. '_" ﬂ:‘i’ukr f-F - o
11 z seyday Engluan Snack | EERLITEY
It H ’ \ ‘\ 3 % +MP3

- —— s
LT R R
EXE | HEL] .‘ “‘ : |-
111N MANEENERER B iEEENE R %i il
[ JINEEEEREEREE B i IERRER RAROGHE vl
TITEEREEE Pl'lri“'? e gyﬂ’ﬁytfﬂj aijﬁﬁﬁ \S‘;’Iﬂﬂé
MERRRR

1 lltl 5 ] t ﬂ
'-Hf?ﬂtﬁk EEE

e -

L

vew £ R f ]S -HII’E,HJ %

} | *_.‘I%T iuﬂ}ﬂuftﬂ aste rpn. cks you n '
L’ - = wimw R '_'u.

[ | fllrrll




e [ife is like a dream
o Dr. Faustus
Hamlet
The Pilgrim’s Progress
A Tale of Two Cities
Life of Pi
Don Quixote
The Great Gatsby
The Story of an Hour
Sister Carrie
Ulysses
Life on the Mississippi
¢ You must strive to find your own voice
The Catcher in the Rye
On the Road
The House on Mango Street
Araby
The Little Prince
Dead Poets Society
Vive La Paris
e For you, athousand times over
Gone with the Wind
Romeo and Juliet
Letter from an Unknown Woman
The Scarlet Letter
Sons and Lovers
Lady Chatterley’s Lover
Pride and Prejudice

Wauthering Heights
I Am Willing That It Is a Torrent
Jane Eyre

A Rose for Emily
Tess of the d’Urbervilles

Madame Bovary
The Kite Runner
e [.ove will consume all the darkness

O O O 0O 0O 0O 0O o o o

O O O O O O

o

o

O 0O 0O 0o O O o o o o o o

o




O O O 0O O O o o

The Old Man and the Sea

The Memory Keeper’s Daughter
[ Am Legend

The Song of Kahunsha
The Silence of the Lambs

Catch-22
The Shawshank Redemption
Young Goodman Brown

HLZHETPREENEEMZR [ ] : http://www.yabook.org



http://www.yabook.org/

Life is like a dream

VERAEP oLy
Dr. Faustus

Mo g iy S B
[Fe] v 4R K - 9% (Christopher Marlowe)
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Faust. Now that the gloomy shadow of the night, Longing to view
Orion’s drizzling look, Leaps from the antarctic world unto the skyAnd
dims the welkin with her pitchy breath.Faustus, begin thine incantationsAnd
try if devils will obey thy hest, Seeing thou has prayed and sacrificed to
them.

Within this circle is Jehovah’s name
[He draws the circle on the ground.]
Forward and backward anagrammatized,
The breviated names of holy saints,

Figures of every adjunct to the heavens



And characters of signs and erring stars,

By which the spirits are enforced to rise.

Then fear not, Faustus, but be resolute

And try the uttermost magic can perform.

[Enter MEPHISTOPHILIS in the shape of a dragon.]
I charge thee to return and change thy shape;

Thou art too ugly to attend on me.

Go, and return an old Franciscan friar;

That holy shape becomes a devil best.

I see there’s virtue in my heavenly words:

Who would not be proficient in this art?

How pliant is this Mephistophilis,

Full of obedience and humility!

Such is the force of magic and my spells.

Now, Faustus, thou art conjurer laureate

That canst command great Mephistophilis:

Quin redis, Mephistophilis, fratris imagine!
[Re-enter Mephistophil is like a Friar.]

Meph. Now, Faustus, what wouldst thou have me do?

Faust. I charge thee wait upon me whilst I live



To do whatever Faustus shall command, Be it be make the moon drop
from her sphere Or the ocean to overwhelm the world.

Meph. I am a servant to great Lucifer And may not follow thee without
his leave: No more than he commands must we perform.

Faust. Did not he charge thee to appear to me?
Meph. No, I came now hither of my own accord.
Faust. Did not my conjuring speeches raise thee?
Speak!

Meph. That was the cause, but yet per accident, For when we hear
one rack the name of God, Abjure the Scriptures and his Saviour Christ,
We fly in hope to get his glorious soul; Nor will we come unless he use
such means Whereby he is in danger to be damned; Therefore the shortest
cut for conjuring Is stoutly to abjure the Trinity And pray devoutly to the
prince of hell.

Faust. So I have done, and hold this principle, There is no chief but
only Belzebub To whom Faustus doth dedicate himself. This
word“damnation”terrifies not me For I confound hell in Elysium; My ghost
be with the old philosophers!

But leaving these vain trifles of men’s souls—

Tell me, what is that Lucifer thy lord? Meph. Arch-regent and
commander of all spirits.

Faust. Was not that Lucifer an angel once?
Meph. Yes, Faustus, and most dearly loved of God.
Faust. How comes it, then, that he is prince of devils?

Meph. O, by aspiring pride and insolence,



For which God threw him from the face of heaven.
Faust. And what are you that live with Lucifer?
Meph. Unhappy spirits that fell with Lucifer,
Conspired against our God with Lucifer,

And are forever damned with Lucifer.

Faust. Where are you damned?

Meph. In hell.

Faust. How comes it, then, that thou art out of hell?
Meph. Why, this is hell, nor aml out of it:

Thinkst thou that I who saw the face of God And tasted the eternal joys
of heaven Am not tormented with ten thousand hells In being deprived of
everlasting bliss?

O Faustus, leave these frivolous demands Which strike a terror to my
fainting soul!

Faust. What, is great Mephistophilis so passionate For being deprived
of the joys of heaven?

Learn thou of Faustus manly fortitude And scorn those joys thou never
shalt possess. Go,

bear these tidings to great

Lucifer: Seeing Faustus hath incurred eternal death By desperate
thoughts against Jove’s deity,

Say he surrenders up to him his soul

So he will spare him four and twenty years, Letting him live in all



voluptuousness,
Having thee ever to attend on me: To give me whatsoever I shall ask,
To tell me whatsoever I demand,
To slay mine enemies and aid my friends,
And always be obedient to my will. Go, and return to mighty Lucifer,

And meet me in my study at midnight And then resolve me of thy
master’s mind.

Meph. I will, Faustus.

Faust. Had I as many souls as there be stars I’d give them all for
Mephistophilis! By him I’ll be great emperor of the world, And make a
bridge thorough the moving air To pass the ocean with a band of men; I’ll
join the hills that bind the Afric shore And make that country continent to
Spain, And both contributory to my crown; The Emperor shall not live
but by my leave, Nor any potentate of Germany.

Now that I have obtained what I desire

I’1l live in speculation of this art Till Mephistophilis return again.
o B
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When you want knowledge like you want air under water then you will

get it. Socrates
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Ham. To be, or not to be— that is the question;
Whether’tis nobler in the mind to suffer

The slings and arrows of outrageous fortune,

Or to take arms against a sea of troubles,

And by opposing end them? To die, to sleep—

No more, and by a sleep to say we end The heart-ache and the thousand
natural shocks

That flesh is heir to’tis a consummation

Devoutly to be wish’d. To die, to sleep;

To sleep, perchance to dream. Ay, there’s the rub;
For in that sleep of death what dreams may come,
When we have shuffled off this mortal coil,

Must give us pause. There’s the respect

That makes calamity of so long life;



For who would bear the whips and scorns of time,
Th’oppressor’s wrong, the proud man’s contumely,
The pangs of despis’d love, the law’s delay,

The insolence of office, and the spurns

That patient merit of th’unworthy takes,

When he himself might his quietus make

With a bare bodkin? Who would these fardels bear,
To grunt and sweat under a weary life,

But that the dread of something after death—

The undiscover’d country, from whose bourn No traveler returns—
puzzles the will,

And makes us rather bear those ills we have
Than fly to others that we know not of?

Thus conscience does make cowards of us all;
And thus the native hue of resolution

Is sicklied o’er with the pale cast of thought,
And enterprises of great pith and moment
With this regard, their currents turn awry
And lose the name of action.
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Don’t believe that winning is really everything. It’s more important to
stand for something. If you don’t stand for something, what do you win?
Lane Kirkland
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The Pilgrim’s Progress
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Then I saw in my dream, that when they were got out of the
wilderness, they presently saw a town before them, and the name of that
town is Vanity; and at the town there is a fair kept, called Vanity Fair; it is
kept all the year long; it bearth the name of Vanity Fair because the town
where it is kept is lighter than vanity; and also because all that is there
sold, or that cometh thither, is vanity. As is the saying of the wise, “All
that cometh is vanity” .

This fair is no new-erected business, but a thing of ancient standing; 1
will show you the original of it.

Almost five thousand years agone, there were pilgrims walking to the
Celestial City, as these two honest persons are; and Beelzebub,
Apollyon, and Legion, with their companions, perceiving by the path that
the pilgrims made, that their way to the city lay through this town of
Vanity, they contrived to set up a fair; a fair wherein should be sold all
sorts of vanity, and that it should last all the year long. Therefore at this fair
are all such merchandise sold, as houses, lands, trades, places,
honors, preferments, titles, countries, kingdoms, lusts, pleasures,
and delights of all sorts, as whores, bawds, wives, husbands,
children, masters, servants, lives, blood, bodies, souls, silver,
gold, pearls, precious stones, and what not.

And, moreover, at this fair there is at all times to be seen jugglings,
cheats, games, plays, fools, apes, knaves, and rogues, and that of
every kind. Here are to be seen, too, and that for nothing, thefts,
murders, adulteries, false swearers, and that of a blood-red colour.

And as in other fairs of less moment, there are the several rows and
streets, under their proper names, where such and such wares are vended;
so here likewise you have the proper places, rows, streets (viz. countries
and kingdoms), where the wares of this fair are soonest to be found. Here is
the Britain Row, the French Row, the Italian Row, the Spanish Row, the
German Row, where several sorts of vanities are to be sold. But, as in other
fairs, some one commodity is as the chief of all the fair, so the ware of
Rome and her merchandise is greatly promoted in this fair; only our English
nation, with some others, have taken a dislike thereat.



Now, asIsaid, the way to the Celestial City lies just through this
town where this lusty fair is kept; and he that will go to the city, and yet
not go through this town, must needs go out of the world. The Prince of
princes himself, when here, went through this town to his own country,
and that upon a fair-day, too, yea, and as I think, it was Beelzebup, the
chief lord of this fair, that invited him to buy of his vanities; yea, would
have made him lord of the fair, would he but have done him reverence as he
went through the town. Yea, because he was such a man of honour,
Beelzebub had him from street to street, and showed him all the kingdoms
of the world in a little time, that he might, if possible, allure the Blessed
One to cheapen and buy some of his vanities; but he had no mind to the
merchandise, and therefore left the town, without laying so much as one
farthing upon these vanities. This fair, therefore, is an ancient thing, of
long standing, and a very great fair.

Now these pilgrims, as I said, must needs go through the fair. Well,
so they did; but behold, even as they entered into the fair, all the people in
the fair were moved, and the town itself as it were in a hubbub about
them; and that for several reasons: for First, The pilgrims were clothed
with such kind of raiment as was diverse from the raiment of any that traded
in the fair. The people, therefore, of the fair, made a great gazing upon
them:

some said they were fools, some they were bedlams, and some
they were outlandish men.

Secondly, And as they wondered at their apparel, so they did likewise
at their speech; for few could understand what they said; they naturally
spoke the language of Canaan, but they that kept the fair were the men of
this world; so that, from one end of the fair to the other, they seemed
barbarians each to the other.

Thirdly, But that which did not a little amuse the merchandisers was
that these pilgrims set very light by all their wares; they cared not so much
as to look upon them; and if they called upon them to buy, they would put
their fingers in their ears, and cry, “Turn away mine eyes from beholding
vanity, “and look upwards, signifying that their trade and traffic was in



heaven.

One chanced mockingly, beholding the carriages ot the men, to say
unto them, What will ye buy? But they, looking gravely upon him,
said, “We buy the truth”. At that there was an occasion taken to despise the
men the more; some mocking, some taunting, some speaking
reproachfully, and some calling upon others to smite them. At last things
came to a hubbub and great stir in the fair, insomuch that all order was
confounded. Now was word presently brought to the great one of the fair,
who quickly came down, and deputed some of his most trusty friends to
take these men into examination, about whom the fair was almost
overturned. So the men were brought to examination; and they that sat upon
them asked whence they came, whither they went, and what they did
there, in such an unusual garb? The men told them that they were pilgrims
and strangers in the world, and that they were going to their own country,
which was the Heavenly Jerusalem; and that they had given no occasion to
the men of the town, nor yet to the merchandisers, thus to abuse them,
and to let them in their journey, except it was for that, when one asked
them what they would buy, they said they would buy the truth. But they that
were appointed to examine them did not believe them to be any other than
bedlams and mad, or else such as came to put all things into a confusion in
the fair. Therefore they took them and beat them, and besmeared them with
dirt, and then put them into the cage, that they might be made a spectacle
to all the men of the fair.
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they first make mad. ,Whom the gods destroy
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It was the best of times, it was the worst of times, it was the age of
wisdom, it was the age of foolishness, it was the epoch of belief, it was
the epoch of incredulity, it was the season of Light, it was the season of
Darkness, it was the spring of hope, it was the winter of despair, we had
everything before us, we had nothing before us, we were all going direct
to Heaven, we were all going direct the other way— in short, the period
was

thatsomeofitsnoisiestauthorities , sofarlikethepresentperiod

insisted on its being received, for good or for evil, in the superlative
degree of comparison only.

There were a king with a large jaw and a queen with a plain face, on
the throne of England; there were a king with a large jaw and a queen with a
fair face, on the throne of France. In both countries it was clearer than
crystal to the lords of the State preserves of loaves and fishes, that things in
general were settled for ever.

It was the year of Our Lord one thousand seven hundred and seventy-
five. Spiritual revelations were conceded to England at that favoured
period, a sat this. Mrs. Southcott had recently attained her five-and-
twentieth blessed birthday, of whom a prophetic private in the Life Guards
had heralded the sublime appearance by announcing that arrangements were
made for the swallowing up of London and Westminster. Even the Cock-lane
ghost had been laid only a round dozen of years, after rapping out its
messages, as the spirits of this very year last past (supernaturally deficient in
originality) rapped out theirs. Mere messages in the earthly order of events



had lately come to the English Crown and People, from a congress of
British subjects in America: which, strange to relate, have proved more
important to the human race than any communications yet received through
any

of the chickens of the Cock-lane brood.

France, less favoured on the whole as to matters spiritual than her sister
of the shield and trident, rolled with exceeding smoothness down hill,
making paper money and spending it. Under the guidance of her Christian
pastors, she entertained herself besides, with such humane achievements as
sentencing a youth to have his hands cut off, his tongue torn out with
pincers, and his body burned alive, because he had not kneeled down in
the rain to do honour to a dirty procession of monks which passed within his
view, at a distance of some fifty or sixty yards. It is likely enough that,
rooted in the woods of France and Norway, there were growing trees,
when that sufferer was put to death, already marked by the Woodman,
Fate, to comedown and be sawn into boards, to make a certain movable
framework with a sack and a knife in it, terrible in history. It is likely
enough that in the rough outhouses old some tillers of the heavy lands
adjacent to Paris, there were sheltered from the weather that very day,
rude carts, be spattered with rustic mire, snuffed about by pigs, and
roosted in by poultry, which the Farmer, Death, had already set apart to
be his tumbrils of the Revolution. But that Woodman and that Farmer,
though they work unceasingly, work silently, and no one heard them as
they went about with muffled tread: the rather, for as much as to entertain
any suspicion that they were awake, was to be atheistical and traitorous.
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When we reached land, Mexico to be exact, I was so weak I barely
had the strength to be happy about it. We had great difficulty landing. The
lifeboat nearly capsized in the surf. I streamed the sea anchors — what was
left of them — full open to keep us perpendicular to the waves, and I tripped
them as soon as we began riding a crest. In this way, streaming and tripping
the anchors, we surfed in to shore. It was dangerous. But we caught one
wave at just the right point and it carried us a great distance, past the high,
collapsing walls of water. I tripped the anchors a last time and we were
pushed in the rest of the way. The boat hissed to a halt against the sand.

I let myself down the side. I was afraid to let go, afraid that so close to
deliverance, in two feet of water, I would drown. I looked ahead to see
how far I had to go. The glance gave me one of my last images of Richard
Parker, for at that precise moment he jumped over me. I saw his body, so
immeasurably vital, stretched in the air above me, a fleeting, furred
rainbow. He landed in the water, his back legs splayed, his tail high, and
from there, in a few hops, he reached the beach. He went to the left, his
paws gouging the wet sand, but changed his mind and spun around. He
passed directly in front of me on his way to the right. He didn’t look at me.
He ran a hundred yards or so along the shore before turning in. His gait was
clumsy and uncoordinated. He fell several times. At the edge of the jungle,
he stopped. I was certain he would turn my way. He would look at me. He
would flatten his ears. He would growl. In some such way, he would
conclude our relationship. He did nothing of the sort. He only looked fixedly
into the jungle. Then Richard Parker, companion of my torment, awful,
fierce thing that kept me alive, moved

forward and disappeared forever from my life.

I struggled to shore and fell upon the sand. I looked about. I was truly
alone, orphaned not only of my family, but now of Richard Parker, and
nearly, Ithought, of God. Of course, I wasn’t. This beach, so soft, firm
and vast, was like the cheek of God, and somewhere two eyes were



glittering with pleasure and a mouth was smiling at having me there.

After some hours a member of my own species found me. He left and
returned with a group. They were six or seven. They came up to me with their
hands covering their noses and mouths. I wondered what was wrong with
them. They spoke to me in a strange tongue. They pulled the lifeboat onto the
sand. They carried me away. The one piece of turtle meat I had brought from
the boat they wrenched from my hand and threw away.

I wept like a child. It was not because I was overcome at having
survived my ordeal, though I was. Nor was it the presence of my brothers
and sisters, though that too was very moving. I was weeping because
Richard Parker had left me so unceremoniously. What a terrible thing it is to
botch a farewell. I am a person who believes in form, in the harmony of
order. Where we can, we must give things a meaningful shape. For
example, I wonder — could you tell my jumbled story in exactly one
hundred chapters, not one more, not one less? I’ll tell you, that’s one
thing I hate about my nickname, the way that number runs on forever. It’s
important in life to conclude things properly. Only then can you let go.
Otherwise you are left with words you should have said but never did, and
your heart is heavy with remorse. That bungled goodbye hurts me to this day.
I wish so much that I’d had one last look at him in the lifeboat, that I had
provoked him a little, so that I was on his mind. I wish I had said to him
then — yes, Iknow, toatiger, but still— I wish I had said, “Richard
Parker, it’s over. We have survived. Can you believe it? I owe you more
gratitude than I can express. I couldn’t have done it without you. I would like
to say it formally: Richard Parker, thank you. Thank you for saving my life.
And now go where you must. You have known the confined freedom of a zoo
most of your life; now you will know the free confinement of a jungle. I
wish you all the best with it. Watch out for Man. He is not your friend. But I
hope you will remember me as a friend. I will never forget you, that is
certain. You will always be with me, in my heart. What is that hiss? Ah,
our boat has touched sand. So farewell, Richard Parker, farewell. God be
with you.”

The people who found me took me to their village, and there some
women gave me a bath and scrubbed me so hard that I wondered if they



realized I was naturally brown skinned and not a very dirty white boy. I tried
to explain. They nodded and smiled and kept on scrubbing me as if I were the
deck of a ship. I thought they were going to skin me alive. But they gave me
food. Delicious food. Once I started eating, I couldn’t stop.

The next day a police car came and brought me to a hospital, and there
my story ends.

I was overwhelmed by the generosity of those who rescued me. Poor
people gave me clothes and food. Doctors and nurses cared for me as if I
were a premature baby. Mexican and Canadian officials opened all doors for
me so that from the beach in Mexico to the home of my foster mother to the
classrooms of the University of Toronto, there was only one long, easy
corridor I had to walk down. To all these people I would like to extend my
heartfelt thanks.
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In a village of La Mancha, the name of which I have no desire to call to
mind, there lived not long since one of those gentlemen that keep a lance in
the lance-rack, an old buckler, alean hack, and a greyhound for coursing.
An olla of rather more beef than mutton, a salad on most night, scraps on
Saturdays, lentils on Fridays, and a pigeon or so extra on Sundays, made
away with three-quarters of his income. The rest of it went in a doublet of
fine cloth and velvet breeches and shoes to match for holidays, while on
week-days he made a brave figure in his best homespun. He had in his house
a housekeeper past forty, a niece under twenty, and a lad for the field and
market-place, who used to saddle the hack as well as handle the bill-hook.
The age of this gentleman of ours was bordering of fifty; he was of a hardy
habit, spare, gauntfeatured, a very early riser and a great sportsman. They
will have it his surname was Quixada or Quesada (for here there is some
difference of opinion among the authors who write on the subject) ,
although from reasonable conjectures it seems plain that he was called
Quexana. This, however, is of but little importance to our tale; it will be
enough not to stray a hair’s breadth from the truth in the telling of it.

You must know, then, that the above-named gentleman whenever he
was at leisure (which was mostly all the year round) gave himself up to
reading books of chivalry with such ardour and avidity that he almost entirely
neglected the pursuit of his field-sports, and even the management of his
property; and to such a pitch did his eagerness and infatuation go that he



sold many an acre of tillageland to buy books of chivalry to read, and
brought home as many of them as he could get. But of all there were none he
liked so well as those of the famous Feliciano de Silva’s. composition, for
their lucidity of style and complicated conceits were as pearls in his sight,
particularly when in his reading he came upon courtships and cartels, where
he often found passages like“the reason of the unreason with which my
reason is afflicted so weakens my reason that with reason I murmur at your
beauty; “or again, “the high heavens, that of your divinity divinely fortify
you with the stars, render you deserving of the desert your greatness
deserves.”Over conceits of this sort the poor gentleman lost his wits, and
used to lie awake striving to understand them and worm the meaning out of
them; what Aristotle himself could not have made out or extracted had he
come to life again for that special purpose. He was not at all easy about the
wounds which Don Belianis gave and took, because it seemed to him that,
great as were the surgeons who had cured him, he must have had his face
and body covered all over with seams and scars. He commended,

however, the author’s way of ending his book with the promise of that
interminable adventure, and many a time was he tempted to take up his pen
and finish it properly as is there proposed, which no doubt he would have
done, and made a successful piece of work of it too, had not greater and
more absorbing thoughts prevented him.

Many an argument did he have with the curate of his village (a learned
man, and a graduate of Siguenza) as to which had been the better knight,
Palmerin of England or Amadis of Gaul. Master Nicholas, the village
barber, however, used to say that neither of them came up to the Knight of
Phoebus, and that if there was any that could compare with him it was Don
Galaor, the brother of Amadis of Gaul, because he had a spirit that was
equal to every occasion, and was no finikin knight, nor lachrymose like his
brother, while in the matter of valour he was not a whit behind him. In
short, he became so absorbed in his books that he spent his nights from
sunset to sunrise, and his days from dawn to dark, poring over them; and
what with little sleep and much reading his brains got so dry that he lost his
wits.

His fancy grew full of what he used to read about in his books,
enchantments, quarrels, battles, challenges, wounds, wooings,



loves, agonies, and all sorts of impossible nonsense; and it so possessed
his mind that the whole fabric of invention and fancy he read of was true,
that to him no history in the world had more reality in it. He used to say the
Cid Ruy Diaz was a very good knight, but that he was not to be compared
with the Knight of the Burning Sword who with one backstroke cut in half
two fierce and monstrous giants. He thought more of Bernardo del Carpio
because at Roncesvalles he slew Roland in spite of enchantments, availing
himself of the artifice of Hercules when he strangled Antaeus the son of Terra
in his arms. He approved highly of the giant Morgante, because, although
of the giant breed which is always arrogant and ill-conditioned, he alone
was affable and well-bred. But above all he admired Reinaldos of
Montalban, especially when he saw him sallying forth from his castle and
robbing everyone he met, and when beyond the seas he stole that image of
Mahomet which, as his history says, was entirely of gold. To have a bout

of kicking at that traitor of a Ganelon he would have given his

housekeeper, and his niece into the bargain.
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Johann

Behavior is a mirror in which every one shows his image.
Wolfgang von Goethe
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The Great Gatsby
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I spent my Saturday nights in New York because those gleaming,
dazzling parties of his were with me so vividly that I could still hear the
music and the laughter, faint and incessant, from his garden, and the cars
going up and down his drive. One night I did hear a material car there, and
saw its lights stop at his front steps. But I didn’t investigate. Probably it was
some final guest who had been away at the ends of the earth and didn’t know
that the party was over.

On the last night, with my trunk packed and my car sold to the
grocer, I went over and looked at that huge incoherent failure of a house
once more. On the white steps an obscene word, scrawled by some boy
with a piece of brick, stood out clearly in the moonlight, and I erased it,
drawing my shoe raspingly along the stone. Then I wandered down to the
beach and sprawled out on the sand.

Most of the big shore places were closed now and there were hardly any
lights except the shadowy, moving glow of a ferryboat across the Sound.
And as the moon rose higher the inessential houses began to melt away until
gradually I became aware of the old island here that flowered once for Dutch
sailors’eyes— a fresh, green breast of the new world. Its vanished trees,
the trees that had made way for Gatsby’s house, had once pandered in
whispers to the last and greatest of all human dreams; for a transitory
enchanted moment man must have held his breath in the presence of this
continent, compelled into an aesthetic contemplation he neither understood
nor desired, face to face for the last time in history with something
commensurate to his capacity for wonder.

And as I sat there brooding on the old, unknown world, I thought of
Gatsby’s wonder when he first picked out the green light at the end of
Daisy’s dock . He had come a long way to this blue

lawn, and his dream must have seemed so close that he could hardly
fail to grasp it. He did not know that it was already behind him, somewhere



back in that vast obscurity beyond the city, where the dark fields of the
republic rolled on under the night.

Gatsby believed in the green light, the orgiastic future that year by year
recedes before us. It eluded us then, but that’s no matter — tomorrow we
will run faster, stretch out our arms farther... And one fine morning...

So we beat on, boats against the current, borne back ceaselessly into
the past.
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The Story of an Hour
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Knowing that Mrs.Mallard was afflicted with a heart trouble,

great care was taken to break to her as gently as possible the news of her
husband’s death.

It was her sister Josephine who told her, in broken sentences; veiled
hints that revealed in half concealing.

Her husband’s friend Richards was there, too, near her. It was he who
had been in the newspaper office when intelligence of the railroad disaster
was received; with Brently Maitard’s name leading the list of“killed”. He
had only taken the time to assure himself of its truth by a second telegram,
and had hastened to forestall any less careful, less tender friend in bearing
the sad message.

She did not hear the story as many women have heard the same, with a
paralyzed inability to accept its significance. She wept at once, with
sudden, wild abandonment, in her sister’s arms. When the storm of grief
had spent itself she went away to her room alone. She would have no one



follow her.

There stood, facing the open window, a comfortable, roomy
armchair. Into this she sank, pressed down by a physical exhaustion that
haunted her body and seemed to reach into her soul.

She could see in the open square before her house the tops of trees that
were all aquiver with the new spring life. The delicious breath of rain was in
the air.

In the street below a peddler was crying his wares. The notes of a distant
song which someone was singing reached her faintly, and countless
sparrows were twittering in the eaves.

There were patches of blue sky showing here and there through the
clouds that had met and piled one above the other in the west facing her
window.

She sat with her head thrown back upon the cushion of the chair, quite
motionless, except when a sob came up into her throat and shook her, as a
child who has cried itself to sleep continues to sob in its dreams.

She was young, with a fair, calm face, whose lines bespoke
repression and even a certain strength. But now there was a dull stare in her
eyes, whose gaze was fixed away off yonder on one of those patches of blue
sky. It was not a glance of reflection, but rather indicated a suspension of
intelligent thought.

There was something coming to her and she was waiting for it,
fearfully. What was it? She did not know; it was too subtle and elusive to
name. But she felt it, creeping out of the sky, reaching toward her through
the sounds, the scents, the color that filled the air.

Now her bosom rose and fell tumultuously. She was beginning to
recognize this thing that was approaching to p