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Authors
Bjørnstjerne Martinius Bjørnson was a Norwegian writer who received the
1903 Nobel Prize in Literature "as a tribute to his noble, magnificent and
versatile poetry, which has always been distinguished by both the freshness of
its inspiration and the rare purity of its spirit", becoming the first Norwegian
Nobel laureate. Bjørnson is considered to be one of The Four Greats (De Fire
Store) among Norwegian writers, the others being Henrik Ibsen, Jonas Lie, and
Alexander Kielland.

David Herbert Lawrence was an English writer and poet.
His collected works represent, among other things, an
extended reflection upon the dehumanising effects of
modernity and industrialisation. Some of the issues
Lawrence explores are sexuality, emotional health, vitality,
spontaneity, and instinct. Lawrence's opinions earned him
many enemies and he endured official persecution,
censorship, and misrepresentation of his creative work
throughout the second half of his life, much of which he
spent in a voluntary exile he called his "savage pilgrimage".
At the time of his death, his public reputation was that of a
pornographer who had wasted his considerable talents. E.
M. Forster, in an obituary notice, challenged this widely held
view, describing him as "the greatest imaginative novelist of
our generation." Later, the literary critic F. R. Leavis
championed both his artistic integrity and his moral
seriousness.
John Griffith London was an American novelist, journalist,
and social activist. A pioneer in the world of commercial
magazine fiction, he was one of the first writers to become a
worldwide celebrity and earn a large fortune from writing.
He was also an innovator in the genre that would later
become known as science fiction. London was part of the
radical literary group "The Crowd" in San Francisco and a
passionate advocate of unionization, socialism, and the
rights of workers. He wrote several powerful works dealing



with these topics, such as his dystopian novel The Iron Heel,
his non-fiction exposé The People of the Abyss, and The War
of the Classes.
Edith Wharton was an American novelist, short story
writer, playwright, and designer. Wharton drew upon her
insider's knowledge of the upper class New York
"aristocracy" to realistically portray the lives and morals of
the Gilded Age. She was the first woman to win the Pulitzer
Prize for Literature in 1921. She was inducted into the
National Women's Hall of Fame in 1996.
Henri René Albert Guy de Maupassant was a 19th
century French author, remembered as a master of the short
story form, and as a representative of the Naturalist school,
who depicted human lives and destinies and social forces in
disillusioned and often pessimistic terms. Maupassant was a
protégé of Gustave Flaubert and his stories are
characterized by economy of style and efficient, effortless
outcomes. Many are set during the Franco-Prussian War of
the 1870s, describing the futility of war and the innocent
civilians who, caught up in events beyond their control, are
permanently changed by their experiences. He wrote some
300 short stories, six novels, three travel books, and one
volume of verse.
Kathleen Mansfield Murry was a prominent New Zealand
modernist short story writer and poet who was born and
brought up in colonial New Zealand and wrote under the
pen name of Katherine Mansfield. At the age of 19, she left
New Zealand and settled in England, where she became a
friend of writers such as D. H. Lawrence and Virginia Woolf.
Mansfield was diagnosed with extrapulmonary tuberculosis
in 1917; the disease claimed her life at the age of 34.



The Father
by Bjørnstjerne Bjørnson

THE man whose story is here to be told was the wealthiest
and most influential person in his parish; his name was
Thord Overaas. He appeared in the priest's study one day,
tall and earnest. "I have gotten a son," said he, "and I wish
to present him for baptism."
"What shall his name be?"
"Finn,—after my father."
"And the sponsors?"
They were mentioned, and proved to be the best men and
women of Thord's relations in the parish.
"Is there anything else?" inquired the priest, and looked up.
The peasant hesitated a little.
"I should like very much to have him baptized by himself,"
said he, finally.
"That is to say on a week-day?"
"Next Saturday, at twelve o'clock noon."
"Is there anything else?" inquired the priest.
"There is nothing else;" and the peasant twirled his cap, as
though he were about to go.
Then the priest rose. "There is yet this, however," said he,
and walking toward Thord, he took him by the hand and



looked gravely into his eyes: "God grant that the child may
become a blessing to you!"
One day sixteen years later, Thord stood once more in the
priest's study.
"Really, you carry your age astonishingly well, Thord," said
the priest; for he saw no change whatever in the man.
"That is because I have no troubles," replied Thord.
To this the priest said nothing, but after a while he asked:
"What is your pleasure this evening?"
"I have come this evening about that son of mine who is to
be confirmed to-morrow."
"He is a bright boy."
"I did not wish to pay the priest until I heard what number
the boy would have when he takes his place in church to-
morrow."
"He will stand number one.'
"So I have heard; and here are ten dollars for the priest."
"Is there anything else I can do for you?" inquired the priest,
fixing his eyes on Thord.
"There is nothing else."
Thord went out.
Eight years more rolled by, and then one day a noise was
heard outside of the priest's study, for many men were
approaching, and at their head was Thord, who entered first.
The priest looked up and recognized him.
"You come well attended this evening, Thord,"



"I am here to request that the banns may be published for
my son; he is about to marry Karen Storliden, daughter of
Gudmund, who stands here beside me."
"Why, that is the richest girl in the parish."
"So they say," replied the peasant, stroking back his hair
with one hand.
The priest sat a while as if in deep thought, then entered the
names in his book, without making any comments, and the
men wrote their signatures underneath. Thord laid three
dollars on the table.
"One is all I am to have," said the priest.
"I know that very well; but he is my only child, I want to do it
handsomely."
The priest took the money.
"This is now the third time, Thord, that you have come here
on your son's account."
"But now I am through with him," said Thord, and folding up
his pocket-book he said farewell and walked away.
The men slowly followed him.
A fortnight later, the father and son were rowing across the
lake, one calm, still day, to Storliden to make arrangements
for the wedding.
"This thwart is not secure," said the son, and stood up to
straighten the seat on which he was sitting.
At the same moment the board he was standing on slipped
from under him; he threw out his arms, uttered a shriek, and
fell overboard.



"Take hold of the oar!" shouted the father, springing to his
feet and holding out the oar.
But when the son had made a couple of efforts he grew stiff.
"Wait a moment!" cried the father, and began to row toward
his son.
Then the son rolled over on his back, gave his father one
long look, and sank.
Thord could scarcely believe it; he held the boat still, and
stared at the spot where his son had gone down, as though
he must surely come to the surface again. There rose some
bubbles, then some more, and finally one large one that
burst; and the lake lay there as smooth and bright as a
mirror again.
For three days and three nights people saw the father
rowing round and round the spot, without taking either food
or sleep; he was dragging the lake for the body of his son.
And toward morning of the third day he found it, and carried
it in his arms up over the hills to his gard.
It might have been about a year from that day, when the
priest, late one autumn evening, heard some one in the
passage outside of the door, carefully trying to find the
latch. The priest opened the door, and in walked a tall, thin
man, with bowed form and white hair. The priest looked long
at him before he recognized him. It was Thord.
"Are you out walking so late?" said the priest, and stood still
in front of him.
"Ah, yes! it is late," said Thord, and took a seat.
The priest sat down also, as though waiting. A long, long
silence followed. At last Thord said:



"I have something with me that I should like to give to the
poor; I want it to be invested as a legacy in my son's name."
He rose, laid some money on the table, and sat down again.
The priest counted it.
"It is a great deal of money," said he.
"It is half the price of my gard. I sold it today."
The priest sat long in silence. At last he asked, but gently:
"What do you propose to do now, Thord?"
"Something better."
They sat there for a while, Thord with downcast eyes, the
priest with his eyes fixed on Thord. Presently the priest said,
slowly and softly:
"I think your son has at last brought you a true blessing."
"Yes, I think so myself," said Thord, looking up, while two big
tears coursed slowly down his cheeks.



The Christening
by D. H. Lawrence

The mistress of the British School stepped down from her
school gate, and instead of turning to the left as usual, she
turned to the right. Two women who were hastening home
to scramble their husbands’ dinners together — it was five
minutes to four — stopped to look at her. They stood gazing
after her for a moment; then they glanced at each other
with a woman’s little grimace.
To be sure, the retreating figure was ridiculous: small and
thin, with a black straw hat, and a rusty cashmere dress
hanging full all round the skirt. For so small and frail and
rusty a creature to sail with slow, deliberate stride was also
absurd. Hilda Rowbotham was less than thirty, so it was not
years that set the measure of her pace; she had heart
disease. Keeping her face, that was small with sickness, but
not uncomely, firmly lifted and fronting ahead, the young
woman sailed on past the market-place, like a black swan of
mournful, disreputable plumage.
She turned into Berryman’s, the baker’s. The shop displayed
bread and cakes, sacks of flour and oatmeal, flitches of
bacon, hams, lard and sausages. The combination of scents
was not unpleasing. Hilda Rowbotham stood for some
minutes nervously tapping and pushing a large knife that
lay on the counter, and looking at the tall, glittering brass
scales. At last a morose man with sandy whiskers came
down the step from the house-place.
“What is it?” he asked, not apologizing for his delay.


