
 
 
 
 
 



    

    




    [image: The cover of the recommended book]


The Pomp of Yesterday



Hocking, Joseph

4064066161668

278

Buy now and read (Advertising)

In "The Pomp of Yesterday," Joseph Hocking deftly weaves a narrative that explores the tensions between tradition and modernity in early 20th-century society. The novel intricately depicts the lives of its characters against the backdrop of a rapidly changing world, employing a rich, evocative prose style that is hallmark of Hocking'Äôs work. Through a blend of realism and romanticism, Hocking examines themes of nostalgia, societal roles, and the fleeting nature of glory, drawing readers into a vivid exploration of a bygone era. Joseph Hocking (1860-1935) was a notable British author and a fervent social commentator, often using his literary voice to advocate for the working class. His deep engagement with the struggles of ordinary people, combined with his interest in ethical and moral quandaries, profoundly influenced the narrative of "The Pomp of Yesterday." Drawing upon his own experiences as a minister and his observations of a changing world, Hocking'Äôs work reflects his desire to illuminate the human experience amidst societal upheaval. This compelling novel is a must-read for those who appreciate historical fiction rich in emotional depth and social critique. Hocking's exploration of the past resonates with contemporary discussions about heritage and identity, making it a relevant and thought-provoking read for anyone interested in the interplay between history and modernity.
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In 'The White Dove,' William John Locke masterfully weaves a narrative that explores the complexities of love, sacrifice, and the human condition against the backdrop of early 20th-century society. The novel'Äôs literary style is characterized by its vivid characterizations and rich imagery, reflecting Locke's keen ability to blend emotive language with incisive social commentary. Through the journey of its protagonist, the book navigates themes of idealism versus reality, ultimately confronting the moral dilemmas faced in a changing world. Locke's sophisticated prose invites readers into a realm where personal aspirations collide with societal expectations, creating a poignant exploration of human resilience. William John Locke, an author known for his works rich in human psychology and moral inquiry, often drew from his own life experiences'Äîhaving spent time in various cultures and social settings'Äîthat deeply influenced his writing. His keen observation of human behavior, honed through both personal trials and keen intellect, infuses 'The White Dove' with authenticity and depth. Locke's ability to portray the intimate struggles of individuals against the broader canvas of society is a hallmark of his literary oeuvre. I highly recommend 'The White Dove' to those who appreciate literature that delves into the intricacies of the human soul. Locke's thoughtful exploration of love and ethical dilemmas offers readers an enriching experience, prompting reflection on their own values and connections. This novel stands as a testament to the power of storytelling in examining life's profound truths.
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In "Hearts and Masks," Harold MacGrath presents a richly woven narrative that explores themes of love, identity, and deception set against a backdrop of early 20th-century society. The novel is characterized by its vivid characterizations and intricate plot twists, employing a blend of romance and psychological depth that invites readers to consider the dualities of human nature. MacGrath'Äôs prose flows with both elegance and tension, reflecting the societal constraints that dictate personal relationships while simultaneously probing the complexities of emotional truth and false facades. Harold MacGrath, an influential American novelist and screenwriter, was well-versed in the art of storytelling, drawing upon his experiences in both literature and the burgeoning film industry. MacGrath'Äôs keen observations of human behavior and societal norms informed this work, emphasizing the conflicts between societal expectations and individual desires. His multifaceted approach to character development is a hallmark of his storytelling, providing readers with insight into the motivations that drive his characters. This work is highly recommended for readers who appreciate a nuanced examination of love and identity within the constraints of societal roles. MacGrath'Äôs ability to intertwine romance with profound psychological insights makes "Hearts and Masks" a compelling read, offering both entertainment and a deeper understanding of the human condition.

Buy now and read (Advertising)




[image: The cover of the recommended book]


The Purple Heights



Oemler, Marie Conway

4064066196509

287

Buy now and read (Advertising)

In "The Purple Heights," Marie Conway Oemler weaves a rich tapestry of early 20th-century life that blends elements of romance, social commentary, and psychological depth. The narrative unfolds against the backdrop of an idyllic yet challenging landscape, marked by the struggles of personal identity and societal expectations. Oemler's lyrical prose and keen observation bring to life her characters'Äô intricate emotional landscapes, exploring themes of love, ambition, and self-discovery with a nuanced understanding of human nature, which resonates deeply with the reader. The novel reflects the emerging trends of modernism by grappling with the intricate dynamics of its time, presenting a vivid and compelling portrait of its setting. Marie Conway Oemler, an influential figure of American literature, was known for her insightful explorations of women's roles in a rapidly changing society. Born in 1876, her experiences as a writer and a woman navigating the complexities of her era undoubtedly shaped her perspective and enriched her storytelling. Oemler's background in literature and her engagement with social issues helped her create compelling narratives that examined the intersections of personal desire and social responsibility, as clearly manifested in "The Purple Heights." This novel is not just a tale of personal growth but also a profound commentary on the societal structures of its time. Readers seeking a thoughtful exploration of character and context will find Oemler's work both enlightening and engaging, making "The Purple Heights" a significant addition to the canon of early 20th-century literature.
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In William John Locke's "The Tale of Triona," readers are drawn into a richly woven narrative that embodies the charm and complexity of early 20th-century literature. The novel explores themes of love, identity, and the clash between tradition and modernity, set against the picturesque backdrop of an idyllic countryside. Locke'Äôs lyrical prose is characterized by vivid imagery and a keen psychological insight into his characters, allowing them to resonate deeply with readers. The story unfolds through a blend of humor and poignant moments, placing it firmly within the tradition of British romantic fiction while also reflecting the socio-cultural shifts of its time. Locke, a celebrated English novelist, possessed a profound understanding of human emotions and societal norms, which greatly influenced his writing. He hailed from a diverse cultural background, living in various parts of the world, and often drew inspiration from his observations of different societies. This varied life experience is mirrored in "The Tale of Triona," where the nuanced portrayals of characters reveal Locke'Äôs belief in the richness of individual experiences and human connections. For readers seeking a captivating exploration of emotional depth and societal critique, "The Tale of Triona" is a remarkable addition to the literary canon. Locke's masterful storytelling invites readers into a world where love transcends boundaries and the human spirit triumphs, making it a must-read for enthusiasts of classic literature.
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This book is a partial explanation of the phenomenon of China which seems so strange when curtly dealt with in the daily press.

It has quality of being true and should therefore be known.

Peking, July, 1919
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Wang the Ninth was born a few years before the end of the nineteenth century in a village called prosaically in the vernacular Ten Li Hamlet because it lay ten li or Chinese miles from the great imperial highway. He was the eighth child; that was why, according to immemorial custom, he was called the Ninth, since the numeral eight added to his patronymic signified that opprobrious epithet term "tortoise," a nickname which no Chinese could survive. When he was little more than three and scarcely weaned (for the children of this land are suckled until they can run) he was unceremoniously put on a creaking wheelbarrow and trundled off into the unknown.

This inconsequential hegira was the beginning of his great adventures,—and was the natural aftermath of a curiously swift tragedy in an environment saturated with inaction.

Famine had suddenly descended on Ten Li Hamlet, and his brothers and sisters, having been leased or sold one after another to neighbours (you can use whichever expression you like), he and his father had become the last survivors in a disrupted family. For his mother, too, had tired of privation. She had sat ominously quiet for one whole week and had then slipped away with a travelling blacksmith, who had been working for a season not fifty feet from the family home of mud-bricks and who disappeared as he had come—like a wraith in the night.

It was this which had been the last straw for the father—not the hunger. For, he, too, was a blacksmith by trade. Added to the shame in his bosom for the beggarly condition to which he had been reduced, there had come a volcanic outburst of hurt professional pride. He was totally unable to reconcile himself to the idea that he had been abandoned in favour of another such as he—and for no better reason that there was want in the land. For there was always want; never could he remember a time when the people were not a-hungering, marching through the country in ragged bands, and spreading dismay wherever they camped.

So one dawn he had sullenly dragged out two baskets, put his last child into one, thrown on top of him some spare clothing, placed his few pots and pans and the implements of his trade (including the unwieldy bellows) in the other, and had marched down the rutted village road shouting curses on every one and declaring that he was shaking the dust of the poverty-stricken place for ever off his feet.

Thus had he gone angrily and vigorously, full of resolution, until he had covered the ten li which separated the village from the great highway. Then, when he had seen the broad road leading to the capital, and the carts and the travellers in their handsome clothing, and the long camel-trains with their rich loads of merchandise, a sense of unfamiliarity and loneliness had suddenly overwhelmed him, and he had sat down and wept loudly and unrestrainedly in the manner all Chinese will do.

Nobody had minded his weeping—not even the child in the basket who continued to sleep calmly and impassively, its pinched face turned in the direction of Heaven. Why indeed should any one mind? As far as the eye could reach there was nothing but brown country—the great Northern plains stretched into infinity and looked upon this evanescent emotion much as the Sphinx surveys the shifting desert sands. A little while you may weep, a little while you may laugh, they seemed to say; then the great silence which covers us all....

So presently the man had stopped and become angry once more. He rose to his feet, tightened his cord belt, and smearing the tears from his seamed face, surveyed the world indifferently. Somehow he would discover a brighter future.

In the basket the child lay in peace. The rising sun pushed golden fingers through the bamboo-work as if to caress its innocence. The father watched with eyes which saw and yet did not see; for he was too simple to know more than that a child is a great blessing, a jewel, because it is of one's flesh and a kind of indefinite prolongation of one's endeavours to conquer the devil. Disaster had been for him like a huge river in spate which had rushed down on him and left him marooned on a tiny rocking island in the very centre. Now he saw a causeway mysteriously growing out of these dread waters: and in his vague fancies he associated this with the presence of his child.

Presently as he sat gazing there was a thin cry. The little legs kicked with vigour, and the arms with their clenched fists sought to throw off the clothing.

"Ba-ba," wailed the eighth child who was called the Ninth, now thoroughly awake. "I am hungry. Give me to eat."

"Wait," said the father roughly yet kindly, brought back from his dreams. "Soon you shall eat."

He conjured up from the bottom of the other basket a big bowl half full of a sort of porridge made from little millet, which was cold and distasteful but which was all that he had. It was the work of a few minutes to light the tiny portable whiteclay stove which he had included in his salvage and which even the poorest in the land always possess. Soon his cooking was done and the child was eating and had become content.

"Ba-ba," it lisped again, struggling to get up. "Where do we go?"

"To the city," grumbled the father, beginning to pack up again. "To the city. Stay quiet. We have far to go."

Already he was off, trundling the wheelbarrow and still eating as he walked. The sun rose higher and higher and perspiration beaded his forehead, but now there was no question of turning back. He was following the mysterious causeway which led to his destiny. On and on he tramped, pushing the creaking wheelbarrow through the chasm of space and sometimes exchanging remarks with the passing muleteers and camel-drivers. Traffic was growing heavier as the city was approached and a veil of dust hung in the air. The highway was strung across the plain like a great frayed rope, which sometimes tightened to a rigid straight line, and sometimes was all knots and twists invented to dismay those who were weary and ill at ease.

In the middle of the day the man lay down and slept under a tree; but ere two hours had passed he was up again and pressing on.

The sun flared out; the stars twinkled brightly in the skies; and still he did not stop. Hardy as only a peasantry can be who know no comforts, he pressed on tirelessly—determined to reach his objective. The creaking wheel was a veritable lullaby to the child who slept as peacefully as if in its mother's arms, hardly stirring in spite of the bumping, always stretched motionless on its little back.

On and on in the darkness, one hour, two hours, three hours, four. Then at last in the middle of the night, when full forty miles had been covered, a low blaze of lights and the shadow of a great city-wall.

The man stopped abruptly and the jerk woke up the child.

"Ba-ba," came the inevitable cry.

He bent over it.

"The city," he exclaimed in his rude, guttural voice, "would you see the city?"

He picked up his son and holding him tightly in his arms, pointed with one finger.

"There, you see ... the lights and the city-wall. Beyond there is a great gate through which one passes but which is now closed."

The child no longer fretted: it was staring silently, drinking in everything as if its very life depended upon strict attention. The father felt its little body taut under the ragged blue clothes. Some new impulse possessed it. It leaned towards the city, as if a mysterious force were pulling.

"Well, what do you say?" inquired the father at last, feeling the need for a little talk.

"It is good," said the child very gravely, as only a very old nation can speak. "It is good," it repeated, nodding its head after the manner of its elders—"We shall find food."

Then it sank back content on the straw in the basket, and the father seizing the handles of the wheelbarrow pushed clumsily on.
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In the morning the unaccustomed roar and noise of the city gate woke up the sleeping child. No comforting father's voice, however, answered its first stirrings and cries; so after a while the philosophic instinct of the race asserted itself and the boy lay quiet, his astonished eyes taking in everything around him.

In the small bare room there was no living thing save a cat of nondescript colour sitting on a box and licking its paws. The broken paper depending from the lattice-work of the windows, however, flapped to and fro cheerfully and briskly; and the rising sun which was peeping through the gaps in the paper seemed ready to invade the whole room. In one corner were the two baskets and the litter of blacksmith's tools which had travelled so far. Close by was a huge primitive musket and a belt stuffed full of the formidable cartridges of a forgotten period. But the wheelbarrow had vanished and so had the father.

Staring blankly at all this—particularly at the colossal firearm—the child finally half-rolled and half-tumbled to the earthen floor from the low k'ang on which it had been put to sleep the night before and began tottering towards the door.

This it managed to open. Then very fearfully it peeped out as if it had opened a veritable Pandora's box.

Instead of trouble, however, the child saw outside a bare waste, and beyond many people and many carts passing endlessly along a raised roadway on which were also posted all sorts of vendors loudly calling their wares. The rumble and clatter of the carts, and the cries of the vendors never ceased: they seemed a veritable brook of life which went on for ever. Enchanted by this animation little Wang remained stockstill, wondering what would happen next. Curiosity consumed him: he observed every detail with powers of observation only given to the exceptional. There was nothing that escaped his quick, tireless black eyes. What a wonderful world he had been brought to!

Presently an old man carrying a portable kitchen on a pole stopped quite close by; and depositing his paraphernalia started advertising what he had for sale in a thin raucous voice, putting one finger into an ear as he called so as to sense the quality of his tune from the vibrations. Children and women came slowly out of neighbouring houses; then, after a pause, one or two decided to eat and edged up to the old man with money in their hands.

Little Wang, nothing loth, cautiously joined them. He was so small that he stood there for a long time totally unobserved, looking at each disappearing mouthful with envious eyes, and wondering what he should do to be fed like these lucky ones. Presently the old man, having finished his work, turned to him.

"And you?" he inquired in a matter-of-fact way, treating the child as if he were a grown-up.

"I, too, am hungry," announced little Wang gravely.

At this everybody laughed spontaneously as if something very witty had been said; but the child only stood there frowning, showing traces of the resolute character which so quickly developed by not flinching at an inch.

"You are hungry!" echoed the old man quizzically, "well, well—that is as it should be. When one is small it is always so: only with age does the appetite lessen. And where is the money your mother gave you that I may feed you?"

Little Wang shook his head.

"I have no money and no mother," he replied. Then gaining courage he added brusquely. "But give me to eat?"

He held out a hand, watching the vendor narrowly.

"Oh, oh," laughed the old man, "you would eat free! Things are indeed coming to a pass when I who am poor beyond estimate am forced to feed all who come near me.... Still here—" With a flourish of his big copper ladle he dipped very deeply into his cauldron, as if generous feelings possessed him, bringing out notwithstanding the smallest possible amount of his hot mess by means of a quick turn of the handle. Then he partly filled a small coarse bowl, passing it to the child with the manner of the tradesman. Long experience had taught him that the farthing owed him would come back to him soon enough,—with much interest.

"Well, is it good?" he remarked approvingly when the sturdy child had swallowed down every drop with wolfish rapidity. "I see you could eat more. But I must have my money first. I, too, live from day to day." He turned to the others. "Whose child is this?"

A woman with a baby in her arms edged up:

"A man arrived, so I have heard, in the middle of the night and found a place to sleep with one of the militia. He had a child in a basket, it was also said. This must be him."

The small boy stood there crossly twisting his fingers because he was still hungry, and also because he hated being the object of such attentions. Everybody was looking at him now with curiosity, wondering at his independence and his lack of fear and asking questions.

Quickly he answered, hating to tell anything and concealing much. Presently, bending down on the ground, he began playing with some little stones, not paying any further attention to the scene around him. The other children observed his antics with curious eyes: this ugly, strong, tiny boy, who had appeared during the night and who seemed to belong to nobody, strangely fascinated them.

After a long interval one of them approached him, and a little timidly offered him a piece of flour-cake. Little Wang took it without a word of thanks and bolted it down like a savage young thing, resuming his playing as soon as he had finished.—Then another, not to be outdone, gave him a little from his little bowl of congee, and squatting down beside him tried to talk to him in small baby words. The women and the old man drifted away, but all the children remained and were joined by others, who imitated what the newcomer was doing. Little Wang was making a regular pattern on the ground with his stones, working out a design from something he had once seen and not forgotten, so absorbed that he paid no attention to anything else.

The others continued to imitate him—disputing who should have the place next to him. Little Wang, by reason of that mysterious quality which sets one man over others, was already beginning to assert his leadership which he soon made legendary in the neighbourhood.
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Within three days his father had set up a forge inside this rude hut at the city gate and had commenced turning out quantities of coarse iron nails for the cart trade. The clang of his hammer sounded far into the night, and the child fell asleep to that jarring music just as he often awoke to it. The steady pant of the bellows—worked by a small boy who was paid three farthings a day for his labour—and the glowing heat of the charcoal, were as much part of his life as the sparrows chirping on the waste outside the door. Very early he understood the trick of picking up live embers in his fingers as his father often did: if you are quick that is as easily done as putting your hand into ice-cold water.

There was food in plenty, too; the boy could eat all day long, and he grew stronger and bigger almost visibly. Not only was there food at home; there was plenty to be picked up along every foot of the stretch of highway leading to the frowning battlements of the city. No one would begrudge a child a bite when he announced as calmly as little Wang always did that he was hungry.

Soon he became friends with fifty men who gained their living by peddling cakes to the tide of traffic which endlessly swept in and out of the capital. When their baskets were sold out, it was always he whom they allowed to pick up the morsels from the bottoms until every crumb was gone. His quickness and his wisdom, in spite of his baby ways, delighted a people who see truth in common-sense.

Sometimes, too, he found money—those holed coins of infinitesimal value which the people used. He early discovered that if he searched carefully just beside the roadway, sooner or later coins which had been dropped by country bumpkins, coming out of the city the worse for their holiday-making, would be brought to light. He soon evolved a system of his own for working over the rutted roadway as a miner pans the gravel of a gold-bearing stream; and whenever he made a find his joy and excitement were amazing.

Each day and each month taught him something new. The other children of the city gate were filled with open admiration for everything he did: he learnt so fast every lesson from the great Book of Life spread before his eyes that he grew apace in wisdom. Always attentive and observant, nothing escaped him.
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