


Rip Van Winkle

At the fool of the Kaatskill Mountains, west of the Hudsen
River in North America, Rip Van Winkle lived with his wile and
children in a little coftage. In that fime this couniry was a province
ol Great Brilain, as indeed il remained until the American War of
Independence. Being not very fond of work and having a wife,
whose sharp tongue continually rang in his ears, Rip often strolled
away into the woods. He was always willing to help other people,
but he never kept his dwn farm in order. His wife therefore scolded
him more and more as time went on, and so Rip was not happy
at home.

He spent long hours sitting on a wooden seat oufside’ the inn .
named in honour of King George the Third, and he went for long
walks among the forests and mounfains accompanied only by his
faithful dog.

One day when he was out walking in the mountains, he
thought he heard the sound of thunder, and scon afferwards some-
one shouted, “Rip Van Winkle! Rip Van Winkle!" Locking round,
Rip saw a sirange little man with thick bushy hair and a long beard.
The man was carrying a large barrel on his back and he asked Rip
to be so kind as to help him with il. Rip helped him gladly.

Soon they came to a deep hollow in the side of the mountain,
overarched with fall trees. Here some funny old men, also with
bushy hair, were playing al ninepins. As their balls rolled along the
ground, they made a noise like thunder.

They ceased playing for a lime, and began fo drink iha wine
from the barrel. Rip also drank. He liked the wine very much and,
tired and thirsty, drank to his hearl's content. At length his senses
were overpowered, his head declined, and hefell into a sound sleep.

When he awoke, it was a summer’s morning and the sun’s
rays were very bright. “Surely,” thought Rip, “| have nol stept
here all nightl” He tried to remember what had happened. "Oh,
ihat barrel! thal wicked barrell What excuse shall | make to Mrs
Van Winkle?"



He called loudly for his dog, bul no dog came. Had his dumb
friend deserted him while he slept? Feeling very lonely, he resclved
lo go home without a moment's delay. He rose fo walk, but all his
limbs were stiff. “Sleeping in the mountains daes nol agree with
me,"” he murmured.

~ After an hour's walk he came fo the village. Tha children
laughed at him, and stroked Iheir chins. Rip placed his hand on his
chin and found fo his astonishment that his beard was a foot long!

The village seemed very much altered. It was larger and more
populous and Rip noficed, that there were different names over the
doors of the shops. Sirange faces appearad al the windows of the
coltages. lWhEn J;E came to his own house, expecting to mest his
angry wile, he found it almost in rui
What could all this mean? Ml v i

Sadly and slowly Rip walked along io the inn. That, too, was
different. If was a large and ugly building, bearing the name of
George Washinglon. Many noisy people were standig round. “What
party do you belong 101" they shouted. “Are you Federal or De-
mocral "' — “Alas!” said Rip, "l am only a poor old man, a native
of this place, and a loyal subject of the King's, God bless him!"

Here a great shoul burst from the bystanders, A royaljst!
A spyl A relugeel Give him a whipping! Give him it! He means

no good fo usl” — “What is your name?" asked an officer. "My
name is Rip Van Winkle,” answered the old man. — “How can i
bef" shouled one of the wemen. “Rip Van Winkle disappeared in
the mountains when | was a litlle girl, exaclly twenly years ago.”

This was a great problem. No one could solve il until Peler
Vanderdonck, who knew all the wonderful traditions of the village,
explained it to the astonished villagers. Il was a fact, he said, that
ance every twenty years Hendrick Hudson, the first discoverer
of the river and country, was allowed to refurn to the scenes vof
his former labours fo play at ninepins with his companions.

To make a long story short, Rip’s daughler took him home 1o
live with her, because his wife had died a shorl fime since. Rip now
resumed his old walks and found many friends among the rising
generation, with whom he soon grew into great favour.

(After a story by W. Irving)

A Shark

In 1870 a young Englishman, whose name was Cecil Rhodes,
came fo Ausiralia to lock for a siluation; but he knew no ene and
brought no recommendations, and the result was that he got no
employment. In a short fime, his money was all gone. He walked
the sireels all day, thinking; he walked them at night, thinking,
and growing hungrier and hungrier,

At dawn he found himself walking aimlessly along the har-
bour-shore near Sydney. Now, Sydney harbour is swarming with
the finest breed of man-eating sharks in the world. Some people
make their living by calching them, for the Governmen! pay a
cash bounly on them and everything that is in the shark belongs
lo you.

Lounging along the harbour, Cecil Rhodes saw a sharkfisher
who had been fishing for hours withoul calching anything. The
fisher who at once knew the young man to be a greenhorn jasked
him to take his line for a moment. “I'll give you the shark, if you
calch one,” he added. "And I'll eat it, bones and all. Give me the
line," replied the hall-starved man.

He had no sooner laken the line info his hands than he
caught an unusually long shark "a full nineteen foofer”, as the
fisherman said. At once they proceeded fo lay the crealure’s
slomach open with a knife. And fancy what they found in it?
A special number of the Times with the dale of fen days ‘before,
conveying, in large type, the latest infelligence Ihat France had
declared war on Germany.

Now it must be borne in mind, that at that time, in (1870,
Australia was nol yel connecled by a cable with Europe and fhat,
on account of this, these news about the declaration of war were
the first fo reach Ausiralia. The shark is the swiffest fish that swims
and the speed of the fastest steamer afloat is poor compared fo his.
The one they had caught had made that prefty large trip from the
shores of England to Sydney in no mare than len days. :

With this latest intelligence in his pockef, Cecil Rhodes
hurried to the richest wool-broker in Sydney. With some difficulty
he gained access to this mighty man, who was just reading his copy
of the Times, printed fifty days before in London. When, afier a
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few iniraductory words, Rhodes made the proposal fo buy all the
woolcrop deliverable in sixty days, the woolbroker declared him
to be a lunafic. It was only in a very roundabout way thal the
young man succeeded in explaining him where he had found that
most imporfani intelligence of the declaration of war, by which
the prices of wool in London Exchange had been driven up quite
amazingly. The wool-broker, of course, did not hesilate fo buy up
all the crops available, having promised fo divide the winnings with
‘Rhodes, half and half. The profit- of the speculation amounied to no

less than fwo hundred thousand pounds and in 60 days Cecil Rhodes
was a rich man. -

(Aflera story by Mark Tivain(

A Pair of Gloves

Is a singler siory, Sir, said Inspeclor Wield, of fhe Detac-
live Police, who, in company with Sergeant Dornton and Mith, paid
us a twilight visit, one July evening; — and |'ve been thinking
you might like to know it. '

It's concerning the murder of the young woman, Eliza Grim-
wood, some years ago, over in the Walerloo Road. She was
commonly called The Countess, because of her handsome appea-
rance and her proud way of carrying of herself; and when | saw
the poor Countess (I had known her well), lying dead, with her
throat cuf, on the floor of her bed-rooi, you believe ‘me that
@ variely of reflections calculated to make a man rather low in his
spirits, came into my head.

| went to the house the morning affer the murder, and exami-
ned the body, and made a general observation of the bed-room
where it was. Turning down the pillow of the bed with my hand,
I found, underneath if, a pair of gloves. A pair of gentleman's
gloves, very dirly; and inside the lining, the latters TR, and a cross.

Well, Sir, | took them aloves away, and | showed ‘em o
the magisirale, over at Unian Hall, before whom the case was.

He says, "Wield", he says, “there's no ddubt this is a discovery
thal may lead fo something very imporlant; and what you have gof
to do, Wield, is, to find out the owner of these gloves."
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| was of the same opinion, of course, and | went a.I it imme-
diately. | looked at the gloves pretty narrowly, and it was l:ny
opinion lhat they had been cleaned. There was a smell of wll:: ur
and rosin about ‘em, you know, which cleaned gpluves usualljf ave,
more or less. | tock ‘em over to a friend of mine al Kenninglon,
in that line, and | put it fo him.
g j-MWhai do you say npnw? Have these gloves been cleaned?
— These gloves have been :Iaan;d,hwvs?hﬂ- |'
— ou any idea who cleaned them? says |
— ::"::':" all, s:ys he; |'ve a very distine! idea H.Trhn didn't
clean ‘em, and that s mysell. But I'll tell you whnil, Wield, thera
ain't above eight or nine reg'lar glove cleaners in Lon-:fnn. -
and | think | can give you their addresses, and you may find oul,
s, who did clean ‘em.
i fhfcc::ri:glfy. he gave me the directions, and | wenl here,
and | looked up that man; but, though they all agreed that the g'ln-
ves had been cleaned, | couldn't find the man, woman, or ﬂhiil:!t
that had cleaned thal aforesaid pair of gloves, What with this
person not being at home, and that person being expected home
in the aflernoon, and so forth, the inquiry took me three days. .
On the evening of the third day, coming ovarrWaIarIn-n Brui—
ge, quite beal, and very much vexed and disappointed, | thought
I'd have a shilling’s worth of enterfainment at the Lyceum Thealre
n myselt up.
i |"§:hel weil infc:pfhe Pit, at hall-price, and | sat myself down
nexi fo a very quief, modest young man. Seeing | was a stranger
{(which | thought it just as well to appear o be? he told mﬂ.iha
nameas ol the actors on the stage, and we gol into cunv.ﬂrsahon.
When the play was over, we came oul together, and | said.
— We ‘ve been very companionable and agreeable, and
uldn’t object to a drain?
FﬂrhTi\:a’iTijnu ‘re VE!:r good, says he; | shouldn’l object to
k dr:r::;:crdingly. we went to a public-house, near the Thealre,
sal ourselves down in a quiel room upstairs on the first ﬂonr, and
called for a pint of half-and-hall, and a pipe. Well,‘ Sir, we
smoked and we drank our hall-and-half, and sat a talking, very
sociably, when the young man says.




— You must excuse me stopping very long, he says, because
I'm forced to go home in good fime. | must be al work all night.

— At work all night? says |. You ain't a baker?

— No, he says, laughing, | ain't a baker.

— | thought nof, says I, you haven'l the looks of a baker.

— No, says he, | ‘m a glove-cleaner.

| never was more aslonished in my.life, than when | heard
them words come out of his lips.

— You ‘re a glove-cleaner, are youl says |.

— Yes, he says, | am.

— Then, perhaps, says |, taking the gloves out of my pocket,
you can tell me who cleaned this pair of gloves? It 's a rum story,
| says. | was dining over at Lambeth, the other day, at a fres-and-
easy— quile promiscuous wilh a public company—when some
gentleman, he left these gloves behind him! Another gentleman
and me, you see, we laid a wager of a sovereign, that | wouldn't
find oul whe they belonged lo. l've speni as much as seven
shillings already, in trying to discover; but, if you could help me,
I'd stand another seven and welcome. You see thers ‘s TR and a
cross, inside.

— | see, he says. Bless you, | know thess gloves very welll
| 've seen dozens of pairs belonging to the same party.

— No? says .

— Yes, says he.

— Then you know who cleaned ‘em? says |.

— Rather so, says he. My father cleanad ‘em.

— Where does your father live? says .

— Just round the corner, says the young man, near Exeter
Street, here. He ’ll tell you who they belong o, directly.

— Would you come round with me now? says |.

— Cerlainly, says he, but you needn't tell my father thal you
found me al the play, you know, because he mighin't like it.

— All right! We went round 1o the place, and there we found
an old man in a white apron, with two or three daughters, all
rubbing and cleaning away at lois of gloves, in a front parlour.

— Oh, Father! says the young man, here 's a person been and
made a bet aboul the ownership of a pair of gloves, and | ‘ve lold
him you can settle if.
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— Good evening, Sir, says | lo the old gentleman. Here ‘s the I

gloves your son spaaks of. Lelters TR, you see, and a cross. !

— Oh yes, he says, | know these gloves very well; 1 've
cleaned dozens of pairs of ‘em. They belong fo Mr. Trinkle, the
great upholsterer in Cheapside. :

— Did you get ‘em from Mr, Trinkle, direcl, says |, if you I
excuse asking the queslion? :

——n;:o, says he; Mr. Trinkle always sends 'em io Mr. Phibbs's
the haberdashers's, opposite his shop, and the haberdasher sends
‘em o me.

— Perhaps you wouldn't ébject fo a draini says .

— Not in the least] says he.

S0 | ook the old gentleman oul, and had a little more falk
wifh him and his son, over a glass, and we parfed excellent
friends.  This was late on a Saturday night. First thing on the T‘d’!und?y
morning, | went lo the haberdasher’s shop, opposite Me. Trinkle's,
the great upholsierer’s in Cheapside,

— Mr. Phipps in the way?

— name is Phipps.

—!gjlr'rl | believe FL~_.r\!::-|.1 sent this pair of gloves fo be cleaned?
. Yes, | did, for young Mr. Trinkle over the way. There he
is, in the shop!

— Oh! that ‘s him in the shop, is it? Him in the green coall

— The same individual. :

— Well, Mr. Phipps, this is an unpleasant affair. But the fact
is, | am Inspector Wield of the Detective Police, and | found these
gloves under the pillow of the young woman thal was murdered
the other day, over in the Waterloo Road!

— Good Heaven| says he. He ‘s a most respecigble young
“man, and if his father was to hear of it, it would be the ruin of him!

. very sorry for il, says |, but Imust take him into custody.

— Good Heaven ! says Mr. Phipps, again; can nothing be done!?

— Nothing, says .

— ﬁ;ﬂ ygu :Flnw me lo call him over here, says he, that his
father may not see it done? _

\ — | don't objec! to that, says |; but unfortunately, Mr. Phipps,

| can't allow of any communication between you. If any was attemp-
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1ed, | should have fo interfere directly. Perhaps you ‘il beckon him

over hare?

Mr. Phipps went to the door and beckoned, and the young
fellow came across the street directly; a smart, brisk young fellow.

~— Good morning, Sir, says |.
— Good morning, Sir, says he,

— Would you allow me fo inquire, Sir, says |, if you ever

had any acquaintance with a parly of the name of Grimwood?
— Crimwood! Grimwood! says he. Nol!
— You know the Waterloo Road?
- Sh! of coursa | know the Walerlooo Road!
ﬂ-.am_,?_ appen to have heard of a young woman I:luing murdered
— Yes, | read it in the paper, and very sorry | was fo rﬂm:iil.

— Here 's a pair of gl i
. gloves belonging fo you, that |
under her pillow the morning afferwards! Wi ' o

He was in a dreadful siate, Sir; a dreadful statel
: _| Mr. Wield, he says, upon my solemn oath, | néver was
ere« | never so much as saw her, lo my knowledge, in my life!
— | 'am very sorry, says . To fell you the truth, | don't think
‘you are the murderer, but | must fake you to Union Hall in a cab
However, | think it ‘s a case of that sort, thal, al present, af a!i
evenis, the magistrate will hear it in private. ;

' A privale examination fook place, and then if came out that
1h_fs-_yuu!'|g man was acquainted with a cousin of the unfortunale
Eliza Grimwood, and that, calling fo see this cousin a day or:fwao
before the murder, he left these gloves upon the table Whn
should come in, shortly afterwards, but Eliza Grimwood| '

- "J‘I.:'hose gloves are these? she says, faking ‘em up.

— Those are Mr. Trinkle's gloves, says her cousin,

— Ohl says she, they are very dirty, and of no use to him
| am sure. | shall take ‘em away for my girl fo clean the slovas wili-lr

And she put ‘em in her pocket. The girl had used ‘em !n.
clean the sloves, and, | have no doubt, had leff ‘em lying on the

#

~ bed-room mantel-piece, or somewhere, Her mistress, looking round

fo see thal the room was tidy, had
the pillow where | found ‘em.
That ‘s the story, Sir.
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caught 'em up and put ‘em under

Charles Collins

The Selfish Giant

Every aflernoon, as they were coming from school, the child-
ren used fo go and play in the Giant's garden.

It was a large lovely garden, with soff green grass. Here and
there over the grass stood beautiful flowers like stars, and there
were twelfe peach-trees that in the springtime broke out inio
delicale blossoms of pink and pearl, and in the autumn bore rich
fruit. The birds sal on the irees and sang so sweelly that the

* children used to stop their games in order to listen to them. "How

happy we are here!" they cried o each other.

One day the Gianl came back. He had been fo wisit his
friend the Cornish ogre, and had slayed with him for seven years.
Atter the seven years were over he had said all that he had lo say,
and he defermined to return lo his own castle. When he arrived
he saw the children playing in the garden.

“What are you doing here?” he cried in a very gruff voice,
and the children ran away.

“My own garden is my own garden,” said the Giant; “anyone
can understand that, and | will allow nobody to play in it bul my-
self.” So he built a high wall round it, and put up a nolice-board:
Tresspassers will be proseculed.

He was a very sellish Giant.

The poor children had now nowhere lo play. They fried fo

~ play on the road, but the road was very dusty and full of hard

stones, and they did not like it. They used fo wander round the
high wall when their lessons were over, and falk about the be-
auliful garden inside. “How happy we were there,” they zaid to
each other. it

Then the Spring came, and all over the country there were
litthe blossoms and litlle birds. Only in the garden ol the Sslfish
Giant it was still Winter. The birds did not care o sing in it as
there were no children, and the trees forgot to blossom. Once a
beautiful flower pul ifs head out from the grass, but when it saw
the nolice-board it was so sorry for the children that is slipped
back inlo the ground again, and went off lo sleep. :

The only people who were pleased were the Smow and the
Frosi. ‘Spring has forgotten this garden,” they cried, "so we will
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live here all the year round.” The Snow covered up the grass with
her great white cloak, and the Frosl painted all the frees silver.
Then they invited the North Wind to stay with them, and he came.
He was wrapped in furs, and he rcared all day about the garden,
and blew the chimey-pots down. ,This is a delightul spol,” he
said; ‘we must ask the Hail on a visit.”” So the Hail came. Every
day for three hours he rattled on the roof of the casile fill he broke
most of the slales, and then he ran round and round the garden as
fast as he could go. He was dressed in grey, and his breath was
like ice.

"I cannot understand why the Spring is so lale in coming?"
said the Selfish Giant, as he sat at the window and looked out at
his cold white garden; “| hope there will be a change in the
weather."

But the Spring never came, nor the Summer. The Autumn gave
golden fruil fo every garden, but fo the Gianl's garden she gave
none. “He is foo selfish," she said. So it was always Winter there,
and the North Wind, and the Hail, and the Frast, and the Snow
danced aboul through the frees.

One morning the Giant was lying awake in bed when he
heard some lovely music. It sounded so sweet o his ears that he
thought it must be the King's musicians passing by. Il was really
only a lillle linnet singing outside his window, bul it was so long
since he had heard a bird sing in his garden that it seemed lo him
the most beautiful music in the world. Then the Hail stopped dan-
cing over his head, and the North Wind ceased roaring, and a "
delicious perfume came to him through the open casement. “|

believe the Spring has come at last," said the Giant; and he jumped
out of bed and looked out.

What did he see?

He saw a most wonderful sight. Through a little hole in the
wall the children had crépt in, and they were sitting in the branchas
of the irees. In every tree thal he could see there was a litlle child.
And the frees were so glad fo have the children back again that
they had covered themselves with blossoms, and were waving
their arms genily above the children’s heads. The birds were flying
about and twiltering with delight, and the flowers were looking up
through the green grass and laughing. It was a lovely scene. only
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in one corner it was still Winfer. It was the farthest corner of the
garden, and in it was standing a litfle boy. He was so small that
he could not reach up fo the branches of the tree, and he was
wandering all round it, crying bilterly. The poor lree was still

'quiia covered with frost and snow, and the North Wind was blowing

and roaring above it.

“Climb up! little boy,” said the Tree, and if bent ils branches
down as low as it could; but the boy was too tiny.

And fhe Giant's hearl melted as he looked ouf. “How selfish
| have been!" he said; “now | know why the Spring would nol
come here. | will put thai poor litfle boy on the fop of the free,
and then | will knock down the wall, and my garden shall be
the children’s playground for ever and ever. He was really very
sorry for what he had done.

So he crepl downstairs and opened the fronidoor quite sofily,
and went out info the garden. But when the children saw him fhey
were so frightened that they all ran away, and the garden became
Winter again. Only the litlie boy did notf run, for his eyes were
so full of tears that he did not see the Giant coming. And the
Giant stole up behind him and dook him gently in his hard, and put
him up into the tree. Annd the free broke at once info blossom,
and the birds came and sang on it, and the litfle boy sireiched
out hit two arms and fiung them round the Giani's neck, and
kissed him. And the ofher children, when they saw that the Giant
was nol wicked any longer, came running back, and with them

came the Spring. “It is your garden now, lilile children,” said the

Giant, and he fook a great axe and knocked down the wall. And
when the people were going fo markel at twelve o'clock they
found the Giant playing with the children in the mosl beautiful
garden they had ever seen.

All day long they played, and in the evening they :amu‘in
the Gianl to bid him good-bye.

“But whera is your little companion? he said; “the boy |
pul into the tree.” The Giant loved him the bes! because he had
kissed him.

“We don't know," answered the children; "he has gone away.”

B
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“You must fell him fo be sure and come here to-morrow,
said the Gianl. Bui the children said they did not know where he
lived, and had never seen him before; and the Giani felf very sad.

Every zfternoon, when school was over, tha children came and
played with the Giant. Bul the little boy whom the Giant loved
was never seen again. The Giant was very kind fo all the children,
yet he longed for his first little friend, and offen spoke of him. “How
I ' would like to see him!” he used to say.

Years went over, and the Giant grew very old and feeble. He
could not play any more, so hed sat in a huge armchair, ‘and
walched the children at their games, and admired his garden.
“I have many beauliful flowers,” he said, “but the children are the
most beautiful flowers of all.”

One winter morning he locked out of his window as he was
dressing. He did not hate the Winier now, for he knew that it was
merely the Spring asleep, and that the flowers were resting.

Suddenly he rubbed his eyes in wonder, and looked and
looked. I certainly was a marvellous sight. In the farthest cormer
oft he garden was a tree quite covered with lovely white blossems.
lts branches were all golden, and silver fruit hung down from them,
and underneath it stood the little boy he had loved.

Downstairs ran the Giant in greal joy, and out info the garden.
He hastened across the grass, and came near fo the ghild. And
when he came quite close his face grew red with anger, and he
said: “Who hath dared to wound thee?™ For on the palms of the
child’s hands were the prints of two nails, and the prinls of two
nails were on the litHe feet.

“Who hath dared to wound thee 2" cried the Giant; "fell me,
that | may take my big sword and slay him."

“Nay!" answered the child; “but these are the wounds of
Love."

“Who art thou?" said the Giant, and a strange awe fell on
him, and he knelt before the lifle child. -

And the child smiled on the Giant, and said to him: “You
let me play once in your garden; to-day you shall come with me
to my garden, which is Paradise.”

And when the children ran in that afternoon, they found the
Giant lying dead under the free, all covered wiih white blossoms.

14 Oscar Wilde

Iy lrien.d B. called on me this moring and asked me if |
would go to a theaire with him on Manday next. )
“Oh, yes! cerfainly, old man," | replied. “Have you got

Ready for Sea

. an order, theni"

He said: ) %

“No; they don't give orders. We shall have to pay.”

“Payl Pay fo go inlo a theafrel” | answered, in astonishment.
“Oh, nonsense! You are joking."” .

"My dear fellow,” he rejoined, "da‘ you think | should sug;
gest paying if it were possible lo gel in by any other means

* But the people who run this theatre would not even 'understand

what was meant by a “free list”, the uncivilised barbarians! It is of
no use prelending to them that you are on the Press, because Hm}.r
don't want the Press; they don't think anything of Iha. Fflﬂﬂ. Ii. is
no good wriling te the acting manager, ba-:.:ause Ihera‘ is o aclt;ng
ﬁnmger. It would be a waste of time offering lo exhibit bills, be=
cause they don’t have any bills—not of that sort. If you wanl fo
go in to see the show, you've got lo pay. It you donl pay, you
stop outside; that's their brutal rule.”

“Dear me,” | said, “what a very unpleasant arrarlgamani'l And
whereabouls is this extraordinary theatre? | don't think | can ever
have been inside it."

“| don't think you have,” he replied; "if is at C]:bur-ﬁmnrar-
gau — first lurning on the left affer you leave Ober railway-station,
fifty miles from Munich.”

i “Um! rather out of the way for a thealre,” | said. ';I shouid
not have thought an outlying house like that could have”afforded
to give ifself airs.”

“The house holds seven thousand people,” answered my
friend B., “and money is turned away at each perinrmance. The
first production is on Monday next. Will you curjwei'

| pondered for a moment, looked at my diary, and saw that
Aunt Emma was coming fo spend Safurday fo Wednasd:ay next
wilh us, calculated that if | went | should miss her, and might not
see her again for years, and decided that | would go.
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To tell the fruth, it was the journey more than the play thai
lempled me. To be a greal traveller has always been one of my
cherished ambilions, | yearn fo be able to wrile in this sort of strain:

“l have smoked my fragrant Havanna in the sunny sireets of
old Madrid, and | have puffed the rude and not sweet-smelling
calumet of peace in the draughly wigwam of the Wild West; |
have sipped my evening coffee in the silent fent, while the lstherad
camel browsed withoul upon the desert grass, and | have quaffed
the fiery brandy of the North while the rein-deer munched his
fodder beside me in the hut, and the pale light of the midnight sun
threw the shadows of the pines across the snow."

“l have felf the stab of lustrous eyes thal, ghostlike, locked al
me from ouf veil-covered faces in Byzanfium's narrow ways, and
| have laughed back (though it was wrong of me fo do so) at the
saucy, wanton glances of the black-eyed girls of Jedo; | have
wandered where "good”—but nol loo good—Haroun Alraschid
crepi disguised at nightfall, with his faithful Mesrour by his side; |
have stood upon the bridge whete Dante waiched the sainted
Bealrice pass by; | have floafed on the waters that once bore the
barge of Clecpatra; | have slood where Caesar fell.”

"l have heard the soft rustle of rich, rare robes in the drawing-
rooms of Mayfair, and | have heard the feeth-necklaces raltle
around the ebony throals of the belles of Tongalaboo; | have
panted beneath the sun's fierce rays in India, and frozen under the
icy blasts of Greenland; | have mingled with the teeming hordes
of old Cathay, and, deep in the great pine forests of the Wastern
Werld, | have lain, wrapped in my blanket, a thousand miles bey-
ond the shores of human life.”

B., 1o whom | explained my leaning towards this siyle of diction,
said thal exactly the same effect could be produced by wriling
aboul places quite handy. He said:

"l could go on like that withou! having been outside England
at all. | should say:

“I have smoked my fourpenny shag in the sanded bars of
Fleet Sireef, and | have puffed my fwopenny Manilla in the
gilded halis of the Criterion; | have quaffed my foaming beer of
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Burton where lslington's famed Angel gathers the little thirsty ones
beneath her shadewing wings, and | have sipped my lenpenny

“ordinaire in many a garlic-scented salon of Scho”.

"On the back of the strangely-moving ass | have urged my
wild career across the sandy heaths of Hampstead, and my cance
has slarlled the screaming wild-fowl from their lonely haunts amid
the sub-tropical regions of Baltersea. Adown the long, steep slope
of One Tree Hill hava | rolled from top to fool, while laughing
maidens of the East stood round and clappad their hands and
yelled; and, in the oldworld garden of that pleasant Courl, where
played the fair-haired children of the ill-starred Stuarts, have |
wandered long through mazy paths, my arm enitwined aboul the
wais! of one of Eve's sweet daughters, while her mother ragad
around indignanily on the other side of the hedge, and never see-
med lo gel any nearer fo us."

“l have chased the lodging-house Norfolk Howard to his
walery death by the pale lamp's light; | have, shivering, followed
the leaping flea o'er many a mile of pillow and sheet, by fhe great
Atlantic's margin. Round and round, till the heart—and not only the
heart—grows sick, and the mad brain whirls and reels, have | ridden
the small, bul exiremely hard, horse, that may, for a penny, be
mounted amid the plains of Peckham Rye; and high above the
heads of the giddy throngs of Barnet (though it is doubtful if anyone
among them was half so giddy as was [) have | swung in highly-
coloured car, worked by a man with a rope.”

“I have trod in stalely measure the floor of Kensingfon's
Town Hall (the fickefs were a guinea each, and included refresh-
ments—when you could gel to them through the crowd), and on
the green sward of the forest that borders esaslern Anglia by the
offsung lewn of Epping; | have mingled with the leeming hordes
of Drury Lane on Boxing Night, and, during the run of a high-
class piece, | have sat in lonely grandeur in the front row .of the
gallery, and wished that | had spent my shilling instead in.the Orien-
tal halls of the Alhambra.” '

“There you are,” said B., “that is just as good as yours; wnd
you can wrile like that without going more than a few hours’ jour-
ney from London."
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“We will discuss the matter no further,” | replied. “You cannol,
| see, enter into my feelings. The wild heart of the traveller does

not throb within your breast; you cannot understand his longings.

No matler! Suffice it that | will come this journey with you. | will
buy a German conversation book, and a check-suil, and a blue
veil, and a white umbrella, and suchlike necessities of the English
tourist in Germany, this very aflernoon. When do you start?"

“Well,” he said, “it is a good two days journey. | propose fo
start on Friday."”

“Is not Friday rather an unlucky day to start on?" | suggested.
“Oh, good gracious!" he retorted quite sharply, “what rubbish
nexi? As it the affairs of Europe were going fto be arranged by
Providence according to whether you and | start for an excursion

on a Thursday or a Fridayl"

He said he was surprised that a man who could be so sensible,
occasionally, as myself, could have pafience to even think of such
old-womanish nonsense. He said that years ago, when he was.a
silly boy, he used to pay atlention to this foolish superstition himself,
and would never, upon any consideration, slart for a frip upon a
Friday.

But, one year, he was compelled fo do so. |f was a case of
either starting on a Friday or nol going at all, and he delermined
to change it.

He wenl, prepared for and expecling a series of accidents and
misfortunes. To return home alive was the only bit of pleasure he
hoped for from that trip.

As it lurned ouf, however, he had never had a more enjoyable

holiday in his life belore. The whole event was a tremendous success.

And after that, he had made up his mind fo always starf on a
Friday; and he always did, and always had a good time.

He said that he would never, upon any consideration, start for
a frip upon any other day bul a Friday now. It was so absurd, this
suparslition about Friday.

So we agreed to start on the Friday, and | am fo meet him al
Victoria Stafion at a quarter fo eight in the evening.
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| have been a good deal worried about the question of what
luggage lo lake with me. | met a man this moming, and he said: .

"“Oh, if you are going fo Ober-Ammergau, mind you lake
plenty of warm clothing with you. You'll need all your winter
things up there.” ;

He said that a friend of his had gone up there some years ago,
and had nof taken enough warm things with him, and had caught
a chill there, and had come and died. He said:

“You be guided by me, and lake plenty of warm things with you.'

| met anether man laler on, and he said:

“l hear you are going abroad. Now, tell me, what pari of
Europe are you going to?"

| replied that | thought it was somewhere about the middle.
He said:

“Well, now, you take my advice, and get a calico suit and .a
sunshade. Never mind the look of the thing. You be comforiable.
You've no idea of the heat on the Confinent at this time of the
year. English people will persist in fravelling about the Continent in
the same stully clothes that they wear al home. That's how so many
of them get sunstrokes and are ruined for life.”

| went into the club, and there | mel a friend of mine—a
newspaper correspondent—who has travelled a good deal, and -
knows Europe pretty well. | told him whal my iwo other friends
had said, and asked him which' | was o believe. He said:

“Well, as a matter of fact, they are both right. You see, up
in those hilly districts, the weather changes very quickly. In the
morning il may be blazing hot, and you will be melting, and in the
evening you may be very glad ol a flannel shirt and a fur coal.”

"Why, that is exactly the sort of weather we have in England!"
| exclaimed. "If that’s all these foreigners can manage in their own
country, what right have they to come over here, as they do, and
grumble about ocur weather?”

“Well, as a matter of facl," he replied, "they hav en't any right;
bul you can't stop them—they will do if. No, you take my advice,
and be prepared for everything. Take a cool suit and some thin
things, for if it's hol, and plenty of warm things in case it is cold."
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When | gol homa | found Mrs. Briggs there, she having looked
in fo see how the baby was, She said:

“Oh! it you're going anywhere near Germany, you take a
bit of soap with you."”

She said that Mr. Briggs had been called over to Germany
ance in a hurry, on business, and had forgollen lo fake a piece of
soap with him, and didnt know enough German lo’ ask for any
when he got over. there, and didn't see any lo ask for even if he
had known, and was away for three weeks, and wasn't able to wash
himself all the lime, and came home so dirly that they didn't know
him, and mistook him for the man that was to come to see what
was the mater with the kilchen boiler.

Mrs. Briggs also advised me to take some towels with me, as
they give you such small lowels fo wipe on.

| went out alter lunch, and mel our Vicar. He said:

“Take a blanketl with you."

* He said that not only did the German hotelkeepers never give
you sufficient bedclothes to keep you warm, but they never properly
aired their sheets, He said that a young friend ol his had gone for
a tour through Germany once, and had slept in a damp bed, and
had caught rheumatic fever, and had come home and died.

His wile joined us at this point. (He was wailing for her oulside
a draper's shop when | mei him.) He explained to her that | \was
going o Germany, and she said:

“Oh! take a pillow with you. They don't give you any pillows—
not like our pillows—and it's so wrelched, you'll never get a decent
nighl's rest if you don't lake a pillow."

She said:

“You can have a litthe bag made for it, and it doesn't look
anything.”

| met our docior a few yards further on. He said:

“Don't forget to take a bottle of brandy with you. It doesn't
take up much room, and, if you're not used to German cooking,
you'll find it handy in the night"

He added that the brandy you got at foreign hotels was mere
paison, and that il was really unsafe lo travel abroad without a
boitle of brandy. He said thal a simple thing like a bolile of brandy
in your bag might offen save your life.
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Coming home, | ran against a literary friend of mine. He said:

“You'll have a goodish time in the frain, old fellow. Are you
used o long railway journeys?"

| said; ;

“Well, I've travelled down from Londdn into the very heart
of Surrey by a South Eastern express.”

“Ohl that's a mere nothing, compared with what you've got
before you now,” he answered. "Look here, I'll fell you a very
good idea of how fo pass the time. You take a chessboard with you
and a set of men. You'll thank me for felling you that!”

. George dropped in during the evening. He said:

“I'l tell you one thing you'll have to take with you, old man,
and that's a box of cigars and some tobacco.”

He said thal the German cigar—the beller class of German
cigar—was of the brand that is technically known over here as the
“Penny Pickwick — Spring Crop;" and he thought that | should
not have lime, during the short stay | contemplaled making in the
country, o acquire a taste for ifs flavour.

My sister-in-law came in laler on in the evening (she is a
thoughtful girl), and brought a box with her about the size of a
tea-chest. She said: G

“Now, you slip that in your bag; you'll be glad of thal. There's
everything there for making yourself a cup of fea.”

She said that they did not understand tela in Germany, but that
with that | should be independent of them,

* She opened the case, and explained ifs contents to me. |I cer-
fainly was a wonderfully complete arrangement. | confained a
little caddy full of tea, a liltle bottle of milk, a box of sugar, a bottle
ol methylated spirit, a box of buller, and a tin of biscuils: also, a
slove, a kelfle, a teapol, two cups, two saucers, two plates, fwo
knives, and two spoons. If there had only been a bed in if, one
need not have bothered about hotels at all.

Young Smith, the Secretary of our Pholographic Club, called
at nine fo ask me fo take him a negative of the statue of theldying
Gladiator in the Munich Sculpture Gallery. | fold him that | should
be delighted o oblige him, but that | did not intend to take my
camera with me.
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“Not lake your cameral™ he said. “You are going to Germany—
to Rhinelandl You are going to pass through some of the most
picfuresque scenery, and stay at some of the most ancient and
famous fowns of Europe, and are going fo leave your photographic
apparatus behind you,”and you call yourself an arfist!"”

He said | should never regret a thing more in my life than
going without that camera.

| think it is always right fo lake other people’s advice in
matlers where they know more than you do. It is the experience
of those who have gone before that makes the way smooth for
those who follow. So, after supper, | got together the things | had
been advised to take with me, and arranged them on the bed,
adding a few articles | had thought of all by mysell.

| put up plenty of writing paper and a bottle of .ink, along
with a dictionary and a few ofher books of reference, in case |
should feel inclined to do any work while | was away. | always
like fo be prepared for work; one never knows when one may
feel inclined for it. Sometimes, when | have been away, and have
forgotten to bring any paper and pens and ink with me, | have felf
so inclined for writing; and it has quile upsel me that, in conse-
quence of nol having brought any paper and pens and ink with
me, | hdve been unable fo sit down and do a lot of work, but have
been compelled, inslead, fo lounge about all day with my hands
in my pockets. \

Accordingly, | always take plenty of paper and pens and
ink with me now, wherever | go, so that when the desire 'for
work comes fo me | need not check it. i

That this craving for work should have troubled me so offen,
when | had no paper, pens, and ink by me, and that it never, by
any chance, visits me now, when | am careful to be in a position
to gratify it, is a matler over which | have offen puzzled.

But when it does come 1 shall 'be ready for i.

| also put on the bed a few volumes of Goethe, because |
thought it would be so pleasant o read him in his own country,
And | decided fo fake a sponge, together with a small portable
bath, because a cold bath is so refreshing in the morning.

B. came in just as | had got everything info a pile. He slared
af the bed, and asked me what | was doing. | fold him | was packing.
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- “Greal Heavens!” he exclaimed. “| thought you were movingl
What do you think we are going o do—camp out?"

“Nol" | replied. “But these are the things | have been ad-
vised to take with me. What is the use of people giving you ad-
vice if you don't take it?" :

He said:

“Ohl lake as much advice as you like; that always comes
in useful to give away. Buif, for goodness sake, don't get carrying
all that stuff about with you. People will take us for Gipsies."”

| said:

“Now, i's no use your lalking nonsense. Half the things on
this bed are life-preserving things. |f people go inio Germany
without these things, they come home and die."”

And | related to him what the doctor and the vicar and the

. other people had told me, and explained to him how my lile depen-

ded upon my taking brandy and blankels and sunshades and plenty
al warm clothing with me.
He is a man utlerly indifferent to.danger and risk—incurred
other people—is B, He said:
i "Gh.p:lhiishl You're not the sort that caiches a cold and dies
young. You leave thal co-operalive stores of yours af hcrmar. an::l
pack up a footh-brush, a comb, a pair of socks, and a shirt. That's

all you'll want."
Jferome K. Jerome

' My Ninety Acres

| had a friend, a little old man, who lived over the hill in
Possum Run Valley in a small white house on a farm which is
known as “My Ninely Acres.” The name is not painled on :the
red barn nor on a fancy sign hanging af the end of the lane
feading up fo the house; nevertheless throughout the Valley every-
body always refers to Walter Oakes’s farm as "My Ninety Acres.

It wasn't the conventional Currier and lves farm one expects
from the long tradition of American farming—a brighl, new place,
with new wire fences, and cattle standing like wooden animals in
a p&siuru that was more like a lawn than a pasture. There was, in-
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deed, a cerlain shagginess aboul i, a cerfain wild and beautiful
look with that kind of ordered romantic beauty which was achieved
by the landscape arlists of the eighieenth century who fell under
the influence of Jean Jacques Rousseau’s romantic ideas regarding
Nature. The white house was small bul always well painted and
prosperous in appearance, and there was no 'finer barn than Wal-
ter's with ils fire-red paint, its big straw shed and ils ornate shulters
and cupaolas painted white and there were no finer caltle in ithe
whole county than those which stood behind the while-painied
wooden fences of the barnyard staring at you, fat and sleek ‘and
conlenled, as you drove past “My Ninety Acres.”

But despite the shagginess of the farm's appearance no fields
in the Valley produced such big crops or pastured such fina caftle
and hogs. Al “My Ninely Acres” the shagginess didn’t exist be-
cause Walter was lazy or a bad farmer—there was no more hard-
working man in the whole Valley. They were that way because
Waller wanted them like that — Waller and Nellie.

| never saw Nellia Oakes. She died before | was born, but my
father fold me about her, In his time she had been the prefliest
girl in the Valley and she taught school at the Zion School house
unfil when she was twenty-two she married Walier Qakes, People
wondered why she chose him when she might have married Homer
Drake whose father owned four hundred and fifty acres of the best
fand in the counly or Jim Neilson whose family owned the bank
and the feed mill in Darlingtown. She could have had her choice
of any of the caiches of the Valley and she chose |Waller QOakes,
who had no more than ninely acres of poor hill lan® he had just
bought because he didn't have money enough for anything better.

Nellie, so far as | can discover, never told anybody why she
chose to marry Waller instead of one of the caiches of the Valley,
but | know from all the long story that it was because she wasin
love with him. As il has lurned oul, she was right because the big
four hundred and lifty acre Drake place which Homer inherited
has gone downhill ever since Homer fook possession of it and to-
day, with ifs worn-oul fields and decaying buildings, it wouldn't
bring as much as “My Ninely Acres" and lim Neilson died long
ado as a drunkard, having‘lost bolth the bank and the fead mill.

‘But "My Ninety Acres" is the richest, prettiest farm in all the county,
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although Nellie isn't there o enjoy ils beauly and prosperity, | say
she isn't there because she died a very long fime ago. Eui some-
times when | walked about the fields of My Ninety Acres” with old
Walber, | wasn't af all sure she wasn't there, enjoying its beauly and
richness as much as old Walter himselt,

| am forty-eight years old and Nellie died before | was born
when she gave birth to her second son, Robert. .

My father never wen! fhrough the Valley without 5topp.nng at
“My Ninety Acres" and usually | was with him. ‘Snmailmes I
trudged behind my father and Walter Oakes and his two sheep
dﬁgs as they walked about “My Ninaly Acress,” and as | grew a
lifte older | sometimes wondered that lhe two men could be
together, walking side by side, perfectly happy, without falking at

all. | did not know then what | came fo know later that among
men who were as close to each other as my father iand Wafler
conversation wasn'l necessary.
Qakﬂ:ﬁd | was always a litile surprised al how cften Walter wnuh':l
say, “Nellie wanted me fo put this field into pasture but we couldn't
atford nof fo use it for row icrops,” or “Nellie was smarl about such
things,” or “It's funny how many good ideas a woman can have
n:b'iuu! farming. Now, Nellie always said. i i
~ People in the Valley couldn't see why Walter Oakes dldnli
get married again. They said, "'He's still a young mam and he's
done a wonderful job with “My Ninety Acres,” or | dont see how
a man like that can get on without a woman al his age. Itain't
natural,” \ |
But Walter never showed any signs of marrying again. He
was always polite and his eyes sometimes twinkled with humu'r
when he saw what some of the good ladies were up to. He didn't
leave "My Ninety Acres” save fo go inlo town fo blTry or sell
something or fo go into town to buy or sell something or to
go to the Valley church on Sunday. He'd come home from church
and change his clothes and spend the rest of the day walking round
fhe place. Somelimes, fo the scandal of the old ladies of the Valley,
he'd plow or make hay on a Sunday affernocon.

With all my family, | went away from the counly wha::u I was
seventeen and | was gone for twenty-five years, Somefimes at
first my father heard from Waller, rather brief, unsatistactory and
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inarficulate letlers, written on lined paper torn out of a copybook,
but neither Waller nor my father were very good lefter writers,
were both the kind of men:who could not communicate without
the warmth that came of physical presence. Writing leters didn't
mean much. When they met again, even after years, the relationship

- would be exactly the same. They were that kind of men, and that
kind of friends.

| know very little of the details of what happened during those
years, only a facl or two and what litle | have picked up from
Walter as an old man in his implications regarding the past. 'The
war came and in it John, the clder son, whom Walier secretly loved
best, was killed at St. Mihiel. He was twenty-one and just finished
with agricultural college. Walter had counfed on his returning to
the farm, marrying and producing grandchildren to carry it on.
Robert when he refurned from the war, did not stay on the farm.
He was very smart, like Nellie, bul he didn't want fo be a farmer:

Robert had ambitions. He had had them even as a small boy.
Somefimes when the fhree of us, as kids, sat naked among the
wild mint by the swimming hole, we talked abou! whal we were
going fo do in life and Robert always said, "I'm going fo be a

greal man and get rich and have an aulomobile with a man 1o
drive it."”

In lha‘fwunfy-five years | was away from the Valley Robert -

had achieved exacily what he had planned. By the lime | refurned
o the Valley Robert was presiden! of the Consolidated Metals
Corporation and he had made many millions of dollars. | think

he must have had both Nellie's “smariness” and Waller's stead-
fastness.

In the first weeks after | came home | never thought about
my father's friend, old Walter Oakes. Indeed, | had very nearly
forgotfen his existence. And then one day | heard Wayne, one
of the boys on the farm, say semething about "My Ninety - Acres"
and | remembered it all and asked, “Is Walter Qakes slill aliva?"

“Alivel" said Wayne, "I'll say he's alive. The lives! old man in
the county. You ought fo see thal placa. Brother, that's the kind

of farm I'd like to own. He raises as much on il as most fellows
raise on five times that much land."
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The next Sunday | walked over the hills to "My Ninety .Ar.rai.:'
As | came down the long hill above the farm | saw that it hﬁdl:‘l!
changed much. The house sfill looked well-painted and nmﬂ' with
its white walls and green shulters and the barn was a fhng_.hi new
prosperous red. But the shrubs and flowers had grown so high that
they almost hid the house. It was a day in June and as | walked
down the long hill the herd of fal, while-faced cattle stood knee-

in alfalfa watching me.
dHHPAI:I walked downgtha hill 1 thought, “This is the most beautiful
rich farm in the world — “My Ninety Acres.”

The corn stood waist-high and vigorous and green, the oafs
thick and strong, the wheat already turning a golden yellow. In the
weadow the bumblebees were working on clover that rose ﬂln‘llﬂii
as high as a man’s thighs. In all that plenty there was mlinalhmg
almos! extravagant and veluptuous. The rich fields were like one
of the opulent women painted by Rubens, like a woman well loved
whose beauly thrives and increases by love-making.

| pushed open the litile gale and walked info the d::anryurd
with the neatly mown grass bordered by lilacs and peonies and

lilies. The door stood open but no one answered my knock .and
thinking the old man might be having a Sunday nap, | slepped into
Yhe house and called out, "Walter] Waller Oakes!” But no one
answered me. 8

| hadn't been in the house for twenty-five years and | didn't
remember very well my way about it so when | opened the door
which | thought led into the long room that had once been used
both for ealing and living, | found that | was mistaken. | had
stepped info the parlor instead.

li had that musty smell of country parlors and the shutters
were closed bul there was enough light for me to see an unlurgiad
hand-colored porirait of Walter Oakes and his bride Nellie hanging
on the wall sbove the fireplace. Out of the slilf old piclure they
looked at me young, vigoreus, filled with courage and hope and
love. It struck me again how pretty Nellie was.

| stood for a liftle time looking at it and then turned and closed
the door behind me. | weni oul through the sitting room and the
kitchen where everything looked clean and neat as in the !:!o?'ryard,
and | thought, * He must have a woman to look after him.
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By now, of course, | remembered enough fo know that | should
find old Walter somewhere in the fields. Sunday affernoon he always
spenl vralking over the place. As a small boy | had followed him
and-=y father many times.

So | wenl down foward the cresk and as | furned the corner
by the barnyard | saw him down below moving along a lence row.
There was something errafic in the progress of the old man. He
would walk a little way and then sfop and, parfing the bushes, peer
info the fangled fence row, Once he got down on his knees and
for a long time disappeared completely in the thick clover.

Finally, as he started back along the far side of the field, |
set off down the slope toward him. He stopped and peered in my
direction shading his eyes with his big hands. He was still fall and
strong, although he must.have been well over seventy, and only a
litile stooped. He stood thus until | was quite near him and then
i saw a twinkle come info the bright blue eyes.

“l know,” he said, holding out his hand.
Bromfieid’s boy. | heard you'd come back."

Then suddenly he seemed to realize that | must have 'seen
him for a long fime, ducking and dodging in and oul of the fencs
row. A faint finge of color cama info his face and he said shyly,
"'F was just snoopin’ around my ninely acres. | like to see whal goes
on here and | don't get time during the week."

"Youre Charley

He looked down at his big hands and noticed, as | did, that
some of the black damp loam of the fence row still clung fo them.
He brushed them awkwardly iogether. 1 was just digging into the
fence row fo see what was going on there underground, A fellow
can learn a lot by walching his own land and what goes on in
it and on it. My son John— you remember the one fiat was killed
in the war—he went lo agricultural school but | donf think he
learned more there than I've learned just out of studying my own
ninety acres. Nellie always said a farm could teach you more than
you could teach it, if you jusl kept your eyes open . .. Nellie . . .
that was my wife.”

“Of course,” | said. “l remember.”

Then he said, “Come with me and I'll show you something™
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| followed him along the fence row and prasanﬂL I;Z&kr;uhi‘:

and parfed the bushes and beckoned fo me. l knelt ks
and he pointed, “Look!" he said, and his voice grew y

arm, " at the little devils."
w'm;r iu-l;T::tI and could see nothing at all but dri:d hrg;.: m
with a few delicate fern frands thrusting through them. ol
chuckled and said, “Can't see em, can you? Look, u;lvani er ,,:]-mi
by that hole in the stump.’ | looked ar:rd ﬂu‘an .ch:w\_.r saw il
he was pointing at. They sat in a little circle in a tiny t:ashno i
them much bigger than the end of one of n]d Wal’rer}: ":7: tu;:m_

ven tiny quail. They sat very slill not moving a teather, los ng
;: dry, brown leaves. | might nof have seen them at all but for

Y ir litlle eyes. _ )
e ITS%:::’I&*’ :,'L “::ilcl;.!wiih The same note of lenderness in his

ice. ! don't movel"
Wﬂm;h ? ::M;: Trﬂﬂuvb White!” came from the thick, fragrant
clover behind us and Walter said, "’The old mm‘i. somewhere
around.” The whistle was repeated, again and then agalfn*... S

Old Walter stood up and said, “They used to Ia}t:g ;ﬂ n::* ks

letting the bushes grow up in my fence rows, bul they inu mw..r
more. When the chinch bugsuc?nkr: along ::I :‘:;d-?r :_?E Bzhuih ;

: litthe  fellows will take care : :
?%:;ru"taxihing a quail likes as much as a chinch bu:. :;-.“'bf:r
Talbot, down the road, lost ten acres of corn Iall taken by :mi;
Henry's a nut for clear fence rows. He dnesnt leave enoug =
along 'em for a grasshopper. He ;hinks‘ that's good farming,

2 man chuckled again.

o ﬁ:\fnll w:r: \::?k;IS now up-he slope from the n:rnjm.k iuwar-:.:ll 1:;:
house, and he went on lalking, “Thal fence row hesljihyo;.es i
sald, “is just full of birds — q:mil anst?rg :.hp:rr:;;s ;a;:; * ;d:; -

: i tection. It was Nzllie ;
&:inffr;:::: E:::s Pg:?nw up. | didn't believe her al firsh | wal;: I|:.'ﬂ
as dumb as most other farmers. But | always found out Hﬁaf e ei
was prefty right about farmin'. She was hardly ever wrong . . .
9“"-‘? :I::I:r-wi’rh him inle the springhouse. It was buti: of si::-:
wiith great froughs inside cut out of big blocks of 5anhst;1ne s
fhe water ran icy cold out of a tile that came through the wall.
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Cream, milk and buttermilk, stood in crocks in the icy water, each
covered by a lid held in place by an ancient brick with velvaly
green moss growing on ifs surface. Coming out of the heat into that
damp cool spot was like coming into another world.

‘He picked up a pitcher with buttermilk in it and | askad,
“Who does your churning for you?"
He grinned, “I do it mysell,” he said. “Of an evening, | kinda
like if,"

“You mean you're living here all alone?” | asked.

"Yes."

| started lo say something and then held my fongue, bu! old
Wialter divined what it was | meant to ask and said, “No. It ain't
lohely. It doesn't seem lo me.like a farm is a lonely place. There’s
foo much goin’ on. Nellie used to say she didn'l ‘understand the
talk of these women who said they got lonely. Nellie said there
was always calves and horses and dogs and lambs and pigs and that
their company was about as good as most of them women whpo
talked fhat way. And she always had her posy garden. Did you
nofice it coming in? It's mighty pretty right now. Nellie planted
everything in if, . . . just the way they are foday.” He was about fo
say something else but checked himself and locked at me strangely.
A secretfive, almost sly look came into. his eyes and he lurned away
to stare at the glass he held in his hand.

After an awkward, pause | said, “Well, Robert did all right by
himself. He always said he wanfed a big automobile and a driver
afd a lot of money and ha got it all right.”

Then old Walter locked up at me and grinned, "Yes, | guess
he got just about whal he wanted. He's a good boy, bul
he's got some funny ideas." The old man chuckled. “He's 'been
Irying for years fo get me to refire and live in the city whera | could
take it easy or go down and live in Florida. What'd | do with fhese
big ugly hands in a place like that? | wouldn't know what 1o do
with myself. And what would become of ‘My Ninety Acres'? Or he's
always wantin' to buy me a bigger place with a house full of gadgefs
or to buy me a lot of machinery. What would | want whif a bigger
place? Ninety acres is enough for any man if he takes care of it
right, like he should. And anyway if wouldn’t be the same as
‘My Ninety Acres'.” .
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It wasn't the last time | saw old Walier. There was enough of
ﬁ-fhﬁmr in me to make the friendship between myself qn.d the
old man belore long very nearly as warm as their friendship had
been. And after all, between them, they had taught me  many of
the Hﬁngs | had come with experience to value most'in life. The
Smdl'f afternoon visits to "My Ninety Acres” bmm?'vu.w nearly
'a habit, for | found gradually that old Waller was in himself an
ﬁﬁfhn. He knew more of the fundamenials of soil, of crops, of
Mk than any man | hove ever known. Some of them !’IE thad
' read in books and in farm papers bul he didn't trust the ih:ngs he
read until he fried them out and many of them he didn't evu.ln
&IHI'IP‘ fo try out since out of his own wisdom he undar.siuod at
once that they were rubbish, Instinctively and oul of experience he
rejecled things which ran counter to the laws of Nature. . X

Nallie," he would say, “always said thal Nature and .lha land
isell was the besl answer to all these questions. It it wasn't natural
it wasn't right, Nellie would say, and I've never fl:unt:'! IhnaliI there
mm two kinds of farms — the ‘live’ farms and lhe d?lad.‘nnﬂ
and you could tell the difference by looking at ihe'rn. A, live' farm
was the most beautiful place in the world and a 'dead’ farm was
the saddest. It depended on the man who worked them — whal.ha-r
he loved the place and saw whal was going on or whether he just
‘wenl on pushing implements through the ground to make money.
‘Nellie was awful smart about a lot of things.”

Sunday affer Sunday we would make a round of the small em-
p?m while old Walter told me the history of each .field and what
had happened to if, what he had learned from this field or Ehai c-me.l,
and why his alfalta and clover were thicker than those of his neigh-
Bﬁi’,.h[ﬁ corn higher and sturdier, his Herefords bigger and fatter.
And after a fime | began to understand how old Walter and my

father could walk sida by side half the aflernoon without speaking

{0 each other, communicating by a smile or a nod or*withoul any
Mh or audible sign. There are fimes when speech is ‘a poor,
i'nlﬂuqmie business.

One brilliant day in October | saw a big, shiny black car coming
5?‘“\3 i.ang lane to our house. | knew at once who was in if. | knew

by the size and imporfance of the car, as il drew nearer, by the
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cut of the driver's uniform, It was Roberl., He had come on his
annual visit and had driven over fo see me.

I went down the path-to meel him and as he stepped out of
the shiny car, it was hard for me to remember him as the boy | had
seen fhe last fime when he was sixleen, slim, muscular, towheaded
and athletic. He slill looked a liltle like old Walter, yet in a strange
way he appeared older than the old man. He was plump and rather
flabby with pouches beneath the eyes which looked through the
shinning fenses of steel-rimmed speclacles. He sfooped a little
and there was a cerfain soffness about his chin and throat.

He said, “I'm Robert Oakes, My father fold me you had come
back fo live in the Valley.”

“Yes, | know. I'm delighted fo see you. Come in."

| found him rather as | had expecied him to be, an infelligent
fellow, with a good deal of dignity and authority. He was, after all,
the child of old Walter and Nellie and their qualities could not be
alicgether lost in him. Affer thirly years the going was a little sfiff
at first bul after a drink we got together again, mosily by falking
about "My Ninety Acres” and the ofd swimming hole in the ereek
and maple sugar making timé and the other boyhood experiences
we had shared.

And presently he came round to what was clearly the object
of his visil. "l really wanted to talk about my father,” he said.
“He’s quile a problem and stubborn as a mule. | know your father
was a greal friend of his and that he accepfs you nowadays exactly
as it you were your fathar. And | thought you might have some
influence with him. You see, | offerad him almost everything —
I've offered him a fruit ranch in Florida or Southern California, or
a bigger farm, or a flal in New York. I've tried everything and he
doesn't want any of it. He won't even let me hire him a couple
or any machinery that might make life easier for him. This morning
he was up 8t daylight and down husking corn in the boltom fisld
by seven o'clock.”

| grinned for | could see the whole picture and could under-
stand how the old man's rich, famous, successful son got in his way.
"When | gof up," said Roberl, “| found some eggs and pan-
cake batler laid out for me and coffee on the stove, with a nole
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o my driver about how to gel breakfast for me. In the note he said

to come down fto the boltom when I'm finished breakfast. ‘'What
can you do with a fellow like that?"

“What do you wan! me fo do?" .

] wanl you to persuade him fo let me do something for him.
He's sevenlylive years old and I'm afraid something will happen
{o him alone there in the house or barn.”

 "I'm alraid it's no good”, | said. “l couldn't persuade him any

more than you."

“I've tried everything even lo saying ‘What would it look
like if it came out in the papers that my falther had died suddenly
alone on his farm in Ohio?" That's preity cheap, but even that
didnt move him. All he said was, 'You're rich enough to keep it
out of the papers.” -

We were both silent for a time and then | said, “Honeslly,-
Bob, | don't think there's anything fo be done and to fell the truth
| don't see why we should do anything. He's as happy as il's ppssi-
ble for a man fo be. He's fough as nails and he loves that place
iike @8 woman.”' Then hesitanily, | said, "Besides, Nellie is | always

| there looking after him."

Awstartled look came, info the son's blue eyes and 'after a
‘moment he asked, Do you feel that way, looi" Nellie, who died
when Robert was born, must have been as unknown and strange
fo Roberl as she was to me.

| said, “| think Neilie is everywhere in that ninefy acres. He's
never lonely, She's in the garden and the fields and his famous
fence rows. She's out there husking corn with him now in the bollom

-ﬁrf?'ll

Rabert lighted another cigar. “It's the damndest thing,” he
said. “Somefimes l've felt thal he had some resentment because
_.I__ki'il-nd my mother when | was born or that .he liked Jchn beter
because he looked like her, but | know that isn't trus. Thai'’s not
in the old géntieman’s character, | think it's more because.Nellie
is always there and | just get in his way. |i's funny,” he added, |
always think of her as Nellie — somebody | would have liked
knowing because she was so pretty and kind and gay and ‘smarl’

- as they say here in the Valley. Sometlimes | think the ‘old getleman

gels Nellie and the ninely acres a little mixed up.”
f
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We falked some more and then Robert called his driver, got
in the shiny car and drove off. We had agreed 'that there wasn't
anything fo be done about old Walter and MNellie. | said I'd keep my
eye on him and go over myself or send somebody once every day
lo see that he was all right. And so every day for two years |,
or somebody from the place, went over. Somelimes we'd have
an excuse bul more offen we didn't even let him know that he was
being walched. One of us would drive past at chore time, or I'd
walk over fhe hills and watch until he appeared in the barnyard
or the garden. | kngw how much he'd resent it if he suspectad
that anyone was spying on him, and | didn’t want fo risk brelaking
our friendship.

| continued to go over every Sunday and each time | went
over | learned somelhing ab®ut soil, or crops or animals, for the
knowledge and experience of the old man seemed inexhausiible.
And then one Sunday afferncon in early September when we
were walking alone through one of old Walter's carnfields, | .made
a discovery. | was fine corn, the whole field, the best in the _whulu
county, and as we came near the end of a long row, he 5i_opped
before a mighty single sialk of corn which was beautiful lin the
special way that only com can be beautiful. It was dark green and
vigorous and from it hung two huge nearly ripened ears'and a
third smalier one. Old Waller stopped and regarded it with a
glowing look in his blue eyes. :

*L ook .at thal,” he said. “Ain‘t it beautiful? That's your hybrid
stuff.” His hands ran over the slalk, the leaves and the ears. "l
wish Nellie could have seen this hybrid corn. She wouldn't ‘have
believed it."

As | watched the big work-worn hands caressing that shalk
of corn, | understood suddenly the whole story of Walfer and Nellie
and the ninefy acres. Walter was old now but he ywas vigorous
and the rough hand that caressed that corn was the /hand of a
passionate lover. It was & hand that had caressed the 'body of a
woman who had been loved as few women have ever been loved,
so passionately and deeply and tenderly that there would never
be another woman who could fake her place. | felt again a sudden
lump in my throat, for | knew that | had understood suddenly,
forty years afier the woman was dead, one’of the most fragic but
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" beauliful of all love stories. | knew now what Roberl's sirange
" remark aboul Nellie and the ninety acres gelling mixed up 'had
meant. Robert himself must once have seen something very like
what | had just seen. (

It happened at last. | went over one Sunday afterncon a few
weeks later and when | could not find old Walter anywhere |
returned fo the house and went inside. On the bed of the ground
fioor bedroom lay old Waller. He had died quietly while he was
‘asleep. | telegraphed to Robert and he came with his wife for
the funeral.

‘He was buried beside Nellie in the Valley churchyard. Roberl
wouldn't sell “My Ninety Acres” but | underfook lo farm it for him
,mdm of our men went thera to live. Bul it will never be farmed
as old Waller farmed it, There isn't anybody who will ever farm
that earth again as if it were the only woman he ever loved.

Lonis Bromfield

-

jﬁ\onsieur Margot, or the French Professor

* When | first went to Paris, | took a French master, lo perfect
me in the Parisian pronunciation. This “Haberdasher of Pronouns,
was a person of the name of Margot. He was a fall, solemn man,
with a face of the most imperturbable gravity. He would have been
inestimable as an underfaker. His hair was of a pala-yellow; you
would have thought it had caught a bilious complaint from * his
complexion; the latter was, indeed, of so sombre a saffron, that if
looked as if ten livers had been forced into a jaundice, in order

' ﬂppiy its colour. His forehead was high, bald, and very narrow.

dis eheekbones were extremely prominent, ard his cheeks so thin,
-»ﬁﬁ'f seemed happier than Pyramus and Thisbe, and kissed each
other inside without any separation or division, His face was as
iﬁﬂfpx;.nn_d almost as long as an inverted pyramid, and was garnished
~on either side by a miserable, half-starved whisker, which seemed
searcely able fo maintain ilself, amid the general symptoms of afrophy
'decay. This charming counlgnance was supporied by a figure
5 ” , so straight, so shadowy, that you might have taken it for
ﬁﬂnnumanl in a consumption!
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Bul the chief characteristic of the man was thé utier and wonder- =

ful gravily | have before spoken of. You could no more have
coaxed a smile oul of his countenance, than you could ‘oul of
the poker, and yet Monsieur Margot was by no means a melancholy
man. He loved his joke, and his wine, and his dinner, just as much
as if he had been of a fatfer frame; and it was a fine specimen of
the practical antithesis, fo hear a good slory, or a jovial expression,
laap friskily out of that long, curved mouth; it was at ence a para-
dox and a bathos — il was the mouse coming oul of its hole in
Ely Cathedral.

| said fhat this gravity was M. Margol's most especial characler-
istic, | forgot: — he had two others equally remarkable. The one was
an ardent admiration for himself. Both of thete are Irails ,common
enough in a Frenchman, but in M. Margot their excesses rendered
them uncommon. He was a most ulira specimen of le chevalier amou-
reux — a mixture of Don Quixote and the Duc de Lauzun.
Whenever he spoke of the present lense, even én professeur, he
always gave a sigh fo the preferile, and an anecdote of Bayard;
whenever he conjugated a verb, he peused fo fell me that the
lavourite one of his female pupils was je t'aime.
. In shorl, he had tales of his own good foriune, and of other
people's brave exploits, which, without much exaggeration, were
aimost as long, and had, perhaps, as litlle subslance as himself;
but the former was his favourite topic: to hear him, one would have
imagined that his face, in borrowing the sharpness of the needle,
had borrowed also ifs affraction: — and then the preffiness of Mons.

.  Margol's modesty!

— It is very extraordinary, said he, very extraordinary, how much
| am beloved by my fair pupils. | am not ‘handsome, Monsieur,
al least, not very; a cerfain air neble (my first cousin, Monsieur, is
the chevalier de Margol), and, above all, de I'ame in my physiog-
nomy; the fair sex love soul, Maonsieur — something intellectual and
spiritualy always aliracts them; but yet their predilection for me is
singular. Even 'in the house where | lodge, Monsieur, there is an
English lady en pension, who has laken a greal fancy for me.

| expressed my envy af nsieur Margot's good fortune,
and when he had sufficiently dilaled upon it, he withdrew. Shorlly
afterwards my friend Vincent enlered.
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- = | have a dinner invitation for both of us today, said he;
you will come
. Most certainly, replied |: but who is the person we are
_ A Madame Laurent, replied Vincent; one of those ladies
only found at Paris, who live upon any thing rather than their income.
She keeps a folerable table, haunted with Poles, Russians, Austrians,
and idle Frenchmen. As yet, shd has not had the happiness lo be
';q!.[a_:inl&d with any Englishman (though she boards one of our
countrywomen), and (as she is desirous of making her forlune as

soon “as possible) she is very anxious of having that honour. She has «

vast reports of our wealth and wisdom, and flatters herself

. fhat we are so many ambulatory Indies: in good iruth, a French-

woman thinks she is never in wanl of a forlune as long as there is
'g_-ridl fool in the world.

~ — Madame Laurent! repealed I, why surely that is the name
ol Mons. Margot’s landlady.

..,. | hope not, cried Vincent, for the sake of our dinner; he

reflecls no credit on her good cheer’ —

— At all events, said |, we can try the good lady for once. |
am very anxious fo see a counirywoman of ours, probably the very
#gpuspaak of, whom Mons. Margot eulogizes in glowing colours,
Lﬁﬂ who has, moreover, taken a violent fancy for my solemn precep-
tar, What think you of that Vincent?

i Nothing extraordinary, replied ‘lu"Tncer:t; the lady only ex-
claims with the moralist —

ukove, viriue, valour, yea, all human charms, Are shrunk and centred in that
i p of bones, O! there are wondrous beauties in the gravell”
i
| made some punning rejoinder, and we sallied oul fo earn

an appetite in the Tuileries for Madame Laurent’s dinner.

At the hour of half-past five we repaired to our engagement.
dame Laurent received us with the most evident salislaction,

_' ; :':'fl'_:lmduced us forthwith to our countrywoman. She was a prefty,

i, shrewd looking person, wilh an eye and forehead which bespoke
ood sense, but at the sanfe time gaiety of heart. :

Ak
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Presently Monsieur Margol made his appearance. Though very
much surprised al seeing me, he did not appear the least jealous
of my altentions to his inamorata. Indeed, the good gentleman
was far loo much pleased with himself fo be susceplible ‘of the
suspicions common fo less fortunate lovers. At dinner | sat next the
prefty Englishwoman, whose name was Green. |

— Monsieur Margol, said |, has offen spoken to me af you
before | had the happiness of being personally convinced how
true and unexaggeraled were his sentiments.

__Oh! cried Miss Grenn with an arch laugh, you are acquain-
ted with Monsieur Margol, thent

— | have the honour, said I. | receive from him every morning
fessons both in love and languages, He is perfect master in bath.

Miss Green broke out info one of these peals so peculiarly British.

— ‘Ah, le pauvre Professeur! cried she. He is too absurdl

— He tells me, said | gravely, that you are nof quite indifferent
to his merits both mental and bodily.

— Tell me, Mr. Pelham, said the fair Miss Green, can you pass
by this street about half-past twelve tonight?

— | 'will make a point of doing so, replied |, not a litllei sur-
prised by the remark.

— Do, said she, and now let us talk of England.

When we went away, F fold Vincent of my appoiniment.

— What! said he, &clipse Monsieur Margot| impossibla!

— You are right, replied |, nor is it my hope; there is some
trick afloat of which we may as well be specialors.

— De fout mon coeurl answered Vincent; let us go fill then
to the Duchesse de G—.

.| assented, and we drove lo the Rue de —.

About the fixed time we foock our way fo the sireet in which
Madame Laurent resided. Meanwhile suffer me to get rid of myself,
and to introduce you, dear Reader, fo my friend, Monsieur Margot,
the whole of whose adventures were subsequently defailed o me
by the garrulous Miss Green.

At the hour appointed, he knocked al the door of -my fair
counirywoman, and was carefully admitied. He was affired in a
dressing-gown of seagreensilk, in which his long, lean, hungry
body, looked mare like a river pike tharf any thing human.
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. . — Madame, said he, with a solemn air, | return you my best

!

* thanks for the honour you have done me — behold me at your
* feet! and so saying, the lean lover gravely knell down on one knee.
"~ — Rise, Sir, said Miss Green, | confess that you have won my
" heart; bul that is noi all — you have yet to show thal you are
werthy of the opinion | have formed of you. It is not, Monsieur
Margot, your person that has won me — nol it is your chivalrous
«and noble sentiments — prove that these are gendine, and you may
command my admiration.
" _— In what manner shall | prove it, Madame? said Monsieur
Margot, rising, and gracefully drawing his sea-green gown more
closely. round him. "

— By your courage, your devolion, and your gallantry! | ask
buf one proof — you can give it me on the spol. You remember,
‘Monsieur, that in the days of romance, a lady threw her glove

~ upen the stage on which a lion was exhibited, and fold her lover
fo pick it up. Monsieur Margot, the frial fo which | shall put you
s less severe. Look (and Miss Green threw open the window) —
‘look, | throw my glove out into the sireel — descend for if.
~ — Your commands are my law, said the romantic Margot.
| will go forthwith, and so saying, he went fo the door. |
.~ — Hold, Sirl said the lady, if is not by that simple manner
that you are to descend — you must go the same way as my glove,
* oul of the window. :
~ — Out of the window, Madame! said Monsieur Margol,
* with aslonished solemnity; that is impossible, because this apartment
is three stories high, and consequently | shall be dashed fo pieces.
? j‘- — By no means, answered the dame; in that corner of the
~ room there is a basket, fo which (already foreseeing your determi-
~ nation) | have affixed a rope; by that baskel you shall descend.
. See, Monsieur, what expedients a provident love can suggest.
— H—e—m! said! very slowly, Monsieur Margof, by no
sans liking the airy voyage imposed upon him; bul the rope may
k, or your hand may suffer it lo slip.
' Feel the rope, cried the lady, to satisfy you as fo your firs}
ubi; and, as to the second, can you — can ‘you imagine that
aHections would not make me twice as careful of your person

f.my own. Fiel ungrateful'Monsieur Margot! fie!

| N
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The melancholy chevalier cast a rueful look at the basket.

— Madame, said he, | own that | am very averse lo the plan
you propose: sulfer me fo go down stairs in the ordinary way;
your glove can be as easily picked up whather your adorer goes
out of the door or the window. Il 'is only, Madame, when ordi-
nary means fail that we should have recourse lo the extraordinary.

— Begene! Sir, exclaimed Miss Green; begone! | now per-
ceive thal your chivalry was only a pretence. Fool that | was fo
love you as | have done — fool that | \was to imagine a hero
whera | now find a —

— Pause, Madame, | will cbey you — my heart is firm —
see that the rope is —

— Gallant Monsieur Margol! cried the lady: and going fo
her dressing-room, she called her woman fo'her assistance. The
rope was of the mosl unquestionable thickness, the baskel of the
most capacious dimensions. The former was fastened fo a strong
hook — and the latter lowered.

— | go, Madame, said Monsieur Margol, feeling the rope;
but it really is a most dangerous exploit.

— Go, Monsieur! and the God of St. Louis befriend you!

— Stop, said Monsieur Margal, let me feich my coat: the n:ghi
is cold, and my dressing-gown fhin.

— Nay, nay, my Chevalier, returned the dame, | love you in
that gown; it gives you an air of grace and dignily, quite enchanling.

— It will give me my death of cold, Madame, said Maonsieur
Margol, earnestly.

— Bah! said the Englishwoman: what knight ever leared cold?
Besides you mistake; the night is warm, and you look so handsome
in your gown.

' — Do Hl said the vain Monsieur Margot, with an iron expres-
sion of satislaction: il that is the case, | will mind it less:
| return by the door?

- — Yes, replied the lady; you see thal | do not require too
much from your devofion — enfer.

— Behold mel said the French master, inserting his body into
the basket; which immediately began to descend.

The hour and the police of course made the streel emply; the
lady’s handkerchief waved in token of encouragement and friiﬂ'nph.
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When the basket was wrﬂ'lirl five yards of the ground, Miss Green
cried to her lover, who had hitherlo been elevating his gerious
counlanance towards her, in sober, yel gallant sadness —

~ — Look, look, Monsieur — straight before you.

The lover turned round, as rapidly as his habits would allow him,
and ai that instani the window was shul, the light arhngmshad
and the baskel arresled. There stood Monsieur Margot, upright in
the baskef, and there stopped the baskel, motiopless in airl
‘What were the exact reflections of Monsieur Margot, in that

n, | cannol prelend fo delermine, because he never fa-
vmd me with them; but aboul an hour alterwards, Vincen! and
| (who had been delayed on the road), strolling up the sireet,
according fo ‘our appointmeni, perceived by the dim lamps,
some opaque body leaning against the wall of Madame Laurent's
hauzsn, at aboul the distance of fifteen feet from the ground.

We hastened our steps fowards il;
voice, which | well knew, accosted us —

. — For God's sake, gentlemen, procure me assistance; | am
the ﬁ:tun of a par{idiads woman, and expect every momen! fo be
pﬂ;hﬂiﬂhd to the earth.

— Good Heavens! said |, surely it is Mansieur Margol, whom
| hear. What are you doing there?

— Shivering with cold, answered Monsieur Margol, in a Tone
tremulously slow.

— Bul what are you in? for | can see nothing bul a dark

— | am in a basket, replied Monsieur Margof, and | should
hﬁ*ﬂq" much abliged to you to let me out of it.

a measured and serious

- — Well — indeed, said Vincent (for | was foo much engaged
in laughing fo give a ready reply), Chéleau- Margni has but a
Ml cellar. But there are some things in the world easier said than

dbne. How are we to remove you fo a more desirable place?

— Ah, returned Monsiaur Margol, how indeed! There is,
fo be sure, a ladder in the porters lodge long enough io deliver
me; but then, think of the gibes and jeers of the porier — it will
- gel wind — | shall bé rediculed — and what is worse, | shall lose
lll'j‘ pupils.
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— My good friend, said |, you had betler lose your pupils
than your life; and the day-light will soon come, and then, instead
of being ridiculed by the porter, you will be ridiculed by the whole
street|

Monsieur Margot groaned.

— Go, then, my friend, said he, procure the ladderl Oh, those
she-devils] — what could make me such a fool!

Whilst Monsieur Margot was venfing his spleen in a scarcely
arliculale mutter, we repaired to the loéige, knocked up the porter,
communicated the accident, and procured the ladder. However, an
observant eye had been upon our proceedings, and the window
above was re-opened, though so silently, that | only perceived the
aclion,

The porter, a jolly, bluff, hearly-looking fellow, stood grinning
below with a lantern, while we set the ladder (which only just
reached the basket) against the wall.

The chevalier looked wistfully forth, and then, by the light
of the lantern, we had a fair view of his ridiculous figure — his
teeth, chattered wolully, and the unifed cold without, and anxiety
within, threw a double sadness and solemhity upon his withered
eountenance; the night was very windy, every instant a rapid current
seized the unhappy sea-green vesiure, whirled it in the air, and
threw il, as if in scorn, over the very face of the miserable professor.
The constant recurrence of this sporlive irreverence of the gales —
the high sides of the baskef, and fhe frembling agilation «of the
inmate, never too agile, rendered it a work of some lime for Mon-
sieur Margot fo fransfer himsell from the baskei to the 'ladder; at
length he had fairly got out one thin, shivering leg.

— Thank God! said the pious 'professor — when at that
instani the fhanksgiving was checked, and, to Monsieur Margot's
inexpressible astonishment and dismay, the "basket roose five feet
lrom the ladder, leaving ils fenant with one leg dangling out, like
a flag irom a balloon. : ;

The ascent was foo rapid lo allow Monsieur Margot even fime
for an exclamation, and it was not lill he had had sufficient leisure
in his present elevation fo perceive all ils consequences, that he
found words to say, with the most sarnest tone of thoughtiul lamen-
tation.
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— One could nol have foreseen thisl — it is really extremely
 distressing — would to God that | could get my leg in, or my
“body out! : o
" 'While we were yel foo convulsed with laughter fo make any
commenl upon the unlooked-for ascent of the luminous Monsieur
~ Margot, the basket descended with such force as to dash the lantern
~oul of the hand of the porter, and fo bring the professor so preci-
pitcusly to the ground, that all the bones in his skin ratiled audiblyl
°  — My God! said he, | am done forl — be wilness how
‘inhumanly | have been murdered. !
" We pulled him out of the baskel, and carried him between us
'gjh the porter's lodge; but the woes of Monsieur Margol ‘were
not yei at their terminafion. The room was crowded. There ;was
~ Madame Laurent, — there was the German counf, whom the pro-
fessor was leaching French; — there was the Frenchi viscount,
whom he was feaching German; — lhere were all his fellow-lod-
gers — the ladies whom he had boasted of — the men he had
‘boasted lo: — Don Juan, in the infernal regions, could not have
‘met with a more unwelcome set of old acquaintance than Monsieur
~ Margot had the happiness of opening 'his bewildered eyes upon
~ in the porler’s lodge.
"~ What! cried fhey all, Monsieur Margot, is that you who have
been frightening us’so? We thought the house was altacked; the

Russien general is at this very moment loading his pistols; lucky

._t'l._';-i.l'f"u that you did not choose fo stay longer in that situation. Pray,

".d lonsieur, what could induce you, fo exhibit yourself so, in jyour
" dressing-gown too, and the night so cold? Ar'n't you ashamed of
urself? ¢

All this, and infinitely mor, was levelled against the miser-

!
Y

[ |

~ able professor, who stood shivering with cold and fright: and tur-

y

his eyes first upon one, and then on another, as the exclama-
s circulaled round the room.

— | do assure you, at length he began.

— No, no, cried one, it is of no use explaining now!
= — Mais Messieurs, querulously recommenced the unhappy
~ Margol.
*  _ Hold your fongue, exclaimed Madame Laurent, you have
been disgracing my house.
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— Mais, Madame, écoulez-moi —

— No, no, cried the German, we saw you — we saw you.

— Mais, Monsieur le Comte —

— Fie, fie! cried the Frenchman.

— Mais, Monsieur le Vicomte —

At this, every mouth was opened, and fhe patience of Mon-
sieur Margot being by this time exhausted, he flew into a violent
rage; his formentors pretended an equal indignalion, and at lenght
he fought his way out of the room, as fast as his shattered bones
would allow him, followed by the whole body, screaming, and
shouting, and scolding, and laughing after him.

The next morning passed without my usual lasson from Mansieur
Margol; that was natural enough; buf when the next day, and ihe
next, rolled on, and brought neither Monsieur Margol nor his
excuse, | Began fo be uneasy for the paor man. Accordingly | sent
to Madame Laurent's oo inquire after him: judge of my surprise
at hearing that he had, early the day affer faken his deparfure, left
his lodgings with his small possession of books and clothes, leaving
only a note fo Madame Laurent, enclosing the amount of his debi
to her, and thal no one had since seen or heard of him.

From that day fo this, | have never once beheld him. The poor
professor lost even the little money due 1o him for his lessons —
so frue is it, thal in a man of Monsieur Margot's temper, aven
inferest is a subordinate passion fo vaniﬁfl.

Edward Bulwer

The Star E

It was on the first day of the new year that the announcement
was made, almost simultaneously from three observalories, that the
motion of the planet Neptune had become very erratic. Ogilvy had
already called alfention fo a suspected retardation in its velocity in
December. Such a piece of news was scarcely calculaled 1o interest
a world the greater porfion of whose inhabitants were unaware of
the existence of the planei Neptune; nor outside the astronomical

profession did the subsequent discovery of a faint remole spack”

of light in the region of the perfurbed planet cause any very great
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excilement. Scientific people, however, found the intelligence re-
- markable enough, even belose it became known that the new body
vas rapidly growing larger and brighter, that ifs motion was quite
fifferent from the orderly progress of the planets, and that the
* deflection of Neptune and ifs satellite was becoming now of an
unprecedented kind.
. Few people withoul a training in science can realise the huge
~ sofalion of the solar system. The sun with is planefs swims in a
- vacen! immensity that almost defeals the imagination, Beyond
. the orbil of Neptune there is space, vacani so far as human obser-
~ vation has penelrated, without warmth or light or sound, blank
q';:i!l'l;:uﬂrt»asxr-. for twenly million times a million miles. Thal is the
smallest estimate of the distance to be Iraversed before the very
"nearest of the slars is atlained. And, saving a few comels more
| unsubstantial than the thinnest flame, no matfer had ever to human
‘knowledge crossed this gull of space, until early in the Iwentieth
centurv this strange wanderer appeared. A vaét mass of maller
it was, bulky, heavy, rushing withou! warning oul of the black
_mysiery of the sky into the radiance of the sun. By the second day
it was clearly visible to any decen! inslrumenl, as a spack with a
| berely sensible diamefer, in the constellalion Leo near Regulus. In
& litfle while an opera glass could aflain it.
On the third day of the new year the newspaperreaders 'of
- two hemispheres were made aware for the first lime of the heavens.
A Planetary Collision”, one London paper headed the news, and
- proclaimed Duchaine’s opinion that this strange new plane! would
| probably collide with Neptune. The leader-writers enlarged upon
- Ihe fopic. So that in most of the capitals of the world, on January:
3rd, there was an expeclalion of some imminent phenomenon in
the sky; and as the night followed the sunse! round the globe,
~ lhousands of men turned their eyes skyward io see—the old familiar
stars just as they had always been.
- Until it was dawn in Londen and Pollux setfing and the stars
overhead grown pale. The Winter's dawn it was, a sickly fillering
- accumulation of daylight, and the light of gas and candles shone
fals' yellow in the windows to show where people were aslir. But the
' Yyawning policeman saw the star, the busy crowds in the ‘markels
slopped agape, workmen going o their work betimes, milkmen,
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dissipation 'going home jaded and pale, homeless wanderers,
sentinels of their beats, and in the country, labourers trudging afield,
poachers slinking home, all over the dusky quickening country il
could be seen—and out al sea by seamen walching for the day—a
great white star, come suddenly info the westward sky!

Brighter it was than any star in our skies; brighter than the
evening star at its brightest. It still glowed oul white and large,
no mere twinkling spot of light, but a small round clear shining
disc, an hour after the day had come. And where science has not
reached, men stared and feared, felling one another of the .wars
and pestfilences that are foreshadowed by these fiery signs in the
Heavens. Sturdy Boers, dusky Hoffentofs, Gold 'Coast negroes,
Frenchmen, Spaniards, Porfuguese, stood in the warmth of the sun-
rise wafching the setling of this sirange new star.

. And in a hundred observatories there had been suppressed
excilement, rising almost lo shouling pilch, ' as the two remofe
bodies had rushed together, and a hurrying to and fro, to:gather
pholographic apparatus and speciroscope, and this appliance and
that, to record this novel astonishing sight, the desiruction of a
world. For it was a world, a sister planet of our earth, far graaler
::Il'mnhour earth indeed, that had so suddenly flashed info flaming
. - death.

Neptune it was, had been struck by the sirange planet fram
outer space and the heal of the concussion had incontinently

turned two solid globes info one vast mass of incandescence. Round

the world that day, two hours before the dawn, went the pallid
great white star, fading only as it sank westward and the sun moun-
led above it. Everywhere men marvelled at it, but of all those
sailors, who far away al sea had heard nothing of ifs .adveni and
saw it now rise like a pigmy moon and climb zenithward and hang
over head and sink westward with the passing of the night.

And when next it rose over Europe everywhere were crowds
of walchers on hilly slopes, on houseroofs, in open spaces, sh‘ring
eastward for the rising of the greal new star. It rose with a while
glow in front of it, like the glare of a whife fire, and those whao
had seen it come into existence the night before cried out af
the sight of it. It is larger”, they cried. It is brighter!"
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it is brighler]” cried the people clustering in the sireefs.
But in the dim observaiories the watchers held their breath and

« peered al one another. It is nearer”, they said. ,Nearer!"
"~ And voice afler voice repeated: It is nearer”, and the clicking

Je raph fook that up, and" it trembled along telephone wires,
'" in a thousand cities grimy compasitors fingered the type.
;'Jf.h nearer.”’ Men writing in offices, struck with a ‘strangerealisa-
}hﬂp flung down their pens, men falking in a thousand places

~ suddenly came upon a grotesque possibility in those words: It is

nearer.”” Il hurried along awakening streetfs, it was shouled down

b .%_'Q'd"lm.'niﬂi"ﬂd ways ol quiet villages, men who had read ‘these

, from the throbbing tepe stood in yellow-lit doorways
outing the news fo the passersby. It is nearer.’” Pretty women,

.I flushed and glittering, heard the news told jestingly between the
Hltpﬂs- and feigned an inlelligent inferes! they did not feel. ,,Nea-

'l Indeed. How curious] How very, very clever people must be
o find out things like that!"

Lonely tramps fdhing through the winiry night murmured those
words o comfort themselves—Ilooking skyward. , It has need
";ﬁ be nearer, for the night's as cold as charily. Don’t seem much
;w from it if it is nearer, all the same.”

. uWhal is a new slar to me?" cried the weeping woman knee-

 ling beside her dead. 1

"‘[:L:. The schoolboy, rising early for his examination work, puzzled
it oul for himself—with the great while star, shining broad -and

sright through the frosi-flowers of his window. ,,Cenfrifugal, ceniri-

efal”, he said, with his chin on his fist. ,Slop a planet in its flight,

-ﬁ?ﬁ) it of ils cenirilugal force, what then? Centripefal has i, ‘and

IM if falls info the sunl And this—I"

-~ ,Do we come in the way? | wonder—""

.~ The light of thal day went the way of ils brethren, and with
q% later walches of the frosty ‘darkness rose the strange star again.
w it was now so bright that the waxing moon seemed bul a
ale yellow ghost of iisell. In a South African city a great man
d married, and the stresfs were alight to welcome his ‘refurn
hizs bride. “Even the skies have illuminated”, said the ‘flatlerer.

;i,ﬁjﬂpr Capricorn, two negro lovers, daring the wild beasts and
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evil spirifs, for love of one another, crouched together in a cane-
brake where the fire-flies hovered, "That is our star”, they whispe-

red, and felt strangely comforled by the sweet brilliance of its light. -

The master mathematician sat in his room and pushed the
papers from him. His calculations ‘were already finished. In"a
small white phial there still remained a little of the drug that had
kept him awake and aclive for four long nighfs. Each day, serene,
explicit, patient as ever, he had given his leclture to 'his studenis,
and then had come back at once to this momenlous calculation.
His face was grave, a liftle drawn and hectic from his drugged acti-
vily. For some time he seemed lost in thought. Then he went fo
the window, and the blind went up with a click. Half way up the
sky, over the clustering rools, chimneys and sleeples of the city,
hung the star. i

He looked at it as one might look inlo the eyes of a brave
enemy. “You may kill me"”, he said alter a silence. “But | can hold
you — and all the universe for that malter —in the grip of this
lithe brain. | would not change. Even now.' #

He looked al the litile phial. "There will be no need of sleep
again”, he said. The nexl day al noon, punciual fo the minute, he
entered his lecture theatre, put his hat on the end of the table as
his habit was, and carefully selected a large piece of chalk. It
was a joke among his students that he could net lecture without
that piece of chalk to fumble in his fingers, and once he had been
stricken fo impolence by their hiding his supply. He looked under
his grey eyebrows at the rising fiers of young fresh faces, and spoke
with his accuslomed studied commonness of phrasing. "Circum-
stances have arisen—circumstances beyond my control”, he said
and paused, "which will debar me lrom completing the course
| had designed. If, would seem, genflemen, if | may pul the thing
clearly and briefly, that—Man has lived in vain."

The students glanced al ona another, Had they heard aright?
Mad? Raised eyebrows and grinning lips there were, but one wor
two faces remained intent upon his calm grey-fringed face.
“It will be inferesting”, he was saying, "o devole this morning to
-an exposilion, so far a5 | can make it clear lo you, of the calcula-
fions that have led me lo this conclusion. Let us assume—"
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le hlrrnld lowards the blackboard, mudthﬂng a diagram in
that was usual fo him.

Vhat was that about: Man has lived in vaini?” whispered
w to another, “Listen”, said the other, nodding fowards
'__ﬁq"'grg;-nliy they began to understand.

That night the star rose later, and its brighiness wes so great
the sky became a luminous blue as it rose, and every star was
save only Jupiter near the zenith, Capella, Aldebaran, Sirius
pointers of the Bear. It was very white and beautiful.
parfs of the world that night a pallid halo encircled i
|t was perceplibly larger; in the clear refractive sky of the

t'was still on the ground in England, bul the world was as
lit as if it were midsummer moonlight. One could iread
le ordinary print by that cold clear light, and. in the cities the
burnt yellow and wan. _

And everywhere the world was awake that night, and throug-
Christendom a sombre murmur hung in the keen air over the
s side like the belling of bees in the heather, and this mur-
yus lumult grew lo a clangour in the cities. It was the lolling of
,I::el_ls in a million steeples, summoring the people to sleep no
re, lo sin no more, bul to gather in their churches and pray.
d overhead, growing larger and brighter, as the earth rolled on
and the night passed, rose the dazzling star.

 And the streels and houses were alight in all the cities, the
shipyards glared, and whatever roads led 16 high country were
vded all night long. And in all the seas about the civilised
;hips with throbbing engines, and ships with bellying sails,
owded with men and living creatures, were standing oul lo ocean

the north.

_ For already the warning of the ma;i‘gr mathemafician had been
aphed all over the world, and franslaled inio a hundred
es. The new planel and Neptune, locked in a fiery embrace,
whirling headlong, ever faster and faster fowards the sun.
second this blazing' mass flew a hundred miles, and ‘every
d ifs ferrific velocity increased. As il flew now, indeed, it
pass a hundred million of miles wide of the earth and scarcely
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it seemed as if il were nearly a quarter the size of the moon. _




affect il. Bul near ils deslined path, as yet only slightly perturbed,
spun the mighty planet Jupiter and his moons sweeping splendid
round the sun.

Every moment now the alraction between the fiery star and
the greatest of the planels grew stronger. And the result of thal
altraction? Inevitably lupiter would be deflected from ifs orbit
into an elliptical path, and the burning star, swung by his aiiraction
wide of its sunward rush, would “describe a curved path” and per-
haps collide with, and certainly pass very close fo, our earth. "Earth-
quakes, volcanic outbreaks, cyclones, sea waves, floods, and a
steady rise in temperature to | know not what limit“—so prophesied
the master mathematician.

And overhead, to carry out his words, lonely and cold \and
livid, blazed the star of the coming doom.

To many who stared at it that night unfil their eyes ached, it
seemed that it was visibly approaching. And that night, too, the
weather changed, and the frost that had gripped all Central Europe
and France and England softened towards a thaw.

But you must not imagine because | have spoken of people
praying through the night and people going aboard ships and
people fleeing towards mounfainous country that the whole world
was already in a ferror because of the star. As a matter of fact, use
and wont still ruled the world, ‘and save lor the talk of idle momenis
and the splendour of the night, nine human beings out of ten were
still busy at their common occupations.

In all the cities the shops, save one here and there, opened
and closed at their proper hours, the doctor and the wndertaker
plied their frades, the workers gathered in the faclories, soldiers
drilled, scholars studied, lovers sought one ancther, thieves lurked
and fled, polilicians planned their schemes. The presses of the
newspapers roared throuch the nighls, and many a priest of this
church and thal would not open his holy building to further what
he considered a foolish panic. The newspapers insisted on the
lesson of the year 1000—for then, loo, people had anlicipaled the
end. The star was no slar—mere gas—a comel; and were il a
star it could not possibly strike the earth. There was no precedent
for such a thing. Commonsense was sturdy everywhere, scornful,
jesting, a liftle inclined fo persecute the obdurale fearful.
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i}.":. That night, at seven-fiteen by Greenwich fime, the slar
"~ would be al ils nearest to Jupiter. Then the world would see the
~ fun things would fake. The masfer mathematician's grim warnings
were freated by many as so much mere elaborate self-advertise-
- ment. Commonsense at last, a litlle heated by argument, signitied
ifs unalterable convictions by going o bed. So, too, barbarism and
savagery, already fired of the novelly, went aboul their nightly
business, and save for a howling dog here and there, the beast
world laft the star unheeded.

: And yet, when al last the walchers in the European States
_saw the star rise, an hour later it is true, but no larger than it had
been the night before, there were slill plenty awake to laugh at
the master mathematician—to take the danger as if it had passed.

But hereafter the laughter ceased. The star grew—it grew with

a ferrible steadiness hour after hour, a litlle larger each hour, a litile
nearer the midnighf zenith, and brighter -and brighter, unfil it
had furned night into a second day. Had it come istraight fo the
~ earth instead of in a curved path, had it lost no velocity fo Jupiter,
it must have leapt the inlervening gulf in a day, but as it was it
ook five days allogether to come by our planet. The next night it
~ had become a third the size of the moen before it set 4o English
_ eyes, and the thaw was assured. It rose over America near the

e iﬂ of the moon, but blinding white to look at, ‘and hot; and a
ﬁu‘lh of het wind blew now with its rising and. gathering strength,

? Iu.’l in Virginia, and Brazil, and down the S5i. Lawrence valley, it

intermittently through a driving reek of thunder-clouds,

‘%:ﬂh&amﬁg violet lightning, and hail unprecedented. In Manitoba

'1 1:” was a thaw and devastating floods.

I" \ And upon all the mountains of the earth the snow and ice

i:* gm fo melt: that night, and all the rivers coming out of high

: J-ﬂm‘l'ry flowed thick and turbid, and soon—in their upper reaches—

.~ with swirling frees and the bodies of beasts and men. They rose

‘*_ dily, steadily in the ghoslly brilliance, and came Irickling over

- their banks at last, behind the flying populafion of their vallays.
~ And along the coast of Argentina and up the South ‘Aflantic

.h fides were higher than had ever been in the memaory of man,

‘and the storms drove the walers in many cases scores of miles

'ﬁﬂand drowning whole cilies. And so greal grew the heat during
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the night that the rising of the sun was like the coming of a shadow.
The earthquakes began and grew until all down America from the
Arclic Circle to Cape Horn, hillsides were sliding, lissures were
opening, and houses and walls crumbling to destruction. The whole
side of Cotopaxi slipped out in one vast canvulsion, and a tumult
of lava poured out so high and broad and swift and liquid that in
one day it reached the sea.
 So the star, with the wan moon in its wake, marched across
the Pacilic, trailed the thunderstorms like the hem of a robe, and
the growing tidal wave that toiled behind if, frothing and ,eager,
poured over island and island and swept them clear of men. Until
that wave came at last—in a blinding light and with the breath of
a furnace, swift and ferrible it came—a wall of waler, fifty feet high,
roaring hungrily, upon the long coasts of Asia, and swept inland
across the plains of China. :
Fer a space the star, hotter now and larger and brighter than
the sun in ifs strenghth, showed with pitiless brilliance the wide
and populous couniry; fowns and villages with their pagodas and
frees, roads, wide cullivated fields, millions of sleepless people
staring in helpless terror at the incandescent sky; and then, low
and growing, came the murmur of the flood. And thus it was with
millions of men that night—a flight nowhither, with limbs heavy with
* heat, and the flood like a wall swift and white behind. And then

death. !
China was lit glowing white, but over Japan and Java and all
the islands of Eastern Asia the greal slar was a ball of dull red
lire bacause of the steam and smoke and ashes the valcances were
spouting forth fo salute its coming. Above was the lava, hot
gases and ash, and below the seething floods, and the ‘whole
earth swayed and rumbled with the earthquake shocks. Scon the
immemorial snows 'of Thibel and the Himalaya wers malting and
pouring down by ten million deepening converging channels upon
the plains of Burmah and Hindostan. The langled summits of the
Indian jungles were aflame in a thousand places, and below the
hurrying walers around the stems rellected the blood-red longues
of fire. And in a rudderless confusion a multitude of men and
women fled down the broad river-ways to that one last hope of
men—lthe open sea.
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b Larger grew the star, and larger, hofler, and brighter with a
 ferrible swifiness now. The tropical ocean had lost its phosphores-
cence, and the whirling steam rose in ghostly wreaths from the
 black waves, speckled with storm-lossed ships.

' And then came a wonder. It seemed fo those who in Europe

i BN

~ watched for the rising of the star that the world must have ceased
~ifs rolation. In a thousand open spaces of down and upland the
4 "j_ sople who had fled thither from the floods and the falling houses

- and sliding slopes of hill watched for that rising in vain. Hour follo-
- wed hour through a terrible suspense, and the star rose nol. Once
~againmen set their eyesupon the old constellations they had counted
lostio them forever. InEngland it washot and clear overhead, though
- the ground quivered perpetually, but in the tropics, Sirius and
- Capella and Aldebaran showed through a veil of sieam. And when
~ at last the greal star rose near fen hours late, .the sun rose close

- upen it, and jn the centre of its while heari was a disc of bjack.

- Over Asia it was the star had begun lo fall behind the
-movement of the sky, and then suddenly, as it hung over India, ils
light had been veiled. All the plain of India from the moulh of
the Indus fo the mouths of ‘the Ganges was a ‘shallow waste of
“shining water that night, out of which rose temples and palaces,
‘mounds and hills, black with people. Every minaret was a cluste-
. ring mass of people, who féll one by one into the furbid waters,
as heat and terror overcame them. The wha'e land seemed a-wailing,
- and suddenly there swept a shadow across that furnace of despair,
‘and a breath of cold wind, and a gathering of clouds. Men looking
- Up, near blinded, at the star, saw that a black disc was creeping
across the light. It was the moon, coming between the star and the
‘earth. And even as men cried to God at this respite, out of the
East with a sfrange inexplicable swiftness sprang the sun. And then

star, sun and moon rushed together across the heavens.
?

So it was that presently, o the European watchers, star and
- ,—ﬂ.ln rose close upon each other, drove headlong for a spacs and

Ahen slower, and at last came to rest, star and sun merged info one
- glare of flame at the zenith of the sky. The moon no longer eclipsed
 the star but was lost fo sight in the brilliance of the sky, i
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And though those who were sihill alive regarded it for the
most part with that dull stupidity that hunger, faligue, heaf and des-
pair engender, there were sfill men who could perceive the meaning
. of these signs. Star and earth had been at their nearest, had swung
about one ancther, and the star had passed. Already it was rece-
ding, swilter and swifter, in the las| stage of its headlong journey
downward into the sun,

And then the clouds gathered, blotting out the vision of the
sky, the thunder and lightning wove a garment round the world;
all over the earth was such a downpour of rain as men had never
before seen, and where the volcances flared red against the cloud
canopy there descendad torrents of mud. Everywhere the waters
were pouring off the land, leaving mudsilied ruins, and the earth
littered like a storm-worn beach with all that had floated, and the
dead bodies of the men and brutes, its children, For days the
waler sireamed off the land, sweeping away soil and frees and
houses in the way, and piling huge dykes and scooping out Tilanic
gullies over the countryside. Those were the days of darkness that
followed the star and the heat. All through them, and for many
weeks and months, the earthquakes contfinued.

But the star had passed, and men, hunger-driven and gathering
courage only slowly, might creep back fo their ruined cities, buried
granaries, and sodden fields. Such few ships as had escaped the
storms came siunned and shaflered and sounding their way
cautiously through the new marks and shoals of once familiar poris.
And as the siorms subsided men perceived thal everywhere fhe
days were hotter than of yore, and the sun larger, and the moon,
shrunk to a third of ils former size, took now fourscore days batween
its new and new. :

But of the new brotherhood that grew presenily among men,
of the saving of laws and books and machines, of the sirange change
that had come over Icefand and Greenland and fhe shores of
Baffin's Bay, so that the sailors coming there presently found them
green and gracious, and could scarce believe their eyes, this siory
does not tell. Nor of movement of mankind now that the earth
was hotfer, northward and southward fowards the poles of the earth,
This story comcerns ifself only with the coming and the passing
of the Star.
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. The Martian astronomers—for there ara astronomers on Mars,
“although they are very different beings from men—were naturally
‘profoundly inferesied by these things. They saw them from their
ywn standpoint of course. "Considering the mass and temperature
the missile that was flung through our solar system info the sun®,
~ ene wrole, “it is astonishing what a little damage the ‘earth, which
it missed so narrowly, has suslained, All the familar continental
- markings and the masses of the seas remain infact, and indeed the
- only difference seems fo be a shrinkage of the white discoloration
. (supposed fo be frozen waler) round either pole.” Which only
5 how small the vastest of human catastrophes may seem, af
a distance of a few million miles.

H. G. Wells

Saturdays Only

A Farce in one Act
by A. Macdonald, M. A. and'G. H. Sander, Ph, D.
Characters (In order of fheir appearance):

The Ticket Cellector, The Porter, The Booking-Office Clerk, Mrs. Wilson,
~ Miss Wilsen — her daughter, The Stationmaster, Mr Hawkins — Landlord of
" the Red Lion, Mrs Hawkins, Mrs Bunn, Willy Bunn — her son, Mr Bunn — the
 Baker, George Timms, Fred Harris, Mr Tomkins (of Tomkins & Sons, London),
~ Lord Kent, Lord Kant's Chautfeur,

Scena: The Entrance Hall and Waiting Room of the railway stafion at Little
- Slawtan, A pils of luggags is in the middle of the stage, an which the Porler is
silting, looking very bored and reading a nawsipaper, The Tickel-Collaclar is
leaninga against the door that leads on fo the platiorm.

Tic ket-Collector: Yes. There is no doubt about it. We lead
! a very busy life.

BPorter: Busy? This is the dullest place | was ever in, Why, I've
~ been here five days, and exactly four frains have stopped here
~ all that time. .

T.-C. : No trains stop here on Wednesdays, it is frue.

* P.: And only one train on each of the ofher days!

. T-C.: It must seem quiet to you affer working so long at Water-
' loo Station. ;
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P.: Quiet! | should think so indeed! Why, at Waterioo | never
had a moment's rest from morning fo night. More like the
_ Battle of Walerloo than a railway station! -
T.-C. : O, you musin't think there is nothing fo do here. Somelimes
| collect as many as fen fickels a day. Of course Saturday
is our really busy day.

~ P, (laughing): It looks like being a busy day!

T.-C. : You wait and see. Why, fo-morrow we have —

P.: To-morrow? To-morrow is Sunday. To-day is Saturday.

T.-C.: No, no. It's Friday to-day.

P.: Saturday.

T.-C.: Friday!

P.: Saturday|

T.-C.: It must be Friday, because | remember it was Thursday
yesterday.

P.: Well, look at my paper. It is dated Saturday.

T.-C.: Good Heavens! Is it really Saturday? How time does fly
when you are busy, doesn't it? What is the time then? (He
locks at his waich) | say, il's hall past ten — the express is due!

P.: You don't mean fo say we have an express stopping here?

T.-C. (proudly): | do! Every Saturday! Lock at the lime-table,
there — The 9,50 from Waterloo to Porlsmounth stops at Slow-
ton at 10,31, Saturdays only. It's a great honour for Slawion,
you know.

P.: O, it must be. But why does the express stop here?

T.-C.: Ah, you see, the Earl of Kent's castle is not far from here,
and his Lordship is one of the Direclors of the Company, so
he was able to arrange it. He sometimes has visitors o sltay.
from Saturday to Monday, and they find it useful.

P.: Well, | hope there will be some to-day. And | hope they have
a lot of money. | haven't had a single fip since | came here.

(A bell rings in tha Stationmastar's offica.)
T.-C. (very excited): Heavens! The express is signalled!
P.: No, no. That is the helephone. Is the Stationmaster there?
T.-C.: | don't think he is. He usually goes o Ithe Red Lion on

Salurdsy morning, for a drink — in honour of the exprass,
you know. Perhaps | had beller answer it.
L
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© P.: If's all right. The booking-office clerk is there.

(The B. O./Clerk's voice is heard from the office.)

. B. O. Clerk's voice: Hullo — yes — Slowlon Station, yes —

whatl no, the Stalionmaster isn't here jusl at mﬁ,,ﬂ:: ?h-:r is
very busy; this is Saturday *morni u know — as,
of r‘:nuE I can—Lur;daizenH Y:E yh?'ly Lord? O, | ‘thought
you said you were Lord Kent — Whatf O, a felegram for

' Lord Kent; yes?

T.-C. (lo Porler): There isn't a post office at Slewton, 'you know,
and they always telephone telegrams her. Thal's why wa
are so busy. ‘

B. O. Clerk's voice: Prince? Prince did you say? — fen thirly-

one — Arriving with Prince by 10,31 — very geod, Il
have it sent up o the Castle at once — Good bye.

T.-C.: Did you hear that? The Prince is coming by the express!

P.: Prince? :

1.-C.: Yes. The Prince, | suppose. A message from his secrelary.
| expect he is coming fo stay the weekend with Lord Kenl.
| must go and feich the Stafionmaster al once.

H:ﬂ "
{He runs away.) (Enter Mrs Wilson and Miss Wilson.)

Mrs W. (Very much out of breath): O, we did have fo run. | be-
lieve we are in time, though. The express hasn't gone through
yel, has it?

P.: No, mum. You're just in time fo see him.

Mrs W.: See him? Whom!

P.: Why, the Prince. He's coming by the express. 1 '

Miss W.: O, Mamma! How exciting] We shall see the Prince. I've
always wanfed fo do that.

Mrs W.: The Prince coming here? Whatever fori

P.: To stay with Lord Kent. .

Mrs W.: Nonsense. There must bé some mistake. (She goes lo the
booking-office); Two third singles 1o F'urismu.uih. pleass.

B. O. Clerk: Seven and sixpence.

Miss W.: Mamma! Do hurry up! We must see the Prince. l wans:lar
if he will take off his hat to me. What a pity that he is getling
out of the train just as we are gefting inio it. We might have
travelled in the same carriage. *

57



Mrs. W.: My dear, he is sure to fravel in a smoking compariment,
and you know how impaossible it is for me to bear gmoke.
We had better go on the platform at once. Will you bring the
luggage, please?

{The porter, with the luggage, follows the ladiss, Then the ficket-collectar
comes back, with the Stationmaster and Mr Hawkins. They are carrying a roll
of red carpet.)

Hawkins: | don't think this will be long enough.
S. M.: Never mind. We must have some red carpet, | wish his
Highness had fold us earlier thal he was coming.

T.-C.: | shall have the honour of collecting.the ticket of His Roynl
Highness, the Princal

'S. M.: O no, you won't. When royally travels, the Stahunmui'ﬂ :

collects the tickets.

T.-C.: Well, | never heard that beforel

5. M.: O, it's always done. | daresay | shall be made a baronet or
a lord. i)

Haw: Probably his Highness would care for some refreshment
belore he leaves the village.

S. M You may be sure | shall offer him something.
Haw: But surely he will want lo visit my inn. The Red Lion,
everyone knows, is a first-class establishment,

T.-C.: | expect he will drive straight up to the Castle. | wonder
his Lordship isn't here to meet him.

3. M.: He'll be here soon, you may be sure. But if not, | have
no doubt fthat | shall be able fo receive his .visitor with all

possible respect. There, that is the best we can do, 'in such
a short time.

(The carpet is spread. Enter Mrs Hawkins, Mrs Bunn, and Willy.)

Mrs H.: We are in time, aren’t wel | had fo change my clothes.
| couldn't possibly come as | was, could |, Herbert?

Haw: You look very fine, my dear. | axpm:f the Prince will take
you for Lady Kent.

Mrs H.: Don't be so silly, Herbert. Come along, Mrs Bunn — we
must be on the platfiorm.

Mrs B.: No, | must wait for my husband. | can’t ‘think why he
is so long. O, you've put a red carpet down. How grand|
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S. M.: Of course. You must have red carpels for royally. Do you
think | dught fo meet His Royal Highness at the carriage door,
or here in the waiting-room?

T.-C.: Here, of course.

Haw : Of course, al the carriage door.

Mrs B.: Now, Willy, mind you take your cap off lo Iha Prince.

Willy : Yes, Mamma.

. S. M.: Heavens! Whare is my cap? (Every body |ou|u for it. The

S. M. runs info his office and out again.) I've lost my capl
How can | possibly take my cap off fo the Prince, if | haven't
got it on? Mr. Hawkins, was | wearing my cap when | came
info the Red Lion?

Haw: | don'l remember, Mr. Burly.

b - Mes B.: Yes, | saw you with it on. Willy, run as fast as you' can %o

the Red Lion and see if you can find the Stationmaster’s cap.

Willy : Then |'shan't see the Prince.

Mrs B.: Yes, you will, if you're back quick. Runl

Willy (beginning to cry): | want to see the Prince.

S. M.: There's plenty of fime. Ten minutes at least. Run, my boy,
and I'll give you a penny, If you bring it back in time. (Willy
goes.) | think | shall meet him at the carriage door, and show -
him the way out personally.

Haw : Show him the way fo the Red Lion, Mr Burly.

T.-C. (by the platform door): I shall just stand here, and fake his
ticket as he goes out. '

S. M.: No, no. | tell you | shall take his fickgt.

Mrs H.: Do royalty have to have lickels?

S. M.: Well, of course, | shan't make him pay again, even if he
hasn't got one. ' '

(The Porter comes back.)

P.: This is a busy day! As exciing as Waierlocol Two passengers
leaving and one arriving by the same frain.

S. M.: Who is leavingf

P.: Mrs and Miss Wilson. I've just labelled their luggage fo Ports-
mouth. They are on the platiorm.

S. M.: Why didn't you fell me? | must go and feich them back.
We can‘t have the platform filled with people, when we are

expecling royally. (He goes.)
59



Mrs :m ’Lu lmn'isrl;I TI-T husband would come: | told him fo shut up
p for the morning. One doesn’t get the i
the Prince every day. g e
. : {Enter Mr Bunn, George Timms, and Fred Harris.)
unn: I'm sorry we are so late. I've been trving - ;

) rying ‘to collect the
village band together. Unforlunately a good many of them are
a:‘d woék;o and rl':c:-l fo be found. However, | have my frumpet
a rge has his fluie and F i ] ;

e red Harris \says he'll play

HI rris: I've never played the drum before, you know.

T.lmn.::f T!':at's all right, Fred. It's very easy. You only have to
hit it with the sticks. Anyone can play a drum. .

(The Sfationmaster comes back with Mrs and Miss Wilson,)

S M Hasr:l that boy found my cap yel? The train will be here
in"a minute. Ah, Mr Bunn, you've brought your trumpet —
1:1:35 splendid. | think the band had bafier be outside the
station.

P.: Yes, the farther away the belter, | should say.

Bunn (annoyed): Whai do you mean by thal, please?

P.: Unless the Prince is very unmusical, :

Timms: Of i i

i o course, if you think you ecan pay belter yoursell —

5. M.: Gentlemen! Genffemen! Please lof us have no quarrelling
at' this moment! The band will be just oufside the station
d:?ur. | shall, of course, be on the platform. Everybody else

i :}il please wait quietly here. |

rs W.i | never heard of such a thing! Why sh ;

e g y shouldn't we stay on

Miss W.: Mamma — | do hope the Prince will lock at me.

(The Porter goes on ‘a the: platiorm.)

Mrs B.: Oughin't someone fo make 4 speech of welcome?

S. M.: Certainly. | think thal should be my duty.

Haw: Wouldn't it be befier for me to make a speech?

Mrs H.: Don't be silly, Herbert, ' ¢

Hau;{ : I'm not bein:ojilli. My speech at the "Parish Council las

mas was so g thal i ‘waes reporled in full in th i

magazine, And the Vicar sald — bk i
’ (The Farler comes back:)
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' P.: The express is signalled. ' :

(Ganaral axcitement, Every body lalks at once.}

S. M. (In a loud voice): Silence!l Now remember what | said,
please. Everyone is to wait here. When | have mel His Royal
Highness, and enquired if he has had a comfortable journey —

P. (aside): Twenty-five minutes! :

5. M. (in a loud voice)s | shall escort him here. Here, | shall make
a short speech, welcoming him in the name of the .village
of Slowton. After thal, His Royal Highness will doubtless
wish fo reply, and thank us for the warmth of ocur welcome.
‘As we leave the station, the band — (An engine whistle is
heard.) She is coming — Quick!

Ha rushes to the door.

P.: You haven't gol your cap.

3. M.: My cap! Good Heavens! My cap! Where is thal boy?

Haw : Never mind, you've gol no lime to wasle.

(Willy rushes in with the cap.)

S. M.: Thank Heavens! (Snatches it.)

Willy : Where's my penny, Sirf

S. M.: Afterwards, boy! Don't stop me now.

{He hurries on to the platform. The band goes oul of tha other doolr.)
Mrs W.o | must say | think it exl;aordinary of the Prince nol Jo
fell us earlier of his coming.

T.-C. (to himself): I've never had such a busy day®in all my life.

Haw : Lord Kent ought to be here, | think.

(The noisa of the train is heard — Everybody tells everybody else to keap
quiel. Then tha doors are flung cpen by the porter and the Ticket-Callector
and the Stationmaster appear, backward bowing before a young man with a
large parcel under his arm and a vary puzzled exprassion an his face.)

Hawkins: Three cheers for the Prince! Hip — hip —

(The cheers are duly given. The Stalionmasler mounts upon a seal. The
young man, standing in the middle of the dege, looks more and more puzzied.)

3. M.: Your Royal Highness, Ladies and Gentlemen! In the long
history of our honourable village, none of. us can remember
a greater day than this. Today, for the first fime 'in the long
history of our honourable village, we have — er — (loud
cheers) Today we have the honour of welcoming among us
— er — in the honourable history of our long village — no
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— (loud cheers). And | should not like to let this oppor-
funity slip by withoul welcoming in the name of our honou-
rable village —

{He is inferrupted by the band, which breaks out info & discordant noise.

At the height of the hubbub Lord Kent, followed by his chauffeur, walks in,
silence.)

Kent: What on earth is happening here. Mr Burly, whal are
you doing up there?

S. M.: My Lord, in your absence, | thought it my duly fo offer
our visitor a short speech of welcome.

Kent: Speech of welcome? Visitor? The man's mad. (To fthe
young man.) Ah, Good morning, Tomkins. Very good of you
o come yourself. .

Tomkins: Not at all, my Lord. | thought they were rather too
valuable to send without someone fo look after them.

Keni: Quite so, quite so. (To his chauffeur): James, take ghat
parcel from Mr Tomkins and put it in the car.

Chauffeur: Very good, my Lord.

T.-C.: (in & loud whisper): He's travelling incogl

Kent: Now, Mr Burly, what is the meaning of this crowd?

Hawkins: Well, my Lord, the honour of the village —

Kent: What do you mean? What has the arrival of a paresl
of prints for me got to do with the honour of the village?

5. M.: A parce) of — -

Haw: Prints| 71217

Kent: Yes, Prints. PRILNT.S. Prints. Did you never hear the
word {

§. M.: Yes, my Lord. There has been a slighl mistake. We under-
stood that the Prince —

T.-C.: The Prince, you know —

Tomkins: You thought.| was the Prince, did you? Well, ‘that
is the first time thal Joseph Tomkins, of Tomkins & Sons,
Piclure Dealers and Printsellers, has ever been mistaken for
anyone so importani. )

T.-G : But the telegram?

B. O. Clerk (Appearing from the 5. M.'s office): You shouldn't
Msten to privale conversations on the felephone, my friend.
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Kent: Well, you have made fools of yourselvesl Mr Tomkins
sant me a felegram this morning to say that he 'was coming
down by the express, o bring some very valuable old pn:nis
that | had ordered. As | happened io be passing the sialion
in my car, | thought |'would call for them. myself. Perhaps your
Royal Highness will honour me by coming up to the Castle
for lunch. .

Tomkins: Very kind of you, my Lord. Then | can show you
the pictures al your leisure.

Kent (To his chauffeur): Home, Jamesl

Chaufteur: Very good, my Lord. .

(Kent and Tomkins go, followed by the chautfeur. There is a long silence.)
T.-C..: Blowed if | didn’t forget fo collect his ficket after alll
Mrs W.: And now of course we've missed our train.

P.: (Sitting down): O, we do have a busy life at Slowton]

Willy : Can | have my penny nowl
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The Nightingale and the Rose

“She said that she would dance with me if | brought her red roses,"
cried the young Student; “bul in all my garden there is no red rose.”

From her nest in the holm-oak tree the Nightingale heard him,
and she looked out through the leaves, and wondered.

“Ne red rose in all my garden!” he cried, and his beautiful eyes
filled with tears. “Ah, on what litile things does happiness depend| |
have read all that the wise men have written, and all the sacrets of
philosophy are mine, yet for wani of a red rose is my life made
wreiched.”

"Here af last is a true lover," said the Nightingale. “Night after
night have | sung of him, though | knew him not: night after night
have | foid his story to the stars, and now | see him. His hair is dark
as the hyacinth-blossom, and his lips are red as the rosa of hi desire;
but passion has made his face like pale ivory, and sorrow has sel her
seal upon his brow." ’

""The Prince gives a ball to-morrow nighl,” murmured fhe young
Student, “and my love will be of the company. |f | bring her a red
rose se will dance with me fill dawn. If | bring her a red rose, | shall
hold her in my arms, and she will lean her head upon my shoulder,
and her hand will be clasped in mine. Buf there is no red rose in
my garden, so | shall sit lonely, and she will pass me by. She will have
no heed of me, and my heart will break."

"Here indeed is the true lover," said the Nightingale. “What |
sing of, he suffers: what is joy to me, to him is pain. Surely Love is
a wonderful thing. It is more precious than emeralds, and dearer than
fine opals. Pearls and pomegranales cannot buy i, nor is it sel forth
in the market-place. It may not be purchased of the merchants, nor
can it be weighed out in the balance for gold.”

"The musicians will sif in their gallery,” said the young Student,
“and play upon their stringed insiruments, and my love will dance
to the sound of the harp and the violin. She will dance so lighthy
that her feet will not fouch the floor, and the courliers in their gay
dresses will throng round her. Bul with me she will not dance, for
| have no red rose fo give her;" and he flung himself down on the
grass, and buried his face in his hands, and wepl,
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“"Why is he weeping?" asked a lilfle Green Lizard, as he ran
past him with his tail in the air.

“Why, indeed?” said a Butterfly, who was Hluttering about after
a sunbeam.

“Why, indeed?" whispered a Daisy to his neighbour, in a
soff, low voice. :

"He is weeping for a red rose,” said the Nightingale.

“For a red rosel” they cried; “how very ridiculous!” and the
little Lizard laughed oulright. '

But the Nightingale undersicod the secref of the Student's sorrow,
and she sat silent in the ocak-tree, and thought about the mystery of
Love.

Suddenly she spread her brown wings for flight, and soared inte
the air. She passed through the grove like a shadow, and lika a
shadow she sailed across the garden.

In the centre of the grass-plot was standing a beaufiful Rese-tree,
and when she saw it she flew over fo it, and [il upon a spray.

“Give me a red rose," she cried, “and | will sing you my sweetes!
song.”

But the Tree shook iis head.

“My roses are white,” if answered; as white as the foam of the
sea, and whiter than the snow upon the mountain. Bul go lo my
brother who grows round the old sun-dial, and perhaps he will give
you what you want.”

So the Nightingale flew over o the Rose-lree thal was growing
round the old sun-dial.

"'Give me a red rose,"” she cried, "and | will sing you my sweatest
song." .

But the Tree shook its head.

“My roses are yellow," il answered; "as yellow as the hair of the
mermaiden who sils upon an amber throne, and yellower fhan the
daffodil that blooms in the meadow before the mower comes with
his scythe. Bul go to my brother who grows beneath the Studeni's
window, and perhaps he will give you what you want."”

So the Nighfingale flew over fo the Rose-iree that was growing
beneath the Student's window.
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"Give me a red rose,” she cried, “and | will sing you my sweetest
song.” |

But the Tree shook ifs head.

"My roses are red,"” it answered, "as red as the feet of the dove,
and redder than the greal fans of coral that wave in the ocean-cavern.
But the winter has chilled my veins, and the frosl has nipped my buds,
and the siorm has broken my branches, and | shall have no roses af all
this year."”

"One red rose is all | want,” cried the Nightingale, “only one
red rose! Is there no way by which | can get i7"

“There is a way," answered the Tree ; "bul it is so ferrible that |
dare not fell it fo you."

“Tell it fo me,"” said the Nightingale, “| am nof afraid."”

“If you want a red rose,” said the Tree, “you must build it out
of music by moonlight, and stain it with your own hearls's-blood. You
must sing o me with your breast against a thorn, All night long you
must sing fo me, and the thorn must pierce your heart, and your life-
blood must flow info my veins, and become mine."

"Death is a great price to pay for a red rose,” cried fhe Nightin-
gale, “and Life is very dear fo all. It is pleazant fo sit in the green wood,
and fo watch the Sun in his chariol of gold, and the moon in her
chariol of pearl. Sweet is the scent of the hawthorn, and sweel are tha
blue-bells that hide in the valley, and the heather that blows on the
hill. Yet Love is better than Life, and what is the heart of a bird cam-
pared fo the heart of a man 7"

So she spread her brown wings for flight, and soared inlc ths air.
She swept over the garden |ike 'a shadow, and like & shadow she
sailed through the grove. '

The young Student was sstill lying on the grass, where she had lefi
him, and the fears were nol yel dry in his beautiful eyes.

“Be happy," cried the Nightingale, “be happy: you shall have your
red rose, | will build it out of music by moonlight, and stain it with
my own heart's-blood. All that | ask of you in refurn is fhal you will
be a frue lover, for Love is wiser than Philesophy, though she is wise,
and mightier than Power, though he is mighty. Flame-coloured are
his wings, and coloured like flame is his body. His lips are sweet as
haney, and his breath is like frank-incense." :
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wpeream—

The Student looked up from the grass, and listened, bul he could
not understand what the Nighfingale was saying to him, for he only
knew the things thal are written down in books.

Bul the Oak-tree undersiood, and felt sad, for he was very fond
of the little Nightingale who had built her nest in his branches.

' “Sing me cne last song,” he whispered: "| shall feal very lonely
when you are gone."

So the Nighfingale sang lo the Oak-iree, and her voice was like
waler bubbling from a silver jar.

When she had finished her song the Student gof up, and pulled a
nofe-book and a lead-pencil out of his pocket.

"She has form,” he said fo himself, as he walked away through
the grove— “that cannot be denied to her; buf has she gol fesling?
| am afraid not. In fact, she is like most arlists; she is all style, withiout
any sincerify. She would nof sacrifice herself for others. She thinks
merely of music, and averybody knows that the arls are selfish. Siill,
it must be admitted that she has some beautiful nofes in her ‘voice,
What a pity if is that they do not mean anylhing, or do any practical
good.” And he went info his room, and lay down on his litile pallei-
bed, and began fo think of his love; and, affer a time, he fell asleep.

And when the Moon shone in the heavens the Nightingale flaw lo
the Rose-iree, and set her breast against the thorn. All night long she.
sang with her breast against the thorn, and the cold crystal Moon lea-
ned down and listened. All night long she sang, and the thorn wenf
deeper into her breast, and her life-blood ebbed away from her.

She sang first of the birth of love in the heart of a boy and a girl.
And on the fopmost spray of the Rose-tree there blossomed a mar-
vellous rose, pefal following petal, as song followed song. Pale was if,
at first, as the mist that hangs over the river —pale as the feel of the
morning, and silver as the wings of the dawn. As the shadow of a rose
in a waler-pool, so was the rose that blossomed on the topmost spray
of the Tree. |

But the Tree cried Io fhe Nightingale fo press closer against the
thorn. "Press closer, litlle Nightingale,” criad the Tree, “or the Day
will come before the Rose is finished."

So the Nightingale pressed closer against the thorn, and louder
grew her song, for she sang of the birth of passion in the soul of a
man and a maid, L ETs
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And a delicate flush of pink came info fhe leaves of the rose,
like the flush in the face of the bridegroom when he kissas the lips
of the bride. But the thorn had nof yet reached her hearl, so the
rose's hearl remainad white, for only a Nightingale's heart's-blood
can crimson the heart of a rose. <

And the Tree cried fo the Nightingale fo press closer against the
thorn. “Press closer, litfle Nightingale,” cried the Tree, “or the Day
will come before the rose is finished. " g

So the Nightingsle pressed closer against the thorn, and ihe thorn
touched her heart, and % fierce pang of pain shot through her. Bitter,
bitter was the pain, and wilder and wilder grew her song, for she sang
of the Love that is perfected by Death, of the Love that dies not in
the tomb. P

And the marvelious rose became crimson, like the rose of ihe eas-
lern sky. Crimson was the girdle of petals, and crimson as a ruby was
the heari. o

But the Nightingale’s voice grew fainter, and her little wings began
lo beal, and a film came over her eyes. Fainter and fainter grew her
song, and she felt something choking her in her throat.

Then she gave one last burst of music, The white Moon heard if,
and she forgol the dawn, and lingered on in the sky. The red rose
heard if, and it frembled all over with ecstasy, and opened its pelals
lo the cold morning air. Echo bore if fo her purple cavern in the hills,
and woke the sleeping shepherds from their dreams. If floated through
the reeds of the river, and they carried ifs message fo the sea.

“Look, lookl" cried the Tree, “the rose is finished now;" but the
Nightingale made no answer, for she was lying dead in the long grass,
with the thorn in her heart.

And af noon the Student opened his window and looked oul.

“"Why, what a wonderful piece of luckl” he cried; “here is a red
rosel | have never seen any rose like it in ali my life. It is so beaufifuf
that | am sure it has a long Latin name;" and he leaned down and
plucked i, ,

Then'he put on his hat, and, ran up fo the Professor's house with
the rose in his hand.

The daughter of the Professor was sitting in the doorway winding
blue silk on a reel, and her liltle dog was lying at her feef,
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“You said that you would dance with me il | brought you a red
rose,” cried the Student. "Here is the reddes! rose in all the world.
You will wear it to-night next your hearl, and as we dance logether
it will tell you how | love you.”

But the girl frowned.

"I am afraid it will nof go with my dress,” she answered; "and,
besides, the Chamberlain's nephew has sent me some real jewsls,
and everybody knows that jewels cost far more than flowers.”

“Well, upon my word, you are very ungrateful, said the Sjudeni
angrily; and he threw the rose info the streef, where a carl-wheel
went over i,

“Ungratefull"* said the girl. "I fell you what, you are very rude;
and, after all, who ‘are youl! Only a Student. Why, | don'l believe
you have even got silver buckles to your shoes as the Chamberlain's
nephew has;" and she got up from her chair and went into the house.

"What a silly thing Love is," waid the Student as he walked away.
"It is not half as useful as Logic, for il does nat prove anything, and it
is always telling one of things that are nol going lo happen, and
making one believe things that are nol true. In fact, if is quile unprac-
tical, and, a5 in this age fo be practical is everything, | shall go back
to Fh""@bphy and study Mataphysics."

he refurned fo his room and pulled oul a great dusty bock, and
bagan to read.

Oscar Wilde
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“From Day To Day . . -

From day to day, from night to night
My summer passes; aulumn creeps
MNearer; before mine eyes the light
Fades out; my soul is blind and sleeps.
Everything sleeps; and 17 | ponder:
Do | yet live, or do | wander,

A dead think, through my term of years,

A void of laugther as of tears?

Come to me, my fate! Where art thou?
Oh, | have no late.

God, if Thou dost scorn to love me,
Grant me bul thy hate!

Only let my heart not wither
Slowly, day by day,

Useless as a fallen free-frunk
Retling by the way.

Let me live, and live in spiril
Loving all mankind; .
Or, if not, then let me curses
Strike the sunlight blind.
Wretched is the fetlered captive,
Dying, and a slave;

But more wretched he that, living,
Sleeps, as in a grave,

Till he falls asleep for ever,

Living not a sign

That there faded into darkness
Something once divine.

Come to me, my fale! Where arl thou!?
Oh, | have no fate.

God, if Thou dost scorn fo love me,
Grant me but thy hate!

Translated by Ethel Lilian Voynich Bull, 1911
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My Last Will

When | die, then have me buried
On a Cossack's mound

Mid the rolling and far- reaching
Ukraina's ground,

So that | may see the wheal-lands
And the Dnieper's crags,

And may hear his mighty waters
Roaring o'er the snags.

When the streams of Ukraina,
oaring angrily,
Bring the dying foeman’s blood-drops
To the stormy sea, '
I shall leave the hills and wheal-lands
Flying to the sky
To praise God, but fill thai moment
His reign | deny.

Leave alone my lofty barrow:

Rise and break your chain!

Water liberty with bload-drops
Of the foeman slainl

When you sing, my future brethren,
Praising liberty,

In the family of freemen

Kindly mention me,

Translated by Honore Ewach, 1033
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| Care Not

| care not, shall | see my dear
Own land before | die, or no,
Nor who forgets me, buried here
In desert wastes of alien snow
Though all forget me, betfer so.

A slave from my firsl bitter years,
Most surely |'shall die a slave
Ungraced of any kinsmen's tears:
And carry with me to my grave
Everything; and leave no trace,

No little mark keep my place

In the dear lost Ukraina

Which is not ours, though our land.
And none shall ever understand;
No father fo his son shall say:

— Kneel down, and fold your hands, and pray;
He died for our Ukraina.

| care no longer if the child

Shall pray for me, or pass me by.
One only thing | cannot bear:

To know my land, that was beguiled
Into a death-trap with a lie,
Trampled and ruined and defiled. .
Ah, but | care, dear God: | carel

Translated by E. L. Voynich Bull, 1911

73



s L
v

If, Lordlings, Ye Could Only Know

If, lordlings, ye could only know
How living creatures weep for woe,
Ye would not pen idyllic lays,

Nor unle Gad give empty praise,
While mocking at the tears we shed.

Yon colage with the faresi nigh

We call a paradise: yet why{

There once my heart with lorment bled,
And it was there my tears | sned,

Earliest tears! Can e'er befall

At God's decree, a cruel teen

Which in thal coltage ne'er was seen? —
And that a paradise they calll

No paradise in socth, for me

That cottage by the grove can be,

By the clear pond, the village near
« My mother swaddled me, and here

She sang to me those lullabies

That made her own despair arise

Within her babe; thal grove, that cot,
That paradise, — it was the spol

Where | saw helll ‘Twas bondage there,
Most grievous slavery, and ne'er

Would they vouchsafe me e'en to pray.
Ere long my own good mother lay

In very youth beneath the ground:

Rest from her grief and foil she found.
My father with his children wept

(We little ones but scanily clad)

And bearing not the griefs he had,

He died in servitude; we crept
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Away by strangers fo be kepl,

Like tiny beasts, At schoel oppressed,

| drew the water for the rest;

My brothers loiled as serfs, fill they

With hair close-shorn were marched away.

But sisters] sisters! Hapless ye,

Young fledlings mine! What bools it you
Upon the earth your life to spend!?
Hirelings in siranger’s keep ye grew, —
Your hireling tresses shall grow white,
Hirelings, O sisters, ye will end...

Translated by Percy Paul Selver, 1919




Winter

Thy youth is over; time has brought
Winter upon thee; hope is grown

Chill as the north wind; thou art old.

Sit thou in thy dark house alone;

With no man converse shalt thou held,
With no man shalt take counsel; nought.
Nought art thou, nought be thy desire.
Sit still alone by thy dead fire

Till hope shall mock thee fool, again,
Blinding thine eyes with frosty gleams,
Vexing thy soul with dreams, with dreams
Like snowflakes in the empty plain.

Sit thou alone, alene and dumb;

Cry not for Spring, it will not come.

It will not enter at thy door,

Nor make thy garden green once mare,
Nor cheer with hope thy withered age,
Mor loose thy spirit from her cage...

Sit still, sit stilll Thy life is spent;

Nought art thou, be with nought content.

Translated by E. L. Vaygnich Bull
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Drowsy The Waves

Drowsy the waves and dim the sky,
Across the shore and far away,
Without a want. © Ged on high,

Is it decreed that longer yel

Within this lockless prison sef,

Beside this sea that praofits naught,

| am fo languish? Answering nof,

Like to a living thing, the grain

Sways mute and yellowing on the plain;
No tidings will it let me hear, .
And none besides fo give me ear.

Translated by Percy Paul Selver, 1919



- The Haydamaki

{Prologue)

Sons of mine, O haydamakil |
Broad's the world, and freedom!

Sons of mine, go out fo revel

And to try your fate!

Sons of mine, who still are youthiul,
Children still untutored! '
Who of you without your mather

In the world is practised?

Sons of mine! My little eagles!

Fly to Ukraina!l

Theugh you grow adult and active,
Foreign land's hindrance.

There your spiril, gain more knowledge,
Keep itself untarnished;

There... O there... 'tis hard, my childrenl
When they let you in a cabin,

Jesting they will smile upon you;
Such, they say, are people;

All that's written and that's prinfed
Even blame the sunlighi:

“Not from there they say light cometh.
Right it never shineth.

That is why it is so needed...”

What can you be doing?

You must listen, maybe fruly

Shines the sun in error,

As the writers read their writings.
And the years have wisdom!

What can they to you be felling?
Yes, | know your glory!

They deceive you, ridicule you,
Throw you ‘neath the benches.

wLet them feasl, they all make answer,
Till the father rises

And will lell us in our language
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Of our famous hetmans,

Or the fool will rise and tell us
In dead words that bore us.
That there was some strange Yarema
At the head of all our forces

In the raids! A fool and folly!
Beaten they can astmer nothing;
Ol the Cossacks, of the helmans,
Lofty tombs are with wus.

Nothing else remains among us
And these too they ruin;

And he wishes us o hearken

To the elders chanting.

Vain the labar, O sir brotherl

If you wish for money,

Praise that man and each greal marvel!
Sing about Malryosha

Or Parasha, who's our pleasure,
Sullans, spurs, and parquet.
There is glory! If you're singing
‘See the blue sea playing’,

He is weeping; and together
All your group of hearers

In their coals of gray..."

True 'lis, wise men!

Thank you for the counsel!
Warms the leather, but I'm sorry
That it ill becomes me,

And your wise advice you're breaking
With a stubborn slander.

Pardon me and falk without me!
| will shill not hearken,

Will not call you to my circle;
You are wise, good people,

I'm & fool and unattended,

In imy little cabin,

| am singing, | am sobbing
Like the little children.
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| am singing: ,See the blue sea
Hear the wind a-blowing,

Black's the sleppe and with its breezes

Speaks the tomb forsaken.

| am singing; there are ruins,
Tombs that rise still higher,

Till a path the Zaporozhisy

To the sea will open;

Atamans on swift black horses

Rob and plunder always

‘Fore their hosts; the rivers flowing
‘Mid the guns of heroes

Howl and groan in anger growing,
Till they sing more fiercely!

Yes, | hearken and | sludy,
Learning from the elders:

What, my Fathers, do you tell mel
+San, it is not cheerful!

For the Dnieper's angry at us,
Ukraina's weeping.”

And | weep. That self-same hour
In their shining squadrons

Atamans sel out a-marching,
Captains with their nobles,

And the hetmans, gold-attired;

To my humble cabin

They have come fo sil around me,
And of Ukraina :
They will speak and fell me stories,
How the Sitch was founded,

How the Cossacks boldly traversed
Rapids, wafting downwards,

How they reveled on the wnlm.
Dashed into Sculari,

How they lit their pipes b‘liﬂVld
At the Polish fires;

Then came back to Ukraina,

How they nobly feasted...
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+Play, kobzar! Pour out, O tapster!”
And the Cossacks reveled.

Tapsier, pour and grow not weary
And the feast conlinues.

So he sang and all the Cossacks

As Khortitsya's bending,

Fill their cups and dream their praises
As the feast confinues.

Pitchers come and pass around them,
Dry and emply leave them.

.Revel, sir, without a tunic!

Rewvel, wind, a-blowing!

Play, kobzar, pour out, O tapsler,
While the humor sirikes us!”
Standing side by side the siripling
Dances with his elders:

+..Fine, O children! Good, O children!

You too will be heroes!”
Atamans al the high banquet
Stand nol with the others;

They are walking, are conversing,
And the noble heroes

Stand not quiet but they enier
With fheir aged bodies;

And | marvel, | am looking,
Smiling, while I'm weeping.

| marvel, I'm smiling, I'm wiping my eyelids

I'm not all alone, but | live with those men!

In my litHe cabin, and on the steppes also,

The Cossacks are sporting, the thickets are ruslling,
In my little cabin, the blue sea is playing,

The tomb is rejoicing, while rustle the frees.

The maiden is singing, ,Hritsya”, as she wanders,
I'm not all alone; may | live with those men!

Translated by Clarence Augustus Manning, 1925



| Am Lonesomé And Sad

| am lonesome and sad,

Fading lonely in sadness,
Without faver of God,

‘May days bring me no gladness.

All that Ged gave to me

Are these eyes, bright and gleaming,
But they fade and grow dim

With the fears daily streaming.

All | had now are gone,
Father, sister and brother;
With no kin | grew up;
Without love of my mother.

And my love, where is he?

Who will bring me some gladness?
All are gone... Here alone

| shall wither in sadness.

Translated by Honore Ewach, 1933
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See Fires Ablaze

See fires ablaze, hear music sound, —
The music weeps and nestles round.
E'en as a diamond, precious, fair,

The eyes of youth are bright, how bright!
Gladness and hope have set their light
In joyous eyes. They know nol care,
Those youthful eyes, — no sin is there.
And all are filled with mirth and glee,
And all are dancing. | alone

Gaze, as there were a curse on me.

| weep, | weep fo all unknown.

Why do | weep? Perchance fo mourn,
How without hap, as tempest-borne,
The days of all my youth have flown.

Translaied by Percy Paul Selver. 1919
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A Spring Evening

Close by the house the cherries flower,

Above the orchard the beetles hum,

Still singing, the girls homeward come,
The tired plowmen's sleps grow sldwer,

And dames with supper wait al home.

Close by the house they eal their supper;

ust then the evening-star appears;
As daughter serves, and mother fears
That she may serve in ways improper,
The nightingale's song stuns their sars.

Close to the wall on the clay-benches
The mother lulls her Nell and Bill,
And falls asleep against her will.

And fall asleep . . , But the sweel wenches

And nightingales are singing sfill.

Translated by Honore Ewach, 1933
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The Reaper

Through the fields the reaper goes
Piling sheaves on sheaves in rows;
Hills, not sheaves, are thess.

Where he passes howls the earth,
Howl the echoing seas.

All the night the reaper reaps,
Never stays his hand nor sleeps,
Reaping endlessly;

Whets his blade and passes on . ..
Hush, and let him be. -

Hush, he cares not how men writhe
With naked hands against the scythe,
Wouldst thou hide in field or town?
Where thou arl, there he will come;
He will reap thee down.

Serf and landlord, greatl and small;
Friendless wandering singer, — all,
All shall swell the sheaves that grow

Te mountains; even the Tzar shall go.

And me too the scythe shall find
Cowering alone behind

Bars of iron; swift and blind,

Strike, and pass, and leave me, stark

And forgolten in the dark.

Translated by E. L. Vognich Bull, 1911
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The Sun Goes Down

The sun goes down beyond the hill,

The shadows darken, birds are sfill;

From fields no more come loiler's voices

In blissful rest the world rejoices.

With lifted heart |, gazing stand,

Seek shady grove in Ukraine's land.

Uplified thus, 'mid memeries fond

My heart finds rest, o'er the hills beyond.

On fields and woods the darkness fails

From heaven blue a bright star calls,

* The tears fall down. Oh, evening star!

Hast thou appeared in Ukraine far? i
In thal fair land do sweet eyes seek thee

Dear eyes that once ware wont to gree! mef
Have eyes forgotten their tryst lo keep?

Oh then, in slumber lel them sleep

No longer o'er my fate lo weep.

Translated by Alexander Jardin Hunter, 1922
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Only Friend

Only friend, clear evening lwilight,
Come and falk to me!

Cross the hills fo share my prison
Very secrelly.

Tell me how the sun in splendour
Sets behind the hill;

How the Dnieper lasses carry
Pitchers dawn to fill;

How the broad-leaved sycamore
Flings his branches wide;

How the willow kneels to pray »
By the river-side;

How her green boughs kiss the water

Trailing, half asleep,

And unchristened ghosts of babies

Swing from them and weep;

How lost souls af lonely cross-roads

Cower, wild and dumb,

When the owl shrieks from the alder

Of the wrath to come;

How the magic flowers open

At the moonbeam's fouch ...

But of men, what would you tell me, —

Me, who know so much?

Far too much! And you know nothing;

Why, you understand |

Nothing of what men are doing

Now, in my dear land. 3
But | know, and | will {ell you,

Tell you, without end .. . - .

When you speak with God ta-morrow,

Look you tell Him, friend.

Translated by E. L. Voynich Bull, 1911
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The Monk

At Kiev, in the low countrie,

Things happened once that you'll never see,
For evermore, 'fwas done;

MNeavermore, ‘twill come.

Yet |, my brother,

Will with hope foregather,

That this again |'ll see,

Though grief it brings to me.

To Kiev in the low countrie

Came our brotherhood so free.

Nor slave nor lord have they,

But all in noble garb so gay

Came splashing forth in mood full glad
With velvel coats the streels are clatl.
They swagger in silken garments pride
And they for no one turn aside.

In Kiev, in the low counirie,
All the Cossacks dance in glee,
Just like water in pails and tubs
Wine pours out ‘mid greal hubbubs.
Wine cellars and bars

with all the barnaids
The Cossacks have bought

with their wines and meads.
With their heels they stamp

And dancing tramp,
While the music roars

. And joyously soars.

The people gaze

with gladsome eyes,
While scholars of the cloister schools
All in silence bred by rules,
Look on with wondering surprise.
Unhappy scholars! Were they free,
They would Cossacks dancing be.

Y A

Who is this musicians surrounded
To whom the people give fame unbounded?
In trousers of velvet red,
Whit a coal that sweeps the road
A Cossack comes. Lel's weep o'er his years
For what they've done is cause lor lears,
But there's life in the ‘old man yat | trust,
For with dancing kicks

he spurns the dust. -
In his short fime left with men to mingle
The Cossack sings,

this tipsy jingle.

,,On the road is a crab, crab, crab.

Let us calch it grab, grab, grab.

Girls are sewing jab, jab, jab.

Let's dance on frouble,,

Dance on it double

Then on we'll bubble.

Already this trouble,

We've danced on double

So let's dance on trouble,

Dance on it double,

Then on we'll bubble.”

To the Cloister of our Saviour
Old gray-hair dancing goes.
Afier him his joyous crowd
And all the folk of Kiev so proud.
Dances he up fo the doors
+Hoo-hoa! Hoo-hoo!"” he roars.
Ye holy menks give greeting
A comrade from lhe prairie meeting.
Opens the sacred door,
The Cossack enters in.
Again the portal closes
To open no more for him.
What @ man was there
this old gray-hair,
Wheo said to the world farewall?

.
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~.  Twas Semon Pales,
a Cossack free
Whom irouble could not quell.
On in the East the sun climbs high
And sels again in the western sky.
In narrow cell in monkish gown P
Tramps an old man up and down, *
Then clinibs the highest turret there
To feast his ayes on Kiev so fair,
And sitting on the parapel
He yields a while io fond regret.
Anon he goes lo the woodland spring,
The belfry near, where sweet bells ring.
The cocling draught to his mind recalls
How hard was life without the walls.
Again the monk his cell floor paces
‘Mid the silent walls his life relraces.
The sacred book he holds in hand
And loudly reads, p
The old man's mind to Cossack land
Swiftly speeds.
Now holy words do fade away,

- The monkish cell turns Cossack den,
The glorious brotherhood lives again.
The gray old caplain, like an owl
Peers beneath the monkish cowl.
Musie, dances, the city's calls,

Ratlling fetlers, Moscow's walls,
O'er woods and snows

his eyes can see
The banks of distapt Yenisee.
Upon his soul deep gloom has crept
And thus the munk in sadness wept.

Down, down! Bow thy head;
On thy fleshly cravings fread.

In the sacred writings read.

Read, read, to the bell give heed,
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Thy heart too long has ruled thee,
All thy life it's fooled fthee.

Thy heart to exile led thee,

Now let it silent be.

As all things pass away

So thou shalt pass away.

Thus may’st thou know thy lol,
Mankind remembers nof.

Though groans the old man'’s sadness fell,

Upon his book he quickly fell,

And tramped and tramped about his cell.

He sits again in mood forlern
Waonders why he a'er was born.
One thing alone he fain would tell,
He loves his Ukraina well.
For Matins now
the greal bell booms,
The aged monk
his cowl resumes,
For Ukraina now lo pray
My good old Palee limps away.

Translated by Alexander Jardin Hunter, 1922
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.Christmas Day

[Te F. M. Lazarevsky)

When you're not going home at night
From one place or anciher,

And sleep has gone from you in flight
Remember me, dear brother!

And when your lonesomeness and grief
Won't leave you for a price,

Why, then, just think of me friend
And call me for advice.

It's then that you should think of how
Beside a distant sea,

Your friend of friends, so happy once,
Fights with his dastiny;

‘How he, with just his hidden thoughis’
And with his humble heart,

Walks aimlessly and prays to God

To lighten, some his lot; i
Whose thoughts drift often to Ukraine,
‘Who thinks of you, my friend,

And sometimes worries for a while —
Not much — you understand.

You see, it's but a day away

‘When Christmas will be hail'd —
How hard it is fo meet this day

When you're alone and jailed .
In the desert. %
Bright and early

Tomarrow, in Ukraine,

The bells will ring and people’ll sing
To God a sweet refrain.

And tomorrow, bright and early,
Somewhere along the plain,

A hungry beast will infroduce

A chilling hurricane;

To bring and blow the sand and snow
Around my hut of clay.
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That is the way that | shall meet
The Holy Christmas Day!

So what is there io do? Life's here
In which we all must grope

And struggle to the end. My friend,
it you should ever mope,

Just know what's written on |he sheet:
That on this earthly isle

The only life that's hard fo meef

Is desert-bound exile'. . .

And man, though poorly, lives there, loo. _
What else is there to do? & 'RE
Unless lo die — but hope, goed man,
Refuses to comply!

{ Writtern in exile at Hos- Aral near the Aral Sea, Asta, fn:
Translated by Waldimir Semenygna, 1
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