
INTRODUCTION TO LITERATURE
Text 1:

Whylom, as olde stories tellen us,
Ther was a duk that highte Theseus;
Of Athenes he was lord and governour,
And in his tyme swich a conquerour,
That gretter was ther noon under the sonne.
Ful many a riche contree hadde he wonne;
What with his wisdom and his chivalrye,
He conquered al the regne of Femenye,
That whylom was y-cleped Scithia;
And weddede the quene Ipolita,

Text 2:

The. Go Philostrate,
Stirre vp the Athenian youth to merriments,
Awake the pert and nimble spirit of mirth,
Turne melancholy forth to Funerals:
The pale companion is not for our pompe,
Hippolita, I woo'd thee with my sword,
And wonne thy loue, doing thee iniuries:
But I will wed thee in another key,
With pompe, with triumph, and with reuelling.

Text 3:

I wish either my father or my mother, or indeed both of them, as they
were in duty both equally bound to it,  had minded what they were
about  when  they  begot  me;  had  they  duly  consider'd  how  much
depended  upon  what  they  were  then  doing;—that  not  only  the

production of a rational Being was concerned in it, but that possibly
the happy formation and temperature of his body, perhaps his genius
and  the  very  cast  of  his  mind;—and,  for  aught  they  knew  to  the
contrary, even the fortunes of his whole house might take their turn
from the humours and dispositions which were then uppermost;—Had
they duly weighed and considered all this, and proceeded accordingly,
—I am verily persuaded I should have made a quite different figure in
the world, from that in which the reader is likely to see me.—Believe
me, good folks, this is not so inconsiderable a thing as many of you
may think it;—you have all, I dare say, heard of the animal spirits, as
how they are transfused from father to son, &c. &c.—and a great deal
to that purpose: (...)
Pray my Dear, quoth my mother, have you not forgot to wind up the 
clock?—Good G..! cried my father, making an exclamation, but 
taking care to moderate his voice at the same time,—Did ever woman,
since the creation of the world, interrupt a man with such a silly 
question? Pray, what was your father saying?—Nothing.

Text 4:

My  true  name  is  so  well  known  in  the  records  or  registers  at
Newgate, and in the Old Bailey, and there are some things of such
consequence still depending there, relating to my particular conduct,
that it is not be expected I should set my name or the account of my
family to this work; perhaps, after my death, it may be better known;
at present it  would not be proper,  no not though a general pardon
should be issued, even without exceptions and reserve of persons or
crimes.
It is enough to tell you, that as some of my worst comrades, who are
out of the way of doing me harm (having gone out of the world by the
steps and the string, as I often expected to go ), knew me by the name
of Moll Flanders, so you may give me leave to speak of myself under
that name till I dare own who I have been, as well as who I am.



Text 5:

My father's family name being Pirrip, and my Christian name Philip,
my infant tongue could make of both names nothing longer or more
explicit than Pip. So, I called myself Pip, and came to be called Pip.
I  give  Pirrip  as  my father's  family  name,  on  the  authority  of  his
tombstone  and  my  sister,—Mrs.  Joe  Gargery,  who  married  the
blacksmith. As I never saw my father or my mother, and never saw
any likeness of either of them (for their days were long before the
days of photographs), my first fancies regarding what they were like
were unreasonably derived from their tombstones. The shape of the
letters on my father's, gave me an odd idea that he was a square, stout,
dark man, with curly black hair. From the character and turn of the
inscription, "Also Georgiana Wife of the Above," I drew a childish
conclusion that my mother was freckled and sickly. To five little stone
lozenges, each about a foot and a half long, which were arranged in a
neat row beside their grave, and were sacred to the memory of five
little  brothers  of  mine,—who  gave  up  trying  to  get  a  living,
exceedingly  early  in  that  universal  struggle,—I  am indebted  for  a
belief I religiously entertained that they had all  been born on their
backs with their hands in their trousers-pockets, and had never taken
them out in this state of existence.

Text 6:

Morning-room in Algernon’s flat in Half-Moon Street.  The room is
luxuriously and artistically furnished.  The sound of a piano is heard
in the adjoining room.
[Lane is arranging afternoon tea on the table, and after the music
has ceased, Algernon enters.]
Algernon.  Did you hear what I was playing, Lane?
Lane.  I didn’t think it polite to listen, sir.
Algernon.  I’m sorry for that, for your sake.  I don’t play accurately
—any  one  can  play  accurately—but  I  play  with  wonderful

expression.  As far as the piano is concerned, sentiment is my forte.  I
keep science for Life.
Lane.  Yes, sir.
Algernon.  And, speaking of the science of Life, have you got the
cucumber sandwiches cut for Lady Bracknell?
Lane.  Yes, sir.  [Hands them on a salver.]
Algernon.  [Inspects them, takes two, and sits down on the sofa.] 
Oh! . . . by the way, Lane, I see from your book that on Thursday
night, when Lord Shoreman and Mr. Worthing were dining with me,
eight bottles of champagne are entered as having been consumed.
Lane.  Yes, sir; eight bottles and a pint.
Algernon.  Why is it that at a bachelor’s establishment the servants
invariably drink the champagne?  I ask merely for information.
Lane.  I attribute it to the superior quality of the wine, sir.  I have
often observed that in married households the champagne is rarely of
a first-rate brand.
Algernon.  Good heavens!  Is marriage so demoralising as that?
Lane.  I believe it is a very pleasant state, sir.  I have had very little
experience of it myself up to the present.  I have only been married
once.  That  was  in  consequence  of  a  misunderstanding  between
myself and a young person.
Algernon.  [Languidly.]  I don’t know that I am much interested in
your family life, Lane.
Lane.  No, sir; it is not a very interesting subject.  I never think of it
myself.
Algernon.  Very natural, I am sure.  That will do, Lane, thank you.
Lane.  Thank you, sir.  [Lane goes out.]



Text 7:

"You, who call Frankenstein your friend, seem to have a knowledge
of my crimes and his misfortunes. But in the detail which he gave
you of them he could not sum up the hours and months of misery
which I endured wasting in impotent passions. For while I destroyed
his hopes, I did not satisfy my own desires. They were forever ardent
and  craving;  still  I  desired  love  and  fellowship,  and  I  was  still
spurned. Was there no injustice in this? Am I to be thought the only
criminal, when all humankind sinned against me? Why do you not
hate Felix, who drove his friend from his door with contumely? Why
do you not execrate the rustic who sought to destroy the saviour of
his  child?  Nay,  these  are  virtuous  and  immaculate  beings!  I,  the
miserable and the abandoned, am an abortion, to be spurned at, and
kicked, and trampled on. Even now my blood boils at the recollection
of this injustice.
"But it is true that I am a wretch. I have murdered the lovely and the
helpless; I have strangled the innocent as they slept and grasped to
death his throat who never injured me or any other living thing. I
have devoted my creator, the select specimen of all that is worthy of
love and admiration among men, to misery; I have pursued him even
to that irremediable ruin.
"There  he  lies,  white  and  cold  in  death.  You  hate  me,  but  your
abhorrence cannot equal that with which I regard myself. I look on
the hands which executed the deed; I think on the heart in which the
imagination of it was conceived and long for the moment when these
hands  will  meet  my  eyes,  when  that  imagination  will  haunt  my
thoughts no more.
"Fear not that I shall be the instrument of future mischief. My work
is nearly complete. Neither yours nor any man's death is needed to
consummate the series of my being and accomplish that which must
be done, but it requires my own. Do not think that I shall be slow to
perform this sacrifice. I shall quit your vessel on the ice raft which
brought me thither and shall seek the most northern extremity of the

globe;  I  shall  collect  my  funeral  pile  and  consume  to  ashes  this
miserable frame, that its remains may afford no light to any curious
and unhallowed wretch who would create  such another  as  I  have
been.  I  shall  die.  I  shall  no  longer  feel  the  agonies  which  now
consume me or be the prey of feelings unsatisfied, yet unquenched. 

Text 8:

Tyger, tyger, burning bright
In the forests of the night,
What immortal hand or eye
Could frame thy fearful symmetry?
In what distant deeps or skies
Burnt the fire of thine eyes?
On what wings dare he aspire?
What the hand dare seize the fire?

And what shoulder and what art
Could twist the sinews of thy heart?
And, when thy heart began to beat,
What dread hand and what dread feet?

Text 9:

My river runs to thee:
Blue sea, wilt welcome me?

My river waits reply.
Oh sea, look graciously!

I ’ll fetch thee brooks
From spotted nooks,—
Say, sea,
Take me!



Text 10:

The pigs  now revealed that  during the past  three months  they had
taught themselves to read and write from an old spelling book which
had belonged to Mr. Jones's children and which had been thrown on
the rubbish heap. Napoleon sent for pots of black and white paint and
led the way down to the five-barred gate that gave on to the main
road. Then Snowball (for it was Snowball who was best at writing)
took  a  brush  between  the  two  knuckles  of  his  trotter,  painted  out
MANOR FARM from the top bar of the gate and in its place painted
ANIMAL FARM. This was to be the name of the farm from now
onwards.  After  this  they  went  back  to  the  farm  buildings,  where
Snowball and Napoleon sent for a ladder which they caused to be set
against  the end wall  of  the  big barn.  They explained that  by their
studies of the past three months the pigs had succeeded in reducing
the principles of Animalism to Seven Commandments. These Seven
Commandments would now be inscribed on the wall; they would form
an unalterable law by which all the animals on Animal Farm must live
for  ever  after.  With some difficulty (for it  is  not  easy for a  pig to
balance himself on a ladder) Snowball climbed up and set to work,
with  Squealer  a  few  rungs  below  him  holding  the  paint-pot.  The
Commandments were written on the tarred wall in great white letters
that could be read thirty yards away. They ran thus:
THE SEVEN COMMANDMENTS

1. Whatever goes upon two legs is an enemy.
2. Whatever goes upon four legs, or has wings, is a friend.
3. No animal shall wear clothes.
4. No animal shall sleep in a bed.
5. No animal shall drink alcohol.
6. No animal shall kill any other animal.
7. All animals are equal.

It  was  very  neatly  written,  and  except  that  "friend"  was  written
"freind" and one of the "S's" was the wrong way round, the spelling
was correct all the way through. Snowball read it aloud for the benefit

of the others. All the animals nodded in complete agreement, and the
cleverer ones at once began to learn the Commandments by heart.

Text 11:

Dr Azad was a small,  precise man who, contrary to the Bengali
custom,  spoke at  a  level  only one quarter  of  a  decibel  above a
whisper.(...)
  'Come,' said  Dr  Azad, when Nazneen was  hovering  behind the
table ready  to serve. 'Come and sit down with us.' 
'My  wife  is  very  shy.' (…) 'This week  I saw two of our young
men in a very sorry state,' said the doctor. 'I told them  straight, this
is your choice:  stop  drinking alcohol now(...). Ten years ago this
would be unthinkable. Two in one week! But now our children are
copying what they  see here, going to the pub, to  nightclubs. (…)
The  problem  is our community is not properly educated about
these things.'  Dr Azad drank a glass of water down in one long
draught  and  poured  himself  another.  'I  agree   with   you.   Our
community   is  not   educated   about  this(...)'This   is   another
disease that  afflicts  us,'  said  the  doctor.  'I call  it  Going  Home
Syndrome. Do you know what that means?' (…) 'It  is natural,' said
Chanu. 'These people are basically peasants and they miss the land.
The pull of the land is stronger even than the pull of blood.'  'And
when they have saved enough they will get on an aeroplane and
go?' 'They don't ever really leave home. Their bodies are here but
their hearts are back there. And anyway, look how they live: just
recreating the villages here.' 'But they will never save enough to go
back.'  (...) 'The thing is, with the promotion coming up, things are
beginning  to  go  well  for  me  now.  If  I  just  get  the  promotion
confirmed then many things are possible.'



Text 12:

`It is a long tail, certainly,' said Alice, looking down with wonder at 
the Mouse's tail; `but why do you call it sad?' And she kept on 
puzzling about it while the Mouse was speaking, so that her idea of 
the tale was something like this:--

                    `Fury said to a
                   mouse, That he
                 met in the
               house,
            "Let us
              both go to
                law:  I will
                  prosecute
                    YOU.  --Come,
                       I'll take no
                        denial; We
                     must have a
                 trial:  For
              really this

           morning I've
          nothing
         to do."

           Said the
             mouse to the
               cur, "Such
                 a trial,
                   dear Sir,
                         With
                     no jury
                  or judge,
                would be
              wasting
             our
              breath."
               "I'll be
                 judge, I'll
                   be jury,"
                         Said
                    cunning
                      old Fury:

                     "I'll
                      try the
                         whole
                          cause,
                             and
                        condemn
                       you
                      to
                       death."'

`You are not attending!' said the Mouse to Alice severely. `What are 
you thinking of?' 

Text 13:

frseeeeeeeefronnnng train somewhere whistling the strength those
engines have in them like big giants and the water rolling all over
and out of them all sides like the end of Loves old sweeeetsonnnng
the poor men that have to be out all the night from their wives and
families in those roasting engines stifling it  was today Im glad I
burned the half of those old Freemans and Photo Bits leaving things
like that lying about hes getting very careless and threw the rest of
them up in  the W C 111 get  him to  cut  them tomorrow for  me
instead of having them there for the next year to get a few pence for
them have him asking wheres last Januarys paper and all those old
overcoats I bundled out of the hall making the place hotter than it is
that  rain  was  lovely and  refreshing  just  after  my beauty sleep  I
thought  it  was  going to  get  like Gibraltar  my goodness  the heat
there before the levanter came on black as night and the glare of the
rock standing up in it like a big giant compared with their 3 Rock
mountain they think is so great with the red sentries here and there
the poplars and they all whitehot and the smell of the rainwater in
those tanks watching the sun all the time weltering down on you
faded all that lovely frock fathers friend Mrs Stanhope sent me from
the B Marche paris what a shame my dearest Doggerina she wrote
on it she was very nice whats this her other name was just a p c to
tell you I sent the little present have just had a jolly warm bath and



feel a very clean dog now enjoyed it wogger she called him wogger
wd give anything to be back in Gib and hear you sing Waiting and
in old Madrid Concone is the name of those exercises he bought me
one of those new some word I couldnt make out shawls amusing
things but tear for the least thing still there lovely I think dont you
will always think of the lovely teas we had together scrumptious
currant  scones  and  raspberry  wafers  I  adore  well  now  dearest
Doggerina be sure and write soon kind she left out regards to your
father also captain Grove with love yrs affly Hester x x x x x she
didnt look a bit married just like a girl 

Text 14:

I've got the children to tend
The clothes to mend
The floor to mop
The food to shop
Then the chicken to fry
The baby to dry
I got company to feed
The garden to weed
I've got shirts to press
The tots to dress
The can to be cut
I gotta clean up this hut
Then see about the sick
And the cotton to pick. 

Text 15:



FACES OF POETRY

My mistress' eyes are nothing like the sun;
Coral is far more red, than her lips red:
If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun;
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head.

I have seen roses damasked, red and white,
But no such roses see I in her cheeks;
And in some perfumes is there more delight
Than in the breath that from my mistress reeks.

I love to hear her speak, yet well I know
That music hath a far more pleasing sound:
I grant I never saw a goddess go,
My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground:

And yet by heaven, I think my love as rare,
As any she belied with false compare. 

"I" and "Eye" of the
writer                       

□ The writer in his/her
century

□ Meeting the Other □

The world of 
imaginary

□ Travels, exiles □ Characters and 
their 
transformations

□

 Sonnet CXXX, W. Shakespeare
(1609) 



Two loves I have of comfort and despair,
Which like two spirits do suggest me still:
The better angel is a man right fair,
The worser spirit a woman coloured ill.

To win me soon to hell, my female evil,
Tempteth my better angel from my side,
And would corrupt my saint to be a devil,
Wooing his purity with her foul pride.

And whether that my angel be turned fiend,
Suspect I may, yet not directly tell;
But being both from me, both to each friend,
I guess one angel in another's hell:

Yet this shall I ne'er know, but live in doubt,
Till my bad angel fire my good one out. 

"I" and "Eye" of the 
writer                       

□ The writer in his/her
century

□ Meeting the Other □

The world of 
imaginary

□ Travels, exiles □ Characters and their
transformations

□

 Sonnet CXLIV, W. Shakespeare
(1609) 



When my mother died I was very young, 
And my father sold me while yet my tongue 
Could scarcely cry ‘‘Weep! weep! weep! weep!’’ 
So your chimneys I sweep, and in soot I sleep. 

There’s little Tom Dacre, who cried when his head, 
That curled like a lamb’s back, was shaved; so I said, 
‘‘Hush, Tom! never mind it, for, when your head’s bare, 
You know that the soot cannot spoil your white hair.’’ 

And so he was quiet, and that very night, 
As Tom was a-sleeping, he had such a sight! — 
That thousands of sweepers, Dick, Joe, Ned, and Jack, 
Were all of them locked up in coffins of black. 

And by came an angel, who had a bright key, 
And he opened the coffins, and let them all free; 
Then down a green plain, leaping, laughing, they run, 
And wash in a river, and shine in the sun. 

Then naked and white, all their bags left behind, 
They rise upon clouds, and sport in the wind; 
And the Angel told Tom, if he’d be a good boy, 
He’d have God for his father, and never want joy. 

And so Tom awoke, and we rose in the dark, 
And got with our bags and our brushes to work. 
Though the morning was cold, Tom was happy and warm: 
So, if all do their duty, they need not fear harm. 

Tyger, tyger, burning bright
In the forests of the night,
What immortal hand or eye
Could frame thy fearful symmetry?
In what distant deeps or skies
Burnt the fire of thine eyes?
On what wings dare he aspire?
What the hand dare seize the fire?

And what shoulder and what art
Could twist the sinews of thy heart?
And, when thy heart began to beat,
What dread hand and what dread feet?

"I" and "Eye" of the
writer                       

□ The writer in his/her
century

□ Meeting the Other □

The world of 
imaginary

□ Travels, exiles □ Characters and 
their 
transformations

□

"I" and "Eye" of the
writer                       

□ The writer in his/her
century

□ Meeting the Other □

The world of 
imaginary

□ Travels, exiles □ Characters and 
their 
transformations

□

"The Chimney Sweeper", W. Blake 
(1789-1794)

"Tyger, tyger", W. Blake 
(1789-1794)



I wandered lonely as a cloud
That floats on high o'er vales and hills,
When all at once I saw a crowd,
A host, of golden daffodils;
Beside the lake, beneath the trees,
Fluttering and dancing in the breeze.

Continuous as the stars that shine
And twinkle on the milky way,
They stretched in never-ending line
Along the margin of a bay:
Ten thousand saw I at a glance,
Tossing their heads in sprightly dance.

The waves beside them danced; but they
Out-did the sparkling waves in glee:
A poet could not but be gay,
In such a jocund company:
I gazed---and gazed---but little thought
What wealth the show to me had brought:

For oft, when on my couch I lie
In vacant or in pensive mood,
They flash upon that inward eye
Which is the bliss of solitude;
And then my heart with pleasure fills,
And dances with the daffodils.  

"I" and "Eye" of the
writer                       

□ The writer in his/her
century

□ Meeting the Other □

The world of 
imaginary

□ Travels, exiles □ Characters and 
their 
transformations

□

"I wandered lonely as a cloud", W. Wordsworth
(1807)



TWO roads diverged in a yellow wood,
And sorry I could not travel both
And be one traveler, long I stood
And looked down one as far as I could
To where it bent in the undergrowth;
 
Then took the other, as just as fair,
And having perhaps the better claim,
Because it was grassy and wanted wear;
Though as for that the passing there
Had worn them really about the same,
 
And both that morning equally lay
In leaves no step had trodden black.
Oh, I kept the first for another day!
Yet knowing how way leads on to way,
I doubted if I should ever come back.
 
I shall be telling this with a sigh
Somewhere ages and ages hence:
Two roads diverged in a wood, and I—
I took the one less traveled by,
And that has made all the difference.

"I" and "Eye" of the
writer                       

□ The writer in his/her
century

□ Meeting the Other □

The world of 
imaginary

□ Travels, exiles □ Characters and 
their 
transformations

□

The Road Not Taken, R. Frost 
(1920)



Stop all the clocks, cut off the telephone,
Prevent the dog from barking with a juicy bone,
Silence the pianos and with muffled drum
Bring out the coffin, let the mourners come.

Let aeroplanes circle moaning overhead
Scribbling on the sky the message He Is Dead,
Put crepe bows round the white necks of the public doves,
Let the traffic policemen wear black cotton gloves.

He was my North, my South, my East and West,
My working week and my Sunday rest,
My noon, my midnight, my talk, my song;
I thought that love would last for ever: I was wrong.

The stars are not wanted now: put out every one;
Pack up the moon and dismantle the sun;
Pour away the ocean and sweep up the wood.
For nothing now can ever come to any good. 

"I" and "Eye" of the
writer                       

□ The writer in his/her
century

□ Meeting the Other □

The world of 
imaginary

□ Travels, exiles □ Characters and 
their 
transformations

□

Funeral Blues, W.H. Auden 
(1936)



The free bird leaps
on the back of the wind
and floats downstream
till the current ends
and dips his wings
in the orange sun rays
and dares to claim the sky.

But a bird that stalks
down his narrow cage
can seldom see through
his bars of rage
his wings are clipped and
his feet are tied
so he opens his throat to sing.

The caged bird sings
with fearful trill
of the things unknown
but longed for still
and his tune is heard
on the distant hill 
for the caged bird
sings of freedom

The free bird thinks of another breeze
an the trade winds soft through the sighing trees
and the fat worms waiting on a dawn-bright lawn

and he names the sky his own.

But a caged bird stands on the grave of dreams
his shadow shouts on a nightmare scream
his wings are clipped and his feet are tied
so he opens his throat to sing

The caged bird sings
with a fearful trill
of things unknown
but longed for still
and his tune is heard
on the distant hill
for the caged bird
sings of freedom.  

"I" and "Eye" of the
writer                       

□ The writer in his/her
century

□ Meeting the Other □

The world of 
imaginary

□ Travels, exiles □ Characters and 
their 
transformations

□

I Know Why the Caged Bird Sings, M. Angelou 
(1969)
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Silence: 40 - Love, R. Mc Gough
(1971)



VISIONS OF WOMEN AND WOMEN'S VISIONS

The School for Scandal, R.B. Sheridan (1777)

ACT I

 SCENE I.--SIR PETER and LADY TEAZLE

SIR PETER.  Lady Teazle--Lady Teazle I'll not bear it.

LADY  TEAZLE.   Sir  Peter--Sir  Peter  you--may  scold  or  smile,
according  to  your  Humour[,]  but  I  ought  to  have  my  own  way  in
everything, and what's more I will too--what! tho' I was educated in the
country  I  know  very  well  that  women  of  Fashion  in  London  are
accountable to nobody after they are married.

SIR PETER.  Very well! ma'am very well! so a husband is to have no 
influence, no authority?

LADY TEAZLE.  Authority! no, to be sure--if you wanted authority over
me, you should have adopted me and not married me[:]  I am sure you 
were old enough.

SIR PETER.  Old enough--aye there it is--well--well--Lady Teazle, tho' 
my life may be made unhappy by your Temper--I'll not be ruined by your 
extravagance--

LADY TEAZLE.  My extravagance!  I'm sure I'm not more extravagant 
than a woman of Fashion ought to be.

SIR PETER.  No no Madam, you shall throw away no more sums on 
such unmeaning Luxury--'Slife to spend as much to furnish your 
Dressing Room with Flowers in winter as would suffice to turn the 
Pantheon into a Greenhouse, and give a Fete Champetre at Christmas.

LADY TEAZLE.  Lord!  Sir Peter am I to blame because Flowers are 
dear in cold weather?  You should find fault with the Climate, and not 
with me.  For my Part I'm sure I wish it was spring all the year round--
and that Roses grew under one's Feet!

SIR PETER.  Oons! Madam--if you had been born to those Fopperies I 
shouldn't wonder at your talking thus;--but you forget what your situation 
was when I married you--

LADY TEAZLE.  No, no, I don't--'twas a very disagreeable one or I should
never nave married you.

SIR PETER.  Yes, yes, madam, you were then in somewhat a humbler 
Style--the daughter of a plain country Squire.  Recollect Lady Teazle when 
I saw you first--sitting at your tambour in a pretty figured linen gown--with
a Bunch of Keys at your side, and your apartment hung round with Fruits 
in worsted, of your own working--

LADY TEAZLE.  O horrible!--horrible!--don't put me in mind of it!

SIR PETER.  Yes, yes Madam and your daily occupation to inspect the 
Dairy, superintend the Poultry, make extracts from the Family Receipt-
book, and comb your aunt Deborah's Lap Dog.

LADY TEAZLE.  Abominable!

"I" and "Eye" of the
writer                       

□ The writer in his/her
century

□ Meeting the Other □

The world of 
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Pride and Prejudice, J. Austen (1813) (Chapter 3)

(...)Mr. Bingley was good-looking and gentlemanlike; he had a pleasant
countenance, and easy, unaffected manners. His sisters were fine women,
with  an air  of  decided fashion.  His  brother-in-law,  Mr.  Hurst,  merely
looked the gentleman; but his friend Mr. Darcy soon drew the attention of
the room by his fine, tall person, handsome features, noble mien, and the
report  which  was  in  general  circulation  within  five  minutes  after  his
entrance, of his having ten thousand a year. The gentlemen pronounced
him to  be  a  fine  figure  of  a  man,  the  ladies  declared  he  was  much
handsomer than Mr. Bingley, and he was looked at with great admiration
for about half the evening, till his manners gave a disgust which turned
the tide of his popularity; for he was discovered to be proud; to be above
his company,  and above being pleased; and not  all  his  large estate in
Derbyshire  could  then  save  him  from  having  a  most  forbidding,
disagreeable countenance, and being unworthy to be compared with his
friend.

Mr.  Bingley  had  soon  made  himself  acquainted  with  all  the  principal
people in the room; he was lively and unreserved, danced every dance, was
angry that  the ball  closed so early,  and talked of  giving one himself  at
Netherfield.  Such  amiable  qualities  must  speak  for  themselves.  What  a
contrast  between him and his friend!  Mr. Darcy danced only once with
Mrs. Hurst and once with Miss Bingley, declined being introduced to any
other lady, and spent the rest of the evening in walking about the room,
speaking occasionally to one of his own party. His character was decided.
He was the proudest, most disagreeable man in the world, and everybody
hoped that he would never come there again. (...)

"Come, Darcy," said he, "I must have you dance. I hate to see you standing
about by yourself in this stupid manner. You had much better dance."

"I certainly shall not. You know how I detest it, unless I am particularly
acquainted  with  my  partner.  At  such  an  assembly  as  this  it  would  be
insupportable. Your sisters are engaged, and there is not another woman in
the room whom it would not be a punishment to me to stand up with."

"I  would  not  be  so  fastidious  as  you  are,"  cried  Mr.  Bingley,  "for  a
kingdom! Upon my honour, I never met with so many pleasant girls in
my life as I have this evening; and there are several of them you see
uncommonly pretty."

"YOU are dancing with the only handsome girl in the room," said Mr.
Darcy, looking at the eldest Miss Bennet.

"Oh! She is the most beautiful creature I ever beheld! But there is one of
her sisters sitting down just behind you, who is very pretty, and I dare
say very agreeable. Do let me ask my partner to introduce you."

"Which do you mean?" and turning round he looked for a moment at
Elizabeth, till  catching her eye, he withdrew his own and coldly said:
"She is tolerable, but not handsome enough to tempt ME; I am in no
humour at present to give consequence to young ladies who are slighted
by other men. You had better return to your partner and enjoy her smiles,
for you are wasting your time with me."
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Far from the Madding Crowd, T. Hardy (1874)

(Chapter 1: Description of Farmer Oak--an Incident )
(...)The girl  on the  summit  of  the  load  sat  motionless,  surrounded by
tables and chairs with their legs upwards, backed by an oak settle, and
ornamented in front by pots of geraniums, myrtles, and cactuses, together
with a caged canary--all probably from the windows of the house just
vacated. There was also a cat in a willow basket, from the partly-opened
lid of which she gazed with half-closed eyes, and affectionately surveyed
the small birds around.

The handsome girl waited for some time idly in her place, and the only
sound heard in the stillness was the hopping of the canary up and down
the perches of its prison. Then she looked attentively downwards. It was
not at the bird, nor at the cat; it was at an oblong package tied in paper,
and lying between them. She turned her head to learn if the waggoner
were coming. He was not yet in sight; and her eyes crept back to the
package, her thoughts seeming to run upon what was inside it. At length
she drew the article into her lap, and untied the paper covering; a small
swing looking-glass  was  disclosed,  in  which  she  proceeded to  survey
herself  attentively.  She  parted  her  lips  and  smiled.(...)She  blushed  at
herself, and seeing her reflection blush, blushed the more.(...) She did not
adjust her hat, or pat her hair, or press a dimple into shape, or do one
thing to signify that any such intention had been her motive in taking up
the glass. She simply observed herself as a fair product of Nature in the
feminine kind, her thoughts seeming to glide into far-off though likely
dramas in which men would play a part--vistas of probable triumphs--the
smiles being of a phase suggesting that hearts were imagined as lost and
won. (...)

The  waggoner's  steps  were  heard  returning.  She  put  the  glass  in  the
paper, and the whole again into its place.(...)

"Very  well;  then  mis'ess's  niece  can't  pass,"  said  the  turnpike-keeper,
closing the gate.(...)

"Here,"  he  said,  stepping  forward  and  handing  twopence  to  the
gatekeeper; "let the young woman pass." (...)

Gabriel's features adhered throughout their form so exactly to the middle
line between the beauty of St. John and the ugliness of Judas Iscariot, as
represented in  a window of the church he attended,  that  not  a  single
lineament could be selected and called worthy either of distinction or
notoriety. The red-jacketed and dark-haired maiden seemed to think so
too, for she carelessly glanced over him, and told her man to drive on.
(...)

The  gatekeeper  surveyed  the  retreating  vehicle.  "That's  a  handsome
maid," he said to Oak.

"But she has her faults," said Gabriel.

"True, farmer."

"And the greatest of them is--well, what it is always."

"Beating people down? ay, 'tis so."

"O no."

"What, then?"

Gabriel,  perhaps a  little piqued by the comely traveller's  indifference,
glanced back to where he had witnessed her performance over the hedge,
and said, "Vanity."
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 Women in Love, D.H. Lawrence (1920) (Sisters)

URSULA AND GUDRUN Brangwen  sat  one  morning  in  the  window-bay of  their
father's  house  in  Beldover,  working  and  talking.  Ursula  was  stitching  a  piece  of
brightly-coloured embroidery, and Gudrun was drawing upon a board which she held on
her knee. They were mostly silent, talking as their thoughts strayed through their minds.

`Ursula,' said Gudrun, `don't you really want to get married?' Ursula laid her embroidery
in her lap and looked up. Her face was calm and considerate.

`I don't know,' she replied. `It depends how you mean.'

Gudrun was slightly taken aback. She watched her sister for some moments.

`Well,' she said, ironically, `it usually means one thing! But don't you think anyhow,
you'd be --' she darkened slightly -- `in a better position than you are in now.'

A shadow came over Ursula's face.

`I might,' she said. `But I'm not sure.'

Again Gudrun paused, slightly irritated. She wanted to be quite definite.

`You don't think one needs the experience of having been married?' she asked.

`Do you think it need be an experience?' replied Ursula.

`Bound to be, in some way or other,' said Gudrun, coolly. `Possibly undesirable, but
bound to be an experience of some sort.'

`Not really,' said Ursula. `More likely to be the end of experience.'

Gudrun sat very still, to attend to this.

`Of course,' she said, `there's that to consider.' This brought the conversation to a close.
Gudrun, almost angrily,  took up her rubber and began to rub out part  of her drawing.
Ursula stitched absorbedly.

`You wouldn't consider a good offer?' asked Gudrun.

`I think I've rejected several,' said Ursula.

`Really!' Gudrun flushed dark -- `But anything really worth while? Have you really?'

`A thousand a year, and an awfully nice man. I liked him awfully,' said Ursula.

`Really! But weren't you fearfully tempted?'

`In the abstract but not in the concrete,' said Ursula. `When it comes to the point, one
isn't even tempted -- oh, if I were tempted, I'd marry like a shot. I'm only tempted not

to.' The faces of both sisters suddenly lit up with amusement.

`Isn't it an amazing thing,' cried Gudrun, `how strong the temptation is, not to!' They
both laughed, looking at each other. In their hearts they were frightened.

There was a long pause, whilst Ursula stitched and Gudrun went on with her sketch.
The sisters were women, Ursula twenty-six, and Gudrun twenty-five. But both had the
remote, virgin look of modern girls, sisters of Artemis rather than of Hebe. Gudrun was
very  beautiful,  passive,  soft-skinned,  soft-limbed.(...)Her  look  of  confidence  and
diffidence  contrasted  with  Ursula's  sensitive  expectancy.  The  provincial  people,
intimidated by Gudrun's perfect sang-froid and exclusive bareness of manner, said of
her: `She is a smart woman.' She had just come back from London, where she had spent
several years, working at an art-school, as a student, and living a studio life.
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 Bridget Jone's Diary, H. Fielding (1998)

(January: An Exceptionally Bad Start)

Sunday 1 January(...)

11:45 p.m. (...)

"Mark!" said Una, as if she was one of Santa Claus's fairies. "I've got someone nice for
you to meet

 He turned round, revealing that what had seemed from the back like a harmless navy
sweater  was  actually a  V-neck  diamond-patterned  in  shades of  yellow and blue--as
favored by the more elderly of the nation's sports reporters. As my friend Tom often
remarks, it's amazing how much time and money can be saved in the world of dating by
close attention to detail. A white sock here, a pair of red braces there, a gray slip-on
shoe, a swastika, are as often as not all one needs to tell you there's no point writing
down phone numbers and forking out for expensive lunches because it's never going to
be a runner. 

"Mark, this is Colin and Pam's daughter, Bridget," said Una, going all pink and fluttery.
"Bridget works in publishing, don't you, Bridget?" 

"I do indeed," I for some reason said, as if I were taking part in a Capital radio phone-in
and was about to ask Una if I could "say hello" to my friends Jude, Sharon and Tom, my
brother Jamie, everyone in the office, my mum and dad, and last of all all the people at
the Turkey Curry Buffet. 

"Well, I'll leave you two young people together," said Una. "Durr! I expect you're sick
to death of us old fuddy-duddies."

"Not at all," said Mark Darcy awkwardly with a rather unsuccessful attempt at a smile,
at which Una, after rolling her eyes,  putting a hand to her bosom and giving a gay
tinkling laugh, abandoned us with a toss of her head to a hideous silence.

 "I. Um. Are you reading any, ah ... Have you read any good books lately?" he said. 

Oh, for God's sake. 

I racked my brain frantically to think when I last read a proper book. The trouble with
working in publishing is that reading in your spare time is a bit like being a dustman
and snuffling through the pig bin in the evening. I'm halfway through Men Are from

Mars, Women Are from Venus, which Jude lent me, but I didn't think Mark Darcy,
though clearly odd, was ready to accept himself as a Martian quite yet. Then I had a
brainwave.  

"Backlash, actually, by Susan Faludi," I said triumphantly. Hah! I haven't exactly read it
as  such,  but  feel  I  have  as  Sharon  has  been  ranting  about  it  so  much.  Anyway,
completely safe option as no way diamond-pattern-jumpered goody-goody would have
read five-hundred-page feminist treatise.

 "Ah. Really?" he said. "I read that when it first came out. Didn't you find there was
rather a lot of special pleading?"

"Oh, well, not too much ...," I said wildly, racking my brains for a way to get off the
subject. "Have you been staying with your parents over New Year?" 

"Yes," he said eagerly. "You too?"

"Yes. No. I was at a party in London last night. Bit hungover, actually."
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HEART OF TRAVEL-NESS

The Time Machine, chapter XI, HG Wells (1895)

'I have already told you of the sickness and confusion that comes with time travelling.
And this time I was not seated properly in the saddle, but sideways and in an unstable
fashion. For an indefinite time I clung to the machine as it swayed and vibrated, quite
unheeding how I went, and when I brought myself to look at the dials again I was
amazed to find where I had arrived. One dial records days, and another thousands of
days, another millions of days, and another thousands of millions. Now, instead of
reversing the levers, I had pulled them over so as to go forward with them, and when I
came to look at these indicators I found that the thousands hand was sweeping round
as fast as the seconds hand of a watch—into futurity.
'As I drove on, a peculiar change crept over the appearance of things. The palpitating
greyness grew darker; then—though I was still travelling with prodigious velocity—
the blinking succession of day and night, which was usually indicative of a slower
pace, returned, and grew more and more marked. This puzzled me very much at first.
The alternations of night and day grew slower and slower, and so did the passage of
the sun across the sky, until they seemed to stretch through centuries. At last a steady
twilight brooded over the earth, a twilight only broken now and then when a comet
glared across the darkling sky. The band of light that had indicated the sun had long
since disappeared; for the sun had ceased to set—it simply rose and fell in the west,
and grew ever broader and more red. All trace of the moon had vanished. The circling
of the stars, growing slower and slower, had given place to creeping points of light..
(...)
'Far away up the desolate slope I heard a harsh scream, and saw a thing like a huge
white butterfly go slanting and fluttering up into the sky and, circling, disappear over
some low hillocks beyond. The sound of its voice was so dismal that I shivered and
seated myself more firmly upon the machine. Looking round me again, I saw that,
quite near, what I had taken to be a reddish mass of rock was moving slowly towards
me. Then I saw the thing was really a monstrous crab-like creature. Can you imagine
a crab as large as yonder table, with its many legs moving slowly and uncertainly, its
big claws swaying, its long antennae, like carters' whips, waving and feeling, and its
stalked  eyes  gleaming  at  you  on  either  side  of  its  metallic  front?  Its  back  was
corrugated and ornamented with ungainly bosses, and a greenish incrustation blotched
it here and there. I could see the many palps of its complicated mouth flickering and
feeling as it moved.
'As I stared at this sinister apparition crawling towards me, I felt a tickling on my
cheek as though a fly had lighted there. I tried to brush it away with my hand, but in a
moment it returned, and almost immediately came another by my ear. I struck at this,

and  caught  something  threadlike.  It  was  drawn  swiftly  out  of  my hand.  With  a
frightful qualm, I turned, and I saw that I had grasped the antenna of another monster
crab that stood just behind me. Its evil eyes were wriggling on their stalks, its mouth
was all alive with appetite, and its vast ungainly claws, smeared with an algal slime,
were descending upon me. In a moment my hand was on the lever, and I had placed a
month between myself and these monsters. But I was still on the same beach, and I
saw them distinctly now as soon as I stopped. Dozens of them seemed to be crawling
here and there, in the sombre light, among the foliated sheets of intense green.
'I cannot convey the sense of abominable desolation that hung over the world. The red
eastern sky, the northward blackness, the salt Dead Sea, the stony beach crawling with
these  foul,  slow-stirring  monsters,  the  uniform  poisonous-looking  green  of  the
lichenous plants, the thin air that hurts one's lungs: all contributed to an appalling
effect. I moved on a hundred years, and there was the same red sun—a little larger, a
little duller—the same dying sea, the same chill air, and the same crowd of earthy
crustacea creeping in and out among the green weed and the red rocks. And in the
westward sky, I saw a curved pale line like a vast new moon.(...)
'I looked about me to see if any traces of animal life remained. A certain indefinable
apprehension still kept me in the saddle of the machine. But I saw nothing moving, in
earth or sky or sea. 
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Gulliver's Travels, Part IV, chapter XI, J. Swift (1726-27)

Thus, gentle reader, I have given thee a faithful history of my travels for sixteen years and 
above seven months: wherein I have not been so studious of ornament as of truth.  I could,
perhaps, like others, have astonished thee with strange improbable tales; but I rather chose 
to relate plain matter of fact, in the simplest manner and style; because my principal 
design was to inform, and not to amuse thee.

It is easy for us who travel into remote countries, which are seldom visited by Englishmen 
or other Europeans, to form descriptions of wonderful animals both at sea and land.  
Whereas a traveller’s chief aim should be to make men wiser and better, and to improve 
their minds by the bad, as well as good, example of what they deliver concerning foreign 
places.

I could heartily wish a law was enacted, that every traveller, before he were permitted to 
publish his voyages, should be obliged to make oath before the Lord High Chancellor, that
all he intended to print was absolutely true to the best of his knowledge; for then the world
would no longer be deceived, as it usually is, while some writers, to make their works pass
the better upon the public, impose the grossest falsities on the unwary reader.  I have 
perused several books of travels with great delight in my younger days; but having since 
gone over most parts of the globe, and been able to contradict many fabulous accounts 
from my own observation, it has given me a great disgust against this part of reading, and 
some indignation to see the credulity of mankind so impudently abused. (...)

I know very well, how little reputation is to be got by writings which require neither 
genius nor learning, nor indeed any other talent, except a good memory, or an exact 
journal.  I know likewise, that writers of travels, like dictionary-makers, are sunk into 
oblivion by the weight and bulk of those who come last, and therefore lie uppermost.  And 
it is highly probable, that such travellers, who shall hereafter visit the countries described 
in this work of mine, may, by detecting my errors (if there be any), and adding many new 
discoveries of their own, justle me out of vogue, and stand in my place, making the world 
forget that ever I was an author.  This indeed would be too great a mortification, if I wrote 
for fame: but as my sole intention was the public good, I cannot be altogether 
disappointed.  For who can read of the virtues I have mentioned in the 
glorious Houyhnhnms, without being ashamed of his own vices, when he considers 
himself as the reasoning, governing animal of his country?  I shall say nothing of those 
remote nations where Yahoos preside; among which the least corrupted are 
the Brobdingnagians; whose wise maxims in morality and government it would be our 
happiness to observe.  But I forbear descanting further, and rather leave the judicious 
reader to his own remarks and application.(...)

I confess, it was whispered to me, “that I was bound in duty, as a subject of England, to 
have given in a memorial to a secretary of state at my first coming over; because, whatever
lands are discovered by a subject belong to the crown.”  But I doubt whether our conquests
in the countries I treat of would be as easy as those of Ferdinando Cortez over the naked 
Americans.  The Lilliputians, I think, are hardly worth the charge of a fleet and army to 
reduce them; and I question whether it might be prudent or safe to attempt 
theBrobdingnagians; or whether an English army would be much at their ease with the 
Flying Island over their heads.  The Houyhnhnms indeed appear not to be so well prepared
for war, a science to which they are perfect strangers, and especially against missive 
weapons.  However, supposing myself to be a minister of state, I could never give my 
advice for invading them.  Their prudence, unanimity, unacquaintedness with fear, and 
their love of their country, would amply supply all defects in the military art.  Imagine 
twenty thousand of them breaking into the midst of an European army, confounding the 
ranks, overturning the carriages, battering the warriors’ faces into mummy by terrible 
yerks from their hinder hoofs; for they would well deserve the character given to 
Augustus, Recalcitrat undique tutus.  But, instead of proposals for conquering that 
magnanimous nation, I rather wish they were in a capacity, or disposition, to send a 
sufficient number of their inhabitants for civilizing Europe, by teaching us the first 
principles of honour, justice, truth, temperance, public spirit, fortitude, chastity, friendship,
benevolence, and fidelity.  

"I" and "Eye" of the
writer                       

□ The writer in his/her
century

□ Meeting the Other □

The world of 
imaginary

□ Travels, exiles □ Characters and 
their 
transformations



Confessions of an English Opium-Eater, Th De Quincey
(1821)

Many years ago, when I was looking over Piranesi’s, Antiquities of Rome, Mr. 
Coleridge, who was standing by, described to me a set of plates by that artist, 
called his Dreams, and which record the scenery of his own visions during the 
delirium of a fever.  Some of them (I describe only from memory of Mr. 
Coleridge’s account) represented vast Gothic halls, on the floor of which stood all 
sorts of engines and machinery, wheels, cables, pulleys, levers, catapults, &c. &c.,
expressive of enormous power put forth and resistance overcome.  Creeping along
the sides of the walls you perceived a staircase; and upon it, groping his way 
upwards, was Piranesi himself: follow the stairs a little further and you perceive it 
come to a sudden and abrupt termination without any balustrade, and allowing no 
step onwards to him who had reached the extremity except into the depths 
below. (...)With the same power of endless growth and self-reproduction did my 
architecture proceed in dreams.  In the early stage of my malady the splendours of 
my dreams were indeed chiefly architectural; and I beheld such pomp of cities and
palaces as was never yet beheld by the waking eye unless in the clouds.  (...) and 
in ancient days Homer is I think rightly reputed to have known the virtues of 
opium.

To my architecture succeeded dreams of lakes and silvery expanses of water: (...)  
For two months I suffered greatly in my head, a part of my bodily structure which 
had hitherto been so clear from all touch or taint of weakness (physically I mean) 
that I used to say of it, as the last Lord Orford said of his stomach, that it seemed 
likely to survive the rest of my person.  Till now I had never felt a headache even, 
or any the slightest pain, except rheumatic pains caused by my own folly.  
However, I got over this attack, though it must have been verging on something 
very dangerous.

The waters now changed their character—from translucent lakes shining like 
mirrors they now became seas and oceans.  And now came a tremendous change, 
which, unfolding itself slowly like a scroll through many months, promised an 
abiding torment; and in fact it never left me until the winding up of my case.  
Hitherto the human face had mixed often in my dreams, but not despotically nor 
with any special power of tormenting.  But now that which I have called the 
tyranny of the human face began to unfold itself.  Perhaps some part of my 
London life might be answerable for this.  Be that as it may, now it was that upon 
the rocking waters of the ocean the human face began to appear; the sea appeared 

paved with innumerable faces upturned to the heavens—faces imploring, 
wrathful, despairing, surged upwards by thousands, by myriads, by generations, 
by centuries: my agitation was infinite; my mind tossed and surged with the 
ocean.

May 1818

The Malay has been a fearful enemy for months.  I have been every night, through
his means, transported into Asiatic scenes.  I know not whether others share in my 
feelings on this point; but I have often thought that if I were compelled to forego 
England, and to live in China, and among Chinese manners and modes of life and 
scenery, I should go mad.  The causes of my horror lie deep, and some of them 
must be common to others.  Southern Asia in general is the seat of awful images 
and associations.  As the cradle of the human race, it would alone have a dim and 
reverential feeling connected with it.  But there are other reasons.  No man can 
pretend that the wild, barbarous, and capricious superstitions of Africa, or of 
savage tribes elsewhere, affect him in the way that he is affected by the ancient, 
monumental, cruel, and elaborate religions of Indostan, &c.  The mere antiquity of
Asiatic things, of their institutions, histories, modes of faith, &c., is so impressive,
that to me the vast age of the race and name overpowers the sense of youth in the 
individual. (...)

I thus give the reader some slight abstraction of my Oriental dreams, which 
always filled me with such amazement at the monstrous scenery that horror 
seemed absorbed for a while in sheer astonishment.  Sooner or later came a reflux 
of feeling that swallowed up the astonishment, and left me not so much in terror as
in hatred and abomination of what I saw.  Over every form, and threat, and 
punishment, and dim sightless incarceration, brooded a sense of eternity and 
infinity that drove me into an oppression as of madness.  Into these dreams only it 
was, with one or two slight exceptions, that any circumstances of physical horror 
entered.  All before had been moral and spiritual terrors.  But here the main agents
were ugly birds, or snakes, or crocodiles; especially the last.  The cursed crocodile
became to me the object of more horror than almost all the rest.  I was compelled 
to live with him, and (as was always the case almost in my dreams) for centuries.  
I escaped sometimes, and found myself in Chinese houses, with cane tables, &c.  
All the feet of the tables, sofas, &c., soon became instinct with life: the 
abominable head of the crocodile, and his leering eyes, looked out at me, 
multiplied into a thousand repetitions; and I stood loathing and fascinated.  And so



often did this hideous reptile haunt my dreams that many times the very same 
dream was broken up in the very same way: I heard gentle voices speaking to me 
(I hear everything when I am sleeping), and instantly I awoke.  It was broad noon, 
and my children were standing, hand in hand, at my bedside—come to show me 
their coloured shoes, or new frocks, or to let me see them dressed for going out.  I 
protest that so awful was the transition from the damned crocodile, and the other 
unutterable monsters and abortions of my dreams, to the sight of 
innocent human natures and of infancy, that in the mighty and sudden revulsion of
mind I wept, and could not forbear it, as I kissed their faces.
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A Passage to India, E.M. Forster (1924)

The  first  cave  was  tolerably  convenient.  They skirted  the  puddle  of  water,  and  then
climbed up over some unattractive stones, the sun crashing on their backs. Bending their
heads, they disappeared one by one into the interior of the hills. The small black hole
gaped  where  their  varied  forms  and  colours  had  momentarily  functioned.  They were
sucked in like water down a drain. Bland and bald rose the precipices; bland and glutinous
the sky that connected the precipices; solid and white, a Brahminy kite flapped between
the rocks with a clumsiness that  seemed intentional.  Before man, with his itch for the
seemly,  had been bom, the planet  must have looked thus.  The kite flapped away.  . .  .
Before birds, perhaps. . . . And then the hole belched and humanity returned. 

A Marabar cave had been horrid as far as Mrs Moore was concerned, for she had nearly
fainted in it, and had some difficulty in preventing herself from saying so as soon as she
got into the air again. It was natural enough: she had always suffered from faintness, and

the cave had become too full,  because all  their  retinue followed them. Crammed with
villagers and servants, the circular chamber began to smell. She lost Aziz and Adela in the
dark, didn't know who touched her, couldn't breathe, and some vile naked thing struck her
face and settled on her mouth like a pad. She tried to regain the entrance tunnel, but an
influx of villagers swept her back. She hit her head. For an instant she went mad, hitting
and gasping like a fanatic. For not only did the crush and stench alarm her; there was also
a terrifying echo. 

Professor Godbole had never mentioned an echo; it never impressed him, perhaps. There
are some exquisite echoes in India; there is the whisper round the dome at Bijapur; there
are the long, solid sentences that voyage through the air at Mandu, and return unbroken to
their  creator.  The  echo  in  a  Marabar  cave  is  not  like  these,  it  is  entirely  devoid  of
distinction. Whatever is said, the same monotonous noise replies, and quivers up and down
the walls  until  it  is  absorbed  into the roof  "Bourn" is  the sound as  far  as  the human
alphabet can express it, or "bou-ourn," or "ou-boum,"~utterly dull. Hope, politeness, the
blowing of a nose, the squeak of a boot, all produce "bourn." Even the striking of a match
starts  a  little  worm  coiling,  which  is  too  small  to  complete  a  circle  but  is  eternally
watchful. And if several people talk at once, an overlapping howling noise begins, echoes
generate echoes, and the cave is stuffed with a snake composed of small snakes, which
writhe independently.
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The Journal of Lewis and Clarke,  (1804-1806)
[Lewis, May 20, 1804]

Sunday May 20th 1804 The morning was fair, and the weather pleasent; at 10 oCk A M. 
agreably to an appointment of the preceeding day, I was joined by Capt. Stoddard, Lieuts. 
Milford & Worrell together with Messrs. A. Chouteau, C. Gratiot, and many other 
respectable inhabitants of St. Louis, who had engaged to accompany me to the Vilage of 
St. Charles; accordingly at 12 Oclk after bidding an affectionate adieu to my Hostis, that 
excellent woman the spouse of Mr. Peter Chouteau, and some of my fair friends of St. 
Louis, we set forward to that village in order to join my friend companion and fellow 
labourer Capt. William Clark who had previously arrived at that place with the party 
destined for the discovery of the interior of the continent of North America the first 5 
miles of our rout laid through a beatifull high leavel and fertile prarie which incircles the 
town of St. Louis from N. W. to S. E. the lands through which we then passed are 
somewhat broken up fertile the plains and woodlands are here indiscriminately 
interspersed untill you arrive within three miles of the vilage when the woodland 
commences and continues to the Missouri the latter is extreamly fertile. At half after one 
P.M. our progress was interrupted the near approach of a violent thunder storm from the N.
W. and concluded to take shelter in a little cabbin hard by untill the rain should be over; 
accordingly we alighted and remained about an hour and a half and regailed ourselves 
with a could collation which we had taken the precaution to bring with us from St. Louis.

The clouds continued to follow each other in rapaid succession, insomuch that there was 
but little prospect of it's ceasing to rain this evening; as I had determined to reach St. 
Charles this evening and knowing that there was now no time to be lost I set forward in 
the rain, most of the gentlemen continued with me, we arrived at half after six and joined 
Capt Clark, found the party in good health and sperits. suped this evening with Monsr. 
Charles Tayong a Spanish Ensign & late Commandant of St. Charles at an early hour I 
retired to rest on board the barge—St. Charles is situated on the North bank of the 
Missouri 21 Miles above it's junction with the Mississippi, and about the same distance N. 
W. from St. Louis; it is bisected by one principal street about a mile in length runing 
nearly parrallel with the river, the plain on which it stands-is narrow tho sufficiently 
elivated to secure it against the annual inundations of the river, which usually happen in 
the month of June, and in the rear it is terminated by a range of small hills, hence the 
appellation of petit Cote, a name by which this vilage is better known to the French 
inhabitants of the Illinois than that of St. Charles. The Vilage contains a Chappel, one 
hundred dwelling houses, and about 450 inhabitants; their houses are generally small and 
but illy constructed; a great majority of the inhabitants are miserably pour, illiterate and 
when at home excessively lazy, tho they are polite hospitable and by no means deficient in
point of natural genious, they live in a perfect state of harmony among each other; and 
plase as implicit confidence in the doctrines of their speritual pastor, the Roman Catholic 

priest, as they yeald passive obedience to the will of their temporal master the 
commandant. a small garden of vegetables is the usual extent of their cultivation, and this 
is commonly imposed on the old men and boys; the men in the vigor of life consider the 
cultivation of the earth a degrading occupation, and in order to gain the necessary 
subsistence for themselves and families, either undertake hunting voyages on their own 
account, or engage themselves as hirelings to such persons as possess sufficient capital to 
extend their traffic to the natives of the interior parts of the country; on those voyages in 
either case, they are frequently absent from their families or homes the term of six twelve 
or eighteen months and alwas subjected to severe and incessant labour, exposed to the 
ferosity of the lawless savages, the vicissitudes of weather and climate, and dependant on 
chance or accident alone for food, raiment or relief in the event of malady. These people 
are principally the decendants of the Canadian French, and it is not an inconsiderable 
proportian of them that can boast a small dash of the pure blood of the aboriginees of 
America. On consulting with my friend Capt. C. I found it necessary that we should 
pospone our departure untill 2 P M. the next day and accordingly gave orders to the party 
to hold themselves in readiness to depart at that hour.

Captn. Clark now informed me that having gotten all the stores on board the Barge and 
perogues on the evening of the 13th of May he determined to leave our winter cantainment
at the mouth of River Dubois the next day, and to ascend the Missouri as far as the Vilage 
of St. Charles, where as it had been previously concerted between us, he was to wait my 
arrival; this movement while it advanced us a small distance on our rout, would also 
enable him to determine whether the vessels had been judiciously loaded and if not timely 
to make the necessary alterations; accordingly at 4 P.M. on Monday the 14th of May 1804,
he embarked with the party in the presence of a number of the neighbouring Citizens who 
had assembled to witness his departure. during the fore part of this day it rained 
excessively hard. In my last letter to the President dated at St. Louis I mentioned the 
departure of Capt. Clark from River Dubois on the 15th Inst, which was the day that had 
been calculated on, but having completed the arrangements a day earlyer he departed on 
the 14th as before mentioned. On the evening of the 14th the party halted and encamped 
on the upper point of the first Island which lyes near the Larbord shore, on the same side 
and nearly opposite the center of this Island a small Creek disimbogues called Couldwater
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SHORT STORIES

Rip Van Winkle, Washinton Irving (1829)

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Rip_Van_Winkle?oldid=0

On waking, he found himself on the green knoll whence he had
first seen the old man of the glen. He rubbed his eyes—it was a
bright  sunny  morning.  The  birds  were  hopping  and  twittering
among the bushes, and the eagle was wheeling aloft, and breasting
the pure mountain breeze. "Surely," thought Rip, "I have not slept
here all night." He recalled the occurrences before he fell asleep.
The strange man with a keg of liquor—the mountain ravine—the
wild retreat among the rocks—the woe-begone party at nine-pins
—the flagon—"Oh! that flagon! that wicked flagon!" thought Rip
—"what excuse shall I make to Dame Van Winkle!"

He looked round for his gun, but in place of the clean well-oiled
fowling-piece, he found an old firelock lying by him, the barrel
incrusted with rust, the lock falling off, and the stock worm-eaten.
He now suspected that the grave roysters of the mountain had put
a trick upon him, and, having dosed him with liquor, had robbed
him of his  gun. Wolf,  too,  had disappeared,  but he might have
strayed away after a squirrel or partridge. He whistled after him
and shouted  his  name,  but  all  in  vain;  the  echoes  repeated  his
whistle and shout, but no dog was to be seen.(...)

As he approached the village he met a number of people, but none
whom  he  knew,  which  somewhat  surprised  him,  for  he  had
thought himself acquainted with every one in the country round.
Their dress, too, was of a different fashion from that to which he
was  accustomed.  They  all  stared  at  him  with  equal  marks  of
surprise, and whenever they cast their eyes upon him, invariably

stroked  their  chins.  The  constant  recurrence  of  this  gesture
induced  Rip,  involuntarily,  to  do  the  same,  when,  to  his
astonishment, he found his beard had grown a foot long!(...)

It was with some difficulty that he found the way to his own house,
which he approached with silent awe, expecting every moment to
hear the shrill voice of Dame Van Winkle. He found the house gone
to decay—the roof fallen in, the windows shattered, and the doors
off  the  hinges.  A half-starved  dog  that  looked  like  Wolf  was
skulking about  it.  Rip  called  him by name,  but  the  cur  snarled,
showed his teeth, and passed on. This was an unkind cut indeed
—"My very dog," sighed poor Rip, "has forgotten me!"

He entered the house, which, to tell the truth, Dame Van Winkle
had always kept in neat order. It was empty, forlorn, and apparently
abandoned. This desolateness overcame all his connubial fears—he
called loudly for his wife and children—the lonely chambers rang
for a moment with his voice, and then all again was silence.(...)

Here a general shout burst from the by-standers—"A tory! a tory! a
spy!  a  refugee!  hustle  him!  away with  him!"  It  was  with  great
difficulty that  the  self-important  man in the cocked hat  restored
order; and, having assumed a tenfold austerity of brow, demanded
again of the unknown culprit, what he came there for, and whom he
was seeking? The poor man humbly assured him that he meant no
harm, but merely came there in search of some of his neighbors,
who used to keep about the tavern.

"Well—who are they?—name them."

Rip bethought himself a moment, and inquired, "Where's Nicholas
Vedder?"

There was a silence for a little while, when an old man replied, in a
thin  piping  voice,  "Nicholas  Vedder!  why,  he  is  dead  and gone
these eighteen years! There was a wooden tombstone in the church-
yard that used to tell all about him, but that's rotten and gone too."
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"Where's Brom Dutcher?"

"Oh, he went off to the army in the beginning of the war; some say
he was killed at the storming of Stony Point—others say he was
drowned in a squall at the foot of Antony's Nose. I don't know—-he
never came back again."

"Where's Van Bummel, the schoolmaster?"

"He went off to the wars too, was a great militia general, and is
now in congress."

Rip's heart died away at hearing of these sad changes in his home
and friends,  and finding himself  thus alone in the world. Every
answer puzzled him, too, by treating of such enormous lapses of
time,  and  of  matters  which  he  could  not  understand:  war—
congress—Stony Point;—he had no courage to ask after any more
friends, but cried out in despair, "Does nobody here know Rip Van
Winkle?"

"Oh, Rip Van Winkle!" exclaimed two or three. "Oh, to be sure!
that's Rip Van Winkle yonder, leaning against the tree."

Rip  looked,  and beheld a  precise counterpart  of  himself,  as  he
went up the mountain; apparently as lazy, and certainly as ragged.
The poor fellow was now completely confounded. He doubted his
own identity, and whether he was himself or another man. In the
midst of his bewilderment, the man in the cocked hat demanded
who he was, and what was his name?

"God knows," exclaimed he, at his wit's end; "I'm not myself—I'm
somebody else—that's me yonder—no—that's somebody else got
into my shoes—I was myself last night, but I fell asleep on the
mountain,  and  they've  changed  my  gun,  and  every  thing's
changed, and I'm changed, and I can't tell what's my name, or who
I am!"(...)

The  by-standers  began  now  to  look  at  each  other,  nod,  wink
significantly, and tap their fingers against their foreheads. There

was a whisper, also, about securing the gun, and keeping the old
fellow from doing mischief, at the very suggestion of which the
self-important  man  in  the  cocked  hat  retired  with  some
precipitation.  At  this  critical  moment  a  fresh  comely  woman
pressed through the throng to get a peep at the gray-bearded man.
She had a chubby child in her arms, which, frightened at his looks,
began to cry. "Hush, Rip," cried she, "hush, you little fool; the old
man won't hurt you." The name of the child, the air of the mother,
the tone of her voice, all awakened a train of recollections in his
mind. "What is your name, my good woman?" asked he.

"Judith Gardenier."

"And your father's name?"

"Ah, poor man, Rip Van Winkle was his name, but it's twenty years
since he went away from home with his gun, and never has been
heard of since—his dog came home without him; but whether he
shot himself, or was carried away by the Indians, nobody can tell. I
was then but a little girl."

Rip had but one question more to ask; but he put it with a faltering
voice:

"Where's your mother?"

"Oh, she too had died but a short time since; she broke a blood-
vessel in a fit of passion at a New-England peddler."

There  was  a  drop of  comfort,  at  least,  in  this  intelligence.  The
honest  man  could  contain  himself  no  longer.  He  caught  his
daughter and her child in his arms. "I am your father!" cried he
—"Young Rip Van Winkle once—old Rip Van Winkle now!—Does
nobody know poor Rip Van Winkle?"

All stood amazed, until an old woman, tottering out from among
the crowd, put her hand to her brow, and peering under it in his
face for a moment, exclaimed, "Sure enough! it is Rip Van Winkle



—it is himself! Welcome home, again, old neighbor—-Why, where
have you been these twenty long years?"

Rip's story was soon told, for the whole twenty years had been to
him but  as one night.  The neighbors  stared when they heard it;
some were seen to wink at each other, and put their tongues in their
cheeks: and the self-important man in the cocked hat, who, when
the alarm was over, had returned to the field, screwed down the
corners of his mouth, and shook his head—upon which there was a
general shaking of the head throughout the assemblage.
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"The Fall of the House of Usher", Edgard Allan Poe (1839)
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/House_of_Usher

Oppressed, as I certainly was, upon the occurrence of this second
and  most  extraordinary  coincidence,  by  a  thousand  conflicting
sensations, in which wonder and extreme terror were predominant,
I still retained sufficient presence of mind to avoid exciting, by any
observation, the sensitive nervousness of my companion. I was by
no  means  certain  that  he  had  noticed  the  sounds  in  question;
although, assuredly,  a strange alteration had, during the last  few
minutes, taken place in his demeanor. From a position fronting my
own, he had gradually brought round his chair, so as to sit with his
face  to  the  door  of  the  chamber;  and thus  I  could  but  partially
perceive his features, although I saw that his lips trembled as if he
were murmuring inaudibly. His head had dropped upon his breast
—yet  I  knew that  he  was  not  asleep,  from the  wide  and  rigid
opening of the eye as I caught a glance of it in profile. The motion
of his body, too, was at variance with this idea—for he rocked from
side to side with a gentle yet constant and uniform sway. Having
rapidly  taken  notice  of  all  this,  I  resumed  the  narrative  of  Sir
Launcelot, which thus proceeded:
“And now, the champion, having escaped from the terrible fury of
the  dragon,  bethinking  himself  of  the  brazen  shield,  and  of  the
breaking up of the enchantment which was upon it, removed the
carcass from out of the way before him, and approached valorously
over the silver pavement of the castle to where the shield was upon
the wall; which in sooth tarried not for his full coming, but fell
down at  his  feet  upon the silver  floor,  with a  mighty great  and
terrible ringing sound.”
No sooner had these syllables passed my lips, than—as if a shield
of brass had indeed, at the moment, fallen heavily upon a floor of
silver—I  became  aware  of  a  distinct,  hollow,  metallic,  and
clangorous,  yet  apparently  muffled,  reverberation.  Completely
unnerved, I leaped to my feet; but the measured rocking movement
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of Usher was undisturbed. I rushed to the chair in which he sat. His
eyes  were  bent  fixedly  before  him,  and  throughout  his  whole
countenance  there  reigned a  stony rigidity.  But,  as  I  placed my
hand upon his shoulder, there came a strong shudder over his whole
person; a sickly smile quivered about his lips; and I saw that he
spoke in a low, hurried, and gibbering murmur, as if unconscious of
my presence. Bending closely over him, I at length drank in the
hideous import of his words.(...)

“Not hear it?—yes, I hear it, and have heard it. Long—long—long
—many minutes, many hours, many days, have I heard it—yet I
dared not—oh, pity me, miserable wretch that I am!—I dared not—
I dared not speak! We have put her living in the tomb! Said I not
that  my senses  were  acute?  I now tell  you  that  I  heard  her  first
feeble movements in the hollow coffin. I heard them—many, many
days ago—yet I dared not—I dared not speak! And now—to-night
—Ethelred—ha! ha!—the breaking of the hermit’s  door,  and the
death-cry of the dragon, and the clangor of the shield!—say, rather,
the rending of her coffin, and the grating of the iron hinges of her
prison, and her struggles within the coppered archway of the vault!
Oh!  whither  shall  I  fly?  Will  she  not  be  here  anon?  Is  she  not
hurrying to upbraid me for my haste? Have I not heard her footstep
on the stair? Do I not distinguish that heavy and horrible beating of
her  heart?  Madman!”—here he sprang furiously to  his  feet,  and
shrieked out his syllables, as if in the effort he were giving up his
soul—“Madman! I tell you that she now stands without the door!”
As if  in  the superhuman energy of his  utterance there had been
found the potency of a spell, the huge antique panels to which the
speaker  pointed  threw  slowly  back,  upon  the  instant,  their
ponderous and ebony jaws. It was the work of the rushing gust—
but  then  without  those  doors  there did stand  the  lofty  and
enshrouded figure of the lady Madeline of Usher. There was blood
upon her  white  robes,  and the  evidence  of  some bitter  struggle
upon every portion  of  her  emaciated  frame.  For  a  moment  she

remained trembling and reeling to and fro upon the threshold—
then, with a low moaning cry, fell heavily inward upon the person
of her brother, and in her violent and now final death-agonies, bore
him  to  the  floor  a  corpse,  and  a  victim  to  the  terrors  he  had
anticipated.
From that chamber, and from that mansion, I fled aghast. The storm
was still abroad in all its wrath as I found myself crossing the old
causeway. Suddenly there shot along the path a wild light, and I
turned to see whence a gleam so unusual could have issued; for the
vast house and its shadows were alone behind me. The radiance
was that of the full, setting, and blood-red moon which now shone
vividly through that once barely-discernible fissure of which I have
before  spoken  as  extending  from the  roof  of  the  building,  in  a
zigzag direction,  to the base.  While I  gazed, this  fissure rapidly
widened—there came a fierce breath of the whirlwind—the entire
orb of the satellite burst at once upon my sight—my brain reeled as
I  saw  the  mighty  walls  rushing  asunder—there  was  a  long
tumultuous shouting sound like the voice of a thousand waters—
and the deep and dank tarn at my feet closed sullenly and silently
over the fragments of the “House of Usher.”
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"Ligeia", Edgard Allan Poe (1838)
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Ligeia

It might have been midnight, or perhaps earlier, or later, for I had
taken no note of time, when a sob, low, gentle, but very distinct,
startled me from my revery.—I felt that it came from the bed of
ebony—the bed of death. I listened in an agony of superstitious
terror—but  there  was  no repetition  of  the  sound.  I  strained my
vision to detect any motion in the corpse—but there was not the
slightest  perceptible.  Yet  I  could not have been deceived.  I  had
heard the noise, however faint, and my soul was awakened within
me. I resolutely and perseveringly kept my attention riveted upon
the body. Many minutes elapsed before any circumstance occurred
tending  to  throw  light  upon  the  mystery.  At  length  it  became
evident that a slight, a very feeble, and barely noticeable tinge of
color had flushed up within the cheeks, and along the sunken small
veins of the eyelids. Through a species of unutterable horror and
awe,  for  which  the  language  of  mortality  has  no  sufficiently
energetic expression, I felt my heart cease to beat, my limbs grow
rigid where I sat. Yet a sense of duty finally operated to restore my
self-possession.  I  could  no  longer  doubt  that  we  had  been
precipitate  in  our  preparations—that  Rowena  still  lived.  It  was
necessary that some immediate exertion be made; yet turret was
altogether  apart  from the  portion  of  the  abbey tenanted  by  the
servants—there  were  none  within  call—I  had  no  means  of
summoning them to my aid without leaving the room for many
minutes—and this I could not venture to do. I therefore struggled
alone in my endeavors to call back the spirit ill hovering. In a short
period it was certain, however, that a relapse had taken place; the
color disappeared from both eyelid and cheek, leaving a wanness
even more than that of marble; the lips became doubly shrivelled
and  pinched  up in  the  ghastly  expression  of  death;  a  repulsive
clamminess  and  coldness  overspread  rapidly  the  surface  of  the
body; and all the usual rigorous illness immediately supervened. I

fell back with a shudder upon the couch from which I had been so
startlingly aroused, and again gave myself up to passionate waking
visions of Ligeia.

An hour thus elapsed when (could it be possible?) I was a second time
aware of some vague sound issuing from the region of the bed. I listened
—in extremity of horror. The sound came again—it was a sigh. Rushing
to the corpse, I saw—distinctly saw—a tremor upon the lips. In a minute
afterward  they  relaxed,  disclosing  a  bright  line  of  the  pearly  teeth.
Amazement now struggled in my bosom with the profound awe which
had hitherto reigned there alone. I felt that my vision grew dim, that my
reason wandered; and it  was only by a violent effort  that I  at  length
succeeded in nerving myself to the task which duty thus once more had
pointed out. There was now a partial glow upon the forehead and upon
the cheek and throat; a perceptible warmth pervaded the whole frame;
there was even a slight pulsation at the heart. The lady lived; and with
redoubled ardor I betook myself to the task of restoration. I chafed and
bathed  the  temples  and  the  hands,  and  used  every  exertion  which
experience,  and no little medical reading, could suggest.  But in vain.
Suddenly,  the  color  fled,  the  pulsation  ceased,  the  lips  resumed  the
expression of the dead, and, in an instant afterward, the whole body took
upon  itself  the  icy  chilliness,  the  livid  hue,  the  intense  rigidity,  the
sunken outline,  and all  the loathsome peculiarities  of  that  which has
been, for many days, a tenant of the tomb.(...)

And again I sunk into visions of Ligeia—and again, (what marvel that I
shudder while I write,) again there reached my ears a low sob from the
region of the ebony bed. But why shall I minutely detail the unspeakable
horrors of that night? Why shall I pause to relate how, time after time,
until  near  the  period  of  the  gray  dawn,  this  hideous  drama  of
revivification was repeated; how each terrific relapse was only into a
sterner and apparently more irredeemable death; how each agony wore
the aspect of a struggle with some invisible foe; and how each struggle
was  succeeded  by I  know  not  what  of  wild  change  in  the  personal
appearance of the corpse? Let me hurry to a conclusion.
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The greater part of the fearful night had worn away, and she who
had been dead, once again stirred—and now more vigorously than
hitherto, although arousing from a dissolution more appalling in its
utter  hopelessness  than any.  I  had long ceased to  struggle or  to
move, and remained sitting rigidly upon the ottoman, a helpless
prey to  a  whirl  of violent  emotions,  of  which extreme awe was
perhaps the least terrible, the least consuming. The corpse, I repeat,
stirred,  and  now more  vigorously  than  before.  The  hues  of  life
flushed up with unwonted energy into the countenance—the limbs
relaxed—and,  save  that  the  eyelids  were  yet  pressed  heavily
together,  and  that  the  bandages  and  draperies  of  the  grave  still
imparted their charnel character to the figure, I might have dreamed
that Rowena had indeed shaken off, utterly,  the fetters of Death.
But if this idea was not, even then, altogether adopted, I could at
least doubt no longer, when, arising from the bed, tottering, with
feeble  steps,  with  closed  eyes,  and  with  the  manner  of  one
bewildered in  a  dream, the thing that  was enshrouded advanced
boldly and palpably into the middle of the apartment.

I trembled not—I stirred not—for a crowd of unutterable fancies
connected  with  the  air,  the  stature,  the  demeanor  of  the  figure,
rushing hurriedly through my brain, had paralyzed—had chilled me
into stone. I stirred not—but gazed upon the apparition. There was
a mad disorder in my thoughts—a tumult unappeasable. Could it,
indeed, be the living Rowena who confronted me? Could it indeed
be  Rowena  at  all—the  fair-haired,  the  blue-eyed  Lady  Rowena
Trevanion of Tremaine? Why, why should I doubt it? The bandage
lay heavily about the mouth—but then might it not be the mouth of
the breathing Lady of Tremaine? And the cheeks-there were the
roses as in her noon of life—yes, these might indeed be the fair
cheeks  of  the  living  Lady  of  Tremaine.  And  the  chin,  with  its
dimples,  as  in  health,  might  it  not  be  hers?—but  had  she  then
grown taller since her malady? What inexpressible madness seized
me  with  that  thought?  One  bound,  and  I  had  reached  her  feet!
Shrinking from my touch, she let fall from her head, unloosened,

the ghastly cerements which had confined it,  and there streamed
forth, into the rushing atmosphere of the chamber, huge masses of
long and dishevelled hair; it was blacker than the raven wings of
the midnight! And now slowly opened the eyes of the figure which
stood before  me.  "Here  then,  at  least,"  I  shrieked aloud,  "can  I
never—can I never be mistaken—these are the full, and the black,
and the wild eyes—of my lost love—of the lady—of the LADY
LIGEIA."
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"Good Country People", Flannery O'Connor (1955)
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Good_Country_People

The boy gave her a long penetrating look. “Because,” he said, “it’s
what makes you different. You ain’t like anybody else.” 

She sat  staring at  him. There was nothing about her face or her
round freezing-blue eyes to indicate that this had moved her; but she
felt as if her heart had stopped and left her mind to pump her blood.
She decided that for the first time in her life she was face to face with
real  innocence.  This  boy,  with  an  instinct  that  came  from beyond
wisdom, had touched the truth about her. When after a minute, she
said in a hoarse high voice, “All right,” it was like surrendering to him
completely.  It  was  like  losing  her  own  life  and  finding  it  again,
miraculously, in his. 

Very gently, he began to roll the slack leg up. The artificial limb, in
a white sock and brown flat shoe, was bound in a heavy material like
canvas and ended in an ugly jointure where it  was attached to the
stump.  The  boy’s  face  and  his  voice  were  entirely reverent  as  he
uncovered it and said, “Now show me how to take it off and on.”

She took it off for him and put it back on again and then he took it
off himself, handling it as tenderly as if it were a real one. “See!” he
said with a delighted child’s face. “Now I can do it myself!” 

“Put it back on,” she said. She was thinking that  she would run
away with him and that every night he would take the leg off and
every morning put it back on again. “Put it back on,” she said.

 “Not yet,” he murmured, setting it on its foot out of her reach.
“Leave it off for awhile. You got me instead.” 

She gave a little cry of alarm but he pushed her down and began to
kiss her again. Without the leg she felt entirely dependent on him. Her
brain  seemed  to  have  stopped  thinking  altogether  and  to  be  about
some other function that it was not very good at. Different expressions
raced back and forth over her face. Every now and then the boy, his
eyes  like  two steel  spikes,would  glance  behind him where  the  leg

stood. Finally she pushed him off and said, “Put it back on me now.” 
“Wait,” he said. He leaned the other way and pulled the valise toward

him and opened it. It had a pale blue spotted lining and there were only two
Bibles in it. He took one of these out and opened the cover of it. It was
hollow and contained a pocket flask of whiskey, a pack of cards, and a
small blue box with printing on it. He laid these out in front of her one at a
time in an evenly-spaced row, like one presenting offerings at the shrine of
a goddess.  He put  the blue box in her  hand.  THIS PRODUCT TO BE
USED  ONLY FOR THE PREVENTION  OF  DISEASE,  she  read,  and
dropped it. The boy was unscrewing the top of the flask. He stopped and
pointed, with a smile, to the deck of cards. It was not an ordinary deck but
one with an obscene picture on the back of each card. “Take a swig,” he
said, offering her the bottle first. He held it in front  of her, but like one
mesmerized, she did not move. (...)

Her voice when she spoke had an almost pleading sound. “Aren’t you,”
she murmured, “aren’t you just good country people?” 

The boy cocked his head. He looked as if  he were just  beginning to
understand that she might be trying to insult him. “Yeah,” he said, curling
his lip slightly, “but it ain’t held me back none. I’m as good as you any day
in the week.” 

“Give me my leg,” she said. 
He pushed it farther away with his foot. “Come on now, let’s begin

to have us a good time,” he said coaxingly. “We ain’t got to know one
another good yet.” 

“Give me my leg!” she screamed and tried to lunge for it but he
pushed her down easily. 

“What’s the matter with you all of a sudden?” he asked, frowning
as he screwed the top on the flask and put it quickly back inside the
Bible.  “You just  a  while  ago said you didn’t  believe in  nothing.  I
thought you was some girl!” 

Her  face  was  almost  purple.  “You’re  a  Christian!”   she  hissed.
“You’re a fine Christian! You’re just like them all – say one thing and
do another. You’re a perfect Christian, you’re…” 
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The boy’s mouth was set angrily. “I hope you don’t think,” he said
in a lofty indignant tone, “that I believe in that crap! I may sell Bibles
but I know which end is up and I wasn’t born yesterday and I know
where I’m going!” 

“Give me my leg!” she screeched. He jumped up so quickly that
she barely saw him sweep the cards and the blue box back into the
Bible and throw the Bible into the valise. She saw him grab the leg
and then she saw it for an instant slanted forlornly across  the inside of
the  suitcase  with  a  Bible  at  either  side  of  its  opposite  ends.  He
slammed the lid shut and snatched up the valise and swung it down
the  hole  and  then  stepped  through  himself.  When  all  of  him  had
passed but his head, he turned and regarded her with a look that no
longer  had  any  admiration  in  it.  “I’ve  gotten  a  lot  of  interesting
things,” he said. “One time I got a woman’s glass eye this way. And
you needn’t to think you’ll catch me because Pointer ain’t really my
name. I use a different name at every house I call at and don’t stay
nowhere long. And I’ll tell you another thing, Hulga,” he said, using
the name  as if he didn’t think much of it, “you ain’t so smart. I been
believing in nothing ever since I was born!” and then the toast-colored
hat disappeared down the hole and the girl  was left,  sitting on the
straw in the dusty sunlight. When she turned her churning face toward
the opening, she saw his blue figure struggling successfully over the
green speckled lake.
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"The Daughters of the Late Colonel", Katherine Mansfield (1922)
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_Daughters_of_the_Late_Colonel

I

The week after was one of the busiest weeks of their lives. Even when they
went to bed it was only their bodies that lay down and rested; their minds
went  on,  thinking  things  out,  talking  things  over,  wondering,  deciding,
trying to remember where...

Constantia  lay  like  a  statue,  her  hands  by  her  sides,  her  feet  just
overlapping each other, the sheet up to her chin. She stared at the ceiling.

"Do you think father would mind if we gave his top-hat to the porter?"

"The  porter?"  snapped  Josephine.  "Why  ever  the  porter?  What  a  very
extraordinary idea!"

"Because," said Constantia slowly, "he must often have to go to funerals.
And I noticed at--at the cemetery that he only had a bowler." She paused. "I
thought then how very much he'd appreciate a top-hat. We ought to give
him a present, too. He was always very nice to father."

"But," cried Josephine, flouncing on her pillow and staring across the dark
at Constantia, "father's head!" And suddenly, for one awful moment, she
nearly giggled. Not, of course, that she felt in the least like giggling. It must
have been habit. Years ago, when they had stayed awake at night talking,
their  beds had simply heaved. And now the porter's  head, disappearing,
popped  out,  like  a  candle,  under  father's  hat...The  giggle  mounted,
mounted; she clenched her hands; she fought it down; she frowned fiercely
at the dark and said "Remember" terribly sternly.

"We can decide to-morrow," she said.

Constantia had noticed nothing; she sighed.

"Do you think we ought to have our dressing-gowns dyed as well?"

"Black?" almost shrieked Josephine.
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"Well, what else?" said Constantia. "I was thinking--it doesn't seem
quite sincere, in a way, to wear black out of doors and when we're
fully dressed, and then when we're at home--"

"But nobody sees us," said Josephine. She gave the bedclothes such a
twitch that both her feet became uncovered, and she had to creep up
the pillows to get them well under again.

"Kate does," said Constantia. "And the postman very well might."

Josephine  thought  of  her  dark-red  slippers,  which  matched  her
dressing-  gown,  and of  Constantia's  favourite  indefinite  green  ones
which went with hers. Black! Two black dressing-gowns and two pairs
of black woolly slippers, creeping off to the bathroom like black cats.

"I don't think it's absolutely necessary," said she.

Silence. Then Constantia said, "We shall have to post the papers with
the notice in them to-morrow to catch the Ceylon mail...How many
letters have we had up till now?"

"Twenty-three."

Josephine had replied to them all,  and twenty-three times when she
came to "We miss our dear father so much" she had broken down and
had to use her handkerchief, and on some of them even to soak up a
very  light-blue  tear  with  an  edge  of  blotting-paper.  Strange!  She
couldn't  have  put  it  on--but  twenty-three  times.  Even now, though,
when  she  said  over  to  herself  sadly  "We  miss  our  dear  father  so
much," she could have cried if she'd wanted to.
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"Bartleby, the Scrivener", Herman Melville (1822)
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Bartleby

Going up stairs to my old haunt, there was Bartleby silently sitting upon the
banister at the landing.

"What are you doing here, Bartleby?" said I.

"Sitting upon the banister," he mildly replied.

I motioned him into the lawyer's room, who then left us.

"Bartleby," said I, "are you aware that you are the cause of great tribulation
to me, by persisting in occupying the entry after being dismissed from the
office?"

No answer.

"Now one of two things must take place.  Either you must do something, or
something must be done to you.  Now what sort of business would you like
to engage in?  Would you like to re-engage in copying for some one?"

"No; I would prefer not to make any change."

"Would you like a clerkship in a dry-goods store?"

"There  is  too  much  confinement  about  that.   No,  I  would  not  like  a
clerkship; but I am not particular."

"Too much confinement," I cried, "why you keep yourself confined all the
time!"

"I would prefer not to take a clerkship," he rejoined, as if to settle that little
item at once.
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"How would a bar-tender's business suit you?  There is no trying of
the eyesight in that."

"I would not like it at all; though, as I said before, I am not particular."

His unwonted wordiness inspirited me.  I returned to the charge.

"Well then, would you like to travel through the country collecting
bills for the merchants?  That would improve your health."

"No, I would prefer to be doing something else."

"How then would going as a companion to Europe, to entertain some
young gentleman with your conversation,--how would that suit you?"

"Not at all.  It does not strike me that there is any thing definite about
that.  I like to be stationary.  But I am not particular."(...)

"Stationary you shall be then," I cried, now losing all patience, and for
the first time in all my exasperating connection with him fairly flying
into a passion.  "If you do not go away from these premises before
night,  I  shall  feel  bound--indeed I  _am_ bound--to--to--to  quit  the
premises  myself!"   I  rather  absurdly concluded,  knowing not  with
what possible threat to try to frighten his immobility into compliance.
Despairing of all further efforts, I was precipitately leaving him, when
a  final  thought  occurred  to  me--one  which  had  not  been  wholly
unindulged before.

"Bartleby,"  said  I,  in  the  kindest  tone  I  could  assume  under  such
exciting circumstances, "will you go home with me now--not to my
office, but my dwelling--and remain there till we can conclude upon
some convenient arrangement for you at our leisure?  Come, let us
start now, right away."

"No:  at present I would prefer not to make any change at all."

I answered nothing; but effectually dodging every one by the suddenness
and  rapidity  of  my flight,  rushed  from the  building,  ran  up  Wall-street
towards Broadway, and jumping into the first omnibus was soon removed
from pursuit.  As soon as tranquility returned I distinctly perceived that I
had now done all that I possibly could, both in respect to the demands of
the landlord and his tenants, and with regard to my own desire and sense of
duty,  to benefit  Bartleby, and shield him from rude persecution.   I now
strove to be entirely care-free and quiescent; and my conscience justified
me in the attempt; though indeed it was not so successful as I could have
wished.   So  fearful  was  I  of  being  again  hunted  out  by  the  incensed
landlord  and  his  exasperated  tenants,  that,  surrendering  my business  to
Nippers,  for  a  few days  I  drove  about  the  upper  part  of  the  town and
through  the  suburbs,  in  my rockaway;  crossed  over  to  Jersey City  and
Hoboken, and paid fugitive visits to Manhattanville and Astoria.  In fact I
almost lived in my rockaway for the time.

When again I entered my office, lo, a note from the landlord lay upon the
desk.  I opened it with trembling hands.  It informed me that the writer had
sent to the police, and had Bartleby removed to the Tombs as a vagrant.
Moreover, since I knew more about him than any one else, he wished me to
appear at  that place,  and make a suitable statement of the facts.   These
tidings had a conflicting effect upon me.  At first I was indignant; but at last
almost approved.  The landlord's energetic, summary disposition had led
him to adopt a procedure which I do not think I would have decided upon
myself;  and  yet  as  a  last  resort,  under  such  peculiar  circumstances,  it
seemed the only plan.

As  I  afterwards  learned,  the  poor  scrivener,  when told  that  he must  be
conducted to the Tombs, offered not the slightest obstacle, but in his pale
unmoving way, silently acquiesced.



Some of the compassionate and curious bystanders joined the party;
and headed by one of the constables arm in arm with Bartleby, the
silent procession filed its way through all the noise, and heat, and joy
of the roaring thoroughfares at noon.(...)

The same day I received the note I went to the Tombs, or to speak
more properly, the Halls of Justice.  Seeking the right officer, I stated
the  purpose  of  my  call,  and  was  informed  that  the  individual  I
described  was  indeed  within.   I  then  assured  the  functionary  that
Bartleby  was  a  perfectly  honest  man,  and  greatly  to  be
compassionated,  however unaccountably eccentric.   I  narrated all  I
knew, and closed by suggesting the idea of letting him remain in as
indulgent confinement as possible till something less harsh might be
done--though indeed I hardly knew what.  At all events, if nothing
else could be decided upon, the alms-house must receive him.  I then
begged to have an interview.

Being under no disgraceful charge, and quite serene and harmless in
all  his  ways,  they  had  permitted  him freely  to  wander  about  the
prison, and especially in the inclosed grass-platted yard thereof.  And
so I found him there, standing all alone in the quietest of the yards,
his face towards a high wall, while all around, from the narrow slits
of the jail windows, I thought I saw peering out upon him the eyes of
murderers and thieves.

"Bartleby!"

"I know you," he said, without looking round,--"and I want nothing to
say to you."

"It was not I that brought you here, Bartleby," said I, keenly pained at
his implied suspicion.  "And to you, this should not be so vile a place.
Nothing reproachful attaches to you by being here.  And see, it is not
so sad a place as one might think.  Look, there is the sky, and here is

the grass."

"I know where I am," he replied, but would say nothing more, and so I left
him.

As  I  entered  the  corridor  again,  a  broad  meat-like  man,  in  an  apron,
accosted me, and jerking his thumb over his shoulder said--"Is that your
friend?"

"Yes."

"Does he want to starve?  If he does, let him live on the prison fare, that's
all."

"Who are you?" asked I, not knowing what to make of such an unofficially
speaking person in such a place.

"I  am the  grub-man.   Such gentlemen as  have  friends  here,  hire  me to
provide them with something good to eat."

"Is this so?" said I, turning to the turnkey.

He said it was.

"Well then," said I, slipping some silver into the grub-man's hands (for so
they called him).   "I  want  you to give particular attention to  my friend
there; let him have the best dinner you can get.  And you must be as polite
to him as possible."

"Introduce  me,  will  you?"  said  the  grub-man,  looking  at  me  with  an
expression which seem to say he was all impatience for an opportunity to
give a specimen of his breeding.

Thinking  it  would  prove  of  benefit  to  the  scrivener,  I  acquiesced;  and



asking the grub-man his name, went up with him to Bartleby.

"Bartleby, this is Mr. Cutlets; you will find him very useful to you."

"Your sarvant,  sir,  your sarvant," said the grub-man, making a low
salutation behind his apron.  "Hope you find it pleasant here, sir;--
spacious grounds--cool apartments, sir--hope you'll stay with us some
time--try to  make  it  agreeable.   May Mrs.  Cutlets  and  I  have  the
pleasure  of  your  company  to  dinner,  sir,  in  Mrs.  Cutlets'  private
room?"

"I prefer not to dine to-day," said Bartleby, turning away.  "It would
disagree  with me;  I  am unused to  dinners."   So saying he  slowly
moved  to  the  other  side  of  the  inclosure,  and  took  up  a  position
fronting the dead-wall.

"How's  this?"  said  the  grub-man,  addressing  me  with  a  stare  of
astonishment.  "He's odd, aint he?"

"I think he is a little deranged," said I, sadly.

"Deranged? deranged is it?  Well now, upon my word, I thought that
friend of  yourn was a  gentleman forger;  they are always pale  and
genteel-like, them forgers.  I can't pity'em--can't help it, sir.  Did you
know Monroe Edwards?" he added touchingly,  and paused.  Then,
laying  his  hand  pityingly  on  my  shoulder,  sighed,  "he  died  of
consumption at Sing-Sing.  So you weren't acquainted with Monroe?"

"No, I was never socially acquainted with any forgers.  But I cannot
stop longer.  Look to my friend yonder.  You will not lose by it.  I will
see you again.

Some few days after this, I again obtained admission to the Tombs, and
went through the corridors in quest of Bartleby; but without finding him.

"I saw him coming from his cell not long ago," said a turnkey, "may be he's
gone to loiter in the yards."

So I went in that direction.

"Are you looking for the silent man?" said another turnkey passing me.
"Yonder he lies--sleeping in the yard there.  'Tis not twenty minutes since I
saw him lie down."

The yard was entirely quiet.  It was not accessible to the common prisoners.
The surrounding walls, of amazing thickness, kept off all sounds behind
them.  The Egyptian character of the masonry weighed upon me with its
gloom.  But a soft imprisoned turf grew under foot.  The heart of the eternal
pyramids, it seemed, wherein, by some strange magic, through the clefts,
grass-seed, dropped by birds, had sprung.

Strangely huddled at the base of the wall, his knees drawn up, and lying on
his side, his head touching the cold stones, I saw the wasted Bartleby.  But
nothing stirred.  I paused; then went close up to him; stooped over, and saw
that  his  dim eyes  were open; otherwise he seemed profoundly sleeping.
Something prompted me to touch him.  I felt  his hand, when a tingling
shiver ran up my arm and down my spine to my feet.

The round face of the grub-man peered upon me now.  "His dinner is ready.
Won't he dine to-day, either?  Or does he live without dining?"

"Lives without dining," said I, and closed his eyes.

"Eh!--He's asleep, aint he?"

"With kings and counselors," murmured I.
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