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               The Shirt Collar
                There was once a fine gentleman whose entire personal effects consisted of a bootjack and a comb, but he had the loveliest shirt collar in the world and this is a story about that shirt collar. – It was now so old that it was thinking of getting married, and it so happened that it ended up in the wash along with a garter.

          ‘Oh!’ the shirt collar said, ‘I have never before set eyes on anyone so slim and so fine, so soft and so dainty. May I make so bold as to ask you your name?’

          ‘I won’t tell you!’ the garter said.

          ‘Where do you come from?’ the collar asked.

          But the garter was extremely bashful by nature and thought that was a strange thing to be asked to reply to.

          ‘You must surely be a girdle!’ the collar said, ‘some sort of underneath girdle! I can clearly see that you combine utility and adornment, my little miss!’

          ‘You’re not allowed to speak to me!’ the garter said, ‘I’m sure I have not in any way given you occasion to!’

          ‘Oh yes, when you are as pretty as you are!’ the collar said, ‘that’s occasion enough!’

          ‘Don’t come so close to me!’ the garter said. ‘You look so masculine!’

          ‘I’m also a fine gentleman!’ the shirt collar said, ‘I own a bootjack and a comb!’ and that wasn’t strictly true, for it was his master that owned them, but it was boasting.

          ‘Don’t come close to me!’ the garter said, ‘I’m not used to that sort of thing!’

          ‘Prude!’ the shirt collar said and then it was taken up out of the wash; it was starched and hung over the chair in the sunshine and then placed on the ironing board; there, the hot iron came.

          ‘Madam!’, the collar said, ‘little widowed lady! I’m getting quite hot! I’m becoming someone else, I’m taking leave of my folds, you’re burning a hole in me! oh! – I ask you to marry me!’

          ‘Ragamuffin!’ the iron said and proudly flattened the collar, for it imagined it was a steam engine that was to be used on the railway to pull carriages.

          ‘Ragamuffin!’ it said.

          The shirt collar frayed a bit at the edges, and so the paper scissors came along to cut off the frayed ends.

          ‘Oh!’ the shirt collar said! ‘You must be a prima ballerina! how you can stretch your legs! You are the most elegant thing I have ever seen! No human being can possibly emulate you!’

          ‘I know,’ the scissors said.

          ‘You deserve to be a countess!’ the shirt collar said, ‘All I have is a fine gentlemen, a bootjack and a comb! – If only I had a shire of my own!’

          ‘Proposing, is he!’ the scissors said, got very angry and gave the collar a hefty snip, and that was him rejected.

          ‘It looks like I’ll have to propose to the comb! It’s remarkable how you manage to keep all your teeth, my little miss!’ the shirt collar said. ‘Have you never considered becoming engaged!’

          ‘Yes, I have!’ the comb said, ‘you know I am engaged to the bootjack!’

          ‘Engaged!’ the shirt collar said; now there was no one left to proposed to and so he despised it.

          A long time passed, and eventually the shirt collar ended up in a box at the paper mill; there was a whole community of rags there, the fine ones separated from the coarse ones, as it should be. They all had a great deal to tell, but the shirt collar most of all, for it was a proper boaster.

          ‘I’ve had such a vast number of sweethearts!’ the shirt collar said, ‘I was never left in peace! But I was also a fine gentleman, complete with starch! I had both a bootjack and a comb that I never made use of! – You should have seen me back then, when I lay on my side! I’ll never forget my first sweetheart, she was a garter, so fine, so soft and so delicate, she plunged into a tub of water for my sake! – There was also a widowed lady that was white-hot for me, but I left her standing to get black! There was the prima ballerina, she was the one who gave me the gash I bear to this day, she was so ferocious! my own comb was in love with me, she lost all her teeth because I broke her heart. Oh yes, I’ve experienced a great deal of that sort of thing! but what pains me most is the garter, I mean the girdle that ended up in the tub of water. I have a lot on my conscience, I could well do with being turned into white paper!’

          Which they all were, all the rags were turned into white paper, but the shirt collar became precisely the sheet of white paper we see here, on which the story has been printed, and that was because it boasted so terribly afterwards about what never had happened in the first place; and we should remember not to behave in the same way, for indeed we can never be sure that we don’t end up too in the rag box and are turned into white paper and have our whole story printed on it, even our deepest secrets and afterwards have to run around telling others about them, like the shirt collar.
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