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PREFACE

This book is based on the belief that an efficient reader for
the eighth grade must score high when tested on five fundamental
features: quality of literature; variety of literature; organization
of literature; quantity of literature; and definite helps sufficient
to make the text a genuine tool for classroom use.

First among these features is the essential that the founda-
tion of the book must be the acknowledged masterpieces of

. American and British authors. American boys and
gt:l::{u:: girls may be depended on to read current magazines
and newspapers, but if they are ever to have their
taste and judgment of literary values enriched by familiarity
with the classics of our literature, the schools must provide
the opportunity. This ideal does not mean the exclusion of
well established present-day writers, but it does mean that the
core of the school reader should be the rich literary heritage
that has won recognition for its enduring value. Moreover,
these masterpieces must come to the pupil in complete units,
not in mere excerpts or garbled “cross-sections”; for the pupil
in his school life should gain some literary possessions.

A study of the contents of The Elson Readers, Book Eight, will
show how consistently its authors have based the book on this
sound test of quality. The works of the acknowledged “makers”
of our literature have been abundantly drawn upon to furnish
a foundation of great stories and poems, gripping in interest and
well within the powers of pupil-appreciation in this grade.

Variety is fundamental to a well-rounded course of reading.
If the school reader is to provide for all the purposes that a
collection of literature for this grade should serve, it
must contain material covering at least the follow-
ing types: (1) literature representing both British
and American authors; (2) some of the best contemporary
poetry and prose, as well as the great literature of the past;
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4 PREFACE

(3) patriotic literature, rich in ideals of home and country, loy-
alty and service, industry and thrift, codperation and citizenship
—ideals of which, during the World War, American children
gained a new conception, that the school reader should per-
petuate; (4) literature suited to festival and patriotic occasions,
particularly those celebrated in the schools; (5) literature of the
seasons, Nature, and out-of-door life; (6) literature of humor
that will enliven the reading and cultivate the power to dis-
criminate between wholesome humor—an essential part of life—
and crude humor, so prevalent in the pupil’s outside reading; (7)
adventure stories both imsginative and real; (8) literature that
portrays the romance of industry; (9) literature suited to
dramatization, providing real project material.

This book offers a well-rounded course of reading covering
all the types mentioned above. Especially by means of groups
of stories and poems that portray love of our free country and
its flag, and unselfish service to others, this book makes a stir-
ring appeal to the true spirit of good citizenship. Moreover,
wholesome ethical ideals pervade the literature throughout.

The literature of a school reader, if it is to do effective work,
must be purposefully organized. Sound organization groups into
related units the various selections that cen-
ter about a common theme. This arrangement
enables the pupil to see the dominant ideas of
the book as a whole, instead of viewing the text as a confused
scrapbook of miscellaneous selections. Such arrangement also
fosters literary comparison by bringing together selections hav-
ing a common theme or authorship.

This book has been so organized as to fulfill these purposes.
There are four main Parts, each distinguished by unity of theme.
Part I aims to develop a wholesome appreciation of Nature;
Part II deals with the magic world of adventure; Part III
makes clear the basic principles of our “Great American Experi-
ment” in self-government and points out the way to the right
kind of citizenship; and Part IV presents certain phases of life

Organization of
Literature



PREFACE 5

in our homeland that will make America more significant to
boys and girls. Through these grouped selections, fundamental
ideals in the development of personal character and good
citizenship are established.

Five unique features keep the plan of the book and the
dominant theme of each Part clearly in the foreground: (1) A
pupils’ Introduction called “Literature and Life,” that empha-
sizes the joy and value of reading and makes clear the plan
of the book, showing the pupil what to look for in each main
Part; (2) Visual “guideposts”—large-type headings, half-title
pages, and pictures typifying the theme of each unit; (3) A
special Introduction to each main Part, that gives the pupil
a graphic but simple forecast of the main ideal dominating the
group; (4) Notes and Questions that stress the contribution each
story or poem makes to the main idea of the group; (5) A
Review following each main division that serves, first, to crystal-
lize into permanent form the various impressions left in the
pupil’s mind by the selections within each unit, and, second,
to call into play the pupil’s initiative, leading him to apply the
ideas that dominate the group either through parallel readings
or through his own experience.

Obviously a book that is to supply the pupil with a year’s
course in literature must be a generous volume. Variety is im-

. possible without quantity, especially where literary
Quantity of ojiles rather than fragmentary excerpts are of-
Literature fered. Particularly is this true when complete units
are included not only for intensive study, but also for extensive
reading—longer units to be read mainly for the story-element.
In bulk such units should be as large as the pupil can control
readily in rapid silent reading, a kind of reading that increases
the power to enjoy with intelligence a magazine or a book.

The Elson Readers, Book Eight, which is a condensation of
Junior High School Literature, Book Two, is a generous volume
that provides for these needs. Its inclusiveness makes possible
a proper balance between prose and poetry, between long and
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short selections, and between material for intensive and exten-
sive reading.

If the pupil is to gain the full benefit from his reading, cer-
tain definite helps must be provided. An effective reader must
score a high test not only on the fundamentals of
quality, variety, organization, and quantity of litera-
ture, but also on its fitness as a tool for classroom use.

The effectiveness of this book as such a tool may be indicated
by the following distinguishing features:

(1) A distinctive Introduction, “Literature and Life” (see
page 15), shows what literature is and gives the plan of the
book.

(2) Definite provisions are made for developing speed and
concentration in silent reading. (See pages 11, 27, 39, etc.)

(3) A comprehensive Glossary contains the words and
phrases that offer valuable vocabulary training, either of pro-
nunciation or meaning. The teacher is free to use the Glossary
according to the needs of her particular class, but suggested
type words and phrases are listed under Notes and Questions.

(4) A complete program of study, “How to Gain the Full
Benefit from Your Reading” (pages 35-37), gives a concise
explanation of the various helps found in the book.

(5) The helps to study are more than mere notes; they aid
in making significant the larger purposes of the selections. These
Notes and Questions include:

Definite
Helps

(a) Biographies of authors, that supply data for interpreting the stories
and poems.

(b) Historical settings, wherever they are necessary to the intelligent
understanding of the selection (sce pages 141, 260, etc.).

(¢) Questions and suggestions that present clearly the main idea, stimu-
late original discussion and comparison, and bring out modern parallels to
the situations found in the selections.

(d) Words of common use frequently mispronounced, listed for study
under “Discussion” (see page 38, etc.).

(e) Phrases that offer idiomatic difficulty; for convenience in locating
these phrases the page and line number is indicated.

(f) Problems, individual and social (see pages 89, 235, etc.).
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SUGGESTIONS FOR AN ORDER OF READING

In the Elson Readers selections are grouped according to
theme or authorship. Such an arrangement enables the pupil to
see the dominant ideas of the book as a whole. This purpose
is further aided by an Introduction and a Review for each main
group. The book, therefore, emphasizes certain fundamental
ideals, making them stand out clearly in the mind of the pupil.
This result can best be accomplished by reading the selections
in the order given.

It goes without saying that selections particularly suited to
the celebration of special days will be read in connection with
such festival occasions. For example, “A Christmas Carol,” page
149, will be read immediately before the Christmas holidays, even
if the class at that particular time is in the midst of some other
main part of the Reader. Before assigning a selection out of
order, however, the teacher should scrutinize the notes and
questions, to make certain that no references are made within
these notes to a discussion in an Introduction or to other selec-
tions in the group that pupils have not yet read. In case such
references are found the teacher may well conduct a brief class
discussion to make these questions significant to the pupils.

It is the belief of the authors that many of the longer prose
stories should be read silently and reported on in class. In
this way the monotony incident to the reading of such selections
aloud in class will be avoided. However, the class will wish to
read aloud certain passages from these longer units because of
their beauty, their dramatic quality, or the forceful way in
which the author has expressed his thoughts. Class readings
are suggested for this purpose. In this way reading aloud is
given purposefulness.

10



SUGGESTIONS FOR SILENT AND ORAL READING

Silent Reading. This book includes abundant material for both
silent and oral reading. Some stories and poems must be read thought-
fully in order to gain the author’s full meaning; such reading cannot
be done rapidly. In other selections the meaning cAn be grasped
easily, and the reading can be rapid; in such cases you read mainly
for the central thought, for the story-element.

Ability in silent reading is of great importance for two reasons.
First, you read silently much more often than you read aloud to
others. Second, investigations prove that pupils who have learned
to read silently with speed generally gain and retain from their read-
ing more facts than the slow readers do. You should, therefore,
train yourself in rapid silent reading, concentrating your mind on
the thought of the selection. You will soon discover that as you
give closer attention to a story you will not only understand it better
but you will also remember more of it. In the early grades your
training in silent reading has enabled you to gather facts from indi-
vidual paragraphs and to hold in mind the thread of the narrative
in shorter selections. But you are to extend this power steadily
until you can gather facts and follow the unfolding plot in selections
of considerable length. A number of stories in this book are long
enough to train you to read with intelligence a newspaper, a maga-
zine article, or a book. And this is precisely the ability you most
need, not only in preparing lessons in history and other school sub-
jects, but in all your reading throughout life. As you train your-
self to grasp swiftly and accurately the meaning of a page, you in-
crease your capacity to enjoy books—one of the most pleasurable
things in life. Theodore Roosevelt trained himself to be such a rapid
reader that he was able to grasp the central thought of a page almost
as quickly as he could turn the leaves of the book.

You read silently both for the story-element and for fact-gathering.
In preparing lessons in geography and history and in the use of
geographical and historical stories, you have the best possible oppor-

11



12 THE ELSON READERS—BOOK VIII (8th Grade)

tunity to increase your ability to gather facts quickly from the printed
page. These informational studies, however, do not take the place
of the reading lesson in literature.

Some selections, such as Audubon’s “The Mocking Bird,” are in-
formational, and you read them mainly for the facts they contain. In
others, such as “Coaly-Bay, the Outlaw Horse,” the storv-element is
the important thing, and fact-gathering is subordinate. Still others,
such as “You Are the Hope of the World,” have inspirational value,
and you read them for their stimulating influence on your life.

Notice that you read more rapidly when you are looking for the
answer to some particular question, or looking for a certain passage
than you do when you read merely to follow the thread of the story.
Moving your lips or pointing to the words with your finger retards
your speed.

In the selections in this book suggested for silent reading vou may
test your ability in thought-getting in any of the following ways:

1. By using a list of questions covering the most important
ideas of the selection (for example, see “Questions for Testing
Silent Reading,” p. 38).

2. By telling the story from a given outline (for example,
see “Outline for Testing Silent Reading,” p. 39).

3. By making a list of questions yourself for some classmate
to use in testing his thought-getting ability, while you make
similar use of questions that he has prepared.

4. By telling the story from an outline that you have made.
Telling the substance of the story from your own outline is
an excellent kind of test because you test not only your under-
standing of the story, but also your memory and your power
to express the thought of what you have read.

In testing for comprehension, the plan followed should be
suited to the kind of selection to which the test is applied.
In testing for facts, questions that bring out the main thoughts
should be used. In testing for plot-structure the outline is par-
ticularly helpful, though questions that deal with the steps in
the development of the narrative may be equally effective.

In all your reading, both at home and at school, you should read
as rapidly as you can, but not so fast that you fail to gain the thought.
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In preparing your lessons on selections in this book, test your compre-
hension by seeing how many of the questions under “Discussion,” that
develop the most important thoughts of the story, you can answer after
one reading. You may have to read parts of the story more than once
in order to gain the full meaning. If you record your reading speed
and your thought-getting ability, comparing your standing with that
of your classmates and with the standard for eighth-grade pupils,
you will be able to see whether or not you are making satisfactory
progress. The standard for eighth-grade boys and girls is 280 words
per minute, with the ability to reproduce after one reading 60% of
the ideas in a 400-word passage.
The following forms will suggest a way to record your results:

INDIVIDUAL RECORD

DaTE TITLES SPEED COMPREHENSION
No. of minutes Ten points for
required to | No.words

each of ten
read story | Perminute | .o oy estions®

Coaly-Bay..........c....
Total No. Words, 2930
The Ransom of Red Chief.
Total No. Words, 4130

*Questions to be selected by the teacher.

CLASS RECORD

DaTB SPEED COMPREHENSION

No. words per minute Ten points for each of ten test questions

Lowest | Highest | Median Lowest | Highest | Median

You may wish occasionally, perhaps once a term, to find out your
rating in a more accurate and scientific way by the use of one of
the many standardized silent-reading tests. Such a test will give
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you an opportunity to compare your ability with that of boys and
girls of similar grade throughout the country.

Oral Reading. In the prose selections suggested for silent read-
ing, you will wish to read aloud certain passages because of their
beauty, their dramatic quality, or the forceful way in which the au-
thor has expressed his thoughts. In these prose selections, Class
Readings are suggested for this purpose. Sometimes these readings
are intended for individual pupils; sometimes, particularly in dialogue,
they are intended for groups. Class Reading includes also supple-
mentary poems and stories suggested for oral presentation.

Narrative poems such as “Evangeline” and “The Building of the
Ship,” together with poems consisting of descriptive scenes such as
“Snow-Bound,” may well be treated as silent reading, provided ade-
quate provision is made for reading aloud those units that are con-
spicuous for their beauty of thought or expression.

In general, however, poetry should be read aloud, for much of the
beauty of poetry lies in its rhythm. The voice, with its infinite possi-
bilities of change, is an important factor in interpreting a poem. As
you listen to your teacher or some other good reader, you will appre-
ciate how much pleasure one who has learned the art of reading aloud
is able to give others. Through oral reading the ear of the listener be-
comes sensitive to a pleasing voice, to correct pronunciation, and to
distinet articulation. The sympathetic reading of many of the poems
in this book will reveal to you the beauty of the language that we
speak. Longfellow says, “Of equal honor with him who writes a grand
poem is he who reads it grandly.”



LITERATURE AND LIFE
THE THREE JOYS OF READING

Reading, as you have already come to know, brings you a
threefold joy. First, it gives you the joy of sharing in the adven-
tures of men in bygone times and in far-distant lands. Already,
in your imagination, you have been comrades in the enchanting
lives of Robinson Crusoe and Gulliver and Hiawatha. You have
lived again in the magic realm where ruled the King of the
Golden River and in that other land of romance where good
King Arthur held his knightly court. This book that you hold
in your hand will lead you still further in quest of stirring deeds,
making you the companion of rollicking old John Gilpin and of
Evangeline in her romantic wanderings and of many others.
Always, whether in school years or in later life, there will be
this joy of reading that can transport you to other times and
places full of mystery and adventure.

Second, reading brings you the joy of gaining your full por-
tion of the wisdom that mankind has stored up through the
ages. Through literature you have already shared some of the
shrewd advice of Franklin and Lincoln on the subject of

15



16 THE ELSON READERS—BOOK VIII (8th Grade)

thrift, timely enough in America today, and have learned what
good citizenship meant to patriots, from the Colonial ideals
shown in Grandfather’s Chair to the vigorous Americanism of
Theodore Roosevelt. Through literature, also, you have learned
how brave men have fought for freedom. The stories of great
leaders—Leonidas and Robert Bruce and our own George Wash-
ington—have given you an understanding of what liberty means.
In this book you will learn the views of Daniel Webster on the
duties that our country, as the model of self-government, owes
the world—wisdom as useful today as it was two generations ago
—and many other bits of knowledge that you may well treas-
ure as guides to lead you through life. All your years this sec-
ond joy of reading will give you the power to ripen your judgment
by the accumulated wisdom left as an inheritance by the world’s
greatest minds.

And the third joy that reading brings you is the awakening
of your feelings to the wonders that lie all about you in the
great outdoor world. Already the poets have enriched your
lives by revealing the charms of Nature when viewed through
“seeing eyes.” If you have read with an understanding mind
the poem by Robert Burns, “To a Mountain Daisy,” even the
commonest flowers of the field will have their message for you.
And such lovers of Nature as Audubon and Roosevelt and
Baynes have shown you how a trip through the woods may
bring stirring adventure, or the quieter joy of close kinship with
birds and beasts. In this book, Bryant, Wordsworth, Ernest
Thompson Seton, and many others will reveal to you new pic-
tures of the beauty of the world in which we live.

WHAT IS LITERATURE?

Through reading, then, you gain happiness and power. But
all about you there is so much to read—thousands of books and
magazines and papers—that it may be well to pause long enough
to answer the question, “What kind of reading will bring these
rewards? What s literature?”
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In one sense, anything written or printed, anything expressed
in permanent or semi-permanent form, as distinguished from
that which is merely spoken, is literature. The ballad, a song-
story, was repeated from generation to generation by word of
mouth, changing in details of language and incident in the
process; when it was written down and then printed, it became
fixed, became literature. So also the traveler may tell you of
his adventures, may tell audiences in many cities of his adven-
tures; when he writes his story and it is published as a book,
it becomes literature, in this sense of the word.

In a truer sense, however, the word “literature” is more
strictly limited. You have seen that it is permanence of form
that distinguishes the book or the printed story from mere tra-
dition. But thousands of books are printed that find a few
readers for a time, and then are as completely forgotten as if
they had been merely words spoken in casual conversation.
Many things are printed, also, which are not intended to have
permanence, such as newspaper stories of daily happenings in
the city or throughout the world. The newspaper, to be sure,
adds greatly to our power of partaking in the important events
of the day, wherever they may occur. One knows about battles
half a world away, almost as soon as they are fought, or about
a new remedy for disease, or the triumph of a great man. But
these records are of a day; true literature is for all time. It has
a different permanence from that of mere printed paper. Liter-
ature, in this truer sense, means not merely that which is printed,
in contrast to that which is spoken. It means 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 uill not let it die.

In your reading you have already become acquainted with
literature that sets forth the “facts of life.” When Parkman
wrote his account of the American buffalo in The Oregon Trail,
he was making a permanent record of wild life on the Western
Plains in pioneer days. When Hamlin Garland wrote sketches



18 THE ELSON READERS—BOOK VIII (8th Grade)

of his boyhood on the prairie, he was recording the primitive life
of mid-western farmers so vividly that the pictures will enable
future generations to understand the hardships, as well as the
simple joys, of the thrifty, toiling folk who built our “inland
empire.” When Sir Walter Scott gave us his Tales of a Grand-
father he was preserving for all time the thrilling “facts of life”
that centered around Scotland’s brave struggle for freedom cen-
turies ago. And in our own day the poet Noyes in his “Song of
the Trawlers” records the heroism of English seamen, offering
their lives in the same great cause. The book you hold in your
hand will give you still other examples of literature that deals
with the “facts of life.” Daniel Webster in “The American Ex-
periment” will set forth for you the ideals of our great democ-
racy; the poet Whittier will paint for you in “Snow-Bound” a
" picture that will give you a clear understanding of life in rural
New England; Herschel Hall through his story “Pete of the
Steel-Mills” will give you a glimpse of the romance that may be
found amidst the toil of huge industrial centers. These and
many others of the makers of literature will help you to gain
an acquaintance with some of the “facts of life.” Many of these
facts, it is true, you may learn from your geography or your
history text or from an encyclopedia, but all through life you
will find pleasure and increased understanding if you will sup-
plement books of this latter kind by the literature of great au-
thors who have recorded their observation of events and peoples
in language of such enduring charm that men treasure it and will
not let it die.

Literature that interprets life has also been a part of your
reading course. Lowell in his poem “To a Dandelion” has shown
the little flower as a symbol of the riches that lie all about us
in the commonest of things; so also Robert Burns has touched
the mountain daisy with his poetic fancy and made of it a
token of life’s uncertaintics. Hawthorne in “The Great Stone
Face” and Ruskin in “The King of the Golden River” have
interpreted for us the great ideal of service to others. And
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in this book, Bryant through his poem “To a Waterfowl”
breathes a message of hope and faith to all mankind, while
Dickens in “A Christmas Carol” interprets the spirit of human
brotherhood that makes life worth while.

And last, there is the literature that makes evident to us the
beauty that our more prosaic eyes might fail to note. Words-
worth writes a poem about daffodils, and ever after, if you have
read it with an understanding mind, you see new beauty in the
flower life that lies about you. When you have read in this
book Browning’s “Home Thoughts, from Abroad,” springtime
will come to you filled with new delights.

Facts, interpretation, beauty—these form the body of real
literature. And when master writers clothe this body in language
of such enduring charm that men treasure it and will not let it
die, true literature comes into being. Thus the experiences, the
meaning, the emotions of life are given permanent form to enrich
mankind throughout the centuries.

THE PLAN OF THIS BOOK

This book offers you a generous body of literature that will
provide all three of the “Joys of Reading.” The literature is
divided into four main groups. The first of these, called “The
World of Nature,” is largely made up of poems, such as Words-
worth’s song “To a Skylark,” that appeal to the sense of beauty,
or interpret for you some of Nature's charms. But you will
find, also, selections by such writers as Audubon and Garland
and Ernest Thompson Seton that set forth the “facts of life” in
the outdoor world. For literature of whatever theme—whether
it be of Nature or Adventure or Patriotism—is not confined to
any one appeal, but is blended of all three elements—{act, inter-
pretation, beauty. Animals, birds, flowers, trees, the changing
seasons—all these are the themes of various selections in this
part of your book. As you read you will begin to see that the
writer of true literature makes his poem or his story out of
what he sees in life that is worth expressing in words of such
power and beauty that “the world will not let it die.”
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A second part of your book contains a group of stories and
poems called “The World of Adventure.” Some of these are
hundreds of years old, others were written just the other day,
but all of them will grip you with the vital interest you feel in
reading about “doers of great deeds,” or will give you the joy
of reading that comes when you are transported in imagination
to realms of mystery.

A little later in your book appears a group of selections, under
the title “The Great American Experiment,” that you will find
very different from the stories and poems of the preceding
groups. How mankind has struggled through the centuries for
liberty, how our country has organized its hard-won freedom
in what Daniel Webster called a “Great Experiment,” how
American boys and girls can do their part in making this experi-
ment a success—these are some of the themes that make Part III
perhaps the most important section in your book. For one of
the purposes of literature is to set forth great ideals, and young
Americans can find no subject of greater value than the right
kind of citizenship.

And last, you will read a long section called “Literature and
Life in the Homeland.” Through it you will catch a few glimpses
of the complex life that makes up this America of ours. The
more intimately you come to know the many phases of our
country, the better citizen you will be. This understanding you
may gain through reading, for literature expresses the soul of a
people. Literature and life—after all, this sums up the whole
matter. They are not separate things, but united. Literature is
not worth much unless it comes from the life of the people, and
life is not worth much if it means just working for a living
or for pleasure or in order to heap up a pile of money. If we are
able to widen our experiences, to see facts for ourselves and to
be able to interpret their meaning, to see beauty in all the world
about us, life gains in richness. And it is literature that helps
us to gain these riches.




PART 1
THE WORLD OF NATURE
God made all the creatures and gave them our love and our fear,

To give sign we and they are his children, one family here.
—Robert Browning.
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AN INTRODUCTION

As long as man has lived on this earth, he has been power-
fully influenced by the world of Nature. To tribesmen in very
early times, fire seemed a mysterious spirit, willing to help man
where rightly used; capable of destroying him and his prop-
erty when enraged. One people had a legend that Prometheus,
a friend of man, stole fire from heaven so that men might equal
gods. The same mystery surrounded the movements of the
heavenly bodies. Many ancient peoples worshiped the sun as a
god—the source of light and life. The moon was a pale goddess,
exerting wide influence on men and their fortunes. Through
_ many centuries the stars were supposed to bring fortune or dis-
aster. Indeed, the word “disaster” itself refers to evil stars.
We still say, sometimes, “My stars!” or “My lucky star.”
Shakespeare speaks often of this influence of the stars upon
men; and Napoleon, who lived only a century ago, believed im-
plicitly in the influence of the stars upon his fortunes. Savage
tribes, and ignorant men even of today, see in the appearance of
comets portents of disaster. Panics are still known to occur in
certain parts of the earth when there is an eclipse of the sun.
The Teutonic tribes of northern Europe believed that thunder
was caused by the hammer of Thor, one of their divinities; the
ancient Greeks thought it was the voice of Jove; many Christian
peoples, even, have regarded great storms as signs of God’s
anger.

In large part, these ideas and many others like them have
been due to ignorance about Nature. Fire, lightning, eclipses,
storms, earthquakes, the mystery of the sea—these were not

23
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understood and therefore were thought to be caused by the gods.
Many peoples have believed that even the kindly aspects of
Nature were influenced by supernatural powers. There were
divinities of the harvest, of the rain, of the months and seasons.
The wood and the water were inhabited by deities of less im-
portance. The origin of the flowers was explained by this religion
of Nature. Thus men in all ages have felt the influence of Nature
upon them and have sought to explain it, in art and song and
story, as well as in religion.

We have won from Nature many of her secrets now. We have
chained the lightning so that it pulls long trains of cars, puts
the complicated machinery of a great factory in motion, performs
more services in our daily lives than ever the genius called forth
by Aladdin’s lamp. We have learned the secrets of the air, so
that we can project our thoughts through innumerable leagues,
even without the use of wires. The deeds that the forces of
Nature perform at man’s bidding are so astounding that the
stories of what ancient peoples thought their Nature gods could
do seem small and insignificant. Even the imagination of man .
has been surpassed by the wonders he has learned to perform.

Yet the influence of Nature upon our lives is none the less
real, nor are her secrets all discovered. Part of our business in
this life is to establish relations with the world in which we live
—that is, to appreciate and learn how to enjoy the things that
surround us. If we move into a big house set in the midst of a
large plot of ground, we get acquainted with the rooms of this
house, with the furniture, with its conveniences and inconven-
iences, with every part of the ground that surrounds the house,
with the trees and flowers and birds and animals that are near
us. The great world, into which we come when we are born,
is such a house. It is not just a place for eating and sleeping
and working and playing. There are people to get acquainted
with. There is the body which is our personal house to get
acquainted with. We must learn to find our way around. As
we look out through the windows of our eyes we seek to find
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our place in the world of Nature outside. If we look attentively
we shall soon come to see that this world of Nature is full of
many wonders. We shall see, for example, that animals have
personalities like human beings. One may learn secrets of
Nature from the brook, from the forest, from the birds. We use
the conveniences that science has brought to us; we should also
realize the wonder and magic of the world. Always there are
the passing days with sunrise and high noon and the evening star.
Always there is the magic of spring or of the day in June or of
the first snowfall. And always there are living creatures about
us, insects, and birds and animals and inhabitants of lake and
sea. The world of Nature is full of life and mystery. Through
science, and through what poets and other keen observers have
set down for us in books, we shall be able to make our way
about and to add beauty and interest to our lives.

The selections that follow are given you as guides to this
exploration. First there is a little group of stories which will
prove to you the truth of the statement that “animals have per-
sonalities like human beings.” After that you will find selections
about birds, giving some thoughts on the influence these children
of Nature have upon the lives of men. For example, you will
learn how an American poet, at a moment of great discourage-
ment in his own life, was given new courage by the sight of a
waterfowl following its sure course through the trackless air.
This part of your book will also show you how the flowers and
the trees and the changing seasons add to the charm and magic
of Nature.

Some of these poems and stories interpret life, others merely
express the beauty of our outdoor surroundings. As you read
them, see if you can understand why it is that men “treasure”
the poems of such writers as Bryant and Wordsworth and
Tennyson.

In many of the selections in this part of the book you are
dealing not with science, the knowledge of the facts of Nature
as you get these facts from geography or botany or chemistry,
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but with facts as interpreted through the imagination of the
poets. In others you have examples of what men of scientific
training have observed in their studies of Nature. You need
both; one study supplements the other; both are the means by
which you establish relations between the soul that is you and
the outside world which is to be your home for all the years of
your life.




ANIMALS

COALY-BAY, THE OUTLAW HORSE*

ErNEsT THOMPSON SETON
THE WILLFUL BEAUTY

Five years ago in the Bitterroot Mountains of Idaho there was
a beautiful little foal. His coat was bright bay; his legs, mane,
and tail were glossy black—coal black and bright bay—so they
named him Coaly-Bay.

5  “Coaly-Bay” sounds like “Kolibey,” which is an Arab title of
nobility, and those who saw the handsome colt, and did not know
how he came by the name, thought he must be of Arab blood.
No doubt he was, in a far-away sense; just as all our best horses
have Arab blood, and once in a while it seems to come out strong

10 and show in every part of the creature, in his frame, his power,
and his wild, free, roving spirit.

Coaly-Bay loved to race like the wind; he gloried in his speed

"~ and his tireless legs; when he was careering with the herd of
colts, if they met a fence or ditch, it was as natural for Coaly-

15 Bay to overleap it as it was for the others to sheer off.

*See Silent and Oral Reading, page 11.
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So he grew up strong of limb, restless of spirit, and rebellious
at any thought of restraint. Even the kindly curb of the hay
yard or the stable was unwelcome, and he soon showed that he
would rather stand out all night in a driving storm than be
locked in a comfortable stall where he had no vestige of the
liberty he loved so well.

He became very clever at dodging the horse wrangler whose
job it was to bring the horse herd to the corral. The very sight
of that man set Coaly-Bay going. He became what is known
as a “Quit-the-bunch”—that is, a horse of such independent mind
that he will go his own way the moment he does not like the
way of the herd.

So, each month the colt became more set on living free, and
more cunning in the means he took to win his way. Far down
in his soul, too, there must have been a streak of cruelty, for he
stuck at nothing and spared no one that seemed to stand between
him and his one desire.

When he was three years of age, just in the perfection of his
young strength and beauty, his real troubles began, for now his
owner undertook to break him to ride. He was as tricky and
vicious as he was handsome, and the first day’s experience was a
terrible battle between the horse trainer and the beautiful colt.
But the man was skillful. He knew how to apply his power,
and all the wild plunging, bucking, rearing, and rolling of the
wild one had no desirable result. With all his strength the horse
was hopelessly helpless in the hands of the skillful horseman,
and Coaly-Bay was so far mastered at length that a good rider
could use him. But each time the saddle went on, he made a new
fight. After a few months of this the colt seemed to realize that
it was useless to resist; it simply won for him lashings and spur-
rings, so he pretended to reform. For a weck he was ridden each
day, and not once did he buck, but on the last day he came home
lame.

His owner turned him out to pasture. Three days later he
seemed all right; he was caught and saddled. He did not buck,
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but within five minutes he went lame as before. Again he was
turned out to pasture, and after a week, saddled, only to go lame
again.

His owner did not know what to think, whether the horse
really had a lame leg or was only shamming, but he took the first
chance to get rid of him, and though Coaly-Bay was easily worth
fifty dollars, he sold him for twenty-five. The new owner felt he
had a bargain, but after being ridden half a mile Coaly-Bay went
lame. The rider got off to examine the foot, whereupon Coaly-
Bay broke away and galloped back to his old pasture. Here he
was caught, and the new owner, being neither gentle nor sweet,
applied spur without mercy, so that the next twenty miles was
covered in less than two hours, and no sign of lameness appeared.

Now they were at the ranch of this new owner. Coaly-Bay
was led from the door of the house to the pasture, limping all the
way, and then turned out. He limped over to the other horses.
On one side of the pasture was the garden of a neighbor. This
man was very proud of his fine vegetables and had put a six-foot
fence around the place. Yet the very night after Coaly-Bay
arrived, certain of the horses got into the garden somehow and
did a great deal of damage. But they leaped out before daylight
and no one saw them.

The gardener was furious, but the ranchman stoutly main-
tained that it must have been some other horses, since his were
behind a six-foot fence.

Next night it happened again. The ranchman went out very
early and saw all his horses in the pasture, with Coaly-Bay be-
hind them. His lameness seemed worse now instead of better.
In a few days, however, the horse was seen walking all right, so
the ranchman’s son caught him and tried to ride him. But this
seemed too good a chance to lose; all his old wickedness returned
to the horse; the boy was bucked off at once and hurt. The
ranchman himself now leaped into the saddle; Coaly-Bay bucked
for ten minutes, but finding he could not throw the man, he tried

35 to crush his leg against a post, but the rider guarded himself well.
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Coaly-Bay reared and threw himself backward; the rider slipped
off, the horse fell, jarring heavily, and before he could rise the
man was in the saddle again. The horse now ran away, plunging
and bucking; he stopped short, but the rider did not go over his
head, so Coaly-Bay turned, seized the man’s boot in his teeth,
and but for heavy blows on the nose would-have torn him dread-
fully. It was quite clear now that Coaly-Bay was an “outlaw”
—that is, an incurably vicious horse. ,

The saddle was jerked off, and he was driven, limping, into
the pasture.

The raids on the garden continued, and the two men began to
quarrel over them. But to prove that his horses were not guilty
the ranchman asked the gardener to sit up with him and watch.
That night as the moon was brightly shining they saw, not all the
horses, but Coaly-Bay, walk straight up to the garden fence—no
sign of a limp now—easily leap over it, and proceed to gobble the
finest things he could find. After they had made sure of his
identity, the men ran forward. 'Coaly-Bay cleared the fence like
a deer, lightly raced over the pasture to mix with the horse herd,
and when the men came near him he had—oh, such an awful
limp.

“That settles it,” said the rancher. “He’s a fraud, but he’s a
beauty, and good stuff, too.”

“Yes, but it settles who took my garden truck,” said the
other.

“Wal, I suppose so,” was the answer; “but luk a here, neigh-
bor, you haven'’t lost more’n ten dollars in truck. That horse is
easily worth—a hundred. Give me twenty-five dollars, take the
horse, an’ call it square.”

“Not much I will,” said the gardener. “I'm out twenty-five
dollars’ worth of truck; the horse isn’t worth a cent more. I’ll
take him and call it even.”

And so the thing was settled. The ranchman said. nothing
about Coaly-Bay being vicious as well as cunning, but the gar-
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dener found out, the very first time he tried to ride him, that the
horse was as bad as he was beautiful.
Next day a sign appeared on the gardener’s gate:

FOR SALE

s First-class horse, sound
and gentle, $10.00

THE BEAR BAIT

Now at this time a band of hunters came riding by. There
were three mountaineers, two men from the city, and the writer
of this story. The city men were going to hunt bear. They had

10 guns and everything needed for bear-hunting, except bait. It is
usual to buy some worthless horse or cow, drive it into the moun-
tains where the bears are, and kill it there. So, seeing the sign,
the hunters called to the gardener: ‘“Haven’t you got a cheaper
horse?”

18 The gardener replied: “Look at him there, ain’t he a beauty?
You won't find a cheaper horse if you travel a thousand miles.”

“We are looking for an old bear bait, and five dollars is our
limit,” replied the hunter.

Horses were cheap and plentiful in that country; buyers were

20 gcarce. The gardener feared that Coaly-Bay would escape.
“Wal, if that’s the best you can do, he’s yourn.”

The hunter handed him five dollars, then said: “Now
stranger, the bargain’s settled. Will you tell me why you sell
this fine horse for five dollars?”

28 “Mighty simple. He can’t be rode. He’s dead lame when
he’s going your way and sound as a dollar going his own; no
fence in the country can hold him; he’s a dangerous outlaw.
He’s wickeder nor old Nick.”

“Well, he’s an almighty handsome bear bait,” and the hunters

30 rode on.
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Coaly-Bay was driven with the pack horses, and limped dread-
fully on the trail. Once or twice he tried to go back, but he was
easily turned by the men behind him. His limp grew worse, and
toward night it was painful to see him.

The leading guide remarked: “That thar limp is no fake. He's
got some deep-seated trouble.”

Day after day the hunters rode farther into the mountains,
driving the horses along and hobbling them at night. Coaly-Bay
went with the rest, limping along, tossing his head and his long
splendid mane at every step. One of the hunters tried to ride
him and nearly lost his life, for the horse seemed possessed of
a demon as soon as the man was on his back.

The road grew harder as it rose. A very bad bog had to be
crossed one day. Several horses were mired in it, and as the men
rushed to the rescue, Coaly-Bay saw his chance of escape. He
wheeled in a moment and turned himself from a limping, low-
headed, sorry, bad-eyed creature into a high-spirited horse.
Head and tail aloft now, shaking their black streamers in the
wind, he gave a joyous neigh, and, without a trace of lameness,
dashed for his home one hundred miles away, threading each
narrow trail with perfect certainty, though he had seen it but
once before, and in a few minutes he had steamed away from
their sight.

The men were furious, but one of them, saying not a word,
leaped on his horse—to do what? Follow that free-ranging
racer? Sheer folly. Oh, no!—he knew a better plan. He knew
the country. Two miles around by the trail, half a mile by the
rough cut-off that he took, was Panther Gap. The runaway
must pass through that, and Coaly-Bay raced down the trail to
find the guide below awaiting him. Tossing his head with anger,
he wheeled on up the trail again, and within a few yards recov-
ered his monotonous limp and his evil expression. He was driven
into camp, and there he vented his rage by kicking in the ribs
of a harmless little pack horse.
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HIS DESTINED END

This was bear country, and the hunters resolved to end his
dangerous pranks and make him useful for once. They dared
not catch him; it was not really safe to go near him, but two of
the guides drove him to a distant glade where bears abounded.

s A thrill of pity came over me as I saw that beautiful untamable
creature going away with his imitation limp.

“Aren’t you coming along?” called the guide.

“No, I don’t want to see him die,” was the answer. Then as
the tossing head was disappearing I called: “Say, fellows, I wish

10 you would bring me that mane and tail when you come back!”

Fifteen minutes later a distant rifle crack was heard, and in
my mind’s eye I saw that proud head and those superb limbs,
robbed of their sustaining indomitable spirit, falling flat and limp
—to suffer the unsightly end of fleshly things. Poor Coaly-Bay;

15 he would not bear the yoke. Rebellious to the end, he had fought
against the fate of all his kind. It seemed to me the spirit of an
eagle or a wolf it was that dwelt behind those full, bright eyes—
that ordered all his wayward life.

I tried to put the tragic finish out of mind, and had not long

20 to battle with the thought, not even one short hour, for the men
came back.

Down the long trail to the west they had driven him; there
was no chance for him to turn aside. He must go on, and the
men behind felt safe in that.

% Farther away from his old -home on the Bitterroot River he
had gone each time he journeyed. And now he had passed the
high divide and was keeping the narrow trail that leads to the
valley of bears and on to Salmon River, and still away to the
open, wild Columbian Plains, limping sadly as though he knew.

% His glossy hide flashed back the golden sunlight still richer than
it fell, and the men behind followed like hangmen in the death
train of a nobleman condemned—down the narrow trail till it
opened into a little meadow, with rank, rich grass, a lovely
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mountain stream, and winding bear paths up and down the
waterside. .

“Guess this’ll do,” said the older man. “Well, here goes for a
sure death or a clean miss,” said the other confidently, and, wait-
ing till the limper was out in the middle of the meadow, he gave
a short, sharp whistle. Instantly Coaly-Bay was alert. He
swung and faced his tormentors, his noble head erect, his nostrils
flaring; a picture of horse beauty—yes, of horse perfection.

The rifle was leveled, the very brain its mark, just on the cross
line of the eyes and ears, that meant sure, sudden, painless death.
The rifle cracked. The great horse wheeled and dashed away.
It was sudden death or miss—and the marksman missed.

Away went the wild horse at his famous best, not for his east-
ern home, but down the unknown western trail, away and away;
the pine woods hid him from view, and left behind was the
rifleman vainly trying to force the empty cartridge from his gun.

Down that trail with an inborn certainty he went, and on
through the pines, then leaped a great bog, and splashed an hour
later through the limpid Clearwater, and on, responsive to some
unknown guide that subtly called him from the farther west.
And so he went till the dwindling pines gave place to scrubby
cedars and these in turn were mixed with sage, and onward still,
till the far-away flat plains of Salmon River were about him, and
ever on, tireless, as it seemed, he went, and crossed the cafion of
the mighty Snake, and up again to the high, wild plains where
the wire fence still is not, and on, beyond the Buffalo Hump, till
moving specks on the far horizon caught his eager eyes, and com-
ing on and near, they moved and rushed aside to wheel and face
about. He lifted up his voice and called to them, the long shrill
neigh of his kindred when they bugled to each other on the far
Chaldean plain; and back their answer came. This way and
that they wheeled and sped and caracoled, and Coaly-Bay drew
nearer, called, and gave the countersigns his kindred know, till
this they were assured—he was their kind, he was of the wild,
free blood that man had never tamed. And when the night came
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down on the purpling plain his place was in the herd as one who
after many a long hard journey in the dark had found his home.

There you may see him yet, for still his strength endures, and
his beauty is not less. The riders tell me they have seen him
many times by Cedra. He is swift and strong among the swift
ones, but it is that flowing mane and tail that mark him chiefly
from afar.

There on the wild free plains of sage he lives; the stormwind
smites his glossy coat at night and the winter snows are driven
hard on him at times; the wolves are there to harry all the weak
ones of the herd, and in the spring the mighty grizzly, too, may
come to claim his toll. There are no luscious pastures made by
man, no grain-foods; nothing but the wild, hard hay, the wind
and the open plains, but here at last he found the thing he
craved—the one worth all the rest. Long may he roam—this is
my wish, and this—that I may see him once again in all the

_glory of his speed with his black mane on the wind, the spur-

galls gone from his flanks, and in his eyes the blazing light that
grew in his far-off forebears’ eyes as they spurned Arabian plains
to leave behind the racing wild beast and the fleet gazelle—yes,
too, the driving sandstorm that o’erwhelmed the rest, but strove
in vain on the dusty wake of the desert’s highest born.

How to Gain the Full Benefit from Your Reading

The reading of “Coaly-Bay, the Outlaw Horse” besides giving
you pleasure has no doubt given you a new idea of the unbreakable
spirit of a horse chafing under restraint, and an insight into the nature
of animals that has set you to thinking. But if you are to get the
full benefit from the story, or in fact from any story or poem in
this book, you will need to pause long enough to notice certain facts.
These will help you to enjoy more keenly and to understand more

clearly what you read and at the same time to train yourself in good
habits of reading.
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Introductions and Reviews. First, you should read and discuss
in class “Literature and Life” (pp. 15-20) and examine the Table of
Contents, to gain a general understanding of the aims and purposes
of the book as a whole. As you study the Contents, you will notice
that each story and poem is a part of a special group that centers
about some one big idea, such as Nature, Adventure, etc. Each se-
lection will have a fuller meaning for you and will leave a more
lasting impression if you understand how it, united with others in
teamwork, helps to bring out the central thought of the unit. Before
reading the selections in any group, you are asked to read and discuss
in class the “Introduction” that precedes it, in order that you may
know in a general way what to expect. As a preparation for a full
appreciation of “Coaly-Bay,” read the Introduction to The World
of Nature, page 23. And after you have read all the selections in a
group, you will enjoy a pleasant class period discussing the Review
found at the close of each unit—taking stock, as it were, of the joy
and benefit gained from your reading.

In addition to the Introductions and the Reviews, this book fur-
nishes other aids to your reading, in the form of helpful “Notes and-
Questions” that contain some or all of the following features:

Biography. 1t is always desirable to know something about the
author. When you learn, for example, on page 37, that Ernest Thomp-
son Seton has written many famous books about animals, and that
he was appointed official naturalist for the government of Manitoba,
Canada, you feel that he writes with authority in his chosen field.

Discussion. After you have read the story through in prepara-
tion for the class period, you will find under the topic “Discussion,”
questions and notes that will help you gain the full meaning. For
example, see question 2, page 37. Other questions, such as 3 and 4,
will call your attention to the methods authors employ to get their
effects, and to the beauty of the language. Others call attention to
the connection between the thought of the selection and the central
idea of the unit, as question 7. Still others bring out the effect the
story has upon the reader, as question 6.

Glossary. One of the benefits that you should gain from read-
ing is the learning of new words and the ability to use them. At the
end of the “Discussion” on page 38 vou will find a list of words, the
meaning of which you are to look up in the Glossary (p. 520), and
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a second list that you should find out how to pronounce by using
the Glossary. Many of these words you may think you know how
to pronounce correctly; but perhaps you have been mispronouncing
some of them. Look in the Glossary for the words listed under ques-
tion 10, and you may find that you have been mispronouncing Arab or
Salmon. When you are looking up words in the pronunciation lists,
be sure that you also understand their meaning. In addition to the
words in these lists the Glossary includes many other words. When-
ever a selection contains a word that you are not sure you under-
stand, form the habit of looking it up in the Glossary or the dic-
tionary.

Besides the individual words you do not understand, you will
sometimes find a phrase, or a group of words, used in some special
sense. The most striking of these are listed under the topic “Phrases
for Study.” Look them up in the Glossary, for you will often find
the hardest passage of the reading lesson made easy by the explana-
tion of a single phrase. '

NOTES AND QUESTIONS

Biography. Ernest Thompson Seton (1860- ), the artist and author,
was born in England, but has spent most of his life in America. He
was educated at the Toronto Collegiate Institute and at the Royal
Academy, London. He was always interested in the study of birds and
animals as he found them in their natural haunts in the backwoods of
Canada and on the western plains of the United States, where he lived
for a number of years. For several years he served as official naturalist
to the government of Manitoba, Canada.: Mr. Seton is well known as
an artist and has illustrated many of his own books on birds and ani-
mals; he was also one of the chief illustrators of the Century Dictionary.
He has written many books about birds and animals, among which are:
The Biography of a Grizzly; Wild Animals at Home; and Wild Animal
Ways, from which “Coaly-Bay, the Qutlaw Horse” is taken.

Discussion. 1. Which one of the four owners that Coaly-Bay had at
different times made the best bargain? Which one seemed to get the
worst of it? Which one made short work of his ownership? Did any
of them show a sympathy with Coaly-Bay’s spirit? 2. Arabian horses
are noted for graceful form, speed, intelligence, and spirit; can you tell
why those who saw Coaly-Bay thought he must be of Arabian blood?
3. How does the leading guide’s remark about Coaly-Bay’s lameness show
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that it was a skillful imitation? 4. Notice the beauty of the author’s
description of Coaly-Bay’s joining his kindred. With this in mind, pre-
pare to read aloud the last three paragraphs of the story; which sentences
do you like particularly well? 5. Compare the information on the sign
with that given by the gardener to the hunters after the bargain was set-
tled; how do you account for the difference? 6. How do you explain your
sympathy for the horse in spite of his viciousness? 7. In the Introduction
on pages 25 and 26 you read that some selections present the facts of
Nature as “interpreted through the imagination of the poets,” while others
show “what men of scientific training have observed”; to which of these
kinds does this story belong? 8. On page 25 you read that “animals have
personalities like human beings”; how does the story of Coaly-Bay. prove
the truth of this statement? 9. Find in the Glossary the meaning of :
foal; careering; vestige; bucking; hobbling; superb; limpid; caracoled;
harry. 10. Pronounce: Arab; corral; indomitable; Salmon; subtly.

Phrases for Study
(Numbers in heavy type refer to pages; numbers in light type to lines.)

possessed of a demon, 32, 11 Chaldean plain, 34, 31

high divide, 33, 27 purpling plain, 35, 1

at his famous best, 34, 13 claim his toll, 85, 12

inborn certainty, 34, 17 spurned Arabian plains, 35, 19
wire fence still is not, 34, 26 desert’s highest born, 35, 22

Questions for Testing Silent Reading. The Willful Beauty. 1.
Where is the scene of this story laid? 2. How did Coaly-Bay get his
name? 3. Tell about his nature. 4. What is a “quit-the-bunch” horse?
5. Tell of the horse trainer’s experience trying to break Coaly-Bay for
riding. 6. What was the horse’s trick? 7. For how muéh did the owner
sell him? 8. How did the new owner feel about the sale? 9. What
happened in the neighbor’s vegetable garden? 10. Why was Coaly-Bay
called an “outlaw” horse? 11. How did the gardener come into possession
of the horse? 12. How did the gardener advertise?

The Bear Bait. 1. Who composed the band of hunters? 2. What did
they do when they saw the sign? 3. What was the bait used for bear-
hunting? 4. How much did the hunters pay for Coaly-Bay? 5. What
was the gardener’s explanation of the low price? 6. Describe Coaly-Bay
as he was driven along with the pack horses. 7. Tell of his attempt to
escape. 8. How was he outwitted? 9. How did he vent his rage?

His Destined End. 1. What did the hunters resolve to do? 2. How
did Ernest Thompson Seton feel when Coaly-Bay was driven away for
bear bait? 3. How did the horse look as he faced his tormentors?
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4. What happened when the rifle cracked? 5. In what direction did Coaly-
Bay flee? 6. Tell about his flight. 7. Tell about Coaly-Bay’s joining his
wild kindred. 8. How are hunters able to recognize him? 9. Tell about
his life on the free plains. 10. What is the author’s wish for him?

Outline for Testing Silent Reading. The Willful Bcauty. (a) The
scene of the story. (b) Coaly-Bay, his appearance and his nature. (e)
The owner’s experience in breaking him for riding. (d) Coaly-Bay's trick.
(e) The ranchman’s bargain. (f) The new owner’s experience with Coaly-
Bay and his neighbor’s vegetable garden. (g) Settling with the gardener.
(h) The sign at the gate.

The Bear Bait. (a) The band of hunters. (b) Coaly-Bay sold for bear
bait. (c) The horse’s attempt to escape and his capture.

His Destined End. (a) Coaly-Bay being driven to the bear glade.
(b) Ernest Thompson Seton’s feeling for the horse. (¢) The crack of the
rifle. (d) Coaly-Bay's escape. (e) Joining his wild kindred. (f) Life
upon the free plains. (g) The author’s wish.

SATAN, THE WAR DOG THAT SAVED A TOWN*
ERNEST HarROLD BAYNES

“Somewhere in France,” and not far from Verdun, a little
village occupied a very important position in the Allies’ line. It
was held by a garrison consisting of a few hundred French sol-
diers, who had orders to hold on until they were relieved.

The enemy had succeeded in cutting them off from their
friends in the rear, but they fought on bravely alone. For days
they had hindered the German advance, answering the enemy
batteries with a steady stream of shells.

But now their ammunition was giving out, and there was no
way of getting more, for the enemy was in possession of every
road. Worst of all, the Germans had managed to plant a battery
on the left in a position from which it could pour a deadly fire
into the French town. Owing to the shortage of shells, only a

*Sce Silent and Oral Reading, page 11.
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weak reply could be made by the garrison. If the latter could
only let the French army know the position of that battery, it
might yet be silenced in time. But there was no way of letting
it know. The telephone and telegraph wires had been cut, the
last homing pigeons had been killed by a bursting shell, and
every other means of communication was destroyed.

With the French garrison was a famous dog trainer named
Duval, from the war dog school at Satory. He had been sent to
the front with two dogs, Rip and Satan, both in the messenger
service of the French army. Rip, a soft-eyed Irish setter, was
killed in action soon after his arrival, and Satan had been left
with the French troops two miles in the rear of the now isolated
town where his master was stationed.

Satan was an ideal messenger dog, swift-limbed, intelligent,
and absolutely fearless under fire. He was black as night, a
mongrel by birth, but a thoroughbred by nature. His father
was a champion English greyhound, and from him he inherited
his speed. His mother was a working Scotch collie that had won
more than one silver cup at the sheep-dog trials in Scotland.

Satan loved just one man in all the world, and that man was
Duval. Together they had walked several times over the ground
which now stretched between them, and Duval knew that if their
friends in the rear had any message to send, Satan would bring
it if it could be brought. So every little while he would raise
his head cautiously and look out over the shell-torn ground, hop-
ing to see his dog.

At last he started forward with a great cry, “Voila! Satan!
Satan!” At first his companions could see nothing but a black
speck moving toward them from the distance. But presently the
black speck took the form of a dog—a black dog wearing a gas
mask and skimming the earth as he came. As he raced over the
rough ground and leaped the shell holes, some of the men de-
clared that he was flying—that they even saw his wings. But
the ground was fairly smoking under the enemy fire, and no one
but Duval believed that even this great speed and courage would
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save him from death. Perhaps they were right, for down he went
as a German bullet found its mark.

Duval saw him as he fell, and saw him stagger to his feet
again, confused and faltering. Taking his life in his hands the
man leaped to the top of the trench wall in full view of the
enemy, and heedless of the bullets which sang around him,
shouted at the top of his voice: “Satan! Satan! Come, mon
ami! For Francel For——!"” A bullet cut him down.

But Satan had seen and heard, and with a frantic yelp—of
pain or joy, no one could tell—once more he was into his stride.
On three legs now, and with the fourth swinging loose at the hip,
he moved swiftly toward his goal. As he swept into the town a
dozen hands caught him, and from a metal tube on his collar
they took a message which read: “For God’s sake, hold on. Will
send troops to relieve you tomorrow.” It was signed by a well-
known officer whose word could be relied on, and a cheer went
up from the weary men. But how could they hold on? How was
it possible with that German battery withering them with its
fire? But the metal tube containing the message was not all that
Satan had brought them. What some of the men had mistaken
for wings on his shoulders were two little baskets, and in each
basket there was a homing pigeon frightened almost to death.

An officer took a message pad of tissue paper and wrote upon
it: “Silence the battery on our left.” Then he added some
figures showing the exact position of the battery. The message
was folded and placed in a small aluminum capsule, and that was
attached to the leg of a pigeon. A copy of the message was
entrusted to the other bird, and both were tossed into the air.
Away they went as if they knew the importance of their work,
and the men in the town watched them as they sped toward the
French lines far away. Then a score of German rifles cracked,
and one of the little messengers fell earthward with a mist of
blue-gray feathers in his wake.

But the other pigeon passed through the hail of bullets un-

38 hurt, and flew straight to his loft, where an alert young officer
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caught him up. The anxious men of the garrison did not see
their message read, nor could they hear the sharp, terse order
given to the waiting gunners. But they heard the deep roar of
the big French guns which smothered with bursting shells the
German battery on their left, and they knew that the town was
saved.

NOTES AND QUESTIONS

Biography. Ernest Harold Baynes (1868-1925), the naturalist-author,
lived in Meriden, New Hampshire. He was an authority on the service of
birds and animals in the World War, having been sent overseas to the front
to make a permanent history of the war work done by animals. Because
of this, his story, “Satan, the War Dog,” has peculiar interest. Mr. Baynes
was a member of the American Bison Society and the National Association
of Audubon Societies, and was president of the Meriden Humane Society.
He organized the Meriden Bird Club, which has made his town a refuge
spot for birds, and the Bird Club of Long Island, of which Theodore
Roosevelt was president.. Mr. Baynes's book, Wild Bird Guests, was
written to interest people in protecting birds. It has a preface by Colonel
Roosevelt, in which he says, “The Meriden Club has furnished a model
for all similar experiments in preserving bird life, and Mr. Baynes writes
in advocacy of a cause which by practical achievement he has shown
to be entitled to the support of every sensible man, woman, and child
in the country.”

Discussion. 1. In what war did the incident related in this story
occur? 2. What made the situation of the French garrison unbearable?
3. How did Satan save the town? 4. What did Satan bring besides the
message? 5. What happened to the homing pigeons? 6. How does this
story prove that “animals have personalities like human beings”? Com-
mit to memory Browning’s lines on page 21, that express this same
thought. 7. Read again what is said in “Literature and Life,” pages 15
and 16, about the three joys of reading; which of these joys has the
reading of this story given you? 8. Find in the Glossary the meaning
of: garrison; mongrel; voila; mon ami; terse. 9. Pronounce: isolated;
aluminum.

Class Reading. (Sce page 14.) The description of Satan, page 40,
line 14, to page 41, line 12; the rest -of the story, page 41, line 12, to the end.

Outline for Testing Silent Reading. (a) The condition of the French
garrison; (b) Satan and his message; (c) The homing pigeon and the
silencing of the German battery.
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Library Reading. (Read, below, the discussion under “Library Read-
ing.”) Pierrot, Dog of Belgium, Dyer; “What We Two Dogs Did” (in
The Ladies’ Home Journal, September, 1919); “Autobiographic Sketch of
the Most Famous War Dog” (in The Literary Digest, April, 1919); Bob,
Son of Battle, Ollivant; The Call of the Wild, London; Stickeen, Muir;
A Wilderness Dog, Hawkes.

Library Reading

Your interest in the various authors, aroused by reading their
stories or poems in this volume, may make you wish to know more
of their work; or your interest in the subjects they discuss may make
you wish to extend your knowledge along these lines through directed
library reading. For example, your interest in “Satan, the War Dog”
may lead you to read other animal stories, particularly about dogs,
or other stories by Baynes, such as “Our Animal Allies in the World
War” (in Harper’s Magazine, January, 1921). Or your interest in
“Coaly-Bay, the Outlaw Horse,” may lead you to read other stories
about horses, such as: “The Pacing Mustang,” Seton (in Wid Ani-
mals I Have Known); Ben, the Battle Horse, Dyer; Piebald, King of
Broncos, Hawkes; “The Bronco That Would Not Be Broken,” Lind-
say (in The Chinese Nightingale and Other Poems); “Bucephalus,”
Baldwin (in The Wonder-Book of Horses)

You will do your class and yourself a real service by planning
an orderly oral or written report, giving all the boys and girls the
benefit of your individual reading. Your classmates will enjoy hear-
ing you review a favorite book or a particular story in a book or
magazine, giving the title, the author, the time and scene, the principal
characters, and a brief outline of the story, reading such selected
passages from it as you think will give your classmates most pleasure.

The public library is the source to which you will go for addi-
tional reading and reference material. In order to learn how to use,
intelligently and effectively, the public library, or your school library,
ask the librarian to explain to you the card catalogue system and
the arrangement of the books on the shelves. Locate in your library
Who’s Who in America, Who’s Who (British), the sets of encyclo-
pedias, and the dictionaries, so that you may be independent in looking
up biographical and historical facts, or other information.
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THE THUNDERING HERD*
CLARENCE HAWKES

THE JOURNEY ACROSS THE PRAIRIE

Bennie Anderson sat on the lee side of the prairie schooner,
watching the dancing camp fire and listening to the howling of
the coyotes. Four months before, the Anderson family, consist-
ing of Mr. and Mrs. Anderson, Thomas, a boy of nine years,

5 and the solitary watcher by the camp fire, named Benjamin, aged
eleven years, had said good-by to Indiana.

111 luck had always followed the Andersons in that state, and
Bennie’s father had said that perhaps a change of scene would
also change their luck. So nearly all their belongings had been

10 packed into the canvas-covered wagon, two dilapidated mules
hitched to it, the old cow tied behind; and with the dog following
beneath the wagon, they had left the tumble-down cabin and the
Indiana homestead, and had started for the frontier beyond the
Mississippi.

15 Mr. Anderson was an old hunter, and as there were two rifles
in the wagon, not to mention an old shotgun, there was usually
plenty of fresh duck or prairie chicken to eat. Among the most
cherished possessions was a very good field glass, which had been
the property of an uncle who had used it in the Civil War. This

20 glass proved to be their best ally upon the great plains, where the
stretches of smooth land are so vast, and the distances so great,
that the naked eye is wholly inadequate to the demands made
upon it, especially if one wants to see all the wild life upon the
plains as Bennie did.

26 The modest Anderson caravan had not journeyed far into the
Missouri Bad Lands, at right angles to the old Oregon Trail,

*See Silent and Oral Reading, page 11.
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which so many adventurers had followed before and have since,
before the signs of buffaloes became plentiful, although the boys
did not at first recognize them. It was not until late September
or early October, however, that the Andersons saw buffaloes
in any numbers. Hitherto, there had been an occasional lonely
bison feeding in some coulee, but they now began to see them in
larger numbers.

The jolting wagon by this time had pounded its weary way
over the plains and through the Bad Lands and the desert-like
portions of the prairies, where there was nothing but sagebrush
and sprawling cactus, until they had reached a point near the
northwest corner of Missouri.

It was not an infrequent sight to see upon the slope of a dis-
tant swell a dozen buffaloes peacefully grazing, like domestic
cattle. They usually made off at a slow trot whenever the wagon
got within a few hundred yards of them. Not knowing much of
the habits or disposition of the bison, Mr. Anderson said that
they would not attempt to kill any at present even for meat, as
deer and other game were plentiful.

So they journeyed along without molesting the bison that they
saw, satisfied to leave them alone, if they were in turn left alone.
This amicable arrangement might have held good until they
reached their journey’s end, in the heart of Kansas, had not
something happened that made the killing of a few bison the
price of safety to the party. This was an event that no one of
the emigrants ever forgot as long as he lived, and an incident
that filled one night with excitement and peril.

They had been traveling for two days over a nearly unbroken
stretch of slightly undulating prairie. The summer sun had
baked the earth till it was hard and lifeless. Every tuft of grass
was burned to a crisp. Even the sagebrush that grew in all the
sandy spots seemed parched by the shimmering heat. The sky
was a bright, intense blue, and ®ach night the sunset was red and
the afterglow partially obscured by a cloud of dust.

The watercourses and the cottonwoods were half a day’s jour-
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ney apart, and an intolerable thirst was over all the landscape.
The second day of this trying desert-like prairie stretch of
their journey was just drawing to a close when they noted upon
the northern horizon what at first seemed to be a cloud of smoke.
5 At the thought of a prairie fire upon such a parched area as
these plains, a horrible fear seized upon the little party, and Mr.
Anderson hurried to the top of the nearest swell to learn if their
worst fears were true. On mounting the eminence, he discovered
that the cloud extended from the east to the west as far as the
10 eye could reach. It certainly was not smoke, but each minute
it grew in density and volume, like a menace, something dark
and foreboding that would engulf them.
Presently as he watched, he thought he heard a low rumbling,
like the first indistinct sounds of thunder, and putting his ear to
15 the ground in Indian fashion, he could hear the rumbling plainly.
It was like the approach of a mighty earthquake, only it traveled
much more slowly ; like the rumbling of the surf; like the voice of
the sea, or the hurricane, heard at a distance.
Again the anxious man scanned the dark, ominous-looking
20 cloud, that now belted half the horizon, and this time he thought
that he discerned dark particles like tiny dancing motes in the
cloud. Then as he gazed, the specks grew larger, like gnats or
small flies, close to where the horizon line should have been.
Here and there were clouds of the dark specks, like swarms of
25 busy insects. But what a myriad there was. In some places
they fairly darkened the cloud.

THE AVALANCHE OF BUFFALOES

Then in a flash the truth dawned upon the incredulous man,
leaving him gasping with astonishment and quaking with fear.
All these tiny specks upon the horizon line were buffaloes. A

30 mighty host stretching from east to west as far as the eye could
reach, and to the north an unknd¥n distance. Like an avalanche
that rushes upon its way, unmindful of human life, the Thun-
dering Herd was rolling down upon them.
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For a few seconds he gazed, fascinated and held to the spot
by his very fear and the wonder of it all. Darker and darker
grew the cloud. Plainer and plainer the headlong rush of the
countless host was seen, while the rumbling of their thousands of
hoofs, which at first had been like distant thunder, now swelled
to the volume of a rapidly approaching hurricane. The solid
earth was felt to vibrate and rock, to tremble and quake.

Mr. Anderson waited to see no more, but fled back to his
family, whose escape from this sea of hoofs now seemed to him
almost hopeless. The boys hurried to meet him, their faces pale
with fright, for even the rest of the family now realized that some
great danger was swooping down upon them.

Mr. Anderson made his plan of escape as he ran. To think of
fleeing was out of the question. Their slow-moving schooner .
would be overtaken in almost no time. There was no cafion, no
coulee in which to take refuge; no butte to which they might flee;
not even a tree or a rock behind which they might crouch, and
thus be partly shielded. Out in the open the danger must be
met, with nothing but the shelter of the wagon to keep off the
grinding hoofs, and only the muzzles of their three guns to stand
between them and annihilation when the crash came.

Hastily they turned the wagon about, with its hind end to-
ward the herd. The mules were unhitched from the pole and
each hitched to the front wheel. A rope was also passed through
the side strap of the harness of each mule, and he was fastened
to the hind wheel of the wagon, so that he could not swing about
and be across the tide when this sea of buffaloes should strike
them. This kept the mules with their heels toward the herd,
thus securing the additional aid of a mule’s heels on guard at
each side of the wagon. Old Brindle was secured to the pole of
the wagon, where the mules had been. The wheels were blocked.
‘What furniture the wagon contained was piled up behind to help
make a barricade. When all had been made as snug as possible,
the family crawled under the wagon and awaited results. The
muzzles of the two rifles were held in readiness for an emergency
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at either side of the wagon, while Mrs. Anderson had the shotgun
in readiness to reénforce the garrison should they need more
loaded weapons at a moment’s notice.

Nearer and nearer came the Thundering Herd, while the
vibrations in the solid earth grew with each passing second. The
clouds of dust shut out the light of the setting sun, and made a
dark pall over all the landscape, which was like the descending
of the mantle of death.

Bennie gritted his teeth together and tried hard not to let the
muzzle of his rifle shake as he pointed it out between the spokes
of the hind wheel on his side of the wagon.

On came the terrible battalions of galloping hoofs, the massive
heads and black beards of mighty bulls glowering through the
clouds of dust. Each second the pounding of their hoofs swelled
in volume, and each second the vibrations of the solid earth be-
came more pronounced. Like the smoke of a great conflagration,
the dust-clouds settled over the prairies until the crouching,
trembling human beings, so impotent in this vast mad rush of
wild beasts, could see the frontlets of the bulls but a few rods
away. But almost before they had time to realize it, the mad,
galloping, pushing, steaming, snorting herd was all about them,
pounding by so close that the coats of the nearest bulls brushed
the sides of the mules.

At first they seemed to turn out a bit for the wagon, but
presently a bunch of buffaloes, more compact than the rest of the
herd, was seen bearing down upon them as though they were
charging the schooner, although they probably did not even
notice it.

“Ready with your rifle, Bennie,” called Mr. Anderson, and
father and son both cocked their guns. When the bunch was
almost upon them, both fired, and a mighty bull fell kicking
against the back of the wagon, but his kicks were not of long
duration, for at this short range the rifles did fearful execution.

There was no respite, however, for close behind the fallen bull
came more, and Mr. Anderson reached for the shotgun, and piled
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another bull upon the first, although he had to finish him with a
Colt’s revolver, which was destined to stand them in much better
stead than the guns.

It was with difficulty that the muzzle-loading rifles could be
loaded while lying down in the cramped position under the
wagon, but the Colt’s revolver, which was a forty-four and just
as effective at this short range as a rifle, could be readily re-
loaded, and Mrs. Anderson kept its five chambers full.

Old Abe, the mule upon the right side of the wagon, now took
his turn in the fray, for a bull galloped too close to him, raking
Abe’s flank with his sharp horn. The mule let both heels fly,
striking another bull fairly in the forehead, and felling him to
the ground. But a buffalo’s skull is as thick as a board, and the
bull jumped up and galloped on with his fellows.

For a few minutes the two dead bulls at the rear of the wagon
seemed to act as a buffer, and the others parted just enough to "
graze the wagon. The mules, which brayed and kicked whenever
the buffaloes came too close, also helped, but presently another
bunch was seen bearing down upon them. They were close to-
gether and crowding, and did not seem likely to give way for the
crouching fugitives under the wagon.

Although Bennie and his father both fired, and Mr. Anderson
followed up the rifle shots with both barrels from the shotgun,
and three shots from the Colt’s, yet they struck the wagon with
a terrific shock. :

There was frantic kicking and frenzied braying from bot
Abe and Ulysses and a violent kicking and pounding in the
wagon that seemed to be immediately over their heads.

It was plain that instantaneous action of some kind was
necessary if their domicile was to be saved, for one of the crowd-
ing bulls had been carried immediately into the wagon. He had
become entangled in the top, and was pawing and kicking to free
himself. His great head just protruded over the seat.

Mr. Anderson reached up quickly with the Colt’s, and put an
end to his kicking with two well directed shots.



50 THE ELSON READERS—BOOK VIII (8th Grade)

There were now four dead bulls piled up behind the wagon
and one inside of it, and soon the blood from their last victim
came trickling through upon the helpless family. It was a grue-
some position, but they could not escape it, and all were so glad

5 that the blood was not their own that they did not mind.

“We are pretty well barricaded now, Bennie,” shouted Mr.
Anderson, just making himself heard above the thunder of gal-
loping hoofs. “I think we are safe. They cannot get at us over
all that beef, and they cannot get through the side, so I do not

10 gsee but we are secure.”

“Thank God!” exclaimed Mrs. Anderson fervently; “but I
shan’t feel safe until the last buffalo has passed.”

She had barely ceased speaking when old Abe uttered a pierc-
ing bray, in which were both terror and pain. He accompanied

18 the outery with a vicious kick, but almost immediately sank to
the earth, kicking and pawing. It was then seen that a bull had
ripped open the mule’s left side, giving him a mortal wound. His
frantic kicking so endangered the cowering fugitives under the
wagon that Mr. Anderson was obliged to shoot him. His loss

20 was irreparable, and the boys whimpered softly to themselves as
they saw their old friend stretched out dead beside the wagon.

Old Brindle at this point became unmanageable, breaking
her rope, so that the seething black mass swallowed her. “There
goes Brindle, too,” sobbed Tommy. “I guess we’ll starve now.”

25 Poor Shep, who had been securely tied at the forward end of
the wagon, cowered and whimpered as though he too thought the
judgment day had come, and it was his and Tommy’s lot to com-
fort each other—the dog licking the boy’s hands, and he in turn
patting the dog’s head.

30 The loss of old Brindle and Abe proved to be the turning-
point in the misfortunes of the Andersons, for the herd now
parted'at the barricade made by the dead buffalo, the mule, and
the wagdn, so that although every few minutes it seemed as
though they would be engulfed, yet the danger veered to one side

35 and passed by.
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Half an hour and then an hour went by, and still there was no
diminution of the herd. The second hour and the third passed,
and still they came, crowding and pushing, blowing and snorting,
steaming and reeking.

s  “Won't they ever go by, father?” asked Bennie. “I should
think there were a million of them.”

“It is the most wonderful thing that I ever saw,” replied Mr.
Anderson. “I have often heard old hunters tell about the count-
less herds of buffaloes, but I had always supposed that they were

10 lying. In the future I will believe anything about their
numbers.”

At last seeing that they were in no immediate danger, Mr.
Anderson told the boys to go to sleep if they could, and he would
watch. If there was any need of their help, he would call them.

15 Accordingly, all the firearms were loaded and placed by Mr.
Anderson, and the boys and Shep curled up near the forward
wheels to rest. They were terribly tired, for the excitement and
the hard work had told upon their young nerves and muscles.

The last thing Bennie remembered was the thunder of the

20 myriad hoofs, and the rocking and trembling of the earth under
him. But even these sounds soon ceased for him, and he and his
brother slept.

When he again opened his eyes, the sun was shining brightly,
and the clouds of dust that had obscured the moon when he fell

25 gsleep had been partly dissipated. Here and there he could see
an occasional buffalo galloping southward, but the mighty herd,
whose numbers had seemed like the stars, was gone.

“It’s the tail end of the procession, boy,” called Bennie’s
father. “The last installment went by about fifteen minutes ago.

30 I did not dream that bison could be found in such numbers ip
western Missouri at the present time. I had supposed the few
scattering head that we saw were all that were left in the state.”

This conclusion of Mr. Anderson’s was quite right, but that
autumn, for some unaccountable reason, the great herd had come

35 down for a part of the way on the Missouri River on its southern
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migration, following the old trail of two decades before instead
of crossing western Nebraska and Kansas. It had been a costly

experiment, however, for all the way hunters had swarmed upon
their flanks and they had lost thousands of head. But what did
that matter? Their number was legion.

NOTES AND QUESTIONS

Biography. Clarence Hawkes (1869- ), the naturalist-author, is a
native of Massachusetts. He is a member of the American Bison Society,
which has for its purpose the conservation of American buffaloes. When
he was fourteen years of age, he was made totally blind by an acci-
dental shot in the eyes. In 1893 he began writing and giving public
lectures. Among his many books are: Little Foresters; Shaggy Coat;
Tenants of the Trees; Black Bruin; The Wilderness Dog; and King of
the Thundering Herd, from which “The Thundering Herd” is taken.

Discussion. 1. The events narrated in this story took place, it is said,
in 1871. Describe the caravan and tell where the family was going. 2.
How long had they been traveling when the incident of the thundering
herd occurred? 3. Where did the event occur, and under what conditions?
4. What does this story tell you of the number of buffaloes on the plains
at that time? 5. Find in the Glossary the meaning of: dilapidated; in-
adequate; coulee; eminence; incredulous; butte; annihilation; frontlet;
buffer; domicile; veered; diminution; dissipated. 6. Pronounce: coyote;
ally; amicable; undulating; pall; impotent; respite; irreparable.

Phrases for Study

prairie schooner, 44, 1 belted half the horizon, 46, 20
Missouri Bad Lands, 44, 26

Class Reading. The plan of escape, page 47, line 13, to page 48, line
3; the description of the approach of the herd, page 48, lines 4 to 23; the
passing of the herd, page 48, line 24, to the end.

Outline for Testing 8ilent Reading. Make an outline to guide you
in telling the story.

Library Reading. The other chapters of King of the Thundering
Herd (an interesting social exercise may be made by assigning the
various chapters to different members, to be read silently and reported
on in class); another story by this author: “Passing of the Buffalo”
(in Querland Monthly, May, 1915).
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Magazine Reading

The author of “The Thundering Herd” contributes stories, articles,
and verse to many magazines and newspapers. In like manner Lowell,
Holmes, Longfellow, Emerson, Whittier, and Poe were all contribu-
tors to the magazines of their time. Many of the masterpieces of
American literature were first published in magazines, and doubt-
less some of the poems and prose stories of today will also be con-
sidered masterpieces in the future.

More and more the average American is coming to depend upon
current periodicals for his general reading; from the large number
of magazines now published he chooses one that suits his particular
interest and taste. Examine the magazines in the library and ask
the librarian’s advice as to which you will be likely to find most
useful and enjoyable. You are probably familiar with some or all
of the following: The Junior Red Cross News, St. Nicholas, The
Youth’s Companion, The Saturday Evening Post, The National Geo-
graphic Magazine, Popular Mechanics, The Outlook, Good House-
keeping, The World’s Work, The Literary Digest. What others do
you sometimes read?

Valuable suggestions for magazine reading will be gained if each
member of the class chooses some one magazine, agreeing to examine
the current numbers as they appear, and to inform the class of the
most interesting articles, stories, and poems. In this way the individ-
ual reading of each member is placed at the service of the entire class.

Perhaps you have had the experience of reading a story in some
magazine, and later, when you wished to refer to it, of being unable
to recall in which number or in which magazine you had read it. The
Readers’ Guide to Periodical Literature will help you to locate a
story, poem, or article by title, author, or subject. It will also be
helpful in showing you what has appeared in current magazines by
certain authors or on certain subjects. Ask your teacher or the
librarian to show you how to use The Readers’ Guide.
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TO A WATERFOWL

WiLLiAM CULLEN BRYaNT

Whither, midst falling dew,
While glow the heavens with the last steps of day,
Far through their rosy depths dost thou pursue
Thy solitary way?

5 Vainly the fowler’s eye
Might mark thy distant flight to do thee wrong,
As, darkly painted on the crimson sky,
Thy figure floats along.

Seek’st thou the plashy brink
10 Of weedy lake, or marge of river wide,
Or where the rocking billows rise and sink
On the chafed ocean-side?

54
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<
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There is a Power whose care
Teaches thy way along that pathless coast—
The desert and illimitable air—

Lone wandering, but not lost.

s All day thy wings have fanned,
At that far height, the cold, thin atmosphere;
Yet stoop not, weary, to the welcome land,
Though the dark night is near.

And soon that toil shall end;
10 Soon shalt thou find a summer home, and rest,
And scream among thy fellows; reeds shall bend
Soon o’er thy sheltered nest.

Thou’rt gone; the abyss of heaven
Hath swallowed up thy form; yet on my heart
15 Deeply hath sunk the lesson thou hast given,
And shall not soon depart.

He who from zone to zone
Guides through the boundless sky thy certain flight,
In the long way that I must tread alone
20 Will lead my steps aright.

NOTES AND QUESTIONS
Biography. William Cullen Bryant (1794-1878), the first great Amer-

ican poet, was born in western Massachusetts and educated in the district
school. At home he had the use of his father’s library, an exceptionally
fine one, and he made the most of its advantages. In 1816 he journeyed
on foot to Plainfield, Massachusetts, to look for a place to open a law
office. He felt forlorn and desolate, and the world seemed big and cold.
On his way he paused, impressed by the beauty of the sunset, and saw
a solitary wild-fow]l Wwing its way along the horizon until it was lost in
the distance. He went on with new courage, and when he stopped for

.
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the night, he sat down and wrote this beautiful poem of faith and hope,
“To a Waterfowl.” Many of his best poems were inspired by Nature or
one of Nature’s creatures. .

Bryant soon gave up the study of law to devote himself to his literary
work. In addition to writing poetry, he was editor of the New York
Evening Post, one of America’s greatest newspapers. His long life was
full of usefulness and happiness. Bryant had the gift of seeing that the
commonest things about him were interesting and worth while. He died
in 1878, one of the most loved of American poets.

The Lyric. “To a Waterfowl” is a lyric poem, that is, a musical poem
appropriate for song—“suited to be sung to the lyre.” Nature is a fa-
vorite theme for lyric poets. In a lyric, the poet expresses his own
observations and emotions—his love, his joy, his grief. A great lyric not
only expresses the poet’s feeling, but it has the power to make us feel.
We learn through it to feel tenderness, or pity, or sorrow, or happiness.
What feeling caused Bryant to write “To a Waterfowl”? Other well-
known lyrics by Bryant are “Robert of Lincoln,” a poem in which he
gives us a glimpse of his quiet humor; “March,” “The Gladness of
Nature,” and “The Yellow Violet,” poems in which he expresses joy at
the return of spring; “The Death of the Flowers,” a poem that com-
memorates the death of the poet’s sister; and “To a Fringed Gentian,”
a poem of hope. Note lyrics by other authors in this book.

Discussion. 1. After a good reader has read this entire poem in
class, tell under what circumstances it was written. 2. How does the poet
speak of the sunset? 3. What characteristics did Bryant show in stop-
ping to enjoy the sunset and to watch the bird? 4. What was the appear-
ance of the bird against the sky? 5. What words used in the fourth stanza
emphasize the thought that there is no path or road for the bird to follow
through the air? 6. Find the lines that tell what toil is referred to in
the sixth stanza. When will the bird’s toil end? What will follow toil?
7. How does the thought that the bird is guided help the poet? 8. What
comparison does he make between his life and the flight of the bird?
9. What did you learn in “Literature and Life,” page 18 about literature
that interprets life? Can you show that this poem is such a piece of
literature? 10. Find in the Glossary the meaning of: plashy; marge;
desert. 11. Pronounce: illimitable; abyss.

Phrases for Study

chafed ocean-side, 54, 12 from zone to zone, 65, 17
thin atmosphere, 55, 6 certain flight, 65, 18

Class Reading. Bring to, class and read other lyrics by Bryant.
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Newspaper Reading

William Cullen Bryant, as editor of the New York Euvening Post,
influenced the thinking of a large circle of readers. Since that time
the newspaper has constantly grown in power, until today it is one
of the important factors in American life and education.

The first newspaper in the United States, Public Occurrences, was
started in 1690. The oldest existing newspaper in the country is
the New Hampshire Gazette, founded in 1756. Since the days of
Benjamin Franklin, and later of William Cullen Bryant, there have
been many influential journalists in America, notably: Horace Greeley,
editor of the New York Tribune; Charles A. Dana, editor of the New
York Sun; and Henry Watterson, editor of the Louisville Courier-
Journal. Who is the editor of the newspaper with which you are most
familiar?

Bring to class copies of some local newspaper and show that there
i8 a regular place for general news, editorials, society news, sports,
market reports, jokes, cartoons, and advertisements; of what advan-
tage to the busy reader is a definite place in the paper for each of
these? Headlines in large type call attention to the story, and leads
in smaller type directly under the headlines give a brief summary
of the story. How do these, also, help to save the reader’s time?

When was the first newspaper started in your community? Have
you seen copies of newspapers printed one hundred years ago or
printed during the Civil War? If you can, bring to class copies of
old-time newspapers and compare them with those of today.

Keep a class scrapbook for current events and for interesting
newspaper mention of literary men and women and their works.
Note especially accounts of local visits by authors. A committee of
pupils may be chosen to be responsible for pasting the clippings as
they are handed in from time to time by members of the class. Da
you have a regular time in your school for reporting on current
events? Bring to class clippings from current newspapers that re
late to stories, authors, or characters found in your text—Rip Vax
Winkle, Evangeline, Kipling, Roosevelt, etc.

Read again the discussion of “What Is Literature?” pages 16 to 19.
Is a newspaper article a true example of literature? What is the chief
value of newspapers?
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THE SKYLARK
JaMmes Hoce

Bird of the wilderness,
Blithesome and cumberless,

Sweet be thy matin o’er moorland and lea!
Emblem of happiness,

s Blest is thy dwelling place—

O to abide in the desert with thee!
Wild is thy lay and loud,
Far in the downy cloud;

Love gives it energy, love gave it birth.

10 Where on thy dewy wing,
Where art thou journeying?
Thy lay is in heaven, thy love is on earth,
O’er. fell and fountain sheen,
O’er moor and mountain green,
15 O’er the red streamer that heralds the day,
Over the cloudlet dim,
Over the rainbow’s rim,
Musical cherub, soar, singing, away!
Then, when the gloaming comes,
20 Low in the heather blooms,
Sweet will thy welcome and bed of love be!

NOTES AND QUESTIONS

Biography. James Hogg (1770-1835) was born in Ettrick, Scotland.
He is called “The Ettrick Shepherd” because he came from a family of
shepherds and worked in his youth as a cowherd and sheep-tender. He
spent many of his evening hours listening to old ballads and legends which
his mother recited to him. By the time he was twenty, Hogg was known
as a song-writer. Ten years later he assisted Walter Scott in the collec-
tion of old ballads for the Border Minstrelsy and shortly afterwards pub-
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lished a small volume of his own poetry. The publication of The Queen’s
Wake in 1831, a collection of tales and ballads supposed to have been
sung to Mary, Queen of Scots, by native bards of Scotland, established
his reputation as an author.

Discussion. 1. To whom is the poem addressed? 2. What different
names does the poet give to the bird? 3. What claim has the skylark
to the first of these names? 4. What word refers to the lark's morning
song? 5. What line in the second stanza tells you that it is early morn-
ing? 6. Find a line that tells how high the lark flies while singing. 7.
Where does the lark make its nest? 8. What word used by the poet in
describing the lark’s nest tells his country? 9. Where do .you think the
shepherd poet was when he heard the lark? Could other shepherds have
received happiness or strength from the song of the lark, even though
they could not express their thoughts in poetry? 10. What must you have
in yourself in order to enjoy the song of a bird as the poet enjoyed it?
11. Read again the discussion of Lyrics on page 56, and tell why you think
this is a lyric poem. 12. Find in the Glossary the meaning of: lay; fell;
heather. .

TO A SKYLARK
‘WiLLiaM WORDSWORTH

Ethereal minstrel! Pilgrim of the sky!
Dost thou despise the earth where cares abound?
Or, while the wings aspire, are heart and eye
Both with thy nest upon the dewy ground?

8 Thy nest which thou canst drop into at will,
Those quivering wings composed, that music still!

Leave to the nightingale her shady wood;
A privacy of glorious light is thine,
Whence thou dost pour upon the world a flood
10 Of harmony, with instinct more divine;
Type of the wise, who soar but never roam,
. True to the kindred points of Heaven and Home!
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NOTES AND QUESTIONS

Biography. William Wordsworth (1770-1850) was born in the Cum-
berland Highlands of northern England. The beauty of this country had
a great influence on him and his poetry. In 1799 he retired to the beau-
tiful Lake Country, not far from his boyhood home, and there lived
a simple life, depending almost entirely on Nature for companionship
and inspiration. Wordsworth was devoted to the cause of liberty, and
he believed firmly in the beauty and charm of the humble life. The
simplicity and sincerity of his nature are revealed in his poems on birds
and flowers. Although most of Wordsworth's poems are about everyday,
prosaic events and subjects, they often contain profound truths and an
intense emotional strain.

Discussion. 1. How did Wordsworth feel toward the skylark, accord-
ing to line 1? 2. In what two ways was he thinking of the bird? 3. What
claim has the skylark to the title “ethereal minstrel”? To the title “pilgrim
of the sky”? 4. What questions does the poet ask the skylark? How
did James Hogg answer these questions in the first stanza of his poem?
5. Find a line of Wordsworth’s poem that tells where the nest is made.
What words used by James Hogg show that he thought of the “dewy
ground”? 6. The darkness of night hides the nightingale; what does
Wordsworth say hides the skylark? 7. What habit makes the lark “true
to Heaven”? What habit makes him “true to Home”? Which habit is
a type of our longing to do good and great things? Which habit is a
type of the faithful performance of common duties? 8. What feeling led
~ Wordsworth to write this lyric? 9. You will enjoy hearing these lines
read in class by a good reader. 10. Read again what is said in “Literature
and Life” on page 18 about literature that interprets life; can you show
that this poem is such a piece of literature? 11. Wordsworth’s life was
enriched by an appreciation of Nature. What did you learn on page 25
of the Introduction about the wonders of Nature? 12. What are some of
the wonders that “add beauty and interest to our lives”? 13. Find in the
Glossary the meaning of: aspire; composed; instinct.

Phrases for Study

privacy of glorious light is thine, soar but never roam, 59, 11
59, 8 kindred points, 59, 12
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TO A SKYLARK
PercY BYSSHE SHELLEY

Hail to thee, blithe Spirit!
Bird thou never wert,
That from heaven, or near it,
Pourest thy full heart
s In profuse strains of unpremeditated art.

Higher still and higher
From the earth thou springest
Like a cloud of fire;
The blue deep thou wingest
10 And singing still dost soar, and soaring ever singest.

In the golden lightning
Of the sunken sun,
O’er which clouds are bright’ning,
Thou dost float and run
15 Like an unbodied joy whose race is just begun.

The pale purple even
Melts around thy flight;
Like a star of heaven,
In the broad daylight
20 Thou art unseen—but yet I hear thy shrill delight,

Keen as are the arrows
Of that silver sphere
Whose intense lamp narrows
In the white dawn clear,
25 Until we hardly see—we feel that it is there.
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All the earth and air
With thy voice is loud,
As, when night is bare,
From one lonely cloud
& The moon rains out her beams, and heaven is overflowed.

What thou art we know not:
What is most like thee?
From rainbow clouds there flow not
Drops so bright to see
10 As from thy presence showers a rain of melody.

Like a Poet hidden
In the light of thought,
Singing hymns unbidden
Till the world is wrought
15 To sympathy with hopes and fears it heeded not;

Like a high-born maiden
In a palace tower,
Soothing her love-laden
Soul in secret hour
20 With music sweet as love—which overflows her bower;

Like a glow-worm golden
In a dell of dew,
Scattering unbeholden
Its aérial hue
28 Among the flowers and grass which screen it from the view;

Like a rose embowered
In its own green leaves,
By warm winds deflowered,
Till the scent it gives
3¢ Makes faint with too much sweet those heavy-wingéd thieves;
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Sound of vernal showers
On the twinkling grass,
Rain-awakened flowers,
All that ever was
s Joyous and clear and fresh, thy music doth surpass.

Teach us, Sprite or Bird,
What sweet thoughts are thine;
I have never heard
Praise of love or wine
10 That panted forth a flood of rapture so divine.

Chorus Hymeneal,
Or triumphal chaunt,
Matched with thine would be all
But an empty vaunt,
15 A thing wherein we feel there is some hidden want.

What objects are the fountains
Of thy happy strain?
What fields or waves or mountains?
What shapes of sky or plain?
20 What love of thine own kind? What ignorance of pain?

With thy clear, keen joyance
Languor cannot be;
Shadow of annoyance
Never came near thee;
25 Thou lovest—but ne’er knew love’s sad satiety.

Waking or asleep
Thou of death must deem
Things more true and deep
Than we mortals dream—
30 Or how could thy notes flow in such a crystal stream?
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We look before and after,
And pine for what is not;
Our sincerest laughter
With some pain is fraught;
8 Our sweetest songs are those that tell of saddest thought.

Yet if we could scorn
Hate and pride and fear;
If we were things born
Not to shed a tear,
10 T know not how thy joy we ever should come near.

Better than all measures
Of delightful sound,
Better than all treasures
That in books are found,
18 Thy skill to poet were, thou scorner of the ground!

Teach me half the gladness
That thy brain must know
Such harmonious madness
From my lips would flow,
20 The world should listen then—as I am listening now.

NOTES AND QUESTIONS

Biography. Percy Bysshe Shelley (1792-1822) was an English poet,
born at Field Place, Essex. He studied at Eton, one of England’s famous
boarding schools for boys, and at Oxford University. Some years later
he went to live in Italy, and it was there that his best-known poems were
written. Although he wrote a number of long poems, his fame rests
upon his shorter pieces and lyrics. Shelley had a very sensitive and sym-
pathetic nature, a lively and charming imagination, and a rather unruly
and unconventional personality. He was always generous and indulgent
with others and fearless in his pursuit of what he thought -was right.
When only thirty, on a pleasure cruise off the coast of Italy, he was
drowned.
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Discussion. 1. By what name is the skylark addressed in the first
line? 2. What characteristics of the lark’s song and flight made the poet
say, “Bird thou never wert”? 3. Find a line in the second stanza that
shows the energy and enthusiasm with which the lark begins its flight;
why should this sudden spring of the bird make the poet think of fire?
4. What question does the poet ask in the seventh stanza? In what
stanzas does he try to answer the question? 5. Is he satisfied with any
of the comparisons he has made? Find the lines which tell us that
the song of the lark is sweeter and more joyous than any of these things.
6. In which stanzas does the poet compare music produced by man with
the music of the lark’s song? How does our music seem when compared
to the song of the lark? 7. What question is asked in lines 16 and 17,
on page 63?7 8. In the questions that follow, the poet suggests what
the lark may be singing about; what things does he suggest? 9. From
what does the poet say the lark has never suffered? 10. How are we
affected by “hate and pride and fear”? 11. The poet tries to imagine
how we would feel if we were not affected by hate or pride or fear and
knew no sorrow; does he think we would then feel joy as great as the
lark’s? Find the line in which he tells us. 12. What does the poet
ask of the bird in the last stanza? Why does he want to know this
gladness? 13. Compare this'poem on the skylark with those of Words-
worth and Hogg. What impressed each poet most in the skylark? 14.
What did you learn in “Literature and Life” on page 17, about true
literature? This poem was written more than one hundred years ago; can
you tell why men “treasure it and will not let it die”? 15. Find in the
Glossary the meaning of: even; wrought; unbeholden; deflowered; vernal;
chaunt; languor; fraught. 16. Pronounce: aérial; Hymeneal; satiety.

Phrases for Study

unpremeditated art, 61, § silver sphere, 61, 22
unbodied joy, 61, 15 harmonious madness, 64, 18
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HARK, HARK! THE LARK
WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE

Hark, hark! the lark at heaven’s gate sings;
And Phoebus ’gins arise,

His steeds to water at those springs
On chaliced flowers that lies;

5 And winking Mary-buds begin

To ope their golden eyes.

With every thing that pretty is,
My lady sweet, arise,
Arise, arise.

NOTES AND QUESTIONS

Biography. William Shakespeare (1564-1616), a famous English poet
and the greatest dramatist the world has produced, was born at Stratford-
on-Avon, England. At the age of twenty-two, after his marriage with
Anne Hathaway, he moved to London, where for twenty-five years he
wrote poems and plays, was an actor, and later became a shareholder
in a theater. This was the time of Queen Elizabeth and is known as
the Elizabethan Age. It was a period rich in genius of many kinds, but
especially in the creation of dramatic literature. In 1612 Shakespeare
retired to Stratford, where he spent the last few years of his life.

Discussion. 1. At what time of day does the lark sing “at heaven's
gate”? What lines tell you that it is morning? 2. By what other name
is Phoebus known? 3. For what was the watering of the steeds a prep-
aration? 4. The use of “lies” in the song is old English idiom; what
does it add to the poem? 5. What is added to the picture by the poet’s
choice of marigolds as the opening flowers? 6. Which lines do you think
are the most beautiful in this little song? 7. Which lines sing them-
selves to you? The Schubert music of this lyric is particularly pleasing.
8. Have you heard this lyric rendered by a good singer? You would
enjoy listening to the phonograph records of it by Gluck, Williams, and
others. 9. Who can memorize these lines in the shortest time? 10. Find
in the Glossary the meaning of: chaliced.
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THE MOCKING BIRD*
JOHN JAMES AUDUBON

It is where the great magnolia shoots up its majestic trunk,
crowned with evergreen leaves, and decorated with a thousand
beautiful flowers that perfume the air around; where the forests
and fields are adorned with blossoms of every hue; where the
golden orange ornaments the gardens and the groves; where
bignonias of various kinds interlace their climbing stems around
the white-flowered stuartia, and mounting still higher, cover the
summits of the lofty trees around, accompanied with innumer-
able vines that here and there festoon the dense foliage of the
magnificent woods, lending to the vernal breeze a slight portion
of the perfume of their clustered flowers; where a genial warmth
seldom forsakes the atmosphere; where berries and fruits of
all descriptions are met with at every step—in a word, kind
reader, it is where Nature seems to have paused, as she passed
over the earth, and opening her stores, to have strewed with
unsparing hand the diversified seeds from which have sprung
all the beautiful and splendid forms which I should in vain
attempt to describe, that the mocking bird should have fixed
its abode, there only that its wondrous song should be heard.

But where is that favored land? It is in that great continent
to whose distant shores Europe has sent forth her adventurous
sons, to wrest for themselves a habitation from the wild in-
habitants of the forest, and to convert the neglected soil into
fields of exuberant fertility. It is, reader, in Louisiana that
these bounties of Nature are in the greatest perfection. It is
there that you should listen to the love song of the mocking bird,
as I at this moment do. See how he flies round his mate, with
motions as light as those of the butterfly! His tail is widely
expanded, he mounts in the air to a small distance, describes

*See Silent and Oral Reading, page 11.
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a circle, and, again alighting, approaches his beloved one, his
eyes gleaming with delight, for she has already promised to be
his and his only. His beautiful wings are gently raised, he bows
to his love, and again bouncing upward, opens his bill, and pours
forth his melody, full of exultation at the conquest which he
has made.

They are not the soft sounds of the flute or the hautboy that
I hear, but the sweeter notes of Nature’s own music. The mel-
lowness of the song, the varied modulations and gradations, the
extent of its compass, the great brilliancy of execution, are un-
rivaled. There is probably no bird in the world that possesses
all the musical qualifications of this king of song, who has
derived all from Nature’s self. Yes, reader, all!

No sooner has he again alighted near his mate than, as if his
breast were about to be rent with delight, he again pours forth
his notes with more softness and richness than before. He now
soars higher, glancing around with a vigilant eye, to assure him-
self that none has witnessed his bliss. When these love scenes
are over, he dances through the air, full of animation and delight,
and, as if to convince his lovely mate that to enrich her hopes
he has much more love in store, he that moment begins anew,
and imitates all the notes which Nature has imparted to the
other songsters of the grove.

For a while, each long day and pleasant night are thus spent.
A nest is to be prepared, and the choice of a place in which to
lay it is to become a matter of mutual consideration. The
orange, the fig, the pear tree of the gardens are inspected; the
thick brier patches are also visited. They appear all so well
suited for the purpose in view, and so well do the birds know
that man is not their most dangerous enemy, that, instead of
retiring from him, they at length fix their abode in his vicinity,
perhaps in the nearest tree to his window. Dried twigs, leaves,
grasses, cotton, flax, and other substances are picked up, carried
to a forked branch, and there arranged. Five eggs are deposited
in due time, when the male, having little more to do than to
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sing his mate to repose, attunes his pipe anew. Every now and
then he spies an insect on the ground, the taste of which he is
sure will please his beloved one. He drops upon it, takes it in
his bill, beats it against the earth, and flies to the nest to feed
and receive the warm thanks of his devoted female.

When a fortnight has elapsed, the young brood demand all
their care and attention. No cat, no vile snake, no dreaded
hawk, is likely to visit their habitation. Indeed the inmates
of the next house have by this time become quite attached to
the lovely pair of mocking birds, and take pleasure in contribut-
ing to their safety. The dewberries from the fields, and many
kinds of fruit from the gardens, mixed with insects, supply the
young as well as the parents with food. The brood is soon seen
emerging from the nest, and in another fortnight, being now able
to fly with vigor, and to provide for themselves, they leave the
parent birds, as many other species do.

In winter, nearly all the mocking birds approach the farm-
houses and plantations, living about the gardens or outhouses.

They are then frequently seen on the roofs, and perched on the
chimney tops; yet they always appear full of animation. While
searching for food on the ground, their motions are light and
elegant, and they frequently open their wings as butterflies do
when basking in the sun, moving a step or two, and again throw-
ing out their wings. When the weather is mild, the old males
are heard singing with as much spirit as during the spring or
summer, while the younger birds are busily engaged in practic-
ing, preparatory to the love season. They seldom resort to the
interior of the forest either during the day or by night, but
usually roost among the foliage of evergreens, in the immediate
vicinity of houses in Louisiana, although in the eastern states
they prefer low fir trees.

The flight of the mocking bird is performed by short jerks of
the body and wings, at every one of which a strong twitching
motion of the tail is perceived. This motion is still more appar-
ent while the bird is walking, when it opens its tail like a



16

20

25

30

70 THE ELSON READERS—BOOK VIII (8th Grade)

fan and instantly closes it again. When traveling, this flight
is only a little prolonged, as the bird goes from tree to tree, or
at most across a field, scarcely, if ever, rising higher than the
top of the forest. During this migration, it generally resorts
to the highest parts of the woods near watercourses, utters its
usual mournful note, and roosts in these places. It travels
mostly by day.

Few hawks attack the mocking birds, as on their approach,
however sudden it may be, they are always ready not only to
defend themselves vigorously and with undaunted courage, but
to meet the aggressor half way, and force him to abandon his
intention. The only hawk that occasionally surprises the mock-
ing bird is the Falco Starlen, which flies low with great swift-
ness, and carries the bird off without any apparent stop. Should
it happen that the ruffian misses his prey, the mocking bird in
turn becomes the assailant, and pursues the hawk with great
courage, calling in the meantime all the birds of its species to
its assistance; and although it cannot overtake the marauder,
the alarm created by their cries, which are propagated in suc-
cession among all the birds in the vicinity, like the watchwords
of sentinels on duty, prevents him from succeeding in his
attempts.

The musical powers of this bird have often been taken notice
of by European naturalists, and persons who find pleasure in
listening to the songs of different birds while in confinement or
at large. Some of these persons have described the notes of the
nightingale as occasionally fully equal to those of our bird. I
have frequently heard both species, in confinement and in the
wild state, and without prejudice have no hesitation in pronounc-
ing the notes of the European philomel equal to those of a sou-
brette of taste, which, could she study under a Mozart, might
perhaps in time become very interesting in her way. But to
compare her essays to the finished talent of the mocking bird
is, in my opinion, quite absurd.
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NOTES AND QUESTIONS

Biography. John James Audubon (1780-1851) was born near New Or-
leans. His mother died while he was very young, and his father, who
was a Frenchman, took the boy to France. There Audubon grew up
and was educated. He studied drawing with some of the celebrated
French artists. In 1798 he returned to America, and from then on he
spent most of his time in this country. He devoted himself to the study
of natural history and especially to birds. His great work, The Birds
of America, contains life-size pictures of more than a thousand birds.
The drawings for these he made himself, and they are artistically ex-
cellent as well as true to nature. “The Mocking Bird” is taken from
the text made by Audubon to accompany the pictures. Because of his
interest in birds, the clubs for the care and study of birds, which have
been formed throughout the United States, are called “Audubon Societies.”

Discussion. 1. The first two paragraphs describe the place where
the bird lives; how does the description of the second paragraph differ
from that of the first? 2. How does the author imply that the richness
of the plant life of this region is reproduced in the bird’s song? 3. How
does Aubudon say the musical powers of the mocking bird compare with
those of the nightingale? 4. You will enjoy hearing Victor records:
“Mocking Bird,” Gluck, with bird voices by Kellogg; “Bird Chorus” and
“Songs of Our Native Birds,” Kellogg; “Songs and Calls of Our Native
Birds,” Gorst; also Columbia record, “Bird Calls,” Avis. 5. In the In-
troduction on pages 25 and 26 you read that some selections present the
facts of Nature as interpreted through the poets’ imagination, while others,
show what men of scientific training have observed; which does this story
represent? 6. Find in the Glossary the meaning of: diversified; hautboy;
modulations; derived; imparted; resort; essays. 7. Pronounce: bignonias;
genial; species, foliage; ruffian; Mozart.

Phrases for Study

exuberant fertility, 67, 24 propagated in succession, 70, 19
extent of its compass, 68, 10 soubrette of taste, 70, 30
mutual consideration, 68, 26 finished talent, 70, 33

attunes his pipe anew, 69, 1 .

Outline for Testing Silent Reading. Make an outline to guide you
in telling the main thoughts of this selection.

Library Reading. “A Mocking Bird,” Bynner, and “The Mocking
Bird,” Stanton (in Melody of Earth); “Bob, the Mocking Bird,” Lanier
(in The Lanier Book); selections from Qur Humble Helpers, Fabre.
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Suggestions for Theme Topics

The reading period calls forth many interesting subjects that you
will wish to learn more about and discuss with your classmates. You
will find it well worth while occasionally to make a report to the class
on some particular subject connected with your reading lesson that
you have become interested in and to which you have given some
thought and study. Most of these reports you will doubtless like to
give orally, but some of them you may wish to present in written
form. Whether your report is oral or written, always make sure
that it has a good beginning, tells interesting facts, and ends well.
You will add interest to your report if you appeal to the eyes as
well as to the ears of your audience by the use of pictures, maps,
and blackboard sketches.

You will add to your knowledge of the subject, (a) by first-hand
experience; (b) by talking with persons familiar with the subject;
(c) or by further reading. Indeed all of these sources should be freely
drawn upon in preparing on a theme topic. Here are some suggestions:
1. An incident from your own observation of a mocking bird (or
any other song bird). 2. What I know about Audubon’s great work,
The Birds of America. 3. Incidents from the lives of other natural-
ists (Fabre, Thoreau, Burroughs, etc.). 4. An Audubon society that
I know about and what it has accomplished. 5. A review of “Bob:
the Story of Our Mocking Bird,” Lanier (in The Lanier Book). 6.
What I know about making bird houses, bird baths, and feeding
shelves. (Bird Houses and How to Build Them and How to Attract
Birds, sent free by Department of Agriculture, Washington, D. C.)



FLOWERS AND TREES

MORNING-GLORIES
MapisoN CAWEIN

They swing from the garden-trellis
In Ariel-airy ease;

And their aromatic honey
Is sought by the earliest bees.

6 The rose, it knows their secret,
And the jessamine also knows;
And the rose told me the story
That the jessamine told the rose.

And the jessamine said: “At midnight,
10 Ere the red cock woke and crew,
The fays of Queen Titania
Came here to bathe in the dew.

73
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“And the yellow moonlight glistened
On braids of elfin hair;

And fairy feet on the flowers
Fell softer than any air.

5 “And their petticoats, gay as bubbles,
They hung up, every one,
On the morning-glory’s tendrils,
Till their moonlight bath was done.

“And the red cock crew too early,
10 And the fairies fled in fear,
Leaving their petticoats, purple and pink
Like blossoms hanging here.”

NOTES AND QUESTIONS

Biography. Madison Cawein (1885-1915) was born in Louisville,
Kentucky, and received his education in the public schools. In 1887 he
published his first poems in a book called Blooms of the Berry. In most
of his poems, Nature is the theme. He spent his life learning her ways
and describing them in poetry full of rich imagery. Cawein is often
called “the Keats of Kentucky,” because of the resemblance of his verses
to those of the great English poet.

Discussion. 1. The poet has made a compound word by using the
name Shakespeare gave to a fairy or sprite with the word “airy.” What
do you think was his purpose in doing this? 2. When is the name of
the flower first mentioned? 3. What reason do you think the poet had
for not telling it earlier? 4. Who told the poet this story? 5. How can
you learn to know flowers as this poet knew them? 6. What poems
have you read in which the poet talks to a bird or a flower? 7. Why
does the poet think of the fairies as fleeing at cockcrow? 8. Compare
this poem with Keats's “Sweet Peas” (in The Elson Readers, Book Seven,
page 78). 9. Find in the Glossary the meaning of: Ariel-airy; aromatic;
fay; elfin. Pronounce: jessamine; Titania.

Class Reading. Bring to class and read: “The Flowerphone,” Brown
{in Melody of Earth).
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PINE-TREES AND THE SKY: EVENING
RuPERT BROOKE

I'd watched the sorrow of the evening sky,
And smelt the sea, and earth, and the warm clover,
And heard the waves, and the sea-gull’s mocking cry.

And in them all was only the old cry,
5 That song they always sing—“The best is over!
You may remember now, and think, and sigh,
O silly lover!”
" And I was tired and sick that all was over,
And because I, .
10 For all my thinking, never could recover
One moment of the good hours that were over.

And I was sorry and sick, and wished to die.

Then from the sad west turning wearily,

1 saw the pines against the white north sky,
15 Very beautiful, and still, and bending over

Their sharp black heads against a quiet sky.

And there was peace in them; and I

Was happy, and forgot to play the lover,

And laughed, and did no longer wish to die;
20 Being glad of you, O pine-trees and the sky!

NOTES AND QUESTIONS

Biography. Rupert Brooke (1887-1915) was born in Rugby, Eng-
land. When the World War broke out, he gave up his advanced studies
at Cambridge University to become Sub-Lieutenant in the Royal Navy,
and accompanied the Antwerp Expeditionary Force in October, 1914.
In February, 1915, he sailed with the British Mediterranean Force, to
take part in the Dardanelles Campaign. Because of an attack of blood-
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poisoning he was removed from the transport to a French hospital, where
he died very suddenly on April 23. He lies buried on the Greek island
of Skyros. His poems appear under the titles, 1914 and Other Poems and
Collected Poems.

Discussion. 1. What cause did the poet think the evening sky would
have for sorrowing? 2. Why did the setting sun bring the thought that
“the best is over”? 3. How did the cry of the sea-gull affect the poet?
4. The changing western sky made the poet think how life had changed
for him; the fading color made him think of joys that were gone for-
ever; what did he see when he turned to the north? Can you tell why
he was comforted by the sight? 5. Can you tell why he felt brave
and strong when he looked at the white sky and the quiet trees? 6.
Compare this poem with Bryant's “To a Waterfow!l”; what likenesses do
you find? .

Class Reading. Bring to class and read: “The Soldier,” Brooke; “The
Island of Skyros” (a poem in memory of Brooke), Masefield.

THE RHODORA
RaLpu WaLpo EMERsoON

In May, when sea winds pierced our solitudes,
I found the fresh rhodora in the woods,
Spreading its leafless blooms in a damp nook,
To please the desert and the sluggish brook.
& The purple petals fallen in the pool
Made the black water with their beauty gay;
Here might the redbird come his plumes to cool,
And court the flower that cheapens his array.
Rhodora! if the sages ask thee why
10 This charm is wasted on the earth and sky,
Tell them, dear, that if eyes were made for seeing,
Then beauty is its own excuse for being;
Why thou wert there, O rival of the rose,
I never thought to ask; I never knew;
15 But in my simple ignorance suppose
The selfsame power that brought me there brought you.
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NOTES AND QUESTIONS

Biography. Ralph Waldo Emerson (1803-1882), a native of Boston,
was born not far from Franklin’s birthplace, but he lived most of his
life in Concord, near Boston. He was the oldest among that brilliant
group of New England scholars and writers that developed under the
influence of Harvard College. Emerson was a quiet boy, but his high
ambitions and sturdy determination were shown by the fact that he
worked his way through college. He is best known for his essays, full
of noble ideas which won for him the title “Sage of Concord.” As a
poet, he was not particular about meter, making his lines often pur-
posely rugged; but his verse is always full of thought. His poems of
Nature are as clear-cut and vivid as snapshots.

Discussion. 1. Under what circumstances did the poet find the rho-
dora? 2. What tells you that the flower grew in a lonely place? 3. What
comparison does the poet make between the color of the bird and the
color of the flower? 4. Why is the poet not troubled at the thought
of the rhodora’s wasting its loveliness? 5. Mention ways in which we
show that there is a use for beauty in the satisfaction it gives the eye.
6. Who can memorize these lines in the shortest time? 7. Read the
fourth and last stanzas of “To a Waterfowl”; compare the thought in
these stanzas with the thought in the last line of “The Rhodora.” 8. Find
in the Glossary the meaning of: blooms; cheapens.

FLOWER IN THE CRANNIED WALL
AvLFreED, Lorp TENNYSON

Flower in the crannied wall,
I pluck you out of the crannies;
I hold you here, root and all, in my hand,
Little lower—but ¢f I could understand

8 What you are, root and all, and all in all,
I should know what God and man is.
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NOTES AND QUESTIONS

Biography. Alfred Tennyson (1809-1892) was one of the greatest
English poets. At eight years of age he wrote verses and at fourteen a
drama in blank verse. While a student at Cambridge University, he
won a medal for his poem, “Timbuctoo.” In 1842 he published two
notable volumes of poems. After writing The Princess and In Memoriam
he was appointed poet laureate, and from that time on he gradually
became one of the most loved and most admired men in England. Dur-
ing his long life of eighty-three years Tennyson wrote a large amount
of beautiful verse, contributing to the store of English literature some
of its finest poems—The Idylls of the King, In Memoriam, and Locksley
Hall.

Discussion. 1. What do you find in the first three lines that tells you
the flower was small and not firmly rooted? 2. Why does the poet
make the insignificance of the flower so plain to us? 3. To whom is
the poet talking? 4. What does his use of the words, “little flower,” tell
you of Tennyson’s feeling for flowers? 5. What other poems have you
read that show how birds and flowers speak to those who have learned
to listen? 6. If Tennyson had known all he wanted to know about that
little flower, he would have known what no mortal knows of the great
mysteries of life and death. What did you learn on pages 23 and 24
about the belief ancient peoples had concerning the mysteries of life and
the origin of flowers? 7. On page 24 it is stated that we “have won
from Nature many of her secrets.” Mention some of the “secrets” that
men of science have recently learned. 8. What great secret does this
poem tell us has never been discovered? 9. In “Literature and Life,” page
17, you read that there are pcems of such enduring charm that men
treasure them and “will not let them die”; why do you think that this
little poem is one that men will always treasure? 10. Compare with this
poem by Tennyson these lines from one of Wordsworth’s great poems:

“To me the meanest flower that blows can give
Thoughts that do often lie too deep for tears.”



SPRING AND AUTUMN

THE COMING OF SPRING* )
HAMLIN GARLAND ‘

SPRING WORK AND PLAY

Spring came to the settlers on Sun Prairie with a wonderful
message, like a pardon to imprisoned people. For five months
they had been shut closely within their cabins. Nothing could
be sweeter than the joy they felt when the mild south wind

5 began to blow and the snow began to sink away, leaving warm,
brown patches of earth in the snowy fields. It seemed that the
sun god had not forsaken them, after all.

The first island to appear in the midst of the ocean of slush
and mud around the Stewart house was the chip pile; and there

10 the spring work began. As soon as the slush began to gather,
Jack, the hired man, was set to work each morning, digging
ditches and chopping canals in the ice so that the barn would
not be inundated by the spring rains. During the middle of the
day he busied himself at sawing and splitting the pile of logs

*See Silent and Oral Reading, page 11.
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which Mr. Stewart had been hauling during the open days of
winter.

Jack came from far lands, and possessed, as Lincoln soon
discovered, unusual powers of dancing and playing the fiddle.
He brought, also, stirring stories of distant forests, strange peo-
ple, and many battles; and Lincoln, who had an eye for char-
acter, set himself to work to distinguish between what the hired
man knew, what he thought he knew, and what he merely lied
about.

There was plenty of work for the boys. They had cows to
milk and the drains to keep open. It was their business also
to pile the wood behind the men as they sawed and split the
large logs into short lengths. They used a crosscut saw, which
made pleasant music in the still, warm air of springtime. After-
wards these pieces, split into small sticks ready for the stove,
were thrown into a conical heap, which it was Lincoln’s busi-
ness to repile in shapely ricks.

Boys always insist upon having entertainment, even in their
work, and Lincoln found amusement in planning a new ditch
and in seeing it remove the puddle before the barn door. There
was a certain pleasure also in piling wood neatly and rapidly,
and in watching the deft and powerful swing of the shining
axes, as they lifted and fell, and rose again in the hands of the
strong men. Then, too, the sap began to flow out of the maple
logs, and Lincoln and Owen wore their tongues to the quick,
licking the trickle from the rough wood. They also stripped out
the inner bark of the elm logs and chewed it. It had a sweet,
nut-like flavor, and was considered most excellent forage.

It was back-breaking work, piling wood, and the boys could
not have endured it had it not been for the companionship of
the men and the hope they had of going skating at night.

Every hour of free time was improved by Lincoln and Rance
and Milton, for they knew by experience how transitory the
skating season was. Early in the crisp spring air, when the
trees hung thick with frost, transforming the earth into fairy-
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land, and the cloudless sky was blue as a plowshare, they clat-
tered away to the nearest pond, where the jay and the snowbird
dashed amid the glorified willow trees, and the ice outspread
like a burnished share. On such mornings the air was so crisp
and still it seemed the whole earth waited for the sun.

At night during the full moon nearly all the boys and girls
of the neighborhood met, to rove up and down the long swales
and to play “gool” or “pom, pom, pull away” upon the frozen
ponds. These games could be played with skates quite as well
as in any other way. There was a singular charm in these excur-
sions across the plain at night, or winding up the swales filled
with imprisoned and icebound water. Lincoln and Rance often
skated off alone and in silence, far away from the others, and
the majesty of the night fell upon them with a light which
silenced and made them afraid.

THE WONDERS OF SPRING

There was a singular charm about this time of the year.
Travel was quite impossible, for the frost had left the roads
bottomless; and so upon the chip pile the boys sat to watch the
snow disappear from the fields and draw sullenly away from the
russet grass to take a final stand at the fence corners and in the
hedges. They watched the ducks as they came straggling back
in long flocks, lighting in the cornfields to find food. They came
in enormous numbers, sometimes so great the sky seemed dark-
ened with them, and when they alighted on the fields, they
covered the ground like some strange, down-dropping storm from
the sky, and when alarmed they rose with a sound like the
rumbling of thunder. At times the lines were so long that those
in the front rank were lost in the northern sky, while those in
the rear were dim clouds beneath the southern sun. Many brant
and geese also passed, and it was always a pleasure to Lincoln
to see these noble birds pushing their way boldly into the north.
He could imitate their cries, and often caused them to turn and
waver in their flight, by uttering their resounding cries.
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One day in late March at the close of a warm sunny day
(just as the red disk of the sun was going down in a cloudless
sky in the west), down from a low hilltop, and thrilling through
the misty, wavering atmosphere, came a singular, soft, joyous,
“boom, boom, boom, cutta, cutta, war-whoop!”

“Hooray!” shouted Lincoln. “Spring is here.”

“What was that?” asked the hired man.

“That? Why that’s the prairie chicken. It means it is
spring!”’

There is no sweeter sound in the ears of a prairie-born man
than the splendid morning chorus of these noble birds, for it is
an infallible sign that winter has broken at last. The drum of
the prairie cock carries with it a thousand associations of warm
sun and springing grass, which thrill the heart with massive joy
of living. It is almost worth while to live through a long un-
broken Western winter just for the exquisite delight which comes
with the first exultant phrase of the vernal symphony.

Day by day this note is taken by others, until the whole
horizon rings with the jocund call of hundreds of cocks and the
whooping cries of thousands of hens, as they flock and dance
about on the bare earth of the ridges. Here they battle for their
mates, and strut about till the ground is beaten hard and smooth
with their little feet.

About this time the banking was taken away from the house,
and the windows, which had been sealed up for five months, were
opened. It was a beautiful moment to Lincoln, when they sat
at dinner in the kitchen, with the windows and doors wide open
to the warm wind, and the sunshine floating in upon the floor.
The hens caw-cawing, in a mounting ecstasy of greeting to the
spring, voiced something he had never felt before.

As the wood pile took shape, Mr. Stewart called upon Lincoln
and the hired man to help fan up the seed wheat. This the boys
hated because it was a dusty and monotonous job. It was of no
use to cry out; the work had to be done, and so, on a bright
afternoon, while Jack turned the crank of the mill, Lincoln
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dipped wheat from the bin into the hopper or held the sacks
for his father to fill. It seemed particularly hard to be confined
there in the dust and noise, while out in the splendid sunlight
the ducks were flying, the prairie chickens calling, and the ice
5 was cracking and booming under the ring of the skaters’ steel.

THE EASTER OUTING

Another diversion of the boys at this season of the year was
the hiding of Easter eggs. The hiding of eggs for Easter was
a curious custom, quite common among the children of the set-
tlers from New York and the Middle States. The avowed pur-

10 pose was to lay up a supply of eggs for Easter Sunday. But
as they were always extremely plentiful at this season of the
year, and almost worthless, the motive must be sought deeper
down. Perhaps it was a survival of some old-world supersti-
tions. Anyhow, Lincoln and his brother Owen began to hide

15 eggs in all sorts of out-of-the-way places for fully three weeks
before Easter Sunday.

It was understood by Mr. Stewart that if he could discover
their hiding places the eggs might be confiscated, and he made
elaborate pretense of searching for them. One of the shrewd

20 ways in which the boys made concealment was by lifting a flake
of hay from the stack and making a hole beneath it. Upon let-
ting the flake of weatherbeaten thatch fall back into place, all
signs of the nest disappeared. As the hens were laying a great
many eggs each day, it was very difficult for Mrs. Stewart to tell

25 how many the boys were hiding—she did not greatly care.

In his meetings with Milton and Rance, Lincoln compared
notes, as to numbers, and together the four boys planned their
Easter outing. Day after day Mr. Stewart, to the great dread
of the boys, went poking about, close to the very spot where the

30 eggs were hidden, and twice he found a small “nest.” But this
only added to the value of those remaining and stimulated the
boys to yet other and more skillful devices in concealment.

They were able, in spite of his search, to save up several
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dozens of eggs, which they triumphantly brought to light on
Easter morning, with gusty shouts of laughter over the pre-
tended dismay of their parents.

With these eggs packed in a pail and with a few biscuits and
some salt and pepper, Lincoln and Owen started out to meet
their companions, Rance and Milton; together they all set forth
toward the distant belt of forest in which Burr Oak Creek ran.

There, in the warm spring sun, on the grassy bank beside the
stream they built their fire and cooked their eggs for their mid-
day meal. Some they boiled, others they roasted in the ashes.
Rance caught a chub or two from the brook, which added a wild
savor to the meal, but eggs were considered a necessary order of
the day; all else was by the way. »

Something primeval and splendid clustered about this unusual
camp fire.” Around them were bare trees, with buds just begin-
ning to swell. The grass was green only in the sunny nooks,
but the sky was filled with soft white clouds. For guests they
had the squirrels and the blue jays. It was a celebration of
their escape from the bonds of winter and a greeting to spring.
There was no conscious feeling in this feast, as far as the boys
were concerned. But the deep-down explanation was this: they
had gone back to the worship of the Anglo-Saxon divinity of
spring; they had returned to the primitive, to the freedom of
the savage, not knowing that the egg was the symbol of regen-
erate Nature.

As a matter of fact, the flavor of these eggs was not good; the
burned shell had a disagreeable odor, and the boys would have
been very sorry if Mrs. Stewart had served up for them any-
thing so disagreeable of flavor. But the curl of smoke from the
grass with which they started the fire, the scream of the jay,
the hawk sweeping by overhead, the touch of ashes on their
tongues, the smell of the growing grass, and the sky above made
it all wonderful and wild and very sweet. When at night they
returned, tired and sleepy, to the warmly-lighted kitchen and to
mother, they considered the day well spent, uniting as it did the
pleasures of both civilization and barbarism.
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NOTES AND QUESTIONS

Biography. Hamlin Garland (1860- ) was born in Wisconsin. His
father was a farmer pioneer, who, lured by the hope of cheaper acres,
better soil and bigger crops, moved from Wisconsin to Minnesota, from
Minnesota to Iowa, and from Iowa to Dakota. When Hamlin Garland
turned his attention to literature, he was keen enough to see the literary
value of his early experiences. He resolved to interpret truthfully the
life of the western farmer and its great hardships and limitations, no
less than its hopes, joys, and achievements. This selection is taken from
Boy Life on the Prairie.

Discussion. 1. How did the settlers on Sun Prairie feel at the coming
of spring? Why? 2. What was the first outdoor work of the spring?
Can you give any reason why this would be the first work done? 3.
Would you like to do the boys’ part of this work? Give reasons for
your answer. 4. Would the maple logs interest you as much as they
interested Lincoln? Explain why. 5. What does the fact that Lincoln
watched the migrating birds tell you about his interest in Nature? 6.
What work was the boy called upon to do at this time that he disliked
very much? Find the sentence that tells why he did not complain
about it. 7. What experiences did Lincoln have that you would enjoy?
What experiences that you would not enjoy? 8. What qualities made
Lincoln a worthy home-member and a good American citizen? 9. Is
such a life as his necessary to produce these qualities? 10. What would
be the result if all boys and girls would persevere in unpleasant duties as
Lincoln did? 11. How would our country be helped if all its citizens
worked in this way? 12. On page 84, lines 14 to 25, the author compares
the boys' picnic to the ancient celebration of spring by primitive peoples.
What did you learn on pages 23 and 24 about the influence of Nature
upon early peoples? 13. In the Introduction on page 24 you were told
that an important part of our business in life is “to establish relations with
the world in which we live.” Can you show that the boys of this story had
established such relations, and that this added great enjoyment to their
lives? 14. What were you told in “Literature and Life,” pages 17 and 18,
about literature as a source of learning the “facts of life”? How does this
selection give you a clearer idea of the “facts of life” on a mid-western farm
than you could gain from your history or geography or from an encyclo-
pedia? 15. Find in the Glossary the meaning of: inundated; conical;
transitory; swales; infallible; ecstasy; confiscated. 16. Pronounce: ex-
quisite; horizon; jocund; savor; primeval.
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Phrases for Study

to the quick, 80, 25 Anglo-8axon divinity, 84, 22
take a final stand, 81, 20 symbol of regenerate Nature, 84, 24

Class Reading. Bring to class and read: “The Call of Spring,” Noyes
(in High Tide).

Outline for Testing Silent Reading. Make an outline to guide you
in telling the story.

Library Reading. A Son of the Middle Border, Garland.

Suggested Theme Topic. Life on a modern farm as compared with
the life led by the boys of this story.

HOME-THOUGHTS, FROM ABROAD
RoOBERT BROWNING

Oh, to be in England,
Now that April’s there!
And whoever wakes in England
Sees, some morning, unaware,
5 That the lowest boughs and the brushwood sheaf
Round the elm-tree bole are in tiny leaf,
While the chaffinch sings on the orchard bough
In England—now!

And after April, when May follows,

10 And the whitethroat builds, and all the swallows!
Hark, where my blossomed pear-tree in the hedge
Leans to the field and scatters on the clover
Blossoms and dewdrops—at the bent spray’s edge—
That’s the wise thrush; he sings each song twice over,

16 Lest you should think he never could recapture
The first fine, careless rapture!
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And though the fields look rough with hoary dew,
All will be gay when noontide wakes anew

The buttercups, the little children’s dower,
—Far brighter than this gaudy melon-flower!

NOTES AND QUESTIONS

Biography. Robert Browning (1812-1889) was born in Camberwell, a
suburb of London. His four grandparents were respectively of English,
German, Scotch, and Creole birth. His father was fond of writing verses,
and his mother was very musical. Browning’s education was gained from
a private school in the neighborhood and from tutors at home. In 1846
he married the poet, Elizabeth Barrett, and they lived for years in the
old palace, Casa Guidi, in Florence, Italy. After his wife’s death he re-
turned to England, but spent most of his summers abroad. He died in
Venice, and is buried in the Poets’ Corner of Westminster Abbey.

Much of Browning’s poetry is difficult reading. He condenses a great
deal of thought into one phrase or word and leaves much to the imag-
ination of the reader. Many of his short poems, however, are compara-
tively simple.

Discussion. 1. Browning wrote this poem while in Italy; read the
lines that show his longing for England. 2. What word gives the idea
that spring comes suddenly in England? 3. What are the signs that the
poet associates especially with early spring? 4. Commit to memory the
lovely description of the thrush’s song. 5. Notice the beautiful setting
given to the thrush; which words add especially to the beauty of the
picture? 6. How will “noontide wake anew the buttercups”? 7. Tell
why buttercups are “the little children’s dower.” 8. To what flower in
Italy is the buttercup compared? 9. Describe in a few lines what you
love best in the springtime at your home. 10. Contest: Who can read
the entire poem most effectively? 11. What did you learn in “Literature
and Life,” page 19, about literature that makes beauty evident to us? Can
you show that this poem is such a piece of literature? 12. Find in the
Glossary the meaning of: bole; whitethroat; rapture; dower. 13. Pro-
nounce : elm-tree; chaffinch; dewdrop; anew; gaudy.

Class Reading. Bring to class and read: “Go Down to Kew in Lilac-
time,” Noyes (from “The Barrel-Organ” in Poems); “Een Napoli,” Daly
(in High Tide); “Apple Blossoms,” Martin (in The Elson Readers, Book
Siz). Compare these poems with “Home-Thoughts, from Abroad.”
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A VAGABOND SONG

BLiss CARMAN

There is something in the Autumn that is native to my blood—
Touch of manner, hint of mood; ,

And my heart is like a rime,

With the yellow and the purple and the crimson keeping time.

The scarlet of the maples can shake me like a cry
Of bugles going by.

And my lonely spirit thrills

To see the frosty asters like smoke upon the hills.

There is something in October sets the gipsy blood astir;
We must rise and follow her,

When from every hill of flame

She calls and calls each vagabond by name.

NOTES AND QUESTIONS

Biography. Bliss Carman (1861- ) was born in Fredericton, New
Brunswick. After he was graduated from New Brunswick University, he
studied at Harvard and the University of Edinburgh. Like many other
poets, he began his career with journalistic work. He was editor of the
Independent and later of the Chap-Book. Most of his time has been
devoted to poetry, and he has published many books. His first volume
was Low Tide on Grand Pré. Among his later works are Echoes from
Vagabondia and April Airs.

Discussion. 1. To what does the poet say his heart keeps time?
2. Where does he see these colors? 3. How does the color of the maples
affect him? 4. What connection do you see between scarlet and the
sound of bugles? 5. What color were the asters that appeared like smoke?
6. Whom does the poet say he must follow? 7. What gives the appearance
of flame to the hills?

Olass Reading. Bring to class and read: “Indian Summer,” Teasdale
(in Rivers to the Sea).



A VAGABOND SONG 89

Suggested Problems

You will find in this book suggested problems, some of which are
to be worked out by you alone and some with the help of your class-
mates. The members of most eighth-grade classes represent a wide
range of abilities in art, music, reading, composing, folk-dancing, drama-
tizing, printing, manual training, etc. All the talent in the class should
be used and each member should feel responsibility for his share.

Your class may wish to celebrate the harvest days of autumn or the
coming of spring with a festival or pageant. These suggestions will
be helpful in such a class undertaking: (a) Reading or recitation of
one or more appropriate Nature poems (See Part III “Poems of
Nature” in The Home Book of Verse, Stevenson); (b) Three-minute
talks by class members on harvest or spring celebrations in other lands;
(¢) Tableaux, pantomimes, or dramatizations of nature myths and folk-
stories, as, Apollo, Dionysus, Ceres and Persephone, Baucis and Phi-
lemon, the dryads, Balder, Siegfried and Brunhild, Sleeping Beauty,
Robin Hood, Hiawatha, etc.; (d) Games and dances representing
flowers, seeds, trees, birds, butterflies, winds, raindrops, snowflakes,
conflict between frost-spirits and sunbeams, etc.; (e) Designing and
making simple costumes, symbols, and settings for the dances and
dramatizations; (f) Appropriate songs and instrumental music by
class members; (g) Talking-machine records (“Spring Song,” Mendels-
sohn; “The Heavens Are Telling,” Haydn; “Hark, Hark! The Lark,”
Shakespeare-Schubert; “Papillon,” Grieg; “Pastoral Symphony,” Bee-
thoven; etc.); (h) A contest to see who can recognize the greatest num-
ber of wild flowers, grains, trees, birds, or butterflies, from the objects
themselves, stereopticon slides, or from colored pictures that may be
secured from the library or museum; (i) Advertisements of the festival
or pageant by means of posters and newspaper announcements pre-
pared by class members. You will find additional suggestions in: The
Victory of the Gardens, A Pageant in Four Episodes (Bureau of Educa-
tion, Department of the Interior, Washington, D. C.); Plays for School
Children, Liitkenhaus; Harper’s Book of Little Plays; Patriotic Plays
and Pageants for Young People; Silver Thread and Other Folk-Plays,
Mackay.

A similar festival or pageant might well be made for the celebration
of Thanksgiving Day. See Children’s Book of Thanksgiving Stories,
Dickenson.
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Which of the joys described in “Literature and Life”” has the
reading of the selections in Part I given you? Explain what
literature is, about which you read on page 17. Point out in
Part I examples of literature that express (a) the facts of life,
(b) the interpretation of life, (¢) the beauty of life. You read
in the Introduction, page 24, that “men in all ages have felt the
influence of Nature”; mention wonderful things that we have
learned to perform through our uses of Nature’s laws.

How has your acquaintance with “Coaly-Bay” and “Satan,
the War-Dog” enriched your experiences? The authors of these
stories have shown qualities in these animals that will make all
other horses and dogs more interesting and your treatment of
them more sympathetic; explain the feeling you have for Coaly-
Bay. What other stories of horses, of dogs, or about the service
of animals in the World War have you read? What interesting
animal stories have you found in current magazines? You read
in the Introduction, page 25, that “animals have personalities
like human beings”; what evidences of this do you find in Coaly-
Bay and in Satan? How were the buffalo herds destroyed?
What is the most interesting story about animals that you found
in the preceding books of this series?

A poet sees and feels; and with magic words he makes us see
and feel what he has experienced. He gives new meaning to
common experiences, and expresses this meaning in language
of “enduring charm”; which poems in Part I interpret life?
Three English poets have used the skylark as a subject; which
poem pictures the bird most vividly? Which poet has caught in
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the rhythm of his lines the music of the bird and its swinging
flight? Find lines in each of these poems that describe the sky-
lark’s song. Read again what is said in “Literature and Life,”
page 19, and in the Introduction, page 25, of Bryant’s “To a
Waterfow]”; does this poem interpret life? What difference do
you notice between the poet’s treatment of a bird subject and
Audubon’s?

What lines of “enduring beauty” do you remember in the
poems about flowers? Compare “Pine-Trees and the Sky” with
“To a Waterfow!”; what likenesses do you find? Show that
Rupert Brooke followed the same plan used by Bryant, that is,
a fact in the poet’s life, the interpretation of the fact, and the
poet’s sure instinct for beauty of expression. What Nature lyrics
do you find in Part 1? Have you heard phonograph records
of any of these? Which lyrics can you repeat from memory?
What Nature lyrics have you found in current magazines? What
acquaintance with contemporary poetry have you made through
library reading, other than magazine reading, in connection with
Part I? What Nature lyric in the preceding books of this series
was most pleasing to you?

What progress have you made in becoming acquainted with
your library—the arrangement of the books. the card catalogue,
and the Readers’ Guide to Periodical Literature? Make a list
of selections—titles and authors—showing your library reading
under three headings—books, magazines, and newspapers. Make
a list of books and stories that have been reviewed in class;
which review inspired you to read the book or story? What
progress has your class made with its scrapbook for newspaper
clippings? Which sections of your local newspaper interest you
most? Which of the “Suggestions for Theme Topics” brought
out the best oral discussion? Explain the aptness of the quo-
tation from Browning, page 21, and of the picture, page 22, as
an introduction to Part I.

In the Notes and Questions throughout this book are a num-
ber of suggested problems. Working out these problems will
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greatly increase your interest in reading and will bring you the
added pleasure that cooperation with others in a common project
always brings. In many schools the class in English organizes in
the form of a club, to give the pupils an opportunity to codperate
in working out suggestions. If your class forms such a club, with
regular recitation periods set aside each month for meetings, you
can carry out many interesting projects, using the club as a
“clearing house” for the various ideas suggested by the individ-
ual reading of the club members.

Some of these suggested problems are: (a) Silent Reading,
page 11; (b) Library Reading, including Book Reviews, page 43;
(c) Magazine Reading, page 53; (d) Newspaper Reading, page
57; (e) Contemporary Writers—Noting selections by them,
reading from their works, comparing their writings in theme and
treatment with those of earlier writers, reporting any interesting
newspaper or magazine references to them, and preparing a pro-
gram for Contemporary Writers' Day in your school; (f) Col-
lections—Making a collection of pictures, cartoons, newspaper
and magazine references, humorous sayings, songs, and phono-
graph records that illustrate particular selections; (g) Drama-
tization—Planning and presenting scenes from “A Christmas
Carol,” and from other selections; (h) Public Readings—Read-
ings for entertainment, lyrics, ballads, and passages from short
stories, using the club as an audience; (i) Good Citizenship—
Making a list of suggestions you find in this book that help you
to be a good citizen, and preparing a program for Good Citizen-
ship Day in your school; (j) Conservation and Thrift—Making
a list of measures taken to conserve public health, to protect wild
birds and animals, to preserve forests, and to encourage thrift;
(k) Excursions—Taking a trip through a library under the guid-
ance of the teacher or librarian, locating various departments,
or visiting homes, statues, and monuments of writers located in
your town.



PART II
THE WORLD OF ADVENTURE

Great deeds cannot die;

They with sun and moon renew their light

Forever, blessing those that look on them.
—Tennyson.
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AN INTRODUCTION

The basis of all literature is adventure. A cookbook is not
literature, because it merely sets down certain rules for the
preparation of food. Of course, a boy who knows nothing about
cooking may try to apply the rules for making a chocolate cake,
and in the process may have a very exciting adventure, but the
cookbook itself does not contain adventure; it is not literature.

Adventure is an experience out of the ordinary. It need not
be thrilling in the sense that an escape from a wild beast is
thrilling. When Rupert Brooke became aware of the beauty of
the pine-trees, and of the effect of this vision upon his sadness,
that was an adventure. When Wordsworth heard the lark far
above him and fell to wondering about the singer and found in
it a symbol of life, that was an adventure.

The records of these adventures give us literature. The neces-
sary element is imagination. If the poet’s imagination had been
asleep, he never would have given us that poem about the pine-
trees and the sky. Even daily life is full of adventure if the
imagination is active. People who are intensely interested in
every form of life have no lack of adventure. For them life is
not dull and prosy; it is filled with the spice of imagination.

In this section of your book you will find stories and poems
that deal mainly with adventure in the usual sense of the word—
a thrilling or exciting experience. Some of them, such as the
“Incident of the French Camp,” are based on real happenings.
The poet did not himself pass through the adventures; yet
through his imagination, he was able to picture the scenes so
vividly that he seemed to have been present. Other stories of
adventure, such as “The Highwayman,” are based upon old
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legends dealing with events that have only a partial foundation
of fact. A third type of story of adventure is purely imaginary:
the events which it narrates never actually took place. The
writer sees these imaginary events so vividly, however, that they
seem as real as if they were matters of historical fact. An exam-
ple is Poe’s “The Masque of the Red Death,” which you will
read in this section of your book.

In all of these stories of adventure the element of imagina-
tion enters. Whether the author deals with an actual event, or
an old legend, or a purely imaginary plot, he sees his story in
action, just as if he were at the theater looking upon a story told
through action. And he tells it to you in such a way that you,
too, see it in action, as though you were at the theater by the
author’s side.

Now in this fact lies an important lesson. You must learn
to see these stories; to visualize them as though they were little
dramas. Many people do not do this. You may hear someone
telling a story about an acquaintance: Mr. Smith did this or
that, and then this or that happened, and probably Mr. Smith
will do so and so. But these statements of what happened may
not bring to your mind any pictures. You may know the events
of the story, the setting in which it took place, and the names
of the characters, without seeing these people in action, doing
these things as though they were characters in a play.

You can train your mind to do this creative reading, so that
your reading becomes as interesting as a play. As you read the
following selections, try to cultivate this power by asking your-
self, at each point in the story, how the persons of the story look
and what the scene is. Try to plan how you would paint them
if you were an artist, or to visualize what the pictures would look
like if they were made for the moving picture show.

For your reading of stories of adventure is your own private
moving picture show, if you wish to have it that way. Such
reading is a never-ending source of delight.



STORIES OF THE SUPERNATURAL

THE MASQUE OF THE RED DEATH *
EpearR ALLAN PoE

The “Red Death” had long devastated the country. No pesti-
lence had ever been so fatal, or so hideous. Blood was its avatar
and its seal—the redness and the horror of blood. There were
sharp pains and sudden dizziness, and then profuse bleeding at

5 the pores, with dissolution. The scarlet stains upon the body,
and especially upon the face, of the victim were the pest ban
which shut him out from the aid and from the sympathy of his
fellow men. And the whole seizure, progress, and termination
of the disease were the incidents of half an hour.

1o But the Prince Prospero was happy and dauntless and saga-
cious. When his dominions were half depopulated, he summoned
to his presence a thousand hale and light-hearted friends from
among the knights and dames of his court, and with these retired
to the deep seclusion of one of his castellated abbeys. This was

18 an extensive and magnificent structure, the creation of the
Prince’s own eccentric yet august taste. A strong and lofty wall

*See Silent and Oral Reading, page 11.
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girdled it in. This wall had gates of iron. The courtiers, having
entered, brought furnaces and massy hammers, and welded the
bolts. They resolved to leave means neither of ingress nor egress
to the sudden impulses of despair or of frenzy from within. The
abbey was amply provisioned. With such precautions the court-
iers might bid defiance to contagion. The external world could
take care of itself. In the meantime it was folly to grieve, or to
think. The Prince had provided all the appliances of pleasure.
There were buffoons, there were improvisatort, there were ballet-
dancers, there were musicians, there was Beauty, there was wine.
All these and security were within. Without was the “Red
Death.”

It was toward the close of the fifth or sixth month of his
seclusion, and while the pestilence raged most furiously abroad,
that the Prince Prospero entertained his thousand friends at a
masked ball of the most unusual magnificence.

It was a voluptuous scene, that masquerade. But first let me
tell of the rooms in which it was held. There were seven—an
imperial suite. In many palaces, however, such suites form a
long and straight vista, while the folding-doors slide back nearly
to the walls on either hand, so that the view of the whole extent
is scarcely impeded. Here the case was very different, as might
have been expected from the Prince’s love of the bizarre. The
apartments were so irregularly disposed that the vision embraced
but little more than one at a time. There was a sharp turn at
every twenty or thirty yards, and at each turn a novel effect.
To the right and left, in the middle of each wall, a tall and nar-
row Gothic window looked out upon a closed corridor which
pursued the windings of the suite. These windows were of
stained glass, whose color varied in accordance with the prevail-
ing hue of the decorations of the chamber into which it opened.
That at the eastern extremity was hung, for example, in blue—
and vividly blue were its windows. The second chamber was
purple in its ornaments and tapestries, and here the panes were
purple. The third was green throughout, and so were the case-
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ments. The fourth was furnished and lighted with orange, the
fifth with white, the sixth with violet. The seventh apartment
was closely shrouded in black velvet tapestries that hung all over
the ceiling and down the walls, falling in heavy folds upon a
carpet of the same material and hue. But, in this chamber only,
the color of the windows failed to correspond with the decora-
tions. The panes here were scarlet—a deep blood-color. Now
in no one of the seven apartments was there any lamp or can-
delabrum, amid the profusion of golden ornaments that lay scat-
tered to and fro or depended from the roof. There was no light
of any kind emanating from lamp or candle within the suite of
chambers. But in the corridors that followed the suite there
stood, opposite to each window, a heavy tripod, bearing a
brazier of fire, that projected its rays through the tinted glass
and, so, glaringly illumined the room. And thus were produced a
multitude of gaudy and fantastic appearances. But in the west-
ern or black chamber the effect of the firelight that streamed
upon the dark hangings through the blood-tinted panes was
ghastly in the extreme, and produced so wild a look upon the
countenances of those who entered that there were few of the
company bold enough to set foot within its precincts at all.

It was in this apartment, also, that there stood against the
western wall a gigantic clock of ebony. Its pendulum swung to
and fro with a dull, heavy, monotonous clang; and when the
minute-hand made the circuit of the face, and the hour was to be
stricken, there came from the brazen lungs of the clock a sound
which was clear and loud and deep and exceedingly musical, but
of so peculiar a note and emphasis that, at each lapse of an hour,
the musicians of the orchestra were constrained to pause, mo-
mentarily, in their performance, to hearken to the sound; and
thus the waltzers perforce ceased their evolutions; and there was
a brief disconcert of the whole gay company; and, while the
chimes of the clock yet rang, it was observed that the giddiest
grew pale, and the more aged and sedate passed their hands over
their brows as if in confused revery or meditation. But when
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the echoes had fully ceased, a light laughter at once pervaded the
assembly ; the musicians looked at each other and smiled as if at
their own nervousness and folly, and made whispering vows, each
to the other, that the next chiming of the clock should produce

5 in them no similar emotion; and then, after a lapse of sixty
minutes (which embrace three thousand and six hundred seconds
of the Time that flies), there came yet another chiming of the
clock, and then were the same disconcert and tremulousness and
meditation as before.

10 But, in spite of these things, it was a gay and magnificent
revel. The tastes of the Prince were peculiar. He had a fine eye
for colors and effects. He disregarded the decora of mere
fashion. His plans were bold and fiery, and his conceptions
glowed with barbaric luster. There were some who would have

15 thought him mad. His followers felt that he was not. It was
necessary to hear and see and touch him to be sure that he was
not.

He had directed, in great part, the movable embellishments of
the seven chambers, upon occasion of this great féte; and it was

20 his own guiding taste which had given character to the mas-
queraders. Be sure they were grotesque. There were much glare
and glitter and piquancy and phantasm—much of what has been
since seen in Hernani. There were arabesque figures with un-
suited limbs and appointments. There were delirious fancies

28 such as the madman fashions. There was much of the beautiful,
much of the wanton, much of the bizarre, something of the ter-
rible, and not a little of that which might have excited disgust.
To and fro in the seven chambers there stalked, in fact, a multi-
tude of dreams. And these—the dreams—writhed in and about,

30 taking hue from the rooms, and causing the wild music of the
orchestra to seem as the echo of their steps. And, anon, there
strikes the ebony clock which stands in the hall of the velvet.
And then, for a moment, all is still, and all is silent save the
voice of the clock. The dreams are stiff-frozen as they stand.

35 But the echoes of the chime die away—they have endured but an
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instant—and a light, half-subdued laughter floats after them as
they depart. And now again the music swells, and the dreams
live, and writhe to and fro more merrily than ever, taking hue
from the many-tinted windows through which stream the rays
from the tripods. But to the chamber which lies most west-
wardly of the seven there are now none of the maskers who ven-
ture; for the night is waning away, and there flows a ruddier
light through the blood-colored panes; and the blackness of the
sable drapery appals; and to him whose foot falls upon the sable
carpet, there comes from the near clock of ebony a muffled peal
more solemnly emphatic than any which reaches their ears who
indulge in the more remote gayeties of the other apartments.

But these other apartments were densely crowded, and in them
beat feverishly the heart of life. And the revel went whirlingly
on, until at length there commenced the sounding of midnight
upon the clock. And then the music ceased, as I have told, and
the evolutions of the waltzers were quieted; and there was an
uneasy cessation of all things as before. But now there were
twelve strokes to be sounded by the bell of the clock; and thus it
happened, perhaps, that more of thought crept, with more of
time, into the meditations of the thoughtful among those who
reveled. And thus, too, it happened, perhaps, that before the
last echoes of the last chime had utterly sunk into silence, there
were many individuals in the crowd who had found leisure to
become aware of the presence of a masked figure which had
arrested the attention of no single individual before. And the
rumor of this new presence having spread itself whisperingly
around, there arose at length from the whole company a buzz, or
murmur, expressive of disapprobation and surprise—then, finally,
of terror, of horror, and of disgust.

In an assembly of phantasms such as I have painted, it may
well be supposed that no ordinary appearance could have excited
such sensation. In truth the masquerade license of the night was
nearly unlimited; but the figure in question had out-Heroded
Herod, and gone beyond the bounds of even the Prince’s in-
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definite decorum. There are chords in the hearts of the most
reckless which cannot be touched without emotion. Even with
the utterly lost, to whom life and death are equally jests, there
are matters of which no jest can be made. The whole company,
indeed, seemed now deeply to feel that in the costume and bear-
ing of the stranger neither wit nor propriety existed. The figure
was tall and gaunt, and shrouded from head to foot in the habili-
ments of the grave. The mask which concealed the visage was
made so nearly to resemble the countenance of a stiffened corpse
that the closest scrutiny must have had difficulty in detecting the
cheat. And yet all this might have been endured, if not ap-
proved, by the mad revelers around. But the mummer had gone
so far as to assume the type of the Red Death. His vesture
was dabbled in blood—and his broad brow, with all the features
of the face, was besprinkled with the scarlet horror.

When the eyes of Prince Prospero fell upon this spectral image
(which with a slow and solemn movement, as if more fully to
sustain its role, stalked to and fro among the waltzers), he was
seen to be convulsed, in the first moment, with a strong shudder
either of terror or distaste; but, in the next, his brow reddened
with rage.

“Who dares?” he demanded hoarsely of the courtiers who
stood near him—‘“who dares insult us with this blasphemous
mockery? Seize him and unmask him—that we may know
whom we have to hang at sunrise, from the battlements!”

It was in the eastern or blue chamber in which stood the Prince
Prospero as he uttered these words. They rang throughout the
seven rooms loudly and clearly—for the Prince was a bold and
robust man, and the music had become hushed at the waving of
his hand.

It was in the blue room where stood the Prince, with a group
of pale courtiers by his side. At first, as he spoke, there was a
slight, rushing movement of this group in the direction of the
intruder, who at the moment was also near at hand, and now

38 with deliberate and stately step, made closer approach to the
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speaker. But from a certain nameless awe with which the mad
assumptions of the mummer had inspired the whole party, there
were found none who put forth hand to seize him; so that, unim-
peded, he passed within a yard of the Prince’s person; and while
the vast assembly, as if with one impulse, shrank from the centers
of the rooms to the walls, he made his way uninterruptedly, but
with the same solemn and measured step which had distinguished
him from the first, through the blue chamber to the purple—
through the purple to the green—through the green to the orange
—through this again to the white—and even thence to the violet,
ere a decided movement had been made to arrest him. It was
then, however, that the Prince Prospero, maddening with rage
and the shame of his own momentary cowardice, rushed hur-
riedly through the six chambers, while none followed him, on
account of a deadly terror that had seized upon all. He bore
aloft a drawn dagger, and had approached, in rapid impetuosity,
to within three or four feet of the retreating figure, when the
latter, having attained the extremity of the velvet apartment,
turned suddenly and confronted his pursuer. There was a sharp
cry—and the dagger dropped gleaming upon the sable carpet,
upon which, instantly afterwards, fell prostrate in death the
Prince Prospero. Then, summoning the wild courage of despair,
a throng of the revelers at once threw themselves into the black
apartment, and, seizing the mummer, whose tall figure stood
erect and motionless within the shadow of the ebony clock,
gasped in unutterable horror at finding the grave cerements and
corpse-like mask, which they handled with so violent a rudeness,

untenanted by any tangible form.

30
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And now was acknowledged the presence of the Red Death.
He had come like a thief in the night. And one by one dropped
the revelers in the blood-bedewed halls of their revel, and died
each in the despairing posture of his fall. And the life of the
ebony clock went out with that of the last of the gay. And the
flames of the tripods expired. And Darkness and Decay and the
Red Death held illimitable dominion over all.
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NOTES AND QUESTIONS

Biography. Edgar Allan Poe (1809-1849) was one of the great Amer-
ican poets and short-story writers. Born in Boston, he was left an orphan
at an early age, and was adopted by a wealthy citizen of Richmond,
Virginia. Poe went to school in England, and later attended the Uni-
versity of Virginia, and the Military Academy at West Point, but he was
little interested in any subject except literature. Before he was twenty,
Poe had published a volume of poetry. During the brief twenty years
more of his life he was constantly publishing poems and tales, contribut-
ing to newspapers and magazines, and doing editorial work. His writings
are weird and mysterious, and his poetry is perhaps the most purely
musical of any in our language. His prose tales of mystery and ad-
venture have served as models for many well-known writers. Poe was
the originator of the modern short story.

The Short 8tory. In “The Masque of the Red Death,” a typical
short story, Poe aimed to make a single, vivid effect. To get this he
planned a story of four parts: an introduction (paragraphs 1 and 2) that
suggests the effect he wished to produce; a main incident (paragraphs
3-12) that develops the suggested effect; a powerful climax (paragraph 13) .
that indelibly impresses this effect on the reader; and a conclusion (para-
graph 14)—all these to include no unnecessary character, incident, or detail.
Poe aimed to suggest from the beginning a fear that should increase until
it ended in a climax of awful terror.

Poe chose, as the cause of the terror, the fear of death by a plague;
can you tell why the fear of the plague was so great? Poe desired to
describe a more terrible plague than any of which he had ever read—
it should be a red death; to whom would the thought of this death,
which no one could prevent, be most terrible? Explain why he chose a
Prince for the principal character. A masque is a revel in which all wear
masks; whose revel did this prove to be? Is this what the title suggests?

The introduction gives the situation at the beginning of the main
incident and introduces all the characters but one; tell in a few words
what this situation is. How many characters are mentioned by name? -
How many are described? How do the thousand friends that are only
figures add to the effect of terror? Coming directly after the descrip-
tion of the awful plague, what effect upon you has the statement, “But
the Prince Prospero was happy and dauntless and sagacious”? What is
really suggested by the fact that they welded the gate? By the determi-
nation to let the “external world take care of itself”? By the thought
that it was “folly to grieve, or to think”? What was the Prince’s real
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object in providing “all the appliances of pleasure”? Does the intro-
duction leave you confident that “security was within”? From this be-
ginning would you expect the ending to be happy or tragic?

Notice how Poe develops the main incident: Prince Prospero enter-

tains his friends at a masked ball, to which comes an intruder masked
as a victim of the Red Death. Prospero, enraged, commands that the
intruder be unmasked. At what stage in the progress of the pestilence
was this ball given? Do you think such a revelry at such a time showed
a “happy and dauntless and sagacious” mind? Try to make a mental
“picture of the scene Poe has so wonderfully described. Make a list
of the adjectives Poe uses to aid him in picturing it, such as ‘“novel,”
page 98, line 26. As you read this description of the rooms, the color, and
the fantastic moving figures, do you feel it to be a joyful scene? Poe uses
this description of the ball to aid him in making the reader feel this
terror; note that he uses three means to produce this effect.

Show that Poe has prepared in the introduction for the use of color
as one of these means. With what color was the fear of the dancers
associated? How was this color used in the seventh room, and what
effect did it have upon the dancers?

Poe wished to suggest still more subtly the fear of the Red Death
that filled every heart; could he have chosen anything more suited to
this purpose than the “clock of ebony,” with its stroke “of so peculiar
a note” that the whole gay company had to stop to hear the striking
of each hour? What was the reason that this particular sound so dis-
concerted the dancers? What made the thought of passing time so
terrible to them?

Where is the first hint given of the approach of the masked figure
that is so terrible? At what hour did the “new presence” come? With
what does superstition associate this hour? How does Poe show us the
falseness of Prospero’s claim to be considered “happy and dauntless and
sagacious”? Tn what way did Prospero betray the fear he really felt?
What was the one thing about this figure that could not be endured?

Poe, in approaching the climax, creates .suspense by describing the
masked figure’s slow progress through each room. Notice how well the
slow movement of the narrative here imitates this “solemn and measured
step”; what causes this “nameless awe”? Note the final rush toward the
climax—the Prince’s rage, his pursuit and threatening dagger, the stran-
ger’s sudden stand, Prospero’s death, and (full climax) the seizure of the
terrible figure and the “unutterable horror.”

Poe’s swift conclusion of the story shows his wonderful art. Hav-
ing reached the climax, the full effect of horror, a few sentences give
the result: “Now was acknowledged the presence of the Red Death.
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. . . And Darkness and Decay and the Red Death held illimitable do-
minion over all.” Point out ways by which Poe makes this conclusion more
terrible, such for example as “the deaths, one by one.” Has Poe secured
the effect at which he aimed? Has he pictured Prospero’s character in
such a way as to make you feel this terrible ending certain to come, and
not unjust? Fear of so terrible a plague is natural; what was there in
Prospero’s fear that takes away our sympathy?

Discussion. 1. What is said in the Introduction on page 96 about
purely imaginary stories of adventure? How does Poe make the events
of this story seem as if they had really happened? 2. What two kinds
of adventure are mentioned on page 95? Which of these kinds is nar-
rated in “The Masque of the Red Death”? 3. Name several stories
dealing with this kind of adventure that you read in Part I. 4. What
other imaginative stories by Poe have you read? 5. Look up in the Glos-
sary the meaning of: sagacious; depopulated; bizarre; perforce; grotesque;
decorum; habiliments; tangible. 6. Pronounce: eccentric; august; court-
iers; ballet-dancer; suite; disconcert; féte; piquancy; robust; illimitable.

Phrases for Study

bid defiance to contagion, 98, 6 out-Heroded Herod, 101, 34
decora of mere fashion, 100, 12 sustain its role, 102, 18
masquerade license, 101, 33 attained the extremity, 103, 18

Class Reading. Read aloud the paragraphs of the introduction, try-
ing to suggest by your reading Poe’s purpose in writing them; the para-
graphs that contain the development of the main incident, trying to
suggest what Poe has so powerfully suggested in his story—the terrible
fear under all the seeming gayety, and its final outburst; the paragraph
that gives the climax, striving to suggest by your reading the increasing
fear and final horror; selected sentences that exemplify Poe’s imaginative
and poetic style, such as in the descriptions of the clock and of the
dancers, and in the last paragraph, particularly the last sentence; selected
descriptions that give you the most vivid pictures, noting especially the
sentence in each that is most poetically expressed; examples showing the
careful selection of words especially fitted to express the thought.

Outline for Testing Silent Reading. Make an outline to guide you
in telling the story.

Library Reading. “A Descent into the Maelstrom,” Poe.

8uggestions for Theme Topics. (Two-Minute Talks.) 1. A great
plague of which I know or have read. 2. The Black Death in the four-
teenth century. (Use encyclopedias or other library sources.) 3. Contrast
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the behavior of Prospero with that of Surgeon-General William C. Gorgas,
who fought yellow fever in Panama and who rescued Cuba from disease.
(The Mentor, November, 1920; use The Readers’ Guide to find other ma-
terial.) 4. Father Damien and his work among the lepers on the Island of
Molokai. (A Treasury of Heroes and Heroines, Edwards.) 5. Experiences
of Dr. Wilfred C. Grenfell as a medical missionary, from his autobiography,
A Labrador Doctor. (Who's Who in America will tell you simple facts of
the author’s life.)

THE RAVEN
EpGarR ALLAN PoE

Once upon a midnight dreary, while I pondered, weak and weary,
Over many a quaint and curious volume of forgotten lore—
‘While I nodded, nearly napping, suddenly there came a tapping,
As of someone gently rapping, rapping at my chamber door.
s “'Tis some visitor,” I muttered, “tapping at my chamber door—
Only this and nothing more.”

Ah, distinctly I remember it was in the bleak December,

And each separate dying ember wrought its ghost upon the floor.
Eagerly 1 wished the morrow; vainly I had sought to borrow
10 From my books surcease of sorrow—sorrow for the lost Lenore.
For the rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name Lenore:

Nameless here forevermore.

And the silken, sad, uncertain rustling of each purple curtain
Thrilled me—filled me with fantastic terrors never felt before;
18 So that now, to still the beating of my heart, I stood repeating:
“'Tis some visitor entreating entrance at my chamber door,
Some late visitor entreating entrance at my chamber door—
This it is and nothing more.”
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Presently my soul grew stronger; hesitating then no longer,
“Sir,” said I, “or Madam, truly your forgiveness I implore;
But the fact is I was napping, and so gently you came rapping,
And so faintly you came tapping, tapping at my chamber door,
& That I scarce was sure I heard you”—here I opened wide the
door—
Darkness there and nothing more.

Deep into that darkness peering, long I stood there wondering,
fearing,

Doubting, dreaming dreams no mortal ever dared to dream
before;

But the silence was unbroken, and the stillness gave no token,

10 And the only word there spoken was the whispered word,

“Lenore?” '

This 1 whispered; and an echo murmured back the word,
“Lenore”’—

Merely this and nothing more.

Back into the chamber turning, all my soul within me burning,
Soon again I heard a tapping somewhat louder than before.

15 “Surely,” said I, “surely that is something at my window lattice;
Let me see, then, what thereat is, and this mystery explore;
Let my heart be still a moment and this mystery explore—

"Tis the wind and nothing more.”

Open here I flung the shutter, when, with many a flirt and flutter,
20 In there stepped a stately Raven of the saintly days of yore.
Not the least obeisance made he; not a minute stopped or stayed
he; '
But, with mien of lord or lady, perched above my chamber door,
Perched upon a bust of Pallas just above my chamber door—
Perched, and sat, and nothing more.
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Then this ebony bird beguiling my sad fancy into smiling

By the grave and stern decorum of the countenance it wore—

“Though thy crest be shorn and shaven, thou,” I said, “art sure
no craven,

Ghastly grim and ancient Raven wandering from the Nightly
shore;

& Tell me what thy lordly name is on the Night’s Plutonian shore!”
Quoth the Raven, “Nevermore.”

Much I marveled this ungainly fowl to hear discourse so plainly,
Though its answer little meaning—little relevancy bore;
For we cannot help agreeing that no living human being
10 Ever yet was blessed with seeing bird above his chamber door,
Bird or beast upon the sculptured bust above his chamber door,
With such name as “Nevermore.”

But the Raven, sitting lonely on the placid bust, spoke only
That one word, as if his soul in that one word he did outpour;
15 Nothing further then he uttered; not a feather then he fluttered,
Till T scarcely more than muttered, “Other friends have flown
before;
On the morrow he will leave me, as my Hopes have flown before.”
Then the bird said, “Nevermore.”

Startled at the stillness broken by reply so aptly spoken,

20 “Doubtless,” said I “what it utters is its only stock and store,
Caught from some unhappy master whom unmerciful Disaster
Followed fast and followed faster till his songs one burden bore;
Till the dirges of his Hope that melancholy burden bore

Of ‘Never—nevermore.’ ”

25 But the Raven still beguiling all my fancy into smiling,
Straight I wheeled a cushioned seat in front of bird and bust and
door;
Then, upon the velvet sinking, I betook myself to linking
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Fancy unto fancy, thinking what this ominous bird of yore,
What this grim, ungainly, ghastly, gaunt, and ominous bird of
yore,
Meant in croaking “Nevermore.”

This I sat engaged in guessing, but no syllable expressing

To the fowl whose fiery eyes now burned into my bosom’s core;

This and more I sat divining, with my head at ease reclining

On the cushion’s velvet lining that the lamplight gloated o’er,

But whose velvet violet lining with the lamplight gloating o’er
She shall press, ah, nevermore!

10 Then, methought, the air grew denser, perfumed from an unseen
censer
Swung by seraphim whose footfalls tinkled on the tufted floor.
“Wretch,” I cried, “thy God hath lent thee—by these angels he
hath sent thee
Respite—respite and nepenthe from thy memories of Lenore!
Quaff, oh, quaff this kind nepenthe, and forget this lost Lenore!”
18 Quoth the Raven, “Nevermore.”

“Prophet!” said I, “thing of evil! prophet still, if bird or devil!
Whether Tempter sent, or whether tempest tossed thee here
ashore,
Desolate yet all undaunted, on this desert land enchanted—
On this home by Horror haunted—tell me truly, I implore:
20 Is there—is there balm in Gilead ?—tell me—tell me, I implore!”
Quoth the Raven, “Nevermore.”

“Prophet!” said I, “thing of evil—prophet still, if bird or devill
By that Heaven that bends above us, by that God we both adore,
Tell this soul with sorrow laden if, within the distant Aidenn,
26 It shall clasp a sainted maiden whom the angels name Lenore—
Clasp a rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name Lenore!”
Quoth the Raven, “Nevermore.”
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“Be that word our sign of parting, bird or fiend!” I shrieked,
upstarting;
“Get, thee back into the tempest and the Night’s Plutonian shore!
Leave no black plume as a token of that lie thy soul hath spoken!
Leave my loneliness unbroken! quit the bust above my door!
Take thy beak from out my heart, and take thy form from off
my door!”
Quoth the Raven, “Nevermore.”

And the Raven, never flitting, still is sitting, still is sitting
On the pallid bust of Pallas just above my chamber door;
And his eyes have all the seeming of a demon’s that is dreaming;
And the lamplight o’er him streaming throws his shadow on the
floor;
And my soul from out that shadow that lies floating on the floor
Shall be lifted—nevermore!

NOTES AND QUESTIONS

For Biography see page 104.

Discussion. 1. Do you think this poem was written to tell a story
or to give expression to feeling? 2. Tell the incidents of the story con-
tained in the poem. 3. What does the poet say he had hoped to find
in his books that December night? 4. What sound aroused him? 5.
What reasons can you give for the terror which seized him at the sound?
6. Why does the raven seem to bring more gloom and sorrow into the
room? 7. What do you think the “never flitting” raven symbolizes or
represents? 8. What other poems or stories have you read that show
Poe’s love of the mysterious and terrible? 9. Have you ever enjoyed
reading something you could not understand? Did you enjoy it because
your imagination was excited or because you liked the sound of the
words? 10. Find lines of this poem that you like although you can-
not explain them; can you tell why you like them? 11. Find examples
of alliteration in the poem, that is, the repetition of the same letter or
sound at the beginning of two or more words in close succession, as
“podded, nearly napping.” 12. Find words that give or suggest the sound
described. 13. What lines in the first stanza rime? What are the end
words of these lines? 14. What lines in the second stanza rime? What
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are the end words of these lines? 15. Study each stanza to find the
lines that rime and the end words in each. 16. What have you learned
about these end words? 17. What rime do you find in the first line of
the first stanza? In the third line? 18. Find a word in the fourth line
that rimes with the last word in the third line. 19. Study each of the
stanzas in this way to find the rimes in the lines. 20. With which of the
two kinds of adventure mentioned in the Introduction on page 95 does
this poem deal? 21. Is it an imaginative story, or has it some basis of
fact or legend? 22. “Lenore” represents Poe’s young wife, who, it was
certain, could not live long. In this poem, written two years before her
death, Poe imagined what his feelings would be at her death. Point out
lines that express these feelings. 23. What were you told in the Intro-
duction on page 96 about the value of creative reading, or reading in such
a way as to see the story in action through your imagination? 24. Which
of these narratives by Poe can you see the more clearly? 25. Find in the
Glossary the meaning of: surcease; beguiling; craven; divining; censer.
26. Pronounce: obeisance; decorum; placid; ominous; respite.

Phrases for Study

wrought its ghost, 107, 8 one burden bore, 109, 22

Night'’s Plutonian shore, 109, 5 dirges of his Hope, 109, 23

little relevancy bore, 109, 8 Iinking fancy unto fancy, 109, 27
stock and store, 109, 20 balm in Gilead, 110, 20

Olass Reading. Bring to class and read “Annabel Lee” and “The
Bells,” Poe.

Magazine Reading. Bring to class and read, or make a brief oral
report on, the best story of mystery that you have read in a magasine.



NARRATIVES IN VERSE

BONNIE GEORGE CAMPBELL

" FoLk BarLap

High upon Highlands,
and low upon Tay,
Bonnie George Campbell

rade out on a day.

s Saddled and bridled,
and gallant rade he;
Hame cam his guid horse,
but never cam he.

Out cam his auld mither
10 greeting fu’ sair,!
And out came his bonnie bride
riving2 her hair.

1 greeting fu’ sair, weeping bitterly 2 riving, tearing
113



114 THE ELSON READERS—BOOK VIII (8th Grade)

“The meadow lies green,
the corn is unshorn,

But Bonnie George Campbell
will never return.”

6 Saddled and bridled
and booted rade he;
A plume in his helmet,
a sword at his knee.

Saddled and bridled
10 and booted rade he;
Toom?® hame cam the saddle,
but never cam he!

NOTES AND QUESTIONS

The Ballad. The folk-ballads, of which “Bonnie George Campbell”
is an excellent example, have come down to us from the far-off past.
Such ballads are not the work of any one author, but, like the stories of
King Arthur, were preserved mainly in the memories of men. Some of
them were sung or recited to the music of the harp or lute by minstrels
who wandered from village to village, and from castle to castle, entertain-
ing their hearers in return for food and lodging; or by the bards and
minstrels who were maintained by kings and nobles to entertain them
and to celebrate their deeds and honors. Often these ballads were made
by the people, not by professional singers, and were expressions of the
folk love of adventure. Indeed, the best definition of a popular, or folk,
ballad is “a tale telling itself in song.” This means that it always tells
a story; that it has no known author, being eomposed by several people
or by a community and then handed down orally, without ever being
put into writing, from generation to generation; and finally, that it is
sung, not recited. In this way such folk-ballads as “Sir Patrick Spens” and
“Bonnie George Campbell” were transmitted for generations, in different
versions, before they were written down and became a part of what we
call literature. When the invention of the printing press made it pos-
sible to put these old ballads into a permanent form, they were collected

3 toom, empty
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from the recitations of old men and women who knew them, and printed.
Thus they have become a precious literary possession, telling us some-
thing of the life, the history, and the standards, superstitions, and beliefs
of distant times, and thrilling us with their stirring stories. The beauty
of these old ballads lies in the stories they tell, and in their directness
and simplicity. They merely tell the main facts of the story, leaving
details to the imagination of the reader. They are almost wholly without
literary ornament; their language is the language of the people, not of
the king’s court.

Many modern poets have written stories in verse which are also called
ballads. Some of these imitate the old ballads not only in form and
simple, unadorned language, but also in the use of old-fashioned words
and expressions. Other modern ballads are simple narratives in verse—
short stories dealing with stirring subjects, with battle, adventure, etc.
But while the true old ballad directs the attention to the story only, the
modern ballads often introduce descriptions of the characters.

Discussion. 1. Who can read this poem so well that the listeners
may gain the thought of the story? 2. Who is the hero? 3. Note that
this ballad suggests an emotion, but not the poet’s; whose emotion is
suggested? 4. Their grief is told by the effects of the hero’s failure to
return home; what are these effects? 5. Notice that the details of the
hero’s death are left to the reader’s imagination. 6. Who is speaking in
the fourth stanza? 7. Make a list of the Scotch words that you could
understand from the context; of those that it was necessary for you to
look up. 8. What characteristics of the folk-ballad does this poem have?
How have the old ballads come down to us? 9. What other old ballad
have you read? 10. You will enjoy hearing phonograph records of modern
ballads, such as Kipling’s “Fuzzy-Wuzzy,” “Gypsy Trail,” “On the Road to
Mandalay,” etc.
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JOHN GILPIN
WiLLiam CowPER

John Gilpin was a citizen
Of credit and renown;

A trainband captain eke was he
Of famous London town.

8 John Gilpin’s spouse said to her dear:

“Though wedded we have been
These twice ten tedious years, yet we
No holiday have seen.

“Tomorrow is our wedding-day,
10 And we will then repair
Unto the Bell at Edmonton,
All in a chaise and pair.

“My sister, and my sister’s child,
Myself, and children three
18 Will fill the chaise; so you must ride
On horseback after we.”

He soon replied—“I do admire
Of womankind but one,
And you are she, my dearest dear;
20 Therefore it shall be done.

“I am a linendraper bold,
As all the world doth know;
And my good friend the calender
Will lend his horse to go.”
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Quoth Mistress Gilpin—“That’s well said;
And for that wine is dear,

We will be furnished with our own,
Which is both bright and clear.”

8 John Gilpin kissed his loving wife;
O’erjoyed was he to find
That, though on pleasure she was bent,
She had a frugal mind. ,

The morning came, the chaise was brought,
10 But yet was not allowed
To drive up to the door, lest all
Should say that she was proud.

So three doors off the chaise was stayed,
Where they did all get in,
15 Six precious souls and all agog
To dash through thick and thin,

" Smack went the whip, round went the wheels;
Were never folks so glad;
The stones did rattle underneath,
20  As if Cheapside were mad.

John Gilpin at his horse’s side
Seized fast the flowing mane;

And up he got, in haste to ride,
But soon came down again;

26 For saddletree scarce reached had he,
His journey to begin,
When, turning round his head, he saw
Three customers come in.



118 THE ELSON READERS—BOOK VIII (8th Grade)

So down he came; for loss of time,
Although it grieved him sore,

Yet loss of pence, full well he knew,
Would trouble him much more.

8 'Twas long before the customers
Were suited to their mind,
When Betty screaming came downstairs,
“The wine is left behind!”

“Good lack!” quoth he, “yet bring it me,
10 My leathern belt likewise,
In which I bear my trusty sword
When I do exercise.”

Now Mistress Gilpin (careful soull)
Had two stone bottles found,
18 To hold the liquor that she loved,
And keep it safe and sound.

Each bottle had a curling ear,
Through which the belt he drew,
And hung a bottle on each side
20 To make his balance true.

Then over all, that he might be
Equipped from top to toe,

His long red cloak, well brushed and neat,
He manfully did throw.

25 Now see nim mounted once again
Upon his nimble steed,
Full slowly pacing o’er the stones,
With caution and good heed.
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But finding soon a smoother road
Beneath his well-shod feet,

The snorting beast began to trot,
Which galled him in his seat.

8 So “Fair and softly,” John he cried;
But John he cried. in vain;
That trot became a gallop soon,
In spite of curb and rein.

So stooping down, as needs he must
10 Who cannot sit upright,
He grasped the mane with both his hands
And eke with all his might.

His horse, who never in that sort
Had handled been before,
15 What thing upon his back had got
Did wonder more and more.

Away went Gilpin, neck or naught;
Away went hat and wig;
He little dreamt, when he set out,
20 Of running such a rig.

The wind did blow, the cloak did fly,
Like streamer long and gay,

Till, loop and button failing both,
At last it flew away.

25 Then might all people well discern
The bottles he had slung;
A bottle swinging at each side,
As hath been said or sung.
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The dogs did bark, the children screamed;
Up flew the windows all;

And every soul cried out, “Well done!”
As loud as he could bawl.

8 Away went Gilpin—who but he?
His fame soon spread around;
“He carries weight!” “He rides a racel”
“*Tis for a thousand pound!”

And still as fast as he drew near,
10 'Twas wonderful to view
How in a trice the turnpike men
Their gates wide open threw.

And now, as he went bowing down
His reeking head full low,

18 The bottles twain behind his back
Were shattered at a blow.

Down ran the wine into the road,
Most piteous to be seen;
Which made his horse’s flanks to smoke
20 As they had basted been.

But still he seemed to carry weight,
With leathern girdle braced;

For all might see the bottle-necks
Still dangling at his waist.

28 Thus all through merry Islington,
These gambols he did play,
Until he came unto the Wash
Of Edmonton so gay;



JOHN GILPIN

121

And there he threw the Wash about,
On both sides of the way,

Just like unto a trundling mop,
Or a wild goose at play.

5 At Edmonton, his loving wife
From the balcony spied
Her tender husband, wondering much
To see how he did ride.

“Stop, stop, John Gilpin!—Here’s the house!”
10 They all at once did cry;
“The dinner waits, and we are tired.”
Said Gilpin—“So am 1.”

But yet his horse was not a whit
Inclined to tarry there;
15 For why? His owner had a house
Full ten miles off, at Ware.

So like an arrow swift he flew,
Shot by an archer strong;
So did he fly—which brings me to
20 The middle of my song.

Away went Gilpin, out of breath,
And sore against his will,

Till, at his friend the calender’s,
His horse at last stood still.

26 The calender, amazed to see
His neighbor in such trim,
Laid down his pipe, flew to the gate,
And thus accosted him:
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“What news? what news? your tidings tell;
Tell me you must and shall—

Say why bareheaded you are come,
Or why you come at all?”

5 Now Gilpin had a pleasant wit,
And loved a timely joke;
And thus unto the calender,
In merry guise, he spoke:

“I came because your horse would come;
10 And, if I well forbode,
My hat and wig will soon be here—
They are upon the road.”

The calender, right glad to find
His friend in merry pin,
15 Returned him not a single word.
But to the house went in;

When straight he came, with hat and wig—
A wig that flowed behind,
A hat not much the worse for wear,
20 Each comely in its kind.

He held them up, and in his turn,
Thus showed his ready wit:

“My head is twice as big as yours,
They therefore needs must fit.

25 “But let me scrape the dirt away
That hangs upon your face;
And stop and eat, for well you may
Be in a hungry case.”
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Said John—“It is my wedding-day,
And all the world would stare,

If wife should dine at Edmonton
And I should dine at Ware.”

8 So turning to his horse, he said,
“I am in haste to dine;
"Twas for your pleasure you came here;
You shall go back for mine.”

Ah! luckless speech and bootless boast,
10 For which he paid full dear;
For while he spake, a braying ass
Did sing most loud and clear;

Whereat his horse did snort, as he
Had heard a lion roar,
18 And galloped off with all his might,
As he had done before.

Away went Gilpin, and away
Went Gilpin’s hat and wig;

He lost them sooner than at first,

20  For why? They were too big.

Now Mistress Gilpin, when she saw
Her husband posting down

Into the country far away,
She pulled out half-a-crown;

26 And thus unto the youth she said,
That drove them to the Bell,
“This shall be yours, when you bring back
My husband safe and well.”
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The youth did ride, and soon did meet
John coming back amain;

Whom in a trice he tried to stop
By catching at his rein;

5 But not performing what he meant,
And gladly would have done,
The frightened steed he frighted more
And made him faster run.

Away went Gilpin, and away
10 Went postboy at his heels;
The postboy’s horse right glad to miss
The lumbering of the wheels.

Six gentlemen upon the road,
Thus seeing Gilpin fly,
15 With postboy scampering in the rear,
They raised a hue and cry:

-“Stop thief! stop thief!—a highwayman!”
Not one of them was mute;
And all and each that passed that way
20 Did join in the pursuit.

And now the turnpike-gates again
Flew open in short space,

The toll-men thinking, as before,
That Gilpin rode a race.

26 And so he did, and won it too,
For he got first to town;
Nor stopped till where he had got up
He did again get down.
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Now let us sing, Long live the King,
And Gilpin, long live he;

And when he next doth ride abroad,
May I be there to see!

NOTES AND QUESTIONS

Biography. William Cowper (1731-1800) was born at Great Berk-
hamstead, England. He attended Westminster School and later was ad-
mitted to the bar. He wrote a number of long poems, of which The
Task is probably the best known. “John Gilpin” is undoubtedly his
most popular short poem. Cowper suffered greatly from melancholy;
one day when he was feeling depressed, a friend told him the story of
John Gilpin. He was so much amused that he determined to share his
enjoyment with others, and the next day he wrote the ballad.

Discussion. 1. How does the poet's language add to the humor of
the poem? 2. Find stanzas in which the humor is furnished entirely by
the poet’s manner of telling something. 3. What expression in line 12,
page 116, shows that this is not a very modern poem? 4. What do you
think was the poet’s purpose in writing this ballad? 5. Have you read
any other poems that amuse and entertain you as this ballad does? 6. Can
you name an American poet who has written humorous poems? 7. What
good does such a poem as this do? 8. The story of this poem is a good
one to test your power of visualizing incidents and scenes, as you were
advised to do in the Introduction on page 98. Make a list of the pictures
that would be contained in your “private moving picture show” for this
story. Where in this series would you place the picture on page 1137 9.
Find in the Glossary the meaning of: trainband; calender; agog; trice;
gambol; guise; bootless; posting; amain. 10. Pronounce: tedious; comely.

Phrases for Study

of credit and renown, 1186, 2 running such a rig, 119, 20
chaise and pair, 116, 12 he carries weight, 120, 7
for that, 117, 2 basted been, 120, 20

neck or naught, 119, 17 in merry pin, 122, 14

Magazine Reading. Bring to class and read, or make a brief report
on, the most interesting narrative in verse that you have read in a
magazgine.
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THE HIGHWAYMAN
ALFRED NoYES
PART ONE

The wind was a torrent of darkness among the gusty trees;
The moon was a ghostly galleon tossed upon cloudy seas;
The road was a ribbon of moonlight over the purple moor;
And the highwayman came riding—

Riding—riding—
The highwayman came riding, up to the old inn door.

He’d a French cocked hat on his forehead, a bunch of lace °
at his chin,
A coat of the claret velvet, and breeches of brown doeskin;
They fitted with never a wrinkle; his boots were up to the thigh!
And he rode with a jeweled twinkle,
His pistol butts a-twinkle,
His rapier hilt a-twinkle, under the jeweled sky.

Over the cobbles he clattered and clashed in the dark inn yard;

And he tapped with his whip on the shutters, but all was locked
and barred;

He whistled a tune to the window, and who should be waiting
there

But the landlord’s black-eyed daughter,

Bess, the landlord’s daughter, .
Plaiting a dark red love knot into her long black hair.

And dark in the dark old inn yard a stable-wicket creaked
Where Tim the ostler listened; his face was white and peaked;
His eyes were hollows of madness, his hair like moldy hay,
But he loved the landlord’s daughter,

The landlord’s red-lipped daughter;
Dumb as a dog he listened, and he heard the robber say—
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“One kiss, my bonny sweetheart; I'm after a prize tonight;
But I shall be back with the yellow gold before the morning
light;
Yet, if they press me sharply, and harry me through the day,
Then look for me by moonlight;
5  Watch for me by moonlight ;
T’ll come to thee by moonlight, though hell should bar the way.”

He rose upright in the stirrups; he scarce could reach her hand,

But she loosened her hair i’ the casement! His face burned like
a brand

As the black cascade of perfume came tumbling over his breast;

10 And he kissed its waves in the moonlight
(Oh, sweet black waves in the moonlight!) ;

Then he tugged at his rein in the moonlight, and galloped away

to the West.

PART TWO

He did not come in the dawning; he did not come at noon;
And out o’ the tawny sunset, before the rise o’ the moon,
15 When the road was a gypsy’s ribbon, looping the purple moor,
A redcoat troop came marching—
Marching—marching—
King George’s men came marching, up to the old inn door.

They said no word to the landlord; they drank his ale instead;
20 But they gagged his daughter and bound her to the foot of her

narrow bed;

Two of them knelt at her casement, with muskets at their side!

There was death at every window;

And hell at one dark window;

For Bess could see, through her casement, the road that he would

ride.
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They had tied her up to ‘attention, with many a sniggering jest;
They had bound a musket beside her, with the barrel beneath her
breast!
“Now keep good watch!” and they kissed her.
She heard the dead man say:
8 Look for me by moonlight;
Watch for me by moonlight;
I’ll come to thee by moonlight, though hell should ban the way!

She twisted her hands behind her; but all the knots held good!

She writhed her hands till her fingers were wet with sweat or
blood!

10 They stretched and strained in the darkness, and the hours

crawled by like years,

Till, now, on the stroke of midnight,

Cold on the stroke of midnight,
The tip of one finger touched it! The trigger at least was hers!

The tip of one finger touched it; she strove no more for the rest!
15 Up, she stood to attention, with the barrel beneath her breast.
She would not risk their hearing; she would not strive again;
For the road lay bare in the moonlight,
Blank and bare in the moonlight;
And the blood of her veins in the moonlight throbbed to her
love’s refrain.

20 Tlot-tlot; tlot-tlot! Had they heard it? The horse-hoof’s ring-
ing clear;
Tlot-tlot, tlot-tlot, in the distance! Were they deaf that they
did not hear?
Down the ribbon of moonlight, over the brow of the hill,
The highwayman came riding,
Riding—riding—
25 The redcoats looked to their priming! She stood up, straight
and still!
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Tlot-tlot, in the frosty silence! Tlot-tlot, in the echoing night!
Nearer he came and nearer! Her face was like a light!
Her eyes grew wide for a moment ; she drew one last deep breath;
Then her finger moved in the moonlight;
5  Her musket shattered the moonlight;
Shattered her breast in the moonlight and warned him—with
her death.

He turned; he spurred to the westward; he did not know who
stood

Bowed, with her head o’er the musket, drenched with her own
red blood!

Not till the dawn he heard it, and slowly blanched to hear

10 How Bess, the landlord’s daughter,
The landlord’s black-eyed daughter,

Had watched for her love in the moonlight, and died in the

darkness there.

Back he spurred like a madman, shrieking a curse to the sky,

With the white road smoking behind him, and his rapier bran-
dished high!

15 Blood red were his spurs i’ the golden noon; wine-red was his

velvet coat,

When they shot him down on the highway,

Down like a dog on the highway ;

And he lay in his blood on the highway, with the bunch of lace

at his throat.

And still of a winter’s night, they say, when the wind 8 in the
trees,

20 When the moon 18 a ghostly galleon tossed upon cloudy seas,
When the road is a ribbon of moonlight over the purple moor,
A highwayman comes riding —

Riding—riding—
A highwayman comes riding, up to the old inn door.
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Over the cobbles he clatters and clangs in the dark inn yard;

And he taps with his whip on the shutters, but all is locked and
barred;

He whistles a tune to the window, and who should be waiting
there

But the landlord’s black-eyed daughter,

Bess, the landlord’s daughter,
Plaiting a dark red love knot into her long black hair.

NOTES AND QUESTIONS

Biography. Alfred Noyes (1880- ), an English poet, livesin London.
He was educated at Oxford University, and has since devoted himself to
literature, contributing to many English magazines. During the World
War he wrote many stirring poems, one of the best of which is “Kilmeny.”
In 1918-1919 Mr. Noyes lectured in the United States and taught litera-
ture at Princeton University.

Discussion. 1. Where is the scene of this story laid? At what time?
How can you tell? 2. How did people travel at that time? 3. How do
you think the highwayman expected to get his “prize”? 4. Whom does
he mean when he says, “If they press me sharply”? 5. What are we to
imagine that Tim, the ostler, did? 6. How does the poet want you to feel
toward Tim? 7. What did the troopers expect the highwayman to do?
8. How was he warned? 9. Why did he not remain in hiding after his
escape? 10. Does it seem fitting that the highwayman should meet a
violent death? Why? 11. What comparisons are made in the first
stanza? Which of these can you picture most clearly? 12. How does
the poet suggest the movement of the horse? How does he suggest the
movement of the troopers? 13. What is added to the story by the last
two stanzas of the poem? 14. Read again what is said of this poem in
the Introduction on page 95; mention other poems you have read that
were based on an old legend. 15. Compare your “private moving picture
show” of this story with that of “John Gilpin”; which do you see the
more clearly? 16. Find in the Glossary the meaning of: plaiting; harry;
casement © looping: priming. 17. Pronounce: moor; breeches; rapier;
ostler.

Class BReading. Bring to class and read aloud “Kilmeny” (in The
Elson Readers, Book Scven), and other narrative poems by Noyes.
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LOCHINVAR
SR WALTER Scorr

Oh, young Lochinvar is come out of the West;
Through all the wide Border his steed was the best;
And save his good broadsword he weapons had none.
He rode all unarmed, and he rode all alone.

5 So faithful in love, and so dauntless in war,
There never was knight like the young Lochinvar.

He stayed not for brake, and he stopped not for stone;
He swam the Eske river where ford there was none;
But ere he alighted at Netherby gate,

10 The bride had consented; the gallant came late;
For a laggard in love, and a dastard in war,
Was to wed the fair Ellen of brave Lochinvar.

So, boldly he entered the Netherby hall,

"Mong bridesmen and kinsmen and brothers and all;
15 Then spoke the bride’s father, his hand on his sword

(For the poor craven bridegroom said never a word),

“Oh, come ye in peace here, or come yé in war,

Or to dance at our bridal, young Lord Lochinvar?”

“I long wooed your daughter; my suit you denied—
20 Love swells like the Solway ; but ebbs like its tide;

And now I am come, with this lost love of mine

To lead but one measure, drink one cup of wine.

There are maidens in Scotland more lovely by far

That would gladly be bride to the young Lochinvar.”
5 The bride kissed the goblet; the knight took it up;

He quaffed off the wine, and he threw down the cup,



o

10

20

132 THE ELSON READERS—BOOK VIII (8th Grade)

She looked down to blush, and she looked up to sigh,
With a smile on her lips and a tear in her eye.

He took her soft hand ere her mother could bar—
“Now tread we a measure!” said young Lochinvar.

So stately his form, and so lovely her face,

That never a hall such a galliard did grace;

‘While her mother did fret, and her father did fume,

And the bridegroom stood dangling his bonnet and plume;
And the bride-maidens whispered, “ "'Twere better by far
To have matched our fair cousin with young Lochinvar.”

One touch to her hand, and one word in her ear,

When they reached the hall door and the charger stood near;
So light to the croup the fair lady he swung, '

So light to the saddle before her he sprung!

“She is won! We are gone, over bank, bush, and scar!

They’ll have fleet steeds that follow!” quoth young Lochinvar.

There was mounting 'mong Graemes of the Netherby clan;
Forsters, Fenwicks, and Musgraves, they rode and they ran;
There was racing and chasing on Cannobie Lee;

But the lost bride of Netherby ne’er did they see.

So daring in love, and so dauntless in war,

Have ye e’er heard of gallant like young Lochinvar?

NOTES AND QUESTIONS

Biography. Walter Scott (1771-1832) was born in Edinburgh, Scot-
land. Even in his childhood he loved nothing better than to wander
through Scotland, looking up castles and ruins and listening to the stories
connected with them as told by the old people of the villages. He be-
came familiar with all the ballads and legends of his locality, and these,
with Bishop Percy’s collection of ballads, which he read later, exerted a
strong influence on his life. He loved the history and romance of Scot-
land and made them known to all the world through his many poems
and novels. :
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In his long poem, Marmion, Scott represents Lady Heron as singing
the ballad, “Lochinvar,” to the accompaniment of the harp. “Lochinvar”
is based on the old ballad “Katharine Janfarie.”

Discussion. 1. What geographical references tell you that the scene
of this story is laid in Scotland? 2. What names mentioned do you rec-
ognize as Scotch names? 3. Find a line in the first stanza that sums
up the character of Lochinvar. 4. Find a line in the second stanza that
describes the character of the bridegroom. 5. Find a line in the third
stanza that adds to the picture of the bridegroom given in the second
stanza. 6. How is the reader affected by the contrast between the two
men? 7. Find the question asked by the bride’s father. Why was his
hand on his sword as he asked it? 8. What impression did Lochinvar
give the bride’s father by his answer? 9. Do you think Lochinvar was
sincere in his response? 10. Describe the picture the sixth stanza makes
you see. 11. What did Lochinvar accomplish by means of the dance?
12. What were we told in the first stanza that explains Lochinvar’s
escape? 13. Who are mentioned as the pursuers? 14. What do you know
of the methods of travel and communication before 18007 15. What two
kinds of adventure are mentioned in the Introduction on page 95? Which
of these kinds does this story narrate? 16. In this poem Scott has imi-
tated the old ballad style; point out some of the passages that show this.
17. Find in the Glossary the meaning of: Border; brake; measure; bar;
galliard; bonnet; croup; scar. 18. Pronounce: Lochinvar; dauntless; gal-
lant.

Class Reading. Bring to class and read Longfellow’s ballad “The Skel-
eton in Armor” (in The Elson Readers, Book Seven), noting the similarity
of theme.

THE LEAP OF ROUSHAN BEG
HeENRY WaDSWORTH LONGFELLOW

Mounted on Kyrat strong and fleet,
His chestnut steed with four white feet,
Roushan Beg, called Kurroglou,
Son of the road and bandit chief,
s Seeking refuge and relief,
Up the mountain pathway flew.
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Such was the Kyrat’s wondrous speed,
Never yet could any steed
Reach the dust-cloud in his course.
More than maiden, more than wife,
5 More than gold, and next to life

Roushan the Robber loved his horse.

In the land that lies beyond
Erzeroum and Trebizond,
Garden-girt, his fortress stood;
10 Plundered khan, or caravan
Journeying north from Koordistan,
Gave him wealth and wine and food.

Seven hundred and fourscore
Men at arms his livery wore;

15 Did his bidding night and day.
Now, through regions all unknown,
He was wandering, lost, alone,

Seeking, without guide, his way.

Suddenly the pathway ends;
20 Sheer the precipice descends;

Loud the torrent roars unseen;
Thirty feet from side to side
Yawns the chasm; on air must ride

He who crosses this ravine.

26 Following close in his pursuit,
At the precipice’s foot
Reyhan the Arab of Orfah
Halted with his hundred men,
Shouting upward from the glen,
30 “Lg Illah illa Allah!”
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Gently Roushan Beg caressed
Kyrat’s forehead, neck, and breast;
Kissed him upon both his eyes;
Sang to him in his wild way,
5 As upon the topmost spray
Sings a bird before it flies:

“O my Kyrat, O my steed,
Round and slender as a reed,
Carry me this peril through!
10 Satin housings shall be thine,
Shoes of gold, O Kyrat mine,
O thou soul of Kurroglou!

“Soft thy skin as silken skein;
Soft as woman’s hair thy mane;
18 Tender are thine eyes and true;
All thy hoofs like ivory shine,
Polished bright; O life of mine,

Leap, and rescue Kurroglou!”

Kyrat, then, the strong and fleet,
20 Drew together his four white feet,
Paused a moment on the verge,
Measured with his eye the space,
And into the air’s embrace
Leaped as leaps the ocean surge.

25 As the ocean surge o’er sand
Bears a swimmer safe to land,
Kyrat safe his rider bore;
Rattling down the deep abyss

Fragments of the precipice
30 Rolled like pebbles on a shore.
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Roushan’s tasseled cap of red
Trembled not upon his head;
Careless sat he and upright;
Neither hand nor bridle shook;
5 Nor his head he turned to look,
As he galloped out of sight.

Flash of harness in the air,
Seen a moment, like the glare
Of a sword drawn from its sheath;
10 Thus the phantom horseman passed,
And the shadow that he cast
Leaped the cataract underneath.

Reyhan the Arab held his breath
While this vision of life and death
15 Passed above him. “Allahul”
Cried he. “In all Koordistan
Lives there not so brave a man
As this Robber Kurroglou!”

NOTES AND QUESTIONS

Biography. Henry Wadsworth Longfellow (1807-1882), one of the
greatest of American poets, was born in Portland, Maine. He was grad-
uated from Bowdoin College in 1825, in the same class with Nathaniel
Hawthorne. While in college Longfellow developed a great interest in
foreign languages and also showed marked ability in verse-making. He
spent three years in Europe and upon his return became professor of
modern languages at Bowdoin. Outre Mer, his first book, is in prose, and
gives an account of his life in Europe.

From Bowdoin, Longfellow went to Harvard University to teach,
but in 1854 he gave up his college work and devoted himself to the
writing of poetry. By his many translations from foreign tongues Long-
fellow has greatly enriched our literature; but in his own poems he
remained thoroughly American. The titles, “poet of culture,” “poet of
peace, of the home, and history,” and “the children’s poet,” which have
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been bestowed upon him show the nature of his work and the esteem in
which he is held. Longfellow won recognition from the lovers of poetry
in England as well as in America, and after his death his bust was placed
in the “Poets’ Corner” in Westminster Abbey, where stand memorials to
Shakespeare and others who have won imperishable fame.

Discussion. 1. Describe in your own words Roushan Beg’s perilous
position before the leap. 2. What do you think had brought him to this
peril? 3. Find lines that show his love for his horse. 4. Find lines that
tell how he gained his wealth. 5. What shows Kyrat’s intelligence? 6. To
what does the poet compare the leap of the horse? 7. To which one of
the two, Roushan Beg or Kyrat, does the greater part of the credit belong
for the leap? Why? 8. To whom did the watching Arab give the
credit? 9. How did the bearing of Roushan Beg after the leap influence
the Arab? 10. Describe the appearance of Kyrat. 11. Compare Kyrat
with Coaly-Bay; what likenesses do you find? 12. Why would you call
this poem a ballad? 13. What other ballads by Longfellow have you read?
14. Find in the Glossary the meaning of: fourscore; livery; housings;
verge. 15. Pronounce: Roushan; khan; chasm; forehead.

Phrases for Study

son of the road, 183, 4 into the air’s embrace, 185, 23
reach the dust-cloud, 134, 3 vision of life and death, 136, 14

Class Reading. Bring to class and read “Muléykeh,” Browning.

“HOW THEY BROUGHT THE GOOD NEWS FROM
GHENT TO AIX”

RoBERT BrROWNING

I sprang to the stirrup, and Joris, and he;
I galloped, Dirck galloped, we galloped all three;
“Good speed!” cried the watch, as the gatebolts undrew;
“Speed!” echoed the wall to us galloping through;
8 Behind shut the postern; the lights sank to rest;
And into the midnight we galloped abreast.
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Not a word to each other; we kept the great pace

Neck by neck, stride by stride; never changing our place;
I turned in my saddle and made its girths tight,

Then shortened each stirrup, and set the pique right,
Rebuckled the cheek-strap, chained slacker the bit,

Nor galloped less steadily Roland a whit.

"Twas moonset at starting; but while we drew near
Lokeren, the cocks crew, and twilight dawned clear;

At Boom, a great yellow star came out to see;

At Diiffeld, twas morning as plain as could be;

And from Mecheln church-steeple we heard the half-chime,
So Joris broke silence with, “Yet there is time!”

At Aershot, up leaped of a sudden the sun,

And against him the cattle stood black every one,
To stare through the mist at us galloping past;
And I saw my stout galloper Roland at last,
With resolute shoulders, each butting away

The haze, as some bluff river headland its spray;

And his low head and crest, just one sharp ear bent back
For my voice, and the other pricked out on his track;
And one eye’s black intelligence—ever that glance

O’er its white edge at me, his own master, askance!

And the thick, heavy spume-flakes which aye and anon
His fierce lips shook upward in galloping on.

By Hasselt, Dirck groaned; and cried Joris, “Stay spur!
Your Roos galloped bravely—the fault’s not in her;

We'll remember at Aix”"—for one heard the quick wheeze
Of her chest, saw the stretched neck and staggering knees,
And sunk tail, and horrible heave of the flank,

30 As down on her haunches she shuddered and sank.
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So we were left galloping, Joris and 1;

Past Looz and past Tongres, no cloud in the sky;

The broad sun above laughed a pitiless laugh;

"Neath our feet broke the brittle bright stubble like chaff;
Till over by Dalhem a dome-spire sprang white,

And “Gallop,” gasped Joris, “for Aix is in sight!”

“How they’ll greet us!”—and all in a moment his roan
Rolled neck and croup over, lay dead as a stone;

And there was my Roland to bear the whole weight
Of the news which alone could save Aix from her fate,
With his nostrils like pits full of blood to the brim,
And with circles of red for his eye-sockets’ rim.

Then I cast loose my buffcoat, each holster let fall,

Shook off both my jack-boots, let go belt and all,

Stood up ip the stirrup, leaned, patted his ear,

Called my Roland his pet name, my horse without peer;
Clapped my hands, laughed and sang, any noise, bad or good,
Till at length into Aix Roland galloped and stood.

And all I remember is—friends flocking round

As I sat with his head 'twixt my knees on the ground;

And no voice but was praising this Roland of mine,

As I poured down his throat our last measure of wine,

Which (the burgesses voted by common consent)

Was no more than his due who brought good news from Ghent.

NOTES AND QUESTIONS

For Biography see page 87.

Discussion. 1. This poem is without historical basis; the ride
occurred only in the mind of the poet; what does this tell you of
Browning’s power of imagination? 2. Does he tell what he im-
agined the good news was? 3. Why do you think three riders started
to carry this news? 4. How does the beginning of the poem give you
the impression of haste? 5. At what time did the messengers start?



140 THE ELSON READERS—BOOK VIII (8th Grade)

6. How is the passing of time noted by the riders? 7. When did the
rider see his horse for the first time during the ride? Why had he not
seen him before? 8. Would the news which you imagine the messengers
were carrying require such haste as is described in the poem? 9. Which
stanza gives the most vivid impression of haste? Which gives the im-
pression of endurance? Which is the expression of desperation? 10. To
whom does the rider give the credit for carrying the message? To whom
would you give it? Why? 11. Find in the Glossary the meaning of:
abreast; slacker; butting; bluff; askance; peer; burgess. 12. Pronounce:
Ghent; Aix; pique.

Phrases for 8Study

aye and anon, 138, 23 laughed a pitiless laugh, 139, 3
stay spur, 138, 25 by common consent, 189, 23

INCIDENT OF THE FRENCH CAMP
RoBERT BROWNING

You know, we French stormed Ratisbon;
A mile or so away,

On a little mound, Napoleon
Stood on our storming-day;

5 With neck out-thrust, you fancy how,

Legs wide, arms locked behind,

As if to balance the prone brow
Oppressive with its mind.

Just as perhaps he mused, “My plans
10 That soar, to earth may fall,
Let once my army-leader Lannes
Waver at yonder wall”—
Out ’'twixt the battery-smokes there flew
A rider, bound on bound
15 Full-galloping; nor bridle drew
Until he reached the mound.
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Then off there flung in smiling joy,
And held himself erect

By just his horse’s mane, a boy;
You hardly could suspect

& (So tight he kept his lips compressed,

Scarce any blood came through)—

You looked twice e’er you saw his breast
Was all but shot in two.

“Well,” cried he, “Emperor, by God’s grace
10 We've got you Ratisbon!
The Marshal’s in the market-place,
And you’ll be there anon
To see your flag-bird flap his vans
Where I, to heart’s desire,
15 Perched him!” The chief’s eye flashed; his plans
Soared up again like fire,

The chief’s eye flashed ; but presently
Softened itself, as sheathes

A film the mother-eagle’s eye

20 When her bruised eaglet breathes;

“You're wounded!” “Nay,” his soldier’s pride
Touched to the quick, he said:

“I’m killed, Sire!” And his chief beside,
Smiling, the boy fell dead.

NOTES AND QUESTIONS

For Biography see page 87.

Historical Note. Ratisbon, a walled city of Bavaria, was besieged in
1809 by Napoleon. The Bavarians made such a vigorous defense for five
days that Napoleon’s victory was no small achievement. The poem, based
on this incident, shows the beauty of a devotion to duty that forgets self.
It also shows the admiration of soldiers for such a leader as Napoleon.

Discussion. 1. Find lines that verify the statements made in the In-
troduction on page 95 about this poem. 2. What does the expression,
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“we French,” tell you about the speaker? 3. Where was Napoleon at the
time Ratisbon was “stormed”? 4. Describe in your own words the position
in which he stood. 5. What were Napoleon’s thoughts as he stood on the
mound? 6. Why is his sentence not finished? 7. What would Napoleon
think when he saw a horse galloping toward him? 8. At what was he
surprised? 9. What lines make us feel his shock of horror? 10. What
was the boy’s message? 11. Had he reason for his “smiling joy”? 12.
Why does the poet repeat the words, “The chief’s eye flashed”? What did
the flashing of the eye show? 13. What different thought caused his eye
to soften? 14. To what does the poet compare the softening of Napo-
leon’s eye? 15. Why does the thought of the eagle seem appropriate in
connection with Napoleon? 16. Who is the hero of this story? 17. What
thought gave him power to smile in spite of his terrible pain? 18. Read
the lines from Tennyson on page 93. Why are they especially fitting to
introduce a group of selections that includes many stories of heroic ad-
venture? 19. Find in the Glossary the meaning of: prone; oppressive;
flag-bird ; van.

Suggestions for Theme Topics. (Two-Minute Talks.) 1. A true war
incident, preferably of the World War. 2. A story illustrating devotion
to a leader and a cause. 3. A description of Napoleon’s personal ap-
pearance.

A BALLAD OF JOHN SILVER
JOHN MASEFIELD

We were schooner-rigged and rakish, with a long and lissome
hull,

And we flew the pretty colors of the cross-bones and the skull;

We'd a big black Jolly Roger flapping grimly at the fore,

And we sailed the Spanish Water in the happy days of yore.

We'd a long brass gun amidship, like a well-conducted ship;

We had each a brace of pistols and a cutlass at the hip;

It’s a point which tells against us, and a fact to be deplored,

But we chased the goodly merchant-men and laid their ships
aboard.
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Then the dead men fouled the scuppers, and the wounded filled
the chains,

And the paint-work all was spatter-dashed with other people’s
brains;

She was boarded, she was looted, she was scuttled till she sank,

And the pale survivors left us by the medium of the plank.

Oh! then it was (while standing by the taffrail on the poop)
We could hear the drowning folk lament the absent chicken-
coop;

- Then, having washed the blood away, we'd little else to do

Than to dance a quiet hornpipe as the old salts taught us to.

q
Oh! the fiddle on the fo’c’s’le, and the slapping naked soles,
And the genial “Down the middle, Jake, and curtsey when she
rolls!”
With the silver seas around us and the pale moon overhead,
And the lookout not a-looking and his pipe-bowl glowing red.

Ah! the pig-tailed, quidding pirates and the pretty pranks we
played

All have since been put a stop to by the naughty Board of Trade;

The schooners and the merry crews are laid away to rest,

A little south the sunset in the Islands of the Blest.

NOTES AND QUESTIONS

Biography. John Masefield (1875- ) is an English poet. At an
early age he took to sea and for several years was a sailor. This experi-
ence furnished the basis for Salt-Water Ballads and a collection of short
sea-tales. During the World War Masefield made a study for the Eng-
lish government of the campaign on the Gallipoli Peninsula, having taken
part in the engagement there, and served in France in Red Cross work.
In 1916 the poet lectured in America, arousing great interest in his poetry.

Discussion. 1. To whom does “We” refer? 2. What do the skull and
cross-bones signify? 3. What was the black Jolly Roger? 4. What body

" of water was known as the Spanish Water, or Spanish Main? 5. How was
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the ship armored? 6. How were the sailors armed? For what purpose?
7. What did they do to the merchant ships? What did they do to the
crews? 8. How did the pirates amuse themselves? 9. Mention several
modern inventions which have forced the pirate to give up his business.
10. The character John Silver is found in the greatest of pirate stories,
Treasure Island; have you read the book? 11. Find in the Glossary the
meaning of: lissome; brace; aboard; scuttled; salt:.

Phrases for Study

fouled the scuppers, 143, 1 medium of the vlank, 143, 4
filled the chains, 148, 1 Board of Trade, 148, 14

Class Reading. Bring to class and read “The Tarry Buccaneer,” Mase-
field (in Salt-Water Ballads).

Suggested Theme Topic. How the American Navy put an end to the
Tripolitan piracy.

FLEURETTE *
(The Wounded Canadian Speaks)
RoBERT W. SERVICE

My leg? It’s off at the knee.
Do I miss it? Well, some. You see
I've had it since I was born;
And lately a devilish corn.
8 (I rather chuckle with glee
To think how I've fooled that corn.)

But I'll hobble around all right.
It isn’t that, it’s my face.
Oh, I know I'm a hideous sight,
10 Hardly a thing in place;
Sort of gargoyle, you'd say.
v

“From Rhymes of a Red Cross Man, by Robert W. Service; published by
“se and Hopkins,
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Nurse won't give me a glass,
But I see the folks as they pass
Shudder and turn away;

Turn away in distress . . .

s Mirror enough, I guess.

I'm gay! You bet I am gay;
But I wasn’t a while ago.

If you’d seen me even today,
The darndest picture of woe,

10 With this Caliban mug of mine,

So ravaged and raw and red,
Turned to the wall—in fine
Wishing that I was dead . . .
What has happened since then,

15 Since I lay with my face to the wall,
The most despairing of men?
Listen! I'll tell you all.

That poilu across the way,
With the shrapnel wound on his head,

20 Has a sister; she came today
To sit a while by his bed.

All morning I heard him fret:
“Oh, when will she come, Fleurette?”

Then sudden, a joyous cry;
26 The tripping of little feet;
The softest, tenderest sigh;
A voice so fresh and sweet,
Clear as a silver bell,
Fresh as the morning dews:
30 “(C’est tot, c’est toi, Marcel!
Mon frére, comme je suis heureuse!”

So over the blanket’s rim
I raised my terrible face,
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And I saw—how I envied him—
A girl of such delicate grace;
Sixteen, all laughter and love;
As gay as a linnet, and yet
5 As tenderly sweet as a dove:
Half woman, half child—Fleurette.

Then I turned to the wall again
(I was awfully blue, you see),
And I thought with a bitter pain:
10 “Such visions are not for me.”
So there like a log 1 lay,
All hidden, I thought from view,
When sudden I heard her say:
“Ah! Who is that malheureux?”
15 Then briefly I heard him tell
(However he came to know)
How I'd smothered a bomb that fell
Into the trench, and so
None of my men were hit,
20 Though it busted me up a bit.
Well, I didn’t quiver an eye,
And he chattered, and there she sat;
And I fancied I heard her sigh—
But I wouldn’t just swear to that.
26 And maybe she wasn’t so bright,
Though she talked in a merry strain,
And I closed my eyes ever so tight,
Yet 1 saw her ever so plain:
Her dear little tilted nose,
30 Her delicate, dimpled chin,
Her mouth like a budding rose,
And the glistening pearls within;
Her eyes like the violet:
Such a rare little queen—Fleurette.
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And at last when she rose to go,
The light was a little dim,
And I ventured to peep, and so
I saw her graceful and slim,
5 And she kissed him and kissed him, and, oh,
How I envied and envied him!

So when she was gone I said
In rather a dreary voice
To him of the opposite bed:

10 “Ah, friend, how you must rejoice!
But me, I'm a thing of dread.
For me nevermore the bliss,

The thrill of a woman’s kiss.”

Then I stopped, for lo! she was there,
18 And a great light shone in her eyes.
And me! I could only stare,
I was taken so by surprise,
When gently she bent her head:
“May I kiss you, sergeant?” she said.
20 Then she kissed my burning lips,
With her mouth like a scented flower,
And I thrilled to the finger-tips,
And I hadn’t even the power
To say: “God bless you, dear!”
5 And I felt such a precious tear
Fall on my withered cheek,
.And darn it! I couldn’t speak.

And so she went sadly away,

And, I know that my eyes were wet.
30 Ah, not to my dying day

Will T forget, forget!

Can you wonder now I am gay?

God bless her, that little Fleurette!
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NOTES AND QUESTIONS

Biography. Robert W. Service (1874- ), a Canadian poet, has been
called “the Kipling of the Arctic World.” His earlier poetry, which is
full of the grandeur and the lure of the Yukon, established his fame as a
poet. His experiences during the World War as an ambulance driver in
France are set forth in The Rhymes of a Red Cross Man, from which
“Fleurette” is taken. This poem is considered by many of his admirers
as his masterpiece. The humorous poem, “The Cremation of Sam McGee,”
in The Spell of the Yukon, gives a good idea of his pre-war poetry.

Discussion. 1. Who is speaking in this poem? 2. Why does he speak
so lightly of the loss of his leg? 3. Why does the nurse refuse to give
him a mirror? 4. Who was Caliban? 5. What comparison could there
be between the soldier’s face and Caliban’s? 6. What did the French
soldier tell his sister about the Canadian? What shows that she was
impressed by the story? 7. What feeling must a story of self-sacrifice
inspire? 8. What caused the great light that shone in the girl's eyes?
9. How did she show him that he was not “a thing of dread”? 10. The
French sentence, page 145, lines 30 and 31, means

“It is you, it is you, Marcel!
My brother, how happy I am!”

Find in the Glossary the meaning of other French words in the poem,
and of: gargoyle; linnet. 11. Pronounce: Fleurette.

Class Reading. Bring to class and read “Grand Pére” (another war
poem), Service.

Newspaper Reading. Not all heroic deeds of adventure occur on the
battlefield. Bring to class and read an item from your daily newspaper,
telling of a brave action by someone.

Suggested Theme Topic. How crippled and disfigured soldiers of
the World War were marvelously helped by surgery, and fitted with
artificial legs, arms, etc., so that they could carry on useful occupations.



A STORY OF CHRISTMAS

A CHRISTMAS CAROL *
CHARLES DICKENS
STAVE ONE
MARLEY’S GHOST

Marley was dead, to begin with. There is no doubt whatever
about that. The register of his burial was signed by the clergy-
man, the clerk, the undertaker, and the chief mourner. Scrooge
signed it; and Scrooge’s name was good upon ’Change, for any-

5 thing he chose to put his hand to. Old Marley was as dead as
a doornail.

Mind! I don’t mean to say that I know, of my own knowl-
edge, what there is particularly dead about a doornail. I might
have been inclined, myself, to regard a coffin-nail as the deadest

10 piece of ironmongery in the trade. But the wisdom of our an-
cestors is in the simile; and my unhallowed hands shall not
disturb it, or the Country’s done for. You will therefore permit
me to repeat, emphatically, that Marley was as dead as a door-
nail. '

*See Silent and Oral Reading, page 11.
149
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Scrooge knew he was dead? Of course he did. How could it
be otherwise? Scrooge and he were partners for I don’t know how
many years. Scrooge was his sole executor, his sole adminis-
trator, his sole assign, his sole residuary legatee, his sole friend,
and sole mourner. And even Scrooge was not so dreadfully cut
up by the sad event but that he was an excellent man of busi-
ness on the very day of the funeral, and solemnized it with an
undoubted bargain.

The mention of Marley’s funeral bnngs me back to the point
I started from. There is no doubt that Marley was dead. This
must be distinctly understood or nothing wonderful can come of
the story I am going to relate. If we were not perfectly con-
vinced that Hamlet's father died before the play began, there
would be nothing more remarkable in his taking a stroll at night
in an easterly wind upon his own ramparts, than there would
be in any other middle-aged gentleman rashly turning out after
dark in a breezy spot—say Saint Paul’s Churchyard for instance
—literally to astonish his son’s weak mind.

Scrooge never painted out old Marley’s name. There it stood,
years afterwards, above the warchouse door: Scrooge and Mar-
ley. The firm was known as Scrooge and Marley. Sometimes
people new to the business called Scrooge Scrooge and some-
times Marley, but he answered to both names; it was all the
same to him.

Oh! But he was a tight-fisted hand at the grindstone, Scrooge!
A squeezing, wrenching, grasping, scraping, clutching, covetous
old sinner! Hard and sharp as flint from which no steel had ever
struck out generous fire; secret, and self-contained, and solitary
as an oyster. The cold within him froze his old features, nipped
his pointed nose, shriveled his cheek, stiffened his gait; made his
eyes red, his thin lips blue; and spoke out shrewdly in his grating
voice. A frosty rime was on his head, and on his eyebrows, and
his wiry chin. He carried his own low temperature always about
with him; he iced his office in the dog days; and didn’t thaw it
one degree at Christmas.
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External heat and cold had little influence on Scrooge. No
warmth could warm, or wintry weather chill him. No wind that
blew was bitterer than he; no falling snow was more intent upon
its purpose; no pelting rain less open to entreaty. Foul weather
didn’t know where to have him. The heaviest rain, and snow,
and hail, and sleet could boast of the advantage over him in
only one respect. They often “came down” handsomely, and
Scrooge never did.

Nobody ever stopped him in the street to say, with gladsome
looks, “My dear Scrooge, how are you? When will you come to
see me?” No beggars implored him to bestow a trifle; no chil-
dren asked him what it was o’clock; no man or woman ever
once in all his life inquired the way to such and such a place,
of Scrooge. Even the blind men’s dogs appeared to know him;
and when they saw him coming on, would tug their owners into
doorways and up courts; and then would wag their tails as
though they said, “No eye at all is better than an evil eye, dark
master!” '

But what did Scrooge care? It was the very thing he liked.
To edge his way along the crowded paths of life, warning all
human sympathy to keep its distance, was what the knowing
ones call “nuts” to Scrooge.

Once upon a time—of all the good days in the year, on Christ-
mas Eve—old Scrooge sat busy in his countinghouse. It was
cold, bleak, biting weather, foggy withal; and he could hear the
people in the court outside go wheezing up and down, beating
their hands upon their breasts, and stamping their feet upon the
pavement stones to warm them. The city clocks had only just
gone three, but it was quite dark already; it had not been light
all day; and candles were flaring in the windows of the neigh-
boring offices, like ruddy smears upon the palpable brown air.
The fog came pouring in at every chink and keyhole, and was
so dense without, that although the court was of the narrowest,
the houses opposite were mere phantoms. To see the dingy cloud

35 come drooping down, obscuring everything, one might have
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thought that Nature lived hard by, and was brewing on a large
scale.

The door of Scrooge’s countinghouse was open that he might
keep his eye upon his clerk, who in a dismal little cell beyond, a

5 sort of tank, was copying letters. Scrooge had a very small fire,
but the clerk’s fire was so very much smaller that it looked like
one coal. But he couldn’t replenish it, for Scrooge kept the coal
box in his own room; and so surely as the clerk came in with the
shovel, the master predicted that it would be necessary for them

10 to part. Wherefore the clerk put on his white comforter, and
tried to warm himself at the candle, in which effort, not being
a man of a strong imagination, he failed.

“A Merry Christmas, uncle! God save you!” cried a cheer-
ful voice. It was the voice of Scrooge’s nephew, who came upon

15 him so quickly that this was the first intimation he had of his
approach.

“Bah!” said Scrooge, “Humbug!”

He had so heated himself with rapid walking in the fog and
frost, this nephew of Scrooge’s, that he was all in a glow; his

20 face was ruddy and handsome; his eyes sparkled, and his breath
smoked again.

“Christmas a humbug, uncle!” said Scrooge’s nephew. “You
don’t mean that, I am sure.”

“I do,” said Scrooge. “Merry Christmas! What right have

26 you to be merry? What reason have you to be merry? You're
poor enough.”

“Come, then,” returned the nephew, gayly. “What right have
you to be dismal? What reason have you to be morose? You’re
rich enough.”

30 Scrooge having no better answer ready on the spur of the mo-
ment, said, “Bah!” again; and followed it up with “Humbug.”

“Don't be cross, uncle,” said the nephew.

“What else can I be,” returned the uncle, “when I live in such
a world of fools as this? Merry Christmas! Out upon merry

35 Christmas! What’s Christmas time to you but a time for paying
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bills without money ; a time for finding yourself a year older, but
not an hour richer; a time for balancing your books and having
every item in ’em through a round dozen of months presented
dead against you? If I could work my will,” said Scrooge, in-
dignantly, “every idiot who goes about with ‘Merry Christmas’
on his lips, should be boiled with his own pudding, and buried
with a stake of holly through his heart. He should!”

“Uncle!” pleaded the nephew.

“Nephew!” returned the uncle, sternly, “keep Christmas in
your own way, and let me keep it in mine.”

“Keep it!” repeated Scrooge’s nephew. “But you don’t keep
it.”

“Let me leave it alone, then,” said Scrooge. “Much good may
it do you! Much good it has ever done you!”

“There are many things from which I might have derived
good, by which I have not profited, I dare say,” returned the
nephew, “Christmas among the rest. But I am sure I have
always thought of Christmas time, when it has come round—
apart from the veneration due to its sacred name and origin,
if anything belonging to it can be apart from that—as a good
time; a kind, forgiving, charitable, pleasant time; the only time
I know of, in the long calendar of the year, when men and
women seem by one consent to open their shut-up hearts freely,
and to think of people below them as if they really were fellow-
passengers to the grave, and not another race of creatures bound
on other journeys. And therefore, uncle, though it has never
put a scrap of gold or silver in my pocket, I believe that it has
done me good, and will do me good; and I say, God bless it!”

The clerk in the tank involuntarily applauded; becoming im-
mediately sensible of the impropriety, he poked the fire, and
extinguished the last frail spark forever.

“Let me hear another sound from you,” said Scrooge, “and
you’ll keep your Christmas by losing your situation. You're
quite a powerful speaker, sir,” he added, turning to his nephew.
“I wonder you don’t go into Parliament.”
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“Don’t be angry, uncle. Come! Dine with us tomorrow.”
Scrooge said that he would see him—yes, indeed he did. He
went the whole length of the expression, and said that he would
see him in that extremity first.
5§  “But why?” cried Scrooge’s nephew. “Why?”
“Why did you get married?” said Scrooge.
“Because I fell in love.”
“Because you fell in love!” growled Scrooge, as if that were
the only one thing in the world more ridiculous than a merry
10 Christmas. “Good afternoon!”
“Nay, uncle, but you never came to see me before that hap-
pened. Why give it as a reason for not coming now?”
“Good afternoon,” said Scrooge.
“I want nothing from you; I ask nothing of you; why cannot
15 we be friends?”
“Good afternoon,” said Scrooge.
“I am sorry, with all my heart, to find you so resolute. We
have never had any quarrel to which I have been a party. But
I have made the trial in homage to Christmas, and I'll keep my
20 Christmas humor to the last. So a Merry Christmas, uncle!”
“Good afternoon!” said Scrooge.
“And a Happy New Year!”
“Good afternoon!” said Scrooge.
His nephew left the room without an angry word, notwith-
25 standing. He stopped at the outer door to bestow the greetings
of the season on the clerk, who, cold as he was, was warmer than
Scrooge; for he returned them cordially.
“There’s another fellow,” muttered Scrooge, who overheard
him, “my clerk, with fifteen shillings a week, and a wife and
30 family, talking about a merry Christmas. I’ll retire to Bedlam.”
This lunatic, in letting Scrooge’s nephew out, had let two other
people in. They were portly gentlemen, pleasant to behold, and
now stood, with their hats off, in Scrooge’s office. They had
books and papers in their hands, and bowed to him.
35 “Scrooge and Marley’s, I believe,” said one of the gentlemen,
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referring to his list. “Have I the pleasure of addressing Mr.
Serooge or Mr. Marley?”

“Mr. Marley has been dead these seven years,” Scrooge re-
plied. “He died seven years ago this very night.”

“We have no doubt his liberality is well represented by his
surviving partner,” said the gentleman, presenting his creden-
tials.

It certainly was; for they had been two kindred spirits. At
the ominous word “liberality,” Scrooge frowned, and shook his
head, and handed the credentials back.

“At this festive season of the year, Mr. Scrooge,” said the
gentleman, taking up a pen, “it is more than usually desirable
that we should make some slight provision for the poor and
destitute, who suffer greatly at the present time. Many thou-
sands are in want of common mecessaries; hundreds of thousands
are in want of common comforts, sir.”

“Are there no prisons?” asked Scrooge.

“Plenty of prisons,” said the gentleman, laying down the pen
again.

“And the Union workhouses?”” demanded Scrooge. ‘“Are they
still in operation?”

“They are. Still,” returned the gentleman, “I wish I could
say they were not.”

“The Treadmill and the Poor Law are in full vigor, then?”
said Scrooge.

“Both very busy, sir.”

“Oh! I was afraid, from what you said at first, that some-
thing had occurred to stop them in their useful course,” said
Scrooge. “I'm very glad to hear it.”

“Under the impression that they scarcely furmsh Christian
cheer of mind or body to the multitude,” returned the gentle-
man, “a few of us are endeavoring to raise a fund to buy the
Poor some meat and drink, and means of warmth. We choose
this time, because it is a time, of all others, when Want is keenly

35 felt, and Abundance rejoices. What shall I put you down for?”
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“Nothing!” Scrooge replied.

“You wish to be anonymous?”

“I wish to be left alone,” said Scrooge. “Since you ask me
what I wish, gentlemen, that is my answer. I don’t make merry
myself at Christmas, and I can’t afford to make idle people
merry. I help to support the establishments I have mentioned;
they cost enough; and those who are badly off must go there.”

“Many can't go there; and many would rather die.”

“If they would rather die,” said Scrooge, “they had better do
it, and decrease the surplus population. Besides—excuse me—
I don’t know that.”

“But you might know it,” observed the gentleman.

“It’s not my business,” Scrooge returned. “It’s enough for a
man to understand his own business, and not to interfere with
other people’s. Mine occupies n#e constantly. Good afternoon,
gentlemen!”

Seeing clearly that it would be useless to pursue their point,
the gentlemen withdrew. Scrooge resumed his labors with an
improved opinion of himself, and in a more facetious temper
than was usual with him.

Meanwhile the fog and darkness thickened so that people ran
about with flaring links, proffering their services to go before
horses in carriages, and conduct them on their way. The ancient
tower of a church, whose gruff old bell was always peeping slyly
down at Scrooge out of a Gothic window in the wall, became
invisible, and struck the hours and quarters in the clouds, with
tremulous vibrations afterwards as if its teeth were chattering
in its frozen head up there. The cold became intense. In the
main street at the corner of the court, some laborers were repair-
ing the gas pipes, and had lighted a great fire in a brazier, round
which a party of ragged men and boys were gathered; warming
their hands and winking their eyes before the blaze in rapture.

The waterplug, being left in solitude, its overflowings sullenly
congealed, and turned to misanthropic ice. The brightness of
the shops where holly sprigs and berries crackled in the lamp
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heat of the windows made pale faces ruddy as they passed.
Poulterers’ and grocers’ trades became a splendid joke, a glori-
ous pageant, with which it was next to impossible to believe
that such dull principles as bargain and sale had anything to
do. The Lord Mayor, in the stronghold of the mighty Mansion
House, gave orders to his fifty cooks and butlers to keep Christ-
mas as a Lord Mayor’s household should; and even the little
tailor, whom he had fined five shillings on the previous Monday
for being drunk and bloodthirsty in the streets, stirred up to-
morrow’s pudding in his garret, while his lean wife and the baby
sallied out to buy the beef.

Foggier yet, and colder! Piercing, searching, biting cold. If
the good Saint Dunstan had but nipped the Evil Spirit’s nose
with a touch of such weather as that, instead of using his famil-
iar weapons, then indeed he would have roared to lusty purpose.
The owner of one scant young nose, gnawed and mumbled by
the hungry cold as bones are gnawed by dogs, stooped down at
Scrooge’s keyhole to regale him with a Christmas carol; but at
the first sound of

“God bless you, merry gentleman!
May nothing you dismay!”

Scrooge seized the ruler with such energy of action that the .
singer fled in terror, leaving the keyhole to the fog and even
more congenial frost.

At length the hour of shutting up the countinghouse arrived.
With an ill will Scrooge dismounted from his stool and tacitly
admitted the fact to the expectant clerk in the tank, who in-
stantly snuffed his candle out and put on his hat.

“You’'ll want all day tomorrow, I suppose?” said Scrooge.

“If quite convenient, sir.”

“It’s not convenient,” said Scrooge, “and it’s not fair. If I
was to stop half a crown for it, you'd think yourself ill-used,
I’ll be bound?”
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The clerk smiled faintly.

“And yet,” said Scrooge, “you don't think me ill-used when
I pay a day’s wages for no work.”

The clerk observed that it was only once a year.

“A poor excuse for picking a man’s pocket every twenty-fifth
of December!” said Scrooge, buttoning his greatcoat to the chin.
“But I suppose you must have the whole day. Be here all the
earlier next morning!”

The clerk promised that he would; and Scrooge walked out
with a growl. The office was closed in a twinkling, and the clerk,
with the long ends of his white comforter dangling below his
waist (for he boasted no greatcoat), went down a slide on Corn-
hill, at the end of a lane of boys, twenty times, in honor of its
being Christmas Eve, and then ran home to Camden Town as
hard as he could pelt, to play at blindman’s buff.

Scrooge took his melancholy dinner in his usual melancholy
tavern; and having read all the newspapers, and beguiled the
rest of the evening with his banker’s book, went home to bed.
He lived in chambers which had once belonged to his deceased
partner. They were a gloomy suite of rooms, in a lowering pile
of building up a yard, where it had so little business to be that
one could scarcely help fancying it must have run there when
it was a young house, playing at hide and seek with other houses,

.and have forgotten the way out again. It was old enough now,

and dreary enough, for nobody lived in it but Scrooge, the other
rooms being all let out as offices. The yard was so dark that
even Scrooge, who knew its every stone, was fain to grope with
his hands. The fog and frost so hung about the black old gate-
way of the house that it seemed as if the Genius of the Weather
sat in mournful meditation on the threshold.

Now it is a fact that there was nothing at all particular about
the knocker on the door except that it was very large. It is also
a fact that Scrooge had seen it, night and morning, during his
whole residence in that place; also that Scrooge had as little of
what is called fancy about him as any man in the city of Lon-
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don, even including—which is a bold word—the corporation,
aldermen, and livery. Let it also be borne in mind that Scrooge
had not bestowed one thought on Marley since his last men-
tion of his seven-years’ dead partner that afternoon. And then
let any man explain to me, if he can, how it happened that
Scrooge, having his key in the lock of the door, saw in the
knocker, without its undergoing any intermediate process of
change—not a knocker, but Marley’s face.
Marley’s face. It was not in impenetrable shadow as the
10 other objects in the yard were, but had a dismal light about it
like a bad lobster in a dark cellar. It was not angry or ferocious,
but looked at Scrooge as Marley used to look—with ghostly
spectacles turned up on its ghostly forehead. The hair was
curiously stirred, as if by breath or hot air; and, though the eyes
15 were wide open, they were perfectly motionless. That, and its
livid color, made it horrible; but its horror seemed to be in spite
of the face and beyond its control rather than a part of its own
expression.
As Scrooge looked fixedly at this phenomenon, it was a
20 knocker again.

To say that he was not startled, or that his blood was not
conscious of a terrible sensation to which it had been a stranger
from infancy, would be untrue. But he put his hand upon the
key he had relinquished, turned it,sturdily, walked in, and

25 lighted his candle.

He did pause, with a moment’s irresolution, before he shut the
door; and he did look cautiously behind it first, as if he half
expected to be terrified with the sight of Marley’s pigtail stick-
ing out into the hall. But there was nothing on the back of

30 the door except the screws and nuts that held the knocker on;
so he said “Pooh, pooh!” and closed it with a bang.

The sound resounded through the house like thunder. Every
room above, and every cask in the wine merchant’s cellars below,
appeared to have a separate peal of echoes of its own. Scrooge

385 was not a man to be frightened by echoes. He fastened the door,
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and walked across the hall, and up the stairs, slowly too, trim-
ming his candle as he went.

You may talk vaguely about driving a coach and six up a
good old flight of stairs, or through a bad young Act of Parlia-
ment; but I mean to say you might have got a hearse up that
staircase, and taken it broadwise, with the splinter bar toward
the wall, and the door toward the balustrades; and done it easy.
There was plenty of width for that, and room to spare; which
is perhaps the reason why Scrooge thought he saw a locomotive
hearse going on before him in the gloom. Half a dozen gas lamps
out of the street wouldn’t have lighted the entry too well, so
you may suppose that it was pretty dark with Scrooge’s dip.

Up Scrooge went, not caring a button for that; darkness is
cheap, and Scrooge liked it. But before he shut his heavy door,
he walked through his rooms to see that all was right. He had
just enough recollection of the face to desire to do that.

Sitting room, bedroom, lumber room. All as they should be.
Nobody under the table; nobody under the sofa; a small fire in
the grate; spoon and basin ready; and the little saucepan of
gruel (Scrooge had a cold in his head) upon the hob. Nobody
under the bed; nobody in the closet; nobody in his dressing
gown, which was hanging up in a suspicious attitude against the
wall. Lumber room as usual. Old fireguard, old shoes, two fish
baskets, washing-stand on three legs, and a poker.

Quite satisfied, he closed his door, and locked himself in;
double-locked himself in, which was not his custom. Thus se-
cured against surprise, he took off his cravat; put on his dressing
gown and slippers, and his nightcap; and sat down before the
fire to take his gruel.

It was a very low fire indeed; nothing on such a bitter night.
He was obliged to sit close to it, and brood over it, before he
could extract the least sensation of warmth from such a handful
of fuel. The fireplace was an old one, built by some Dutch mer-
chant long ago, and paved all round with quaint Dutch tiles,
designed to illustrate the Scriptures. There were Cains and
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Abels, Pharaoh’s daughters, Queens of Sheba, angelic messen-
gers descending through the air on clouds like feather beds,
Abrahams, Belshazzars, Apostles putting off to sea in butter
boats, hundreds of figures, to attract his thoughts; and yet that
face of Marley, seven years dead, came like the ancient Proph-
et’s rod, and swallowed up the whole. If each smooth tile
had been a blank at first, with power to shape some picture on
its surface from the disjointed fragments of his thoughts, there
would have been a copy of old Marley’s head on every one.

“Humbug!” said Scrooge, and walked across the room.

After several turns, he sat down again. As he threw his head
back in the chair, his glance happened to rest upon a bell, a
disused bell, that hung in the room, and communicated for some
purpose now forgotten with a chamber in the highest story of
the building. It was with great astonishment, and with a strange,
inexplicable dread, that as he looked, he saw this bell begin to
swing. It swung so softly in the outset that it scarcely made a
sound; but soon it rang out loudly, and so did every bell in the
house.

This might have lasted half a minute, or a minute, but it
seemed an hour. The bells ceased as they had begun, together.
They were succeeded by a clanking noise, deep down below; as
if some person were dragging a heavy chain over the casks in
the wine merchant’s cellar. Scrooge then remembered to have
heard that ghosts in haunted houses were described as dragging
chains. .

The cellar door flew open with a booming sound, and then he
heard the noise much louder, on the floors below; then coming up
the stairs; then coming straight toward his door.

“It’s humbug stilll” said Scrooge. “I won’t believe it.”

His color changed though, when, without a pause, it came on
through the heavy door, and passed into the room before his eyes.
Upon its coming in, the dying flame leaped up, as though it cried,
“I know him! Marley’s Ghost!” and fell again.

The same face; the very same. Marley in his pigtail, usual
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waistcoat, tights, and boots; the tassels on the latter bristling,
like his pigtail, and his coat skirts, and the hair upon his head.
The chain he drew was clasped about his middle. It was long,
and wound about him like a tail; and it was made (for Scrooge
observed it closely) of cash boxes, keys, padlocks, ledgers, deeds,
and heavy purses wrought in steel. His body was transparent;
so that Scrooge, observing him, and looking through his waist-
coat, could see the two buttons on his coat behind.

Scrooge had often heard it said that Marley had no bowels,
but he had never believed it until now.

No, nor did he believe it even now. Though he looked the
phantom through and through, and saw it standing before him;
though he felt the chilling influence of its death-cold eyes; and
marked the very texture of the folded kerchief bound about its
head and chin, which wrapper he had not observed before; he
was still incredulous, and fought against his senses.

“How now!” said Scrooge, caustic and cold as ever. “What
do you want with me?”

“Much!”—Marley’s voice, no doubt about it.

“Who are you?”

“Ask me who I was.”

“Who were you then?” said Scrooge, raising his voice. “You’re
particular—for a shade.” He was going to say “to a shade,” but
substituted this, as more appropriate.

“In life I was your partner, Jacob Marley.”

“Can you—can you sit down?”’ asked Scrooge, looking doubt-
fully at him.

“I can.”

“Do it then.”

Scrooge asked the question, because he didn’t know whether
a ghost so transparent might find himself in a condition to take
a chair; and felt that in the event of its being impossible, it
might involve the necessity of an embarrassing explanation. But
the Ghost sat down on the opposite side of the fireplace, as if he
were quite used to it.
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“You don't believe in me,” observed the Ghost.

“I don’t,” said Scrooge.

“What evidence would you have of my reality beyond that of
your senses?”’

5  “I don’t know,” said Scrooge.

“Why do you doubt your senses?”

“Because,” said Scrooge, “a little thing affects them. A slight
disorder of the stomach makes them cheats. You may be an un-
digested bit of beef, a blot of mustard, a crumb of cheese, a frag-

10 ment of an underdone potato. There’s more of gravy than of
grave about you, whatever you are!”

Scrooge was not much in the habit of cracking jokes, nor did
he feel, in his heart, by any means waggish then. The truth is,
that he tried to be smart, as a means of distracting his own atten-

15 tion and keeping down his terror; for the Specter’s voice dis-
turbed the very marrow in his bones.

To sit, staring at those fixed, glazed eyes in silence for a mo- -
ment, would play, Scrooge felt, the very deuce with him. There
was something very awful, too, in the Specter’s being provided

20 with an infernal atmosphere of its own. Scrooge could not feel
it himself, but this was clearly the case; for though the Ghost
sat perfectly motionless, its hair, and skirts, and tassels were
still agitated as by the hot vapor from an oven.

“You see this toothpick?” said Scrooge, returning quickly to

25 the charge, for the reason just assigned; and wishing, though it
were only for a second, to divert the Vision’s stony gaze from
himself.

“I do,” replied the Ghost.

“You are not looking 2t it,” said Scrooge.

-30  “But I see it,” said the Ghost, “notwithstanding.”

“Well!” returned Scrooge. “I have but to swallow this, and
be for the rest of my days persecuted by a legion of goblins, all
of my own creation. Humbug, I tell you—humbug!”

At this the Spirit raised a frightful cry, and shook its chain

35 with such a dismal and appalling noise that Scrooge held on
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tight to his chair to save himself from falling in a swoon. But
how much greater was his horror when, the Phantom taking off
the bandage round its head, as if it were too warm to wear in-
doors, its lower jaw dropped down upon its breast!

Scrooge fell upon his knees, and clasped his hands before his
face.

“Mercy!” he said. “Dreadful Apparition, why do you trouble
me?”

“Man of the worldly mind!” replied the Ghost, “do you be-
lieve in me or not?”

“I do,” said Scrooge. “I must. But why do spirits walk the
earth, and why do they come to me?”

“It is required of every man,” the Ghost returned, “that the
spirit within him should walk abroad among his fellow men, and
travel far and wide; and if that spirit goes not forth in life, it is
condemned to do so after death. It is doomed to wander through

- the world—oh, woe is mel—and witness what it cannot share,
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but might have shared on earth, and turned to happiness!”

Again the Specter raised a cry, and shook its chain, and
wrung its shadowy hands.

“You are fettered,” said Scrooge, trembling. “Tell me why.”

“T wear the chain I forged in life,” replied the Ghost. “I made
it link by link, and yard by yard; I girded it on of my own free
will, and of my own free will I wore it. Is its pattern strange
to you?”

Scrooge trembled more and more.

“Or would you know,” pursued the Ghost, “the weight and
length of the strong coil you bear yourself? It was full as heavy
and as long as this, seven Christmas Eves ago. You have labored
on it since. It is a ponderous chain!”

Scrooge glanced about him on the floor, in the expectation of
finding himself surrounded by some fifty or sixty fathoms of iron
cable; but he could see nothing.

“Jacob,” he said imploringly. “Old Jacob Marley, tell me
more. Speak comfort to me, Jacob.”
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“I have none to give,” the Ghost replied. “It comes from
other regions, Ebenezer Scrooge, and is conveyed by other minis-
ters, to other kinds of men. Nor can I tell you what I would. A
very little more is all permitted to me. I cannot rest, I cannot
stay, I cannot linger anywhere. My spirit never walked beyond
our countinghouse—mark mel—in life my spirit never roved
beyond the narrow limits of our money-changing hole; and weary
journeys lie before me!”

It was a habit with Scrooge, whenever he became thoughtful,
to put his hands in his breeches pockets. Pondering on what the
Ghost had said, he did so now, but without lifting up his eyes or
getting off his knees.

“You must have been very slow about it, Jacob,” Scrooge ob-
served, in a businesslike manner, though with humility and
deference.

“Slow!” the Ghost repeated.

“Seven years dead,” mused Scrooge. ‘“And traveling all the
time!” :

“The whole time,” said the Ghost. “No rest, no peace. In-
cessant torture of remorse.”

“You travel fast?” said Scrooge.

“On the wings of the wind,” replied the Ghost.

“You might have got over a great quantity of ground in seven
years,” said Scrooge.

The Ghost, on hearing this, set up another cry, and clanked
its chain so hideously in the dead silence of the night that the
Ward would have been justified in indicting it for a nuisance.

“Oh! captive, bound and double-ironed,” cried the Phantom,
“not to know that ages of incessant labor, by immortal creatures,
for this earth, must pass into eternity before the good of which
it is susceptible is all developed. Not to know that any Chris-
tian spirit working kindly in its little sphere, whatever it may be,
will find its mortal life too short for its vast means of usefulness.
Not to know that no space of regret can make amends for one
life’s opportunity misused! Yet such was I! Ohl such was I!”
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“But vou were always a good man of business, Jacob,” fal-
tered Scrooge, who now began to apply this to himself.

“Business!” cried the Ghost, wringing its hands again. “Man-
kind was my business. The common welfare was my business;
charity, mercy, forbearance, and benevolence were all my busi-
ness. The dealings of my trade were but a drop of water in the
comprehensive ocean of my business!” .

It held up its chain at arm’s length, as if that were the cause
of all its unavailing grief, and flung it heavily upon the ground
again.

“At this time of the rolling year,” the Specter said, “I suffer
most. Why did I walk through crowds of fellow beings with
my eyes turned down, and never raise them to that blessed
Star which led the Wise Men to a poor abode! Were there no
poor homes to which its light would have conducted me!”

Scrooge was very much dismayed to hear the Specter going on
at this rate, and began to quake exceedingly.

“Hear me!” cried the Ghost. “My time is nearly gone.”

“T will,” said Scrooge. “But don’t be hard upon me! Don’t
be flowery, Jacob! Pray!” )

“How it is that I appear before you in a shape that you can
see, I may not tell. I have sat invisible beside you many and
many a day.”

It was not an agreeable idea. Scrooge shivered, and wiped
the perspiration from his brow.

“That is no light part of my penance,” pursued the Ghost. “I
am here tonight to warn you that you have yet a chance and
hope of escaping my fate. A chance and hope of my procuring,
Ebenezer.”

“You were always a good friend to me,” said Scrooge.
“Thank’ee.”

“You will be haunted,” resumed the Ghost, “by Three Spirits.”

Scrooge’s countenance fell almost as low as the Ghost’s had
done. “Is that the chance and hope you mentioned, Jacob?”’ he
demanded, in a faltering voice.
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“It is.” .
“I—TI think I'd rather not,” said Scrooge.
“Without their visits,” said the Ghost, “you cannot hope to

shun the path I tread. Expect the first tomorrow when the bell

tolls one.”

“Couldn’t I take ’em all at once, and have it over, Jacob?”
hinted Scrooge.

“Expect the second on the next night at the same hour. The
third upon the next night when the last stroke of twelve has
ceased to vibrate. Look to see me no more; and look that, for
vour own sake, you remember what has passed between us!”

When it had said these words, the Specter took its wrapper
from the table, and bound it round its head, as before. Scrooge
knew this by the smart sound its teeth made when the jaws were
brought tegether by the bandage. He ventured to raise his eyes
again, and found his supernatural visitor confronting him in an
erect attitude, with its chain wound over and about its arm.

The Apparition walked backward from him; and at every step
it took, the window raised itself a little, so that when the Specter
reached it, it was wide open. It beckoned Scrooge to approach,
which he did. When they were within two paces of each other,
Marley’s Ghost held up its hand, warning him to come no nearer.
Scrooge stopped.

Not so inuch in obedience as in surprise and fear; for on the
raising of the hand, he became sensible of confused noises in the
air; incoherent sounds of lamentation and regret; wailings inex-
pressibly sorrowful and self-accusatory. The Specter, after listen-
ing for a moment, joined in the mournful dirge; and floated out
upon the bleak, dark night.

Scrooge followed to the window, desperate in his curiosity.
He looked out.

The air was filled with phantoms, wandering hither and thither
in restless haste, and moaning as they went. Every one of them
wore chains like Marley’s Ghost ; some few (they might be guilty
governments) were linked together; none were free. Many had
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been personally known to Scrooge in their lives. He had been
quite familiar with the one old ghost, in a white waistcoat, with a
monstrous iron safe attached to its ankle, who cried piteously at
being unable to assist a wretched woman with an infant, whom it

5 saw below, upon a doorstep. The misery with them all was,
clearly, that they sopght to interfere, for good, in human mat-
ters, and had lost the power forever.

Whether these creatures faded into mist, or mist enshrouded
them, he could not tell. But they and their spirit voices faded

10 together; and the night became as it had been when he walked
home.

Scrooge closed the window, and examined the door by which
the Ghost had entered. It was double-locked, as he had locked
it with his own hands, and the bolts were undisturbed. He tried

15 to say “Humbug!” but stopped at the first syllable. And being
from the emotion he had undergone, or the fatigue of the day,
or his glimpse of the Invisible World, or the dull conversation
of the Ghost, or the lateness of the hour, much in need of repose,
he went straight to bed, without undressing, and fell asleep uporr

20 the instant.

STAVE TWO
THE FIRST OF THE THREE SPIRITS

When Scrooge awoke, it was so dark that, looking out of bed,
he could scarcely distinguish the transparent window from the
opaque walls of his chamber. He was endeavoring to pierce the
darkness with his ferret eyes, when the chimes of a neighboring

26 church struck the four quarters. So he listened for the hour.

To his great astonishment the heavy bell went on from.six to
seven, and from seven to eight, and regularly up to twelve; then
stopped. Twelve! It was past two when he went to bed. The
clock was wrong. An icicle must have got into the works.

30 Twelve!
He touched the spring of his repeater to correct this most pre-
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posterous clock. Its rapid little pulse beat twelve, and stopped.

“Why, it isn’t possible,” said Scrooge, “that I can have slept
through a whole day and far into another night. It isn't possible
that anything has happened to the sun, and this is twelve at

5 noon!”’

The idea being an alarming one, he scrambled out of bed and
groped his way to the window. He was obliged to rub the frost
off with the sleeve of his dressing-gown before he could see any-
thing; and could see very little then. All he could make out was

10 that it was still very foggy and extremely cold and that there
was no noise of people ru.ning to and fro, and making a great
stir, as there unquestionably would have been if night had beaten
off bright day and taken possession of the world. This was a
great relief, because “three days after sight of this First of Ex-

15 change pay to Mr. Ebenezer Scrooge or his order” and so forth,
would have become a mere United States’ security if there were
no days to count by. ,

Scrooge went to bed again, and thought, and thought, and
thought it over and over and over, and could make nothing of it.

20 The more he thought, the more perplexed he was; and the more
he endeavored not to think, the more he thought. Marley’s Ghost
bothered him exceedingly. Every time he resolved within him-
self, after mature inquiry, that it was all a dream, his mind
flew back again, like a strong spring released, to its first posi-

25 tion, and presented the same problem to be worked all through,
“Was it a dream or not?”

Scrooge lay in this state until the chimes had gone three
quarters more, when he remembered on a sudden, that the Ghost
had warned him of a visitation when the bell tolled one. He

30 resolved to lie awake until the hour was passed; and, considering
that he could no more go to sleep than go to heaven, this was
perhaps the wisest resolution in his power.

The quarter was so long that he was more than once ‘convinced
he must have sunk into a doze unconsciously, and missed the

35 clock. At length it broke upon his listening ear.
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“Ding, dong!”
“A quarter past,” said Scrooge, counting.
“Ding, dong!”
“Half-past!” said Scrooge.
5 “Ding, dong!”
“A quarter to it,” said Scrooge.
“Ding, dong!”
“The hour itself,” said Scrooge, triumphantly, “and nothing
else!”

10 He spoke before the hour bell sounded, which it now did with
a deep, dull, hollow, melancholy ONE. Light flashed up in the
room upon the instant, and the curtains of his bed were drawn.

The curtains of his bed were drawn aside, I tell you, by a hand.
Not the curtains at his feet, nor the curtains at his back, but

15 those to which his face was addressed. The curtains of his bed
were drawn aside; and Scrooge, starting up into a half-recumbent
attitude, found himself face to face with the unearthly visitor
who drew them; as close to it as I am now to you, and I am
standing in the spirit at your elbow.

20 It was a strange figure—like a child; yet not so like a child
as like an old man viewed through some supernatural medium
which gave him the appearance of having receded from the view,
and being diminished to a child’s proportions. Its hair, which
hung about its neck and down its back, was white as if with age;

28 and yet the face had not a wrinkle in it, and the tenderest bloom
was on the skin. The arms were very long and muscular; the
hands the same, as if its hold were of uncommon strength. Its
legs and feet, most delicately formed, were, like those upper
members, bare. It wore a tunic of the purest white; and round

30 its waist was bound a lustrous belt, the sheen of which was
beautiful. It held a branch of fresh green holly in its hand;
and, in singular contradiction of that wintry emblem, had its
dress trimmed. with summer flowers. But the strangest thing
about it was that from the crown of its head there sprang a

35 bright, clear jet of light, by which all this was visible; and
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which was doubtless the occasion of its using, in its duller mo-
ments, a great extinguisher for a cap, which it now held under
its arm.

Even this, though, when Scrooge looked at it with increasing
steadiness, was not its strangest quality. For, as its belt sparkled
and glittered now in one part and now in another, and what was
light one instant at another time was dark, so the figure itself
fluctuated in its distinctness; being now a thing with one arm,
now with one leg, now with twenty legs, now a pair of legs with-
out a head, now a head without a body; of which dissolving parts
no outline would be visible in the dense gloom wherein they
melted away. And in the very wonder of this, it would be itself
again, distinct, and clear as ever.

“Are you the Spirit, sir, whose coming was foretold to me?”
asked Scrooge.

“I aml”

The voice was soft and gentle. Singularly low, as if instead
of being so close behind him, it were at a distance.

“Who and what are you?” Scrooge demanded.

“I am the Ghost of Christmas Past.”

“Long past?” inquired Scrooge; observant of its dwarfish
stature.

“No. Your past.”

Perhaps Scrooge could not have told anybody why, if anybody
could have asked him; but he had a special desire to see the
Spirit in his cap, and begged him to be covered.

“What!” exclaimed the Ghost, “would you so soon put out,
with worldly hands; the light I give? Is it not enough that
you are one of these whose passions made this cap, and force
me through whole trains of years to wear it low upon my brow?”

Scrooge reverently disclaimed all intention to offend, or any
knowledge of having wilfully “bonneted” the Spirit at any period
of his life. He then made bold to inquire what business brought
him there.

“Your welfare!” said the Ghost.
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Scrooge expressed himself much obliged, but could not help
thinking that a night of unbroken rest would have been more
conducive to that end. The Spirit must have heard him think-
ing, for it said immediately:

“Your reclamation, then. Take heed!”

It put out its strong hand as it spoke, and clasped him gently
by the arm.

“Rise! and walk with me!l”

It would have been in vain for Scrooge to plead that the
weather and the hour were not adapted to pedestrian purposes;
that bed was warm, and the thermometer a long way below
freezing; that he was clad but lightly in his slippers, dressing-
gown, and nightcap; and that he had a cold upon him at that
time. The grasp, though gentle as a woman’s hand, was not to
be resisted. He rose; but finding that the Spirit made toward
the window, clasped its robe in supplication.

“I am a mortal,” Scrooge remonstrated, “and liable to fall.”

“Bear but a touch of my hand there,” said the Spirit, laying
it upon his heart, “and you shall be upheld in more than this!”

As the words were spoken, they passed through the wall, and
stood upon an open country rogd, with fields on either hand.
The city had entirely vanished. Not a vestige of it was to be
seen. The darkness and the mist had vanished with it, for it was
a clear, cold, winter day, with snow upon the ground.

“Good Heaven!” said Scrooge, clasping his hands together, as
he looked about him. “I was bred in this place. I was a boy
here!”

The Spirit gazed upon him mildly. Its gentle touch, though it
had been light and instantaneous, appeared still present to the
old man’s sense of feeling. He was conscious of a thousand odors
floating in the air, each one connected with a thousand thoughts,
and hopes, and joys, and cares, long, long forgotten!

“Your lip is trembling,” said the Ghost. “And what is that
upon your cheek?”

Scrooge muttered, with an unusual catching in his voice, that
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it was a pimple; and begged the Ghost to lead him where he
would.

“You recollect the way?” inquired the Spirit.

“Remember it!” cried Scrooge with fervor—“I could walk it
blindfold.”

“Strange to have forgotten it for so many years!” observed the
Ghost. “Let us go on.”

They walked along the road; Scrooge recognizing every gate,
and post, and tree; until a little market-town appeared in the

10 distance, with its bridge, its church, and winding river. Some
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shaggy ponies now were seen trotting toward them with boys
upon their backs, who called to other boys in country gigs and
carts, driven by farmers. All these boys were in great spirits,
and shouted to each other, until the broad fields were so full of
merry music that the crisp air laughed to hear it.

“These are but shadows of the things that have been,” said
the Ghost. “They have no consciousness of us.”

The jocund travelers came on; and as they came, Scrooge
knew and named them every one. Why was he rejoiced beyond
all bounds to see them! Why did his cold eye glisten, and his
heart leap up as they went past! Why was he filled with glad-
ness when he heard them give each other Merry Christmas, as
they parted at crossroads and byways, for their several homes!
What was Merry Christmas to Scrooge? Out upon Merry
Christmas! What good had it ever done to him?

“The school is not quite deserted,” said the Ghost. “A soli-
tary child, neglected by his friends, is left there still.”

Scrooge said he knew it. And he sobbed.

They left the highroad, by a well-remembered lane, and soon
approached a mansion of dull red brick, with a little weather-
cock-surmounted cupola on the roof, and a bell hanging in it.
It was a large house, but one of broken fortunes; for the spacious
offices were little used, their walls were damp and mossy, their
windows broken, and their gates decayed. Fowls clucked and
strutted in the stables; and the coach-houses and sheds were
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overrun with grass. Nor was it more retentive of its ancient
state, within; for entering the dreary hall, and glancing through
the open doors of many rooms, they found them poorly fur-
nished, cold, and vast. There was an earthy savor in the air,
a chilly bareness in the place, which associated itself somehow
with too much getting up by candle-light, and not too much
to eat.

They went, the Ghost and Scrooge, across the hall, to a door
at the back of the house. It opened before them and disclosed a
long, bare, melancholy room, made barer still by lines of plain
deal forms and desks. At one of these a lonely boy was reading
near a feeble fire; and Scrooge sat down upon a form, and wept
to see his poor, forgotten self as he had used to be.

Not a latent echo in the house, not a squeak and scuffle from
the mice behind the paneling, not a drip from the half-thawed
waterspout in the dull yard behind, not a sigh among the leaf-
less boughs of one despondent poplar, not the idle swinging of
an empty storehouse door, no, not a clicking in the fire, but fell
upon the heart of Scrooge with softening influence, and gave a

freer passage to his tears.

The Spirit touched him on the arm, and pointed to his younger
self, intent upon his reading. Suddenly a man, in foreign gar-
ments, wonderfully real and distinct to look at, stood outside the
window, with an ax stuck in his belt, and leading an ass laden
with wood, by the bridle.

“Why, it's Ali Baba!” Scrooge exclaimed in ecstasy. “It’s
dear old honest Ali Baba! Yes, yes, I know! One Christmas
time, when yonder solitary child was left here all alone, he did
come, for the first time, just like that. Poor boy! And Valen-
tine,” said Scrooge, “and his wild brother, Orson; there they go!
And what'’s his name, who was put down in his drawers, asleep,
at the Gate of Damascus; don’t you see him! And the Sultan’s
Groom turned upside down by the Genii; there he is upon his
head! Serve him right. I'm glad of it. What business had
he to be married to the Princess!”
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To hear Scrooge expending all the earnestness of his nature
on such subjects, in & most extraordinary voice between laughing
and crying, and to see his heightened and excited face would
have been a surprise to his business friends in the city, indeed.

“There’s the Parrot!” cried Scrooge. “Green body and yellow
tail, with a thing like a lettuce growing out of the top of his
head; there he is! Poor Robin Crusoe, he called him, when he
came home again after sailing round the island. ‘Poor Robin
Crusoe, where have you been, Robin Crusoe?’ The man thought
he was dreaming, but he wasn’t. It was the Parrot, you know.
There goes Friday, running for his life to the little creek! Hal-
loa! Whoop! Hallool!”

Then, with a rapidity of transition very foreign to his usual
character, he said, in pity for his former self, “Poor boy!” and
cried again.

“I wish—" Scrooge muttered, putting his hand in his pocket,
and looking about him, after drying his eyes with his cuff; “but
it’s too late now.”

“What is the matter?” asked the Spirit.

“Nothing,” said Scrooge. “Nothing. There was a boy sing-
ing a Christmas carol at my door last night. I should like to
have given him something; that’s all.” ,

The Ghost smiled thoughtfully, and waved its hand, saying as
it did so, “Let us see another Christmas!”

Scrooge’s former self grew larger at the words, and the room
became a little darker and more dirty. The panels shrank, the
windows cracked ; fragments of plaster fell out of the ceiling, and’
the naked laths were shown instead ; but how all this was brought
about, Scrooge knew no more than you do. He only knew that it
was quite correct; that everything had happened so; that there
he was, alone again, when all the other boys had gone home
for the jolly holidays. -

He was not reading now, but walking up and down despair-
ingly. Scrooge looked at the Ghost, and with a mournful shak-
ing of his head, glanced anxiously toward the door.
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It opened; and a little girl, much younger than the boy, came
darting in, and putting her arms about his neck, and often kiss-
ing him, addressed him as her “Dear, dear brother.”

“I have come to bring you home, dear brother!” said the
child, clapping her tiny hands, and bending down to laugh. “To
bring you home, home, home!”

“Home, little Fan?” returned the boy.

“Yes!” said the child, brimful of glee. “Home, for good and
all. Home, for ever and ever. Father is so much kinder than he
used to be that home’s like Heaven! He spoke so gently to me
one dear night when I was going to bed that I was not afraid to
ask him once more if you might come home; and he said yes,
you should; and sent me in a coach to bring you. And you're to
be a man!” said the child, opening her eyes, “and are never to
come back here; but first, we're to be together all the Christmas
long, and have the merriest time in all the world.”

“You are quite a woman, little Fan!” exclaimed the boy.

She clapped her hands and laughed, and tried to touch his
head; but being too little, laughed again, and stood on tiptoe to
embrace him. Then she began to drag him, in her childish eager-
ness, toward the door; and he, nothing loath to go, accompanied
her.

A terrible voice in the hall cried, “Bring down Master
Scrooge’s box, there!” and in the hall appeared the schoolmaster
himself, who glared on Master Scrooge with a ferocious conde-
scension, and threw him into a dreadful state of mind by shaking
hands with him. He then conveyed him and his sister into the
veriest old well of a shivering best-parlor that ever was seen,
where the maps upon the wall and the celestial and terrestrial
globes in the windows were waxy with cold. Here he produced
a decanter of curiously light wine and a block of curiously heavy
cake, and administered installments of -those dainties to the
young people; at the same time sending out a meager servant to
offer a glass of “something” to the postboy, who answered that
he thanked the gentleman, but if it was the same tap as he had
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tasted before, he had rather not. Master Scrooge’s trunk being
by this time tied on to the top of the chaise, the children bade
the schoolmaster good-by right willingly; and getting into it,
drove gayly down the garden-sweep; the quick wheels dashing

s the hoar-frost and snow from off the dark leaves of the ever-
greens like spray.

“Always a delicate creature whom a breath might have with-
ered,” said the Ghost. ‘“But she had a large heart!”

“So she had,” cried Scrooge. “You're right. I'll not gainsay

10 jt, Spirit. God forbid!”

“She died a woman,” said the Ghost, “and had, as I think,
children.”

“One child,” Scrooge returned.

“True,” said the Ghost. “Your nephew!”

18 Scrooge seemed uneasy in his mind; and answered briefly,
“Yes.”

Although they had but that moment left the school behind
them, they were now in the busy thoroughfares of a city, where
shadowy passengers passed and repassed; where shadowy carts

20 and coaches battled for the way, and all the strife and tumult of
a real city were. It was made plain enough, by the dressing of
the shops, that here, too, it was Christmas time again; but it was
evening, and the streets were lighted up.

The Ghost stopped at a certain warehouse door, and asked

25 Scrooge if he knew it. ,

“Know it!” said Scrooge. “Was I apprenticed here?”

They went in. At sight of an old gentleman in a Welsh wig,
sitting behind such a high desk that if he had been two inches
taller he must have knocked his head against the ceiling, Scrooge

30 cried in great excitement:

“Why, it’s old Fezziwig! Bless his heart; it’s Fezziwig alive
again!”

Old Fezziwig laid down his pen, and looked up at the clock,
which pointed to the hour of seven. He rubbed his hands; ad-

35 justed his capacious waistcoat; laughed all over himself, from
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his shoes to hls organ of benevolence; and called out m a com-
fortable, oily, rich, fat, jovial voice:

“Yo ho, there! Ebenezer! Dick!”

Scrooge’s former self, now grown a young man, came briskly
in, accompanied by his fellow-’prentice.

“Dick Wilkins, to be sure!” said Scrooge to the Ghost. ‘“Bless
me, yes. There he is. He was very much attached to me, was
Dick. Poor Dick! Dear, dear!”

“Yo ho, my boys!” said Fezziwig. “No more work tonight.
Christmas Eve, Dick. Christmas, Ebenezer! Let's have the
shutters up,” cried old Fezziwig, with a sharp clap of his hands,
“before a man can say Jack Robinson!”

You wouldn't believe how those two fellows went at it! They
charged into the street with the shutters—one, two, three—had
’em up in their places—four, five, six—barred ’em and pinned
‘'em—seven, eight, nine—and came back before you could have
got to twelve, panting like race horses.

“Hilli-ho!” cried old Fezziwig, skipping down from the high
desk with wonderful agility. “Clear away, my lads, and let’s
have lots of room here! Hilli-ho, Dick! Chirrup, Ebenezer!”

Clear away! There was nothing they wouldn’t have cleared
away, or couldn’t have cleared away, with old Fezziwig looking
on. It was done in a minute. Every movable was packed off as
if it were dismissed from public life forevermore; the floor was
swept and watered; the lamps were trimmed; fuel was heaped
upon the fire; and the warehouse was as snug, and warm, and
dry, and bnght a ballroom as you would desire to see upon a
winter’s night.

In came a fiddler with a music-book, and went up to the lofty
desk, and made an orchestra of it, and tuned like fifty stomach-
aches. In came Mrs. Fezziwig, one vast substantial smile. In
came the three Miss Fezziwigs, beaming and lovable. In came
the six young followers whaqse hearts they broke. In came all the
young men and women employed in the business. In came the
housemaid, with her cousin, the baker. In came the cook, with
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her brother’s particular friend, the milkman. In came the boy
from over the way, who was suspected of not having board
enough from his master; trying to hide himself behind the girl
from next door but one, who was proved to have had her ears
pulled by her mistress. In they all came, one after another;
some shyly, some boldly, some gracefully, some awkwardly, some
pushing, some pulling; in they all came, anyhow and everyhow.
Away they all went, twenty couple at once, hands half round
and back again the other way; down the middle and up again;
round and round in various stages of affectionate grouping; old .
top couple always turning up in the wrong place; new top couple
starting off again, as soon as they got there; all top couples at
last, and not a bottom one to help them. When this result was
brought about, old Fezziwig, clapping his hands to stop the
dance, cried out, “Well done!” and the fiddler plunged his hot
face into a pot of porter, especially provided for that purpose.
But scorning rest upon his reappearance, he instantly began
again, though there were no dancers yet, as if the other fiddler
had been carried home, exhausted, on a shutter, and he were a
brand-new man resolved to beat him out of sight, or perish.

There were more dances, and there were forfeits, and more
dances, and there was cake, and there was negus, and there was a
great piece of Cold Roast, and there was a great piece of Cold
Boiled, and there were mince-pies, and plenty of beer. But the
great effect of the evening came after the Roast and Boiled, when
the fiddler (an artful dog, mind! the sort of man who knew his
business better than you or I could have told it him!) struck up
“Sir Roger de Coverley.” Then old Fezziwig stood out to dance
with Mrs. Fezziwig. Top couple, too, with a good stiff piece of
work cut out for them; three or four and twenty pair of partners;
people who were not to be trifled with; people who would dance,
and had no notion of walking.

But if they had been twice as many, ah, four times, old Fezzi-
wig would have been a match for them, and so would Mrs.
Fezziwig. As to her, she was worthy to be his partner in every
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sense of the term: If that’s not high praise, tell me higher, and
I'll use it. A positive light appeared to issue from Fezziwig’s
calves. They shone in every part of the dance like moons. You
couldn’t have predicted, at any given time, what would become
of ’em next. And when old Fezziwig and Mrs. Fezziwig had
gone all through the dance; advance and retire; hold hands with
your partner; bow and curtsy; corkscrew; thread-the-needle, and
back again to your place; Fezziwig “cut”—cut so deftly that he
appeared to wink with his legs, and came up on his feet again
without a stagger.

When the clock struck eleven, this domestic ball broke up.
Mr. and Mrs. Fezziwig took their stations, one on either side the
door, and shaking hands with every person individually as he or
she went out, wished him or her a Merry Christmas. When
everybody had retired but the two ’prentices, they did the same
to them; and thus the cheerful voices died away, and the lads
were left to their beds, which were under a counter in the back-
shop.

During the whole of this time Scrooge had acted like a man
out of his wits. His heart and soul were in the scene, and with
his former self. He corroborated everything, remembered every-
thing, enjoyed everything, and underwent the strangest agitation.
It was not until now, when the bright faces of his former self and
Dick were turned from them, that he remembered the Ghost and
became conscious that it was looking full upon him, while the
light upon its head burned very clear.

“A small matter,” said the Ghost, “to make these silly folks
so full of gratitude.”

“Smalll” echoed Scrooge.

The Spirit signed to him to listen to the two apprentices, who
were pouring out their hearts in praise of Fezziwig; and when he
had done so, said:

“Why! Is it not? He has spent but a few pounds of your
mortal money; three or four, perhaps. Is that so much that he
deserves this praise?”
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“Tt isn’t that,” said Scrooge, heated by the remark, and speak-
ing unconsciously like his former, not his latter, self. “It isn’t
that, Spirit. He has the power to render us happy or unhappy;
to make our service light or burdensome; a pleasure or a toil.
Say that his power lies in words and looks; in things so slight
and insignificant that it is impossible to add and count ’em up;
what then? The happiness he gives is quite as great as if it cost
a fortune.”

He felt the Spirit’s glance, and stopped.

10 “What is the matter?” asked the Ghost.

“Nothing particular,” said Scrooge.

“Something, I think ?”’ the Ghost insisted.

“No,” said Scrooge, “no. I should like to be able to say a
word or two to my clerk just now! That'’s all.”

15 His former self turned down the lamps as he gave utterance
to the wish; and Scrooge and the Ghost again stood side by side
in the open air.

“My time grows short,” observed the Spirit. “Quick!”
This was not addressed to Scrooge or to anyone whom he

20 could see, but it produced an immediate effect. For again
Scrooge saw himself. He was older now, a man in the prime of
life. His face had not the harsh and rigid lines of later years;
but it had begun to wear the signs of care and avarice. There
was an eager, greedy, restless motion in the eye, which showed

25 the passion that had taken root, and where the shadow of the
growing tree would fall.

He was not alone, but sat by the side of a fair young girl in

a mourning-dress, in whose eyes there were tears, which sparkled

in the light that shone out of the Ghost of Christmas Past.

30 “It matters little,” she said, softly. “To you, very little.
Another idol has displaced me; and if it can cheer and comfort
you in time to come, as I would have tried to do, I have no
just cause to grieve.”

“What idol has displaced you?” he rejoined.

33 “A golden one.”

L]
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“This is the even-handed dealing of the world!” he said.
“There is nothing on which it is so hard as poverty; and there
is nothing it professes to condemn with such severity as the pur-
suit of wealthl”

“You fear the world too much,” she answered, gently. “All
your other hopes have merged into the hope of being beyond
the chance of its sordid reproach. I have seen your nobler as-
pirations fall off one by one, until the master-passion, Gain,
engrosses you. Have I not?”

“What then?” he retorted. “Even if I have grown so much
wiser, what then? I am not changed toward you.”

She shook her head.

“Am I?H

“Our contract is an old one. It was made when we were both
poor and content to be so, until, in good season, we could improve
our worldly fortune by our patient industry. You are changed.
When it was made, you were another man.”

“I was a boy,” he said impatiently.

“Your own feeling tells you that you were not what you are,”
she returned. “I am. That which promised happiness when we
were one in heart is fraught with misery now that we are two.
How often and how keenly I have thought of this I will not say.
It is enough that I have thought of it and can release you.”

“Have I ever sought release?” '

“In words? No. Never.”

“In what, then?”

“In a changed nature; in an altered spirit; in another atmos-
phere of life; another Hope as its great end. In everything that
made my love of any worth or value in your sight. If this had
never been between us,” said the girl, looking mildly, but with
steadiness, upon him; “tell me, would you seek me out and try to
win me now? Ah, nol” '

He seemed to yield to the justice of this supposition, in spite
of himself. But he said with a struggle, “You think not.”

“I would gladly think otherwise if I could,” she answered,
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“Heaven knows! When I have learned a Truth like this, I
know how strong and irresistible it must be. But if you were
free today, tomorrow, yesterday, can even I believe that you
would choose a dowerless girl—you who, in your very: confi-
dence with her, weigh everything by Gain; or, choosing her, if

for a moment you were false enough to your one guiding prin-

ciple to do so, do I not know that your repentance and regret
would surely follow? I do; and I rclease you. With a full heart,
for the love of him you once were.”

He was about to speak; but with her head turned from him,
she resumed:

“You may—the memory of what is past half makes me hope
yvou will—have pain in this. A very, very brief time, and you
will dismiss the recollection of it, gladly, as an unprofitable
dream, from which it happened well that you awoke. May you
be happy in the life you have chosen!”

She left him, and they parted.

“Spirit!” said Scrooge, ‘“show me no more! Conduct me home.
Why do you delight to torture me?”

“One shadow more!” exclaimed the Ghost.

“No more!” cried Scrooge. “No more. I don’t wish to see it.
Show me no more!”

But the relentless Ghost pinioned him in both his arms, and
forced him to observe what happened next.

They were in another scene and place, a room, not very large
or handsome, but full of comfort. Near to the winter fire sat a
beautiful young girl, so like the last that Scrooge believed it
was the same, until he saw her, now a comely matron, sitting
opposite her daughter. The noise in this room was perfectly
tumultuous, for there werc more children there than Scrooge in
his agitated state of mind could count; and, unlike the celebrated
herd in the poem, they were not forty children conducting them-
selves like one, but every child was conducting itself like forty.
The consequences were uproarious beyond belief, but no one
seemed to care; on the contrary, the mother and daughter
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laughed heartily, and enjoyed it very much; and the latter, soon
beginning to mingle in the sports, got pillaged by the young
brigands most ruthlessly. What would I not have given to be
one of them! Though I never could have been so rude, no, no!
1 wouldn’t for the wealth of all the world have crushed that
braided hair, and torn it down; and for the precious little shoe,
I wouldn’t have plucked it off, God bless my soul! to save my
life. As to measuring her waist in sport, as they did, bold young
brood, I couldn’t have done it; I should have expected my arm
to have grown round it for a punishment, and never come
straight again. And yet I should have dearly liked, I own, to
have touched her lips; to have questioned her, that she might
have opened them; to have looked upon the lashes of her down-
cast eyes, and never raised a blush; to have let loose waves of
hair, an inch of which would be a keepsake beyond price; in
short, I should have liked, I do confess, to have had the lightest
license of a child, and yet been man enough to know its value.

But now a knocking at the door was heard, and such a rush
immediately ensued that she with laughing face and plundered
dress was borne toward it, the center of a flushed and boisterous
group just in time to greet the father, who came home attended
by a man laden with Christmas toys and presents. Then the
shouting and the struggling, and the onslaught that was made
on the defenseless porter. The scaling him with chairs for lad-
ders to dive into his pockets, despoil him of brown-paper parcels,
hold on tight by his cravat, hug him round the neck, pommel
his back, and kick his legs in irrepressible affection! The shouts
of wonder and delight with which the development of every
package was received! The terrible announcement that the
baby had been taken in the act of putting a doll’s frying-pan
into his mouth, and was more than suspected of having swal-
lowed a fictitious turkey, glued on a wooden platter! The im-
mense relief of finding this a false alarm! The joy, and grati-
tude, and ecstasy! They are all indescribable alike. It is
enough that by degrees the children and their emotions got out
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of the parlor and by one stair at a time up to the top of the
house, where they went to bed, and so subsided.

And now Scrooge looked on more attentively than ever, when
the master of the house, having his daughter leaning fondly on
him, sat down with her and her mother at his own fireside; and
when he thought that such another creature, quite as graceful
and as full of promise, might have called him father, and been
a springtime in the haggard winter of his life, his sight grew
very dim indeed.

“Belle,” said the husband, turning to his wife with a smile, “I
saw an old friend of ‘yours this afternoon.”

“Who was it?”*

“Guessl”

“How can I? Tut, don’t I know?” she added in the same
breath, laughing as he laughed. “Mr. Scrooge.”

“Mr. Scrooge it was. I passed his office window; and as it
was not shut up, and he had a candle inside, I could scarcely help
seeing him. His partner lies upon the point of death, I hear;
and there he sat alone. Quite alone in the world, I do believe.”

“Spirit!” said Scrooge in a broken voice, “remove me from
this place.”

“I told you these were shadows of the things that have been,”
said the Ghost. “That they are what they are, do not blame
me!”

“Remove mel” Scrooge exclaimed; “I cannot bear it!”

He turned upon the Ghost, and seeing that it looked upon him
with a face in which in some strange way there were fragments
of all the faces it had shown him, wrestled with it.

“Leave me! Take me back. Haunt me no longer!”

In the struggle, if that can be called a struggle in which the
Ghost with no visible resistance on its own part was undisturbed
by any effort of its adversary, Scrooge observed that its light
was burning high and bright; and dimly connecting that with
its influence over him, he seized the extinguisher-cap, and by a
sudden action pressed it down upon his head.
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The Spirit dropped beneath it, so that the extinguisher covered
its whole form; but though Scrooge pressed it down with all his
force, he could not hide the light which streamed from under it
in an unbroken flood upon the ground.

He was conscious of being exhausted, and overcome by an
irresistible drowsiness, and, further, of being in his own bed-
room. He gave the cap a parting squeeze, in which his hand
relaxed, and had barely time to reel to bed before he sank into
a heavy slumber.

STAVE THREE

’
THE SECOND OF THE THREE SPIRITS

Awaking in the middle of a prodigiously tough snore, and
sitting up in bed to get his thoughts together, Scrooge had no
occasion to be told that the bell was again upon the stroke of
One. He felt that he was restored to consciousness in the right
nick of time, for the especial purpose of holding a conference
with the second messenger dispatched to him through Jacob
Marley’s intervention. But, finding that he turned uncomfort-
ably cold when he began to wonder which of his curtains this
new Specter would draw back, he put them every one aside with
his own hands, and lying down again, established a sharp look-
out all round the bed. For he wished to challenge the Spirit on
the moment of its appearance, and did not wish to be taken by
surprise and made nervous.

Gentlemen of the free-and-easy sort, who plume themselves
on being acquainted with a move or two, and being usually equal
to the time-of-day, express the wide range of their capacity for
adventure by observing that they are good for anything from
pitch-and-toss to manslaughter; between which opposite ex-
tremes, no doubt, there lies a tolerably wide and comprehensive
range of subjects. Without venturing for Scrooge quite as
hardily as this, I don’t mind calling on you to believe that he
was ready for a good broad field of strange appearances, and



10

20

25

35

A CHRISTMAS CAROL 187

that nothing between a baby and rhinoceros would have aston-
ished him very much.

Now, being prepared for almost anything, he was not by any
means prepared for nothing; and, consequently, when the bell
struck one, and no shape appeared, he was taken with a violent
fit of trembling. Five minutes, ten minutes, a quarter of an
hour went by, yet nothing came. All this time he lay upon his
bed, the very core and center of a blaze of ruddy light, which
streamed upon it when the clock proclaimed the hour; and which,
being only light, was more alarmlng than a dozen ghosts, as he
was powerless to make out what it meant, or would be at; and
was sometimes apprehensive that he might be at that very mo-
ment an interesting case of spontaneous combustion, without
having the consolation of knowing it. At last, however, he began
to think—as you or I would have thought at first; for it is always
the person not in the predicament who knows what ought to have
been done in it, and would unquestionably have done it too—at
last, I say, he began to think that the source and secret of this
ghostly light might be in the adjoining room, from whence, on
further tracing it, it seemed to shine. This idea taking full
possession of his mind, he got up softly and shuffled in his
slippers to the door.

The moment Scrooge’s hand was on the lock, a strange voice
called him by name and bade him enter. He obeyed.

It was his own room. There was no doubt about that. But
it had undergone a surprising transformation. The walls and
ceiling were so hung with living green that it looked a perfect
grove, from every part of which bright gleaming berries glistened.
The crisp leaves of holly, mistletoe, and ivy reflected back the
light, as if so many little mirrors had been scattered there; and
such a mighty blaze went roaring up the chimney as that dull
petrification of a hearth had never known in Scrooge’s time, or
Marley’s, or for many and many a winter season gone. Heaped
up on the floor, to form a kind of throne, were turkeys, geese,
game, poultry, brawn, great joints of meat, sucking-pigs, long
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wreaths of sausages, mince-pies, plum-puddings, barrels of
oysters, red-hot chestnuts, cherry-cheeked apples, juicy oranges,
luscious pears, immense twelfth-cakes, and seething bowls of
punch, that made the chamber dim with their delicious steam.
In easy state upon this couch there sat a jolly Giant, glorious
to see, who bore a glowing torch, in shape not unlike Plenty’s
horn, and held it up, high up, to shed its light on Scrooge, as
he came peeping round the door.

“Come in!” exclaimed the Ghost. “Come in! and know me
better, man!” -

Scrooge entered timidly, and hung his head before this Spirit.
He was not the dogged Scrooge he had been; and though the

~ Spirit’s eyes were clear and kind, he did not like to meet them.
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“I am the Ghost of Christmas Present,” said the Spirit. *“Look
upon me!”

Scrooge reverently did so. It was clothed in one simple deep
green robe, or mantle, bordered with white fur. This garment
hung so loosely on the figure that its capacious breast was bare,
as if disdaining to be warded or concealed by any artifice. Its
feet, observable beneath the ample folds of the garment, were
also bare; and on its head it wore no other covering than a
holly wreath set here and there with shining icicles. Its dark
brown curls were long and free; free as its genial face, its spar-
kling eye, its open hand, its cheery voice, its unconstrained
demeanor, and its joyful air. Girded round its middle was an
antique scabbard ; but no sword was in it, and the ancient sheath
was eaten up with rust.

“You have never seen the like of me before!” exclaimed the
Spirit.

“Never,” Scrooge made answer to it.

“Have never walked forth with the younger members of my.
family ; meaning (for I am very young) my elder brothers born
in these later years?” pursued the Phantom.

“I don’t think I have,” said Scrooge. “I am afraid I have not.
Have you had many brothers, Spirit?”
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“More than eighteen hundred,” said the Ghost.

“A tremendous family to provide for!” muttered Scrooge.

The Ghost of Christmas Present rose.

“Spirit,” said Scrooge, submissively, ‘“conduct me where you
will. I went forth last night on compulsion, and I learned a
lesson which is working now. Tonight, if you have aught to
teach me, let me profit by it.”

“Touch my robe!”

Scrooge did as he was told, and held it fast.

Holly, mistletoe, red berries, ivy, turkeys, geese, game, poul-
try, brawn, meat, pigs, sausages, oysters, pies, puddings, fruit,
and punch, all vanished instantly. So did the room, the fire,
the rulldy glow, the hour of night, and they stood in the city
streets on Christmas morning, where (for the weather was
severe) the people made a rough, but brisk and not unpleasant
kind of music, in scraping the snow from the pavement in front
of their dwellings and from the tops of their houses; whence it
was mad delight to the boys to see it come plumping down into
the road below, and splitting into artificial little snow-storms.

The house fronts looked black enough, and the windows
blacker, contrasting with the smooth white sheet of snow upon
the roofs, and with the dirtier snow upon the ground; which last
deposit had been plowed up in deep furrows by the heavy wheels
of carts and wagons; furrows that crossed and recrossed each
other hundreds of times where the great streets branched off, and
made intricate channels, hard to trace, in the thick yellow mud
and icy water. The sky was gloomy, and the shortest streets
were choked up with a dingy mist, half thawed, half frozen,
whose heavier particles descended in a shower of sooty atoms,
as if all the chimneys in Great Britain had, by one consent,
caught fire, and were blazing away to their dear hearts’ content.
There was nothing very cheerful in the climate or the town, and
yet was there an air of cheerfulness abroad that the clearest
summer air and brightest summer sun might have endeavored
to diffuse in vain.
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For the people who were shoveling away on the house-tops
were jovial and full of glee, calling out to one another from the
parapets, and now and then exchanging a facetious snowball—
better-natured missile far than many a wordy jest—laughing
heartily if it went right and not less heartily if it went wrong.
The poulterers’ shops were still half open, and the fruiterers’ were
radiant in their glory. There were great, round, pot-bellied bas-
kets of chestnuts, shaped like the waistcoats of jolly old gentle-
men, lolling at the doors, and tumbling out into the street in
their apoplectic opulence. There were ruddy, brown-faced,
broad-girthed Spanish onions, winking from their shelves in
wanton slyness at the girls as they went by and glanced de-
murely at the hung-up mistletoe. There were pears and dpples,
clustered high in blooming pyramids; there were bunches of
grapes, made, in the shopkeepers’ benevolence, to dangle from
conspicuous hooks, that people’s mouths might water gratis as
they passed; there were piles of filberts, mossy and brown, re-
calling, in their fragrance, ancient walks among the woods, and
pleasant shufflings ankle deep through withered leaves; there
were Norfolk Biffins, squab and swarthy, setting off the yellow
of the oranges and lemons, and in the great compactness of their
juicy persons, urgently entreating and beseeching to be carried
home in paper bags and eaten after dinner. The very gold and
silver fish, set forth among these choice fruits in a bowl, though
members of a dull and stagnant-blooded race, appeared to know
that there was something going on; and, to a fish, went gasping
round and round their little world in slow and passionless ex-
citement.

The Grocers'! oh, the Grocers’! nearly closed, with perhaps
two shutters down, or one; but through those gaps such glimpses!
It was not alone that the scales descending on the counter made
a merry sound, or that the twine and roller parted company so
briskly, or that the canisters were rattled up and down like jug-
gling tricks, or even that the blended scents of tea and coffee
were so grateful to the nose, or even that the raisins were so plen-
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tiful and rare, the almonds so extremely white, the sticks of cin-
namon so long and straight, the other spices so delicious, the
candied fruits so caked and spotted with molten sugar as to make
the coldest lookers-on feel faint and subsequently bilious. Nor
was it that the figs were moist and pulpy, or that the French
plums blushed in modest tartness from their highly-decorated
boxes, or that everything was good to eat and in its Christmas
dress; but the customers were all so hurried and so eager in the
hopeful promise of the day that they tumbled up against each
other at the door, clashing their wicker baskets wildly, and left
their purchases upon the counter, and came running back to

" fetch them, and committed hundreds of the like mistakes in the
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best humor possible; while the grocer and his people were so
frank and fresh that the polished hearts with which they fas-
tened their aprons behind might have been their own, worn out-
side for general inspection and for Christmas daws to peck at
if they chose.

But soon the steeples called good people all to church and
chapel, and away they came, flocking through the streets in
their best clothes, and with their gayest faces. And at the same
time there emerged from scores of by-streets, lanes, and nameless
turnings, innumerable people, carrying their dinners to the
bakers’ shops. The sight of these poor revelers appeared to in-
terest the Spirit very much, for he stood with Scrooge beside
him in a baker’s doorway, and taking off the covers as their
bearers passed, sprinkled incense on their dinners from his torch.
And it was a very uncommon kind of torch, for once or twice
when there were angry words between some dinner-carriers who
had jostled with each other, he shed a few drops of water on
them from it, and their good humor was restored directly. For,
they said, it was a shame to quarrel upon Christmas Day. And
so it was! God love it, so it was!

In time the bells ceased, and the bakers’ were shut up; and
yet there was a genial shadowing forth of all these dinners and
the progress of their cooking, in the thawed blotch of wet above
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each baker’s oven; where the pavement smoked as if its stones
were cooking too.

“Is there a peculiar flavor in what you sprinkle from your
torch?” asked Scrooge.

“There is. My own.”

“Would it apply to any kind of dinner on this day?” asked
Scrooge.

“To any kindly given. To a poor one most.”

“Why to a poor one most?” asked Scrooge.

“Because it needs it most.”

“Spirit,” said Scrooge, after a moment’s thought, “I wonder_
you, of all the beings in the many worlds about us, should de-
sire to cramp these people’s opportunities of innocent enjoy-
ment.” '

“I1” cried the Spirit.

“You would deprive them of their means of dining every
seventh day, often the only day on which they can be said to
dine at all,” said Scrooge. “Wouldn’t you?”

“I1"” cried the Spirit.

“You seek to close these places on the Seventh Day?” said
Scrooge. “And it comes to the same thing.”

“I seek!” exclaimed the Spirit.

“Forgive me if I am wrong. It has been done in your name,
or at least in that of your family,” said-Scrooge.

“There are some upon this earth of yours,” returned the
Spirit, “who lay claim to know us, and who do their deeds of
passion, pride, ill-will, hatred, envy, bigotry, and selfishness in
our name, who are strange to us and all our kith and kin, as if
they had never lived. Remember that, and charge their doings
on themselves, not us.”

Scrooge promised that he would; and they went on, invisible,
as they had been before, into the suburbs of the town. It was a
remarkable quality of the Ghost (which Scrooge had observed
at the baker’s), that notwithstanding his gigantic size, he could
accommodate himself to any place with ease; and that he stood
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beneath a low roof quite as gracefully and like a supernatural
creature, as it was possible he could have done in any lofty
hall.

And perhaps it was the pleasure the good Spirit had in show-

s ing off this power of his, or else it was his own kind, generous,
hearty nature, and his sympathy with all poor men, that ‘led
him straight to Scrooge’s clerk’s; for there he went, and took
Scrooge with him, holding to his robe; and on the threshold of
the door the Spirit smiled, and stopped to bless Bob Cratchit’s

10 dwelling with the sprinklings of his torch. Think of that! Bob
had but fifteen “bob” a week himself; he pocketed on Saturdays
but fifteen copies of his Christian name; and yet the Ghost of
Christmas Present blessed his four-roomed house!

Then up rose Mrs. Cratchit, Cratchit’s wife, dressed out but

15 poorly in a twice-turned gown, but brave in ribbons, which are
cheap and make a goodly show for sixpence; and she laid the
cloth, assisted by Belinda Cratchit, second of her daughters, also
brave in ribbons; while Master Peter Cratchit plunged a fork
into the saucepan of potatoes, and getting the corners of his

20 monstrous shirt collar (Bob’s private property, conferred upon
his son and heir in honor of the day) into his mouth, rejoiced
to find himself so gallantly attired, and yearned to show his
linen in the fashionable Parks. And now two smaller Cratchits,
boy and girl, came tearing in, screaming that outside the baker’s

25 they had smelt the goose, and known it for their own; and,
basking in luxurious thoughts of sage-and-onion, these young
Cratchits danced about the table, and exalted Master Peter
Cratchit to the skies, while he (not proud, although his collars
nearly choked him) blew the fire, until the slow potatoes bub-

30 bling up, knocked loudly at the saucepan lid to be let out and
peeled.

“What has ever got your precious father then?” said Mrs.
Cratchit. ‘“And your brother, Tiny Tim! And Martha warn’t
as late last Christmas Day by half-an-hour!”

3 ‘“Here’s Martha, mother!” said a girl, appearing as she spoke.
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“Here’s Martha, mother!” cried the two young Cratchits.
“Hurrah! There’s such a goose, Martha!”

“Why, bless your heart alive, my dear, how late you are!”
said Mrs. Cratchit, kissing her a dozen times, and taking off her
shawl and bonnet for her with officious zeal.

“We'd a deal of work to finish up last night,” replied the girl,
“and had to clear away this morning, mother!”

“Welll Never mind so long as you are come,” said Mrs.
Cratchit. “Sit ye down before the fire, my dear, and have a
warm, Lord bless ye!”

“No, no! There’s father coming,” cried the two young
Cratchits, who were everywhere at once. “Hide, Martha, hide!”

So Martha hid herself, and in came little Bob, the father,
with at least three feet of comforter exclusive of the fringe,
hanging down before him; and his threadbare clothes darned up
and brushed, to look seasonable; and Tiny Tim upon his
shoulder. Alas for Tiny Tim, he bore a little crutch, and had
his limbs supported by an iron frame!

“Why, where’s our Martha?” cried Bob Cratchit, looking
round. “Not coming,” said Mrs. Cratchit.

“Not coming!” said Bob, with a sudden declension in his
high spirits; for he had been Tim’s blood horse all the way from
church, and had come home rampant. “Not coming upon Christ-
mas Day!”

Martha didn’t like to see him disappointed, if it were only in
joke; so she came out prematurely from behind the closet door,
and ran into his arms, while the two young Cratchits hustled
Tiny Tim, and bore him off into the wash-house, that he might
hear the pudding singing in the copper.

“And how did little Tim behave?” asked Mrs. Cratchit, when
she had rallied Bob on his credulity, and Bob had hugged his
daughter to his heart’s content.

“As good as gold,” said Bob, “and.better. Somehow he gets
thoughtful, sitting by himself so much, and thinks the strangest
things you ever heard. He told me, coming home, that he hoped
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the people saw him in the church, because he was a cripple, and
it might be pleasant to them to remember upon Christmas Day,
who made lame beggars walk and blind men see.” Bob’s voice
was tremulous when he told them this, and trembled more when
he said that Tiny Tim was growing strong and hearty.

His active little crutch was heard upon the floor, and back
came Tiny Tim before another word was spoken, escorted by his
brother and sister to his stool before the.fire; and while Bob,
turning up his cuffs—as if, poor fellow, they were capable of
being made more shabby—compounded some hot mixture in a
jug with gin and lemons, and stirred it round and round and
put it on the hob to simmer, Master Peter and the two ubiquitous
young Cratchits went to fetch the goose, with which they soon
returned in high procession.

Such a bustle ensued that you might have thought a goose the
rarest of all birds, a feathered phenomenon, to which a black
swan was a matter of course—and in truth it was something very
like it in that house. Mrs. Cratchit made the gravy (ready be-
forehand in a little saucepan) hissing hot; Master Peter mashed
the potatoes with incredible vigor; Miss Belinda sweetened up
the apple sauce; Martha dusted the hot plates; Bob took Tiny
Tim beside him in a tiny corner at the table; the two young
Cratchits set chairs for everybody, not forgetting themselves, and
mounting guard upon their posts, crammed spoons into their
mouths, lest they should shriek for goose before their turn came
to be helped. At last the dishes were set on, and grace was said.
It was succeeded by a breathless pause, as Mrs. Cratchit, looking
slowly all along the carving-knife, prepared to plunge it in the
breast; but when she did, and when the long expected gush of
stuffing issued forth, one murmur of delight arose all around the
board, and even Tiny Tim, excited by the two young Cratchits,
beat on the table with the handle of his knife, and feebly cried
Hurrah!

There never was such a goose. Bob said he didn't believe
there ever was such a goose cooked. Its tenderness and flavor,
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size and cheapness, were the themes of universal admiration.
Eked out by the apple sauce and mashed potatoes, it was a suffi-
cient dinner for the whole family; indeed, as Mrs. Cratchit said
with great delight (surveying one small atom of a bone upon the
dish), they hadn’t ate it all at last! Yet everyone had had
enough, and the youngest Cratchits in particular were steeped
in sage-and-onion to the eyebrows! But now, the plates being
changed by Miss Belinda, Mrs. Cratchit left the room alone—
too nervous to bear witnesses—to take the pudding up and bring
it in.

Suppose it should not be done enough! Suppose it should
break in turning out! Suppose somebody should have got over
the wall of the back-yard, and stolen it, while they were merry
with the goose—a supposition at which the two young Cratchits
became livid! All sorts of horrors were supposed.

Hallo! A great deal of steam! The pudding was out of the
copper. A smell like a washing-day! That was the cloth. A
smell like an eating-house and a pastrycook’s next door to each
other, with a laundress’s next door to that! That was the pud-
ding! In half a minute Mrs. Cratchit entered—flushed, but smil-
ing proudly—with the pudding, like a speckled cannon-ball, so
hard and firm, blazing in half of half-a-quartern of ignited
brandy, and bedight with Christmas holly stuck into the top.

Oh, a wonderful pudding! Bob Cratchit said, and calmly too,
that he regarded it as the greatest success achieved by Mrs.
Cratchit since their marriage. Mrs. Cratchit said that now the
weight was off her mind she would confess she had had her doubts
about the quantity of flour. Everybody had something to say
about it, but nobody said or thought it was at all a small pudding
for a large family. It would have been flat heresy to do so. Any
Cratchit would have blushed to hint at such a thing.

At last the dinner was all done, the cloth was cleared, the
hearth swept, and the fire made up. The compound in the jug
being tasted, and considered perfect, apples and oranges were
put upon the table, and a shovel-full of chestnuts on the fire.
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Then all the Cratchit family drew around the hearth, in what
Bob Cratchit called a circle, meaning half a one; and at Bob
Cratchit’s elbow stood the family display of glass—two tumblers
and a custard-cup without a handle.

These held the hot stuff from the jug, however, as well as
golden goblets would have done; and Bob served it out with
beaming looks, while the chestnuts on the fire sputtered and
cracked noisily. Then Bob proposed:

“A Merry Christmas to us all, my dears. God bless us!”

Which all the family reéchoed.

“God bless us every one!” said Tiny Tim, the last of all.

He sat very close to his father’s side upon his little stool.
Bob held his withered little hand in his, as if he loved the child,
and wished to keep him by his side, and dreaded that he might
be taken from him.

“Spirit,” said Scrooge, with an interest he had never felt be-
fore, “tell me if Tiny Tim will live.”

“I see a vacant seat,” replied the Ghost, “in the poor chimney
corner, and a crutch without an owner, carefully preserved. If
these shadows remain unaltered by the Future, the child will
die.”

“No, no,” said Scrooge. ‘“Oh, no, kind Spirit! say he will be
spared.”

“If these shadows remain unaltered by the Future, none other
of my race,” returned the Ghost, “will find him here. What
then? If he be like to die, he had better do it, and decrease the
surplus population.”

Scrooge hung his head to hear his own words quoted by the
Spirit, and was overcome with penitence and grief.

“Man,” said the Ghost, “if man you be in heart, not adamant,
forbear that wicked cant until you have discovered What the
surplus is, and Where it is. Will you decide what men shall live,
what men shall die? It may be that in the sight of Heaven
you are more worthless and less fit to live than millions like this

38 poor man’s child. Oh, God! to hear the Insect on the leaf pro-
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nouncing on the too much life among his hungry brothers in the
dust!”

Scrooge bent before the Ghost’s rebuke, and trembling cast
his eyes upon the ground. But he raised them speedily, on hear-
ing his own name.

“Mr. Scrooge!” said Bob; “I'll give you Mr. Scrooge, the
Founder of the Feast!”

“The Founder of the Feast indeed!” cried Mrs. Cratchit, red-
dening. “I wish I had him here. I'd give him a piece of my
mind to feast upon, and I hope he’d have a good appetite for it.”

“My dear,” said- Bob, “the children! Christmas Day.”

“It should be Christmas Day, I am sure,” said she, “on which
one drinks the health of such an odious, stingy, hard, unfeeling
man as Mr. Scrooge. You know he is, Robert! Nobody knows
it better than you do, poor fellow!”

“My dear,” was Bob’s mild answer, “Christmas Day.”

“T’ll drink his health for your sake and the Day’s,” said Mrs.
Cratchit, “not for his. Long life to him! A Merry Christmas
and a Happy New Year! He'll be very merry and happy, I have
no doubt!”

The children drank the toast after her. It was the first of
their proceedings which had no heartiness in it. Tiny Tim drank
it last of all, but he didn’t care twopence for it. Scrooge was
the Ogre of the family. The mention of his name cast a dark
shadow on the party, which was not dispelled for full five
minutes.

After it had passed away, they were ten times merrier than
before, from the mere relief of Scrooge the Baleful being done
with. Bob Cratchit told them how he had a situation in his
eye for Master Peter, which would bring in, if obtained, full
five-and-sixpence weekly. The two young Cratchits laughed
tremendously at the idea of Peter’s being a man of business; and
Peter himself looked thoughtfully at the fire from between his
collars, as if he were deliberating what particular investments he
should favor when he came into the receipt of that bewildering
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income. Martha, who was a poor apprentice at a milliner’s, then
told them what kind of work she had to do, and how many hours
she worked at a stretch, and how she meant to lie abed tomorrow
morning for a good long rest; tomorrow being a holiday she
passed at home. Also how she had seen a countess and a lord
some days before, and how the lord “was much about as tall as
Peter”; at which Peter pulled up his collars so high that you
couldn’t have seen his head if you had been there. All this time
the chestnuts and the jug went round and round; and by and
by they had a song about a lost child traveling in the snow, from
Tiny Tim, who had a plaintive little voice, and sang it very
well indeed.

There was nothing of high mark in this. They were not a
handsome family; they were not well dressed; their shoes were
far from being waterproof; their clothes were scanty; and Peter
might have known, and very likely did, the inside of a pawn-
broker’s. But, they were happy, grateful, pleased with one an-
other, and contented with the time; and when they faded, and
looked happier yet in the bright sprinklings of the Spirit’s torch
at parting, Scrooge had his eye upon them, and especially on
Tiny Tim, until the last.

By this time it was getting dark, and snowing pretty heavily;
and as Scrooge and the Spirit went along the streets, the bright-
ness of the roaring fires in kitchens, parlors, and ‘all sorts of
rooms, was wonderful. Here, the flickering of the blaze showed
preparations for a cozy dinner, with hot plates baking through
and through before the fire, and deep red curtains, ready to be
drawn to shut out cold and darkness. There, all the children of
the house were running out into the snow to meet their married
sisters, brothers, cousins, uncles, aunts, and be the first to greet
them. Here, again, were shadows on the window-blind of guests
assembling; and there a group of handsome girls, all hooded and
fur-booted, and all chattering at once, tripped lightly off to some
pear neighbor’s house; where woe upon the single man who saw
them enter—artful witches! well they knew it—in a glow!
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But if you had judged from the numbers of people on their
way to friendly gatherings, you might have thought that no one
was at home to give them welcome when they got there, instead
of every house expecting company, and piling up its fires half-
chimney high. Blessings on it, how the Ghost exulted! How
it bared its breadth of breast, and opened its capacious palm,
and floated on, outpouring, with a generous hand, its bright and
harmless mirth, on everything within its reach! The very lamp-
lighter, who ran on before, dotting the dusky street with specks
of light, and who was dressed to spend the evening somewhere,
laughed out loudly as the Spirit passed; though little kenned the
lamplighter that he had any company but Christmas!

And now, without a word of warning from the Ghost, they
stood upon a bleak and desert moor, where monstrous masses of
rude stone were cast about, as though it were the burial place
of giants; and water spread itself wheresoever it listed, or would
have done so but for the frost that held it prisoner; and nothing
grew but moss and furze, and coarse, rank grass. Down in the
west the setting sun had left a streak of fiery red, which glared
upon the desolation for an instant, like a sullen eye, and frowning
lower, lower, lower yet, was lost in the thick gloom of darkest
night.

“What place is this?” asked Scrooge.

“A place where miners live, who labor in the bowels of the
earth,” returned the Spirit. “But they know me. Seel”

A light shone from the window of a hut, and swiftly they
advanced toward it. Passing through the wall of mud and
stone, they found a cheerful company assembled round a glowing
fire. An old, old man and woman, with their children and their
children’s children, and another generation beyond that, all
decked out gayly in their holiday attire. The old man in a voice
that seldom rose above the howling of the wind upon the barren
waste was singing them a Christmas song; it had been a very old
song when he was a boy; and from time to time they all joined
in the chorus. So surely as they raised their voices, the old
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man got quite blithe and loud; and so surely as they stopped,
his vigor sank again.

The Spirit did not tarry here, but bade Scrooge hold his robe,
and passing on above the moor, sped whither? Not to sea? To
sea. To Scrooge’s horror, looking back, he saw the last of the
land, a frightful range of rocks, behind them; and his ears were
deafened by the thundering of water, as it rolled, and roared, and
raged among the dreadful caverns it had worn, and fiercely tried
to undermine the earth.

Built upon a dismal reef of sunken rocks, some league or so
from shore, on which the waters chafed and dashed, the wild
year through, there stood a solitary lighthouse. Great heaps of
seaweed clung to its base, and storm-birds—born of the wind
one might suppose as seaweed of the water—rose and fell about
it, like the waves they skimmed.

But even here, two men who watched the light had made a
fire, that through the loophole in the thick stone wall shed out
a ray of brightness on the awful sea. Joining their horny hands
over the rough table at which they sat, they wished each other
Merry Christmas in their can of grog; and one of them—the
elder, too, with his face all damaged and scarred with hard
weather, as the figurehead of an old ship might be—struck up a
sturdy song that was like a gale in itself.

Again the Ghost sped on, above the black and heaving sea—
on, on—until being far away, as he told Scrooge, from any shore,
they lighted on a ship. They stood beside the helmsman at the
wheel, the lookout in the bow, the officers who had the watch;
dark, ghostly figures in their several stations; but every man
among them hummed a Christmas tune, or had a Christmas
thought, or spoke below his breath to his companion of some by-
gone Christmas Day, with homeward hopes belonging to it. And
every man on board, waking or sleeping, good or bad, had had
a kinder word for another on that day than on any day in the
year; and had shared to some extent in its festivities; and had
remembered those he cared for at a distance, and had known
that they delighted to remember him.
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It was a great surprise to Scrooge, while listening to the moan-
ing of the wind, and thinking what a solemn thing it was to move
on through the lonely darkness over an unknown abyss, whose
depths were secrets as profound as Death—it was a great sur-
prise to Scrooge, while thus engaged, to hear a hearty laugh. It
was a much greater surprise to Scrooge to recognize it as his own
nephew’s and to find himself in a bright, dry, gleaming room,
with the Spirit standing smiling by his side, and looking at the
same nephew with approving affability.

“Ha, hal” laughed Scrooge’s nephew. ‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

If you should happen, by any unlikely chance, to know a man
more blest in a laugh than Scrooge’s nephew, all I can say is, 1
should like to know him too. Introduce him to me, and I'll
cultivate his acquaintance.

It is a fair, even-handed, noble adjustment of things, that
while there is infection in disease and sorrow, there is nothing
in the world so irresistibly contagious as laughter and good-
humor. When Scrooge’s nephew laughed in this way—holding
his sides, rolling his head, and twisting his face into the most
extravagant contortions—Scrooge’s niece, by marriage, laughed
as heartily as he. And their assembled friends, being not a bit
behindhand, roared out lustily. “Ha, hal Ha, ha, ha!”

“He said that Christmas was a humbug, as I livel” cried
Scrooge’s nephew. “He believed it, too!l”

“More shame for him, Fred!” said Scrooge's niece, indig-
nantly. Bless those women; they never do anything by halves.
They are always in earnest. )

She was very pretty, exceedingly pretty. With a dimpled, sur-
prised-looking, capital face; a ripe little mouth, that seemed
made to be kissed—as no doubt it was; all kinds of good little
dots about her chin, that melted into one another when she
laughed ; and the sunniest pair of eyes you ever saw in any little
creature’s head. Altogether she was what you would have called
provoking, you know; but satisfactory, too. Oh, perfectly satis-
factory!
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“He’s a comical old fellow,” said Scrooge’s nephew, “that’s
the truth; and not so pleasant as he might be. However, his
offenses carry their own punishment, and I have nothing to say
against him.”

“I’'m sure he is very rich, Fred,” hinted Scrooge’s niece. “At
least you always tell me so0.”

“What of that, my dear!” said Scrooge’s nephew. “His wealth
is of no use to him. He doesn’t do any good with it. He doesn’t
make himself comfortable with it. He hasn’t the satisfaction
of thinking—ha, ha, hal—that he is ever going to benefit us
with it.”

“] have no patience with him,” observed Scrooge’s niece.
Scrooge’s niece’s sisters, and all of the other ladies, expressed the
same opinion.

“Oh, .I have!” said Scrooge’s nephew. “I am sorry for him;
I couldn’t be angry with him if I tried. Who suffers by his ill
whims? Himself, always. Here, he takes it into his head to
dislike us, and he won’t come and dine with us. What'’s the con-
sequence? He doesn’t lose much of a dinner.”

“Indeed, I think he loses a very good dinner,” interrupted
Scrooge’s niece. Everybody else said the same; and they must
be allowed to have been competent judges, because they had
just had dinner, and, with the dessert upon the table, were clus-
tered round the fire, by lamplight.

“Well! I'm very glad to hear it,” said Scrooge’s nephew, “be-
cause I haven’t any great faith in these young housekeepers.
What do you say, Topper?”

Topper had clearly got his eye upon one of Scrooge’s niece’s
sisters, for he answered that a bachelor was a wretched outcast,
who had no right to express an opinion on the subject. Whereat
Scrooge’s niece’s sister—the plump one with the lace tucker, not
the one with the roses—blushed.

“Do go on, Fred,” said Scrooge’s niece, clapping her hands.
“He never finishes what he begins to say! He is such a ridicu-
lous fellow!”
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Scrooge’s nephew reveled in another laugh, and as it was im-
possible to keep the infection off, though the plump sister tried
hard to do it with aromatic vinegar, his example was unani-
mously followed.

“I was only. going to say,” said Scrooge’s nephew, “that the
consequence of his taking a dislike to us, and not making merry
with us, is, as I think, that he loses some pleasant moments,
which could do him no harm. I am sure he loses pleasanter
companions than he can find in his own thoughts, either in his
moldy old office or his dusty chambers. I mean to give him the
same chance every year, whether he likes it or not, for I pity
him. He may rail at Christmas till he dies, but he can’t help
thinking better of it—I defy him—if he finds me going there,
in good temper, year after year, and saying, ‘Uncle Scrooge, how
are you?' If it only puts him in the vein to leave his poor clerk
fifty pounds, that’s something; and I think I shook him yester-
day.” ‘

It was their turn to laugh now at the notion of his shaking
Scrooge. But being thoroughly good-natured, and not much car-
ing what they laughed at, so that they laughed at any rate, he
encouraged them in their merriment, and passed the bottle jov-
ously. '

After tea, they had some music. For they were a musical
family, and knew what they were about when they sang a glee
or catch, I can assure you; especially Topper, who could growl
away in the bass like a good one, and never swell the large veins
in his forehead, or get red in the face over it. Scrooge’s niece
played well upon the harp; and played among other tunes a
simple little air (a mere nothing; you might learn to whistle it in
two minutes) which had been familiar to the child who fetched
Scrooge from the boarding school, as he had been reminded by
the Ghost of Christmas Past. When this strain of music sounded,
all the things the Ghost had shown him came upon his mind;
he softened more and more; and thought that if he could have
listened to it often, years ago, he might have cultivated the kind-

i



10

185

20

25

30

A CHRISTMAS CAROL 205

nesses of life for his own happiness with his own hands, without
resorting to the sexton’s spade that buried Jacob Marley.

But they didn’t devote the whole evening to music. After
a while they played at forfeits; for it is good to be children
sometimes, and never better than at Christmas, when its mighty
Founder was a child Himself. Stop! There was first a game at
blindman’s buff. Of course there was. And I no more believe
Topper was really blind than I believe he had eyes in his boots.
My opinion is that it was a done thing between him and Scrooge’s
nephew; and that the Ghost of Christmas Present knew it. The
way he went after that plump sister in the lace tucker was an
outrage on the credulity of human nature. Knocking down the
fire irons, tumbling over the chairs, bumping up against the
piano, smothering himself among the curtains; wherever she
went, there went he. He always knew where the plump sister
was. He wouldn’t catch anybody else. If you had fallen up
against him, as some of them did, and stood there, he would
have made a feint of endeavoring to seize you, which would have
been an affront to your understanding; and would instantly have
sidled off in the direction of the plump sister. She often cried
out that it wasn’t fair; and it really was not. But when at last
he caught her; when, in spite of all her silken rustlings, and her
rapid flutterings past him, he got her into a corner whence there
was no escape, then his conduct was the most execrable. For
his pretending not to know her, his pretending that it was neces-
sary to touch her headdress, and further to assure himself of
her identity by pressing a certain ring upon her finger, and a
certain chain about her neck, was vile, monstrous! No doubt
she told him her opinion of it, when, another blind man being in
office, they were so very confidential together behind the curtains.

Scrooge’s niece was not one of the blindman’s buff party,
but was made comfortable with a large chair and a footstool, in
a snug corner, where the Ghost and Scrooge were close behind
her. But she joined in the forfeits, and loved her love to admira-

35 tion with all the letters of the alphabet. Likewise at the game
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of How, When, and Where, she was very great, and to the secret
joy of Scrooge’s nephew, beat her sisters hollow; though they
were sharp girls, too, as Topper could have told you. There
might have been twenty people there, young and old, but they
all played, and so did Scrooge; for, wholly forgetting, in the in-
terest he had in what was going on, that his voice made no sound
in their ears, he sometimes came out with his guess quite loud,
and very often guessed quite right, too; for the sharpest needle,
best Whitechapel, warranted not to cut in the eye, was not
sharper than Scrooge; blunt as he took it in his head to be.

The Ghost was greatly pleased to find him in this mood and
looked upon him with such favor that he begged like a boy to
be allowed to stay until the guests departed. But this the Spirit
said could not be done.

“Here is a new game,” said Scrooge. “One half-hour, Spirit,
only one!”

It was a game called Yes and No, where Scrooge’s nephew had
to think of something, and the rest must find out what; he only
answering to their questions yes or no, as the case was. The
brisk fire of questioning to which he was exposed elicited from
him that he was thinking of an animal, a live animal, rather a
disagreeable animal, a savage animal, an animal that growled
and grunted sometimes, and talked sometimes, and lived in
London, and walked about the streets, and wasn’t made a show
of, and wasn't led by anybody, and didn't live in a menagerie,
and was never killed in a market, and was not a horse, or an ass,
or a cow, or a bull, or a tiger, or a dog, or a pig, or a cat, or a
bear. At every fresh question that was put to him, this nephew
burst into a fresh roar of laughter; and was so inexpressibly
tickled that he was obliged to get up off the sofa and stamp. At
last the plump sister, falling into a similar state, cried out:

“I have found it out! I know what it is, Fred! I know what
it is!”

“What is it?” cried Fred.

“It’s your Uncle Scro-0-0-0-oge!”



10

20

30

35

A CHRISTMAS CAROL 207

Which it certainly was. Admiration was the universal senti-
ment, though some objected that the reply to “Is it a bear?”
ought to have been “Yes”; inasmuch as an answer in the negative
was sufficient to have diverted their thoughts from Mr. Scrooge,
supposing they had ever had any tendency that way.

“He has given us plenty of merriment, I am sure,” said Fred,
“and it would be ungrateful not to drink his health. Here is a
glass of mulled wine ready to our hand at the moment; and I say,
‘Uncle Scrooge!’”

“Well! Uncle Scrooge!” they cried.

“A Merry Christmas and a Happy New Year to the old man,
whatever he is!” said Scrooge’s nephew. “He wouldn’t take it
from me, but may he have it, nevertheless. Uncle Scrooge!”

Uncle Scrooge had imperceptibly become so gay and light of
heart that he would have pledged the unconscious company in
return, and thanked them in an inaudible speech, if the Ghost
had given him time. But the whole scene passed off in the breath
of the last word spoken by his nephew; and he and the Spirit
were again upon their travels.

Much they saw, and far they went, and many homes they
visited, but always with a happy end. The Spirit stood beside
sick beds, and they were cheerful; on foreign lands, and they
were close at home; by struggling men, and they were patient
in their greater hope; by poverty, and it was rich. In alms-
house, hospital, and jail, in misery’s every refuge, where vain
man in his little brief authority had not made fast the door and
barred the Spirit out, he left his blessing, and taught Scrooge his
precepts.

It was a long night, if it were only a night; but Scrooge had
his doubts of this, because the Christmas Holidays appeared to
be condensed into the space of time they passed together. It was
strange, too, that while Scrooge remained unaltered in his out-
ward form, the Ghost grew older, clearly older. Scrooge had
observed this change, but never spoke of it until they left a
children’s Twelfth-night party, when, looking at the Spirit as
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they stood together in an open place, he noticed that its hair was
gray.

*‘Are spirits’ lives so short?” asked Scrooge.

“My life upon this globe is very brief,” replied the Ghost.
“It ends tonight.”

“Tonight!” cried Scrooge.

“Tonight at midnight. Hark! The time is drawing near.”

The chimes were ringing the three quarters past eleven at that
moment.

“Forgive me if I am not justified in what I ask,” said Scrooge,
looking intently at the Spirit’s robe, “but I see something strange,
and not belonging to yourself, protruding from your skirts. Is it
a foot or a claw?”

“It might be a claw, for the flesh there is upon it,” was the
Spirit’s sorrowful reply. “Look here.”

From the foldings of its robe it brought two children, wretched,
abject, frightful, hideous, miserable. They knelt down at its
feet, and clung upon the outside of its garment.

“Oh, Man! look here. Look, look, down here!” exclaimed the
Ghost. )

They were a boy and girl. Yellow, meager, ragged, scowling,
wolfish; but prostrate, too, in their humility. Where graceful
youth should have filled their features out and touched them
with its freshest tints, a stale and shriveled hand, like that of
age, had pinched and twisted them and pulled them into shreds.
Where angels might have sat enthroned, devils lurked, and glared
out menacing. No change, no degradation, no perversion of hu-
manity, in any grade, through all the mysteries of wonderful
creation, has monsters half so horrible and dread.

Scrooge started back, appalled. Having them shown to him
in this way, he tried to say they were fine children, but the words
choked themselves, rather than be partles to a lie of such enor-
mous magnitude.

“Spirit! are they yours?” Scrooge could say no more.

“They are Man’s,” said the Spirit, looking down upon them.
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“And they cling to me, appealing from their fathers. This boy
is Ignorance. This girl is Want. Beware them both, and all
of their degree, but most of all beware this boy, for on his brow
1 see written that which is Doom, unless the writing be erased.

s Deny it!” cried the Spirit, stretching out its hand toward the
city. “Slander those who tell it ye! Admit it for your factious
purposes, and make it worse! And bide the end!”

“Have they no refuge or resource?” cried Scrooge.

“Are there no prisons?” said the Spirit, turning on him for

10 the last time with his own words. “Are there no workhouses?”

The bell struck twelve.

Serooge looked about him for the Ghost, and saw it not. As
the last stroke ceased to vibrate, he remembered the prediction
of old Jacob Marley, and lifting up his eyes, beheld a solemn

18 Phantom, draped and hooded, coming, like a mist along the
ground, toward him.

STAVE FOUR
THE LAST OF THE SPIRITS

The Phantom slowly, gravely, silently approached. When
it came near him, Scrooge bent down upon his knee; for in the
very air through which this Spirit moved, it seemed to scatter

20 gloom and mystery.

It was shrouded in a deep black garment, which concealed °
its head, its face, its form, and left nothing of it visible save one
outstretched hand. But for this it would have been difficult to
detach its figure from the night, and separate it from the dark-

25 pess by which it was surrounded.

He felt that it was tall and stately, when it came beside him,
and that its mysterious presence filled him with a solemn dread.
He knew no more, for the Spirit neither spoke nor moved.

“l am in the presence of the Ghost of Christmas Yet To

30 Come?” said Scrooge.
The Spirit answered not, but pointed downward with its hand.
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“You are about to show me shadows of the things that have
not happened, but will happen in the time before us,” Scrooge
pursued. “Is that so, Spirit?”

The upper portion of the garment was contracted for an
instant in its folds, as if the Spirit had inclined its head. That
was the only answer he received.

Although well used to ghostly company by this time, Scrooge
feared the silent shape so much that his legs trembled beneath
him, and he found that he could hardly stand when he prepared
to follow it. The Spirit paused a moment, as observing his condi-
tion, and giving him time to recover.

But Scrooge was all the worse for this. It thrilled him with
a vague, uncertain horror, to know that behind the dusky shroud
there were ghostly eyes intently fixed upon him, while he, though
he stretched his own to the utmost, could see nothing but a spec-
tral hand and one great heap of black.

“Ghost of the Future!” he exclaimed. “I fear you more than
any Specter I have seen. But, as I know your purpose is to do me
good, and as I hope to live to be another man from what I was,
I am prepared to bear you company, and do it with a thankful
heart. Will you not speak to me?”

It gave him no reply. The hand was pointed straight before
them.

“Lead on!” said Scrooge. “Lead on! The night is waning
fast, and it is precious time to me, I know. Lead on, Spirit!”

The Phantom moved away as it had come toward him.
Scrooge followed in the shadow of its dress, which bore him up,
he thought, and carried him along.

They scarcely seemed to enter the city; for the city rather
seemed to spring up about them, and encompass them of its own
act. But there they were, in the heart of it; on ‘Change, amongst
the merchants; who hurried up and down, and chinked the money
in their pockets, and conversed in groups, and looked at their
watches, and trifled thoughtfully with their great gold seals, and
so forth, as Scrooge had seen them often.
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The Spirit stopped beside one little knot of business men.
Observing that the hand was pointed to them, Scrooge advanced
to listen to their talk.

“No,” said a great fat man with a monstrous chin, “I don’t

5 know much about it, either way. I only know he’s dead.”

“When did he die?” inquired another.

“Last night, I believe.”

“Why, what was the matter with him?” asked a third, taking
a vast quantity of snuff out of a very large snuffbox. “I thought

10 he’d never die.”

“God knows,” said the first, with a yawn.

“What has he done with his money?” asked a red-faced gen-
tleman with a pendulous excrescence on the end of his nose, that
shook like the gills of a turkey cock.

15 “T haven't heard,” said the man with the large chin, yawning
again. “Left it to his Company, perhaps. He hasn’t left it to
me. That’s all I know.” :

This pleasantry was received with a general laugh.

“It’s likely to be a very cheap funeral,” said the same speaker,

20 “for upon my life I don’t know of anybody to go to it. Suppose
we make up a party and volunteer?”

“I don’t mind going if a lunch is provided,” observed the gen-
tleman with the excrescence on his nose. “But I must be fed if
I make one.”

25 Another laugh.

“Well, I am the most disinterested among you, after all,’
said the first speaker, “for I never wear black gloves, and I never
eat lunch. But I'll’ offer to go, if anybody else will. When I
come to think of it, I'm not at all sure that I wasn’t his most

30 particular friend; for we used to stop and speak whenever we
met. Bye-bye!”

Speakers and listeners strolled away, and mixed with other
groups. Scrooge knew the men, and looked toward the Spirit for
an explanation.

35 The Phantom glided on into a street. Its finger pointed to
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two persons meeting. Scrooge listened again thinking that the
explanation might lie here.

He knew these men, also, perfectly. They were men of busi-
ness, very wealthy, and of great importance. .He had made a
point of always standing well in their esteem, in a business point
of view, that is, strictly in a business point of view.

“How are you?” said one.

“How are you?” returned the other.

“Well!” said the first. “Old Scratch has got his own at last,
hey ?”

“So T am told,” returned the second. “Cold, isn’t it?”

“Seasonable for Christmas time. You’re not a skater, I sup-
pose?”

“No. No. Something else to think of. Good morning!”

Not another word. That was their greeting, their conversa-
tion, and their parting.

Scrooge was at first inclined to be surprised that the Spirit
should attach importance to conversations apparently so trivial,
but feeling assured that they must have some hidden purpose, he
set himself to consider what it was likely to be. They could
scarcely be supposed to have any bearing on the death of Jacob,
his old partner, for that was Past, and this Ghost’s province was
the Future. Nor could he think of anyone immediately con-
nected with himself, to whom he could apply them. But nothing
doubting that to whomsoever they applied they had some latent
moral for his own improvement, he resolved to treasure up every
word he heard and everything he saw; and especially to observe
the shadow of himself when it appeared. For he had an expecta-
tion that the conduct of his future self would give him the clew
he missed, and would render the solution of these riddles easy.

He looked about in that very place for his own image; but
another man stood in his accustomed corner, and though the clock
pointed to his usual time of day for being there, he saw no like-
ness of himself among the multitudes that poured in through the
porch. It gave him little surprise, however; for he had been
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revolving in his mind a change of life, and thought and hoped
he saw his new-born resolutions carried out in this.

Quiet and dark beside him stood the Phantom, with its out-
stretched hand. When he aroused himself from his thoughtful
quest, he fancied from the turn of the hand and its situation in
reference to himself that the Unseen Eyes were looking at him
keenly. It made him shudder and feel very cold.

They left the busy scene, and went into an obscure part of the
town where Scrooge had never penetrated before, although he
recognized its situation and its bad repute. The ways were foul
and narrow; the shops and houses wretched; the people half-
naked, drunken, slipshod, ugly. Alleys and archways, like so
many cesspools, disgorged their offenses of smell and dirt and
life upon the straggling streets; and the whole quarter reeked
with crime, with filth, and misery.

Far in this den of infamous resort there was a low-browed,
beetling shop, below a penthouse roof, where iron, old rags, bot-
tles, bones, and greasy offal were bought. Upon the floor within
were piled up heaps of rusty keys, nails, chains, hinges, files,
scales, weights, and refuse iron of all kinds. Secrets that few
would like to scrutinize were bred and hidden in mountains of
unseemly rags, masses of corrupt fat, and sepulchers of bones.
Sitting in among the wares he dealt in, by a charcoal stove made
of old bricks, was a gray-haired rascal, nearly seventy years of
age; who had screened himself from the cold air without by a
frowzy curtaining of miscellaneous tatters, hung upon a line; and
smoked his pipe in all the luxury of calm retirement.

Scrooge and the Phantom came into the presence of this man
just as a woman with a heavy bundle slunk into the shop. But
she had scarcely entered, when another woman, similarly laden,
came in too; and she was closely followed by a man in faded
black, who was no less startled by the sight of them than they
had been upon the recognition of each other. After a short period
of blank astonishment, in which the old man with the pipe had

35 joined them, they all three burst into a laugh.
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“Let the charwoman alone to be the first!” cried she who had
entered first. “Let the laundress alone to be the second; and let
the undertaker’s man alone to be the third. Look here, old Joe,
here’s a chance! If we haven’t all three met here without mean-
ing it!”

“You couldn’t have met in a better place,” said old Joe,
removing his pipe from his mouth. “Come into the parlor. You
were made free of it long ago, you know; and the other two an’t
strangers. Stop till I shut the door of the shop. Ah! How it
skreeks! There an’t such a rusty bit of metal in the place as
its own hinges, I believe; and I'm sure there’s no such old
bones here as mine. Ha, hal We’re all suitable to our calling;
we're well matched. Come into the parlor. Come into the
parlor.” .

The parlor was the space behind the screen of rags. The old
man raked the fire together with an old stair rod, and having
trimmed his smoky lamp (for it was night) with the stem of his
pipe, put it in his mouth again.

While he did this, the woman who had already spoken threw
her bundle on the floor, and sat down in a flaunting manner on
a stool; crossing her elbows on her knees, and looking with a
bold defiance at the other two.

“What odds then! What odds, Mrs. Dilber?” said the woman.
“Every person has a right to take care of themselves. He always
did!”

“That's true, indeed!” said the laundress. “No man more so.”

“Why, then, don’t stand staring as if you was afraid, woman!
Who's the wiser? We’re not going to pick holes in each other’s
coats, I suppose?”

“No, indeed!” said Mrs. Dilber and the man together. ‘“We
should hope not.”

“Very well, then!” cried the woman. “That’s enough. Who's
the worse for the loss of a few things like these? Not a dead man,
I suppose.”

“No, indeed,” said Mrs. Dilber, laughing.
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“If he wanted to keep ’em after he was dead, a wicked old
screw,” pursued the woman, “why wasn’t he natural in his life-
time? If he had been, he’d have had somebody to look after
him when he was struck with death, instead of lying gasping out
his last there, alone by himself.”

“It’s the truest word that was ever spoke,” said Mrs. Dilber.
“It’s a judgment on him.”

“I wish it was a little heavier one,” replied the woman; “and
it should have been, you may depend upon it, if I could have laid
my hands on anything else. Open that bundle, old Joe, and let
me know the value of it. Speak out plain. I'm not afraid to
be the first, nor afraid for them to see it. We knew pretty well
that we were helping ourselves, before we met here, I believe.
It’s no sin. Open the bundle, Joe.”

But the gallantry of her friends would not allow of this; and
the man in faded black, mounting the breach first, produced his
plunder. It was not extensive. A seal or two, a pencil case, a
pair of sleeve buttons, and a brooch of no great value were all.
They were severally examined and appraised by old Joe, who
chalked the sums he was disposed to give for each, upon the wall,
and added them up into a total when he found there was nothing
more to come.

“That’s your account,” said Joe, “and I wouldn’t give another
sixpence, if I was to be boiled for not doing it. Who’s next?”

Mrs. Dilber was next. Sheets and towels, a little wearing
apparel, two old-fashioned silver teaspoons, a pair of sugar tongs,
and a few boots. Her account was stated on the wall in the same
manner.

“I always give too much to ladies. It’s a weakness of mine,
and that’s the way I ruin myself,” said old Joe. “That’s your
account. If you asked me for another penny, and made it an
open question, I'd repent of being so liberal and knock off half a
crown.”

“And now undo my bundle, Joe,” said the first woman.

Joe went down on his knees for the greater convenience of
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opening it, and having unfastened a great many knots, dragged
out a large and heavy roll of some dark stuff.

“What do you call this?” said Joe. “Bed curtains!”

“Ah!” returned the woman, laughing and leaning forward on

5 her crossed arms. “Bed curtains!”

“You don’t mean to say you took ’em down, rings and all, with
him lying there?” said Joe.

“Yes, I do,” replied the woman. “Why not?”

“You were born to make your fortune,” said Joe, “and you’ll

10 certainly do it.”

“I certainly shan’t hold my hand, when I can get anything
in it by reaching it out, for the sake of such a man as he was, 1
promise you, Joe,” returned the woman, coolly. “Don’t drop
that oil upon the blankets, now.”

18 “His blankets?” asked Joe.

“Whose else’s do you think?” replied the woman. “He isn’t
likely to take cold without ’em, I dare say.”

“I hope he didn’t die of anything catching? Eh?” said old
Joe, stopping in his work, and looking up.

20 “Don’t you be afraid of that,” returned the woman. “I ain’t
so fond of his company that I'd loiter about him for such things,
if he did. Ah! you may look through that shirt till your eyes
ache; but you won’t find a hole in it, nor a threadbare place. It’s
the best he had, and a fine one too. They’d have wasted it, if it

26 hadn’t been for me.”

“What do you call wasting of it?” asked old Joe.

“Putting it on him to be buried in, to be sure,” replied the
woman with a laugh. “Somebody was fool enough to do it, but
1 took it off again. If calico ain’t good enough for such a

30 purpose, it isn’t good enough for anything. It's quite as be-
coming to the body. He can't look uglier than he did in that
one.”

Scrooge listened to this dialogue in horror. As they sat
grouped about their spoil, in the scanty light afforded by the

38 old man’s lamp, he viewed them with a detestation and disgust
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which could hardly have been greater, though they had been ob-
scene demons, marketing the corpse itself.

“Ha, ha!” laughed the same woman when old Joe, producing
a flannel bag with money in it, told out their several gains upon
the ground. “This is the end of it, you see! He frightened
everyone away from him when he was alive, to profit us when
he was dead! Ha, ha, ha!”

“Spirit!” said Scrooge, shuddering from head to foot. “I see,
I see. The case of this unhappy man might be my own. My
life tends that way, now. Merciful Heaven, what is this!”

He recoiled in terror, for the scene had changed, and now
he almost touched a bed, a bare, uncurtained bed on which,
beneath a ragged sheet, there lay a something covered up, which,
though it was dumb, announced itself in awful language.

The room was very dark, too dark to be observed with any
accuracy, though Scrooge glanced round it in obedience to a
secret impulse, anxious to know what kind of room it was. A
pale light, rising in the outer air, fell straight upon the bed; and
on it, plundered and bereft, unwatched, unwept, uncared for,
was the body of this man.

Scrooge glanced toward the Phantom. Its steady hand was
pointed to the head. The cover was so carelessly adjusted that
the slightest raising of it, the motion of a finger upon Scrooge’s
part, would have disclosed the face. He thought of it, felt how
easy it would be to do, and longed to do it; but had no more
power to withdraw the veil than to dismiss the Specter at his
side.

O cold, cold, rigid, dreadful Death, set up thine altar here,
and dress it with such terrors as thou hast at thy command; for
this is thy dominion! But of the loved, revered, and honored
head, thou canst not turn one hair to thy dread purposes, or
make one feature odious. It is not that the hand is heavy and
will fall down when released; it is not that the heart and pulse
are still; but that the hand was open, generous, and true; the

35 heart brave, warm, and tender; and the pulse a man’s. Strike,
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Shadow, strike! And see his good deeds springing from the
wound, to sow the world with life immortal!

No voice pronounced these words in Scrooge’s ears, and yet
he heard them when he looked upon the bed. He thought, if
this man could be raised up now, what would be his foremost
thoughts? Avarice, hard dealing, griping cares? They have
brought him to a rich end, truly!

He lay in the dark, empty house, with not a man, a woman,
or a child, to say that he was kind to me in this or that, and
for the memory of one kind word I will be kind to him. A cat
was tearing at the door, and there was a sound of gnawing rats
beneath the hearthstone. What they wanted in the room of
death, and why they were so restless and disturbed, Scrooge did
not dare to think.

“Spirit!” he said, “this is a fearful place. In leaving it, I shall
not leave its lesson, trust me. Let us go!”

Still the Ghost pointed with an unmoved finger to the head.

“I understand you,” Scrooge returned, “and I would do it, if
I could. But I have not the power, Spirit. I have not the
power.”

Again it seemed to look upon him.

“If there is any person in the town who feels emotion caused
by this man’s death,” said Scrooge quite agonized, “show that
person to me, Spirit, I beseech you!”

The Phantom spread its dark robe before him for a moment,
like & wing; and withdrawing it, revealed a room by daylight,
where a mother and her children were.

She was expecting someone, and with anxious eagerness; for
she walked up and down the room; started at every sound;
looked out from the window; glanced at the clock; tried, but in
vain, to work with her needle; and could hardly bear the voices
of the children in their play.

At length the long-expected knock was heard. She hurried
to the door and met her husband; a man whose face was care-
worn and depressed, though he was young. There was a remark-
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able expression in it now; a kind of serious delight of which he
felt ashamed, and which he struggled to repress.
He sat down to the dinner that had been hoarding for him by
the fire; and when she asked him faintly what news (which was
s not until after a long silence), he appeared embarrassed how to
answer.
“Is it good,” she said, “or bad?”’—to help him.
“Bad,” he answered.
“We are quite ruined?”
10 “No. There is hope yet, Caroline.”
“If he relents,” she said, amazed, “there is! Nothing is past
hope, if such a miracle has happened.”
“He is past relenting,” said her husband. “He is dead.”
She was a mild and patient creature if her face spoke truth;
18 but she was thankful in her soul to hear it, and she said so, with
clasped hands. She prayed forgiveness the next moment, and
was sorry; but the first was the emotion of the heart.
“What the half-drunken woman whom I told you of last night
said to me when I tried to see him and obtain a week’s delay,
20 and what 1 thought was a mere excuse to avoid me, turns out
to have been quite true. He was not only very ill, but dying,
then.”
“To whom will our debt be transferred?”
“I don’t know. But before that time we shall be ready with
5 the money; and even though we were not, it would be bad for-
tune indeed to find so merciless a creditor in his successor. We
may sleep tonight with light hearts, Caroline!”
Yes. Soften it as they would, their hearts were lighter. The
children’s faces, hushed, and clustered round to hear what they
3 so little understood, were brighter; and it was a happier house
for this man’s death! The only emotion that the Ghost could
show him, caused by the event, was one of pleasure.
“Let me see some tenderness connected with a death,” said
Scrooge; “or that dark chamber, Spirit, which we left just now,
s will be forever present to me.”
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The Ghost conducted him through several streets familiar to
his feet; and as they went along, Scrooge looked here and there
to find himself, but nowhere was he to be seen. They entered
poor Bob Cratchit’s house, the dwelling he had visited before,

5 and found the mother and the children seated round the fire.

Quiet. Very quiet. The noisy little Cratchits were as still as
statues in one corner, and sat looking up at Peter, who had a
book before him. The mother and her daughters were engaged
in sewing. But surely they were very quiet!

10 “‘And He took a child, and set him in the midst of them.’”

Where had Scrooge heard those words? He had not dreamed
them. The boy must have read them out, as he and the Spirit
crossed the threshold. Why did he not go on?

The mother laid her work upon the table, and put her hand

15 up to her face.

“The color hurts my eyes,” she said.

The color? Ah, poor Tiny Tim!

“They’re better now again,” said Cratchit’s wife. “It makes
them weak by candlelight; and I wouldn’t show weak eyes to

20 your father when he comes home, for the world. It must be near
his time.”

“Past it rather,” Peter answered, shutting up his book. “But
I think he’s walked a little slower than he used, these few last
evenings, mother.”

26 They were very quiet again. At last she said, and in a steady,
cheerful voice that only faltered once:

“I have known him walk with—I have known him walk with
Tiny Tim upon his shoulder, very fast indeed.”

“And so have 1,” cried Peter. “Often.”

30 “And so have I,” exclaimed another. So had all.

“But he was so very light to carry,” she resumed, intent upon
her work, “and his father loved him so, that it was no trouble—
no trouble. And there is your father at the door!”

She hurried out to meet him; and little Bob in his comforter—

38 he had need of it, poor fellow—came in. His tea was ready for
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him on the hob, and they all tried who should help him to it most.
Then the two young Cratchits got upon his knees and laid, each
child, a little cheek against his face, as if they said, “Don’t mind
it father. Don’t be grieved!”

5 Bob was very cheerful with them, and spoke pleasantly to all
the family. He looked at the work upon the table, and praised
the industry and speed of Mrs. Cratchit and the girls. They
would be done long before Sunday, he said.

“Sunday! You went today, then, Robert?” said his wife.

10 “Yes, my dear,” returned Bob. “I wish you could have gone.
It would have done you good to see how green a place it is. But
you'll see it often. I promised him that I would walk there on
a Sunday. My little, little child!” cried Bob. “My little child!”

He broke down all at once. He couldn’t help it. If he could

15 have helped it, he and his child would have been farther apart
perhaps than they were.

He left the room, and went upstairs into the room above,
which was lighted cheerfully, and hung with Christmas. There
was a chair set close beside the child, and there were signs of

20 someone having been there lately. Poor Bob sat down in it,
and when he had thought a little and composed himself, he kissed
the little face. He was reconciled to what had happened, and
went down again quite happy.

They drew about the fire, and talked; the girls and mother

28 working still. Bob told them of the extraordinary kindness of
Mr. Scrooge’s nephew, whom he had scarcely seen but once, and
who, meeting him in the street that day, and seeing that he
looked a little—*“just a little down; you know,” said Bob, in-
quired what had happened to distress him. “On which,” said

3 Bob, “for he is the pleasantest-spoken gentleman you ever heard,
I told him. ‘I am heartily sorry for it, Mr. Cratchit,” he said,
‘and heartily sorry for vour good wife.” By the bye, how he
ever knew that, I don’t know.”

“Knew what, my dear?”

33 “Why, that you were a good wife.” replied Bob.
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“Everybody knows that!” said Peter.

“Very well observed, my boy!” cried Bob. “I hope they do.
‘Heartily sorry,’ he said, ‘for your good wife. If I can be of
service to you in any way,” he said, giving me his card, ‘that’s
where I live. Pray come to me.’ Now, it wasn't,” cried Bob,
“for the sake of anything he might be able to do for us so
much as for his kind way that this was quite delightful. It
really seemed as if he had known our Tiny Tim, and felt
with us.”

“I'm sure he’s a good soul!” said Mrs. Cratchit.

“You would be surer of it, my dear,” returned Bob, “if you
saw and spoke to him. I shouldn’t be at all surprised, mark
what I say, if he got Peter a better situation.”

“Only hear that, Peter,” said Mrs. Cratchit.

“And then,” cried one of the girls, “Peter will be keeping com-
pany with someone, and setting up for himself.”

“Get along with you!” retorted Peter, grinning.

“It’s just as likely as not,” said Bob, “one of these days;
though there’s plenty of time for that, my dear. But however
and whenever we part from one another, I am sure we shall none

of us forget poor Tiny Tim—shall we—or this first parting that

there was among us?”

“Never, father!” cried they all.

“And I know,” said Bob, “I know, my dears, that when we
recollect how patient and how mild he was—although he was a
little, little child—we shall not quarrel easily among ourselves,
and forget poor Tiny Tim in doing it.”

“No, never, father!” they all cried again.

“I am very happy,” said little Bob, “I am very happy!”

Mrs. Cratchit kissed him, his daughters kissed him, the two
young Cratchits kissed him, and Peter and himself shook hands.
Spirit of Tiny Tim, thy childish essence was from God!

“Specter,” said Scrooge, “something informs me that our part-
ing moment is at hand. I know it, but I know not how. Tell
me what man that was whom we saw lying dead?”
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The Ghost of Christmas Yet To Come conveyed him, as be-
fore—though at a different time, he thought; indeed, there
seemed no order in these latter visions save that they were in
the Future—into the resorts of business men, but showed him

5 not himself. Indeed, the Spirit did not stay for anything, but
went straight on, as to the end just now desired, until besought
by Scrooge to tarry for a moment.

“This court,” said Scrooge, “through which we hurry now is
where my place of occupation is, and has been for a length of

10 time. I sec the house. Let me behold what I shall be, in days
to come!”

The Spirit stopped; the hand was pointed elsewhere.

“The house is yonder,” Scrooge exclaimed. “Why do you point
away?”

15 The inexorable finger underwent no change.

Scrooge hastened to the window of his office, and looked in.
It was an office still, but not his. The furniture was not the
same, and the figure in the chair was not himself. The Phantom
pointed as before.

20 He joined it once again, and wondering why and whither he
had gone, accompanied it until they reached an iron gate. He
paused to look around before entering.

A churchyard. Here, then, the wretched man whose name he
had now to learn, lay underneath the ground. It was a worthy

25 place. Walled in by houses; overrun by grass and weeds, the
growth of vegetation’s death, not life; choked up with too much
burying; fat with repleted appetite. A worthy place!

The Spirit stood among the graves, and pointed down to one.
He advanced toward it trembling. The Phantom was exactly as

30 jt had been, but he dreaded that he saw new meaning in its
solemn shape.

“Before I draw nearer to that stone to which you point,” said
Scrooge, “answer me one question. Are these the shadows of the
things that Will be, or are they shadows of things that May be,

38 only?" .
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Still the Ghost pointed downward to the grave by which it
stood.

“Men’s courses will foreshadow certain ends, to which, if per-
severed in, they must lead,” said Scrooge. “But if the courses

8 be departed from, the ends will change. Say it is thus with what
you show me!”

The Spirit was immovable as ever.

Scrooge crept toward it, trembling as he went; and following
the finger, read upon the stone of the neglected grave his own

10 name, EBENEZER SCROOGE.

“Am I that man who lay upon the bed?” he cried, upon his
knees.

The finger pointed from the grave to him, and back again.

“No, Spirit! Oh, no, no!”

15 The finger still was there.

“Spirit!” he cried, tight clutching at its robe. “Hear me! I am
not the man I was. I will not be the man I must have been but
for this intercourse. Why show me this if I am past all hope!”

For the first time the hand appeared to shake.

20 “Good Spirit,” he pursued, as down upon the ground he fell
before it, “your nature intercedes for me and pities me. Assure
me that I yet may change these shadows you have shown me,
by an altered life!”

The kind hand trembled.

26 “] will honor Christmas in my heart and try to keep it all the
year. I will live in the Past, the Present, and the Future. The
Spirits of all Three shall strive within me. I will not shut out
the lessons that they teach. Oh, tell me I may sponge away the
writing on this stone!”

30 In his agony, he caught the spectral hand. It sought to free
itself, but he was strong in his entreaty, and detained it. The
Spirit, stronger yet, repulsed him.

Holding up his hands in one last prayer to have his fate re-
versed, he saw an alteration in the Phantom’s hood and dress.

38 It shrank, collapsed, and dwindled down to a bedpost.
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STAVE FIVE
THE END OF IT

Yes! and the bedpost was his own. The bed was his own, the
room was his own. Best and happiest of all, the Time before
him was his own, to make amends in!

“I will live in the Past, the Present, and the Future!” Scrooge

5 repeated, as he scrambled out of bed. “The Spirits of all Three
shall strive within me. Oh, Jacob Marley! Heaven and the
Christmas Time be praised for this! I say it on my knees, old
Jacob, on my knees!”

He was so fluttered and so glowing with his good intentions

10 that his broken voice would scarcely answer to his call. He had
been sobbing violently in his conflict with the Spirit, and his
face was wet with tears.

“They are not torn down,” cried Scrooge, folding one of his
bed curtains in his arms, “they are not torn down, rings and all.

16 They are here; I am here; the shadows of the things that would
have been may be dispelled. They will be. I know they will!”

His hands were busy with his garments all this time; turn-
ing them inside out, putting them on upside down, tearing them,
mislaying them, making them parties to every kind of extrava-

20 gance.

“I don’t know what to do!” cried Scrooge, laughing and crying
in the same breath; and making a perfect Laocoon of himself
with his stockings. “I am as light as a feather; I am as happy
as an angel; I am as merry as a schoolboy; I am as giddy as a

25 drunken man. A Merry Christmas to everybody! A Happy
New Year to all the world. Hallo here! Whoop! Hallo!”

He had frisked into the sitting room, and was now standing
there perfectly winded.

“There’s the saucepan that the gruel was in!” cried Scrooge,

30 starting off again and frisking round the fireplace. “There’s the
door by which the Ghost of Jacob Marley entered! There'’s
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the corner where the Ghost of Christmas Present sat! There’s
the window where I saw the wandering Spirits! It’s all right;
it’s all true; it all happened. Ha, ha, ha!”

Really, for a man who had been out of practice for so many

5 years, it was a splendid laugh, a most illustrious laugh. The
father of a long, long line of brilliant laughs!

“I don't know what day of the month it is!” said Scrooge. “I
don’t know how long I've been among the Spirits. I don’t know
anything. I'm quite a baby. Never mind. I don’t care. I'd

10 rather be a baby. Hallo! Whoop! Hallo here!”

He was checked in his transports by the churches ringing out
the lustiest peals he had ever heard. Clash, clang, hammer, ding,
dong, bell. Bell, dong, ding, hammer, clang, clash! Oh, glorious,
glorious!

15 Running to the window, he opened it, and put out his head.
No fog, no mist; clear, bright, jovial, stirring, cold; cold, piping
for the blood to dance to; golden sunlight; heavenly sky; sweet
fresh air; merry bells. Oh, glorious. Glorious!

“What’s today!” cried Scrooge, calling downward to a boy in

20 Sunday clothes, who perhaps had loitered in to look about him.

“Eh?” returned the boy, with all his might of wonder.

“What's today, my fine fellow?” said Scrooge.

“Today!” replied the boy. “Why, CHRisTMAS DaAY.”

“It’s Christmas Day!” said Scrooge to himself. “I haven't

26 missed it. The spirits have done it all in one night. - They can
do anything they like. Of course they can. Of course they
can. Hallo, my fine fellow?”

“Hallo!” returned the boy.

“Do you know the Poulterer’s, in the next street but one, at

30 the corner?” Scrooge inquired.

“I should hope I did,” replied the lad.

“An intelligent boy!” said Scrooge. “A remarkable boy! Do
you know whether they’ve sold the prize turkey that was hang-
ing up there? Not the little prize turkey; the big one?”

35 “What, the one as big as me?” returned the boy.
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“What a delightful boy!"” said Scrooge. “It’s a pleasure to talk
to him. Yes, my buck!”

“It’s hanging there now,” replied the boy.

“Is it?” said Scrooge. “Go and buy it.”

5  “Walk-gr!” exclaimed the boy.

“No, no,” said Scrooge, “I am in earnest. Go and buy it, and
tell ’em to bring it here, that I may give them the direction
where to take it. Come back with the man, and I’ll give you a
shilling. Come back with him in less than five minutes, and

10 I'll give you half a crown!”

The boy was off like a shot. He must have had a steady hand
at a trigger who could have got a shot off half so fast.

“I’ll send it to Bob Cratchit’s!” whispered Scrooge, rubbing
his hands, and splitting with a laugh. “He shan't know who

15 sends it. It's twice the size of Tiny Tim. Joe Miller never
made such a joke as sending it to Bob’s will be!”

The hand in which he wrote the address was not a steady one,
but write it he did, somehow, and went downstairs to open the
street door, ready for the coming of the Poulterer’s man. As

20 he stood there, waiting his arrival, the knocker caught his eye.

“I shall love it as long as I live!” cried Scrooge, patting it
with his hand. “I scarcely ever looked at it before. What an
honest expression it has in its face! It’s a wonderful knocker!
Here’s the turkey. Hallo! Whoop! How are you? Merry

25 Christmas!”

It was a turkey! He could never have stood upon his legs,
that bird. He would have snapped ’em off short in a minute,
like sticks of sealing wax.

“Why, it's impossible to carry that to Camden Town,” said

30 Scrooge. “You must have a cab.”

The chuckle with which he said this, and the chuckle with
which he paid for the turkey, and the chuckle with which he
paid for the cab, and the chuckle with which he recompensed
the boy were only to be exceeded by the chuckle with which he

35 sat down breathless in his chair again, and chuckled till he cried.
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Shaving was not an easy task, for his hand continued to shake
very much; and shaving requires attention, even when you don’t
dance while you are at it. But if he had cut the end of his nose
off, he would have put a piece of sticking plaster over it, and
been quite satisfied.

He dressed himself “all in his best,” and at last got out into
the streets. The people were by this time pouring forth, as he
had seen them with the Ghost of Christmas Present; and walk-
ing with his hands behind him, Scrooge regarded everyone with
a delighted smile. He looked so irresistibly pleasant, in a word,
that three or four good-humored fellows said, “Good morning,
sir! A Merry Christmas to you!” And Scrooge said often, after-
wards, that of all the blithe sounds he had ever heard, those were
the blithest in his ears.

He had not gone far, when coming on toward him he beheld
the portly gentleman who had walked into his countinghouse
the day before and said, “Scrooge and Marley’s, I believe?” It
sent a pang across his heart to think how this old gentleman
would look upon him when they met; but he knew what path
lay straight before him, and he took it.

“My dear sir,” said Scrooge, quickening his pace, and taking
the old gentleman by both his hands. “How do you do? I hope
you succeeded yesterday. It was very kind of you. A Merry
Christmas to you, sir!”

“MTr. Scrooge?”

“Yes,” said Scrooge. ‘“That is my name, and I fear it may
not be pleasant to you. Allow me to ask your pardon. And
will you have the goodness”—here Scrooge whispered in his ear.

“Lord bless me!” cried the gentleman, as if his breath were
gone. “My dear Mr. Scrooge, are you serious?”

“If you please,” said Mr. Scrooge. “Not a farthing less. A
great many back payments are included in it, I assure you. Will
you do me that favor?”

“My dear sir,” said the other, shaking hands with him, “I
don’t know what to say to such munifi——”
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“Don’t say anything, please,” retorted Scrooge. “Come and
see me. Will you come and see me?”’

“I will!” cried the old gentleman. And it was clear he meant
to do it.

“Thank’ee,” said Scrooge. “I am much obliged to you. I
thank you fifty times. Bless you!”

He went to church, and walked about the streets, and watched
the people hurrying to and fro, and patted children on the head,
and questioned beggars, and looked down into the kitchens of
houses, and up to the windows; and found that everything could
yield him pleasure. He had never dreamed that any walk—that
anything—could give him so much happiness. In the afternoon,
he turned his steps toward his nephew’s house.

He passed the door a dozen times before he had the courage
to go up and knock. But he made a dash, and did it.

“Is your master at home, my dear?” said Scrooge to the girl.
Nice girll Very.

“Yes, sir.”

“Where is he, my love?” said Scrooge.

“He’s in the dining room, sir, along with mistress. I’ll show
you upstairs, if you please.”

“Thank’ee. He knows me,” said Scrooge, with his hand al-
ready on the dining room lock. “I’ll go in here, my dear.”

He turned it gently, and sidled his face in round the door.
They were looking at the table (which was spread out in great
array) ; for these young housekeepers are always nervous on such
points, and like to see that everything is right.

“Fred!” said Scrooge.

Dear heart alive, how his niece by marriage started! Scrooge
had forgotten, for the moment, about her sitting in the corner
with the footstool, or he wouldn’t have done it, on any account.

“Why, bless my soul!” cried Fred, “who’s that?”

“It's I. Your uncle Scrooge. I have come to dinner. Will
you let me in, Fred?”

Let him in! It is a mercy he didn’t shake his arm off. He
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was at home in five minutes. Nothing could be heartier. His
niece looked just the same. So did Topper when he came. So
did the plump sister, when she came. So did everyone when they
came. Wonderful party, wonderful games, wonderful unanimity,
won-der-ful happiness!

But he was early at the office next morning. Oh, he was early
there. If he could only be there first, and catch Bob Cratchit
coming late! That was the thing he had set his heart upon.

And he did it; yes, he did! The clock struck nine. No Bob.
A quarter past. No Bob. He was full eighteen minutes and a
half behind his time. Scrooge sat with his door wide open, that
he might see him come into the tank.

His hat was off before he opened the door; his comforter too.
He was on his stool in a jiffy; driving away with his pen as if
he were trying to overtake nine o’clock.

“Hallo!” growled Scrooge, in his accustomed voice as near
as he could feign it. “What do you mean by coming here at
this time of day?”

“I am very sorry, sir,” said Bob. “I am behind my time.”

“You are?” repeated Scrooge. “Yes, I think you are. Step
this way, sir, if you please.”

“It's only once a year, sir,” pleaded Bob, appearing from the
tank. “It shall not be repeated. I was making rather merry
yesterday, sir.” :

“Now, I'll tell you what, my friend,” said Scrooge, “I am not
going to stand this sort of thing any longer. And therefore,” he
continued, leaping from his stool, and giving Bob such a dig in
the waistcoat that he staggered back into the tank again, “and
therefore I am about to raise your salary!”

Bob trembled, and got a little nearer to the ruler. He had
a momentary idea of knocking Scrooge down with it; holding
him; and calling to the people in the court for help and a strait
waistcoat.

“A Merry Christmas, Bob!” said Scrooge, with an earnestness
that could not be mistaken, as he clapped him on the back. “A
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merrier Christmas, Bob, my good fellow, than I have given you
for many a year! I’ll raise your salary, and endeavor to assist
your struggling family, and we will discuss your affairs this very
afternoon, over a Christmas bowl of smoking bishop, Bob!
Make up the fires, and buy another coal scuttle before you dot
another i, Bob Cratchit!”

Scrooge was better than his word. He did it all, and infinitely
more; and to Tiny Tim, who did not die, he was a second father.
He became as good a friend, as good a master, and as good a
man, as the good old city knew, or any other good old city,
town, or borough, in the good old world. Some people laughed
to see the alteration in him, but he let them laugh, and little
heeded them; for he was wise enough to know that nothing ever
happened on this globe, for good, at which some people did not
have their fill of laughter in the outset; and knowing that such
as these would be blind anyway, he thought it quite as well that
they should wrinkle up their eyes in grins, as have the malady
in less attractive forms. His own heart laughed; and that was
quite enough for him.

He had no further intercourse with Spirits, but lived upon
the Total Abstinence Principle, ever afterwards; and it was
always said of him that he knew how to keep Christmas well,
if any man alive possessed the knowledge. May that be truly
said of us, and all of us! And so, as Tiny Tim observed, God
Bless Us, Every One!

NOTES AND QUESTIONS

Biography.- Charles Dickens (1812-1870), the greatest writer of fiction
who had appeared since Scott, was born at Portsmouth, England. When
he was eleven years old, the Dickens family moved to London, and the
young boy began earning his own living. At nineteen he started his lit-
erary career as a reporter on a newspaper. Then, under the pen name,
“Bog,” he produced a series of sketches, “illustrative of everyday life and
everyday people.” These sketches and The Pickwick Papers, a master-
piece of humorous literature, which soon followed, made the author fa-
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mous. From this time until his death Dickens enjoyed a popularity greater
than that of any other living writer. Some of Dickens’s novels were a
direct aid to social reform. Daniel Webster said that he had done more to
improve the condition of the English poor than all the statesmen Great
Britain had sent into Parliament. From a literary standpoint, A Tale
of Two Cities, a story of the time of the French Revolution, is considered
by many to be Dickens’s best novel.

Discussion. Stave One. 1. What is the central idea or purpose of
this story? 2. What does the author tell us about Scrooge’s character
at the beginning of the story? 3. If Dickens had not told us anything
before, what would we learn of Scrooge from his conversation with his
nephew? 4. What would we learn from the visit of the gentleman who
asked for a contribution? 5. What does his treatment of the carol singer
tell us? 6. What does his treatment of his clerk tell us? 7. Has the
author any reason for making the weather so unpleasant? 8. What reason
do you think the author had for making Scrooge's rooms so gloomy? 9.
In what respect do we feel that Scrooge needs to change? 10. What is the
author’s plan for reforming him? 11. Find in the Glossary the mean-
ing of: stave; 'Change; palpable; Bedlam; Poor Law; Saint Dunstan;
corporation; Belshazzar; Ward. 12. Pronounce: ironmongery; simile;
homage; Parliament; inexplicable. (For “Phrases” see p. 234.)

Class Reading. Description of Scrooge, page 150, line 25, to page 151,
line 22; the nephew defending Christmas, page 153, lines 15 to 28; the
clerk leaving the countinghouse, page 157, line 25, to page 158, line 15;
description of Marley, page 161, line 35, to page 162, line 8; Marley and
Scrooge, page 162, line 17, to page 167, line 29.

Discussion. Stave Two. 1. Describe the Ghost of Christmas Past.
2. What did the Ghost say was its purpose in visiting Scrooge? 3. What
did it first show Scrooge? 4. How soon did Scrooge show that he was
affected by what he saw? 5. What stories was the boy, Ebenezer Scrooge,
reading? How do you know? 6. Of what did this vision of himself when
a boy make Scrooge think? Of whom did the vision of his little sister
remind Scrooge? 7. How did the vision of the happy Christmas Eve at
Mr. Fezziwig’s affect Scrooge? Of whom did this make him think?
8. Which of all the “shadows” made him feel most keenly what he had
missed in life? 9. Find in the Glossary the meaning of: ferret; visita-
tion; supplication; remonstrated; sweep; apprenticed; aspiration; dower-
less; pinioned; brigand. 10. Pronounce: opaque; vestige; jocund; Genii;
gainsay; corroborated. (For “Phrases” see p. 234.)

Class Reading. Description of the Spirit, page 170, line 20, to page 171,
line 13; the Fezziwigs, page 177, line 27, to page 180, line 18; Scrooge
and his former sweetheart, page 181, line 20, to page 183, line 17.
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Discussion. Stave Three. 1. Describe the Ghost of Christmas Pres-
ent. 2. Describe its throne. 3. Where did it take Scrooge; where did they
stay longest? 4. Which of these visits did you enjoy most? Why? 5.
What feelings were awakened in Scrooge by these sights? 6. What effect
did the Spirit have upon those whom it visited? 7. Select passages that
made you smile as you read them. 8. Give instances which show that the
Cratchits were a contented family and pleased with each other. 9. Why
did the Spirit show Ignorance and Want to Scrooge? 10. Find in the
Glossary the meaning of: intervention; brawn; twelfth-cakes; intricate;
broad-girthed ; squab; “bob”; threadbare; steeped; copper; cant; Baleful;
furze; capital; catch. 11. Pronounce: manslaughter; predicament; lolling;
bedight ; bow; elicited; almshouse. (For “Phrases” see page 234.)

Class Reading. The Cratchits, page 193, line 14, to page 199, line 21;
at the home of Scrooge’s nephew, page 202, line 5§, to page 207, line 19.

Discussion. Stave Four. 1. Describe the last of the Spirits. 2. What
did this Spirit show Scrooge? 3. What was its “hidden purpose” in having
Scrooge overhear the conversation of former business associates? 4. What
was the effect upon Scrooge of seeing people carry away his goods and of
listening to the dialogue of Joe, the laundress, the charwoman, and the
undertaker’s man? 5. What did the visit to Caroline’s home and to Bob
Cratchit’s show Scrooge? 6. When the Spirit took him to the churchyard,
why was Scrooge so anxious to know whether what he had seen were
things that will be or that may be? 7. Did he receive any answer to his
pleading? 8. What promises did he make? 9. Did Scrooge need the
vigit of this last Spirit? Why? 10. Find in the Glossary the meaning of:
charwoman; repleted. 11. Pronounce: gills; disgorged; brooch; inexorable.
(For “Phrases” see p. 234.)

Class Reading. Thoughts on Death, page 217, line 28, to page 218,
line 2; in the churchyard, page 223, line 23, to page 224, line 35.

Discussion. Stave Five. 1. How did Scrooge know he was alive?
2. What tells you that he had really suffered in the night? 3. How did
he express his joy at being alive? 4. Who received his first attention?
5. How do you account for the “wonderful happiness” at the nephew’s?
6. How did Scrooge show that his repentance was real? 7. Turn again to
the picture on page 94. Why is this picture appropriate in connection
with the lesson that Scrooge learned? 8. What did you learn in “Literature
and Life,” on pages 18 and 19 about literature that interprets life? What
does this story interpret? 9. Find in the Glossary the meaning of: Lao-
coon; piping; malady. 10. Pronounce: unanimity; feign; borough;
abstinence.
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. Phrases for Study

where to have him, 161, 5 half-a-quartern of, 196, 22

“came down” handsomely, 161, 7 of high mark, 199, 13

what the knowing ones, 1561, 21 loved her love, 205, 34

brewing on a large scale, 152, 1 be parties to, 208, 32

United States’ security, 169, 16 what odds, 214, 23

nothing loath, 176, 21 mounting the breach, 215, 16
celebrated herd, 183, 31 sow the world with, 218, 2
gentleman of the free, 186, 23 merciless a creditor, 219, 26

a move or two, 186, 24 ends will change, 224, 5

the time-of-day, 186, 25 Total Abstinence Principle, 231, 21

Class Reading. The next morning, page 225, line 1, to page 228, line
5; Scrooge and the portly gentleman, page 228, line 15, to page 229, line
6; Scrooge and his nephew, page 229, line 12, to page 230, line §; Scrooge
and Bob Cratchit, page 230, line 6, to page 231, line 8.

Outline for Testing Silent Reading. Read the story through silently
at one sitting if possible. For testing your understanding of the story,
you may use, as an outline, the scenes given in the dramatization on
page 235; or, you may make an outline, using the sub-titles of the five
Staves as topics, adding sub-topics for each. An interesting social exercise
may be made by dividing the class into five groups, and assigning to each
group one Stave of the story. Each group will prepare an outline and
select one member to tell the substance of the Stave to the class, follow-
ing the outline.

Library Reading. “Solomon Crow’s Christmas Pockets,” “The Freys'
Christmas Party,” and “Duke’s Christmas,” Stuart (in Solomon Crow’s
Christmas Pockets and Other Tales); Ten Boys from Dickens and Ten
Girls from Dickens, Sweetser; Short Plays from Dickens, Browne; The
Birds’ Christmas Carol, Wiggin.

Magazine Reading. Bring to class, or make a brief report on, the
‘best Christmas story that you have read in a magazine.

Suggestions for Theme Topics. 1. Compare the condition of workers
in this story with working conditions at the present time. 2. Compare
the loyalty of Bob Cratchit to his employer with that of some modern
worker of whom you have heard or read. 3. In your study of Civics
you have learned of laws that your state has enacted for the improve-
ment of working conditions in industry; make a list of these and report
upon them to the class. 4. Make a report on Cruikshank’s illustrations of
Dickens’s characters and of Arthur Rackham’s illustrations for A Christmas
Carol, showing the class some of these pictures.
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A B8uggested Problem. Dickens called this story “A Christmas carol
in prose”; compare its message with that of the original Christmas carol,
“Peace on earth, good will toward men.” Why did Dickens divide
the story into “staves” instead of chapters? After you have read A
Christmas Carol through silently and have enjoyed the class readings
and discussions, you will find pleasure in dramatizing it for a Christmas
program. The conversation in the story will furnish you ideas for the
dialogue. Use the words of Dickens whenever possible. The descriptions
and the story itself offer suggestions for costumes and for acting. The
scenes indicated below afford a large number of pupils an opportunity
to take part; the different scenes may be assigned to groups and worked
out independently of each other.

Act I. Scrooge on Christmas Eve.
Scene 1. In Scrooge's countinghouse. A visit from the nephew.
Scene 2. In Scrooge’s room. Appearance of Marley’s ghost.

Act II. The Spirit of Christmas Past, showing Scrooge “shadows of
the things that have been.”
Scene 1. The school of Scrooge’s childhood.
Scene 2. Christmas at the Fezziwigs'.

Act III. The Spirit of Christmas Present, showing Scrooge the uni-
versal happiness at Christmas time.
Scene 1. Christmas at Bob Cratchit’s.
Scene 2. Christmas at the nephew’s.

Act IV. The Spirit of Christmas Yet To Come, showing Scrooge the
horrors attending the death of an unloved man.
Scene 1. In Joe’s shop.
Scene 2. In the churchyard.

Act V. Scrooge awakes transformed on Christmas morning.
Scene 1. In his room giving orders for Christmas cheer.
Scene 2. At his nephew’s.

Scene 3. Next morning at the countinghouse.
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A TALE FROM SHAKESPEARE

A MIDSUMMER NIGHT’S DREAM *
CHARLES AND MARY LaMB

There was a law in the city of Athens which gave to its citi-
zens the power of compelling their daughters to marry whom-
soever they pleased; for upon a daughter’s refusing to marry
the man her father had chosen to be her husband, the father
was empowered by this law to cause her to be put to death;
but as fathers do not often desire the death of their own daugh-
ters, even though they do happen to prove a little refractory,
this law was seldom or never put in execution, though perhaps
the young ladies of that city were not infrequently threatened
by their parents with the terrors of it.

There was one instance, however, of an old man, whose name
was Egeus, who actually did come before Theseus (at that time
the reigning Duke of Athens), to complain that his daughter
Hermia, whom he had commanded to marry Demetrius, a young
man of a noble Athenian family, refused to obey him, because

*See Silent and Oral Reading, page 11.
236
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she loved another young Athenian, named Lysander. Egeus de-
manded justice of Theseus, and desired that this cruel law might
be put in force against his daughter.

Hermia pleaded, in excuse for her disobedience, that Demetrius
had formerly professed love for her dear friend Helena, and
that Helena loved Demetrius to distraction; but this honorable
reason, which Hermia gave for not obeying her father’s com-
mand, moved not the stern Egeus. Theseus, though a great and
merciful prince, had no power to alter the laws of his country;
therefore he could only give Hermia four days to consider of it;
and at the end of that time, if she still refused to marry Deme-
trius, she was to be put to death.

When Hermia was dismissed, she went to her lover Lysander
and told him the peril she was in, and that she must either give
him up and marry Demetrius or lose her life in four days.

Lysander was in great affliction at hearing these evil tidings;
but recollecting that he had an aunt who lived at some distance
from Athens, and that at the place where she lived the cruel
law could not be put in force against Hermia (this law not ex-

20 tending beyond the boundaries of the city), he proposed to Her-

28

30

mia that she should steal out of her father’s house that night,
and go with him to his aunt’s house, where he would marry her.
“I will meet you,” said Lysander, “in the wood a few miles with-
out the city; in that delightful wood where we have so often
walked with Helena in the pleasant month of May.”

To this proposal Hermia joyfully agreed; and she told no one
of her intended flight but her friend Helena. Helena (as maidens
will do foolish things for love) very ungenerously resolved to go
and tell this to Demetrius, though she could hope no benefit from
betraying her friend’s secret, but the poor pleasure of following
her faithless lover to the wood ; for she well knew that Demetrius
would go thither in pursuit of Hermia.

The wood in which Lysander and Hermia proposed to meet
was the favorite haunt of those little beings known by the name

38 of Fairies. Oberon the king, and Titania the queen of the fairies,



10

18

20

25

30

36

238 THE ELSON READERS—BOOK VIII (8th Grade)

with all their tiny train of followers, in this wood held their mid-
night revels.

Between this little king and queen of sprites there happened,
at this time, a sad disagreement; they never met by moonlight
in the shady walks of this pleasant wood but they were quarrel-
ing, till all their fairy elves would creep into acorn-cups and
hide themselves for fear.

The cause of this unhappy disagreement was Titania’s refus-
ing to give Oberon a little changeling boy, whose mother had
been Titania’s friend; and upon her death the fairy queen stole
the child from its nurse, and brought him up in the woods.

The night on which the lovers were to meet in this wood, as
Titania was walking with some of her maids of honor, she met
Oberon attended by his train of fairy courtiers.

“IlIl met by moonlight, proud Titania,” said the fairy king.
The queen replied, “What, jealous Oberon, is it you? Fairies,
skip hence; I have forsworn his company.” “Tarry, rash fairy,”
said Oberon; “am not I thy lord? Why does Titania cross her
Oberon? Give me your little changeling boy to be my page.”

“Set your heart at rest,” answered the queen; “your whole
fairy kingdom buys not the boy of me.” She then left her lord
in great anger. “Well, go your way,” said Oberon; “before the
morning dawns I will torment you for this injury.”

Oberon then sent for Puck, his chief favorite and counselor.
Puck (or as he was sometimes called, Robin Goodfellow) was
a shrewd and knavish sprite, that used to play comical pranks
in the neighboring villages; sometimes getting into the dairies
and skimming the milk, sometimes plunging his light and airy
form into the butter-churn, and while he was dancing his fantas-
tic shape in the churn, in vain the dairy-maid would labor to
change her cream into butter. Nor had the village swains any
better success; whenever Puck chose to play his freaks in the
brewing copper, the ale was sure to be spoiled. When a few good
neighbors were met to drink some comfortable ale together, Puck
would jump into the bowl of ale in the likeness of a roasted crab,
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and when some old goody was going to drink he would bob
against her lips, and spill the ale over her withered chin; and
presently after, when the same old dame was gravely seating
herself to tell her neighbors a sad and melancholy story, Puck
s would slip her three-legged stool from under her, and down would
topple the poor old woman, and then the old gossips would laugh
at her, and swear they never wasted a merrier hour.
“Come hither, Puck,” said Oberon to this little merry wan-
derer of the night; “fetch me the flower which maids call love-
10 in-idleness; the juice of that little purple flower, laid on the eye-
lids of those who sleep, will make them, when they awake, dote
on the first thing they see. Some of the juice of that flower I
will drop on the eyelids of my Titania when she is asleep; and
the first thing she looks upon when she opens her eyes she will
15 fall in love with, even though it be a lion or a bear, a meddling
monkey, or a busy ape; and before I will take this charm from
off her sight, which I can do with another charm I know of, I
will make her give me that boy to be my page.”
Puck, who loved mischief to his heart, was highly diverted
20 with this intended frolic of his master, and ran to seek the flower;
and while Oberon was awaiting the return of Puck, he observed
Demetrius and Helena enter the wood. He overheard Demetrius
reproaching Helena for following him, and after many unkind
words on his part, and gentle expostulations from Helena, re-
25 minding him of his former love and professions of true faith
to her, he left her (as he said) to the mercy of the wild beasts,
and she ran after him as swiftly as she could.
The fairy king, who was always friendly to true lovers, felt
great compassion for Helena; and perhaps, as Lysander said they
30 ysed to walk by moonlight in this pleasant wood, Oberon might
have seen Helena in those happy times when she was beloved
by Demetrius. However that might be, when Puck returned
with the little purple flower, Oberon said to his favorite, “Take
a part of this flower; there has been a sweet Athenian lady here,
35 who is in love with a disdainful youth; if you find him sleeping,
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drop some of the love-juice in his eyes, but contrive to do it
when she is near him, that the first thing he sees when he awakes
may be this despised lady. You will know the man by the
Athenian garments which he wears.” Puck promised to manage
5 this matter very dexterously; and then Oberon went, unper-
ceived by Titania, to her bower, where she was preparing to
go to rest. Her fairy bower was a bank, where grew wild
thyme, cowslips, and sweet violets, under a canopy of woodbine,
musk-roses, and eglantine. There Titania always slept some part
10 of the night; her coverlet the enameled skin of a snake, which,
though a small mantle, was wide enough to wrap a fairy in.

He found Titania giving orders to her fairies, how they were to
employ themselves while she slept. “Some of you,” said her
majesty, “must kill cankers in the musk-rose buds, and some

15 wage war with the bats for their leathern wings, to make my
small elves coats; and some of you keep watch that the clamor-
ous owl, that nightly hoots, come not near me; but first sing
me to sleep.” Then they began to sing this song:

You spotted snakes with double tongue,
20 Thorny hedgehogs, be not seen;
Newts and blindworms do no wrong,
Come not near our Fairy Queen.
Philomel, with melody,
Sing in our sweet lullaby,
25 Lulla, lulla, lullaby; lulla, lulla, lullaby;
Never harm, nor spell, nor charm,
Come our lovely lady nigh;
So good night with lullaby.

When the fairies had sung their queen asleep with this pretty

30 lullaby, they left her to perform the important services she had

enjoined them. Oberon then softly drew near his Titania, and
dropped some of the love-juice on her eyelids, saying,

What thou secst when thou dost wake,
Do it for thy true-love take.
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But to return to Hermia, who made her escape out of her
father’s house that night, to avoid the death she was doomed
to for refusing to marry Demetrius. When she entered the wood,
she found her dear Lysander waiting for her, to conduct her

5 to his aunt’s house; but before they had passed half through the
wood, Hermia was so much fatigued that Lysander, who was
very careful of this dear lady, who had proved her affection for
him even by hazarding her life for his sake, persuaded her to
rest till morning on a bank of soft moss, and lying down himself

10 on the ground at some little distance, they soon fell fast asleep.
Here they were found by Puck, who, seeing a handsome young
man asleep, and perceiving that his clothes were made in the
Athenian fashion, and that a pretty lady was sleeping near him,
concluded that this must be the Athenian maid and her disdain-

15 ful lover whom Oberon had sent him to seek; and he naturally
enough conjectured that, as they were alone together, she must
be the first thing he would see when he awoke; so, without more
ado, he proceeded to pour some of the juice of the little purple
flower into his eyes. But it so fell out that Helena came that

20 way, and, instead of Hermia, was the first object Lysander be-
held when he opened his eyes; and strange to relate, so power-
ful was the love-charm, all his love for Hermia vanished away,
and Lysander fell in love with Helena.

Had he first seen Hermia when he awoke, the blunder Puck

25 committed would have been of no consequence, for he could not
love that faithful lady too well; but for poor Lysander to be
forced by a fairy love-charm to forget his own true Hermia, and
to run after another lady, and leave Hermia asleep quite alone
in a wood at midnight, was a sad chance indeed.

30 Thus this misfortune happened. Helena, as has been before
related, endeavored to keep pace with Demetrius when he ran
away so rudely from her; but she could not continue this unequal
race long, men being always better runners in a long race than
ladies. Helena soon lost sight of Demetrius; and as she was

35 wandering about, dejected and forlorn, she arrived at the place
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where Lysander was sleeping. “Ah!” said she, “this is Lysander
lying on the ground; is he dead or asleep?” Then, gently touch-
ing him, she said, “Good sir, if you are alive, awake.” Upon this
Lysander opened his eyes, and (the love-charm beginning to
work) immediately addressed her in terms of extravagant love
and admiration; telling her she as much excelled Hermia in
beauty as a dove does a raven, and that he would run through
fire for her sweet sake; and many more such lover-like speeches.
Helena, knowing Lysander was her friend Hermia’s lover, and
that he was solemnly engaged to marry her, was in the utmost
rage when she heard herself addressed in this manner; for she
thought, as well she might, that Lysander was making a jest
of her. “Oh!” said she, “why was I born to be mocked and
scorned by everyone? Is it not enough, is it not enough, young
man, that I can never get a sweet look or a kind word from
Demetrius; but you, sir, must pretend in this disdainful manner
to court me? I thought, Lysander, you were a lord of more
true gentleness.” Saying these words in great anger, she ran
away; and Lysander followed her, quite forgetful of his own
Hermia, who was still asleep.

When Hermia awoke, she was in a sad fright at finding her-
self alone. She wandered about the wood, not knowing what was
become of Lysander, or which way to go to seek for him. In
the meantime, Demetrius, not being able to find Hermia and his
rival Lysander, and fatigued with his fruitless search, was ob-
served by Oberon fast asleep. Oberon had learned by some ques-
tions he had asked of Puck that he had applied the love-charm
to the wrong person’s eyes; and now having found the person
first intended, he touched the eyelids of the sleeping Demetrius
with the love-juice, and he instantly awoke; and the first thing
he saw being Helena, he, as Lysander had done before, began to
address love-speeches to her; and just at that moment Lysander,
followed by Hermia (for through Puck’s unlucky mistake it was
now become Hermia’s turn to run after her lover), made his
appearance; and then Lysander and Demetrius, both speaking



16

20

25

30

35

A MIDSUMMER NIGHT'S DREAM 243

together, made love to Helena, they being each one under the
influence of the same potent charm.

The astonished Helena thought that Demetrius, Lysander, and
her once dear friend Hermia were all in a plot together to make
a jest of her.

Hermia was as much surprised as Helena; she knew not why
Lysander and Demetrius, who both before loved her, were now
become the lovers of Helena. And to Hermia the matter seemed
to be no jest. The ladies, who before had always been the dear-
est of friends, now fell to high words together.

“Unkind Hermia,” said Helena, “it is you have set Lysander
on to vex me with mock praises; and your other lover, Demetrius,
who used almost to spurn me with his foot, have you not bid
him call me goddess, nymph, rare, precious, and celestial? He
would not speak thus to me, whom he hates, if you did not set
him on to make a jest of me. Unkind Hermia, to join with men
in scorning your poor friend. Have you forgotten our school-day
friendship? How often, Hermia, have we two, sitting on one
cushion, both singing one song, with our needles working the
same flower, both on the same sampler wrought; growing up
together in fashion of a double cherry, scarcely seeming parted!
Hermia, it is not friendly in you, it is not maidenly to join with
men in scorning your poor friend.”

“I am amazed at your passionate words,” said Hermia. “I
scorn you not; it seems you scorn me.” ‘“Aye, do,” returned
Helena, “persevere, counterfeit serious looks, and make mouths
at me when I turn my back; then wink at each other, and hold
the sweet jest up. If you had any pity, grace, or manners, you
would not use me thus.”

While Helena and Hermia were speaking these angry words to
each other, Demetrius and Lysander left them, to fight together
in the wood for the love of Helena.

When they found the gentlemen had left them, they departed,
and once more wandered weary in the wood in search of their
lovers.
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As soon as they were gone, the fairy king, who with little Puck
had been listening to their quarrels, said to him, “This is your
negligence, Puck; or did you do this willfully?” “Believe me,
king of shadows,” answered Puck, “it was a mistake; did not
you tell me I should know the man by his Athenian garments?
However, I am not sorry this has happened, for I think their
jangling makes excellent sport.” ‘“You heard,” said Oberon,
“that Demetrius and Lysander are gone to seek a convenient
place to fight in. I command you to overhang the night with
a thick fog, and lead these quarrelsome lovers so astray in the
dark that they shall not be able to find each other. Counter-
feit each of their voices to the other, and with bitter taunts pro-
voke them to follow you, while they think it is their rival’s
tongue they hear. See you do this till they are so weary they
can go no farther; and when you find they are asleep, drop the
juice of this other flower into Lysander’s eyes, and when he
awakes he will forget his new love for Helena, and return to his
old passion for Hermia; and then the two fair ladies may each
one be happy with the man she loves, and they will think all
that has passed a vexatious dream. About this quickly, Puck,
and I will go and see what sweet love my Titania has found.”

Titania was still sleeping, and Oberon seeing a clown near
her, who had lost his way in the wood, and was likewise asleep,
“This fellow,” said he, “shall be my Titania’s true love”; and
clapping an ass’s head over the clown’s, it seemed to fit him as
well as if it had grown upon his own shoulders. Though Oberon
fixed the ass’s head on very gently, it awakened him, and rising
up, unconscious of what Oberon had done to him, he went toward
the bower where the fairy queen slept.

“Ah! what angel is that I see?” said Titania, opening her
eyes, and the juice of the little purple flower beginning to take
effect. ‘“Are you as wise as you are beautiful?”

“Why, mistress,” said the foolish clown, “if I have wit enough
to find the way out of this wood, I have enough to serve my
turn.”
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“Out of the wood do not desire to go,” said the enamored
queen. “I am a spirit of no common rate. I love you. Go with
me, and I will give you fairies to attend upon you.”

She then called four of her fairies; their names were Pease-
blossom, Cobweb, Moth, and Mustard-seed.

“Attend,” said the queen, “upon this sweet gentleman; hop
in his walks, and gambol in his sight; feed him with grapes and
apricots, and steal for him the honey-bags from the bees. Come,
sit with me,” said she to the clown, “and let me play with your
amiable hairy cheeks, my beautiful ass! and kiss your fair large
ears, my gentle joy!”

“Where is Pease-blossom?” said the ass-headed clown, not
much regarding the fairy queen’s courtship, but very proud of
his new attendants.

“Here, sir,” said little Pease-blossom.

“Scratch my head,” said the clown. “Where is Cobweb?”

“Here, sir,” said Cobweb.

“Good Mr. Cobweb,” said the foolish clown, “kill me the red
humble bee on the top of that thistle yonder; and, good Mr.
Cobweb, bring me the honey-bag. Do not fret yourself too much
in the action, Mr. Cobweb, and take care the honey-bag break
not; I should be sorry to have you overflown with a honey-
bag. Where is Mustard-seed?”

“Here, sir,” said Mustard-seed; “what is your will?”

“Nothing,” said the clown, “good Mr. Mustard-seed, but to
help Mr. Pease-blossom to scratch; I must go to a barber’s, Mr.
Mustard-seed, for methinks I am marvelous hairy about the
face.”

“My sweet love,” said the queen, “what will you have to eat?
I have a venturous fairy shall seek the squirrel’s hoard, and
fetch you some new nuts.”

“I had rather have a handful of dried peas,” said the clown,
who with his ass’s head had got an ass's appetite. “But, I pray,
let none of your people disturb me, for I have a mind to sleep.”

“Sleep, then,” said the queen, “and I will wind you in my
arms. O how I love you! how I dote upon you!”
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When the fairy king saw the clown sleeping in the arms of
his queen, he advanced within her sight, and reproached her with
having lavished her favors upon an ass.

This she could not deny, as the clown was then sleeping within
her arms, with his ass’s head crowned by her with flowers.

When Oberon had teased her for some time, he again de-
manded the changeling boy; which she, ashamed of being dis-
covered by her lord with her new favorite, did not dare to refuse
him.

Oberon, having thus obtained the little boy he had so long
wished for to be his page, took pity on the disgraceful situation
into which, by his merry contrivance, he had brought his Titania,
and threw some of the juice of the other flower into her eyes;
and the fairy queen immediately recovered her senses, and won-
dered at her late dotage, saying she now loathed the sight of
the strange monster.

Oberon likewise took the ass’s head from off the clown, and
left him to finish his nap with his own fool’'s head upon his
shoulders.

Oberon and his Titania being now perfectly reconciled, he re-
lated to her the history of the lovers, and their midnight quar-
rels; and she agreed to go with him and see the end of their
adventures.

The fairy king and queen found the lovers and their fair
ladies, at no great distance from each other, sleeping on a grass-
plot; for Puck, to make amends for his former mistake, had con-
trived with the utmost diligence to bring them all to the same
spot, unknown to each other; and he had carefully removed the
charm from off the eyes of Lysander with the antidote the fairy
king gave to him.

Hermia first awoke, and finding her lost Lysander asleep so
near her, was looking at him and wondering at his strange in-
constancy. Lysander presently opening his eyes, and seeing his
dear Hermia, recovered his reason, which the fairy charm had
before clouded, and with his reason, his love for Hermia; and
they began to talk over the adventures of the night, doubting
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if these things had really happened, or if they had both been
dreaming the same bewildering dream.

Helena and Demetrius were by this time awake; and a sweet
sleep having quieted Helena’s disturbed and angry spirits, she
listened with delight to the professions of love which Demetrius
still made to her, and which, to her surprise as well as pleasure,
she began to perceive were sincere.

These fair, night-wandering ladies, now no longer rivals, be-
came once more true friends; all the unkind words which had
passed were forgiven, and they calmly consulted together what
was best to be done in their present situation. It was soon
agreed that, as Demetrius had given up his pretensions to Her-
mia, he should endeavor to prevail upon her father to revoke
the cruel sentence of death which had been passed against her.
Demetrius was preparing to return to Athens for this friendly
purpose, when they were surprised with the sight of Egeus, Her-
mia’s father, who came to the wood in pursuit of his runaway
daughter.

When Egeus understood that Demetrius would not now marry
his daughter, he no longer opposed her marriage with Lysander

but gave his consent that they should be wedded on the fourth

day from that time, being the same day on which Hermia had
been condemned to lose her life; and on that same day Helena
joyfully agreed to marry her beloved and now faithful Demetrius.

The fairy king and queen, who were invisible spectators of this
reconciliation, and now saw the happy ending of the lovers’ his-
tory, brought about through the good offices of Oberon, received
so much pleasure that these kind spirits resolved to celebrate
the approaching nuptials with sports and revels throughout their
fairy kingdom.

And now, if any are offended with this story of fairies and
their pranks, as judging it incredible and strange, they have only
to think that they have been asleep and dreaming, and tnat all
these adventures were visions which they saw in their sleep; and
I hope none of my readers will be so unreasonable as to be
offended with a pretty, harmless Midsummer Night’s Dream.
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NOTES AND QUESTIONS

Biography. Charles Lamb (1775-1834), an English writer, spent his
entire life in London. His father was a clerk in a lawyer’s office, and
Charles was an accountant until he was fifty years of age. He was, how-
ever, a great reader and spent his hours of leisure at the bookstores and
printshops, or at home reading with his sister Mary. He and Mary wrote
Tales from Shakespeare, giving in simple prose the stories of many of
Shakespeare’s plays. In a letter to a friend, Lamb said of his sister: “She
is doing for Godwin’s bookseller twenty of Shakespeare’s plays, to be
made into children’s tales. Six are already done by her: The Tempest,
Winter's Tale, Midsummer Night, Much Ado, Two Gentlemen of Verona,
and Cymbeline; and the Merchant of Venice is in forwardness. I have
done Othello and Macbeth, and mean to do all the tragedies. I think it
will be popular among the little people, besides money. It is to bring
in sixty guineas. Mary has done them capitally, I think you'd think.”

Discussion. 1. Make a list of the characters mentioned in the story.
2. Which are the principal characters? 3. What complaint did Hermia’s
father make to the Duke? What was the Duke’s decision? 4. What
plan for the safety of Hermia and himself did Lysander make? To
whom was this plan told? 5. Tell who Oberon, Titania, and Puck are.
6. What flower did Oberon send Puck to find? What magic was in it?
7. What did Oberon tell Puck to do with the juice of the flower? 8. Who
is the Athenian youth that Oberon asks Puck to find? 9. Who is the
youth that Puck finds? 10. What happens when Lysander awakes? 11:
What does Oberon do with the juice of the flower? Account for the
presence in the woods of Helena and Demetrius. 12. By what means did
Oberon try to gain possession of the boy? How did he succeed? 13.
How did Puck make amends for his mistake? 14. What did Lysander and
Hermia say about “the adventures of the night”? 15. What did Egeus
consent that Demetrius should do? 16. To whom were the four lovers
indebted for their peace and happiness? 17. Find in the Glossary the
meaning of: refractory; forsworn; swain; potent; enamored; amiable;
antidote; pretensions; nuptials. 18. Pronounce: revels; courtier; dex-
terously; thyme; hazarding; counterfeit; dotage.

Outline for Testing Silent Reading. Make an outline to guide you
in telling the story.

Library Reading. Other stories in Tales from Shakespeare, Lamb.



A ReviEw

In the introduction, page 95, you learned that the basis of
all literature is adventure, and that adventures when treated with
imagination give us literature; what three types of adventure
stories are mentioned? Robert W. Service in “Fleurette” tells of
an event such as he himself might have witnessed; what other
selections in this group are based upon a real happening that the
writer himself experienced or about which he had heard or read?
Sir Walter Scott took an incident from an old border-ballad and
gave us the poem “Lochinvar”; what other poem or story in
Part II is based upon a legend? A third type of adventure story
is one in which the events are purely imaginary. Such a story
Shakespeare created in A Midsummer Night’s Dream; what other
stories in Part II narrate events that never actually happened?

No doubt you are training your imagination to picture the
events until you can see the stories in action, as if they were little
dramas being enacted by players before your eyes; which selec-
tions in Part II were you able to visualize most vividly? Dis-
cuss in class the advantages and disadvantages of ‘“your own
private moving picture show,” about which you read in the Intro-
duction on page 96, as compared with a regular “movie.”

What did you learn in Part II about ballads? How does a
folk-ballad differ from a ballad like “The Highwayman”?
Which of the ballads in Part IT would you select as best suited
for a public reading? What ballads have you heard on the
phonograph? What ballads have you heard sung by a good
singer?

249
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What did you learn about the short story that will increase
your pleasure in reading short stories? What library reading
have you done in connection with Part II? In your current
magazine reading what ballads and adventure stories have you
read? What newspaper item have you read recently that would
furnish the plot for an interesting short story? Mention some
especially interesting stories of adventure that you read in the
preceding books of this series. Mention some of the ballads.
What progress have you made in the use of the library cata-
logue and of The Readers’ Guide to Periodical Literature? Do
you find your interest in magazines and newspapers increasing?
Which book review gave you the most pleasure? Which one
gave you the most interesting information? What did you learn
about public health from book reviews in connection with “The
Masque of the Red Death”? Which of the “Suggestions for
Theme Topics” in Part II was most helpful in information?
Which one was made interesting by illustrative material, such
as pictures, sketches, and objects?

What progress in silent reading have you made since you
began this book? Compare your record for speed and compre-
hension with the standard for eighth-grade pupils. What mate-
rial did you find in Part II suitable for an interesting Christmas
entertainment? Which “Suggested Problem” gave you the great-
est pleasure in working out its details? Which poets represented
in Part II are living? What country claims each as a citizen?
What newspaper or magazine references to them have you read?

What other poems by these contemporary writers have you
read?



PART III
THE GREAT AMERICAN EXPERIMENT

America! America!
God shed his grace on thee,
And crown thy good with brotherhood
From sea to shining sea.
—Katherine Lee Bates.



THE MINUTEMAN OF CONCORD



AN INTRODUCTION

Perhaps you have sometimes felt the thrill that goes through
one in the presence of a noble action or of a deep emotion.
Someone may have shown strength of character in a crisis, or
may have done a big and generous thing, and you have said,
“He is a man.” Or the sight of the flag or of our soldiers re-
turning from war has thrilled you with love of our country. Or
someone has said something that has set you on fire with ambi-
tion to do things—to be a great lawyer or doctor or manufac-
turer, or to build a great business. These impulses to render
patriotic service, this ambition to make your life count—all take
you out of your usual self and awaken the best traits of your
character. You could sing for joy. If you could express your
feelings in words, you would be a poet, for out of sincere and
deep emotion poetry is born.

Among all the emotions that men feel in their best moments,
none are deeper and more filled with good than those connected
with love of home and country and with those ideals of service
and codperation without which no country can long endure. The
growth, through many centuries, of this love of country and
freedom that has made self-government possible is the most im-
portant fact in modern history. The growth has been slow—
discouragingly slow. But there have been great moments in the
history of the nations when vast multitudes of men have been
swept by powerful emotions drawing them out of themselves and
on to some new advance toward freedom. Out of these emotions,
at these dramatic moments in history, have come poems and
prose that have inspired men to deeds of patriotism and service
for others.

253
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It is, then, with literature as a means of expressing the
loftiest ideals of liberty and service that the selections in this
part of our book have to do. There are three groups. In the
first are some records of the growth of the “Eternal Spirit of
Freedom.” This spirit of freedom is born of the feeling that
men have the right, as our Declaration of Independence states
it, to “life, liberty, and the pursuit of happiness.” There have
always been ambitious men who have wished to insure their
own power by keeping the masses of their fellows in subjec-
tion. Often they have succeeded. But through all the centu-
ries there have come moments, now in one part of the world
and now in another, that have shown how firmly imbedded
in the human heart is the conviction that men ought to be
free, free to shape their lives according to their desires and
their abilities and not according to the commands of emperor
or king. The literature in this first section refers to different
times and peoples, but it all bears witness to this fire of lib-
erty that sometimes smolders under oppression but is never
destroyed. As you read these selections, remember that they are
only a few out of many such stories and poems that express this
eternal spirit of freedom; you can easily find many others, and
thus you will come to realize how much of what we are and
have today has grown out of the passionate desire for liberty
that never dies.

The next unit in this part of your book, called “America’s
Experiment in Free Government,” shows you something of
America’s service to the spirit of freedom. Many times in the
past the spirit of liberty, awakened in men because of the
oppression of some tyrant, has led only to temporary relief, by
the overthrow of the particular tyrant, without providing per-
manent freedom through the overthrow of the oppressive
system of government. - Indeed, many Americans during the
Revolution had no idea of setting up a new and independent
form of government; they intended only to put an end to the
oppression of George II1. But others, more far-sighted, saw that
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at last there had come the opportunity to set up a government
in which the people themselves should be the rulers.

The foundations for such a form of government had already
been laid. In England, for a thousand years, men had been
developing the idea of a limited representation of the citizens
through a Parliament. In 1688, the English people rebelled
against their king and established the supremacy of this Parlia-
ment over the monarch. Thus the people, in theory at least,
gained control of their government. English freedom was not
complete, however,  because the Parliament was not yet fully
representative of all the people. In fact a century later it be-
came as tyrannical as the king. Meantime, in the colonial
assemblies of America, the principle of representative govern-
ment was pushed farther. The colonists were mainly descendants
of liberty-loving Englishmen, and the ideals of free government
were born in them. Remote from England, they governed them-
selves as they thought best. When at last the ties binding them
to the mother country were cut loose, the “Great American
Experiment,” far more important to the future of all men every-
where than any mere question of gaining temporary relief from
a tyrannical British king, came into being. It was an “experi-
ment,” because it was based on the idea that a nation made up
of men from all parts of the world, living in a territory of vast
extent, and under very different conditions of climate, occupa-
tion, and degree of wealth, might, through representatives chosen
by all its citizens, determine its own plan of government. No-
where else had the idea that men should govern themselves been
tried out on such a vast scale. The older governments of Europe
thought such an experiment would surely fail. They wanted
it to fail, for with its success no throne would be secure.

Read, then, in this light the selections which show some-
thing of the nature of this experiment in self-government and
of the principles on which it was founded. It is an experiment
that has met every test, thus far. It has brought about more
liberal government even in the older European countries. It
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has become a beacon for the inspiration of the oppressed,
wherever they live. It is destined to become the model and the
influence by which all men shall one day govern themselves and
find liberty and happiness.

The last section, called “Citizenship and Service,” rounds out
the story of freedom and patriotism. First is the passionate
desire for liberty, growing up in the old world and in America
in times past, and once more blazing forth in the crisis of the
World War. Next is the American idea of free government—
that is, the idea of a government controlled by all the people,
and obeyed by all the people, because they realize that un-
restrained liberty is anarchy, and that free government means
“g liberty connected with order.” And last is the spirit of
service, of brotherhood, of codperation of all for the good of
all, without which no free government can endure.

There is no more important subject than this for you to
study. It is something to be studied, that you may know that
free government is not merely or even mainly a mode of elect-
ing presidents and legislatures. It is something for you to
see in imagination, that you may realize what it has cost and
through how many centuries it has developed, and that you
may know, also, that we must guard it and carry it on farther
in each generation. And it is something that you must feel—
ideals and emotions that will so control you that you will
swear to do your part to preserve what men have won of the
right to rule themselves. For unless this study and imagina-
tion and feeling pass into action, unless you are willing to take
the lessons of service that the selections in the last part of this
group teach you as a motive force in your own life, tyranny
in one form or another will gain control of a nation grown
cold to the ideals of liberty and service, and free government
will be no more. Which God forbid! The responsibility rests
on you, you boys and girls who are now preparing not merely
for happy and successful lives in free America, but for carry-
ing out the great tradition of liberty and service
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THE ETERNAL SPIRIT OF FREEDOM

SPARTACUS TO THE GLADIATORS

Evisan KeLLoce

It had been a day of triumph in Capua. Lentulus returning
with victorious eagles had amused the populace with the sports
of the amphitheater to an extent hitherto unknown even in that
luxurious city. The shouts of revelry had died away; the roar
of the lion had ceased; the last loiterer had retired from the
banquet and the lights in the palace of the victor were extin-
guished. The moon, piercing the tissue of fleecy clouds, silvered
the dewdrop on the corselet of the Roman sentinel, and tipped the
dark waters of Volturnus with wavy, tremulous light. It was a
night of holy calm, when the zephyr sways the young spring
leaves, and whispers among the hollow reeds its dreamy music.
No sound was heard but the last sob of some weary wave, tell-
ing its story to the smooth pebbles of the beach, and then all
was still as the breast when the spirit has departed.

In the deep recesses of the amphitheater a band of gladiators
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were crowded together—their muscles still knotted with the
agony of conflict, the foam upon their lips, and the scowl of
battle yet lingering upon their brows—when Spartacus, rising
in the midst of that grim assemblage, thus addressed them:

“Ye call me chief, and ye do well to call him chief who, for
twelve long years, has met upon the arena every shape of man
or beast that the broad Empire of Rome could furnish, and yet
never has lowered his arm. And if there be one among you who
can say that, ever, in public fight or private brawl, my actions
did belie my tongue, let him step forth and say it. If there be
three in all your throng dare face me on the bloody sand, let
them come on!

“Yet, I was not always thus, a hired butcher, a savage chief
of savage men. My father was a reverent man, who feared
great Jupiter, and brought to the rural deities his offerings of
fruits and flowers. He dwelt among the vine-clad rocks and
olive groves at the foot of Helicon. My early life ran quiet as
the brook by which I sported. I was taught to prune the vine,
to tend the flock; and then, at noon, I gathered my sheep beneath
the shade and played upon the shepherd’s flute. I had a friend,
the son of our neighbor; we led our flocks to the same pasture,
and shared together our rustic meal.

“One evening, after the sheep were folded and we were all
seated beneath the myrtle that shaded our cottage, my grandsire,
an old man, was telling of Marathon and Leuctra, and how, in
ancient times, a little band of Spartans, in a defile of the moun-
tains, withstood a whole army. I did not then know what war
meant; but my cheeks burned—I knew not why—and I clasped
the knees of that venerable man, till my mother, parting the hair
from off my brow, kissed my throbbing temples, and bade me go
to rest, and think no more of those old tales and savage wars.

“That very night the Romans landed on our shore, and the
clash of steel was heard within our quiet vale. I saw the breast
that had nourished me trampled by the iron hoof of the war-
horse; the bleeding body of my father flung amid the blasging
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rafters of our dwelling. Today I killed a man in the arena, and
when I broke his helmet clasps, behold! he was my friend! He
knew me—smiled faintly—gasped—and died; the same sweet
smile that I had marked upon his face when, in adventurous boy-
hood, we scaled some lofty cliff to pluck the first ripe grapes and
bear them home in childish triumph. I told the praetor he was
my friend, noble and brave, and I begged his body, that I might
burn it upon the funeral-pile, and mourn over him. Aye, on my
knees, amid the dust and blood of the arena, I begged that boon,
while all the Roman maids and matrons, and those holy virgins
they call vestal, and the rabble, shouted in mockery, deeming it
rare sport, forsooth, to see Rome’s fiercest gladiator turn pale
and tremble like a very child before that piece of bleeding clay;
but the praetor drew back as if I were pollution, and sternly said,
‘Let the carrion rot! There are no noble men but Romans!’
And he, deprived of funeral rites, must wander, a hapless ghost,
beside the waters of that sluggish river, and look—and look—
and look in vain to the bright Elysian Fields where dwell his
ancestors and noble kindred. And so must you, and so must I,
die like dogs!

“O Rome! Rome! thou hast been a tender nurse to me! Aye,
thou hast given to that poor, gentle, timid shepherd-lad, who
never knew a harsher sound than a flute-note, muscles of iron and
a heart of flint; taught him to drive the sword through rugged
brass and plaited mail, and warm it in the marrow of his foe!
to gaze into the glaring eyeballs of the fierce Numidian lion, even
as a smooth-cheeked boy upon a laughing girl. And he shall pay
thee back till thy yellow Tiber is red as frothing wine, and in
its deepest ooze thy lifeblood lies curdled!

“Ye stand here now like giants, as ye are! The strength of
brass is in your toughened sinews; but tomorrow some Roman
Adonis, breathing sweet odors from his curly locks, shall come,
and with his lily fingers pat your brawny shoulders, and bet his
sesterces upon your blood! Hark! Hear ye yon lion roaring in
his den? ’Tis three days since he tasted meat; but tomorrow he
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shall break his fast upon your flesh; and ye shall be a dainty
meal for him.

“If ye are brutes, then stand here like fat oxen waiting for the
butcher’s knife; if ye are men, follow me! strike down yon sen-
tinel, and gain the mountain passes, and there do bloody work
as did your sires at old Thermopylae! Is Sparta dead? Is the
old Grecian spirit frozen in your veins, that you do crouch and
cower like baseborn slaves beneath your master’s lash? O com-
rades! warriors! Thracians! if we must fight, let us fight for
ourselves; if we must slaughter, let us slaughter our oppressors;
if we must die, let us die under the open sky, by the bright
waters, in noble, honorable battle.”

NOTES AND QUESTIONS

Biographical and Historical Note. This is a supposed speech of Spar-
tacus written by Elijah Kellogg, a New England clergyman. Spartacus
was a Thracian, who served in the Roman army. Having deserted, he was
taken prisoner, sold as a slave, and trained as a gladiator at Capua, a
Roman city, containing an amphitheater famous for its gladiatorial contests
and combats of wild beasts. In 73 B.c. Spartacus escaped and gathered
about him a large army of slaves and gladiators, with whom he intended
to push northward until they were all able to return to their homes. After
attacking many towns, however, they were finally overcome. Spartacus
died in battle, and six thousand of his followers were crucified.

Discussion. 1. Who was Spartacus, and what was the occasion of his
speech? 2. To whom was he talking? 3. Of what battles did his grandsire
tell one evening? How did these tales of battle affect the young Spar-
tacus? 4. In The Elson Readers, Book Seven, you read of “a little band
of Spartans” at Thermopylae; can you tell what these brave Spartans
did for the freedom of their people? 5. Tell the story of Spartacus and
his boyhood friend whom he killed. 6. What appeal does Spartacus make
to his comrades in the last paragraph? 7. Find a statement in the Intro-
duction on page 254 that is particularly appropriate to the thought of this
selection. 8. Find in the Glossary the meaning of: zephyr; arena; belie;
Jupiter; venerable; Adonis. 9. Pronounce: recesses; sinews.

0

Phrases for Study

victorious eagles, 257 2 must wander, 259, 16
rural deities, 258, 15 vellow Tiber, 259, 28
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THE ISLES OF GREECE

Lorp ByroN

The isles of Greece, the isles of Greece!
Where burning Sappho loved and sung,
Where grew the arts of war and peace,
Where Delos rose, and Phoebus sprung!
5 Eternal summer gilds them yet;
But all, except their sun, is set.

The mountains look on Marathon—
And Marathon looks on the sea;
And musing there an hour alone,
10 T dreamed that Greece might still be free;
For, standing on the Persian’s grave,
I could not deem myself a slave.

A king sat on the rocky brow
Which looks o’er sea-born Salamis;
15 And ships by thousands lay below,
And men in nations—all were his!
He counted them at break of day—
And when the sun set, where were they?

And where are they? and where art thou,
20 My country? On thy voiceless shore
The heroic lay is tuneless now—
The heroic bosom beats no more.
And must thy lyre, so long divine,
Degenerate into hands like mine?
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'Tis something, in the dearth of fame,
Though linked among a fettered race,
To feel at least a patriot’s shame,
Even as I sing, suffuse my face;
s For what is left the poet here?
For Greeks a blush—for Greece a tear.

Must we but weep o’er days more blest?
Must we but blush?—Our fathers bled.
Earth, render back from out thy breast
10 A remnant of our Spartan dead!
Of the three hundred grant but three,
To make a new Thermopylae!

What, silent still? and silent all?
Ah, no; the voices of the dead
15 Sound like a distant torrent’s fall,
And answer, “Let one living head,
But one, arise—we come, we come!”
"Tis but the living who are dumb.

In vain—in vain; strike other chords.
20 Fill high the cup with Samian wine!
Leave battles to the Turkish hordes,

And shed the blood of Scio’s vine!
Hark! rising to the ignoble call—
How answers each bold bacchanall

28 The tyrant of the Chersonese
Was freedom’s best and bravest friend;
That tyrant was Miltiades!
O that the present hour would lend
Another despot of the kind!
30 Such chains as his were sure to bind.
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Trust not for freedom to the Franks—
They have a king who buys and sells;
In native swords and native ranks
The only hope of courage dwells;
5 But Turkish force and Latin fraud
Would break your shield, however broad.

Place me on Sunium’s marbled steep,
Where nothing save the waves and I
May hear our mutual murmurs sweep;
10 There, swan-like, let me sing and die;
A land of slaves shall ne'er be mine—
Dash down yon cup of Samian wine!

NOTES AND QUESTIONS

Biography. George Gordon, Lord Byron (1788-1824), was born in Lon-
don. He was educated at Harrow, a famous English school, and at Cam-
bridge University. He began to write at an early age, and before he was
twenty had published a small volume of poems. Byron’s poetry was
greatly admired in his lifetime, and he remains in the first rank of Eng-
lish poets. His best known long poems, Childe Harold, Don Juan, Man-
fred, and The Bride of Abydos, were translated into most of the European
languages and had a great influence on the literature of the continent.
These romantic tales brought to his countrymen the life of “the gorgeous
East.” He also wrote some passionate short poems on liberty. In 1820,
when the Greeks revolted against Turkey, Byron became aroused and
finally went to their aid, but died at Missolonghi, in Greece, before he
had an opportunity to engage in battle.

Historical Note. Ancient Greece, consisting of the peninsula and the
numerous islands around it, was the leader of the civilized world in the
time before Christ. Not only were Grecian art and literature developed
to a degree that has not been surpassed, but the Greeks of the ancient
world were famous for their love of liberty and their patriotism. About
500 B.c. the Persians invaded Greece and made repeated attempts to con-
quer the country. Three famous battles were fought. At Marathon, under
the great general, Miltiades, the Greeks defeated a vast Persian army; at
Thermopylae, under Leonidas, a little band of three hundred Spartans gave
their lives in defense of a mountain pass; and at Salamis the Greek navy
defeated a much larger fleet of the invaders while Xerxes, the Persian King,
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as described in the third stanza, watched in dismay from a “rocky brow”
that overlooked the battle. Thus the Greeks in ancient times won glory.

But in the last century B.c., and in succeeding centuries, ambitious
countries made attacks on Greece, and her patriotism and courage were
not sufficient to throw off the foreign yokes. Her last conqueror was Tur-
key, under whose dominion she still was when Byron wrote Don Juan, from
which “The Isles of Greece” is taken. In these stanzas the poet contrasts
the glorious history of ancient Greece with the pitiable condition the coun-
try was in at the beginning of the nineteenth century—when the Greeks
were still a race conquered and “fettered” by the Turks. The deep strain
of sorrow throughout “The Isles of Greece” is due, however, not so much
to the fact that Greece was enslaved as to the feeling in the heart of the
poet that the people of Greece had no longer the old-time spirit of their
ancestors and their determination to resist the oppressor.

Discussion. 1. What object do you think Byron hoped to gain by
bringing the glories of the past so vividly before the modern Greek? 2. This
is an English poet’s idea of how a Greek poet might have sung; what line
in the first stanza expresses a thought that a Greek poet would hardly
admit? 3. What do the names Marathon, Salamis, Thermopylae suggest?
4. What “ignoble call” does the poet imply the modern Greek would
answer? 5. Wherein does the poet say the hope of modern Greece lies?
6. What event in Byron’s life makes you know he felt the position of
Greece keenly? (It is interesting to note that in December, 1823, Daniel
Webster introduced a resolution in Congress which is believed to be the
first official expression favorable to the independence of Greece uttered by
any government of Christendom.) 7. What did you read in the Intro-
duction on page 254 about “ambitious men” who try to keep freedom
down? Who were oppressing Greece at the time this poem was written?
8. What do you know about Greece’s part in the World War that tells you
how that country regards freedom at the present time? 9. How does a
poem such as this aid in the growth of the spirit of freedom? 10. The
music of the poem makes it a pleasure to read it aloud; notice how nat-
urally the emphasis of the rhythm accents the important words. 11. Find
in the Glossary the meaning of: voiceless; lay; degenerate; fettered. 12.
Pronounce: dearth; bacchanal.

Phrases for Study

burning Sappho, 261, 2 men in nations, 261, 16
but all, except their sun, 261, 6 Latin fraud, 268, 5
Persian’s grave, 261, 11 swan-like, let me sing, 263, 10

Class Reading. Bring to class and read “Marco Bozzaris,” Halleck.
(Marco Bozzaris, the leader of the Greek revolution, was killed August 20,
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1823, in an attack upon the Turks near Missolonghi. His last words were:
“To die for liberty is a pleasure, not a pain.”)

Suggestions for Theme Topics. (Two-Minute Talks.) 1. The Battle
of Salamis. 2. Miltiades and the Battle of Marathon. 3. The Pass of
Thermopylae. (Use encyclopedias and other library sources; see “Leonidas,
the Spartan” in The Elson Readers, Book Seven.)

PAUL REVERE’S RIDE

HeENRY WADSWORTH LONGFELLOW

Listen, my children, and you shall hear
Of the midnight ride of Paul Revere,
On the eighteenth of April, in Seventy-five—
Hardly a man is now alive
5 Who remembers that famous day and year.

He said to his friend: “If the British march
By land or sea from the town tonight,
Hang a lantern aloft in the belfry arch
Of the North Church tower, as a signal light—
10 One if by land, and two if by sea;
And I on the opposite shore will be
Ready to ride and spread the alarm
Through every Middlesex village and farm
For the country-folk to be up and to arm.”
15 Then he said “Good night,” and with muffled oar
Silently rowed to the Charlestown shore,
Just as the moon rose over the bay,
Where, swinging wide at her moorings, lay
The Somerset, British man-of-war—
20 A phantom ship, with each mast and spar
Across the moon, like a prison bar,
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And a huge black hulk, that was magnified
By its own reflection in the tide.

Meanwhile, his friend through alley and street
Wanders and watches with eager ears,

s Till in the silence around him he hears
The muster of men at the barrack door,
The sound of arms, and the tramp of feet,
And the measured tread of the grenadiers
Marching down to their boats on the shore.

10 Then he climbed to the tower of the church,
Up the wooden stairs, with stealthy tread,
To the belfry-chamber overhead,

And startled the pigeons from their perch

On the somber rafters, that round him made
18 Masses and moving shapes of shade—

Up the trembling ladder, steep and tall,

To the highest window in the wall,

Where he paused to listen and look down

A moment on the roofs of the town,
20 And the moonlight flowing over all.

Beneath, in the churchyard, lay the dead

In their night-encampment on the hill,

Wrapped in silence so deep and still

That he could hear, like a sentinel’s tread,
26 The watchful night-wind, as it went

Creeping along from tent to tent,

And seeming to whisper, “All is well!”

A moment only he feels the spell

Of the place and the hour, the secret dread
30 Of the lonely belfry and the dead;

For suddenly all his thoughts are bent

On a shadowy something far away,
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Where the river widens to meet the bay—
A line of black, that bends and floats
On the rising tide, like a bridge of boats.

Meanwhile, impatient to mount and ride,

5 Booted and spurred, with a heavy stride,
On the opposite shore walked Paul Revere.
Now he patted his horse’s side;

Now gazed at the landscape far and near;
Then impetuous stamped the earth,

10 And turned and tightened his saddle-girth;
But mostly he watched with eager search
The belfry-tower of the old North Church,
As it rose above the graves on the hill,
Lonely, and spectral, and somber, and still.

15 And lo! as he looks, on the belfry’s height,
A glimmer, and then a gleam of light!

He springs to the saddle, the bridle he turns,
But lingers and gazes, till full on his sight
A second lamp in the beliry burns!

20 The hurry of hoofs in a village street,
A shape in the moonlight, a bulk in the dark,
And beneath from the pebbles, in passing, a spark
Struck out by a steed flying fearless and fleet—
That was all! And yet, through the gloom and the light,
25 The fate of a nation was riding that night;
And the spark struck out by that steed, in his flight,
Kindled the land into flame with its heat.
He has left the village and mounted the steep,
And beneath him, tranquil and broad and deep,
30 Is the Mystic, meeting the ocean tides;
And under the alders, that skirt its edge,
Now soft on the sand, now loud on the ledge,
Is heard the tramp of the steed as he rides.
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It was twelve by the village clock

When he crossed the bridge into Medford town.
He heard the crowing of the cock,

And the Barking of the farmer’s dog,

And felt the damp of the river-fog

That rises after the sun goes down.

It was one by the village clock
When he galloped into Lexington.
He saw the gilded weathercock
10 Swim in the moonlight as he passed,
And the meeting-house windows, blank and bare,
Gaze at him with a spectral glare,
As if they already stood aghast
At the bloody work they would look upon.

15 Tt was two by the village clock
When he came to the bridge in Concord town.
He heard the bleating of the flock,
And the twitter of birds among the trees
And felt the breath of the morning breeze
20 Blowing over the meadows brown.
And one was safe and asleep in his bed
Who at the bridge would be first to fall,
Who that day would be lying dead,
Pierced by a British musket-ball.

26 You know the rest. In the books you have read,
How the British-regulars fired and fled,
How the farmers gave them ball for ball,
From behind each fence and farmyard wall,
Chasing the redcoats down the lane;
30 Then crossing the fields to emerge again
Under the trees at the turn of the road,
And only pausing to fire and load.
So through the night rode Paul Revere;
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And so through the night went his cry of alarm
To every Middlesex village and farm—
A cry of defiance, and not of fear,
A voice in the darkness, a knock at the door,
5 And a word that shall echo forevermore!
For, borne on the night-wind of the Past,
Through all our history, to the last,
In the hour of darkness and peril and need,
The people will waken and listen to hear
10 The hurrying hoof-beats of that steed,
And the midnight message of Paul Revere.

NOTES AND QUESTIONS

For Biography see page 136.

Discussion. 1. Read the poem through thoughtfully and be able to tell
the story from this outline: (a) Understanding as to signals between Paul
Revere and his friend; (b) The friend in Boston; (c) Paul Revere on the
Charlestown-side of the river; (d) The ride. 2. What was Paul Revere's
message? 3. Find the lines that describe the churchyard. 4. How does
Longfellow make you feel the hurry of the rider? 5. What to you is the
most expressive line in the poem? 6. Read again what is said on page 18
about the value of supplementing history books with literature. How is the
story “in the books you have read” of the battle of Lexington enriched by
the story in the poem? 7. How did Longfellow’s prophecy at the end of
the poem apply to our country in the World War? 8. What statement in
the first paragraph of the Introduction on page 253 shows you the motive
that caused Longfellow to write this poem? 9. Draw a map showing the
relative positions of Boston, Charlestown, Medford, Lexington, Concord.
10. Suggest a series of pictures that would tell the story of this famous his-
toric ride; where in your series would you place the picture on page 257?
11. Find in the Glossary the meaning of: grenadier; impetuous; spectral;
tranquil ; emerge. 12. Pronounce: barrack; alder.

Phrases for Study
night-encampment, 266, 22 fate of a nation, 267, 25
from tent to tent, 266, 26 night-wind of the Past, 269, 6

Class Reading. Bring to class and read “The Reveille,” Harte; “A
Troop of the Guard.” Hagedorn (in The Home Book of Verse).
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CONCORD HYMN
RaLpu WaLpo EMERsoN

By the rude bridge that arched the flood,
Their flag to April’s breeze unfurled,

Here once the embattled farmers stood,
And fired the shot heard round the world.

5 The foe long since in silence slept;
Alike the conqueror silent sleeps;
And time the ruined bridge has swept
Down the dark stream which seaward creeps.

On this green bank, by this soft stream,
10 We set today a votive stone,
That memory may their deed redeem,
When, like our sires, our sons are gone.

Spirit, that made those freemen dare
To die, and leave their children free,
15 Bid time and Nature gently spare
The shaft we raise to them and Thee.

NOTES AND QUESTIONS

For Biography see page 77.

Historical Note. Emerson wrote this poem to celebrate the completion
of the monument which marks the spot on which the battle of Concord
was fought, April 19, 1775. This monument is the work of the American
sculptor, Daniel C. French. The “Concord Hymn"” was sung at the celebra-
tion, April 19, 1836.

Discussion. 1. In what sense was the shot “heard round the world”?
2. What did this battle mean to the world? 3. For what purpose does
the poet say this “votive stone” is set? 4. How does this poem help
memory “to redeem the deed”? 5. In what different ways does “memory
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redeem the deeds” of the World War heroes? 6. Why . do- we observe
Memorial Day? 7. In the prayer in the last stanza the poet tells us to
whom the shaft is raised; which of these is greater, the “freemen” or the
«gpirit”? 8. Find in the Glossary the meaning of: arched; embattled ;
votive.

Class Reading. Bring to class and read some newspaper item which
shows that the spirit of freedom still lives.

1 HAVE A RENDEZVOUS WITH DEATH*

ALAN SEEGER

1 have a rendezvous with Death
At some disputed barricade, :
When Spring comes back with rustling shade
And apple-blossoms fill the air—

s I have a rendezvous with Death
When Spring brings back blue days and fair.

It may be he shall take my hand

And lead me into his dark land

And close my eyes and quench my breath—
10 It may be I shall pass him still.

I have a rendezvous with Death

On some scarred slope of battered hill,

When Spring comes round again this year,

And the first meadow-flowers appear.

16 God knows ’twere better to be deep
Pillowed in silk and scented down,
Where love throbs out in blissful sleep,
Pulse nigh to pulse, and breath to breath,

¢From Poems, by Alan Seeger; copyright, 1916, by Charles Scribner’'s Sons;
used by permission of the publishers.
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Where hushed awakenings are dear . . ..

But I've a rendezvous with Death

At midnight in some flaming town,

When Spring trips north again this year;
5 And I to my pledged word am true—

I shall not fail that rendezvous.

NOTES AND QUESTIONS

Biography. Alan Seeger (1888-1916) was an American poet who greatly
admired French art and literature. In 1912 he went to Paris to study and
write. He was visiting in London when the World War broke out, but
returned to Paris immediately and joined the Foreign Legion to fight for
France. This poem was written from the trenches during the winter, while
Seeger was waiting for the renewal of active warfare in the spring. The
poet took part in the battle of Champagne and was killed in action, July
4, 1916, in the attack on the village of Belloy-en-Santerre. During the
war he formed a great friendship with an Egyptian, Rif Baer, who thus
describes his last charge: “After the first bound forward, we lay flat on
the ground. I caught sight of Seeger and made a sign to him with my
hand. He answered with a smile. How pale he was! His tall silhouette
stood out on the green of the cornfields. He was the tallest man in his
section. His head was erect, and pride was in his eye. I saw him run-
ning forward, with bayonet fixed. Soon he disappeared, and that was
the last time I saw my friend.”

Discussion. 1. Notice how the beautiful descriptions of Nature, con-
trasted with the grim determination to keep the rendezvous, emphasize the
joy of life and of living, and make the keeping of the pledge the more
heroic; find lines that bring out sharply this contrast. 2. This poem
expresses a young man’s generous consecration of himself to death while
love of life is keen; which lines bring out this thought most beautifully?
3. What other soldier-poets have you learned to know in this book?
Do you know of any others? 4. How does this poem show that the spirit
of liberty was the same in the World War as it was in the days of Paul
Revere? 5. Pronounce: rendezvous.

Library Reading. Other poems by the same author (in Poems).
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ROUGE BOUQUET
Joyce KiLMER

In a wood they call the Rouge Bouquet
There is a new-made grave today,
Built by never a spade nor pick,
Yet covered with earth ten meters thick.
5 There lie many fighting men,
Dead in their youthful prime;
Never to laugh nor love again
Nor taste the Summertime.
For Death came flying through the air
10 And stopped his flight at the dugout stair,
Touched his prey and left them there,
Clay to clay.
He hid their bodies stealthily
In the soil of the land they sought to free,
15 And fled away.
Now over the grave abrupt and clear
Three volleys ring;
And perhaps their brave young spirits hear
The bugle sing:
20 “Go to sleep!
Go to sleep!
Slumber well where the shell screamed and fell.
Let your rifles rest on the muddy floor;
You will not need them any more.
28 Danger’s past;
Now at last,
Go to sleep!”

There is on earth no worthier grave
To hold the bodies of the brave
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Than this place of pain and pride
Where they nobly fought and nobly died.
Never fear but in the skies
Saints and angels stand
5 Smiling with their holy eyes
On this new-come band.
St. Michael’s sword darts through the air
And touches the aureole on his hair,
As he sees them stand saluting there,
10 His stalwart sons;
And Patrick, Brigid, Columkill
Rejoice that in veins of warriors still
The Gael’s blood runs.
And up to Heaven’s doorway floats,

15 From the wood called Rouge Bouquet,

A delicate cloud of bugle-notes
That softly say:

“Farewell!

Farewell!

20 Comrades true, born anew, peace to you!
Your souls shall be where the heroes are;
And your memory shine like the morning-star.
Brave and dear,

Shield us here.

26 Farewell!”

NOTES AND QUESTIONS

Biography. Joyce Kilmer (1886-1918), born in New Brumnswick, N. J.,
crowded much into the brief thirty-two years of his life. Before he was
twenty-two he had been graduated from Rutgers College and Columbia
University. He was literary critic for the New York Times and the Liter-
ary Digest. His life was a particularly happy one, both in his chosen field
of work and in his home with his wife and four children. Joyce Kilmer
was soldier as well as poet, like David of old, of whom it was said, he
“smote now his harp and now the hostile horde.” When the United States
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entered the World War, he was among the first to enlist and insisted upon
going as a private. “Naturally I'm expecting to go, being of appropriate
age and sex,” he wrote to a friend. After serving nearly a year, he died
in the eager carrying out of a particularly dangerous piece of work. When
the men of his own “Sixty-ninth” found him, his attitude was so like his
keen, living self that they did not at first think him dead, for he lay as
if scouting, seeking out the hidden battery which he was trying to locate.
He lies buried on the trampled hillside where he fell, close to the river
Ourcq. “Rouge Bouquet” was written in a dugout, and the poet called it
“probably the best verse I have written.”

Discussion. 1. Where did these fighting men meet death? 2. How
does the refrain resemble “taps”? 3. Notice how painstakingly the poet
worked out exactly the same riming-scheme in the two stanzas; what in-
teresting fact do you note in the twenty-second line of each stanza? 4.
What part of “taps” do these lines imitate? 5. Why does the poet say
“There is no worthier grave”? 6. Notice that this group of selections is
called “The Eternal Spirit of Freedom”; what famous struggles for liberty
are mentioned? 7. Find in the Glossary the meaning of: meter; aureole;
Gael. 8. Pronounce: Rouge Bouquet; stalwart.

Class Reading. Bring to class and read “Main Street”; “Roofs”; “The
Snowman in the Yard”; “Trees”; “To a Blackbird and His Mate Who Died
in the Spring”; “Dave Lilly”; Joyce Kilmer (in Poems, Essays, and
Letters, Vol. 1). The Bookman, October, 1918, has a portrait of Joyce
Kilmer; try to get a copy to show your classmates.

A Suggested Problem. In the Introduction on page 254 you read that
the selections in this group “are only a few out of many such stories and
poems that express this eternal spirit of freedom.” Be prepared to con-
tribute to a program of additional selections found in outside reading.



AMERICA’S EXPERIMENT IN
FREE GOVERNMENT

SUPPOSED SPEECH OF JOHN ADAMS
DaNIEL WEBSTER

Sink or swim, live or die, survive or perish, I give my hand
and my heart to this vote. It is true, indeed, that in the
beginning we aimed not at independence. But there is a divinity
which shapes our ends. The injustice of England has driven

5 us to arms; and, blinded to her own interest, she has obstinately
persisted, till independence is now within our grasp. We have
but to reach forth to it, and it is ours. Why, then, should we
defer the declaration?

If we postpone independence, do we mean to carry on or

10 to give up the war? Do we mean to submit, and consent that
we shall be ground to powder, and our country and its rights
trodden down in the dust? I know we do not mean to submit.
We never shall submit!

The war, then, must go on; we must fight it through. And
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if the war must go on, why put off the declaration of independ-
ence? That measure will strengthen us. It will give us char-
acter abroad. Nations will then treat with us, which they never
can do while we acknowledge ourselves subjects in arms against
our sovereign.

If we fail, it can be no worse for us. But we shall not fail.
The cause will raise up armies; the cause will create navies. The
people—the people, if we are true to them, will carry us, and
will carry themselves, gloriously through this struggle. I care
not how fickle other people have been found. I know the people
of these colonies; and I know that resistance to British aggres-
sion is deep and settled in their hearts, and cannot be eradicated.

Sir, the declaration of independence will inspire the people
with increased courage. Instead of a long and bloody war for
the restoration of privileges, for redress of grievances, set before
them the glorious object of entire independence, and it will
breathe into them anew the spirit of life.

Read this declaration at the head of the army; every sword
will be drawn, and the solemn vow uttered to maintain it or
perish on the bed of honor. Publish it from the pulpit; religion
will approve it, and the love of religious liberty will cling around
it, resolved to stand with it, or fall with it. Send it to the
public halls; proclaim it there; let them see it who saw their
brothers and their sons fall on the field of Bunker Hill, and in
the streets of Lexington and Concord, and the very walls will
cry out in its support.

Sir, I know the uncertainty of human affairs, but I see, I see
clearly through this day’s business. You and I, indeed, may rue
it. We may not live to see the time this declaration shall be
made good. We may die; die colonists; die slaves; die, it may
be, ignominiously, and on the scaffold. Be it so; be it so. If it
be the pleasure of Heaven that my country shall require the
poor offering of my life, the victim shall be ready at the ap-
pointed hour of sacrifice, come when that hour may. But while
I do live, let me have a country, or at least the hope of a coun-
try, and that a free country.
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But whatever may be our fate, be assured—be assured that
this declaration will stand. It may cost treasure, and it may cost
blood; but it will stand, and it will richly compensate for both.
Through the thick gloom of the present I see the brightness of
the future, as the sun in heaven. We shall make this a glorious,
an immortal day. When we are in our graves, our children will
honor it. They will celebrate it with thanksgiving, with fes-
tivity, with bonfires, and illuminations. On its annual return
they will shed tears, copious tears, gushing tears; not of subjec-
tion and slavery, not of agony and distress, but of exultation, of
gratitude, and of joy.

Sir, before God, I b