Luigi Pivandello: Way

“I’ll kindle the fire,” answers the rabbi. :

As the rabbi put the wood into the oven he rccm:d ina gDroan, the ﬁrst pomon
of the Penitential Prayers.

As he kindled the fire and the wood burned brightly, he recited, a b1t more
joyously, the second portion of the Penitential Prayers. When the fire was set he recited
the third portion, and then he shut the stove. . . o

The Litvak who saw all this became a dlsaple of the rabbi. .

And ever after, when another disciple tells how the rabbi of Nemirov ascends to
heaven at the time of the Penitential Prayers the Litvak does not laugh. He only adds
quictly, “If not higher.” : :

[1953]

LUIGI PIRANDELLO
[1867-1936]

Luigi Pivandelio, Italian playwright, novelist, and shovt-story writer, was awarded the
Nobel Prize in Litevatuve in 1934, Bovrn in Sicily, be moved to Rome as o young wman to
puvsue wwriting caveer, In 1904 be was forced by a change in bis family’s fortunes to begin
teaching to envn a living. That same year, bis The Late Mattia Pascal brought bim critical
vecognition in Italy. Novels and shovt-story collections followed, and bis particulgr genius
asserted itself in his radically innovative plays, Six Characters in Search of An Author
(1921} andHenry IV (1922}, His dvamatic themes focused on the difficulty of establishing
truth and the velutivity of veality. By 1925 be had established bis own theater for. the
performance of bis lnvge body of plays and had also toured wovidwide. He spent the last
years of bis life traveling from cowntry to country, baving turned over bis publzshmg
royalties and possessions to bis childven.

War

‘The passengers who had left Rome by the night express had to stop untl dawn at the
small station of Fabriano in order to continue their journey by the small old-fashioned
local joining the main line with Sulmona.

- At dawn, in a stuffy and smoky second-class carriage in which ﬁvc peoplc had
already spent thc: night, a bulky woman in deep mourning was hoisted in—almost like
a shapeless bundle. Behind her, puffing and moaning, followed her husband-—a tiny
man, thin and weakly, his face death-white, his eyes smhall and br:ght and looking.shy
and uneasy.

" Having at last taken a scat he politely thanked the passcngers who had helpf:d hiS
wife and who had made room for her; then he turned round to the woman trymg o
pull down the collar of her coat, and politely inquired: SRS
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“Are you all right, dear?”
- The wife, instead of answering, pulled up her Collaz again to her eves, so as to hide
her face. :

“Nasty world,” muttered the husband with a sad smile.

And he felt it his duty to explain to his traveling companions that the poor woman
was to be pitied, for the war was taking away from her her only son, a boy of twenty
to whom both had devoted their entire life, even breaking up their home at Sulmona
to follow him to Rome, where he had to go as a student, then allowing him to volunteer
for war with an assurance, however, that at least for six months he would not be sent
to the front and now, all of a sudden, receiving a wire saying that hie was duc to leave
in three days’ time and asking them to go and see him off.

The woman under the big coat was twisting and wriggling, at times growling like
a wild animal, feeling certain that all those explanations would not have aroused even
a shadow of sympathy from those people who—most likely—were in the same plight
as herself. One of them, who had been listening with particular ateention, said: “You
should thank God that your son is only leaving now for the front. Mine has been sent
there the first day of the war. He has already come back twice wounded and been sent
back again to the front.”

“What about me? I have two sons and three nephews at the front,” said another
passenger,

“Maybe, but in-our case it is our ondy son,” ventured the husband.

-“What difference can it make? You may spoil your only son with excessive
attentions, but you cannot love him more than you would all your other children if
you had any. Paternal love is not like bread that can be broken into pieces-and split
amongst the children in equal shares. A father gives @/l his love to each one of his
children without discrimination, whether it be one or ten, and if I am suffermg now
for my two sons, I am not suffering half for each of them birt double .

“True ... true . ..” sighed the embarrassed husband, “but suppose ( of course we
all hope it w;ll never bc your case) a father has two sons at thc front and he loses one
of them, there is still one left to console him . . . while .

“Yes,” answered the other, getting cross, “a son left to console him but also a son
left for whom he must survive, whilc in the case of the father of an only son if the son
dies the father can die too and put an end to his distress. Which of the two positions
is the worse? Don’t you see how my case would be worse than yours?”

“Nonsense,” interrupted another traveler, a fat, red-faced man with bloodshot
eyes of the palest gray,

He was panting: From his bulging eyes seemed to spurt inner violence of an
uncontrofled Vltahty which his weakened body could hardly contain.

“Nonsense,” he repeated, trying to cover his mouth with his hand so as to’ hldC
the two missing front teeth. “Nonsense. Do we gwe life to our c}nldren for our own
benefie?”

The other travelers stared at him in distress. The one who had his son at the front
since the first day of the war sxghcd “You are right. Our children do not belong to us,
they belong to the Country. .

“Bosh,” retorted the fat mavcler “Do we think of the Country when we give lsfc
to our chlidren> Qur sons are born because . . . well, because they must be born and
when they come to life they take our own life with them. This is the truth. We belong



to them but they can never belong to us. And when they reach twenty they are exactly
what we were at their age. We too had a father and mother, but there were so many
other things as well . . . girls, cigarettes, illusions, new ties . . . and the Country, of
course, whose call we would have answered—when we were twenty-—cven if father and
mother had said no. Now at our age, the love of our Country is still great, of course,
but stronger than it is the love for our children. Is there any one of us here who wouldn’t
gladly take his son’s place at the front if he could?” :

There was a silence all round, everybody nodding as o approve.

“Why then,” continued the fat man, “shouldn’t we consider the feelings of our
children when they are twenty? Isn’t it natural that at their age they should consider
the love for their Country (I am speaking of decent boys, of course) even greater than
the love for us? Isn’t it natural that it should be 50, as after all they must look upon us
as upon old boys who cannot move any more and must stay at home? If Country exists,
if Country is a natural necessity, like bread, of which each of us must cat in order not
to die of hunger, somebody must go to defend it. And our sons go, when they are
gwenty, and they don’t want tears, because if they die, they die inflamed and happy (1
am speaking, of course, of decent boys). Now, if one dies young and happy, without
having the ugly sides of life, the boredom of it, the pettiness, the bitterness of disillusion

.. what more can we ask for him? Everyone should stop crying; everyone should laugh
as Ido . . . or at least thank God-~as I do—because my son, before dying sent me a
message saying that he was dying satisfied at having ended his life in the best way he
could have wished. That is why, as you see, I do not even wear mourning. . . .”

He shook his light fawn coat as to show it; his fivid lip over his missing teeth was
trembling, his eyes were watery and motionless, and soon after he ended with a shrill
faugh which migi"lt well have been a sob.,

“Quite s0 . . . quite s0 . . .” agreed the others.

The woman Who bundled in a corner under her coat, had been s;ttmg and
listening had—ifor the iast three months—tried to find in the words of her husband
and her friends something to console her in her deep sorrow, something that might
show her how a mother should resign herself to send her son not even to death but to
a probably dangerous fife. Yet not a word had she found amongst the many which had
been said . . . and her grief had been greater in seeing that nobodyw»as she thought—
could sharc her feelings.

But now the words of the traveler amazed and almost stunned her. She sudcienly
realized that it wasn’t the others who were wrong and could not understand her but
herself who could not rise up to the same height of those fathers and mothers willing
to resign themselves, without crying, not only to the departure of their sons but even
to their death.

She lifted her head, she bent over from her corner trying to. listen With great
attention to the details whlch the fat man was giving to his companions about the way
his son had fallen as a hero, for his King and his Country, happy and without regrets.
It seemed to her that she had stambled into a world she had never dreamt of, a world
so far unknown to her and she was so pleased to hear everyone joining in con gratulatmg
that brave father who could so stoically speak of his child’s death. :

Then suddenly, just as if she had heard nothing of what had been said and almost
as if waking up from a dream, she turned to the old man, asking him:-

“Then . . . is your son really dead?”
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Everybody stared at her. The old man, too, turned to look at her, fixing his great,
bulging, horribly watery light gray eyes, deep in her face. For some little time he tried
to answer, but words failed him. He looked at her, almost as if only then—at that siily,
incongruous question—he had suddenly realized at last that his son was really dead—
gone for ever—for ever., His face contracted, became horribly distorted, then he
snatched in haste a handkerchief from his pocket and, to the amazement of everyone,
broke into harrowing, heart-rending, uncontrollable sobs.

[1939]

EDGAR ALLAN POE
{1809«*1849]

Edgar Allan Poe is certainly one of the z’mt known and most popular of American writevs,
His yromes are vead by childven, probed with the tools of psychoanalysis by cvitics, and
tmmformed onto films. His poems, notably “The Raven,” “To Helen,” and “Annabel Lee,”
ave widely antholygyized. And bis critical notion that a poem (and by extension any work
of verbal avt) should be veadablt in a single sitting so as not to mute its single effect is &
Sfamiliar cvitical principle. Move importantly, Poe’s poetic theovies, outlined in such pieces
as “The Poetic Principle,” “The Rationale of Verse® and “The Philosophy of Composition,”
had a profound influencé on the French symbolist movement.

Before be became a famous poet and shovt-stovy writer, Poe was known as a journalist
and magazine editor. He wrote numerous veviews about works now forgotten while
producing his own memovable tales and poems. And though be never vealized his dream
of founding u literarvy magazine of bis own, be contvibuted to many, including those he
edited. As o writer for popular peviodicals like the Broadway Journal and Graham’s
Lady’s and Gentleman’s Magazine, and a5 an editor of literary peviodicals such as the
Southern Literary Messenger, Poe came to undeystand very well the aundiences who vead
bis work. He -aimed his work, as he wrote, “not above the popular, nov below the critical,
taste,” turning the fictional conventions of bis own time to good account. In tales such as
“Ligein” and “The Fall of the House of Usher,” for example, be put bis personal stamp on
the gothic hovvor stovy. He vemodeled the tale of explovation in works like “A Descent into
the Maglstvom,” and he developed the genve of the detective story, ov “tale of ratiocination”
as he called it, with such stovies as “The Gold Bug,” “The Muvders in the Rue Morgue,”
and “The Puvloined Letter.” Still another genve he touched on was science fiction with his
Santastic story “The Balloon Foax.” As varvious as was Poe’s gmiw and as vavied s weve
the fictional subgenyes he wovked in; one element of bis wom’e FEMALNS CONSISLERT: im CONEEPT
with the workings of the human mind.

Writers as diveyse ns Baudelnive and Dostoyevsky admzred Poe’s work. Baudelaire,
who transiated many of Poe’s tales, in fact, acknowledged Poe’s influence by writing that
if Poe hadn’t existed Baudelaive wounld have had to invent him. Dostoyevsky was unstinting
in his praise of Poe’s vevelations of winds at way with themselves. Although Dostoyevsky’s
own explovations of extreme stutes of conscionusness and kbis dramatic depictions of behavior



