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3ananue 1.

O. Henry «New York by Camp Fire Light»

Away out in the Creek Nation we learned things about New York.

We were on a hunting trip, and were camped one night on the bank of a little stream.
Bud Kingsbury was our skilled hunter and guide, and it was from his lips that we had
explanations of Manhattan and the queer folks that inhabit it. Bud had once spent a
month in the metropolis, and a week or two at other times, and he was pleased to
discourse to us of what he had seen.

Fifty yards away from our camp was pitched the teepee of a wandering family of
Indians that had come up and settled there for the night. An old, old Indian woman was
trying to build a fire under an iron pot hung upon three sticks.

Bud went over to her assistance, and soon had her fire going. When he came back
we complimented him playfully upon his gallantry.

"Oh," said Bud, "don't mention it. It's a way | have. Whenever | see a lady trying to
cook things in a pot and having trouble I always go to the rescue. | done the same thing
once in a high-toned house in. New York City. Heap big society teepee on Fifth
Avenue. That Injun lady kind of recalled it to my mind. Yes, | endeavours to be polite
and help the ladies out."

The camp demanded the particulars.

"I was manager of the Triangle B Ranch in the Panhandle," said Bud. "It was owned
at that time by old man Sterling, of New York. He wanted to sell out, and he wrote for
me to come on to New York and explain the ranch to the syndicate that wanted to buy.
So | sends to Fort Worth and has a forty dollar suit of clothes made, and hits the trail
for the big village.
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"Well, when | got there, old man Sterling and his outfit certainly laid themselves out
to be agreeable. We had business and pleasure so mixed up that you couldn't tell
whether it was a treat or a trade half the time. We had trolley rides and theatre round-
ups, and rubber parties."

"Rubber parties?" said a listener, inquiringly.

"Sure," said Bud. "Didn't you never attend 'em? You walk around and try to look at
the tops of the skyscrapers. Well, we sold the ranch, and old man Sterling asks me
'round to his house to take grub on the night before | started back. It wasn't any high-
collared affair -- just me and the old man and his wife and daughter. But they was a
fine-haired outfit all right, and the lilies of the field wasn't in it. They made my Fort
Worth clothes carpenter look like a dealer in horse blankets and gee strings. And then
the table was all pompous with flowers, and there was a whole kit of tools laid out
beside everybody's plate. You'd have thought you was fixed out to burglarize a
restaurant before you could get your grub. But I'd been in New York over a week then,
and | was getting on to stylish ways. | kind of trailed behind and watched the others
use the hardware supplies, and then | tackled the chuck with the same weapons. It ain't
much trouble to travel with the high-flyers after you find out their gait. | got along fine.
| was feeling cool and agreeable, and pretty soon | was talking away fluent as you
please, all about the ranch and the West, and telling 'em how the Indians eat
grasshopper stew and snakes, and you never saw people so interested.

"But the real joy of that feast was that Miss Sterling. Just a little trick she was, not
bigger than two bits worth of chewing plug; but she had a way about her that seemed
to say she was the people, and you believed it. And yet, she never put on any airs, and
she smiled at me the same as if | was a millionaire while | was telling about a Creek
dog feast and listened like it was news from home.

"By and by, after we had eat oysters and some watery soup and truck that never was
in my repertory, a Methodist preacher brings in a kind of camp stove arrangement, all
silver, on long legs, with a lamp under it.

"Miss Sterling lights up and begins to do some cooking right on the supper table. |
wondered why old man Sterling didn't hire a cook, with all the money he had. Pretty
soon she dished out some cheesy tasting truck that she said was rabbit, but | swear there
had never been a Molly cotton tail in a mile of it.

"The last thing on the programme was lemonade. It was brought around in little flat
glass bowls and set by your plate. | was pretty thirsty, and | picked up mine and took a
big swig of it. Right there was where the little lady had made a mistake. She had put in
the lemon all right, but she'd forgot the sugar. The best housekeepers slip up sometimes.
I thought maybe Miss Sterling was just learning to keep house and cook -- that rabbit
would surely make you think so -- and | says to myself, ‘Little lady, sugar or no sugar
I'll stand by you,' and | raises up my bowl again and drinks the last drop of the
lemonade. And then all the balance of 'em picks up their bowls and does the same. And
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then | gives Miss Sterling the laugh proper, just to carry it off like a joke, so she
wouldn't feel bad about the mistake.

"After we all went into the sitting room she sat down and talked to me quite awhile.

"It was so kind of you, Mr. Kingsbury,' says she, to bring my blunder off so nicely.
It was so stupid of me to forget the sugar.'

"'Never you mind,' says I, 'some lucky man will throw his rope over a mighty elegant
little housekeeper some day, not far from here.’

"'If you mean me, Mr. Kingsbury,' says she, laughing out loud, 'l hope he will be as
lenient with my poor housekeeping as you have been.’

"'Don't mention it," says I. 'Anything to oblige the ladies.™

Bud ceased his reminiscences. And then some one asked him what he considered
the most striking and prominent trait of New Yorkers.

"The most visible and peculiar trait of New York folks, answered Bud, "is New
York. Most of 'em has New York on the brain. They have heard of other places, such
as Waco, and Paris, and Hot Springs, and London; but they don't believe in ‘'em. They
think that town is all Merino. Now to show you how much they care for their village
I'll tell you about one of 'em that strayed out as far as the Triangle B while | was
working there.

"This New Yorker come out there looking for a job on the ranch. He said he was a
good horseback rider, and there was pieces of tanbark hanging on his clothes yet from
his riding school.

"Well, for a while they put him to keeping books in the ranch store, for he was a
devil at figures. But he got tired of that, and asked for something more in the line of
activity. The boys on the ranch liked him all right, but he made us tired shouting New
York all the time. Every night he'd tell us about East River and J. P. Morgan and the
Eden Musee and Hetty Green and Central Park till we used to throw tin plates and
branding irons at him.

"One day this chap gets on a pitching pony, and the pony kind of sidled up his back
and went to eating grass while the New Yorker was coming down.

"He come down on his head on a chunk of mesquit wood, and he didn't show any
designs toward getting up again. We laid him out in a tent, and he begun to look pretty
dead. So Gideon Pease saddles up and burns the wind for old Doc Sleeper's residence
in Dogtown, thirty miles away.

"The doctor comes over and he investigates the patient.



4

"'Boys,' says he, 'you might as well go to playing seven-up for his saddle and clothes,
for his head's fractured and if he lives ten minutes it will be a remarkable case of
longevity.'

"Of course we didn't gamble for the poor rooster's saddle -- that was one of Doc's
jokes. But we stood around feeling solemn, and all of us forgive him for having talked
us to death about New York.

"I never saw anybody about to hand in his checks act more peaceful than this fellow.
His eyes were fixed 'way up in the air, and he was using rambling words to himself all
about sweet music and beautiful streets and white-robed forms, and he was smiling like
dying was a pleasure.

""He's about gone now,' said Doc. 'Whenever they begin to think they see heaven it's
all off.'

"Blamed if that New York man didn't sit right up when he heard the Doc say that.

Say,' says he, kind of disappointed, ‘was that heaven? Confound it all, | thought it
was Broadway. Some of you fellows get my clothes. I'm going to get up.'

"And I'll be blamed," concluded Bud, "if he wasn't on the train with a ticket for New
York in his pocket four days afterward!"



3aganue 2.

William Batler Yeats «The Lake Isle of Innisfree»

I will arise and go now, and go to Innisfree,

And a small cabin build there, of clay and wattles made;
Nine bean-rows will | have there, a hive for the honey-bee,
And live alone in the bee-loud glade.

And | shall have some peace there, for peace comes dropping slow,
Dropping from the veils of the morning to where the cricket sings;
There midnight’s all a glimmer, and noon a purple glow,

And evening full of the linnet’s wings.

I will arise and go now, for always night and day

I hear lake water lapping with low sounds by the shore;
While | stand on the roadway, or on the pavements grey,
I hear it in the deep heart’s core.



3aganue 3.

Auszug aus dem Miirchen von Wilhelm Hauff «Das kalte Herz»

Erschopft und zitternd setzte Peter seinen Weg fort; der Pfad wurde steiler, die
Gegend wilder, und bald befand er sich an der ungeheuren Tanne. Er machte wieder
seine Verbeugungen gegen das unsichtbare Glasménnlein und hub dann an:

»Schatzhauser im griinen Tannenwald,
Bist schon viel hundert Jahre alt,

Dein ist all Land, wo Tannen stehn,
Lisst dich nur Sonntagskindern sehn.«

»Hast's zwar nicht ganz getroffen; aber weil du es bist, Kohlenmunkpeter, so soll es
hingehen«, sprach eine zarte, feine Stimme neben ihm. Erstaunt sah er sich um, und
unter einer schonen Tanne sal} ein kleines, altes Méannlein in schwarzem Wams und
roten Strimpfen, den grolen Hut auf dem Kopf. Es hatte ein feines, freundliches
Gesicht und ein Birtchen, so zart wie aus Spinnweben; es rauchte, was sonderbar
anzusehen war, aus einer Pfeife von blauem Glas, und als Peter nédher trat, sah er zu
seinem Erstaunen, dass auch Kleider, Schuhe und Hut des Kleinen aus gefarbtem Glas
bestanden; aber es war geschmeidig, als ob es noch heill wire; denn es schmiegte sich
wie Tuch nach jeder Bewegung des Ménnleins.

»Du bist dem Flegel begegnet, dem Holldndermichel?«, fragte der Kleine, indem er
zwischen den Worten sonderbar hiistelte. »Er hat dich recht dngstigen wollen, aber
seinen Kunstpriigel habe ich ihm abgejagt, den soll er nimmer wiederkriegen.«

»Ja, Herr Schatzhauser«, erwiderte Peter mit einer tiefen Verbeugung, »es war mir
recht bange. Aber Ihr seid wohl der Herr Auerhahn gewesen, der die Schlange
totgebissen; da bedanke ich mich schonstens. — Ich komme, um mir bei Euch Rat zu
holen. Es geht mir gar schlecht; ein Kohlenbrenner bringt es nicht weit, und da ich noch
jung bin, dichte ich doch, es konnte noch was Besseres aus mir werden; und wenn ich
oft andere sehe, wie weit die es in kurzer Zeit gebracht haben: Wenn ich nur den
Ezechiel nehme und den Tanzbodenkonig — die haben Geld wie Heu.«

»Peter«, sagte der Kleine sehr ernst und blies den Rauch aus seiner Pfeife weit
hinweg, »Peter, sag mir nichts von denen! Was haben sie davon, wenn sie hier ein paar
Jahre dem Schein nach gliicklich und dann nachher desto ungliicklicher sind? Du musst
dein Handwerk nicht verachten; dein Vater und Grofvater waren Ehrenméanner und
haben es auch getrieben, Peter Munk! Ich will nicht hoffen, dass es Liebe zum
Miifliggang ist, was dich zu mir fiihrt.«

Peter erschrak vor dem Ernst des Minnleins und errdtete. »Nein«, sagte er,
»Miifliggang, weil} ich wohl, Herr Schatzhauser im Tannenwald, MiiBiggang ist aller
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Laster Anfang, aber das konnt Ihr mir nicht {ibel nehmen, wenn mir ein anderer Stand
besser gefillt als der meinige. Ein Kohlenbrenner ist halt etwas gar so Geringes auf der
Welt, und die Glasleute und Flo8er und Uhrmacher und alle sind angesehener.«

»Hochmut kommt oft vor dem Fall«, erwiderte der kleine Herr vom Tannenwald
etwas freundlicher. »Ihr seid ein sonderbar Geschlecht, ihr Menschen! Selten ist einer
mit dem Stand ganz zufrieden, in dem er geboren und erzogen ist, und was gilt's, wenn
du ein Glasmann wérest, mochtest du gern ein Holzherr sein, und wirest du Holzherr,
so stlinde dir des Forsters Dienst oder des Amtmanns Wohnung an! Aber es sei; wenn
du versprichst, brav zu arbeiten, so will ich dir zu etwas Besserem verhelfen, Peter. Ich
pflege jedem Sonntagskind, das sich zu mir zu finden weil3, drei Wiinsche zu gewéahren.
Die ersten zwei sind frei; den dritten kann ich verweigern, wenn er toricht ist. So
wiinsche dir also jetzt etwas; aber, Peter, etwas Gutes und Niitzliches!«

»HeiBa! Thr seid ein treffliches Glasminnlein, und mit Recht nennt man Euch
Schatzhauser, denn bei Euch sind die Schitze zu Hause. Nu- und also darf ich
wiinschen, wonach mein Herz begehrt, so will ich denn fiirs erste, dass ich noch besser
tanzen konne als der Tanzbodenkonig; und immer so viel Geld in der Tasche habe wie
der dicke Ezechiel.«

»Du Tor!«, erwiderte der Kleine ziirnend. »Welch ein erbarmlicher Wunsch ist dies,
gut tanzen zu konnen und Geld zum Spiel zu haben! Schiamst du dich nicht, dummer
Peter, dich selbst so um dein Gliick zu betriigen? Was niitzt es dir und deiner armen
Mutter, wenn du tanzen kannst? Was niitzt dir dein Geld, das nach deinem Wunsch nur
fiir das Wirtshaus ist und wie das des elenden Tanzbodenkonigs dort bleibt? Dann hast
du wieder die ganze Woche nichts und darbst wie zuvor. Noch einen Wunsch gebe ich
dir frei; aber sieh dich vor, dass du verniinftiger wiinschest!«

Peter kratzte sich hinter den Ohren und sprach nach einigem Zdgern: »Nun, so
wiinsche ich mir die schonste und reichste Glashiitte im ganzen Schwarzwald mit allem
Zubehor und Geld, um sie zu leiten.«

»Sonst nichts?« fragte der Kleine mit besorglicher Miene. »Peter, sonst nichts?«
»Nun Thr konnet noch ein Pferd dazutun und ein Wagelchen...«

»Oh, du dummer Kohlenmunkpeter!«, rief der Kleine und warf seine glaserne Pfeife
Im Unmut an eine dicke Tanne, dass sie in hundert Stiicke sprang. »Pferde?
Wigelchen? Verstand, sag' ich dir, Verstand, gesunden Menschenverstand und
Einsicht hittest du wiinschen sollen, aber nicht Pferdchen und Wéagelchen. Nun, werde
nur nicht so traurig, wir wollen sehen, dass es auch so nicht zu deinem Schaden ist;
denn der zweite Wunsch war im ganzen nicht toricht. Eine gute Glashiitte ndhrt auch
thren Mann und Meister; nur héttest du Einsicht und Verstand dazu mitnehmen konnen,
Wagen und Pferde wiren dann wohl von selbst gekommen.«



3aganue 4.

Theodor Storm «Meeresstrand»

Ans Haff nun fliegt die Mowe,
Und Ddmmerung bricht herein;
Uber die feuchten Watten
Spiegelt der Abendschein.

Graues Gefliigel huschet
Neben dem Wasser her;

Wie Traume liegen die Inseln
Im Nebel auf dem Meer.

Ich hore des gidrenden Schlammes
Geheimnisvollen Ton,

Einsames VVogelrufen —

So war es immer schon.

Noch einmal schauert leise

Und schweiget dann der Wind,;
Vernehmlich werden die Stimmen,
Die tiber der Tiefe sind.



