THE BOOR

Anton Chekhov

FPERSONS [N THE PLAY

HELENA IVANOVNAFOPOV, a young widow, mistress of a country estate
GRIGORI STEPANOVITCH SMIRNOV, proprietor of q country estate
LUK A, servant of MES, FPORPOV

A gardener, A Coachrman. Several workmen

TINME: The present.

SCENE: A well-furnished reception-room in MRS, POPOV'S home, MRS POPOV s @iscovered i
deep mourning, sitting upon asofa, yazing steadfastly at a photograph. LUKA iz also present.

LUKA: It isn't right, ma'am, You're wearing yourself ocut! The maid and the cook have gone
looking for berries; everything that breathes iz enjoying life; even the cat knows how to be happy —slips
about the courtyard and catches birds —but you hide yourself here in the heuse asthough you were in
a cloister, Yes, truly, by actual reckeoning you haven't left this house for a whele year.

MRS. POPOV: And [ shall never leave it —why should I? My life1s over, He liegin his grave, and
[ have buried myself within these four walls, We are both dead.

LUKA: There you are again! It's too awful to listen to, so itis! Nikelai Michailowitch is dead; it was
the will of the Lord, and the Lord has given hirn eternal peaca, vou have grieved over it and that cught
to be enough. MNow itk time to stop. One can't weep and wear mourning forever! My wife died a few
years ago. | grieved for her, I wept a whole month —and then it was over, IMust one be forever singing
lamentations? That would be more than your husband was worth! [He sighs. ] You have forgotten all
your neighbors, You don't go out and you receive noone, We live—you'll pardon me —like the spiders,
and the good light of day we never sea. All the livery iz eaten by mice—as though there weren' any
rrore nice people in the world! But the whole ristighborhood is full of gentlefoll:, The regirment is stationad
in Riblov —efficers —simply beautifull Onecan’t see enough of thern! Every Friday a ball, and military
music every day. Oh, my dear, dear mafm, voung and pretty as you are, if you'd only let your spirits
live —! Beauty can’t last forever. When t2n short years are over, you'll be glad enough to go outa bitand
meet the officers —and then it'll betoo late.

MRS. POPOV: [Resolutely. | Please don't speak of these things again, You know very well that
since the death of Nikolai Michiailovitch my life is absolutely nothing to me, You think Ilive, but it only
seemns g0, Do youundersiand? Oh, that his departed soul may see how [love him! [know, it's no secrat
toyou; he was often utifust to me, cruel, and —he wasn't faithful, but Ishall be faithful to the graveand
prove to hirm how Ieanlove, There, in the Beyond, he'll find me the same as [ was until his death,

LUKA: What iz the usze of all these words, when you'd so much rather go walking in the garden
or order Tobbyw or Welikan harnessed to the trap, and visit the neighbors?

MRS POPOV: [Weeping, ] Oh!
LUK A: Madam, dear madarm, what iz it? In Heaven' natme!

MRS. POPOV: He loved Tobby sol He always drove hirm to the Kortschagins or the Vlassovs,
What a wonderful horsernan he was! How fine he locked when he pulled at the reigns with all his
might! Tobby, Tobby —give him an extra measure of cats to-day!

LUKA: Yes, ma'am.
[A bell vings loudiy. ]
MRS, POPOV: [Shudders. ] What’s that? [ am at home to no one,
LUK A: Yez, tna’atm.
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[He goes out, centre.]

MRS, FOPOV: [Gazing at the photograph. | You shall see, Nikelai, how [ can love and forgive! My
lowe will die only with re —when my poor heart stops beating. [She swules through her tears. J And aren’t
you asharned? [have been a good, true wife; [ have imprisoned myself and I shall remain true until
death, and you—vyou—vyou're not asharned of yourself, my dear menster! You quarrelled with e, left
me alone for weeks—

[LLIEA entersin preat excitement.]

LUKA: Oh, ma'am, someone isasking for you, insists on seeing you—

MRS. POPOV: You told hirn that since rmy husband’s death I receive no one?
LUKA: I zaid so, but he won't listen; he says it isa pressing matter.

MRS, POPOV: [receive no one!

LUKA: [ told him that, but he a wild man; he swore and pushed himself into the room; hekin
the dining-rootn now.

MRS. POPOV: [Excitedly. ] Good. Show him in. The impudent —!
[LUKA goes out, centre. ]

MRS. POPOV: What a bore people arel What can they want with ie? Why do they disturb my
peace? [She sighs. | Yes, it is clear I rnust enter a convent. [Meditatively | Yes, a convent.

[SMIRNOV enters, followed by LUKA.]

SMIRNOV: [To LLUKA.] Fool, you make too much noisel You're an ass! [DHscovering MRS,
POPOV—politely ] Madam, I have the honer to introduce snyself: Lisutenant in the Artillery, retired,
country gentleman, Grigori Stapanovitch Srnirnov! I'm comipelled to bother you about an exceedingly
important matter,

MRS, POPOV: [Without offering her hand. ] What is it you wish?

SMIRNOV: Your deceased husband, with whorm [ had the honeor to be acquainted, left me two
notes ameounting to about twelve hundred roubles, Inasmuch as Thave to pay the interest to-morrow on
a loan from the Agrarian Bank, I should liketo request, madarn, that you pay me the money to-day.

MRS, POPOV: Twelve-hundred -—-and for what was my husband indebted to you?
SMIRNOV: He bought catsfrom me.

MRS. POPOV: [With a size, to LUKA. T Don't forget to give Tobby an extra measure of cats,
[LLIEA yoes out.]

MRS. FOPOV: [To SMIRNOV ] If Nikolai Michailovitch is indebted to you, I shall, of course, pay
you, but [ arn sorry, LThaven't the money to-day. To-morrow my manager will return from the city and [
shall netify him to paw vou what is due you, but until then I cannet satisfy your request. Furthermeore,
today is just seven rmonths since the death of my huskand, and Tam not in the meod to discuss money
matters,

SMIRNOV: And Tam in the mood to fly up the chirmney with my feet in the air if [ can't lay
hands on that interest to-morrew, They'll seize my estate!

MRS, POPOV: Day after to-rnorrow you will receive the money.
SMIRNOV: [don need the money day after to-morrow; [ need it to-day.
MRS. POPOV: I'msorry [ can't pay you today.

SMIRNOV: And I can’t wait until day after to-rorrow,

MRS. POPOV: But what can Ido if Thaven't it?

SMIRNOV: So you can't pay?

MRS5. FOFPOV: [ cannot,
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SMIRNOV: Hm! Is that your last word?
MRS. POPOV: My last,

SMIRNOV: Abszolutely?

MRS. POPOV: Absolutely.

SMIRNOV: Thanl you. [He shrugs his shoulders. | And they expect me to stand for all that, The
toll-gatherer just now met me in the road and asked why I was always worrying, Why, in Heaven'’s
natre, shouldn't Tworry? [ need money, I feal the knife at my threat. Yesterday morning [eft my house
in the early dawn and called on all my debtors, If even one of thern had paid his debt! Tworked the skin
off my fingers! The devil knows in what sort of Jew-inn [ slept; in a room with a barrel of brandy! And
now at last [ come here, seventy versts from home, hope tor a little money, and all you give me 15 moods!
Why shouldn't [ worry?

MRS. POPOV: [ thought I made it plain to you that my manager will return {rorm town, and
then you will get your meney.

SMIRNOV: [ did not cormne to see the managsr; [ carne to see you, What the devil — pardon the
language—do [ care for your manager?

MRS. POPOV: Really, sir, I amn not used to such language or such manners, [shan® listen to you
any further.

[She goesout, left.]

SMIRNOV: What can one say to that? Moods! Seven months since her husband died! Do Thave
to pay the interest or not? Irepeat the question, have [ to pay theinterest or not? The husband is dead
and all that; the manager is —the devil with hirn! —travelling sormewhere, Now, tell me, what armn I to do?
Shall I run away from my creditors in a balloon? Or knock: my head against a stone wall? If [ call en
Grusdev he chooses to be “not at home,” Iroschevitch hiezsimply hidden himself, Thave quarrelled with
Kurzin and carne near throwing him out of the windew, Masutow iz ill and this woman has —moods!
Not one of therm will pay up! And all because I've speiled thern, because I'm an old whiner, dish-rag! I'm
too tender-hearted with thern, But wait! [allow nobody to play tricks with me, the devil with ‘erm all! I'll
stay here and not budge until she pays! Brrl How angry 1 am, how terribly angry [am! Every tendon is
trembling with anger, and [ can hardly braathe! I'm even growingilll [He calls out. [ Servant!

[LLTE.A enters,]
LUKA: What is it you wish?

SMIRNOV: Bring me Kvas or water! [LUKA goes out. ] Well, what can we do? She hasn't it on
hand? What sort of logic is that? A fellow stands with the knife at his throat, he needs money, heison the
point of hanging hirmsell, and she won't pay because she isnt in the mood to discuss money matters,
Wornen'’s logic! That's winy [never liked to talk to wormen, and why I dislike doing it now. ['would rather
sit on a powder barrelthan talk with a wornan, Brrl — I'm getting cold as ice; this affair has made me so
angry. [need only te see such aromantic creature from a distance to get so angry that I have cramps in
my calves! Its eniough to make one yell for help!

[Enter LLIEA]
LUK A: [Hands him water. ] Madarn is ill and iz not receiving,

SMIRNOV: March! [LLUKA goes out.] Il and isn receiving! All right, it isn't necessary. [ won'
raceive, either! I'll sit here and stay until you bring that meney. If you're ill 2 weal, I'll sit here a wed, If
you're ill a year, I'llsit herea year. As Heaven is my witness, I'll get the money. You den't disturk me with
Four mourning —or with your dimples, Wekinow these dimples! [He cails out the window [ Sirnon, unharness!
We aren't goingto leaveright away [am going to stay here, Tell thern inthe stable to give the horsessome
oats, The left horse has twisted the bridle again, [Imitating kim. [ Stop! I'll show you how. Stop! [Leaves
windowr [ Iteawful, Unbearableheat, no money, didn’t sleep last night and now —mourning-dresses with
moods, My head aches; perhaps Tought to have a drink. Ye-s, [ must have a drink, [Calling. [ Servant!
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LUKA: What do you wish?

SMIRNOV: Something to drink! [LUEA poes out, SMIRNOV sits down and looks at his clothes. |
Ugh, a fine figure! No use denying that, Dust, dirty boots, unwashed, uncombed, straw on my vest—
the lady probably took me for a highwayman, [He yawms. ] It wasa little impelite to come into a reception-
rootn with such clothes, Oh, well, no harm dene. I'm not here asa guest. I'ma creditor. And there isneo
special costume for creditors.

LUKA: [Entering with glass. ] You take great liberty, sir,
SMIRNOV: [Angrily. ] What?

LUKA: [—I—Tjust——

SMIRNOV: Whorm are vou talking to? Keep quiet,
LUKA: [Angrily ] Mice mess! This fellow won't leave!
[He goes out.]

SMIRNOV: Lord, how angry Iam! Angry enough to throw rmud at the whole world! 1 even feel
illl Servant!

[MRS, POPOV comes in with dowmc ast eyes. ]

MRS, POPOV: Sir, in my solitude I have becorme unaccustomed to the human voice and [
cannot stand the sound of loud talking. I beg vou, please to cease disturbing my rest.

SMIRNOV: Pay me my money and I'll leave,

MRS. POPOV: [ told you once, plainly, in your native tenugue, that Thaven't the meoney at hand;
wait until day after to-morrow,

SMIRNOV: And I alse had the henor of inferming vou in your native tongue that [ need the
money, not day after to-rmerrow, but to-day, If you dent pay me to-day I shall have to hang mysalf to-
ITLOTTOW,

MRS, POPOV: But what can [ do if T haven't the meoney?
SMIRNOV: 5o you are not going to ay immediatel y? You're not?
MRES5. FOFPOV. [ cannot.

SMIRNOV: Then I'll sit here tntil T get the money. [He sits down. [ You will pay day after to-
morrow? Excellent! Here [ stay until day after to-morrow. [Jumps up.] 1 ask you, do I have to pay that
interast to-morrow or not? Or do you think I'm joking?

MRS. POPOV: Sir, L beg of you, don't scream! This is not a stable.

SMIRNOV: I'm 1ot talking about stables, I'm asking you whether Thave to pay that interest to-
morrow of not?

MRS, POPOY: You have noidea how to treata lady
SMIRNCY: Oh, yes, [ have,

MRS. FOPOV: MNe, vou have not. You are an ill-bred, vulgar person! Respectable people don't
speak so Lo ladies,

SMIRNOV: How remarkable! How do you want one to speak to you? In French, perhaps!
Madarrie, je vous prie! Pardon me for having disturbed you, What beautiful weather we are having to-
day! And how this mourning becomes you!

[He makes a low bow with mock ceremony. [

MRS. POPOV: MNetat all funny! I think it vulgar!

SMIRNOV: [Imitating her.] Mot at all funny —vulgar! [ dont understand how to behave in the

cotnpany of ladies. Madarn, in the course of my life I have seen meore wormen than you have sparrows.
Threes titnes have [Hought duels for wornern, twelve Tilted and ninejilted me. There wasa titne when [
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played the fool, used honeyed language, bowed and scraped. I loved, suffered, sighed to the moorn,
melted in loves torments. [ loved passicnately, Iloved to madness, loved in every keay, chattered like a
magpie on emancipation, sacrificed half my fortune in the tender passion, until now the devil kneows
I've had encugh of it, Your obedient servant will let yvou lead him arcund by the nose no more, Encughl!
Black eyes, passionate eyes, coral lips, dimples in cheeks, moonlight whispers, soft, modest sights —for
all that, rhadam, [ wouldn't pay a kopeck! I am not speaking of present company, but of women in
general; from the tiniest to the greatest, they are conceited, hypocritical, chattering, odious, deceitful
trom top to toe; vain, petty, cruel with a maddening logic and [he strikes his forehead] in this respect,
please excuse my frankness, but one sparrow is worth ten of the aferementioned petticoat-philosophers.
Whern one sees one of the romantic creatures before him he imagines heis locking at some holy being,
so wonderful that its one breath could dissolve him in a sea of a thousand charms and delights; but if
one looks into the soul —it's nothing but a cormnmon crocodile, [He siexes the arm-chair and breaks it in
frwo. ] But the worst of all is that this crocedile imagines it is a masterpiece of creation, and that it has a
monopoly on all the tender passions, May the devil hang me upside down if there is anything to love
about a worman! When she iz in love, all she knows is how to complain and shed tearz, It the man suffers
and makes sacrifices sheswings her train about and tries to lead him by the nose. ¥ou have the mistortune
to be a woman, and naturally you know wornan's nature; tell me on your horicr, have you ever in your
life seen a wornan who was really true and faithful? Never! Only the old and the deformed are trusand
faithful, It's easier to find a cat with horns or a white woodecocl:, than a faithful worman,

MRS. POPOV: But allow me toask, who is true and faithfuliti love? The man, perhaps?
SMIRNOV: Yes, indeed! The man!

MRS, POPOV: The man! [ She laughs sarcastically. ] The man true and faithful in love! Well, that
iz something new! [Bitterly. | How can you make such a staterrent? Men true and faithful! So long as we
have gone thus far, [may as well say that of all the men Thave known, my husband was the best; [loved
hirm passicnately with all my soul, as enly a young, sanstiole worman may love; [ gave him my yvouth, my
happiness, my fortune, my life. [worshipped him likea heathen, And what happened? This best of men
betrayed me in every possible way After his death T found his desk filled with love-letters, While he was
alive he left me alone for meonths —it is horrible even to think about it —he made love to other women in
my very presence, he wasted my money and made fun of my feelings—and in spite of everything I
trusted him and was true to him. And mcre than that: he is dead and Tarm still true to him. Thave buried
rryself within these four walls and I shall wear this meurning to rmy grave.

SMIRNOV: [Laughing disvespectfully. ] Mourning! What on earth do you take me for? Asif [
didnt knew why you woere this black domine and why you buried yourself within thess four walls.
Such a secret! 5o romanticl-Some knight will pass the castle, gaze up at the windows, and think to
himszelf: “Here dwells the snysterious Tamara wheo, for love of her husband, has buried herself within
four walls.” Oh, [ understand the art!

MRS, POPON: [ Springing wp.] What? What do youmean by saying such things to me?
SMIRNOCV: You have buried yourself alive, but meanwhile you have not forgotten to powder
your nogel

MRS POPOV: How dare you speak so?

SHMIRNOV: Don't scream at me, pleage; I'm not the manager. Allow me to call things by their
right naimes. armn nota womarn, and Tam accustomed to speak out what [think, So please don' scream.

MRS. POPOV: I'm not screaming. It is you who are screarning. FPlease leaveme, [ beg you
SMIRNOV: Fay me my money, and I'll leave,

MRS, POPOV: [ won't give you the monsy.

SMIRNOV: You won®? You won't give me my money?

MRS. POPOV: Idon't care what you do. You won't geta kopeck! Leave mel
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SMIRNOWV: As [ haven't had the pleasure of being either your husband or your fiancé, please
don't malce a scene, [He sits dowm, [ 1 can't stand it

MRS. POPOV: [Breathing hard. [ You are going to sit down?
SMIRNOV: [ already have,

MRS. POPOV: Kindly leave the housel

SMIRNOV: Giveme the money.

MRS. POPOV: Idon't care to speal: with impudent men. Leave! [Pause. ] You aren’ going?
SMIRNOV: Mo,

MRS. POPOV: No?

SMIRNOV: o,

MRS. POPOV: Very well.

[She rings the bell, Enter LUKA.]

MRS. POPOV: Luka, show the gentleman out,

LUKA: [Going to SMIRNOU] Sir, why don't you leave when you are ordered? What do you
want?

SMIRNOV: [Jumping up.] Whom do youthink youare talking te? I'll grind you to powder.
LUKA: [Puts his hand to his heart.] Good Lord! [He drops tnto g chair. ] Oh, I'mill; T ean't breathel
MRS. POPOV: Where iz Dascha? [Calling.] Daschal Pelagejal Daschal

[She rings. ]

LUKA: Theyreall gone! I'milll Water!

MRS, POPOV: [To SMIRNOV ] Leave! Get ot

SMIRNOV: Kindly bea little more polita!

MRS. POPOV: [Striking her fists and staraming her feet. ] You are vulgar! You're a boor! Amonster!
SMIRNOV: What did yousay?

MRS. POPOV: [ said you were 2 boor, a menster!

SMIRNOV: [Steps toward her quickly. | Permit me to ask what right you have to insult me?
MRS. POPOV: What of ity Do you think [ am afraid of you?

SMIRNOV: And you think that because you are a romantic creature you can insult me without
being punished? Ichallengs woul

LUKA: Merciful Heaven! Water!
SMIRNOV: We'll have a duel!
MRS. POPOV: Do you think because you have big fistz and a steers neck I am afraid of you?

SMIRINOV: [allow no one to insult me, and I'make no exception because you area wornan, one
of the “wealer sex!”

MRS, POPOV: [Trying to cry him dowm. ] Boor, boor, boor!

SMIRNOV: It is high titne to do away with the old superstition that it is only the man who is
forced to give satisfaction, If there is equity at all let their be equity in all things, There’s a limnit!

MRS. POPOV: You wish to fight a duel? Very well.
SMIRNOV: Imnmediately.

MRS. POPOV: Immediately. My husband had pistols, Ull bring thern, [She hurries quoay, then
turns, | Oh, what a pleasure it will be to put a bullet in your impudent head, The devil take youl

[She goes out.]
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SMIRNOV: I'll shoot her down! I'm no fledgling, no sentimental young puppy. For me there is
no wealcer sax!

LUKA: Ch, sir. [Falls to his knees. ] Have mercy on me, an old man, and go away. You have
frightened me to death already, and now you want to fight a duel.

SMIRNOV: [Paying no attention.] & duel, That’s equity, emancipation. That way the sexes are
made equal. I'll shoot her down as a matter of principle. What can a person say to such a woman?
[Featating her ] “The devil take you, I'll puta bulletin your impudent head.” What can one say to that?
She was angry, her eyes blazed, she accepted the challenge, On my honor, it the first time in my life

that I ever saw such a wornan,

LUKA: Oh, sir. Go away. Go away!

SMIRNOV: That ira wornan. [ can understand her, A real wornan, Ne shilly-shallving, but fire,
powder, and noisel It would be a pity to shoot a weornan like that,

LUKA: [Weeping.] Ch, sir, go awav.

[Enter MRS, POPOV]

MRS. POPOV: Here are the pistols, But before we have our duel, please show me how to shoot,
I have never had a pistol in my hand before!

LUKA: God be merciful and have pity upon us! I'll goand get the gardener and the coachrman.
Why has this horror corne to us?

[He goes out.]

SMIRNOV: [Looking at the pistols. ] You ses, there are different kinds, There are special duelling
pistels, with cap and ball, But these are reveolvers, Smith & Wasson, with ejectors; fine pistols! A pair like
that cost at least ninety roubles, This is the way to hold a revolver, [Aside. ] Those eyes, those eyes! Areal
wornan!

MRS. POPOV: Like this?

SMIRNOV: Yes, that way. Then yvou puil the hammer back —so —then you airm — put your head
back alittle, Just stretch your arm out, please. 5o —then press your finger on the thing like that, and that
iz all. The chief thing iz this: don get excited, don't hurry your airmn, and take care that your hand
doesn' tremble.

MRS. POPOV: Itisn't well to shoot inside; lets go into the garden,
SMIRNOV: Yes, I'll tell yarinow, [ am going to shoot into the air.,
MRS. POPOV: That is too much! Why?

SMIRNOYV: Bacawze — because, Thats my business.

MRS. POPOV. You areafraid. Yes. A-h-h-h. No, no, my dear sir, no flinching! Please follow me.
[ won't rest until I've rhade a hole in that head [ hate so tuch. Are you afraid?

SMIRMONY: Yes, 't afraid.

MRS, FOPOV: You are lying, Why won't you fight?

SMIRNOV: Because —because —I—like you.

FMRS. POPOV: [With an angry laugh. ] You like el He dares to say he likes mel [She points to the
door.] Go,

SMIRNOV: [Laying the revolver silently on the table, takes his hat and starts. At the door he stops a
moment, pazing at her silently, then he approaches her, hesitating. [ Listen! Are you still angry? I was mad as
the devil, but please understand me—how can 1 express myself ¥ The thing iz like this —such things
are— [He raises his voice. ] Mow, is it my fault that you owe me money? [Grasps the back of the chair, which
breaks.] The devil know what breakable furniture you have! [ like you! Do you understand? I—I"m
almost in love!
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MRS. POPOV: Leave! I hate you,

SMIRNOV: Lord! What a wormnan! I never in rmy life met one like her, I'm lost, ruined! I've been
caught like a mouse in a trap.

MRS, FOPOV: Go, or I'll shoot,

SMIRNOV: Shoot! You have no idea what happiness it would be to die in sight of those beautiful
eyes, to die from the revolver in this little velvet hand! I'm mad! Consider it and decide immediately, for
if I go now, we shall never see each other again, Decide —speak —I armn a noble, a respectable man, have
an income of ten thousand, can shoot a coin thrown into the air. [ own sorme fine horses, Will you be my
wite?

MRS. POPOV: [ Sunngs the revolver angrify ] I'll shoot!

SMIRNOV: Iy mind is not clear —I can't understand. Servant—water! T have fallen in love like
any young rman, [He takes her hand and she cries with pain. [ 1 love you! [He kneels ] 1 1o%e you as [ have
never loved before. Twelve women lilted, nine jilted me, but not one of them allhave Ioved as [ love
you, [am conguered, lost; [ lie at your feet like a fool and beg for your hand, Sharme and disgrace! For
tive years I haven't been in love; [ thanked the Lord for it, and now [am caught, like a carriage tongue
in another carriage. I beg for your hand! Yes or no? Will you? — Good!

[He retsup and goes guickiy to the door.]
MRS, POPOV: Wait a minute!
SMIRNOV: [Stopping. ] Well?

MRS. POPOV: MNeothing, You may go. But—waitatnoment. Mo, go on, go on. T hate you, Cr—
no; den't go. Oh, if you knew how angry [ was, how angry! [She throws the revolver on to the chair ] My
tinger is swollen from this thing, [She angrily tears her handkerchief. ] What are you standing there for?
et out!

SMIRMNOV: Farewalll

MRS. POPOV: Yes, go. [Crier out] Why are you going? Wait—ne, goll Oh, how angry T am!
Don't come too near, don'™t come too fisar —er —ootmne — 1o nearar,

SMIRNOV: [Approaching ker. ] How angry Tam with myself! Fall in love like a schoolboy, throw
myself on my knees, I've gotachilll [Strongly. [ Tlove you. Thisis fine —all [ needed was to fall in love, To-
morrow [have to pay my ititerest, the hay harvest has begun, and then youappear! [He takes her in his
arms. ] 1 can never forgive miyself,

MRS. POPOV: Goaway! Take yvour hands off me! [ hate you—you—this is—

[A long kizeo Enter LUEA with an axe, the yardener with a rake, the coachman with a pitchfork, and
workmen withepoles. ]

LUKA: [Staring at the pair. | Merciful heavens!

14 long pause.]

MRS. POPOV: [Dropping her eyes. ] Tell thern in the stable that Tobby isn't to have any cats.
CURTAIN
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‘The Boor
The playwright

Anton Chekaoy (1860 —1904) s famous, even a hundredyears after his death, forhis impressive
short stories and one-act plays. The Cherny Orchard, Three Sisters, Unele Vanyva and The Seagulf
are plays that have been studied and performed innumerable times. Many of Chelay's plays were
produced by the Moscow At Theatre. They have beentranslatedinto many languages. They continue
to have a wide appeal because there is sympathy aswell as a realistic portrayal of the troubles inlife
in his plays. There is also an element of hurmour, which often turns into rollicking comedy.

Chekowis arepresentative of pre-revolutionary Bussia, well aware of its glaring disparitiesin
the lives of the rich and the poor. In his plays, he often ridicules the sentiments and Customs of the
bored rich and sympathises with the ot of the poor. His training as a doctor probably gave him an
insight into the harsh realities of life. He helpedto put down an epidemic of chaiera but succumbed to
tuberculosis atthe age of forty-four.

The play

The Boor, like The Proposal is acomedy. It progressas by a series of contrasts. Vyhen the
play opens, we find Luka the servant trying to persuade Mis. Popoy to dive up mouming for her
husband. She is determined to bury herself within the four walls of her house, to show her dead
husband how devoted sheis to his memory, even though fie had tormented herand had been unfaithful
to her. Smirmoy marches into her house uncerermoniously, demanding the money that her hushband
had borrowed from him. She tells him that she does not have the money at the moment but that she
will seethat itis returned to him in a day or two. He refuses to leave without the money and decides
to stay as long as ittakes her to findthe amount. He rants and rages atthe situation of havingto go
from debtor to debtor to find his money and also at the fickle nature of women, who hawve given him a
great deal of trouble. Mrs. Popow argles that itis the man and not the wioman who is fickle and their
argument goes 5o faras to call fora duel. Mrs. Fopov bravely brings her hushand's pistols, although
she does not know how to use them. While trying to instruct her on how to shoot, Smirnoy falls
hopelesskyin love with her and proposes to her. Mrs. Fopovis atfirstscandalised but soon reciprocates
his ardour and atthe fallofthe curtain, when her servants rush in armed with sticks and staves, they
are foundin an embracs.

The opening of the play resembles the first scene of Shakespeare's Twalfth Night, with Mrs.
Fopov being sentimental about love. Towards the end itis more like The Taming of the Shrew for
Mrs. FPopoy has outgrown her sentiments and the rough soldier Smirmoy has been tamed into
expressing his love for her.

After Mrs. Popov leaves the room, Smirnoy explodes into a wiolent soliloguy, listing all his
troubles. The language he uses and the circumstances he describes make the audience sympathetic
to him, even though he is behaving like a boor. When Mrs. Popov returns, she requests him to stop
shouting and leave her house. He refuses and they enter into an argument about whao is faithful in
loe.
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The argument soon takes awviolent turn. Mrs. Popoy calls him a boor and he challenges herto
a duel for insulting him, saying that he does not considerwomen the weakersex. While inthe process
of teaching her to fire the pistols, Smimoy talls inlove with herand is appalled at himself for falling in
lowe like ayoung man. Thisisthe climax of the play. Mrs. Fopovtoo is shocked at her response; she
asks himto go but also asks himto stay. Their confusion and dismay make the sceneg hilarious. The
rough and boorish creditor and the delicate, sentimental young widow ind themselves faling unwillingly
in lowe.

The last line, "Tobby isn't to hawve any oats” sums up the transformation in Mrs. Popoy. [t also
marks the denouement or resolution of the conflict. She is no longer inclined to feed extra oats to
Tobby just because her dead husband was fond of the horse and looked very handsomiz when he
rode, as she had been saying atthe beginning of the play. Mow she is ready to forget himand give up
mourning for him because she has fallen in love again.

Notes

wearing yourself out - tiring yourself

cloister - convent; building inwhich nuns live

lamentations C expressions of sorrow

livery - uniform of the servants, worn onformal occasions
Tobby, Welilaan - names of horses awmed by Mrs. Fopoy

werst - Russian maasure of distance, equal to 3500 feet

Exercises

I. Answer the following questions

. For how long has Mrs. Popoy beenin mourming?
CWWhy s Mre Fopoy mourning?

. What kind of a person was her husband?

. Wvharinsists on seeing Mrs. Popoy?

1

2

3

4

5. WWhat does the wvisitor want’?

6. Whyis Mrs. Popoyv unableto oblige her unwelcome guest?
7. What does the guest do when he sees that he cannot get what he wants?
8. YWhy is the guest angry?

9. What isthe argument the developes between the two of them?
1

0. What does the guest challenge Mrs. Fopoyvto do?
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11. Why does he give up his challenge?
12, How does Mrs. Popoy react to the guest's declaration?

ll. Complete the following sentences

Mrs. Popovis in mourmning because ..

Luka wants Mrs. Popoy to give up mouming as itis

Mrs. Popoy wants to be faithfulto ..

The guestwho forces hiswayinto Mrs. Popoy's houselis
Smirnoy wants Mrs, Fopovto

Mrs. Popovis unable to oblige Smimov because .
Smirnoy thinks thatwormen .

e B A e A

Mrs. Popoy believes thatmen ..
9. Smirmoy challenges Mrs. Popovto a duel because .
10, The play ends with
lll. Explain with reference to the context
.. everything that breathes is enjoying life .
- Tobby, Tobby . give himan extra measure of oats today!
. And lamin the mood to fly up the chimney with my feet inthe air ..

1

2

3

4. Iwould rather sit on a powder barrel thaa tallkowith & woman.

5. lam notawoman and | am accusterned to speak outwhat [ think,
53

I'm lost, ruined! I've been caughtike a mouse inatrap.

IV. Write a short paragrapvh on each of the following
1. The opening scene ofine play
2. The climax of the iy
3. Thecharacter of Mrs. Popoy
4 The contrazt between the two main characters inthe play

V. Attempt a short essay on

The aramatic element in the play, "The Boor”.
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THEDEAR DEPARTED
—Stanley Houghton

Characters

Iirs, SLATER, Wrs, JORD AM-sisters

HENRY SLATER, BEN JORDAN- their husbands

VICTORIA SLATER-a girl of ten

ABEL MERRYWEATHEL.

(The scene @5 the sitting-room of a small howse i a lowermiddle-class district of a provincial touwm,

On the spectator's left is the window, with the blinds dowm. A sofa isin front of it. On hizvight s a
Jirepclae with an armchair by it In the middle of the wall facing the spectator is the door into the passage. To
the left of the door a cheap, shabby chest of drawwers, to the right a sideboard., In the middle of the room s the
table, with chatrs round it. Ornaments and a cheap American clock are on the mantelpiecs, In the hearth a
kettle, By the sideboard a pair of yaudy new carpet slippers, The table s partly laid for teq, and the necessaries
Jor the meal are on the sideboard, as also are copies of an evening proper and of TH-Eus and Pearson's Weekly.
Turning to the left through the door takes you to the front door, to the right, upstairs. In the passage a hat-
stand iz visible,

When the curtain rises Mrs, S3LATER 45 seen laying the table. Sheis a vigorous, plump, red-faced,
vul gar woman, prepared to do any amount of straight talking to get her owm way. She iz in black, butnot in
complete mourning, She listens @ moment and then goes to the wingow, opens it and calls into the street.)

Mrs, SLATER [sharply]: Victoria! D'ye hear? Come in, will you?

[Irs, SLATER closes the window and puts the blind stroy bt and then returns to her work at the table.
VICTORIA, a precocious girl of ten, dressed tn colours, enters]

Mrs. SLATER: I'tm arnazed at you, Victoria; I really am, How you can be gallivanting about in the
street with yvour grandfather lying dead and cold upstairs, [ den't know, Be off now, and change your

dress before your Aunt Elizabeth and your Undle Ben come, It would never do for thern to find you in
colours.

VICTORIA: What are they comingfor? They haven't been here for ages,

Mrs. SLATER: They're coming totalk over poor grandpa’s affairs, Your father sent thern a telegram
as soon as we found he was dead, 4 noise is heard.] Good gracicus, thats never them. [Mrs. SLATER
fuirries to the door and opens it] Mo, thank goodness!its only vour father,

[HEMRY SLATER, a stooping, heary manuith a drooping moustache, enters. He tr wearing a black
tail coat, prey trousers, @ biack tie and a bowler hat, He carries a little paper parcel. ]

HENEY: Not corne yet, eh?
Mrs, SLATEER.! You can see they haven't, can't you? Now, Victoria, be off upstairs and that quick.,
Put your white frock on with a black sash., [VICTORIA goes out]

Mrs, SLATER [to HENRY]: I'tn not satistied, but It the best we can do till our new black’s ready,
and Ben and Elizabeth will never have thought about mourning yet, so we'll outshine them there,
[HEMEY ifs in the armchatr by the fire] Get your boots off, Henry, Elizabeth’s that prying she notices the
least speck of dirt.

HENEY: I'm wondering if they'll corne at all. When you and Elizabeth quarrelled she said she'd
never sat foot in your house again,

Mrs, SLATER: She'll come fast enough after her share of what grandfather® left, You know how
hard she can be when she likes, Where she gets it from, I can® tell.

[ Mrs. SLATER untoraps the parcel HENEY has broug bt It containg sliced tongue, which she puts on
a dish on the table.]

HENEY: [ suppose its in the family.
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Mrs. SLATER: What do yvou mean by that, Henry Slater?
HENEY: ['was referring to your father, not to you, Where are my slippers?

Mrs. SLATER: In the kitchen; but vou want a new pair, those old ones are nearly worn out.
[mearly breaking dowm] You don't seemn to realize what its costing me to bear up like I arn deing. My
hearts fit to break when [ see the little trifles that belonged to grandfather lying arcund, and think he'll
never use thern again, [briskly] Herel you'd better wear these slippers of grandfathers now. It's lucky
he'd just got a new pair.

HENEY: They'll be very small for me, my dear.

Mrs. SLATER: They'll stretch, won' they? I'm not going to have thern wasted, [She has fonished
laying the table] Henry, I've been thinking that bureau of grandfathers that’s in his bedroom, You know
[ always wanted to have itafter he died.

HENEY: You must arrange with Elizabeth when you're dividing things up.

Mrs. SLATEE: Elizabeth’s that sharp she'll see I'm after it, and she'll drive a hard bargain over it.
Eh, what it iz to have a low money-grubbing spirit!

HENEY: Perhaps she’ got her eye on the bureau as well.

Mrs. SLATEER: Shet never been here since grandfather bought it. If it was only down here instead
of in his room, she'd never guess it wasn't our own.

HEMEY [started |: Amelial [He rises]

Mrs, SLATER: Henry, why shouldn® we bring that bureat down here now, We could do it
betore they come,

HENEY [stupefied]: [ wouldn't' care to.
Mrs. SLATER: Deon't lock so daft, Why not?
HEMNEY: It doasn’t seern delicate, somehow,

Mrs. SLATEER: We could put that shabby old chest of drawers upstairs where the bureau is now.
Elizabeth could have that and welcome, I've always wanted to get rid of it

Lo%e points to the drawers]
HENEY: Suppose they come whear we're doing it
Mrs, SLATER: I'll fasten the front door, Get your coat off, Henry; we'll change it.
[Irs. SLATER goes to fasten fromt door, HENREY takes his coat off. Mrs, SLATER reappears. |
Mrs, SLATER: I'll run up and meve the chairs out of the war.
[VICTORIA appears, dressed qecording to her mother's instructions. ]
VICTORIA: Willyou fasten my frock up the back, mother?
Mrs. SLATER: 'm busy: get your father to do it
(Ilrs, SLATER [harries upstairs, and HENRY fastens the frock.]
VICTORIA: What have you got your coat off for, father?
HENEY: Mother and me are going to bring grandfathers bureau down here,
TICTORIA [after @ moment’s thought]: Are we pinching it before Aunt Elizabeth comes?
HENEY [Shocked]: Mo, my child, Grandpa gave it to your mother before he died.
VICTORIA: This merning?
HEMEY! Yasz,
VICTORIA: Ah! He was drunk this morning,
HENEY: Hush: you mustn't ever say he was drunk now.
[HEMEY has fastened the frock, and Mrs, SLATER appears carrying a handsome clockunder her arm. [
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MWrs. SLATER: I thought I'd fetch this down as well. [She puts it on the mantelpiece] Our clock’
worth nothing and this always appealed to me.

VICTORIA: Thats grandpa’s clock.,

Mrs. SLATER: Chut! Be quiet! Its ours now. Corme, Henry, lift your end. Victoria, den’t breathe
a word to your aunt about the clock and the bureau.

[ They carry the chest of drawers through the doorway. ]

VICTORIA [to herself] : I thought we'd pinched them.

[After ashort pause thereis @ sharp knock at the front door.]

Mrs, SLATER [from upstairs]: Victoria, if that’s your aunt and uncle you're not to open the doer,
[VICTORIA peeps through the window ]

VICTORIA: Mother, it's tham!

Mrs. SLATER: You're not to open the door till I come dowrn. [Knocking repeated.] Let them
knocl away. [There is @ heavy bumping noize] Mind the wall, Henry.

[HEWRY and Mr. SLATER, very hot and flushed, stagger in with a preity old-fashioned burequ
containing a locked desk. They put it where the chest of drawers was, and stratghten the ornaments, ete. The
knocking is repeated. ]

Mirs. SLATER: That was a near thing, Open the door, Victoriz, MNow, Henry, get vour coat on.
[She helps him.]

HENEY: Did we knock much plaster off the wall?

Mrs. SLATER: Newver mind the plaster. Do Ilock all vight? [Straightening her hair at the plass.)
Just watch Elizabeth's face when she sees we're all in half-mourning, [throwing him Ti-Bits] Take this
and sit down, Try and look as if we'dl been waiting for themn.

[HEMEY sits in the armchair and Wrs, SLATER left of table.]

(They read ostentationsly, VICTORIA wsliers tn BEN and Mrs. JORD AN, The latter iz a stout,
complacent woman with an fmpassive face and an wrritating air of being always right. She &= wearing a
complete and deadly outfit of new monwrning crowmed by a great black hat with plumes, BEN 15 also @
complete new mouwrning with black gloves @nd a band round his hat, Heds rather ajolly little man, accustomed
to be humorous, but at present trying to adopt himself to the regrettable occasion. He has a bright, chirpy Hittle
votce, Mrs, JORDAN sailsinto the room and solemmnly goes straight to Mrs, SLATER and kisses her. The men
shake hands. Mrs, JORDAN kisses! HENRY, BEN kisses Mrs, SLATER. Not a word 1= spoken. Mrs, SLATER
turtively inspects the new moderdng.]

Mres, JORDAD: Wall Amelia, and so he’s gone at last,

Mrs. SLATER: ¥as, Hes gone. He was seventy-two a fortnight last Sunday.

[She sniffs hacka tear, Mrs, JORDAN sitz on the left of the table Mrs, S3LATER on the right, HENRY
i the armchair, EEN on the sofa with VICTORIA near him. |

BEN [chirpily]: Mow, Amelia, you mustn™ give way, We've all got to die sorme time or other., It
might have bheen worse,

Ies, SLATER: T don't see how,

DEN: It might have been one of us.

HENEY: Itstaken vou along time to get here Elizabeth.

Mrs, JORDARN: Oh, [ couldn’ do it. I really couldn’t do it

Mrs. SLATER [suspiciously] : Couldn’t do what?

Mre, JORDARN: [ couldn’t start without getting the mourning.
[glancing at her sister]

Mrs, SLATER: We've ordered ours, you may be sure, [Acidly)
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I never could fancy buying ready-made things.

Mres, JORDAN: Mo? For myself its such a relief to get into the black, and now perhaps vou'll tell
us all about it, What did the doctor say?

Mrs. SLATER: Oh, he’s not been near yet.
Irs, JORDARMN: Not been near?
BEM [in the same breath] | Didn't you send for him at once?

Mrs. SLATEER: Of course [ did, Do you take me for a foel? Isent Henry at once for Dr. Pringle but
he was out.

BEN: You should have gone for another, Eh, Eliza?
Mrs. JORDAN: Oh, ves. It's a fatal mistake,

Mrs. SLATER: Pringle attended him when he wasalive and Pringle shall attend hirn when he's
dead. That professional etiquette,

BEN: Well, you know your own business best, but-
Ir, [ORDAN: Yes-it's a fatal mistake,
Mrs. SLATER: Don't talk so silly, Elizabeth, What good could a doctor have done?

Mre, JORDAN: Look at the many cases of persons being restored to life hours after they were
thought to be ‘gone’.

HENEY: Thats when they've been drowned. Your father wasnt drowned, Elizabeth,

BEM: [humorously]: There wasn much fear of that, If there was one thing he couldn’t bear it was
watar

[He lqughs, but no one else doad
Mrs, JORDAN [paied]: Ben! [BEN 45 crushed at once)
Mrs, SLATER: [pigued] @ I'msure he washed regular enough,
Mres. JORDAN: If he did take a drop tog much at times, we'll not dwell on that, now.

Mrs. SLATEER: Father had been ‘merry’ this morning, He went out soon after breakfast to pay his
insuranca,

BEN: My word, its a good thing he did.

Mrs, JORDAN: He always was thoughtful in that way. He was too henourable to have ‘gone’
without paying his premiurr,

Mrs. SLATER: Well hermust have gone roeund to the ‘Ring-o'-Bellsafterwards, tor he camein as
merry as a sandboy. [ says, “We're only waiting Henry to start dinner. ‘Dinner’, he says, ‘[ don™ want no
dinner, I'm going to bed!

BEN [Shaking his head] : Ah! Dear, dear.

HENEY: and when I came in [ found him undressed sure enough and snugin bed.

[He rises and stands on the hearthrug.]

Mre JORDAN [definitely]: Yes, he'd had a “warning’. I'm sure of that, Did he know you?

HIEMNRY! Yes, He spoles to me.

Mre. JORDAN: Did he say he'd had a “warning'?

HEMNERY: Mo, He said, ‘Henry, would you mind taking my boots off; [ forgot before I got into
bed.’

Mrs. JORDAN: He must have been wandering,

HENEY: Neo, he'ld got ‘o onaall right.

Mrs. SLATEER: And when we'd finished dinner I thought I'd take up a bit of something on a tray.
Hewas lying there for all the world as it he was asleep, so [ put the tray down on the bureau-[correcting
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herself] on the chest of drawers-and went to waken him. (& pause) He was quite cold.
HENEY: Then [ heard Amelia calling for me, and Iran upstairs,
Mrs. SLATER: Of course we could do nothing,
Irs, [ORDAN: Hewas ‘gona’?
Mrs. SLATER: There wasn't any doubt.
Mrs, JORDAN: I always knew he'd go sudden in the end.
[A pause, they wipe their eyes and sniff back tears.]

Mre. SLATER [rising briskiy at length; i a businessitke tone]: Well, will you goup and look at him
now, or shall wa have tea?

Mrs, JORDAN: What do you say, Ben?
BEN: I'n neot particular.,

Mrs. JORDAN [surpveying the table]: Well, then, if the kettles nearly ready we miay as well have
tea first,

[ Mr. SLATER puts the kettle on the fire and getstea ready.]

HENEY: One thing we may as well decide now, the announcement irithe papers.

Mrs. JORDAN: I was thinking of that. What would you put?

Mrs, SLATER: At the residence of his daughter, 235 Upper Cornbank Street, ete,

HENEY: You wouldn' care for a bit of poetry?

Mres. JORDAR: [ like ‘Mever Forgotten’. It's refined.

HEMNEY: Yes, but its rather soon for that.

BEN: You couldn’t very well have forgetten himithe day after,

Mrs. SLATER: [ always fancy, “A loving husband, a kind father, and a faithful friend”.

BEN [doubtfully]: Do you think that's right?

HENEY: Idon't think it matters whethar it's right or not.

Mrs, JORDAN: No, its more for the look of the thing,

HENEY: [saw a verse in the Evaning News yesterday, Proper poetry it was, It rhyrmed.
[He gets the paper and reads.]

‘Despised and forgotten & some you may be

But the spot that confains you 15 sacred to we’

Mrs, JORDAN: That'll never do. You don't say ‘Sacred to we',

HENEY: It's in the paper.

Mrs. SLATER: You wouldn't say it if you were speaking properly, but its different in poetry.

HENEY: Poetic licence, you know,

Lirs, JORDAN: Mo, that'll never do. We want a verse that says how much we loved him and
refers to'all his good qualities and says what a heavy loss we've had.

Ivirs. SLATER: You want a whole poern. That'll cost a good lot,

Mrs, [ORDAN: Well, we'll think about it after tea, and then we'll look through his bits of things
and malce a list of them, Theret all the furniture in his room,

HENEY: Theres no jewellery or valuables of that sort,

Mrs, JORDAN' Except his gold watch, He promised that to our Jimmy.

Mrs. SLATER: Promised vour Jirnmy! [ never heard of that.

Mre. JORDAN: Oh, but he did, Amelia, when he was living with us. He was very fond of Jimmy.
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Irs, SLATER: Well, [amazed] [don't know!

BEN: Anvyhow, there®s his insurance money. Have you got the receipt for the premium he paid
this morning?

Idrs. SLATER: I've not seen it

[VICTORIA jumps wp from the sofa and comes behind the table.]

VICTORIA: Mother, [ don't think Grandpa went to pay his insurance this morning,
Irs, SLATER: He went out,

VICTORIA: Yes, but he didn' go into the town, He met old Mr. Tattersall down the street, and
they went off past St. Phillips Church,

Mrs. SLATER: To the ‘Ring-o'-Bells”. I'll be bound.

BEN: The ‘Ring-o'-Bells'?

Mrs. Slater: That public-house that John Shorrocks” widow keeps. He is always hanging about
there, Oh, if he hasn't paid it-

BEN: Do you think he hasn't paid it? Was it overdue?

Mrs, SLATER: I should think it was overdue,

Mrs, JORDAN: Something tells me he's not paid it. I've a “warning’, [ know it; he’s not paid it

BEM: The drunken old beggar.

Mrs. JORDAN: Het done it on purpose, just to annoy us.

Mrs. SLATER: After all I've done for him, hawving to gt up with him in the house these three
years, [t's nothing short of swindling,

Mrs. JORDAN: I had to put up with him for five vears.

Mrs, SLATER: And you were trying to turn him over to us all the time,
HENEY: But we dont know for certain that hes not paid the premium.
Wrs, JORDAN: [do. Its come over meall at once that he hasn't,

Mrs, SLATER: Victoria, run upstairs and fetch that bunch of keys thats on your Grandpa’
dressing-table,

VICTORIA [timidly] : In Grandpa’s room?
Irs, ZLATELR: Yas,
VICTORIA: I-I don't lile 1o,

Mrs. SLATER: Den® talk so silly, Theres no one can hurt you, [VICTORIA goes out reluctantly].
Wa'll see if he’k locked the receipt up inthe bureau,

BEN: In whera? [n this thing? [He rires and examines it.]

Mre. JORLAN [also rising]: Where did out pick that up, Amelia? It's new since last I was there,
[They examine 1t closely.

Mrz, SLATER: Ch-Henry picked it up one day.

Iirs, JORDAT: Tlike it. Its artistic. Did you buy it at an auction?
AENEY: Eh! Where did [ buy it, Amelia?

Mrz, SLATER: Yez, atan auction,

BEN [disparagingly] : Oh, second-hand.

Mrs. JORDAN: Don't show your ignorance, Ben, All artistic things are second-had. Look at those
old masters.

[VICTORIA returns, very sacred. She closes the door after her.]
VICTORIA: Mother! Mother!
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Iirs, SLATER: What isit, child?

VICTORIA: Grandpa’ getting up,

Mrs, JORDON: The childs crazy.

BEN: What?

Mrs. SLATER: What do you say?

VICTORIA: Grandpa’s Mrs, SLATER: getting up.

Mrs, SLATER: Don't talk sosilly. Don't you know your Grandpa’ dead?
VICTORIA: No, no; he’s getting up. I saw him.

[They are transfixed with amazement; BEN and Mrs, JORDAN left of table; VICTORIA clings to
Mlrs, SLATER, right of table; HENRY near fireplace.]

Mrs, JORDAN: You'd better go up and see for yourself, Amelia,
Mrs. SLATER: Here-come with me, Henry

[HEMEY draws back terrified]
BEM [suddeniy] : Hist! Listan,

[hey look at the door. Astight chuckling is heard outside. The door opens, revealing an old man clad
@ faded but gay dressing-gown, He &5 in his stockinged feet, Although over seventy he @5 vigorous and well
coloured; his bright, malicious eyes twinkle under his heavy, reddish-grey eyebrows. He ir obviously either
Grandfather ABEL MERRYWEATHER or else his phost.]

ABEL : What's the matter with little Vicky? (He sees BEN and Mrs, JORDAN.) Hallow! What
brings you here? How's yourself, Ben?

[ABEL thrusts his hand at BEN, who skips back smartly and retreats with Mrs, JORDAN to safe
distance below the sofa.]

Mrs. SLATER: [approaching ABEL gingerly] . Grandfather, is that you?

[She pokes him with her hand to see if he 20 solid]

ABEL: Of courseittme. Don't do that, “Melia, What the devil do you mean by this tomfoolery?
Iirs. SLATER: [fo the others] : Hesnot dead.

BEN: Doesn't seem like it

ABEL [drritated by the whispermg]: You've kept away long enough, Lizzie; and now you've come
you don't seern over pleased tos=e me,

Mrs, JORDAN: You tock us by surprise, father. Are you keeping quite well?
ABEL [Trying to caich the words] : Eh? What?
Mrs. JORDAN: Are you quite well?

ABEL: &ve, I'mright enough but for a bit of a headache, I'wouldn® mind betting that I'm not the
tirst in this house to be carried to the cemetery. [always think Henry there locks none too healthy.

Wrg JORDAN: Wall, [ never!

[ABEL crosses to the armehair and HENRY gets out of hisway to the front of the table]
ABEL : “Melia, what the dickens did I do with my new slippers?

Mrs, SLATER: [confused] : Aren't they by the hearth, grandfather?

ABEL: Idon't seathem. [Observing HENRY trying to remove the slippers] Why, you've got ‘ern on,
Henry.

Mrs, SLATER: [promptiy]: [ told him to put them on to stretch them, they were that new and
hard. Now, Henry.

(Mrs. SLATER suatches the shippers fromHENRY and gives themto ABEL, who puts themon andsits i armc harr)
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Mrs. JORDAT: [to BEN] : Well, [ don't call that delicate, stepping into a dead man’s shoes in such
haste,

[HENRY poesup to the window and pulls up the blind, VICTORIA vuns across to ABEL and sits on the
Jloor at his feet.]

VICTORIA : Oh, Grandpa I'm so glad you're not dead.

Mrs. SLATER:[#n a vindictive whisper] : Hold your tongue, Victoria,

ABEL: Eh? What's that? Who's gone dead?

MWrs. SLATER: [loudly] : Victoria says shes sorry about your head.

ABEL: Ah, thank you, Vicky, but I'm feeling better,

Iirs, SLATER: [to Mrs, JORDAN] : Het so fond of Victoria,

Mrs. JORDARN: [to Mres. SLATER] : Yes; he'’s fond of our Jimmy, too.

Mrs. SLATER: You'd better ask him if he prommised your Jirnmy his gold watch,
Mrs, JORDAN: [disconcerted]: [couldnt just now. I don't feel equal to it

ABEL: Why, Ben, you're in mourning! And Lizzie too, And “Melia, and Henry and little Viclky!
Who's gone dead? Its someone in the family, [He chuckles.]

Mrs, SLATER: Mo one you know, father, &4 relation of Ben'®.
ABEL: And what relation of Ben's?

Mrs, SLATER: His brother.

BEMN [ to Mrs. SLATER] : Dangit, I never had cne.

ABEL: Daar, dear. And what was his natme, Ben?

BEM [at a {oss] : Er.-er. [He crosses to front of tahiz]

Mrs, SLATER: [R. of table, prompting.] Fred=rick,

Mrs, JORDARN: [ L. of table, prompting.] Alpert,

BENM: Er-Fred-Alb-Isaac.

ABEL: Isaac? And where did your Lrother Isaac die?

BEM: In-er-in Australia.

ABEL: Dwear, dear. He'd be slder than you, eh?

BEMN: Yes, five years.

ABEL: Aye, aye. Areyou going to the funeral?

BEN: Oh, yes.

Iirs, SLATEE and Mrs, JORDARM: Mo, no.

BEMN: Mo, ol course not,  [He retiresto L]

ABEL [rising] : Well, [ suppose you've only been waiting for me to begin tea. I'm feeling hungry.
Mra SLATER: [taking wp the kettle]: I'll make tea,

ABEL: Come along, now,; sit you down and lets be jolly.

{ABEL sitz at the head of the table, facing spectators. BEN and Mrs, [ORDAN on the left. VICTORIA
brings a chair and sits by ABEL. Mrs. SLATER and HENRY zit on the right. Both the women are next to
ABEL.]

Mrs. SLATEER: Henry, give Grandpa some toengue,
ABEL : Thank you, I'll make a start.

[He helps himself to bread and butter, HENRY serves the tongue and Mrs. SLATER pouwrs out tea.
Only ABEL eats with any heartiness. |
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BEN: Glad to see you've got an appetite, Mr, Merryweather, although you've not been so well.
ABEL: Mothing sericus, I've been lying down fora kit

Mrs. SLATER: Been tosleep, Grandfather?

ABEL: Mo, I'venot been to sleep.

Irs. SLATER and HENEY: Oh!

ABEL [eating and drinking]: | can't exactly call everything to mind, but [ remember [was a bit

dazed like, [ couldn't mmove an inch, hand or foot,

BEN: And could you see and hear, Mr. Merryweather?

ABEL: Yes, but [ don't remermber sesing anything particular,

Mustard, Ben, [BEN passes the mustard.]

Mrs, SLATER: Of course not, Grandfather, It waszall your fancy. You must have been asleep,
ABEL [snappishly]: Ttell you I'wasn't asleep, “Melia. Darmn it, [ ought to know,

Mrs, JORDAN: Didn't you see Henry or Amelia come into the room?

ABEL [scratching his head] : Now let me think-

Mrs, SLATER: [ wouldn®t press him, Elizabeth, Don't press hirmn,

HENEY: Ne. [ wouldn't worry him.

ABEL [suddenly recollecting]: Ay, begad! Melia and Henry, what the devil did you mean by shifting

my bureau out of my bedroom? [HENRY and Mrs, SLATER are speechless.] D'yvou hear me? Henry!

Ivlalial

Irs, JORDAN: What bureau was that, father?

ABEL: Why? My bureau, the one I bought-

Mrs, JORDAN: [pointing to the burean]: Was 1t that one, father?
ABEL: Ah, thats it. What'% it doing here? Eh?

[A pause. The clock on the mantelpiece strikes six, Everyone [ooks at it

Drat meif that isn't my clock, too. What the devils been going onin this house?
[A siight pause.]

BEN: Well, I'll be hanged.
Mrs, JORDAN [rising] : Vil tell you what’s been going on in this house, father, Nothing short of

robbery.

Mrs. SLATEER: Beuet, Elizabeth,

Mre, JORDARN: Tl not be quiet. Ch, [ callit double-faced.

HEMNEY: Mowr, now, Elizabath,

Mrs, JORDAN: And you, too, Are you such a poor creature that you must do every dirty thing

she tells you?

Mrs, SLATER: [rising] 1 Femember where you are, Elizabeth,

HENEY [rising]: Cotne, come. No quarrelling,

BEMN [rising] : My wife's every right to speak her own mind.

Mrs. SLATER: Then she can speak it outside, not here,

ABEL [rising; thumping the table]: damn it all, will someons tell me what’s been going on?

Mrs, JORDAT: Yes, [ will, I'll not see you robbed.

ABEL: Who's been robbing me?

Mrs. JORDAN: Amelia and Henry They ve stolen your clock and bureau. [Working herself up)

They sneaked into your roomm like a thief in the night and stole themn after you were dead.
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HEMNEY and Mrs. SLATER: Hush! Quiet, Elizabeth!
Mrs, JORDAN: I'll not be stopped. After you were dead, [ say.
ABEL: After who was dead?
Iirs, JORD AT You,
ABEL: But I'm not dead.
Mrs, JORDAN: Mo, but they thought you were,
[A pause. ABEL gpaxes vound at them.]

ABEL: Cho! So that’s why you'reall in black today You thought I'was dead, [He chuckles] That
was a big mistake,

[He sits and resumes his teal
Mrs. SLATER: [sobbing] : Grandfather.
ABEL: It didn't take you long to start dividing my things between you.

Mres, JORDAN: Ne, father: you mustn't think that. Armelia was simply getiing hold of thermn on
her own account,

ABEL: You always were a keen one, Amelia. Isuppeose you thoughithe will wasn't fair.
HENEY: Did you make a will?
ABEL: Yes, it was locked upin the bureau,
Wrs, JORDAN: And what was in it, father?
ABEL: That doesn't matter now. I'm thinking of destrosing it and makin g another.
Mrs. SLATER [sobbing]: Grandfather, you'll not be biard on me.
ABEL : I'll trouble you for ancther cup of tes, Melia; two lumps and plenty of millk,
Mrs. SLATER: With pleasure, Grandfather,

[She pours nutthe teal

ABEL: I don't want to be hard on aturene, I'll tell you what I'm gong to do. Since your mother
died, I've lived part of the tirne with you,” Wldlia, and part with you, Lizzie, Well, [ shall make a new will,
leaving all my bits of things to whoewver T'tn living with when [ die. How does that strike you?

HENEY: It's a bit of a lotters, like,
Mres, JORDAN: And whe 9o you intend to live with from now?
ABEL [drinking hiz teal (' just corning to that.

Mres, JORDAT: You know, father, it's quite time you came to live with us again, We'd malke you
very comfortable.

Mrs, SLATEER! Mo, he's not been with us as long as he was with you.

Mrs, JORDAN: Imay be wrong, but [ don® think father will fancy living on with you after what’s
happened todan

AEEL" Soyoud like to have me again, Lizzie?

Mirs, JORDAN: You know we're ready for you to make your horme with us for as long as you
please,

ABEL: What do vou say to that,” Melia?

Mrs. SLATEER: AllIcan say is that Elizabeth’s changed her mind in thelast two years,  [Rising]
Grandfather, do you know what the quarrel between us was about?

Iirs. JORDAN: Amelia, don't be a fool; sit down,

Ilrs, SLATER: Moy, if I'rminot to have hirn, vou shan'teither, Wequarrelled bacause Elizabeth said she wouldn't
takee you off our hands at any price. She said shet had encough of you to lasta lifetimme, and well got to keep you
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ABEL : It seems to me that neither of you has any cause to feel proud about the way you've

treated mea,

Mrs, SLATER: If I've done anything wrong, I'm sure I'm sorry for it

Mrs. JORDAN: And [ can't say more than that, too.

ABEL: Itk a bit late to say it, now. You neither of you cared to put up with me.

Irs. SLATER and Mrs, J[ORDAN: MNo, no, Grandfather,

ABEL: Aye, you both say that because of what I've told you about leaving my money. Well, since

you don't wantme I'll go to someone that does.

BEN: Come, Mr, Merryweather you've got to live with one of your daughters,
ABEL: I'll tell you what I've got to de. On Monday next I've got to go to three things. 've got to

go to the lawyers and alter my will; and I've got to go to the insurance office and pay my premium; and
I've got to go to the St Philips Church and get married.

BEM and HENRY: What!

Iirs, JORDADN: Gat rnarriad!

Idrs. SLATER: He% out of his sense.  [General consternation.]

ABEL: Isay I'm going to get married.

Mrs, SLATER: Who to?

ABEL: Te Mrs. John Shorrocks who keeps the Ring-o'-Bells, We've had it fixed up a good while

now, but [was keeping it for a pleasant surprise. [He rises] [felt Twasa bit of a burden to you, so [found
someote who'd think it a pleasure to look after me. We shall be very glad to ses youat the ceremony. [He
getsto the door] Till Monday, then, Twelve o’ clock at St Philipt Church, [Opening the door] Itsa good
thing you brought that bureau downstairs,” Melia, It'll be nandier to carry across to the Ring-o'-Bells’ on
Monday.

[He goes out]

Curtam
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Dear Departed
The playwright

William Stanley Houghton (18581 - 1913) belonged to Manchester, in Eritain. Although hewas
in the cotton trade, he was greatly interested in the theatre. He reviewed plays for the Manchestar
Guardian. Intime, he began to write plays for the Manchester School of drama, along with well-
known playwrights such as Harold Erighouse and Alan Monkhouse, which were performed at the
Gaiety Theatre in Manchester,

The Dear Depared was his first play and was performed in 1908, Other plays folloaed in
quick succession: independeant Means (1808), The Younoer Generalion (1910), Masterofing House
(alsoin 1910), Fancy-free (1911 and Hindie Wakes (1912),the last and best of his nlays.

Houghton's plays are strongy based on the simple, day-to-day bves of ordimary people. The action consists
of the little deeds of ambition, greed, pride and jealousy. The characters are usually middle-ciazs people, trying to
reach abowe their litngtations. The dramatic effectis often prowided by an unexpected turn of events. The dialogue iz

collogquial and in keeping with the soctal levels of the characters.

The play

The play " The Dear Departed” is a sardonic comment on the greed and insensitive behaviour
Abel's the two daughters . Incontrast to the daughters, the sons-in-law and the grand-daughter appear
more affectionate towards Abel. The playwright Staniey Houghton, has succeeded in presenting a
study of contrasts, intone and action, as well asin character.

The play opens onan animated note, withMrs. Slater issuing instructions to her daughter and
husband. It soon becomes clear that herfather has died and that she is trying to take his valuables
before her sister arrives to stalke her claime. Whenhdrs. Jordan arrives with her husband, itis obwious
that sheis as calculating and seffiish ashersister. Whenthe sisters have exchangedweiled accusations
and insinuations, and are ready to.get down to the business of sharing their father's property, the
unexpected happens and the play ends with the speechless discomfiture of the wvitriolic women.
Although Abel Merrpwieather appears onlyin the latter partof the play, he is undoubtedyy the protagonist
and steals the show veryeffectively. The characters are drawn as individuals, with ideas and habits
that set them apart. Mrs Slater and Mrs. Jordan, both acquisitive and selfish, are still identifiably
different, as are their nushbands, both meek and obedient to their wives, but with sentiments and
humour of their own.

Meanings
praw st al towm - small towin
blinds - shade or covering for a window
fireplace - placein aroomto light afire in cold weather
sideboard ) - aside table, usually with shelves and drawers
mantelpiece - shelf surrounding a fireplace
hearth - partof the fireplace where thefire is lit
Tit-Eits,
Fearson's VWeelkly - names of magazines
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in black

straight talking
precocious
gallivanting about
Incolours

tail coat

bowler hat
sash

new black

You know .. tell

sliced tongue

nearly breaking down
Yol don't seem again
sharp

after it

drive a hard bargain
hawve alow maoney-
grubbing spirit

got her eye on
stupefied

daft

delicate

fasten the front door
fasten my frock
pinching

near thing

ostentati oushy
ushers in
complacent
Impassive

deadly: terribis
accustormedto
regrettable occasion

chirpy - nappy; cheerful

sails into the room
furtively

Qive wiahy

acidly

fatal mistake
professional etiquette
restoredto life

- inblack clothes, as asign of mourning

- frank talk

- child who knows more than is normal atthat age

- enjoying oneself

- inbrightly coloured clothes and not in black (mourning)

s acoatwhichis long atthe back, with divided ends, resembling the tail

of aswallow (50 oftencalled  "swallow”)

- hard, round, black hat with a curved rim

- broad cloth belt

- hewy set of black clothes for the period of maourning

- MWrs. Slater accuses her sister of being greedy and driving

ahard bargain she also comments thatshe does not know fromwhere
shegetsthistrait. Thisisironical for she hersel has the same qualites.
Her husband remarks:”l suppose it's in the family and guickly retract
when sheis annoyed.

- tongue of an ox or sheep, cutinto pieces and cooked and cooked and

eaten cold

salmost weeping

- pretends to be overwhelmed by heriather's death
© quick to notice something

Cwant it badly

- ask for something valuable instead of it

be greedy

Cwants

- shocked

- foolish

- decent

© bolt the front door

- hogkeor zip the frock at the back
- slealing

managed justin time

- making a show of doing something
- brings them in

- satisfied with oneself

without any expression

Cused to
- sad event of Grandfather's death

walks majestically, with great dignity

- secretly

dive into grief, cry

- sarcastically

© serious mistake

- following the conventions of a profession
- brought back to life
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be ‘gone’
crushed
pigqued

take a drop too much

merry
'‘Ring-0-Bells’

merry as a sand boy

dinner
waming'
wandering
was quite cold
Ewvening Mews
despised
poeticlicence
Yol . poem
That'll . lot

swindling
reluctantly
disparagingly

transfixed with wonder

chuckling
clad

gay

stocking feet

malicious eves

skips back smarthy
tormfooleny
delicate

shoes
vindictive
aboutyour head
Dang it

Er .. er

hegad

I'll be hanged
double-faced
wiorking herself up
bit of a lottery
fancy

handier

- have died

- subdued

- Irritated

- get drunke

- drunk

- name of a pub, where drinks are available

- completely druni

- mainmeal of the day

- feeling that he was going to die

- not clear in his thinking

- felt cold to the touch, as if he were dead

- name of a newspaper

- notthought well of

- freedom to change the rules of the language winile writing poetry
- said sarcastically

- thinks that it would be a waste of moneyto have a

long obituarny

- cheating

umwillingly

- expressing a low opinion of sormething
- paralysed with shock

- laughing

- dressed

; brightiy coloured

- wearing stockings but not shoes
vigorous and well-coloured

active and healinv

: sarcastc look

L Moves away quickly
. Nonsense

Cin'dood taste
stepping into a dead man's

whiommeaning taking a dead man's place; here, also
literally wearing a dead man's slippers

- harsh

- aboutyour headache

- an expression of swearing, like damn it

- uncertain, because he has no brother. The conversation that follows (s

hilarious, because they are all saying different things in replyto Abel's
guestions, because they are not preparedto answer them and are trying
to cover up their confusion.

- by God Drat me, what the dewil,

© expressions of surprise

- cheating

- becoming angry

- depending on luck, as in the case of a lottery
- like

. easier
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Exercises

I. Answer hriefly

e B

o

10,
M.
12.
13,
14.
15,
6.
17
18,
19,
20.

Why does Mrs. Slater say, "l am amazed atyou Victoria™?
Wiy wiould it never do forVictoria to be found”in colours™?
Why are Aunt Elizabeth and Uncle Ben coming?
How does Mrs. Slater hope to "outshine” the others?
YWhat does Mrs. Slater wantto do with her father's slippers?
YWhat are the two objects of her father's that Mrs. Slater has always wanted?
YWhat does Mrs. Slater do with the two objects that she covets?
YWhat does Victoria feel about her mother's actions?
YWhat impression doyou get of Mr. and Mrs. Jordan®?
Why has a doctor not seen Mr. Mermyweather?
Why did the Slaters come to the conclusion that Mr. Merryweatherwas dead?
How was the announcement to be worded?
YWhat was the discussion about the insurance premium’
What other assets were the sisters planning to share between them'?
Why are all of them "transfixed with amazement™?
Howi do the family explain beingin black ?
Why do the sisters quarrel?
Towhom does Mr. Merrywieather proposs to leave his things?
What are the three things that Mr. Merywieather plans to do on Monday?
Whom was Mr. Mernywieather gaing to marry?

II. Complete the following sentences

1
2
3
4.
5
6.

. Whenyouand Elizabethrquarrelled she said ...
. Elizabeth's that sharpshe'll .
. Iftherewas onething he couldn't bear ... ..

He was too honourable to have gone .. ..

. Oh, Grandpa, 'm soglad ..

Well |shall make a newwﬂl Ieavmg

lll. Explsin with reference to the context

1
2
3
4.
2
&

- M doesn't seem delicate, somehow.
. Arewe pinching it before Aunt Elizabeth comes?
. I never could fancy ready-made things.

It's come over me all at oncethat he hasn't.

. Iwouldn't mind that I'm notthe first in this house to be carried to the cemetery.
. TillMonday, then.
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Sample

“We've had itfixed up a good while now, but lwas keeping it for a pleasant surprise.”

Thesewords are spoken by Abel Mernpweather, the father of Mrs Slater and Mrs. Jordan. After having
had some drinks inthe morning, Abel remained sleeping. His daughter Amelia and son-in-laws Henry
Slater thinkthathe is dead. They inform his other daughter Elizabeth, who comes overwith herhusband,
EenJordan.

YWhile Amelia and Elizabeth are busy dividing their father's property among them, Abel comes down.
They are all shocked to see him alive and well. He informs them that he would be reswriting his will,
leaving all his property to the person with whom he is living at the time of his death. Tha daughters
think it would have to be one of them, but he says he is going to marry Mrs. John Shorrocks, who
keeps the Ring-o'-Bells, where he goes to drink wvery often.

It is atthis point that Abel says he had planned it long ago, but wanted to give his family” a pleasant
surprise”. Hiswords are ironical, because itis actually an unpleasant shocl o them.

IV. Write an essay on each one of the following
. The plot of the play
. The characters in the play

1

2

3. Humour inthe play
4. The climax of the play

FEEFET
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THE BISHOP'S CANDLE STICKS
Norman McEinnel

SCENE: The dichen of the Bishop & cottage. I is plainly but substantially furnished. Doors R and L. and
L.C. Window RO, Fireplace with heavy mantelpiece down B Oak seitle with cushions behind door L.C.
Tahie in window E.C. with wrifing materials and crucifix fwoad). Bighi-day clock R of window, Kitchen
dresser with cupboard to ek dowa L. Oak dining table RO, Chairs, boaks, ete. Winter wood scene withaut,
On the manieipicce are bwo very handsome candlesticks wiich look stangely out of piace wiih their
SurroLRdings.

Marie and FPersame discovered. Marie stirring some soup an the fire. Parsome layving the cloth et
PEESOME: Marie, 1sn't the soup boding wet?1

MARTE: Mot yet, madam.

PEESOME: Well it ought to be. You haven't tended the fire propetly, chald.

LAETE: But, madam, you yourself made the fire up.

PERSONE: Don't answer me back like that. Ttis rude.

MARTE: Tesz, madam.

PEESOME: Then don’t let me have to rebulce you again.

IMARTE: Mo, madarmn,

PEESOME: I wonder where tny brother canbe. Itis after eleven o' clock (fooiing af the clock) and no sign of
arn. Mare!

MMARTE: Yes, MMadam.

PEESOME: Did Monseigneur the Bishop leave any message for me?
MMARTE: Mo, madam.

PEESOME: Did he tell vou where he was going?

MARTE: Yes, madam.

PEESOME: “Yes, madam’ fismitating). Then why haven't vou told me, stupid!
WARTE: Madam didn’t aslks me.

PEEZOME: Butthat 15.no reason for vour not teling me, 1 1Y

MAETE: Madamn: satd only this morning Twas not to chatter, so I thought-
PEESOME. &b, mon Dien, youthought! Ahl Ttis hopeless.

MMARTE: Tes, madam.

PEESOME: Don'tkeep saying, “ves, madam’, like a patrot, nincompoop.
MMARTE: Mo, madam.

PEESOME: Well "Where did monseigneur say he was going?

MAETE: To tny mother s madatn,

PEESZOME: To vour mother’s mdeed! And why, pray?
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MAERTE: IMonseigneur asked me how she was, and Itold hitn she was feeling poorly

PEESOME: Youtold hun she was feeling pootly, did vou? And so my brother 15 to be kept out of bus bed, and go
without hiz supper because you told him she was feeling pootly There’s gratitude for voul

MAETE: Madam, the soup 15 boding!

PEESZOME: Then pour it out, fool, and don’t chatter. (Mfarie about fo do so) Mo, no. ot like that, here letme do
it, and do wou put the salt-cellars on the table- the silver ones.

MARTE: The siver ones, madam”

PEESOME: Yes, the silver ones. Are yvou deaf as well as stupid?

MMAERTE: They are sold, madarn.

PEESOME: Soldl (with horrar) sold! Are yvou mad? Who sold them? "Why were they sold?

MMARTE: Monseigneur the Bishop told me this afternoon while vou were out to take them to Monsiewr Gervals who
hag often adrred them, and =zell them for as much as T could.

PEESOME: But vou had no nghtto do so without asking me.

MAETE: But, madam, IMonseigneur the Bishop told me (with awe).

PEESOME: Monzeigneur the Bishop 13 a-ahem! But, but what can he have wanted with the money?
MAERTE: Pardon, madam bt I think it was for Mere Gringoire.

PEESOME: Mere Gringoire indeed! Iere Gringeirel What, the old witch who lives at the top of the hill, and whe
says she is bedndden because she is too lazy to do any woerl? And what did Mere Gringotre want with the money
pray?

MAETE: Madam, it was for the rent. The balff wouls not watt any longer and threatened to turn her out today if it
were not paid, so she sent little Jean to monseigisor to ask for help and-

PEESOME: Ohmon Dieul Ttis hopeless, hopeless. "We shall have nothing left. His estate 15 sold, his sawings hawe
gone. His furmture, everything. Were it noltor my little dfef we should starve, and now my beavtiful- beautiful (sab)
salt-cellars. Ah, it 15 too much, too mmch (She breaks down crving.)

WAETE: Madam, I amn sorry, £ Had known-

PEEZOME: Sorry and whi, pray? I Ionseigneur the Bishop chooses to sell lus salt-cellars he may do so, I
suppose. Go and wash vour hands, they are disgracefilly dirty.

LWAETE: Yes, madam [going fovwands R)
{Enter the Bishop, )

Bishop: Ah how nice and wartn it1s in here! It is worth going out in the cold for the salee of the comfort of cormng
. (Parstrme has hastensd to kelp ki off with khis coat, ete. Marie has dropped a deep curigy) Thanlk you,
dear flocidng at kerl. Why, what 13 the matter? Youhave been cryng. Has Marie been troublesome, eh? (Shaldng
his finger af her) A

PEESOME: Mo, it wasn't Marie-but, but-

BISHOP: Well, well, wou shall tell me presently. Iane, my child, run hotne now, yvour mother 15 better, T hawe
prayed with her, and the doctor has been. Eun home! (Marie prtiing on cloak and going) And, Marie, let vourself
i cuietly i case vour mother 13 asleep.
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MAERTE: Oh, thanks, thanks, monseigheur. (whe gogs fo door C. A ii opens the show drives in)
BISHOP: Here, Iane, talce my comforter, it wall keep vou warm, It 15 very cold tomght.

MARTE: Ch, no, monseigneur foharmefacedivi|

PEESOME: What nonsense, brother, she is young, she won't hurt.

BEISHOP: Ah, Persome, vouhave not been out, vou don’t know how cold it has become. Here, Iane, letme put
it on for you. (Does so.) There! Eun along, little one.

[Exif Marie C.

PEESOME: Brother, Thave no patience with you. There, sit down and take vour soup, tthas been watling ever so
long. And ifit 15 spodlt it serves you night.

BISHOFE: It smell delicious.

PEEZOME: T'tn sure Marie’s mother 13 not so il that vou need have stayed out on such o night as this. T believe
those people prefend to be 1l just to have the Bishop call on thetn. They hawve no thovgtt of the Bishop!

BISHOP: It 1z kund of them to want to see me.
PEESOME: Well for myv patt I helieve that chanty beging at home.
BISHOP: And so wou make me this delicious soup. You are very good o tue, sister.

PEESOME: Good te wou, ves! I should think so. T should like to kraw where vou would be without me to look
after you. The dupe of every 1dle scamp or lying old woman in the parish.

BISHOP: If people lie to me they are poorer, not L
PEEZOME: But it 1s ndiculous, you will soon have nothing left. You give away everything, eversything! 1|
BISHOP: My dear, there 13 so tnuch suffening i the wotld, and I can do so little (sighs), so very Little.

PEEZOME: Suffenng, ves, but vou never think «l'the suffering vou cause to those who love you best, the sulfenng
Wou cause to me.

BISHOP {¥sing): You, sister dear? Hasre Thurt vou? Ah Tremember vou had been crying, Was it my fault? T didn't
mean to hurt vou. I am sorry

PEESOME: Sorry. Tes, Soriwon’t mend it Humoh! Ch, do go on eating wour soup before it gets cold.
BISHOP: Verywell, dear, foits) Buttell me-

PEEZOME: You ate bke a child, T can’t trust wou out of my sight. Mo sooner 13 my back turned than you get that
little tyurez Marie totsell the silver salt cellars.

BISHOP: &h, ves, the salt-cellars. Itz a pity You, you were proud of them?
PEESOME: Proud of them, why they hawe been i our family for vears.
BISHOT: Yes, ttis a pity, they were beautiful, but still, dear, one can eat salt out of china just as well.

PEESOME: Yes, or meat offthe floor, I suppose. Oh, it's commng to that. And as for that old wretch Mere Gringotre,
Twonder she had the audacity to send here agan. The last tine I saw her I gave her such a talking to that it ought to
hawe had some effect.

BISHOP: Yes! I offered to take herin here for a day or two, but she seemed to think it might distress wou
PEESOME: Distres mel !
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EBIFHOF: And the bailiff, whe iz a very just man, would not wait longer for the rent, so-so-you see I kad to payit.
PEESOME: Fow had to payit. [Gesture af comic despair |

BISHOP: Yes, and vou see Thad no money so I had to dispose of the salt-cellars. Tt was fortunate T had them,
wast't 7 (Swfiing) But Ui sorry I have grieved you.

PEEZOME: Ch, go onl go onl you are mcornigible. You'll sell vour candlesticks next.
BISHOP (with real concers) Mo, no, sister, notmy candlesticks.
PEESOME: Chl Why not? They would pay somebody’s rent, I suppose.

BISHOP: &b, vouare good, sister, to think of that, but, but T den’t want to sell them. You see, dear, my mother gave
them to me on-onher deathbed qust after vouwere born, and-and she asked me to keep them m remembrance of
her, so Twould like to keep thetn, but pethaps it 15 a sin to set such store by them?

PEEZOME: Brother, brother, vou will break my heart (with tearsin her vaice) Therel dotdt say anything more,
Eizs me and give me your blessing. I'm going to bed.  [They ldss.

(Bichop making sign of the Cross and murmuring blessing ).
(Fersome locks cupboard door and turnsfo go)
PEESOME: Don't situp too long and tire your eyes.
BISHOP: Mo, dearl Good mght! [Persome exits R

BIFHOPF: (comes to table and opens abook, then looks up at the candlesticles): They would pay somebody’s rent.
It was kind of her to think of that.

[He stirs the fire, trims the lamp, arranges some books and papers, sits down, 15 restless, shivers slightly, clock
outside strikes twelve, and he settles to read. Music during this. Enter the Conwict stealthuly, he has along kufe and
setzes the Bishop from behind.

CONVICT Ifyoucall out vou are a dead mani
BISHOP: But, my fhend, as vou see, [ amiteading Why should I call cut? Can I help youm any way?

COMNVICT (hoarsely): T want food Tin starving. T haven't eaten anything for three days. Give me food quickly,
euickly, curse you.

BISHOP (eagerhy): But certamly, my son, vou shall have food. Iwall ask my sister for the keys ofthe cupboard.
[Eising.

COMVICT: Sit devendtll {The Dishap sits, srifing). Mone of that, my friend! I'm too old a bird to be caught with
chaff. You would ask vour sister for the kevs, would vou? A likely story! You would rouse the house too. EhY Hal

hal & good jeketuly, Come, where is the food. Twant no kevs. LThave a wolfinside me tearing at my entrails, tearing
me; quick, tellime where the food 12,

BISHOT (aside): T wish Persome would notlock the cupboard. {Aloud) Come, my fend, you have nothing to fear

Iy sister and I are alone here.

COMNVICT How do Lnow that?

BISHOP: "Why, T have just told you [Conwict fooks long af the Bishop.
COMVICT Hump! T'llnsk . [Bishop, going fo doar B

B A.-I/Eng, Lit./P-I/31



But mindl Play me false and as sure as there are dewils in hell Tl drive my knife through vour heart. Thawve nothing

to loze.

BISHOP: You have your soul to lose, my son, itis of more value than my heart (A2 door & calling) Persomel
Persomel

[The Convict starnds behind hiv with his knife readn
PEESOME (within) Yes, brother

BISHOP: Hereis apoor traveller who 13 hungry, I yvou are not undressed willvou come and open the cupboard and
I will grve hitm some supper.

PEESOME (within): What, at this time of night? A pretty business truly. Are we to have no sleep nove, butto be at
the beck and call of every ne’er-do-well who happens to pass?

BISHOP: But, Persome, the traveller 1s hungry.

PEESOME: Oh, very well, [ atn cotning. (Fersame eniers B Sees the life in the Convict Bhand.) (Frightensed)
EBrother, what1s he dommg with that kfe?

BISHOP: The knife, oh, well, vou see, dear, pethaps he may have thought that T-Thad sodd ours. (Laughs gently )
PEESOME: Brother, [ am frightened. He glares at us like awild beast (asids 2o bim).
COMYICT Hurry, Ttell wou Grve me food or T'll stick my knife m vou baoth and help myself
BISHOPF: Give me the keys, Persome, (she gives them fo hin) and now, dear, vou may go to bed.
{Persome goirg. The Convict springs in front of her)
COMVICT Stopl Netther of yvouleave this room till T da.
[Ske ioois af the Bishop.
BISHOP Persome, will vou favour this gentleman wwth vour company at supper? He evidently desires it
PEESOME: Very well, brother
[She sitodovwn af iable staring at the fwa.
BISHOP: Here 1z some cold pie and a bottle of wine and some bread.
CONVICT Put them on the takle, and stand below it so that T can see you
{Bishop deoes so and opersdrawer in table, faking out knife and fork, locitng at the kxife in Comvict 5 hand.)

COMVICT My knif= is sharp. (He runs kis finger along the edge and locks at them meaningly) And as for
torks (faking if wp)iaugh! steel (He throws it away.) We don't use forks m prison.

FPEEZOME: Trison”

CONVICT (cuiting aff an enormous slhice, whickh he tears with kis fingers like an animal, then starts) What
was thatV (ke looks af the doar) Why the dewil do you leave the window unshuttered and the door unbarred so
that anyone can come in (shuiting them)?

BISHOP: That1s why they are left open
COMVICT: “Well, they are shut now!
BISHOP (zighs) For the first tine in thirty vears.
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(Convict eats voraciously and throws a bone onthe floor
PEESOME: Ch, my nice clean Hoor!

(Bishap picks up the bone and puisit on plate.
COMNVICT You're not afraid of thieves?

BISHOP: I am sorry for them,

CONVICT Sorry for thetn. Hal hal hal (Drinks from boitle ) That's a good one. Sorry for them Hal hal hal
(Drinics) (Suddendy) What the dewil are you?

BISHOP: Tam a bashop.

CONVICT Hal hal hal & bishop. Holy Virgin, a bishop. "Well I'm damned!

BISHOP: Thope you may escape that, my son. Persome, you may leave us, this gentleman will sxzcuse you,
PEEZOME : Leave you with—

BISHOP: Please! Iy fitend and I can talk more-freely then

(B this time, owing to lus starvng condifion, the wine has affected the Convact)

CONVICT What's that? Leave us. Yes, ves, leave us. Good night. T want to talk to the Bishop. The Bishop. Hal
hal

[Latighs as he drinks and cough
EBIFHOFP: Goodnight, Persome.
(He holds the door open and she goes out K., holding i ker sliris as she passss the Convict.
COMVICT (chuckiing ta himszlf): The Bishop. Halbal
Well I'm-(suddeniy vary loudlh) D vou know whar I am?
BEISHOP: Ithink one who has suffered rouch

CONVICT Suffered (puzzled), suffered? My God, ves (Drinks) But that's a long time age. Hal hal That was
when [ was a man, now I'mnot a tnag, now I'm a number; number 15729, and T've lived in hell for ten years.

BISHOP: Tellme about t-abaout el

CONVICT Why' (Suspicioashn) Do yvou want to tell the police-to set them on my track.

BISHOP: Mol I wall not tell the police.

COMVICT (looks of kim earnestd): Thelieve vou (seratcking kis kead), but dammn me if T lnow why.
BISHOP (laing kis hand on the Convict & arm): Tellime about the titne- the time before you went to-hell

COMVICT It's so long ago I forget, but [ had a lttle cottage, there were wines growing on it (arearmily), they
looked pretty with the evening sun on thetn and, and-there was a woman-she was (Zhinigng Band)- she must hawve
keen my wife-wes. (Suddenly and very rapidly) Yes, Iremember| she was ill, we had no food, I could get no work,
it was a bad vear, and my wife, my Jeanettee, was ill, dying, (pause) so I stole to buy herfood. (Long pause. The
Bichop gently pais ki hand ) They caught me. I pleaded to them, Ttold themn why I stole, but they laughed atme,
atd [ was sentenced to ten vears m the prison hulles, (passe) ten vears mhell The mght [ was sentenced the gacler
told me-told me Jeanettee was dead. (Sobs, with funs) Ah, damn them, damn them God curse them all. (He sinks
on the table sobling)
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BIFHOP: Now tell me about the prison-ship, about hell

COMVICT: Tell wou about #7 Look here, I'was aman once. I'm abeast now, and they made me what I am. They
chained e up like a wild armal, they lashed me like a hound. ITfed on filth, Twas covered with wvermin, T slept on
boards and I complained. They lashed me again. For ten vears, ten years. Oh Godl They took away ty namme, they
took away my soul, and they gave me a devil i itz place. But one day they were careless, one day they forgot to
chatn up their wild beast, and he escaped. He was free. That was six weeks ago. I was fiee, firee to starve.

EBIZHCOFE: To starwe?

COMYICT Yes, to starve. They feed vou in hell, but when wou escape from it vou starve. They were hunting me
everywhere atd Lhad no passpott, no name. o I stole again, I stole these rags, I stole iy food daily, Islept inthe
woods, mbarns, anywhere, I dare not ask for worle, I darenot go mto atownto beg, so L stole, and thew have made
me what T atm, they hawve made me a thief. God curse them all

(Empiias the boitle and throws it info the fire place K., smashing it
BISHOP: My son, vou have suffered much, but there 15 hope for all
CONVICT Hopel Hopel Hal hal hal [Lawghs wildh

BISHOP: You have walked far, you are tred. Lie down and sleep on the couch there, and I will get vou some
COVENNZS.

COMVICT And if anyone comes?

BEISHOP: Mo one will come, but f'they do, are vounot my fend?

CONVICT You friend (puzzled)?

BISHOT: They will not molest the Bishop's frend

COMYICT The Bishop's fhend.

Cheratching his head, utterdy puzzied)

BISHOP: I wall getthe coverngs.

COMVICT (locks after kim, scrateies bis head): The Bishop’s thend! (He goes to fire ta warm bimself and

natices the candlesticks. He lookc round to ses if be is alone, and takes them dovwn, weighing them.) Silvet,
by God, and heavy, What a prizel

(He hears the Bishop coming, and in kiz haste drops one cancdlestick on the fables.
[Exnter the Bishop.

BISHOT: (sees whitis going an, bt goes fo the seitle wp L. with coverings): Ah, vouare admiring my candlesticks.
Tam proud of them They were a gift from my mother. A little too handsome for this poor cottage perhaps, but allT
have to rerund me of her, Your bed 15 ready. Will youle down now?

COMYICT Yes, ves, T'lllie downnow. (Puzzied) Look here, why the dewil are you-li-kind to me. (suspicioushy)
What do you want? Eh?

BEISHOP: I want vou to have a good sleep, my fnend.

CONVICT ITheliewe vouwant to convert e, save my soul, don’t vou callit? Wellit's no good, see’ I don’twant
aty damned religion, and as for the Church, bah! Thate the Church

BISHOF: That i1z a pity, my son, as the Church does not hate wou
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CONVICT Youare going to try to convertme. Oh, hal hal that's a good idea. Hal hal hal Mo, no, Monseigneur

the Bishop. I don’t want any of your Fath. Hope, and Chanty, see? So anything vou do for me you're domg to the
dewil, understand? (defiarnih)

BISHOP: One rmust do a great deal for the dewil, i order to do alittle for God.

COMVICT (angrid): I don’t want any damned religion. Ttell vou.

BISHOP: Won'twou e down now, it 15 late?

COMVICT: (grusebiing) Well all nght, but I won’tbe preached at, I-I-(o# conedr) You're sure no one will come?
BISHOP: T den’t think they will, but if they do-vou vourself have locked the door

CONVICT Humph! T wonder if it's safe. (He goes to the door and triss it, then furns and ssegs the Bichop
halding the covering, arnayved.) Herel yvou go to bed. I'll cover myself {The Bishop hesitates) o on, Ltell you.

BISHOP: Good night my son. {(Hxif L.
(Canvict waits (i he is off, then fries the Bishop & doar”.

COMVICT Mo lock of course. Curse it (Looks round and sees the candlesicks again.) Humph! T'll have
another look atthem (He fakes them up and tove with them ) Worth hundreds Tl warrant. If Thad these turned
nto money they” d start me fair, Humph! The old boy’s fond of them too, saidhiz mother gawve hitn themn. His mother,
ves, They didn’t think of #g mother when they sent me to hell He wias kand to me too-but what's a bishop for
except to be kind to wou? Here, cheer up, tny heatty, you're gething 20f. Godl wouldn't tny chain-mates laugh to
see 10729 hestating about collarng the plunder because he felt good. Good! Hal hal chmy God! Good! Hal hal
15729 getting soft. That’s a good on Hal hal INo, T'll take these candlesticks and go. IF T stay here he'll preach at
e it the morning and I'll get soft. Damn him and hiz preaching too. Here goes!

[He takas the candlesticks, stows them in his coat, and cautiously exits L.C. As he does so the door slams.

PEESOME (withows) Whe's there? Who's there, Tzay. Am I to get no sleep tonight? Whe's there, I say (Eater A
Fersome) ] am sure L heard the door shut. {(Lacking round) Mo one here? (Knocks af the Bishop & door L. Sees
the candlesiicks have gone ) The candlestivks, the candlesticks. They are gone. Brother, brother, come out. Fire,
rmmurder, thieves.

[Exnter Bishaop L.
EIZHCOF: What iz it, dear, wheris 7 "What 12 the matter?
PEESOME: He has gone. The mat with the hungry eves has gone, and he has taken yvour candlesticks.

BISHOP: Notmy candiesticks, sister, surely not those. (He loaks and sighs) Ah, that 15 hard, veryhard, I, I-He
might hawve left me these. They were all T had.

[Afrmast breakung down.

PEESOME: Well, but go and inform the police, He can’t have gone far. They waill soon catch han, and you’ll get the
candlesticks back agan. You don’t deserve thetn, though, leawing thetn about with aman likke that in the house.

BISHOP: You are nght, Persome. It was my fault. Iled him mto temptation.

PEESOME: Oh, nonsensel Led hitn into temptation ideed! The man 12 a thief, a commeon scoundrelly thief Tlnew
it the moment [ saw hitn. o and inform the police or T will

[Faing but ke stops her.
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BISHOP: dnd hawe hum sent back to prizson (very sofihs), sent back to helll o, Persame. Ttis a just punishinent for
me; [ settoo great store by them. It was a st My purnishment 15 ust, but oh God, 1t 15 hard, it1s very hard.

[He huries his head in kis hands.

PEESOME: Mo, brother, wvou are wrong. If vouwon't tell the police Twall Twall not stand by and see yourobbed.
Tlnow vou are my brother and my bishop and the bestman i all France, but vou are afool, Ttell you, a child, and
I will not have your goodness abused. I shall go and inform the police {going).

BISHOP: Stop, Persome. The candlesticks were mine, they are &is now It 13 better so. He has more need of them
than I. My mother would have wished it so had she been here.

PEESOME: But- [ Great knocking without.

SERGEANT (Hithout): Monseigneur, monseigneur, we have something for vou, may we enter?
BEISHOT: Enter, my son.

[Eanter sergaant and three Sendarmes with the Conviet bound.

PEESZOME: Ah, so they have caught vou, villamn, have they"

SEEGEANT: Yes, madam, we found this scoundrel slinking along the road, andashe wouldn't give any account of
himself we arrested him on suspicion. Hely Virgin, 1sn't he strong and didn’vhis struggle? "While we were securing
him these candlesticks fell out of his pockets. (Fersome seizes lovingiy) 1 remembered the candlesticks of
Monseigneur the Bishop, so we brought hirm here that you might ideanfy thern and then we'll lock hin up. [The
Bishaop and the Convict have been locking at each othern, The Convict with dogged defiancs.

EISHOP: But, but T don’t understand, thiz gentleman 18 mv weiy good fitend.

SEEGEANT: Your friend, monsignor! | Holy Virgin! WWelll 1

BISHOP: Yes, my fhend, he did me the honour to sup with me tomght and I-T have grven him the candlesticks.
SEEGEANT: Gaereduionsh?): You gave bim, Bimryour candlesticks? Holy Virginl

BISHOT: (seversly): Eemember, my son, that she 15 holy,

SERGEANT (safuting) Pardon, monsignor.

EBIFHOF: And now I think vou sy et your prisoner go.

SEEGEANT: Buthe won't show me his papers, he won't tell me who he 15,

BEISHOP: Thave told vou L 15 my frend.

SERGEANT: Yes, that's all very well, but —

Bishop: He is.your Bishop™s fiiend, surely thatis enough.

SEEGEANT WWell, but-

BISHOR Gurely?

[A pause, The Sergeant and the Bishop look af each other.

SEEGEANT: I-I- Humph! (7& kis seen) Loose the prisoner. (They do s2) Eight about turn, quick march!
[Exit Sergeant and Tendarmes. A long pause.

CONVICT: (vervalowhs asifinag drear) You toldthem vouhad grven me the candlesticks, gven me them. By Godl

PEESOME. (Shaidng her fist af km and hugging the candlesticks to her breast): Oh, vou scoundrel, wou pifil
scoundrel, vou come here and are fed, and warmed, and- and vouthieve, steal from your benefactor Oh, vou Blackguard.
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EISHOPF: Persome, vou are overwrought. (o to wour roomm.

PEESOME: What, and leave wou with him to be cheated again, perhaps murdered. e, I wall not.
BISHOP (with slight severity) Persome, leave us, Twish it.

[She looks hard at hitn, then turns towards her door

PEESOME: Well, £T must go atleast I'll takee the candlesticks with me.

BISHOPF (mmore severehy): Persome, place the candlesticks on that table and leawve us.
PEESOME: (defianthy): I wall notl

BISHOP (Loudly and with great severity) 1, vour bishop, command it

[Fersome doss so with great reluctance and exits R

COMVICT: (Shamefacediy): Monzeigneur, I'm glad I didn’t get away with them, curseme, I am I'm glad.
BISHOP: Now won't vou sleep here? See, yvour bed is ready.

COMVICT Mol (Lasking ai the candlesticks) Mol nol I daren’t, I daren’t-besidss I must go on, I must get to
Pans, i1z big, and I-I can be lost there, they won't find me there and Imust travel at mght, do vou understand?

EBISHOP: I see-you must travel by night.

COMVICT T T didn’t believe there was any good m the wotld-one deesn’t when one has been in hell, but

somehow [-I-know you're good and, and it’s a queer thing to ask bit-but could vou, would vou bless me before I
go-1-1 think it would help me. I-

[Harngs kis head very shamefacediy.

[Bishap makes sign af the Crass and murmurs blessing,

COMVICT (fries fo speak, but ¢ sob almast chakes ki) Good night,

[He kurries towards the door.

BISHOPF: Stay, my son, vouhave forgotten vour property (giving kim the candiesticks).
COMVICT Youmean me-you wanl e to take them?

BEISHOP: Please, they may help you. (The Convict takes the candlesticks in absolute amazement) And, my
son, there is a path throughthe woods atthe back ofthis cottage which leads to Panis, it1s a very lonely path, and
T have noticed that my good fends the gendarmes do notlike lonely paths at mght. It 15 curious.

COMNVICT Ah, thacks, thanks, monseigneur, I-I-{He sobs) Ahl T'm a fool, child to cry but somehow you have

tnade me feel that-that it 15 just as f something had come mto me-as f T were a man again and not a wild beast.
[The door ai-back is open and the Convict is standing in i

BISHCF putting bis hard on iz shoulder) Always remember, my son, that this poor body is the Temple of the
Liwing God.

COMVICT (Hith greai awe): The Temple of the Living God. T'llremember. (Bxiz 1.0

[The Bichop closes the door and goes quistly to the prie-dien in the window B, he cinks on his nees, and
bows kis head in prayern

Show crtain
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The Bishop’s Candlesticks

The playwright

Morman Mckinnel was an actor and playwright. Inthis play, which is an adaptation of the first few
chapters of Victor Hugo's famous novel, Les Misarables, he depicts the socialills and disparities in
nineteenth century France.

Without preaching or moralising, he introduces the idea that good can prevail over evil and that the
most hardened criminal can be won over by [ove.

The play

The play producesits effect by contrast. [t opens with the bustlingfigure of the Bishop's sister, Fersome,
whois scandalised that the people in her brother's parish take advantage of his kindhness. She iswvery
upset that he has sold all his property, even the salt cellars, to help the poor. 1 contrast, the Bishop,
when he comes in, is subdued, humble and grateful for the opportunity to €ave the poor. Even his
indignant sister cannot hold out against him for long.

YWhen the convict enters, he proves to be another contrast to the Bishiop. As the two men tall, the
Eishop continues to be gentle, kind and considerate while the convictis rude, harsh, almaost brutal.

The dramatist succeeds in portraying the Bishop as anoble picus and yet loveable character. He is
the central figure in the play. His acts of charity, only recourited by his sister earlier, culminate in his
qiving away the candlesticks, which he has treasured foral! these years as a blessing from his mother,

The language is simple and unpretentious and helpsthe play proceedwithout distractionto the climasx.

Notes

rebuke L senl

Monseigneur - Utle given to people in high positions in France
maon Diel ©my God

feeling poorly - feeling ill

Monsieur - Mister{ in French)

mere - mother (inFrench); here meaning " old woman”
bailiff - manager of an estate or a farm, who also collects the rent
dot - dowiry (French)

comforter - muffler

SCamp - good-for-nothing

incormdible - cannot be changed

When Fersome says he will sell the candlesticks, she is actually speaking in anger but the Bishop
takes herwords literally and feels she is being kind and thoughtful. He does notwant to sell them
because they mean too muchto him, not so muchin terms of money, butin sentiment. He agonises
that may be he s being too selfish and possessive in wanting to keep the candlesticks, and thinks
that he should be more chartable Although his sisteris angry with him, she is also touched by his
goodness and cannot be angry with him for long.
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Why the devil ... can comein’: The convict asks this questionwithout realising that he has been able
to enter only because the door and window have not been barred. The Bishop gently points it out to
him, but he is too hungry to understand the irony of his question.

| hope you may escapethat, my son: The Bishop says thiswhen the conwvict says "Well, 'l be damned ”
He has taken the literal meaning of being damned and going to hell.

Fxercises

L. Answer the following questions

1.

2
3
4
5
6.
.
g
9,
1

Why was the Bishop late in returning?

. What had happened to the silver salt-cellars?
. What does the Bishop give Marie to keep her warm?
. Why does the convict ask Persome to stay while he eats?

YWhy does the convict say,"I'm a number™?
Why isthe Bishop upsetwhen he finds that the candlesticks are gone?
Howi does the convict come back to the Bishop's house?

. Why dothe officers leave without the comvict?

What gift does the Bishop give the convict?

0. What advice does the Bishop give the conwict?

II. Explain with reference to the context

> kW =

Ah, itistoo much, too much.

Andifitis spoilt, it serves you right

Erother, brother, you will brealdmy heart.

Yol have your soul to lose iy son, it 15 of more value than my heart.

They took awiay my namie, they took away my soul, and they gave me a devil inits place.

Yes, my friend, he did me the honour to sup with me tonight and | — | have given him the
candlesticks.

7. You mean me —you want me to take them?

oo

. oyou havemade me feel . as if lwere a man again and not a wild beast.

lll. Laniguage work

A Give the meanings of the following idioms and male sentences using them:
to set store by, brealk my heart, too old a birdto catch with chaff,
have a wolf inside one; play false; to be at the beck and call of
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E. Fillin the blanks with appropriate prepositions:
1. loffered . take her ... here .. aday or two.
Don't sit ... too long.
wiill drive my knife . your heart.
Will you favour this gentleman .. your company ... dinner?
Tellme ... thetime ... thetime ... youwent ... hell.

kWM

C. Give the antonyms of the following words:
proud; beautiful; ill, kind; alone; hope; remember; punishment; friend; help.

IV. Answer in a short paragraph

1. Why is Persome irmitatedwith Marie?

2. Whatis Persome’s reaction to the sale of the salt-cellars?

3. Howisthe sale of the salt-cellars significant inthe play?

4. What impression do you get of the Bishop, from the corversation between Persome and
Marie?

5. How doesthe convict change by the end ofthe play?

V. Write an essay on
Characterisationin the play

wEEEE
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THE LITTLE MAN

- John Galsworthy
A farcical morality inthree scenes Characters
The little man. The American,
The Englishman. The Englshwoman.
The German. The Dutch boy.
The mother. The baby.
The waiter. The station official
The policetnat. The porter.
Scene I

Afternoon, onthe departure platform of an Avstrian ralway station. At several little tables outside the buffet persons
are taking refreshment, served by a pale young watter, On a seat aganst the wall of the buffet a woman of lowly
station 12 sitting beside two large bundles, on one of which she has placed her baby swathed i a black shawl

Waiter: [Approaching a table whereat sit an English traveller and his wife]

Two coffee?
Englishman: [Paying] Thanks [To his wafe, in an Oxford voice] Sugar?
Englishwoman: [In a Cambridge voice] One.
American traveler: [With field-glasses and a pocket camera frotin another table]
‘Watter, I'd hke to have vou get my eggs. I've been sithing here quite a while.
Waiter: Yes, sare.

{Zerman traveler: “Eellner, bezahlen’| [His woice s like his moustache, stiff and brushed up at the ends. Has
figure alzo is shff and his hair a lttle grey, cleatly once, if not now, a colonel |

Waiter “Eomm’ gleich’|

[The baby on the bundle wails. The mothertakes tup to soothe it & young, red-cheeked Dutchiman at the fourth
table stops eating and laughs. |

American: My eggs! Get awiggle on voul

Waiter. Yes, sare. [He rapidiy recedes ]

[L LITTLE WAT i a soft hat iz seen to the right of tables. He stands a moment looking after the hurrving waiter,
then seats himself at the Gfth table ]

Englishman: [Logking at his watch] Ten mintes more.
Englishwomai: B other!
American. [Addressing them] “Pears as if they'd a prequdice agamst eggs here, anyway.
[The Enelish look at himn, but do not speak. |
Zerman.: [In creditable English] Inthese places man can get nothing.
[The waiter comes flying back with a compote for the Dutch youth, whoe pays. ]
German: ‘Eellner, bezahlen’|
Waiter: ‘Eine Erone sechag’
[The german pays. |
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American: [Eising, and taling out his watch—blandly] See here. T don’t getmy eggs before this watch
tickes twenty, there’ll be another waiter i heaven.

Waiter: [Flying] ‘Eomm’ gleich’|
American: [Seeking sympathy] I'm gethn’ kind of mad!

[The englishman halves hiz newspaper and hands the advertizement half'to hus wafe. The baby watls. The mother
rocks it ]

[The dutch youth stops eating and laughs. The german lights a cigarette. The LITTLE MATN sits motionless,
fursing his hat. The waiter comes fiving back with the eggs and places them before the American. |

American: [Putting away his watch] Goodl Tdon’t like trouble. How ruch?

[He pays and eats. The waiter stands a morment at the edge of the platfort and passes his hand aceoss his brow
The LITTLE WMAN eves im and speales gently |

LITTLE WIATT Herr Ober!

[The WATTEE turns. | Ilight I have a glass of beer?
Waiter: Yes, sare.
LITTLE WA Thank you very much.

[The waiter goes. |

American. [Pausing in the deglutition of his eggs—affably] Pardon me, sit; I'd like to have you tell me why yvou
called that little bat of a feller “Herr Ober” Eeckon yvou would know what that means? My Head Water

LITTLE MAM: Yes, ves.

American: [ smule.

LITTLE MMAT. Cughtn’t I to call him that?
GEEMAN. [Abruptly] ‘NMem—Eellner’.
AMWEEICAN, Why, ves! Just “waiter.”

[The ENGLISHWOMAN locksround her paper for a second The DUTCH YOTTTH stops eating and laughs. The
LITTLE WA gares from face to face and nurses his hat ]

LITTLE MAT. T didn’t want to hurt bas feelings.

GEEMAT. Gottl

AMEETCAN. Inmy county we're very democratic—hut that’s quite a proposition.
EMNGLISHRAT. [Handbing coffee-pot, to his wife] Iore?

ENGLISHWOWMAL Mo, thanks.

GEEMAN [Abnuptly] These fellows—if vou treat them in this manner, at once they take hberties. You see, you
will not get wour beer.

[&5 he speaks the WATTEE returns, brnging the LITTLE MAM'S beer, then retires. ]
AWEETCAN. That “pears to be one up to detnocracy. [To the LITTLE MANW] I judge yvou go in for brotherhood?
LITTLE MAT. [Startled] Oh, nol

AWEETCAN T take considerable stock in Leo Tolstol myself Grand man—grand-souled apparatuz. But I guess
you've got to panch those watters some to malee “em skap. [To the ENGLISH, who have carelessly locled his way
for a moment] You'll appreciate that, the way he acted about my eggs.

[The EMGLIZH make faint motions with thetr chins and avert their eves ]
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[To the WATTEE., who 18 standing at the door ofthe buffet]
‘Watter! Flash of beer—iump, now!

WATTER. “Eomm’ gleich’|

GEEMAT. “Cigarren’!

TWATTER. “Schon’!

[He disappears. ]

AMEETCAN. [Afably—to the LITTLE RMAT] Mow, f T don’t get thatflash of beer quicker’n vou got yvours, T
shall admire.

GEEMAT. [Abruptly] Tolstod 1s nothing “nichts’| Mo good! Ha'

AWEEICAN. [Eelishing the approach of argument] “Well, that 15 amatter of temperament. Iow, I'm all for
equalty. See that poor woman there—very humble woman—there she sits among us wath her baby  Perhaps
vou' d like to locate her somewhere else?

GEEIAAT]. [Shrugoing]. Telstoiis “sentimentalisch’. MMietzache is the true philosophet; the only one.

AMEETCAN Well, that’s quite in the prospectus—iery stirmilating party—aold Misteh—irgin mind But give me
Leo! [He turns to the red-cheeked YOTITH] What do vou opine, si? I guess by your labels you'llbe Dutch. Do
they read Talstot i your country?

[The DUTCH YOUTH laughs. ]

AMWEEICAN. That1s a very luminous answer.

GEEMATN. Tolstodis nothing Man should himszelf express. He paust push—he must be strong.

AMWEEICAN. Thatis so. In America we believe m vty wesllce aman to expand. But we believe in brotherhood

too. We draw the line at niggers; but we aspire. Social batviers and distinctions we’ve not much use for
EMGLIFHIAN. Do yvou feel a dranght?

EMNGLIFHWORNATT. [With a shiver of her shoulder toward the AMEETICAN] T do—rather
GEEMAAT. Waitl! Tou are a young people

AMEETCAN. Thatis zo; there are noflies.onus. [To the LITTLE MAN, who has been garing eagerly from face
to face] Sayl I'd likce to have you give uz your sentinents i relation to the duty of man.

[The LITTLE WA, fidgets, and iz about to opens his mouth. ]

AWEEICAN. For example-—is it vour opttuon that we should kill off the weal: and dizeased, and all that can’t
ump around?

GEEMAN. [MNodding]Ja, 1a’! That 15 cotming.

LITTLE MAM . [Lasking from face to face] They might be me.
[The DUTCH Y OUTH laughs. ]

AMWEEICAN. [Eeproving hun with a look] That's true humility,

“Tisn't grammar. Now, here’s a proposthon that bnings it nearer the bone: Would you step out of vour way to help
them when it was liable to brng you trouble?

GEEIAAT. “Mein, nein’| Thatis stupid.

LITTLE MAMN [Eager but wistfinl] I'tn affaid not. Of course one wants to—There was St Francis 4" Aszisi and St
Julien I Hospitalier,and——

AWEETCAN Very lofty disposttions. Guess they died of them. [He rises] Shake hands, sir—my name 13—[He
hands a card] I am an ice-machine maker. [He shakes the LTTTLE MAN s hand] I ke vour sentiments—TI feel
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kind ofbrotherly [Catching sight of the WATTEE. appearing in the doorway] Waitter; where to h-1l1s that glass of
beer?

GEEMATN. Cigarren!

WATTEE. “Eomum’ glewch’

ENGLISHMAN. [Consulting watch] Train’s late.

ENGLISHWOMAN. Reallyl Nwszancel

[& station POLICEMAMN, very square and uniformed, passes and repasses. |

AWEEICAN. [Eesuming his seat—to the GEEMAN] MNow, we don’t have so much of that i America - Guess
we feelmore to trust i human nature.

GEEMATN. Ahl hal you will bresently find there 15 nothing m him but self
LITTLE MAM. [“Wisthilly] Deon't vou believe i human nature?
AMWEEICAN. Very stimulating question.

[He looks round for opmions. The DUTCH YOTUTH laughs ]
ENGLIFHMAN. [Holding out bus half of the paper to s wife] Swap!
[His wife swaps.]

GEEMAT. Inhuman nature I believe so far as I can see him—no more.

AMWEEICAN, Nowthat ‘pears to me kind o blasphemy. I believe mheroizsm. I opine there’s not one of'us settin’
around here that’s not a hero—agiwe him the occasion

LITTLE KA. Ohl Do wou believe that?

AMEETCAN. "Welll Tudge ahero iz ust a person that™ help another at the expense ofhimself Take that poor
womat there, Well, now, she’s a herone, I guess. She would die for her baby any old time.

GEENAT]. Animals will die for thewr babies. Thats aothing,

AWEEICAN. T carry it further, I postulate we would all die for that baby f a locomotive was to trundle up nght
here and trv to handle it [To the GEERLAYM L guess yvou don’t know how good you are. [As the GEEMATN 12
twnsting up the ends of his moustache—to the

ENGLISHWOMAT] I should liketohave you express an opinion, ma’ arm.
EMNGLIEHWOMNAT. IThegvour trardon.

AMEETCAN. The English are very humanttarian; they have a very high sense of duty. So have the Germans, so
have the Americans. [Tothe DUTCH YOUTH] I judge even in yvour little country they have that Thisis an epoch
of equality and high-totied 1deals. [To the LITTLE MAN] “What 15 vour nationality, sir?

LITTLE MAM T aftaid T'm nothing particular. Wy father was half-English and halt-&mencan, and my mother
half-Germnan and half-Dutch.

AMEETZALT Myl That's a bit streaky, any old way, [The POLICERMAN passes again] INMow, I don’t believe
we ve nrich use any mote for those gentlemen m buttons. We've grown kind of mild—we don’t think of self as we
uzedto do.

[The WATTEE has appeared inthe doorway ]

GEEMAN. [In a voice of thunder] *Cigarren! Donnerwetter’|
AMWEEICAN. [Shaking his fist at the vantshing WATTEE] That flash of beer!
WATTEE. “Eomm’ glewch’|
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AMEETCAN. Alittle more, and he wall join George Washington! T was about to remark when he intruded: Tn this
vear of grace 19132 the kingdom of Christiz quite a going concern. We are mighty near universal brotherhood. The
colonel here [He indicates the GEENAT] i3 aman ofblood and tron, but give him an opp ottunity to be magnanimous,
atid he'll be night there. Oh, sirl vep!

[The GEERIAT, with a profound misture of pleasure and cynicistn, brushes up the ends of his toustache. ]
LITTLE WAL Iwonder One wants to, but semehow—[He shalees hus head ]

AWEETCAN. Youseem kind of skeery aboutthat. You've had expenience, maybe. I'tnan optinist—T think we're
bound to make the devil hum in the near future. I opine we shall occasion a good deal of trouble to that old party.
There’s about to be a holocaust of selfish mterests. The colonel there with old-man Mietch he won't knose hirnself
There’s going to be a very sacred oppotfunity.

[Ls he speaks, the voice of a EATTWAY OFFICTAT iz heard an the distance calling cutin German It approaches,
and the words become audible. ]

GEEMAN. [Startled] "Der Teufel’l [He gets up, and seizes the bag beside am |

[The STATTON OFFICIAL has appeared; he stands for a moment casting his commasids at the seated group. The
DUTCH YOUTH also rises, and takes hiz coat and hat The OFFICTATL turns onhiz heel and retires still 1ssuing
directions. |

EMNGLISHMAN. What does he say?

GEERAT. Our drain has cotne i, de oder platform;, only one minute e haf
[0, have rizen i a fluster ]

AWEETCAN, MNow, that's very provoking. [ won't get that flach of beer.

[There iz a general scurty to gather coats and hats and wraps, during which the lowly WORLAT 12 seen making
desperate attempts to deal with her baby and the two large bundles Quite  defeated, she suddenly puts all down,

il

wrings her hands, and cries out: “Herr Jesul Hilfe!™ The flying procession turn their heads at that strange cry ]
AMEEICAN. “What's that? Help?

[He conties to tun. The LITTLE WA spins round, rushes back, picks up baby and bundle on which it was
seated. ]

LITTLE MATN. Come along, good woman, come along!
[The WORAN picks up the othet bundle and they run. |
[The WATTEE, appearing 11 the doorway with the bottle of beer,watches with his tired srmile. ]

CURTATE

SCENE IT

Losecond-class compartment of a corridor carnage, in motion Init are seated the ENGLISHMAN and tus
WIFE, «wpposite each other at the cornidor end, she with her face to the engine, he with his back. Both are
somnewhat protected from the rest of the travellers by newspapers. Mextto her sits the GEERAT, and opposite
hirn sits the AWMERTIC AN next the AWERIC AN 111 one window corner 15 seated the DUTCH YOUUTH: the other
witdow corner is takeen by the GEEMATT S bag The silenceis only broken by the slight nishing noise of the tram’s

progression and the crackhing of the English newspapers.

AWEEICAN. [Turngto the DUTCH YOTUTTH] Guess I d like that window ratsed; it's kind of chlly after that old
tun they gave us.
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[The DUTCH YOUTH laughs, and goes through the motions of raising the window The ENNGLISH regard the
operation withuneasy wrtation The GEEIAN opens his bag, which reposes onthe corner seat nexthim, and talkes
outa book ]

AWEEICAN. The Germans are great readers. Very stimulating practice I read most anything myself!
[The GEEM AT holds up the book so that the title may be read. ]

“Don Quixote” —fine book. We Americans take considerable stock in old man Quizete. Bit of a wild-cat—hbut we
don’t laugh at hitn,

GEEMAT. Heis dead. Deadas a sheep. Agood thing, too.
AWEETCAN, In Amenca we have still quite an armcunt of chivalry.
GEEIAAT]. Chivalry 15 nothing “sentimentalisch™ In modern dayvs—no good. Aman must push, Lie must pull

AMEETCAN. S0 wou say. But T judge vour form of chivalry 1s sacrifice to the state. "We allow more freedom to
the indimdual soul. Where there’s something little and weal:, we feel it kind of noble to gvewp to it That way we
feel elevated.

[435 he speaks there 13 seen i the corndor doorway the LITTLE MAN, with the WORANS BABTY stll on s
arm and the bundle held in the other hand He peers i atmously The ENGLIZH, andely conscious, try to dissoctate
themselves from his presence with thewr papers. The DUTCH YOTTH laughs. |

GEEILAT. “Ach’| Sol

AMWERICAN. Dear mel

LITTLE MAT. Is there room? Ican’tfingd a seat.

AWEEICAN. Why, ves! There’s aseat for one.

LITTLE WA [Deposting bundle cutside, and heawing BABT ] Wlay I7?

AMEETICAN. Come nght m!

[The GEEWAMN sulkily moves his bag. The LITTLE MAM comes in and seats himself gingerly. |
AWEEICAN. “Where's the mother?

LITTLE WA [Euefully] Aftaid she gobleft behind.

[The DUTCHYOTUTH laughs. The EITGLISH unconscicusly emerge from their newspapers. |
AWEETCAN, Myl That would @ppear to be quite a domestic meident.

[The ENGLISHIAT suddesty utters a profound “Ha, Hal™ and disappears behind hispaper. And that paper and
the one oppostte are seento shake, and hittle sguirls and squeaks emerge ]

GEEMAN. And yonhal gother bundle, and her baby, Hal [He cackles dnly ]

AMWEEICAN. [Gravely] Ismule. I guess Prowidence has playved it pretty low down onyou It's sure acted real
mear.

[The BARY wails, and the LTTTLE BATT jigs it with a sort of gentle desperation, looking apologetically from face
to face, His wastful glance renews the fore of merriment wherewvert alights. The AWERTIC AN alone preserves a
gravity which seems mcapable of being broken. ]

AMWEEICAN. Mavbe wvou'd better get off nght smart and restore that baby. There’s nothing can act madder than

a tnother.
LITTLE MATN. Poor thing, wes! What she mustbe sufferingl

[4 gale of laughter shalkes the carniage. The ENGLISH for a moment drop their papers, the better to indulge. The
LITTLE WIAT strules a wintry smile. ]
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AMEETCAN. [In alull] How did it eventuate?

LITTLEMAN. “We gotthere just as the traih was geing to start; and I umped, thinking T could help her up. Butit
moved too quickly, and—and left her

[The gale of laughter blows up again. |

AWEEICAN. Guess I' d have thrown the baby outto her.

LITTLE WA Iwas afraid the poor httle thing rught breal:

[The Baby wails; the LITTLE MAT heaves it; the gale of laughter blowes. ]

AWEETCAN. [Gravely] It's highly entertaitung—neot for the baby What kind of an old baby i3 it, anyway? [He
stuft’s] Tudge it's a bit—uffy

LITTLE MAM. Afraid I've hardly looked at it yet.

AMWEEICAN, Which end up 15 1t7

LITTLE MAN. Ohl T think the nght end. Yes, ves, 15

AMWEEICAN, Well, that's something. Maybe vou should held it out of window abit  Very excitable things,
babies!

ENGLISHWOMAN. [Galvanized] Mo, nol
EMNGLIFHMAT. [Touching her knee] MWy dear!

AMEETCAN. You are right, ta’am. I opine there’s a draught out there. This baby is precious. We've all of us got
stock i this baby ih a manner of speaking. This 15 a little kit of universal brotherhood. Is it a woman baby?

LITTLE WAL I—I can only see the top of its head.

AWEEICAN, You can't always tell from that It looks tind of over-wrapped up. Maybe it had better be
urbound.

GEEMAN. “Mein, nem, nein’ |

AMEEICAN. Ithink yvou are very lcely nght, celonel It might be a pity to unbind that baby, I guess the lady
should be consulted in this matter.

EMNGLISEHWOMAT. Yes, ves, of course——|
EMNGLIFHMAT. [Touching her] Letdtbel Little beggar seems all nght.

AMEETCAN. That would seem oty known to Prowdence at this moment. T judge itmight be due to humanity to
loolk atits face.

LITTLE WA [Gladly] It's sucking my” finger. There, there—nice little thing—there!
AWEETCAN, Tweuld surtrise i vour leisure moments vou have created babies, st
LITTLE BIAT Dkt no—indeed, no.

AWEETCAN Dear mel—That 1z aloss. [Addressing himself to the carriage at large] I think we may esteem
ourselves fortunate to have this ittle stranger right here with us. Demonstrates what a hold the httle and weal have
uponus nowadays. The colonel here—a man of blood and iron—there he sts quite calm next door to . [He sniffz]
Iow, this baby iz rather chastentng—thatis a sigh of grace, i the colonel—thatis true heroism.

LITTLE WA [Fantly] I—L can see its face a little now

[&1l bend forward. ]

AWEETCAN. What sort of a physiognomy has it, anyway”
LITTLE WIATT [Still faintly] I don't see anything but—but spots.
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GEEMAT. Ohl Hal Pfiul
[The DUTCH YOUTH laughs. ]
AMEETCAN. T am told that 1s not uncotmmen amongst bakbies Pethaps we could have you informus, ma’am.

EMNGLIFEHWORMATT. Yes, of course—only what sort of LITTLE AT, They seetmn all owver its [Atthe
slight recoil of everyone] I feel sure tt's—it’s quite a good baby underneath.

AWEEICAN. That will be rather difficult to come at. I'tn qust a bit sensitive. I've very bttle use for affections of the
epidermis.

GEEMAN. Phul [He has edged away as far as he can get, and 13 ighting a big cigar]

[The DUTCHYOUTH draws tus legs back. |

AMWEEICAN. [Also taking out a cigar] I guess it would be well to funmgate this carnage. Does i suffer, do you
think? LITTLE MAT. [Peenng] Eeally, I don't—TI m not sure—I know so little about bakies I think it would
have anice expression—f—if it showed.

AWEETCAN. Is it kund of boded looking?

LITTLE WA Yes—ves, tt1s.

AWEEICAN. [Looking gravely round] I judge this baby has the measles.

[The GEERAT screws himself spasmodically againstthe arm of the EWNGLIZHWORMAT S zeat |
ENGLISEHWOMAN. Poor little thing! Shall I——7

[She half rises. |

EMNGLISHBMAN. [Touching her] Mo, no Dash it!

AWEETCAN. Thonour your emotion, ma’ am. It does credi to us all But I sywmpathize with vour husband too. The
measles 13 a very tnpottant pestlence i connection with a Srown woman.

LITTLE MAM. It ikes my finger awhully  Eeally, 'z rather a sweet baby.

AMWEEICAN, [Sruffing] "Well, that would appearto be quite a question. About them spots, now? Are they rosy?
LITTLE WA, No-o; they're dark, almost black.

GEEMAT. Gott! Typhus! [He bounds up on to the arm of the

ENGLISHWOWMAN'S Seat. ]

AMWEEICAN, Typhus! That'souite an ndisposition|

[The DUUTCH YOTUTH nses suddenly, and bolts out into the corndor. He 15 followed by the GEERLAT, puthing
clouds of smoke The ENGLISH and AWMEEICAN sit a moment longer without speaking.  The
EMNGLISHWORMAN S race 15 turned with a curious expression—nhalf paty, half fear—towards the LTTTLE IIATT.
Then the ENGLTZITAAN gets up. ]

ENGLIFHMAN. Bit stuffy for vou here, dear, 1sn't 1t

[He puts hus arm through hers, raises her, and almost pushes her through the doorway. She goes, still looking back. ]
AWEETZAN, [Gravely] There’s nothung I admire more’n courage. Guess I'll go and smolke mthe comdor

[&s he goes out the LITTLE MMAMN looks very wisthully after him. Screwing up his mouth and nose, he holds the
BABTY away fromhim and wavers; then rising, he puts it on the seat opposite and goes through the motions of letting
down the window Hawing done so he locksatthe BEABRTY, who has begunto waill  Suddenly he raises his hands and
clasps them, lke a child praying. Since, howewer, the BABY does not stop wathng, he hovers over it in indecision,
then, picking it up, sits down again to dandle it, with his face turned toward the open window. Finding that it still
wails, he begms to sing to itin a cracked little woice. Itis charmed at once. While he 15 singing, the AWEETCAT
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appears inthe comdor. Leting down the passage window, he stands there in the doorway withthe draught blowing
his hatr and the smoke of iz cigar all about im. The LTTTLE WA stops singing and shifts the shawl higher to
protect the  BABY'S head from the draunght ]

AWEERICAN. [Gravely] This isthe most sublime spectacle Thave ever envisaged. There oughtto be a record of
this.

[The LITTLE MAT looks at hun, wondenng, You are typical, sit, of the sentiments of modern Christianity You
lustrate the deepest feelngs m the heart of every man. |

[The LITTLE MMAMN rizes with the BARY and amovement of approach. ] Guess I'm wanted m the dimng-car.

[He vamshes. The LTITLE MMAMN sits down agam, but back to the engine, away from the draught, and losks out of
the window, patiently jogging the BABTY On his knee. ]

CURTATH
SCENE ITII

An arrval platfortn. The LITTLE MAMN, with the BABRY and the bundie 15 standing disconsolate, while travellers
pass and luggage 15 being carned by, A STATION OFFICTAL, accompamed by a POLICERMAM, appears from
a doorway, behind him OFFICTAT. [Consulting telegram in higthand] "Das 1st der Herr” [They adwance to the
LITTLE MAT ]

OFFICTIAL. “Sie haben ethen Buben gestohlen’™
LITTLE WA T only speak English and Ametican,
OFFICIAT. “Dhes ist rucht Thr Bube™?
[He touches the Eaby ]
LITTLE MAM. [Shaking his head] Take care—it"s 1l
[The tman does not understand. ] —the baby——-oF
OFFICTAL. [Shakung his head] “Werstehe nicht’. Dis 15 nod your baby? MNo?
LITTLE MAT. [Shaking his head wolently] Mo, itisnot. Mo

DOFFICIAL. [Tapping the telegram] Gutl You are “rested. [He signs to the POLICEMATN, who takes the
LITTLE MAN s arm ]

LITTLE WIATT Wiliy? I don't want the poor baby
OFFICTATL. [Lifhng the bundle] "Dies 1st mcht Iy Gepack —pag?
LITTLE Maty Mo
OFFICIAL. Gutl Youare “rested.
LITTLE WA T only tool it for the poor woman, T'm not a thiefF— I'm—Tm——-
OFFICIAL. [Shakung head] Verstehe nicht.
[The LITTLE MAMN tries to tear his hair The disturbed BABY wails.
LITTLE WA [Danding it as best he can] There, there—poot, poor!
OFFICIAT. Haltstilll You are “rested. It is all nght.
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LITTLE WATT “Where 15 the mother?

DFFICIAL. She comet by next drain. Das telegram say: “Halt einen

Herren mit schwarzem Buben and schwarzem Gepaclk’ "Eest gentleman mit black baby and black—pag.
[The LITTLE RATT turns up his eves to heaven. |

COFFICTAL. “Eotmm rut us’

[They take the LTTTLE WMAT toward the door from which they have come A woice stops them |
AMEETCAN. [Speaking from as far away as may be] Just a moment!

[The OFFICTAL stops; the LITTLEMAR also stops and sits down on abench against the wall The POLTCER AT
stands stoldly beside hitn The AWEETCAT approaches a step or two, beckoning, the OFFICTATL soes up to
hirm. ]

AMWEEICAN Guess you've got an angel from heawven there! What's the gentleman in buttons for™
OFFICIAL. "Was 1st das™

AMWEEICAN. Is there anybody here that can understand American?

OFFICIAL. “Verstehe mcht’

AWEEICAN. "Well, just watch my gestures. [was saying [He points to the LITITE MAMN, then malkes gestures
of fling] wou have an angel from heawven there. Youhave there a man inwhotn Gawd [He points upward] takes
uite an amount of stock. Youhave no callto arresturn. [He malces the gesture of arrest] Mo, 5 Prowidence has
acted pretty mean, loading off that baby on him. [He malkes the moton of dandling] The little man has a heart of
gold. [He points to his heart, and takes out a gold comn ]

OFFICIAL. [Thinking he i about to be bribed] “Aber, das st wel’l

AMEETCAN, MNow, don’trattle mel [Pointing to the LITTLE RLATT] Ian [Pointing to his heart] "Herz” [Pointing
to the com] “won” Gold. This iz a flower of the feld—he don’t want no gentleman i buttons to pluck hum up.

[4 Lttle crowd 15 gathering, mcluding the Two ENGIIRH, the GEEMAT, and the DUTCH YOTUTH. ]
OFFICTATL. “Verstehe absolut michts”. [He taps the telegram] “Ich muss mein” duty do.

AWEEICAN, ButI'tn telling vou. This 15 & white man.  This 15 probably the whitest man on Gawd’s sarth.
OFFICIAL. “Das macht nichts’ —gut erno gut, T muss mein duty do.

[He turnis to go toward the LTTTTE WLATT ]

AWEETCAN, Ohl Very well arrest him; do wvour duty This baby has typhus.

[Atthe word “typhus” the OFFICTAT stops.]

AWEETCAN. [Malang gestures] First-class typhus, black typhus, schwarzen typhus, Now youhave it T'mland
o sorry for vouand the gentleman in buttens. Do your duty!

OFFICIAL. Typhus? Der Bub—die baby hat typhus?

AWEEICAN, I'm teling vou.

OFFICTAL. Gott un Himmell

AMWEEICAN [Spothing the GEERLAT i the hittle thronglhere’s a gentleman will corroborate me.

OFFICIAL [Much disturbed, and signing to the POLICEMAMN to stand clear] Typhus! “Aber das 1st grasslich’|
AMWEEICAN, Ilund o thought vou' d feellike that.

DFFICIAL. “The Santatsmachine! Gleich’|
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[4 POETEE. goes to get it. From either side the brolken half-moon of persons stand garing at the LTITTLE JAT,
who sits unhappily dandling the BABY m the centre. |

OFFICTAL. [Easing his hands] “Was zu thun'™?
AWEEICAN. Guess you' d better 1zolate the baby

[& sllence, dunng which the LTTTLE MAMN 15 heard fantly whistling and clucking to the BABY ]
OFFICIAL. [Eefernng once more to his telegram]

“Eest gentleman mut black baby ™ [Shaling his head] "Wir must den gentleman hold. [To the GEERATN] “Bitte,
meinn Herr, sagen Sie thm, den Buben zu medersetzen’. [He makes the gesture of deposit |

GEEMAN. [To the LITTLE MAN] He sav Put down the baby.
[The LTTTLE MAMN shakes his head.and continues to dandle the BABY | OFFICTAL You must.
[The LTTTLE MAMN glowers, in silence. ]
ENGLIFHMAN. [Inbackground—muttering] Good man!
GEEMAN. His spirt ever denies.
OFFICIAL. [Agan malong s gesture] “Aber er muss’|
[The LITTLE MAMN makes aface at lum. ["=ag’ Thn' Instantly put down baby and komm’ tut us.
[The BABTY wails. ]
LITTLE WA, Leave the poorill baby here alone? Be—be—be d—dto youl
AWEEICAN. [Tumping on to a trunk—inth enthusiasm] Bully!
[The ENGLISH clap thewr hands; the DTTTCH YOTUTH laugha The OFFICTAT 15 mutterng, greatly mcensed, ]
AWEEICAN. "What does that body-snatcher say?
GEEMATN. He say this man use the baby to save hirnself from arrest Very smart he say.

AWEEICAN. Tudge vou do hum an mnjustice. . [Showing off the LTTTLE MAN with a sweep oflus arm | This iz
a white man. He's got a black baby, and he won' leave itin the lurch. Guess we would all act noble that way, grve
us the chance.

[The LITTLE WIATT nises, holding out the BABY, and advances a step of two. The half-moon at once gives,
mereasing its size; the ANWEEICAN clinbs onto alugher trunke,. The LTTTLE MAN retires and agam sits down.

AMWEEICAN, [Addressing the  OFFICTAT] Guess vou'd better go out of business and wait for the mother.

OFFICIAL. [Stamping s fot] Die Mdutter sall “rested be for talung out baby mut typhus. Hal [To the LITTLE
AN Putze baby dowml

[The LITTLE MAMW stniles. ] Do you “ear?

AWEEICAN. [Addressing the OFFICIAT] Mow, see here. ‘Pears to me you don’t suspicion just how beautifil
this 15. Herewe have a mat grvng his fe for that old baby that’s gotno clatm on him This 15 not a baby of his own
malang. Mo, s, this 15 a very Chnist-likce proposition inthe gentleman,

OFFICTAL. Putze baby down, orich will gommand someone it to do.

AWEEICAN. That will be very mteresting to watch.

OFFICIAL. [To POLICEMAN] Dake it vrom humn

[The POLICERIAT mutters, but does not.

AWEEICAN. [Tothe German] Guess I lost that.

GEEMAT. He say he 13 not lus officier.
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AMEETCAN. That just tickles me to death.

DOFFICIAL. [Locking round] Vill nobody dake ze Bub™
EMNGLIFEHWOMAT. [MMowing a step faintly] Tee—~I——
EMGLIFHMAT. [Grasping her arm]. By Jowel "Will youl

OFFICIAL. [Gathering himself for a great effort to take the BABY, and adwvancing two steps] Zen I goummand
you—[He stops and his voice dies away] Zit derel

AWEETCAN, Myl That's wondetfil What a man this 151 What a sublime senze of duty!
[The DUTCH YOUTH laughs. The OFFICTAT turns on hitn, but as he does so the MOTHEE. of the Busyis seen
hurrying, ]
MOTHEE. “Achl Achl Meti’ Buby'|
[Her face 15 llurmned; she 15 about to rush to the LTTTLE KA ]
COFFICIAL. [To the POLICEMAN] “Ninm die Frau'|
[The POLICERAN catches hold of the WORAT ]
OFFICIAL [To the faghtened WORLAN] “Warum haben Sie emen Buben mt Tvrhus mut ausgebracht™
AMWEEICAN. [Eagetly, from lus perch] What was that? I don’t want to miss any.
GEEMATN. He say: Why did vou a baby with typhus with you bring out?
AWEEICAN. "Well, that's quite a question.
[He talkes out the field-glasses slung around hum and adusts thert orithe BABY
WMOTHEE. [Bewidered] Ider” Bubi—Typhus—aber Typhus? [she shales her head wolently| "Memn, nein, neim!
Typhus|
OFFICIAL. Er hat Typhus.
MOTHEE. [Shaking her head] “Mem, nemn, nen’|

AWEEICAN. [Looking through his glasses] CGuess she’s kind of right! T judge the typhus 15 where the baby’
globbered on the shawl, and it's come off enhum.

[The DUTCH YOUTH laughs. ]

OFFICTAT. [Turning on hun funously] Er hat Typhus.

AMEETCAN. MNow, that’s where vou slop over. Come right here.

[The OFFICTAT mounts, andlooks through the glasses. ]

AMEETCAN. [To the TITTLE RMAN] Skin out the baby's leg. IFwe don’t locate spots on that, 'l be good

eniough for me.
[The LITTLEIAN fumbles Cutthe BABY S hittle white foot. ]
WMOTHEE.  Eet” Bukil [She tries to break away. |

AWEEICAN, White as a banana. [To the OFFICIAT—affably] Guess you've made kind of a fool of us wath
vour old typhus.

OFFICIAL. Lass die Fraul

[The POLICERN AT lets her go, and she rushes to her BABTY |

MOTHEE. Mer® Bubal

[The BABTY, exchanging the warmth of the LITTLE MAM for the momentary chill of itz MOTHEE,, wails ]
OFFICIAL. [Descending and beckoning to the POLICEMAN] “Sie wollen den Herrn accusiren’™?
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[The POLICENAT takes the LITTLE MANs arm ]
AMEETCAN. “What's that? They goin’ to pitch him after all?

[The MMOTHEE, still hugging her BABY, who has stopped cryving, gazes at the LITTLE MATT, who sits
dazedly looking up. Suddenly she drops on her knees, and with her free hand bfts lus booted foot and kasszes it ]

AWEEICAN. [Wawving bus hat] Eal Eal [He descends swaftly, goes upto the LTTTLE MAT, whose arm
the POLICER AT has dropped, and takes his hand] Brother; T am proud to know wou This 15 one of the greatest
moments Thave ever expenienced. [Displaying the LITTLE MAMN to the assembled company] I think T sense the
sttuation when I say that we all esteem it an honour to breathe the rather mfenor atmosphere of this station here
Along with our little fiend. T guess we shall all go home and treasure the memoty of his face as the whitest thing in
our tmuseum of recollections. And perhaps this good woman will alsogo home and wash the face of ourlitle brother
here. I am mspired with a new fath in mankind. Ladies and gentlemen, T wish to present to you 2 sure-enough
sattit—only wants a halo, to be transfiqured.

[To the LTTTLE MAN] Stand right up.

[The LITTLE WA stands up bewidered  They come about him  The OFFICTAT bows to hum, the
POLICEMAT salutes hun The DUTTCH YOTITH shalkees lus head and laughs The GEEMAT draws hunself up
very straight, and bows quickly twice. The ENGLIZHMAN and his WIFE apoircach at least two steps, then,
thinking better of it, turn to each other and recede The MOTHEE lnizses lishand. The POETEE returning with the
satgtatsmachine, turns it onfrom belund, and its pankash shower, goldenea by a ray of sunlight, falls around the
LITTLEMATT s head, transfiguring ¢ as he stands with eves upraised to se= whence the portent cotmes. | AWERETC AT,
[Eushing forward and dropping onhis knees] Hold on ust a minuteh Gaess Tl take a snapshot of the miracle. [He
adusts his pocket camera] This ought to look bullyl

CUETAITT

PSS S
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The Little Man

The playwright

John Galsworthy (1867 — 1933) s famous for his novels, particularly the Forsvth Saga, which
deals with generations of middle class British life. Bornin Surrey and educated at Oxford, he was
one of theliterary luminaries ofhis age . Inaddition to his novels, he isalso famous for his plays, which
often dealwith social or moral questions. Galsworthy was not afraid to probe the society and moral
postulations of the Victorian and Edwardian eras. With his sharp insight he exposes the hyjpocrisy
and pretensions that parade as virtue. Many of his plays are more popular now than his ndyvels, for
example Loyalty, Sirfe and Justice.

The play

The Little Mar has many literaty qualities, notleast among them being the obwious wotsy, so cleatly depicted
i dialogue, tone and action. Infact the very title 13 womcal for the hittle man may be small i stature, but he 13 large
i heart and deed. The play pottravs the courage of the Little IWan, whe iz forced to-carry a baby throughout a
journey as the mother has missed the tram and is following on the nesxt train. Even'tiiough it 1s thought that the baby
might be suffering from measles, an mfectious disease that he might well contract he continues to hold and comfort
the baby until the mother arteres. The American, for all bus tall talle about herotstn, mamtains a distance from the man
and the baby, ke all the other characters m the play.

Inits exaggerated portrayal of racial qualities, such as the taliative and brash Amencan, the haughty English,
the carefree Dutchiman and the stiff German, the play may be said tobe afarce. The unexpected twists in action and
sttuation add to the feeling of watching a well-modulated farne. The categorical difference between good and ewvil,
i this case, between selfishness and altnusm, make it a moralty play. Galsworthy called it a farcicad smeoralifi The
verbal idealism of the American, the aggoressive politios of the German and the conservative prudery of the British
are in contrast to the practical humarty ofthe Little an. He does notbelong to any nationality because he has a
little of all of them, hus father being half~English atid half- American and his mother, half-German and half-Dutch. He
1z Galsworthy's idea of a true man and his aciicns are the dramatist’s yvardstick of humanity

The play was first performed 17 Britain in 1916 and a few years later in MNew York, along with

Chesterton's Magic. It has captivated audiences and readers alike as it probes human nature and
tries to arrive at a definition of the ideal human being.

Notes

swiathed Cwirapped up

Cfordwoice - inthe accent of an Cxford University scholar

Cambridgeswoice - inthe accent of a scholar from Cambridge University

recedas - moves out of sight

Leo Toisto s CountLeoTolstoy(18258-1910), great Russian novelist and
reformist thinker, most famous for his novels War and Peace and Anna
Karahing

Mietzsche - German philosopher and poetwho propagated the idea of the
Superman and the doctrine of power and rejected Christian morality

=t Francis of Assisi - arch manwho gave up all hiswealth after an iliness and devoted

himself to the service of the poor
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St Julian - protector of travellers and patron saint of hospitality

Don Cluixote - popular romance by Cervantes

George Washington : The first president of the United States of America; known forhis patriotism
and sense of justice

eventuate - happen

pestilence - disease

The passengers assume that the baby has typhus or measles and leave the compartment for
fear of being infected, though they pretend thatthey are not afraid. The Little Man refuses to put the
baby down and the American comments " This is the most sublime spectacle | have ever envisaged.”
When the German officers try to arrestthe Little Man the American again speaks on his benalf, saying
he has a heart of gold andthat he is a"white man”. He also dares the officers to arresthiim, remarking
thatthe baby has typhus. They at once move away. Ywhenthe mother amves, itiz made clearthatthe
batywas only dirty and not ill. The Little Man emerges the hero, having had the courage to carry the
baby despite fears of infection.

Exercises

I. Answer briefly

1. When the play opens, where are all the travellers to b found?
Describe the poorwoman and her possessions.
Howi is the Little Man different from the other travellers?
What does the American think about demaocracy?
What are the German's views about Talsioy?
What happens when the train arrives?
YWho is the last person to enter the Compartment™?
Why 15 the Little Man travellingwith the baby?
9. What dothe travellers inferabout the health of the baby?
10, Whatis the reaction of the travellers to the baby's condition?
1. What do the offi¢ers want the Little han to do?
12, Whatis the Litie Man's reaction to the orders of the officers?
13, How dothe travellers find out whether the baby isill or not?
14. How does the mother show her gratitude to the Little han?
15, Whatis the American's reaction to the mother's gesture?

II. Maich the following

X Noo kW

A E
The British couple always talking and commenting
The German laughing all the time
The Little Man reserved and withdrawn
The American does not believe in sentiment
The Dutchman believes in helping if he can
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lll. Language work
A. Replace the underlined word with a synornym:

1. YWhat do you opine, sir?

2 This is an gpoch of equality and high-toned ideals.

3 Ive very little use for affections of the epidermis.

4. That is the most sublime spectacle | have ever envisaged.
3] _you don't suspicion just how beautiful this is.

E. Complete the sentences with an adwverb:

The Americanis talking ...

The Eritish are waiting ...

The poorwoman cries out .
The Little Man seats himself ...
He laughs ...

The Little Man holds the baky .

S

IV. Explain with reference tothe context

1.
2.
3.

4.
2.

Don't you believe in human nature?
The English are very humanitarian; they have awvery high sense of duty.

| think we may esteem ourselves fortupate to have this little stranger right here with us.
Demonstrates what a hold the little anawealk have Upon us nowadays.

There's nothing | admire more'n caurage. Guess I'll go and smolke inthe corridaor,

| quess we shall all go home.aind treasure the memaory of his face as the whitest thing in our
museum of recollections.

V. Answer in a brief saragraph

1.

The role of the Ami=iican inthe play

2. The choice of craracters inthe play
3. Action inthe play
4. The title of the play

V1. Wriite an essay on
The Liftle Man s a farcical morality play.
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ALL THE WORLD'SA STAGE

All the world's a stage,

And allthe men and women merely players:
They have their exits and their entrances;

And one man in his time plays many parts,

His acts being seven ages. Atfirst the infant,
MWewling and puking in the nurse's arms.

And thenthe whining school-boy, with his satchel
And shining morming face, creeping like snail
Lreeillingly to school. And thenthe [over,

Sighing like furnace, with awoeful ballad

MWade to his mistress’ eyebrow. Thana soldier,
Full of strange oaths and beardea like the pard,
Jealous inhonour, sudden and quick in quarrel,
Seeking the bubble reputation

Ewven inthe cannaern's mouth. And then the justice,
In fair round beaibowith good capon lined,

With eyes severe and beard of formal cut,

Full ofveise saws and modern instances,

Andso he plays his part. The sixth age shifts
into the lean and slipper'd pantaloon,

With spectacles on nose and pouch on side,
His youthful hose, well saved, aworld too wide
Far his shrunk shank; and his big manly voice,
Turning again toward childish treble, pipes
Andwhistles in his sound. Lastscene of all,
That ends this strange eventful history,

I second childishness and mere oblivion,

Sans teeth, sans eyes, sans taste, sans evenything.

- William Shakespeare
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The poet— William Shakespeare (1564 — 1616)

Willlam Shakespeare, it is believed, was born in Stratford-on-Avon in 1564,

A complete and authentic account of his lifeis lacking butitis generally accepted that he went
to the local grammar school.  In 1582 Shakespeare marmed Anne Hathaway, the daughter of a
farmer. He came to London to become an actor and stayed to become one of England’s greatest
dramatists. He secured the patronage of Henry Wricthesley, 2rd Earl of Southampton.

Shakespeare's characters reflect his deep understanding of human behaviour. His use of
poetry and drama showcase his knowledge of the individual as well as social situations. He has
managed to achieve universal appeal, transcending time and place, as heis still considerad one of
the greatest dramatists of all time. His plays have been acted all over the world for more than four
hundred years and readers and critics are even now finding new meanings and intercretations. In
additionto the considerable body of poetic wionk, such asthe Sonnets andlove poems, Shakespears's
mastery of poetry is evidenced evenin his plays. Some of the best known " poems" of Shakespeare
are actually found in his plays, as for example, this extract from As You Like (1

The poem

The poemis taken from the play As vou like it This poem is a part of Jacgues' speech inthe forest.
Jacquesis amelancholy character inthe play, who seems to 30end all his time mourningthe negative
side of man's character,

Inthis werse Jacques describes the seven stages ofman's life on earth. He talks ofthe scenes of life
from childhood to old age. Life is a play with sevenacts in each of which man plays a different role.
The world is his stage and man's birth, his entiance on the stage. He plays all his roles — of child,
school boy, lover, soldier, jJudge, old man and Jinally second childhood, without teeth, eyes, and the
ability to fend for himself.

Lines 11to 5- These lines introduce theaea of man playing several roles in his life. The world is his
stage, his birth is his first appearance on this stage and his death, his exit. While he is on stage he
plays many parts.

Lines Sto 9 —These lines desctibe infancy and childhood. The baby inthe nurse’s arms is described
as crying and being sick.-Theyoung child going to school very reluctantly is the next role he plays.

Lines 9 to 15 — The yaung child grows into an adolescent, who is smitten by love and writes sad
verses in praise of hisbeloved s beauty. The soldieris the next role played by man. He uses language
that is unfamiliar te the common man, sports a beard, is short- tempered and lays down his life
seaking fame in death.

Lines 1%ta 19 — The fifth role is that of a judge. Middle-aged, prosperous and looking well-fed, the
judge is usually bearded, looks stern and makes wise statements.

Lines 19t0 25— Theselines talk of old age when man is apatheticfigurein slippers, needing spectacles
to read, thinner than he was in his youth. His manly voice has become wealk and fesble.

Lines 25 to 28 — Ivlan 18 now ih the last stage of ife. He 12 i his second childhood. His teeth have gone, his wsion is
tailing and his taste buds are dead.

Each man plays his partin life as each actor played his role on the stage, which was becoming very
popularin Shakespeare'stimes.
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Theme

Man's life, seen inthe different stages that he goes through, forms the mam theme ofthe poem. However JTacques’
picture of man’s lfe 18 rather melancholy. He sees only the unpleasant aspects of all the stages of man’s ife rather
than the postive side. In Jacques™ picture the mfant 15 always coang, the schoolboy s reluctant to go to school, the
lowver 1z sad and unhappy, the voung soldier seeks a “bubble reputation’, the judge 15 inclined to take bribes, the old

tnan 15 losing ks sight and woice and finally man lapses mto second childhood.

Use of similes, metaphors, rhyme etc.

The postuses metaphors and similes in describing the stages inaman's life. He uses the metaphaor

of the world as a stage and the people as actors.

The poet has used similes throughout the poem —the boy moving slowly like a snail, the lover sighing

like afurnace and the soldier bearded lilke a leopard.

The poemis termed blank werse as thereis no specific rhyme scheme.

MNotes

players

exits and entrances
acts

mewling

puking

whining

creeping like snail

sighing like furnace
wioefll
strange oaths

pard

jealous in honour
sudden. . quarrel
bubble reputation

justice
fair round belly

capon

sevare

formal

Saws

modern instances
slipper'd pantaloon
hose

shank

treble

s actors
- the actors have to come on stage and leave atthe right time
- the seven stages of a man's life, which are comparedto the seven

acts in a play

S Chying constanthy

“being sick

Sgrumblingina complaining volce

Smoving slowdy like a snailbecause he is unwilling to go to

school

taking deep breaths in-disappointment
“unhappy, sad
- a soldier uses swear words that he might have picked up on his

travels

- legpard

quick to react when it is a matter of his honour

Cquickto take offence and ready to fight

repdtation that lasts as long as a bubble (the soldier seeks fame

i death on the battlefield, but his service is quickly forgotten)

S judge
- proof of the judge's riches (possibly a reference to corrupt

judges who toolk chickens as bribes)

- chicken

. stermn

- sober

s sayings

Cexamples from everyday life

an old man wearing slippers and in pantaloons
- closefitting stockings

leq

~high pitched trembling or quavering voice
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pipes.. . sound csounds as if air escapes through pipes; old people make such
sounds while speaking

oblivion -forgetfulness

5ans Swilthout | French)

Exercise

|. Answer briefly

. WWhat are the different stages of aman's life that canbe compared to Acts in a play?
. How does Shakespeare describe the infant?

. The schoolboyis described as having a shining morning face. What does it refer ta?
. Justify the comparison of reputation to a bubble.

Wl is old age called "second childhood®?

oI Do —

|. Explain with reference to the context
1. And one man in his time plays many parts,
His acts being seven stages
2 Sighing like furmace, with a woeful ballad
Made to his mistress’ eyebrow.
3 In fair round belly with good capon lined,
With eyes severe and beard of formal cut,
4. Into the lean and slippered pantaloon,
With spectacles on nose and pouch on side,
. Sans teeth, sans eyes, sans taste, sans evendhing.

lll. Write an essay on each of the following
1. What 1z Jacques™ wiew of hfe?
2. Can Jacques be called a cynical man? Justify yvour answer with reference to the poem.

FEHTEN
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Death the Leveller

The glories of our blood and state
Are shadows, not substantial things;
There is no armour against fate;
Death lays his icy hand on kings:
Sceptre and crown
MUt tumble down,
Andinthe dust be equal made

Wyith the poor crooked scythe and spade.

Some menwith swords may reap the field,
And plantfresh laurels where they kill;
Eut their strong nerves at last must yield—
They tame but one another =Gl
Early or late
They stoop to fate,
And must give up their murmuring breath

When they, pale captives, creep to death.

The garlands wither anyour brow:
Then boast no more your mighty deeds;
Upon Death's purple altar nowy
Seewhere the victor-victim bleeds.
Your heads must come
To the cold tomb:
only the actions of the just

=mell sweet, and blossom intheir dust

-J.Shirley
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The poet

James Shirley was born on 18% September 1556 in England. He did his schooling inMerchant Taylors'
school andthenwent onto St dohn's College, Cuford and then acquired his BEachelors degree from
Cambridge He died in October 1666, George Fitzgerald, the sixteenth earl of Kildare, was his
patron He was a teacher by profession and taught at various places as St.Albans, London and
Dublin He diedin the Great Fire of London.

The poem

The poetn 1 like a dirge and seeks to show thatno man can escape death. Emg or farmer, powerful or weal, all
men rzt die one day. Inthe eves of Death all men are equal When faced with the inewitable end all men are on the
same level irrespective of where they were placed in lfe till then

Stanza : 1 The first stanza points out that all the glory and fame that we mav pride  ourselves upon have no
substance or meamng Fate 15 mwvincible and i the face of death, which 15 inewtable, we have no
weapons of anmnour to defend ourselves. Death strikes the man who wears the crown or holds the
sceptre as surely as it strikes the fartmer who wetlds the scythe or spade.

Stanza : 2 Inthe second stanza the poet talles of the soldier as a farmer, who matead of reaping gram “reaps” heads,
i other words he cutz off heads (kills other men) where the fartiner cuts grain. In thetr victory they may
win lavrels (fame) but sooner of later they also have to bow to death. When their turn atrives they are
the captives of death and have to creep to ther grave.

Stanza: 3 Inconclusion the poet points out that the wictorious soldizr whoe won laurels has also to die and like his
wictin himself lies on the altar of Death. He tells the wmctor that he has no reason to be proud of hus laurels
as soon hiz wreath of wictory will fade soon and he limself wall die. He adds that only noble and just
deeds will live on after a man’s death as a sweet memeory of his goodness.

The theme ofthe poem 15 the emphinesz ofman’s pride m his achievements or his wictonies over other
men. In life one man iz a king whils atiother 18 a farmer. The king in his pride as lord and master may
seem great compared to the humble farmer. But i the final analysis, the king also has to face death even
as the farmer will have to. The soldier who wins over his enermes may take pride in the number of men
he has killed bt his farne will also wither away when he dies, as he must, one day. In death all men are
equal and the only thing that bves on after a man’s death 15 the sweet memory of hus goodness. The
poemn adwises us to lake pride in doing good rather than in concuests.

Technique
The poem d=scnbes the futility of pride in condguest or power and the sweeping power of Death. Like
shelleyw’s Oomandias it draws a picture of the wictor being vancuished in turn by Death. Once the
victor dies, hus fame dies with hom likke a fower that fades and dies. The transient nature of lfe and the

short-lived scent of fame are in contrast to the finality of death and the sweet memories of aman’s just
and good deeds which live on after hus death.

Use of similes, metaphors, rhyme etc.

The poet uses metaphors throughowt the poetn to convey his ideas. Death 15 the enemy agamst whotn we have no
armour. Sceptre and crown personfy the kang while the crooked scoythe and spade stand forthe farmer The soldier
kailling hiz enetnyin battle may “reap the field” and finally weld to “fate’, the mightier enemy as “pale captives” do. The
inage of a battlefield contte s withthe wictor who killed his enemy himselfbecoming the wictim of another conquerar —
Death. “The actions ofthe mst” are remembered after ther death —like the sweetflowers that bloom m the dust.
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Notes

glories

blood and state
shadows

1cy hand

sceptre
tumble down
lanrels

strong nerves
stoo
captives
garlands
wither
boastno more
wetor-victim
cold tomb

bloszom i thewr dust

l. Answer briefly

wictones, fame

s ofkin and government/country

swrorthless, not concrete

sthe body becomes cold once aman dies, as Death 1z persomfied as a man, s hands are

cold

- the ornate baton that 15 a symbol of powerfrovalty

- fall down

foral wreath that 15 used to crown a wictonious man

- brave and courageous bearing

“how

| prisoners

-floral wreaths

- fade

s do nottalle proudly of

- the wictorious soldier now lies as the victim on Death’s altar
- the place where man 15 buried after death ; cold because the body loses its warmth after

death

: the fame of men who have done good deeds lives on like

fowers that bloom on their graves

Exercises

YWihy does the poet say we have 'no armouragainst fate™?
. What is common to both the powerful king and the humble farmer?
. What isthe image the poet creates whet he talks of one soldier killing another?

. What, inthe poet's opinion, is the-only thing that lives after a man's death’?

1
2
3
4. What isinevitable for even the victonous soldier?
5
E
1

xplain with reference to the context

Death lays its icy hand oirkings
Sceptre and crown
MUSE tumble down
2. And must give up their murmuring breath
When they, pale Captives, creepto death.
3. Upon Death's purple altar nowy
Seewiere the victorvictim bleeds,
4 Andinihe dust be equal made
YWith the poor crooked scythe and spade.

lll. Write on essay oh each of the following
1. Inyour own wiords bring out the comparison between life and death and
victory and loss on the battlefield.
2. What isthe message that the poet wishes to convey to the reader? Substantiate
yaur answer with lines from the poem.

TEE
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Essay on Man

Allare but parts of one stupendous whole,

YWhose body Mature is, and God the soul;
That, chang'dthrough all, and yet in all the same
Great in the earth, as inth' ethereal frame,
Warms in the sun, refreshes in the breeza,
Glows inthe stars, and blossoms in the trees,
Lives through all life, extends throuch all extent,
Spreads undivided, operat=s unspent,
Ereathes inour soul, infdims our mortal part,
As full, as perfect ina hair as hear;

As full, aspatfect, invile man that mourns,

As the rapt seraph that adores and burns;

1 him no high, no low, no great, no small;

He fills, he bounds, connects, and equals all.

-Alexander Pope
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The poet

Alexander Pope (1685 — 1744 was the son of a London merchant. The family left Londonto escape
persecution as Roman Catholics and settled inWindsor Forest. He educated himself because he
could not attend school due to a deformity of the backbone caused by Tubercular infection. He was
encouragedin his studies and literary efforts by his father. Pope proved himself a precocious writer,
for he started an epic at the age of twelve . His published works include the early pastoral poems,
Essayon Crlicisim (1711), Rape of the Lock (1712) and translations of Homer. His Essayon Man
(1733-24) s a popular expositionin prose of the philosophical beliefs of histime. His literany efforts
brought him enough money tolive in comfort and entertain the famous people of his generation.

The poem

The Ezsay on Man was originally conceived as part of a longer philosophical pesm. In the larger
scheme, the poemwiould have consisted of four books: the first as we now hawve it a second book of
epistles onhuman reason, human arts and sciences, human talent, andthe use of leaming, science
and wit "together with a satire against the misapplications of them”;, a third ool on the Science of
Folitics; and a fourth book concerning "private ethics® or "practical morality” The only part of the
scheme, therefore, whichwas fully completed was the four epistles cithe Essay on Man. Parts of the
fourth ool of The Dunciadwere composed using material for the s2cond bool of the original essay
andthe four moral epistles were originally conceived as parts ofins fourth book. The long philosophical
treatise isin the form of poetry, with rbyming couplets. According to Pope himself, "This [ might have
done inprose; butl chose verse, and evenrbyme, for twior2asons. The one will appear obwious; that
principles, maxims, or preceptsso written, both strike ihiz reader more strongly at first, and are more
easily retained by him afterwards: The other may seem odd, butis true | found | could express them
more shorthy this way than in prose itself. " The-exiract chosen here is typical of the larger whole in
theme, treatment and tone It expresses the poel’'s idea of Mature and God, and Man's own place in
the scheme of things. The perfectly rhymed.couplets give us a succinct picture of the scheme of life
as seen from the perspective of the creatar.

MNotes

stupendous - tremendous

ethereal ©airy, heavenhy

Informs - orders

mortal - that which perishes (as opposed to immortal)
vile - base, bad

rapt . absorbed (here, absorbed in the diving)
seraph ©angel

burns - (here) burs with dewvotion

Paraptirase

In this extract, Fope expounds on the nature of godhead, in relation to all created beings. All the
creatures on earth are part of the great spirit. The physical manifestation is whatwe see around us
and call Mature; its immaortal soul we call God. Itis a part of each being, though in a different form or
shape. As aresult of its existence, the gross creatures on earth are as great as the spiritual ones in
higher regions. Itis this great abiding spirit which gives the sun its heat and the breeze its cool
refreshment. Itisthe lightinthe stars and the fragrant floweers inthe trees . It breathes through all living
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creatures and is a part of their existence. Though it permeates all beings, it remains undivided: it
wiorlkes in each element, but its energy remains unspent. tisthe life in each soul, making it immortal
and gives the impetus to each body to act. Its nature can be seen in a slender strand of hair as well
as inthe faithful heart. Itis manifestinthe meanest man as inthe highest order of angels whoworship
Godin His glory. Inthe eyes of God nobody is high or low, great or small. He fills the earth with His
bounty, provides the extent of ife and connects allbeings to one another. All creatures are equal in His
creation.

Technique

Fope uses the riymed couplet in the lambic pentameter. In his hand, it becomes a poweitul tool to
express histhoughts onthe abstract subject of God. Unlike the mechanical and almastprosaic use
of the werse form by otherpoets, inhis handling, it achieves a life and grace not comimonly found. The
rymes seemto flow naturally. Philosophic thoughts which are difficult to expreszs evenin prose are
made vibrantly clear and powerful in a verse form that has often been mishandled.

Exercises

I. Answer briefly

1 What is the "stupendouswhole” that Pope describes?

2 \Whatis Mature?

3. Whatis the soul?

4 What remains unchanged?

5. Wvhat provides the elements with their essential nature?
6. How is (od manifest inhuman beings?

7. How does Pope describe God's perfection?

8. How are creatures made equal?

Il. Explain with reference o the context
YWhose body Mature is5, and Sod the soul

That, chang'd through =i, and yet in all the same
Lives through all life, extends through all extent
Ereathes inoursoul, informs our mortal part

As full, as perfect, in a hair as heart

He fills, he bounds, connects, and equals all.

lll. Write an essay on each of the following

1. Pope'sideaof God andHis creation
Z?  How does God manifestHimself inHis creations®?

o ok W =
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THE CHARGE OF THE LIGHT BERIGADE

1.

Half a league, half a league,
Half aleague onward,
A1 i the valley of Death
Eode the st hundred.
“Forward, the Light Brigade!

“Charge for the guns!™ he sad:

Into the valley of Death
Eode the six hundred.

2.
“Forward, the Light Brigade!”

Was there a man distay” d7
Motthe™ the soldier knew
someone had blunder™d:
Thett’s notto make reply,
Theit’z not to reason why,
Theit"s but to do and die:

Into the valley of Death
Eode the stz hundred.

3.
Cannion to right of thein,
Cannon to lefi ol them,
Cannon in frout of thern
Wolley dand thunder™d,

Storm’d at with shot and shell,

Boldly they rode and well,
Into the jaws of Death,
Into the mouth of Hell
Eode the six hundred.
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Flash’d all thewr sabres bare,
Flash™d as they turn’ d in air,
=abning the gunners there,
Charging an army, while
A1l the world wonder’ d:
Plunged i the battery-smoke
Fight thro” the line they broke;
Cossack and Eussian
Eeel'd from the sabre stroke
Shatter’dand sunder”d.
Then they rode back, but not
ot the stz hundred.
3.
Cannion to nght of them,
Cannon to left of them,
Cannon behind them
Wolley'd and thunder”d;
Storm’ d at with shot and shell,
“While horse and hero fell,
They that had fought so well
Catne thro” the jaws of Death
Back from the mouth of Hell,
Al that was left of them,
Left of st hundred.
6.
When can their glory fade?
i0 the wild charge they made!
A1 the world wondered.
Honor the charge they made,
Honor the Light Brigade,
Ioble st hundred

- Alfred Lord Tennyson



The poet

Alfred, Lord Tenmyson (1809-1592) was the son of a scholarly clergyman. His mother was a pious,
gentle woman. Tennysonwas educated at Cambridge, where as a student he wion the Chancellor's
Medalin 1829 for his poem Tirmbuctoo. In 1850 he was appointed Poet-Laureate; in the same year
he married Emily Sellwood.

Tenmyson's poetry is simple, musical and dramatic. Some of his famous poems are The Lady of
Shaloft and The Passing of Adhur

The poem

The Crimean war (1854-56) fought by Turkey, France and Britain against Russia forms the backdrop
of this poem. A fatal mistake forces a small band of soldiers to charge against the fauch stronger
enemy contingent. Even though they knewi that they were outnumbered and therefore doomedto die,
the men fought bravely till almost all of them died onthe battlefield. The poemiswiittenin shortlines
whichare so graphic thatthe reader can visualize the scene of battle and almostwatchthe six hundred
dedicated soldiers riding forward to meet their death. The repetition of the lines "Into the valley of
death / Rode the six hundred” gives the effect of a dirge.

Theme

The theme of the poem 15 the courage of a small group of soldiers who fight bravely, knowing that the odds are
agatnst thern and that they are sure to meet their end in the battle Tids a tribute to the hundreds of brave men who die
i battle as unsung herces. Ittalks of their unquestioning devotion to duty, evenin the face of certam death.

Technique

The poet makes effective use of thyme and rhythrinin the short ines to evoke the scene of battle. The short lines of
the poetm are an echo of the wolley of cannon balls, the engnes of death. A s in bus other poetns, the poet captures the
scene and atmosphere with afew suggestive but very effective words,

Notes

league . a measure of distance, aboutthree miles.

valley of Death : the place of attack was sure to be a death trap for the soldiers

brigade . Acavalrybrigade consisting of three regiments (The Light Engade was
made up of soldiers who had only swords as weapons as against the
muskets and guns of other soldiers)

dismayed : Uupset, shaken

Their'= not to....die : Their jobwas to obey orders, whether right or wirong. They did not
guestion the orders issued to them, but merely did what they were
asked to do.

Canon....of them : They were surrounded by the enemy who outnumbered them.

battery smoke : the smoke of the guns after they were fired

sabring : the soldiers carried sabers (a kind of sword)which they used to stab

and kill the enemy
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Cossack : the name given to the Russian cavalry
reel’d : tottered
shattered and sundered : their formationwas broken and the men separated

Exercises

L. Answer briefly

1. Why does Tennyson descrbe the battleoround as “the valley of death™
2. How did the men ofthe Light Brigade reactto the orders?

3. Describe the scene ofthe battle.

4. What happened in the battle?

5. Did any of the men surwive to tell the tale?

. Does the poet think that the men were brave or foolish? Justify

II. Explain with reference to the context
1. “Forward, the Light Brigade!
Charge for the guns!” he said;
2. Their’s not to reason why,
Thei’s but to do or die;
3. Into the jaws of Death,
Into the mouth of Hell
4. Charging an attny, while
All the world wonder™d;
5. Allthat was left of them
Left of the stz hundred

lll. Write an essay on each of the following

1. Describe anideal soldier.
2. Give an account of the heroic charge ofthe Light BErigade.
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THE SOLITARY REAPER

Eehold her, single m the field,

Yon solitary Highland Lass!
Eeaping and singing by herself
=top here, or gently passl

Alone she cuts and hinds the grain,
And sings a melancholy strain,

O histen! for the Vale profound

Is overflownng with the sound.

Mo Mightingale did ever chant

Ilore welcome notes to weary bands
Of travellers in some shady haunt,
Among Arabian sands:

A woace so thrilling ne’er was heard
In spring-tirne from the Cuckoo-bird,
EBrealoing the silence of the seas
Among the farthest Hebnides.

Wil no one tell me what she sings?
Perhaps the plantive munters flow
For old, unhappy, far-off things,
And battles long ago.

O 151t somesnore humble lay,
Familiar matter of to-day?

some nehiral sotrow, loss, of pain,
That has been, and may be again’?

“hate’er the theme, the Maiden sang
Az ifher song could have no ending,
I saw her singing at her worle,

And o’er the sickle bending;
Tlistened, motionless and sl

And, as I mounted up the hill

The music in my heart I bore,

Long after it was heard no more.

- William Wordsworth

B A.-I/Eng, Lit./F-1/70



The poet

William Wordsworth (1770 — 18507% was born m the Lake Distnict of Morthern England, one of the most sceme
places mthe country. He did his early schooling ata neatby Grammar School and then went on to Cambridge.

Wordsworth and lus fhend Coleridge are credited with ushenng i the era of Eomantic poetry i Enghish Literature.
Their Lyrical Ballads marked arevolt from the structured Augustan style of Dryden and Pope. Their poetry is from
the heatt, sinple and appealing events the commonmat. There 15 no artificiality in expressions o 1ideas. Wordsworth
becarmne Poet Laureate m 1343,

In 1803 Wordsworth toured Scotland wath Dorothy Wordsworth and Celeridge as his companions. Thereapers in
the harvest fields reminded Wordsworth of a sentence from a friend’s book - “passed a female, whe was reaping
alone: she sang in Erse as she bent over her sickle; the sweetest humnan voice I ever heard; her strains were tendetly
melancholy, and felt delicious long after they were heard no more’. The poetn was the result-ofhis enjovment of the

sight as well as the words of the bool

The poem

The subject 15 a famiiar scene from rustic hfe. To relate an meoident from  commeon bfe, the poet has used the
language of the cotnmeon people. Like many of iz poems, it 15 a simple aceount of his expenience. The distant sight
of a young girl reaping all by herself, and singing a plantree song, i3 transformed into a poem thathas thrilled readers,
old and young, for more than a hundred vears. Such mtensely personal poetry 1s the hallmark of Eomantic poetry.
Ttinspired vounger poets such as Shelley and K eats to explore the domains of emotion and personal experience in
their owhn poetns.

Notes

Stanza 1

The poet comes across this young gl reaping and singing aloud as she works He inwtes us to see her as she cuts
and ties the sheaves of gramn together, singing & sad song. The valley seems to be filled with the sound of her music
and the passetby iz asked to stand and hsten or pass on quietly

Stanza 2

The poet finds her song so meladicus that he feels there can be no comparison to her music in the world. He thinks
e song bird could sing so mele diously Inhis opition the nightingale whaose music often cheered weary travellers in
the desert sands of Arabia sould not have sung more sweetly. The cuckoo that has a thriling weice and sings i the
spring time in the western islands of the Hebrides 15 not as sweet- voiced as this voung girl

Stanza 3

Eswen while the poet i3 fascinated by the music he longs to know what the girl sings. He does not understand her
words, burfrom the music he can conchide that it 12 sad and wonders what sorrow could malce her sing so sorrowfilly
He wonders if she sings of old unhappy meidents likce battles fought long age or fthe song refers to amore personal
sorrow of logs of a loved one.

Stanza 4

‘Whatever the theme of her song, the poet feels her music has an endless qualty about it He stops to listen and
watch her at her work and as he chimbs the hill on hiz way, he bears the rusic in his heart even when he has gone too
far away to hear it.
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The theme

The uraversal appeal of beautful music, whether one understands the language or not, 13 the theme of this poem. The
poet paints a serene picture of a young gitl reaping the grain as she sings a melancheoly song. The haunting music 13
tnpressed upon the poet’s trind and hngers in his memotry even after it cannot be heard any longer.

Teclnique

The poem conveys the solinide of the reaper, her anguish and the poignant music that reflects her sadness. That
tusic i3 captured in the ines of the poem There 15 allt in the verses which tells us howbeautifinl the girl’s music must
have been, to leave such aninpression on the poet. The last two hines have been quoted agan and again and have
kecotne almost the essence of the poetty of Wordswaoth, the metoty of whose poems we beart in our metnory long
after we have read them.

The poet has used rhyme very effectively inthe poetn. In each stanza the first and third lines, the second and fourth,
the fifth and sorth and the seventh and eighth bines thyme. In the second stanza he compares the gitl’'s song to the

notes of the mghtingale and the cuckoo, using the negatrve to show that her music surpasses the sweetness of even
the kirds. The effect of the poem iz enhanced by the rhetorical question, “Will ne onetell me what she sings?”

Indeed no one can tell um that, but he does not need to know it The sound of thatmusic 15 enough to mspire hun
to write ah immortal poem.

Notes

hehald o see, look at (archaic English)

highland girl & gitl from the highlands of Scotland

stop here, . the poet asks the passerby to stop and Ysten or pass by
of gently pass  without making a sound

melancholy . sad, sorrowtl

strait “tune

vale s walley

welcome notes : the mghtingale’s sweet song would make the weary traveller happy
shadyhaunt  : an oasis in the Arabdan desert

cuckaoo . The cuckaoo 15 a black migratory bird that flies back to the British 1sles in the spring and 15 known
for its sweet voice
Hebrides a group of 1slands to the west of Scotland

The poetis tring to tell uathat the girl’s song is icomparable and no song-bird from the west or the east can match
the sweetness of her song,

plaintive numbers s musical notes that express sorrow

humble lay s sitnple song { a cotnmon sorrow rather than a great tragedy)

natural sotrows s sotrow or loss or pamn that 15 a common experience

motioni=ss and still - without mowing (the poet uses the synonyms to emphasise his rapt attention to the music)
the frusic ... - the music was etched forever mthe poet’s memoty

Exercises

L. Answer briefly

1. What was the solitary reaper deing when the poet saw her?

2. What are the two birds that the poet compares her music to?

3. Dwesthe poet understand the song of the reaper” What does he think 15 the theme of her song?
4. What1s the poet’s reaction to her song?

B A.-I/Eng, Lit./P-1/72



II. The following sentences give you the summary of the poem. Eearrange them in the right order to
follow the sequence in the poem.

. The sclitary reaper sang so sweetly that no mghtingale or cuckoo could match the sweetness of her music.

. The poet wondered if she sang about a personal loss or sorrow,

. In other words it was an unforgettable expenence.

. He wondered what the theme of her song could be.

. Once Wordsworth saw a voung girl all alone i a field, reaping and singing.

. The theme could have been a battle of long ago.

. He carnied the metmotry of her songin his heart.

. The entire valley seemed to echo her melodious song.

. He stopped to listen, without mowing or making a sound.

WD -] O Lh L o —

III. Explain with reference to the context
1. O listen! For the Vale profound
Iz overflowang wath the sound.
2. Mo Mightingale did ever chaunt
Wlore welcome notes to weary bands
3. Awoice sothrlling ne’er was heard
In spring-tine from the Cuckoo-bird,
4. Some natural sorrow, loss, of pain,
That has been, and may be again
5. The rmusic inmy heart T bore
Long after it was heard no more.

IV. Essay question
Eecount in vour own words the expenence ofthe post
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Aboun Ben Adhem

Abou Ben Adhem ( may hus tnbe increasel)

Awrolee one nght from a deep dream of peace,

And saw, within the moonhght ofthe room,

Ilakoing it rich and like a lily i blootn,

An angel writing 1 a book of gold,

Exceeding peace had made Ben Adhem bold,

And to the Presence m the room he said,

“What writest thou? The wsion ravsed lns head,
And, wath a lool made all of sweet accord,
Answered, “The names of those who love the Tord ™
“And 1z mine one? said Abou. “May, not eo”
Eeplied the angel Abou spoke more bow,

But cheerily still, and said, "I pray thee, then,

Write e as one who loveshis fellow-men ™

The angel wrote and vamshed. The next mght

He came again with a great walkening light’

And showedthe names whom love of God had bleszed,

Andlol Ben Adhem’s name led all the rest.

-Leigh Hunt
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The poet — Leigh Hunt (1784-1859)

English poet, critic and essayist, Leigh Hunt was Editor of the Bxasmdner, aliberal journal (1805-1821). He came in
contact with Shelley, Keats, Tenneyson, Brovwning and Dickens. Dickens caricatured him as Harold Slmpole in
Bleak House. He jomed Shelley and Byron in Italy m 1822 to edit a magazsine, The Libera), butthe death ofboth
the poets wrecked the enterprise and he returned to England. Although his poems are stillread { e.g The Stary af
Fiming and Abowu Ben Adber) his inpottance was as a focus of lterary e, His essays and his avtobiography
{1820) provide valuable sketches of hus fhends, lus opiuons and the events i lus ke

The poem

The poem shows how lowve of our fellow-men iz even greater than love of God. God loves those who lowe their
fellow-men bestis a wuversal truth which this poem seeks to establish. Abou Ben Adhem was abiblical character
who was known for his love of his people. He iz believed to have served his people with selfless affection.

Lines 1 to 5: One mght as Abou Ben Adhem slept peacefully he awoke i the mght and found an angel in his room.
The angel was writing in a book of Gold.

Lines 6 to 10: Abou Ben A dhem whe was at peace with lumself, havng led a bfe of service, was bold encugh to ask
the angel what he wrote. The angel replied that he was listing the names of these who loved God.

Lines 11 to 15: Then Ben Adhem asked the angel ifhis name was onthe list. When the angel replied in the negative
Een Adhem asked him to put his name down m the hst of men whe Loved therr fellow-men. The angel wrote and
disappeared.

Lines 15 to 18: The next night the angel appeared again ssdshowed Ben Adhem the hat.

Hizs natne now was on the top of the st of men who loved God

The theme

This poemis essentially spintual, with a wurersal message. The poet by
means of a stmple tale, related in even simpler verse, seeks to tellus that love
of Godis synotwnous with love of one’s fellow-men.

Imagery

The poem conveys the picture of a happy man who 18 confident of hawing led
a goodlfe. He 13 sure that service to the people 15 what God cherishes most
and so tells the angel that he i3 among those who love their fellow-men. There
are fio extravagant statements i the poem, only stmple verse, making the

message mors powertul,

Use of similes, metaphors, rhyme etc

The poet has used the simile i only one place when he lilkens the room

brightened by the Presence to alily in bloom.

Evwery two lines of the poem end in thyming words —increase, peace; room, bloom; gold, bold; said, head; accord,
Lord, so, low, then, men; mght, ight; blessed, rest.

B.A.-I/Eng, Lit./P-1/75



Notes
tribe people who belong to one race and have the same customs and beliefs.
Here the “tribe’ refers to men like Ben A dhem who care for therr fellow- men.
{("Ilay his tribe increase’ 1s used as a blessing, wishing the person many children )

Presence . The holy and nspinng appearance of a heavenly angel

it ter] - the appearance of a supernatural being

all of sweet accord sih a pleasant manner

‘What writest thou . archaic English for “What are yvou writing”

May : archic English for "I o™

cheerily i a cheerful manner

walkemng ight - a bright light that would wake a sleeping person
Exercises

L. Answer briefly

1. What disturbed Ben Adhem’s sleep?

2. How was the room already brightened by moonlight made more beautifinl?

3. What gave Ben Adhem the courage to question the angel?

4. What did Ben Adhem ask the angel to do when he leamnt that his natne was not on the list?

5. What happened on the second night?

&, What caused Ben & dhem’s name to top the hist of those blessed by God?

II. Explain with reference to the context
1. Awolke one mght from a deep dream of peace
2. Exceeding peace had made Ben Adhem bold
2 “And iz mine one?” said Abou “May, not so.”

4. "“Write me as one who loves s fellow-men”
9 Andlol Ben Adhem’s name led all the resi

IIT. Write an essay on each 4f the following

1. Lowe of one’s fellow-men 12 edual to love of God. Tustifiy the statement with the help of the poem.
2. Describe howthe poetagesthe two meoidents described nthe poem as metaphor for life.
3. Can yvouthink of any other story that has the same theme" If so, wnte the story i vour own words.
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Where the Mind is without Fear

Where the mind is without fear and the head is held high
Where knowledgeis free

Where the world has not been broken up into fragments
Ey narrow domestic walls

Where words come out from the depth of truth

Where tireless striving stretches its arms tawards perfection
Where the clear stream of reason has not lost its way
Into the dreary desert sand of dead habit

Where the mind is led forward by thee

Into ever-widening thougiht and action

Into that heaven oftreedom, my Father,

let iy countryawake

- Rabindranath Tagore
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The poet

Eabindranath Tagere (1561 — 124 1 went to England and studied at University College, London. But his worls are
typically Indian in thought, 1diom and cadence. He wrote his poems i Bengali and personally translated them into
Enghsh His poetry reflects his nationalistic feelings and mtense patnotism. He was a poet, musician, composet,
novelst and dramatist —in short a gemus. The university that he established, Shant Niketan, flourishes to this day,
atied has produced many brlliant people. He won international acclattn as a poet — s Gidaniali won hitn the Iobel
Prize for Literature i 1913, Most ofhis poems are infree verse but still have a rhythen with a uique appeal

The poem

In thiz poem he prays to God to fulfil bus dream of a free India, unshackled by prejudices, proud ofher hentage, wath
free access to knowledge, where people strive for perfection, where custom and habkit de not blind people to
reason. Itis typical of Tagore to address God as a presence before him, with whom he holds a conversation.

Lines 1 &2 : Tagore wisualises aland where there 1s no fear of persecution, wherz
man hives with self respect and where knowledge 15 avalable to &l

Line 3 : In thiz line the poet regrets the fact that the world 1z divided b
Prejudices and broken into small comumties.

Lines 4 &5 : He hopes for a society where nothing but the truth is spoken and where
people work tirelessly to achieve petfection.

Lines 6 & 7 : He laments that in the society of his day people have stopped being
rational and have let themselves become slaves to wrational customs.
He hopes that the future will see the emergence of a rational society.

Lines 8 : The poet, hawing described a Wtopian society, prays to the Alrmghty to
lead his country into such a siate of freedom.

The theme

Tagore’s patnotismis ewident inhis dream for anideal society in India. He sees the s that afflict eur society —fear,
lack of self respect, ignorance, religious and other diferences in society, hard worle that 15 seldom rewarded by
success, supersttious and blind beliefs (rather than rational thinking) that hold sway — and prays that God himself
should awalen his countrymen to change their ways.

Imagery

The postn evolies wnages of an 1deal society in which the poet would like to see tus countrymen. The picture 1s of
supphcation to the Altmghty who alone can rescue the nation from the depths into which it has fallen. Tt is the plea
of a patriot who begs God to guide hiz country into that “heaven’ of a Ttopian soctety. In describing the land of
freedotmn, the poet shows by contrast what the land has now become; i asking for what 15 1deal, he portrays the
sordid reality. The poem therefore achieves itz effect by implying the sorry state of the present in contrast to the
wonderful future that he envsages for his country
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Use of poetic devices (similes, metaphors, rhyme)

The poet uzes metaphors to convey his ideas —

‘narrow domestic walls” for prequdices based on religion, community ete,

‘tireless striving’ for the man worling hard and stretching hiz arms out to perfection, “clear strearn of reason” for
clarity in thought,

‘dreary desert’ for the old and thoughtless practices and finally

‘heaven of freedom’ for the iberated nation.

There 15 no thyme i the poem, which may therefore be classed as blank verse.

Notes
head 1z held high o manis proud of lumself, has self respect
knowledge iz fiee . learning and knowledge are not denied to anybody
tragments © bits and pleces
domestic walls - divisions m society created by man
depth of truth abzolute truth
tireless s without giving up, ceaselessly
reEason s rational, logical thinking
widening “broadening

Exercises
L. Answer briefly

1. What do wou think Tagore 15 referring to, when he talles of the mind being without fear”?
2. What do the narrow domestic walls refer to?

3. What do the words “dreary desert sand of dead hakit’ refer to?

4. Where doesthe poet want his country to walen?

II. Explain with reference to the centext

1. Where knowledge 15 free

2. Where tireless striving stretches its anns towards perfection

2. Into that heaven of freedom, mv Father, let my country awake.

IIT. Write an essay on each of the following
1. The conditions that prompt Tagore to pray for his country’s deliverance
2. The relevance oithis prayer for Indiain the 217 century - ustify vour answer,
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Indian Weavers

Weavers, weaving at break of day,
Why doyol weave a garment so gay?. ..
Elue as the wing of a halcyon wild,

We weave the robes of a new-born child.

Weavers, weaving at fall of night,
Wy doyol weave a garment so bright’
Like the plumes of a peacock, purple and green,

We weave the marriage-veils of aqueen.
Weayvers, weaving solemn and still,
What doyou weave inthe moonlight chill’?. .

White as a feather and white as a cloud,

We weave a8 desd man's funeral shroud.

-Sarojini Naidu
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The poet —Sarojini Naidu (1879-1949)

Sarojind Matdu, the “Mightingale of India”, was born in Hyderabad, Andhra Pradesh, of Bengali parents. Her father
was a scientist and her mother a poet. & brilhant student, she began to write poetry at the age of twelve. At the age
of stteen she went to England to study at King's College, London, and Girton College, Cambridge, but poor health
forced her to return home. In England she came mto contact with some great lterary figures of the day such as
Edmund Gosse and Arthur Svmons, who helped her poetry to become mature.

Her published poetic works include The Galden Threchald (1905), The Bird of Time (1912), The Broken Wing
{1910, Selected Fogrms (19200, The Sceptred Flute (1927, with anmntroduction by Joseph Auslander), and The
Feather of the Dawn (19670 Many of her speeches have alzo been published.

Her poetty 15 marked by sentimentality and romanticistn. She uses thyme and imagery very effectively fo convey the
colour and movement of the scenes she describes. Her poetry has beautfil words with metre and chythm that male
it posable to be setto music so that it can alse be sung. It was only natural that she became famous as “Bulbul e
Hind” IMahanshi Srifurobindo, Eabindranath Tagore and Jawaharlal Mehro were astieng the thousands who
admired her work. Her poems may be termed as English songs set to Indian musicl The thythm in her poems 13
peculiarly and unrmistaleably Indian. Though some ctitics complan that she 13 not pretound, this poetn has fmusic as
well as philosophical thoughts.

The poem

The poet traces an entire Wfetine, from birth to death, i just thres stanzas, adding up to a mere twelve lines.
Daybreak becomes ametaphor for birth, while evening ushers in the tnarned state and mght denotes death. Ttalso
captures the mood at the three important events of birtth, martiage and death. The weavers produce garments in
colours that suit each occastion, suggesting that each 15 sigiuficant i its own way

Stanza 1 : The brght blue cloth at barth stands for hope that the life will be successfial and well-lived. The weavers
qubdlantly proclaim that they are weaving robes for a new-born child The use of monosyllabic words
such as wing, wild and ckild suggesiz the quick and happy movements of a child at play.

Stanza 2 : The weavers make a solemn announcement that they are weaving a vetl for the bnde. The purple
tnartiage-vell suggests the spletidours and achievetnents of vouth and middle age. Long-syllabled words
ke plumes, purple, greer and queer lend majesty and purpose to the occasion.

Stanza 3 : The tone in the last stantais suitably subdued, for a white shroud iz being wowen in the moonlit mght for
a life that has cotre to an end.

By varywing the length of the syllables and the hilt of'the song, the poet 15 able to suggest the different activities m the
different stages of lif=.

The poetn depends on the use of similes for its effect. The robes of the new-born child are as blue as the wings
af the halcyvon, the bnde’s vell iz green and purple like the feathers aof a peacock and the shroudis as white as
& feather or cloud.

The theme

The theme of this poemis essentially Indian, though there 15 a certain umversal appeal to the 1dea. Weaving, as well
as the mention of the colours and the material, symbolizes the events in the life of man. The barth of a child which 1z
a cause for celebration 15 markeed by the weaving of a “garment so gay” while another equally happy event- marnage
— 1z celebrated with a “garment so bright”. Death, the inewtable end to man’s ife, leaves him cold and still. The
occasion 15 solemmn and i keeping with the sombre mood, a white shroud 15 woven.
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Imagery

The poem cotweys tnages ofhappiness and rejoicing at birth and marriage as well as the finality of death effectively.
"4t the break of day’ and for anew born child a “garment so gay’ paints a picture of blossoming hife while the blue
wing ofthe wild halcyon conveys a feeling of soanng jow

The plume ofthe peacock wath all its bright colours seems to talk ofthe colours of spring, the begmning of a new
anid happy chapter in the lfe of a voung g@irl Finally in selemn silence, a white shroud wowven in the still, cold moonhght
spells finality, the end of ife and the sorrow of death.

Use of similes, metaphors, rhyme etc.

The poetuses several fgures of speech i this poetn. Suniles are used in every verse of the poem. The blue of the
robe for the child 1z compared to the wing of the haleyon, the marnage ved to the colours (purple and green) of the
peacock and the dead man’s shroud 12 as white as a feather and as white as a cloud. Every twoinegs of the poem
end in thyming words — day, gay ; wild, child ;nught, bright | green, queen; still, chill ; cloud, shroud

Notes
garment s dress
haleyon : abird m mythology, behieved to nestm the sea, keeping the wind and the waves calm and
uiet. Also refers to the kingfisher.
robes - the long dress i which a child 1z dressed for chistentng (haming
CEFEMnOny)
plumes : feathers
tnartiage-veils s well covering the head of a bride
solernn | SEflOUS
still s Het, utmowng
shroud s cloth i which a dead body 1= wrapped for bunal
Fxercise
I. Answer briefly

1. What worle does a weaver do?

Describe the garments the weavers make.

What are the colours assostated with the different ages of man?
‘What are the stagesin the life of man that the poet describes?
Whatn do they malke clothes for?

Tdentify the moods vou notice i the poem and substantiate them.
Would voulibeto do their job? Why?

ol B 2

II. Explaiii with reference to the context
Blue as the wing of a halcyon wild
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“We weave a dead man’s funeral shroud,

III. Write an essay on each of the following :
1. What 15 Saroqind INaidu's wiew of ife?
2. Dhiscuss the imagery i the poem substantiating vour answer with suitable mstances from the poem.

EEE 4
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Graft

Elack-cowled he sits, i1s he Motary or Scribe’?
0r & juryman of a rigged set-up’? Base thought!
His evesflick away from the open law-book

as | cough out an amount | had quite forgot

the statue blurs to palimpsest, and hehce

this dissertation on the buyer and the bought.
He doesn'thave to wear a gargoyle-grin

he may not be given toliquor, females, betting
he is handsome, suave and yet a family man
his wife thinles this is overtime he is getting
Yol may aduliarate oils, make tablets out of chall
sell meatturming maggoty, fish turning stale
swilch sawdust for jute, at the worst of times
the right buck at the right time tips the scales
To legalize a bastard you've to bribe the priest
— the catechism also has its price —

he'llwed youto a Turk or a Kabbi's daughter
even thoughyou may be uncircumcised

The pityis decent chaps too are corrupt
Those whowalk hospitals with a silent tread
who leave the car to stop urching fighting

wihio willl not force an ailing wife to bed

men who can stand a fight, a drink, a bullet
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a rapwithout squealing, not those who say "Christ!”

on seeing a figleaf, frauds who observe

their navels sprouting into giant flowers of vice

but good men risen from the body's swamp

untangled from its carnivorous weeds

having swallowed their stomachs ortranscendad them
and yetthe hand grasps, the nails gouge,

somewhere asocket bleeds

With extorted fruit the belly doesit turn

to fire. The swift bacterial spread

across body junctions does not always follow

afishy deal or anadulterous bed

And hands don't flame when they acceptthe bribe
Falm-linesare impernvious to change

— fate neads for Saturn, Mount Jupiter remains raised
thalifeline extends to the elbow almost

nine notches dencote nine children — God be praised.

- Keki Daruwala
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The poet

Eela M Daruwalla (1927 - ) spent much of tus bfe m Titar Pradesh, where he worlced as Assistant to the Inspector-
Feneral of Police. His first collection of poems, Tnder Orion, was published m 1970 by Wriiters Workshop,
Calcutta. He 13 considered one of the best poets of his generation because of his mature poetic talent, lterary
starmuna, wntellectual strength and social awareness. His poems are remarkable for depth of feeling, economy of

language and onginality of insight.

The poem

Az the title suggests, the poem 15 about corruption m public ife. The poetis disgusted that wherever one turns, one
conffronts the msidious face of cormption. His rebellion against cormiption enipts as a protest against those who
gwve and recewve bnbes. The poem ncludes alist of the “graft” that one finds i all wallcs of bfe, from low to religion,

The theme of cormption, unusual for a poem, i handled with determination by the poet. “He does not spare
anybody, however exalted he may be. The tone suggests disgust rather than censure; there iz also a veled
disappointment that men are not better than they hawve proved themselves to be. He 13 disilusioned that even the
men whotn he had thought were above corruption have succumnbed to the temptation

Technigue: The poem takes the shape of four-line stanzas, except for the first which has six lines, and the last,
which has five lines. There 15 a rough thythim and thyme, generally i the last words of the second and fourth lines of
each stanza, as m betting / gethng, stale scales; price f uncirocumecised, tread / bed, weeds [ bleeds and rased /
praised. He combines freedom of form with a discipline of expression; using the word order of prose with half-
thymes to voice his thoughts on a subject that has raised his ire rather than wonder or rapture, which are the
common emotions of poetry,

Notes

Graft s cotruption; dishonesty in public life
Black-cowled : weanng a black hood ower his head

Motary - an official whe draws up a formeal document
setbe - one who writes manuscripts of keeps records

rigged set-up : a stuation that1s made up

cough out - pay unwillingly

statute swritten law passed by a constitutional authority

dizsertation discourse

dissertation on the buver and the bought - This iz the theme ofthe poem, expressed explicitly by the poet inthe last
line of the first stanza. Tre first four lines setthe scene for the dissertation. The poet’s anger and disgust probably
stem from the fact that ke has been forced to pay a bnbe, much agamst iz wish.

gargovle-grin gt like the face on ranwater spouts

Inthe second stanza, the poet tries to identifiy the person whe 13 corrupt. He does not have an obnozous gnn and
1z not addicted to dnnk, wotnen or gambling  His wafe thinkes that the extra money he brings hotne 15 the payment for
worlung “overtune”. She has no idea thathe 1z corrupt and the money 15 a brbe that he has taken.

adulterate cmake impure by adding something cheap
taggoty sinfested with worms
switch - exchange

tips the scales : figuratively, go in one’s favour; literally, weigh heawily in fawour of the criminal  The tmage 15 a
reminder of the figure ofthe lady with the scales as a representative of the law.

In the third stanza, the poet lists the various offences, and sums up bitterly that the right amount paid at the right

titne can help one to escape frotm the clutches of the law
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Inthe fourth stanza, the target of the poet’s disgust 1s religion, which he has described as “the dewl’s talbone and
oniginal s, Priests are as corrupt as anybody else and wall help one to get anythung, if they are paid thew price.

From stanza five, the tone of the poem changes, from one of accusation to one of helpless dejection. Decent
people, who are considerate and will help strangers as well as show concern for their farmily, are also grasping and
willing to be bribed. The continuous list, lowmng across five stanzas, mcludes all the good and the bad that men are
capable of The tone assumes that of a tirade and the poem ends with an exclamation that 15 almost an expletive.

Notes

without squealing - without making a nodse;, without complatning to the authorities

Chrizt! s exclamm in horror {on seemng pictures of inproperly clad people)

frands . wice . cheats who indulge in crimes (the word navels 15 uzedin the
context of the umbilical cord, as gving birth to wice or crime)

body’s swatnp - the image of society as a swatnp

cartivorous weeds -weeds that devour antmals and people

swallowed ... them  :those who have no greed for food

gouge spull out

socket s there) eve socket (from which the eve has been gouged)

extorted fhut . fire: money that 1s taken forcibly (bnbe) does not destroy the cotiupt man

The swift . hed - Crimes such as cheating (a fishy deal) and adultery do not result i imme diate infections
or diseases.

Andhands . bribe  : The hand that has accepted the bribe has no tnark on it
Palm-lines childrenn  : The fact that the tnan 15 corrupt and has talsen bribes does not change his ife or destiny in
any way. He remains happy and conlident.

Fod be prased! . The meatng mtended 15 qust the epposte.
Exercises

L. Answer briefly

CWhat iz the theme ofthe poem, “Graft”™?

. What malces the poet attemnpt the disseitation onthe buyer and the bought?

. How does the poet describe the cormipt man in the second stanza?

. What are the crimes that go unporshed with the right buck at the right tine?

. What can one get from a prsstby bribing him?

CWhe are the decent people who are cormpt?

. What does not happen as a result of cheating or adultery”?
. What happens to the palm which accepts the bribe?

[ R B o I e

II. Explain vt reference to the context

1. and hence this dissertation on the buyer and the bought

2. hiz wate thinkes this 1z overtitne he 13 getting

3. the nghtbuck at the nght tune tips the scales

4. the pity 12 decent chaps too are corrupt

5. and yetthe hand grasps, the nails gouge, somewhere a socket bleeds
. And hands don’t flame when they accept the brbe

IIT. Write an essay on each of the following

1. The technicue used by the poet in pursuing the theme of corruption
2. The poetn as a dissertation on corruption
3. The use of lustrations i atrade on corruption
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THE LECTURER

Listening was an expeariencs
Of fingers of filigree feeling:
The worst made excellent sense,
The best was all concealing.

On truths brinls he stood,
His words memorable, cool,
Lowvely, lingering on the good,
The true, the beautiful,

You couldn ™t tell truth from fiction,
Such elegance, such capable
Criction, such distinction the mind recalls.
All ritual,
All false, unutterably false
-F. Lal

The poet

F Lal {1931-) isjustifiably famous in the context of Indian literature in English, He iz an author,
poet, translator and publisher, As the founder of the Writers Workshop in Caleutta, he has helped many
aspiring posts to publish their worles, Hehas to his credit five books of verse in English and histranslations
include Great Sanskrit Plays inModern Transiation (1964), Sanskrit Love Lyrics (1966), The Dhammapads
(1967) The Mahabharata, and The Mahanarayana and the Brihadaranyaka Upanishads. He has lectured
inmany English and Armerican Universitiez eri Indian Literature and was awarded the Jawaharlal Nehru
Fellowship, His poetry retaing the flavourand ima gery of Sanskrit poetry, unlike that of many meodern
Indian poets. At the same time, it has crecision and economy.

The poem

The poern beging with an experience, of many sessions in classrooms. The efforts of the lecturer
seemn to find approval in hisstudents, as the words “memeorable” and “lovely” suggast. But in the next
stanza there is a doubt that all is not what it seemns, and this is confirmed in the unequivocal sentence
prenounced in the lastline, that it is all “unutterably false”. It has often been pointed out that the vigour
and certainty in Lal® poerns, very different from the bored composure of his contemporaries, do not
make an impact bacause of the imagess that crowd the utterance, The experience of the student and his
reaction to the lecturer seern to have undergone a rapid change, taking him from enjoyment to
disappointraent in the course of a few lines, Before the images of enjoyment register with the reader,
they are evarshadowed with the declaration that it iz all falsze,

MNotes

Of fingers of filigree feeling : As in the best poems of T Lal, the imagery is very concrete and
based on the fealing of touch., The  experience of listening is compared to touching
and feeling a delicate piece of art, worked in metal. The use of alliteration increases the feeling of
appreciation of beauty,

The worst ... sense : Even the worst in the lesson, was made enjoyable.

all concealing s covered in possibilities and conjecturs, and so made
avan maore interesting
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In the second stanza, the poet expresses his admiration for the lecturer. He searmed to be poised
on the verge of truth, giving his students a glimpse of the good, the true and the beautiful. These lines
are reminiscent of Keats® words, “Beauty iz Truth, Truth Beauty”. The feeling of rapture is rmade more
intense by the introduction of rhyming words in alternate lines: stood f good and cool / beautiful.

The mement of rapture, of having glimpsed the truth, is lost in the third stanza, which lapses
into prose, disdaining even the obvious use of rhyme; so “Diction” is net allowed to rhyme with “fiction”
and is sent to the next line, The alliterative sequence of “diction” and “distinction” loses its postic effect,
in the long utterance that spans two lines. The repetitive use of “such™ adds to the effect of displeasure.

The last stanza, with the emphatic repetition that allis false, sesrns tobe thefinal verdict, negating
all the pleasure that has gone before,

Exercises
L Explain withreference to the context
1. anexperience
Of fingers of filigree feeling
2. Theworst made excellent sense,
The best was all concealing.
3, On truth® brink he stood
Lowely, lingering on the good,
The true, the beautiful,
5. You couldn't tell truth from fiction
& All false, unutterably false.
I Anzwer brigfly
1. What experienceis described in the first stanza?

2. What is the impression created in the second stanza?
3. What is the lecturer accused of in the third stanza?
4,

What is the significance of thelast two lines of the poem?

IIT, While an essay on

1. The contrasting experiences and moods described in “The Lecturer”
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