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The Panther
By Rainer Maria Rilke
Translated by Stephen Mitchell

His vision, from the constantly passing bars,
has grown so weary that it cannot hold
anything else. It seems to him there are

a thousand bars; and behind the bars, no world.

As he paces in cramped circles, over and over,
the movement of his powerful soft strides

is like a ritual dance around a center

in which a mighty will stands paralyzed.

Only at times, the curtain of the pupils

lifts, quietly—. An image enters in,

rushes down through the tensed, arrested muscles,
plunges into the heart and is gone.




A Poison Tree
By William Blake

| was angry with my friend;

| told my wrath, my wrath did end.
| was angry with my foe:

| told it not, my wrath did grow.

And | watered it in fears,

Night & morning with my tears:
And | sunned it with smiles,
And with soft deceitful wiles.

And it grew both day and night.
Till it bore an apple bright.
And my foe beheld it shine,
And he knew that it was mine.

And into my garden stole,

When the night had veiled the pole;
In the morning glad | see;

My foe outstretched beneath the tree.




I'm the Dog that didn't win a prize
By Pam Ayres

I'm the dog that didn't win a prize,

| didn't have the most appealing eyes.

All day in this heat, I've been standing on me feet,
With dogs of every other shape and size.

I've been harshly disinfected, I've been scrubbed,
I've been festooned in a towel and I've been rubbed.
I've been mercilessly brushed, robbed of all me fleas,
And now the judging's over, I've been snubbed.

Was it for obedience | was hailed?

As "Best Dog in the Show" | was regaled.

Oh! Not on your doggie life, pass me down the carving knife,
| had one thing said about me - it was, "FAILED"!!

| never for a moment thought that | would fail,

| thought at least I'd win "Waggiest Tail".

But no certificate, rosette or commendation did | get,
Nothing, on a kennel door to nail !

| am going in my kennel on my own!

Thank you, No, | do not want a bone.

Do not think you can console me with left-overs in my bowl,
My pride is mortified and | want to be left alone.

I've heard it from the wordly and the wise,

"Each dog has his day", they all advise,

But | see to my grief and sorrow, my day must have been tomorrow,
Oh, I'm the dog that didn't win a prize.




Refugees
By Brian Bilston

They have no need of our help

So do not tell me

These haggard faces could belong to you or me
Should life have dealt a different hand

We need to see them for who they really are
Chancers and scroungers

Layabouts and loungers

With bombs up their sleeves

Cut-throats and thieves

They are not

Welcome here

We should make them

Go back to where they came from

They cannot

Share our food

Share our homes

Share our countries

Instead let us

Build a wall to keep them out

It is not okay to say

These are people just like us

A place should only belong to those who are born there
Do not be so stupid to think that

The world can be looked at another way

(now read from bottom to top)




The Sea
By James Reeves

The sea is a hungry dog,

Giant and grey.

He rolls on the beach all day.

With his clashing teeth and shaggy jaws
Hour upon hour he gnaws

The rumbling, tumbling stones,

And 'Bones, bones, bones, bones!

The giant sea-dog moans,

Licking his greasy paws.

And when the night wind roars

And the moon rocks in the stormy cloud,
He bounds to his feet and snuffs and sniffs,
Shaking his wet sides over the cliffs,

And howils and hollos long and loud.

But on quiet days in May or June,
When even the grasses on the dune
Play no more their reedy tune,

With his head between his paws

He lies on the sandy shores,

So quiet, so quiet, he scarcely snores.




They have cut down the pines
By Mary Lisle

They have cut down the pines where they stood;
The wind will miss them the rain,
When its silver blind its down,

They have stripped the bark from the wood__
The needly boughs, and the brown

Knobbly nuts trodden into the ground.

The kind the friendly trees,

Where all the day small winds sound,

And all day long the sun

Plays hide and seek with shadows

Till the multiplying shadows turn to one

And night is here.

They have cut down the trees and ended now
The gentle colloguy of bough and bough.
They are making a fence by the creek,

And have cut down the pines for the posts.
Wan in the sunlight for ghosts

The naked trunks lie.

A bird nested there it will seek

In vain: they have cut down the pines.




Three Metaphor Poems

The Toaster
By William Jay Smith

A silver-scaled Dragon with jaws flaming red
Sits at my elbow and toasts my bread.

| hand him fat slices, and then, one by one,
He hands them back when he sees they are
done.

Steam Shovel
By Charles Malam

The dinosaurs are not all dead.

| saw one raise its iron head

To watch me walking down the road
Beyond our house today.

Its jaws were dripping with a load

Of earth and grass that it had cropped.

It must have heard me where | stopped,
Snorted white steam my way,

And stretched its long neck out to see,
And chewed, and grinned quite amiably.

The Garden Hose
By Beatrice Janosco

In the grey evening
| see a long green serpent
With its tail in the dahlias

It lies in loops across the grass
And drinks softly at the faucet.

| can hear it swallow.







Short Story: Games at Twilight
by Anita Desai

It was still too hot to play outdoors. They had had their tea, they had been washed
and had their hair brushed, and after the long day of confinement in the house that
was not cool but at least a protection from the sun, the children strained to get out.
Their faces were red and bloated with the effort, but their mother would not open the
door, everything was still curtained and shuttered in a way that stifled the children,
made them feel that their lungs were stuffed with cotton wool and their noses with
dust and if they didn’t burst out into the light and see the sun and feel the air, they
would choke.

“Please, ma, please,” they begged. “We’ll play in the veranda and porch—we won’t
go a step out of the porch.”
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“You will, I know you will, and then

“No—we won’t, we won’t,” they wailed so horrendously that she actually let down
the bolt of the front door so that they burst out like seeds from a crackling, overripe
pod into the veranda, with such wild, maniacal yells that she retreated to her bath
and the shower of talcum powder and the fresh sari that were to help her face the
summer evening.

They faced the afternoon. It was too hot. Too bright. The white walls of the veranda
glared stridently in the sun. The bougainvillea hung about it, purple and magenta, in
livid balloons. The garden outside was like a tray made of beaten brass, flattened out
on the red gravel and the stony soil in all shades of metal—aluminum, tin, copper,
and brass. No life stirred at this arid time of day—the birds still drooped, like dead
fruit, in the papery tents of the trees; some squirrels lay limp on the wet earth under
the garden tap. The outdoor dog lay stretched as if dead on the veranda mat, his paws
and ears and tail all reaching out like dying travelers in search of water. He rolled
his eyes at the children—two white marbles rolling in the purple sockets, begging
for sympathy—and attempted to lift his tail in a wag but could not. It only twitched
and lay still.




Then, perhaps roused by the shrieks of the children, a band of parrots suddenly fell
out of the eucalyptus tree, tumbled frantically in the still, sizzling air, then sorted
themselves out into battle formation and streaked away across the white sky.

The children, too, felt released. They too began tumbling, shoving, pushing against
each other, frantic to start. Start what? Start their business. The business of the
children’s day which is—play.

“Let’s play hide-and-seek.”
“Who’ll be 1t?”

“You be It.”

“Why should I? You be ”

“You’re the eldest ”

9

“That doesn’t mean ’

The shoves became harder. Some kicked out. The motherly Mira intervened. She
pulled the boys roughly apart. There was a tearing sound of cloth, but it was lost in
the heavy panting and angry grumbling, and no one paid attention to the small sleeve
hanging loosely off a shoulder.

“Make a circle, make a circle!” she shouted, firmly pulling and pushing till a kind of
vague circle was formed. “Now clap!” she roared, and, clapping, they all chanted in
melancholy unison: “Dip, dip, dip—my blue ship ”” and every now and then one
or the other saw he was safe by the way his hands fell at the crucial moment—palm
on palm, or back of hand on palm—and dropped out of the circle with a yell and a
jump of relief and jubilation.

Raghu was It. He started to protest, to cry “You cheated—Mira cheated—Anu
cheated——" but it was too late, the others had all already streaked away. There was
no one to hear when he called out, “Only in the veranda—the porch—Ma said—
Ma said to stay in the porch!” No one had stopped to listen, all he saw were their
brown legs flashing through the dusty shrubs, scrambling up brick walls, leaping
over compost heaps and hedges, and then the porch stood empty in the purple shade
of the bougainvillea, and the garden was as empty as before; even the limp squirrels
had whisked away, leaving everything gleaming, brassy, and bare.
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Only small Manu suddenly reappeared, as if he had dropped out of an invisible cloud
or from a bird’s claws, and stood for a moment in the center of the yellow lawn,
chewing his finger and near to tears as he heard Raghu shouting, with his head
pressed against the veranda wall, “Eighty-three, eighty-five, eighty-nine, ninety . .
.’ and then made off in a panic, half of him wanting to fly north, the other half
counseling south. Raghu turned just in time to see the flash of his white shorts and
the uncertain skittering of his red sandals, and charged after him with such a
bloodcurdling yell that Manu stumbled over the hosepipe, fell into its rubber coils,
and lay there weeping, “I won’t be It—you have to find them all—all—All!”

“I know I have to, idiot,” Raghu said, superciliously kicking him with his toe.
“You’re dead,” he said with satisfaction, licking the beads of perspiration off his
upper lip, and then stalked off in search of worthier prey, whistling spiritedly so that
the hiders should hear and tremble.

Ravi heard the whistling and picked his nose in a panic, trying to find comfort by
burrowing the finger deep—deep into that soft tunnel. He felt himself too exposed,
sitting on an upturned flowerpot behind the garage. Where could he burrow? He
could run around the garage if he heard Raghu come—around and around and
around—but he hadn’t much faith in his short legs when matched against Raghu’s
long, hefty, hairy footballer legs. Ravi had a frightening glimpse of them as Raghu
combed the hedge of crotons and hibiscus, trampling delicate ferns underfoot as he
did so. Ravi looked about him desperately, swallowing a small ball of snot in his
fear.

The garage was locked with a great heavy lock to which the driver had the key in his
room, hanging from a nail on the wall under his workshirt. Ravi had peeped in and
seen him still sprawling on his string cot in his vest and striped underpants, the hair
on his chest and the hair in his nose shaking with the vibrations of his phlegm-
obstructed snores. Ravi had wished he were tall enough, big enough to reach the key
on the nail, but it was impossible, beyond his reach for years to come. He had sidled
away and sat dejectedly on the flowerpot. That at least was cut to his own size.

But next to the garage was another shed with a big green door. Also locked. No one
even knew who had the key to the lock. That shed wasn’t opened more than once a
year, when Ma turned out all the old broken bits of furniture and rolls of matting and
leaking buckets, and the white anthills were broken and swept away and Flit sprayed
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into the spider webs and rat holes so that the whole operation was like the looting of
a poor, ruined, and conquered city. The green leaves of the door sagged. They were
nearly off their rusty hinges. The hinges were large and made a small gap between
the door and the walls—only just large enough for rats, dogs, and, possibly, Ravi to
slip through.

Ravi had never cared to enter such a dark and depressing mortuary of defunct
household goods seething with such unspeakable and alarming animal life but, as
Raghu’s whistling grew angrier and sharper and his crashing and storming in the
hedge wilder, Ravi suddenly slipped off the flowerpot and through the crack and was
gone. He chuckled aloud with astonishment at his own temerity so that Raghu came
out of the hedge, stood silent with his hands on his hips, listening, and finally
shouted, “I heard you! I’'m coming! Got you ” and came charging round the
garage only to find the upturned flowerpot, the yellow dust, the crawling of white
ants in a mud hill against the closed shed door—nothing. Snarling, he bent to pick
up a stick and went off, whacking it against the garage and shed walls as if to beat
out his prey.

Ravi shook, then shivered with delight, with self-congratulation. Also with fear. It
was dark, spooky in the shed. It had a muffled smell, as of graves. Ravi had once got
locked into the linen cupboard and sat there weeping for half an hour before he was
rescued. But at least that had been a familiar place, and even smelled pleasantly of
starch, laundry, and, reassuringly, of his mother. But the shed smelled of rats,
anthills, dust, and spider webs. Also of less definable, less recognizable horrors. And
it was dark. Except for the white-hot cracks along the door, there was no light. The
roof was very low. Although Ravi was small, he felt as if he could reach up and
touch it with his fingertips. But he didn’t stretch. He hunched himself into a ball so
as not to bump into anything, touch or feel anything. What might there not be to
touch him and feel him as he stood there, trying to see in the dark? Something cold,
or slimy—Iike a snake. Snakes! He leapt up as Raghu whacked the wall with his
stick—then, quickly realizing what it was, felt almost relieved to hear Raghu, hear
his stick. It made him feel protected.

But Raghu soon moved away. There wasn’t a sound once his footsteps had gone
around the garage and disappeared. Ravi stood frozen inside the shed. Then he
shivered all over. Something had tickled the back of his neck. It took him a while to

pick up the courage to lift his hand and explore. It was an insect—yperhaps a spider—
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exploring him. He squashed it and wondered how many more creatures were
watching him, waiting to reach out and touch him, the stranger.

There was nothing now. After standing in that position—his hand still on his neck,
feeling the wet splodge of the squashed spider gradually dry—for minutes, hours,
his legs began to tremble with the effort, the inaction. By now he could see enough
in the dark to make out the large solid shapes of old wardrobes, broken buckets, and
bedsteads piled on top of each other around him. He recognized an old bathtub—
patches of enamel glimmered at him, and at last he lowered himself onto its edge.

He contemplated slipping out of the shed and into the fray. He wondered if it would
not be better to be captured by Raghu and be returned to the milling crowd as long
as he could be in the sun, the light, the free spaces of the garden, and the familiarity
of his brothers, sisters, and cousins. It would be evening soon. Their games would
become legitimate. The parents would sit out on the lawn on cane basket chairs and
watch them as they tore around the garden or gathered in knots to share a loot of
mulberries or black, teeth-splitting jamun from the garden trees. The gardener would
fix the hosepipe to the water tap, and water would fall lavishly through the air to the
ground, soaking the dry yellow grass and the red gravel and arousing the sweet, the
intoxicating scent of water on dry earth—that loveliest scent in the world. Ravi
sniffed for a whiff of it. He half-rose from the bathtub, then heard the despairing
scream of one of the girls as Raghu bore down upon her. There was the sound of a
crash, and of rolling about in the bushes, the shrubs, then screams and accusing sobs
of “I touched the den ” “You did not ” ¢TI did ” “You liar, you did not”
and then a fading away and silence again.

Ravi sat back on the harsh edge of the tub, deciding to hold out a bit longer. What
fun if they were all found and caught—he alone left unconquered! He had never
known that sensation. Nothing more wonderful had ever happened to him than being
taken out by an uncle and bought a whole slab of chocolate all to himself, or being
flung into the soda man’s pony cart and driven up to the gate by the friendly driver
with the red beard and pointed ears. To defeat Raghu—that hirsute, hoarse-voiced
football champion—and to be the winner in a circle of older, bigger, luckier
children—that would be thrilling beyond imagination. He hugged his knees together
and smiled to himself almost shyly at the thought of so much victory, such laurels.
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There he sat smiling, knocking his heels against the bathtub, now and then getting
up and going to the door to put his ear to the broad crack and listening for sounds of
the game, the pursuer and the pursued, and then returning to his seat with the dogged
determination of the true winner, a breaker of records, a champion.

It grew darker in the shed as the light at the door grew softer, fuzzier, turned to a
kind of crumbling yellow pollen that turned to yellow fur, blue fur, gray fur.
Evening. Twilight. The sound of water gushing, falling. The scent of earth receiving
water, slaking its thirst in great gulps and releasing that green scent of freshness,
coolness. Through the crack Ravi saw the long purple shadows of the shed and the
garage lying still across the yard. Beyond that, the white walls of the house. The
bougainvillea had lost its lividity, hung in dark bundles that quaked and twittered
and seethed with masses of homing sparrows. The lawn was shut off from his view.
Could he hear the children’s voices? It seemed to him that he could. It seemed to
him that he could hear them chanting, singing, laughing. But what about the game?
What had happened? Could it be over? How could it when he was still not found?

It then occurred to him that he could have slipped out long ago, dashed across the
yard to the veranda, and touched the “den.” It was necessary to do that to win. He
had forgotten. He had only remembered the part of hiding and trying to elude the
seeker. He had done that so successfully, his success had occupied him so wholly,
that he had quite forgotten that success had to be clinched by that final dash to victory
and the ringing cry of “Den!”

With a whimper he burst through the crack, fell on his knees, got up, and stumbled
on stiff, benumbed legs across the shadowy yard, crying heartily by the time he
reached the veranda so that when he flung himself at the white pillar and bawled,
“Den! Den! Den!” his voice broke with rage and pity at the disgrace of it all, and he
felt himself flooded with tears and misery.

Out on the lawn, the children stopped chanting. They all turned to stare at him in
amazement. Their faces were pale and triangular in the dusk. The trees and bushes
around them stood inky and sepulchral, spilling long shadows across them. They
stared, wondering at his reappearance, his passion, his wild animal howling. Their
mother rose from her basket chair and came toward him, worried, annoyed, saying,
“Stop it, stop it, Ravi. Don’t be a baby. Have you hurt yourself?” Seeing him
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attended to, the children went back to clasping their hands and chanting, “The grass
IS green, the rose is red. . . .”

But Ravi would not let them. He tore himself out of his mother’s grasp and pounded
across the lawn into their midst, charging at them with his head lowered so that they
scattered in surprise. “I won, I won, I won,” he bawled, shaking his head so that the
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big tears flew. “Raghu didn’t find me. I won, I won

It took them a minute to grasp what he was saying, even who he was. They had quite
forgotten him. Raghu had found all the others long ago. There had been a fight about
who was to be It next. It had been so fierce that their mother had emerged from her
bath and made them change to another game. Then they had played another and
another. Broken mulberries from the tree and eaten them. Helped the driver wash
the car when their father returned from work. Helped the gardener water the beds till
he roared at them and swore he would complain to their parents. The parents had
come out, taken up their positions on the cane chairs. They had begun to play again,
sing and chant. All this time no one had remembered Ravi. Having disappeared from
the scene, he had disappeared from their minds. Clean.

“Don’t be a fool,” Raghu said roughly, pushing him aside, and even Mira said, “Stop
howling, Ravi. If you want to play, you can stand at the end of the line,” and she put
him there very firmly.

The game proceeded. Two pairs of arms reached up and met in an arc. The
children trooped under it again and again in a lugubrious circle, ducking their
heads and intoning

“The grass is green,

The rose is red;

Remember me

When I am dead, dead, dead, dead . . .”

And the arc of thin arms trembled in the twilight, and the heads were bowed so sadly,
and their feet tramped to that melancholy refrain so mournfully, so helplessly, that
Ravi could not bear it. He would not follow them, he would not be included in this
funereal game. He had wanted victory and triumph—not a funeral. But he had been
forgotten, left out, and he would not join them now. The ignominy of being
forgotten—how could he face it? He felt his heart go heavy and ache inside him
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unbearably. He lay down full length on the damp grass, crushing his face into it, no
longer crying, silenced by a terrible sense of his insignificance.
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Short Story: The Storyteller
by H. H. Munro (Saki)

It was a hot afternoon, and the railway carriage was correspondingly sultry, and the
next stop was at Templecombe, nearly an hour ahead. The occupants of the carriage
were a small girl, and a smaller girl, and a small boy. An aunt belonging to the
children occupied one corner seat, and the further corner seat on the opposite side
was occupied by a bachelor who was a stranger to their party, but the small girls and
the small boy emphatically occupied the compartment. Both the aunt and the
children were conversational in a limited, persistent way, reminding one of the
attentions of a housefly that refuses to be discouraged. Most of the aunt's remarks
seemed to begin with "Don't," and nearly all of the children's remarks began with
"Why?" The bachelor said nothing out loud. "Don't, Cyril, don't,” exclaimed the
aunt, as the small boy began smacking the cushions of the seat, producing a cloud of
dust at each blow.

"Come and look out of the window," she added.

The child moved reluctantly to the window. "Why are those sheep being driven out
of that field?" he asked.

"I expect they are being driven to another field where there is more grass,"” said the
aunt weakly.

"But there is lots of grass in that field," protested the boy; "there's nothing else but
grass there. Aunt, there's lots of grass in that field."”

"Perhaps the grass in the other field is better," suggested the aunt fatuously.
"Why is it better?" came the swift, inevitable question.

"Oh, look at those cows!" exclaimed the aunt. Nearly every field along the line had
contained cows or bullocks, but she spoke as though she were drawing attention to
a rarity.

"Why is the grass in the other field better?" persisted Cyril.

The frown on the bachelor's face was deepening to a scowl. He was a hard,
unsympathetic man, the aunt decided in her mind. She was utterly unable to come to

any satisfactory decision about the grass in the other field.
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The smaller girl created a diversion by beginning to recite "On the Road to
Mandalay." She only knew the first line, but she put her limited knowledge to the
fullest possible use. She repeated the line over and over again in a dreamy but
resolute and very audible voice; it seemed to the bachelor as though some one had
had a bet with her that she could not repeat the line aloud two thousand times without
stopping. Whoever it was who had made the wager was likely to lose his bet.

"Come over here and listen to a story," said the aunt, when the bachelor had looked
twice at her and once at the communication cord.

The children moved listlessly towards the aunt's end of the carriage. Evidently her
reputation as a story- teller did not rank high in their estimation.

In a low, confidential voice, interrupted at frequent intervals by loud, petulant
questionings from her listeners, she began an unenterprising and deplorably
uninteresting story about a little girl who was good, and made friends with every one
on account of her goodness, and was finally saved from a mad bull by a number of
rescuers who admired her moral character.

"Wouldn't they have saved her if she hadn't been good?" demanded the bigger of the
small girls. It was exactly the question that the bachelor had wanted to ask.

"Well, yes," admitted the aunt lamely, "but I don't think they would have run quite
so fast to her help if they had not liked her so much."

"It's the stupidest story I've ever heard," said the bigger of the small girls, with
Immense conviction.

"I didn't listen after the first bit, it was so stupid,” said Cyril.

The smaller girl made no actual comment on the story, but she had long ago
recommenced a murmured repetition of her favourite line.

"You don't seem to be a success as a story-teller," said the bachelor suddenly from
his corner.

The aunt bristled in instant defence at this unexpected attack.

"It's a very difficult thing to tell stories that children can both understand and
appreciate," she said stiffly.
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"l don't agree with you," said the bachelor.
"Perhaps you would like to tell them a story," was the aunt's retort.
"Tell us a story," demanded the bigger of the small girls.

"Once upon a time," began the bachelor, "there was a little girl called Bertha, who
was extra-ordinarily good."

The children's momentarily-aroused interest began at once to flicker; all stories
seemed dreadfully alike, no matter who told them.

"She did all that she was told, she was always truthful, she kept her clothes clean,
ate milk puddings as though they were jam tarts, learned her lessons perfectly, and
was polite in her manners."

"Was she pretty?" asked the bigger of the small girls.
"Not as pretty as any of you," said the bachelor, "but she was horribly good."

There was a wave of reaction in favour of the story; the word horrible in connection
with goodness was a novelty that commended itself. It seemed to introduce a ring of
truth that was absent from the aunt's tales of infant life.

"She was so good," continued the bachelor, "that she won several medals for
goodness, which she always wore, pinned on to her dress. There was a medal for
obedience, another medal for punctuality, and a third for good behaviour. They were
large metal medals and they clicked against one another as she walked. No other
child in the town where she lived had as many as three medals, so everybody knew
that she must be an extra good child."

"Horribly good,"” quoted Cyril.

"Everybody talked about her goodness, and the Prince of the country got to hear
about it, and he said that as she was so very good she might be allowed once a week
to walk in his park, which was just outside the town. It was a beautiful park, and no
children were ever allowed in it, so it was a great honour for Bertha to be allowed to
go there."

"Were there any sheep in the park?" demanded Cyril.
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"No;" said the bachelor, "there were no sheep."

"Why weren't there any sheep?" came the inevitable question arising out of that
answer.

The aunt permitted herself a smile, which might almost have been described as a
grin.

"There were no sheep in the park," said the bachelor, "because the Prince's mother
had once had a dream that her son would either be killed by a sheep or else by a
clock falling on him. For that reason the Prince never kept a sheep in his park or a
clock in his palace."

The aunt suppressed a gasp of admiration.
"Was the Prince killed by a sheep or by a clock?" asked Cyril.

"He is still alive, so we can't tell whether the dream will come true," said the bachelor
unconcernedly; "anyway, there were no sheep in the park, but there were lots of little
pigs running all over the place."

"What colour were they?"

"Black with white faces, white with black spots, black all over, grey with white
patches, and some were white all over."

The storyteller paused to let a full idea of the park's treasures sink into the children's
imaginations; then he resumed:

"Bertha was rather sorry to find that there were no flowers in the park. She had
promised her aunts, with tears in her eyes, that she would not pick any of the kind
Prince's flowers, and she had meant to keep her promise, so of course it made her
feel silly to find that there were no flowers to pick."”

"Why weren't there any flowers?"

"Because the pigs had eaten them all," said the bachelor promptly. "*The gardeners
had told the Prince that you couldn't have pigs and flowers, so he decided to have
pigs and no flowers."
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There was a murmur of approval at the excellence of the Prince's decision; so many
people would have decided the other way.

"There were lots of other delightful things in the park. There were ponds with gold
and blue and green fish in them, and trees with beautiful parrots that said clever
things at a moment's notice, and humming birds that hummed all the popular tunes
of the day. Bertha walked up and down and enjoyed herself immensely, and thought
to herself: 'If I were not so extraordinarily good | should not have been allowed to
come into this beautiful park and enjoy all that there is to be seen in it,' and her three
medals clinked against one another as she walked and helped to remind her how very
good she really was. Just then an enormous wolf came prowling into the park to see
if it could catch a fat little pig for its supper."

"What colour was it?" asked the children, amid an immediate quickening of interest.

"Mud-colour all over, with a black tongue and pale grey eyes that gleamed with
unspeakable ferocity. The first thing that it saw in the park was Bertha; her pinafore
was so spotlessly white and clean that it could be seen from a great distance. Bertha
saw the wolf and saw that it was stealing towards her, and she began to wish that she
had never been allowed to come into the park. She ran as hard as she could, and the
wolf came after her with huge leaps and bounds. She managed to reach a shrubbery
of myrtle bushes and she hid herself in one of the thickest of the bushes. The wolf
came sniffing among the branches, its black tongue lolling out of its mouth and its
pale grey eyes glaring with rage. Bertha was terribly frightened, and thought to
herself: 'If | had not been so extraordinarily good | should have been safe in the town
at this moment.' However, the scent of the myrtle was so strong that the wolf could
not sniff out where Bertha was hiding, and the bushes were so thick that he might
have hunted about in them for a long time without catching sight of her, so he thought
he might as well go off and catch a little pig instead. Bertha was trembling very
much at having the wolf prowling and sniffing so near her, and as she trembled the
medal for obedience clinked against the medals for good conduct and punctuality.
The wolf was just moving away when he heard the sound of the medals clinking and
stopped to listen; they clinked again in a bush quite near him. He dashed into the
bush, his pale grey eyes gleaming with ferocity and triumph, and dragged Bertha out
and devoured her to the last morsel. All that was left of her were her shoes, bits of
clothing, and the three medals for goodness."
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"Were any of the little pigs killed?"
"No, they all escaped.”

"The story began badly," said the smaller of the small girls, "but it had a beautiful
ending."

"It is the most beautiful story that | ever heard,” said the bigger of the small girls,
with immense decision.

"It is the only beautiful story | have ever heard," said Cyril.
A dissentient opinion came from the aunt.

"A most improper story to tell to young children! You have undermined the effect
of years of careful teaching."

"At any rate," said the bachelor, collecting his belongings preparatory to leaving the
carriage, "'l kept them quiet for ten minutes, which was more than you were able to
do.ll

"Unhappy woman!" he observed to himself as he walked down the platform of
Templecombe station; "for the next six months or so those children will assail her in
public with demands for an improper story!"
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Tales from Shakespeare

By Charles and Mary Lamb
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Macbeth
By Charles and Mary Lamb

All Double, double toil and trouble;
Fire burn, and cauldron bubble.

The witches make all of Scotland sound like some
nasty brew that they're whipping up over their fire.

"Yet do | fear thy nature, it is too full o' the milk
of human kindness to catch the nearest

way. Thou wouldst be great, art not without
ambition, but without the illness should attend
it"

Lady Macbeth knows her husband is ambitious, but
she is afraid he doesn't have the "illness", or the
unscrupulous disregard for goodness, to act heinously
and kill Duncan to gain the crown for himself.

“Stars, hide your fires, Let not light see my
black and deep desires. ”

“Stars hide your fires” is personification. The stars
are being asked to give Macbeth darkness, so no one
can see his “black and deep desires.

See, see, our honour'd hostess!

The love that follows us sometime is our trouble,
Which still we thank as love. Herein | teach you
How you shall bid God 'ild us for your pains,
And thank us for your trouble.

Dramatic irony exists when the audience knows
something that the characters on stage do not. In this
case, Duncan's belief that Lady Macbeth is a "noble
hostess" is ironic since the audience knows she is
plotting the king's murder.
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When Duncan the Meek reigned king of Scotland, there lived a great thane, or lord,
called Macbeth. This Macbeth was a near kinsman to the king, and in great esteem
at court for his valour and conduct in the wars; an example of which he had lately
given, in defeating a rebel army assisted by the troops of Norway in terrible numbers.

The two Scottish generals, Macbeth and Banquo, returning victorious from this
great battle, their way lay over a blasted heath, where they were stopped by the
strange appearance of three figures like women, except that they had beards, and
their withered skins and wild attire made them look not like any earthly creatures.
Macbeth first addressed them, when they, seemingly offended, laid each one her
choppy finger upon her skinny lips, in token of silence; and the first of them saluted
Macbeth with the title of thane of Glamis. The general was not a little startled to find
himself known by such creatures; but how much more, when the second of them
followed up that salute by giving him the title of thane of Cawdor, to which honour
he had no pretensions; and again the third bid him “All hail! king that shalt be
hereafter!” Such a prophetic greeting might well amaze him, who knew that while
the king’s sons lived he could not hope to succeed to the throne. Then turning to
Banquo, they pronounced him, in a sort of riddling terms, to be lesser than Macbeth
and greater! not so happy, but much happier! and prophesied that though he should
never reign, yet his sons after him should be kings in Scotland. They then turned into
air, and vanished: by which the generals knew them to be the weird sisters, or
witches.

While they stood pondering on the strangeness of this adventure, there arrived
certain messengers from the king, who were empowered by him to confer upon
Macbeth the dignity of thane of Cawdor: an event so miraculously corresponding
with the prediction of the witches astonished Macbeth, and he stood wrapped in
amazement, unable to make reply to the messengers; and in that point of time
swelling hopes arose in his mind that the prediction of the third witch might in like
manner have its accomplishment, and that he should one day reign king in Scotland.

Turning to Banquo, he said, “Do you not hope that your children shall be kings,
when what the witches promised to me has so wonderfully come to pass?”—“That
hope,” answered the general, “might enkindle you to aim at the throne; but
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oftentimes these ministers of darkness tell us truths in little things, to betray us into
deeds of greatest consequence.”

But the wicked suggestions of the witches had sunk too deep into the mind of
Macbeth to allow him to attend to the warnings of the good Banquo. From that time
he bent all his thoughts how to compass the throne of Scotland.

Macbeth had a wife, to whom he communicated the strange prediction of the weird
sisters, and its partial accomplishment. She was a bad, ambitious woman, and so as
her husband and herself could arrive at greatness, she cared not much by what means.
She spurred on the reluctant purpose of Macbeth, who felt compunction at the
thoughts of blood, and did not cease to represent the murder of the king as a step
absolutely necessary to the fulfilment of the flattering prophecy.

It happened at this time that the king, who out of his royal condescension would
oftentimes visit his principal nobility upon gracious terms, came to Macbeth’s house,
attended by his two sons, Malcolm and Donalbain, and a numerous train of thanes
and attendants, the more to honour Macbeth for the triumphal success of his wars.

The castle of Macbeth was pleasantly situated, and the air about it was sweet and
wholesome, which appeared by the nests which the martlet, or swallow, had built
under all the jutting friezes and buttresses of the building, wherever it found a place
of advantage; for where those birds most breed and haunt, the air is observed to be
delicate. The king entered well-pleased with the place, and not less so with the
attentions and respect of his honoured hostess, lady Macbeth, who had the art of
covering treacherous purposes with smiles; and could look like the innocent flower,
while she was indeed the serpent under it.

The king being tired with his journey, went early to bed, and in his state-room two
grooms of his chamber (as was the custom) slept beside him. He had been unusually
pleased with his reception, and had made presents before he retired to his principal
officers; and among the rest, had sent a rich diamond to lady Macbeth, greeting her
by the name of his most kind hostess.

Now was the middle of night, when over half the world nature seems dead, and
wicked dreams abuse men’s minds asleep, and none but the wolf and the murderer
Is abroad. This was the time when lady Macbeth waked to plot the murder of the
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king. She would not have undertaken a deed so abhorrent to her sex, but that she
feared her husband’s nature, that it was too full of the milk of human kindness, to do
a contrived murder. She knew him to be ambitious, but withal to be scrupulous, and
not yet prepared for that height of crime which commonly in the end accompanies
inordinate ambition. She had won him to consent to the murder, but she doubted his
resolution; and she feared that the natural tenderness of his disposition (more
humane than her own) would come between, and defeat the purpose.

So with her own hands armed with a dagger, she approached the king’s bed; having
taken care to ply the grooms of his chamber so with wine, that they slept intoxicated,
and careless of their charge. There lay Duncan in a sound sleep after the fatigues of
his journey, and as she viewed him earnestly, there was something in his face, as he
slept, which resembled her own father; and she had not the courage to proceed.

She returned to confer with her husband. His resolution had begun to stagger. He
considered that there were strong reasons against the deed. In the first place, he was
not only a subject, but a near kinsman to the king; and he had been his host and
entertainer that day, whose duty, by the laws of hospitality, it was to shut the door
against his murderers, not bear the knife himself. Then he considered how just and
merciful a king this Duncan had been, how clear of offence to his subjects, how
loving to his nobility, and in particular to him; that such kings are the peculiar care
of Heaven, and their subjects doubly bound to revenge their deaths. Besides, by the
favours of the king, Macbeth stood high in the opinion of all sorts of men, and how
would those honours be stained by the reputation of so foul a murder!

In these conflicts of the mind lady Macbeth found her husband inclining to the
better part, and resolving to proceed no further. But she being a woman not easily
shaken from her evil purpose, began to pour in at his ears words which infused a
portion of her own spirit into his mind, assigning reason upon reason why he should
not shrink from what he had undertaken, how easy the deed was; how soon it would
be over; and how the action of one short night would give to all their nights and days
to come sovereign sway and royalty! Then she threw contempt on his change of
purpose, and accused him of fickleness and cowardice; and declared that she had
given suck, and knew how tender it was to love the babe “:hat milked her; but she
would, while it was smiling in her face, have plucked it from her breast, and dashed
its brains out, if she had so sworn to do it, as he had sworn to perform that murder.
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Then she added, how practicable it was to lay the guilt of the deed upon the drunken
sleepy grooms. And with the valour of her tongue she so chastised his sluggish
resolutions, that he once more summoned up courage to the bloody business.

So, taking the dagger in his hand, he softly stole in the dark to the room where
Duncan lay; and as he went, he thought he saw another dagger in the air, with the
handle towards him, and on the blade and at the point of it drops of blood; but when
he tried to grasp at it, it was nothing but air, a mere phantasm proceeding from his
own hot and oppressed brain and the business he had in hand.

Getting rid of this fear, he entered the king’s room, whom he despatched with one
stroke of his dagger. Just as he had done the murder, one of the grooms, who slept
in the chamber, laughed in his sleep, and the other cried, “Murder,” which woke
them both, but they said a short prayer; one of them said, “God bless us!” and the
other answered “Amen;” and addressed themselves to sleep again. Macbeth, who
stood listening to them, tried to say “Amen,” when the fellow said “God bless us!”
but, though he had most need of a blessing, the word stuck in his throat, and he could
not pronounce it.

Again he thought he heard a voice which cried, “Sleep no more: Macbeth cloth
murder sleep, the innocent sleep, that nourishes life.” Still it cried, “Sleep no more,”
to all the house. “Glamis hath murdered sleep, and therefore Cawdor shall sleep no
more. Macbeth shall sleep no more.”

With such horrible imaginations Macbeth returned to his listening wife, who began
to think he had failed of his purpose, and that the deed was somehow frustrated. He
came in so distracted a state, that she reproached him with his want of firmness, and
sent him to wash his hands of the blood which stained them, while she took his
dagger, with purpose to stain the cheeks of the grooms with blood, to make it seem
their guilt.

Morning came, and with it the discovery of the murder, which could not be
concealed; and though Macbeth and his lady made great show of grief, and the proofs
against the grooms (the dagger being produced against them and their faces smeared
with blood) were sufficiently strong, yet the entire suspicion fell upon Macbeth,
whose inducements to such a deed were so much more forcible than such poor silly
grooms could be supposed to have; and Duncan’s two sons fled. Malcolm, the eldest,
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sought for refuge in the English court; and the youngest, Donalbain, made his escape
to Ireland.

The king’s sons, who should have succeeded him, having thus vacated the throne,
Macbeth as next heir was crowned king, and thus the prediction of the weird sisters
was literally accomplished.

Though placed so high, Macbeth and his queen could not forget the prophecy of
the weird sisters, that, though Macbeth should be king, yet not his children, but the
children of Banquo, should be kings after him. The thought of this, and that they had
defiled their hands with blood, and done so great crimes, only to place the posterity
of Banquo upon the throne, so rankled within them, that they determined to put to
death both Banquo and his son, to make void the predictions of the weird sisters,
which in their own case had been so remarkably brought to pass.

For this purpose they made a great supper, to which they invited all the chief thanes;
and, among the rest, with marks of particular respect, Banquo and his son Fleance
were invited. The way by which Banquo was to pass to the palace at night was beset
by murderers appointed by Macbeth, who stabbed Banquo; but in the scuffle Fleance
escaped. From that Fleance descended a race of monarchs who afterwards filled the
Scottish throne, ending with James the Sixth of Scotland and the First of England,
under whom the two crowns of England and Scotland were united.

At supper, the queen, whose manners were in the highest degree affable and royal,
played the hostess with a gracefulness and attention which conciliated every one
present, and Macbeth discoursed freely with his thanes and nobles, saying, that all
that was honourable in the country was under his roof, if he had but his good friend
Banquo present, whom yet he hoped he should rather have to chide for neglect, than
to lament for any mischance. Just at these words the ghost of Banquo, whom he had
caused to be murdered, entered the room and placed himself on the chair which
Macbeth was about to occupy. Though Macbeth was a bold man, and one that could
have faced the devil without trembling, at this horrible sight his cheeks turned white
with fear, and he stood quite unmanned with his eyes fixed upon the ghost. His queen
and all the nobles, who saw nothing, but perceived him gazing (as they thought)
upon an empty chair, took it for a fit of distraction; and she reproached him,
whispering that it was but the same fancy which made him see the dagger in the air,
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when he was about to kill Duncan. But Macbeth continued to see the ghost, and gave
no heed to all they could say, while he addressed it with distracted words, yet so
significant, that his queen, fearing the dreadful secret would be disclosed, in great
haste dismissed the guests, excusing the infirmity of Macbeth as a disorder he was
often troubled with.

To such dreadful fancies Macbeth was subject. His queen and he had their sleeps
afflicted with terrible dreams, and the blood of Banquo troubled them not more than
the escape of Fleance, whom now they looked upon as father to a line of kings who
should keep their posterity out of the throne. With these miserable thoughts they
found no peace, and Macbeth determined once more to seek out the weird sisters,
and know from them the worst.

He sought them in a cave upon the heath, where they, who knew by foresight of his
coming, were engaged in preparing their dreadful charms, by which they conjured
up infernal spirits to reveal to them futurity. Their horrid ingredients were toads,
bats, and serpents, the eye of a newt, and the tongue of a dog, the leg of a lizard, and
the wing of the night-owl, the scale of a dragon, the tooth of a wolf, the maw of the
ravenous salt-sea shark, the mummy of a witch, the root of the poisonous hemlock
(this to have effect must be digged in the dark), the gall of a goat, and the liver of a
Jew, with slips of the yew tree that roots itself in graves, and the finger of a dead
child: all these were set on to boil in a great kettle, or cauldron, which, as fast as it
grew too hot, was cooled with a baboon’s blood: to these they poured in the blood
of a sow that had eaten her young, and they threw into the flame the grease that had
sweaten from a murderer’s gibbet. By these charms they bound the infernal spirits
to answer their questions.

It was demanded of Macbeth, whether he would have his doubts resolved by them,
or by their masters, the spirits. He, nothing daunted by the dreadful ceremonies
which he saw, boldly answered, “Where are they? let me see them.” And they called
the spirits, which were three. And the first arose in the likeness of an armed head,
and he called Macbeth by name, and bid him beware of the thane of Fife; for which
caution Macbeth thanked him; for Macbeth had entertained a jealousy of Macduff,
the thane of Fife.
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And the second spirit arose in the likeness of a bloody child, and he called Macbeth
by name, and bid him have no fear, but laugh to scorn the power of man, for none of
woman born should have power to hurt him; and he advised him to be bloody, bold,
and resolute. “Then live, Macduff! cried the king; “what need I fear of thee? but yet
| will make assurance doubly sure. Thou shalt not live; that | may tell pale-hearted
Fear it lies, and sleep in spite of thunder.”

That spirit being dismissed, a third arose in the form of a child crowned, with a tree
in his hand. He called Macbeth by name, and comforted him against conspiracies,
saying, that he should never be vanquished, until the wood of Birnam to Dunsinane
Hill should come against him. “Sweet bodements! good!” cried Macbeth, “who can
unfix the forest, and move it from its earth-bound roots? | see I shall live the usual
period of man’s life, and not be cut off by a violent death. But my heart throbs to
know one thing. Tell me, if your art can tell so much, if Banquo’s issue shall ever
reign in this kingdom?”” Here the cauldron sank into the ground, and a noise of music
was heard, and eight shadows, like kings, passed by Macbeth, and Banquo last, who
bore a glass which showed the figures of many more, and Banquo all bloody smiled
upon Macbeth, and pointed to them; by which Macbeth knew that these were the
posterity of Banquo, who should reign after him in Scotland; and the witches, with
a sound of soft music, and with dancing, making a show of duty and welcome to
Macbeth, vanished. And from this time the thoughts of Macbeth were all bloody and
dreadful.

The first thing he heard when he got out of the witches’ cave, was that Macduff,
thane of Fife, had fled to England, to join the army which was forming against him
under Malcolm, the eldest son of the late king, with intent to displace Macbeth, and
set Malcolm, the right heir, upon the throne. Macbeth, stung with rage, set upon the
castle of Macduff, and put his wife and children, whom the thane had left behind, to
the sword, and extended the slaughter to all who claimed the least relationship to
Macduff.

These and such-like deeds alienated the minds of all his chief nobility from him.
Such as could, fled to join with Malcolm and Macduff, who were now approaching
with a powerful army, which they had raised in England; and the rest secretly wished
success to their arms, though for fear of Macbeth they could take no active part. His
recruits went on slowly. Everybody hated the tyrant; nobody loved or honoured him;
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but all suspected him, and he began to envy the condition of Duncan, whom he had
murdered, who slept soundly in his grave, against whom treason had done its worst:
steel nor poison, domestic malice nor foreign levies, could hurt him any longer.

While these things were acting, the queen, who had been the sole partner in his
wickedness, in whose bosom he could sometimes seek a momentary repose from
those terrible dreams which afflicted them both nightly, died, it is supposed, by her
own hands, unable to bear the remorse of guilt, and public hate; by which event he
was left alone, without a soul to love or care for him, or a friend to whom he could
confide his wicked purposes.

He grew careless of life, and wished for death, but the near approach of Malcolm’s
army roused in him what remained of his ancient courage, and he determined to die
(as he expressed it) “with armour on his back.” Besides this, the hollow promises of
the witches had filled him with a false confidence, and he remembered the sayings
of the spirits, that none of woman born was to hurt him, and that he was never to be
vanquished till Birnam wood should come to Dunsinane, which he thought could
never be. So he shut himself up in his castle, whose impregnable strength was such
as defied a siege: here he sullenly waited the approach of Malcolm. When, upon a
day, there came a messenger to him, pale and shaking with fear, almost unable to
report that which he had seen; for he averred, that as he stood upon his watch on the
hill, he looked towards Birnam, and to his thinking the wood began to move! “Liar
and slave!” cried Macbeth, “if thou speakest false, thou shalt hang alive upon the
next tree, till famine end thee. If thy tale be true, | care not if thou cost as much by
me;” for Macbeth now began to faint in resolution, and to doubt the equivocal
speeches of the spirits. He was not to fear till Birnam wood should come to
Dunsinane; and now a wood did move! “However,” said he, “if this which he
avouches be true, let us arm and out. There is no flying hence, nor staying here. |
begin to be weary of the sun, and wish my life at an end.” With these desperate
speeches he sallied forth upon the besiegers, who had now come up to the castle.

The strange appearance which had given the messenger an idea of a wood moving
is easily solved. When the besieging army marched through the wood of Birnam,
Malcolm, like a skilful general, instructed his soldiers to hew down every one a
bough and bear it before him, by way of concealing the true numbers of his host.
This marching of the soldiers with boughs had at a distance the appearance which
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had frightened the messenger. Thus were the words of the spirit brought to pass, in
a sense different from that in which Macbeth had understood them, and one great
hold of his confidence was gone.

And now a severe skirmishing took place, in which Macbeth, though feebly
supported by those who called themselves his friends, but in reality hated the tyrant
and inclined to the party of Malcolm and Macduff, yet fought with the extreme of
rage and valour, cutting to pieces all who were opposed to him, till he came to where
Macduff was fighting. Seeing Macduff, and remembering the caution of the spirit
who had counselled him to avoid Macduff, above all men, he would have turned, but
Macduff, who had been seeking him through the whole fight, opposed his turning,
and a fierce contest ensued; Macduff giving him many foul reproaches for the
murder of his wife and children. Macbeth, whose soul was charged enough with
blood of that family already, would still have declined the combat: but Macduff still
urged him to it, calling him tyrant, murderer, hell-hound, and villain.

Then Macbeth remembered the words of the spirit, how none of woman born
should hurt him; and smiling confidently he said to Macduff, “Thou losest thy
labour, Macduff. As easily thou mayest impress the air with thy sword, as make me
vulnerable. | bear a charmed life, which must not yield to one of woman born.”

“Despair thy charm,” said Macduff, “and let that lying spirit whom thou hast
served, tell thee, that Macduff was never born of woman, never as the ordinary
manner of men is to be born, but was untimely taken from his mother.”

“Accursed be the tongue which tells me so,” said the trembling Macbeth, who felt
his last hold of confidence give way; “and let never man in future believe the lying
equivocations of witches and juggling spirits, who deceive us in words which have
double senses, and while they keep their promise literally, disappoint our hopes with
a different meaning. | will not fight with thee.”

“Then live!” said the scornful Macduff; “we will have a show of thee, as men show
monsters, and a painted board, on which shall be written, ‘Here men may see the

"77

tyrant

“Never,” said Macbeth, whose courage returned with despair; “I will not live to
kiss the ground before young Malcolm’s feet, and to be baited with the curses of the
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rabble. Though Birnam wood be come to Dunsinane, and thou opposed to me, who
west never born of woman, yet will I try the last.” With these frantic words he threw
himself upon Macduff, who, after a severe struggle, in the end overcame him, and
cutting off his head, made a present of it to the young and lawful king, Malcolm,
who took upon him the government which, by the machinations of the usurper, he
had so long been deprived of, and ascended the throne of Duncan the Meek, amid
the acclamations of the nobles and the people.
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The Winter’s Tale
By Charles and Mary Lamb

LEONTES, king of Sicily, and his queen, the beautiful and virtuous Hermione, once
lived in the greatest harmony together. So happy was Leontes in the love of this
excellent lady, that he had no wish ungratified, except that he sometimes desired to
see again, and to present to his queen, his old companion and school-fellow,
Polixenes, king of Bohemia. Leontes and Polixenes were brought up together from
their infancy, but being, by the death of their fathers, called to reign over their
respective kingdoms, they had not met for many years, though they frequently
interchanged gifts, letters, and loving embassies.

At length, after repeated invitations, Polixenes came from Bohemia to the Sicilian
court, to make his friend Leontes a visit.

At first this visit gave nothing but pleasure to Leontes. He recommended the friend
of his youth to the queen’s particular attention, and seemed in the presence of his
dear friend and old companion to have his felicity quite completed. They talked over
old times; their school-days and their youthful pranks were remembered, and
recounted to Hermione, who always took a cheerful part in these conversations.

When, after a long stay, Polixenes was preparing to depart, Hermione, at the desire
of her husband, joined her entreaties to his that Polixenes would prolong his visit.

And now began this good queen’s sorrow; for Polixenes refusing to stay at the
request of Leontes, was won over by Hermione’s gentle and persuasive words to put
off his departure for some weeks longer. Upon this, although Leontes had so long
known the integrity and honourable principles of his friend Polixenes, as well as the
excellent disposition of his virtuous queen, he was seized with an ungovernable
jealousy. Every attention Hermione showed to Polixenes, though by her husband’s
particular desire, and merely to please him, increased the unfortunate king’s
jealousy; and from being a loving and a true friend, and the best and fondest of
husbands, Leontes became suddenly a savage and inhuman monster. Sending for
Camillo, one of the lords of his court, and telling him of the suspicion he entertained,
he commanded him to poison Polixenes.
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Camillo was a good man; and he, well knowing that the jealousy of Leontes had
not the slightest foundation in truth, instead of poisoning Polixenes, acquainted him
with the king his master’s orders, and agreed to escape with him out of the Sicilian
dominions; and Polixenes, with the assistance of Camillo, arrived safe in his own
kingdom of Bohemia, where Camillo lived from that time in the king’s court, and
became the chief friend and favourite of Polixenes.

The flight of Polixenes enraged the jealous Leontes still more; he went to the
queen’s apartment, where the good lady was sitting with her little son Mamillius,
who was just beginning to tell one of his best stories to amuse his mother, when the
king entered, and taking the child away, sent Hermione to prison.

Mamillius, though but a very young child, loved his mother tenderly; and when he
saw her so dishonoured, and found she was taken from him to be put into a prison,
he took it deeply to heart, and drooped and pined away by slow degrees, losing his
appetite and his sleep, till it was thought his grief would kill him.

The king, when he had sent his queen to prison, commanded Cleomenes and Dion,
two Sicilian lords, to go to Delphos, there to inquire of the oracle at the temple of
Apollo, if his queen had been unfaithful to him.

When Hermione had been a short time in prison, she was brought to bed of a
daughter; and the poor lady received much comfort from the sight of her pretty baby,
and she said to it, “My poor little prisoner, I am as innocent as you are.”

Hermione had a kind friend in the noble-spirited Paulina, who was the wife of
Antigonus, a Sicilian lord; and when the lady Paulina heard her royal mistress was
brought to bed, she went to the prison where Hermione was confined; and she said
to Emilia, a lady who attended upon Hermione: “I pray you, Emilia, tell the good
queen, if her majesty dare trust me with her little babe, I will carry it to the king, its
father; we do not know how he may soften at the sight of his innocent child.”—
“Most worthy madam,” replied Emilia, “I will acquaint the queen with your noble
offer; she was wishing to-day that she had any friend who would venture to present
the child to the king.”—*“And tell her,” said Paulina, “that I will speak boldly to
Leontes in her defence.”—“May you be for ever blessed,” said Emilia, “for your
kindness to our gracious queen!” Emilia then went to Hermione, who joyfully gave
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up her baby to the care of Paulina, for she had feared that no one would dare venture
to present the child to its father.

Paulina took the new-born infant, and forcing herself into the king’s presence,
notwithstanding her husband, fearing the king’s anger, endeavoured to prevent her,
she laid the babe at its father’s feet, and Paulina made a noble speech to the king in
defence of Hermione, and she reproached him severely for his inhumanity, and
implored him to have mercy on his innocent wife and child. But Paulina’s spirited
remonstrances only aggravated Leontes’ displeasure, and he ordered her husband
Antigonus to take her from his presence.

When Paulina went away, she left the little baby at its father’s feet, thinking when
he was alone with it, he would look upon it, and have pity on its helpless innocence.

The good Paulina was mistaken; for no sooner was she gone than the merciless
father ordered Antigonus, Paulina’s husband, to take the child, and carry it out to
sea, and leave it upon some desert shore to perish.

Antigonus, unlike the good Camillo, too well obeyed the orders of Leontes; for he
immediately carried the child on shipboard, and put out to sea, intending to leave it
on the first desert coast he could find.

So firmly was the king persuaded of the guilt of Hermione, that he would not wait
for the return of Cleomenes and Dion, whom he had sent to consult the oracle of
Apollo at Delphos; but before the queen was recovered from her lying-in, and from
her grief for the loss of her precious baby, he had her brought to a public trial before
all the lords and nobles of his court. And when all the great lords, the judges, and all
the nobility of the land were assembled together to try Hermione, and that unhappy
gueen was standing as a prisoner before her subjects to receive their judgment
Cleomenes and Dion entered the assembly, and presented to the king the answer of
the oracle, sealed up; and Leontes commanded the seal to be broken, and the words
of the oracle to be read aloud, and these were the words: “Hermione is innocent,
Polixenes blameless, Camillo a true subject, Leontes a jealous tyrant, and the king
shall live without an heir if that which is lost be not found.” The king would give no
credit to the words of the oracle; he said it was a falsehood invented by the queen’s
friends, and he desired the judge to proceed in the trial of the queen; but while
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Leontes was speaking, a man entered and told him that the prince Mamillius, hearing
his mother was to be tried for her life, struck with grief and shame, had suddenly
died.

Hermione, upon hearing of the death of this dear affectionate child, who had lost
his life in sorrowing for her misfortune, fainted; and Leontes, pierced to the heart by
the news, began to feel pity for his unhappy queen, and he ordered Paulina, and the
ladies who were her attendants, to take her away, and use means for her recovery.
Paulina soon returned, and told the king that Hermione was dead.

When Leontes heard that the queen was dead, he repented of his cruelty to her; and
now that he thought his ill-usage had broken Hermione’s heart, he believed her
innocent; and now he thought the words of the oracle were true, as he knew “if that
which was lost was not found,” which he concluded was his young daughter, he
should be without an heir, the young prince Mamillius being dead; and he would
give his kingdom now to recover his lost daughter: and Leontes gave himself up to
remorse, and passed many years in mournful thoughts and repentant grief.

The ship in which Antigonus carried the infant princess out to sea was driven by a
storm upon the coast of Bohemia, the very kingdom of the good king Polixenes.
Here Antigonus landed, and here he left the little baby.

Antigonus never returned to Sicily to tell Leontes where he had left his daughter,
for as he was going back to the ship, a bear came out of the woods, and tore him to
pieces; a just punishment on him for obeying the wicked order of Leontes.

The child was dressed in rich clothes and jewels; for Hermione had made it very
fine when she sent it to Leontes, and Antigonus had pinned a paper to its mantle, and
the name of Perdita written thereon, and words obscurely intimating its high birth
and untoward fate.

This poor deserted baby was found by a shepherd. He was a humane man, and so
he carried the little Perdita home to his wife, who nursed it tenderly; but poverty
tempted the shepherd to conceal the rich prize he had found; therefore he left that
part of the country, that no one might know where he got his riches, and with part of
Perdita’s jewels he bought herds of sheep, and became a wealthy shepherd. He
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brought up Perdita as his own child, and she knew not she was any other than a
shepherd’s daughter.

The little Perdita grew up a lovely maiden; and though she had no better education
than that of a shepherd’s daughter, yet so did the natural graces she inherited from
her royal mother shine forth in her untutored mind, that no one from her behaviour
would have known she had not been brought up in her father’s court.

Polixenes, the king of Bohemia, had an only son, whose name was Florizel. As this
young prince was hunting near the shepherd’s dwelling, he saw the old man’s
supposed daughter; and the beauty, modesty, and queen-like deportment of Perdita
caused him instantly to fall in love with her. He soon, under the name of Doricles,
and in the disguise of a private gentleman, became a constant visitor at the old
shepherd’s house. Florizel’s frequent absences from court alarmed Polixenes; and
setting people to watch his son, he discovered his love for the shepherd’s fair
daughter.

Polixenes then called for Camillo, the faithful Camillo, who had preserved his life
from the fury of Leontes, and desired that he would accompany him to the house of
the shepherd, the supposed father of Perdita.

Polixenes and Camillo, both in disguise, arrived at the old shepherd’s dwelling
while they were celebrating the feast of sheep-shearing; and though they were
strangers, yet at the sheep-shearing every guest being made welcome, they were
invited to walk in, and join in the general festivity.

Nothing but mirth and jollity was going forward. Tables were spread, and great
preparations were making for the rustic feast. Some lads and lasses were dancing on
the green before the house, while others of the young men were buying ribands,
gloves, and such toys, of a pedlar at the door.

While this busy scene was going forward, Florizel and Perdita sat quietly in a
retired corner, seemingly more pleased with the conversation of each other, than
desirous of engaging in the sports and silly amusements of those around them.

The king was so disguised that it was impossible his son could know him: he
therefore advanced near enough to hear the conversation. The simple yet elegant
manner in which Perdita conversed with his son did not a little surprise Polixenes;
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he said to Camillo, “This is the prettiest low-born lass | ever saw; nothing she does
or says but looks like something greater than herself, too noble for this place.”

Pamillo replied, “Indeed she is the very queen of curds and cream.”

“Pray, my good friend,” said the king to the old shepherd, “what fair swain is that
talking with your daughter?”—*“They call him Doricles,” replied the shepherd. “He
says he loves my daughter; and, to speak truth, there is not a kiss to choose which
loves the other best. If young Doricles can get her, she shall bring him that he little
dreams of,” meaning the remainder of Perdita’s jewels; which, after he had bought
herds of sheep with part of them, he had carefully hoarded up for her marriage
portion.

Polixenes then addressed his son. “How now, young man!” said he; “your heart
seems full of something that takes off your mind from feasting. When | was young,
| used to load my love with presents; but you have let the pedlar go, and have bought
your lass no toy.”

The young prince, who little thought he was talking to the king his father, replied,
“Old sir, she prizes not such trifles; the gifts which Perdita expects from me are
locked up in my heart.” Then turning to Perdita, he said to her, “Oh hear me, Perdita,
before this ancient gentleman, who it seems was once himself a lover; he shall hear
what I profess.” Florizel then called upon the old stranger to be a witness to a solemn
promise of marriage which he made to Perdita, saying to Polixenes, “I pray you,
mark our contract.”

“Mark your divorce, young sir,” said the king, discovering himself. Polixenes then
reproached his son for daring to contract himself to this low-born maiden, calling
Perdita “shepherd’s-brat, sheep-hook,” and other disrespectful names; and
threatening, if ever she suffered his son to see her again, he would put her, and the
old shepherd her father, to a cruel death.

The king then left them in great wrath, and ordered Camillo to follow him with
prince Florizel.

When the king had departed, Perdita, whose royal nature was roused by Polixenes’
reproaches, said, “Though we are all undone, I was not much afraid; and once or
twice | was about to speak, and tell him plainly that the selfsame sun which shines
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upon his palace, hides not his face from our cottage, but looks on both alike.” Then
sorrowfully she said, “But now I am awakened from this dream, I will queen it no
further. Leave me, sir; | will go milk my ewes and weep.”

The kind-hearted Camillo was charmed with the spirit and propriety of Perdita’s
behaviour; and perceiving that the young prince was too deeply in love to give up
his mistress at the command of his royal father, he thought of a way to befriend the
lovers, and at the same time to execute a favourite scheme he had in his mind.

Camillo had long known that Leontes, the king of Sicily, was become a true
penitent; and though Camillo was now the favoured friend of king Polixenes, he
could not help wishing once more to see his late royal master and his native home.
He therefore proposed to Florizel and Perdita that they should accompany him to the
Sicilian court, where he would engage Leontes should protect them, till, through his
mediation, they could obtain pardon from Polixenes, and his consent to their
marriage.

To this proposal they joyfully agreed; and Camillo, who conducted everything
relative to their flight, allowed the old shepherd to go along with them.

The shepherd took with him the remainder of Perdita’s jewels, her baby clothes,
and the paper which he had found pinned to her mantle.

After a prosperous voyage, Florizel and Perdita, Camillo and the old shepherd,
arrived in safety at the court of Leontes. Leontes, who still mourned his dead
Hermione and his lost child, received Camillo with great kindness, and gave a cordial
welcome to prince Florizel. But Perdita, whom Florizel introduced as his princess,
seemed to engross all Leontes’ attention: perceiving a resemblance between her and
his dead queen Hermione, his grief broke out afresh, and he said, such a lovely
creature might his own daughter have been, if he had not so cruelly destroyed her.
“And then, too,” said he to Florizel, “I lost the society and friendship of your grave
father, whom I now desire more than my life once again to look upon.”

When the old shepherd heard how much notice the king had taken of Perdita, and
that he had lost a daughter, who was exposed in infancy, he fell to comparing the
time when he found the little Perdita, with the manner of its exposure, the jewels and
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other tokens of its high birth; from all which it was impossible for him not to
conclude that Perdita and the king’s lost daughter were the same.

Florizel and Perdita, Camillo and the faithful Paulina, were present when the old
shepherd related to the king the manner in which he had found the child, and also
the circumstance of Antigonus’ death, he having seen the bear seize upon him. He
showed the rich mantle in which Paulina remembered Hermione had wrapped the
child; and he produced a jewel which she remembered Hermione had tied about
Perdita’s neck, and he gave up the paper which Paulina knew to be the writing of
her husband; it could not be doubted that Perdita was Leontes’ own daughter: but
oh! the noble struggles of Paulina, between sorrow for her husband’s death, and joy
that the oracle was fulfilled, in the king’s heir, his long-lost daughter being found.
When Leontes heard that Perdita was his daughter, the great sorrow that he felt that
Hermione was not living to behold her child, made him that he could say nothing for
a long time, but “O thy mother, thy mother!”

Paulina interrupted this joyful yet distressful scene, with saying to Leontes, that she
had a statue newly finished by that rare Italian master, Julio Romano, which was
such a perfect resemblance of the queen, that would his majesty be pleased to go to
her house and look upon it, he would be almost ready to think it was Hermione
herself. Thither then they all went; the king anxious to see the semblance of his
Hermione, and Perdita longing to behold what the mother she never saw did look
like.

When Paulina drew back the curtain which concealed this famous statue, so
perfectly did it resemble Hermione, that all the king’s sorrow was renewed at the
sight; for a long time he had no power to speak or move.

“I like your silence, my liege,” said Paulina, “it the more shows your wonder. Is
not this statue very like your queen?”

At length the king said, “O, thus she stood, even with such majesty, when I first
wooed her. But yet, Paulina, Hermione was not so aged as this statue looks.” Paulina
replied, “So much the more the carver’s excellence, who has made the statue as
Hermione would have looked had she been living now. But let me draw the curtain,
sire, lest presently you think it moves.”
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The king then said, “Do not draw the curtain. Would I were dead! See, Camillo,
would you not think it breathed? Her eye seems to have motion in it.”—*I must draw
the curtain, my liege,” said Paulina. “You are so transported, you will persuade

yourself the statue lives.”—*“O, sweet Paulina,” said Leontes, “make me think so
twenty years together! Still methinks there is an air comes from her. What fine chisel
could ever yet cut breath? Let no man mock me, for I will kiss her.”—*“Good my

lord, forbear!” said Paulina. “The ruddiness upon her lip is wet; you will stain your
own with oily painting. Shall I draw the curtain?”—*“No, not these twenty Yyears,”

said Leontes.

Perdita, who all this time had been kneeling, and beholding in silent admiration the
statue of her matchless mother, said now: “And so long could I stay here, looking
upon my dear mother.”

“Either forbear this transport,” said Paulina to Leontes, “and let me draw the
curtain; or prepare yourself for more amazement. | can make the statue move indeed;
ay, and descend from off the pedestal, and take you by the hand. But then you will
think, which | protest I am not, that | am assisted by some wicked powers.”

“What you can make her do,” said the astonished king, “I am content to look upon.
What you can make her speak, | am content to hear; for it is as easy to make her
speak as move.”

Paulina then ordered some slow and solemn music, which she had prepared for the
purpose, to strike up; and, to the amazement of all the beholders, the statue came
down from off the pedestal, and threw its arms around Leontes’ neck. The statue
then began to speak, praying for blessings on her husband, and on her child, the
newly-found Perdita.

No wonder that the statue hung upon Leontes’ neck, and blessed her husband and
her child. No wonder; for the statue was indeed Hermione herself, the real, the living
queen.

Paulina had falsely reported to the king the death of Hermione, thinking that the
only means to preserve her royal mistress’ life; and with the good Paulina, Hermione
had lived ever since, never choosing Leontes should know she was living, till she
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heard Perdita was found; for though she had long forgiven the injuries which Leontes
had done to herself, she could not pardon his cruelty to his infant daughter.

His dead queen thus restored to life, his lost daughter found, the long-sorrowing
Leontes could scarcely support the excess of his own happiness.

Nothing but congratulations and affectionate speeches were heard on all sides. Now
the delighted parents thanked Prince Florizel for loving their lowly-seeming
daughter; and now they blessed the good old shepherd for preserving their child.
Greatly did Camillo and Paulina rejoice that they had lived to see so good an end of
all their faithful services.

And as if nothing should be wanting to complete this strange and unlooked-for joy,
King Polixenes himself now entered the palace.

When Polixenes first missed his son and Camillo, knowing that Camillo had long
wished to return to Sicily, he conjectured he should find the fugitives here; and,
following them with all speed, he happened to just arrive at this, the happiest moment
of Leontes’ life.

Polixenes took a part in the general joy; he forgave his friend Leontes the unjust
jealousy he had conceived against him, and they once more loved each other with
all the warmth of their first boyish friendship. And there was no fear that Polixenes
would now oppose his son’s marriage with Perdita. She was no “sheep-hook” now,
but the heiress of the crown of Sicily.

Thus have we seen the patient virtues of the long-suffering Hermione rewarded.
That excellent lady lived many years with her Leontes and her Perdita, the happiest
of mothers and of queens.
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