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Teacher Guide Blackout Poetry

1) The first thing you want f i t poetry is gather the

materials! el
2) You will need: pencils, erasers, markers, crayons, colored pencils. You will

also need: old books, magazines, or newspapers (texts that you’re willing to

NOTEOR EDUCATIONAL USE
If you need books for your students to rip pages from, here is what | suggest:
« Send out a building-wide email to your colleagues. Let them know you are doing a

project with your students and you need donations of books that they do not want
anymore or that they are willing to let be destroyed.

« Contact your school/distriet libtari ore i an net, they will be familiar with
blackout poetry and will tEo ' I you.
« If you don’t mind spending a'fe ks, Vi I ignment shops or thrift

stores. Buy the cheapest books you can find! | recommend self-help books or

syc ec aloto i0 -reflective words i
em that k ier.
« Print pages from novels that are in the public domain under free use. Anyone can

use work in the pubic domain without permission according to the copyright
limitation on the work. (I’'ve included some printable pages in this product.)

3) Use the powerpoint lesson to teach students about blackout poetry! Give students a
couple of days to build and perfect their personal creations. Have fun! :)
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PRINTABLE&OOK PAGES

The Great Gatsby

SWe don 't know, ¢ach other Very well, Nick, /shefsaid suddenly? “Evenfif wefare
cousins. Youididnt come.to my wedding.» {I"wasn’t backsfrom the warn.”.~ That’s
true.” She hesitated. “Well, I’ve had a very bad time, Nick, and I'm pretty cynical
about everything.” Evidently she had reason to be. I waited but she didn’t say any
more, and after a moment I returned rather feebly to the subject of her daughter. “I
suppose she talks, and — eats, and everything.” “Oh, yes.” She looked at me
absently. “Listen, Nick; let me tc€ll you'what I{said when she was born. Would you
like to hear?” “Very much.” ¥Igllshow you-how [Pve gotten to feel about —
things. Well, she was less than an hour old and Tom was God knows where. I woke
up lout of.the ether with an utterly abandoned feeling.fand asked the nurse right
away if 1t was™a boy“or a“girl""Shetold me it was'a girl,"and 'so T turned My head
away and wept. ‘all right,” I said, ‘I’'m glad it’s a girl. And I hope she’ll be a fool —
that’s the best thing a girl can be in this world, a beautiful little fool.” “You see I
think everything’s terrible anyhow,” she went on in a convinced way. “Everybody
thinks so — the most advanced people. And I KNOW. I’ve been everywhere and
seen everything and done everything.” Her eyes flashed around her in a defiant
way, rather like Tom’s, andishe’ laughed with_thrilling scorn. “Sophisticated —
God, I'm sophisticated!” The finstant=her voice=broke' off, ceasing to compel my
attention, my belief, I felt the basic insincerity of what she had said. It made_me
uneasy, as=though the whele eyening had been a trick of some sort to exact a
contributory emotion from me. I waited, and sure enough, in a moment she looked
at me with an absolute smirk on her lovely face, as if she had asserted her
membership in a rather distinguished secret society to which she and Tom
belonged. Inside, the crimson room bloomed with light. Tom and Miss Baker sat at
either end of the long couch and she read aloud to him from the SATURDAY
EVENING POST.
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The Great Gatsby
Chapter 2

A bout half way between West' Eggiand New ¥Yeik the motor road hastily joins the
railroad and runs beside it for a quarter of a mile, so as to shrink away from a
certain desolate ‘area’ of land. This is afvalley of ashes/— a famtastic\farm where
ashes grow [iKe wheat intd' ridges and hills"and" grotesqtie gardens; where ashes
take the forms of houses and chimneys and rising smoke and, finally, with a
transcendent effort, of men who move dimly and already crumbling through the
powdery air. Occasionally a line of gray cars crawls along an invisible track, gives
out a ghastly creak, and comes to rest, and immediately the ash-gray men swarm
up with leaden spades and/stig up=an,iumpenetrable €loud, which screens their
obscure operations from your sight. But above the gray land and the spasms of
bleak dust-which deift endlessly, oyer it, you pgrceiveyafter a moment, the eyes of
Doctor T.J. Ecklebutg. The eyes of Doctor T J.Eckleburg are blue and giganti¢ —
their irises are one yard high. They look out of no face, but, instead, from a pair of
enormous yellow spectacles which pass over a nonexistent nose. Evidently some
wild wag of an oculist set them there to fatten his practice in the borough of
Queens, and then sank down himself into eternal blindness, or forgot them and
moved away. But his eyes, dimmed a little by many paintless days, under sun and
rain, brood on over the solemn dumping ground. The valley of ashes is bounded on
one side by a small foul river, and, when the drawbridge is up to let barges through,
the passengers on waiting trains can stare at the dismal scene for as long as half an
hours There is=always a halt thercpof at Jeast ayminute, and,itswas because of ghis
that I first met TomBuchanan’s mistress. The-fact that he had one=was insisted
upon wherever he was known. His acquaintances resented the fact that he turned
up in popular restaurants with her and, leaving her at a table, sauntered about,
chatting with whomsoever he knew.
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The Great Gatsby

Though I was curious to see her, I had no desire to meet her — but I did. I went up
to New York with Tom on the trainsone afterneon, and when we stopped by the
ashheaps he jumped to his feet and, taking hold of my elbow, literally forced me
from the can. “We re/getting off,” he insisted. fTiwant you tomeet my'girl.” I think
he’d tanked Up a good™deal™at Itincheén, and his™ det€rmination to "have my
company bordered on violence. The supercilious assumption was that on Sunday
afternoon I had nothing better to do. I followed

him over a low whitewashed railroad fence, and we walked back a hundred yards
along the road under Doctor Eckleburg’s persistent stare. The only building in sight
was a small block of yellow brick sitting on the edge of the waste land, a sort of
compactMain=Street, ministering to it; and, contigueus tosabselutelynothing. One
of the three shops it‘contained was for rent and.another was an all-night restaurant,
approached by a trail of ashes; the third was a garage — Repairs. GEORGE B.
WILSON. Cars bought and sold.— and I followed Tom inside. The interior was
unprosperous and bare; the only car visible was the dust-covered wreck of a Ford
which crouched in a dim corner. It had occurred to me that this shadow of a garage
must be a blind, and that sumptuous and romantic apartments were concealed
overhead, when the proprigtor himself appeared in_the door of an office, wiping his
hands on a piece of waste=He=was=a blond, spiritless man, anaemic, and faintly
handsome. When he saw us a damp gleam of hope sprang into his light blue eyes.
“Hello, Wilsonpold=-man /=said<lom, slappimng him=jevially=en the shoulder. “How’s
business?” “l can’t complain,” answered Wilsen unconvincingly. “When_are you
going to sell me that car?” “Next week; I’ve got my man working on it now.”
“Works pretty slow, don’t he?” “No, he doesn’t,” said Tom coldly. “And if you feel
that way about it, maybe I'd better sell it somewhere else after all.” “I don’t mean
that,” explained Wilson quickly. “I just meant — —"

21



The Great Gatsby

His voice faded off and Tomhglanced impatiently ‘around the garage. Then I heard
footsteps on a stairs, and in a moment the thickish figure of a woman blocked out
the light from the office door. She was in the middle thirties, and faintly stout, but
she carried: her surplus flesh sensuously as some women can:\Her/face, above a
spotted dress 6f dark® blué*trépe-dechine;"contained no facet or gleam of beauty,
but there was an immediately perceptible vitality about her as if the nerves of her
body were continually smouldering. She smiled slowly and, walking through her
husband as if he were a ghost, shook hands with Tom, looking him flush in the eye.
Then she wet her lips, and without turning around spoke to her husband in a soft,
coarse voice: “Get some chairs,why=don’t yousso somebody can sit down.” “Oh,
sure,” agreed Wilson hurriedly, and went toward “the little office, mingling
immediately with the cement.color, of theawalls. Aswhite ashen,dust veiled his dark
suit and his pale‘hait,as it veiled everything in-the vicinity — exeept-his wife, who
moved close to Tom. “I want to see you,” said Tom intently. “Get on the next
train.” “All right.” “I’ll meet you by the news-stand on the lower level.” She
nodded and moved away from him just as George Wilson emerged with two chairs
from his office door. We waited for her down the road and out of sight. It was a few
days before the Fourth of July, and a gray, scrawny Italian child was setting
torpedoes in a row along_the railroad_track. “‘Ierrible place, isn’t it,” said Tom,
exchanging a frown with/ Doctor Eckleburg. “Awful.” “It does her good to get
away.” “Doesn’t her husband object?” “Wilson? He thinks she goes to see her
sister in INewsYeorkeHe’ spsor dumbphe doesn’t knowrhe’s aliver” So Tem Buchanan
and his girl andJ went up _together.to New,York,—+ or not quiteitogether, for Mrs.
Wilson sat discreetly in another car. Tom deferred that much to the sensibilities of
those East Eggers who might be on the train.

That was for the golf tournament. She had lost in the finals the week before. “You
don’t know who we are,” said one of the girls in yellow, “but we met you here
about a month ago.” “Yowwe dyedryour hair since then,” remarked Jordan, and I
started, but the girls had moved casually on and her remark was addressed to the
premature moon, produced like the supper, no doubt, out of a caterer’s basket. With
Jordan’s slenderigolden arm resting in ming, we descended the steps/and sauntered
about the garden.
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The Great Gatsby

us as Mr. Mumble. “Do you ¢ome to these/parties often?” inquired Jordan of the
girl beside her. “The last one was the one I'metyou ‘at,” answered the girl, in an
alert confident voice. She turned to her companion: “Wasn’t it for you, Lucille?” It
was for Luaille, toos “I like to come,” Lucille said. I mever care what 1 do, so I
always have a"good time."When [ was here last ['tore"my“gown on a chair,"and he
asked me my name and address — inside of a week I got a package from Croirier’s
with a new evening gown in it.” “Did you keep it?” asked Jordan. “Sure I did. I
was going to wear it to-night, but it was too big in the bust and had to be altered. It
was gas blue with lavender beads. Two hundred and sixty-five dollars.” “There’s
something funny about afellow that’ll, do ‘a thing/like that,” said the other girl
eagerly. “He doesn’t want any trouble with ANYbody.” “Who doesn’t?” I inquired.
“@atsbygsomebodys, toldwi@ws— + yTheatwo, gitls, and=Jordan, leaned, together
confidentially. “Somebody told /me they thought he killed/a man /once.” A thrill
passed over all of us. The three Mr. Mumbles bent forward and listened eagerly. “I
don’t think it’s so much THAT,” argued Lucille sceptically; “it’s more that he was a
German spy during the war.” One of the men nodded in confirmation. “I heard that
from a man who knew all about him, grew up with him in Germany,” he assured us
positively. “Oh, no,” said the first girl, “it couldn’t be that, because he was in the
American army during the war,” As _our credulity switched back to her she leaned
forward with enthusiasm. *Youdook=at him sometimes when he thinks nobody’s
looking at him. I’'ll bet he killed a man.” She narrowed her eyes and shivered.
Lucille shivered. Weyall turnedwand lookedyaroundyfer Gatsbymltpwasytestimony to
the romanticispeculation he inspired that,there were whispers about hum, from these
who found little that it was necessary to whisper about in this world. The first
supper — there would be another one after midnight — was now being served, and
Jordan invited me to join her own party, who were spread around a table on the
other side of the garden. There were three married couples and Jordan’s escort, a
persistent undergraduate jgivemstorvielent pinnuendo, gand obviously under the
impression that sooner or [later Jordan was going to yicld him up her person to a
greater or lesser degree.

36



The Great Gatsby

Again at eight o’clock, when the [dark lanes of the Horties were five deep with
throbbing taxi-cabs, bound for thewtheatre idistsict, [felt a sinking in my heart.
Forms leaned together in the taxis as they waited, and voices sang, and there was
laughter fztom unheard jekes, and lighted ¢igarettes (outlined unintelligible: 70
gestures inside” Tmagining that, too; was hutrying towardgayety and sharing their
intimate excitement, [ wished them well. For a while I lost sight of Jordan Baker,
and then in midsummer I found her again. At first I was flattered to go places with
her, because she was a golf champion, and every one knew her name. Then it was
something more. I wasn’t actually in love, but I felt a sort of tender curiosity. The
bored haughty face that she turned=to the werld concealed something — most
affectations conceal something eventually, even though they don’t in the beginning
—and one.day.]l found what itawas. Whenawe were.on.a heuse-paity together up in
Warwick, she left asborrowed car out'in the rain with the top down,.and then lied
about it — and suddenly I remembered the story about her that had eluded me that
night at Daisy’s. At her first big golf tournament there was a row that nearly
reached the newspapers — a suggestion that she had moved her ball from a bad lie
in the semi-final round. The thing approached the proportions of a scandal — then
died away. A caddy retracted his statement, and the only other witness admitted
that he might have been_mistaken, The_incident and the name had remained
together in my mind. Jordan"Baker instinctively=avoided clever, shrewd men, and
now I saw that this was because she felt safer on a plane where any divergence
from=a code wouldsbe thoughtimpessible=She swasuncurably dishenest. She wasn’t
able to endure beingat a disadvantage and,,given this unwillingness,=Fsuppose'she
had begun dealing in subterfuges when she was very young in order to keep that
cool, insolent smile turned to the world and yet satisfy the demands of her hard,
jaunty body. It made no difference to me. Dishonesty in a woman is a thing you
never blame deeply — I was casually sorry, and then I forgot. It was on that same
house party that we had a eusious,conversationsaboutdriving a car.
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The Great Gatsby
Chapter §

When I came home to West Egg thatnight I wassafraid for a moment that my house
was on fire. Two o’clock and the whole corner of the peninsula was blazing with
light, whichfell junceal onthe shrubbery and made thinelongating glints upon' the
roadside wiresT Turning a corner, [ saw that it was Gatsby S house, it fromtowerto
cellar. At first I thought it was another party, a wild rout that had resolved itself into
“hide-and-go-seek.” or “sardines-in-thebox.” with all the house thrown open to the
game. But there wasn’t a sound. Only wind in the trees, which blew the wires and
made the lights go off and on again as if the house had winked into the darkness.
As my taxi groaned away Lsaw.Gatsby walKingstoward me across his lawn. “Your
place looks like the World’s Fair,” T said. “Does it?” He turned his eyes toward it
absentlys-=L have been glancing,into some=of the reems. luet’s,go.,to Coney Island;
old! sport. Tn, my catr.” “It’s too late.” “Well,.suppose we' take a/plunge inlthe
swimming-pool? I haven’t made use of it all summer.” “I’ve got to go to bed.” “All
right.” He waited, looking at me with suppressed eagerness. “I talked with Miss
Baker,” I said after a moment. “I’'m going to call up Daisy to-morrow and invite
her over here to tea.” “Oh, that’s all right,” he said carelessly. “I don’t want to put
you to any trouble.” “What day would suit you?” “What day would suit YOU?” he
corrected me quickly. “I don’t_want_to put you to any trouble, you see.” “How
about the day after to-merrow?”=He  considered for a moment. Then, with
reluctance:“I want to get the grass cut,” he said. We both looked at the grass —
therer was=a sharprline where=my raggeds]lawn ended and the darker, pvell-kept
expanse of his began. I suspected that he meant my grass."There/s=another little
thing,” he said uncertainly, and hesitated. “Would you rather put it off for a few
days?” I asked. “Oh, it isn’t about that. At least — —" He fumbled with a series of
beginnings. “Why, I thought — why, look here, old sport, you don’t make much
money, do you?” “Not very much.” This seemed to reassure him and he continued
more confidently. “I thoughtyeudidn’ty if yyeuwll=pardonymy — You see, I carry on
a little business on the side; a sott of side line, you understand. And I thought that
if you don’t make very much — You’re selling bonds, aren’t you, old sport?”
“Trying to.” #Well, this would interest you.
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The Great Gatsby

It was this night that he toldymejthe Strange story'of his youth with Dan Cody —
told it to me because “Jay Gatsby.“=had brokeasup like glass against Tom’s hard
malice, and the long secret extravaganza was played out. I think that he would
have acknewledged anything now, without reserve, but he wanted to talk about
Daisy. She was the first™hic€” girl he had ever known™ In" various “unrevealed
capacities he had come in contact with such people, but always with indiscernible
barbed wire between. He found her excitingly desirable. He went to her house, at
first with other officers from Camp Taylor, then alone. It amazed him — he had
never been in such a beautiful house before. but what gave it an air of breathless
intensity, was that Daisy lived there = it was as-easual @ thing to her as his tent out
at camp was to him. There ' was a ripe mystery about'it, a hint of bedrooms up-stairs
more: beauti fulsand-cool than.ether bedroems,of.gayand-radiant activities taking
place through its cotridors, and of romances that were not musty/and laid away
already in lavender but fresh and breathing and redolent of this year’s shining
motor-cars and of dances whose flowers were scarcely withered. It excited him,
too, that many men had already loved Daisy — it increased her value in his eyes.
He felt their presence all about the house, pervading the air with the shades and
echoes of still vibrant emotions. But he knew that he was in Daisy’s house by a
colossal accident. However,_glorious might be his_future as Jay Gatsby, he was at
present a penniless young -man<without @ past;=and ‘at any moment the invisible
cloak of his uniform might slip from his shoulders. So he made the most of his
timew» Hertookswhat-he couldpget, ravenously and=unserupulouslyp— sgeventually he
took Daisy one still October might, took,her because he had no‘real-right to touch
her hand. He might have despised himself, for he had certainly taken her under
false pretenses. I don’t mean that he had traded on his phantom millions, but he
had deliberately given Daisy a sense of security; he let her believe that he was a
person from much the same stratum as herself — that he was fully able to take care
of her. As a matter of faetphe=had=noe such faeilities =~ he had no comfortable
family standing behind him=
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The Great Gatsby

The hard brown beetles kept thudding/ against,the /dull light, and whenever
Michaelis heard a car go tearing'along the foad-outside it sounded to him like the
car that hadn’t stopped a few hours before. He didn’t like to go into the garage,
because [the Wwork bench was stained where the'body had been lying, so he moved
uncomfortably*around the"6ffice —"he knew every object'in it before morning =
and from time to time sat down beside Wilson trying to keep him more quiet.
“Have you got a church you go to sometimes, George? Maybe even if you haven’t
been there for a long time? Maybe I could call up the church and get a priest to
come over and he could talk to you, see?” “Don’t belong to any.” “You ought to
have a church, George, for times like this. Yousmust/have gone to church once.
Didn’t you get married in"a church? Listen, George, listen to me. Didn’t you get
massied inwa church?” “That was a long time agos»The effort,of;answering broke
the/ rhythm' ‘of his focking + forla moment he was silent. Then ghe, same half;
knowing, halfbewildered look came back into his faded eyes. “Look in the drawer
there,” he said, pointing at the desk. “Which drawer?” “That drawer — that one.”
Michaelis opened the drawer nearest his hand. There was nothing in it but a small,
expensive dog-leash, made of leather and braided silver. It was apparently new.
“This?” he inquired, holding it up. Wilson stared and nodded. “I found it yesterday
afternoon. She tried to tellLme about it, but I knew it was something funny.” “You
mean your wife bought it?><*“She had it swrapped ‘in ‘tissue paper on her bureau.”
Michaelis didn’t see anything odd in that, and he gave Wilson a dozen reasons why
hisywi fe pmight=have-bought-the-dog-leash=But congeivably=Wilson had heard sepme
of these same explanations before, from Myrtles because,he/began saying “Oh,\my
God!” again in a whisper — his comforter left several explanations in the air.
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The Great Gatsby

Even when the East excitedime most, ‘even/ when I was most keenly aware of its
superiority to the bored, sprawlings=swollen tewns beyond the Ohio, with their
interminable inquisitions which spared only the children and the very old — even
then it had-always for me-a-quality of distortion, West Egg,especially; still figures
in my more fantastic dreams™T see it asTanight "scene by El Greco:a hundred
houses, at once conventional and grotesque, crouching under a sullen, overhanging
sky and a lustreless moon. In the foreground four solemn men in dress suits are
walking along the sidewalk with a stretcher on which lies a drunken woman in a
white evening dress. Her hand, which dangles over the side, sparkles cold with
jewels. Gravely the men turn in-at ashouse — [the wrong house. But no one knows
the woman’s name, and no one cares. After Gatsby’s death the East was haunted
forgme like.that, distorted.beyond my eyes’ poweof correction. So when the blue
smoke of brittle leaves was in the air and the wind blew the wet laundry, stiff on the
line T decided to come back home. There was one thing to be done before I left, an
awkward, unpleasant thing that perhaps had better have been let alone. But I
wanted to leave things in order and not just trust that obliging and indifferent sea to
sweep my refuse away. I saw Jordan Baker and talked over and around what had
happened to us together, and what had happened afterward to me, and she lay
perfectly still, listening, in_a_big_chair. She was dressed to play golf, and I
remember thinking she loeked«like=a good iltustration, her chin raised a little
jauntily, her hair the color of an autumn leaf, her face the same brown tint as the
fingerless=glove,on-her kneepsWhen Iyhadafinishedsshe told me withoutgcomment
that she was‘engagedito anotherJman.1 doubted-that, though' there were several she
could have married at a nod of her head, but I pretended to be surprised. For just a
minute I wondered if I wasn’t making a mistake, then I thought it all over again
quickly and got up to say good-bye. “Nevertheless you did throw me over,” said
Jordan suddenly. “You threw me over on the telephone. I don’t give a damn about
you now, but it was a newgexpericnee for me gandil feltra little dizzy for a while.”
We shook hands.

I35



The Great Gatsby

“You said a bad driver was only safe until' she met another bad driver? Well, I met
another bad driver, didn’tI? ['meansit was careless of me to make such a wrong
guess. I thought you were rather an honest, straightforward person. I thought it was
your secret:pridey’T “F'm thirty,” T said. “I’'m five years too old to lie/to myself and
call' it honor™ She"™ didi’t "answer. Angry, and half “in love “with "her, and
tremendously sorry, I turned away. One afternoon late in October [ saw Tom
Buchanan. He was walking ahead of me along Fifth Avenue in his alert, aggressive
way, his hands out a little from his body as if to fight off interference, his head
moving sharply here and there, adapting itself to his restless eyes. Just as I slowed
up to avoid overtaking him_he stopped ‘and began frowning into the windows of a
jewelry store. Suddenly he saw me and walked back, holding out his hand. “What’s
the.matter,Nick? Do, you,ebject to,shaking hands.with, me?” “Yes. You know what
I'think of you.” *Youw re erazy, Nick,” he said/quickly.‘Crazy asyhell.l.don’t know
what’s the matter with you.” “Tom,” I inquired, “what did you say to Wilson that
afternoon?” He stared at me without a word, and I knew I had guessed right about
those missing hours. I started to turn away, but he took a step after me and grabbed
my arm. “I told him the truth,” he said. “He came to the door while we were
getting ready to leave, and when I sent down word that we weren’t in he tried to
force his way up-stairs. He_was_crazy enough to kill me if I hadn’t told him who
owned the car. His hand was‘on=a revolver in his'pocket every minute he was in the
house” He broke off defiantly. “What if I did tell him? That fellow had it coming to
himw=Hepthrew=dust-into yyourreyes just like heydidgmpDaisy’spbut heywas a tough
one. He ran over Myitle like you’d run oves a dog and never even stopped his car.”
There was nothing I could say, except the one unutterable fact that it wasn’t true.
“And if you think I didn’t have my share of suffering, look here, when I went to
give up that flat and saw that damn box of dog biscuits sitting there on the
sideboard, I sat down and cried like a baby. By God it was awful-” I couldn’t
forgive him or like him, but Irsaw=that whatrheghad done was, to him, entirely
justified. It was all very cateless, and confused. They' were careless people, Tom
and Daisy-they smashed up things and creatures and then retreated back into their
money or their vast carelessnesshor whatever it was thatkept them together, and let
other people eleaniup'the' messstheyshad made...
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I didn’t want to hear it andpl' avoided him when I/ got off the train. I spent my
Saturday nights in New York becausesthose igleaming; dazzling parties of his were
with me so vividly that I could still hear the music and the laughter, faint and
ihcessant=from his.gardens-and the cars going up and down his,drive,One night I
did"heara material car thetré, and saw its lights stop at his*front steps. But'T didn’t
investigate. Probably it was some final guest who had been away at the ends of the
earth and didn’t know that the party was over. On the last night, with my trunk
packed and my car sold to the grocer, I went over and looked at that huge
incoherent failure of a house once more. On the white steps an obscene word,
scrawled by some boy with a'plece of-brick, stoed out clearly in the moonlight, and
I erased it, drawing my shoe raspingly along the ston€. Then I wandered down to
the beach.and.sprawled out.on«the,sand, Mostofthe big,shore places were closed
now and there were hardly any lights except the shadowy, moving glow of a
ferryboat across the Sound. And as the moon rose higher the inessential houses
began to melt away until gradually I became aware of the old island here that
flowered once for Dutch sailors’ eyes — a fresh, green breast of the new world. Its
vanished trees, the trees that had made way for Gatsby’s house, had once pandered
in whispers to the last and greatest of all human dreams; for a transitory enchanted
moment man must have held his breath in the presence of this continent, compelled
into an aesthetic contemplation=he neither understood nor desired, face to face for
the last time in history with something commensurate to his capacity for wonder.
And=as I=satgthere=broodinggon the oldyunknown=wordsl thought ofy Gatsby’s
wonder when he firstpicked out the green light=at the end of Daisy/s=dock. He had
come a long way to this blue lawn, and his dream must have seemed so close that
he could hardly fail to grasp it. He did not know that it was already behind him,
somewhere back in that vast obscurity beyond the city, where the dark fields of the
republic rolled on under the night. Gatsby believed in the green light, the orgastic
future that year by year recedes-before us. Atjeluded us then, but that’s no matter —
to-morrow we will run fasteft, stretch outiouriarms farther... . And one fine morning
— — So we beat on, boats against the current, borne back ceaselessly into the past.

137
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Letter 1
To Mrs. Saville, England,

You will rejéice to hearthatno diSaster*hds accompani€d the commencement of
an enterprise which you have regarded with such evil forebodings. I arrived here
yesterday, and my first task is to assure my dear sister of my welfare and increasing
confidence in the success of my undertaking.

I am already far north of.lLondons.and as J walk in the streets of Petersburgh, I
feel a cold northern breeze play<upon my/cheeks; which braces my nerves and fills
me with delight. Do you understand this feeling? This breeze, which has travelled
from~therregions, towardsrwhichyl amjadvancing,"gives mewa foretaste ofithosegicy
¢limes. Inspisited by this windsof \promise;, my daydreams become=more_fervent
and vivid. I try in vain to be persuaded that the pole is the seat of frost and
desolation; it ever presents itself to my imagination as the region of beauty and
delight. There, Margaret, the sun is for ever visible, its broad disk just skirting the
horizon and diffusing a perpetual splendour. There—for with your leave, my sister,
I will put some trust in preceding navigators—there snow and frost are banished;
and, sailing over a calm seapmwe-may=be,waftedsto a landysurpassing in wonders and
in beauty every region hithertg discovered on the habitable globe. Its productions
and features may be without example, as the phenomena of the heavenly bodies
undoubtedlyaréyin those tndiseovered golitudes. " Whatgmay not be/éxpécted in a
country of eternal [1ight? T.mays«there/disecover-the wondreus power Whichsattraets
the needle and may regulate a thousand celestial observations that require only this
voyage to render their seeming eccentricities consistent for ever. I shall satiate my
ardent curiosity with the sight of a part of the world never before visited, and may
tread a land never before imprinted by the foot of man. These are my enticements,
and they are sufficient to ¢onquer all fear/of danger/or/death and to induce me to
commence this laborious voyage:with the joy aschildifeels when he embarks in a
little boat, with his holiday mates, on an expedition of discovery up his native river.
But suppesing all these cenjectures to be falsg, you canfiot contest the inestimable
benefit whichT"shall conferonall mankind, to the last gen€ration, by discévering“a
passage near the pole to those countries, to reach which at present so many months
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are requisite; or by ascertainingjthe secret of the magnet, which, if at all possible,
can only be effected by an/undertaking such as'mine.

These reflections have dispelled the agitation with which I began my letter, and 1
feel my heart glow=with am enthusiasm which_elevatesime to heaven,.for nothing
contributes so much to tranquillise the mind as a steady purpose—a point on which
the soul may fix its intellectual eye. This expedition has been the favourite dream
of my early years. I have read with ardour the accounts of the various voyages
which have been made in the prospect of arriving at the North Pacific Ocean
through the seas which surround, the pole. . You.may remember that a history of all
the voyages made for purposes.of “discovery €omposed the whole of our good
Uncle Thomas’ library. My education was neglected, yet I was passionately fond of
reading . Thesewolumes pwere™mys study~day and nighty/and pmy familiarity with
them increased that regret which I'had feltgas-a child, on learning that my father’s
dying injunction had forbidden my uncle to allow me to embark in a seafaring life.

These visions faded when I perused, for the first time, those poets whose
effusions entranced my soul and lifted it to heaven. I also became a poet and for
one year lived in a paradise of my own creation; I imagined that I also might obtain
a niche in the temple where the names of Homer and Shakespeare are consecrated.
You are well acquaintedw with pmyy failure~ands how heavily [ bore the
disappointment. But just at that time I inherited the fortune of my cousin, and my
thoughts were turned into the channel of their earlier bent.

Six yeass have passed since [[resolved on my present undertaking, I can, even
now, remember the hour from which I dedicated myself 10 this great enterprise.T
commenced by inuring my body to hardship. I accompanied the whale-fishers on
several expeditions to the North Sea; I voluntarily endured cold, famine, thirst, and
want of sleep; I often worked harder than the common sailors during the day and
devoted my nights to the study of mathematics, the theory of medicine, and those
branches of physical science | from=which a mavall adventurer might derive the
greatest practical advantage. Twice T actually hited nmiyself as an under-mate in a
Greenland.whalerg,and acquitted myself to admiration. L.must own,l felt a little
proud when my captain offered me the second.dignity in the vessel and entreated
me to remain with the greatest earnestness, so valuable did he consider my
services.
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And now, dear Margaret, do Ihnot deserve to accomplish some great purpose?
My life might have been passed in‘ease'and luxury, but I preferred glory to every
enticement that wealth placed in my path. Oh, that some encouraging voice would
answer in«the affirmativel-My courage and my, resolution jis firm;/but my haopes
fluctuate, and My Spitits ‘ar€ often deépressed. I am "about t6 proceed on"a Tong and
difficult voyage, the emergencies of which will demand all my fortitude: I am
required not only to raise the spirits of others, but sometimes to sustain my own,
when theirs are failing.

This is the most favourable period.for travelling.in Russia. They fly quickly over
the snow in their sledges;-the motioh 1s pleasant,/and, in my opinion, far more
agreeable than that of an English stagecoach. The cold is not excessive, if you are
wrappedrin durs =aydress=whichpl havemalrgadypradopted, forpthere 18 a great
difference between walking the/deck and remaining seated motionless for, hours,
when no exercise prevents the blood from actually freezing in your veins. I have no
ambition to lose my life on the post-road between St. Petersburgh and Archangel.

I shall depart for the latter town in a fortnight or three weeks; and my intention is
to hire a ship there, which can easily be done by paying the insurance for the
owner, and to engage as many sailors as I think necessary among those who are
accustomed to the whale-fishiney Irdowmop intendytopsail until the month of June;
and when shall I return? Ah, dear_sister, how_can T answer this question? If I
succeed, many, many months, perhaps years, will pass before you and I may meet.
If T fail, youmvillisee me again soen, or never.

Farewell, my dear, excellent Margaret. " Heaven shower down blessings on you,
and save me, that [ may again and again testify my gratitude for all your love and
kindness.

Your affectionate brother;
R. Walton
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Chapter 2

We were brought up together; there was not quite a year difference in our ages. I
need-not,say that weswere.strangers toanysspeciessof.disunion or dispute. .Harmeony
was the sotl of our¢ompanionship, and the diversity and contrast that subsisted in
our characters drew us nearer together. Elizabeth was of a calmer and more
concentrated disposition; but, with all my ardour, I was capable of a more intense
application and was more deeply smitten with the thirst for knowledge. She busied
herself with following the aerial creations of the poets; and in the majestic and
wondrous scenes which surgoundedsour Swiss=home, —~the sublime shapes of the
mountains, the changes of the s€asons, tempest and ¢alin, the silence of winter, and
the life and turbulence of our Alpine summers—she found ample scope for
admiration” andydélight. While“my companiofi, contemplated with &) setious jand
satisfied spirituthe magnificent-appearances of things, I"delighted in“vestigating
their causes. The world was to me a secret which I desired to divine. Curiosity,
earnest research to learn the hidden laws of nature, gladness akin to rapture, as they
were unfolded to me, are among the earliest sensations I can remember.

On the birth of a second son, my junior by seven years, my parents gave up
entirely their wandering life and fixed themselves in their native country. We
possessed a house in Genevay and a campagne on'Belrive, the eastern shore of the
lake, at the distance of rather ‘more thanfa'deague“from the city. We resided
principally in the latter, and the lives of my parents were passed in considerable
seclusions=It{ was my temper to avoid a’ crowd and to| attach myself fervently to a
few. I was indifferent, therefore, to my school-fellows in general; but T united
myself in the bonds of the closest friendship to one among them. Henry Clerval
was the son of a merchant of Geneva. He was a boy of singular talent and fancy.
He loved enterprise, hardship, and even danger for its own sake. He was deeply
read in books of chivalry and romance. He composed heroic songs and began to
write many a tale of enchantment and knightly=adventure. He tried to make us act
plays and to enter into masquerades, in which the characters were drawn from the
heroes of.Roneesvalles, of.ithe.Round Table of King. Arthus,and the chivalrous
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No human being could havepassed a happier childhood than myself. My parents
were possessed by the very spirit ‘efs kindnesssand indulgence. We felt that they
were not the tyrants to rule our lot according to their caprice, but the agents and
creators [ef-all the many delights which we enjoyed. When I mingled with other
families'T distinctly disceffied™how peculiarly forttmate miy lot was, and gratitude
assisted the development of filial love.

My temper was sometimes violent, and my passions vehement; but by some law
in my temperature they were turned not towards childish pursuits but to an eager
desire to learn, and not to learn.all things indiscriminately. I confess that neither the
structure of languages, nor«the=cod€~of goverfithents, nor the politics of various
states possessed attractions for me. It was the secrets of heaven and earth that I
desired to-lcarns, andywhether-itywas thesoutward=sebstance, of, things, orthe inner
spitit of nature and the mysterious'soul of man=that occupied me; stil*my inquitics
were directed to the metaphysical, or in its highest sense, the physical secrets of the
world.

Meanwhile Clerval occupied himself, so to speak, with the moral relations of
things. The busy stage of life, the virtues of heroes, and the actions of men were his
theme; and his hope and his dream was to become one among those whose names
are recorded in story as thereallant and adyentureus bengfactors of our species. The
saintly soul of Elizabeth shone like a_shrine=dedicated lamp in our peaceful home.
Her sympathy was ours; her smile, her soft voice, the sweet glance of her celestial
eyes, were ever there to bless and animate ‘usd She was theiliving spitit of love to
soften and attracty' I"'might=have becomesSullentin my“stady, rough through ‘the
ardour of my nature, but that she was there to subdue me to a semblance of her
own gentleness. And Clerval —could aught ill entrench on the noble spirit of
Clerval? Yet he might not have been so perfectly humane, so thoughtful in his
generosity, so full of kindness and tenderness amidst his passion for adventurous
exploit, had she not unfolded to him_the geal loveliness of beneficence and made
the doing good the end and aim of hisssoaring ambition:

I_feel exquisite pleasure.in.dwelling on, the, recollections of childhood, before
misfortun€” had /tamted my mind and  changed its bright visions.of extensive
usefulness into gloomy and narrow reflections upon self. Besides, in drawing the
picture of my early days, I also record those events which led, by insensible steps,
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to my after tale of misery, for’when 1 would.aceount to myself for the birth of
that passion which afterwards ruled'my destinyTfind it arise, like a mountain river,
from_ ignoble and almost forgotten sources; but, swelling as it proceeded, it became
the torremt*which, indts course, has swept away all my hopes andyjoys.

Natural philosophy is the genius that has regulated my fate; I desire, therefore, in
this narration, to state those facts which led to my predilection for that science.
When I was thirteen years of age we all went on a party of pleasure to the baths
near Thonon; the inclemency of the weather obliged us to remain a day confined to
the inn. In this house I ehaneed gto=findy a welume of the works of Cornelius
Agrippa. I opened it with apathy; the theory whichthe attempts to demonstrate and
the wonderful facts which he relates soon changed this feeling into enthusiasm. A
new TightSeemed 6 dawn tUpomuny mind, and/botmdihg/With joy, I ¢ommunicated
myldiscoveryato'my fathet.My.fathesdooked carelessly atthe title page of my boek
and said, “Ah! Cornelius Agrippa! My dear Victor, do not waste your time upon
this; it is sad trash.”

If, instead of this remark, my father had taken the pains to explain to me that the
principles of Agrippa had been entirely exploded and that a modern system of
science had been introduced which possessed much greater powers than the
ancient, because the powers of the latter.were chimerical, while those of the former
were real and practical, under‘suchseircumstanees I should certainly have thrown
Agrippa aside and have contented my imagination, warmed as it was, by returning
with greater’ ardour.to0 mys=former studi€s. It isteven possible that the,train ofmy
ideas would never have'received the fatal impulse that™Ted to my ruin. But the
cursory glance my father had taken of my volume by no means assured me that he
was acquainted with its contents, and I continued to read with the greatest avidity.

From this day natural gphilesophy,, andy pasticularly chemistry, in the most
comprehensive sense of the“term, became nearly my'sole occupation. I read with
ardour those works, so full of genius and discrimination, which modern inquirers
have" wiitten™on [these [subjeetst I fatt€nded) the™ lectures fand cultivated [the
acquaintancesof” the tmen.of] seienee’ of\the/university,sand 1 found even, in M.
Krempe a great deal of sound sense and real information, combined, it is true, with
a repulsive physiognomy and manners, but not on that account the less valuable. In
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M. Waldman I found fahtrue friend./ His gentleness was never tinged by
dogmatism, and his instructionsiwese given iwithtan air of frankness and good
nature that banished every idea of pedantry. In a thousand ways he smoothed for
me/the path 0f knowledge-and made the¢ most/abstruse inquiries,cleariand facile to
my apprehension. My application was at™first fluctuating“and uncertain; it gained
strength as I proceeded and soon became so ardent and eager that the stars often
disappeared in the light of morning whilst [ was yet engaged in my laboratory.

As I applied so closely, it may be easily conceived that my progress was rapid.
My ardour was indeed the astonishment of the students .and my proficiency that of
the masters. Professor Krempe-ofter“asked me;" with\a sly smile, how Cornelius
Agrippa went on, whilst M. Waldman expressed the most heartfelt exultation in my
progressy Twoervearspassed-inrthispmannerpdunin g whichs"paid\no visit to Gengvaj
but was engaged, heart and _soul; in,the pussuit-of some discoveries which I hoped
to make. None but those who have experienced them can conceive of the
enticements of science. In other studies you go as far as others have gone before
you, and there is nothing more to know; but in a scientific pursuit there is continual
food for discovery and wonder. A mind of moderate capacity which closely pursues
one study must infallibly arrive at great proficiency in that study; and I, who
continually sought the attainiment ofsene objeet=ofypursuit and was solely wrapped
up in this, improved so|rapidly thattat the end’ of two years I made some
discoveries in the improvement of some chemical instruments, which procured me
great estecmeand, ddmiration at the univetsity. When 1'had asrived at/this/point Jand
had become ‘asswell acquaintedswithsthertheory and practiee of naturaliphilosophy
as depended on the lessons of any of the professors at Ingolstadt, my residence
there being no longer conducive to my improvements, I thought of returning to my
friends and my native town, when an incident happened that protracted my stay.

One of the phenomena which had peculiarly attracted my attention was the
structure of the human framej and, indeed; any animal endued with life. Whence, 1
often asked myself, did the principle=of'life’preceed It was a bold question, and
one which has ever been considered as a mystery; yet with how many things are
welupon-th¢ brink.ef beecoming acquainted, if\cowardice or carelgssness did not
restrain our inquiries. I revolved these circumstances in my mind ‘and ‘determined
thenceforth to apply myself more particularly to those branches of natural
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philosophy which relate topphysiology. Unless T'had been animated by an almost
supernatural enthusiasm, my application' to-thissstudy would have been irksome
and almost intolerable. To examine the causes of life, we must first have recourse
to death..l became/acquainted jwith| the science of| anatomysy but’ this was not
sufficient; I must also obse€tvethe natural'decay and corruption of the human body.
In my education my father had taken the greatest precautions that my mind should
be impressed with no supernatural horrors. I do not ever remember to have
trembled at a tale of superstition or to have feared the apparition of a spirit.
Darkness had no effect upon my fancy, and a churchyard was to me merely the
receptacle of bodies deprived of life; which, from/being the seat of beauty and
strength, had become food forthe worm. Now T'was [ed to examine the cause and
progiess,of this, decay and.foreed to spend, days and nights in, vaults,and charnel,
houses. My lattention was fixed/ upon every /object theimost insupportable tolthe
delicacy of the human feelings. I saw how the fine form of man was degraded and
wasted; I beheld the corruption of death succeed to the blooming cheek of life; I
saw how the worm inherited the wonders of the eye and brain. I paused, examining
and analysing all the minutiae of causation, as exemplified in the change from life
to death, and death to life, until from the midst of this darkness a sudden light
broke in upon me—a light _so_brilliant and wondrous, yet so simple, that while I
became dizzy with the immensity=of' the prospect which it illustrated, I was
surprised that among so many men of genius who had directed their inquiries
towards pthe gsame=scicnee, pthatyl alone, shouldmbe wescrveds top discovemn so
astonishing a,seeret.

Remember, I am not recording the vision of a madman. The sun does not more
certainly shine in the heavens than that which I now affirm is true. Some miracle
might have produced it, yet the stages of the discovery were distinct and probable.
After days and nights of incredible labour and fatigue, I succeeded in discovering
the cause of generation and 1if€; hay, morg, I became myself capable of bestowing
animation upon lifeless matter.

The astonishment which I had at first experienced on this discovery soon gave
place to [delight and-rapture= After So much time spent in painfulijlabous, to arrive at
once at the summit of my desires was the most gratifying consummation of my
toils. But this discovery was so great and overwhelming that all the steps by which
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I had been progressively led to)it were obliterated, and I beheld only the result.
What had been the study fandfdesite=ofithe’ wisest-men since the creation of the
world was now within my grasp. Not that, like a magic scene, it all opened upon
me at onee:/thelinformation [ had obtained vas of a mature rather to direct/my
endeavours so"soon as [ should point them towards the object ‘of my search than to
exhibit that object already accomplished. I was like the Arabian who had been
buried with the dead and found a passage to life, aided only by one glimmering and
seemingly ineffectual light.

I see by your eagerness and the wonder,and hope which your eyes express, my
friend, that you expect to be informed ‘of the s€cret with which I am acquainted;
that cannot be; listen patiently until the end of my story, and you will easily
perceiverwhy Tramrreserved ppenpthat subjects I *willmnet*leadyyou on, unguarded
and ardent as, then was, to your destruction and\infallible misery. I'eatn from e,
if not by my precepts, at least by my example, how dangerous is the acquirement
of knowledge and how much happier that man is who believes his native town to
be the world, than he who aspires to become greater than his nature will allow.

When I found so astonishing a power placed within my hands, I hesitated a long
time concerning the manner in which I should employ it. Although I possessed the
capacity of bestowing animationyyettogpreparea framefor the reception of it, with
all its intricacies of fibres, muscles,and | veins, \still remained a work of
inconceivable difficulty and labour. I doubted at first whether I should attempt the
¢reation of afbetng like myself, or one of simpler organization; but my.imagination
was' too ‘mucheexalted bysmy-first ‘successsto permit meto’doubt of my“abilitysto
give life to an animal as complex and wonderful as man. The materials at present
within my command hardly appeared adequate to so arduous an undertaking, but I
doubted not that I should ultimately succeed. I prepared myself for a multitude of
reverses; my operations might be incessantly baffled, and at last my work be
imperfect, yet when I considered the improvement which every day takes place in
science and mechanics, I was‘encouraged to ‘hepe"my present attempts would at
least lay the foundations of future success. Nor could I consider the magnitude and
complexitys of my plan as=any argument of its impracticabilitys It was with these
feelings that I'began the creation of a human being. As the minuteness of the parts
formed a great hindrance to my speed, I resolved, contrary to my first intention, to
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make the being of a gigantic stature, that 18 to.say, about eight feet in height, and
proportionably large. After having“formed™this" determination and having spent
some months in successfully collecting and arranging my materials, [ began.

No one can conceive the variety of feelings, whichi bore me onwards, like a
hurricane, in the first enthusiasm of success. Life and death appeared to me ideal
bounds, which I should first break through, and pour a torrent of light into our dark
world. A new species would bless me as its creator and source; many happy and
excellent natures would owe their being to me. No father could claim the gratitude
of his child so completelygas Isshould deservestheirss Pursuing these reflections, I
thought that if I could bestow afimation upon lifeless matter, I might in process of
time (although I now found it impossible) renew life where death had apparently
devioted the body, t6 Corruption.

These“thoughts “supported“my spirits;*while “I “pursued” my ‘undertakimg with
unremitting ardour. My cheek had grown pale with study, and my person had
become emaciated with confinement. Sometimes, on the very brink of certainty, I
failed; yet still I clung to the hope which the next day or the next hour might
realise. One secret which I alone possessed was the hope to which I had dedicated
myself; and the moon gazed on my midnight labours, while, with unrelaxed and
breathless eagerness, I pursued nature to her hiding-places. Who shall conceive the
horrors of my secret toil as' I dabbledsamong thesunhallowed damps of the grave or
tortured the living animal to animate the lifeless clay? My limbs now tremble, and
my eyes-swim with 'the semembrance; but gthen la resistless ‘and Almost frantic
impulse ‘urged me forward; T seemed to have lost all soul™or sensation but for this
one pursuit. It was indeed but a passing trance, that only made me feel with
renewed acuteness so soon as, the unnatural stimulus ceasing to operate, I had
returned to my old habits. I collected bones from charnel-houses and disturbed,
with profane fingers, the tremendous secrets of the human frame. In a solitary
chamber, or rather cell, at the top ef«the/houses and| separated from all the other
apartments by a gallery and staircase, [kept my workshop of filthy creation; my
eyeballs werenstarting from..their sockets im attending, to.the details of gny
employme€fit, The dissectifig foom and the slaughter-house furnished. many ofimy
materials; and often did my human nature turn with loathing from my occupation,
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4 May.—1 found that my landlord had got a Ictter from the Count, directing him
to secure the best place on the'coachs«for'me; but on making inquiries as to details
he seemed somewhat reticent, and pretended that he could not understand my
German, This could.not be-true, because up to then he had understoodiit/perfectly;
at least, he anSwered my questions ‘€xactly as if"he did. He and his wife]the old
lady who had received me, looked at each other in a frightened sort of way. He
mumbled out that the money had been sent in a letter, and that was all he knew.
When I asked him if he knew Count Dracula, and could tell me anything of his
castle, both he and his wife crossed themselves, and, saying that they knew nothing
at all, simply refused to speak furthers It was se=near the time of starting that I had
no time to ask any one else, for it was all very mysterious and not by any means
comforting.

Just before L was leaving, the‘old lady, came=up to my, reoom and said/in a very
hysterical way:

“Must you go? Oh! young Herr, must you go?” She was in such an excited state
that she seemed to have lost her grip of what German she knew, and mixed it all up
with some other language which I did not know at all. I was just able to follow her
by asking many questions. When I told her that I must go at once, and that [ was
engaged on important businessyshesasked again:

“Do you know what day it is? I=answered that'it 'was the fourth of May. She
shook her head as she said again:

“Oh, yes!(1 knowgthat!-I=kKnow (that, but do you know what'day/itiis?” On{my
saying that I did not understand, she went on:

“It is the eve of St. George’s Day. Do you not know that to-night, when the clock
strikes midnight, all the evil things in the world will have full sway? Do you know
where you are going, and what you are going to?” She was in such evident distress
that I tried to comfort hergbutwitheuteffect. Finally, she went down on her knees
and implored me not to go:=at/I€ast to wait a day or two before starting. It was all
very ridiculous but I did not feel comfortable. However, there was business to be
done; and T cotild altow nothimgyolintérfererwith il thereforetriéd toyraisSe herfup)
and said, as gravely as I could,that\l.thanked héry but mynduty was imperative, and
that I must go. She then rose and dried her eyes, and taking a crucifix from her
neck offered it to me. I did not know what to do, for, as an English Churchman, I



Dracula

have been taught to regardisuch things as in some/measure idolatrous, and yet it
seemed so ungracious to refuse an old lady meaning so well and in such a state of
mind. She saw, I suppose, the doubt in my face, for she put the rosary round my
neck, andssaid, “For/your-mother’s sake,” and went out of the toom.1 am writing
up this part of'the diary whilstT am Wwaiting for the'coach,Which 1s; of coutse, 1ate;
and the crucifix is still round my neck. Whether it is the old lady’s fear, or the
many ghostly traditions of this place, or the crucifix itself, I do not know, but I am
not feeling nearly as easy in my mind as usual. If this book should ever reach Mina
before I do, let it bring my good-bye. Here comes the coach!

5 May. The Castle.—The grey of the morning has passed, and the sun is high
over theldistantyhorizon [ Whichyséems jaggedswhether #ith teecs ofbhills 1 kfiow
not, for it is sedar off that.bi g.things.andulittle are mixedalam not sl€epy,.and, asd
am not to be called till I awake, naturally I write till sleep comes. There are many
odd things to put down, and, lest who reads them may fancy that I dined too well
before I left Bistritz, let me put down my dinner exactly. I dined on what they
called “robber steak” —bits of bacon, onion, and beef, seasoned with red pepper,
and strung on sticks and roasted over the fire, in the simple style of the London
cat’s meat! The wine wasGelden Mediasehy which produces a queer sting on the
tongue, which is, however, not disagreeable. I had only a couple of glasses of this,
and nothing else.

When lsgot on the/coachsthe driver had notgaken his Seat;and I saw, him talking
with the'landlady. They were evidently talking of me, for €very now and then they
looked at me, and some of the people who were sitting on the bench outside the
door—which they call by a name meaning “word-bearer” —came and listened, and
then looked at me, most of them pityingly. I could hear a lot of words often
repeated, queer words, for there were many nationalities in the crowd; so I quietly
got my polyglot dictionary fromJany-bag and'loeked them out. I must say they were
not cheering to me, for amongst them were™“Ordog”—Satan, “pokol”—hell,
“stregoica’—witchy vrolok’.and “vlkoslak” —both.of. which mean the same thing,
one being“Slovak and the"Gther Servian for something ‘that'is either.were-wolf or
vampire. (Mem., I must ask the Count about these superstitions)
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When we started, the crowd round.the inn deer, which had by this time swelled
to a considerable size, all' made" the" sign of “the ‘cross and pointed two fingers
towards me. With_some difficulty I got_a fellow-passenger to tell me what they,
meant; he"would nOt answer at|first, but on\learning that 1, was English] he
explained that it was a charm or guard against the evil eye. This was not very
pleasant for me, just starting for an unknown place to meet an unknown man; but
every one seemed so kind-hearted, and so sorrowful, and so sympathetic that I
could not but be touched. I shall never forget the last glimpse which I had of the
inn-yard and its crowd of.picturesque figures,.all crossing themselves, as they
stood round the wide archway, with*its backgrothd of rich foliage of oleander and
orange trees in green tubs clustered in the centre of the yard. Then our driver,
whose wide linen drawers“cavercd the whole grontrof thembox-seat-="gatza” they
¢all them — cracked his big whip over his foursmall horsesgwhich ran“abreast, ‘and
we set off on our journey.

I soon lost sight and recollection of ghostly fears in the beauty of the scene as we
drove along, although had I known the language, or rather languages, which my
fellow-passengers were speaking, I might not have been able to throw them off so
easily. Before us lay a green sloping land full of forests and woods, with here and
there steep hills, crowned withselumps of treessor with farmhouses, the blank gable
end to the road. There was everywhere a bewildering mass of fruit blossom—
apple, plum, pear, cherry; and as we drove by I could see the green grass under the
trees spangled with the fallen peétals. Infand out amongst theseigreen hills of what
they calll heresthe “‘Mittel=kand” ran“thewr6ad, losing itself as 1t'swept round ‘the
grassy curve, or was shut out by the straggling ends of pine woods, which here and
there ran down the hillsides like tongues of flame. The road was rugged, but still
we seemed to fly over it with a feverish haste. I could not understand then what the
haste meant, but the driver was evidently bent on losing no time in reaching Borgo
Prund. I was told that this/road 18 in_summertime ‘excellent, but that it had not yet
been put in order after the winter“snows. In‘this respect it is different from the
general run of roads in the Carpathians, for it is an old tradition that they are not to
be kept in=too goodcorder=Of old the Hospadars would not repair/them, lest|the
Turk should think that they were preparing to bring in foreign troops, and so hasten
the war which was always really at loading point.
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“I’ll try and be what he /loves o eall ‘me, ‘a little woman’ and not be rough and
wild, but do my duty here instead of wanting to be somewhere else,” said Jo,
thinking that_keeping her-temper at home, was a-much _harder task than facing a
rebel or two'down South,

Beth said nothing, but wiped away her tears with the blue army sock and began
to knit with all her might, losing no time in doing the duty that lay nearest her,
while she resolved in her quiet little soul to be all that Father hoped to find her
when the year brought round the happy coming home.

Mrs. March broke the silence that followed Jo’s \ words, by saying in her cheery
voice, “Do you rememberthow: youtused to play=Pilgrims Progress when you were
little things? Nothing delighted you more than to have me tie my piece bags on
your backs. for burdens, give you hatsfand sticks [and tolls ofypapgr;and let you
travel through'the house frfomthe cellar, which was'the City of Destruction; up, up,
to the housetop, where you had all the lovely things you could collect to make a
Celestial City.”

“What fun it was, especially going by the lions, fighting Apollyon, and passing
through the valley where the hob-goblins were,” said Jo.
“I liked the place where the bundles fell off and tumbled downstairs,” said Meg.

“I don’t remember much=about it, exeept that T was afraid of the cellar and the
dark entry, and always liked the cake and milk we had up at the top. If [ wasn’t too
old for suchhings, T'd rather like to play it oVer againg” said Amy,/who begah to
talk of renouneing childish.things atthe maturc age of twelve.

“We never are too old for this, my dear, because it is a play we are playing all the
time in one way or another. Our burdens are here, our road is before us, and the
longing for goodness and happiness is the guide that leads us through many
troubles and mistakes to the peace which is a true Celestial City. Now, my little
pilgrims, suppose you beginjagain, notiin/play, but in ¢arnest, and see how far on
you can get before Father comes home.”

“Really,.Mother2.Where.are.our bundles?” asked.Amyswho was.a very literal
young lady:

“Each of you told what your burden was just now, except Beth. I rather think she
hasn’t got any,” said her mother.
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“Yes, I have. Mine is dishes Jand dusters, and-envying girls with nice pianos, and
being afraid of people.”

Beth’ssbundleywassuchra-funny onerthateverybody wanted [te laugh, but nobody
did, for it would‘have hurt her feelings verysmuch.

“Let us do it,” said Meg thoughtfully. “It is only another name for trying to be
good, and the story may help us, for though we do want to be good, it’s hard work
and we forget, and don’t do our best.”

“We were in the Slough of Despond tonight, and Mother came and pulled us out
as Help did in the book. We ought.to ‘have our.roll of directions, like Christian.
What shall we do about that?” ‘asked*Jo, delighteéd with the fancy which lent a little
romance. to the very dull task of doing her. duty,

“Look under/ your pillows /Christmas, motning, ‘and/ you will\ find your
guidebook,” replied Mrs. March.

They talked over the new plan while old Hannah cleared the table, then out came
the four little work baskets, and the needles flew as the girls made sheets for Aunt
March. It was uninteresting sewing, but tonight no one grumbled. They adopted
Jo’s plan of dividing the long seams into four parts, and calling the quarters
Europe, Asia, Africa, andgAmericas=and ingthatsway got on capitally, especially
when they talked about the“different countries as they stitched their way through
them.

At nine théy stopped work, and sang fas usyal, before'they went t0.bed. No one
but"Beth' could“get much'musie” outs6t thefold piano,"butsshe"had @ way-ef softly
touching the yellow keys and making a pleasant accompaniment to the simple
songs they sang. Meg had a voice like a flute, and she and her mother led the little
choir. Amy chirped like a cricket, and Jo wandered through the airs at her own
sweet will, always coming out at the wrong place with a croak or a quaver that
spoiled the most pensive tung. They had always dong this from the time they could
lisp...

Crinklescrinkle . ittle ’tar,

and it had become, a household custom, forsthe mother was a bosn singer. The
first sound in the morning was her voice as she went about the house singing like a
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“I suppose you are going.to cellegessoon? I see you pegging away at your books,
no, I mean studying hard.” And"Jo blushed at the dreadful ‘pegging’ which had
escaped her.

Laurie smiled/but'didn’t seem shocked, and=answered, with atshiue, “Not for a
year or two. I won’t go before seventeen, anyway.”

“Aren’t you but fifteen?” asked Jo, looking at the tall lad, whom she had
imagined seventeen already.

“Sixteen, next month.”

“How I wish I was going/to celleget You don’tlook as if you liked it.”

“I hate it! Nothing but grinding or skylarking. And I don’t like the way fellows
dogitherin thisycomntry.”

“What do yeu'like?’

“To live in Italy, and to enjoy myself in my own way.”

Jo wanted very much to ask what his own way was, but his black brows looked
rather threatening as he knit them, so she changed the subject by saying, as her foot
kept time, “That’s a splendid polka! Why don’t you go and try it?”

“If you will come too,” he answered, with a gallant little bow.

“I can’t, for I told Meg.J" weuldn’t, because=.” There Jo stopped, and looked
undecided whether to tell or to laugh.

“Because, what?”
“You won "titell 77

“Never!”

“Well, I have a bad trick of standing before the fire, and so I burn my frocks, and
I scorched this one, and though it’s nicely mended, it shows, and Meg told me to
keep still so no one would see it. You may laugh, if you want to. It is funny, I
know.”

But Laurie didn’t laugh. He only looked down a minute, and the expression of
hiSTface [puzzi€d, Jo " when he[said very géntly,/“Never mind, that /I’ 11NtelFyou how
we /can manages There’s alongshall outithere;"and we eanddance grandlysandine
one will see us. Please come.”
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Jo thanked him and gladly,went, wishing she-had two neat gloves when she saw
the nice, pearl-colored ones her partner wore. The hall was empty, and they had a
grand pelka, for Laurie,danced well, and taught.her the German, step, which
delighted Jo, being“full of 'swingland spring..When the musicystopped, they! sat
down on the stairs to get their breath, and Laurie was in the midst of an account of
a students’ festival at Heidelberg when Meg appeared in search of her sister. She
beckoned, and Jo reluctantly followed her into a side room, where she found her on
a sofa, holding her foot, and looking pale.

“I’ve sprained my ankle ' That stupid high heel'turnéd/and gave me a sad wrench.
It aches so, I can hardly stand,land Ldon’t know.how I'm ever going to get home,”
she said, rocking to and fro in pain.

“I knew=you’d hurt yous-feet with those suly, shoes.I'm sorry. But Iidon’t see
what you can do, except 'get aCarriage, of stay here all night,” answered Jo, softly
rubbing the poor ankle as she spoke.

“I can’t have a carriage without its costing ever so much. I dare say I can’t get
one at all, for most people come in their own, and it’s a long way to the stable, and
no one to send.”

“I’ll go.”
“No, indeed! It’s past nin€, and dark as’ Egypt. I 'ean’t stop here, for the house is

full. Sallie has some girls staying with her. I’ll rest till Hannah comes, and then do
thebest I'can™

“I’ll ask Laurie. He'will=goiZ=said¥Je, [oeKing relieved assthelideaoccurredsto her.

“Mercy, no! Don’t ask or tell anyone. Get me my rubbers, and put these slippers
with our things. I can’t dance anymore, but as soon as supper is over, watch for
Hannah and tell me the minute she comes.”

“They are going out to supper now. I'll stay with you. I'd rather.”

“No, dear, run along, and*bringme some coffee. Im so tired I can’t stir.”

So Meg reclined, with rubbers well hidden, and Jo went blundering away to the
dining roomg'which she found after goin@ imto/a.china closet, and opening the door
of aroom where old Mr. Gardiner was taking'a little private‘refreshment. Makingsa
dart at the table, she secured the coffee, which she immediately spilled, thereby
making the front of her dress as bad as the back.



David Copperfield by Charles Dickens

The first objects that assume.a distingt/ presence before me, as I look far back,
into the blank of my infancy, are my mother with her pretty hair and youthful
shape, and.Peggotty, with=ho.shape at alls,and eyes: so_dark ;that they seemed to
darken their wholeeighbourhood in' her facesand cheeks andyarms: so hard land
red that I wondered the birds didn’t peck her in preference to apples.

I believe I can remember these two at a little distance apart, dwarfed to my sight
by stooping down or kneeling on the floor, and I going unsteadily from the one to
the other. I have an impression on my mind which I cannot distinguish from actual
remembrance, of the touchiof, PEggotty’s foréfimger.asishie used to hold it out to me,
and of its being roughened by needlework, like a.pocket nutmeg-grater.

This may be fancy, though I think the memory of most of us can go farther back
intQ such.times thaninany.ef us suppose; justas\ believe the power/of observation
in numbers of very young" children”to b€ quite” wonderful for 1ts closeness and
accuracy. Indeed, I think that most grown men who are remarkable in this respect,
may with greater propriety be said not to have lost the faculty, than to have
acquired it; the rather, as I generally observe such men to retain a certain freshness,
and gentleness, and capacity of being pleased, which are also an inheritance they
have preserved from their childhood.

I might have a misgiving thatd am='meandermg’in stopping to say this, but that
it brings me to remark that 1 build these conclusions, in part upon my own
expesience-ofmyself; andsif it=should appear from-anything I may set,down in this
narrative that I was“a child of close observation, or that as/a man I-have a strong
memory of my childhood, I undoubtedly lay claim to both of these characteristics.

Looking back, as I was saying, into the blank of my infancy, the first objects I
can remember as standing out by themselves from a confusion of things, are my
mother and Peggotty. What else do I remember? Let me see.

There comes out of the cloud,jour house —not new t6 me, but quite familiar, in
its earliest remembrance. On the ‘ground=floor is-Peggotty’s kitchen, opening into a
back yard; with a pigeon-house on a pole, in the centre, without any pigeons in it; a
great dog-keénnel ina coraer, without dany dogj.and a quantityyof fowls that look
terrtbly tall to"me; walking® about, in a menacing ‘and ferécious ‘manner. " There s
one cock who gets upon a post to crow, and seems to take particular notice of me
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as I look at him through_the.Kitchen, windows who/makes me shiver, he is so
fierce. Of the geese outside the side-gate who come waddling after me with their
long.neckssstretched,out when.l go that way, [, dream at nighti;as,a man gnvironed
by wild bedsts might.dream of lions.

Here is a long passage—what an enormous perspective I make of it!—Ileading
from Peggotty’s kitchen to the front door. A dark store-room opens out of it, and
that is a place to be run past at night; for I don’t know what may be among those
tubs and jars and old tea-chests, when there is nobody in there with a dimly-
burning light, letting a mouldyfair ¢ome out of thetdoorin which there is the smell
of soap, pickles, pepper, ¢candlesy and coffeg, all at one whiff. Then there are the
two parlours: the parlour in which we sit of an evening, my mother and I and
Peggotty —for Peggotty 18 quite our companion,when hér workiis done and we are
alone—and the best" parlour=where” we=sit" on“a' Sunday; ‘erandly, ‘but™not “so
comfortably. There is something of a doleful air about that room to me, for
Peggotty has told me—I don’t know when, but apparently ages ago—about my
father’s funeral, and the company having their black cloaks put on. One Sunday
night my mother reads to Peggotty and me in there, how Lazarus was raised up
from the dead. And I am so frightened that they are afterwards obliged to take me
out of bed, and show me the quict churchyard out of the'bedroom window, with the
dead all lying in their graves atrest,sbelow thelselermn moon.

There is nothing half so green that I know anywhere, as the grass of that
churchyard; | nothing half=s@ shady as its grees; nothing half so ‘quiet as its
tombstones. The sheep are feeding there, when I kneel up, early in the morning, in
my little bed in a closet within my mother’s room, to look out at it; and I see the
red light shining on the sun-dial, and think within myself, ‘Is the sun-dial glad, I
wonder, that it can tell the time again?’
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I

One morning, when Gregor Samsa woke from troubled dreams, he found himself
transformed in~hispbed intoarhorrible vermin. He lay onghis, armour-like jback, jand
if he lifted his/head) a little’ he could “see) hrs“brown ‘belly, slightty domed ‘and
divided by arches into stiff sections. The bedding was hardly able to cover it and
seemed ready to slide off any moment. His many legs, pitifully thin compared with
the size of the rest of him, waved about helplessly as he looked.

“What’s happened to me?” he thought. It wasn’t a dream. His room, a proper
human room although a little too small, lay peacefully between its four familiar
walls. A collection of textile samples lay spread outton the table—Samsa was a
travelling salesman—and above it there hung a picture that he had recently cut out
of an illustratedymagazine-and housed(in a nice, gilded frame: It showed a lady
fitted out with™a fur hat af@d fut boa*who Sat“upright, raisifig a heavy fur muff that
covered the whole of her lower arm towards the viewer.

Gregor then turned to look out the window at the dull weather. Drops of rain
could be heard hitting the pane, which made him feel quite sad. “How about if I
sleep a little bit longer and forget all this nonsense”, he thought, but that was
something he was unable to do because he was used to sleeping on his right, and in
his present state couldn’t get iato that position= However hard he threw himself
onto his right, he always rolled back to where he was. He must have tried it a
hundred g timessyshutshis eyessso, that he wouldn’t-have teslook at the floundesing
legs, and only stopped when he began'to fegl.aymild, dull pain,there that he thad
never felt before.

“Oh, God”, he thought, “what a strenuous career it is that I’ve chosen! Travelling
day in and day out. Doing business like this takes much more effort than doing
your own business at home, and on top of that there’s the curse of travelling,
worries about making tram, eenngetions g bad=and girregular food, contact with
different people all the timé€"so that you ¢an never'get'to know anyone or become
friendly with them. It can all go to Hell!” He felt a slight itch up on his belly;
pushed himselfslowly up on his, back towards the headboard so that he/could lift
histhead betterfound where the 1tchsWwasgand saw that itewas covered withslotSwef
little white spots which he didn’t know what to make of; and when he tried to feel
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the place with one of his/legs he=drew it quickly back because as soon as he
touched it he was overcome by a cold shudder.

He slid"back"intorhis formerpesition. “Getting upearlyall the time”, he thought}
“1t Imakes you _stupid. You’ ve _got tosget, enoueh, sleep.“Other travelling salesmen
live a life of luxury. For instance, whenever I go back to the guest house during the
morning to copy out the contract, these gentlemen are always still sitting there
eating their breakfasts. I ought to just try that with my boss; I'd get kicked out on
the spot. But who knows, maybe that would be the best thing for me. If I didn’t
have my parents to think @beut "t d"have given in\my fiotice a long time ago, I’d
have gone up to the boss and told. him'just what I think, tell him everything I
would, let him know just what I feel. He’d fall right off his desk! And it’s a funny
sort of [business to/'be sittinghup thére ‘at/your desk, talking down at your
subordinates from ‘up“thereyespecially when you‘have'to g6 rightup close*because
the boss is hard of hearing. Well, there’s still some hope; once I’ve got the money
together to pay off my parents’ debt to him—another five or six years I suppose—
that’s definitely what I'll do. That’s when I’ll make the big change. First of all
though, I’ve got to get up, my train leaves at five.”

And he looked over at the alarm clock, ticking on the chest of drawers. “God in
Heaven!” he thought. It was 'half past six'|and the¢ hands were quietly moving
forwards, it was even laterthan halfspast; more-ike ‘quarter to seven. Had the alarm
clock not rung? He could see from the bed that it had been set for four o’clock as it
should hawve/ been; it certamly must have rung.Yes, but was it'possible to quietly
sleep through that furniture-rattling noise? True, he had not slept peacefully, but
probably all the more deeply because of that. What should he do now? The next
train went at seven; if he were to catch that he would have to rush like mad and the
collection of samples was still not packed, and he did not at all feel particularly
fresh and lively. And even if he did catch _the train he would not avoid his boss’s
anger as the office assistant.would have been there to see the five o’clock train go,
he would have put in his report about Gregor’s not being there a long time ago. The
office assistantavassthe boss’ssman, spinelesss and=withsno understanding. What
about if he reported sick? But that would be/extremely strainedyand=suspicious, as
in five years of service Gregor had never once yet been ill. His boss would
certainly come round with the doctor from the medical insurance company, accuse
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his parents of having a lazy sen, and ‘agcept the 'doctor’s recommendation not to
make any claim as the doctor believed that no-one was ever ill but that many were
workshys=And=what’s mese would he_have ,beenwentirely wrong hn this case?
Gregor did'in fact, apart from excessive, sleepiness aftet sleeping for.so long, feel
completely well and even felt much hungrier than usual.

He was still hurriedly thinking all this through, unable to decide to get out of the
bed, when the clock struck quarter to seven. There was a cautious knock at the
door near his head. “Gregor”, somebody called—it was his mother—*“it’s quarter
to seven. Didn’t you wafit\togoe [somewhere?” That fgentle voice! Gregor was
shocked when he heard his own woice answering, it could hardly be recognised as
the voice he had had before. As if from deep inside him, there was a painful and
uncontrollable squeaking mixedin with/t, the/words cogld be made/out at first but
then there was=a sort“of echo which*made*them wunclear, leaving ‘the hearerunsure
whether he had heard properly or not. Gregor had wanted to give a full answer and
explain everything, but in the circumstances contented himself with saying: “Yes,
mother, yes, thank-you, I'm getting up now.” The change in Gregor’s voice
probably could not be noticed outside through the wooden door, as his mother was
satisfied with this explanation and shuffled away. But this short conversation made
the other members of the family aware that Gregor, against their expectations was
still at home, and soon his father.came knocking at one of the side doors, gently,
but with his fist. “Gregor, Gregor”, he called, “what’s wrong?” And after a short
while he ealled again with=a watning déepness ‘in his voice:‘Gregor! Gregor!? At
the"other side door his sister 'came plaintively: “Gregor? Aren’t you well? Do you
need anything?” Gregor answered to both sides: “I’'m ready, now”, making an
effort to remove all the strangeness from his voice by enunciating very carefully
and putting long pauses between each, individual word. His father went back to his
breakfast, but his sister whispered: “Gregor, open the door, I beg of you.” Gregor,
however, had no thought of gpeningsthe door, and istead congratulated himself for
his cautious habit, acquired from"his travelling, of Tocking all doors at night even
when hewas athome.

The first thing/he wanted to do was to get, up-in peace ‘without ‘being-disturbed, to
get dressed, and most of all to have his breakfast. Only then would he consider
what to do next, as he was well aware that he would not bring his thoughts to any
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sensible conclusions by|lying¢in bed. He remembered that he had often felt a
slight pain in bed, perhaps caused by lying awkwardly, but that had always turned
out.to be-puresimagination. and he wondered howshis imaginings would slowly
resolve themselyes today. He did not have the'slightest doubt that the.change in his
voice was nothing more than the first sign of a serious cold, which was an
occupational hazard for travelling salesmen.

It was a simple matter to throw off the covers; he only had to blow himself up a
little and they fell off by themselves. But it became difficult after that, especially as
he was so exceptionally brioad FHe wotuld haveused his/arms and his hands to push
himself up; but instead of them he.only had.all those little legs continuously
moving in different directions, and which he was moreover unable to control. If he
wanted to.bend one of them, then that was the first one that would stretch itself out;
and'if he' finally" managedtor do"whathe wanted with thatleg, all the others*seemed
to be set free and would move about painfully. “This is something that can’t be
done in bed”, Gregor said to himself, “so don’t keep trying to do it”.

The first thing he wanted to do was get the lower part of his body out of the bed,
but he had never seen this lower part, and could not imagine what it looked like; it
turned out to be too hard to move; it went so slowly; and finally, almost in a frenzy,
when he carelessly shoved himself forwards| with ‘all the force he could gather, he
chose the wrong direction, hit hard ‘against the'tewer bedpost, and learned from the
burning pain he felt that_the lower part of his body might well, at present, be_the
most sensitive.

So then he tried to get the top part of his body out of the bed first, carefully
turning his head to the side. This he managed quite easily, and despite its breadth
and its weight, the bulk of his body eventually followed slowly in the direction of
the head. But when he had at last got his head out of the bed and into the fresh air it
occurred to him that if he lethimselffall it;would be a miracle if his head were not
injured, so he became afraid to“carry on' pushing himself forward the same way.
And he could not knock himself out now at any price; better to stay in bed than
loS€€onscioustiess!
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It was not until it was getting.darksthat g¢vening that Gregor awoke from his deep
and coma-like sleep. He would have woken soon afterwards anyway even if he
hadn’t been disturbed, as;he had had enough sleep.and feltfully tested. But he had
the impression that*Some hurried steps ‘and, the.sound of the doer leading intolthe
front room being carefully shut had woken him. The light from the electric street
lamps shone palely here and there onto the ceiling and tops of the furniture, but
down below, where Gregor was, it was dark. He pushed himself over to the door,
feeling his way clumsily with his antennae—of which he was now beginning to
learn the value—in order tossee=whatshad beenshappening there. The whole of his
left side seemed like one, painfully stretched scar, and‘he limped badly on his two
rows of legs. One of the legs had been badly injured in the events of that morning
it wag fiearl yya miracle“thatvonly on€ of them|had been—and drag@ed along
lifelessly.

It was only when he had reached the door that he realised what it actually was
that had drawn him over to it; it was the smell of something to eat. By the door
there was a dish filled with sweetened milk with little pieces of white bread
floating in it. He was so pleased he almost laughed, as he was even hungrier than
he had been that morning, and immediately dipped his head into the milk, nearly
covering his eyes with it. Buthe soon drew his head back again in disappointment;
not only did the pain in his‘tender\leftside makesit difficult to eat the food —he was
only able to eat if his whole body worked together as a snuffling whole—but the
milk did net taste at'all niee. MilK like(this was normally his favourite drink, and
his"sister had Certainly left it there for him because of that, but he turned, almost
against his own will, away from the dish and crawled back into the centre of the
room.

Through the crack in the door, Gregor could see that the gas had been lit in the
living room. His father at this time would normally be sat with his evening paper,
reading it out in a loud voice to¢Gregor’s mother, and Sometimes to his sister, but
there was now not a sound to be heard. Gregor’s sister would often write and tell
himpsabout=thissicading, but-maybe his father had=lestytheshabit in receng times. It
was so quiet,all’around too, even'though there must have been somebody in'the
flat. “What a quiet life it is the family lead”, said Gregor to himself, and, gazing
into the darkness, felt a great pride that he was able to provide a life like that in
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such a nice home for his_sister and-=pacents. But what now, if all this peace and
wealth and comfort should come™to a horrible and frightening end? That was
something.that.Gregor did-not-want to,think aboutteognueh, so he started to move
about, crawling up and down the'rgom.

Once during that long evening, the door on one side of the room was opened
very slightly and hurriedly closed again; later on the door on the other side did the
same; it seemed that someone needed to enter the room but thought better of it.
Gregor went and waited immediately by the door, resolved either to bring the
timorous visitor into the rgomitysomeiway ot at ledst fo find out who it was; but
the door was opened no more that night'and Gregor waited in vain. The previous
morning while the doors were locked everyone had wanted to get in there to him,
but now, now that he'had openedwup onefof the'doors and theiother had clearly been
unlocked some*time ‘during: the*dayyno-one ‘came,“and the'keys were m the other
sides. It was not until late at night that the gaslight in the living room was put out,
and now it was easy to see that his parents and sister had stayed awake all that
time, as they all could be distinctly heard as they went away together on tip-toe. It
was clear that no-one would come into Gregor’s room any more until morning; that
gave him plenty of time to think undisturbed about how he would have to re-
arrange his life. For some reason, the'tall,lfempty rtoom where he was forced to
remain made him feel uneasy as‘heday there flat on the floor, even though he had
been living in it for five years. Hardly aware of what he was doing other than a
slight feeling of shame, heshurried undér the ¢ouch. It pressed down on his back a
little, and he“was mno Tonger able™ to Tift” his' head, but "he™ nonetheless felt
immediately at ease and his only regret was that his body was too broad to get it all
underneath.

He spent the whole night there. Some of the time he passed in a light sleep,
although he frequently woke from it in alarm_because of his hunger, and some of
the time was spent in worries and vague hopes=which, however, always led to the
same conclusion: for the time being he must remain calm, he must show patience
andsthe greatest,considerationsse, that hissfamily couldybeanthe,unpleasantness that
he,[in his present comdition, was forced, to, impose on them. Gregor=soon had'the
opportunity to test the strength of his decisions, as early the next morning, almost
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Not all that Mrs. Bennet, however, with the assistance of her five daughters,
could ask"ongdthe, subject pwagrsuificient go~draw, from herhusband amy satisfactory
description of Mr. Bingley. They attackeds himin vartoeus: ways; /with barefaced
questions, ingenious suppositions, and distant surmises; but he eluded the skill of
them all; and they were at last obliged to accept the second-hand intelligence of
their neighbour, Lady Lucas. Her report was highly favourable. Sir William had
been delighted with him. He was quite young, wonderfully handsome, extremely
agreeable, and, to crown the, Whol€,"he nieart totbe¢ af’ the next assembly with a
large party. Nothing could/be mote delightful!'To be fond of dancing was a certain
step towards falling in love; and very lively hopes of Mr. Bingley’s heart were
entertained.

“If T can but'see one of"my*“daughters happily-settled at"Netherfield,” 'said Mrs.
Bennet to her husband, “and all the others equally well married, I shall have
nothing to wish for.”

In a few days Mr. Bingley returned Mr. Bennet’s visit, and sat about ten minutes
with him in his library. He had entertained hopes of being admitted to a sight of the
young ladies, of whose beauty he had heard much; but he saw only the father. The
ladies were somewhat more/fortinate, for they=had/the advantage of ascertaining
from an upper window, that he wore a blue coat and rode a black horse.

A inyitatiomytopdinner=was=soon afterwards, dispatched; and alreadyphad Mrs;
Bennet planned/the courses that were to do/credit to her housekeeping, when,an
answer arrived which deferred it all. Mr. Bingley was obliged to be in town the
following day, and consequently unable to accept the honour of their invitation,
etc. Mrs. Bennet was quite disconcerted. She could not imagine what business he
could have in town so soon after his arrival in Hertfordshire; and she began to fear
that he might be always flying about-frem eneplace to another, and never settled at
Netherfield as he ought to be. Lady Lucas quieted her fears a little by starting the
idea of his being gone to London only to get a large party for the ball; and a report
soon followed that Mr. Bingleyywas tofbring/twelve ladies, and seyen gentlemen
with him to thesassembly.-Fhe-gitl s\gfieved‘oversuch a number of ladies;but were
comforted the day before the ball by hearing, that instead of twelve, he had brought
only six with him from London, his five sisters and a cousin. And when the party
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entered the assembly room’ it.consisted/of only five altogether; Mr. Bingley, his
two sisters, the husband of the eldest, and another young man.

Mr. Bingleys, was, goodiloeking pandw gentlemanlikesn, he phady ap pleasant
countenanceyand 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 te be“axfine figureiofa man, the ladies declared he
was much handsomer than Mr./ Bingley, and he was'logked at with great admiration
for about half the evening, till his manners gave a disgust which turned the tide of
his|populanity; for he was.discovered t6 be proud, to be abowve his/company, and
above being pleased;and not all hisslargevestate 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 onee with*“Mrs: Hurst androncewith Miss Bingley, declined
being introduced to any other lady, and spent_the rest of the evening in walking
about the=room, speaking-eccasionally to ong 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. Amongst the most violent against him
was Mrs. Bennet, whose dislike of his general behaviour was sharpened into
particular resentment by his having slighted one of her daughters.

Elizabeth Bennet had been, obligedsby the;searcityzofsgentlemen, to sit down for
two dances; and during partof that time}, Mr. Darcy had been standing near enough
for her to overhear a conversation between him and Mr. Bingley, who came from
theidance fopafew minufes, (0 preSs hisdriend/ito joit fit.

“Come, Darey,” sald hew1'mauist have youwdance. 1 haterte’see you standing about
by yourself in this stupid manner. You had much better dance.”
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“I certainly shall not. You know=how [l 'detest it, unless I am particularly
acquainted with my partner. At such an assembly as'this, it would be insupportable.
Youi. sisters aie, engageds=and«there is net, anether.-woman in, the roomy whom it
would not'be.a puniShmentto me to stand up with.’?

“I would not be so fastidious as you are,” cried 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 Behnet:

“Oh! she is the most beautiful” créature ["ever beheld! But there is one of her
sisters sitting_down_just_behind you, who is, very, pretty, and_I dare_say vyery,
agreeable™Do let metask 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; and 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.”

Mr. Bingley followed his=adwice sMrg Dargygwalked off; and Elizabeth remained
with no very cordial feelings towards him. She told the story, however, with great
spirit among her friends; for she had a lively, playful disposition, which delighted
in"anything nidiculous.

The eveningsaltogether=passed off‘pleasantly to'the whele Tamily. Mrs=Bennet
had seen her eldest daughter much admired by the Netherfield party. Mr. Bingley
had danced with her twice, and she had been distinguished by his sisters. Jane was
as much gratified by this as her mother could be, though in a quieter way. Elizabeth
felt Jane’s pleasure. Mary had heard herself mentioned to Miss Bingley as the most
accomplished girl in the neighbourhood; and_ Catherine and Lydia had been
fortunate enough to be never‘withoeut partnerss=which was all that they had yet
learnt to care for at a ball. They returned, therefore, in good spirits to Longbourn,
the| village= where they lived, and of which ghey 'were the principal)inhabitants.
They found Mr. Bennet still tp. With a book he was regardless of time; and on the
present occasion he had a good deal of curiosity as to the event of an evening
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