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PREFACE

A history of literature is a phylogeny of human beings growing
from childhood to adulthood, a spiritual history of masters in literature
portraying human spirit with great touch, as well as a thinking history
reflecting human conscience and emotional introspection. Reading
these immortal classics is like browsing through our history, while
communicating across time and space with great writers into thinking
and feelings. It bestows spiritual nutrition as well as aesthetic relish
upon readers from generation to generation.

China Translation and Publishing Corporation (CTPC), with a
publishing mission oriented toward readings of Chinese and foreign
languages leaning as well as cultural exchange, has been dedicated to
providing spiritual feasts which not only optimize language aptitude but
also nourish heart and soul. Along with the development of Internet and
digital publication, readers have easier access to reading classic works.
Nevertheless, well-designed printed books remain favorite readings for
most readers.

“After perusing three hundred Tang poems, a learner can at least
utter some verses, if cannot proficiently write a poem.” That is true for
learning Chinese, more so for learning a foreign language. To master a
language, we must read comprehensively, not only for taking in lingual
competence, but also for catching the unique cultural essence implied in
the language. “World Literary Classics (English originals)” can surely
serve as a series of readings with everlasting edifying significance.
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A Newspaper Story

T 8 A.M. it lay on Giuseppi’s news-stand, still damp from the
1 presses. Giuseppi, with the cunning of his ilk, philandered on the
opposite comer, leaving his patrons to help themselves, no doubt on a
theory related to the hypothesis of the watched pot.

This particular newspaper was, according to its custom and
design, an educator, a guide, a monitor, a champion and a household
counsellor and vade mecum.

From its many excellencies might be selected three editorials.
One was in simple and chaste but illuminating language directed to
parents and teachers, deprecating corporal punishment for children.

Another was an accusive and significant warning addressed to a
notorious labour leader who was on the point of instigating his clients
10 a troublesome strike.

The third was an eloquent demand that the police force be
sustained and aided in everything that tended to increase its efficiency
as public guardians and servants.

Besides these more important chidings and requisitions upon the
store of good citizenship was a wise prescription or form of procedure
laid out by the editor of the heart-to-heart column in the specific case
of a young man who had complained of the obduracy of his lady love,
teaching him how he might win her.

Again, there was,on the beauty page,a complete answer to a
young lady inquirer who desired admonition toward the securing of
bright eyes, rosy cheeks and a beautiful countenance.



One other item requiring special cognizance was a brief
“personal,” running thus:

DEAR JACK:—Forgive me. You were right. Meet me comer
Madison and —that 8:30 this morning. We leave at noon.

PENITENT.

At 8 o’clock a young man with a haggard look and the feverish
gleam of unrest in his eye dropped a penny and picked up the top
paper as he passed Giuseppi’s stand. A sleepless night had left him a
late riser. There was an office to be reached by nine, and a shave and a
hasty cup of coffee to be crowded into the interval.

He visited his batber shop and then hurried on his way. He
pocketed his paper, meditating a belated perusal of it at the luncheon
hour. At the next corner it fell from his pocket, carrying with it his pair
of new gloves. Three blocks he walked, missed the gloves and turned
back fuming.

Just on the half-hour he reached the corner where lay the gloves
and the paper. But he strangely ignored that which he had come to
seck. He was holding two little hands as tightly as ever he could and
looking into two penitent brown eyes, while joy rioted in his heart.

“Dear Jack,” she said, “I knew you would be here on time.”

“I wonder what she means by that,” he was saying to himself;
“but it’s all right, it’s all right.”

A big wind puffed out of the west, picked up the paper from the
sidewalk, opened it out and sent it flying and whirling down a side
street. Up that street was driving a skittish bay to a spider-wheel
buggy, the young man who had written to the heart-to-heart editor for
a recipe that he might win her for whom he sighed.

The wind, with a prankish flurry, flapped the flying newspaper
against the face of the skittish bay. There was a lengthened streak of
bay mingled with the red of running gear that stretched itself out for
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four blocks. Then a water-hydrant played its part in the cosmogony,
the buggy became matchwood as foreordained, and the driver rested
very quietly where he had been flung on the asphalt in front of a
certain brownstone mansion.

They came out and had him inside very promptly. And there was
one who made herself a pillow for his head, and cared for no curious
eyes, bending over and saying, “Oh, it was you; it was you all the time,
Bobby! Couldn’t you see it? And if you die, why, so must I, and—"

But in all this wind we must hurry to keep in touch with our
paper.

Policeman O’Brine arrested it as a character dangerous to traffic.
Straightening its dishevelled leaves with his big, slow fingers, he stood
a few feet from the family entrance of the Shandon Bells Café. One
headline he spelled out ponderously: “The Papers to the Front in a
Move to Help the Police.”

But, whisht! The voice of Danny, the head bartender, through the
crack of the door: “Here’s a nip for ye, Mike, ould man.”

Behind the widespread, amicable columns of the press Policeman
O’Brine receives swiftly his nip of the real stuff. He moves away,
stalwart, refreshed, fortified, to his duties. Might not the editor man
view with pride the early, the spiritual, the literal fruit that had blessed
his labours.

Policeman O’Brine folded the paper and poked it playfully under
the arm of a small boy that was passing. That boy was named Johnny,
and he took the paper home with him. His sister was named Gladys,
and she had written to the beauty editor of the paper asking for the
practicable touchstone of beauty. That was wecks ago, and she had
ceased to look for an answer. Gladys was a pale girl, with dull eyes
and a discontented expression. She was dressing to go up to the avenue
to get some braid. Beneath her skirt she pinned two leaves of the paper
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Johnny had brought. When she walked the rustling sound was an exact
imitation of the real thing.

On the street she met the Brown girl from the flat below and
stopped to talk. The Brown girl turned green. Only silk at $5 a yard
could make the sound that she heard when Gladys moved. The Brown
girl, consumed by jealousy, said something spiteful and went her way,
with pinched lips.

Gladys proceeded toward the avenue. Her eyes now sparkled like
jagerfonteins. A rosy bloom visited her cheeks; a triumphant, subtle,
vivifying, smile transfigured her face. She was beautiful. Could the
beauty editor have seen her then! There was something in her answer
in the paper, I believe, about cultivating kind feelings toward others in
order to make plain features attractive. _

The labour leader against whom the paper’s solemn and weighty
editorial injunction was laid was the father of Gladys and Johnny. He
picked up the remains of the journal from which Gladys had ravished
a cosmetic of silken sounds. The editorial did not come under his eye,
but instead it was greeted by one of those ingenious and specious
puzzle problems that enthrall alike the simpleton and the sage.

The labour leader tore off half of the page, provided himself with
table, pencil and paper and glued himself to his puzzle.

Three hours later, after waiting vainly for him at the appointed
place, other more conservative leaders declared and ruled in favour
of arbitration, and the strike with its attendant dangers was averted.
Subsequent editions of the paper referred, in coloured inks, to the
clarion tone of its successful denunciation of the labour leader’s
intended designs.

The remaining leaves of the active journal also went loyally to the
proving of its potency.

‘When Johnny returned from school he sought a secluded spot and
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removed the missing columns from the inside of his clothing, where
they had been artfully distributed so as to successfully defend such
areas as are generally attacked during scholastic castigations. Johnny
attended a private school and had had trouble with his teacher. As has
been said, there was an excellent editorial against corporal punishment
in that morning’s issue, and no doubt it had its effect.

After this can any one doubt the power of the press?

After Twenty Years

P\ he policeman on the beat moved up the avenue impressively.
The impressiveness was habitual and not for show, for spectators

were few. The time was barely 10 o’clock at night, but chilly gusts of

wind with a taste of rain in them had well nigh depeopled the streets.

Trying doors as he went, twirling his club with many intricate
and artful movements, turning now and then to cast his watchful eye
adown the pacific thoroughfare, the oﬁﬁéer, with his stalwart form
and slight swagger, made a fine picture of a guardian of the peace.
The vicinity was one that kept early hours. Now and then you might
see the lights of a cigar store or of an all-night lunch counter; but the
majority of the doors belonged to business places that had long since
been closed.

When about midway of a certain block the policeman suddenly
slowed his walk. In the doorway of a darkened hard-ware store a man
leaned, with an unlighted cigar in his mouth. As the policeman walked
up to him the man spoke up quickly.

“It’s all right, officer,” he said, reassuringly. “I’m just waiting for
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a friend. It’s an appointment made twenty years ago. Sounds a little
funny to you, doesn’t it? Well, I’ll explain if you’d like to make certain
it’s all straight. About that long ago there used to be a restaurant where
this store stands —- ‘Big Joe’ Brady’s restaurant.”

“Until five years ago,” said the policeman. “It was torn down
then.”

The man in the doorway struck a match and lit his cigar. The light
showed a pale, square-jawed face with keen eyes, and a little white
scar near his right eyebrow. His scarfpin was a large diamond, oddly
set.

“Twenty years ago to-night,” said the man, “I dined here at ‘Big
Joe’ Brady’s with Jimmy Wells, my best chum, and the finest chap
in the world. He and I were raised here in New York, just like two
brothers, together. I was eighteen and Jimmy was twenty. The next
morning I was to start for the West to make my fortune. You couldn’t
have dragged Jimmy out of New York; he thought it was the only
place on earth. Well, we agreed that night that we would meet here
again exactly twenty years from that date and time, no matter what our
conditions might be or from what distance we might have to come.
We figured that in twenty years each of us ought to have our destiny
worked out and our fortunes made, whatever they were going to be.”

“It sounds pretty interesting,” said the policeman. “Rather a long
time between meets, though, it seems to me. Haven’t you heard from
your friend since you left?”

“Well, yes, for a iime we corresponded,” said the other. “But after
a year or two we lost track of each other. You see, the West is a pretty
big proposition, and I kept hustling around over it pretty lively. But
I know Jimmy will meet me here if he’s alive, for he always was the
truest, stanchest old chap in the world. He’ll never forget. I came a
thousand miles to stand in this door to-night, and it’s worth it if my



old partner turns up.”

The waiting man pulled out a handsome watch, the lids of it set
with small diamonds.

“Three minutes to ten,” he announced. “It was exactly ten o’clock
when we parted here at the restaurant door.”

“Did pretty well out West, didn’t you?” asked the policeman.

“You bet! I hope Jimmy has done half as well. He was a kind
of plodder, though, good fellow as he was. I’ve had to compete with
some of the sharpest wits going to get my pile. A man gets in a groove
in New York. It takes the West to put a razoredge on him.”

The policeman twirled his club and took a step or two.

“I’ll be on my way. Hope your friend comes around all right.
Going to call time on him sharp?”

“T should say not!” said the other. “I’ll give him half an hour at
least. If Jimmy is alive on earth he’ll be here by that time. So long,
officer.”

“Good-night, sir,” said the policeman, passing on along his beat,
trying doors as he went.

There was now a fine, cold drizzle falling, and the wind had risen
from its uncertain puffs into a steady blow. The few foot passengers
astir in that quarter hurried dismally and silently along with coat collars
turned high and pocketed hands. And in the door of the hardware
store the man who had come a thousand miles to fill an appointment,
uncertain almost to absurdity, with the friend of his youth, smoked his
cigar and waited.

About twenty minutes he waited, and then a tall man in a long
overcoat, with collar turned up to his ears, hurried across from the
opposite side of the street. He went directly to the waiting man.

“Is that you, Bob?” he asked, doubtfully.

“Is that you, Jimmy Wells?” cried the man in the door.



“Bless my heart!” exclaimed the new arrival, grasping both the
other’s hands with his own. “It’s Bob, sure as fate. I was certain I'd
find you here if you were still in existence. Well, well, well! —twenty
years is a long time. The old gone, Bob; I wish it had lasted, so we
could have had another dinner there. How has the West treated you,
old man?”

“Bully; it has given me everything I asked it for. You’ve changed
lots, Jimmy. I never thought you were so tall by two or three inches.”

“Oh, I grew a bit after I was twenty.”

“Doing well in New York, Jimmy?”

“Moderately. I have a position in one of the city departments.
Come on, Bob; we’ll go around to a place I know of, and have a good
long talk about old times.”

The two men started up the street, arm in arm. The man from the
West, his egotism enlarged by success, was beginning to outline the
history of his career. The other, submerged in his overcoat, listened
with interest.

At the corner stood a drug store, brilliant with electric lights.
When they came into this glare each of them turned simultaneously to
gaze upon the other’s face.

The man from the West stopped suddenly and released his arm.

“You’re not Jimmy Wells,” he snapped. “Twenty years is a long
time, but not long enough to change a man’s nose from a Roman to a

pug.”

“It sometimes changes a good man into a bad one, said the
tall man. “You’ve been under arrest for ten minutes, ‘Silky’ Bob.
Chicago thinks you may have dropped over our way and wires us
she wants to have a chat with you. Going quietly, are you? That’s
sensible. Now, before we go on to the station here’s a note 1 was

asked to hand you. You may read it here at the window. It’s from
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Patrolman Wells.”

The man from the West unfolded the little piece of paper handed
him. His hand was steady when he began to read, but it trembled a
little by the time he had finished. The note was rather short.

“Bob: 1 was at the appointed place on time. When you struck the
match to light your cigar [ saw it was the face of the man wanted in
Chicago. Somehow I couldn’t do it myself, so I went around and got a
plain clothes man to do the job. JIMMY.”

T\ here are many kinds of fools. Now, will everybody please sit still
until they are called upon specifically to rise?

I had been every kind of fool except one. I had expended my
patrimony, pretended my matrimony, played poker, lawn-tennis, and
bucket-shops—parted soon with my money in many ways. But there
remained one rule of the wearer of cap and bells that I had not played.
That was the Seeker after Buried Treasure. To few does the delectable
furor come. But of all the would-be followers in the hoof-prints of
King Midas none has found a pursuit so rich in pleasurable promise.

But, going back from my theme a while—as lame pens must
do—1I was a fool of the sentimental soft. I saw May Martha Mangum,
and was hers. She was eighteen, the color of the white ivory keys of
a new piano, beautiful, and possessed by the exquisite solemnity and
pathetic witchery of an unsophisticated angel doomed to live in a
small, dull, Texas prairie-town. She had a spirit and charm that could
have enabled her to pluck rubies like raspberries from the crown of



10 Gl Essonsial ©. Aoy Colleotion

Belgium or any other sporty kingdom, but she did not know it, and I
did not paint the picture for her.

You see, I wanted May Martha Mangum for to have and to hold. I
wanted her to abide with me, and put my slippers and pipe away every
day in places where they cannot be found of evenings.

May Martha’s father was a man hidden behind whiskers and
spectacles. He lived for bugs and butterflies and all insects that fly
or crawl or buzz or get down your back or in the butter. He was an
etymologist, or words to that effect. He spent his life seining the air
for flying fish of the June-bug order, and then sticking pins through
’em and calling ’em names.

He and May Martha were the whole family. He prized her highly
as a fine specimen of the racibus humanus because she saw that he had
food at times, and put his clothes on right side before, and kept his
alcohol-bottles filled. Scientists, they say, are apt to be absentminded.

There was another besides myself who thought May Martha
Mangum one to be desired. That was Goodloe Banks, a young man
just home from college. He had all the attainments to be found in
books— Latin, Greek, philosophy, and especially the higher branches
of mathematics and logic.

If it hadn’t been for his habit of pouring out this information and
learning on every one that he addressed, I'd have liked him pretty well.
But, even as it was, he and I were, you would have thought, great pals.

We got together every time we could because each of us wanted
to pump the other for whatever straws we could to find which way the
wind blew from the heart of May Martha Mangum —rather a mixed
metaphor; Goodloe Banks would never have been guilty of that. That
is the way of rivals.

You might say that Goodloe ran to books, manners, culture,
rowing, intellect, and clothes. I would have put you in mind more of



