faith in surgery, for he had had three ribs set right, that had been broken in a turn-up at Belcher's, but thought physicians old women, for they had no antidote in their catalogue
for brandy.  An indigestion is an excellent commonplace for two people that never met
before.  By way of ingratiating myself, I told him the story of my doctor, who, on my
earnestly representing to him that I thought his regimen had done me harm, assured me
that the whole pharmacopeia contained nothing comparable to the prescription he had
given me; and, as a proof of his undoubted efficacy, said, that, "he had had one gentleman
with my complaint under his hands for the last fifteen years."  This anecdote made my
companion shake the rough sides of his three great coats with boisterous laughter; and
Turtle, starting out of his sleep, swore he knew how the fight would go, for he had had a
dream about it.  Sure enough, the rascal told us how the first rounds went off, but "his
dream," like others, "denoted a foregone conclusion."  He knew his men.  The moon now
rose in silver state, and I ventured, with some hesitation, to point out this object of placid
beauty, with the blue serene beyond, to the man of science, to which his ear he "seriously
inclined," the more as it gave promise d'un beau jour for the morrow, and showed the ring
undrenched by envious showers, arrayed in sunny smiles. Just then, all going on well, I
thought on my friend Toms, whom I had left behind, and said innocently, "There was a
blockhead of a fellow I left in town, who said there was no possibility of getting down by the
mail, and talked of going by a caravan from Belcher's at two in the morning, after he had
written some letters."  "Why," said he of the lapells, "I should not wonder if that was the
very person we saw running about like mad from one coach-door to another, and asking
if anyone had seen a friend of his, a gentleman going to the fight, whom he had missed
stupidly enough by staying to write a note."  "Pray, Sir," said my fellow-traveller, "he had
a plaid-cloak on?"—"Why, no," said I, "not at the time I left him, but he very well might
afterwards, for he offered to lend me one."  The plain-cloak and the letter decided the thing. 
Joe, sure enough, was in the Bristol mail, which preceded us by about fifty yards.  This was
droll enough.  We had now but a few miles to our place of destination, and the first thing
I did on alighting at Newbury, both coaches stopping at the same time, was to call out,
"Pray, is there a gentleman in that mail of the name of Toms?"  "No," said Joe, borrowing
something of the vein of Gilpin, "for I have just got out."  "Well!" says he, "this is lucky; but you don't know how vexed I was to miss you; for," added he, lowering his voice, "did you
know when I left you I went to Belcher's to ask about the caravan, and Mrs. Belcher said
very obligingly, she couldn't tell about that, but there were two gentlemen who had taken
places by the mail and were gone on in a landau, and she could frank us.  It's a pity I didn't
meet with you; we could then have got down for nothing.  But mum's the word."  It's the
devil for anyone to tell me a secret, for it's sure to come out in print.  I do not care so much 
to gratify a friend, but the public ear to too great a temptation to me.

Our present business was to get beds and a supper at an inn; but this was no easy task. 
The public-houses were full, and where you saw a light at a private house, and people
poking their heads out of the casement to see what was going on, they instantly put them
in and shut the window, the moment you seemed advancing with a suspicious overture for
accommodation.  Our guard and coachman thundered away at the outer gate of the
"Crown" for some time without effect—such was the greater noise within;—and when the
doors were unbarred, and we got admittance, we found a party assembled in the kitchen
round a good hospitable fire, some sleeping, others drinking, others talking on politics and
on the fight.  A tall English yeoman (something like Matthews in the face, and quite as
great a wag)—



"A lusty man to ben an abbot able,—"




was making such a prodigious noise about rent and taxes, and the price of corn now and
formerly, that he had prevented us from being heard at the gate.  The first thing I heard him
say was to a shuffling fellow who wanted to be off a bet for a shilling glass of brandy and
water—"Confound it, man, don't be insipid!"  Thinks I, that is a good phrase.  It was a good
omen.  He kept it up so all night, nor flinched with the approach of morning.  He was a fine
fellow, with sense, wit, and spirit, a hearty body and a joyous mind, free-spoken, frank,
convivial—one of that true English breed that went with Harry the Fifth to the siege of
Harfleur—"standing like greyhounds in the slips," etc.  We ordered tea and eggs (beds
were soon found to be out of the question) and this fellow's conversation was sauce piquante.  It did one's heart good to see him brandish his oaken towel and to hear him talk. 
He made mince-meat of a drunken, stupid, red-faced, quarrelsome, frowsy farmer, whose
nose "he moralised into a thousand similes," making it out a firebrand like Bardolph's.  "I'll
tell you what my friend," says he, "the landlady has only to keep you here to save fire and
candle.  If one was to touch your nose, it would go off like a piece of charcoal."  At this the
other only grinned like an idiot, the sole variety in his purple face being his little peering
grey eyes and yellow teeth; called for another glass, swore he would not stand it; and after
many attempts to provoke his humorous antagonist to singe combat, which the other
turned off (after working him up to a ludicrous pitch of choler) with great adroitness, he fell
quietly asleep with a glass of liquor in his hand, which he could not lift to his head.  His
laughing persecutor made a speech over him, and turning to the opposite side of the room,
where they were all sleeping in the midst of this "loud and furious sun," said, "There's a
scene, by G-d, for Hogarth to paint.  I think he and Shakespeare were our two best men
at copying life."  This confirmed me in my good opinion of him.  Hogarth, Shakespeare, and
Nature, were just enough for him (indeed for any man) to know.  I said, "You read Cobbett,
don't you?  At least," says I, "you talk just as well as he writes."  He seemed to doubt this. 
But I said, "We have an hour to spare; if you'll get pen, ink, and paper, and keep on talking,
I'll write down what you say; and if it doesn't make a capital 'Political Register,' I'll forfeit my head.  You have kept me alive to-night, however.  I don't know what I should have done
without you. He did not dislike this view of the thing, nor my asking if he was not about the
size of Jem Belcher; and told me soon afterwards, in the confidence of friendship, that "the
circumstance which had given him nearly the greatest concern in his life, was Cribb's
beating Jem after he had lost his eye by racket-playing."—The morning dawns; that dim but
yet clear light appears, which weighs like solid bars of metal on the sleepless eyelids; the
guests drop down from their chambers one by one—but it was too late to think of going to
bed now (the clock was on the stroke of seven), we had nothing for it but to find a barber's
(the pole that glittered in the morning sun lighted us to his shop), and then a nine miles'
march to Hungerford.  The day was fine, the sky was blue, the mists were retiring from the
marshy ground, the path was tolerably dry, the sitting-up all night had not done us much
harm—at least the cause was good; we talked of this and that with amicable difference,
roving and sipping of many subjects, but still invariably we returned to the fight.  At length,
a mile to the left of Hungerford, on a gentle eminence, we saw the ring surrounded by
covered carts, gigs, and carriages, of which hundreds had passed us on the road; Toms
gave a youthful shout, and we hastened down a narrow lane to the scene of action.

Reader, have you ever seen a fight?  If not, you have a pleasure to come, at least if it is
a fight like that between the Gas-man and Bill Neate.  The crowd was very great when we
arrived on the spot; open carriages were coming up, with streamers flying and music
playing, and the country-people were pouring in over hedge and ditch in all directions, to
see their hero beat or be beaten.  The odds were still on Gas, but only about five to four. 
Gully had been down to try Neate, and had backed him considerably, which was a damper
to the sanguine confidence of the adverse party.  About two hundred thousand pounds
were pending.  The Gas says, he has lost £3,000 which were promised him by different
gentlemen if he had won.  He had presumed too much on himself, which had made others
presume on him.  This spirited and formidable young fellow seems to have taken for his
motto the old maxim, that "there are three things necessary to success in life—Impudence! 
Impudence!  Impudence!"  It is so in matters of opinion, but not in the Fancy, which is the
most practical of all things, though even here confidence is half the battle, but only half. 
Our friend had vapoured and swaggered too much, as if he wanted to grin and bully his
adversary out of the fight.  "Alas!  the Bristol man was not so tamed!"—"This is the grave
digger" (would Tom Hickman exclaim in the moments of intoxication from gin and success,
showing his tremendous right hand), "this will send many of them to their long homes; I
haven't done with them yet!"  Why should he—though he had licked four of the best men
within the hour, yet why should he threaten to inflict dishonourable chastisement on my old
master Richmond, a veteran going off the stage, and who has borne his sable honours
meekly?  Magnanimity, my dear Tom, and bravery, should be inseparable.  Or why should
he go up to his antagonist, the first time he ever saw him at the Fives Court, and measuring
him from head to foot with a glance of contempt, as Achilles surveyed Hector, say to him,
"What, are you Bill Neate?  I'll knock more blood out of that great carcase of thine, this
day fortnight, than you ever knock'd out of a bullock's!"  It was not manly, 'twas not fighter-like.  If he was sure of the victory (as he was not), the less said about it the better. 
Modesty should accompany the Fancy as its shadow.  The best men were always the
best behaved.  Jem Belcher, the Game Chicken (before whom the Gas-man could not
have lived) were civil, silent men.  So is Cribb, so is Tom Belcher, the most elegant of
sparrers, and not a man for every one to take by the nose.  I enlarged on this topic in the
mail (while Turtle was asleep), and said very wisely (as I thought) that impertinence was
a part of no profession.  A boxer was bound to beat his man, but not to thrust his fist, either
actually or by implication, in every one's face.  Even a highwayman, in the way of trade,
may blow out your brains, but if he uses foul language at the same time, I should say he
was no gentleman.  A boxer, I would infer, need not be a blackguard or a coxcomb, more
than another.  Perhaps I press this point too much on a fallen man—Mr. Thomas Hickman
has by this time learnt that first of all lessons, "That man was made to mourn."  He has lost
nothing by the late fight but his presumption; and that every man may do as well without! 
By an overly-display of this quality, however, the public has been prejudiced against him,
and the knowing-ones were taken in.  Few but those who had bet on him wished Gas to 
win.  With my own prepossessions on the subject, the result of the 11th of December
appeared to me as fine a piece of poetical justice as I had ever witnessed.  The difference
of weight between the two combatants (14 stone to 12) was nothing to the sporting men. 
Great, heavy, clumsy, long-armed Bill Neate kicked the beam in the scale of the Gas-man's
vanity.  The amateurs were frightened at his big words, and thought that they would make
up for the difference of six feet and five feet nine.  Truly, the Fancy are not men of
imagination.  They judge of what has been, and cannot conceive of anything that is to be. 
The Gas-man had won hitherto; therefore he must beat a man half as big again as himself—and that to a certainty.  Besides, there are as many feuds, factions, prejudices,
pedantic notions in the Fancy as in the state or in the schools.  Mr. Gully is almost the
only cool, sensible man among them, who exercises an unbiassed discretion, and is not
a slave to his passions in these matters.  But enough of reflections, and to our tale.  The
day, as I have said, was fine for a December morning.  The grass was wet, and the ground
miry, and ploughed up with multitudinous feet, except that, within the ring itself, there was
a spot of virgin-green closed in and unprofaned by vulgar tread, that shone with dazzling
brightness in the mid-day sun.  For it was noon now, and we had an hour to wait.  This is
the trying time.  It is then the heart sickens, as you think what the two champions are
about, and how short a time will determine their fate.  After the first blow is struck, there is
no opportunity for nervous apprehensions; you are swallowed up in the immediate interest
of the scene—but



"Between the acting of a dreadful thing

And the first motion, all the interim is

Like a phantasma, or a hideous dream"




I found it so as I felt the sun's rays clinging to my back, and saw the white wintry clouds sink below the verge of the horizon. "So," I thought, "my fairest hopes have faded from my side!—so will the Gas-man's glory, or that of his adversary, vanish in an hour." The swells were parading in their white box-coats, the outer ring was cleared with some bruises on the heads and shins of the rustic assembly (for the cockneys had been distanced by the sixty-six miles); the time drew near, I had got a good stand; a bustle, a buzz, ran through the crowd, and from the opposite side entered Neate, between his second and bottle-holder. He rolled along, swathed in his loose great coat, his knock-knees bending under his huge bulk; and, with a modest cheerful air, threw his hat into the ring. He then just looked round, and began quietly to undress; when from the other side there was a similar rush and an opening made, and the Gas-man came forward with a conscious air of anticipated triumph, too much like the cock-of-the-walk. He strutted about more than became a hero, sucked oranges with a supercilious air, and threw away the skin with a toss of his head, and went up and looked at Neate, which was an act of supererogation. The only sensible thing he did was, as he strode away from the modern Ajax, to fling out his arms, as if he wanted to try whether they would do their work that day. By this time they had stripped, and presented a strong contrast in appearance. If Neate was like Ajax, "with Atlantean shoulders, fit to bear" the pugilistic reputation of all Bristol, Hickman might be compared to Diomed, light, vigorous, elastic, and his back glistened in the sun, as he moved about, like a panther's hide. There was now a dead pause—attention was awe-struck. Who at that moment, big with a great event, did not draw his breath short—did not feel his heart throb? All was ready. They tossed up for the sun, and the Gas-man won. They were led up to the scratch—shook hands, and went at it. 
In the first round everyone thought it was all over. After making play a short time, the Gas-man flew at his adversary like a tiger, struck five blows in as many seconds, three first, and then following him as he staggered back, two more, right and left, and down he fell, a mighty ruin. There was a shout, and I said, "There is no standing this." Neate seemed like a lifeless lump of flesh and bone, round which the Gas-man's blows played with the rapidity of electricity or lightning, and you imagined he would only be lifted up to be knocked down again. It was as if Hickman held a sword or a fire in the right hand of his, and directed it against an unarmed body. They met again, and Neate seemed, not cowed, but particularly cautious. I saw his teeth clenched together and his brows knit close against the sun. He held out both his arms at full-length straight before him, like two sledge-hammers, and raised his left an inch or two higher. The Gas-man could not get over this guard—they struck mutually and fell, but without advantage on either side. It was the same in the next round; but the balance of power was thus restored—the fate of the battle was suspended. No one could tell how it would end. This was the only moment in which opinion was divided; for, in the next, the Gas-man aiming a mortal blow at his adversary's neck, with his right hand, and failing from the length he had to reach, the other returned it with his left at full swing, planted a tremendous blow on his cheek-bone and eyebrow, and made a red ruin of that side of his face. The Gas-man went down, and there was another shout—a roar of triumph as the waves of fortune rolled tumultuously from side to side. This was a settler. Hickman got up, and "grinned horrible a ghastly smile," yet he was evidently dashed in his opinion of himself; it was the first time he had ever been so punished; all one side of his face was perfect scarlet, and his right eye was closed in dingy blackness, as he advanced to the fight, less confident, but still determined. After one or two rounds, not receiving another such remembrancer, he rallied and went at it with his former impetuosity. But in vain. His strength had been weakened,—his blows could not tell at such a distance,—he was obliged to fling himself at his adversary, and could not strike from his feet; and almost as regularly as he flew at him with his right hand, Neate warded the blow, or drew back out of its reach, and felled him with the return of his left. There was little cautious sparring—no half-hits—no tapping and trifling, none of the petit-maîtreship of the art—they
were almost all knock-down blows:—the fight was a good stand-up fight. The wonder was
the half-minute time.  If there had been a minute or more allowed between each round, it
would have been intelligible how they should by degrees recover strength and resolution;
but to see two men smashed to the ground, smeared with gore, stunned, senseless, the
breath beaten out of their bodies; and then, before you recover from the shock, to see
them rise up with new strength and courage, stand steady to inflict or receive mortal
offence, and rush upon each other, "like two clouds over the Caspian"—this is the most
astonishing thing of all:—this is the high and heroic state of man!  From this time forward
the event became more certain every round; and about the twelfth it seemed as if it must
have been over.  Hickman generally stood with his back to me; but in the scuffle, he had
changed positions, and Neate just then made a tremendous lunge at him, and hit him full
in the face.  It was doubtful whether he would fall backwards or forwards; he hung
suspended for about a second or two, and then fell back, throwing his hands in the air, and
with his face lifted up to the sky.  I never saw anything more terrific than his aspect just
before he fell.  All traces of life, of natural expression, were gone from him.  His face was
like a human skull, a death's head, spouting blood.  The eyes were filled with blood, the
nose streamed with blood, the mouth gaped blood.  He was not like an actual man, but like
a preternatural, spectral appearance, or like one of the figures in Dante's "Inferno."  Yet he
fought on after this for several rounds, still striking the first desperate blow, and Neate
standing on the defensive, and using the same cautious guard to the last, as if he had still
all his work to do; and it was not till the Gas-man was so stunned in the seventeenth or
eighteenth round, that his senses forsook him, and he could not come to time, that the
battle was declared over.  Ye who despise the Fancy, do something to show as much
pluck, or as much self-possession as this, before you assume a superiority which you have
never given a single proof of by any one action in the whole course of your lives!—When
the Gas-man came to himself, the first words he uttered were, "Where am I?  What is the
matter!"  "Nothing is the matter, Tom—you have lost the battle, but you are the bravest man
alive."  And Jackson whispered to him, "I am collecting a purse for you, Tom."—Vain
sounds, and unheard at that moment!  Neate instantly went up and shook him cordially by
the hand, and seeing some old acquaintance, began to flourish with his fists, calling out,
"Ah, you always said I couldn't fight—What do you think now?"  But all in good humour, and
without any appearance of arrogance; only it was evident Bill Neate was pleased that he
had won the fight.  When it was all over, I asked Cribb if he did not think it was a good
one?  He has, "Pretty well!"  The carrier-pigeons now mounted into the air, and one of them
flew with the news of her husband's victory to the bosom of Mrs. Neate.  Alas, for Mrs.
Hickman!

Mais au revoir, as Sir Fopling Flutter says.  I went down with Toms; I returned with Jack
Pigott, whom I met on the ground.  Toms is a rattle-brain; Pigott is a sentimentalist.  Now,
under favour, I am a sentimentalist too—therefore I say nothing, but that the interest of the
excursion did not flag as I came back.  Pigott and I marched along the causeway leading
from Hungerford to Newbury, now observing the effect of a brilliant sun on the tawny
meads or moss-coloured cottages, now exulting in the fight, now digressing to some topic
of general and elegant literature.  My friend was dressed in character for the occasion, or
like one of the Fancy; that is, with a double portion of great coats, clogs, and overhauls: 
and just as we had agreed with a couple of country-lads to carry his superfluous wearing-apparel to the next town, we were overtaken by a return post-chaise, into which I got,
Pigott preferring a seat on the bar.  There were two strangers already in the chaise, and
on their observing they supposed I had been to the fight, I said I had, and concluded they
had done the same.  They appeared, however, a little shy and sore on the subject; and it
was not fill after several hints dropped, and questions put, that it turned out that they had
missed it.  One of these friends had undertaken to drive the other there in his gig: they had
set out, to make sure work, the day before at three in the afternoon.  The owner of the one-horse vehicle scorned to ask his way, and drove right on to Bagshot, instead of turning off
at Hounslow: there they stopped all night, and set off the next day across the country to
Reading, from whence they took coach, and got down within a mile or two of Hungerford,
just half an hour after the fight was over.  This might be safely set down as one of the
miseries of human life.  We parted with these two gentlemen who had been to see the
fight, but had returned as they went, at Wolhampton, where we were promised beds (an
irresistible temptation, for Pigott had passed the preceding night at Hungerford, as we had
done at Newbury; and we turned into an old bow-windowed parlour with a carpet and a
snug fire; and after devouring a quantity of tea, toast, and eggs, sat down to consider,
during an hour of philosophic leisure, what we should have for supper.  In the midst of an
Epicurean deliberation between a roasted fowl and mutton chops with mashed potatoes,
we were interrupted by an inroad of Goths and Vandals—O procul este profani—not real
flash-men, but interlopers, noisy pretenders, butchers from Tothillfields, brokers from
Whitechapel, who called immediately for pipes and tobacco, hoping it would not be
disagreeable to the gentlemen, and began to insist that it was a cross.  Pigott withdrew
from the smoke and noise into another room, and left me to dispute the point with them for
a couple of hours sans intermission by the dial.  The next morning we rose refreshed; and
on observing that Jack had a pocket volume in his hand, in which he read in the intervals
of our discourse, I inquired what it was, and learned to my particular satisfaction that it was
a volume of the New Eloise."  Ladies, after this, will you contend that a love for the Fancy
is incompatible with the cultivation of sentiment?—We jogged on as before, my friend
setting me up in a genteel drab great coat and green silk handkerchief (which I must say
became me exceedingly), and after stretching our legs for a few miles, and seeing Jack
Randall, Ned Turner, and Scroggins, pass on the top of one of the Bath coaches, we
engaged with the driver of the second to take us to London for the usual fee.  I got inside,
and found three other passengers.  One of them was an old gentleman with an aquiline
nose, powdered hair, and a pigtail, and who looked as if he had played many a rubber at
the Bath rooms.  I said to myself, he is very like Mr. Windham; I wish he would enter into
conversation, that I might hear what fine observations would come from those finely-turned
features.  However, nothing passed, till, stopping to dine at Reading, some inquiry was
made by the company about the fight, and I gave (as the reader may believe) an eloquent
and animated description of it.  When we got into the coach again, the old gentleman, after
a graceful exordium, said, he had, when a boy, been to a fight between the famous
Broughton and George Stevenson, who was called the Fighting Coachman, in the year
1770, with the late Mr. Windham.  This beginning flattered the spirit of prophecy within me
and rivetted my attention.  He went on—"George Stevenson was coachman to a friend of
my father's.  He was an old man when I saw him some years afterwards.  He took hold of
his own arm and said, 'There was muscle here once, but now it is no more than this young
gentleman's.'  He added, 'Well, no matter; I have been here long, I am willing to go hence,
and I hope I have done no more harm than another man.'  Once," said my unknown
companion, "I asked him if he had ever beat Broughton?  He said Yes; that he had fought
with him three times, and the last time he fairly beat him, though the world did not allow it. 
'I'll tell you how it was, master.  When the seconds lifted us up in the last round, we were
so exhausted that neither of us could stand, and we fell upon one another, and as Master
Broughton fell uppermost, the mob gave it in his favour, and he was said to have won the
battle.  But,' says he, 'the fact was, that as his second (John Cuthbert) lifted him up, he
said to him, "I'll fight no more, I've had enough;" 'which,' says Stevenson, 'you know gave
me the victory.  And to prove to you that this was the case, when John Cuthbert was on
his death-bed, and they asked him if there was anything on his mind which he wished to
confess, he answered, "Yes, that there was one thing he wished to set right, for that
certainly Master Stevenson won that last fight with Master Broughton; for he whispered him
as he lifted him up in the last round of all, that he had had enough."'"  "This," said the Bath
gentleman, "was a bit of human nature;" and I have written this account of the fight on
purpose that it might not be lost to the world.  He also stated as a proof of the candour of
mind in this class of men, that Stevenson acknowledged that Broughton could have beat
him in his best day; but that he (Broughton) was getting old in their last encounter.  When
we stopped in Piccadilly, I wanted to ask the gentleman some questions about the late Mr.
Windham, but had not courage.  I got out, resigned my coat and green silk handkerchief
to Pigott (loth to part with these ornaments of life), and walked home in high spirits.

P.S.  Toms called upon me the next day, to ask me if I did not think the fight was a
complete thing?  I said I thought it was.  I hope he will relish my account of it.
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      Afterword

      Day Seventy-Seven: The Fight

      Hazlitt’s coach home gives him a second fight story, and it is Tom King’s. The old coachman George Stevenson takes hold of his own arm and says, “There was muscle here once, but now it is no more than this young gentleman’s.” He claims he really won his last fight with Broughton, but admits that Broughton could have beaten him “in his best day”, and “was getting old” by then. Youth was being served in 1770 as it is in Sydney.

      Hazlitt also has a word for the betting men who backed the Gas-man: “the Fancy are not men of imagination. They judge of what has been, and cannot conceive of anything that is to be.” It is the mistake Clough warns against, the despair that says “as things have been they remain”. Yet Tom King knows the tide in Clough’s poem, coming “silent, flooding in”, and for him it’s the youngsters climbing through the ropes.

      The “fairest hopes” Hazlitt mentions while he waits were real. He was hopelessly in love with Sarah Walker, his landlord’s daughter, and would soon divorce his wife in Scotland for her sake. She turned him down, and he put it all into a strange, raw little book, Liber Amoris. When he says his life is “bitter as coloquintida”, he means it.

    

  
    
      Day Seventy-Eight

      Art and its price

      22 minutes

      
        Story
        The Verdict
        Edith Wharton · 15 minutes
        A fashionable painter has given up painting, and a friend sets out to learn why.
      

      
        Poem
        On the Painting of the Sistine Chapel (To Giovanni da Pistoia)
        Michelangelo Buonarroti · 1 minute
        Michelangelo, head bent back under the ceiling of the Sistine Chapel, tells a friend what the work is doing to his body.
      

      
        Essay
        Conclusion to The Renaissance
        Walter Pater · 6 minutes
        "To burn always with this hard, gem-like flame": the manifesto of art for art's sake.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      The Verdict

      Edith Wharton, 1908

      
        
I HAD always thought Jack Gisburn rather a cheap genius--though a
good fellow enough--so it was no great surprise to me to hear that,
in the height of his glory, he had dropped his painting, married a
rich widow, and established himself in a villa on the Riviera.
(Though I rather thought it would have been Rome or Florence.)

"The height of his glory"--that was what the women called it. I can
hear Mrs. Gideon Thwing--his last Chicago sitter--deploring his
unaccountable abdication. "Of course it's going to send the value of
my picture 'way up; but I don't think of that, Mr. Rickham--the loss
to Arrt is all I think of." The word, on Mrs. Thwing's lips,
multiplied its _rs_ as though they were reflected in an endless
vista of mirrors. And it was not only the Mrs. Thwings who mourned.
Had not the exquisite Hermia Croft, at the last Grafton Gallery
show, stopped me before Gisburn's "Moon-dancers" to say, with tears
in her eyes: "We shall not look upon its like again"?

Well!--even through the prism of Hermia's tears I felt able to face
the fact with equanimity. Poor Jack Gisburn! The women had made
him--it was fitting that they should mourn him. Among his own sex
fewer regrets were heard, and in his own trade hardly a murmur.
Professional jealousy? Perhaps. If it were, the honour of the craft
was vindicated by little Claude Nutley, who, in all good faith,
brought out in the Burlington a very handsome "obituary" on
Jack--one of those showy articles stocked with random technicalities
that I have heard (I won't say by whom) compared to Gisburn's
painting. And so--his resolve being apparently irrevocable--the
discussion gradually died out, and, as Mrs. Thwing had predicted,
the price of "Gisburns" went up.

It was not till three years later that, in the course of a few
weeks' idling on the Riviera, it suddenly occurred to me to wonder
why Gisburn had given up his painting. On reflection, it really was
a tempting problem. To accuse his wife would have been too easy--his
fair sitters had been denied the solace of saying that Mrs. Gisburn
had "dragged him down." For Mrs. Gisburn--as such--had not existed
till nearly a year after Jack's resolve had been taken. It might be
that he had married her--since he liked his ease--because he didn't
want to go on painting; but it would have been hard to prove that he
had given up his painting because he had married her.

Of course, if she had not dragged him down, she had equally, as Miss
Croft contended, failed to "lift him up"--she had not led him back
to the easel. To put the brush into his hand again--what a vocation
for a wife! But Mrs. Gisburn appeared to have disdained it--and I
felt it might be interesting to find out why.

The desultory life of the Riviera lends itself to such purely
academic speculations; and having, on my way to Monte Carlo, caught
a glimpse of Jack's balustraded terraces between the pines, I had
myself borne thither the next day.

I found the couple at tea beneath their palm-trees; and Mrs.
Gisburn's welcome was so genial that, in the ensuing weeks, I
claimed it frequently. It was not that my hostess was "interesting":
on that point I could have given Miss Croft the fullest reassurance.
It was just because she was _not_ interesting--if I may be pardoned
the bull--that I found her so. For Jack, all his life, had been
surrounded by interesting women: they had fostered his art, it had
been reared in the hot-house of their adulation. And it was
therefore instructive to note what effect the "deadening atmosphere
of mediocrity" (I quote Miss Croft) was having on him.

I have mentioned that Mrs. Gisburn was rich; and it was immediately
perceptible that her husband was extracting from this circumstance a
delicate but substantial satisfaction. It is, as a rule, the people
who scorn money who get most out of it; and Jack's elegant disdain
of his wife's big balance enabled him, with an appearance of perfect
good-breeding, to transmute it into objects of art and luxury. To
the latter, I must add, he remained relatively indifferent; but he
was buying Renaissance bronzes and eighteenth-century pictures with
a discrimination that bespoke the amplest resources.

"Money's only excuse is to put beauty into circulation," was one of
the axioms he laid down across the Sevres and silver of an
exquisitely appointed luncheon-table, when, on a later day, I had
again run over from Monte Carlo; and Mrs. Gisburn, beaming on him,
added for my enlightenment: "Jack is so morbidly sensitive to every
form of beauty."

Poor Jack! It had always been his fate to have women say such things
of him: the fact should be set down in extenuation. What struck me
now was that, for the first time, he resented the tone. I had seen
him, so often, basking under similar tributes--was it the conjugal
note that robbed them of their savour? No--for, oddly enough, it
became apparent that he was fond of Mrs. Gisburn--fond enough not to
see her absurdity. It was his own absurdity he seemed to be wincing
under--his own attitude as an object for garlands and incense.

"My dear, since I've chucked painting people don't say that stuff
about me--they say it about Victor Grindle," was his only protest,
as he rose from the table and strolled out onto the sunlit terrace.

I glanced after him, struck by his last word. Victor Grindle was, in
fact, becoming the man of the moment--as Jack himself, one might put
it, had been the man of the hour. The younger artist was said to
have formed himself at my friend's feet, and I wondered if a tinge
of jealousy underlay the latter's mysterious abdication. But no--for
it was not till after that event that the _rose Dubarry_
drawing-rooms had begun to display their "Grindles."

I turned to Mrs. Gisburn, who had lingered to give a lump of sugar
to her spaniel in the dining-room.

"Why _has_ he chucked painting?" I asked abruptly.

She raised her eyebrows with a hint of good-humoured surprise.

"Oh, he doesn't _have_ to now, you know; and I want him to enjoy
himself," she said quite simply.

I looked about the spacious white-panelled room, with its
_famille-verte_ vases repeating the tones of the pale damask
curtains, and its eighteenth-century pastels in delicate faded
frames.

"Has he chucked his pictures too? I haven't seen a single one in the
house."

A slight shade of constraint crossed Mrs. Gisburn's open
countenance. "It's his ridiculous modesty, you know. He says they're
not fit to have about; he's sent them all away except one--my
portrait--and that I have to keep upstairs."

His ridiculous modesty--Jack's modesty about his pictures? My
curiosity was growing like the bean-stalk. I said persuasively to my
hostess: "I must really see your portrait, you know."

She glanced out almost timorously at the terrace where her husband,
lounging in a hooded chair, had lit a cigar and drawn the Russian
deerhound's head between his knees.

"Well, come while he's not looking," she said, with a laugh that
tried to hide her nervousness; and I followed her between the marble
Emperors of the hall, and up the wide stairs with terra-cotta nymphs
poised among flowers at each landing.

In the dimmest corner of her boudoir, amid a profusion of delicate
and distinguished objects, hung one of the familiar oval canvases,
in the inevitable garlanded frame. The mere outline of the frame
called up all Gisburn's past!

Mrs. Gisburn drew back the window-curtains, moved aside a
_jardiniere_ full of pink azaleas, pushed an arm-chair away, and
said: "If you stand here you can just manage to see it. I had it
over the mantel-piece, but he wouldn't let it stay."

Yes--I could just manage to see it--the first portrait of Jack's I
had ever had to strain my eyes over! Usually they had the place of
honour--say the central panel in a pale yellow or _rose Dubarry_
drawing-room, or a monumental easel placed so that it took the light
through curtains of old Venetian point. The more modest place became
the picture better; yet, as my eyes grew accustomed to the
half-light, all the characteristic qualities came out--all the
hesitations disguised as audacities, the tricks of prestidigitation
by which, with such consummate skill, he managed to divert attention
from the real business of the picture to some pretty irrelevance of
detail. Mrs. Gisburn, presenting a neutral surface to work
on--forming, as it were, so inevitably the background of her own
picture--had lent herself in an unusual degree to the display of
this false virtuosity. The picture was one of Jack's "strongest," as
his admirers would have put it--it represented, on his part, a
swelling of muscles, a congesting of veins, a balancing, straddling
and straining, that reminded one of the circus-clown's ironic
efforts to lift a feather. It met, in short, at every point the
demand of lovely woman to be painted "strongly" because she was
tired of being painted "sweetly"--and yet not to lose an atom of the
sweetness.

"It's the last he painted, you know," Mrs. Gisburn said with
pardonable pride. "The last but one," she corrected herself--"but
the other doesn't count, because he destroyed it."

"Destroyed it?" I was about to follow up this clue when I heard a
footstep and saw Jack himself on the threshold.

As he stood there, his hands in the pockets of his velveteen coat,
the thin brown waves of hair pushed back from his white forehead,
his lean sunburnt cheeks furrowed by a smile that lifted the tips of
a self-confident moustache, I felt to what a degree he had the same
quality as his pictures--the quality of looking cleverer than he
was.

His wife glanced at him deprecatingly, but his eyes travelled past
her to the portrait.

"Mr. Rickham wanted to see it," she began, as if excusing herself.
He shrugged his shoulders, still smiling.

"Oh, Rickham found me out long ago," he said lightly; then, passing
his arm through mine: "Come and see the rest of the house."

He showed it to me with a kind of naive suburban pride: the
bath-rooms, the speaking-tubes, the dress-closets, the
trouser-presses--all the complex simplifications of the
millionaire's domestic economy. And whenever my wonder paid the
expected tribute he said, throwing out his chest a little: "Yes, I
really don't see how people manage to live without that."

Well--it was just the end one might have foreseen for him. Only he
was, through it all and in spite of it all--as he had been through,
and in spite of, his pictures--so handsome, so charming, so
disarming, that one longed to cry out: "Be dissatisfied with your
leisure!" as once one had longed to say: "Be dissatisfied with your
work!"

But, with the cry on my lips, my diagnosis suffered an unexpected
check.

"This is my own lair," he said, leading me into a dark plain room at
the end of the florid vista. It was square and brown and leathery:
no "effects"; no bric-a-brac, none of the air of posing for
reproduction in a picture weekly--above all, no least sign of ever
having been used as a studio.

The fact brought home to me the absolute finality of Jack's break
with his old life.

"Don't you ever dabble with paint any more?" I asked, still looking
about for a trace of such activity.

"Never," he said briefly.

"Or water-colour--or etching?"

His confident eyes grew dim, and his cheeks paled a little under
their handsome sunburn.

"Never think of it, my dear fellow--any more than if I'd never
touched a brush."

And his tone told me in a flash that he never thought of anything
else.

I moved away, instinctively embarrassed by my unexpected discovery;
and as I turned, my eye fell on a small picture above the
mantel-piece--the only object breaking the plain oak panelling of
the room.

"Oh, by Jove!" I said.

It was a sketch of a donkey--an old tired donkey, standing in the
rain under a wall.

"By Jove--a Stroud!" I cried.

He was silent; but I felt him close behind me, breathing a little
quickly.

"What a wonder! Made with a dozen lines--but on everlasting
foundations. You lucky chap, where did you get it?"

He answered slowly: "Mrs. Stroud gave it to me."

"Ah--I didn't know you even knew the Strouds. He was such an
inflexible hermit."

"I didn't--till after. . . . She sent for me to paint him when he
was dead."

"When he was dead? You?"

I must have let a little too much amazement escape through my
surprise, for he answered with a deprecating laugh: "Yes--she's an
awful simpleton, you know, Mrs. Stroud. Her only idea was to have
him done by a fashionable painter--ah, poor Stroud! She thought it
the surest way of proclaiming his greatness--of forcing it on a
purblind public. And at the moment I was _the_ fashionable painter."

"Ah, poor Stroud--as you say. Was _that_ his history?"

"That was his history. She believed in him, gloried in him--or
thought she did. But she couldn't bear not to have all the
drawing-rooms with her. She couldn't bear the fact that, on
varnishing days, one could always get near enough to see his
pictures. Poor woman! She's just a fragment groping for other
fragments. Stroud is the only whole I ever knew."

"You ever knew? But you just said--"

Gisburn had a curious smile in his eyes.

"Oh, I knew him, and he knew me--only it happened after he was
dead."

I dropped my voice instinctively. "When she sent for you?"

"Yes--quite insensible to the irony. She wanted him vindicated--and
by me!"

He laughed again, and threw back his head to look up at the sketch
of the donkey. "There were days when I couldn't look at that
thing--couldn't face it. But I forced myself to put it here; and now
it's cured me--cured me. That's the reason why I don't dabble any
more, my dear Rickham; or rather Stroud himself is the reason."

For the first time my idle curiosity about my companion turned into
a serious desire to understand him better.

"I wish you'd tell me how it happened," I said.

He stood looking up at the sketch, and twirling between his fingers
a cigarette he had forgotten to light. Suddenly he turned toward me.

"I'd rather like to tell you--because I've always suspected you of
loathing my work."

I made a deprecating gesture, which he negatived with a
good-humoured shrug.

"Oh, I didn't care a straw when I believed in myself--and now it's
an added tie between us!"

He laughed slightly, without bitterness, and pushed one of the deep
arm-chairs forward. "There: make yourself comfortable--and here are
the cigars you like."

He placed them at my elbow and continued to wander up and down the
room, stopping now and then beneath the picture.

"How it happened? I can tell you in five minutes--and it didn't take
much longer to happen. . . . I can remember now how surprised and
pleased I was when I got Mrs. Stroud's note. Of course, deep down, I
had always _felt_ there was no one like him--only I had gone with
the stream, echoed the usual platitudes about him, till I half got
to think he was a failure, one of the kind that are left behind. By
Jove, and he _was_ left behind--because he had come to stay! The
rest of us had to let ourselves be swept along or go under, but he
was high above the current--on everlasting foundations, as you say.

"Well, I went off to the house in my most egregious mood--rather
moved, Lord forgive me, at the pathos of poor Stroud's career of
failure being crowned by the glory of my painting him! Of course I
meant to do the picture for nothing--I told Mrs. Stroud so when she
began to stammer something about her poverty. I remember getting off
a prodigious phrase about the honour being _mine_--oh, I was
princely, my dear Rickham! I was posing to myself like one of my own
sitters.

"Then I was taken up and left alone with him. I had sent all my
traps in advance, and I had only to set up the easel and get to
work. He had been dead only twenty-four hours, and he died suddenly,
of heart disease, so that there had been no preliminary work of
destruction--his face was clear and untouched. I had met him once or
twice, years before, and thought him insignificant and dingy. Now I
saw that he was superb.

"I was glad at first, with a merely aesthetic satisfaction: glad to
have my hand on such a 'subject.' Then his strange life-likeness
began to affect me queerly--as I blocked the head in I felt as if he
were watching me do it. The sensation was followed by the thought:
if he _were_ watching me, what would he say to my way of working? My
strokes began to go a little wild--I felt nervous and uncertain.

"Once, when I looked up, I seemed to see a smile behind his close
grayish beard--as if he had the secret, and were amusing himself by
holding it back from me. That exasperated me still more. The secret?
Why, I had a secret worth twenty of his! I dashed at the canvas
furiously, and tried some of my bravura tricks. But they failed me,
they crumbled. I saw that he wasn't watching the showy bits--I
couldn't distract his attention; he just kept his eyes on the hard
passages between. Those were the ones I had always shirked, or
covered up with some lying paint. And how he saw through my lies!

"I looked up again, and caught sight of that sketch of the donkey
hanging on the wall near his bed. His wife told me afterward it was
the last thing he had done--just a note taken with a shaking hand,
when he was down in Devonshire recovering from a previous heart
attack. Just a note! But it tells his whole history. There are years
of patient scornful persistence in every line. A man who had swum
with the current could never have learned that mighty up-stream
stroke. . . .

"I turned back to my work, and went on groping and muddling; then I
looked at the donkey again. I saw that, when Stroud laid in the
first stroke, he knew just what the end would be. He had possessed
his subject, absorbed it, recreated it. When had I done that with
any of my things? They hadn't been born of me--I had just adopted
them. . . .

"Hang it, Rickham, with that face watching me I couldn't do another
stroke. The plain truth was, I didn't know where to put it--_I had
never known_. Only, with my sitters and my public, a showy splash of
colour covered up the fact--I just threw paint into their faces. . .
. Well, paint was the one medium those dead eyes could see
through--see straight to the tottering foundations underneath. Don't
you know how, in talking a foreign language, even fluently, one says
half the time not what one wants to but what one can? Well--that was
the way I painted; and as he lay there and watched me, the thing
they called my 'technique' collapsed like a house of cards. He
didn't sneer, you understand, poor Stroud--he just lay there quietly
watching, and on his lips, through the gray beard, I seemed to hear
the question: 'Are you sure you know where you're coming out?'

"If I could have painted that face, with that question on it, I
should have done a great thing. The next greatest thing was to see
that I couldn't--and that grace was given me. But, oh, at that
minute, Rickham, was there anything on earth I wouldn't have given
to have Stroud alive before me, and to hear him say: 'It's not too
late--I'll show you how'?

"It _was_ too late--it would have been, even if he'd been alive. I
packed up my traps, and went down and told Mrs. Stroud. Of course I
didn't tell her _that_--it would have been Greek to her. I simply
said I couldn't paint him, that I was too moved. She rather liked
the idea--she's so romantic! It was that that made her give me the
donkey. But she was terribly upset at not getting the portrait--she
did so want him 'done' by some one showy! At first I was afraid she
wouldn't let me off--and at my wits' end I suggested Grindle. Yes,
it was I who started Grindle: I told Mrs. Stroud he was the 'coming'
man, and she told somebody else, and so it got to be true. . . . And
he painted Stroud without wincing; and she hung the picture among
her husband's things. . . ."

He flung himself down in the arm-chair near mine, laid back his
head, and clasping his arms beneath it, looked up at the picture
above the chimney-piece.

"I like to fancy that Stroud himself would have given it to me, if
he'd been able to say what he thought that day."

And, in answer to a question I put half-mechanically--"Begin again?"
he flashed out. "When the one thing that brings me anywhere near him
is that I knew enough to leave off?"

He stood up and laid his hand on my shoulder with a laugh. "Only the
irony of it is that I _am_ still painting--since Grindle's doing it
for me! The Strouds stand alone, and happen once--but there's no
exterminating our kind of art."




      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Poem

      On the Painting of the Sistine Chapel (To Giovanni da Pistoia)

      Michelangelo Buonarroti, translated by John Addington Symonds, 1510

      From 1508 to 1512 Michelangelo, who thought of himself as a sculptor, painted the ceiling of the Sistine Chapel in the Vatican for Pope Julius II, standing on a scaffold with his head bent back. He sent this comic sonnet, with a sketch of himself at work, to his friend Giovanni da Pistoia. A crupper is the strap under a horse's tail that holds the saddle in place.

      I've grown a goitre by dwelling in this den—

    As cats from stagnant streams in Lombardy,

    Or in what other land they hap to be—

    Which drives the belly close beneath the chin:

My beard turns up to heaven; my nape falls in,

    Fixed on my spine: my breast-bone visibly

    Grows like a harp: a rich embroidery

    Bedews my face from brush-drops thick and thin.

My loins into my paunch like levers grind:

    My buttock like a crupper bears my weight;

    My feet unguided wander to and fro;

In front my skin grows loose and long; behind,

    By bending it becomes more taut and strait;

    Crosswise I strain me like a Syrian bow:

        Whence false and quaint, I know,

    Must be the fruit of squinting brain and eye;

    For ill can aim the gun that bends awry.

        Come then, Giovanni, try

    To succour my dead pictures and my fame;

    Since foul I fare and painting is my shame.





      Text from Project Gutenberg.

    

  
    
      Essay

      Conclusion to The Renaissance

      Walter Pater, 1873

      
        


CONCLUSION.

Λέγει που Ήράκλειτος ότι πάντα χωρεί καί ούδέν μένει.




To regard all things and principles of things as inconstant modes or fashions has more and more become the tendency of modern thought. Let us begin with that which is without—our physical life. Fix upon it in one of its more exquisite intervals, the moment, for instance, of delicious recoil from the flood of water in summer heat. What is the whole physical life in that moment but a combination of natural elements to which science gives their names? But these elements, phosphorus and lime and delicate fibres, are present not in the human body alone: we detect them in places most remote from it. Our physical life is a perpetual motion of them—the passage of the blood, the wasting and repairing of the lenses of the eye, the modification of the tissues of the brain by every ray of light and sound—processes which science reduces to simpler and more elementary forces. Like the elements of which we are composed, the action of these forces extends beyond us; it rusts iron and ripens corn. Far out on every side of us these elements are broadcast, driven by many forces; and birth and gesture and death and the springing of violets from the grave are but a few out of ten thousand resulting combinations. That clear perpetual outline of face and limb is but an image of ours under which we group them—a design in a web, the actual threads of which pass out beyond it. This at least of flame-like our life has, that it is but the concurrence, renewed from moment to moment, of forces parting sooner or later on their ways. 

Or if we begin with the inward world of thought and feeling, the whirlpool is still more rapid, the flame more eager and devouring. There it is no longer the gradual darkening of the eye and fading of colour from the wall,—the movement of the shore side, where the water flows down indeed, though in apparent rest,—but the race of the midstream, a drift of momentary acts of sight and passion and thought. At first sight experience seems to bury us under a flood of external objects, pressing upon us with a sharp importunate reality, calling us out of ourselves in a thousand forms of action. But when reflection begins to act upon those objects they are dissipated under its influence; the cohesive force is suspended like a trick of magic; each object is loosed into a group of impressions,—colour, odour, texture,—in the mind of the observer. And if we continue to dwell on this world, not of objects in the solidity with which language invests them, but of impressions unstable, flickering, inconsistent, which burn and are extinguished with our consciousness of them, it contracts still further; the whole scope of observation is dwarfed to the narrow chamber of the individual mind. Experience, already reduced to a swarm of impressions, is ringed round for each one of us by that thick wall of personality through which no real voice has ever pierced on its way to us, or from us to that which we can only conjecture to be without. Every one of those impressions is the impression of the individual in his isolation, each mind keeping as a solitary prisoner its own dream of a world. 

Analysis goes a step further still, and tells us that those impressions of the individual to which, for each one of us, experience dwindles down, are in perpetual flight; that each of them is limited by time, and that as time is infinitely divisible, each of them is infinitely divisible also; all that is actual in it being a single moment, gone while we try to apprehend it, of which it may ever be more truly said that it has ceased to be than that it is. To such a tremulous wisp constantly reforming itself on the stream, to a single sharp impression, with a sense in it, a relic more or less fleeting, of such moments gone by, what is real in our life fines itself down. It is with the movement, the passage and dissolution of impressions, images, sensations, that analysis leaves off,—that continual vanishing away, that strange perpetual weaving and unweaving of ourselves. 

Philosophiren, says Novalis, ist dephlegmatisiren, vivificiren. The service of philosophy, and of religion and culture as well, to the human spirit, is to startle it into a sharp and eager observation. Every moment some form grows perfect in hand or face; some tone on the hills or sea is choicer than the rest; some mood of passion or insight or intellectual excitement is irresistibly real and attractive for us,—for that moment only. Not the fruit of experience, but experience itself is the end. A counted number of pulses only is given to us of a variegated, dramatic life. How may we see in them all that is to be seen in them by the finest senses? How can we pass most swiftly from point to point, and be present always at the focus where the greatest number of vital forces unite in their purest energy? 

To burn always with this hard gem-like flame, to maintain this ecstasy, is success in life. Failure is to form habits; for habit is relative to a stereotyped world; meantime it is only the roughness of the eye that makes any two persons, things, situations, seem alike. While all melts under our feet, we may well catch at any exquisite passion, or any contribution to knowledge that seems, by a lifted horizon, to set the spirit free for a moment, or any stirring of the senses, strange dyes, strange flowers, and curious odours, or work of the artist's hands, or the face of one's friend. Not to discriminate every moment some passionate attitude in those about us, and in the brilliance of their gifts some tragic dividing of forces on their ways is, on this short day of frost and sun, to sleep before evening. With this sense of the splendour of our experience and of its awful brevity, gathering all we are into one desperate effort to see and touch, we shall hardly have time to make theories about the things we see and touch. What we have to do is to be for ever curiously testing new opinions and courting new impressions, never acquiescing in a facile orthodoxy of Comte or of Hegel, or of our own. Theories, religious or philosophical ideas, as points of view, instruments of criticism, may help us to gather up what might otherwise pass unregarded by us. La philosophie, c'est la microscope de la pensée. The theory, or idea, or system, which requires of us the sacrifice of any part of this experience, in consideration of some interest into which we cannot enter, or some abstract morality we have not identified with ourselves, or what is only conventional, has no real claim upon us. 

One of the most beautiful places in the writings of Rousseau is that in the sixth book of the 'Confessions,' where he describes the awakening in him of the literary sense. An undefinable taint of death had always clung about him, and now in early manhood he believed himself stricken by mortal disease. He asked himself how he might make as much as possible of the interval that remained; and he was not biassed by anything in his previous life when he decided that it must be by intellectual excitement, which he found in the clear, fresh writings of Voltaire. Well, we are all condamnés, as Victor Hugo says: les hommes sont tons condamnés a morte avec des sursis indéfinis: we have an interval, and then our place knows us no more. Some spend this interval in listlessness, some in high passions, the wisest in art and song. For our one chance is in expanding that interval, in getting as many pulsations as possible into the given time. High passions give one this quickened sense of life, ecstasy and sorrow of love, political or religious enthusiasm, or the 'enthusiasm of humanity.' Only, be sure it is passion, that it does yield you this fruit of a quickened, multiplied consciousness. Of this wisdom, the poetic passion, the desire of beauty, the love of art for art's sake has most; for art comes to you professing frankly to give nothing but the highest quality to your moments as they pass, and simply for those moments' sake. 






      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Afterword

      Day Seventy-Eight: Art and its price

      Michelangelo calls his work on the Sistine ceiling “my dead pictures”, and ends, “painting is my shame.” He is half joking, with a goitre and paint dripping on his face. Gisburn, whose “Moon-dancers” had Hermia Croft saying through her tears “We shall not look upon its like again”, reaches the same verdict on his own work in earnest, and he’s right. Both painters judge themselves harder than their public ever did.

      Pater would say Gisburn failed long before he stopped: “Failure is to form habits.” His art was all habit, down to “the inevitable garlanded frame”, and his “bravura tricks” crumble under the dead man’s eyes. But what is Stroud’s donkey, with “years of patient scornful persistence in every line”, if not a habit kept up for a lifetime? Pater wants us “for ever curiously testing new opinions and courting new impressions”. Would he have had the patience for Stroud?

      Gisburn’s last word is that “there’s no exterminating our kind of art.” The story has had an odd afterlife of its own. In 2024 Sebastian Raschka’s textbook Build a Large Language Model (From Scratch) used “The Verdict” as the sample text its little AI model learns to write from.

    

  
    
      Day Seventy-Nine

      Spain

      20 minutes

      
        Story
        The Golden Bracelet
        Gustavo Adolfo Bécquer · 10 minutes
        A Toledo legend: a young man in love with a proud beauty promises her anything, and she asks for the jewelled bracelet of the Virgin in the cathedral.
      

      
        Poem
        Let nothing disturb thee (St. Teresa's Book-Mark)
        Teresa of Ávila · 1 minute
        Nine lines found in St Teresa's breviary after her death, in Longfellow's translation.
      

      
        Essay
        Prologue to Don Quixote
        Miguel de Cervantes · 10 minutes
        Cervantes, stuck for a preface, is visited by a witty friend who tells him how to fake one.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      The Golden Bracelet

      Gustavo Adolfo Bécquer, translated by Cornelia Frances Bates and Katharine Lee Bates, 1861

      Gustavo Adolfo Bécquer, the Spanish Romantic poet, set this legend in Toledo, whose cathedral holds the Virgin of the Sagrario, a revered statue of the Virgin Mary richly dressed and jewelled.

      	












































































She was beautiful, beautiful with that beauty which turns a man dizzy;
beautiful with that beauty which in no wise resembles our dream of the
angels, and yet is supernatural; a diabolical beauty that the devil
perchance gives to certain beings to make them his instruments on earth.

He loved her—he loved her with that love which knows not check nor
bounds; he loved her with that love which seeks delight and finds but
martyrdom; a love which is akin to bliss, yet which Heaven seems to cast
on mortals for the expiation of their sins.

She was wayward, wayward and unreasonable, like all the women of the
world.

He, superstitious, superstitious and valiant, like all the men of his
time.

Her name was Maria Antúnez.

His, Pedro Alfonso de Orellana.

Both were natives of Toledo, and both had their homes in the city which
saw their birth.

The tradition which relates this marvellous event, an event of many
years since, tells nothing more of these two central actors.

I, in my character of scrupulous historian, will not add a single word
of my own invention to describe them further.

II.

One day he found her in tears and asked her:

“Why dost thou weep?”








A CITY SQUARE, TOLEDO


She dried her eyes, looked at him searchingly, heaved a sigh and began
to weep anew.

Then, drawing close to Maria, he took her hand, leaned his elbow on the
fretted edge of the Arabic parapet whence the beautiful maiden was
watching the river flow beneath, and again he asked her: “Why dost thou
weep?”

The Tajo, moaning at the tower’s foot, twisted in and out amid the rocks
on which is seated the imperial city. The sun was sinking behind the
neighboring mountains, the afternoon haze was floating, a veil of azure
gauze, and only the monotonous sound of the water broke the profound
stillness.

Maria exclaimed: “Ask me not why I weep, ask me not; for I would not
know how to answer thee, nor thou how to understand. In the souls of us
women are stifling desires which reveal themselves only in a sigh, mad
ideas that cross the imagination without our daring to form them into
speech, strange phenomena of our mysterious nature which man cannot even
conceive. I implore thee, ask me not the cause of my grief; if I should
reveal it to thee, perchance thou wouldst reply with peals of laughter.”

When these words were faltered out, again she bowed the head and again
he urged his questions.

The radiant damsel, breaking at last her stubborn silence, said to her
lover in a hoarse, unsteady voice:

“Thou wilt have it. It is a folly that will make thee laugh, but be it
so. I will tell thee, since thou dost crave to hear.

“Yesterday I was in the temple. They were celebrating the feast of the
Virgin; her image, placed on a golden pedestal above the High Altar,
glowed like a burning coal; the notes of the organ trembled, spreading
from echo to echo throughout the length and breadth of the church, and
in the choir the priests were chanting the Salve, Regina.

“I was praying; I was praying, all absorbed in my religious meditations,
when involuntarily I lifted my head, and my gaze sought the altar. I
know not why my eyes from that instant fixed themselves upon the image,
but I speak amiss—it was not on the image; they fixed themselves upon
an object which until then I had not seen—an object which, I know not
why, thenceforth held all my attention. Do not laugh; that object was
the golden bracelet that the Mother of God wears on one of the arms in
which rests her divine Son. I turned aside my gaze and strove again to
pray. Impossible. Without my will, my eyes moved back to the same point.
The altar lights, reflected in the thousand facets of those diamonds,
were multiplied prodigiously. Millions of living sparks, rosy, azure,
green and golden, were whirling around the jewels like a storm of fiery
atoms, like a dizzy round of those spirits of flame which fascinate with
their brightness and their marvellous unrest.

“I left the church. I came home, but I came with that idea fixed in
imagination. I went to bed; I could not sleep. The night passed, a night
eternal with one thought. At dawn my eyelids closed and—believest
thou?—even in slumber I saw crossing before me, dimming in the distance
and ever returning, a woman, a woman dark and beautiful, who wore the
ornament of gold and jewel work; a woman, yes, for it was no longer the
Virgin, whom I adore and at whose feet I bow; it was a woman, another
woman like myself, who looked upon me and laughed mockingly. ‘Dost see
it?’ she appeared to say, showing me the treasure. ‘How it glitters! It
seems a circlet of stars snatched from the sky some summer night. Dost
see it? But it is not thine, and it will be thine never, never. Thou
wilt perchance have others that surpass it, others richer, if it be
possible, but this, this which sparkles so piquantly, so bewitchingly,
never, never.’ I awoke, but with the same idea fixed here, then as now,
like a red-hot nail, diabolical, irresistible, inspired beyond a doubt
by Satan himself.—And what then?—Thou art silent, silent, and dost
hang thy head.—Does not my folly make thee laugh?”

Pedro, with a convulsive movement, grasped the hilt of his sword, raised
his head, which he had, indeed, bent low and said with smothered voice:

“Which Virgin has this jewel?”

“The Virgin of the Sagrario,” murmured Maria.

“The Virgin of the Sagrario!” repeated the youth, with accent of terror.
“The Virgin of the Sagrario of the cathedral!”

And in his features was portrayed for an instant the state of his mind,
appalled before a thought.

“Ah, why does not some other Virgin own it?” he continued, with a tense,
impassioned tone. “Why does not the archbishop bear it in his mitre, the
king in his crown, or the devil between his claws? I would tear it away
for thee, though its price were death or hell. But from the Virgin of
the Sagrario, our own Holy Patroness,—I—I who was born in Toledo!
Impossible, impossible!”

“Never!” murmured Maria, in a voice that scarcely reached the ear.
“Never!”

And she wept again.

Pedro fixed a stupefied stare on the running waves of the river—on the
running waves, which flowed and flowed unceasingly before his
absent-thoughted eyes, breaking at the foot of the tower amid the rocks
on which is seated the imperial city.

III.

The cathedral of Toledo! Imagine a forest of colossal palm trees of
granite, that by the interlacing of their branches form a gigantic,
magnificent arch, beneath which take refuge and live, with the life
genius has lent them, a whole creation of beings, both fictitious and
real.

Imagine an incomprehensible fall of shadow and light wherein the
colored rays from the ogive windows meet and are merged with the dusk of
the nave; where the gleam of the lamps struggles and is lost in the
gloom of the sanctuary.

Imagine a world of stone, immense as the spirit of our religion, sombre
as its traditions, enigmatic as its parables, and yet you will not have
even a remote idea of this eternal monument of the enthusiasm and faith
of our ancestors—a monument upon which the centuries have emulously
lavished their treasures of knowledge, inspiration and the arts.

In the cathedral-heart dwells silence, majesty, the poetry of mysticism,
and a holy dread which guards those thresholds against worldly thoughts
and the paltry passions of earth.

Consumption of the body is stayed by breathing pure mountain air;
atheism should be cured by breathing this atmosphere of faith.

But great and impressive as the cathedral presents itself to our eyes at
whatsoever hour we enter its mysterious and sacred precinct, never does
it produce an impression so profound as in those days when it arrays
itself in all the splendors of religious pomp, when its shrines are
covered with gold and jewels, its steps with costly carpeting and its
pillars with tapestry.

Then, when its thousand silver lamps, aglow, shed forth a flood of
light, when a cloud of incense floats in air, and the voices of the
choir, the harmonious pealing of the organs, and the bells of the tower
make the building tremble from its deepest foundations to its highest
crown of spires, then it is we comprehend, because we feel, the
ineffable majesty of God who dwells within, gives it life with His
breath and fills it with the reflection of His glory.

The same day on which occurred the scene we have just described, the
last rites of the magnificent eight-day feast of the Virgin were held in
the cathedral.

The holy festival had attracted an immense multitude of the faithful;
but already they had dispersed in all directions; already the lights of
the chapels and of the High Altar had been extinguished, and the mighty
doors of the temple had groaned upon their hinges as they closed behind
the last departing worshipper, when forth from the depth of shadow, and
pale, pale as the statue of the tomb on which he leant for an instant,
while he conquered his emotion, there advanced a man, who came slipping
with the utmost stealthiness toward the screen of the central chapel.
There the gleam of a lamp made it possible to distinguish his features.

It was Pedro.

What had passed between the two lovers to bring him to the point of
putting into execution an idea whose mere conception had lifted his hair
with horror? That could never be learned.

But there he was, and he was there to carry out his criminal intent. In
his restless glances, in the trembling of his knees, in the sweat which
ran in great drops down his face, his thought stood written.

The cathedral was alone, utterly alone, and drowned in deepest hush.

Nevertheless, there were perceptible from time to time suggestions of
dim disturbance, creakings of wood maybe or murmurs of the wind, or—who
knows?—perchance illusion of the fancy, which in its excited moments
hears and sees and feels what is not; but in very truth there sounded,
now here, now there, now behind him, now even at his side, something
like sobs suppressed, something like the rustle of trailing robes, and a
muffled stir as of steps that go and come unceasingly.

Pedro forced himself to hold his course; he reached the grating and
mounted the first step of the chancel. All along the inner wall of this
chapel are ranged the tombs of kings, whose images of stone, with hand
upon the sword-hilt, seem to keep watch night and day over the sanctuary
in whose shade they take their everlasting rest.

“Onward!” he murmured under his breath, and he strove to move and could
not. It seemed as if his feet were nailed to the pavement. He lowered
his eyes, and his hair stood on end with horror. The floor of the chapel
was made of wide, dark burial slabs.

For a moment he believed that a cold and fleshless hand was holding him
there with strength invincible. The dying lamps, which sparkled in the
hollow aisles and transepts like lost stars in the dark, wavered before
his vision, the statues of the sepulchres wavered and the images of the
altar, all the cathedral wavered, with its granite arcades and
buttresses of solid stone.

“Onward!” Pedro exclaimed again, as if beside himself; he approached the
altar and climbing upon it, he reached the pedestal of the image. All
the space about clothed itself in weird and frightful shapes, all was
shadow and flickering light, more awful even than total darkness. Only
the Queen of Heaven, softly illuminated by a golden lamp, seemed to
smile, tranquil, gracious and serene, in the midst of all that horror.

Nevertheless, that silent, changeless smile, which calmed him for an
instant, in the end filled him with fear, a fear stranger and more
profound than what he had suffered hitherto.

Yet he regained his self-control, shut his eyes so as not to see her,
extended his hand with a spasmodic movement and snatched off the golden
bracelet, pious offering of a sainted archbishop, the golden bracelet
whose value equalled a fortune.

Now the jewel was in his possession; his convulsed fingers clutched it
with superhuman force; there was nothing left save to flee—to flee
with it; but for this it was necessary to open his eyes, and Pedro was
afraid to see, to see the image, to see the kings of the sepulchres, the
demons of the cornices, the griffins of the capitals, the blotches of
shadow and flashes of light which, like ghostly, gigantic phantoms, were
moving slowly in the depths of the nave, now filled with confused
noises, unearthly and appalling.

At last he opened his eyes, cast one glance about him, and from his lips
escaped a piercing cry.

The cathedral was full of statues, statues which, clothed in strange,
flowing raiment, had descended from their niches and were thronging all
the vast compass of the church, staring at him with their hollow eyes.

Saints, nuns, angels, devils, warriors, great ladies, pages, hermits,
peasants surrounded him on every side and were massed confusedly in the
open spaces and about the altar. Before it there officiated, in presence
of the kings who were kneeling upon their tombs, the marble archbishops
whom he had seen heretofore stretched motionless upon their beds of
death, while a whole world of granite beasts and creeping things,
writhing over the paving-stones, twisting along the buttresses, curled
up in the canopies, swinging from the vaulted roof, quivered into life
like worms in a giant corpse, fantastic, distorted, hideous.

He could resist no longer. His brows throbbed with terrible violence; a
cloud of blood darkened his vision; he uttered a second scream, a scream
heart-rending, inhuman, and fell swooning across the altar.

When the sacristans found him crouching on the altar steps the next
morning, he still clutched the golden bracelet in both hands and on
seeing them draw near, he shrieked with discordant yells of laughter:

“Hers! hers!”

The poor wretch had gone mad.


























































      Text from Project Gutenberg.

    

  
    
      Poem

      Let nothing disturb thee (St. Teresa's Book-Mark)

      Teresa of Ávila, translated by Henry Wadsworth Longfellow, 1580

      St Teresa of Ávila, a Carmelite nun and mystic of sixteenth-century Spain, is said to have kept these lines in her breviary, the prayer book she read every day. Longfellow's translation keeps the shape of a short prayer rather than verse lines.

      
        





      Let nothing disturb thee, Nothing affright thee; All things are passing;
      God never changeth; Patient endurance Attaineth to all things; Who God
      possesseth In nothing is wanting; Alone God sufficeth.
    



      

      Text from Project Gutenberg.

    

  
    
      Essay

      Prologue to Don Quixote

      Miguel de Cervantes, translated by John Ormsby, 1605

      Don Quixote (1605) tells of an elderly gentleman of La Mancha who reads so many romances of chivalry that he sets out to be a knight-errant himself, with a farmer, Sancho Panza, as his squire. Books of the time opened with poems in praise of the author by famous people, and were thick with quotations from Latin writers as a show of learning.

      



Idle reader: thou mayest believe me without any oath that I would this
book, as it is the child of my brain, were the fairest, gayest, and
cleverest that could be imagined. But I could not counteract Nature’s law
that everything shall beget its like; and what, then, could this sterile,
illtilled wit of mine beget but the story of a dry, shrivelled, whimsical
offspring, full of thoughts of all sorts and such as never came into any
other imagination—just what might be begotten in a prison, where
every misery is lodged and every doleful sound makes its dwelling?
Tranquillity, a cheerful retreat, pleasant fields, bright skies, murmuring
brooks, peace of mind, these are the things that go far to make even the
most barren muses fertile, and bring into the world births that fill it
with wonder and delight. Sometimes when a father has an ugly, loutish son,
the love he bears him so blindfolds his eyes that he does not see his
defects, or, rather, takes them for gifts and charms of mind and body, and
talks of them to his friends as wit and grace. I, however—for though
I pass for the father, I am but the stepfather to “Don Quixote”—have
no desire to go with the current of custom, or to implore thee, dearest
reader, almost with tears in my eyes, as others do, to pardon or excuse
the defects thou wilt perceive in this child of mine. Thou art neither its
kinsman nor its friend, thy soul is thine own and thy will as free as any
man’s, whate’er he be, thou art in thine own house and master of it as
much as the king of his taxes and thou knowest the common saying, “Under
my cloak I kill the king;” all which exempts and frees thee from every
consideration and obligation, and thou canst say what thou wilt of the
story without fear of being abused for any ill or rewarded for any good
thou mayest say of it.



My wish would be simply to present it to thee plain and unadorned, without
any embellishment of preface or uncountable muster of customary sonnets,
epigrams, and eulogies, such as are commonly put at the beginning of
books. For I can tell thee, though composing it cost me some labour, I
found none greater than the making of this Preface thou art now reading.
Many times did I take up my pen to write it, and many did I lay it down
again, not knowing what to write. One of these times, as I was pondering
with the paper before me, a pen in my ear, my elbow on the desk, and my
cheek in my hand, thinking of what I should say, there came in
unexpectedly a certain lively, clever friend of mine, who, seeing me so
deep in thought, asked the reason; to which I, making no mystery of it,
answered that I was thinking of the Preface I had to make for the story of
“Don Quixote,” which so troubled me that I had a mind not to make any at
all, nor even publish the achievements of so noble a knight.



“For, how could you expect me not to feel uneasy about what that ancient
lawgiver they call the Public will say when it sees me, after slumbering
so many years in the silence of oblivion, coming out now with all my years
upon my back, and with a book as dry as a rush, devoid of invention,
meagre in style, poor in thoughts, wholly wanting in learning and wisdom,
without quotations in the margin or annotations at the end, after the
fashion of other books I see, which, though all fables and profanity, are
so full of maxims from Aristotle, and Plato, and the whole herd of
philosophers, that they fill the readers with amazement and convince them
that the authors are men of learning, erudition, and eloquence. And then,
when they quote the Holy Scriptures!—anyone would say they are St.
Thomases or other doctors of the Church, observing as they do a decorum so
ingenious that in one sentence they describe a distracted lover and in the
next deliver a devout little sermon that it is a pleasure and a treat to
hear and read. Of all this there will be nothing in my book, for I have
nothing to quote in the margin or to note at the end, and still less do I
know what authors I follow in it, to place them at the beginning, as all
do, under the letters A, B, C, beginning with Aristotle and ending with
Xenophon, or Zoilus, or Zeuxis, though one was a slanderer and the other a
painter. Also my book must do without sonnets at the beginning, at least
sonnets whose authors are dukes, marquises, counts, bishops, ladies, or
famous poets. Though if I were to ask two or three obliging friends, I
know they would give me them, and such as the productions of those that
have the highest reputation in our Spain could not equal.



“In short, my friend,” I continued, “I am determined that Señor Don
Quixote shall remain buried in the archives of his own La Mancha until
Heaven provide someone to garnish him with all those things he stands in
need of; because I find myself, through my shallowness and want of
learning, unequal to supplying them, and because I am by nature shy and
careless about hunting for authors to say what I myself can say without
them. Hence the cogitation and abstraction you found me in, and reason
enough, what you have heard from me.”



Hearing this, my friend, giving himself a slap on the forehead and
breaking into a hearty laugh, exclaimed, “Before God, Brother, now am I
disabused of an error in which I have been living all this long time I
have known you, all through which I have taken you to be shrewd and
sensible in all you do; but now I see you are as far from that as the
heaven is from the earth. Is it possible that things of so little moment
and so easy to set right can occupy and perplex a ripe wit like yours, fit
to break through and crush far greater obstacles? By my faith, this comes,
not of any want of ability, but of too much indolence and too little
knowledge of life. Do you want to know if I am telling the truth? Well,
then, attend to me, and you will see how, in the opening and shutting of
an eye, I sweep away all your difficulties, and supply all those
deficiencies which you say check and discourage you from bringing before
the world the story of your famous Don Quixote, the light and mirror of
all knight-errantry.”



“Say on,” said I, listening to his talk; “how do you propose to make up
for my diffidence, and reduce to order this chaos of perplexity I am in?”



To which he made answer, “Your first difficulty about the sonnets,
epigrams, or complimentary verses which you want for the beginning, and
which ought to be by persons of importance and rank, can be removed if you
yourself take a little trouble to make them; you can afterwards baptise
them, and put any name you like to them, fathering them on Prester John of
the Indies or the Emperor of Trebizond, who, to my knowledge, were said to
have been famous poets: and even if they were not, and any pedants or
bachelors should attack you and question the fact, never care two
maravedis for that, for even if they prove a lie against you they cannot
cut off the hand you wrote it with.



“As to references in the margin to the books and authors from whom you
take the aphorisms and sayings you put into your story, it is only
contriving to fit in nicely any sentences or scraps of Latin you may
happen to have by heart, or at any rate that will not give you much
trouble to look up; so as, when you speak of freedom and captivity, to
insert



Non bene pro toto libertas venditur auro;



and then refer in the margin to Horace, or whoever said it; or, if you
allude to the power of death, to come in with—



Pallida mors æquo pulsat pede pauperum tabernas,

Regumque turres.



“If it be friendship and the love God bids us bear to our enemy, go at
once to the Holy Scriptures, which you can do with a very small amount of
research, and quote no less than the words of God himself: Ego autem dico
vobis: diligite inimicos vestros. If you speak of evil thoughts, turn to
the Gospel: De corde exeunt cogitationes malæ. If of the fickleness of
friends, there is Cato, who will give you his distich:



Donec eris felix multos numerabis amicos,

Tempora si fuerint nubila, solus eris.



“With these and such like bits of Latin they will take you for a
grammarian at all events, and that now-a-days is no small honour and
profit.



“With regard to adding annotations at the end of the book, you may safely
do it in this way. If you mention any giant in your book contrive that it
shall be the giant Goliath, and with this alone, which will cost you
almost nothing, you have a grand note, for you can put—The giant
Golias or Goliath was a Philistine whom the shepherd David slew by a
mighty stone-cast in the Terebinth valley, as is related in the Book of
Kings—in the chapter where you find it written.



“Next, to prove yourself a man of erudition in polite literature and
cosmography, manage that the river Tagus shall be named in your story, and
there you are at once with another famous annotation, setting forth—The
river Tagus was so called after a King of Spain: it has its source in such
and such a place and falls into the ocean, kissing the walls of the famous
city of Lisbon, and it is a common belief that it has golden sands, etc.
If you should have anything to do with robbers, I will give you the story
of Cacus, for I have it by heart; if with loose women, there is the Bishop
of Mondonedo, who will give you the loan of Lamia, Laida, and Flora, any
reference to whom will bring you great credit; if with hard-hearted ones,
Ovid will furnish you with Medea; if with witches or enchantresses, Homer
has Calypso, and Virgil Circe; if with valiant captains, Julius Cæsar
himself will lend you himself in his own ‘Commentaries,’ and Plutarch will
give you a thousand Alexanders. If you should deal with love, with two
ounces you may know of Tuscan you can go to Leon the Hebrew, who will
supply you to your heart’s content; or if you should not care to go to
foreign countries you have at home Fonseca’s ‘Of the Love of God,’ in
which is condensed all that you or the most imaginative mind can want on
the subject. In short, all you have to do is to manage to quote these
names, or refer to these stories I have mentioned, and leave it to me to
insert the annotations and quotations, and I swear by all that’s good to
fill your margins and use up four sheets at the end of the book.



“Now let us come to those references to authors which other books have,
and you want for yours. The remedy for this is very simple: You have only
to look out for some book that quotes them all, from A to Z as you say
yourself, and then insert the very same alphabet in your book, and though
the imposition may be plain to see, because you have so little need to
borrow from them, that is no matter; there will probably be some simple
enough to believe that you have made use of them all in this plain,
artless story of yours. At any rate, if it answers no other purpose, this
long catalogue of authors will serve to give a surprising look of
authority to your book. Besides, no one will trouble himself to verify
whether you have followed them or whether you have not, being no way
concerned in it; especially as, if I mistake not, this book of yours has
no need of any one of those things you say it wants, for it is, from
beginning to end, an attack upon the books of chivalry, of which Aristotle
never dreamt, nor St. Basil said a word, nor Cicero had any knowledge; nor
do the niceties of truth nor the observations of astrology come within the
range of its fanciful vagaries; nor have geometrical measurements or
refutations of the arguments used in rhetoric anything to do with it; nor
does it mean to preach to anybody, mixing up things human and divine, a
sort of motley in which no Christian understanding should dress itself. It
has only to avail itself of truth to nature in its composition, and the
more perfect the imitation the better the work will be. And as this piece
of yours aims at nothing more than to destroy the authority and influence
which books of chivalry have in the world and with the public, there is no
need for you to go a-begging for aphorisms from philosophers, precepts
from Holy Scripture, fables from poets, speeches from orators, or miracles
from saints; but merely to take care that your style and diction run
musically, pleasantly, and plainly, with clear, proper, and well-placed
words, setting forth your purpose to the best of your power, and putting
your ideas intelligibly, without confusion or obscurity. Strive, too, that
in reading your story the melancholy may be moved to laughter, and the
merry made merrier still; that the simple shall not be wearied, that the
judicious shall admire the invention, that the grave shall not despise it,
nor the wise fail to praise it. Finally, keep your aim fixed on the
destruction of that ill-founded edifice of the books of chivalry, hated by
some and praised by many more; for if you succeed in this you will have
achieved no small success.”



In profound silence I listened to what my friend said, and his
observations made such an impression on me that, without attempting to
question them, I admitted their soundness, and out of them I determined to
make this Preface; wherein, gentle reader, thou wilt perceive my friend’s
good sense, my good fortune in finding such an adviser in such a time of
need, and what thou hast gained in receiving, without addition or
alteration, the story of the famous Don Quixote of La Mancha, who is held
by all the inhabitants of the district of the Campo de Montiel to have
been the chastest lover and the bravest knight that has for many years
been seen in that neighbourhood. I have no desire to magnify the service I
render thee in making thee acquainted with so renowned and honoured a
knight, but I do desire thy thanks for the acquaintance thou wilt make
with the famous Sancho Panza, his squire, in whom, to my thinking, I have
given thee condensed all the squirely drolleries that are scattered
through the swarm of the vain books of chivalry. And so—may God give
thee health, and not forget me. Vale.






























































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































      Text from Project Gutenberg.

    

  
    
      Afterword

      Day Seventy-Nine: Spain

      Teresa’s lines end “Alone God sufficeth.” Maria wants the one thing she can’t have, and the mocking woman in her dream seems to say so: “it is not thine, and it will be thine never, never.” Teresa offers “God never changeth” as a comfort. On the altar, the Virgin’s “silent, changeless smile” calms Pedro for an instant, then frightens him more than anything yet.

      Bécquer’s narrator, a “scrupulous historian”, won’t add “a single word of my own invention”. Cervantes’s friend tells him to invent the lot: write his own sonnets, “baptise them”, and father them on Prester John. Cervantes says his book was “begotten in a prison”, and he knew prisons. Captured by pirates in 1575, he spent five years as a captive in Algiers, and in the 1590s he was jailed in Seville over shortfalls in his accounts as a tax collector. The friend promises that pedants “cannot cut off the hand you wrote it with.” Cervantes had already lost the use of one, his left, to a wound at the battle of Lepanto in 1571, and Spain still calls him “el manco de Lepanto”, the maimed man of Lepanto.

    

  
    
      Day Eighty

      Fear

      22 minutes

      
        Story
        The Boarded Window
        Ambrose Bierce · 7 minutes
        In 1830, in the forest outside Cincinnati, a man lived alone in a log cabin whose only window he had boarded up long before.
      

      
        Poem
        The Tiger
        William Blake · 1 minute
        Blake's most famous poem (usually printed as "The Tyger"): questions put to a tiger about who could have made it.
      

      
        Essay
        Æs Triplex
        Robert Louis Stevenson · 14 minutes
        Stevenson, ill with his lungs since childhood, on why people live so cheerfully with death on every side, and why they are right to.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      The Boarded Window

      Ambrose Bierce, 1891

      
        In 1830, only a few miles away from what is now the great city of Cincinnati, lay an immense and almost unbroken forest. The whole region was sparsely settled by people of the frontier—restless souls who no sooner had hewn fairly habitable homes out of the wilderness and attained to that degree of prosperity which to-day we should call indigence than impelled by some mysterious impulse of their nature they abandoned all and pushed farther westward, to encounter new perils and privations in the effort to regain the meagre comforts which they had voluntarily renounced. Many of them had already forsaken that region for the remoter settlements, but among those remaining was one who had been of those first arriving. He lived alone in a house of logs surrounded on all sides by the great forest, of whose gloom and silence he seemed a part, for no one had ever known him to smile nor speak a needless word. His simple wants were supplied by the sale or barter of skins of wild animals in the river town, for not a thing did he grow upon the land which, if needful, he might have claimed by right of undisturbed possession. There were evidences of "improvement"—a few acres of ground immediately about the house had once been cleared of its trees, the decayed stumps of which were half concealed by the new growth that had been suffered to repair the ravage wrought by the ax. Apparently the man's zeal for agriculture had burned with a failing flame, expiring in penitential ashes.

The little log house, with its chimney of sticks, its roof of warping clapboards weighted with traversing poles and its "chinking" of clay, had a single door and, directly opposite, a window. The latter, however, was boarded up nobody could remember a time when it was not. And none knew why it was so closed; certainly not because of the occupant's dislike of light and air, for on those rare occasions when a hunter had passed that lonely spot the recluse had commonly been seen sunning himself on his doorstep if heaven had provided sunshine for his need. I fancy there are few persons living to-day who ever knew the secret of that window, but I am one, as you shall see.

The man's name was said to be Murlock. He was apparently seventy years old, actually about fifty. Something besides years had had a hand in his aging. His hair and long, full beard were white, his gray, lustreless eyes sunken, his face singularly seamed with wrinkles which appeared to belong to two intersecting systems. In figure he was tall and spare, with a stoop of the shoulders—a burden bearer. I never saw him; these particulars I learned from my grandfather, from whom also I got the man's story when I was a lad. He had known him when living near by in that early day.

One day Murlock was found in his cabin, dead. It was not a time and place for coroners and newspapers, and I suppose it was agreed that he had died from natural causes or I should have been told, and should remember. I know only that with what was probably a sense of the fitness of things the body was buried near the cabin, alongside the grave of his wife, who had preceded him by so many years that local tradition had retained hardly a hint of her existence. That closes the final chapter of this true story excepting, indeed, the circumstance that many years afterward, in company with an equally intrepid spirit, I penetrated to the place and ventured near enough to the ruined cabin to throw a stone against it, and ran away to avoid the ghost which every well-informed boy thereabout knew haunted the spot. But there is an earlier chapter—that supplied by my grandfather.

When Murlock built his cabin and began laying sturdily about with his ax to hew out a farm—the rifle, meanwhile, his means of support—he was young, strong and full of hope. In that eastern country whence he came he had married, as was the fashion, a young woman in all ways worthy of his honest devotion, who shared the dangers and privations of his lot with a willing spirit and light heart. There is no known record of her name; of her charms of mind and person tradition is silent and the doubter is at liberty to entertain his doubt; but God forbid that I should share it! Of their affection and happiness there is abundant assurance in every added day of the man's widowed life; for what but the magnetism of a blessed memory could have chained that venturesome spirit to a lot like that?

One day Murlock returned from gunning in a distant part of the forest to find his wife prostrate with fever, and delirious. There was no physician within miles, no neighbor; nor was she in a condition to be left, to summon help. So he set about the task of nursing her back to health, but at the end of the third day she fell into unconsciousness and so passed away, apparently, with never a gleam of returning reason.

From what we know of a nature like his we may venture to sketch in some of the details of the outline picture drawn by my grandfather. When convinced that she was dead, Murlock had sense enough to remember that the dead must be prepared for burial. In performance of this sacred duty he blundered now and again, did certain things incorrectly, and others which he did correctly were done over and over. His occasional failures to accomplish some simple and ordinary act filled him with astonishment, like that of a drunken man who wonders at the suspension of familiar natural laws. He was surprised, too, that he did not weep—surprised and a little ashamed; surely it is unkind not to weep for the dead. "To-morrow," he said aloud, "I shall have to make the coffin and dig the grave; and then I shall miss her, when she is no longer in sight; but now—she is dead, of course, but it is all right—it must be all right, somehow. Things cannot be so bad as they seem."

He stood over the body in the fading light, adjusting the hair and putting the finishing touches to the simple toilet, doing all mechanically, with soulless care. And still through his consciousness ran an undersense of conviction that all was right—that he should have her again as before, and everything explained. He had had no experience in grief; his capacity had not been enlarged by use. His heart could not contain it all, nor his imagination rightly conceive it. He did not know he was so hard struck; that knowledge would come later, and never go. Grief is an artist of powers as various as the instruments upon which he plays his dirges for the dead, evoking from some the sharpest, shrillest notes, from others the low, grave chords that throb recurrent like the slow beating of a distant drum. Some natures it startles; some it stupefies. To one it comes like the stroke of an arrow, stinging all the sensibilities to a keener life; to another as the blow of a bludgeon, which in crushing benumbs. We may conceive Murlock to have been that way affected, for (and here we are upon surer ground than that of conjecture) no sooner had he finished his pious work than, sinking into a chair by the side of the table upon which the body lay, and noting how white the profile showed in the deepening gloom, he laid his arms upon the table's edge, and dropped his face into them, tearless yet and unutterably weary. At that moment came in through the open window a long, wailing sound like the cry of a lost child in the far deeps of the darkening wood! But the man did not move. Again, and nearer than before, sounded that unearthly cry upon his failing sense. Perhaps it was a wild beast; perhaps it was a dream. For Murlock was asleep.

Some hours later, as it afterward appeared, this unfaithful watcher awoke and lifting his head from his arms intently listened—he knew not why. There in the black darkness by the side of the dead, recalling all without a shock, he strained his eyes to see—he knew not what. His senses were all alert, his breath was suspended, his blood had stilled its tides as if to assist the silence. Who—what had waked him, and where was it?


Suddenly the table shook beneath his arms, and at the same moment he heard, or fancied that he heard, a light, soft step—another—sounds as of bare feet upon the floor!
 He was terrified beyond the power to cry out or move. Perforce he waited—waited there in the darkness through seeming centuries of such dread as one may know, yet live to tell. He tried vainly to speak the dead woman's name, vainly to stretch forth his hand across the table to learn if she were there. His throat was powerless, his arms and hands were like lead. Then occurred something most frightful. Some heavy body seemed hurled against the table with an impetus that pushed it against his breast so sharply as nearly to overthrow him, and at the same instant he heard and felt the fall of something upon the floor with so violent a thump that the whole house was shaken by the impact. A scuffling ensued, and a confusion of sounds impossible to describe. Murlock had risen to his feet. Fear had by excess forfeited control of his faculties. He flung his hands upon the table. Nothing was there!

There is a point at which terror may turn to madness; and madness incites to action. With no definite intent, from no motive but the wayward impulse of a madman, Murlock sprang to the wall, with a little groping seized his loaded rifle, and without aim discharged it. By the flash which lit up the room with a vivid illumination, he saw an enormous panther dragging the dead woman toward the window, its teeth fixed in her throat! Then there were darkness blacker than before, and silence; and when he returned to consciousness the sun was high and the wood vocal with songs of birds.

The body lay near the window, where the beast had left it when frightened away by the flash and report of the rifle. The clothing was deranged, the long hair in disorder, the limbs lay anyhow. From the throat, dreadfully lacerated, had issued a pool of blood not yet entirely coagulated. The ribbon with which he had bound the wrists was broken; the hands were tightly clenched. Between the teeth was a fragment of the animal's ear.






      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Poem

      The Tiger

      William Blake, 1794

      
        	TIGER, tiger, burning bright

In the forests of the night,

What immortal hand or eye

Could frame thy fearful symmetry?


In what distant deeps or skies

Burnt the fire of thine eyes?

On what wings dare he aspire?

What the hand dare seize the fire?



And what shoulder and what art

Could twist the sinews of thy heart?

And, when thy heart began to beat,

What dread hand and what dread feet?



What the hammer? what the chain?

In what furnace was thy brain?

What the anvil? what dread grasp

Dare its deadly terrors clasp?



When the stars threw down their spears,

And watered heaven with their tears,

Did he smile his work to see?

Did he who made the lamb make thee?



Tiger, tiger, burning bright

In the forests of the night.

What immortal hand or eye

Dare frame thy fearful symmetry?









      

      Text from Wikisource. The Aldine text (1890), with Blake's spelling and stops regularised ("Tiger"); his engraved copies have "Tyger" and erratic punctuation.

    

  
    
      Essay

      Æs Triplex

      Robert Louis Stevenson, 1878

      The title is Latin for "triple bronze". The Roman poet Horace wrote that the first man to trust a frail boat to the sea must have had oak and triple bronze around his heart.

      
        The changes wrought by death are in themselves so sharp and final, and so terrible and melancholy in their consequences, that the thing stands alone in man's experience, and has no parallel upon earth. It outdoes all other accidents because it is the last of them. Sometimes it leaps suddenly upon its victims, like a Thug; sometimes it lays a regular siege and creeps upon their citadel during a score of years. And when the business is done, there is sore havoc made in other people's lives, and a pin knocked out by which many subsidiary friendships hung together. There are empty chairs, solitary walks, and single beds at night. Again, in taking away our friends, death does not take them away utterly, but leaves behind a mocking, tragical, and soon intolerable residue, which must be hurriedly concealed. Hence a whole chapter of sights and customs striking to the mind, from the pyramids of Egypt to the gibbets and dule trees of mediæval Europe. The poorest persons have a bit of pageant going towards the tomb; memorial stones are set up over the least memorable; and, in order to preserve some show of respect for what remains of our old loves and friendships, we must accompany it with much grimly ludicrous ceremonial, and the hired undertaker parades before the door. All this, and much more of the same sort, accompanied by the eloquence of poets, has gone a great way to put humanity in error; nay, in many philosophies the error has been embodied and laid down with every circumstance of logic; although in real life the bustle and swiftness, in leaving people little time to think, have not left them time enough to go dangerously wrong in practice.

As a matter of fact, although few things are spoken of with more fearful whisperings than this prospect of death, few have less influence on conduct under healthy circumstances. We have all heard of cities in South America built upon the side of fiery mountains, and how, even in this tremendous neighbourhood, the inhabitants are not a jot more impressed by the solemnity of mortal conditions than if they were delving gardens in the greenest corner of England. There are serenades and suppers and much gallantry among the myrtles overhead; and meanwhile the foundation shudders underfoot, the bowels of the mountain growl, and at any moment living ruin may leap sky-high into the moonlight, and tumble man and his merry-making in the dust. In the eyes of very young people, and very dull old ones, there is something indescribably reckless and desperate in such a picture. It seems not credible that respectable married people, with umbrellas, should find appetite for a bit of supper within quite a long distance of a fiery mountain; ordinary life begins to smell of high-handed debauch when it is carried on so close to a catastrophe; and even cheese and salad, it seems, could hardly be relished in such circumstances without something like a defiance of the Creator. It should be a place for nobody but hermits dwelling in prayer and maceration, or mere born-devils drowning care in a perpetual carouse.

And yet, when one comes to think upon it calmly, the situation of these South American citizens forms only a very pale figure for the state of ordinary mankind. This world itself, travelling blindly and swiftly in over-crowded space, among a million other worlds travelling blindly and swiftly in contrary directions, may very well come by a knock that would set it into explosion like a penny squib. And what, pathologically looked at, is the human body with all its organs, but a mere bagful of petards? The least of these is as dangerous to the whole economy as the ship's powder-magazine to the ship; and with every breath we breathe, and every meal we eat, we are putting one or more of them in peril. If we clung as devotedly as some philosophers pretend we do to the abstract idea of life, or were half as frightened as they make out we are, for the subversive accident that ends it all, the trumpets might sound by the hour and no one would follow them into battle—the blue-peter might fly at the truck, but who would climb into a sea-going ship? Think (if these philosophers were right) with what a preparation of spirit we should affront the daily peril of the dinner-table: a deadlier spot than any battle-field in history, where the far greater proportion of our ancestors have miserably left their bones! What woman would ever be lured into marriage, so much more dangerous than the wildest sea? And what would it be to grow old? For, after a certain distance, every step we take in life we find the ice growing thinner below our feet, and all around us and behind us we see our contemporaries going through. By the time a man gets well into the seventies, his continued existence is a mere miracle, and when he lays his old bones in bed for the night, there is an overwhelming probability that he will never see the day. Do the old men mind it, as a matter of fact? Why, no. They were never merrier; they have their grog at night, and tell the raciest stories; they hear of the death of people about their own age, or even younger, not as if it was a grisly warning, but with a simple childlike pleasure at having outlived some one else; and when a draught might puff them out like a guttering candle, or a bit of a stumble shatter them like so much glass, their old hearts keep sound and unaffrighted, and they go on, bubbling with laughter, through years of man's age compared to which the valley at Balaklava was as safe and peaceful as a village cricket-green on Sunday. It may fairly be questioned (if we look to the peril only) whether it was a much more daring feat for Curtius to plunge into the gulf, than for any old gentleman of ninety to doff his clothes and clamber into bed.

Indeed, it is a memorable subject for consideration, with what unconcern and gaiety mankind pricks on along the Valley of the Shadow of Death. The whole way is one wilderness of snares, and the end of it, for those who fear the last pinch, is irrevocable ruin. And yet we go spinning through it all, like a party for the Derby. Perhaps the reader remembers one of the humorous devices of the deified Caligula: how he encouraged a vast concourse of holiday-makers on to his bridge over Baiæ bay; and when they were in the height of their enjoyment, turned loose the Prætorian guards among the company, and had them tossed into the sea. This is no bad miniature of the dealings of nature with the transitory race of man. Only, what a chequered picnic we have of it, even while it lasts! and into what great waters, not to be crossed by any swimmer, God's pale Prætorian throws us over in the end!

We live the time that a match flickers; we pop the cork of a ginger-beer bottle, and the earthquake swallows us on the instant. Is it not odd, is it not incongruous, is it not, in the highest sense of human speech, incredible, that we should think so highly of the ginger-beer, and regard so little the devouring earthquake? The love of Life and the fear of Death are two famous phrases that grow harder to understand the more we think about them. It is a well-known fact that an immense proportion of boat accidents would never happen if people held the sheet in their hands instead of making it fast; and yet, unless it be some martinet of a professional mariner or some landsman with shattered nerves, every one of God's creatures makes it fast. A strange instance of man's unconcern and brazen boldness in the face of death!

We confound ourselves with metaphysical phrases, which we import into daily talk with noble inappropriateness. We have no idea of what death is, apart from its circumstances and some of its consequences to others; and although we have some experience of living, there is not a man on earth who has flown so high into abstraction as to have any practical guess at the meaning of the word life. All literature, from Job and Omar Khayam to Thomas Carlyle or Walt Whitman, is but an attempt to look upon the human state with such largeness of view as shall enable us to rise from the consideration of living to the Definition of Life. And our sages give us about the best satisfaction in their power when they say that it is a vapour, or a show, or made out of the same stuff with dreams. Philosophy, in its more rigid sense, has been at the same work for ages; and after a myriad bald heads have wagged over the problem, and piles of words have been heaped one upon another into dry and cloudy volumes without end, philosophy has the honour of laying before us, with modest pride, her contribution towards the subject: that life is a Permanent Possibility of Sensation. Truly a fine result! A man may very well love beef, or hunting, or a woman; but surely, surely, not a Permanent Possibility of Sensation! He may be afraid of a precipice, or a dentist, or a large enemy with a club, or even an undertaker's man; but not certainly of abstract death. We may trick with the word life in its dozen senses until we are weary of tricking; we may argue in terms of all the philosophies on earth, but one fact remains true throughout—that we do not love life, in the sense that we are greatly preoccupied about its conservation; that we do not, properly speaking, love life at all, but living. 

Into the views of the least careful there will enter some degree of providence; no man's eyes are fixed entirely on the passing hour; but although we have some anticipation of good health, good weather, wine, active employment, love, and self-approval, the sum of these anticipations does not amount to anything like a general view of life's possibilities and issues; nor are those who cherish them most vividly, at all the most scrupulous of their personal safety. To be deeply interested in the accidents of our existence, to enjoy keenly the mixed texture of human experience, rather leads a man to disregard precautions, and risk his neck against a straw. For surely the love of living is stronger in an Alpine climber roping over a peril, or a hunter riding merrily at a stiff fence, than in a creature who lives upon a diet and walks a measured distance in the interest of his constitution.

There is a great deal of very vile nonsense talked upon both sides of the matter: tearing divines reducing life to the dimensions of a mere funeral procession, so short as to be hardly decent; and melancholy unbelievers yearning for the tomb as if it were a world too far away. Both sides must feel a little ashamed of their performances now and again when they draw in their chairs to dinner. Indeed, a good meal and a bottle of wine is an answer to most standard works upon the question. When a man's heart warms to his viands, he forgets a great deal of sophistry, and soars into a rosy zone of contemplation. Death may be knocking at the door, like the Commander's statue; we have something else in hand, thank God, and let him knock. Passing bells are ringing all the world over. All the world over, and every hour, some one is parting company with all his aches and ecstasies. For us also the trap is laid. But we are so fond of life that we have no leisure to entertain the terror of death. It is a honeymoon with us all through, and none of the longest. Small blame to us if we give our whole hearts to this glowing bride of ours, to the appetites, to honour, to the hungry curiosity of the mind, to the pleasure of the eyes in nature, and the pride of our own nimble bodies.

We all of us appreciate the sensations; but as for caring about the Permanence of the Possibility, a man's head is generally very bald, and his senses very dull, before he comes to that. Whether we regard life as a lane leading to a dead wall—a mere bag's end, as the French say—or whether we think of it as a vestibule or gymnasium, where we wait our turn and prepare our faculties for some more noble destiny; whether we thunder in a pulpit, or pule in little atheistic poetry-books, about its vanity and brevity; whether we look justly for years of health and vigour, or are about to mount into a bath-chair, as a step towards the hearse; in each and all of these views and situations there is but one conclusion possible: that a man should stop his ears against paralysing terror, and run the race that is set before him with a single mind. No one surely could have recoiled with more heartache and terror from the thought of death than our respected lexicographer; and yet we know how little it affected his conduct, how wisely and boldly he walked, and in what a fresh and lively vein he spoke of life. Already an old man, he ventured on his Highland tour; and his heart, bound with triple brass, did not recoil before twenty-seven individual cups of tea. As courage and intelligence are the two qualities best worth a good man's cultivation, so it is the first part of intelligence to recognise our precarious estate in life, and the first part of courage to be not at all abashed before the fact. A frank and somewhat headlong carriage, not looking too anxiously before, not dallying in maudlin regret over the past, stamps the man who is well armoured for this world.

And not only well armoured for himself, but a good friend and a good citizen to boot. We do not go to cowards for tender dealing; there is nothing so cruel as panic; the man who has least fear for his own carcase, has most time to consider others. That eminent chemist who took his walks abroad in tin shoes, and subsisted wholly upon tepid milk, had all his work cut out for him in considerate dealings with his own digestion. So soon as prudence has begun to grow up in the brain, like a dismal fungus, it finds its first expression in a paralysis of generous acts. The victim begins to shrink spiritually; he develops a fancy for parlours with a regulated temperature, and takes his morality on the principle of tin shoes and tepid milk. The care of one important body or soul becomes so engrossing, that all the noises of the outer world begin to come thin and faint into the parlour with the regulated temperature; and the tin shoes go equably forward over blood and rain. To be overwise is to ossify; and the scruple-monger ends by standing stock-still. Now the man who has his heart on his sleeve, and a good whirling weathercock of a brain, who reckons his life as a thing to be dashingly used and cheerfully hazarded, makes a very different acquaintance of the world, keeps all his pulses going true and fast, and gathers impetus as he runs, until, if he be running towards anything better than wildfire, he may shoot up and become a constellation in the end. Lord look after his health, Lord have a care of his soul, says he; and he has at the key of the position, and swashes through incongruity and peril towards his aim. Death is on all sides of him with pointed batteries, as he is on all sides of all of us; unfortunate surprises gird him round; mim-mouthed friends and relations hold up their hands in quite a little elegiacal synod about his path: and what cares he for all this? Being a true lover of living, a fellow with something pushing and spontaneous in his inside, he must, like any other soldier, in any other stirring, deadly warfare, push on at his best pace until he touch the goal. "A peerage or Westminster Abbey!" cried Nelson in his bright, boyish, heroic manner. These are great incentives; not for any of these, but for the plain satisfaction of living, of being about their business in some sort or other, do the brave, serviceable men of every nation tread down the nettle danger, and pass flyingly over all the stumbling-blocks of prudence. Think of the heroism of Johnson, think of that superb indifference to mortal limitation that set him upon his dictionary, and carried him through triumphantly until the end! Who, if he were wisely considerate of things at large, would ever embark upon any work much more considerable than a halfpenny post card? Who would project a serial novel, after Thackeray and Dickens had each fallen in mid-course? Who would find heart enough to begin to live, if he dallied with the consideration of death?

And, after all, what sorry and pitiful quibbling all this is! To forego all the issues of living in a parlour with a regulated temperature - as if that were not to die a hundred times over, and for ten years at a stretch! As if it were not to die in one's own lifetime, and without even the sad immunities of death! As if it were not to die, and yet be the patient spectators of our own pitiable change! The Permanent Possibility is preserved, but the sensations carefully held at arm's length, as if one kept a photographic plate in a dark chamber. It is better to lose health like a spendthrift than to waste it like a miser. It is better to live and be done with it, than to die daily in the sickroom. By all means begin your folio; even if the doctor does not give you a year, even if he hesitates about a month, make one brave push and see what can be accomplished in a week. It is not only in finished undertakings that we ought to honour useful labour. A spirit goes out of the man who means execution, which outlives the most untimely ending. All who have meant good work with their whole hearts, have done good work, although they may die before they have the time to sign it. Every heart that has beat strong and cheerfully has left a hopeful impulse behind it in the world, and bettered the tradition of mankind. And even if death catch people, like an open pitfall, and in mid-career, laying out vast projects, and planning monstrous foundations, flushed with hope, and their mouths full of boastful language, they should be at once tripped up and silenced: is there not something brave and spirited in such a termination? and does not life go down with a better grace, foaming in full body over a precipice, than miserably straggling to an end in sandy deltas? 


 When the Greeks made their fine saying that those whom the gods love die young, I cannot help believing they had this sort of death also in their eye. For surely, at whatever age it overtake the man, this is to die young. Death has not been suffered to take so much as an illusion from his heart. In the hot-fit of life, a-tip-toe on the highest point of being, he passes at a bound on to the other side. The noise of the mallet and chisel is scarcely quenched, the trumpets are hardly done blowing, when, trailing with him clouds of glory, this happy-starred, full-blooded spirit shoots into the spiritual land.






      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Afterword

      Day Eighty: Fear

      Bierce never says it outright. Murlock’s wife “passed away, apparently”. In the morning the ribbon he had bound her wrists with is broken, her hands are clenched, and there is a piece of the panther’s ear between her teeth. When did she really die? And whose were the “bare feet upon the floor”? Blake’s poem is almost nothing but questions, and answers none of them. Bierce’s story ends on a plain fact and leaves the questions to you.

      Murlock lives out his life behind a boarded window, and Bierce says the knowledge of his loss “would come later, and never go.” Stevenson has a phrase for a life shut away “in a parlour with a regulated temperature”: it is “to die a hundred times over, and for ten years at a stretch!” “It is better to lose health like a spendthrift,” he says, “than to waste it like a miser.”

      Stevenson lived by his essay. Ill with his lungs all his life, he sailed the South Seas and settled in Samoa, where he died suddenly in 1894, at forty-four, of a stroke rather than his lungs. His last novel, Weir of Hermiston, was left unfinished, as Thackeray and Dickens had “fallen in mid-course”.

    

  
    
      Day Eighty-One

      Blindness

      22 minutes

      
        Story
        The Story of Mimi-Nashi-Hōichi
        Lafcadio Hearn · 13 minutes
        A blind young musician at a temple by the sea is summoned at night to chant the ballad of a famous sea battle for a noble audience he cannot see.
      

      
        Poem
        When I consider how my light is spent
        John Milton · 1 minute
        Milton, blind in his forties, asks how God can expect work from a man who can no longer see.
      

      
        Essay
        The Seeing Hand (The World I Live In, Chapter 1)
        Helen Keller · 8 minutes
        Helen Keller, deaf and blind since infancy, describes how she knows the world through her hands.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      The Story of Mimi-Nashi-Hōichi

      Lafcadio Hearn, 1904

      The Heike and the Genji were two warrior clans whose war ended at the sea battle of Dan-no-ura in 1185. The tale of their struggle was chanted by blind singers to the biwa, a Japanese lute. Lafcadio Hearn, a Greek-Irish writer who settled in Japan, retold this legend in Kwaidan (1904).

      
        
More than seven hundred years ago, at Dan-no-ura, in the Straits of Shimonoséki, was fought the last battle of the long contest between the Heiké, or Taira clan, and the Genji, or Minamoto clan. There the Heiké perished utterly, with their women and children, and their infant emperor likewise—now remembered as Antoku Tennō. And that sea and shore have been haunted for seven hundred years. . . . Elsewhere I told you about the strange crabs found there, called Heiké crabs, 
which have human faces on their backs, and are said to be the spirits of Heiké warriors. But there are many strange things to be seen and heard along that coast. On dark nights thousands of ghostly fires hover about the beach, or flit above the waves,—pale lights which the fishermen call Oni-bi, or demon-fires; and, whenever the winds are up, a sound of great shouting comes from that sea, like a clamor of battle. 

In former years the Heiké were much more restless than they now are. They would rise about ships passing in the night, and try to sink them; and at all times they would watch for swimmers, to pull them down. It was in order to appease those dead that the Buddhist temple, Amidaji, was built at Akamagaséki. A cemetery also was made close by, near the beach; and within it were set up monuments inscribed with the names of the drowned emperor and of his great vassals; and Buddhist services were regularly performed there, on be half of the spirits of them. After the temple had been built, and the tombs erected, the Heiké gave less trouble than before; but they continued to do queer things at intervals,— proving that they had not found the perfect peace. 

Some centuries ago there lived at Akamagaséki a blind man named Hōïchi, who was famed for his skill in recitation and in playing upon the biwa. From childhood he had been trained to recite and to play; and while yet a lad he had surpassed his teachers. As a professional biwa-hōshi he became famous chiefly by his recitations of the history of the Heiké and the Genji; and it is said that when he sang the song of the battle of Dan-no-ura "even the goblins [kijin] could not refrain from tears."

At the outset of his career, Hōïchi was very poor; but he found a good friend to help him. The priest of the Amidaji was fond of poetry and music; and he often invited Hōïchi to the temple, to play and recite. Afterwards, being much impressed by the wonderful skill of the lad, the priest proposed that Hōïchi should make the temple his home; and this offer was gratefully accepted. Hōïchi was given a room in the temple-building; and, in return for food and lodging, he was required only to gratify the priest with a musical performance on certain evenings, when otherwise disengaged. 

One summer night the priest was called away, to perform a Buddhist service at the house of a dead parishioner; and he went there with his acolyte, leaving Hōïchi alone in the temple. It was a hot night; and the blind man sought to cool himself on the verandah before his sleeping-room. The verandah overlooked a small garden in the rear of the Amidaji. There Hōïchi waited for the priest's return, and tried to relieve his solitude by practicing upon his biwa. Midnight passed; and the priest did not appear. But the atmosphere was still too warm for comfort within doors; and Hōïchi remained outside. At last he heard steps approaching from the back gate. Somebody crossed the garden, advanced to the verandah, and halted directly in front of him—but it was not the priest. A deep voice called the blind man's name—abruptly and unceremoniously, in the manner of a samurai summoning an inferior:—

"Hōïchi!"


 Hōïchi was too much startled, for the moment, to respond; and the voice called again,in a tone of harsh command,—

“Hōïchi!”

“Hai!” answered the blind man, frightened by the menace in the voice,—“I am blind!—I cannot know who calls!”

“There is nothing to fear,” the stranger exclaimed, speaking more gently. “I am stopping near this temple, and have been sent to you with a message. My present lord, a person of exceedingly high rank, is now staying in Akamagaséki, with many noble attendants. He wished to view the scene of the battle of Dan-no-ura; and to-day he visited that place. Having heard of your skill in reciting the story of the battle, he now desires to hear your performance: so you will take your biwa and come with me at once to the house where the august assembly is waiting.”

In those times, the order of a samurai was not to be lightly disobeyed. Hōïchi donned his sandals, took his biwa, and went away with the stranger, who guided him deftly, but obliged him to walk very fast. The hand that guided was iron; and the clank of the warrior’s stride proved him fully armed,—probably some palace-guard on duty. Hōïchi’s first alarm was over: he began to imagine  himself in good luck;—for, remembering the retainer’s assurance about a “person of exceedingly high rank,” he thought that the lord who wished to hear the recitation could not be less than a daimyō of the first class. Presently the samurai halted; and Hōïchi became aware that they had arrived at a large gateway;—and he wondered, for he could not remember any large gate in that part of the town, except the main gate of the Amidaji. “Kaimon!” the samurai called,—and there was a sound of unbarring; and the twain passed on. They traversed a space of garden, and halted again before some entrance; and the retainer cried in a loud voice, “Within there! I have brought
Hōïchi.” Then came sounds of feet hurrying, and screens sliding, and rain-doors opening, and voices of women in converse. By the language of the women Hōïchi knew them to be domestics in some noble household; but he could not imagine to what place he had been conducted. Little time was allowed him for conjecture. After he had been helped to mount several stone steps, upon the last of which he was told to leave his sandals, a woman’s hand guided him along interminable reaches of  polished planking, and round pillared angles too many to remember, and over widths amazing of matted floor,—into the middle of some vast apartment. There he thought that many great people were assembled: the sound of the rustling of silk was like the sound of leaves in a forest. He heard also a great humming of voices,—talking in undertones; and the speech was the speech of courts.

Hōïchi was told to put himself at ease, and he found a kneeling-cushion ready for him. After having taken his place upon it, and tuned his instrument, the voice of a woman—whom he divined to be the Rōjo, or matron in charge of the female service—addressed him, saying,—

“It is now required that the history of the Heiké be recited, to the accompaniment of the biwa.”

Now the entire recital would have required a time of many nights: therefore Hōïchi ventured a question:—

“As the whole of the story is not soon told, what portion is it augustly desired that I now recite?”

The woman’s voice made answer:—

“Recite the story of the battle at Dan-no-ura,—for the pity of it is the most deep.”


 Then Hōïchi lifted up his voice, and chanted the chant of the fight on the bitter sea,—wonderfully making his biwa to sound like the straining of oars and the rushing of ships, the whirr and the hissing of arrows, the shouting and trampling of men, the crashing of steel upon helmets, the plunging of slain in the flood. And to left and right of him, in the pauses of his playing, he could hear voices murmuring praise: “How marvelous an artist!”—“Never in our own province was playing heard like this!”—“Not in all the empire is there another singer like Hōïchi!” Then fresh courage came to him, and he played and sang yet better than before; and a hush of wonder deepened about him. But when at last he came to tell the fate of the fair and helpless,—the piteous perishing of the women and children,—and the death-leap of Nii-no-Ama, with the imperial infant in her arms,—then all the listeners uttered together one long, long shuddering cry of anguish; and thereafter they wept and wailed so loudly and so wildly that the blind man was frightened by the violence of the grief that he had made. For much time the sobbing and the wailing continued. But gradually the sounds of lamentation died away; and again, in the great stillness that followed, Hōïchi heard the voice of the woman whom he supposed to be the Rōjo.

She said:—

"Although we had been assured that you were a very skillful player upon the biwa, and without an equal in recitative, we did not know that any one could be so skillful as you have proved yourself to-night. Our lord has been pleased to say that he intends to bestow upon you a fitting reward. But he desires that you shall perform before him once every night for the next six nights—after which time he will probably make his august return-journey. To-morrow night, therefore, you are to come
here at the same hour. The retainer who tonight conducted you will be sent for you. . . There is another matter about which I have been ordered to inform you. It is required that you shall speak to no one of your visits here, during the time of our lord’s august sojourn at Akamagaséki. As he is traveling incognito, he commands that no mention of these things be made. . . . You are now free to go back to your temple.”

After Hōïchi had duly expressed his thanks, a woman’s hand conducted him to the entrance of the house, where the same retainer, who had before guided him, was waiting to take him home. The retainer led him to the verandah at the rear of the temple, and there bade him farewell.


It was almost dawn when Hōïchi returned; but his absence from the temple had not been observed,—as the priest, coming back at a very late hour, had supposed him asleep. During the day Hōïchi was able to take some rest; and he said nothing about his strange adventure. In the middle of the following night the samurai again came for him, and led him to the august assembly, where he gave another recitation with the same success that had attended his previous performance. But during this second visit his absence from the temple was accidentally discovered; and after his return in the morning he was summoned to the presence of the priest, who said to him, in a tone of kindly reproach:—

“We have been very anxious about you, friend Hōïchi. To go out, blind and alone, at so late an hour, is dangerous. Why did you go without telling us? I could have ordered a servant to accompany you. And where have you been?”


 Hōïchi answered, evasively,—

“Pardon me, kind friend! I had to attend to some private business; and I could not arrange the matter at any other hour.”

The priest was surprised, rather than pained, by Hōïchi’s reticence: he felt it to be unnatural, and suspected something wrong. He feared that the blind lad had been bewitched or deluded by some evil spirits. He did not ask any more questions; but he privately instructed the men-servants of the temple to keep watch upon Hōïchi’s movements, and to follow him in case that he should again leave the temple after dark.


On the very next night, Hōïchi was seen to leave the temple; and the servants immediately lighted their lanterns, and followed after him. But it was a rainy night, and very dark; and before the temple-folks could get to the roadway, Hōïchi had disappeared. Evidently he had walked very fast,—a strange thing, considering his blindness; for the road was in a bad condition. The men hurried through the streets, making inquiries at every house which Hōïchi was accustomed to visit; but nobody could give them any news of him. At last, as
they were returning to the temple by way of the shore, they were startled by the sound of a biwa, furiously played, in the cemetery of the Amidaji. Except for some ghostly fires—such
as usually flitted there on dark nights—all was blackness in that direction. But the men at
once hastened to the cemetery; and there, by the help of their lanterns, they discovered Hōïchi,—sitting alone in the rain before the memorial tomb of Antoku Tennō, making his biwa resound, and loudly chanting the chant of the battle of Dan-no-ura. And behind him, and
about him, and everywhere above the tombs, the fires of the dead were burning, like candles. Never before had so great a host of Oni-bi appeared in the sight of mortal man. . . .

“Hōïchi San! — Hōïchi San!” the servants cried,—"you are bewitched! . . . Hōïchi San!”

But the blind man did not seem to hear. Strenuously he made his biwa to rattle and ring and clang;— more and more wildly he chanted the chant of the battle of Dan-no-ura. They caught hold of him;—they shouted into his ear,—

“Hōïchi San!—Hōïchi San!—come home with us at once!”

Reprovingly he spoke to them:—

“To interrupt me in such a manner, before this august assembly, will not be tolerated.”


 Whereat, in spite of the weirdness of the thing, the servants could not help laughing. Sure that he had been bewitched, they now seized him, and pulled him up on his feet, and by main force hurried him back to the temple,—where he was immediately relieved of his wet clothes, by order of the priest, and reclad, and made to eat and drink. Then the priest insisted upon a full explanation of his friend’s astonishing behavior.

Hōïchi long hesitated to speak. But at last, finding that his conduct had really alarmed and angered the good priest, he decided to abandon his reserve; and he related everything that had happened from the time of the first visit of the samurai.

The priest said:—

“Hōïchi, my poor friend, you are now in great danger! How unfortunate that you did not tell me all this before! Your wonderful skill in music has indeed brought you into strange trouble. By this time you must be aware that you have not been visiting any house whatever, but have been passing your nights in the cemetery, among the tombs of the Heiké;—and it was before the memorial-tomb of Antoku Tennō that our people to-night found you, sitting in the rain. All that you have been imagining was illusion—except the calling of the dead. By once obeying them, you have put yourself in their power. If you obey them again, after what has already occurred, they will tear you in pieces. But they would have destroyed you, sooner or later, in any event. . . . Now I shall not be able to remain with you to-night: I am called away to perform another service. But, before I go, it will be necessary to protect your body by writing holy texts upon it.”


Before sundown the priest and his acolyte stripped Hōïchi: then, with their writing-brushes, they traced upon his breast and back, head and face and neck, limbs and hands and feet,—even upon the soles of his feet, and upon all parts of his body,—the text of the holy sûtra called Hannya-Shin-Kyō. When this had been done, the priest instructed Hōïchi, saying:—

“To-night, as soon as I go away, you must seat yourself on the verandah, and wait. You will be called. But, whatever may happen, do not answer, and do not move. Say nothing, and sit still—as if meditating. If you stir, or make any noise, you will be torn asunder. Do not get frightened; and do not think of calling for help—because no help could save you. If you do exactly as I tell you, the danger will pass, and you will have nothing more to fear.”


After dark the priest and the acolyte went away; and Hōïchi seated himself on the verandah, according to the instructions given him. He laid his biwa on the planking beside him, and, assuming the attitude of meditation, remained quite still,—taking care not to cough, or to breathe audibly. For hours he stayed thus.

Then, from the roadway, he heard the steps coming. They passed the gate, crossed the garden, approached the verandah, stopped—directly in front of him.

“Hōïchi!” the deep voice called. But
 the blind man held his breath, and sat motionless.

“Hōïchi!” grimly called the voice a second time. Then a third time—savagely:—

“Hōïchi!”

Hoichi remained as still as a stone,—and the voice grumbled:—

“No answer!—that won’t do! . . . Must see where the fellow is.” . . .

There was a noise of heavy feet mounting upon the verandah. The feet approached deliberately,—halted beside him. Then, for long minutes,—during which Hoichi felt his
whole body shake to the beating of his heart,—there was dead silence.

At last the gruff voice muttered close to him:—

“Here is the biwa; but of the biwaplayer I see — only two ears! . . . So that explains why he did not answer: he had no mouth to answer with — there is nothing left of him but his ears. . . . Now to my lord those ears I will take — in proof that the august commands have been obeyed, so far as was possible" . . .

At that instant Hoichi felt his ears gripped by fingers of iron, and torn off! Great
as the pain was, he gave no cry. The heavy footfalls receded along the verandah, — descended into the garden, — passed out to the
roadway, — ceased. From either side of his
head, the blind man felt a thick warm trickling;
but he dared not lift his hands. . . .


Before sunrise the priest came back.
He hastened at once to the verandah in the
rear, stepped and slipped upon something
clammy, and uttered a cry of horror; — for he
saw, by the light of his lantern, that the clamminess was blood. But he perceived Hōïchi
sitting there, in the attitude of meditation —
with the blood still oozing from his wounds.

“My poor Hōïchi!” cried the startled
priest, — “what is this? . . . You have been
hurt?” . . .

At the sound of his friend’s voice, the
blind man felt safe. He burst out sobbing, and
tearfully told his adventure of the night.

“Poor, poor Hōïchi!” the priest exclaimed, — “all my fault! — my very grievous
fault! . . . Everywhere upon your body the
holy texts had been written — except upon your
ears! I trusted my acolyte to do that part of
the work; and it was very, very wrong of me
not to have made sure that he had done it! . . .
Well, the matter cannot now be helped; — we
can only try to heal your hurts as soon as possible. . . . Cheer up, friend! —the danger is now well over. You will never again be troubled
by those visitors.”


With the aid of a good doctor, Hōïchi soon recovered from his injuries. The story of his strange adventure spread far and wide, and soon made him famous. Many noble persons went to Akamagaséki to hear him recite; and large presents of money were given to him, — so that he became a wealthy man. . . . But from the time of his adventure, he was known only by the appellation of Mimi-nashi-Hōïchi: “Hōïchi-the-Earless.” 






      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Poem

      When I consider how my light is spent

      John Milton, 1673

      John Milton had gone completely blind by 1652, in his forties, while working for Cromwell's government; Paradise Lost was still to be written. The sonnet plays on Jesus' parable of the talents, in which a servant who buried the money his master gave him instead of using it is cast out.

      
        When I consider how my light is spent,
 E're half my days, in this dark world and wide,
 And that one Talent which is death to hide,
 Lodg'd with me useless, though my Soul more bent
To serve therewith my Maker, and present
 My true account, least he returning chide,
 Doth God exact day-labour, light deny'd,
 I fondly ask ; But patience to prevent 
That murmur, soon replies, God doth not need
 Either man's work or his own gifts, who best
 Bear his milde yoak, they serve him best, his State
 Is Kingly. Thousands at his bidding speed
 And post o're Land and Ocean without rest:
 They also serve who only stand and waite.








      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Essay

      The Seeing Hand (The World I Live In, Chapter 1)

      Helen Keller, 1908

      Helen Keller lost her sight and hearing to an illness before she was two. From the age of six she was taught by Anne Sullivan, who spelled words into her hand; this essay, from The World I Live In (1908), is about knowing the world by touch.

      I HAVE just touched my dog. He was
rolling on the grass, with pleasure in
every muscle and limb. I wanted to
catch a picture of him in my fingers, and
I touched him as lightly as I would cobwebs;
but lo, his fat body revolved,
stiffened and solidified into an upright
position, and his tongue gave my hand a
lick! He pressed close to me, as if he
were fain to crowd himself into my
hand. He loved it with his tail, with his
paw, with his tongue. If he could
speak, I believe he would say with me
that paradise is attained by touch; for
in touch is all love and intelligence.

This small incident started me on a
chat about hands, and if my chat is
fortunate I have to thank my dog-star.
In any case, it is pleasant to have something
to talk about that no one else has
monopolized; it is like making a new
path in the trackless woods, blazing the
trail where no foot has pressed before.
I am glad to take you by the hand and
lead you along an untrodden way into a
world where the hand is supreme. But
at the very outset we encounter a difficulty.
You are so accustomed to light,
I fear you will stumble when I try to
guide you through the land of darkness
and silence. The blind are not supposed
to be the best of guides. Still, though I
cannot warrant not to lose you, I promise
that you shall not be led into fire or
water, or fall into a deep pit. If you
will follow me patiently, you will find
that "there's a sound so fine, nothing
lives 'twixt it and silence," and that
there is more meant in things than meets
the eye.

My hand is to me what your hearing
and sight together are to you. In large
measure we travel the same highways,
read the same books, speak the same
language, yet our experiences are different.
All my comings and goings
turn on the hand as on a pivot. It is the
hand that binds me to the world of men
and women. The hand is my feeler with
which I reach through isolation and
darkness and seize every pleasure, every
activity that my fingers encounter. With
the dropping of a little word from
another's hand into mine, a slight flutter
of the fingers, began the intelligence,
the joy, the fullness of my life. Like
Job, I feel as if a hand had made me,
fashioned me together round about and
moulded my very soul.

In all my experiences and thoughts I
am conscious of a hand. Whatever
moves me, whatever thrills me, is as a
hand that touches me in the dark, and
that touch is my reality. You might as
well say that a sight which makes you
glad, or a blow which brings the stinging
tears to your eyes, is unreal as to say
that those impressions are unreal which
I have accumulated by means of touch.
The delicate tremble of a butterfly's
wings in my hand, the soft petals of
violets curling in the cool folds of their
leaves or lifting sweetly out of the
meadow-grass, the clear, firm outline of
face and limb, the smooth arch of a
horse's neck and the velvety touch of his
nose—all these, and a thousand resultant
combinations, which take shape in
my mind, constitute my world.

Ideas make the world we live in, and
impressions furnish ideas. My world is
built of touch-sensations, devoid of
physical colour and sound; but without
colour and sound it breathes and throbs
with life. Every object is associated in
my mind with tactual qualities which,
combined in countless ways, give me a
sense of power, of beauty, or of incongruity:
for with my hands I can feel the
comic as well as the beautiful in the
outward appearance of things. Remember
that you, dependent on your
sight, do not realize how many things
are tangible. All palpable things are
mobile or rigid, solid or liquid, big or
small, warm or cold, and these qualities
are variously modified. The coolness of
a water-lily rounding into bloom is different
from the coolness of an evening
wind in summer, and different again
from the coolness of the rain that soaks
into the hearts of growing things and
gives them life and body. The velvet
of the rose is not that of a ripe peach
or of a baby's dimpled cheek. The
hardness of the rock is to the hardness
of wood what a man's deep bass
is to a woman's voice when it is low.
What I call beauty I find in certain
combinations of all these qualities, and
is largely derived from the flow of
curved and straight lines which is over
all things.

"What does the straight line mean to
you?" I think you will ask.

It means several things. It symbolizes
duty. It seems to have the quality
of inexorableness that duty has. When
I have something to do that must not be
set aside, I feel as if I were going forward
in a straight line, bound to arrive
somewhere, or go on forever without
swerving to the right or to the left.

That is what it means. To escape this
moralizing you should ask, "How does
the straight line feel?" It feels, as I
suppose it looks, straight—a dull
thought drawn out endlessly. Eloquence
to the touch resides not in
straight lines, but in unstraight lines, or
in many curved and straight lines
together. They appear and disappear,
are now deep, now shallow, now broken
off or lengthened or swelling. They
rise and sink beneath my fingers, they
are full of sudden starts and pauses, and
their variety is inexhaustible and wonderful.
So you see I am not shut out
from the region of the beautiful, though
my hand cannot perceive the brilliant
colours in the sunset or on the mountain,
or reach into the blue depths of the sky.

Physics tells me that I am well
off in a world which, I am told, knows
neither cold nor sound, but is made in
terms of size, shape, and inherent
qualities; for at least every object
appears to my fingers standing solidly
right side up, and is not an inverted
image on the retina which, I understand,
your brain is at infinite though
unconscious labour to set back on
its feet. A tangible object passes complete
into my brain with the warmth of
life upon it, and occupies the same place
that it does in space; for, without egotism,
the mind is as large as the universe.
When I think of hills, I think of the upward
strength I tread upon. When
water is the object of my thought, I feel
the cool shock of the plunge and the
quick yielding of the waves that crisp
and curl and ripple about my body. The
pleasing changes of rough and smooth,
pliant and rigid, curved and straight in
the bark and branches of a tree give the
truth to my hand. The immovable rock,
with its juts and warped surface, bends
beneath my fingers into all manner of
grooves and hollows. The bulge of a
watermelon and the puffed-up rotundities
of squashes that sprout, bud, and
ripen in that strange garden planted
somewhere behind my finger-tips are
the ludicrous in my tactual memory and
imagination. My fingers are tickled to
delight by the soft ripple of a baby's
laugh, and find amusement in the lusty
crow of the barnyard autocrat. Once I
had a pet rooster that used to perch on
my knee and stretch his neck and crow.
A bird in my hand was then worth two
in the—barnyard.

My fingers cannot, of course, get the
impression of a large whole at a glance;
but I feel the parts, and my mind puts
them together. I move around my
house, touching object after object in
order, before I can form an idea of the
entire house. In other people's houses I
can touch only what is shown to me—the
chief objects of interest, carvings on the
wall, or a curious architectural feature,
exhibited like the family album. Therefore
a house with which I am not familiar
has for me, at first, no general effect
or harmony of detail. It is not a complete
conception, but a collection of
object-impressions which, as they come
to me, are disconnected and isolated.
But my mind is full of associations, sensations,
theories, and with them it constructs
the house. The process reminds
me of the building of Solomon's temple,
where was neither saw, nor hammer, nor
any tool heard while the stones were
being laid one upon another. The
silent worker is imagination which decrees
reality out of chaos.

Without imagination what a poor
thing my world would be! My garden
would be a silent patch of earth strewn
with sticks of a variety of shapes and
smells. But when the eye of my mind
is opened to its beauty, the bare ground
brightens beneath my feet, and the
hedge-row bursts into leaf, and the rose-tree
shakes its fragrance everywhere. I
know how budding trees look, and I
enter into the amorous joy of the mating
birds, and this is the miracle of imagination.

Twofold is the miracle when, through
my fingers, my imagination reaches
forth and meets the imagination of an
artist which he has embodied in a sculptured
form. Although, compared with
the life-warm, mobile face of a friend,
the marble is cold and pulseless and unresponsive,
yet it is beautiful to my
hand. Its flowing curves and bendings
are a real pleasure; only breath is
wanting; but under the spell of the
imagination the marble thrills and becomes
the divine reality of the ideal.
Imagination puts a sentiment into every
line and curve, and the statue in my touch
is indeed the goddess herself who breathes
and moves and enchants.

It is true, however, that some sculptures,
even recognized masterpieces, do
not please my hand. When I touch
what there is of the Winged Victory,
it reminds me at first of a headless, limbless
dream that flies towards me in an
unrestful sleep. The garments of the
Victory thrust stiffly out behind, and do
not resemble garments that I have felt
flying, fluttering, folding, spreading in
the wind. But imagination fulfils these
imperfections, and straightway the Victory
becomes a powerful and spirited
figure with the sweep of sea-winds in
her robes and the splendour of conquest
in her wings.

I find in a beautiful statue perfection
of bodily form, the qualities
of balance and completeness. The
Minerva, hung with a web of poetical
allusion, gives me a sense of exhilaration
that is almost physical; and I like the
luxuriant, wavy hair of Bacchus and
Apollo, and the wreath of ivy, so suggestive
of pagan holidays.

So imagination crowns the experience
of my hands. And they learned their
cunning from the wise hand of another,
which, itself guided by imagination, led
me safely in paths that I knew not,
made darkness light before me, and
made crooked ways straight.
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      Afterword

      Day Eighty-One: Blindness

      Hearn mentions in passing the Heiké crabs, “which have human faces on their backs”. Carl Sagan made them famous in his television series Cosmos (1980). For centuries, he suggested, fishermen threw back any crab that looked like a samurai’s face, out of respect for the dead, so those crabs lived to breed and the faces grew clearer.

      Milton calls his gift “that one Talent which is death to hide”. Hōïchi’s talent is death to use. “Your wonderful skill in music has indeed brought you into strange trouble,” the priest tells him; obey the dead again and “they will tear you in pieces.” What saves him is Milton’s last line. “Say nothing, and sit still,” the priest orders, and while the dead warrior stands beside him Hōïchi stays “as still as a stone”. He also serves who only sits and waits.

      Every hand that guides Hōïchi leads him to the graves: the samurai’s, which “was iron”, and a woman’s along the polished floors. Keller’s hands “learned their cunning from the wise hand of another”, which “led me safely in paths that I knew not”. And the dead take Hōïchi’s ears. “My hand is to me,” Keller writes, “what your hearing and sight together are to you.”

    

  
    
      Day Eighty-Two

      Wonder

      29 minutes

      
        Story
        The Mortal Immortal
        Mary Shelley · 22 minutes
        Mary Shelley's best short story, by the author of Frankenstein.
      

      
        Poem
        When I Heard the Learn'd Astronomer
        Walt Whitman · 1 minute
        Eight lines from Leaves of Grass on two kinds of knowing.
      

      
        Essay
        A Piece of Chalk
        G. K. Chesterton · 6 minutes
        Chesterton goes out to draw on the Sussex downs and discovers that white is a colour; a small essay on wonder.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      The Mortal Immortal

      Mary Shelley, 1833

      
July 16, 1833.⁠—This is a memorable anniversary for me; on it I complete my three hundred and twenty-third year!

The Wandering Jew?⁠—certainly not. More than eighteen centuries have passed over his head. In comparison with him, I am a very young Immortal.

Am I, then, immortal? This is a question which I have asked myself, by day and night, for now three hundred and three years, and yet cannot answer it. I detected a grey hair amidst my brown locks this very day⁠—that surely signifies decay. Yet it may have remained concealed there for three hundred years⁠—for some persons have become entirely white-headed before twenty years of age.

I will tell my story, and my reader shall judge for me. I will tell my story, and so contrive to pass some few hours of a long eternity, become so wearisome to me. Forever! Can it be? to live forever! I have heard of enchantments, in which the victims were plunged into a deep sleep, to wake, after a hundred years, as fresh as ever: I have heard of the Seven Sleepers⁠—thus to be immortal would not be so burdensome: but, oh! the weight of never-ending time⁠—the tedious passage of the still-succeeding hours! How happy was the fabled Nourjahad!⁠—But to my task.

All the world has heard of Cornelius Agrippa. His memory is as immortal as his arts have made me. All the world has also heard of his scholar, who, unawares, raised the foul fiend during his master’s absence, and was destroyed by him. The report, true or false, of this accident, was attended with many inconveniences to the renowned philosopher. All his scholars at once deserted him⁠—his servants disappeared. He had no one near him to put coals on his ever-burning fires while he slept, or to attend to the changeful colours of his medicines while he studied. Experiment after experiment failed, because one pair of hands was insufficient to complete them: the dark spirits laughed at him for not being able to retain a single mortal in his service.

I was then very young⁠—very poor⁠—and very much in love. I had been for about a year the pupil of Cornelius, though I was absent when this accident took place. On my return, my friends implored me not to return to the alchemist’s abode. I trembled as I listened to the dire tale they told; I required no second warning; and when Cornelius came and offered me a purse of gold if I would remain under his roof, I felt as if Satan himself tempted me. My teeth chattered⁠—my hair stood on end;⁠—I ran off as fast as my trembling knees would permit.

My failing steps were directed whither for two years they had every evening been attracted⁠—a gently bubbling spring of pure living water, beside which lingered a dark-haired girl, whose beaming eyes were fixed on the path I was accustomed each night to tread. I cannot remember the hour when I did not love Bertha; we had been neighbours and playmates from infancy⁠—her parents, like mine, were of humble life, yet respectable⁠—our attachment had been a source of pleasure to them. In an evil hour, a malignant fever carried off both her father and mother, and Bertha became an orphan. She would have found a home beneath my paternal roof, but, unfortunately, the old lady of the near castle, rich, childless, and solitary, declared her intention to adopt her. Henceforth Bertha was clad in silk⁠—inhabited a marble palace⁠—and was looked on as being highly favoured by fortune. But in her new situation among her new associates, Bertha remained true to the friend of her humbler days; she often visited the cottage of my father, and when forbidden to go thither, she would stray towards the neighbouring wood, and meet me beside its shady fountain.

She often declared that she owed no duty to her new protectress equal in sanctity to that which bound us. Yet still I was too poor to marry, and she grew weary of being tormented on my account. She had a haughty but an impatient spirit, and grew angry at the obstacles that prevented our union. We met now after an absence, and she had been sorely beset while I was away; she complained bitterly, and almost reproached me for being poor. I replied hastily⁠—

“I am honest, if I am poor!⁠—were I not, I might soon become rich!”

This exclamation produced a thousand questions. I feared to shock her by owning the truth, but she drew it from me; and then, casting a look of disdain on me, she said⁠—

“You pretend to love, and you fear to face the Devil for my sake!”

I protested that I had only dreaded to offend her;⁠—while she dwelt on the magnitude of the reward that I should receive. Thus encouraged⁠—shamed by her⁠—led on by love and hope, laughing at my late fears, with quick steps and a light heart, I returned to accept the offers of the alchemist, and was instantly installed in my office.

A year passed away. I became possessed of no insignificant sum of money. Custom had banished my fears. In spite of the most painful vigilance, I had never detected the trace of a cloven foot; nor was the studious silence of our abode ever disturbed by demoniac howls. I still continued my stolen interviews with Bertha, and Hope dawned on me⁠—Hope⁠—but not perfect joy; for Bertha fancied that love and security were enemies, and her pleasure was to divide them in my bosom. Though true of heart, she was somewhat of a coquette in manner; and I was jealous as a Turk. She slighted me in a thousand ways, yet would never acknowledge herself to be in the wrong. She would drive me mad with anger, and then force me to beg her pardon. Sometimes she fancied that I was not sufficiently submissive, and then she had some story of a rival, favoured by her protectress. She was surrounded by silk-clad youths⁠—the rich and gay. What chance had the sad-robed scholar of Cornelius compared with these?

On one occasion, the philosopher made such large demands upon my time, that I was unable to meet her as I was wont. He was engaged in some mighty work, and I was forced to remain, day and night, feeding his furnaces and watching his chemical preparations. Bertha waited for me in vain at the fountain. Her haughty spirit fired at this neglect; and when at last I stole out during the few short minutes allotted to me for slumber, and hoped to be consoled by her, she received me with disdain, dismissed me in scorn, and vowed that any man should possess her hand rather than he who could not be in two places at once for her sake. She would be revenged! And truly she was. In my dingy retreat I heard that she had been hunting, attended by Albert Hoffer. Albert Hoffer was favoured by her protectress; and the three passed in cavalcade before my smoky window. Methought that they mentioned my name; it was followed by a laugh of derision, as her dark eyes glanced contemptuously towards my abode.

Jealousy, with all its venom and all its misery, entered my breast. Now I shed a torrent of tears, to think that I should never call her mine; and, anon, I imprecated a thousand curses on her inconstancy. Yet, still I must stir the fires of the alchemist, still attend on the changes of his unintelligible medicines.

Cornelius had watched for three days and nights, nor closed his eyes. The progress of his alembics was slower than he expected: in spite of his anxiety, sleep weighed upon his eyelids. Again and again he threw off drowsiness with more than human energy; again and again it stole away his senses. He eyed his crucibles wistfully. “Not ready yet,” he murmured; “will another night pass before the work is accomplished? Winzy, you are vigilant⁠—you are faithful⁠—you have slept, my boy⁠—you slept last night. Look at that glass vessel. The liquid it contains is of a soft rose-colour: the moment it begins to change its hue, awaken me⁠—till then I may close my eyes. First, it will turn white, and then emit golden flashes; but wait not till then; when the rose-colour fades, rouse me.” I scarcely heard the last words, muttered, as they were, in sleep. Even then he did not quite yield to nature. “Winzy, my boy,” he again said, “do not touch the vessel⁠—do not put it to your lips; it is a philter⁠—a philter to cure love; you would not cease to love your Bertha⁠—beware to drink!”

And he slept. His venerable head sunk on his breast, and I scarce heard his regular breathing. For a few minutes I watched the vessel⁠—the rosy hue of the liquid remained unchanged. Then my thoughts wandered⁠—they visited the fountain, and dwelt on a thousand charming scenes never to be renewed⁠—never! Serpents and adders were in my heart as the word “Never!” half formed itself on my lips. False girl!⁠—false and cruel! Never more would she smile on me as that evening she smiled on Albert. Worthless, detested woman! I would not remain unrevenged⁠—she should see Albert expire at her feet⁠—she should die beneath my vengeance. She had smiled in disdain and triumph⁠—she knew my wretchedness and her power. Yet what power had she?⁠—the power of exciting my hate⁠—my utter scorn⁠—my⁠—oh, all but indifference! Could I attain that⁠—could I regard her with careless eyes, transferring my rejected love to one fairer and more true, that were indeed a victory!

A bright flash darted before my eyes. I had forgotten the medicine of the adept; I gazed on it with wonder: flashes of admirable beauty, more bright than those which the diamond emits when the sun’s rays are on it, glanced from the surface of the liquid; an odour the most fragrant and grateful stole over my sense; the vessel seemed one globe of living radiance, lovely to the eye, and most inviting to the taste. The first thought, instinctively inspired by the grosser sense, was, I will⁠—I must drink. I raised the vessel to my lips. “It will cure me of love⁠—of torture!” Already I had quaffed half of the most delicious liquor ever tasted by the palate of man, when the philosopher stirred. I started⁠—I dropped the glass⁠—the fluid flamed and glanced along the floor, while I felt Cornelius’s grip at my throat, as he shrieked aloud, “Wretch! you have destroyed the labour of my life!”

The philosopher was totally unaware that I had drunk any portion of his drug. His idea was, and I gave a tacit assent to it, that I had raised the vessel from curiosity, and that, frighted at its brightness, and the flashes of intense light it gave forth, I had let it fall. I never undeceived him. The fire of the medicine was quenched⁠—the fragrance died away⁠—he grew calm, as a philosopher should under the heaviest trials, and dismissed me to rest.

I will not attempt to describe the sleep of glory and bliss which bathed my soul in paradise during the remaining hours of that memorable night. Words would be faint and shallow types of my enjoyment, or of the gladness that possessed my bosom when I woke. I trod air⁠—my thoughts were in heaven. Earth appeared heaven, and my inheritance upon it was to be one trance of delight. “This it is to be cured of love,” I thought; “I will see Bertha this day, and she will find her lover cold and regardless; too happy to be disdainful, yet how utterly indifferent to her!”

The hours danced away. The philosopher, secure that he had once succeeded, and believing that he might again, began to concoct the same medicine once more. He was shut up with his books and drugs, and I had a holiday. I dressed myself with care; I looked in an old but polished shield, which served me for a mirror; methought my good looks had wonderfully improved. I hurried beyond the precincts of the town, joy in my soul, the beauty of heaven and earth around me. I turned my steps towards the castle⁠—I could look on its lofty turrets with lightness of heart, for I was cured of love. My Bertha saw me afar off, as I came up the avenue. I know not what sudden impulse animated her bosom, but at the sight, she sprung with a light fawn-like bound down the marble steps, and was hastening towards me. But I had been perceived by another person. The old highborn hag, who called herself her protectress, and was her tyrant, had seen me also; she hobbled, panting, up the terrace; a page, as ugly as herself, held up her train, and fanned her as she hurried along, and stopped my fair girl with a “How, now, my bold mistress? whither so fast? Back to your cage⁠—hawks are abroad!”

Bertha clasped her hands⁠—her eyes were still bent on my approaching figure. I saw the contest. How I abhorred the old crone who checked the kind impulses of my Bertha’s softening heart. Hitherto, respect for her rank had caused me to avoid the lady of the castle; now I disdained such trivial considerations. I was cured of love, and lifted above all human fears; I hastened forwards, and soon reached the terrace. How lovely Bertha looked! her eyes flashing fire, her cheeks glowing with impatience and anger, she was a thousand times more graceful and charming than ever. I no longer loved⁠—Oh no! I adored⁠—worshipped⁠—idolized her!

She had that morning been persecuted, with more than usual vehemence, to consent to an immediate marriage with my rival. She was reproached with the encouragement that she had shown him⁠—she was threatened with being turned out of doors with disgrace and shame. Her proud spirit rose in arms at the threat; but when she remembered the scorn that she had heaped upon me, and how, perhaps, she had thus lost one whom she now regarded as her only friend, she wept with remorse and rage. At that moment I appeared. “Oh, Winzy!” she exclaimed, “take me to your mother’s cot; swiftly let me leave the detested luxuries and wretchedness of this noble dwelling⁠—take me to poverty and happiness.”

I clasped her in my arms with transport. The old dame was speechless with fury, and broke forth into invective only when we were far on our road to my natal cottage. My mother received the fair fugitive, escaped from a gilt cage to nature and liberty, with tenderness and joy; my father, who loved her, welcomed her heartily; it was a day of rejoicing, which did not need the addition of the celestial potion of the alchemist to steep me in delight.

Soon after this eventful day, I became the husband of Bertha. I ceased to be the scholar of Cornelius, but I continued his friend. I always felt grateful to him for having, unawares, procured me that delicious draught of a divine elixir, which, instead of curing me of love (sad cure! solitary and joyless remedy for evils which seem blessings to the memory), had inspired me with courage and resolution, thus winning for me an inestimable treasure in my Bertha.

I often called to mind that period of trance-like inebriation with wonder. The drink of Cornelius had not fulfilled the task for which he affirmed that it had been prepared, but its effects were more potent and blissful than words can express. They had faded by degrees, yet they lingered long⁠—and painted life in hues of splendour. Bertha often wondered at my lightness of heart and unaccustomed gaiety; for, before, I had been rather serious, or even sad, in my disposition. She loved me the better for my cheerful temper, and our days were winged by joy.

Five years afterwards I was suddenly summoned to the bedside of the dying Cornelius. He had sent for me in haste, conjuring my instant presence. I found him stretched on his pallet, enfeebled even to death; all of life that yet remained animated his piercing eyes, and they were fixed on a glass vessel, full of a roseate liquid.

“Behold,” he said, in a broken and inward voice, “the vanity of human wishes! a second time my hopes are about to be crowned, a second time they are destroyed. Look at that liquor⁠—you remember five years ago I had prepared the same, with the same success;⁠—then, as now, my thirsting lips expected to taste the immortal elixir⁠—you dashed it from me! and at present it is too late.”

He spoke with difficulty, and fell back on his pillow. I could not help saying⁠—

“How, revered master, can a cure for love restore you to life?”

A faint smile gleamed across his face as I listened earnestly to his scarcely intelligible answer.

“A cure for love and for all things⁠—the Elixir of Immortality. Ah! if now I might drink, I should live forever!”

As he spoke, a golden flash gleamed from the fluid; a well-remembered fragrance stole over the air; he raised himself, all weak as he was⁠—strength seemed miraculously to reenter his frame⁠—he stretched forth his hand⁠—a loud explosion startled me⁠—a ray of fire shot up from the elixir, and the glass vessel which contained it was shivered to atoms! I turned my eyes towards the philosopher; he had fallen back⁠—his eyes were glassy⁠—his features rigid⁠—he was dead!

But I lived, and was to live forever! So said the unfortunate alchemist, and for a few days I believed his words. I remembered the glorious intoxication that had followed my stolen draught. I reflected on the change I had felt in my frame⁠—in my soul. The bounding elasticity of the one⁠—the buoyant lightness of the other. I surveyed myself in a mirror, and could perceive no change in my features during the space of the five years which had elapsed. I remembered the radiant hues and grateful scent of that delicious beverage⁠—worthy the gift it was capable of bestowing⁠—I was, then, Immortal!

A few days after I laughed at my credulity. The old proverb, that “a prophet is least regarded in his own country,” was true with respect to me and my defunct master. I loved him as a man⁠—I respected him as a sage⁠—but I derided the notion that he could command the powers of darkness, and laughed at the superstitious fears with which he was regarded by the vulgar. He was a wise philosopher, but had no acquaintance with any spirits but those clad in flesh and blood. His science was simply human; and human science, I soon persuaded myself, could never conquer nature’s laws so far as to imprison the soul forever within its carnal habitation. Cornelius had brewed a soul-refreshing drink⁠—more inebriating than wine⁠—sweeter and more fragrant than any fruit: it possessed probably strong medicinal powers, imparting gladness to the heart and vigour to the limbs; but its effects would wear out; already were they diminished in my frame. I was a lucky fellow to have quaffed health and joyous spirits, and perhaps long life, at my master’s hands; but my good fortune ended there: longevity was far different from immortality.

I continued to entertain this belief for many years. Sometimes a thought stole across me⁠—Was the alchemist indeed deceived? But my habitual credence was, that I should meet the fate of all the children of Adam at my appointed time⁠—a little late, but still at a natural age. Yet it was certain that I retained a wonderfully youthful look. I was laughed at for my vanity in consulting the mirror so often, but I consulted it in vain⁠—my brow was untrenched⁠—my cheeks⁠—my eyes⁠—my whole person continued as untarnished as in my twentieth year.

I was troubled. I looked at the faded beauty of Bertha⁠—I seemed more like her son. By degrees our neighbours began to make similar observations, and I found at last that I went by the name of the Scholar bewitched. Bertha herself grew uneasy. She became jealous and peevish, and at length she began to question me. We had no children; we were all in all to each other; and though, as she grew older, her vivacious spirit became a little allied to ill-temper, and her beauty sadly diminished, I cherished her in my heart as the mistress I had idolized, the wife I had sought and won with such perfect love.

At last our situation became intolerable: Bertha was fifty⁠—I twenty years of age. I had, in very shame, in some measure adopted the habits of a more advanced age; I no longer mingled in the dance among the young and gay, but my heart bounded along with them while I restrained my feet; and a sorry figure I cut among the Nestors of our village. But before the time I mention, things were altered⁠—we were universally shunned; we were⁠—at least, I was⁠—reported to have kept up an iniquitous acquaintance with some of my former master’s supposed friends. Poor Bertha was pitied, but deserted. I was regarded with horror and detestation.

What was to be done? we sat by our winter fire⁠—poverty had made itself felt, for none would buy the produce of my farm; and often I had been forced to journey twenty miles, to some place where I was not known, to dispose of our property. It is true, we had saved something for an evil day⁠—that day was come.

We sat by our lone fireside⁠—the old-hearted youth and his antiquated wife. Again Bertha insisted on knowing the truth; she recapitulated all she had ever heard said about me, and added her own observations. She conjured me to cast off the spell; she described how much more comely grey hairs were than my chestnut locks; she descanted on the reverence and respect due to age⁠—how preferable to the slight regard paid to mere children: could I imagine that the despicable gifts of youth and good looks outweighed disgrace, hatred, and scorn? Nay, in the end I should be burnt as a dealer in the black art, while she, to whom I had not deigned to communicate any portion of my good fortune, might be stoned as my accomplice. At length she insinuated that I must share my secret with her, and bestow on her like benefits to those I myself enjoyed, or she would denounce me⁠—and then she burst into tears.

Thus beset, methought it was the best way to tell the truth. I revealed it as tenderly as I could, and spoke only of a very long life, not of immortality⁠—which representation, indeed, coincided best with my own ideas. When I ended, I rose and said⁠—

“And now, my Bertha, will you denounce the lover of your youth?⁠—You will not, I know. But it is too hard, my poor wife, that you should suffer from my ill-luck and the accursed arts of Cornelius. I will leave you⁠—you have wealth enough, and friends will return in my absence. I will go; young as I seem, and strong as I am, I can work and gain my bread among strangers, unsuspected and unknown. I loved you in youth; God is my witness that I would not desert you in age, but that your safety and happiness require it.”

I took my cap and moved towards the door; in a moment Bertha’s arms were round my neck, and her lips were pressed to mine. “No, my husband, my Winzy,” she said, “you shall not go alone⁠—take me with you; we will remove from this place, and, as you say, among strangers we shall be unsuspected and safe. I am not so very old as quite to shame you, my Winzy; and I daresay the charm will soon wear off, and, with the blessing of God, you will become more elderly-looking, as is fitting; you shall not leave me.”

I returned the good soul’s embrace heartily. “I will not, my Bertha; but for your sake I had not thought of such a thing. I will be your true, faithful husband while you are spared to me, and do my duty by you to the last.”

The next day we prepared secretly for our emigration. We were obliged to make great pecuniary sacrifices⁠—it could not be helped. We realized a sum sufficient, at least, to maintain us while Bertha lived; and, without saying adieu to anyone, quitted our native country to take refuge in a remote part of western France.

It was a cruel thing to transport poor Bertha from her native village, and the friends of her youth, to a new country, new language, new customs. The strange secret of my destiny rendered this removal immaterial to me; but I compassionated her deeply, and was glad to perceive that she found compensation for her misfortunes in a variety of little ridiculous circumstances. Away from all telltale chroniclers, she sought to decrease the apparent disparity of our ages by a thousand feminine arts⁠—rouge, youthful dress, and assumed juvenility of manner. I could not be angry. Did not I myself wear a mask? Why quarrel with hers, because it was less successful? I grieved deeply when I remembered that this was my Bertha, whom I had loved so fondly, and won with such transport⁠—the dark-eyed, dark-haired girl, with smiles of enchanting archness and a step like a fawn⁠—this mincing, simpering, jealous old woman. I should have revered her grey locks and withered cheeks; but thus!⁠—It was my work, I knew; but I did not the less deplore this type of human weakness.

Her jealousy never slept. Her chief occupation was to discover that, in spite of outward appearances, I was myself growing old. I verily believe that the poor soul loved me truly in her heart, but never had woman so tormenting a mode of displaying fondness. She would discern wrinkles in my face and decrepitude in my walk, while I bounded along in youthful vigour, the youngest looking of twenty youths. I never dared address another woman. On one occasion, fancying that the belle of the village regarded me with favouring eyes, she brought me a grey wig. Her constant discourse among her acquaintances was, that though I looked so young, there was ruin at work within my frame; and she affirmed that the worst symptom about me was my apparent health. My youth was a disease, she said, and I ought at all times to prepare, if not for a sudden and awful death, at least to awake some morning white-headed and bowed down with all the marks of advanced years. I let her talk⁠—I often joined in her conjectures. Her warnings chimed in with my never-ceasing speculations concerning my state, and I took an earnest, though painful, interest in listening to all that her quick wit and excited imagination could say on the subject.

Why dwell on these minute circumstances? We lived on for many long years. Bertha became bedrid and paralytic; I nursed her as a mother might a child. She grew peevish, and still harped upon one string⁠—of how long I should survive her. It has ever been a source of consolation to me, that I performed my duty scrupulously towards her. She had been mine in youth, she was mine in age; and at last, when I heaped the sod over her corpse, I wept to feel that I had lost all that really bound me to humanity.

Since then how many have been my cares and woes, how few and empty my enjoyments! I pause here in my history⁠—I will pursue it no further. A sailor without rudder or compass, tossed on a stormy sea⁠—a traveller lost on a widespread heath, without landmark or stone to guide him⁠—such have I been: more lost, more hopeless than either. A nearing ship, a gleam from some far cot, may save them; but I have no beacon except the hope of death.

Death! mysterious, ill-visaged friend of weak humanity! Why alone of all mortals have you cast me from your sheltering fold? Oh, for the peace of the grave! the deep silence of the iron-bound tomb! that thought would cease to work in my brain, and my heart beat no more with emotions varied only by new forms of sadness!

Am I immortal? I return to my first question. In the first place, is it not more probable that the beverage of the alchemist was fraught rather with longevity than eternal life? Such is my hope. And then be it remembered, that I only drank half of the potion prepared by him. Was not the whole necessary to complete the charm? To have drained half the Elixir of Immortality is but to be half-immortal⁠—my Forever is thus truncated and null.

But again, who shall number the years of the half of eternity? I often try to imagine by what rule the infinite may be divided. Sometimes I fancy age advancing upon me. One grey hair I have found. Fool! do I lament? Yes, the fear of age and death often creeps coldly into my heart; and the more I live, the more I dread death, even while I abhor life. Such an enigma is man⁠—born to perish⁠—when he wars, as I do, against the established laws of his nature.

But for this anomaly of feeling surely I might die: the medicine of the alchemist would not be proof against fire⁠—sword⁠—and the strangling waters. I have gazed upon the blue depths of many a placid lake, and the tumultuous rushing of many a mighty river, and have said, peace inhabits those waters; yet I have turned my steps away, to live yet another day. I have asked myself, whether suicide would be a crime in one to whom thus only the portals of the other world could be opened. I have done all, except presenting myself as a soldier or duellist, an object of destruction to my⁠—no, not my fellow-mortals, and therefore I have shrunk away. They are not my fellows. The inextinguishable power of life in my frame, and their ephemeral existence, places us wide as the poles asunder. I could not raise a hand against the meanest or the most powerful among them.

Thus I have lived on for many a year⁠—alone, and weary of myself⁠—desirous of death, yet never dying⁠—a mortal immortal. Neither ambition nor avarice can enter my mind, and the ardent love that gnaws at my heart, never to be returned⁠—never to find an equal on which to expend itself⁠—lives there only to torment me.

This very day I conceived a design by which I may end all⁠—without self-slaughter, without making another man a Cain⁠—an expedition, which mortal frame can never survive, even endued with the youth and strength that inhabits mine. Thus I shall put my immortality to the test, and rest forever⁠—or return, the wonder and benefactor of the human species.

Before I go, a miserable vanity has caused me to pen these pages. I would not die, and leave no name behind. Three centuries have passed since I quaffed the fatal beverage; another year shall not elapse before, encountering gigantic dangers⁠—warring with the powers of frost in their home⁠—beset by famine, toil, and tempest⁠—I yield this body, too tenacious a cage for a soul which thirsts for freedom, to the destructive elements of air and water; or, if I survive, my name shall be recorded as one of the most famous among the sons of men; and, my task achieved, I shall adopt more resolute means, and, by scattering and annihilating the atoms that compose my frame, set at liberty the life imprisoned within, and so cruelly prevented from soaring from this dim earth to a sphere more congenial to its immortal essence.
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      Poem

      When I Heard the Learn'd Astronomer

      Walt Whitman, 1865

      
        

WHEN I HEARD THE LEARN'D ASTRONOMER.

When I heard the learn'd astronomer,
When the proofs, the figures, were ranged in columns before me,
When I was shown the charts and diagrams, to add, divide, and measure them,
When I sitting heard the astronomer where he lectured with much applause in the lecture-room,
How soon unaccountable I became tired and sick,
Till rising and gliding out I wander'd off by myself,
In the mystical moist night-air, and from time to time,
Look'd up in perfect silence at the stars.
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      Essay

      A Piece of Chalk

      G. K. Chesterton, 1905

      
        I remember one splendid morning, all blue and silver, in the summer holidays, when I reluctantly tore myself away from the task of doing nothing in particular, and put on a hat of some sort and picked up a walking-stick, and put six very bright-coloured chalks in my pocket. I then went into the kitchen (which, along with the rest of the house, belonged to a very square and sensible old woman in a Sussex village), and asked the owner and occupant of the kitchen if she had any brown paper. She had a great deal; in fact, she had too much; and she mistook the purpose and the rationale of the existence of brown paper. She seemed to have an idea that if a person wanted brown paper he must be wanting to tie up parcels; which was the last thing I wanted to do; indeed, it is a thing which I have found to be beyond my mental capacity. Hence she dwelt very much on the varying qualities of toughness and endurance in the material. I explained to her that I only wanted to draw pictures on it, and that I did not want them to endure in the least; and that from my point of view, therefore, it was a question not of tough consistency, but of responsive surface, a thing comparatively irrelevant in a parcel. When she understood that I wanted to draw she offered to overwhelm me with note-paper, apparently supposing that I did my notes and correspondence on old brown paper wrappers from motives of economy.

I then tried to explain the rather delicate logical shade, that I not only liked brown paper, but liked the quality of brownness in paper, just as I liked the quality of brownness in October woods, or in beer, or in the peat-streams of the North. Brown paper represents the primal twilight of the first toil of creation, and with a bright-coloured chalk or two you can pick out points of fire in it, sparks of gold, and blood-red, and sea-green, like the first fierce stars that sprang out of divine darkness. All this I said (in an off-hand way) to the old woman; and I put the brown paper in my pocket along with the chalks, and possibly other things. I suppose every one must have reflected how primeval and how poetical are the things that one carries in one's pocket; the pocket-knife, for instance, the type of all human tools, the infant of the sword. Once I planned to write a book of poems entirely about the things in my pocket. But I found it would be too long; and the age of the great epics is past.
* * * *
With my stick and my knife, my chalks and my brown paper, I went out on to the great downs. I crawled across those colossal contours that express the best quality of England, because they are at the same time soft and strong. The smoothness of them has the same meaning as the smoothness of great cart-horses, or the smoothness of the beech-tree; it declares in the teeth of our timid and cruel theories that the mighty are merciful. As my eye swept the landscape, the landscape was as kindly as any of its cottages, but for power it was like an earthquake. The villages in the immense valley were safe, one could see, for centuries; yet the lifting of the whole land was like the lifting of one enormous wave to wash them all away.

I crossed one swell of living turf after another, looking for a place to sit down and draw. Do not, for heaven's sake, imagine I was going to sketch from Nature. I was going to draw devils and seraphim, and blind old gods that men worshipped before the dawn of right, and saints in robes of angry crimson, and seas of strange green, and all the sacred or monstrous symbols that look so well in bright colours on brown paper. They are much better worth drawing than Nature; also they are much easier to draw. When a cow came slouching by in the field next to me, a mere artist might have drawn it; but I always get wrong in the hind legs of quadrupeds. So I drew the soul of the cow; which I saw there plainly walking before me in the sunlight; and the soul was all purple and silver, and had seven horns and the mystery that belongs to all the beasts. But though I could not with a crayon get the best out of the landscape, it does not follow that the landscape was not getting the best out of me. And this, I think, is the mistake that people make about the old poets who lived before Wordsworth, and were supposed not to care very much about Nature because they did not describe it much.

They preferred writing about great men to writing about great hills; but they sat on the great hills to write it. They gave out much less about Nature, but they drank in, perhaps, much more. They painted the white robes of their holy virgins with the blinding snow, at which they had stared all day. They blazoned the shields of their paladins with the purple and gold of many heraldic sunsets. The greenness of a thousand green leaves clustered into the live green figure of Robin Hood. The blueness of a score of forgotten skies became the blue robes of the Virgin. The inspiration went in like sunbeams and came out like Apollo.
* * * *
But as I sat scrawling these silly figures on the brown paper, it began to dawn on me, to my great disgust, that I had left one chalk, and that a most exquisite and essential chalk, behind. I searched all my pockets, but I could not find any white chalk. Now, those who are acquainted with all the philosophy (nay, religion) which is typified in the art of drawing on brown paper, know that white is positive and essential. I cannot avoid remarking here upon a moral significance. One of the wise and awful truths which this brown-paper art reveals, is this, that white is a colour. It is not a mere absence of colour; it is a shining and affirmative thing, as fierce as red, as definite as black. When (so to speak) your pencil grows red-hot, it draws roses; when it grows white-hot, it draws stars. And one of the two or three defiant verities of the best religious morality, of real Christianity for example, is exactly this same thing; the chief assertion of religious morality is that white is a colour. Virtue is not the absence of vices or the avoidance of moral dangers; virtue is a vivid and separate thing, like pain or a particular smell. Mercy does not mean not being cruel or sparing people revenge or punishment; it means a plain and positive thing like the sun, which one has either seen or not seen. Chastity does not mean abstention from sexual wrong; it means something flaming, like Joan of Arc. In a word, God paints in many colours; but He never paints so gorgeously, I had almost said so gaudily, as when He paints in white. In a sense our age has realized this fact, and expressed it in our sullen costume. For if it were really true that white was a blank and colourless thing, negative and noncommittal, then white would be used instead of black and grey for the funeral dress of this pessimistic period. We should see city gentlemen in frock coats of spotless silver satin, with top hats as white as wonderful arum lilies. Which is not the case.

Meanwhile, I could not find my chalk.
* * * *
I sat on the hill in a sort of despair. There was no town nearer than Chichester at which it was even remotely probable that there would be such a thing as an artist's colourman. And yet, without white, my absurd little pictures would be as pointless as the world would be if there were no good people in it. I stared stupidly round, racking my brain for expedients. Then I suddenly stood up and roared with laughter, again and again, so that the cows stared at me and called a committee. Imagine a man in the Sahara regretting that he had no sand for his hour-glass. Imagine a gentleman in mid-ocean wishing that he had brought some salt water with him for his chemical experiments. I was sitting on an immense warehouse of white chalk. The landscape was made entirely out of white chalk. White chalk was piled mere miles until it met the sky. I stooped and broke a piece off the rock I sat on: it did not mark so well as the shop chalks do; but it gave the effect. And I stood there in a trance of pleasure, realizing that this Southern England is not only a grand peninsula, and a tradition and a civilization; it is something even more admirable. It is a piece of chalk. 
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      Afterword

      Day Eighty-Two: Wonder

      Mary Shelley wrote this story in 1833, eleven years after her husband, Percy, drowned off the coast of Italy. By then she had also buried three of her four children. In 1824 she wrote in her journal that she felt like the last survivor of a beloved race, and she made that feeling into a novel, The Last Man (1826), about the one human being left alive on earth.

      Chesterton tells the old woman he doesn’t want his drawings “to endure in the least”, while she talks of “toughness and endurance in the material”. Winzy has drunk endurance itself, and his body becomes “too tenacious a cage for a soul which thirsts for freedom”.

      Whitman’s astronomer has charts “to add, divide, and measure”. Winzy ends up doing sums: “To have drained half the Elixir of Immortality is but to be half-immortal,” he reasons, and then he wonders “by what rule the infinite may be divided”. Whitman gets up, walks out into the night, and “Look’d up in perfect silence at the stars.”

    

  
    
      Day Eighty-Three

      Nature, closely watched

      32 minutes

      
        Story
        A White Heron
        Sarah Orne Jewett · 17 minutes
        A country girl must choose between a young hunter and the bird she alone has seen.
      

      
        Poem
        The Windhover
        Gerard Manley Hopkins · 1 minute
        A kestrel seen one morning, in the most charged language in English poetry; Hopkins thought it his best.
      

      
        Essay
        A Wind-Storm in the Forests
        John Muir · 14 minutes
        Muir goes out into a Sierra gale on purpose, to see what the forest does in it.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      A White Heron

      Sarah Orne Jewett, 1886

      
        
I


The woods were already filled with shadows one June evening, just before eight o'clock, though a bright sunset still glimmered faintly among the trunks of the trees. A little girl was driving home her cow, a plodding, dilatory, provoking creature in her behavior, but a valued companion for all that. They were going away from whatever light there was, and striking deep into the woods, but their feet were familiar with the path, and it was no matter whether their eyes could see it or not.

There was hardly a night the summer through when the old cow could be found waiting at the pasture bars; on the contrary, it was her greatest pleasure to hide herself away among the high huckleberry bushes, and though she wore a loud bell she had made the discovery that if one stood perfectly still it would not ring. So Sylvia had to hunt for her until she found her, and call Co'! Co'! with never an answering Moo, until her childish patience was quite spent. If the creature had not given good milk and plenty of it, the case would have seemed very different to her owners. Besides, Sylvia had all the time there was, and very little use to make of it. Sometimes in pleasant weather it was a consolation to look upon the cow's pranks as an intelligent attempt to play hide and seek, and as the child had no playmates she lent herself to this amusement with a good deal of zest. Though this chase had been so long that the wary animal herself had given an unusual signal of her whereabouts, Sylvia had only laughed when she came upon Mistress Moolly at the swamp-side, and urged her affectionately homeward with a twig of birch leaves. The old cow was not inclined to wander farther, she even turned in the right direction for once as they left the pasture, and stepped along the road at a good pace. She was quite ready to be milked now, and seldom stopped to browse. Sylvia wondered what her grandmother would say because they were so late. It was a great while since she had left home at half-past five o'clock, but everybody knew the difficulty of making this errand a short one. Mrs. Tilley had chased the hornéd torment too many summer evenings herself to blame any one else for lingering, and was only thankful as she waited that she had Sylvia, nowadays, to give such valuable assistance. The good woman suspected that Sylvia loitered occasionally on her own account; there never was such a child for straying about out-of-doors since the world was made! Everybody said that it was a good change for a little maid who had tried to grow for eight years in a crowded manufacturing town, but, as for Sylvia herself, it seemed as if she never had been alive at all before she came to live at the farm. She thought often with wistful compassion of a wretched geranium that belonged to a town neighbor.

"'Afraid of folks,'" old Mrs. Tilley said to herself, with a smile, after she had made the unlikely choice of Sylvia from her daughter's houseful of children, and was returning to the farm. "'Afraid of folks,' they said! I guess she won't be troubled no great with 'em up to the old place!" When they reached the door of the lonely house and stopped to unlock it, and the cat came to purr loudly, and rub against them, a deserted pussy, indeed, but fat with young robins, Sylvia whispered that this was a beautiful place to live in, and she never should wish to go home.

The companions followed the shady wood-road, the cow taking slow steps and the child very fast ones. The cow stopped long at the brook to drink, as if the pasture were not half a swamp, and Sylvia stood still and waited, letting her bare feet cool themselves in the shoal water, while the great twilight moths struck softly against her. She waded on through the brook as the cow moved away, and listened to the thrushes with a heart that beat fast with pleasure. There was a stirring in the great boughs overhead. They were full of little birds and beasts that seemed to be wide awake, and going about their world, or else saying good-night to each other in sleepy twitters. Sylvia herself felt sleepy as she walked along. However, it was not much farther to the house, and the air was soft and sweet. She was not often in the woods so late as this, and it made her feel as if she were a part of the gray shadows and the moving leaves. She was just thinking how long it seemed since she first came to the farm a year ago, and wondering if everything went on in the noisy town just the same as when she was there, the thought of the great red-faced boy who used to chase and frighten her made her hurry along the path to escape from the shadow of the trees.




Suddenly this little woods-girl is horror-stricken to hear a clear whistle not very far away. Not a bird's-whistle, which would have a sort of friendliness, but a boy's whistle, determined, and somewhat aggressive. Sylvia left the cow to whatever sad fate might await her, and stepped discreetly aside into the bushes, but she was just too late. The enemy had discovered her, and called out in a very cheerful and persuasive tone, "Halloa, little girl, how far is it to the road?" and trembling Sylvia answered almost inaudibly, "A good ways."
She did not dare to look boldly at the tall young man, who carried a gun over his shoulder, but she came out of her bush and again followed the cow, while he walked alongside.

"I have been hunting for some birds," the stranger said kindly, "and I have lost my way, and need a friend very much. Don't be afraid," he added gallantly. "Speak up and tell me what your name is, and whether you think I can spend the night at your house, and go out gunning early in the morning."

Sylvia was more alarmed than before. Would not her grandmother consider her much to blame? But who could have foreseen such an accident as this? It did not seem to be her fault, and she hung her head as if the stem of it were broken, but managed to answer "Sylvy," with much effort when her companion again asked her name.

Mrs. Tilley was standing in the doorway when the trio came into view. The cow gave a loud moo by way of explanation.



"Yes, you'd better speak up for yourself, you old trial! Where'd she tucked herself away this time, Sylvy?" But Sylvia kept an awed silence; she knew by instinct that her grandmother did not comprehend the gravity of the situation. She must be mistaking the stranger for one of the farmer-lads of the region.
The young man stood his gun beside the door, and dropped a lumpy game-bag beside it; then he bade Mrs. Tilley good-evening, and repeated his wayfarer's story, and asked if he could have a night's lodging.

"Put me anywhere you like," he said. "I must be off early in the morning, before day; but I am very hungry, indeed. You can give me some milk at any rate, that's plain."

"Dear sakes, yes," responded the hostess, whose long slumbering hospitality seemed to be easily awakened. "You might fare better if you went out to the main road a mile or so, but you're welcome to what we've got. I'll milk right off, and you make yourself at home. You can sleep on husks or feathers," she proffered graciously. "I raised them all myself. There's good pasturing for geese just below here towards the ma'sh. Now step round and set a plate for the gentleman, Sylvy!" And Sylvia promptly stepped. She was glad to have something to do, and she was hungry herself.

It was a surprise to find so clean and comfortable a little dwelling in this New England wilderness. The young man had known the horrors of its most primitive housekeeping, and the dreary squalor of that level of society which does not rebel at the companionship of hens. This was the best thrift of an old-fashioned farmstead, though on such a small scale that it seemed like a hermitage. He listened eagerly to the old woman's quaint talk, he watched Sylvia's pale face and shining gray eyes with ever growing enthusiasm, and insisted that this was the best supper he had eaten for a month, and afterward the new-made friends sat down in the door-way together while the moon came up.

Soon it would be berry-time, and Sylvia was a great help at picking. The cow was a good milker, though a plaguy thing to keep track of, the hostess gossiped frankly, adding presently that she had buried four children, so Sylvia's mother, and a son (who might be dead) in California were all the children she had left. "Dan, my boy, was a great hand to go gunning," she explained sadly. "I never wanted for pa'tridges or gray squer'ls while he was to home. He's been a great wand'rer, I expect, and he's no hand to write letters. There, I don't blame him, I'd ha' seen the world myself if it had been so I could.
"Sylvy takes after him," the grandmother continued affectionately, after a minute's pause. "There ain't a foot o' ground she don't know her way over, and the wild creaturs counts her one o' themselves. Squer'ls she'll tame to come an' feed right out o' her hands, and all sorts o' birds. Last winter she got the jay-birds to bangeing here, and I believe she'd 'a' scanted herself of her own meals to have plenty to throw out amongst 'em, if I hadn't kep' watch. Anything but crows, I tell her, I'm willin' to help support,—though Dan he had a tamed one o' them that did seem to have reason same as folks. It was round here a good spell after he went away. Dan an' his father they didn't hitch,—but he never held up his head ag'in after Dan had dared him an' gone off."

The guest did not notice this hint of family sorrows in his eager interest in something else.

"So Sylvy knows all about birds, does she?" he exclaimed, as he looked round at the little girl who sat, very demure but increasingly sleepy, in the moonlight. "I am making a collection of birds myself. I have been at it ever since I was a boy." (Mrs. Tilley smiled.) "There are two or three very rare ones I have been hunting for these five years. I mean to get them on my own ground if they can be found."

"Do you cage 'em up?" asked Mrs. Tilley doubtfully, in response to this enthusiastic announcement.

"Oh no, they're stuffed and preserved, dozens and dozens of them," said the ornithologist, "and I have shot or snared every one myself. I caught a glimpse of a white heron a few miles from here on Saturday, and I have followed it in this direction. They have never been found in this district at all. The little white heron, it is," and he turned again to look at Sylvia with the hope of discovering that the rare bird was one of her acquaintances.
But Sylvia was watching a hop-toad in the narrow footpath.

"You would know the heron if you saw it," the stranger continued eagerly. "A queer tall white bird with soft feathers and long thin legs. And it would have a nest perhaps in the top of a high tree, made of sticks, something like a hawk's nest."

Sylvia's heart gave a wild beat; she knew that strange white bird, and had once stolen softly near where it stood in some bright green swamp grass, away over at the other side of the woods. There was an open place where the sunshine always seemed strangely yellow and hot, where tall, nodding rushes grew, and her grandmother had warned her that she might sink in the soft black mud underneath and never be heard of more. Not far beyond were the salt marshes just this side the sea itself, which Sylvia wondered and dreamed much about, but never had seen, whose great voice could sometimes be heard above the noise of the woods on stormy nights.

"I can't think of anything I should like so much as to find that heron's nest," the handsome stranger was saying. "I would give ten dollars to anybody who could show it to me," he added desperately, "and I mean to spend my whole vacation hunting for it if need be. Perhaps it was only migrating, or had been chased out of its own region by some bird of prey."

Mrs. Tilley gave amazed attention to all this, but Sylvia still watched the toad, not divining, as she might have done at some calmer time, that the creature wished to get to its hole under the door-step, and was much hindered by the unusual spectators at that hour of the evening. No amount of thought, that night, could decide how many wished-for treasures the ten dollars, so lightly spoken of, would buy.
The next day the young sportsman hovered about the woods, and Sylvia kept him company, having lost her first fear of the friendly lad, who proved to be most kind and sympathetic. He told her many things about the birds and what they knew and where they lived and what they did with themselves. And he gave her a jack-knife, which she thought as great a treasure as if she were a desert-islander. All day long he did not once make her troubled or afraid except when he brought down some unsuspecting singing creature from its bough. Sylvia would have liked him vastly better without his gun; she could not understand why he killed the very birds he seemed to like so much. But as the day waned, Sylvia still watched the young man with loving admiration. She had never seen anybody so charming and delightful; the woman's heart, asleep in the child, was vaguely thrilled by a dream of love. Some premonition of that great power stirred and swayed these young creatures who traversed the solemn woodlands with soft-footed silent care. They stopped to listen to a bird's song; they pressed forward again eagerly, parting the branches,—speaking to each other rarely and in whispers; the young man going first and Sylvia following, fascinated, a few steps behind, with her gray eyes dark with excitement.

She grieved because the longed-for white heron was elusive, but she did not lead the guest, she only followed, and there was no such thing as speaking first. The sound of her own unquestioned voice would have terrified her,—it was hard enough to answer yes or no when there was need of that. At last evening began to fall, and they drove the cow home together, and Sylvia smiled with pleasure when they came to the place where she heard the whistle and was afraid only the night before.


II


Half a mile from home, at the farther edge of the woods, where the land was highest, a great pine-tree stood, the last of its generation. Whether it was left for a boundary mark, or for what reason, no one could say; the woodchoppers who had felled its mates were dead and gone long ago, and a whole forest of sturdy trees, pines and oaks and maples, had grown again. But the stately head of this old pine towered above them all and made a landmark for sea and shore miles and miles away. Sylvia knew it well. She had always believed that whoever climbed to the top of it could see the ocean; and the little girl had often laid her hand on the great rough trunk and looked up wistfully at those dark boughs that the wind always stirred, no matter how hot and still the air might be below. Now she thought of the tree with a new excitement, for why, if one climbed it at break of day, could not one see all the world, and easily discover from whence the white heron flew, and mark the place, and find the hidden nest?

What a spirit of adventure, what wild ambition! What fancied triumph and delight and glory for the later morning when she could make known the secret! It was almost too real and too great for the childish heart to bear.

All night the door of the little house stood open and the whippoorwills came and sang upon the very step. The young sportsman and his old hostess were sound asleep, but Sylvia's great design kept her broad awake and watching. She forgot to think of sleep. The short summer night seemed as long as the winter darkness, and at last when the whippoorwills ceased, and she was afraid the morning would after all come too soon, she stole out of the house and followed the pasture path through the woods, hastening toward the open ground beyond, listening with a sense of comfort and companionship to the drowsy twitter of a half-awakened bird, whose perch she had jarred in passing. Alas, if the great wave of human interest which flooded for the first time this dull little life should sweep away the satisfactions of an existence heart to heart with nature and the dumb life of the forest!
There was the huge tree asleep yet in the paling moonlight, and small and silly Sylvia began with utmost bravery to mount to the top of it, with tingling, eager blood coursing the channels of her whole frame, with her bare feet and fingers, that pinched and held like bird's claws to the monstrous ladder reaching up, up, almost to the sky itself. First she must mount the white oak tree that grew alongside, where she was almost lost among the dark branches and the green leaves heavy and wet with dew; a bird fluttered off its nest, and a red squirrel ran to and fro and scolded pettishly at the harmless housebreaker. Sylvia felt her way easily. She had often climbed there, and knew that higher still one of the oak's upper branches chafed against the pine trunk, just where its lower boughs were set close together. There, when she made the dangerous pass from one tree to the other, the great enterprise would really begin.

She crept out along the swaying oak limb at last, and took the daring step across into the old pine-tree. The way was harder than she thought; she must reach far and hold fast, the sharp dry twigs caught and held her and scratched her like angry talons, the pitch made her thin little fingers clumsy and stiff as she went round and round the tree's great stem, higher and higher upward. The sparrows and robins in the woods below were beginning to wake and twitter to the dawn, yet it seemed much lighter there aloft in the pine-tree, and the child knew she must hurry if her project were to be of any use.

The tree seemed to lengthen itself out as she went up, and to reach farther and farther upward. It was like a great main-mast to the voyaging earth; it must truly have been amazed that morning through all its ponderous frame as it felt this determined spark of human spirit wending its way from higher branch to branch. Who knows how steadily the least twigs held themselves to advantage this light, weak creature on her way! The old pine must have loved his new dependent. More than all the hawks, and bats, and moths, and even the sweet voiced thrushes, was the brave, beating heart of the solitary gray-eyed child. And the tree stood still and frowned away the winds that June morning while the dawn grew bright in the east.

Sylvia's face was like a pale star, if one had seen it from the ground, when the last thorny bough was past, and she stood trembling and tired but wholly triumphant, high in the tree-top. Yes, there was the sea with the dawning sun making a golden dazzle over it, and toward that glorious east flew two hawks with slow-moving pinions. How low they looked in the air from that height when one had only seen them before far up, and dark against the blue sky. Their gray feathers were as soft as moths; they seemed only a little way from the tree, and Sylvia felt as if she too could go flying away among the clouds. Westward, the woodlands and farms reached miles and miles into the distance; here and there were church steeples, and white villages, truly it was a vast and awesome world.

The birds sang louder and louder. At last the sun came up bewilderingly bright. Sylvia could see the white sails of ships out at sea, and the clouds that were purple and rose-colored and yellow at first began to fade away. Where was the white heron's nest in the sea of green branches, and was this wonderful sight and pageant of the world the only reward for having climbed to such a giddy height? Now look down again, Sylvia, where the green marsh is set among the shining birches and dark hemlocks; there where you saw the white heron once you will see him again; look, look! a white spot of him like a single floating feather comes up from the dead hemlock and grows larger, and rises, and comes close at last, and goes by the landmark pine with steady sweep of wing and outstretched slender neck and crested head. And wait! wait! do not move a foot or a finger, little girl, do not send an arrow of light and consciousness from your two eager eyes, for the heron has perched on a pine bough not far beyond yours, and cries back to his mate on the nest and plumes his feathers for the new day!
The child gives a long sigh a minute later when a company of shouting cat-birds comes also to the tree, and vexed by their fluttering and lawlessness the solemn heron goes away. She knows his secret now, the wild, light, slender bird that floats and wavers, and goes back like an arrow presently to his home in the green world beneath. Then Sylvia, well satisfied, makes her perilous way down again, not daring to look far below the branch she stands on, ready to cry sometimes because her fingers ache and her lamed feet slip. Wondering over and over again what the stranger would say to her, and what he would think when she told him how to find his way straight to the heron's nest.

"Sylvy, Sylvy!" called the busy old grandmother again and again, but nobody answered, and the small husk bed was empty and Sylvia had disappeared.

The guest waked from a dream, and remembering his day's pleasure hurried to dress himself that might it sooner begin. He was sure from the way the shy little girl looked once or twice yesterday that she had at least seen the white heron, and now she must really be made to tell. Here she comes now, paler than ever, and her worn old frock is torn and tattered, and smeared with pine pitch. The grandmother and the sportsman stand in the door together and question her, and the splendid moment has come to speak of the dead hemlock-tree by the green marsh.

But Sylvia does not speak after all, though the old grandmother fretfully rebukes her, and the young man's kind, appealing eyes are looking straight in her own. He can make them rich with money; he has promised it, and they are poor now. He is so well worth making happy, and he waits to hear the story she can tell.

No, she must keep silence! What is it that suddenly forbids her and makes her dumb? Has she been nine years growing and now, when the great world for the first time puts out a hand to her, must she thrust it aside for a bird's sake? The murmur of the pine's green branches is in her ears, she remembers how the white heron came flying through the golden air and how they watched the sea and the morning together, and Sylvia cannot speak; she cannot tell the heron's secret and give its life away.
Dear loyalty, that suffered a sharp pang as the guest went away disappointed later in the day, that could have served and followed him and loved him as a dog loves! Many a night Sylvia heard the echo of his whistle haunting the pasture path as she came home with the loitering cow. She forgot even her sorrow at the sharp report of his gun and the sight of thrushes and sparrows dropping silent to the ground, their songs hushed and their pretty feathers stained and wet with blood. Were the birds better friends than their hunter might have been,—who can tell? Whatever treasures were lost to her, woodlands and summer-time, remember! Bring your gifts and graces and tell your secrets to this lonely country child!
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      Poem

      The Windhover

      Gerard Manley Hopkins, 1918
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The Windhover:




To Christ our Lord





I caught this morning morning's minion, king-

 dom of daylight's dauphin, dapple-dawn-drawn Falcon, in his riding

 Of the rolling level underneath him steady air, and striding

High there, how he rung upon the rein of a wimpling wing

In his ecstacy! then off, off forth on swing,

 As a skate's heel sweeps smooth on a bow-bend: the hurl and gliding

 Rebuffed the big wind. My heart in hiding

Stirred for a bird,—the achieve of, the mastery of the thing!



Brute beauty and valour and act, oh, air, pride, plume, here

 Buckle! and the fire that breaks from thee then, a billion

Times told lovelier, more dangerous, O my chevalier!



 No wonder of it: shéer plód makes plough down sillion

Shine, and blue-bleak embers, ah my dear,

 Fall, gall themselves, and gash gold-vermillion.
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      Essay

      A Wind-Storm in the Forests

      John Muir, 1878

      






















































































The mountain winds, like the dew and rain, sunshine and snow, are measured and
bestowed with love on the forests to develop their strength and beauty. However
restricted the scope of other forest influences, that of the winds is
universal. The snow bends and trims the upper forests every winter, the
lightning strikes a single tree here and there, while avalanches mow down
thousands at a swoop as a gardener trims out a bed of flowers. But the winds go
to every tree, fingering every leaf and branch and furrowed bole; not one is
forgotten; the Mountain Pine towering with outstretched arms on the rugged
buttresses of the icy peaks, the lowliest and most retiring tenant of the
dells; they seek and find them all, caressing them tenderly, bending them in
lusty exercise, stimulating their growth, plucking off a leaf or limb as
required, or removing an entire tree or grove, now whispering and cooing
through the branches like a sleepy child, now roaring like the ocean; the winds
blessing the forests, the forests the winds, with ineffable beauty and harmony
as the sure result.



A WIND-STORM IN THE CALIFORNIA FORESTS. (AFTER A SKETCH BY THE AUTHOR.)




After one has seen pines six feet in diameter bending like grasses before a
mountain gale, and ever and anon some giant falling with a crash that shakes
the hills, it seems astonishing that any, save the lowest thickset trees, could
ever have found a period sufficiently stormless to establish themselves; or,
once established, that they should not, sooner or later, have been blown down.
But when the storm is over, and we behold the same forests tranquil again,
towering fresh and unscathed in erect majesty, and consider what centuries of
storms have fallen upon them since they were first planted,—hail, to
break the tender seedlings; lightning, to scorch and shatter; snow, winds, and
avalanches, to crush and overwhelm,—while the manifest result of all this
wild storm-culture is the glorious perfection we behold; then faith in
Nature’s forestry is established, and we cease to deplore the violence of
her most destructive gales, or of any other storm-implement whatsoever.



There are two trees in the Sierra forests that are never blown down, so long as
they continue in sound health. These are the Juniper and the Dwarf Pine of the
summit peaks. Their stiff, crooked roots grip the storm-beaten ledges like
eagles’ claws, while their lithe, cord-like branches bend round
compliantly, offering but slight holds for winds, however violent. The other
alpine conifers—the Needle Pine, Mountain Pine, Two-leaved Pine, and
Hemlock Spruce—are never thinned out by this agent to any destructive
extent, on account of their admirable toughness and the closeness of their
growth. In general the same is true of the giants of the lower zones. The
kingly Sugar Pine, towering aloft to a height of more than 200 feet, offers a
fine mark to storm-winds; but it is not densely foliaged, and its long,
horizontal arms swing round compliantly in the blast, like tresses of green,
fluent algae in a brook; while the Silver Firs in most places keep their ranks
well together in united strength. The Yellow or Silver Pine is more frequently
overturned than any other tree on the Sierra, because its leaves and branches
form a larger mass in proportion to its height, while in many places it is
planted sparsely, leaving open lanes through which storms may enter with full
force. Furthermore, because it is distributed along the lower portion of the
range, which was the first to be left bare on the breaking up of the ice-sheet
at the close of the glacial winter, the soil it is growing upon has been longer
exposed to post-glacial weathering, and consequently is in a more crumbling,
decayed condition than the fresher soils farther up the range, and therefore
offers a less secure anchorage for the roots.



While exploring the forest zones of Mount Shasta, I discovered the path of a
hurricane strewn with thousands of pines of this species. Great and small had
been uprooted or wrenched off by sheer force, making a clean gap, like that
made by a snow avalanche. But hurricanes capable of doing this class of work
are rare in the Sierra, and when we have explored the forests from one
extremity of the range to the other, we are compelled to believe that they are
the most beautiful on the face of the earth, however we may regard the agents
that have made them so.



There is always something deeply exciting, not only in the sounds of winds in
the woods, which exert more or less influence over every mind, but in their
varied waterlike flow as manifested by the movements of the trees, especially
those of the conifers. By no other trees are they rendered so extensively and
impressively visible, not even by the lordly tropic palms or tree-ferns
responsive to the gentlest breeze. The waving of a forest of the giant Sequoias
is indescribably impressive and sublime, but the pines seem to me the best
interpreters of winds. They are mighty waving goldenrods, ever in tune, singing
and writing wind-music all their long century lives. Little, however, of this
noble tree-waving and tree-music will you see or hear in the strictly alpine
portion of the forests. The burly Juniper, whose girth sometimes more than
equals its height, is about as rigid as the rocks on which it grows. The
slender lash-like sprays of the Dwarf Pine stream out in wavering ripples, but
the tallest and slenderest are far too unyielding to wave even in the heaviest
gales. They only shake in quick, short vibrations. The Hemlock Spruce, however,
and the Mountain Pine, and some of the tallest thickets of the Two-leaved
species bow in storms with considerable scope and gracefulness. But it is only
in the lower and middle zones that the meeting of winds and woods is to be seen
in all its grandeur.



One of the most beautiful and exhilarating storms I ever enjoyed in the Sierra
occurred in December, 1874, when I happened to be exploring one of the
tributary valleys of the Yuba River. The sky and the ground and the trees had
been thoroughly rain-washed and were dry again. The day was intensely pure, one
of those incomparable bits of California winter, warm and balmy and full of
white sparkling sunshine, redolent of all the purest influences of the spring,
and at the same time enlivened with one of the most bracing wind-storms
conceivable. Instead of camping out, as I usually do, I then chanced to be
stopping at the house of a friend. But when the storm began to sound, I lost no
time in pushing out into the woods to enjoy it. For on such occasions Nature
has always something rare to show us, and the danger to life and limb is hardly
greater than one would experience crouching deprecatingly beneath a roof.



It was still early morning when I found myself fairly adrift. Delicious
sunshine came pouring over the hills, lighting the tops of the pines, and
setting free a steam of summery fragrance that contrasted strangely with the
wild tones of the storm. The air was mottled with pine-tassels and bright green
plumes, that went flashing past in the sunlight like birds pursued. But there
was not the slightest dustiness, nothing less pure than leaves, and ripe
pollen, and flecks of withered bracken and moss. I heard trees falling for
hours at the rate of one every two or three minutes; some uprooted, partly on
account of the loose, water-soaked condition of the ground; others broken
straight across, where some weakness caused by fire had determined the spot.
The gestures of the various trees made a delightful study. Young Sugar Pines,
light and feathery as squirrel-tails, were bowing almost to the ground; while
the grand old patriarchs, whose massive boles had been tried in a hundred
storms, waved solemnly above them, their long, arching branches streaming
fluently on the gale, and every needle thrilling and ringing and shedding off
keen lances of light like a diamond. The Douglas Spruces, with long sprays
drawn out in level tresses, and needles massed in a gray, shimmering glow,
presented a most striking appearance as they stood in bold relief along the
hilltops. The madroños in the dells, with their red bark and large glossy
leaves tilted every way, reflected the sunshine in throbbing spangles like
those one so often sees on the rippled surface of a glacier lake. But the
Silver Pines were now the most impressively beautiful of all. Colossal spires
200 feet in height waved like supple golden-rods chanting and bowing low as if
in worship, while the whole mass of their long, tremulous foliage was kindled
into one continuous blaze of white sun-fire. The force of the gale was such
that the most steadfast monarch of them all rocked down to its roots with a
motion plainly perceptible when one leaned against it. Nature was holding high
festival, and every fiber of the most rigid giants thrilled with glad
excitement.



I drifted on through the midst of this passionate music and motion, across many
a glen, from ridge to ridge; often halting in the lee of a rock for shelter, or
to gaze and listen. Even when the grand anthem had swelled to its highest
pitch, I could distinctly hear the varying tones of individual
trees,—Spruce, and Fir, and Pine, and leafless Oak,—and even the
infinitely gentle rustle of the withered grasses at my feet. Each was
expressing itself in its own way,—singing its own song, and making its
own peculiar gestures,—manifesting a richness of variety to be found in
no other forest I have yet seen. The coniferous woods of Canada, and the
Carolinas, and Florida, are made up of trees that resemble one another about as
nearly as blades of grass, and grow close together in much the same way.
Coniferous trees, in general, seldom possess individual character, such as is
manifest among Oaks and Elms. But the California forests are made up of a
greater number of distinct species than any other in the world. And in them we
find, not only a marked differentiation into special groups, but also a marked
individuality in almost every tree, giving rise to storm effects indescribably
glorious.



Toward midday, after a long, tingling scramble through copses of hazel and
ceanothus, I gained the summit of the highest ridge in the neighborhood; and
then it occurred to me that it would be a fine thing to climb one of the trees
to obtain a wider outlook and get my ear close to the Aeolian music of its
topmost needles. But under the circumstances the choice of a tree was a serious
matter. One whose instep was not very strong seemed in danger of being blown
down, or of being struck by others in case they should fall; another was
branchless to a considerable height above the ground, and at the same time too
large to be grasped with arms and legs in climbing; while others were not
favorably situated for clear views. After cautiously casting about, I made
choice of the tallest of a group of Douglas Spruces that were growing close
together like a tuft of grass, no one of which seemed likely to fall unless all
the rest fell with it. Though comparatively young, they were about 100 feet
high, and their lithe, brushy tops were rocking and swirling in wild ecstasy.
Being accustomed to climb trees in making botanical studies, I experienced no
difficulty in reaching the top of this one, and never before did I enjoy so
noble an exhilaration of motion. The slender tops fairly flapped and swished in
the passionate torrent, bending and swirling backward and forward, round and
round, tracing indescribable combinations of vertical and horizontal curves,
while I clung with muscles firm braced, like a bobolink on a reed.



YELLOW PINE AND LIBOCEDRUS

The two inside trees are Libocedrus, the two outside trees, Yellow Pine.




In its widest sweeps my tree-top described an arc of from twenty to thirty
degrees, but I felt sure of its elastic temper, having seen others of the same
species still more severely tried—bent almost to the ground indeed, in
heavy snows—without breaking a fiber. I was therefore safe, and free to
take the wind into my pulses and enjoy the excited forest from my superb
outlook. The view from here must be extremely beautiful in any weather. Now my
eye roved over the piny hills and dales as over fields of waving grain, and
felt the light running in ripples and broad swelling undulations across the
valleys from ridge to ridge, as the shining foliage was stirred by
corresponding waves of air. Oftentimes these waves of reflected light would
break up suddenly into a kind of beaten foam, and again, after chasing one
another in regular order, they would seem to bend forward in concentric curves,
and disappear on some hillside, like sea-waves on a shelving shore. The
quantity of light reflected from the bent needles was so great as to make whole
groves appear as if covered with snow, while the black shadows beneath the
trees greatly enhanced the effect of the silvery splendor.



Excepting only the shadows there was nothing somber in all this wild sea of
pines. On the contrary, notwithstanding this was the winter season, the colors
were remarkably beautiful. The shafts of the pine and libocedrus were brown and
purple, and most of the foliage was well tinged with yellow; the laurel groves,
with the pale undersides of their leaves turned upward, made masses of gray;
and then there was many a dash of chocolate color from clumps of manzanita, and
jet of vivid crimson from the bark of the madroños, while the ground on the
hillsides, appearing here and there through openings between the groves,
displayed masses of pale purple and brown.



The sounds of the storm corresponded gloriously with this wild exuberance of
light and motion. The profound bass of the naked branches and boles booming
like waterfalls; the quick, tense vibrations of the pine-needles, now rising to
a shrill, whistling hiss, now falling to a silky murmur; the rustling of laurel
groves in the dells, and the keen metallic click of leaf on leaf—all this
was heard in easy analysis when the attention was calmly bent.



The varied gestures of the multitude were seen to fine advantage, so that one
could recognize the different species at a distance of several miles by this
means alone, as well as by their forms and colors, and the way they reflected
the light. All seemed strong and comfortable, as if really enjoying the storm,
while responding to its most enthusiastic greetings. We hear much nowadays
concerning the universal struggle for existence, but no struggle in the common
meaning of the word was manifest here; no recognition of danger by any tree; no
deprecation; but rather an invincible gladness as remote from exultation as
from fear.



I kept my lofty perch for hours, frequently closing my eyes to enjoy the music
by itself, or to feast quietly on the delicious fragrance that was streaming
past. The fragrance of the woods was less marked than that produced during warm
rain, when so many balsamic buds and leaves are steeped like tea; but, from the
chafing of resiny branches against each other, and the incessant attrition of
myriads of needles, the gale was spiced to a very tonic degree. And besides the
fragrance from these local sources there were traces of scents brought from
afar. For this wind came first from the sea, rubbing against its fresh, briny
waves, then distilled through the redwoods, threading rich ferny gulches, and
spreading itself in broad undulating currents over many a flower-enameled ridge
of the coast mountains, then across the golden plains, up the purple
foot-hills, and into these piny woods with the varied incense gathered by the
way.



Winds are advertisements of all they touch, however much or little we may be
able to read them; telling their wanderings even by their scents alone.
Mariners detect the flowery perfume of land-winds far at sea, and sea-winds
carry the fragrance of dulse and tangle far inland, where it is quickly
recognized, though mingled with the scents of a thousand land-flowers. As an
illustration of this, I may tell here that I breathed sea-air on the Firth of
Forth, in Scotland, while a boy; then was taken to Wisconsin, where I remained
nineteen years; then, without in all this time having breathed one breath of
the sea, I walked quietly, alone, from the middle of the Mississippi Valley to
the Gulf of Mexico, on a botanical excursion, and while in Florida, far from
the coast, my attention wholly bent on the splendid tropical vegetation about
me, I suddenly recognized a sea-breeze, as it came sifting through the
palmettos and blooming vine-tangles, which at once awakened and set free a
thousand dormant associations, and made me a boy again in Scotland, as if all
the intervening years had been annihilated.



Most people like to look at mountain rivers, and bear them in mind; but few
care to look at the winds, though far more beautiful and sublime, and though
they become at times about as visible as flowing water. When the north winds in
winter are making upward sweeps over the curving summits of the High Sierra,
the fact is sometimes published with flying snow-banners a mile long. Those
portions of the winds thus embodied can scarce be wholly invisible, even to the
darkest imagination. And when we look around over an agitated forest, we may
see something of the wind that stirs it, by its effects upon the trees. Yonder
it descends in a rush of water-like ripples, and sweeps over the bending pines
from hill to hill. Nearer, we see detached plumes and leaves, now speeding by
on level currents, now whirling in eddies, or, escaping over the edges of the
whirls, soaring aloft on grand, upswelling domes of air, or tossing on
flame-like crests. Smooth, deep currents, cascades, falls, and swirling eddies,
sing around every tree and leaf, and over all the varied topography of the
region with telling changes of form, like mountain rivers conforming to the
features of their channels.



After tracing the Sierra streams from their fountains to the plains, marking
where they bloom white in falls, glide in crystal plumes, surge gray and
foam-filled in boulder-choked gorges, and slip through the woods in long,
tranquil reaches—after thus learning their language and forms in detail,
we may at length hear them chanting all together in one grand anthem, and
comprehend them all in clear inner vision, covering the range like lace. But
even this spectacle is far less sublime and not a whit more substantial than
what we may behold of these storm-streams of air in the mountain woods.



We all travel the milky way together, trees and men; but it never occurred to
me until this storm-day, while swinging in the wind, that trees are travelers,
in the ordinary sense. They make many journeys, not extensive ones, it is true;
but our own little journeys, away and back again, are only little more than
tree-wavings—many of them not so much.



When the storm began to abate, I dismounted and sauntered down through the
calming woods. The storm-tones died away, and, turning toward the east, I
beheld the countless hosts of the forests hushed and tranquil, towering above
one another on the slopes of the hills like a devout audience. The setting sun
filled them with amber light, and seemed to say, while they listened, “My
peace I give unto you.”



As I gazed on the impressive scene, all the so-called ruin of the storm was
forgotten, and never before did these noble woods appear so fresh, so joyous,
so immortal.






      Text from Project Gutenberg.

    

  
    
      Afterword

      Day Eighty-Three: Nature, closely watched

      Sylvia’s young man shoots and stuffs his birds, as naturalists then did; Audubon shot the birds he painted. But herons had a worse enemy in the 1880s. Their breeding plumes were the height of fashion on women’s hats, and plume hunters shot the adults at their nests and left the young to starve, until the white herons, the egrets, had nearly vanished from the United States. In 1896 two Boston women, Harriet Hemenway and Minna Hall, began holding teas to persuade their friends to give up feathered hats, and founded the Massachusetts Audubon Society. The campaign that followed brought laws that ended the trade.

      Two people climb to the top of a tree today. Sylvia’s pine is “like a great main-mast to the voyaging earth”; Muir, swaying in his spruce, realises that “trees are travelers”. Both hang on like birds, Sylvia with bare feet and fingers that “pinched and held like bird’s claws”, Muir “like a bobolink on a reed”. Hopkins keeps his feet on the ground and lets the bird do the climbing, and still “My heart in hiding / Stirred for a bird”. When the young man describes the heron, Sylvia’s heart “gave a wild beat”.

    

  
    
      Day Eighty-Four

      At sea

      A longer day, 52 minutes

      
        Story
        The Open Boat
        Stephen Crane · 38 minutes
        Based on Crane's own shipwreck off Florida in 1897: four men in a ten-foot dinghy, rowing for a shore they can see.
      

      
        Poem
        Sea-Fever
        John Masefield · 1 minute
        'I must down to the seas again': the poem every schoolchild once knew, by a poet who went to sea as a boy.
      

      
        Essay
        Landfalls and Departures (The Mirror of the Sea)
        Joseph Conrad · 13 minutes
        Conrad, twenty years a sailor before he was a novelist, on the first sight of land and the last.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      The Open Boat

      Stephen Crane, 1897

      
        
A TALE INTENDED TO BE AFTER THE FACT. BEING THE EXPERIENCE OF FOUR MEN SUNK FROM THE STEAMER COMMODORE.

I


NONE of them knew the color of the sky. Their eyes glanced level, and were fastened upon the waves that swept toward them. These waves were of the hue of slate, save for the tops, which were of foaming white, and all of the men knew the colors of the sea. The horizon narrowed and widened, and dipped and rose, and at all times its edge was jagged with waves that seemed thrust up in points like rocks.

Many a man ought to have a bath-tub larger than the boat which here rode upon the sea. These waves were most wrongfully and barbarously abrupt and tall, and each froth-top was a problem in small boat navigation.

The cook squatted in the bottom and looked with both eyes at the six inches of gunwale which separated him from the ocean. His sleeves were rolled over his fat forearms, and the two flaps of his unbuttoned vest dangled as he bent to bail out the boat. Often he said: "Gawd! That was a narrow clip." As he remarked it he invariably gazed eastward over the broken sea.

The oiler, steering with one of the two oars in the boat, sometimes raised himself suddenly to keep clear of water that swirled in over the stern. It was a thin little oar and it seemed often ready to snap.

The correspondent, pulling at the other oar, watched the waves and wondered why he was there.

The injured captain, lying in the bow, was at this time buried in that profound dejection and indifference which comes, temporarily at least, to even the bravest and most enduring when, willy nilly, the firm fails, the army loses, the ship goes down. The mind of the master of a vessel is rooted deep in the timbers of her, though he command for a day or a decade, and this captain had on him the stern impression of a scene in the grays of dawn of seven turned faces, and later a stump of a top-mast with a white ball on it that slashed to and fro at the waves, went low and lower, and down. Thereafter there was something strange in his voice. Although steady, it was deep with mourning, and of a quality beyond oration or tears.

"Keep'er a little more south, Billie," said he.

"'A little more south,' sir," said the oiler in the stern.

A seat in this boat was not unlike a seat upon a bucking broncho, and, by the same token, a broncho is not much smaller. The craft pranced and reared, and plunged like an animal. As each wave came, and she rose for it, she seemed like a horse making at a fence outrageously high. The manner of her scramble over these walls of water is a mystic thing, and, moreover, at the top of them were ordinarily these problems in white water, the foam racing down from the summit of each wave, requiring a new leap, and a leap from the air. Then, after scornfully bumping a crest, she would slide, and race, and splash down a long incline and arrive bobbing and nodding in front of the next menace.

A singular disadvantage of the sea lies in the fact that after successfully surmounting one wave you discover that there is another behind it just as important and just as nervously anxious to do something effective in the way of swamping boats. In a ten-foot dingey one can get an idea of the resources of the sea in the line of waves that is not probable to the average experience, which is never at sea in a dingey. As each slaty wall of water approached, it shut all else from the view of the men in the boat, and it was not difficult to imagine that this particular wave was the final outburst of the ocean, the last effort of the grim water. There was a terrible grace in the move of the waves, and they came in silence, save for the snarling of the crests.

In the wan light, the faces of the men must have been gray. Their eyes must have glinted in strange ways as they gazed steadily astern. Viewed from a balcony, the whole thing would doubtlessly have been weirdly picturesque. But the men in the boat had no time to see it, and if they had had leisure there were other things to occupy their minds. The sun swung steadily up the sky, and they knew it was broad day because the color of the sea changed from slate to emerald-green, streaked with amber lights, and the foam was like tumbling snow. The process of the breaking day was unknown to them. They were aware only of this effect upon the color of the waves that rolled toward them.

In disjointed sentences the cook and the correspondent argued as to the difference between a life-saving station and a house of refuge. The cook had said: "There's a house of refuge just north of the Mosquito Inlet Light, and as soon as they see us, they'll come off in their boat and pick us up."

"As soon as who see us?" said the correspondent.

"The crew," said the cook.

"Houses of refuge don't have crews," said the correspondent. "As I understand them, they are only places where clothes and grub are stored for the benefit of shipwrecked people. They don't carry crews."

"Oh, yes, they do," said the cook.

"No, they don't," said the correspondent.

"Well, we're not there yet, anyhow," said the oiler, in the stern.

"Well," said the cook, "perhaps it's not a house of refuge that I'm thinking of as being near Mosquito Inlet Light. Perhaps it's a life-saving station."

"We're not there yet," said the oiler, in the stern.


II


As the boat bounced from the top of each wave, the wind tore through the hair of the hatless men, and as the craft plopped her stern down again the spray slashed past them. The crest of each of these waves was a hill, from the top of which the men surveyed, for a moment, a broad tumultuous expanse; shining and wind-riven. It was probably splendid. It was probably glorious, this play of the free sea, wild with lights of emerald and white and amber.

"Bully good thing it's an on-shore wind," said the cook. "If not, where would we be? Wouldn't have a show."

"That's right," said the correspondent.

The busy oiler nodded his assent.

Then the captain, in the bow, chuckled in a way that expressed humor, contempt, tragedy, all in one. "Do you think we've got much of a show, now, boys?" said he.

Whereupon the three were silent, save for a trifle of hemming and hawing. To express any particular optimism at this time they felt to be childish and stupid, but they all doubtless possessed this sense of the situation in their mind. A young man thinks doggedly at such times. On the other hand, the ethics of their condition was decidedly against any open suggestion of hopelessness. So they were silent.

"Oh, well," said the captain, soothing his children, "we'll get ashore all right."

But there was that in his tone which made them think, so the oiler quoth: "Yes! If this wind holds!"

The cook was bailing: "Yes! If we don't catch hell in the surf."

Canton flannel gulls flew near and far. Sometimes they sat down on the sea, near patches of brown sea-weed that rolled over the waves with a movement like carpets on line in a gale. The birds sat comfortably in groups, and they were envied by some in the dingey, for the wrath of the sea was no more to them than it was to a covey of prairie chickens a thousand miles inland. Often they came very close and stared at the men with black bead-like eyes. At these times they were uncanny and sinister in their unblinking scrutiny, and the men hooted angrily at them, telling them to be gone. One came, and evidently decided to alight on the top of the captain's head. The bird flew parallel to the boat and did not circle, but made short sidelong jumps in the air in chicken-fashion. His black eyes were wistfully fixed upon the captain's head. "Ugly brute," said the oiler to the bird. "You look as if you were made with a jack-knife." The cook and the correspondent swore darkly at the creature. The captain naturally wished to knock it away with the end of the heavy painter, but he did not dare do it, because anything resembling an emphatic gesture would have capsized this freighted boat, and so with his open hand, the captain gently and carefully waved the gull away. After it had been discouraged from the pursuit the captain breathed easier on account of his hair, and others breathed easier because the bird struck their minds at this time as being somehow gruesome and ominous.

In the meantime the oiler and the correspondent rowed. And also they rowed.

They sat together in the same seat, and each rowed an oar. Then the oiler took both oars; then the correspondent took both oars; then the oiler; then the correspondent. They rowed and they rowed. The very ticklish part of the business was when the time came for the reclining one in the stern to take his turn at the oars. By the very last star of truth, it is easier to steal eggs from under a hen than it was to change seats in the dingey. First the man in the stern slid his hand along the thwart and moved with care, as if he were of Sevres. Then the man in the rowing seat slid his hand along the other thwart. It was all done with the most extraordinary care. As the two sidled past each other, the whole party kept watchful eyes on the coming wave, and the captain cried: "Look out now! Steady there!"

The brown mats of sea-weed that appeared from time to time were like islands, bits of earth. They were travelling, apparently, neither one way nor the other. They were, to all intents stationary. They informed the men in the boat that it was making progress slowly toward the land.

The captain, rearing cautiously in the bow, after the dingey soared on a great swell, said that he had seen the lighthouse at Mosquito Inlet. Presently the cook remarked that he had seen it. The correspondent was at the oars, then, and for some reason he too wished to look at the lighthouse, but his back was toward the far shore and the waves were important, and for some time he could not seize an opportunity to turn his head. But at last there came a wave more gentle than the others, and when at the crest of it he swiftly scoured the western horizon.

"See it?" said the captain.

"No," said the correspondent, slowly, "I didn't see anything."

"Look again," said the captain. He pointed. "It's exactly in that direction."

At the top of another wave, the correspondent did as he was bid, and this time his eyes chanced on a small still thing on the edge of the swaying horizon. It was precisely like the point of a pin. It took an anxious eye to find a lighthouse so tiny.

"Think we'll make it, captain?"

"If this wind holds and the boat don't swamp, we can't do much else," said the captain.

The little boat, lifted by each towering sea, and splashed viciously by the crests, made progress that in the absence of sea-weed was not apparent to those in her. She seemed just a wee thing wallowing, miraculously, top-up, at the mercy of five oceans. Occasionally, a great spread of water, like white flames, swarmed into her.

"Bail her, cook," said the captain, serenely.

"All right, captain," said the cheerful cook.


III


IT would be difficult to describe the subtle brotherhood of men that was here established on the seas. No one said that it was so. No one mentioned it. But it dwelt in the boat, and each man felt it warm him. They were a captain, an oiler, a cook, and a correspondent, and they were friends, friends in a more curiously iron-bound degree than may be common. The hurt captain, lying against the water-jar in the bow, spoke always in a low voice and calmly, but he could never command a more ready and swiftly obedient crew than the motley three of the dingey. It was more than a mere recognition of what was best for the common safety. There was surely in it a quality that was personal and heartfelt. And after this devotion to the commander of the boat there was this comradeship that the correspondent, for instance, who had been taught to be cynical of men, knew even at the time was the best experience of his life. But no one said that it was so. No one mentioned it.

"I wish we had a sail," remarked the captain. "We might try my overcoat on the end of an oar and give you two boys a chance to rest." So the cook and the correspondent held the mast and spread wide the overcoat. The oiler steered, and the little boat made good way with her new rig. Sometimes the oiler had to scull sharply to keep a sea from breaking into the boat, but otherwise sailing was a success.

Meanwhile the light-house had been growing slowly larger. It had now almost assumed color, and appeared like a little gray shadow on the sky. The man at the oars could not be prevented from turning his head rather often to try for a glimpse of this little gray shadow.

At last, from the top of each wave the men in the tossing boat could see land. Even as the light-house was an upright shadow on the sky, this land seemed but a long black shadow on the sea. It certainly was thinner than paper. "We must be about opposite New Smyrna," said the cook, who had coasted this shore often in schooners. "Captain, by the way, I believe they abandoned that life-saving station there about a year ago."

"Did they?" said the captain.

The wind slowly died away. The cook and the correspondent were not now obliged to slave in order to hold high the oar. But the waves continued their old impetuous swooping at the dingey, and the little craft, no longer under way, struggled woundily over them. The oiler or the correspondent took the oars again.

Shipwrecks are apropos of nothing. If men could only train for them and have them occur when the men had reached pink condition, there would be less drowning at sea. Of the four in the dingey none had slept any time worth mentioning for two days and two nights previous to embarking in the dingey, and in the excitement of clambering about the deck of a foundering ship they had also forgotten to eat heartily.

For these reasons, and for others, neither the oiler nor the correspondent was fond of rowing at this time. The correspondent wondered ingenuously how in the name of all that was sane could there be people who thought it amusing to row a boat. It was not an amusement; it was a diabolical punishment, and even a genius of mental aberrations could never conclude that it was anything but a horror to the muscles and a crime against the back. He mentioned to the boat in general how the amusement of rowing struck him, and the weary-faced oiler smiled in full sympathy. Previously to the foundering, by the way, the oiler had worked double-watch in the engine-room of the ship.

"Take her easy, now, boys," said the captain. "Don't spend yourselves. If we have to run a surf you'll need all your strength, because we'll sure have to swim for it. Take your time."

Slowly the land arose from the sea. From a black line it became a line of black and a line of white, trees, and sand. Finally, the captain said that he could make out a house on the shore. "That's the house of refuge, sure," said the cook. "They'll see us before long, and come out after us."

The distant light-house reared high. "The keeper ought to be able to make us out now, if he's looking through a glass," said the captain. "He'll notify the life-saving people."

"None of those other boats could have got ashore to give word of the wreck," said the oiler, in a low voice. "Else the life-boat would be out hunting us."

Slowly and beautifully the land loomed out of the sea. The wind came again. It had veered from the northeast to the southeast. Finally, a new sound struck the ears of the men in the boat. It was the low thunder of the surf on the shore. "We'll never be able to make the light-house now," said the captain. "Swing her head a little more north, Billie," said the captain.

"'A little more north,' sir," said the oiler.

Whereupon the little boat turned her nose once more down the wind, and all but the oarsman watched the shore grow. Under the influence of this expansion doubt and direful apprehension was leaving the minds of the men. The management of the boat was still most absorbing, but it could not prevent a quiet cheerfulness. In an hour, perhaps, they would be ashore.

Their back-bones had become thoroughly used to balancing in the boat and they now rode this wild colt of a dingey like circus men. The correspondent thought that he had been drenched to the skin, but happening to feel in the top pocket of his coat, he found therein eight cigars. Four of them were soaked with sea-water; four were perfectly scatheless. After a search, somebody produced three dry matches, and thereupon the four waifs rode in their little boat, and with an assurance of an impending rescue shining in their eyes, puffed at the big cigars and judged well and ill of all men. Everybody took a drink of water.


IV


"COOK," remarked the captain, "there don't seem to be any signs of life about your house of refuge."

"No," replied the cook. "Funny they don't see us!"

A broad stretch of lowly coast lay before the eyes of the men. It was of low dunes topped with dark vegetation. The roar of the surf was plain, and sometimes they could see the white lip of a wave as it spun up the beach. A tiny house was blocked out black upon the sky. Southward, the slim light-house lifted its little gray length.

Tide, wind, and waves were swinging the dingey northward. "Funny they don't see us," said the men.

The surf's roar was here dulled, but its tone was, nevertheless, thunderous and mighty. As the boat swam over the great rollers, the men sat listening to this roar. "We'll swamp sure," said everybody.

It is fair to say here that there was not a life-saving station within twenty miles in either direction, but the men did not know this fact and in consequence they made dark and opprobrious remarks concerning the eyesight of the nation's life-savers. Four scowling men sat in the dingey and surpassed records in the invention of epithets.

"Funny they don't see us."

The light-heartedness of a former time had completely faded. To their sharpened minds it was easy to conjure pictures of all kinds of incompetency and blindness and indeed, cowardice. There was the shore of the populous land, and it was bitter and bitter to them that from it came no sign.

"Well," said the captain, ultimately, "I suppose we'll have to make a try for ourselves. If we stay out here too long, we'll none of us have strength left to swim after the boat swamps."

And so the oiler, who was at the oars, turned the boat straight for the shore. There was a sudden tightening of muscles. There was some thinking.

"If we don't all get ashore -- " said the captain. "If we don't all get ashore, I suppose you fellows know where to send news of my finish?"

They then briefly exchanged some addresses and admonitions. As for the reflections of the men, there was a great deal of rage in them. Perchance they might be formulated thus: "If I am going to be drowned -- if I am going to be drowned -- if I am going to be drowned, why, in the name of the seven mad gods who rule the sea, was I allowed to come thus far and contemplate sand and trees? Was I brought here merely to have my nose dragged away as I was about to nibble the sacred cheese of life? It is preposterous. If this old ninny-woman, Fate, cannot do better than this, she should be deprived of the management of men's fortunes. She is an old hen who knows not her intention. If she has decided to drown me, why did she not do it in the beginning and save me all this trouble. The whole affair is absurd. . . . But, no, she cannot mean to drown me. She dare not drown me. She cannot drown me. Not after all this work." Afterward the man might have had an impulse to shake his fist at the clouds: "Just you drown me, now, and then hear what I call you!"

The billows that came at this time were more formidable. They seemed always just about to break and roll over the little boat in a turmoil of foam. There was a preparatory and long growl in the speech of them. No mind unused to the sea would have concluded that the dingey could ascend these sheer heights in time. The shore was still afar. The oiler was a wily surfman. "Boys," he said, swiftly, "she won't live three minutes more and we're too far out to swim. Shall I take her to sea again, captain?"

"Yes! Go ahead!" said the captain.

This oiler, by a series of quick miracles, and fast and steady oarsmanship, turned the boat in the middle of the surf and took her safely to sea again.

There was a considerable silence as the boat bumped over the furrowed sea to deeper water. Then somebody in gloom spoke. "Well, anyhow, they must have seen us from the shore by now."

The gulls went in slanting flight up the wind toward the gray desolate east. A squall, marked by dingy clouds, and clouds brick-red, like smoke from a burning building, appeared from the southeast.

"What do you think of those life-saving people? Ain't they peaches?"

"Funny they haven't seen us."

"Maybe they think we're out here for sport! Maybe they think we're fishin'. Maybe they think we're damned fools."

It was a long afternoon. A changed tide tried to force them southward, but wind and wave said northward. Far ahead, where coast-line, sea, and sky formed their mighty angle, there were little dots which seemed to indicate a city on the shore.

"St. Augustine?"

The captain shook his head. "Too near Mosquito Inlet."

And the oiler rowed, and then the correspondent rowed. Then the oiler rowed. It was a weary business. The human back can become the seat of more aches and pains than are registered in books for the composite anatomy of a regiment. It is a limited area, but it can become the theatre of innumerable muscular conflicts, tangles, wrenches, knots, and other comforts.

"Did you ever like to row, Billie?" asked the correspondent.

"No," said the oiler. "Hang it."

When one exchanged the rowing-seat for a place in the bottom of the boat, he suffered a bodily depression that caused him to be careless of everything save an obligation to wiggle one finger. There was cold sea-water swashing to and fro in the boat, and he lay in it. His head, pillowed on a thwart, was within an inch of the swirl of a wave crest, and sometimes a particularly obstreperous sea came in-board and drenched him once more. But these matters did not annoy him. It is almost certain that if the boat had capsized he would have tumbled comfortably out upon the ocean as if he felt sure it was a great soft mattress.

"Look! There's a man on the shore!"

"Where?"

"There! See 'im? See 'im?"

"Yes, sure! He's walking along."

"Now he's stopped. Look! He's facing us!"

"He's waving at us!"

"So he is! By thunder!"

"Ah, now, we're all right! Now we're all right! There'll be a boat out here for us in half an hour."

"He's going on. He's running. He's going up to that house there."

The remote beach seemed lower than the sea, and it required a searching glance to discern the little black figure. The captain saw a floating stick and they rowed to it. A bath-towel was by some weird chance in the boat, and, tying this on the stick, the captain waved it. The oarsman did not dare turn his head, so he was obliged to ask questions.

"What's he doing now?"

"He's standing still again. He's looking, I think. . . . There he goes again. Toward the house. . . . Now he's stopped again."

"Is he waving at us?"

"No, not now! he was, though."

"Look! There comes another man!"

"He's running."

"Look at him go, would you."

"Why, he's on a bicycle. Now he's met the other man. They're both waving at us. Look!"

"There comes something up the beach."

"What the devil is that thing?"

"Why, it looks like a boat."

"Why, certainly it's a boat."

"No, it's on wheels."

"Yes, so it is. Well, that must be the life-boat. They drag them along shore on a wagon."

"That's the life-boat, sure."

"No, by -- -- , it's -- it's an omnibus."

"I tell you it's a life-boat."

"It is not! It's an omnibus. I can see it plain. See? One of these big hotel omnibuses."

"By thunder, you're right. It's an omnibus, sure as fate. What do you suppose they are doing with an omnibus? Maybe they are going around collecting the life-crew, hey?"

"That's it, likely. Look! There's a fellow waving a little black flag. He's standing on the steps of the omnibus. There come those other two fellows. Now they're all talking together. Look at the fellow with the flag. Maybe he ain't waving it."

"That ain't a flag, is it? That's his coat. Why, certainly, that's his coat."

"So it is. It's his coat. He's taken it off and is waving it around his head. But would you look at him swing it."

"Oh, say, there isn't any life-saving station there. That's just a winter resort hotel omnibus that has brought over some of the boarders to see us drown."

"What's that idiot with the coat mean? What's he signaling, anyhow?"

"It looks as if he were trying to tell us to go north. There must be a life-saving station up there."

"No! He thinks we're fishing. Just giving us a merry hand. See? Ah, there, Willie."

"Well, I wish I could make something out of those signals. What do you suppose he means?"

"He don't mean anything. He's just playing."

"Well, if he'd just signal us to try the surf again, or to go to sea and wait, or go north, or go south, or go to hell -- there would be some reason in it. But look at him. He just stands there and keeps his coat revolving like a wheel. The ass!"

"There come more people."

"Now there's quite a mob. Look! Isn't that a boat?"

"Where? Oh, I see where you mean. No, that's no boat."

"That fellow is still waving his coat."

"He must think we like to see him do that. Why don't he quit it. It don't mean anything."

"I don't know. I think he is trying to make us go north. It must be that there's a life-saving station there somewhere."

"Say, he ain't tired yet. Look at 'im wave."

"Wonder how long he can keep that up. He's been revolving his coat ever since he caught sight of us. He's an idiot. Why aren't they getting men to bring a boat out. A fishing boat -- one of those big yawls -- could come out here all right. Why don't he do something?"

"Oh, it's all right, now."

"They'll have a boat out here for us in less than no time, now that they've seen us."

A faint yellow tone came into the sky over the low land. The shadows on the sea slowly deepened. The wind bore coldness with it, and the men began to shiver.

"Holy smoke!" said one, allowing his voice to express his impious mood, "if we keep on monkeying out here! If we've got to flounder out here all night!"

"Oh, we'll never have to stay here all night! Don't you worry. They've seen us now, and it won't be long before they'll come chasing out after us."

The shore grew dusky. The man waving a coat blended gradually into this gloom, and it swallowed in the same manner the omnibus and the group of people. The spray, when it dashed uproariously over the side, made the voyagers shrink and swear like men who were being branded.

"I'd like to catch the chump who waved the coat. I feel like soaking him one, just for luck."

"Why? What did he do?"

"Oh, nothing, but then he seemed so damned cheerful."

In the meantime the oiler rowed, and then the correspondent rowed, and then the oiler rowed. Gray-faced and bowed forward, they mechanically, turn by turn, plied the leaden oars. The form of the light-house had vanished from the southern horizon, but finally a pale star appeared, just lifting from the sea. The streaked saffron in the west passed before the all-merging darkness, and the sea to the east was black. The land had vanished, and was expressed only by the low and drear thunder of the surf.

"If I am going to be drowned -- if I am going to be drowned -- if I am going to be drowned, why, in the name of the seven mad gods, who rule the sea, was I allowed to come thus far and contemplate sand and trees? Was I brought here merely to have my nose dragged away as I was about to nibble the sacred cheese of life?"

The patient captain, drooped over the water-jar, was sometimes obliged to speak to the oarsman.

"Keep her head up! Keep her head up!"

"'Keep her head up,' sir." The voices were weary and low.

This was surely a quiet evening. All save the oarsman lay heavily and listlessly in the boat's bottom. As for him, his eyes were just capable of noting the tall black waves that swept forward in a most sinister silence, save for an occasional subdued growl of a crest.

The cook's head was on a thwart, and he looked without interest at the water under his nose. He was deep in other scenes. Finally he spoke. "Billie," he murmured, dreamfully, "what kind of pie do you like best?"


V


"PIE," said the oiler and the correspondent, agitatedly. "Don't talk about those things, blast you!"

"Well," said the cook, "I was just thinking about ham sandwiches, and -- "

A night on the sea in an open boat is a long night. As darkness settled finally, the shine of the light, lifting from the sea in the south, changed to full gold. On the northern horizon a new light appeared, a small bluish gleam on the edge of the waters. These two lights were the furniture of the world. Otherwise there was nothing but waves.

Two men huddled in the stern, and distances were so magnificent in the dingey that the rower was enabled to keep his feet partly warmed by thrusting them under his companions. Their legs indeed extended far under the rowing-seat until they touched the feet of the captain forward. Sometimes, despite the efforts of the tired oarsman, a wave came piling into the boat, an icy wave of the night, and the chilling water soaked them anew. They would twist their bodies for a moment and groan, and sleep the dead sleep once more, while the water in the boat gurgled about them as the craft rocked.

The plan of the oiler and the correspondent was for one to row until he lost the ability, and then arouse the other from his sea-water couch in the bottom of the boat.

The oiler plied the oars until his head drooped forward, and the overpowering sleep blinded him. And he rowed yet afterward. Then he touched a man in the bottom of the boat, and called his name. "Will you spell me for a little while?" he said, meekly.

"Sure, Billie," said the correspondent, awakening and dragging himself to a sitting position. They exchanged places carefully, and the oiler, cuddling down to the sea-water at the cook's side, seemed to go to sleep instantly.

The particular violence of the sea had ceased. The waves came without snarling. The obligation of the man at the oars was to keep the boat headed so that the tilt of the rollers would not capsize her, and to preserve her from filling when the crests rushed past. The black waves were silent and hard to be seen in the darkness. Often one was almost upon the boat before the oarsman was aware.

In a low voice the correspondent addressed the captain. He was not sure that the captain was awake, although this iron man seemed to be always awake. "Captain, shall I keep her making for that light north, sir?"

The same steady voice answered him. "Yes. Keep it about two points off the port bow."

The cook had tied a life-belt around himself in order to get even the warmth which this clumsy cork contrivance could donate, and he seemed almost stove-like when a rower, whose teeth invariably chattered wildly as soon as he ceased his labor, dropped down to sleep.

The correspondent, as he rowed, looked down at the two men sleeping under foot. The cook's arm was around the oiler's shoulders, and, with their fragmentary clothing and haggard faces, they were the babes of the sea, a grotesque rendering of the old babes in the wood.

Later he must have grown stupid at his work, for suddenly there was a growling of water, and a crest came with a roar and a swash into the boat, and it was a wonder that it did not set the cook afloat in his life-belt. The cook continued to sleep, but the oiler sat up, blinking his eyes and shaking with the new cold.

"Oh, I'm awful sorry, Billie," said the correspondent, contritely.

"That's all right, old boy," said the oiler, and lay down again and was asleep.

Presently it seemed that even the captain dozed, and the correspondent thought that he was the one man afloat on all the oceans. The wind had a voice as it came over the waves, and it was sadder than the end.

There was a long, loud swishing astern of the boat, and a gleaming trail of phosphorescence, like blue flame, was furrowed on the black waters. It might have been made by a monstrous knife.

Then there came a stillness, while the correspondent breathed with the open mouth and looked at the sea.

Suddenly there was another swish and another long flash of bluish light, and this time it was alongside the boat, and might almost have been reached with an oar. The correspondent saw an enormous fin speed like a shadow through the water, hurling the crystalline spray and leaving the long glowing trail.

The correspondent looked over his shoulder at the captain. His face was hidden, and he seemed to be asleep. He looked at the babes of the sea. They certainly were asleep. So, being bereft of sympathy, he leaned a little way to one side and swore softly into the sea.

But the thing did not then leave the vicinity of the boat. Ahead or astern, on one side or the other, at intervals long or short, fled the long sparkling streak, and there was to be heard the whiroo of the dark fin. The speed and power of the thing was greatly to be admired. It cut the water like a gigantic and keen projectile.

The presence of this biding thing did not affect the man with the same horror that it would if he had been a picnicker. He simply looked at the sea dully and swore in an undertone.

Nevertheless, it is true that he did not wish to be alone with the thing. He wished one of his companions to awaken by chance and keep him company with it. But the captain hung motionless over the water-jar and the oiler and the cook in the bottom of the boat were plunged in slumber.


VI


"IF I am going to be drowned -- if I am going to be drowned -- if I am going to be drowned, why, in the name of the seven mad gods, who rule the sea, was I allowed to come thus far and contemplate sand and trees?"

During this dismal night, it may be remarked that a man would conclude that it was really the intention of the seven mad gods to drown him, despite the abominable injustice of it. For it was certainly an abominable injustice to drown a man who had worked so hard, so hard. The man felt it would be a crime most unnatural. Other people had drowned at sea since galleys swarmed with painted sails, but still --

When it occurs to a man that nature does not regard him as important, and that she feels she would not maim the universe by disposing of him, he at first wishes to throw bricks at the temple, and he hates deeply the fact that there are no bricks and no temples. Any visible expression of nature would surely be pelleted with his jeers.

Then, if there be no tangible thing to hoot he feels, perhaps, the desire to confront a personification and indulge in pleas, bowed to one knee, and with hands supplicant, saying: "Yes, but I love myself."

A high cold star on a winter's night is the word he feels that she says to him. Thereafter he knows the pathos of his situation.

The men in the dingey had not discussed these matters, but each had, no doubt, reflected upon them in silence and according to his mind. There was seldom any expression upon their faces save the general one of complete weariness. Speech was devoted to the business of the boat.

To chime the notes of his emotion, a verse mysteriously entered the correspondent's head. He had even forgotten that he had forgotten this verse, but it suddenly was in his mind.


A soldier of the Legion lay dying in Algiers,
There was lack of woman's nursing, there was dearth of woman's tears;
But a comrade stood beside him, and he took that comrade's hand
And he said: "I shall never see my own, my native land."


In his childhood, the correspondent had been made acquainted with the fact that a soldier of the Legion lay dying in Algiers, but he had never regarded the fact as important. Myriads of his school-fellows had informed him of the soldier's plight, but the dinning had naturally ended by making him perfectly indifferent. He had never considered it his affair that a soldier of the Legion lay dying in Algiers, nor had it appeared to him as a matter for sorrow. It was less to him than breaking of a pencil's point.

Now, however, it quaintly came to him as a human, living thing. It was no longer merely a picture of a few throes in the breast of a poet, meanwhile drinking tea and warming his feet at the grate; it was an actuality -- stern, mournful, and fine.

The correspondent plainly saw the soldier. He lay on the sand with his feet out straight and still. While his pale left hand was upon his chest in an attempt to thwart the going of his life, the blood came between his fingers. In the far Algerian distance, a city of low square forms was set against a sky that was faint with the last sunset hues. The correspondent, plying the oars and dreaming of the slow and slower movements of the lips of the soldier, was moved by a profound and perfectly impersonal comprehension. He was sorry for the soldier of the Legion who lay dying in Algiers.

The thing which had followed the boat and waited had evidently grown bored at the delay. There was no longer to be heard the slash of the cut-water, and there was no longer the flame of the long trail. The light in the north still glimmered, but it was apparently no nearer to the boat. Sometimes the boom of the surf rang in the correspondent's ears, and he turned the craft seaward then and rowed harder. Southward, someone had evidently built a watch-fire on the beach. It was too low and too far to be seen, but it made a shimmering, roseate reflection upon the bluff back of it, and this could be discerned from the boat. The wind came stronger, and sometimes a wave suddenly raged out like a mountain-cat and there was to be seen the sheen and sparkle of a broken crest.

The captain, in the bow, moved on his water-jar and sat erect. "Pretty long night," he observed to the correspondent. He looked at the shore. "Those life-saving people take their time."

"Did you see that shark playing around?"

"Yes, I saw him. He was a big fellow, all right."

"Wish I had known you were awake."

Later the correspondent spoke into the bottom of the boat.

"Billie!" There was a slow and gradual disentanglement. "Billie, will you spell me?"

"Sure," said the oiler.

As soon as the correspondent touched the cold comfortable sea-water in the bottom of the boat, and had huddled close to the cook's life-belt he was deep in sleep, despite the fact that his teeth played all the popular airs. This sleep was so good to him that it was but a moment before he heard a voice call his name in a tone that demonstrated the last stages of exhaustion. "Will you spell me?"

"Sure, Billie."

The light in the north had mysteriously vanished, but the correspondent took his course from the wide-awake captain.

Later in the night they took the boat farther out to sea, and the captain directed the cook to take one oar at the stern and keep the boat facing the seas. He was to call out if he should hear the thunder of the surf. This plan enabled the oiler and the correspondent to get respite together. "We'll give those boys a chance to get into shape again," said the captain. They curled down and, after a few preliminary chatterings and trembles, slept once more the dead sleep. Neither knew they had bequeathed to the cook the company of another shark, or perhaps the same shark.

As the boat caroused on the waves, spray occasionally bumped over the side and gave them a fresh soaking, but this had no power to break their repose. The ominous slash of the wind and the water affected them as it would have affected mummies.

"Boys," said the cook, with the notes of every reluctance in his voice, "she's drifted in pretty close. I guess one of you had better take her to sea again." The correspondent, aroused, heard the crash of the toppled crests.

As he was rowing, the captain gave him some whiskey and water, and this steadied the chills out of him. "If I ever get ashore and anybody shows me even a photograph of an oar -- "

At last there was a short conversation.

"Billie. . . . Billie, will you spell me?"

"Sure," said the oiler.


VII


WHEN the correspondent again opened his eyes, the sea and the sky were each of the gray hue of the dawning. Later, carmine and gold was painted upon the waters. The morning appeared finally, in its splendor with a sky of pure blue, and the sunlight flamed on the tips of the waves.

On the distant dunes were set many little black cottages, and a tall white wind-mill reared above them. No man, nor dog, nor bicycle appeared on the beach. The cottages might have formed a deserted village.

The voyagers scanned the shore. A conference was held in the boat. "Well," said the captain, "if no help is coming, we might better try a run through the surf right away. If we stay out here much longer we will be too weak to do anything for ourselves at all." The others silently acquiesced in this reasoning. The boat was headed for the beach. The correspondent wondered if none ever ascended the tall wind-tower, and if then they never looked seaward. This tower was a giant, standing with its back to the plight of the ants. It represented in a degree, to the correspondent, the serenity of nature amid the struggles of the individual -- nature in the wind, and nature in the vision of men. She did not seem cruel to him, nor beneficent, nor treacherous, nor wise. But she was indifferent, flatly indifferent. It is, perhaps, plausible that a man in this situation, impressed with the unconcern of the universe, should see the innumerable flaws of his life and have them taste wickedly in his mind and wish for another chance. A distinction between right and wrong seems absurdly clear to him, then, in this new ignorance of the grave-edge, and he understands that if he were given another opportunity he would mend his conduct and his words, and be better and brighter during an introduction, or at a tea.

"Now, boys," said the captain, "she is going to swamp sure. All we can do is to work her in as far as possible, and then when she swamps, pile out and scramble for the beach. Keep cool now and don't jump until she swamps sure."

The oiler took the oars. Over his shoulders he scanned the surf. "Captain," he said, "I think I'd better bring her about, and keep her head-on to the seas and back her in."

"All right, Billie," said the captain. "Back her in." The oiler swung the boat then and, seated in the stern, the cook and the correspondent were obliged to look over their shoulders to contemplate the lonely and indifferent shore.

The monstrous inshore rollers heaved the boat high until the men were again enabled to see the white sheets of water scudding up the slanted beach. "We won't get in very close," said the captain. Each time a man could wrest his attention from the rollers, he turned his glance toward the shore, and in the expression of the eyes during this contemplation there was a singular quality. The correspondent, observing the others, knew that they were not afraid, but the full meaning of their glances was shrouded.

As for himself, he was too tired to grapple fundamentally with the fact. He tried to coerce his mind into thinking of it, but the mind was dominated at this time by the muscles, and the muscles said they did not care. It merely occurred to him that if he should drown it would be a shame.

There were no hurried words, no pallor, no plain agitation. The men simply looked at the shore. "Now, remember to get well clear of the boat when you jump," said the captain.

Seaward the crest of a roller suddenly fell with a thunderous crash, and the long white comber came roaring down upon the boat.

"Steady now," said the captain. The men were silent. They turned their eyes from the shore to the comber and waited. The boat slid up the incline, leaped at the furious top, bounced over it, and swung down the long back of the waves. Some water had been shipped and the cook bailed it out.

But the next crest crashed also. The tumbling boiling flood of white water caught the boat and whirled it almost perpendicular. Water swarmed in from all sides. The correspondent had his hands on the gunwale at this time, and when the water entered at that place he swiftly withdrew his fingers, as if he objected to wetting them.

The little boat, drunken with this weight of water, reeled and snuggled deeper into the sea.

"Bail her out, cook! Bail her out," said the captain.

"All right, captain," said the cook.

"Now, boys, the next one will do for us, sure," said the oiler. "Mind to jump clear of the boat."

The third wave moved forward, huge, furious, implacable. It fairly swallowed the dingey, and almost simultaneously the men tumbled into the sea. A piece of life-belt had lain in the bottom of the boat, and as the correspondent went overboard he held this to his chest with his left hand.

The January water was icy, and he reflected immediately that it was colder than he had expected to find it off the coast of Florida. This appeared to his dazed mind as a fact important enough to be noted at the time. The coldness of the water was sad; it was tragic. This fact was somehow mixed and confused with his opinion of his own situation that it seemed almost a proper reason for tears. The water was cold.

When he came to the surface he was conscious of little but the noisy water. Afterward he saw his companions in the sea. The oiler was ahead in the race. He was swimming strongly and rapidly. Off to the correspondent's left, the cook's great white and corked back bulged out of the water, and in the rear the captain was hanging with his one good hand to the keel of the overturned dingey.

There is a certain immovable quality to a shore, and the correspondent wondered at it amid the confusion of the sea.

It seemed also very attractive, but the correspondent knew that it was a long journey, and he paddled leisurely. The piece of life-preserver lay under him, and sometimes he whirled down the incline of a wave as if he were on a hand-sled.

But finally he arrived at a place in the sea where travel was beset with difficulty. He did not pause swimming to inquire what manner of current had caught him, but there his progress ceased. The shore was set before him like a bit of scenery on a stage, and he looked at it and understood with his eyes each detail of it.

As the cook passed, much farther to the left, the captain was calling to him, "Turn over on your back, cook! Turn over on your back and use the oar."

"All right, sir!" The cook turned on his back, and, paddling with an oar, went ahead as if he were a canoe.

Presently the boat also passed to the left of the correspondent with the captain clinging with one hand to the keel. He would have appeared like a man raising himself to look over a board fence, if it were not for the extraordinary gymnastics of the boat. The correspondent marvelled that the captain could still hold to it.

They passed on, nearer to shore -- the oiler, the cook, the captain -- and following them went the water-jar, bouncing gayly over the seas.

The correspondent remained in the grip of this strange new enemy -- a current. The shore, with its white slope of sand and its green bluff, topped with little silent cottages, was spread like a picture before him. It was very near to him then, but he was impressed as one who in a gallery looks at a scene from Brittany or Algiers.

He thought: "I am going to drown? Can it be possible? Can it be possible? Can it be possible?" Perhaps an individual must consider his own death to be the final phenomenon of nature.

But later a wave perhaps whirled him out of this small deadly current, for he found suddenly that he could again make progress toward the shore. Later still, he was aware that the captain, clinging with one hand to the keel of the dingey, had his face turned away from the shore and toward him, and was calling his name. "Come to the boat! Come to the boat!"

In his struggle to reach the captain and the boat, he reflected that when one gets properly wearied, drowning must really be a comfortable arrangement, a cessation of hostilities accompanied by a large degree of relief, and he was glad of it, for the main thing in his mind for some moments had been horror of the temporary agony. He did not wish to be hurt.

Presently he saw a man running along the shore. He was undressing with most remarkable speed. Coat, trousers, shirt, everything flew magically off him.

"Come to the boat," called the captain.

"All right, captain." As the correspondent paddled, he saw the captain let himself down to bottom and leave the boat. Then the correspondent performed his one little marvel of the voyage. A large wave caught him and flung him with ease and supreme speed completely over the boat and far beyond it. It struck him even then as an event in gymnastics, and a true miracle of the sea. An overturned boat in the surf is not a plaything to a swimming man.

The correspondent arrived in water that reached only to his waist, but his condition did not enable him to stand for more than a moment. Each wave knocked him into a heap, and the under-tow pulled at him.

Then he saw the man who had been running and undressing, and undressing and running, come bounding into the water. He dragged ashore the cook, and then waded toward the captain, but the captain waved him away, and sent him to the correspondent. He was naked, naked as a tree in winter, but a halo was about his head, and he shone like a saint. He gave a strong pull, and a long drag, and a bully heave at the correspondent's hand. The correspondent, schooled in the minor formulae, said: "Thanks, old man." But suddenly the man cried: "What's that?" He pointed a swift finger. The correspondent said: "Go."

In the shallows, face downward, lay the oiler. His forehead touched sand that was periodically, between each wave, clear of the sea.

The correspondent did not know all that transpired afterward. When he achieved safe ground he fell, striking the sand with each particular part of his body. It was as if he had dropped from a roof, but the thud was grateful to him.

It seems that instantly the beach was populated with men with blankets, clothes, and flasks, and women with coffee-pots and all the remedies sacred to their minds. The welcome of the land to the men from the sea was warm and generous, but a still and dripping shape was carried slowly up the beach, and the land's welcome for it could only be the different and sinister hospitality of the grave.

When it came night, the white waves paced to and fro in the moonlight, and the wind brought the sound of the great sea's voice to the men on shore, and they felt that they could then be interpreters.




      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Poem

      Sea-Fever

      John Masefield, 1902

      
        I must down to the seas again, to the lonely sea and the sky,
And all I ask is a tall ship and a star to steer her by,
And the wheel's kick and the wind's song and the white sail's shaking,
And a grey mist on the sea's face and a grey dawn breaking.


I must down to the seas again, for the call of the running tide
Is a wild call and a clear call that may not be denied;
And all I ask is a windy day with the white clouds flying,
And the flung spray and the blown spume, and the seagulls crying.


I must down to the seas again to the vagrant gypsy life,
To the gull's way and the whale's way where the wind's like a whetted knife;
And all I ask is a merry yarn from a laughing fellow-rover,
And quiet sleep and a sweet dream when the long trick's over.








      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Essay

      Landfalls and Departures (The Mirror of the Sea)

      Joseph Conrad, 1906

      Joseph Conrad spent twenty years at sea, in the French and then the British merchant navy, before he became a novelist. These are the first three chapters of The Mirror of the Sea (1906), his book of sea memories.

      




















“And shippes by the brinke comen and gon,

And in swich forme endure a day or two.”

The Frankeleyn’s
Tale.




Landfall and Departure mark the
rhythmical swing of a seaman’s life and of a ship’s
career. From land to land is the most concise definition of
a ship’s earthly fate.

A “Departure” is not what a vain people of
landsmen may think. The term “Landfall” is more
easily understood; you fall in with the land, and it is a matter
of a quick eye and of a clear atmosphere. The Departure is
not the ship’s going away from her port any more than the
Landfall can be looked upon as the synonym of arrival. But
there is this difference in the Departure: that the term does not
imply so much a sea event as a definite act entailing a
process—the precise observation of certain landmarks by
means of the compass card.

Your Landfall, be it a peculiarly-shaped mountain, a rocky
headland, or a stretch of sand-dunes, you meet at first with a
single glance. Further recognition will follow in due
course; but essentially a Landfall, good or bad, is made and done
with at the first cry of “Land ho!” The
Departure is distinctly a ceremony of navigation. A ship
may have left her port some time before; she may have been at
sea, in the fullest sense of the phrase, for days; but, for all
that, as long as the coast she was about to leave remained in
sight, a southern-going ship of yesterday had not in the
sailor’s sense begun the enterprise of a passage.

The taking of Departure, if not the last sight of the land,
is, perhaps, the last professional recognition of the land on the
part of a sailor. It is the technical, as distinguished
from the sentimental, “good-bye.” Henceforth he
has done with the coast astern of his ship. It is a matter
personal to the man. It is not the ship that takes her
departure; the seaman takes his Departure by means of
cross-bearings which fix the place of the first tiny pencil-cross
on the white expanse of the track-chart, where the ship’s
position at noon shall be marked by just such another tiny pencil
cross for every day of her passage. And there may be sixty,
eighty, any number of these crosses on the ship’s track
from land to land. The greatest number in my experience was
a hundred and thirty of such crosses from the pilot station at
the Sand Heads in the Bay of Bengal to the Scilly’s
light. A bad passage. . .

A Departure, the last professional sight of land, is always
good, or at least good enough. For, even if the weather be
thick, it does not matter much to a ship having all the open sea
before her bows. A Landfall may be good or bad. You
encompass the earth with one particular spot of it in your
eye. In all the devious tracings the course of a
sailing-ship leaves upon the white paper of a chart she is always
aiming for that one little spot—maybe a small island in the
ocean, a single headland upon the long coast of a continent, a
lighthouse on a bluff, or simply the peaked form of a mountain
like an ant-heap afloat upon the waters. But if you have
sighted it on the expected bearing, then that Landfall is
good. Fogs, snowstorms, gales thick with clouds and
rain—those are the enemies of good Landfalls.

II.

Some commanders of ships take their Departure from the home
coast sadly, in a spirit of grief and discontent. They have
a wife, children perhaps, some affection at any rate, or perhaps
only some pet vice, that must be left behind for a year or
more. I remember only one man who walked his deck with a
springy step, and gave the first course of the passage in an
elated voice. But he, as I learned afterwards, was leaving
nothing behind him, except a welter of debts and threats of legal
proceedings.

On the other hand, I have known many captains who, directly
their ship had left the narrow waters of the Channel, would
disappear from the sight of their ship’s company altogether
for some three days or more. They would take a long dive,
as it were, into their state-room, only to emerge a few days
afterwards with a more or less serene brow. Those were the
men easy to get on with. Besides, such a complete
retirement seemed to imply a satisfactory amount of trust in
their officers, and to be trusted displeases no seaman worthy of
the name.

On my first voyage as chief mate with good Captain MacW—
I remember that I felt quite flattered, and went blithely about
my duties, myself a commander for all practical purposes. Still, whatever the greatness of my illusion, the fact remained
that the real commander was there, backing up my self-confidence,
though invisible to my eyes behind a maple-wood veneered
cabin-door with a white china handle.

That is the time, after your Departure is taken, when the
spirit of your commander communes with you in a muffled voice, as
if from the sanctum sanctorum of a temple; because, call her a
temple or a “hell afloat”—as some ships have
been called—the captain’s state-room is surely the
august place in every vessel.

The good MacW— would not even come out to his meals, and
fed solitarily in his holy of holies from a tray covered with a
white napkin. Our steward used to bend an ironic glance at
the perfectly empty plates he was bringing out from there. This grief for his home, which overcomes so many married seamen,
did not deprive Captain MacW— of his legitimate
appetite. In fact, the steward would almost invariably come
up to me, sitting in the captain’s chair at the head of the
table, to say in a grave murmur, “The captain asks for one
more slice of meat and two potatoes.” We, his
officers, could hear him moving about in his berth, or lightly
snoring, or fetching deep sighs, or splashing and blowing in his
bath-room; and we made our reports to him through the keyhole, as
it were. It was the crowning achievement of his amiable
character that the answers we got were given in a quite mild and
friendly tone. Some commanders in their periods of
seclusion are constantly grumpy, and seem to resent the mere
sound of your voice as an injury and an insult.

But a grumpy recluse cannot worry his subordinates: whereas
the man in whom the sense of duty is strong (or, perhaps, only
the sense of self-importance), and who persists in airing on deck
his moroseness all day—and perhaps half the
night—becomes a grievous infliction. He walks the
poop darting gloomy glances, as though he wished to poison the
sea, and snaps your head off savagely whenever you happen to
blunder within earshot. And these vagaries are the harder
to bear patiently, as becomes a man and an officer, because no
sailor is really good-tempered during the first few days of a
voyage. There are regrets, memories, the instinctive
longing for the departed idleness, the instinctive hate of all
work. Besides, things have a knack of going wrong at the
start, especially in the matter of irritating trifles. And
there is the abiding thought of a whole year of more or less hard
life before one, because there was hardly a southern-going voyage
in the yesterday of the sea which meant anything less than a
twelvemonth. Yes; it needed a few days after the taking of
your departure for a ship’s company to shake down into
their places, and for the soothing deep-water ship routine to
establish its beneficent sway.

It is a great doctor for sore hearts and sore heads, too, your
ship’s routine, which I have seen soothe—at least for
a time—the most turbulent of spirits. There is health
in it, and peace, and satisfaction of the accomplished round; for
each day of the ship’s life seems to close a circle within
the wide ring of the sea horizon. It borrows a certain
dignity of sameness from the majestic monotony of the sea. He who loves the sea loves also the ship’s routine.

Nowhere else than upon the sea do the days, weeks and months
fall away quicker into the past. They seem to be left
astern as easily as the light air-bubbles in the swirls of the
ship’s wake, and vanish into a great silence in which your
ship moves on with a sort of magical effect. They pass
away, the days, the weeks, the months. Nothing but a gale
can disturb the orderly life of the ship; and the spell of
unshaken monotony that seems to have fallen upon the very voices
of her men is broken only by the near prospect of a Landfall.

Then is the spirit of the ship’s commander stirred
strongly again. But it is not moved to seek seclusion, and
to remain, hidden and inert, shut up in a small cabin with the
solace of a good bodily appetite. When about to make the
land, the spirit of the ship’s commander is tormented by an
unconquerable restlessness. It seems unable to abide for
many seconds together in the holy of holies of the
captain’s state-room; it will out on deck and gaze ahead,
through straining eyes, as the appointed moment comes
nearer. It is kept vigorously upon the stretch of excessive
vigilance. Meantime the body of the ship’s commander
is being enfeebled by want of appetite; at least, such is my
experience, though “enfeebled” is perhaps not exactly
the word. I might say, rather, that it is spiritualized by
a disregard for food, sleep, and all the ordinary comforts, such
as they are, of sea life. In one or two cases I have known
that detachment from the grosser needs of existence remain
regrettably incomplete in the matter of drink.

But these two cases were, properly speaking, pathological
cases, and the only two in all my sea experience. In one of
these two instances of a craving for stimulants, developed from
sheer anxiety, I cannot assert that the man’s seamanlike
qualities were impaired in the least. It was a very anxious
case, too, the land being made suddenly, close-to, on a wrong
bearing, in thick weather, and during a fresh onshore gale. Going below to speak to him soon after, I was unlucky enough to
catch my captain in the very act of hasty cork-drawing. The
sight, I may say, gave me an awful scare. I was well aware
of the morbidly sensitive nature of the man. Fortunately, I
managed to draw back unseen, and, taking care to stamp heavily
with my sea-boots at the foot of the cabin stairs, I made my
second entry. But for this unexpected glimpse, no act of
his during the next twenty-four hours could have given me the
slightest suspicion that all was not well with his nerve.

III.

Quite another case, and having nothing to do with drink, was
that of poor Captain B—. He used to suffer from sick
headaches, in his young days, every time he was approaching a
coast. Well over fifty years of age when I knew him, short,
stout, dignified, perhaps a little pompous, he was a man of a
singularly well-informed mind, the least sailor-like in outward
aspect, but certainly one of the best seamen whom it has been my
good luck to serve under. He was a Plymouth man, I think,
the son of a country doctor, and both his elder boys were
studying medicine. He commanded a big London ship, fairly
well known in her day. I thought no end of him, and that is
why I remember with a peculiar satisfaction the last words he
spoke to me on board his ship after an eighteen months’
voyage. It was in the dock in Dundee, where we had brought
a full cargo of jute from Calcutta. We had been paid off
that morning, and I had come on board to take my sea-chest away
and to say good-bye. In his slightly lofty but courteous
way he inquired what were my plans. I replied that I
intended leaving for London by the afternoon train, and thought
of going up for examination to get my master’s
certificate. I had just enough service for that. He
commended me for not wasting my time, with such an evident
interest in my case that I was quite surprised; then, rising from
his chair, he said:

“Have you a ship in view after you have
passed?”

I answered that I had nothing whatever in view.

He shook hands with me, and pronounced the memorable
words:

“If you happen to be in want of employment, remember
that as long as I have a ship you have a ship, too.”

In the way of compliment there is nothing to beat this from a
ship’s captain to his second mate at the end of a voyage,
when the work is over and the subordinate is done with. And
there is a pathos in that memory, for the poor fellow never went
to sea again after all. He was already ailing when we
passed St. Helena; was laid up for a time when we were off the
Western Islands, but got out of bed to make his Landfall. He managed to keep up on deck as far as the Downs, where, giving
his orders in an exhausted voice, he anchored for a few hours to
send a wire to his wife and take aboard a North Sea pilot to help
him sail the ship up the east coast. He had not felt equal
to the task by himself, for it is the sort of thing that keeps a
deep-water man on his feet pretty well night and day.

When we arrived in Dundee, Mrs. B— was already there,
waiting to take him home. We travelled up to London by the
same train; but by the time I had managed to get through with my
examination the ship had sailed on her next voyage without him,
and, instead of joining her again, I went by request to see my
old commander in his home. This is the only one of my
captains I have ever visited in that way. He was out of bed
by then, “quite convalescent,” as he declared, making
a few tottering steps to meet me at the sitting-room door. Evidently he was reluctant to take his final cross-bearings of
this earth for a Departure on the only voyage to an unknown
destination a sailor ever undertakes. And it was all very
nice—the large, sunny room; his deep, easy-chair in a bow
window, with pillows and a footstool; the quiet, watchful care of
the elderly, gentle woman who had borne him five children, and
had not, perhaps, lived with him more than five full years out of
the thirty or so of their married life. There was also
another woman there in a plain black dress, quite gray-haired,
sitting very erect on her chair with some sewing, from which she
snatched side-glances in his direction, and uttering not a single
word during all the time of my call. Even when, in due
course, I carried over to her a cup of tea, she only nodded at me
silently, with the faintest ghost of a smile on her tight-set
lips. I imagine she must have been a maiden sister of Mrs.
B— come to help nurse her brother-in-law. His
youngest boy, a late-comer, a great cricketer it seemed, twelve
years old or thereabouts, chattered enthusiastically of the
exploits of W. G. Grace. And I remember his eldest son,
too, a newly-fledged doctor, who took me out to smoke in the
garden, and, shaking his head with professional gravity, but with
genuine concern, muttered: “Yes, but he doesn’t get
back his appetite. I don’t like that—I
don’t like that at all.” The last sight of
Captain B— I had was as he nodded his head to me out of the
bow window when I turned round to close the front gate.

It was a distinct and complete impression, something that I
don’t know whether to call a Landfall or a Departure. Certainly he had gazed at times very fixedly before him with the
Landfall’s vigilant look, this sea-captain seated
incongruously in a deep-backed chair. He had not then
talked to me of employment, of ships, of being ready to take
another command; but he had discoursed of his early days, in the
abundant but thin flow of a wilful invalid’s talk. The women looked worried, but sat still, and I learned more of
him in that interview than in the whole eighteen months we had
sailed together. It appeared he had “served his
time” in the copper-ore trade, the famous copper-ore trade
of old days between Swansea and the Chilian coast, coal out and
ore in, deep-loaded both ways, as if in wanton defiance of the
great Cape Horn seas—a work, this, for staunch ships, and a
great school of staunchness for West-Country seamen. A
whole fleet of copper-bottomed barques, as strong in rib and
planking, as well-found in gear, as ever was sent upon the seas,
manned by hardy crews and commanded by young masters, was engaged
in that now long defunct trade. “That was the school
I was trained in,” he said to me almost boastfully, lying
back amongst his pillows with a rug over his legs. And it
was in that trade that he obtained his first command at a very
early age. It was then that he mentioned to me how, as a
young commander, he was always ill for a few days before making
land after a long passage. But this sort of sickness used
to pass off with the first sight of a familiar landmark. Afterwards, he added, as he grew older, all that nervousness wore
off completely; and I observed his weary eyes gaze steadily
ahead, as if there had been nothing between him and the straight
line of sea and sky, where whatever a seaman is looking for is
first bound to appear. But I have also seen his eyes rest
fondly upon the faces in the room, upon the pictures on the wall,
upon all the familiar objects of that home, whose abiding and
clear image must have flashed often on his memory in times of
stress and anxiety at sea. Was he looking out for a strange
Landfall, or taking with an untroubled mind the bearings for his
last Departure?

It is hard to say; for in that voyage from which no man
returns Landfall and Departure are instantaneous, merging
together into one moment of supreme and final attention. Certainly I do not remember observing any sign of faltering in
the set expression of his wasted face, no hint of the nervous
anxiety of a young commander about to make land on an uncharted
shore. He had had too much experience of Departures and
Landfalls! And had he not “served his time” in
the famous copper-ore trade out of the Bristol Channel, the work
of the staunchest ships afloat, and the school of staunch
seamen?
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      Afterword

      Day Eighty-Four: At sea

      Masefield ends with all a sailor asks: “a merry yarn from a laughing fellow-rover, / And quiet sleep and a sweet dream when the long trick’s over.” A trick is a turn at the wheel. In the dinghy the turns are at the oars, and all night they change hands with the same few words: “Will you spell me?” “Sure, Billie.”

      Conrad says that on the last voyage “Landfall and Departure are instantaneous, merging together into one moment of supreme and final attention.” The oiler, who was “ahead in the race”, makes both at once, his forehead on the sand. Crane gives no reason why it should be Billie. The windmill on the dunes stands “with its back to the plight of the ants.”

      The men were real. The Commodore sank on 2 January 1897, carrying guns to rebels in Cuba, and Crane was aboard as a correspondent on his way to the war. The captain was Edward Murphy, the cook Charles Montgomery, and the oiler, who drowned in the surf, William Higgins.

    

  
    
      Day Eighty-Five

      Mourning

      22 minutes

      
        Story
        The Gardener
        Rudyard Kipling · 15 minutes
        Helen Turrell, a respectable Englishwoman, brings up her dead brother's illegitimate son in her village; then comes the war.
      

      
        Poem
        In Memoriam A. H. H., VII ('Dark house, by which once more I stand')
        Alfred, Lord Tennyson · 1 minute
        Tennyson stands at dawn outside the London house of his dead friend Arthur Hallam.
      

      
        Essay
        Of Sorrow
        Michel de Montaigne · 6 minutes
        Montaigne, who says he is little subject to sorrow, collects stories of grief too great for tears.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      The Gardener

      Rudyard Kipling, 1925

      After the First World War the Imperial War Graves Commission buried the British dead in cemeteries in France and Belgium, marked by rows of identical headstones, and relatives travelled out to find the graves. Kipling, whose only son was killed in 1915, served on the Commission.

      










EVERY one in the village knew that Helen Turrell did her duty by all
her world, and by none more honourably than by her only brother's
unfortunate child. The village knew, too, that George Turrell had tried
his family severely since early youth, and were not surprised to be
told that, after many fresh starts given and thrown away, he, an
Inspector of Indian Police, had entangled himself with the daughter of
a retired noncommissioned officer, and had died of a fall from a horse
a few weeks before his child was born. Mercifully, George's father and
mother were both dead, and though Helen, thirty-five and independent,
might well have washed her hands of the whole disgraceful affair, she
most nobly took charge, though she was, at the time, under threat of
lung trouble which had driven her to the South of France. She arranged
for the passage of the child and a nurse from Bombay, met them at
Marseilles, nursed the baby through an attack of infantile dysentery
due to the carelessness of the nurse, whom she had had to dismiss, and
at last, thin and worn but triumphant, brought the boy late in the
autumn, wholly restored, to her Hampshire home.

All these details were public property, for Helen was as open as the
day, and held that scandals are only increased by hushing them up. She
admitted that George had always been rather a black sheep, but things
might have been much worse if the mother had insisted on her right to
keep the boy. Luckily, it seemed that people of that class would do
almost anything for money, and, as George had always turned to her in
his scrapes, she felt herself justified-her friends agreed with her-in
cutting the whole non-commissioned officer connection, and giving the
child every advantage. A christening, by the Rector, under the name of
Michael, was the first step. So far as she knew herself, she was not,
she said, a child-lover, but, for all his faults, she had been very
fond of George, and she pointed out that little Michael had his
father's mouth to a line; which made something to build upon.

As a matter of fact, it was the Turrell forehead, broad, low, and
well-shaped, with the widely spaced eyes beneath it, that Michael had
most faithfully reproduced. His mouth was somewhat better cut than the
family type. But Helen, who would concede nothing good to his mother's
side, vowed he was a Turrell all over, and, there being no one to
contradict, the likeness was established.

In a few years Michael took his place, as accepted as Helen had
always been-fearless, philosophical, and fairly good-looking. At six,
he wished to know why he could not call her 'Mummy', as other boys
called their mothers. She explained that she was only his auntie, and
that aunties were not quite the same as mummies, but that, if it gave
him pleasure, he might call her 'Mummy' at bedtime, for a pet-name
between themselves.

Michael kept his secret most loyally, but Helen, as usual, explained
the fact to her friends; which when Michael heard, he raged.

'Why did you tell? Why did you tell?' came at the end of the
storm.

'Because it's always best to tell the truth,' Helen answered, her
arm round him as he shook in his cot.

'All right, but when the troof's ugly I don't think it's nice.'

'Don't you, dear!'

'No, I don't, and'-she felt the small body stiffen-'now you've told,
I won't call you "Mummy" any more-not even at bedtimes.

'But isn't that rather unkind?' said Helen softly.

'I don't care! You've hurted me in my insides and I'l hurt you back.
I'll hurt you as long as I live!'

'Don't, oh, don't talk like that, dear! You don't know what-'

'I will! And when I'm dead I'll hurt you worse!'

'Thank goodness, I shall be dead long before you, darling.'

'Huh! Emma says, "'Never know your luck."' (Michael had been talking
to Helen's elderly flat-faced maid.) 'Lots of little boys die quite
soon. So'll I. Then you'll see!'

Helen caught her breath and moved towards the door, but the wail of
'Mummy! Mummy!' drew her back again, and the two wept together.

At ten years old, after two terms at a prep. school, something or
somebody gave him the idea that his civil status was not quite regular.
He attacked Helen on the subject, breaking down her stammered defences
with the family directness.

'Don't believe a word of it,' he said, cheerily, at the end. 'People
wouldn't have talked like they did if my people had been married. But
don't you bother, Auntie. I've found out all about my sort in English
Hist'ry and the Shakespeare bits. There was William the Conqueror to
begin with, and-oh, heaps more, and they all got on first-rate. 'Twon't
make any difference to you, my being that-will it?'

'As if anything could-' she began.

'All right. We won't talk about it any more if it makes you cry.' He
never mentioned the thing again of his own will, but when, two years
later, he skilfully managed to have measles in the holidays, as his
temperature went up to the appointed one hundred and four he muttered
of nothing else, till Helen's voice, piercing at last his delirium,
reached him with assurance that nothing on earth or beyond could make
any difference between them.

The terms at his public school and the wonderful Christmas, Easter,
and Summer holidays followed each other, variegated and glorious as
jewels on a string; and as jewels Helen treasured them. In due time
Michael developed his own interests, which ran their courses and gave
way to others; but his interest in Helen was constant and increasing
throughout. She repaid it with all that she had of affection or could
command of counsel and money; and since Michael was no fool, the War
took him just before what was like to have been a most promising
career.

He was to have gone up to Oxford, with a scholarship, in October. At
the end of August he was on the edge of joining the first holocaust of
public-school boys who threw themselves into the Line; but the captain
of his OTC, where he had been sergeant for nearly a year, headed him
off and steered him directly to a commission in a battalion so new that
half of it still wore the old Army red, and the other half was breeding
meningitis through living overcrowdedly in damp tents. Helen had been
shocked at the idea of direct enlistment. 'But it's in the family,'
Michael laughed.

'You don't mean to tell me that you believed that old story all this
time?' said Helen. (Emma, her maid, had been dead now several years.)
'I gave you my word of honour-and I give it again-that-that it's all
right. It is indeed.'

'Oh, that doesn't worry me. It never did,' he replied valiantly. 'What I meant was, I should have got into the show earlier if I'd enlisted—like my grandfather.

'Don't talk like that! Are you afraid of its ending so soon,
then!'

'No such luck. You know what K says.'

'Yes. But my banker told me last Monday it couldn't possibly last
beyond Christmas-for financial reasons.'

'Hope he's right, but our Colonel-and he's a Regular-says it's going
to be a long job.'

Michael's battalion was fortunate in that, by some chance which
meant several 'leaves', it was used for coast-defence among shallow
trenches on the Norfolk coast; thence sent north to watch the mouth of
a Scotch estuary, and, lastly, held for weeks on a baseless rumour of
distant service. But, the very day that Michael was to have met Helen
for four whole hours at a railway-junction up the line, it was hurled
out, to help make good the wastage of Loos, and he had only just time
to send her a wire of farewell.

In France luck again helped the battalion. It was put down near the
Salient, where it led a meritorious and unexacting life, while the
Somme was being manufactured; and enjoyed the peace of the Armentieres
and Laventie sectors when that battle began. Finding that it had sound
views on protecting its own flanks and could dig, a prudent Commander
stole it out of its own Division, under pretence of helping to lay
telegraphs, and used it round Ypres at large.

A month later, just after Michael had written Helen that there was
nothing special doing and therefore no need to worry, a shell-splinter
dropping out of a wet dawn killed him at once. The next shell uprooted
and laid down over the body what had been the foundation of a barn
wall, so neatly that none but an expert would have guessed that
anything unpleasant had happened.

By this time the village was old in experience of war, and, English
fashion, had evolved a ritual to meet it. When the postmistress handed
her seven-year-old daughter the official telegram to take to Miss
Turrell, she observed to the Rector's gardener: 'It's Miss Helen's turn
now.' He replied, thinking of his own son: 'Well, he's lasted longer
than some.' The child herself came to the front-door weeping aloud,
because Master Michael had often given her sweets. Helen, presently,
found herself pulling down the house-blinds one after one with great
care, and saying earnestly to each: 'Missing always means dead.' Then
she took her place in the dreary procession that was impelled to go
through an inevitable series of unprofitable emotions. The Rector, of
course, preached hope and prophesied word, very soon, from a prison
camp. Several friends, too, told her perfectly truthful tales, but
always about other women, to whom, after months and months of silence,
their missing had been miraculously restored. Other people urged her to
communicate with infallible Secretaries of organizations who could
communicate with benevolent neutrals, who could extract accurate
information from the most secretive of Hun prison commandants. Helen
did and wrote and signed everything that was suggested or put before
her.

Once, on one of Michael's leaves, he had taken her over munition
factory, where she saw the progress of a shell from blank-iron to the
all but finished article. It struck her at the time that the wretched
thing was never left alone for a single second; and 'I'm being
manufactured into a bereaved next of kin,' she told herself, as she
prepared her documents.

In due course, when all the organizations had deeply or sincerely
regretted their inability to trace, etc., something gave way within her
and all sensation-save of thankfulness for the release-came to an end
in blessed passivity. Michael had died and her world had stood still
and she had been one with the full shock of that arrest. Now she was
standing still and the world was going forward, but it did not concern
her-in no way or relation did it touch her. She knew this by the ease
with which she could slip Michael's name into talk and incline her head
to the proper angle, at the proper murmur of sympathy.

In the blessed realization of that relief, the Armistice with all
its bells broke over her and passed unheeded. At the end of another
year she had overcome her physical loathing of the living and returned
young, so that she could take them by the hand and almost sincerely
wish them well. She had no interest in any aftermath, national or
personal, of the war, but, moving at an immense distance, she sat on
various relief committees and held strong views-she heard herself
delivering them-about the site of the proposed village War
Memorial.

Then there came to her, as next of kin, an official intimation, backed by a page of a letter to her in indelible pencil, a silver identity-disc, and a watch, to the effect that the body of Lieutenant Michael Turrell had been found, identified, and re-interred in Hagenzeele Third Military Cemetery-the letter of the row and the grave's number in that row duly given.

So Helen found herself moved on to another process of the manufacture—to a world full of exultant or broken relatives, now strong in the certainty that there was an altar upon earth where they might lay their love. These soon told her, and by means of time-tables made clear, how easy it was and how little it interfered with life's affairs to go and see one's grave.

'So different,' as the Rector's wife said, 'if he'd been killed in
Mesopotamia, or even Gallipoli.'

The agony of being waked up to some sort of second life drove Helen
across the Channel, where, in a new world of abbreviated titles, she
learnt that Hagenzeele Third could be comfortably reached by an
afternoon train which fitted in with the morning boat, and that there
was a comfortable little hotel not three kilometres from Hagenzeele
itself, where one could spend quite a comfortable night and see one's
grave next morning. All this she had from a Central Authority who lived
in a board and tar-paper shed on the skirts of a razed city full of
whirling lime-dust and blown papers.

'By the way,' said he, 'you know your grave, of course!'

'Yes, thank you,' said Helen, and showed its row and number typed on
Michael's own little typewriter. The officer would have checked it, out
of one of his many books; but a large Lancashire woman thrust between
them and bade him tell her where she might find her son, who had been
corporal in the A.S.C. His proper name, she sobbed, was Anderson, but,
coming of respectable folk, he had of course enlisted under the name of
Smith; and had been killed at Dickiebush, in early 'Fifteen. She had
not his number nor did she know which of his two Christian names he
might have used with his alias; but her Cook's tourist ticket expired
at the end of Easter week, and if by then she could not find her child
she should go mad. Whereupon she fell forward on Helen's breast; but
the officer's wife came out quickly from a little bedroom behind the
office, and the three of them lifted the woman on to the cot.

'They are often like this,' said the officer's wife, loosening the
tight bonnet-strings. 'Yesterday she said he'd been killed at Hooge.
Are you sure you know your grave? It makes such a difference.'

'Yes, thank you,' said Helen, and hurried out before the woman on
the bed should begin to lament again.

Tea in a crowded mauve and blue striped wooden structure, with a
false front, carried her still further into the nightmare. She paid her
bill beside a stolid, plain-featured Englishwoman, who, hearing her
inquire about the train to Hagenzeele, volunteered to come with
her.

'I'm going to Hagenzeele myself,' she explained .'Not to Hagenzeele
Third; mine is Sugar Factory, but they call it La Rosiere now. It's
just south of Hagenzeele Three. Have you got your room at the hotel
there!'

'Oh yes, thank you. I've wired.'

'That's better. Sometimes the place is quite full, and at others
there's hardly a soul. But they've put bathrooms into the old Lion
d'Or-that's the hotel on the west side of Sugar Factory-and it draws
off a lot of people, luckily.'

'It's all new to me. This is the first time I've been over.'

'Indeed! This is my ninth time since the Armistice. Not on my own
account. I haven't lost any one, thank God-but, like every one else,
I've a lot of friends at home who have. Coming over as often as I do, I
find it helps them to have some one just look at the-the place and tell
them about it afterwards. And one can take photos for them, too. I get
quite a list of commissions to execute.' She laughed nervously and
tapped her slung Kodak. 'There are two or three to see at Sugar Factory
this time, and plenty of others in the cemeteries all about. My system
is to save them up, and arrange them, you know. And when I've got
enough commissions for one area to make it worth while, I pop over and
execute them. It does comfort people.'

'I suppose so,' Helen answered, shivering as they entered the little
train.

'Of course it does. (Isn't it lucky we've got window-seats!) It must
do or they wouldn't ask one to do it, would they! I've a list of quite
twelve or fifteen commissions here'-she tapped the Kodak again-'I must
sort them out tonight. Oh, I forgot to ask you. What's yours!'

'My nephew,' said Helen. 'But I was very fond of him.'

'Ah, yes! I sometimes wonder whether they know after death! What do
you think?'

'Oh, I don't-I haven't dared to think much about that sort of
thing,' said Helen, almost lifting her hands to keep her off.

'Perhaps that's better,' the woman answered. 'The sense of loss must
be enough, I expect. Well, I won't worry you any more.'

Helen was grateful, but when they reached the hotel Mrs Scarsworth (they had exchanged names) insisted on dining at the same table with her, and after the meal, in the little, hideous salon full of low-voiced relatives, took Helen through her 'commissions' with biographies of the dead, where she happened to know them, and sketches of their next of kin. Helen endured till nearly half-past nine, ere she fled to her room.

Almost at once there was a knock at her door and Mrs Scarsworth
entered; her hands, holding the dreadful list, clasped before her.

'Yes-yes-I know,' she began. 'You're sick of me, but I want to tell
you something. You-you aren't married, are you? Then perhaps you
won't...But it doesn't matter. I've got to tell some one. I can't go on
any longer like this.'

'But please-' Mrs Scarsworth had backed against the shut door, and
her mouth worked dryly.

In a minute,' she said. 'You-you know about these graves of mine I was telling you about downstairs, just now! They really are commissions. At least several of them are.' Her eye wandered round the room. 'What extraordinary wall-papers they have in Belgium, don't you think? ...Yes. I swear they are commissions. But there's one, d'you see, and—and he was more to me than anything else in the world. Do you understand?'

Helen nodded.

'More than any one else. And, of course, he oughtn't to have been.
He ought to have been nothing to me. But he was. He is. That's why I do
the commissions, you see. That's all.'

'But why do you tell me!' Helen asked desperately.

'Because I'm so tired of lying. Tired of lying-always lying-year in
and year out. When I don't tell lies I've got to act 'em and I've got
to think 'em, always. You don't know what that means. He was everything
to me that he oughtn't to have been-the one real thing-the only thing
that ever happened to me in all my life; and I've had to pretend he
wasn't. I've had to watch every word I said, and think out what lie I'd
tell next, for years and years!'

'How many years?' Helen asked.

'Six years and four months before, and two and three-quarters after. I've gone to him eight times, since. Tomorrow'll make the ninth, and—and I can't-I can't go to him again with nobody in the world knowing. I want to be honest with some one before I go. Do you understand! It doesn't matter about me. I was never truthful, even as a girl. But it isn't worthy of him. So I-I had to tell you. I can't keep it up any longer. Oh, I can't.'

She lifted her joined hands almost to the level of her mouth and
brought them down sharply, still joined, to full arms' length below her
waist. Helen reached forward, caught them, bowed her head over them,
and murmured: 'Oh, my dear! My-' Mrs Scarsworth stepped back, her face
all mottled.

'My God!' said she. 'Is that how you take it!'

Helen could not speak, and the woman went out; but it a long while
before Helen was able to sleep.

Next morning Mrs Scarsworth left early on her round of commissions,
and Helen walked alone to Hagenzeele Third. The place was still in the
making, and stood some five or feet above the metalled road, which it
flanked for hundred yards. Culverts across a deep ditch served for
entrances through the unfinished boundary wall. She climbed a few
wooden-faced earthen steps and then met the entire crowded level of the
thing in one held breath. She did not know Hagenzeele Third counted
twenty-one thousand dead already. All she saw was a merciless sea of
black crosses, bearing little strips of stamped tin at all angles
across their faces. She could distinguish no order or arrangement in
their mass; nothing but a waist-high wilderness as of weeds stricken
dead, rushing at her. She went forward, moved to the left and the right
hopelessly, wondering by what guidance she should ever come to her own.
A great distance away there was a line of whiteness. It proved to be a
block of some two or three hundred graves whose headstones had already
been set, whose flowers planted out, and whose new-sown grass showed
green. Here she could see clear-cut letters at the ends of the rows,
referring to her slip, realized that it was not here she must look.

A man knelt behind a line of headstones-evidently a gardener, for he
was firming a young plant in the soft earth. She went towards him, her
paper in her hand. He rose at her approach and without prelude or
salutation asked: 'Who are you looking for?'

'Lieutenant Michael Turrell-my nephew,' said Helen slowly and word
for word, as she had many thousands of times in her life.

The man lifted his eyes and looked at her with infinite compassion
before he turned from the fresh-sown grass toward the naked black
crosses.

'Come with me,' he said, 'and I will show you where your son
lies.'

When Helen left the Cemetery she turned for a last look. In the
distance she saw the man bending over his young plants; and she went
away, supposing him to be the gardener.
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      Poem

      In Memoriam A. H. H., VII ('Dark house, by which once more I stand')

      Alfred, Lord Tennyson, 1850

      Arthur Henry Hallam, Tennyson's closest friend and engaged to his sister, died suddenly in Vienna in 1833, aged twenty-two. In Memoriam is a sequence of short poems Tennyson wrote over the following seventeen years; in this one he stands outside Hallam's house in Wimpole Street, London.

      
        Dark house, by which once more I stand

 Here in the long unlovely street,

 Doors, where my heart was used to beat

So quickly, waiting for a hand,



A hand that can be clasp'd no more,—

 Behold me, for I cannot sleep,

 And like a guilty thing I creep

At earliest morning to the door.



He is not here; but far away

 The noise of life begins again,

 And ghastly thro' the drizzling rain

On the bald street breaks the blank day.












      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Essay

      Of Sorrow

      Michel de Montaigne, translated by Charles Cotton, 1580

      
        
          
            
              
                No Man living is more free from this Passion than I, who neither like it in my self, nor admire it in others, and yet generally the World (I know not why) is pleas’d to grace it with a particular Esteem, endeavouring to make us believe, That Wisdom, Vertue and Conscience, shroud themselves under this grave and affected Appearance. Foolish and sordid Disguise! The Italians however under the Denomination of Un Tristo, decypher a clandestine Nature, a dangerous and ill-natur’d Man: and with good reason, it being a Quality always hurtful, always idle and vain, and as cowardly, mean, and base, by the Stoicks expresly, and particularly forbiden their Sages: But the Story, nevertheless says, that Psammenitus, King of Egypt, being defeated and taken Prisoner by Cambyses, King of Persia, seeing his own Daughter pass by him in a wretched Habit, with a Bucket to draw Water, though his Friends about him were so concerned as to break out into Tears and Lamentations at the miserable sight; yet he himself remain’d unmov’d, without uttering a Word of Discontent, with his Eyes fix’d upon the Ground: and seeing moreover his Son immediately after led to Execution, still maintain’d the same Gravity and Indifference; till spying at last one of his Domesticks dragg’d away amongst the Captives, he could then hold no longer, but fell to tearing his Hair, and beating his Breast, with all the other Extravagancies of a wild and desperate Sorrow. A Story that may very fitly be coupled with another of the same kind, of a late Prince of our own Nation, who being at Trent, and having News there brought him of the Death of his elder Brother, but a Brother on whom depended the whole Support and Honour of his House, and soon after of that of a younger Brother, the second Hope of his Family, and having withstood these two Assaults with an exemplary Resolution, one of his Servants happening a few days after to die, he suffer’d his Constancy to be overcome by this last Accident; and parting with his Courage, so abandon’d himself to Sorrow and Mourning, that some from thence were forward to conclude, that he was only touch’d to the Quick by this last Stroak of Fortune; but, in truth, it was, that being before brim full of Grief, the least Addition overflow’d the Bounds of all Patience. Which might also be said of the former Example, did not the Story proceed to tell us, That Cambyses asking Psammenitus , Why, not being mov’d at the Calamity of his Son and Daughter, he should with so great Impatience bear the Misfortune of his Friend? It is (answer’d he) because only this last Affliction was only to be manifested by Tears, the two first exceeding all manner of Expression. And peradventure something like this might be working in the Fancy of the ancient Painter, who being in the Sacrifice of Iphigenia to represent the Sorrow of the Assistants proportionably to the several Degrees of Interest every one had in the Death of this fair innocent Virgin; and having in the other Figures laid out the utmost Power of his Art, when he came to that of her Father, he drew him with a veil over his Face, meaning thereby, that no kind of Countenance was capable of expressing such a degree of Sorrow. Which is also the reason why the Poets feign the miserable Mother Niobe, having first lost seven Sons, and successively as many Daughters, to be at last transform’d into a Rock,

                
                  Diriguisse malis,

                

                
                  Whom Grief alone
How Pow’r to stiffen into Stone.

                

                Thereby to express, that melancholick, dumb, and deaf Stupidity, which benumbs all our Faculties when opprest with Accident greater than we are able to bear; and indeed the Violence and Impression of an excessive Grief, must of necessity astonish the Soul, and wholly deprive her of her ordinary Functions: As it happens to every one of us, who upon any sudden Alarm of very ill News, find our selves surpriz’d, stupefied, and in a manner depriv’d of all Power of Motion, till the Soul beginning to vent it self in Sighs and Tears, seems a little to free and disengage it self from the sudden Oppression, and to have obtain’d some room to work it self out at greater Liberty.

                
                  Et uia uix tandem uoci laxata dolore est.

                

                
                  Yet scarce at last by strugling Grief, a Gate
Unbolted is for Sighs to sally at.

                

                In the War that Ferdinand made upon the Widow of King John of Hungary about Buda, a Man at Arms was particularly taken notice of by every one for his singular gallant Behaviour in a certain Encounter; unknown, highly commended, and as much lamented, being left Dead upon the Place: But by none so much as by Raisciac, a German Lord, who was infinitely enamour’d of so unparallell’d a Vertue. When the Body being brought off, and the Count, with the common Curiosity coming to view it, the Arms were no sooner taken off, but he immediately knew him to be his own Son. A thing that added a second Blow to the Compassion of all the Beholders; only he, without uttering a Word, or turning away his Eyes from the woful Object, stood fixtly contemplating the Body of his Son, till the Vehemency of Sorrow having overcome his Vital Spirits, made him sink downe stone-dead to the Ground.

                
                  Chi puo dir com’egli arde è in picciol fuoco,

                

                
                  What Tongue is able to proclaim
How his Soul melted in the gentle Flame?

                

                say the Inamorato’s, when they would represent an insupportable Passion.

                
                  misero quod omnes
Eripit sensus mihi. Nam simul te,
Lesbia aspexi, nihil est super me
Quod loquar amens.
Lingua sed torpet tenuis sub artus
Flamma dimanat sonitu suopte
Tinniunt aures, gemina teguntur
Lumina nocte.

                

                
                  all-conquering Lesbia, thine Eyes
Have ravish’d from me all my Faculties:
At the first Glance of their victorious Ray
I was so struck I knew not what to say;
Nor had a Tongue to speak, a subtle Flame
Crept thro’my veins; my tinkling ears became
Deaf without noise, and my poor eyes I found
With a black Veil of double darkness bound.

                

                Neither is it in the height and greatest Fury of the Fit, that we are in a condition to pour out our Complaints, or to sally into Courtship, the Soul being at that time over-burthened, and labouring with profound Thoughts; and the Body dejected and languishing with Desire; and thence it is, that sometimes proceed those accidental Impotencies that so unseasonably surprise the willing Lover, and that Frigidity which by the force of an Immoderate Ardour, so unhappily seizes him even in the very lap of Fruition: For all Passions that suffer themselves to be relish’d and digested, are but moderate.

                
                  Curæ leues loquntur, ingentes stupent.

                

                
                  His grief’s but easie, who his grief can tell,
But piercing Sorrow has no Article.

                

                A surprise of unexpected Joy does likewise often produce the same effect.

                
                  Ut me conspexit uenientem, & Troja circum
Arma amens uidit, magnis exterrita monstris,
Diriguit uisu in medio, calor ossa reliquit,
Labitur & longo uix tandem tempore fatur.

                

                
                  Soon as she saw me coming, and beheld
The Trojan Ensigns waving in the Field,
O’er-joy’d, and ravish’t at th’unlook’t for sight,
She turn’d a Statue, lost all feeling quite;
Life’s gentle Heat did her stiff Limbs forsake,
She swoon’d, and scarce after long swooning spake.

                

                To these we have the Examples of the Roman Lady, who died for Joy to see her Son safe return’d from the Defeat of Cannæ; and of Sophocles, and of Dionysius the Tyrant, who died of Joy; and of Talva, who died in Corsica, reading News of the Honours the Roman Senate had decreed in his Favour. We have moreover one, in our times of Pope Leo the tenth, who upon News of the taking of Milan, a thing he had so ardently and passionately desir’d, was rapt with so sudden an excess of Joy, that he immediately fell into a Fever and died. And for a more authentick Testimony of the imbecility of Humane Nature, it is recorded by the Ancients, that Diodorus the Logician died upon the Place, out of an extream Passion of Shame, for not having been able in his own School, and in the presence of a great Auditory, to disingage himself from a nice Argument that was propounded to him. I for my part am very little subject to these violent Passions; I am naturally of a stubborn Apprehension, which also by discourse, I every day harden and fortify more and more.
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      Afterword

      Day Eighty-Five: Mourning

      Kipling’s last words come from the Gospel of John. On Easter morning Mary Magdalene, weeping at the empty tomb, is asked “whom seekest thou?” by a man she takes for the gardener, until he speaks her name and she knows him as the risen Jesus. Kipling’s gardener asks Helen the same question, and gives her the name she has never been able to claim: not aunt but mother. Tennyson goes to the same morning. He creeps to the door “At earliest morning”, and “He is not here” is what the angel says at the empty tomb: “He is not here: for he is risen.” Tennyson keeps the first half and stops. Nobody rises, and the day that breaks is “blank”.

      Montaigne says the greatest griefs strike us dumb, and that “His grief’s but easie, who his grief can tell”. Mrs Scarsworth has to tell hers, because she is “so tired of lying”. Helen hears it and “could not speak”. Which of them was carrying more?

      Kipling’s own son, John, went missing at Loos in 1915, the battle whose “wastage” Michael’s battalion is sent to make good, and no grave of his was identified in Kipling’s lifetime. For the graves of soldiers who could not be named, Kipling chose the words still cut on thousands of headstones: “Known unto God”.

    

  
    
      Day Eighty-Six

      Loyalty and exile

      24 minutes

      
        Story
        The Book of Ruth
        The Bible (King James Version) · 11 minutes
        "Whither thou goest, I will go": a complete short story about loyalty, exile and belonging.
      

      
        Poem
        Our Casuarina Tree
        Toru Dutt · 3 minutes
        A young Bengali poet, who died at twenty-one, remembers the tree of her childhood garden.
      

      
        Essay
        Of Friendship
        Francis Bacon · 10 minutes
        "It redoubleth joys, and cutteth griefs in halfs": Bacon's warmest essay.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      The Book of Ruth

      The Bible (King James Version), 1611

      
        Chapter 1


 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.

 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,
Ephrathites of Beth-lehem-judah. And they came into the country
of Moab, and continued there.

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

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

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

 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 that the LORD had visited his people in
giving them bread.

 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.

 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.

 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.

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

 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?

 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;

 Would ye tarry for them till they were grown? would 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.

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

 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.

 And Ruth said, Intreat 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 lodge: thy people shall be my
people, and thy God my God:

 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.

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

 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?

 And she said unto them, Call me not Naomi, call me Mara: for
the Almighty hath dealt very bitterly with me.

 I 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?

 So Naomi returned, and Ruth the Moabitess, her 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.


Chapter 2


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

 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.

 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.

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

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

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

 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.

 Then said Boaz unto Ruth, Hearest thou not, my daughter? Go
not to glean in another field, neither go from hence, but
abide here fast by my maidens:

 Let thine eyes be on the field that they do reap, and go thou
after 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.

 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 I am a stranger?

 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 a
people which thou knewest not heretofore.

 The LORD recompense thy work, and a full reward be given thee
of the LORD God of Israel, under whose wings thou art come to
trust.

 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 handmaid, though I be not like unto one of
thine handmaidens.

 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.

 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:

 And let fall also some of the handfuls of purpose for her, and
leave them, that she may glean them, and rebuke her not.

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

 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 reserved after she was sufficed.

 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.

 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 unto
us, one of our next kinsmen.

 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.

 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.

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


Chapter 3


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

 And now is not Boaz of our kindred, with whose maidens thou
wast? Behold, he winnoweth barley to night in the
threshingfloor.

 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.

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

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

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

 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.

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

 And he said, Who art thou? And she answered, I am Ruth thine
handmaid: spread therefore thy skirt over thine handmaid; for
thou art a near kinsman.

 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 followedst not young men, whether
poor or rich.

 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.

 And now it is true that I am thy near kinsman: howbeit there
is a kinsman nearer than I.

 Tarry this night, and it shall be in the morning, that if he
will perform unto thee the part of a kinsman, well; 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.

 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.

 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.

 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.

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

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


Chapter 4


 Then went Boaz up to the gate, and sat him down there: and,
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.

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

 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:

 And I thought to advertise thee, saying, Buy it before the
inhabitants, and before the elders of my people. If thou wilt
redeem it, redeem it: but if thou 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.

 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.

 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.

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

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

 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.

 Moreover Ruth the Moabitess, the wife of Mahlon, 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, and from the gate of his place: ye are
witnesses this day.

 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 Beth-lehem:

 And let thy house be like the house of Pharez, whom Tamar bare
unto Judah, of the seed which the LORD shall give thee of this
young woman.

 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.

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

 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 sons, hath
born him.

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

 And the women 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.

 Now these are the generations of Pharez: Pharez begat Hezron,

 And Hezron begat Ram, and Ram begat Amminadab,

 And Amminadab begat Nahshon, and Nahshon begat Salmon,

 And Salmon begat Boaz, and Boaz begat Obed,

 And Obed begat Jesse, and Jesse begat David.




      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Poem

      Our Casuarina Tree

      Toru Dutt, 1882

      
        


Our Casuarina Tree.






Like a huge Python, winding round and round

 The rugged trunk, indented deep with scars

 Up to its very summit near the stars,

A creeper climbs, in whose embraces bound

 No other tree could live. But gallantly

The giant wears the scarf, and flowers are hung

In crimson clusters all the boughs among,

 Whereon all day are gathered bird and bee;

And oft at nights the garden overflows

With one sweet song that seems to have no close,

Sung darkling from our tree, while men repose.



When first my casement is wide open thrown

 At dawn, my eyes delighted on it rest;

 Sometimes, and most in winter,—on its crest

A grey baboon sits statue-like alone

 Watching the sunrise; while on lower boughs

His puny offspring leap about and play;

And far and near kokilas hail the day;

 And to their pastures wend our sleepy cows;

And in the shadow, on the broad tank cast

By that hoar tree, so beautiful and vast,

The water-lilies spring, like snow enmassed.



But not because of its magnificence

 Dear is the Casuarina to my soul;

 Beneath it we have played; though years may roll,

O sweet companions, loved with love intense,

 For your sakes, shall the tree be ever dear!

Blent with your images, it shall arise

In memory, till the hot tears blind mine eyes!

 What is that dirge-like murmur that I hear

Like the sea breaking on a shingle-beach?

It is the tree's lament, an eerie speech,

That haply to the unknown land may reach.






 
Unknown, yet well-known to the eye of faith!

 Ah, I have heard that wail far, far away

 In distant lands, by many a sheltered bay,

When slumbered in his cave the water-wraith,

 And the waves gently kissed the classic shore

Of France or Italy, beneath the moon,

When earth lay tranced in a dreamless swoon:

 And every time the music rose, before

Mine inner vision rose a form sublime,

Thy form, O Tree, as in my happy prime

I saw thee, in my own loved native clime.



Therefore I fain would consecrate a lay

 Unto thy honour, Tree, beloved of those

 Who now in blessed sleep, for aye, repose,

Dearer than life to me, alas! were they!

 Mayst thou be numbered when my days are done

With deathless trees—like those in Borrowdale,

Under whose awful branches lingered pale

 "Fear, trembling Hope, and Death the skeleton,

And Time the shadow;" and though weak the verse

That would thy beauty fain, oh fain rehearse,

 May Love defend thee from Oblivion's curse!
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      Essay

      Of Friendship

      Francis Bacon, 1625

      
        


XXVII. OF FRIENDSHIP.




It had been hard for him that spake it to have put more truth and untruth together in few words than in that speech, "Whosoever is delighted in solitude, is either a wild beast or a god:" for it is most true, that a natural and secret hatred and aversation towards society, in any man, hath somewhat of the savage beast; but it is most untrue, that it should have any character at all of the divine nature, except it proceed, not out of a pleasure in solitude, but out of a love and desire to sequester a man's self for a higher conversation: such as is found to have been falsely and feignedly in some of the heathen; as Epimenides, the Candian; Numa, the Roman; Empedocles, the Sicilian; and Apollonius of Tyana; and truly and really in divers of the ancient hermits and holy fathers of the church. But little do men perceive what solitude is, and how far it extendeth; for a crowd is not company, and faces are but a gallery of pictures, and talk but a tinkling cymbal where there is no love. The Latin adage meeteth with it a little: "magna civitas, magna solitudo;" because in a great town friends are scattered, so that there is not that fellowship, for the most part, which is in less neighbourhoods: but we may go farther, and affirm most truly, that it is a mere and miserable solitude to want true friends, without which the world is but wilderness; and even in this sense also of solitude, whosoever in the frame of his nature and affections is unfit for friendship, he taketh it of the beast, and not from humanity. 

A principal fruit of friendship is the ease and discharge of the fulness and swellings of the heart, which passions of all kinds do cause and induce. We know diseases of stoppings and suffocations are the most dangerous in the body; and it is not much otherwise in the mind; you may take sarza to open the liver, steel to open the spleen, flower of sulphur for the lungs, castareum for the brain; but no receipt openeth the heart but a true friend, to whom you may impart griefs, joys, fears, hopes, suspicions, counsels, and whatsoever lieth upon the heart to oppress it, in a kind of civil shrift or confession. 

It is a strange thing to observe how high a rate great kings and monarchs do set upon this fruit of friendship whereof we speak: so great, as they purchase it many times at the hazard of their own safety and greatness: for princes, in regard of the distance of their fortune from that of their subjects and servants, cannot gather this fruit, except (to make themselves capable thereof) they raise some persons to be as it were companions, and almost equals to themselves, which many times sorteth to inconvenience. The modern languages give unto such persons the name of favourites, or privadoes, as if it were matter of grace, or conversation; but the Roman name attaineth the true use and cause thereof, naming them "participes curarum;" for it is that which tieth the knot: and we see plainly that this hath been done, not by weak and passionate princes only, but by the wisest and most politic that ever
 reigned, who have oftentimes joined to themselves some of their servants, whom both themselves have called friends, and allowed others likewise to call them in the same manner, using the word which is received between private men. 

L. Sylla, when he commanded Rome, raised Pompey (after surnamed the Great) to that height, that Pompey vaunted himself for Sylla's overmatch; for when he had carried the consulship for a friend of his, against the pursuit of Sylla, and that Sylla did a little resent thereat, and began to speak great, Pompey turned upon him again, and in effect bade him be quiet; for that more men adored the sun rising than the sun setting. With Julius Cæsar, Decimus Brutus had obtained that interest, as he set him down in his testament for heir in remainder after his nephew; and this was the man that had power with him to draw him forth to his death: for when Cæsar would have discharged the senate, in regard of some ill presages, and specially a dream of Calpurnia, this man lifted him gently by the arm out of his chair, telling him he hoped he would not dismiss the senate till his wife had dreamed a better dream; and it seemeth his favour was so great, as Antonius, in a letter which is recited verbatim in one of Cicero's Philippics, calleth him "venefica,"—"witch;" as if he had enchanted Cæsar. Augustus raised Agrippa (though of mean birth) to that height, as, when he consulted with Mæcenas about the marriage of his daughter Julia, Mæcenas took the liberty to tell him, that he must either marry his daughter to Agrippa, or take away his life: there was no third way, he had made him so great. With Tiberius Cæsar, Sejanus had ascended to that height as they two were termed and reckoned as a pair of friends. Tiberius, in a letter to him, saith, "hæc pro amicitiâ nostra non occultavi;" and the whole senate dedicated an altar to Friendship, as to a goddess, in respect of the great dearness of friendship between them two. The like, or more, was between Septimius Severus and Plantianus; for he forced his eldest son to marry the daughter of Plantianus, and would often maintain Plantianus in doing affronts to his son: and did write also, in a letter to the senate, by these words: "I love the man so well, as I wish he may over-live me." Now, if these princes had been as a Trajan, or a Marcus Aurelius, a man might have thought that this had proceeded of an abundant goodness of nature; but being men so wise, of such strength and severity of mind, and so extreme lovers of themselves, as all these were, it proveth most plainly, that they found their own felicity (though as great as ever happened to mortal men) but as an half piece, except they might have a friend to make it entire; and yet, which is more, they were princes that had wives, sons, nephews; and yet all these could not supply the comfort of friendship. 

It is not to be forgotten what Comineus observeth of his first master, Duke Charles the Hardy, namely, that he would communicate his secrets with none; and least of all, those secrets which troubled him most. Whereupon he goeth on, and saith that towards his latter time that closeness did impair and a little perish his understanding. Surely Comineus might have made the same judgment also, if it had pleased him, of his second master, Lewis the Eleventh, whose closeness was indeed his tormentor. The parable of Pythagoras is dark but true, "Cor ne edito,"—"eat not the heart." Certainly, if a man would give it a hard phrase, those that want friends to open themselves unto are cannibals of their own hearts: but one thing is most admirable, (wherewith I will conclude this first fruit of friendship,) which is, that this communicating of a man's self to his friend works two contrary effects, for it redoubleth joys, and cutteth griefs in halfs; for there is no man that imparteth his joys to his friend, but he joyeth the more: and no man that imparteth his griefs to his friend, but he grieveth the less. So that it is, in truth, of operation upon a man's mind of like virtue as the alchymists use to attribute to their stone for man's body, that it worketh all contrary effects, but still to the good and benefit of nature: but yet, without praying in aid of alchymists, there is a manifest image of this in the ordinary course of nature; for, in bodies, union strengtheneth and cherisheth any natural action; and, on the other side, weakeneth and dulleth any violent impression; and even so it is of minds. 

The second fruit of friendship is healthful and sovereign for the understanding, as the first is for the affections; for friendship maketh indeed a fair day in the affections from storm and tempests, but it maketh daylight in the understanding, out of darkness and confusion of thoughts: neither is this to be understood only of faithful counsel, which a man receiveth from his friend; but before you come to that, certain it is, that whosoever hath his mind fraught with many thoughts, his wits and understanding do clarify and break up, in the communicating and discoursing with another; he tosseth his thoughts more easily; he marshalleth them more orderly; he seeth how they look when they are turned into words: finally, he waxeth wiser than himself; and that more by an hour's discourse than by a day's meditation. It was well said by Themistocles to the King of Persia, "That speech was like cloth of Arras, opened and put abroad; whereby the imagery doth appear in figure; whereas in thoughts they lie but as in packs." Neither is this second fruit of friendship, in opening the understanding, restrained only to such friends as are able to give a man counsel, (they indeed are best,) but even without that a man learneth of himself, and bringeth his own thoughts to light, and whetteth his wits as against a stone, which itself cuts not. In a word, a man were better relate himself to a 
 statue or picture, than to suffer his thoughts to pass in smother. 

Add now, to make this second fruit of friendship complete, that other point which lieth more open, and falleth within vulgar observation: which is faithful counsel from a friend. Heraclitus saith well in one of his enigmas, "Dry light is ever the best," and certain it is, that the light that a man receiveth by counsel from another, is drier and purer than that which cometh from his own understanding and judgment: which is ever infused and drenched in his affections and customs. So as there is as much difference between the counsel that a friend giveth, and that a man giveth himself, as there is between the counsel of a friend and of a flatterer; for there is no such flatterer as is a man's self, and there is no such remedy against flattery of a man's self as the liberty of a friend. Counsel is of two sorts; the one concerning manners, the other concerning business: for the first, the best preservative to keep the mind in health is the faithful admonition of a friend. The calling of a man's self to a strict account is a medicine sometimes too piercing and corrosive; reading good books of morality is a little flat and dead; observing our faults in others is sometimes improper for our case; but the best receipt (best I say to work and best to take) is the admonition of a friend. It is a strange thing to behold what gross errors and extreme absurdities many (especially of the greater sort) do commit for want of a friend to tell them of them, to the great damage both of their fame and fortune: for, as St. James saith, they are as men "that looks sometimes into a glass, and presently forget their own shape and favour:" as for business, a man may think, if he will, that two eyes see no more than one; or, that a gamester seeth always more than a looker-on; or, that a man in anger is as wise as he that hath said over the four and twenty letters; or, that a musket may be shot off as well upon the arm as upon a rest; and such other fond and high imaginations, to think himself all in all: but when all is done, the help of good counsel is that which setteth business straight: and if any man think that he will take counsel, but it shall be by pieces; asking counsel in one business of one man, and in another business of another man; it is well, (that is to say, better, perhaps, than if he asked none at all,) but he runneth two dangers; one, that he shall not be faithfully counselled; for it is a rare thing, except it be from a perfect and entire friend, to have counsel given, but such as shall be bowed and crooked to some ends which he hath that giveth it: the other, that he shall have counsel given, hurtful and unsafe, (though with good meaning,) and mixed partly of mischief, and partly of remedy; even as if you would call a physician, that is thought good for the cure of the disease you complain of, but is unacquainted with your body; and, therefore, may put you in a way for a present cure, but overthroweth your health in some other kind, and so cure the disease, and kill the patient: but a friend, that is wholly acquainted with a man's estate will beware, by furthering any present business, how he dasheth upon other inconvenience; and, therefore, rest not upon scattered counsels; they will rather distract and mislead, than settle and direct. 

After these two noble fruits of friendship, (peace in the affections, and support of the judgment,) followeth the last fruit, which is, like the pomegranate, full of many kernels; I mean, aid and bearing a part in all actions and occasions. Here the best way to represent to life the manifold use of friendship, is to cast and see how many things there are which a man cannot do himself: and then it will appear that it was a sparing speech of the ancients, to say, "that a friend is another himself; for that a friend is far more than himself." Men have their time, and die many times in desire of some things which they principally take to heart: the bestowing of a child, the finishing of a work, or the like. If a man have a true friend, he may rest almost secure that the care of those things will continue after him; so that a man hath, as it were, two lives in his desires. A man hath a body, and that body is confined to a place; but where friendship is, all offices of life are, as it were, granted to him and his deputy; for he may exercise them by his friend. How many things are there which a man cannot, with any face, or comeliness, say or do himself? A man can scarce allege his own merits with modesty, much less extol them: a man cannot sometimes brook to supplicate, or beg, and a number of the like: but all these things are graceful in a friend's mouth, which are blushing in a man's own. So again, a man's person hath many proper relations which he cannot put off. A man cannot speak to his son but as a father; to his wife but as a husband; to his enemy but upon terms: whereas a friend may speak as the case requires, and not as it sorteth with the person: but to enumerate these things were endless; I have given the rule, where a man cannot fitly play his own part, if he have not a friend, he may quit the stage. 






      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Afterword

      Day Eighty-Six: Loyalty and exile

      “Ruth the Moabitess”, the book keeps calling her, as though Bethlehem can never forget where she came from. Moab was an old enemy, and the law of Moses barred Moabites from the congregation of the Lord “even to their tenth generation”. The book’s last word is the name of her great-grandson: David.

      Naomi comes home saying, “I went out full and the LORD hath brought me home again empty.” Boaz sends Ruth back from the threshing floor with barley, “Go not empty unto thy mother in law,” and in the end the neighbours say, “There is a son born to Naomi.” That is Bacon’s last fruit of friendship: a friend carries on what death cuts short, so that “a man hath, as it were, two lives in his desires”. Bacon knew the other kind too. In 1601 he helped to prosecute his old patron and friend, the Earl of Essex, who was beheaded for treason.

      Keats gave Ruth a homesickness the Bible never mentions. In “Ode to a Nightingale” the bird’s song may once have found “the sad heart of Ruth, when, sick for home, / She stood in tears amid the alien corn.” Toru Dutt heard her tree’s lament “far, far away / In distant lands”, on the shores of “France or Italy”. The companions who played beneath it, and who “now in blessed sleep, for aye, repose”, were her brother and sister, both dead before she wrote the poem.

    

  
    
      Day Eighty-Seven

      China and the Way

      9 minutes

      
        Story
        The Painted Wall
        Pu Songling · 4 minutes
        From Strange Tales from a Chinese Studio, the great collection of the uncanny.
      

      
        Poem
        The River-Merchant's Wife: A Letter
        Li Bai · 2 minutes
        Pound's 1915 version of Li Bai is one of the great English poems of the century in its own right.
      

      
        Essay
        Nourishing the Lord of Life (Chapter 3)
        Zhuangzi · 4 minutes
        The shortest chapter of the Zhuangzi, with Cook Ding, who never needed to sharpen his knife.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      The Painted Wall

      Pu Songling, translated by Herbert A. Giles, 1740

      
        A Kiang-si gentleman, named Meng Lung-t'an, was lodging at the capital with a Mr. Chu, M.A., when one day chance led them to a certain monastery, within which they found no spacious halls or meditation chambers, but only an old priest in déshabillé. On observing the visitors, he arranged his dress and went forward to meet them, leading them round and showing whatever there was to be seen. In the chapel they saw an image of Chih Kung, and the walls on either side were beautifully painted with life-like representations of men and animals. On the east side were pictured a number of fairies, among whom was a young girl whose maiden tresses were not yet confined by the matron's knot. She was picking flowers and gently smiling, while her cherry lips seemed about to move, and the moisture of her eyes to overflow. Mr. Chu gazed at her for a long time without taking his eyes off, until at last he became unconscious of anything but the thoughts that were engrossing him. Then, suddenly he felt himself floating in the air, as if riding on a cloud, and found himself passing through the wall, where halls and pavilions stretched away one after another, unlike the abodes of mortals. Here an old priest was preaching the Law of Buddha, surrounded by a large crowd of listeners. Mr. Chu mingled with the throng, and after a few moments perceived a gentle tug at his sleeve. Turning round, he saw the young girl above-mentioned, who walked laughing away. Mr. Chu at once followed her, and passing a winding balustrade arrived at a small apartment beyond which he dared not venture farther. But the young lady, looking back, waved the flowers she had in her hand as though beckoning him to come on. He accordingly entered and found nobody else within. Then they fell on their knees and worshipped heaven and earth together, and rose up as man and wife, after which the bride went away, bidding Mr. Chu keep quiet until she came back. This went on for a couple of days, when the young lady's companions began to smell a rat and discovered Mr. Chu's hiding-place. Thereupon they all laughed and said, "My dear, you are now a married woman, and should leave off that maidenly coiffure." So they gave her the proper hair-pins and head ornaments, and bade her go bind her hair, at which she blushed very much but said nothing. Then one of them cried out, "My sisters, let us be off. Two's company, more's none." At this they all giggled again and went away. 

Mr. Chu found his wife very much improved by the alteration in the style of her hair. The high top-knot and the coronet of pendants were very becoming to her. But suddenly they heard a sound like the tramping of heavy-soled boots, accompanied by the clanking of chains and the noise of angry discussion. The bride jumped up in a fright, and she and Mr. Chu peeped out. They saw a man clad in golden armour, with a face as black as jet, carrying in his hands chains and whips, and surrounded by all the girls, He asked, "Are you all here?" "All," they replied. "If," said he, "any mortal is here concealed amongst you, denounce him at once, and lay not up sorrow for yourselves." Here they all answered as before that there was no one. The man then made a movement as if he would search the place, upon which the bride was dreadfully alarmed, and her face turned the colour of ashes. In her terror she said to Mr. Chu, "Hide yourself under the bed," and opening a small lattice in the wall, disappeared herself. Mr. Chu in his concealment hardly dared to draw his breath; and in a little while he heard the boots tramp into the room and out again, the sound of the voices getting gradually fainter and fainter in the distance. This reassured him, but he still heard the voices of people going backwards and forwards outside; and having been a long time in a cramped position, his ears began to sing as if there was a locust in them, and his eyes to burn like fire. It was almost unbearable; however, he remained quietly awaiting the return of the young lady without giving a thought to the why and wherefore of his present position. 

Meanwhile, Mêng Lung-t'an had noticed the sudden disappearance of his friend, and thinking something was wrong, asked the priest where he was. "He has gone to hear the preaching of the Law," replied the priest. "Where?" said Mr. Mêng. "Oh, not very far," was the answer. Then with his finger the old priest tapped the wall and called out, "Friend Chu! what makes you stay away so long?" At this, the likeness of Mr. Chu was figured upon the wall, with his ear inclined in the attitude of one listening. The priest added, "Your friend here has been waiting for you some time;" and immediately Mr. Chu descended from the wall, standing transfixed like a block of wood, with starting eye-balls and trembling legs. Mr. Mêng was much terrified, and asked him quietly what was the matter. Now the matter was that while concealed under the bed he had heard a noise resembling thunder and had rushed out to see what it was. 

Here they all noticed that the young lady on the wall with the maiden's tresses had changed the style of her coiffure to that of a married woman. Mr. Chu was greatly astonished at this and asked the old priest the reason. 

He replied, "Visions have their origin in those who see them: what explanation can I give?" This answer was very unsatisfactory to Mr. Chu; neither did his friend, who was rather frightened, know what to make of it all; so they descended the temple steps and went away. 






      

      Text from Wikisource. Year is first publication of the collection (written c. 1679).

    

  
    
      Poem

      The River-Merchant's Wife: A Letter

      Li Bai, translated by Ezra Pound, c. 750

      
        






The River-Merchant's Wife: a Letter






While my hair was still cut straight across my forehead

I played about the front gate, pulling flowers

You came by on bamboo stilts, playing horse,

You walked about my seat, playing with blue plums.

And we went on living in the village of Chokan:

Two small people, without dislike or suspicion.



At fourteen I married My Lord you.

I never laughed, being bashful.

Lowering my head, I looked at the wall.

Called to, a thousand times, I never looked back.



At fifteen I stopped scowling,

I desired my dust to be mingled with yours

Forever and forever, and forever.

Why should I climb the look out?



At sixteen you departed,

You went into far Ku-to-Yen, by the river of swirling eddies,



 
And you have been gone five months.

The monkeys make sorrowful noise overhead.

You dragged your feet when you went out.

By the gate now, the moss is grown, the different mosses,

Too deep to clear them away!

The leaves fall early this autumn, in wind.

The paired butterflies are already yellow with August

Over the grass in the West garden,

They hurt me.

I grow older,

If you are coming down through the narrows of the river Kiang,

Please let me know beforehand,

And I will come out to meet you,

 As far as Cho-fu-Sa.

 By Rihaku.










      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Essay

      Nourishing the Lord of Life (Chapter 3)

      Zhuangzi, translated by Herbert A. Giles, c. 300 BC

      
        MY life has a limit, but my knowledge is without limit. To drive the limited in search of the limitless, is fatal; and the knowledge of those who do this is fatally lost.

In striving for others, avoid fame. In striving for self, avoid disgrace. Pursue a middle course. Thus you will keep a sound body, and a sound mind, fulfil your duties, and work out your allotted span.

Prince Hui's cook was cutting up a bullock. Every blow of his hand, every heave of his shoulders, every tread of his foot, every thrust of his knee, every whshh of rent flesh, every chhk of the chopper, was in perfect harmony,—rhythmical like the dance of the Mulberry Grove, simultaneous like the chords of the Ching Shou. 


Commentators are divided in their identifications of these ancient morceaux.


 "Well done!" cried the Prince. "Yours is skill indeed."

"Sire," replied the cook; "I have always devoted myself to Tao. It is better than skill. When I first began to cut up bullocks, I saw before me simply whole bullocks. After three years' practice, I saw no more whole animals.


Meaning that he saw them, so to speak, in sections.


And now I work with my mind and not with my eye. When my senses bid me stop, but my mind urges me on, I fall back upon eternal principles. I follow such openings or cavities as there may be, according to the natural constitution of the animal. I do not attempt to cut through joints: still less through large bones.


For a curious parallelism, see Plato's Phædrus, 265.


"A good cook changes his chopper once a year,—because he cuts. An ordinary cook, once a month,—because he hacks. But I have had this chopper nineteen years, and although I have cut up many thousand bullocks, its edge is as if fresh from the whetstone. For at the joints there are always interstices, and the edge of a chopper being without thickness, it remains only to insert that which is without thickness into such an interstice.


These words help to elucidate a much-vexed passage in ch. xliii of the Tao-Tê-Ching. See The Remains of Lao Tzŭ, p. 30.


 By these means the interstice will be enlarged, and the blade will find plenty of room. It is thus that I have kept my chopper for nineteen years as though fresh from the whetstone.

"Nevertheless, when I come upon a hard part where the blade meets with a difficulty, I am all caution. I fix my eye on it. I stay my hand, and gently apply my blade, until with a hwah the part yields like earth crumbling to the ground. Then I take out my chopper, and stand up, and look around, and pause, until with an air of triumph I wipe my chopper and put it carefully away."

"Bravo!" cried the Prince. "From the words of this cook I have learnt how to take care of my life."


Meaning that which informs life, sc. the soul.


When Hsien, of the Kung-wên family, beheld a certain official, he was horrified, and said, "Who is that man? How came he to lose a foot? Is this the work of God, or of man?

"Why, of course," continued Hsien, "it is the work of God, and not of man. When God brought this man into the world, he wanted him to be unlike other men. Men always have two feet. From this it is clear that God and not man made him as he is.


It was by God's will that he took office with a view to personal aggrandisement. That he got into trouble and suffered the common punishment of loss of feet, cannot therefore be charged to man.


 "Now, wild fowl get a peck once in ten steps, a drink once in a hundred. Yet they do not want to be fed in a cage. For although they would thus be able to command food, they would not be free."


And had our friend above kept out of the official cage he would still have been independent as the fowls of the air.


When Lao Tzŭ died, Ch'in Shih went to mourn. He uttered three yells and departed.

A disciple asked him saying, "Were you not our Master's friend?"

"I was," replied Ch'in Shih.

"And if so, do you consider that a sufficient expression of grief at his loss?" added the disciple.

"I do," said Ch'in Shih. "I had believed him to be the man of all men, but now I know that he was not. When I went in to mourn, I found old persons weeping as if for their children, young ones wailing as if for their mothers. And for him to have gained the attachment of those people in this way, he too must have uttered words which should not have been spoken, and dropped tears which should not have been shed, thus violating eternal principles, increasing the sum of human emotion, and forgetting the source from which his own life was received. The ancients called such emotions the trammels of mortality. The Master came, because it was his time to be born; he went, because it was his time to die. For those who accept the phenomenon of birth and death in this sense, lamentation and sorrow have no place. The ancients spoke of death as of God cutting down a man suspended in the air. The fuel is consumed, but the fire may be transmitted, and we know not that it comes to an end."


The soul, according to Chuang Tzŭ, if duly nourished and not allowed to wear itself out with the body in the pursuits of mortality, may become immortal and return beatified to the Great Unknown whence it came.






      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Afterword

      Day Eighty-Seven: China and the Way

      Mr. Chu stares at a wall and walks into a marriage. The river-merchant’s wife, married at fourteen, does the opposite: “Lowering my head, I looked at the wall. / Called to, a thousand times, I never looked back.” In both pieces a girl’s hair keeps the record. The letter starts from the days when her hair “was still cut straight across my forehead”, and the only proof that Mr. Chu was ever inside the painting is that the girl’s “maiden tresses” are pinned up now, like a married woman’s.

      Zhuangzi warns against driving “the limited in search of the limitless”, and his cook never forces his blade where the ox will not give. Zhuangzi is also the philosopher who dreamed he was a butterfly, and woke not knowing whether he was a man who had dreamed of being a butterfly or a butterfly now dreaming it was a man. Pound’s “paired butterflies” are only butterflies, but “They hurt me.”

      Pound read no Chinese. He worked from the notes of an American scholar, Ernest Fenollosa, who had studied the poems with Japanese teachers, so Li Bai reached English under his Japanese name, Rihaku, and his village of Changgan as “Chokan”. T. S. Eliot called Pound “the inventor of Chinese poetry for our time”. The cook gave Chinese an idiom still in daily use: someone doing a hard job with ease has a blade with room to spare.

    

  
    
      Day Eighty-Eight

      Alexandria

      15 minutes

      
        Story
        The Syracusan Women (Idyll XV)
        Theocritus · 7 minutes
        Two housewives of Alexandria push through the crowds to the palace to see the festival of Adonis, complaining about their husbands all the way.
      

      
        Poem
        The God Abandons Antony
        C. P. Cavafy · 1 minute
        Cavafy imagines Mark Antony at night in besieged Alexandria, hearing an invisible procession leave the city.
      

      
        Essay
        The Poetry of C. P. Cavafy
        E. M. Forster · 7 minutes
        Forster, in Alexandria during the First World War, introduces English readers to the Greek poet he met there, 'standing absolutely motionless at a slight angle to the universe'.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      The Syracusan Women (Idyll XV)

      Theocritus, translated by Andrew Lang, c. 270 BC

      Theocritus, a Greek poet from Syracuse in Sicily, lived in Alexandria in Egypt in the third century BC, when it was ruled by the Greek dynasty of the Ptolemies. Gorgo and Praxinoë are Syracusan women living there, on their way to the palace festival of Adonis, the beautiful young man loved by Aphrodite, whose death and return were mourned and celebrated each year.

      




















































Gorgo. Is Praxinoë at home?

Praxinoë. Dear Gorgo, how long it is since
you have been here! She is at home. The wonder
is that you have got here at last! Eunoë, see that she
has a chair. Throw a cushion on it too.

Gorgo. It does most charmingly as it is.

Praxinoë. Do sit down.

Gorgo. Oh, what a thing spirit is! I have
scarcely got to you alive, Praxinoë! What a huge
crowd, what hosts of four-in-hands! Everywhere cavalry
boots, everywhere men in uniform! And the road is
endless: yes, you really live too far away!

Praxinoë. It is all the fault of that madman
of mine. Here he came to the ends of the earth and
took—a hole, not a house, and all that we might not be
neighbours. The jealous wretch, always the same, ever for
spite!

Gorgo. Don’t talk of your husband, Dinon,
like that, my dear girl, before the little boy,—look how he
is staring at you! Never mind, Zopyrion, sweet child, she
is not speaking about papa.

Praxinoë. Our Lady! the child takes notice.
[77]

Gorgo. Nice papa!

Praxinoë. That papa of his the other
day—we call every day ‘the other
day’—went to get soap and rouge at the shop, and back
he came to me with salt—the great big endless fellow!

Gorgo. Mine has the same trick, too, a perfect
spendthrift—Diocleides! Yesterday he got what he
meant for five fleeces, and paid seven shillings a piece
for—what do you suppose?—dogskins, shreds of old
leather wallets, mere trash—trouble on trouble. But
come, take your cloak and shawl. Let us be off to the
palace of rich Ptolemy, the King, to see the Adonis; I
hear the Queen has provided something splendid!

Praxinoë. Fine folks do everything
finely.

Gorgo. What a tale you will have to tell about
the things you have seen, to any one who has not seen them! It seems nearly time to go.

Praxinoë. Idlers have always holiday. Eunoë, bring the water and put it down in the middle of the
room, lazy creature that you are. Cats like always to sleep
soft! [78a] Come, bustle, bring the water;
quicker. I want water first, and how she carries it! give
it me all the same; don’t pour out so much, you extravagant
thing. Stupid girl! Why are you wetting my
dress? There, stop, I have washed my hands, as heaven would
have it. Where is the key of the big chest? Bring it
here.

Gorgo. Praxinoë, that full body becomes you
wonderfully. Tell me how much did the stuff cost you just
off the loom?

Praxinoë. Don’t speak of it,
Gorgo! More than eight pounds in good silver
money,—and the work on it! I nearly slaved my soul
out over it!

Gorgo. Well, it is most successful; all
you could wish. [78b]

Praxinoë. Thanks for the pretty
speech! Bring my shawl, and set my hat on my head, the
fashionable way. No, child, I don’t mean to take
you. Boo! Bogies! There’s a horse that
bites! Cry as much as you please, but I cannot have you
lamed. Let us be moving. Phrygia take the child, and
keep him amused, call in the dog, and shut the street door.

[They go into the street.

Ye gods, what a crowd! How on earth are we ever to get
through this coil? They are like ants that no one can
measure or number. Many a good deed have you done, Ptolemy;
since your father joined the immortals, there’s never a
malefactor to spoil the passer-by, creeping on him in Egyptian
fashion—oh! the tricks those perfect rascals used to
play. Birds of a feather, ill jesters, scoundrels
all! Dear Gorgo, what will become of us? Here come
the King’s war-horses! My dear man, don’t
trample on me. Look, the bay’s rearing, see, what
temper! Eunoë, you foolhardy girl, will you never keep
out of the way? The beast will kill the man that’s
leading him. What a good thing it is for me that my brat
stays safe at home.

Gorgo. Courage, Praxinoë. We are safe
behind them, now, and they have gone to their station.

Praxinoë. There! I begin to be myself
again. Ever since I was a child I have feared nothing so
much as horses and the chilly snake. Come along, the huge
mob is overflowing us.

Gorgo (to an old Woman). Are you
from the Court, mother?

Old Woman. I am, my child.

Praxinoë. Is it easy to get there?

Old Woman. The Achaeans got into Troy by trying,
my prettiest of ladies. Trying will do everything in the
long run.

Gorgo. The old wife has spoken her oracles, and
off she goes.

Praxinoë. Women know everything, yes, and
how Zeus married Hera!

Gorgo. See Praxinoë, what a crowd there is
about the doors.

Praxinoë. Monstrous, Gorgo! Give me
your hand, and you, Eunoë, catch hold of Eutychis; never
lose hold of her, for fear lest you get lost. Let us all go
in together; Eunoë, clutch tight to me. Oh, how
tiresome, Gorgo, my muslin veil is torn in two already! For
heaven’s sake, sir, if you ever wish to be fortunate, take
care of my shawl!

Stranger. I can hardly help myself, but for all
that I will be as careful as I can.

Praxinoë. How close-packed the mob is, they
hustle like a herd of swine.

Stranger. Courage, lady, all is well with us
now.

Praxinoë. Both this year and for ever may
all be well with you, my dear sir, for your care of us. A
good kind man! We’re letting Eunoë get
squeezed—come, wretched girl, push your way through. That is the way. We are all on the right side of the door,
quoth the
bridegroom, when he had shut himself in with his bride.

Gorgo. Do come here, Praxinoë. Look
first at these embroideries. How light and how
lovely! You will call them the garments of the gods.

Praxinoë. Lady Athene, what spinning women
wrought them, what painters designed these drawings, so true they
are? How naturally they stand and move, like living
creatures, not patterns woven. What a clever thing is
man! Ah, and himself—Adonis—how beautiful to
behold he lies on his silver couch, with the first down on his
cheeks, the thrice-beloved Adonis,—Adonis beloved even
among the dead.

A Stranger. You weariful women, do cease your
endless cooing talk! They bore one to death with their
eternal broad vowels!

Gorgo. Indeed! And where may this person
come from? What is it to you if we are
chatterboxes! Give orders to your own servants, sir. Do you pretend to command ladies of Syracuse? If you must
know, we are Corinthians by descent, like Bellerophon himself,
and we speak Peloponnesian. Dorian women may lawfully speak
Doric, I presume?

Praxinoë. Lady Persephone, never may we have
more than one master. I am not afraid of your
putting me on short commons.

Gorgo. Hush, hush, Praxinoë—the Argive
woman’s daughter, the great singer, is beginning the
Adonis; she that won the prize last year for
dirge-singing. [82] I am sure she will give us
something lovely; see, she is preluding with her airs and
graces.

The Psalm of Adonis.

O Queen that lovest Golgi, and Idalium, and the steep of Eryx,
O Aphrodite, that playest with gold, lo, from the stream eternal
of Acheron they have brought back to thee Adonis—even in
the twelfth month they have brought him, the dainty-footed
Hours. Tardiest of the Immortals are the beloved Hours, but
dear and desired they come, for always, to all mortals, they
bring some gift with them. O Cypris, daughter of
Diônê, from mortal to immortal, so men tell, thou
hast changed Berenice, dropping softly in the woman’s
breast the stuff of immortality.

Therefore, for thy delight, O thou of many names and many
temples, doth the daughter of Berenice, even Arsinoë, lovely
as Helen, cherish Adonis with all things beautiful.

Before him lie all ripe fruits that the tall trees’
branches bear, and the delicate gardens, arrayed in baskets of
silver, and the golden vessels are full of incense of
Syria. And all the dainty cakes that women fashion in the
kneading-tray, mingling blossoms manifold with the white wheaten
flour, all that is wrought of honey sweet, and in soft olive oil,
all cakes fashioned in the semblance of things that fly, and of things
that creep, lo, here they are set before him.

Here are built for him shadowy bowers of green, all laden with
tender anise, and children flit overhead—the little
Loves—as the young nightingales perched upon the trees fly
forth and try their wings from bough to bough.

O the ebony, O the gold, O the twin eagles of white ivory that
carry to Zeus the son of Cronos his darling, his
cup-bearer! O the purple coverlet strewn above, more soft
than sleep! So Miletus will say, and whoso feeds sheep in
Samos.

Another bed is strewn for beautiful Adonis, one bed Cypris
keeps, and one the rosy-armed Adonis. A bridegroom of
eighteen or nineteen years is he, his kisses are not rough, the
golden down being yet upon his lips! And now, good-night to
Cypris, in the arms of her lover! But lo, in the morning we
will all of us gather with the dew, and carry him forth among the
waves that break upon the beach, and with locks unloosed, and
ungirt raiment falling to the ankles, and bosoms bare will we
begin our shrill sweet song.

Thou only, dear Adonis, so men tell, thou only of the demigods
dost visit both this world and the stream of Acheron. For
Agamemnon had no such lot, nor Aias, that mighty lord of the
terrible anger, nor Hector, the eldest born of the twenty sons of
Hecabe, nor Patroclus, nor Pyrrhus, that returned out of
Troyland, nor the heroes of yet more ancient days, the Lapithae and
Deucalion’s sons, nor the sons of Pelops, and the chiefs of
Pelasgian Argus. Be gracious now, dear Adonis, and
propitious even in the coming year. Dear to us has thine
advent been, Adonis, and dear shall it be when thou comest
again.

Gorgo. Praxinoë, the woman is cleverer than
we fancied! Happy woman to know so much, thrice happy to
have so sweet a voice. Well, all the same, it is time to be
making for home. Diocleides has not had his dinner, and the
man is all vinegar,—don’t venture near him when he is
kept waiting for dinner. Farewell, beloved Adonis, may you
find us glad at your next coming!



      Text from Project Gutenberg.

    

  
    
      Poem

      The God Abandons Antony

      C. P. Cavafy, translated by George Valassopoulo, 1911

      In 30 BC Mark Antony, the Roman general, and Cleopatra, queen of Egypt, were besieged in Alexandria by Octavian. Plutarch tells that on the night before the end, people heard music and revelry passing through the city and out of the gate toward the enemy, and took it for the god Dionysus, whom Antony loved, abandoning him. Cavafy, a Greek poet, lived in Alexandria all his adult life.

      






















When at the hour of midnight

an invisible choir is suddenly heard passing

with exquisite music, with voices—

Do not lament your fortune that at last subsides,

your life’s work that has failed, your schemes that have proved illusions.

But like a man prepared, like a brave man,

bid farewell to her, to Alexandria who is departing.

Above all, do not delude yourself, do not say that it is a dream,

that your ear was mistaken.

Do not condescend to such empty hopes.

Like a man for long prepared, like a brave man,

like the man who was worthy of such a city,

go to the window firmly,

and listen with emotion

but not with the prayers and complaints of the coward

(Ah! supreme rapture!)

listen to the notes, to the exquisite instruments of the mystic choir,

and bid farewell to her, to Alexandria whom you are losing.









      Text from Project Gutenberg.

    

  
    
      Essay

      The Poetry of C. P. Cavafy

      E. M. Forster, 1919

      E. M. Forster, the English novelist, spent much of the First World War in Alexandria working for the Red Cross, and came to know Cavafy there. This essay, from his book Pharos and Pharillon (1923), helped to make Cavafy known in English.

      






















Modern Alexandria is scarcely a city of the soul.
Founded upon cotton with the concurrence of
onions and eggs, ill built, ill planned, ill drained—many
hard things can be said against it, and most
are said by its inhabitants. Yet to some of them,
as they traverse the streets, a delightful experience
can occur. They hear their own name proclaimed
in firm yet meditative accents—accents that seem
not so much to expect an answer as to pay homage
to the fact of individuality. They turn and see a
Greek gentleman in a straw hat, standing absolutely
motionless at a slight angle to the universe. His
arms are extended, possibly. “Oh, Cavafy...!”
Yes, it is Mr. Cavafy, and he is going either from
his flat to the office, or from his office to the flat.
If the former, he vanishes when seen, with a slight
gesture of despair. If the latter, he may be prevailed
upon to begin a sentence—an immense complicated
yet shapely sentence, full of parentheses
that never get mixed and of reservations that really
do reserve; a sentence that moves with logic to its
foreseen end, yet to an end that is always more
vivid and thrilling than one foresaw. Sometimes
the sentence is finished in the street, sometimes the
traffic murders it, sometimes it lasts into the flat.
It deals with the tricky behaviour of the Emperor
Alexius Comnenus in 1096, or with olives, their
possibilities and price, or with the fortunes of
friends, or George Eliot, or the dialects of the
interior of Asia Minor. It is delivered with equal
ease in Greek, English, or French. And despite
its intellectual richness and human outlook, despite
the matured charity of its judgments, one feels
that it too stands at a slight angle to the universe:
it is the sentence of a poet.

A Greek who wishes to compose poetry has a
special problem; between his written and spoken
language yawns a gulf. There is an artificial
“literary” jargon beloved by schoolmasters and
journalists, which has tried to revive the classical
tradition, and which only succeeds in being dull.
And there is the speech of the people, varying from
place to place, and everywhere stuffed with non-Hellenic
constructions and words. Can this speech
be used for poetry and for cultivated prose? The
younger generation believes that it can. A society
(Nea Zoe) was started in Alexandria to encourage
it, and shocks the stodgy not only by its writings
but by its vocabulary—expressions are used that
one might actually hear in a shop. Similar movements
are born and die all over the Levant, from
Smyrna and Cyprus to Jannina, all testifying to
the zeal of a race who, alone among the peoples of
the Eastern Mediterranean, appear to possess the
literary sense and to desire that words should be
alive. Cavafy is one of the heroes of this movement,
though not one of its extremists. Eclectic
by nature, he sees that a new theory might be as
sterile as the old, and that the final test must be
the incommunicable one of taste. His own poems
are in Demotic, but in moderate Demotic.

They are all short poems, and unrhymed, so
that there is some hope of conveying them in a
verbal translation. They reveal a beautiful and
curious world. It comes into being through the
world of experience, but it is not experience, for
the poet is even more incapable than most people
of seeing straight:




Here let me stand. Let me too look at Nature a little,

the radiant blue of the morning sea,

the cloudless sky and the yellow beach;

all beautiful and flooded with light.

Here let me stand. And let me deceive myself into thinking that I saw them—

(I really did see them one moment, when first I came)

—that I am not seeing, even here, my fancies,

my memories, my visions of voluptuousness.







It is the world within. And since the poet cannot
hope to escape from this world, he should at all
costs arrange and rule it sensibly. “My mind to
me a kingdom is,” sang the Elizabethan, and so
is Cavafy’s; but his is a real, not a conventional,
kingdom, in which there may be mutinies and war.
In “The City” he sketches the tragedy of one
who misgoverned, and who hopes to leave the
chaos behind him and to “build another city,
better than this.” Useless!




The city shall ever follow you.

In these same streets you shall wander,

and in the same purlieux you shall roam,

and in the same house you shall grow grey....

There is no ship to take you to other lands, there is no road.

You have so shattered your life here, in this small corner,

that in all the world you have ruined it.







And in “Ithaca” he sketches another and a nobler
tragedy—that of a man who seeks loftily, and finds
at the end that the goal has not been worth the
effort. Such a man should not lament. He has
not failed really.




Ithaca gave you your fair voyage.

Without her you would not have ventured on the way,

but she has no more to give you.




And if you find Ithaca a poor place, she has not mocked you.




You have become so wise, so full of experience,

that you should understand by now what these Ithacas mean.







The above extracts illustrate one of Cavafy’s
moods—intensely subjective; scenery, cities and
legends all re-emerge in terms of the mind. There
is another mood in which he stands apart from his
subject-matter, and with the detachment of an
artist hammers it into shape. The historian comes
to the front now, and it is interesting to note how
different is his history from an Englishman’s. He
even looks back upon a different Greece. Athens
and Sparta, so drubbed into us at school, are to
him two quarrelsome little slave states, ephemeral
beside the Hellenistic kingdoms that followed them,
just as these are ephemeral beside the secular
empire of Constantinople. He reacts against the
tyranny of Classicism—Pericles and Aspasia and
Themistocles and all those bores. Alexandria, his
birthplace, came into being just when Public School
Greece decayed; kings, emperors, patriarchs have
trodden the ground between his office and his
flat; his literary ancestor—if he has one—is
Callimachus, and his poems bear such titles as
“The Displeasure of the Seleucid,” “In the Month
of Athyr,” “Manuel Comnenus,” and are prefaced
by quotations from Philostratus or Lucian.

Two of these poems shall be quoted in full, to
illustrate his method. In the first he adopts the
precise, almost mincing style of a chronicle to
build up his effect. It is called “Alexandrian
Kings” and deals with an episode of the reign of
Cleopatra and Antony.


2.  A third is on page 56.






An Alexandrian crowd collected

to see the sons of Cleopatra,

Cæsarion and his little brothers

Alexander and Ptolemy, who for the first

time were brought to the Gymnasium,

there to be crowned as kings

amidst a splendid display of troops.




Alexander they named king

of Armenia, of Media, and of the Parthians.

Ptolemy they named king

of Cilicia, of Syria, and Phœnicia.

Cæsarion stood a little in front,

clad in silk the colour of roses,

with a bunch of hyacinths at his breast.

His belt was a double line of sapphires and amethysts,

his sandals were bound with white ribbons

embroidered with rosy pearls.

Him they acclaimed more than the small ones.

Him they named “King of Kings!”




The Alexandrians knew perfectly well

that all this was words and empty pomp.




But the day was warm and exquisite,

the sky clear and blue,

the Gymnasium of Alexandria a triumph of art,

the courtiers’ apparel magnificent,

Cæsarion full of grace and beauty

(son of Cleopatra, blood of the Lagidæ!),

and the Alexandrians ran to see the show

and grew enthusiastic, and applauded

in Greek, in Egyptian, and some in Hebrew,

bewitched with the beautiful spectacle,

though they knew perfectly well how worthless,

what empty words, were these king-makings.







Such a poem has, even in a translation, a “distinguished”
air. It is the work of an artist who is
not interested in facile beauty. In the second
example, though its subject-matter is pathetic,
Cavafy stands equally aloof. The poem is broken
into half-lines; he is spelling out an epitaph on
a young man who died in the month of Athyr,
the ancient Egyptian November, and he would
convey the obscurity, the poignancy, that sometimes
arise together out of the past, entwined into
a single ghost:




It is hard to read ... on the ancient stone.

“Lord Jesus Christ” ... I make out the word “Soul.”

“In the month of Athyr ... Lucius fell asleep.”

His age is mentioned ... “He lived years....”—

The letters KZ show ... that he fell asleep young.

In the damaged part I see the words ... “Him ... Alexandrian.”

Then come three lines ... much mutilated.

But I can read a few words ... perhaps “our tears” and “sorrows.”

And again: “Tears” ... and: “for us his friends mourning.”

I think Lucius ... was much beloved.

In the month of Athyr ... Lucius fell asleep....







Such a writer can never be popular. He flies
both too slowly and too high. Whether subjective
or objective, he is equally remote from the bustle
of the moment, he will never compose either a
Royalist or a Venizelist Hymn. He has the strength
(and of course the limitations) of the recluse, who,
though not afraid of the world, always stands at
a slight angle to it, and, in conversation, he has
sometimes devoted a sentence to this subject.
Which is better—the world or seclusion? Cavafy,
who has tried both, can’t say. But so much is
certain—either life entails courage, or it ceases to
be life.



      Text from Project Gutenberg.

    

  
    
      Afterword

      Day Eighty-Eight: Alexandria

      Gorgo and Praxinoë fight through a crowd to a show put on by Ptolemy and his queen. In “Alexandrian Kings”, the poem Forster quotes, another crowd runs to see Cleopatra’s sons crowned, although “they knew perfectly well how worthless, / what empty words, were these king-makings.” The two crowds are some 240 years apart, and the same family rules both. Cavafy’s “blood of the Lagidæ” means the Ptolemies. Theocritus’s queen, Arsinoë, was the king’s sister as well as his wife, and Cleopatra was the last of the line. Caesarion, the boy in rose-coloured silk hailed as “King of Kings”, was put to death on Octavian’s orders soon after Antony died.

      Both Theocritus and Cavafy end in a farewell. Gorgo’s is to a god who will be back next year: “may you find us glad at your next coming!” Antony’s is to a city that is leaving for good, and Cavafy asks him to make it “like a brave man”. Forster ends on the same note: “either life entails courage, or it ceases to be life.”

      The office Forster sees Cavafy walking to was the irrigation service, where he worked as a clerk for some thirty years. He never published a book of his poems; he printed them himself on loose sheets and gave them to friends. Leonard Cohen turned “The God Abandons Antony” into a song, “Alexandra Leaving”.

    

  
    
      Day Eighty-Nine

      Harlem, 1925–1926

      29 minutes

      
        Story
        Sweat
        Zora Neale Hurston · 19 minutes
        Hurston's breakthrough story, from the one issue of the Harlem Renaissance magazine Fire!!
      

      
        Poem
        Yet Do I Marvel
        Countee Cullen · 1 minute
        The signature sonnet of the Harlem Renaissance, by its youngest star.
      

      
        Essay
        The Negro Artist and the Racial Mountain
        Langston Hughes · 9 minutes
        The manifesto of the Harlem Renaissance, written when Hughes was 24.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      Sweat

      Zora Neale Hurston, 1926

      The story is set among Black working people in a small Florida town, and its characters speak in their own dialect, racial slurs included.

      
        


Sweat




It was eleven o'clock of a Spring night in Florida. It was Sunday. Any other night, Delia Jones would have been in bed for two hours by this time. But she was a washwoman, and Monday morning meant a great deal to her. So she collected the soiled clothes on Saturday when she returned the clean things. Sunday night after church, she sorted them and put the white things to soak. It saved her almost a half day's start. A great hamper in the bedroom held the clothes that she brought home. It was so much neater than a number of bundles lying around.

She squatted in the kitchen floor beside the great pile of clothes, sorting them into small heaps according to color, and humming a song in a mournful key, but wondering through it all where Sykes, her husband, had gone with her horse and buckboard.

Just then something long, round, limp and black fell upon her shoulders and slithered to the floor beside her. A great terror took hold of her. It softened her knees and dried her mouth so that it was a full minute before she could cry out or move. Then she saw that it was the big bull whip her husband liked to carry when he drove.

She lifted her eyes to the door and saw him standing there bent over with laughter at her fright. She screamed at him.

"Sykes, what you throw dat whip on me like dat? You know it would skeer me—looks just like a snake, an' you knows how skeered Ah is of snakes."

"Course Ah knowed it! That's how come Ah done it." He slapped his leg with his hand and almost rolled on the ground in his mirth. "If you such a big fool dat you got to have a fit over a earth worm or a string, Ah don't keer how bad Ah skeer you."

"You aint got no business doing it. Gawd knows it's a sin. Some day Ah'm gointuh drop dead from some of yo' foolishness. 'Nother thing, where you been wid mah rig? Ah feeds dat pony. He aint fuh you to be drivin' wid no bull whip."

"You sho is one aggravatin' nigger woman!" he declared and stepped into the room. She resumed her work and did not answer him at once. "Ah done tole you time and again to keep them white folks' clothes outa dis house."

He picked up the whip and glared down at her. Delia went on with her work. She went out into the yard and returned with a galvanized tub and sit it on the washbench. She saw that Sykes had kicked all of the clothes together again, and now stood in her way truculently, his whole manner hoping, praying, for an argument. But she walked calmly around him and commenced to re-sort the things. 

"Next time, Ah'm gointer kick 'em outdoors," he threatened as he struck a match along the leg of his corduroy breeches.

Delia never looked up from her work, and her thin, stooped shoulders sagged further.

"Ah aint for no fuss t'night Sykes. Ah just come from taking sacrament at the church house."

He snorted scornfully. "Yeah, you just come from de church house on a Sunday night, but heah you is gone to work on them clothes. You ain't nothing but a hypocrite. One of them amen-corner Christians—sing, whoop, and shout, then come home and wash white folks clothes on the Sabbath."

He stepped roughly upon the whitest pile of things, kicking them helter-skelter as he crossed the room. His wife gave a little scream of dismay, and quickly gathered them together again,

"Sykes, you quit grindin' dirt into these clothes! How can Ah git through by Sat'day if Ah don't start on Sunday?"

"Ah don't keer if you never git through. Anyhow, Ah done promised Gawd and a couple of other men, Ah aint gointer have it in mah house. Don't gimme no lip neither, else Ah'll throw 'em out and put mah fist up side yo' head to boot."

Delia's habitual meekness seemed to slip from her shoulders like a blown scarf. She was on her feet; her poor little body, her bare knuckly hands bravely defying the strapping hulk before her.

"Looka heah, Sykes, you done gone too fur. Ah been married to you fur fifteen years, and Ah been takin' in washin' fur fifteen years. Sweat, sweat, sweat! Work and sweat, cry and sweat, pray and sweat!"

"What's that got to do with me?" he asked brutally.

"What's it got to do with you, Sykes? Mah tub of suds is filled yo' belly with vittles more times than yo' hands is filled it. Mah sweat is done paid for this house and Ah reckon Ah kin keep on sweatin' in it."

She seized the iron skillet from the stove and struck a defensive pose, which act surprised him greatly, coming from her. It cowed him and he did not strike her as he usually did.


 "Naw you won't," she panted, "that ole snaggletoothed black woman you runnin' with aint comin' heah to pile up on mah sweat and blood. You aint paid for nothin' on this place, and Ah'm gointer stay right heah till Ah'm toted out foot foremost."

"Well, you better quit gittin' me riled up, else they'll be totin' you out sooner than you expect. Ah'm so tired of you Ah don't know whut to do. Gawd! how Ah hates skinny wimmen!"

A little awed by this new Delia, he sidled out of the door and slammed the back gate after him. He did not say where he had gone, but she knew too well. She knew very well that he would not return until nearly daybreak also. Her work over, she went on to bed but not to sleep at once. Things had come to a pretty pass!

She lay awake, gazing upon the debris that cluttered their matrimonial trail. Not an image left standing along the way. Anything like flowers had long ago been drowned in the salty stream that had been pressed from her heart. Her tears, her sweat, her blood. She had brought love to the union and he had brought a longing after the flesh. Two months after the wedding, he had given her the first brutal beating. She had the memory of his numerous trips to Orlando with all of his wages when he had returned to her penniless, even before the first year had passed. She was young and soft them, but now she thought of her knotty, muscled limbs, her harsh knuckly hands, and drew herself up into an unhappy little ball in the middle of the big feather bed. Too late now to hope for love, even if it were not Bertha it would be someone else. This case differed from the others only in that she was bolder than the others. Too late for everything except her little home. She had built it for her old days, and planted one by one the trees and flowers there. It was lovely to her, lovely.

Somehow, before sleep came, she found herself saying aloud: "Oh well, whatever goes over the Devil's back, is got to come under his belly. Sometime or ruther, Sykes, like everybody else, is gointer reap his sowing." After that she was able to build a spiritual earthworks against her husband. His shells could no longer reach her. Amen. She went to sleep and slept until he announced his presence in bed by kicking her feet and rudely snatching the cover away.

"Gimme some kivah heah, an' git yo' damn foots over on yo' own side! Ah oughter mash you in yo' mouf fuh drawing dat skillet on me."

Delia went clear to the rail without answering him. A triumphant indifference to all that he was or did. 


The week was as full of work for Delia as all other weeks, and Saturday found her behind her little pony, collecting and delivering clothes.

It was a hot, hot day near the end of July. The village men on Joe Clarke's porch even chewed cane listlessly. They did not hurl the cane-knots as usual. They let them dribble over the edge of the porch. Even conversation had collapsed under the heat.

"Heah come Delia Jones," Jim Merchant said, as the shaggy pony came 'round the bend of the road toward them. The rusty buckboard was heaped with baskets of crisp, clean laundry.

"Yep," Joe Lindsay agreed. "Hot or col', rain or shine, jes ez reg'lar ez de weeks roll roun' Delia carries 'em an' fetches 'em on Sat'day."

"She better if she wanter eat," said Moss. "Syke Jones aint wuth de shot an' powder hit would tek tuh kill 'em. Not to huh he aint."

"He sho' aint," Walter Thomas chimed in. "It's too bad, too, cause she wuz a right pritty lil trick when he got huh. Ah'd uh mah'ied huh mahseff if he hadnter beat me to it."

Delia nodded briefly at the men as she drove past.

"Too much knockin' will ruin any 'oman. He done beat huh 'nough tuh kill three women, let 'lone change they looks," said Elijah Mosely. "How Syke kin stommuck dat big black greasy Mogul he's layin' roun' wid, gits me. Ah swear dat eight-rock couldn't kiss a sardine can Ah done thowed out de back do' 'way las' yeah."

"Aw, she's fat, thass how come. He's allus been crazy 'bout fat women," put in Merchant. "He'd a' been tied up wid one long time ago if he could a' found one tuh have him. Did Ah tell yuh 'bout him come sidlin' roun' mah wife—bringin' her a basket uh pee-cans outa his yard fuh a present? Yessir, mah wife! She tol' him tuh take 'em right straight back home, cause Delia works so hard ovah dat washtub she reckon everything on de place taste lak sweat an' soapsuds. Ah jus' wisht Ah'd a' caught 'im 'roun' dere! Ah'd a' made his hips ketch on fiah down dat shell road."

"Ah know he done it, too. Ah sees 'im grinnin' at every 'oman dat passes," Walter Thomas said. "But even so, he useter eat some mighty big hunks uh humble pie tuh git dat lil' 'oman he got. She wuz ez pritty ez a speckled pup! Dat wuz fifteen yeahs ago. He useter be so skeered uh losin' huh, she could make him do some parts of a husband's duty. Dey never wuz de same in de mind."


 "There oughter be a law about him," said Lindsay. He aint fit tuh carry guts tuh a bear."

Clarke spoke for the first time. "Taint no law on earth dat kin make a man be decent if it aint in 'im. There's plenty men dat takes a wife lak dey do a joint uh sugar-cane. It's round, juicy an' sweet when dey gits it. But dey squeeze an' grind, squeeze an' grind an' wring tell dey wring every drop uh pleasure dat's in 'em out. When dey's satisfied dat dey is wrung dry, dey treats 'em jes lak dey do a cane-chew. Dey thows 'em away. Dey knows whut dey is doin' while dey is at it, an' hates theirselves fuh it but they keeps on hangin' after huh tell she's empty. Den dey hates huh fuh bein' a cane- chew an' in de way."

"We oughter take Syke an' dat stray 'oman uh his'n down in Lake Howell swamp an' lay on de rawhide till they cain't say 'Lawd a' mussy.' He allus wuz uh ovahbearin' niggah, but since dat white 'oman from up north done teached 'im how to run a automobile, he done got to biggety to live—an' we oughter kill 'im." Old Man Anderson advised. 

A grunt of approval went around the porch. But the heat was melting their civic virtue and Elijah Moseley began to bait Joe Clarke. 

"Come on, Joe, git a melon outa dere an' slice it up for yo' customers. We'se all sufferin' wid de heat. De bear’s done got me!"

"Thass right, Joe, a watermelon is jes' whut Ah needs tuh cure de eppizudicks," Walter Thomas joined forces with Moseley. "Come on dere, Joe. We all is steady customers an' you aint set us up in a long time. Ah chooses dat long, bowlegged Floridy favorite."

"A god, an' be dough You all gimme twenty cents and slice away," Clarke retorted. "Ah needs a col' slice m'self. Heah, everybody chip in. Ah'll lend y'll mah meat knife.” 

The money was quickly subscribed and the huge melon brought forth. At that moment, Sykes and Bertha arrived. A determined silence fell on the porch and the melon was put away again. 

Merchant snapped down the blade of his jack-knife and moved toward the store door. 

"Come on in, Joe, an' gimme a slab uh sow belly an' uh pound uh coffee—almost fuhgot 'twas Sat'day. Got to git on home." Most of the men left also. 

Just then Delia drove past on her way home, as Sykes was ordering magnificently for Bertha. It pleased him for Delia to see. 

"Git whutsoever yo' heart desires, Honey. Wait a minute, Joe. Give huh two botles uh strawberry soda-water, uh quart uh parched ground-peas, an' a block uh chewin' gum."

With all this they left the store, with Sykes reminding Bertha that this was his town and she could have it if she wanted it. 

The men returned soon after they left, and held their watermelon feast. 

"Where did Syke Jones git dat 'oman from no-how?" Lindsay asked. 

"Ovah Apopka. Guess dey musta been cleanin' out de town when she lef'. She don't look lak a thing but a hunk uh liver wid hair on it."

"Well, she sho' kin squall," Dave Carter contributed. "When she gits ready tuh laff, she jes' opens huh mouf an' latches it back tuh de las' notch. No ole grandpa alligator down in Lake Bell ain't got nothin' on huh."


Bertha had been in town three months now. Sykes was still paying her room rent at Della Lewis'—the only house in town that would have taken her in. Sykes took her frequently to Winter Park to "stomps." He still assured her that he was the swellest man in the state. 

"Sho' you kin have dat lil' ole house soon's Ah kin git dat 'oman outa dere. Everything b'longs tuh me an' you sho' kin have it. Ah sho' 'bominates uh skinny 'oman. Lawdy, you sho' is got one portly shape on you! You kin git anything you wants. Dis is mah town an' you sho' kin have it."

Delia's work-worn knees crawled over the earth in Gethsemane and up the rocks of Calvary many, many times during these months. She avoided the villagers and meeting places in her efforts to be blind and deaf. But Bertha nullified this to a degree, by coming to Delia’s house to call Sykes out to her at the gate. 

Delia and Sykes fought all the time now with no peaceful interludes. They slept and ate in silence. Two or three times Delia had attempted a timid friendliness, but she was repulsed each time, It was plain that the breaches must remain agape. 


The sun had burned July to August. The heat streamed down like a million hot arrows, smiting all things living upon the earth. Grass withered, leaves browned, snakes went blind in shedding and men and dogs went mad. Dog days! 

Delia came home one day and found Sykes there before her. She wondered, but started to go on into the house without speaking, even though he was standing in the kitchen door and she must either stoop under his arm or ask him to move. He made no room for her. She noticed a soap box beside the steps, but paid no particular attention to it, knowing that he must have brought it there. As she was stooping to pass under his outstretched arm, he suddenly pushed her backward, laughingly. 

"Look in de box dere Delia, Ah done brung yuh somethin'!"

She nearly fell upon the box in her stumbling, and when she saw what it held, she all but fainted outright. 

"Syke! Syke, mah Gawd! You take dat rattlesnake 'way from heah! You gottuh. Oh, Jesus, have mussy!"

"Ah aint gut tuh do nuthin' uh de kin'—fact is Ah aint got tuh do nothin' but die. Taint no use uh you puttin' on airs makin' out lak you skeered uh dat snake—he's gointer stay right heah tell he die. He wouldn't bite me cause Ah knows how tuh handle 'im. Nohow he wouldn't risk breakin' out his fangs 'gin yo' skinny laigs."

"Naw, now Syke, don't keep dat thing 'roun' heah tuh skeer me tuh death. You knows Ah'm even feared uh earth worms. Thass de biggest snake Ah evah did see. Kill 'im Syke, please."

"Doan ast me tuh do nothin' fuh yuh. Goin' 'roun' tryin' tuh be so damn asterperious. Naw, Ah aint gonna kill it. Ah think uh damn sight mo' uh him dan you! Dat's a nice snake an' anybody-doan lak 'im kin jes' hit de grit."

The village soon heard that Sykes had the snake, and came to see and ask questions. 

"How de hen-fire did you ketch dat six-foot rattler, Syke?" Thomas asked. 

"He's full uh frogs so he caint hardly move, thass how Ah eased up on 'm. But Ah'm a snake charmer an' knows how tuh handle 'em. Shux, dat aint nothin'. Ah could ketch one eve'y day if Ah so wanted tuh."

"Whut he needs is a heavy hick'ry club leaned real heavy on his head. Dat's de bes 'way tuh charm a rattlesnake."

"Naw, Walt, y'll jes' don't understand dese diamon' backs lak Ah do," said Sykes in a superior tone of voice. 

The village agreed with Walter, but the snake stayed on. His box remained by the kitchen door with its screen wire covering. Two or three days later it had digested its meal of frogs and literally came to life. It rattled at every movement in the kitchen or the yard. One day as Delia came down the kitchen steps she saw his chalky-white fangs curved like scimitars hung in the wire meshes. This time she did not run away with averted eyes as usual. She stood for a long time in the doorway in a red fury that grew bloodier for every second that she regarded the creature that was her torment. 

That night she broached the subject as soon as Sykes sat down to the table. 

"Syke, Ah wants you tuh take dat snake 'way fum heah. You done starved me an' Ah put up widcher, you done beat me an Ah took dat, but you done kilt all mah insides bringin' dat varmint heah."

Sykes poured out a saucer full of coffee and drank it deliberately before he answered her. 

"A whole lot Ah keer 'bout how you feels inside uh out. Dat snake aint goin' no damn wheah till Ah gits ready fuh 'im tuh go. So fur as beatin' is concerned, yuh aint took near all dat you gointer take ef yuh stay 'roun' me."

Delia pushed back her plate and got up from the table. "Ah hates you, Sykes," she said calmly. "Ah hates you tuh de same degree dat Ah useter love yuh. Ah done took an' took till mah belly is full up tuh mah neck. Dat's de reason Ah got mah letter fum de church an' moved mah membership tuh Woodbridge—so Ah don't haftuh take no sacrament wid yuh. Ah don't wantuh see yuh 'roun' me atall. Lay 'roun' wid dat 'oman all yuh wants tuh, but gwan 'way fum me an' mah house. At hates yuh lak uh suck-egg dog."

Sykes almost let the huge wad of corn bread and collard greens he was chewing fall out of his mouth in amazement. He had a hard time whipping himself up to the proper fury to try to answer Delia. 

"Well, Ah'm glad you does hate me. Ah'm sho' tiahed uh you hangin' ontuh me. Ah don't want yuh. Lock at yuh stringey ole neck! Yo' rawbony laigs an' arms is enough tuh cut uh man tuh death. You looks jes' lak de deyvul's doll-baby tuh me. You cain't hate me no worse dan Ah hates you. Ah been hatin' you fuh years. 

"Yo' ole black hide don't look lak nothin' tuh me, but uh passle uh wrinkled up rubber, wid yo' big ole yeahs flappin' on each side lak up paih uh buzzard wings. Don’t think Ah'm gointuh be run 'way fum mah house neither. Ah'm goin' tuh de white folks bout you, mah young man, de very nex' time you lay yo' han's on me. Mah cup is done run ovah." Delia said this with no signs of fear and Sykes departed from the house, threatening her, but made not the slightest move to carry out any of them. 

That night he did not return at all, and the next day being Sunday, Delia was glad that she did not have to quarrel before she hitched up her pony and drove the four miles to Woodbridge. 


 She stayed to the night service—"love feast"—which was very warm and full of spirit. In the emotional winds her domestic trials were borne far and wide so that she sang as she drove homeward, 





"Jurden water, black an' col' 

Chills de body, not de soul 

An' Ah wantah cross Jurden in uh calm time."








She came from the barn to the kitchen door and stopped. 

"Whut's de mattah, ol' satan, you aint kickin' up yo' racket?" She addressed the snake's box. Complete silence. She went on into the house with a new hope in its birth struggles. Perhaps her threat to go to the white folks had frightened Sykes! Perhaps he was sorry! Fifteen years of misery and suppression had brought Delia to the place where she would hope anything that looked towards a way over or through her wall of inhibitions. 

She felt in the match safe behind the stove at once for a match. There was only one there. 

"Dat niggah wouldn’t fetch nothin' heah tuh save his rotten neck, but he kin run thew whut Ah brings quick enough. Now he done toted off nigh on tuh haff uh box uh matches. He done had dat 'oman heah in mah house, too."

Nobody but a woman could tell how she knew this even before she struck the match. But she did and it put her into a new fury. 

Presently she brought in the tubs to put the white things to soak. This time she decided she need not bring the hamper out of the bedroom; she would go in there and do the sorting. She picked up the pot-bellied lamp and went in. The room was small and the hamper stood hard by the foot of the white iron bed. She could sit and reach through the bedposts—resting as she worked. 

"Ah wantah cross Jurden in uh calm time." She was singing again. The mood of the "love feast" had returned. She threw back the lid of the basket almost gaily. Then, moved by both horror and terror, he spring back toward the door. There lay the snake in the basket! He moved sluggishly at first, but even as she turned round and round, jumped up and down in an insanity of fear, he began to stir vigorously. She saw him pouring his awful beauty from the basket upon the bed, then she seized the lamp and ran as fast as she could to the kitchen. The wind from the open door blew out the light and the darkness added to her terror. She sped to the darkness of the yard, slamming the door after her before she thought to set down the lamp. She did not feel safe even on the ground, so she climbed up in the hay barn. 

There for an hour or more she lay sprawled upon the hay a gibbering wreck. 

Finally she grew quiet, and after that, coherent thought. With this, stalked through her a cold, bloody rage. Hours of this. A period of introspection, a space of retrospection, then a mixture of both. Out of this an awful calm. 

"Well, Ah done de bes' Ah could. If things aint right, Gawd knows taint mah fault."

She went to sleep—a twitchy sleep—and woke up to a faint gray sky. There was a loud hollow sound below. She peered out. Sykes was at the wood-pile, demolishing a wire-covered box. 

He hurried to the kitchen door, but hung outside there some minutes before he entered, and stood some minutes more inside before he closed it after him. 

The gray in the sky was spreading. Delia descended without fear now, and crouched beneath the low bedroom window. The drawn shade shut out the dawn, shut in the night. But the thin walls held back no sound. 

"Dat ol' scratch is woke up now!" She mused at the tremendous whirr inside, which every woodsman knows, is one of the sound illusions. The rattler is a ventriloquist. His whirr sounds to the right, to the left, straight ahead, behind, close under foot—everywhere but where it is. Woe to him who guesses wrong unless he is prepared to hold up his end of the argument! Sometimes he strikes without rattling at all. 

Inside, Sykes heard nothing until he knocked a pot lid off the stove while trying to reach the match safe in the dark. He had emptied his pockets at Bertha's. 

The snake seemed to wake up under the stove and Sykes made a quick leap into the bedroom. In spite of the gin he had had, his head was clearing now. 

"Mah Gawd!" he chattered, "ef Ah could on'y strack uh light!"

The rattling ceased for a moment as he stood paralyzed. He waited. It seemed that the snake waited also. 

"Oh, fuh de light! Ah thought he'd be too sick"—Sykes was muttering to himself when the whirr began again, closer, right underfoot this time. Long before this, Sykes' ability to think had been flattened down to primitive instinct and he leaped—onto the bed. 

Outside Delia heard a cry that might have come from a maddened chimpanzee, a stricken gorilla. All the terror, all the horror, all the rage that man possibly could express, without a recognizable human sound. 


 A tremendous stir inside there, another series of animal screams, the intermittent whirr of the reptile. The shade torn violently down from the window, letting in the red dawn, a huge brown hand seizing the window stick, great dull blows upon the wooden floor punctuating the gibberish of sound long after the rattle of the snake had abruptly subsided. All this Delia could see and hear from her place beneath the window, and it made her ill. She crept over to the four-o'clocks and stretched herself on the cool earth to recover. 

She lay there. "Delia, Delia!" She could hear Sykes calling in a most despairing tone as one who expected no answer. The sun crept on up, and he called. Delia could not move—her legs were gone flabby. She never moved, he called, and the sun kept rising. 

"Mah Gawd!" She heard him moan, "Mah Gawd fum Heben!" She heard him stumbling about and got up from her flower-bed. The sun was growing warm. As she approached the door she heard him call out hopefully, "Delia, is dat you Ah heah?"

She saw him on his hands and knees as soon as she reached the door. He crept an inch or two toward her—all that he was able, and she saw his horribly swollen neck and is one open eye shining with hope. A surge of pity too strong to support bore her away from that eye that must, could not, fail to see the tubs. He would see the lamp. Orlando with its doctors was too far. She could scarcely reach the Chinaberry tree, where she waited in the growing heat while inside she knew the cold river was creeping up and up to extinguish that eye which must know by now that she knew. 



Zona Neale Hurston.
















      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Poem

      Yet Do I Marvel

      Countee Cullen, 1925

      Two figures from Greek myth, punished forever in the underworld: Tantalus, who stands in water under a fruit tree, and both pull away whenever he reaches for them; and Sisyphus, who must push a boulder up a hill, only for it to roll back down each time.

      
        I DOUBT not God is good, well-meaning, kind, 

And did He stoop to quibble could tell why

The little buried mole continues blind, 

Why flesh that mirrors Him must some day die,

Make plain the reason tortured Tantalus

Is baited by the fickle fruit, declare

If merely brute caprice dooms Sisyphus

To struggle up a never-ending stair.

Inscrutable His ways are, and immune

To catechism by a mind too strewn

With petty cares to slightly understand

What awful brain compels His awful hand.

Yet do I marvel at this curious thing:

To make a poet black, and bid him sing!










      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Essay

      The Negro Artist and the Racial Mountain

      Langston Hughes, 1926

      Hughes uses "Negro", the usual word of his time, and once quotes a racial slur.

      
        
          
            
              
                
                  
                    
                      
                        One of the most promising of the young Negro poets said to me once, “I want to be a poet—not a Negro poet,” meaning, I believe, “I want to write like a white poet”; meaning subconsciously, “I would like to be a white poet”; meaning behind that, “I would like to be white.” And I was sorry the young man said that, for no great poet has ever been afraid of being himself. And I doubted then that, with his desire to run away spiritually from his race, this boy would ever be a great poet. But this is the mountain standing in the way of any true Negro art in America—this urge within the race toward whiteness, the desire to pour racial individuality into the mold of American standardization, and to be as little Negro and as much American as possible.

                        But let us look at the immediate background of this young poet. His family is of what I suppose one would call the Negro middle class: people who are by no means rich yet never uncomfortable nor hungry—smug, contented, respectable folk, members of the Baptist church. The father goes to work every morning. He is a chief steward at a large white club. The mother sometimes does fancy sewing or supervises parties for the rich families of the town. The children go to a mixed school. In the home they read white papers and magazines. And the mother often says “Don’t be like niggers” when the children are bad. A frequent phrase from the father is, “Look how well a white man does things.” And so the word white comes to be unconsciously a symbol of all virtues. It holds for the children beauty, morality, and money. The whisper of “I want to be white” runs silently through their minds. This young poet’s home is, I believe, a fairly typical home of the colored middle class. One sees immediately how difficult it would be for an artist born in such a home to interest himself in interpreting the beauty of his own people. He is never taught to see that beauty. He is taught rather not to see it, or if he does, to be ashamed of it when it is not according to Caucasian patterns.

                        For racial culture the home of a self-styled “high-class” Negro has nothing better to offer. Instead there will perhaps be more aping of things white than in a less cultured or less wealthy home. The father is perhaps a doctor, lawyer, landowner, or politician. The mother may be a social worker, or a teacher, or she may do nothing and have a maid. Father is often dark but he has usually married the lightest woman he could find. The family attend a fashionable church where few really colored faces are to be found. And they themselves draw a color line. In the North they go to white theaters and white movies. And in the South they have at least two cars and house “like white folks.” Nordic manners, Nordic faces, Nordic hair, Nordic art (if any), and an Episcopal heaven. A very high mountain indeed for the would-be racial artist to climb in order to discover himself and his people.

                        But then there are the low-down folks, the so-called common element, and they are the majority—may the Lord be praised! The people who have their nip of gin on Saturday nights and are not too important to themselves or the community, or too well fed, or too learned to watch the lazy world go round. They live on Seventh Street in Washington or State Street in Chicago and they do not particularly care whether they are like white folks or anybody else. Their joy runs, bang! into ecstasy. Their religion soars to a shout. Work maybe a little today, rest a little tomorrow. Play awhile. Sing awhile. O, let’s dance! These common people are not afraid of spirituals, as for a long time their more intellectual brethren were, and jazz is their child. They furnish a wealth of colorful, distinctive material for any artist because they still hold their own individuality in the face of American standardizations. And perhaps these common people will give to the world its truly great Negro artist, the one who is not afraid to be himself. Whereas the better-class Negro would tell the artist what to do, the people at least let him alone when he does appear. And they are not ashamed of him—if they know he exists at all. And they accept what beauty is their own without question.

                        Certainly there is, for the American Negro artist who canescape the restrictions the more advanced among his own group would put upon him, a great field of unused material ready for his art. Without going outside his race, and even among the better classes with their “white” culture and conscious American manners, but still Negro enough to be different, there is sufficient matter to furnish a black artist with a lifetime of creative work. And when he chooses to touch on the relations between Negroes and whites in this country, with their innumerable overtones and undertones, surely, and especially for literature and the drama, there is an inexhaustible supply of themes at hand. To these the Negro artist can give his racial individuality, his heritage of rhythm and warmth, and his incongruous humor that so often, as in the Blues, becomes ironic laughter mixed with tears. But let us look again at the mountain.

                        A prominent Negro clubwoman in Philadelphia paid eleven dollars to hear Raquel Meller sing Andalusian popular songs. But she told me a few weeks before she would not think of going to hear “that woman,” Clara Smith, a great black artist, sing Negro folksongs. And many an upper-class Negro church, even now, would not dream of employing a spiritual in its services. The drab melodies in white folks’ hymnbooks are much to be preferred. “We want to worship the Lord correctly and quietly. We don’t believe in ‘shouting.’ Let’s be dull like the Nordics,” they say, in effect.

                        The road for the serious black artist, then, who would produce a racial art is most certainly rocky and the mountain is high. Until recently he received almost no encouragement for his work from either white or colored people. The fine novels of Chesnutt go out of print with neither race noticing their passing. The quaint charm and humor of Dunbar’s dialect verse brought to him, in his day, largely the same kind of encouragement one would give a sideshow freak (A colored man writing poetry! How odd!) or a clown (How amusing!).

                        The present vogue in things Negro, although it may do as much harm as good for the budding colored artist, has at least done this: it has brought him forcibly to the attention of his own people among whom for so long, unless the other race had noticed him beforehand, he was a prophet with little honor. I understand that Charles Gilpin acted for years in Negro theaters without any special acclaim from his own, but when Broadway gave him eight curtain calls, Negroes, too, began to beat a tin pan in his honor. I know a young colored writer, a manual worker by day, who had been writing well for the colored magazines for some years, but it was not until he recently broke into the white publications and his first book was accepted by a prominent New York publisher that the “best” Negroes in his city took the trouble to discover that he lived there. Then almost immediately they decided to give a grand dinner for him. But the society ladies were careful to whisper to his mother that perhaps she’d better not come. They were not sure she would have an evening gown.

                        The Negro artist works against an undertow of sharp criticism and misunderstanding from his own group and unintentional bribes from the whites. “O, be respectable, write about nice people, show how good we are,” say the Negroes. “Be stereotyped, don’t go too far, don’t shatter our illusions about you, don’t amuse us too seriously. We will pay you,” say the whites. Both would have told Jean Toomer not to write “Cane.” The colored people did not praise it. The white people did not buy it. Most of the colored people who did read “Cane” hate it. They are afraid of it. Although the critics gave it good reviews the public remained indifferent. Yet (excepting the work of Du Bois) “Cane” contains the finest prose written by a Negro in America. And like the singing of Robeson, it is truly racial.

                        But in spite of the Nordicized Negro intelligentsia and the desires of some white editors we have an honest American Negro literature already with us. Now I await the rise of the Negro theater. Our folk music, having achieved world-wide fame, offers itself to the genius of the great individual American Negro composer who is to come. And within the next decade I expect to see the work of a growing school of colored artists who paint and model the beauty of dark faces and create with new technique the expressions of their own soul-world. And the Negro dancers who will dance like flame and the singers who will continue to carry our songs to all who listen—they will be with us in even greater numbers tomorrow.

                        Most of my own poems are racial in theme and treatment, derived from the life I know. In many of them I try to grasp and hold some of the meanings and rhythms of jazz. I am as sincere as I know how to be in these poems and yet after every reading I answer questions like these from my own people: Do you think Negroes should always write about Negroes? I wish you wouldn’t read some of your poems to white folks. How do you find anything interesting in a place like a cabaret? Why do you write about black people? You aren’t black. What makes you do so many jazz poems?

                        But jazz to me is one of the inherent expressions of Negro life in America: the eternal tom-tom beating in the Negro soul—the tom-tom of revolt against weariness in a white world, a world of subway trains, and work, work, work; the tom-tom of joy and laughter, and pain swallowed in a smile. Yet the Philadelphia clubwoman is ashamed to say that her race created it and she does not like me to write about it, The old subconscious “white is best” runs through her mind. Years of study under white teachers, a lifetime of white books, pictures, and papers, and white manners, morals, and Puritan standards made her dislike the spirituals. And now she turns up her nose at jazz and all its manifestations—likewise almost everything else distinctly racial. She doesn’t care for the Winold Reiss portraits of Negroes because they are “too Negro.” She does not want a true picture of herself from anybody. She wants the artist to flatter her, to make the white world believe that all Negroes are as smug and as near white in soul as she wants to be. But, to my mind, it is the duty of the younger Negro artist, if he accepts any duties at all from outsiders, to change through the force of his art that old whispering “I want to be white,” hidden in the aspirations of his people, to “Why should I want to be white? I am a Negro—and beautiful!”

                        So I am ashamed for the black poet who says, “I want to be a poet, not a Negro poet,” as though his own racial world were not as interesting as any other world. I am ashamed, too, for the colored artist who runs from the painting of Negro faces to the painting of sunsets after the manner of the academicians because he fears the strange un-whiteness of his own features. An artist must be free to choose what he does, certainly, but he must also never be afraid to do what he might choose.

                        Let the blare of Negro jazz bands and the bellowing voice of Bessie Smith singing the Blues penetrate the closed ears of the colored near-intellectuals until they listen and perhaps understand. Let Paul Robeson singing Water Boy, and Rudolph Fisher writing about the streets of Harlem, and Jean Toomer holding the heart of Georgia in his hands, and Aaron Douglas drawing strange black fantasies cause the smug Negro middle class to turn from their white, respectable, ordinary books and papers to catch a glimmer of their own beauty. We younger Negro artists who create now intend to express our individual dark-skinned selves without fear or shame. If white people are pleased we are glad. If they are not, it doesn’t matter. We know we are beautiful. And ugly too. The tom-tom cries and the tom-tom laughs. If colored people are pleased we are glad. If they are not, their displeasure doesn’t matter either. We build our temples for tomorrow, strong as we know how, and we stand on top of the mountain, free within ourselves.

                      

                    

                  

                

              

            

          

        

      

      Text from the Poetry Foundation. The "young Negro poet" in the first paragraph is Countee Cullen.

    

  
    
      Afterword

      Day Eighty-Nine: Harlem, 1925–1926

      Hughes’s young poet who wants to be “a poet—not a Negro poet” is usually taken to be Countee Cullen. Does “Yet Do I Marvel” prove Hughes right or wrong? It is a sonnet in the old English manner, full of Greek myth, and its last line is about nothing but being black.

      Hurston’s story is the art Hughes was asking for: “the low-down folks”, in their own talk, with nobody made respectable for the Philadelphia clubwoman. Its porch was real. Joe Clarke kept the store in Eatonville, Florida, the all-Black town where Hurston grew up.

      Cullen can’t say why God allows suffering: His ways are “Inscrutable”. Delia is surer: “whatever goes over the Devil’s back, is got to come under his belly.” Once she has found the snake in her own basket, she tells herself, “Gawd knows taint mah fault.” Is it?

      Hughes’s essay came out in The Nation in June 1926, as an answer to George Schuyler’s “The Negro-Art Hokum”, which had called the idea of a separate Negro art in America nonsense. Hurston died poor in 1960 and was buried in an unmarked grave in Florida. In 1973 the novelist Alice Walker found the spot and set up a stone calling her “A Genius of the South”.

    

  
    
      Day Ninety

      A woman alone

      21 minutes

      
        Story
        The Story of an Hour
        Kate Chopin · 4 minutes
        A thousand words that hold a whole life; one of the most taught stories in American literature.
      

      
        Poem
        I, being born a woman and distressed
        Edna St. Vincent Millay · 1 minute
        A sonnet that coolly turns the tables on centuries of love sonnets.
      

      
        Essay
        The Solitude of Self
        Elizabeth Cady Stanton · 16 minutes
        Stanton's farewell address to the suffrage movement, which she considered her best speech.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      The Story of an Hour

      Kate Chopin, 1894

      Knowing that Mrs. Mallard was afflicted with a heart trouble, great care was taken to break to her as gently as possible the news of her husband’s death.

It was her sister Josephine who told her, in broken sentences; veiled hints that revealed in half concealing. Her husband’s friend Richards was there, too, near her. It was he who had been in the newspaper office when intelligence of the railroad disaster was received, with Brently Mallard’s name leading the list of “killed.” He had only taken the time to assure himself of its truth by a second telegram, and had hastened to forestall any less careful, less tender friend in bearing the sad message.

She did not hear the story as many women have heard the same, with a paralyzed inability to accept its significance. She wept at once, with sudden, wild abandonment, in her sister’s arms. When the storm of grief had spent itself she went away to her room alone. She would have no one follow her.

There stood, facing the open window, a comfortable, roomy armchair. Into this she sank, pressed down by a physical exhaustion that haunted her body and seemed to reach into her soul.

She could see in the open square before her house the tops of trees that where all aquiver with the new spring life. The delicious breath of rain was in the air. In the street below a peddler was crying his wares. The notes of a distant song which someone was singing reached her faintly, and countless sparrows were twittering in the eaves.

There were patches of blue sky showing here and there through the clouds that had met and piled one above the other in the west facing her window.

She sat with her head thrown back upon the cushion of the chair, quite motionless, except when a sob came up into her throat and shook her, as a child who has cried itself to sleep continues to sob in its dreams.

She was young, with a fair, calm face, whose lines bespoke repression and even a certain strength. But now there was a dull stare in her eyes, whose gaze was fixed away off yonder on one of those patches of blue sky. It was not a glance of reflection, but rather indicated a suspension of intelligent thought.

There was something coming to her and she was waiting for it, fearfully. What was it? She did not know; it was too subtle and elusive to name. But she felt it creeping out of the sky, reaching toward her through the sounds, the scents, the color that filled the air.

Now her bosom rose and fell tumultuously. She was beginning to recognize this thing that was approaching to possess her, and she was striving to beat it back with her will⁠—as powerless as her two white slender hands would have been.

When she abandoned herself a little whispered word escaped her slightly parted lips. She said it over and over under her breath: “free, free, free!” The vacant stare and the look of terror that had followed it went from her eyes. They stayed keen and bright. Her pulses beat fast, and the coursing blood warmed and relaxed every inch of her body.

She did not stop to ask if it were or were not a monstrous joy that held her. A clear and exalted perception enabled her to dismiss the suggestion as trivial.

She knew that she would weep again when she saw the kind, tender hands folded in death; the face that had never looked save with love upon her, fixed and gray and dead. But she saw beyond that bitter moment a long procession of years to come that would belong to her absolutely. And she opened and spread her arms out to them in welcome.

There would be no one to live for during those coming years; she would live for herself. There would be no powerful will bending hers in that blind persistence with which men and women believe they have a right to impose a private will upon a fellow creature. A kind intention or a cruel intention made the act seem no less a crime as she looked upon it in that brief moment of illumination.

And yet she had loved him⁠—sometimes. Often she had not. What did it matter? What could love, the unsolved mystery, count for in face of this possession of self-assertion which she suddenly recognized as the strongest impulse of her being!

“Free! Body and soul free!” she kept whispering.

Josephine was kneeling before the closed door with her lips to the keyhole, imploring for admission. “Louise, open the door! I beg; open the door⁠—you will make yourself ill. What are you doing, Louise? For heaven’s sake open the door.”

“Go away. I am not making myself ill.” No; she was drinking in a very elixir of life through that open window.

How fancy was running riot along those days ahead of her. Spring days, and summer days, and all sorts of days that would be her own. She breathed a quick prayer that life might be long. It was only yesterday she had thought with a shudder that life might be long, and now what a change.

She arose at length and opened the door to her sister’s importunities. There was a feverish triumph in her eyes, and she carried herself unwittingly like the goddess of Victory. She clasped her sister’s waist, and together they descended the stairs. Richard stood waiting for them at the bottom.

Someone was opening the front door with a latch key. It was Brently Mallard who entered, a little travel-stained, composedly carrying his gripsack and umbrella. He had been far from the scene of accident, and did not even know there had been one. He stood amazed at Josephine’s piercing cry; at Richard’s quick motion to screen him from the view of his wife, who just then looked up.

But Richard was too late.

When the doctors came they said she had died of heart disease⁠—of joy that kills.



      Text from Standard Ebooks. Standard Ebooks uses its original magazine title, "The Dream of an Hour".

    

  
    
      Poem

      I, being born a woman and distressed

      Edna St. Vincent Millay, 1923
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I, being born a woman and distressed 

By all the needs and notions of my kind,

Am urged by your propinquity to find

Your person fair, and feel a certain zest

To bear your body’s weight upon my breast:

So subtly is the fume of life designed,

To clarify the pulse and cloud the mind,

And leave me once again undone, possessed.

Think not for this, however, the poor treason

Of my stout blood against my staggering brain,

I shall remember you with love, or season

My scorn with pity,—let me make it plain:

I find this frenzy insufficient reason

For conversation when we meet again.









      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Essay

      The Solitude of Self

      Elizabeth Cady Stanton, 1892

      
        
Mr. Chairman and gentlemen of the committee: We have been speaking before Committees of the Judiciary for the last twenty years, and we have gone over all the arguments in favor of a sixteenth amendment which are familiar to all you gentlemen; therefore, it will not be necessary that I should repeat them again.

The point I wish plainly to bring before you on this occasion is the individuality of each human soul; our Protestant idea, the right of individual conscience and judgment-our republican idea, individual citizenship. In discussing the rights of woman, we are to consider, first, what belongs to her as an individual, in a world of her own, the arbiter of her own destiny, an imaginary Robinson Crusoe with her woman Friday on a solitary island. Her rights under such circumstances are to use all her faculties for her own safety and happiness.

Secondly, if we consider her as a citizen, as a member of a great nation, she must have the same rights as all other members, according to the fundamental principles of our Government.

Thirdly, viewed as a woman, an equal factor in civilization, her rights and duties are still the same-individual happiness and development.

Fourthly, it is only the incidental relations of life, such as mother, wife, sister, daughter, that may involve some special duties and training. In the usual discussion in regard to woman's sphere, such as men as Herbert Spencer, Frederic Harrison, and Grant Allen uniformly subordinate her rights and duties as an individual, as a citizen, as a woman, to the necessities of these incidental relations, some of which a large class of woman may never assume. In discussing the sphere of man we do not decide his rights as an individual, as a citizen, as a man by his duties as a father, a husband, a brother, or a son, relations some of which he may never fill. Moreover he would be better fitted for these very relations and whatever special work he might choose to do to earn his bread by the complete development of all his faculties as an individual.

Just so with woman. The education that will fit her to discharge the duties in the largest sphere of human usefulness will best fit her for whatever special work she may be compelled to do.

The isolation of every human soul and the necessity of self-dependence must give each individual the right, to choose his own surroundings. 

The strongest reason for giving woman all the opportunities for higher education, for the full development of her faculties, forces of mind and body; for giving her the most enlarged freedom of thought and action; a complete emancipation from all forms of bondage, of custom, dependence, superstition; from all the crippling influences of fear, is the solitude and personal responsibility of her own individual life. The strongest reason why we ask for woman a voice in the government under which she lives; in the religion she is asked to believe; equality in social life, where she is the chief factor; a place in the trades and professions, where she may earn her bread, is because of her birthright to self-sovereignty; because, as an individual, she must rely on herself. No matter how much women prefer to lean, to be protected and supported, nor how much men desire to have them do so, they must make the voyage of life alone, and for safety in an emergency they must know something of the laws of navigation. To guide our own craft, we must be captain, pilot, engineer; with chart and compass to stand at the wheel; to match the wind and waves and know when to take in the sail, and to read the signs in the firmament over all. It matters not whether the solitary voyager is man or woman.

Nature having endowed them equally, leaves them to their own skill and judgment in the hour of danger, and, if not equal to the occasion, alike they perish.

To appreciate the importance of fitting every human soul for independent action, think for a moment of the immeasurable solitude of self. We come into the world alone, unlike all who have gone before us; we leave it alone under circumstances peculiar to ourselves. No mortal ever has been, no mortal over will be like the soul just launched on the sea of life. There can never again be just such environments as make up the infancy, youth and manhood of this one. Nature never repeats herself, and the possibilities of one human soul will never be found in another. No one has ever found two blades of ribbon grass alike, and no one will never find two human beings alike. Seeing, then, what must be the infinite diversity in human, character, we can in a measure appreciate the loss to a nation when any large class of the people in uneducated and unrepresented in the government. We ask for the complete development of every individual, first, for his own benefit and happiness. In fitting out an army we give each soldier his own knapsack, arms, powder, his blanket, cup, knife, fork and spoon. We provide alike for all their individual necessities, then each man bears his own burden.

Again we ask complete individual development for the general good; for the consensus of the competent on the whole round of human interest; on all questions of national life, and here each man must bear his share of the general burden. It is sad to see how soon friendless children are left to bear their own burdens before they can analise their feelings; before they can even tell their joys and sorrows, they are thrown on their own resources. The great lesson that nature seems to teach us at all ages is self-dependence, self-protection, self-support. What a touching instance of a child's solitude; of that hunger of heart for love and recognition, in the case of the little girl who helped to dress a christmas tree for the children of the family in which she served. On finding there was no present for herself she slipped away in the darkness and spent the night in an open field sitting on a stone, and when found in the morning was weeping as if her heart would break. No mortal will ever know the thoughts that passed through the mind of that friendless child in the long hours of that cold night, with only the silent stars to keep her company. The mention of her case in the daily papers moved many generous hearts to send her presents, but in the hours of her keenest sufferings she was thrown wholly on herself for consolation.

In youth our most bitter disappointments, our brightest hopes and ambitions are known only to otherwise, even our friendship and love we never fully share with another; there is something of every passion in every situation we conceal. Even so in our triumphs and our defeats.

The successful candidate for Presidency and his opponent each have a solitude peculiarly his own, and good form forbide either in speak of his pleasure or regret. The solitude of the king on his throne and the prisoner in his cell differs in character and degree, but it is solitude nevertheless.

We ask no sympathy from others in the anxiety and agony of a broken friendship or shattered love. When death sunders our nearest ties, alone we sit in the shadows of our affliction. Alike mid the greatest triumphs and darkest tragedies of life we walk alone. On the devine heights of human attainments, eulogized land worshiped as a hero or saint, we stand alone. In ignorance, poverty, and vice, as a pauper or criminal, alone we starve or steal; alone we suffer the sneers and rebuffs of our fellows; alone we are hunted and hounded thro dark courts and alleys, in by-ways and highways; alone we stand in the judgment seat; alone in the prison cell we lament our crimes and misfortunes; alone we expiate them on the gallows. In hours like these we realize the awful solitude of individual life, its pains, its penalties, its responsibilities; hours in which the youngest and most helpless are thrown on their own resources for guidance and consolation. Seeing then that life must ever be a march and a battle, that each soldier must be equipped for his own protection, it is the height of cruelty to rob the individual of a single natural right.

To throw obstacle in the way of a complete education is like putting out the eyes; to deny the rights of property, like cutting off the hands. To deny political equality is to rob the ostracised of all self-respect; of credit in the market place; of recompense in the world of work; of a voice among those who make and administer the law; a choice in the jury before whom they are tried, and in the judge who decides their punishment. Shakespeare's play of Titus and Andronicus contains a terrible satire on woman's position in the nineteenth century-"Rude men" (the play tells us) "seized the king's daughter, cut out her tongue, out off her hands, and then bade her go call for water and wash her hands." What a picture of woman's position. Robbed of her natural rights, handicapped by law and custom at every turn, yet compelled to fight her own battles, and in the emergencies of life to fall back on herself for protection.

The girl of sixteen, thrown on the world to support herself, to make her own place in society, to resist the temptations that surround her and maintain a spotless integrity, must do all this by native force or superior education. She does not acquire this power by being trained to trust others and distrust herself. If she wearies of the struggle, finding it hard work to swim upstream, and allow herself to drift with the current, she will find plenty of company, but not one to share her misery in the hour of her deepest humilation. If she tried to retrieve her position, to conceal the past, her life is hedged about with fears last willing hands should tear the veil from what she fain would hide. Young and friendless, she knows the bitter solitude of self.

How the little courtesies of life on the surface of society, deemed so important from man towards woman, fade into utter insignificance in view of the deeper tragedies in which she must play her part alone, where no human aid is possible.

The youngwife and mother, at the head of some establishment with a kind husband to shield her from the adverse winds of life, with wealth, fortune and position, has a certain harbor of safety, occurs against the ordinary ills of life. But to manage a household, have a deatrable influence in society, keep her friends and the affections of her husband, train her children and servants well, she must have rare common sense, wisdom, diplomacy, and a knowledge of human nature. To do all this she needs the cardinal virtues and the strong points of character that the most successful stateman possesses.

An uneducated woman, trained to dependence, with no resources in herself must make a failure of any position in life. But society says women do not need a knowledge of the world, the liberal training that experience in public life must give, all the advantages of collegiate education; but when for the lock of all this, the woman's happiness is wrecked, alone she bears her humiliation; and the attitude of the weak and the ignorant in indeed pitiful in the wild chase for the price of life they are ground to powder.

In age, when the pleasures of youth are passed, children grown up, married and gone, the hurry and hustle of life in a measure over, when the hands are weary of active service, when the old armchair and the fireside are the chosen resorts, then men and women alike must fall back on their own resources. If they cannot find companionship in books, if they have no interest in the vital questions of the hour, no interest in watching the consummation of reforms, with which they might have been identified, they soon pass into their dotage. The more fully the faculties of the mind are developed and kept in use, the longer the period of vigor and active interest in all around us continues. If from a lifelong participation in public affairs a woman feels responsible for the laws regulating our system of education, the discipline of our jails and prisons, the sanitary conditions of our private homes, public buildings, and thoroughfares, an interest in commerce, finance, our foreign relations, in any or all of these questions, here solitude will at least be respectable, and she will not be driven to gossip or scandal for entertainment. 

The chief reason for opening to every soul the doors to the whole round of human duties an pleasures is the individual development thus attained, the resources thus provided under all circumstances to mitigate the solitude that at times must come to everyone. I once asked Prince Krapotkin, the Russian nihilist, how he endured his long years in prison, deprived of books, pen, ink, and paper. "Ah," he said, "I thought out many questions in which I had a deep interest. In the pursuit of an idea I took no note of time. When tired of solving knotty problems I recited all the beautiful passages in prose or verse I have ever learned. I became acquainted with myself and my own resources. I had a world of my own, a vast empire, that no Russian jailor or Czar could invade." Such is the value of liberal thought and broad culture when shut off from all human companionship, bringing comfort and sunshine within even the four walls of a prison cell.

As women of times share a similar fate, should they not have all the consolation that the most liberal education can give? Their suffering in the prisons of St. Petersburg; in the long, weary marches to Siberia, and in the mines, working side by side with men, surely call for all the self-support that the most exalted sentiments of heroism can give. When suddenly roused at midnight, with the startling cry of "fire! fire!" to find the house over their heads in flames, do women wait for men to point the way to safety? And are the men, equally bewildered and half suffocated with smoke, in a position to more than try to save themselves?

At such times the most timid women have shown a courage and heroism in saving their husbands and children that has surprise everybody. Inasmuch, then, as woman shares equally the joys and sorrows of time and eternity, is it not the height of presumption in man to propose to represent her at the ballot box an the throne of grace, do her voting in the state, her praying in the church, and to assume the position of priest at the family alter.

Nothing strengthens the judgment and quickens the concience like individual responsibility. Nothing adds such dignity to character as the recognition of one's self-sovereignity; the right to an equal place, every where conceded; a place earned by personal merit, not an artificial attainment, by inheritance, wealth, family, and position. Seeing, then that the responsibilities of life rests equally on man and woman, that their destiny is the same, they need the same preparation for time and eternity. The talk of sheltering woman from the fierce sterns of life is the sheerest mockery, for they beat on her from every point of the compass, just as they do on man, and with more fatal results, for he has been trained to protect himself, to resist, to conquer. Such are the facts in human experience, the responsibilities of individual. Rich and poor, intelligent and ignorant, wise and foolish, virtuous and vicious, man and woman, it is ever the same, each soul must depend wholly on itself.

Whatever the theories may be of woman's dependence on man, in the supreme moments of her life he can not bear her burdens. Alone she goes to the gates of death to give life to every man that is born into the world. No one can share her fears, on one mitigate her pangs; and if her sorrow is greater than she can bear, alone she passes beyond the gates into the vast unknown.

From the mountain tops of Judea, long ago, a heavenly voice bade His disciples, "Bear ye one another's burdens," but humanity has not yet risen to that point of self-sacrifice, and if ever so willing, how few the burdens are that one soul can bear for another. In the highways of Palestine; in prayer and fasting on the solitary mountain top; in the Garden of Gethsemane; before the judgment seat of Pilate; betrayed by one of His trusted disciples at His last supper; in His agonies on the cross, even Jesus of Nazareth, in these last sad days on earth, felt the awful solitude of self. Deserted by man, in agony he cries, "My God! My God! why hast Thou forsaken me?" And so it ever must be in the conflicting scenes of life, on the long weary march, each one walks alone. We may have many friends, love, kindness, sympathy and charity to smooth our pathway in everyday life, but in the tragedies and triumphs of human experience each moral stands alone.

But when all artificial trammels are removed, and women are recognized as individuals, responsible for their own environments, thoroughly educated for all the positions in life they may be called to fill; with all the resources in themselves that liberal though and broad culture can give; guided by their own conscience an judgment; trained to self-protection by a healthy development of the muscular system and skill in the use of weapons of defense, and stimulated to self-support by the knowledge of the business world and the pleasure that pecuniary independence must ever give; when women are trained in this way they will, in a measure, be fitted for those hours of solitude that come alike to all, whether prepared or otherwise. As in our extremity we must depend on ourselves, the dictates of wisdom point of complete individual development.

In talking of education how shallow the argument that each class must be educated for the special work it proposed to do, and all those faculties not needed in this special walk must lie dormant and utterly wither for want of use, when, perhaps, these will be the very faculties needed in life's greatest emergies. Some say, Where is the use of drilling serie in the languages, the Sciences, in law, medicine, theology? As wives, mothers, housekeepers, cooks, they need a different curriculum from boys who are to fill all positions. The chief cooks in our great hotels and ocean steamers are men. In large cities men run the bakies; they make our bread, cake and pies. They manage the laundries; they are now considered our best milliners and dressmakers. Because some men fill these departments of usefulness, shall we regulate the curriculum in Harvard and Yale to their present necessities? If not why this talk in our best colleges of a curriculum for girls who are crowding into the trades and professions; teachers in all our public schools rapidly hiling many lucrative and honorable positions in life? They are showing too, their calmness and courage in the most trying hours of human experience.

You have probably all read in the daily papers of the terrible storm in the Bay of Biscay when a tidal wave such havoc on the shore, wrecking vessels, unroofing houses and carrying destruction everywhere. Among other buildings the woman's prison was demolished. Those who escaped saw men struggling to reach the shore. They promptly by clasping hands made a chain of themselves and pushed out into the sea, again and again, at the risk of their lives until they had brought six men to shore, carried them to a shelter, and did all in their power for their comfort and protection.

What especial school of training could have prepared these women for this sublime moment of their lives. In times like this humanity rises above all college curriculums and recognises Nature as the greatest of all teachers in the hour of danger and death. Women are already the equals of men in the whole of ream of thought, in art, science, literature, and government. With telescope vision they explore the starry firmament, and bring back the history of the planetary world. With chart and compass they pilot ships across the mighty deep, and with skillful finger send electric messages around the globe. In galleries of art the beauties of nature and the virtues of humanity are immortalized by them on their canvas and by their inspired touch dull blocks of marble are transformed into angels of light.

In music they speak again the language of Mendelssohn, Beethoven, Chopin, Schumann, and are worthy interpreters of their great thoughts. The poetry and novels of the century are theirs, and they have touched the keynote of reform in religion, politics, and social life. They fill the editor's and professor's chair, and plead at the bar of justice, walk the wards of the hospital, and speak from the pulpit and the platform; such is the type of womanhood that an enlightened public sentiment welcomes today, and such the triumph of the facts of life over the false theories of the past.

Is it, then, consistent to hold the developed woman of this day within the same narrow political limits as the dame with the spinning wheel and knitting needle occupied in the past? No! no! Machinery has taken the labors of woman as well as man on its tireless shoulders; the loom and the spinning wheel are but dreams of the past; the pen, the brush, the easel, the chisel, have taken their places, while the hopes and ambitions of women are essentially changed.

We see reason sufficient in the outer conditions of human being for individual liberty and development, but when we consider the self dependence of every human soul we see the need of courage, judgment, and the exercise of every faculty of mind and body, strengthened and developed by use, in woman as well as man.

Whatever may be said of man's protecting power in ordinary conditions, mid all the terrible disasters by land and sea, in the supreme moments of danger, alone, woman must ever meet the horrors of the situation; the Angel of Death even makes no royal pathway for her. Man's love and sympathy enter only into the sunshine of our lives. In that solemn solitude of self, that links us with the immeasurable and the eternal, each soul lives alone forever. A recent writer says:

I remember once, in crossing the Atlantic, to have gone upon the deck of the ship at midnight, when a dense black cloud enveloped the sky, and the great deep was roaring madly under the lashes of demoniac winds. My feelings was not of danger or fear (which is a base surrender of the immortal soul), but of utter desolation and loneliness; a little speck of life shut in by a tremendous darkness. Again I remember to have climbed the slopes of the Swiss Alps, up beyond the point where vegetation ceases, and the stunted conifers no longer struggle against the unfeeling blasts. Around me lay a huge confusion of rocks, out of which the gigantic ice peaks shot into the measureless blue of the heavens, and again my only feeling was the awful solitude.

And yet, there is a solitude, which each and every one of us has always carried with him, more inaccessible than the ice-cold mountains, more profound than the midnight sea; the solitude of self. Our inner being, which we call ourself, no eye nor touch of man or angel has ever pierced. It is more hidden than the caves of the gnome; the sacred adytum of the oracle; the hidden chamber of eleusinian mystery, for to it only omniscience is permitted to enter.

Such is individual life. Who, I ask you, can take, dare take, on himself the rights, the duties, the responsibilities of another human soul? 




      

      Text from Wikisource.

    

  
    
      Afterword

      Day Ninety: A woman alone

      The last words of Chopin’s story belong to the doctors. They say it was joy that killed Louise, and they are right, though not about which joy. Stanton’s whole speech is against the presumption of speaking for a woman, and it closes on a question Louise had already answered for herself, in her hour at the window: “Who, I ask you, can take, dare take, on himself the rights, the duties, the responsibilities of another human soul?” A kind intention, Louise decides, makes it “no less a crime”.

      Millay’s speaker and Louise are both “possessed”. The speaker is possessed by desire, and refuses to call it love. Louise is possessed by “self-assertion”, and doesn’t stop to ask whether it is “a monstrous joy”. She had loved her husband “sometimes. Often she had not.”

      Vogue first printed the story in 1894 as “The Dream of an Hour”. Stanton reminds the committee that suffragists had been asking for “a sixteenth amendment” for twenty years. Women’s suffrage came as the nineteenth, in 1920, eighteen years after she died.

    

  
    
      Day Ninety-One

      Deep time

      A longer day, 54 minutes

      
        Story
        The Star
        H. G. Wells · 18 minutes
        On the first day of the new year astronomers announce that a dark body from outer space has entered the solar system.
      

      
        Poem
        Fire and Ice
        Robert Frost · 1 minute
        Nine lines on how the world will end.
      

      
        Essay
        On a Piece of Chalk
        Thomas Henry Huxley · 36 minutes
        A lecture to Norwich workingmen that reads the whole history of the earth in a carpenter's chalk.
      

    

  
    
      Story

      The Star

      H. G. Wells, 1897

      This story uses the racial terms of its time, one of them now a slur.

      
        
It was on the first day of the new year that the announcement was made, almost simultaneously from three observatories, that the motion of the planet Neptune, the outermost of all the planets that wheel about the sun, had become very erratic. Ogilvy had already called attention to a suspected retardation in its velocity in December. Such a piece of news was scarcely calculated to interest a world the greater portion of whose inhabitants were unaware of the existence of the planet Neptune, nor outside the astronomical profession did the subsequent discovery of a faint remote speck of light in the region of the perturbed planet cause any very great excitement. Scientific people, however, found the intelligence remarkable enough, even before it became known that the new body was rapidly growing larger and brighter, that its motion was quite different from the orderly progress of the planets, and that the deflection of Neptune and its satellite was becoming now of an unprecedented kind.

Few people without a training in science can realise the huge isolation of the solar system. The sun with its specks of planets, its dust of planetoids, and its impalpable comets, swims in a vacant immensity that almost defeats the imagination. Beyond the orbit of Neptune there is space, vacant so far as human observation has penetrated, without warmth or light or sound, blank emptiness, for twenty million times a million miles. That is the smallest estimate of the distance to be traversed before the very nearest of the stars is attained. And, saving a few comets more unsubstantial than the thinnest flame, no matter had ever to human knowledge crossed this gulf of space, until early in the twentieth century this strange wanderer appeared. A vast mass of matter it was, bulky, heavy, rushing without warning out of the black mystery of the sky into the radiance of the sun. By the second day it was clearly visible to any decent instrument, as a speck with a barely sensible diameter, in the constellation Leo near Regulus. In a little while an opera glass could attain it.

On the third day of the new year the newspaper readers of two hemispheres were made aware for the first time of the real importance of this unusual apparition in the heavens. "A Planetary Collision," one London paper headed the news, and proclaimed Duchaine's opinion that this strange new planet would probably collide with Neptune. The leader writers enlarged upon the topic. So that in most of the capitals of the world, on January 3rd, there was an expectation, however vague of some imminent phenomenon in the sky; and as the night followed the sunset round the globe, thousands of men turned their eyes skyward to see—the old familiar stars just as they had always been.

Until it was dawn in London and Pollux setting and the stars overhead grown pale. The Winter's dawn it was, a sickly filtering accumulation of daylight, and the light of gas and candles shone yellow in the windows to show where people were astir. But the yawning policeman saw the thing, the busy crowds in the markets stopped agape, workmen going to their work betimes, milkmen, the drivers of news-carts, dissipation going home jaded and pale, homeless wanderers, sentinels on their beats, and in the country, labourers trudging afield, poachers slinking home, all over the dusky quickening country it could be seen—and out at sea by seamen watching for the day—a great white star, come suddenly into the westward sky!

Brighter it was than any star in our skies; brighter than the evening star at its brightest. It still glowed out white and large, no mere twinkling spot of light, but a small round clear shining disc, an hour after the day had come. And where science has not reached, men stared and feared, telling one another of the wars and pestilences that are foreshadowed by these fiery signs in the Heavens. Sturdy Boers, dusky Hottentots, Gold Coast negroes. Frenchmen, Spaniards, Portuguese, stood in the warmth of the sunrise watching the setting of this strange new star.

And in a hundred observatories there had been suppressed excitement, rising almost to shouting pitch, as the two remote bodies had rushed together, and a hurrying to and fro, to gather photographic apparatus and spectroscope, and this appliance and that, to record this novel astonishing sight, the destruction of a world. For it was a world, a sister planet of our earth, far greater than our earth indeed, that had so suddenly flashed into flaming death. Neptune it was, had been struck, fairly and squarely, by the strange planet from outer space and the heat of the concussion had  incontinently turned two solid globes into one vast mass of incandescence. Round the world that day, two hours before the dawn, went the pallid great white star, fading only as it sank westward and the sun mounted above it. Everywhere men marvelled at it, but of all those who saw it none could have marvelled more than those sailors, habitual watchers of the stars, who far away at sea had heard nothing of its advent and saw it now rise like a pigmy moon and climb zenithward and hang overhead and sink westward with the passing of the night.

And when next it rose over Europe everywhere were crowds of watchers on hilly slopes, on house-roofs, in open spaces, staring eastward for the rising of the great new star. It rose with a white glow in front of it, like the glare of a white fire, and those who had seen it come into existence the night before cried out at the sight of it. "It is larger," they cried. "It is brighter!" And, indeed the moon a quarter full and sinking in the west was in its apparent size beyond comparison, but scarcely in all its breadth had it as much brightness now as the little circle of the strange new star.

"It is brighter!" cried the people clustering in the streets. But in the dim observatories the watchers held their breath and peered at one another. "It is nearer," they said. "Nearer!"

And voice after voice repeated, "It is nearer," and the clicking telegraph took that up, and it trembled along telephone wires, and in a thousand cities grimy compositors fingered the type. "It is nearer." Men writing in offices, struck with a strange realisation, flung down their pens, men talking in a thousand places suddenly came upon a grotesque possibility in those words, "It is nearer." It hurried along awakening streets, it was shouted down the frost-stilled ways of quiet villages, men who had read these things from the throbbing tape stood in yellow-lit doorways shouting the news to the passers-by. "It is nearer." Pretty women, flushed and glittering, heard the news told jestingly between the dances, and feigned an intelligent interest they did not feel. "Nearer! Indeed. How curious! How very, very clever people must be to find out things like that!"

Lonely tramps faring through the wintry night murmured those words to comfort themselves—looking skyward. "It has need to be nearer, for the night's as cold as charity. Don't seem much warmth from it if it is nearer, all the same."


 "What is a new star to me?" cried the weeping woman kneeling beside her dead. 

The schoolboy, rising early for his examination work, puzzled it out for himself—with the great white star, shining broad and bright through the frost-flowers of his window. "Centrifugal, centripetal," he said, with his chin on his fist. "Stop a planet in its flight, rob it of its centrifugal force, what then? Centripetal has it, and down it falls into the sun! And this—!"

"Do we come in the way? I wonder—"

The light of that day went the way of its brethren, and with the later watches of the frosty darkness rose the strange star again. And it was now so bright that the waxing moon seemed but a pale yellow ghost of itself, hanging huge in the sunset. In a South African city a great man had married, and the streets were alight to welcome his return with his bride. "Even the skies have illuminated," said the flatterer. Under Capricorn, two negro lovers, daring the wild beasts and evil spirits, for love of one another, crouched together in a cane brake where the fire-flies hovered. "That is our star," they whispered, and felt strangely comforted by the sweet brilliance of its light.

The master mathematician sat in his private room and pushed the papers from him. His calculations were already finished. In a small white phial there still remained a little of the drug that had kept him awake and active for four long nights. Each day, serene, explicit, patient as ever, he had given his lecture to his students, and then had come back at once to this momentous calculation. His face was grave, a little drawn and hectic from his drugged activity. For some time he seemed lost in thought. Then he went to the window, and the blind went up with a click. Half way up the sky, over the clustering roofs, chimneys and steeples of the city, hung the star.

He looked at it as one might look into the eyes of a brave enemy. "You may kill me," he said after a silence. "But I can hold you—and all the universe for that matter—in the grip of this little brain. I would not change. Even now."

He looked at the little phial. "There will be no need of sleep again," he said. The next day at noon, punctual to the minute, he entered his lecture theatre, put his hat on the end of the table as his habit was, and carefully selected a large piece of chalk. It was a joke among his students that he could not lecture without that piece of chalk to fumble in his fingers, and once he had been stricken to impotence by their hiding his supply. He came and looked under his grey eyebrows at the rising tiers of young fresh faces, and spoke with his accustomed studied commonness of phrasing. "Circumstances have arisen—circumstances beyond my control," he said and paused, "which will debar me from completing the course I had designed. It would seem, gentlemen, if I may put the thing clearly and briefly, that—Man has lived in vain."

The students glanced at one another. Had they heard aright? Mad? Raised eyebrows and grinning lips there were, but one or two faces remained intent upon his calm grey-fringed face. "It will be interesting," he was saying, "to devote this morning to an exposition, so far as I can make it clear to you, of the calculations that have led me to this conclusion. Let us assume—"

He turned towards the blackboard, meditating a diagram in the way that was usual to him. "What was that about 'lived in vain?'" whispered one student to another. "Listen," said the other, nodding towards the lecturer.

And presently they began to understand.

That night the star rose later, for its proper eastward motion had carried it some way across Leo towards Virgo, and its brightness was so great that the sky became a luminous blue as it rose, and every star was hidden in its turn, save only Jupiter near the zenith, Capella, Aldebaran, Sirius and the pointers of the Bear. It was very white and beautiful. In many parts of the world that night a pallid halo encircled it about. It was perceptibly larger; in the clear refractive sky of the tropics it seemed as if it were nearly a quarter the size of the moon. The frost was still on the ground in England, but the world was as brightly lit as if it were midsummer moonlight. One could see to read quite ordinary print by that cold clear light, and in the cities the lamps burnt yellow and wan.

And everywhere the world was awake that night, and throughout Christendom a sombre murmur hung in the keen air over the country side like the belling of bees in the heather, and this murmurous tumult grew to a clangour in the cities. It was the tolling of the bells in a million belfry towers and steeples, summoning the people to sleep no more, to sin no more, but to gather in their churches and pray. And overhead, growing larger and brighter, as the earth rolled on its way and the night passed, rose the dazzling star.


 And the streets and houses were alight in all the cities, the shipyards glared, and whatever roads led to high country were lit and crowded all night long. And in all the seas about the civilised lands, ships with throbbing engines, and ships with bellying sails, crowded with men and living creatures, were standing out to ocean and the north. For already the warning of the master mathematician had been telegraphed all over the world, and translated into a hundred tongues. The new planet and Neptune, locked in a fiery embrace, were whirling headlong, ever faster and faster towards the sun. Already every second this blazing mass flew a hundred miles, and every second its terrific velocity increased. As it flew now, indeed, it must pass a hundred million of miles wide of the earth and scarcely affect it. But near its destined path, as yet only slightly perturbed, spun the mighty planet Jupiter and his moons sweeping splendid round the sun. Every moment now the attraction between the fiery star and the greatest of the planets grew stronger. And the result of that attraction? Inevitably Jupiter would be deflected from its orbit into an elliptical path, and the burning star, swung by his attraction wide of its sunward rush, would "describe a curved path" and perhaps collide with, and certainly pass very close to, our earth. "Earthquakes, volcanic outbreaks, cyclones, sea waves, floods, and a steady rise in temperature to I know not what limit"—so prophesied the master mathematician.

And overhead, to carry out his words, lonely and cold and livid, blazed the star of the coming doom.

To many who stared at it that night until their eyes ached, it seemed that it was visibly approaching. And that night, too, the weather changed, and the frost that had gripped all Central Europe and France and England softened towards a thaw.

But you must not imagine because I have spoken of people praying through the night and people going aboard ships and people fleeing towards mountainous country that the whole world was already in a terror because of the star. As a matter of fact, use and wont still ruled the world, and save for the talk of idle moments and the splendour of the night, nine human beings out of ten were still busy at their common occupations. In all the cities the shops, save one here and there, opened and closed at their proper hours, the doctor and the undertaker plied their trades, the workers  gathered in the factories, soldiers drilled, scholars studied, lovers sought one another, thieves lurked and fled, politicians planned their schemes. The presses of the newspapers roared through the nights, and many a priest of this church and that would not open his holy building to further what he considered a foolish panic. The newspapers insisted on the lesson of the year 1000—for then, too, people had anticipated the end. The star was no star—mere gas—a comet; and were it a star it could not possibly strike the earth. There was no precedent for such a thing. Common sense was sturdy everywhere, scornful, jesting, a little inclined to persecute the obdurate fearful. That night, at seven-fifteen by Greenwich time, the star would be at its nearest to Jupiter. Then the world would see the turn things would take. The master mathematician's grim warnings were treated by many as so much mere elaborate self-advertisement. Common sense at last, a little heated by argument, signified its unalterable convictions by going to bed. So, too, barbarism and savagery, already tired of the novelty, went about their nightly business, and save for a howling dog here and there, the beast world left the star unheeded.


 And yet, when at last the watchers in the European States saw the star rise, an hour later it is true, but no larger than it had been the night before, there were still plenty awake to laugh at the master mathematician—to take the danger as if it had passed.

But hereafter the laughter ceased. The star grew—it grew with a terrible steadiness hour after hour, a little larger each hour, a little nearer the midnight zenith, and brighter and brighter, until it had turned night into a second day. Had it come straight to the earth instead of in a curved path, had it lost no velocity to Jupiter, it must have leapt the intervening gulf in a day, but as it was it took five days altogether to come by our planet. The next night it had become a third the size of the moon before it set to English eyes, and the thaw was assured. It rose over America near the size of the moon, but blinding white to look at, and hot; and a breath of hot wind blew now with its rising and gathering strength, and in Virginia, and Brazil, and down the St. Lawrence valley, it shone intermittently through a driving reek of thunder-clouds, flickering violet lightning, and hail unprecedented. In Manitoba was a thaw and devastating floods. And upon all the mountains of the earth the snow and ice began to melt that night, and all the rivers coming out of high country flowed thick and turbid, and soon—in their upper reaches—with swirling trees and the bodies of beasts and men. They rose steadily, steadily in the ghostly brilliance, and came trickling over their banks at last, behind the flying population of their valleys.

And along the coast of Argentina and up the South Atlantic the tides were higher than had ever been in the memory of man, and the storms drove the waters in many cases scores of miles inland, drowning whole cities. And so great grew the heat during the night that the rising of the sun was like the coming of a shadow. The earthquakes began and grew until all down America from the Arctic Circle to Cape Horn, hillsides were sliding, fissures were opening, and houses and walls crumbling to destruction. The whole side of Cotopaxi slipped out in one vast convulsion, and a tumult of lava poured out so high and broad and swift and liquid that in one day it reached the sea.

So the star, with the wan moon in its wake, marched across the Pacific, trailed the thunderstorms like the hem of a robe, and the growing tidal wave that toiled behind it, frothing and eager, poured over island and island and swept them clear of men. Until that wave came at last—in a blinding light and with the breath of a furnace, swift and terrible it came—a wall of water, fifty feet high, roaring hungrily, upon the long coasts of Asia, and swept inland across the plains of China. For a space the star, hotter now and larger and brighter than the sun in its strength, showed with pitiless brilliance the wide and populous country; towns and villages with their pagodas and trees, roads, wide cultivated fields, millions of sleepless people staring in helpless terror at the incandescent sky; and then, low and growing, came the murmur of the flood. And thus it was with millions of men that night—a flight nowhither, with limbs heavy with heat and breath fierce and scant, and the flood like a wall swift and white behind. And then death.

China was lit glowing white, but over Japan and Java and all the islands of Eastern Asia the great star was a ball of dull red fire because of the steam and smoke and ashes the volcanoes were spouting forth to salute its coming. Above was the lava, hot gases and ash, and below the seething floods, and the whole earth swayed and rumbled with the earthquake shocks. Soon the immemorial snows of Thibet and the Himalaya were melting and pouring down by ten million deepening converging channels upon the plains of Burmah and Hindostan. The tangled summits of the Indian jungles were aflame in a thousand places, and below the hurrying waters around the stems were dark objects that still struggled feebly and reflected the blood-red tongues of fire. And in a rudderless confusion a multitude of men and women fled down the broad river-ways to that one last hope of men—the open sea.

Larger grew the star, and larger, hotter, and brighter with a terrible swiftness now. The tropical ocean had lost its phosphorescence, and the whirling steam rose in ghostly wreaths from the black waves that plunged incessantly, speckled with storm-tossed ships.

And then came a wonder. It seemed to those who in Europe watched for the rising of the star that the world must have ceased its rotation. In a thousand open spaces of down and upland the people who had fled thither from the floods and the falling houses and sliding slopes of hill watched for that rising in vain. Hour followed hour through a terrible suspense, and the star rose not. Once again men set their eyes upon the old constellations they had counted lost to them forever. In England it was hot and clear overhead, though the ground quivered perpetually, but in the tropics, Sirius and Capella and Aldebaran showed through a veil of steam. And when at last the great star rose near ten hours late, the sun rose close upon it, and in the centre of its white heart was a disc of black.

Over Asia it was the star had begun to fall behind the movement of the sky, and then suddenly, as it hung over India, its light had been veiled. All the plain of India from the mouth of the Indus to the mouths of the Ganges was a shallow waste of shining water that night, out of which rose temples and palaces, mounds and hills, black with people. Every minaret was a clustering mass of people, who fell one by one into the turbid waters, as heat and terror overcame them. The whole land seemed a-wailing, and suddenly there swept a shadow across that furnace of despair, and a breath of cold wind, and a gathering of clouds, out of the cooling air. Men looking up, near blinded, at the star, saw that a black disc was creeping across the light. It was the moon, coming between the star and the earth. And even as men cried to God at this respite, out of the East with a strange inexplicable swiftness sprang the sun. And then star, sun and moon rushed together across the heavens.


 So it was that presently, to the European watchers, star and sun rose close upon each other, drove headlong for a space and then slower, and at last came to rest, star and sun merged into one glare of flame at the zenith of the sky. The moon no longer eclipsed the star but was lost to sight in the brilliance of the sky. And though those who were still alive regarded it for the most part with that dull stupidity that hunger, fatigue, heat and despair engender, there were still men who could perceive the meaning of these signs. Star and earth had been at their nearest, had swung about one another, and the star had passed. Already it was receding, swifter and swifter, in the last stage of its headlong journey downward into the sun.

And then the clouds gathered, blotting out the vision of the sky, the thunder and lightning wove a garment round the world; all over the earth was such a downpour of rain as men had never before seen, and where the volcanoes flared red against the cloud canopy there descended torrents of mud. Everywhere the waters were pouring off the land, leaving mud-silted ruins, and the earth littered like a storm-worn beach with all that had floated, and the dead bodies of the men and brutes, its children. For days the water streamed off the land, sweeping away soil and trees and houses in the way, and piling huge dykes and scooping out Titanic gullies over the country side. Those were the days of darkness that followed the star and the heat. All through them, and for many weeks and months, the earthquakes continued.

But the star had passed, and men, hunger-driven and gathering courage only slowly, might creep back to their ruined cities, buried granaries, and sodden fields. Such few ships as had escaped the storms of that time came stunned and shattered and sounding their way cautiously through the new marks and shoals of once familiar ports. And as the storms subsided men perceived that everywhere the days were hotter than of yore, and the sun larger, and the moon, shrunk to a third of its former size, took now fourscore days between its new and new.

But of the new brotherhood that grew presently among men, of the saving of laws and books and machines, of the strange change that had come over Iceland and Greenland and the shores of Baffin's Bay, so that the sailors coming there presently found them green and gracious, and could scarce believe their eyes, this story does not tell. Nor of the movement of mankind now that the earth was hotter, northward and southward towards the poles of the earth. It concerns itself only with the coming and the passing of the Star.

The Martian astronomers—for there are astronomers on Mars, although they are very different beings from men—were naturally profoundly interested by these things. They saw them from their own standpoint of course. "Considering the mass and temperature of the missile that was flung through our solar system into the sun," one wrote, "it is astonishing what a little damage the earth, which it missed so narrowly, has sustained. All the familiar continental markings and the masses of the seas remain intact, and indeed the only difference seems to be a shrinkage of the white discoloration (supposed to be frozen water) round either pole." Which only shows how small the vastest of human catastrophes may seem, at a distance of a few million miles. 
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      Fire and Ice

      Robert Frost, 1920

      
        
          
            
              
                
                  
                    
                      
                        
                          
                            
                              Some say the world will end in fire,


                              
 Some say in ice.


                              
 From what I’ve tasted of desire


                              
 I hold with those who favor fire.


                              
 But if it had to perish twice,


                              
 I think I know enough of hate


                              
 To say that for destruction ice


                              
 Is also great


                              
 And would suffice.
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      Essay

      On a Piece of Chalk

      Thomas Henry Huxley, 1868

      Thomas Henry Huxley, the biologist known as "Darwin's bulldog", gave this lecture to working men at Norwich in 1868, when the British Association for the Advancement of Science met there.

      If a well were sunk at our feet in the midst of the city of Norwich, the
diggers would very soon find themselves at work in that white substance
almost too soft to be called rock, with which we are all familiar as
"chalk."

Not only here, but over the whole county of Norfolk, the well-sinker
might carry his shaft down many hundred feet without coming to the end of
the chalk; and, on the sea-coast, where the waves have pared away the
face of the land which breasts them, the scarped faces of the high cliffs
are often wholly formed of the same material. Northward, the chalk may be
followed as far as Yorkshire; on the south coast it appears abruptly in
the picturesque western bays of Dorset, and breaks into the Needles of
the Isle of Wight; while on the shores of Kent it supplies that long line
of white cliffs to which England owes her name of Albion.

Were the thin soil which covers it all washed away, a curved band of
white chalk, here broader, and there narrower, might be followed
diagonally across England from Lulworth in Dorset, to Flamborough Head in
Yorkshire—a distance of over 280 miles as the crow flies. From this band
to the North Sea, on the east, and the Channel, on the south, the chalk
is largely hidden by other deposits; but, except in the Weald of Kent and
Sussex, it enters into the very foundation of all the south-eastern
counties.

Attaining, as it does in some places, a thickness of more than a thousand
feet, the English chalk must be admitted to be a mass of considerable
magnitude. Nevertheless, it covers but an insignificant portion of the
whole area occupied by the chalk formation of the globe, much of which
has the same general characters as ours, and is found in detached
patches, some less, and others more extensive, than the English. Chalk
occurs in north-west Ireland; it stretches over a large part of France,—
the chalk which underlies Paris being, in fact, a continuation of that of
the London basin; it runs through Denmark and Central Europe, and extends
southward to North Africa; while eastward, it appears in the Crimea and
in Syria, and may be traced as far as the shores of the Sea of Aral, in
Central Asia. If all the points at which true chalk occurs were
circumscribed, they would lie within an irregular oval about 3,000 miles
in long diameter—the area of which would be as great as that of Europe,
and would many times exceed that of the largest existing inland sea—the
Mediterranean.

Thus the chalk is no unimportant element in the masonry of the earth's crust, and it impresses a peculiar stamp, varying with the conditions to which it is exposed, on the scenery of the districts in which it occurs. The undulating downs and rounded coombs, covered with sweet-grassed turf, of our inland chalk country, have a peacefully domestic and mutton-suggesting prettiness, but can hardly be called either grand or beautiful. But on our southern coasts, the wall-sided cliffs, many hundred feet high, with vast needles and pinnacles standing out in the sea, sharp and solitary enough to serve as perches for the wary cormorant, confer a wonderful beauty and grandeur upon the chalk headlands. And, in the East, chalk has its share in the formation of some of the most venerable of mountain ranges, such as the Lebanon.

What is this wide-spread component of the surface of the earth? and
whence did it come?

You may think this no very hopeful inquiry. You may not unnaturally
suppose that the attempt to solve such problems as these can lead to no
result, save that of entangling the inquirer in vague speculations,
incapable of refutation and of verification. If such were really the
case, I should have selected some other subject than a "piece of chalk"
for my discourse. But, in truth, after much deliberation, I have been
unable to think of any topic which would so well enable me to lead you to
see how solid is the foundation upon which some of the most startling
conclusions of physical science rest.

A great chapter of the history of the world is written in the chalk. Few passages in the history of man can be supported by such an overwhelming mass of direct and indirect evidence as that which testifies to the truth of the fragment of the history of the globe, which I hope to enable you to read, with your own eyes, to-night. Let me add, that few chapters of human history have a more profound significance for ourselves. I weigh my words well when I assert, that the man who should know the true history of the bit of chalk which every carpenter carries about in his breeches-pocket, though ignorant of all other history, is likely, if he will think his knowledge out to its ultimate results, to have a truer, and therefore a better, conception of this wonderful universe, and of man's relation to it, than the most learned student who is deep-read in the records of humanity and ignorant of those of Nature.

The language of the chalk is not hard to learn, not nearly so hard as
Latin, if you only want to get at the broad features of the story it has
to tell; and I propose that we now set to work to spell that story out
together.

We all know that if we "burn" chalk the result is quicklime. Chalk, in
fact, is a compound of carbonic acid gas, and lime, and when you make it
very hot the carbonic acid flies away and the lime is left. By this
method of procedure we see the lime, but we do not see the carbonic acid.
If, on the other hand, you were to powder a little chalk and drop it into
a good deal of strong vinegar, there would be a great bubbling and
fizzing, and, finally, a clear liquid, in which no sign of chalk would
appear. Here you see the carbonic acid in the bubbles; the lime,
dissolved in the vinegar, vanishes from sight. There are a great many
other ways of showing that chalk is essentially nothing but carbonic acid
and quicklime. Chemists enunciate the result of all the experiments which
prove this, by stating that chalk is almost wholly composed of "carbonate
of lime."

It is desirable for us to start from the knowledge of this fact, though
it may not seem to help us very far towards what we seek. For carbonate
of lime is a widely-spread substance, and is met with under very various
conditions. All sorts of limestones are composed of more or less pure
carbonate of lime. The crust which is often deposited by waters which
have drained through limestone rocks, in the form of what are called
stalagmites and stalactites, is carbonate of lime. Or, to take a more
familiar example, the fur on the inside of a tea-kettle is carbonate of
lime; and, for anything chemistry tells us to the contrary, the chalk
might be a kind of gigantic fur upon the bottom of the earth-kettle,
which is kept pretty hot below.

Let us try another method of making the chalk tell us its own history. To
the unassisted eye chalk looks simply like a very loose and open kind of
stone. But it is possible to grind a slice of chalk down so thin that you
can see through it—until it is thin enough, in fact, to be examined with
any magnifying power that may be thought desirable. A thin slice of the
fur of a kettle might be made in the same way. If it were examined
microscopically, it would show itself to be a more or less distinctly
laminated mineral substance, and nothing more.

But the slice of chalk presents a totally different appearance when
placed under the microscope. The general mass of it is made up of very
minute granules; but, imbedded in this matrix, are innumerable bodies,
some smaller and some larger, but, on a rough average, not more than a
hundredth of an inch in diameter, having a well-defined shape and
structure. A cubic inch of some specimens of chalk may contain hundreds
of thousands of these bodies, compacted together with incalculable
millions of the granules.

The examination of a transparent slice gives a good notion of the manner
in which the components of the chalk are arranged, and of their relative
proportions. But, by rubbing up some chalk with a brush in water and then
pouring off the milky fluid, so as to obtain sediments of different
degrees of fineness, the granules and the minute rounded bodies may be
pretty well separated from one another, and submitted to microscopic
examination, either as opaque or as transparent objects. By combining the
views obtained in these various methods, each of the rounded bodies may
be proved to be a beautifully-constructed calcareous fabric, made up of a
number of chambers, communicating freely with one another. The chambered
bodies are of various forms. One of the commonest is something like a
badly-grown raspberry, being formed of a number of nearly globular
chambers of different sizes congregated together. It is called
Globigerina, and some specimens of chalk consist of little else than
Globigerinoe and granules. Let us fix our attention upon the
Globigerina. It is the spoor of the game we are tracking. If we can
learn what it is and what are the conditions of its existence, we shall
see our way to the origin and past history of the chalk.

A suggestion which may naturally enough present itself is, that these
curious bodies are the result of some process of aggregation which has
taken place in the carbonate of lime; that, just as in winter, the rime
on our windows simulates the most delicate and elegantly arborescent
foliage—proving that the mere mineral water may, under certain
conditions, assume the outward form of organic bodies—so this mineral
substance, carbonate of lime, hidden away in the bowels of the earth, has
taken the shape of these chambered bodies. I am not raising a merely
fanciful and unreal objection. Very learned men, in former days, have
even entertained the notion that all the formed things found in rocks are
of this nature; and if no such conception is at present held to be
admissible, it is because long and varied experience has now shown that
mineral matter never does assume the form and structure we find in
fossils. If any one were to try to persuade you that an oyster-shell
(which is also chiefly composed of carbonate of lime) had crystallized
out of sea-water, I suppose you would laugh at the absurdity. Your
laughter would be justified by the fact that all experience tends to show
that oyster-shells are formed by the agency of oysters, and in no other
way. And if there were no better reasons, we should be justified, on like
grounds, in believing that Globigerina is not the product of anything
but vital activity.

Happily, however, better evidence in proof of the organic nature of the
Globigerinoe than that of analogy is forthcoming. It so happens that
calcareous skeletons, exactly similar to the Globigerinoe of the chalk,
are being formed, at the present moment, by minute living creatures,
which flourish in multitudes, literally more numerous than the sands of
the sea-shore, over a large extent of that part of the earth's surface
which is covered by the ocean.

The history of the discovery of these living Globigerinoe, and of the
part which they play in rock building, is singular enough. It is a
discovery which, like others of no less scientific importance, has
arisen, incidentally, out of work devoted to very different and
exceedingly practical interests. When men first took to the sea, they
speedily learned to look out for shoals and rocks; and the more the
burthen of their ships increased, the more imperatively necessary it
became for sailors to ascertain with precision the depth of the waters
they traversed. Out of this necessity grew the use of the lead and
sounding line; and, ultimately, marine-surveying, which is the recording
of the form of coasts and of the depth of the sea, as ascertained by the
sounding-lead, upon charts.

At the same time, it became desirable to ascertain and to indicate the
nature of the sea-bottom, since this circumstance greatly affects its
goodness as holding ground for anchors. Some ingenious tar, whose name
deserves a better fate than the oblivion into which it has fallen,
attained this object by "arming" the bottom of the lead with a lump of
grease, to which more or less of the sand or mud, or broken shells, as
the case might be, adhered, and was brought to the surface. But, however
well adapted such an apparatus might be for rough nautical purposes,
scientific accuracy could not be expected from the armed lead, and to
remedy its defects (especially when applied to sounding in great depths)
Lieut. Brooke, of the American Navy, some years ago invented a most
ingenious machine, by which a considerable portion of the superficial
layer of the sea-bottom can be scooped out and brought up from any depth
to which the lead descends. In 1853, Lieut. Brooke obtained mud from the
bottom of the North Atlantic, between Newfoundland and the Azores, at a
depth of more than 10,000 feet, or two miles, by the help of this
sounding apparatus. The specimens were sent for examination to Ehrenberg
of Berlin, and to Bailey of West Point, and those able microscopists
found that this deep-sea mud was almost entirely composed of the
skeletons of living organisms—the greater proportion of these being just
like the Globigerinoe already known to occur in the chalk.

Thus far, the work had been carried on simply in the interests of
science, but Lieut. Brooke's method of sounding acquired a high
commercial value, when the enterprise of laying down the telegraph-cable
between this country and the United States was undertaken. For it became
a matter of immense importance to know, not only the depth of the sea
over the whole line along which the cable was to be laid, but the exact
nature of the bottom, so as to guard against chances of cutting or
fraying the strands of that costly rope. The Admiralty consequently
ordered Captain Dayman, an old friend and shipmate of mine, to ascertain
the depth over the whole line of the cable, and to bring back specimens
of the bottom. In former days, such a command as this might have sounded
very much like one of the impossible things which the young Prince in the
Fairy Tales is ordered to do before he can obtain the hand of the
Princess. However, in the months of June and July, 1857, my friend
performed the task assigned to him with great expedition and precision,
without, so far as I know, having met with any reward of that kind. The
specimens or Atlantic mud which he procured were sent to me to be
examined and reported upon.[1]

[Footnote 1: See Appendix to Captain Dayman's Deep-sea Soundings in the

North Atlantic Ocean between Ireland and Newfoundland, made in H.M.S.

"Cyclops." Published by order of the Lords Commissioners of the

Admiralty, 1858. They have since formed the subject of an elaborate

Memoir by Messrs. Parker and Jones, published in the Philosophical

Transactions for 1865.]



The result of all these operations is, that we know the contours and the
nature of the surface-soil covered by the North Atlantic for a distance
of 1,700 miles from east to west, as well as we know that of any part of
the dry land. It is a prodigious plain—one of the widest and most even
plains in the world. If the sea were drained off, you might drive a
waggon all the way from Valentia, on the west coast of Ireland, to
Trinity Bay, in Newfoundland. And, except upon one sharp incline about
200 miles from Valentia, I am not quite sure that it would even be
necessary to put the skid on, so gentle are the ascents and descents upon
that long route. From Valentia the road would lie down-hill for about 200
miles to the point at which the bottom is now covered by 1,700 fathoms of
sea-water. Then would come the central plain, more than a thousand miles
wide, the inequalities of the surface of which would be hardly
perceptible, though the depth of water upon it now varies from 10,000 to
15,000 feet; and there are places in which Mont Blanc might be sunk
without showing its peak above water. Beyond this, the ascent on the
American side commences, and gradually leads, for about 300 miles, to the
Newfoundland shore.

Almost the whole of the bottom of this central plain (which extends for
many hundred miles in a north and south direction) is covered by a fine
mud, which, when brought to the surface, dries into a greyish white
friable substance. You can write with this on a blackboard, if you are so
inclined; and, to the eye, it is quite like very soft, grayish chalk.
Examined chemically, it proves to be composed almost wholly of carbonate
of lime; and if you make a section of it, in the same way as that of the
piece of chalk was made, and view it with the microscope, it presents
innumerable Globigerinoe embedded in a granular matrix. Thus this deep-sea mud is substantially chalk. I say substantially, because there are a good many minor differences; but as these have no bearing on the question immediately before us,—which is the nature of the Globigerinoe of the
chalk,—it is unnecessary to speak of them.

Globigerinoe of every size, from the smallest to the largest, are
associated together in the Atlantic mud, and the chambers of many are
filled by a soft animal matter. This soft substance is, in fact, the
remains of the creature to which the Globigerinoe shell, or rather
skeleton, owes its existence—and which is an animal of the simplest
imaginable description. It is, in fact, a mere particle of living jelly,
without defined parts of any kind—without a mouth, nerves, muscles, or
distinct organs, and only manifesting its vitality to ordinary
observation by thrusting out and retracting from all parts of its
surface, long filamentous processes, which serve for arms and legs. Yet
this amorphous particle, devoid of everything which, in the higher
animals, we call organs, is capable of feeding, growing, and multiplying;
of separating from the ocean the small proportion of carbonate of lime
which is dissolved in sea-water; and of building up that substance into a
skeleton for itself, according to a pattern which can be imitated by no
other known agency.

The notion that animals can live and flourish in the sea, at the vast
depths from which apparently living Globigerinoe; have been brought up,
does not agree very well with our usual conceptions respecting the
conditions of animal life; and it is not so absolutely impossible as it
might at first sight appear to be, that the Globigcrinoe of the
Atlantic sea-bottom do not live and die where they are found.

As I have mentioned, the soundings from the great Atlantic plain are
almost entirely made up of Globigerinoe, with the granules which have
been mentioned, and some few other calcareous shells; but a small
percentage of the chalky mud—perhaps at most some five per cent. of it—
is of a different nature, and consists of shells and skeletons composed
of silex, or pure flint. These silicious bodies belong partly to the
lowly vegetable organisms which are called Diatomaceoe, and partly to
the minute, and extremely simple, animals, termed Radiolaria. It is
quite certain that these creatures do not live at the bottom of the
ocean, but at its surface—where they may be obtained in prodigious
numbers by the use of a properly constructed net. Hence it follows that
these silicious organisms, though they are not heavier than the lightest
dust, must have fallen, in some cases, through fifteen thousand feet of
water, before they reached their final resting-place on the ocean floor.
And considering how large a surface these bodies expose in proportion to
their weight, it is probable that they occupy a great length of time in
making their burial journey from the surface of the Atlantic to the
bottom.

But if the Radiolaria and Diatoms are thus rained upon the bottom of
the sea, from the superficial layer of its waters in which they pass
their lives, it is obviously possible that the Globigerinoe may be
similarly derived; and if they were so, it would be much more easy to
understand how they obtain their supply of food than it is at present.
Nevertheless, the positive and negative evidence all points the other
way. The skeletons of the full-grown, deep-sea Globigerinoe are so
remarkably solid and heavy in proportion to their surface as to seem
little fitted for floating; and, as a matter of fact, they are not to be
found along with the Diatoms and Radiolaria in the uppermost stratum of
the open ocean. It has been observed, again, that the abundance of
Globigerinoe, in proportion to other organisms, of like kind, increases
with the depth of the sea; and that deep-water Globigerinoe are larger
than those which live in shallower parts of the sea; and such facts
negative the supposition that these organisms have been swept by currents
from the shallows into the deeps of the Atlantic. It therefore seems to
be hardly doubtful that these wonderful creatures live and die at the
depths in which they are found.[2]

[Footnote 2: During the cruise of H.M.S. Bulldog, commanded by Sir
Leopold M'Clintock, in 1860, living star-fish were brought up, clinging
to the lowest part of the sounding-line, from a depth of 1,260 fathoms,
midway between Cape Farewell, in Greenland, and the Rockall banks. Dr.
Wallich ascertained that the sea-bottom at this point consisted of the
ordinary Globigerina ooze, and that the stomachs of the star-fishes
were full of Globigerinoe. This discovery removes all objections to the
existence of living Globigerinoe at great depths, which are based upon
the supposed difficulty of maintaining animal life under such conditions;
and it throws the burden of proof upon those who object to the
supposition that the Globigerinoe live and die where they are found.]

However, the important points for us are, that the living Globigerinoe
are exclusively marine animals, the skeletons of which abound at the
bottom of deep seas; and that there is not a shadow of reason for
believing that the habits of the Globigerinoe of the chalk differed
from those of the existing species. But if this be true, there is no
escaping the conclusion that the chalk itself is the dried mud of an
ancient deep sea.

In working over the soundings collected by Captain Dayman, I was
surprised to find that many of what I have called the "granules" of that
mud were not, as one might have been tempted to think at first, the more
powder and waste of Globigerinoe, but that they had a definite form and
size. I termed these bodies "coccoliths," and doubted their organic
nature. Dr. Wallich verified my observation, and added the interesting
discovery that, not unfrequently, bodies similar to these "coccoliths"
were aggregated together into spheroids, which lie termed
"coccospheres." So far as we knew, these bodies, the nature of which is
extremely puzzling and problematical, were peculiar to the Atlantic
soundings. But, a few years ago, Mr. Sorby, in making a careful
examination of the chalk by means of thin sections and otherwise,
observed, as Ehrenberg had done before him, that much of its granular
basis possesses a definite form. Comparing these formed particles with
those in the Atlantic soundings, he found the two to be identical; and
thus proved that the chalk, like the surroundings, contains these
mysterious coccoliths and coccospheres. Here was a further and most
interesting confirmation, from internal evidence, of the essential
identity of the chalk with modern deep-sea mud. Globigerinoe,
coccoliths, and coccospheres are found as the chief constituents of both,
and testify to the general similarity of the conditions under which both
have been formed.[3]

[Footnote 3: I have recently traced out the development of the
"coccoliths" from a diameter of 1/7000th of an inch up to their largest
size (which is about 1/1000th), and no longer doubt that they are
produced by independent organisms, which, like the Globigerinoe, live
and die at the bottom of the sea.]

The evidence furnished by the hewing, facing, and superposition of the
stones of the Pyramids, that these structures were built by men, has no
greater weight than the evidence that the chalk was built by
Globigerinoe; and the belief that those ancient pyramid-builders were
terrestrial and air-breathing creatures like ourselves, is not better
based than the conviction that the chalk-makers lived in the sea. But as
our belief in the building of the Pyramids by men is not only grounded on
the internal evidence afforded by these structures, but gathers strength
from multitudinous collateral proofs, and is clinched by the total
absence of any reason for a contrary belief; so the evidence drawn from
the Globigerinoe that the chalk is an ancient sea-bottom, is fortified
by innumerable independent lines of evidence; and our belief in the truth
of the conclusion to which all positive testimony tends, receives the
like negative justification from the fact that no other hypothesis has a
shadow of foundation.

It may be worth while briefly to consider a few of these collateral
proofs that the chalk was deposited at the bottom of the sea. The great
mass of the chalk is composed, as we have seen, of the skeletons of
Globigerinoe, and other simple organisms, imbedded in granular matter.
Here and there, however, this hardened mud of the ancient sea reveals the
remains of higher animals which have lived and died, and left their hard
parts in the mud, just as the oysters die and leave their shells behind
them, in the mud of the present seas.

There are, at the present day, certain groups of animals which are never
found in fresh waters, being unable to live anywhere but in the sea. Such
are the corals; those corallines which are called Polyzoa; those
creatures which fabricate the lamp-shells, and are called Brachiopoda;
the pearly Nautilus, and all animals allied to it; and all the forms of
sea-urchins and star-fishes. Not only are all these creatures confined to
salt water at the present day; but, so far as our records of the past go,
the conditions of their existence have been the same: hence, their
occurrence in any deposit is as strong evidence as can be obtained, that
that deposit was formed in the sea. Now the remains of animals of all the
kinds which have been enumerated, occur in the chalk, in greater or less
abundance; while not one of those forms of shell-fish which are
characteristic of fresh water has yet been observed in it.

When we consider that the remains of more than three thousand distinct
species of aquatic animals have been discovered among the fossils of the
chalk, that the great majority of them are of such forms as are now met
with only in the sea, and that there is no reason to believe that any one
of them inhabited fresh water—the collateral evidence that the chalk
represents an ancient sea-bottom acquires as great force as the proof
derived from the nature of the chalk itself. I think you will now allow
that I did not overstate my case when I asserted that we have as strong
grounds for believing that all the vast area of dry land, at present
occupied by the chalk, was once at the bottom of the sea, as we have for
any matter of history whatever; while there is no justification for any
other belief.

No less certain it is that the time during which the countries we now
call south-east England, France, Germany, Poland, Russia, Egypt, Arabia,
Syria, were more or less completely covered by a deep sea, was of
considerable duration. We have already seen that the chalk is, in places,
more than a thousand feet thick. I think you will agree with me, that it
must have taken some time for the skeletons of animalcules of a hundredth
of an inch in diameter to heap up such a mass as that. I have said that
throughout the thickness of the chalk the remains of other animals are
scattered. These remains are often in the most exquisite state of
preservation. The valves of the shell-fishes are commonly adherent; the
long spines of some of the sea-urchins, which would be detached by the
smallest jar, often remain in their places. In a word, it is certain that
these animals have lived and died when the place which they now occupy
was the surface of as much of the chalk as had then been deposited; and
that each has been covered up by the layer of Globigerina mud, upon
which the creatures imbedded a little higher up have, in like manner,
lived and died. But some of these remains prove the existence of reptiles
of vast size in the chalk sea. These lived their time, and had their
ancestors and descendants, which assuredly implies time, reptiles being
of slow growth.

There is more curious evidence, again, that the process of covering up,
or, in other words, the deposit of Globigerina skeletons, did not go on
very fast. It is demonstrable that an animal of the cretaceous sea might
die, that its skeleton might lie uncovered upon the sea-bottom long
enough to lose all its outward coverings and appendages by putrefaction;
and that, after this had happened, another animal might attach itself to
the dead and naked skeleton, might grow to maturity, and might itself die
before the calcareous mud had buried the whole.

Cases of this kind are admirably described by Sir Charles Lyell. He
speaks of the frequency with which geologists find in the chalk a
fossilized sea-urchin, to which is attached the lower valve of a
Crania. This is a kind of shell-fish, with a shell composed of two
pieces, of which, as in the oyster, one is fixed and the other free.

"The upper valve is almost invariably wanting, though occasionally found
in a perfect state of preservation in the white chalk at some distance.
In this case, we see clearly that the sea-urchin first lived from youth
to age, then died and lost its spines, which were carried away. Then the
young Crania adhered to the bared shell, grew and perished in its turn;
after which, the upper valve was separated from the lower, before the
Echinus became enveloped in chalky mud."[4]

A specimen in the Museum of Practical Geology, in London, still further prolongs the period which must have elapsed between the death of the sea-urchin, and its burial by the Globigerinoe. For the outward face of the
valve of a Crania, which is attached to a sea-urchin, (Micraster), is
itself overrun by an incrusting coralline, which spreads thence over more
or less of the surface of the sea-urchin. It follows that, after the
upper valve of the Crania fell off, the surface of the attached valve
must have remained exposed long enough to allow of the growth of the
whole coralline, since corallines do not live embedded in mud.[4]

[Footnote 4: Elements of Geology, by Sir Charles Lyell, Bart. F.B.S.,
p. 23.]

The progress of knowledge may, one day, enable us to deduce from such
facts as these the maximum rate at which the chalk can have accumulated,
and thus to arrive at the minimum duration of the chalk period. Suppose
that the valve of the Cronia upon which a coralline has fixed itself in
the way just described, is so attached to the sea-urchin that no part of
it is more than an inch above the face upon which the sea-urchin rests.
Then, as the coralline could not have fixed itself, if the Crania had
been covered up with chalk mud, and could not have lived had itself been
so covered, it follows, that an inch of chalk mud could not have
accumulated within the time between the death and decay of the soft parts
of the sea-urchin and the growth of the coralline to the full size which
it has attained. If the decay of the soft parts of the sea-urchin; the
attachment, growth to maturity, and decay of the Crania; and the
subsequent attachment and growth of the coralline, took a year (which is
a low estimate enough), the accumulation of the inch of chalk must have
taken more than a year: and the deposit of a thousand feet of chalk must,
consequently, have taken more than twelve thousand years.

The foundation of all this calculation is, of course, a knowledge of the
length of time the Crania and the coralline needed to attain their full
size; and, on this head, precise knowledge is at present wanting. But
there are circumstances which tend to show, that nothing like an inch of
chalk has accumulated during the life of a Crania; and, on any probable
estimate of the length of that life, the chalk period must have had a
much longer duration than that thus roughly assigned to it.

Thus, not only is it certain that the chalk is the mud of an ancient sea-bottom; but it is no less certain, that the chalk sea existed during an extremely long period, though we may not be prepared to give a precise estimate of the length of that period in years. The relative duration is clear, though the absolute duration may not be definable. The attempt to affix any precise date to the period at which the chalk sea began, or ended, its existence, is baffled by difficulties of the same kind. But the relative age of the cretaceous epoch may be determined with as great ease and certainty as the long duration of that epoch.

You will have heard of the interesting discoveries recently made, in
various parts of Western Europe, of flint implements, obviously worked
into shape by human hands, under circumstances which show conclusively
that man is a very ancient denizen of these regions. It has been proved
that the whole populations of Europe, whose existence has been revealed
to us in this way, consisted of savages, such as the Esquimaux are now;
that, in the country which is now France, they hunted the reindeer, and
were familiar with the ways of the mammoth and the bison. The physical
geography of France was in those days different from what it is now—the
river Somme, for instance, having cut its bed a hundred feet deeper
between that time and this; and, it is probable, that the climate was
more like that of Canada or Siberia, than that of Western Europe.

The existence of these people is forgotten even in the traditions of the
oldest historical nations. The name and fame of them had utterly vanished
until a few years back; and the amount of physical change which has been
effected since their day renders it more than probable that, venerable as
are some of the historical nations, the workers of the chipped flints of
Hoxne or of Amiens are to them, as they are to us, in point of antiquity.
But, if we assign to these hoar relics of long-vanished generations of
men the greatest age that can possibly be claimed for them, they are not
older than the drift, or boulder clay, which, in comparison with the
chalk, is but a very juvenile deposit. You need go no further than your
own sea-board for evidence of this fact. At one of the most charming
spots on the coast of Norfolk, Cromer, you will see the boulder clay
forming a vast mass, which lies upon the chalk, and must consequently
have come into existence after it. Huge boulders of chalk are, in fact,
included in the clay, and have evidently been brought to the position
they now occupy by the same agency as that which has planted blocks of
syenite from Norway side by side with them.

The chalk, then, is certainly older than the boulder clay. If you ask how
much, I will again take you no further than the same spot upon your own
coasts for evidence. I have spoken of the boulder clay and drift as
resting upon the chalk. That is not strictly true. Interposed between the
chalk and the drift is a comparatively insignificant layer, containing
vegetable matter. But that layer tells a wonderful history. It is full of
stumps of trees standing as they grew. Fir-trees are there with their
cones, and hazel-bushes with their nuts; there stand the stools of oak
and yew trees, beeches and alders. Hence this stratum is appropriately
called the "forest-bed."

It is obvious that the chalk must have been upheaved and converted into dry land, before the timber trees could grow upon it. As the bolls of some of these trees are from two to three feet in diameter, it is no less clear that the dry land thus formed remained in the same condition for long ages. And not only do the remains of stately oaks and well-grown firs testify to the duration of this condition of things, but additional evidence to the same effect is afforded by the abundant remains of elephants, rhinoceroses, hippopotamuses, and other great wild beasts, which it has yielded to the zealous search of such men as the Rev. Mr. Gunn. When you look at such a collection as he has formed, and bethink you that these elephantine bones did veritably carry their owners about, and these great grinders crunch, in the dark woods of which the forest-bed is now the only trace, it is impossible not to feel that they are as good evidence of the lapse of time as the annual rings of the tree stumps.

Thus there is a writing upon the wall of cliffs at Cromer, and whoso runs
may read it. It tells us, with an authority which cannot be impeached,
that the ancient sea-bed of the chalk sea was raised up, and remained dry
land, until it was covered with forest, stocked with the great game the
spoils of which have rejoiced your geologists. How long it remained in
that condition cannot be said; but "the whirligig of time brought its
revenges" in those days as in these. That dry land, with the bones and
teeth of generations of long-lived elephants, hidden away among the
gnarled roots and dry leaves of its ancient trees, sank gradually to the
bottom of the icy sea, which covered it with huge masses of drift and
boulder clay. Sea-beasts, such as the walrus, now restricted to the
extreme north, paddled about where birds had twittered among the topmost
twigs of the fir-trees. How long this state of things endured we know
not, but at length it came to an end. The upheaved glacial mud hardened
into the soil of modern Norfolk. Forests grew once more, the wolf and the
beaver replaced the reindeer and the elephant; and at length what we call
the history of England dawned.

Thus you have, within the limits of your own county, proof that the chalk
can justly claim a very much greater antiquity than even the oldest
physical traces of mankind. But we may go further and demonstrate, by
evidence of the same authority as that which testifies to the existence
of the father of men, that the chalk is vastly older than Adam himself.
The Book of Genesis informs us that Adam, immediately upon his creation,
and before the appearance of Eve, was placed in the Garden of Eden. The
problem of the geographical position of Eden has greatly vexed the
spirits of the learned in such matters, but there is one point respecting
which, so far as I know, no commentator has ever raised a doubt. This is,
that of the four rivers which are said to run out of it, Euphrates and
Hiddekel are identical with the rivers now known by the names of
Euphrates and Tigris. But the whole country in which these mighty rivers
take their origin, and through which they run, is composed of rocks which
are either of the same age as the chalk, or of later date. So that the
chalk must not only have been formed, but, after its formation, the time
required for the deposit of these later rocks, and for their upheaval
into dry land, must have elapsed, before the smallest brook which feeds
the swift stream of "the great river, the river of Babylon," began to
flow.

Thus, evidence which cannot be rebutted, and which need not be
strengthened, though if time permitted I might indefinitely increase its
quantity, compels you to believe that the earth, from the time of the
chalk to the present day, has been the theatre of a series of changes as
vast in their amount, as they were slow in their progress. The area on
which we stand has been first sea and then land, for at least four
alternations; and has remained in each of these conditions for a period
of great length.

Nor have these wonderful metamorphoses of sea into land, and of land into
sea, been confined to one corner of England. During the chalk period, or
"cretaceous epoch," not one of the present great physical features of the
globe was in existence. Our great mountain ranges, Pyrenees, Alps,
Himalayas, Andes, have all been upheaved since the chalk was deposited,
and the cretaceous sea flowed over the sites of Sinai and Ararat. All
this is certain, because rocks of cretaceous, or still later, date have
shared in the elevatory movements which gave rise to these mountain
chains; and may be found perched up, in some cases, many thousand feet
high upon their flanks. And evidence of equal cogency demonstrates that,
though, in Norfolk, the forest-bed rests directly upon the chalk, yet it
does so, not because the period at which the forest grew immediately
followed that at which the chalk was formed, but because an immense lapse
of time, represented elsewhere by thousands of feet of rock, is not
indicated at Cromer.

I must ask you to believe that there is no less conclusive proof that a
still more prolonged succession of similar changes occurred, before the
chalk was deposited. Nor have we any reason to think that the first term
in the series of these changes is known. The oldest sea-beds preserved to
us are sands, and mud, and pebbles, the wear and tear of rocks which were
formed in still older oceans.

But, great as is the magnitude of these physical changes of the world,
they have been accompanied by a no less striking series of modifications
in its living inhabitants. All the great classes of animals, beasts of
the field, fowls of the air, creeping things, and things which dwell in
the waters, flourished upon the globe long ages before the chalk was
deposited. Very few, however, if any, of these ancient forms of animal
life were identical with those which now live. Certainly not one of the
higher animals was of the same species as any of those now in existence.
The beasts of the field, in the days before the chalk, were not our
beasts of the field, nor the fowls of the air such as those which the eye
of men has seen flying, unless his antiquity dates infinitely further
back than we at present surmise. If we could be carried back into those
times, we should be as one suddenly set down in Australia before it was
colonized. We should see mammals, birds, reptiles, fishes, insects,
snails, and the like, clearly recognizable as such, and yet not one of
them would be just the same as those with which we are familiar, and many
would be extremely different.

From that time to the present, the population of the world has undergone
slow and gradual, but incessant, changes. There has been no grand
catastrophe—no destroyer has swept away the forms of life of one period,
and replaced them by a totally new creation: but one species has vanished
and another has taken its place; creatures of one type of structure have
diminished, those of another have increased, as time has passed on. And
thus, while the differences between the living creatures of the time
before the chalk and those of the present day appear startling, if placed
side by side, we are led from one to the other by the most gradual
progress, if we follow the course of Nature through the whole series of
those relics of her operations which she has left behind. It is by the
population of the chalk sea that the ancient and the modern inhabitants
of the world are most completely connected. The groups which are dying
out flourish, side by side, with the groups which are now the dominant
forms of life. Thus the chalk contains remains of those strange flying
and swimming reptiles, the pterodactyl, the ichthyosaurus, and the
plesiosaurus, which are found in no later deposits, but abounded in
preceding ages. The chambered shells called ammonites and belemnites,
which are so characteristic of the period preceding the cretaceous, in
like manner die with it.

But, amongst these fading remainders of a previous state of things, are some very modern forms of life, looking like Yankee pedlars among a tribe of Red Indians. Crocodiles of modern type appear; bony fishes, many of them very similar to existing species, almost supplant the forms of fish which predominate in more ancient seas; and many kinds of living shell-fish first become known to us in the chalk. The vegetation acquires a modern aspect. A few living animals are not even distinguishable as species, from those which existed at that remote epoch. The Globigerina
of the present day, for example, is not different specifically from that
of the chalk; and the same maybe said of many other Foraminifera. I
think it probable that critical and unprejudiced examination will show
that more than one species of much higher animals have had a similar
longevity; but the only example which I can at present give confidently
is the snake's-head lampshell (Terebratulina caput serpentis), which
lives in our English seas and abounded (as Terebratulina striata of
authors) in the chalk.

The longest line of human ancestry must hide its diminished head before
the pedigree of this insignificant shell-fish. We Englishmen are proud to
have an ancestor who was present at the Battle of Hastings. The ancestors
of Terebratulina caput serpentis may have been present at a battle of
Ichthyosauria in that part of the sea which, when the chalk was
forming, flowed over the site of Hastings. While all around has changed,
this Terebratulina has peacefully propagated its species from
generation to generation, and stands to this day, as a living testimony
to the continuity of the present with the past history of the globe.

Up to this moment I have stated, so far as I know, nothing but well-authenticated facts, and the immediate conclusions which they force upon the mind. But the mind is so constituted that it does not willingly rest in facts and immediate causes, but seeks always after a knowledge of the remoter links in the chain of causation.

Taking the many changes of any given spot of the earth's surface, from
sea to land and from land to sea, as an established fact, we cannot
refrain from asking ourselves how these changes have occurred. And when
we have explained them—as they must be explained—by the alternate slow
movements of elevation and depression which have affected the crust of
the earth, we go still further back, and ask, Why these movements?

I am not certain that any one can give you a satisfactory answer to that
question. Assuredly I cannot. All that can be said, for certain, is, that
such movements are part of the ordinary course of nature, inasmuch as
they are going on at the present time. Direct proof may be given, that
some parts of the land of the northern hemisphere are at this moment
insensibly rising and others insensibly sinking; and there is indirect,
but perfectly satisfactory, proof, that an enormous area now covered by
the Pacific has been deepened thousands of feet, since the present
inhabitants of that sea came into existence. Thus there is not a shadow
of a reason for believing that the physical changes of the globe, in past
times, have been effected by other than natural causes. Is there any more
reason for believing that the concomitant modifications in the forms of
the living inhabitants of the globe have been brought about in other
ways?

Before attempting to answer this question, let us try to form a distinct
mental picture of what has happened in some special case. The crocodiles
are animals which, as a group, have a very vast antiquity. They abounded
ages before the chalk was deposited; they throng the rivers in warm
climates, at the present day. There is a difference in the form of the
joints of the back-bone, and in some minor particulars, between the
crocodiles of the present epoch and those which lived before the chalk;
but, in the cretaceous epoch, as I have already mentioned, the crocodiles
had assumed the modern type of structure. Notwithstanding this, the
crocodiles of the chalk are not identically the same as those which lived
in the times called "older tertiary," which succeeded the cretaceous
epoch; and the crocodiles of the older tertiaries are not identical with
those of the newer tertiaries, nor are these identical with existing
forms. I leave open the question whether particular species may have
lived on from epoch to epoch. But each epoch has had its peculiar
crocodiles; though all, since the chalk, have belonged to the modern
type, and differ simply in their proportions, and in such structural
particulars as are discernible only to trained eyes.

How is the existence of this long succession of different species of
crocodiles to be accounted for? Only two suppositions seem to be open to
us—Either each species of crocodile has been specially created, or it
has arisen out of some pre-existing form by the operation of natural
causes. Choose your hypothesis; I have chosen mine. I can find no
warranty for believing in the distinct creation of a score of successive
species of crocodiles in the course of countless ages of time. Science
gives no countenance to such a wild fancy; nor can even the perverse
ingenuity of a commentator pretend to discover this sense, in the simple
words in which the writer of Genesis records the proceedings of the fifth
and six days of the Creation.

On the other hand, I see no good reason for doubting the necessary alternative, that all these varied species have been evolved from pre-existing crocodilian forms, by the operation of causes as completely a part of the common order of nature as those which have effected the changes of the inorganic world. Few will venture to affirm that the reasoning which applies to crocodiles loses its force among other animals, or among plants. If one series of species has come into existence by the operation of natural causes, it seems folly to deny that all may have arisen in the same way.

A small beginning has led us to a great ending. If I were to put the bit
of chalk with which we started into the hot but obscure flame of burning
hydrogen, it would presently shine like the sun. It seems to me that this
physical metamorphosis is no false image of what has been the result of
our subjecting it to a jet of fervent, though nowise brilliant, thought
to-night. It has become luminous, and its clear rays, penetrating the
abyss of the remote past, have brought within our ken some stages of the
evolution of the earth. And in the shifting "without haste, but without
rest" of the land and sea, as in the endless variation of the forms
assumed by living beings, we have observed nothing but the natural
product of the forces originally possessed by the substance of the
universe.
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      Day Ninety-One: Deep time

      Before telling his students that “Man has lived in vain”, the master mathematician “carefully selected a large piece of chalk”. Huxley would have told him what he was holding: the floor of an old sea, built of skeletons no more than “a hundredth of an inch” across. Wells could have heard it from Huxley himself: in 1884 he went to London to study biology under him.

      Huxley tells his Norwich audience that there was “no grand catastrophe—no destroyer” sweeping away one age’s life to make room for the next. But the age of the chalk ended much as Wells imagined the world nearly ending. About 66 million years ago an asteroid struck what is now Mexico, and the pterodactyls, plesiosaurs and ammonites that Huxley says vanish with the chalk died in the blast and in the years of dark and cold that followed. Frost’s choice turned out to be both: fire first, then ice.
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