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and increasing debts. But one day bankruptcy knocked at the door. The
seizure of the household effects was threatened. Then the old man came
and took away Louise and her child, and as they rode off in a cab he
made the bitter reflection that he had lent his girl to a young man, who
had given her back after a year, dishonored. Louise would willingly
have stayed with Gustaf, but there was nothing more to subsist upon.
He remained behind, looking on while the bailiffs—those men with the
sticks—denuded the flat of everything, furniture, bedding, crockery, cut-
lery, kitchen utensils, until it was stripped bare.

Now began real life for Gustaf. He managed to get a position as
proofreader on a newspaper which was published in the morning, so
that he had to work at his desk for several hours each night. As he had
not actually been declared a bankrupt, he was allowed to keep his place
in the government service, although he could hope for no more promo-
tion. His father-in-law made the concession of letting him see his wife
and child on Sundays, but he was never permitted to be alone with them.
When he left, in the evening, to go to the newspaper office, they would
accompany him to the gate, and he would depart in utter humiliation of
soul. It might take him perhaps twenty years to pay off all his obliga-
tions. And then—yes, what then? Could he then support his wife and
child? No, probably not. If, in the meantime, his father-in-law should
die, they would be left without a home. So he must be thankful even to
the hard-hearted old man who had so cruelly separated them.

Ah, yes, human life itself is indeed hard and cruel! The beasts of
the field find maintenance easily enough, while of all created beings
man alone must toil and spin. It is a shame, yes, it is a crying shame,
that in this life everybody is not provided with gratuitous partridges
and strawberries.

SELMA LAGERLOF

(1858—)

SELMA LAGERLOF comes of a family of landowners, from that part
of rural Sweden which she has described in many of her most
delightful books, particularly Gosta Berling's Saga. In her youth
she taught school for a while, but found time to write occasionally,
before public recognition and material success enabled her to devote
all her time to literary work. Her books, which include novels,
travel sketches, plays, and stories, reveal a personality deeply con-
scious of its environment. A few years ago Selma Lagerlof received
the Nobel Prize for literature.

The story is translated by Velma Swanston Howard. It originally
appeared in the American-Scandinavian Review, December, 1922.
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For permission to reprint, thanks are due the editor and the
translator.

T H E ECLIPSE

"" [INHERE were Stina of Ridgecote and Lina of Birdsong and Kajsa
JL of Littlemarsh and Maja of Skypeak and Beda of Finn-darkness

and Elin, the new wife on the old soldier's place, and two or three other
peasant women besides—all of them lived at the far end of the parish,
below Storhojden, in a region so wild and rocky none of the big farm
owners had bothered to lay hands on it.

One had her cabin set up on a shelf of rock, another had hers put up
at the edge of a bog, while a third had one that stood at the crest of a
hill so steep it was a toilsome climb getting to it. If by chance any of
the others had a cottage built on more favorable ground, you may be
sure it lay so close to the mountain as to shut out the sun from autumn
fair time clear up to Annunciation Day.

They each cultivated a little potato patch close by the cabin, though
under serious difficulties. To be sure, there were many kinds of soil there
at the foot of the mountain, but it was hard work to make the patches
of land yield anything. In some places they had to clear away so much
stone from their fields, it would have built a cow-house on a manorial
estate; in some they had dug ditches as deep as graves, and in others they
had brought their earth in sacks and spread it on the bare rocks. Where
the soil was not so poor, they were forever fighting the tough thistle and
pigweed which sprang up in such profusion you would have thought I
the whole potato land had been prepared for their benefit.

All the livelong day the women were alone in their cabins; for even
where one had a husband and children, the man went off to his work
every morning and the children went to school. A few among the older
women had grown sons and daughters, but they had gone to America.
And some there were with little children, who were always around, of
course; but these could hardly be regarded as company.

Being so much alone, it was really necessary that they should meet >
sometimes over the coffee cups. Not that they got on so very well to-
gether, nor had any great love for each other; but some liked to keep
posted on what the others were doing, and some grew despondent living j
like that, in the shadow of the mountain, unless they met people now
and then. And there were those, too, who needed to unburden their
hearts, and talk about the last letter from America, and those who were
naturally talkative and jocular, and who longed for opportunity to make1

use of these happy God-given talents.
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Nor was it any trouble at all to prepare for a little party. Coffee-pot
and coffee cups they all had of course, and cream could be got at the
manor, if one had no cow of one's own to milk; fancy biscuits and
small cakes one could, at a pinch, get the dairyman's driver to fetch
from the municipal bakery, and country merchants who sold coffee and
sugar were to be found everywhere. So, to get up a coffee party was
the easiest thing imaginable. The difficulty lay in finding an occasion.

For Stina of Ridgecote, Lina of Birdsong, Kajsa of Littlemarsh,
Maja of Skypeak, Beda of Finn-darkness, and Elin, the new wife at
the old soldier's, were all agreed that it would never do for them to
celebrate in the midst of the common everyday life. Were they to be
that wasteful of the precious hours which never return, they might get
a bad name. And to hold coffee parties on Sundays or great Holy Days
was out of the question; for then the married women had husband and
children at home, which was quite company enough. As for the rest—
some liked to attend church, some wished to visit relatives, while a few
preferred to spend the day at home, in perfect peace and stillness, that
they might really feel it was a Holy Day.

Therefore they were all the more eager to take advantage of every
possible opportunity. Most of them gave parties on their name-days,
though some celebrated the great event when the wee little one cut its
first tooth, or when it took its first steps. For those who received money-
letters from America that was always a convenient excuse, and it was
also in order to invite all the women of the neighborhood to come and
help tack a quilt or stretch a web just off the loom.

All the same, there were not nearly as many occasions to meet as
were needed. One year one of the women was at her wit's end. It was
her turn to give a party, and she had no objection to carrying out what
was expected of her; but she could not seem to hit upon anything to
celebrate. Her own name-day she could not celebrate, being named Beda,
as Beda has been stricken out of the almanac. Nor could she celebrate
that of any member of her family, for all her dear ones were resting
in the churchyard. She was very old, and the quilt she slept under would
probably outlast her. She had a cat of which she was very fond. Truth
to tell, it drank coffee just as well as she did; but she could hardly
bring herself to hold a party for a cat!

Pondering, she searched her almanac again and again, for there she
felt she must surely find the solution of her problem.

She began at the beginning, with "The Royal House" and "Signs
and Forecasts," and read on, right through to "Markets and Postal
Transmittances for 1912," without finding anything.

As she was reading the book for the seventh time, her glance rested
on "Eclipses." She noted that that year, which was the year of our
Lord nineteen-hundred twelve, on April seventeenth there would be a
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solar eclipse. It would begin at twenty minutes past high noon and end
at 2.40 o'clock, and would cover nine-tenths of the sun's disk.

This she had read before, many times, without attaching any signifi-
cance to it; but now, all at once, it became dazzlingly clear to her.

"Now I have it!" she exclaimed.
But it was only for a second or two that she felt confident; and then

she put the thought away, fearing that the other women would just
laugh at her.

The next few days, however, the idea that had come to her when
reading her almanac kept recurring to her mind, until at last she began
to wonder whether she hadn't better venture. For when she thought
about it, what friend had she in all the world she loved better than the
Sun? Where her hut lay not a ray of sunlight penetrated her room the
whole winter long. She counted the days until the Sun would come back
to her in the spring. The Sun was the only one she longed for, the only
one who was always friendly and gracious to her and of whom she
could never see enough.

She looked her years, and felt them, too. Her hands shook as if she
were in a perpetual chill and when she saw herself in the looking-glass,
she appeared so pale and washed out, as if she had been lying out to
bleach. It was only when she stood in a strong, warm, down-pouring
sunshine that she felt like a live human being and not a walking corpse.

The more she thought about it, the more she felt there was no day
in the whole year she would rather celebrate than the one when her
friend the Sun battled against darkness, and after a glorious conquest,
came forth with new splendor and majesty.

The seventeenth of April was not far away, but there was ample
time to make ready for a party. So, on the day of the eclipse Stina, Lina,
Kajsa, Maja, and the other women all sat drinking coffee with Beda at
Finn-darkness. They drank their second and their third cups, and chatted
about everything imaginable. For one thing, they said they couldn't for
the life of them understand why Beda should be giving a party.

Meanwhile, the eclipse was under way. But they took little notice of
it. Only for a moment, when the sky turned blackish gray, when all
nature seemed under a leaden pall, and there came driving a howling
wind with sounds as of the Trumpet of Doom and the lamentations
of Judgment Day—only then did they pause and feel a bit awed.
But here they each had a fresh cup of coffee, and the feeling soon
passed.

When all was over, and the Sun stood out in the heavens so beamingly
happy—it seemed to them it had not shone with such brilliancy and
power the whole year—they saw old Beda go over to the window, and
stand with folded hands. Looking out toward the sunlit slope, she sang
in her quavering voice:
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"Thy shining sun goes up again,
I thank Thee, O my Lord!
With new-found courage, strength and hope,
I raise a song of joy."

Thin and transparent, old Beda stood there in the light of the win-
dow, and as she sang the sunbeams danced about her, as if wanting to
give her, also, of their life and strength and color.

When she had finished the old hymn-verse she turned and looked at
her guests, as if in apology.

"You see," she said, " I haven't any bettei friend than the Sun, and
I wanted to give her a party on the day of her eclipse. I felt that we
should come together to greet her, when she came out of her darkness."

Now they understood what old Beda meant, and their hearts were
touched. They began to speak well of the Sun. "She was kind to rich and
poor alike, and when she came peeping into the hut' on a winter's day,
she was as comforting as a glowing fire on the hearth. Just the sight of
her smiling face made life worth living, whatever the troubles one had
to bear."

The women went back to their homes after the party, happy and con-
tent. They somehow felt richer and more secure in the thought that they
had a good, faithful friend in the Sun.

PER HALLSTROM

(1871—)

PER HALLSTROM has traveled widely. He was for some time an
analytical chemist in Chicago, and his work shows traces of foreign
influence. He has, however, evolved the art of writing stories to a
high point of perfection. He is one of the few living Scandinavian
masters of that form.

The story is translated by Herbert G. Wright. It first appeared
in the American-Scandinavian Review, October, 1920, and is re-
printed by permission of the editor and the author.

THE FALCON

SIR ENGUERRAND rode out hunting every day, and generally with
his red, gold-embroidered glove on, for only the flight of the Ice-

land falcon with his tinkling bells could awaken music within him and
make him breathe the keen, light morning air with joy, as he wer«
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