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Unit 1 Translation of

Descriptive Essays

AN OCTOBER SUNRISE
Richard . Blackmorex

[1] I was up the next morming before the October sunrise, and away through the wild and the woodland. The rising
of the sun was noble in the cold and warmth of it; peeping down the spread of light, he raised his shoulder heavily, over
the edge of gray mountain and wavering length of upland. Beneath his gaze the dew—fogs dipped and crept to the hollow
places, then stole away in line and colum, holding skirts and clinging subtly at the sheltering corners where rock hung
over grassland, while the brave lines of the hills came forth, one beyond other gliding

[2] The woods arose in folds, like drapery of awakened mountains, stately with a depth of awe, and memory of the
tempests.  Autum’ s mellow hand was upon them, as they owned already, touched with gold and red and olive, and their
Jjoy towards the sun was less to a bridegroom than a father.

[3] Yet before the floating impress of the woods could clear itself, suddenly the gladsame light leaped over hill and
valley, casting amber, blue, and purple, and a tint of rich red rose, according to the scene they lit on, and the curtain flung
around; yet all alike dispelling fear and the cloven hoof of darkness, all on the wings of hope advancing, and proclaiming,
“God is here!” Then life and joy sprang reassured from every crouching hollow; every flower and bud and bird had a
fluttering sense of them and all the flashing of God' s gaze merged into soft beneficence.

[4] So, perhaps, shall break upon us that eternal morming, when crag and chasm shall be no more, neither hill and
valley, nor great unvintaged ocean; when glory shall not scare happiness, neither happiness envy glory; but all things
shall arise, and shine in the light of the Father’ s comntenance, because itself is risen

*Richard D. Blackmore 1825 1900 D-
Lorna Doone 1869

To be continued on page 4i
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THE BREAK-UP OF A GREAT DROUGHT

Willian Hele Whitek

[1] For three months there had been hardly a drop of rain.

[2] The grass became brown, and in many places was killed down to the roots; there was no hay; myriads of
swarming caterpillars devoured the fruit trees; the brooks were all dry, water for cattle had to be fetched from ponds and
springs miles away; the roads were broken up; the air was loaded with grit; and the beautiful green of the hedges was
choked with dust. Birds like the rook, which fed upon worms, were nearly starved, and were driven far and wide for
strange food. It was pitiable to see them trying to pick the soil of the meadow as hard as a rock.

[3] The Atlantic, the source of all life, was asleep, and what if it should never wake! We know not its ways, it mocks
all our science. Close to us lies this great mystery, incomprehensible, and yet our very breath depends upon it. Why
should not the sweet tides of soft moist air cease to stream in upon us? No reason could be given why every green herb and
living thing should not perish; no reason, save a faith which was blind. For aught we knew, the oceanbegotten aerial
current might forsake the land and it might become a desert.

[4] One night gray bars appeared in the western sky, but they had too often deluded us, and we did not believe in
them On this particular evening they were a little heavier, and the window—cords were damp. The air which came across
the cliff was cool, and if we had dared to hope we should have said it had a scent of the sea in it. At four o clock in the
morning there was a noise of something beating against the panes — they were streaming! It was inpossible to lie still,
and T rose and went out of doors. No creature was stirring, there was no sound save that of the rain, but a busier time there
had not been for many a long month. Thousands of millions of blades of grass and corn were eagerly drinking. For sixteen
hours the downpour continued, and when it was dusk I again went out. The watercourses by the side of the roads had a
little water in than but not a drop had reached those at the edge of the fields, so thirsty was the earth. The drought, thank
God, was at an end!

#William Hale White Mark Rutherford, 183171913 . . 1881
The Autobiography of Mark Rutherford; 1885
Mark Rutherford’ s Deliverance 1883 (Bthic)

To be continued on page Gi
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THE GIANTS OF EASTER ISLAND=*

Thor Heyerdahl

% joumey to the moon can get a little foretaste of it, as I did, by clinbing about on the
o ety coneoo LDk r=tand. The atmosphere of the island makes your own world seem immeasurably distant.

[2] Sare of the volcanoes have lain here peacefully for so long that sky-blue lakes have formed in their craters. One
of the largest of the peaks is called Rano Raraku. Here men in the moon seem to have been busily at work. You have the
feeling that they fled in haste from what they were doing. Hundreds of thousands of cubic feet of rock have been removed
and tens of thousands of tons of stone carried away. And in the midst of the mountain’ s gaping wound lie more than a
hundred and fifty gigantic stone men carved from the rock, in all stages of campletion. At the foot of the mountain stand
finished stone men side by side like a supernatural army.

[3] You feel miserably insignificant approaching the vanished sculptors’ workshop, whether on horseback or driving
in a jeep along the island s ancient roads. Dismunting from your horse in the shadow of a great block of stone, you see that
the block has features on its underside: it is the head of a fallen giant. On approaching the closest figures, which are
buried in the earth up to their chests, we were shocked to find that you camnot even reach up to the chins of the colossi.
Thirty feet is no uncomon height for these figures; the largest, which lies unfinished and aslant on the side of the
volcano, is sixtynine feet long — as tall as a sevenrstory building

[4] We clambered on noses and chins and trod on mouths and gigantic brows. We had them above us, beneath us, and
on both sides. The whole mountain was one single swarm of bodies and heads, from the foot to the very top of the precipice
on the uppermost edge of the volcano. They went on side by side and above one another in unbroken procession down the
inside of the volcano, right down to the lush green reedbed on the edge of the crater lake, like an army of blind robots
searching for the water of life.

[5] We were surrounded, as in a hall of mirrors by countless enomous faces astonishingly alike. All had the same
tight-lipped stoical expression and the most peculiar long ears.

[6] The facade of the figure was polished with a sort of pumice after it was campleted in every minute detail —
however, the workmen had taken care not to finish sculpting the eye. The eye was left blank; for the present, the giant was
to be blind. Then the back of the statue was cut loose from the rock, and transportation down the cliff to the foot of the
volcano was begun.  In some cases colossi weighing many tons had been swung down a vertical wall and maneuvered over
lower ledges around statues still being worked on. Many were broken in transit, but most came down complete — that
is to say, complete without legs, for every one of these statues ended in a flat cut—off foundation just where the abdomen
ends and the legs begin; they could be described as lengthened busts with complete torsos.

* 3, 680 1722 1,000
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[8] Only then were they ready for their trip across the island to their permenent locations. The trip was as long as ten
miles in some cases, and the very smllest statues weighed from two to ten tons apiece. There were more than six
hundred statues in all, all hewn from the same grayish—vyellow, blackgrained stone found only at Rano Raraku.
When they reached their destination, the statues were carefully mounted on an ahu, or, temple platform Not until
then were their eyes chiseled in.

[9] Meriana, an old village woman, told about a witch who lived at Rano Raraku when the sculptors made the great
figures. Her magic breathed life into the stone giants and made them go where they should. One day the sculptors ate a
big lobster. When the witch returned, saw the enpty shell, and realized that none of the contents had been given to her,
she was so angry that she made all the walking statues fall on their faces, and they have not moved since.

[10] This story was believed by the Easter Islanders until we made experiments with carving, transporting, and
erecting the statues and, with the islanders’ aid, found that these things could be done by ordinary men.

You

You feel miserably insignificant approaching the vanished sculptors’ workshop

whether on horseback or driving in a jeep along the island s ancient roads.

2 Dismounting from your horse in the shadow of a great block of stone, you see that the
block has features on its underside: it is the head of a fallen giant.

We had them above s beneath us, and on both sides.
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Isaac Bashevis Singer

-ties that I met Bessie Gold. She was in her fifties, smll, slim with sunken, darkly

re made up with blue eye shadow and inky mascara, as if for the stage. She used an
orange—color lipstick and her nails were lacquered to match. On her hairy, veined wrists she wore heavy bracelets from
which dangled an assortment of charms. Their clinking and clanging made me think of a prisoner’ s chains. Her legs in
their mesh stockings were thin as sticks. We sat next to each other, each of us holding a glass of champagne.

[2] Bessie alternated between a sip of champagne and a puff on her cigarette. I noticed that her neck was thin and
blue like that of a plucked chicken. Her chest was flat and freckled. A pair of men's ears adomed with diamond earrings
protruded from her newly blonded hair. She turned to me and said: “Are you really a writer?”

(381 T try tobe ae.”

[4] The women did not reply. Something oily and spiteful appeared in her gaze. It is hard to define exactly what it
was: self pity, pride, the hidden satisfaction of those who know they are dangerous to themselves and to others. I became
aware of the uncanny power in this frail woman with her cat-like movements. I was gripped by the desire to get away

from her, less I too became involved in her weird complexities.
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[ assure you in the most solem manner that, so far from seeking this employment, I
‘0 avoid it, not only from my uwillingness to part with you and the family, but from

> too great for my capacity; and I should enjoy more real happiness in one month with

you at home than I have the most distant prospect of finding abroad, if my stay were to be seven times seven years. But as
it has been a kind of destiny that has thrown me upon this service, I shall hope that my undertaking it is designed to
answer some good purpose.

[2] T shall rely confidently on that Providence which has heretofore preserved and been bountiful to me, not doubting
but that I shall retum safe to you in the fall. T shall feel no pain from the toil or danger of the campaign; my unhappiness
will flow from the uneasiness I know you will feel from being left alone. I therefore beg that you will summon your whole
fortitude, and pass your time as agreeable as possible. Nothing will give me so much sincere satisfaction as to hear this,

and to hear it from your own pen.

From A Letter to His Wife, 1775

by George Washington
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