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Учебно методический комплекс предназначен для студентов очного 

обучения факультетов языковых вузов и состоит из жизни и деятельности 

американских и английских писателей и их некоторые произведения, и 

соответствует с рабочей программой литературы и анализа текста 
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Предисловие 

Цель учебного методического комплекса–   дать информации студентам 

вузов о писателях Американской и Английской литературы и научить их 

ввести беседу и делать перессказы на литературные темы и дать анализы на 

них. 

 В комплексе собраны информации о жизни и деятельности известных 

Американских и Английских писателей, а также некоторые произведения для 

обсуждения на занятиях. 

 Материал учебно методического комплекса собран из разных 

источников литературы и надеемся, что оно будет полезной.              
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АННОТАЦИЯ 

Дисциплина «Анализ текста» становится главным средством получения 

новых знаний о мире, языке, средством самостоятельного обучения, 

укрепление меж предметных связей, формирования духовно богатой 

личности. Огромный воспитательный потенциал, раскрывающийся 

педагогические возможности работы с художественными текстами на 

занятиях по английскому языку в бакалавре направления «Филология». 

 1.Цели и задачи учебной дисциплины 

Целью дисциплины «Анализ текста» является овладение навыками 

лингвистического и стилистического анализа текстов, принадлежащих к 

различным функциональным стилям. Кроме того, к задачам данной 

дисциплины относится также пополнение  лексического запаса студентов по 

темам, предлагаемым в анализируемы текстах. 

Практические задачи дисциплины состоят в формировании знаний, умений и 

навыков использования лексико-грамматических структур для анализа 

текста, овладение методикой и алгоритмом действий литературоведческого и 

лингвостилистического анализа художественного, газетного и научного 

текста. 

Предмет «Анализ текста» способствует комплексной реализации всех целей 

обучения иностранному языку: практической, общеобразовательной, 

воспитательной, профессионально педагогической и переводческой. 

Практическая цель предмета заключается в совершенствовании 

практической подготовки будущих специалистов иностранного языка 

(учителей иностранного языка, переводчиков-референтов) путем расширения 

их словарного запаса при изучении аналитической  тематики и 

синтезирования умений в различных видах речевой деятельности, в том 

числе и переводческой. , студенты должны, способствовать применять 

методы, приемы анализа интерпретации, обработки, создания и 

трансформации различных типов и видов текстов. 

Общеобразовательная цель предполагает расширение кругозора 

обучающихся, а также формирование их аналитической ориентации. 

владение навыками восприятия, понимания, а также многоаспектного 

анализа устной и письменной речи на изучаемом языке. 
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Воспитательная цель предмета заключается в том, чтобы способствовать 

формированию системы мировоззренческих взглядов обучающихся о стране 

изучаемого языка, критическому анализу и восприятию количественных и 

качественных характеристик образа жизни населения изучаемых стран. 

Професионально педагогическая цель предусматривает формирование 

навыков профессионального владения иностранным языком в процессе 

сообщения аналитической информации. Приведенный в программе 

тематический план является рекомендательным. Распределение учебных 

часов по разделам и темам в учебных заведениях может проводиться с 

учетом контингента студентов. Студенты должны самостоятельно 

анализировать и интерпретировать с лингвистической и литературоведческой 

точки зрения различные типы текстов.                                                                                                                                         

2.Место дисциплины в структуре образовательной программы 

Дисциплина «Анализ текста» относится к дисциплинам профессионального 

цикла Б.3.КПВ.8. Для освоения дисциплины «Анализ текста» студенты 

используют знания, умения, навыки, сформированные в ходе изучения 

следующих дисциплин: «Введение в языкознание», «Теоретическая 

фонетика», «Теоретическая грамматика», «Лексикология», «Методика 

обучения иностранным языкам». Дисциплина «Аналитическое чтение» 

является необходимой основой для последующего изучения дисциплин 

вариативной части профессионального цикла и прохождения педагогической 

практики. 

3.Компетенции обучающегося, формируемые в результате освоения 

данной образовательной программы: 

В результате освоения ОП выпускник должен обладать следующими 

компетенциями: 

- владеет навыками восприятия, понимания, а также многоаспектного 

анализа устной и письменной речи на изучаемом языке (ПК-11); 

- способен применять методы, приемы анализа, интерпретации, обработки, 

создания и трансформации различных типов и видов текстов (ПК-12); 

-способен самостоятельно анализировать и интерпретировать с 

лингвистической и литературоведческой точки зрения различные типы 

текстов (ПК-13); 
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4.Знания, умения и навыки, приобретаемые в результате изучения 

дисциплины 

По завершении изучения дисциплины студенты будут уметь: 

1. Передавать одну и ту же мысль различными языковыми 

средствами, выполняя упражнения на перифраз по прочтении текста. 

2. Отвечать на вопросы по содержанию текста с элементами 

анализа лингвистических единиц, передающих информацию, с одной 

стороны, и создающих определенное настроение текста, с другой. 

3. Проводить литературоведческий и лингвостилистический анализ 

текстов различной стилевой принадлежности (художественный, 

газетный, научный тексты). 

4. Систематизировать глубокие и полные знания по всем разделам 
учебной   программы, а также по основным вопросам, выходящих за ее 
пределы; 
5. Точно использовать научные терминологии (в том числе на 
иностранном    языке), стилистически    грамотное, логически   
правильное изложение ответа на вопросы; 
6. Безупречно владеть инструментарием учебной дисциплины, 
умение его эффективно использовать   в   постановке   и   решении   
научных   и профессиональных задач; 

7. Выражать   самостоятельно    и    творчески    решать сложные 
проблемы в нестандартной ситуации; 
8. Уметь ориентироваться в теориях, концепциях и направлениях 
по изучаемой дисциплине и давать им критическую оценку, 
использовать научные достижения других дисциплин; 

9. Творчески самостоятельно работать на практических, 

лабораторных занятиях, активно участвовать в групповых 

обсуждениях, высокий уровень культуры исполнения заданий. 
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1 Chinghiz 

Aitmatov 

 

2 Autobiogra

phy and 

creative 

works of 

Ch. 

Aitmatov. 

 

Achievements and 

prizes of Ch. 

Aitmatov. 

 

 

2 orally РC-

11 

To know the 

autobiograph

y of 

Ch.Aitmatov 
2 Mankurt   2 Analyze 

the text. 

  To read “The day 

lasts for years”  

 

 

  2 orall

y 

РC-

13 

To 

understand 

the meaning 

of Mankurt 3 Questions to 

be discussed 

2  Comment 

on the text. 

To write essay about 

“The day lasts for 

years” 

 

2

  

In 

written 

PC-

11 

To be able to 

discuss the 

novel. 

4 Commentary 

on the text 

2  Comment 

on the text. 

To write essay about 

“The day lasts for 

years” 
 

 

 

2

  

Inwritten РC-

12 

To make a 

commentary 

on the text 

5 Raimaly-aga 

and Begimai 

 

  2 Translate 

the text                     

To read “ Raimaly-

aga and Begimai“. 

 

  2 Orally РC-

12 

To know the 

work“ 

Raimaly –

aga and 

Begimai” 

” 

6 Questions to 

be discussed 

2  Summarize 

the text 

 

To write essay 

about“Farewell, 

Gulsary! “. 

 

 

2

  

In 

written 

РC-

11 

To be able to 

answer the 

questions. 7 Commentary 

on the text 

  2 Analyze 

the text 

To write essay about 

“Farewell, Gulsary! “. 

 

 

  2  in 

written 

PC-

12 

To make a 

commentary 

on the text 

8      

“Jamila” 

2  Retell the 

text                   

To write essay about 

“Jamilya” 

 

2

  

In 

written 

РC-

11 

To know the 

main idea of 

the text 

9 Question

s to be 

discusse

d 

2 Analyze 

the text                              

To read the 

novel “Mother 

Earth” 

2 orally   To know 

the answers 

of the 

questions 

 

10 Commentary 

on the text 

2  Comment 

on the text 

To summarize the 

novel “Mother Earth” 

2

  

orally PC-

12 

To be able to 

make a 

commentary 

of the text 
 

11 

To Have and 

to Lose 

  2 Express 

your own 

view point 

about the 

text 

To write the essay 

about the novel 

“Scaffold” 

  2 In 

written 

PC-

13 

To know 

the main 

idea of the 

text 
  

12 

Questions to 

be discussed 

  2 Analyze 

the text 

 To read the novel 

“When the mountains 

fall” 

  2 orally PC-

11 

To be able to 

answer the 

questions 
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13 Commentary 

on the text 

  2 Comment 

on the text  

 To summarize the 

novel “When the 

mountains fall” 

  2 orally PC-

13 

To know 

how to make 

a 

commentary 

on the text 14 When the 

mountains fall 

2 Express 

your own 

view point 

about the 

text 

To write the essay 

about “The white rain 

“ 

2 

 

in written PC-

12 

To read and 

to be able to 

retell the text 

15 

 

Questions to 

be discussed 

2 Analyze 

the text 

To write the essay 

about “Face to face” 

2 in written PC-

10 

To be able to 

answer the 

questions 
16 Commentary 

on the text 

2 Comment 

on the text 

Express 

your own 

view point 

about the 

subject 

To write the 

composition about 

Ch.Aitmatov. 

2 In 

written 

form 

PC-

13 

To know the 

main idea of 

the text 

17 Jerome K. 

Jerome 

“Three men 

in a boat” 

2 Analyze 

the text 

To write essay about 

“Three men in a boat” 

2 in written PC-

12 

To read and 

to retell the 

text 
18 Questions to 

be discussed 

2 Retell the 

text                   

To read the novel 

“Three men in a boat” 

2 orally РC-

11 

To know the 

main idea of 

the text 

19 2 Comment on the 

text 

Express your own 

view poi 

Comment on the 

text 

Express your own 

view point about 

the subject nt 

about the subject 

To write the 

comp To 

write the 

composition 

about 

Ch.Aitmatov.

osition about 

Ch.Aitmatov. 

2 In  in 

written 

written 

form 

PC-13 To know the 

program and 

to explain it 

in English 

probably 

freely. 

19 

Commentary 

on the text 

 

2 Comment 

on the text 

Express 

your own 

view point 

about the 

subject 

To write the 

composition about 

Jerome K. Jerome 

2 in written PC-

12 

To know the 

commentary 

on the text 

20 Emily 

Elizabeth 

Dickinson 

“Because I 

could not stop 

for death” 

 

2 Read about 

the author 

To write essay about  

Emily Dickinson 

2 orally PC 

11 

To know the 

autobiograph

y of Emily 

Dickinson 

21 Emily 

Elizabeth 

Dickinson 

“Because I 

could not stop 

for death 

2 Retell the 

poem 

To learn by heart the 

poem 

2 orally PC 

12 

To know the 

main idea of 

the poem 

22 Jane Austin 

“Pride and 

Prejudice” 

2 Analyze 

the text 

To write essay about 

“Pride and Prejudice” 

2 in written PC-

12 

To know the 

autobiograph

y of Jane 

Austin 
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23 Questions to 

be discussed 

2 Retell the 

text                   

To read the novel 

“Pride and Prejudice” 

2 orally РC-

11 

To know the 

main idea of 

the text 

24 Commentary 

on the text 

 

2 Comment 

on the text 

Express 

your own 

view point 

about the 

subject 

To write the 

composition about 

«Pride and Prejudice”  

2 in written PC-

12 

To be able to 

make a 

commentary 

on the text 

25 Robert Burns 

“O my love is 

like a red, red 

rose” 

2 Read about 

the author 

To write essay about  

Robert Burns 

2 orally PC 

12 

To know the 

autobiograph

y of R.Burns 
26 Robert Burns 

“O my love is 

like a red, red 

rose 

2 Retell the 

poem 

To learn by heart the 

poem 

2 orally PC 

12 

To be able to 

retell the 

poem by 

heart 27  Langston 

Hughes “ The 

Negro speaks 

of Rivers”                   

 

 

2 Read about 

the author 

To write essay about  

Langston Hughes 

2 orally PC-

11 

To know the 

autobiograph

y of 

Langston 

Hughes 28 James Hilton 

“The 

Passionate 

year” 

2 Analyze 

the text 

To write essay about 

“The Passionate year” 

2 In 

written 

PC-

11 

To know the 

autobiograph

y of James 

Hilton 

29 Questions to 

be discussed 

2 Retell the 

text                   

To write essay about 

“The Passionate year” 

2 In 

written 

PC-

11 

To know the 

main idea of 

the text 

30 Commentary 

on the text 

 

2 Comment 

on the text 

Express 

your own 

view point 

about the 

subject 

To write the 

composition about 

James Hilton 

2 orally РC-

13 

To be able to 

make a 

commentary 

on the text 

 Total hours 60   60    
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№ 

Theme of the 

practical 

lesson 

hour Questions for 

discussion 

     

Independent  

     works 

hour The 

form 

of 

testin

g 

  The 

comp

etenc

e 

Expected    

results  

1 Oscar Wilde 

“A picture of 

Dorian Grey” 

2 Autobiography 

and creative 

works of  Oscar 

Wilde 

 

 

Achievements 

of Oscar Wilde 

 

 

 

2 orall

y 

РC-11 To know the 

autobiograph

y of  Oscar 

Wilde 
2 “A picture of 

Dorian Grey 

  2 Analyze the text.   To read “A 

picture of 

Dorian Grey” 

 

  2 or

al

ly 

РC-13 To 

understand 

the main 

idea if the 

text 
3 O Henry ” 

The Gift of 

the Magi” 

2  Comment on the 

text. 

To write essay 

about ” The 

Gift of the 

Magi” 

 

2  In 

writte

n 

PC-11 To know the 

autobiograph

y of  O 

Henry 

4 Commentary 

on the text 

2  Comment on the 

text. 

To write essay 

about ” The 

Gift of the 

Magi” 
 

 

 

2  In 

writte

n 

РC-12 To make a 

commentary 

on the text 

5 Theodre 

Dreiser 

“Sister 

Carrie” 

  2 Translate the 

text                     

To read  

“Sister Carrie 

  2 Orally РC-12 To know the 

autobiograph

y of  

Theodre 

Dreiser 6 Questions to 

be discussed 

2  Summarize the 

text 

 

To write essay 

about “Sister 

Carrie” 

 

 

2  In 

writte

n 

РC-11 To be able to 

prepare the 

answers of 

the questions 

7 Commentary 

on the text 

  2 Analyze the text To write essay 

about  

 

 

  2  in 

writte

n 

PC-12 To be able to 

prepare 

commentary 

in the text. 

8     

William 

Shakesp

eare 

“Romeo 

and 

Juliet”  

2  Retell the text                   To write essay 

about “Romeo 

and Juliet” 

 

2  In 

writte

n 

РC-11 To know the 

autobiograph

y of     

William 

Shakespeare 
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9 Question

s to be 

discusse

d 

2 Analyze the text                              To read 

the novel 

“Romeo 

and 

Juliet” 

2 orally   To know 

the main 

idea of the 

text 

 
    10 Commentary 

on the text 

2  Comment on the 

text 

To summarize 

the novel 

“Romeo and 

Juliet” 

2  orally PC-12 To be able to 

make a 

commentary 

on the text 

 

11 

Mark Twain 

“The 

adventures of 

Tom Sawyer” 

  2 Express your 

own view point 

about the text 

To write the 

essay about the 

novel “The 

adventures of  

Tom Sawyer” 

  2 In 

writte

n 

PC-13   To know 

the 

autobiograp

hy of Mark 

Twain   

12 

Questions to 

be discussed 

  2 Analyze the text  To read the 

novel “The 

adventures of  

Tom 

Sawyer+” 

  2 orally PC-11  To know 

the main 

idea of the 

text 

13 Commentary 

on the text 

  2 Comment on the 

text  

 To summarize 

the novel “The 

Adventures of  

Tom Sawyer” 

  2 orally PC-13 To know to 

the 

commentary 

on the text 

14 Ernest 

Hemingway 

“The old man 

at the Bridge” 

2 Express your 

own view point 

about the text 

To write the 

essay about 

“The old man 

at the Bridge” 

2 

 

in 

writte

n 

PC-12 To know the 

autobiograph

y of  Ernest 

Hemingway  

15 

 

Questions to 

be discussed 

1 Analyze the text To write the 

essay 

about“The old 

man at the 

Bridge”  

1 in 

writte

n 

PC-10 To be able to 

make a 

commentary 

on the text 

16 Commentary 

on the text 

1 Comment on the 

text 

Express your 

own view point 

about the subject 

To write the 

composition 

about Ernest 

Hemingway 

1 In 

writte

n form 

PC-13 To know the 

commentary 

on the text 

 Total hours 30   30    
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 Основные литературы  

1.  Хрестоматия по аналитическому чтению на 7-8 семестры. Составитель 

Т.И. Леонтьева.  

2. Практический курс английского языка. 4 курс: учеб. для студентов 

вузов / [В.Д. Аракин и др.], под ред. В.Д. Аракина. – М.: Владос, 2010. 

– 431 с.  

3. Знаменская Т.А. Стилистика английского языка. – СПб.: Изд-во СПб.  

ун-та, 2009. – 208 с.  

a Бабенко Л.Г., Казарин Ю.В. Лингвистический анализ 

художественного текста. – М.: Флинта: Наука. – 2008. – 496 с.  

4. Ивашкин М.П. и др. Практикум по стилистике английского языка. –  

М.: Восток-Запад, 2005. – Pp.6-11.                                                                                                

5. Арнольд И.В. Стилистика современного английского языка. –  Л.: 

Просвещение, 2004. – 384 с.  

 

 Дополнительные литературы  

  

6. Ахманова О.С. Словарь лингвистических терминов. 2-е издание.  М: 

Флинта: Наука, 2004. – 608  с.  

7. Akhmanova О. Idzelis R. What Is the English We Use? A Course in 

Practical Stylistics. - M.: 1978. – 157 с.  

8. Prokhorova V.I., Soshalskaya E.G. Oral Practice through Stylistic Analysis.  

- M.: Высш. школа, 1979. – 270 с. 

 

5.1. Краткое содержание дисциплины. 

На основании учебного плана данная дисциплина планируется 

следующим образом: 

 

№ Общая работа  Количество 

часов 

Семестр 

 Всего  180 VII-VIII 

1 аудиторная - - 

лекционная - - 

практическая 90/60 VII-VIII 

лабораторная - - 

2 Самостоятельная работа 

студентов 

90\60 VII-VIII 
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5.2. Часовая распределение дисциплин по разделам:  

        

№ 
Названия 

разделов 

В
се

го
 ч

ас
о

в
 

А
у
д

и
то

р
н

ая
 

Л
ек

ц
и

о
н

н
ая

 

Р
ас

п
р

ед
ел

ен
и

е 
н

а 

н
ед

ел
ю

 

п
р

ак
ти

ч
ес

к
ая

 

Р
ас

п
р

ед
ел

ен
и

е 
н

а 

н
ед

ел
ю

 

С
ам

о
ст

о
я
те

л
ьн

ая
 

р
аб

о
та

 

Р
ас

п
р

ед
ел

ен
и

е 
н

а 

н
ед

ел
ю

 

1. Ch.N.Aitmatov 2   2 2 2 2 2 

2. “Mankurt” 6   6 6 6 6 6 

2. “Raimaly aga and 

Begimai” 

6   6 6 6 6 6 

3. “Jamilya” 6   6 6 6 6 6 

4. “To have and to 

lose” 

6   6 6 6 6 6 

5. When the 

mountains fall 

6   6 6 6 6 6 

5. Jerome K. Jerome 

“Three men in a 

boat” 

6   6 6 6 6 6 

6. Emily Elizabeth 

Dickinson 

“Because I could 

not stop for 

death” 

 

4   4 4 4 4 4 

7. Jane Austin 

“Pride and 

Prejudice” 

6   6 6 6 6 6 

8. Robert Burns “O 

my love is like a 

red, red rose” 

4   4 4 4 

 

4 4 

9. Langston Hughes 

“ The Negro 

speaks of Rivers”                   

2   2 2 2 2 2 

10. James Hilton 

“The Passionate 

year” 

6   6 6 6 6 6 

11. Oscar Wilde “A 

picture of Dorian 

Grey” 

4   4 4 4 4 4 

12. O Henry ” The 4   4 4 4 4 4 
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Gift of the Magi” 

13. Theodre Dreiser 

“Sister Carrie” 

6   6 6 6 6 6 

14.     William 

Shakespeare 

“Romeo and 

Juliet” 

6   6 6 6 6 6 

15. Mark Twain “The 

adventures of 

Tom Sawyer 

6   6 6 6 6 6 

16. Ernest 

Hemingway “The 

old man at the 

Bridge” 

4   4 4 4 4 4 

 Жалпы сааты: 90   90 90 90 90 90 

 

 

5.3.Программное обеспечение: Государственный стандарт, типовая 

программа, силлабус. 

 

  5.4.Информационная база, информационно-справочная система: 

сетевые источники и ресурсы, областные и городские библиотеки, учебно-

библиографическая библиотека университета, учебники, УМК, словари и 

справочники в читальном зале университета.  

 

6. Материально-техническое обеспечение дисциплины: Занятия по данной 

дисциплин проводятся с использованием персональным компьютером, 

дидактическим материалом и разными наглядным пособием. 

 

7.Модульно-экзаменационные предварительные вопросы для контроля: 

 

1. Изучите авторский стиль писателя Ч.Т.Айтматова.   

2. Ответьте на вопросы “Points for Discussion” после текста 

Ч.Т.Айтматова  

 “И дольше века длится день ”,. Составьте план для стилистического анализа 

данного текста. Подготовьте сообщение.  

3. Перескажите текст «Манкурт» с параллельным анализом 

стилистических средств, используемых автором.  

4. Изучите текста Ч. Айтматова «Жамийла». Объясните, почему автор 

обратился к такой теме в трудное время для кыргызского народа Второй 

мировой войны.  
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5. Какое впечатление произвели на вас роман «Плаха»? Можно ли их 

сравнивать с эссе Дж.Б. Пристли? Какую роль, по вашему мнению, сыграл 

это роман в формировании писательского эстетического и литературного 

вкуса? 

6.Организовать инсценировки по тексту Ч. Айтматова «Манкурт», 

«Раймалы- ага и Бегимай», «Жамийла», «Данияр и Асел». 

7.Напишите эссе о писателя Ч.Т.Айтматова и о его произведениях «Первый 

учитель», «Плаха», «Материнское поле», «Прощай, Гюльсары!», Белый 

пороход», «Ранние журавли», «Тавро Кассандры», «Когда падают горы» 

и.т.д. 

8. To read “Three men in a boat” by Jerome K.Jerome                                                                                        

9. To write essay about “Three men in a boat” by Jerome K.Jerome                                                                                        

10. To summarize the novel “Three men in a boat” by Jerome K.Jerome                                                                                        

11. To read “Because I could ot stop for death“ by Emily Elizabeth Dickison                                                                 

12. To write essay “Because I could ot stop for death“ by Emily Elizabeth 

Dickison 

13. Организовать инсценировки по тексту Жейн Остина  “Pride and Prejudice”  

14. To write essay about “Pride and Prejudice” by Jane Austin 

15. To read the novel “O my love like a red,red rose” by Robert Burns 

16. To write essay “The Negro speaks of rivers” by Langston Hughes 

 17. To summarize the novel “The Passionate year” James Hilton 

 18. To write the essay about the novel “The Passionate year” James Hilton 

 19. To read the novel “A picture of Dorian Grey” by Oscar Wilde 

 20. To summarize the novel  ” The Gift of the Magi” by O’henri 

 21.  To write the essay about  “Romeo and Juliet” by William Shakespeare 

 22.  To write the essay about “The adventures of Tom Sawyer”   by Mark Twain 

 23. To summarize the novel “The old man at the Bridge”  by Ernest Hemingway 

 

Themes of Independent  works: 

 

1. Achievements and prizes of  Ch. Aitmatov. 

2. To read  “The day lasts for years”                                                                                        

3. To read “The day lasts for years”  

4. To write essay about “The day lasts for years” 

5. To write essay about “The day lasts for years” 

6. To read “Farewell, Gulsary! “. 

7. To read “Farewell, Gulsary! “. 

8. To write essay about  “Farewell, Gulsary! “. 

9. To write essay about “Farewell, Gulsary! “. 
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10. To read the novel  “Jamila” 

11. To  read the novel  “Jamilya”    

12. To write essay about  “Jamilya”  

13. To write essay about  “Jamilya” 

14. To read the novel “Mother Earth” 

15. To summarize the novel “Mother Earth” 

16. To read the novel “Delbirim” 

17. To summarize the novel “Delbirim 

18. To write the essay about “Delbirim” 

19. To read the novel “The first teacher” 

20. To summarize the novel “The first teacher” 

21. To write essay about the novel “The first teacher” 

22. To read the novel “Scaffold” 

23. To summarize the novel “Scaffold” 

24. To write the essay about the novel “Scaffold” 

25. To read the novel “When the mountains fall” 

26. To summarize the novel “When the mountains fall” 

27.  To write the essay about “When the mountains fall”  

28.  To write the essay about Chingiz Aitmatov 

29. To read  “Three men in a boat” by Jerome K.Jerome                                                                                        

30. To read “Three men in a boat” by Jerome K.Jerome                                                                                        

31. To write essay about “Three men in a boat” by Jerome K.Jerome                                                                                        

32. To write essay about “Three men in a boat” by Jerome K.Jerome                                                                                       

33. To read “Because I could ot stop for death“ by Emily Elizabeth Dickison 

34. To read “Because I could ot stop for death“ by Emily Elizabeth Dickison                                                                 

35. To write essay “Because I could ot stop for death“ by Emily Elizabeth 

Dickison 

36. To read the novel  “Pride and Prejudice” by Jane Austin 

 37. To  read the novel  “Pride and Prejudice” by Jane Austin 

 38. To write essay about “Pride and Prejudice” by Jane Austin 

 39. To wre essay about  “Pride and Prejudice” by Jane Austin 

 40. To read the novel “O my love like a red,red rose” by Robert Burns 

 41. To write the essay about “O my love like a red,red rose” by Robert Burns 

 42. To read the novel “The Negro speaks of rivers” by Langston Hughes 

 43. To summarize the novel “The Negro speaks of rivers” by Langston Hughes 

 44. To write essay “The Negro speaks of rivers” by Langston Hughes 

 45. To read the novel “The Passionate year” James Hilton 

 46. To summarize the novel “The Passionate year” James Hilton 

 47. To write the essay about the novel “The Passionate year” James Hilton 
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 48. To read the novel “A picture of Dorian Grey” by Oscar Wilde 

 49. To summarize the novel  ” The Gift of the Magi” by O’henri 

 50.  To write the essay about  “Romeo and Juliet” by William Shakespeare 

 51.  To write the essay about “The adventures of Tom Sawyer”   by Mark Twain 

 52. To summarize the novel “The old man at the Bridge”  by Ernest Hemingway 

 

Test on Text analysis 

Variant A. 

Choose the right word: 

 1. Where and when Ch.Aitmatov was born.  

a) 12 December 1923, Sheker   b) 13 May 1928, Kara-Suu  

 c) 3 June 1932, Kara-Balta   d) 15 April 1942, Aksai  

2. Ch.Aitmatov was honoured in 1963 with the...  

a) Nobel Prize     b) Lenin Prize    

 c) Excellence Prize    d) Award Prize  

3. Farewell Gulsary, The white ship, The day lasts more than a hundred years and 

Scaffold belong to pen. 

 a) Jalil Sydykov                 b) Tolugon Kasymbekov                                                           

  c) Ch.Aitmatov                         d) Mar Baijiev 

4. The Mankurt like an only recognized his masters 

 a) dog     b) horse     

  c) cow      d) cat  

5. Ana-Beit cemetery  

a) The father's resting place   b) The mother's resting place 

 c) The sister's resting place  d) The brother's resting place  

6. Donenbai was...father  

a) Zholoman's     b) Zhuan-Zhuan's    

 c) Akmaya's     d) Karanar's  

7. Raymaly-aga spent all his time in the saddle, with the in his hands. 

  a) Komuz     b) guitar      

  c) Dombra     d) flute  

8. Begimai fell in love with...  

a) Abdilkhan     b) Raimaly-Aga     

 c) Barakbai     d) Yedigei 

 9. Sarala is Raimaly-aga's famous...  

a) Brother     b) friend      

  c) horse    d) animal  

10. The native inhabitants of the Sarozek.....  
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a) Kyrgyz nomads    b) Turkish nomads    

   c) Kazakh nomads   d) Mongol nomads 

11. Shiri is made from...skin.  

a) Sheep     b) horse       

 c) wolf     d) came 

 12. The works by Ch.Aitmatov were translated into…... Languages 

 a) 70      b) 60       

   c) 140    d) 150 

 13. Louis Aragon called Ch.Aitmatov's early work..."the most beautiful love story 

in the world” two  

a) Raymaly-aga and Begimai  b) Jamila       

  c) To have and to lose  d) Scaffold 

14. Baibiche, kichine-balh, djigits, aksakal and ustaka are used in...     

a) Naiman-Ana    b)Asel       

                   c) Jamila    d) Kadicha  

15. …was very pretty. She was well built and graceful with straight hair braided 

into two tight and heavy plaits, she tied her white kerchief at an angle of her 

forehead. 

16. Each udder skin made ......shiri  

a) five or six    b) seven      

   c) eight    d)ten 

17. Ch.Aitmatov died at Nuremberg clinic on.....from pneumonia  

a) June 10    b) May5        

 c) December 12   d) September 20  

18. Ilyaz was in a hurry, the engine purred and the.....sit down, lurching and tossing 

from side to side 

     a) Car     b) motor-car      

      c) lorry              d) bicycle  

19. Kadicha was...lover 

     a) Baitemir's    b) lyaz's       

      c) Darniar's    d) Djantai's  

20. Whose son is Samat? 

   a) Daniar's    b) Baitemir's     

    c) llyas's              d) Donenbai's 

 

 Find the stylistic devices in the sentences:  

21. Zholoman! My son Zholoman, where are you? Naiman Ana began to call. No 

one appeared. No one answered for her call  
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 a) metaphor   b) metonymy       

 c) alliteration    d) repetition  

22. There is Daddy! Let's take Daddy along Uncle, Uncle, shall we? stop, I will 

call Daddy.  

     a) repetition    b) alliteration      

      c) irony               d) onomatopoeia 

 23. I longed to get back to my beloved Tien-Shans, to my blue Issyk-kul, to the 

steppe where I once met my first and only love 

 a) repetition     b)simile        c) irony     d)exaggeration 

 24. Once again his voice rang out as it used to, he was once more supple and skill 

ful , as he had been and his eyes were like two lamps in a white yurta in a green 

meadow 

  a) repetition    b) comparison      

  c) irony    d) alliteration 

 25. Raimaly-aga was entering the winter of his life, like a tall, pointed poplar 

drying out in proud solitude   

a) hypebole    b) irony       

 c) simile    d) alliteration  

26. Forgive me Raymaly-Aga. I am charged with boldness, like a cherished gun 

filled with powder   

                  a) simile    b) comparison      

        c) irony    d) metaphor 

27. You sing Jamila, he answered in some confusion, holding back his horses, I am 

listening I am all ears   

               a) phraseology    b) repetition      

     c)alliteration    d) irony 

28. She-camels from her direct line were white-headed young ones, well known all 

around but the young males, by contrast, were black and powerful,like the 

Burannyi Karanar of today.  

      a) comparison    b) climax      

      c) onomatopoeia  c) hyperbole  

 29 Anarkhai is no longer the wilderness is used to be, w here a man could lose his 

way in broad daylight and wander about the monotonous, hilly steppe overgrown 

with wormwood for a whole month or more before he struck habitation   

  

   a) climax              b) irony       

   c) comparison     d) alliteration   

30. Sticks and stones came flying at the lorry. 
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 a) repetition    b) hypebole      

  c) irony              d) climax  

Test on Analytical reading 

Variant B. 

Find the stylistic devices in the sentences: 

 1. Zholoman! My son Zholoman, where are you? Naiman Ana began to call. No 

one appeared. No one answered for her call.   

     a) metaphor     b) metonymy     

     c) alliteration     d) repetition. 

2. There is Daddy! Let's take Daddy along Uncie, IIncle, shall we? Stop, I will call 

Daddy.     

              a) repetition     b) alliteration    

   c) irony              d) onomatopoeia  

3. I longed to get back to my beloved Tien-Shans, to my blue Issyk-kul, to the 

swteppe where I once met my first and only love.   

  a) Repetition     b) comparison    

  c) irony                d) exaggeration 

 4. Once again his voice rang out as it used to, he was once more supple and 

skillful, as he had been and his eyes were like two lamps in a white yurta in a green 

meadow  

   a) Repetition     b) simile     

   c) irony               d) alliteration 

5. Raimaly-aga was entering the winter of his life, like a tall, pointed poplar drying 

out in proud solitude   

           a) hypebole     b) irony      

  c) simile      d) alliteration  

Choose the right word:  

6. Where and when Ch.Aitmatov was born?  

a) 12 december 1928, Sheker   b) 13 May 1928, Kora-Suu  

 c) 3 June 1932, Kara-Balta  d) 15 April 1942, Aksai  

7. Ch.Aitmatov was honoured in 1963 with the  

 a)Nobel Prize    b) Lenin Prize    

  c) Excellence Prize   d)Award Prize 

8.Farewell Gulsary, The white ship, The day lasts more than a hundred years and 

Scaffold belong topen  

a) Jalil Sydykov     b) Tologon Kasymbekoy   

  c) Ch.Aitmatov              d) Mar Baigiev    

9.The Mankurt like an only recognized his masters.       
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a) dog     b) horse      

 c) cow      d) cat  

10. Ana-Beiit cemetery-…..   

a) The father's resting place   b) The mother's resting place   

 c) The sister's resting place   d) The brother's resting place 

11. Donenbai was...father  

a)Zholoman's     b) Zhuan Zhuan's     

 c) Akmaya's     d) Karanars 

12. Raymaly-aga spent all his time in the saddle, with the. ..in his hands.  

 a) Komuz     b) guitar      

 c) dombra     d) flute 

13. Begimai fell in love with....  

  a) Abdilkhan     b) Raimaly-Aga    

  c) Barakbai     d) Yedigei 

14. Sarala is Raimaly-aga's famous.  

a) Brother     b) friend       

 c) horse     d)animal 

15. The native inhabitants of the Sarozek...  

a) Kyrgyz nomads    b) Turkish nomads    

 c) Kazakh nomads             d) Mongol nomads 

 16. Shiri is made from ....skin.  

a) Sheep     b) horse      

 c) wolf     d) camel 

17. The works by Ch.Aitmatov were translated into Languages    

a) 70      b) 60       

 c) 140      d) 150 

18. Louis Aragon called    

a) Raymaly-aga and Begimai   b) Jamila      

 c) To have and to lose    d) Scaffold 

19. Baibiche, kichine-bala, djigits, aksakal and ustaka are used in …….. 

a) A difficult passage    b) Farewell Gulsary   

 c) Cassandra's Brand   d) Jamila  

20. ……was very pretty. She was well built and graceful with straight hair braided 

into two tight and heavy plaits, she tied her white kerchief at an angle of her 

forehead. 

 a) Naiman-Ana    b) Asel      

  c) Jamila     d) Kadicha    

21. Each udder ski made … shirt  
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a) Five or six     b) seven      

 c) eight               d) ten  

22. Ch.Aitmatov died at Nuremberg clinic on...from pneumonia  

a) June 10     b) May 5      

 c) December 12     d) September 20  

23. Ilyaz was in a hurry, the enginepurred and the....it down, lurching and tossing 

from side to side. 

  a) Car      b) motor-car     

 c) lorry     d) bicycle 

24. Kadicha was...over  

a) Baitemir's     b) llyaz's      

 c) Daniar's                d) Djantai' 

 25. Whose son is Samat?  

  a) Daniar's     b) Baitemir's     

  c) llyas's              d) Donenbai's 

 

Find the stylistic devices in the sentences  

26. Forgive me Raymaly-Aga. I am charged with boldness, like a cherished gun 

filled with powder  

  a) simile     b) comparison     

   c) irony      d) metaphor  

27. You sing Jamila, he answered in some confusion, holding back his horses, I am 

listening I am all ears   

          a) phraseology    b) repetition     

 c) alliteration    d) irony 

 28. She-camels from her direct line were white-headed young ones, well known 

all around, but the young males, by contrast, were black and powerful, like the 

Burannyi Karanar of today                                   

        a) comparison     b) climax     

 c) onomatopoeia              c) hyperbole  

29. Anarkhai is no longer the wilderness is used to be, where a man could lose his 

way in broad daylight and wander about the monotonous, hilly steppe overgrown 

with wormwood for a whole month or more before he struck habitation.  

 a) climax                b) irony      

  c) comparison    d) alliteration  

30. Sticks and stones came flying at the lorry.       

 a) repetition    b) hypebole      

 c) irony     d) climax 
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Test on Analytical reading 

Variant C. 

Choose the right word 

1.Shiri is made from …  

 a) Sheep    b) horse       

  c) wolf    d) camel 

 2. The works by Ch.Aitmatov were translated into Languages  

a) 70     b) 60         

 c) 140    d) 150  

3. Louis Aragon called Ch.Aitmatov's early work......."the most beautiful love story 

in the world"   

 a) Raymaly-aga and Begimai    b) Jamila    

  c) To have and to lose    d) Scaffold  

4. Baibiche, kichine-bala, djigits, aksakal and ustaka are used in  

a) A difficult passage    b) Farewell Gulsary  

 c) Cassandra's Brand     d) Jamila  

5...was very pretty. She was well built and graceful with straight hair braided into 

two tight and heavy plaits, she tied her white kerchief at an angle of her forehead.  

 a) Naiman-Ana     b) Asel      

  c) Jamila      d) Kadicha  

6. Each udder skin made … shiri  

a) Five or six      b) seven    

 c) eight      d) ten  

7. Ch.Aitmatov died at Nuremberg clinic on...from pneumonia  

a) June 10      b) May 5     

 c) December 12     d) September 20 

8. Ilyaz was in a hurry, the engine purred and the....sit down, lurching and tossing 

from side to side.  

a) lorry       d) bicycle    

 c) Baitemir's car     b) llyaz's motorcar  

9.Kadicha was … lover.  

a) Daniar's      d) Djantai's     

 c) Donenbai's    b) Baitemir's 

10. Whose son is Samat?     

a) Daniar's      b) Baitemir's    

 c) llyas's      d) Donenbai's 

11. Where and when Ch.Aitmatov was born.  

a) 12 december 1928,Sheker    b) 13 May 1928, Kara-Suu  

 c) 3 June 1932, Kara-Balta    d) 15 April 1942,Aksai  
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12. Ch.Aitmatov was honoured in 1963 with the… 

 a) Nobel Prize      b) Lenin Prize    

   c) Excellence Prize    d) Award Prize 

13. Farewell Gulsary, The white ship, The day lasts more than a hundred years and 

Scaffold belong to. ..pen  

a) Jalil Sydykov      b) Tologon Kasymbekov 

   c) Ch.Aitmatov       d) Mar Baijiev 

14. The Mankurt like ....,only recognized his masters   

a)  dog      b) horse      

 c) cow      d) cat  

15. Ana-Beiit cemetery-……..  

a) The father's resting place   b) The mother's resting place   

 c) The sister's resting place    d) The brother's resting place 

16. Donenbai was… father  

a) Zholoman's     b) Zhuan-Zhuan's     

 c) Akmaya's     d) Karaner's 

17. Raymaly-aga spent all his time in the saddle, with the... in his hands.   

  a) Komuz     b) guitar      

 c) dombra     d) flute 

18. Begimai fell in love with...  

a) Abdilkhan     b) Raimaly-Aga                                  

c) Barakbai      d) Yedigei 

19 Sarala is Raimaly-aga's famous  

a) Brother     b) friend      

 c) horse     d) animal 

20. The native inhabitants of the Sarozek  

a) Kyrgyz nomads    b) Turkish nomads   

 c) Kazakh nomads    d) Mongol nomads  

Find the stylistic devices in the sentences:  

21. Zholoman! My son Zholoman, where are you? Naiman Ana began to call. No 

one appeared. No one answered for her call. 

 a) metaphor     b) metonymy     

 c) allitcration     d) repctition  

22. There is Daddy! Let's take Daddy along Uncle, Uncle, shall we? Stop, I will 

call Daddy.  

a) repetition     b) alliteration     

 c) irony               d) onomatopoeia  

23.I longed to get back to my beloved Tien-Shans, to my blue Issyk- kul, to the 

steppe where I once met my first and only love.  
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a) repetition     b) comparison     

 c) irony               d)exaggeration  

24. Once again his voice rang out as it used to, he was once more supple and 

skillful, as he had been and his eyes were like two lamps in a white yurta in a green 

meadow  

a) repetition     b) simile      

 c)irony      d) alliteration  

25. Raimaly -aga was entering the winter of his life, like a tall, pointed poplar 

drying out in proud solitude 

 a) hypebole     b) irony      

 c) simile     d) alliteration  

26. Forgive me Raymaly-Aga. I am charged with boldness, like a cherished gun 

filled with powder   

          a) simile                b) comparison                             

 c) irony                 d) metaphor  

27. You sing Jamila, he answered in some confusion, holding back his horses, I am 

listening, I am all ears.    

           a) phraseology     b) repetition     

 c) alliteration     d) irony 

 28. She-camels from her direct line were white-headed young ones; well known 

all around but the young males, by contrast, were black and powerful, like the 

Burannyi Karanar of today.    

         a) comparison     b) climax    

 c) onomatopoeia              d) hyperbole  

29. Anarkhai is no longer the wilderness is used to be, where a man could lose his 

way in broad daylight and wander about the monotonous, hilly steppe overgrown 

with wormwood for a whole month or more before he struck habitation  

a) climax     b) irony       

 c) comparison     d) alliteration  

30. Sticks and stones came flying at the lorry  

a) repetition     b) hypebole      

 c) irony               d) climax 

 
 
-----------------------Вопрос 1----------------------- 
Why did Jane stay at Mr.Bingley's house? "Pride and Prejudice" by Jane Austine 
Ответ: 
She was luccky 
Ответ: 
She was ill 
Ответ: 
She wanted to stay there 
Ответ: 
She had something to do there 
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-----------------------Вопрос 2----------------------- 
Who wanted to visit her? "Pride and Prejudice" by Jane Austine 
Ответ: 
Miss Elizabeth 
Ответ: 
Miss Linda 
Ответ: 
Miss Charlotte 
Ответ: 
Mrs Katherine 
-----------------------Вопрос 3----------------------- 
Who lived with Mr Bingley? "Pride and Prejudice" by Jane Austine 
Ответ: 
Mrs Bennet 
Ответ: 
Miss Charlotte 
Ответ: 
Miss Bingley 
Ответ: 
Mr Darcy 
-----------------------Вопрос 4----------------------- 
Whom did marry Mr. Bingley? "Pride and Prejudice" by Jane Austine 
Ответ: 
Miss Darcy 
Ответ: 
Miss Bingley 
Ответ: 
Miss Charlote 
Ответ: 
Miss Jane 
---------------------Вопрос 5----------------------- 
Why did Mr Darcy help Miss Elizabeth? "Pride and Prejudice" by Jane Austine 
Ответ: 
He hated her 
Ответ: 
He betrayed her 
Ответ: 
He loved her 
Ответ: 
They were ralatives 
-----------------------Вопрос 6----------------------- 
Why did Miss Elizabeth refuse Mr Darcy's love at the beginning? "Pride and Prejudice" by Jane Austine 
Ответ: 
He was very proud man 
Ответ: 
He always quarelled with her 
Ответ: 
He loved Miss Linda 
Ответ: 
She thought that he betrayed her 
-----------------------Вопрос 7----------------------- 
Why did Mr Darcy return to Miss Liza? "Pride and Prejudice" by Jane Austine 
Ответ: 
He lived there 
Ответ: 
He loved her 
Ответ: 
He had forgotten something 
Ответ: 
He was ill 
-----------------------Вопрос 8----------------------- 
Whare was born Oscar Wilde? 
Ответ: 
In California 
Ответ: 
In Dublin, Ireland 
Ответ: 
In London, England 
Ответ: 
In Scotland 
Вопрос 9----------------------- 
Which of them is Oscar Wilde's work? 
Ответ: 
"O my love is like a red, red rose" 
Ответ: 
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"Sister Carrie" 
Ответ: 
'The Picture of Dorian Gray'  
Ответ: 
"Negro speaks to the river" 
-----------------------Вопрос 10----------------------- 
When was Oscar Wilde famous? 
Ответ: 
In Victorian age 
Ответ: 
In Middle English period 
Ответ: 
In Old English period 
Ответ: 
In Modern English period 
-----------------------Вопрос 11----------------------- 
What University did Oscar Wilde graduate from? 
Ответ: 
Washington University 
Ответ: 
Cambrdge University 
Ответ: 
Oxford University 
Ответ: 
California University 
-----------------------Вопрос 12----------------------- 
Which work of Oscar Wilde was written in 1891 and panned immoral? 
Ответ: 
The Picture of Dorian Gray 
Ответ: 
The Importance of Being Earnest 
Ответ: 
Lady Windermere's Fan  
Ответ: 
A Woman of No Importance  
-----------------------Вопрос 13----------------------- 
When was Oscar Wilde imprison for two years and die in poverty three years after his release?  
Ответ: 
At the age of 48 
Ответ: 
At the age of 60 
Ответ: 
At the age of 46 
Ответ: 
In 1892 
-----------------------Вопрос 14----------------------- 
What was Oscar wilde's father? 
Ответ: 
Engineer 
Ответ: 
Teacher 
Ответ: 
Sportsman 
Ответ: 
Doctor 
-----------------------Вопрос 15----------------------- 
What was Oscar Wilde's mother? 
Ответ: 
Writer 
Ответ: 
Poet 
Ответ: 
Playright 
Ответ: 
Teacher 
-----------------------Вопрос 16----------------------- 
The next year, in 1882, Wilde traveled ________ to embark on an American lecture tour, for which he delivered a staggering 
140 lectures in just nine months. 
Ответ: 
from London to Ireland 
Ответ: 
from London to New York City 
Ответ: 
from Oxford to New York City 
Ответ: 
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from New York City to London 
-----------------------Вопрос 17----------------------- 
Whom did Wilde especially admire? 
Ответ: 
Dreiser 
Ответ: 
Whitman 
Ответ: 
Burn 
Ответ: 
Defore 
-----------------------Вопрос 18----------------------- 
"There is no one in this wide great world of America whom I love and honor so much.'' Whom did mean Oscar Wilde in his 
words?  
Ответ: 
Dreiser 
Ответ: 
Burn 
Ответ: 
Show 
Ответ: 
Whitman 
-----------------------Вопрос 19----------------------- 
How many children had Oscar Wilde? 
Ответ: 
2 sons, Sebastyan and Jack 
Ответ: 
2 sons, Victor and Lann 
Ответ: 
2 sons, Carl and Stivenson 
Ответ: 
2 sons,Cyril and Vyvyan 
-----------------------Вопрос 20----------------------- 
Whom did Oscar Wilde marry? 
Ответ: 
Vivian Lloyd 
Ответ: 
Constance Lloly 
Ответ: 
Constance Lloyd 
Ответ: 
Constance Clinton 
-----------------------Вопрос 21----------------------- 
What magazine was edited by Oscar Wilde? 
Ответ: 
The Picture of Dorian Gray 
Ответ: 
The Happy Prince and Other Tales 
Ответ: 
Lady's World 
Ответ: 
Lady Windermere's Fan 
-----------------------Вопрос 22----------------------- 
What was his the only and first novel? 
Ответ: 
The Picture of Dorian Gray 
Ответ: 
The Happy Prince and Other Tales 
Ответ: 
Lady's World 
Ответ: 
Lady Windermere's Fan 
-----------------------Вопрос 23----------------------- 
What is Basil Hallward? ("The Picture of Dorian Gray" Oscar Wilde) 
Ответ: 
Engineer 
Ответ: 
Doctor 
Ответ: 
Teacher 
Ответ: 
Artist 
-----------------------Вопрос 24----------------------- 
Ответ: 
Lord Henry Wotton  
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Ответ: 
Lord Bingley 
Ответ: 
Mr. Fitgerald 
Ответ: 
Mr. Bennet 
-----------------------Вопрос 25----------------------- 
He suddenly found himself face to face with the handsome young man who scared him: ______.("The Picture of Dorian 
Gray" by Oscar Wilde) 
Ответ: 
it's Douglas 
Ответ: 
it's Darcy 
Ответ: 
it's Dorian Gray 
Ответ: 
it's Burns 
-----------------------Вопрос 26----------------------- 
Dorian responds too seriously that it's true-______ likes his work better than his real friends.("The Picture of Dorian Gray" by 
Oscar Wilde) 
Ответ: 
Dorian 
Ответ: 
Basil 
Ответ: 
Mr. Henry 
Ответ: 
Mr. Bingley 
-----------------------Вопрос 27----------------------- 
Basil begs _____ not to go to the theatre with Lord Henry, but the boy says that he must. ("The Picture of Dorian Gray" by 
Oscar Wilde) 
Ответ: 
Lord Bennet 
Ответ: 
Henry 
Ответ: 
Dorian 
Ответ: 
Mr.George 
-----------------------Вопрос 28----------------------- 
Whom did Dorian Grey fell in love with? ("The Picture of Dorian Gray" by Oscar Wilde) 
Ответ: 
Mrs Bingley 
Ответ: 
Miss Bennet 
Ответ: 
Sibyl 
Ответ: 
Miss Charlote 
-----------------------Вопрос 29----------------------- 
What was Sibyl? ("The Picture of Dorian Gray" by Oscar Wilde) 
Ответ: 
an actress 
Ответ: 
teacher 
Ответ: 
doctor 
Ответ: 
cooker 
-----------------------Вопрос 30----------------------- 
Where did Dorian meet Sibyl? ("The Picture of Dorian Gray" by Oscar Wilde) 
Ответ: 
At the bank 
Ответ: 
At the theatre 
Ответ: 
At the post office 
Ответ: 
At the doctor 
-----------------------Вопрос 31----------------------- 
What was thе real name of the writer O. Henry?   
Ответ: 
Thomas Gainsborough 
Ответ: 
William Sydney Porter 
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Ответ: 
Greensboro 
Ответ: 
Bernard Shaw 
-----------------------Вопрос 32----------------------- 
Where was O. Henry born? 
Ответ: 
In England 
Ответ: 
In the USA (the state of Ohio)  
Ответ: 
In the USA (the state of North Carolina)  
Ответ: 
In Scotland 
-----------------------Вопрос 33----------------------- 
Why was O.Henry brought up by his aunt? 
Ответ: 
Because his mother died  
Ответ: 
Because his mother studied at the University 
Ответ: 
Because his mother got married with another man  
Ответ: 
Because his mother was ill 
-----------------------Вопрос 34----------------------- 
Where did O. Henry begin to work after graduating school? 
Ответ: 
In his uncle’s bakery 
Ответ: 
In his uncle’s chemist shop  
Ответ: 
In his uncle’s galary 
Ответ: 
In the magazine 
-----------------------Вопрос 35----------------------- 
Why did O.Henry leave fo Central America? 
Ответ: 
Won great popularity and have been translated into many languages.  
Ответ: 
A theft of a thousand dollars was discovered at the bank where he worked.  
Ответ: 
To get some money for a present 
Ответ: 
Got a job in a small bank 
-----------------------Вопрос 36----------------------- 
Had O.Henry children? 
Ответ: 
No 
Ответ: 
Yes, a daughter 
Ответ: 
Yes, a son 
Ответ: 
May be 
-----------------------Вопрос 37----------------------- 
What was O.Henry's first work? 
Ответ: 
Christmas. 
Ответ: 
Cabbages and Kings 
Ответ: 
The Gift of the Magi  
Ответ: 
Whistling Dick’s Christmas Present 
-----------------------Вопрос 38----------------------- 
Why did William Sydney Porter sign as O.Henry? 
Ответ: 
Porter left the town  
Ответ: 
He became one of the most popular short-story writers in America 
Ответ: 
He was in prison 
Ответ: 
Porter decided to write a story  
-----------------------Вопрос 39----------------------- 
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What kind of works did O.Henry write? 
Ответ: 
short-stories 
Ответ: 
essays 
Ответ: 
novels 
Ответ: 
tragedies 
Вопрос 40----------------------- 
How many short stories did O.Henry write? 
Ответ: 
132 
Ответ: 
273 
Ответ: 
123 
Ответ: 
654 
-----------------------Вопрос 41----------------------- 
What was the only novel of O.Henry? 
Ответ: 
Cabbages and Kings 
Ответ: 
Whistling Dick’s Christmas Present 
Ответ: 
The Gift of the Magi  
Ответ: 
Sister Carrie 
----------------------Вопрос 42----------------------- 
The James Dillingham Youngs were very proud of ___ things which they owned. ("The Gift of the Magi" by O.Henry)  
Ответ: 
four 
Ответ: 
two 
Ответ: 
three 
Ответ: 
five 
-----------------------Вопрос 43----------------------- 
One thing was Jim’s gold watch, the other thing was Della’s hair. Whose work are these words from? 
Ответ: 
"The Gift of the Magi" by O.Henry 
Ответ: 
"Sister Carrie" by Theodre Dreiser 
Ответ: 
"A picture of Dorian Grey"Oscar Wilde  
Ответ: 
"The adventure of Tom Sawyer" by Mark Twain 
-----------------------Вопрос 44----------------------- 
Why did Della cut off her hair? ("The Gift of the Magi" by O.Henry) 
Ответ: 
To leave for another city 
Ответ: 
To buy food 
Ответ: 
To buy a gift 
Ответ: 
To buy a dress 
-----------------------Вопрос 45----------------------- 
What did Della buy for Jim? "The Gift of the Magi" by O.Henry 
Ответ: 
a gold watch chain 
Ответ: 
a gold ring 
Ответ: 
a gold pen chain 
Ответ: 
a gold watch  
-----------------------Вопрос 46----------------------- 
Whom did Theodre Dreiser marry? 
Ответ: 
Miss Catherine 
Ответ: 
Jane Bingley 
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Ответ: 
Sara White  
Ответ: 
Caroline 
-----------------------Вопрос 47----------------------- 
What was Dreiser's first novel? 
Ответ: 
Twelve Men  
Ответ: 
Jennie Gerhardt 
Ответ: 
Paul Dresser 
Ответ: 
-----------------------Вопрос 48----------------------- 
What was Dreiser's second novel? 
Ответ: 
Twelve Men  
Ответ: 
The Titan  
Ответ: 
Jennie Gerhardt 
Ответ: 
The Financier  
-----------------------Вопрос 49----------------------- 
Dreiser’s novel was written in 1925 and based on a celebrated murder case. What novel was it? 
Ответ: 
An American Tragedy 
Ответ: 
Twelve Men  
Ответ: 
The Color of A Great City  
Ответ: 
A Book About Myself  
-----------------------Вопрос 50----------------------- 
What are Dreiser's first two novels of a trilogy dealing with the career of the late-19th century? 
Ответ: 
Jennie Gerhardt, Sister Carrie  
Ответ: 
The Financier and The Titan  
Ответ: 
An American Tragedy, The Titan  
Ответ: 
The Financier, Sister Carrie  
Вопрос 51----------------------- 
What novel is Dreiser's longest novel? 
Ответ: 
 Sister Carrie  
Ответ: 
Jennie Gerhardt 
Ответ: 
An American Tragedy  
Ответ: 
The Titan 
-----------------------Вопрос 52----------------------- 
Who is the main character of the longest novel by Theodre Dreiser? 
Ответ: 
Sibyl 
Ответ: 
Miss Bennet 
Ответ: 
Juliet 
Ответ: 
Clyde  
-----------------------Вопрос 53----------------------- 
Where did the story in the novel "Sister Carrie" begin? ("Sister Carrie" by Theodre Dreiser) 
Ответ: 
At the bus stop  
Ответ: 
At the railway station 
Ответ: 
At the kitchen 
Ответ: 
At school 
-----------------------Вопрос 54----------------------- 
The train was just pulling out of _____. For some time she had been conscious of a man behind. She felt him observing her 
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mass of hair. ("Sister Carrie" by Theodre Dreiser) 
Ответ: 
Waukesha 
Ответ: 
Chicago 
Ответ: 
California 
Ответ: 
Ohio 
-----------------------Вопрос 55----------------------- 
Who was that person who accompanied Carrie at the station? ("Sister Carrie" by Theodre Dreiser) 
Ответ: 
Mr. Fitgerald 
Ответ: 
Mr. Harry 
Ответ: 
S.C.Hanson 
Ответ: 
Chas. H. Drouet 
-----------------------Вопрос 56----------------------- 
Who helped Carrie to get aquainted with Chicago? ("Sister Carrie" by Theodre Dreiser) 
Ответ: 
George 
Ответ: 
Mr Drouet 
Ответ: 
Mr Darcy 
Ответ: 
Mr Henry 
-----------------------Вопрос 57----------------------- 
Whose family did Carrie live in Chicago with? ("Sister Carrie" by Theodre Dreiser) 
Ответ: 
With aunt Jane 
Ответ: 
With Drouet's family 
Ответ: 
With uncle John's family 
Ответ: 
With Mini's family 
-----------------------Вопрос 58----------------------- 
Where did work Mr.Hanson, Mrs Mini's husband?("Sister Carrie" by Theodre Dreiser) 
Ответ: 
At the garden 
Ответ: 
At the bank 
Ответ: 
At the plant 
Ответ: 
At the stock-yards 
-----------------------Вопрос 59----------------------- 
Why did Carrie had to leave Mini's home? ("Sister Carrie" by Theodre Dreiser) 
Ответ: 
Mini and Carrie quarrelled 
Ответ: 
Mr Hanson didn't like Carrie's behaviour 
Ответ: 
She found another job 
Ответ: 
Mini found for her a flat 
-----------------------Вопрос 60----------------------- 
How do people call W.Shakespeare? 
Ответ: 
"King of the poems" 
Ответ: 
"Prince of Kents" 
Ответ: 
"Bard of Avon".  
Ответ: 
"Lord of literature" 
-----------------------Вопрос 61----------------------- 
Where was born Shakespeare and brought up?  
Ответ: 
In England, Warwickshire. 
Ответ: 
In Scotland, Warwickshire. 
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Ответ: 
In Stratford-upon-Avon, Warwickshire 
Ответ: 
In Stratford-upon-Avon, Darbishire 
-----------------------Вопрос 62----------------------- 
How many plays did W. Shakespeare write? 
Ответ: 
approximately 47 plays 
Ответ: 
approximately 45 plays 
Ответ: 
approximately 34 plays 
Ответ: 
approximately 38 plays 
-----------------------Вопрос 63----------------------- 
How many long poems did W. Shakespeare write? 
Ответ: 
2 
Ответ: 
3 
Ответ: 
7 
Ответ: 
1 
-----------------------Вопрос 64----------------------- 
Whom did W.Shakespeare marry with? 
Ответ: 
Anne Stevenson 
Ответ: 
Anne Hathaway 
Ответ: 
Anne Darbishire 
Ответ: 
Marry Hathaway 
-----------------------Вопрос 65----------------------- 

How many children had 

 

 

 

Jerome K. Jerome 

 

English humorist and writer Jerome Klapka Jerome was born on the 2 May 

1859 in Caldmore, Walsall, Staffordshire, England. He was the son of Jerome 

Clapp Jerome and Marguerite Jones. Jerome was the youngest of four children 

born to the couple. He had two sisters Pauline Deodata and Blandina Dominica 

plus a brother Milton Melancthon who died aged six. 

Initially, his father’s family name had been Clapp, but this was changed to Jerome. 

His father was a nonconformist preacher who was involved in the iron and coal 

industries, owning a colliery. The family were reasonably well off and lived a 

comfortable middle-class lifestyle until the family business failed in 1861. After 

the failure of his father’s colliery business, the family moved to London where 

they lived in Poplar in the East End, and Jerome was raised in relative poverty. 

Education 

Jerome was a pupil at the Philological School which later became known as 

Marylebone Grammar School. 

Rise To Fame 

After his father had died when he was fourteen, Jerome left school found work as a 

clerk at the London and North Western Railway. He also worked as a 
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schoolmaster. When his mother died two years later in 1875, Jerome decided to 

become an actor, something both his religious parents would have disapproved of. 

Working with touring companies did not pay well, and he was reduced to 

homelessness, sleeping on the streets of London. He tried working as a journalist 

while at the same time gaining work as a solicitor’s clerk. 

Jerome also started writing, and in 1885 his first book On the Stage and Off: The 

Brief Career of a Would-Be Actor was published. This book was inspired by the 

Longfellow poem By the Fireside and gave Jerome the idea of writing humorously 

about his acting experience. He then had a collection of essays published, The Idle 

Thoughts of an Idle Fellow (1886). 

Literary Career 

Jerome began writing Three Men in a Boat after his marriage in 1888, and the 

book was published in 1889. This book, a comic masterpiece, proved to be 

incredibly popular and he became a literary sensation. Despite the success of his 

first book, Jerome experienced problems because reviewers refused to take his 

subsequent work seriously. He also ran into prejudice because he was a member of 

the lower-middle class. His second novel Weeds (1892) was published 

anonymously, and because of the nature of the content, a story of sexual 

corruption, his publisher halted the sale of the book. In was only in 1968 that 

Weeds (1892) became known as one of his works. 

Jerome continued writing and left eight novels, collections of sketches and short 

stories, autobiographical work, plays and journal articles. He was also the editor of 

The Idler, a monthly publication, and To-Day, a weekly. (After being sued for 

libel, Jerome was forced to sell his interests in both magazines to cover costs of 

nine thousand pounds.) Other work included Three Men on the Bummel which was 

published in 1900, Paul Kelver (1902) and a play The Passing of the Third Floor 

Back (1908) and All Roads Lead to Calvary (1919). Jerome published an 

autobiography My Life and Times in 1927. 

Three Men in a Boat is considered one of the comic masterpieces written in the 

English language. 

Awards And Achievements 

Jerome was made a Freeman of the Borough of Walsall in 1927. 

Personal Life 

In 1888 Jerome married his cousin Georgina Elizabeth Stanley Marris. Marris had 

a five-year-old daughter Elsie from a previous marriage, and the couple had a 

daughter Rowena (b.1898-d.1966). 

During World War I Jerome volunteered but was not accepted because of his age. 

Instead then volunteered as an ambulance driver working with the French Army. 

Jerome K. Jerome suffered a stroke and subsequently died on the 14 June 1927 and 

is buried in Ewelme in Oxfordshire England. 

 

 

Three Men in a Boat 

by Jerome K. Jerome 
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THREE INVALIDS. - SUFFERINGS OF GEORGE AND HARRIS. - 

A VICTIM TO ONE HUNDRED AND SEVEN FATAL MALADIES. 

- USEFUL PRESCRIPTIONS. - CURE FOR LIVER COMPLAINT IN 

CHILDREN. - WE AGREE THAT WE ARE OVERWORKED, AND 

NEED REST. - A WEEK ON THE ROLLING DEEP? - GEORGE 

SUGGESTS THE RIVER. - MONTMORENCY LODGES AN OBJECTION. 

- ORIGINAL MOTION CARRIED BY MAJORITY OF THREE TO ONE. 

THERE were four of us - George, and William Samuel Harris, and myself, and 

Montmorency. We were sitting in my room, smoking, and talking about how bad 

we were - bad from a medical point of view I mean, of course. 

We were all feeling seedy, and we were getting quite nervous about it. Harris 

said he felt such extraordinary fits of giddiness come over him at times, that he 

hardly knew what he was doing; and then George said that HE had fits of giddiness 

too, and hardly knew what HE was doing. With me, it was my liver that was out of 

order. I knew it was my liver that was out of order, because I had just been reading 

a patent liver-pill circular, in which were detailed the various symptoms by which 

a man could tell when his liver was out of order. I had them all. 

It is a most extraordinary thing, but I never read a patent medicine advertisement 

without being impelled to the conclusion that I am suffering from the particular 

disease therein dealt with in its most virulent form. The diagnosis seems in every 

case to correspond exactly with all the sensations that I have ever felt. 

I remember going to the British Museum one day to read up the treatment for 

some slight ailment of which I had a touch - hay fever, I fancy it was. I got down 

the book, and read all I came to read; and then, in an unthinking moment, I idly 

turned the leaves, and began to indolently study diseases, generally. I forget which 

was the first distemper I plunged into - some fearful, devastating scourge, I know 

- and, before I had glanced half down the list of "premonitory symptoms," it was 

borne in upon me that I had fairly got it. 

I sat for awhile, frozen with horror; and then, in the listlessness of despair, I again 

turned over the pages. I came to typhoid fever - read the symptoms - discovered 

that 

I had typhoid fever, must have had it for months without knowing it - wondered 

what else I had got; turned up St. Vitus's Dance - found, as I expected, that I had 

that 

too, - began to get interested in my case, and determined to sift it to the bottom, 

and 

so started alphabetically - read up ague, and learnt that I was sickening for it, and 

that the acute stage would commence in about another fortnight. Bright's disease, I 

was relieved to find, I had only in a modified form, and, so far as that was 

concerned, 

I might live for years. Cholera I had, with severe complications; and diphtheria I 

seemed to have been born with. I plodded conscientiously through the twenty-six 

letters, and the only malady I could conclude I had not got was housemaid's knee. 



37 
 

I felt rather hurt about this at first; it seemed somehow to be a sort of slight. 

Why hadn't I got housemaid's knee? Why this invidious reservation? After a while, 

however, less grasping feelings prevailed. I reflected that I had every other known 

malady in the pharmacology, and I grew less selfish, and determined to do without 

housemaid's knee. Gout, in its most malignant stage, it would appear, had seized 

me without my being aware of it; and zymosis I had evidently been suffering with 

from boyhood. There were no more diseases after zymosis, so I concluded there 

was nothing else the matter with me. 

I sat and pondered. I thought what an interesting case I must be from a medical 

point of view, what an acquisition I should be to a class! Students would have no 

need to "walk the hospitals," if they had me. I was a hospital in myself. All they 

need do would be to walk round me, and, after that, take their diploma. 

Then I wondered how long I had to live. I tried to examine myself. I felt my 

pulse. I could not at first feel any pulse at all. Then, all of a sudden, it seemed to 

start off. I pulled out my watch and timed it. I made it a hundred and forty-seven to 

the minute. I tried to feel my heart. I could not feel my heart. It had stopped 

beating. 

I have since been induced to come to the opinion that it must have been there all 

the time, and must have been beating, but I cannot account for it. I patted myself 

all 

over my front, from what I call my waist up to my head, and I went a bit round 

each 

side, and a little way up the back. But I could not feel or hear anything. I tried to 

look at my tongue. I stuck it out as far as ever it would go, and I shut one eye, and 

tried to examine it with the other. I could only see the tip, and the only thing that I 

could gain from that was to feel more certain than before that I had scarlet fever. 

I had walked into that reading-room a happy, healthy man. I crawled out a decrepit 

wreck. 

I went to my medical man. He is an old chum of mine, and feels my pulse, and 

looks at my tongue, and talks about the weather, all for nothing, when I fancy I'm 

ill; so I thought I would do him a good turn by going to him now. "What a doctor 

wants," I said, "is practice. He shall have me. He will get more practice out of me 

than out of seventeen hundred of your ordinary, commonplace patients, with only 

one or two diseases each." So I went straight up and saw him, and he said: 

"Well, what's the matter with you?" 

I said: 

"I will not take up your time, dear boy, with telling you what is the matter with 

me. Life is brief, and you might pass away before I had finished. But I will tell you 

what is NOT the matter with me. I have not got housemaid's knee. Why I have not 

got housemaid's knee, I cannot tell you; but the fact remains that I have not got it. 

Everything else, however, I HAVE got." 

And I told him how I came to discover it all. 

Then he opened me and looked down me, and clutched hold of my wrist, and 

then he hit me over the chest when I wasn't expecting it - a cowardly thing to do, I 
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call it - and immediately afterwards butted me with the side of his head. After that, 

he sat down and wrote out a prescription, and folded it up and gave it me, and I put 

it in my pocket and went out. 

I did not open it. I took it to the nearest chemist's, and handed it in. The man read 

it, and then handed it back. 

He said he didn't keep it. 

I said: 

"You are a chemist?" 

He said: 

"I am a chemist. If I was a co-operative stores and family hotel combined, I might 

be able to oblige you. Being only a chemist hampers me." 

I read the prescription. It ran: 

"1 lb. beefsteak, with 1 pt. bitter beer every 6 hours. 1 ten-mile walk every 

morning. 

1 bed at 11 sharp every night. And don't stuff up your head with things you 

don't understand." 

I followed the directions, with the happy result - speaking for myself - that my 

life was preserved, and is still going on. 

In the present instance, going back to the liver-pill circular, I had the symptoms, 

beyond all mistake, the chief among them being "a general disinclination to work 

of any kind." 

What I suffer in that way no tongue can tell. From my earliest infancy I have 

been a martyr to it. As a boy, the disease hardly ever left me for a day. They did 

not 

know, then, that it was my liver. Medical science was in a far less advanced state 

than now, and they used to put it down to laziness. 

"Why, you skulking little devil, you," they would say, "get up and do something 

for your living, can't you?" - not knowing, of course, that I was ill. 

And they didn't give me pills; they gave me clumps on the side of the head. And, 

strange as it may appear, those clumps on the head often cured me - for the time 

being. I have known one clump on the head have more effect upon my liver, and 

make me feel more anxious to go straight away then and there, and do what was 

wanted to be done, without further loss of time, than a whole box of pills does 

now. 

You know, it often is so - those simple, old-fashioned remedies are sometimes 

more efficacious than all the dispensary stuff. 

We sat there for half-an-hour, describing to each other our maladies. I explained 

to George and William Harris how I felt when I got up in the morning, and 

William 

Harris told us how he felt when he went to bed; and George stood on the hearth-

rug, 

and gave us a clever and powerful piece of acting, illustrative of how he felt in the 

night. 

George FANCIES he is ill; but there's never anything really the matter with him, 
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you know. 

At this point, Mrs. Poppets knocked at the door to know if we were ready for 

supper. We smiled sadly at one another, and said we supposed we had better try to 

swallow a bit. Harris said a little something in one's stomach often kept the disease 

in check; and Mrs. Poppets brought the tray in, and we drew up to the table, and 

toyed with a little steak and onions, and some rhubarb tart. 

I must have been very weak at the time; because I know, after the first half-hour 

or so, I seemed to take no interest whatever in my food - an unusual thing for me 

- and I didn't want any cheese. 

This duty done, we refilled our glasses, lit our pipes, and resumed the discussion 

upon our state of health. What it was that was actually the matter with us, we none 

of us could be sure of; but the unanimous opinion was that it - whatever it was - 

had been brought on by overwork. 

"What we want is rest," said Harris. 

"Rest and a complete change," said George. "The overstrain upon our brains has 

produced a general depression throughout the system. Change of scene, and 

absence 

of the necessity for thought, will restore the mental equilibrium." 

George has a cousin, who is usually described in the charge-sheet as a medical 

student, so that he naturally has a somewhat family-physicianary way of putting 

things. 

I agreed with George, and suggested that we should seek out some retired and 

old-world spot, far from the madding crowd, and dream away a sunny week among 

its drowsy lanes - some half-forgotten nook, hidden away by the fairies, out of 

reach 

of the noisy world - some quaint-perched eyrie on the cliffs of Time, from whence 

the surging waves of the nineteenth century would sound far-off and faint. 

Harris said he thought it would be humpy. He said he knew the sort of place I 

meant; where everybody went to bed at eight o'clock, and you couldn't get a 

REFEREE 

for love or money, and had to walk ten miles to get your baccy. 

"No," said Harris, "if you want rest and change, you can't beat a sea trip." 

I objected to the sea trip strongly. A sea trip does you good when you are going 

to have a couple of months of it, but, for a week, it is wicked. 

You start on Monday with the idea implanted in your bosom that you are going 

to enjoy yourself. You wave an airy adieu to the boys on shore, light your biggest 

pipe, and swagger about the deck as if you were Captain Cook, Sir Francis Drake, 

and Christopher Columbus all rolled into one. On Tuesday, you wish you hadn't 

come. On Wednesday, Thursday, and Friday, you wish you were dead. On 

Saturday, 

you are able to swallow a little beef tea, and to sit up on deck, and answer with a 

wan, sweet smile when kind-hearted people ask you how you feel now. On 

Sunday, 

you begin to walk about again, and take solid food. And on Monday morning, as, 
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with your bag and umbrella in your hand, you stand by the gunwale, waiting to 

step 

ashore, you begin to thoroughly like it. 

I remember my brother-in-law going for a short sea trip once, for the benefit of 

his health. He took a return berth from London to Liverpool; and when he got to 

Liverpool, the only thing he was anxious about was to sell that return ticket. 

It was offered round the town at a tremendous reduction, so I am told; and was 

eventually sold for eighteenpence to a bilious-looking youth who had just been 

advised by his medical men to go to the sea-side, and take exercise. 

"Sea-side!" said my brother-in-law, pressing the ticket affectionately into his 

hand; "why, you'll have enough to last you a lifetime; and as for exercise! why, 

you'll 

get more exercise, sitting down on that ship, than you would turning somersaults 

on dry land." 

He himself - my brother-in-law - came back by train. He said the North- Western 

Railway was healthy enough for him. 

Another fellow I knew went for a week's voyage round the coast, and, before 

they started, the steward came to him to ask whether he would pay for each meal 

as he had it, or arrange beforehand for the whole series. 

The steward recommended the latter course, as it would come so much cheaper. 

He said they would do him for the whole week at two pounds five. He said for 

breakfast there would be fish, followed by a grill. Lunch was at one, and consisted 

of four courses. Dinner at six - soup, fish, entree, joint, poultry, salad, sweets, 

cheese, 

and dessert. And a light meat supper at ten. 

My friend thought he would close on the two-pound-five job (he is a hearty 

eater), and did so. 

Lunch came just as they were off Sheerness. He didn't feel so hungry as he 

thought he should, and so contented himself with a bit of boiled beef, and some 

strawberries and cream. He pondered a good deal during the afternoon, and at one 

time it seemed to him that he had been eating nothing but boiled beef for weeks, 

and 

at other times it seemed that he must have been living on strawberries and cream 

for years. Neither the beef nor the strawberries and cream seemed happy, either – 

seemed discontented like. 

At six, they came and told him dinner was ready. The announcement aroused no 

enthusiasm within him, but he felt that there was some of that two-pound-five to be 

worked off, and he held on to ropes and things and went down. A pleasant odour of 

onions and hot ham, mingled with fried fish and greens, greeted him at the bottom 

of the ladder; and then the steward came up with an oily smile, and said: 

"What can I get you, sir?" 

"Get me out of this," was the feeble reply. 

And they ran him up quick, and propped him up, over to leeward, and left him. 

For the next four days he lived a simple and blameless life on thin captain's 
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biscuits (I mean that the biscuits were thin, not the captain) and soda-water; but, 

towards Saturday, he got uppish, and went in for weak tea and dry toast, and on 

Monday he was gorging himself on chicken broth. He left the ship on Tuesday, and 

as it steamed away from the landing-stage he gazed after it regretfully. 

"There she goes," he said, "there she goes, with two pounds' worth of food on 

board that belongs to me, and that I haven't had." 

He said that if they had given him another day he thought he could have put it 

straight. 

So I set my face against the sea trip. Not, as I explained, upon my own account. I 

was never queer. But I was afraid for George. George said he should be all right, 

and 

would rather like it, but he would advise Harris and me not to think of it, as he felt 

sure we should both be ill. Harris said that, to himself, it was always a mystery 

how 

people managed to get sick at sea - said he thought people must do it on purpose, 

from affectation - said he had often wished to be, but had never been able. 

Then he told us anecdotes of how he had gone across the Channel when it was 

so rough that the passengers had to be tied into their berths, and he and the captain 

were the only two living souls on board who were not ill. Sometimes it was he and 

the second mate who were not ill; but it was generally he and one other man. If not 

he and another man, then it was he by himself. 

It is a curious fact, but nobody ever is sea-sick - on land. At sea, you come 

across plenty of people very bad indeed, whole boat-loads of them; but I never met 

a man yet, on land, who had ever known at all what it was to be sea-sick. Where 

the 

thousands upon thousands of bad sailors that swarm in every ship hide themselves 

when they are on land is a mystery. 

If most men were like a fellow I saw on the Yarmouth boat one day, I could 

account for the seeming enigma easily enough. It was just off Southend Pier, I 

recollect, and he was leaning out through one of the port-holes in a very dangerous 

position. I went up to him to try and save him. 

"Hi! come further in," I said, shaking him by the shoulder. "You'll be overboard." 

"Oh my! I wish I was," was the only answer I could get; and there I had to leave 

him. 

Three weeks afterwards, I met him in the coffee-room of a Bath hotel, talking 

about his voyages, and explaining, with enthusiasm, how he loved the sea. 

"Good sailor!" he replied in answer to a mild young man's envious query; "well, 

I did feel a little queer ONCE, I confess. It was off Cape Horn. The vessel was 

wrecked the next morning." 

I said: 

"Weren't you a little shaky by Southend Pier one day, and wanted to be thrown 

overboard?" 

"Southend Pier!" he replied, with a puzzled expression. 

"Yes; going down to Yarmouth, last Friday three weeks." 
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"Oh, ah - yes," he answered, brightening up; "I remember now. I did have a 

headache 

that afternoon. It was the pickles, you know. They were the most disgraceful 

pickles I ever tasted in a respectable boat. Did you have any?" 

For myself, I have discovered an excellent preventive against sea- sickness, in 

balancing myself. You stand in the centre of the deck, and, as the ship heaves and 

pitches, you move your body about, so as to keep it always straight. When the front 

of the ship rises, you lean forward, till the deck almost touches your nose; and 

when 

its back end gets up, you lean backwards. This is all very well for an hour or two; 

but you can't balance yourself for a week. 

George said: 

"Let's go up the river." 

He said we should have fresh air, exercise and quiet; the constant change of scene 

would occupy our minds (including what there was of Harris's); and the hard work 

would give us a good appetite, and make us sleep well. 

Harris said he didn't think George ought to do anything that would have a tendency 

to make him sleepier than he always was, as it might be dangerous. 

He said he didn't very well understand how George was going to sleep any more 

than he did now, seeing that there were only twenty-four hours in each day, 

summer 

and winter alike; but thought that if he DID sleep any more, he might just as well 

be dead, and so save his board and lodging. 

Harris said, however, that the river would suit him to a "T." I don't know what a 

"T" is (except a sixpenny one, which includes bread-and- butter and cake AD LIB., 

and is cheap at the price, if you haven't had any dinner). It seems to suit everybody, 

however, which is greatly to its credit. 

It suited me to a "T" too, and Harris and I both said it was a good idea of George's; 

and we said it in a tone that seemed to somehow imply that we were surprised that 

George should have come out so sensible. 

The only one who was not struck with the suggestion was Montmorency. He 

never did care for the river, did Montmorency. 

"It's all very well for you fellows," he says; "you like it, but I don't. There's 

nothing for me to do. Scenery is not in my line, and I don't smoke. If I see a rat, 

you 

won't stop; and if I go to sleep, you get fooling about with the boat, and slop me 

overboard. If you ask me, I call the whole thing bally foolishness." 

We were three to one, however, and the motion was carried. 

 

PLANS DISCUSSED. - PLEASURES OF "CAMPING-OUT," ON 

FINE NIGHTS. - DITTO, WET NIGHTS. - COMPROMISE DECIDED 

ON. - MONTMORENCY, FIRST IMPRESSIONS OF. - FEARS LEST 

HE IS TOO GOOD FOR THIS WORLD, FEARS SUBSEQUENTLY 

DISMISSED AS GROUNDLESS. - MEETING ADJOURNS. 
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WE pulled out the maps, and discussed plans. 

We arranged to start on the following Saturday from Kingston. Harris and I 

would go down in the morning, and take the boat up to Chertsey, and George, who 

would not be able to get away from the City till the afternoon (George goes to 

sleep 

at a bank from ten to four each day, except Saturdays, when they wake him up and 

put him outside at two), would meet us there. 

Should we "camp out" or sleep at inns? 

George and I were for camping out. We said it would be so wild and free, so 

patriarchal like. 

Slowly the golden memory of the dead sun fades from the hearts of the cold, sad 

clouds. Silent, like sorrowing children, the birds have ceased their song, and only 

the moorhen's plaintive cry and the harsh croak of the corncrake stirs the awed 

hush 

around the couch of waters, where the dying day breathes out her last. 

From the dim woods on either bank, Night's ghostly army, the grey shadows, 

creep out with noiseless tread to chase away the lingering rear- guard of the light, 

and pass, with noiseless, unseen feet, above the waving river-grass, and through 

the 

sighing rushes; and Night, upon her sombre throne, folds her black wings above 

the darkening world, and, from her phantom palace, lit by the pale stars, reigns in 

stillness. 

Then we run our little boat into some quiet nook, and the tent is pitched, and the 

frugal supper cooked and eaten. Then the big pipes are filled and lighted, and the 

pleasant chat goes round in musical undertone; while, in the pauses of our talk, the 

river, playing round the boat, prattles strange old tales and secrets, sings low the 

old 

child's song that it has sung so many thousand years - will sing so many thousand 

years to come, before its voice grows harsh and old - a song that we, who have 

learnt to love its changing face, who have so often nestled on its yielding bosom, 

think, somehow, we understand, though we could not tell you in mere words the 

story that we listen to. 

And we sit there, by its margin, while the moon, who loves it too, stoops down 

to kiss it with a sister's kiss, and throws her silver arms around it clingingly; and 

we watch it as it flows, ever singing, ever whispering, out to meet its king, the sea 

- till our voices die away in silence, and the pipes go out - till we, common-place, 

everyday young men enough, feel strangely full of thoughts, half sad, half sweet, 

and do not care or want to speak - till we laugh, and, rising, knock the ashes from 

our burnt-out pipes, and say "Good-night," and, lulled by the lapping water and the 

rustling trees, we fall asleep beneath the great, still stars, and dream that the world 

is young again - young and sweet as she used to be ere the centuries of fret and 

care 

had furrowed her fair face, ere her children's sins and follies had made old her 

loving 
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heart - sweet as she was in those bygone days when, a new-made mother, she 

nursed 

us, her children, upon her own deep breast - ere the wiles of painted civilization 

had 

lured us away from her fond arms, and the poisoned sneers of artificiality had 

made 

us ashamed of the simple life we led with her, and the simple, stately home where 

mankind was born so many thousands years ago. 

Harris said: 

"How about when it rained?" 

You can never rouse Harris. There is no poetry about Harris - no wild yearning 

for the unattainable. Harris never "weeps, he knows not why." If Harris's eyes fill 

with tears, you can bet it is because Harris has been eating raw onions, or has put 

too much Worcester over his chop. 

If you were to stand at night by the sea-shore with Harris, and say: 

"Hark! do you not hear? Is it but the mermaids singing deep below the waving 

waters; or sad spirits, chanting dirges for white corpses, held by seaweed?" Harris 

would take you by the arm, and say: 

"I know what it is, old man; you've got a chill. Now, you come along with me. I 

know a place round the corner here, where you can get a drop of the finest Scotch 

whisky you ever tasted - put you right in less than no time." 

Harris always does know a place round the corner where you can get something 

brilliant in the drinking line. I believe that if you met Harris up in Paradise 

(supposing such a thing likely), he would immediately greet you with: 

"So glad you've come, old fellow; I've found a nice place round the corner here, 

where you can get some really first-class nectar." 

In the present instance, however, as regarded the camping out, his practical view 

of the matter came as a very timely hint. Camping out in rainy weather is not 

pleasant. 

It is evening. You are wet through, and there is a good two inches of water in the 

boat, and all the things are damp. You find a place on the banks that is not quite so 

puddly as other places you have seen, and you land and lug out the tent, and two 

of you proceed to fix it. 

It is soaked and heavy, and it flops about, and tumbles down on you, and clings 

round your head and makes you mad. The rain is pouring steadily down all the 

time. 

It is difficult enough to fix a tent in dry weather: in wet, the task becomes 

herculean. 

Instead of helping you, it seems to you that the other man is simply playing the 

fool. Just as you get your side beautifully fixed, he gives it a hoist from his end, 

and spoils it all. 

"Here! what are you up to?" you call out. 

"What are YOU up to?" he retorts; "leggo, can't you?" 

"Don't pull it; you've got it all wrong, you stupid ass!" you shout. 
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"No, I haven't," he yells back; "let go your side!" 

"I tell you you've got it all wrong!" you roar, wishing that you could get at him; 

and you give your ropes a lug that pulls all his pegs out. 

"Ah, the bally idiot!" you hear him mutter to himself; and then comes a savage 

haul, and away goes your side. You lay down the mallet and start to go round and 

tell him what you think about the whole business, and, at the same time, he starts 

round in the same direction to come and explain his views to you. And you follow 

each other round and round, swearing at one another, until the tent tumbles down 

in a heap, and leaves you looking at each other across its ruins, when you both 

indignantly exclaim, in the same breath: 

"There you are! what did I tell you?" 

Meanwhile the third man, who has been baling out the boat, and who has spilled 

the water down his sleeve, and has been cursing away to himself steadily for the 

last ten minutes, wants to know what the thundering blazes you're playing at, and 

why the blarmed tent isn't up yet. 

At last, somehow or other, it does get up, and you land the things. It is hopeless 

attempting to make a wood fire, so you light the methylated spirit stove, and crowd 

round that. 

Rainwater is the chief article of diet at supper. The bread is two- thirds rainwater, 

the beefsteak-pie is exceedingly rich in it, and the jam, and the butter, and the salt, 

and the coffee have all combined with it to make soup. 

After supper, you find your tobacco is damp, and you cannot smoke. Luckily 

you have a bottle of the stuff that cheers and inebriates, if taken in proper quantity, 

and this restores to you sufficient interest in life to induce you to go to bed. 

There you dream that an elephant has suddenly sat down on your chest, and 

that the volcano has exploded and thrown you down to the bottom of the sea - the 

elephant still sleeping peacefully on your bosom. You wake up and grasp the idea 

that something terrible really has happened. Your first impression is that the end of 

the world has come; and then you think that this cannot be, and that it is thieves 

and 

murderers, or else fire, and this opinion you express in the usual method. No help 

comes, however, and all you know is that thousands of people are kicking you, and 

you are being smothered. 

Somebody else seems in trouble, too. You can hear his faint cries coming from 

underneath your bed. Determining, at all events, to sell your life dearly, you 

struggle 

frantically, hitting out right and left with arms and legs, and yelling lustily the 

while, 

and at last something gives way, and you find your head in the fresh air. Two feet 

off, you dimly observe a half-dressed ruffian, waiting to kill you, and you are 

preparing for a life-and-death struggle with him, when it begins to dawn upon you 

that it's Jim. 

"Oh, it's you, is it?" he says, recognising you at the same moment. 

"Yes," you answer, rubbing your eyes; "what's happened?" 
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"Bally tent's blown down, I think," he says. 

"Where's Bill?" 

Then you both raise up your voices and shout for "Bill!" and the ground beneath 

you heaves and rocks, and the muffled voice that you heard before replies from out 

the ruin: 

"Get off my head, can't you?" 

And Bill struggles out, a muddy, trampled wreck, and in an unnecessarily 

aggressive 

mood - he being under the evident belief that the whole thing has been 

done on purpose. 

In the morning you are all three speechless, owing to having caught severe colds 

in the night; you also feel very quarrelsome, and you swear at each other in hoarse 

whispers during the whole of breakfast time. 

We therefore decided that we would sleep out on fine nights; and hotel it, and 

inn it, and pub. it, like respectable folks, when it was wet, or when we felt inclined 

for a change. 

Montmorency hailed this compromise with much approval. He does not revel in 

romantic solitude. Give him something noisy; and if a trifle low, so much the 

jollier. 

To look at Montmorency you would imagine that he was an angel sent upon the 

earth, for some reason withheld from mankind, in the shape of a small fox-terrier. 

There тis a sort of Oh-what-a-wicked- world-this-is-and-how-I-wish-I-could-do-

something- to-make-it-better-and- nobler expression about Montmorency that has 

been known to bring the tears into the eyes of pious old ladies and gentlemen. 

When first he came to live at my expense, I never thought I should be able to 

get him to stop long. I used to sit down and look at him, as he sat on the rug and 

looked up at me, and think: "Oh, that dog will never live. He will be snatched up to 

the bright skies in a chariot, that is what will happen to him." 

But, when I had paid for about a dozen chickens that he had killed; and had 

dragged him, growling and kicking, by the scruff of his neck, out of a hundred and 

fourteen street fights; and had had a dead cat brought round for my inspection by 

an 

irate female, who called me a murderer; and had been summoned by the man next 

door but one for having a ferocious dog at large, that had kept him pinned up in his 

own tool-shed, afraid to venture his nose outside the door for over two hours on a 

cold night; and had learned that the gardener, unknown to myself, had won thirty 

shillings by backing him to kill rats against time, then I began to think that maybe 

they'd let him remain on earth for a bit longer, after all. 

To hang about a stable, and collect a gang of the most disreputable dogs to be 

found in the town, and lead them out to march round the slums to fight other 

disreputable dogs, is Montmorency's idea of "life;" and so, as I before observed, he 

gave to the suggestion of inns, and pubs., and hotels his most emphatic 

approbation. 

Having thus settled the sleeping arrangements to the satisfaction of all four of us, 
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the only thing left to discuss was what we should take with us; and this we had 

begun 

to argue, when Harris said he'd had enough oratory for one night, and proposed 

that 

we should go out and have a smile, saying that he had found a place, round by the 

square, where you could really get a drop of Irish worth drinking. 

George said he felt thirsty (I never knew George when he didn't); and, as I had a 

presentiment that a little whisky, warm, with a slice of lemon, would do my 

complaint good, the debate was, by common assent, adjourned to the following 

night; and the assembly put on its hats and went out. 

 

ARRANGEMENTS SETTLED. - HARRIS'S METHOD OF DOING 

WORK. - HOW THE ELDERLY, FAMILY-MAN PUTS UP A PICTURE. 

- GEORGE MAKES A SENSIBLE, REMARK. - DELIGHTS OF EARLY 

MORNING BATHING. - PROVISIONS FOR GETTING UPSET. 

SO, on the following evening, we again assembled, to discuss and arrange our 

plans. 

Harris said: 

"Now, the first thing to settle is what to take with us. Now, you get a bit of paper 

and write down, J., and you get the grocery catalogue, George, and somebody give 

me a bit of pencil, and then I'll make out a list." 

That's Harris all over - so ready to take the burden of everything himself, and 

put it on the backs of other people. 

He always reminds me of my poor Uncle Podger. You never saw such a 

commotion 

up and down a house, in all your life, as when my Uncle Podger undertook to do 

a job. A picture would have come home from the frame- maker's, and be standing 

in the dining-room, waiting to be put up; and Aunt Podger would ask what was to 

be done with it, and Uncle Podger would say: 

"Oh, you leave that to ME. Don't you, any of you, worry yourselves about that. 

I'LL do all that." 

And then he would take off his coat, and begin. He would send the girl out for 

sixpen'orth of nails, and then one of the boys after her to tell her what size to get; 

and, from that, he would gradually work down, and start the whole house. 

"Now you go and get me my hammer, Will," he would shout; "and you bring me 

the rule, Tom; and I shall want the step-ladder, and I had better have a kitchen-

chair, 

too; and, Jim! you run round to Mr. Goggles, and tell him, `Pa's kind regards, and 

hopes his leg's better; and will he lend him his spirit-level?' And don't you go, 

Maria, 

because I shall want somebody to hold me the light; and when the girl comes back, 

she must go out again for a bit of picture-cord; and Tom! - where's Tom? - Tom, 

you come here; I shall want you to hand me up the picture." 

And then he would lift up the picture, and drop it, and it would come out of the 
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frame, and he would try to save the glass, and cut himself; and then he would 

spring 

round the room, looking for his handkerchief. He could not find his handkerchief, 

because it was in the pocket of the coat he had taken off, and he did not know 

where 

he had put the coat, and all the house had to leave off looking for his tools, and 

start 

looking for his coat; while he would dance round and hinder them. 

"Doesn't anybody in the whole house know where my coat is? I never came 

across such a set in all my life - upon my word I didn't. Six of you! - and you can't 

find a coat that I put down not five minutes ago! Well, of all the - " 

Then he'd get up, and find that he had been sitting on it, and would call out: 

"Oh, you can give it up! I've found it myself now. Might just as well ask the cat 

to find anything as expect you people to find it." 

And, when half an hour had been spent in tying up his finger, and a new glass 

had been got, and the tools, and the ladder, and the chair, and the candle had been 

brought, he would have another go, the whole family, including the girl and the 

charwoman, standing round in a semi-circle, ready to help. Two people would have 

to hold the chair, and a third would help him up on it, and hold him there, and a 

fourth would hand him a nail, and a fifth would pass him up the hammer, and he 

would take hold of the nail, and drop it. 

"There!" he would say, in an injured tone, "now the nail's gone." 

And we would all have to go down on our knees and grovel for it, while he would 

stand on the chair, and grunt, and want to know if he was to be kept there all the 

evening. 

The nail would be found at last, but by that time he would have lost the hammer. 

"Where's the hammer? What did I do with the hammer? Great heavens! Seven 

of you, gaping round there, and you don't know what I did with the hammer!" 

We would find the hammer for him, and then he would have lost sight of the 

mark he had made on the wall, where the nail was to go in, and each of us had to 

get 

up on the chair, beside him, and see if we could find it; and we would each 

discover 

it in a different place, and he would call us all fools, one after another, and tell us 

to get down. And he would take the rule, and re-measure, and find that he wanted 

half thirty-one and three-eighths inches from the corner, and would try to do it in 

his head, and go mad. 

And we would all try to do it in our heads, and all arrive at different results, 

and sneer at one another. And in the general row, the original number would be 

forgotten, and Uncle Podger would have to measure it again. 

He would use a bit of string this time, and at the critical moment, when the old 

fool was leaning over the chair at an angle of forty-five, and trying to reach a point 

three inches beyond what was possible for him to reach, the string would slip, and 

down he would slide on to the piano, a really fine musical effect being produced by 
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the suddenness with which his head and body struck all the notes at the same time. 

And Aunt Maria would say that she would not allow the children to stand round 

and hear such language. 

At last, Uncle Podger would get the spot fixed again, and put the point of the nail 

on it with his left hand, and take the hammer in his right hand. And, with the first 

blow, he would smash his thumb, and drop the hammer, with a yell, on somebody's 

toes. 

Aunt Maria would mildly observe that, next time Uncle Podger was going to 

hammer a nail into the wall, she hoped he'd let her know in time, so that she could 

make arrangements to go and spend a week with her mother while it was being 

done. 

"Oh! you women, you make such a fuss over everything," Uncle Podger would 

reply, picking himself up. "Why, I LIKE doing a little job of this sort." 

And then he would have another try, and, at the second blow, the nail would 

go clean through the plaster, and half the hammer after it, and Uncle Podger be 

precipitated against the wall with force nearly sufficient to flatten his nose. 

Then we had to find the rule and the string again, and a new hole was made; and, 

about midnight, the picture would be up - very crooked and insecure, the wall for 

yards round looking as if it had been smoothed down with a rake, and everybody 

dead beat and wretched - except Uncle Podger. 

"There you are," he would say, stepping heavily off the chair on to the 

charwoman's 

corns, and surveying the mess he had made with evident pride. "Why, some 

people would have had a man in to do a little thing like that!" 

Harris will be just that sort of man when he grows up, I know, and I told him so. 

I said I could not permit him to take so much labour upon himself. I said: 

"No; YOU get the paper, and the pencil, and the catalogue, and George write 

down, and I'll do the work." 

The first list we made out had to be discarded. It was clear that the upper reaches 

of the Thames would not allow of the navigation of a boat sufficiently large to take 

the things we had set down as indispensable; so we tore the list up, and looked at 

one another! 

George said: 

"You know we are on a wrong track altogether. We must not think of the things 

we could do with, but only of the things that we can't do without." 

George comes out really quite sensible at times. You'd be surprised. I call that 

downright wisdom, not merely as regards the present case, but with reference to 

our trip up the river of life, generally. How many people, on that voyage, load up 

the boat till it is ever in danger of swamping with a store of foolish things which 

they think essential to the pleasure and comfort of the trip, but which are really 

only 

useless lumber. 

How they pile the poor little craft mast-high with fine clothes and big houses; 
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with useless servants, and a host of swell friends that do not care twopence for 

them, 

and that they do not care three ha'pence for; with expensive entertainments that 

nobody enjoys, with formalities and fashions, with pretence and ostentation, and 

with - oh, heaviest, maddest lumber of all! - the dread of what will my neighbour 

think, with luxuries that only cloy, with pleasures that bore, with empty show that, 

like the criminal's iron crown of yore, makes to bleed and swoon the aching head 

that wears it! 

It is lumber, man - all lumber! Throw it overboard. It makes the boat so heavy 

to pull, you nearly faint at the oars. It makes it so cumbersome and dangerous to 

manage, you never know a moment's freedom from anxiety and care, never gain a 

moment's rest for dreamy laziness - no time to watch the windy shadows skimming 

lightly o'er the shallows, or the glittering sunbeams flitting in and out among the 

ripples, or the great trees by the margin looking down at their own image, or the 

woods all green and golden, or the lilies white and yellow, or the sombre- waving 

rushes, or the sedges, or the orchis, or the blue forget-me-nots. 

Throw the lumber over, man! Let your boat of life be light, packed with only 

what you need - a homely home and simple pleasures, one or two friends, worth 

the name, someone to love and someone to love you, a cat, a dog, and a pipe or 

two, enough to eat and enough to wear, and a little more than enough to drink; for 

thirst is a dangerous thing. 

You will find the boat easier to pull then, and it will not be so liable to upset, and 

it will not matter so much if it does upset; good, plain merchandise will stand 

water. 

You will have time to think as well as to work. Time to drink in life's sunshine - 

time to listen to the AEolian music that the wind of God draws from the human 

heart-strings around us - time to - 

I beg your pardon, really. I quite forgot. 

Well, we left the list to George, and he began it. 

"We won't take a tent, suggested George; "we will have a boat with a cover. It 

is ever so much simpler, and more comfortable." 

It seemed a good thought, and we adopted it. I do not know whether you have 

ever seen the thing I mean. You fix iron hoops up over the boat, and stretch a huge 

canvas over them, and fasten it down all round, from stem to stern, and it converts 

the boat into a sort of little house, and it is beautifully cosy, though a trifle stuffy; 

but there, everything has its drawbacks, as the man said when his mother-in-law 

died, and they came down upon him for the funeral expenses. 

George said that in that case we must take a rug each, a lamp, some soap, a 

brush and comb (between us), a toothbrush (each), a basin, some tooth- powder, 

some shaving tackle (sounds like a French exercise, doesn't it?), and a couple of 

big-towels for bathing. I notice that people always make gigantic arrangements for 

bathing when they are going anywhere near the water, but that they don't bathe 

much when they are there. 

It is the same when you go to the sea-side. I always determine - when thinking 
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over the matter in London - that I'll get up early every morning, and go and have a 

dip before breakfast, and I religiously pack up a pair of drawers and a bath towel. I 

always get red bathing drawers. I rather fancy myself in red drawers. They suit my 

complexion so. But when I get to the sea I don't feel somehow that I want that 

early 

morning bathe nearly so much as I did when I was in town. 

On the contrary, I feel more that I want to stop in bed till the last moment, and 

then come down and have my breakfast. Once or twice virtue has triumphed, and I 

have got out at six and half-dressed myself, and have taken my drawers and towel, 

and stumbled dismally off. But I haven't enjoyed it. They seem to keep a specially 

cutting east wind, waiting for me, when I go to bathe in the early morning; and 

they 

pick out all the three-cornered stones, and put them on the top, and they sharpen 

up the rocks and cover the points over with a bit of sand so that I can't see them, 

and they take the sea and put it two miles out, so that I have to huddle myself up 

in my arms and hop, shivering, through six inches of water. And when I do get to 

the sea, it is rough and quite insulting. 

One huge wave catches me up and chucks me in a sitting posture, as hard as ever 

it can, down on to a rock which has been put there for me. And, before I've said 

"Oh! Ugh!" and found out what has gone, the wave comes back and carries me out 

to mid-ocean. I begin to strike out frantically for the shore, and wonder if I shall 

ever see home and friends again, and wish I'd been kinder to my little sister when a 

boy (when I was a boy, I mean). Just when I have given up all hope, a wave retires 

and leaves me sprawling like a star-fish on the sand, and I get up and look back 

and 

find that I've been swimming for my life in two feet of water. I hop back and dress, 

and crawl home, where I have to pretend I liked it. 

In the present instance, we all talked as if we were going to have a long swim 

every morning. George said it was so pleasant to wake up in the boat in the fresh 

morning, and plunge into the limpid river. Harris said there was nothing like a 

swim before breakfast to give you an appetite. He said it always gave him an 

appetite. George said that if it was going to make Harris eat more than Harris 

ordinarily ate, then he should protest against Harris having a bath at all. 

He said there would be quite enough hard work in towing sufficient food for 

Harris up against stream, as it was. 

I urged upon George, however, how much pleasanter it would be to have Harris 

clean and fresh about the boat, even if we did have to take a few more 

hundredweight 

of provisions; and he got to see it in my light, and withdrew his opposition to 

Harris's 

bath. Agreed, finally, that we should take THREE bath towels, so as not to keep 

each 

other waiting for clothes, George said two suits of flannel would be sufficient, as 

we could wash them ourselves, in the river, when they got dirty. We asked him if 
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he had ever tried washing flannels in the river, and he replied: "No, not exactly 

himself like; but he knew some fellows who had, and it was easy enough;" and 

Harris and I were 

weak enough to fancy he knew what he was talking about, and that three 

respectable 

young men, without position or influence, and with no experience in washing, 

could 

really clean their own shirts and trousers in the river Thames with a bit of soap. 

We were to learn in the days to come, when it was too late, that George was a 

miserable impostor, who could evidently have known nothing whatever about the 

matter. If you had seen these clothes after - but, as the shilling shockers say, we 

anticipate. 

George impressed upon us to take a change of under-things and plenty of socks, 

in case we got upset and wanted a change; also plenty of handkerchiefs, as they 

would do to wipe things, and a pair of leather boots as well as our boating shoes, 

as we should want them if we got upset. 

 

Emily Elizabeth Dickinson 

 Emily Elizabeth Dickinson was an American poet much acclaimed worldwide 

for her unique poems. Known for her seclusion from outer world and introvert 

nature, she was one of the major figures in American literature. This prolific poet 

wrote over seventeen hundred poems in her lifetime. Her style of writing was quite 

unique to the other writings of her era. Her poems were generally written in short 

lines and lacked titles. Use of slant rhyme with unconventional capitalization and 

punctuation made her poems unique in American literature. Her poems were 

mostly centered around two basic themes, death and immorality. She was mostly 

known to the world through her correspondences with her acquaintances. Only 

after the death of her, the world knew about her vast collection of over seventeen 

hundred poems. Her first collection of poetry was published in 1890 which was 

heavily edited by her personal acquaintances, Thomas Wentworth Higginson and 

Mabel Loomis Todd. Her first unaltered and complete collection of poems was 

published in 1955 by Thomas H. Johnson. Partly criticized for her eccentric nature, 

she is now considered as an innovative and pre- modernist poet. 

          Emily Dickinson Childhood and Early life 

Emily Dickinson was born at Amherst, Massachusetts, on December 10, 1830. 

Her family was one of the affluent families in the region. Her father, Edward 

Dickinson, served as the treasurer of Amherst College for four decades and also 

represented Hampshire district in the US Congress. Her mother was Emily 

Norcross from Monson. Emily Dickinson had two siblings, elder brother William 

Austin, also known as Austin, and younger sister Lavinia Norcross, also known as 

Lavinia or Vinnie. Emily Dickinson was always a well behaved and contented 

child. She had a liking in music especially to piano. Emily Dickinson had her 

primary education in a two-storey building at Peasant Street. At the age of ten, 
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Emily and her sister Lavinia were sent to Amherst Academy for further studies. 

Emily spent seven years in the academy, learning English, classical literature, 

Latin, botany, geology and history and mental philosophy. Death always had a 

deepening effect on Emily’s mentality. After the death of her cousin and best 

friend, Sophia Holland, who died in the April of 1844, Emily was traumatized in 

pain and was sent to her family home in Boston to recover. She rejoined Amherst 

Academy after recovering from the shock and continued her studies.Her last years 

at academy were considered as her most active ones. She met her lifelong friends 

and later correspondents during this part of her education life. These people 

include Abiah Root, Abby Wood, Jane Humphrey, and Susan Huntington Gilbert. 

She also became close to the new young principal, Leonard Humphrey during her 

last days in the academy. After leaving academy, she attended Mary Lyon's Mount 

Holyoke Female Seminary in South Hadley for a brief period of ten months. There 

were no certain reasons for her short stay at seminary, but many people believed 

her poor health or home sickness were the probable reasons. She returned home on 

March 25, 1848 and engaged herself in household activities. At the age of 

eighteen, Dickinson came in contact with a young attorney, Benjamin Franklin 

Newton. He had a formative influence on her and can be referred as one of her 

tutors, preceptors or masters. He gave her a copy of Ralph Waldo Emerson's first 

book of collected poems which shaped her poetic mind. Benjamin Franklin 

Newton also introduced her to the writings of William Wordsworth. It was also 

said that Dickinson was familiar with Bible and other contemporary literatures. 

The other notable writers and poets who had a creative influence on her were 

Lydia Maria Child, Charlotte Bronte and William Shakespeare. 

                                 Later Life 

The year 1850, started with the death of Emily’s dear friend, Leonard Humphrey 

who died suddenly due to brain congestion at the young age of 25. But 1850s also 

brought her the long-lasting and affectionate friendship from Susan Gilbert. Emily 

sent Susan around three hundred letters during the course of their friendship while 

Susan always remained supportive for her. Susan was her beloved friend, muse, 

influence and advisor. She later married Emily’s brother Austin after four years of 

courtship. Until 1855, Emily had confined herself to the Amherst only. It was in 

the spring of that year that she accompanied her mother and sister to a trip to 

Washington, where her father was representing Massachusetts in Congress. With 

the progression of years, Emily became more and more withdrawn from outer 

world. With the summer of 1858, she started reviewing her previously written 

poems and arranged the manuscript books. During the period from 1858 to 1865, 

she created forty fascicles which were holding a collection of eight hundred self-

written poems. It was during this time that she was acquainted with Samuel 

Bowles, the owner and editor-in-chief of the Springfield Republican and his wife 

Mary. During their frequent visits to Dickinsons, Emily sent them nearly three 

dozen letters and over fifty poems. Their friendship grew in subsequent years as 

Bowles published her few poems in his journal. On June 16, 1874, her father 
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Edward Dickinson died after a stroke. She didn’t attend the funeral and the 

memorial service instead stayed at her room only. This loss pushed her further in 

seclusion. During the years 1872-73 she became acquainted with Otis Phillips 

Lord, an elderly judge on the Massachusetts Supreme Judicial Court from Salem. 

Some people the believed that relationship between the two was more than 

friendship and probably was a romantic one. They exchanged letters in which they 

shared literary interests. Phillips Lord died in March 1884 after suffering from 

critical illness for years and Emily again lost one of her close friends.    

 Death 

Emily Dickinson kept on writing even in her last days but had stopped organizing 

and editing them. The 1880s came with heavy losses for Dickinsons family. Her 

mother died on November 14, 1882 and the following year Austin and Sue's third 

and youngest child, Gilbert who was also the Emily's favorite died due to typhoid 

fever. Her grief worsened after every death till she became very weak and feeble. 

She was confined to bed after showing various symptoms of feebleness but still 

sent her last bundle of letters in the spring. After several days of being in a serious 

condition, Dickinson passed away on May 15, 1886 at the age of 55. The cause of 

her death was believed to be Bright's disease. According to her will, her coffin was 

carried through fields of buttercups to the burial site. She was buried in the family 

plot at West Cemetery on Triangle Street. 

Because I Could Not Stop For Death 

Because I could not stop for Death, 

He kindly stopped for me; 

The carriage held but just ourselves 

And Immortality. 

 

We slowly drove, he knew no haste, 

And I had put away 

My labor, and my leisure too, 

For his civility. 

 

We passed the school, where children strove 

At recess, in the ring; 

We passed the fields of gazing grain, 

We passed the setting sun. 

 

Or rather, he passed us; 

The dews grew quivering and chill, 

For only gossamer my gown, 

My tippet only tulle. 

 

We paused before a house that seemed 
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A swelling of the ground; 

The roof was scarcely visible, 

The cornice but a mound. 

 

Since then 'tis centuries, and yet each 

Feels shorter than the day 

I first surmised the horses' heads 

Were toward eternity. 

 

James Hilton (9 September 1900 – 20 December 1954) was an English novelist 

best remembered for several best-sellers, including Lost Horizon and Goodbye, 

Mr. Chips. He also wrote Hollywood screenplays 

Born in Leigh, Lancashire, England, Hilton was the son of John Hilton, the 

headmaster of Chapel End School in Walthamstow. He was educated at The Leys 

School, Cambridge and then at Christ's College, Cambridge, where he wrote his 

first novel, and was also awarded an honours degree in English literature. He 

started work as a journalist, first for the Manchester Guardian, then reviewing 

fiction for the Daily Telegraph. 

He wrote his two most remembered books, Lost Horizon and Goodbye, Mr. 

Chips while living in a house on Oak Hill Gardens, Woodford Green. The house 

still stands, with a blue plaque marking Hilton's residence. By 1938 he had moved 

to California, and his work became more connected with the Hollywood film 

industry. 

He married Alice Brown in 1935, but they divorced in 1937. He then married 

Galina Kopernak but divorced eight years later. He died in Long Beach, California, 

USA, from liver cancer. His obituary in The Times describes him as "a modest and 

retiring man for all his success, he was a keen mountaineer and enjoyed music and 

travel." 

NOVELS 

Hilton's first novel, Catherine Herself, was published in 1920, when he was still an 

undergraduate. The next eleven years were difficult for him, and it was not until 

1931 that he had success with the novel And Now Goodbye. Following this, several 

of his books were international bestsellers and inspired successful film adaptations, 

notably Lost Horizon (1933), which won a Hawthornden Prize; Goodbye, Mr. 

Chips (1934); and Random Harvest (1941). After this, he continued to write, but 

the works were not regarded as of the same quality as his best-known novels. 

Hilton's books are sometimes characterised as sentimental and idealistic 

celebrations of English virtues. This is true of Mr. Chips, but some of his novels 

had a darker side. Flaws in the English society of his time – particularly narrow-

mindedness and class-consciousness – were frequently his targets. His novel We 
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Are Not Alone, despite its inspirational-sounding title, is a grim story of legally 

approved lynching brought on by wartime hysteria in Britain. 

Freud - an early admirer (though he considered The Meadows of the Moon below 

par) - came to conclude that Hilton had wasted his talent by being too prolific. 

Lost Horizon 

First published in 1933, this novel won Hilton the Hawthornden Prize in 1934. 

Later, Pocket Books, which pioneered the publication of small, soft-cover, 

inexpensive books, picked Lost Horizon as its first title in 1939. For that reason, 

the novel is frequently called the book that began the "paperback revolution." 

Hilton is said to have been inspired to write Lost Horizon, and to invent "Shangri-

La" by reading the National Geographic Magazine articles of Joseph Rock, an 

Austrian-American botanist and ethnologist exploring the southwestern Chinese 

provinces and Tibetan borderlands. Still living in Britain at the time, Hilton was 

perhaps influenced by the Tibetan travel articles of early travellers in Tibet whose 

writings were found in the British Library. Christian Zeeman, the Danish father of 

the mathematician Christopher Zeeman, has also been claimed to be the model for 

the hero of the story. He disappeared while living in Japan (where his son was born 

in 1925), and was reputed to be living incognito in a Zen Buddhist monastery. 

Some say that the isolated valley town of Weaverville, California, in far northern 

Trinity County, was a source, but this is the result of a misinterpretation of a 

comment by Hilton in a 1941 interview, in which he said that Weaverville 

reminded him of Shangri-La. Coincidentally, Junction City (about 8 miles from 

Weaverville) now has a Tibetan Buddhist centre with the occasional Tibetan 

monks in saffron robes. 

The name "Shangri-La" has become a byword for a mythical utopia, a permanently 

happy land, isolated from the world. After the Doolittle Raid on Tokyo, when the 

fact that the bombers had flown from an aircraft carrier remained highly classified, 

U.S. President Franklin D. Roosevelt told the press facetiously that they had taken 

off from Shangri-La. The Navy subsequently gave that name to an aircraft carrier, 

and Roosevelt named his Maryland presidential retreat "Shangri-La". (Later, 

President Dwight D. Eisenhower renamed the retreat Camp David after his 

grandson, and that name has been used for it ever since.) Zhongdian, a mountain 

region of Southwest China, has now been renamed Shangri-La (Xianggelila), 

based on its claim to have inspired Hilton's book. 

Hilton's father, headmaster of Chapel End School in Walthamstow, was one of the 

inspirations for the character of Mr. Chipping in Goodbye, Mr. Chips, a best seller. 

Hilton first sent the material to The Atlantic and the magazine printed it as an 

article in April, 1934. It was then proposed to be printed as a book. On 8 June it 

was published as a book. Four months later it appeared as a book in Britain. 

OSCAR WINNER 
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Hilton, who lived and worked in Hollywood beginning in the mid-1930s, won an 

Academy Award in 1942 for his work on the screenplay of Mrs. Miniver, based on 

the novel by Jan Struther. He hosted The Hallmark Playhouse (1948–1953) for 

CBS Radio. One of his later novels, Morning Journey, was about the film business. 

Some of Hilton's novels were filmed: 

 Lost Horizon (1937, 1973) 

 Knight Without Armour (1937) 

 We Are Not Alone (1939) with a screenplay by Hilton 

 Goodbye, Mr. Chips (1939, 1969, 1984, 2002) 

 Rage in Heaven (1941) 

 Random Harvest (1942), reprised on radio in 1943 

 The Story of Dr. Wassell (1944), starring Gary Cooper; based on Hilton's only 

nonfiction book 

 So Well Remembered (1947) starring John Mills and narrated by Hilton 

Hilton co-wrote the book and lyrics for Shangri-La, a disastrous 1956 Broadway 

musical adaptation of Lost Horizon. 

There is one sequel to Lost Horizon titled Shangri-La and written by Eleanor 

Cooney and Daniel Altieri. It was licensed by the publisher William Morrow (an 

imprint of Harper Collins) and approved by the heirs to the Hilton Estate, Elizabeth 

Hill and Mary Porterfield. Shangri-La continues James Hilton's tale, moving it 

forward in time to the Cultural Revolution of the 1960s and from there travelling 

back to the 1930s. In addition to its U.S. publication, the novel was further 

published in Germany, France, Spain and Portugal and was a New York Times 

Notable Book. 

A furore was caused in the late 1990s, when Wigan Council (the Metropolitan 

Borough responsible for Leigh) announced that a blue plaque in honour of Hilton 

would be placed not on his house in Wilkinson Street, but on the town hall. This 

caused great debate amongst the populace of Leigh, which considered it more 

appropriate to have it on the house itself, which is only a few hundred yards from 

the town hall. 

James Hilton should not be confused with the Leigh businessman of the same 

name who became chairman of Leigh Rugby League Football Club after the war 

and after whom the club's former ground, Hilton Park (1947–2009), was named. 

 

 

“The Passionate year” by James Hilton 

 

Tim first thing that Clare Harrington said to him when they met a few days later in 

Millstead High Street was: "Oh, congratulations, Mr. Speed!" 
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"Congratulations?" he echoed. "What for?" She replied quietly: "Helen has told 

me." 

He began to blush, and to hold his breath in an endeavour to prevent his cheeks 

from reddening to an extent that, so he felt, would be observed by passers-by. 

"Oh!" he gasped, with a half-embarrassed smile. Then, after a pause, he queried: 

"What has she told you?" 

And Clare answered: "That you are going to marry her." 

"Ah!" he exclaimed involuntarily, and he saw her eyes focussed on him strangely. 

A slow sensation of warmth began to envelop him; joy rose round him like a tide 

as he realised all the pivotal significance of what Clare had said. He was going to 

marry Helen! —Strange that, even amidst his most secret raptures, he had hardly 

dared to think of that! He had dreamed exquisite and fragile dreams of her, dreams 

in which she was too fairy-like and ethereal for marriage; doubtless, after some 

while, his ambitions would have crystallised normally, but up to the present they 

had no anchorage on earth at all. And to think that she had travelled in mind and 

intention more swiftly and further than he, to think that she had dared to deduce the 

final and ultimate reality, gave him, along with a surging overmastering joy, just a 

faint tinge of disappointment as well. But the joy, deepening and spreading, soon 

blotted out everything else: he sought Clare's hand and gripped it triumphantly. 

Tears were in his eyes and emotion clutching at his voice as he said: "I'm—I'm 

glad—she's told you. It's—it's fine, isn't it? —Don't you think we shall be—

happy?" 

"You ought to be," said Clare. 

He struggled with the press of feeling for a moment and then said: "Oh, let's go 

into Mason's and have a cup of coffee or something. I want to talk to you." 

So they sat for a quarter of an hour at a little green-tiled table in Mason's highly 

respectable café. The room was over the shop, and besides affording from the 

window a panoramic view of the High Street, contained a small fire-grate, a 

framed picture of the interior of Mason's Hygienic Bakery, and a large ginger-and-

white cat with kittens. Altogether it was a most secluded and comfortable 

rendezvous. 

All the while that they conversed he was but slowly sizing up the situation and 

experiencing little alternating wafts of disappointment and exhilaration. 

Disappointment, perhaps, that he had not been left the bewitching task of bringing 

Helen's mind, along with his own, out of the clouds and mists of dreams; 

exhilaration also, because her mind, womanishly direct, had evidently not needed 

such guidance. 

He talked rhapsodically to Clare; lashed himself, as it were, into a state of 

emotional fervour. He seemed eager to anticipate everything that anybody could 

possibly say to Helen's disadvantage, and to explain away the whole; it was as if he 

were championing Helen against subtle and inevitable disparagements. Once or 

twice he seemed to realise this, and to realise that he was defending where there 

was no attack, and then he stopped, looked confused, and waited for Clare to say 

something. Clare, as a matter of fact, said very little, and when she spoke Speed 
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took hardly any notice, except, perhaps, to allow her words to suggest to him some 

fresh rhapsodical outbreak. He said, in a sudden outpouring: "Of course I know 

she's only a child. That's the wonderful charm of her—part of the wonderful 

charm, at any rate. Some people might say she wasn't clever, but she is really, you 

know. I admit she doesn't show up very well in company, but that's because she's 

nervous. I'm nervous and I don't show up well. She's got an acute little brain 

though. You should hear the things she says sometimes. Simple little things, some 

people might think, but really, when you think about them, they're clever. Of 

course, she hasn't been educated up to a good many things, but then, if she had 

been, she wouldn't have kept her child-like simplicity, would she? —She's very 

quick at picking things up, and I'm lending her heaps of books. It's the most 

beautiful job in the world, being teacher to her. I'm rapturously happy about it and 

so is she. I could never stand these empty-headed society kind of women who can 

jabber superficially in drawing-rooms about every subject under the sun, and 

really, you know, haven't got an original idea in their heads. Helen has the most 

wonderful and childlike originality, you know. You've noticed it yourself, I 

daresay. Haven't you noticed it? —Yes, I'm sure you must have. And to think that 

she really does want to marry me!" 

"Why shouldn't she want to marry you?" interjected Clare, but that was one of the 

remarks of which he took little notice. He went on eagerly: "I don't know what the 

Head will think when he gets to know about it. Most probably he'll be fearfully 

annoyed. Clanwell warned me the other night. Apparently"—a faint touch of 

bitterness came into his voice—"apparently it isn't the thing to treat your 

Headmaster's daughter with anything but the most distant reserve." 

"Another question," said Clare shrewdly, "is what your people will think about it." 

"My people," he replied, again with the note of bitterness in his voice, "will 

probably do what they have always done whenever I have proposed taking any 

fresh step in life." 

"I can guess what that is. They oppose you, eh?" 

"Oh, not absolutely that. They recognise my right to do what I want, but they think 

I'm a fool, all the same. They don't quarrel with me. They just go on wishing I was 

like my elder brother." 

"What is he?" 

"He works in my father's office in town. My father, you know"—he became 

suddenly confidential in tone—"is a rather typical sort of business-man. Materialist 

outlook—wanted me to manage a soap-works. We never got on absolutely well 

together. When I told him I was going to get a mastership at a public school he 

thought I was mad." 

"And what will he think when you tell him you are going to marry the 

Headmaster's daughter?" 

He looked at her curiously, for the first time intent upon her personally, for 

something in the way she had uttered that last question set up in him the suspicion 

that she was laughing at him. A careful scrutiny of her features, however, revealed 
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no confirmation: he looked away again, shrugged his shoulders, and said: 

"Probably he'll think I'm madder than ever." 

She gave him a curious glance with uptilted lips which he could not properly 

interpret. "Anyway," she said, quietly, "I shouldn't tell him that Helen's a child." 

"Why not?" 

Clare gave him again that curious, uninterpretable glance. "Because she isn't, that's 

all." 

He was recovering from his surprise and was about to say something when she 

interrupted him with, perhaps, the first touch of animation that had so far 

distinguished her side of the conversation. "I told you," she said, "on the first night 

of term that you didn't understand Helen. And still you don't. If you did, you'd 

know that she was a woman, not a child at all." 

"I wish you'd explain a little—" 

"It doesn't need any explanation. You either know it or don't know it. Apparently 

you don't know it...And now, Mr. Speed, I'm afraid I'll have to go—I can't leave 

the boy to manage the shop by himself all morning." 

Speed had the sensation that she was slightly out of patience with him. 

Clare brought him to earth; his dreams crumpled when he was with her; his 

emotional outlook sagged, as it were, with the perhaps imagined pricklings of her 

shrewdness. He hated her, ever so slightly, because he felt sometimes between her 

and himself a subtle and secret hostility, a hostility in which, because of her cool 

imperturbability, she had all the advantage. But when he was not with her his 

imagination soared and flamed up higher than ever; it was a fire that Clare's 

temperament could only make sulky. Those final weeks of the summer term were 

glorious beyond words. He took Clanwell's advice to the extent of not meeting 

Helen on the school premises, but hardly a day passed without some wonderful and 

secret assignation; the two of them would arrange afternoon excursions together, 

picnics, at Parminters, strolls along the Millstead road at dusk. It was all deeply 

and inexpressibly lovely. He told her a great many of his own dreams and 

ambitions, making her share them with him; she kindled aptly to his own 

enthusiasms, readily as a child might have done. For he was certain that Clare was 

wrong in that: Helen was only a child. To marry her seemed a thing of almost 

unearthly delicacy; he found himself pitying her sometimes because of the future. 

Above all, that she should wish to marry him, that her love should be capable of 

such a solemn and ineffable desire, seemed to him nearly a miracle. "Fragile little 

thing!" he said to her once, as he kissed her—"I'm almost afraid of breaking 

you!"—She answered, in that wistful childlike voice that was perhaps 

incongruously sombre in tone: "Am I fragile?" 

Once, towards dusk, they met the Head along the Millstead road. He raised his hat 

and passed them, muttering: "Taking an—um—stroll, Helen—um—beautiful 

evening—um, yes—good evening, Mr. Speed!" 

He wore the air of being marvellously discreet. 
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Conversation at dinner in the Masters' Common-Room turned one evening upon 

Harrington. "Old Harrington's pretty bad again," Pritchard had said. "I heard in the 

town to-day that he'd had another stroke." 

Speed, curiously startled by the utterance of the name, exclaimed: "What, the 

Harringtons who keep the bookshop? —I didn't know he was ill." 

"Been ill ever since I can remember," replied Pritchard laconically. 

Then Speed remembered something that the Head had once told him about 

Harrington being a littérateur and an author of books on ethics. 

"I never met him," he said, tentatively, seeking to guide the conversation into a 

discussion of the man. 

Pritchard, ever ready to follow up a lead given to him, remarked: "You missed 

something, then. He was quite a character. Used to teach here once, you know." 

"Really?" 

"Used to try to, anyway, when they'd let him. Couldn't keep any sort of discipline. 

During his first prep they poured ink down his neck." 

"Pritchard needn't talk," interposed Clanwell, laughing. "During his first prep they 

mixed carbide and water under his chair." The rest of the Common-Room among 

whom Pritchard was no favourite, joined in the laughter. Then Clanwell took up 

the thread, kinder in his narrative than Pritchard had been. "I liked Harrington. He 

was a good sort, but he wasn't made for a schoolmaster. I told him so, and after his 

breakdown he took my advice and left the profession." 

"Breakdown?" said Speed. "He had a breakdown then?" 

"Yes, his wife died when his daughter was born. He never told us anything about 

it. One morning he collapsed over a four alpha English form. I was next door. I 

was used to a row, but the terrible pandemonium made me wonder if anything had 

happened. I went in and found the little devils giving him sportive first-aid. They'd 

half undressed him My word! —I picked out those that were in my house and gave 

them a tidy thrashing. Don't you remember, Lavery?" 

"I remember," said the indolent Lavery, "you trying to persuade me to do the same 

with my little lot." 

"But Harrington?" queried Speed, anxious that the conversation should not be 

diverted into other channels. 

"Oh, well," resumed Clanwell, "he left Millstead and took to—shall we call it 

literature?" 

"What do you mean?" 

"What do I mean?—" Clanwell laughed. "D'you mean to tell me you haven't heard 

of Samuel Harrington, author of the famous 'Helping-Hand-Books'?" 

"I haven't." 

"Then I must lend you one or two of them. They'll do you good. Lavery and I 

attribute our remarkable success in life to our careful study of them, don't we, 

Lavery?" 

"Do we, Clanwell?" 

Ransome, wizened and Voltairish, and agreeable company when stirred to 

anecdote, began: "Ah! 'How to be Powerful' was the best, though I think 'How to 
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Become a Dominating Personality' was pretty good. The drollest of all was 'How to 

Meet Difficulties.' Speed has a treat in store if he hasn't read them. They're all in 

the School-library. The fellow used to send the Head free autographed copies of 

each one of them as it appeared." 

Ransome, rarely beguiled into conversation, always secured a respectful audience. 

After a silence he went on: "I used to know old Harrington pretty well after he took 

to—writing. He once told me the entire circumstances of his début into the literary 

profession. It was rather droll." 

Ransome paused, and Speed said: "I'd like to hear it." 

A murmur of assent followed from the rest, and Ransome, not without pleasure at 

the flattery of his being eagerly listened to, crumbled a piece of bread by his plate 

and resumed. "He told me that one morning after he'd left Millstead he was feeling 

especially miserable and having a breakfast of tea and dry bread. So he said, 

anyway. Remember that, at that time, he had a baby to look after. The postman 

brought him, that morning, a letter from an old school friend of his, a rector in 

Somerset, asking him if he would care to earn half-a-guinea by writing for him an 

address on 'Self-Control' for the Young Women's Sunshine Club at Little Pelthing, 

Somerset. I remember the name of the club and the village because I remember 

they struck me as being rather droll at the time. Harrington said the letter, or part of 

it, went something like this: 'I have just become the proud father of a most 

wonderful little baby boy, and you can imagine how infernally busy as well as 

infernally happy I am. Could you oblige me with an address on "Self-Control"?—

You were always rather good at dashing off essays when we were at school. The 

address should have a strong moral flavour and should last from half-an-hour to 

forty minutes.'...Well, Harrington sat down to write that address on 'Self-Control.' 

He told me that he knew all that anybody need know about self-control, because he 

was using prodigious quantities of it all the time he was writing. Anyway, it was a 

fine address. The Reverend Henry Beauchamp Northcroft—another name droll 

enough to be remembered—delivered it to the united assembly of the Little 

Pelthing Young Women's Sunshine Club, and everybody said it was the finest and 

most inspiring address they had ever heard from his lips. It glowed, as it were, 

from within; it radiated hope; it held a wonderful and sublime message for 

mankind. And, in addition, it lasted from half-an-hour to forty minutes. Nor was 

this all. A wealthy and philanthropic lady in the Reverend Henry Beauchamp 

Northcroft's congregation—Harrington did tell me her name, but I suspect it was 

not droll enough for me to remember it—suggested that, at her expense, the 

address should be printed and published in pamphlet form. With Harrington's 

consent this was done, and, so he told me, no fewer than twenty-five thousand 

copies of 'Self-Control' were despatched to various centres in England, America, 

the Colonies, and on board His Majesty's ships." 

"Do you believe all this?" exclaimed Clanwell, laughing, to the Common-Room in 

general. 

"Whether you believe it or not," replied Ransome, severely, "it's sufficiently droll 

for it to be worth hearing. And a large part of it is true, at any rate." 
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"Go on then," said Clanwell. 

Ransome (spreading himself out luxuriously), went on: "It seemed to Harrington 

that having, to put it vulgarly, scored a fine though anonymous bull's-eye with 

Self-Control,' he might, with profit, attempt to do similar business on his own 

account. Accordingly, he wrote a collection of some half-dozen didactic essays on 

such subjects as 'Immortality," Health and Wealth,' The Art of Happiness,' and so 

on, and sent them to a well-known publisher of works on religion and ethics. This 

fellow, after a most unethical delay of several months, returned them with his curt 

regrets and the information that such stuff was a drug on the publishing market. 

Then Harrington, nothing in the least daunted, sent them straightway off again to a 

publisher of sensational novels. This last gentleman, he was a gentleman, for he 

replied almost immediately, agreeing to publish if Mr. Harrington would—I'm 

quoting hazily from the letter which Harrington showed me—if he would 'under-

take to supply a further eighteen essays to make up a book of the customary eighty-

thousand-word length.'—'You have a distinct vein of humour,' wrote Mr. Potts, of 

Larraby and Potts, Limited—that was the firm—'and we think your work would be 

very saleable if you would throw off what appears to be a feeling of restraint.'—So 

I guess Harrington just threw off this feeling of restraint, whatever exactly it was, 

and began on those eighteen essays...I hope this tale isn't boring you." 

"Not at all!"—"Go on!"—came the chorus. Ransome smiled. 

"There isn't much to go on to. The book of essays was called Sky-Signs,' and it was 

reviewed rather pleasantly in some of the papers. Then followed 'About It and 

About,' a further bundle of didactic essays which ran into five editions in six 

months. And then 'Through my Lattice Window,' which was the sort of book you 

were not ashamed to take into the pew with you and read during the offertory, 

provided, of course, that it was handsomely bound in black morocco. And lastly 

came the Helping-Hand-Books, which Mr. Speed must read if he is to consider his 

education complete. That's all. The story's over." 

After the first buzz of comment Speed said: "I suppose he made plenty of money 

out of that sort of thing?" 

Ransome replied: "Yes, he made it and then he lost it. He dabbled in finance and 

had a geometrical theory about the rise and fall of rubber shares. Then he got 

plentifully in debt and when his health began to give way he took the bookshop 

because he thought it would be an easy way to earn money. He'd have lost on that 

if his daughter hadn't been a born business-woman." 

"But surely," said Clanwell, "the money kept on trickling in from his books?" 

Ransome shook his head. "No, because he'd sold the copyrights for cash down. He 

was a child in finance. But all the same he knew how to make money. For that you 

should refer to his book 'How to be Successful,' passim. It's full of excellent 

fatherly advice." 

Ransome added, with a hardly perceptible smile: "There's also a chapter about 

Courtship and Marriage. You might find it interesting, Mr. Speed." 

Speed blushed furiously. 
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Afterwards, strolling over to the House with Clanwell, Speed said: "I say, was that 

long yarn Ransome told about Harrington true, do you think?" 

Clanwell replied: "Well, it may have been. You can never be quite certain with 

Ransome, though. But he does know how to tell a story, doesn't he?" 

Speed agreed. 

Late that night the news percolated, somehow or other, that old Harrington was 

dead. 

Curious, perhaps, that Speed, who had never even seen the man, and whose 

knowledge of him was derived almost solely from Ransome's "droll" story, should 

experience a sensation of personal loss! Yet it was so, mysteriously and 

unaccountably: the old man's death took his mind further away from Millstead than 

anything had been able to do for some time. The following morning, he met Helen 

in the lane outside the school and his first remark to her was: "I say, have you 

heard about old Harrington?" 

Helen said: "Yes, isn't it terrible? —I'm so sorry for Clare—I went down to see her 

last night. Poor Clare!" 

He saw tears in her eyes, and at this revelation of her abounding pity and warm-

heartedness, his love for her welled up afresh, so that in a few seconds his soul was 

wholly in Millstead again. "You look tired, Helen," he said, taking her by the arm 

and looking down into her eyes. 

Then she burst into tears. 

"I'm all right," she said, between gulps of sobbing. "It's so sad, though, isn't it? —

Death always frightens me. Oh, I'm so sorry for Clare. Poor darling Clare! Oh, 

Kenneth—I was miserable last night when I came home. I didn't know what to do, 

I was so miserable. I—I did want to see you, and I—I walked along the garden 

underneath Clanwell's room and I heard your voice in there." 

He said, clasping her arm tightly: "Yes, I went to Clanwell for coffee after prep." 

She went on pathetically: "You sounded so happy—I heard you laughing. Oh, it 

was terrible to hear you laughing when I was miserable!" 

"Poor little child!"—He bent down suddenly and kissed her eyes. "What a sad and 

forlorn little girl you are this morning! —Don't yon guess why I'm so happy 

nowadays?" 

"Why are you?" 

He said, very slowly and beautifully: "Because of you. Because you have made my 

life utterly and wonderfully different. Because all the beauty in the world reminds 

me of you. When I wake up in the morning with the sun on my face I want to roar 

with laughter—I don't know why, except that I'm so happy." 

She smiled gratefully and looked up into his face with large, tender eyes. 

"Sometimes," she said, "beauty makes me want to cry, not to laugh. Last night, in 

the garden, everything was so lovely, and yet so sad. Don't you think beautiful 

things are sad sometimes?"—She paused and went on, with less excitement: 

"When I went in, about ten o'clock, I was so miserable I went in the dining-room to 

be alone. I was crying and father came in." 

"Well?" he whispered, eagerly. 
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"He wanted to know what was the matter." 

"And you told him about Clare's father, I suppose?" 

"No," she answered. "Don't be angry," she pleaded, laying a hand on his arm. "I 

don't know what made me do it—I suppose it was instinct. Anyway, yon were 

going to, soon, even if I hadn't. II told father about—us!" 

"You did?" 

"Yes. Don't be angry with me." 

"My darling, I'm not angry with you. What did he say?" 

She came so close to him that he could feel her body trembling with emotion. "He 

didn't mind," she whispered. "He didn't mind at all. Kenneth, aren't you glad? —

Isn't it fine of him?" 

"Glorious!" he answered, taking a deep breath. Again the tide of joy seemed to 

engulf him, joy immense and stupefying. He would have taken her in his arms and 

kissed her had he not seen people coming along the lane. "It's wonderful, Helen!" 

he whispered. Then some secondary thought seemed to strike him suddenly: he 

said: "But why were you miserable a little while ago? Didn't the good news make 

you feel happy?" 

She answered, still with a touch of sadness: "I didn't know whether you would 

think it was good news."—"Helen!" he exclaimed remonstratively, clasping her 

tightly to him: she went on, smiling at him: "Yes, it's silly of me, isn't it?—But 

Kenneth, Kenneth, I don't know how it is, I'm never quite certain of you—there's 

always a funny sort of fear in my mind! I know it's silly. I can't help it, though. 

Perhaps it will all be different some day." 

"Some day!" he echoed, gazing into her uplifted eyes. 

A vision, secret and excruciatingly lovely, filled their eyes for a moment. He knew 

then that to marry her had become his blinding and passionate ambition. 

The Millstead and District Advertiser had a long and sympathetic appreciation of 

the late Mr. Samuel Harrington in its first July issue. The Helping-Hand-Books 

were described as "pleasant little homilies written with much charm and humour." 

Speed took one or two of them out of the School Library and read them. 

About a week after the funeral he called at the shop, ostensibly to buy a book, but 

really to offer his condolences. He had been meaning to go, for several days in 

succession, but a curious dread of an interview with Clare had operated each time 

for postponement. Nor could he understand this dread. He tried to analyse it, to 

discover behind it any conceivable reason or motive; but the search was in vain. He 

was forced to suppose, vaguely, that the cause of it was that slight but noticeable 

temperamental hostility between himself and Clare which always resulted in a 

clouding over of his dreams. 

It was a chilly day for July; there was no sun, and the gas was actually lit in the 

shop when he called. The boy, a smart under-sized youngster, was there to serve 

him, but he asked for Miss Harrington. She must have heard his voice, for she 

appeared almost straightway, dressed neatly and soberly in black, and greeted him 

with a quite brisk: "Good afternoon, Mr. Speed!" 
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He shook hands with her gravely and began to stammer: "I should have called 

before, Miss Harrington, to offer you my sincerest sympathies, but—" 

She held up her hand in an odd little gesture of reproof and said, interrupting him: 

"Please don't. If you want a chat come into the back room. Thomas can attend to 

the shop." 

He accepted her invitation almost mechanically. It was a small room, full of 

businesslike litter such as is usual in the back rooms of shops, but a piano and 

bookcase gave it a touch of individuality. As she pointed him to a seat she said: 

"Don't think me rude, but this is the place for conversation. The shop is for buying 

things. You'll know in future, won't you?" 

He nodded somewhat vaguely. He could not determine what exactly was 

astounding in her, and yet he realised that the whole effect of her was somehow 

astounding. More than ever was he conscious of the subtle hostility, by no means 

amounting to unfriendliness, but perhaps importing into her regard for him a tinge 

of contempt. 

"Do you know," he said, approaching the subject very deliberately, "that until a 

very short time ago I knew nothing at all about Mr. Harrington? You never told 

me." 

"Why should I?" She was on her guard in an instant. He went on: "You may think 

me sincere or not as you choose, but I should like to have met him." 

"He had a dislike of being met." 

She said that with a touch of almost vicious asperity. 

He went on, far less daunted by her rudeness than he would have been if she had 

given way to emotion of any kind: "Anyway I have got to know him as well as I 

can by reading his books." 

"What a way to get to know him!" she exclaimed, contemptuously. She looked him 

sternly in the face and said: "Be frank, Mr. Speed, and admit that you found my 

father's books the most infantile trash you ever read in your life!" 

"Miss Harrington!" he exclaimed, protesting. She rose, stood over him menacingly, 

and cried: "You have your chance to be frank, mind!" 

He looked at her, tried to frame some polite reply, and found himself saying 

astonishingly: "Well, to be perfectly candid, that was rather my opinion." 

"And mine," she added quietly. 

She was calm in an instant. She looked at him almost sympathetically for a 

moment, and with a sudden gesture of satisfaction sat down in a chair opposite to 

his. "I'm glad you were frank with me, Mr. Speed," she said. "I can talk to anybody 

who's frank with me. It's your nature to confide in anybody who gives yon the least 

encouragement, but it's not mine I'm rather reticent. I remember once you talked to 

me a lot about your own people. Perhaps you thought it strange of me not to 

reciprocate." 

"No, I never thought of it then." 

"You didn’t? —Well, I thought perhaps you might have done. Now that you've 

shown yourself candid I can tell you very briefly the sort of man my father was. He 

was a very dear old hypocrite, and I was very fond of him. He didn't feel half the 
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things he said in his books, though I think he was honest enough to try to. He 

found a good thing and he stuck to it. After all, writing books was only his trade, 

and a man oughtn't to be judged entirely by what he's forced to do in order to make 

a living." 

He stared at her half-incredulously. She was astounding him more than ever. She 

went on, with a curious smile: "He was fifty-seven years old. When he died he was 

half-way through his eleventh book. It was to have been called 'How to Live to 

Three-Score-Years-and-Ten.' All about eating nuts and keeping the bedroom 

windows open at nights, you know." 

He wondered if he were expected to laugh. 

He stammered, after a bewildered pause: "How is all this going to affect you? —

Will you leave Millstead?" 

She replied, with a touch in her voice of what he thought might have been 

mockery: "My father foresaw the plight I might be in some day and thoughtfully 

left me his counsel on the subject. Perhaps you'd like me to read it?" 

She went over to the bookcase and took down an edition-de-luxe copy of one of 

the Helping-Hand-Books. 

"Here it is—' How to Meet Difficulties'—Page 38—I'll read the passage—it's only 

a short one. 'How is it that the greatest and noblest of men and women are those 

against whom Fate has set her most tremendous obstacles? —Simply that it is good 

for a man or a woman to fight, good to find paths fraught with dire perils and 

difficulties galore, good to accept the ringing challenge of the gods! Nay, I would 

almost go so far as to say: lucky is that boy or girl who is cast, forlorn and 

parentless upon the world at a tender age, for if there be greatness in him or her at 

all, it will be forced to show itself as surely as the warm suns of May compel each 

flower to put forth her bravest splendour!'...So now you know, Mr. Speed!" 

She had read the passage as if declaiming to an audience. It was quite a typical 

extract from the works of the late Mr. Harrington: such phrases as 'dire perils,' 

'difficulties galore,' and ringing challenge of the gods' contained all that was most 

truly characteristic of the prose style of the Helping-Hand-Books. 

Speed said, rather coldly: "Do you know what one would wonder, hearing you talk 

like this?" 

"What?" 

"One would wonder if you had any heart at all." 

Again the curious look came into her eyes and the note of asperity into her voice. 

"If I had, do you think I would let you see it, Mr. Speed?" she said. 

They stared at each other almost defiantly for a moment; then, as if by mutual 

consent, allowed the conversation to wander into unimportant gossip about 

Millstead. Nor from those placid channels did it afterwards stray away. Hostility of 

a kind persisted between them more patently than ever; yet, in a curiously 

instinctive way, they shook hands when they separated as if they were staunch 

friends. 

As he stepped out into High Street the thought of Helen came to him as a shaft of 

sunlight round the edges of a dark cloud. 
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Term finished in a scurry of House-matches and examinations. School House won 

the cricket trophy and there was a celebratory dinner at which Speed accompanied 

songs and made a nervously witty speech and was vociferously applauded. "We all 

know we're the best House," said Clanwell, emphatically, "and what we've got to 

do is just to prove to other people that we are." Speed said: "I've only been in 

School House a term, but it's been long enough time for me to be glad I'm where I 

am and not in any other House." (Cheers.) Amidst such jingoist insincerities a very 

pleasant evening romped its way to a close. The following day, the last day of 

term, was nearly as full of new experiences as had been the first day. School House 

yard was full of boxes and trunks waiting to be collected by the railway carriers, 

and in amongst it all, small boys wandered forlornly, secretly happy yet weak with 

the cumulative passion of anticipation. In the evening there was the farewell dinner 

in the dining-hall, the distribution of the terminal magazine, and the end-of-term 

concert, this last concluding with the Millstead School-Song, the work of an 

uninspired composer in one of his most uninspired moments. Then, towards ten 

o'clock in the evening, a short service in chapel, followed by a "rag" on the school 

quadrangle, brought the long last day to a close. Cheers were shouted for the 

Masters, for Doctor and Mrs. Ervine, for those leaving, and (facetiously) for the 

school porter. That night there was singing and rowdyism in the dormitories, but 

Speed did not interfere. 

He was ecstatically happy. His first term had been a triumph. And, fittingly 

enough, it had ended with the greatest triumph of all. Ever since Helen had told 

him of her confession to her father, Speed had been making up his mind to visit the 

Head and formally put the matter before him. That night, the last night of the 

summer term, after the service in chapel, when the term, so far as the Head was 

concerned with it, was finished, Speed had tapped at the door of the Head's study. 

Once again the sight of that study, yellowly luminous in the incandescent glow, set 

up in him a sensation of sinister attraction, as if the room were full of melancholy 

ghosts. The Head was still in his surplice, swirling his arms about the writing-table 

in an endeavour to find some mislaid paper. The rows upon rows of shining 

leather-bound volumes, somebody on the Synoptic Gospels, somebody else's New 

Testament Commentary, seemed to surround him and enfold him like a protective 

rampart. The cool air of the summer night floated in through the slit of open 

window and blew the gas-light fitfully high and low. Speed thought, as he entered 

the room and saw the Head's shining bald head bowed over the writing-table: Here 

you have been for goodness knows how many years and terms, and now has come 

the end of another one. Don't you feel any emotion in it at all?—You are getting to 

be an old man: can you bear to think of the day you first entered this old room and 

placed those books on the shelves instead of those that belonged to your 

predecessor?—Can you bear to think of all the generations that have passed by, all 

the boys, now men, who have stared at you inside this very room, while time, 

which bore them away in a happy tide, has left you for ever stranded?—Why I, 

even I, can feel, after the first term, something of that poignant melancholy which, 
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if I were in your place, would overwhelm me. Don't you—can't you—feel anything 

at all? — 

The Head looked up, observed Speed, and said: "Um, yes—pleased to see you, Mr. 

Speed-have you come to say good-bye—catching an early train to-morrow, 

perhaps—um, yes-eh?" 

"No, sir. I wanted to speak to you on a private matter. Can you spare me a few 

moments?" 

"Oh yes, most certainly. Not perhaps the—um—usual time for seeing me, but 

still—that is no matter. I shall be—um—happy to talk with you, Mr. Speed." 

Speed cleared his throat, shifted from one foot to another, and began, rather loudly, 

as always when he was nervous: "Miss Ervine, sir, I believe, spoke to you some 

while ago about—about herself and me, sir." 

The Head placed the tips of his fingers together and leaned back in his chair. 

"That is so, Mr. Speed." 

"I—I have been meaning to come and see you about it for some time. I hope—I 

hope you didn't think there was anything underhand in my not seeing you?" 

The Head temporised suavely: "Well-um, yes—perhaps my curiosity did not go 

so—um—so far as that. When you return to your room, Mr. Speed, you will find 

there an—um—a note from me, requesting you to see me to-morrow morning. I 

take it you have not seen that note?" 

"Not yet, sir." 

"Ah, I see. I supposed when you entered that you were catching an early train in 

the morning and were—um—purposing to see me to-night instead...No matter. 

You will understand why I wished to see you, no doubt." 

"Possibly the same reason that I wished to see you." 

"Ah, yes—possibly. Possibly. You have been-um—quite—um—speedy—in—

um—pressing forward your suit with my daughter. Um, yes—very speedy, I 

think...Speedy—Ha—Ha—um, yes—the play upon words was quite accidental, I 

assure you." 

Speed, with a wan smile, declared: "I daresay I am to blame for not having 

mentioned it to you before now. I decided—I scarcely know why—to wait until 

term was over...I—I love your daughter, and I believe she loves me. That's all there 

is to say, I think." 

"Indeed, Mr. Speed? —It must be a very—um—simple matter then." 

Speed laughed, recovering his assurance now that he had made his principal 

statement. "I am aware that there are complexities, sir." 

The Head played an imaginary tune on his desk with his outstretched fingers. "You 

must—um—listen to me for a little while, Mr. Speed. We like you very much—I 

will begin, perhaps unwisely, by telling you that. You have been all that we could 

have desired during this last term-given-um—every satisfaction, indeed. Naturally, 

I think too of my daughter's feelings. She is, as you say, extremely-um-fond of 

you, and on you depends to a quite considerable extent her—um—happiness. We 

could not therefore, my wife and I, refuse to give the matter our very careful 
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consideration. Now I must—um—cross-examine you a little. You wish to marry 

my daughter, is that not so?" 

"Yes." 

"When?" 

The Head flung out the question with disconcerting suddenness. 

Speed, momentarily unbalanced, paused, recovered himself, and said wisely: 

"When I can afford to, sir. As soon as I can afford to. You know my salary and 

prospects, sir, and are the best judge of how soon I shall be able to give your 

daughter the comforts to which she has been accustomed." 

"A clever reply, Mr. Speed. Um, yes—extremely clever. I gather that you are quite 

convinced that you will be happy with my daughter?" 

"I am quite convinced, sir." 

"Then money is the only difficulty. What a troublesome thing money is, Mr. 

Speed!-May I ask you whether you have yet consulted your own parents on the 

matter?" 

"I have not done so yet. I wanted your reply first." 

"I see. And what—um—do you anticipate will be their reply?" 

Speed was silent for a moment and then said: "I cannot pretend that I think they 

will be enthusiastic. They have never agreed with my actions. But they have the 

sense to realise that I am old enough to do as I choose, especially in such a matter 

as marriage. They certainly wouldn't quarrel with me over it." 

The Head stared fixedly at Speed for some while; then, with a soft, crooning tone, 

began to speak. "Well, you know, Mr. Speed, you are very young-only twenty-two, 

I believe."— (Speed interjected: "Twenty-three next month, sir.")—The Head 

proceeded: "Twenty-three, then. It's—um—it's rather young for marriage. 

However, I am—um, yes—inclined to agree with Professor Potts that one of the—

um—curses of our modern civilisation is that it pushes the—um—marriageable 

age too late for the educated man." (And who the devil, thought Speed, is Professor 

Potts?)..."Now it so happens, Mr. Speed, that this little problem of ours can be 

settled in a way which is satisfactory to myself and to the school, and which I think 

will be equally satisfactory to yourself and my daughter. I don't know whether you 

know that Lavery leaves this term?" 

"I didn't know, sir." 

"He has reached the—um—the retiring age. As perhaps you know, Mr. Speed, 

Lavery belonged to the—um—old school. In many ways, I think, the old methods 

were best, but, of course, one has to keep up with the times. I am quite certain that 

the Governors will look favourably on a very much younger man to be—um—

Lavery's successor. It would also be an advantage if he were married." 

"Married!" echoed Speed. 

"Yes. Married house masters are always preferred...Then, again, Mr. Speed, we 

should want a public-school man...Of course, Lavery's is a large House and the 

position is not one to be—um—lightly undertaken. And, of course, it is for the 

Governors to decide, in the last resort. But if you think about it, Mr. Speed, and if 

you favour the idea, it will probably occur to you that you stand a rather good 
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chance. Of course it requires thinking over a great deal. Urn, yes—decide nothing 

in a hurry..." 

Speed's mind, hazily receiving the gist of what the Head was saying, began to 

execute a wild pirouette. He heard the Head's voice droning on, but he did not 

properly hear anything more that was said. He heard in snatches: "Of course you 

would have to take up your new duties in—um, yes—September...And for that 

purpose, you would get married during the vacation...A great chance for your Mr. 

Speed...the Governors...very greatly impressed with you at Speech Day...You 

would like Lavery's...an excellent House...Plenty of time to think it over, you 

know...Um, yes—plenty of time...When did you say you were going home?" 

Speed recovered himself so far as to answer: "Tuesday, sir." 

"Um, yes—delightful, that is—you will be able to dine with us to-morrow night 

then, no doubt? —Curious place, Millstead, when everybody has gone away...Um, 

yes—extremely delightful...Think it over very carefully, Mr. Speed...we dine at 

seven-thirty during the vacations, remember...Good night, then, Mr. Speed...Um, 

yes—Good night!" 

Speed staggered out as if intoxicated. 

That was why, hearing the singing and shouting in the dormitories that night, 

Speed did not interfere. With happiness surging all around him how could he have 

the heart to curtail the happiness of others? -About half-past ten he went round 

distributing journey-money, and to each dormitory in turn he said farewell and 

wished a pleasant vacation. The juniors were scampering over one another's beds 

and pelting one another with pillows. Speed said merely: "If I were you fellows I 

should get to sleep pretty soon: Hartopp will ring the bells at six, you know." 

Then he went back into his own room, his room that would not be his any more, 

for next term he would be in Lavery's. Noisy and insincere as had been his 

protestations at the House Dinner about the superiority of School House over any 

other, there was yet a sense in which he felt deeply sorry to leave the place where 

he had been so happy and successful. He looked back in memory to that first 

evening of term, and remembered his first impression of the room assigned to him; 

then it had seemed to him lonely, forlorn, even a little dingy. Hardly a trace of that 

earliest aspect remained with it now. At eleven o'clock on the last night of term it 

glowed with the warmth of a friendly heart; it held out loving arms that made 

Speed, even amidst his joy, piteously sorry to leave it. The empty firegrate, in 

which he had never seen a fire, lured him with the vision of all the cosy winter 

nights that he had missed. 

Outside it was moonlight again, as when, a month before, he had waited by the 

pavilion steps on the evening of the Speech Day. From his open lattice-window he 

could see the silver tide lapping against the walls and trees, the pale sea of the pitch 

on which there would be no more cricket, the roof and turret of the pavilion 

gleaming with liquid radiance. I All was soft and silent, glossy beneath the high 

moon. It was as if everything had endured agelessly, as if the passing of a term 

were no more than the half-heard tick of a clock in the life of Millstead. 
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Leaning out of the window he heard a voice, boyish and sudden, in the junior 

dormitory below. 

"I say, Bennett, are you going by the eight-twenty-two?" 

An answer came indistinguishably, and then the curt command of the prefect 

imposing silence, silence which, reigned over by the moon and the sky of stars, 

lasted through the short summer night until dawn. 

 

Jane Austen, 

Jane Austen, (born December 16, 1775, Steventon, Hampshire, England—died 

July 18, 1817, Winchester, Hampshire), English writer who first gave the novel its 

distinctly modern character through her treatment of ordinary people in everyday 

life. She published four novels during her lifetime: Sense and 

Sensibility (1811), Pride and Prejudice (1813), Mansfield Park (1814), 

and Emma (1815). In these and in Persuasion and Northanger Abbey (published 

together posthumously, 1817), she vividly depicted English middle-class life 

during the early 19th century. Her novels defined the era’s novel of manners, but 

they also became timeless classics that remained critical and popular successes for 

over two centuries after her death. 

Life 

Jane Austen was born in the Hampshire village of Steventon, where her father, the 

Reverend George Austen, was rector. She was the second daughter and seventh 

child in a family of eight—six boys and two girls. Her closest companion 

throughout her life was her elder sister, Cassandra; neither Jane nor Cassandra 

married. Their father was a scholar who encouraged the love of learning in his 

children. His wife, Cassandra (née Leigh), was a woman of ready wit, famed for 

her impromptu verses and stories. The great family amusement was acting. 

Jane Austen’s lively and affectionate family circle provided a 

stimulating context for her writing. Moreover, her experience was carried far 

beyond Steventon rectory by an extensive network of relationships by blood and 

friendship. It was this world—of the minor landed gentry and the country clergy, in 

the village, the neighbourhood, and the country town, with occasional visits 

to Bath and to London—that she was to use in the settings, characters, and subject 

matter of her novels. 

Her earliest known writings date from about 1787, and between then and 1793 she 

wrote a large body of material that has survived in three manuscript 

notebooks: Volume the First, Volume the Second, and Volume the Third. These 

contain plays, verses, short novels, and other prose and show Austen engaged in 

the parody of existing literary forms, notably the genres of the sentimental 

novel and sentimental comedy. Her passage to a more serious view of life from the 

exuberant high spirits and extravagances of her earliest writings is evident in Lady 

Susan, a short epistolary novel written about 1793–94 (and not published until 

1871). This portrait of a woman bent on the exercise of her own powerful mind 
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and personality to the point of social self-destruction is, in effect, a study of 

frustration and of woman’s fate in a society that has no use for her talents. 

In 1802 it seems likely that Jane agreed to marry Harris Bigg-Wither, the 21-year-

old heir of a Hampshire family, but the next morning changed her mind. There are 

also a number of mutually contradictory stories connecting her with someone with 

whom she fell in love but who died very soon after. Since Austen’s novels are so 

deeply concerned with love and marriage, there is some point in attempting to 

establish the facts of these relationships. Unfortunately, the evidence is 

unsatisfactory and incomplete. Cassandra was a jealous guardian of her sister’s 

private life, and after Jane’s death she censored the surviving letters, destroying 

many and cutting up others. But Jane Austen’s own novels provide indisputable 

evidence that their author understood the experience of love and of love 

disappointed. 

The earliest of her novels published during her lifetime, Sense and Sensibility, was 

begun about 1795 as a novel-in-letters called “Elinor and Marianne,” after its 

heroines. Between October 1796 and August 1797 Austen completed the first 

version of Pride and Prejudice, then called “First Impressions.” In 1797 her father 

wrote to offer it to a London publisher for publication, but the offer was 

declined. Northanger Abbey, the last of the early novels, was written about 1798 or 

1799, probably under the title “Susan.” In 1803 the manuscript of “Susan” was 

sold to the publisher Richard Crosby for £10. He took it for immediate publication, 

but, although it was advertised, unaccountably it never appeared. 

Up to this time the tenor of life at Steventon rectory had been propitious for Jane 

Austen’s growth as a novelist. This stable environment ended in 1801, however, 

when George Austen, then age 70, retired to Bath with his wife and daughters. For 

eight years Jane had to put up with a succession of temporary lodgings or visits to 

relatives, in Bath, London, Clifton, Warwickshire, and, finally, Southampton, 

where the three women lived from 1805 to 1809. In 1804 Jane began The 

Watsons but soon abandoned it. In 1804 her dearest friend, Mrs. Anne Lefroy, died 

suddenly, and in January 1805 her father died in Bath. 

Eventually, in 1809, Jane’s brother Edward was able to provide his mother and 

sisters with a large cottage in the village of Chawton, within his Hampshire estate, 

not far from Steventon. The prospect of settling at Chawton had already given Jane 

Austen a renewed sense of purpose, and she began to prepare Sense and 

Sensibility and Pride and Prejudice for publication. She was encouraged by her 

brother Henry, who acted as go-between with her publishers. She was probably 

also prompted by her need for money. Two years later Thomas Egerton agreed to 

publish Sense and Sensibility, which came out, anonymously, in November 1811. 

Both of the leading reviews, the Critical Review and the Quarterly Review, 

welcomed its blend of instruction and amusement. 
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Meanwhile, in 1811 Austen had begun Mansfield Park, which was finished in 

1813 and published in 1814. By then she was an established (though anonymous) 

author; Egerton had published Pride and Prejudice in January 1813, and later that 

year there were second editions of Pride and Prejudice and Sense and 

Sensibility. Pride and Prejudice seems to have been the fashionable novel of its 

season. Between January 1814 and March 1815 she wrote Emma, which appeared 

in December 1815. In 1816 there was a second edition of Mansfield Park, 

published, like Emma, by Lord Byron’s publisher, John 

Murray. Persuasion (written August 1815–August 1816) was published 

posthumously, with Northanger Abbey, in December 1817. 

The years after 1811 seem to have been the most rewarding of her life. She had the 

satisfaction of seeing her work in print and well reviewed and of knowing that the 

novels were widely read. They were so much enjoyed by the prince regent 

(later George IV) that he had a set in each of his residences, and Emma, at a 

discreet royal command, was “respectfully dedicated” to him. The reviewers 

praised the novels for their morality and entertainment, admired the character 

drawing, and welcomed the domestic realism as a refreshing change from 

the romantic melodrama then in vogue. 

For the last 18 months of her life, Austen was busy writing. Early in 1816, at the 

onset of her fatal illness, she set down the burlesque Plan of a Novel, According to 

Hints from Various Quarters (first published in 1871). Until August 1816 she was 

occupied with Persuasion, and she looked again at the manuscript of “Susan” 

(Northanger Abbey). 

In January 1817 she began Sanditon, a robust and self-mocking satire on health 

resorts and invalidism. This novel remained unfinished because of Austen’s 

declining health. She supposed that she was suffering from bile, but the symptoms 

make possible a modern clinical assessment that she was suffering from Addison 

disease. Her condition fluctuated, but in April she made her will, and in May she 

was taken to Winchester to be under the care of an expert surgeon. She died on 

July 18, and six days later she was buried in Winchester Cathedral. 

Her authorship was announced to the world at large by her brother Henry, who 

supervised the publication of Northanger Abbey and Persuasion. There was no 

recognition at the time that regency England had lost its keenest observer and 

sharpest analyst; no understanding that a miniaturist (as she maintained that she 

was and as she was then seen), a “merely domestic” novelist, could be seriously 

concerned with the nature of society and the quality of its culture; no grasp of Jane 

Austen as a historian of the emergence of regency society into the modern world. 

During her lifetime there had been a solitary response in any way adequate to the 

nature of her achievement: Sir Walter Scott’s review of Emma in the Quarterly 

Review for March 1816, where he hailed this “nameless author” as a masterful 

exponent of “the modern novel” in the new realist tradition. After her death, there 

was for long only one significant essay, the review of Northanger 
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Abbey and Persuasion in the Quarterly for January 1821 by the theologian Richard 

Whately. Together, Scott’s and Whately’s essays provided the foundation for 

serious criticism of Jane Austen: their insights were appropriated by critics 

throughout the 19th century. 

Austen’s novels: an overview 

Jane Austen’s three early novels form a distinct group in which a strong element of 

literary satire accompanies the comic depiction of character and society. 

Sense and Sensibility tells the story of the impoverished Dashwood sisters. 

Marianne is the heroine of “sensibility”—i.e., of openness and enthusiasm. She 

becomes infatuated with the attractive John Willoughby, who seems to be 

a romantic lover but is in reality an unscrupulous fortune hunter. He deserts her for 

an heiress, leaving her to learn a dose of “sense” in a wholly unromantic marriage 

with a staid and settled bachelor, Colonel Brandon, who is 20 years her senior. By 

contrast, Marianne’s older sister, Elinor, is the guiding light of “sense,” 

or prudence and discretion, whose constancy toward her lover, Edward Ferrars, is 

rewarded by her marriage to him after some distressing vicissitudes. 

Pride and Prejudice describes the clash between Elizabeth Bennet, the daughter of 

a country gentleman, and Fitzwilliam Darcy, a rich and aristocratic landowner. 

Although Austen shows them intrigued by each other, she reverses the convention 

of “first impressions”: “pride” of rank and fortune and “prejudice” against the 

inferiority of the Bennet family hold Darcy aloof, while Elizabeth is equally fired 

both by the “pride” of self-respect and by “prejudice” against Darcy’s snobbery. 

Ultimately, they come together in love and self-understanding. The intelligent and 

high-spirited Elizabeth was Jane Austen’s own favourite among all her heroines 

and is one of the most engaging in English literature. 

Northanger Abbey combines a satire on conventional novels of polite society with 

one on Gothic tales of terror. Catherine Morland, the unspoiled daughter of a 

country parson, is the innocent abroad who gains worldly wisdom, first in the 

fashionable society of Bath and then at Northanger Abbey itself, where she learns 

not to interpret the world through her reading of Gothic thrillers. Her mentor and 

guide is the self-assured and gently ironic Henry Tilney, her husband-to-be. 

In the three novels of Jane Austen’s maturity, the literary satire, though still 

present, is more subdued and is subordinated to the comedy of character and 

society. 

In its tone and discussion of religion and religious duty, Mansfield Park is the most 

serious of Austen’s novels. The heroine, Fanny Price, is a self-effacing and 

unregarded cousin cared for by the Bertram family in their country house. Fanny 

emerges as a true heroine whose moral strength eventually wins her complete 

acceptance in the Bertram family and marriage to Edmund Bertram himself, after 
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that family’s disastrous involvement with the meretricious and loose-living 

Crawfords. 

Of all Austen’s novels, Emma is the most consistently comic in tone. It centres 

on Emma Woodhouse, a wealthy, pretty, self-satisfied young woman who indulges 

herself with meddlesome and unsuccessful attempts at matchmaking among her 

friends and neighbours. After a series of humiliating errors, a chastened Emma 

finds her destiny in marriage to the mature and protective George Knightley, a 

neighbouring squire who had been her mentor and friend. 

 

 

 

Pride and Prejudice 

By Jane Austine 

 

At five o’clock the two ladies retired to dress, and at half-past six Elizabeth was 

summoned to dinner. To the civil enquiries which then poured in, and amongst 

which she had the pleasure of distinguishing the much superior solicitude of Mr. 

Bingley’s, she could not make a very favourable answer. Jane was by no means 

better. The sisters, on hearing this, repeated three or four times how much they 

were grieved, how shocking it was to have a bad cold, and how excessively they 

disliked being ill themselves; and then thought no more of the matter: and their 

indifference towards Jane when not immediately before them, restored Elizabeth to 

the enjoyment of all her original dislike. 

Their brother, indeed, was the only one of the party whom she could regard with 

any complacency. His anxiety for Jane was evident, and his attentions to herself 

most pleasing, and they prevented her feeling herself so much an intruder as she 

believed she was considered by the others. She had very little notice from any but 

him. Miss Bingley was engrossed by Mr. Darcy, her sister scarcely less so; and as 

for Mr. Hurst, by whom Elizabeth sat, he was an indolent man, who lived only to 

eat, drink, and play at cards; who, when he found her prefer a plain dish to a 

ragout, had nothing to say to her. 

When dinner was over, she returned directly to Jane, and Miss Bingley began 

abusing her as soon as she was out of the room. Her manners were pronounced to 

be very bad indeed, a mixture of pride and impertinence; she had no conversation, 

no style, no taste, no beauty. Mrs. Hurst thought the same, and added, 

“She has nothing, in short, to recommend her, but being an excellent walker. I shall 

never forget her appearance this morning. She really looked almost wild.” 

“She did, indeed, Louisa. I could hardly keep my countenance. Very nonsensical to 

come at all! Why must she be scampering about the country, because her sister had 

a cold? Her hair so untidy, so blowsy!” 

“Yes, and her petticoat; I hope you saw her petticoat, six inches deep in mud, I am 

absolutely certain; and the gown which had been let down to hide it not doing its 

office.” 
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“Your picture may be very exact, Louisa,” said Bingley; “but this was all lost upon 

me. I thought Miss Elizabeth Bennet looked remarkably well when she came into 

the room this morning. Her dirty petticoat quite escaped my notice.” 

“You observed it, Mr. Darcy, I am sure,” said Miss Bingley; “and I am inclined to 

think that you would not wish to see your sister make such an exhibition.” 

“Certainly not.” 

“To walk three miles, or four miles, or five miles, or whatever it is, above her 

ankles in dirt, and alone, quite alone! what could she mean by it? It seems to me to 

show an abominable sort of conceited independence, a most country-town 

indifference to decorum.” 

“It shows an affection for her sister that is very pleasing,” said Bingley. 

“I am afraid, Mr. Darcy,” observed Miss Bingley, in a half whisper, “that this 

adventure has rather affected your admiration of her fine eyes.” 

“Not at all,” he replied; “they were brightened by the exercise.” A short pause 

followed this speech, and Mrs. Hurst began again. 

“I have an excessive regard for Miss Jane Bennet, she is really a very sweet girl, 

and I wish with all my heart she were well settled. But with such a father and 

mother, and such low connections, I am afraid there is no chance of it.” 

“I think I have heard you say that their uncle is an attorney in Meryton.” 

“Yes; and they have another, who lives somewhere near Cheapside.” 

“That is capital,” added her sister, and they both laughed heartily. 

“If they had uncles enough to fill all Cheapside,” cried Bingley, “it would not 

make them one jot less agreeable.” 

“But it must very materially lessen their chance of marrying men of any 

consideration in the world,” replied Darcy. 

To this speech Bingley made no answer; but his sisters gave it their hearty assent, 

and indulged their mirth for some time at the expense of their dear friend’s vulgar 

relations. 

With a renewal of tenderness, however, they repaired to her room on leaving the 

dining-parlour, and sat with her till summoned to coffee. She was still very poorly, 

and Elizabeth would not quit her at all, till late in the evening, when she had the 

comfort of seeing her asleep, and when it appeared to her rather right than pleasant 

that she should go downstairs herself. On entering the drawing-room she found the 

whole party at loo, and was immediately invited to join them; but suspecting them 

to be playing high she declined it, and making her sister the excuse, said she would 

amuse herself for the short time she could stay below, with a book. Mr. Hurst 

looked at her with astonishment. 

“Do you prefer reading to cards?” said he; “that is rather singular.” 

“Miss Eliza Bennet,” said Miss Bingley, “despises cards. She is a great reader, and 

has no pleasure in anything else.” 

“I deserve neither such praise nor such censure,” cried Elizabeth; “I am not a great 

reader, and I have pleasure in many things.” 

“In nursing your sister I am sure you have pleasure,” said Bingley; “and I hope it 

will soon be increased by seeing her quite well.” 
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Elizabeth thanked him from her heart, and then walked towards a table where a 

few books were lying. He immediately offered to fetch her others; all that his 

library afforded. 

“And I wish my collection were larger for your benefit and my own credit; but I 

am an idle fellow, and though I have not many, I have more than I ever looked 

into.” 

Elizabeth assured him that she could suit herself perfectly with those in the room. 

“I am astonished,” said Miss Bingley, “that my father should have left so small a 

collection of books. What a delightful library you have at Pemberley, Mr. Darcy!” 

“It ought to be good,” he replied, “it has been the work of many generations.” 

“And then you have added so much to it yourself, you are always buying books.” 

“I cannot comprehend the neglect of a family library in such days as these.” 

“Neglect! I am sure you neglect nothing that can add to the beauties of that noble 

place. Charles, when you build your house, I wish it may be half as delightful as 

Pemberley.” 

“I wish it may.” 

“But I would really advise you to make your purchase in that neighbourhood, and 

take Pemberley for a kind of model. There is not a finer county in England than 

Derbyshire.” 

“With all my heart; I will buy Pemberley itself if Darcy will sell it.” 

“I am talking of possibilities, Charles.” 

“Upon my word, Caroline, I should think it more possible to get Pemberley by 

purchase than by imitation.” 

Elizabeth was so much caught by what passed, as to leave her very little attention 

for her book; and soon laying it wholly aside, she drew near the card-table, and 

stationed herself between Mr. Bingley and his eldest sister, to observe the game. 

“Is Miss Darcy much grown since the spring?” said Miss Bingley; “will she be as 

tall as I am?” 

“I think she will. She is now about Miss Elizabeth Bennet’s height, or rather 

taller.” 

“How I long to see her again! I never met with anybody who delighted me so 

much. Such a countenance, such manners! —and so extremely accomplished for 

her age! Her performance on the pianoforte is exquisite.” 

“It is amazing to me,” said Bingley, “how young ladies can have patience to be so 

very accomplished as they all are.” 

“All young ladies accomplished! My dear Charles, what do you mean?” 

“Yes, all of them, I think. They all paint tables, cover screens, and net purses. I 

scarcely know any one who cannot do all this, and I am sure I never heard a young 

lady spoken of for the first time, without being informed that she was very 

accomplished.” 

“Your list of the common extent of accomplishments,” said Darcy, “has too much 

truth. The word is applied to many a woman who deserves it no otherwise than by 

netting a purse or covering a screen. But I am very far from agreeing with you in 
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your estimation of ladies in general. I cannot boast of knowing more than half a 

dozen, in the whole range of my acquaintance, that are really accomplished.” 

“Nor I, I am sure,” said Miss Bingley. 

“Then,” observed Elizabeth, “you must comprehend a great deal in your idea of an 

accomplished woman.” 

“Yes; I do comprehend a great deal in it.” 

“Oh! certainly,” cried his faithful assistant, “no one can be really esteemed 

accomplished who does not greatly surpass what is usually met with. A woman 

must have a thorough knowledge of music, singing, drawing, dancing, and the 

modern languages, to deserve the word; and besides all this, she must possess a 

certain something in her air and manner of walking, the tone of her voice, her 

address and expressions, or the word will be but half deserved.” 

“All this she must possess,” added Darcy, “and to all this she must yet add 

something more substantial, in the improvement of her mind by extensive 

reading.” 

“I am no longer surprised at your knowing only six accomplished women. I rather 

wonder now at your knowing any.” 

“Are you so severe upon your own sex as to doubt the possibility of all this?” 

“I never saw such a woman. I never saw such capacity, and taste, and application, 

and elegance, as you describe, united.” 

Mrs. Hurst and Miss Bingley both cried out against the injustice of her implied 

doubt, and were both protesting that they knew many women who answered this 

description, when Mr. Hurst called them to order, with bitter complaints of their 

inattention to what was going forward. As all conversation was thereby at an end, 

Elizabeth soon afterwards left the room. 

“Eliza Bennet,” said Miss Bingley, when the door was closed on her, “is one of 

those young ladies who seek to recommend themselves to the other sex by 

undervaluing their own; and with many men, I dare say, it succeeds. But, in my 

opinion, it is a paltry device, a very mean art.” 

“Undoubtedly,” replied Darcy, to whom this remark was chiefly addressed, “there 

is meanness in all the arts which ladies sometimes condescend to employ for 

captivation. Whatever bears affinity to cunning is despicable.” 

Miss Bingley was not so entirely satisfied with this reply as to continue the subject. 

Elizabeth joined them again only to say that her sister was worse, and that she 

could not leave her. Bingley urged Mr. Jones’s being sent for immediately; while 

his sisters, convinced that no country advice could be of any service, recommended 

an express to town for one of the most eminent physicians. This she would not hear 

of; but she was not so unwilling to comply with their brother’s proposal; and it was 

settled that Mr. Jones should be sent for early in the morning, if Miss Bennet were 

not decidedly better. Bingley was quite uncomfortable; his sisters declared that 

they were miserable. They solaced their wretchedness, however, by duets after 

supper, while he could find no better relief to his feelings than by giving his 

housekeeper directions that every possible attention might be paid to the sick lady 

and her sister. 
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Elizabeth passed the chief of the night in her sister’s room, and in the morning had 

the pleasure of being able to send a tolerable answer to the enquiries which she 

very early received from Mr. Bingley by a housemaid, and some time afterwards 

from the two elegant ladies who waited on his sisters. In spite of this amendment, 

however, she requested to have a note sent to Longbourn, desiring her mother to 

visit Jane, and form her own judgment of her situation. The note was immediately 

dispatched, and its contents as quickly complied with. Mrs. Bennet, accompanied 

by her two youngest girls, reached Netherfield soon after the family breakfast. 

Had she found Jane in any apparent danger, Mrs. Bennet would have been very 

miserable; but being satisfied on seeing her that her illness was not alarming, she 

had no wish of her recovering immediately, as her restoration to health would 

probably remove her from Netherfield. She would not listen, therefore, to her 

daughter’s proposal of being carried home; neither did the apothecary, who arrived 

about the same time, think it at all advisable. After sitting a little while with Jane, 

on Miss Bingley’s appearance and invitation, the mother and three daughters all 

attended her into the breakfast parlour. Bingley met them with hopes that Mrs. 

Bennet had not found Miss Bennet worse than she expected. 

“Indeed I have, sir,” was her answer. “She is a great deal too ill to be moved. Mr. 

Jones says we must not think of moving her. We must trespass a little longer on 

your kindness.” 

“Removed!” cried Bingley. “It must not be thought of. My sister, I am sure, will 

not hear of her removal.” 

“You may depend upon it, Madam,” said Miss Bingley, with cold civility, “that 

Miss Bennet shall receive every possible attention while she remains with us.” 

Mrs. Bennet was profuse in her acknowledgments. 

“I am sure,” she added, “if it was not for such good friends I do not know what 

would become of her, for she is very ill indeed, and suffers a vast deal, though with 

the greatest patience in the world, which is always the way with her, for she has, 

without exception, the sweetest temper I ever met with. I often tell my other girls 

they are nothing to her. You have a sweet room here, Mr. Bingley, and a charming 

prospect over that gravel walk. I do not know a place in the country that is equal to 

Netherfield. You will not think of quitting it in a hurry, I hope, though you have 

but a short lease.” 

“Whatever I do is done in a hurry,” replied he; “and therefore if I should resolve to 

quit Netherfield, I should probably be off in five minutes. At present, however, I 

consider myself as quite fixed here.” 

“That is exactly what I should have supposed of you,” said Elizabeth. 

“You begin to comprehend me, do you?” cried he, turning towards her. 

“Oh! yes—I understand you perfectly.” 

“I wish I might take this for a compliment; but to be so easily seen through I am 

afraid is pitiful.” 

“That is as it happens. It does not necessarily follow that a deep, intricate character 

is more or less estimable than such a one as yours.” 
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“Lizzy,” cried her mother, “remember where you are, and do not run on in the wild 

manner that you are suffered to do at home.” 

“I did not know before,” continued Bingley immediately, “that you were a studier 

of character. It must be an amusing study.” 

“Yes; but intricate characters are the most amusing. They have at least that 

advantage.” 

“The country,” said Darcy, “can in general supply but few subjects for such a 

study. In a country neighbourhood you move in a very confined and unvarying 

society.” 

“But people themselves alter so much, that there is something new to be observed 

in them for ever.” 

“Yes, indeed,” cried Mrs. Bennet, offended by his manner of mentioning a country 

neighbourhood. “I assure you there is quite as much of that going on in the country 

as in town.” 

Everybody was surprised; and Darcy, after looking at her for a moment, turned 

silently away. Mrs. Bennet, who fancied she had gained a complete victory over 

him, continued her triumph. 

“I cannot see that London has any great advantage over the country, for my part, 

except the shops and public places. The country is a vast deal pleasanter, is not it, 

Mr. Bingley?” 

“When I am in the country,” he replied, “I never wish to leave it; and when I am in 

town it is pretty much the same. They have each their advantages, and I can be 

equally happy in either.” 

“Aye—that is because you have the right disposition. But that gentleman,” looking 

at Darcy, “seemed to think the country was nothing at all.” 

“Indeed, Mama, you are mistaken,” said Elizabeth, blushing for her mother. “You 

quite mistook Mr. Darcy. He only meant that there was not such a variety of people 

to be met with in the country as in town, which you must acknowledge to be true.” 

“Certainly, my dear, nobody said there were; but as to not meeting with many 

people in this neighbourhood, I believe there are few neighbourhoods larger. I 

know we dine with four-and-twenty families.” 

Nothing but concern for Elizabeth could enable Bingley to keep his countenance. 

His sister was less delicate, and directed her eye towards Mr. Darcy with a very 

expressive smile. Elizabeth, for the sake of saying something that might turn her 

mother’s thoughts, now asked her if Charlotte Lucas had been at Longbourn 

since her coming away. 

“Yes, she called yesterday with her father. What an agreeable man Sir William is, 

Mr. Bingley—is not he? so much the man of fashion! So genteel and so easy! He 

has always something to say to everybody. That is my idea of good breeding; and 

those persons who fancy themselves very important and never open their mouths, 

quite mistake the matter.” 

“Did Charlotte dine with you?” 

“No, she would go home. I fancy she was wanted about the mince-pies. For my 

part, Mr. Bingley, I always keep servants that can do their own work; my daughters 
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are brought up differently. But everybody is to judge for themselves, and the 

Lucases are a very good sort of girls, I assure you. It is a pity they are not 

handsome! Not that I think Charlotte so very plain—but then she is our particular 

friend.” 

“She seems a very pleasant young woman,” said Bingley. 

“Oh! dear, yes; but you must own she is very plain. Lady Lucas herself has often 

said so, and envied me Jane’s beauty. I do not like to boast of my own child, but to 

be sure, Jane—one does not often see anybody better looking. It is what everybody 

says. I do not trust my own partiality. When she was only fifteen, there was a 

gentleman at my brother Gardiner’s in town so much in love with her, that my 

sister-in-law was sure he would make her an offer before we came away. But, 

however, he did not. Perhaps he thought her too young. However, he wrote some 

verses on her, and very pretty they were.” 

“And so ended his affection,” said Elizabeth impatiently. “There has been many a 

one, I fancy, overcome in the same way. I wonder who first discovered the efficacy 

of poetry in driving away love!” 

“I have been used to consider poetry as the food of love,” said Darcy. 

“Of a fine, stout, healthy love it may. Everything nourishes what is strong already. 

But if it be only a slight, thin sort of inclination, I am convinced that one good 

sonnet will starve it entirely away.” 

Darcy only smiled; and the general pause which ensued made Elizabeth tremble 

lest her mother should be exposing herself again. She longed to speak, but could 

think of nothing to say; and after a short silence Mrs. Bennet began repeating her 

thanks to Mr. Bingley for his kindness to Jane, with an apology for troubling him 

also with Lizzy. Mr. Bingley was unaffectedly civil in his answer, and forced his 

younger sister to be civil also, and say what the occasion required. She performed 

her part indeed without much graciousness, but Mrs. Bennet was satisfied, and 

soon afterwards ordered her carriage. Upon this signal, the youngest of her 

daughters put herself forward. The two girls had been whispering to each other 

during the whole visit, and the result of it was, that the youngest should tax Mr. 

Bingley with having promised on his first coming into the country to give a ball at 

Netherfield. 

Lydia was a stout, well-grown girl of fifteen, with a fine complexion and good-

humoured countenance; a favourite with her mother, whose affection had brought 

her into public at an early age. She had high animal spirits, and a sort of natural 

self-consequence, which the attentions of the officers, to whom her uncle’s good 

dinners and her own easy manners recommended her, had increased into assurance. 

She was very equal, therefore, to address Mr. Bingley on the subject of the ball, 

and abruptly reminded him of his promise; adding, that it would be the most 

shameful thing in the world if he did not keep it. His answer to this sudden attack 

was delightful to their mother’s ear. 

“I am perfectly ready, I assure you, to keep my engagement; and when your sister 

is recovered, you shall, if you please, name the very day of the ball. But you would 

not wish to be dancing while she is ill.” 
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Lydia declared herself satisfied. “Oh! yes—it would be much better to wait till 

Jane was well, and by that time most likely Captain Carter would be at Meryton 

again. And when you have given your ball,” she added, “I shall insist on their 

giving one also. I shall tell Colonel Forster it will be quite a shame if he does not.” 

Mrs. Bennet and her daughters then departed, and Elizabeth returned instantly to 

Jane, leaving her own and her relations’ behaviour to the remarks of the two ladies 

and Mr. Darcy; the latter of whom, however, could not be prevailed on to join in 

their censure of her, in spite of all Miss Bingley’s witticisms on fine eyes. 

The day passed much as the day before had done. Mrs. Hurst and Miss 

Bingley had spent some hours of the morning with the invalid, who continued, 

though slowly, to mend; and in the evening Elizabeth joined their party in the 

drawing-room. The loo table, however, did not appear. Mr. Darcy was writing, and 

Miss Bingley, seated near him, was watching the progress of his letter, and 

repeatedly calling off his attention by messages to his sister. Mr. Hurst and Mr. 

Bingley were at piquet, and Mrs. Hurst was observing their game. 

Elizabeth took up some needlework, and was sufficiently amused in attending to 

what passed between Darcy and his companion. The perpetual commendations of 

the lady either on his handwriting, or on the evenness of his lines, or on the length 

of his letter, with the perfect unconcern with which her praises were received, 

formed a curious dialogue, and was exactly in unison with her opinion of each. 

“How delighted Miss Darcy will be to receive such a letter!” 

He made no answer. 

“You write uncommonly fast.” 

“You are mistaken. I write rather slowly.” 

“How many letters you must have occasion to write in the course of a year! Letters 

of business, too! How odious I should think them!” 

“It is fortunate, then, that they fall to my lot instead of to yours.” 

“Pray tell your sister that I long to see her.” 

“I have already told her so once, by your desire.” 

“I am afraid you do not like your pen. Let me mend it for you. I mend pens 

remarkably well.” 

“Thank you—but I always mend my own.” 

“How can you contrive to write so even?” 

He was silent. 

“Tell your sister I am delighted to hear of her improvement on the harp, and pray 

let her know that I am quite in raptures with her beautiful little design for a table, 

and I think it infinitely superior to Miss Grantley’s.” 

“Will you give me leave to defer your raptures till I write again? At present I have 

not room to do them justice.” 

“Oh! it is of no consequence. I shall see her in January. But do you always write 

such charming long letters to her, Mr. Darcy?” 

“They are generally long; but whether always charming, it is not for me to 

determine.” 
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“It is a rule with me, that a person who can write a long letter with ease, cannot 

write ill.” 

“That will not do for a compliment to Darcy, Caroline,” cried her brother, “because 

he does not write with ease. He studies too much for words of four syllables. Do 

not you, Darcy?” 

“My style of writing is very different from yours.” 

“Oh!” cried Miss Bingley, “Charles writes in the most careless way imaginable. He 

leaves out half his words, and blots the rest.” 

“My ideas flow so rapidly that I have not time to express them—by which means 

my letters sometimes convey no ideas at all to my correspondents.” 

“Your humility, Mr. Bingley,” said Elizabeth, “must disarm reproof.” 

“Nothing is more deceitful,” said Darcy, “than the appearance of humility. It is 

often only carelessness of opinion, and sometimes an indirect boast.” 

“And which of the two do you call my little recent piece of modesty?” 

“The indirect boast; for you are really proud of your defects in writing, because 

you consider them as proceeding from a rapidity of thought and carelessness of 

execution, which, if not estimable, you think at least highly interesting. The power 

of doing anything with quickness is always much prized by the possessor, and 

often without any attention to the imperfection of the performance. When you told 

Mrs. Bennet this morning that if you ever resolved on quitting Netherfield you 

should be gone in five minutes, you meant it to be a sort of panegyric, of 

compliment to yourself—and yet what is there so very laudable in a precipitance 

which must leave very necessary business undone, and can be of no real advantage 

to yourself or any one else?” 

“Nay,” cried Bingley, “this is too much, to remember at night all the foolish things 

that were said in the morning. And yet, upon my honour, I believed what I said of 

myself to be true, and I believe it at this moment. At least, therefore, I did not 

assume the character of needless precipitance merely to show off before the 

ladies.” 

“I dare say you believed it; but I am by no means convinced that you would be 

gone with such celerity. Your conduct would be quite as dependent on chance as 

that of any man I know; and if, as you were mounting your horse, a friend were to 

say, ‘Bingley, you had better stay till next week,’ you would probably do it, you 

would probably not go—and, at another word, might stay a month.” 

“You have only proved by this,” cried Elizabeth, “that Mr. Bingley did not do 

justice to his own disposition. You have shown him off now much more than he 

did himself.” 

“I am exceedingly gratified,” said Bingley, “by your converting what my friend 

says into a compliment on the sweetness of my temper. But I am afraid you are 

giving it a turn which that gentleman did by no means intend; for he would 

certainly think the better of me, if under such a circumstance I were to give a flat 

denial, and ride off as fast as I could.” 

“Would Mr. Darcy then consider the rashness of your original intention as atoned 

for by your obstinacy in adhering to it?” 
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“Upon my word, I cannot exactly explain the matter, Darcy must speak for 

himself.” 

“You expect me to account for opinions which you choose to call mine, but which 

I have never acknowledged. Allowing the case, however, to stand according to 

your representation, you must remember, Miss Bennet, that the friend who is 

supposed to desire his return to the house, and the delay of his plan, has merely 

desired it, asked it without offering one argument in favour of its propriety.” 

“To yield readily—easily—to the persuasion of a friend is no merit with you.” 

“To yield without conviction is no compliment to the understanding of either.” 

“You appear to me, Mr. Darcy, to allow nothing for the influence of friendship and 

affection. A regard for the requester would often make one readily yield to a 

request, without waiting for arguments to reason one into it. I am not particularly 

speaking of such a case as you have supposed about Mr. Bingley. We may as well 

wait, perhaps, till the circumstance occurs, before we discuss the discretion of his 

behaviour thereupon. But in general and ordinary cases between friend and friend, 

where one of them is desired by the other to change a resolution of no very great 

moment, should you think ill of that person for complying with the desire, without 

waiting to be argued into it?” 

“Will it not be advisable, before we proceed on this subject, to arrange with rather 

more precision the degree of importance which is to appertain to this request, as 

well as the degree of intimacy subsisting between the parties?” 

“By all means,” cried Bingley; “let us hear all the particulars, not forgetting their 

comparative height and size; for that will have more weight in the argument, Miss 

Bennet, than you may be aware of. I assure you that if Darcy were not such a great 

tall fellow, in comparison with myself, I should not pay him half so much 

deference. I declare I do not know a more awful object than Darcy, on particular 

occasions, and in particular places; at his own house especially, and of a Sunday 

evening, when he has nothing to do.” 

Mr. Darcy smiled; but Elizabeth thought she could perceive that he was rather 

offended, and therefore checked her laugh. Miss Bingley warmly resented the 

indignity he had received, in an expostulation with her brother for talking such 

nonsense. 

“I see your design, Bingley,” said his friend. “You dislike an argument, and want 

to silence this.” 

“Perhaps I do. Arguments are too much like disputes. If you and Miss Bennet will 

defer yours till I am out of the room, I shall be very thankful; and then you may say 

whatever you like of me.” 

“What you ask,” said Elizabeth, “is no sacrifice on my side; and Mr. Darcy had 

much better finish his letter.” 

Mr. Darcy took her advice, and did finish his letter. 

When that business was over, he applied to Miss Bingley and Elizabeth for the 

indulgence of some music. Miss Bingley moved with alacrity to the pianoforte, and 

after a polite request that Elizabeth would lead the way, which the other as politely 

and more earnestly negatived, she seated herself. 
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Mrs. Hurst sang with her sister, and while they were thus employed, Elizabeth 

could not help observing, as she turned over some music-books that lay on the 

instrument, how frequently Mr. Darcy’s eyes were fixed on her. She hardly knew 

how to suppose that she could be an object of admiration to so great a man; and yet 

that he should look at her because he disliked her, was still more strange. She could 

only imagine, however, at last, that she drew his notice because there was a 

something about her more wrong and reprehensible, according to his ideas of right, 

than in any other person present. The supposition did not pain her. She liked him 

too little to care for his approbation. 

After playing some Italian songs, Miss Bingley varied the charm by a lively Scotch 

air; and soon afterwards Mr. Darcy, drawing near Elizabeth, said to her— 

“Do not you feel a great inclination, Miss Bennet, to seize such an opportunity of 

dancing a reel?” 

She smiled, but made no answer. He repeated the question, with some surprise at 

her silence. 

“Oh!” said she, “I heard you before; but I could not immediately determine what to 

say in reply. You wanted me, I know, to say ‘Yes,’ that you might have the 

pleasure of despising my taste; but I always delight in overthrowing those kind of 

schemes, and cheating a person of their premeditated contempt. I have, therefore, 

made up my mind to tell you, that I do not want to dance a reel at all—and now 

despise me if you dare.” 

“Indeed I do not dare.” 

Elizabeth, having rather expected to affront him, was amazed at his gallantry; but 

there was a mixture of sweetness and archness in her manner which made it 

difficult for her to affront anybody; and Darcy had never been so bewitched by any 

woman as he was by her. He really believed, that were it not for the inferiority of 

her connections, he should be in some danger. 

Miss Bingley saw, or suspected enough to be jealous; and her great anxiety for the 

recovery of her dear friend Jane received some assistance from her desire of 

getting rid of Elizabeth. 

She often tried to provoke Darcy into disliking her guest, by talking of their 

supposed marriage, and planning his happiness in such an alliance. 

“I hope,” said she, as they were walking together in the shrubbery the next day, 

“you will give your mother-in-law a few hints, when this desirable event takes 

place, as to the advantage of holding her tongue; and if you can compass it, do cure 

the younger girls of running after the officers. And, if I may mention so delicate a 

subject, endeavour to check that little something, bordering on conceit and 

impertinence, which your lady possesses.” 

“Have you anything else to propose for my domestic felicity?” 

“Oh! yes. Do let the portraits of your uncle and aunt Philips be placed in the 

gallery at Pemberley. Put them next to your great uncle the judge. They are in the 

same profession, you know, only in different lines. As for your Elizabeth’s picture, 

you must not attempt to have it taken, for what painter could do justice to those 

beautiful eyes?” 
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“It would not be easy, indeed, to catch their expression, but their colour and shape, 

and the eyelashes, so remarkably fine, might be copied.” 

At that moment they were met from another walk by Mrs. Hurst and Elizabeth 

herself. 

“I did not know that you intended to walk,” said Miss Bingley, in some confusion, 

lest they had been overheard. 

“You used us abominably ill,” answered Mrs. Hurst, “running away without telling 

us that you were coming out.” 

Then taking the disengaged arm of Mr. Darcy, she left Elizabeth to walk by 

herself. The path just admitted three. Mr. Darcy felt their rudeness, and 

immediately said, — 

“This walk is not wide enough for our party. We had better go into the avenue.” 

But Elizabeth, who had not the least inclination to remain with them, laughingly 

answered, 

“No, no; stay where you are. You are charmingly grouped, and appear to 

uncommon advantage. The picturesque would be spoilt by admitting a fourth. 

Good-bye.” 

She then ran gaily off, rejoicing as she rambled about, in the hope of being at home 

again in a day or two. Jane was already so much recovered as to intend leaving her 

room for a couple of hours that evening. 

When the ladies removed after dinner, Elizabeth ran up to her sister, and 

seeing her well guarded from cold, attended her into the drawing-room, where she 

was welcomed by her two friends with many professions of pleasure; and 

Elizabeth had never seen them so agreeable as they were during the hour which 

passed before the gentlemen appeared. Their powers of conversation were 

considerable. They could describe an entertainment with accuracy, relate an 

anecdote with humour, and laugh at their acquaintance with spirit. 

But when the gentlemen entered, Jane was no longer the first object; Miss 

Bingley’s eyes were instantly turned toward Darcy, and she had something to say 

to him before he had advanced many steps. He addressed himself to Miss Bennet, 

with a polite congratulation; Mr. Hurst also made her a slight bow, and said he was 

“very glad;” but diffuseness and warmth remained for Bingley’s salutation. He was 

full of joy and attention. The first half-hour was spent in piling up the fire, lest she 

should suffer from the change of room; and she removed at his desire to the other 

side of the fireplace, that she might be further from the door. He then sat down by 

her, and talked scarcely to anyone else. Elizabeth, at work in the opposite corner, 

saw it all with great delight. 

When tea was over, Mr. Hurst reminded his sister-in-law of the card-table—but in 

vain. She had obtained private intelligence that Mr. Darcy did not wish for cards; 

and Mr. Hurst soon found even his open petition rejected. She assured him that no 

one intended to play, and the silence of the whole party on the subject seemed to 

justify her. Mr. Hurst had therefore nothing to do, but to stretch himself on one of 

the sofas and go to sleep. Darcy took up a book; Miss Bingley did the same; and 
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Mrs. Hurst, principally occupied in playing with her bracelets and rings, joined 

now and then in her brother’s conversation with Miss Bennet. 

Miss Bingley’s attention was quite as much engaged in watching Mr. Darcy’s 

progress through his book, as in reading her own; and she was perpetually either 

making some enquiry, or looking at his page. She could not win him, however, to 

any conversation; he merely answered her question, and read on. At length, quite 

exhausted by the attempt to be amused with her own book, which she had only 

chosen because it was the second volume of his, she gave a great yawn and said, 

“How pleasant it is to spend an evening in this way! I declare after all there is no 

enjoyment like reading! How much sooner one tires of anything than of a book! 

When I have a house of my own, I shall be miserable if I have not an excellent 

library.” 

No one made any reply. She then yawned again, threw aside her book, and cast her 

eyes round the room in quest for some amusement; when hearing her brother 

mentioning a ball to Miss Bennet, she turned suddenly towards him and said: 

“By the bye, Charles, are you really serious in meditating a dance at Netherfield? I 

would advise you, before you determine on it, to consult the wishes of the present 

party; I am much mistaken if there are not some among us to whom a ball would 

be rather a punishment than a pleasure.” 

“If you mean Darcy,” cried her brother, “he may go to bed, if he chooses, before it 

begins—but as for the ball, it is quite a settled thing; and as soon as Nicholls has 

made white soup enough, I shall send round my cards.” 

“I should like balls infinitely better,” she replied, “if they were carried on in a 

different manner; but there is something insufferably tedious in the usual process 

of such a meeting. It would surely be much more rational if conversation instead of 

dancing were made the order of the day.” 

“Much more rational, my dear Caroline, I dare say, but it would not be near so 

much like a ball.” 

Miss Bingley made no answer, and soon afterwards she got up and walked about 

the room. Her figure was elegant, and she walked well; but Darcy, at whom it was 

all aimed, was still inflexibly studious. In the desperation of her feelings, she 

resolved on one effort more, and, turning to Elizabeth, said: 

“Miss Eliza Bennet, let me persuade you to follow my example, and take a turn 

about the room. I assure you it is very refreshing after sitting so long in one 

attitude.” 

Elizabeth was surprised, but agreed to it immediately. Miss Bingley succeeded no 

less in the real object of her civility; Mr. Darcy looked up. He was as much awake 

to the novelty of attention in that quarter as Elizabeth herself could be, and 

unconsciously closed his book. He was directly invited to join their party, but he 

declined it, observing that he could imagine but two motives for their choosing to 

walk up and down the room together, with either of which motives his joining 

them would interfere. “What could he mean? She was dying to know what could 

be his meaning?”—and asked Elizabeth whether she could at all understand him? 
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“Not at all,” was her answer; “but depend upon it, he means to be severe on us, and 

our surest way of disappointing him will be to ask nothing about it.” 

Miss Bingley, however, was incapable of disappointing Mr. Darcy in anything, and 

persevered therefore in requiring an explanation of his two motives. 

“I have not the smallest objection to explaining them,” said he, as soon as she 

allowed him to speak. “You either choose this method of passing the evening 

because you are in each other’s confidence, and have secret affairs to discuss, or 

because you are conscious that your figures appear to the greatest advantage in 

walking; if the first, I would be completely in your way, and if the second, I can 

admire you much better as I sit by the fire.” 

“Oh! shocking!” cried Miss Bingley. “I never heard anything so abominable. How 

shall we punish him for such a speech?” 

“Nothing so easy, if you have but the inclination,” said Elizabeth. “We can all 

plague and punish one another. Tease him—laugh at him. Intimate as you are, you 

must know how it is to be done.” 

“But upon my honour, I do not. I do assure you that my intimacy has not yet taught 

me that. Tease calmness of manner and presence of mind! No, no; I feel he may 

defy us there. And as to laughter, we will not expose ourselves, if you please, by 

attempting to laugh without a subject. Mr. Darcy may hug himself.” 

“Mr. Darcy is not to be laughed at!” cried Elizabeth. “That is an uncommon 

advantage, and uncommon I hope it will continue, for it would be a great loss 

to me to have many such acquaintances. I dearly love a laugh.” 

“Miss Bingley,” said he, “has given me more credit than can be. The wisest and the 

best of men—nay, the wisest and best of their actions—may be rendered ridiculous 

by a person whose first object in life is a joke.” 

“Certainly,” replied Elizabeth— “there are such people, but I hope I am not one 

of them. I hope I never ridicule what is wise and good. Follies and nonsense, 

whims and inconsistencies, do divert me, I own, and I laugh at them whenever I 

can. But these, I suppose, are precisely what you are without.” 

“Perhaps that is not possible for anyone. But it has been the study of my life to 

avoid those weaknesses which often expose a strong understanding to ridicule.” 

“Such as vanity and pride.” 

“Yes, vanity is a weakness indeed. But pride—where there is a real superiority of 

mind, pride will be always under good regulation.” 

Elizabeth turned away to hide a smile. 

“Your examination of Mr. Darcy is over, I presume,” said Miss Bingley; “and pray 

what is the result?” 

“I am perfectly convinced by it that Mr. Darcy has no defect. He owns it himself 

without disguise.” 

“No,” said Darcy, “I have made no such pretension. I have faults enough, but they 

are not, I hope, of understanding. My temper I dare not vouch for. It is, I believe, 

too little yielding—certainly too little for the convenience of the world. I cannot 

forget the follies and vices of others so soon as I ought, nor their offenses against 

myself. My feelings are not puffed about with every attempt to move them. My 
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temper would perhaps be called resentful. My good opinion once lost, is lost 

forever.” 

“That is a failing indeed!” cried Elizabeth. “Implacable resentment is a shade in a 

character. But you have chosen your fault well. I really cannot laugh at it. You are 

safe from me.” 

“There is, I believe, in every disposition a tendency to some particular evil—a 

natural defect, which not even the best education can overcome.” 

“And your defect is to hate everybody.” 

“And yours,” he replied with a smile, “is willfully to misunderstand them.” 

“Do let us have a little music,” cried Miss Bingley, tired of a conversation in which 

she had no share. “Louisa, you will not mind my waking Mr. Hurst?” 

Her sister had not the smallest objection, and the pianoforte was opened; and 

Darcy, after a few moments’ recollection, was not sorry for it. He began to feel the 

danger of paying Elizabeth too much attention.  

Robert Burns 

Robert Burns was born on 25 January 1759 in the village of Alloway, near Ayr. 

His father was William Burnes, a gardener turned tenant farmer from the north-east 

of Scotland, and his mother was Agnes Brown, an Ayrshire woman of farming 

stock. Burns’s early life was marked by constant back-breaking work on a 

succession of small farms, but his father saw to it that he never lacked another kind 

of culture. He learned the three Rs, some French and much Scripture. Added to 

that, he was a voracious reader and also absorbed huge amounts of traditional 

stories and songs from his mother and a kinswoman of hers, Betty Davidson. 

Poetry sprang early into his heart, at the same time as love, and his first 

composition was a song for the girl he partnered in the harvest. Rarely having 

much time to sit and ponder poems, it became his habit to compose as he worked. 

His father died in 1784, worn out by the struggle to keep farm after farm going, 

leaving Burns as head of the family. This seemed to free him in some way and the 

next few years became a period of high creative energy, producing poems such as 

‘To a Mouse’. He also developed a satiric strain and circulated caustic poems on 

local contemporaries. His reading of an earlier poet, Robert Fergusson, inspired 

him to think of himself as his successor ‘carrying forward and widening the range 

of vernacular Scots poetry’, according to D.M. Low in Robert Burns (1986). Burns 

began to think of gathering his poems together for publication and approached a 

printer in nearby Kilmarnock. Poems, Chiefly in the Scottish Dialect was published 

(by subscription) in July 1786 in an edition of 612 copies. He also entertained the 

notion of emigrating to Jamaica. He had fallen in love with and made pregnant a 

local girl, Jean Armour, and her father was not best pleased. All was changed, 

however, by the almost immediate success of his book, taken up by the Scottish 

literati as the work of a ‘Heaven-taught ploughman’ (as the novelist Henry 

Mackenzie dubbed him). Off he went to Edinburgh to capitalise on this sudden 

fame, and, playing up to his new-found reputation, had a most enjoyable time 

being lionised by the great and the good  – he created a striking impression, not 
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just with his poems, but by his good looks, his charm and his ease of conversation 

in company: it was said that he ‘glowed’.He arranged a new edition of his poems 

with the Edinburgh publisher William Creech (selling his copyright for 100 

guineas) and had put up in the Canongate churchyard a memorial stone to his 

literary hero Fergusson. He also found time to indulge in an intense but platonic 

relationship with a married woman, Nancy Mclehose, which in its ending produced 

one of his greatest songs, ‘Ae fond kiss’. Increasingly seeing himself as ‘Scotia’s 

bard’, Burns embarked on several tours of Scotland, to observe the country (though 

as a farmer he was more interested in crops than scenery) and to absorb its history 

and traditions – including its songs.  He became almost obsessed with songwriting 

from this period on – rescuing traditional songs, rewriting their words, writing new 

words.  

Robert Burns перевод O, my love is like a red, red 

Юлия Азорова 

O, my love is like a red, red rose, 

That's newly sprung in June. 

O, my love is like the melodie, 

That's sweetly play'd in tune. 

 

As fair art thou, my bonie lass, 

So deep in love am I, 

And I will love thee still, my dear, 

Till a' the seas gang dry. 

 

Till a' the seas gang dry, my dear, 

And the rocks melt wi' the sun! 

And I will love thee still, my dear, 

While the sands o' life shall run. 

 

And fare thee weel, my only love, 

And fare thee weel, a while! 

And I will come again, my love, 

Tho' it were ten thousand mile! 

 

______________________ 

Любовь моя алее роз, 

Что летом расцвели. 

Любовь моя - мотив из грёз, 

Мелодия мечты. 

 

Ты так прекрасна, что горю 

В огне блаженном я. 

Я докажу любовь свою, 

https://stihi.ru/avtor/yunioni
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Пусть высохнут моря. 

 

Пусть высохнут моря до дна, 

И рухнут цепи скал, 

Любовь останется сильна, 

Когда я стану стар. 

 

"Прощай!" - тебе я пропою, 

"Прощай и жди зари!" 

И я опять к тебе приду 

Хотя б на край земли... 

James Mercer Langston Hughes (February 1, 1902 – May 22, 1967) was an 

American poet, social activist, novelist, playwright, and columnist from Joplin, 

Missouri. 

          He was one of the earliest innovators of the then-new literary art form called 

jazz poetry. Hughes is best known as a leader of the Harlem Renaissance in New 

York City. In 1869 the widow Mary Patterson Leary married again, into the elite, 

politically active Langston family. (See The Talented Tenth.) Her second husband 

was Charles Henry Langston, of African-American, Euro-American and Native 

American ancestry. 

 Langston Hughes was born in Joplin, Missouri, the second child of school 

teacher Carrie (Caroline) Mercer Langston and James Nathaniel Hughes (1871–

1934).[8] Langston Hughes grew up in a series of Midwestern small towns. After 

his parents separated, his mother traveled seeking employment, and young 

Langston Hughes was raised mainly in Lawrence, Kansas by his maternal 

grandmother, Mary Patterson Langston. He spent most of his childhood in 

Lawrence. In his 1940 autobiography The Big Sea he wrote: "I was unhappy for a 

long time, and very lonesome, living with my grandmother. Then it was that books 

began to happen to me, and I began to believe in nothing but books and the 

wonderful world in books — where if people suffered, they suffered in beautiful 

language, not in monosyllables, as we did in Kansas." 

           After the death of his grandmother, Hughes went to live with family friends, 

James and Mary Reed, for two years. Later, Hughes lived again with his mother 

Carrie in Lincoln, Illinois. Hughes was elected class poet. He stated that in 

retrospect he thought it was because of the stereotype about African Americans 

having rhythm. 

           I was a victim of a stereotype. There were only two of us Negro kids in the 

whole class and our English teacher was always stressing the importance of rhythm 

in poetry. Well, everyone knows, except us, that all Negroes have rhythm, so they 

elected me as class poet. 

           During high school in Cleveland, Hughes wrote for the school newspaper, 

edited the yearbook, and began to write his first short stories, poetry, and dramatic 

plays. Hughes had a very poor relationship with his father, with whom he lived in 

Mexico for a brief period in 1919. Upon graduating from high school in June 1920, 
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Hughes returned to Mexico to live with his father, hoping to convince him to 

support his plan to attend Columbia University. Hughes later said that, prior to 

arriving in Mexico, "I had been thinking about my father and his strange dislike of 

his own people. I didn't understand it, because I was a Negro, and I liked Negroes 

very much." Initially, his father had hoped for Hughes to attend a university 

abroad, and to study for a career in engineering. On these grounds, he was willing 

to provide financial assistance to his son but did not support his desire to be a 

writer. Eventually, Hughes and his father came to a compromise: Hughes would 

study engineering, so long as he could attend Columbia. His tuition provided; 

Hughes left his father after more than a year. While at Columbia in 1921, Hughes 

managed to maintain a B+ grade average. He left in 1922 because of racial 

prejudice. He was attracted more to the people and the neighborhood of Harlem 

than his studies, though he continued writing poetry. 

On May 22, 1967, Hughes died in New York City at the age of 65 from 

complications after abdominal surgery related to prostate cancer. His ashes are 

interred beneath a floor medallion in the middle of the foyer in the Schomburg 

Center for Research in Black Culture in Harlem. It is the entrance to an auditorium 

named for him. The design on the floor is an African cosmogram entitled Rivers. 

The title is taken from his poem "The Negro Speaks of Rivers". Within the center 

of the cosmogram is the line: "My soul has grown deep like the rivers". 
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                   The Negro Speaks of Rivers 

Langston Hughes, 1902 - 1967 

 

 I’ve known rivers: 

I’ve known rivers ancient as the world and older than the 

     flow of human blood in human veins. 

 

My soul has grown deep like the rivers. 

I bathed in the Euphrates when dawns were young. 

I built my hut near the Congo and it lulled me to sleep. 

I looked upon the Nile and raised the pyramids above it. 

I heard the singing of the Mississippi when Abe Lincoln  

     went down to New Orleans, and I’ve seen its muddy  

     bosom turn all golden in the sunset. 

 

I’ve known rivers: 

Ancient, dusky rivers. 

 

My soul has grown deep like the rivers. 

 

 

 

Негро Дарыялар менен сүйлөшөт 

 

Мен белгилүү дарыяларды көрдүм, 

Бул дүйнөдө улуусун да кичүүсүн. 

Менин жаным дарыялар сыяктуу, 

Токтотпосо кан тамырда агуусун. 

 

Конго койну алачыкта уктасам, 

Нил дайрасы термеп мени жаткандай. 

Бешик болуп Мисисиппи пирамидасы, 

Абэ Линколн алдей айтып жаткандай. 

 

Болумушту Орлеандан мен көрдүм, 

Күн батаарда алтын жабуу жапкандай. 

Менин жаным дарыялар сыяктуу, 

Жүрөктө ыр толкун ташып жаткандай. 
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Oscar Wilde 

 

Author Oscar Wilde was known for his acclaimed works including 'The Picture of 

Dorian Gray' and 'The Importance of Being Earnest,' as well as his brilliant wit, 

flamboyant style and infamous imprisonment for homosexuality. 

Author, playwright and poet Oscar Wilde was a popular literary figure in late 

Victorian England. After graduating from Oxford University, he lectured as a poet, 

art critic and a leading proponent of the principles of aestheticism. In 1891, he 

published The Picture of Dorian Gray, his only novel which was panned as 

immoral by Victorian critics, but is now considered one of his most notable works. 

As a dramatist, many of Wilde’s plays were well received including his satirical 

comedies Lady Windermere's Fan (1892), A Woman of No Importance (1893), An 

Ideal Husband (1895) and The Importance of Being Earnest (1895), his most 

famous play. Unconventional in his writing and life, Wilde’s affair with a young 

man led to his arrest on charges of "gross indecency" in 1895. He was imprisoned 

for two years and died in poverty three years after his release at the age of 46.  

Early Life and Education 

Oscar Fingal O'Flahertie Wills Wilde was born on October 16, 1854, in Dublin, 

Ireland. His father, William Wilde, was an acclaimed doctor who was knighted for 

his work as a medical advisor for the Irish censuses. William later founded St. 

Mark's Ophthalmic Hospital, entirely at his own personal expense, to treat the 

city's poor. Wilde's mother, Jane Francesca Elgee, was a poet who was closely 

associated with the Young Irelander Rebellion of 1848, a skilled linguist whose 

acclaimed English translation of Pomeranian novelist Wilhelm 

Meinhold's Sidonia the Sorceress had a deep influence on her son's later writing. 

Wilde was a bright and bookish child. He attended the Portora Royal School 

at Enniskillen where he fell in love with Greek and Roman studies. He won the 

school's prize for the top classics student in each of his last two years, as well as 

second prize in drawing during his final year. Upon graduating in 1871, Wilde was 

awarded the Royal School Scholarship to attend Trinity College in Dublin. At the 

end of his first year at Trinity, in 1872, he placed first in the school's classics 

examination and received the college's Foundation Scholarship, the highest honor 

awarded to undergraduates. 
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Upon his graduation in 1874, Wilde received the Berkeley Gold Medal as Trinity's 

best student in Greek, as well as the Demyship scholarship for further study at 

Magdalen College in Oxford. At Oxford, Wilde continued to excel academically, 

receiving first class marks from his examiners in both classics and classical 

moderations. It was also at Oxford that Wilde made his first sustained attempts at 

creative writing. In 1878, the year of his graduation, his poem "Ravenna" won the 

Newdigate Prize for the best English verse composition by an Oxford 

undergraduate. 

Career Beginnings 

Upon graduating from Oxford, Wilde moved to London to live with his friend, 

Frank Miles, a popular portraitist among London's high society. There, he 

continued to focus on writing poetry, publishing his first collection, Poems, in 

1881. While the book received only modest critical praise, it nevertheless 

established Wilde as an up-and-coming writer. The next year, in 1882, Wilde 

traveled from London to New York City to embark on an American lecture tour, 

for which he delivered a staggering 140 lectures in just nine months. 

While not lecturing, he managed to meet with some of the leading American 

scholars and literary figures of the day, including Henry Longfellow, Oliver 

Wendell Holmes and Walt Whitman. Wilde especially admired Whitman. "There 

is no one in this wide great world of America whom I love and honor so much,'' he 

later wrote to his idol. 

Upon the conclusion of his American tour, Wilde returned home and immediately 

commenced another lecture circuit of England and Ireland that lasted until the 

middle of 1884. Through his lectures, as well as his early poetry, Wilde established 

himself as a leading proponent of the aesthetic movement, a theory of art and 

literature that emphasized the pursuit of beauty for its own sake, rather than to 

promote any political or social viewpoint. 

On May 29, 1884, Wilde married a wealthy Englishwoman named Constance 

Lloyd. They had two sons: Cyril, born in 1885, and Vyvyan, born in 1886. A year 

after his wedding, Wilde was hired to run Lady's World, a once-popular English 

magazine that had recently fallen out of fashion. During his two years 

editing Lady's World, Wilde revitalized the magazine by expanding its coverage to 

"deal not merely with what women wear, but with what they think and what they 

feel. The Lady's World," wrote Wilde, "should be made the recognized organ for 

the expression of women's opinions on all subjects of literature, art and modern 

life, and yet it should be a magazine that men could read with pleasure. 

Acclaimed Works 

Beginning in 1888, while he was still serving as editor of Lady's World, Wilde 

entered a seven-year period of furious creativity, during which he produced nearly 

all of his great literary works. In 1888, seven years after he wrote Poems, Wilde 

published The Happy Prince and Other Tales, a collection of children's stories. In 

https://www.biography.com/writer/henry-wadsworth-longfellow
https://www.biography.com/law-figure/oliver-wendell-holmes-jr
https://www.biography.com/law-figure/oliver-wendell-holmes-jr
https://www.biography.com/writer/walt-whitman
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1891, he published Intentions, an essay collection arguing the tenets of 

aestheticism, and that same year, he published his first and only novel, The Picture 

of Dorian Gray. The novel is a cautionary tale about a beautiful young man, 

Dorian Gray, who wishes (and receives his wish) that his portrait ages while he 

remains youthful and lives a life of sin and pleasure. 

Though the novel is now revered as a great and classic work, at the time critics 

were outraged by the book's apparent lack of morality. Wilde vehemently defended 

himself in a preface to the novel, considered one of the great testaments to 

aestheticism, in which he wrote, "an ethical sympathy in an artist is an 

unpardonable mannerism of style" and "vice and virtue are to the artist materials 

for an art." 

Wilde's first play, Lady Windermere's Fan, opened in February 1892 to 

widespread popularity and critical acclaim, encouraging Wilde to adopt 

playwriting as his primary literary form. Over the next few years, Wilde produced 

several great plays—witty, highly satirical comedies of manners that nevertheless 

contained dark and serious undertones. His most notable plays were A Woman of 

No Importance (1893), An Ideal Husband (1895) and The Importance of Being 

Earnest (1895), his most famous play. 

 

Personal Life and Prison Sentence 

Around the same time that he was enjoying his greatest literary success, Wilde 

commenced an affair with a young man named Lord Alfred Douglas. On February 

18, 1895, Douglas's father, the Marquis of Queensberry, who had gotten wind of 

the affair, left a calling card at Wilde's home addressed to "Oscar Wilde: Posing 

Somdomite," a misspelling of sodomite. Although Wilde's homosexuality was 

something of an open secret, he was so outraged by Queensberry's note that he 

sued him for libel. The decision ruined his life. 

When the trial began in March, Queensberry and his lawyers presented evidence of 

Wilde's homosexuality—homoerotic passages from his literary works, as well as 

his love letters to Douglas—that quickly resulted in the dismissal of Wilde's libel 

case and his arrest on charges of "gross indecency." Wilde was convicted on May 

25, 1895, and sentenced to two years in prison. 

Wilde emerged from prison in 1897, physically depleted, emotionally exhausted 

and flat broke. He went into exile in France, where, living in cheap hotels and 

friends' apartments, he briefly reunited with Douglas. Wilde wrote very little 

during these last years; his only notable work was a poem he completed in 1898 

about his experiences in prison, "The Ballad of Reading Gaol." 

Death and Legacy 

Wilde died of meningitis on November 30, 1900, at the age of 46. More than a 

century after his death, Wilde is still better remembered for his personal life—his 

exuberant personality, consummate wit and infamous imprisonment for 

homosexuality—than for his literary accomplishments. Nevertheless, his witty, 
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imaginative and undeniably beautiful works, in particular his novel The Picture of 

Dorian Gray and his play The Importance of Being Earnest, are considered among 

the great literary masterpieces of the late Victorian period. 

Throughout his entire life, Wilde remained deeply committed to the principles of 

aestheticism, principles that he expounded through his lectures and demonstrated 

through his works as well as anyone of his era. "All art is at once surface and 

symbol," Wilde wrote in the preface to The Picture of Dorian Gray. "Those who 

go beneath the surface do so at their peril. Those who read the symbol do so at 

their peril. It is the spectator, and not life, that art really mirrors. Diversity of 

opinion about a work of art shows that the work is new, complex and vital." 

  

 The Picture of Dorian Grey 

In the midst of a beautiful, luxurious painter's studio, we meet Lord Henry 

Wotton and his friend, artist Basil Hallward. The studio is Basil's, and, as they 

chat, he critically regards his current masterpiece, a portrait of a gorgeous young 

man. 

Lord Henry tells Basil that the painting is his best work ever and suggests where he 

should exhibit it—but Basil says he doesn't want to do that. 

Lord Henry is appalled, but Basil holds out, claiming that he's put too much of 

himself into this painting. Henry protests that there's absolutely no resemblance 

between Basil and the man in the picture; while the subject of the painting is totally 

hot, intellectuals like Basil, he half-jokingly says, are generally pretty ugly. 

Basil tells Henry that he's wrong—looks aside, anyone who's different in any way 

is marked by fate. He predicts that his art, Lord Henry's wealth, and Dorian Gray's 

beauty will make them all suffer for their distinction. 

Lord Henry ignores Basil's dire prophecy, and focuses on the name—Dorian Gray, 

the beautiful boy in the portrait. Basil, it turns out, hadn't wanted to tell Henry 

Dorian's name, and Lord Henry asks why. 

Basil replies that some names are special to him; whenever he likes someone, he 

always conceals their names from friends, because it makes them seem more 

mysterious. In general, mysteries are more appealing. 

This is something Lord Henry completely understands. In his marriage for 

example, he and his wife have nothing but secrets, and they both like it that way. 

Basil laughs off Lord Henry's cynical attitude, and claims that his friend isn't really 

a cynic on the inside. Lord Henry responds that everyone's a poseur of one kind or 

another, and that cynicism is entertaining, in the least. 

The friends go out into the garden, and Henry announces that he has to leave. 

Before he goes, though, he asks one more question: why won't he exhibit Dorian's 

portrait? 

Basil protests that he already told Lord Henry the real reason. Under pressure, he 

explains further, that it's not the sitter that the portrait reveals, but the artist 



99 
 

himself. Basil is afraid that showing the picture would reveal the secret of his very 

soul. 

Lord Henry laughs and asks what this secret is; Basil says he will tell it, though he 

warns that Lord Henry will hardly believe it, much less understand. 

Basil then relates how he met Dorian at a party at Lady Brandon's. As he chatted 

with various boring nobles, he realized someone was looking at him—someone so 

utterly fascinating that it terrified him. 

He tried to leave, but Lady Brandon grabbed him. He suddenly found himself face 

to face with the handsome young man who scared him: it's Dorian Gray. 

Basil and Dorian start their friendship by laughing together at Lady Brandon; Lord 

Henry says lightly that laughter is a good way to begin a friendship, but the best 

way to end one, to which Basil replies that Henry does not understand what 

friendship or enmity is. 

Lord Henry, who apparently is never serious, protests that he does indeed 

distinguish between his friends and enemies. He chooses his friends for their looks 

and his enemies for their brains. 

Basil and Henry kid around a bit, and Basil claims again that his friend really is a 

decent man, inside his flippant façade. 

Henry returns to the subject at hand—Dorian Gray. We learn that Basil sees 

Dorian every day. 

Lord Henry remarks that it's amazing that Basil now cares for something more than 

his art, but Basil insists that Dorian is his art now; apparently, meeting Dorian has 

changed the whole way he sees the world. 

Lord Henry starts hassling Basil about meeting Dorian. Basil finally admits that he 

doesn't want to exhibit the picture because the world will find out about his 

adoration for Dorian, something he hasn't even told Dorian about. 

Lord Henry asks if Dorian feels the same way about Basil; Basil thinks Dorian 

likes him, but isn't sure. Lord Henry suggests that Basil might get sick of Dorian—

after all, he reasons, genius lasts longer than mere physical beauty. 

Basil thinks not. He argues that Lord Henry couldn't possibly understand, since 

he's so faithless in his loves. Ooh, ouch. 

Lord Henry remembers that he's heard the name Dorian Gray before, from his 

Aunt Agatha; he hadn't paid attention when she mentioned him, but now wishes he 

had. 

Basil replies that he's glad he didn't because he still doesn't want Henry to meet 

Dorian—and right on cue, Basil's butler announces that Mr. Dorian Gray has 

arrived. Score one for Lord Henry. 

Basil orders the butler to tell Dorian to wait a few moments. Then he turns to Lord 

Henry authoritatively, and tries to impart once more how much Dorian means to 

him. Basil tells Lord Henry that Dorian is his best friend and warns him not to 

"influence" him. 

Lord Henry just laughs him off, and we have to wonder what his plans are… 

Basil and Henry return to the house, where they find Dorian at the piano. 

He's startled to see that there's someone else there. Basil introduces his two friends. 
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Lord Henry brings up their other mutual acquaintance, his Aunt Agatha. While he 

chats politely with Dorian, he notices just how splendid the boy's looks are—

there's something about him that's totally innocent and pure. 

Basil is distracted by Henry and Dorian's conversation—he's worried about what 

his old friend will say to influence his new one. He asks Henry to leave, but Dorian 

raises a fuss begs him to stay. 

Basil gives in and allows Henry to stay, but warns Dorian (not entirely jokingly) 

not to listen to everything Henry says, since he's a bad influence over everyone 

except Basil himself. 

Dorian has taken a liking to Henry already—he's charmed by how different the 

young lord is from his friend. 

As Dorian poses for the painting, Henry takes it upon himself to enlighten the boy; 

he launches into a long explanation of his own decadent values, basically claiming 

that any form of influence is a bad influence, and that people should try to live 

their lives fully and give into their impulses. 

Dorian is shocked by all this, and Basil, who's wrapped up in his painting, notices a 

new look in the boy's face for the first time. 

Henry continues his diatribe about returning to the Hellenic (ancient Greek) mode 

of life, in which everyone yields to all of their desires and temptations. He suggests 

daringly that even Dorian, whose youthful innocence is complete, has secret 

desires that he won't even admit to himself. This is too much for the boy, and he 

demands silence so he can think things through. 

The provocative, challenging words of Lord Henry resonate mysteriously within 

Dorian's soul, and he's not quite sure what's happening to him. All of a sudden, it 

seems as though his whole life has changed, and things that he didn't even 

recognize in himself before come to life. 

As Dorian ponders the meaning of this conversation, Henry looks on, intrigued and 

pleased—he knows his words have hit close to home. Meanwhile, Basil, in a 

painting trance, works in silence, not noticing what's happening between his two 

friends. 

Dorian breaks from his pose, and demands some rest—Basil lets him go, 

commenting that whatever Henry was saying to Dorian must have been working, 

because he posed beautifully. 

Henry follows Dorian to the garden, where he finds the boy desperately trying to 

calm himself down via aromatherapy with some lilacs. Henry approves of this—he 

thinks the best way to calm the soul is to appeal to the senses, and vice versa. 

Dorian is disturbed by the effect Lord Henry has on him, and a little afraid of 

him—but he's deeply intrigued by the other man. 

Henry warns Dorian not to get sunburnt, telling the boy that he should value his 

youth and exceptional beauty. He explains that to him, Beauty is the most 

important and valuable thing in the whole world—but that it's transient, and Dorian 

should enjoy it while he can. 

Basil calls his friends back into the studio, and as they go into the house, they 

confirm their new friendship. 
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Dorian gets back into picture pose, and Basil continues his work—soon enough, 

he's actually done with the painting. Henry comes over to admire it exuberantly, 

and calls Dorian over. 

Dorian is overjoyed by the recognition of his own beauty; Lord Henry's words 

opened his eyes for the first time to just how gorgeous he is. This just makes him 

afraid of the day when he'll grow old and lose his beauty, and he breaks down in 

tears. 

Basil doesn't understand Dorian's reaction, and asks if he doesn't like it. 

Lord Henry tries to make Basil feel better, and asks to buy the painting—but Basil 

says it already belongs to Dorian. 

Dorian explains his sadness in seeing the beauty of the portrait. He can't believe 

that he himself will grow older every day, but the painting will never age, and he 

wishes it was the other way around—why can't the painting age as he stays the 

same? He says he would give his soul to have this wish come true. 

Henry jokes that Basil wouldn't like this arrangement, as it would reflect poorly 

upon his own work. Dorian responds too seriously that it's true—Basil likes his 

work better than his real friends. 

Dorian goes on rather madly, saying that Basil only cares for his youth and beauty, 

and that the day he grows old and ugly, he'll kill himself. Basil is horrified, and 

blames Henry for this change in Dorian; Henry, however, responds that it's the real 

Dorian who's emerged. 

Basil turns on the painting, the cause of this argument between him and his best 

friends. He attempts to slash the canvas, but Dorian stops him, saying that he's in 

love with this image of himself. 

Everyone calms down, and it seems that the moment of high drama is over. 

Everyone settles down, and, like good Englishmen, the three settle down for a cup 

of tea. 

Lord Henry proposes that they all go to the theatre that night. Dorian is all up for it, 

but Basil says he has to stay home and work—he sadly comments that he'll stay 

with the "real" Dorian, the innocent one in the painting. 

Basil begs Dorian not to go to the theatre with Lord Henry, but the boy says that he 

must. We get the feeling that this is rather more symbolic than it seems—will he 

stay back with Basil and his old self, or will he go out with Lord Henry, and 

perhaps come back a different person?... 

Dorian and Henry leave Basil in the studio, alone and pained. 

The next day, Lord Henry goes to visit his crotchety old uncle George, with 

the intent of finding out about Dorian's background. It seems that Uncle George is 

something of a society gossip, underneath his gruff exterior. 

We learn that Dorian's the grandson of one Lord Kelso, an old acquaintance of 

Uncle George's; Dorian's mother, Kelso's daughter, was Lady Margaret Devereux, 

who was incredibly beautiful. Lady Margaret apparently fell passionately in love 

and married a guy far below her social rank, and rumor has it that Lord Kelso 

arranged for his son-in-law to be killed in a duel. 
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Uncle George imagines that Lord Kelso probably left his grandson a huge fortune 

when he died—so Dorian's probably rolling in dough (or at least, he will be once 

he comes of age). 

The conversation veers off into idle gossip about some guy named Dartmoor and 

his American fiancée. Lord Henry heads out and walks over to Aunt Agatha's 

house for lunch. As he walks, he muses over the tragic, romantic story of Dorian's 

parents. 

He thinks again about how very marvelous and special Dorian is, and decides that 

he wants to do for Dorian what Dorian did for Basil—that is, change the way the 

boy sees the world entirely. 

Lord Henry notices that, in his thoughtful daze, he's passed his aunt's house. When 

he finally reaches his destination, he's late, and gets told off by Aunt Agatha. 

The dining room is full of notable visitors, including the Duchess of Harley, Sir 

Thomas Burdon (a politician), and Mr. Erskine (some kind of intellectual), among 

other luminaries. Dorian is also there. 

The conversation here is also about Dartmoor and his American sweetheart. The 

genteel gathering is rather puzzled by Americans, especially by American women, 

who are all the rage at the moment. 

Lord Henry quickly assumes control of the whole conversation, and entertains the 

table with his extravagant ideas. Everyone is totally charmed by him, none more 

than Dorian. 

The luncheon ends when the Duchess, followed by the other ladies, leaves. Mr. 

Erskine pulls Lord Henry aside, asking why he doesn't write a book; he invites 

Henry to come visit him at his home, Treadley, sometime. 

Even though he's supposed to hang out with Basil, Dorian asks if he can 

accompany Lord Henry, so he can listen to Henry talk some more. Henry agrees, 

but says that he's talked enough for today—the two friends go to the park to "look 

at life." 

A month later, we find Dorian hanging out alone at Lord Henry's house in 

Mayfair, a ritzy London neighborhood. He's waiting for Lord Henry, who's always 

(intentionally) late. 

For the first time, Dorian encounters the other Wotton—Lord Henry's shrill 

wife, Victoria. Lady Victoria is a totally ridiculous creature; she tries to be stylish, 

but just ends up looking foolish. Unlike her husband, she has no appreciation for 

art, or any of the finer things in life; instead, she's totally shallow. 

Fortunately, Lord Henry arrives to save Dorian from his wife. Once she's 

gone, Henry tells Dorian never to get married (we can understand why!). 

Dorian tells Henry that he'll never get married—after all, he's too much in love. 

This is big news. Henry wants to know all the details, and Dorian obliges. 

Dorian's flame is an actress named Sibyl Vane—he claims she's a genius, even 

though Henry says irritatingly that women can't be geniuses. 

Ignoring Henry's misogyny, Dorian goes on with his story. He first discovered 

Sibyl three weeks ago; it actually all started with Lord Henry himself, who got 

Dorian thinking about all the different people out there in London, whose lives all 
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fascinated the boy all of a sudden. As he was wandering around the city one day, 

he stumbled upon a sketchy little theatre, where a Jewish manager (described in 

grossly anti-Semitic terms we won't replicate here) lures him inside. There, he 

finds what he calls "the greatest romance of [his] life." 

Here, Henry interjects—Dorian's too young to identify this relationship in such 

hyperbolic terms, and should remember that he'll always be loved, and that this is 

just the beginning. Only loving one person is simply too dull for Henry, and he 

thinks the same is true for Dorian. 

Dorian continues. In the tacky, dingy theatre, he discovers that the play is Romeo 

and Juliet. The actors, for the most part, are miserable, unattractive, and untalented. 

However, Juliet is a different story. The actress playing her is the most beautiful 

thing Dorian has ever seen—she's just seventeen, and she's so beautiful it brings 

tears to Dorian's eyes. Her voice is so thrilling it even gives Lord Henry's gorgeous 

pipes a run for their money. 

Sibyl Vane (for that's her name) totally fascinates Dorian, and he's amazed by how 

she changes into a different person with every role she plays. He raves over how 

great it is to be in love with an actress. 

Lord Henry immediately shoots him down cynically, asking what exactly the deal 

is between Dorian and Sibyl. To put it bluntly, are they getting it on? 

Dorian is appalled at his friend's crudity, and exclaims that Sibyl is sacred—again, 

Henry doesn't buy this argument. 

Back to the story—after the play is over, the manager tries to convince Dorian to 

come backstage and meet Sibyl, but he refuses. 

Dorian returns to the theatre the next night, and the next. Finally, he feels ready to 

go and meet her. 

In real life, Sibyl is a complete innocent; she doesn't even realize how talented she 

is. She falls for Dorian immediately, and dubs him "Prince Charming." 

We find out that every night since then, Dorian has gone to see Sibyl act. Henry 

peevishly comments that this explains why Dorian hasn't been paying him enough 

attention recently (though in fact they see each other every day). 

Henry asks Dorian to dinner, but instead, Dorian insists that he has to go see Sibyl 

perform again. Dorian is in a fit of excitement—Henry notices that something has 

blossomed within his young friend. 

Dorian asks Henry to come to the theatre with Basil one night to see Sibyl. He 

intends to rescue her from the dreadful place she's performing in, and set her up 

at a posh theatre in the West End (London's equivalent of Broadway). 

The friends set their dinner and theatre date for the next day, then digress slightly 

to talk of Basil—ever since he's been chilling with Henry, Dorian finds Basil a 

little lacking. 

Dorian rushes off to the theatre in a tizzy, and Henry stays at home, pondering the 

wonders of human nature… specifically Dorian's. He muses that Dorian is 

really his creation, since Henry's influence made the boy what he is now. 

Henry goes on to coldly evaluate his "experiment" with Dorian's personality—

there's something rather chilling in the way Henry looks at Dorian as a kind of lab 
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rat, through whom he's trying to figure out the workings of the human soul and 

body. 

Finally, Henry gets ready to go out for the evening; as he leaves, he thinks again 

about Dorian's splendid life, and wonders ominously how it will end. 

When Henry gets home that night, he finds a telegram with the news that Dorian 

and Sibyl are engaged. 

Sibyl and her mother are at home in their dingy house, a world away from 

Lord Henry's luxurious abode. Sibyl is totally infatuated with Dorian, and love is 

the only thing on her young, naïve mind. 

Sibyl's world-weary mother, however, has other things on her mind—she's cynical, 

and is more concerned with things like money than Sybil's innocent adoration. 

Sibyl asks her mother if she was ever this in love with her absent father; obviously, 

this hits close to home. We have to wonder what Sibyl's mother was like in her 

youth—was she as naïve and optimistic as her daughter? 

The narrator informs us rather cruelly of how "second-rate" and ridiculously 

theatrical Mrs. Vane is, playing up the fact that she's always conscious of how her 

actions look, even when her audience is just her children. When Sibyl's brother, 

James, enters the room, their mother pauses dramatically with her arms around 

Sibyl for theatrical effect. 

James and Sibyl are obviously quite close. He's leaving for Australia to try and 

make some money, and he wants to take Sibyl out for one last walk. The siblings 

agree to go to the park. 

While Sibyl's upstairs changing, James grills his mother about his sister's 

mysterious suitor. We gather that Mrs. Vane thinks highly of Dorian, who she calls 

a "perfect gentleman." 

James is unconvinced, and makes his mother promise to look after the girl. 

Sibyl and James go off on their walk, leaving their obnoxious mother behind. 

Compared to Sibyl, James is a horse of a different color. He's much more 

suspicious of people, and is a lot more street-smart than his dreamy sister. Sibyl 

goes on and on about her vision of James' idyllic future in Australia, but all the 

while, he's worrying about Dorian's intentions towards his sister. After all, Sibyl 

and Mrs. Vane don't even know Dorian's name yet. Who knows if he's 

trustworthy? 

James comes out and warns Sibyl to be careful, but she laughs him off, saying that 

Dorian is Prince Charming, and can do no wrong. 

The siblings sit on a park bench, watching the wealthy people go by. Suddenly, 

Dorian drives past in a carriage. Sibyl and James strain to see him, but, before 

James catches a glimpse, the carriage is gone. 

James is torn between his love for his sister and his resentment of this mysterious 

Prince Charming. He promises not to hurt Dorian as long as Sibyl still loves him. 

At home, James and Sibyl say their goodbyes. Even though James is resentful and 

jealous of the strange suitor, he's still terribly sad to leave home—after all, he's just 

sixteen. 
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After leaving Sibyl in her room, James goes to see his mother. He demands to 

know whether or not she was married to their father—it turns out, she wasn't. We 

find out that he was also a gentleman, like Dorian, and he couldn't (or wouldn't) 

make an honest woman of her—he died without leaving them anything. 

James again insists that his mother take good care of Sibyl, and says that if her 

suitor does anything to hurt her, he'll come back and kill him. 

Mrs. Vane is secretly thrilled by the melodramatic ring of this threat—it actually 

cheers her up, despite the fact that her son is leaving home for a strange country. 

She feels like things are looking up. 

The next night, Henry and Basil get to the restaurant before Dorian, and they 

take advantage of the opportunity to discuss Dorian's sudden engagement. Basil 

doesn't approve, but Henry looks at it lightly as a part of his experiment. He hopes 

that marriage won't ruin Dorian, and that the boy will marry Sibyl, love her madly 

for a little while, and move on. 

Dorian shows up in the middle of this heated discussion. He's in a jolly mood, and 

he recounts the story of his engagement to Sibyl. 

The night before, Dorian watched Sibyl perform in As You Like It, and was 

overwhelmed by his adoration for her. Backstage after the show, they kissed and 

exchanged vows of love. 

Back to the present—Basil is slowly won over by this story, convinced that Dorian 

really is in love with the girl. Henry is still incredulous and, as usual, expresses his 

cynical viewpoint. 

Dorian laughs Henry off, saying that being with Sibyl undoes everything Henry's 

done to him—she makes him forget all of Henry's "poisonous" theories about life 

and love. 

Henry goes off on another of his philosophical binges, this time about goodness, 

morality, and women. He basically thinks that everyone should just be concerned 

with themselves and their own pleasures. Basil and Dorian disagree, but Henry 

persists in putting forth his ideas. Oh yeah, and he also thinks that women are 

pretty worthless—in his estimation, they're always hanging on to men, preventing 

them from attaining greatness. 

Dorian promises that Henry will feel different about all of this once he's seen Sibyl 

Vane. Henry demurs, admitting that it's possible that he'll be really taken with her. 

They leave in Henry's carriage, and poor Basil has to follow in a cab. 

During his solitary ride, Basil is saddened by the feeling that Dorian is lost to him 

forever—the marriage will drive them apart. However, he reasons, it's better than 

some things that could have happened to his young friend… 

The three friends meet up at the dingy theatre, where they're met by the 

manager. Dorian hates the guy more than ever, but Lord Henry claims to like 

him—then again, we're never sure how serious he is. 

The theatre sounds hellish—it's hot, noisy, and grotesque. Dorian promises that 

Sibyl will make this outing worth it, and Basil believes him. 

Finally, Sibyl comes on stage as Juliet, and Henry and Basil are both enraptured by 

her; Basil even jumps up and applauds. Her beauty is more remarkable than ever. 
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Sibyl's acting, however, is worse than ever before. Every spark of her amazing 

talent is gone, and she's absolutely terrible. 

Dorian feels betrayed, and his friends are terribly disappointed. They wait for the 

famous balcony scene to pass judgment—and she fails miserably. Everyone in the 

theatre is bored and disappointed. 

Henry and Basil leave the theatre at intermission; Basil is willing to seek an 

explanation, saying that Sibyl must be ill. Dorian, however, can't believe it—he 

doesn't know what happened to the Sibyl he loves. 

Dorian, weeping, tells Henry and Basil to leave him alone with his heartbreak. 

The rest of the play is a disaster. Dorian sits through it, miserable, then rushes 

backstage to confront Sibyl. 

The girl is overjoyed to see her fiancé. She happily tells him that she will never act 

well again—and, to make matters worse, it's Dorian's fault. Before she met Dorian, 

acting was the only real world to her, but now that she's in love with 

him, he's everything to her. She says that it would be profane for her to act at being 

in love on stage, since she's found real love with Dorian. 

This explanation isn't enough for Dorian, and he tells Sibyl that he doesn't love her 

anymore. He goes on in a fit of passion to tell her that she's basically worthless—

he can't believe he ever loved her, and he wishes he hadn't. To add insult to injury, 

he calls her a "third-rate" actress. 

Sibyl is stunned and horrified—she can't believe Dorian's saying this (neither can 

we!). She begs him to reconsider, but, instead, he coldly leaves her in tears. 

Dorian flees the theatre, not paying attention to where he's going. He ends up in the 

flower market in Covent Garden, and eventually makes his way home in a cab 

around dawn. 

When he gets back to his opulently decorated house, Basil's portrait catches his 

eye. For some reason, Dorian thinks it looks different this morning, as though 

there's a new cruelty in his painted twin's expression. He quickly checks to make 

sure he doesn't look like that; his actual face bears no such change. 

Dorian remembers the rash wish he made in Basil's studio—he wished that the 

portrait could change and grow old, while he stayed the same. Could it be that his 

wish was granted?... 

Looking at the portrait's new expression, Dorian starts to feel bad for poor Sibyl. 

He can't stop looking at the picture, and realizes that it will keep changing for the 

worse if he himself does. He draws a screen in front of the portrait, and tries to put 

it out of his mind, vowing to go back to Sibyl and marry her. Dorian, certain that 

his love for her will return, feels like everything will be all right. 

 

                                 Theodore Dreiser 

Theodore Dreiser, (born Aug. 27, 1871, Terre Haute, Ind., U.S.—died Dec. 28, 

1945, Hollywood, Calif.), novelist who was the outstanding American practitioner 

of naturalism. He was the leading figure in a national literary movement that 

replaced the observance of Victorian notions of propriety with the unflinching 

https://www.britannica.com/place/Terre-Haute
https://www.britannica.com/topic/naturalism-art
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presentation of real-life subject matter. Among other themes, his novels explore the 

new social problems that had arisen in a rapidly industrializing America. 

Life 

Dreiser was the ninth of 10 surviving children in a family whose perennial poverty 

forced frequent moves between small Indiana towns and Chicago in search of a 

lower cost of living. His father, a German immigrant, was a mostly unemployed 

millworker who subscribed to a stern and narrow Roman Catholicism. His 

mother’s gentle and compassionate outlook sprang from her Czech Mennonite 

background. In later life Dreiser would bitterly associate religion with his father’s 

ineffectuality and the family’s resulting material deprivation, but he always spoke 

and wrote of his mother with unswerving affection. Dreiser’s own harsh 

experience of poverty as a youth and his early yearnings for wealth and success 

would become dominant themes in his novels, and the misadventures of his 

brothers and sisters in early adult life gave him additional material on which to 

base his characters. 

Dreiser’s spotty education in parochial and public schools was capped by a year 

(1889–90) at Indiana University. He began a career as a newspaper reporter in 

Chicago in 1892 and worked his way to the East Coast. While writing for a 

Pittsburgh newspaper in 1894, he read works by the scientists T.H. Huxley 

and John Tyndall and adopted the speculations of the philosopher Herbert Spencer. 

Through these readings and his own experience, Dreiser came to believe that 

human beings are helpless in the grip of instincts and social forces beyond their 

control, and he judged human society as an unequal contest between the strong and 

the weak. In 1894 Dreiser arrived in New York City, where he worked for several 

newspapers and contributed to magazines. He married Sara White in 1898, but his 

roving affections (and resulting infidelities) doomed their relationship. The couple 

separated permanently in 1912. 

Dreiser began writing his first novel, Sister Carrie, in 1899 at the suggestion of a 

newspaper colleague. Doubleday, Page and Company published it the following 

year, thanks in large measure to the enthusiasm of that firm’s reader, the 

novelist Frank Norris. But Doubleday’s qualms about the book, the story line of 

which involves a young kept woman whose “immorality” goes unpunished, led the 

publisher to limit the book’s advertising, and consequently it sold fewer than 500 

copies. This disappointment and an accumulation of family and marital troubles 

sent Dreiser into a suicidal depression from which he was rescued in 1901 by his 

brother, Paul Dresser, a well-known songwriter, who arranged for Theodore’s 

treatment in a sanitarium. Dreiser recovered his spirits, and in the next nine years 

he achieved notable financial success as an editor in chief of several women’s 

magazines. He was forced to resign in 1910, however, because of an office 

imbroglio involving his romantic fascination with an assistant’s daughter. 

Somewhat encouraged by the earlier response to Sister Carrie in England 

and the novel’s republication in America, Dreiser returned to writing fiction. The 

reception accorded his second novel, Jennie Gerhardt (1911), the story of a woman 

who submits sexually to rich and powerful men to help her poverty-stricken 

https://www.merriam-webster.com/dictionary/perennial
https://www.britannica.com/place/Indiana-state
https://www.britannica.com/topic/cost-of-living
https://www.britannica.com/topic/Roman-Catholicism
https://www.merriam-webster.com/dictionary/parochial
https://www.britannica.com/topic/Indiana-University
https://www.britannica.com/biography/John-Tyndall
https://www.britannica.com/biography/Herbert-Spencer
https://www.britannica.com/place/New-York-City
https://www.britannica.com/art/novel
https://www.britannica.com/topic/Sister-Carrie
https://www.britannica.com/biography/Frank-Norris
https://www.merriam-webster.com/dictionary/romantic
https://www.britannica.com/topic/Jennie-Gerhardt


108 
 

family, lent him further encouragement. The first two volumes of a projected 

trilogy of novels based on the life of the American transportation magnate Charles 

T. Yerkes, The Financier (1912) and The Titan (1914), followed. Dreiser recorded 

his experiences on a trip to Europe in A Traveler at Forty (1913). In his next major 

novel, The ‘Genius’ (1915), he transformed his own life and numerous love affairs 

into a sprawling semiautobiographical chronicle that was censured by the New 

York Society for the Suppression of Vice. There ensued 10 years of sustained 

literary activity during which Dreiser produced a short-story collection, Free and 

Other Stories (1918); a book of sketches, Twelve Men (1919); philosophical 

essays, Hey-Rub-a-Dub-Dub (1920); a rhapsodic description of New York, The 

Color of A Great City (1923); works of drama, including Plays of the Natural and 

Supernatural (1916) and The Hand of the Potter (1918); and the autobiographical 

works A Hoosier Holiday (1916) and A Book About Myself (1922). 

In 1925 Dreiser’s first novel in a decade, An American Tragedy, based on a 

celebrated murder case, was published. This book brought Dreiser a degree of 

critical and commercial success he had never before attained and would not 

thereafter equal. The book’s highly critical view of the American legal system also 

made him the adopted champion of social reformers. He became involved in a 

variety of causes and slackened his literary production. A visit to the Soviet 

Union in 1927 produced a skeptical critique of that communist society 

entitled Dreiser Looks at Russia (1928). His only other significant publications in 

the late 1920s were collections of stories and sketches written 

earlier, Chains (1927) and A Gallery of Women (1929), and an unsuccessful 

collection of poetry, Moods, Cadenced and Declaimed (1926). 

The Great Depression of the 1930s ended Dreiser’s prosperity and intensified his 

commitment to social causes. He came to reconsider his opposition to communism 

and wrote the anticapitalist Tragic America (1931). His only important literary 

achievement in this decade was the autobiography of his childhood and 

teens, Dawn (1931), one of the most candid self-revelations by any major writer. In 

the middle and late ’30s his growing social consciousness and his interest in 

science converged to produce a vaguely mystical philosophy. 

In 1938 Dreiser moved from New York to Los Angeles with Helen Richardson, 

who had been his mistress since 1920. There he set about marketing the film rights 

to his earlier works. In 1942 he began belatedly to rewrite The Bulwark, a novel 

begun in 1912. The task was completed in 1944, the same year he married Helen. 

(Sara White Dreiser had died in 1942.) One of his last acts was to join 

the American Communist Party. Helen helped him complete most of The Stoic, the 

long-postponed third volume of his Yerkes trilogy, in the weeks before his death. 

Both The Bulwark and The Stoic were published posthumously (1946 and 1947, 

respectively).  

Dreiser’s first novel, Sister Carrie (1900), is a work of pivotal importance 

in American literature despite its inauspicious launching. It became a beacon to 

subsequent American writers whose allegiance was to the realistic treatment of any 

and all subject matter. Sister Carrie tells the story of a rudderless but pretty small-
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town girl who comes to the big city filled with vague ambitions. She is used by 

men and uses them in turn to become a successful Broadway actress while George 

Hurstwood, the married man who has run away with her, loses his grip on life and 

descends into beggary and suicide. Sister Carrie was the first masterpiece of the 

American naturalistic movement in its grittily factual presentation of the vagaries 

of urban life and in its ingenuous heroine, who goes unpunished for her 

transgressions against conventional sexual morality. The book’s strengths include a 

brooding but compassionate view of humanity, a memorable cast of characters, and 

a compelling narrative line. The emotional disintegration of Hurstwood is a much-

praised triumph of psychological analysis. 

Dreiser’s second novel, Jennie Gerhardt (1911), is a lesser achievement 

than Sister Carrie owing to its heroine’s comparative lack of credibility. Based on 

Dreiser’s remembrance of his beloved mother, Jennie emerges as a plaster saint 

with whom most modern readers find it difficult to empathize. The novel’s 

strengths include stinging characterizations of social snobs and narrow 

“religionists,” as well as a deep sympathy for the poor. 

The Financier (1912) and The Titan (1914) are the first two novels of a trilogy 

dealing with the career of the late-19th century American financier and traction 

tycoon Charles T. Yerkes, who is cast in fictionalized form as Frank Cowperwood. 

As Cowperwood successfully plots monopolistic business coups first 

in Philadelphia and then in Chicago, the focus of the novels alternates between his 

amoral business dealings and his marital and other erotic relations. The 

Financier and The Titan are important examples of the business novel and 

represent probably the most meticulously researched and documented studies of 

high finance in first-rate fiction. Cowperwood, like all of Dreiser’s major 

characters, remains unfulfilled despite achieving most of his apparent wishes. The 

third novel in the trilogy, The Stoic (1947), is fatally weakened by Dreiser’s 

diminished interest in his protagonist. 

The ‘Genius’ (1915) is artistically one of Dreiser’s least successful novels but is 

nonetheless indispensable to an understanding of his psychology. This book 

chronicles its autobiographical hero’s career as an artist and his unpredictable 

pursuit of the perfect woman as a source of ultimate fulfillment. 

Dreiser’s longest novel, An American Tragedy (1925), is a complex and 

compassionate account of the life and death of a young antihero named Clyde 

Griffiths. The novel begins with Clyde’s blighted background, recounts his path to 

success, and culminates in his apprehension, trial, and execution for murder. The 

book was called by one influential critic “the worst-written great novel in the 

world,” but its questionable grammar and style are transcended by its narrative 

power. Dreiser’s labyrinthine speculations on the extent of Clyde’s guilt do not 

blunt his searing indictment of materialism and the American dream of success. 

Dreiser’s next-to-last novel, The Bulwark (1946), is the story of a Quaker father’s 

unavailing struggle to shield his children from the materialism of modern 

American life. More intellectually consistent than Dreiser’s earlier novels, this 

book also boasts some of his most polished prose. 
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Legacy 

Dreiser’s considerable stature, beyond his historic importance as a pioneer of 

unvarnished truth-telling in modern literature, is due almost entirely to his 

achievements as a novelist. His sprawling imagination and cumbersome style kept 

him from performing well in the smaller literary forms, and his nonfiction writing, 

especially his essays, are marred by intellectual inconsistency, a lack of objectivity, 

and even bitterness. But these latter traits are much less obtrusive in his novels, 

where his compassion and empathy for human striving make his best work moving 

and memorable. The long novel gave Dreiser the prime form through which to 

explore in depth the possibilities of 20th-century American life, with its material 

profusion and spiritual doubt. Dreiser’s characters struggle for self-realization in 

the face of society’s narrow and repressive moral conventions, and they often 

obtain material success and erotic gratification while a more enduring spiritual 

satisfaction eludes them. Despite Dreiser’s alleged deficiencies as a stylist, his 

novels succeed in their accumulation of realistic detail and in the power 

and integrity with which they delineate the tragic aspects of the American pursuit 

of worldly success. Sister Carrie and An American Tragedy are certainly enduring 

works of literature that display a deep understanding of the American experience 

around the turn of the century, with its expansive desires 

and pervasive disillusionments. 

  THE MAGNET ATTRACTING: A WAIF AMID FORCES 

When Caroline Meeber boarded the afternoon train for Chicago, her total outfit 

consisted of a small trunk, a cheap imitation alligator-skin satchel, a small lunch in 

a paper box, and a yellow leather snap purse, containing her ticket, a scrap of paper 

with her sister’s address in Van Buren Street, and four dollars in money. It was in 

August, 1889. She was eighteen years of age, bright, timid, and full of the illusions 

of ignorance and youth. Whatever touch of regret at parting characterised her 

thoughts, it was certainly not for advantages now being given up. A gush of tears at 

her mother’s farewell kiss, a touch in her throat when the cars clacked by the flour 

mill where her father worked by the day, a pathetic sigh as the familiar green 

environs of the village passed in review, and the threads which bound her so lightly 

to girlhood and home were irretrievably broken. 

To be sure there was always the next station, where one might descend and return. 

There was the great city, bound more closely by these very trains which came up 

daily. Columbia City was not so very far away, even once she was in Chicago. 

What, pray, is a few hours—a few hundred miles? She looked at the little slip 

bearing her sister’s address and wondered. She gazed at the green landscape, now 

passing in swift review, until her swifter thoughts replaced its impression with 

vague conjectures of what Chicago might be. 

When a girl leaves her home at eighteen, she does one of two things. Either she 

falls into saving hands and becomes better, or she rapidly assumes the 

cosmopolitan standard of virtue and becomes worse. Of an intermediate balance, 

under the circumstances, there is no possibility. The city has its cunning wiles, no 

less than the infinitely smaller and more human tempter. There are large forces 
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which allure with all the soulfulness of expression possible in the most cultured 

human. The gleam of a thousand lights is often as effective as the persuasive light 

in a wooing and fascinating eye. Half the undoing of the unsophisticated and 

natural mind is accomplished by forces wholly superhuman. A blare of sound, a 

roar of life, a vast array of human hives, appeal to the astonished senses in 

equivocal terms. Without a counsellor at hand to whisper cautious interpretations, 

what falsehoods may not these things breathe into the unguarded ear! 

Unrecognised for what they are, their beauty, like music, too often relaxes, then 

weakens, then perverts the simpler human perceptions. 

Caroline, or Sister Carrie, as she had been half affectionately termed by the family, 

was possessed of a mind rudimentary in its power of observation and analysis. 

Self-interest with her was high, but not strong. It was, nevertheless, her guiding 

characteristic. Warm with the fancies of youth, pretty with the insipid prettiness of 

the formative period, possessed of a figure promising eventual shapeliness and an 

eye alight with certain native intelligence, she was a fair example of the middle 

American class—two generations removed from the emigrant. Books were beyond 

her interest—knowledge a sealed book. In the intuitive graces she was still crude. 

She could scarcely toss her head gracefully. Her hands were almost ineffectual. 

The feet, though small, were set flatly. And yet she was interested in her charms, 

quick to understand the keener pleasures of life, ambitious to gain in material 

things. A half-equipped little knight she was, venturing to reconnoitre the 

mysterious city and dreaming wild dreams of some vague, far-off supremacy, 

which should make it prey and subject—the proper penitent, grovelling at a 

woman’s slipper. 

“That,” said a voice in her ear, “is one of the prettiest little resorts in Wisconsin.” 

“Is it?” she answered nervously. 

The train was just pulling out of Waukesha. For some time she had been conscious 

of a man behind. She felt him observing her mass of hair. He had been fidgetting, 

and with natural intuition she felt a certain interest growing in that quarter. Her 

maidenly reserve, and a certain sense of what was conventional under the 

circumstances, called her to forestall and deny this familiarity, but the daring and 

magnetism of the individual, born of past experiences and triumphs, prevailed. She 

answered. 

He leaned forward to put his elbows upon the back of her seat and proceeded to 

make himself volubly agreeable. 

“Yes, that is a great resort for Chicago people. The hotels are swell. You are not 

familiar with this part of the country, are you?” 

“Oh, yes, I am,” answered Carrie. “That is, I live at Columbia City. I have never 

been through here, though.” 

“And so this is your first visit to Chicago,” he observed. 

All the time she was conscious of certain features out of the side of her eye. Flush, 

colourful cheeks, a light moustache, a grey fedora hat. She now turned and looked 

upon him in full, the instincts of self-protection and coquetry mingling confusedly 

in her brain. 
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“I didn’t say that,” she said. 

“Oh,” he answered, in a very pleasing way and with an assumed air of mistake, “I 

thought you did.” 

Here was a type of the travelling canvasser for a manufacturing house—a class 

which at that time was first being dubbed by the slang of the day “drummers.” He 

came within the meaning of a still newer term, which had sprung into general use 

among Americans in 1880, and which concisely expressed the thought of one 

whose dress or manners are calculated to elicit the admiration of susceptible young 

women—a “masher.” His suit was of a striped and crossed pattern of brown wool, 

new at that time, but since become familiar as a business suit. The low crotch of 

the vest revealed a stiff shirt bosom of white and pink stripes. From his coat 

sleeves protruded a pair of linen cuffs of the same pattern, fastened with large, gold 

plate buttons, set with the common yellow agates known as “cat’s-eyes.” His 

fingers bore several rings—one, the ever-enduring heavy seal—and from his vest 

dangled a neat gold watch chain, from which was suspended the secret insignia of 

the Order of Elks. The whole suit was rather tight-fitting, and was finished off with 

heavy-soled tan shoes, highly polished, and the grey fedora hat. He was, for the 

order of intellect represented, attractive, and whatever he had to recommend him, 

you may be sure was not lost upon Carrie, in this, her first glance. 

Lest this order of individual should permanently pass, let me put down some of the 

most striking characteristics of his most successful manner and method. Good 

clothes, of course, were the first essential, the things without which he was 

nothing. A strong physical nature, actuated by a keen desire for the feminine, was 

the next. A mind free of any consideration of the problems or forces of the world 

and actuated not by greed, but an insatiable love of variable pleasure. His method 

was always simple. Its principal element was daring, backed, of course, by an 

intense desire and admiration for the sex. Let him meet with a young woman once 

and he would approach her with an air of kindly familiarity, not unmixed with 

pleading, which would result in most cases in a tolerant acceptance. If she showed 

any tendency to coquetry he would be apt to straighten her tie, or if she “took up” 

with him at all, to call her by her first name. If he visited a department store it was 

to lounge familiarly over the counter and ask some leading questions. In more 

exclusive circles, on the train or in waiting stations, he went slower. If some 

seemingly vulnerable object appeared he was all attention—to pass the 

compliments of the day, to lead the way to the parlor car, carrying her grip, or, 

failing that, to take a seat next her with the hope of being able to court her to her 

destination. Pillows, books, a footstool, the shade lowered; all these figured in the 

things which he could do. If, when she reached her destination he did not alight 

and attend her baggage for her, it was because, in his own estimation, he had 

signally failed. 

A woman should some day write the complete philosophy of clothes. No matter 

how young, it is one of the things she wholly comprehends. There is an 

indescribably faint line in the matter of man’s apparel which somehow divides for 

her those who are worth glancing at and those who are not. Once an individual has 
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passed this faint line on the way downward he will get no glance from her. There is 

another line at which the dress of a man will cause her to study her own. This line 

the individual at her elbow now marked for Carrie. She became conscious of an 

inequality. Her own plain blue dress, with its black cotton tape trimmings, now 

seemed to her shabby. She felt the worn state of her shoes. 

“Let’s see,” he went on, “I know quite a number of people in your town. 

Morgenroth the clothier and Gibson the dry goods man.” 

“Oh, do you?” she interrupted, aroused by memories of longings their show 

windows had cost her. 

At last he had a clew to her interest, and followed it deftly. In a few minutes he had 

come about into her seat. He talked of sales of clothing, his travels, Chicago, and 

the amusements of that city. 

“If you are going there, you will enjoy it immensely. Have you relatives?” 

“I am going to visit my sister,” she explained. 

“You want to see Lincoln Park,” he said, “and Michigan Boulevard. They are 

putting up great buildings there. It’s a second New York—great. So much to see—

theatres, crowds, fine houses—oh, you’ll like that.” 

There was a little ache in her fancy of all he described. Her insignificance in the 

presence of so much magnificence faintly affected her. She realised that hers was 

not to be a round of pleasure, and yet there was something promising in all the 

material prospect he set forth. There was something satisfactory in the attention of 

this individual with his good clothes. She could not help smiling as he told her of 

some popular actress of whom she reminded him. She was not silly, and yet 

attention of this sort had its weight. 

“You will be in Chicago some little time, won’t you?” he observed at one turn of 

the now easy conversation. 

“I don’t know,” said Carrie vaguely—a flash vision of the possibility of her not 

securing employment rising in her mind. 

“Several weeks, anyhow,” he said, looking steadily into her eyes. 

There was much more passing now than the mere words indicated. He recognised 

the indescribable thing that made up for fascination and beauty in her. She realised 

that she was of interest to him from the one standpoint which a woman both 

delights in and fears. Her manner was simple, though for the very reason that she 

had not yet learned the many little affectations with which women conceal their 

true feelings. Some things she did appeared bold. A clever companion—had she 

ever had one—would have warned her never to look a man in the eyes so steadily. 

“Why do you ask?” she said. 

“Well, I’m going to be there several weeks. I’m going to study stock at our place 

and get new samples. I might show you ’round.” 

“I don’t know whether you can or not. I mean I don’t know whether I can. I shall 

be living with my sister, and——” 

“Well, if she minds, we’ll fix that.” He took out his pencil and a little pocket note-

book as if it were all settled. “What is your address there?” 

She fumbled her purse which contained the address slip. 
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He reached down in his hip pocket and took out a fat purse. It was filled with slips 

of paper, some mileage books, a roll of greenbacks. It impressed her deeply. Such 

a purse had never been carried by any one attentive to her. Indeed, an experienced 

traveller, a brisk man of the world, had never come within such close range before. 

The purse, the shiny tan shoes, the smart new suit, and the air with which he did 

things, built up for her a dim world of fortune, of which he was the centre. It 

disposed her pleasantly toward all he might do. 

He took out a neat business card, on which was engraved Bartlett, Caryoe & 

Company, and down in the left-hand corner, Chas. H. Drouet. 

“That’s me,” he said, putting the card in her hand and touching his name. “It’s 

pronounced Drew-eh. Our family was French, on my father’s side.” 

She looked at it while he put up his purse. Then he got out a letter from a bunch in 

his coat pocket. “This is the house I travel for,” he went on, pointing to a picture on 

it, “corner of State and Lake.” There was pride in his voice. He felt that it was 

something to be connected with such a place, and he made her feel that way. 

“What is your address?” he began again, fixing his pencil to write. 

She looked at his hand. 

“Carrie Meeber,” she said slowly. “Three hundred and fifty-four West Van Buren 

Street, care S. C. Hanson.” 

He wrote it carefully down and got out the purse again. “You’ll be at home if I 

come around Monday night?” he said. 

“I think so,” she answered. 

How true it is that words are but the vague shadows of the volumes we mean. Little 

audible links, they are, chaining together great inaudible feelings and purposes. 

Here were these two, bandying little phrases, drawing purses, looking at cards, and 

both unconscious of how inarticulate all their real feelings were. Neither was wise 

enough to be sure of the working of the mind of the other. He could not tell how 

his luring succeeded. She could not realise that she was drifting, until he secured 

her address. Now she felt that she had yielded something—he, that he had gained a 

victory. Already they felt that they were somehow associated. Already he took 

control in directing the conversation. His words were easy. Her manner was 

relaxed. 

They were nearing Chicago. Signs were everywhere numerous. Trains flashed by 

them. Across wide stretches of flat, open prairie they could see lines of telegraph 

poles stalking across the fields toward the great city. Far away were indications of 

suburban towns, some big smokestacks towering high in the air. 

Frequently there were two-story frame houses standing out in the open fields, 

without fence or trees, lone outposts of the approaching army of homes. 

To the child, the genius with imagination, or the wholly untravelled, the approach 

to a great city for the first time is a wonderful thing. Particularly if it be evening—

that mystic period between the glare and gloom of the world when life is changing 

from one sphere or condition to another. Ah, the promise of the night. What does it 

not hold for the weary! What old illusion of hope is not here forever repeated! Says 

the soul of the toiler to itself, “I shall soon be free. I shall be in the ways and the 
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hosts of the merry. The streets, the lamps, the lighted chamber set for dining, are 

for me. The theatre, the halls, the parties, the ways of rest and the paths of song—

these are mine in the night.” Though all humanity be still enclosed in the shops, the 

thrill runs abroad. It is in the air. The dullest feel something which they may not 

always express or describe. It is the lifting of the burden of toil. 

Sister Carrie gazed out of the window. Her companion, affected by her wonder, so 

contagious are all things, felt anew some interest in the city and pointed out its 

marvels. 

“This is Northwest Chicago,” said Drouet. “This is the Chicago River,” and he 

pointed to a little muddy creek, crowded with the huge masted wanderers from far-

off waters nosing the black-posted banks. With a puff, a clang, and a clatter of rails 

it was gone. “Chicago is getting to be a great town,” he went on. “It’s a wonder. 

You’ll find lots to see here.” 

She did not hear this very well. Her heart was troubled by a kind of terror. The fact 

that she was alone, away from home, rushing into a great sea of life and endeavour, 

began to tell. She could not help but feel a little choked for breath—a little sick as 

her heart beat so fast. She half closed her eyes and tried to think it was nothing, 

that Columbia City was only a little way off. 

“Chicago! Chicago!” called the brakeman, slamming open the door. They were 

rushing into a more crowded yard, alive with the clatter and clang of life. She 

began to gather up her poor little grip and closed her hand firmly upon her purse. 

Drouet arose, kicked his legs to straighten his trousers, and seized his clean yellow 

grip. 

“I suppose your people will be here to meet you?” he said. “Let me carry your 

grip.” 

“Oh, no,” she said. “I’d rather you wouldn’t. I’d rather you wouldn’t be with me 

when I meet my sister.” 

“All right,” he said in all kindness. “I’ll be near, though, in case she isn’t here, and 

take you out there safely.” 

“You’re so kind,” said Carrie, feeling the goodness of such attention in her strange 

situation. 

“Chicago!” called the brakeman, drawing the word out long. They were under a 

great shadowy train shed, where the lamps were already beginning to shine out, 

with passenger cars all about and the train moving at a snail’s pace. The people in 

the car were all up and crowding about the door. 

“Well, here we are,” said Drouet, leading the way to the door. “Good-bye, till I see 

you Monday.” 

“Good-bye,” she answered, taking his proffered hand. 

“Remember, I’ll be looking till you find your sister.” 

She smiled into his eyes. 

They filed out, and he affected to take no notice of her. A lean-faced, rather 

commonplace woman recognised Carrie on the platform and hurried forward. 

“Why, Sister Carrie!” she began, and there was embrace of welcome. 
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Carrie realised the change of affectional atmosphere at once. Amid all the maze, 

uproar, and novelty she felt cold reality taking her by the hand. No world of light 

and merriment. No round of amusement. Her sister carried with her most of the 

grimness of shift and toil. 

“Why, how are all the folks at home?” she began; “how is father, and mother?” 

Carrie answered, but was looking away. Down the aisle, toward the gate leading 

into the waiting-room and the street, stood Drouet. He was looking back. When he 

saw that she saw him and was safe with her sister he turned to go, sending back the 

shadow of a smile. Only Carrie saw it. She felt something lost to her when he 

moved away. When he disappeared she felt his absence thoroughly. With her sister 

she was much alone, a lone figure in a tossing, thoughtless sea. 

 WHAT POVERTY THREATENED: OF GRANITE AND BRASS 

Minnie’s flat, as the one-floor resident apartments were then being called, was in a 

part of West Van Buren Street inhabited by families of labourers and clerks, men 

who had come, and were still coming, with the rush of population pouring in at the 

rate of 50,000 a year. It was on the third floor, the front windows looking down 

into the street, where, at night, the lights of grocery stores were shining and 

children were playing. To Carrie, the sound of the little bells upon the horse-cars, 

as they tinkled in and out of hearing, was as pleasing as it was novel. She gazed 

into the lighted street when Minnie brought her into the front room, and wondered 

at the sounds, the movement, the murmur of the vast city which stretched for miles 

and miles in every direction. 

Mrs. Hanson, after the first greetings were over, gave Carrie the baby and 

proceeded to get supper. Her husband asked a few questions and sat down to read 

the evening paper. He was a silent man, American born, of a Swede father, and 

now employed as a cleaner of refrigerator cars at the stock-yards. To him the 

presence or absence of his wife’s sister was a matter of indifference. Her personal 

appearance did not affect him one way or the other. His one observation to the 

point was concerning the chances of work in Chicago. 

“It’s a big place,” he said. “You can get in somewhere in a few days. Everybody 

does.” 

It had been tacitly understood beforehand that she was to get work and pay her 

board. He was of a clean, saving disposition, and had already paid a number of 

monthly instalments on two lots far out on the West Side. His ambition was some 

day to build a house on them. 

In the interval which marked the preparation of the meal Carrie found time to study 

the flat. She had some slight gift of observation and that sense, so rich in every 

woman—intuition. 

She felt the drag of a lean and narrow life. The walls of the rooms were 

discordantly papered. The floors were covered with matting and the hall laid with a 

thin rag carpet. One could see that the furniture was of that poor, hurriedly patched 

together quality sold by the instalment houses. 

She sat with Minnie, in the kitchen, holding the baby until it began to cry. Then she 

walked and sang to it, until Hanson, disturbed in his reading, came and took it. A 
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pleasant side to his nature came out here. He was patient. One could see that he 

was very much wrapped up in his offspring. 

“Now, now,” he said, walking. “There, there,” and there was a certain Swedish 

accent noticeable in his voice. 

“You’ll want to see the city first, won’t you?” said Minnie, when they were eating. 

“Well, we’ll go out Sunday and see Lincoln Park.” 

Carrie noticed that Hanson had said nothing to this. He seemed to be thinking of 

something else. 

“Well,” she said, “I think I’ll look around to-morrow. I’ve got Friday and Saturday, 

and it won’t be any trouble. Which way is the business part?” 

Minnie began to explain, but her husband took this part of the conversation to 

himself. 

“It’s that way,” he said, pointing east. “That’s east.” Then he went off into the 

longest speech he had yet indulged in, concerning the lay of Chicago. “You’d 

better look in those big manufacturing houses along Franklin Street and just the 

other side of the river,” he concluded. “Lots of girls work there. You could get 

home easy, too. It isn’t very far.” 

Carrie nodded and asked her sister about the neighbourhood. The latter talked in a 

subdued tone, telling the little she knew about it, while Hanson concerned himself 

with the baby. Finally he jumped up and handed the child to his wife. 

“I’ve got to get up early in the morning, so I’ll go to bed,” and off he went, 

disappearing into the dark little bedroom off the hall, for the night. 

“He works way down at the stock-yards,” explained Minnie, “so he’s got to get up 

at half-past five.” 

“What time do you get up to get breakfast?” asked Carrie. 

“At about twenty minutes of five.” 

Together they finished the labour of the day, Carrie washing the dishes while 

Minnie undressed the baby and put it to bed. Minnie’s manner was one of trained 

industry, and Carrie could see that it was a steady round of toil with her. 

She began to see that her relations with Drouet would have to be abandoned. He 

could not come here. She read from the manner of Hanson, in the subdued air of 

Minnie, and, indeed, the whole atmosphere of the flat, a settled opposition to 

anything save a conservative round of toil. If Hanson sat every evening in the front 

room and read his paper, if he went to bed at nine, and Minnie a little later, what 

would they expect of her? She saw that she would first need to get work and 

establish herself on a paying basis before she could think of having company of 

any sort. Her little flirtation with Drouet seemed now an extraordinary thing. 

“No,” she said to herself, “he can’t come here.” 

She asked Minnie for ink and paper, which were upon the mantel in the dining-

room, and when the latter had gone to bed at ten, got out Drouet’s card and wrote 

him. 

“I cannot have you call on me here. You will have to wait until you hear from me 

again. My sister’s place is so small.” 



118 
 

She troubled herself over what else to put in the letter. She wanted to make some 

reference to their relations upon the train, but was too timid. She concluded by 

thanking him for his kindness in a crude way, then puzzled over the formality of 

signing her name, and finally decided upon the severe, winding up with a “Very 

truly,” which she subsequently changed to “Sincerely.” She scaled and addressed 

the letter, and going in the front room, the alcove of which contained her bed, drew 

the one small rocking-chair up to the open window, and sat looking out upon the 

night and streets in silent wonder. Finally, wearied by her own reflections, she 

began to grow dull in her chair, and feeling the need of sleep, arranged her clothing 

for the night and went to bed. 

When she awoke at eight the next morning, Hanson had gone. Her sister was busy 

in the dining-room, which was also the sitting-room, sewing. She worked, after 

dressing, to arrange a little breakfast for herself, and then advised with Minnie as 

to which way to look. The latter had changed considerably since Carrie had seen 

her. She was now a thin, though rugged, woman of twenty-seven, with ideas of life 

coloured by her husband’s, and fast hardening into narrower conceptions of 

pleasure and duty than had ever been hers in a thoroughly circumscribed youth. 

She had invited Carrie, not because she longed for her presence, but because the 

latter was dissatisfied at home, and could probably get work and pay her board 

here. She was pleased to see her in a way but reflected her husband’s point of view 

in the matter of work. Anything was good enough so long as it paid—say, five 

dollars a week to begin with. A shop girl was the destiny prefigured for the 

newcomer. She would get in one of the great shops and do well enough until—

well, until something happened. Neither of them knew exactly what. They did not 

figure on promotion. They did not exactly count on marriage. Things would go on, 

though, in a dim kind of way until the better thing would eventuate, and Carrie 

would be rewarded for coming and toiling in the city. It was under such auspicious 

circumstances that she started out this morning to look for work. 

Before following her in her round of seeking, let us look at the sphere in which her 

future was to lie. In 1889 Chicago had the peculiar qualifications of growth which 

made such adventuresome pilgrimages even on the part of young girls plausible. Its 

many and growing commercial opportunities gave it widespread fame, which made 

of it a giant magnet, drawing to itself, from all quarters, the hopeful and the 

hopeless—those who had their fortune yet to make and those whose fortunes and 

affairs had reached a disastrous climax elsewhere. It was a city of over 500,000, 

with the ambition, the daring, the activity of a metropolis of a million. Its streets 

and houses were already scattered over an area of seventy-five square miles. Its 

population was not so much thriving upon established commerce as upon the 

industries which prepared for the arrival of others. The sound of the hammer 

engaged upon the erection of new structures was everywhere heard. Great 

industries were moving in. The huge railroad corporations which had long before 

recognised the prospects of the place had seized upon vast tracts of land for 

transfer and shipping purposes. Street-car lines had been extended far out into the 

open country in anticipation of rapid growth. The city had laid miles and miles of 
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streets and sewers through regions where, perhaps, one solitary house stood out 

alone—a pioneer of the populous ways to be. There were regions open to the 

sweeping winds and rain, which were yet lighted throughout the night with long, 

blinking lines of gas-lamps, fluttering in the wind. Narrow board walks extended 

out, passing here a house, and there a store, at far intervals, eventually ending on 

the open prairie. 

In the central portion was the vast wholesale and shopping district, to which the 

uninformed seeker for work usually drifted. It was a characteristic of Chicago then, 

and one not generally shared by other cities, that individual firms of any pretension 

occupied individual buildings. The presence of ample ground made this possible. It 

gave an imposing appearance to most of the wholesale houses, whose offices were 

upon the ground floor and in plain view of the street. The large plates of window 

glass, now so common, were then rapidly coming into use, and gave to the ground 

floor offices a distinguished and prosperous look. The casual wanderer could see as 

he passed a polished array of office fixtures, much frosted glass, clerks hard at 

work, and genteel businessmen in “nobby” suits and clean linen lounging about or 

sitting in groups. Polished brass or nickel signs at the square stone entrances 

announced the firm and the nature of the business in rather neat and reserved 

terms. The entire metropolitan centre possessed a high and mighty air calculated to 

overawe and abash the common applicant, and to make the gulf between poverty 

and success seem both wide and deep. 

Into this important commercial region, the timid Carrie went. She walked east 

along Van Buren Street through a region of lessening importance, until it 

deteriorated into a mass of shanties and coal-yards, and finally verged upon the 

river. She walked bravely forward, led by an honest desire to find employment and 

delayed at every step by the interest of the unfolding scene, and a sense of 

helplessness amid so much evidence of power and force which she did not 

understand. These vast buildings, what were they? These strange energies and huge 

interests, for what purposes were they there? She could have understood the 

meaning of a little stone-cutter’s yard at Columbia City, carving little pieces of 

marble for individual use, but when the yards of some huge stone corporation came 

into view, filled with spur tracks and flat cars, transpierced by docks from the river 

and traversed overhead by immense trundling cranes of wood and steel, it lost all 

significance in her little world. 

It was so with the vast railroad yards, with the crowded array of vessels she saw at 

the river, and the huge factories over the way, lining the water’s edge. Through the 

open windows she could see the figures of men and women in working aprons, 

moving busily about. The great streets were wall-lined mysteries to her; the vast 

offices, strange mazes which concerned far-off individuals of importance. She 

could only think of people connected with them as counting money, dressing 

magnificently, and riding in carriages. What they dealt in, how they laboured, to 

what end it all came, she had only the vaguest conception. It was all wonderful, all 

vast, all far removed, and she sank in spirit inwardly and fluttered feebly at the 
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heart as she thought of entering any one of these mighty concerns and asking for 

something to do—something that she could do—anything. 

 WEE QUESTION OF FORTUNE: FOUR-FIFTY A WEEK 

Once across the river and into the wholesale district, she glanced about her for 

some likely door at which to apply. As she contemplated the wide windows and 

imposing signs, she became conscious of being gazed upon and understood for 

what she was—a wage-seeker. She had never done this thing before, and lacked 

courage. To avoid a certain indefinable shame, she felt at being caught spying 

about for a position, she quickened her steps and assumed an air of indifference 

supposedly common to one upon an errand. In this way she passed many 

manufacturing and wholesale houses without once glancing in. At last, after 

several blocks of walking, she felt that this would not do, and began to look about 

again, though without relaxing her pace. A little way on she saw a great door 

which, for some reason, attracted her attention. It was ornamented by a small brass 

sign, and seemed to be the entrance to a vast hive of six or seven floors. “Perhaps,” 

she thought, “they may want some one,” and crossed over to enter. When she came 

within a score of feet of the desired goal, she saw through the window a young 

man in a grey checked suit. That he had anything to do with the concern, she could 

not tell, but because he happened to be looking in her direction her weakening 

heart misgave her and she hurried by, too overcome with shame to enter. Over the 

way stood a great six-story structure, labelled Storm and King, which she viewed 

with rising hope. It was a wholesale dry goods concern and employed women. She 

could see them moving about now and then upon the upper floors. This place she 

decided to enter, no matter what. She crossed over and walked directly toward the 

entrance. As she did so, two men came out and paused in the door. A telegraph 

messenger in blue dashed past her and up the few steps that led to the entrance and 

disappeared. Several pedestrians out of the hurrying throng which filled the 

sidewalks passed about her as she paused, hesitating. She looked helplessly 

around, and then, seeing herself observed, retreated. It was too difficult a task. She 

could not go past them. 

So severe a defeat told sadly upon her nerves. Her feet carried her mechanically 

forward, every foot of her progress being a satisfactory portion of a flight which 

she gladly made. Block after block passed by. Upon streetlamps at the various 

corners she read names such as Madison, Monroe, La Salle, Clark, Dearborn, 

State, and still she went, her feet beginning to tire upon the broad stone flagging. 

She was pleased in part that the streets were bright and clean. The morning sun, 

shining down with steadily increasing warmth, made the shady side of the streets 

pleasantly cool. She looked at the blue sky overhead with more realisation of its 

charm than had ever come to her before. 

Her cowardice began to trouble her in a way. She turned back, resolving to hunt up 

Storm and King and enter. On the way, she encountered a great wholesale shoe 

company, through the broad plate windows of which she saw an enclosed 

executive department, hidden by frosted glass. Without this enclosure, but just 

within the street entrance, sat a grey-haired gentleman at a small table, with a large 
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open ledger before him. She walked by this institution several times hesitating, but, 

finding herself unobserved, faltered past the screen door and stood humbly waiting. 

“Well, young lady,” observed the old gentleman, looking at her somewhat kindly, 

“what is it you wish?” 

“I am, that is, do you—I mean, do you need any help?” she stammered. 

“Not just at present,” he answered smiling. “Not just at present. Come in some 

time next week. Occasionally we need some one.” 

She received the answer in silence and backed awkwardly out. The pleasant nature 

of her reception rather astonished her. She had expected that it would be more 

difficult, that something cold and harsh would be said—she knew not what. That 

she had not been put to shame and made to feel her unfortunate position, seemed 

remarkable. 

Somewhat encouraged, she ventured into another large structure. It was a clothing 

company, and more people were in evidence—well-dressed men of forty and more, 

surrounded by brass railings. 

An office boy approached her. 

“Who is it you wish to see?” he asked. 

“I want to see the manager,” she said. He ran away and spoke to one of a group of 

three men who were conferring together. One of these came towards her. 

“Well?” he said coldly. The greeting drove all courage from her at once. 

“Do you need any help?” she stammered. 

“No,” he replied abruptly, and turned upon his heel. 

She went foolishly out, the office boy deferentially swinging the door for her, and 

gladly sank into the obscuring crowd. It was a severe setback to her recently 

pleased mental state. 

Now she walked quite aimlessly for a time, turning here and there, seeing one great 

company after another, but finding no courage to prosecute her single inquiry. 

High noon came, and with it hunger. She hunted out an unassuming restaurant and 

entered, but was disturbed to find that the prices were exorbitant for the size of her 

purse. A bowl of soup was all that she could afford, and, with this quickly eaten, 

she went out again. It restored her strength somewhat and made her moderately 

bold to pursue the search. 

In walking a few blocks to fix upon some probable place, she again encountered 

the firm of Storm and King, and this time managed to get in. Some gentlemen were 

conferring close at hand, but took no notice of her. She was left standing, gazing 

nervously upon the floor. When the limit of her distress had been nearly reached, 

she was beckoned to by a man at one of the many desks within the near-by railing. 

“Who is it you wish to see?” he required. 

“Why, any one, if you please,” she answered. “I am looking for something to do.” 

“Oh, you want to see Mr. McManus,” he returned. “Sit down,” and he pointed to a 

chair against the neighbouring wall. He went on leisurely writing, until after a time 

a short, stout gentleman came in from the street. 

“Mr. McManus,” called the man at the desk, “this young woman wants to see 

you.” 
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The short gentleman turned about towards Carrie, and she arose and came forward. 

“What can I do for you, miss?” he inquired, surveying her curiously. 

“I want to know if I can get a position,” she inquired. 

“As what?” he asked. 

“Not as anything in particular,” she faltered. 

“Have you ever had any experience in the wholesale dry goods business?” he 

questioned. 

“No, sir,” she replied. 

“Are you a stenographer or typewriter?” 

“No, sir.” 

“Well, we haven’t anything here,” he said. “We employ only experienced help.” 

She began to step backward toward the door, when something about her plaintive 

face attracted him. 

“Have you ever worked at anything before?” he inquired. 

“No, sir,” she said. 

“Well, now, it’s hardly possible that you would get anything to do in a wholesale 

house of this kind. Have you tried the department stores?” 

She acknowledged that she had not. 

“Well, if I were you,” he said, looking at her rather genially, “I would try the 

department stores. They often need young women as clerks.” 

“Thank you,” she said, her whole nature relieved by this spark of friendly interest. 

“Yes,” he said, as she moved toward the door, “you try the department stores,” and 

off he went. 

At that time the department store was in its earliest form of successful operation, 

and there were not many. The first three in the United States, established about 

1884, were in Chicago. Carrie was familiar with the names of several through the 

advertisements in the “Daily News,” and now proceeded to seek them. The words 

of Mr. McManus had somehow managed to restore her courage, which had fallen 

low, and she dared to hope that this new line would offer her something. Some 

time she spent in wandering up and down, thinking to encounter the buildings by 

chance, so readily is the mind, bent upon prosecuting a hard but needful errand, 

eased by that self-deception which the semblance of search, without the reality, 

gives. At last she inquired of a police officer, and was directed to proceed “two 

blocks up,” where she would find “The Fair.” 

The nature of these vast retail combinations, should they ever permanently 

disappear, will form an interesting chapter in the commercial history of our nation. 

Such a flowering out of a modest trade principle the world had never witnessed up 

to that time. They were along the line of the most effective retail organisation, with 

hundreds of stores coordinated into one and laid out upon the most imposing and 

economic basis. They were handsome, bustling, successful affairs, with a host of 

clerks and a swarm of patrons. Carrie passed along the busy aisles, much affected 

by the remarkable displays of trinkets, dress goods, stationery, and jewelry. Each 

separate counter was a show place of dazzling interest and attraction. She could not 

help feeling the claim of each trinket and valuable upon her personally, and yet she 
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did not stop. There was nothing there which she could not have used—nothing 

which she did not long to own. The dainty slippers and stockings, the delicately 

frilled skirts and petticoats, the laces, ribbons, hair-combs, purses, all touched her 

with individual desire, and she felt keenly the fact that not any of these things were 

in the range of her purchase. She was a work-seeker, an outcast without 

employment, one whom the average employee could tell at a glance was poor and 

in need of a situation. 

It must not be thought that any one could have mistaken her for a nervous, 

sensitive, high-strung nature, cast unduly upon a cold, calculating, and unpoetic 

world. Such certainly she was not. But women are peculiarly sensitive to their 

adornment. 

Not only did Carrie feel the drag of desire for all which was new and pleasing in 

apparel for women, but she noticed too, with a touch at the heart, the fine ladies 

who elbowed and ignored her, brushing past in utter disregard of her presence, 

themselves eagerly enlisted in the materials which the store contained. Carrie was 

not familiar with the appearance of her more fortunate sisters of the city. Neither 

had she before known the nature and appearance of the shop girls with whom she 

now compared poorly. They were pretty in the main, some even handsome, with an 

air of independence and indifference which added, in the case of the more 

favoured, a certain piquancy. Their clothes were neat, in many instances fine, and 

wherever she encountered the eye of one it was only to recognise in it a keen 

analysis of her own position—her individual shortcomings of dress and that 

shadow of manner which she thought must hang about her and make clear to all 

who and what she was. A flame of envy lighted in her heart. She realised in a dim 

way how much the city held—wealth, fashion, ease—every adornment for women, 

and she longed for dress and beauty with a whole heart. 

On the second floor were the managerial offices, to which, after some inquiry, she 

was now directed. There she found other girls ahead of her, applicants like herself, 

but with more of that self-satisfied and independent air which experience of the 

city lends; girls who scrutinised her in a painful manner. After a wait of perhaps 

three-quarters of an hour, she was called in turn. 

“Now,” said a sharp, quick-mannered Jew, who was sitting at a roll-top desk near 

the window, “have you ever worked in any other store?” 

“No, sir,” said Carrie. 

“Oh, you haven’t,” he said, eyeing her keenly. 

“No, sir,” she replied. 

“Well, we prefer young women just now with some experience. I guess we can’t 

use you.” 

Carrie stood waiting a moment, hardly certain whether the interview had 

terminated. 

“Don’t wait!” he exclaimed. “Remember we are very busy here.” 

Carrie began to move quickly to the door. 

“Hold on,” he said, calling her back. “Give me your name and address. We want 

girls occasionally.” 
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When she had gotten safely into the street, she could scarcely restrain the tears. It 

was not so much the particular rebuff which she had just experienced, but the 

whole abashing trend of the day. She was tired and nervous. She abandoned the 

thought of appealing to the other department stores and now wandered on, feeling 

a certain safety and relief in mingling with the crowd. 

In her indifferent wandering she turned into Jackson Street, not far from the river, 

and was keeping her way along the south side of that imposing thoroughfare, when 

a piece of wrapping paper, written on with marking ink and tacked up on the door, 

attracted her attention. It read, “Girls wanted—wrappers & stitchers.” She hesitated 

a moment, then entered. 

The firm of Speigelheim & Co., makers of boys’ caps, occupied one floor of the 

building, fifty feet in width and some eighty feet in depth. It was a place rather 

dingily lighted, the darkest portions having incandescent lights, filled with 

machines and work benches. At the latter laboured quite a company of girls and 

some men. The former was drabby-looking creatures, stained in face with oil and 

dust, clad in thin, shapeless, cotton dresses and shod with more or less worn shoes. 

Many of them had their sleeves rolled up, revealing bare arms, and in some cases, 

owing to the heat, their dresses were open at the neck. They were a fair type of 

nearly the lowest order of shop-girls—careless, slouchy, and more or less pale 

from confinement. They were not timid, however; were rich in curiosity, and 

strong in daring and slang. 

Carrie looked about her, very much disturbed and quite sure that she did not want 

to work here. Aside from making her uncomfortable by sidelong glances, no one 

paid her the least attention. She waited until the whole department was aware of 

her presence. Then some word was sent around, and a foreman, in an apron and 

shirt sleeves, the latter rolled up to his shoulders, approached. 

“Do you want to see me?” he asked. 

“Do you need any help?” said Carrie, already learning directness of address. 

“Do you know how to stitch caps?” he returned. 

“No, sir,” she replied. 

“Have you ever had any experience at this kind of work?” he inquired. 

She answered that she had not. 

“Well,” said the foreman, scratching his ear meditatively, “we do need a stitcher. 

We like experienced help, though. We’ve hardly got time to break people in.” He 

paused and looked away out of the window. “We might, though, put you at 

finishing,” he concluded reflectively. 

“How much do you pay a week?” ventured Carrie, emboldened by a certain 

softness in the man’s manner and his simplicity of address. 

“Three and a half,” he answered. 

“Oh,” she was about to exclaim, but checked herself and allowed her thoughts to 

die without expression. 

“We’re not exactly in need of anybody,” he went on vaguely, looking her over as 

one would a package. “You can come on Monday morning, though,” he added, 

“and I’ll put you to work.” 



125 
 

“Thank you,” said Carrie weakly. 

“If you come, bring an apron,” he added. 

He walked away and left her standing by the elevator, never so much as inquiring 

her name. 

While the appearance of the shop and the announcement of the price paid per week 

operated very much as a blow to Carrie’s fancy, the fact that work of any kind was 

offered after so rude a round of experience was gratifying. She could not begin to 

believe that she would take the place, modest as her aspirations were. She had been 

used to better than that. Her mere experience and the free out-of-door life of the 

country caused her nature to revolt at such confinement. Dirt had never been her 

share. Her sister’s flat was clean. This place was grimy and low, the girls were 

careless and hardened. They must be bad-minded and hearted, she imagined. Still, 

a place had been offered her. Surely Chicago was not so bad if she could find one 

place in one day. She might find another and better later. 

Her subsequent experiences were not of a reassuring nature, however. From all the 

more pleasing or imposing places she was turned away abruptly with the most 

chilling formality. In others where she applied only the experienced were required. 

She met with painful rebuffs, the most trying of which had been in a manufacturing 

cloak house, where she had gone to the fourth floor to inquire. 

“No, no,” said the foreman, a rough, heavily built individual, who looked after a 

miserably lighted workshop, “we don’t want any one. Don’t come here.” 

With the wane of the afternoon went her hopes, her courage, and her strength. She 

had been astonishingly persistent. So earnest an effort was well deserving of a 

better reward. On every hand, to her fatigued senses, the great business portion 

grew larger, harder, more stolid in its indifference. It seemed as if it was all closed 

to her, that the struggle was too fierce for her to hope to do anything at all. Men 

and women hurried by in long, shifting lines. She felt the flow of the tide of effort 

and interest—felt her own helplessness without quite realising the wisp on the tide 

that she was. She cast about vainly for some possible place to apply, but found no 

door which she had the courage to enter. It would be the same thing all over. The 

old humiliation of her plea, rewarded by curt denial. Sick at heart and in body, she 

turned to the west, the direction of Minnie’s flat, which she had now fixed in mind, 

and began that wearisome, baffled retreat which the seeker for employment at 

nightfall too often makes. In passing through Fifth Avenue, south towards Van 

Buren Street, where she intended to take a car, she passed the door of a large 

wholesale shoe house, through the plate-glass windows of which she could see a 

middle-aged gentleman sitting at a small desk. One of those forlorn impulses 

which often grow out of a fixed sense of defeat, the last sprouting of a baffled and 

uprooted growth of ideas, seized upon her. She walked deliberately through the 

door and up to the gentleman, who looked at her weary face with partially 

awakened interest. 

“What is it?” he said. 

“Can you give me something to do?” said Carrie. 
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“Now, I really don’t know,” he said kindly. “What kind of work is it you want—

you’re not a typewriter, are you?” 

“Oh, no,” answered Carrie. 

“Well, we only employ book-keepers and typewriters here. You might go around 

to the side and inquire upstairs. They did want some help upstairs a few days ago. 

Ask for Mr. Brown.” 

She hastened around to the side entrance and was taken up by the elevator to the 

fourth floor. 

“Call Mr. Brown, Willie,” said the elevator man to a boy near by. 

Willie went off and presently returned with the information that Mr. Brown said 

she should sit down and that he would be around in a little while. 

It was a portion of the stock room which gave no idea of the general character of 

the place, and Carrie could form no opinion of the nature of the work. 

“So you want something to do,” said Mr. Brown, after he inquired concerning the 

nature of her errand. “Have you ever been employed in a shoe factory before?” 

“No, sir,” said Carrie. 

“What is your name?” he inquired, and being informed, “Well, I don’t know as I 

have anything for you. Would you work for four and a half a week?” 

Carrie was too worn by defeat not to feel that it was considerable. She had not 

expected that he would offer her less than six. She acquiesced, however, and he 

took her name and address. 

“Well,” he said, finally, “you report here at eight o’clock Monday morning. I think 

I can find something for you to do.” 

He left her revived by the possibilities, sure that she had found something at last. 

Instantly the blood crept warmly over her body. Her nervous tension relaxed. She 

walked out into the busy street and discovered a new atmosphere. Behold, the 

throng was moving with a lightsome step. She noticed that men and women were 

smiling. Scraps of conversation and notes of laughter floated to her. The air was 

light. People were already pouring out of the buildings, their labour ended for the 

day. She noticed that they were pleased, and thoughts of her sister’s home and the 

meal that would be awaiting her quickened her steps. She hurried on, tired perhaps, 

but no longer weary of foot. What would not Minnie say! Ah, the long winter in 

Chicago—the lights, the crowd, the amusement! This was a great, pleasing 

metropolis after all. Her new firm was a goodly institution. Its windows were of 

huge plate glass. She could probably do well there. Thoughts of Drouet returned—

of the things he had told her. She now felt that life was better, that it was livelier, 

sprightlier. She boarded a car in the best of spirits, feeling her blood still flowing 

pleasantly. She would live in Chicago, her mind kept saying to itself. She would 

have a better time than she had ever had before—she would be happy. 

 THE SPENDINGS OF FANCY: FACTS ANSWER WITH SNEERS 

For the next two days Carrie indulged in the most high-flown speculations. 

Her fancy plunged recklessly into privileges and amusements which would have 

been much more becoming had she been cradled a child of fortune. With ready will 

and quick mental selection she scattered her meagre four-fifty per week with a 
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swift and graceful hand. Indeed, as she sat in her rocking-chair these several 

evenings before going to bed and looked out upon the pleasantly lighted street, this 

money cleared for its prospective possessor the way to every joy and every bauble 

which the heart of woman may desire. “I will have a fine time,” she thought. 

Her sister Minnie knew nothing of these rather wild cerebrations, though they 

exhausted the markets of delight. She was too busy scrubbing the kitchen 

woodwork and calculating the purchasing power of eighty cents for Sunday’s 

dinner. When Carrie had returned home, flushed with her first success and ready, 

for all her weariness, to discuss the now interesting events which led up to her 

achievement, the former had merely smiled approvingly and inquired whether she 

would have to spend any of it for car fare. This consideration had not entered in 

before, and it did not now for long affect the glow of Carrie’s enthusiasm. 

Disposed as she then was to calculate upon that vague basis which allows the 

subtraction of one sum from another without any perceptible diminution, she was 

happy. 

When Hanson came home at seven o’clock, he was inclined to be a little crusty—

his usual demeanour before supper. This never showed so much in anything he 

said as in a certain solemnity of countenance and the silent manner in which he 

slopped about. He had a pair of yellow carpet slippers which he enjoyed wearing, 

and these he would immediately substitute for his solid pair of shoes. This, and 

washing his face with the aid of common washing soap until it glowed a shiny red, 

constituted his only preparation for his evening meal. He would then get his 

evening paper and read in silence. 

For a young man, this was rather a morbid turn of character, and so affected Carrie. 

Indeed, it affected the entire atmosphere of the flat, as such things are inclined to 

do, and gave to his wife’s mind its subdued and tactful turn, anxious to avoid 

taciturn replies. Under the influence of Carrie’s announcement, he brightened up 

somewhat. 

“You didn’t lose any time, did you?” he remarked, smiling a little. 

“No,” returned Carrie with a touch of pride. 

He asked her one or two more questions and then turned to play with the baby, 

leaving the subject until it was brought up again by Minnie at the table. 

Carrie, however, was not to be reduced to the common level of observation which 

prevailed in the flat. 

“It seems to be such a large company,” she said, at one place. 

“Great big plate-glass windows and lots of clerks. The man I saw said they hired 

ever so many people.” 

“It’s not very hard to get work now,” put in Hanson, “if you look right.” 

Minnie, under the warming influence of Carrie’s good spirits and her husband’s 

somewhat conversational mood, began to tell Carrie of some of the well-known 

things to see—things the enjoyment of which cost nothing. 

“You’d like to see Michigan Avenue. There are such fine houses. It is such a fine 

street.” 
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“Where is H. R. Jacob’s?” interrupted Carrie, mentioning one of the theatres 

devoted to melodrama which went by that name at the time. 

“Oh, it’s not very far from here,” answered Minnie. “It’s in Halstead Street, right 

up here.” 

“How I’d like to go there. I crossed Halstead Street to-day, didn’t I?” 

At this there was a slight halt in the natural reply. Thoughts are a strangely 

permeating factor. At her suggestion of going to the theatre, the unspoken shade of 

disapproval to the doing of those things which involved the expenditure of 

money—shades of feeling which arose in the mind of Hanson and then in 

Minnie—slightly affected the atmosphere of the table. Minnie answered “yes,” but 

Carrie could feel that going to the theatre was poorly advocated here. The subject 

was put off for a little while until Hanson, through with his meal, took his paper 

and went into the front room. 

When they were alone, the two sisters began a somewhat freer conversation, Carrie 

interrupting it to hum a little, as they worked at the dishes. 

“I should like to walk up and see Halstead Street, if it isn’t too far,” said Carrie, 

after a time. “Why don’t we go to the theatre to-night?” 

“Oh, I don’t think Sven would want to go to-night,” returned Minnie. “He has to 

get up so early.” 

“He wouldn’t mind—he’d enjoy it,” said Carrie. 

“No, he doesn’t go very often,” returned Minnie. 

“Well, I’d like to go,” rejoined Carrie. “Let’s you and me go.” 

Minnie pondered a while, not upon whether she could or would go—for that point 

was already negatively settled with her—but upon some means of diverting the 

thoughts of her sister to some other topic. 

“We’ll go some other time,” she said at last, finding no ready means of escape. 

Carrie sensed the root of the opposition at once. 

“I have some money,” she said. “You go with me.” Minnie shook her head. 

“He could go along,” said Carrie. 

“No,” returned Minnie softly, and rattling the dishes to drown the conversation. 

“He wouldn’t.” 

It had been several years since Minnie had seen Carrie, and in that time the latter’s 

character had developed a few shades. Naturally timid in all things that related to 

her own advancement, and especially so when without power or resource, her 

craving for pleasure was so strong that it was the one stay of her nature. She would 

speak for that when silent on all else. 

“Ask him,” she pleaded softly. 

Minnie was thinking of the resource which Carrie’s board would add. It would pay 

the rent and would make the subject of expenditure a little less difficult to talk 

about with her husband. But if Carrie was going to think of running around in the 

beginning there would be a hitch somewhere. Unless Carrie submitted to a solemn 

round of industry and saw the need of hard work without longing for play, how 

was her coming to the city to profit them? These thoughts were not those of a cold, 

hard nature at all. They were the serious reflections of a mind which invariably 
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adjusted itself, without much complaining, to such surroundings as its industry 

could make for it. 

At last she yielded enough to ask Hanson. It was a half-hearted procedure without 

a shade of desire on her part. 

“Carrie wants us to go to the theatre,” she said, looking in upon her husband. 

Hanson looked up from his paper, and they exchanged a mild look, which said as 

plainly as anything: “This isn’t what we expected.” 

“I don’t care to go,” he returned. “What does she want to see?” 

“H. R. Jacob’s,” said Minnie. 

He looked down at his paper and shook his head negatively. 

When Carrie saw how they looked upon her proposition, she gained a still clearer 

feeling of their way of life. It weighed on her, but took no definite form of 

opposition. 

“I think I’ll go down and stand at the foot of the stairs,” she said, after a time. 

Minnie made no objection to this, and Carrie put on her hat and went below. 

“Where has Carrie gone?” asked Hanson, coming back into the dining-room when 

he heard the door close. 

“She said she was going down to the foot of the stairs,” answered Minnie. “I guess 

she just wants to look out a while.” 

“She oughtn’t to be thinking about spending her money on theatres already, do you 

think?” he said. 

“She just feels a little curious, I guess,” ventured Minnie. “Everything is so new.” 

“I don’t know,” said Hanson, and went over to the baby, his forehead slightly 

wrinkled. 

He was thinking of a full career of vanity and wastefulness which a young girl 

might indulge in, and wondering how Carrie could contemplate such a course 

when she had so little, as yet, with which to do. 

On Saturday Carrie went out by herself—first toward the river, which interested 

her, and then back along Jackson Street, which was then lined by the pretty houses 

and fine lawns which subsequently caused it to be made into a boulevard. She was 

struck with the evidences of wealth, although there was, perhaps, not a person on 

the street worth more than a hundred thousand dollars. She was glad to be out of 

the flat, because already she felt that it was a narrow, humdrum place, and that 

interest and joy lay elsewhere. Her thoughts now were of a more liberal character, 

and she punctuated them with speculations as to the whereabouts of Drouet. She 

was not sure but that he might call anyhow Monday night, and, while she felt a 

little disturbed at the possibility, there was, nevertheless, just the shade of a wish 

that he would. 

On Monday she arose early and prepared to go to work. She dressed herself in a 

worn shirt-waist of dotted blue percale, a skirt of light-brown serge rather faded, 

and a small straw hat which she had worn all summer at Columbia City. Her shoes 

were old, and her necktie was in that crumpled, flattened state which time and 

much wearing impart. She made a very average looking shop-girl with the 
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exception of her features. These were slightly more even than common, and gave 

her a sweet, reserved, and pleasing appearance. 

It is no easy thing to get up early in the morning when one is used to sleeping until 

seven and eight, as Carrie had been at home. She gained some inkling of the 

character of Hanson’s life when, half asleep, she looked out into the dining-room at 

six o’clock and saw him silently finishing his breakfast. By the time she was 

dressed he was gone, and she, Minnie, and the baby ate together, the latter being 

just old enough to sit in a high chair and disturb the dishes with a spoon. Her spirits 

were greatly subdued now when the fact of entering upon strange and untried 

duties confronted her. Only the ashes of all her fine fancies were remaining—ashes 

still concealing, nevertheless, a few red embers of hope. So subdued was she by 

her weakening nerves, that she ate quite in silence going over imaginary 

conceptions of the character of the shoe company, the nature of the work, her 

employer’s attitude. She was vaguely feeling that she would come in contact with 

the great owners, that her work would be where grave, stylishly dressed men 

occasionally look on. 

“Well, good luck,” said Minnie, when she was ready to go. They had agreed it was 

best to walk, that morning at least, to see if she could do it every day—sixty cents a 

week for car fare being quite an item under the circumstances. 

“I’ll tell you how it goes to-night,” said Carrie. 

Once in the sunlit street, with labourers tramping by in either direction, the horse-

cars passing crowded to the rails with the small clerks and floor help in the great 

wholesale houses, and men and women generally coming out of doors and passing 

about the neighbourhood, Carrie felt slightly reassured. In the sunshine of the 

morning, beneath the wide, blue heavens, with a fresh wind astir, what fears, 

except the most desperate, can find a harbourage? In the night, or the gloomy 

chambers of the day, fears and misgivings wax strong, but out in the sunlight there 

is, for a time, cessation even of the terror of death. 

Carrie went straight forward until she crossed the river, and then turned into Fifth 

Avenue. The thoroughfare, in this part, was like a walled canon of brown stone and 

dark red brick. The big windows looked shiny and clean. Trucks were rumbling in 

increasing numbers; men and women, girls and boys were moving onward in all 

directions. She met girls of her own age, who looked at her as if with contempt for 

her diffidence. She wondered at the magnitude of this life and at the importance of 

knowing much in order to do anything in it at all. Dread at her own inefficiency 

crept upon her. She would not know how; she would not be quick enough. Had not 

all the other places refused her because she did not know something or other? She 

would be scolded, abused, ignominiously discharged. 

It was with weak knees and a slight catch in her breathing that she came up to the 

great shoe company at Adams and Fifth Avenue and entered the elevator. When 

she stepped out on the fourth floor there was no one at hand, only great aisles of 

boxes piled to the ceiling. She stood, very much frightened, awaiting some one. 

Presently Mr. Brown came up. He did not seem to recognise her. 

“What is it you want?” he inquired. 
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Carrie’s heart sank. 

“You said I should come this morning to see about work—” 

“Oh,” he interrupted. “Um—yes. What is your name?” 

“Carrie Meeber.” 

“Yes,” said he. “You come with me.” 

He led the way through dark, box-lined aisles which had the smell of new shoes, 

until they came to an iron door which opened into the factory proper. There was a 

large, low-ceiled room, with clacking, rattling machines at which men in white 

shirt sleeves and blue gingham aprons were working. She followed him diffidently 

through the clattering automatons, keeping her eyes straight before her, and 

flushing slightly. They crossed to a far corner and took an elevator to the sixth 

floor. Out of the array of machines and benches, Mr. Brown signalled a foreman. 

“This is the girl,” he said, and turning to Carrie, “You go with him.” He then 

returned, and Carrie followed her new superior to a little desk in a corner, which he 

used as a kind of official centre. 

“You’ve never worked at anything like this before, have you?” he questioned, 

rather sternly. 

“No, sir,” she answered. 

He seemed rather annoyed at having to bother with such help, but put down her 

name and then led her across to where a line of girls occupied stools in front of 

clacking machines. On the shoulder of one of the girls who was punching eye-

holes in one piece of the upper, by the aid of the machine, he put his hand. 

“You,” he said, “show this girl how to do what you’re doing. When you get 

through, come to me.” 

The girl so addressed rose promptly and gave Carrie her place. 

“It isn’t hard to do,” she said, bending over. “You just take this so, fasten it with 

this clamp, and start the machine.” 

She suited action to word, fastened the piece of leather, which was eventually to 

form the right half of the upper of a man’s shoe, by little adjustable clamps, and 

pushed a small steel rod at the side of the machine. The latter jumped to the task of 

punching, with sharp, snapping clicks, cutting circular bits of leather out of the side 

of the upper, leaving the holes which were to hold the laces. After observing a few 

times, the girl let her work at it alone. Seeing that it was fairly well done, she went 

away. 

The pieces of leather came from the girl at the machine to her right, and were 

passed on to the girl at her left. Carrie saw at once that an average speed was 

necessary or the work would pile up on her and all those below would be delayed. 

She had no time to look about, and bent anxiously to her task. The girls at her left 

and right realised her predicament and feelings, and, in a way, tried to aid her, as 

much as they dared, by working slower. 

At this task she laboured incessantly for some time, finding relief from her own 

nervous fears and imaginings in the humdrum, mechanical movement of the 

machine. She felt, as the minutes passed, that the room was not very light. It had a 
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thick odour of fresh leather, but that did not worry her. She felt the eyes of the 

other help upon her, and troubled lest she was not working fast enough. 

Once, when she was fumbling at the little clamp, having made a slight error in 

setting in the leather, a great hand appeared before her eyes and fastened the clamp 

for her. It was the foreman. Her heart thumped so that she could scarcely see to go 

on. 

“Start your machine,” he said, “start your machine. Don’t keep the line waiting.” 

This recovered her sufficiently and she went excitedly on, hardly breathing until 

the shadow moved away from behind her. Then she heaved a great breath. 

As the morning wore on the room became hotter. She felt the need of a breath of 

fresh air and a drink of water, but did not venture to stir. The stool she sat on was 

without a back or foot-rest, and she began to feel uncomfortable. She found, after a 

time, that her back was beginning to ache. She twisted and turned from one 

position to another slightly different, but it did not ease her for long. She was 

beginning to weary. 

“Stand up, why don’t you?” said the girl at her right, without any form of 

introduction. “They won’t care.” 

Carrie looked at her gratefully. “I guess I will,” she said. 

She stood up from her stool and worked that way for a while, but it was a more 

difficult position. Her neck and shoulders ached in bending over. 

The spirit of the place impressed itself on her in a rough way. She did not venture 

to look around, but above the clack of the machine she could hear an occasional 

remark. She could also note a thing or two out of the side of her eye. 

“Did you see Harry last night?” said the girl at her left, addressing her neighbour. 

“No.” 

“You ought to have seen the tie he had on. Gee, but he was a mark.” 

“S-s-t,” said the other girl, bending over her work. The first, silenced, instantly 

assumed a solemn face. The foreman passed slowly along, eyeing each worker 

distinctly. The moment he was gone; the conversation was resumed again. 

“Say,” began the girl at her left, “what jeh think he said?” 

“I don’t know.” 

“He said he saw us with Eddie Harris at Martin’s last night.” 

“No!” They both giggled. 

A youth with tan-coloured hair, that needed clipping very badly, came shuffling 

along between the machines, bearing a basket of leather findings under his left 

arm, and pressed against his stomach. When near Carrie, he stretched out his right 

hand and gripped one girl under the arm. 

“Aw, let me go,” she exclaimed angrily. “Duffer.” 

He only grinned broadly in return. 

“Rubber!” he called back as she looked after him. There was nothing of the gallant 

in him. 

Carrie at last could scarcely sit still. Her legs began to tire and she wanted to get up 

and stretch. Would noon never come? It seemed as if she had worked an entire day. 

She was not hungry at all, but weak, and her eyes were tired, straining at the one 
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point where the eye-punch came down. The girl at the right noticed her squirmings 

and felt sorry for her. She was concentrating herself too thoroughly—what she did 

really required less mental and physical strain. There was nothing to be done, 

however. The halves of the uppers came piling steadily down. Her hands began to 

ache at the wrists and then in the fingers, and towards the last she seemed one mass 

of dull, complaining muscles, fixed in an eternal position and performing a single 

mechanical movement which became more and more distasteful, until as last it was 

absolutely nauseating. When she was wondering whether the strain would ever 

cease, a dull-sounding bell clanged somewhere down an elevator shaft, and the end 

came. In an instant there was a buzz of action and conversation. All the girls 

instantly left their stools and hurried away in an adjoining room, men passed 

through, coming from some department which opened on the right. The whirling 

wheels began to sing in a steadily modifying key, until at last they died away in a 

low buzz. There was an audible stillness, in which the common voice sounded 

strange. 

Carrie got up and sought her lunch box. She was stiff, a little dizzy, and very 

thirsty. On the way to the small space portioned off by wood, where all the wraps 

and lunches were kept, she encountered the foreman, who stared at her hard. 

“Well,” he said, “did you get along all right?” 

“I think so,” she replied, very respectfully. 

“Um,” he replied, for want of something better, and walked on. 

Under better material conditions, this kind of work would not have been so bad, 

but the new socialism which involves pleasant working conditions for employees 

had not then taken hold upon manufacturing companies. 

The place smelled of the oil of the machines and the new leather—a combination 

which, added to the stale odours of the building, was not pleasant even in cold 

weather. The floor, though regularly swept every evening, presented a littered 

surface. Not the slightest provision had been made for the comfort of the 

employees, the idea being that something was gained by giving them as little and 

making the work as hard and unremunerative as possible. What we know of foot-

rests, swivel-back chairs, dining-rooms for the girls, clean aprons and curling irons 

supplied free, and a decent cloak room, were unthought of. The washrooms were 

disagreeable, crude, if not foul places, and the whole atmosphere was sordid. 

Carrie looked about her, after she had drunk a tinful of water from a bucket in one 

corner, for a place to sit and eat. The other girls had ranged themselves about the 

windows or the work-benches of those of the men who had gone out. She saw no 

place which did not hold a couple or a group of girls, and being too timid to think 

of intruding herself, she sought out her machine and, seated upon her stool, opened 

her lunch on her lap. There she sat listening to the chatter and comment about her. 

It was, for the most part, silly and graced by the current slang. Several of the men 

in the room exchanged compliments with the girls at long range. 

“Say, Kitty,” called one to a girl who was doing a waltz step in a few feet of space 

near one of the windows, “are you going to the ball with me?” 

“Look out, Kitty,” called another, “you’ll jar your back hair.” 
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“Go on, Rubber,” was her only comment. 

As Carrie listened to this and much more of similar familiar badinage among the 

men and girls, she instinctively withdrew into herself. She was not used to this 

type, and felt that there was something hard and low about it all. She feared that 

the young boys about would address such remarks to her—boys who, beside 

Drouet, seemed uncouth and ridiculous. She made the average feminine distinction 

between clothes, putting worth, goodness, and distinction in a dress suit, and 

leaving all the unlovely qualities and those beneath notice in overalls and jumper. 

She was glad when the short half hour was over and the wheels began to whirr 

again. Though wearied, she would be inconspicuous. This illusion ended when 

another young man passed along the aisle and poked her indifferently in the ribs 

with his thumb. She turned about, indignation leaping to her eyes, but he had gone 

on and only once turned to grin. She found it difficult to conquer an inclination to 

cry. 

The girl next her noticed her state of mind. “Don’t you mind,” she said. “He’s too 

fresh.” 

Carrie said nothing, but bent over her work. She felt as though she could hardly 

endure such a life. Her idea of work had been so entirely different. All during the 

long afternoon she thought of the city outside and its imposing show, crowds, and 

fine buildings. Columbia City and the better side of her home life came back. By 

three o’clock she was sure it must be six, and by four it seemed as if they had 

forgotten to note the hour and were letting all work overtime. The foreman became 

a true ogre, prowling constantly about, keeping her tied down to her miserable 

task. What she heard of the conversation about her only made her feel sure that she 

did not want to make friends with any of these. When six o’clock came she hurried 

eagerly away, her arms aching and her limbs stiff from sitting in one position. 

As she passed out along the hall after getting her hat, a young machine hand, 

attracted by her looks, made bold to jest with her. 

“Say, Maggie,” he called, “if you wait, I’ll walk with you.” 

It was thrown so straight in her direction that she knew who was meant, but never 

turned to look. 

In the crowded elevator, another dusty, toil-stained youth tried to make an 

impression on her by leering in her face. 

One young man, waiting on the walk outside for the appearance of another, 

grinned at her as she passed. 

“Ain’t going my way, are you?” he called jocosely. 

Carrie turned her face to the west with a subdued heart. As she turned the corner, 

she saw through the great shiny window the small desk at which she had applied. 

There were the crowds, hurrying with the same buzz and energy-yielding 

enthusiasm. She felt a slight relief, but it was only at her escape. She felt ashamed 

in the face of better dressed girls who went by. She felt as though she should be 

better served, and her heart revolted. 

 

William Shakespeare  
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William Shakespeare (/ˈʃeɪkspɪər/; 26 April 1564 (baptised) – 23 April 1616) was 

an English poet, playwright, and actor, widely regarded as the greatest writer in 

the English language and the world's pre-eminent dramatist. He is often called 

England's national poet, and the "Bard of Avon". His extant works, 

including collaborations, consist of approximately 38 plays, 154 sonnets, two 

long narrative poems, and a few other verses, some of uncertain authorship. His 

plays have been translated into every major living language and are performed 

more often than those of any other playwright. Shakespeare was born and brought 

up in Stratford-upon-Avon, Warwickshire. At the age of 18, he married Anne 

Hathaway, with whom he had three children: Susanna, and 

twins Hamnet and Judith. Sometime between 1585 and 1592, he began a 

successful career in London as an actor, writer, and part-owner of a playing 

company called the Lord Chamberlain's Men, later known as the King's Men. He 

appears to have retired to Stratford around 1613, at age 49, where he died three 

years later. Few records of Shakespeare's private life survive, which has stimulated 

considerable speculation about such matters as his physical 

appearance, sexuality, and religious beliefs and whether the works attributed to 

him were written by others. Shakespeare produced most of his known work 

between 1589 and 1613. His early plays were primarily comedies and histories, 

which are regarded as some of the best work ever produced in these genres. He 

then wrote mainly tragedies until about 1608, including Hamlet, Othello, King 

Lear, and Macbeth, considered some of the finest works in the English 

language. In his last phase, he wrote tragicomedies, also known as romances, and 

collaborated with other playwrights. 

Many of his plays were published in editions of varying quality and accuracy 

during his lifetime. In 1623, however, John Heminges and Henry Condell, two 

friends and fellow actors of Shakespeare, published a more definitive text known 

as the First Folio, a posthumous collected edition of his dramatic works that 

included all but two of the plays now recognised as Shakespeare's. It was prefaced 

with a poem by Ben Jonson, in which Shakespeare is hailed, presciently, as "not of 

an age, but for all time". 

In the 20th and 21st centuries, his works have been repeatedly adapted and 

rediscovered by new movements in scholarship and performance. His plays remain 

highly popular and are constantly studied, performed, and reinterpreted in diverse 

cultural and political contexts throughout the world. 

London and theatrical career 

"All the world's a stage, 

and all the men and women merely players: 

they have their exits and their entrances; 

and one man in his time plays many parts ..." 

It is not known definitively when Shakespeare began writing, but contemporary 

allusions and records of performances show that several of his plays were on the 

London stage by 1592. By then, he was sufficiently known in London to be 

attacked in print by the playwright Robert Greene in his Groats-Worth of Wit: 
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... there is an upstart Crow, beautified with our feathers, that with his Tiger's heart 

wrapped in a Player's hide, supposes he is as well able to bombast out a blank 

verse as the best of you: and being an absolute Johannes factotum, is in his own 

conceit the only Shake-scene in a country.  

Scholars differ on the exact meaning of Greene's words, but most agree that 

Greene was accusing Shakespeare of reaching above his rank in trying to match 

such university-educated writers as Christopher Marlowe, Thomas Nashe, and 

Greene himself (the so-called "university wits"). The italicised phrase parodying 

the line "Oh, tiger's heart wrapped in a woman's hide" from Shakespeare's Henry 

VI, Part 3, along with the pun "Shake-scene", clearly identify Shakespeare as 

Greene's target. As used here, Johannes Factotum ("Jack of all trades") refers to a 

second-rate tinkerer with the work of others, rather than the more common 

"universal genius". 

Greene's attack is the earliest surviving mention of Shakespeare's work in the 

theatre. Biographers suggest that his career may have begun any time from the 

mid-1580s to just before Greene's remarks. After 1594, Shakespeare's plays were 

performed only by the Lord Chamberlain's Men, a company owned by a group of 

players, including Shakespeare, that soon became the leading playing company in 

London. After the death of Queen Elizabeth in 1603, the company was awarded a 

royal patent by the new King James I, and changed its name to the King's Men.[36] 

In 1599, a partnership of members of the company built their own theatre on the 

south bank of the River Thames, which they named the Globe. In 1608, the 

partnership also took over the Blackfriars indoor theatre. Extant records of 

Shakespeare's property purchases and investments indicate that his association 

with the company made him a wealthy man, and in 1597, he bought the second-

largest house in Stratford, New Place, and in 1605, invested in a share of the 

parish tithes in Stratford.  

Some of Shakespeare's plays were published in quarto editions, beginning in 1594, 

and by 1598, his name had become a selling point and began to appear on the title 

pages. Shakespeare continued to act in his own and other plays after his success as 

a playwright. The 1616 edition of Ben Jonson's Works names him on the cast lists 

for Every Man in His Humour (1598) and Sejanus His Fall (1603),The absence of 

his name from the 1605 cast list for Jonson's Volpone is taken by some scholars as 

a sign that his acting career was nearing its end, The First Folio of 1623, however, 

lists Shakespeare as one of "the Principal Actors in all these Plays", some of which 

were first staged after Volpone, although we cannot know for certain which roles 

he played. In 1610, John Davies of Hereford wrote that "good Will" played 

"kingly" roles. In 1709, Rowe passed down a tradition that Shakespeare played the 

ghost of Hamlet's father. Later traditions maintain that he also played Adam in As 

You Like It, and the Chorus in Henry V, though scholars doubt the sources of that 

information.  

Throughout his career, Shakespeare divided his time between London and 

Stratford. In 1596, the year before he bought New Place as his family home in 

Stratford, Shakespeare was living in the parish of St. Helen's, Bishopsgate, north of 
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the River Thames. He moved across the river to Southwark by 1599, the same year 

his company constructed the Globe Theatre there. By 1604, he had moved north of 

the river again, to an area north of St Paul's Cathedral with many fine houses. 

There, he rented rooms from a French Huguenot named Christopher Mountjoy, a 

maker of ladies' wigs and other headgear.  

Later years and death 

Rowe was the first biographer to record the tradition, repeated by Johnson, that 

Shakespeare retired to Stratford "some years before his death". He was still 

working as an actor in London in 1608; in an answer to the sharers' petition in 

1635, Cuthbert Burbage stated that after purchasing the lease of the Blackfriars 

Theatre in 1608 from Henry Evans, the King's Men "placed men players" there, 

"which were Heminges, Condell, Shakespeare, etc." However, it is perhaps 

relevant that the bubonic plague raged in London throughout 1609. The London 

public playhouses were repeatedly closed during extended outbreaks of the plague 

(a total of over 60 months’ closure between May 1603 and February 1610), which 

meant there was often no acting work. Retirement from all work was uncommon at 

that time. Shakespeare continued to visit London during the years 1611–1614. In 

1612, he was called as a witness in Bellott v. Mountjoy, a court case concerning 

the marriage settlement of Mountjoy's daughter, Mary. In March 1613, he bought 

a gatehouse in the former Blackfriars priory; and from November 1614, he was in 

London for several weeks with his son-in-law, John Hall. After 1610, Shakespeare 

wrote fewer plays, and none are attributed to him after 1613. His last three plays 

were collaborations, probably with John Fletcher, who succeeded him as the house 

playwright of the King's Men.  

Shakespeare died on 23 April 1616, at the age of 52. He died within a month of 

signing his will, a document which he begins by describing himself as being in 

"perfect health". No extant contemporary source explains how or why he died. 

Half a century later, John Ward, the vicar of Stratford, wrote in his notebook: 

"Shakespeare, Drayton, and Ben Jonson had a merry meeting and, it seems, drank 

too hard, for Shakespeare died of a fever there contracted", not an impossible 

scenario since Shakespeare knew Jonson and Drayton. Of the tributes from fellow 

authors, one refers to his relatively sudden death: "We wondered, Shakespeare, that 

thou went'st so soon/From the world's stage to the grave's tiring room."  

He was survived by his wife and two daughters. Susanna had married a physician, 

John Hall, in 1607, and Judith had married Thomas Quiney, a vintner, two months 

before Shakespeare's death. Shakespeare signed his last will and testament on 25 

March 1616; the following day, his new son-in-law, Thomas Quiney was found 

guilty of fathering an illegitimate son by Margaret Wheeler, who had died during 

childbirth. Thomas was ordered by the church court to do public penance, which 

would have caused much shame and embarrassment for the Shakespeare family.  

Shakespeare bequeathed the bulk of his large estate to his elder daughter 

Susanna under stipulations that she pass it down intact to "the first son of her 

body". The Quineys had three children, all of whom died without marrying. The 

Halls had one child, Elizabeth, who married twice but died without children in 
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1670, ending Shakespeare's direct line. Shakespeare's will scarcely mention his 

wife, Anne, who was probably entitled to one-third of his estate automatically. He 

did make a point, however, of leaving her "my second best bed", a bequest that has 

led to much speculation. Some scholars see the bequest as an insult to Anne, 

whereas others believe that the second-best bed would have been the matrimonial 

bed and therefore rich in significance.  

Shakespeare was buried in the chancel of the Holy Trinity Church two days after 

his death. The epitaph carved into the stone slab covering his grave includes a 

curse against moving his bones, which was carefully avoided during restoration of 

the church in 2008:  

Sometime before 1623, a funerary monument was erected in his memory on the 

north wall, with a half-effigy of him in the act of writing. Its plaque compares him 

to Nestor, Socrates, and Virgil. In 1623, in conjunction with the publication of 

the First Folio, the Droeshout engraving was published.  

Shakespeare has been commemorated in many statues and memorials around the 

world, including funeral monuments in Southwark Cathedral and Poets' 

Corner in Westminster Abbey.  

Plays Most playwrights of the period typically collaborated with others at some 

point, and critics agree that Shakespeare did the same, mostly early and late in his 

career. Some attributions, such as Titus Andronicus and the early history plays, 

remain controversial while The Two Noble Kinsmen and the lost Cardenio have 

well-attested contemporary documentation. Textual evidence also supports the 

view that several of the plays were revised by other writers after their original 

composition.  

The first recorded works of Shakespeare are Richard III and the three parts 

of Henry VI, written in the early 1590s during a vogue for historical drama. 

Shakespeare's plays are difficult to date precisely, however, and studies of the texts 

suggest that Titus Andronicus, The Comedy of Errors, The Taming of the 

Shrew, and The Two Gentlemen of Verona may also belong to Shakespeare's 

earliest period. His first histories, which draw heavily on the 1587 edition of 

Raphael Holinshed's Chronicles of England, Scotland, and Ireland, dramatise the 

destructive results of weak or corrupt rule and have been interpreted as a 

justification for the origins of the Tudor dynasty. The early plays were influenced 

by the works of other Elizabethan dramatists, especially Thomas 

Kyd and Christopher Marlowe, by the traditions of medieval drama, and by the 

plays of Seneca. The Comedy of Errors was also based on classical models, but no 

source for The Taming of the Shrew has been found, though it is related to a 

separate play of the same name and may have derived from a folk story. Like The 

Two Gentlemen of Verona, in which two friends appear to approve of 

rape, the Shrew's story of the taming of a woman's independent spirit by a man 

sometimes troubles modern critics and directors.                                                    

Religion 

Portraiture   
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No written contemporary description of Shakespeare's physical appearance 

survives, and no evidence suggests that he ever commissioned a portrait, so 

the Droeshout engraving, which Ben Jonson approved of as a good likeness, and 

his Stratford monument provide perhaps the best evidence of his appearance. From 

the 18th century, the desire for authentic Shakespeare portraits fuelled claims that 

various surviving pictures depicted Shakespeare. That demand also led to the 

production of several fake portraits, as well as misattributions, repaintings, and 

relabelling of portraits of other people.                                                                                   

Romeo and Juliet is a tragedy written by William Shakespeare early in his career 

about two young star-crossed lovers whose deaths ultimately reconcile their 

feuding families. It was among Shakespeare's most popular plays during his 

lifetime and along with Hamlet, is one of his most frequently performed plays. 

Today, the title characters are regarded as archetypal young lovers. 

Romeo and Juliet belongs to a tradition of tragic romances stretching back to 

antiquity. The plot is based on an Italian tale translated into verse as The Tragical 

History of Romeus and Juliet by Arthur Brooke in 1562 and retold in prose 

in Palace of Pleasure by William Painter in 1567. Shakespeare borrowed heavily 

from both but expanded the plot by developing a number of supporting characters, 

particularly Mercutio and Paris. Believed to have been written between 1591 and 

1595, the play was first published in a quarto version in 1597. The text of the first 

quarto version was of poor quality, however, and later editions corrected the text to 

conform more closely with Shakespeare's original. 

Shakespeare's use of his poetic dramatic structure (especially effects such as 

switching between comedy and tragedy to heighten tension, his expansion of minor 

characters, and his use of sub-plots to embellish the story) has been praised as an 

early sign of his dramatic skill. The play ascribes different poetic forms to different 

characters, sometimes changing the form as the character develops. Romeo, for 

example, grows more adept at the sonnet over the course of the play. 

 

 Capulet's orchard. 
Enter ROMEO 

ROMEO 
He jests at scars that never felt a wound. 

JULIET appears above at a window 

But, soft! what light through yonder window breaks? 

It is the east, and Juliet is the sun. 

Arise, fair sun, and kill the envious moon, 

Who is already sick and pale with grief, 

That thou her maid art far more fair than she: 

Be not her maid, since she is envious; 

Her vestal livery is but sick and green 

And none but fools do wear it; cast it off. 
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It is my lady, O, it is my love! 

O, that she knew she were! 

She speaks yet she says nothing: what of that? 

Her eye discourses; I will answer it. 

I am too bold, 'tis not to me she speaks: 

Two of the fairest stars in all the heaven, 

Having some business, do entreat her eyes 

To twinkle in their spheres till they return. 

What if her eyes were there, they in her head? 

The brightness of her cheek would shame those stars, 

As daylight doth a lamp; her eyes in heaven 

Would through the airy region stream so bright 

That birds would sing and think it were not night. 

See, how she leans her cheek upon her hand! 

O, that I were a glove upon that hand, 

That I might touch that cheek! 

JULIET 
Ay me! 

ROMEO 
She speaks: 

O, speak again, bright angel! for thou art 

As glorious to this night, being o'er my head 

As is a winged messenger of heaven 

Unto the white-upturned wondering eyes 

Of mortals that fall back to gaze on him 

When he bestrides the lazy-pacing clouds 

And sails upon the bosom of the air. 

JULIET 
O Romeo, Romeo! wherefore art thou Romeo? 

Deny thy father and refuse thy name; 

Or, if thou wilt not, be but sworn my love, 

And I'll no longer be a Capulet. 

ROMEO 
[Aside] Shall I hear more, or shall I speak at this? 

JULIET 
'Tis but thy name that is my enemy; 

Thou art thyself, though not a Montague. 

What's Montague? it is nor hand, nor foot, 

Nor arm, nor face, nor any other part 

Belonging to a man. O, be some other name! 

What's in a name? that which we call a rose 

By any other name would smell as sweet; 

So Romeo would, were he not Romeo call'd, 
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Retain that dear perfection which he owes 

Without that title. Romeo, doff thy name, 

And for that name which is no part of thee 

Take all myself. 

ROMEO 
I take thee at thy word: 

Call me but love, and I'll be new baptized; 

Henceforth I never will be Romeo. 

JULIET 
What man art thou that thus bescreen'd in night 

So stumblest on my counsel? 

ROMEO 
By a name 

I know not how to tell thee who I am: 

My name, dear saint, is hateful to myself, 

Because it is an enemy to thee; 

Had I it written, I would tear the word. 

JULIET 
My ears have not yet drunk a hundred words 

Of that tongue's utterance, yet I know the sound: 

Art thou not Romeo and a Montague? 

ROMEO 
Neither, fair saint, if either thee dislike. 

JULIET 
How camest thou hither, tell me, and wherefore? 

The orchard walls are high and hard to climb, 

And the place death, considering who thou art, 

If any of my kinsmen find thee here. 

ROMEO 
With love's light wings did I o'er-perch these walls; 

For stony limits cannot hold love out, 

And what love can do that dares love attempt; 

Therefore thy kinsmen are no let to me. 

JULIET 
If they do see thee, they will murder thee. 

ROMEO 
Alack, there lies more peril in thine eye 

Than twenty of their swords: look thou but sweet, 

And I am proof against their enmity. 

JULIET 
I would not for the world they saw thee here. 
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ROMEO 

I have night's cloak to hide me from their sight; 

And but thou love me, let them find me here: 

My life were better ended by their hate, 

Than death prorogued, wanting of thy love. 

JULIET 
By whose direction found'st thou out this place? 

ROMEO 
By love, who first did prompt me to inquire; 

He lent me counsel and I lent him eyes. 

I am no pilot; yet, wert thou as far 

As that vast shore wash'd with the farthest sea, 

I would adventure for such merchandise. 

JULIET 
Thou know'st the mask of night is on my face, 

Else would a maiden blush bepaint my cheek 

For that which thou hast heard me speak to-night 

Fain would I dwell on form, fain, fain deny 

What I have spoke: but farewell compliment! 

Dost thou love me? I know thou wilt say 'Ay,' 

And I will take thy word: yet if thou swear'st, 

Thou mayst prove false; at lovers' perjuries 

Then say, Jove laughs. O gentle Romeo, 

If thou dost love, pronounce it faithfully: 

Or if thou think'st I am too quickly won, 

I'll frown and be perverse an say thee nay, 

So thou wilt woo; but else, not for the world. 

In truth, fair Montague, I am too fond, 

And therefore thou mayst think my 'havior light: 

But trust me, gentleman, I'll prove more true 

Than those that have more cunning to be strange. 

I should have been more strange, I must confess, 

But that thou overheard'st, ere I was ware, 

My true love's passion: therefore pardon me, 

And not impute this yielding to light love, 

Which the dark night hath so discovered. 

ROMEO 
Lady, by yonder blessed moon I swear 

That tips with silver all these fruit-tree tops-- 

JULIET 
O, swear not by the moon, the inconstant moon, 

That monthly changes in her circled orb, 

Lest that thy love prove likewise variable. 
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ROMEO 

What shall I swear by? 

JULIET 

Do not swear at all; 

Or, if thou wilt, swear by thy gracious self, 

Which is the god of my idolatry, 

And I'll believe thee. 

ROMEO 
If my heart's dear love-- 

JULIET 
Well, do not swear: although I joy in thee, 

I have no joy of this contract to-night: 

It is too rash, too unadvised, too sudden; 

Too like the lightning, which doth cease to be 

Ere one can say 'It lightens.' Sweet, good night! 

This bud of love, by summer's ripening breath, 

May prove a beauteous flower when next we meet. 

Good night, good night! as sweet repose and rest 

Come to thy heart as that within my breast! 

ROMEO 
O, wilt thou leave me so unsatisfied? 

JULIET 
What satisfaction canst thou have to-night? 

ROMEO 
The exchange of thy love's faithful vow for mine. 

JULIET 
I gave thee mine before thou didst request it: 

And yet I would it were to give again. 

ROMEO 
Wouldst thou withdraw it? for what purpose, love? 

JULIET 
But to be frank, and give it thee again. 

And yet I wish but for the thing I have: 

My bounty is as boundless as the sea, 

My love as deep; the more I give to thee, 

The more I have, for both are infinite. 

Nurse calls within 

I hear some noise within; dear love, adieu! 

Anon, good nurse! Sweet Montague, be true. 

Stay but a little, I will come again. 
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Exit, above 

ROMEO 
O blessed, blessed night! I am afeard. 

Being in night, all this is but a dream, 

Too flattering-sweet to be substantial. 

Re-enter JULIET, above 

JULIET 

Three words, dear Romeo, and good night indeed. 

If that thy bent of love be honourable, 

Thy purpose marriage, send me word to-morrow, 

By one that I'll procure to come to thee, 

Where and what time thou wilt perform the rite; 

And all my fortunes at thy foot I'll lay 

And follow thee my lord throughout the world. 

Nurse 
[Within] Madam! 

JULIET 
I come, anon.--But if thou mean'st not well, 

I do beseech thee-- 

Nurse 

[Within] Madam! 

JULIET 

By and by, I come:-- 

To cease thy suit, and leave me to my grief: 

To-morrow will I send. 

ROMEO 
So thrive my soul-- 

JULIET 
A thousand times good night! 

Exit, above 

ROMEO 

A thousand times the worse, to want thy light. 

Love goes toward love, as schoolboys from 

their books, 

But love from love, toward school with heavy looks. 

Retiring 
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Re-enter JULIET, above 

JULIET 
Hist! Romeo, hist! O, for a falconer's voice, 

To lure this tassel-gentle back again! 

Bondage is hoarse, and may not speak aloud; 

Else would I tear the cave where Echo lies, 

And make her airy tongue more hoarse than mine, 

With repetition of my Romeo's name. 

ROMEO 
It is my soul that calls upon my name: 

How silver-sweet sound lovers' tongues by night, 

Like softest music to attending ears! 

JULIET 

Romeo! 

ROMEO 
My dear? 

JULIET 
At what o'clock to-morrow 

Shall I send to thee? 

ROMEO 

At the hour of nine. 

JULIET 

I will not fail: 'tis twenty years till then. 

I have forgot why I did call thee back. 

ROMEO 
Let me stand here till thou remember it. 

JULIET 
I shall forget, to have thee still stand there, 

Remembering how I love thy company. 

ROMEO 
And I'll still stay, to have thee still forget, 

Forgetting any other home but this. 

JULIET 
'Tis almost morning; I would have thee gone: 

And yet no further than a wanton's bird; 

Who lets it hop a little from her hand, 

Like a poor prisoner in his twisted gyves, 

And with a silk thread plucks it back again, 

So loving-jealous of his liberty. 

ROMEO 
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I would I were thy bird. 

JULIET 
Sweet, so would I: 

Yet I should kill thee with much cherishing. 

Good night, good night! parting is such 

sweet sorrow, 

That I shall say good night till it be morrow. 

Exit above 

ROMEO 
Sleep dwell upon thine eyes, peace in thy breast! 

Would I were sleep and peace, so sweet to rest! 

Hence will I to my ghostly father's cell, 

His help to crave, and my dear hap to tell. 

Exit 

SCENE III. Friar Laurence's cell. 

Enter FRIAR LAURENCE, with a basket 

FRIAR LAURENCE 
The grey-eyed morn smiles on the frowning night, 

Chequering the eastern clouds with streaks of light, 

And flecked darkness like a drunkard reels 

From forth day's path and Titan's fiery wheels: 

Now, ere the sun advance his burning eye, 

The day to cheer and night's dank dew to dry, 

I must up-fill this osier cage of ours 

With baleful weeds and precious-juiced flowers. 

The earth that's nature's mother is her tomb; 

What is her burying grave that is her womb, 

And from her womb children of divers kind 

We sucking on her natural bosom find, 

Many for many virtues excellent, 

None but for some and yet all different. 

O, mickle is the powerful grace that lies 

In herbs, plants, stones, and their true qualities: 

For nought so vile that on the earth doth live 

But to the earth some special good doth give, 

Nor aught so good but strain'd from that fair use 

Revolts from true birth, stumbling on abuse: 

Virtue itself turns vice, being misapplied; 

And vice sometimes by action dignified. 
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Within the infant rind of this small flower 

Poison hath residence and medicine power: 

For this, being smelt, with that part cheers each part; 

Being tasted, slays all senses with the heart. 

Two such opposed kings encamp them still 

In man as well as herbs, grace and rude will; 

And where the worser is predominant, 

Full soon the canker death eats up that plant. 

Enter ROMEO 

ROMEO 
Good morrow, father. 

FRIAR LAURENCE 
Benedicite! 

What early tongue so sweet saluteth me? 

Young son, it argues a distemper'd head 

So soon to bid good morrow to thy bed: 

Care keeps his watch in every old man's eye, 

And where care lodges, sleep will never lie; 

But where unbruised youth with unstuff'd brain 

Doth couch his limbs, there golden sleep doth reign: 

Therefore thy earliness doth me assure 

Thou art up-roused by some distemperature; 

Or if not so, then here I hit it right, 

Our Romeo hath not been in bed to-night. 

ROMEO 
That last is true; the sweeter rest was mine. 

FRIAR LAURENCE 
God pardon sin! wast thou with Rosaline? 

ROMEO 
With Rosaline, my ghostly father? no; 

I have forgot that name, and that name's woe. 

FRIAR LAURENCE 
That's my good son: but where hast thou been, then? 

ROMEO 
I'll tell thee, ere thou ask it me again. 

I have been feasting with mine enemy, 

Where on a sudden one hath wounded me, 

That's by me wounded: both our remedies 

Within thy help and holy physic lies: 

I bear no hatred, blessed man, for, lo, 

My intercession likewise steads my foe. 
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FRIAR LAURENCE 

Be plain, good son, and homely in thy drift; 

Riddling confession finds but riddling shrift. 

ROMEO 
Then plainly know my heart's dear love is set 

On the fair daughter of rich Capulet: 

As mine on hers, so hers is set on mine; 

And all combined, save what thou must combine 

By holy marriage: when and where and how 

We met, we woo'd and made exchange of vow, 

I'll tell thee as we pass; but this I pray, 

That thou consent to marry us to-day. 

FRIAR LAURENCE 
Holy Saint Francis, what a change is here! 

Is Rosaline, whom thou didst love so dear, 

So soon forsaken? young men's love then lies 

Not truly in their hearts, but in their eyes. 

Jesu Maria, what a deal of brine 

Hath wash'd thy sallow cheeks for Rosaline! 

How much salt water thrown away in waste, 

To season love, that of it doth not taste! 

The sun not yet thy sighs from heaven clears, 

Thy old groans ring yet in my ancient ears; 

Lo, here upon thy cheek the stain doth sit 

Of an old tear that is not wash'd off yet: 

If e'er thou wast thyself and these woes thine, 

Thou and these woes were all for Rosaline: 

And art thou changed? pronounce this sentence then, 

Women may fall, when there's no strength in men. 

ROMEO 
Thou chid'st me oft for loving Rosaline. 

FRIAR LAURENCE 
For doting, not for loving, pupil mine. 

ROMEO 
And bad'st me bury love. 

FRIAR LAURENCE 
Not in a grave, 

To lay one in, another out to have. 

ROMEO 
I pray thee, chide not; she whom I love now 

Doth grace for grace and love for love allow; 

The other did not so. 



149 
 

FRIAR LAURENCE 

O, she knew well 

Thy love did read by rote and could not spell. 

But come, young waverer, come, go with me, 

In one respect I'll thy assistant be; 

For this alliance may so happy prove, 

To turn your households' rancour to pure love. 

ROMEO 
O, let us hence; I stand on sudden haste. 

FRIAR LAURENCE 
Wisely and slow; they stumble that run fast. 

Exeunt 

SCENE IV. A street. 

Enter BENVOLIO and MERCUTIO 

MERCUTIO 
Where the devil should this Romeo be? 

Came he not home to-night? 

BENVOLIO 
Not to his father's; I spoke with his man. 

MERCUTIO 
Ah, that same pale hard-hearted wench, that Rosaline. 

Torments him so, that he will sure run mad. 

BENVOLIO 
Tybalt, the kinsman of old Capulet, 

Hath sent a letter to his father's house. 

MERCUTIO 
A challenge, on my life. 

BENVOLIO 
Romeo will answer it. 

MERCUTIO 
Any man that can write may answer a letter. 

BENVOLIO 
Nay, he will answer the letter's master, how he 

dares, being dared. 

MERCUTIO 
Alas poor Romeo! he is already dead; stabbed with a 

white wench's black eye; shot through the ear with a 

love-song; the very pin of his heart cleft with the 
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blind bow-boy's butt-shaft: and is he a man to 

encounter Tybalt? 

BENVOLIO 

Why, what is Tybalt? 

MERCUTIO 

More than prince of cats, I can tell you. O, he is 

the courageous captain of compliments. He fights as 

you sing prick-song, keeps time, distance, and 

proportion; rests me his minim rest, one, two, and 

the third in your bosom: the very butcher of a silk 

button, a duellist, a duellist; a gentleman of the 

very first house, of the first and second cause: 

ah, the immortal passado! the punto reverso! the 

hai! 

BENVOLIO 
The what? 

MERCUTIO 
The pox of such antic, lisping, affecting 

fantasticoes; these new tuners of accents! 'By Jesu, 

a very good blade! a very tall man! a very good 

whore!' Why, is not this a lamentable thing, 

grandsire, that we should be thus afflicted with 

these strange flies, these fashion-mongers, these 

perdona-mi's, who stand so much on the new form, 

that they cannot at ease on the old bench? O, their 

bones, their bones! 

Enter ROMEO 

BENVOLIO 
Here comes Romeo, here comes Romeo. 

MERCUTIO 
Without his roe, like a dried herring: flesh, flesh, 

how art thou fishified! Now is he for the numbers 

that Petrarch flowed in: Laura to his lady was but a 

kitchen-wench; marry, she had a better love to 

be-rhyme her; Dido a dowdy; Cleopatra a gipsy; 

Helen and Hero hildings and harlots; Thisbe a grey 

eye or so, but not to the purpose. Signior 

Romeo, bon jour! there's a French salutation 

to your French slop. You gave us the counterfeit 

fairly last night. 

ROMEO 
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Good morrow to you both. What counterfeit did I give you? 

MERCUTIO 
The ship, sir, the slip; can you not conceive? 

ROMEO 
Pardon, good Mercutio, my business was great; and in 

such a case as mine a man may strain courtesy. 

MERCUTIO 

That's as much as to say, such a case as yours 

constrains a man to bow in the hams. 

ROMEO 
Meaning, to court'sy. 

MERCUTIO 
Thou hast most kindly hit it. 

ROMEO 
A most courteous exposition. 

MERCUTIO 

Nay, I am the very pink of courtesy. 

ROMEO 

Pink for flower. 

MERCUTIO 

Right. 

ROMEO 

Why, then is my pump well flowered. 

MERCUTIO 

Well said: follow me this jest now till thou hast 

worn out thy pump, that when the single sole of it 

is worn, the jest may remain after the wearing sole singular. 

ROMEO 
O single-soled jest, solely singular for the 

singleness. 

MERCUTIO 
Come between us, good Benvolio; my wits faint. 

ROMEO 
Switch and spurs, switch and spurs; or I'll cry a match. 

MERCUTIO 
Nay, if thy wits run the wild-goose chase, I have 

done, for thou hast more of the wild-goose in one of 

thy wits than, I am sure, I have in my whole five: 

was I with you there for the goose? 
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ROMEO 

Thou wast never with me for any thing when thou wast 

not there for the goose. 

MERCUTIO 
I will bite thee by the ear for that jest. 

ROMEO 
Nay, good goose, bite not. 

MERCUTIO 
Thy wit is a very bitter sweeting; it is a most 

sharp sauce. 

ROMEO 
And is it not well served in to a sweet goose? 

MERCUTIO 
O here's a wit of cheveril, that stretches from an 

inch narrow to an ell broad! 

ROMEO 
I stretch it out for that word 'broad;' which added 

to the goose, proves thee far and wide a broad goose. 

MERCUTIO 
Why, is not this better now than groaning for love? 

now art thou sociable, now art thou Romeo; now art 

thou what thou art, by art as well as by nature: 

for this drivelling love is like a great natural, 

that runs lolling up and down to hide his bauble in a hole. 

BENVOLIO 
Stop there, stop there. 

MERCUTIO 
Thou desirest me to stop in my tale against the hair. 

BENVOLIO 
Thou wouldst else have made thy tale large. 

MERCUTIO 

O, thou art deceived; I would have made it short: 

for I was come to the whole depth of my tale; and 

meant, indeed, to occupy the argument no longer. 

ROMEO 
Here's goodly gear! 

Enter Nurse and PETER 

MERCUTIO 
A sail, a sail! 
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BENVOLIO 

Two, two; a shirt and a smock. 

Nurse 

Peter! 

PETER 

Anon! 

Nurse 

My fan, Peter. 

MERCUTIO 

Good Peter, to hide her face; for her fan's the 

fairer face. 

Nurse 
God ye good morrow, gentlemen. 

MERCUTIO 
God ye good den, fair gentlewoman. 

Nurse 

Is it good den? 

MERCUTIO 

'Tis no less, I tell you, for the bawdy hand of the 

dial is now upon the prick of noon. 

Nurse 
Out upon you! what a man are you! 

ROMEO 
One, gentlewoman, that God hath made for himself to 

mar. 

Nurse 
By my troth, it is well said; 'for himself to mar,' 

quoth a'? Gentlemen, can any of you tell me where I 

may find the young Romeo? 

ROMEO 
I can tell you; but young Romeo will be older when 

you have found him than he was when you sought him: 

I am the youngest of that name, for fault of a worse. 

Nurse 
You say well. 

MERCUTIO 
Yea, is the worst well? very well took, i' faith; 

wisely, wisely. 

Nurse 



154 
 

if you be he, sir, I desire some confidence with 

you. 

BENVOLIO 

She will indite him to some supper. 

MERCUTIO 

A bawd, a bawd, a bawd! so ho! 

ROMEO 

What hast thou found? 

MERCUTIO 

No hare, sir; unless a hare, sir, in a lenten pie, 

that is something stale and hoar ere it be spent. 

Sings 

An old hare hoar, 

And an old hare hoar, 

Is very good meat in lent 

But a hare that is hoar 

Is too much for a score, 

When it hoars ere it be spent. 

Romeo, will you come to your father's? we'll 

to dinner, thither. 

ROMEO 
I will follow you. 

MERCUTIO 
Farewell, ancient lady; farewell, 

Singing 

'lady, lady, lady.' 

Exeunt MERCUTIO and BENVOLIO 

Nurse 
Marry, farewell! I pray you, sir, what saucy 

merchant was this, that was so full of his ropery? 

ROMEO 
A gentleman, nurse, that loves to hear himself talk, 

and will speak more in a minute than he will stand 

to in a month. 

Nurse 
An a' speak any thing against me, I'll take him 

down, an a' were lustier than he is, and twenty such 
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Jacks; and if I cannot, I'll find those that shall. 

Scurvy knave! I am none of his flirt-gills; I am 

none of his skains-mates. And thou must stand by 

too, and suffer every knave to use me at his pleasure? 

PETER 
I saw no man use you a pleasure; if I had, my weapon 

should quickly have been out, I warrant you: I dare 

draw as soon as another man, if I see occasion in a 

good quarrel, and the law on my side. 

Nurse 
Now, afore God, I am so vexed, that every part about 

me quivers. Scurvy knave! Pray you, sir, a word: 

and as I told you, my young lady bade me inquire you 

out; what she bade me say, I will keep to myself: 

but first let me tell ye, if ye should lead her into 

a fool's paradise, as they say, it were a very gross 

kind of behavior, as they say: for the gentlewoman 

is young; and, therefore, if you should deal double 

with her, truly it were an ill thing to be offered 

to any gentlewoman, and very weak dealing. 

ROMEO 
Nurse, commend me to thy lady and mistress. I 

protest unto thee-- 

Nurse 
Good heart, and, i' faith, I will tell her as much: 

Lord, Lord, she will be a joyful woman. 

ROMEO 
What wilt thou tell her, nurse? thou dost not mark me. 

Nurse 
I will tell her, sir, that you do protest; which, as 

I take it, is a gentlemanlike offer. 

ROMEO 
Bid her devise 

Some means to come to shrift this afternoon; 

And there she shall at Friar Laurence' cell 

Be shrived and married. Here is for thy pains. 

Nurse 

No truly sir; not a penny. 

ROMEO 

Go to; I say you shall. 

Nurse 
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This afternoon, sir? well, she shall be there. 

ROMEO 
And stay, good nurse, behind the abbey wall: 

Within this hour my man shall be with thee 

And bring thee cords made like a tackled stair; 

Which to the high top-gallant of my joy 

Must be my convoy in the secret night. 

Farewell; be trusty, and I'll quit thy pains: 

Farewell; commend me to thy mistress. 

Nurse 
Now God in heaven bless thee! Hark you, sir. 

ROMEO 
What say'st thou, my dear nurse? 

Nurse 
Is your man secret? Did you ne'er hear say, 

Two may keep counsel, putting one away? 

ROMEO 
I warrant thee, my man's as true as steel. 

NURSE 
Well, sir; my mistress is the sweetest lady--Lord, 

Lord! when 'twas a little prating thing:--O, there 

is a nobleman in town, one Paris, that would fain 

lay knife aboard; but she, good soul, had as lief 

see a toad, a very toad, as see him. I anger her 

sometimes and tell her that Paris is the properer 

man; but, I'll warrant you, when I say so, she looks 

as pale as any clout in the versal world. Doth not 

rosemary and Romeo begin both with a letter? 

ROMEO 
Ay, nurse; what of that? both with an R. 

Nurse 

Ah. mocker! that's the dog's name; R is for 

the--No; I know it begins with some other 

letter:--and she hath the prettiest sententious of 

it, of you and rosemary, that it would do you good 

to hear it. 

ROMEO 
Commend me to thy lady. 

Nurse 
Ay, a thousand times. 
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Exit Romeo 

Peter! 

PETER 
Anon! 

Nurse 
Peter, take my fan, and go before and apace. 

Exeunt 

SCENE V. Capulet's orchard. 

Enter JULIET 

JULIET 
The clock struck nine when I did send the nurse; 

In half an hour she promised to return. 

Perchance she cannot meet him: that's not so. 

O, she is lame! love's heralds should be thoughts, 

Which ten times faster glide than the sun's beams, 

Driving back shadows over louring hills: 

Therefore do nimble-pinion'd doves draw love, 

And therefore hath the wind-swift Cupid wings. 

Now is the sun upon the highmost hill 

Of this day's journey, and from nine till twelve 

Is three long hours, yet she is not come. 

Had she affections and warm youthful blood, 

She would be as swift in motion as a ball; 

My words would bandy her to my sweet love, 

And his to me: 

But old folks, many feign as they were dead; 

Unwieldy, slow, heavy and pale as lead. 

O God, she comes! 

Enter Nurse and PETER 

O honey nurse, what news? 

Hast thou met with him? Send thy man away. 

Nurse 
Peter, stay at the gate. 

Exit PETER 

JULIET 
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Now, good sweet nurse,--O Lord, why look'st thou sad? 

Though news be sad, yet tell them merrily; 

If good, thou shamest the music of sweet news 

By playing it to me with so sour a face. 

Nurse 
I am a-weary, give me leave awhile: 

Fie, how my bones ache! what a jaunt have I had! 

JULIET 
I would thou hadst my bones, and I thy news: 

Nay, come, I pray thee, speak; good, good nurse, speak. 

Nurse 
Jesu, what haste? can you not stay awhile? 

Do you not see that I am out of breath? 

JULIET 
How art thou out of breath, when thou hast breath 

To say to me that thou art out of breath? 

The excuse that thou dost make in this delay 

Is longer than the tale thou dost excuse. 

Is thy news good, or bad? answer to that; 

Say either, and I'll stay the circumstance: 

Let me be satisfied, is't good or bad? 

Nurse 
Well, you have made a simple choice; you know not 

how to choose a man: Romeo! no, not he; though his 

face be better than any man's, yet his leg excels 

all men's; and for a hand, and a foot, and a body, 

though they be not to be talked on, yet they are 

past compare: he is not the flower of courtesy, 

but, I'll warrant him, as gentle as a lamb. Go thy 

ways, wench; serve God. What, have you dined at home? 

JULIET 
No, no: but all this did I know before. 

What says he of our marriage? what of that? 

Nurse 
Lord, how my head aches! what a head have I! 

It beats as it would fall in twenty pieces. 

My back o' t' other side,--O, my back, my back! 

Beshrew your heart for sending me about, 

To catch my death with jaunting up and down! 

JULIET 
I' faith, I am sorry that thou art not well. 

Sweet, sweet, sweet nurse, tell me, what says my love? 
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Nurse 

Your love says, like an honest gentleman, and a 

courteous, and a kind, and a handsome, and, I 

warrant, a virtuous,--Where is your mother? 

JULIET 
Where is my mother! why, she is within; 

Where should she be? How oddly thou repliest! 

'Your love says, like an honest gentleman, 

Where is your mother?' 

Nurse 
O God's lady dear! 

Are you so hot? marry, come up, I trow; 

Is this the poultice for my aching bones? 

Henceforward do your messages yourself. 

JULIET 
Here's such a coil! come, what says Romeo? 

Nurse 
Have you got leave to go to shrift to-day? 

JULIET 
I have. 

Nurse 
Then hie you hence to Friar Laurence' cell; 

There stays a husband to make you a wife: 

Now comes the wanton blood up in your cheeks, 

They'll be in scarlet straight at any news. 

Hie you to church; I must another way, 

To fetch a ladder, by the which your love 

Must climb a bird's nest soon when it is dark: 

I am the drudge and toil in your delight, 

But you shall bear the burden soon at night. 

Go; I'll to dinner: hie you to the cell. 

JULIET 
Hie to high fortune! Honest nurse, farewell. 

Exeunt 

SCENE VI. Friar Laurence's cell. 

Enter FRIAR LAURENCE and ROMEO 

FRIAR LAURENCE 

So smile the heavens upon this holy act, 

That after hours with sorrow chide us not! 
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ROMEO 

Amen, amen! but come what sorrow can, 

It cannot countervail the exchange of joy 

That one short minute gives me in her sight: 

Do thou but close our hands with holy words, 

Then love-devouring death do what he dare; 

It is enough I may but call her mine. 

FRIAR LAURENCE 
These violent delights have violent ends 

And in their triumph die, like fire and powder, 

Which as they kiss consume: the sweetest honey 

Is loathsome in his own deliciousness 

And in the taste confounds the appetite: 

Therefore love moderately; long love doth so; 

Too swift arrives as tardy as too slow. 

Enter JULIET 

Here comes the lady: O, so light a foot 

Will ne'er wear out the everlasting flint: 

A lover may bestride the gossamer 

That idles in the wanton summer air, 

And yet not fall; so light is vanity. 

JULIET 

Good even to my ghostly confessor. 

FRIAR LAURENCE 

Romeo shall thank thee, daughter, for us both. 

JULIET 

As much to him, else is his thanks too much. 

ROMEO 

Ah, Juliet, if the measure of thy joy 

Be heap'd like mine and that thy skill be more 

To blazon it, then sweeten with thy breath 

This neighbour air, and let rich music's tongue 

Unfold the imagined happiness that both 

Receive in either by this dear encounter. 

JULIET 
Conceit, more rich in matter than in words, 

Brags of his substance, not of ornament: 

They are but beggars that can count their worth; 

But my true love is grown to such excess 

I cannot sum up sum of half my wealth. 
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FRIAR LAURENCE 

Come, come with me, and we will make short work; 

For, by your leaves, you shall not stay alone 

Till holy church incorporate two in one. 

Exeunt 

ACT III 

SCENE I. A public place. 

Enter MERCUTIO, BENVOLIO, Page, and Servants 

BENVOLIO 
I pray thee, good Mercutio, let's retire: 

The day is hot, the Capulets abroad, 

And, if we meet, we shall not scape a brawl; 

For now, these hot days, is the mad blood stirring. 

MERCUTIO 
Thou art like one of those fellows that when he 

enters the confines of a tavern claps me his sword 

upon the table and says 'God send me no need of 

thee!' and by the operation of the second cup draws 

it on the drawer, when indeed there is no need. 

BENVOLIO 
Am I like such a fellow? 

MERCUTIO 
Come, come, thou art as hot a Jack in thy mood as 

any in Italy, and as soon moved to be moody, and as 

soon moody to be moved. 

BENVOLIO 

And what to? 

MERCUTIO 

Nay, an there were two such, we should have none 

shortly, for one would kill the other. Thou! why, 

thou wilt quarrel with a man that hath a hair more, 

or a hair less, in his beard, than thou hast: thou 

wilt quarrel with a man for cracking nuts, having no 

other reason but because thou hast hazel eyes: what 

eye but such an eye would spy out such a quarrel? 

Thy head is as fun of quarrels as an egg is full of 

meat, and yet thy head hath been beaten as addle as 

an egg for quarrelling: thou hast quarrelled with a 

man for coughing in the street, because he hath 
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wakened thy dog that hath lain asleep in the sun: 

didst thou not fall out with a tailor for wearing 

his new doublet before Easter? with another, for 

tying his new shoes with old riband? and yet thou 

wilt tutor me from quarrelling! 

BENVOLIO 
An I were so apt to quarrel as thou art, any man 

should buy the fee-simple of my life for an hour and a quarter. 

MERCUTIO 
The fee-simple! O simple! 

BENVOLIO 
By my head, here come the Capulets. 

MERCUTIO 
By my heel, I care not. 

Enter TYBALT and others 

TYBALT 
Follow me close, for I will speak to them. 

Gentlemen, good den: a word with one of you. 

MERCUTIO 
And but one word with one of us? couple it with 

something; make it a word and a blow. 

TYBALT 
You shall find me apt enough to that, sir, an you 

will give me occasion. 

MERCUTIO 
Could you not take some occasion without giving? 

TYBALT 
Mercutio, thou consort'st with Romeo,-- 

MERCUTIO 
Consort! what, dost thou make us minstrels? an 

thou make minstrels of us, look to hear nothing but 

discords: here's my fiddlestick; here's that shall 

make you dance. 'Zounds, consort! 

BENVOLIO 
We talk here in the public haunt of men: 

Either withdraw unto some private place, 

And reason coldly of your grievances, 

Or else depart; here all eyes gaze on us. 

MERCUTIO 
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Men's eyes were made to look, and let them gaze; 

I will not budge for no man's pleasure, I. 

Enter ROMEO 

TYBALT 
Well, peace be with you, sir: here comes my man. 

MERCUTIO 
But I'll be hanged, sir, if he wear your livery: 

Marry, go before to field, he'll be your follower; 

Your worship in that sense may call him 'man.' 

TYBALT 
Romeo, the hate I bear thee can afford 

No better term than this,--thou art a villain. 

ROMEO 
Tybalt, the reason that I have to love thee 

Doth much excuse the appertaining rage 

To such a greeting: villain am I none; 

Therefore farewell; I see thou know'st me not. 

TYBALT 
Boy, this shall not excuse the injuries 

That thou hast done me; therefore turn and draw. 

ROMEO 
I do protest, I never injured thee, 

But love thee better than thou canst devise, 

Till thou shalt know the reason of my love: 

And so, good Capulet,--which name I tender 

As dearly as my own,--be satisfied. 

MERCUTIO 
O calm, dishonourable, vile submission! 

Alla stoccata carries it away. 

Draws 

Tybalt, you rat-catcher, will you walk? 

TYBALT 
What wouldst thou have with me? 

MERCUTIO 
Good king of cats, nothing but one of your nine 

lives; that I mean to make bold withal, and as you 

shall use me hereafter, drybeat the rest of the 

eight. Will you pluck your sword out of his pitcher 
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by the ears? make haste, lest mine be about your 

ears ere it be out. 

TYBALT 

I am for you. 

Drawing 

ROMEO 
Gentle Mercutio, put thy rapier up. 

MERCUTIO 
Come, sir, your passado. 

They fight 

ROMEO 
Draw, Benvolio; beat down their weapons. 

Gentlemen, for shame, forbear this outrage! 

Tybalt, Mercutio, the prince expressly hath 

Forbidden bandying in Verona streets: 

Hold, Tybalt! good Mercutio! 

TYBALT under ROMEO's arm stabs MERCUTIO, and flies with his followers 

MERCUTIO 

I am hurt. 

A plague o' both your houses! I am sped. 

Is he gone, and hath nothing? 

BENVOLIO 
What, art thou hurt? 

MERCUTIO 
Ay, ay, a scratch, a scratch; marry, 'tis enough. 

Where is my page? Go, villain, fetch a surgeon. 

Exit Page 

ROMEO 
Courage, man; the hurt cannot be much. 

MERCUTIO 
No, 'tis not so deep as a well, nor so wide as a 

church-door; but 'tis enough,'twill serve: ask for 

me to-morrow, and you shall find me a grave man. I 

am peppered, I warrant, for this world. A plague o' 

both your houses! 'Zounds, a dog, a rat, a mouse, a 

cat, to scratch a man to death! a braggart, a 
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rogue, a villain, that fights by the book of 

arithmetic! Why the devil came you between us? I 

was hurt under your arm. 

ROMEO 
I thought all for the best. 

MERCUTIO 
Help me into some house, Benvolio, 

Or I shall faint. A plague o' both your houses! 

They have made worms' meat of me: I have it, 

And soundly too: your houses! 

Exeunt MERCUTIO and BENVOLIO 

ROMEO 
This gentleman, the prince's near ally, 

My very friend, hath got his mortal hurt 

In my behalf; my reputation stain'd 

With Tybalt's slander,--Tybalt, that an hour 

Hath been my kinsman! O sweet Juliet, 

Thy beauty hath made me effeminate 

And in my temper soften'd valour's steel! 

Re-enter BENVOLIO 

BENVOLIO 
O Romeo, Romeo, brave Mercutio's dead! 

That gallant spirit hath aspired the clouds, 

Which too untimely here did scorn the earth. 

ROMEO 
This day's black fate on more days doth depend; 

This but begins the woe, others must end. 

BENVOLIO 
Here comes the furious Tybalt back again. 

ROMEO 
Alive, in triumph! and Mercutio slain! 

Away to heaven, respective lenity, 

And fire-eyed fury be my conduct now! 

Re-enter TYBALT 

Now, Tybalt, take the villain back again, 

That late thou gavest me; for Mercutio's soul 

Is but a little way above our heads, 
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Staying for thine to keep him company: 

Either thou, or I, or both, must go with him. 

TYBALT 

Thou, wretched boy, that didst consort him here, 

Shalt with him hence. 

ROMEO 
This shall determine that. 

They fight; TYBALT falls 

BENVOLIO 

Romeo, away, be gone! 

The citizens are up, and Tybalt slain. 

Stand not amazed: the prince will doom thee death, 

If thou art taken: hence, be gone, away! 

ROMEO 
O, I am fortune's fool! 

BENVOLIO 
Why dost thou stay? 

Exit ROMEO 

Enter Citizens, & c 

First Citizen 

Which way ran he that kill'd Mercutio? 

Tybalt, that murderer, which way ran he? 

BENVOLIO 
There lies that Tybalt. 

First Citizen 
Up, sir, go with me; 

I charge thee in the princes name, obey. 

Enter Prince, attended; MONTAGUE, CAPULET, their Wives, and others 

PRINCE 
Where are the vile beginners of this fray? 

BENVOLIO 

O noble prince, I can discover all 

The unlucky manage of this fatal brawl: 

There lies the man, slain by young Romeo, 

That slew thy kinsman, brave Mercutio. 

LADY CAPULET 
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Tybalt, my cousin! O my brother's child! 

O prince! O cousin! husband! O, the blood is spilt 

O my dear kinsman! Prince, as thou art true, 

For blood of ours, shed blood of Montague. 

O cousin, cousin! 

PRINCE 
Benvolio, who began this bloody fray? 

BENVOLIO 
Tybalt, here slain, whom Romeo's hand did slay; 

Romeo that spoke him fair, bade him bethink 

How nice the quarrel was, and urged withal 

Your high displeasure: all this uttered 

With gentle breath, calm look, knees humbly bow'd, 

Could not take truce with the unruly spleen 

Of Tybalt deaf to peace, but that he tilts 

With piercing steel at bold Mercutio's breast, 

Who all as hot, turns deadly point to point, 

And, with a martial scorn, with one hand beats 

Cold death aside, and with the other sends 

It back to Tybalt, whose dexterity, 

Retorts it: Romeo he cries aloud, 

'Hold, friends! friends, part!' and, swifter than 

his tongue, 

His agile arm beats down their fatal points, 

And 'twixt them rushes; underneath whose arm 

An envious thrust from Tybalt hit the life 

Of stout Mercutio, and then Tybalt fled; 

But by and by comes back to Romeo, 

Who had but newly entertain'd revenge, 

And to 't they go like lightning, for, ere I 

Could draw to part them, was stout Tybalt slain. 

And, as he fell, did Romeo turn and fly. 

This is the truth, or let Benvolio die. 

LADY CAPULET 
He is a kinsman to the Montague; 

Affection makes him false; he speaks not true: 

Some twenty of them fought in this black strife, 

And all those twenty could but kill one life. 

I beg for justice, which thou, prince, must give; 

Romeo slew Tybalt, Romeo must not live. 

PRINCE 

Romeo slew him, he slew Mercutio; 

Who now the price of his dear blood doth owe? 
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MONTAGUE 

Not Romeo, prince, he was Mercutio's friend; 

His fault concludes but what the law should end, 

The life of Tybalt. 

PRINCE 
And for that offence 

Immediately we do exile him hence: 

I have an interest in your hate's proceeding, 

My blood for your rude brawls doth lie a-bleeding; 

But I'll amerce you with so strong a fine 

That you shall all repent the loss of mine: 

I will be deaf to pleading and excuses; 

Nor tears nor prayers shall purchase out abuses: 

Therefore use none: let Romeo hence in haste, 

Else, when he's found, that hour is his last. 

Bear hence this body and attend our will: 

Mercy but murders, pardoning those that kill. 

Exeunt 

SCENE II. Capulet's orchard. 

Enter JULIET 

JULIET 
Gallop apace, you fiery-footed steeds, 

Towards Phoebus' lodging: such a wagoner 

As Phaethon would whip you to the west, 

And bring in cloudy night immediately. 

Spread thy close curtain, love-performing night, 

That runaway's eyes may wink and Romeo 

Leap to these arms, untalk'd of and unseen. 

Lovers can see to do their amorous rites 

By their own beauties; or, if love be blind, 

It best agrees with night. Come, civil night, 

Thou sober-suited matron, all in black, 

And learn me how to lose a winning match, 

Play'd for a pair of stainless maidenhoods: 

Hood my unmann'd blood, bating in my cheeks, 

With thy black mantle; till strange love, grown bold, 

Think true love acted simple modesty. 

Come, night; come, Romeo; come, thou day in night; 

For thou wilt lie upon the wings of night 

Whiter than new snow on a raven's back. 

Come, gentle night, come, loving, black-brow'd night, 
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Give me my Romeo; and, when he shall die, 

Take him and cut him out in little stars, 

And he will make the face of heaven so fine 

That all the world will be in love with night 

And pay no worship to the garish sun. 

O, I have bought the mansion of a love, 

But not possess'd it, and, though I am sold, 

Not yet enjoy'd: so tedious is this day 

As is the night before some festival 

To an impatient child that hath new robes 

And may not wear them. O, here comes my nurse, 

And she brings news; and every tongue that speaks 

But Romeo's name speaks heavenly eloquence. 

Enter Nurse, with cords 

Now, nurse, what news? What hast thou there? the cords 

That Romeo bid thee fetch? 

Nurse 
Ay, ay, the cords. 

Throws them down 

JULIET 
Ay me! what news? why dost thou wring thy hands? 

Nurse 
Ah, well-a-day! he's dead, he's dead, he's dead! 

We are undone, lady, we are undone! 

Alack the day! he's gone, he's kill'd, he's dead! 

JULIET 
Can heaven be so envious? 

Nurse 
Romeo can, 

Though heaven cannot: O Romeo, Romeo! 

Who ever would have thought it? Romeo! 

JULIET 
What devil art thou, that dost torment me thus? 

This torture should be roar'd in dismal hell. 

Hath Romeo slain himself? say thou but 'I,' 

And that bare vowel 'I' shall poison more 

Than the death-darting eye of cockatrice: 

I am not I, if there be such an I; 

Or those eyes shut, that make thee answer 'I.' 
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If he be slain, say 'I'; or if not, no: 

Brief sounds determine of my weal or woe. 

Nurse 

I saw the wound, I saw it with mine eyes,-- 

God save the mark!--here on his manly breast: 

A piteous corse, a bloody piteous corse; 

Pale, pale as ashes, all bedaub'd in blood, 

All in gore-blood; I swounded at the sight. 

JULIET 
O, break, my heart! poor bankrupt, break at once! 

To prison, eyes, ne'er look on liberty! 

Vile earth, to earth resign; end motion here; 

And thou and Romeo press one heavy bier! 

Nurse 
O Tybalt, Tybalt, the best friend I had! 

O courteous Tybalt! honest gentleman! 

That ever I should live to see thee dead! 

JULIET 
What storm is this that blows so contrary? 

Is Romeo slaughter'd, and is Tybalt dead? 

My dear-loved cousin, and my dearer lord? 

Then, dreadful trumpet, sound the general doom! 

For who is living, if those two are gone? 

Nurse 

Tybalt is gone, and Romeo banished; 

Romeo that kill'd him, he is banished. 

JULIET 
O God! did Romeo's hand shed Tybalt's blood? 

Nurse 
It did, it did; alas the day, it did! 

JULIET 

O serpent heart, hid with a flowering face! 

Did ever dragon keep so fair a cave? 

Beautiful tyrant! fiend angelical! 

Dove-feather'd raven! wolvish-ravening lamb! 

Despised substance of divinest show! 

Just opposite to what thou justly seem'st, 

A damned saint, an honourable villain! 

O nature, what hadst thou to do in hell, 

When thou didst bower the spirit of a fiend 

In moral paradise of such sweet flesh? 

Was ever book containing such vile matter 
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So fairly bound? O that deceit should dwell 

In such a gorgeous palace! 

Nurse 

There's no trust, 

No faith, no honesty in men; all perjured, 

All forsworn, all naught, all dissemblers. 

Ah, where's my man? give me some aqua vitae: 

These griefs, these woes, these sorrows make me old. 

Shame come to Romeo! 

JULIET 
Blister'd be thy tongue 

For such a wish! he was not born to shame: 

Upon his brow shame is ashamed to sit; 

For 'tis a throne where honour may be crown'd 

Sole monarch of the universal earth. 

O, what a beast was I to chide at him! 

Nurse 
Will you speak well of him that kill'd your cousin? 

JULIET 
Shall I speak ill of him that is my husband? 

Ah, poor my lord, what tongue shall smooth thy name, 

When I, thy three-hours wife, have mangled it? 

But, wherefore, villain, didst thou kill my cousin? 

That villain cousin would have kill'd my husband: 

Back, foolish tears, back to your native spring; 

Your tributary drops belong to woe, 

Which you, mistaking, offer up to joy. 

My husband lives, that Tybalt would have slain; 

And Tybalt's dead, that would have slain my husband: 

All this is comfort; wherefore weep I then? 

Some word there was, worser than Tybalt's death, 

That murder'd me: I would forget it fain; 

But, O, it presses to my memory, 

Like damned guilty deeds to sinners' minds: 

'Tybalt is dead, and Romeo--banished;' 

That 'banished,' that one word 'banished,' 

Hath slain ten thousand Tybalts. Tybalt's death 

Was woe enough, if it had ended there: 

Or, if sour woe delights in fellowship 

And needly will be rank'd with other griefs, 

Why follow'd not, when she said 'Tybalt's dead,' 

Thy father, or thy mother, nay, or both, 

Which modern lamentations might have moved? 
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But with a rear-ward following Tybalt's death, 

'Romeo is banished,' to speak that word, 

Is father, mother, Tybalt, Romeo, Juliet, 

All slain, all dead. 'Romeo is banished!' 

There is no end, no limit, measure, bound, 

In that word's death; no words can that woe sound. 

Where is my father, and my mother, nurse? 

Nurse 
Weeping and wailing over Tybalt's corse: 

Will you go to them? I will bring you thither. 

JULIET 

Wash they his wounds with tears: mine shall be spent, 

When theirs are dry, for Romeo's banishment. 

Take up those cords: poor ropes, you are beguiled, 

Both you and I; for Romeo is exiled: 

He made you for a highway to my bed; 

But I, a maid, die maiden-widowed. 

Come, cords, come, nurse; I'll to my wedding-bed; 

And death, not Romeo, take my maidenhead! 

Nurse 

Hie to your chamber: I'll find Romeo 

To comfort you: I wot well where he is. 

Hark ye, your Romeo will be here at night: 

I'll to him; he is hid at Laurence' cell. 

JULIET 
O, find him! give this ring to my true knight, 

And bid him come to take his last farewell. 
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Mark Twain 

     Mark Twain was born in Samuel Langhorne Clemens in the town of Florida, 

Missouri, in 1835. When he was four years old, his family moved to Hannibal, a 

town on the Mississippi River much like the towns depicted in his two most 

famous novels, The Adventures of Tom Sawyer (1876) and The Adventures of 

Huckleberry Finn (1884).  

    Clemens spent his young life in a fairly affluent family that owned a number of 

household slaves. The death of Clemens’s father in 1847, however, left the family 

in hardship. Clemens left school, worked for a printer, and, in 1851, having 

finished his apprenticeship, began to set type for his brother Orion’s newspaper, 

the Hannibal Journal. But Hannibal proved too small to hold Clemens, who soon 

became a sort of itinerant printer and found work in a number of American cities, 

including New York and Philadelphia. 

      While still in his early twenties, Clemens gave up his printing career in order to 

work on riverboats on the Mississippi. Clemens eventually became a riverboat 

pilot, and his life on the river influenced him a great deal. Perhaps most important, 

the riverboat life provided him with the pen name Mark Twain, derived from the 

riverboat leadsmen’s signal— “By the mark, twain”—that the water was deep 

enough for safe passage. Life on the river also gave Twain material for several of 

his books, including the raft scenes of Huckleberry Finn and the material for his 

autobiographical Life on the Mississippi 

Throughout 1868, Twain and Olivia Langdon corresponded. Though she rejected 

his first marriage proposal, two months later, they were engaged. In February 

1870, Twain and Langdon were married in Elmira, New York, where he courted 

her and managed to overcome her father's initial reluctance. She came from a 

"wealthy but liberal family", and through her, he met abolitionists, "socialists, 

principled atheists and activists for women's rights and social equality", 

including Harriet Beecher Stowe (his next-door neighbor in Hartford, 

Connecticut), Frederick Douglass, and the writer and utopian socialist William 

Dean Howells  who became a long-time friend. The couple lived in Buffalo, New 

York, from 1869 to 1871. Twain owned a stake in the Buffalo Express newspaper 

and worked as an editor and writer. While they were living in Buffalo, their son 

Langdon died of diphtheria at age 19 months.  

      

The Adventures of Tom Sawyer                    

 by Mark Twain 

 

“TOM!” 

No answer. 

“TOM!” 

No answer. 

“What’s gone with that boy, I wonder? You TOM!” 

No answer. 
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The old lady pulled her spectacles down and looked over them about the room; 

then she put them up and looked out under them. She seldom or never 

looked through them for so small a thing as a boy; they were her state pair, the 

pride of her heart, and were built for “style,” not service—she could have seen 

through a pair of stove-lids just as well. She looked perplexed for a moment, and 

then said, not fiercely, but still loud enough for the furniture to hear: 

“Well, I lay if I get hold of you I’ll—” 

She did not finish, for by this time she was bending down and punching under the 

bed with the broom, and so she needed breath to punctuate the punches with. She 

resurrected nothing but the cat. 

“I never did see the beat of that boy!” 

She went to the open door and stood in it and looked out among the tomato vines 

and “jimpson” weeds that constituted the garden. No Tom. So she lifted up her 

voice at an angle calculated for distance and shouted: 

“Y-o-u-u TOM!” 

There was a slight noise behind her and she turned just in time to seize a small boy 

by the slack of his roundabout and arrest his flight. 

“There! I might ’a’ thought of that closet. What you been doing in there?” 

“Nothing.” 

“Nothing! Look at your hands. And look at your mouth. What is that truck?” 

“I don’t know, aunt.” 

“Well, I know. It’s jam—that’s what it is. Forty times I’ve said if you didn’t let 

that jam alone I’d skin you. Hand me that switch.” 

The switch hovered in the air—the peril was desperate— 

“My! Look behind you, aunt!” 

The old lady whirled round, and snatched her skirts out of danger. The lad fled on 

the instant, scrambled up the high board-fence, and disappeared over it. 

His aunt Polly stood surprised a moment, and then broke into a gentle laugh. 

“Hang the boy, can’t I never learn anything? Ain’t he played me tricks enough like 

that for me to be looking out for him by this time? But old fools is the biggest fools 

there is. Can’t learn an old dog new tricks, as the saying is. But my goodness, he 

never plays them alike, two days, and how is a body to know what’s coming? He 

’pears to know just how long he can torment me before I get my dander up, and he 

knows if he can make out to put me off for a minute or make me laugh, it’s all 

down again and I can’t hit him a lick. I ain’t doing my duty by that boy, and that’s 

the Lord’s truth, goodness knows. Spare the rod and spile the child, as the Good 

Book says. I’m a laying up sin and suffering for us both, I know. He’s full of the 

Old Scratch, but laws-a-me! he’s my own dead sister’s boy, poor thing, and I ain’t 

got the heart to lash him, somehow. Every time I let him off, my conscience does 

hurt me so, and every time I hit him my old heart most breaks. Well-a-well, man 

that is born of woman is of few days and full of trouble, as the Scripture says, and I 

reckon it’s so. He’ll play hookey this evening, * and [* Southwestern for 

“afternoon”] I’ll just be obleeged to make him work, tomorrow, to punish him. It’s 

mighty hard to make him work Saturdays, when all the boys is having holiday, but 
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he hates work more than he hates anything else, and I’ve got to do some of my 

duty by him, or I’ll be the ruination of the child.” 

Tom did play hookey, and he had a very good time. He got back home barely in 

season to help Jim, the small colored boy, saw next-day’s wood and split the 

kindlings before supper—at least he was there in time to tell his adventures to Jim 

while Jim did three-fourths of the work. Tom’s younger brother (or rather half-

brother) Sid was already through with his part of the work (picking up chips), for 

he was a quiet boy, and had no adventurous, trouble-some ways. 

While Tom was eating his supper, and stealing sugar as opportunity offered, Aunt 

Polly asked him questions that were full of guile, and very deep—for she wanted to 

trap him into damaging revealments. Like many other simple-hearted souls, it was 

her pet vanity to believe she was endowed with a talent for dark and mysterious 

diplomacy, and she loved to contemplate her most transparent devices as marvels 

of low cunning. Said she: 

“Tom, it was middling warm in school, warn’t it?” 

“Yes’m.” 

“Powerful warm, warn’t it?” 

“Yes’m.” 

“Didn’t you want to go in a-swimming, Tom?” 

A bit of a scare shot through Tom—a touch of uncomfortable suspicion. He 

searched Aunt Polly’s face, but it told him nothing. So he said: 

“No’m—well, not very much.” 

The old lady reached out her hand and felt Tom’s shirt, and said: 

“But you ain’t too warm now, though.” And it flattered her to reflect that she had 

discovered that the shirt was dry without anybody knowing that that was what she 

had in her mind. But in spite of her, Tom knew where the wind lay, now. So he 

forestalled what might be the next move: 

“Some of us pumped on our heads—mine’s damp yet. See?” 

Aunt Polly was vexed to think she had overlooked that bit of circumstantial 

evidence, and missed a trick. Then she had a new inspiration: 

“Tom, you didn’t have to undo your shirt collar where I sewed it, to pump on your 

head, did you? Unbutton your jacket!” 

The trouble vanished out of Tom’s face. He opened his jacket. His shirt collar was 

securely sewed. 

“Bother! Well, go ’long with you. I’d made sure you’d played hookey and been a-

swimming. But I forgive ye, Tom. I reckon you’re a kind of a singed cat, as the 

saying is—better’n you look. This time.” 

She was half sorry her sagacity had miscarried, and half glad that Tom had 

stumbled into obedient conduct for once. 

But Sidney said: 

“Well, now, if I didn’t think you sewed his collar with white thread, but it’s black.” 

“Why, I did sew it with white! Tom!” 

But Tom did not wait for the rest. As he went out at the door he said: 

“Siddy, I’ll lick you for that.” 
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In a safe place Tom examined two large needles which were thrust into the lapels 

of his jacket, and had thread bound about them—one needle carried white thread 

and the other black. He said: 

“She’d never noticed if it hadn’t been for Sid. Confound it! sometimes she sews it 

with white, and sometimes she sews it with black. I wish to gee-miny she’d stick to 

one or t’other—I can’t keep the run of ’em. But I bet you I’ll lam Sid for that. I’ll 

learn him!” 

He was not the Model Boy of the village. He knew the model boy very well 

though—and loathed him. 

Within two minutes, or even less, he had forgotten all his troubles. Not because his 

troubles were one whit less heavy and bitter to him than a man’s are to a man, but 

because a new and powerful interest bore them down and drove them out of his 

mind for the time—just as men’s misfortunes are forgotten in the excitement of 

new enterprises. This new interest was a valued novelty in whistling, which he had 

just acquired from a negro, and he was suffering to practise it un-disturbed. It 

consisted in a peculiar bird-like turn, a sort of liquid warble, produced by touching 

the tongue to the roof of the mouth at short intervals in the midst of the music—the 

reader probably remembers how to do it, if he has ever been a boy. Diligence and 

attention soon gave him the knack of it, and he strode down the street with his 

mouth full of harmony and his soul full of gratitude. He felt much as an astronomer 

feels who has discovered a new planet—no doubt, as far as strong, deep, unalloyed 

pleasure is concerned, the advantage was with the boy, not the astronomer. 

The summer evenings were long. It was not dark, yet. Presently Tom checked his 

whistle. A stranger was before him—a boy a shade larger than himself. A new-

comer of any age or either sex was an im-pressive curiosity in the poor little 

shabby village of St. Petersburg. This boy was well dressed, too—well dressed on 

a week-day. This was simply astounding. His cap was a dainty thing, his close-

buttoned blue cloth roundabout was new and natty, and so were his pantaloons. He 

had shoes on—and it was only Friday. He even wore a necktie, a bright bit of 

ribbon. He had a citified air about him that ate into Tom’s vitals. The more Tom 

stared at the splendid marvel, the higher he turned up his nose at his finery and the 

shabbier and shabbier his own outfit seemed to him to grow. Neither boy spoke. If 

one moved, the other moved—but only sidewise, in a circle; they kept face to face 

and eye to eye all the time. Finally Tom said: 

“I can lick you!” 

“I’d like to see you try it.” 

“Well, I can do it.” 

“No you can’t, either.” 

“Yes I can.” 

“No you can’t.” 

“I can.” 

“You can’t.” 

“Can!” 

“Can’t!” 



177 
 

An uncomfortable pause. Then Tom said: 

“What’s your name?” 

“’Tisn’t any of your business, maybe.” 

“Well I ’low I’ll make it my business.” 

“Well why don’t you?” 

“If you say much, I will.” 

“Much—much—much. There now.” 

“Oh, you think you’re mighty smart, don’t you? I could lick you with one hand tied 

behind me, if I wanted to.” 

“Well why don’t you do it? You say you can do it.” 

“Well I will, if you fool with me.” 

“Oh yes—I’ve seen whole families in the same fix.” 

“Smarty! You think you’re some, now, don’t you? Oh, what a hat!” 

“You can lump that hat if you don’t like it. I dare you to knock it off—and 

anybody that’ll take a dare will suck eggs.” 

“You’re a liar!” 

“You’re another.” 

“You’re a fighting liar and dasn’t take it up.” 

“Aw—take a walk!” 

“Say—if you give me much more of your sass I’ll take and bounce a rock off’n 

your head.” 

“Oh, of course you will.” 

“Well I will.” 

“Well why don’t you do it then? What do you keep saying you will for? Why don’t 

you do it? It’s because you’re afraid.” 

“I ain’t afraid.” 

“You are.” 

“I ain’t.” 

“You are.” 

Another pause, and more eying and sidling around each other. Presently they were 

shoulder to shoulder. Tom said: 

“Get away from here!” 

“Go away yourself!” 

“I won’t.” 

“I won’t either.” 

So they stood, each with a foot placed at an angle as a brace, and both shoving with 

might and main, and glowering at each other with hate. But neither could get an 

advantage. After struggling till both were hot and flushed, each relaxed his strain 

with watchful caution, and Tom said: 

“You’re a coward and a pup. I’ll tell my big brother on you, and he can thrash you 

with his little finger, and I’ll make him do it, too.” 

“What do I care for your big brother? I’ve got a brother that’s bigger than he is—

and what’s more, he can throw him over that fence, too.” [Both brothers were 

imaginary.] 
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“That’s a lie.” 

“Your saying so don’t make it so.” 

Tom drew a line in the dust with his big toe, and said: 

“I dare you to step over that, and I’ll lick you till you can’t stand up. Anybody 

that’ll take a dare will steal sheep.” 

The new boy stepped over promptly, and said: 

“Now you said you’d do it, now let’s see you do it.” 

“Don’t you crowd me now; you better look out.” 

“Well, you said you’d do it—why don’t you do it?” 

“By jingo! for two cents I will do it.” 

The new boy took two broad coppers out of his pocket and held them out with 

derision. Tom struck them to the ground. In an instant both boys were rolling and 

tumbling in the dirt, gripped together like cats; and for the space of a minute they 

tugged and tore at each other’s hair and clothes, punched and scratched each 

other’s nose, and covered themselves with dust and glory. Presently the confusion 

took form, and through the fog of battle Tom appeared, seated astride the new boy, 

and pounding him with his fists. “Holler ’nuff!” said he. 

The boy only struggled to free himself. He was crying—mainly from rage. 

“Holler ’nuff!”—and the pounding went on. 

At last the stranger got out a smothered “’Nuff!” and Tom let him up and said: 

“Now that’ll learn you. Better look out who you’re fooling with next time.” 

The new boy went off brushing the dust from his clothes, sobbing, snuffling, and 

occasionally looking back and shaking his head and threatening what he would do 

to Tom the “next time he caught him out.” To which Tom responded with jeers, 

and started off in high feather, and as soon as his back was turned the new boy 

snatched up a stone, threw it and hit him between the shoulders and then turned tail 

and ran like an antelope. Tom chased the traitor home, and thus found out where he 

lived. He then held a position at the gate for some time, daring the enemy to come 

outside, but the enemy only made faces at him through the window and declined. 

At last the enemy’s mother appeared, and called Tom a bad, vicious, vulgar child, 

and ordered him away. So he went away; but he said he “’lowed” to “lay” for that 

boy. 

He got home pretty late that night, and when he climbed cautiously in at the 

window, he uncovered an ambuscade, in the person of his aunt; and when she saw 

the state his clothes were in her resolution to turn his Saturday holiday into 

captivity at hard labor became adamantine in its firmness. 

SATURDAY morning was come, and all the summer world was bright and 

fresh, and brimming with life. There was a song in every heart; and if the heart was 

young the music issued at the lips. There was cheer in every face and a spring in 

every step. The locust-trees were in bloom and the fragrance of the blossoms filled 

the air. Cardiff Hill, beyond the village and above it, was green with vegetation and 

it lay just far enough away to seem a Delectable Land, dreamy, reposeful, and 

inviting. 
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Tom appeared on the sidewalk with a bucket of whitewash and a long-handled 

brush. He surveyed the fence, and all gladness left him and a deep melancholy 

settled down upon his spirit. Thirty yards of board fence nine feet high. Life to him 

seemed hollow, and existence but a burden. Sighing, he dipped his brush and 

passed it along the topmost plank; repeated the operation; did it again; compared 

the insignificant whitewashed streak with the far-reaching continent of 

unwhitewashed fence, and sat down on a tree-box discouraged. Jim came skipping 

out at the gate with a tin pail, and singing Buffalo Gals. Bringing water from the 

town pump had always been hateful work in Tom’s eyes, before, but now it did not 

strike him so. He remembered that there was company at the pump. White, 

mulatto, and negro boys and girls were always there waiting their turns, resting, 

trading playthings, quarrelling, fighting, skylarking. And he remembered that 

although the pump was only a hundred and fifty yards off, Jim never got back with 

a bucket of water under an hour—and even then somebody generally had to go 

after him. Tom said: 

“Say, Jim, I’ll fetch the water if you’ll whitewash some.” 

Jim shook his head and said: 

“Can’t, Mars Tom. Ole missis, she tole me I got to go an’ git dis water an’ not stop 

foolin’ roun’ wid anybody. She say she spec’ Mars Tom gwine to ax me to 

whitewash, an’ so she tole me go ’long an’ ’tend to my own business—she 

’lowed she’d ’tend to de whitewashin’.” 

“Oh, never you mind what she said, Jim. That’s the way she always talks. Gimme 

the bucket—I won’t be gone only a a minute. She won’t ever know.” 

“Oh, I dasn’t, Mars Tom. Ole missis she’d take an’ tar de head off’n me. ’Deed she 

would.” 

“She! She never licks anybody—whacks ’em over the head with her thimble—and 

who cares for that, I’d like to know. She talks awful, but talk don’t hurt—anyways 

it doesn’t if she doesn’t cry. Jim, I’ll give you a marvel. I’ll give you a white 

alley!” 

Jim began to waver. 

“White alley, Jim! And it’s a bully taw.” 

“Me! Dat’s a mighty gay marvel, I tell you! But Mars Tom I’s powerful ’fraid ole 

missis—” 

“And besides, if you will I’ll show you my sore toe.” 

Jim was only human—this attraction was too much for him. He put down his pail, 

took the white alley, and bent over the toe with absorbing interest while the 

bandage was being unwound. In another moment he was flying down the street 

with his pail and a tingling rear, Tom was whitewashing with vigor, and Aunt 

Polly was retiring from the field with a slipper in her hand and triumph in her eye. 

But Tom’s energy did not last. He began to think of the fun he had planned for this 

day, and his sorrows multiplied. Soon the free boys would come tripping along on 

all sorts of delicious expeditions, and they would make a world of fun of him for 

having to work—the very thought of it burnt him like fire. He got out his worldly 

wealth and examined it—bits of toys, marbles, and trash; enough to buy an 
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exchange of work, maybe, but not half enough to buy so much as half an hour of 

pure freedom. So he returned his straitened means to his pocket, and gave up the 

idea of trying to buy the boys. At this dark and hopeless moment an inspiration 

burst upon him! Nothing less than a great, magnificent inspiration. 

He took up his brush and went tranquilly to work. Ben Rogers hove in sight 

presently—the very boy, of all boys, whose ridicule he had been dreading. Ben’s 

gait was the hop-skip-and-jump—proof enough that his heart was light and his 

anticipations high. He was eating an apple, and giving a long, melodious whoop, at 

intervals, followed by a deep-toned ding-dong-dong, ding-dong-dong, for he was 

personating a steamboat. As he drew near, he slackened speed, took the middle of 

the street, leaned far over to starboard and rounded to ponderously and with 

laborious pomp and circumstance—for he was personating the Big Missouri, and 

considered himself to be drawing nine feet of water. He was boat and captain and 

engine-bells combined, so he had to imagine himself standing on his own 

hurricane-deck giving the orders and executing them: 

“Stop her, sir! Ting-a-ling-ling!” The headway ran almost out, and he drew up 

slowly toward the sidewalk. 

“Ship up to back! Ting-a-ling-ling!” His arms straightened and stiffened down his 

sides. 

“Set her back on the stabboard! Ting-a-ling-ling! Chow! ch-chow-wow! Chow!” 

His right hand, mean-time, describing stately circles—for it was representing a 

forty-foot wheel. 

“Let her go back on the labboard! Ting-a-ling-ling! Chow-ch-chow-chow!” The 

left hand began to describe circles. 

“Stop the stabboard! Ting-a-ling-ling! Stop the labboard! Come ahead on the 

stabboard! Stop her! Let your outside turn over slow! Ting-a-ling-ling! Chow-ow-

ow! Get out that head-line! lively now! Come—out with your spring-line—what’re 

you about there! Take a turn round that stump with the bight of it! Stand by that 

stage, now—let her go! Done with the engines, sir! Ting-a-ling-ling! SH’T! S’H’T! 

SH’T!” (trying the gauge-cocks). 

Tom went on whitewashing—paid no attention to the steamboat. Ben stared a 

moment and then said: “Hi-Yi! You’re up a stump, ain’t you!” 

No answer. Tom surveyed his last touch with the eye of an artist, then he gave his 

brush another gentle sweep and surveyed the result, as before. Ben ranged up 

alongside of him. Tom’s mouth watered for the apple, but he stuck to his work. 

Ben said: 

“Hello, old chap, you got to work, hey?” 

Tom wheeled suddenly and said: 

“Why, it’s you, Ben! I warn’t noticing.” 

“Say—I’m going in a-swimming, I am. Don’t you wish you could? But of course 

you’d druther work—wouldn’t you? Course you would!” 

Tom contemplated the boy a bit, and said: 

“What do you call work?” 

“Why, ain’t that work?” 
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Tom resumed his whitewashing, and answered carelessly: 

“Well, maybe it is, and maybe it ain’t. All I know, is, it suits Tom Sawyer.” 

“Oh come, now, you don’t mean to let on that you like it?” 

The brush continued to move. 

“Like it? Well, I don’t see why I oughtn’t to like it. Does a boy get a chance to 

whitewash a fence every day?” 

That put the thing in a new light. Ben stopped nibbling his apple. Tom swept his 

brush daintily back and forth—stepped back to note the effect—added a touch here 

and there—criticised the effect again—Ben watching every move and getting more 

and more interested, more and more absorbed. Presently he said: 

“Say, Tom, let me whitewash a little.” 

Tom considered, was about to consent; but he altered his mind: 

“No—no—I reckon it wouldn’t hardly do, Ben. You see, Aunt Polly’s awful 

particular about this fence—right here on the street, you know—but if it was the 

back fence I wouldn’t mind and she wouldn’t. Yes, she’s awful particular about 

this fence; it’s got to be done very careful; I reckon there ain’t one boy in a 

thousand, maybe two thousand, that can do it the way it’s got to be done.” 

“No—is that so? Oh come, now—lemme just try. Only just a little—I’d let you, if 

you was me, Tom.” 

“Ben, I’d like to, honest injun; but Aunt Polly—well, Jim wanted to do it, but she 

wouldn’t let him; Sid wanted to do it, and she wouldn’t let Sid. Now don’t you see 

how I’m fixed? If you was to tackle this fence and anything was to happen to it—” 

“Oh, shucks, I’ll be just as careful. Now lemme try. Say—I’ll give you the core of 

my apple.” 

“Well, here—No, Ben, now don’t. I’m afeard—” 

“I’ll give you all of it!” 

Tom gave up the brush with reluctance in his face, but alacrity in his heart. And 

while the late steamer Big Missouri worked and sweated in the sun, the retired 

artist sat on a barrel in the shade close by, dangled his legs, munched his apple, and 

planned the slaughter of more innocents. There was no lack of material; boys 

happened along every little while; they came to jeer, but remained to whitewash. 

By the time Ben was fagged out, Tom had traded the next chance to Billy Fisher 

for a kite, in good repair; and when he played out, Johnny Miller bought in for a 

dead rat and a string to swing it with—and so on, and so on, hour after hour. And 

when the middle of the afternoon came, from being a poor poverty-stricken boy in 

the morning, Tom was literally rolling in wealth. He had besides the things before 

mentioned, twelve marbles, part of a jews-harp, a piece of blue bottle-glass to look 

through, a spool cannon, a key that wouldn’t unlock anything, a fragment of chalk, 

a glass stopper of a decanter, a tin soldier, a couple of tadpoles, six fire-crackers, a 

kitten with only one eye, a brass door-knob, a dog-collar—but no dog—the handle 

of a knife, four pieces of orange-peel, and a dilapidated old window sash. 
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He had had a nice, good, idle time all the while—plenty of company—and the 

fence had three coats of whitewash on it! If he hadn’t run out of whitewash he 

would have bankrupted every boy in the village. 

Tom said to himself that it was not such a hollow world, after all. He had 

discovered a great law of human action, without knowing it—namely, that in order 

to make a man or a boy covet a thing, it is only necessary to make the thing 

difficult to attain. If he had been a great and wise philosopher, like the writer of 

this book, he would now have comprehended that Work consists of whatever a 

body is obliged to do, and that Play consists of whatever a body is not obliged to 

do. And this would help him to understand why constructing artificial flowers or 

performing on a tread-mill is work, while rolling ten-pins or climbing Mont Blanc 

is only amusement. There are wealthy gentlemen in England who drive four-horse 

passenger-coaches twenty or thirty miles on a daily line, in the summer, because 

the privilege costs them considerable money; but if they were offered wages for the 

service, that would turn it into work and then they would resign. 

The boy mused awhile over the substantial change which had taken place in his 

worldly circumstances, and then wended toward headquarters to report. 

 

  

Ernest Hemingway 

 

Ernest Miller Hemingway (July 21, 1899 – July 2, 1961) was an American 

novelist, short story writer, and journalist. His economical and understated style 

had a strong influence on 20th-century fiction, while his life of adventure and his 

public image influenced later generations. Hemingway produced most of his work 

between the mid-1920s and the mid-1950s, and won the Nobel Prize in Literature 

in 1954. He published seven novels, six short story collections, and two non-fiction 

works. Additional works, including three novels, four short story collections, and 

three non-fiction works, were published posthumously. Many of his works are 

considered classics of American literature. 

Hemingway was raised in Oak Park, Illinois. After high school he reported for a 

few months for The Kansas City Star, before leaving for the Italian front to enlist 

with the World War I ambulance drivers. In 1918, he was seriously wounded and 

returned home. His wartime experiences formed the basis for his novel A Farewell 

to Arms (1929). 

In 1921, he married Hadley Richardson, the first of his four wives. The couple 

moved to Paris, where he worked as a foreign correspondent and fell under the 

influence of the modernist writers and artists of the 1920s "Lost Generation" 

expatriate community. He published his first novel, The Sun Also Rises, in 1926. 

After his 1927 divorce from Hadley Richardson, Hemingway married Pauline 

Pfeiffer; they divorced after he returned from the Spanish Civil War where he had 

been a journalist, and after which he wrote for Whom the Bell Tolls (1940). 

Martha Gellhorn became his third wife in 1940; they separated when he met Mary 
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Welsh in London during World War II. He was present at the Normandy landings 

and the liberation of Paris. 

Shortly after the publication of The Old Man and the Sea (1952), Hemingway went 

on safari to Africa, where he was almost killed in two successive plane crashes that 

left him in pain or ill health for much of his remaining life. Hemingway maintained 

permanent residences in Key West, Florida, (1930s) and Cuba (1940s and 1950s), 

and in 1959, he bought a house in Ketchum, Idaho, where he committed suicide in 

the summer of 1961. 

Hemingway was the second child and first son born to Clarence and Grace 

Hemingway. 

Hemingway's parents were both well-educated and well-respected in the 

conservative, upscale community of Oak Park, a community about which resident 

Frank Lloyd Wright said, "So many churches for so many good people to go to». 

For a short period after their marriage, Clarence and Grace Hemingway lived with 

Grace's father, Ernest Hall, who eventually became their first son's namesake. 

Hemingway’s mother frequently performed in concerts around the village. 

After leaving high school he went to work for The Kansas City Star as a cub 

reporter. Although he stayed there for only six months, he relied on the Star's style 

guide as a foundation for his writing: "Use short sentences. Use short first 

paragraphs. Use vigorous English. Be positive, not negative." 

Early in 1918, Hemingway responded to a Red Cross recruitment effort in Kansas 

City and signed on to become an ambulance driver in Italy. He left New York in 

May and arrived in Paris as the city was under bombardment from German 

artillery. By June, he was at the Italian Front. It was probably around this time that  

he first met John Dos Passos, with whom he had a rocky relationship for decades. 

On his first day in Milan, he was sent to the scene of a munitions factory 

explosion, where rescuers retrieved the shredded remains of female workers. He 

described the incident in his non-fiction book Death in the Afternoon: "I remember 

that after we searched quite thoroughly for the complete dead we collected 

fragments". A few days later, he was stationed at Fossalta di Piave. 

On July 8, he was seriously wounded by mortar fire, having just returned from the 

canteen bringing chocolate and cigarettes for the men at the front line. Despite his 

wounds, Hemingway assisted Italian soldiers to safety, for which he received the 

Italian Silver Medal of Bravery. Still only 18, Hemingway said of the incident: 

"When you go to war as a boy you have a great illusion of immortality. Other 

people get killed; not you ... Then when you are badly wounded the first time you 

lose that illusion and you know it can happen to you."  

During his first 20 months in Paris, Hemingway filed 88 stories for the Toronto 

Star newspaper. He covered the Greco-Turkish War, where he witnessed the 

burning of Smyrna, and wrote travel pieces such as "Tuna Fishing in Spain" and 

"Trout Fishing All Across Europe: Spain Has the Best, Then Germany". 

Hemingway was devastated on learning that Hadley had lost a suitcase filled with 

his manuscripts at the Gare de Lyon as she was traveling to Geneva to meet him in 

December 1922. The following September, the couple returned to Toronto, where 
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their son John Hadley Nicanor was born on October 10, 1923. During their 

absence, Hemingway's first book, Three Stories and Ten Poems, was published. 

Two of the stories it contained were all that remained after the loss of the suitcase, 

and the third had been written the previous spring in Italy 

With his wife Hadley, Hemingway first visited the Festival of San Fermín in 

Pamplona, Spain, in 1923, where he became fascinated by bullfighting. The 

Hemingways returned to Pamplona in 1924 and a third time in June 1925; that year 

they brought with them a group of American and British expatriates: Hemingway's 

Michigan boyhood friend Bill Smith, Donald Ogden Stewart, Lady Duff Twysden 

(recently divorced), her lover Pat Guthrie, and Harold Loeb. A few days after the 

fiesta ended, on his birthday (July 21), he began to write the draft of what would 

become The Sun Also Rises, finishing eight weeks later. A few months later, in 

December 1925, the Hemingways left to spend the winter in Schruns, Austria, 

where Hemingway began revising the manuscript extensively.  

Hemingway's marriage to Hadley deteriorated as he was working on The Sun Also 

Rises. 

In the late spring, Hemingway and Pauline traveled to Kansas City, where their son 

Patrick was born on June 28, 1928. Pauline had a difficult delivery, which 

Hemingway fictionalized in A Farewell to Arms. After Patrick's birth, Pauline and 

Hemingway traveled to Wyoming, Massachusetts, and New York. In the winter, he 

was in New York with Bumby, about to board a train to Florida, when he received 

a cable telling him that his father had committed suicide. 

His third son, Gregory Hancock Hemingway, was born a year later on November 

12, 1931, in Kansas City. In 1933, Hemingway and Pauline went on safari to East 

Africa. The 10-week trip provided material for Green Hills of Africa, as well as for 

the short stories "The Snows of Kilimanjaro" and "The Short Happy Life of 

Francis Macomber". The couple visited Mombasa, Nairobi, and Machakos in 

Kenya; then moved on to Tanganyika Territory, where they hunted in the 

Serengeti, around Lake Manyara, and west and southeast of present-day Tarangire 

National Park Spanish Civil War. 

On July 2, 1961 he died of self-inflicted. 

 

“The Old Man at the Bridge,” 

 A Short Story by        Ernest Hemingway 

An old man with steel rimmed spectacles and very dusty clothes sat by the side of 

the road. There was a pontoon bridge across the river and carts, trucks, and men, 

women and children were crossing it. The mule-drawn carts staggered up the steep 

bank from the bridge with soldiers helping push against the spokes of the wheels. 

The trucks ground up and away heading out of it all and the peasants plodded 

along in the ankle deep dust. But the old man sat there without moving. He was too 

tired to go any farther. 

It was my business to cross the bridge, explore the bridgehead beyond and find out 

to what point the enemy had advanced. I did this and returned over the bridge. 

There were not so many carts now and very few people on foot, but the old man 
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was still there. 

“Where do you come from?” I asked him. 

“From San Carlos,” he said, and smiled. 

That was his native town and so it gave him pleasure to mention it and he smiled. 

“I was taking care of animals,” he explained. “Oh,” I said, not quite understanding. 

“Yes,” he said, “I stayed, you see, taking care of animals. I was the last one to 

leave the town of San Carlos.” 

He did not look like a shepherd nor a herdsman and I looked at his black dusty 

clothes and his gray dusty face and his steel rimmed spectacles and said, “What 

animals were they?” 

“Various animals,” he said, and shook his head. “I had to leave them.” 

I was watching the bridge and the African looking country of the Ebro Delta and 

wondering how long now it would be before we would see the enemy, and 

listening all the while for the first noises that would signal that ever mysterious 

event called contact, and the old man still sat there. 

“What animals were they?” I asked. 

“There were three animals altogether,” he explained. “There were two goats and a 

cat and then there were four pairs of pigeons.” 

“And you had to leave them?” I asked. 

“Yes. Because of the artillery. The captain told me to go because of the artillery.” 

“And you have no family?” I asked, watching the far end of the bridge where a few 

last carts were hurrying down the slope of the bank. 

“No,” he said, “only the animals I stated. The cat, of course, will be all right. A cat 

can look out for itself, but I cannot think what will become of the others.” 

“What politics have you?” I asked. 

“I am without politics,” he said. “I am seventy-six years old. I have come twelve 

kilometers now and I think now I can go no further.” “This is not a good place to 

stop,” I said. “If you can make it, there are trucks up the road where it forks for 

Tortosa.” 

“I will wait a while,” he said, “and then I will go. Where do the trucks go?” 

“Towards Barcelona,” I told him. 

“I know no one in that direction,” he said, “but thank you very much. Thank you 

again very much.” 

He looked at me very blankly and tiredly, then said, having to share his worry with 

some one, “The cat will be all right, I am sure. There is no need to be unquiet about 

the cat. But the others. Now what do you think about the others?” 

“Why they’ll probably come through it all right.” “You think so?” 

“Why not,” I said, watching the far bank where now there were no carts. 

“But what will they do under the artillery when I was told to leave because of the 

artillery?” 

“Did you leave the dove cage unlocked?” I asked. “Yes.” 

“Then they’ll fly.” 

“Yes, certainly they’ll fly. But the others. It’s better not to think about the others,” 

he said. 
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“If you are rested I would go,” I urged. “Get up and try to walk now.” 

“Thank you,” he said and got to his feet, swayed from side to side and then sat 

down backwards in the dust. 

“I was taking care of animals,” he said dully, but no longer to me. “I was only 

taking care of animals.” 

There was nothing to do about him. It was Easter Sunday and the Fascists were 

advancing toward the Ebro. It was a gray overcast day with a low ceiling so their 

planes were not up. That and the fact that cats know how to look after themselves 

was all the good luck that old man would ever have. 

 

A FAREWELL TO ARMS 

 

  by Ernest Hemingway 

  The greatest American novel to emerge from World War I, _A Farewell to Arms_ 

cemented Ernest Hemingway's reputation as one of the most important novelists of 

the twentieth century. Drawn largely from Hemingway's own experiences, it is the 

story of a volunteer ambulance driver wounded on the Italian front, the beautiful 

British nurse with whom he falls in love, and their journey to find some small 

sanctuary in a world gone mad with war. By turns beautiful and tragic, tender and 

harshly realistic, _A Farewell to Arms_ is one of the supreme literary 

achievements of our time. 

 In the late summer of that year we lived in a house in a village that looked across 

the river and the plain to the mountains. In the bed of the river there were pebbles 

and boulders, dry and white in the sun, and the water was clear and swiftly moving 

and blue in the channels. Troops went by the house and down the road and the dust 

they raised powdered the leaves of the trees. The trunks of the trees too were dusty 

and the leaves fell early that year and we saw the troops marching along the road 

and the dust rising and leaves, stirred by the breeze, falling and the soldiers 

marching and afterward the road bare and white except for the leaves. 

 

  The plain was rich with crops; there were many orchards of fruit trees and beyond 

the plain the mountains were brown and bare. There was fighting in the mountains 

and at night we could see the flashes from the artillery. In the dark it was like 

summer lightning, but the nights were cool and there was not the feeling of a storm 

coming. 

 

  Sometimes in the dark we heard the troops marching under the window and guns 

going past pulled by motor-tractors. There was much traffic at night and many 

mules on the roads with boxes of ammunition on each side of their pack-saddles 

and gray motor trucks that carried men, and other trucks with loads covered with 

canvas that moved slower in the traffic. There were big guns too that passed in the 

day drawn by tractors, the long barrels of the guns covered with green branches 

and green leafy branches and vines laid over the tractors. To the north we could 

look across a valley and see a forest of chestnut trees and behind it another 
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mountain on this side of the river. There was fighting for that mountain too, but it 

was not successful, and in the fall when the rains came the leaves all fell from the 

chestnut trees and the branches were bare and the trunks black with rain. The 

vineyards were thin and bare-branched too and all the country wet and brown and 

dead with the autumn. There were mists over the river and clouds on the mountain 

and the trucks splashed mud on the road and the troops were muddy and wet in 

their capes; their rifles were wet and under their capes the two leather cartridge-

boxes on the front of the belts, gray leather boxes heavy with the packs of clips of 

thin, long 6.5 mm. cartridges, bulged forward under the capes so that the men, 

passing on the road, marched as though they were six months gone with child. 

 

  There were small gray motor cars that passed going very fast; usually there was 

an officer on the seat with the driver and more officers in the back seat. They 

splashed more mud than the camions even and if one of the officers in the back 

was very small and sitting between two generals, he himself so small that you 

could not see his face but only the top of his cap and his narrow back, and if the car 

went especially fast it was probably the King. He lived in Udine and came out in 

this way nearly every day to see how things were going, and things went very 

badly. 

 

  At the start of the winter came the permanent rain and with the rain came the 

cholera. But it was checked and in the end only seven thousand died of it in the 

army. 

 

  The next year there were many victories. The mountain that was beyond the 

valley and the hillside where the chestnut forest grew was captured and there were 

victories beyond the plain on the plateau to the south and we crossed the river in 

August and lived in a house in Gorizia that had a fountain and many thick shady 

trees in a walled garden and a wistaria vine purple on the side of the house. Now 

the fighting was in the next mountains beyond and was not a mile away. The town 

was very nice and our house was very fine. The river ran behind us and the town 

had been captured very handsomely but the mountains beyond it could not be taken 

and I was very glad the Austrians seemed to want to come back to the town some 

time, if the war should end, because they did not bombard it to destroy it but only a 

little in a military way. People lived on in it and there were hospitals and caf�s and 

artillery up side streets and two bawdy houses, one for troops and one for officers, 

and with the end of the summer, the cool nights, the fighting in the mountains 

beyond the town, the shell-marked iron of the railway bridge, the smashed tunnel 

by the river where the fighting had been, the trees around the square and the long 

avenue of trees that led to the square; these with there being girls in the town, the 

King passing in his motor car, sometimes now seeing his face and little long 

necked body and gray beard like a goat's chin tuft; all these with the sudden 

interiors of houses that had lost a wall through shelling, with plaster and rubble in 

their gardens and sometimes in the street, and the whole thing going well on the 
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Carso made the fall very different from the last fall when we had been in the 

country. The war was changed too. 

 

  The forest of oak trees on the mountain beyond the town was gone. The forest 

had been green in the summer when we had come into the town but now there 

were the stumps and the broken trunks and the ground torn up, and one day at the 

end of the fall when I was out where the oak forest had been I saw a cloud coming 

over the mountain. It came very fast and the sun went a dull yellow and then 

everything was gray and the sky was covered and the cloud came on down the 

mountain and suddenly we were in it and it was snow. The snow slanted across the 

wind, the bare ground was covered, the stumps of trees projected, there was snow 

on the guns and there were paths in the snow going back to the latrines behind 

trenches. 

 

  Later, below in the town, I watched the snow falling, looking out of the window 

of the bawdy house, the house for officers, where I sat with a friend and two 

glasses drinking a bottle of Asti, and, looking out at the snow falling slowly and 

heavily, we knew it was all over for that year. Up the river the mountains had not 

been taken; none of the mountains beyond the river had been taken. That was all 

left for next year. My friend saw the priest from our mess going by in the street, 

walking carefully in the slush, and pounded on the window to attract his attention. 

The priest looked up. He saw us and smiled. My friend motioned for him to come 

in. The priest shook his head and went on. That night in the mess after the 

spaghetti course, which every one ate very quickly and seriously, lifting the 

spaghetti on the fork until the loose strands hung clear then lowering it into the 

mouth, or else using a continuous lift and sucking into the mouth, helping 

ourselves to wine from the grass-covered gallon flask; it swung in a metal cradle 

and you pulled the neck of the flask down with the forefinger and the wine, clear 

red, tannic and lovely, poured out into the glass held with the same hand; after this 

course, the captain commenced picking on the priest. 

  The priest was young and blushed easily and wore a uniform like the rest of us 

but with a cross in dark red velvet above the left bre 

ast pocket of his gray tunic. The captain spoke pidgin Italian for my doubtful 

benefit, in order that I might understand perfectly, that nothing should be lost. 

  "Priest to-day with girls," the captain said looking at the priest and at me. The 

priest smiled and blushed and shook his head. This captain baited him often. 

  "Not true?" asked the captain. "To-day I see priest with girls." 

  "No," said the priest. The other officers were amused at the baiting. 

  "Priest not with girls," went on the captain. "Priest never with girls," he explained 

to me. He took my glass and filled it, looking at my eyes all the time, but not 

losing sight of the priest. 

  "Priest every night five against one." Every one at the table laughed. "You 

understand? Priest every night five against one." He made a gesture and laughed 

loudly. The priest accepted it as a joke. 
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  "The Pope wants the Austrians to win the war," the major said. "He loves Franz 

Joseph. That's where the money comes from. I am an atheist." 

  "Did you ever read the 'Black Pig'?" asked the lieutenant. "I will get you a copy. It 

was that which shook my faith." 

  "It is a filthy and vile book," said the priest. "You do not really like it." 

  "It is very valuable," said the lieutenant. "It tells you about those priests. You will 

like it," he said to me. I smiled at the priest and he smiled back across the candle-

light. "Don't you read it," he said. 

  "I will get it for you," said the lieutenant. 

  "All thinking men are atheists," the major said. "I do not believe in the Free 

Masons however." 

  "I believe in the Free Masons," the lieutenant said. "It is a noble organization." 

Some one came in and as the door opened I could see the snow falling. 

  "There will be no more offensive now that the snow has come," I said. 

  "Certainly not," said the major. "You should go on leave. You should go to 

Rome, Naples, Sicily--" 

  "He should visit Amalfi," said the lieutenant. "I will write you cards to my family 

in Amalfi. They will love you like a son." 

 

  "He should go to Palermo." 

  "He ought to go to Capri." 

  "I would like you to see Abruzzi and visit my family at Capracotta," said the 

priest. 

  "Listen to him talk about the Abruzzi. There's more snow there than here. He 

doesn't want to see peasants. Let him go to centres of culture and civilization." 

  "He should have fine girls. I will give you the addresses of places in Naples. 

Beautiful young girls--accompanied by their mothers. Ha! Ha! Ha!" The captain 

spread his hand open, the thumb up and fingers outspread as when you make 

shadow pictures. There was a shadow from his hand on the wall. He spoke again in 

pidgin Italian. "You go away like this," he pointed to the thumb, "and come back 

like this," he touched the little finger. Every one laughed. 

  "Look," said the captain. He spread the hand again. Again the candle-light made 

its shadows on the wall. He started with the upright thumb and named in their 

order the thumb and four fingers, "soto-tenente (the thumb), tenente (first finger), 

capitano (next finger), maggiore (next to the little finger), and tenentecolonello (the 

little finger). You go away soto-tenente! You come back soto-colonello!" They all 

laughed. The captain was having a great success with finger games. He looked at 

the priest and shouted, "Every night priest five against one!" They all laughed 

again. 

  "You must go on leave at once," the major said. 

  "I would like to go with you and show you things," the lieutenant said. 

  "When you come back bring a phonograph." 

  "Bring good opera disks." 

  "Bring Caruso." 
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  "Don't bring Caruso. He bellows." 

  "Don't you wish you could bellow like him?" 

  "He bellows. I say he bellows!" 

  "I would like you to go to Abruzzi," the priest said. The others were shouting. 

"There is good hunting. You would like the people and though it is cold it is clear 

and dry. You could stay with my family. My father is a famous hunter." 

  "Come on," said the captain. "We go whorehouse before it shuts." 

  "Good-night," I said to the priest. 

  "Good-night," he said. 

  When I came back to the front we still lived in that town. There were many more 

guns in the country around and the spring had come. The fields were green and 

there were small green shoots on the vines, the trees along the road had small 

leaves and a breeze came from the sea. I saw the town with the hill and the old 

castle above it in a cup in the hills with the mountains beyond, brown mountains 

with a little green on their slopes. In the town there were more guns, there were 

some new hospitals, you met British men and sometimes women, on the street, and 

a few more houses had been hit by shell fire. Jt was warm and like the spring and I 

walked down the alleyway of trees, warmed from the sun on the wall, and found 

we still lived in the same house and that it all looked the same as when I had left it. 

The door was open, there was a soldier sitting on a bench outside in the sun, an 

ambulance was waiting by the side door and inside the door, as I went in, there was 

the smell of marble floors and hospital. It was all as I had left it except that now it 

was spring. I looked in the door of the big room and saw the major sitting at his 

desk, the window open and the sunlight coming into the room. He did not see me 

and I did not know whether to go in and report or go upstairs first and clean up. I 

decided to go on upstairs. 

 

  The room I shared with the lieutenant Rinaldi looked out on the courtyard. The 

window was open, my bed was made up with blankets and my things hung on the 

wall, the gas mask in an oblong tin can, the steel helmet on the same peg. At the 

foot of the bed was my flat trunk, and my winter boots, the leather shiny with oil, 

were on the trunk. My Austrian sniper's rifle with its blued octagon barrel and the 

lovely dark walnut, cheek-fitted, schutzen stock, hung over the two beds. The 

telescope that fitted it was, I remembered, locked in the trunk. The lieutenant, 

Rinaldi, lay asleep on the other bed. He woke when he heard me in the room and 

sat up. 

  "Ciaou!" he said. "What kind of time did you have?" 

  "Magnificent." 

  We shook hands and he put his arm around my neck and kissed me. 

  "Oughf," I said. 

  "You're dirty," he said. "You ought to wash. Where did you go and what did you 

do? Tell me everything at once." 

  "I went everywhere. Milan, Florence, Rome, Naples, Villa San Giovanni, 

Messina, Taormina--" 
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  "You talk like a time-table. Did you have any beautiful adventures?" 

  "Yes." 

  "Where?" 

  "Milano, Firenze, Roma, Napoli--" 

  "That's enough. Tell me really what was the best." 

  "In Milano." 

  "That was because it was first. Where did you meet her? In the Cova? Where did 

you go? How did you feel? Tell me everything at once. Did you stay all night?" 

  "Yes." 

  "That's nothing. Here now we have beautiful girls. New girls never been to the 

front before." 

  "Wonderful." 

  "You don't believe me? We will go now this afternoon and see. And in the town 

we have beautiful English girls. I am now in love with Miss Barkley. I will take 

you to call. I will probably marry Miss Barkley." 

  "I have to get washed and report. Doesn't anybody work now?" 

  "Since you are gone we have nothing but frostbites, chilblains, jaundice, 

gonorrhea, self-inflicted wounds, pneumonia and hard and soft chancres. Every 

week some one gets wounded by rock fragments. There are a few real wounded. 

Next week the war starts again. Perhaps it start again. They say so. Do you think I 

would do right to marry Miss Barkley--after the war of course?" 

  "Absolutely," I said and poured the basin full of water. 

  "To-night you will tell me everything," said Rinaldi. "Now I must go back to 

sleep to be fresh and beautiful for Miss Barkley." 

  I took off my tunic and shirt and washed in the cold water in the basin. While I 

rubbed myself with a towel I looked around the room and out the window and at 

Rinaldi lying with his eyes closed on the bed. He was good-looking, 

was my age, and he came from Amalfi. He loved being a surgeon and we were 

great friends. While I was looking at him he opened his eyes. 

  "Have you any money?" 

  "Yes." 

  "Loan me fifty lire." 

  I dried my hands and took out my pocket-book from the inside of my tunic 

hanging on the wall. Rinaldi took the note, folded it without rising from the bed 

and slid it in his breeches pocket. He smiled, "I must make on Miss Barkley the 

impression of a man of sufficient wealth. You are my great and good friend and 

financial protector." 

  "Go to hell," I said. 

  That night at the mess I sat next to the priest and he was disappointed and 

suddenly hurt that I had not gone to the Abruzzi. He had written to his father that I 

was coming and they had made preparations. I myself felt as badly as he did and 

could not understand why I had not gone. It was what I had wanted to do and I 

tried to explain how one thing had led to another and finally he saw it and 

understood that I had really wanted to go and it was almost all right. I had drunk 
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much wine and afterward coffee and Strega and I explained, winefully, how we did 

not do the things we wanted to do; we never did such things. 

 

  We two were talking while the others argued. I had wanted to go to Abruzzi. I 

had gone to no place where the roads were frozen and hard as iron, where it was 

clear cold and dry and the snow was dry and powdery and hare-tracks in the snow 

and the peasants took off their hats and called you Lord and there was good 

hunting. I had gone to no such place but to the smoke of caf�s and nights when the 

room whirled and you needed to look at the wall to make it stop, nights in bed, 

drunk, when you knew that that was all there was, and the strange excitement of 

waking and not knowing who it was with you, and the world all unreal in the dark 

and so exciting that you must resume again unknowing and not caring in the night, 

sure that this was all and all and all and not caring. Suddenly to care very much 

and to sleep to wake with it sometimes morning and all that had been there gone 

and everything sharp and hard and clear and sometimes a dispute about the cost. 

Sometimes still pleasant and fond and warm and breakfast and lunch. Sometimes 

all niceness gone and glad to get out on the street but always another day starting 

and then another night. I tried to tell about the night and the difference between the 

night and the day and how the night was better unless the day was very clean and 

cold and I could not tell it; as I cannot tell it now. But if you have had it you know. 

He had not had it but he understood that I had really wanted to go to the Abruzzi 

but had not gone and we were still friends, with many tastes alike, but with the 

difference between us. He had always known what I did not know and what, when 

I learned it, I was always able to forget. But I did not know that then, although I 

learned it later. In the meantime, we were all at the mess, the meal was finished, 

and the argument went on. We two stopped talking and the captain shouted, "Priest 

not happy. Priest not happy without girls." 

 

О. Henry 

 

The American short story writer O. Henry (1862 - 1910) was born under the name 

William Sydney Porter in Greensboro, North Carolina in 1862. His short stories 

are well known throughout the world;” noted for their witticism”,” clever 

wordplay”, and unexpected "twist" endings 

Like many other writers, O. Henry's early career aspirations were unfixed and he 

wandered across different activities and professions before he finally found his 

calling as a short story writer. He started working in his uncle's drugstore in 1879 

and became a licensed pharmacist by the age of 19. His first creative expressions 

came while working in the pharmacy where he would sketch the townspeople that 

frequented the store. The customers reacted warmly to his sketches and he was 

admired for his artistry and sketching skills. 

O. Henry moved to Texas in March of 1882 hoping to get rid of a persistent cough 

that he had developed. While there, he took up residence on a sheep ranch, learned 

shepherding, cooking, babysitting, and bits of Spanish and German from the many 
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migrant farmhands. He had an active social life in Austin and was a fine musician, 

skilled with the guitar and mandolin. Over the next several years, Porter -- as he 

was still known -- took a number of different jobs, from pharmacy to drafting, 

journalism and banking. 

But banking in particular was not to be O. Henry's calling; he was quite careless 

with his bookkeeping and may have crossed some ethical and legal boundaries. In 

1894, the bank accused him of embezzlement. He lost his job but was not indicted. 

He was always a lover of classic literature, and while pursuing these other 

ventures, O. Henry had begun writing as a hobby. When he lost his banking job he 

moved to Houston in 1895 and started writing for the The Post, earning $25 per 

month (an average salary at this time in American history was probably about $300 

a year, less than a dollar a day). O. Henry collected ideas for his column by 

loitering in hotel lobbies and observing and talking to people there. He relied on 

this technique to gain creative inspiration throughout his writing career; which is a 

fun fact to keep in mind while reading a story like Transients in Arcadia. 

O. Henry's prolific writing period began in 1902 in New York City, where he 

wrote 381 short stories. He wrote one story a week for The New York World 

Sunday Magazine for over a year. Some of his best and least known work is 

contained in Cabbages and Kings, his first collection of published stories, set in a 

central American town, in which sub-plots and larger plots are interwoven in an 

engaging manner. His second collection of stories, The Four Million, was released 

in 1906. The stories are set in New York City and the title is based on the 

population of the city at that time. The collection contained several short story 

masterpieces, including The Gift of the Magi, The Cop and the Anthem, and many 

others. Henry had an obvious affection for New York City, a reverence that rises 

up through some of these stories. 

O. Henry's trademark is his witty, plot-twisting endings, and his warm 

characterization of the awkward and difficult situations and the creative ways 

people find to resolve them. His most famous short story, The Gift of the Magi, 

epitomizes his style. It's a story about a young married couple, short on money, 

that wishes to buy each other Christmas gifts. That problem -- their lack of funds -- 

finds a famously endearing and ironic resolution. 

The Cop and the Anthem is about A New York City hobo with a creative solution 

for dealing with the cold city streets during winter. Another story, A Retrieved 

Reformation, is about a safecracker Jimmy Valentine, fresh from prison, whose life 

takes an unexpected turn while casing his next crime scene. The Ransom of Red 

Chief, a story about two hapless kidnappers that snatch the wrong boy. All of these 

stories are highly entertaining, they are read for pleasure and in classrooms around 

the world. 

In 1952 Marilyn Monroe and Charles Laughton starred in O. Henry's Full House, a 

film featuring five stories of O. Henry's short stories. The film included The Cop 

and the Anthem and four other O. Henry stories: The Clarion Call, The Last Leaf, 

The Ransom of Red Chief (starring Fred Allen and Oscar Levant), and The Gift of 

the Magi. 
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Unfortunately, O. Henry's personal tragedy was heavy drinking and by 1908 his 

health had deteriorated and his writing dropped off accordingly. He died in 1910 of 

cirrhosis of the liver, complications of diabetes, and an enlarged heart. The funeral 

was held in New York City, but he was buried in North Carolina, the state where 

he was born. He was a gifted short story writer, and left us a rich legacy of great 

stories to enjoy. 

 

The Gift of the Magi by O. Henry 

 

This story was originally published on Dec 10, 1905 in The New York Sunday 

World as "Gifts of the Magi." It was subsequently published as The Gift of the 

Magi in O. Henry's 1906 short story collection The Four Million. 

An illustration for the story The Gift of the Magi by the author O. Henry An 

illustration for the story The Gift of the Magi by the author O. Henry an illustration 

for the story The Gift of the Magi by the author O. Henry 

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 left 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 look-out 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. To-morrow 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. 
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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 Bat. 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 of 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 cluttered out of the door and 

down the stairs to the street. 

Where she stopped the sign read: "Mme Sofronie. Hair Goods of All Kinds." One 

Eight 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 78 

cents. With that chain on his watch Jim might be properly anxious about the time 
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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 of 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 with out gloves. 

Jim stepped 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 

it 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 labour. 

"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 a sudden serious sweetness, "but nobody 

could ever count my love for you. Shall I put the chops on, Jim?" 
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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. I his 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 for 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.  
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