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It happened one day, about noon, going towards my boat, | was exceedingly surprised with
the print of a man's naked foot on the shore, which was very plain to be seen on the sand. |
stood like one thunderstruck, or as if | had seen an apparition. | listened, | looked round me,
but | could hear nothing, nor see anything; | went up to a rising ground to look farther; |
went up the shore and down the shore, but it was all one; | could see no other impression
but that one. | went to it again to see if there were any more, and to observe if it might not
be my fancy; but there was no room for that, for there was exactly the print of a foot - toes,
heel, and every part of a foot. How it came thither | knew not, nor could | in the least
imagine; but after innumerable fluttering thoughts, like a man perfectly confused and out of
myself, | came home to my fortification, not feeling, as we say, the ground | went on, but
terrified to the last degree, looking behind me at every two or three steps, mistaking every

bush and tree, and fancying every stump at a distance to be a man.



The Remains of the Day

Kazuo Ishiguro

| he Eemains
of the Day




The Life and Adventures of Nicholas Nickleby
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There once lived, in a sequestered part of the county of Devonshire, one Mr Godfrey Nickleb
y: a worthy gentleman, who, taking it into his head rather late in life that he must get marrie
d, and not being young enough or rich enough to aspire to the hand of a lady of fortune, had
wedded an old flame out of mere attachment, who in her turn had taken him for the same r
eason. Thus two people who cannot afford to play cards for money, sometimes sit down to

a quiet game for love.

Some ill-conditioned persons who sneer at the life-matrimonial, may perhaps suggest, in thi
s place, that the good couple would be better likened to two principals in a sparring match,

who, when fortune is low and backers scarce, will chivalrously set to, for the mere pleasure

of the buffeting; and in one respect indeed this comparison would hold good; for, as the adv
enturous pair of the Fives' Court will afterwards send round a hat, and trust to the bounty of
the lookers-on for the means of regaling themselves, so Mr Godfrey Nickleby and HIS partne
r, the honeymoon being over, looked out wistfully into the world, relying in no inconsiderabl
e degree upon chance for the improvement of their means. Mr Nickleby's income, at the pe

riod of his marriage, fluctuated between sixty and eighty pounds PER ANNUM.
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The History of Tom Jones, A Foundling

The introduction to the work, or bill of fare to the feast.

An author ought to consider himself, not as a gentleman who gives a private or
eleemosynary treat, but rather as one who keeps a public ordinary, at which all persons are
welcome for their money. In the former case, it is well known that the entertainer provides
what fare he pleases; and though this should be very indifferent, and utterly disagreeable to
the taste of his company, they must not find any fault; nay, on the contrary, good breeding
forces them outwardly to approve and to commend whatever is set before them. Now the
contrary of this happens to the master of an ordinary. Men who pay for what they eat will
insist on gratifying their palates, however nice and whimsical these may prove; and if
everything is not agreeable to their taste, will challenge a right to censure, to abuse, and to

d--n their dinner without control.
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To Mrs GWYLLIM, house-keeper at Brambleton-hall.

MRS GWILLIM,

When this cums to hand, be sure to pack up in the trunk male that stands in my
closet; to be sent me in the Bristol waggon without loss of time, the following
articles, viz. my rose collard neglejay with green robins, my yellow damask, and my
black velvets with the short hoop; my bloo quilted petticot, my green mantel, my
laced apron, my French commode, Macklin head and lappets and the litel box with
my jowls. Williams may bring over my bum-daffee, and the viol with the easings of
Dr Hill's dockwater and Chowder's lacksitif. The poor creature has been terribly
stuprated ever since we left huom. Pray take particular care of the house while the
family is absent. Let there be a fire constantly kept in my brother's chamber and
mine. ...

Yours,

TABITHA BRAMBLE

GLOSTAR, April 2.



Sense and Sensibility

Jane Austen
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The family of Dashwood had been long settled in Sussex. Their estate was large, and their
residence was at Norland Park, in the centre of their property, where for many generations,
they had lived in so respectable a manner as to engage the general good opinion of their
surrounding acquaintance. The late owner of this estate was a single man, who lived to a
very advanced age, and who for many years of his life had a constant companion and
housekeeper in his sister. But her death, which happened ten years before his own,
produced a great alteration in his home; for to supply her loss, he invited and received into
his house the family of his nephew, Mr. Henry Dashwood, the legal inheritor of the Norland
estate, and the person to whom he intended to bequeath it. In the society of his nephew
and niece, and their children, the old gentleman's days were comfortably spent. His
attachment to them all increased. The constant attention of Mr. and Mrs. Henry Dashwood
to his wishes, which proceeded not merely from interest, but from goodness of heart, gave
him every degree of solid comfort which his age could receive; and the cheerfulness of the

children added a relish to his existence.



The Portrait of a Lady

Henry James
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portrait of a lady

Under certain circumstances there are few hours in life more agreeable than the hour
dedicated to the ceremony known as afternoon tea. There are circumstances in which,
whether you partake of the tea or not—some people of course never do—the situation is in
itself delightful. Those that | have in mind in beginning to unfold this simple history offered
an admirable setting to an innocent pastime. The implements of the little feast had been
disposed upon the lawn of an old English country-house, in what | should call the perfect
middle of a splendid summer afternoon. Part of the afternoon had waned, but much of it
was left, and what was left was of the finest and rarest quality. Real dusk would not arrive
for many hours; but the flood of summer light had begun to ebb, the air had grown mellow,
the shadows were long upon the smooth, dense turf. They lengthened slowly, however, and
the scene expressed that sense of leisure still to come which is perhaps the chief source of
one’s enjoyment of such a scene at such an hour. From five o’clock to eight is on certain
occasions a little eternity; but on such an occasion as this the interval could be only an

eternity of pleasure.
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To the Lighthouse
Virginia Woolf
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"Yes, of course, if it's fine tomorrow," said Mrs. Ramsay. "But you'll have to be up with the lark,"
she added.

To her son these words conveyed an extraordinary joy, as if it were settled, the expedition were
bound to take place, and the wonder to which he had looked forward, for years and years it
seemed, was, after a night's darkness and a day's sail, within touch. Since he belonged, even at
the age of six, to that great clan which cannot keep this feeling separate from that, but must let
future prospects, with their joys and sorrows, cloud what is actually at hand, since to such people
even in earliest childhood any turn in the wheel of sensation has the power to crystallise and
transfix the moment upon which its gloom or radiance rests, James Ramsay, sitting on the floor
cutting out pictures from the illustrated catalogue of the Army and Navy stores, endowed the
picture of a refrigerator, as his mother spoke, with heavenly bliss. It was fringed with joy. The
wheelbarrow, the lawnmower, the sound of poplar trees, leaves whitening before rain, rooks
cawing, brooms knocking, dresses rustling--all these were so coloured and distinguished in his
mind that he had already his private code, his secret language, though he appeared the image of
stark and uncompromising severity, with his high forehead and his fierce blue eyes, impeccably

candid and pure, frowning slightly at the sight of human frailty



Ulysses

James Joyce

Stately, plump Buck Mulligan came from the stairhead, bearing a bowl of lather on
which a mirror and a razor lay crossed. A yellow dressinggown, ungirdled, was sustained

gently behind him on the mild morning air. He held the bow! aloft and intoned:
—Introibo ad altare Dei.
Halted, he peered down the dark winding stairs and called out coarsely:
—Come up, Kinch! Come up, you fearful jesuit!

Solemnly he came forward and mounted the round gunrest. He faced about and blessed
gravely thrice the tower, the surrounding land and the awaking mountains. Then, catching
sight of Stephen Dedalus, he bent towards him and made rapid crosses in the air, gurgling in
his throat and shaking his head. Stephen Dedalus, displeased and sleepy, leaned his arms on
the top of the staircase and looked coldly at the shaking gurgling face that blessed him,

equine in its length, and at the light untonsured hair, grained and hued like pale oak.



East of Eden

John Steinbeck
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And this | would fight for: .

the freedom of the mind.to..

take any direction it wishes,

-undirected. And this [ must
“fight against: any idea;, religion,

or government which limits

or destroys the individual.

*-*JOHN STEINBECK * %

*
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THE STORY BEGUN BY WALTER HARTRIGHT (of Clement's Inn, Teacher of Drawing)

This is the story of what a Woman's patience can endure, and what a Man's resolution can
achieve.

If the machinery of the Law could be depended on to fathom every case of suspicion, and to
conduct every process of inquiry, with moderate assistance only from the lubricating
influences of oil of gold, the events which fill these pages might have claimed their share of
the public attention in a Court of Justice.

But the Law is still, in certain inevitable cases, the pre-engaged servant of the long purse;
and the story is left to be told, for the first time, in this place. As the Judge might once have
heard it, so the Reader shall hear it now. No circumstance of importance, from the
beginning to the end of the disclosure, shall be related on hearsay evidence. When the
writer of these introductory lines (Walter Hartright by name) happens to be more closely
connected than others with the incidents to be recorded, he will describe them in his own
person. ...

Let Walter Hartright, teacher of drawing, aged twenty-eight years, be heard first



Murder on the Orient Express

Agatha Christie

ﬂGﬂTHﬂ

1. AN IMPORTANT PASSENGER ON THE TAURUS EXPRESS

It was five o'clock on a winter's morning in Syria. Alongside the platform at Aleppo stood the
train grandly designated in railway guides as the Taurus Express. It consisted of a kitchen
and dining-car, a sleeping-car and two local coaches. By the step leading up into the
sleeping-car stood a young French lieutenant, resplendent in uniform conversing, with a
small man muffled up to the ears of whom nothing was visible but a pink-tipped nose and
the two points of an upward-curled moustache. It was freezingly cold, and this job of seeing
off a distinguished stranger was not one to be envied, but Lieutenant Dubosc performed his
part manfully. Graceful phrases fell from his lips in polished French. Not that he knew what
it was all about. There had been rumours, of course, as there always were in such cases. The
General's—his General's—temper had grown worse and worse. And then there had come
this Belgian stranger—all the way from England, it seemed. There had been a week—a week

of curious tensity.



The Life and Opinions of Tristram Shandy

Laurence Sterne
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CHAPTER |

| wisH either my father or my mother, or indeed both of them, as they were in duty both
equally bound to it, had minded what they were about when they begot me; had they duly
consider’d how much depended upon what they were then doing;—that not only the
production of a rational Being was concerned in it, but that possibly the happy formation
and temperature of his body, perhaps his genius and the very cast of his mind;—and, for
aught they knew to the contrary, even the fortunes of his whole house might take their turn
from the humours and dispositions which were then uppermost;——Had they duly weighed
and considered all this, and proceeded accordingly,——I am verily persuaded | should have
made a quite different figure in the world from that in which the reader is likely to see
me.—Believe me, good folks, this is not so inconsiderable a thing as many of you may think
it;—you have all, | dare say, heard of the animal spirits, as how they are transfused from

father to son, &c., &c.—and a great deal to that purpose:—
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