FICTION READING : Hebrew Lit.

GENESIS 1-3

THE CREATION AND THE FALL

King James Version

Chapter 1

1 In the beginning God created the heaven and the earth.

2 And the earth was without form, and 

void; and darkness was upon the face of the deep. And the Spirit of God moved upon the face of the waters.

3 And God said, “Let there be light”: and there was light.

4  And God saw the light, that it was good: and God divided the light from the darkness.

5 And God called the light Day, and the darkness he called Night. And the evening and the morning were the first day.

6 And God said, “Let there be a firmament
 in the midst of the waters, and let it divided the waters from the waters.”

7 And God made the firmament, and divided the waters which were under the firmament from the waters which were above the firmament: and it was so.

8  And God called the firmament Heaven. And the evening and the morning were the second day.

9  And God said, “Let the waters under the heaven be gathered together unto one place, and let the dry land appear”: and it was so.

10  And God called the dry land Earth; and the gathering together of the waters called the Seas: and God saw that it was good.

11  And God said, “Let the earth bring forth grass, the herb yielding seed, and the fruit tree yielding fruit after his kind, whose seed is in itself, upon the earth”: and it was so.

12  And the earth brought forth grass, and herb yielding seed after his kind, and the tree yielding fruit, whose seed was in itself, after his kind: and God saw that it was good.

13 And the evening and the morning were the third day.

14  And God said, “Let there be lights in the firmament of the heaven to divide the day from the night; and let them be for signs, and for seasons, and for days, and years:

15 “And let them be for lights in the firmament of the heaven to give light upon the earth”: and it was so.

16  And God made two great lights; the greater light to rule the day, and the lesser light to rule the night: he made the stars also.

17  And Got set them in the firmament of the heaven to light upon the earth,

18  And to rule over the day and over the night, and to divide the light from the darkness: and God saw that it was good.

19  And the evening and the morning were the fourth day.

20  And God said, “Let the waters bring forth abundantly the moving creature that hath life, and fowl that may fly above the earth in the open firmament of heaven.”

21  And God created great whales, and every living creature that moveth, which the waters brought forth abundantly, after their kind, and every winged fowl after his kind: and God saw that it was good.

22 And God blessed them, saying, “Be fruitful, and multiply, and fill the waters in the seas, and let fowl multiply in the earth.”

23  And the evening and the morning were the fifth day.

24  And God said, “Let the earth bring forth the living creature after his kind, cattle, and creeping thing, and beast of the earth after his kind”: and it was so.

25 And God made the beast of the earth 

after his kind, and cattle after their kind, and every thing that creepeth upon the earth after his kind: and God saw that it was good.

26 And God said, “Let us make man in 

our image, after our likeness: and let them have dominion over the fish of the sea, and over the fowl of the air, and over the cattle, and over all the earth, and over every creeping thing that creepeth upon the earth.”

27 So God created man in his own 

image, in the image of God created he him; male and female created he them.

28  And God blessed them, and God said unto them, “Be fruitful, and multiply, and replenish the earth, and subdue it: and have dominion over the fish of the sea, and over the fowl of the air, and over every living thing that moveth upon the earth.”

29  And God said, “Behold, I have given you every herb bearing seed, which is upon the face of all the earth, and every tree, in the which is the fruit of a tree yielding seed; to you it shall be for meat.

30 “And to every beast of the earth, and to every fowl of the air, and to every thing that creepeth upon the earth, wherein there is life, I have given every green herb for meat”: and it was so.

31  And God saw every thing that he had made, and, behold, it was very good. And the evening and the morning were the sixth day.

Chapter 2

1  Thus the heavens and the earth were finished, and all the host of them.

2  And on the seventh day God ended his work which he had made; and he rested on the seventh day from all his work which he had made.

3  And God blessed the seventh day, and sanctified it: because that in it he had rested from all his work which God created and made.

4  These are the generations of the heavens and of the earth when they were created, in the day that the Lord God made the earth and the heavens,

5  And every plant of the field before it was in the earth, and every herb of the field before it grewL for the Lord God had not caused it to rain upon the earth, and there was not a man to till the ground.

6  But there went up a mist from the earth, and watered the whole face of the ground.

7  And the Lord God formed man of the dust of the ground
, and breathed into his nostrils the breath of life, and man became a living soul.

8  And the Lord God planted a garden eastward in Eden; and there he put the man whom he had formed.

9  And out of the ground made the Lord God to grow every tree that is pleasant to the sight, and good for food; the tree of life also in the midst of the garden, and the tree of knowledge of good and evil.

10  And a river went out of Eden to water the garden; and from thence it was parted, and became into four heads.

11  The name of the first is Pison: that is it which compasseth the whole land of Havilah, where there is gold;

12   And the gold of that land is ood: there is bdellium
 and onyx stone.

13  And the name of the second river is 

Gihon: the same is it that compasseth the whole land of Ethiopia.

14 And the name of the third river is

Hiddekel: that is it which goeth toward the east of Assyria. And the fourth river is Euphrates.

15  And the Lord God took the man, and put him into the garden of Ede to dress it and to keep it.

16  And the Lord God commanded the man, saying, “Of every tree of the garden thou mayest freely eat:

17 “But of the tree of knowledge of good and evil, thou shalt not eat of it: for in the day that thou eatest thereof thou shalt surely die.”

18  And the Lord God said, “It is not good that the man should be alone; I will make him an help met for him.”

19  And out of the ground the Lord God formed every beast of the field, and every fowl of the air, and brought them unto Adam to see what he would call them: and whatsoever Adam called every living creature, that was the name thereof.

20  And Adam gave names to all cattle, and to the fowl of the air, and to every beast of the field; but for Adam there was not found an help meet for him.

21  And the Lord God caused a deep sleep to fall upon Adam, and he slept: and he took one of his ribs, and closed up the flesh instead thereof;

22  And the rib, which the Lord God had taken from the man, made he a woman, and brought her unto the man.

23  And Adam said, “This is now bone of my bones, and flesh of my flesh: she shall be called Woman, because she was taken out of  Man.”

24  Therefore shall a man leave his father and his mother, and shall cleave unto his wife: and they shall be one flesh.

25  And they were both naked, the man and his wife, and were not ashamed.

Chapter 3

1  Now the serpent was more subtil than any beast of the field which the Lord God had made. And he said unto the woman, “Yea, hath God said, ‘Ye shall not eat of every tree of the garden’?”

2  And the woman said unto the serpent, “We may eat of the fruit of the trees of the garden:

3  “But of the fruit of the tree which is in the midst of the garden, God hath said, “Ye shall not eat of it, neither shall ye touch it, lest ye die.”

4  And the serpent said unto the woman, “Ye shall not surely die:

5  “For God doth know that in the day ye eat thereof, then your eyes shall be opened and ye shall be as gods, knowing good and evil.”

6  And when the woman saw that the tree was good for food, and that it was pleasant to the eyes, and a tree to be desired to make one wise, she took of the fruit thereof, and did eat, and gave also unto her husband with her; and he did eat.

7  And the eyes of them both were opened and they knew that they were naked; and they sewed fig leaves together, and made themselves aprons.

8  And they heard the voice of the Lord God walking in the garden in the cool of the day: and Adam and his wife hid themselves from the presence of the Lord God amongst the trees of the garden.

9  And the Lord God called unto Adam, and said unto him, “Where art thou?”

10 And he said, “I heard thy voice in the garden, and I was afraid, because I was naked; and I hid myself.”

11 And he said, “Who told thee that thou was naked? Hast thou eaten of the tree, whereof I commanded thee that thou shouldest not eat?”

12  And the man said, “The woman whom thou gavest to be with me, she gave me of the tree, and I did eat.”

13  And the Lord God said unto the woman, “What is this that thou has done?” And the woman said, “The serpent beguiled me, and I did.”

14  And the Lord God said unto the serpent, “Because thou has done this, thou art cursed above all cattle and above every beast of the field; upon thy belly shalt thou go, and dust shalt thou eat all the days of thy life:

15  “And I will put enmity between thee and the woman, and between thy seed and her seed; it shall bruise thy head,  and thou shalt bruise his heel.”

16  Unto the woman he said, “I will greatly multiply thy sorrow and thy conception; in sorrow thou shalt bring forth children; and thy desire shall be to thy husband, and he shall rule over thee.”

17  And unto Adam he said, “Because thou hast hearkened unto the voice of thy wife, and hast eaten of the tree, of which I commanded thee, saying ‘Thou shalt not eat of it’: cursed is the ground for thy sake; in sorrow shalt thou eat of it all the days of thy life;

18  “Thorns also and thistles shall it bring forth to thee; and thou shalt eat the herb of the field;

19  “In the sweat of thy face shalt thou eat bread, till thou return unto the ground; for out of it wast thou taken: for dust thou art, and unto dust shalt thou return.”

20 And Adam called his wife name Eve; because she was the mother of all living.

21  Unto Adam also and to his wife did the Lord God make coats of skins, and clothed them.

22 And the Lord God said, “Behold, the 

man is become as one of us, to know good and evil: and now, lest he put forth his hand, and take also of the tree of life, and eat, and live for ever”:

23  Therefore the Lord God sent him forth from the garden of Eden, to till the ground from whence he was taken.

24  So he drove out the man; and he placed at the east of the garden of Eden Cherubims
, and a flaming sword which turned every way, to keep the way of the tree of life.

FICTION READING: Indian Lit.

From the PANCHATANTRA

NUMSKULL AND THE RABBIT

Translated by Arthur W. Ryder


In a part of a forest was a lion drunk with pride, and his name was Numskull. He slaughtered the animals without ceasing. If he saw an animal, he could not spare him.


So all the natives of the forest – deer, boars, buffaloes, wild oxen, rabbits, and others – came together , and with woe-begone countenances, bowed heads, and knees clinging to the ground, they undertook to beseech obsequiously the king of beasts: “Have done, O King, with this merciless, meaningless slaughter of all creatures. It is hostile to happiness in the other world. For the Scripture says:

A thousand future lives

Will pass in wretchedness

For sins a fool commits

His present life to bless.

Again:



What wisdom in a deed



That brings dishonor fell,



That causes loss of trust,



That paves the way to hell?

And yet again:



The ungrateful body, frail



And rank with filth within,



Is such that only fools



For its sake sink in sin.


“Consider these facts, and cease, we pray, to slaughter our generations. For is the master will remain at home, we will of our own motion send him each day for his daily food one animal of the forest. In this way neither the royal sustenance nor our families will be cut short. In this way let the king’s duty be performed. For the proverb says:


The king who tastes his kingdom like


Elixir, but by bit,


Who does not overtax its life,


Will fully relish it.


The king who madly butchers men,


Their lives as little reckoned


As lives of goats, has one square meal,


But never has a second.


A king desiring profit, guards


His world from evil chance;


With gifts and honors waters it


As florists water plants.


Guard subjects like a cow, nor ask


For milk each passing hour:


A vine must first be sprinkled, then


It ripens fruit and flower.


The monarch-lamp from subject draws


Tax-oil to keep it bright:


Has any ever noticed kings


That shone by inner light?


A seedling is a tender thing,


And yet, if not neglected,


It comes in time to bearing fruit:


So subjects well protected.


Their subjects form the only source 


From which accrue to kings


Their gold, grain, gems, and varied drinks,


And many other things.


The kings who serve the common weal,


Luxuriantly sprout;


The common loss is kingly loss,


Without a shade of doubt.”


After listening to this address, Numskull said: “Well, gentlemen, you are quite convincing. But is an animal does not come to me every day as I sit here, I promise you I will eat you all.” To this they assented with much relief, and fearlessly roamed the wood. Each day at noon one of them appeared as his dinner, each species taking its turn and providing an individual grown old, or religious, or grief-smitten, or fearful of the loss of son or wife.


One day a rabbit’s turn came, t being rabbit-day. And when all the thronging animals had given him directions, he reflected: “How is it possible to kill this lion – curse him! Yet after all,


In what can wisdom not prevail?


In what can resolution fail?


What cannot flattery subdue?


What cannot enterprise put through?

I can kill even a lion.”


So he went very slowly, planning to arrive tardily, and meditating with troubled spirit on a means of killing him. Late in the day he came into the presence of the lion, whose throat was pinched by hunger in consequence of the delay, and who angrily thought as he licked his chops: “Aha! I must kill all the animals the first thing in the morning.”


While he was thinking, the rabbit slowly drew near, bowed low, and stood before him. But when the lion saw that he was tardy and too small at that for a meal, his soul flamed with wrath, and he taunted the rabbit, saying: “You reprobate! First, you are too small for a meal. Second, you are tardy. Because of this wickedness I am going to kill you, and tomorrow morning I shall extirpate
 every species of animal.”


Then the rabbit bowed low and said with deference: “Master, the wickedness is not mine, nor the other animals’. Pray hear the cause of it.” And the lion answered: “Well, tell it quick, before you are between my fangs.”


“Master,” said the rabbit, “all the animals recognized today that the rabbits’ turn had come, and because I was quite small, they dispatched me with five other rabbits. But in mid-journey there issued from a great hole in the ground a lion who said: ‘Where are you bound? Pray to your favorite god.’ Then I said: ‘We are traveling as the dinner of lion Numskull, our master, according to agreement.’ ‘Is that so?’ said he. ‘This forest belongs to me. So all the animals, without exception, must deal with me – according to agreement. This Numskull is a sneak thief. Call him out and bring him here at once. Then whichever of us proves stronger, shall be king and shall eat all these animals.’ At his command, master, I have come to you. This is the cause of my tardiness. For the rest, my master is the sole judge.”


After listening to this, Numskull said: “Well, well, my good fellow, show me that sneak thief of a lion, and be quick about it. I cannot find peace of mind until I have vented on him my anger against the animals. He should have remembered the saying:


Land and friends and gold at most


Have been won when battles cease;


If but one of these should fail,


Do not think of breaking peace.


Where no great reward is won,


Where defeat is nearly sure,


Never stir a quarrel, but


Find it wiser to endure.”


“Quite so, master,” said the rabbit. “Warriors fight for their country when they are insulted. But this fellow skulks in a fortress. You know he came out of a fortress when he held us up And an enemy in a fortress is hard to handle. As the saying goes:


A single royal fortress adds


More military force


Than do a thousand elephants,


A hundred thousand horse.


A single archer from a wall


A hundred foes forfends;


And so the military art


A fortress recommends.


God Indra used the wit and skill


Of gods in days of old,


When Devil Gold-mat plagued the world,


To build a fortress-hold.


And he decreed that any king


Who built a fortress sound,


Should conquer foemen. This is why


Such fortresses abound.”


When he heard this, Numskull said: “My good fellow, show me that thief. Even if he is hiding in a fortress, I will kill him. For the proverb says:


The strongest man who fails to crush


At birth, disease or foe,


Will later be destroyed by that


Which he permits to grow.

And again:


The man who reckons well his power,


Nor pride nor vigor lacks,


May single-handed smite his foes


Like Rama-with-the-ax
.”

“Very true,” said the rabbit. “But after all it was a mighty lion that I saw. So the master should not set out without realizing the enemy’s capacity. As the saying runs:


A warrior failing to compare 


Two hosts, in mad desire


For battle, plunges like a moth


Headforemost into fire.

And again:


The weak who challenge mighty foes


A battle to abide,


Like elephants with broken tusks,


Return with drooping pride.”


But Numskull said: “What business is it of yours? Show him to me, even in his fortress.”  “Very well,” said the rabbit. “Follow me, master.” And he led the way to a well, where he said to the lion: “Master, who can endure your majesty? The moment he saw you, that thief crawled clear into his hole. Come, I will show him to you.”  “Be quick about it, my good fellow,” said Numskull.


So the rabbit showed him the well. And the lion, being a dreadful fool, saw his own reflection in the water, and gave voice to a great roar. Then from the well issued a roar twice s loud, because of the echo. This the lion heard, decided that his rival was very powerful, hurled himself down, and met his death. Thereupon the rabbit cheerfully carried the glad news to all the animals, received their compliments, and lived there contentedly in the forest.

FICTION READING: French Rationalism

THE COUNCIL HELD BY THE RATS

Jean de La Fontaine

Translated by Elizur Wright


Old Rodilard, a certain cat,


Such havoc of the rats had made,


‘Twas difficult to find a rat

5 
With nature’s debt unpaid.

6 The few that did remain,

To leave their holds afraid,

From usual food abstain,

Not eating half their fill.

10 And wonder no one will,

11 That one who made on rats his revel,

With rats passed not for cat, but devil.

Now, on a day, this dread rat-eater,

Who had a wife, went out to meet her;

15 And while he held his caterwauling1,

16 The unkilled rats, their chapter calling,

Discussed the point, in grave debate,

How they might shun impending fate.

Their dean, a prudent rat,

20 Thought best, and better soon than late,

21 To bell the fatal cat;

That, when he took his hunting round,

The rats, well cautioned by the sound,

Might hide in safety underground;

25 Indeed he knew no other means.

26 And all the rest

At once confessed

Their minds were with the dean’s

No better plan, they all believed,

30 Could possibly have been conceived.

31 No doubt the thing wold work right well,

If anyone would hang the bell.

But, one by one, said every rat,

I’m not so big a fool as that.

35 The plan, knocked up in this respect,

36 The council closed without effect,

And many a council I have seen,

Or reverend chapter with its dean,

That, thus resolving wisely,

Fell through like this precisely.

40 To argue or refute

Wise counselors abound;

The man to execute

Is harder to be found.

FICTION READING:  English Middle Ages

THE LAY OF THE WEREWOLF

Marie de France

Translated by Eugene Mason


Amongst the tales I tell you once again, I would not forget the Lay of the Werewolf. Such beasts as he are known in every land. Biscalavaret he is named in Brittany; whilst the Norman calls him Garwal1.


It is a certain thing, and within the knowledge of all, that many a christened man has suffered this change, and ran wild in woods, as a Werewolf. The Werewolf is a fearsome beast. He lurks within the thick forest mad and horrible to see. All the evil that he may, he does. He goeth to and fro, about the solitary place, seeking man, in order to devour him. Hearken, now, to the adventure of the Werewolf, that I have to tell.


In Brittany there dwelt a baron who was marvelously esteemed of all his fellows. He was a stout knight, and a comely, and a man of office and repute. Right private was he to the mind of his lord, and dear to the counsel of his neighbors. This baron was wedded to a very worthy dame, right fair to see, and sweet of semblance. All his love was set on her, and all her love was given again to him. One only grief had this lady. For three whole days in every week her lord was absent from her side. She knew not where he went, nor on what errand. Neither did any of his house know the business which called him forth.


On a day when this lord was come again to his house, altogether joyous and content, the lady took him to task, right sweetly, in this fashion,


“Husband,” said she, “and fair, sweet friend, I have a certain to pray of you. Right willingly would I receive this gift, but I fear to anger you in the asking. It is better for me to have an empty hand, than gain hard words.”


When the lord heard this matter, he took the lady in his arms, very tenderly, and kissed her.


“Wife,” he answered, “ask what you will. What would you have, for it is yours already?”


“By my faith,” said the lady, “soon shall I be whole. Husband, right long and wearisome are the days that you spend away from your home. I rise from my bed in the morning, sick at heart, I know not why. So fearful am I, lest you do aught to your loss, that I may not find any comfort. Very quickly shall I die for reason of my dread. Tell me now, where you go, and on what business! How may the knowledge of one who loves so closely, bring you to harm?”


“Wife,” made answer the lord, “nothing but evil can come if I tell you this secret. For the mercy of God do not require it of me. If you but knew, you would withdraw yourself from my love, and I should be lost indeed.”


When the lady heard this, she was persuaded that her baron sought to put her by with jesting words. Therefore she prayed and required him the more urgently, with tender looks and speech, till he was overborne, and told her all the story, hiding naught.


“Wife, I become Bisclavaret. I enter in the forest, and live on prey and roots, within the thickest of the wood.”


After she had learned his secret, she prayed and entreated the more as to whether he ran in his raiment, or went spoiled of vesture.


“Wife,” said he, “I go naked as a beast.”


“Tell me, for hope of grace, what you do with your clothing?”


“Fair wife, that will I never. If I should lose my raiment, or even be marked as I quit my vesture, then a Werewolf I must go for all the days of my life. Never again should I become man, save in that hour my clothing were given back to me. For this reason never will I show my lair.”


“Husband,” replied the lady to him, “I love you better than all the world. The less cause have you for doubting my faith, or hiding any tittle from me. What savor is here of friendship? How have I made forfeit of your love; for what sin do you mistrust my honor? Open now your heart, and tell what is good to be known.”


So at the end, outwearied and overborne by her importunity, he could no longer refrain, but told her all.


“Wife,” said he, “within this wood, a little from the path, there is a hidden way, and at the end thereof an ancient chapel, where oftentimes I have bewailed my lot. Near by is a great hollow stone, concealed by a bush, and there is the secret place where I hide my raiment, till I would return to my own home.”


On hearing this marvel the lady became sanguine2 of visage, because of  her exceeding fear. She dared no longer to lie at his side, and turned over in her mind, this way and that, how best she could get her from him. Now there was a certain knight of those parts, who, for a great while, had sought and required the lady for her love. This knight had spent long years in her service, but little enough had he got thereby, not even fair words, or a promise. To him the dame wrote a letter, and meeting, made her purpose plain.


“Fair friend,” said she, “be happy. That which you have coveted so long a time, I will grant without delay. Never again will I deny your suit. My heart, and all I have to give, are yours, so take me now as love and dame.”


Right sweetly the knight thanked her for her grace, and pledged her faith and fealty. When she had confirmed him by an oath, then she told him all this business of her lord – why he went, and what he became, and of his ravening within the wood. So she showed him of the chapel, and of the hollow stone, and of how to spoil the Werewolf of his vesture. Thus, by the kiss of his wife, was Bisclavaret betrayed. Often enough had he ravished his prey in desolate places, but from this journey he never returned. His kinsfolk and acquaintance came together to ask of his tidings, when this absence was noised abroad. Many a man, on many a day, searched the woodland, but none might find him, nor learn where Bisclavaret was gone. 


The lady was wedded to the knight who had cherished her for so long a space. More than a year had passed since Bisclavaret disappeared. Then it chanced that the King would hunt in that selfsame wood where the Werewolf lurked. When the hounds were unleashed they ran this way and that, and swiftly came upon his scent. At the view the huntsman winded on his horn, and the whole pack were at his heels. They followed him from morn to eve, till he was torn and bleeding, and was all adread lest they should pull him down. Now the King was very close to the quarry, and when Bisclavaret looked upon his master, he ran to  him for pity and for grace. He took the stirrup within his paws, and fawned upon the prince’s foot. The King was very fearful at this sight, but presently he called his courtiers to his aid.


“Lords,” cried he, “hasten hither, and see this marvelous thing. Here is a beast who has the sense of man. He abases himself before his foe, and cries for mercy, although he cannot speak. Beat off the hounds, and let no man do him harm. We will hung no more today, but return to our own place, with the wonderful quarry we have taken.”


The King turned him about, and rode to his hall, Bisclavaret following at his side. Very near to his master the Werewolf went, like any dog, and had no care to seek again the wood. When the King had brought him safely to his own castle, he rejoiced greatly, for the beast was fair and strong, no mightier had any man seen. Much pride had the King in his marvelous beast. He held him so dear, that he bade all those who wished for his love, to cross the Wolf in naught, neither to strike him with a rod, but ever to see that he was richly fed and kenneled warm. This commandment the Court observed willingly. So all the day the wolf sported with the lords, and at night he lay within the chamber of the King. There was not a man who did not make much of the beast, so frank was he and debonair. None had reason to do him wrong, for ever was he about his master, and for his part did evil to none. Every day were these two companions together, and all perceived that the King loved him as his friend.


Hearken now to that which chanced.


The King held a high Court, and bade his great vassals and barons, and all the lords of his venery3 to the feast. Never was there a goodlier feast, nor one set forth with sweeter show and pomp. Amongst those who were bidden, came the same knight who had the wife of Bisclavaret for dame. He came to the castle, richly gowned, with a fair company, but little he deemed whom he would find so near. Bisclavaret marked his foe the moment he stood within the hall. He ran toward him, and seized him with his fangs, in the King’s very presence, and to the view of all. Doubtless he would have done him much mischief, had not the King called and chidden him, and threatened him with a rod. Once, and twice, the Wolf set upon the knight in the very light of day. All men marveled at his malice, for sweet and serviceable was the beast, and to that hour had shown hatred of none. With one consent the household deemed that this deed was done with full reason, and that the Wolf had suffered at the knight’s hand some bitter wrong. Right wary of his foe was the knight until the feast had ended, and all the barons had taken farewell of their lord, and departed, each to his own house. With these, amongst the very first, went that lord whom Bisclavaret so fiercely had assailed. Small was the wonder that he was glad to go.


No long while after this adventure it came to pass that the courteous King would hunt in that forest where Bisclavaret was found. With the prince came his wolf, and a fair company. Now at nightfall the King abode within a certain lodge of that country, and this was known of that dame who before was the wife of Bisclavaret. In the morning the lady clothed her in her most dainty apparel, and hastened to the lodge, since she desired to speak with the King, and to offer him a rich present. When the lady entered in the chamber, neither man nor leash might restrain the fury of the Wolf. He became as mad a dog in his hatred and malice. Breaking from is bonds he sprang at the lady’s face and bit the nose from her visage. From every side men ran to the succor of the dame. They beat off the wolf from his prey, and for a little would have cut him in pieces with their swords. But a certain wise counselor said to the King,


“Sire, hearken now to me. This beast is always with you, and there is not one of us all who has not known him for long. He goes in and out amongst us, nor has molested any man, neither done wrong or felony to any, save only to this dame, one only time as we have seen. He has done evil to this lady, and to that knight, who is now the husband of the dame. Sire, she was once the wife of that lord who was so close and private to your heart, but who went, and none might find where he had gone. Now, therefore, put the dame in a sure place, and question her straitly, so that she may tell – if perchance she knows thereof – for what reason this Beast holds here in such mortal hate. For many a strange deed has chanced, as well we know, in this marvelous land of Brittany.”


The King listened to these words, and deemed the counsel good. He laid hands upon the knight, and put the dame in surety n another place. He cause them to be questioned straitly, so that their torment was very grievous. At the end, partly because of distress, and partly by reason of her exceeding fear, the lady’s lips were loosed, and she told her tale. She showed them of the betrayal of her lord, and how his raiment was stolen from the hollow stone. Since then she knew not where he went, nor what had befallen him, for he had never come again to his own land. Only, in her heart, well she deemed and was persuaded, that Bisclavaret was he.


Straightway the King demanded the vesture of his baron, whether this were to the wish of the lady, or whether it were against her wish. When the raiment was brought him, he caused it to be spread before Bisclavaret, but the Wolf made as though he had not seen. Then that cunning and crafty counselor took the King apart, that he might give him a fresh rede4.


“Sire,” said he, “you do not wisely, nor well, to set this raiment before Bisclavaret, in the sight of all. In shame and much tribulation must he lay aside the beast, and again become man. Carry your wolf within your most secret chamber, and put his vestment therein. Then close the door upon him, and leave him alone for a space. So we shall see presently whether the ravening beast may indeed return to human shape.”


The King carried the Wolf to his chamber, and shut the doors upon him fast. He delayed for a brief while, and taking two lords of his fellowship with him, came again to the room. Entering therein, all three softly together, they found the knight sleeping in the King’s bed, like a little child. The King ran swiftly to the bed and taking his friend in his arms, embraced and kissed him fondly, above a hundred times. When man’s speech returned once more, he told him of his adventure. Then the King restored to his friend the fief that was stolen from him, and gave such rich gifts, moreover, as I cannot tell. As for the wife who had betrayed Bisclavaret, he bade her avoid his country, and chased her from the realm. So she went forth, she and her second lord together, to seek a more abiding city, and were no more seen.


The adventure that you have heard is no vain fable. Verily and indeed it chanced as I have said. The Lay of the Werewolf, truly, was written that it should ever be borne in mind.
FICTION READING: French

THE BRACELET

Colette

(translated by Matthew Ward)


“…Twenty-seven, twenty-eight, twenty-nine… There really are twenty-nine…”


Madame Augelier mechanically counted and recounted the little pavé1 diamonds. Twenty-nine square brilliants, set in a bracelet, which slithered between her fingers like a cold and supple snake. Very white, not too big, admirably matched to each other – the pretty bijou2 of a connoisseur. She fastened it on her wrist, and shook it, throwing off blue sparks under the electric candles; a hundred tiny rainbows, blazing with color, danced on the white tablecloth. But Madame Augelier was looking more closely instead at the other bracelet, the three finely engraved creases encircling her wrist above the glittering snake.


“Poor François…what will he give me next year, if we’re both still here?”


François Augelier, industrialist, was traveling in Algeria at the time, but,present or absent, his gift marked both the year’s end and their wedding anniversary. Twenty-eight jade bowls, last year, twenty-seven old enamel plaques mounted on a belt, the year before…


“And the twenty-six little Royal Dresen plates… And the twenty-four meters of antique Alençon lace…” With a slight effort of memory Madame Augelier could have gone back as far as four modest silver place settings, as far as three pairs of silk stockings…


“We weren’t rich back then. Poor François, he’s always spoiled me so…” To herself, secretly, she called him “poor Francois,” because she believed herself guilty of not loving him enough, underestimaing the strength of affectionate habits and abiding fidelity.


Madame Augelier raised her hand, tucked her little finger under, extended her wrist to erase the bracelet of wrinkles, and repeated intently, “It’s so pretty…the diamonds are so white…I’m so pleased…” Then she let her hand fall back down and admitted to herself that she was already tired of her new bracelet.


“But I’m not ungrateful,” she said naively with a sigh. Her weary eyes wandered from the flowered tablecloth to the gleaming window. The smell of some Calville apples in a silver bowl made her feel slightly sick and she left the dining room.


In her budoir she opened the steel case which held her jewels, and adorned her left hand in honor of the new bracelet. Her ring had on it a black onyx band and a blue-tinted brilliant; onto her delicate, pale, and somewhat wrinkled little finger, Madame Augelier slipped a circle of dark sapphires. Her prematurely white hair, which she did not dye, appeared even whiter as she adjusted amid slightly frizzy curls a narrow fillet sprinkled with a dusting of diamonds, which she immediately untied and took off again.


“I don’t know what’s wrong with me. I’m not feeling all that well. Being fifty is a bore, basically…”


She felt restless, both terribly hungry and sick to her stomach, like a convalescent whose appetite the fresh air has yet to restore.


“Really now, is a diamond actually as pretty as all that?”


Madame Augelier craved a visual pleasure which would involve the sense of taste as well; the unexpected sight of a lemon, the unbearable squeaking of the knife cutting it in half, makes the mouth water with desire…


“But I don’t want a lemon. Yet this nameless pleasure which escapes me does exist, I know it does, I remember it! Yes, the blue glass bracelet…”


A shudder made Madame Augelier’s slack cheeks tighten. A vision, the duration of which she could not measure, granted her, for a second time, a moment lived forty years earlier, that incomparable moment as she looked, enraptured, at the color of the day, the iridescent, distorted image of objects seen through a blue glass bangle, moved around in a circle, which she had just been given. That piece of perhaps Oriental glass, broken a few hours later, had held in it a new universe, shapes not the inventions of dreams, slow, serpentine animals moving n pairs, lamps, rays of light congealed in an atmosphere of indescribable blue…


The vision ended and Madame Augelier fell back, bruised, into the present, into reality.


But the next day she began searching, from antique shops to flea markets, from flea markets to crystal shops, for a glass bracelet, a certain color of blue. She put the passion of a collector, the precaution, the dissimulation3 of a lunatic into her search. She ventured into what she called “impossible districts,” left her car at the corner of strange streets, and in the end, for a few centimes, she found a circle of blue glass which she recognized in the darkness, stammered as she paid for it, and carried it away.


In the discreet light of her favorite lamp she set the bracelet on the dark field of an old piece of velvet, leaned forward, and waited for the shock… But all she saw was a round piece of bluish glass, the trinket of a child or a savage, hastily made and blistered with bubbles; an object whose color and material her memory and reason recognized; but the powerful and sensual genius who creates and nourishes the marvels of childhood, who gradually weakens, then dies mysteriously within us, did not even stir.


Resigned, Madame Augelier thus came to know how old she really was and measured the infinite plain over which there wandered, beyond her reach, a being detached from her forever, a stranger, turned away from her, rebellious and free even from the bidding of memory: a little ten-year-old girl wearing on her wrist a bracelet of blue glass.

FICTION READING: Latin American

THE GLASS OF MILK

Manuel Rojax

(translated by Zoila Nelken)


Propped on the starboard
 rail, the sailor seemed to be waiting for someone. A bundle wrapped in white paper, grease-spotted, was in his left hand; his right tended his pipe.


From behind some freight-cars, a thin youth appeared; he paused a moment, looked out to sea, and then walked on along the edge of the wharf with his hands in his pockets, idling or thinking.


When ha passed in front of the ship, the sailor called out to him in English:


“I say, look here!”


The youth raised his head, and without stopping, answered in the same language.


“Hello! Why?”


“Are  you hungry?”


There was a brief silence during which the youth seemed to be thinking, and took one shorter step as if to stop, but then replied, smiling feebly at the sailor:


“No, I’m not hungry. Thanks, sailor.”


“All right.”


The sailor took his pipe out of his mouth, spat, and replacing it, looked away. The youth, ashamed that he had seemed to need charity, walked a little faster, as if afraid he might change his mind.


A moment later, a gaudy tramp with a long, blond beard and blue eyes, dressed in odd rags and oversized, torn shoes, passed before the sailor, who without greeting called to him:


“Are you hungry?”


He had not yet finished the phrase when the tramp looked with shining eyes at the package the sailor held in his hand and answered hurriedly:


“Yes, sir, I’m very much hungry!”


The sailor smiled. The package flew through the air and landed in the eager hands. The hungry fellow did not even say “thanks,” but sat right down on the ground, opened the still-warm bundle, and happily rubbed his hands as he saw what it contained. A port loafer might not speak English well, but he would never forgive himself if he didn’t know enough to ask food from someone who did speak it.


The youth who passed by first had stopped nearby, and had seen what happened.


He was hungry too. He had not eaten for exactly three days, three long days. And more from timidity and shame than from pride, he refused to wait by the gangways at mealtimes, hoping the generosity of the sailors would produce some package of  left-overs and bits of meat. He could not do it, he would never be able to do it. And when, as just now, someone did offer him a handout, the boy refused it heroically, though he felt his hunger increase with the refusal.


He had been wandering for six days around the side streets and docks of that port. An English vessel had left him there after bringing him from Punta Arenas, where he had jumped a previous ship on which he had served as captain’s mess boy. He had spent a month there helping an Austrian crabber and then had stowed away on the first ship bound north.


He was discovered the day after sailing, and put to work in the boiler room. At the first large port of call, he had been put off, and there he had remained, like a bale without a label, without an acquaintance, without a penny, and without a trade.


As long as the ship was in port, the boy managed to eat, but after that… The great city that rose up beyond the back streets with their taverns and cheap inns did not attract him; it seemed a place of slavery: stale, dark, without the grand sweep of the sea; among its high walls and narrow streets people lived and died bewildered by agonizing drudgery.


The boy was gripped by that fascination of the sea which molds the most peaceful and orderly lives as a strong arm a thin rod. Although very young, he had already made several trips along the coast of South America on various ships, doing odd jobs and tasks, tasks and odd jobs which were almost useless on land.


After the ship left him, the boy walked and walked, hoping to chance upon something that would enable him to live somehow until he could get back to his home grounds; but he found nothing. The port was not very busy, and the few ships that had work would not take him on.


The docks were swarming with confirmed tramps: sailors on the beach, like himself., who had either jumped ship or were fleeing some crime; loafers given to idleness, who kept alive one knows not how, by begging or stealing, spending their days as if they were the beads of some grimy rosary, waiting for who knows what extraordinary events, or not expecting anything; people of the strangest and most exotic races and places, and even some in whose existence one doesn’t believe until one sees a living example.


The following day, convinced that he could not hold out much longer, the youth decided to resort to any means to get some food.


Walking along, he found himself in front of a ship that had docked the night before, and was loading wheat. A line of men, heavy sacks on their shoulders, shuttled from the freight-cars, across the gangplank to the hatchways of the ship’s hold where the stevedores received the cargo.


He watched for a while, until he dared to speak to the foreman, offering his services. He was accepted, and enthusiastically he took his place in the long line of dock workers.


During the first period of the day he worked well; but later, he began to feel tired and dizzy; he swayed as he crossed the gangplank, the heavy load on his shoulder, on seeing at his feet the opening between the side of the ship and the thick wall of the wharf, at the bottom of which the sea, stained with oil and littered with garbage, lapped quietly.


There was a brief pause at lunch time, and while some of the men went off to the nearby eating places, and others ate what they had brought, the boy stretched out on the ground to rest, hiding his hunger.


He finished the day’s work feeling completely exhausted, covered with sweat, at the end of his rope. While the laborers were leaving, the boy sat on some sacks, watching for the foreman, and when the last man had gone, approached him; confused and stuttering, he asked, without explaining what was happening to him, if he could be paid immediately, or if it were possible to get an advance on his earnings.


The foreman answered that it was customary to pay at the end of a job, and that it would still be necessary to work the following day in order to finish loading the ship. One more day! On the other hand, they never paid a cent in advance.


“But,” he said, “if you need it, I could lend you about forty cents… That’s all I have.”


The boy thanked him for his offer with an anguished smile, and left.


Then the boy was seized by acute despair. He was hungry, hungry, hungry! Hunger doubled him over, like a heavy, broad whiplash. He saw everything through a blue haze, and he staggered like a drunk when he walked. Nevertheless, he would not have been able to complain or to shout, for his suffering was deep and exhausting; it was not pain, but anguish, the end! It seemed to him that he was flattened out by a great weight.


Suddenly he felt his entrails on fire, and he stood still. He began to bend down, down, doubling over forcibly like a rod of steel, until he thought that he would drop. At that instant, as if a window opened before him, he saw his home, the view from it, the faces of his mother, brothers and sisters, all that he wanted and loved appeared and disappeared before his eyes shut by fatigue… Then, little by little, the giddiness passed and he began to straighten up, while the burning subsided gradually. Finally, he straightened up, breathing deeply. One more hour and he would drop unconscious to the ground. 



He quickened his step, as if fleeing another dizzy spell, and, as he walked, he made up his mind to eat anywhere, without paying, even if they shamed him, beat him, sent him to jail, anything; the main thing was to eat, eat, eat. A hundred times he mentally repeated the word: eat, eat, eat, until it lost its meaning, leaving his head feeling hot and empty.


He did not intend to run away; he would simply say to the owner, “Sir, I was hungry, hungry, hungry, and I can’t pay… Do what you want.”


He came to the outskirts of the city, and on one of the first streets he found a milk bar. It was a small, clean, and airy place, with little tables with marble tops. Behind the counter stood a blonde lady in a very white apron.


He chose that place. There were few passersby. He could have eaten at one of the cheap grills near the wharves but they were always full of people who gambled and drank.


There was only one customer in the milk bar. He was a little old man with glasses, who sat reading, his nose stuck between the pages of a newspaper, motionless, as if glued to his chair. On the little table there was a half-empty glass of milk.


While he waited for him to leave, the boy walked up and down the sidewalk; he felt the burning sensation in his stomach returning little by little; and he waited five, ten, up to fifteen minutes. He grew tired, and stood to one side of the door, from where he cast glances like stones at the old man.


What the devil could he be reading with such attention? The boy even imagined the old man was his enemy, who knew his intentions and had decided to frustrate them. He felt like entering and saying something insulting that would force the old man to leave, a rude word or phrase that would him he had no right to sit there reading for an hour for so small a purchase.


Finally, the client finished what he was reading, or at least, interrupted it. He downed the rest of the milk in one gulp, rose slowly, paid, and walked toward the door. He went out. He was a stoop-shouldered old man, probably a carpenter or varnisher.


Once in the street, the old man put on his glasses, stuck his nose in the newspaper again, and walked slowly away, stopping every ten steps to read more closely.


The youth waited until he was some distance away, and then entered. For a moment the boy stood by the entrance, undecided, not knowing where to sit. Finally, he chose a table and walked toward it, but halfway there he changed his mind, walked back, tripped over a chair, and finally installed himself in a corner.


The lady came, wiped the tabletop with a rag, and in a soft voice that had a trace of Castilian accent, asked him:


“What will you have?”


“A glass of milk.”


“Large?”


“Yes, large.”


“Is that all?”


“Are there any biscuits?”


“No. Vanilla wafers.”


“Well, vanilla wafers.”


When the lady had turned away, he wiped his hands on his knees, rejoicing as if he were cold and were about to drink something hot.


The lady returned, and placed before him a large glass of milk, and a dish full of vanilla wafers; then she went back to her place behind the counter.


His first impulse was to drink the milk in one gulp and then eat the vanilla wafers; but he immediately changed his mind. He felt the woman’s eyes watching him with curiosity and attention. He did not dare to look at her; he felt that if he did she would guess his situation and his shameful intentions, and he would have to get up and leave without touching what he had ordered.


Slowly, he took a vanilla wafer and moistening it in the milk, he took a bite; he took a sip of milk, and he felt the burning in his stomach diminishing, dying away. But he became aware of the reality of his desperate situation at once, and he felt something tight and hot well up inside, choking him. Her realized that he was about to cry, to sob aloud, and although he knew that the lady was looking at him, he could neither hold back nor undo the burning knot of tears that few tighter and tighter. He fought it, and as he fought he ate hurriedly, as if frightened, afraid that crying would keep him from eating. When he had finished the milk and the wafers, his eyes clouded and something hot rolled down his nose and into the glass. A terrible sob racked his whole body.


He held his head in his hands, and for a long time he cried, cried with rage, cried with shame, crying as he had never cried before.


He was hunched over crying when he felt a hand caress his tired head, and heard a woman’s voice with a sweet Castilian accent say to him:


“Cry, son, cry…”


Again his eyes filled with tears and he cried as intensely as before, but this time, not with pain but with joy; he felt a great refreshing sensation spread inside him, extinguishing the hot something that had nearly strangled him. As he cried, it seemed to him that his life and feelings were cleansed like a glass under a stream of water, recovering the clearness and firmness of former days.


When the crying spell passed, he wiped his eyes and face with his handkerchief, feeling relieved. He raised his head and looked at the lady, but she was no longer looking at him, she was gazing out at the street, at a distant point in space, and her face seemed sad.


On the table before him there was another glass of milk and another dish heaped with vanilla wafers. He ate slowly, without thinking about anything, as if nothing had happened to him, as if he were at home and his mother were that woman who was standing behind the counter.


When he had finished, it had grown dark, and the place was lit by an electric light. He remained seated for a while, wondering what he would say to the lady when he left, without thinking of anything appropriate.


At last he got up ad said simply,


“Thank you very much, ma’am; goodbye…”


“Goodbye, son,” she answered.


He went out. The wind blowing from the sea refreshed his face, still hot from crying. He walked about aimlessly for a while, then went down a street that led to the docks. It was a very beautiful night, and large stars gleamed in the summer sky.


He thought about the blonde lady who had treated him so generously, resolving to repay her, to reward her as she deserved, when he got some money. But these thoughts of gratitude vanished with the burning of his face, until not one remained, and the recent event receded and was lost in the recesses of his past life.


Suddenly, he surprised himself humming. He straightened up happily, strode on with assurance and determination.


He came to the edge of the sea, and walked back and forth with a spring in his step; he felt like a new man, as if his inner forces, previously scattered, had reassembled and united solidly.


Then he sat down on a pile of burlap sacks; fatigue, like a tingling sensation, climbed up his legs. He looked at the sea. The lights of the wharf and ships spread over the water in a reddish-gold ripple, trembling softly. He stretched out on his back, looking up at the sky for a long time. He did not feel like thinking, or singing, or talking. He just felt alive, that was all. Then he fell asleep with his face toward the sea.

� Firmament: The sky, viewed poetically as a solid arch or vault


� And the Lord God…ground: The name Adam is said to come from the Hebrew word ‘adhamah’, meaning “earth.”


� Bdellium: A deep-red gem.


� Mother…living: Hawwah, the Hebrew word translated as Eve, is derived from another Hebrew word meaning “alive” or “a living thing.”


� Cherubims: Winged heavenly beings that support the throne of God or act as guardian spirits.


� Extirpate: Root out, destroy


� Rama-with-the-ax: The sixth incarnation of Vishnu. He became angry with the warrior caste and killed them all with his ax.





1 caterwauling: screeching, wailing


1 Brittany…Norman: Brittany is a region of northwestern France, adjacent to Normandy.


2 sanguine: reddish; ruddy


3 venery: The act or practice of hunting game.


4 rede: counsel; advice


1 pavé: A setting of jewelry in which the gems are placed close together so that no metal shows.


2 bijou: A jewel


3 dissimulation: The hiding of one’s feelings or motives by pretense.


� Starboard: On the right-hand side of a ship.





