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HARD TIMES 
by Charles Dickens1 

 
First book. Chapter I. The One Thing Needful 
“Now, what I want is, Facts. Teach these boys and girls nothing but Facts. Facts alone are 
wanted in life. Plant nothing else, and root out everything else. You can only form the minds 
of reasoning animals upon Facts: nothing else will ever be of any service to them. This is the 
principle on which I bring up my own children, and this is the principle on which I bring up 
these children. Stick to Facts, sir!” 
The scene was a plain, bare, monotonous vault of a schoolroom, and the speaker’s square 
forefinger emphasized his observations by underscoring every sentence with a line on the 
schoolmaster’s sleeve. The emphasis was helped by the speaker’s square wall of a forehead, 
which had his eyebrows for its base, while his eyes found commodious cellarage in two dark 
caves, overshadowed by the wall. The emphasis was helped by the speaker’s mouth, which 
was wide, thin, and hard set. The emphasis was helped by the speaker’s voice, which was 
inflexible, dry, and dictatorial. The emphasis was helped by the speaker’s hair, which bristled 
on the skirts of his bald head, a plantation of firs to keep the wind from its shining surface, all 
covered with knobs, like the crust of a plum pie, as if the head had scarcely warehouse-room 
for the hard facts stored inside. The speaker’s obstinate carriage, square coat, square legs, 
square shoulders, — nay, his very neckcloth, trained to take him by the throat with an 
unaccommodating grasp, like a stubborn fact, as it was, — all helped the emphasis. 
“In this life, we want nothing but Facts, sir; nothing but Facts!” 
The speaker, and the schoolmaster, and the third grown person present, all backed a little, and 
swept with their eyes the inclined plane of little vessels then and there arranged in order, 
ready to have imperial gallons of facts poured into them until they were full to the brim. 
 
 
First book. Chapter II. Murdering The Innocents 
Thomas Gradgrind, sir. A man of realities. A man of facts and calculations. A man who 
proceeds upon the principle that two and two are four, and nothing over, and who is not to be 
talked into allowing for anything over. Thomas Gradgrind, sir — peremptorily Thomas — 
Thomas Gradgrind. With a rule and a pair of scales, and the multiplication table always in his 
pocket, sir, ready to weigh and measure any parcel of human nature, and tell you exactly what 
it comes to. It is a mere question of figures, a case of simple arithmetic. You might hope to 
get some other nonsensical belief into the head of George Gradgrind, or Augustus Gradgrind, 
or John Gradgrind, or Joseph Gradgrind (all supposititious, non-existent persons), but into the 
head of Thomas Gradgrind - no, sir! 
In such terms Mr Gradgrind always mentally introduced himself, whether to his private circle 
of acquaintance, or to the public in general. In such terms, no doubt, substituting the words 
‘boys and girls,’ for ‘sir,’ Thomas Gradgrind now presented Thomas Gradgrind to the little 
pitchers before him, who were to be filled so full of facts. 
Indeed, as he eagerly sparkled at them from the cellarage before mentioned, he seemed a kind 
of cannon loaded to the muzzle with facts, and prepared to blow them clean out of the regions 
of childhood at one discharge. He seemed a galvanizing apparatus, too, charged with a grim 
mechanical substitute for the tender young imaginations that were to be stormed away. 

                                                 
1 http://www.online-literature.com/dickens/hardtimes/ 
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‘Girl number twenty,’ said Mr Gradgrind, squarely pointing with his square forefinger, ‘I 
don’t know that girl. Who is that girl?’ 
‘Sissy Jupe, sir,’ explained number twenty, blushing, standing up, and curtseying. 
‘Sissy is not a name,’ said Mr Gradgrind. ‘Don’t call yourself Sissy. Call yourself Cecilia.’ 
‘It’s father as calls me Sissy, sir,’ returned the young girl in a trembling voice, and with 
another curtsey. 
‘Then he has no business to do it,’ said Mr Gradgrind. ‘Tell him he mustn’t. Cecilia Jupe. Let 
me see. What is your father?’ 
‘He belongs to the horse-riding, if you please, sir.’ 
Mr Gradgrind frowned, and waved off the objectionable calling with his hand. 
‘We don’t want to know anything about that, here. You mustn’t tell us about that, here. Your 
father breaks horses, don’t he?’ 
‘If you please, sir, when they can get any to break, they do break horses in the ring, sir.’ 
‘You mustn’t tell us about the ring, here. Very well, then. Describe your father as a 
horsebreaker. He doctors sick horses, I dare say?’ 
‘Oh yes, sir.’ 
‘Very well, then. He is a veterinary surgeon, a farrier, and horsebreaker. Give me your 
definition of a horse.’ 
(Sissy Jupe thrown into the greatest alarm by this demand.) 
‘Girl number twenty unable to define a horse!’ said Mr Gradgrind, for the general behoof of 
all the little pitchers. ‘Girl number twenty possessed of no facts, in reference to one of the 
commonest of animals! Some boy’s definition of a horse. Bitzer, yours.’ 
The square finger, moving here and there, lighted suddenly on Bitzer, perhaps because he 
chanced to sit in the same ray of sunlight which, darting in at one of the bare windows of the 
intensely white-washed room, irradiated Sissy. For, the boys and girls sat on the face of the 
inclined plane in two compact bodies, divided up the centre by a narrow interval; and Sissy, 
being at the corner of a row on the sunny side, came in for the beginning of a sunbeam, of 
which Bitzer, being at the corner of a row on the other side, a few rows in advance, caught the 
end. But, whereas the girl was so dark-eyed and dark-haired, that she seemed to receive a 
deeper and more lustrous colour from the sun, when it shone upon her, the boy was so light-
eyed and light-haired that the self-same rays appeared to draw out of him what little colour he 
ever possessed. His cold eyes would hardly have been eyes, but for the short ends of lashes 
which, by bringing them into immediate contrast with something paler than themselves, 
expressed their form. His short-cropped hair might have been a mere continuation of the 
sandy freckles on his forehead and face. His skin was so unwholesomely deficient in the 
natural tinge, that he looked as though, if he were cut, he would bleed white. 
‘Bitzer,’ said Thomas Gradgrind. ‘Your definition of a horse.’ 
‘Quadruped. Graminivorous. Forty teeth, namely twenty-four grinders, four eye-teeth, and 
twelve incisive. Sheds coat in the spring; in marshy countries, sheds hoofs, too. Hoofs hard, 
but requiring to be shod with iron. Age known by marks in mouth.’ Thus (and much more) 
Bitzer. 
‘Now girl number twenty,’ said Mr Gradgrind. ‘You know what a horse is.’ 
 
 
Third book. Chapter VIII. Philosophical 
They went back into the booth, Sleary shutting the door to keep intruders out. Bitzer, still 
holding the paralysed culprit by the collar, stood in the Ring, blinking at his old patron 
through the darkness of the twilight. 
‘Bitzer,’ said Mr Gradgrind, broken down, and miserably submissive to him, ‘have you a 
heart?’ 
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‘The circulation, sir,’ returned Bitzer, smiling at the oddity of the question, ‘couldn’t be 
carried on without one. No man, sir, acquainted with the facts established by Harvey relating 
to the circulation of the blood, can doubt that I have a heart.’ 
‘Is it accessible,’ cried Mr Gradgrind, ‘to any compassionate influence?’ 
‘It is accessible to Reason, sir,’ returned the excellent young man. ‘And to nothing else.’ 
They stood looking at each other; Mr Gradgrind’s face as white as the pursuer’s. 
‘What motive — even what motive in reason — can you have for preventing the escape of 
this wretched youth,’ said Mr Gradgrind, ‘and crushing his miserable father? See his sister 
here. Pity us!’ 
‘Sir,’ returned Bitzer, in a very business-like and logical manner, ‘since you ask me what 
motive I have in reason, for taking young Mr Tom back to Coketown, it is only reasonable to 
let you know. I have suspected young Mr Tom of this bank robbery from the first. I had had 
my eye upon him before that time, for I knew his ways. I have kept my observations to 
myself, but I have made them; and I have got ample proofs against him now, besides his 
running away, and besides his own confession, which I was just in time to overhear. I had the 
pleasure of watching your house yesterday morning, and following you here. I am going to 
take young Mr Tom back to Coketown, in order to deliver him over to Mr Bounderby. Sir, I 
have no doubt whatever that Mr Bounderby will then promote me to young Mr Tom’s 
situation. And I wish to have his situation, sir, for it will be a rise to me, and will do me 
good.’ 
‘If this is solely a question of self-interest with you — ’ Mr Gradgrind began. 
‘I beg your pardon for interrupting you, sir,’ returned Bitzer; ‘but I am sure you know that the 
whole social system is a question of self-interest. What you must always appeal to, is a 
person’s self-interest. It’s your only hold. We are so constituted. I was brought up in that 
catechism when I was very young, sir, as you are aware.’ 
‘What sum of money,’ said Mr Gradgrind, ‘will you set against your expected promotion?’ 
‘Thank you, sir,’ returned Bitzer, ‘for hinting at the proposal; but I will not set any sum 
against it. Knowing that your clear head would propose that alternative, I have gone over the 
calculations in my mind; and I find that to compound a felony, even on very high terms 
indeed, would not be as safe and good for me as my improved prospects in the Bank.’ 
‘Bitzer,’ said Mr Gradgrind, stretching out his hands as though he would have said, See how 
miserable I am! ‘Bitzer, I have but one chance left to soften you. You were many years at my 
school. If, in remembrance of the pains bestowed upon you there, you can persuade yourself 
in any degree to disregard your present interest and release my son, I entreat and pray you to 
give him the benefit of that remembrance.’ 
‘I really wonder, sir,’ rejoined the old pupil in an argumentative manner, ‘to find you taking a 
position so untenable. My schooling was paid for; it was a bargain; and when I came away, 
the bargain ended.’ 
It was a fundamental principle of the Gradgrind philosophy that everything was to be paid for. 
Nobody was ever on any account to give anybody anything, or render anybody help without 
purchase. Gratitude was to be abolished, and the virtues springing from it were not to be. 
Every inch of the existence of mankind, from birth to death, was to be a bargain across a 
counter. And if we didn’t get to Heaven that way, it was not a politico-economical place, and 
we had no business there. 
‘I don’t deny,’ added Bitzer, ‘that my schooling was cheap. But that comes right, sir. I was 
made in the cheapest market, and have to dispose of myself in the dearest.’ 
He was a little troubled here, by Louisa and Sissy crying. 
‘Pray don’t do that,’ said he, ‘it’s of no use doing that: it only worries. You seem to think that 
I have some animosity against young Mr Tom; whereas I have none at all. I am only going, on 
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the reasonable grounds I have mentioned, to take him back to Coketown. If he was to resist, I 
should set up the cry of Stop Thief! But, he won’t resist, you may depend upon it.’ 
[...] 
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ROBINSON CRUSOE 
by Daniel Defoe2 

 
 

Chapter IV. First Weeks on the Island 
[…] 
Having now fixed my habitation, I found it absolutely necessary to provide a place to make a 
fire in, and fuel to burn: and what I did for that, and also how I enlarged my cave, and what 
conveniences I made, I shall give a full account of in its place; but I must now give some little 
account of myself, and of my thoughts about living, which, it may well be supposed, were not 
a few. I had a dismal prospect of my condition; for as I was not cast away upon that island 
without being driven, as is said, by a violent storm, quite out of the course of our intended 
voyage, and a great way, viz. some hundreds of leagues, out of the ordinary course of the 
trade of mankind, I had great reason to consider it as a determination of Heaven, that in this 
desolate place, and in this desolate manner, I should end my life. The tears would run 
plentifully down my face when I made these reflections; and sometimes I would expostulate 
with myself why Providence should thus completely ruin His creatures, and render them so 
absolutely miserable; so without help, abandoned, so entirely depressed, that it could hardly 
be rational to be thankful for such a life. But something always returned swift upon me to 
check these thoughts, and to reprove me; and particularly one day, walking with my gun in 
my hand by the seaside, I was very pensive upon the subject of my present condition, when 
reason, as it were, expostulated with me the other way, thus: "Well, you are in a desolate 
condition, it is true; but, pray remember, where are the rest of you? Did not you come, eleven 
of you in the boat? Where are the ten? Why were they not saved, and you lost? Why were you 
singled out? Is it better to be here or there?" And then I pointed to the sea. All evils are to be 
considered with the good that is in them, and with what worse attends them. Then it occurred 
to me again, how well I was furnished for my subsistence, and what would have been my case 
if it had not happened (which was a hundred thousand to one) that the ship floated from the 
place where she first struck, and was driven so near to the shore that I had time to get all these 
things out of her; what would have been my case, if I had been forced to have lived in the 
condition in which I at first came on shore, without necessaries of life, or necessaries to 
supply and procure them? "Particularly," said I, aloud (though to myself), "what should I have 
done without a gun, without ammunition, without any tools to make anything, or to work 
with, without clothes, bedding, a tent, or any manner of covering?" and that now I had all 
these to sufficient quantity, and was in a fair way to provide myself in such a manner as to 
live without my gun, when my ammunition was spent: so that I had a tolerable view of 
subsisting, without any want, as long as I lived; for I considered from the beginning how I 
would provide for the accidents that might happen, and for the time that was to come, even 
not only after my ammunition should be spent, but even after my health and strength should 
decay. I confess I had not entertained any notion of my ammunition being destroyed at one 
blast - I mean my powder being blown up by lightning; and this made the thoughts of it so 
surprising to me, when it lightened and thundered, as I observed just now. And now being 
about to enter into a melancholy relation of a scene of silent life, such, perhaps, as was never 
heard of in the world before, I shall take it from its beginning, and continue it in its order. It 
was by my account the 30th of September, when, in the manner as above said, I first set foot 
upon this horrid island; when the sun, being to us in its autumnal equinox, was almost over 
my head; for I reckoned myself, by observation, to be in the latitude of nine degrees twenty-
                                                 
2 http://www.fullbooks.com/Robinson-Crusoe2.html 
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two minutes north of the line. After I had been there about ten or twelve days, it came into my 
thoughts that I should lose my reckoning of time for want of books, and pen and ink, and 
should even forget the Sabbath days; but to prevent this, I cut with my knife upon a large post, 
in capital letters - and making it into a great cross, I set it up on the shore where I first landed - 
"I came on shore here on the 30th September 1659." Upon the sides of this square post I cut 
every day a notch with my knife, and every seventh notch was as long again as the rest, and 
every first day of the month as long again as that long one; and thus I kept my calendar, or 
weekly, monthly, and yearly reckoning of time. In the next place, we are to observe that 
among the many things which I brought out of the ship, in the several voyages which, as 
above mentioned, I made to it, I got several things of less value, but not at all less useful to 
me, which I omitted setting down before; as, in particular, pens, ink, and paper, several 
parcels in the captain's, mate's, gunner's and carpenter's keeping; three or four compasses, 
some mathematical instruments, dials, perspectives, charts, and books of navigation, all which 
I huddled together, whether I might want them or no; also, I found three very good Bibles, 
which came to me in my cargo from England, and which I had packed up among my things; 
some Portuguese books also; and among them two or three Popish prayer-books, and several 
other books, all which I carefully secured. And I must not forget that we had in the ship a dog 
and two cats, of whose eminent history I may have occasion to say something in its place; for 
I carried both the cats with me; and as for the dog, he jumped out of the ship of himself, and 
swam on shore to me the day after I went on shore with my first cargo, and was a trusty 
servant to me many years; I wanted nothing that he could fetch me, nor any company that he 
could make up to me; I only wanted to have him talk to me, but that would not do. As I 
observed before, I found pens, ink, and paper, and I husbanded them to the utmost; and I shall 
show that while my ink lasted, I kept things very exact, but after that was gone I could not, for 
I could not make any ink by any means that I could devise. And this put me in mind that I 
wanted many things notwithstanding all that I had amassed together; and of these, ink was 
one; as also a spade, pickaxe, and shovel, to dig or remove the earth; needles, pins, and 
thread; as for linen, I soon learned to want that without much difficulty. This want of tools 
made every work I did go on heavily; and it was near a whole year before I had entirely 
finished my little pale, or surrounded my habitation. The piles, or stakes, which were as heavy 
as I could well lift, were a long time in cutting and preparing in the woods, and more, by far, 
in bringing home; so that I spent sometimes two days in cutting and bringing home one of 
those posts, and a third day in driving it into the ground; for which purpose I got a heavy 
piece of wood at first, but at last bethought myself of one of the iron crows; which, however, 
though I found it, made driving those posts or piles very laborious and tedious work. But what 
need I have been concerned at the tediousness of anything I had to do, seeing I had time 
enough to do it in? nor had I any other employment, if that had been over, at least that I could 
foresee, except the ranging the island to seek for food, which I did, more or less, every day. I 
now began to consider seriously my condition, and the circumstances I was reduced to; and I 
drew up the state of my affairs in writing, not so much to leave them to any that were to come 
after me - for I was likely to have but few heirs - as to deliver my thoughts from daily poring 
over them, and afflicting my mind; and as my reason began now to master my despondency, I 
began to comfort myself as well as I could, and to set the good against the evil, that I might 
have something to distinguish my case from worse; and I stated very impartially, like debtor 
and creditor, the comforts I enjoyed against the miseries I suffered, thus: 
Evil: I am cast upon a horrible, desolate island, void of all hope of recovery.  
Good: But I am alive; and not drowned, as all my ship's company were.  
Evil: I am singled out and separated, as it were, from all the world, to be miserable.  
Good: But I am singled out, too, from all the ship's crew, to be spared from death; and He that 
miraculously saved me from death can deliver me from this condition.  
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Evil: I am divided from mankind - a solitaire; one banished from human society.  
Good: But I am not starved, and perishing on a barren place, affording no sustenance.  
Evil: I have no clothes to cover me.  
Good: But I am in a hot climate, where, if I had clothes, I could hardly wear them.  
Evil: I am without any defence, or means to resist any violence of man or beast.  
Good: But I am cast on an island where I see no wild beasts to hurt me, as I saw on the coast 
of Africa; and what if I had been shipwrecked there?  
Evil: I have no soul to speak to or relieve me.  
Good: But God wonderfully sent the ship in near enough to the shore, that I have got out as 
many necessary things as will either supply my wants or enable me to supply myself, even as 
long as I live.  
Upon the whole, here was an undoubted testimony that there was scarce any condition in the 
world so miserable but there was something negative or something positive to be thankful for 
in it; and let this stand as a direction from the experience of the most miserable of all 
conditions in this world: that we may always find in it something to comfort ourselves from, 
and to set, in the description of good and evil, on the credit side of the account. Having now 
brought my mind a little to relish my condition, and given over looking out to sea, to see if I 
could spy a ship - I say, giving over these things, I begun to apply myself to arrange my way 
of living, and to make things as easy to me as I could. I have already described my habitation, 
which was a tent under the side of a rock, surrounded with a strong pale of posts and cables: 
but I might now rather call it a wall, for I raised a kind of wall up against it of turfs, about two 
feet thick on the outside; and after some time (I think it was a year and a half) I raised rafters 
from it, leaning to the rock, and thatched or covered it with boughs of trees, and such things 
as I could get, to keep out the rain; which I found at some times of the year very violent. I 
have already observed how I brought all my goods into this pale, and into the cave which I 
had made behind me. But I must observe, too, that at first this was a confused heap of goods, 
which, as they lay in no order, so they took up all my place; I had no room to turn myself: so I 
set myself to enlarge my cave, and work farther into the earth; for it was a loose sandy rock, 
which yielded easily to the labour I bestowed on it: and so when I found I was pretty safe as 
to beasts of prey, I worked sideways, to the right hand, into the rock; and then, turning to the 
right again, worked quite out, and made me a door to come out on the outside of my pale or 
fortification. This gave me not only egress and regress, as it was a back way to my tent and to 
my storehouse, but gave me room to store my goods. And now I began to apply myself to 
make such necessary things as I found I most wanted, particularly a chair and a table; for 
without these I was not able to enjoy the few comforts I had in the world; I could not write or 
eat, or do several things, with so much pleasure without a table: so I went to work. And here I 
must needs observe, that as reason is the substance and origin of the mathematics, so by 
stating and squaring everything by reason, and by making the most rational judgment of 
things, every man may be, in time, master of every mechanic art. I had never handled a tool in 
my life; and yet, in time, by labour, application, and contrivance, I found at last that I wanted 
nothing but I could have made it, especially if I had had tools. However, I made abundance of 
things, even without tools; and some with no more tools than an adze and a hatchet, which 
perhaps were never made that way before, and that with infinite labour. For example, if I 
wanted a board, I had no other way but to cut down a tree, set it on an edge before me, and 
hew it flat on either side with my axe, till I brought it to be thin as a plank, and then dub it 
smooth with my adze. It is true, by this method I could make but one board out of a whole 
tree; but this I had no remedy for but patience, any more than I had for the prodigious deal of 
time and labour which it took me up to make a plank or board: but my time or labour was 
little worth, and so it was as well employed one way as another. However, I made me a table 
and a chair, as I observed above, in the first place; and this I did out of the short pieces of 
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boards that I brought on my raft from the ship. But when I had wrought out some boards as 
above, I made large shelves, of the breadth of a foot and a half, one over another all along one 
side of my cave, to lay all my tools, nails and ironwork on; and, in a word, to separate 
everything at large into their places, that I might come easily at them. I knocked pieces into 
the wall of the rock to hang my guns and all things that would hang up; so that, had my cave 
been to be seen, it looked like a general magazine of all necessary things; and had everything 
so ready at my hand, that it was a great pleasure to me to see all my goods in such order, and 
especially to find my stock of all necessaries so great. And now it was that I began to keep a 
journal of every day's employment; for, indeed, at first I was in too much hurry, and not only 
hurry as to labour, but in too much discomposure of mind; and my journal would have been 
full of many dull things; for example, I must have said thus: "30TH. - After I had got to shore, 
and escaped drowning, instead of being thankful to God for my deliverance, having first 
vomited, with the great quantity of salt water which had got into my stomach, and recovering 
myself a little, I ran about the shore wringing my hands and beating my head and face, 
exclaiming at my misery, and crying out, 'I was undone, undone!' till, tired and faint, I was 
forced to lie down on the ground to repose, but durst not sleep for fear of being devoured." 
Some days after this, and after I had been on board the ship, and got all that I could out of her, 
yet I could not forbear getting up to the top of a little mountain and looking out to sea, in 
hopes of seeing a ship; then fancy at a vast distance I spied a sail, please myself with the 
hopes of it, and then after looking steadily, till I was almost blind, lose it quite, and sit down 
and weep like a child, and thus increase my misery by my folly. But having gotten over these 
things in some measure, and having settled my household staff and habitation, made me a 
table and a chair, and all as handsome about me as I could, I began to keep my journal; of 
which I shall here give you the copy (though in it will be told all these particulars over again) 
as long as it lasted; for having no more ink, I was forced to leave it off.  
 
 

Chapter V. Builds a House - The Journal  
September 30, 1659. I, poor miserable Robinson Crusoe, being shipwrecked during a dreadful 
storm in the offing, came on shore on this dismal, unfortunate island, which I called "The 
Island of Despair"; all the rest of the ship's company being drowned, and myself almost dead. 
All the rest of the day I spent in afflicting myself at the dismal circumstances I was brought to 
- viz. I had neither food, house, clothes, weapon, nor place to fly to; and in despair of any 
relief, saw nothing but death before me - either that I should be devoured by wild beasts, 
murdered by savages, or starved to death for want of food. At the approach of night I slept in 
a tree, for fear of wild creatures; but slept soundly, though it rained all night. October 1. In the 
morning I saw, to my great surprise, the ship had floated with the high tide, and was driven on 
shore again much nearer the island; which, as it was some comfort, on one hand - for, seeing 
her set upright, and not broken to pieces, I hoped, if the wind abated, I might get on board, 
and get some food and necessaries out of her for my relief - so, on the other hand, it renewed 
my grief at the loss of my comrades, who, I imagined, if we had all stayed on board, might 
have saved the ship, or, at least, that they would not have been all drowned as they were; and 
that, had the men been saved, we might perhaps have built us a boat out of the ruins of the 
ship to have carried us to some other part of the world. I spent great part of this day in 
perplexing myself on these things; but at length, seeing the ship almost dry, I went upon the 
sand as near as I could, and then swam on board. This day also it continued raining, though 
with no wind at all. From the 1st of October to the 24th. All these days entirely spent in many 
several voyages to get all I could out of the ship, which I brought on shore every tide of flood 
upon rafts. Much rain also in the days, though with some intervals of fair weather; but it 
seems this was the rainy season.  
[…] 
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THE BETROTHED  
by Alessandro Manzoni3 

 
 
Chapter I 
[…] 
Lecco, the principal of these towns, giving its name to the territory, is at a short distance from 
the bridge, and so close upon the shore, that, when the waters are high, it seems to stand in the 
lake itself. A large town even now, it promises soon to become a city. At the time the events 
happened which we undertake to recount, this town, already of considerable importance, was 
also a place of defence, and for that reason had the honour of lodging a commander, and the 
advantage of possessing a fixed garrison of Spanish soldiers, who taught modesty to the 
damsels and matrons of the country; bestowed from time to time marks of their favour on the 
shoulder of a husband or a father; and never failed, in autumn, to disperse themselves in the 
vineyards, to thin the grapes, and lighten for the peasant the labours of the vintage. 
 From one to the other of these towns, from the heights to the lake, from one height to 
another, down through the little valleys which lay between, there ran many narrow lanes or 
mule-paths, (and they still exist,) one while abrupt and steep, another level, another pleasantly 
sloping, in most places enclosed by walls built of large flints, and clothed here and there with 
ancient ivy, which, eating with its roots into the cement, usurps its place, and binds together 
the wall it renders verdant. For some distance these lanes are hidden, and as it were buried 
between the walls, so that the passenger, looking upwards, can see nothing but the sky and the 
peaks of some neighbouring mountain: in other places they are terraced: sometimes they skirt 
the edge of a plain, or project from the face of a declivity, like a long staircase, upheld by 
walls which flank the hillsides like bastions, but in the pathway rise only the height of a 
parapet—and here the eye of the traveller can range over varied and most beautiful prospects. 
On one side he commands the azure surface of the lake, and the inverted image of the rural 
banks reflected in the placid wave; on the other, the Adda, scarcely escaped from the arches 
of the bridge, expands itself anew into a little lake, then is again contracted, and prolongs to 
the horizon its bright windings; upward,—the massive piles of the mountains, overhanging 
the head of the gazer; below,—the cultivated terrace, the champaign, the bridge; opposite,—
the further bank of the lake, and, rising from it, the mountain boundary. 
 Along one of these narrow lanes, in the evening of the 7th of November, in the year 1628, 
Don Abbondio … curate of one of the towns alluded to above, was leisurely returning home 
from a walk, (our author does not mention the name of the town—two blanks already!) He 
was quietly repeating his office, and now and then, between one psalm and another, he would 
shut the breviary upon the fore-finger of his right hand, keeping it there for a mark; then, 
putting both his hands behind his back, the right (with the closed book) in the palm of the left, 
he pursued his way with downcast eyes, kicking, from time to time, towards the wall the flints 
which lay as stumbling-blocks in the path. Thus he gave more undisturbed audience to the 
idle thoughts which had come to tempt his spirit, while his lips repeated, of their own accord, 
his evening prayers. Escaping from these thoughts, he raised his eyes to the mountain which 
rose opposite; and mechanically gazed on the gleaming of the scarcely set sun, which, making 
its way through the clefts of the opposite mountain, was thrown upon the projecting peaks in 
large unequal masses of rose-coloured light. The breviary open again, and another portion 
recited, he reached a turn, where he always used to raise his eyes and look forward; and so he 
did to-day. After the turn, the road ran straight forward about sixty yards, and then divided 
into two lanes, Y fashion—the right hand path ascended towards the mountain, and led to the 
                                                 
3 http://www.bartleby.com/21/1.html 
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parsonage: the left branch descended through the valley to a torrent: and on this side the walls 
were not higher than about two feet. The inner walls of the two ways, instead of meeting so as 
to form an angle, ended in a little chapel, on which were depicted certain figures, long, 
waving, and terminating in a point. These, in the intention of the artist, and to the eyes of the 
neighbouring inhabitants, represented flames. Alternately with the flames were other 
figures—indescribable, meant for souls in purgatory, souls and flames of brick-colour on a 
grey ground enlivened with patches of the natural wall, where the plaster was gone. The 
curate, having turned the corner, and looked forward, as was his custom, towards the chapel, 
beheld an unexpected sight, and one he would not willingly have seen. Two men, one 
opposite the other, were stationed at the confluence, so to say, of the two ways: one of them 
was sitting across the low wall, with one leg dangling on the outer side, and the other 
supporting him in the path: his companion was standing up, leaning against the wall, with his 
arms crossed on his breast. Their dress, their carriage, and so much of their expression as 
could be distinguished at the distance at which the curate stood, left no doubt about their 
condition. Each had a green net on his head, which fell upon the left shoulder, and ended in a 
large tassel. Their long hair, appearing in one large lock upon the forehead: on the upper lip 
two long mustachios, curled at the end: their doublets, confined by bright leathern girdles, 
from which hung a brace of pistols: a little horn of powder, dangling round their necks, and 
falling on their breasts like a necklace: on the right side of their large and loose pantaloons, a 
pocket, and from the pocket the handle of a dagger: a sword hanging on the left, with a large 
basket-hilt of brass, carved in cipher, polished and gleaming:—all, at a glance, discovered 
them to be individuals of the species bravo. 
 This order, now quite extinct, was then most flourishing in Lombardy, and already of 
considerable antiquity.  
[…] 
 That the two described above were on the lookout for some one, was but too evident; but 
what more alarmed Don Abbondio was, that he was assured by certain signs that he was the 
person expected; for, the moment he appeared, they exchanged glances, raising their heads 
with a movement which plainly expressed that both at once had exclaimed, ‘Here’s our man!’ 
He who bestrode the wall got up, and brought his other leg into the path: his companion left 
leaning on the wall, and both began to walk towards him. Don Abbondio, keeping the 
breviary open before him, as if reading, directed his glance forward to watch their 
movements. He saw them advancing straight towards him: multitudes of thoughts, all at once, 
crowded upon him; with quick anxiety he asked himself, whether any pathway to the right or 
left lay between him and the bravoes; and quickly came the answer,—no. He made a hasty 
examination, to discover whether he had offended some great man, some vindictive 
neighbour; but even in this moment of alarm, the consoling testimony of conscience 
somewhat reassured him. Meanwhile the bravoes drew near, eyeing him fixedly. He put the 
fore finger and middle finger of his left hand up to his collar, as if to settle it, and running the 
two fingers round his neck he turned his head backwards at the same time, twisting his mouth 
in the same direction, and looked out of the corner of his eyes as far as he could, to see 
whether any one was coming; but he saw no one. He cast a glance over the low wall into the 
fields—no one; another, more subdued, along the path forward—no one but the bravoes. 
What is to be done? turn back? It is too late. Run? It was the same as to say, follow me, or 
worse. Since he could not escape the danger, he went to meet it. These moments of 
uncertainty were already so painful, he desired only to shorten them. He quickened his pace, 
recited a verse in a louder tone, composed his face to a tranquil and careless expression, as 
well as he could, used every effort to have a smile ready; and when he found himself in the 
presence of the two good men, exclaiming mentally, ‘here we are!’ he stood still. ‘Signor 
Curato!’ said one, staring in his face. ‘Who commands me?’ quickly answered Don 
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Abbondio, raising his eyes from the book, and holding it open in both hands. ‘You intend,’ 
continued the other, with the threatening angry brow of one who has caught an inferior 
committing some grievous fault, ‘you intend, to-morrow, to marry Renzo Tramaglino and 
Lucia Mondella!’ ‘That is…’ replied Don Abbondio, with a quivering voice,—‘That is … 
You, gentlemen, are men of the world, and know well how these things go. A poor curate has 
nothing to do with them. They patch up their little treaties between themselves, and then … 
then, they come to us, as one goes to the bank to make a demand; and we … we are servants 
of the community.’ ‘Mark well,’ said the bravo, in a lower voice but with a solemn tone of 
command, ‘this marriage is not to be performed, not to-morrow, nor ever.’ ‘But, gentlemen,’ 
replied Don Abbondio, with the soothing, mild tone of one who would persuade an impatient 
man, ‘be so kind as put yourselves in my place. If the thing depended on me … you see 
plainly that it is no advantage to me…’ ‘Come, come,’ interrupted the bravo; ‘if the thing 
were to be decided by prating, you might soon put our heads in a poke. We know nothing 
about it, and we don’t want to know more. A warned man … you understand.’ ‘But 
gentlemen like you are too just, too reasonable…’ ‘But,’ (this time the other companion broke 
in, who had not hitherto spoken)—‘but the marriage is not to be performed, or…’ here a great 
oath—‘or he who performs it will never repent, because he shall have no time for it…’ 
another oath. ‘Silence, silence,’ replied the first orator: ‘the Signor Curato knows the way of 
the world, and we are good sort of men, who don’t wish to do him any harm, if he will act like 
a wise man. Signor Curato, the Illustrious Signor Don Rodrigo, our master, sends his kind 
respects.’ To the mind of Don Abbondio this name was like the lightning flash in a storm at 
night, which, illuminating for a moment and confusing all objects, increases the terror. As by 
instinct he made a low bow, and said, “If you could suggest…’ ‘Oh! suggest is for you who 
know Latin,’ again interrupted the bravo, with a smile between awkwardness and ferocity; “it 
is all very well for you. But, above all, let not a word be whispered about this notice that we 
have given you for your good, or … Ehem! … it will be the same as marrying them.—Well, 
what will your Reverence that we say for you to the Illustrious Signor Don Rodrigo?’ ‘My 
respects.’ ‘Be clear, Signor Curato.’ ‘…Disposed … always disposed to obedience.’ And 
having said these words, he did not himself well know whether he had given a promise, or 
whether he had only sent an ordinary compliment. The bravoes took it, and showed that they 
took it, in the more serious meaning. ‘Very well—good evening, Signor Curato,’ said one of 
them, leading his companion away. Don Abbondio, who a few moments before would have 
given one of his eyes to have got rid of them, now wished to prolong the conversation and 
modify the treaty;—in vain they would not listen, but took the path along which he had come, 
and were soon out of sight, singing a ballad, which I do not choose to transcribe. Poor Don 
Abbondio stood for a moment with his mouth open, as if enchanted: and then he too departed, 
taking that path which led to his house, and hardly dragging one leg after the other, with a 
sensation of walking on crab-claws, and in a frame of mind which the reader will better 
understand, after having learnt somewhat more of the character of this personage, and of the 
sort of times in which his lot was cast. Don Abbondio—the reader may have discovered it 
already—was not born with the heart of a lion. Besides this, from his earliest years, he had 
had occasion to learn, that the most embarrassing of all conditions in those times, was that of 
an animal, without claws, and without teeth, which yet, nevertheless, had no inclination to be 
devoured. The arm of the law by no means protected the quiet inoffensive man, who had no 
other means of inspiring fear. Not, indeed, that there was any want of laws and penalties 
against private violence. Laws came down like hail; crimes were recounted and particularized 
with minute prolixity; penalties were absurdly exorbitant; and if that were not enough, 
capable of augmentation in almost every case, at the will of the legislator himself and of a 
hundred executives; the forms of procedure studied only how to liberate the judge from every 
impediment in the way of passing a sentence of condemnation; the sketches we have given of 
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the proclamations against the bravoes are a feeble but true index of this. Notwithstanding, or 
rather in great measure for this reason, these proclamations, republished and reenforced by 
one government after another, served only to attest most magniloquently the impotence of 
their authors; or if they produced any immediate effect, it was for the most part to add new 
vexations to those already suffered by the peaceable and helpless at the hands of the turbulent, 
and to increase the violence and cunning of the latter. 
[…] 
Our Abbondio, not noble, not rich, not courageous, was therefore accustomed from his very 
infancy to look upon himself as a vessel of fragile earthenware, obliged to journey in 
company with many vessels of iron. Hence he had very easily acquiesced in his parents’ wish 
to make him a priest. To say the truth, he had not reflected much on the obligations and noble 
ends of the ministry to which he was dedicating himself: to ensure something to live upon 
with comfort, and to place himself in a class revered and powerful, seemed to him two 
sufficient reasons for his choice. But no class whatever provides for an individual, or secures 
him, beyond a certain point: and none dispenses him from forming his own particular system. 
Don Abbondio, continually absorbed in thoughts about his own security, cared not at all for 
those advantages which risked a little to secure a great deal. His system was to escape all 
opposition, and to yield where he could not escape. In all the frequent contests carried on 
around him between the clergy and laity, in the perpetual collision between officials and the 
nobility, between the nobility and magistrates, between bravoes and soldiers, down to the 
pitched battle between two rustics, arising from a word, and decided with fists or poniards, an 
unarmed neutrality was his chosen position. If he were absolutely obliged to take a part, he 
favoured the stronger, always, however, with a reserve, and an endeavour to show the other 
that he was not willingly his enemy. It seemed as if he would say, ‘Why did you not manage 
to be stronger? I would have taken your side then.’ Keeping a respectful distance from the 
powerful; silently bearing their scorn, when capriciously shown in passing instances; 
answering with submission when it assumed a more serious and decided form; obliging, by 
his profound bows and respectful salutations, the most surly and haughty to return him a 
smile, when he met them by the way; the poor man had performed the voyage of sixty years 
without experiencing any very violent tempests. It was not that he had not too his own little 
portion of gall in his disposition: and this continual exercise of endurance, this ceaseless 
giving reasons to others, these many bitter mouthfuls gulped down in silence, had so far 
exasperated it, that had he not an opportunity sometimes of giving it a little of its own way, 
his health would certainly have suffered. But since there were in the world, close around him, 
some few persons whom he knew well to be incapable of hurting, upon them he was able now 
and then to let out the bad humour so long pent up, and take upon himself (even he) the right 
to be a little fantastic, and to scold unreasonably. Besides, he was a rigid censor of those who 
did not guide themselves by his rules; that is, when the censure could be passed without any, 
the most distant, danger. Was any one beaten? he was at least imprudent;—any one 
murdered? he had always been a turbulent meddler. If any one, having tried to maintain his 
right against some powerful noble, came off with a broken head, Don Abbondio always knew 
how to discover some fault; a thing not difficult, since right and wrong are never divided with 
so clean a cut, that one party has the whole of either. Above all, he declaimed against any of 
his brethren, who, at their own risk, took the part of the weak and oppressed against the 
powerful oppressor. This he called paying for quarrels, and giving one’s legs to the dogs: he 
even pronounced with severity upon it, as a mixing in profane things, to the loss of dignity to 
the sacred ministry. Against such men he discoursed (always, however, with his eyes about 
him, or in a retired corner) with greater vehemence in proportion as he knew them to be 
strangers to anxiety about their personal safety. He had, finally, a favourite sentence, with 
which he always wound up discourses on these matters, that a respectable man who looked to 
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himself, and minded his own business, could always keep clear of mischievous quarrels. My 
five-and-twenty readers may imagine what impression such an encounter as has been related 
above would make on the mind of this pitiable being. The fearful aspect of those faces; the 
great words; the threats of a Signor known for never threatening in vain; a system of living in 
quiet, the patient study of so many years, upset in a moment; and, in prospect, a path narrow 
and rugged, from which no exit could be seen,—all these thoughts buzzed about tumultuously 
in the downcast head of Don Abbondio. ‘If Renzo could be dismissed in peace with a mere 
no, it is all plain; but he would want reasons; and what am I to say to him? and—and—and he 
is a lamb, quiet as a lamb if no one touches him, but if he were contradicted … whew! and 
then—out of his senses about this Lucia, in love over head and … These young men, who fall 
in love for want of something to do, will  be married, and think nothing about other people, 
they do not care anything for the trouble they bring upon a poor curate. Unfortunate me! What 
possible business had these two frightful figures to put themselves in my path, and interfere 
with me? Is it I who want to be married? Why did they not rather go and talk with … Let me 
see: what a great misfortune it is that the right plan never comes into my head till it is too late! 
If I had but thought of suggesting to them to carry their message to…’ But at this point it 
occurred to him that to repent of not having been aider and abettor in iniquity, was itself 
iniquitous; and he turned his angry thoughts upon the man who had come, in this manner, to 
rob him of his peace. He knew Don Rodrigo only by sight and by report; nor had he had to do 
with him further than to make a lowly reverence when he had chanced to meet him. It had 
fallen to him several times to defend this Signor against those who, with subdued voice and 
looks of fear, wished ill to some of his enterprises. He had said a hundred times that he was a 
respectable cavalier; but at this moment he bestowed upon him all those epithets which he had 
never heard applied by others without an exclamation of disapprobation. Amid the tumult of 
these thoughts he reached his own door—hastily applied the key which he held in his hand, 
opened, entered, carefully closed it behind him, and anxious to find himself in trustworthy 
company, called quickly, ‘Perpetua, Perpetua!’ as he went towards the dining-room, where he 
was sure to find Perpetua laying the cloth for supper. Perpetua, as every one already knows, 
was Don Abbondio’s servant, a servant affectionate and faithful, who knew how to obey and 
command in turn as occasion required—to bear, in season, the grumblings and fancies of her 
master, and to make him bear the like when her turn came; which day by day recurred more 
frequently, since she had passed the sinodal age of forty, remaining single, because, as she 
said herself, she had refused all offers, or because she had never found any one goose enough 
to have her, as her friends said. ‘I am coming,’ replied Perpetua, putting down in its usual 
place a little flask of Don Abbondio’s favourite wine, and moving leisurely. But before she 
reached the door of the dining-room, he entered, with a step so unsteady, with an expression 
so overcast, with features so disturbed, that there had been no need of Perpetua’s experienced 
eye to discover at a glance that something very extraordinary had happened. ‘Mercy! what has 
happened to you, master?’ ‘Nothing, nothing,’ replied Don Abbondio, sinking down 
breathless on his arm-chair. 
[…] 
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KING HENRY THE SIXTH  
by William Shakespeare4 

 
 
Part III. Act III. Scene 2. London. The palace. 
[…] 
[Enter a Nobleman]  
Nobleman. My gracious lord, Henry your foe is taken, 
And brought your prisoner to your palace gate.  
King Edward IV  (Plantagenet). See that he be convey'd unto the Tower: 
And go we, brothers, to the man that took him, 
To question of his apprehension. 
Widow, go you along. Lords, use her honourably.  
[Exeunt all but GLOUCESTER]  
Richard III . Ay, Edward will use women honourably.  
Would he were wasted, marrow, bones and all,  
That from his loins no hopeful branch may spring, 
To cross me from the golden time I look for!  
And yet, between my soul's desire and me—  
The lustful Edward's title buried—  
Is Clarence, Henry, and his son young Edward,  
And all the unlook'd for issue of their bodies, 
To take their rooms, ere I can place myself:  
A cold premeditation for my purpose!  
Why, then, I do but dream on sovereignty;  
Like one that stands upon a promontory,  
And spies a far-off shore where he would tread, 
Wishing his foot were equal with his eye,  
And chides the sea that sunders him from thence,  
Saying, he'll lade it dry to have his way:  
So do I wish the crown, being so far off;  
And so I chide the means that keeps me from it; 
And so I say, I'll cut the causes off,  
Flattering me with impossibilities.  
My eye's too quick, my heart o'erweens too much,  
Unless my hand and strength could equal them.  
Well, say there is no kingdom then for Richard; 
What other pleasure can the world afford?  
I'll make my heaven in a lady's lap,  
And deck my body in gay ornaments,  
And witch sweet ladies with my words and looks.  
O miserable thought! and more unlikely 
Than to accomplish twenty golden crowns!  
Why, love forswore me in my mother's womb:  
And, for I should not deal in her soft laws,  
She did corrupt frail nature with some bribe,  
                                                 
4 
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To shrink mine arm up like a wither'd shrub; 
To make an envious mountain on my back,  
Where sits deformity to mock my body;  
To shape my legs of an unequal size;  
To disproportion me in every part,  
Like to a chaos, or an unlick'd bear-whelp 
That carries no impression like the dam.  
And am I then a man to be beloved?  
O monstrous fault, to harbour such a thought!  
Then, since this earth affords no joy to me,  
But to command, to cheque, to o'erbear such 
As are of better person than myself,  
I'll make my heaven to dream upon the crown,  
And, whiles I live, to account this world but hell,  
Until my mis-shaped trunk that bears this head  
Be round impaled with a glorious crown. 
And yet I know not how to get the crown,  
For many lives stand between me and home:  
And I,—like one lost in a thorny wood,  
That rends the thorns and is rent with the thorns,  
Seeking a way and straying from the way; 
Not knowing how to find the open air,  
But toiling desperately to find it out,—  
Torment myself to catch the English crown:  
And from that torment I will free myself,  
Or hew my way out with a bloody axe. 
Why, I can smile, and murder whiles I smile,  
And cry 'Content' to that which grieves my heart,  
And wet my cheeks with artificial tears,  
And frame my face to all occasions.  
I'll drown more sailors than the mermaid shall; 
I'll slay more gazers than the basilisk;  
I'll play the orator as well as Nestor,  
Deceive more slily than Ulysses could,  
And, like a Sinon, take another Troy.  
I can add colours to the chameleon, 
Change shapes with Proteus for advantages,  
And set the murderous Machiavel to school.  
Can I do this, and cannot get a crown?  
Tut, were it farther off, I'll pluck it down.  
[Exit]  
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KING RICHARD THE THIRD  
by William Shakespeare 

 
 
Dramatis Personae5 
King Edward the Fourth  
Edward, Prince of Wales, [afterwards King Edward V], son to the King 
Richard, Duke of York 
George, Duke of Clarence, Richard, Duke of Gloucester, [afterwards King Richard III], 
brothers to the King 
A young son of Clarence 
Henry, Earl of Richmond, [afterwards King Henry VII] 
Cardinal Bourchier, Archbishop of Canterbury 
Thomas Rotherham, Archbishop of York  
John Morton, Archbishop of Ely  
Duke of Buckingham  
Duke of Norfolk  
Earl of Surrey, his son  
Earl Rivers, brother to Elizabeth  
Marquis of Dorset and Lord Grey, sons to Elizabeth  
Earl of Oxford  
Lord Hastings  
Lord Stanley, called also Earl of Derby  
Lord Lovel  
Sir Thomas Vaughan  
Sir Richard Ratcliff  
Sir William Catesby  
Sir James Tyrrel  
Sir James Blount  
Sir Walter Herbert  
Sir Robert Brakenbury, Lieutenant of the Tower  
Christopher Urswick, a priest 
Second Priest  
Tressel and Berkeley, gentlemen attending on the Lady Anne  
Lord Mayor of London. Sheriff of Wiltshire  
Elizabeth, Queen to King Edward IV  
Margaret, widow of King Henry VI  
Duchess of York, mother to King Edward IV  
Lady Anne, widow of Edward Prince of Wales (son to King Henry VI) [afterwards married to 
Richard]  
A young Daughter of Clarence  
Ghosts of those murdered by Richard III, Lords and other Attendants; a Pursuivant, Scrivener, 
Citizens, Murderers, Messengers, Soldiers, &c.  
Scene: England  
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Act 1. SCENE I. London. A street6 
Enter GLOUCESTER, solus  
GLOUCESTER  
Now is the winter of our discontent 
Made glorious summer by this sun of York; 
And all the clouds that lour'd upon our house 
In the deep bosom of the ocean buried. 
Now are our brows bound with victorious wreaths; 
Our bruised arms hung up for monuments; 
Our stern alarums changed to merry meetings, 
Our dreadful marches to delightful measures. 
Grim-visaged war hath smooth'd his wrinkled front; 
And now, instead of mounting barded steeds 
To fright the souls of fearful adversaries, 
He capers nimbly in a lady's chamber 
To the lascivious pleasing of a lute. 
But I, that am not shaped for sportive tricks, 
Nor made to court an amorous looking-glass; 
I, that am rudely stamp'd, and want love's majesty 
To strut before a wanton ambling nymph; 
I, that am curtail'd of this fair proportion, 
Cheated of feature by dissembling nature, 
Deformed, unfinish'd, sent before my time 
Into this breathing world, scarce half made up, 
And that so lamely and unfashionable 
That dogs bark at me as I halt by them; 
Why, I, in this weak piping time of peace, 
Have no delight to pass away the time, 
Unless to spy my shadow in the sun 
And descant on mine own deformity: 
And therefore, since I cannot prove a lover, 
To entertain these fair well-spoken days, 
I am determined to prove a villain 
And hate the idle pleasures of these days. 
Plots have I laid, inductions dangerous, 
By drunken prophecies, libels and dreams, 
To set my brother Clarence and the king 
In deadly hate the one against the other: 
And if King Edward be as true and just 
As I am subtle, false and treacherous, 
This day should Clarence closely be mew'd up, 
About a prophecy, which says that 'G' 
Of Edward's heirs the murderer shall be. 
Dive, thoughts, down to my soul: here 
Clarence comes. 
[…] 
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KING HENRY THE FIFTH  
by Will iam Shakespeare7 

 
 
Act 4. Scene I. The English camp at Agincourt 
[…] 
[Enter PISTOL]  
Pistol. Qui va la?  
Henry V. A friend.  
Pistol. Discuss unto me; art thou officer? 
Or art thou base, common and popular?  
Henry V. I am a gentleman of a company. 1885 
Pistol. Trail'st thou the puissant pike?  
Henry V. Even so. What are you?  
Pistol. As good a gentleman as the emperor.  
Henry V. Then you are a better than the king.  
Pistol. The king's a bawcock, and a heart of gold, 
A lad of life, an imp of fame; 
Of parents good, of fist most valiant. 
I kiss his dirty shoe, and from heart-string 
I love the lovely bully. What is thy name?  
Henry V. Harry le Roy. 1895 
Pistol. Le Roy! a Cornish name: art thou of Cornish crew?  
Henry V. No, I am a Welshman.  
Pistol. Know'st thou Fluellen?  
Henry V. Yes.  
Pistol. Tell him, I'll knock his leek about his pate 
Upon Saint Davy's day.  
Henry V. Do not you wear your dagger in your cap that day, 
lest he knock that about yours.  
Pistol. Art thou his friend?  
Henry V. And his kinsman too. 1905 
Pistol. The figo for thee, then!  
Henry V. I thank you: God be with you!  
Pistol. My name is Pistol call'd.  
[Exit]  
Henry V. It sorts well with your fierceness. 1910 
[Enter FLUELLEN and GOWER]  
Gower. Captain Fluellen!  
Fluellen. So! in the name of Jesu Christ, speak lower. It is 
the greatest admiration of the universal world, when 
the true and aunchient prerogatifes and laws of the 
wars is not kept: if you would take the pains but to 
examine the wars of Pompey the Great, you shall 
find, I warrant you, that there is no tiddle toddle 
nor pibble pabble in Pompey's camp; I warrant you, 
                                                 

7 http://www.online-literature.com/shakespeare/henryV/19/ 
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you shall find the ceremonies of the wars, and the 
cares of it, and the forms of it, and the sobriety 
of it, and the modesty of it, to be otherwise. 
Gower. Why, the enemy is loud; you hear him all night.  
Fluellen. If the enemy is an ass and a fool and a prating 
coxcomb, is it meet, think you, that we should also, 
look you, be an ass and a fool and a prating 
coxcomb? in your own conscience, now?  
Gower. I will speak lower.  
Fluellen. I pray you and beseech you that you will.  
[Exeunt GOWER and FLUELLEN]  
Henry V. Though it appear a little out of fashion, 
There is much care and valour in this Welshman.  
[Enter three soldiers, JOHN BATES, ALEXANDER COURT, and MICHAEL WILLIAMS]  
Court. Brother John Bates, is not that the morning which 
breaks yonder? 1935 
Bates. I think it be: but we have no great cause to desire 
the approach of day.  
Williams. We see yonder the beginning of the day, but I think 
we shall never see the end of it. Who goes there?  
Henry V. A friend. 1940 
Williams. Under what captain serve you?  
Henry V. Under Sir Thomas Erpingham.  
Williams. A good old commander and a most kind gentleman: I 
pray you, what thinks he of our estate?  
Henry V. Even as men wrecked upon a sand, that look to be 
washed off the next tide.  
Bates. He hath not told his thought to the king?  
Henry V. No; nor it is not meet he should. For, though I 
speak it to you, I think the king is but a man, as I 
am: the violet smells to him as it doth to me: the 
element shows to him as it doth to me; all his 
senses have but human conditions: his ceremonies 
laid by, in his nakedness he appears but a man; and 
though his affections are higher mounted than ours, 
yet, when they stoop, they stoop with the like 
wing. Therefore when he sees reason of fears, as we 
do, his fears, out of doubt, be of the same relish 
as ours are: yet, in reason, no man should possess 
him with any appearance of fear, lest he, by showing 
it, should dishearten his army. 
Bates. He may show what outward courage he will; but I 
believe, as cold a night as 'tis, he could wish 
himself in Thames up to the neck; and so I would he 
were, and I by him, at all adventures, so we were quit here.  
Henry V. By my troth, I will speak my conscience of the king: 
I think he would not wish himself any where but 
where he is.  
Bates. Then I would he were here alone; so should he be 
sure to be ransomed, and a many poor men's lives saved.  
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Henry V. I dare say you love him not so ill, to wish him here 
alone, howsoever you speak this to feel other men's 
minds: methinks I could not die any where so 
contented as in the king's company; his cause being 
just and his quarrel honourable.  
Williams. That's more than we know. 
Bates. Ay, or more than we should seek after; for we know 
enough, if we know we are the kings subjects: if 
his cause be wrong, our obedience to the king wipes 
the crime of it out of us.  
Williams. But if the cause be not good, the king himself hath 
a heavy reckoning to make, when all those legs and 
arms and heads, chopped off in battle, shall join 
together at the latter day and cry all 'We died at 
such a place;' some swearing, some crying for a 
surgeon, some upon their wives left poor behind 
them, some upon the debts they owe, some upon their 
children rawly left. I am afeard there are few die 
well that die in a battle; for how can they 
charitably dispose of any thing, when blood is their 
argument? Now, if these men do not die well, it 
will be a black matter for the king that led them to 
it; whom to disobey were against all proportion of 
subjection.  
Henry V. So, if a son that is by his father sent about 
merchandise do sinfully miscarry upon the sea, the 
imputation of his wickedness by your rule, should be 
imposed upon his father that sent him: or if a 
servant, under his master's command transporting a 
sum of money, be assailed by robbers and die in 
many irreconciled iniquities, you may call the 
business of the master the author of the servant's 
damnation: but this is not so: the king is not 
bound to answer the particular endings of his 
soldiers, the father of his son, nor the master of 
his servant; for they purpose not their death, when 
they purpose their services. Besides, there is no 
king, be his cause never so spotless, if it come to 
the arbitrement of swords, can try it out with all 
unspotted soldiers: some peradventure have on them 
the guilt of premeditated and contrived murder; 
some, of beguiling virgins with the broken seals of 
perjury; some, making the wars their bulwark, that 
have before gored the gentle bosom of peace with 
pillage and robbery. Now, if these men have 
defeated the law and outrun native punishment, 
though they can outstrip men, they have no wings to 
fly from God: war is his beadle, war is vengeance; 
so that here men are punished for before-breach of 
the king's laws in now the king's quarrel: where 
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they feared the death, they have borne life away; 
and where they would be safe, they perish: then if 
they die unprovided, no more is the king guilty of 
their damnation than he was before guilty of those 
impieties for the which they are now visited. Every 
subject's duty is the king's; but every subject's 
soul is his own. Therefore should every soldier in 
the wars do as every sick man in his bed, wash every 
mote out of his conscience: and dying so, death 
is to him advantage; or not dying, the time was 
blessedly lost wherein such preparation was gained: 
and in him that escapes, it were not sin to think 
that, making God so free an offer, He let him 
outlive that day to see His greatness and to teach 
others how they should prepare.  
Williams. 'Tis certain, every man that dies ill, the ill upon 
his own head, the king is not to answer it. 
Bates. But I do not desire he should answer for me; and 
yet I determine to fight lustily for him.  
Henry V. I myself heard the king say he would not be ransomed.  
Williams. Ay, he said so, to make us fight cheerfully: but 
when our throats are cut, he may be ransomed, and we 
ne'er the wiser.  
Henry V. If I live to see it, I will never trust his word after.  
Williams. You pay him then. That's a perilous shot out of an 
elder-gun, that a poor and private displeasure can 
do against a monarch! you may as well go about to 
turn the sun to ice with fanning in his face with a 
peacock's feather. You'll never trust his word 
after! come, 'tis a foolish saying.  
Henry V. Your reproof is something too round: I should be 
angry with you, if the time were convenient.  
Williams. Let it be a quarrel between us, if you live.  
Henry V. I embrace it.  
Williams. How shall I know thee again?  
Henry V. Give me any gage of thine, and I will wear it in my 
bonnet: then, if ever thou darest acknowledge it, I 
will make it my quarrel.  
If we no more meet till we meet in heaven, 
Then, joyfully, my noble Lord of Bedford, 
My dear Lord Gloucester, and my good Lord Exeter, 
And my kind kinsman, warriors all, adieu!  
Duke of Bedford. Farewell, good Salisbury; and good luck go with thee! 
Duke of Exeter. Farewell, kind lord; fight valiantly to-day: 
And yet I do thee wrong to mind thee of it, 
For thou art framed of the firm truth of valour. 
[Exit SALISBURY]  
Duke of Bedford. He is full of valour as of kindness; 
Princely in both.  
[Enter the KING]  
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Earl of Westmoreland. O that we now had here 
But one ten thousand of those men in England 
That do no work to-day!  
Henry V. What's he that wishes so? 
My cousin Westmoreland? No, my fair cousin: 
If we are mark'd to die, we are enow 
To do our country loss; and if to live, 
The fewer men, the greater share of honour. 
God's will! I pray thee, wish not one man more. 
By Jove, I am not covetous for gold, 
Nor care I who doth feed upon my cost; 
It yearns me not if men my garments wear; 
Such outward things dwell not in my desires: 
But if it be a sin to covet honour, 
I am the most offending soul alive. 
No, faith, my coz, wish not a man from England: 
God's peace! I would not lose so great an honour 
As one man more, methinks, would share from me 
For the best hope I have. O, do not wish one more! 
Rather proclaim it, Westmoreland, through my host, 
That he which hath no stomach to this fight, 
Let him depart; his passport shall be made 
And crowns for convoy put into his purse: 
We would not die in that man's company 
That fears his fellowship to die with us. 
This day is called the feast of Crispian: 
He that outlives this day, and comes safe home, 
Will stand a tip-toe when the day is named, 
And rouse him at the name of Crispian. 
He that shall live this day, and see old age, 
Will yearly on the vigil feast his neighbours, 
And say 'To-morrow is Saint Crispian:' 
Then will he strip his sleeve and show his scars. 
And say 'These wounds I had on Crispin's day.' 
Old men forget: yet all shall be forgot, 
But he'll remember with advantages 
What feats he did that day: then shall our names. 
Familiar in his mouth as household words 
Harry the king, Bedford and Exeter, 
Warwick and Talbot, Salisbury and Gloucester, 
Be in their flowing cups freshly remember'd. 
This story shall the good man teach his son; 
And Crispin Crispian shall ne'er go by, 
From this day to the ending of the world, 
But we in it shall be remember'd; 
We few, we happy few, we band of brothers; 
For he to-day that sheds his blood with me 
Shall be my brother; be he ne'er so vile, 
This day shall gentle his condition: 
And gentlemen in England now a-bed 
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Shall think themselves accursed they were not here, 
And hold their manhoods cheap whiles any speaks 
That fought with us upon Saint Crispin's day.  
[Re-enter SALISBURY]  
Earl of Salisbury. My sovereign lord, bestow yourself with speed: 
The French are bravely in their battles set, 
And will with all expedience charge on us.  
Henry V. All things are ready, if our minds be so.  
Earl of Westmoreland. Perish the man whose mind is backward now!  
Henry V. Thou dost not wish more help from England, coz?  
Earl of Westmoreland. God's will! my liege, would you and I alone, 
Without more help, could fight this royal battle!  
[…] 
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THE REPUBLIC  
by Plato 

 
 
Book III 8  
[...] 
And therefore when any one of these pantomimic gentlemen, who are so clever that they can 
imitate anything, comes to us, and makes a proposal to exhibit himself and his poetry, we will 
fall down and worship him as a sweet and holy and wonderful being; but we must also inform 
him that in our State such as he are not permitted to exist; the law will not allow them. And so 
when we have anointed him with myrrh, and set a garland of wool upon his head, we shall 
send him away to another city. For we mean to employ for our souls' health the rougher and 
severer poet or story-teller, who will imitate the style of the virtuous only, and will follow 
those models which we prescribed at first when we began the education of our soldiers. 
[...] 
 
 
Book X9 
[…] we are ready to acknowledge that Homer is the greatest of poets and first of tragedy 
writers; but we must remain firm in our conviction that hymns to the gods and praises of 
famous men are the only poetry which ought to be admitted into our State. For if you go 
beyond this and allow the honeyed muse to enter, either in epic or lyric verse, not law and the 
reason of mankind, which by common consent have ever been deemed best, but pleasure and 
pain will be the rulers in our State. 
[…] 
But that she may impute to us any harshness or want of politeness, let us tell her that there is 
an ancient quarrel between philosophy and poetry; […] 
 
 

                                                 
8 http://classics.mit.edu/Plato/republic.4.iii.html 

9 http://classics.mit.edu/Plato/republic.11.x.html 
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ON THE ART OF POETRY  
by Aristotele10 

 
 
Part X 
Plots are either Simple or Complex, for the actions in real life, of which the plots are an 
imitation, obviously show a similar distinction. An action which is one and continuous in the 
sense above defined, I call Simple, when the change of fortune takes place without Reversal 
of the Situation and without Recognition. 
A Complex action is one in which the change is accompanied by such Reversal, or by 
Recognition, or by both. These last should arise from the internal structure of the plot, so that 
what follows should be the necessary or probable result of the preceding action. It makes all 
the difference whether any given event is a case of propter hoc or post hoc. 

 

                                                 
10 http://classics.mit.edu/Aristotle/poetics.1.1.html 
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FACTORS OF COMMUNICATION AND FUNCTIONS OF 
LANGUAGE 11 

 
 
Target factor and 
function no. 

TARGET FACTOR SOURCE FACTOR FUNCTION 

1 Context Message Referential 
2 Addresser Message Emotive 
3 Addressee Message Conative 
4 Contact Message Phatic 
5 Code Message Metalingual 
6 Message Message Poetic 

 
 
 
 
 

                                                 
11 Louis HÉBERT, “Tools for Text and Image Analysis: An Introduction to Applied Semiotics”, 2006, 
<http://www.signosemio.com/documents/Louis-Hebert-Tools-for-Texts-and-Images.pdf>, p. 185. 
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TWO MODES OF THOUGHT 
 

 
Comparison of Bruner’s two modes of thought12 
 
 

Logico-scientific mode Narrative mode 

Objective Truth Verisimilitude 

Central problem To know truth To endow experience with 
meaning 

Strategy Empirical discovery guided 
by reasoned hypothesis 

Universal understanding 
grounded in personal 
experience 

Method Sound argument 

Tight analysis 

Reason 

Aristotelian logic  

Proof 

Good story 

Inspiring account 

Association 

Aesthetics 

Intuition 

Key characteristics Top-down 

Theory driven  

Categorical 

General 

Abstract 

De-contextualized 

Ahistorical  

Non-contradictory 

Consistent 

Bottom-up 

Meaning centered  

Experiential  

Particular 

Concrete 

Context sensitive 

Hostorical 

Contradictory 

Paradoxical, ironic 
 

Source: Bruner (1986: 11–43) 

 

  

 
 

                                                 
12 TSOUKAS Haridimos and HATCH Mary Jo, “Complex thinking, complex practice: the case for a narrative 
approach to organizational complexity”, in Human Relations, vol. 54, no. 8, 2001, p. 983. 
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