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PREFACE

Itis not always easy, or even possxble forastudent.
- to dip widely into foreign literature, as he has neither

. access to many lesser-known books nor time to read

them. For this reason, it was thought that a volume -

of selected stories from six famous English authors -

* would provide at least a ﬂeetmg introduction to
_ individual themes and concepts.

This book has been specially adapted for those for
whom English is a second or foreigri. languagé and
who have reachied at least a lower intermediate level.
It will be suitable, in fact, for anyone wlip finds the
original book too long or too difficult.

Difficult sentenice structures have been avoided,
though every effort has been made to retain some-
thing of the style of the original. :

E. F. D.
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A man in a small carriage urging his tired horse
THE BAGMAN’S STORY
Adapted from the story by
CHARLES DICKENS

ONE winter’s evening, about five o’clock, just as it
began to grow dark, a man in a small carriage
might have been seen urging his tired horse along
the road which leads across Marlborough Downs,
in the direction of Bristol. 1 say he might have
been seen; but the weather was so bad, and the
night so cold and wet, that nothing was out of doors
except the water, and so the traveller rode wearily
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along in the mldﬂle of the road .and met nobody
Any bagman would. have known that this traveller
was Tom Smart, fo‘_ﬂl!;_’ﬁl‘m of Bilson and Slum,
Cateaton Strect, London ; hut there was no bagman
to look on, so nohdy knew anything at all about
the matter. And. %0 Toém Smart and his: clay-
_coloui‘ed camage ‘with the red wheels, and the
bad-tempered home with; the fast pace, went on
together and nobod ,waﬂ a bit the wiser..

Thorc are many piusantcr places, even in this sad
‘world, - than’ Matlherough Downs when the wind
“blows hard; and ﬁ@t ht the wind blew—not up
the road or down jt, but stralght across it. Tt
rushed over the. }nli—tops, and swept along the ‘plain,
gathering soun& and strength as it drew nearer,
\ ily against horse and man, driv-

ing the sharp ram into their ears. Its cold damp .
breath seemed to strike their very bones. ‘
" The horse splashcd through the mud and water
with drooping ears, until a .sudden gust of wind,
stronger than any that had yet attacked them, caus- .
ed her to stop ant plant hér four feet firmly against
the ground, to prévent her being blown over. It
" is a' thercy that she did this, for if she fad been blown
over, she was so light, the carriage was so light,
‘and Tom Smart-such a light weight, too, that they
‘would certainly have all gone rolling over and over
together.

‘ Well, damn my straps and whiskers,” said Tom
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Smart (Tom had some very peculiar expressions),
‘damn my straps and whiskers, this isn’t pleasant
at all! - It won’t do to go riding any further on a
night like this. We’ll stop at the first house we
come to.” = He patted the horse on ‘the neck’ with
the end of his whip. ‘ So hurry up, old girl. The
faster you go, the sooner it will all be over.’

As soon as Tom had finished speaking, the horse
pricked up her ears and started forward at a speed
which made the clay-coloured carriage rattle, and

even Tom couldn’t stop her until she drew up, of ‘

~ her own accord, in front of a roadside inn about a
quarter of a mile from the énd of the Downs.

Tom threw a hasty-glance at the house as he
jumped from his carriage and gave the reins to a .
servant. It was a strange old place, with a low
dark door and a couple of steep steps leading.down -
into the house, instead of the usual half-a-dozen- -
shallow ones leading up to it. It wasa comfort- -

able-looking place, though, for there was a strong
cheerful light in the bar window, which threw a
bright ray across the road and even lighted up the
hedge on the other side. And thcre was a red,
flickering light in the opposite window, and Tom
guessed. that there was a fine big ﬁre burning
inside.

He entered the house, and in less than five
minutes he was sitting comfortably in the room
opposite the bar, warming himself besidé a roaring
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fire.. A smartly-dressed girl, with a bright eye and
a neat ankle, was laying a very clean white cloth
on the table. From where he sat, Tom could see
into the bar, and-ther&=~geated at the nicest pos-
sible littlc table, having tea in front of the brightest
 possible-little fire—was a smiling widow of about
forty-eight years old. ~ She was evidently the land-
lady of the house. There was only one disadvant-
age to the beauty of the whole plcture, and this was
a tall man—a very tall man—in a brown coat who
was seated at tea with the widow.

Now, Tom Smart was by no means an irritable
or envious man, but somehow the tall man with
the brown coat made him feel extremely annoyed.
It was so obvious that the man was determined to
persuade the handsome widow to be a widow no
longer. ¢ What business has he in that comfort-
able bar?” Tom said to hlmself. ¢ Such an ugly
fellow, too!’

Tom Smart had always had an ambition to own
a couniry inn, tq stand in a bar of his own and
serve his customers with drinks. - He felt very prop- -
erly mdlgnant that the tall man seemed very close
to ownmg such an excellent house, while he, Tom
Smart, was as far off fiom it as ever. Tom sat
by the fire drinking several glasses of wine and-
wondering how he could start a quarrel with the tall -
man; and by the time he went to bed he had decided
that he was a very ill-uged and unlucky fellow.
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a ‘whole bo&rding#choql lilt w!lat ﬁtmck Towa
fancy mostwa&altrange rign-}aokir .hlgh»backed
chair, carved in the mwmmm It haéw
a flowered silk cushxon,anédnm khobi at the -
bottom of the legs were-ca ap in red ’_
cloth. There was something about the ¢hair which
fascinated- Tom; ‘it ‘was so-odd and so unhke any
other piece of furhiture he had’ ever seen. - He sat i
~ down by 'the fire and: smﬂatthcoldd!w for
'halfan hour. - H“ ,.,Ywuld not: tah;hﬂ! €
Atlwhebeganmuudmsdowly, atthc;;@
old chair all the time, *1 never saw: such a queer
chair in all my:days. ’kry odd,’ he said, shaking .
“his head a dozen times: - ‘Veryd&imdced" And "~
he looked at the chair again, and then got into
“bed, covcred mmseif’m theblaa}mm, &nd‘fcn
asleep..

In about half an ‘hour Fom woke up,»« vtith a
start, from a confused dréam of tall menand gim
of wine; and the first thing he saw was the queer
chair. ‘1 won’t look at it amy more,” said s-Tom
to himself, and he closed his eyes'and:tried to go to
sleep again. But it was no use. Queer chairs
danced before his eyes, kicking up- their legs, jump-
ing over each other’s backs, and p}aymg all kinds
of tricks.

;v,,-‘_' 4
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S & mght - we&;l& ‘one redl chair mstead of
- three complete sets of false bites,* smd Tem crossly,
‘and he openied -his:éyes once more. “There was the * -
‘old chair, plainly visible by the light of the fire.: "

Tom ‘looked :at-it, and - suddenly it scemed fo

change -in the most extraordinary way. The carv- =

ing -of :the' ba¢k gradually turned into'an old,. .
wrinkled, human face; the silk ‘cushion became a
flowered waistcoat ; the round knobs turned inte a:
couple of feet, ‘éncased in red cloth’ slippers; and
the old chair looked like a very ugly old man of the
previous century, standing with his arms on his
hips. Tom sat up in bed and rubbed his eyes. He .
looked: again. - Yes—the chair was an ugly old
" gentleman; and what was more; he. was winking
at Tom Smart.

Tom was naturally a chcerful carefree sort of
fellow, and he had had a good many glasses .of .
‘wine that night;.so, although he was a little sur-
prised at first, he soon began to grow annoyed at
the old gcntlcman for winking and noddmg at him.
At last he said in ‘a very angry tone: ‘ What the
devil are you winking at me for?” - '

¢ Becauge I want to, 'Io'rn Smart,’ said the chair,
or the old gentleman, whichever you like to call
him. However, he stopped winking when Tom
spoke and began smiling like an aged monkey.

‘ How do you know my name? Tom Smart
-asked in astonishment. ' ’
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¢? T8 Smart asked in astonishment
T o L

3

¢ Ah, I know everything about you, Tom; every-
thing,” answered the chair wisely. - ‘ For instance,
I know ‘that you’re very poor, Tom.’

‘1 certainly am,’ said “Tom _Smart. ~‘ But ‘how
did you know that-?’ ;

¢ Never mind that;’ said the old gentleman. ‘I

also know that you’re much too fond of wine,
Tom.’ )
- Tom Smart was going to say .that he hadn’t
tasted a drop since his last birthday, but his eye
met that of the old gentleman and he looked so
knowing that Tom blushed and .was silent.

“ Tom,” said the old gentleman, ‘ the widow’s.a
fine woman, isn’t she, Tom? He winked his eye
again, and added: ‘I am her guardian, Tom.’

. v 13 . 12



< Are you > said ‘Tom Smart.

: ‘ I knew her mother, Tom,’ said the old fellow,
and her grandmother. She was very fond of me
‘—she. ‘made me this waistcoat.’ ’

‘ Did she ?’ said Tom Smart. ¢

' “ And these shoes,’ said the old fellow, hftmg up
one ‘of the red cloth slippers. He nodded his head
knowingly. ‘I have been a great favourite among
the women in my time,” he said. ‘ Hundreds of
fine women have sat on my knee for hours together.
What do you think of that, eh?’ The old gentle-
man was beginning to tell some of the adventures
of his youth when he was seized with such a violent
fit of cteaking that he was unable to go on.

“1It just serves you right, old boy,’ thought Tom
Smart; but he didn’t say anythmg

‘ Ah" said the old fellow, ‘I am a good deal
troubled with these creaking joints now. I am
getting old, Tom, and have lost nearly all my rails.

I have had an operation performed, too—a small
piece let into my back—and I found it a severe
trial, Tom.’

‘ ’m sure you did, sir,” said Tom Smart.
‘ However,’ said the old gentleman, ‘that’s not
“the point. Tom! I want you to marry the widow.’
£ Me, sir!” exclaimed Tom.
‘ You,’ said the old gentleman.
‘ Bless your heart, sir,” said Tom, although he
didn’t know where the old ‘gentleman kept his
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. heart, ‘bless your heart, she wouldn’t have me.’

* Wouldn’t she?’ said the old gentleman firmly.

. “No, no,” said Tom. ‘ There’s someone else

she’s intenested in. A tall man*a very tall man—
with black whiskers.’

‘ Tom, sajd the old gcntleman “she will never

“have him.’

ot

* Won’t she? said Tom. ° If you stood in the
Bar, old gentleman, you would tell another story.’

“ Oh, I know all about that sald the old gcntle-
man Wwith a laugh.

¢ Abéut what ?’ asked Tom.

* The kissing behind the door, and all that sort
of thmg, Tom,’ said the old gentleman. I know

[

_all about that Dve seen it happen very often in
“my time, Tom, between more people than I should

like to mention to you. But it never comes to
anything after all.’ '

‘ You must have seen some queer thmgs said
Tom.

‘ You may say that Tom,’ replied the old fellow,
with an enormous wink. ‘I am the last of my
family,” he added, sighing.

‘ Was it a large one ?’ asked Tom Smart.

“ There were twelve of us, Tom,’ said the old
gentleman. ° Fine, straight-backed, handsome fel-
lows we were, too.’

* And what’s happened to the others, sir?’ asked
Tom Smart. '
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Thc old gentleman wxped a tear from his eye as - k'

- hc replied: ¢ Gone, Tom, gone. They got rheu- "

: . rascally adventurer. The momént he' ‘married th
.+ iwidow, he would sell all the’ ﬁxmrmm'aﬁdf rur
© saway. She would be deserted and irui ed, af nd

matic. ‘about the arms and legs, and went intg lut- ht o
" chens and other hospitals.’. *. The old fellow paused .

‘for a few minutes, evidently struggling, with :his -

' gncf and then went on: * However, I,am wands

~-ing from the point. This tall fellow, Tom; As

vk

L should catch my death of cold in
dealer's shop.’. .

3 YCS, but—-- A .' .

. _‘Don’t interrupt me;’ sa.ld the old genﬂemany;;_,r A

= I ‘well know that you, Tom; if you settled here, -

o .\would never leave the place as’ long as there was

a.aythmg to drink in the house.” =~ L
“Thank you for your good opmxon, sir,’ saxd
Tom Smart.. =
* Therefore,’ went on the old gcnt}cman you
~ ghall have her, and he shall not.”> :
" ¢ How can that be arranged * asked Tom eagerly '
¢ By the fact that he is already mamed replied
the old gentleman.
‘ How can I prove it?’ asked Tom, Jumplng half
outofbed.
The old gcntleman untucked }us arm from his
side, and, havirg pointed to one of the big cup-.
boards, immedlately replaced his arm in its old"
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