PREPARING to SKead

Build Background

In the Shadow of Greatness A moderately successful
writer during the late 19th century, Mary E. Coleridge is
probably better known as the great-grandniece of the
romantic poet Samuel Taylor Coleridge. In several of
her works—induding this story—she, like her more
famous relation, touches upon themes of fantasy and
the supernatural. Both shared a love for the strange
and the unearthly. This similarity once inspired a critic
to call Mary Coleridge “the tail of the comet 5. T. C*

Although Mary Coleridge was a prolific poet, she
never aspired to the great literary world which she
believed Samuel Coleridge inhabited. Resigned to live
in his shadow, she once wrote: *| have no fairy
godmother but lay claim to a fairy great-great-uncle,
which is perhaps the reason that | am condemned to
wander restlessly around the Gates of Fairyland,
although | have never yet passed them.”

Royal Rule In a monarchy, the laws of succession
attempt to maintain stability: i people know that a
monarch will automatically be succeeded by the next
family member in line for the throne, they can feel
reasonably sure that the transition will be a smooth
one. The proclamation "The king is dead, long live the
king®" reflects the desire for an orderly succession. The
first part announces that one monarch has died: the
second honors the new

monarch, underscoring the .0 o 10 know

continuity of the monarchy  vocabulary Preview

despite the passing of one  malidous  reprieve

individual. malignant  sentiment
prasently
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The King Is Dead, Long Live the King

Short Story by MARY E. COLERIDGE

—{ Connect to Your Life |

Know Thyself How do you think you are perceived by others? Do you
think other people's perceptions generally coincide with your own
opinion of yourself? Get together with a classmate. While you Iist words
and phrases to describe your partner, your partner should do the same
for you. Then trade your lists. Do you think the description is accurate?

. Focus Your Reading

\  [EIITETIREE] SITUATIONAL IRONY | Irony is a
conftrast between expectation and reality. Situational
irony eccurs when what happens is not what a
character or the reader expects. Suppose, for
example, that the detective in a murder mystery
turns out to be the murderer. This incongruity is a
case of situational irony. Look for examples of
situational irony as you read “The King Is Dead,
Long Live the King”

PRI ISR PREDICTING | When you read, you

often make predictions about what will happen
naxt. The following can help you make predictions:

= details about characters, setting, and events in
the story

+ foreshadowing, or hints about what is going fo
happen

« wour personal knowledge of human behavior and
expenendes

EEIH:EADEE:E moTEROOK As you read
Coleridge’s story, jot down predictions about what
is going to happen each time the king is about to
go see a particular person or group of people. In
making your predictions, you might use a chart like
the one shown.

Basis of Your
Prediction

Person or Group | Your Pradiction

King Iz Abowt
o See




THE

KING

Is DEAD,

LONG LIVE
T HE

KING

Mary E. Coleridge
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|t was not very guiet in the room

| where the king lay dying. People
\ were coming and going, rustling
= in and out with hushed footsteps,
whispering eagerly to each other; and where a
great many people are all busy making as hile
noige as possible, the resole is apr to be a kind of
bustle, thar weakened nerves can scarcely endure.

But whar did thar matrer? The doctors said he
could hear nothing now. He gave no sign that he
could. Surely the sobs of his beautiful young
wife, as she knelt by the bedside, must else have
moved him.

For days the light had been carefully shaded.
MNow, in the hurry, confusion, and distress, no
one remembered to draw the curtains close, so
that the dim eyes might not be dazzled. But what
did that matter? The doctors said he could see
nothing now.

For days no one bur his attendants had been
allowed to come near him. Now the room was
free for all who chose to enter. Whar did it
matter? The docrors said he knew no one.

5o he lay for a long time, one hand flung out
upon the counterpane,! as if in search of some-
thing. The queen took it softly in hers, bur there
was no answering pressure, At length che cyes
and mouth closed, and the heart ceased to bear.

*How beautiful he looks,” they whispered one
o another.

hen the king came to himself it
was all very still—wonderfully
and delightfully still, as he
thought, wonderfully and
delightfully dark. It was a strange, unspeakable
relief 1o him—he lay as if in heaven. The room
was full of the scent of flowers, and the cool
night air came pleasantly through an open
window. A row of wax tapers burned with soft
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radiance at the foot of the bed on which he was
lying, covered with a velvet pall, only his head
and face exposed. Four or five men were keeping
guard around him, but they had fallen fase
asleep.

So deep was the feeling of content which he
experienced that he was loth? to stir. Mot nll the
great clock of the palace struck eleven, did he so
much as move, Then he sat up with a light laugh.

He remembered how, when his mind was
failing him, and he had rallied all his powers in
one last passionate appeal against the injustice
which was raking him away from the world just
when the world most needed him, he had heard
a voice saying, “1 will give thee yet one hour
after death. If, in that time, thou canst find three
that desire thy life, live!™

This was his hour, his hour that he had
snatched away from death. How much of it had
he lost already? He had been a good king; he
had worked night and day for his subjects: he
had nothing to fear, and he knew thar it was very
pleasant to live, how pleasant he had never
known before, for, to do him justice, he was not
selfish; it was his unfinished work that he grieved
ahout when the decree went forth against him.
Yet, as he passed our of the room where the
watchers sar heavily sleeping, things were
changed to him somehow. The burning sense of
injustice was gone. NMow that he came ro think of
it, he had done very lirtle. True thart it was his
utmost, bur there were many berter men in the
world, and the world was large, very large it
seemed to him now. Everything had grown
larger. He loved his country and his home as well
as ever, but in the night it had seemed as if they
must perish with him, and now he knew that
they were still unchanged.

1. counterpane; bedspread,
1. loth {kath): unwilling.



utside the door
he paused a
| moment,
. ; hesitating
whither to go hrst, Not to the
queen. The very thought of her
grietf unnerved him. He would
not see her till he could once
more clasp her in his arms, and
bid her weep tears of joy
only because he was come
again. Afrer all, he had bur an

“1 WILL GIVE THEE
YET ONE HOUR AFTER
DEATH. IF, IN THAT
TIME, THOU CANST
FIND THREE THAT

DESIRE THY LIFE, LIVE!"

“So this is the first of my
subjects that wants me back!™
he said.

He had no child of his own.
He would have liked to try and
comfort the little maiden, but
there were other calls upon
him just then. He was on his
way to the house of his great
friend, the man whom he loved
more than all others. A kind of
malicious delight possessed

hour to wait. Before the castle

clock struck rwelve, he would be
back again in life, remembering these things only
as a dream. He sighed a lictle to think of i.

“All that to do over again some day,” he said, as
he recalled his last momenits.

Almost he turned again to the couch he had so
lately left.

“But I have never yet done anything through
tear,” said the king.

And he smiled as he thought of the terms of
the compact. His city lay before him in the
moonlighe.

“l could And three thousand as easily as
three,” he said. “Are they not all my friends?™

As he passed out of the gate, he saw a child
sitting on the steps, crying bitterly.

“What is the matter, little one?™ said the
sentinel on guard, stopping a moment.

“Father and mother have gone to the castle,
because the king’s dead,” sobbed the child, “and
they've never come back again; and I'm so tired
and so hungry! And I've had no supper, and my
doll’s broken. Oh! I do wish the king were alive
again!”

And she burst into a fresh storm of weeping.
It amused the king not a litde.

WORDE

him, as he pictured to himself
the deep dejection he should
find him in.

“Poor Amyas!™ he said. “1 know what |
should be feeling in his place. I am glad he was
not taken. I could not have borne his loss.™

As he entered the courtvard of his friend's
house, lights were being carried to and fro,
horses were being saddled, an air of bustle and
excitement pervaded the place. Look where he
might, he could not see the face he knew so well.
He entered at the open door. His friend was not
in the hall. Room after room he vainly traversed
—rthey were all empry. A sudden horror rook
him. Surely Amyas was not dead of grief?

e came at length to a small
private apartment, in which they
had spent many a happy, busy
hour together; but his friend was
not here {:J[hEr., though, to judge by appearances,
he could only just have left it. Books and papers
were tumbled all abourt in strange confusion, and
bits of broken glass strewed the floor.

A little picture was lying on the ground. The
king picked it up, and recognized a miniature of

el

TO maliciows [ma-Tsh'as) sy, spltetul; nasty

KNOW
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himself, the frame of which had been broken in
the fall. He let it drop again, as if it had burnt
him. The fire was blazing brightly, and the frag-
ments of a half-destroved letter lay, unconsumed
as yer, in the fender’ It was in his own writing.
He snatched it up, and saw it was the last he had
written, containing the details of an elaborare
scheme which he had much ar heart. He had
only just thrown it back into the flames when
two people entered the room, talking together,
one a lady, the other a man, booted and spurred
as though he came from a long distance.

“Where is Amyas?™ he asked.

*Gone to proffer* his services to the new king,
of course,” said the lady. “We are, as you may
think, in great anxiery. He has none of the ridi-
culous notions of his predecessor® who, indeed,
hated him cordially. The very favor Amyas has
hitherto enjoved will stand in his way at the new
court. | only hope he may be in time to make his
peace. He can, with trust, say that he utterly dis-
approved of the foolish reforms which his lare
master was bent on making. Of course, he was
fond of him in a way; but we must think of our-
selves, you know. People in our position have no
time for sentiment. He started almost immed-
iately after the king's death. 1 am sending his
retinue® after him.”

“Quite right,” said the gentleman, whom the
king now knew as one of his ambassadors. “I
shall follow him at once. Between you and me, it
is no bad thing for the countrv. That poor boy
had no notion of statesmanship. He forced me to
conclude a peace which would have been
disastrous to all our best interests. Happily, we
shall have war directly now. Promotions in the
army would have been at a standstill if he had
had his way.”

The king did not stay to hear more.

“I will go to my people,” he said. “They ar
least have no interest to make peace with my
successor. He will but rake from them what |
gave.”

= o

| & heard the clock strike the first
quarter as he went. He was,
indeed, a very remarkable king,
for he knew his way to the
poorest part of his dominions. He had been there
before, often and often, unknown to any one;
and the misery which he had there beheld had
stirred and sreeled him to attempt what had
never before been arrempred.

Mo one about the palace knew where he had
caughe the malignant fever which carried him
off. He had a shrewd suspicion himself, and he
went straight to that quarter.

“Fevers won’t hurt me now,” he said laughing.
The houses were as wretched, the people looked
as sickly and squalid” as ever. They were stand-
ing about in knots in the streets, late though i
was, talking together about him. His name was
in every mouth. The derails of his illness, and the
probable day of his funeral, seemed to interest
them more than anything else.

Five or six men were sitting drinking round a
table in a disreputable-looking public-house,*
and he stopped to overhear their conversation.

“And a good riddance, roo!™ said one of

3. fender: a short metal screen in front of a freplace.

4, proffer (proslar); to offer for acceprance.

3. predecessor: the former holder of an office or position.
6. retinoe [rén<®) a group of amendants; entoerage.

7. squalid (akwil Td): dirty and wretched from poverty or
lack of care.

8. public-house ravemn.

wc.r;:‘m sentiment (2Ena-mant] n tender o nostalgic feeling
KNpw  eNgnant {rme-Tg’nant) adj, extremely harmiul
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them, whom he knew well, *Whar's the use of a
king as never spends a farthing more than he can
help? It gives no impetus® to trade, it don't. The
new fellow's a very different sort. We shall have
fine doings soon.”

“Av!™ sreuck in another, *a meddlesome;
priggish!” sort of chap, he was, always aworritting
us about clean houses, and such like, Whar right’s
he gor o intertere, I'd like to knows™

“Down with all kings! says [,” put in a third:
“but if we're to have "em, let "em behave as sich.
| like a young tellow as isn'r afraid of his missus,
and knows port wine from sherry.”

“Wanted to abaolish capital punishment, he
did!™ cried a fourth. “Thoughr he'd get more
work out of the poor fellows in prison, |

suppose? Depend on it, there’s some reason like
that at the bottom of ir. We ain't so very per-
ticular about the lives of our subjects for
nothing, we ain’t"; an expression of opinion in
which all the rest hearnly concurred, The clock

struck again as the king turned away; he felt as if
a storm of abuse from some one he had always
hated would be a precions balm®® just then. He
entered the stare prison, and made for the con-
demned cell. Capital punishment was not
abolished vet, and in this particular instance he
had certainly fele glad of ir.

Q. impetus [Tm'pi-ias): incentive; stimulus,

10, priggish: irvitaringly concerned with proper behavior

11, balm: something that seothes, heals, or comfors.
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The cell was tenanted only
by a little haggard® looking
man, who was writing busily on
his knee, The king had only
seen him once before, and he
looked at him cariously.

Presently, the jailer entered,
and with him the first
councillor, a man whom his late
master had greatly loved and
esteemed. The convicr looked
up quickly,

ALL AT ONCE A
SEMSE OF LOMELIMESS
THAT CANNOT BE
DESCRIBED RUSHED
OVER HIM, AND HIS

HEART SANK.

such a man. And yet, because
he was himself noble, he could
nat but rejoice to ind nobility
in another. He said to himself
scernly thar it was not worth
what he had gone through. He
reviewed his position in no
very self-complacent™ mood.
The affection he had so
confidently relied upon was bur
a dream. The people he was
fain'* to work for were not ripe

“It was not to be till to-

for their own improvement, A

morrow,” he said. Then, as if

afraid he had berrayed some cowardice, “bur |
am ready at any moment. May I ask you to give
this paper to my wife?”

“The king 15 dead,” said the first councillor
gravely. “You are reprieved. His present majesty
has other views. You will, in all probability, be
set ar large to-morrow.”

“Dead?™ said the man with 3 stunned look.

“Dead!™ said the first councillor, with the
impressiveness of a whole board.

The man stood up, passing his hand across his
brow.

“Sir,” he said earnestly, “1 respected him. For
all he was a king, he rreated me like a gentleman.
He, too, had a young wife. Poor fellow, | wish he
were alive again!”

There were tears in the man’s eyes as he
apoke,

he third quarter struck as the
king left the prison. He felt
unutterably humiliated. The pity
| of his foe was harder to bear
than the scorn of his friends. He would rather
have died a thousand deaths than owe his life to

WORDS
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foolish little child, a generous
enemy, these were his only friends. Afrer all, was
it worth while ro live? Had he not better go back
quietly and submit, making no further effort? He
had learnt his lesson; he could “lie down in
peace, and sleep, and rake his rest.” The eternal
powers had justihed themselves. What martter
though every man had proved a liar? The
bitterness had passed away, and he seemed to see
clearly.

Thick clouds had gathered over the moon, and
the cold struck through him. All ar once a sense
of loneliness that cannort be described rushed
over him, and his heart sank. Was there really no
one who cared—no one? He would have given
anything at that moment for a look, a single
word of real sympathy. He longed with sick
longing for the assurance of love,

There were vet a few moments left. How had
he borne to wait so long? This, at leasr, he was
sute of, and this was all the world to him. He
began to find comfort and consolation in the
thought he forgave—indeed he almost forgot—

12, haggard: wom and exhausred in appearance,
13, seli-complacent: self-sarisfizd; smug.
14; fain: ready and willing.

presently [préz’ant-lar a0 in a Shor Ume; soon
reprieve [ri-pray’) ¥ 1o cancel & punishanent



the rest. Yet he had fallen very low, for, as he
stood at the door of his wife's room, he hesitated
whether to go in. What if this, too, were an
illusion? Had he not best go back before he
knew?

“Bur [ have never yer done anything through
fear,™ said the king.

His wife was sitring by the firc alone, her face
hidden, her long hair falling round her like a
veil. At the first sight of her, a pang of self-
reproach shot through him. How could he ever
have doubred?

She was wearing a ring that he had given
her—a ring she wore always, and the light
sparkled and flashed from the jewel. Excepr for
this, there was nothing bright in the room.

He ardentlv desired to comfore her. He won-
dered why all her ladies had left her. Surely one
might have stayed with her on this firse mght of
her bereavement?'s She seemed to be lost in
thought, If she would only speak, or call his
name! But she was guire silent.

A shight noise made the king stare. A secret
door in the wall opened, the existence of which

he had thought was known only to himself and
his queen, and a man stood before her,

She pur her finger to her lips, as though to
counsel silence, and then threw herself into his
arms.

“You have come,” she said— “Oh, | am so
glad! I had to hold his hand when he was dying.
I was frightened sitting here by myself. I thought
his ghost would come back, but he will never
come back any more. We may be happy always
now,” and drawing the ring from her finger, she
kissed ir, weeping, and gave it to him.

hen midnighr struck, the warchers
wakened with a stare, to hnd the
king lying stark and stiff, as
- C before, but a grear change had
come over his counrenance.'®
“We must not let the queen see him again,”
they said. #

15, bereavement: the loss of a loved one vo deach.

16, countenandce: face,

THE EING IS DEAD, LONG LIVE THE KENG



1|."||'| IJ l,

Slecrefeere ‘_/ ZLITERATURE

Connect to the Literature

1. What Do Yoo Think? Comprehension Check
What did you like » What must the king find in the
best about this one hour after his death?

story? What did you « Which two people want him
like least? ey liwe?
» What starding discovery does the
king make about the queen’?
Think Critically

2. Ly PREDICTING | Look over the predictions you

made about the story in your [[lreaper's noTEBOOK.
How accurate were they? What evidence was most
impartant in making accurate predictions?
3. Im your opinion, what kind of person was the king?
= his view of himself and others
k! ] - the reason he wants to live
ABOUT| | « the reforms he tried to promote during his life
» what others say about him

4. The narrator does not describe the expression on the king's
face at the end of the story, How do you think he looks?
Give reasons for your response,

5, What view of human nature does the story convey? Do you
think this view is overly pessimistic or simply realistic? Cite
evidence to support your opinion.

Extend Interpretations

6. Comparing Texts Compare and contrast the quest in this
story with the knight's quest in “The Wife of Bath's Tale® by
Geoffrey Chaucer (page 154). In what ways are the
circumstances of the two guests similar and different? How
do the outcomes of the guests compare?

7. What i? Suppose the king found three people who wanted
him to live—and then visited his wife. Do you think he
would have chosen to live? Why or why not?

8. Connect fo Life How do you think people today regard their
leaders? Do yau think people generally support their elected
officials, or do people tend to be cynically suspicious of the
leaders’ mativations?
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Literary Analysis

| SITUATIONAL IRONY | In
situational irony, the character or
ihe reader expects one thing o
happsan, but something else actually
aoours. Colenidge's stary is fillad with
situational irary. For example, the
king expects Armmeas, his closess
friend, o be saddened by his death.
instiead he fincds that Amrnas s
aiready busy trying 1o win favor with
the new maonarch. O the othes
hand, the king expects his jiled
enemy ta be gleeful about his
death, but instead he overheaars s
ENEMY SXpressing regret

Conperative Learning Activity With
& small group of dassmates, create
& chart ike the one below and hist
the ironic situations in the sty
Then discuss the following
questions: What do the king's
overturmed expectations suggest
about his relationship with other
characters? How does the title help
underscore e inamy?

! Aryas mourms Amyas is prepccupied wit
| king's daath, fiattering new monarch,
LETEDE pLoT | As you know, the

plot in a namatnee usually indudes
the following stages: exposition,
rising action, climax, and falling
action. Create a graph in which you
ichantify these stapes in "The King s
Dead, Long Lue the King”
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Writing Options

1. Letter from Amyas Write a letter in which
Amyas declares his allegiance to the new
king and denounces the dead king.

2. Dhituaries for the King Compose three obit-
uaries for the king. Write each one from the

standpoint of a different character in the story.

Activities & Explorations

Dramatic Scene With a group of dassmates,
dramatize a scene from the story, Rehearse
vour scene and then present it to the class.
~ PERFORMING

Inquiry & Research

Long Live the Queen Research the laws of
succession for English monarchs, and then
study Queen Victoria's ascension to the throne,
Use an abbreviated tamily tree or another
graphic to demonstrate how Queen Victoria
came to succeed her uncle, William W,

s~ More Online: Research Startar
TR wwawmodougallittall.com

Yocabulary in Action

].'

XERCISE: MEANING CLUES For each boldfaced

word, choose the topic in which the word might
be used in a discussion

1

@ oe koo

. malicious
. the king's enemy
. the king's friend

. sentiment
. the moat of a castle
. building a castle

. malignant
.the gueen's maid

¢. a small child

¢. admiration for
the king

b. the king's advisers

F
a

. presently

CWANMINgG & war c. an ancient law

b. waiting for a doctor's arrival

. MEprigve

a. a prisoner facing execution  ¢. a royal banner
b. a newly appointed minister

€. & deadly disease

Mary E.
Coleridge

1861-1907

Other Works
Cathered Leaves
The Collected Poems of Mary
Coleridye
A Literary Life Although she never achieved the
fame of her ancesior, Mary Colerdge was a
talented writer in a variety of liwerary forms,
including novels, short stories, poetry, and
essays, Bom i London, Coleridge received an
excellent education at home and, according to
one of her friends, could read French, Ialian,
German, and Hebrew by the time she was 19
vears old. Her Eather was a well-read lawyer
who often entertained noted authors, including
the poets Tennyson and Browning, Coleridge
herself studied both literature and philosophy,
eventuslly obiaining a job as an instrucior of
English literatre at the Working Women's
College, a position she held for the last 12
vears of her life. She never married and lived
with her family until her death at age 45.

A Retiring Writer Coleridge did not publish
her ficst major work until she was in her 30s.
Although her first novel, The Seven Slegpers
af Efrbesus, was not generally well received, it
wis praised by Robert Louis Stevenson, and
severdl of Coleridge's subsequent novels
became quite popular. In addition, she
regularly contributed stories and essays to
vitrious journals, including Cornbill Magazine
and the Times Literary Supplement. As a
poet, she was reluctant to publish, or even
talk about, her own work, At the urging of a
family friend—the poet Robert Bridges—she
eventually allowed two small collections of her
poems (o be published under the pseudonym
Anodos. The rest were not made public until
afier her death. Bridges said of her poems,
“They are both beawtiful and original, and
often exhibit imagination of a very rare kind,
conveyed by the identical expression of true
feeling and artistic insight.”
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