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A wonderful corner for echoes, it has been remarked, that
corner where the Doctor lived. Ever busily winding the golden
thread which bound her husband, and her father, and herself.
and her old directness and companion, in a life of quiet bliss,
Lucie sat in the still house in the tranquilly resounding corner,
listening to the echoing footsteps of years.

At first, there were times, though she was a perfectly
happy young wife, when her work would slowly fall from her
hands, and her eyes would be dimmed. For, there was some-
thing coming in the echoes, something light, afar off, and
scarcely audible yet, that stirred her heart too much. Fluttering
hopes and doubts — hope, of a love as yet unknown to her:
doubts, of her remaining upon earth, to enjoy that new de-
light — divided her breast. Among the echoes then, there
would arise the sound of footsteps at her own early grave; and
thoughts of the husband who would be left so desolate, and
who would mourn for her so much, swelled to her eyes, and
broke like wavaes.

Charles Dickens
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The second son, Manuel de Valero, was several years
younger than his brother and though far from stupid was
neither so intelligent nor so industrious. He was more interest-
ed in the sports of the field than in the acquisition of learning.
He grew into a handsome man, with great strength of body
and an uncommonly good opinion of himself. He had courage
and ambition. He was a great hunter and could ride horses
which others found unmanageable. From his earliest youth he
had played at bull-fighting with the other boys of the town
and when he was old enough never missed a chance to jump
into the ring and play the bull. At the age of sixteen he man-
aged to be allowed to fight a bull on horseback, and to the
admiration of the public killed it almost immediately. He had
long decided upon a career of arms, and so one fine day, with
a letter of recommendation in his pocket, young Manuel rode
off to seek his fortune.

W, Somerset Maugham
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3 - AlMIN AND THE MAN

NICOLA [going closer to her for greater emphasis] Never
you mind my soul; but just listen to my advice. If you want to
be a lady, your present behavior to me won’t do at all, unless
when we're alone. Tt’s too sharp and impudent ; and impudence
is a sort of familiarity: it shews affection for me. And don’t
vou try being high and mighty with me, cither. You're like all
country girls: you think it’s genteel to treat a servant the way
| treat a stableboy. That's only your ignorance; and don’t you
forget it. And don’t be so ready to defy everybody. Act as if
you expected to have your own way, not as if you expected to
be ordered about. The way to get on as a lady is the same as
the way to get on as a servant: you've got to know your place:
that's the sceret of it. And you may depend on me to know my
place if you get promoted. Think over it, my girl. Ill stand
by you: one servant should always stand by another.

G, Bernard Shaw
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There was no return of the mutineers — not sc much as
another shot out of the woods. They had ‘got their rations
for the day,’ as the captain put it, and we had the place to our-
selves, and a quiet time to overhaul the wounded and get din-
ner. Squire and I cooked outside in spite of the danger, and
even outside we could hardly tell what we were at, for horror
of the loud groans that reached us from the doctor’s patients.

Out of the eight men who had fallen in the action, only
three still breathed -—— that one of the pirates who had been
shot at the loophole, Hunter, and Captain Smollett; and of
these, the first two were as good as dead; the mutineer, indeed,
died under the doctor’s knife, and Hunter, do what we could,
never recovered consciousness in this world. He lingered all
day, breathing loudly like the old buccaneer at home in his
apoplectic fit; but the bones of his chest had been crushed by
the blow and his skull fractured in falling, and some time in the
following night, without sign or sound, he went to his Maker.

R. L. Stevenson
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Tom Orgreave, with the gestures of a precisian, drew a
bunch of keys from his pocket, and unlocked a rosewood book-
case that stood between the two windows. Jimmie winked to
Johnnie, and included Edwin in the fellowship of the wink,
which meant that Tom was more comic than Tom thought,
with his locked bookcases and his simple vanities of a collector.
Tom collected books. As Edwin gazed at the bookcase he per-
ceived that it was filled mainly with rich bindings. And
suddenly all his own book-buying seemed to him petty and
pitiful. He saw books in a new aspect. He had need of no in-
struction, of no explanation. The amorous care with which
Tom drew a volume from the bookcase was enough in itself to
enlighten Edwin completely. He saw that a book might be
more than reading matter, might be a bibelot, a curious jewel,
to satisfy the lust of the eye and of the hand. He instantly con-
demned his own few books as being naught; he was ashamed
of them. Each book in that bookcase was a separate treasure.

Arnold Bennett
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One morning the old Water-rat put his head out of his
hole. He had bright beady eyes and stiff grey whiskers, and
his tail was like a long bit of black india-rubber. The little ducks
were swimming about in the pond, looking just like a lot of
yellow canaries, and their mother, who was pure white with
real red legs, was trying to teach them how to stand on their
heads in the water.

“You will never be in the best society unless you can stand
on your heads,” she kept saying to them; and every now and
then she showed them how it was done. But the little ducks
paid no attention to her. They were so young that they did
not know what an advantage it is to be in society at all.

“What disobedient children!”’ cried the old Water-rat,
“they really deserve to be drowned.” “Nothing of the kind,”
answered the Duck “every one must make a beginning, and

parents cannot be too patient.”
O, Wilde
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The wind blew fierce and strong, and it pelted them with
bits of sticks, sand, and little rocks. Juana and Kino gathered
their clothing tighter about them and covered their noses and
went out into the world. The sky was brushed clean by the
wind and the stars were cold in a black sky. The two walked
carefully, and they avoided the centre of the town, where some
sleeper in a doorway might see them pass. For the town closed
itself in against the night, and anyone who moved about in the
darkness would be noticeable. Kino threaded his way around
the edge of the city and turned north, north by the stars, and
found the rutted sandy road that led through the brushy coun-
try road towards Loreto, where the miraculous Virgin has her
station.

Kino could feel the blown sand against his ankles and he
was glad, for he knew there would be no tracks. The little light
from the stars made out for him the narrow road through the
brushy country. And Kino could hear the pad of Juana’s feet
behind himm. He went quickly and quietly, and Juana trotted
behind him to keep up.

John Steinbeck

The wind blew fierce and strong Ule o o 72 S
And the stars were cold in a black  sloww (3 ¢ il Skens
sky S
They avoided the centre of the asall doey Lo

town
Noticeable Lo (4 asD
Threaded his way around the edge <3| bI * s L i Jias)
of the city 4l

Juana tratted behind him to keep e#l,s uaf [ W] PrS dﬁlf:
up s el

\Yo



&5 - A WIS AR ALY G

Catherine was fond of all boys’ plays, and greatly preferred
cricket, not merely to dolls, but to the more heroic enjoyments
of infancy, nursing a dormouse, feeding a canary-bird, or
watering a rose-bush...

She never could learn or understand anything before she
was taught...

Her mother wished her to learn music; and Catherine was
sure she should like it, for she was fond of tinkling the keys of
the old spinnet; so, at eight years old she began. She learnt
a year, and could not bear it; and Mrs. Morland, who did not
insist on her daughters being accomplished in spite of incapac-
ity or distate, allowed her to leave off... Her taste for drawing
was not superior; though whenever she could obtain the out-
side of a letter from her mother, or seize upon any other piece
of paper, she did what she could in that way, by drawing
houses and trees, hens and chickens, all very much like one
another.

What a strange character! for she had neither a bad heart
nor a bad temper. '

J. Austen
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It is doubtful whether the gift was innate. For my own
part, I think it came to him suddenly. Indeed, until he was
thirty he was a sceptic, and did not believe in miraculous
powers. And here, since it is the most convenient place, I must
mention that he was a little man, and had eyes of a hot brown,
very erect red hair, a moustache with ends that he twisted up,
and freckles. His name was George McWhirter Fotheringay
— not the sort of name by any means to lead to any expecta-
tion of miracles — and he was clerk at Gomshott’s. [He was
greatly addicted to assertive argument. It was while he was
asserting the impossibility of miracles that he had his first
intimation of his extraordinary powers. This particular argu-
ment was being held in the bar of the Long Dragon, and
Toddy Beamish was conducting the opposition by a monoto-
nous but effective ‘So you say,” that drove Mr Fotheringay
to the very limit of his patience.

H. G. Wells
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10 - AT TEI CTNIERMA

“This way, Sir”, and the aitendant went down flashing
his light. This was always an exciting moment for Turgis. He
might find himself next to some wonderful girl, as lonely as
he was, who would talk to him... The light was pointing along
a row, and he followed it, pushing past a dozen indignant
knees. The last pair was very stubborn, and he negotiated
them without enthusiasm. He had no luck. Here, on one side
of him was the owner of the knees, an enormous woman,
bulging over her seat, and on the other was a man with a beard
and a noisy pipe. And it was too late to change his place now.
Once again the miracle had not happened. Gloomily he turned
his attention to the news {ilm, and not one single inch or roar
of it entertained him. It was followed by a comedy, all about a
lot of silly kids, and he sat there, steadily hating it. He also
hated the enormous woman, who laughed so much that great
Iumps of her hit him on the shoulder. He decided miserably,
that he ought not to have come to the Sovereign. Next time he
would give the Sovereign a miss. Stiff with fat women and
men with stinking pipes, that's what it was — awful hole! And
another Saturday night going, gone!

4. B, Priestley
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11 — QLIVER TWIST

Among other public buildings in a certain town, which
for many reasons it will be prudent to refrain {rom mention-
ing, and to which T will assign no fictitious name, there is one
anciently common to most towns, great or small: to wit, a
workhouse: and in this workhouse was born; on a day and
datc which I need not trouble myself to repeat, inasmuch as it
can be of no possible consequence to the reader, in this stage
of the business at all events; the item of mortality whose name
is preflixed to the head of this chapter.

For a long time after it was ushered into this word of
sorrow and trouble, by the parish surgeon, it remained a
matter of considerable doubt whether the child would survive
to bear any name at all; in which case it is somewhat more
than probable that these memoirs would never have appeared;
or, if they had, that being comprised within a couple of pages,
they would have possessed the inestimable merit of being the
most concise and faithful specimen of biography, extant in the
literature of any age or country.

Charles Dickens
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12 — T GOON AT

The Old l.ord stood there coughing and staring, a dirty
grey satin robe wrapped about him, from which hung an edge
of bedraggled fur. Once it had been a fine garment, as anyone
could see, for the satin was still heavy and smooth, although
stains and spots covered it, and it was wrinkled as though it
had been used as a bedgown. Wang Lung stared back at the
Old Lord, curious, yet half-afraid, because all his life he had
half feared the people in the great house; and it seemed im-
possible that the Old Lord, of whom he had heard so much,
was this old figure, no more dreadful than his old father, and
indeed less so, for his father was a cleanly and smiling old man,
and the Old Lord, who had been fat, was now lean, and his
skin hung in folds about him and he was unwashed and un-
shaven and his hand was yellow and trembled as he passed it
over his chin and pulled at his loose old lips.

Pearl Buck
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12 — THE GOOD EARTH (continued)

The woman was clean enough. She had a hard, sharp
face, handsome with a sort of hawk’s beauty of high-bridged
nose and keen bright black eyes and pale skin stretched too
tightly over her bones, and her cheeks and lips were red and
hard. Her black hair was like a mirror for smooth shining
blackness, but from her specch one could perceive she was not
of the Lord’s family, but a slave, sharp-voiced and bitter-
tongued. And beside these two, the woman and the Old Lord,
there was not another person in the court where before men
and women and children had run to and fro on their business
of caring for the great house.

Pearl S. Buck
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13 — ARRKS AND THIIE MAN

PETKOFF [over his coffee and cigarel] 1 don’t believe in
going too far with these modern customs. All this washing
can’t be good for the health: it’s not natural., There was an
Englishman at IPhilippopolis who used to wet himsel{ all over
with cold water every morning when he got up. Disgusting!
Tt all comes from the English: their (_llmate makes them so
dirty that they have to be perpetually washing themsclves.
L.ook at my father! he never had a bath in his life; and he
lived to be ninety-eight, the healthiest man in Bulgaria. I don't
mind a good wash once a week to keep up my position; but
once a day is carrying the thing to a ridiculous extreme.

CATHERINE. You arc a harbarian at heart still, Paul. 1 hope
you behaved yoursell before all those Russian off icers

PETKOFF. I did my best. I took care to let them knuw that
we have a library,

CATHERINLE. Ah; but you didn’t tell them that we have an
electric bell in it? I have had one put up.

(. Bernard Shaw
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14 — ARTHUR PENDENNIS

Arthur Pendennis was about sixteen years old, we have
said, when he began to reign; in person, he had what his
friends would call a dumpy, but his mamma styled a neat little
figure. His hair was of that brown colour which looks like
gold in the sunshine, his face was round, rosy, freckled and
good-humoured, his whiskers were decidedly of a reddish hue;
in fact, without being a beauty, he had such a frank, good-
natured, kind face, and laughed so merrily at you out of his
honest blue eyes, that no wonder Mrs. Pendennis thought him
the pride of the whole country. Between the ages of sixteen
and eighteen he rose from five feet six to five feet eight inches
in height, at which altitude he paused. But his mother won-
dered at it. He was three inches taller than his father. Was it
possible that any man could grow to be three inches taller than
Mr. Pendennis?

W. M. Thackeray
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15 - WHIH QLD MARN AN WHK SIKA

On this circle the old man could see the fish’s eye and the
two grey sucking fish that swam around him. Sometimes they
attached themselves to him. Sometimes they darted off. Some-
times they would swim easily in his shadow. They were each
over three feet long and when they swam fast they lashed
their whole bodies like eels.

The old man was sweating now but {rom something else
besides the sun. On cach calm placid turn the fish made he
was gaining line and he was sure that in two turns more he
would have a chance to get the harpoon in.

But I must get him close, close, close, he thought. I mustn’t
try for the head. I must get the heart.

‘Be calm and strong, old man,’ he said.

On the next circle the fish’s back was out but he was a
little too far from the boat. On the next circle he was still too
far away but he was higher out of water and the old man was
sure that by gaining some more line he could have him along-

side.
E. Homingway
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16 — THIEG PIRAREL

The town lay on a broad estuary, its old yellow plastered
buildings hugging the beach. And on the beach the white and
blue canoes that came from Nayarit were drawn up, canoes
preserved for generations by a hard shell-like waterproof
plaster whose making was a secret of the fishing people. They
were high and graceful canoes with curving bow and stern and
a braced section midships where a mast could be stepped to
carry a small lateen sail.

The beach was yellow sand, but at the water’s edge a
rubble of shell and algae took its place. Fiddler crabs bubbled
and sputtered in their holes in the sand, and in the shallows
little lobsters popped in and out of their tiny homes in the
rubble and sand. The sea bottom was rich with crawling and
swimming and growing things. The brown algae waved in the
gentle currents and the green eel grass swayed and little sea
horses clung to its stems. Spotted botete, the poison fish, lay
on the bottom in the eel-grass beds, and the bright-coloured

swimming crabs scampered over them.
John Steinbeck
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17 —- SHLAS MAUSNIGLS

It was one of those rigid principles, and no petty egoistic
feeling, which had been the ground of Nancy’s difficult resist-
ance to her husband’s wish. To adopt a child, because children
of your own had been denied you, was to try and choose your
lot in spite of Providence: the adopted child, she was convinc-
ed, would never turn out well, and would be a curse to those
who had wilfully and rebelliously sought what it was clear
that, for some high reason, they were better without. When
you saw a thing was not meant to be, said Nancy, it was a

bounden duty to leave off so much as wishing for it. And so far,
perhaps, the wisest of men could scarcely make more than a
verbal improvement in her principle. But the conditions under
which she held it apparent that a thing was not meant to be,
depended on a more peculiar mode of thinking. She would have
given up making a purchase at a particular place if, on three
successive times, rain, or some other cause of Heaven's send-
ing, had formed an obstacle; and she would have anticipated
a broken limb or other heavy misfortune to any one who per-
sisted in spite of such indications.

Gleorge Eliot
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18 - A WAL OF TWO CITIES

It was a heavy mass of building, that chiteau of Monsieur
the Marquis, with a large stone court-yard before it, and two
stone sweeps of staircase meeting in a stone terrace belore the
principal door. A stony business altogether, with heavy stone
balustrades, and stone urns, and stone flowers, and stone faces
of men, and stone heads of lions, in all directions. As if the
Gorgon’s head surveyed it, when it was finished, two centuries
ago.

Up the broad {light of shallow steps, Monsieur the Mar-
quis, flambeau perceded, went from his carriage, sufficiently
disturbing the darkness to elicit loud remonstrance from an
owl in the roof of the great pile of stable building away among
the trees. All else was so quiet, that the flambeau carried up
the steps, and the other flambeau held at the great door, burnt
as if they were in a close room of state, instead of being in the
open night-air. Other sound than the owl’s voice there was
none, save the falling of a fountain into its stone basin; for, it
was one of those dark nights that hold their breath by the hour
together, and then heave a long low sigh, and hold their breath
again,

Charles Dickens
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19 - WHIEG THME TRAVELLER'S RETURRN

‘So I came back. For a long time I must have been insen~
sible upon the machine. The blinking succession of the days
and nights was resumed, the sun got golden again, the sky
blue. I breathed with greater freedom. The fluctuating con-
tours of the land ebbed and flowed. The hands spun backward
upon the dials. At last I saw again the dim shadows of houses,
the evidences of decadent humanity. These, too, changed and
passed, and others came. Presently, when the million dial was
at zero, I slackened speed. I began to recognize our own petty
and familiar architecture, the thousands hand ran back to
the starting-point, the night and day flapped slower and slower.
Then the old walls of the laboratory came round me. Very
gently now, I slowed the mechanism down.

H. G. Wells
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20 THE: OLD MAN AND THI SIA

Now is no time to think of baseball, he thought. Now is
the time to think of only one thing. That which I was born for.
There might be a big one around that school, he thought. I
picked up only a straggler from the albacore that were feeding.
But they are working far out and fast. Everything that shows
on the surface today travels very fast and to the north-east.
Can that be the time of day? Or is it some sign of weather
that I do not kmow?

He could not see the green of the shore now but only the
tops of the blue hills that showed white as though they were
snow-capped and the clouds that looked like high snow moun-
tains above them. The sea was very dark and the light made
prisms in the water. The myriad flecks of the plankton were
annulled now by the high sun and it was only the great deep
prisms in the blue water that the old man saw now with his
lines going straight down into the water that was a mile deep.

E. Hemingway
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21— GILEVER TWISTE

Morning drew on apace. The air became more sharp and
piercing, as its first dull hue—the death of night, rather than
the birth of day — glimmered faintly in the sky. The objects
which had looked dim and terrible in the darkness, grew more
and more defined, and gradually resolved into their familiar
shapes. The rain came down, thick and fast, and pattered
noisily among the leafless bushes. But Oliver felt it not, as it
beat against him; for he still lay stretched, helpless and uncon-
scious, on his bed of clay.

At length, a low cry of pain broke the stillness that pre-
vailed; and uttering it, the boy awoke. His left arm, rudely
bandaged in a shawl, hung heavy and useless at his side: the
bandage was saturated with blood. He was so weak, that he
could scarcely raise himself into a sitting posture; when he had
done so, he looked feebly round for help, and groaned with
pain. Trembling in every joint, from cold and exhaustion, he
made an effort to stand upright; but, shuddering from head
to foot, fell prostrate on the ground.

Charles Dickens
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22 — THE MOORN AND SIXPENCE

The next week was dreadful. Stroeve went twice a day to
the hospital to inquire after his wife, who still declined to see
him ; and came away at first relieved and hopeful because he
was told that she seemed to be growing better, and then in
despair because, the complication which the doctor had feared
having ensued, recovery was impossible. The nurse was pitiful
to his distress, but she had little to say that could console him.
The poor woman lay quite still, refusing to speak, with her
eyes intent, as though she watched for the coming of death. Tt
could now be only the question of a day or two; and when, late
one evening, Stroeve came to see me I knew it was to tell me
she was dead. He was absolutely exhausted. His volubility had
left him at last, and he sank down wearily on my sofa. I felt
that no words of condolence availed, and I let him lie there
quietly. I feared he would think it heartless if I read, so I sat
by my window, smoking a pipe, till he felt inclined to speak.

W. Somerset Maugham
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23 - HRICASURE ISLAND

It was not very long after this that there occurred the
first of the mysterious events that rid us at last of the captain,
though not, as you will see, of his affairs. It was a bitter cold
winter, with long, hard frosts and heavy gales; and it was
plain from the first that my poor father was little likely to see
the spring. He sank daily, and my mother and I had all the
inn upon our hands; and were kept busy enough, without pay-
ing much regard to our unpleasant guest.

It was one January morning, very early — a pinching,
frosty morning—the cove all grey with hoar-frost, the ripple
lapping softly on the stones, the sun still low and only touching
“the hilltops and shining far to seaward. The captain had risen
earlier than usual, and set out down the beach, his cutlass
swinging under the broad skirts of the old blue coat, his brass
telescope under his arm, his hat tilted back upon his head. T
remember his breath hanging like smoke in his wake as he
strode off, and the last sound I heard of him, as he turned the
big rock, was a loud snort of indignation, as though his mind

was still running upon Dr Livesey.
R. L. Stevenson
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24 — IN A MEXICAN VILLAGH

The electric light in Sayula was as inconstant as everything
else. It would come on at half-past six in the evening and it
might burn till ten at night, when the village went dark with a
click. But usually it did no such thing. Often it refused to sput-
ter into being till seven, or half-past, or even eight o’clock. But
1ts worst trick was that of popping out just in the middle of
supper, or just when you were writing a letter. All of a sudden,
the black Mexican night came down on you with a thud. And
then everybody running blindly for matches and candles, with
a calling of frightened voices. Why were they always fright-
ened ? Then the electric light, like a wounded thing, would try
to revive, and a red glow would burn in the bulbs, sinister. All
held their breath — was it coming or not?

D. H. Lawrence
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26 — TR PRARI.

Kino, in his pride and youth and strength, could remain
down over two minutes without strain, so that he worked de~
liberately, selecting the largest shells. Because they were dis-
turbed, the oyster shells were tightly closed. A little to his right
a hummock of rubbly rock struck up, covered with young oys-
ters not ready to take, Kino moved next to the hummock, and
then, beside it, under a little overhang, he saw a very large
oyster lying by itself, not covered with its clinging brothers.
The shell was partly open, for the overhang protected this
ancient oyster, and in the lip-like muscle Kino saw a ghostly
gleam, and then the shell closed down. His heart beat out a
heavy rhythm and the melody of the maybe pearl shrilled in
his ears. Slowly he forced the oyster loose and held it tightly
against his breast. He kicked his foot free from the rock loop,
and his body rose to the surface and his black hair gleamed in
the sunlight. He reached over the side of the canoe and laid
the oyster in the bottom.

dJohn Steinbeck
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26 — OLIVER TWIST

By the time they had turned into the Bethnal Green Road,
the day had fairly begun to break. Many of the lamps were
already extinguished; a few country waggons were slowly
toiling on, towards London; now and then, a stage-coach,
covered with mud, rattled briskly by: the driver bestowing, as
he passed, an admonitory lash upon the heavy waggoner who;
by keeping on the wrong side of the road, had endangered his
arriving at the office a quarter of a minute after his time. The
public-houses, with gas-lights burning inside, were alrcady
open. By degrees, other shops began to be unclosed, and a few
scattered people were met with. Then, came straggling groups
of labourers going to their work; then, men and women with
tish-baskets on their heads; donkey-carts laden with vege-
tables; chaise-carts filled with livestock or whole carcases of
meat; milk-women with pails; an unbroken concourse of peo-
ple, trudging out with various supplies to the eastern suburbs
of the town. As they approached the City, the noise and traffic
gradually increased; when they threaded the streets between
Shoreditch and Smithfield, it had swelled into a roar of sound
and bustle. It was as light as it was likely to be, till night came
on again, and the busy morning of half the London population
had begun.

Charles Dickens
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3 — LEAVING BY PLARNIL

His journey began in the great all-but-empty airport built
for a world-exhibition which had closed a long time ago. One
could walk a mile through the corridors without seeing more
than a scattering of human beings. In an iimmense hall people
sat apart waiting for the plane to Tokyo. They looked like
statues in an art-gallery. He had asked for a seat to Tokyo
before he noticed an indicator with African names.

He had said “Is there a seat on that plane toor”

“Yes, but theré’s no connection to Tokyo after Rome.”

“I shall go the whole way.”

“Where is your luggage?”’

“I have no luggage.”

He supposed now that his conduct must have seemed a
little odd. He said to the clerk, “Mark my ticket with my first
name only, please. On the passenger list too. I don’t want to be
bothered by the Press.” It was one of the few advantages
which fame brought a man that he was not automatically
regarded with suspicion because of unusual behaviour. Thus
simply he had thought to cover his tracks.

Graham Greene
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28 — CRY, THE BELOVIED COUNTRY

Kumalo climbed the hill to the place of the chief and was told
to wait. This was not strange thing, for if he wished a chief
could tell a man to wait simply because he was a chief. If he
wished he could tell 2 man to wait while he idly picked his teeth,
or stared out day-dreaming over a valley, But Kumalo was
glad of the chance to rest. He took off his coat and sat in the
shade of a hut, and pondered over the ways of a chief. For
who would be chief over this desolation? 1t was a thing the
white man had done, knocked these chiets down, and put them
up again, to hold the pieces together. But the white men had
taken most of the pieces away. And some chiefs sat with arro-
gant and blood-shot eyes, rulers of pitiful kingdoms that had
no meaning at all. They were not all like this; there were some
who had tried to help their people, and who had sent their sons
to schools. And the Government had tried to help them too.
But they were feeding an old man with milk, and pretending
that he would one day grow into a boy.
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Z29 — JANE BYRE

What a still, hot, perfect day! What a golden desert this
spreading moor | Everywhere sunshine. I wished I could live in
it and on it. 1 saw a lizard run over the crag; I saw a bee busy
among the sweet bilberries. I would fain at the moment have
become bee or lizard, that I might have found fitting nutri-
ment, permanent shelter here. But T was a human being, and
had a human being’s wants: I must not linger where there was
nothing to supply them, I rose; I looked back at the bed I had
left. Hopeless of the future, I wished but this — that my Mak-
er had that night thought good to require my soul of me while
I slept; and that this weary frame, absolved by death from
further conflict with {ate, had now but to decay quietly, and
mingle in peace with the soil of this wilderness. Life, however,
was yet in my possession: with all its requirements, and pains,
and responsibilities. The burden must be carried; the want
provided for; the suffering endured; the responsibility ful-
filled. 1 set out.

Charlotte Bronté
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30 —~= TG TS BIlACHITTE

And here | must admit that I learned very little of drains
and bells and modes of conveyance, and the like conveniences,
during my time in this real future. In some of these visions of
Utopias and coming times which I have read, there is a vast
amount of detail about building, and social arrangements, and
so forth. But while such details are easy enough to obtain when
the whole world is contained in one’s imagination, they are
altogether inaccessible to a real traveller amid such realities as
I found here. Conceive the tale of London which a negro,
fresh from Central Africa, would take back to his tribe! What
would he know of railway companies, of social movements, of
telephone and telegraph wires, of the Parcels Delivery Com-
pany, and postal orders and the like? Yet we, at least, should
be willing enough to explain these things to him! And even of
what he knew, how much could he make his untravelled friend
either apprehend or believe? Then, think how narrow the gap
between a negro and a white man of our own times, and how
wide the interval between myself and these of the Golden Age!
I was sensible of much which was unseen, and which contrib-
uted to my comfort; but, save for a general impression of au-
tomatic organization, I fear I can convey very little of the
difference to your mind,

H. G. Wells
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31 o SHLAS MARNIGI

Dunstant Cass, setting off in the raw morning, at the
judiciously quiet pace of a man who is obliged to ride to cover
on his hunter, had to take his way along the lane which, at its
farther extremity, passed by the piece of unenclosed ground
called the Stone-pit, where stood the cottage, once a stone-
cutter’s shed, now for fifteen years inhabited by Silas Marner.
The spot looked very dreary at this season, with the moist
trodden clay about it, and the red, muddy water high up in the
deserted quarry. That was Dunstan’s first thought as he ap-
proached it; the second was, that the old fool of a weaver,
whose loom he heard rattling already, had a great deal of
money hidden somewhere. How was it that he, Dunstan Cass,
who had often heard talk of Marner’s miserliness, had never
thought of suggesting to Godfrey that he should frighten or
persuade the old fellow into leiiding the money on the excellent
security of the young Squire’s prospects? The resource occur-
red to him now as so easy and agreeable, especially as Marner’s
hoard was likely to be large énough to leave Godfrey a hand-
some surplus beyond his immediate needs, and enable him to
accommodate his faithful brother, that he had almost turned
the horse’s head towards home again,

George Eliot
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3% = AN QLD FESHEERMANS TLHOUGHITS

It must be very strange in an airplane, he thought. I won-
der what the sea looks like from that height? They should be
able to see the fish well if they do not fly too high. T would like
to fly very slowly at two hundred fathoms high and see the
fish from above. In the turtle boats I was in the cross-trees of
the mast-head and even at that height I saw much. The dolphin
look greener from there and you can see their stripes and their
purple spots and you can see all the shoal as they swim. Why
is it that all the fast-moving fish of the dark current have pur-
ple backs and usually purple stripes or sports? The dolphin
looks green of course because he is really golden. But when he
comes to feed, truly hungry, purple stripes show on his sides as
on a marlin. Can it be anger, or the greater speed he makes
that brings them out?

E. Hemingway
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33 - THIE PICAIRH

A town is-a thing like a colonial animal. A town has a
nervous system and a head and shoulders and feet. A town is
a thing separate from all other towns, so that there are no two
towns alike. And a town has a whole emotion. How news trav-
els through a town is a mystery not easily to be solved. News
seems to move faster than small boys can scramble and dart to
tell it, faster than women can call it over the fences.

Before Kino and Juana and the other fishers had come
to Kino’s brush house, the nerves of the town were pulsing
and vibrating with the news — Kino had found the Pearl of
the World. Before panting little boys could strangle out the
words, their mothers knew it. The news swept on past the
brush houses, and it washed in a foaming wave into the town
of stone and plaster. It came to the priest walking in his gar-
den, and it put a thoughtful look in his eyes and a memory of
certain repairs necessary to the church. He wondered what the
pearl would be worth. And he wondered whether he had bap-
tized Kino’s baby, or married him for that matter. The news
came to the shopkeepers, and they looked at men’s clothes that
had not sold so well.

John Steinbeck
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34 —— A TALE OF 'T'W{ CITIINS

But, as the fingers went, the eyes went, and the thoughts.
And as Madame Defarge moved on from group to group, all
three went quicker and fiercer among every little knot of
women that she had spoken with, and left behind.

Her husband smoked at his door, looking after her with
admiration. ‘A great woman, said he, ‘a strong woman, a
grand woman, a frightfully grand woman?!

Darkness closed around, and then came the ringing of
church bells and the distant beating of the military drums in
the Palace Court-yard, as the women sat knitting, knitting.
Darkness encompassed them. Another darkness was closing
in as surely, when the church bells, then ringing pleasantly in
many an airy steeple over France, should be melted into thun-
dering cannon; when the military drums should be beating to
drown a wretched voice, that night all-potent as the voice of
Power and Plenty, Freedom and Life. So much was closing in
about the women who sat knitting, knitting, that they their
very selves were closing in around a structure yet unbuilt,
where they were to sit knitting, knitting, counting dropping

heads.
Charles Dickens

D Oyl BLaY)
The ringing of church bells RO L [ P, )
Beating of the military drums d Sl J ol 50
The women sat knitting LYggioR gF 4 UG- | IPLION P8
To encompass Je
Steeple de S 2
Thundering cannon FEVIRY csl.\ll
To drown a wretched voice Ll b go Comd
Counting dropping heads dhilcl) g3 s

\ov



bR 1A U H U AT S

Remember me when I am gone away

Gone far away into the silent land

When you can no more hold me by the hand
Nor I, half turn to go, yet turning, stay.

Remember me when no more, day by day,
You tell me of our future that you planned,

Only remember me; you understand
It will be late to counsel then or pray.

Yet if you should forget me for a while
And afterwards remember, do not grieve,
For if the darkness and corruption leave

A vestige of the thoughts that one I had
Better by far you should forget and smile
That that you should remember and be sad.

Christina Rossetti
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36 —- THIL CUSHIONS

She went into the drawing-room and lit the fire; then
picking up the cushions, one by one, that Mary had disposed
so carefully, she threw them back on the chairs and couches.
That made all the difference; the room came alive at once. As
she was about to throw the last one, she surprised herself by
suddenly hugging it to her passionately.

The windows of the drawing-room opened on to a balcony
overlooking the garden. At the far end, against the wall there
was a tall slender pear-tree in fullest richest bloom; it stood
perfect as though becalined against the jade-green sky. Bertha
could not help feeling, even from this distance, that it had not
a single bud nor a faded petal. Down below, in the garden-beds,
the red and yellow tulips, heavy with flowers, seemed to lean
upon the dusk. A grey cat, dragging its belly, crept across the
lawn, and a black one, its shadow, trailed after. The sight of
them so intent and so quick gave Bertha a curious shiver.

Katherine Mansfield
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3 — CIRY, WHE BHLOVIED COUTRTRY

At the head of the Court is a high seat where the Judge
sits. Down below it is a table for officers of the Court, and
to the left and to the right of the table are other seats. Some
of these seats form a block that is enclosed, and they are for
the jury if there is a jury. In front of the table are other seats,
arranged in arcs of circles, with curved tables in front of the
seats and it is there that the lawyers sit. And behind them is
the dock, with a passage leading to some place that is under-
ground, and from this place that is underground will be
brought the men that are to be judged. At the back of the Court
there are seats rising in tiers, those on the right for Europeans,
those on the left for non-Europeans, according to the custom.

You may not smoke in this Court, you may not whisper or
speak or laugh. You must dress decently, and if you are a man,
you may not wear your hat unless such is your religion. This
is in honour of the Judge and in honour of the King whose
officer he is; and in honour of the Law behind the Judge, and
in honour of the People behind the Law. When the Judge
enters you will stand, and you will not sit till he is seated.
When the Judge leaves you will stand, and you will not move
till he has left you. This is in honour of the Judge, and of the

things behind the Judge.
Alan Paton
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88 — TREASURE ISLAND

A tall tree was thus the principal mark. Now, right before
us, the anchorage was bounded by a plateau from two to three
hundred feet high, adjoining on the north the sloping sou-
thern shoulder of the Spy-glass, and rising again towards
the south into the rough cliffy eminence called the Mizzen-
mast Hill. The top of the plateau was dotted thickly with
pine trees of varying height. Every here and there, one of
a different species rose forty or fifty feet clear above its
neighbours, and which of these was the particular ‘tall trece’
of Captain Flint could only be deccided on the spot, and by
the readings of the compass.

Yet, although that was the case, every man on board the
boats had picked a favourite of his own ere we were half-
way over, Long John alone shrugging his shoulders and bid-
ding them wait till they were there.

We pulled easily, by Silver’s directions, not to weary the
bands prematurely; and, after quite a long passage, landed
at the mouth of the second river — that which runs down a
woody cleft of the Spy-glass. Thence, bending to our left, we
began to ascend the slope towards the plateau.

R. L. Stevenson
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39 — QOLIVER TWIST

The girl’s life had been squandered in the streets, and
among the most noisome of the stews and dens of London, but
there was something of the woman’s original nature left in
her still; and when she heard a light step approaching the
door opposite to that by which she had entered, and thought
of the wide contrast which the small room. would in another
moment contain, she felt burdened with the sense of her own
deep shame, and shrunk as though she could scarcely bear
the presence of her with whom she had sought this interview.

But struggling with these better feelings was pride,—the
vice of the lowest and most debased creatures no less than
of the high and self-assured. The miserable companion of
thieves and ruffians, the fallen outcast of low haunts, the
associate of the scourings of the jails and hulks, living with-
in the shadow of the gallows itself, — even this degraded
being felt too proud to betray a feeble gleam of the wom-
anly feeling which she thought a weakness, but which alone
connected her with that humanity, of which her wasting life
had obliterated so many, many traces when a very child.

Charles Dickens
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40 — THIE MOON AND SEXPRNCIL

I forget who it was that recommended men for their
soul’s good to do each day two things they disliked: it was a
wise man, and it is a precept that I have followed scrupu-
lously; for every day I have got up and I have gone to bed.
But there is in my nature a strain of asceticism, and I have
subjected my flesh each week to a more severe mortification.
I have never failed to read the Literary Supplement of The
Times. It is a salutary discipline to consider the vast number
of books that are written, the fair hopes with which their
authors see them published, and the fate which awaits them.
What chance is there that any book will make its way among
that multitude? And the successful books are but the suc-
cesses of a season. Heaven knows what pains the author has
been at, what bitter experiences he has endured and what
heartache suffered, to give some chance reader a few hours’
relaxation or to while away the tedium of a journey. And
if I may judge from the reviews, many of these books are
well and carefully written; much thought has gone to their
composition; to some even has been given the anxious labour
of a lifetime. The moral I draw is that the writer should
seek his reward in the pleasure of his work and in release
from the burden of his thought; and, indifferent to aught
else, care nothing for praise or censure, failure or success.

W. Somerset Maugham
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41 -— THIC QLD MAN AND TINE SEA

Sometunes someone would speak in a boat. But most of
the boats were silent except for the dip of the oars. They
spread apart after they were out of the mouth of the harbour
and each one headed for the part of the ocean where he
hoped to find fish. The old man knew he was going far out
and he left the smell of the land behind and rowed out into
the clean early morning smell of the ocean. He saw the phos-
phorescence of the Gulf weed in the water as he rowed over
the part of the ocean that the fishermen called the great
well because there was a sudden deep of seven hundred fath-
oms where all sorts of fish congregated because of the swirl
the current made against the steep walls of the floor of the
ocean. [Jere there were concentrations of shrimp and bait
fish and sometimes schools of squid in the deepest holes and
these rose close to the surface at night where all the wander-

ing fish fed on them.
E. Hemingway
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42 — GOMING BACK HOMIE

He took off his topcoat and bhat and hung them on the
clothes rack, then removed his shoes and substituted bedroom
slippers. He poured a little whisky from a decanter on the
sideboard, squirted some soda into it, and seated himself in
the most decrepit chair. He should take off his suit-coat and
substitute his light silken bathrobe, but he was too tired. The
chair squeaked a little when he sat in it. As usual, the springs
nearly touched the floor; the springs had been sagging for
more than a year now, and he had been meaning to speak to
the landlady about having them fixed, but, somehow, the time
for that had never arrived either. Other men, he thought, have
time for families and week-ends in the country and pottering
in the garden and working around the house with hammers
and nails, but I never seemed to. Time, he thought, is so won-
derfully elusive; some may bemoan the fact, but that is because
they are foolish. If they weren’t, they would welcome its steal-
ing away, unnoticed and unmourned. Those who consider time
their enemy are wrong; if only they knew, if only they
realized! It is their greatest friend.

Merle Miller
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43 — CRY, THE BELOVED COUNTRY

Everything was ready for the confirmation. The women
of the church were there, in their white dresses, each with the
green cloth about her neck. Those men that were not away, and
who belonged to this church, were there in their Sunday
clothes, which means their working clothes, patched and clean-
ed and brushed. The children for the confirmation were there,
the girls in their white dresses and caps, the boys in their
school-going clothes, patched and cleaned and brushed. Wom-
en were busy in the house, helping the wife of the umiundisi,
for after the confirmation there would be a simple meal, of
tea boiled till the leaves had no more tea left in them, and of
heavy homely cakes madc of the meal of the maize. Tt was
simple food, but it was to be eaten together.

And over the great valley the storm clouds were gathering
again in the heavy oppressive heat, so that one did not know
whether to be glad or sorry. The great dark shadows sailed
over the red earth, and up the bare red hills to the tops. The
people looked at the sky, and at the road by which the Bishop
wotuld come , and did not know whether to be glad or sorry,
for it was certain that before this sun had set, the lightning
would strike amongst the hills, and the thunder would echo
amongst them.

Alan Paton
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44 — THE IMPORTANCE OF BEING EARNEST

Algernon : I hope, Cecily, I shall not offend you if I state
quite frankly and openly that you seem to me to be in every
way the visible personification of absolute perfection.

Cecily : T think your frankness does you great credit,
Ernest. If you will allow me, I will copy your remarks into
my diary. [ Goes over to table and begins writing in diary. |

Algernon : Do you really keep a diary? I'd give anything
to look at it. May I°?

Cecily : Oh no. [ Puts her hand over it.] You see, it is simply
a very young girl’s record of her own thoughts and im-
pressions, and consequently meant for publication. When
it appears in volume form I hope you will order a copy. But
pray, Ernest, don’t stop. I delight in taking down from
dictation. I have reached ‘absolute perfection’. You can go
on. I am quite ready for more.

Oscar Wilde
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Sergius [with bitter irony] Oh yes : quite a romance. He
was serving in the battery 1 so unprofessionally charged.
Being a thorough soldier, he ran away like the rest of them,
with our cavalry at his heels. To escape their sabres he cliimbed
a waterpipe and made his way into the bedroom of a young
Bulgarian lady. The young lady was enchanted by his persua-
sive commercial traveller's manners. She very modestly enter-
tained him for an hour or so, and then called in her mother lest
her conduct should appear unmaidenly. The old lady was
equally fascinated; and the fugitive was sent on his way in
the morning, disguised in an old coat belonging to the master
of the house, who was away at the war.

Raina [7ising with marked stateliness] Your life in the
camp has made you coarse, Sergius. I did not think you would
have repeated such a story before me. [ She turns away coldly].

Catherine [also rising] She is right, Sergius. If such
women exist, we should be spared the knowledge of them.

G. Bernaxd Shaw
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16 — OQLIVER TWIEST

It was market-morning. The ground was covered, nearly
ankle-deep, with filth and mire; a thick steam, perpetually
rising from the reeking bodies of the cattle, and mingling with
the fog, which seemed to rest upon the chimney-tops, hung
heavily above. All the pens in the centre of the large area, and
as many temporary pens as could be crowded into the vacant
space, were filled with sheep; tied up to posts by the gutter
side were long lines of beasts and oxen, three or four deep.
Countrymen, butchers, drovers, hawkers, boys, thieves, idlers,
and vagabonds of every low grade, were mingled together in
a mass; the whistling of drovers, the barking of dogs, the
bellowing and plunging of oxen, the bleating of sheep, the
grunting and squeaking of pigs, the cries of hawkers, the
shouts, oaths, and quarrelling on all sides; the ringing of bells
and roar of voices, that issued from every public-house; the
crowding, pushing, driving, beating, whooping, and yelling;
the hideous and discordant din that resounded from every cor-
ner of the market; and the unwashed, unshaven, squalid, and
dirty figures constantly running to and fro, and bursting in
and out of the throng; rendered it a stunning and bewildering
scene, which quite confounded the senses.

Charles Dickens

. C.;,s‘)l.:.a_" ) _Blijs’j‘

Filth and mire Jo-oila 1asYI
Mingling with the fog wleall ]
Drovers Lol o
Vagabonds 095 2!
To and fro bbls Liad
Stunning I

1o



47 — THE MERCHANT OF VENICE

Shylock, the Jew, lived at Venice: he was an usurer, who
had amassed an immense fortune by lending money at great
interest to Christian merchants. Shylock, being a hard-hearted
man, exacted the payment of the money he lent with such se-
verity that he was much disliked by all good men, and partic-
ularly by Antonio, a young merchant of Venice; and Shylock
as much hated Antonio, because he used to lend money to peo-
ple in distress, and would never take any interest for the mon-
ey he lent;therefore there was great enmity between this cov-
ctous Jew and the generous merchant Antonio. Whenever
Antonio met Shylock on the Rialto (or Exchange), he used
to reproach him with his usuries and hard dealings, which the
Jew would bear with seeming patience, while he secretly medi-
tated revenge.

Charles and Mary Lamb
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47 — THE MERCHANT OF VENICE (continued)

Antonio was the kindest man that lived, the best condi-
tioned, and had the most unwearied spirit in doing courtesies;
indeed, he was one in whom the ancient Roman honour more
appeared than in any that drew breath in Italy. He was greatly
beloved by all his fellow-citizens; but the friend who was
nearest and dearest to his heart was Bassanio, a noble Vene-
tian, who, having but a small patrimony, had nearly exhaust-
ed his little fortune by living in too expensive a manner for
his slender means, as young men of high rank with small
fortunes are too apt to do. Whenever Bassanio wanted money,
Antonio assisted him; and it seemed as if they had but one
heart and one purse between them.

Charles and Mary Lamb
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48 — JUST BEFORE THE STORM

The black clouds had come up quickly, and suddenly a
vivid lightning flash seemed to crackle through the air. Terry
had been to the kennels where she often helped during school
holidays. She was on her way home, and from this spot a short
cut led through open fields; but going by road would take
much longer and there still wasn’t any real protection. Either
way she was likely to get soaked to the skin. Even worse, her
hair would be in a shocking mess and she’d never get it to look
right in time for the dance that evening.

She looked back along the narrow lane which so little traffic
ever used, and regretted her bad timing. Her father had driven
into town to draw money for his farm-workers’ wages and
would be coming back this way — but he wasn’t due for half
an hour. He was so methodical you could time-table his move-
ments, so there was no hope of a lift from him.

The lightning struck again, alarmingly near and so bright
it dazzled Terry’s eyes.

Valerie Hastings
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49 ~-- MEDETATION

A plaintive murmur rose in the night; a murmur sadden-
ing and startling, as if the great solitudes of surrounding
woods had tried to whisper into his ear the wisdom of their
immense and lofty indifference. Sounds hesitating and vague
floated in the air round him, shaped themselves slowly into
words; and at last flowed on gently in a murmuring stream
of soft and monotonous sentences. He stirred like a man wak-
ing up and changed his position slightly. John, motionless and
shadowy, sitting with bowed head under the stars, was speak-
ing in a low and dreamy tone:

«... for where can we lay down the heaviness of our
trouble but in a friend’s heart? A man must speak of war and
of love. You, know what war is, and you have seen me in time
of danger seek death as other men seek life! A. writing may be
lost; a lie may be written; but what the eye has seen is truth
and remains in the mind!»

(Lebanese Baccalaureate,
Second Session, 1963)
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50 — THy POWER AND THE GLOBY

It was as if an enemy were laying a gas-cloud across a
whole territory, carefully, to see that nobody escaped. The rain
spread and stayed just long enough, as though the enemy had
his stop-watch out and knew to a second the limit of the lungs’
endurance. The roof held the rain out for a while and then let
it through — the twigs bent under the weight of water and
shot apart: it came through in half a dozen places, pouring
down in black funnels: then the downpour stopped and the
roof dripped and the rain moved on, with the lightning quiver-

ing on its flanks like a protective barrage. In a few minutes it
would reach the mountains: a few more storms like this and
they would be impassable.

He had been walking all day and he was very tired: he
found a dry spot and sat down. When the lightning struck he
could see the clearing: all around was the gentle noise of the
dripping water. It was nearly like peace, but not quite. For

peace you needed human company — his aloneness was like a
threat of things to come.

Graham Green

\vy



51 — SILAS MARNER

But Nancy’'s Sunday thoughts were rarely quite out of
keeping with the devout and reverential intention implied by
the book spread open before her. She was not theologically
instructed enough to discern very clearly the relation between
the sacred documents of the past which she opened without
method, and her own obscure, simple life; but the spirit of
rectitude, and the sense of responsibility for the effect of her
conduct on others, which were strong elements in Nancy’s
character, had made it a habit with her to scrutinize her past
feelings and actions with self-questioning solicitude. Her mind
not being courted by a great variety of subjects, she filled the
vacant moments by living inwardly, again and again, through
all her remembered experience, especially through the fifteen
years of her married time, in which her life and its significance
had been doubled. She recalled the small details, the words,
tones, and looks, in the critical scenes which had opened a new
epoch for her by giving her a deeper insight into the relations
and trials of life, or which had called on her some little effort
of forbearance, or of painful adherence to an imagined or real
duty — asking herself continually whether she had been in any
respect blamable. This excessive rumination and self-question-
ing is perhaps a morbid habit inevitable to a mind of much
moral sensibility when shut out from its due share of out-
ward activity and of practical claims on its affections —
inevitable to a noble-hearted, childless woman, when her lot
is narrow. ‘I can do so little — have I done it all well?’ is the
perpetually recurring thought; and there are no voices calling
her away {from that soliloquy, no peremptory demands to
divert energy from vain regret or superfluous scruple,

George Eliot
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52 — CRY, THE BELOVED COUNTRY

Yes, there are a hundred, and a thousand voices crying.
But what does one do, when one cries this thing, and one cries
another? Who knows how we shall fashion a land of peace
where black outnumbers white so greatly? Some say that the
earth has bounty enough for all, and that more for one does
not mean the decline of another. They say that poor-paid
labour means a poor nation, and that better-paid labour means
greater markets and greater scope for industry and manufac-
ture. And others say that this is a danger, for better-paid
labour will not only buy more but will also read more, think

more, ask more, and will not be content to be for ever voiceless
and inferior.

Who knows how we shall fashion such a land? For we
fear not only the loss of our possessions, but the loss of our
superiority and the loss of our whiteness. Some say it is true
that crime is bad, but would this not be worse? Is it not better
to hold what we have, and to pay the price of it with fear?
And others say, can such fear be endured? For is it not this
fear that drives men to ponder these things at all?

Alan Paton
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53 — TIME TRAVELLING

I told some of you last Thursday of the principles of the
Time Machine, and showed you the actual thing itself, incom-
plete in the workshop. There it is now, a little travel-worn,
truly; and one of the ivory bars is cracked, and a brass rail
bent; but the rest of it’s sound enough. I expected to finish it
on Friday; but on Friday, when the putting together was near-
ly done, I found that one of the nickel bars was exactly one
inch too short, and this I had to get re-made; so that the thing
was not complete until this morning. It was at ten o’clock today
that the first of all Time Machines began its career. I gave
it a last tap, tried all the screws again, put one more drop of
oil on the quartz rod, and sat myself in the saddle. I suppose
a suicide who holds a pistol to his skull feels much the same
wonder at what will come next as I felt then. I took the start-
ing lever in one hand and the stopping one in the other, pressed
the first, and almost immediately the second. I seemed to reel;
I felt a nightmare sensation of falling; and, looking round, I
saw the laboratory exactly as before. Had anything happened?
For a moment I suspected that my intellect had tricked me.
Then I noted the clock. A moment before, as it seemed, it had

stood at a minute or so past ten; now it was nearly half-past
three!

H. G. Wells
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54 — THE OLD MAN AND THE SEA

The moon had been up for a long time but he slept on
and the fish pulled on steadily and the boat moved into the
tunnel of clouds.

He woke with the jerk of his right fist coming up against
his face and the line burning out through his right hand. He
had no feeling of his left hand but he braked all he could with
his right and the line rushed out. Finally his left hand found
the line and he leaned back against the line and now it burned
his back and his left hand, and his left hand was taking all
the strain and cutting badly. He looked back at the coils of
line and they were feeding smoothly. Just then the fish jumped
making a great bursting of the ocean and then a heavy fall.
Then he jumped again and again and the boat was going fast
although the line was still racing out and the old man was rais-
ing the strain to breaking point and raising it to breaking point
again and again. He had been pulled down tight on to the bow

and his face was in the cut slice of dolphin and he could not
move,

E. Hemingway
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55 — CHARACTER AND REPUTATICON

There are few who do not know the difference between
character and reputation, though there are few who have ana-
lyzed and defined their own ideas. A man’s inward habits and
mental condition form his character.

But the appearance which a man presents to the world,
the outward exhibition, gives him his reputation.A man’s char-
acter is his reality. It is the acting and moving force of his
being. Reputation is the impression which he has made upon
other men, it is their thought of him. Qur character is always
in ourselves, but our reputation is in others.

It is true that, ordinarily among honest men, the two go
together. A man who lives out of doors among men, and who
gives his fellows a fair chance to see his conduct, will find that
he is accurately measured and correctly judged.

(Lebanese Baccalaureate,

Firet Session, 1964)
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56 — JANE EYRE

I passed up the street, looking as I went at all the houses
to the right hand and to the left: but I could discover no pre-
text, nor see an inducement, to enter any. I rambled round the
hamlet, going sometimes to a little distance and returning
again, for an hour or more. Much exhausted, and suffering
greatly now for want of food, I turned aside into a lane and
.. sat down under the hedge. Ere many minutes had elapsed, I
was again on my feet, however, and again searching something
. — a resource, or at least an informant. A pretty little house
- stood at the top of the lane, with a garden before it; exquisitely
neat, and brilliantly blooming. I stopped at it. What business
had I to approach the white door, or touch the glittering
knocker? In what way could it possibly be the interest of the
inbhabitants of that dwelling to serve me? Yet I drew near and
knocked. A mild-looking, cleanly-attired young woman opened
the door. In such a voice as might be expected from a hopeless
heart and fainting frame — a voice wretchedly low and fal-
tering — I asked.

Charlotte Bronts
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57 — TALIS FROM SHAKESPIARI

At the sight of his father’s spirit, Hamlet was struck with
a sudden surprise and fear. He at first called upon the angels
and heavenly ministers to defend them, for he knew not wheth-
er it were a good spirit or bad; whether it came for good or
evil: but he gradually assumed more courage; and his father
(as it seemed to him) looked upon him so piteously, and as it
were desiring to have conversation with him, and did in all
respects appear so like himself as he was when he lived, that
Hamlet could not help addressing him: he called him by his
name, Hamlet, King, Father! and conjured him that he would
tell the reason why he had left his grave, where they had seen
him quietly bestowed, to come again and visit the earth and the
moonlight: and besought him that he would let them know if
there was anything which they could do to give peace to his
spirit. And the ghost beckoned to Hamlet, that he should go
with him to some more removed place, where they might be
alone; and Horatio and Marcellus would have dissuaded the
young prince from following it, for they feared lest it should
be some evil spirit, who would tempt him to the neighbouring
sea, or to the top of some dreadful cliff, and there put on some
horrible shape which might deprive the prince of his reason.
But their counsels and entreaties could not alter Hamlet’s de-
termination, who cared too little about life to fear the losing
of it; and as to his soul, he said, what could the spirit do to
that, being a thing immortal as itself? And he felt as hardy
as a lion, and bursting from them, who did all they could to
hold him, he followed whithersoever the spirit led him.

Charles and Mary Lamb




58 — A BRIGAND

Soon afterwards, the train stopped by a small bridge. 1
looked out. Every window was closed and there was no one
anywhere in sight, so I quickly opened the door and jumped
down into some bushes which grew along the line. It would
have been all right but for that dog. Thinking that I was
trying to get away with its master’s belongings, it started to
make such a noise that it woke up the shepherd, who stood at
the carriage door shouting. He seemed to think I was trying
to kill myself. I crept through the bushes for a hundred yards
or so, and then looked back. The guard and several passengers
were standing by the open door and looking in my direction.
Instead of leaving secretly, I had thus drawn the attention of
the whole train, and it would not be long before the police

heard about it. Soon afterwards the train started off, and I
was alone.

All round me was empty moorland, with some hills to the
north. Although there was not a human being in sight,

strangely enough I felt for the first time the fear of the
hunted.

(Lebanese Baccalaureate,

Second Session, 1964)
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69 — THE IMPORTANCE OF BEING EARNEST

Lady Bracknell: Come here. Sit down. Sit down immedi-
ately. Hesitation of any kind is a sign of mental decay in the
young, of physical weakness in the old. [ Turns to JACK.]
Apprised, sir, of my daughter’s sudden flight by her trusty
maid, whose confidence I purchased by means of a small coin,
I followed her at once by a luggage train. Her unhappy father
is, I am glad to say, under the impression that she is attending
a more than usually lengthy lecture by the University Exten-
sion Scheme on the Influence of a permanent income on
Thought. I do not propose to undeceive him. Indeed I have
never undeceived him on any question. I would consider it
wrong. But of course, you will clearly understand that all
communication between yourself and my daughter must cease
immediately from this moment. On this point, as indeed on all
points, I am firm.

Oscar Wilde
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60 — THE GOOD EARTH

Through court after court he was swept, into the very inner
courts, and of those men and women who had lived in the house
he saw not one. It was as though here were a palace long dead
except that early lilies bloomed among the rocks of the gardens
and the golden flowers of the early trees of spring blossomed
upon bare branches. But in the rooms food stood upon a table
and in the kitchens fire burned. Well this crowd knew the
cotirts of the rich, for they swept past the front courts, where
servants and slaves lived and where the kitchens are, into the
inner courts, where the lords and ladies have their dainty beds
and where stand their lacquered boxes of black and red and
gold, their boxes of silken clothing, where carved tables and
chairs are, and upon the walls painted scrolls. And upon these
treasures the crowd fell, seizing at and tearing from each other
what was revealed in every newly opened box or closet, so that
clothing and bedding and curtains and dishes passed from
hand to hand, each hand snatching that which another held,
and none stopping to see what he had.

Pearl S. Buck
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61 — A ROUGH CROSSING

Not in all the long voyage from India had Adeline suf-
fered as she suffered in crossing the Irish Sea. The waves
were short, choppy, violent. Sometimes it seemed to Adeline
the ship did not move at all, and would never move again until
the end of times. The Indian nurse’s face was enough to fright-
en anyone, it was so green. The baby who had not been sea-
sick on her first voyage now was very severely so. [t was exas-
perating to see Philip pink and white as ever, his firm cheeks
wet with spray, enjoying the tumult of the sea. However he
was able to look after Adeline, and that was a comfort.

The Irish train was dirty, smoky, but it seemed heaven
after the Irish Sea. One after the other, the sufferers raised
their heads, and looked about with renewed interest in life.

At the railway station they were met by a carriage drawn
by a fine pair of grey horses. “Oh, it is good to be home” Ade-
line exclaimed.

Mazo de 1a Roche
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62 - THE AUTHOR RUNS AWAY FROM SCHOOL

About my second or third year at school, I ran away to
sea, during the summer term. In taking this action, I was im-
pelled by many considerations. I had a great love for the sea
which has never left me. I wanted freedom and adventure —
something on the lines of being wrecked on a desert island
where one found conveniently to hand all the things one need-
ed, not forgetting a parrot or a Man Friday. I wanted to get
away from the tyranny of masters and boys, to get out into
the wide world to make my own way in life, to find possibly
a gold mine and return in a few years a wealthy man.

My efforts ended in complete failure. I sought employment
with the small coasting ships but they all laughed at me, and
told me to go back to school. It worried me that they should
guess so easily that I was a schoolboy when I had taken, as
I thought, great pains to disguise myself. I must have been
away three days... At last hunger compelled me to make my
way back to school to give myself up.

Major General Dinsterville
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63 — A WOMAN. WHO ENRICHED BUMANFEY

Towards the end of the 18th century there were about
three hundred offences against the English law for which the
punishment was death... For those who escaped the gallows
there was a fate little better. Thousands were sent in foul
convict ships to a settlement in New South Wales, Australia,
to a place once so beautiful with wild flowers that the first
sailors who went there called it Botany Bay. Yet these became
words of terror...

Those who stayed in English prisons rotted in slow phys-
ical and spiritual death. The English prisons were over-
crowded dens of f{filth, vice, disease, suffering and hope-
lessness. The most bestial and barbaric methods were em-
ployed...

Elisabeth Fry, however, said it was wrong to treat law-
breakers as lost souls who must be banished from society and
left to their own damnation. The aim must be, she said, not
to punish and take revenge, but to reform — by understanding,
love and assistance to give the criminals the opportunity to
return to good citizenship.

David Wren
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64 — SILAS MARNER

This possibility was Nancy’s chief comfort; and to give
it greater strength, she laboured to make it impossible that any
other wife should have had more perfect tenderness. She had
been forced to vex him by that one denial. Godfrey was not
insensible to her loving effort, and did Nancy no injustice as
to the motives of her obstinacy. It was impossible to have lived
with her fifteen years and not be aware that an unselfish cling-
ing to the right, and a sincerity clear as the flower-born dew,
were her main characteristics; indeed, Godfrey felt this so
strongly, that his own more wavering nature, too averse to
facing difficulty to be unvaryingly simple and truthful, was
kept in a certain awe of this gentle wife who watched his looks
with a yearning to obey them. It seemed to him impossible that
he should ever confess to her the truth about Eppie: she would
never recover from the repulsion the story of his earlier mar-
riage would create,told to her now,after that long concealment.
And the child, too, he thought, must become an object of repul-
sien: the very sight of her would be painful. The shock to
Nancy’s mingled pride and ignorance of the world’s evil might
even be too much for her delicate frame. Since he had married
her with that secret on his heart, he must keep it there to the
last. Whatever else he did, he could not make an irreparable
breach between himself and this long-loved wife.

George Eliot
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65 — PACKING

They started with breaking a cup. 1hat was the first thing
they did. They did that just to show you what they could do,
and to get you interested. Then Harris packed the strawberry
jam on top of a tomato and squashed it, and they had to pick
out the tomato with a teaspoon.

Then it was George’s turn, and he trod on the butter. I
didn't say anything, but I came over and sat on the edge of
the table and watched them. It irritated them more than any-
thing I could have said. I felt that. It made them nervous and
excited... They upset salt over everything, and as for the
butter! I never saw two men do more with one-and-twopence
worth of butter in my whole life than they did. After George
had got it off his slipper, they tried to put it in the kettle. It
wouldn’t go in, and what was in wouldn't come out. They put
it down on a chair, and Harris sat on it, and it stuck to him,
and they went looking for it all over the room.

“I put it down on that chair”, said George, staring at the
empty seat.

“I saw you do it myself, not 2 minute ago”, said Harris.

Jerome K, Jerome
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86 — THE HUNGRY STRANGER

He felt around him with his foot: he was so hungry that
even a few bananas would be better than nothing -— he had
had no food for two days — but there were none here, nonc at
all. He must have arrived on a day when the crop had gone
down-river. He stood just inside the door trying to remember
what the child had told him — the Morse code, her window:
across the dead-white dusty yard the mosquito wire caught
the sun. He was reminded suddenly of an empty larder. He
began to listen anxiously: there wasn’t sound anywhere — the
day here hadn’t yet begun with that first sleepy slap of a
shoe on a cement floor, the claws of a dog scratching as it
stretched, the knock-knock of a hand on a door. There was
just nothing, nothing at all.

Graham Greene

He seemed to hear a stir in the house — listened — then
stepped in noiselessly. The white man stood up. A breeze was
coming in fitful puffs. The stars shone paler as if they had
retreated into the frozen depths of immense space. After a
chill gust of wind there were a few seconds of perfect calm
and absolute silence. Then from behind the black and wavy
line of the forests a column of golden light shot up into the
heavens and spread over the semicircle of the eastern horizon.
The sun had risen. The mist lifted, broke into drifting patches,
vanished into thin flying wreaths, and the unveiled lagoon
lay, polished and black, in the heavy shadows at the foot of
the wall of trees.

(Lebanese Baccalaureate,
First Session, 1965)
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@8 — A YOUNG ENGLISH GIRL AND AN
AMERICAN SOLDIER

She was wearing a tartan dress. It seemed to be a wonder-
ful dress for a very young girl to be wearing on a rainy, rainy
day. “I thought Americans despised tea” she said. I replied
that some of us never drank anything but tea. I asked if she’d
care to join me. “Thank you”, she said, “Perhaps for just a
fraction of a moment”. I got up and drew a chair for her, the
one opposite me, and she sat down on the forward quarter of
it, keeping her spine easily and beautifully straight. When
I was seated, I couldn’t think of anything to say, though I
smiled again, I remarked that it was certainly a terrible day
out. “Yes; quite,” said my guest, in the clear, unmistakable
voice of a small-talk detester. She placed her fingers flat on
the table edge, like someone at a séance, then, almost instantly,
closed her hands.

“Usually, I'm not terribly gregarious,” she said, and
looked over at me to see if I knew the meaning of the word.
“1 purely came over because I thought you looked extremely
lonely. You have an extremely sensitive face.”

d. D. Salinger
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69 — SWITZERLAND

The average Englishman’s picture of Switzerland is an
attractive mixture of travel posters and childhood geography
books. He sees it as a country of snowy mountains and green.
valleys with bright, trim chalets perched among them, of sleek
cows and massive cheeses, of farmers, mountain guides and
watch-makers. True though it is, so far as it goes, this image is
hardly fair to modern Switzerland. For Switzerland is not just
a mountainous country inhabited by thrifty peasants. It now
stands at the industrial and commercial cross-roads of Europe.
The Rhine joins it with the factories of the Ruhr and the docks
of Belgium and Holland, and the project for connecting this
river with the Rhone will, when it is finished, place Basle a-
stride one of Europe’s north-south arteries. Road and rail tun-
nels and passes lead into France and Italy. Swissair links Zu-
rich with Tokyo and Buenos Aires, as well as with the Euro-
pean capitals. Above all, tourists from all parts of the Conti-
nent come to Switzerland to climb, to ski, or just to relax.
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70 — ON BACIHELORS AND SPINSTERS

But marriage, if comfortable, is at all heroic. It certainly
narrows and damps the spirits of generous men. In marriage
a man becomes slack and selfish, and undergoes a fatty degen-
eration of his moral being. The air of the fireside withers out
all the fine wildings of the husband’s heart. He is so comfort-
able and happy that he begins to prefer comfort and happiness
to everything else on earth, his wife included. Yesterday he
would have sharved his last shilling; to-day “his first duty s
to his family” and is fulfilled in large measure by laying down
vintages and husbanding the health of an wnvaluable paremn.
Twenty years ago this man was equally capable of crime or
heroisin; now he is fit for neither. His soul is asleep and you
may speak without constraint; you will not wake him. It is not
for nothing that Don Quixote was a bachelor and Marcus
Aurelius married ill. For women, there is less of this danger.
Marriage is of so much use to a woman, opens out to her so
much more of life, and puts her in the way of so much more
freedom, and usefulness, that whether she marry ill or well,
she can hardly miss some benefit.

R. L. Stevenson
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71 — 1THE SECRET AGERNT

The lowering daylight died out quickiy, leaving him faced by
a broken bridge.He descended into the ravine, forded a narrow
stream by the last gleam of rapid water, and clambering out
on the other side was met by the night which fell like a ban-
dage over his eyes. The wind sweeping in the darkness the
broadside of the sierra worried his ears by a continuous roar-
ing noise as of a maddened sea. He suspected that he had lost
the road. Even in daylight, with its ruts and mudholes and
ledges of outcropping stone, it was difficult to distinguish
from the dreary waste of the moor interspersed with boulders
and clumps of naked bushes. But, as he says, “he steered his
course by the feel of the wind”, his hat rammed low on his
brow, his head down, stopping now and again from mere
weariness of mind rather than of body — as if not his strength
but his resolution were being overtaxed by the strain of en-
deavour half suspected to be vain, and by the unrest of his
feelings.

In one of these pauses, borne in the wind faintly as if
from very far away he heard a sound of knocking, just knock-
ing on wood. He noticed that the wind had lulled suddenly.

J. Conrad
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%2 - A FISHER BOY

I knew Salvatore first when he was a boy of fifteen with
a pleasant, ugly face, a laughing mouth and carefree eyes. He
used to spend the morning lying about the beach with next to
nothing on and his brown body was as thin as a rail. He was
full of grace. He was in and out of the sea all the time, swim-
ming with the clumsy, effortless stroke common to the fisher
boys. Scrambling up the jagged rocks on his hard {feet, for
except on Sundays he never wore shoes, he would throw him-
self into the deep water with a cry of delight. His father was
a fisherman who owned his own little vineyard and Salvatore
acted as nursemaid to his two younger brothers. He shouted to
them to come in shore when they ventured out too far and
made them dress when it was time to climb the hot vine-clad
hill for the {rugal midday meal.

W. Somerset Maugham
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13 — ABOUT HAPPINESS

Some people say that their school days were the happiest
of their lives. They may be right, but 1 always look with sus-
picion upon those whom I hear saying this. It is hard enough
to know whether one is happy or unhappy now, and still harder
to compare the relative happiness or unhappiness of dif ferent
times of one’s life; the utmost that can be said is that we are
fairly happy so long as we are not distinctly aware of being
miserable. As I was talking with IErnest one day not so long
since about this he said he was so happy now that he was sure
he had never been happier, and did not wish to be, but that
Cambridge was the first place where he had ever been con-
sciously and continuously happy.

How can a boy fail to feel an ecstasy of pleasure on first
finding himsel{ in rooms which he knows for the next few
years are to be his castle? Here he will not be compelled to
turn out of the most comfortable place as soon as he has
ensconced himself in it because papa or mamma happens to
come into the room, and he should give it up to them.

Samuel Butler
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4 - - THE SAFE

As Edwin unlocked it, and the prodigious door swiing
with silent smoothness to his pull, he was aware of a very
romantic fecling ol exploration. He had seen the inside of the
safe before; he had even opened the safe, and taken something
from it, under his father’s orders. But he had never had
leisure, nor licence, to inspect its interior. From his boyhood
had survived the notion that it must contain many marvels. In
spite of himself his attitude was one of awe.

The first thing that met his cyc was his father’s large,
black-bound private cash-book, which constituted the most
sacred and mysterious document in the accountancy of the
business. Edwin handled, and kept, all the books save that.
At the beginning of the previous week he and Stifford had
achieved the task of sending out the quarterly accounts, and of
one sort or another there were some seven hundred quarterly
accounts... But he could {form no sure idea of the total dimen-
sions and results of the business, because his father always
kept the ultimate castings to himself, and never displayed his
private cash-book under any circumstances. By ingenuity and
perseverance Edwin might have triumphed over Darius’s
mania for secrecy; but he did not care to do so; perhaps pride
even more than honour caused him to refrain.

A. Bennett
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6 . ROBINSORN CRUNG

It happened one day, about noon, going towards my boat,
I was exceedingly surprised with the print of a man’s naked
foot on the shore, which was very plain to be seen in the sand.
I stood like one thunderstruck or as if I had seen an appari-
tion. I listened, I looked round me, T could hear nothing, nor
see anything; I went up to a rising ground to look farther; I
went up the shore and down the shore, but it was all one, I
could see no other impression but that one. I went to it again
to see if there were any more, and to observe if it might not
be my fancy; but there was no room for that, for there was
exactly the very print of a foot, toes, heel, and every part of
a foot; how it came thither I know not, nor could in the least
imagine. But after innumerable fluttering thoughts, like a
man perfectly confused and out of myself, I came home to my
fortification, not feeling, as we say, the ground I went on, but
terrified to the last degree, looking behind me at every two or
three steps, mistaking every bush and tree, and fancying every
stump at a distance te be a man.

(Lebanese Baccalaureate,
Second Session,1965)
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6 —— LESTENINR'S LR

One may deplore the steady drifting of the boys to the
towns; but it is easily understood. To reproduce the father’s
drudgery over again cannot present any charm. In a town
there is always a possibility of a lucky chance leading to pros-
perity,... but there is no future for the farm lad who sticks to
the farm but a pound a week at the most and rheumatism.

...Nature is so cruel. She insists that he who gives his
services to the land shall be nothing short of a slave. He must
be of the land and of the land only: he must think land and live
land ; and in reward the land will get into his bones and cripple
him. T sometimes wonder if {ield work is a human being’s work
at all — when I see the gnarled and creeping things about here
that are called old men and old women, who ought to be up-
right and happy, but are mournful and crooked and lacking
both the opportunity and the power of enjoying the ameliora-
tions of civilization.

I hate machinery, but machinery would be better than
this; and yet of course it is machinery that has emptied the
rural districts.Town life is bad enough, with its crowded slums
and fiercer struggle for existence; but there at least you get
society and dry walls. You should see some of our cottages —
such picturesque little bits for the artist! — on wet days.

E., V. Lucas

ALV



77— SHERILOCK HOLRMERL

Holmes was certainly not a difficult man to live with. He
was quiet in his ways, and his habits were regular. It was rare
for him to be up after ten at night, and he had invariably
breakfasted and gone out before I rose in the morning. Some-
times he spent his day at the chemical laboratory, sometimes
in the dissecting-rooms, and occasionally in long walks, which
appeared to take him into the lowest portions of the city.
Nothing could exceed his energy when the working fit was
upon him; but now and again a reaction would seize him, and
for days on end he would lie upon the sofa in the sitting-room,
hardly uttering a word or moving a muscle from morning to
night. On these occasions I have noticed such a dreamy, vacant
expression in his eyes that I might have suspected him of
being addicted to the use of some narcotic had not the temper-
ance and cleanliness of his whole lifc forbidden such a notion.

A, Conan Doyle

144



13 -~ AW UNEEPECITD SHGHL

Presently Timothy said: “It must be about eleven o'clock.
Let’s go for a swim first.” “That’s sensible”, said Sam Stur-
geon, and immediately took off his coat and shirt and trousers.

They were all good swimmers, and without any trouble
or stopping for a rest, they swam to the outermost limit of
calm water.... So in the smooth water, they floated, or dived
as ducks and came up again. Then Timothy, bobbing out of the
water cried: “Oh, look! Look there! Who’s that?”

One after another they bobbed as high as they could, and
each in turn saw a remarkable and unexpected sight. In the
rougher water beyond the shelter of the bay, among bright
waves that rose and fell, there floated at ease a man with a
bald head, a red nose, red parches of hair above his ears, and
red whiskers, and in his mouth a short clay pipe from which
came little puffs of smoke as if he were a steamer.

Eric Linklater




40 — LICAVING ORI

The third class carriage was empty save for two women
who knew the boy and were greatly interested by his adventure.
So he talked to them all the time — about the marvellous
things he was going to do, the actor, singer, dancer he was
going to be, the plays he was going to write. The two women,
I expect, believed every word of it. But once in Polchester it
was quite another matter. Here was a big noisy station with
porters pushing barrows and shouting to you to get out of the
way, engines hooting, puffing, and whispering. But worst of
all were the strange hostile faces. He realized now that he was
nothing, nobody. He would get over this, but for the moment
he was so badly frightened that he was ready to burst into
tears.

Hugh Walpole




80 - THE RACHENE-AGIE

The real dangers of the American mode of life are not in
the machine or even in standardization as much as they are in
conformism. The dangers do not flow from the contrivances
that men have fashioned to lighten their burdens, or from the
material abundance which, if anything, should make a richer
cultural life possible., They flow rather from the mimesis of
the dominant and successful by the weak and mediocre, from
the intolerance of diversity, and from the fear of being thought
different from one’s fellows. This is the essence of confor-

mism.

It would be hard to make the connection between technol-
ogy and conformism, unless one argues that men fashion their
minds in the image of their surroundings, and that in a society
of automatism, human beings themselves will become autom-
atons...

...It has been suggested that the American, like the Faus-
tian, made a bargain with the Big Technology: a bargain to
transform his ways of life and thought in the image of the
machine, in return for the range of power and riches the ma-
chine would bring within his reach. It is a fine allegory. But
truer than the Faustian bargain, with its connotations of the
sale af one’s soul to the Devil, is the image of Prometheus
stealing fire from the gods in order to light a path of progress
for men. The path is not yet clear, nor the meaning of pro-
gress, nor where it is leading : but the bold intent and the secu-
lar daring have all become part of the Amerian experience.

Max Lerner

YeY



81 — ABOWUT MATHIMATICS

Mathematics is a cold thing to most people. It’s not to
me... People think it mad — anyhow in a woman — to be a
mathematician. Even mathematicians themselves think that —
some of them. They look at me. I know what they’re thinking.
“You!” — because I'm not ugly — and not cold. As if they’d
found me selling matches or scrubbing floors. And others
think I’'m not doing my job in the world. They want me to
use my brains their way — converting someone, compelling
someone — politics, economics, anti-war. For me to shut my-
self up in the Green Hill Observatory seems to them just funk
—an escape from life. If you won’t march in one of their regi-
ments you are always accused of escaping from life. Mathe-
matics isn’t that to me. It's one of the ways of listening. It’s
one of the ways of being and loving. One of the ways. They
don’t want to listen. They want to shout and compel. But the
world is growing tired of the regiments. They fail everywhere.
The misery they want to cure by force is the misery they have
created by force — and will create again. Suddenly men and
women will grow tired of marching in step and shouting cho-
ruses. We shall listen when we are still. The world is begin-
ning to listen again. It is beginning to watch again. In poetry,
the thing comes through words. Music says it direct. Saints
and lovers know it. And mathematics... I want to listen; T
must communicate but not through words,

Charles Morgan




82 — ANTIC HAY

Gumbril Junior shrugged his shoulders. “I was bored, 1
decided to cease being a schoolmaster. ”.

“Well, well,” said Gumbril senior, sitting down again,
“I must say I'm not surprised. I’'m only surprised that you
stood it, not being a born pedagogue, for as long as you did...”

“What else was there for me to do?”’ asked Gumbril Junior,
pulling up a chair towards the fire. “You gave me a peda-
gogue’s education and washed your hands of me. No oppor-
tunities, no openings. I had no alternative. And now you re-
proach me.,”

Mr. Gumbril made an impatient gesture. “You're talking
nonsense” he said. “The only point of the kind of education
you had is this, it gives a young man leisure to find out what
he’s interested in. You apparently weren’t sufficiently interest-
ed in anything.”

“I am interested in everything,” interrupted Gumbril
Junior.

“Which comes to the same thing”, said his father paren-
thetically, “as being interested in nothing”. And heé went on
from the point at which he had been interrupted. “You weren’t
sufficiently interested in anything to want to devote yourself
to it. That was why you sought the last refuge of feeble minds
with classical educations, you became a schoolmaster.”

Aldous Huxley




84 ... WO, TIM AWND TR OHRSTIER CHEES

Once upon a time Tom and Tim were going to treat them-
selves to a piece of Chester cheese which they had found some-
where about the kitchen.

— Let us go and share it in the garden, said Tom. Some-
body might come near us here.

As they had no knife, they broke the cheese into two parts,
but Tom was not satisfied with his share and said it was not
so big as Tim’s.

Tim said the two pieces were quite alike, but yet he was
not willing to change. It was a question of self-respect, he said.

So, as everybody knows questions of self-respect can only
be settled by blows, after they had been quarrelling with each
other for a few minutes, Tim and Tom came to blows. Nobody
likes to have the smaller share.

And, while the two boys were fighting, Pussy — who

never was very far from the boys — carried off the Chester
cheese.

And when victorious Tom had beaten his brother and
triumphantly told him he was going to eat the two shares him-
self, well, the Chester cheese was not to be found anywhere.

They repented their ill temper too late.
And the only happy one was Pussy.

(Lebanese Baccalaureate,

Second Session, 1966)




84 — THE IMPORTANCE OF PLEASTIERE

I believe that wisdom should be our goal, but that, in the
absence of wisdom, we are wise to fall back on enjoyment. To
my mind, onc of the most appalling things that could happen
to the world would be to be ruled by unwise men who did not
know how to enjoy themseclves. Enjoyment, on the whole,
makes for mutual tolerance, and those who stand aloof from
all the common pleasures — who regard cricket and eating
and drinking and cinema-going and novel-reading as a waste
of time — have a way of making life very disagreeable
for other people. How often an abstemious ruler becomes a
tyrant! I am sure that Europe could be a far happier continent.
to-day if the head of every state had been taught in his youth
the art of wasting time. Unfortunately, we have several rulers
to-day who are themselves so indif{ferent to enjoyment that
they are sincerely convinced that enjoyment is a disease from
which their fellow-citizens must at all costs be saved. They
live in a frenzy of seriousness for sixteen hours a day... If
I were a philosopher, I would say: “Learn to waste your
time wisely and you will at least have the satisfaction that
you will do comparatively little harm.”

Robert Lynd




86 - W DANGERS OF UNIFORMITY

The quick feeling of life, the exuberance of animal spirits
which break out in the traveller, the sportsman, the poet, the
painter, should be more generally diffused. We should be all
the better and all the happier for it. Life ought to be freer,
heartier, more enjoyable than it is at present. If the profes-
sional fetter must be worn, let it be worn as lightly as possible.
It should never be permitted to canker the limbs. We are a free
people—we have an unshackled Press—we have an open plat-
form, and can say our say upon it, no King or despot making
us afraid.... But, although we enjoy greater political {reedom
than any other people, we are the victims of a petty social ty-

ranny. We are our own despots—we tremble at a neighbour’s
whisper. A man may say what he likes on a public platform—

he may publish whatever opinion he chooses—but he dare not
wear a peculiar fashion of hat on the street. Eccentricity is an
outlaw. Public opinion blows like the east wind, blighting bud
and blossom on the human bough. A consequence of all this,
society is losing picturesqueness and variety — we are all
growing up after one pattern.

Alexander Smith




86 - A THRAVELLER’S DOUBLS

On the long journey doubts were often my companions,
I've always admired those reporters who can descend on an
area, talk to key people, ask key questions, take samplings of
opinions, and then set down an orderly report very like a road
map. I envy this technique and at the same time do not trust
it as a mirror of reality. I feel that there are too many realities.
What I set down here is true until someone else passes that
way and rearranges the world in his own style. In literary
criticism the critic has no choice but to make over the victim of
his attention into something the size and shape of himself.

And in this report I do not {ool myself into thinking. I am
dealing with constants. A long time ago I was in the ancient
city of Prague and at the same time Joseph Alsop, the justly
famous critic of places and events, was there. He talked to in-
formed people, officials, ambassadors; he read reports, even
the fine print and figures, while I in my slipshod manner roved
about with actors, gipsies, vagabonds. Joe and I flew home to
America in the same plane, and on the way he told me about
Prague, and his Prague had no relation to the city I had seen
and heard. Tt just wasn’t the same place, and yet each of us
was honest, neither one a liar, both pretty good observers by
any standard, and we brought home two cities, two truths. For
this reason I cannot commend this account as an America that
you will find. So much there is to sce, but our morning eyes
describe a different world than do our afternoon eyes, and
surely our wearied evening eyes can report only a weary eve-
ning world,

Steinbeck
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87 — TALES FROM SHAKESPIARR

Miranda, who thought all men had grave faces and grey
beards like her father, was delighted with the appearance of
this beautiful young prince; and Ferdinand, seeing such a love-
ly lady in this desert place, and from the strange sounds he had
heard, expecting nothing but wonders, thought he was upon
an enchanted island, and that Miranda was the goddess of the

place, and as such he began to address her.

She timidly answered, she was no goddess, but a simple
maid, and was going to give him an account of herself, when
Prospero interrupted her. e was well pleased to find they
admired each other, for he plainly perceived they had (as we
say) fallen in love at first sight: but to try Ferdinand’s con-
stancy, he resolved to throw some difficulties in their way :
therefore advancing forward, he addressed the prince with a
stern air, telling him, he came to the island as a spy, to take
it from him who was the lord of it. ‘Follow me,’ said he, I
will tie your neck and feet together. You shall drink seawater ;
shell-fish, withered roots, and husks of acorns shall be your
food.” ‘No,’ said Ferdinand, ‘I will resist such entertainment,
till I see a more powerful enemy’, and drew his sword; but
Prospero, waving magic wand, fixed him to the spot where he
stood, so that he had no power to move.

Charles and Mary Lamb




88 . T OLD MAN AN WEHE STA

The clouds over the land now rose like mountains and the
coast was only a long green line with the grey-blue hills behind
it. The water was a dark blue now, so darl that it was almost
purple. As he looked down into it he saw the red sifting of the
plankton in the dark water and the strange light the sun made
now. He watched his lines to see them go straight down out ot
sight into the water and he was happy to see so much plankton
because it meant fish. The strange light the sun made in the
water, now that the sun was higher, meant good weather and
so did the shape of the clouds over the land. But the bird was
almost out of sight now and nothing showed on the surface of
the water but some patches of yellow, sunbleached Sargasso
weed and the purple, formalized, iridescent, gelatinous bladder
of a Portuguese man-of-war floating close beside the boat. It
turned on its side and then righted itself. It floated cheerfully
as a bubble with its long deadly purple filaments trailing a
yard behind it in the water.

E. Hemingway




89 — TRAVEILILING

Though I have travelled much I ain a bad traveller. The
good traveller has the gift of surprise. He is perpetually in-
terested by the differences he finds between what he knows at
home and what he sees abroad. If he has a keen sense of the
absurd he finds constant matter for laughter in the fact that
the people among whom he is do not wear the same clothes as
he does, and he can ncver get over his astonishment that men
may eat with chop-sticks instead of forks or write with a brush
instead of with a pen. Since everything is strange to him he
notices everything, and according to his humour can be amus-
ing or instructive. But I take things for granted so quickly that
I cease to see anything unusual in my new surroundings. Tt
seems to me so obvious {for the Burman to wear a coloured
“paso” that only by a deliberate effort can I make the observa-
tion that he is not dressed as T am. It seecms to me just as
natural to ride in a rickshaw as in a car, and to sit on the floor
as on a chair, so that I forget that I am doing something odd
and out-of-the-way. I travel because I like to move {rom place
to place, T enjoy the sense of freedom it gives me, it pleases
me to be rid of ties, responsibilities, duties, I like the unknown:
I meet odd people who amuse me for a moment and
sometimes suggest a theme for a composition; I am often tired
of myself and I have a notion that by travel 1 can add to my
personality and so change mysell a little. I do not bring back
from a journey quite the same self that I took.

W. Somerset Maugham
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O e JANE YLD

That night I never thought to sleep; but a slumber f ell on
me as soon as I lay down in bed. I was transported in thought
to the scenes of childhood: I dreamt I lay in the red-room at
Gateshead; that the night was dark, and my mind impressed
with strange fears. The light that long ago had struck me into
syncope, recalled in this vision, seemed glidingly to mount the
wall, and tremblingly to pause in the centre of the obscured
ceiling. I lifted up my head to look: the roof resolved to clouds,
high and dim; the gleam was such as the moon umparts to
vapours she is about to sever, I watched her come—watched
with the strangest anticipation; as though some word of doom
were to be written on her disk. She broke forth as never moon
yet burst from cloud: a hand first penetrated the sable folds
and waved them away; then, not a moon, but a white human
form shone in the azure, inclining a glorious brow earthward.
It gazed and gazed on me. It spoke to my spirit: immeasurably
distant was the tone, yet so near; it whispered in my heart — |

‘My daughter, flee temptation!

Charlotte Bronté
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Pl — WHIE PILELASTRUGY O IGMNORANOE

The average man who uses a telephone could not explain
how a telephone works. He takes for granted the telephone,
the railway train, the linotype, the acroplane, as our grand-
fathers took for granted the miracies of the gospels. He
neither questions nor understands them. It is as though
each of us investigated and made his own only a tiny circle
of facts. Knowledge outside the day’s work is regarded by
most men as a gewgaw. Still we are constantly in reaction
against our ignorance. We rouse ourselves at intervals and
speculate... One of the greatest joys known to man is to take
such a flight into ignorance in search of knowledge. The
great pleasure of ignorance is, after all, the pleasure of ask-
ing questions. The man who has lost this pleasure or ex-
changed it for the pleasure of dogma, which is the pleasure
of answering, is already beginning to stiffen. One envies so
inquisitive a man as Jowett, who sat down to the study of
physiology in his sixties. Most of us have lost the sense of
our ignorance long before that age. We even become vain of
our squirrel’s hoard of knowledge and regard increasing age
itself as a school of omniscience. We forget that Socrates was
famed for wisdom not because he was omniscient but because
he realized at the age of seventy that he still knew nothing.

Robert Lynd
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92 — THIL TREMBIING O A [IAF

When your ship leaves Honolulu they hang “Leis”
round your neck, garlands of sweet-smelling flowers. The
wharf is crowded and the band plays a melting Hawaiian
tune. The people on board throw coloured streamers to
those standing below, and the side of the ship is gay with the
thin lines of paper, red and green and yellow and blue. When
the ship moves slowly away the streamers break softly, and
it is like the breaking of human ties. Men and women are
joined together for a moment by a gaily coloured strip of
paper, red and blue and green and yellow, and then life sep-
arates them and the paper is sundered, so easily with a little
sharp snap. For an hour the fragments trail down the hull
and then they blow away. The flowers of your garlands fade
and their scents is oppressive. You throw them overboard.

W. Somerset Maugham

98 — THE ENLIVENING POWERS OF NATURK

Men who have lived in crowded, pent up streets, through
lives of toil, and never wished {for change, men to whom
custom has indeed become a second nature, and who have
come almost to love each brick and stone that formed the
narrow boundaries of their daily walks, even they with the
hand of death upon them, have been known to yearn at last
for one short glimpse of nature’s face; and carried far [rom
the scenes of their own pains and pleasures, they have seemed
to pass at once into a new state of being, and crawling from
day to day to some green sunny spot, have such memories
wakened up within them by the mere sight of sky, and hill,
and plain and glistening water, that a foretaste of hcaven
itself has soothed their quick decline.

(Lebanese Baccalaureate,
First Session, 1967)
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94 . PHLGRIMAGE: '#'Q NON VIOLHNCR

During recent months I have come to see more and more
the need for the method of nonviolence in international rela-
tions. While I was convinced during my student days of the
power of nonviolence in group conflicts within nations, I was
not yet convinced of its efficacy in conflicts between nations.
I felt that while war could never be a positive or absolute
good, it could serve as a negative good in the sense of pre-
venting the spread and growth of an evil force. War, I
felt, horrible as it is, might be preferable to surrender to a
totalitarian system. But more and more T have come to the
conclusion that the potential destructiveness of modern weap-
ons of war totally rules out the possibility of war ever
serving again as a negative good. If we assume that mankind
has a right to survive then we must find an alternative to
war and destruction. In a day when sputniks dash through
outer space and guided ballistic missiles are carving highways
of death through the stratosphere, nobody can win a war.
The choice today is no longer between violence and non-
violence. It is either nonviclence or nonexistence.

I am no doctrinaire pacifist. I have tried to embrace a
realistic pacifism.

Martin Luther King
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DG —- A PASSAGE v INDLA

Most of life is so dull that there is nothing to be said
about it, and the books and talk that would describe it as in-
teresting are obliged to exaggerate, in the hope of justifying
their own existence. Inside its cocoon of work or social obli-
gation, the human spirit slumbers for the most part, register-
ing the distinction between pleasure and pain, but not nearly
as alert as we pretend. There are periods in the most thril-
ling day and during which nothing happens, and though we
continue to exclaim, “I do enjoy myself”, or, “I am horrified”,

we are insincere.

It so happened that Mrs. Moore and Miss Quested had
felt nothing acutely for a fortnight. Ever since Professor
Godbole had sung his queer little song, they had lived more or
less inside cocoons, and the difference between them was
that the elder lady accepted her own apathy, while the young-
er resented hers. It was Adela’s faith that the whole strecam
of events is important and interesting, and if she grew bored
she blamed herself severely and compelled her lips to utter
enthusiasms. This was the only insincerity in a character
otherwise sincere, and it was indeed the intellectual protest

of her youth.
E. M, Forster
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06 -— DRESSING UP FOR THIE PARTY

Mrs. Skinner liked to be in good time. She was already
dressed, in black silk as befitted her age and the mourning
she wore for her son-in-law, and now she put on her toque.
She was a little uncertain about it, since the egrets’ feathers
which adorned it might well arouse acid expostulations in
some of the friends she would certainly meet at the party;
and of course it was shocking to kill those beautiful birds for
the sake of their feathers; but there they were, so pretty and
stylish, and it would have been silly to refuse them, and it
would have hurt her son-in-law’s feelings. He had brought
them all the way from Borneo and he expected her to be so
pleased with them...

Mrs. Skinner, standing at her dressing-table, placed the
toque on her head: after all, it was the only nice hat she had...
If anybody spoke to her about the ospreys, she had her an-
swer.

W. Somerset Maugham
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§Y e JANK Y HEED

I drew near houses; I left them, and came back again,
and again I wandered away: always repelled by the conscious-
ness of having no claim to ask — no right expect interest
in my isolated lot. Meantime, the afternoon advanced, while
[ thus wandered- about a lost and starving dog. In cross-
ing a field, I saw the church spire before me : I hastened to-
wards it, Near the churchyard, and in the middle of a gar-
den, stood a well-built though small house, which I had no
doubt was the parsonage. I remembered that strangers who
arrive at a place where they have no friends, and who want
employment, sometimes apply to the clergyman for introduc-
tion and aid. It is the clergyman’s function to help — at least
with advice — those who wished to help themselves. I seemed
to have something like a right to seek counsel here. Renewing
then, my courage, and gathering my feeble remains of
strength, I pushed on. I reached the house, and knocked at
the kitchen-door. An old woman opened: I asked was this
the parsonage ?

Charlotte Bronté
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98 —- THE LITTLIC SITIPS

Here at Dunkirk is another English epic. And to my
mind what was most characteristically English about it — so
typical of us, so absurd and yet so grand and gallant that
you hardly know whether to laugh or to cry when you read
about them—was the part played in the difficult and danger-
ous embarkation—mnot by the warships, magnificent though
they were — but by the little pleasure-steamers. We've
known them and laughed at them all our lives. Sometimes
they only went as {far as the next seaside resort. But the
boldest of them might manage a Channel -crossing, to let
everybody have a glimpse of Boulogne. They liked to call
themselves “Queens” and “Belles”; and even if they were
new, there was always something old-fashioned, a Dickens
touch, a mid-Victorian air, about them. They seemed to
belong to the same ridiculous holiday world as pierrots and
piers, sand castles, automatic machines, and crowded sweat-
ing promenades. But they were called out of that world —
and, let it be noted — they were called out in good time and
in good order. Yes, those “Brighton Belles” and “Brighton
Queens” left that innocent foolish world of theirs ... to sail
into the inferno, to defy bombs, shells, magnetic mines, tor-
pedoes, machine-gun-fire ... to rescue our soldiers. Some of
them — alas — will never return... And our great grand-
children, when they learn how we began this War by snat-
ching glory out of defeat, may also learn how the little
holiday steamers made an excursion to hell and came back
glorious.

d. B. Priestley
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9 - EVERY HOLIEIAY SHOULI HAVE AT LIEASE
ONF PERICT DAY ...

I have to tell you that I am against holidays. For me
they are prison sentences with the added insult that they
have to be paid for. So when I describe a perfect day, I mean
of course a disastrous day. In fact there were twenty-one
of them. All more or less alike. We were in a coach bound
for Switzerland. It cost about twenty-five pounds and we
saw about six countries. “Saw’ is hardly the word. We
sped through about six countries and at unexpected moments
a courier issued information about some castle, or factory, or
cathedral. We rose at 6 a.m. Breakfast in a hall where little
tables were laid for us. We never saw main dining rooms,
main bedrooms or official lavatories — a herd con-
fined to second-rate quarters. After breakfast a dash to the
coach, First in had window seats, best seats. It became an
obsession to be among the first. Along the road as the sun
rose, we might stop to look at an olive-grove or to facilitate
one of the ex-merry gentlemen who had had too much creme de
menthe the night before. It grew hot. The top was opened
but still we boiled in our sunlit ovens. Ah, that amber glass,
What a false imhage it gave to the workmen as we flashed
past. !

Edna O’Brien
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Libraries are not made: they grow. Your first two
thousand volumes present no difficulty, and cost astonish-
ing little money. Given £400 and five years, and an ordinary
man can in the ordinary course, without undue haste or put-
ting any pressure upon his taste, surround himself with this
number of books, all in his own language, and henceforward
have at least one place in the world in which it is possible to
be happy. But pride is still out of the question. To be proud
of having two thousand books would be absurd. You might
as well be proud of having two top-coats. After your first
two thousand difficulty begins, but until you have ten thou-
sand volumes the less you say about your library the better,
Then you may begin to speak.

(Lebanese Baccalaureate,

Second Session, 1967)
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101 -— PRI AL

We went straight into the lecture-room for general ele-
mentary science.

Mr. Shales, Nick Shales, Old Nick was there, waiting
for us. He was impatient to begin. The light shone from
his enormous bald head and his thick glasses. He had cleaned
the board with the tail of his gown and a pillar of white dust
hung in the air round him. There was bent glass on the dem-
onstration bench and he stood, leaning his weight on his
knuckles, ad watching us as we clambered up the steps be-
tween the ranged forms.

Nick was the best teacher I ever knew. He had no par-
ticular method and he gave no particular picture of brilliance;
it was just that he had a vision of nature and a passionate
desire to communicate it. He respected children too. This
was not a verbal respect for children’s rights because it never
occurred to Nick that they had any. They were just human
beings and he treated each one with serious attention indis-
tinguishable from courtesy. He kept discipline by ignoring
the need to enforce it. See him now, waiting impatiently for
us all, he included, to examine some fascination of fact, some
absorbing reality which never could fail to astonish.

“Better take this down in your books because we are
going to try and disprove it. Ready? Here you are then:
Matter can neither be destroyed nor created”.

Obediently we wrote...

William Golding
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102 — FATHER AND SON

Left to himself, Mr. Smeeth slowly knocked out his pipe
in the coal-scuttle and then stared into the fire, brooding.

He was always catching himself grumbling about the
children now, and he did not want to be a grumbling father.
He had enjoyed them when they were young, but now, al-
though there were times when he felt a touch of pride, he no
longer understood them. George especially, the elder of
the two, and once a very bright promising boy, was both a
disappointment and a mystery. George had had opportunities
that he himself had never had. But George had shown an
inclination, from the first, to go his own way, which seemed
to Mr. Smeeth a very poor way. He had no desire to stick to
anything, to serve somebody faithfully, to work himself
steadily up to a good safe position. He simply tried one thing
after another, selling wireless sets, helping some pal in a
garage (he was in a garage now, and it was his fourth or
fifth), and though he always contrived to earn something and
appeared to work hard enough, he was not,in his father’s opin-
ion, getting anywhere. He was only twenty, of course, and
there was time, but Mr. Smeeth, who knew very well that
George would continue to go his own way without any recter-
ence to him, did not see any possibility of improvement...

The truth was, of course, that Mr. Smeeth’s children
were foreigners, not simply because they belonged to a
younger generation but because they belonged to a younger
generation that existed in a different world. Mr. Smecth
was perplexed because he applied to them standards they did
not recognize...

...Their world was at once larger and shallower than that
of their parents. They were less English, more cosmopolitan.
Mr. Smeeth could not understand George and Edna, but a host
of youths and girls in New York, Paris and Berlin would
have understood them at a glance.

J. B, Priestley
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I don’t usually mind walking in rain, but on this occasion
the rain was coming down in torrents and I still had ten miles
to go. That was why 1 stopped at the first house, a house
about a mile from the village ahead of me, and looked
over the garden gate. The house didn’t look promising, for I
saw at once that it was empty. All the windows were shut,
and not one of them had a blind or a curtain. Through one
on the ground floor I saw bare walls, a bare mantelpiece, and
an empty grate. The garden too was wild, the beds full of
weeds: you would hardly have known it for a garden but for
the fence, the vestiges of straight paths, and the lilac-bushes
which were in full bloom and sent showers of water to the
grass every time the wind tossed them.

You can imagine, then, that I was surprised when a man
strolled out from the lilacs and came slowly towards me down
the path, What was surprising was not merely that he was
there, but that he was strolling aimlessly about, bare-headed
and without a mackintosh, in the drenching rain.

Martin Armstrong

YYg



104 - AUNT AND NECPEIEWY

Rickie admired his aunt, but did not care for her. She
reminded him too much of his father. She had the same
heartlessness, the same habit of taking life with a laugh...
as if life were a pill! He also felt that she neglected him.
He would not have asked much: as for “prospects”, they never
entered his head; but she was his only near relative, and a lit-
tle kindness and hospitality during the lonely years would
have made incalculable difference. Now that he had mar-
ried and could bring her Agnes, she had asked him to stop at
once. The sun as it rose next morning spoke-to him of a new
life. He too had a purpose in the world at last. I.eaning out
of the window, he gazed at the earth washed clean... But that
day nothing was to remain divine but the weather. His aunt,
for reasons of her own, decreed that he should go for a ride.

E. M. Forster
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There is another reason why Bristol surprised me so
pleasantly. I was brought up in a city that was largely the
product of nineteenth-century. industrialism, a place lacking
age, traditions, history; and nearly every other town I saw in
my youth was of the same kind: groups of factories and ware-
houses with quarters for working people, more comfortable
quarters for cashiers and managers, a few big houses {or the
manufacturers and the merchants themselves, and the usual
sprinkling of shops and pubs, with a town hall and an art
gallery in sham Gothic and wondering what on earth they
were doing there. That was the sort of provincial city I knew
as a child, with the result that it remains my idea of a provin-
cial city. T was not surprised when I found that places like
Oxford and Cambridge or York and Canterbury were quite
different, because I expected them to be different, knowing
that they were all {amous museum pieces of township; but I
was surprised — and still am surprised — when I find that
a provincial city, comparable in size and wealth to the ones I
used to know best, is not a dirty nineteenth-century hotch-
potch, not merely an extended factory and warehouse, but a
real city with a charm and a dignity of its own. I never get
over it. I stand gaping, like the barbarian I am. Bristol is
not as Leeds, for example, but it looks ten times the place that
leeds looks. 1t is a genuine city, an ancient metropolis. And

as you walk about in it, you can wonder and admire. The place
has an air...

J. B. Priestley
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Tt is not only in our social life, however, that we dread
silence. We love noise more than we know, even no other
human being is present. When we go from town to live in
the country we deceive ourselves if we think we are doing so in
order to exchange noise for quictness. We go into the country,
not in order to escape from noise, but in search of a different
kind of noise. Noise is companionship and T remember that
I, as a child liked even the ticking of a clock in the bed-
room... There are sounds that are terrifying at night, but they
are chiefly so because of the stillness that is broken by them.
The breathing of a cow behind a hedge, as you pass along a
silent road at midnight, may startle you; but it is not the cow,
it is the silence, that has startled you. 1f nature indeed could
contrive to maintain all her busy sounds through the night,
darkness would lose more than half its terrors.

(Lebanese Baccalaureate,

First Session, 1968)
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Growing is not the easy plain sailing business that it is
commonly supposed to be : it is hard work — harder than
any but a growing boy can understand; it requires attention,
and you are not strong enough to attend to your bodily
growth and te your lessons too — Besides, Latin and Greek
are great humbug; the more people know of them, the more
odious they generally are; the nice people whom you delight
in either never knew any at all or forgot what they had
learned as soon as they could; they never turned to the clas-
sics after they were no longer forced to read them; thercfore
they are nonsense, all very well in their own time and coun-
try, but out of place here.

Never learn anything until you find you have been
made uncomflortable for a good long while by not knowing
it; when you find that you have occasion for this or that
knowledge, or [oresee that you will have occasion for it short-
ly, the sooner you learn it the better, but till then spend your
time in growing bone and muscle; these will be much more
uscful to you than Latin and Greek, nor will you be able to
make them if you do not do so now, whereas Latin and Greek
can be acquired at any time by those who want them.

Samuel Butler

YYA



108 — ON NOT BEING A IPHILOSOREELL

Never have I lost my faith that wisdom is to be found
somewhere in a book — to be picked up as easily as a shell
from the sand. I desire wisdom as kecnly as Solomon did, but
it must be wisdom that can be obtained with very little effort
— wisdom that can be caught almost by infection. I have no
time or energy for the laborious quest of philosophy. I wish
the philosophers to perform the laborious quest and, at the
end of it, to feed me with the fruits of their labours; just as
I get eggs from the farmer, apples from the fruit-grower,
medicines from the chemist, so do I expect the philosopher to
provide me with wisdom at the cost of a few shillings. That
is why at one time I read Emerson and, at another, Marcus
Aurelius. To read them, I hoped, was to become wise by
reading. But I did not become wise. I agreed with them
while I read them, but, when I had finished reading, T was
still much the same man that I had been before, incapable
of concentrating on the things on which they said I should
concentrate or of not being indifferent to the things to which
they said I should not be indifferent. Still, I have never lost
faith in books, believing that somewhere printed matter
exists from which I shall be able to absorb philosophy and
strength of character while smoking in an armchair.

Robert Lynd
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Home! She looked round the room, reviewing all its
familiar objects which she had dusted once a week for so
many years, wondering where on earth all the dust came
from. Perhaps she would never see again those familiar ob-
jects from which she had never dreamed of being divided...
She had consented to go away, to leave her home. Was that
wise? She tried to weigh each side of the question. In her
home anyway she had shelter and food; she had those whom
she had known all her life about her. But she had to work
hard, both in the house and at business.

In her new home, in a distant unknown country, it
would not be like that. Then she would be married — she,
Eveline. People would treat her with respect then. She
would not be treated as her mother had been. Even now,
though she was over nineteen, she sometimes felt herself in
danger of her father’s violence. Besides, the invariable
squabble for money on Saturday nights had begun to weary
her unspeakably. He said she used to squander the money,
that she had no head, that he wasn’t going to give her his
hard-earned money to throw about the streets, and much
more, for he was usually fairly bad on Saturday nights. Tt
was a hard life — but now that she was about to leave it she
did not find it a wholly undesirable life.

James Joyce
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I believe that I was one of the few guests who had ac-
tually been invited. People were not invited — they went
there. Once there, they were introduced by somebody who
knew the host, and after that, they conducted themselves ac-
cording to the rules of behaviour associated with an amuse-
ment park.

I had been actually invited. A chauifeur in a uniform
crossed my lawn early that Saturday morning with a note
from his employer: the honour would be entirely his, it said,
if I would attend his party that night.

Dressed up in white flannels, I went over to his lawn a
little after seven, and wandered around rather ill at ease
among swirls and eddies of people I didn’t know — though
here and there was a face I had noticed on the train. I was im-
mediately struck by the number of young Englishmen dotted
about; all talking in low voices to prosperous Americans. I
was sure that they were selling something. They were at
least agonizingly aware of the easy money in the vicinity and
convinced that it was theirs for a few words in the right key.

As soon as I arrived, I made an attempt to {ind my host,
but the two or three people of whom I asked his whereabouts
stared at me in such an amazed way, and denied so vehe-
mently any knowledge of his movements, that I slunk off in
the direction of the cocktail table — the only place in the
garden where a single man could linger without looking pur-
poseless and alone.

F. Scott Fitzgerald
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Throughout history doctors have been attacked on the
grounds that they pretended to be cleverer than they were.
The profession has had a ready answer to this by pointing
out that its behaviour was conditioned by the demands of the
patients.

The “doctor-patient relationship”, that sacred phrase
with such powerful emotional overtones, is partly the product
of the energy that has gone into the task of comforting people
who are ill, frightened and anxious to be convinced that
words, herbs or spells would cure them.

The human race surrounded medicine with magic because
of its crying need, and one of the first lessons a doctor learns
is that he’s indispensable. Although his critics may have been
right when they said that most of his science was bluff, he
was only meeting the demand as best he could.

By convincing patients that his magic would work, he
was helping to provide a cure : the physical effects of com-
fort and reassurance are badly understood but undeniable.

But whereas in the past the doctor was needed for what
he was, to-day he is needed, more and more, for what he does.

The profession no longer needs to pretend: it really can
cure and alleviate on a wide and predictable scale. Medicine
still has large elements of confidence trickery (and probably
always will) but its basis is increasingly scientific.

Paul Ferris
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Advances in scientific agriculture and engineering have
made possible the cultivation and harvesting of sufficient
food for all our people. In 1789 it took nineteen persons living
on farms to produce enough food for themselves and for one
person in town. To-day these nineteen persons can furnish
the necessary food for sixty-six persons in towns. Yet there
is still undernourishment in several sections of the country.
Progress in technology has made possible undreamed of con-
veniences and luxuries; yet the same technology has also
brought such social illnesses as unemployment with its ac-
companying fear of the future as well as actual want.

Technical science has progressed more swiftly than the
social sciences. The whole complex problem of how better
to harness scientific advances to the goal of better living is a
challenge to America. For this, it is necessary to give our
scientists and engineers a different educational training. The
education of these men and women must produce citizens with
a clearer understanding of social forces and their own social
responsibilities. This schooling must ensure skilled scientists
who have also been steeped in the social sciences and the hu-
manities. Through many advances gained by science we
may hope that as never before man may be free from want.
But science alone, untempered by other knowledge, can lead
not to freedom but to slavery.

Bernard Jaffe
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Olivia was essentially a serious girl, woman now.(Wasn't
she already twenty-four ?) She had strong feelings, definite
views, a very personal standard of right and wrong. She
could not, would never be able to, take life in a careless way.
Nor could she take people carelessly, lightly. Perhaps there
was something heavy in her nature. She thought of her na-
ture with a weight lying in it. And Betty and Brett were so
different. They spoke often of people as she never could,
as one might speak of dancing puppets in a show. They
seemed to trust no one, more, they seemed not to want to trust
anyone. They talked of “people” being this or that, as you
might talk of cats, or serpents, or tigers being this or that,
lumping them together with their characteristics en masse.
They held apparently a rotten opinion of the human creature,
seldom dealing out praises when they spoke of men and
women. She felt that they were full of mistrust, that they
considered trustfulness merely an exhibition of world-igno-
rance, the trade-mark of want of knowledge of the world.
And yet they themselves were numbered among “people”, as
the cat, the serpent, the tiger is numbered among cats, ser-
pents, tigers.

Of course, in thought they instinctively put themselves
away from all the others, felt themselves to be “different”, as
each man and woman secretly does and must.

“And I am different”, Olivia said to herseli.

Robert Hichens
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I have never been much of a sightseer. So much enthu-
siasm has been expended over the great sights of the world
that I can summon up very little when I am confronted with
them. 1T have preferred common things, a wooden house on
piles nestling among fruit trees, the bend of a little bay lined
with coconuts, or a group of bamboos by the wayside. My
interest has been in men and the lives they led. I am shy of
making acquaintance with strangers, but I was fortunate
enough to have on my journeys a companion who had ines-
timable social gift. He had an amiability of disposition that
enabled him in a very short time to make friends with people
in ships, clubs, bar-rooms and hotels, so that through him I
was able to get into easy contact with an immense number of
persons whom otherwise I should have known only from a

distance.

I made acquaintance with them with just the degree of
intimacy that suited me. It was intimacy born on their side
of ennui or loneliness, that withheld few secrets, but one that
separation irrevocably broke. It was close because its limits
were settled in advance. Looking back on that long proces-
sion I cannot think of anyone who had not something to tell
me that I was glad to know. I seemed to myself to develop the
sensitiveness of a photographic plate.

Somerset Maugham
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A little time before I went to war I received a question-
naire from the University at which I received my degree.
Among the questions was one which read : “What benefits
do you consider you received during the four years you at-
tended the University ?”’ In a moment of bitterness I wrote
“None”, and returned the questionnaire.

In this I was wrong and unfair for I did perhaps receive
some benefits. I made some friends who remained friends. I
did learn something about getting on with people and came
to have some understanding regarding good books and I
learned a few facts which remained in my mind. 1 think,
quite honestly, that this was about all I got out of the four
years spent there. The tormenting thing is the speculation
which returns to me again and again that I might have learned
much more during those four years by striking out into the
world on my own. I might have gone to India or Sumatra or
China. I might have met all sorts of people fascinating or
strange or even evil but at least real. I might have starved
or fallen ill in a strange country. I might have learned a lan-
guage or two.

In doing so I might have lost or destroyed the middle-class
complacency and paralysis which reduced my whole life to
the monotonous level of uninspired work, material rewards,
and conformity, out of which it became slowly apparent that
the only escape was drinking... In a sense, the four years
were spent in a vacuum — four years in which I was protected
from almost all reality, four years in which I had neither to
go to work nor to face the business of living. I emerged a
pitifully immature specimen, in reality no older, no wiser, no
more experienced than when I entered. In a way, the Uni-
versity only served to arrest my development and preserve
my adolescence.

Louis Bromfield
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Miss Stiles who came in, was not handsome. She was large -
and fat, with a round red face like a sun and she wore colours
too bright for her size. She was not a bad woman but was
made unhappy by the success or good fortune of others. Were
you in distress, she would love you, cherish you, never aban-
don you. She would share her last penny with you, run to the
end of the world for you, defend you before the whole of hu-
manity. Were you, however, in robust health, she would hint
to every one of a possible cancer; were you popular, it would
worry her terribly and she would discover a thousand faults in
your character; were you successful in your work, she would
pray for your approaching failure, lest you should become
arrogant.

(Lebanese Baccalaureate,
First Session, 1969)
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Speed, it seems to me, provides the one genuinely modern
pleasure. True, men have always enjoyed speed; but their
enjoyment has been limited, until very recent times, by the ca-
pacities of the horse, whose maximum velocity is not
much more than thirty miles an hour. Now thirty miles
an hour on a horse feels very much faster than sixty miles
an hour in a train or a hundred in an aeroplane. The train is
too large and steady, the aeroplane too remote from stationary
surroundings, to give their passengers a very intense
sensation of speed. The automobile is sufficiently small and
toxicating speed-purveyor, with the galloping horse. The ine-
briating effects of speed are noticeable, on horseback, at about
twenty miles an hour, in a car at about sixty. When the car has
passced seventy-two, or thereabouts, one begins to feel an un-
precedented sensation—a sensation which no man in the days
of horses ever felt. Tt grows intenser with every increase of
velocity. I myself have never travelled at much more than
eight miles an hour in a car; but those who have drunk a
stronger brewage of this strange intoxicant tell me that new
marvels await anyone who has the opportunity of passing the
hundred mark. At what point the pleasure turns into pain, I
do not know. Two hundred miles an hour must be absolute
torture.

Aldous Huxley
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1 am always very well pleased with a country Sunday, and
think, if keeping holy the seventh day were only a human in-
stitution, it would be the best method that could have been
thought of for the polishing and civilizing of mankind. It is
certain the country people would soon degenerate into a kind
of savages and barbarians, were there not such frequent
returns of a stated time, in which the whole village meet to-
gether with their best faces, and in their cleanliest habits, to
converse with one another upon indifferent subjects, hear
their duties explained to them, and join together in adoration
of the Supreme Being. Sunday clears away the rest of the
whole week, not only as it refreshes in their minds the notions
of religion, but as it puts both the sexes upon appearing in
their most agreeable forms, and exerting all such qualities as
are apt to give them a figure in the eye of the village. A coun-
try fellow distinguishes himself as much in the churchyard as
a citizen does upon the ‘Change, the whole parish politics being
generally discussed in that place either after sermon or before
the bell rings.

J. B, Priestley
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The curiosity of the ape, or of the child who pulls out the
legs and wings of a fly to see what it will do without them, or
who, on being told that a cat dropped out of the window will
always fall on its legs, immediately tries the experiment on the
nearest cat from the highest window in the house (I protest I
did it myself from the first floor only), is as nothing compared
to the thirst for knowledge of the philosopher, the poet, the
biologist, and the naturalist. T have always despised Adam
because he had to be tempted by the woman, as she was by
the serpent, before he could be induced to pluck the apple from
the tree of knowledge. I should have swallowed every apple on
the tree the moment the owner’s back was turned. The right
to knowledge must be regarded as a fundamental human
right (...)

But the right to knowledge is not the only right; and its
exercise must be limited by respect for other rights. When a
man says to Society, “May I torture my mother in pursuit of
knowledge?”” Society replies “No”. If he pleads, “What! Not
even if I have a chance of finding out how to cure cancer by
doing it?” Society still says, “Not even then.” If the scientist,
making the best of his disappointment, goes on to ask may he
torture a dog, the stupid and callous people who do not realize
that a dog is a fellow-creature, and sometimes a good friend,
may say Yes. But even those who say “You may torture a
dog”, never say “You may torture my dog.” And nobody says,
“Yes, becausc in the pursuit of knowledge you may do as you
please.” Just as even the stupidest people say, in effect, “If
you cannot attain to knowledge without torturing your mother
you must do without knowledge”, so the wisest people say, “If
you cannot attain to knowledge without torturing a dog, you
must do without knowledge.”

Bernard Shaw
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I could not write to you in the week you requested, as
about that time we were very busy in preparing for Anne’s
departure. Poor child! she left us last Monday; no one went
with her; it was her own wish that she might he allowed to gq
alone, as she thought she could manage better and summon
more courage i1f thrown entirely upon her own resources. We
have had one letter from her since she went. She expresses
herself very well satisfied, and says that Mrs Ingham is ex-
iremely kind ; the two eldest children alone are under her care,
the rest are confined to the nursery, with which and its occu-
pants she has nothing to do. Both her pupils are desperate little
dunces; neither of them can read, and sometimes they profess
a profound ignorance of their alphabet. The worst of it is that
they are excessively indulged, and she is not cmpowered to
inflict any punishment. She is requested, when they misbehave
themselves, to inform their mamma, which she says is utterly
out of the question, as in that case she might be making com-
plaints from morning till night. So she alternately scolds,
coaxes and threatens, sticks always to her first word, and
gets on as well as she can. T hope she’ll do. You would be aston-
ished what that a sensible, clever letter she writes; it is only
the talking part I fear.

Charlotte Bronté
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The actor’s calling is a hard one. I am not speaking now
of the young women who go on the stage because they have a
pretty face and, if good looks were a qualification for typists,
might just as well have gone into an office, or of the young
men who do so because they have a good figure and no partic-
ular aptitude for anything else. They driit in and out of the
profession; the women marry and the men get into a wine mer-
chant’s office or take up interior decoration. T am speaking of
the actors by vocation. They have a natural gift and the desire
to use it. It is a profession that requires assiduous labour to
achieve proficiency, so that by the time an actor knows how
to act any sort of part he is often too old to act any but a few;
it requires boundless patience; it is fraught with disappoint-
ments. Long stretches of enforced idleness must be endured.
The prizes are few and can be held but for a brief period. The
rewards are inadequate. The actor is at the mercy of fortune
and the inconstant favour of the public. He is forgotten as
soon as he ceases to please. Then it will avail him nothing to
have been the idol of the crowd. He can starve for all they
care. It is when I think of this that T find it easy to be indul-
gent to the actor’s airs and graces, his exigencies and vanity,
when he is on the crest of the wave. Let him be flamboyant
and absurd if he likes. It all lasts such a little while. And after
all his egotism is part of his talent.

W. Somerset Maugham
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This new urban life we are developing, after the Ameri-
can pattern, differs from the old one I knew in the significant
fact that it is far more dependent on money. My parents spent
about four pence on a tram and then went walking, probably
every fine Saturday. These young people have to run a car,
and that costs money, whereas it is very cheap to talk to your
friends and give them a bite of supper at home, to attend polit-
ical meetings, to search for wild flowers or look at birds.
Many of the most satisfying things in life cost little or nothing.
And our new way of living tempts us to overlook this important
fact. Again, that old life was far more active than this new
one. People did things themselves instead of allowing others
to do everything for them. There is nothing essentially wrong
with our new popular amusements, such as films and radio,
both of which have done much to brighten people’s lives. But
they should be enjoyed actively and not passively, attended to
eagerly and critically and not used as a kind of mild dope.
Chesterton once observed shrewdly that there was a great
difference between an eager man who wanted to read a book
and a tired man who wanted a book to read. It is the differ-
ence between active and passive amusements. Now there is too
much of this: “You can do it from your own armchair”. This
is all right for the elderly, but younger people should get out
of their armchairs and do something more than turn on a
switch... I distrust this passive drowsy crowd we are creating
who can do nothing for themselves and will not have anything
unless it is handed to them almost on a plate while they bury
themselves in their armchairs... I dislike this insistence upon
comfort and convenience before everything else.

J. B. Priestley
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I have no wish whatever to disparage a classical educa-
tion... I am firmly persuaded that the Greeks fully deserve all
the admiration that is bestowed upon them, and that it is a
very great and serious loss to be unacquainted with their writ-
ings...

One defect, however, does seem inherent in a purely
classical education—namely, a too exclusive emphasis on the
past. By the study of what is absolutely ended and can never
be renewed, a habit of criticism towards the present and the
future is engendered. The qualities in which the present excels
are qualities to which the study of the past does not direct at-
tention, and to which, therefore, the student of Greek civili-
zation may easily become blind. In what is new and growing
there is apt to be something crude, insolent, even a little vulgar,
which is shocking to the man of sensitive taste; quivering from
the rough contact, he retires to the trim gardens of a polished
past, forgetting that they were reclaimed from the wilderness
by men as rough and earth-soiled as those from whom he
shrinks in his own day. The habit of being unable to recognize
merit until it is dead is too apt to be the result of a purely
bookish life, and a culture based wholly on the past will seldom
be able to pierce through everyday surroundings to the essen-
tial splendour of contemporary things, or to the hope of still
greater splendour in the future.

Bertrand Russel
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“Tt is a difficult question, my friends, for any young
man... whether to follow uncritically the track he finds him-
self in, without considering his aptness for it, or to consider
what his aptness or bent may be, and reshape his course ac-
cordingly. I tried to do the latter, and I failed. But I don't
admit that my failure proved my view to be a wrong one, or
that my success would have made it a right one; though that’s
how we appraise such attempts nowadays—I mean, not by
their essential soundness, but by their accidental outcomes...
However, it was my poverty and not my will that consented
to be beaten. It takes two or three generations to do what I
tried to do in one;and my impulses—affections—vices perhaps
they should be called—were too strong not to hamper a man
without advantages, who should be as cold-blooded as a fish
and as selfish as a pig to have a really good chance of being
one of his country’s worthies... I am in a chaos of principles—
groping in the dark—acting by instinct and not after example.
Eight or nine years ago, when I came here first, I had a neat
stock of fixed opinions, but they dropped away one by one,
and the further I get the less sure I am. I doubt if I have any-
thing more for my present rule of life than following inclina-
tions which do me and nobody else any harm, and actually give
pleasure to those I love best.

There, gentlemen, since you wanted to know how I was

getting on, I have told you. Much good may it do you! I cannot
explain further here.”

Thomas Hardy
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I have examined Man's wonderful inventions. And I tell
you that in the arts of life man invents nothing; but in the
arts of death he outdoes Nature herself and produces by chem-
istry and machinery all the slaughter of plague, pestilence
and famine... In the arts of peace Man is a bungler. There is
nothing in Man’s industrial machinery but greed and sloth:
his heart is in his weapons. This marvellous force of Life of
which you boast is a force of Death: Man measures his
strength by his destructiveness. What is his religion? An
excuse for hating me. What is his law? An excuse for hang-
ing you... It is the same in everything. The highest form of
literature is the tragedy, a play in which everybody is murder-
ed at the end... The power that governs the earth is not the
power of Life but of Death. The plague, the famine, the earth-
quake were too spasmodic in their action; the tiger, and croco-
dile were too easily satiated and not cruel enough: something
more constantly, more ruthlessly, more ingeniously destructive
was needed ; and that something was Man, the inventor of the
stake, the gallows, the electric chair; of sword and gun and
poison gas; above all of justice, duty and patriotism, and all
the other isms by which even those who are clever enough to
be humanely disposed are persuaded to become the most de-
structive of all destroyers.

G. B, Shaw
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The only way to write a popular history, as we have al-
ready remarked, would be to write it backwards. It would be
to take common objects of our own street and tell the tale of
how each of them came to be in the street at all. And for my
immediate purpose it is really convenient to take two objects
we have known all our lives, as features of fashion and res-
pectability. One, which has grown rarer recently, is what we
call a top-hat; the other, which is still a customary formality,
is a pair of trousers. The history of these humorous objects
really does give a clue to what has happened in England for
the last hundred years. It is not necessary to be an aesthete in
order to regard both objects as the reverse of beautiful, as
tested by what may be called the rational side of beauty. The
lines of human limbs can be beautiful, and so can the lines of
loose drapery, but not cylinders too loose to be the first and too
tight to be the second. Nor is a subtle sense of harmony needed
to see that while there are hundreds of differently propor-
tioned hats, a hat that actually grows larger towards the top
is somewhat top-heavy. But what is largely forgotten is this,
that these two fantastic objects, which now strike the eye as
unconscious freaks, were originally conscious freaks. Our an-
cestors, to do them justice, did not think them casual or com-
monplace; they thought them, if not ridiculous, at least ro-
cocCO...

It will not be fanciful to see a certain oriental touch in
trousers, which the later Romans also regarded as effeminately
oriental...

In the carnival of the Regency, a few fools got into fancy
dress, and we have all remained in fancy dress. At least we
have remained in the dress though we have lost the fancy.

G. K, Chesterton
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(An eveming party in London. Among the guests is Par-
giter; he has just come back from Africa.)

He was an outsider, he felt again, as he glanced round
the room. All these people knew each other. They called each
other——he stood on the outskirts of a little group of young men
and women—by their Christian names, by their nicknames.
Each was already part of a little group, he felt as he listened,
keeping on the outskirts. He wanted to hear what they were
saying ; but not to be drawn in himself. He listened. They were
arguing.—Politics and money, he said to himself ; money and
politics. But he could not understand the argument which was
already heated. Never have I felt so lonely, he thought. The
old platitude about solitude in a crowd was true; for hills and
trees accept one; human beings reject one...

It was like hearing small boys at a private school, hearing
these young men talk politics. “I’m right... you're wrong.” At
their age, he thought, he had been in the trenches; he had seen
men killed. But was that a good education? He shifted from
one foot to another. At their age, he thought, he had been
alone on a farm sixty miles from a white man, in control of a
herd of sheep. But was that a good education?...

Virginia Woolf
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She hurried downstairs, to find not the gay dog she
expected, but a young man, colourless, toneless, who had
already the mournful eves above a drooping moustache that
are so common in London, and that haunt some streets of
the city like accusing presences. One guessed him as the
third generation, grandson to the shepherd or ploughboy
whom civilization had sucked into the town; as one of the
thousands who have lost the life of the body and failed to
reach the life of the spirit. Hints of robustness survived in
him, more than a hint of primitive good looks, and Margaret,
noting the spine that might have been straight, and the chest
that might have broadened, wondered whether it paid to give
up the glory of the animal for a tail coat and a couple of ideas.
Culture had worked in her own case, but during the last
tew weeks she had doubted whether it humanized the major-
ity, so wide and so widening is the gulf that stretches bet-
ween the natural and the philosophic man, so many the
good chaps who are wrecked in trying to cross it. She knew
this type very well—the vague aspirations, the mental dishon-
esty, the familiarity with the outsides of books. She knew
the very tones in which he would address her.

E,. M. Forster
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On the day of my arrival in that Newcastle hotel I was
asked to sign the register. I was in a hurry and I did what
most of the other guests on that page had done, that is, I
simply put the name of my city, London.“Full address, please”,
the clerk murmured mechanically. “Doesn’t matter”. I mutter-
ed moving off, “that ’ll find me”. It never occurred to me that
any peculiar significance would be attached to this idle remark.
Nor was it, I think, by the clerk. It was the Press, the artful
promptings of reporters, that turned this into “an amusing
incident”.Before I had left Newcastle I had read five different
versions, in local and London papers, of this “amusing in-
cident”. The only likeness between these five versions was that
they all introduced me and the hotel register and they were all
untrue. In three of them I was made to behave like a pompous
ass, in two of them like a conceited buffoon... These spicy little
dishes are only served up to the public because it is believed
that the public is interested in the person in question; but it
never occurs to reporters and their sub-editors that the effect
of a slighty heightened or distorted anecdote may be a very
bad one, helping to prejudice thousands of readers against the
innocent victim of it. The little episode is worth mentioning
too because it is also an example on a small scale of how
current history is made.

d. B. Priestley
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The seventeenth-century traders went there for pepper,
because the passion for pepper seemd to burn like a flame of
love in the breast of Dutch and English adventurers about
the time of James the First. Where wouldn’t they go for
pepper! For a bag of pepper they would cut each other's
throats without hesitation, and would forswear their souls,
of which they were so careful otherwise: the bizarre obsti-
nacy of that desire made them defy death in a thousand
shapes; the unknown seas, the loathsome and strange diseases;
wounds, captivity, hunger, pestilence and despair. It made
them great! By heavens! It made them heroic; and it made
them pathetic, too, in their craving for trade with the inflex-
ible death levying its toll on young and old. It seems impos-
sible to believe that mere greed could hold men to such a stead-
fastness of purpose, to such a blind persistence in endeavour
and sacrifice. And indeed those who adventured their per-
sons and lives risked all they had for a slender reward. They
left their bones to lie bleaching on distant shores, so that
wealth might flow to the living at home. To us, their less
tried successors, they appear magnified, not as agents of
trade but as instruments of a recorded destiny, pushing out
into the unknown in obedience to an inward voice, to an im-
pulse beating in the blood, to a dream of the future. They
were wonderful; and it must be owned they were ready for
the wonderful.

Joseph Conrad
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In the last fifty years a vast change has taken place in
the lives of our people. A revolution has in fact taken place.
The coming of industrialism, attended by all the roar and
rattle of affairs — the shrill cries of millions of new voices
that have come among us from overseas, the going and com-
ing of trains, the growth of cities, the building of the inter-
urban car lines that weave in and out of towns and past farm-
houses, and now in these later days the coming of the automo-
biles — has worked a tremendous change in the lives and in
the habit of thought of our people of Mid-America. Books,
badly imagined and written in the hurry of our times, are in
every household, magazines circulate by the millions of copies,
newspapers are everywhere. In our day a farmer standing by
the stove in the store of his village has his mind filled to
overflowing with the words of other men. The newspapers
and magazines have pumped him full. Much of the old brutal
ignorance that had in it also a kind of beautiful childlike in-
nocence is gone forever. The farmer by the stove is brother to
the men of the cities, and if you listen you will find him talk-
ing as glibly and as senselessly as the best city man of us all.

...In the years after the Civil War it was not so. Men
laboured too hard and were too tired to read. In them was no
desire for words printed upon paper...

Sherwood Anderson
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Father had a slow sort of mind. On Sunday afternoons,
the only time when he really took things easy, he’d settle
down by the parlour fireplace to have what he called ‘a good
read’ at the Sunday paper. Father would talk in a ruminative
way about the stuff he’d been reading, the fires and ship-
wrecks and scandals in high society, and these new flying
machines. Father was always a bit sceptical of the new flying
machines, otherwise he believed everything he read.

By four, Mother had generally finished the housework,
and between four and six she used to have a quiet cup of tea
and ‘read her paper’, as she called it. As a matter of fact she
didn’t often read the mnewspaper except on Sundays. The
week-day papers only had the day’s news, and it was only
occasionally that there was a murder. But the editors of the
Sunday papers had grasped that people don’t really mind
whether their murders are up-to-date, and when there was
no new murder on hand they’d hash up an old one. I think
Mother thought of the world outside Lower Binfield chiefly
as a place where murders were committed. Murders had a
terrible fascination for her, because, as she often said, she just
didn’t know how people could be so wicked.

George Orwell
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It can be answered that man will be the ruling spirit
and the machine the servant, that the machines owe their
very existence and progress to their power of ministering to
human wants, and must therefore both now and ever be man’s
inferiors.

This is all very well. But the servant glides by imper-
ceptible approaches into the master; and we have come to such
a pass that, even now, man must suffer terribly on ceasing to
benefit the machines. If all machines were to be annihilated
at one moment, so that not a knife nor lever nor rage of
clothing nor anything whatsoever were left to man but his
bare body alone that he was born with, and if all knowledge
of mechanical laws were taken from him so that he could
make no more machines, and all machine-made food destroyed
so that the race of man should be left as it were naked upon
a desert island, we should become extinct in six weeks. A
few miserable individuals might linger, but even these in a
year or two would become worse than monkeys. Man’s very
soul is due to the machines; it is a machine-made thing; he
thinks as he thinks, and he feels as he feels, through the work
that machines have wrought upon him.

This fact precludes us from proposing the complete an-
nihilation of machinery, but surely it indicates that we should
destroy as many of them as we can possibly dispense with,
lest they should tyrannize over us even more completely. How
many men at this hour are living in a state of bondage to the
machines? How many spend their whole lives, from the cradle
to the grave, in tending them by night and day? Let us reflect
on the increasing number of those who are bound down to
them as slaves, and of those who devote their whole souls to

the advancement of the mechanical kingdom.
S. Butler
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It is a dangerous thing to order the lives of others and
I have often wondered at the self-confidence of politicians,
reformers and such like who are prepared to force upon their
fellows measures that must alter their manners, habits, and
points of view. I have always hesitated to give advice, for
how can one advise another how to act unless one knows that
other as well as one knows oneself? Heaven knows, 1T know
little enough of myself: I know nothing of others. We can
only guess at the thoughts and emotions of our neighbours.
Each one of us is a prisoner in a solitary tower and he com-
municates with the other prisoners, who form mankind, by
conventional signs that have not quite the same meaning for
them as for himself. And life, unfortunately, is something
that you can lead but once ; mistakes are often irreparable, and
who am I that I should tell this one and that how he should
lead it? Life is a difficult business and I have found it hard
enough to make my own a complete and rounded thing; T
have not been tempted to teach my neighbour what he should
do with his. But there are men who flounder at the jour-
ney'’s start, the way before them is confused and hazardous,
and on occasion, however unwillingly, I have been forced
to point the finger of fate. Sometimes men have said to me,
what shall I do with my life? and I have seen myself {or a
moment wrapped in the dark cloak of Destiny.

W. Somerset Maugham
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(Philip, a young Englishman, is staying at Heidelberg,
in Germany, to complete his education. He is taking private
lessons with different teachers).

The oddest of Philip’s masters was his teacher of French.
Monsieur Ducroz was a citizen of Geneva. He was a tall old
man, with a sallow skin and hollow cheeks; his grey hair was
thin and long. He wore shabby black clothes, with holes at
the elbows of his coat and frayed trousers. His linen was
very dirty. Philip had never seen him in a clean collar. He
was a man of few words, who gave his lesson conscien-
tiously but without enthusiasm, arriving as the clock struck
and leaving on the minute. His charges were very small. He
was taciturn, and what Philip learnt about him he learnt
from others: it appeared that he had fought with Garibaldi
against the Pope, but had left Italy in disgust when it was
clear that all his efforts for freedom, by which he meant the
establishment of a republic, tended to no more than an
exchange of yokes; he had been expelled from Geneva for
it was not known what political offences. Philip looked
upon him with puzzled surprise; for he was very unlike his
idea of the revolutionary: he spoke in a low voice and was
extraordinarily polite; he never sat down till he was asked to;
and when on rare occasions he met Philip in the street took
off his hat with an elaborate gesture; he never laughed, he
never even smiled.

Somerset Maugham
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The Wangara gold trade was conducted through silent
trade. The trading partners conducted their business without
seeing or speaking to each other! Caravans laden with goods
and salt would enter Ghana. There they met Ghanaians who
guided the caravans to specific trading spots on the banks of
the rivers in the gold country.

On arriving at the trade site the merchants would beat
large drums to signal the opening of the market. The traders
piled the goods and salt in rows, each merchant identifying
his own piles with special marks. Then the caravan would
pull back a half day’s journey from the trading site.

While the caravan was gone, the gold miners of Wan-
gara arrived in boats, and brought their gold. They would
heap a quantity of gold beside each pile of goods and salt.
Then they too retired from the scene.

Once more the merchants came back to the site of the
trading. If they found that the miners had left a satisfactory
quantity of gold for their goods, they picked up the gold and
went th<ir way, beating on their drums to show that their
business was concluded.

Each group returned to the trading site separately to
collect the goods they had obtained in the exchange, going
their separate ways once again, satisfied and happy.

By Elliott Skinner
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[ took up my muflf and walked on. The incident had
occurred and was gone for me: it was an incident of no
moment, no romance, no interest in a sense; yet it marked
with change one single hour of a monotonous life. My help
had been needed and claimed; I had given it: I was pleased to
have done something; trivial, transitory though the deed was,
it was yet an active thing, and I was weary ol an existence
all passive. The new face, too, was like a new picture intro-
duced to the gallery of memory; and it was dissimilar to all
the others hanging there: firstly, because it was masculine:
and, secondly, because it was dark, strong, and stern. I had it
still before me when I entered Hay, and slipped the letter into
the post-office; I saw it as I walked fast down hill all the way
home. When 1T came to the stile, T stopped a minute, looked
round and listened, with an idea that a horse’s hoofs might
ring on the causeway again, and that a rider in a cloak, and
a Gytrash-like Newfoundland dog, might be again apparent:
I saw only the hedge and a pollard willow before me, rising
up still and straight to meet the moonbeams; I heard only
the faintest waft of wind roaming fitful among the trees
round Thornfield, a mile distant; and when I glanced down in
the direction of the murmur, my eye, traversing the hall-front,
caught a light kindling in a window: it reminded me that I
was late, and T hurried on.

Charlotte Bronté
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Strangely enough, or perhaps not strangely at all, Betty
Bevan looked very much as Mrs. Sunbury must have looked at
her age. She had the same sharp features and the same
rather small beady eves, but her lips were scarlet with paint,
her checks lightly rouged and her short black hair perma-
nently waved. Mrs. Sunbury took in all this at a glance, and
she reckoned to a penny how much her smart rayon dress
had cost, her extravagantly high-heeled shoes and the saucy
hat on her head. Her frock was very short and she showed
a good deal of flesh-coloured stocking. Mrs. Sunbury, disap-
proving of her make-up and of her apparel, took an instant
dislike to her, but she had made up her mind to behave like a
lady, and if she didn’t know how to behave like a lady nobody
did, so that at first things went well. She poured out tea and
asked Herbert to give a cup to his lady friend....

Betty insecurely perched a piece of bread-and-butter and
a scone on her saucer and Mrs. Sunbury talked affably about
the weather. She had the satisfaction of seeing that Betty
was getting more and more ill-at-ease. Then she cut the
cake and pressed a large piece on her guest. Betty took a bite
at it and when she put it in her saucer it fell to the ground.

“Oh! T am sorry”, said the girl, as she pitcked it up.

“It doesn’t matter at all, I’ll cut you another piece”, said
Mrs. Sunbury.

“Oh, don’t bother, I'm not particular. The floor’s clean”.

“I hope so”, said Mrs. Sunbury with an acid smile,

“but I wouldn’t dream of letting you eat a piece of cake that’s
been on the floor™.

W. Somerset Maugham
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There are no tyrants that can completely suppress the
soul of man. They can control newspapers and printing-
offices, they can suppress speech and destroy pamphlets, they

can put prophets to death, but they cannot bridle the human
heart or command human sympathies to cease. There never

will be complete totalitarianism because there will always be
human faces that will not merge into the lump, there will
always be human hearts that will not fuse into the mass.

There are no dictators who can command the secret citadel
of man’s free soul.
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On looking at the moon through a telescope for the first
time, some surprise may be experienced when one sees how
clear and hard every detail seems to be quite free from mist
of any kind. The reason is that there is no air or only a
very small amount of it on the moon; and it is now certain
that there is no water on the moon though the great dark
spaces on it were, when first looked at through the telescope,
taken for seas, and names were given to them with that idea
in mind, which they have still kept, as for example, the Mare
Tranquilatis, Mare Imbrium and so on.

Possibly these great dark spaces are full of something
which was at one time liquid and which has been made solid
by the cold. Under these conditions it does not seem proba-
ble that any of the living forms present on the Earth have
any existence on the Moon.

There is a number of mountains on the Moon as high
as those on the Earth, though the Moon is smaller in size.
There are great round rings seen on its surface, through the
telescope, like those rings formed by the edges of fire-moun-
tains on the earth. But if ever there were fires in these great
holes, they have been cold for a very long time.

Everything on,the Moon, when seen through the teles-
cope, gives the onlooker the feeling that complete death has
come upon it, if it ever had anything living on it.
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8~ WHE AN-AZITAR UNIVERSITY

Al-Azhar El Sharif is regarded as the oldest Islamic
University in the whole world. It stands in the heart of
Cairo. Jauhar Es-Sekelly, the slave of the Fatemite Caliph,
Al Muéz Lidine-illah Al Fatemy laid its foundation in
359 Hijri and completed it in 361 Hijri. At present the
total number of students is roughly 13,000 and there are
about 250 professors and teachers. The running expenses
amount to 350,000 Egyptian pounds. The total number of
its foreign Muslim students is approximately as follows:

130 from the Sudan, 128 from Syria, 6 from Irak, 48
from Arabia proper, 130 from Kurdistan, 73 fom Turkey,
35 from Ethiopia, 16 from Nigeria, 8 from India, 8 from
Afghanistan, 168 from North Africa, 65 from Java and 25
from China.

I'ts students receive instruction in Arabic, theology geog-
raphy, mathematics, astronomy, engineering, physics, the
English language and some other Oriental languages as Per-
sian and Urdu,
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4 — THE PFOST OFFICE STAMP

A villager who wished to spend as little money as pos-
sible on his journey home, asked his friend’s advice.

“Write your address on your forehead,” he said, “stick
some stamps on as well, then wait by the letter box for the
postman.”

The villager did as he was told. After some time the
postman came along. He emptied the box but as he was
leaving, the villager said angrily, “Why don’t you take me
with you ? Don’t you see the address and stamps on my fore-
head?”

The postman thought for a while. Then he struck the vil-
lager a resounding blow on his forehead.

Why did you strike me?” cried the villager 1nd1gnantly
“I did not strike you,” answered the postman. “That was
the post office stamp”.
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What are the penalties for tax evasion in the United
States and how does the United States Treasury protect itself
against people who try to get away without paying their sharc
of taxes?

Tax evaders are dealt with severely and promptly by the
Government authorities. Each case is handled individually.
If there has not been a premeditated mistake, every effort is
made to correct it. Deliberate evasions, on the other hand,
draw a penalty of payment plus 50 per cent levy on the orig-
inal tax. Tax evaders may also be sentenced to jail, depending
on the severity of the case.

It is difficult for the Treasury to check every income
tax from that is handed in each year — the figure runs into
the tens of millions. Nevertheless to protect itself against
people who do not pay their share of taxes, the government
recently set up an audit program which selects a sample from
every neighbourhood, every wage group and every profession
— The tax people can also estimate pretty closely just about
how much income tax should be paid according to job classifi-
cation, manner of living and size of family.
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g -— HORBEARARCE

Lokman said to his son when he acceeded to the throne :

—My son, if you possessed all the virtues except forbear-
ance, you would still be a feather blown in the wind, a toy
in the hands of your subjects. Forbearance means abundant
patience for opposition of any sort it may be and from any
source it may come, so as to have the possibility to straighten
out your deviation, or to straighten out its own, if it were
deviated and you were straight. But to try to exterminate
every opposition, is a matter I appeal to you to avoid, my
son, because it is beyond your capacity, and beyond anyone’s
capacity. Rid of opposition, you are a horse without reins,
a boat without sails.

Beware, my son, beware of despising any human being.
Foxes may turn into lions. And foxes, when they transform
into lions, are more courageous and more violent than lions.
And you do not actually know who of the human beings are
foxes, and who are eagles and lions. That is why I advise
you to be forbearing towards the strong and the weak alike.

Mikhail Nuaime
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7 - FORBIEABRANCE (continged)

My son, beware of those who exaggerate in prasing you,
before those who exaggerate in speaking ill of you. And
more than those who praise and those who speak ill, beware
of those who neither speak ill nor praise; their weapon is
sharper than yours because they are more forbearing than
you. They know that he who praises powers is a liar even
if he says the truth, and that he who speaks ill of power is
truthful even if he lies. And because they know it, you will
find that they neither praise nor blame. That is why, I
advise you to be forbearing towards those who blame rather
than those who praise.

“Let the land, the sea and the air teach you forbearance,
my son. On the land, there is room for the polecats as
well as for gazelles; there is room for the cactus and the vio-
let alike; for the dust and the gold; for the wicked and the
good. — The sea does not reject the octopus and only accepts
the whale; it does not reject the sponge to welcome only the
pearl. It receives likewise the pure water of the stream
and the troubled water of the gutter; the vessels of the pil-
grims as well as the ships of the pirates.— The air does not
dance to the nightingale’s song and gets irritated by the
frog’s croaking. Air does not get drunk with the perfume
of the lily while it vomits of a carrion smell; it is not proud
of the falcon and ashamed of the bat; it does not welcome the
day and dread the night.

That is why I advise you to be forbearing before all
and above all. My son, this is my advice to you: I leave it as
a deposit in your heart and not as a rope around your neck,
for far you might lose control of yourself. Take care of your
deposit and may God bless you.

Milkhail Nuaime
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G — MHE VIRTUR OF SIMPLICITY

The great French Philosopher, Voltaire, wrote the fol-
lowing to Mr. de Sideville - 1733.

For the last five days, my dear friend, I have been dan-
gerously ill; I had not the strength either to think or write. I
have just received your letter and the first part of your ‘Ale-
legory’. In the name of Apollo, do not go beyond your
first subject, do not smother it under a mass of foreign flow-
ers; let your meaning be clearly seen; too much brillianice of-
ten detracts from clearness. If I might venture to give you
a word of advice it would be this: «Make simplicity your ob-
ject, order your work in a manner perfectly. clear, which
demands no strained attention from the mind of your reader.
Don’t attempt to be brilliant, but paint with the brush of
truth and your work will be delightful.

Go sraight to your point without saying more than
necessary. You will still be more brilliant than others, even
after you have removed what is superfluous.

Good-bye, T am too ill to write more.»

Yvi
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oo PPERE  UDEAATRIW 4B T e DN

The death of Nelson was felt in England as something
more than a public calamity; men startled at the intelligence,
and turned pale, as if they had heard of the loss of a dear
friend. An object of our admiration and affection, of our
pride and of our hopes, was suddenly taken from us, and it
seemed as if we had never, till then, known how deeply we
loved and reverenced him. What the coutry had lost in its
great naval hero — the greatest of our own and of all former
times — was scarcely taken into the account of grief. So per-
fectly, indeed, had he performed his part, that the maritime
war, after the battle of Trafalgar, was considered at an
end ; the fleets of the enemy were not merely defeated but des-
troyed ; new navies must be built, and a new race of seamen
reared for them, before the possibility of their invading our
shores could again be contemplated. It was not, therefore,
from any selfish reflection upon the magnitude of our loss that
we mourned for him; the general sorrow was of a higher
character.

Southey
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10 — THE GREAT FIRE OF LONDON (1666)

It broke out at a baker’s shop near London Bridge, on
the spot on which the Monument now stands as a remem-
brance of these raging flames. It spread and spread and
burned for six days. The nights were lighter than the days;
in the daytime there was an immense cloud of smoke, and in
the night-time there was a great tower of fire mounting up
into the sky, which lighted the whole country for ten miles
round. Showers of hot ashes rose into the air and fell on
distant places; flying sparks carried the conflagration to
great distances, and kindled it in twenty new spots at a time;
church steeples fell down with tremendous crashes; houses
crumbled into cinders by the hundred and the thousand. The
summer had been intensely hot and dry, the streets were very
narrow, and the houses mostly built of wood and plaster.
Nothing could stop the tremendous fire, but the want of more
houses to burn.

Charles Dickens
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We cannot easily describe our feelings when we find
ourselves close to the old capital of the Arabs in Spain, and
actually within sight of the most splendid monument of their
beautiful architecture. Nothing like the Alhambra is to be
found elsewhere in Europe. Its graceful porticoes and co-
lonnades, its domes and ceilings glowing with tints that have
lost none of their original brilliancy; its halls so constructed
as to admit the perfume of surrounding gardens, and its foun-
tains which at once shed their coolness over its deserted
courts, manifest at once the taste and luxury of its former
owners. The whole Alhambra teems with reminiscences of
the romantic history of the last two Morish sovereigns.

W. Bartlett
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B2 o TIHEE ABOLITTON OF WAL

There is no theoretical obstacle to the abolition of war,
But do not let us delude ourselves with the idea that this will
be easy. The first step needed is the right kind of interna-
tional machinery. To invent that will not be particularly
simple: sanctions against aggressors, the peaceful reconcilia-
tion of national interests in a co-operative international Sys-
tem, an international police force — we can see in principle
that these and other necessary bits of anti-war machinery
are possible, but it will take a great deal of hard thinking to
design them so that they will really work.

The second step is a good deal more difficult. Tt is to
find what William James called a “moral equivalent for
war”’, while at the same time reducing the reservoir of poten-
tial aggressiveness which now exists in every power ful nation.

This is a psychological problem.
Julian Huxley
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18 - TN ABOGLITION Ol WAR (contimaed)

Thanks to Freud and modern psychology in general, we
are now beginning to understand how the self-assertive im-
pulses of the child may be frustrated and repressed in such a
way as to drive them underground. There, in the subcon-
scious, they may persist in the form of crude urges to aggres-
sion and cruelty, which are all the more dangerous for not
being consciously recognized.

To prevent the accumulation of this store of psychologi-
cal dynamite and to find ways in which our self-assertive
impulses can issue along conscious and constructive channels
is a big job. It means a better structure of social and family
life, one which does not inflict such frustrations on the grow-
ing human personality; it means a new approach to educa-
tion; it means providing outlets in the form of physical or
mental adventure for the impulses which would otherwise be
unused even if not repressed. It is a difficult task: but by
no means an impossible one.

Julian Huxley
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PROVERBS

Like father like somn.

Cut your coat according to your
cloth.

Birds of a feather flock together.
Man proposes and God disposes.
A burnt child dreads the fire.

A hungry stomach has no ears.
Novelty gives pleasure.

All is well that ends well.

As you sow, so you shall reap.
Cleanliness is next to godliness.
Custom is a second nature.

Faith may move mountains.

An accidental meeting may be bet-
ter than a date.

Any horse may stumble, any sage
may err.

A vessel filters what it contains.

A good workman is known by his
chips.

Do not leave for tomorrow what
you can do to-day.

Better buy than borrow.
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Zeal without knowledge is fire
without light.

Beware the man who has received
charity from you.

No smoke without fire.

He is a happy man who is warned
by another man’s deeds.

The key to evil is one word.
Victory does not come by jealousy.

I1 you wish to be obeyed don’t ask
the impossible.

He who desires the top must sit up
many nights.

Patience is the key to relief.
The middle way is the best one.

You wish to reach the heights with
little effort, yet he who gathers
honey must suffer the stings of
the bees.

Man does not attain all his heart’s
desires for the winds do not blow
as the vessels wish.

The {fear of God is the beginning
of wisdom.

Better be alone than in bad com-
pany.

Don’t fight the man who does what
he says.
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All that glitters is not gold.

A word uttered may bring wealth
as well as ruin.

Necessity is the mother of inven-
tion.

Prevention is better than cure.

Make hay while the sun shines.

Choose your neighbour before you
choose your house.

Better have a wise enemy than a
-foolish friend.

A trade in hand insures against
poverty.
A sound mind in a sound body.

- Contentment is an inexhaustible
treasure.

The misfortunes of some people
are advantages to others.

In caution there s safety; in haste
repentance.

As laughter increases respect de-
creases.

Eat little, live long.
He who governs well may govern

long.
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The worth of a man lies in what he
does well.

A friend in need is a friend indeed.
No smoke without fire.

Acts speak louder than words.
Union is strength.

Adfter the storm comes sunshine.

Seek knowledge from the cradle to
the grave.

A man is known by the company he
keeps.

A good name is better than riches.

Diamond cut diamond.

The pitcher goes to the well once
too often.

A bird in the hand is worth two on
the bush.

Grasp all, lose all.

To make mountains out of mole-
hills

The shoemaker’s wife is always
the worst shod.

What is bred in the bone cannot
come out of the flesh.

To jump out of the frying pan into
the fire.
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Give a dog a bad name and hang
him.

He that sows the wind shall reap
the whirlwind.

A rolling stone gathers no moss.

Strike while the iron is hot.

Necessity knows no law.
Half a loaf is better than no bread.

Don’t count your chickens before
they are hatched.
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