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PREFACE

These selections are “‘popular” in the sense that
they used to be reprinted in books of English reading
for use in our middle schools. They are herein fully
annotated chiefly for self-taught students who need
more help than can be expected of the notes usually
provided in school-books.

Since the reader does not necessarily read these
selections in the order of their presentation, nor
necessarily read all of them, I have written the notes
on each as if it were in a separate book; I have neither
included any cross-references'nor omitted to explain a
point merely because it has been explained in a
previous selection.

The notes were mostly written for the first edition,
which appearéd as early as 1948. For this new edition
I have improved mamy of these and added a number of
new ones, especially concerning language points.
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1
DR SAMUEL JOHNSON

By Nathaniel Hawthorne

“ Sam,” said Mr Michael Johnson of Lichfield one
morning, “I am very feeble and ailing today. You must
go to Uttoxeter in my stead, and tend the bookstall in
the market-place there ”. .

The speaker was an elderly man, a bookseller in
Lichfield, England, who used to go every market-day
and sell books at a stall in the neighbouring village of
Uttoxeter. _

When Mr Michael Johnson spoke, Sam pouted gnd
grumbled; then he looked his old father in the face,
and said “Sir, I will not go to Uttoxeter market ”.

“Well, Sam”, said Mr Johnson, as he took his hat
and staff, “if, for the sake of your foolish pride, you
can suffer your poor sick father to stand all day in the
noise and confusion of the market, when he ought to
be in his bed. I have no more to say. But you will
think of this, Sam, when I am dead and gone! ”

So the poor old man. perhaps with a tear in his



eye, certainly with sorrow in his heart, set forth to
Uttoxeter. Sam looked after Mr Johnson with a suilen
countenance until the latter was out of sight. But
when the old man’s figure, as he went stooping along
the street, was no more to be seen, the boy’s heart
began to smite him.

His fancy tormented him with the image of his
father standing in the market-place of Uttoxeter and
offering his books to the noisy crowd around him. “My
poor father! thought Sam to himself, “how his head
will ache, and how heavy his heart will be! I am
almost sorry that I did not do as he bade me.”

Then the boy went to his mother, who was busy
about the house. She did not know of what had passed
between her husband and Sam.

“Mother,”said he “did you think father seemed
very ill, today?”

“ Yes, Sam,” answered his mother, turning with a
flushed face from the fire, where she was cooking their
scanty dinner, “your father did ook very ill, and it is
a pity he did not send you to Uttoxeter in his stead.
You are a big boy now, and you would rejoice, I am
sure, to do something for your poor father, who has
done so much for you”.

Sam spoke nothing in reply; but he thought within ,
his own heart: “Oh, I have been a cruel son' God

forgive me! God forgive me' Had he heen truly sorry,



he would have hastened away that very moment to
Uttoxeter, and have fallen at his father’'s feet, even in
the midst of the crowded market-place. There he
would have confessed his fault and besought Mr
Johnson to go home and leave the rest of the day’s
work to him. But such was Sam’s pride that he could
not bring himself to yield.

Fifty years passed away. It was again market-day
in the village of Uttoxeter. The streets were crowded
with buyers and sellers. with cows, pigs, carts, and
horses. In one place there was a puppet-show, with a
ridiculous merry andrew, who kept the people in the
roar of laughter.

At the busiest hour of the market—the hour before
noon—a strange old gentleman was seen making his
way among the crowd. He was tall and bulky, but he
walked with a slouching gait, He wore a brown coat
and small-clothes, with black worsted stockings and
buckled shoes. On his head was a three-cornered hat,
beneath which a bushy grey wig thrust itself out, all
in disorder.

The old gentleman elbowed the people aside, and
forced his way through the midst of them, rolling his
body hither and thither, so that he needed twice as
much room as any other person there. “Make way,
sir!” he would cry out in a loud, harsh voice, when

somebody happened to interrupt his progress, “sir, you



_push forward your person into the public thorough-
- fare!”

“What a queer old fellow that is!” mutterted the
people among themselves, hardly knowing whether to
laugh or to be angry. But when they looked into the
venerable stranger’s face, not the most thoughtless
among them dared to offer him the least rudeness.
There was in his look something of authority and
wisdom which impressed them all with awe.

So they stood aside and let him pass; and the old
gentleman made his way across the market-place, and
paused near the corner of the ivy-mantled church. Just
as he reached it, the clock stuck twelve.

On that very spot of ground where the stranger
now stood, some aged people remembered that old
Michael Johnson had formerly kept-his bookstall. The
children who had bought picture-books from him were
now fathers and grandfathers.

“Yes, here is the very spot” muttered the old
gentleman to himself. There this unknown personage
took his stand, and- removed the three-cornered hat
fron his head. It was the busiest hour of the day. What
with the hum of the human voices, the lowing of
cattle, the squeaking of pigs, ‘and the laughter caused
by the merry andrew, the place was in very great
confusion.

-

But the stranger seemed not to notice the bustle



any more than if the silence of a desert had been
around him. He was wrapt in his own thoughts.
Sometimes he raised his furrowed brow to heaven, as
if in prayer; sometimes he bent his head, as if under a
great weight of sorrow.

The hot sun blazed upon his unprotected head, but
he seemed not to feel its fervour. A dark cloud sw’ebt
across the sky, and raindrops pattered in the market-
place; ,but the stranger heeded not the shower. The
people began to gaze at the mysterious old gentleman
with fear and wonder. Who could he be? Where had he
come from? wherefore was he standing bareheaded in
the market-place? Even the schoolboys left the merry
andrew and came to gaze with open eyes at the tall,
strange-looking old man.

There was a cattle dealer in the village who had
recently made a journey to London. No sooner had
this man forced his way through the throng, and taken
a look at the unknown personage, than he whispered
to one of his friends: “I say, neighbour Hutchins,
would you like to know who this old gentleman is? ”

“Ay, that I should;” replied neighbour Hutchins -
“for a queerer fellow I never saw in my life. somehow
it makes me feel small to look at him. He is more than
a common man”,

“You may well say so” answered the cattle dealer.

“why, that is the famous Doctor Samuel Johnson. w'ho.



they say, is the greatest and the most learned man in
England! I saw him one day in the streets of London
walking with Mr Boswell.”

Yes, the poor boy, the friendless Sam, had become
the famous Doctor Samuel Johnson! He was generally
considered the wisest man and the greatest writer then
living in England.

He hat’i given shape and permanence to his native
language by his Dictionary. Thousands upon thou-
sands of people had read his books. Noble and wealthy
men and beautiful ladies were his companions. Even
the king of Great Britain had sought his friendship,
and had told him what an honour he considered it that
such a man had been born in his dominions. He was
now at the summit of literary fame.

But all his fame could not extinguish the bitter
remembrance which had tormented him through life.
Never had he forgotten his father’s sorrowful look.
Never, though the old man’s troubles had been over
for so many years, had the son forgiven himself for
inflicting such a pang upon his heart.

And now in his old age he had come to the market-
place of Uttoxeter to do penance by standing at
noonday on the very spot where Michael Johnson had
once kept his bookstall.

The aged and illustrious man had done what the

poor boy had refused to do. By thus expressing his

Pd



deep repentance and humiliation of heart, he hoped to

gain peace of conscience and forgiveness of God.
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