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The Tale of the Green S1lk Purse
_ Bny M. DENTON

HE Elbe sparkled Across were the, red walls and B
blackened beams of the houses, that stood up to their;
thighs in the river.' Above the medley of roofs- was the:
( green copper dome.of Dresden 'S museum ‘ .
1 - This "picture, framed in the narrow doorway of the
‘ httle Weinstube, .was shut off suddenly by the tall shadow
l of aman. - i
N The - green llght fell in patches after 1ts strugglev ,
s through the ancient blobbed glass panes of the room’s only |
~ window. It fell upon the brlght wax-polished top of an
| oalcen table, across Whose surface centurles of glasses hadr
' tinkled “prosit.” : 5 - b
' I was a London student on a vacation Whlch Caesar
threatened to spoil. "For! I was in arrears Wlth a book or |
- two of “De bello Gallico.? ~ - ., i
This little room by the r1vers edge was cool and se-|.
cluded. It was an ante-room close to the main bar of the
house and was seldom v1é1ted :
In a week of seclu519n there in which Morpheus had
come in for more Worshlp than Bacchus, and a few ¢ zwel,er ,
* Rotwein” ! had spread themselves‘ asymptotically through™
“unending hours, I had corne to thmfk of this room as my own |
. private sanctum.
’ And so my “guten Tag” had an unfmendly touch of dlS—
. gust in it. ; z . |
: The intruder seemed inclined!to go out again and, re-
" lenting, I called h1m back His smlle was friendly but half
fearful. ]
In order, I thought to cover shyness he pretended
famlharlty, and taking up my book read aloud a few of its g
. Latin lines. He read fluently but with an accent which re- :
i minded me of a like vacatlon spent in Madr;d Hﬁs accent
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was Castiltan. r\I‘his and his' handsome appearance told me -

‘my visitor was|a Spaniard and I said, “Buenos dias.”

It was as though I had struck him. He rose and walked
to the door;-stood a moment, then turned and said, in Span-

~_ish, “That done is like green silk,—and the glint of the

river is like sily
brain is on fire|
The odor (¢

er and gold. The sun is a red rose, and my
again,—and I must tell you

sonl of a Castilian gentleman,—-rthe only son.
Ours is a prouf family; all its sons enter the army or the
priesthood. I|was destined for the army. Earnest and
ambitious I went gladly to the military school ‘at Segovia. -
The rules of that school are strict —punctlhous in matters
of honor and g¢f honesty.

“All the cadets were rich, but the rules of the school :
restricted oud’ lallowances to a small sum paid Weekly I
carried my maney in a green silk purse,—a thing such as
Shylock must lhave used,—a tassel at each end and two
brass rings to ¢lose its slit-like opening. - '

“Debt was dishonor. - Yet generdsity is in the blood of
every Roma%e.

“Alwayd-Jl have loved the sparkle of rivers. We had a
leisure hour esch evening, but the rules called us back an

hour after sun;

them from the
“But a re

. the sparkle of
“Beautifu

“For marn
hair flooded m
~its perfume.

_ “Was thi
its disgrace w
' ‘s

!
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set.

“There were lovely sunsets in Segov1a I used to Watch

river bank.

1 rose-may seem lovelier than a sunset, ‘and
dark eyes beneath it lovelier still.

| she was and the sunlight, as she echpsed the

- sun, made arouynd her hair a halo of red ﬁre

y nights the color of the rose-in her black
y dreams. Then, growing more bold, I tried

And then I spoke to her. She smiled and was
kind,—and thjt night my green silk purse felt very light.

love? If so Why did the thought of debt and
DITY me‘? , , ‘

-3
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THE GREEN SILK P‘URSE. | [32.5"

“Some excuse must be found. ' Simple enough to have
lost one’s purse or had ¢t stolenfi. Better burn the greeri
_ silk thing with its tassels. o i
- “Thoughts so desultory, so mﬁxed w1th dreams, became

no fixed pldn. I enteredy the common room again. It Was
. autumn and a great fireé burned -¢n the stone -hearth. The
| room was deserted. Qurckly I threw my green silk purseu
into a sort of fiery halo that was there, as if made for. it, m
the midst of the fire. Then I Went out through the 1nneﬁ
door

“Why was I pressmg W1th my thumb the rlng on myr
! .middle finger? - ]

*It was because I had forgotten thg brass rings on that
green silk purse. Brass rmgs do not burn. I must rake
~ them out.
| “Returning to the ﬁre I foun:d there the old sergeant;
who cared so well for us all —a good man with a record uli .
of honor. Lo z k

“There.was a devil in the fire.; He had a red halo round
| hlS head and held out two red-hot irmgs
L« ‘Sergeant,’ said I, ‘Where is th*e purse I left here on th
| table? :

_.(D.c_ o

8

g
’.

“ ‘I saw no purse P

“iYou,lie; you have taken the money and burned y

: purse, and there are its brass rlngs

) “So saying I raked out those rlngs that used to car ss,
my green silk purse. (Is there any difference between car-
‘essing and ranghng"f’% :

“As T held them oution the end of the poker I sa
behind| the ergeant two: brother | ofﬁcers enter. The
man r 1sed is hand to strlke me The oﬂicers selzed h
and he|was naken away. ; .
~+ “The suddenness of events confused me. I had plann d, i
no evill The voice that had accused the sergeant was 1
‘mine. |Why|should I awake from my rose dream?- .

| f"I‘he next day I asked mercy for the ‘man who h
robbed|and tried to strike! me, I was honored by my high-

8 Published by UNM Digital Repq sitory, 1931 - .
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minded kindness.
longed to confesj. b

“But the pi
sunset, holding |t
dent; daring me
me begin. And

And all the while I hated mysélf and

ture haunted me, of the devil in a halo of
Wwo red-hot rings on the prongs of his tri-
to go through with the thing he had made"
because I feared and hated the dev1l I went

“through with his plan.

“For many |days conscience slept Wlthln my coma of
obstinacy until it seemed dead. Blankly I went on Wlth
the thing I had egun. ‘

“In our evening card games I had an unwonted galety
and an unwonted luck. But gradually came the feeling that.
I was not in full|control of my tongue. There was an urge,
—it took the form of a red rose,—to tell the story of the
green silk purse.| I fought the urge, then'I tried to follow it,
and all the time the devil prodded my brain with his trident.

“At last, o
began excitedly
was obeying the

e ‘evening, throwing down the cards, I
o tell my tale, knowing hardly whether 1
devil or the rose.

“I was incgherent and could hold no one’s attentlon
They said nw nerves were shaken by the unwitting part I~

had taken in the
“T] was sent

distant barracks.

“My recov
everyone’s estee

sergeant’s disgrace. ’

away for a holiday; then transferred to a

y seemed complete I worked hard, won
and obtained advancement.

“One day came the order to revisit Segovia.
“The place had grown smaller, (I expect you know the

feeling).
cards.

“Suddenly

successor wished to speak with me.

sage that a man,
“I went.
and very weak.

My old friends had gone away.
Gaiety came back, and luck, and there was no return
~ of the dreaded rge.

Fhe old sergeant lay there.

Agam I played *

y attention was called. The old sergeant’ '
He brought the mes-
lylng in the hospital, wanted to see me.

He was thm
I leaned over him and he said, ‘I forgive

you.” Then he died.

11/iss4/5 ' o , ' 4
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“And over his head ﬂoated a :red rose,\xand fnto my
- brain came the hot trident, and 1nto my tongue the urge t

“tell the tale of the green purse.

“Again I scattered the cards, and this time began to te

the tale coherently. But no one knew my history, and no9

one remembered; the group broke up and I Went out. into
the cool night air.

" “T had come_ of age since the nlght of the green sil
purse and was rich. -The return of ithe urge unnerved me,

I would go to a distant country tos kill memory and con:!

science.
“I¢hose Geneva. For awhile the red rose floated above
* the white peaks of the Dent du Midl, ‘then it faded an

finally was gone in mist. Except tHat in the evenlng glovq

‘as the sun threw last kisses to the snows and made them

blush,—in that g’iow was here and there a red peta] The
at last the red petals died also and Iiwas free. ;
“But the devil was only dozing.: For, one day, as I sa

looking across the lake, there came a2 man beside me. Hei®
recognized a fellow cquntryman and greeted me in Spanish,
“His hair was black, and the're, under the brim of hi E :

broad hat was a red rose. It may have been no rose at all
but just the red light of the setting sun. o

“I told him the tale of the green silk purse 'He Was%

% bored, but, with the courtesy of Spam, he seemed to listen.
Then, rising, he bade me adieu. 3

“Was I never to be able to coriquer the urge of the‘i

green silk purse‘?

“T wouldsgo to Cermany, the éountry in Whlch the
chance of meefing a Spa%ard is sma

“And so, I came to

b

of me?”

I sat silent as the tale, ended TYF e man’s sin had been ’

black. He was expiating it in pain

at could I say?
& .

I . i i
- - . - L |
S

Published by UNM Digital Repository; 1931 ceT

resden, ang you, unhappy man,Er'
have revived the red rose. The devil is using my “mother};
tongue as his trident What shall I- dc ? What do you think|}
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. I told him

that only that man could sink to a deed so

low, who was c
this nonsense?)
had expiated i
should believe
Thankmg

again in my sanctunm.

pable of rising to a great heighth. (Was

He was expiating his sin. Perhaps he
‘enough. - He should now be strong and
he red rose dead. ) a
e, he departed, and did not dlsturb me

1

Some weeks later, Walkmg zlumlessly in the rlch sub-
arbs of Dresden, I came face to face with Don Romanos.

He was gay and welcomed me warmly.

said he, “to my

Here is the announcement.

_ “You must come,”
edding. It takes place tomorrow evening.
Will you not come? I owe

I promlsed and the next evening saw me entermg the

my happiness tj‘hyﬁou

grounds of a ri
a distinguished
lily. Was it po
a red rose?

At a long
opposite Don R
his fair bride.

Toasts weré proposed and responded to.:

speakers talked

house. Don Romanos was marrying into
German family. Blond locksjand a white
ible these had eclipsed black tresses and

table with a hundred guests, I sat almost

pmanos. Far at the end, on our left, was
There was an air of solemnity.

Some of the
of Spain and Don Romanos looked uneasy,

turning nervousaly about as though expecting some blow.

“In fluent G
with pearls, a

srman he presented to his bride a star set
mpanying the gift by the words: “Das.

Meer hat seine Perlen, der Himmel seine Sterne.. Gross ist

) ’ 0
das Meer and d%

Don Romanos was radiant in spite of his nervoug :

pallor.

Himmel,—noch groesser ist meine Liebe.”

Then arose{the bride blushufg She had, she said, no

gift of jewels

offer to her husband, but something she

believed he would value more highly; something which had
cost her many hours of labour,—it had been a labour of

love.
closer to her, a
castellano . . ..

https://digitalrepository.unm.edu/nmgq/ve
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She belieyed it to be a gift which would bring him

d then she began to recite: “En lenguaje

11/iss4/5
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as suddenly, he recovered, Tose;and rfished to the door.

Less surprised thargéﬁe othefs‘,‘ Il was quick to followy
Don Romanos ran. ‘Qut through 'ghéé grounds and along
the deserted street I pursued him. FFr ‘half a mile I kept
him in sight, but he had the advantage of the devil’s tril

dent, and I lost him. ' : '
“The mills of God grind slowly; but they grind ex:
ceeding small.” - . "
k7
!
1 . |
2| 3
T 1
1 4
| ,, 3
Fa
o ﬁ__\j"
: |
; ~
- é, b
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" Before two words of Spaﬁiéh had passed her lips, 1
‘saw Don Romanos put his hand to;his head. Then he
leaned forward, knocking over his glass of red wine. Then;,

S

S
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