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1.The	Nightingale	and	the	Rose	Oscar	Wilde
She	said	that	she	would	dance	with	me	if	I	brought	her	red	roses,”	cried	the	young	Student;	“but	in
all	my	garden	there	is	no	red	rose.”	From	her	nest	in	the	holm-oak	tree	the	Nightingale	heard	him,
and	she	looked	out	through	the	leaves,	and	wondered.	“No	red	rose	in	all	my	garden!”	he	cried,
and	his	beautiful	eyes	filled	with	tears.	“Ah,	on	what	little	things	does	happiness	depend!	I	have
read	all	that	the	wise	men	have	written,	and	all	the	secrets	of	philosophy	are	mine,	yet	for	want	of
a	red	rose	is	my	life	made	wretched.”	“Here	at	last	is	a	true	lover,”	said	the	Nightingale.	“Night
after	night	have	I	sung	of	him,	though	I	knew	him	not:	night	after	night	have	I	told	his	story	to	the
stars,	and	now	I	see	him.	His	hair	is	dark	as	the	hyacinth-blossom,	and	his	lips	are	red	as	the	rose
of	his	desire;	but	passion	has	made	his	face	like	pale	ivory,	and	sorrow	has	set	her	seal	upon	his
brow.”	“The	Prince	gives	a	ball	to-morrow	night,”	murmured	the	young	Student,	“and	my	love	will
be	of	the	company.	If	I	bring	her	a	red	rose	she	will	dance	with	me	till	dawn.	If	I	bring	her	a	red



rose,	I	shall	hold	her	in	my	arms,	and	she	will	lean	her	head	upon	my	shoulder,	and	her	hand	will
be	clasped	in	mine.	But	there	is	no	red	rose	in	my	garden,	so	I	shall	sit	lonely,	and	she	will	pass
me	by.	She	will	have	no	heed	of	me,	and	my	heart	will	break.”	“Here	indeed	is	the	true	lover,”	said
the	Nightingale.	“What	I	sing	of,	he	suffers:	what	is	joy	to	me,	to	him	is	pain.	Surely	love	is	a
wonderful	thing.	It	is	more	precious	than	emeralds,	and	dearer	than	fine	opals.	Pearls	and
pomegranates	cannot	buy	it,	nor	is	it	set	forth	in	the	marketplace.	It	may	not	be	purchased	of	the
merchants,	nor	can	it	be	weighed	out	in	the	balance	for	gold.”	“The	musicians	will	sit	in	their	gallery,”	said
the	young	Student,	“and	play	upon	their	stringed	instruments,	and	my	love	will	dance	to	the	sound	of	the
harp	and	the	violin.	She	will	dance	so	lightly	that	her	feet	will	not	touch	the	floor,	and	the	courtiers	in	their
gay	dresses	will	throng	round	her.	But	with	me	she	will	not	dance,	for	I	have	no	red	rose	to	give	her”;	and
he	flung	himself	down	on	the	grass,	and	buried	his	face	in	his	hands,	and	wept.	“Why	is	he	weeping?”	asked
a	little	Green	Lizard,	as	he	ran	past	him	with	his	tail	in	the	air.	“Why,	indeed?”	said	a	Butterfly,	who	was
fluttering	about	after	a	sunbeam.	“Why,	indeed?”	whispered	a	Daisy	to	his	neighbour,	in	a	soft,	low	voice.
“He	is	weeping	for	a	red	rose,”	said	the	Nightingale.	“For	a	red	rose?”	they	cried;	“how	very	ridiculous!”
and	the	little	Lizard,	who	was	something	of	a	cynic,	laughed	outright.	But	the	Nightingale	understood	the
secret	of	the	Student’s	sorrow,	and	she	sat	silent	in	the	oak-tree,	and	thought	about	the	mystery	of	Love.
Suddenly	she	spread	her	brown	wings	for	flight,	and	soared	into	the	air.	She	passed	through	the	grove	like	a
shadow,	and	like	a	shadow	she	sailed	across	the	garden.	In	the	centre	of	the	grass-plot	was	standing	a
beautiful	Rosetree,	and	when	she	saw	it	she	flew	over	to	it,	and	lit	upon	a	spray.	“Give	me	a	red	rose,”	she
cried,	“and	I	will	sing	you	my	sweetest	song.”	But	the	Tree	shook	its	head.	“My	roses	are	white,”	it
answered;	“as	white	as	the	foam	of	the	sea,	and	whiter	than	the	snow	upon	the	mountain.	But	go	to	my
brother	who	grows	round	the	old	sun-dial,	and	perhaps	he	will	give	you	what	you	want.”	So	the	Nightingale
flew	over	to	the	Rose-tree	that	was	growing	round	the	old	sun-dial.	“Give	me	a	red	rose,”	she	cried,	“and	I
will	sing	you	my	sweetest	song.”	But	the	Tree	shook	its	head.	“My	roses	are	yellow,”	it	answered;	“as
yellow	as	the	hair	of	the	mermaiden	who	sits	upon	an	amber	throne,	and	yellower	than	the	daffodil	that
blooms	in	the	meadow	before	the	mower	comes	with	his	scythe.	But	go	to	my	brother	who	grows	beneath
the	Student’s	window,	and	perhaps	he	will	give	you	what	you	want.”	So	the	Nightingale	flew	over	to	the
Rose-tree	that	was	growing	beneath	the	Student’s	window.	“Give	me	a	red	rose,”	she	cried,	“and	I	will	sing
you	my	sweetest	song.”	But	the	Tree	shook	its	head.	“My	roses	are	red,”	it	answered,	“as	red	as	the	feet	of
the	dove,	and	redder	than	the	great	fans	of	coral	that	wave	and	wave	in	the	ocean-cavern.	But	the	winter	has
chilled	my	veins,	and	the	frost	has	nipped	my	buds,	and	the	storm	has	broken	my	branches,	and	I	shall	have
no	roses	at	all	this	year.”	“One	red	rose	is	all	I	want,”	cried	the	Nightingale,	“only	one	red	rose!	Is	there	no
way	by	which	I	can	get	it?”	“There	is	away,”	answered	the	Tree;	“but	it	is	so	terrible	that	I	dare	not	tell	it	to
you.”	“Tell	it	to	me,”	said	the	Nightingale,	“I	am	not	afraid.”	“If	you	want	a	red	rose,”	said	the	Tree,	“you
must	build	it	out	of	music	by	moonlight,	and	stain	it	with	your	own	heart’s-blood.	You	must	sing	to	me	with
your	breast	against	a	thorn.	All	night	long	you	must	sing	to	me,	and	the	thorn	must	pierce	your	heart,	and
your	life-blood	must	flow	into	my	veins,	and	become	mine.”	“Death	is	a	great	price	to	pay	for	a	red	rose,”
cried	the	Nightingale,	“and	Life	is	very	dear	to	all.	It	is	pleasant	to	sit	in	the	green	wood,	and	to	watch	the
Sun	in	his	chariot	of	gold,	and	the	Moon	in	her	chariot	of	pearl.	Sweet	is	the	scent	of	the	hawthorn,	and
sweet	are	the	bluebells	that	hide	in	the	valley,	and	the	heather	that	blows	on	the	hill.	Yet	Love	is	better	than
Life,	and	what	is	the	heart	of	a	bird	compared	to	the	heart	of	a	man?”	So	she	spread	her	brown	wings	for
flight,	and	soared	into	the	air.	She	swept	over	the	garden	like	a	shadow,	and	like	a	shadow	she	sailed
through	the	grove.	The	young	Student	was	still	lying	on	the	grass,	where	she	had	left	him,	and	the	tears
were	not	yet	dry	in	his	beautiful	eyes.	“Be	happy,”	cried	the	Nightingale,	“be	happy;	you	shall	have	your
red	rose.	I	will	build	it	out	of	music	by	moonlight,	and	stain	it	with	my	own	heart’s-blood.	All	that	I	ask	of
you	in	return	is	that	you	will	be	a	true	lover,	for	Love	is	wiser	than	Philosophy,	though	she	is	wise,	and
mightier	than	Power,	though	he	is	mighty.	Flamecoloured	are	his	wings,	and	coloured	like	flame	is	his	body.
His	lips	are	sweet	as	honey,	and	his	breath	is	like	frankincense.”	The	Student	looked	up	from	the	grass,	and
listened,	but	he	could	not	understand	what	the	Nightingale	was	saying	to	him,	for	he	only	knew	the	things
that	are	written	down	in	books.	But	the	Oak-tree	understood,	and	felt	sad,	for	he	was	very	fond	of	the	little



Nightingale	who	had	built	her	nest	in	his	branches.	“Sing	me	one	last	song,”	he	whispered;	“I	shall	feel	very
lonely	when	you	are	gone.”	So	the	Nightingale	sang	to	the	Oak-tree,	and	her	voice	was	like	water	bubbling
from	a	silver	jar.	When	she	had	finished	her	song	the	Student	got	up,	and	pulled	a	note-book	and	a	lead-
pencil	out	of	his	pocket.	“She	has	form,”	he	said	to	himself,	as	he	walked	away	through	the	grove—“that
cannot	be	denied	to	her;	but	has	she	got	feeling?	I	am	afraid	not.	In	fact,	she	is	like	most	artists;	she	is	all
style,	without	any	sincerity.	She	would	not	sacrifice	herself	for	others.	She	thinks	merely	of	music,	and
everybody	knows	that	the	arts	are	selfish.	Still,	it	must	be	admitted	that	she	has	some	beautiful	notes	in	her
voice.	What	a	pity	it	is	that	they	do	not	mean	anything,	or	do	any	practical	good.”	And	he	went	into	his
room,	and	lay	down	on	his	little	pallet-bed,	and	began	to	think	of	his	love;	and,	after	a	time,	he	fell	asleep.
And	when	the	Moon	shone	in	the	heavens	the	Nightingale	flew	to	the	Rose-tree,	and	set	her	breast	against
the	thorn.	All	night	long	she	sang	with	her	breast	against	the	thorn,	and	the	cold	crystal	Moon	leaned	down
and	listened.	All	night	long	she	sang,	and	the	thorn	went	deeper	and	deeper	into	her	breast,	and	her	life-
blood	ebbed	away	from	her.	She	sang	first	of	the	birth	of	love	in	the	heart	of	a	boy	and	a	girl.	And	on	the
top-most	spray	of	the	Rose-tree	there	blossomed	a	marvellous	rose,	petal	following	petal,	as	song	followed
song.	Pale	was	it,	at	first,	as	the	mist	that	hangs	over	the	river—pale	as	the	feet	of	the	morning,	and	silver	as
the	wings	of	the	dawn.	As	the	shadow	of	a	rose	in	a	mirror	of	silver,	as	the	shadow	of	a	rose	in	a	water-pool,
so	was	the	rose	that	blossomed	on	the	topmost	spray	of	the	Tree.	But	the	Tree	cried	to	the	Nightingale	to
press	closer	against	the	thorn.	“Press	closer,	little	Nightingale,”	cried	the	Tree,	“or	the	Day	will	come	before
the	rose	is	finished.”	So	the	Nightingale	pressed	closer	against	the	thorn,	and	louder	and	louder	grew	her
song,	for	she	sang	of	the	birth	of	passion	in	the	soul	of	a	man	and	a	maid.	And	a	delicate	flush	of	pink	came
into	the	leaves	of	the	rose,	like	the	flush	in	the	face	of	the	bridegroom	when	he	kisses	the	lips	of	the	bride.
But	the	thorn	had	not	yet	reached	her	heart,	so	the	rose’s	heart	remained	white,	for	only	a	Nightingale’s
heart’s-blood	can	crimson	the	heart	of	a	rose.	And	the	Tree	cried	to	the	Nightingale	to	press	closer	against
the	thorn.	“Press	closer,	little	Nightingale,”	cried	the	Tree,	“or	the	Day	will	come	before	the	rose	is
finished.”	So	the	Nightingale	pressed	closer	against	the	thorn,	and	the	thorn	touched	her	heart,	and	a	fierce
pang	of	pain	shot	through	her.	Bitter,	bitter	was	the	pain,	and	wilder	and	wilder	grew	her	song,	for	she	sang
of	the	Love	that	is	perfected	by	Death,	of	the	Love	that	dies	not	in	the	tomb.	And	the	marvelous	rose
became	crimson,	like	the	rose	of	the	eastern	sky.	Crimson	was	the	girdle	of	petals,	and	crimson	as	a	ruby
was	the	heart.	But	the	Nightingale’s	voice	grew	fainter,	and	her	little	wings	began	to	beat,	and	a	film	came
over	her	eyes.	Fainter	and	fainter	grew	her	song,	and	she	felt	something	choking	her	in	her	throat.	Then	she	
gave	one	last	burst	of	music.	The	white	Moon	heard	it,	and	she	forgot	the	dawn,	and	lingered	on	in	the	sky.	
The	red	rose	heard	it,	and	it	trembled	all	over	with	ecstasy,	and	opened	its	petals	to	the	cold	morning	air.	
Echo	bore	it	to	her	purple	cavern	in	the	hills,	and	woke	the	sleeping	shepherds	from	their	dreams.	It	floated	
through	the	reeds	of	the	river,	and	they	carried	its	message	to	the	sea.	“Look,	look!”	cried	the	Tree,	“the	rose	
is	finished	now”;	but	the	Nightingale	made	no	answer,	for	she	was	lying	dead	in	the	long	grass,	with	the	
thorn	in	her	heart.	And	at	noon	the	Student	opened	his	window	and	looked	out.	“Why,	what	a	wonderful	
piece	of	luck!”	he	cried;	“here	is	a	red	rose!	I	have	never	seen	any	rose	like	it	in	all	my	life.	It	is	so	beautiful	
that	I	am	sure	it	has	a	long	Latin	name”;	and	he	leaned	down	and	plucked	it.	Then	he	put	on	his	hat,	and	ran	
up	to	the	Professor’s	house	with	the	rose	in	his	hand.	The	daughter	of	the	Professor	was	sitting	in	the	
doorway	winding	blue	silk	on	a	reel,	and	her	little	dog	was	lying	at	her	feet.	“You	said	that	you	would	dance	
with	me	if	I	brought	you	a	red	rose,”	cried	the	Student.	“Here	is	the	reddest	rose	in	all	the	world.	You	will	
wear	it	to-night	next	your	heart,	and	as	we	dance	together	it	will	tell	you	how	I	love	you.”	But	the	girl	
frowned.	“I	am	afraid	it	will	not	go	with	my	dress,”	she	answered;	“and,	besides,	the	Chamberlain’s	nephew	
has	sent	me	some	real	jewels,	and	everybody	knows	that	jewels	cost	far	more	than	flowers.”	“Well,	upon	
my	word,	you	are	very	ungrateful,”	said	the	Student	angrily;	and	he	threw	the	rose	into	the	street,	where	it	
fell	into	the	gutter,	and	a	cart-wheel	went	over	it.	“Ungrateful!”	said	the	girl.	“I	tell	you	what,	you	are	very	
rude;	and,	after	all,	who	are	you?	Only	a	Student.	Why,	I	don’t	believe	you	have	even	got	silver	buckles	to	
your	shoes	as	the	Chamberlain’s	nephew	has;”	and	she	got	up	from	her	chair	and	went	into	the	house.	
“What	I	a	silly	thing	Love	is,”	said	the	Student	as	he	walked	away.	“It	is	not	half	as	useful	as	Logic,	for	it	
does	not	prove	anything,	and	it	is	always	telling	one	of	things	that	are	not	going	to	happen,	and	making	one	



believe	things	that	are	not	true.	In	fact,	it	is	quite	unpractical,	and,	as	in	this	age	to	be	practical	is	
everything,	I	shall	go	back	to	Philosophy	and	study	Metaphysics.”	So	he	returned	to	his	room	and	pulled	
out	a	great	dusty	book,	and	began	to	read.	The	End					

	

2.	The	Three	Strangers	Thomas	Hardy
Among	the	few	features	of	agricultural	England	which	retain	an	appearance	but	little	modified	by
the	lapse	of	centuries,	may	be	reckoned	the	high,	grassy	and	furzy	downs,	coombs,	or	ewe-
leases,	as	they	are	indifferently	called,	that	fill	a	large	area	of	certain	counties	in	the	south	and
south-west.	If	any	mark	of	human	occupation	is	met	with	hereon,	it	usually	takes	the	form	of	the
solitary	cottage	of	some	shepherd.	Fifty	years	ago	such	a	lonely	cottage	stood	on	such	a	down,
and	may	possibly	be	standing	there	now.	In	spite	of	its	loneliness,	however,	the	spot,	by	actual
measurement,	was	not	more	than	five	miles	from	a	county-town.	Yet	that	affected	it	little.	Five
miles	of	irregular	upland,	during	the	long	inimical	seasons,	with	their	sleets,	snows,	rains,	and
mists,	afford	withdrawing	space	enough	to	isolate	a	Timon	or	a	Nebuchadnezzar;	much	less,	in
fair	weather,	to	please	that	less	repellent	tribe,	the	poets,	philosophers,	artists,	and	others	who
‘conceive	and	meditate	of	pleasant	things.’	Some	old	earthen	camp	or	barrow,	some	clump	of
trees,	at	least	some	starved	fragment	of	ancient	hedge	is	usually	taken	advantage	of	in	the
erection	of	these	forlorn	dwellings.	But,	in	the	present	case,	such	a	kind	of	shelter	had	been
disregarded.	Higher	Crowstairs,	as	the	house	was	called,	stood	quite	detached	and	undefended.
The	only	reason	for	its	precise	situation	seemed	to	be	the	crossing	of	two	footpaths	at	right	angles
hard	by,	which	may	have	crossed	there	and	thus	for	a	good	five	hundred	years.	Hence	the	house
was	exposed	to	the	elements	on	all	sides.	But,	though	the	wind	up	here	blew	unmistakably	when
it	did	blow,	and	the	rain	hit	hard	whenever	it	fell,	the	various	weathers	of	the	winter	season	were
not	quite	so	formidable	on	the	coomb	as	they	were	imagined	to	be	by	dwellers	on	low	ground.	The
raw	rimes	were	not	so	pernicious	as	in	the	hollows,	and	the	frosts	were	scarcely	so	severe.	When
the	shepherd	and	his	family	who	tenanted	the	house	were	pitied	for	their	sufferings	from	the
exposure,	they	said	that	upon	the	whole	they	were	less	inconvenienced	by	‘wuzzes	and	flames’
(hoarses	and	phlegms)	than	when	they	had	lived	by	the	stream	of	a	snug	neighbouring	valley.	The
night	of	March	28,	182-,	was	precisely	one	of	the	nights	that	were	wont	to	call	forth	these
expressions	of	commiseration.	The	level	rainstorm	smote	walls,	slopes,	and	hedges	like	the
clothyard	shafts	of	Senlac	and	Crecy.	Such	sheep	and	outdoor	animals	as	had	no	shelter	stood
with	their	buttocks	to	the	winds;	while	the	tails	of	little	birds	trying	to	roost	on	some	scraggy	thorn
were	blown	inside-out	like	umbrellas.	The	gable-end	of	the	cottage	was	stained	with	wet,	and	the
eavesdroppings	flapped	against	the	wall.	Yet	never	was	commiseration	for	the	shepherd	more
misplaced.	For	that	cheerful	rustic	was	entertaining	a	large	party	in	glorification	of	the	christening
of	his	second	girl.	The	guests	had	arrived	before	the	rain	began	to	fall,	and	they	were	all	now
assembled	in	the	chief	or	living	room	of	the	dwelling.	A	glance	into	the	apartment	at	eight	o’clock
on	this	eventful	evening	would	have	resulted	in	the	opinion	that	it	was	as	cosy	and	comfortable	a
nook	as	could	be	wished	for	in	boisterous	weather.	The	calling	of	its	inhabitant	was	proclaimed	by
a	number	of	highly-polished	sheep-crooks	without	stems	that	were	hung	ornamentally	over	the
fireplace,	the	curl	of	each	shining	crook	varying	from	the	antiquated	type	engraved	in	the
patriarchal	pictures	of	old	family	Bibles	to	the	most	approved	fashion	of	the	last	local	sheep-fair.
The	room	was	lighted	by	half-a-dozen	candles,	having	wicks	only	a	trifle	smaller	than	the	grease
which	enveloped	them,	in	candlesticks	that	were	never	used	but	at	high-days,	holy-days,	and
family	feasts.	The	lights	were	scattered	about	the	room,	two	of	them	standing	on	the	chimney-
piece.	This	position	of	candles	was	in	itself	significant.	Candles	on	the	chimney-piece	always
meant	a	party.	On	the	hearth,	in	front	of	a	back-brand	to	give	substance,	blazed	a	fire	of	thorns,
that	crackled	‘like	the	laughter	of	the	fool.’	Nineteen	persons	were	gathered	here.	Of	these,	five
women,	wearing	gowns	of	various	bright	hues,	sat	in	chairs	along	the	wall;	girls	shy	and	not	shy
filled	the	window-bench;	four	men,	including	Charley	Jake	the	hedge-carpenter,	Elijah	New	the
parish-clerk,	and	John	Pitcher,	a	neighbouring	dairyman,	the	shepherd’s	father-in-law,	lolled	in	the
settle;	a	young	man	and	maid,	who	were	blushing	over	tentative	pourparlers	on	a	life-
companionship,	sat	beneath	the	corner	cupboard;	and	an	elderly	engaged	man	of	fifty	or	upward



moved	restlessly	about	from	spots	where	his	betrothed	was	not	to	the	spot	where	she	was.
Enjoyment	was	pretty	general,	and	so	much	the	more	prevailed	in	being	unhampered	by
conventional	restrictions.	Absolute	confidence	in	each	other’s	good	opinion	begat	perfect	ease,
while	the	finishing	stroke	of	manner,	amounting	to	a	truly	princely	serenity,	was	lent	to	the	majority
by	the	absence	of	any	expression	or	trait	denoting	that	they	wished	to	get	on	in	the	world,	enlarge
their	minds,	or	do	any	eclipsing	thing	whatever	—	which	nowadays	so	generally	nips	the	bloom
and	bonhomie	of	all	except	the	two	extremes	of	the	social	scale.	Shepherd	Fennel	had	married
well,	his	wife	being	a	dairyman’s	daughter	from	a	vale	at	a	distance,	who	brought	fifty	guineas	in
her	pocket	—	and	kept	them	there,	till	they	should	be	required	for	ministering	to	the	needs	of	a
coming	family.	This	frugal	woman	had	been	somewhat	exercised	as	to	the	character	that	should
be	given	to	the	gathering.	A	sit-still	party	had	its	advantages;	but	an	undisturbed	position	of	ease
in	chairs	and	settles	was	apt	to	lead	on	the	men	to	such	an	unconscionable	deal	of	toping	that
they	would	sometimes	fairly	drink	the	house	dry.	A	dancing-party	was	the	alternative;	but	this,
while	avoiding	the	foregoing	objection	on	the	score	of	good	drink,	had	a	counterbalancing
disadvantage	in	the	matter	of	good	victuals,	the	ravenous	appetites	engendered	by	the	exercise
causing	immense	havoc	in	the	buttery.	Shepherdess	Fennel	fell	back	upon	the	intermediate	plan
of	mingling	short	dances	with	short	periods	of	talk	and	singing,	so	as	to	hinder	any	ungovernable
rage	in	either.	But	this	scheme	was	entirely	confined	to	her	own	gentle	mind:	the	shepherd	himself
was	in	the	mood	to	exhibit	the	most	reckless	phases	of	hospitality.	The	fiddler	was	a	boy	of	those
parts,	about	twelve	years	of	age,	who	had	a	wonderful	dexterity	in	jigs	and	reels,	though	his
fingers	were	so	small	and	short	as	to	necessitate	a	constant	shifting	for	the	high	notes,	from	which
he	scrambled	back	to	the	first	position	with	sounds	not	of	unmixed	purity	of	tone.	At	seven	the
shrill	tweedle-dee	of	this	youngster	had	begun,	accompanied	by	a	booming	ground-bass	from
Elijah	New,	the	parish-clerk,	who	had	thoughtfully	brought	with	him	his	favourite	musical
instrument,	the	serpent.	Dancing	was	instantaneous,	Mrs.	Fennel	privately	enjoining	the	players
on	no	account	to	let	the	dance	exceed	the	length	of	a	quarter	of	an	hour.	But	Elijah	and	the	boy,	in
the	excitement	of	their	position,	quite	forgot	the	injunction.	Moreover,	Oliver	Giles,	a	man	of
seventeen,	one	of	the	dancers,	who	was	enamoured	of	his	partner,	a	fair	girl	of	thirty-three	rolling
years,	had	recklessly	handed	a	new	crown-piece	to	the	musicians,	as	a	bribe	to	keep	going	as
long	as	they	had	muscle	and	wind.	Mrs.	Fennel,	seeing	the	steam	begin	to	generate	on	the
countenances	of	her	guests,	crossed	over	and	touched	the	fiddler’s	elbow	and	put	her	hand	on
the	serpent’s	mouth.	But	they	took	no	notice,	and	fearing	she	might	lose	her	character	of	genial
hostess	if	she	were	to	interfere	too	markedly,	she	retired	and	sat	down	helpless.	And	so	the	dance
whizzed	on	with	cumulative	fury,	the	performers	moving	in	their	planet-like	courses,	direct	and
retrograde,	from	apogee	to	perigee,	till	the	hand	of	the	wellkicked	clock	at	the	bottom	of	the	room
had	travelled	over	the	circumference	of	an	hour.	While	these	cheerful	events	were	in	course	of
enactment	within	Fennel’s	pastoral	dwelling,	an	incident	having	considerable	bearing	on	the	party
had	occurred	in	the	gloomy	night	without.	Mrs.	Fennel’s	concern	about	the	growing	fierceness	of
the	dance	corresponded	in	point	of	time	with	the	ascent	of	a	human	figure	to	the	solitary	hill	of
Higher	Crowstairs	from	the	direction	of	the	distant	town.	This	personage	strode	on	through	the
rain	without	a	pause,	following	the	little-worn	path	which,	further	on	in	its	course,	skirted	the
shepherd’s	cottage.	It	was	nearly	the	time	of	full	moon,	and	on	this	account,	though	the	sky	was
lined	with	a	uniform	sheet	of	dripping	cloud,	ordinary	objects	out	of	doors	were	readily	visible.	The
sad	wan	light	revealed	the	lonely	pedestrian	to	be	a	man	of	supple	frame;	his	gait	suggested	that
he	had	somewhat	passed	the	period	of	perfect	and	instinctive	agility,	though	not	so	far	as	to	be
otherwise	than	rapid	of	motion	when	occasion	required.	At	a	rough	guess,	he	might	have	been
about	forty	years	of	age.	He	appeared	tall,	but	a	recruiting	sergeant,	or	other	person	accustomed
to	the	judging	of	men’s	heights	by	the	eye,	would	have	discerned	that	this	was	chiefly	owing	to	his
gauntness,	and	that	he	was	not	more	than	five	feet-eight	or	nine.	Notwithstanding	the	regularity	of
his	tread,	there	was	caution	in	it,	as	in	that	of	one	who	mentally	feels	his	way;	and	despite	the	fact
that	it	was	not	a	black	coat	nor	a	dark	garment	of	any	sort	that	he	wore,	there	was	something
about	him	which	suggested	that	he	naturally	belonged	to	the	black-coated	tribes	of	men.	His
clothes	were	of	fustian,	and	his	boots	hobnailed,	yet	in	his	progress	he	showed	not	the	mud-
accustomed	bearing	of	hobnailed	and	fustianed	peasantry.	By	the	time	that	he	had	arrived	abreast
of	the	shepherd’s	premises	the	rain	came	down,	or	rather	came	along,	with	yet	more	determined
violence.	The	outskirts	of	the	little	settlement	partially	broke	the	force	of	wind	and	rain,	and	this



induced	him	to	stand	still.	The	most	salient	of	the	shepherd’s	domestic	erections	was	an	empty	sty
at	the	forward	corner	of	his	hedgeless	garden,	for	in	these	latitudes	the	principle	of	masking	the
homelier	features	of	your	establishment	by	a	conventional	frontage	was	unknown.	The	traveller’s
eye	was	attracted	to	this	small	building	by	the	pallid	shine	of	the	wet	slates	that	covered	it.	He
turned	aside,	and,	finding	it	empty,	stood	under	the	pent-roof	for	shelter.	While	he	stood,	the	boom
of	the	serpent	within	the	adjacent	house,	and	the	lesser	strains	of	the	fiddler,	reached	the	spot	as
an	accompaniment	to	the	surging	hiss	of	the	flying	rain	on	the	sod,	its	louder	beating	on	the
cabbage-leaves	of	the	garden,	on	the	eight	or	ten	beehives	just	discernible	by	the	path,	and	its
dripping	from	the	eaves	into	a	row	of	buckets	and	pans	that	had	been	placed	under	the	walls	of
the	cottage.	For	at	Higher	Crowstairs,	as	at	all	such	elevated	domiciles,	the	grand	difficulty	of
housekeeping	was	an	insufficiency	of	water;	and	a	casual	rainfall	was	utilized	by	turning	out,	as
catchers,	every	utensil	that	the	house	contained.	Some	queer	stories	might	be	told	of	the
contrivances	for	economy	in	suds	and	dish-waters	that	are	absolutely	necessitated	in	upland
habitations	during	the	droughts	of	summer.	But	at	this	season	there	were	no	such	exigencies;	a
mere	acceptance	of	what	the	skies	bestowed	was	sufficient	for	an	abundant	store.	At	last	the
notes	of	the	serpent	ceased	and	the	house	was	silent.	This	cessation	of	activity	aroused	the
solitary	pedestrian	from	the	reverie	into	which	he	had	lapsed,	and,	emerging	from	the	shed,	with
an	apparently	new	intention,	he	walked	up	the	path	to	the	house-door.	Arrived	here,	his	first	act
was	to	kneel	down	on	a	large	stone	beside	the	row	of	vessels,	and	to	drink	a	copious	draught
from	one	of	them.	Having	quenched	his	thirst	he	rose	and	lifted	his	hand	to	knock,	but	paused
with	his	eye	upon	the	panel.	Since	the	dark	surface	of	the	wood	revealed	absolutely	nothing,	it
was	evident	that	he	must	be	mentally	looking	through	the	door,	as	if	he	wished	to	measure
thereby	all	the	possibilities	that	a	house	of	this	sort	might	include,	and	how	they	might	bear	upon
the	question	of	his	entry.	In	his	indecision	he	turned	and	surveyed	the	scene	around.	Not	a	soul
was	anywhere	visible.	The	garden-path	stretched	downward	from	his	feet,	gleaming	like	the	track
of	a	snail;	the	roof	of	the	little	well	(mostly	dry),	the	well-cover,	the	top	rail	of	the	garden-gate,	were
varnished	with	the	same	dull	liquid	glaze;	while,	far	away	in	the	vale,	a	faint	whiteness	of	more
than	usual	extent	showed	that	the	rivers	were	high	in	the	meads.	Beyond	all	this	winked	a	few
bleared	lamplights	through	the	beating	drops	—	lights	that	denoted	the	situation	of	the	county-
town	from	which	he	had	appeared	to	come.	The	absence	of	all	notes	of	life	in	that	direction
seemed	to	clinch	his	intentions,	and	he	knocked	at	the	door.	Within,	a	desultory	chat	had	taken
the	place	of	movement	and	musical	sound.	The	hedge-carpenter	was	suggesting	a	song	to	the
company,	which	nobody	just	then	was	inclined	to	undertake,	so	that	the	knock	afforded	a	not
unwelcome	diversion.	‘Walk	in!’	said	the	shepherd	promptly.	The	latch	clicked	upward,	and	out	of
the	night	our	pedestrian	appeared	upon	the	door-mat.	The	shepherd	arose,	snuffed	two	of	the
nearest	candles,	and	turned	to	look	at	him.	Their	light	disclosed	that	the	stranger	was	dark	in
complexion	and	not	unprepossessing	as	to	feature.	His	hat,	which	for	a	moment	he	did	not
remove,	hung	low	over	his	eyes,	without	concealing	that	they	were	large,	open,	and	determined,
moving	with	a	flash	rather	than	a	glance	round	the	room.	He	seemed	pleased	with	his	survey,
and,	baring	his	shaggy	head,	said,	in	a	rich	deep	voice,	‘The	rain	is	so	heavy,	friends,	that	I	ask
leave	to	come	in	and	rest	awhile.’	‘To	be	sure,	stranger,’	said	the	shepherd.	‘And	faith,	you’ve
been	lucky	in	choosing	your	time,	for	we	are	having	a	bit	of	a	fling	for	a	glad	cause	—	though,	to
be	sure,	a	man	could	hardly	wish	that	glad	cause	to	happen	more	than	once	a	year.’	‘Nor	less,’
spoke	up	a	woman.	‘For	‘tis	best	to	get	your	family	over	and	done	with,	as	soon	as	you	can,	so	as
to	be	all	the	earlier	out	of	the	fag	o’t.’	‘And	what	may	be	this	glad	cause?’	asked	the	stranger.	‘A
birth	and	christening,’	said	the	shepherd.	The	stranger	hoped	his	host	might	not	be	made	unhappy
either	by	too	many	or	too	few	of	such	episodes,	and	being	invited	by	a	gesture	to	a	pull	at	the
mug,	he	readily	acquiesced.	His	manner,	which,	before	entering,	had	been	so	dubious,	was	now
altogether	that	of	a	careless	and	candid	man.	‘Late	to	be	traipsing	athwart	this	coomb	—	hey?’
said	the	engaged	man	of	fifty.	‘Late	it	is,	master,	as	you	say.	—	I’ll	take	a	seat	in	the	chimney-
corner,	if	you	have	nothing	to	urge	against	it,	ma’am;	for	I	am	a	little	moist	on	the	side	that	was
next	the	rain.’	Mrs.	Shepherd	Fennel	assented,	and	made	room	for	the	self-invited	comer,	who,
having	got	completely	inside	the	chimney-corner,	stretched	out	his	legs	and	his	arms	with	the
expansiveness	of	a	person	quite	at	home.	‘Yes,	I	am	rather	cracked	in	the	vamp,’	he	said	freely,
seeing	that	the	eyes	of	the	shepherd’s	wife	fell	upon	his	boots,	‘and	I	am	not	well	fitted	either.	I
have	had	some	rough	times	lately,	and	have	been	forced	to	pick	up	what	I	can	get	in	the	way	of



wearing,	but	I	must	find	a	suit	better	fit	for	working-days	when	I	reach	home.’	‘One	of	hereabouts?’
she	inquired.	‘Not	quite	that	—	further	up	the	country.’	‘I	thought	so.	And	so	be	I;	and	by	your
tongue	you	come	from	my	neighbourhood.’	‘But	you	would	hardly	have	heard	of	me,’	he	said
quickly.	‘My	time	would	be	long	before	yours,	ma’am,	you	see.’	This	testimony	to	the	youthfulness
of	his	hostess	had	the	effect	of	stopping	her	cross-examination.	‘There	is	only	one	thing	more
wanted	to	make	me	happy,’	continued	the	newcomer.	‘And	that	is	a	little	baccy,	which	I	am	sorry	to
say	I	am	out	of.’	‘I’ll	fill	your	pipe,’	said	the	shepherd.	‘I	must	ask	you	to	lend	me	a	pipe	likewise.’	‘A
smoker,	and	no	pipe	about	‘ee?’	‘I	have	dropped	it	somewhere	on	the	road.’	The	shepherd	filled
and	handed	him	a	new	clay	pipe,	saying,	as	he	did	so,	‘Hand	me	your	baccy-box	—	I’ll	fill	that	too,
now	I	am	about	it.’	The	man	went	through	the	movement	of	searching	his	pockets.	‘Lost	that	too?’
said	his	entertainer,	with	some	surprise.	‘I	am	afraid	so,’	said	the	man	with	some	confusion.	‘Give
it	to	me	in	a	screw	of	paper.’	Lighting	his	pipe	at	the	candle	with	a	suction	that	drew	the	whole
flame	into	the	bowl,	he	resettled	himself	in	the	corner	and	bent	his	looks	upon	the	faint	steam	from
his	damp	legs,	as	if	he	wished	to	say	no	more.	Meanwhile	the	general	body	of	guests	had	been
taking	little	notice	of	this	visitor	by	reason	of	an	absorbing	discussion	in	which	they	were	engaged
with	the	band	about	a	tune	for	the	next	dance.	The	matter	being	settled,	they	were	about	to	stand
up	when	an	interruption	came	in	the	shape	of	another	knock	at	the	door.	At	sound	of	the	same	the
man	in	the	chimney-corner	took	up	the	poker	and	began	stirring	the	brands	as	if	doing	it
thoroughly	were	the	one	aim	of	his	existence;	and	a	second	time	the	shepherd	said,	‘Walk	in!’	In	a
moment	another	man	stood	upon	the	straw-woven	door-mat.	He	too	was	a	stranger.	This
individual	was	one	of	a	type	radically	different	from	the	first.	There	was	more	of	the	commonplace
in	his	manner,	and	a	certain	jovial	cosmopolitanism	sat	upon	his	features.	He	was	several	years
older	than	the	first	arrival,	his	hair	being	slightly	frosted,	his	eyebrows	bristly,	and	his	whiskers	cut
back	from	his	cheeks.	His	face	was	rather	full	and	flabby,	and	yet	it	was	not	altogether	a	face
without	power.	A	few	grog-blossoms	marked	the	neighbourhood	of	his	nose.	He	flung	back	his
long	drab	greatcoat,	revealing	that	beneath	it	he	wore	a	suit	of	cinder-gray	shade	throughout,
large	heavy	seals,	of	some	metal	or	other	that	would	take	a	polish,	dangling	from	his	fob	as	his
only	personal	ornament.	Shaking	the	water-drops	from	his	low-crowned	glazed	hat,	he	said,	‘I
must	ask	for	a	few	minutes’	shelter,	comrades,	or	I	shall	be	wetted	to	my	skin	before	I	get	to
Casterbridge.’	‘Make	yourself	at	home,	master,’	said	the	shepherd,	perhaps	a	trifle	less	heartily
than	on	the	first	occasion.	Not	that	Fennel	had	the	least	tinge	of	niggardliness	in	his	composition;
but	the	room	was	far	from	large,	spare	chairs	were	not	numerous,	and	damp	companions	were
not	altogether	desirable	at	close	quarters	for	the	women	and	girls	in	their	bright-coloured	gowns.
However,	the	second	comer,	after	taking	off	his	greatcoat,	and	hanging	his	hat	on	a	nail	in	one	of
the	ceiling-beams	as	if	he	had	been	specially	invited	to	put	it	there,	advanced	and	sat	down	at	the
table.	This	had	been	pushed	so	closely	into	the	chimney-corner,	to	give	all	available	room	to	the
dancers,	that	its	inner	edge	grazed	the	elbow	of	the	man	who	had	ensconced	himself	by	the	fire;
and	thus	the	two	strangers	were	brought	into	close	companionship.	They	nodded	to	each	other	by
way	of	breaking	the	ice	of	unacquaintance,	and	the	first	stranger	handed	his	neighbour	the	family
mug	—	a	huge	vessel	of	brown	ware,	having	its	upper	edge	worn	away	like	a	threshold	by	the	rub
of	whole	generations	of	thirsty	lips	that	had	gone	the	way	of	all	flesh,	and	bearing	the	following
inscription	burnt	upon	its	rotund	side	in	yellow	letters	THERE	IS	NO	FUN	UNTiLL	i	CUM.	The
other	man,	nothing	loth,	raised	the	mug	to	his	lips,	and	drank	on,	and	on,	and	on	—	till	a	curious
blueness	overspread	the	countenance	of	the	shepherd’s	wife,	who	had	regarded	with	no	little
surprise	the	first	stranger’s	free	offer	to	the	second	of	what	did	not	belong	to	him	to	dispense.	‘I
knew	it!’	said	the	toper	to	the	shepherd	with	much	satisfaction.	‘When	I	walked	up	your	garden
before	coming	in,	and	saw	the	hives	all	of	a	row,	I	said	to	myself;	“Where	there’s	bees	there’s
honey,	and	where	there’s	honey	there’s	mead.”	But	mead	of	such	a	truly	comfortable	sort	as	this	I
really	didn’t	expect	to	meet	in	my	older	days.’	He	took	yet	another	pull	at	the	mug,	till	it	assumed
an	ominous	elevation.	‘Glad	you	enjoy	it!’	said	the	shepherd	warmly.	‘It	is	goodish	mead,’
assented	Mrs.	Fennel,	with	an	absence	of	enthusiasm	which	seemed	to	say	that	it	was	possible	to
buy	praise	for	one’s	cellar	at	too	heavy	a	price.	‘It	is	trouble	enough	to	make	—	and	really	I	hardly
think	we	shall	make	any	more.	For	honey	sells	well,	and	we	ourselves	can	make	shift	with	a	drop
o’	small	mead	and	metheglin	for	common	use	from	the	comb-washings.’	‘O,	but	you’ll	never	have
the	heart!’	reproachfully	cried	the	stranger	in	cindergray,	after	taking	up	the	mug	a	third	time	and
setting	it	down	empty.	‘I	love	mead,	when	‘tis	old	like	this,	as	I	love	to	go	to	church	o’	Sundays,	or



to	relieve	the	needy	any	day	of	the	week.’	‘Ha,	ha,	ha!’	said	the	man	in	the	chimney-corner,	who,
in	spite	of	the	taciturnity	induced	by	the	pipe	of	tobacco,	could	not	or	would	not	refrain	from	this
slight	testimony	to	his	comrade’s	humour.	Now	the	old	mead	of	those	days,	brewed	of	the	purest
first-year	or	maiden	honey,	four	pounds	to	the	gallon	—	with	its	due	complement	of	white	of	eggs,
cinnamon,	ginger,	cloves,	mace,	rosemary,	yeast,	and	processes	of	working,	bottling,	and
cellaring	—	tasted	remarkably	strong;	but	it	did	not	taste	so	strong	as	it	actually	was.	Hence,
presently,	the	stranger	in	cinder-gray	at	the	table,	moved	by	its	creeping	influence,	unbuttoned	his
waistcoat,	threw	himself	back	in	his	chair,	spread	his	legs,	and	made	his	presence	felt	in	various
ways.	‘Well,	well,	as	I	say,’	he	resumed,	‘I	am	going	to	Casterbridge,	and	to	Casterbridge	I	must
go.	I	should	have	been	almost	there	by	this	time;	but	the	rain	drove	me	into	your	dwelling,	and	I’m
not	sorry	for	it.’	‘You	don’t	live	in	Casterbridge?’	said	the	shepherd.	‘Not	as	yet;	though	I	shortly
mean	to	move	there.’	‘Going	to	set	up	in	trade,	perhaps?’	‘No,	no,’	said	the	shepherd’s	wife.	‘It	is
easy	to	see	that	the	gentleman	is	rich,	and	don’t	want	to	work	at	anything.’The	cinder-gray
stranger	paused,	as	if	to	consider	whether	he	would	accept	that	definition	of	himself.	He	presently
rejected	it	by	answering,	‘Rich	is	not	quite	the	word	for	me,	dame.	I	do	work,	and	I	must	work.	And
even	if	I	only	get	to	Casterbridge	by	midnight	I	must	begin	work	there	at	eight	to-morrow	morning.
Yes,	het	or	wet,	blow	or	snow,	famine	or	sword,	my	day’s	work	tomorrow	must	be	done.’	‘Poor
man!	Then,	in	spite	o’	seeming,	you	be	worse	off	than	we?’	replied	the	shepherd’s	wife.	‘‘Tis	the
nature	of	my	trade,	men	and	maidens.	‘Tis	the	nature	of	my	trade	more	than	my	poverty	.	.	.	But
really	and	truly	I	must	up	and	off,	or	I	shan’t	get	a	lodging	in	the	town.’	However,	the	speaker	did
not	move,	and	directly	added,	‘There’s	time	for	one	more	draught	of	friendship	before	I	go;	and	I’d
perform	it	at	once	if	the	mug	were	not	dry.’	‘Here’s	a	mug	o’	small,’	said	Mrs.	Fennel.	‘Small,	we
call	it,	though	to	be	sure	‘tis	only	the	first	wash	o’	the	combs.’	‘No,’	said	the	stranger	disdainfully.	‘I
won’t	spoil	your	first	kindness	by	partaking	o’	your	second.’	‘Certainly	not,’	broke	in	Fennel.	‘We
don’t	increase	and	multiply	every	day,	and	I’ll	fill	the	mug	again.’	He	went	away	to	the	dark	place
under	the	stairs	where	the	barrel	stood.	The	shepherdess	followed	him.	‘Why	should	you	do	this?’
she	said	reproachfully,	as	soon	as	they	were	alone.	‘He’s	emptied	it	once,	though	it	held	enough
for	ten	people;	and	now	he’s	not	contented	wi’	the	small,	but	must	needs	call	for	more	o’	the
strong!	And	a	stranger	unbeknown	to	any	of	us.	For	my	part,	I	don’t	like	the	look	o’	the	man	at	all.’
‘But	he’s	in	the	house,	my	honey;	and	‘tis	a	wet	night,	and	a	christening.	Daze	it,	what’s	a	cup	of
mead	more	or	less?	There’ll	be	plenty	more	next	beeburning.’	‘Very	well	—	this	time,	then,’	she
answered,	looking	wistfully	at	the	barrel.	‘But	what	is	the	man’s	calling,	and	where	is	he	one	of;
that	he	should	come	in	and	join	us	like	this?’	‘I	don’t	know.	I’ll	ask	him	again.’	The	catastrophe	of
having	the	mug	drained	dry	at	one	pull	by	the	stranger	in	cinder-gray	was	effectually	guarded
against	this	time	by	Mrs.	Fennel.	She	poured	out	his	allowance	in	a	small	cup,	keeping	the	large
one	at	a	discreet	distance	from	him.	When	he	had	tossed	off	his	portion	the	shepherd	renewed	his
inquiry	about	the	stranger’s	occupation.	The	latter	did	not	immediately	reply,	and	the	man	in	the
chimney-corner,	with	sudden	demonstrativeness,	said,	‘Anybody	may	know	my	trade	—	I’m	a
wheelwright.’	‘A	very	good	trade	for	these	parts,’	said	the	shepherd.	‘And	anybody	may	know	mine
—	if	they’ve	the	sense	to	find	it	out,’	said	the	stranger	in	cinder-gray.	‘You	may	generally	tell	what
a	man	is	by	his	claws,’	observed	the	hedge	carpenter,	looking	at	his	own	hands.	‘My	fingers	be	as
full	of	thorns	as	an	old	pin-cushion	is	of	pins.’	The	hands	of	the	man	in	the	chimney-corner
instinctively	sought	the	shade,	and	he	gazed	into	the	fire	as	he	resumed	his	pipe.	The	man	at	the
table	took	up	the	hedge-carpenter’s	remark,	and	added	smartly,	‘True;	but	the	oddity	of	my	trade
is	that,	instead	of	setting	a	mark	upon	me,	it	sets	a	mark	upon	my	customers.’	No	observation
being	offered	by	anybody	in	elucidation	of	this	enigma,	the	shepherd’s	wife	once	more	called	for	a
song.	The	same	obstacles	presented	themselves	as	at	the	former	time	—	one	had	no	voice,
another	had	forgotten	the	first	verse.	The	stranger	at	the	table,	whose	soul	had	now	risen	to	a
good	working	temperature,	relieved	the	difficulty	by	exclaiming	that,	to	start	the	company,	he
would	sing	himself.	Thrusting	one	thumb	into	the	arm-hole	of	his	waistcoat,	he	waved	the	other
hand	in	the	air,	and,	with	an	extemporizing	gaze	at	the	shining	sheep-crooks	above	the
mantelpiece,	began:’O	my	trade	it	is	the	rarest	one,	Simple	shepherds	all	My	trade	is	a	sight	to
see;	For	my	customers	I	tie,	and	take	them	up	on	high,	And	waft	‘em	to	a	far	countree!’	The	room
was	silent	when	he	had	finished	the	verse	—	with	one	exception,	that	of	the	man	in	the	chimney-
corner,	who,	at	the	singer’s	word,	‘Chorus!	‘joined	him	in	a	deep	bass	voice	of	musical	relish	‘And
waft	‘em	to	a	far	countree!’	Oliver	Giles,	John	Pitcher	the	dairyman,	the	parish-clerk,	the	engaged



man	of	fifty,	the	row	of	young	women	against	the	wall,	seemed	lost	in	thought	not	of	the	gayest
kind.	The	shepherd	looked	meditatively	on	the	ground,	the	shepherdess	gazed	keenly	at	the
singer,	and	with	some	suspicion;	she	was	doubting	whether	this	stranger	were	merely	singing	an
old	song	from	recollection,	or	was	composing	one	there	and	then	for	the	occasion.	All	were	as
perplexed	at	the	obscure	revelation	as	the	guests	at	Belshazzar’s	Feast,	except	the	man	in	the
chimney-corner,	who	quietly	said,	‘Second	verse,	stranger,’	and	smoked	on.	The	singer	thoroughly
moistened	himself	from	his	lips	inwards,	and	went	on	with	the	next	stanza	as	requested:-	’My
tools	are	but	common	ones,	Simple	shepherds	all	My	tools	are	no	sight	to	see:	A	little	hempen
string,	and	a	post	whereon	to	swing,	Are	implements	enough	for	me!’	Shepherd	Fennel	glanced
round.	There	was	no	longer	any	doubt	that	the	stranger	was	answering	his	question	rhythmically.
The	guests	one	and	all	started	back	with	suppressed	exclamations.	The	young	woman	engaged
to	the	man	of	fifty	fainted	half-way,	and	would	have	proceeded,	but	finding	him	wanting	in	alacrity
for	catching	her	she	sat	down	trembling.	‘O,	he’s	the	—	!’	whispered	the	people	in	the	background,
mentioning	the	name	of	an	ominous	public	officer.	‘He’s	come	to	do	it!	‘Tis	to	be	at	Casterbridge
jail	to-morrow	—	the	man	for	sheep-stealing	—	the	poor	clockmaker	we	heard	of;	who	used	to	live
away	at	Shottsford	and	had	no	work	to	do	—	Timothy	Summers,	whose	family	were	a-starving,
and	so	he	went	out	of	Shottsford	by	the	high-road,	and	took	a	sheep	in	open	daylight,	defying	the
farmer	and	the	farmer’s	wife	and	the	farmer’s	lad,	and	every	man	jack	among	‘em.	He’	(and	they
nodded	towards	the	stranger	of	the	deadly	trade)	‘is	come	from	up	the	country	to	do	it	because
there’s	not	enough	to	do	in	his	own	county	town,	and	he’s	got	the	place	here	now	our	own	county
man’s	dead;	he’s	going	to	live	in	the	same	cottage	under	the	prison	wall.’	The	stranger	in	cinder-
gray	took	no	notice	of	this	whispered	string	of	observations,	but	again	wetted	his	lips.	Seeing	that
his	friend	in	the	chimney	corner	was	the	only	one	who	reciprocated	his	joviality	in	any	way,	he
held	out	his	cup	towards	that	appreciative	comrade,	who	also	held	out	his	own.	They	clinked
together,	the	eyes	of	the	rest	of	the	room	hanging	upon	the	singer’s	actions.	He	parted	his	lips	for
the	third	verse;	but	at	that	moment	another	knock	was	audible	upon	the	door.	This	time	the	knock
was	faint	and	hesitating.	The	company	seemed	scared;	the	shepherd	looked	with	consternation
towards	the	entrance,	and	it	was	with	some	effort	that	he	resisted	his	alarmed	wife’s	deprecatory
glance,	and	uttered	for	the	third	time	the	welcoming	words,	‘Walk	in!’	The	door	was	gently	opened,
and	another	man	stood	upon	the	mat.	He,	like	those	who	had	preceded	him,	was	a	stranger.	This
time	it	was	a	short,	small	personage,	of	fair	complexion,	and	dressed	in	a	decent	suit	of	dark
clothes.	‘Can	you	tell	me	the	way	to	—	?’	he	began:	when,	gazing	round	the	room	to	observe	the
nature	of	the	company	amongst	whom	he	had	fallen,	his	eyes	lighted	on	the	stranger	in	cinder-
gray.	It	was	just	at	the	instant	when	the	latter,	who	had	thrown	his	mind	into	his	song	with	such	a
will	that	he	scarcely	heeded	the	interruption,	silenced	all	whispers	and	inquiries	by	bursting	into
his	third	verse:	’To-morrow	is	my	working	day,	Simple	shepherds	all	To-morrow	is	a	working	day
for	me:	For	the	farmer’s	sheep	is	slain,	and	the	lad	who	did	it	ta’en,	And	on	his	soul	may	God	ha’
merc-y!’	The	stranger	in	the	chimney-corner,	waving	cups	with	the	singer	so	heartily	that	his	mead
splashed	over	on	the	hearth,	repeated	in	his	bass	voice	as	before:	‘And	on	his	soul	may	God	ha’
merc-y!’	All	this	time	the	third	stranger	had	been	standing	in	the	doorway.	Finding	now	that	he	did
not	come	forward	or	go	on	speaking,	the	guests	particularly	regarded	him.	They	noticed	to	their
surprise	that	he	stood	before	them	the	picture	of	abject	terror	—	his	knees	trembling,	his	hand
shaking	so	violently	that	the	door-latch	by	which	he	supported	himself	rattled	audibly:	his	white
lips	were	parted,	and	his	eyes	fixed	on	the	merry	officer	of	justice	in	the	middle	of	the	room.	A
moment	more	and	he	had	turned,	closed	the	door,	and	fled.	‘What	a	man	can	it	be?’	said	the
shepherd.	The	rest,	between	the	awfulness	of	their	late	discovery	and	the	odd	conduct	of	this	third
visitor,	looked	as	if	they	knew	not	what	to	think,	and	said	nothing.	Instinctively	they	withdrew
further	and	further	from	the	grim	gentleman	in	their	midst,	whom	some	of	them	seemed	to	take	for
the	Prince	of	Darkness	himself;	till	they	formed	a	remote	circle,	an	empty	space	of	floor	being	left
between	them	and	him	‘	.	.	.	circulus,	cujus	centrum	diabolus.’	The	room	was	so	silent	—	though
there	were	more	than	twenty	people	in	it	—	that	nothing	could	be	heard	but	the	patter	of	the	rain
against	the	windowshutters,	accompanied	by	the	occasional	hiss	of	a	stray	drop	that	fell	down	the
chimney	into	the	fire,	and	the	steady	puffing	of	the	man	in	the	corner,	who	had	now	resumed	his
pipe	of	long	clay.	The	stillness	was	unexpectedly	broken.	The	distant	sound	of	a	gun	reverberated
through	the	air	—	apparently	from	the	direction	of	the	county-town.	‘Be	jiggered!’	cried	the
stranger	who	had	sung	the	song,	jumping	up.	‘What	does	that	mean?’	asked	several.	‘A	prisoner



escaped	from	the	jail	—	that’s	what	it	means.’	All	listened.	The	sound	was	repeated,	and	none	of
them	spoke	but	the	man	in	the	chimney-corner,	who	said	quietly,	‘I’ve	often	been	told	that	in	this
county	they	fire	a	gun	at	such	times;	but	I	never	heard	it	till	now.’	‘I	wonder	if	it	is	my	man?’
murmured	the	personage	in	cinder-gray.	‘Surely	it	is!’	said	the	shepherd	involuntarily.	‘And	surely
we’ve	zeed	him!	That	little	man	who	looked	in	at	the	door	by	now,	and	quivered	like	a	leaf	when
he	zeed	ye	and	heard	your	song!’	‘His	teeth	chattered,	and	the	breath	went	out	of	his	body,’	said
the	dairyman.	‘And	his	heart	seemed	to	sink	within	him	like	a	stone,’	said	Oliver	Giles.	‘And	he
bolted	as	if	he’d	been	shot	at,’	said	the	hedge-carpenter.	‘True	—	his	teeth	chattered,	and	his
heart	seemed	to	sink;	and	he	bolted	as	if	he’d	been	shot	at,’	slowly	summed	up	the	man	in	the
chimney-corner.	‘I	didn’t	notice	it,’	remarked	the	hangman.	‘We	were	all	a-wondering	what	made
him	run	off	in	such	a	fright,’	faltered	one	of	the	women	against	the	wall,	‘and	now	‘tis	explained!’
The	firing	of	the	alarm-gun	went	on	at	intervals,	low	and	sullenly,	and	their	suspicions	became	a
certainty.	The	sinister	gentleman	in	cinder-gray	roused	himself.	‘Is	there	a	constable	here?’	he
asked,	in	thick	tones.	‘If	so,	let	him	step	forward.’	The	engaged	man	of	fifty	stepped	quavering	out
from	the	wall,	his	betrothed	beginning	to	sob	on	the	back	of	the	chair.	‘You	are	a	sworn
constable?’	‘I	be,	sir.’	‘Then	pursue	the	criminal	at	once,	with	assistance,	and	bring	him	back	here.
He	can’t	have	gone	far.’	‘I	will,	sir,	I	will	—	when	I’ve	got	my	staff.	I’ll	go	home	and	get	it,	and	come
sharp	here,	and	start	in	a	body.’	‘Staff!	—	never	mind	your	staff;	the	man’ll	be	gone!’	‘But	I	can’t	do
nothing	without	my	staff	—	can	I,	William,	and	John,	and	Charles	Jake?	No;	for	there’s	the	king’s
royal	crown	a	painted	on	en	in	yaller	and	gold,	and	the	lion	and	the	unicorn,	so	as	when	I	raise	en
up	and	hit	my	prisoner,	‘tis	made	a	lawful	blow	thereby.	I	wouldn’t	‘tempt	to	take	up	a	man	without
my	staff	—	no,	not	I.	If	I	hadn’t	the	law	to	gie	me	courage,	why,	instead	o’	my	taking	up	him	he
might	take	up	me!’	‘Now,	I’m	a	king’s	man	myself;	and	can	give	you	authority	enough	for	this,’	said
the	formidable	officer	in	gray.	‘Now	then,	all	of	ye,	be	ready.	Have	ye	any	lanterns?’	‘Yes	—	have
ye	any	lanterns?	—	I	demand	it!’	said	the	constable.	‘And	the	rest	of	you	able-bodied	—	’	‘Able-
bodied	men	—	yes	—	the	rest	of	ye!’	said	the	constable.	‘Have	you	some	good	stout	staves	and
pitch-forks	—	’	‘Staves	and	pitchforks	—	in	the	name	o’	the	law!	And	take	‘em	in	yer	hands	and	go
in	quest,	and	do	as	we	in	authority	tell	ye!’	Thus	aroused,	the	men	prepared	to	give	chase.	The
evidence	was,	indeed,	though	circumstantial,	so	convincing,	that	but	little	argument	was	needed
to	show	the	shepherd’s	guests	that	after	what	they	had	seen	it	would	look	very	much	like
connivance	if	they	did	not	instantly	pursue	the	unhappy	third	stranger,	who	could	not	as	yet	have
gone	more	than	a	few	hundred	yards	over	such	uneven	country.	A	shepherd	is	always	well
provided	with	lanterns;	and,	lighting	these	hastily,	and	with	hurdle-staves	in	their	hands,	they
poured	out	of	the	door,	taking	a	direction	along	the	crest	of	the	hill,	away	from	the	town,	the	rain
having	fortunately	a	little	abated.	Disturbed	by	the	noise,	or	possibly	by	unpleasant	dreams	of	her
baptism,	the	child	who	had	been	christened	began	to	cry	heart-brokenly	in	the	room	overhead.
These	notes	of	grief	came	down	through	the	chinks	of	the	floor	to	the	ears	of	the	women	below,
who	jumped	up	one	by	one,	and	seemed	glad	of	the	excuse	to	ascend	and	comfort	the	baby,	for
the	incidents	of	the	last	half-hour	greatly	oppressed	them.	Thus	in	the	space	of	two	or	three
minutes	the	room	on	the	ground-floor	was	deserted	quite.	But	it	was	not	for	long.	Hardly	had	the
sound	of	footsteps	died	away	when	a	man	returned	round	the	corner	of	the	house	from	the
direction	the	pursuers	had	taken.	Peeping	in	at	the	door,	and	seeing	nobody	there,	he	entered
leisurely.	It	was	the	stranger	of	the	chimney-corner,	who	had	gone	out	with	the	rest.	The	motive	of
his	return	was	shown	by	his	helping	himself	to	a	cut	piece	of	skimmer	cake	that	lay	on	a	ledge
beside	where	he	had	sat,	and	which	he	had	apparently	forgotten	to	take	with	him.	He	also	poured
out	half	a	cup	more	mead	from	the	quantity	that	remained,	ravenously	eating	and	drinking	these
as	he	stood.	He	had	not	finished	when	another	figure	came	in	just	as	quietly	—	his	friend	in
cinder-gray.	‘O	—	you	here?’	said	the	latter,	smiling.	‘I	thought	you	had	gone	to	help	in	the
capture.’	And	this	speaker	also	revealed	the	object	of	his	return	by	looking	solicitously	round	for
the	fascinating	mug	of	old	mead.	‘And	I	thought	you	had	gone,’	said	the	other,	continuing	his
skimmer-cake	with	some	effort.	‘Well,	on	second	thoughts,	I	felt	there	were	enough	without	me,’
said	the	first	confidentially,	‘and	such	a	night	as	it	is,	too.	Besides,	‘tis	the	business	o’	the
Government	to	take	care	of	its	criminals	—	not	mine.’	‘True;	so	it	is.	And	I	felt	as	you	did,	that
there	were	enough	without	me.’	‘I	don’t	want	to	break	my	limbs	running	over	the	humps	and
hollows	of	this	wild	country.’	‘Nor	I	neither,	between	you	and	me.’	‘These	shepherd-people	are
used	to	it	—	simple-minded	souls,	you	know,	stirred	up	to	anything	in	a	moment.	They’ll	have	him



ready	for	me	before	the	morning,	and	no	trouble	to	me	at	all.’	‘They’ll	have	him,	and	we	shall	have
saved	ourselves	all	labour	in	the	matter.’	‘True,	true.	Well,	my	way	is	to	Casterbridge;	and	‘tis	as
much	as	my	legs	will	do	to	take	me	that	far.	Going	the	same	way?’	‘No,	I	am	sorry	to	say!	I	have	to
get	home	over	there’	(he	nodded	indefinitely	to	the	right),	‘and	I	feel	as	you	do,	that	it	is	quite
enough	for	my	legs	to	do	before	bedtime.’	The	other	had	by	this	time	finished	the	mead	in	the
mug,	after	which,	shaking	hands	heartily	at	the	door,	and	wishing	each	other	well,	they	went	their
several	ways.	In	the	meantime	the	company	of	pursuers	had	reached	the	end	of	the	hog’sback
elevation	which	dominated	this	part	of	the	down.	They	had	decided	on	no	particular	plan	of	action;
and,	finding	that	the	man	of	the	baleful	trade	was	no	longer	in	their	company,	they	seemed	quite
unable	to	form	any	such	plan	now.	They	descended	in	all	directions	down	the	hill,	and	straightway
several	of	the	party	fell	into	the	snare	set	by	Nature	for	all	misguided	midnight	ramblers	over	this
part	of	the	cretaceous	formation.	The	‘lanchets,’	or	flint	slopes,	which	belted	the	escarpment	at
intervals	of	a	dozen	yards,	took	the	less	cautious	ones	unawares,	and	losing	their	footing	on	the
rubbly	steep	they	slid	sharply	downwards,	the	lanterns	rolling	from	their	hands	to	the	bottom,	and
there	lying	on	their	sides	till	the	horn	was	scorched	through.	When	they	had	again	gathered
themselves	together,	the	shepherd,	as	the	man	who	knew	the	country	best,	took	the	lead,	and
guided	them	round	these	treacherous	inclines.	The	lanterns,	which	seemed	rather	to	dazzle	their
eyes	and	warn	the	fugitive	than	to	assist	them	in	the	exploration,	were	extinguished,	due	silence
was	observed;	and	in	this	more	rational	order	they	plunged	into	the	vale.	It	was	a	grassy,	briery,
moist	defile,	affording	some	shelter	to	any	person	who	had	sought	it;	but	the	party	perambulated	it
in	vain,	and	ascended	on	the	other	side.	Here	they	wandered	apart,	and	after	an	interval	closed
together	again	to	report	progress.	At	the	second	time	of	closing	in	they	found	themselves	near	a
lonely	ash,	the	single	tree	on	this	part	of	the	coomb,	probably	sown	there	by	a	passing	bird	some
fifty	years	before.	And	here,	standing	a	little	to	one	side	of	the	trunk,	as	motionless	as	the	trunk
itself;	appeared	the	man	they	were	in	quest	of;	his	outline	being	well	defined	against	the	sky
beyond.	The	band	noiselessly	drew	up	and	faced	him.	‘Your	money	or	your	life!’	said	the
constable	sternly	to	the	still	figure.	‘No,	no,’	whispered	John	Pitcher.	‘‘Tisn’t	our	side	ought	to	say
that.	That’s	the	doctrine	of	vagabonds	like	him,	and	we	be	on	the	side	of	the	law.’	‘Well,	well,’
replied	the	constable	impatiently;	‘I	must	say	something,	mustn’t	I?	and	if	you	had	all	the	weight	o’
this	undertaking	upon	your	mind,	perhaps	you’d	say	the	wrong	thing	too!	—	Prisoner	at	the	bar,
surrender,	in	the	name	of	the	Father	—	the	Crown,	I	mane!’	The	man	under	the	tree	seemed	now
to	notice	them	for	the	first	time,	and,	giving	them	no	opportunity	whatever	for	exhibiting	their
courage,	he	strolled	slowly	towards	them.	He	was,	indeed,	the	little	man,	the	third	stranger;	but	his
trepidation	had	in	a	great	measure	gone.	‘Well,	travellers,’	he	said,	‘did	I	hear	ye	speak	to	me?’
‘You	did:	you’ve	got	to	come	and	be	our	prisoner	at	once!’	said	the	constable.	‘We	arrest	‘ee	on
the	charge	of	not	biding	in	Casterbridge	jail	in	a	decent	proper	manner	to	be	hung	to-morrow
morning.	Neighbours,	do	your	duty,	and	seize	the	culpet!’	On	hearing	the	charge,	the	man
seemed	enlightened,	and,	saying	not	another	word,	resigned	himself	with	preternatural	civility	to
the	search-party,	who,	with	their	staves	in	their	hands,	surrounded	him	on	all	sides,	and	marched
him	back	towards	the	shepherd’s	cottage.	It	was	eleven	o’clock	by	the	time	they	arrived.	The	light
shining	from	the	open	door,	a	sound	of	men’s	voices	within,	proclaimed	to	them	as	they
approached	the	house	that	some	new	events	had	arisen	in	their	absence.	On	entering	they
discovered	the	shepherd’s	living	room	to	be	invaded	by	two	officers	from	Casterbridge	jail,	and	a
well-known	magistrate	who	lived	at	the	nearest	country-seat,	intelligence	of	the	escape	having
become	generally	circulated.	‘Gentlemen,’	said	the	constable,	‘I	have	brought	back	your	man	—
not	without	risk	and	danger;	but	every	one	must	do	his	duty!	He	is	inside	this	circle	of	able-bodied
persons,	who	have	lent	me	useful	aid,	considering	their	ignorance	of	Crown	work.	Men,	bring
forward	your	prisoner!’	And	the	third	stranger	was	led	to	the	light.	‘Who	is	this?’	said	one	of	the
officials.	‘The	man,’	said	the	constable.	‘Certainly	not,’	said	the	turnkey;	and	the	first	corroborated
his	statement.	‘But	how	can	it	be	otherwise?’	asked	the	constable.	‘Or	why	was	he	so	terrified	at
sight	o’	the	singing	instrument	of	the	law	who	sat	there?’	Here	he	related	the	strange	behaviour	of
the	third	stranger	on	entering	the	house	during	the	hangman’s	song.	‘Can’t	understand	it,’	said	the
officer	coolly.	‘All	I	know	is	that	it	is	not	the	condemned	man.	He’s	quite	a	different	character	from
this	one;	a	gauntish	fellow,	with	dark	hair	and	eyes,	rather	good-looking,	and	with	a	musical	bass
voice	that	if	you	heard	it	once	you’d	never	mistake	as	long	as	you	lived.’	‘Why,	souls	—	’twas	the
man	in	the	chimney-corner!’	‘Hey	—	what?’	said	the	magistrate,	coming	forward	after	inquiring



particulars	from	the	shepherd	in	the	background.	‘Haven’t	you	got	the	man	after	all?’	‘Well,	sir,’
said	the	constable,	‘he’s	the	man	we	were	in	search	of,	that’s	true;	and	yet	he’s	not	the	man	we
were	in	search	of.	For	the	man	we	were	in	search	of	was	not	the	man	we	wanted,	sir,	if	you
understand	my	everyday	way;	for	‘twas	the	man	in	the	chimney-corner!’	‘A	pretty	kettle	of	fish
altogether!’	said	the	magistrate.	‘You	had	better	start	for	the	other	man	at	once.’	The	prisoner	now
spoke	for	the	first	time.	The	mention	of	the	man	in	the	chimney-corner	seemed	to	have	moved
him	as	nothing	else	could	do.	‘Sir,’	he	said,	stepping	forward	to	the	magistrate,	‘take	no	more
trouble	about	me.	The	time	is	come	when	I	may	as	well	speak.	I	have	done	nothing;	my	crime	is
that	the	condemned	man	is	my	brother.	Early	this	afternoon	I	left	home	at	Shottsford	to	tramp	it	all
the	way	to	Casterbridge	jail	to	bid	him	farewell.	I	was	benighted,	and	called	here	to	rest	and	ask
the	way.	When	I	opened	the	door	I	saw	before	me	the	very	man,	my	brother,	that	I	thought	to	see
in	the	condemned	cell	at	Casterbridge.	He	was	in	this	chimney-corner;	and	jammed	close	to	him,
so	that	he	could	not	have	got	out	if	he	had	tried,	was	the	executioner	who’d	come	to	take	his	life,
singing	a	song	about	it	and	not	knowing	that	it	was	his	victim	who	was	close	by,	joining	in	to	save
appearances.	My	brother	looked	a	glance	of	agony	at	me,	and	I	knew	he	meant,	“Don’t	reveal
what	you	see;	my	life	depends	on	it.”	I	was	so	terror-struck	that	I	could	hardly	stand,	and,	not
knowing	what	I	did,	I	turned	and	hurried	away.’	The	narrator’s	manner	and	tone	had	the	stamp	of
truth,	and	his	story	made	a	great	impression	on	all	around.	‘And	do	you	know	where	your	brother
is	at	the	present	time?’	asked	the	magistrate.	‘I	do	not.	I	have	never	seen	him	since	I	closed	this
door.’	‘I	can	testify	to	that,	for	we’ve	been	between	ye	ever	since,’	said	the	constable.	‘Where	does
he	think	to	fly	to?	—	what	is	his	occupation?’	‘He’s	a	watch-and-clock-maker,	sir.’	‘‘A	said	‘a	was	a
wheelwright	—	a	wicked	rogue,’	said	the	constable.	‘The	wheels	of	clocks	and	watches	he	meant,
no	doubt,’	said	Shepherd	Fennel.	‘I	thought	his	hands	were	palish	for’s	trade.’	‘Well,	it	appears	to
me	that	nothing	can	be	gained	by	retaining	this	poor	man	in	custody,’	said	the	magistrate;	‘your
business	lies	with	the	other,	unquestionably.’	And	so	the	little	man	was	released	off-hand;	but	he
looked	nothing	the	less	sad	on	that	account,	it	being	beyond	the	power	of	magistrate	or	constable
to	raze	out	the	written	troubles	in	his	brain,	for	they	concerned	another	whom	he	regarded	with
more	solicitude	than	himself.	When	this	was	done,	and	the	man	had	gone	his	way,	the	night	was
found	to	be	so	far	advanced	that	it	was	deemed	useless	to	renew	the	search	before	the	next
morning.	Next	day,	accordingly,	the	quest	for	the	clever	sheep-stealer	became	general	and	keen,
to	all	appearance	at	least.	But	the	intended	punishment	was	cruelly	disproportioned	to	the
transgression,	and	the	sympathy	of	a	great	many	countryfolk	in	that	district	was	strongly	on	the
side	of	the	fugitive.	Moreover,	his	marvellous	coolness	and	daring	in	hob-and-nobbing	with	the
hangman,	under	the	unprecedented	circumstances	of	the	shepherd’s	party,	won	their	admiration.
So	that	it	may	be	questioned	if	all	those	who	ostensibly	made	themselves	so	busy	in	exploring
woods	and	fields	and	lanes	were	quite	so	thorough	when	it	came	to	the	private	examination	of
their	own	lofts	and	outhouses.	Stories	were	afloat	of	a	mysterious	figure	being	occasionally	seen
in	some	old	overgrown	trackway	or	other,	remote	from	turnpike	roads;	but	when	a	search	was
instituted	in	any	of	these	suspected	quarters	nobody	was	found.	Thus	the	days	and	weeks	passed
without	tidings.	In	brief;	the	bass-voiced	man	of	the	chimney-corner	was	never	recaptured.	Some
said	that	he	went	across	the	sea,	others	that	he	did	not,	but	buried	himself	in	the	depths	of	a
populous	city.	At	any	rate,	the	gentleman	in	cinder-gray	never	did	his	morning’s	work	at
Casterbridge,	nor	met	anywhere	at	all,	for	business	purposes,	the	genial	comrade	with	whom	he
had	passed	an	hour	of	relaxation	in	the	lonely	house	on	the	coomb.	The	grass	has	long	been
green	on	the	graves	of	Shepherd	Fennel	and	his	frugal	wife;	the	guests	who	made	up	the
christening	party	have	mainly	followed	their	entertainers	to	the	tomb;	the	baby	in	whose	honour
they	all	had	met	is	a	matron	in	the	sere	and	yellow	leaf.	But	the	arrival	of	the	three	strangers	at
the	shepherd’s	that	night,	and	the	details	connected	therewith,	is	a	story	as	well-known	as	ever	in
the	country	about	Higher	Crowstairs.	March	1883.

	

3.	The	Cask	of	Amontillado	Edgar	Allan	Poe
THE	thousand	injuries	of	Fortunato	I	had	borne	as	I	best	could,	but	when	he	ventured	upon	insult
I	vowed	revenge.	You,	who	so	well	know	the	nature	of	my	soul,	will	not	suppose,	however,	that



gave	utterance	to	a	threat.	At	length	I	would	be	avenged;	this	was	a	point	definitely,	settled	--but
the	very	definitiveness	with	which	it	was	resolved	precluded	the	idea	of	risk.	I	must	not	only
punish	but	punish	with	impunity.	A	wrong	is	unredressed	when	retribution	overtakes	its	redresser.
It	is	equally	unredressed	when	the	avenger	fails	to	make	himself	felt	as	such	to	him	who	has	done
the	wrong.

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Amontillado!"

"I	have	my	doubts."

"Amontillado!"

"And	I	must	satisfy	them."

"Amontillado!"

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

"Luchresi	cannot	tell	Amontillado	from	Sherry."

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

"Come,	let	us	go."

"Whither?"

"To	your	vaults."

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

"I	have	no	engagement;	--come."

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



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

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

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

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

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

"The	pipe,"	he	said.

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

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

"Nitre?"	he	asked,	at	length.

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

"Ugh!	ugh!	ugh!	--ugh!	ugh!	ugh!	--ugh!	ugh!	ugh!	--ugh!	ugh!	ugh!	--ugh!	ugh!	ugh!"

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

"It	is	nothing,"	he	said,	at	last.

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

"Enough,"	he	said;	"the	cough's	a	mere	nothing;	it	will	not	kill	me.	I	shall	not	die	of	a	cough."

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

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

"Drink,"	I	said,	presenting	him	the	wine.

He	raised	it	to	his	lips	with	a	leer.	He	paused	and	nodded	to	me	familiarly,	while	his	bells	jingled.

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

"And	I	to	your	long	life."

He	again	took	my	arm,	and	we	proceeded.

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

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

"I	forget	your	arms."

"A	huge	human	foot	d'or,	in	a	field	azure;	the	foot	crushes	a	serpent	rampant	whose	fangs	are



imbedded	in	the	heel."

"And	the	motto?"

"Nemo	me	impune	lacessit."

"Good!"	he	said.

The	wine	sparkled	in	his	eyes	and	the	bells	jingled.	My	own	fancy	grew	warm	with	the	Medoc.	We
had	passed	through	long	walls	of	piled	skeletons,	with	casks	and	puncheons	intermingling,	into
the	inmost	recesses	of	the	catacombs.	I	paused	again,	and	this	time	I	made	bold	to	seize
Fortunato	by	an	arm	above	the	elbow.

"The	nitre!"	I	said;	"see,	it	increases.	It	hangs	like	moss	upon	the	vaults.	We	are	below	the	river's
bed.	The	drops	of	moisture	trickle	among	the	bones.	Come,	we	will	go	back	ere	it	is	too	late.	Your
cough	--"

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

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

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

"You	do	not	comprehend?"	he	said.

"Not	I,"	I	replied.

"Then	you	are	not	of	the	brotherhood."

"How?"

"You	are	not	of	the	masons."

"Yes,	yes,"	I	said;	"yes,	yes."

"You?	Impossible!	A	mason?"

"A	mason,"	I	replied.

"A	sign,"	he	said,	"a	sign."

"It	is	this,"	I	answered,	producing	from	beneath	the	folds	of	my	roquelaire	a	trowel.

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

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

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

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



"Proceed,"	I	said;	"herein	is	the	Amontillado.	As	for	Luchresi	--"

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

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

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

"True,"	I	replied;	"the	Amontillado."

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

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

A	succession	of	loud	and	shrill	screams,	bursting	suddenly	from	the	throat	of	the	chained	form,
seemed	to	thrust	me	violently	back.	For	a	brief	moment	I	hesitated,	I	trembled.	Unsheathing	my
rapier,	I	began	to	grope	with	it	about	the	recess;	but	the	thought	of	an	instant	reassured	me.	I
placed	my	hand	upon	the	solid	fabric	of	the	catacombs,	and	felt	satisfied.	I	reapproached	the	wall;
I	replied	to	the	yells	of	him	who	clamoured.	I	re-echoed,	I	aided,	I	surpassed	them	in	volume	and
in	strength.	I	did	this,	and	the	clamourer	grew	still.

It	was	now	midnight,	and	my	task	was	drawing	to	a	close.	I	had	completed	the	eighth,	the	ninth
and	the	tenth	tier.	I	had	finished	a	portion	of	the	last	and	the	eleventh;	there	remained	but	a	single
stone	to	be	fitted	and	plastered	in.	I	struggled	with	its	weight;	I	placed	it	partially	in	its	destined
position.	But	now	there	came	from	out	the	niche	a	low	laugh	that	erected	the	hairs	upon	my	head.
It	was	succeeded	by	a	sad	voice,	which	I	had	difficulty	in	recognizing	as	that	of	the	noble
Fortunato.	The	voice	said--

"Ha!	ha!	ha!	--he!	he!	he!	--a	very	good	joke,	indeed	--an	excellent	jest.	We	will	have	many	a	rich
laugh	about	it	at	the	palazzo	--he!	he!	he!	--over	our	wine	--he!	he!	he!"

"The	Amontillado!"	I	said.

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

"Yes,"	I	said,	"let	us	be	gone."

"For	the	love	of	God,	Montresor!"

"Yes,"	I	said,	"for	the	love	of	God!"

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



"Fortunato!"

No	answer.	I	called	again	--

"Fortunato!"

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

	

4.	The	Darling	Anton	Chekhov

Olenka,	the	daughter	of	the	retired	collegiate	assessor,	Plemyanniakov,
was	sitting	in	her	back	porch,	lost	in	thought.	It	was	hot,	the	flies	were
persistent	and	teasing,	and	it	was	pleasant	to	reflect	that	it	would	soon	be
evening.	Dark	rainclouds	were	gathering	from	the	east,	and	bringing	from
time	to	time	a	breath	of	moisture	in	the	air.

					Kukin,	who	was	the	manager	of	an	open-air	theatre	called	the	Tivoli,
and	who	lived	in	the	lodge,	was	standing	in	the	middle	of	the	garden
looking	at	the	sky.

					"Again!"	he	observed	despairingly.	"It's	going	to	rain	again!	Rain	every	
day,	as	though	to	spite	me.	I	might	as	well	hang	myself!	It's	ruin!	Fearful
losses	every	day."

					He	flung	up	his	hands,	and	went	on,	addressing	Olenka:	"There!	that's
the	life	we	lead,	Olga	Semyonovna.	It's	enough	to	make	one	cry.	One
works	and	does	one's	utmost,	one	wears	oneself	out,	getting	no	sleep	at
night,	and	racks	one's	brain	what	to	do	for	the	best.	And	then	what
happens?	To	begin	with,	one's	public	is	ignorant,	boorish.	I	give	them	the
very	best	operetta,	a	dainty	masque,	first	rate	music-hall	artists.	But	do
you	suppose	that's	what	they	want!	They	don't	understand	anything	of
that	sort.	They	want	a	clown;	what	they	ask	for	is	vulgarity.	And	then	look
at	the	weather!	Almost	every	evening	it	rains.	It	started	on	the	tenth	of
May,	and	it's	kept	it	up	all	May	and	June.	It's	simply	awful!	The	public
doesn't	come,	but	I've	to	pay	the	rent	just	the	same,	and	pay	the	artists."

					The	next	evening	the	clouds	would	gather	again,	and	Kukin	would	say
with	an	hysterical	laugh:

					"Well,	rain	away,	then!	Flood	the	garden,	drown	me!	Damn	my	luck	in	



this	world	and	the	next!	Let	the	artists	have	me	up!	Send	me	to	prison!	--
	to	Siberia!	--	the	scaffold!	Ha,	ha,	ha!"

					And	next	day	the	same	thing.	Olenka	listened	to	Kukin	with	silent
gravity,	and	sometimes	tears	came	into	her	eyes.	In	the	end	his
misfortunes	touched	her;	she	grew	to	love	him.	He	was	a	small	thin	man,
with	a	yellow	face,	and	curls	combed	forward	on	his	forehead.	He	spoke
in	a	thin	tenor;	as	he	talked	his	mouth	worked	on	one	side,	and	there	was
always	an	expression	of	despair	on	his	face;	yet	he	aroused	a	deep	and
genuine	affection	in	her.	She	was	always	fond	of	some	one,	and	could
not	exist	without	loving.	In	earlier	days	she	had	loved	her	papa,	who	now
sat	in	a	darkened	room,	breathing	with	difficulty;	she	had	loved	her	aunt
who	used	to	come	every	other	year	from	Bryansk;	and	before	that,	when
she	was	at	school,	she	had	loved	her	French	master.	She	was	a	gentle,
soft-hearted,	compassionate	girl,	with	mild,	tender	eyes	and	very	good
health.	At	the	sight	of	her	full	rosy	cheeks,	her	soft	white	neck	with	a	little
dark	mole	on	it,	and	the	kind,	naïve	smile,	which	came	into	her	face	when
she	listened	to	anything	pleasant,	men	thought,	"Yes,	not	half	bad,"	and
smiled	too,	while	lady	visitors	could	not	refrain	from	seizing	her	hand	in
the	middle	of	a	conversation,	exclaiming	in	a	gush	of	delight,	"You
darling!"	The	house	in	which	she	had	lived	from	her	birth	upwards,	and
which	was	left	her	in	her	father's	will,	was	at	the	extreme	end	of	the	town,
not	far	from	the	Tivoli.	In	the	evenings	and	at	night	she	could	head	the
band	playing,	and	the	crackling	and	banging	of	fireworks,	and	it	seemed
to	her	that	it	was	Kukin	struggling	with	his	destiny,	storming	the
entrenchments	of	his	chief	foe,	the	indifferent	public;	there	was	a	sweet
thrill	at	her	heart,	she	had	no	desire	to	sleep,	and	when	he	returned
home	at	day-break,	she	tapped	softly	at	her	bedroom	window,	and
showing	him	only	her	face	and	one	shoulder	through	the	curtain,	she
gave	him	a	friendly	smile	.

					He	proposed	to	her,	and	they	were	married.	And	when	he	had	a	closer	
view	of	her	neck	and	her	plump,	fine	shoulders,	he	threw	up	his	hands,	
and	said:

					"You	darling!"

					He	was	happy,	but	as	it	rained	on	the	day	and	night	of	his	wedding,	
his	face	still	retained	an	expression	of	despair.



					They	got	on	very	well	together.	She	used	to	sit	in	his	office,	to	look	
after	things	in	the	Tivoli,	to	put	down	the	accounts	and	pay	the	wages.	
And	her	rosy	cheeks,	her	sweet,	naïve,	radiant	smile,	were	to	be	seen	
now	at	the	office	window,	now	in	the	refreshment	bar	or	behind	the	
scenes	of	the	theatre.	And	already	she	used	to	say	to	her	acquaintances	
that	the	theatre	was	the	chief	and	most	important	thing	in	life	and	that	it	
was	only	through	the	drama	that	one	could	derive	true	enjoyment	and
become	cultivated	and	humane.

					"But	do	you	suppose	the	public	understands	that?"	she	used	to	say.	
"What	they	want	is	a	clown.	Yesterday	we	gave	'Faust	Inside	Out,'	and	
almost	all	the	boxes	were	empty;	but	if	Vanitchka	and	I	had	been
producing	some	vulgar	thing,	I	assure	you	the	theatre	would	have	been
packed.	Tomorrow	Vanitchka	and	I	are	doing	'Orpheus	in	Hell.'	Do	come."

					And	what	Kukin	said	about	the	theatre	and	the	actors	she	repeated.
Like	him	she	despised	the	public	for	their	ignorance	and	their	indifference
to	art;	she	took	part	in	the	rehearsals,	she	corrected	the	actors,	she	kept
an	eye	on	the	behaviour	of	the	musicians,	and	when	there	was	an
unfavourable	notice	in	the	local	paper,	she	shed	tears,	and	then	went	to
the	editor's	office	to	set	things	right.

					The	actors	were	fond	of	her	and	used	to	call	her	"Vanitchka	and	I,"
and	"the	darling";	she	was	sorry	for	them	and	used	to	lend	them	small
sums	of	money,	and	if	they	deceived	her,	she	used	to	shed	a	few	tears	in
private,	but	did	not	complain	to	her	husband.

					They	got	on	well	in	the	winter	too.	They	took	the	theatre	in	the	town	
for	the	whole	winter,	and	let	it	for	short	terms	to	a	Little	Russian	company,	
or	to	a	conjurer,	or	to	a	local	dramatic	society.	Olenka	grew	stouter,	and
was	always	beaming	with	satisfaction,	while	Kukin	grew	thinner	and
yellower,	and	continually	complained	of	their	terrible	losses,	although	he
had	not	done	badly	all	the	winter.	He	used	to	cough	at	night,	and	she
used	to	give	him	hot	raspberry	tea	or	lime-flower	water,	to	rub	him	with
eau-de-Cologne	and	to	wrap	him	in	her	warm	shawls.

					"You're	such	a	sweet	pet!"	she	used	to	say	with	perfect	sincerity,	
stroking	his	hair.	"You're	such	a	pretty	dear!"

					Towards	Lent	he	went	to	Moscow	to	collect	a	new	troupe,	and	without	



him	she	could	not	sleep,	but	sat	all	night	at	her	window,	looking	at	the	
stars,	and	she	compared	herself	with	the	hens,	who	are	awake	all	night	
and	uneasy	when	the	cock	is	not	in	the	hen-house.	Kukin	was	detained	in
Moscow,	and	wrote	that	he	would	be	back	at	Easter,	adding	some
instructions	about	the	Tivoli.	But	on	the	Sunday	before	Easter,	late	in	the
evening,	came	a	sudden	ominous	knock	at	the	gate;	some	one	was
hammering	on	the	gate	as	though	on	a	barrel	--	boom,	boom,	boom!	The
drowsy	cook	went	flopping	with	her	bare	feet	through	the	puddles,	as	she
ran	to	open	the	gate.

					"Please	open,"	said	some	one	outside	in	a	thick	bass.	"There	is	a
telegram	for	you."

					Olenka	had	received	telegrams	from	her	husband	before,	but	this	time
for	some	reason	she	felt	numb	with	terror.	With	shaking	hands	she
opened	the	telegram	and	read	as	follows:

					"IVAN	PETROVITCH	DIED	SUDDENLY	TO-DAY.	AWAITING	IMMATE	
INSTRUCTIONS	FUFUNERAL	TUESDAY."

					That	was	how	it	was	written	in	the	telegram	--	"fufuneral,"	and	the
utterly	incomprehensible	word	"immate."	It	was	signed	by	the	stage
manager	of	the	operatic	company.

					"My	darling!"	sobbed	Olenka.	"Vanka,	my	precious,	my	darling!	Why
did	I	ever	meet	you!	Why	did	I	know	you	and	love	you!	Your	poor	heart-
broken	Olenka	is	alone	without	you!"

Kukin's	funeral	took	place	on	Tuesday	in	Moscow,	Olenka	returned	home
on	Wednesday,	and	as	soon	as	she	got	indoors,	she	threw	herself	on	her
bed	and	sobbed	so	loudly	that	it	could	be	heard	next	door,	and	in	the
street.	"Poor	darling!"	the	neighbours	said,	as	they	crossed	themselves.
"Olga	Semyonovna,	poor	darling!	How	she	does	take	on!"

					Three	months	later	Olenka	was	coming	home	from	mass,	melancholy
and	in	deep	mourning.	It	happened	that	one	of	her	neighbours,	Vassily
Andreitch	Pustovalov,	returning	home	from	church,	walked	back	beside
her.	He	was	the	manager	at	Babakayev's,	the	timber	merchant's.	He
wore	a	straw	hat,	a	white	waistcoat,	and	a	gold	watch-chain,	and	looked
more	a	country	gentleman	than	a	man	in	trade.



					"Everything	happens	as	it	is	ordained,	Olga	Semyonovna,"	he	said
gravely,	with	a	sympathetic	note	in	his	voice;	"and	if	any	of	our	dear	ones
die,	it	must	be	because	it	is	the	will	of	God,	so	we	ought	have	fortitude
and	bear	it	submissively."

					After	seeing	Olenka	to	her	gate,	he	said	good-bye	and	went	on.	All
day	afterwards	she	heard	his	sedately	dignified	voice,	and	whenever	she
shut	her	eyes	she	saw	his	dark	beard.	She	liked	him	very	much.	And
apparently	she	had	made	an	impression	on	him	too,	for	not	long
afterwards	an	elderly	lady,	with	whom	she	was	only	slightly	acquainted,
came	to	drink	coffee	with	her,	and	as	soon	as	she	was	seated	at	table
began	to	talk	about	Pustovalov,	saying	that	he	was	an	excellent	man
whom	one	could	thoroughly	depend	upon,	and	that	any	girl	would	be	glad
to	marry	him.	Three	days	later	Pustovalov	came	himself.	He	did	not	stay
long,	only	about	ten	minutes,	and	he	did	not	say	much,	but	when	he	left,
Olenka	loved	him	--	loved	him	so	much	that	she	lay	awake	all	night	in	a
perfect	fever,	and	in	the	morning	she	sent	for	the	elderly	lady.	The	match
was	quickly	arranged,	and	then	came	the	wedding.

					Pustovalov	and	Olenka	got	on	very	well	together	when	they	were
married.

					Usually	he	sat	in	the	office	till	dinner-time,	then	he	went	out	on	
business,	while	Olenka	took	his	place,	and	sat	in	the	office	till	evening,
making	up	accounts	and	booking	orders.

					"Timber	gets	dearer	every	year;	the	price	rises	twenty	per	cent,"	she	
would	say	to	her	customers	and	friends.	"Only	fancy	we	used	to	sell	local	
timber,	and	now	Vassitchka	always	has	to	go	for	wood	to	the	Mogilev	
district.	And	the	freight!"	she	would	add,	covering	her	cheeks	with	her	
hands	in	horror.	"The	freight!"					It	seemed	to	her	that	she	had	been	in	
the	timber	trade	for	ages	and	ages,	and	that	the	most	important	and	
necessary	thing	in	life	was	timber;	and	there	was	something	intimate	and	
touching	to	her	in	the	very	sound	of	words	such	as	"baulk,"	"post,"	
"beam,"	"pole,"	"scantling,"	"batten,"	"lath,"	"plank,"	etc.

					At	night	when	she	was	asleep	she	dreamed	of	perfect	mountains	of	
planks	and	boards,	and	long	strings	of	wagons,	carting	timber	
somewhere	far	away.	She	dreamed	that	a	whole	regiment	of	six-inch	
beams	forty	feet	high,	standing	on	end,	was	marching	upon	the	timber-



yard;	that	logs,	beams,	and	boards	knocked	together	with	the	resounding	
crash	of	dry	wood,	kept	falling	and	getting	up	again,	piling	themselves	on	
each	other.	Olenka	cried	out	in	her	sleep,	and	Pustovalov	said	to	her
tenderly:	"Olenka,	what's	the	matter,	darling?	Cross	yourself!"

					Her	husband's	ideas	were	hers.	If	he	thought	the	room	was	too	hot,	or	
that	business	was	slack,	she	thought	the	same.	Her	husband	did	not	care	
for	entertainments,	and	on	holidays	he	stayed	at	home.	She	did	likewise.

					"You	are	always	at	home	or	in	the	office,"	her	friends	said	to	her.	"You	
should	go	to	the	theatre,	darling,	or	to	the	circus."

					"Vassitchka	and	I	have	no	time	to	go	to	theatres,"	she	would	answer
sedately.	"We	have	no	time	for	nonsense.	What's	the	use	of	these
theatres?"

					On	Saturdays	Pustovalov	and	she	used	to	go	to	the	evening	service;
on	holidays	to	early	mass,	and	they	walked	side	by	side	with	softened
faces	as	they	came	home	from	church.	There	was	a	pleasant	fragrance
about	them	both,	and	her	silk	dress	rustled	agreeably.	At	home	they
drank	tea,	with	fancy	bread	and	jams	of	various	kinds,	and	afterwards
they	ate	pie.	Every	day	at	twelve	o'clock	there	was	a	savoury	smell	of
beet-root	soup	and	of	mutton	or	duck	in	their	yard,	and	on	fast-days	of
fish,	and	no	one	could	pass	the	gate	without	feeling	hungry.	In	the	office
the	samovar	was	always	boiling,	and	customers	were	regaled	with	tea
and	cracknels.	Once	a	week	the	couple	went	to	the	baths	and	returned
side	by	side,	both	red	in	the	face.

					"Yes,	we	have	nothing	to	complain	of,	thank	God,"	Olenka	used	to	say
to	her	acquaintances.	"I	wish	every	one	were	as	well	off	as	Vassitchka
and	I."

					When	Pustovalov	went	away	to	buy	wood	in	the	Mogilev	district,	she
missed	him	dreadfully,	lay	awake	and	cried.	A	young	veterinary	surgeon
in	the	army,	called	Smirnin,	to	whom	they	had	let	their	lodge,	used
sometimes	to	come	in	in	the	evening.	He	used	to	talk	to	her	and	play
cards	with	her,	and	this	entertained	her	in	her	husband's	absence.	She
was	particularly	interested	in	what	he	told	her	of	his	home	life.	He	was
married	and	had	a	little	boy,	but	was	separated	from	his	wife	because
she	had	been	unfaithful	to	him,	and	now	he	hated	her	and	used	to	send



her	forty	roubles	a	month	for	the	maintenance	of	their	son.	And	hearing	of
all	this,	Olenka	sighed	and	shook	her	head.	She	was	sorry	for	him.

					"Well,	God	keep	you,"	she	used	to	say	to	him	at	parting,	as	she	
lighted	him	down	the	stairs	with	a	candle.	"Thank	you	for	coming	to	cheer	
me	up,	and	may	the	Mother	of	God	give	you	health."

					And	she	always	expressed	herself	with	the	same	sedateness	and	
dignity,	the	same	reasonableness,	in	imitation	of	her	husband.	As	the	
veterinary	surgeon	was	disappearing	behind	the	door	below,	she	would
say:

					"You	know,	Vladimir	Platonitch,	you'd	better	make	it	up	with	your	wife.
You	should	forgive	her	for	the	sake	of	your	son.	You	may	be	sure	the	little
fellow	understands."

					And	when	Pustovalov	came	back,	she	told	him	in	a	low	voice	about
the	veterinary	surgeon	and	his	unhappy	home	life,	and	both	sighed	and
shook	their	heads	and	talked	about	the	boy,	who,	no	doubt,	missed	his
father,	and	by	some	strange	connection	of	ideas,	they	went	up	to	the	holy
ikons,	bowed	to	the	ground	before	them	and	prayed	that	God	would	give
them	children.

					And	so	the	Pustovalovs	lived	for	six	years	quietly	and	peaceably	in
love	and	complete	harmony.

But	behold!	one	winter	day	after	drinking	hot	tea	in	the	office,	Vassily
Andreitch	went	out	into	the	yard	without	his	cap	on	to	see	about	sending
off	some	timber,	caught	cold	and	was	taken	ill.	He	had	the	best	doctors,
but	he	grew	worse	and	died	after	four	months'	illness.	And	Olenka	was	a
widow	once	more.

					"I've	nobody,	now	you've	left	me,	my	darling,"	she	sobbed,	after	her	
husband's	funeral.	"How	can	I	live	without	you,	in	wretchedness	and
	misery!	Pity	me,	good	people,	all	alone	in	the	world!"

					She	went	about	dressed	in	black	with	long	"weepers,"	and	gave	up	
wearing	hat	and	gloves	for	good.	She	hardly	ever	went	out,	except	to	
church,	or	to	her	husband's	grave,	and	led	the	life	of	a	nun.	It	was	not	till	
six	months	later	that	she	took	off	the	weepers	and	opened	the	shutters	of	
the	windows.	She	was	sometimes	seen	in	the	mornings,	going	with	her	



cook	to	market	for	provisions,	but	what	went	on	in	her	house	and	how	
she	lived	now	could	only	be	surmised.	People	guessed,	from	seeing	her	
drinking	tea	in	her	garden	with	the	veterinary	surgeon,	who	read	the	
newspaper	aloud	to	her,	and	from	the	fact	that,	meeting	a	lady	she	knew	
at	the	post-office,	she	said	to	her:

					"There	is	no	proper	veterinary	inspection	in	our	town,	and	that's	the	
cause	of	all	sorts	of	epidemics.	One	is	always	hearing	of	people's	getting	
infection	from	the	milk	supply,	or	catching	diseases	from	horses	and	
cows.	The	health	of	domestic	animals	ought	to	be	as	well	cared	for	as	the
health	of	human	beings."

					She	repeated	the	veterinary	surgeon's	words,	and	was	of	the	same	
opinion	as	he	about	everything.	It	was	evident	that	she	could	not	live	a	
year	without	some	attachment,	and	had	found	new	happiness	in	the	
lodge.	In	any	one	else	this	would	have	been	censured,	but	no	one	could	
think	ill	of	Olenka;	everything	she	did	was	so	natural.	Neither	she	nor	the
veterinary	surgeon	said	anything	to	other	people	of	the	change	in	their
relations,	and	tried,	indeed,	to	conceal	it,	but	without	success,	for	Olenka
could	not	keep	a	secret.	When	he	had	visitors,	men	serving	in	his
regiment,	and	she	poured	out	tea	or	served	the	supper,	she	would	begin
talking	of	the	cattle	plague,	of	the	foot	and	mouth	disease,	and	of	the
municipal	slaughterhouses.	He	was	dreadfully	embarrassed,	and	when
the	guests	had	gone,	he	would	seize	her	by	the	hand	and	hiss	angrily:

"I've	asked	you	before	not	to	talk	about	what	you	don't	understand.	When
we	veterinary	surgeons	are	talking	among	ourselves,	please	don't	put
your	word	in.	It's	really	annoying."

					And	she	would	look	at	him	with	astonishment	and	dismay,	and	ask	
him	in	alarm:	"But,	Voloditchka,	what	am	I	to	talk	about?"

					And	with	tears	in	her	eyes	she	would	embrace	him,	begging	him	not	to	
be	angry,	and	they	were	both	happy.

					But	this	happiness	did	not	last	long.	The	veterinary	surgeon	departed,	
departed	for	ever	with	his	regiment,	when	it	was	transferred	to	a	distant	
place	--	to	Siberia,	it	may	be.	And	Olenka	was	left	alone.

					Now	she	was	absolutely	alone.	Her	father	had	long	been	dead,	and	
his	armchair	lay	in	the	attic,	covered	with	dust	and	lame	of	one	leg.	She	



got	thinner	and	plainer,	and	when	people	met	her	in	the	street	they	did	
not	look	at	her	as	they	used	to,	and	did	not	smile	to	her;	evidently	her
	best	years	were	over	and	left	behind,	and	now	a	new	sort	of	life	had
begun	for	her,	which	did	not	bear	thinking	about.	In	the	evening	Olenka
sat	in	the	porch,	and	heard	the	band	playing	and	the	fireworks	popping	in
the	Tivoli,	but	now	the	sound	stirred	no	response.	She	looked	into	her
yard	without	interest,	thought	of	nothing,	wished	for	nothing,	and
afterwards,	when	night	came	on	she	went	to	bed	and	dreamed	of	her
empty	yard.	She	ate	and	drank	as	it	were	unwillingly.

					And	what	was	worst	of	all,	she	had	no	opinions	of	any	sort.	She	saw	
the	objects	about	her	and	understood	what	she	saw,	but	could	not	form	
any	opinion	about	them,	and	did	not	know	what	to	talk	about.	And	how	
awful	it	is	not	to	have	any	opinions!	One	sees	a	bottle,	for	instance,	or	the	
rain,	or	a	peasant	driving	in	his	cart,	but	what	the	bottle	is	for,	or	the	rain,	
or	the	peasant,	and	what	is	the	meaning	of	it,	one	can't	say,	and	could	
not	even	for	a	thousand	roubles.	When	she	had	Kukin,	or	Pustovalov,	or
the	veterinary	surgeon,	Olenka	could	explain	everything,	and	give	her
opinion	about	anything	you	like,	but	now	there	was	the	same	emptiness
in	her	brain	and	in	her	heart	as	there	was	in	her	yard	outside.	And	it	was
as	harsh	and	as	bitter	as	wormwood	in	the	mouth.

Little	by	little	the	town	grew	in	all	directions.	The	road	became	a	street,
and	where	the	Tivoli	and	the	timber-yard	had	been,	there	were	new
turnings	and	houses.	How	rapidly	time	passes!	Olenka's	house	grew
dingy,	the	roof	got	rusty,	the	shed	sank	on	one	side,	and	the	whole	yard
was	overgrown	with	docks	and	stinging-nettles.	Olenka	herself	had
grown	plain	and	elderly;	in	summer	she	sat	in	the	porch,	and	her	soul,	as
before,	was	empty	and	dreary	and	full	of	bitterness.	In	winter	she	sat	at
her	window	and	looked	at	the	snow.	When	she	caught	the	scent	of
spring,	or	heard	the	chime	of	the	church	bells,	a	sudden	rush	of
memories	from	the	past	came	over	her,	there	was	a	tender	ache	in	her
heart,	and	her	eyes	brimmed	over	with	tears;	but	this	was	only	for	a
minute,	and	then	came	emptiness	again	and	the	sense	of	the	futility	of
life.	The	black	kitten,	Briska,	rubbed	against	her	and	purred	softly,	but
Olenka	was	not	touched	by	these	feline	caresses.	That	was	not	what	she
needed.	She	wanted	a	love	that	would	absorb	her	whole	being,	her	whole
soul	and	reason	--	that	would	give	her	ideas	and	an	object	in	life,	and



would	warm	her	old	blood.	And	she	would	shake	the	kitten	off	her	skirt
and	say	with	vexation:

					"Get	along;	I	don't	want	you!"

					And	so	it	was,	day	after	day	and	year	after	year,	and	no	joy,	and	no	
opinions.	Whatever	Mavra,	the	cook,	said	she	accepted.

					One	hot	July	day,	towards	evening,	just	as	the	cattle	were	being	
driven	away,	and	the	whole	yard	was	full	of	dust,	some	one	suddenly
knocked	at	the	gate.	Olenka	went	to	open	it	herself	and	was
dumbfounded	when	she	looked	out:	she	saw	Smirnin,	the	veterinary
surgeon,	grey-headed,	and	dressed	as	a	civilian.	She	suddenly
remembered	everything.	She	could	not	help	crying	and	letting	her	head
fall	on	his	breast	without	uttering	a	word,	and	in	the	violence	of	her
feeling	she	did	not	notice	how	they	both	walked	into	the	house	and	sat
down	to	tea.

					"My	dear	Vladimir	Platonitch!	What	fate	has	brought	you?"	she
muttered,	trembling	with	joy.

					"I	want	to	settle	here	for	good,	Olga	Semyonovna,"	he	told	her.	"I	have
resigned	my	post,	and	have	come	to	settle	down	and	try	my	luck	on	my
own	account.	Besides,	it's	time	for	my	boy	to	go	to	school.	He's	a	big	boy.
I	am	reconciled	with	my	wife,	you	know."

		"Where	is	she?'	asked	Olenka.

					"She's	at	the	hotel	with	the	boy,	and	I'm	looking	for	lodgings."

					"Good	gracious,	my	dear	soul!	Lodgings?	Why	not	have	my	house?	
Why	shouldn't	that	suit	you?	Why,	my	goodness,	I	wouldn't	take	any	
rent!"	cried	Olenka	in	a	flutter,	beginning	to	cry	again.	"You	live	here,	and
the	lodge	will	do	nicely	for	me.	Oh	dear!	how	glad	I	am!"

					Next	day	the	roof	was	painted	and	the	walls	were	whitewashed,	and
	Olenka,	with	her	arms	akimbo	walked	about	the	yard	giving	directions.
Her	face	was	beaming	with	her	old	smile,	and	she	was	brisk	and	alert	as
though	she	had	waked	from	a	long	sleep.	The	veterinary's	wife	arrived	--
a	thin,	plain	lady,	with	short	hair	and	a	peevish	expression.	With	her	was
her	little	Sasha,	a	boy	of	ten,	small	for	his	age,	blue-eyed,	chubby,	with
dimples	in	his	cheeks.	And	scarcely	had	the	boy	walked	into	the	yard



when	he	ran	after	the	cat,	and	at	once	there	was	the	sound	of	his	gay,
joyous	laugh.

					"Is	that	your	puss,	auntie?"	he	asked	Olenka.	"When	she	has	little
ones,	do	give	us	a	kitten.	Mamma	is	awfully	afraid	of	mice."

					Olenka	talked	to	him,	and	gave	him	tea.	Her	heart	warmed	and	there
was	a	sweet	ache	in	her	bosom,	as	though	the	boy	had	been	her	own
child.	And	when	he	sat	at	the	table	in	the	evening,	going	over	his	lessons,
she	looked	at	him	with	deep	tenderness	and	pity	as	she	murmured	to
herself:

					"You	pretty	pet!	...	my	precious!	...	Such	a	fair	little	thing,	and	so
clever."

					"	'An	island	is	a	piece	of	land	which	is	entirely	surrounded	by	water,'	"
he	read	aloud.

					"An	island	is	a	piece	of	land,"	she	repeated,	and	this	was	the	first	
opinion	to	which	she	gave	utterance	with	positive	conviction	after	so	
many	years	of	silence	and	dearth	of	ideas.

					Now	she	had	opinions	of	her	own,	and	at	supper	she	talked	to	
Sasha's	parents,	saying	how	difficult	the	lessons	were	at	the	high	
schools,	but	that	yet	the	high	school	was	better	than	a	commercial	one,	
since	with	a	high-school	education	all	careers	were	open	to	one,	such	as
being	a	doctor	or	an	engineer.

					Sasha	began	going	to	the	high	school.	His	mother	departed	to	Harkov
to	her	sister's	and	did	not	return;	his	father	used	to	go	off	every	day	to
inspect	cattle,	and	would	often	be	away	from	home	for	three	days
together,	and	it	seemed	to	Olenka	as	though	Sasha	was	entirely
abandoned,	that	he	was	not	wanted	at	home,	that	he	was	being	starved,
and	she	carried	him	off	to	her	lodge	and	gave	him	a	little	room	there.

					And	for	six	months	Sasha	had	lived	in	the	lodge	with	her.	Every	
morning	Olenka	came	into	his	bedroom	and	found	him	fast	asleep,
sleeping	noiselessly	with	his	hand	under	his	cheek.	She	was	sorry	to
wake	him.

					"Sashenka,"	she	would	say	mournfully,	"get	up,	darling.	It's	time	for
school."



					He	would	get	up,	dress	and	say	his	prayers,	and	then	sit	down	to	
breakfast,	drink	three	glasses	of	tea,	and	eat	two	large	cracknels	and	a	
half	a	buttered	roll.	All	this	time	he	was	hardly	awake	and	a	little	ill-
humoured	in	consequence.

					"You	don't	quite	know	your	fable,	Sashenka,"	Olenka	would	say,
looking	at	him	as	though	he	were	about	to	set	off	on	a	long	journey.
"What	a	lot	of	trouble	I	have	with	you!	You	must	work	and	do	your	best,
darling,	and	obey	your	teachers."

					"Oh,	do	leave	me	alone!"	Sasha	would	say.

					Then	he	would	go	down	the	street	to	school,	a	little	figure,	wearing	a	
big	cap	and	carrying	a	satchel	on	his	shoulder.	Olenka	would	follow	him
noiselessly.

					"Sashenka!"	she	would	call	after	him,	and	she	would	pop	into	his	hand
a	date	or	a	caramel.	When	he	reached	the	street	where	the	school	was,
he	would	feel	ashamed	of	being	followed	by	a	tall,	stout	woman,	he
would	turn	round	and	say:

					"You'd	better	go	home,	auntie.	I	can	go	the	rest	of	the	way	alone."

					She	would	stand	still	and	look	after	him	fixedly	till	he	had	disappeared	
at	the	school-gate.

					Ah,	how	she	loved	him!	Of	her	former	attachments	not	one	had	been	
so	deep;	never	had	her	soul	surrendered	to	any	feeling	so	
spontaneously,	so	disinterestedly,	and	so	joyously	as	now	that	her	
maternal	instincts	were	aroused.	For	this	little	boy	with	the	dimple	in	his	
cheek	and	the	big	school	cap,	she	would	have	given	her	whole	life,	she	
would	have	given	it	with	joy	and	tears	of	tenderness.	Why?	Who	can	tell
why?

					When	she	had	seen	the	last	of	Sasha,	she	returned	home,	contented	
and	serene,	brimming	over	with	love;	her	face,	which	had	grown	younger	
during	the	last	six	months,	smiled	and	beamed;	people	meeting	her
looked	at	her	with	pleasure.

					"Good-morning,	Olga	Semyonovna,	darling.	How	are	you,	darling?"

					"The	lessons	at	the	high	school	are	very	difficult	now,"	she	would	
relate	at	the	market.	"It's	too	much;	in	the	first	class	yesterday	they	gave	



him	a	fable	to	learn	by	heart,	and	a	Latin	translation	and	a	problem.	You	
know	it's	too	much	for	a	little	chap."

					And	she	would	begin	talking	about	the	teachers,	the	lessons,	and	the	
school	books,	saying	just	what	Sasha	said.

At	three	o'clock	they	had	dinner	together:	in	the	evening	they	learned
their	lessons	together	and	cried.	When	she	put	him	to	bed,	she	would
stay	a	long	time	making	the	Cross	over	him	and	murmuring	a	prayer;
then	she	would	go	to	bed	and	dream	of	that	far-away	misty	future	when
Sasha	would	finish	his	studies	and	become	a	doctor	or	an	engineer,
would	have	a	big	house	of	his	own	with	horses	and	a	carriage,	would	get
married	and	have	children	...	She	would	fall	asleep	still	thinking	of	the
same	thing,	and	tears	would	run	down	her	cheeks	from	her	closed	eyes,
while	the	black	cat	lay	purring	beside	her:	"Mrr,	mrr,	mrr."

					Suddenly	there	would	come	a	loud	knock	at	the	gate.

					Olenka	would	wake	up	breathless	with	alarm,	her	heart	throbbing.	Half
a	minute	later	would	come	another	knock.

					"It	must	be	a	telegram	from	Harkov,"	she	would	think,	beginning	to
tremble	from	head	to	foot.	"Sasha's	mother	is	sending	for	him	from
Harkov	...	Oh,	mercy	on	us!"

					She	was	in	despair.	Her	head,	her	hands,	and	her	feet	would	turn	chill,	
and	she	would	feel	that	she	was	the	most	unhappy	woman	in	the	world.
But	another	minute	would	pass,	voices	would	be	heard:	it	would	turn	out
to	be	the	veterinary	surgeon	coming	home	from	the	club.

					"Well,	thank	God!"	she	would	think.

					And	gradually	the	load	in	her	heart	would	pass	off,	and	she	would	feel	
at	ease.	She	would	go	back	to	bed	thinking	of	Sasha,	who	lay	sound	
asleep	in	the	next	room,	sometimes	crying	out	in	his	sleep:

					"I'll	give	it	you!	Get	away!	Shut	up!"
	

5.	Hearts	and	Hands	O’	Henry

6.	The	Necklace	Guy	De	Maupassant



7.	The	Secret	Sharer	Joseph	Conrad

8.	The	Other	Side	of	the	Hedge	E.	M.	Forster

9.	Eveline	James	Joyce

10.	The	Three	Questions	Leo	Tolstoy

It	once	occurred	to	a	certain	king	that	if	he	always	knew	the	right	time	to
begin	everything;	if	he	knew	who	were	the	right	people	to	listen	to,	and
whom	to	avoid;	and,	above	all,	if	he	always	knew	what	was	the	most
important	thing	to	do,	he	would	never	fail	in	anything	he	might	undertake.

And	this	thought	having	occurred	to	him,	he	had	it	proclaimed	throughout
his	kingdom	that	he	would	give	a	great	reward	to	anyone	who	would
teach	him	what	was	the	right	time	for	every	action,	and	who	were	the
most	necessary	people,	and	how	he	might	know	what	was	the	most
important	thing	to	do.

And	learned	men	came	to	the	king,	but	they	all	answered	his	questions
differently.

In	reply	to	the	first	question,	some	said	that	to	know	the	right	time	for
every	action,	one	must	draw	up	in	advance	a	table	of	days,	months,	and
years,	and	must	live	strictly	according	to	it.	Only	thus,	said	they,	could
everything	be	done	at	its	proper	time.	Others	declared	that	it	was
impossible	to	decide	beforehand	the	right	time	for	every	action,	but	that,
not	letting	oneself	be	absorbed	in	idle	pastimes,	one	should	always
attend	to	all	that	was	going	on,	and	then	do	what	was	most	needful.
Others,	again,	said	that	however	attentive	the	king	might	be	to	what	was
going	on,	it	was	impossible	for	one	man	to	decide	correctly	the	right	time
for	every	action,	but	that	he	should	have	a	council	of	wise	men	who
would	help	him	to	fix	the	proper	time	for	everything.

But	then	again	others	said	there	were	some	things	which	could	not	wait
to	be	laid	before	a	council,	but	about	which	one	had	at	once	to	decide
whether	to	undertake	them	or	not.	But	in	order	to	decide	that,	one	must
know	beforehand	what	was	going	to	happen.	It	is	only	magicians	who
know	that;	and,	therefore,	in	order	to	know	the	right	time	for	every	action,
one	must	consult	magicians.

Equally	various	were	the	answers	to	the	second	question.	Some	said	the



people	the	king	most	needed	were	his	councilors;	others,	the	priests;
others,	the	doctors;	while	some	said	the	warriors	were	the	most
necessary.

To	the	third	question,	as	to	what	was	the	most	important	occupation,
some	replied	that	the	most	important	thing	in	the	world	was	science.
Others	said	it	was	skill	in	warfare;	and	others,	again,	that	it	was	religious
worship.

All	the	answers	being	different,	the	king	agreed	with	none	of	them,	and
gave	the	reward	to	none.	But	still	wishing	to	find	the	right	answers	to	his
questions,	he	decided	to	consult	a	hermit,	widely	renowned	for	his
wisdom.

The	hermit	lived	in	a	wood	which	he	never	quitted,	and	he	received	none
but	common	folk.	So	the	king	put	on	simple	clothes	and,	before	reaching
the	hermit’s	cell,	dismounted	from	his	horse.	Leaving	his	bodyguard
behind,	he	went	on	alone.

When	the	king	approached,	the	hermit	was	digging	the	ground	in	front	of
his	hut.	Seeing	the	king,	he	greeted	him	and	went	on	digging.	The	hermit
was	frail	and	weak,	and	each	time	he	stuck	his	spade	into	the	ground	and
turned	a	little	earth,	he	breathed	heavily.

The	king	went	up	to	him	and	said:	“I	have	come	to	you,	wise	hermit,	to
ask	you	to	answer	three	questions:	How	can	I	learn	to	do	the	right	thing
at	the	right	time?	Who	are	the	people	I	most	need,	and	to	whom	should	I,
therefore,	pay	more	attention	than	to	the	rest?	And,	what	affairs	are	the
most	important	and	need	my	first	attention?”

The	hermit	listened	to	the	king,	but	answered	nothing.	He	just	spat	on	his
hand	and	recommenced	digging.

“You	are	tired,”	said	the	king,	“let	me	take	the	spade	and	work	awhile	for
you.”

“Thanks!”	said	the	hermit,	and,	giving	the	spade	to	the	king,	he	sat	down
on	the	ground.

When	he	had	dug	two	beds,	the	king	stopped	and	repeated	his
questions.	The	hermit	again	gave	no	answer,	but	rose,	stretched	out	his
hand	for	the	spade,	and	said:



“Now	rest	awhile	–	and	let	me	work	a	bit.”

But	the	king	did	not	give	him	the	spade,	and	continued	to	dig.	One	hour
passed,	and	another.	The	sun	began	to	sink	behind	the	trees,	and	the
king	at	last	stuck	the	spade	into	the	ground,	and	said:
	

“I	came	to	you,	wise	man,	for	an	answer	to	my	questions.	If	you	can	give
me	none,	tell	me	so,	and	I	will	return	home.”

“Here	comes	someone	running,”	said	the	hermit.	“Let	us	see	who	it	is.”

The	king	turned	round	and	saw	a	bearded	man	come	running	out	of	the
wood.	The	man	held	his	hands	pressed	against	his	stomach,	and	blood
was	flowing	from	under	them.	When	he	reached	the	king,	he	fell	fainting
on	the	ground,	moaning	feebly.	The	king	and	the	hermit	unfastened	the
man’s	clothing.	There	was	a	large	wound	in	his	stomach.	The	king
washed	it	as	best	he	could,	and	bandaged	it	with	his	handkerchief	and
with	a	towel	the	hermit	had.	But	the	blood	would	not	stop	flowing,	and	the
king	again	and	again	removed	the	bandage	soaked	with	warm	blood,	and
washed	and	re-bandaged	the	wound.	When	at	last	the	blood	ceased
flowing,	the	man	revived	and	asked	for	something	to	drink.	The	king
brought	fresh	water	and	gave	it	to	him.	Meanwhile	the	sun	had	set,	and	it
had	become	cool.	So	the	king,	with	the	hermit’s	help,	carried	the
wounded	man	into	the	hut	and	laid	him	on	the	bed.	Lying	on	the	bed,	the
man	closed	his	eyes	and	was	quiet;	but	the	king	was	so	tired	from	his
walk	and	from	the	work	he	had	done	that	he	crouched	down	on	the
threshold,	and	also	fell	asleep	–	so	soundly	that	he	slept	all	through	the
short	summer	night.

When	he	awoke	in	the	morning,	it	was	long	before	he	could	remember
where	he	was,	or	who	was	the	strange	bearded	man	lying	on	the	bed	and
gazing	intently	at	him	with	shining	eyes.

“Forgive	me!”	said	the	bearded	man	in	a	weak	voice,	when	he	saw	that
the	king	was	awake	and	was	looking	at	him.

“I	do	not	know	you,	and	have	nothing	to	forgive	you	for,”	said	the	king.

“You	do	not	know	me,	but	I	know	you.	I	am	that	enemy	of	yours	who
swore	to	revenge	himself	on	you,	because	you	executed	his	brother	and



seized	his	property.	I	knew	you	had	gone	alone	to	see	the	hermit,	and	I
resolved	to	kill	you	on	your	way	back.	But	the	day	passed	and	you	did	not
return.	So	I	came	out	from	my	ambush	to	find	you,	and	came	upon	your
bodyguard,	and	they	recognized	me,	and	wounded	me.	I	escaped	from
them,	but	should	have	bled	to	death	had	you	not	dressed	my	wound.	I
wished	to	kill	you,	and	you	have	saved	my	life.	Now,	if	I	live,	and	if	you
wish	it,	I	will	serve	you	as	your	most	faithful	slave,	and	will	bid	my	sons
do	the	same.	Forgive	me!”

The	king	was	very	glad	to	have	made	peace	with	his	enemy	so	easily,
and	to	have	gained	him	for	a	friend,	and	he	not	only	forgave	him,	but	said
he	would	send	his	servants	and	his	own	physician	to	attend	him,	and
promised	to	restore	his	property.

Having	taken	leave	of	the	wounded	man,	the	king	went	out	into	the	porch
and	looked	around	for	the	hermit.	Before	going	away	he	wished	once
more	to	beg	an	answer	to	the	questions	he	had	put.	The	hermit	was
outside,	on	his	knees,	sowing	seeds	in	the	beds	that	had	been	dug	the
day	before.

The	king	approached	him	and	said,	“For	the	last	time,	I	pray	you	to
answer	my	questions,	wise	man.”

“You	have	already	been	answered!”	said	the	hermit,	still	crouching	on	his
thin	legs,	and	looking	up	at	the	king,	who	stood	before	him.

“How	answered?	What	do	you	mean?”	asked	the	king.

“Do	you	not	see?”	replied	the	hermit.	“If	you	had	not	pitied	my	weakness
yesterday,	and	had	not	dug	these	beds	for	me,	but	had	gone	your	way,
that	man	would	have	attacked	you,	and	you	would	have	repented	of	not
having	stayed	with	me.	So	the	most	important	time	was	when	you	were
digging	the	beds;	and	I	was	the	most	important	man;	and	to	do	me	good
was	your	most	important	business.	Afterwards,	when	that	man	ran	to	us,
the	most	important	time	was	when	you	were	attending	to	him,	for	if	you
had	not	bound	up	his	wounds	he	would	have	died	without	having	made
peace	with	you.	So	he	was	the	most	important	man,	and	what	you	did	for
him	was	your	most	important	business.	Remember	then:	there	is	only
one	time	that	is	important	–	now!	It	is	the	most	important	time	because	it
is	the	only	time	when	we	have	any	power.	The	most	necessary	person	is



the	one	with	whom	you	are,	for	no	man	knows	whether	he	will	ever	have
dealings	with	anyone	else:	and	the	most	important	affair	is	to	do	that
person	good,	because	for	that	purpose	alone	was	man	sent	into	this	life.”

11.	A	Hunger	Artist	Franz	Kafka

During	these	last	decades	the	interest	in	professional	fasting	has
markedly	diminished.	It	used	to	pay	very	well	to	stage	such	great
performances	under	one's	own	management,	but	today	that	is	quite
impossible.	We	live	in	a	different	world	now.	At	one	time	the	whole	town
took	a	lively	interest	in	the	hunger	artist;	from	day	to	day	of	his	fast	the
excitement	mounted;	everybody	wanted	to	see	him	at	least	once	a	day;
there	were	people	who	bought	season	tickets	for	the	last	few	days	and
sat	from	morning	till	night	in	front	of	his	small	barred	cage;	even	in	the
nighttime	there	were	visiting	hours,	when	the	whole	effect	was
heightened	by	torch	flares;	on	fine	days	the	cage	was	set	out	in	the	open
air,	and	then	it	was	the	children's	special	treat	to	see	the	hunger	artist;	for
their	elders	he	was	often	just	a	joke	that	happened	to	be	in	fashion,	but
the	children	stood	openmouthed,	holding	each	other's	hands	for	greater
security,	marveling	at	him	as	he	sat	there	pallid	in	black	tights,	with	his
ribs	sticking	out	so	prominently,	not	even	on	a	seat	but	down	among
straw	on	the	ground,	sometimes	giving	a	courteous	nod,	answering
questions	with	a	constrained	smile,	or	perhaps	stretching	an	arm	through
the	bars	so	that	one	might	feel	how	thin	it	was,	and	then	again
withdrawing	deep	into	himself,	paying	no	attention	to	anyone	or	anything,
not	even	to	the	all-important	striking	of	the	clock	that	was	the	only	piece
of	furniture	in	his	cage,	but	merely	staring	into	vacancy	with	half-shut
eyes,	now	and	then	taking	a	sip	from	a	tiny	glass	of	water	to	moisten	his
lips.
	

Besides	casual	onlookers	there	were	also	relays	of	permanent	watchers
selected	by	the	public,	ususally	butchers,	strangely	enough,	and	it	was
their	task	to	watch	the	hunger	artist	day	and	night,	three	of	them	at	a
time,	in	case	he	should	have	some	secret	recourse	to	nourishment.	This
was	nothing	but	a	formality,	instituted	to	reassure	the	masses,	for	the
initiates	knew	well	enough	that	during	his	fast	the	artist	would	never	in
any	circumstances,	not	even	under	forcible	compulsion,	swallow	the
smallest	morsel	of	food;	the	honor	of	his	profession	forbade	it.	Not	every



watcher,	of	course,	was	capable	of	understanding	this,	there	were	often
groups	of	night	watchers	who	were	very	lax	in	carrying	out	their	duties
and	deliberately	hudled	together	in	a	retired	corner	to	play	cards	with
great	absorption,	obviously	intending	to	give	the	hunger	artist	the	chance
of	a	little	refreshment,	which	they	supposed	he	could	draw	from	some
private	hoard.	Nothing	annoyed	the	artist	more	than	such	watchers;	they
made	him	miserable;	they	made	his	fast	seem	unendurable;	sometimes
he	mastered	his	feebleness	sufficiently	to	sing	during	their	watch	for	as
long	as	he	could	keep	going,	to	show	them	how	unjust	their	suspicions
were.	But	that	was	of	little	use;	they	only	wondered	at	his	cleverness	in
being	able	to	fill	his	mouth	even	while	singing.	Much	more	to	his	taste
were	the	watchers	who	sat	up	close	to	the	bars,	who	were	not	content
with	the	dim	night	lighting	of	the	hall	but	focused	him	in	the	full	glare	of
the	electric	pocket	torch	given	them	by	the	impresario.	The	harsh	light	did
not	trouble	him	at	all,	in	any	case	he	could	never	sleep	properly,and	he
could	always	drowse	a	little,	even	when	the	hall	was	thronged	with	noisy
onlookers.	He	was	quite	happy	at	the	prospect	of	spending	a	sleepless
night	with	such	watchers;	he	was	ready	to	exchange	jokes	with	them,	to
tell	them	stories	out	of	his	nomadic	life,	anything	at	all	to	keep	them
awake	and	demonstrate	to	them	that	he	had	no	eatables	in	his	cage	and
that	he	was	fasting	as	not	one	of	them	could	fast.	But	his	happiest
moment	was	when	the	morning	came	and	an	enormous	breakfast	was
brought	them,	at	his	expense,	on	which	they	flung	themselves	wit	hthe
keen	appetite	of	healthy	men	after	a	weary	night	of	wakefulness.	Of
course	there	were	people	who	argued	that	this	breakfast	was	an	unfair
attempt	to	bribe	the	watchers,	but	that	was	going	rather	too	far,	and	when
they	were	invited	to	take	on	a	night's	vigil	without	a	breakfast,	merely	for
the	sake	of	the	cause,	they	made	themselves	scarce,	although	they	stuck
stubbornly	to	their	suspicions.
	

Such	suspicions,	anyhow,	were	a	necessary	accompaniment	to	the
profession	of	fasting.	No	one	could	possibly	watch	the	hunger	artist
continuosly,	day	and	night,	and	so	no	one	could	produce	first-hand
evidence	that	the	fast	had	really	been	rigorous	and	continuous;	only	the
artist	himself	could	know	that,	he	was	therefore	bound	to	be	the	sole
completely	satisfied	spectator	of	his	own	fast.	Yet	for	other	reasons	he



was	never	satisfied;	it	was	not	perhaps	mere	fasting	that	had	brought	him
to	such	skeleton	thinness	that	many	people	had	regretfully	to	keep	away
from	his	exhibitions,	because	the	sight	of	him	was	too	much	for	them,
perhaps	it	was	dissatisfaction	with	himself	that	had	worn	him	down.	For
he	alone	knew,	what	no	other	initiate	knew,	how	easy	it	was	to	fast.	It	was
the	easiest	thing	in	the	world.	He	made	no	secret	of	this,	yet	people	did
not	believe	him.	At	the	best	they	set	him	down	as	modest,	most	of	them,
however,	thought	he	was	out	for	publicity	or	else	he	was	some	kind	of
cheat	who	found	it	easy	to	fast	because	he	had	discovered	a	way	of
making	it	easy,	and	then	had	the	impudence	to	admit	the	fact,	more	or
less.	He	had	to	put	up	with	all	that,	and	in	the	course	of	time	had	got
used	to	it,	but	his	inner	dissatisfaction	always	rankled,	and	never	yet,
after	any	term	of	fasting--this	must	be	granted	to	his	credit--had	he	left
the	cage	of	his	own	free	will.	The	longest	period	of	fasting	was	fixed	by
his	impresario	at	forty	days,	beyond	that	term	he	was	not	allowed	to	go,
not	even	in	great	cities,	and	there	was	good	reason	for	it,	too.	Experience
had	proved	that	for	about	forty	days	the	interest	of	the	public	could	be
stimulated	by	a	steadily	increasing	pressure	of	advertisment,	but	after
that	the	town	began	to	lose	interest,	sympathetic	support	began	notably
to	fall	off,	there	were	of	course	local	variations	as	between	one	town	and
another,	but	as	a	general	rule	forty	days	marked	the	limit.	So	on	the
fortieth	day	the	flower-bedecked	cage	was	opened,	enthusiastic
spectators	filled	the	hall,	a	military	band	played,	two	doctors	entered	the
cage	to	measure	the	results	of	the	fast,	which	were	announced	through	a
megaphone,	and	finally	two	young	ladies	appeared,	blissful	at	having
been	selected	for	the	honor,	to	help	the	hunger	artist	down	the	few	steps
leading	to	a	small	table	on	which	was	spread	a	carefully	chosen	invalid
repast.	And	at	this	very	moment	the	artist	always	turned	stubborn.	True,
he	would	entrust	his	bony	arms	to	the	outstretched	helping	hands	of	the
ladies	bending	over	him,	but	stand	up	he	would	not.	Why	stop	fasting	at
this	particular	moment,	after	forty	days	of	it?	He	had	held	out	for	a	long
time,	an	illimitably	long	time;	why	stop	now,	when	he	was	in	his	best
fasting	form,	or	rather,	not	yet	quite	in	his	best	fasting	form?	Why	should
he	be	cheated	of	the	fame	he	would	get	for	fasting	longer,	for	being	not
only	the	record	hunger	artist	of	all	time,	which	presumably	he	was
already,	but	for	beating	his	own	record	by	a	performance	beyond	human
imagination,	since	he	felt	that	there	were	no	limits	to	his	capacity	for



fasting?	His	public	pretended	to	admire	him	so	much,	why	should	it	have
so	little	patience	with	him;	if	he	could	endure	fasting	longer,	why	shouldn't
the	public	endure	it?	Besides,	he	was	tired,	and	now	he	was	supposed	to
lift	himself	to	his	full	height	and	go	down	to	a	meal	the	very	thought	of
which	gave	him	a	nausea	that	only	the	presence	of	the	ladies	kept	him
from	betraying,	and	even	that	with	an	effort.	And	he	looked	up	into	the
eyes	of	the	ladies	who	were	apparently	so	friendly	and	in	reality	so	cruel,
and	shook	his	head,	which	felt	too	heavy	on	its	strengthless	neck.	But
then	there	happened	yet	again	what	always	happened.	The	impresario
came	forward,	without	a	word--for	the	band	made	speech	impossible--
lifted	his	arms	in	the	air	above	the	artist,	as	if	inviting	Heaven	to	look
down	upon	its	creature	here	in	the	straw,	this	suffering	martyr,	which
indeed	he	was,	although	in	quite	another	sense;	grasped	him	around	the
emaciated	waist,	with	exaggerated	caution,	so	that	the	frail	condition	he
was	in	might	be	appreciated;	and	committed	him	to	the	care	of	the
blenching	ladies,	not	without	secretly	giving	him	a	shaking	so	that	his
legs	and	body	tottered	and	swayed.	The	artist	now	submitted	completely;
his	head	lolled	on	his	breast	as	if	it	had	landed	there	by	chance;	his	body
was	hollowed	out;	his	legs	in	a	spasm	of	self-preservation	clung	to	each
other	at	the	knees,	yet	scraped	on	the	ground	as	if	it	were	not	really	solid
ground,	as	if	they	were	only	trying	to	find	solid	ground;	and	the	whole
weight	of	his	body,	a	featherweight	after	all,	relapsed	onto	one	of	the
ladies,	who	looking	round	for	help	and	panting	a	little--this	post	of	honor
was	not	at	all	what	she	expected	it	to	be--first	stretched	her	neck	as	far
as	she	could	to	keep	her	face	at	least	free	from	contact	with	the	artist,
then	finding	this	impossible,	and	her	more	fortunate	companion	not
coming	to	her	aid,	but	merely	holding	extended	on	her	own	trembling
hand	the	little	bunch	of	knucklebones	that	was	the	artist's,	to	the	great
delight	of	the	spectators	burst	into	tears	and	had	to	be	replaced	by	an
attendant	who	had	long	been	stationed	in	readiness.	Then	came	the
food,	a	little	of	which	the	impresario	managed	to	get	between	the	artist's
lips,	while	he	sat	in	a	kind	of	half-fainting	trance,	to	the	accompaniment	of
cheerful	patter	designed	to	distract	the	public's	attention	from	the	artist's
condition;	after	that,	a	toast	was	drunk	to	the	public,	supposedly
prompted	by	a	whisper	from	the	artist	in	the	impresario's	ear;	the	band
confirmed	it	with	a	mighty	flourish,	the	spectators	melted	away,	and	no
one	had	any	cause	to	be	dissatisfied	with	the	proceedings,	no	one	except



the	hunger	artist	himself,	he	only,	as	always.
	

So	he	lived	for	many	years,	with	small	regular	intervals	of	recuperation,	in
visible	glory,	honored	by	all	the	world,	yet	in	spite	of	that	troubled	in	spirit,
and	all	the	more	troubled	because	no	one	would	take	his	trouble
seriously.	What	comfort	could	he	posibly	need?	What	more	could	he
possibly	wish	for?	And	if	some	good-natured	person,	feeling	sorry	for
him,	tried	to	console	him	by	pointing	out	that	his	melancholy	was
probably	caused	by	fasting,	it	could	happen,	especially	when	he	had
been	fasting	for	some	time,	that	he	reacted	with	an	outburst	of	fury	and	to
the	general	alarm	began	to	shake	the	bars	of	the	cage	like	a	wild	animal.
Yet	the	impresario	had	a	way	of	punishing	these	outbreaks	which	he
rather	enjoyed	putting	into	operation.	He	would	apologize	publicly	for	the
artist's	behavior,	which	was	only	to	be	excused,	he	admitted,	because	of
the	irritability	caused	by	fasting;	a	condition	hardly	to	be	understood	by
well-fed	people;	then	by	natural	transition	he	went	on	to	mention	the
artist's	equally	incomprehensible	boast	that	he	could	fast	for	much	longer
than	he	was	doing;	he	praised	the	high	ambition,	the	good	will,	the	great
self-denial	undoubtedly	implicit	in	such	a	statement;	and	then	quite
simply	countered	it	by	bringing	out	photographs,	which	were	also	on	sale
to	the	public,	showing	the	artist	on	the	fortieth	day	of	a	fast	lying	in	bed
almost	dead	from	exhaustion.	This	perversion	of	the	truth,	familiar	to	the
artist	though	it	was,	always	unnerved	him	afresh	and	proved	too	much	for
him.	What	was	a	consequence	of	the	premature	ending	of	his	fast	was
here	presented	as	the	cause	of	it!	To	fight	against	this	lack	of
understanding,	against	a	whole	world	of	non-understanding,	was
impossible.	Time	and	time	again	in	good	faith	he	stood	by	the	bars
listening	to	the	impresario,	but	as	soon	as	the	photographs	appeared	he
always	let	go	and	sank	with	a	groan	back	on	to	his	straw,	and	the
reassured	public	could	once	more	come	close	and	gaze	at	him.
	

A	few	years	later	when	the	witnesses	of	such	scenes	called	them	to
mind,	they	often	failed	to	understand	themselves	at	all.	For	meanwhile
the	aforementioned	chance	in	public	interest	had	set	in;	it	seemed	to
happen	almost	overnight;	there	may	have	been	profound	causes	for	it,
but	who	was	going	to	bother	about	that;	at	any	rate	the	pampered	hunger



artist	suddenly	found	himself	deserted	one	fine	day	by	the	amusement
seekers,	who	went	streaming	past	him	to	other	more	favored	attractions.
For	the	last	time	the	impresario	hurried	him	over	half	Europe	to	discover
whether	the	old	interest	might	still	survive	here	and	there;	all	in	vain;
everywhere,	as	if	by	secret	agreement,	a	positive	revulsion	from
professional	fasting	was	in	evidence.	Of	course	it	could	not	really	have
sprung	up	so	suddenly	as	all	that,	and	many	premonitory	symptoms
which	had	not	been	sufficiently	remarked	or	suppressed	during	the	rush
and	glitter	of	success	now	came	retrospectively	to	mind,	but	it	was	now
too	late	to	take	any	countermeasures.	Fasting	would	surely	come	into
fashion	again	at	some	future	date,	yet	that	was	no	comfort	for	those	living
in	the	present.	What,	then,	was	the	hunger	artist	to	do?	He	had	been
applauded	by	thousands	in	his	time	and	could	hardly	come	down	to
showing	himself	in	a	street	booth	at	village	fairs,	and	as	for	adopting
another	profession,	he	was	not	only	too	old	for	that	but	too	fanatically
devoted	to	fasting.	So	he	took	leave	of	the	impresario,	his	partner	in	an
unparalleled	career,	and	hired	himself	to	a	large	circus;	in	order	to	spare
his	own	feelings	he	avoided	reading	the	conditions	of	his	contract.
	

A	large	circus	with	its	enormous	traffic	in	replacing	and	recruiting	men,
animals	and	apparatus	can	always	find	a	use	for	people	at	any	time,
even	for	a	hunger	artist,	provided	of	course	that	he	does	not	ask	too
much.,	and	in	this	particular	case	anyhow	it	was	not	only	the	artist	who
was	taken	on	but	his	famous	and	long-known	name	as	well,	indeed
considering	the	peculiar	nature	of	his	performance,	which	was	not
imparired	by	advancing	age,	it	could	not	be	objected	that	here	was	an
artist	past	his	prime,	no	longer	at	the	height	of	his	professional	skill,
seking	a	refuge	in	some	quiet	corner	of	a	circus,	on	the	contrary,	the
hunger	artist	averred	that	he	could	fast	as	well	as	ever,	which	was
entirely	credible,	he	even	alleged	that	if	he	were	allowed	to	fast	as	he
liked,	and	this	was	at	once	promised	him	without	more	ado,	he	could
astound	the	world	by	establishing	a	record	never	yet	achieved,	a
statement	which	certainly	provoked	a	smile	among	the	other
professionals,	since	it	was	left	out	of	account	the	change	in	public
opinion,	which	the	hunger	artist	in	his	zeal	conveniently	forgot.
	



He	had	not,	however,	actually	lost	his	sense	of	the	real	situation	and	took
it	as	a	matter	of	course	that	he	and	his	cage	should	be	stationed,	not	in
the	middle	of	the	ring	as	a	main	attraction,	but	outside,	near	the	animal
cages,	on	a	site	that	was	after	all	easily	accessible.	Large	and	gaily
painted	placards	made	a	frame	for	the	cage	and	announced	what	was	to
be	seen	inside	it.	When	the	public	came	thronging	out	in	the	intervals	to
see	the	animals,	they	could	harly	avoid	passing	the	hunger	artist's	cage
and	stopping	there	a	moment,	perhaps	they	might	even	have	stayed
longer	had	not	those	pressing	behind	them	in	the	narrow	gangway,	who
did	not	understand	why	they	should	be	held	up	on	their	way	towards	the
excitements	of	the	menagerie,	made	it	impossible	for	anyone	to	stand
gazing	quietly	for	any	length	of	time.	And	that	was	the	reason	why	the
hunger	artist,	who	had	of	course	been	looking	forward	to	these	visiting
hours	as	the	main	achievement	of	his	life,	began	instead	to	shrink	from
them.	At	first	he	could	hardly	wait	for	the	intervals;	it	was	exhilirating	to
watch	the	crowds	come	streaming	his	way,	until	only	too	soon--not	even
the	most	obstinante	self-deception,	clung	to	almost	consciously,	could
hold	out	against	the	fact--the	conviction	was	borne	in	upon	him	that	these
people,	most	of	them,	to	judge	from	their	actions,	again	and	again,
without	exception,	were	all	on	their	way	to	the	menagerie.	And	the	first
sight	of	them	from	the	distance	remained	the	best.	For	when	they
reached	his	cage	he	was	at	once	deafened	by	the	storm	of	shouting	and
abuse	that	arose	from	the	two	contending	factions,	which	renewed
themselves	continuously,	of	those	who	wanted	to	stop	and	stare	at	him--
he	soon	began	to	dislike	them	more	than	the	others--not	out	of	real
interest	but	only	out	of	obstinante	self-assertiveness,	and	those	who
wanted	to	go	straight	on	to	the	animals.	When	the	first	great	rush	was
past,	the	stragglers	came	along,	and	these,	whom	nothing	could	have
prevented	from	stopping	to	look	at	him	as	long	as	they	had	breath,	raced
past	with	long	strides,	hardly	even	glancing	at	him,	in	their	haste	to	get	to
the	menagerie	in	time.	And	all	too	rarely	did	it	happen	that	he	had	a
stroke	of	luck,	when	some	father	of	a	family	fetched	up	before	him	with
his	children,	pointed	a	finger	at	the	hunger	artist	and	explained	at	length
what	the	phenomenon	meant,	telling	storied	of	earlier	years	when	he
himself	had	watched	similar	but	much	more	thrilling	performances,	and
the	children,	still	rather	uncomprehending,	since	neither	inside	nor
outside	shcool	had	they	been	sufficiently	prepared	for	this	lesson--what



did	they	care	about	fasting?--yet	showed	by	the	brightnes	of	their	intent
eyes	that	new	and	better	times	might	be	coming.	Perhaps,	said	the
hunger	artist	to	himself	many	a	time,	things	could	be	a	little	better	if	his
cage	were	set	not	quite	so	near	the	menagerie.	That	made	it	too	easy	for
people	to	make	their	choice,	to	say	nothing	of	what	he	suffered	from	the
stench	of	the	menagerie,	the	animals'	restlessness	by	night,	the	carrying
past	of	raw	lumps	of	flesh	for	the	beasts	of	prey,	the	roaring	at	feeding
times,	which	depressed	him	continuously.	But	he	did	not	dare	to	lodge	a
complaint	with	the	management;	after	all,	he	had	the	animals	to	thank	for
the	troops	of	people	who	passed	his	cage,	among	whom	there	might
always	be	one	here	and	there	to	take	an	interest	in	him,	and	who	could
tell	where	they	might	seclude	him	if	he	called	attention	to	his	existence
and	thereby	to	the	fact	that,	strictly	speaking,	he	was	only	an	impediment
on	the	wat	to	the	menagerie.
	

A	small	impediment,	to	be	sure,	one	that	grew	steadily	less.	People	grew
familiar	with	the	strange	idea	that	they	could	be	expected,	in	times	like
these,	to	take	an	interest	in	a	hunger	artist,	and	with	this	familiarity	the
verdict	went	out	against	him.	He	might	fast	as	much	as	he	could,	and	he
did	so;	but	nothing	could	save	him	now,	people	passed	him	by.	Just	try	to
explain	to	anyone	the	art	of	fasting!	Anyone	who	has	no	feeling	for	it
cannot	be	made	to	understand	it.	The	fine	placards	grew	dirty	and
illegible,	they	were	torn	down;	the	little	notice	board	telling	the	number	of
fast	days	achieved,	which	at	first	was	changed	carefully	every	day,	had
long	stayed	at	the	same	figure,	for	after	the	first	few	weeks	even	this
small	task	seemed	pointless	to	the	staff;	and	so	the	artist	simply	fasted
on	and	on,	as	he	had	once	dreamed	of	doing,	and	it	was	no	trouble	to
him,	just	as	he	had	always	foretold,	but	no	one	counted	the	days,	not
one,	not	even	the	artist	himself,	knew	what	records	he	was	already
breaking,	and	his	heart	grew	heavy.	And	when	once	in	a	time	some
leisurely	passer-by	stopped,	made	merry	over	the	old	figure	on	the	board
and	spoke	of	swindling,	that	was	in	its	way	the	stupidest	lie	ever	invented
by	indifference	and	inborn	malice,	since	it	was	not	the	hunger	artist	who
was	cheating,	he	was	working	honestly,	but	the	world	who	was	cheating
him	of	his	reward.
	



Many	more	days	went	by,	however,	and	that	too	came	to	an	end.	An
overseer's	eye	fell	on	the	cage	one	day	and	he	asked	the	attendants	why
this	perfectly	good	cage	should	be	left	standing	there	unused	with	dirty
straw	inside	it;	nobody	knew,	until	one	man,	helped	out	by	the	notice
board,	remembered	about	the	hunger	artist.	They	poked	into	the	straw
with	sticks	and	found	him	in	it.	"Are	you	still	fasting?"	asked	the	overseer,
"when	on	earth	do	you	mean	to	stop?"	"Forgive	me,	everybody,"
whispered	the	hunger	artist,	only	the	overseer,	who	had	his	ear	to	the
bars,	understood	him.	"Of	course,"	said	the	overseer,	and	tapped	his
forehead	with	a	finger	to	let	the	attendants	know	what	state	the	man	was
in,	"we	forgive	you."	"I	always	wanted	you	to	admire	my	fasting,"	said	the
hunger	artist.	"We	do	admire	it,"	said	the	overseer,	affably.	"But	you
shouldn't	admire	it,"	said	the	hunger	artist.	"Well	then	we	don't	admire	it,"
said	the	overseer,	"but	why	shouldn't	we	admire	it?"	"Because	I	have	to
fast,	I	can't	help	it,"	said	the	hunger	artist.	"What	a	fellow	you	are,"	said
the	overseer,	"and	why	can't	you	help	it?"	"Because,"	said	the	hunger
artist,	lifting	his	head	a	little	and	speaking,	with	his	lips	pursed,	as	if	for	a
kiss,	right	into	the	overseer's	ear,	so	that	no	syllable	might	be	lost,
"because	I	couldn't	find	the	food	I	liked.	If	I	had	found	it,	believe	me,	I
should	have	made	no	fuss	and	stuffed	myself	like	you	or	anyone	else."
These	were	his	last	words,	but	in	his	dimming	eyes	remained	the	firm
though	no	longer	proud	persuasion	that	he	was	continuing	to	fast.
	

"Well,	clear	this	out	now!"	said	the	overseer,	and	they	buried	the	hunger
artist,	straw	and	all.	Into	the	cage	they	put	a	young	panther.	Even	the
most	insensitive	felt	it	refreshing	to	see	this	wild	creature	leaping	around
the	cage	that	had	so	long	been	dreary.	The	panther	was	all	right.	The
food	he	liked	was	brought	him	without	hesitation	by	the	attendants;	he
seemed	not	even	to	miss	his	freedom;	his	noble	body,	furnished	almost
to	the	bursting	point	with	all	that	it	needed,	seemed	to	carry	freedom
around	with	it	too;	somewhere	in	his	jaws	it	seemed	to	lurk;	and	the	joy	of
life	streamed	with	such	ardent	passion	from	his	throat	that	for	the
onlookers	it	was	not	easy	to	stand	the	shock	of	it.	But	they	braced
themselves,	crowded	round	the	cage,	and	did	not	want	ever	to	move
away.

12.	A	Very	Old	Man	With	Enormous	Wings	Gabriel	Garcia	Marquez



On	the	third	day	of	rain	they	had	killed	so	many	crabs	inside	the	house
that	Pelayo	had	to	cross	his	drenched	courtyard	and	throw	them	into	the
sea,	because	the	newborn	child	had	a	temperature	all	night	and	they
thought	it	was	due	to	the	stench.	The	world	had	been	sad	since	Tuesday.
Sea	and	sky	were	a	single	ash-gray	thing	and	the	sands	of	the	beach,
which	on	March	nights	glimmered	like	powdered	light,	had	become	a
stew	of	mud	and	rotten	shellfish.	The	light	was	so	weak	at	noon	that
when	Pelayo	was	coming	back	to	the	house	after	throwing	away	the
crabs,	it	was	hard	for	him	to	see	what	it	was	that	was	moving	and
groaning	in	the	rear	of	the	courtyard.	He	had	to	go	very	close	to	see	that
it	was	an	old	man,	a	very	old	man,	lying	face	down	in	the	mud,	who,	in
spite	of	his	tremendous	efforts,	couldn’t	get	up,	impeded	by	his	enormous
wings.
	

Frightened	by	that	nightmare,	Pelayo	ran	to	get	Elisenda,	his	wife,	who
was	putting	compresses	on	the	sick	child,	and	he	took	her	to	the	rear	of
the	courtyard.	They	both	looked	at	the	fallen	body	with	a	mute	stupor.	He
was	dressed	like	a	ragpicker.	There	were	only	a	few	faded	hairs	left	on
his	bald	skull	and	very	few	teeth	in	his	mouth,	and	his	pitiful	condition	of	a
drenched	great-grandfather	took	away	any	sense	of	grandeur	he	might
have	had.	His	huge	buzzard	wings,	dirty	and	half-plucked,	were	forever
entangled	in	the	mud.	They	looked	at	him	so	long	and	so	closely	that
Pelayo	and	Elisenda	very	soon	overcame	their	surprise	and	in	the	end
found	him	familiar.	Then	they	dared	speak	to	him,	and	he	answered	in	an
incomprehensible	dialect	with	a	strong	sailor’s	voice.	That	was	how	they
skipped	over	the	inconvenience	of	the	wings	and	quite	intelligently
concluded	that	he	was	a	lonely	castaway	from	some	foreign	ship
wrecked	by	the	storm.	And	yet,	they	called	in	a	neighbor	woman	who
knew	everything	about	life	and	death	to	see	him,	and	all	she	needed	was
one	look	to	show	them	their	mistake.
	

“He’s	an	angel,”	she	told	them.	“He	must	have	been	coming	for	the	child,
but	the	poor	fellow	is	so	old	that	the	rain	knocked	him	down.”
	

On	the	following	day	everyone	knew	that	a	flesh-and-blood	angel	was



held	captive	in	Pelayo’s	house.	Against	the	judgment	of	the	wise
neighbor	woman,	for	whom	angels	in	those	times	were	the	fugitive
survivors	of	a	celestial	conspiracy,	they	did	not	have	the	heart	to	club	him
to	death.	Pelayo	watched	over	him	all	afternoon	from	the	kitchen,	armed
with	his	bailiff’s	club,	and	before	going	to	bed	he	dragged	him	out	of	the
mud	and	locked	him	up	with	the	hens	in	the	wire	chicken	coop.	In	the
middle	of	the	night,	when	the	rain	stopped,	Pelayo	and	Elisenda	were	still
killing	crabs.	A	short	time	afterward	the	child	woke	up	without	a	fever	and
with	a	desire	to	eat.	Then	they	felt	magnanimous	and	decided	to	put	the
angel	on	a	raft	with	fresh	water	and	provisions	for	three	days	and	leave
him	to	his	fate	on	the	high	seas.	But	when	they	went	out	into	the
courtyard	with	the	first	light	of	dawn,	they	found	the	whole	neighborhood
in	front	of	the	chicken	coop	having	fun	with	the	angel,	without	the
slightest	reverence,	tossing	him	things	to	eat	through	the	openings	in	the
wire	as	if	he	weren’t	a	supernatural	creature	but	a	circus	animal.
	

Father	Gonzaga	arrived	before	seven	o’clock,	alarmed	at	the	strange
news.	By	that	time	onlookers	less	frivolous	than	those	at	dawn	had
already	arrived	and	they	were	making	all	kinds	of	conjectures	concerning
the	captive’s	future.	The	simplest	among	them	thought	that	he	should	be
named	mayor	of	the	world.	Others	of	sterner	mind	felt	that	he	should	be
promoted	to	the	rank	of	five-star	general	in	order	to	win	all	wars.	Some
visionaries	hoped	that	he	could	be	put	to	stud	in	order	to	implant	the
earth	a	race	of	winged	wise	men	who	could	take	charge	of	the	universe.
But	Father	Gonzaga,	before	becoming	a	priest,	had	been	a	robust
woodcutter.	Standing	by	the	wire,	he	reviewed	his	catechism	in	an	instant
and	asked	them	to	open	the	door	so	that	he	could	take	a	close	look	at
that	pitiful	man	who	looked	more	like	a	huge	decrepit	hen	among	the
fascinated	chickens.	He	was	lying	in	the	corner	drying	his	open	wings	in
the	sunlight	among	the	fruit	peels	and	breakfast	leftovers	that	the	early
risers	had	thrown	him.	Alien	to	the	impertinences	of	the	world,	he	only
lifted	his	antiquarian	eyes	and	murmured	something	in	his	dialect	when
Father	Gonzaga	went	into	the	chicken	coop	and	said	good	morning	to
him	in	Latin.	The	parish	priest	had	his	first	suspicion	of	an	imposter	when
he	saw	that	he	did	not	understand	the	language	of	God	or	know	how	to
greet	His	ministers.	Then	he	noticed	that	seen	close	up	he	was	much	too



human:	he	had	an	unbearable	smell	of	the	outdoors,	the	back	side	of	his
wings	was	strewn	with	parasites	and	his	main	feathers	had	been
mistreated	by	terrestrial	winds,	and	nothing	about	him	measured	up	to
the	proud	dignity	of	angels.	Then	he	came	out	of	the	chicken	coop	and	in
a	brief	sermon	warned	the	curious	against	the	risks	of	being	ingenuous.
He	reminded	them	that	the	devil	had	the	bad	habit	of	making	use	of
carnival	tricks	in	order	to	confuse	the	unwary.	He	argued	that	if	wings
were	not	the	essential	element	in	determining	the	different	between	a
hawk	and	an	airplane,	they	were	even	less	so	in	the	recognition	of
angels.	Nevertheless,	he	promised	to	write	a	letter	to	his	bishop	so	that
the	latter	would	write	his	primate	so	that	the	latter	would	write	to	the
Supreme	Pontiff	in	order	to	get	the	final	verdict	from	the	highest	courts.
	

His	prudence	fell	on	sterile	hearts.	The	news	of	the	captive	angel	spread
with	such	rapidity	that	after	a	few	hours	the	courtyard	had	the	bustle	of	a
marketplace	and	they	had	to	call	in	troops	with	fixed	bayonets	to	disperse
the	mob	that	was	about	to	knock	the	house	down.	Elisenda,	her	spine	all
twisted	from	sweeping	up	so	much	marketplace	trash,	then	got	the	idea
of	fencing	in	the	yard	and	charging	five	cents	admission	to	see	the	angel.
	

The	curious	came	from	far	away.	A	traveling	carnival	arrived	with	a	flying
acrobat	who	buzzed	over	the	crowd	several	times,	but	no	one	paid	any
attention	to	him	because	his	wings	were	not	those	of	an	angel	but,	rather,
those	of	a	sidereal	bat.	The	most	unfortunate	invalids	on	earth	came	in
search	of	health:	a	poor	woman	who	since	childhood	has	been	counting
her	heartbeats	and	had	run	out	of	numbers;	a	Portuguese	man	who
couldn’t	sleep	because	the	noise	of	the	stars	disturbed	him;	a
sleepwalker	who	got	up	at	night	to	undo	the	things	he	had	done	while
awake;	and	many	others	with	less	serious	ailments.	In	the	midst	of	that
shipwreck	disorder	that	made	the	earth	tremble,	Pelayo	and	Elisenda
were	happy	with	fatigue,	for	in	less	than	a	week	they	had	crammed	their
rooms	with	money	and	the	line	of	pilgrims	waiting	their	turn	to	enter	still
reached	beyond	the	horizon.
	

The	angel	was	the	only	one	who	took	no	part	in	his	own	act.	He	spent	his



time	trying	to	get	comfortable	in	his	borrowed	nest,	befuddled	by	the
hellish	heat	of	the	oil	lamps	and	sacramental	candles	that	had	been
placed	along	the	wire.	At	first	they	tried	to	make	him	eat	some	mothballs,
which,	according	to	the	wisdom	of	the	wise	neighbor	woman,	were	the
food	prescribed	for	angels.	But	he	turned	them	down,	just	as	he	turned
down	the	papal	lunches	that	the	pentinents	brought	him,	and	they	never
found	out	whether	it	was	because	he	was	an	angel	or	because	he	was	an
old	man	that	in	the	end	ate	nothing	but	eggplant	mush.	His	only
supernatural	virtue	seemed	to	be	patience.	Especially	during	the	first
days,	when	the	hens	pecked	at	him,	searching	for	the	stellar	parasites
that	proliferated	in	his	wings,	and	the	cripples	pulled	out	feathers	to	touch
their	defective	parts	with,	and	even	the	most	merciful	threw	stones	at
him,	trying	to	get	him	to	rise	so	they	could	see	him	standing.	The	only
time	they	succeeded	in	arousing	him	was	when	they	burned	his	side	with
an	iron	for	branding	steers,	for	he	had	been	motionless	for	so	many
hours	that	they	thought	he	was	dead.	He	awoke	with	a	start,	ranting	in	his
hermetic	language	and	with	tears	in	his	eyes,	and	he	flapped	his	wings	a
couple	of	times,	which	brought	on	a	whirlwind	of	chicken	dung	and	lunar
dust	and	a	gale	of	panic	that	did	not	seem	to	be	of	this	world.	Although
many	thought	that	his	reaction	had	not	been	one	of	rage	but	of	pain,	from
then	on	they	were	careful	not	to	annoy	him,	because	the	majority
understood	that	his	passivity	was	not	that	of	a	hero	taking	his	ease	but
that	of	a	cataclysm	in	repose.
	

Father	Gonzaga	held	back	the	crowd’s	frivolity	with	formulas	of
maidservant	inspiration	while	awaiting	the	arrival	of	a	final	judgment	on
the	nature	of	the	captive.	But	the	mail	from	Rome	showed	no	sense	of
urgency.	They	spent	their	time	finding	out	if	the	prisoner	had	a	navel,	if
his	dialect	had	any	connection	with	Aramaic,	how	many	times	he	could	fit
on	the	head	of	a	pin,	or	whether	he	wasn’t	just	a	Norwegian	with	wings.
Those	meager	letters	might	have	come	and	gone	until	the	end	of	time	if	a
providential	event	had	not	put	and	end	to	the	priest’s	tribulations.
	

It	so	happened	that	during	those	days,	among	so	many	other	carnival
attractions,	there	arrived	in	the	town	the	traveling	show	of	the	woman
who	had	been	changed	into	a	spider	for	having	disobeyed	her	parents.



The	admission	to	see	her	was	not	only	less	than	the	admission	to	see	the
angel,	but	people	were	permitted	to	ask	her	all	manner	of	questions
about	her	absurd	state	and	to	examine	her	up	and	down	so	that	no	one
would	ever	doubt	the	truth	of	her	horror.	She	was	a	frightful	tarantula	the
size	of	a	ram	and	with	the	head	of	a	sad	maiden.	What	was	most
heartrending,	however,	was	not	her	outlandish	shape	but	the	sincere
affliction	with	which	she	recounted	the	details	of	her	misfortune.	While
still	practically	a	child	she	had	sneaked	out	of	her	parents’	house	to	go	to
a	dance,	and	while	she	was	coming	back	through	the	woods	after	having
danced	all	night	without	permission,	a	fearful	thunderclap	rent	the	sky	in
two	and	through	the	crack	came	the	lightning	bolt	of	brimstone	that
changed	her	into	a	spider.	Her	only	nourishment	came	from	the	meatballs
that	charitable	souls	chose	to	toss	into	her	mouth.	A	spectacle	like	that,
full	of	so	much	human	truth	and	with	such	a	fearful	lesson,	was	bound	to
defeat	without	even	trying	that	of	a	haughty	angel	who	scarcely	deigned
to	look	at	mortals.	Besides,	the	few	miracles	attributed	to	the	angel
showed	a	certain	mental	disorder,	like	the	blind	man	who	didn’t	recover
his	sight	but	grew	three	new	teeth,	or	the	paralytic	who	didn’t	get	to	walk
but	almost	won	the	lottery,	and	the	leper	whose	sores	sprouted
sunflowers.	Those	consolation	miracles,	which	were	more	like	mocking
fun,	had	already	ruined	the	angel’s	reputation	when	the	woman	who	had
been	changed	into	a	spider	finally	crushed	him	completely.	That	was	how
Father	Gonzaga	was	cured	forever	of	his	insomnia	and	Pelayo’s
courtyard	went	back	to	being	as	empty	as	during	the	time	it	had	rained
for	three	days	and	crabs	walked	through	the	bedrooms.
	

The	owners	of	the	house	had	no	reason	to	lament.	With	the	money	they
saved	they	built	a	two-story	mansion	with	balconies	and	gardens	and
high	netting	so	that	crabs	wouldn’t	get	in	during	the	winter,	and	with	iron
bars	on	the	windows	so	that	angels	wouldn’t	get	in.	Pelayo	also	set	up	a
rabbit	warren	close	to	town	and	gave	up	his	job	as	a	bailiff	for	good,	and
Elisenda	bought	some	satin	pumps	with	high	heels	and	many	dresses	of
iridescent	silk,	the	kind	worn	on	Sunday	by	the	most	desirable	women	in
those	times.	The	chicken	coop	was	the	only	thing	that	didn’t	receive	any
attention.	If	they	washed	it	down	with	creolin	and	burned	tears	of	myrrh
inside	it	every	so	often,	it	was	not	in	homage	to	the	angel	but	to	drive



away	the	dungheap	stench	that	still	hung	everywhere	like	a	ghost	and
was	turning	the	new	house	into	an	old	one.	At	first,	when	the	child
learned	to	walk,	they	were	careful	that	he	not	get	too	close	to	the	chicken
coop.	But	then	they	began	to	lose	their	fears	and	got	used	to	the	smell,
and	before	they	child	got	his	second	teeth	he’d	gone	inside	the	chicken
coop	to	play,	where	the	wires	were	falling	apart.	The	angel	was	no	less
standoffish	with	him	than	with	the	other	mortals,	but	he	tolerated	the	most
ingenious	infamies	with	the	patience	of	a	dog	who	had	no	illusions.	They
both	came	down	with	the	chicken	pox	at	the	same	time.	The	doctor	who
took	care	of	the	child	couldn’t	resist	the	temptation	to	listen	to	the	angel’s
heart,	and	he	found	so	much	whistling	in	the	heart	and	so	many	sounds
in	his	kidneys	that	it	seemed	impossible	for	him	to	be	alive.	What
surprised	him	most,	however,	was	the	logic	of	his	wings.	They	seemed	so
natural	on	that	completely	human	organism	that	he	couldn’t	understand
why	other	men	didn’t	have	them	too.
	

When	the	child	began	school	it	had	been	some	time	since	the	sun	and
rain	had	caused	the	collapse	of	the	chicken	coop.	The	angel	went
dragging	himself	about	here	and	there	like	a	stray	dying	man.	They	would
drive	him	out	of	the	bedroom	with	a	broom	and	a	moment	later	find	him	in
the	kitchen.	He	seemed	to	be	in	so	many	places	at	the	same	time	that
they	grew	to	think	that	he’d	be	duplicated,	that	he	was	reproducing
himself	all	through	the	house,	and	the	exasperated	and	unhinged
Elisenda	shouted	that	it	was	awful	living	in	that	hell	full	of	angels.	He
could	scarcely	eat	and	his	antiquarian	eyes	had	also	become	so	foggy
that	he	went	about	bumping	into	posts.	All	he	had	left	were	the	bare
cannulae	of	his	last	feathers.	Pelayo	threw	a	blanket	over	him	and
extended	him	the	charity	of	letting	him	sleep	in	the	shed,	and	only	then
did	they	notice	that	he	had	a	temperature	at	night,	and	was	delirious	with
the	tongue	twisters	of	an	old	Norwegian.	That	was	one	of	the	few	times
they	became	alarmed,	for	they	thought	he	was	going	to	die	and	not	even
the	wise	neighbor	woman	had	been	able	to	tell	them	what	to	do	with
dead	angels.
	

And	yet	he	not	only	survived	his	worst	winter,	but	seemed	improved	with
the	first	sunny	days.	He	remained	motionless	for	several	days	in	the



farthest	corner	of	the	courtyard,	where	no	one	would	see	him,	and	at	the
beginning	of	December	some	large,	stiff	feathers	began	to	grow	on	his
wings,	the	feathers	of	a	scarecrow,	which	looked	more	like	another
misfortune	of	decreptitude.	But	he	must	have	known	the	reason	for	those
changes,	for	he	was	quite	careful	that	no	one	should	notice	them,	that	no
one	should	hear	the	sea	chanteys	that	he	sometimes	sang	under	the
stars.	One	morning	Elisenda	was	cutting	some	bunches	of	onions	for
lunch	when	a	wind	that	seemed	to	come	from	the	high	seas	blew	into	the
kitchen.	Then	she	went	to	the	window	and	caught	the	angel	in	his	first
attempts	at	flight.	They	were	so	clumsy	that	his	fingernails	opened	a
furrow	in	the	vegetable	patch	and	he	was	on	the	point	of	knocking	the
shed	down	with	the	ungainly	flapping	that	slipped	on	the	light	and
couldn’t	get	a	grip	on	the	air.	But	he	did	manage	to	gain	altitude.	Elisenda
let	out	a	sigh	of	relief,	for	herself	and	for	him,	when	she	watched	him
pass	over	the	last	houses,	holding	himself	up	in	some	way	with	the	risky
flapping	of	a	senile	vulture.	She	kept	watching	him	even	when	she	was
through	cutting	the	onions	and	she	kept	on	watching	until	it	was	no	longer
possible	for	her	to	see	him,	because	then	he	was	no	longer	an
annoyance	in	her	life	but	an	imaginary	dot	on	the	horizon	of	the	sea.

13.	Two	Words	Isabel	Allende

14.	A	Cup	of	Tea	Katherine	Mansfield
Rosemary	Fell	was	not	exactly	beautiful.	No,	you	couldn't	have	called	her		beautiful.	Pretty?	Well,
if	you	took	her	to	pieces...	But	why	be	so	cruel	as	to	take		anyone	to	pieces?	She	was	young,	
brilliant,	extremely	modem,	exquisitely	well		dressed,	amazingly	well	read	in	the	newest	of	the	
new	books,	and	her	parties	were		the	most	delicious	mixture	of	the	really	important	people	and...
	artists	-	quaint		creatures,	discoveries	of	hers,	some	of	them	too	terrifying	for	words,	but	others		
quite	presentable	and	amusing.		Rosemary	had	been	married	two	years.	She	had	a	duck	of	a	boy.	
No,	not		Peter	-	Michael.	And	her	husband	absolutely	adored	her.	They	were	rich,	really		rich,	not	
just	comfortably	well	off,	which	is	odious	and	stuffy	and	sounds	like	one's		grandparents.	But	if	
Rosemary	wanted	to	shop	she	would	go	to	Paris	as	you	and	I		would	go	to	Bond	Street.	If	she	
wanted	to	buy	flowers,	the	car	pulled	up	at	that		perfect	shop	in	Regent	Street,	and	Rosemary	
inside	the	shop	just	gazed	in	her		dazzled,	rather	exotic	way,	and	said:	"I	want	those	and	those	
and	those.	Give	me		four	bunches	of	those.	And	that	jar	of	roses.	Yes,	I'll	have	all	the	roses	in	the	
jar.		No,	no	lilac.	I	hate	lilac.	It's	got	no	shape."	The	attendant	bowed	and	put	the	lilac		out	of	sight,
as	though	this	was	only	too	true;	lilac	was	dreadfully	shapeless.	"Give		me	those	stumpy	little
tulips.	Those	red	and	white	ones."	And	she	was	followed	to		the	car	by	a	thin	shop-girl	staggering	
under	an	immense	white	paper	armful	that		looked	like	a	baby	in	long	clothes....		One	winter	
afternoon	she	had	been	buying	something	in	a	little	antique	shop		in	Curzon	Street.	It	was	a	shop
she	liked.	For	one	thing,	one	usually	had	it	to		oneself.	And	then	the	man	who	kept	it	was
ridiculously	fond	of	serving	her.	He		beamed	whenever	she	came	in.	He	clasped	his	hands;	he
was	so	gratified	he	could		scarcely	speak.	Flattery,	of	course.	All	the	same,	there	was	something...		



"You	see,	madam,"	he	would	explain	in	his	low	respectful	tones,	"I	love	my		things.	I	would	rather
not	part	with	them	than	sell	them	to	someone	who	does	not		appreciate	them,	who	has	not	that
fine	feeling	which	is	so	rare..."	And,	breathing		deeply,	he	unrolled	a	tiny	square	of	blue	velvet	and	
pressed	it	on	the	glass	counter		with	his	pale	finger-tips.		To-day	it	was	a	little	box.	He	had	been	
keeping	it	for	her.	He	had	shown	it	to		nobody	as	yet.	An	exquisite	little	enamel	box	with	a	glaze
so	fine	it	looked	as		though	it	had	been	baked	in	cream.	On	the	lid	a	minute	creature	stood	under	
a		flowery	tree,	and	a	more	minute	creature	still	had	her	arms	round	his	neck.	Her	hat,		really	no	
bigger	than	a	geranium	petal,	hung	from	a	branch;	it	had	green	ribbons.		And	there	was	a	pink	
cloud	like	a	watchful	cherub	floating	above	their	heads.		Rosemary	took	her	hands	out	of	her	long	
gloves.	She	always	took	off	her	gloves	to		examine	such	things.	Yes,	she	liked	it	very	much.	She	
loved	it;	it	was	a	great	duck.		She	must	have	it.	And,	turning	the	creamy	box,	opening	and	shutting	
it,	she		couldn't	help	noticing	how	charming	her	hands	were	against	the	blue	velvet.	The	
	shopman,	in	some	dim	cavern	of	his	mind,	may	have	dared	to	think	so	too.	For	he		took	a	pencil,	
leant	over	the	counter,	and	his	pale,	bloodless	fingers	crept	timidly		towards	those	rosy,	flashing	
ones,	as	he	murmured	gently:	"If	I	may	venture	to		point	out	to	madam,	the	flowers	on	the	little	
lady's	bodice."		"Charming!"	Rosemary	admired	the	flowers.	But	what	was	the	price?	For	a		
moment	the	shopman	did	not	seem	to	hear.	Then	a	murmur	reached	her.	"Twentyeight		guineas,	
madam."		"Twenty-eight	guineas."	Rosemary	gave	no	sign.	She	laid	the	little	box		down;	she	
buttoned	her	gloves	again.	Twenty-eight	guineas.	Even	if	one	is	rich...		She	looked	vague.	She	
stared	at	a	plump	tea-kettle	like	a	plump	hen	above	the		shopman's	head,	and	her	voice	was	
dreamy	as	she	answered:	"Well,	keep	it	for	me		-	will	you?	I'll..."		But	the	shopman	had	already
bowed	as	though	keeping	it	for	her	was	all	any		human	being	could	ask.	He	would	be	willing,	of	
course,	to	keep	it	for	her	for	ever.		The	discreet	door	shut	with	a	click.	She	was	outside	on	the	
step,	gazing	at		the	winter	afternoon.	Rain	was	falling,	and	with	the	rain	it	seemed	the	dark	came		
too,	spinning	down	like	ashes.	There	was	a	cold	bitter	taste	in	the	air,	and	the	newlighted		lamps
looked	sad.	Sad	were	the	lights	in	the	houses	opposite.	Dimly	they		burned	as	if	regretting
something.	And	people	hurried	by,	hidden	under	their		hateful	umbrellas.	Rosemary	felt	a	strange
pang.	She	pressed	her	muff	against	her		breast;	she	wished	she	had	the	little	box,	too,	to	cling	to.
Of	course	the	car	was		there.	She'd	only	to	cross	the	pavement.	But	still	she	waited.	There	are
moments,		horrible	moments	in	life,	when	one	emerges	from	shelter	and	looks	out,	and	it's		awful.	
One	oughtn't	to	give	way	to	them.	One	ought	to	go	home	and	have	an	extraspecial		tea.	But	at	the
very	instant	of	thinking	that,	a	young	girl,	thin,	dark,		shadowy	-	where	had	she	come	from?	-	was
standing	at	Rosemary's	elbow	and	a		voice	like	a	sigh,	almost	like	a	sob,	breathed:	"Madam,	may	
I	speak	to	you	a		moment?"	"Speak	to	me?"	Rosemary	turned.	She	saw	a	little	battered	creature	
with		enormous	eyes,	someone	quite	young,	no	older	than	herself,	who	clutched	at	her		coat-collar	
with	reddened	hands,	and	shivered	as	though	she	had	just	come	out	of		the	water.		"M-madam,	
stammered	the	voice.	Would	you	let	me	have	the	price	of	a	cup		of	tea?"		"A	cup	of	tea?"	There	
was	something	simple,	sincere	in	that	voice;	it	wasn't		in	the	least	the	voice	of	a	beggar.	"Then
have	you	no	money	at	all?"	asked		Rosemary.		"None,	madam,"	came	the	answer.		"How	
extraordinary!"	Rosemary	peered	through	the	dusk	and	the	girl	gazed		back	at	her.	How	more
than	extraordinary!	And	suddenly	it	seemed	to	Rosemary		such	an	adventure.	It	was	like
something	out	of	a	novel	by	Dostoevsky,	this		meeting	in	the	dusk.	Supposing	she	took	the	girl
home?	Supposing	she	did	do	one		of	those	things	she	was	always	reading	about	or	seeing	on	the	
stage,	what	would		happen?	It	would	be	thrilling.	And	she	heard	herself	saying	afterwards	to	the		
amazement	of	her	friends:	"I	simply	took	her	home	with	me,"	as	she	stepped		forward	and	said	to	
that	dim	person	beside	her:	"Come	home	to	tea	with	me."		The	girl	drew	back	startled.	She	even	
stopped	shivering	for	a	moment.		Rosemary	put	out	a	hand	and	touched	her	arm.	"I	mean	it,"	she	
said,	smiling.	And		she	felt	how	simple	and	kind	her	smile	was.	"Why	won't	you?	Do.	Come	home		
with	me	now	in	my	car	and	have	tea."		"You	-	you	don't	mean	it,	madam,"	said	the	girl,	and	there	
was	pain	in	her		voice.		"But	I	do,"	cried	Rosemary.	"I	want	you	to.	To	please	me.	Come	along."		



The	girl	put	her	fingers	to	her	lips	and	her	eyes	devoured	Rosemary.	"You're		-	you're	not	taking	
me	to	the	police	station?"	she	stammered.		"The	police	station!"	Rosemary	laughed	out.	"Why	
should	I	be	so	cruel?	No,		I	only	want	to	make	you	warm	and	to	hear	-	anything	you	care	to	tell	
me."		Hungry	people	are	easily	led.	The	footman	held	the	door	of	the	car	open,	and		a	moment	
later	they	were	skimming	through	the	dusk.		"There!"	said	Rosemary.	She	had	a	feeling	of	triumph	
as	she	slipped	her		hand	through	the	velvet	strap.	She	could	have	said,	"Now	I've	got	you,"	as	she		
gazed	at	the	little	captive	she	had	netted.	But	of	course	she	meant	it	kindly.	Oh,		more	than	kindly.
She	was	going	to	prove	to	this	girl	that	-	wonderful	things	did		happen	in	life,	that	-	fairy	
godmothers	were	real,	that	-	rich	people	had	hearts,	and		that	women	were	sisters.	She	turned	
impulsively,	saying'.	"Don't	be	frightened.	After	all,	why	shouldn't	you	come	back	with	me?	We're	
both	women.	If	I'm	the		more	fortunate,	you	ought	to	expect..."		But	happily	at	that	moment,	for	she	
didn't	know	how	the	sentence	was	going		to	end,	the	car	stopped.	The	bell	was	rung,	the	door
opened,	and	with	a	charming,		protecting,	almost	embracing	movement,	Rosemary	drew	the	other	
into	the	hall.		Warmth,	softness,	light,	a	sweet	scent,	all	those	things	so	familiar	to	her	she	never		
even	thought	about	them,	she	watched	that	other	receive.	It	was	fascinating.	She		was	like	the	
rich	little	girl	in	her	nursery	with	all	the	cupboards	to	open,	all	the		boxes	to	unpack.		"Come,	come	
upstairs,"	said	Rosemary,	longing	to	begin	to	be	generous.		"Come	up	to	my	room."	And,	besides,	
she	wanted	to	spare	this	poor	little	thing		from	being	stared	at	by	the	servants;	she	decided	as	
they	mounted	the	stairs	she		would	not	even	ring	to	Jeanne,	but	take	off	her	things	by	herself.	The	
great	things		were	to	be	natural!		And	"There!"	cried	Rosemary	again,	as	they	reached	her	
beautiful	big		bedroom	with	the	curtains	drawn,	the	fire	leaping	on	her	wonderful	lacquer		furniture,	
her	gold	cushions	and	the	primrose	and	blue	rugs.		The	girl	stood	just	inside	the	door;	she	
seemed	dazed.	But	Rosemary	didn't		mind	that.		"Come	and	sit	down,"	she	cried,	dragging	her	big	
chair	up	to	the	fire,	"m	this		comfy	chair.	Come	and	get	warm.	You	look	so	dreadfully	cold."		"I	
daren't,	madam,"	said	the	girl,	and	she	edged	backwards.		"Oh,	please,"	-	Rosemary	ran	forward	-	
"you	mustn't	be	frightened,	you		mustn't,	really.	Sit	down,	when	I've	taken	off	my	things	we	shall
go	into	the	next		room	and	have	tea	and	be	cozy.	Why	are	you	afraid?"	And	gently	she	half	
pushed		the	thin	figure	into	its	deep	cradle.		But	there	was	no	answer.	The	girl	stayed	just	as	she	
had	been	put,	with	her		hands	by	her	sides	and	her	mouth	slightly	open.	To	be	quite	sincere,	she	
looked		rather	stupid.	But	Rosemary	wouldn't	acknowledge	it.	She	leant	over	her,	saying:		"Won't	
you	take	off	your	hat?	Your	pretty	hair	is	all	wet.	And	one	is	so		much	more	comfortable	without	a	
hat,	isn't	one?"		There	was	a	whisper	that	sounded	like	"Very	good,	madam,"	and	the	crushed		hat	
was	taken	off.		"And	let	me	help	you	off	with	your	coat,	too,"	said	Rosemary.		The	girl	stood	up.	
But	she	held	on	to	the	chair	with	one	hand	and	let		Rosemary	pull.	It	was	quite	an	effort.	The	other
scarcely	helped	her	at	all.	She		seemed	to	stagger	like	a	child,	and	the	thought	came	and	went	
through	Rosemary's	mind,	that	if	people	wanted	helping	they	must	respond	a	little,	just	a	little,		
otherwise	it	became	very	difficult	indeed.	And	what	was	she	to	do	with	the	coat		now?	She	left	it
on	the	floor,	and	the	hat	too.	She	was	just	going	to	take	a	cigarette		off	the	mantelpiece	when	the	
girl	said	quickly,	but	so	lightly	and	strangely:	"I'm		very	sorry,	madam,	but	I'm	going	to	faint.	I	shall	
go	off,	madam,	if	I	don't	have		something."		"Good	heavens,	how	thoughtless	I	am!"	Rosemary	
rushed	to	the	bell.		"Tea!	Tea	at	once!	And	some	brandy	immediately!"		The	maid	was	gone	again,	
but	the	girl	almost	cried	out:	"No,	I	don't	want	no		brandy.	I	never	drink	brandy.	It's	a	cup	of	tea	I
want,	madam."	And	she	burst	into		tears.		It	was	a	terrible	and	fascinating	moment.	Rosemary	
knelt	beside	her	chair.		"Don't	cry,	poor	little	thing,"	she	said.	"Don't	cry."	And	she	gave	the	other		
her	lace	handkerchief.	She	really	was	touched	beyond	words.	She	put	her	arm		round	those	thin,	
bird-like	shoulders.		Now	at	last	the	other	forgot	to	be	shy,	forgot	everything	except	that	they		were	
both	women,	and	gasped	out:	"I	can't	go	on	no	longer	like	this.	I	can't	bear	it.		I	can't	bear	it.	I	shall	
do	away	with	myself.	I	can't	bear	no	more."		"You	shan't	have	to.	I'll	look	after	you.	Don't	cry	any	
more.	Don't	you	see		what	a	good	thing	it	was	that	you	met	me?	We'll	have	tea	and	you'll	tell	me		
everything.	And	I	shall	arrange	something.	I	promise.	Do	stop	crying.	It's	so		exhausting.	Please!"		



The	other	did	stop	just	in	time	for	Rosemary	to	get	up	before	the	tea	came.		She	had	the	table	
placed	between	them.	She	plied	the	poor	little	creature	with		everything,	all	the	sandwiches,	all	the	
bread	and	butter,	and	every	time	her	cup	was		empty	she	filled	it	with	tea,	cream	and	sugar.	
People	always	said	sugar	was	so		nourishing.	As	for	herself	she	didn't	eat;	she	smoked	and
looked	away	tactfully	so		that	the	other	should	not	be	shy.		And	really	the	effect	of	that	slight	meal	
was	marvelous.	When	the	tea-table		was	carried	away	a	new	being,	a	light,	frail	creature	with	
tangled	hair,	dark	lips,		deep,	lighted	eyes,	lay	back	in	the	big	chair	in	a	kind	of	sweet	languor,	
looking	at		the	blaze.	Rosemary	lit	a	fresh	cigarette;	it	was	time	to	begin.		"And	when	did	you	have	
your	last	meal?"	she	asked	softly.		But	at	that	moment	the	door-handle	turned.		"Rosemary,	may	I	
come	in?"	It	was	Philip.		"Of	course."		He	came	in.	"Oh,	I'm	so	sorry,"	he	said,	and	stopped	and	
stared.	"It's	quite	all	right,"	said	Rosemary,	smiling.	"This	is	my	friend,	Miss	_"		"Smith,	madam,"	
said	the	languid	figure,	who	was	strangely	still	and		unafraid.		"Smith,"	said	Rosemary.	"We	are	
going	to	have	a	little	talk."		"Oh	yes,"	said	Philip.	"Quite,"	and	his	eye	caught	sight	of	the	coat	and	
hat		on	the	floor.	He	came	over	to	the	fire	and	turned	his	back	to	it.	"It's	a	beastly		afternoon,"	he	
said	curiously,	still	looking	at	that	listless	figure,	looking	at	its		hands	and	boots,	and	then	at	
Rosemary	again.		"Yes,	isn't	it?"	said	Rosemary	enthusiastically.	"Vile."		Philip	smiled	his	charming	
smile.	"As	a	matter	of	fact,"	said	he,	"I	wanted		you	to	come	into	the	library	for	a	moment.	Would
you?	Will	Miss	Smith	excuse		us?"		The	big	eyes	were	raised	to	him,	but	Rosemary	answered	for	
her:	"Of	course		she	will."	And	they	went	out	of	the	room	together.		"I	say,"	said	Philip,	when	they	
were	alone.	"Explain.	Who	is	she?	What	does		it	all	mean?"		Rosemary,	laughing,	leaned	against	
the	door	and	said:	"I	picked	her	up	in		Curzon	Street.	Really.	She's	a	real	pick-up.	She	asked	me
for	the	price	of	a	cup	of		tea,	and	I	brought	her	home	with	me.	"		"But	what	on	earth	are	you	going	
to	do	with	her?"	cried	Philip.		"Be	nice	to	her,"	said	Rosemary	quickly.	"Be	frightfully	nice	to	her.	
Look		after	her.	I	don't	know	how.	We	haven't	talked	yet.	But	show	her	-	treat	her	-	make		her	feel	-
"		"My	darling	girl,"	said	Philip,	"you're	quite	mad,	you	know.	It	simply	can't		be	done."		"I	knew	
you'd	say	that,"	retorted	Rosemary.	Why	not?	I	want	to.	Isn't	that	a		reason?	And	besides,	one's	
always	reading	about	these	things.	I	decided	-"		"But,"	said	Philip	slowly,	and	he	cut	the	end	of	a	
cigar,	"she's	so		astonishingly	pretty."		"Pretty?"	Rosemary	was	so	surprised	that	she	blushed.	"Do	
you	think	so?	I	-		I	hadn't	thought	about	it."		"Good	Lord!"	Philip	struck	a	match.	"She's	absolutely	
lovely.	Look	again,		my	child.	I	was	bowled	over	when	I	came	into	your	room	just	now.	However...	I		
think	you're	making	a	ghastly	mistake.	Sorry,	darling,	if	I'm	crude	and	all	that.	But		let	me	know	if	
Miss	Smith	is	going	to	dine	with	us	in	time	for	me	to	look	up	The		Milliner's	Gazette."	"You	absurd	
creature!"	said	Rosemary,	and	she	went	out	of	the	library,	but		not	back	to	her	bedroom.	She	went	
to	her	writing-room	and	sat	down	at	her	desk.		Pretty!	Absolutely	lovely!	Bowled	over!	Her	heart	
beat	like	a	heavy	bell.	Pretty!		Lovely!	She	drew	her	check-book	towards	her.	But	no,	checks	
would	be	no	use,	of		course.	She	opened	a	drawer	and	took	out	five	pound	notes,	looked	at	them,
put		two	back,	and	holding	the	three	squeezed	in	her	hand,	she	went	back	to	her		bedroom.		Half	
an	hour	later	Philip	was	still	in	the	library,	when	Rosemary	came	in.		"I	only	wanted	to	tell	you,"	
said	she,	and	she	leaned	against	the	door	again		and	looked	at	him	with	her	dazzled	exotic	gaze,	
"Miss	Smith	won't	dine	with	us	tonight."		Philip	put	down	the	paper.	"Oh,	what's	happened?	
Previous	engagement?"		Rosemary	came	over	and	sat	down	on	his	knee.	"She	insisted	on	
going,"	said		she,	"so	I	gave	the	poor	little	thing	a	present	of	money.	I	couldn't	keep	her	against		
her	will,	could	I?"	she	added	softly.		Rosemary	had	just	done	her	hair,	darkened	her	eyes	a	little	
and	put	on	her		pearls.	She	put	up	her	hands	and	touched	Philip's	cheeks.		"Do	you	like	me?"	said	
she,	and	her	tone,	sweet,	husky,	troubled	him.		"I	like	you	awfully,"	he	said,	and	he	held	her	
tighter.	"Kiss	me."		There	was	a	pause.		Then	Rosemary	said	dreamily:	"I	saw	a	fascinating	little	
box	to-day.	It	cost		twenty-eight	guineas.	May	I	have	it?"		Philip	jumped	her	on	his	knee.	"You	may,	
little	wasteful	one,"	said	he.		But	that	was	not	really	what	Rosemary	wanted	to	say.		"Philip,"	she	
whispered,	and	she	pressed	his	head	against	her	bosom,	"am	I		pretty?"		



	

15.	Everything	that	Rises	Must	Converge	Flannery	O'Connor

16.	The	Story	of	An	Hour	Kate	Chopin

17.	The	Richer	The	Poorer	Dorothy	West

The	Prisoner	Who	Wore	Glasses	Bessie	Head

19.	Lamb	to	the	Slaughter	Roald	Dahl

20.	Bingo	Tariq	Rahman

Tariq	RahmanIt	was	miserable	in	the	first	term	at	the	Pakistan	Military
Academy.	It	was.	They	made	us	stand	in	the	snow	in	underwears	at	night
and	I	was	given	a	cold	shower	and	frong-jumps	too.	The	battalion-
sergeant	major	was	a	sadist.	He	made	me	hop	around	catching	my
ankles	till	I	fell	down	and	my	legs	ached	like	hell.	But	the	cadets	of	my
platoon	were	idiots.	Each	one	of	them	broke	the	orders	once	and	lo	and
behold	we	were	all	up	to	our	neck	in	the	soup.	When	I	was	the	senior
gentleman	cadet—the	‘bloody	SGC’	as	I	was	termed—I	made	them	fall-in
ten	minutes	before	time.	It’s	idiotic	to	be	late	I	made	them	double	around
as	the	seniors	told	me.	Why	should	a	chap	be	lousy	when	the	staffs	and
the	seniors	are	all	around	to	nab	him	by	the	neck	and	do	the	dirty	on	him.
So	during	my	days	the	sergeant	was	pleased	and	the	CSM	ragged	us
only	twice.
	

“You	bloody	Jitter,”	said	my	cadet	corporal	to	me,	“you	will	be	a	good
soldier”
	

“Yes	sir,”	I	shouted	as	he	liked	us	to	do.
	

The	fellow	beamed	on	me	and	omitted	to	make	me	front-roll	when	he	left.
	

Tajassur,	on	the	contrary,	was	such	a	fool	that	the	whole	army	spat	on	its
hands	and	got	down	to	the	onerous	task	of	making	a	soldier	out	of	him.
He	didn’t	care.	He	let	the	cadets	get	late	and	stood	like	a	statue	who	has
had	its	behind	kicked.	He	chatted	around	from	room	to	room	and	didn’t



do	his	class	work.	He	let	us	walk	if	he	could	help	it.	Naturally,	whenever
we	were	caught,	Tajassur	was	the	one	who	never	heard	the	last	of	it.	He
gave	away	some	of	the	articles	of	his	FSMO	and	was	the	first	one	to	be
on	restrictions.	But	he	always	walked	around	casually	and	smiled.	It	was
foolish.	The	funniest	thing	was	that	he	was	my	room-mate.	It	gave	me
creeps	to	see	him	sleeping	in	the	morning	when	I	was	almost	in	my	shirt
for	the	PT	or	the	drill.	He	was	a	sub-human	creature	and	knew	no
discipline.
	

Yet	Tajassur	had	soft	baby-looks	and	large	black	eyes.	If	one	talked	to
him	he	smiled	and	spoke	nicely.	The	seniors	called	him	a	sissy	and	said
he	was	fit	to	be	a	heroine	in	a	Filipino	movie.	He	often	had	one	or	two
sadistic	senior	slave-drivers	who	delighted	in	punishing	him	or	feeding
him	on	sweets	in	the	canteen.	It	was	awful	to	be	his	room-mate.	The
seniors	came	into	our	room	just	to	enjoy	themselves	by	punishing	him	or
talking	to	him—he	was	witty.	“Hey	you	heroine,:	one	would	say,	“have
you	got	firl-friends?”
	

“No	sir,”	Tajassur	would	reply	standing	to	attention.
	

“Why,	you	bloody	goof?”
	

“I	don’t	know	sir.”
	

“Get	on	your	hands	down,	idiot,”	and	Tajassur	would	fall	to	the	ground	on
his	hands	and	feet.
	

“And	you	too,	you	priceless	imbecile.”
	

So	I,	cursing	the	bastards,	went	into	the	same	position.	And	the	ragging
would	go	on	at	my	expense.	Had	Tajassur	been	less	popular	nobody
would	have	bothered	us	so	much.
	



I	was	good	in	drill	and	P.T.	and	Tajassur	was	lousy	at	both.	Yet	he
managed	to	pass.	In	the	map	reading	the	platoon	mates	often	did	his
work.	They	enlarged	the	map	for	him	and	even	found	the	grid	reference
of	his	own	position.	In	exchange	all	the	fellow	did	was	only	tell	them
jokes.	And	in	spite	of	his	innocent	looks	Tajassur	knew	jokes	which	could
send	the	angels	running	after	the	chaste	houris	in	paradise.	I	like	jokes
but	I	detest	stupidity.	Of	what	use	are	jokes	when	the	officiers	are	just
around	the	corner.	All	these	immature	things	did	make	Tajassur	popular
but	at	the	expense	of	his	marks	and	position.
	

He	was	a	cadet	platoon	commander	once	and,	at	the	end	of	the	exercise,
he	brought	us	back	in	a	truck.	It	was	a	big	risk.	We	were	supposed	to
have	walked	back	20	miles	and	there	was	a	competition	with	the	other
paltoons.	And	yet	this	grinning	baby	brought	us	back	on	this	truck.
Natually	we	reached	before	midnight.	So	what	does	he	do?	He	takes	us
to	a	hotel	of	all	things	and	there	makes	us	dance	all	night	and	eat	and
drink	and	have	a	rollicking	good	time.	O	boy.	It	was	fun;	but	he	could
have	been	withdrawn	if	anyone	had	noticed.	Well,	we	reached	the
Academy	gates	and	were	told	that	we	were	third.	Tajassur	seemed	so
tired	that	the	cadet	sergeant	sent	us	to	rest	after	the	rifle	cleaning	the
fraud!
	

He	passed	out	twentieth	in	the	course.	And,	I	bet,	it	was	all	because	of
his	wonderful	oral	expression	in	English	and	wit.	He	read	his	lesson	half
an	hour	before	the	model	discussion	and	gave	cogent	arguments.
Besides,	he	was	liked	by	our	immature	platoon-mates	and	they	thought
he	was	a	good	sort.	He	had	given	his	water-bottle	to	thirsty	people	who
had	been	foolish	enough	to	have	wasted	their	supply	in	the	exercise.	He
had	cheerfully	carried	the	light	machine-gun—the	most	goddamnest	pain
in	the	arse—in	the	‘initiative	exercise’.	He	had	a	smile	for	most	of	us	and,
in	the	Academy,	chaps	are	nit-wits	enough	to	get	impressed	by	these
kind	of	trivialities.
	

But	just	before	our	passing	out,	things	were	against	him.	He	was	a	Bingo,
you	see.	He	belonged	to	Dacca	itself	and	East	Pakistan	had	begun



kicking	up	one	hell	of	row	to	get	separated	from	West	Pakistan.	We
called	him	a	‘Bingo’	and	a	‘traitor’	and	Sheikh	Mujibur	Rehman’s	ADC.	I
went	a	step	further	and	called	him	the	‘Marshaland	minion’.	I	told	him,	he
would	be	the	minion	of	old	Mujib	and	since	all	his	land	was	marshaland
so—the	title!
	

But	Tajassur	kept	quiet	about	these	things.	He	was	quite	a	kid	and	kids
can’t	get	serious	about	politics	and	such	like	grown-up	things.	So	came
the	D-Day	and	we	passed	out.	Tajassur	had	got	many	badges	of	rank,
cap	and	stuff	even	from	juniors.	I	thought	it	a	shame	to	accept	things
from	juniors	and	said	so.	He	smiled	sheepishly	and	told	me	that	presents
could	not	be	denied.	I	told	him	he	would	bring	shame	to	the	army	by
being	so	unprincipled.
	

“I	have	my	own	principles,	Safeer,”	he	replied	gravely.
	

“And	what	damned	lousy	Bingo	principles	may	those	be	sweetie,”	I
taunted.	I	was	getting	angry.
	

“Look,	Safeer.	They	are	not	reasoned	out.	I	just	do	what	makes	me
happy	and	what	makes	people	happy.	And	‘Bingo’	has	nothing	to	do	with
it.”
	

“Happy,”	I	cried.	“That’s	a	fatheaded	thing	to	say	and	I	will	let	you	know	it
is.	The	sergeant	would	excuse	us	drill	to	make	us	happy.	The	soliders
should	not	kill	the	rebel	Mukti	Bahinis	to	make	them	happy.	And	girls
should	get	laid	in	order	to	please	grinning	morons.	Happy—oh	now	you
know	that’s	ungentlemanly	and	unofficer-like.”
	

“I	am	not	much	of	an	officer,”	he	rejoined.
	

“So	much	the	worse	for	the	army,”	I	replied.
	



Just	then	our	bearer	came	in	and	Tajassur	started	telling	him	what	to	do
with	his	shoes	once	he	left.	The	bearer	goggled	like	a	fish	and	seemed	to
relish	the	idea	of	laying	his	vile	paws	on	those	good	shoes,	coats	and
shirts.
	

I	went	into	the	infantry	and	so	did	Tajassur.	We	got	our	regiments	in	the
main	dining-hall	of	the	battalion	mess.	Whenever	someone	was	assigned
to	Headquarters	Eastern	Command	a	sibilant	half-deriding	sound	came
from	the	cadets.	The	adjutant	was	terribly	annoyed	and	threatened	us
with	restrictions	but	the	sound	still	didn’t	stop	entirely.
	

“Sher	Nawaz	Khan,”	called	the	adjutant,	“36	Cavalry,	Kharian	Cantt.”
	

We	all	clapped.	Sher	got	red	in	the	face	and	sat	down.
	

“Mohammad	Adil	Siddiqui,	Daedaulus’s	Horse.	Report	to	Multan	Cantt.”
	

This	time	the	clapping	was	thunderous.	Daedalus’s	was	a	much-coveted
armoured	regiment	with	aristocratic	traditions.
	

“Ali	Ahmed,”	continued	the	adjutant,	20	Baluch	–	Quetta.”	Applause
greeted	him	also.
	

“Safeer	Ahmed	–	15	Punjab,	report	to	HQ	Eastern	Command.”
	

I	sat	down	amidst	a	low	hissing		and	the	fellow	on	my	right	laughed
mirthlessly.	Then	some	people	clapped.	The	adjustant	went	red	in	the
face.	“What’s	wrong	with	you	buggers.	Are	you	all	yellow.	I’ll	kick	the
whole	lot	out	of	here	if	I	hear	that	damned	hissing.”	Then	he	went	on	with
the	names.
	

Some	people	congratulated	me	on	getting	the	infantry.	It	was	my	choice.



	

“Tajassur	Ullah,”	said	the	adjutant	with	a	smile.	The	applause	was
thundering	as	he	stood	up	shyly.	He	was	blushing,	the	sissy.	“For	the
course	favourite	the	GHQ	decrees-report	to	HQ	Eastern	Command-
15Punjab.”
	

The	hall	went	wild.	There	was	loud	hissing	mixed	with	clapping.	The
adjutant	looked	down	and	fumbled	with	the	papers.	I	thought	everyone
made	a	fool	of	himself	because	Tajassur	was	treated	like	a	baby	not	like
a	grown-up	man.	I	would	have	been	ashamed	to	be	in	his	shoes.	But	he
sat	down	cheerfully	and	thanked	the	people	around	him	with	a	bright
smile.
	

We	got	only	three	days	to	report	to	the	stations	of	duty.	On	the	plane	I
met	some	of	my	coursemates.	The	rank	of	2/lieutenant	was	new	on	our
shoulders.	It	was	fun	to	wear	it.	Very	few	people	have	the	honour	of	being
class-I	officers	of	the	government	at	the	age	of	19	or	20.	We	were	among
such	lucky	ones	and	I	felt	proud	of	myself	and	happy.
	

When	we	reached	the	unit	there	was	an	atmosphere	of	tension	and	hurry.
The	adjutant	was	a	certain	Capt.	Maqsood	Hussain.	He	told	me	to	look
sharp	in	my	battle	dress	and	to	be	15	minutes	early	for	all	parades.
Tajassur	also	reported	late	that	evening	and	Capt.	Maqsood	ragged	him
a	great	deal	for	grinning	like	an	ape.	He	seemed	to	be	a	strict	adjutant.	In
the	evening	we	went	to	the	mess	on	bikes.
	

An	old	bearer	served	us	soft	drinks	and	we	sat	listening	to	the
conversation.	Then	the	C.O	came	and	everyone	stood	up.	He	was	a
middle-aged	man	with	a	balding	head,	bushy	eye-brows	and	a	very
serious	grim	face.
	

“Let	me	introduce	2/Lt	Safeer	to	you	sir,”	said	Capt.	Maqsood	presenting
me	first	since	I	was	senior	by	number	to	Tajassur.
	



“How	do	you	do,”	said	the	C.O.	“	What	was	your	passingout	number?”
	

“Fifth,	sir,”	I	replied.
	

“Good.	The	Punjab	Regiment	likes	bright	youngsters.	Good.”
	

Then	Tajassur	was	presented.	The	clown	smiled	even	at	the
commandant	though	the	colonel	was	as	serious	as	church	as	he	took	his
paw	in	his	big	hand.
	

“And	what	is	your	passing-out	number?”
	

“Twentieth,	sir,”	he	replied.
	

“Well,	well.	Work	hard	in	the	regiment.	Your	professional	life	begins	here,”
said	the	C.O.	I	could	see	that	I	had	given	a	good	first	impression.
	

The	C.O.	talked	to	the	senior	officers	and	we	kept	listening.	Nobody
addressed	us	again.	Then	the	supper	was	announced	and	we	moved	to
the	table.	The	C.O.	began	talking	about	history.
	

“I	admire	the	courage	of	John	Nicholson	and	Sir	Hugh	Rose	in	1857,”	he
said.
	

“Yes	sir,	the	battle	account	is	inspiring,”	said	Major	Dost	Muhammad,	the
Second-in-Command.
	

“Sir	the	Vietcong	too	are	brave,”	said	Maj.	Azhar	Khan,	one	of	the
Company	Commanders.
	

“Yes,	Yes,	that	is	wonderful,”	replied	the	C.O.	“Though	they	are	short-



statured	people.	They	don’t	seem	to	be	a	martial	race.”
	

“I	think	there	are	no	martial	races,”—Tajassur’s	voice	startled	me.
Everyone	turned	to	look	at	him.	The	adjutant	was	scowling	darkly.
Everyone	seemed	to	have	been	struck	by	a	bolt	from	the	blue.
	

“People	are	forced	to	fight	when	they	are	exploited	and	transgressed
against.:	and	bravery	is	good	only	if	its	is	used	in	a	just	cause.	If	it	is	used
to	oppress	it	is	evil.”	There	was	a	pin-drop	silence	in	the	room.	The	C.O
looked	as	if	he	would	have	a	fit.	His	face	was	red	with	anger.	He	didn’t
reply	at	all.	Then	the	silence	reigned	in	an	ominous	way	and	the	meal
came	to	an	end.	The	C.O.	left	for	his	room	and	the	adjutant	took	us
aside.	He	struck	a	cigarette	and	slowly	turned	to	Tajassur.
	

“How	dare	you,”	he	hissed	between	cleanched	teeth.	“Talk	so	insolently
to	the	C.O.”
	

“But	I	merely	expressed	my	opinion,	sir,”	said	Tajassur	with	genuine
surprise.
	

“But	your	damned	idiotic	opinion	you	bloody	tit	of	a	second	lieutenant.
Don’t	you	dare	utter	a	squeak	when	your	seniors	are	talking	O.K.	Do	I
make	myself	clear.”
	

“Yes	sir.”
	

The	adjutant	kept	glaring	at	us.	We	kept	standing	at	attention.	Tajassur
looked	down.
	

“Seven	days	orderly	officer	duty	for	you	Tajassur.	You	will	check	the
guard	and	report	to	me	thrice	every	night.”	“Yes	sir,”	said	Tajassur	in	a
muffled	voice.	Captain	Maqsood	turned	and	stalked	off.	His	boots
crunched	the	loose	shingles.	Tajassur	stood	completely	humiliated.	They



had	petted	him	and	spoiled	him	at	PMA.	I	always	had	told	him	athat	the
army	was	no	place	for	suave	young	juniors	who	didn’t	know	how	to
respect	seniors.	Now	he	was	crying.
	

O	God!	I	couldn’t	believe	it.	He	had	tears	in	his	eyes.	“Don’t	be	a	sissy
Tajassur,”	I	said	to	him.	It	was	most	exasperating	to	see	him	disgracing
our	course	like	that.	A	most	effeminate	thing	to	do.	He	didn’t	reply	me.
When	I	reached	the	room	I	found	him	asleep.
	

Soon	enough	Tajassur	was	in	everybody’s	bad	books.	He	got	late	for
parades.	He	was	too	chummy	with	the	other	ranks	and	addressed	the
non-commissioned	officers	as	if	they	were	officers.	He	had,	strangely	so,
no	respect	for	the	seniors.	He	contradicted	them	and	thrust	his	opinion	as
if	he	knew	more	than	all	those	who	had	put	in	so	much	service.	Everyone
told	me	that	PMA	was	not	training	even	the	regular	courses	well.	Even	I
was	given	long	lectures	when	he	did	something	wrong.	As	I	had
expected,	Tajassur	was	a	very	poor	specimen	of	an	officer.
	

Then	one	day	the	C.O.	called	a	conference	and	apprised	us	of	the	enemy
situation.	The	Mukti	Bahini,	i.e.,	rebet	Bingo	troops—had	started	playing
havoc	with	our	supply	line.	Since	January	Sheikh	Mujeeb	had	become
even	more	absurdly	adamant	about	his	“six	points”.	I	never	knew	what
the	damned	six	points	were	but	anything	coming	from	a	loony	like	Mujeeb
must	have	been	crap.	Tajassur	kept	sitting	like	a	stooge	throughout	the
conference.	That	evening	we	were	supposed	to	crack	down	on	a	village
where	the	bastards	were	in	hiding.	I	was	in	the	room	when	Tajassur	came
in.	He	wasn’t	smiling.	In	fact	he	had	become	glum.	“Hwy	Safeer	ready,	he
said	amiably.	“Yeah	what	about	you”	“O.K.”
	

He	sat	down	and	started	playing	with	my	watch.	It	annoyed	me.
Goodness,	wasn’t	he	grown	up	enough	to	stop	fooling	with	other	peoples’
things.	It	made	a	man	sick	to	have	such	a	kiddish	roomate.
	

“Stop	playing	with	it,”	said	I,



	

“What	does	it	matter,”	he	replied,”	what	does	anything	matter.”
	

“What	matters	now	partner	is	that	we	better	roast	your	Bingo	friends
alive?”	I	said	wearily.
	

“Why?”
	

“Why?	What	the	hell	do	your	mean	why.	Because	they	are	Pakistan’s
enemies.	Because	they	want	to	divide	our	country.	Because	they	are
Indian	agents	and	anti-Pakistan.	That’s	what	we	are	being	paid	for.
	

The	C.O.	orders	us	and	we	go.	That’s	loyalty.”
	

“But	where	is	your	conscience?”
	

“My	conscience	tells	me	to	rid	Pakistan	of	its	enemies”
	

“Listen	Safeer,”	he	said	sitting	on	my	bed.	“This	is	propaganda.”
	

Pakistan	was	not	created	to	be	a	slave	colony.	Bengal	was	treated	as	a
colony	by	the	C.S.P.	officers.	The	army	officers	made	fun	of	our	men	and
beat	them.	“Everyone	took	our	wealth…”	as	usual	his	voice	became
choked	with	gushy	tears.	He	clenched	his	hand.”	And	now	that	we	have
risen	against	this	exploitation,	this	tyranny,	they	are	telling	the	army	to
shoot	our	people.	The	army	has	entered	villages	before	and	shot	our
innocent	people.	They’ve	raped	our	girls.	It’s	monstrous	and	unjust.
“Can’t	you	feel	it	Safeer,”	he	caught	my	hands	and	his	lips	twiched	and
trembled.
	

“Can’t	you	see	that	this	lovely	lusht-green	land	is	under	hobnailed	boots.
	



“Can’t	you	hear	the	foul	orders	of	hate-filled	fat	men	in	Islamabad	who
are	sending	poor	innocent	boys	to	kill	people	they	have	never	even	met
before.	Come	on	Safeer	where’s	your	conscience…”
	

I	shook	him	off.	He	was	mad.	I	had	never	seen	him	so	passionate.	I	was
a	little	scared	of	him.	these	Bengalis	were	a	treacherous	race.	Batmen
had	been	known	to	have	murdered	their	officers.	This	vile	race	knew	of
no	loyalty	nor	even	unit	spirit.	Nothing	noble	appealed	to	their
conscience.
	

“Go	to	sleep.	Go	to	sleep.	Don’t	talk	like	that	or	you’ll	be	caught	you	fool,”
I	muttered.	In	the	evening	the	news	shook	everybody.	2/Lt.	Tajassur	had
deliberately	become	a	deserter.	They	called	his	absence	desertion
straightway	because	his	pistol	was	missing	too	and	it	was	well	known
that	Bingos	took	to	their	heels	to	join	the	enemy	treacherously.	I	was
surprised.	He	was	too	much	of	a	sissy,	I	thought,	to	have	dared	to	run
away.	It	is	risky	after	all.
	

We	did	roast	the	traitors	in	that	village.	First	the	troops	surrounded	it	and
then	the	machine-guns	blazed	away.	The	vermin	came	out	and	ever	so
happily	the	crackshots	took	them	on.	It	must	have	taught	them	a	lesson
not	to	hide	the	traitors	anymore.	They	took	prisoners	too	who	were
handed	on	to	the	Intelligence	Units.	These	Intelligence	chaps	knew	how
to	get	the	truth	out	of	stubborn	Bingos	for	sure.
	

Days	passed	and	I	became	a	responsible	subaltern.	In	March	I	did	so
well	that	I	got	recommended	for	the	Commander-in-Chief’s
commendation	letter.	The	GOC,	Eastern	Command	shook	hands	with
me.	In	the	Unit	the	C.O.	called	me	‘hot-rod	Commando’	and	was	very
proud	of	me.	Major	Ali	Ahmed	was	an	expert	in	bringing	in	Bingos	as	a
net	brings	in	fish.	We	would	shoot	them	slowly	one	by	one.	It	improved
my	target	practice	a	good	deal.	The	bastards	cried	for	pity	and
whimpered	like	dogs.	I	think	this	is	a	race	of	slaves.	They	look	up	at	a
person	as	if	he	were	a	god	and		then	they	are	so	treacherous	that	they
stab	you	in	the	back.	We	used	to	kill	them	whenever	we	got	news	that



our	brethren	had	been	killed	anywhere.	It	didn’t	compensate	for	our
losses,	but	it	made	one	take	out	one’s	anger	at	someone.	Some	officers
delighted	in	torturing	the	Bingos	to	extract	information	from	them.	In	the
beginning	I	thought	it	was	excessive	but	soon	enough	I	found	out	that
these	stubborn	people	didn’t	talk	as	long	as	you	treated	them	humanely.
Besides	everything	is	fair	once	your	national	integrity	is	at	stake.
	

One	day	we	were	ordered	to	clear	a	village	of	the	Muktees.	I	was
incharge	of	a	platoon	and	we	moved	off	at	first-light	on	jeeps.	It	was	very
early	dawn	when	we	struck.	The	scene	was	rather	like	some	Second
World	War	movie	film’s,	except	that	brown-skinned	people	ran	out	like
chikkens	with	the	heads	cut	off.	The	Bingos	are	such	cowards	infront	of
soldiers	I	thought	as	I	turned	the	machine-guns	on	the	main	exit.	The
rush	of	the	women	stopped	as	many	rolled	in	blood	and	confusion.	Then
hell	broke	loose.	Our	Jeeps	were	hit	by	bullets	and	they	swooshed	and
whistled	past	my	ears.	I	heard	the	Company	Commander	yell	the	order	to
retreat.	I	jumped	into	a	tree.	But	I	managed	to	rush	off	behind	another
jeep	and	got	bogged	down	into	their	blasted	flooded	paddy	fields.
Frightful	shapes	advanced	towards	me	and	I	was	hauled	out	of	the	jeep.
The	pistol	was	yawnked	out	of	my	hands	and	I	was	given	a	blow	on	the
head	which	made	everything	go	dark	infront	of	me.
	

When	I	regained	consciousness	I	was	in	a	little	dark	room.	There	was	a
window	but,	blast	their	treacherous	brains,	they	had	barred	it	with	steel
bars.	I	went	around	it	once.	Twice.	This	didn’t	happen.	Officers	of	the
Pakistan	Army	couldn’t	abe	caught	like	this	by	the	Bingos.	As	I	sat	down
trying	to	think	some	way	out	of	it	all,	the	door	opened	and	a	small	mean-
looking	Bingo	beckoned	me	to	follow	him.	I	did	and	was	brought	to	a
room	in	which	a	number	of	ragged	illclothed	men	were	sitting	on	cots.
One	of	them	was	in	uniform	and	he	was	sitting	on	a	chair.
	

“Lieutenant	Safeer	of	the	15the	Punjab,”	he	said	in	English,	“I	am	Major
Saif-ur-Rehman	of	the	Bangladesh	Army”	he	replied	getting	up	to	shake
my	hand.	I	was	stunned.	There	was	no	bloody	Bangladesh	and	no
damned	Bangladesh	Army	I	was	about	to	burst	out.	But	then	I



remembered	where	I	was	and	kept	my	mouth	shut.
	

“Yes”	I	said
	

“Yes,”	sir,	Lieutenant,”	replied	the	Major	fmiling	impishly.	I	wanted	to	bash
his	ugly	black	Bingo	mug	in.	But	I	had	to	be	tactful.
	

“Yes	sir,”	I	said
	

“That’s	better,”	he	replied.
	

The	other	Bingos	shouted.	Their	faces	were	angry.	They	looked	like
animals.	I	had	never	seen	men	like	that.	Their	animal	faces	scared	me.
This	was	not	like	war	against	a	civilised	army.	These	apes	knew	no
Geneva	Convention	nor	did	they	know	what	an	officer	was.	But	this	Major
was	more	of	a	fellow	officer.	At	least	he	knew	these	things.
	

He	must	have	been	in	the	Academy.
	

“You	will	be	tried,”	said	the	Major
	

“What	for	sir,”	I	asked	him
	

“For	killing	innocent	civilians.	For	butchering	exactly	twenty	two	women,
ninetten	children	and	seven	men	of	Bangladesh.”
	

“I	did	my	duty.”
	

“Which	code	of	morals	asks	you	to	kill	people	at	the	orders	of	an
unscrupulous	government.”
	



At	this	the	people	raised	a	shout.	They	seemed	to	be	under	standing
what	was	going	on.	I	found	out	why	this	was	so.	An	interpreter	kept	up	a
constant	chatter	conveying	what	was	going	on	to	the	avid	audience.	My
heart	sank	within	me.	It	was	terrible.	Those	people	were	mad.”	I	am
defending	my	country	against	Indian	insurgents	and	rebels.	When	the
people	hide	them	we	have	to	take	action.	Thats’	all,”	I	replied.	“And	why
do	they	hide	them?”	the	major’s	eyes	were	hard	and	glittering.”	Have	you
ever	tried	to	get	out	of	your	propaganda	and	use	your	mind	and	eyes.
They	hide	them	because	they	love	them.	Because	they	are	their	own
people.	Because	they	hate	you.	That’s	why	they	kill	you	when	you	stray
out	of	your	lttle	fortresses.	But	one	day	all	your	fortresses	will	vanish	and
we	will	be	free—then	you	will	be	pushed	out	into	the	Bay	of	Bengal	and
the	lotus	will	be	out	of	your	reach.	You	are	colonists,	like	the	French	in
Algeria	and	the	Belgians	in	the	Congo.	Had	you	been	as	sensible	as	the
British	you	would	have	withdrawn	gracefully.	But	no.	You’ll	get	innocent
youths	fresh	from	PMA	and	open-mouthed	recruits	butchered	first	before
your	generals	see	any	sense.	You	will	have	to	be	pushed	out.	You	won’t
go.”	The	room	jeered	at	me.	Their	voice	rose	to	a	hysterical	crescendo
and	the	walls	reverberated.	Their	voice	had	a	ravenous	hunger	in	it	and
the	hope	of	life	seemed	to	fuse	in	me.	The	bodies	were	brown	and	lean
and	naked,	yet	they	were	not	in	a	cage	where	I	could	shoot	them.	They
were	not	being	kicked	or	raped.	They	were	not	pleading.	There	was	a
maniacal	confidence	in	their	eyes.	They	were	not	slaves	it	seemed.	And
looking	around	felt	my	feet	go	cold.	My	throat	was	parched	and	I	felt	very
weak.	My	heart	was	beating	like	mad.
	

“You	will	be	shot	in	the	morning”	said	the	Major.	I	was	taken	back	to	my
room.	Its	walls	closed	upon	me	and	seemed	to	move	physically.	The	light
showed	a	star	in	the	sky	and	I	looked	at	it.	The	thought	came	and	struck
me	like	a	blow	in	boxing—I	wouldn’t	see	it	again.	I	wouldn’t	feel	the	wind
on	my	face	too.	How	wonderful	was	the	mess	with	the	waiter	bringing
Coca-Cola	for	you.	How	lovely	the	feel	of	the	beer	as	it	makes	one	light-
limed	and	heavy-lidded.	And	never	would	I	feel	that	rising	intoxication.
Nor	even	would	the	black	sky	have	silver	stars	again.	I	turned	around	and
the	hard	damp	ground	resisted	me.	The	soft	skin	of	the	girls	was	no
more.	I	remembered	the	evenings	of	PMA	when	we	sat	on	the	terrace	of



the	cafetaria	and	looked	at	the	green	vally.	Tajassur	often	treated	me.	He
was	so	lively	and	soft-spoken.	And	tomorrow	I	would	be	dead.	Waht	was
the	use	of	it	all.	I	would	die	and	Bengal	would	live	on.	I	don’t	know	how
many	would	die	and	then	something	would	happen.	But	who	was	in	the
right?…And	was	there	a	right	at	all?	I	didn’t	know	anything.	I	didn’t	want
to	think.	It	was	agony	to	be	alive.
	

I	didn’t	know	what	time	it	was	when	I	heard	a	knock.	I	was	going	to	abuse
the	man	so	much	that	he	would	run	away.	It	was	bursting	in	me	like	a
tidal	wave.	All	the	dirty	words	of	Urdu,	Punjabi	and	English	were	coming
to	my	lips.	I	hated	these	Bengali	Bastards.	I	hated	them	all.	I	hated	the
army.	I	hated…”	Safeer,	Safeer”	came	a	low	soft	voice.	“Yes,”	I	replied.	It
was	a	familiar	voice.	My	ears	were	strained	out	for	its	melody.	There	was
hope	in	its	music.	I	liked	that	voice	at	that	moment.	I	was	Tajassur.	I	put
my	arms	around	his	neck	and	almost	stifled	him.	He	was	trembling.	I	too
was	trembling.	I	kissed	him	on	the	cheeks.
	

“Come	with	me,”	he	said	in	a	low	voice.
	

We	stole	out	like	shadows.	The	Bangali	soldiers	saluted	him.	He	wore	a
Captain’s	rank	and	the	same	uniform	I	had	seen	on	the	Major.	There	was
a	jeep	outside	and	in	it	we	sped	away	from	that	loathsome	house.	We
didn’t	talk.	He	took	me	to	a	house	where	a	woman	with	soft	eyes	like
Tajassur’s	gave	me	food.	A	girl	brought	me	rice	and	cooked	fish.	I	was
excellent	and	I	enjoyed	it.
	

“This	is	my	family	Safeer,”	said	Tajassur	“You’ll	have	to	stay	here	till	I	can
send	you	back	to	where	you	belong.”
	

“But	Tajassur	why	don’t	you	send	me	soon.	Now	in	fact.”
	

“Its’	impossible,”	he	smiled.	“Actually,	this	area	is	now	under	the	joint
command	of	the	Indian	and	the	Bangladesh	Army.	The	Pakistan	Army	is
surrendering.”



	

“No!”
	

“Yes	Safeer,”	he	said	and	his	voice	was	gentle	and	tired.	“The	war	is
coming	to	an	end.”
	

I	lived	there	for	three	days	and	that	soft-spoken	family	wafted	me	to
states	of	mind	I	have	never	known	before.	A	langurous	peace	filled	my	up
as	I	drank	milk	and	ate	my	rice.	Tajassur’s	sister	Amina	had	a	charming
langour	in	her	eyes	which	made	me	eat	my	rice	ever	so	softly.	There	was
no	hurry,	no	protocol	and	no	friction.	They	had	soft,	cute,	childlike	smiles.
They	spoke	a	bit	of	Urdu	and	Amina	knew	a	little	English	too.	There	was
a	English	too.	There	was	a	warmth	in	their	house	which	made	me	melt.	It
was	lovely.
	

So	when	Tajassur	came	to	take	me	to	Dacca	I	was	feeling	sad	at	the
parting.	His	mother	put	a	talisman	around	my	neck	and	his	sister	gave
me	chocolates,	money	and—a	lovely	smile!	He	took	me	out	tenderly	to	a
jeep.	And	I	was	about	to	get	in	when	the	defening	burst	of	a	machine-gun
rocked	us	violently	out	of	it.	We	stretched	out	on	the	ground	and	I	saw
Pakistani	Commandos	enter	the	house.	Tajassur	leapt	up	like	lightning
but	before	he	could	shoot,	he	was	bayoneted.	I	saw	the	bayonet	go	into
his	stomach	and	with	a	cry	he	fell	back	and	the	blood	ran	all	over	his
belly	and	legs.	The	commandos	were	in	the	house.	I	got	up	forgetting
caution.	“Hay	wait	wat	I	am	Lieutenant	Safeer	of	15	Punjab”	I	shouted
like	a	madman.	“Thank	God	you	are	safe,”	said	an	officer	embracing	me.
“We’ll	have	to	get	away	to	Dacca.	They’ve	surrendered.”
	

I	heard	the	meaningless	words.	What	was	surrender?	It	was	all
meaningless.	There	were	commando	soldiers.	And	inside	the	house	were
Amina	and	Tajassur’s	mother.	And	Tajassur	lay	dead	in	a	puddle	of	blood
and	his	guts	had	come	out	and	sprawled	on	his	thighs	like	snakes.	And
he	looked	so	boyish	and	lovely	and	young.
	



“What	are	they	doing	sir,	your	soldiers,”	I	cried	shaking	the	Captain.
	

“Lets,”	go	in	and	see”	he	said	clamly,	loading	his	stengun	again.
	

We	went	in.	the	world	broke	into	mad	patterns,	Amina	was	naked,	raped
—dead?	Stabbed!	And	Tajassur’s	mother	was	wild.	She	tore	her	hair.
She	flung	things	all	around.	She	was	frantic.	I	couldn’t	meet	her	eyes.	I
couldn’t	stand	her	grief.	She	was	living	in	the	agony	of	death.	Her
husband	had	died	much	earlier.	I	took	the	Captains’	sten-gun	and	shot
her—to	end	her	agony	with	pity	in	my	heart.	She	looked	at	me	as	if
unable	to	believe	the	depth	of	himan	ingratitude.	Then	she	fell	down
dead.	I	emptied	the	sten-gun	on	the	ground.	On	the	mud	of	free
Bangladesh.
	

“Bloody	Bingos,”	commented	the	Captain	of	the	SSG.
	

“Lets’	go,”	sir,”	I	said.	I	felt	like	crying.
	

And	we	sat	in	the	jeep	and	went	away.	Nothing	mattered	anymore.
Tajassur	and	his	mother	were	no	longer	alive	to	accuse	me.	Bangladesh
was	free	and	the	Pakistan	Army	had	surrendered.

21.	The	Kingdom	of	Cards	Rabindranath	Tagore
	

Once	upon	a	time	there	was	a	lonely	island	in	a	distant	sea	where	lived
the	Kings	and	Queens,	the	Aces	and	the	Knaves,	in	the	Kingdom	of
Cards.	The	Tens	and	Nines,	with	the	Twos	and	Threes,	and	all	the	other	
members,	had	long	ago	settled	there	also.	But	these	were	not	twice-born	
people,	like	the	famous	Court	Cards.				The	Ace,	the	King,	and	the	Knave	
were	the	three	highest	castes.	The	fourth	Caste	was	made	up	of	a	
mixture	of	the	lower	Cards.	The	Twos	and	Threes	were	lowest	of	all.	
These	inferior	Cards	were	never	allowed	to	sit	in	the	same	row	with	the	
great	Court	Cards.				Wonderful	indeed	were	the	regulations	and	rules	of	
that	island	kingdom.	The	particular	rank	of	each	individual	had	been	



settled	from	time	immemorial.	Every	one	had	his	own	appointed	work,	
and	never	did	anything	else.	An	unseen	hand	appeared	to	be	directing	
them	wherever	they	went,—according	to	the	Rules.				No	one	in	the	
Kingdom	of	Cards	had	any	occasion	to	think:	no	one	had	any	need	to	
come	to	any	decision:	no	one	was	ever	required	to	debate	any	new	
subject.	The	citizens	all	moved	along	in	a	listless	groove	without	speech.	
When	they	fell,	they	made	no	noise.	They	lay	down	on	their	backs,	and	
gazed	upward	at	the	sky	with	each	prim	feature	firmly	fixed	for	ever.									
There	was	a	remarkable	stillness	in	the	Kingdom	of	Cards.	Satisfaction	
and	contentment	were	complete	in	all	their	rounded	wholeness.	There	
was	never	any	uproar	or	violence.	There	was	never	any	excitement	or	
enthusiasm.				The	great	ocean,	crooning	its	lullaby	with	one	unceasing	
melody,	lapped	the	island	to	sleep	with	a	thousand	soft	touches	of	its	
wave's	white	hands.	The	vast	sky,	like	the	outspread	azure	wings	of	the	
brooding	mother-bird,	nestled	the	island	round	with	its	downy	plume.	For	
on	the	distant	horizon	a	deep	blue	line	betokened	another	shore.	But	no	
sound	of	quarrel	or	strife	could	reach	the	Island	of	Cards,	to	break	its	
calm	repose.				In	that	far-off	foreign	land	across	the	sea,	there	lived	a	
young	Prince	whose	mother	was	a	sorrowing	queen.	This	queen	had	
fallen	from	favour,	and	was	living	with	her	only	son	on	the	seashore.	The	
Prince	passed	his	childhood	alone	and	forlorn,	sitting	by	his	forlorn	
mother,	weaving	the	net	of	his	big	desires.	He	longed	to	go	in	search	of	
the	Flying	Horse,	the	Jewel	in	the	Cobra's	hood,	the	Rose	of	Heaven,	the	
Magic	Roads,	or	to	find	where	the	Princess	Beauty	was	sleeping	in	the	
Ogre's	castle	over	the	thirteen	rivers	and	across	the	seven	seas.									
From	the	Son	of	the	Merchant	at	school	the	young	Prince	learnt	the	
stories	of	foreign	kingdoms.	From	the	Son	of	the	Kotwal	he	learnt	the
adventures	of	the	Two	Genii	of	the	Lamp.	And	when	the	rain	came
beating	down,	and	the	clouds	covered	the	sky,	he	would	sit	on	the
threshold	facing	the	sea,	and	say	to	his	sorrowing	mother:	"Tell	me,
mother,	a	story	of	some	very	far-off	land."				And	his	mother	would	tell	him	
an	endless	tale	she	had	heard	in	her	childhood	of	a	wonderful	country	
beyond	the	sea	where	dwelt	the	Princess	Beauty.	And	the	heart	of	the	
young	Prince	would	become	sick	with	longing,	as	he	sat	on	the	threshold,	
looking	out	on	the	ocean,	listening	to	his	mother's	wonderful	story,	while	
the	rain	outside	came	beating	down	and	the	grey	clouds	covered	the	sky.				
One	day	the	Son	of	the	Merchant	came	to	the	Prince,	and	said	boldly:	



"Comrade,	my	studies	are	over.	I	am	now	setting	out	on	my	travels	to	
seek	my	fortunes	on	the	sea.	I	have	come	to	bid	you	good-bye."				The	
Prince	said;	"I	will	go	with	you."				And	the	Son	of	Kotwal	said	also:	
"Comrades,	trusty	and	true,	you	will	not	leave	me	behind.	I	also	will	be	
your	companion."				Then	the	young	Prince	said	to	his	sorrowing	mother;	
"Mother,	I	am	now	setting	out	on	my	travels	to	seek	my	fortune.	When	I	
come	back	once	more,	I	shall	surely	have	found	some	way	to	remove	all	
your	sorrow."				So	the	Three	Companions	set	out	on	their	travels	
together.	In	the	harbour	were	anchored	the	twelve	ships	of	the	merchant,	
and	the	Three	Companions	got	on	board.	The	south	wind	was	blowing,	
and	the	twelve	ships	sailed	away,	as	fast	as	the	desires	which	rose	in	the	
Prince's	breast.				At	the	Conch	Shell	Island	they	filled	one	ship	with	
conchs.	At	the	Sandal	Wood	Island	they	filled	a	second	ship	with	sandal-
wood,	and	at	the	Coral	Island	they	filled	a	third	ship	with	coral.									Four	
years	passed	away,	and	they	filled	four	more	ships,	one	with	ivory,	one	
with	musk,	one	with	cloves,	and	one	with	nutmegs.				But	when	these	
ships	were	all	loaded	a	terrible	tempest	arose.	The	ships	were	all	of	them	
sunk,	with	their	cloves	and	nutmeg,	and	musk	and	ivory,	and	coral	and	
sandal-wood	and	conchs.	But	the	ship	with	the	Three	Companions	struck	
on	an	island	reef,	buried	them	safe	ashore,	and	itself	broke	in	pieces.				
This	was	the	famous	Island	of	Cards,	where	lived	the	Ace	and	King	and	
Queen	and	Knave,	with	the	Nines	and	Tens	and	all	the	other	Members—
according	to	the	Rules.				Up	till	now	there	had	been	nothing	to	disturb	
that	island	stillness.	No	new	thing	had	ever	happened.	No	discussion	had	
ever	been	held.				And	then,	of	a	sudden,	the	Three	Companions	
appeared,	thrown	up	by	the	sea,—and	the	Great	Debate	began.	There	
were	three	main	points	of	dispute.				First,	to	what	caste	should	these	
unclassed	strangers	belong?	Should	they	rank	with	the	Court	Cards?	Or	
were	they	merely	lower-caste	people,	to	be	ranked	with	the	Nines	and	
Tens?	No	precedent	could	be	quoted	to	decide	this	weighty	question.				
Secondly,	what	was	their	clan?	Had	they	the	fairer	hue	and	bright	
complexion	of	the	Hearts,	or	was	theirs	the	darker	complexion	of	the	
Clubs?	Over	this	question	there	were	interminable	disputes.	The	whole	
marriage	system	of	the	island,	with	its	intricate	regulations,	would	depend	
on	its	nice	adjustment.				Thirdly,	what	food	should	they	take?	With	whom	
should	they	live	and	sleep?	And	should	their	heads	be	placed	south-
west,	north-west,	or	only	north-east?	In	all	the	Kingdom	of	Cards	a	series	



of	problems	so	vital	and	critical	had	never	been	debated	before.									But	
the	Three	Companions	grew	desperately	hungry.	They	had	to	get	food	in	
some	way	or	other.	So	while	this	debate	went	on,	with	its	interminable	
silence	and	pauses,	and	while	the	Aces	called	their	own	meeting,	and	
formed	themselves	into	a	Committee,	to	find	some	obsolete	dealing	with	
the	question,	the	Three	Companions	themselves	were	eating	all	they	
could	find,	and	drinking	out	of	every	vessel,	and	breaking	all	regulations.				
Even	the	Twos	and	Threes	were	shocked	at	this	outrageous	behaviour.	
The	Threes	said;	"Brother	Twos,	these	people	are	openly	shameless!"	
And	the	Twos	said:	"Brother	Threes,	they	are	evidently	of	lower	caste	
than	ourselves!"	After	their	meal	was	over,	the	Three	Companions	went	
for	a	stroll	in	the	city.				When	they	saw	the	ponderous	people	moving	in	
their	dismal	processions	with	prim	and	solemn	faces,	then	the	Prince	
turned	to	the	Son	of	the	Merchant	and	the	Son	of	the	Kotwal,	and	threw	
back	his	head,	and	gave	one	stupendous	laugh.				Down	Royal	Street	
and	across	Ace	Square	and	along	the	Knave	Embankment	ran	the	quiver	
of	this	strange,	unheard-of	laughter,	the	laughter	that,	amazed	at	itself,	
expired	in	the	vast	vacuum	of	silence.				The	Son	of	the	Kotwal	and	the	
Son	of	the	Merchant	were	chilled	through	to	the	bone	by	the	ghost-like	
stillness	around	them.	They	turned	to	the	Prince,	and	said:	"Comrade,	let	
us	away.	Let	us	not	stop	for	a	moment	in	this	awful	land	of	ghosts."				But	
the	Prince	said:	"Comrades,	these	people	resemble	men,	so	I	am	going	
to	find	out,	by	shaking	them	upside	down	and	outside	in,	whether	they	
have	a	single	drop	of	warm	living	blood	left	in	their	veins."				The	days	
passed	one	by	one,	and	the	placid	existence	of	the	Island	went	on	almost	
without	a	ripple.	The	Three	Companions	obeyed	no	rules	nor	regulations.	
They	never	did	anything	correctly	either	in	sitting	or	standing	or	turning	
themselves	round	or	lying	on	their	back.	On	the	contrary,	wherever	they	
saw	these	things	going	on	precisely	and	exactly	according	to	the	Rules,	
they	gave	way	to	inordinate	laughter.	They	remained	unimpressed	
altogether	by	the	eternal	gravity	of	those	eternal	regulations.				One	day	
the	great	Court	Cards	came	to	the	Son	of	the	Kotwal	and	the	Son	of	the	
Merchant	and	the	Prince.				"Why,"	they	asked	slowly,	"are	you	not	
moving	according	to	the	Rules?"				The	Three	Companions	answered:	
"Because	that	is	our	Ichcha	(wish)."				The	great	Court	Cards	with	hollow,	
cavernous	voices,	as	if	slowly	awakening	from	an	age-long	dream,	said	
together:	"Ich-cha!	And	pray	who	is	Ich-cha?"				They	could	not	



understand	who	Ichcha	was	then,	but	the	whole	island	was	to	understand
it	by-and-by.	The	first	glimmer	of	light	passed	the	threshold	of	their	minds
when	they	found	out,	through	watching	the	actions	of	the	Prince,	that	
they	might	move	in	a	straight	line	in	an	opposite	direction	from	the	one	in	
which	they	had	always	gone	before.	Then	they	made	another	startling	
discovery,	that	there	was	another	side	to	the	Cards	which	they	had	never	
yet	noticed	with	attention.	This	was	the	beginning	of	the	change.									
Now	that	the	change	had	begun,	the	Three	Companions	were	able	to	
initiate	them	more	and	more	deeply	into	the	mysteries	of	Ichcha.	The	
Cards	gradually	became	aware	that	life	was	not	bound	by	regulations.	
They	began	to	feel	a	secret	satisfaction	in	the	kingly	power	of	choosing	
for	themselves.				But	with	this	first	impact	of	Ichcha	the	whole	pack	of	
cards	began	to	totter	slowly,	and	then	tumble	down	to	the	ground.	The	
scene	was	like	that	of	some	huge	python	awaking	from	a	long	sleep,	as	it	
slowly	unfolds	its	numberless	coils	with	a	quiver	that	runs	through	its	
whole	frame.				Hitherto	the	Queens	of	Spades	and	Clubs	and	Diamonds	
and	Hearts	had	remained	behind	curtains	with	eyes	that	gazed	vacantly	
into	space,	or	else	remained	fixed	upon	the	ground.				And	now,	all	of	a	
sudden,	on	an	afternoon	in	spring	the	Queen	of	Hearts	from	the	balcony	
raised	her	dark	eyebrows	for	a	moment,	and	cast	a	single	glance	upon	
the	Prince	from	the	corner	of	her	eye.				"Great	God,"	cried	the	Prince,	"I	
thought	they	were	all	painted	images.	But	I	am	wrong.	They	are	women	
after	all."				Then	the	young	Prince	called	to	his	side	his	two	Companions,	
and	said	in	a	meditative	voice;	"My	comrades!	There	is	a	charm	about	
these	ladies	that	I	never	noticed	before.	When	I	saw	that	glance	of	the	
Queen's	dark,	luminous	eyes,	brightening	with	new	emotion,	it	seemed	to	
me	like	the	first	faint	streak	of	dawn	in	a	newly	created	world."				The	two	
Companions	smiled	a	knowing	smile,	and	said:	"Is	that	really	so,	Prince?"				
And	the	poor	Queen	of	Hearts	from	that	day	went	from	bad	to	worse.	She	
began	to	forget	all	rules	in	a	truly	scandalous	manner.	If,	for	instance,	her	
place	in	the	row	was	beside	the	Knave,	she	suddenly	found	herself	quite	
accidentally	standing	beside	the	Prince	instead.	At	this,	the	Knave,	with	
motionless	face	and	solemn	voice,	would	say:	"Queen,	you	have	made	a	
mistake."				And	the	poor	Queen	of	Hearts'	red	cheeks	would	get	redder	
than	ever.	But	the	Prince	would	come	gallantly	to	her	rescue	and	say:	
"No!	There	is	no	mistake.	From	to-day	I	am	going	to	be	Knave!"				Now	it	
came	to	pass	that,	while	every	one	was	trying	to	correct	the	improprieties	



of	the	guilty	Queen	of	Hearts,	they	began	to	make	mistakes	themselves.	
The	Aces	found	themselves	elbowed	out	by	the	Kings.	The	Kings	got	
muddled	up	with	the	Knaves.	The	Nines	and	Tens	assumed	airs	as	
though	they	belonged	to	the	Great	Court	Cards.	The	Twos	and	Threes	
were	found	secretly	taking	the	places	specially	resented	for	the	Fours	
and	Fives.	Confusion	had	never	been	so	confounded	before.				Many	
spring	seasons	had	come	and	gone	in	that	Island	of	Cards.	The	Kokil,	the
bird	of	Spring,	had	sung	its	song	year	after	year.	But	it	had	never	stirred	
the	blood	as	it	stirred	it	now.	In	days	gone	by	the	sea	had	sung	its	tireless	
melody.	But,	then,	it	had	proclaimed	only	the	inflexible	monotony	of	the	
Rule.	And	suddenly	its	waves	were	telling,	through	all	their	flashing	light	
and	luminous	shade	and	myriad	voices,	the	deepest	yearnings	of	the	
heart	of	love!									Where	are	vanished	now	their	prim,	round,	regular,	
complacent	features?	Here	is	a	face	full	of	love-sick	longing.	Here	is	a	
heart	heating	wild	with	regrets.	Here	is	a	mind	racked	sore	with	doubts.	
Music	and	sighing,	and	smiles	and	tears,	are	filling	the	air.	Life	is	
throbbing;	hearts	are	breaking;	passions	are	kindling.				Every	one	is	now
thinking	of	his	own	appearance,	and	comparing	himself	with	others.	The
Ace	of	Clubs	is	musing	to	himself,	that	the	King	of	Spades	may	be	just
passably	good-looking.	"But,"	says	he,	"when	I	walk	down	the	street	you	
have	only	to	see	how	people's	eyes	turn	towards	me."	The	King	of	
Spades	is	saying;	"Why	on	earth	is	that	Ace	of	Clubs	always	straining	his	
neck	and	strutting	about	like	a	peacock?	He	imagines	all	the	Queens	are	
dying	of	love	for	him,	while	the	real	fact	is—"	Here	he	pauses,	and	
examines	his	face	in	the	glass.				But	the	Queens	were	the	worst	of	all.	
They	began	to	spend	all	their	time	in	dressing	themselves	up	to	the	
Nines.	And	the	Nines	would	become	their	hopeless	and	abject	slaves.	
But	their	cutting	remarks	about	one	another	were	more	shocking	still.				
So	the	young	men	would	sit	listless	on	the	leaves	under	the	trees,	lolling	
with	outstretched	limbs	in	the	forest	shade.	And	the	young	maidens,	
dressed	in	pale-blue	robes,	would	come	walking	accidentally	to	the	same	
shade	of	the	same	forest	by	the	same	trees,	and	turn	their	eyes	as	
though	they	saw	no	one	there,	and	look	as	though	they	came	out	to	see	
nothing	at	all.	And	then	one	young	man	more	forward	than	the	rest	in	a	fit	
of	madness	would	dare	to	go	near	to	a	maiden	in	blue.	But,	as	he	drew	
near,	speech	would	forsake	him.	He	would	stand	there	tongue-tied	and	
foolish,	and	the	favourable	moment	would	pass.				The	Kokil	birds	were	



singing	in	the	boughs	overhead.	The	mischievous	South	wind	was	
blowing;	it	disarrayed	the	hair,	it	whispered	in	the	ear,	and	stirred	the	
music	in	the	blood.	The	leaves	of	the	trees	were	murmuring	with	rustling	
delight.	And	the	ceaseless	sound	of	the	ocean	made	all	the	mute	
longings	of	the	heart	of	man	and	maid	surge	backwards	and	forwards	on	
the	full	springtide	of	love.				The	Three	Companions	had	brought	into	the	
dried-up	channels	of	the	Kingdom	of	Cards	the	full	flood-tide	of	a	new	life.				
And,	though	the	tide	was	full,	there-was	a	pause	as	though	the	rising	
waters	would	not	break	into	foam	but	remain	suspended	for	ever.	There	
were	no	outspoken	words,	only	a	cautious	going	forward	one	step	and	
receding	two.	All	seemed	busy	heaping	up	their	unfulfilled	desires	like	
castles	in	the	air,	or	fortresses	of	sand.	They	were	pale	and	speechless,	
their	eyes	were	burning,	their	lips	trembling	with	unspoken	secrets.				The	
Prince	saw	what	was	wrong.	He	summoned	every	one	on	the	Island	and	
said:	"Bring	hither	the	flutes	and	the	cymbals,	the	pipes	and	drums.	Let	
all	be	played	together,	and	raise	loud	shouts	of	rejoicing.	For	the	Queen	
of	Hearts	this	very	night	is	going	to	choose	her	Mate!"				So	the	Tens	and	
Nines	began	to	blow	on	their	flutes	and	pipes;	the	Eights	and	Sevens	
played	on	their	sackbuts	and	viols;	and	even	the	Twos	and	Threes	began	
to	beat	madly	on	their	drums.				When	this	tumultous	gust	of	music	came,
it	swept	away	at	one	blast	all	those	sighings	and	mopings.	And	then	what	
a	torrent	of	laughter	and	words	poured	forth!	There	were	daring	
proposals	and	locking	refusals,	and	gossip	and	chatter,	and	jests	and	
merriment.	It	was	like	the	swaying	and	shaking,	and	rustling	and	
soughing,	in	a	summer	gale,	of	a	million	leaves	and	branches	in	the	
depth	of	the	primeval	forest.				But	the	Queen	of	Hearts,	in	a	rose-red	
robe,	sat	silent	in	the	shadow	of	her	secret	bower,	and	listened	to	the	
great	uproarious	sound	of	music	and	mirth,	that	came	floating	towards	
her.	She	shut	her	eyes,	and	dreamt	her	dream	of	lore.	And	when	she	
opened	them	she	found	the	Prince	seated	on	the	ground	before	her	
gazing	up	at	her	face.	And	she	covered	her	eyes	with	both	hands,	and	
shrank	back	quivering	with	an	inward	tumult	of	joy.				And	the	Prince	
passed	the	whole	day	alone,	walking	by	the	side	of	the	surging	sea.	He	
carried	in	his	mind	that	startled	look,	that	shrinking	gesture	of	the	Queen,	
and	his	heart	beat	high	with	hope.				That	night	the	serried,	gaily-dressed	
ranks	of	young	men	and	maidens	waited	with	smiling	faces	at	the	Palace	
Gates.	The	Palace	Hall	was	lighted	with	fairy	lamps	and	festooned	with	



the	flowers	of	spring.	Slowly	the	Queen	of	Hearts	entered,	and	the	whole	
assembly	rose	to	greet	her.	With	a	jasmine	garland	in	her	hand,	she	
stood	before	the	Prince	with	downcast	eyes.	In	her	lowly	bashfulness	she	
could	hardly	raise	the	garland	to	the	neck	of	the	Mate	she	had	chosen.	
But	the	Prince	bowed	his	head,	and	the	garland	slipped	to	its	place.	The	
assembly	of	youths	and	maidens	had	waited	her	choice	with	eager,	
expectant	hush.	And	when	the	choice	was	made,	the	whole	vast	
concourse	rocked	and	swayed	with	a	tumult	of	wild	delight.	And	the	
sound	of	their	shouts	was	heard	in	every	part	of	the	island,	and	by	ships	
far	out	at	sea.	Never	had	such	a	shout	been	raised	in	the	Kingdom	of	
Cards	before.				And	they	carried	the	Prince	and	his	Bride,	and	seated	
them	on	the	throne,	and	crowned	them	then	and	there	in	the	Ancient	
Island	of	Cards.				And	the	sorrowing	Mother	Queen,	on	the	'far-off	island	
shore	on	the	other	side	of	the	sea,	came	sailing	to	her	son's	new	
kingdom	in	a	ship	adorned	with	gold.				And	the	citizens	are	no	longer	
regulated	according	to	the	Rules,	but	are	good	or	bad,	or	both,	according	
to	their	Ichcha.				

22.	The	Martyr	Ngũgĩ	wa	Thiong’o

23.	A	Watcher	of	the	Dead	Nadine	Gordimer.

24.	Revelation	Flannery	O’Connor

25.	Nawabdin	Electrician	Daniyal	Mueenud


