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THE LAST LESSON 
BY ALPHONSE DAUDET 

I started for school very late that morning and was in great dread of a scolding, especially because M. 
Hamel had said that he would question us on participles, and I did not know the first word about them. 
For a moment I thought of running away and spending the day out of doors. It was so warm, so bright! 
The birds were chirping at the edge of the woods; and in the open field back of the saw-mill the 
Prussian soldiers were drilling. It was all much more tempting than the rule for participles, but I had the 
strength to resist, and hurried off to school.  

When I passed the town hall there was a crowd in front of the bulletin-board. For the last two years all 
our bad news had come from there--the lost battles, the draft, the orders of the commanding officer--
and I thought to myself, without stopping:  

"What can be the matter now?"  

Then, as I hurried by as fast as I could go, the blacksmith, Wachter, who was there, with his 
apprentice, reading the bulletin, called after me:  

"Don't go so fast, bub; you'll get to your school in plenty of time!"  

I thought he was making fun of me, and reached M. Hamel's little garden all out of breath.  

Usually, when school began, there was a great bustle, which could be heard out in the street, the 
opening and closing of desks, lessons repeated in unison, very loud, with our hands over our ears to 
understand better, and the teacher's great ruler rapping on the table. But now it was all so still! I had 
counted on the commotion to get to my desk without being seen; but, of course, that day everything 
had to be as quiet as Sunday morning. Through the window I saw my classmates, already in their 
places, and M. Hamel walking up and down with his terrible iron ruler under his arm. I had to open the 
door and go in before everybody. You can imagine how I blushed and how frightened I was.  

But nothing happened, M. Hamel saw me and said very kindly:  

"Go to your place quickly, little Franz. We were beginning without you."  

I jumped over the bench and sat down at my desk. Not till then, when I had got a little over my fright, 
did I see that our teacher had on his beautiful green coat, his frilled shirt, and the little black silk cap, 
all embroidered, that he never wore except on inspection and prize days. Besides, the whole school 
seemed so strange and solemn. But the thing that surprised me most was to see, on the back 
benches that were always empty, the village people sitting quietly like ourselves; old Hauser, with his 
three-cornered hat, the former mayor, the former postmaster, and several others besides. Everybody 
looked sad; and Hauser had brought an old primer, thumbed at the edges, and he held it open on his 
knees with his great spectacles lying across the pages.  

While I was wondering about it all, M. Hamel mounted his chair, and, in the same grave and gentle 
tone which he had used to me, said:  

"My children, this is the last lesson I shall give you. The order has come from Berlin to teach only 
German in the schools of Alsace and Lorraine. The new master comes to-morrow. This is your last 
French lesson. I want you to be very attentive."  
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THE TREASURE IN THE FOREST 
BY H.G. WELLS 

The canoe was now approaching the land. The bay opened out, and a gap in the white surf of the reef 
marked where the little river ran out to the sea; the thicker and deeper green of the virgin forest 
showed its course down the distant hill slope. The forest here came close to the beach. Far beyond, 
dim and almost cloudlike in texture, rose the mountains, like suddenly frozen waves. The sea was still 
save for an almost imperceptible swell. The sky blazed.  

The man with the carved paddle stopped. "It should be somewhere here," he said. He shipped the 
paddle and held his arms out straight before him.  

The other man had been in the fore part of the canoe, closely scrutinising the land. He had a sheet of 
yellow paper on his knee.  

"Come and look at this, Evans," he said.  

Both men spoke in low tones, and their lips were hard and dry.  

The man called Evans came swaying along the canoe until he could look over his companion's 
shoulder.  

The paper had the appearance of a rough map. By much folding it was creased and worn to the pitch 
of separation, and the second man held the discoloured fragments together where they had parted. 
On it one could dimly make out, in almost obliterated pencil, the outline of the bay.  

"Here," said Evans, "is the reef and here is the gap." He ran his thumb-nail over the chart.  

"This curved and twisting line is the river--I could do with a drink now!--and this star is the place."  

"You see this dotted line," said the man with the map; "it is a straight line, and runs from the opening of 
the reef to a clump of palm-trees. The star comes just where it cuts the river. We must mark the place 
as we go into the lagoon."  

"It's queer," said Evans, after a pause, "what these little marks down here are for. It looks like the plan 
of a house or something; but what all these little dashes, pointing this way and that, may mean I can't 
get a notion. And what's the writing?"  

"Chinese," said the man with the map.  

"Of course! He was a Chinee," said Evans.  

"They all were," said the man with the map.  

They both sat for some minutes staring at the land, while the canoe drifted slowly. Then Evans looked 
towards the paddle.  

"Your turn with the paddle now, Hooker," said he.  
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OLD PIPES AND THE DRYAD 
BY FRANK R. STOCKTON 

A mountain brook ran through a little village. Over the brook there was a narrow bridge, and from the 
bridge a foot-path led out from the village and up the hillside to the cottage of Old Pipes and his 
mother. For many, many years Old Pipes had been employed by the villagers to pipe the cattle down 
from the hills. Every afternoon, an hour before sunset, he would sit on a rock in front of his cottage and 
play on his pipes. Then all the flocks and herds that were grazing on the mountains would hear him, 
wherever they might happen to be, and would come down to the village--the cows by the easiest 
paths, the sheep by those not quite so easy, and the goats by the steep and rocky ways that were 
hardest of all.  

But now, for a year or more, Old Pipes had not piped the cattle home. It is true that every afternoon he 
sat upon the rock and played upon his familiar instrument; but the cattle did not hear him. He had 
grown old and his breath was feeble. The echoes of his cheerful notes, which used to come from the 
rocky hill on the other side of the valley, were heard no more; and twenty yards from Old Pipes one 
could scarcely tell what tune he was playing. He had become somewhat deaf, and did not know that 
the sound of his pipes was so thin and weak, and that the cattle did not hear him. The cows, the 
sheep, and the goats came down every afternoon as before, but this was because two boys and a girl 
were sent up after them. The villagers did not wish the good old man to know that his piping was no 
longer of any use, so they paid him his little salary every month, and said nothing about the two boys 
and the girl.  

Old Pipes's mother was, of course, a great deal older than he was, and was as deaf as a gate--posts, 
latch, hinges, and all--and she never knew that the sound of her son's pipe did not spread over all the 
mountain-side and echo back strong and clear from the opposite hills. She was very fond of Old Pipes, 
and proud of his piping; and as he was so much younger than she was, she never thought of him as 
being very old. She cooked for him, and made his bed, and mended his clothes; and they lived very 
comfortably on his little salary.  

One afternoon, at the end of the month, when Old Pipes had finished his piping, he took his stout staff 
and went down the hill to the village to receive the money for his month's work. The path seemed a 
great deal steeper and more difficult than it used to be; and Old Pipes thought that it must have been 
washed by the rains and greatly damaged. He remembered it as a path that was quite easy to traverse 
either up or down. But Old Pipes had been a very active man, and as his mother was so much older 
than he was, he never thought of himself as aged and infirm.  

When the Chief Villager had paid him, and he had talked a little with some of his friends, Old Pipes 
started to go home. But when he had crossed the bridge over the brook and gone a short distance up 
the hillside, he became very tired and sat down upon a stone. He had not been sitting there half a 
minute when along came two boys and a girl.  

"Children," said Old Pipes, "I'm very tired to-night, and I don't believe I can climb up this steep path to 
my home. I think I shall have to ask you to help me."  

"We will do that," said the boys and the girl, quite cheerfully; and one boy took him by the right hand 
and the other by the left, while the girl pushed him in the back. In this way he went up the hill quite 
easily, and soon reached his cottage door. Old Pipes gave each of the three children a copper coin, 
and then they sat down for a few minutes' rest before starting back to the village.  
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THE BEGGING-LETTER WRITER 
BY CHARLES DICKENS 

The amount of money he annually diverts from wholesome and useful purposes in the United 
Kingdom, would be a set-off against the Window Tax. He is one of the most shameless frauds and 
impositions of this time. In his idleness, his mendacity, and the immeasurable harm he does to the 
deserving, - dirtying the stream of true benevolence, and muddling the brains of foolish justices, with 
inability to distinguish between the base coin of distress, and the true currency we have always among 
us, - he is more worthy of Norfolk Island than three-fourths of the worst characters who are sent there. 
Under any rational system, he would have been sent there long ago.  

I, the writer of this paper, have been, for some time, a chosen receiver of Begging Letters. For 
fourteen years, my house has been made as regular a Receiving House for such communications as 
any one of the great branch Post-Offices is for general correspondence. I ought to know something of 
the Begging-Letter Writer. He has besieged my door at all hours of the day and night; he has fought 
my servant; he has lain in ambush for me, going out and coming in; he has followed me out of town 
into the country; he has appeared at provincial hotels, where I have been staying for only a few hours; 
he has written to me from immense distances, when I have been out of England. He has fallen sick; he 
has died and been buried; he has come to life again, and again departed from this transitory scene: he 
has been his own son, his own mother, his own baby, his idiot brother, his uncle, his aunt, his aged 
grandfather. He has wanted a greatcoat, to go to India in; a pound to set him up in life for ever; a pair 
of boots to take him to the coast of China; a hat to get him into a permanent situation under 
Government. He has frequently been exactly seven-and-sixpence short of independence. He has had 
such openings at Liverpool - posts of great trust and confidence in merchants' houses, which nothing 
but seven-and- sixpence was wanting to him to secure - that I wonder he is not Mayor of that 
flourishing town at the present moment.  

The natural phenomena of which he has been the victim, are of a most astounding nature. He has had 
two children who have never grown up; who have never had anything to cover them at night; who 
have been continually driving him mad, by asking in vain for food; who have never come out of fevers 
and measles (which, I suppose, has accounted for his fuming his letters with tobacco smoke, as a 
disinfectant); who have never changed in the least degree through fourteen long revolving years. As to 
his wife, what that suffering woman has undergone, nobody knows. She has always been in an 
interesting situation through the same long period, and has never been confined yet. His devotion to 
her has been unceasing. He has never cared for himself; HE could have perished - he would rather, in 
short - but was it not his Christian duty as a man, a husband, and a father, - to write begging letters 
when he looked at her? (He has usually remarked that he would call in the evening for an answer to 
this question.)  

He has been the sport of the strangest misfortunes. What his brother has done to him would have 
broken anybody else's heart. His brother went into business with him, and ran away with the money; 
his brother got him to be security for an immense sum and left him to pay it; his brother would have 
given him employment to the tune of hundreds a-year, if he would have consented to write letters on a 
Sunday; his brother enunciated principles incompatible with his religious views, and he could not (in 
consequence) permit his brother to provide for him. His landlord has never shown a spark of human 
feeling. When he put in that execution I don't know, but he has never taken it out. The broker's man 
has grown grey in possession. They will have to bury him some day.  
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A RESPECTABLE WOMAN 
BY KATE CHOPIN 

Mrs. Baroda was a little provoked to learn that her husband expected his friend, Gouvernail, up to 
spend a week or two on the plantation.  

They had entertained a good deal during the winter; much of the time had also been passed in New 
Orleans in various forms of mild dissipation. She was looking forward to a period of unbroken rest, 
now, and undisturbed tete-a-tete with her husband, when he informed her that Gouvernail was coming 
up to stay a week or two.  

This was a man she had heard much of but never seen. He had been her husband's college friend; 
was now a journalist, and in no sense a society man or "a man about town," which were, perhaps, 
some of the reasons she had never met him. But she had unconsciously formed an image of him in 
her mind. She pictured him tall, slim, cynical; with eye-glasses, and his hands in his pockets; and she 
did not like him. Gouvernail was slim enough, but he wasn't very tall nor very cynical; neither did he 
wear eyeglasses nor carry his hands in his pockets. And she rather liked him when he first presented 
himself.  

But why she liked him she could not explain satisfactorily to herself when she partly attempted to do 
so. She could discover in him none of those brilliant and promising traits which Gaston, her husband, 
had often assured her that he possessed. On the contrary, he sat rather mute and receptive before 
her chatty eagerness to make him feel at home and in face of Gaston's frank and wordy hospitality. 
His manner was as courteous toward her as the most exacting woman could require; but he made no 
direct appeal to her approval or even esteem.  

Once settled at the plantation he seemed to like to sit upon the wide portico in the shade of one of the 
big Corinthian pillars, smoking his cigar lazily and listening attentively to Gaston's experience as a 
sugar planter.  

"This is what I call living," he would utter with deep satisfaction, as the air that swept across the sugar 
field caressed him with its warm and scented velvety touch. It pleased him also to get on familiar terms 
with the big dogs that came about him, rubbing themselves sociably against his legs. He did not care 
to fish, and displayed no eagerness to go out and kill grosbecs when Gaston proposed doing so.  

Gouvernail's personality puzzled Mrs. Baroda, but she liked him. Indeed, he was a lovable, inoffensive 
fellow. After a few days, when she could understand him no better than at first, she gave over being 
puzzled and remained piqued. In this mood she left her husband and her guest, for the most part, 
alone together. Then finding that Gouvernail took no manner of exception to her action, she imposed 
her society upon him, accompanying him in his idle strolls to the mill and walks along the batture. She 
persistently sought to penetrate the reserve in which he had unconsciously enveloped himself.  

"When is he going--your friend?" she one day asked her husband. "For my part, he tires me frightfully."  

"Not for a week yet, dear. I can't understand; he gives you no trouble."  

"No. I should like him better if he did; if he were more like others, and I had to plan somewhat for his 
comfort and enjoyment."  

Gaston took his wife's pretty face between his hands and looked tenderly and laughingly into her 
troubled eyes.  
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