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PREFACE

This volume, like Junior High School
Literature, Books One and Two, provides
a one-year course in literature so organized
as to make deep and lasting impressions
upon the student.

The book includes an abundant supply
of carefully chosen selections from the
best writers of all time. Of the fifty or
more authors represented, one half are
masters of former times whose works have
become classics; the other half are recent
or contemporary writers who are recog-
nized interpreters of our own time. Thus
the book gives full recognition not only to
the past but also to the living present.
To this abundance of material taken from
the rich heritage of song and story comes
the added zest of variety.

A glance at the Contents will show that
the editors have not regarded it as their
task merely to supply a large amount of
carefully chosen material in rich variety
and of recognized excellence. They have
felt, as many other teachers also have felt,
that many anthologies are mere scrap-
books. But the purpose of the study of
literature is more than momentary recrea-
tion. The collection’ of literary master-
pieces used in a school year may leave an
impression but little more permanent than
the impression left by the current maga-
zine. The editors of this book recognize
the value of the magazine for its own par-
ticular field; they do not believe that the
textbook of literature should be a sort of
glorified magazine, ten months’ issues
bound within a single cover. On the con-
trary they believe the material should be
so organized as to make permanent im-
pressions of the dominant ideas and ideals
of the literature.

This volume, like Books One and Two
of this series, is so organized as to bring
out clearly certain fundamental relations,
with particular stress upon the ideal of
good citizenship: a. the debt we owe the
past; b. the relations of human brother-
hood; c¢. the relations between man and

Nature. As Emerson rightly held, these
three relations are the foundation of all
seducation: the mind of the past, the world
of action, the world of Nature. The book,
by such organization, cannot fail to reén-
force powerfully the study of history, of
social and political conditions, and of
science—the three main divisions into
which school and college courses are
grouped. The study of literature, there-
fore, is not an occupation for leisure hours
but is made the heart of the school.

To this end, care has been taken not
only to secure the right selection of lit-
erature, grouped under these fundamental
divisions, but also to secure proper under-
standing of them as individual units and
also as parts of a group. This is accom-
plished, first, through the various intro-
ductions, written for the pupil, as in
Books One and Two of this series. The
general and special introductions, taken
together, are an elementary treatise on how
to read, on literary criticism, on the service
of literature to life. They are better than
such a mere treatise would be, for they
are accompanied by the selections from
great literature that aptly illustrate the
various points. They should be studied
by the pupil and made the basis of dis-
cussion in class. At intervals they should
be reviewed in the light of the literature
that has been read. These introductions
cover a great variety of subjects: the
nature of literature, the characteristics of
poetry, the relation of literature to human
history and the development of institu-
tions, the types of literature, etc.

The other aids to study are equally
distinctive. Classics are provided with a
minimum of annotation, and this annota-
tion is always directed to the needs of the
pupil. The editors have sought to avoid
the over-annotation which always results
from regarding the masterpiece as a unit
in itself. The notes are not designed to
show editorial erudition or minuteness;
they are put in to enable the pupil to come
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v PREFACE

to a complete understanding of his reading
without interrupting that reading a mo-
ment longer than necessary.

Therefore, words that can be looked up
in a good secondary-school dictionary are
not annotated. It is assumed that the
pupil possesses such a dictionary, and that,
he will useit. The explanations of special
terms, printed as footnotes, are designed
to help the student to read intelligently,
not to form the basis for questions by the
teacher. At the end of the selection, or,
in the case of longer units, at the chapter
or scene divisions, will be found helps
of two kinds. The first of these con-
sists of explanatory notes designed to
give additional information necessary to
intelligent reading; the second and more
important consists of questions to guide
the pupil’s reading as he prepares his
lesson and also as the basis for class dis-
cussion. In reading a selection such as
Julius Caesar mainly for the story, notes
intended for detailed study may well be
disregarded. Many of the questions in-
volve independent thinking. Many of
them seek to connect the pupil’s reading
with other interests; for the relation be-
tween literature and life in this series is no
fanciful relation. It is organic, interwoven
in many different ways into the body of
the book and its method. Teachers will
also find, at frequent intervals, exercises in
oral composition, suggestions for library
reading, and suggestions for class reading
and for dramatization. At the end of the
book will be found a biographical index in
which the necessary information is given
concerning the lives of all the authors
represented in the book, major authors
being presented with due regard to the
special needs of the pupil who is reading the
selections in the body of the book. These
biographies are not essays such as older
students would use, but are written ex-
pressly from the standpoint of the book.
There is also a brief dictionary of technical
terms in criticism, for occasional reference
or for study as the teacher may decide.

In this book two general conditions
have influenced the choice of materials.
In the first place, the masterpieces re-
quired for admission to college under the
conference plan are so fully represented as
to make unnecessarv the purchase of

separate classics. Besides the advantage
of economy, there is also in this plan the
advantage of careful gradation and or-
ganization. Through many years of ex-
perience by hundreds of teachers there has
grown up a fairly standardized list of
minimum essentials, a list of books that
every student should know. These are
presented without curtailment except in
the case of some of the longer novels, in
which a plan for library reading with class
discussion has been worked out. Teachers
may supply, through the school library, a
sufficient number of complete copies of
these few books to enable the pupils to
read them in connection with the study
plans given in the text.

The second point is that the editors are
in entire agreement with the statement of
the aims and scope of the course in English
as set forth in the recent report of the
Committee on English of the North Central
Association of Colleges and Secondary
Schools. This volume does not limit itself
to a few selections for intensive study;
around these major works are grouped
many others, so that there is abundant
material for choice. Teachers may decide
for themselves which selections are to be
read rapidly and which are to be studied
carefully and with detail. They may also
condense and omit at will. The generous
quantity of literature makes this book
especially adapted for use in schools that
organize classes on a basis of unifor
abilities. :

The course here provided has been
checked carefully with such documents as
the Report of the Committee of the
National Council of Teachers of English,
the Uniform Entrance and the Special
Requirements in English, and the special
courses and syllabi provided by the states
of New York, Pennsylvania, and others.
Moreover, it illustrates the leading ten-
dencies in the best modern teaching:
a. wide variety and interest of subject
matter; b. indisputable quality; c. the
union of the contemporary and the classic;
d. the study of such types of literature as
the drama, the epic, the metrical romance,
the ballad, the lyric, and prose fiction.
The book thus provides for all the purposes
that a collection of literature for this grade
should supply.
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LITERATURE AND LIFE

AN INTRODUCTION TO READING

THE RUINS OF ANCIENT ROME

I

If the races of men should suddenly dis-
appear from the earth, leaving only the
animals, great changes would take place.
For a time, the works of men would remain,
but gradually the lofty buildings in our
cities would crumble and collapse, the
railroads would become thin lines of rusty
steel buried in tangles of weeds, farms
would be covered with brush and with
great forests, the roads would become
merely paths for animals, and in place of
fertile fields and villages and busy cities
the ancient jungle would return. Ex-
ternal Nature would remain much the
same as now. Season would succeed
season, the rivers would flow as majestieal-
ly as ever to the sea, the moon and stars
would shine or would be blotted out by
great storms; the woods would be filled

with the music of bird song or the fragrance
of flowers, or, in winter, would be clothed
in their mantle of snow. And the animal
world would be much the same as now,
except that the wild beasts would become
bolder and more numerous and the animals
that man has tamed or has made his com-
panions would become wild or would be
destroyed by enemies of their own kind.
In such a world, no more progress of the
sort that seems progress to us would
be possible. Animals would not build
cities or make inventions or use telephones
or trains or ships. There would still be
such primitive methods of living as animals
use. The races of animals would still keep
up some such form of communication as
they now seem to have. Cats, for exam-
ple, look much alike, no matter what their
breed, yet they know each other and have
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their quarrels and their methods of getting
on with each other. Dogs differ from each
other in appearance more than most other
animals, yet dogs of every kind recognize
each other and have some means of com-
munication. But no codperation, working
together for a safer and happier mode of
living, comes from this faint sense of rela-
tionship that members of an animal-race
feel for one another.

One reason for this failure is that the
imagination and memory of animals are

very small. We have no evidence that the

beauty of Nature—a vista in a forest or the
grandeur of mountains or the tang of the
salt spray—produces any effect on the ani-
mals that look upon or hear or feel Nature’s
wonders. Many of them have, to be sure,
primitive ways of expressing their satisfac-
tion over a good meal or & warm, sunny
spot, or their discomfort when they are hurt
or are deprived of something that they
want. Birds seem to enjoy the music they
make, and a great poet once said that it was
his faith that every flower enjoys the air it
breathes. But so far as we know, all the
reactions of animals to what goes on about
them are confined to the moment and are
of the simplest kind. They know nothing
of distant lands, unless they belong to
animal races that migrate from place to
place in search of food or in order to
escape extreme cold or extreme heat.
They have no records of their past history
—no books or poems or permanent records
of any kind. If mankind were to disap-
pear from the earth, the horse and the
cow and the dog and all the tribes of
animals domesticated by man, would soon
forget that a strange superior animal,
walking upright and baving uncanny
powers over them, had ever used them for
his pleasure or his profit, had ever cared
for them in sheds and barns when they
were tired, or had ever killed them for his
own food when he was hungry.

Man differs from the animals, then,
chiefly in his power to ask questions of
life and to get answers to his questions.
He could project his thought more rapidly
than he could walk, so he discovered
means of transporting himself to places
where he wanted to be. He used the
ox and the horse to multiply his strength;

when these were found wanting, he in-
vented machines that would carry him
still more rapidly—the ship, the train of
cars running on ribbons of steel, the auto-
mobile, the airplane. He was not satisfied
with his power of communicating his

. thought to those of his fellows who were

near by, so he discovered how to send his
voice over thousands of miles by the aid
of a slender wire, and then how to send
it without even the wire. He communi-
cated his thoughts by a system of sounds
that he developed with great precision,
and then by representing these sounds on
various materials—stone, bark, paper made
of reeds, later on fabrics of finer qualities.
He represented his ideas of the beauty of
Nature by pictures that he drew on stone,
or on canvas; at length he discovered how
to send his pictures through space by tele-
phone. He lived in huts or caves, then in
tents that he could carry about with him,
still later, if he desired, in houses that
could fly with incredible speed on rails.
In order to increase his powers he enlarged
his group of associates, which at first was
like the group of animals, so that thou-
sands, even millions, of his kind could live
within a small area in buildings not built
on one level but on ten or twenty or fifty
levels. And he kept records of his deeds,
and of his thoughts, and of his ideas of
the beauty of Nature and life, so that he
could live in the past as well as in the
present, and could learn from generations
long dead.

Now all this may be summed up by say-
ing that man is so constituted that he
can reflect about the things that surround
him. The reactions of animals are simple,
are limited to the moment. Man seizes on
what is of service to him, and can determine
how to make this even more serviceable.
He can project his mind into the world
about him or into the past or the future,
can see what he wishes to bring to pass, and
can set about making it possible; or he
can see what he wishes to preserve of the
past for his present or future profit and
enjoyment. He can live more lives than
one. He multiplies himself in a thousand
ways. He makes all things serve him. He
explores the mysteries of Nature, the
sources of life, and the causes of death.
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And always he expresses his thoughts and
his desires, in music, in art, in poetry. He
is curious about himself, about Nature,
about the stars and the waters and the
depths of the earth, about his fellows,
about the world before life came to it,
about his soul and its fate, about the
future of his race. He can bask in the
sun after & good meal, just like any animal.
Like an animal he will fight for food, for
his young, to repel the stranger, to get
into his possession things that he desires.
But he can reflect on these things that
he desires, or curb his desires when they
are wicked. He lives according to his
ideals of how a man should live, and
multiplies his powers to enjoy the months
and years during which he lives on the
earth and partakes of its benefits.

One of the chief sources of man’s power
to raise his life above that of the brute
beasts, who do not know their ancestry or
their period of life and death, lies in his
command of self-expression. He reflects
about things, can communicate his
thoughts to his fellows, can set down his
ideas of beauty and right action. His life,
like that of animals, is concerned with
what goes on in his immediate presence,
with food and shelter and comfort. But
be not only has found out how to insure
his food and his comfort to a higher degree
than the animals; he has also found
joys and powers that animals know nothing
about. He finds enjoyment not only in his
immediate surroundings, but in a world of
fancy and imagination. He can forget
the present, his weariness of the struggle for
food and life, his sorrow—for his very
superiority to animals in love and sense
of beauty makes him more subject to
suffering than the beasts—he can forget
all that surrounds him, if he will, in a
world of imagmation into which he can
pass instantly. The animal, confronted
by a crisis, can draw on no inspiring past
in which his race has triumphed, but must
meet it for himself alone. But man finds
new powers born in him from his knowledge
of how his fellows in far distant ages met
life’s difficulties bravely, or rejoiced in its
beauty, or had faith in the future of the
soul. What is more, the animal knows no
law of relationship besides the instinct of

parenthood and even this is lost after a
time, while man has discovered not only
enormous gains to be won through co-
Gperation with his fellows but also the joy
that such codperation brings. He has en-
larged his self, developed a wider personal-
ity, through sympathy and service, through
the brotherhood of the race. And, finally,
he has found a larger and deeper person-
ality through reflecting on his relation to
Nature and the world in which he lives.
He has learned how to make Nature serve
him; he has also felt the magic and the
mystery of flower and star, of the tempest-
driven sea, of the silent pageantry of the
summer night and the canopy of stars.

II

Before we go any farther, suppose we
stop for a moment to think over what we
have just been speaking about.

We are apt to think that the age in
which we live is the most marvelous in the
history of man because people, or most of
them, live so much more comfortably than
in earlier times. In Shakespeare’s England,
to go no farther back, travel was slow and
dangerous; houses were cold, badly lighted,
inconvenient; terrible diseases devastated
whole provinces. Yet great men lived then,
and great things were done then. The
point is that unless we are careful we shall
be in danger of thinking that the greatness
of man in this twentieth century consists
merely in material comforts and enterprises.
An office boy can use the telephone, travel
on fast trains, run an automobile. Shake-
speare knew nothing of these things, knew
nothing of a thousand wonders that are
commonplace to us. But does the office
boy tower above Shakespeare because of
these things?

The fact is that the most vital dif-
ferences between men and animals consist
in things quite apart from what we call
the conveniences of modern life. These
things are memory and imagination.

Through memory men make use of their
own past experiences and of the past ex-
periences of the race. This means not
only that great deeds live on, great achieve-
ments for human welfare, the victories of
the human spirit, but also that whatever
of progress toward greater human comfort
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and efficiency has been achieved by one
generation becomes so much capital on
which a new generation may build.

Through imagination men conceive new
wants and find means for satisfying them.
Both memory and imagination are the
roots of progress.

John Milton studied the grea.t achieve-
ments of men in earlier times, became
inspired to write a poem that the world
would not willingly let die, and through
the power of his creative imagination
brought his dream to reality. When the
Norman hosts marched to battle a minstrel
sang to them of the great deeds of Roland,
Charlemagne’s knight, so that all the
soldiers were set on fire with the determina-
tion to perform valorous deeds. When
Galileo saw the swaying lights suspended
from the ceiling of the church he con-
ceived the idea of the pendulum, from
which clocks came into being. The mind
of Isaac Newton leaped from the observa-
tion of the fall of an apple to the formula-
tion of the laws that control the universe.
In all of these incidents, and in thousands
like them, memory and imagination prove
their power.

The same thing is true of all science and
invention. For thousands of years plagues
swept men off like flies. Whole regions of
the earth were uninhabitable by white
men. But typhoid and other fevers have
been conquered. Men live as securely
in India or in Panama as in the most
highly civilized country. In the Grand
Central Terminal in New York you may
see the first train of cars to make regular
trips on an American railway. It is in-
teresting to compare the tiny engine with
the mighty locomotive of today, and the
little open carriage with the modern
Pullman. Yet only a few years separate
the “Rocket” and its carriage from the
“Twentieth Century Limited.” Men have
won these, and thousands of other secrets
from Nature through their ability to build
on past experiences and to visualize the
thing they wished to create.

Animals cannot do these things.

Neither can the office boy, unless he is
alive to what is at the basis of progress.

But the office boy has within him the
hidden possibilities that may make him

one day a discoverer of new truth. He
may become the head of a great busi-
ness organization, or a great painter or
dramatist, or a statesman able to bless
mankind. He may be a source of comfort
or strength to generations that will live a
thousand years after he is dead. Even if
such high destiny is not in ‘store for him, he
may so enrich his own life that he crowds
into it experiences of past generations, ex-
periences drawn from distant countries,
contacts with all that the mind of man
has accomplished, imaginations destined
to raise him, and his descendants, to a
higher scale of living.
Or, he may live the life of an animal.

mI

What has all this to do with Literature
and Life? To put it more definitely, what
has it to do with your reading and study of
this book?

Literature is one form of the expression
of life. It is not the only form. Men
express themselves in many ways: through
the language they speak, the homes they
live in, the cities and great industries
which are the sources of their wealth and
their means of existence. All that con-
cerns the material part of life, therefore, is
an expression of some of the ideals about
life that men and women hold. It is not
less true that some part of the meaning of
life may find expression through a beauti-
ful painting, or a statue, or a song. A
story may sum up in a few hundred words
an ideal that thousands of men would like
to live by, or, if need be, to die for. A
poem may sing itself into the heart of a
regiment, or comfort those who are dis-
couraged, or translate the beauty of bird-
song or flower or of the setting sun into
words that will never die. Literature is
the expression of the meaning and beauty
of life, and if men could not find in life
beauty and meaning, they would not care
to live.

In this book you will find illustrations of
the way in which literature isrelated to life.

Many collections of literature are merely
collections. They are like magazines.
You may read here and there, paying at-
tention only to what interests you, and
with no thought of any relation between
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the selections. This book, of course, may
be used in just the same way. But it is
not intended for such use, as the program
will show you.

The program is the Table of Contents.
If you will look at it for a moment you will
see that the book contains ballads, epics,
dramas, short stories, lyrics, and prose
selections of various sorts. You will find
a part of one of the oldest poems in the
world, the Odyssey of Homer, some ballads
that belong to a very early and primitive
type of English culture, and some poems
that were written only the other day.
You have, then, a considerable amount of
literature at your disposal. We may omit,
for the present, any discussion of the
difference between literature and ordinary
printed matter. The definition: of litera-
ture given in the Introduction to Junior
High School Literature, Book Two, will
serve us here equally well: “The expression
of the facts of life, or of the interpretation
of life, or of the beauty of life, in language
of such enduring charm that men treasure
it and will not let it die.” Facts, interpre-
tation, beauty—the selections in the fol-
lowing pages are built upon this relation-
ship between literature and life.

But thisis not all. You will observe that
the book is divided into four parts, and
that these parts deal with adventure,
legend and history, the relations of man
to his fellows, and the relations of man
to Nature. The Introduction prefixed to
each of these parts will bring out the
meaning of these divisions. Just now
only one thing is necessary, and this idea
you should carry with you throughout
your study. The general purpose of the
book is to show how, through literature,
men have put on record their ideas about
this great adventure of living. No one
who is worth anything is satisfied with
mere existence. Such a life is mere prose.
Man wants adventure, because through
adventure he finds a means of realizing
some of his ideals of what makes life
interesting. Therefore, the first part of
this book is devoted to some stories about
adventures of all sorts. There is nothing
serious here. They are just snapshots of
scenes in all sorts of lives in all sorts of
times, like the snapshots that you take

“of all.

with your kodak on a summer vacation
trip. They are to be added to the collec-
tion you have been making ever since you
read with amazement of Jack Horner’s
exploits with the Christmas pie. You will
continue to add to your collection as long
as you live.

In the second part of the book, legend
and history—also forms of adventure—
become means through which we may
enter into the experience of the race.
In many of these we see how men have
sought to realize their - fullest powers
through some heroic deed.

In Part IIT of the book, man’s effort to
realize his ideals finds a different defini-
tion. It is not alone through the spectac-
ular deed that a man comes to himself.
He may bring out the best within him-
self through sympathy, through service,
through codperation. Democracy rests on
this idea of codperation of all for the good
It is not necessary to be a knight
of Arthur’s court in order to find the full-
est expression of one’s powers.

And finally, in Part IV the intimate
relationship between man and Nature is
brought out in a series of selections that
show, on the one hand, how man inter-
prets in terms of beauty the world in
which he lives, and, on the other, how he
makes use of the forces of Nature to give
him enjoyment and safety.

For literature is the record of the ad-
ventures of the soul of man as he struggles
to understand himself and the world in
which he lives. It is one of the chief
sources of right enjoyment and of right
thinking. In it we find not merely a
subject to be studied in school as a series
of lessons, but a means of satisfying our
curiosity about life, of living more lives
than one. It opens a world of fancy and
imagination into which we go at will, just
as Ali Baba or Aladdin could enter the
world of magic by using a charm. It
opens a world of heroic action, through
which the desire to do worthy things
may be born in us. It opens a world of
sympathy and service because it shows
how men have sought for realization of
their highest ideals through service to
their fellows. And it brings enrichment
through knowledge of the world of Nature,
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a perception of the beauty of Nature and
of the way in which Nature serves man as
the genius of the lamp served Aladdin.
Poetry, drama, story, all writing that men
have preserved because of its beauty or
its enduring, worth, these are means for

recreation and for growth. By reading,
man is lifted far above the realm in which
animals pass their lives, and is taught how
to crowd into his brief years enjoyment and
experience that make rich his life and
multiply his powers.

TOPICS FOR DISCUSSION

1. What evidence can you find that animals
possess the power of communicating with each
other? Give some illustrations from your per-
sonal experience. What is language? What
can you find of its origin? (Try an encyclopedia,
or use some book on the history of language.
There is a fascinating chapter on this subject in
Words and Their Ways in English Speech, by
Greenough and Kittredge, pp. 1-6). What is
the difference between the language of an un-
civilized man, such as an Indian when the
white men first came to America, and that of
an educated man? What is the difference be-
tween the language used in a conference of
technical experts, such as a group of engineers,
and that used by a group of men who are discuss-
ing a national baseball championship?

2. What was the origin of writing? Give a
definition. Look up the article “Writing” in the
Encyclopedia Britannica or in some other similar
work. Define some primitive means of com-
munication, such as message-sticks, marked
pebbles, picture-writing, and any others that
you find.

8. One of the most widely used dictionaries
defines four hundred thousand words. What
does this fact suggest to you? Shakespeare used
about fifteen thousand words. How many words
does an untrained man use, do you suppose?
What is the difference between recognizing the
meaning of a word when you are reading a selec-
tion in a book and using it in your own writing

and speaking? Why is the addition of words to
your vocabulary an important element in your
education?

4. Sum up the results of your work by making
a brief statement of the differences between an
intelligent animal and an intelligent man so far
as language, writing, vocabulary are concerned.

5. Name several ways in which men have re-
corded their past history. In what way may a
poem be such a record? Name several poems
that seem to you to have historical value.

6. In what ways are the telephone, the ocean
liner, and the electric light illustrations of man’s
‘“‘power to ask questions of life and to get answers
to his questions”? Show that these and other
forms of what we call “‘progress” depend in part
upon some sort of “records” or previous at-
tempts to find answers to man’s questions.

7. Does “‘progress”—that is, the possession of
greater wealth, greater command over Nature,
more conveniences—necessarily mean a higher
state of civilization? What is the point of com-
parison between Shakespeare and the office boy?

8. How does memory enter into language,
written expression, the progress of invention and
discovery? How does imagination enter in? Is
imagination a characteristic only of the poet or
the novelist, or is it characteristic also of the

inventor? Is it necessary in building up a great

business?



PART 1
THE WORLD OF ADVENTURE

Dreams, baoks, are each a world; and books, we know,
Are a substantial world, both pure and good.

Round these, with tendrils strong as flesh and blood,
Our pastime and our happiness will grow.

—Wordsworth.



T

Pl

S

HOE T e AT



AN INTRODUCTION

I

Reading is, first of all, a means of recrea-
tion, like games or music or the drama or
travel or any of the other amusements by
which people forget their ordinary occupa-
tions and get out of the ruts of their
ordinary thought and speech. The first
test of literature, therefore, is its power to
take us out of ourselves. While we read,
we live in a world that is attractive through
its strangeness, a world of fancy and
imagination. The measure of the power
of what we read lies in the completeness
with which we are absorbed into this un-
accustomed world. If you become thor-
oughly interested in the Indian stories of
Fenimore Cooper, you are transported
to the scenes in which the action moves;
you are a companion to Natty Bumppo;
he is as real to you as if you could actually
see him and hear him speak. You can
recall stories in which you became so
absorbed that you did not hear if some-
one called you or spoke to you. You were
not willing to lay aside the book until you
had devoured the whole of it. Your book
was like the magic carpet of old romance,
powerful to carry you far off from your
actual surroundings and into a world
where all manner of strange adventures
awaited you.

This test of interest—deep, absorbing
interest—is a fair one. It is met by all
reading that once gets full influence over
you. It may even be met, on occasion,
by that which is not literature. For
example, you may become greatly in-
terested in wireless telegraphy. As a
result of this interest, a book on the sub-
ject may seem, for the time, far more ab-
sorbing than any other reading that you

can find. You eagerly devour every scrap
of information you can pick up on the
subject. The fascination that literature
can exert is akin to the fascination that
the handbook on wireless telegraphy pos-
sesses, though it springs from different
causes.

It is not, primarily, the information that
you gain from poetry and story and drama
that marks the difference between what
is literature and what is not. An en-
cyclopedia or a dictionary or a treatise on
history or science may give you far more
useful information than you can get from
this book or from any other book devoted
to literature. Neither is it in the moral
lessons or even in the ideals of conduct sug-
gested that you find the chief reason for
reading. Literature gives information and
is filled with noble ideals, but its first use
for you is to bring pleasure. This book,
like every book filled with what we call
literature as distinct from writing that
seeks only to give information, is more
than a series of lessons.

Suppose we look a little more closely at
this distinction between what we call
a “lesson” and that which we call a
recreation or a source of pleasure. Some
“lesson,” for example, may be distasteful
to you because you don’t find it interest-
ing. If you are conscientious, you can
probably force yourself to learn it, but
you take no pleasure in it, and you spend
as little time on it as you can.

It doesn’t take you out of yourself.

Literature, rightly used, possesses the
power to take you out of yourself, to
widen your horizon, to increase the range
of your interests. The pleasures that
are brought by any departure from our
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usual way of living are of different kinds
and values. Some of them are mere sur-
renders to easy and unworthy ideals. It
is possible to increase the fineness of one’s
ideas about pleasure through the develop-
ment of standards of taste. The man
who has acquired such standards finds
just as keen enjoyment in a bit of fine
music as someone else finds in mere
noise, as much pleasure in a noble poem or
picture as someone else finds in doggerel or
a cheap print. To cultivate one’s ap-
preciation for pleasures that involve judg-
ment and standards of taste is no small
part of the training that reading affords.

These standards are not arbitrary or
fixed by mere rules. They develop natural-
ly in one who gives attention to the
matter. In this part of your book, for
example, you will find stories, some of
them thrilling and dramatic, others humor-
ous, which many people have agreed to
call good stories. It isn’t necessary to
call them masterpieces and to differen-
tiate between them and the stories in a
popular magazine. The magazine may
contain stories just as good; in fact, some
of these very. stories first appeared in the
magazines of their time. The one thing
for you to do is to do just what you do
with your new magazine—read for enjoy-
ment, without thinking of any lesson or
anything to be learned, and then to apply
just the same test that you apply to your
magazine story, the test of whether it
interests you or not. But when you have
done this, you might ask yourself just
why you like the story or do not like it.
The notes and questions that follow the
selection may help you to find this out;
that is all they are for—not to supply you
with tasks, but to help you to form your
own standards by which to judge between
that which is true and that which is false,
between genuine representation of life and
character and a sentimental or unreal
imitation, between genuine humor and
the cheap jest.

This done, you can use these standards,
your own standards, not those that have
been forced upon you, to apply to the new
magazine. Perhaps you will read, in some
magazine, one story that seems to you as
effective and as interesting as one of those

you have used as a standard, while another
you will see is cheap and unworthy.
Always the test is of interest, of power to
carry you out of yourself into an un-
familiar world, but you are to form your
own standards of what is true and what
is false, of the difference between what
you feel that you have a right to enjoy and
what you feel is unworthy of you.

The story is told of a famous artist who
was once approached by an ignorant but
conceited woman with the remark: “I
don’t know a thing in the world about art,
but I know what I like and what I don’t
like.” “Madam,” gravely responded the
artist, “so does a cow.”

To get the utmost enjoyment out of
your reading is therefore the first thing to
look for. And part of this enjoyment
springs from certain qualities that we
bring to our reading, qualities of judg-
ment, taste, and of right appreciation.

I

Books and reading, we have found, are
an introduction to a world of adventure.
This does not mean that they deal only
with exciting events. So long as you do
only the accustomed things, travel the
same path every day, and every day see
only the same things, your life has in it
no adventure. Adventure is that which
takes you out of yourself, gives you an
unwonted experience. Such an experience
may be encountered anywhere, at any time.
In one of Shakespeare’s plays, a nobleman,
living in exile, speaks of the charm of his
quiet life far from wars and courts, a life
in which, he says, he
Finds tongues in trees, books in the running

brooks,

Sermons in stones, and good in everything.

Partly this was due to the fact that he
was living in surroundings strange to him,
far from “public haunt.” A peasant who
had lived all his life there might not have
found any adventure in the trees or brooks
or stones. Adventure to such a man
would be a ride on a train or in the subway
or a sight of a great city from the top of a
tall building. Adventure, once more, is
that which takes you out of yourself.

This unwonted experience that we call
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adventure may be a part of your real life
or it may be a part of the life that you
find in books. Shakespeare, whose dramas
are a book-world in adventures in them-
selves, often speaks of this book-world and
the real world in almost the same terms.
“My library,” one of his characters says,
“was dukedom large enough.” And Words-
worth speaks of books as a world in them-
selves:

Dreams, books, are each a world; and books, we

know,

Are a substantial world, both pure and good.
Round these, with tendrils strong as flesh and

blood,
Our pastime and our happiness will grow.

It is in this sense that you are now in-
vited to enter the World of Adventure
that is in books. For your introduction
to this world, here are some good stories.
But all your reading, in the later parts of
this book, in other books—all your read-
ing may be travels “in the realms of gold,”
to use the fine phrase by which Keats de-
scribed his adventures in reading. In such
reading, you are also living, for literature
i8 but an expression of life. This expres-
sion must satisfy us by its beauty, interest
us by the zest and spirit with which it por-
trays its world, and take us out of the
beaten track of everyday existence into a

orld of adventure more precious than a
ukedom.

m

An interesting series of essays appeared
in the Atlantic Monthly in 1921-2 under the
title “The Iron Man.” By this term the
author personifies, in a vivid phrase, the
vast development of machinery. Work
that was formerly done by human strength,
if done at all, is now performed by machines
of such power and dexterity that they
seem almost human. With the further
perfection of machinery, the time may
come when the work of the world may be
performed in only a part of the week.
Even now, men have more leisure than
in former times, and this margin between
the hours of labor necessary for one to earn
a living and one’s free time is growing
greater year by year.

All this brings sharply to mind the
question of what we are to do with our

leisure when it is gained. To this there
are many answers, some of them good and
others evil. Just one aspect of the matter
concerns us here. It is not merely a ques-
tion of how you are to use your time for
recreation, the time when there are no
lessons to learn or work to be done, or
even when your hour for skating or tennis
or football has given way to the hour for
reading. It is a matter that may be even
more important to you forty years from
now than it is today.

When that time comes, reading will be a
source of keen enjoyment to you, or will
mean nothing at all, just in proportion as
you learn to read now. Learning to read
is not just a matter of ability to pronounce
and define words, or to understand a
description of a fire or an account of a
murder in the morning paper. The interest
that the expression of thought may have
for you is one that increases with exercise,
like the interest you take in a game. The
qualities of judgment, taste, and right
appreciation that were spoken of a moment
ago, qualities that add to your enjoyment
of what you read, are also capable of
development. With such habits of read-
ing, formed easily now, you will find books
a never-failing source of recreation, in-
creasing in their power as the years go by.

You are reading for enjoyment now;
you are laying up stores for enjoyment
when you are old.

v

There are two worlds of adventure, then:
the world of experience and action, and
the world of reading. Both of them en-
rich our lives at the time when we enter
them; both of them increase in meaning
as we go on through life; both are store-
houses of memory upon which we can
draw at will. This parallel between the
action-world and the book-world has never
been more beautifully expressed than by
Keats in the poem to which reference was
made & moment ago. He is speaking, in
this poem, of the new world of delight that
opened to him when he came upon Chap-
man’s translation of Homer. No experi-
ence that he had had in the realms of gold,
by which he meant this book-world, could
compare with the adventure that came to
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him when he stumbled upon Chapman’s
Homer:

Mouch have I traveled in the realms of gold,

And many goodly states and kingdoms seen;

Round many western islands have I been

Which bards in fealty to Apollo hold.

Oft of one wide expanse had ] been told

That deep-browed Homer rules as his
demesne;

Yet never did I breathe its pure serene

Till I heard Chapman speak out loud and
bold;

Then felt I like some watcher of the skies

When a new planet swims into his ken;

Or like stout Cortez when with eagle eyes

He stared at the Pacific—and all his men

Looked at each other with a wild surmise—

Silent, upon a peak in Darien.

You see at a glance how admirably this
poem expresses the kinship between the
book-world of adventure and the action-
world. Two supreme experiences are
drawn upon by the poet in his effort to
tell us what reading Homer meant to
him. You can conceive of no more thrill-
ing experience than to have stood with
the great explorer who first of our race
looked upon the broad expanse of the
Pacific. The explorer was Balboa, not
Cortez. but this error of Keats makes no
essentinl difference. Men had thought
that tbe new lands discovered as the re-
sult of Columbus’s daring journey were
a part of India. That an ocean greater
than the Atlantic yet separated them

]

from the object of their search had not
dawned upon them. To be the first of
modern Europeans to come face to face
with this stupendous fact, to have seen
the narrow Mediterranean world expand
to take in the vast Atlantic and then to
find another mighty ocean stretching still
farther to the west—what a thrilling ad-
venture was this! It was to be compared
only with the thrill that came to the astron-
omer in those days when Galileo’s tele-
scope was yet 8o new that the astronomer
might hope to find with it a planet hith-
erto unknown. Like these adventures of
the action-world, says the poet, was the
experience that came to him when the
riches of Homer’s great poem were sud-
denly revealed. The world of Homer,
known only through his book, was as real
as the new-found planet or the mighty
ocean. Each experience was unique, stu-
pendous, an adventure without parallel.

No more oceans are to be discovered.
Since Balboa’s time the Pacific and all the
seven seas have been measured and charted.
Men have stood at the North Pole and at
the South. The wonders of the heavens,
too, have been explored. But to you, to
every girl and boy, may yet come the de-
light which the poet classes with these—
the entrance, through reading, upon a
world of adventure, the realms of gold
over which Homer, and Stevenson, and
Scott, and Shakespeare, and many others
like them rule as kings.
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HOW TOM SAWYER WHITEWASHED THE FENCE
Magrk TwaIN .

Saturday morning was come, and
all the summer world was bright and
fresh, and brimming with life. There
was a song in every heart; and if
the heart was young, the music issued
at the lips. There was cheer in every
face and a spring in every step. The
locust trees were in bloom and the
fragrance of the blossoms filled the air.
Cardiff Hill, beyond the village and
above it, was green with vegetation,
and it lay just far enough away to
seem a Delectable Land, dreamy,
reposeful, and inviting.

Tom appeared on the sidewalk with
a bucket of whitewash and a long-
handled brush. He surveyed the fence,
and all gladness left him and a deep
melancholy settled down upon his
spirit.
nine feet high. Life to him seemed
hollow, and existence but a burden.
Sighing, he dipped his brush and
passed it along the topmost plank;
repeated the operation; did it again;
compared the insignificant white-
washed streak with the far-reaching
continent of unwhitewashed fence, and
sat down on a tree-box discouraged.
Jim came skipping out at the gate
with a tin pail, and singing ‘“Buffalo
Gals.” Bringing water from the town
pump had always been hateful work
in Tom’s eyes before, but now it did
not strike him so. He remembered
that there was company at the pump.
White, mulatto, and negro boys and
girls were always there waiting their
turns, resting, trading playthings,

Thirty yards of board fence
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quarreling, fighting, skylarking. And
he remembered that although the
pump was only a hundred and fifty
yards off, Jim never got back with a
bucket of water under an hour—and
even then somebody generally had to
go after him. Tom said:

“Say, Jim, I'll fetch the water if
you’ll whitewash some.”

Jim shook his head and said:

“Can’t, Mars Tom. Ole missis, she
tole me I got to go an’ git dis water
an’ not stop foolin’ roun’ wid any-
body. She says she spec’ Mars Tom
gwine to ax me to whitewash, an’ so
she tole me go ’long an’ ’tend to my
own business—she ’lowed she’d ’tend
to de whitewashin’.”

“Oh, never you mind what she said,
Jim. That’s the way she always
talks. Gimme the bucket—I won’t
be gone only a minute. She won't
ever know.”

“Oh, I dasn’t, Mars Tom. Ole
missis she’d take an’ tar de head off'n
me. 'Deed she would.”

“She! She never licks anybody—
whacks ’em over the head with her
thimble—and who cares for that, I'd
like to know. She talks awful, but
talk don’t hurt—anyways it don’t if
she don’t cry. Jim, I'll give you a
marvel. TI’ll give you a white alley!”

Jim began to waver.

“White alley, Jim! And it’s a
bully taw.”

“My! Dat’s a mighty gay marvel,
I tell you! But Mars Tom, I’s
powerful ’fraid ole missis—"

40

70
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“And besides, if you will I'll show
you my sore toe.”

Jim was only human—this attrac-
tion was too much for him. He put
down his pail, took the white alley,
and bent over the toe with absorbing
interest while the bandage was being
unwound. In another moment he
was flying down the street with his
pail and a tingling rear, Tom was
whitewashing with vigor, and Aunt
Polly was retiring from the field with
a slipper in her hand and triumph in
her eye.

But Tom’s energy did not last. He
began to think of the fun he had
planned for this day, and his sorrows
multiplied. Soon the free boys would
come tripping along on all sorts of
delicious expeditions, and they would
make a world of fun of him for having
to work—the very thought of it
burned him like fire. He got out his
worldly wealth and examined it—
bits of toys, marbles, and trash;
enough to buy an exchange of work,
maybe, but not half enough to buy
so much as half an hour of pure free-
dom. So he returned his straitened

means to his pocket, and gave up the -

idea of trying to buy the boys. At
this dark and hopeless moment an
inspiration burst upon him! Nothing
less than a great, magnificent inspira-
tion.

He took up his brush and went
tranquilly to work. Ben Rogers hove
in sight presently—the very boy, of
all boys, whose ridicule he had been
dreading. Ben’s gait was the hop-
skip-and-jump—proof enough that his
heart was light and his anticipations
high. He was eating an apple, and
giving a long, melodious whoop, at
intervals, followed by a deep-toned
ding-dong, ding-dong-dong, for he
was personating a steamboat. As
he drew near, he slackened speed,
took the middle of the street, leaned
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far over to starboard and rounded-to
ponderously and with laborious pomp
and circumstance—for he was per-
sonating the Big Missouri, and con-
sidered himself to be drawing nine
feet of water. He was boat and cap-
tain and engine-bells combined, so
he had to imagine himself standing on
his own hurricane-deck giving the
orders and executing them:

“Stop her, sir! Ting-a-ling-ling!”
The headway ran almost out and he
drew up slowly toward the sidewalk.

“Ship up to back! Ting-a-ling-
ling!” His arms straightened and
stiffened down his sides.

“Set her back on the stabboard!
Ting-a-ling-ling! Chow! ch-chow-wow!
Chow!” His right hand, meantime,
describing stately circles—for it was
representing a forty-foot wheel.

“Let her go back on the labboard!
Ting-a-ling-ling!  Chow - ch - chow-
chow!” The left hand began to de-
scribe circles,

“Stop the stabboard! Ting-a-ling-
ling! Stop the labboard! Come ahead
on the stabboard! Stop her! Let
your outside turn over slow! Ting-a-
ling-ling! Chow-ow-ow! Get out
that head-line! Lively now! Come—
out with your spring-line—what’re
you about there? Take a turn around
that stump with the bight of it!
Stand by that stage, now—Ilet her go!
Done with the engines, sir! Ting-a-
ling-ling! Sk’t! Sk’ Sk't!” (trying
the gauge-cocks).

Tom went on whitewashing—paid
no attention to the steamboat. Ben
stared a moment and then said:

“Hi-yi! Youre up a stump, ain’t
you?”

No answer. Tom surveyed his last
touch with the eye of an artist; then
he gave his brush another gentle
sweep and surveyed the result, as
before. Ben ranged up alongside of
him. Tom’s mouth watered for the

70
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apple, but he stuck to his work. Ben
said:
“Hello, old chap, you got to work,

hey?”
Tom wheeled suddenly and said:
“Why, it’s you, Ben! I warn’t
noticing.”

“Say—I'm going in a-swimming, I
am. Don’t you wish you could?
But of course you'd druther work—
wouldn’t you? Course you would!”

Tom contemplated the boy a bit,
and said:

“What do you call work?”

“Why, ain’t that work?”’

Tom resumed his whitewashing, and
answered carelessly:

“Well, maybe it is, and maybe it

ain’t. All I know, is, it suits Tom
Sawyer.”

“Oh, come, now, you don’t mean
to let on that you like it?”

The brush continued to move.

“Like it? Well, I don’t see why
I oughtn’t to like it. Does a boy get
a chance to whitewash a fence every

day?”
That put the thing in a new light.
Ben stopped nibbling his apple. Tom

swept his brush daintily back and
forth—stepped back to note the effect
—added a touch here and there—
criticized the effect again—Ben watch-
ing every move and getting more and
more interested, more and more ab-
sorbed. Presently he said:

“Say, Tom, let me whitewash a
little.”

Tom considered, was about to. con-
sent; but he altered his mind:

“No—no—I reckon it wouldn’t
hardly do, Ben. You see, Aunt Polly’s
awful particular about this fence—
right here on the street, you know—
but if it was the back fence, I wouldn’t
mind and she wouldn’t. Yes, she’s
awful particular about this fence; it’s
got to be done very careful; I reckon
there ain’t one boy in a thousand, may-
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be two thousand, that can do it the so

way it’s got to be done.”

“No—is that so? Oh, come, now—
lemme just try. Only just a little—
I'd let you, if you was me, Tom.”

“Ben, I'd like to, honest injun;
but Aunt Polly—well, Jim wanted
to do it, but she wouldn’t let
him; Sid wanted to do it, and she
wouldn’t let Sid. Now, don’t you see
how I'm fixed? If you was to tackle
this fence and anything was to hap-
pen to it—"

“Oh, shucks, I'll be just as careful.
Now lemme try. Say—I’ll give you
the core of my apple.”

“Well, here—No, Ben, now don’t.
I’'m afeard—"

“I’'ll give you all of it!”

Tom gave up the brush with reluc-
tance in his face, but alacrity in his :
heart. And while the late steamer
Big Missouri worked and sweated in
the sun, the retired artist sat on a
barrel in the shade close by, dangled
his legs, munched his apple, and
planned the slaughter of more inno-
cents. There was no lack of mate-
rial; boys happened along every little
while; they came to jeer, but remained
to whitewash. By the time Ben was
fagged out, Tom had traded the next
chance to Billy Fisher for a kite in
good repair; and when ke played out,
Johnny Miller bought in for a dead
rat and a string to swing it with—and
so on, hour after hour. And when
the middle of the afternoon came,
from being a poor poverty-stricken .
boy in the morning, Tom was literally
rolling in wealth. He had, besides
the things before mentioned, twelve
marbles, part of a jew’s-harp, a piece
of blue bottle glass to look through,
a spool cannon, a key that wouldn’t
unlock anything, a fragment of chalk,
a glass stopper of a decanter, a tin
soldier, a couple of tadpoles, six fire-
crackers, a kitten with only one eye,
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a brass door-knob, a dog-collar—but
no dog—the handle of a knife, four
pieces of orange-peel, and a dilapidated
old window-sash.

He had had a nice, good, idle time
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all the while—plenty of company—and
the fence had three coats of white-
wash on it! If he hadn’t run out of

whitewash, he would have bankrupted
every boy in the village.

NOTES AND QUESTIONS

ExpPLANATORY NOTES

1. For a brief biography of Mark Twain
(and for all authors throughout this book) see
the “Biographical Index of Authors” beginning
on page 571 and arranged alphabetically. This
selection is taken from The Adcentures of Tom
Sawyer, one of three books (the others being
Huckleberry Finn and Life on the Mississippi)
in which Mark Twain rendered probably his
greatest service to American literature. Of
these Huckleberry Finn is the best; its hero has
been compared with the hero of Homer's Odyssey,
about whom you will read in Part II of this
book, and indeed Mark Twain’s book deserves
very well the name that has been given it, “the
Odyssean story of the Mississippi.” The three
books taken together give something of the
impression of an epic of the valley of the great
river which is so bound up with American life.
The stories perhaps seem even more character-
istic of what we feel to be America than any
stories of the early colonizatioa of the eastern
states. The Mississippi territory was settled
by Americans, not by Englishmen, at a time
when the genuine American character was being
developed by the pioneers. The life that Mark
Twain depicts is passing, but it is still near
enough to us to be vivid, much as the story of
Ulysses seemed to the Greeks in Homer’s day.

2. Mark Twain, whose real name was
Samuel L. Clemens, wrote much about boys, for
boys of all ages.” A proof of the fascination of
his stories is found in the fact that Charles
Darwin, the great English scientist, said that he
always kept the story of ““The Celebrated Jump-
- ing Frog” (see Junior High School Literature,
Book I) on a chair by his bedside so that he might

turnto it in case of sleeplessness. Mark Twainis
commonly thought of as a great jester, and
indeed no other writer represents so fully the
sort of humor that most appeals to Americans.
But he is not merely a jester. He is an inter-
preter of many of the ideas and experiences that
have formed the American character.

QuesTtions ANDp Torics

1. Give another title to this story. What
was the “magnificent inspiration” that came to
Tom when he was discouraged at having to
work on Saturday? How did Tom Sawyer
whitewash the fence? .

2. What great law of human action, as re-
gards work and play, did Tom discover from his
experience in whitewashing the fence? Can you
give examples, similar to Tom's, showing how
work may be changed to play, or play to work?

8. Why do you like this story? What

" makes the story humorous? How does the

author make his characters known to you, by
what they do or by what they say? Is the
dialogue lifelike? What other stories by this
great humorist have you read?

4. What humorous stories of other writers
have you read? Compare one of the best with
this selection.

Library Reading. This selection is merely
an episode in the story of Tom Sawyer. You
will enjoy reading the entire book. You will
also find The Boys’ Life of Mark Twain, by
Albert Bigelow Paine, a fascinating introduction
to further readings from Mark Twain, the
great American humorist.

10
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A DISSERTATION UPON ROAST PIG

CHARLES LAMB

Mankind, says a Chinese manu-
script, which my friend M. was oblig-
ing enough to read and explain to
me, for the first seventy thousand
ages ate their meat raw, clawing or
biting it from the living animal, just
as they do in Abyssinia to this day.
This period is not obscurely hinted
at by their great Confucius in the
second chapter of his Mundane Mu-
tations, where he designates a kind of
golden age by the term Cho-fang,
literally, the Cook’s holiday. The
manuscript goes on to say that the
art of roasting, or rather broiling
(which I take to be the elder brother),
was accidentally discovered in the
manner following: The swineherd,
Ho-ti, having gone out into the woods
one morning, as his manner was, to
collect mast for his hogs, left his cot-
tage in the care of his eldest son, Bo-
bo, a great lubberly boy, who being
fond of playing with fire, as younkers
of his age commonly are. let some
sparks escape into a bundle of straw,
which, kindling quickly, spread the
conflagration over every part of their
poor mansion, till it was reduced to
ashes. Together with the cottage
(a sorry antediluvian makeshift of a
building, you may think it), what was
of much more importance, a fine litter
of new-farrowed pigs, no less than
nine in number, perished. China
pigs have been esteemed a luxury all
over the East from the remotest pe-
riods that we read of. Bo-bo was in
the utmost consternation, as you may

10. Mundane Mutations, perhaps a reference to
The Book of Clmwyn an ancient Chinese book pre-

served and transmitted by Confucius, the celebrated
Chinese philosopber.

think, not so much for the sake of the
tenement, which his father and he
could easily build up again with a
few dry branches, and the labor of an
hour or two, at any time, as for the
loss of the pigs. While he was think-
ing what he should say to his father,
and wringing his hands over ‘the
smoking remnants of one of those un-
timely sufferers, an odor assailed his
nostrils, unlike any scent which he
had before experienced. What could
it proceed from? Not from the burnt
cottage—he had smelled that smell
before—indeed this was by no means
the first accident of the kind which
had occurred through the negligence
of this unlucky young firebrand. Much
less did it resemble that of any known
herb, weed, or flower. A premoni-
tory moistening at the same time
overflowed his nether lip. He knew
not what to think. He next stooped
down to feel the pig, if there were any
signs of life in it. He burned his
fingers, and to cool them he applied
them in his booby fashion to his
mouth. Some of the erumbs of the
scorched skin had come away with
his fingers, and for the first time in
his life (in the world’s life indeed, for
before him no man Had known it) he
tasted—crackling! Again he felt and
fumbled at the pig. It did not burn
him so much now, still he licked his
fingers from a sort of habit. The
truth at length broke into his slow
understanding—that it was the pig
that smelled so, and the pig that
tasted so delicious; and, surrendering

40
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himself up to the newborn pleasure, so
he fell to tearing up whole handfuls -
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of the scorched skin with the flesh
next it, and was cramming it down
his throat in his beastly fashion when
his sire entered amid the smoking
rafters, armed with retributory cudgel,
and finding how affairs stood, began
to rain blows upon the young rogue’s
shoulders, as thick as hailstones,
which Bo-bo heeded not any more
than if they had been flies. The
tickling pleasure, which he experi-
enced in his lower regions, had ren-
dered him quite callous to any in-
conveniences he might feel in those
remote quarters. His father might
lay on, but he could not beat him
from his pig, till he had fairly made
an end of it, when, becoming a little
more sensible of his situation, some-
thinglike thefollowing dialogue ensued :
“You graceless whelp, what have
you got there devouring? Is it not
enough that you have burned me
down three houses with your dog’s
tricks, and be hanged to you, but you
must be eating fire, and I know not
what—what have you got there,
1 say?”
“O father, the pig, the pig, do come
and taste how nice the burnt pig eats.”
The ears of Ho-ti tingled with
horror. He cursed his son, and he
cursed himself that ever he should
beget a son that should eat burnt pig.
Bo-bo, whose scent was wonder-
fully sharpened since morning, soon
raked out another pig, and fairly
rending it asunder, thrust the lesser
half by main force into the fists of
Ho-ti, still shouting out, “Eat, eat,
eat the burnt pig, father, only taste—
O Lord”—with such-like barbarous
ejaculations, cramming all the while
as if he would choke.
. Ho-ti trembled in every joint while
he grasped the abominable thing,
wavering whether he should not put
his son to death for an unnatural
young monster, when the crackling
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scorching his fingers, as it had done
his son’s, and applying the same
remedy to them, he in his turn tasted
some of its flavor, which, make what
sour mouths he would for a pretense,
proved not altogether displeasing to
him. In conclusion (for the manu-
script here is a little tedious) both
father and son fairly sat down to the
mess, and never left off till they had
dispatched all that remained of the
litter.

Bo-bo was strictly enjoined not to
let the secret escape, for the neighbors
would certainly have stoned them for
a couple of abominable wretches, who
could think of improving upon the
good meat which God had sent them.
Nevertheless, strange stories got about.
It was observed that Ho-ti’s cottage
was burned down now more frequently
than ever. Nothing but fires from
this time forward. Some would break
out in broad day, others in the night-
time. As often as the sow farrowed,
so sure was the house of Ho-ti to be
in a blaze; and Ho-ti himself, which
was the more remarkable, instead of
chastising his son, seemed to grow
more indulgent to him than ever.
At length they were watched, the
terrible mystery discovered, and father
and son summoned to take their trial
at Pekin, then an inconsiderable
assize town. Evidence was given,
the obnoxious food itself produced in
court, and verdict about to be pro-
nounced, when the foreman of the
jury begged that some of the burnt
pig, of which the culprits stood ac-
cused, might be handed into the box.
He handled it, and they all handled
it, and burned their fingers, as Bo-bo
and his father had done before them,
and nature prompting to each of them
the same remedy, against the face
of all the facts, and the clearest charge
which judge had ever given—to the
surprise of the whole court, townsfolk,

70
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strangers, reporters, and all present—
without leaving the box, or any man-
ner of consultation whatever, they
brought in a simultaneous verdict of
Not Guilty.

The judge, who was a shrewd fel-
low, winked at the manifest iniquity
of the decision, and, when the court
was dismissed, went privily and bought
up all the pigs that could be had for
love or money. In a few days his
Lordship’s town house was observed
to be on fire. The thing took wing,
and now there was nothing to be seen
but fires in every direction. Fuel and
pigs grew enormously dear all over
the districts. The insurance offices
one and all shut up shop. People
built slighter and slighter every day,
until it was feared that the very
science of architecture would in no
long time be lost to the world. Thus
this custom of firing houses continued,
till in process of time, says my manu-
script, a sage arose, like our Locke,
who made a discovery, that the flesh
of swine, or indeed of any other ani-
mal, might be cooked (burnt, as they
called it) without the necessity of
consuming & whole house to dress it.

Then first began the rude form of a

gridiron. Roasting by the string, or
spit, came in a century or two later,
I forget in whose dynasty. By such
slow degrees, concludes the manu-
script, do the most useful, and seem-
ingly the most obvious arts, make
their way among mankind. . .

Without placing too lmphctt fmth
in the account above given, it must
be agreed that if a worthy pretext
for so dangerous an experiment as
setting houses on fire (especially in
these days) could be assigned in favor
of any culinary object, that pretext
and excuse might be found in rROAST
PIG.

25. Locke, John Locke (1632-1704), a celebrated
Philosopher.
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Of all the delicacies in the whole
mundus edibilis, 1 will maintain it to
be the most delicate—princeps ob-
sontorum.

1 speak not of your grown porkers—
things between pig and pork—those
hobbledehoys—but a young and ten-
der suckling—under a moon old—
guiltless as yet of the sty—with no
original speck of the amor immunditiae,
the hereditary failing of the first
parent, yet manifest—his voice as yet
not broken, but something between a
childish treble and a grumble—the mild
forerunner, or praeludium, of a grunt.

He must be roasted. 1 am not ig-
norant that our ancestors ate them
seethed, or boiled—but what a sac-
rifice of the exterior tegument!

There is no flavor comparable, I
will contend, to that of the crisp,
tawny, well-watched, not over-roasted,
crackling, as it is well called—the very
teeth are invited to their share of
the pleasure at this banquet in over-
coming the coy, brittle resistance—
with the adhesive oleaginous—O call
it not fat—but an indefinable sweet-
ness growing up to it—the tender
blossoming of fat—fat cropped in the
bud—taken in the shoot—in the first
innocence—the cream and quintes-
sence of the child-pig’s yet pure food—
the lean, no lean, but a kind of animal
manna—or, rather, fat and lean (if
it must be so0) so blended and running
into each other that both together
make but one ambrosian result, or
common substance. .

Behold him, while he is “doing”—

it seemeth rather a refreshing warmth,

than a scorching heat, that he is so
passive to. How equably he twirleth
round the string! Now he is just done.
To see the extreme sensibility of that
tender age, he hath wept out his

49. mundus edibills, edible world. 50. princeps
obsoniorum, chief of delicacies. 87. smor immundi-
tise. Jove of filth. 62, puolud!um prelude.

70

80



20

pretty eyes—radiant jellies—shooting

_stars—
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See him in the dish, his second
cradle, how meek he lieth! Wouldst
thou have had this innocent grow up
to the grossness and indocility which
too often accompany maturer swine-
hood? Ten to one he would have
proved a glutton, a sloven, an obsti-
nate, disagreeable animal—wallowing
in all manner of filthy conversation—
from these sins he is happily snatched
away— ,

Ere sin could blight, or sorrow fade, -
Death came with timely care—

his memory is odoriferous—no clown
curseth, while his stomach half re-
jecteth, the rank bacon—no coal-
heaver bolteth him in reeking sausages
—he hath a fair sepulcher in the
grateful stomach of the judicious
epicure—and for such a tomb might
be content to die.

He is the best of Sapors. Pine-
apple is great. She is indeed almost
too transcendent—a delight, if not
sinful, yet so like to sinning, that
really a tender-conscienced person
would do well to pause—too ravishing
for mortal taste, she woundeth and
cxcoriateth the lips that approach her
—Ilike lovers’ kisses, she biteth—she
is a pleasure bordering on pain from
the fierceness and insanity of her
relish—but she stoppeth at the palate
—she meddleth not with the appetite
—and the coarsest hunger might bar-
ter her consistently for a mutton chop.

Pig—let me speak his praise—is no
less provocative of the appetite than
he is satisfactory to the criticalness
of the censorious palate. The strong
man may batten on him, and the weak-
ling refuseth not his mild juices.

Unlike to mankind’s mixed char-
acters, a bundle of virtues and vices,

24. Sapors, delicacies or savory foods.
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inexplicably intertwisted, and not to
be unraveled without hazard, he is—
good throughout. No part of him
is better or worse than another. He
helpeth, as far as his little means
extend, all around. He is the least
envious of banquets. He is all neigh-
bors’ fare.

I am one of those who freely and
ungrudgingly impart a share of the
good things of this life which fall to
their lot (few as mine are in this kind)
to a friend. I protest I take as great
an interest in my friend’s pleasures, his
relishes, and proper satisfactions, as
in mine own. ‘Presents,” I often
say, ‘‘endear Absents.” Hares, pheas-
ants, partridges, snipes, barn-door
chickens (those ‘“‘tame villatic fowl”),
capons, plovers, brawn, barrels of
oysters, I dispense as freely as I receive
them. I love to taste them, as it
were, upon the tongue of my friend.
But a stop must be put somewhere.
One would not, like Lear, ‘“give
everything.”” I make my stand upon
pig. Methinks it is an ingratitude to
the Giver of all good favors, to extra-
domiciliate, or send out of the house,
slightingly (under pretext of friend-
ship, or I know not what), a blessing
so particularly adapted, predestined,
I may say, to my individual palate.
It argues an insensibility.

I remember a touch of conscience in
this kind at school. My good old aunt,
who never parted from me at the end
of a holiday without stuffing a sweet-
meat, or some nice thing, into my
pocket, had dismissed me one evening
with a smoking plum-cake, fresh from
the oven. In my way to school (it
was over London Bridge) a gray-
headed old beggar saluted me (I have
no doubt at this time of day that he
was a counterfeit). I had no pence
to console him with, and in the vanity

65. tame villatic fowl, barnyard fowls. 71. Lear, in
Shakespeare’s play King Lear.
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of self-denial, and the very cox-
combry of charity, schoolboy-like, I
made him a present of—the whole
cake! I walked on a little, buoyed
up, as one is on such occasions, with
a sweet soothing of self-satisfaction;
but before I had got to the end of the
bridge, my better feelings returned,
and I burst into tears, thinking how
ungrateful I had been to my good
aunt, to go and give her good gift
away to a stranger, that I had never
seen before, and who might be a bad
man for aught I knew; and then I
thought of the pleasure my aunt
would be taking in thinking that I—
I myself, and not another—would eat
her nice cake—and what should I say
to her the next time I saw her—how
naughty I was to part with her pretty
present—and the odor of that spicy
cake came back upon my recollection,
and the pleasure and the curiosity
I bad taken in seeing her make it, and
her joy when she sent it to the oven,
and how disappointed she would feel
that I had never had a bit of it in my
mouth at last—and I blamed my
impertinent spirit of almsgiving, and
out-of-place hypocrisy of goodness,
and above all I wished never to see
the face again of that insidious, good-
for-nothing, old gray impostor.

Our ancestors were nice in their
method of sacrificing these tender
victims. We read of pigs whipped to
death, with something of a shock, as
we hear of another obsolete custom.
The age of discipline is gone by, or it

21

would be curious to inquire (in a 40

philosophical light merely) what effect
this process might have toward in-
tenerating and dulcifying a substance
naturally so mild and dulcet as the
flesh of young pigs. It looks like
refining a violet. Yet we should be
cautious, while we condemn the in-
humanity, how we censure the wisdom
of the practice. It might impart a
gusto—

I remember an hypothesis, argued
upon by the young students, when I
was at St. Omer’s, and maintained
with much learning and pleasantry
on both sides, ‘‘Whether, supposing
that the flavor of a pig who obtained
his death by whipping (per flagella-
tionem extremam) superadded a pleas-
ure upon the palate of a man more
intense than any possible suffering
we can conceive in the animal, is man
justified in using that method of
putting the animal to death?”” I for-
get the decision.

His sauce should be considered.
Decidedly, a few bread crumbs, done
up with his liver and brains, and a
dash of mild sage. But, banish, dear
Mrs. Cook, I beseech you, the whole
onion tribe. Barbecue your whole
hogs to your palate, steep them in
shalots, stuff them out with planta-
tions of the rank and guilty garlic;
you cannot poison them, or make
them stronger than they are—but
consider, he is a weakling—a flower.

42. Intenerating and dulicifying. meking tender and
sweet. 58, St. Omer’s, a college.

NOTES AND QUESTIONS

ExpPLANATORY NoOTES

1. This amusing sketch is from The Essays
of Flia (1820), the work on which Lamb’s fame
rests. Originally these essays were contributed
to the London Magazine; they were somewhat
similar to the special articles one finds in daily
papers and magazines nowadays. They were
on a variety of subjects, whimsical, serious, filled

with humor and pathos, and always remarkable
for their conversational quality, by which the
author seemed to be talking with his reader.
Examples, besides the present selection, are
“Dream Children,” “On Poor Relations,” “Old
China,” and the like. They bear little trace of
Lamb’s occupation, that of a clerk in the East
India House. .
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2. A “dissertation” is a learned essay on
some difficult subject. You will enjoy the
sketch most fully if you observe the element of
burlesque that runs through it. Lamb pretends
to be writing a learned essay on “roast pig.”
Therefore he pretends to have found an ancient
manuscript; he introduces learned words and
quotations; he quotes “authorities” that do not
exist. The Chinese names, excepting that of
Confucius, are fictitious.

8. While this sketch is one of a collection
of “Essays,” the real interest is in the spirited
narrative—it is really a short story.

QuesTions AND Torics

1. How does the author try to give author-
ity for the fanciful tale he invented? How does
he try to make the reader believe the story?
Mention points in the story that seem probable.
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2. Lamb was noted for his use of keen
satire; what evidences of this characteristic do
you find in this story? What examples of
exaggeration do you find? At what weakness in
human nature does Lamb poke fun?

8. How does the author make his story
humorous? Point out good examples of humor.

4. Incommenting on “the sins” from which
the pig “is happily snatched” by being roasted,
Lamb quotes from Coleridge’s “Epitaph on an
Infant”; show the aptness of this quotation.

5. Into what divisions or units does the
story fall? What is the most interesting part
of the story?

Theme Topics. 1. Compare the humor of
Lamb in this story with that of Mark Twain in
“How Tom Sawyer Whitewashed the Fence.”
Compare the humor of this story with that of
the present-day newspapers.

THE SPECTER BRIDEGROOM

WasHINGTON IRVING

A TRAVELER’S TALE*

He that supper for is dight,

He lyes full cold, I trow, this night!

Yestreen to chamber I him led—

This night Gray-Steel has made his bed.
Sir Eger, Sir Grahame, and Sir Gray-Steel.

On the summit of one of the heights
of the Odenwald, a wild and romantic
tract of Upper Germany, that lies not
far from the confluence of the Main
and the Rhine, there stood, many,
many years since, the Castle of the
Baron Von Landshort. It is now
quite fallen to decay, and almost
buried among beech trees and dark
firs; above which, however, its old
watchtower may still be seen, strug-
gling, like the former possessor I have
mentioned, to carry a high head, and
look down upon the neighboring
country.

*The erudite reader, well versed in good-for-
nothing lore, will perceive that the above Tale
must have been suggested to the old Swiss by

a little French anecdote, a circumstance said to
have taken place at Paris. (Not:e by Irving.)

The baron was a dry branch of
the great family of Katzenellenbogen,
and inherited the relics of the prop-
erty and all the pride of his ancestors.
Though the warlike disposition of his
predecessors had much impaired the
family possessions, yet the baron still
endeavored to keep up some show of
former state. The times were peace-
able, and the German nobles, in gen-
eral, had abandoned their incon-
venient old castles, perched like eagles’
nests among the mountains, and had
built more convenient residences in
the valleys; still the baron remained
proudly drawn up in his little fortress,
cherishing, with hereditary inveteracy,
all the old family feuds; so that he
was on ill terms with some of his
nearest neighbors, on account of dis-
putes that had happened between
their great-great-grandfathers.

ti. e., Cat's-Elbow. The name of a family
of those parts very powerful in former times.
The appellation, we are told, was given in

compliment to a peerless dame of the family,
celebrated for her fine arm. (Note by Irving.)
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A TYPICAL OLD GERMAN CASTLE

The baron ‘had but one child, a
daughter; but Nature, when she
grants but one child, always com-
pensates by making it a prodigy; and
so it was with the daughter of the
baron. All the nurses, gossips, and
country cousins assured her father
that she had not her equal for beauty
in all Germany; and who should know
better than they? She had, more-
over, been brought up with great care
under the superintendence of two
maiden aunts, who had spent some
years of their early life at one of the
little German courts, and were skilled
in all the branches of knowledge
necessary to the education of a fine
lady. Under their instructions she
became a miracle of accomplish-
ments. By the time she was eighteen,
she could embroider to admiration,
and had worked whole histories of
the saints in tapestry, with such
strength of expression in their coun-
tenances that they looked like so

many souls in purgatory. She could
read without great difficulty, and had
spelled her way through several church
legends, and almost all the chivalric
wonders of the Heldenbuch. She had
even made considerable proficiency in
writing; could sign her own name
without missing a letter, and so legibly
that her aunts could read it without
spectacles. She excelled in making
little elegant good-for-nothing ladylike
nicknacks of all kinds; was versed in
the most abstruse dancing of the day;
played a number of airs on the harp
and guitar; and knew all the tender
ballads of the minnelieders by heart.

Her aunts, too, having been great
flirts and coquettes in their younger
days, were admirably calculated to be
vigilant guardians and strict censors
of the conduct of their niece; for
there is no duenna so rigidly prudent,

80. Heldenbuch, ‘“‘Book of Heroes,” a fifteenth-centu:
German book that tells of German epic heroes. 41.

minnelleders, love songs; Irving means minnesinger
(poe:)s who sang their love songs to their own accompani-
ment).
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and inexorably decorous, as a super-
annuated coquette. She was rarely
suffered out of their sight; never went
beyond the domains of the castle,
unless well attended, or rather well
watched; had continual lectures read
to her about strict decorum and im-
plicit obedience; and, as to the men—
pah!—she was taught to hold them
at such a distance, and in such abso-
lute distrust, that, unless properly
authorized, she would not have cast a
glance upon the handsomest cavalier
in the world—no, not if he were even
dying at her feet.

The good effects of this system were
wonderfully apparent. The young
lady was a pattern of docility and cor-
rectness. While others were wasting
their sweetness in the glare of the
world, and liable to be plucked and
thrown aside by every hand, she was
coyly blooming into fresh and lovely
womanhood under the protection of
those immaculate spinsters, like a
rosebud blushing forth among guar-
dian thorns. Her aunts looked upon
her with pride and exultation, and
vaunted that though all the other
young ladies in the world might go
astray, yet, thank Heaven, nothing of
the kind could happen to the heiress of
Katzenellenbogen.

But, however scantily the Baron
Von Landshort might be provided
with children, his household was by
no means a small one; for Providence
had enriched him with abundance of
poor relations. They, one and all,
possessed the affectionate disposition
common to humble relatives; were
wonderfully attached to the baron,
and took every possible occasion to
come in swarms and enliven the castle.
All family festivals were commemo-
rated by these good people at the
baron’s expense; and when they were
filled with good cheer, they would de-
clare that there was nothing on earth
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so delightful as these family meetings,
these jubilees of the heart.

The baron, though a small man,
had a large soul, and it swelled with
satisfaction at the consciousness of
being the greatest man in the little
world about him. He loved to tell
long - stories about the dark old
warriors whose portraits looked grimly
down from the walls around, and he
found no listeners equal to those that
fed at his expense. He was much
given to the marvelous, and a firm
believer in all those supernatiiral tales
with which every mountain and valley
in Germany abounds. The faith of
his guests exceeded even his own;
they listened to every tale of wonder
with open eyes and mouth, and never
failed to be astonished, even though
repeated for the hundredth time.
Thus lived the Baron Von Landshort,
the oracle of his table, the absolute
monarch of his little territory, and
happy, above all things, in the per-
suasion that he was the wisest man
of the age.

At the time of which my story
treats, there was a great family
gathering at the castle, on an affair
of the utmost importance: it was to
receive the destined bridegroom of
the baron’s daughter. A negotiation
had been carried on between the
father and an old nobleman of Ba-
varia, to unite the dignity of their
houses by the marriage of their chil-
dren. The preliminaries had been
conducted with proper punctilio. The
young people were betrothed without
seeing each other; and the time was
appointed for the marriage ceremony.
The young Count Von Altenburg had
been recalled from the army for the
purpose, and was actually on his
way to the baron’s to receive his
bride. Missives had even been received
from him from Wurtzburg, where he
was accidentally detained, mentioning
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the day and hour when he might be
expected to arrive.

The castle was in a tumult of prepa-
ration to give him a suitable welcome.
The fair bride had been decked out
with uncommon care. The two aunts
had superintended her toilet, and
quarreled the whole morning about
every article of her dress. The young
lady had taken advantage of their
contest to follow the bent of her own
taste; and fortunately it was a good
one. She looked as lovely as youth-
ful bridegroom could desire; and the
flutter of expectation heightened the
luster of her charms.

The suffusions that mantled her
face and neck, the gentle heaving of
the bosom, the eye now and then lost
in reverie, all betrayed the soft
tumult that was going on in her little
heart. The aunts were continually
hovering around her; for maiden
aunts are apt to take great interest
in affairs of this nature. They were
giving her a world of staid counsel
how to deport herself, what to say,

and in what manner to receive the

expected lover.
The baron was no less busied in
preparations. He had, in truth,

nothing exactly to do; but he was
naturally a fuming, bustling little
man, and could not remain passive
when all the world was in a hurry.
He worried from top to bottom of the
castle with an air of infinite anxiety;
he continually called the servants
from their work to exhort them to
be diligent; and buzzed about every
hall and chamber, as idly restless and
importunate as a bluebottle fly on a
warm summer’s day.

In the meantime the fatted calf had
been killed; the forests had rung with
the clamor of the huntsmen; the
kitchen was crowded with good cheer;
the cellars had yielded up whole
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oceans of Rhein-wein and Ferne-wein;
and even the- great Heidelberg tun
had been laid under contribution.
Everything was ready to receive the
distinguished guest with Saus und
Braus in the true spirit of German
hospitality—but the guest delayed
to make his appearance. Hour rolled
after hour. The sun, that had poured
his downward rays upon the rich
forest of the Odenwald, now just
gleamed along the summits of the
mountains. The baron mounted the
highest tower, and strained his eyes
in hope of catching a distant sight
of the count and his attendants.
Once he thought he beheld them;
the sound of horns came floating from
the valley, prolonged by the mountain
echoes. A number of horsemen were
seen far below, slowly advancing
along the road; but when they had
nearly reached the foot of the moun-
tain, they suddenly struck off in a
different direction. The last ray of
sunshine departed—the bats began
to flit by in the twilight—the road

grew dimmer and dimmer to the view;

and nothing appeared stirring in it
but now and then a peasant lagging
homeward from his labor.

While the old castle of Landshort
was in this state of perplexity, a very
interesting scene was transacting in
a different part of the Odenwald.

The young Count Von Altenburg
was tranquilly pursuing his route in
that sober jog-trot way in which a
man travels toward matrimony when
his friends have taken all the trouble
and uncertainty of courtship off his
hands, and a bride is waiting for him,
as certainly as a dinner at the end of
his journey. He had encountered at
Wourtzburg a youthful companion in

49. Rhein-wein and l?mo-wda Rbenish wine and
foreign, or imported wine eideiberg tun, a huge
wine vat in the oell.r of Hetdelben Cntle 53. Saus und
Braus, a German p ng and revelry.”
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arms, with whom he had seen some
service on the frontiers—Herman Von
Starkenfaust, one of the stoutest
hands, and worthiest hearts, of Ger-
man chivalry, who was now returning
from the army. His father’s castle
was not far distant from the old
fortress of Landshort, although an
hereditary feud rendered the families
hostile, and strangers to each other.

In the warm-hearted moment of
recognition, the young friends related
all their past adventures and for-
tunes, and the count gave the whole
history of his intended nuptials with
a young lady whom he had never
seen, but of whose charms he had
received the most enrapturing de-
scriptions.

As the route of the friends lay in
the same direction, they agreed to
perform the rest of their journey to-
gether; and, that they might do it
the more leisurely, set off from Wurtz-
burg at an early hour, the count
having given directions for his retinue
to follow and overtake him. :

They beguiled their wayfaring with
recollections of their military scenes
and adventures; but the count was
apt to be a little tedious now and
then about the reputed charms of his
bride, and the felicity that awaited
him.

In this way they had entered among
the mountains of the Odenwald, and
were traversing one of its most lonely
and thickly-wooded passes. It is
well known that the forests of Ger-
many have always been as much
infested by robbers as its castles by
specters; and at this time the former
were particularly numerous, from the
hordes of disbanded soldiers wander-
ing about the country. It will not
appear extraordinary, therefore, that
the cavaliers were attacked by a gang
of these stragglers in the midst of the
forest. They defended themselves
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with bravery, but were nearly over-
powered, when the count’s retinue
arrived to their assistance. At sight
of them the robbers fled, but not until
the count had received a mortal
wound. He was slowly and carefully
conveyed back to the city of Wurtz-
burg, and a friar summoned from a
neighboring convent, who was famous
for his skill in administering to both
soul and body; but half of his skill
was superfluous; the moments of the
unfortunate count were numbered.
With his dying breath he entreated
his friend to repair instantly to the
castle of Landshort, and explain the
fatal cause of his not keeping his
appointment with his bride. Though
not the most ardent of lovers, he was
one of the most punctilious of men,
and appeared earnestly solicitous that
his mission should be speedily and
courteously executed. “Unless this
is done,” said he, “I shall not sleep
quietly in my grave!” He repeated
these last words with peculiar solem-
nity. A request, at a moment so im-
pressive, admitted no hesitation.

‘Starkenfaust endeavored to soothe

him to calmness, promised faithfully
to execute his wish, and gave him his
hand in solemn pledge. The dying
man pressed it in acknowledgment,
but soon lapsed into delirium—raved
about his bride—his engagements—
his plighted word; ordered his horse,
that he might ride to the castle of
Landshort; and expired in the fancied
act of vaulting into the saddle.
Starkenfaust bestowed a sigh and
a soldier’s tear on the untimely fate
of his comrade; and then pondered
on the awkward mission he had under-
taken. His heart was heavy, and his
head perplexed; for he was to present
himself an unbidden guest among
hostile people, and to damp their
festivity with tidings fatal to their
hopes. Still there were certain whis-
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perings of curiosity in his bosom to
see this far-famed beauty of Katzen-
ellenbogen, so cautiously shut up
from the world; for he was a pas-
sionate admirer of the sex, and there
was a dash of eccentricity and enter-
prise in his character that made him
fond of all singular adventure.

Previous to his departure he made
all due arrangements with the holy
fraternity of the convent for the
funeral solemnities of his friend, who
was to be buried in the cathedral of
Wourtzburg, near some of his illustrious
relatives; and the mourning retinue
of the count took charge of his remains.

It is now high time that we should
return to the ancient family of Katzen-
ellenbogen, who were impatient for
their guest, and still more for their
dinner; and to the worthy little baron,
whom we left airing himself on the
watchtower.

Night closed in, but still no guest
arrived. The baron descended from
the tower in despair. The banquet,
which had been delayed from hour to
hour, could no longer be postponed.
The meats were already overdone;
the cook in an agony; and the whole
household had the look of a garrison
that had been reduced by famine.

The baron was obliged reluctantly to

give orders for the feast without the
presence of the guest. All were seated
at table, and just on the point of
commencing, when the sound of a
horn from without the gate gave
notice of the approach of a stranger.
Another long blast filled the old courts
of the castle with its echoes, and was
answered by the warder from the walls.
The baron hastened to receive his
future son-in-law.

The drawbridge had been let down,
and the stranger was before the gate.
He was a tall, gallant -cavalier,
mounted on a black steed. His coun-
tenance was pale, but he had a

E14

beaming, romantic eye, and an air of so

stately melancholy. The baron was
a little mortified that he should have
come in this simple, solitary style.
His dignity for a moment was ruffled,
and he felt disposed to consider it a
want of proper respect for the im-
portant occasion, and the important
family with which he was to be con-
nected. He pacified himself, how-

ever, with the conclusion that it must eo

have been youthful impatience which
had induced him thus to spur on
sooner than his attendants.

“l am sorry,” said the stranger,
“to break in upon you thus unsea-
sonably—"

Here the baron interrupted him with
a world of compliments and greetings;
for, to tell the truth, he prided him-
self upon his courtesy and eloquence.
The stranger attempted, once or twice,
to stem the torrent of words, but in
vain, so he bowed his head and
suffered it to flow on. By the time
the baron had come to a pause, they
had reached the inner court of the
castle; and the stranger was again
about to speak, when he was once
more interrupted by the appearance
of the female part of the family,
leading forth the shrinking and blush-
ing bride. He gazed on her for a
moment as one entranced; it seemed
as if his whole soul beamed forth in
the gaze, and rested upon that lovely
form. One of the maiden aunts
whispered something in her ear; she
made an effort to speak; her moist
blue eye was timidly raised; gave a
shy glance of inquiry on the stranger;
and was cast again to the ground.
The words died away; but there was
a sweet smile playing about her lips,
and a soft dimpling of the cheek that
showed her glance had not been un-
satisfactory. It was impossible for
a girl of the fond age of eighteen, highly
predisposed for love and matrimony,
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not to be pleased with so gallant a

cavalier.

The late hour at which the guest had
arrived left no time for parley. The
baron was peremptory, and deferred
all particular conversation until the
morning, and led the way to the un-
tasted banquet.

It was served up in the great hall
of the castle. Around the walls hung
the hard-favored portraits of the
heroes of the house of Katzenellen-
bogen, and the trophies which they
had gained in the field and in the
chase. Hacked corselets, splintered
justing spears, and tattered banners
were mingled with the spoils of silvan
warfare; the jaws of the wolf and
the tusks of the boar grinned horribly
among crossbows and battle-axes,
and a huge pair of antlers branched
immediately over the head of the
youthful bridegroom.

The cavalier took but little notice
of the company or the entertainment.
He scarcely tasted the banquet, but
seemed absorbed in admiration of his
bride. He conversed in a low tone
that could not be overheard—for the
language of love is never loud; but
where is the female ear so dull that
it cannot catch the softest whisper
of the lover? There was a mingled
tenderness and gravity in his manner,
that appeared to have a powerful
effect upon the young lady. Her color
came and went as she listened with
deep attention. Now and then she
made some blushing reply, and when
his eye was turned away, she would
steal a sidelong glance at his romantic
countenance, and heave a gentle sigh
of tender happiness. It was evident
that the young couple were completely
enamored. The aunts, who . were
deeply versed in the mysteries of the
heart, declared that they had fallen in
love with each other at first sight.

The feast went on merrily, or at
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Jeast noisily, for the guests were all
blessed with those keen appetites
that attend upon light purses and
mountain air. The baron told his
best and longest stories, and never
had he told them so well, or with
such great effect. If there was any-
thing marvelous, his auditors were
lost in astonishment; and if anything
facetious, they were sure to laugh
exactly in the right place. The baron,
it is true, like most great men, was
too dignified to utter any joke but a
dull one; it was always enforced,
however, by a bumper of excellent
Hockheimer; and even a dull joke,
at one’s own table, served up with
jolly old wine, is irresistible. Many
good things were said by poorer and
keener wits, that would not bear
repeating, except on similar occasions;
many sly speeches whispered in ladies’
ears, that almost convulsed them with
suppressed laughter; and a song or two
roared out by a poor, but merry and
broad-faced, cousin of the baron,
that absolutely made the maiden
aunts hold up their fans.

Amidst all this revelry, the stranger
guest maintained a most singular and
unseasonable gravity. His counte-
nance assumed a deeper cast of de-
jection as the eve