12" Grade LA — Mr. Radtke
Round 2 of Work, April 2020

Seniors —

Please read both stories.

Annotate TWO OR THREE TIMES PER PAGE as you read.

Answer the attached questions.

Do your best work.
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WHAT MEN LIVE BY

A shoemaker named Simon, who had neither house nor land of his own, lived with his wife
and children in a peasant’s hut, and earned his living by his work. Work was cheap, but bread was
dear, and what he earned he spent for food. The man and his wife had but one sheepskin coat
between them for winter wear, and even that was torn to tatters, and this was the second year he
had been wanting to buy sheep-skins for a new coat, Before winter Simon saved up a little
money: a three-rouble note lay hidden in his wife’s box, and five roubles and twenty kopeks were
owed him by customers in the village.

So one morning he prepared to go to the village to buy the sheep-skins. He put on over his
shirt his wife’s wadded nankeen jacket, and over that he put his own cloth coat. He took the
three-rouble note in his pocket, cut himself a stick to serve as a staff, and started off after
breakfast. “I’ll collect the five roubles that are due to me,” thought he, “add the three I have got,
and that will be enough to buy sheep-skins for the winter coat.”

He came to the village and called at a peasant’s hut, but the man was not at home. The
peasant’s wife promised that the money should be paid next week, but she would not pay it
herself. Then Simon called on another peasant, but this one swore he had no money, and would
only pay twenty kopeks which he owed for a pair of boots Simon had mended. Simon then tried
to buy the sheep-skins on credit, but the dealer would not trust him.

“Bring your money,” said he, “then you may have your pick of the skins. We know what debt-
collecting is like.” So all the business the shoemaker did was to get the twenty kopeks for boots
he had mended, and to take a pair of felt boots a peasant gave him to sole with leather.

Simon felt downhearted. He spent the twenty kopeks on vodka, and started homewards without
having bought any skins. In the morning he had felt the frost; but now, after drinking the vodka,
he felt warm, even without a sheep-skin coat. He trudged along, striking his stick on the frozen
earth with one hand, swinging the felt boots with the other, and talking to himself.
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I

“I’m quite warm,” said he, “though I have no sheep-skin coat. I've had a drop, and it runs
through all my veins. I need no sheep-skins. I go along and don’t worry about anything. That’s
the sort of man [ am! What do I care? I can live without sheep-skins. I don’t need them. My wife
will fret, to be sure. And, true enough, it is a shame; one works all day long, and then does not
get paid. Stop a bit! If you don’t bring that money along, sure enough I'll skin you, blessed if 1
don’t. How’s that? He pays twenty kopeks at a time! What can I do with twenty kopeks? Drink it-
that’s all one can do! Hard up, he says he is! So he may be—but what about me? You have a
house, and cattle, and everything; I’ve only what I stand up in! You have corn of your own
growing; 1 have to buy every grain. Do what I will, I must spend three roubles every week for
bread alone. | come home and find the bread all used up, and I have to fork out another rouble
and a half. So just pay up what you owe, and no nonsense about it!”

By this time he had nearly reached the shrine at the bend of the road. Looking up, he saw
something whitish behind the shrine. The daylight was fading, and the shoemaker peered at the
thing without being able to make out what it was. “There was no white stone here before. Can it
be an ox? It’s not like an ox. It has a head like a man, but it’s too white; and what could a man be
doing there?”

He came closer, so that it was clearly visible. To his surprise it really was a man, alive or dead,
sitting naked, leaning motionless against the shrine. Terror seized the shoemaker, and he thought,
“Some one has killed him, stripped him, and left him there. If I meddle I shall surely get into
trouble.”

So the shoemaker went on. He passed in front of the shrine so that he could not see the man.
When he had gone some way, he looked back, and saw that the man was no longer leaning
against the shrine, but was moving as if looking towards him. The shoemaker felt more
frightened than before, and thought, “Shall I go back to him, or shall T go on? If I go near him
something dreadful may happen. Who knows who the fellow is? He has not come here for any
good. If I go near him he may jump up and throttle me, and there will be no getting away. Or if
not, he'd still be a burden on one’s hands. What could I do with a naked man? I couldn’t give him
my last clothes. Heaven only help me to get away!”

So the shoemaker hurried on, leaving the shrine behind him-when suddenly his conscience
smote him, and he stopped in the road.

“What are you doing, Simon?” said he to himself. “The man may be dying of want, and you
slip past afraid. Have you grown so rich as to be afraid of robbers? Ah, Simon, shame on you!”

So he turned back and went up to the man.

II

Simon approached the stranger, looked at him, and saw that he was a young man, fit, with no
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looking up at Simon, as if too faint to lift his eyes. Simon went close to him, and then the man
seemed to wake up. Turning his head, he opened his eyes and looked into Simon’s face. That one
look was enough to make Simon fond of the man. He threw the felt boots on the ground, undid
his sash, laid it on the boots, and took off his cloth coat.

“It’s not a time for talking,” said he. “Come, put this coat on at once!” And Simon took the
man by the elbows and helped him to rise. As he stood there, Simon saw that his body was clean
and in good condition, his hands and feet shapely, and his face good and kind. He threw his coat
over the man’s shoulders, but the latter could not find the sleeves. Simon guided his arms into
them, and drawing the coat well on, wrapped it closely about him, tying the sash round the man’s
walst.

Simon even took off his torn cap to put it on the man's head, but then his own head felt cold,
and he thought: “I’m quite bald, while he has long curly hair.” So he put his cap on his own head
again. “It will be better to give him something for his feet,” thought he; and he made the man sit
down, and helped him to put on the felt boots, saying, “There, friend, now move about and warm
yourself. Other matters can be settled later on. Can you walk?”

The man stood up and looked kindly at Simon, but could not say a word.

“Why don’t you speak?” said Simon. “It’s too cold to stay here, we must be getting home.
There now, take my stick, and if you’re feeling weak, lean on that. Now step out!”

The man started walking, and moved easily, not lagging behind.

As they went along, Simon asked him, “And where do you belong 10?” “I'm not from these
parts.”

“[ thought as much, I know the folks hereabouts. But, how did you come to be there by the
shrine?”

“I cannot tell.”

“Has some one been ill-treating you?”

“No one has ill-treated me. God has punished me.”

“Of course God rules all. Still, you’ll have to find food and shelter somewhere. Where do you
want to go to?”

“It is all the same to me.”

Simon was amazed, The man did not look like a rogue, and he spoke gently, but yet he gave no
account of himself. Still Simon thought, “Who knows what may have happened?” And he said to
the stranger: “Well then, come home with me, and at least warm yourself awhile.”

So Simon walked towards his home, and the stranger kept up with him, walking at his side.
The wind had risen and Simon felt it cold under his shirt. He was getting over his tipsiness by
now, and began to feel the frost. He went along sniffling and wrapping his wife’s coat round him,
and he thought to himself: “There now—talk about sheep-skins! I went out for sheep-skins and
come home without even a coat to my back, and what is more, I'm bringing a naked man along
with me. Matryona won’t be pleased!” And when he thought of his wife he felt sad; but when he
looked at the stranger and remembered how he had looked up at him at the shrine, his heart was
glad.

00
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children, eaten her own meal, and now she sat thinking. She wondered when she ought to make
bread: now or tomorrow? There was still a large piece left.

“If Simon has had some dinner in town,” thought she, “and does not eat much for supper, the
bread will last ouf another day.”

She weighed the piece of bread in her hand again and again, and thought: “I won't make any
more today. We have only enough flour left to bake one batch; We can manage to make this last
out till Friday.”

So Matryona put away the bread, and sat down at the table to patch her husband’s shirt, While
she worked she thought how her husband was buying skins for a winter coat.

“If only the dealer does not cheat him. My good man is much too simple; he cheats nobody,
but any child can take him in. Eight roubles is a lot of money—he should get a good coat at that
price. Not tanned skins, but still a proper winter coat. How difficult it was last winter to get on
without a warm coat. [ could neither get down to the river, nor go out anywhere. When he went
out he put on all we had, and there was nothing left for me. He did not start very early today, but
still it’s time he was back. I only hope he has not gone on the spree!”

Hardly had Matryona thought this, when steps were heard on the threshold, and some one
entered. Matryona stuck her needle into her work and went out into the passage. There she saw
two men; Simon, and with him a man without a hat, and wearing felt boots.

Matryona noticed at once that her husband smelt of spirits. “There now, he has been drinking,”
thought she. And when she saw that he was coatless, had only her jacket on, brought no parcel,
stood there silent, and seemed ashamed, her heart was ready to break with disappointment. “He
has drunk the money,” thought she, “and has been on the spree with some good-for-nothing
fellow whom he has brought home with him.”

Matryona let them pass into the hut, followed them in, and saw that the stranger was a young,
slight man, wearing her husband’s coat. There was no shirt to be seen under it, and he had no hat.
Having entered, he stood, neither moving, nor raising his eyes, and Matryona thought: “He must
be a bad man—he’s afraid.”

Matryona frowned, and stood beside the oven looking to see what they would do.
Simon took off his cap and sat down on the bench as if things were all right.
“Come, Matryona; if supper is ready, let us have some.”

Matryona muttered something to herself and did not move, but stayed where she was, by the

oven. She looked first at the one and then at the other of them, and only shook her head. Simon
saw that his wife was annoyed, but tried to pass it off. Pretending not to notice anything, he took
the stranger by the arm.

“Sit down, friend,” said he, “and let us have some supper.”
The stranger sat down on the bench.
“Haven’t you cooked anything for us?” said Simon.

Matryona’s anger boiled over. “I’ve cooked, but not for you. It seems to me you have drunk
your wits away. You went to buy a sheep-skin coat, but come home without so much as the coat
you had on, and bring a naked vagabond home with you. I have no supper for drunkards like
you.”

“That’s enough, Matryona. Don’t wag your tongue without reason. You had better ask what
sort of man—"

“And you tell me what you’ve done with the money?”
Simon found the pocket of the jacket, drew out the three-rouble note, and unfolded it.
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Matryona got still more angry; he had bought no sheep-skins, but had put his only coat on
some naked fellow and had even brought him to their house.

She snatched up the note from the table, took it to put away in safety, and said: “I have no
supper for you. We can’t feed all the naked drunkards in the world.”

“There now, Matryona, hold your tongue a bit. First hear what a man has to say-"

“Much wisdom 1 shall hear from a drunken fool. I was right in not wanting to marry you-a
drunkard. The linen my mother gave me you drank; and now you’ve been to buy a coat-and have
drunk it, too!”

Simon tried to explain to his wife that he had only spent twenty kopeks; tried to tell how he
had found the man— but Matryona would not let him get a word in. She talked nineteen to the
dozen, and dragged in things that had happened ten years before.

Matryona talked and talked, and at last she flew at Simon and seized him by the sleeve.

“Give me my jacket. It is the only one I have, and you must needs take it from me and wear it
yourself. Give it here, you mangy dog, and may the devil take you.” '

Simon began to pull off the jacket, and turned a sleeve of it inside out; Matryona seized the
jacket and it burst its seams, She snatched it up, threw it over her head and went to the door. She
meant to go out, but stopped undecided—she wanted to work off her anger, but she also wanted
to learn what sort of a man the stranger was.

IV

Matryona stopped and said: “If he were a good man he would not be naked. Why, he hasn’t
even a shirt on him. If he were all right, you would say where you came across the fellow.”

“That’s just what I am trying to tell you,” said Simon. “As I came to the shrine I saw him
sitting all naked and frozen. It isn’t quite the weather to sit about naked! God sent me to him, or
he would have perished. What was I to do? How do we know what may have happened to him?
So I took him, clothed him, and brought him along. Don’t be so angry, Matryona. It is a sin.
Remember, we all must die one day.”

Angry words rose to Matryona’s lips, but she looked at the stranger and was silent. He sat on
the edge of the bench, motionless, his hands folded on his knees, his head drooping on his breast,
his eyes closed, and his brows knit as if in pain. Matryona was silent: and Simon said:
“Matryona, have you no love of God?”

Matryona heard these words, and as she looked at the stranger, suddenly her heart softened
towards him. She came back from the door, and going to the oven she got out the supper. Setting
a cup on the table, she poured out some kvas. Then she brought out the last piece of bread, and
set out a knife and spoons.

“Eat, if you want to,” said she.

Simon drew the stranger to the table,

“Take your place, young man,” said he.

Simon cut the bread, crumbled it into the broth, and they began to eat, Matryona sat at the
corner of the table resting her head on her hand and looking at the stranger.

And Matryona was touched with pity for the stranger, and began to feel fond of him. And at
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Matryona.

When they had finished supper, the woman cleared away the things and began questioning the
stranger. “Where are you from?” said she,

“I am not from these parts.”

“But how did you come to be on the road?”
“I may not tell.”

“Did some one rob your?”

“God punished me.”

“And you were lying there naked?”

“Yes, naked and freezing. Simon saw me and had pity on me. He took off his coat, put it on me
and brought me here. And you have fed me, given me drink, and shown pity on me. God will
reward you!”

Matryona rose, took from the window Simon’s old shirt she had been patching, and gave it to
the stranger. She also brought out a pair of trousers for him.

“There,” said she, “I see you have no shirt. Put this on, and lie down where you please, in the
loft or on the oven.”

The stranger took off the coat, put on the shirt, and lay down in the loft. Matryona put out the
candie, took the coat, and climbed to where her husband lay.

Matryona drew the skirts of the coat over her and lay down, but could not sleep; she could not
get the stranger out of her mind.

When she remembered that he had eaten their last piece of bread and that there was none for
tomorrow, and thought of the shirt and trousers she had given away, she felt grieved; but when
she remembered how he had smiled, her heart was glad.

Long did Matryona lie awake, and she noticed that Simon also was awake—he drew the coat
towards him.

“Simon!”
“Well?”

“You have had the last of the bread, and I have not put any to rise. I don’t know what we shall
do tomorrow. Perhaps I can borrow some of neighbor Martha.”

“If we're alive we shall find something to eat.”

The woman lay still awhile, and then said, “He seems a good man, but why does he not tell us
who he 187

“I suppose he has his reasons.”

“Simon!”

“Well?”

“We give; but why does nobody give us anything?”

Simon did not know what to say; so he only said, “Let us stop talking,” and turned over and
went to sleep.
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" In the morning Simon awoke. The “children were siill “asiéep; his wife had "goné to the
neighbor’s to borrow some bread. The stranger alone was sitting on the bench, dressed in the old
shirt and trousers, and looking upwards. His face was brighter than it had been the day before.

Simon said to him, “Well, friend; the belly wants bread, and the naked body clothes. One has
to work for a living What work do you know?”

“1 do not know any.” _

This surprised Simon, but he said, “Men who want to learn can learn anything.”
“Men work, and I will work also.”

“What is your name?”

“Michael.”

“Well, Michael, if you don’t wish to talk about yourself, that is your own affair; but you’ll
have to earn a living for yourself. If you will work as I tell you, I will give you food and shelter.”

“May God reward you! I will learn. Show me what to do.”
Simon took yarn, put it round his thumb and began to twist it.
“It is easy enough—see!”

Michael watched him, put some yarn round his own thumb in the same way, caught the knack,
and twisted the yarn also.

Then Simon showed him how to wax the thread. This also Michael mastered. Next Simon
showed him how to twist the bristle in, and how to sew, and this, too, Michael learned at once.

Whatever Simon showed him he understood at once, and after three days he worked as if he
had sewn boots all his life. He worked without stopping, and ate little. When work was over he
sat silently, looking upwards. He hardly went into the strect, spoke only when necessary, and
neither joked nor laughed. They never saw him smile, except that first evening when Matryona
gave them supper.

VI

Day by day and week by week the year went round. Michael lived and worked with Simon,
His fame spread till people said that no one sewed boots so neatly and strongly as Simon’s
workman, Michael; and from all the district round people came to Simon for their boots, and he
began to be well off.

One winter day, as Simon and Michael sat working, a carriage on sledge-runners, with three
horses and with bells, drove up to the hut. They looked out of the window; the carriage stopped at
their door, a fine servant jumped down from the box and opened the door. A gentleman in a fur
coat got out and walked up to Simon’s hut. Up jumped Matryona and opened the door wide. The
gentleman stooped to enter the hut, and when he drew himself up again his head nearly reached
the ceiling, and he seemed quite to fill his end of the room.

Simon rose, bowed, and looked at the gentleman with astonishment. He had never seen any
one like him. Simon himself was lean, Michael was thin, and Matryona was dry as a bone, but
this man was like some one from another world: red-faced, burly, with a neck like a bull’s, and
looking altogether as if he were cast in iron.

The gentleman puffed, threw off his fur coat, sat down on the bench, and said, “Which of you
is the master bootmaker?” '
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T am, your Excellency,” said Simon, coming forward.
Then the gentleman shouted to his lad, “Hey, Fedka, bring the leather!”
The servant ran in, bringing a parcel. The gentleman took the parcel and put it on the table.
“Untie 1t,” said he. The lad untied 1t.
The gentleman pointed to the leather.
“Look here, shoemaker,” said he, “do you see this leather?”
“Yes, your honor,”
“But do you know what sort of leather it is7”
Simon felt the leather and said, “It 1s good leather.”

“Good, indeed! Why, you fool, you never saw such leather before in your life. It’s German,
and cost twenty roubles.”

Simon was frightened, and said, “Where should I ever see leather like that?”
“Just so! Now, can you make it into boots for me?”
“Yes, your Excellency, I can.”

Then the gentleman shouted at him: “You can, can you? Well, remember whom you are to
make them for, and what the leather is. You must make me boots that will wear for a year, neither
losing shape nor coming unsown. If you can do it, take the leather and cut it up; but if you can’t,
say so, I warn you now if your boots become unsewn or lose shape within a year, I will have you
put in prison. If they don’t burst or lose shape for a year I will pay you ten roubles for your
work.”

Simon was frightened, and did not know what to say. He glanced at Michael and nudging him
with his elbow, whispered: “Shall I take the work?”

Michael nodded his head as if to say, “Yes, take it.”

Simon did as Michael advised, and undertook to make boots that would not lose shape or split
for a whole year.

Calling his servant, the gentleman told him to pull the boot off his left leg, which he stretched
out.

“Take my measure!” said he.

Simon stitched a paper measure seventeen inches long, smoothed it out, knelt down, wiped his
hand well on his apron so as not to soil the gentleman’s sock, and began to measure. He
measured the sole, and round the instep, and began to measure the calf of the leg, but the paper
was too short. The calf of the leg was as thick as a beam.

“Mind you don’t make it too tight in the leg.”

Simon stitched on another strip of paper. The gentleman twitched his toes about in his sock,
looking round at those in the hut, and as he did so he noticed Michael.

“Whom have you there?” asked he.
“That is my workman. He will sew the boots.”

“Mind,” said the gentleman to Michael, “remember to make them so that they will last me a
year.”

Simon also looked at Michael, and saw that Michael was not looking at the gentleman, but was
gazing into the comer behind the gentleman, as if he saw some one there. Michael Jooked and
looked, and suddenly he smiled, and his face became brighter.

“What are you grinning at, you fool?” thundered the gentleman. “You had better look to it that
the boots are ready in time.”

“They shall be ready in good time,” said Michael.
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“Mind it is so,” said the gentleman, and he put on his boots and his fur coat, wrapped the latter
round him, and went to the door. But he forgot to stoop, and struck his head against the lintel.

He swore and rubbed his head. Then he took his seat in the carriage and drove away.

When he had gone, Simon said: “There’s a figure of a man for you! You could not kill him
with a mallet. He almost knocked out the lintel, but little harm it did him.”

And Matryona said: “Living as he does, how should he not grow strong? Death itself can’t
touch such a rock as that.”

VII

Then Simon said to Michael: “Well, we have taken the work, but we must see we don’t get into
trouble over it. The leather is dear, and the gentleman hot-tempered. We must make no mistakes.
Come, your eye is truer and your hands have become nimbler than mine, so you take this
measure and cut out the boots. I will finish off the sewing of the vamps.”

Michael did as he was told. He took the leather, spread it out on the table, folded it in two, took
a knife and began to cut out.

Matryona came and watched him cuttmg, and was surprised to see how he was doing it.
Matryona was accustomed to seeing boots made, and she looked and saw that Michael was not
cutting the leather for boots, but was cutting it round.

She wished to say something, but she thought to herself: “Perhaps I do not understand how
gentleman’s boots should be made. I suppose Michael knows more about it—and I won’t
interfere.”

When Michael had cut up the leather, he took a thread and began to sew not with two ends, as
boots are sewn, but with a single end, as for soft slippers.

Again Matryona wondered, but again she did not interfere. Michael sewed on steadily till
noon. Then Simon rose for dinner, looked around, and saw that Michael had made slippers out of
the gentleman’s leather.

“Ah,” groaned Simon, and he thought, “How is it that Michael, who has been with me a whole
year and never made a mistake before, should do such a dreadful thing? The gentleman ordered
high boots, welted, with whole fronts, and Michael has made soft slippers with single soles, and
has wasted the leather, What am I to say to the gentleman? I can never replace leather such as

this.”
And he said to Michael, “What are you doing, friend? You have ruined me! You know the
!”

gentleman ordered high boots, but see what you have made!

Hardly had he begun to rebuke Michael, when “rat-tat” went the iron ring that hung at the
door. Some one was knocking. They looked out of the window; a man had come on horseback,
and was fastening his horse, They opened the door, and the servant who had been with the
gentleman came in.

“Good day,” said he.

“Good day,” replied Simon. “What can we do for you?”

“My mistress has sent me about the boots.”

“What about the boots?”

“Why, my master no longer needs them, He is dead.” O
11739
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“Tg’it possible?”

“He did not live to get home after leaving you, but died in the carriage. When we reached
home and the servants came to help him alight, he rolled over like a sack. He was dead already,
and so stiff that he could hardly be got out of the carriage. My mistress sent me here, saying:

“Tell the bootmalker that the gentleman who ordered boots of him and left the leather for them no
longer necds the boots, but that he must quickly make soft slippers for the corpse. Wait till they
are ready, and bring them back with you.” That is why I have come.”

Michael gathered up the remnants of the leather; rolied them up, took the soft slippers he had
made, slapped them together, wiped them down with his apron, and handed them and the roll of
leather to the servant, who took them and said: “Good-bye, masters, and good day to you!”

VIIL

Another year passed, and another, and Michael was now living his sixth year with Simon. He
lived as before. He went nowhere, only spoke when necessary, and had only smiled twice in all
those years—once when Matryona gave him food, and a second time when the gentleman was in
their hut. Simon was more than pleased with his workman. He never now asked him where he
came from, and only feared lest Michael should go away. ‘

They were all at home one day. Matryona was putting iron pots in the oven; the children were
running along the benches and looking out of the window; Simon was sewing at one window, and
Michael was fastening on a heel at the other.

One of the boys ran along the bench to Michael, leant on his shoulder, and looked out of the
window.

“Look, Uncle Michael! There is a lady with little girls! She seems to be coming here. And one
of the girls is lame.” '

When the boy said that, Michael dropped his work, turned to the window, and looked out into
the street.

Simon was surprised. Michael never used to look out into the street, but now he pressed
against the window, staring at something. Simon also looked out, and saw that a well-dressed
woman was really coming to his hut, leading by the hand two little girls in fur coats and woolen
shawls. The girls could hardly be told one from the other, except that one of them was crippled in
her left leg and walked with a limp.

The woman stepped into the porch and entered the passage. Feeling about for the entrance she
found the latch, which she lifted, and opened the door. She let the two girls go in first, and
followed them into the hut.

“Good day, good folk!”

“Pray come in,” said Simon. “What can we do for you?”

The woman sat down by the table. The two little girls pressed close to her knees, afraid of the
people in the hut.

“1 want leather shoes made for these two little girls for spring.”

“We can do that. We never have made such small shoes, but we can make them; either welted
or turnover shoes, linen lined. My man, Michael, is a master at the work.”

Simon glanced at Michael and saw that he had left his work and was sitting with his eyes fixed
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and rosy-cheeked, and they wore nice kerchiefs and fur coats, but still Simon could not
understand why Michael should look at them like that—just as if he had known them before. He
was puzzled, but went on talking with the woman, and arranging the price. Having fixed it, he
prepared the measure. The woman lifted the lame girl on to her lap and said: “Take two measures
from this little girl. Make one shoe for the lame foot and three for the sound one. They both have
the same size feet. They are twins.”

Simon took the measure and, speaking of the lame gir!, said: “How did it happen to her? She is
such a pretty girl. Was she born so?”

“No, her mother crushed her leg.”

Then Matryona joined in. She wondered who this woman was, and whose the children were,
so she said: “Are not you their mother then?”

“No, my good woman; I am neither their mother nor any relation to them. They were quite
strangers to me, but I adopted them.”

“They are not your children and yet you are so fond of them?”

“How can I help being fond of them? I fed them both at my own breasts. I had a child of my
own, but God took him. I was not so fond of him as I now am of them.”

“Then whose children are they?”

IX

The woman, having begun talking, told them the
whole story.

“Tt is about six years since their parents died, both in one week: their father was buried on the
Tuesday, and their mother died on the Friday. These orphans were born three days after their
father’s death, and their mother did not live another day. My husband and I were then living as
peasants in the village. We were neighbors of theirs, our yard being next to theirs, Their father
was a lonely man; a wood-cutter in the forest. When felling trees one day, they let one fail on
him. It fell across his body and crushed his bowels out. They hardly got him home before his soul
went to God; and that same week his wife gave birth to twins— these little girls. She was poor
and alone: she had no one, young or old, with her, Alone she gave them birth, and alone she met
her death.”

“The next morning I went to se¢ her, but when I entered the hut, she, poor thing, was already
stark and cold. In dying she had rolled on to this child and crushed her leg. The village folk came
to the hut, washed the body, laid her out, made a coffin, and buried her. They were good folk. The
babies were left alone. What was to be done with them? I was the only woman there who had a
baby at the time. I was nursing my first-born—eight weeks old. So I tock them for a time. The
peasants came together, and thought and thought what to do with them; and at last they said to
me: ‘For the present, Mary, you had better keep the girls, and later on we will arrange what to do
for them.” So I nursed the sound one at my breast, but at first I did not feed this crippled one. I
did not suppose she would live. But then I thought to myself, why should the poor innocent
suffer? I pitied her, and began to feed her. And so I fed my own boy and these two—the three of
them-—at my own breast. I was young and strong, and had good food, and God gave me so much
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milk that at times it even overflowed. I used sometimes to feed two at a time, while the third was
waiting, When one had enough I nursed the third. And God so ordered it that these grew up,
while my own was buried before he was two years old. And I had no more children, though we
prospered. Now my husband is working for the corn merchant at the mill. The pay is good, and
we are well off. But I have no children of my own, and how lonely I should be without these little
girls! How can I help loving them! They are the joy of my life!”

She pressed the lame litife girl to her with one hand, while with the other she wiped the tears
from her cheeks.

And Matryona sighed, and said: “The proverb is true that says, ‘One may live without father or
mother, but one cannot live without God.””

So they talked together, when suddenly the whole hut was lighted up as though by summer
lightning from the corner where Michael sat. They all looked towards him and saw him sitting,
his hands folded on his knees, gazing upwards and smiling.

X

The woman went away with the girls. Michael rose from the bench, put down his work, and
took off his apron. Then, bowing low to Simon and his wife, he said: “Farewell, masters. God has
forgiven me. I ask your forgiveness, too, for anything done amiss.”

And they saw that a light shone from Michael. And Simon rose, bowed down to Michael, and
said: “I see, Michael, that you are no common man, and I can neither keep you nor question you.
Only tell me this: how is it that when I found you and brought you home, you were gloomy, and
when my wife gave you food you smiled at her and became brighter? Then when the gentleman
came to order the boots, you smiled again and became brighter still? And now, when this woman
brought the little girls, you smiled a third time, and have become as bright as day? Tell me,
Michael, why does your face shine so, and why did you smile those three times?”

And Michael answered: “Light shines from me because I have been punished, but now God
has pardoned me. And I smiled three times, because God sent me to learn three truths, and I have
fearnt them. One I learnt when your wife pitied me, and that is why I smiled the first time. The
second I learnt when the rich man ordered the boots, and then I smiled again. And now, when I
saw those little girls, I learn the third and last truth, and I smiled the third time.”

And Simon said, “Tell me, Michael, what did God punish you for? and what were the three
truths? that I, too, may know them.”

And Michael answered: “God punished me for disobeying Him. I was an angel in heaven and
disobeyed God. God sent me to fetch a woman’s soul. I flew to earth, and saw a sick woman
lying alone, who had just given birth to twin girls. They moved feebly at their mother’s side, but
she could not lift them to her breast. When she saw me, she understood that God had sent me for
her soul, and she wept and said: ‘Angel of God! My husband has just been buried, killed by a
falling tree. I have neither sister, nor aunt, nor mother: no one to care for my orphans. Do not take
my soul! Let me nurse my babes, feed them, and set them on their feet before I die. Children
cannot live without father or mother,” And I hearkened to her. I placed one child at her breast and
gave the other into her arms, and returned to the Lord in heaven. I flew to the Lord, and said: ‘I
could not take the soul of the mother. Her husband was killed by a tree; the woman has twins, and
prays that her soul may not be taken. She says: “Let me nurse and feed my children, and set them
on their feet, Children cannot live without father or mother.” I have not taken her soul.” And God
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said: ‘Go-take the mother’s soul, and learn three truths: Learn What dwells in man, What is not
given to man, and What men live by. When thou has learnt these things, thou shalt return to
heaven.” So I flew again to earth and took the mother’s soul. The babes dropped from her breasts.
Her body rolled over on the bed and crushed one babe, twisting its leg. I rose above the village,
wishing to take her soul to God; but a wind seized me, and my wings drooped and dropped off.
Her soul rose alone to God, while I fell to earth by the roadside.”

X1

And Simon and Matryona understood who it was that had lived with them, and whom they had
clothed and fed. And they wept with awe and with joy. And the angel said: “I was alone in the
field, naked. I had never known human needs, cold and hunger, till I became a man, I was
famished, frozen, and did not know what to do. I saw, near the field I was in, a shrine built for
God, and I went to it hoping to find shelter. But the shrine was locked, and I could not enter. So I
sat down behind the shrine to shelter myseif at least from the wind. Evening drew on. I was
hungry, frozen, and in pain. Suddenly ! heard a man coming along the road. He carried a pair of
boots, and was talking to himself. For the first time since I became a man I saw the mortal face of
a man, and his face seemed terrible to me and I turned from it. And I heard the man talking to
himself of how to cover his body from the cold in winter, and how to feed wife and children, And
[ thought: ‘I am perishing of cold and hunger, and here is a man thinking only of how to clothe
~ himself and his wife, and how to get bread for themselves. He cannot help me.” When the man
saw me he frowned and became still more terrible, and passed me by on the other side. I
despaired; but suddenly I heard him coming back. I looked up, and did not recognize the same
man; before, I had seen death in his face; but now he was alive, and I recognized in him the
presence of God. He came up to me, clothed me, took me with him, and brought me to his home.
I entered the house; a woman came to meet us and began to speak, The woman was still more
terrible than the man had been; the spirit of death came from her mouth; I could not breathe for
the stench of death that spread around her. She wished to drive me out into the cold, and I knew
that if she did so she would die. Suddenly her husband spoke to her of God, and the woman
changed at once. And when she brought me food and looked at me, I glanced at her and saw that
death no longer dwelt in her; she had become alive, and in her, too, I saw God.

“Then T remembered the first lesson God had set me: ‘Learn what dwells in man.” And I
understood that in man dwells Love! I was glad that God had already begun to show me what He
had promised, and I smiled for the first time. But I had not yet learnt all. I did not yet know What
is not given to man, and What men live by.

“I lived with you, and a year passed. A man came to order boots that should wear for a year
without losing shape or cracking. [ looked at him, and suddenly, behind his shoulder, I saw my
comrade —the angel of death. None but me saw that angel; but I knew him, and knew that before
the sun set he would take that rich man’s soul. And I thought to myself, ‘The man is making
preparations for a year, and does not know that he will die before evening.” And [ remembered
God’s second saying, ‘Learn what is not given to man.’

“What dwells in man I already knew. Now [ learnt what is not given him. It is not given to man
to know his own needs. And I smiled for the second time. 1 was glad to have seen my comrade
angel— glad also that God had revealed to me the second saying,

“But I still did not know all. I did not know What men live by, And I lived on, waiting till God
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should reveal to me the Tast lesson. Tn the sixth year came the girl-twins with the woman; and I~
recognized the girls, and heard how they had been kept alive. Having heard the story, | thought,
“Their mother besought me for the children’s sake, and I believed her when she said that children
cannot live without father or mother; but a stranger has nursed them, and has brought them up.’
And when the woman showed her love for the children that were not her own, and wept over
them, I saw in her the living God and understood What men live by. And I knew that God had
revealed to me the last lesson, and had forgiven my sin. And then I smiled for the third time.”

XII

And the angel’s body was bared, and he was clothed in light so that eye could not look on him;
and his voice grew louder, as though it came not from him but from heaven above. And the angel
said:

“I have learnt that all men live not by care for themselves but by love.

“It was not given to the mother to know what her children needed for their life. Nor was it
given to the rich man to know what he himself needed. Nor is it given to any man to know
whether, when evening comes, he will need boots for his body or slippers for his corpse.

“I remained alive when | was a man, not by care of myself, but because love was present in a
passer-by, and because he and his wife pitied and loved me. The orphans remained alive not
because of their mother’s care, but because there was love in the heart of a woman, a stranger to
them, who pitied and loved them. And all men live not by the thought they spend on their own
welfare, but because love exists in man.

“I knew before that God gave life to men and desires that they should live, now I understood
more than that.

“I understood that God does not wish men to live apart, and therefore he does not reveal to
them what each one needs for himself; but he wishes them to live united, and therefore reveals to
each of them what is necessary for all.

“I have now understood that though it seems to men that they live by care for themselves, in
truth it is love alone by which they live. He who has love, is in God, and God is in him, for God
is love.”

And the angel sang praise to God, so that the hut trembled at his voice, The roof opened, and a
column of fire rose from earth to heaven. Simon and his wife and children fell to the ground.
Wings appeared upon the angel’s shoulders, and he rose into the heavens,

And when Simon came to himself the hut stood as before, and there was no one in it but his
own family. '
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What Men Live By

Answer in complete sentences on separate notebook paper.

l.

2.

10.

11.

Why does Simon need to buy sheepskins?

How does the stranger first appear to Simon

. What does Simon decide to do about the man?
. How does Matrena first react to the stranger?
. What causes Matrena to have a change of heart?

. What is the stranger’s name and what does Simon successfully teach

him?

. Summarize what happens in sections VI, VII,
. Why does Simon come to be well off after Michael moves in?

. How were the twins able to survive after their mother’s death? -

For what was Michael punished? Explain.

What are the three lessons Michael learns from God?
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pe action had the effect of establishing 2

4 between us; and when the storyteller fin-

ed his tale and lefr, he came over to my table
if answering a formal invitation.

 «Dreadful liars some men are,” he said genially.
- sfishermen,” [ suggested, “are traditionally

i _jess of the truch.”

sHe wasn't a fisherman,” said my companion.
mhat was our local doctor. He was telling me
out his latest case of dropsy.! Besides” —he

' ed me earnestly on the knee—“you must not
iito the popular error about fishermen.
_dition has maligned them. I am a fisherman
If, and [ have never told a lie in my life.”

| could well believe it. He was a short, stout,
pfortable man of middle age, and the thing

¢ struck me first about him was the extraordi-
ily childlike candor of his eyes. They were

e and round and honest. [ would have bought
i stock from him without a tremor.

The door leading into the white dusty road
med, and a small man with rimless pince-nez?
d an anxtous expression shot in like a rabbit"

§ had consumed a gin and ginger beer almost
ore we knew he was there. Having thus
freshed himself, he stood looking at us, seem-
gy ill at ease.

*N-n-n-n-n-n—-" he said.

We looked at him inquiringly.

N-n-n-n-n-n-ice d-d-d-de?

s nerve appeared to fail him, and he vanished
abruptly as he had come.

‘I think he was leading up to telling us that it
a nice day,” hazarded my companion.

"It must be very embarrassing,” I said, “for a
2 with such a painful impediment in his

jech to open conversation with strangers.”
‘Probably trying to cure himself. Like my
phew George. Have I ever told you about my
prew George?”

i reminded him that we had only just met, and
t this was the first time I had learned that he
2 nephew George.

—e

[ will cell you about George's case~—ig many ways
a rather remarkable one.”

y nephew George (said Mr. Mulliner) was as

nice a young fellow as you would ever wish
to meet, but from childhood up he had been
cursed with a terrible stammer. If he had had to
earn his living, he would undoubtedly have
found this affliction a great handicap, but fortun-
ately his father had lefr him a comfortable income;
and George spent a not unhappy life, residing in
the village where he had been born and passing
his days in the usual country sports and his eve-
nings in doing crossword puzzles. By the time he
was thirty he knew more about Eli, the prophet,
Ra, the Sun God, and the bird Emu than any-
body else in the county except Susan Blake, the
vicar’s® daughter, who had also taken up the
solving of crossword puzzles and was the first
girl in Worcestershire* to find out the meaning
of “stearine™ and “crepuscular.™

It was his association with Miss Blake that

first turned George's thoughts to a serious
endeavor to cure himself of his stammer. Nat-
urally, with this hobby in common, the young
people saw a great deal of one another: for
George was always looking in at the vicarageS to
ask her if she knew a word of seven letters mean-
ing “appertaining to the profession of plumbing,”
and Susan was just as constant a caller at George's
cozy little cottage being frequently stumped, as
girls will be, by words of eight letters signifying
“largely used in the manufacture of poppet-
valves.” The consequence was that one evening,

1. dropsy: an abrormal accumulation of fuid in the body—
now usuzally called edema (Y-de’'ma).

2. pince-nez (p¥ns'ni”): eyeglasses without earpieces, kepe
in place by being clipped to the bridge of the nose,

3. vicar’s (vTk’arz): A vicar is 2 kind of parish priest in the
Church of England. '

4. Worcestershire (wdbs'ta-shir}: a county of England.

5. vicarsge (vIk'sr-Tj): the residence of 2 vicae

w?rgbs makign (me-lin’) « to speak evil of; siander
KNOW candor (kBn'der) n. frankness; sincerity; openness
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just after she had helped him out of a tight place
with the word “disestablishmentarianism,” the
boy suddenly awoke to the truth and realized that
she was all the world to him—or, as he put it to
himself from force of habit, precious, beloved,
darling, much-loved, highly esteemed or valued.

And yet, every time he tried to tell her so, he
could get no further than a sibilant gurgle which
was no more practical use than a hiccup.

Something obviously had to be done, and
George went to London to see a specialist.

“Yes?” said the specialist.

“I-I-I-1-I-1-1 ” said George.

“You were saying—?”

“Wo0-wo0o-wo0-Wo0-wo0o-woo—"

“Sing it,” said the specialist.

“8-5-5-5-5-5-5-§ 2" said George, puzzled.

The specialist explained. He was a kindly man
with moth-eaten whiskers and an eye like a
meditative cod fish.

“Many people,” he said, “who are unable to
articulate clearly in ordinary speech find them-
selves lucid and bell-like when they burst into
song.”

It seemed a good idea to George. He thought
for a moment; then threw his head back, shut his
eyes, and let it go in a musical baritone.

“1 love a lassie, a bonny, bonny lassie,” sang
George. “She’s as pure as the lily in the dell.”

“No doubt,” said the specialist, wincing a little.

“She’s as sweet as the headwer, the bonny purple
heather—Susan, my Worceswershire bluebell.”

“Ah!” said the specialist. “Soumds a nice girl.
Is this she?” he asked, adjusomg bas glasses and
peering at the photograph wich George had
extracted from the interior of the left side of his
uader-vest.

George nodded, and drew in breath.

“Yes, sir,” he caroled, “that’s my baby. No, sir,
don’t mean maybe. Yes, sir, that’s my baby now,
And, by the way, by the way, when I meet that
preacher I shall say— ‘Yes, sir, that’s my —' "

WORDS
T0 ludd {I35°sTd) adj. easily understood
ENOW delwisrlous (d¥I'T-tir'&-es) adj. hanmful; injurious

- betrothed, engaged, affianced to this girl, but yo

silllarct (sTb's-lent) adj. hissing

bansvolently (be-név'e-lent1é) adv in a way that shows kindness and goodwill

el

“Quite,” said the specialist, hurriedly. He hy
a sensitive ear. “Quite, quite.”

“If you knew Susie like | know Susie,” Georp
was beginning, but the other stopped him.

“Quite. Exactly. I shouldn’ wonder. And now?
said the specialist, “what precisely is the trouble
No,” he added, hastily, as George inflated his
lungs, “don’t sing it. Write the particulars on th
piece of paper.”

George did so.

“H’m!” said the specialist, examining the
screed.S “You wish to woo, court, and become
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find yourself unable, incapable, incompetent,
impotent, and powerless. Every time you attempg
it, your vocal cords fail, fall shor, are insufficien,
wanting, deficient, and go blooey

George nodded.

“A not unusual case. I have had to deal with
this sort of thing before. The effect of love on
the vocal cords of even a normally eloguent
subject is frequently deleterious. As regards the
habitual stammerer, tests have shown that in
ninety-seven point five six nine recurring of case
the divine passion reduces him to a condition’
where he sounds like a soda-water siphon tl’!”"s
to recite ‘Gunga Din.’ There is only one cure.”

“W-w-w-w-w——?" asked George.

“I will tell you. Stammering,” proceeded tht
specialist, putting the tips of his fingers togethe!
and eyeing George benevolently, “is mainly o
mental and is caused by shyness, which is ca!
by the inferiority complex, which in its turn i$
caused by suppressed desires or introverted
inhibitions or something. The advice I give
young men who come in here behaving like
soda-water siphons is to go out and make 3 P
of speaking to at least three perfect strangefs
every day. Engage these strangers in com't“al’-"atl
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6. screed: written document.




4 M3y feel, and before
weeks are out you will
.4 that the little daily dose
s had its effect. Shyness
il wear off, and with it

o stammer.”

And, having requested

, young man—in a voice
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0 hand over a fee of five
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(corge out into the world.
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he more George thought

about the advice he had
wen given, the less he liked
4 He shivered in the cab
gat took him to the station
p catch the train back to
fast Wobsley. Like all shy
wung men, he had never
itherto looked upon himself as shy—prefeiring
pattribute his distaste for the society of his
wllows to some subtle rareness of soul. But now
dat the thing had been put squarely up to him,
ke was compelled to realize that in all essentials
k was a perfect rabbit. The thought of accosting
grfect strangers and forcing his conversation
apon them sickened him.

But no Mulliner has ever shirked an unpleasant
futy. As he reached the platform and strode along
gto the train, his teeth were set, his eyes shone
vith an almost fanatical light of determination,
ad he intended before his journey was over to
onduet three heart-to-heart chats if he had to
ung every bar of them.

The compartment into which he had made his
wy was empty at the moment, but just before
te train started a very large, fierce-looking man
¢ in. George would have preferred somebody a
ke less formidable for his first subject, but he
kaced himself and bent forward. And, as he did
M, the man spoke.

“The wur-wur-wur-wur-weather,” he said,

had to deal with
tfect of love on
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“sus-sus-seems to be ter-ter-taking a tur-tur-turn
for the ber-ber-better, der-doesn’t it?”

George sank back as if he had been hit between
the eyes. The train had moved out of the dimness
of the station by now, and the sun was shining
brightly on the speaker, illuminating his knobbly
shoulders, his craggy jaw, and, above all, the
shockingly choleric® look in his eyes. To reply
“Y.y-y-y-y-y-y-yes” to such a man would obvi-
ously be madness.

. But to abstain from speech did not seem to be

. much better as a policy. George’s silence appeared

to arouse this man’s worst passions. His face had
turned purple and he glared painfully.

“I uk-uk-asked you a sus-sus-civil quk-quk-
quk,” he said, irascibly. “Are you d-d-d-d-deaf?”

All we Mulliners have been noted for our
presence of mind. To open his mouth, point to
his tonsils, and utter a strangled gurgle was with
George the work of a moment.

7. timbre {tim"bar): the distincrive quality of a sound.
8. choleric (k81’a-rYk): showing anger; bad-tempered.
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The tension relaxed. The man’s annoyance
abated.

“D-d-d-dumb?” he said, commiseratingly. “I
beg your p-p-p-p-pup. I t-t-trust I have not caused
you p-p-p-p-pup. It m-must be tut-tut-tut-tut-tue
not to be able ro sus-sus-speak fuf-fuf-fuf-fuf-
fluently.”

He then buried himself in his paper, and George
sank back in his corner, quivering in every limb.

To get to East Wobsley, as you doubtless know,
you have to change at Ippleton and take the
branch-line. By the time the train reached this
junction, George’s composure was somewhat
restored. He deposited his belongings in a com-
partment of the East Wobsley train, which was
waiting in a glued manner on the other side of
the platform, and, finding that it would not start
for some ten minutes, decided to pass the time
by strolling up and down in the pleasant air.

It was a lovely afternoon. The sun was gilding
the platform with its rays, and a gentle breeze
blew from the west. A little brook ran tinkling at
the side of the road; birds were singing in the
hedgerows; and through the trees could be dis-
cerned dimly the noble facade of the County
Lunatic Asylum. Soothed by his surroundings,
George began to feel so refreshed that he regretted
that in this wayside station there was no one
present whom he could engage in talk.

It was at this momegt that the distinguished-
looking stranger entered the platform.

The newcomer was a man of imposing physique,
simply dressed in pajamas, brown boots, and a
mackintosh.® In his hand he carried a top hat,
and into this he was dipping his fingers, taking
them out, and then waving them in a curious
maaner to right and left. He nodded so affably
to George that the latter, though a little surprised
at the other’s costume, decided to speak. After
all, he reflected, clothes do not make the man,
and, judging from the other’s smile, a warm

WORDS

mw {ke-mT2'e-ré'tTng-lé) adv in a way that shows sorrow for
another's sutfering or trouble

TO kaposing (Tm-p&'zTng) ad)j. impressive in size, power, or appearance
ENOW  affably (Ef'o-bl&) adv in a friendly, pleasant manner

kergeane (lEr-zh82') n. money or gifts given out of generosity

heart appeared to beat beneath that orange-ang
mauve striped pajama jacket.

“N-n-n-n-nice weather,” he said.

“Glad you like it,” said the stranger. “I ords
it spectally.”

George was a little puzzled by this remark, j
he persevered.

“M-might I ask wur-wur-what you are dud-
doing?”

“Doing?”

“With that her-her-her-her-hat?” _

“Oh, with this hat? [ see what you mehn. jug
scattering largesse to the multitude,” replied d
stranger, dipping his fingers once more and wa
ing them with a generous gesture. “Devil of 2
bore, but it’s expected of a man in my position
The fact is,” he said, linking his arm in Georg
and speaking in a cenfidential undertone, “I'm
the Emperor of Abyssinia.!? That’s my palace
over there,” he said, pointing through the trees
“Don’t let it go any further. It’s not supposed #
be generally known.” 1

It was with a rather sxckly erlle that Georg®
now endeavored to withdraw his arm from th#
of his companion, but the other would have n¢
of this aloofness. He seemed to be in compiete §
agreement with Shakespeare’s dictum that 2
friend, when found, should be grappled to you §
with hooks of steel. He held George in a vice-
grip and drew him into a recess of the platfor®
He looked about him, and seemed satisfied.

“We are alone at last,” he said.

This fact had already impressed itself with
sickening clearness on the young man. Thert a
few spots in the civilized world more deserted
than the platform of a small country station-
sun shone on the smooth asphalt, on the glﬁ?‘““ﬂE

9. mackintosh: raincoat.

10. Abyssinia (Xb'Y-s¥n’é-3): the African country now
known as Ethiopia.
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als, and on the machine which, in exchange for
ipenny, placed in the slot marked “Matches,”
wuld supply a package of wholesome butter-
wich~~but on nothing else.

What George could have done with at the
foment was a posse of police armed with stout
fubs, and there was not even a dog in sight.

‘I've been wanting to talk to you for a long
Re,” said the stranger, genially.

‘Huh-huh-have you?” said George.

“Yes. I want your opinion of human sacrifices.”

forking by Motor-Bus (1920), F. Gregory Brown. London Transport Museum.,

George said he didn’t like
them.

“Why not?” agked the othes,
surprised.

George said it was hard to
explain. He just didn*.

“Well, [ think you're wrong,”
said the Emperor. “1 know
there’s a school of thought
growing up that holds yous
views, but [ disapprove of it. |
hate all this modern advanced
thought, Human sacrifices
have always been good enough
for the Emperors of Abyssinia,
and they’re good enough for
me. Kindly step in here, if you
please.”

He indicated the lamp-and-
mop room, at which they had
now arrived. It was a dark and
sinister apartment, smelling
strongly of oil and porters, and
was probably the last place on
earth in which George would
have wished to be closeted
with a man of such peculiar
views. He shrank back.

“You go in first,” he said.

“No larks,” said the other,
== —suspiciously.

“L-l-1-l-larks?™

“Yes. No pushing a fellow
. in and locking the door and
squirting water at him through the window. I've
had that happen to me before.”

“Sus-certainly not.”

“Right!” said the Emperor. “You're a gentle-
man and I'm a gentleman. Both gentlemen. Have
you a knife, by the way? We shall need a knife.”

“No. No knife.”

“Ah, well,” said the Emperor, “then we’ll have
to look about for something else. No doubt we
shall manage somehow.”

And with the debonair manner which so
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became him, he scattered another handful of
largesse and walked into the lamp room.

It was not the fact that he had given his word
as a gentleman that kept George from locking the
door. There is probably no family on earth more
nicely scrupulous as regards keeping its promises
than the Mulliners, but I am compelled to admit
that, had George been able to find the key, he
would have locked that door without hesitation.
Not being able to find the key, he had to be satis-
fied with banging it. This done, he leaped back
and raced away down the platform. A confused
noise within seemed to indicate that the Emperor
had become involved with some lamps.

George made the best of the respite. Covering
the ground at a high rate of speed, he flung him-
self into the train and took refuge under the seat.

There he remained, quaking. At one time he
thought that his uncongenial acquaintance had
got upon his track, for the door of the compart-
ment opened and a cool wind blew in upon him.
Then, glancing along the floor, he perceived fem-
inine ankles. The relief was enormous, but even
in his relief George, who was the soul of modesty,
did not forget his manners. He closed his eyes.

A voice spoke.

“Porter!”

“Yes, ma'am?”

“What was all that disturbance as I came into
the station?” .

“Patient escaped from the asylum, ma’am.”

“Good gracious!”

The voice would undoubtedly have spoken
further, but at this moment the train began to
move. There came the sound of a body descend-
ing upon a cushioned seat, and some little time
lager the rustling of a paper. The train gathered
speed and jolred on.

George had never before traveled under the
seat of a railway carriage; and, though he
belonged to the younger generation, which is
supposed to be so avid of new experiences, he

W?.?)Ds avid (Bv'Td) adj eager and enthusiastic
KNOW extricate (Bk’'stri-kat’}) v to release; disentangle

had no desire to do so now. He decided to em
and if possible, to emerge with the minimum ¢
ostentation. Little as he knew of women, he wy
aware that as a sex they are apt to be startled
the sight of men crawling out from under the
seats of compartments. He began his maneuvey
by poking out his head and surveying the terra

All was well, The woman, in her seat across
the way, was engrossed in her paper. Moving ina
series of noiseless wriggles, George extricated
himself from his hiding-place and, with a twis
which would have been impossible to a man o
in the habit of doing Swedish exercises daily
before breakfast, heaved himself into the corng
seat. The woman continued reading her papet

The events of the past quarter of an hour had
tended rather to drive from George’s mind the
mission which he had undertaken on leaving tt
specialist’s office. But now, having leisure for
reflection, he realized that, if he meant to com
plete his first day of the cure, he was allowing
himself to run sadly behind schedule. Speak 0
three strangers, the specialist had told him, and
up to the present he had spoken to only one.
True, this one had been a pretty considerable
stranger, and a less conscientious young man o
George Mulliner might have considered hims¢
justified in chalking him up on the scoreboard®
one and a half or even two. But George had t*
dogged, honest Mulliner streak in him, and he
refused to quibble. A

He nerved himself for action, and cleared ¥
throat.

“Ah-h’rm!” said George.

And, having opened the ball, he smiled 2
winning smile and waited for his companio® 0
make the next move.

The move which his companion made W#°
an upwards direction, and measured from s
eight inches. She dropped her paper and regdf ¥
George with a pale-eyed horror. One pictu® p
a little in the position of Robinson Cruso€ w
he saw the footprint in the sand. She had bee

in
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. But George had the
reak in him, and he

qvinced that she was completely alone, and lo!

y of space a voice had spoken to her. Her face
oorked’ but she made no remark.

George, on his side, was also feeling a lirtle ill
[ case- Women always increased his narural shy-
Jcﬁs- He never knew what to say to them.

Then a happy thought struck him. He had just
Janced at his watch and found the hour to be
;garf)’ four-thirty. Women, he knew, loved a drop
Jfrea at abour this time, and forrunately there
48 10 his suitcase a full thermos fAask.

«pardon me, but I wonder if you would care
jor 3 CUp of tea?” was what he wanred to say,
jut, 25 SO often happened with him when in the
esence of the opposite sex, he could get no
urther than a sort of sizzling sound like a cock-
oach calling to its young.

The woman continued to stare at him. Her
wes were now about the size-of regularion stan-
fard golf-balls, and her breathing suggested the
isst stages of asthma. And it was at this point
hat George, struggling for speech, had one of
those inspirations which frequently come to
ulliners. There flashed into his mind what the
specialist had told him about singing. Say it with
pusic—that was the thing to do.

He delayed no longer.

“Tea for two and two for tea and me for you
ad you for me ”

He was shocked to observe his companion turn-
ng Nile-green. He decided to make his meaning
dearer.

“I'have a nice thermos. [ have a full thermos.
o't you share my thermos, too? When skies

e gray and you feel you are blue, tea sends the
un smiting through. I have a nice thermos. [ have
1full thermos. May I pour out some for you?”
You will agree with me, I think, that no invita-
ton could have been more happily put, but his
@mpanion was not responsive. With one last
igonized look at him, she closed her eyes and

%k back in her seat. Her lips had now turned a
arious gray-blue color, and they were moving
kebly. She reminded George, who, like myself,

%5 a keen fisherman, of a newly gaffed!! salmon.

:tion, and cleared his

ball, he smiled a
or his companion to

apanion made was in
measured from six to
1er paper and regarded
orror. One pictures het
obinson Crusoe when
= sand. She had been
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eorge sat back in his corner, brooding. Rack’
his brain as he might, he coylg think of no
topic which could be guaranteed g nrerest,

-elevate, and amuse. He looked out of the window

with a sigh.

The train was now approaching the dear old
familiar East Wobsley country. He began to
recognize landmarks. A wave of sentiment poured
over George as he thought of Susan, and he
reached for the bag of buns which he had Bough'
at the refreshment room at Ippleton, §
always made him hungry.

He took his thermos out of the Suitcase, and,
unscrewing the top, poured himself our 4 cup of
tea. Then, placing the thermos on the seat, he
drank.

He'looked across at his companion. Her eves
were still closed, and she uttered little sighing
noises. George was half inclined to renew his
offer of tea, but the only tune he could remember
was “Hard-Hearted Hannah, the Vamp from
Savannah,” and it was difficult to fit suitable
words to it, He ate his bun and gazed out at the
familiar scenery.

Now, as you approach East Wobsley, the trainm,
I must mention, has to pass over some points;
and so violent is the sudden jerking that strong
men have been known to spill their beer. George,
forgetting this in his preoccupation, had placed
the thermos only a few inches from the edge of
the seat. The result was that, as the train reached
the points, the flask leaped like a live thing, dived

entirnent

to the floor, and exploded.

Even George was distinctly upser by the sudden
sharpness of the report. His bun sprang from his
hand and was dashed to fragments. He blinked
thrice in rapid succession. His hearr tried to jump
out of his mouth and loosened a front tooth,

Bur on the woman opposite, the effect of the
untoward occurrence was still more marked.
With a single piercing shriek, she rose from her
seat straight into the air like a rocketing pheasant;

11. gaffed: pulled from the water with a large hook atrached
10 a pole.
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and, having clutched the communication cord,
fell back again. Impressive as her previous leap
had been, she excelled it now by several inches.
I do not know what the existing record for the
Sitting High-Jump is, but she undoubtedly
lowered it; and if George had been a member of
the Olympic Games Selection Committee, he
would have signed this woman up immediately.

,t is a curious thing that, in spite of the railway
companies’ sporting willingness to let their
patrons have a tug at the extremely moderate

price of five pounds a go, very few people have .

ever either pulled a communication cord or seen

one pulied. There is, thus, a widespread ignorance

as to what precisely happens on such occasions.
The procedure, George tells me, is as follows:

First there comes a grinding noise, as the brakes

are applied. Then the train stops. And finally,

from every point of the compass, a seething mob

of interested onlookers begins to appear.

It was about a mile and a half from East
Wobsley that the affair had taken place, and as
far as the eye could reach, the countryside was
totally devoid of humanity. A moment before
nothing had been visible but smiling cornfields

and broad pasturelands; but now from east, west,
north, and south running figures began to appear.

We must remember that George at the time was
in a somewhat overwréught frame of mind, and

his statements should therefore be accepted with
caution; but he tells me that out of the middle of
a single empty meadow, entirely devoid of cover,
no fewer than twenty-seven distinct rustics'? sud-

denly appeared, having undoubtedly shot up
through the ground.

~=The rails, which had been completely unoccup-

ied, were now thronged with so dense a crowd
of navvies'? that it seemed to George absurd to
pretend that there was any unemployment in

England. Every member of the laboring classes

throughout the country was so palpably present.
Moreover, the train, which at Ippleton had seemed

WORDS

sparsely occupied, was disgorging passengers frog
every door. It was the sort of mob scene which
would have made David W. Griffith** scream
with delight; and it looked, George says, like Gue
Night at the Royal Automobile Club, But, as i
say, we must remember that he was overwrough

t is difficult to say what precisely would have

been the correct behavior of your polished ma
of the world in such a situation. | think myself
that a great deal of sang-froid and addresss
would be required even by the most self-possesse
in order to pass off such a contretemps.'¢ To
George, | may say at once, the crisis revealed
itself immediately as one-which he was totally
incapable of handling. The one clear thought
that stood out from the welter of his emotions
was the reflection that it was advisable to remov
himself, and to do so without delay. Drawing 2
deep breath, he shot swiftly off the mark.

All we Mulliners have been athletes; and
George, when at the University, had been noted
for his speed of foot. He ran now as he had
never run before. His statement, however, that &
he sprinted across the first field he distinctly sa¥
a rabbit shoot an envious glance at him as he
passed and shrug its shoulders hopelessly, 1 a®
inclined to discount. George, as I have said
before, was a little overexcited.

Nevertheless, it is not to be questioned the* he
made good going. And he had need to, for aftef
the first instant of surprise, which had enabled
him to secure a lead, the whole mob was po¥*
across country after him; and dimly, as he ra%
he could hear voices in the throng informally

12. rustics; country people.
13. navvies: laborers; workers.

14, David W, Griffith: a pioneering American filmmake®
famous for historical epics featuring huge casts. c“

w
15. sang-froid and address: coolness and composures a

as skill and ract. ”

e . =

16. contretemps (k5n’tra-tax’): a confusing or embart
situarion.

TO devoild {dT-void”) adj. empty; completely lacking
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discussing the advisability of lynching him. More-
over, the field through which he was running, a
moment before a bare expanse of green, was

gow black with figures, headed by a man with a
beard who carried a pitchfork. George swerved
sharply to the right, casting a swift glance over
his shoulder at his pursuers. He disliked them

ill, but especially the man with the pitchfork.

It is impossible for one who was not an eyewit-
wss to say how long the chase continued and

bow mych ground was covered by the interested
urties. [ know the East Wobsley country well,
ud [ have checked George’s statements; and, if it
strue that he traveled east as far as Little-
Vigmarsh-in-the-Dell and as far west as
Higgleford-cum-Wortiebury-beneath-the-Hill,17

ke must undoubtedly have done a lot of running.
But a point which must not be forgotten is

tat, to 2 man not in a condition to observe
dosely, the village of Higgleford-cum-Wortlebury-
beneath-the-Hill might easily not have been

g American filmmaket,
turing huge casts.
=5 and composure, as well

confusing or embarrassing

-

Higgleford-cum-Wortlebury-beneath-the-Hill at
all, but another hamlet which in many respects
closely resembles it. I need scarcely say that I
allude to Lesser-Snodsbury-in-the-Vale.

Let us assume, therefore, that George, having
touched Little-Wigmarsh-in-the-Dell, shot off at
a tangent and reached Lesser-Snodsbury-in-the-
Vale. This would be a considerable run. And, as

.he remembers flitting past Farmer Higgins's pig-

sty and the Dog and Duck at Pondlebury Parva
and splashing through the brook Wipple at the
point where it joins the River Wopple, we can
safely assume that, wherever else he went, he got
plenty of exercise.

But the pleasantest of functions must end,
and, just as the setting sun was gilding the spire
of the ivy-covered church of St. Barnabas the

17. Linle-Wigmarsh-in-the-Dell ., . . Higgleford-cum-
Wortlebury-beneath-the-Hill: Wodehouse ofren spoofs
England’s many unusual place names by inventing
exaggeratedly silly ones like these,
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Resilient, where George as a child had sat so
often, enlivening the tedium of the sermon by
making faces at the choirboys, a damp and
bedraggled figure might have been observed
crawling painfully along the High Street of East
Wobsley in the direction of the cozy little cottage
known to its builder as Chatsworth and to the
village tradesmen as “Mulliner’s.”

it was George, home from the hunting-field.

lowly George Mulliner made his way to the

familiar door, and, passing through it, flung
himself into his favorite chair. But a moment ,
later a more imperious need than the desire to
rest forced itself upon his attention. Rising stiffly,
he tottered to the kitchen and mixed himself a
revivifying'® whisky and soda. Then, refilling his
glass, he returned to the sitting room, to find that
it was no longer empty. A slim, fair girl, taste-
fully attired in tailor-made tweeds, was leaning
over the desk on which he kept his Dictionary of
English Synonyms.

She looked up as he entered, startled.

“Why, Mr. Mulliner!” she exclaimed. “What
has been happening? Your clothes are torn, rent,
ragged, tattered, and your hair is all disheveled,
untrimmed, hanging loose or negligently, at loose
ends!”

George smiled a wan smile.

“You are right,” he said. “And what is more, I
am suffering from extreme fatigue, weariness,
lassitude, exhaustion, prostration, and languor.”

The girl gazed at him, a divine pity in her soft
eyes.

“I’'m so sorry,” she murmured. “So very sorry,
grieved, distressed, afflicted, pained, mortified,

—adejecred, and upset.”

George took her hand. Her sweet sympathy
had effected the cure for which he had been
seeking so long. Coming on top of the violent
emotions through which he had been passing all
day, it seerned to work on him like some healing
spell, charm, or incantation. Suddenly, in a flash,

wc_:_?)')s tedium (té'dé-em} n. boredom; dullness
KNOW impericus (Tm-pir'é-es) adj. urgent; pressing

he realized that he was no longer a stammerer,
Had he wished at that moment to say “Peter Pipy
picked a peck of pickled peppers,” he could hay
done 1t without a second thought.

But he had better things to say than that,

“Miss Blake—Susan—Susie.” He took her
other hand in his. His voice rang out clear and
unimpeded. It seemed to him incredible that he
had ever yammered at this girl like an overheated
steam-radiator. “It cannot have escaped your
notice that I have long enterrained towards you
sentiments warmer and deeper than tiose of
ordinary friendship. It is love, Susan, that has
been animating my bosom. Love, first a tiny
seed, has burgeoned in my heart till, blazing into
flame, it has swept away on the crest of its wav
my diffidence, my doubt, my fears, and my fore
boding, and now, like the ropmost topaz of som
ancient tower, it cries to all the world in a voice
of thunder: “You are mine! My mate! Predestined
to me since Time first began!’ As the star guides
the mariner when, battered by boiling billows, ¥
hies him home to the haven of hope and happt
ness, so do you gleam upon me along life’s rough
road and seem to say, ‘Have courage, George!]
am here!” Susan, I am not an eloquent man—
cannot speak fluently as I could wish—but thest
simple words which you have just heard com¢
from the heart, from the unspotted heart of af
English gentleman. Susan, I love you. Will yo!
be my wife, married woman, matron, spousé,
helpmeet, consort, partner, or berter half?”

“Oh, George!” said Susan. “Yes, yea, 2}
aye! Decidedly, unquestionably, indubitably,
incontrovertibly, and past all dispute!”

He folded her in his arms. And, as he did 5%
there came from the street outside—faintly, 4
from a distance—the sound of feet and voice*
George leaped to the window. Rounding the i
corner, just by the Cow and Wheelbarrow put

18. revivifying (ré-vYv'a>-fi'Tng): giving new life, energh
or spirit.
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;s the man with the pirchfork, and behind him
fOuﬂwed a vast crowd.

My darling,” said George, “for purely personal
| d Private reasons, into which I need not enter
| qust now leave you. Will you join me later?” ,
| [ will follow you to the ends of the earch,”
| plied Susan, passionately.

«jt will not be necessary,” said George. “I am
s going down to the coal-cellar. I shall spend
e NEXE half-hour or so there. If anybody calls
ad asks for me, perhaps you would not mind
(ling them that [ am out,”

o will, [ will,” said Susan. “And, George, by
ge way- What [ really came here for was to ask
ou if you knew a hyphenated word of nine
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ANSWER THESE QUESTIONS IN COMPLETE SENTENCES CN OTHER PAPER.

What is George’s problem? Why is he at this point so determined

to fix itz

What daily assignment does the doctor give Gecrge?
Describe what happens when George talks to his first stranger on

the train.
Write an example of alliteration from page 795.

Bxplain two example of hyperbole from pages 801 and 802.

Why are people chasing George once he gets off the train?

they think he 1is?

Who do

What affect has constantly completing crosswords had on George’s

owh language?

Pretend that you are George. Write a one sentence response to

the guestion, “How’s the weather been lately?”

Be Creative: Draft a wedding invitation for George and Susan’s

ceremony. Incorporate their love/addiction tc crosswords and

synonyms. Include information such as location,
a reguest for RSVP,

date,

time,

and




12t Grade Language Arts

The Truth About George

Analyze how George changes in the story. Discuss his motivations.
Double Space

12 point font

Type name, date

Center a title

FCAs

1. one strong paragraph
2. have a clear topic and clincher sentence
3. maintain verb tense consistency

4, incorporate at least three direct quotes




