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COURAGE

At that time 1 was in poverty. I existed
on! bread and tobacco, going without? break-
fast, lunch, and dinner. I lived in a lodging-
house. Three, five, seven beds in a room.

There used to come to that house a little
Frenchman? with a yellow wrinkled face; he was
not old, about thirty. But his life had been
hard — no one comes to these houses if life is
soft.# He came to shave us — charged a pen-
ny;> most of us forgot to pay him, so that in
alle. he shaved three men for a penny — this
gave him his income. How he worked! He
also went to shave at the prison. This was not
so profitable, for there he was paid a penny
~for ten men. He used to say to me, moving
his tired fingers like little yellow sticks, “Ah!
I work like a slave!” He hoped to save money
and go back to France. We had a liking for

1. existed on — #... 47,

' 2. to go without — X175 BT (KFRMKT).

3. there used to come to that house a little French-
man — FA—MENPEEBAEIRXHETRE used to £
s —F I A 1R

4. if life is soft — QA% H 5 R,

8. charged a penny — l&ﬁ—-@gﬂ:

6. in all — FME&EE.




each otherd He shaved me slowly and always
talked while he was doing it.

“Yes,” the little man would say,® “when I
came herc first 1 thought I should soon go
back, but now I'm not so sure. I'm losing my
illusions. Money has wings, but it’s not to me
it flies.”s

I got a job as fireman on a steamer and
left that place, but six months later I was back
again. The first morning after my return 1 saw
the Frenchman, for it was shaving day. He
had become a little yellower, and perhaps more
wrinkled. “Ah!” he called out to me, “there
you are — back again. I knew you would come.
Wait till I've finished with this man —I’ve a
lot to talk about.”

We went into the kitchen and sat down
by the fire.

“You see,” he said, “I’m still here, but my
comrade Pigont is dead. You remember him —
the big man with black hair who had a shop
not far from here. A nice fellow, a good friend

to me; and married. He died suddenly of heart

disease. Wait a bit; T'll tell you about that...
“One fine day in October, when 1 had just

1. We had a liking for each other. — ##EX{h, A
AR R

2. would say — ¥t (would F 5R3)Bzh k).

3. it’s not to me it flies — W REHFTHERE.

4. Pigon [pi'gon] — A 4%. :
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finished my work here, I was drinking my cof-
fee at home and thinking of that poor Pigon
who had died three days ago — when suddenly
comes a knock, and there is Madame Pigonl
Very calm—a woman of good family, well
brought up®—a fine woman. But her cheeks
were pale, and the eyes so red, poor soul.s

“Well, Madame,” I asked her, ‘what can I
do for you?’

“She told me that there was not a cent in
the house. This poor Pigon died bankrupt.s
He was two days in his grave and the bailiffs
were already in his shop.

“«Ah, Monsieur,’s the poor woman said to
me, ‘what am I to do?’¢

“‘Wait a bit, Madame! 1 got my hat and
went to the shop with her.

“What a scene!” Two bailiffs, who wanted
a shave,® were sitting in the shop, and every-
where, upon my word,?® everywhere — there were

1. When suddenly comes a knock, and there is
Madame Pigon! ~ JRH AN, Pigon % ABISERE
Bl 7. Madame [mo'da:m] (3k§E) KA.

. well brought up — HFHRFEM.

. poor soul [soul}] — FEAHA.

. died bankrupt [‘bapkrapt] — ZERER™ 7M.

. Monsieur [mo'sjer] — (#:3%) 4.

. What am I to do? — /=4 g?

. What a scene [si:n]! — B — R} 2 BEfy Sy Fm!
. who wanted a shave — {fRREIK (AEF
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children. A little girl of ten, very like her
mother; two little boys in little trousers, and one
in a chemise, and three others, quite small, —
all rolling on the floor. And what a horrible
noise! All were crying, all butl the little girl.
The bailiffs seemed perplexed. It was enough
to make one weep!2 Seven! Some quite smalll

“The bailiffs behaved very well. ‘Well,’
said one of them, ‘we give you twenty-four
hours to find this money; my mate will wait
here in the shop. We don’t want to be hard
on youl’s

“I helped Madame Pigon to calm the chil-
dren.

“If I had the money,” 1 said, <t should
be at your service4 Madame. But I have no
money. Have you any friends to help you?’

“ ‘Monsieur,” she answered, ‘I have none.
I’'ve had no time to make friends—1, with seven
children!’

“But in France, Madame?’

“«None, Monsieur. . It is now seven years
since we came to England.’

1. but — .2 4.

2. Tt was enough to make one weep! — ;X{% 8 RG%
i/ el ok

3. to be hard on you — % {ritar™5.

4. ..it should be at your service — 4= (#FfAysE) it
w2 b PR B BB
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“That was bad, but what could I do?* I
could only say:

“ Hope always, Madame, — trust in me!’

“] went away. All day long I thought how
calm she was-— magnificent! And I kept say-
ing to myself:! ‘Something must be done! Some-
thing must be done!” But nothing came into
my mind.

“The next morning it was my day to shave
at the prison, and I started off, still thinking
what could be done for that poor woman. It
was as if the little ones had got hold of my
legs and were dragging at me.2

“That day I worked as I have never
worked. Ten for a penny! Ten for a penny! I
thought of the poor weman. And then an idea
came to me. 1 finished and walked away.

“I went to the Pigons’ shop. The bailiff
was still there.

“q can’t give them any more time,” he
said to me. .

“<It is of no importance,’3 1 replied; and 1
knocked, and went into the back room.

“The children were playing in the corner,
and that little girl, a heart of gold, was watching

1. kept saying to myself — F@rizxtIkE iR,

2. It was as if the little ones had got hold of my
legs and were dragging at me — BIFHIFTINHFMET
R, AR

3. it is of no importance - XHLEE; BHELR.
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them like a mother; and Madame was sitting
at the table with a pair of old black gloves
on her hands. My friend, I have never seen
such a face — calm, but so pale, so frightfully
discouraged. One would say! she was waiting
for her death.

“'Good morning, Madame,’ I said. ‘What
news? Have you been able to arrange any-
thing?’

“ No, Monsieur. And you?’

“<No!” And 1 looked at her again —a fine
woman; ah! a fine woman.

“But,” 1 said, ‘an idea has come to me
this morning. What would you say if 1 asked
you to marry me? It would perhaps be better
than nothing.’

“She looked at me with her black eyes and
answered: ,

“¢Oh, willingly, Monsieur!” And then, my
friend, only then, she cried.”

The little Frenchman stopped, and stared
at me.

“Hm!” I said at last, “you have courage!”
He looked at me again, his eyes were trou-
bled.

“You think so?” he said at last, and I saw
that the thought was gnawing at him.2

1. one would say — (FFX#RE) G2E....
2. the thought was gnawing ['norip] at him — X

RS
8

Ny

Y 4




o«£L

“Yes!” he said, and his good yellow face
wrinkled and wrinkled. “I was afraid of it
even when I did it. Seven children!” Once
more he lookéd at me:

“Life is hardl What would you have?* 1
knew her husband. Could I leave her to
starve?”

1. What would you have? — &4 204y 4p 377
nRe?
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COMPENSATION

If, as wyou say, there is compensation in
this life for everything, do tell me where it
comes in here.

Two years ago I was interpreter to a hotel
in Ostend? and spent many hours on the em-
bankment, waiting for the steamers. There I

always saw a young man who had a stall of

cheap jewellery; I didn’t know his name, for
among us he was called Tchuk-Tchuk,? but [
knew him — for we interpreters know every-
body. Ie came from Southern Italy.¢ He was
an intelligent boy and had a beautiful head of
frizzly hair.5 His clothes had been given him
by an English tourist —a pair of trousers, an
old frock-coat and a black hat. He was little
and thin, and that was not surprising, for all
he ate a day was® half a pound of bread, or a
plate of macaroni, with a little piece of cheese,

1. do tell me where it comes in here — &{FEHEIX
P IR TR RIR? (do X BRARMEER.)

2. Ostend [‘ostond] — [ flid 33 £ AUFT 73 SISy
(FEdisil ).

3. Tchuk-Tchuk [‘tfag'tfak] — A 4.

4. Italy ['iteli] — FAF).

5. bad a beautiful head of frizzly hair — #7—3 7
R Ry A

6. all he ate a day was — {Li— RN R
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and on a feast day a bit of sausage. In those
clothes, which had been made for a fat man,
he had the appearance of a scarecrow with a
fine, large head.

Tchuk-Tchuk lived alone, and he worked
like a slave. He was at his stall, day in, day
out;! if the sun burned; if there was a storm.
He was often wet through, but he always smiled
to everyone who passed him and stretched
out his hand with some gimcrack. He always
tried to impress the women, with whom he did
most of his business. Ah! how he looked at
them with his great cyes!

His expenscs were twopence a day for food
and fourpence for his bed in a café full of other
birds ,of his feather2 — sixpence a day, three
shillings and sixpence a week.

Tchuk-Tchuk sold; not very hard work,
you say? Try it for half an hour; try and sell
something good — and Tchuk-Tchuk’s things
were rubbish — flash coral jewellery, celluloid
gimcracks. In the evenings I've often seen him
doze off from fatigue, but always with his eyes
half-open, like a cat. His soul was in his stall.3
He watched everything — but he thought only
of selling his gimcracks, for nothing interested

1. day in, day out — ZFH, KXk,
2. other birds of his feather — H b BITRER A
3. Ilis soul was in his stall, — {BFE N B0 755

F .
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him — the people, the sca, the amusements. He
had his stall, and he lived to selll He was
like a man shut up in a box — with not a pleas-
ure, not a sympathy.

“I'm of the South,” he would say to me,?
looking at the sea; “it is hard there. There I've
got a girl, and she would be glad to see me
again. Over there one starves;? name of a Saint,¢
it is hard there!” He was longing for his south,
for his sunshine, and his girl. He had his hopes.

“Wait a bit!” he would say. “I'll make some

money5 this season.”

There was something pathetic in the per-
sistency of Tchuk-Tchuk and the way his
clothes hung about him like sacks.

One wet day I came on the Estacade® when
hardly a soul was there. Tchuk-Tchuk had
covered his stall with a piece of old oil-cloth.
He was smoking a long cigar.

“Aha! Tchuk-Tchuk,” T said, “smoking?"?
“Ycs,” said he, “it’s good!”

“Why don’t you smoke every day, you

L. he lived to sell — fij%% gk 234 (5.

2. he would say to me — %3 RR-

3. Over there one starves — 7EH ., A PliE%6.

4. name of a Saint — R (RFEFWEHM 4,
B AR LE.)

5. to make money — fki%.

6. the Estacade ['estokeid] — \g:7E) L.

7. smoking? (= are you smoking?) — FMIEHEH T
UL ARy, $5 T costs money (= it costs money).
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miser? It comiorts you when you're hungry.”

He shook his head. “Costs money,” said he.
“This cigar cost me notHing. A red-faced Eng-
lishman gave it to me and said he couldn’t
smoke it. He knew nothing,! the idiot — this
is good, I tell you!”

The end of the season came, and one eve-
ning, when there were scarcely twenty visitors
in the place, I went as usual to the café. There
were only three Italians there.

Presently in came Tchuk-Tchuk.2 1t was
the first time I had ever seen him in a place
where one could spend a little money. How
thin he was, with his little body and his great
head! One could think he hadn’t eaten for a
week. A week? A year! He sat down, and called
for a bottle of wine; and at once he began to
talk cheerfully and to laugh.

“Ha, ha!” says one of the Italians; “look
at Tchuk-Tchuk. WWhat a nightingale? he has
become all of a sudden.t Come,5 Tchuk-Tchuk,
give us some of your wine, seeing you're in
luck!”s

1. He knew nothing — {{f 4 4.

2. Presently in came Tchuk-Tchuk. — (f§{54)) Xt
Tchuk-Tchuk 3 7.

3. mightingale — %% (XR&E: RT+E)

4. all of a sudden — ZE#A.

5. come — LMl (FARULHT.)

6. you're in luck — #2475,
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Tchuk-Tchuk gave us his bottle of wine,
and ordered another.

We drank, Tchuk-Tchuk faster than all. He
became cheerful — it is not difficult to make
an Italian cheerful who has been living for
months on water and bread and macaroni. It
was evident, too, that he had reason to feel
gay. He sang and laughed, and the other Ital-
ians sang and laughed with him. One of them
said: “It seems our Tchuk-Tchuk has been do-
ing good business. Come, Tchuk-Tchuk, tell us
what you have madc! this scason!”

But Tchuk-Tchuk only shook his head. All
of them began talking of his gains, except him-
self, Tchuk-Tchuk smiled and kept silence.

“Come, Tchuk-Tchuk,” said one, “a little
frankness.”

“He won’t beat my sixteen hundred!”s said
another.

“Name of a Saint!” said Tchuk-Tchuk sud-
denly, “what do you say to four thousand?”s

But we all laughed.

“La, lal” said one, “he mocks at us!”

Tchuk-Tchuk put his hand into his frock-
coat pocket. - :

1. what you have made — {RiET £/ 42
2. He won’t beat my sixteen hundred! — 3% 7 —

TR, WRMERMTAL RS,

3. What do you say to iour thousand? — [ T/&
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