








    

    




    [image: The cover of the recommended book]


The Complete Essays of John Galsworthy



Galsworthy, John

4057664621849

142

Buy now and read (Advertising)
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In "A Sheaf," John Galsworthy crafts a compelling collection of stories that reflect the complex tapestry of human emotions and societal norms at the turn of the 20th century. The literary style is marked by Galsworthy'Äôs trademark eloquence and keen psychological insight, illuminating characters caught in the throes of love, conflict, and existential doubt. Drawing from the influences of the time, including the emerging modernist movement, this work juxtaposes the struggles of individual desires against the rigid scaffolding of Edwardian society, resulting in a profound exploration of moral dilemmas and personal vicissitudes. John Galsworthy, a pivotal figure in English literature and the recipient of the Nobel Prize in Literature, was shaped by personal experiences of class division, social inequities, and the impact of war. His deep-seated concern for social justice and the human condition resonates throughout his oeuvre, including "A Sheaf." Galsworthy'Äôs own background'Äîa blend of privilege and aspiration'Äîimbued him with a perspective that is beautifully articulated in this collection, reflecting his dedication to shedding light on the complexities of daily life. Readers seeking an insightful and poignant exploration of the human experience will find "A Sheaf" an essential addition to their literary repertoire. Galsworthy'Äôs deft storytelling and profound observations invite readers to ponder the intricacies of personal relationships and societal constraints, making this collection not only a reflection of its time but also a timeless commentary on the human spirit.
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In "A Knight," John Galsworthy presents a poignant exploration of moral ambiguity and human aspiration against the backdrop of early 20th-century society. This novella is notable for its rich, descriptive prose and its deep psychological insight into the characters' minds, a hallmark of Galsworthy's literary style. Utilizing his characteristic blend of realism and idealism, Galsworthy examines the contradictions of the human condition, particularly the tension between societal expectations and personal desires. The narrative elegantly unfolds through the lens of its protagonist, who navigates the complexities of honor, sacrifice, and the quest for meaning in a rapidly changing world. John Galsworthy, a prominent figure in the Edwardian literary scene, was influenced by his own experiences in both the legal and literary arenas. His keen observations of social class and justice, derived from his upbringing and education, shaped his poetic yet critical perspective in "A Knight." Galsworthy's commitment to social reform and his engagement with the intricacies of the human experience uniquely inform this work, underscoring his advocacy for moral integrity and personal fulfillment. Recommended for readers who appreciate thoughtful literature that delves into ethical dilemmas and the human psyche, "A Knight" invites reflection on contemporary societal issues while offering timeless insights into the human spirit. Galsworthy'Äôs deft storytelling ensures that this novella resonates with those seeking both aesthetic pleasure and profound meaning.
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In "Another Sheaf," John Galsworthy presents a rich tapestry of lyrical poetry that delves into human emotions and the complexities of life. The collection, composed during the early 20th century, reflects Galsworthy's trademark style of clarity and depth, resonating with themes of love, loss, and the passage of time. Through vivid imagery and poignant language, the poems explore the inner landscapes of the human experience, mirroring the social changes of the era and Galsworthy's keen observations on society's evolving values. John Galsworthy, a Nobel Prize-winning author, is best known for his plays and novels that critique societal norms and advocate for social reforms. His literary journey was significantly influenced by his experiences in a rapidly changing England, where personal and societal tensions were at an all-time high. "Another Sheaf" can be seen as an introspection, drawing from his own reflections on love and mortality, while also serving as a commentary on the universal human condition that transcends his time. This collection is highly recommended for readers interested in early 20th-century poetry and those who appreciate a deep, introspective examination of human life. Galsworthy's eloquent verses invite readers to engage with their own emotions, making "Another Sheaf" a timeless addition to the literary canon.
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CHAPTER I.


Table of Contents



This brief preamble brings the reader to the
day and hour when the first movements in this
moving human drama began.

Morris Goldberg had left his humble store in
charge of Dora and a little semi-idiotic boy,
whom he had rescued from the streets. The little
fellow was thin and white, and dressed in a
medley of garments purchased for him from a
second-hand store nearby. The child was trying
to sew a shoe while seated upon the vacant
bench. Dora sat beside him, trying to guide
the clumsy fingers, with infinite patience.

“Now, this way, Loney; both ends at the same
time. One this way and one that way. Oh, you
will succeed if you keep on. You’ll be as good
a shoemaker as father some day.”

“I’m trying, Dora. I try so hard, but my
hands won’t mind me. I’m just no good at all.”

This the child said with such an expression
of utter discouragement that Dora put her
plump arm around the little figure, saying:

“Oh, yes you are, Loney. You do lots of
things, and you are splendid for errands.”

“Anybody can run errands; but I want to be
something else than an errand-boy. I want to
know how to do other things—how to be something
in the world, but my head won’t let me.
It gets all ‘hurty’ when I try to think what I
want to do.”

“Poor little Loney! Tell me how you got hurt,
Loney? You have never told me that. Can’t you
tell me now? Maybe the doctor could cure it if
we knew how it happened. Try to remember.”

The poor, thin little hand went to his head
uncertainly, while Loney knitted his brows trying
to remember. Then he said; dreamily:

“Sometimes I can think it out right, and
sometimes I can’t. I remember I had a mother
once—pretty, like you—but different. She had
light hair and such nice blue eyes. She was
awful pretty. And I had a father, too; and he
was big and handsome. We used to ride in a
carriage. Sometimes I can remember the big
Park, and all the people walking around and in
carriages, and then I forget. Then I remember
that my father quarreled a lot with my
mother and she cried lots, and one day he was
going to hit her, and I ran between them and
he struck me instead. Then something fell out
of my head that they remember with. I guess
it was when the blood ran so. Don’t you think
so?”

“Poor boy! Poor little Loney!” said Dora,
while great tears ran down her rosy cheeks and
fell on the bright curls of the little waif. He
continued, after a short silence:

“The next I remember, I was in a place where
there were lots of children. I was there a long
time. Then I wanted my mother so bad that I
ran away. They searched for me and nearly
found me, but I hid in a box, and one of the
men said, ‘Let him go. He hasn’t any sense,
anyway.’”

The little fellow broke down and sobbed pitifully,
while Dora said:

“Don’t cry, Loney. Don’t cry. We will take
good care of you.”

“And then I sold papers and half-starved.
The other boys kicked me around a lot and
made fun of me ’cause I couldn’t remember.
And they named me Loney, and then I came
here; and your father lets me run errands—and—that’s
all.”

“Don’t you worry, Loney. You know what
my father says, that when business picks up a
little he will take you to the good doctor and
see if you can’t be cured, so you will remember.”

“That’s hard for me to think out, Dora.”

“Why hard? What do you mean?”

“I am nothing to your father. He is poor,
and it seems so funny, for he is—is——”

“A Jew. Say it, Loney. Don’t be afraid. A
Jew can be a good man, an honest one, a good
father, and a good citizen. He loves me, his
daughter, and he has a heart—a big one—for
all in need. He has pity for them. You are
mistaken if you think differently. I have seen
him divide his last crust with the hungry—yes,
and give them the largest share. Oh, Loney,
my father is good.”

“You are right. He has divided with me;
and, Dora, some day God will bless him for it.”

At that moment there were steps heard on the
rickety cellar-steps, and in another moment a
young man—scarcely more than a boy—came
to the door. He was a typical “Bowery tough,”
made so by his life in this part of the city, with
its most unsavory reputation. He wore a faded
corduroy cap, set at an aggressive angle on his
frowsy head, and for the rest of his costume
he wore a blue flannel shirt, open at the throat,
and corduroy pantaloons. His shoes looked as
though in urgent need of the services of the
shoemaker. His face was dirty, and one of his
eyes was blackened and swollen. And, over it all,
there showed something so depraved and sinister,
such a drawn look of pallor and decay, in
spite of his youth, a stranger would not have
known how to classify this strange output of
city life, but the initiated would have summed
it all up in one word—dope. This means the
unutterable depravity of opium-smoking. In
fact, he was generally known in his haunts as
Dopey.

As he stood on the floor of the shop, Dopey
said, in a hoarse voice:

“Hello, Sis. Where’s de main squeeze?”

“Where is what?”

“Why, his gazootses; de motza crusher—de
man wit’ de birt’mark o’ t’ree balls on his skull-front—de
boss, if I must say it.”

“Do you mean my father?”

“I guess so. Where is ’e?”

“He went out to deliver a pair of shoes he
has finished and to bring back some to be
mended.”

“Why, soy, go find ’im. I got a job fer ’im.
Dey’s a couple of swell guys up de street dat
needs his ’sisterence. De he guy say dat he’ll
stake me ter a dollar. De moll kicked de heel off
her Louie Fourteent’ an’ wants it nailed on.
Dat dollar means de hop-joint if I get it, an’ to
de bat-house if I don’t. Why, soy, dere’s nuttin’
to it.”

“I’ll go and find him,” said Loney, in his
childish voice. He somewhat understood this
Bowery slang better than Dora.

“Dat’s de trick. Be sure ye does, for if I
misses dis I kin see de brassy cop on dis beat
pullin’ de hook fer de ambylants, an’ me t’rowin’
a fit in de suds-tub at de croak-joint—de
horspittle. Hully gee! mosey, kid. Shake yer
skates.”

These last words were accompanied by so
suggestive a movement that Loney sprang
lightly up the steps and disappeared in search
of Mr. Goldberg. As the child disappeared, he
shouted:

“Hop! Go! Git!” Then, turning to Dora, he
said: “Dat’s de racket. Your old man’ll git
more coin for dis job dan he ever seen afore.”

“I’ll be glad,” replied Dora, half-afraid of
this strange-looking creature, “for business
has been very poor lately.”

There was a darkening of the cellar-door,
and Dora raised her eyes to see a tall, dark,
handsome and well-dressed man assisting a lady
down the steps. She was a handsome and very
stylishly dressed woman—large and with a
most unwomanly expression on her features.
In short, it was but too evident that she had
been drinking and could scarcely maintain her
equilibrium.

“Be careful, Muriel, or you’ll fall,” said the
man, whose name was John Pierson. “Why
the deuce can’t you wear sensible shoes, anyway?
You’ll break your neck with those high
heels yet!”

As they reached the middle of the room, Muriel
laughed idiotically and mumbled something
about him and accused him of trying to appear
so “su-su-perior, just because I kicked my heel
off.”

“So this is the place, eh?” asked Pierson of
Dopey, looking about him curiously at the same
time. Dopey took on an air of great importance
and replied, huskily:

“Dis is de j’int. It’s on de bum, all right, all
right, but it’s de nearest shoemaker dere is,
but——”

“Oh, that’s all right. Any old port in a storm,
you know,” stammered Muriel, and, as she saw
Dora, she said: “Who you, m’ dear?”

“Dora Goldberg, lady.”

“And who is the other girl? Your sister?”

“There is no one else here but me,” replied
Dora, surprised at the question.

“That’s funny. I must be seeing double. Last
bottle gone to my head. Time to quit. All your
fault, John Pierson—all your fault, not mine,”
muttered the woman, with a maudlin laugh,
staggering at the same time so that Dora
thought she was falling. She hastened to bring
a chair, where the woman tried to seat herself
with extreme gravity, while Dora said:
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