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NNPEAUCJIOBHUE

[Ipennaraempiii COOPHUK paccKa3oB AHTIIMHCKUX U aMEPUKAHCKUX IHCA-
TeJel MOXKeT OBITh MCIIOIB30BaH I Pa3BUTHS HABBIKOB YTCHWsI, TOBOPEHUS,
ayJIMpOBaHUs JIJISl YUAILIMXCSl CTAPIIMX KJIACCOB IIKOJI C YTITyOJIEHHBIM U3y4YEHU-
€M aHTJUHCKOTO S3bIKa, JUIA TPYNN YIIyOJEHHOTO H3YyYEeHHsS WHOCTPAHHBIX
A3bIKOB, CTYJICHTOB U JIMIL, CAMOCTOSITENIbHO M3YYaIOIINX aHTJIMMUCKUN S3bIK Ha
CpelnHeM dTare 00y4eHHUs.

Pacckaspl pazHooOpa3Hbl IO TEMATHKE, SI3bIKY U CTHIIIO, TPEICTaBIISIOT
MHTEPECHBIN CIOKETHBIM MaTepua, JaloT BO3MOKHOCTb BBIUTH Ha 00CYXKACHHE
MPOOJIEMHBIX BOITPOCOB, JIETKO MOIAOTCS IEPECKA3Y, JOCTYITHBI CTYACHTaM.

COOpHHK COCTOUT U3 JBYX YaCTEH.

Texctol 1-0f yacTu — HeOosbIUE MO 00BEMY. ITO JaeT BO3MOXKHOCTH
npopaboTaTh JIEKCUYECKUH MaTepHall, OTBETUTh Ha MOCTABJIEHHBIE BOIMPOCHI U
OPUHATH Y4acTuE€ B JAMCKyccHM Oe3 OosbIIUX 3aTpaT yyeOHoro Bpemenu. He-
OOJBITION 00BbEM TEKCTOB TAK)KE TMO3BOJISIET MPEMOJAABATENI0 MCIOIL30BATh HUX
JUTSL ayAMPOBAHUS U U3NI0KEHHUI. TeKCThl MOTYT OBITh MCHOJIB30BAHbI U JIJIS 3a-
HATUN TOMANTHEeTo YTeHus. Bce TekcThl 1-0if yacTu cHaGKEeHBI CIIeIHAIBHO pas-
pabOTaHHBIMU YNIPAKHEHUSIMH.

Pacckasbl 2-0if yactu copepxat Oosiee CIOXKHBIA SI3bIKOBOM MaTepuail U
peIHa3HAYaloTCs JJI CaMOCTOSITENIbHOTO YTEHUSI C MOCIEAYIOIIUM 00CY K/ Ie-
HueM. Bce pacckasbl CHaOKEHbI JIEKCHYECKUM KOMMEHTAapUEM M BOIPOCaMU Ha
MPOBEPKY MOHUMAHUS. DTH PACCKA3bl MOTYT OBITh MCIIOJIH30BAHBI B KAYECTBE
CaMOCTOSTENIbHOIO uTeHus. Pacckasbl MojoOpaHbl MO CTENEHU BO3PACTAHMS
CJI0’KHOCTH.



PART ONE

Unit 1
LOST IN THE POST
A. Philips

Ainsley, a post-office sorter, turned the envelaper and over in his
hands. The letter was addressed to his wife ancghailistralian stamp.

Ainsley knew that the sender was Dicky Soameswifess cousin. It was
the second letter Ainsley received after Dicky'pateure. The first letter had
come six months before, he did not read it andathtrénto the fire. No man ev-
er had less reason for jealousyl than Ainsley.wiie was frank as the day, a
splendid housekeeper, a very good mother to timrahildren. He knew that
Dicky Soames had been fond of Adela and the fattBicky Soames had years
back gone away to join his and Adela's uncle maddiffierence to him. He was
afraid that some day Dicky would return and takeladrom him.

Ainsley did not take the letter when he was at waskhis fellow-workers
could see him do it. So when the working hours werer he went out of the
post-office together with his fellow workers, thika returned to take the letter
addressed to his wife. As the door of the posteffvas locked, he had to get in
through a window. When he was getting out of thedew the postmaster saw
him. He got angry and dismissed Ainsley. So anoth&n was hired and Ains-
ley became unemployed. Their life became hard, they to borrow money
from their friends.

Several months had passed. One afternoon wheneficgilme home he
saw the familiar face of Dicky Soames. "So he haddd up, " Ainsley thought
to himself.

Dicky Soames said he was delighted to see Ainsldyave missed all of
you so much, " he added with a friendly smile.

Ainsley looked at his wife. "Uncle Tom has diedshe explained, "and
Dicky has come into his money". "Congratulationsdid Ainsley, "you are
lucky. "

Adela turned to Dicky. "Tell Arthur the rest, " skaid quietly. "Well, you
see," said Dicky, "Uncle Tom had something ovetysikousand and he wished
Adela to have half. But he got angry with you bessaAdela never answered the
two letters | wrote to her for him. Then he changedwill and left her money
to hospitals. | asked him not to do it, but he winl listen to me!" Ainsley
turned pale. "So those two letters were worth meadifter all,” he thought to
himself. For some time everybody kept silence. Thbaky Soames broke the
silence, "It's strange about those two lettere d¢ften wondered why you didn't
answer them?" Adela got up, came up to her hushaddsaid, taking him by
the hand. "The letters were evidently lost." Atttireoment Ainsley realized that
she knew everything.



NOTES:
! No man had less reason for jealousifuxTo He HMeT MEHbIIIE OCHOBA-
HUM JJ151 PEBHOCTH.

| Find in the text English equivalents for the folowing words and ex-
pressions:

COPTUPOBHIMK IIOYThI, BEPTCI B PYKaxX, OTHE3A, BCIMKOJICITHAA XOBﬂﬁKa,
Apnienna emy HpaBWJIACh, YBE3€T, COTPYAHUKH, YBOJIWI, HAHSIIU APYroro, 3HaKO-
MO€ JIMIT0, CKy4as 0e3 Bac, OCTallbHOE, M3MEHUJI 3aBelllaHue, o IyMal IIpo ceds,
B35IB €T0 34 PYKY, OYECBHIHO.

Il Give Russian equivalents for the following words and
expressions from the text and use them in the semiges of your own.

be addressed to smb, make some (much, no) difierenemb, lock the
door, get in through..., become unemployed, borwth from smb, be
delighted, come into one's money, be lucky, turte geed), be worth doing,
keep (break) silence

[l Questions on the text:

1) What was Ainsley?

2) Who was Dicky Soames?

3) What was the main reason for Ainsley's hiding Diskigtters from
Adela?

4) How did Ainsley behave when the second letter ad

5) What happened as a result of his behaviour?

6) Was Adela's uncle a rich person? Prove it.

7) Did he want Adela to come into his money and why ke have to
change his will?

8) What did Ainsley mean saying, "Those two lettersrenvavorth
reading"?

9) What proves that Ainsley's wife guessed everything?

10) Why do you think she said that the letters had best?

IV True or false?

1) Ainsley read Dicky's letters before throwing thamoithe fire. Adela
often gave reason for jealousy.

2) It was a long time since Dicky Soames had gone awajustralia to
join his uncle.

3) This fact made Ainsley forget his jealousy.

4) When the working hours were over Ainsley took thielr and left the
post-office together with his fellow-workers.

5) The postmaster saw Ainsley getting out of the wimdnd thinking
that he had stolen something dismissed him.

6) Ainsley envied Dicky when he learned that the fdti@gd come into his
uncle's money.

7) When Ainsley understood that he was to blame ferghing he told
the truth.



V "Adela was as frank as the day" — what does it m@n? There are a
lot of idioms of the same kind. Explain their meamg, try to give the
corresponding Russian expressions and use theseoiatis in the sentences of
your own.

- as strong as an ox

- as fresh as a cucumber

- as strong as nails

- as busy as a bee

- as sure as fate (as certainly as)

- as thick as thieves (very friendly)

- as hungry as a hunter

- asold as the sea

as slow as a snail

VI Retell the story on the part of 1) Ainsley, 2) Alela, 3) Dicky

Soames.

Unit 2
SUCCESS STORY
J. G. Cozzens

| met Richards ten or more years ago when | fisttwdown to Cuba. He
was a short, sharp-faced, agreeable chap, thent 2Botte introduced himself
to me on the boat and | was surprised to find Breatamerica Stealvas sending
us both to the same job.

Richards was from some not very good state uniyemsngineering
schoof. Being the same age myself, and just out of teatrdollege | saw at
once that his knowledge was rather poor. In famuldn't imagine how he had
managed to get this job.

Richards was naturally likable, and I liked himo& [The firm had a con-
tract for the construction of a private railroadr Richards and me it was most-
ly an easy job of inspections and routine papekwAt least it was easy for me.
It was harder for Richards, because he didn't appeaave mastered the use of
a slide rule. When he asked me to check his figufesnd his calculations aw-
ful. "Boy," | was at last obliged to say, "you aradoubtedly the silliest white
man in this province. Look, stupid, didn't you etake arithmetic? How much
are seven times thirteen?" "Work that out," Rickasdid, " and let me have a
report tomorrow. "

So when | had time | checked his figures for himg #he inspector only
caught him in a bad mistake about twice. In Jansaweral directors of the
United Sugar Company came down to us on businegsmbstly pleasure; a
good excuse to get south on a vacation. Richardd esxere to accompany them
around the place. One of the directors, Mr. Prossstasking a number of ques-
tions. | knew the job well enough to answer evamysible question — the sort
of question that a trained engineer would be likelyask. As it was Mr. Prosset
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was not an engineer and some of his questions pusitna loss. For the third
time | was obliged to say, "I'm afraid | don't knosir. We haven't any calcula-
tions on that". When suddenly Richards spoke up.

"l think, about nine million cubic feet, sir", haid. "l just happened to be
working this out last night. Just for my own intgtte

"Oh," said Mr. Prosset, turning in his seat andrgjvhim a sharp look.
"That's very interesting, Mr. Richards, isn't it2N/now, maybe you could tell
me about it."

Richards could. Richards knew everything. All theywup Mr. Prosset
fired questions on him and he fired answers rigitkb When we reached the
head of the rail, a motor was waiting for Mr. PeissHe nodded absent-
mindedly to me, shook hands with Richards. "Vertenesting, indeed, "he
said."Good-bye, Mr. Richards, and thank you. "

"Not, at all, sir, "Richards said."Glad if | coute of service to you."

As soon as the car moved off, | exploded. "A litkenest bluff doesn't
hurt; but some of your figures... !I"

"l like to please, " said Richards grinning. "Ifrean like Prosset wants to
know something, who am | to hold out on him?"

"What's he going to think when he looks up the feguor asks somebody
who does know?"

"Listen, my son, " said Richards kindly. "He wasasking for any infor-
mation he was going to use. He doesn't want to ktimse figures. He won't
remember them. | don't even remember them mysédifatVide is going to re-
member is you and me. " "Yes, " said Richards fjrrifiHe is going to remember
that Panamerica Steel has a bright young man nd&redthrds who could tell
him everything, he wanted — just the sort of chagén use; not like that other
fellow, who took no interest in his work, couldaltswer the simplest question
and who is going to be doing small-time contracatidis life. "

It is true. | am still working for the Company,lktioing a little work for
the construction line. And Richards? | happenedeta in a newspaper a few
weeks ago that Richards had been made a vice-preées@hd director of
Panamerica Steel when the Prosset gtbopght the old firm.

NOTES:

! Panamerica Steelamepuxarckas KOPIOPALHS;

? state university engineering schoaksona, ToToBsiias cTpouteneii 10-
por, MOCTOB;

* Prosset group #pyrma akIHOHEPOB KOPIOPALHH, KOTOPasi OTCTaHBasIa
uHrepecs! [Ipoccera.

| Find in the text English equivalents for the folowing words and ex-
pressions:

NPUATHBIA TMapeHb, C YIWUBICHUEM OOHApYXXWJ, 00JiaaTh MPHUPOIHBIM
obassHueM, OOBIUHAS KaHIIEJSIpCKas padoTa, YMETh IOJIb30BaThCs Jorapudmu-
YeCKOM JTMHENKOM, POoBEpUTh HMUQPHI, TOMMaTh HAa OMIMOKE, XOPOIIHMM MOBO/I,
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paa BOIIpOCOB, KBaJII/I(I)I/IHI/IpOBaHHHﬁ HHXXCHECP, CTAaBUTL B TYIIHUK, 3aCbIIIaTb BO-
IIpocaMu, pacCCIHHO KHUBHYTD, CIIOCOOHBIN MOJIO,Z[Oﬁ YCJIOBCK, HEC HHTCPECCO-
BaThCs paboTOM, MeJkasi paboTa.

Il Give Russian equivalents for the following wordsand expressions
from the text and use them in the sentences of yoomwn:

ten or more years ago, a sharp-faced chap, betngattme age, just out of
technical college, found his calculations awfuketarithmetic, every sensible
guestion, be of service, just the sort of chap dre use, introduce smb to smb,
master smth, come on business, accompany smbikdbe to do smth, shake
hands with smb., take a lot (some, no) interesmith.

[l Questions on the text:

1) Describe Richards (age, appearance, education,ergnn

2) Why was the author surprised that Richards had geth#& get the
same job?

3) What kind of work were the young men to do?

4) How did they cope with it?

5) Why did the author call his colleague stupid? Didnnoy Richards?

6) Why did the young men find themselves in the comgpari
Mr. Prosset?

7) Why was the author unable to answer Mr. Prosseéstepns?

8) What did Richard do and how did he explain his beha to the
author later?

9) What made Mr. Prosset give Richards a sharp look?

10) What opinion had Mr. Prosset formed of the two ygpuamen, judging
by the way he said good-bye to them?

11) Why did the author explode?

12) Whose theory proved to be right?

IV Discuss the following:

1) Explain why Richards took little trouble to do b properly. What
was Richards' ambition? Do you approve of his beha? Give your reasons.

2) What to your mind is more important: to have goodwledge in the
field you work or the ability to be equal to théusition?

3) Can we say that Richards was a good "psychologdistithat way did
it help him?

4) Who had more advantages to win the top job: Richardhis friend?
Do you agree that hard work plus knowledge alwagsl$ to success?

5) Give a character sketch of a) Richards, b) thergtbeng man, c) Mr.
Prosset

6) Whom do you think are the author's sympathies wkRin@ve your
choice.

V Retell the story on the part of 1) Richards, 2) Is friend, 3) Mr.
Prosset.



Unit 3
HUNTING FOR A JOB
S. S. McClure

| reached Boston late that night and got out atSbeth Station. | knew
no one in Boston except Miss Bennet. She liveddm@&ville!, and | immedi-
ately started out for Somerville. Miss Bennet aadfamily did all they could to
make me comfortable and help me to get myself kstedof in some way. | had
only six dollars and their hospitality was of utrhmsportance to me.

My first application for a job in Boston was madheaccordance with an
idea of my own. Every boy in the Western statesaktiee Pope Manufacturing
Company, which produced bicycles. When | publismgdfirst work "History of
Western College Journalism" the Pope Company haengme an advertise-
ment, and that seemed to be a "connection” of donik So | decided to go to
the offices of the Pope Manufacturing Company tofas a job. | walked into
the general office and said that | wanted the geggiof the company.

"Colonel Pope?" asked the clerk.

| answered, "Yes, Colonel Pope."

| was taken to Colonel Pope, who was then an atestgetic man of thir-
ty-nine. | told Colonel Pope, by way of introductjghat he had once given me
an advertisement for a little book | had publishtédt | had been a College edi-
tor and out of a job. What | wanted was work améahted it badly.

He said he was sorry, but they were laying off Isanidstill hung of. It
seemed to me that everything would be all up witf ifil had to go out of that
room without a job. | asked him if there wasn't thinyg at all that | could do.
My earnestness made him look at me sharply.

"Willing to wash windows and scrub floors?" he agke

| told him that | was, and he turned to one ofdkesks.

"Has Wilmot got anybody yet to help him in the ddewan® rink?" he
asked.

The clerk said he thought not.

"Very well", said Colonel Pope. "You can go to timk and help Wilmot
out for tomorrow."

The next day | went to the bicycle rink and fouhdttwhat Wilmot want-
ed was a man to teach beginners to ride. | hadrimmen on a bicycle in my life
nor even very close to one, but in a couple of fidirad learnt to ride a bicycle
myself and was teaching other people.

Next day Mr. Wilmot paid me a dollar. He didn't sayything about my
coming back the next morning, but | came and wemwark, very much afraid
that | would be told | wasn't needed. After that Mfilmot did not exactly en-
gage me, but he forgot to discharge me, and | dzank every day and went to
work. At the end of the week Colonel Pope sentierand placed me in charge
of the uptown rink.

Colonel Pope was a man who watched his workmeadh'h been mistak-
en when | felt that a young man would have a chanttehim. He often used to

10



say that "water would find its level", and he kapteye on us. One day he called
me into his office and asked me if | could editagazine.

"Yes, sir, " | replied quickly. | remember it flasth through my mind that |
could do anything | was put at — that if | wereuggd to run an ocean steamer
| could somehow manage to do it. | could learn daditdas | went alorfy | an-
swered as quickly as | could get the words out wimouth, afraid that Colonel
Pope would change his mind before | could get thatn

This is how | got my first job. And | have neverulibed ever since that
one of the reasons why | got it was that | had beahing to wash windows
and scrub floors". | had been ready for anything.

NOTES:

! Somerville —oxpanna Bocrona;

* to get oneself establishediaiitn pabory;

* laying off hands -yBonsrsist paGounx;

* hang on -sacrauBars;

> everything would be all up with memas mens Bce GyneT KOHUCHO,
® downtown —1enoBas acTh ropoja;

! uptown —xuias 4yacTb ropoJa,

® as | went along o xoxy aena.

| Find in the text English equivalents for the folbwing words and
expressions:

HanpaBUTbCA Ky,[[a-JII/I60, IMIOMOYb YCTPOUTHCHA, T'OCTCHPUHUMCTBO, 6BIJIO
HEO0OBIYallHO BAKHO, B COOTBETCTBUU C, PEKJIAMUPOBATh, SHEPTUUYHBII YEJIOBEK,
0e3 paboThl, HUKOTJA B *KU3HU HE €3/IUJ1 Ha BEJOCHUIle/le, HAHUMAaTh Ha paboTy,
YBOJIbHATH, HA3HAYUTHh 3aBCAYIOIIHNM, HM34aBaThb XYpHall, BEBIMOJIBUTDL, IICPEAY-
MaThb, C TCX IIOP HE COMHEBAJICH.

Il Give Russian equivalents for the following wordsand expressions
from the text and use them in the sentences of yoomwn:

got out at, to make me comfortable, in some wayplieation for a job,
wanted it badly, scrub floors, in a couple of holespt an eye on us, it flashed
through my mind, be ready for anything.

[l Paraphrase the sentences using phrases from thext:

1) Miss Bennet and her family received him very warmly

2) Everybody tried to help him to find some kind dbjo

3) Their concern and hospitality were very importanhim.

4) He told Colonel Pope that he was unemployed andateany job
very much.

5) The man thought that everything would be lost fon Iif he didn't
find a job.

6) He had never ridden a bicycle in his life.

7) Mr. Wilmot neither employed the journalist nor dissed him.

8) The boss made him responsible for the uptown rink.

11



9) It suddenly occurred to him that his willingnessdo any job had
helped him to get his first job.

IV Questions on the text:

1) Who was the only person the author knew in Boston?

2) In what way was he received? Why was it of gregartance to him?

3) What made the young man apply for a job to the Rogapany?

4) Describe Colonel Pope. What was his answer to thimmy man's sto-
ry?

5) Why did the man still hang on though he found dwatt the company
was laying off hands?

6) What question did the Colonel ask him? Describeytheng man's job
and say whether he coped with it.

7) Why did the man continue to work for Mr. Wilmot tigh he hadn't
engaged him?

8) What happened at the end of the week?

9) What job was the young man offered in the long run?

10)What idea flashed through his mind?

11)What helped the man to get his first job?

V Discuss the following:

1) Say if you agree or disagree with the statementéaould find its
level". How do you understand it? Give examplesupport of your opinion.

2) Give a character sketch of the main hero. Compianenlith the heroes
of the story "Success Story. "

3) Is the problem of unemployment acute nowadays? WIsy?his
problem interconnected with the problem of wasteesl? Give your grounds.

VI Retell the text using the following:

to start for, to make smb. comfortable, to get etfesstablished, to be of
utmost importance to smb, application for a jobgitee smb. an advertisement,
alert, by way of introduction, out of a job, to wdradly, to lay off hands, to
hang on, earnestness, to look sharply at, willingscrub floors, to ride, to en-
gage, to discharge, to place in charge of, to l@agkance with, to keep an eye
on, to edit, to flash through one's mind, to ruroeean steamer, to get the words
out of one's mouth, to change one's mind, to doubt.

Unit 4
A FOUL PLAY !
R. Ruark

In 1943 Lieutenant Alexander Barr was ordered ifi® Armed Guard

aboard the merchant ship, like many other civibéficers with no real mechan-
ical skills — teachers, writers, lawyers.
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His men were the rag-tagf merchant service and knew very little of it.
Lieutenant Alec Barr had his crew well in hand gtaane particularly unpleas-
ant character, a youngster called Zabinski. Evkiy Bas its problem child, and
Zabinski was Alec's cross. If anybody was drunk anttouble ashore it was
Zabinski. If anybody was smoking on watch, or gslee watch, it always was
Zabinski. Discipline on board was hard to keep Aabinski made it worse.

Alec called the boy to his cabin. "I've tried t@sen with yot, " he said.
"I've punished you with everything from confinemémtship to extra duty. I've
come to the conclusion that the only thing you maglerstand is force. I've got
some boxing gloves. Navy Regulations say they shbel used for recreation.
We are going to have some. "

“That's all right", Zabinski said smiling.

Alec announced the exhibition of boxing skill. A taf people gathered on
deck to watch the match.

It didn't take Lieutenant Barr long to discoverttha was in the ring with
a semiprofessional. They were fighting two-minuseinds. But from the first
five seconds of the first round Alec knew that Zeli could knock him out
with a single punchif he wanted to. But Zabinski didn't want to, hasatoying
with his commander, and the snicKegsew into laughter. In the third round Al-
ec held up a glove. "Time out!", he said. "I'm gpito my cabin, I'll soon be
back". He turned and ran up to his cabin. In tHaircéhere was a safe. Alec's
duty was to pay wages to his personnel. Alec Bpened the safe and took out
a paper-wrapped roll of ten-cent coins. He put tblsof silver coins into his
glove and returned on deck.

"Let's go!" he said and touched gloves with Zahin$k had pleased
Zabinski before to allow the officer to knock himoin time to time because it
gave him a chance for a short and painful punch.r@w the silver-weighted
glove crashed into the boy's chin and Zabinski wais He was lying on the
floor motionless. Alec Barr looked briefly at theyb "Somebody throw some
water on him, " he said coldly to the seamen. Aednent up to his room to
clean his cutsand put the roll of coins back to the safe. Atteat Lieutenant
Alexander Barr had no more personnel trouble absiaiyal

NOTES:

! foul play —neuectnas urpa;

2 rag-tag -enyualinbie JT01HU;

3ashore -xa Gepery;

4 on watch -xa BaxTe;

® to reason with smb. ¥OeIUTh KOTr0-TO;

® confine to ship -ecrasisiTs 6e3 yBOIBHEHHUS
’ punch —ymap xymakom;
8 snickers -ememku;

° cuts —paHsl.
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| Find in the text English equivalents for the folbwing words and
expressions:

OBLT HAa3HAYEeH, HA OOPTY TOProBOTr0 KOpadJis, Aep)Kal KOMaHIy KOpaoJis
B MOJYMHEHHMH, "TPYAHBIM peOCHOK, CIaTh Ha BaxTe, MOJJACPKUBATH JUCIIU-
IJIMHY, HapsJl BHE O4Yepen, JEMOHCTpaIusd OOKCEpCKUX YMEHHM, Ha PUHTE, OT-
IpaBUTh B HOKAyT OJHUM YyJIapOM, BBITUIAUUBATH 3apIljiaTy, 3aBEPHYTHIA B Oy-
Mary, JexaTtb 0e3 TBUKEHUM.

Il Give Russian equivalents for the following wordsand expres-
sions from the text and use them in the sentencesyour own:

with no skills, reason with smb., punish smb. vathth, come to the con-
clusion, take smb. (not) long to do smth, pleasb.sfmrom time to time, have
trouble with smb.

[l Questions on the text:

1) Why was Alexander Barr being a civilian officer erdd aboard the
merchant ship?

2) Explain the phrase "He had his crew well in hand. "

3) What proves that Zabinski was a problem child?

4) What sort of measures did Lieutenant Barr use &sae with the
youngster?

5) Did Alec Barr really mean to have some recreatidrenvhe spoke
about boxing?

6) Why was Zabinski smiling when he accepted Lieutéasanggestion?

7) Did it take Barr long to discover Zabinski's boxisiglls?

8) What was the reaction of the seamen who had gathmredeck to
watch the match?

9) Why did Barr ask for the time out?

10) What was Zabinski's tactics during the match? Ptbhaehe didn't ex-
pect a change in the course of the match. WhaAbigander Barr do after he
had knocked the boy out?

11) Did the result of the match help Lieutenant to kekgcipline on
board?

IV Discuss the following:

1) Supposing Zabinski guessed something wrong in ermaurit's behav-
lour. How do you think he would have acted?

2) What kind of methods did Alexander Barr use tryiageason with the
boy? Were they proper methods? Which methods to yood should he have
applied? Could Barr's methods of keeping disciptiagustified?

3) Comment on the title of the story. Is the word Mfaused in its direct
or figurative meaning?

4) Give a character sketch of 1) Zabinski, 2) Lieuterizarr

V Retell the story on the part of 1) Alexander Bary 2) Zabinski,
3) one of the sailors.
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Unit 5
JIMMY VALENTINE'S REFORMATION
O. Henry

Jimmy Valentine was releasetthat day.

"Now, Valentine, " said the warderiyou'll go out today. Make a man of
yourself. You are not a bad fellow really. Stop akieg open safes and be
honest. "

"Me?" said Jimmy in surprise. "Why, I've never beaka safe in my life."
The warden laughed. "Better think over my advicalevitine. "

In the evening Valentine arrived in his native towwrent directly to the
cafe of his old friend Mike and shook hands withk&liThen he took the key of
his room and went upstairs. Everything was jushashad left it. Jimmy re-
moved a panel in the wall and dragged out a dugtreal suitcase. He opened it
and looked fondly at the finest set of burgfaitls. It was a complete set made
of special steel. The set consisted of variousstobthe latest design. Over nine
hundred dollars they had cost him.

A week after the release of Valentine there waswa safe-burglary in
Richmond. Two weeks after that another safe waseghelhat began to interest
the detectives. Ben Price, a famous detectiveingatested in these cases.

"That's all Jimmy Valentine's work. He has resurhasdiness. He has got
the only tools that can open any safe without legthe slightest trace. "

One afternoon Jimmy Valentine came to Elmore, tke ltown in Arkan-
sas. A young lady crossed the street, passed Hime abrner and entered a door
over which was the sign "The EImore Bank". Jimmyevi&ine looked into her
eyes, forgot what he was and became another manlo8lered her eyes and
blushed slightly. Young men of Jimmy's style andk® were not often met in
Elmore. Jimmy called a boy who was standing onstkes of the bank and be-
gan to ask him questions about the town and thelpex the town. From this
boy he learnt that this girl was Annabel Adams trad her father was the owner
of the bank.

Jimmy went to a hotel and registered as Ralf Speiicethe clerk he said
that he had come to Elmore to start business. Tdrk was impressed by the
clothes and manner of Jimmy and he was ready ® §mmy any information.
Soon Jimmy opened a shoe-store and made largéspiofiall other respects he
was also a success. He was popular with many impopeople and had many
friends. And he accomplished the wish of his hddet.met Miss Annabel Ad-
ams and she fell in love with him too. Annabelthéa, who was a typical coun-
try banker approved of Spencer. The young people we be married in two
weeks. Jimmy gave up safe-burglary forever. He arationest man now. He
decided to get rid of his tools.

At that time a new safe was put in Mr. Adams' bafike old man was
very proud of it and insisted that everyone shdokpect it. So one day the
whole family with the children went to the bank. .Mxdams enthusiastically
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explained the workings of the safe to Spencer. tWoechildren were delighted
to see the shining metal and the funny clock. Wiy were thus engaged Ben
Price, the detective, walked into the bank anddttathe counter watching the
scene. He told the cashier that he was just waitinthe man he knew. Sudden-
ly there was a loud scream from the women. Unsegethé elders, May, the
smallest girl had shut herself in the vault

"It's impossible to open the door now, " said Mdains in a trembling
voice, "because the clock of the safe hasn't bemmd: Oh, what shall we do?
That child—she can't stand it for long becausestiwr't enough air there!"

"Get away from the door, all of you, " suddenly coanded Spencer.
And it must be mentioned that Jimmy happened teelras suit-case with him
because he was going to get rid of it that dayy\éatmly he took out the tools
and in ten minutes the vault was opened. The othatshed him in amazement.
The little girl, crying, rushed to her mother.

Jimmy took his suit-case and came up to Ben Privenwhe had noticed
long before. "Hello, Ben", he said, "Let's go. inddhink it matters much now.
"And then suddenly Ben Price acted rather stranfjedyess, you are mistaken
Mr. Spencer, "he said. "I don't seem to recognize. ¥ think your fiancée' is
waiting for you, isn't she?" And Ben Price turned avalked out of the Bank.

NOTES:

! was released 6511 0cBOGOXKIEH U3 TIOPHME,
a warden -expaHHUK;

a burglar —sop-B3nominuk;

vault —31. BHyTpeHHss 9acTh ceiida.

A wWON

| Find in the text English equivalents for the folbwing words and
expressions:

CTaHb YEJIOBEKOM, HETUIOXOH MapeHb, 00ayMail MOW COBET, MOKPHITHIN ITbI-
JBI0 YEMO/IaHYHUK, TIOCMOTPEIN C JTFOOOBBIO, TOCIEAHEN MOIEIH, BO30OHOBUTH 3a-
HATHUE, HC OCTAaBJISIAA HU MaJICUIIINX CJICOO0B, CJICTKA ITIOKPACHCTDb, MOJIOALIC JIFOJH C
TaKOM BHEIIHOCTHIO, Biajenel] 0aHka, OTKPBITH JeJ0, MOJy4YaTh XOPOIIYIO MpH-
6LIJ'II>, IMOJIL30BATHLCA IOIIYJIAPHOCTBIO CPCAN BAXKHBIX IMEPCOH, COKPOBECHHOC KC-
JIJAHUEC, JOJJI?KHBI 6BIJII/I ITIOKCHUTHCA, I/I36aBI/ITbC$I OT MHCTPYMCHTOB, IPUHIUII pa-
00THI ceiida, HaOIIOMAsT 32 MPOUCXOAAIIUM, TPOMKHM KPUK, TTOKa B3pOCIbIC HE
BUCIIN, YaCbl HEC 6LIJII/I 3aBCACHbI, YEMOAAHYHNK CJIy‘-IElﬁHO OKa3aJjiCsa ¢ HUM, HEC
AyMaro, 4TO TCIEPh 3TO UMECT 3HAYCHHUC, ITIOBCII ceos CTPAaHHO, BO3JIFOOJICHHAS.

II Give Russian equivalents for the following wordsand expres-
sions from the text and use them in the sentenceSyour own:

be honest, say smth in surprise, shake hands wiith, & set of tools, get
interested in smth, become another man, register ladtel, be impressed by
smth, be a success, fall in love with smb., app@vemb/ smth, give up smth
for ever, be proud of smth, insist that smb. shalddmth, say smth in a trem-
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bling voice, stand smth for long, it must be meméid, watch smb/smth in
amazement, be mistaken, recognize smb.

[l Questions on the text:

1) What kind of man was Jimmy Valentine? (age, looksupation)?

2) Where did he go immediately after the release?

3) What was the first thing he did on entering hism@o

4) There were a number of safe-burglaries in Richmaiby did Ben
Price get interested in them? Why did he suspeotyf?

5) How did Jimmy happen to meet Annabel Adams? Whatheéi man-
age to find out about her?

6) Why did Jimmy register at the hotel under anotlana?

7) Explain the phrase, "In all respects Jimmy wasca&ss."

8) What final decision did Jimmy make that proved thatwanted to
give up his old business forever?

9) How did the child happen to find himself in the k@uwWhy was it
dangerous?

10) Why did all the present watch Jimmy in amazementievhe was
opening the safe?

IV Discuss the following:

1) By the time the incident happened Jimmy had corajylethanged his
way of life. What did he risk when he showed evediphis skill? What could
the price of this action have been?

2) Analyse Ben Price's behaviour through the causevefts. Why do
you think he said he didn't recognize Valentine? what way does it
characterize him?

3) Think of another end of the story supposing a) Jynahn't meet the
girl, b) Ben Price revealed everything to the pegplksent in the bank.

V Retell the story on the part of 1) Jimmy, 2) BenPrice,
3) Annabel, 4) Annabel's father.

Unit 6
LETTERS IN THE MAIL
E. Caldwell

Almost everybody likes to receive letters. And @gart nobody in Stillwa-
ter liked to get letters more than Ray Buffin. Rutfortunately Ray received
fewer letters in his box at the post-office thagtaody else.

Guy Hodge and Ralph Barnhill were two young metown who liked to
play jokes on people. But they never meant anythiad. One afternoon they
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decided to play a joke on Ray Buffin. Their planswia ask a girl in town to
send Ray a love letter without signing it, and thelh everybody in the post-
office to watch Ray read the letter; then somebwody to ask Ray if he had re-
ceived a love letter from a girl. After that somdpavas to snatch the letter out
of his hand and read it aloud.

They bought blue writing paper and went round thier to the office of
the telephone company where Grace Brooks workedraght telephone opera-
tor. Grace was pretty though not very young. She lbegun working for the
company many years ago, after she had finishedotclsihe had remained
unmarried all those years, and because she wotkadrd and slept in the day-
time it was very difficult for her to find a huslkn

At first, after Guy and Ralf had explained to hdratthey wanted to do
and had asked her to write the letter to Ray, Greftesed to do it.

"Now, be a good girl, Grace, do us a favour andeathe letter." Sudden-
ly she turned away. She didn't want the young noesee her crying. She re-
membered the time she had got acquainted with Ray.wanted to marry her.
But she had just finished school then and hadestad work for the telephone
company; she was very young then and did not wamhdrry anybody. Time
passed. During all those years she had seen hew difhes but only a polite
word had passed between them, and each time hed@adder and sadder.

Finally she agreed to write the letter for Guy &wph and said that she
would send it in the morning.

After they left the telephone office Grace thougbbut Ray and cried.
Late at night she wrote the letter.

The next day Guy and Ralph were in the post-officd o'clock. By that
time there was a large crowd in the post-office.eWliRay came in and saw a
letter in his box he looked at it in surprise. Hauldn't believe his eyes. He
opened the box, took out the blue envelope and teahe corner of the room to
read it. When he finished he behaved like mad.Higeg happily and ran out of
the room before Guy and Ralph had time to say amytto stop him. Ray hur-
ried round the corner to the telephone office.

When Guy and Ralph ran into the room where Grackkedthey saw
Ray Buff in standing near the girl with the widestd happiest smile they had
ever seen on his face. It was clear they had nokespa word yet. They just
stood in silence, too happy to worry about Guy Ratph watching them.

| Find in the text English equivalents for the folbowing words and
expressions:

K COXAJICHUIO, PAa3bII'PbIBAThb JIIOI[Cﬁ, HUKOIrJa HEC 3aMbIINUIAJIN HHUYCTO
IJ10X0ro, 0€3 MOAMKUCH, BBIXBATUTh U3 PYK, paboTaina Teae(OHUCTKON B HOUHYIO
CMEHY, TaK U HE BBILUIA 3aMY’K, OKa3aTh YCIYTy, OTBEPHYJIACh, OHU JIUILb OOMe-
HUBAJIMCHh BCKIINBBIMU (I)paBaMI/I, B KOHII€ KOHIIOB, MHOI'o Hapoay, rjiazamM HC
MOBEPUJI, OBICTPO MOIIIEII 32 YTOJI.
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I Give Russian equivalents for the following wordsand expres-
sions from the text and use them in the sentenceSyour own:

receive letters, watch smb do smth, read (speakijdalexplain smth to
smb, refuse to do smth, get acquainted with sndk & smth (smb) in surprise,
in silence, worry about smth/smb, without doinglsmt

[l Questions on the text:

1) Did Ray Buff in often receive letters?

2) What was it Guy Hodge and Ralph Barnhill liked td

3) What was their plan?

4) Who was Grace Brooks?

5) Why did the two young men ask her to do them au&v¥o

6) Why didn't the girl agree at once?

7) What was Ray's reaction when he saw a letter ibdm®

8) What did he do next?

9) What did Guy and Ralph see when they entered taplhtene office?

IV Discuss the following:

1) Why did the girl agree to write the letter in thel@

2) Comment on the phrase "They were too happy to walsout Guy and
Ralph watching them. "

3) What do you think Grace wrote in her letter?

4) Why do people like to receive letters? Do you adhes it is easier to
express your feelings in a letter than during k?&ive your grounds.

5) Why do you think the art of writing letters is dgimowadays?

V Retell the story on the part of 1) Ray, 2) Grace3) Ralph or Guy.

Unit 7
THE BRAMBLE BUSH
Ch. Mergendahl

As Fran Walker, one of the nurses of the Mills MemdoHospital, was
sitting between rounds behind her duty desk, skenafecollected her child-
hood, which would return to her as it had existedeality — bewildering, lone-
ly, and frustrating.

Her father, Mr. Walker, had owned a small lumbesibes$in Sagamore,
one of Indiana's numerous smaller towns, where Raahlived in a large frame
house on six acres of unused pasture?lafitle first Mrs. Walker had died,
when Fran was still a baby, so she did not remerbereal mother at all. She
remembered her stepmother, though — small, tigipeli, thin-faced, extremely
possessive of her new husband and the new housé Wwad suddenly become
her own. Fran had adored her father, tried desglgrad please him. And since
he desired nothing more than a good relationshigd®n his daughter and his
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second wife, she had made endless attempts toweinhe@r new mother. But her
displays of affection had not been returned. Heprsibther had remained con-
stantly jealous, resentful, without the slightestlerstanding of the small girl's
motives and emotions.

Fran felt herself losing out, slipping away into iaferior position. She
began to exaggerate — often lie — about frienddinigs, grades at school, any-
thing possible to keep herself high in her fathesgeem, and at the same time
gain some small bit of admiration from her mothEre exaggerations, though,
had constantly turned back on her, until eventualtisgusted Mrs. Walker had
insisted she be sent away to a nearby summer carmpy award a badge of
honour there, "she had said," and if you win itot a single untruth all sum-
mer — then we'll know you've stopped lying and Mgl something very special
for you."

"We'll give you a pony," her father had promised.

Fran wanted the pony. More than the pony, she watatgrove herself.
After two months of near-painful honesty, she iyalon the badge of honour,
and brought it home clutched tight in her fist,ded in her pocket while she
waited, waited, all the way from the station, allidg the tea in the living-room
for the exact proper moment to make her announceafeorious victory.

"Well?" her mother had said finally. "Well, Fran?"

"Well =", Fran began, with the excitement buildinigher and higher as
she drew in her breath and thought of exactly rmgaly it.

"You can't hide it any longer, Fran." Her mothedsghed in hopeless
resignation. "We know you didn't win it, so thersisply no point in lying
about it now."

Fran had closed her mouth. She'd stared at herematmen stood and
gone out to the yard and looked across the greauone where the pony was
going to grazé She had taken the green badge from her pockeerid it ten-
derly, then buried it beneath a rock in the gardgme had gone back into the
house and said, "No, | didn't win it, " and her hesthad said, "Well, at least
you didn't lie this time," and her father had hleéat while she'd cried and known
finally that there was no further use in trying.

Her father had bought her an Irish setter as adtatisn prize.

NOTES:

' a lumber businessreconmika;
2 pasture land sactoue;

*to graze -f1acTuch.

| Find in the text English equivalents for the folowing words end
expressions:

BCIIOMHMHATL ACTCTBO, OJMH H3 MHOXKCCTBA I'OPOAKOB B IITATC I/IH,Z[I/IaHa,
py6ﬂeHblﬁ JIOM, C MOKATbIMHU ry6aMH, HUMEIoIasa HeOGquaﬁHon BJIACTH HaJ
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CBOUMM MYIKCM, OTHASIHHO CTAPATLCA YIOJAUTbH KOMy-J'II/I60, B34ATb BCPX HAJl KCM-
1100, HE UMEsI HU MaJICUIIIeTO TTOHSTHSI, OCTaBaThCS 37101 U PEBHUBOI; YyBCTBO-
Bajia, 4YTO IIPOUIPHIBACT, 3aBOCBATh XOTb HEOO0JIBIIIOE IIPOSABIICHUEC J'I}O6BI/I, BbI-
Xoauio en 6OKOM, 3HAYO0K YE€CTHOCTHU, 3aKaThIN B KYyJaKe, XAaTb MMOAXOJAIICTO
MOMEHTA, OOBABUTH O CBOEU OJIMCcTAaTENbHON mo0O€ee, HET CMBIC/IA JraTh, Jajlb-
HEWIIHNE MOIBITKH OECIT0IE€3HEI.

Il Give Russian equivalents for the following wordsand expres-
sions from the text and use them in the sentencefyou own:

adore smb, a good relationship, make endless attemligplay of affec-
tion, exaggerate, keep oneself high in smb's estegantually, stop lying, do
smth special for smb, prove oneself, draw in obeath, stare at smb, a conso-
lation prize.

[Il Questions on the text:

1) Where did Fran Walker spend her childhood?

2) What can you say about her parents?

3) Describe Fran's stepmother.

4) Why did Fran do her best to win her stepmothefescabn though she
didn't like the woman?

5) What was the new mother's attitude towards hedsigghter?

6) What was the reason of Fran's exaggerations? Whgoud think she
said about her friends, school, etc.?

7) What way out did Fran's stepmother find to makegihestop lying?

8) Which phrase in the text proves that it wasn't dasythe girl to win
the badge?

9) Fran was eager to announce her victory, wasn't Bine?e it by the
text.

10) It was only once that Fran's stepmother believesd\When? Was it
of any use?

IV Discuss the following:

1) Give a character sketch of the girl's stepmother.

2) Analyse relationship between the girl and her staper. What pre-
vented them from becoming friends? Do you thinkpistether may have be-
come mother for the girl?

3) Whose side did Fran's father take? Give your greund

4) Why was it so difficult for the girl to announcerhactory? Which
words of her stepmother killed all her three-mdmbpes and expectations?

5) What did the girl bury beneath a rock in the gaRl@évas it only the
badge?

6) Why was Fran's childhood "bewildering, lonely angsfrating"?

V Retell the text on the part of 1) Fran Walker, 2)her stepmother,
3) one of the teachers at the summer camp.
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Unit 8
THE BEARD!?
G. Clark

| was going by train to London. | didn't have theuble to take anything
to eat with me and soon was very hungry. | deciedo to the dining-car to
have a meal.

As | was about to seat myself, | saw that the gemdih | was to face wore
a large beard. He was a young man. His beard wWadolse and very black. |
glanced at him uneasily and noted that he was aleigsant fellow with dark
laughing eyes.

Indeed | could feel his eyes on me as | fumbledh wie knives and forks.
It was hard to pull myself together. It is not edasyface a beard. But when |
could escape no longer, | raised my eyes and fthmgloung man's on my face.

"Good evening," | said cheerily.

"Good evening," he replied pleasantly, insertinggabuttered roll within
the bush of his beard. Not even a crumb fell of.didered soup. It was a diffi-
cult soup for even the most barefaced of men tobeditnot a drop did he waste
on his whiskers2. He kept his eyes on me in betviges. But | knew he knew
that | was watching his every bite with acute faation.

“I'm impressed," | said, "with your beard."

"l suspected as much," smiled the young man.

"Is it a wartime device?" | inquired.

"No," said he; "I'm too young to have been in tharw grew this beard
two years ago."

"It's magnificent," | informed him.

“Thank you," he replied. "As a matter of fact thisard is an experiment
in psychology. | suffered horribly from shynessvds so shy it amounted to a
phobia. At university | took up psychology and begaading books on psy-
chology3. And one day | came across a chapter arahudefence mechanisms,
explaining how so many of us resort to all kindstridks to escape from the
world, or from conditions in the world which we dirnateful. Well, | just turned
a thing around, | decided to make other peoplecsimye. So | grew this beard.

The effect was astonishing. | found people, evemyho hard-boiled peo-
ple, were shy of looking in the face. They wereigleed by my whiskers. It
made them uneasy. And my shyness vanished completel

He pulled his fine black whiskers affectionatelylazaid: "Psychology is a
great thing. Unfortunately people don't know abibuPsychology should help
people discover such most helpful tricks. Lifeas short to be wasted in des-
perately striving to be normal.”

“Tell me," | said finally. "How did you master eadi the way you have?
You never got a crumb or a drop on your beardhatlugh dinner."

"Nothing to it, sir,” said he. "When you have aiokgou keep your eyes
on those of your dinner partner. And whenever yoie iis eyes fixed in horror
on your chin, you wipe it off."
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NOTES:

! beard -6opoja;

2 whiskers -baKeHOap/Ibl;

% psychology -ficuxonorus.

| Find in the text English equivalents for the folbowing words and
expressions:

HE H03360TI/IJIC}I, BaroH-pe€CTopaH, TOJIBKO co6npanc;1 CCCThb, YYBCTBOBAJI
Ha ceOe ero B3I, B cCaMylo T'yIly CBOel O00pojbl, 0€300poablii, BHYIIIUTEb-
Had, OCJI0 B TOM 4YTO, IICUXOJIOTUYECKUM 9KCIICPUMCHT, CMYUICHUEC, 3aHSJICA
HCI/IXOJ’IOFPICﬁ, 3alllUTHBIC CUJIBI YCJIOBCKA, HpI/I6CFaTB K Pa3/IM4YHbIM YJIOBKaM,
YUTH OT peajbHOCTH, MOTpsicaromuii 3QdeKT, YepcTBbie 0au, OakeHOapIbI
HAaBOAWJIN HA HHUX INAaHUKY, 9Y9YBCTBOBATbH ce0s He B cBoe TapcCJIKC, IMOJIHOCTBIO
Hncyesiia, OT4asdHHO IbITasiCh, HUYETro CJIOKHOTIO.

II Give Russian equivalents for the following wordsand expres-
sions from the text and use them in the sentenceSyour own:

face smb, glance at smb, pull oneself togethemp kee's eyes on smb, be
impressed with smth, suffer from smth, read boaksmth, come across, find
smth hateful, make smb do smth, be shy of doindpswéste life (time), master
(doing) smth.

[Il Questions on the text:

1) Why did the author go to the dining-car?

2) Describe the man who was sitting opposite him.

3) Why did the author feel ill at ease?

4) What was it that struck the author in the mannerdompanion was
eating?

5) What did the young man suffer from when he wasidesit?

6) What did he read about human defence mechanisnomenof the
books on psychology?

7) What idea occurred to him?

8) What was the effect of his experiment?

9) How did the young man explain to the author hiseftdrmanner of
eating?

IV Discuss the following:

1) Is the knowledge of psychology important for a pafs Why? Give
your grounds.

2) What do you know about human defence mechanisma/héai situa-
tions are they displayed?

3) What kind of world conditions do you consider "Hat& What are
the ways to improve them?

4) How do you understand the phrase "escape from thréd¥® When
and why do people have to do it?
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Unit 9
LAUTISSE PAINTS AGAIN
H. A. Smith

Everybody knows by this time that we met Lautiseeboard a ship, but
few people know that in the beginning, Betsy ahdd no idea who he was.

At first he introduced himself as Monsieur Rolabdf as we talked he
asked me a lot of questions about myself and mynbsas and finally he asked
me if | could keep a secret and said: "l am Laatiss

| had no idea who he was. | told Betsy and aftecttuwe went up and
talked to the ship's librarian, asked him a fewsfjoas. And then we found out
that my new friend was probably the world's begn§ painter. The librarian
found a book with his biography and a photogragtough the photograph was
bad, we decided that our new acquaintance wasdsaudll right. The book said
that he suddenly stopped painting at 53 and lived villa in Rivera. He hadn't
painted anything in a dozen years and was headyttie would never touch the
brush again.

Well, we got to be real friends and Betsy invitech hto come up to our
place for a weekend.

Lautisse arrived on the noon train Saturday, anet him at the station.
We had promised him that we wouldn't have any peapld that we wouldn't
try to talk to him about art. It wasn't very diffiit since we were not very keen
on art.

| was up at seven-thirty the next morning and |Ieerbered that | had a
job to do. Our vegetable garden had a fence arduwtiich needed a coat of
paint. | took out a bucket half full of white paiahd a brush and an old kitchen
chair. | was sitting on the chair thinking, whehdard footsteps and there stood
Lautisse. | said that | was getting ready to ptirtgarden fence but now that he
was up, | would stop it. He protested, then took bush from my hand and
said, "First, I'll show you!" At that moment Betsyied from the kitchen door
that breakfast was ready. "No, no, " he said."okeakfast, — | will paint the
fence. "l argued with him but he wouldn't even lagk from his work. Betsy
laughed and assured me that he was having a goed e spent three hours at
it and finished the fence. He was happy the whale #le went back to town on
the 9.10 that evening and at the station he shgokand and said that he hadn't
enjoyed himself so much in years.

We didn't hear anything from him for about 10 days$ the newspapers
learnt about the visit and came to our place. | sasbut Betsy told the report-
ers everything and about the fence too. The nextltapapers had quite a story
and the headlines said: LAUTISSE PAINTS AGAIN. Oretsame day three
men came to my place from different art galleried affered 4.000 dollars for
the fence. | refused. The next day | was offere@@®% and then 50.000. On the
fourth day a sculptor named Gerston came to myeplide was a friend of Lau-
tisse. He advised me to allow the Palmer Museuidew York to exhibit it for
a few weeks. He said that the gallery people waerested in the fence because
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Lautisse had never before used a bit of white paiagreed. So the fence was
put in the Palmer Museum. | went down myself toehavook at it. Hundreds of
people came to see the fence, and | couldn't belghing when | saw my fence
because it had a fence around it.

A week later Gerston telephoned me and asked te donfim. He had
something important to tell me. It turned out thatitisse visited the exhibition
and signed all the thirty sections of my fence. iNosaid Gerston, "you have
really got something to sell." And indeed with Gerss help, 29 of the 30 sec-
tions were sold within a month's time and the pm@s 10.000 each section. |
didn't want to sell the 30th section and it's haggiow in cur living-room.

| Find in the text English equivalents for the folbwing words and
expressions:

Ha OOpTy KOpabJisi, HE UMEJI MOHSTHS, B KOHIIE KOHIIOB, XpaHUTh TailHy,
HAalll HOBBIM 3HAKOMBIN, Mbl CTaJM HACTOALIMMH APY3bsIMH, OrOPOJ, €r0 HaJIo
ObBLIO IMOKpPaCHTh, YK€ JaBHO HC IIPOBOAWII TaK XOpPOIIO BPEMs, 3ar0JOBKH I'Jia-
CHUJIM, HUKOTJa HE HCIIOJIb30BaJ 6CJ'IYIO KpacCKy, HC MOI' YACPKATbCA OT CMEXa,
OKa3aJIOCh, B TCUCHUE MECHIIA.

Il Give Russian equivalents for the following wordsand expres-
sions from the text and use them in the sentenceSyour own:

introduce oneself, the world's best painter, benkaesmth, look up from
one's work, assure smb, hear from smb, exhibit sb&hnterested in smth, sign
smth.

[l Questions on the text:

1) Where did the author and his wife meet LautisseHerfirst time?

2) Was his name known to them? What did they findaduihe library?

3) What did they promise the painter when they invitedh to their
place?

4) What kind of job did the author have to do in thernming?

5) Who did the job in the long run? What proves treathjoyed it?

6) Was Lautisse's visit a kind of sensation for thgoreers? Why?

7) What effect did the newspaper articles produce?

8) How much money was the author offered for the f@nce

9) How did the gallery people explain their deep iestin the fence?

10)What do the author's words "the fence had a fermend it" mean?

11)What made the fence price rise?

12)Why did Lautisse's visit become a lucky chancelierauthor?

IV Discuss the following:

1) Does advertising mean a lot in life? Prove it by tiaxt.

2) How did Lautisse use people's interest in his dleadart”" to prolong
his fame?

3) Do people who visit picture galleries or colleceqes of art always
understand art? Why do they do it then?

4) Does it often happen that a name means more tleariza

V Retell the text on the part of 1) Lautisse, 2) Bsy, 3) Gerston.
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Unit 10
A GOOD START

Bill liked painting more than anything in life. Hgarted painting when he
was 15 and people said that as a painter he héal @jiot of talent and had mas-
tered most of the technical requirements. At 2hae his first one-man show
when he was discovered by the critics and his mstuvere all sold out. With
the money he could afford to marry Leila, rentwsd&s and stop being a student.
To complete his education he went to Italy butrabtenonths all the money was
spent and he had to return.

Bill never had another show like the first one,ufb he became a better
painter. The critics did not think him modern enlownd said he was too aca-
demic. From time to time he managed to sell sontasopaintings but eventual-
ly things had got very tight and he was obligetbtik for a job.

The day before he went for an interview with higlerBill was especially
gloomy. In the morning he went up to one of hisimiehed pictures in the stu-
dio but he felt he couldn't paint. He threw dowa hrush and a bright red spot
appeared on the board already covered with blackyatiow paint from his
previous work. The board had been used to protectfloor and was at that
moment a mixture of bright colours.

When Bill left, Leila got down to cleaning the stoidShe took up the
board and put it against the wall to clean therfldd that moment Garrad, Bill's
dealer, came in. Bill had asked him to come, lobkia work and arrange a
show but the dealer had for some time been unoeostaithe matter. So he was
looking around the studio, explaining how the gglleas booked up for a year
and how he could not really promise Bill a showfgettwo years or so.

Suddenly the board against the wall attracted them@on.

“Leila, my dear, "he exclaimed."l felt that theraish be something like
this. Tell me, why is he keeping it away from us?"

Leila was too shocked to answer. But Garrad went'lothink it's won-
derful. | never doubted Bill would catch up withetmodern trends. Now Leila,
are there more pictures for a full show? | mushgw but I'll be ringing him up.
I'm going to change the whole plan and show his wexk in the autumn. Tell
him not to waste time. As to this one if he wantsell it, I'll buy it myself."

Leila stayed in the studio till Bill came back. Skas too excited to tell
him the story clearly and Bill could not understaardything at first. When he
realized what had happened he shook with laugh¥u didn't explain the
whole thing about the board to him, did you?" henatged to say at last.

"No, | didn't. | couldn't really, | believe | shauhave, but it would have
made him look too silly. | just said | didn't thiyku'd sell it".

What was Bill to do?

Think of your own ending.

(What was Bill to do? What a thing, he thoughtfind waiting for you on
your return from taking a job at two pounds a weé&.could paint more for an
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exhibition that very evening and show them to Ganfae next day. After all,
why not use it as a start for a good painter's eape

| Find in the text English equivalents for the folbwing words and
expressions:

OOJIbIIIE BCETO B JKU3HH, UTHANBUAYAJIbHAA BBICTABKA, O HeH Y3HaAJIN KpHU-
THUKHU, MOT" II0O3BOJIUTH 0666, YTOOBI 3aKOHYHUTH O6paBOBaHI/IC, HE CHUTAJIU €T0 O0-
CTaTO4YHO COBPEMCHHBIM, B KOHIC KOHIOB, /[€ja IIOIIXM COBCEM IIJIOXO, Mpayd-
HBIN ACHDb, SAPKO-KpaCHOC IIATHO, HaYaia y61/1paTb CTyau1o, moCcraBujia y CTCHEI,
OpraHU30BaTh BBICTABKY, COBPCMCHHLIC TCHACHIWMH, BbICTABUTL €TI0 HOBYIO pa-
60Ty, HC TCPATb BPCMCHU, ObLIa CIIMIIIKOM B3BOJIHOBaHa, Bpa3yMHTCJILHO pac-
CKa3aThb, 3aTpsCCA OT CMEXa.

Il Give Russian equivalents for the following wordsand expres-
sions from the text and use them in the sentencesyour own:

master smth, manage to do smth, be (un) certasnmih, be booked up,
attract smb's attention, keep smth away from sh#¥too shocked to do smth,
doubt smth, catch up with smth (smb. ).

[l Questions on the text:

1) When did Bill start painting and what did peopley s#bout his
abilities?

2) What did he do with the money he got for his faisow?

3) Why wasn't his further activity as a painter a £3s¢

4) What was the reason of his going for an interview?

5) How did Garrad explain to Bill's wife the fact theg didn't want to ar-
range the show of Bill's pictures?

6) What attracted his attention suddenly?

7) What had the board been used for before? Why wasa&Gao im-
pressed?

8) What did Garrad mean by the words "catch up with thodern
trends?"

9) Why did he change his mind at once?

10) What was Bill's reaction when his wife told him ext@ing?

11) What trick did he decide to play on Garrad?

IV Discuss the following:

1) What do you know about abstract manner of painti@igfa you guess
from the story what the author's attitude to thesid in painting is?

2) Comment on the title of the story. Do you thinklIBvill continue to
paint in this manner?

3) Sometimes (or often) your life or your future degeron the opinion
of some people. Is that so?

4) Compare Bill and Lautisse. Is there anything in g@n in their ca-
reers? What is the difference?

V Retell the story on the part of 1) Bill, 2) his wfe, 3) Bill's dealer.
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Unit 11
THE FILIPINO AND THE DRUNKARD *
W. Saroyan

This loud-mouthed guy in the brown coat was notlygaearf, he was
drunk. He took a sudden dislike to the small wedlssed Filipino and began to
order him around the waiting-room, telling him tet ¢pack, not to crowd among
the white people. They were waiting to get on tbatland cross the bay to Oak-
land. He was making a commotion in the waiting-ro@nd while everyone
seemed to be in sympathy with the Filipino, no eeemed to want to come to
his rescue, and the poor boy became very frightened

He stood among the people, and this drunkard kephipg up against
him and saying: "I told you to get back. Now getlkal fought twenty-four
months in France. I'm a real American. | don't wamit standing up here among
white people. "

The boy kept squeezing politely out of the drunkanday, hurrying
through the crowd, not saying anything and trying lbest to be as decent as
possible. But the drunkard didn't leave him aldie.didn't like the fact that the
Filipino was wearing good clothes.

When the big door opened to let everybody to tha,libe young Filipino
moved quickly among the people, running from thenétard. He sat down in a
corner, but soon got up and began to look for aenmaaiden place. At the other
end of the boat was the drunkard. He could heamthe swearing. The boy
looked for a place to hide, and rushed into thatlay. He went into one of the
open compartments and bolted the door. The druniatered the lavatory and
began asking others in the room if they had seerbdy. Finally he found the
compartment where the boy was standing, and henb®gearing and demand-
ing that the boy come ouit.

"Go away," the boy said.

The drunkard began pounding on the door. "You gotdme out some
time," he said. "I'll wait here till you do."

"Go away," said the boy. "I've done you nothing."

Behind the door the boy's bitterness grew to ratgebegan to tremble,
not fearing the man but fearing the rage growindhimself. He brought the
knife from his pocket.

"Go away," he said again. "l have a knife. | devdnt any trouble."

The drunkard said he was a real American, woundszet He wouldn't
go away. He was afraid of no dirty little yellowetd Filipino with a knife.

"I will kill you," said the boy. "I don't want antrouble. Go away. Please,
don't make any trouble, "he said earnestly.

He threw the door open and tried to rush beyondrtae, the knife in his
fist, but the drunkard caught him by the sleeve @miv him back. The sleeve of
the boy's coat ripped, and the boy turned and thinesknife into the side of the
drunkard, feeling it scrape against the ribboriEhe drunkard shouted and
screamed at once, then caught the boy by the thapndtthe boy began to thrust
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the knife into the side of the man many times. When drunkard could hold
him no more and fell to the floor, the boy rusheahf the room, the knife still in
his hand.

Everyone knew what he had done, yet no one movieel.oby ran to the
front of the boat, seeking some place to go, bertetiivas no place to go, and be-
fore the officers of the boat arrived he stoppeddsunly and began to shout at
the people.

"l didn't want to hurt him, why didn't you stop His it right to chase a
man like a rat? You knew he was drunk | didn't wanturt him, but he would-
n't let me go. He tore my coat and tried to cholkee intold him | would kill him
if he wouldn't go away. It is not my fault. | mugt to Oakland to see my broth-
er. He is sick. Do you think I'm looking for troebivhen my brother is sick?
Why didn't you stop him?"

NOTES:

1 drunkard —1psHbII;

2 mean —pyOBbli, 3I0BPETHBIN;
® ribbon —pe6po.

| Find in the text English equivalents for the folbwing words and
expressions:

HEB3JIIOOWI, cecTh Ha KOpabib, Ka3ajoch BCE €My CHUMITATH3UPOBAIIH,
ImpoaoJKall TOJIKAaTb €ro, CTapajiCsa HEC IoInadaTbCAa €My Ha ITIyTH, HC OCTaBJIAI
€ro B IMOKOE, OBLI XOPOIIIO OJIET, UCKATh 00JIee YKPOMHOE MECTO, TeOE BCE PaBHO
IMPUACTCA BBIﬁTPI, rop€db CMCHHIIACh APOCTHIO, ABAXKIbI, PAHCH, 3a’KaB HOX B
pyKe, moiMai 3a pykaB, HUKTO HE JBHUHYJICS C MECTa, JIeBaThCs ObLIO HEKy.a,
MBITAJICA 3aAYIIHUTL MCH, 9TO HC MO BHHA.

Il Give Russian equivalents for the following wordsand expres-
sions from the text and use them in the sentenceSyour own:

come to one's rescue, try one's best to do smthauoieé that smb. do smth,
fear smth, make some trouble, hold smb/smth, sabsimb., chase smb., let
smb. go, hurt smb.

[l Questions on the text:

1) How did it happen that the boy and the Americamtbthemselves in
the same room?

2) In what condition was the man?

3) What did he begin to do?

4) Did anybody try to save the Filipino when the masgdn to tease
him?

5) How did the man explain his behaviour?

6) What did the poor boy do?

7) Why did the boy rush into the lavatory?

8) What made the Filipino bring the knife out of hiscget?

9) He warned the man of the possible trouble, dide?t h

10) What happened when the boy opened the door?

11) What did the Filipino accuse the people of?
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IV Discuss the following:

1) Give a character sketch of the drunkard. Find entéxt the words and
phrases he used to hurt the boy and to praise Himse

2) Do you think the man would have behaved so if henhdelt the si-
lent support of the people? Do you agree that s#es sometimes more danger-
ous than words?

3) Comment on the words "the boy's bitterness grevage." Why did
the boy feel bitterness? Why did he fear the ragavimg in him?

4) How would you qualify the boy's behaviour if younee fair judge?
Was the man's death the Filipino's fault?

5) What is the main problem raised in the text? lactite nowadays?
Does it exist in this country? Give examples.

6) Where do the roots of the problem of race discratiom lie? What do
you think must be done to eliminate this phenom@nathy is it dangerous?

V Retell the story on the part of 1) the boy, 2) om of the passen-
gers, 3) a police-officer.

Unit 12
THE DINNER PARTY
N. Monsarrat

There are still some rich people in the world. Mafiythem lead lives of
particular pleasure. But rich people do have tipeablems. They are seldom
problems of finance, since most rich people haveugh sense to hire other
people to take care of their worries. But thereaher, more genuine problems.
They are the problems of behaviour.

Let me tell you a story, which happened to my u@bavian a full thirty
years ago. At that time | myself was fifteen. MyclenOctavian was then a rich
man. He was a charming and accomplished host wiilaewas an accepted
rendezvous of the great. He was a hospitable arsd amiable man—until Jan-
uary 3, 1925.

There was nothing special about that day in tleedffmy uncle Octavian,
except that it was his fifty-fifth birthday. As usuwon such a day he was giving a
party, a party for twelve people. All of them weild friends.

I, myself, aged fifteen, was deeply privileged.dsastaying with my uncle
at his exquisite villa, on holiday from school, aamla special concession on this
happy day, | was allowed to come down to dinnewds exciting for me to be
admitted to such company, which included a newspaprietor of exception-
al intelligence and his fabulousAmerican wife, a recent prime-minister of
France and a distinguished German prince and @snce

At that age, you will guess, | was dazzled. Evetayp 30 years later, one
may fairly admit that the company was distinguishBdt | should also stress
that they were all old and intimate friends of nmcle Octavian.
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Towards the end of a wonderful dinner, when dedssitbeen brought in
and the servants had left, my uncle leant forwarddmire a magnificent dia-
mond ring on the princess's hand. She was a hamds@man. She turned her
hand gracefully towards my uncle. Across the tatile, newspaper proprietor
leant across and said: "May | also have a look® §hiled and nodded. Then
she took off the ring and held it out to him. "lasvmy grandmother's — the old
empress," she said. "l have not worn it for mangrgelt is said to have once be-
longed to Genghis Khan. "

There were exclamations of delight and admiratidme ring was passed
from hand to hand. For a moment it rested on my palm, gleaming splendid-
ly. Then | passed it on to my neighbor. As | turagday again, | saw her pass it
on.

It was some 20 minutes later when the princessisipaand said: "Before
we leave you, may | have my ring back?"... Thers w@ause, while each of us
looked expectantly at his neighbor. Then there siasce.

The princess was still smiling, though less eaSllye was unused to ask-
ing for things twice. The silence continued, lIghbught that it could only be a
practical joke, and that one of us—probably theqeihimself— would produce
the ring with a laugh. But when nothing happenedllat knew that the rest of
the night would be dreadful.

| am sure that you can guess the sort of scenddlmwved. There was the
embarrassment of the guests— all of them old ahaedafriends. There was a
nervous search of the whole room. But it did natdpthe princess's ring back
again. It had vanished—an irreplaceable thing, kvgbssibly two hundred
thousand pounds—in a roomful of twelve peoplekiatiwn to each other.

No servants had entered the room. No one hadtl&dt e moment. The
thief (for now it could only be theft) was one o, wne of my uncle Octavian's
cherished friends.

| remember it was the French cabinet minister wias most insistent on
being searched, indeed, in his excitement he haaddy started to turn out his
pockets, before my uncle held up his hand and stym. "There will be no
search in my house," he commanded. "You are alfrragds. The ring can only
be lost. If it is not found"— he bowed towards fmencess— "l will naturally
make amendsmyself."

The ring was never found, it never appeared, ettiesr or later.

To our family's surprise, uncle Octavian was a caragvely poor man,
when he died (which happened, in fact, a few wegksg. And | should say that
he died with the special sadness of a hospitabd¢ Wwho never gave a single
lunch or dinner party for the last thirty yearshdf life.

NOTES:

1 fabulous -31. u3BecTHas1, poCKOIIHAS;
2 make amends (for)3a. Bo3mecTuTh yepo.
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| Find in the text English equivalents for the folbwing words and
expressions:

BECTH KH3Hb, COCTOSIIYI0 M3 OJIHUX YJIOBOJLCTBHH, MPOOJIEMBI, CBS3aH-
HBI€ C OCHBI'aMH, O‘I&pOBaTCHBHblﬁ XO0351UH, MECTO, I'Ac 0OBIYHO BCTPCYAIUCDH
BEJIMKME MHUpA CEro, paAylIHbIA M XOPOIIMK YEJIOBEK, YCTPaWBAJI MPUEM Ha
12 nepcoH, MHE OKazaJii 0COOYHO0 NMPUBUIIETHIO, YEJIOBEK HEOOBIYaHOTO yMa, s
ObLT OClIeryieH, O0IIecTBO ObUIO M30pAaHHBIM, BEIMKOJIEMHOE KOJIBLO ¢ OpUiLIn-
AHTOM, IIEpcaaBaJini M3 PYK B PYKH, BbDKHUJAATCIBHO IOCMOTPCTH, CMYIICHHC
rOCTEH, CTapble, MPOBEPEHHBIE JPYy3bs, HE3aMEHHMMAasl BEIlb, OOJBIIE BCEX
HaCTauBaJl HaA 06BICK6, BbBIBOpA4YMBATh KapMaHbI, HU TOTd, HA IIOTOM.

Il Give Russian equivalents for the following wordsand expres-
sions from the text and use them in the sentenceSyour own:

hire smb, have enough (much, little, no) senseotsrdth, be allowed to
do smth, admire smth, have a look at, be (un) ts&tbing smth, to smb's sur-
prise.

[l Questions on the text:

1) How old was the author of the story which happeodus uncle?

2) What kind of man was uncle Octavian?

3) In what way did he want to celebrate his fiftyffifbirthday?

4) Describe the guests.

5) Why did the boy consider himself to be deeply peiyed?

6) What was peculiar about all those people presahegbarty?

7) What did the princess tell the guests about hgfrin

8) Why did the boy think it was a joke when the riraglidisappeared?

9) What attempts were made to find the ring?

10) Could the servants take the ring?

11) Why didn't uncle Octavian allow the guests to &é&rshed?

12) Why did he tell the princess he would make amdhdsgh it was
clear he wasn't the thief?

13) What was the reason of uncle Octavian's not gipiagies in the last
years of his life?

IV Discuss the following:

1) What did the author mean saying that rich peopléalce their prob-
lems?

2) "Problems of behaviour'—what are they? Have you @ua across
them? What do you know about them? Discuss thatss you find most in-
teresting. In what way are these problems connewtttthe text?

3) Why does the author stress many times that thetgwesre close,
valuable friends?

4) Do high moral principles and well-being always ggdther?

5) Why did the author say that his uncle had died waldness? What
kind of sadness was it? Was it more than sadnedsaps?

6) Think of another end of the story.

V Retell the text on the part of 1) uncle Octavian2) one of the
guests.
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Unit 13
FAIR OF FACE
C. Hare

John Franklin, with whom | was at Oxford, invitecerto stay with his
people at Markhampton for the Markshire Hunt Bafle and his sister were ar-
ranging a small party for it, he said.

"I've never met your sister," | remarked. "Whashe like?"

"She is a beauty," said John, seriously and simply.

| thought at the time that it was an odd, old-faskd phrase, but it turned
out to be strictly and literally true. Deborah Helam was beautiful in the grand,
classic manner. She didn't look in the least liKgna star or a model. But look-
ing at her you forgot everything. It was the shieeauty of her face that took
your breath away.

With looks like that, it would be asking too muchexpect anything star-
tling in the way of brains, and | found Deboraltrifie dull. She was of course
well aware of her extraordinary good looks, and wadectly prepared to dis-
cuss them, just as a man seven feet high mighttadkit the advantages and in-
conveniences of being tall.

Most of our party were old friends of the Frankl]iméo took Deborah for
granted as a local phenomenon, but among them wesvaomer—a young
man with a beard named Aubrey Melcombe, who hadylahken charge of the
local museum. As soon as he set eyes on Deborsaidie

"We have never met before, but your face, of cquiseperfectly
familiar."

Deborah had evidently heard that one before.

"l never give sitting to photographers," she sdwit people will snap me
in the street. It's such a nuisance."

"Photographs!" said Aubrey. "I mean your portraithe one that was
painted four hundred years ago. Has nobody everyml that you are the living
image of the Warbeck Titi&®"

"I've never heard of the Warbeck Titian," said Datho "You shall judge
for yourself," — said Aubrey. "I'll send you a tetkfor the opening of the
exhibition."

Then he went off to dance with Rosamund Cleggaksstant at the mu-
seum, who was said to be his fiancée.

| did not care muchfor Aubrey, or for his young woman, but | had to
admit that they knew their job when | came to tiperong of the exhibition a
few months later. They had gathered in treasurevefy sort from all over the
county and arranged them admirably. The jewel efdlow was, of course, the
great Titian. It had a wall to itself at the endtleé room and | was looking at it
when Deborah came in.
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The likeness was fantastic. Lord Warbeck had néagl his paintings
cleaned, so that Titian's flesh tints were goldet @armine, in vivid contrast to
Deborah's pink and white. But the face behind tlasggmight have been her
mirror image. By a happy chance she had chosenetr & very plain black
dress, which matched up well to the portrait's ddokhes. She stood there still
and silent, staring at her centuries-old likenessndered what she felt.

A pressman's camera flashed and clicked. Firsv@ier and then anoth-
er noticed the resemblance and presently the fetsteogallery was deserted.
Everyone was crowding round the Titian to starenftbe painted face to the re-
al one and back again. The only clear space wasdrBeborah herself. People
were moving to get a good view of her profile, it losing sight of the Titian,
which fortunately was in profile also. It must haveen horribly embarrassing
for Deborah, but she never seemed to notice théewgnt on peering into the
picture, for a very long time. Then she turned tband walked quickly out of
the building. As she passed me | saw that she wasgc— a surprising display
of emotion in one so calm.

About ten minutes later Aubrey discovered thatia gfaDega$ statuettes
was missing from a stand opposite the Titian. Tleye small objects and very
valuable. The police were sent for and there wesnaiderable fuss, but nothing
was found. | left as soon as | could and went éoRranklins'. Deborah was in.

"Have you got the statuettes?" | asked.

She took them out of her handbag.

"How did you guess?"

"It seemed to me that your reception in front of tfitian was a perfor-
mance," | explained. "It distracted attention frewerything else in the room
while the theft took place."

"Yes," said Deborah, "Aubrey arranged it very chluedidn't he? He
thought of everything. He even helped me choosedi@ss to go with the one in
the picture, you know."

"And the press photographer? Had he been laidai?i' to

"Oh, yes. Aubrey arranged for someone to be tleemhotograph me. He
thought it would help to collect a crowd. "

Her coolness was astonishing. Even with the evie@idhe statuettes in
front of me | found it hard to believe that | wasking to a thief.

"It was a very clever scheme altogether," | sabd' and Aubrey must
have put a lot of work into it. | had no idea tlgati were such friends."

There was a flush on her cheeks as she replied:

"Oh yes, I've been seeing a good deal of him latéler since the Hunt
Ball, in fact."

After that there didn't seem to be much more to say

“There's one thing | don't quite understand,” tddaally, "People were
surrounding you and staring at you up to the momentleft the gallery. How
did Aubrey manage to pass the statuettes to ydwoutitanyone seeing?"
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She rounded on me in a fury of surprise and indigna

"Pass the statuettes to me?" she repeated. "GoddAB® you suggesting
that | helped Aubrey to steal them?"

She looked like an angry goddess, and was abaztaaming.

"But — but — " | stammered. "But if you didn't wda?"

"Rosamund, of course. Aubrey gave them to her vdiilevas going on in
front of the Titian. She simply put them in her gl walked out. I'd only just
got them back from her when you came in."

"Rosamund!" It was my turn to be surprised. "Thes whole thing was a
put-up job between them?"

"Yes. They wanted to get married and hadn't anyeyppand she knew a
dealer who would give a price for things like thegiéh no questions asked
and — and there you are."

“Then how did you come into it?" | asked.

"Aubrey said that if | posed in front of the Titiainwould be wonderful
publicity for the exhibition — and, of course, llffor it. " She laughed. "I've on-
ly just remembered. When Aubrey wanted to makediume he used to say I'd
make a wonderful cover girl. That's just what | waa cover girl for him and
Rosamund."”

She stood up and picked up the statuettes.

"These will have to go back to the gallery, | supgd' she said, "Can it be
done without too much fuss? It's silly of me, | indout I'd rather they didn't
prosecute Aubrey."

| made sympathetic noises.

"It was Rosamund's idea in the first place," shatvea. "I'm sure of that.
Aubrey hasn't the wits to think of anything so eeV

"It was clever enough," | said. "But you saw thrbugat once. How was
that?"

Deborah smiled.

“I'm not clever," she said. "But that old dark piet with the glass on it
made a perfect mirror. Aubrey told me to standronf of it, so | did. But I'm
not interested in art, you know. | was looking atself. And of course | couldn't
help seeing what was happening just behind me..."

NOTES:

! Markshire Hunt Ball — a ball given by the huntitigb;

% the Warbeck Titian — a picture by the great Vemetpainter in the
Warbeck Hall;

* didn't care much — didn't like;

* Degas — a famous French painter.

| Find in the text English equivalents for the folbowing words and
expressions:
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crtapomojiHas (Pppasza, HU B MaJICHUIIIEH CTENeHH, 3aXBaThlBaJIa AyX, C TAKOH
BHCIIHOCTBIO, CKYUYHOBATasA, OTAaBalia cebe OTUET, BCTAJ BO I'JlaB€, OYCHb 3Ha-
KOMO, HUKOTJIa He mo3upyio (ororpadam, CyauTb camMoMy, BBIHYXKJECH ObLI
IMPpU3HATh, CXOACTBO ObBLIO IMMOpasuTECIbHBIM, 3€CPKAJIbHOC OTPAKCHUC, 110 CHACT-
JIUBOM CquaﬁHOCTH, 3aMETHUJIN CXOACTBO, Ka3aJlOCh, HE 3aMfE4dalia, HE XBaTaJlo
ABYX CTATyOTOK, U3psAaHas CyMaroxa, OTBJI€CYb BHUMAHHC, IIPpOAYyMaJl BCC, OBLIIO
TPYAHO MOBCPUTH, YaCTO BHUACIINCH, IIOMOIJIa YKPACTh, B YCM 3aKJ/II04YaJaCb Ba-
1a poJib, IMomnajaach Ha KPrHO4YOK, CIIYKUJIAa OJIs1 OTBOJA I'Jia3, HC XBATHUJIO OBl yMa,
pacKycuia, HC HHTCPECOBATLCA Y KUBOIIUCHIO.

Il Give Russian equivalents for the following wordsand expres-
sions from the text and use them in the sentencesyour own:

turn out to be true, sheer beauty, arrange a piaitg, for granted, local
phenomenon, set eyes on, not care much for sndngaradmirably, the jewel
of the show, match up well (to), get a good vievswith/smb, peer into the pic-
ture, display of emotion, astonishing coolness, desful publicity, without
much fuss, prosecute.

[Il Questions on the text:

1) Why did the author come to the Franklins'?

2) Describe Deborah.

3) Why didn't the author expect Deborah to be a clgiré?

4) What did Aubrey Melcombe say about Deborah's face?

5) Where did he invite the girl?

6) Why did the author say that Aubrey and his fiankeew their job
when he came to the opening of the exhibition?

7) Why did everybody crowd round the picture?

8) Describe Deborah's behaviour at the exhibition.

9) What surprised the author in the way Deborah heftexhibition?

10) What was discovered some time later?

11) How did the author guess that the theft had bessfudly planned?

12) Why was Deborah indignant?

13) Who had stolen the statuettes?

14) How had Aubrey make Deborah act as a cover girl?

15) How had Deborah found out what was going on?

IV Discuss the following:

1) Give a character sketch of a) Deborah, b) Aubrey.

2) Do you agree with the author that if a person laslgappearance "it
would be asking too much to expect anything staytin the way of brains"?
Was Deborah really such stupid?

3) Analyse Aubrey's behaviour. Do you think he belotmshe sort of
people who make use of others for their own sake?

4) Why did Deborah say "I'd rather they didn't prosedum"?

5) What's the author's attitude to the heroine oftbey?
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Unit 14
CAGED
L. E. Reeve

Purcell was a small, fussynan; red cheeks and a tight melonlike stom-
ach. Large glasses so magnified his eyes as tchgivéhe appearance of a wise
and kind owl.

He owned a pet shop. He sold cats and dogs andaeysnike dealt in fish
food and bird seed, prescribed remedies for agagaries, on his shelves there
were long rows of cages. He considered himself samg of a professional
man.

There was a constant stir of life in his shop. Thstomers who came in
said:

"Aren't they cuté Look at that little monkey! They're sweet. "

And Mr. Purcell himself would smile and rub his darand nod his head.

Each morning, when the routine of opening his sivaigs completed, it
was the proprietor's custom to perch on a highl sbshind the counter, unfold
his morning paper, and digest the day's news.

It was a raw, wintry day. Wind gusted against tighhplateglass win-
dows. Having completed his usual tasks, Mr. Puragdin mounted the high
stool and unfolded his morning paper. He adjusisdglasses, and glanced at
the day's headlines.

There was a bell over the door that rang wheneveustéomer entered.
This morning, however, for the first time Mr. Putosould recall, it failed to
ring. Simply he glanced up, and there was the géarstanding just inside the
door, as if he had materialized out of thin air.

The storekeeper slid off his stool. From the firsttant he knew instinc-
tively, that the man hated him; but out of habitrbbed his hands, smiled and
nodded,

"Good morning," he beamed, "What can | do for you?"

The man's shiny shoes squeaked forward, His sistclaap, ill-fitting,
but obviously new. Ignoring Purcell for the momdm, looked around the shad-
owy shop.

"A nasty morning," volunteered the shopkeeper. Hsped both hands
across his melonlike stomach, and smiled impogtamow what was it you
wanted?"

The man stared closely at Purcell, as though jost aware of his pres-
ence. He said, "l want something in a cage."

"Something in a cage?" Mr. Purcell was a bit coaflus'You mean —
some sort of pet?"

"| mean what | said!" snapp&the man. "Something in a cage. Something
alive that's in a cage."

"l see," hastened the storekeeper, not at all icetttat he did. "Now let
me think. A white rat, perhaps? | have some vecg white rats."
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"No!" said the man. "Not rats. Something with wing&mething that
flies."

"A bird!" exclaimed Mr. Purcell.

"A bird's all right" The customer pointed suddetdya cage which con-
tained two snowy birds. "Doves? How much for thse?

"Five-fifty," came the prompt answer. "And a vegasonable price. They
are a fine pair. "

"Five-fifty?" The man was obviously disappointede iHroduced a five-
dollar bill. "I'd like to have those birds. But ¢his all I've got. Just five dollars. "

Mentally, Mr. Purcell made a quick calculation, watitold him that at a
fifty cent reduction he could still reap a tidy ptoHe smiled kindly "My dear
man, if you want them that badly, you can certaldye them for five dollars.”

"Il take them." He laid his five dollars on theunter. Mr. Purcell un-
hooked the cage, and handed it to his customeat'fitise!" The man said sud-
denly. "Doesn't it get on your nerves?"

"Noise? What noise?" Mr. Purcell looked surprisidd. could hear noth-
ing unusual.

“Listen." The staring eyes came closer. "How lohgud think it took me
to make that five dollars?"

The merchant wanted to order him out of the shay.dg8ldly enough, he
couldn't. He heard himself asking, "Why—why, howdadid it take you?"

The other laughed. "Ten years! At hard |dbd@en years to earn five dol-
lars. Fifty cents a year. "

It was best, Purcell decided, to humor him. "My,!rfign years. That's
certainly a long time. Now—"

"They give you five dollars," laughed the man, "andheap suit, and tell
you not to get caught again.”

The man swung around, and stalked abruptly fronstbee.

Purcell sighed with sudden relief. He walked to #edow and stared
out. Just outside, his peculiar customer had sthpge was holding the cage
shoulder-high, staring at his purchase. Then, ogthie cage, he reached inside
and drew out one of the doves. He tossed it irtcaih He drew out the second
and tossed it after the first. They rose like balisl were lost in the smoky gray
of the wintry city. For an instant the liberatosigent gaze watched them. Then
he dropped the cage and walked away.

The merchant was perplexed. So desperately hadn#re desired the
doves that he had let him have them at a reduced. gxnd immediately he had
turned them loose. "Now why, "Mr. Purcell mutterédid he do that?" He felt
vaguely insulted.

NOTES:

! fussy —cyeTnuBBIii;

% cute —O4YapOBATEIIbHBIN;

3 SNap -OrpeI3HYyTHCH,

* at hard labor 31. Ha karopre.
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| Find in the text English equivalents for the folbwing words and
expressions:

npuaaTtb CXO0ACTBO, 300MarasuH, JCKapCTBa AJid OO0JILHBIX KaHapeCK, CUM-
Tajg ceOs1 OOJIBIINM CIICOUAIINCTOM, IIOTHUPATh PYKH, KHBATb FOJIOBOﬁ, yCaxKu-
BAaTbCA HA BBICOKYIO Ta6prTKy, pa3BopadrBaThb ra3cTy, HEC 3a3BOHNJI, BO3BHUK U3
BO34yXa, C HCpBOﬁ MUWHYTHI, IIIIOXO CILIMTBIN KOCTIOM, CJIOKHJI PYKH Ha XHUBOTC,
HEMHOTO CMYIIIEH, OBICTPO MPUKUHYI B yMe, Iipu cKkuake S0 eHTOB, MOTyUUTh
CYHCCTBCHHYIO HpI/I6bIJIB, CHAJI KIICTKY C KPHO4YKa, XOTCJ BbIITPOBOANTD, 06JI€F-
YCHHO B3JOXHYJI, AOCTAJI OAHOI'O 13 FOJIy6CI>i, Ha MIHOBCHBLC, BBIITYCTHUJI Ha CBO-
0011y, 9yBCTBOBAJ CeOs1 OCKOPOJICHHBIM.

I Give Russian equivalents for the following wordsand expres-
sions from the text and use them in the sentenceSyour own:

own smth, consider himself, digest the day's newsd, in agreement, ig-
nore smb/smth, stare closely, get reasonable grecejsappointed, want badly,
on one's nerves, toss into the air.

[l Questions on the text:

1) Describe Mr. Purcell.

2) What did he own and what did he sell?

3) What did the customers say?

4) What did Mr. Purcell do every morning?

5) What was the weather like on that day?

6) When did he notice the stranger?

7) What did the stranger look like?

8) What did he want to buy?

9) What shows that Mr. Purcell didn't understand tlaa @t first?

10) In what manner did the man speak to the ownereogtop?

11) Why did Mr. Purcell have to reduce the price?

12) How had the man earned the five dollars?

13) What scene did the shopkeeper watch through theéomifa

14) What was his reaction to the stranger's behaviour?

IV Discuss the following:

1) Characterize Mr. Purcell. Find in the text all thetails that show the
author's attitude to the shopkeeper.

2) Describe the stranger. Explain why he let loosébiius.

3) Compare the shopkeeper and the customer. Finckitekt the details
that prove the contrast between them.

4) Comment on the title of the story. Who was "caged/I¥y was it the
pet-shop where the stranger came?

5) Describe the stranger's previous life.

6) Why did Mr. Purcell feel insulted?

V Retell the story on the part of 1) the owner of e shop, 2) the
stranger.
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Unit 15
THE TV BLACKOUT *?
Art Buchwald

A week ago Sunday New York city had a blackautd all nine television
stations in the area went out for several hourss Gleated tremendous crises in
families all over New York and proved that TV plagsmuch greater role in
people's lives than anyone can imagine.

For example, when the TV went off in the Bufkinssuse panic set in.
First Bufkins thought it was his set in the livingem, so he rushed into his bed-
room and turned on that set. Nothing. The phong,rand Mrs. Bufkins heard
her sister in Manhattan tell her that there wakekout.

She hung up and said to her husband, "It isn't getirSomething's hap-
pened to the top of the Empire State Building. "

Bufkins looked at her and said, "Who are you?"

"I'm your wife, Edith."

"Oh," Bufkins said. "Then | suppose those Kittsthere are mine."

"That's right," Mrs. Bufkins said. "If you ever goutt of that armchair in
front of the TV set you'd know who we are."

"Oh! they've really grown," Bufkins said, lookingjlas son and daughter.
"How old are they now?"

"Thirteen and fourteen," Mrs. Bufkins replied.

"Hi, kids!"

"Who's he?' Bufkins's son, Henry, asked.

"It's your father," Mrs. Bufkins said.

"I'm pleased to meet you," Bufkins's daughter, Magaid shyly.

There was silence all around.

"Look," said Bufkins finally. "I know | haven't baea good father but now
that the TV's out I'd like to know you better."

"How?" asked Henry.

"Well, let's just talk," Bufkins said. "That's theest way to get to know
each other."

"What do you want to talk about?" Mary asked.

"Well, to begin with, what school do you go to?"

"We go to High School," Henry said.

"So you're both in high school!" There was a dekmhese.

"What do you do?" Mary asked.

"I'm an accountant' Bufkins said.

"l thought you were a car salesman," Mrs. Bufkiaisl $n surprise.

“That was two years ago. Didn't | tell you | chathgabs?" Bufkins said.

“No, you didn't. You haven't told me anything factyears."

“I'm doing quite well too," Bufkins said.

“Then why am | working in a department store?" MBafkins demanded.
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"Oh, are you still working in a department storé? had known that, |
would have told you could quit last year. You sliollave mentioned it,"
Bufkins said.

There was more dead silence.

Finally Henry said, "Hey, you want to hear me plag guitar?”

"You know how to play the guitar? Say, didn't | baa daughter who
played the guitar?"

"That was Susie," Mrs. Bufkins said.

"Where is she?"

"She got married a year ago, just about the time were watching the
World Serie§"

"You know," Bufkins said, very pleased. "l hopejtlimn't fix the antenna
for another couple hours. There's nothing betten th blackout for a man who
really wants to know his family."

NOTES:

! blackout — a period of complete darkness (whethallelectric lights go
out) due to the power failure;

% kids (Am.) — children;

® an accountant &yxrantep;

* World Series — baseball contest in America.

| Find in the text English equivalents for the folowing words and
expressions:

BBIIJIN U3 CTPOA, CO34aJ1I0 0Fp0MHBIﬁ KpuU3uC, HaA4YaJIaChb IIaHUKaA, 6pOCI/IJ'I-
Cs B CIaJIbHIO, TTOBECUJIa TPYOKY, CMYIIIEHHO, BOLIAPUIIOCh MOJYaHUE, JTyUIIUMi
croco0 y3HaTh APYT JIpyTa, s MpeycreBarn, Morjia OpoCUTh padoTy B MPOIILIOM
roay, Kaxk pa3 B TO CaMO€ BpCMs, IOUYMHNUTHL aHTCHHY, CHIC IIAPYy YaCOB.

[l Questions on the text:

1) What did the blackout in New York city cause?

2) What was the result of it?

3) Why did the panic set in the Bufkins's house?

4) Why was Bufkins surprised to see his wife and cbi@

5) What did father learn about his children?

6) What did Bufkins tell the members of his family abbimself?

7) Why didn't he know that his elder daughter hadngatried?

8) Why did Bufkins come to the conclusion that a Tdkout is the
best time for a man to get to know his family?

[Il Discuss the following:

1) What role does TV play in the life of people?

2) What are the advantages and disadvantages of TV?

3) Can you prove that the life of the American famgydominated by
TV?

4) What about your family? What kind of programs da yeatch? Ex-
plain your choice.
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5) Do you think that immense cultural possibilitiestetevision are used
to the utmost? Give your grounds.

6) Suggest improvements on our TV programs. What wiseld you
like to see on TV? Which programs do you want totddeen off the screen?
Why?

IV Retell the text using indirect speech on the parof: 1) Bufkins's
wife, 2) one of the children.

Unit 16
THEN IN TRIUMPH
F. L. Parke

There were cars in front of the house. Four of thé€ifford Oslow cut
across the lawn and headed for the back stepsid@soon enough. The door of
a big red car opened and a woman came rushinghafterShe was a little per-
son, smaller even than Clifford himself. But shes\i@st. She reached him just
as he was getting through the hedge.

"You're Mr. Oslow, aren't you?" she said. She plbet a little book and
a pencil and held them under his nose. "I've begng to get her autograph all
week," she explained. "I want you to get it for rdest drop the book in a mail-
box. It's stamped and the address is on it. "

And then she was gone and Clifford was standingethelding the book
and pencil in his hand.

He put the autograph book in his pocket and humijzthe steps.

There was a lot of noise coming from the living#modeveral male voic-
es, a strange woman's voice breaking through nawtlaen, rising above the
noise. And Julia's voice, rising above the noitegrcand kindly and very sure.

"Yes," she was saying. And, "I'm very glad.” AnBgbple have been very
generous to me."

She sounded tired.

Clifford leaned against the wall while he finishiége sandwich and the
beer. He left the empty bottle on the table, tureédthe kitchen light and
pushed easily on the hall door.

A man grabbed him by the arm and pushed him aload&ll and into the
parlor. "Here he is, " somebody shouted. "Here's Mr. ®&lo

There were a half-a-dozen people there, all witielmmoks and busy pens.
Julia was in the big chair by the fireplace, loakplumper than usual in her new
green dress.

She smiled at him affectionately but, it seemedhito, a little distantly.
He'd noticed that breach in her glance many tiratsdyl. He hoped that it wasn't
superiority, but he was afraid that it was.

"Hello, Clifford," she said.

"Hello, Julia," he answered.
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He didn't get a chance to go over and kiss hereponter had him right
against the wall. How did it seem to go to bedllerfeat the Gas Company and
to wake up the husband of a best-selling noveksillent, he told them. Was
he going to give up his job? No, he wasn't. Hachéard the news that "Wel-
come Tomorrow" was going to be translated into &R No, he hadn't.

And then the woman came over. The one whose vaitkheard back in
the kitchen where he wished he'd stayed.

"How", she inquired briskly, "did you like the sy&'

Clifford didn't answer immediately. He just lookatithe woman. Every-
one became very quiet. And everyone looked at fine. woman repeated the
guestion. Clifford knew what he wanted to say.ikédl it very much," he want-
ed to say and then run. But they wouldn't let him.rThey'd make him stay.
And ask him more questions. Which he couldn't answe

"l haven't," he mumbled, "had an opportunity todréayet. But I'm going
to," he promised. And then came a sudden inspiratibm going to read it
now!" There was a copy on the desk by the dooffa@di grabbed it and raced
for the front stairs.

Before he reached the second flight, though, hédcbear the woman's
voice on the hall phone. "At last", she was sayig have discovered an adult
American who has not read "Welcome Tomorrow". H@isall people, Clifford
Oslow, white, 43, a native of this city and thelarsd of... "

On the second floor Clifford reached his studynéar on the light over
the table and dropped into the chair before itpHeJulia's book right in front of
him, but he didn't immediately open it.

Instead he sat back in the chair and looked about The room was fa-
miliar enough. It had been his for over eighteeargeThe table was the same.
And the old typewriter was the one he had bougfdrbelulia and he were mar-
ried.

There hadn't been many changes. All along the las#kevere the manu-
scripts of his novels. His rejected novels. Onu@s his latest one, the one that
had stopped going the rounds six months before.

On the bottom was his earliest one. The one heewsbien Julia and he
were first married.

Yes, Clifford was a writer then. Large W. And hepken thinking of
himself as one for many years after, despite tdéference of the publishers.
Finally, of course, his writing had become merelyesture. A stubborn unwill-
ingness to admit defeat. Now, to be sure, the defaa definite. Now that Julia,
who before a year ago hadn't put pen to paperwnigitn a book, had it accept-
ed and now was looking at advertisements that Seider four hundred thou-
sand copies."”

He picked up "Welcome Tomorrow" and opened it, @apened every
book, in the middle. He read a paragraph. And dnesther. He had just started
a third when suddenly he stopped. He put down'sudeok, reached over to the
shelf and pulled out the dusty manuscript of hisndwst effort. Rapidly he
turned over the crisp pages. Then he began toalead.
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Clifford put the manuscript on the table on toptleé book. For a long
time he sat quietly. Then he put the book in hisdad left the manuscript on
the table and began to read them, page against pagkead his answer in ten
minutes.

And then he went back downstairs. A couple of regerwere still in the
living-room. "But, Mrs. Oslow, naturally our readeare interested," one was
insisting. "When," he demanded, "will you finishuwaext book?"

"I don't know," she answered uneasily.

Clifford came across the room to her, smiling. He lps arm around her
and pressed her shoulder firmly but gently. "Nowyn Julia," he protested.
"Let's tell the young man at once."

The reporter looked up.

"Mrs. Oslow's new novel," Clifford announced progdiwill be ready in
another month."

Julia turned around and stared at him, quite tedif

But Clifford kept on smiling. Then he reached ihte pocket and brought
out the autograph book and pencil that had bee®doon him on his way home.
"Sign here," he instructed.

NOTES:
! parlor —roctunas;
? teller —kaccup B GaHke.

| Find in the text English equivalents for the folbwing words and
expressions:

nepecek JTy)KalKy, HalmpaBUJICA K 3aJHEMY KPBLIbIly, OpOCHUJIacCh 32 HUM,
AocCTalia 3allMCHYI0 KHHXXKY, IIPUCIIOHUIICSA K CTECKC, HC)KHO MY YJIBI6HYJIaCI>, oT-
Yy>KJIE€HHBIN B3TJIA; TTOXKAJEN, YTO HE OCTaJICH; mo0Oeall K JIECTHUIIE, B3POCJIBIN
aMepHUKaHell, YPOKEHEIl 3TOr0 ropoia, pyKOIHUCH €ro pOMaHoOB, IIepecTal HOChI-
JaTh U3 OJTHOTO M3AaTENIbCTBA B APYroe, MUCATeNlb ¢ OOJIBIION OYKBBI, yIIPIMOE
HCKCJIAaHUC, B JKM3HU HC HAIIMCAJIAa HU CJIOB4, INIOJ €TI0 aBTOPCKUX YCHJII/II)'I,
CpaBHUBAA CTPAaHUIIbI PYKOIIMCHU U KHUT'H, C HYBCTBOM HCJIOBKOCTH, B YiKacCcC.

II Give Russian equivalents for the following wordsand expres-
sions from the text and use them in the sentencesyour own:

rise above the noise, be generous to smb, a bésgseovelist, inquire
briskly, have an opportunity to do smth, be famjlieeep on doing smth, admit
defeat, have smth accepted, turn over the pagad,aleud, demand, insist on
smth, announce proudly, make smb stay, answer indaesforced on smb.

[l Questions on the text:

1) Why did Mr. Oslow try to get into the house througk back door?

2) Who stopped him?

3) What did the woman want Mr. Oslow to do?

4) Why was the living-room noisy?

5) What were the people in the room doing?
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6) What did Mr. Oslow think of his wife's attitude tavds him? Was it
different from her usual attitude?

7) What questions did the reporters ask Mr. Oslow?

8) Why did Mr. Oslow say that he was going to readibek just then?

9) Were his words a sensation? Prove it.

10)What did he remember sitting in his study?

11)Why did he think that his defeat as a writer wafinite now?

12)What did he discover when he began reading hissamievel?

13)Why did Mr. Oslow give an answer to the reportgugstions? What
did he feel?

14)Why was his wife terrified at his answer?

IV Discuss the following:

1) Was Mr. Oslow a talented writer? Why were his nsvejected? Why
was his rejected novel published under his wifalm@ and had a success?

2) Mr. Oslow was not a selfish man. Fame wasn't hig amm. What
about Julia?

3) Is genuine talent always recognized? Who has & tmhudge real
talent?

4) What scene do you think will follow Clifford's lagtords?

V Retell the story on the part of 1) Clifford, 2) hs wife, 3) one of
the reporters.

Unit 17
THE VERGER!?
W. S. Maugham

There had been a wedding that afternoon at Str'®&laurch, and Ed-
ward Foreman still wore his verger's gown. He haenbverger for 16 years and
liked his job. The verger was waiting for the vic@he vicar had just been ap-
pointed. He was a red-faced energetic man andetgewdisliked him. Soon the
vicar came in and said: "Foreman, I've got somegthinpleasant to say to you.
You have been here a great many years and | tlook/g fulfilled your duties
quite satisfactorily here; but | found out a masikeng thing the other day. |
discovered to my astonishment that you could neriés&d nor write. | think you
must learn, Foreman. "

“I'm afraid | can't now, sir. I'm too old a doglearn new tricks."

“In that case, Foreman, I'm afraid you must go."

"Yes, sir, | quite understand. | shall be happhand in my resignation as
soon as you have found somebody to take my place."

Up to now Edward's face hadn't shown any signsraftion. But when he
had closed the door of the church behind him pss tiiembled. He walked slow-
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ly with a heavy heart. He didn't know what to dahahimself. True, he had
saved a small sum of money but it was not enouglvéoon without doing
something, and life cost more and more every year.

It occurred to him now that a cigarette would corhfdim and since he
was not a smoker and never had any in his pocketedked for a shop where
he could buy a packet of good cigarettes. It wésng street with all sorts of
shops in it but there was not a single one whevecguild buy cigarettes.

“That's strange," said Edward. "l can't be the angn who walks along
the street and wants to have a smoke," he thodghidea struck him. Why
shouldn't he open a little shop there? "TobaccoSmeets.” "That's an idea," he
said. "It is strange how things come to you wheu kgast expect it."

He turned, walked home and had his tea.

"You are very silent this afternoon, Edward," hisewemarked.

“I'm thinking," he said. He thought the matter of®m every point of
view and the next day he went to look for a suéadslop. And within a week the
shop was opened and Edward was behind the cowgllieg<igarettes.

Edward Foreman did very well. Soon he decided hieamight open an-
other shop and employ a manager. He looked forhendbng street that didn't
have a tobacconist's in it and opened another Sifop was a success too. In the
course of ten years he acquired no less than @psstnd was making a lot of
money. Every Monday he went to all his shops, ctdie the week's takings and
took them to the bank.

One morning the bank manager said that he wantedkiéo him.

"Mr. Foreman, do you know how much money you hasteigthe bank?"

"Well, | have a rough idea."

"You have 30 thousand dollars and it's a large stma. should invest it.
"We shall make you out a list of securifieghich will bring you a better rate of
interest3 than the bank can give you."

There was a troubled look on Mr. Foreman's facexd'vhat will | have
to do?"

"Oh, you needn't worry," the banker smiled. "Alluybave to do is to read
and to sign the papers. "

“That's the trouble, sir. | can sign my name becan't read.” The manager
was so surprised that he jumped up from his seatddldn't believe his ears.

"Good God, man, what would you be if you had bd#a to read?!"

"l can tell you that, sir," said Mr. Foreman. "l wd be verger of St. Pe-
ter's church."

NOTES:

! Verger —CiayXKuTeib B LIEPKBU,

% securities -HeHHbIe GyMari;

> a better rate of interestGesbIue NponeHTOB.

| Find in the text English equivalents for the folbwing words and
expressions:
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OSHEPIUYHBIA YeJIOBEK, HEJOJI00MMBaN, Ha JTHAX, K CBOEMY HM3yMJICHUIO,
HaWTH KOTO-TO BMECTO MCH, 1O CHUX IIOp, IIPU3HAKHU IICPCIKUBAHUA, Fy6LI Apo-
JKaJlu, CKOIIUTH HC60JIBHIYIO CYMMY ACHCT, CTAHOBHJIACh AOPOIKE C KaXKIbIM
AHEM, YCIIOKOUT, HX OJAHOI'0 MarasmHa, €ro OCEHMJI0, CO BCEX CTOPOH, B TCUCHHUC
HEJIeIU, HaHITh YIIpaBJsoIiero, npuoopen He MeHee 10 MarasuHoB, MOANKCATh
AOKYMCHTEI, B TOM-TO 1 66,[[3, HEC IMOBCPUJI CBOMM YyIlIaM.

I Give Russian equivalents for the following wordsand expres-
sions from the text and use them in the sentenceSyour own:

wear smth, be appointed, have something (un) pkeésaay, fulfill one's
duties, find out smth, neither... nor..., with awe heart, live on smth, occur to
smb, think smth over, be a success, have a rowgghaflsmth, a striking thing
(idea), to one's astonishment, do well, invest gonesmth.

[Il Questions on the text:

1) For how long had Edward Foreman worked at St. Be@urch?

2) What did the verger think of the new vicar?

3) What had the vicar become aware of?

4) Did the verger's face betray any emotions at first?

5) Did it really make no difference for him that hedha leave his posi-
tion? Give your grounds.

6) What caused his idea to open a tobacco shop?

7) "He thought the matter over from every point ofwieWhat do you
think he may have considered?

8) His business was a success, wasn't it? Prove it.

9) How did Foreman accept the idea of investing hisey@

10) What was it that made the banker jump up from é&?

IV True or false?

1) The vicar said that the verger hadn't done hipjaperly that's why he
had to dismiss him.

2) Foreman promised to start learning to read.

3) The verger was a very reserved person and didow $tow offended
he was by the vicar's words.

4) The sum of money Edward had saved was enough ¢oolivand he
didn't worry about work.

5) Edward didn't smoke that's why when he needed aratig he began
looking for a tobacconist's.

6) The new business brought Foreman no profit andhbeght of giving
it up.

7) Mr. Foreman hid it from the banker that he couldead and followed
his advice.

V Discuss the following:

1) "It's strange how things come to you when you leagtect it." Com-
ment on this phrase. Has the same ever happeryed 2oSpeak about it.

2) Describe how the verger's feelings and emotion® lednanged since
the moment he was awaiting the new vicar.
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3) Mr. Foreman was a promising businessman. Why dotlymk he said
he would be a verger if he had been able to read?

4) "I'm too old a dog to learn new tricks." What digetverger mean say-
ing these words? Do you agree that there's anragddr starting a new life?

VI Retell the text on the part of 1) Mr. Foreman, 3 the banker, 3)
Edward’s wife.

Unit 18
A LION'S SKIN
W. S. Maugham

A good many people were shocked when they readdaptain Forestier
had met his death in a fire trying to save his \sifdog, which had been acci-
dentally shut up in the house. Some said they navew he had it in him; oth-
ers said it was exactly what they would have exgiebim to do. After the tragic
occurrence Mrs. Forestier found shelter in theavoll some people called Hardy,
their neighbors.

Mrs. Forestier was a very nice woman. But she wather charming,
beautiful nor intelligent; on the contrary she wassurd and foolish; yet the
more you knew her, the more you liked her. Sheaveshder, romantic and ide-
alistic soul. But it took you some time to discowteDuring the war she in 1916
joined a hospital unit. There she met her futurgbland Captain Forestier. This
is what she told me about their courtshilit was a case of love at first sight. He
was the most handsome man I'd ever seen in myHife he wasn't wounded.
You know, it's a most extraordinary thing, he walhthrough the war, he risked
his life twenty times a day, but he never evenaggtratch. It was because of
carbuncleSthat he was put into hospital. "

It seemed quite an unromantic thing on which totstapassionate at-
tachment, but after 16 years of marriage Mrs. Rmmestill adored her husband.
When they were married Mrs. Forestier's relatidrasd-bitten Western people,
had suggested that her husband should go to wtitkrrénan live on her money
(and she had a nice sum of money on her accouotebtfe marriage), and Cap-
tain Forestier was all for it. The only stipulatibe made was this: "There are
some things a gentleman can't do, Eleanor. If sr@esahib one can't help it, one
does owe something to his class. "

Eleanor was too proud of him to let it be said th@tvas a fortune-hunter
who had married her for her money and she madeeumhnd not to object if he
found a job worth his while. Unfortunately, the pnbbs that offered were not
very important and gradually the idea of his wogkimas dropped.

The Forestiers lived most of the year in theiravéind shortly before the
accident they made acquaintance of the peopledcilErdy who lived next
door. It turned out that Mr. Hardy had met Mr. Fdier before, in India. But
Mr. Forestier was not a gentleman then, he was-aasher in a garage. He was
young then and full of hopes. He saw rich peopla smart club with their ease,
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their casual manner and it filled him with admioatiand envy. He wanted to be
like them. He wanted — it was grotesque and pathetihe wanted to be a
GENTLEMAN. The war gave him a chance. Eleanor's eyoprovided the
meand. They got married and he became a "s&hib"

But everything ended very tragically.

Once the Forestiers' villa caught fire. The Foegstivere out. When they
arrived it was already too late to do anything @bourheir neighbors, the Har-
dies saved whatever they could, but it wasn't milibiey had nothing left to do
but stand and look at the roaring flames. SuddEigganor cried: "God! My lit-
tle dog, it's there in the fire!"

Forestier turned round and started to run to thes@oHardy caught him
by the arm. "What are you doing? The house isreti'fForestier shook him off.
"Let me go. I'll show you how a gentleman behaves!"

It was more than an hour later that they were &blget at him. They
found him lying on the landing, dead, with the dehdy in his arms. Hardy
looked at him for a long time before speaking. "Yoal," he muttered between
his teeth, angrily. "You damned fool!"

Bob Forestier had pretended for so many years ta gpentleman that in
the end, forgetting that it was all a fake, he tinmself driven to act as in that
stupid, conventional brain of his he thought a genén must act.

Mrs. Forestier was convinced to her dying day tleathusband had been
a very gallamgentleman.

NOTES:

! courtship -yxaxuBanue;
2 carbuncles «apOyHKYIIBL;
means -€peacTBo;

sahib —cau6 (rocmoun);
gallant —6;iaropoaHstii.

w

4
5

| Find in the text English equivalents for the folbowing words and
expressions:

norud Mpu MmoXxape, CIIy4aitHo, HMEHHO TO, YTO OT HErO OXKUJAJIH; Tparu-
YECKOC CO6BITI/IC, Hanuia IIpUIOT, KaK pas3 HaO60p0T, pOMaHTHYCCKad Aaylia,
cTpaCTHasd IPUBA3AHHOCTb, Ha CYCTY, CAMHCTBCHHOC BO3PAXCHHUEC, OXOTHHUK 3a
COCTOSTHHUEM, HauTH ,Z[OCTOﬁHYIO pa60Ty, IIOCTCIICHHO 3Ta MBICIIb OTIIaJia, HE3a-
A0JITO 10, KHUJIMN 110 COCECACTBY, HAIIOJIHAIO €TI0 3aBUCTHIO, CIIaCJId BCC, YTO MOT-
JIU, UM HHUYETO HEC OCTAaBAJIOCh KaK, l'IpO60pMOTaJI CKBO3b 3y6LI, TaK OOJIO Ipu-
TBOpSICS, 3a0bIB, YTO BCE ATO Obla (PUKIIUS, CBOUM TJIYIBIM YMHMIIIKOM, JI0 TI0-
CIIETHEr o IHA.

II Give Russian equivalents for the following wordsand expres-
sions from the text and use them in the sentenceSyour own:

join smth, love at first sight, risk one's life,tgnto hospital, adore smb,
suggest that smb should do smth, owe smth to santd kelp doing smth, be
proud of smb, make acquaintance with smb, cateh fir
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[l Questions on the text:

1) What was the cause of Mr. Forestier's death aaugridi the newspa-
pers?

2) What did people think of it?

3) Describe Mrs. Forestier.

4) Where did she meet her future husband?

5) Was it because of his wound that he was put ingpital?

6) Why did Mrs. Forestier's relatives suggest that tesband should
find some work after the marriage?

7) Why couldn't Mr. Forestier find a job?

8) What was Mr. Forestier's occupation when he livedndia? What
was his dream?

9) What happened during the fire? Why did Mr. Foregtiesh into the
house?

10) What were Hardy's words when he saw the dead bDdyyu agree
with them?

IV Discuss the following:

1) Was Mr. Forestier a fortune-hunter? Give your gasun

2) What was the real reason of his refusal to findl& j

3) Is there any difference between a wish to be algman and being a
gentleman? Is only a wish enough?

4) Did Mr. Forestier manage to become a real gentl@nanve it by the
text. I

5) Why was Mrs. Forestier convinced to her dying dlat her husband
had been a very gallant gentleman?

6) What is the difference between a sensible risk arsily risk? Is it
always possible to weigh up the danger? Discussesosiks that you think
would be worth talking.

V Retell the story on the part of 1) Mrs. Forestier 2) Mr. Hardy.

Unit 19
FOOTPRINTS IN THE JUNGLE
W. S. Maugham

It was in Malaya that | met the Cartwrights. | wstaying with a man
called Gaze who was head of the police and he aatoethe billiard-room,
where | was sitting, and asked if | would play lgadwvith them. The Cartwrights
were planters and they came to Malaya becausevé theeir daughter a chance
of a little fun. They were very nice people andypld a very pleasant game of
bridge. | followed Gaze into the card-room and wdduced to them.

Mrs. Cartwright was a woman somewhere in the 8ftiethought her a
very agreeable person. | liked her frankness, bekagwit, her plain face. As for
Mr. Cartwright, he looked tired and old. He talkatle, but it was plain that he
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enjoyed his wife's humour. They were evidently vgowpd friends. It was pleas-
ing to see so solid and tolerant affection betwen people who were almost
elderly and must have lived together for so mararye

When we separated, Gaze and | set out to walksthduse.

"What did you think of the Cartwrights?" he askegl. m

"l liked them and their daughter who is just thege of her father."

To my surprise Gaze told me that Cartwright wabe't father. Mrs.
Cartwright was a widow when he married her. Olivasviborn after her father's
death. And when we came to Gaze's house he tothen@artwrights' story.

"I've known Mrs. Cartwright for over twenty year$i¢ said slowly. "She
was married to a man called Bronson. He was a giantSelantan. It was a
much smaller place than it is now, but they hadllg Jittle club, and we used to
have a very good time. Bronson was a handsome ¢hajpadn't much to talk
about but tennis, golf and shooting; and | donfipeise he read a book from
year's end to year's end. He was about thirtyaftaen | first knew him, but he
had the mind of a boy of eighteen. But he was mb. fde knew his work from
A to Z. He was generous with his money and alwagsly to do anybody a
good turn.

One day Mrs. Bronson told us that she was expeaetifiggnd to stay with
them and a few days later they brought Cartwrigpniga Cartwright was an old
friend of Bronson's. He had been out of work féorag time and when he wrote
to Bronson asking him whether he could do anythorghim, Bronson wrote
back inviting him to come and stay till things dpattter. When Cartwright came
Mrs. Bronson told him that he was to look upon phece as his home and stay
as long as he liked. Cartwright was very pleasadt @nassuming; he fell into
our little company very naturally and the Bronsoliss everyone else, liked
him."

"Hadn't the Bronsons any children at that time&sked Gaze.

“No," Gaze answered. "I don't know why, they coblle afforded it.
Bronson was murdered," he said suddenly.

"Killed?"

"Yes, murdered. That night we had been playing itemvithout Cart-
wright who had gone shooting to the jungle and euthBronson who had cy-
cled to Kabulong to get the money to pay his ceblieeir wages and he was to
come along to the club when he got back. Cartwrogime back when we start-
ed playing bridge. Suddenly | was called to pobeegeant outside. | went out.
He told me that the Malays had come to the poltaéasm and said that there
was a white man with red hair lying dead on thénplaat led through the jungle
to Kabulong. | understood that it was Bronson.

For a moment | didn't know what to do and how tealirthe news to Mrs.
Bronson. | came up to her and said that there lead lan accident and her hus-
band had been wounded. She leapt to her feet aretist Cartwright who went
as pale as death. Then | said that he was deadndfteh she collapsed into her
chair and burst into tears.
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When the sergeant, the doctor and | arrived astkee of the accident we
saw that he had been shot through the head arel\tfs&ey no money about him.
From the footprints | saw that he had stopped lottasomeone before he was
shot. Whoever had murdered Bronson hadn't dora inbney. It was obvious
that he had stopped to talk with a friend.

Meanwhile Cartwright took up the management of Boor's estate. He
moved in at once. Four months later Olive, the dgerg was born. And soon
Mrs. Bronson and Cartwright were married. The mredevas never found.
Suspicion fell on the coolies, of course. We exadithem all—pretty careful-
ly—but there was not a scrap of evidence to contiemin with the crime. |
knew who the murderer was... "

"Who?"

"Don't you guess?"

NOTES:
! coolies paGoune-HOCHIBLINKH.

| Find in the text English equivalents for the folbowing words and
expressions:

BO3MOXKHOCTh pasBiieubcs, el Obuto 3a 50, OTKpOBEHHOCTh M CO0Opasu-
TCJIBbHOCTDL, IIPOYHAas IPHUBA3aAHHOCTL, TOYHAA KOIIUA OTLA, CUMIIATUYHBIN IIa-
PE€HL, 3a IO HEC IMPOYUTAl HU KHHUI'H, 3HAJI CBOC ACJI0 B COBCPIICHCTBE, 0JIOC
BpeM: ObLI1 O€3 pa6OTBI, IIOKa Acjia HC IIOIIpaBATCs, BIIMCAJICA B HAIly KOMIIA-
HHUIO, COO6HII/ITI> HOBOCTH, HO6JIC,Z[HCJI KaK IIOJOTHO, IMPHUEXAJIM Ha MCCTO IIPO-
HMCIICCTBUA, MO CJICAaM, CTal YIIPaBJIAIOMIKMM IMIOMCECTbs, Cpa3y BOLICIT B KYypC
J1eJIa, HA MaJICUIIEN YIIUKH.

Il Give Russian equivalents for the following wordsand expres-
sions from the text and use them in the sentenceSyour own:

be introduced to smb, elderly people, do smb a gaod be wounded,
burst into tears (laughter), it is obvious, conngcith with smth/smb, play a
game of, an agreeable person, a handsome chaiptdaihe company naturally.

[l Questions on the text:

1) Describe Mrs. Cartwright and her husband.

2) Why did they come to Malaya?

3) Who was Mrs. Cartwright's first husband and whede@aze get ac-
guainted with him?

4) How did he characterize Bronson?

5) Why did Bronson invite Cartwright to come and sdéayheir place?

6) What kind of a person was Cartwright? Did his srdielp him to get
along with the local society?

7) Why were Bronson and Cartwright absent at the olulthe night of
the murder?

8) Who found Bronson's body?

9) How did Mrs. Bronson take the news?

10) What did Gaze and the others see at the scehe attident?
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11) Can you prove that Bronson was killed by someoherwhe knew
well?

12)What were Cartwright's actions after Bronson'sligat

13)Was the crime disclosed?

IV Discuss the following:

1) Who was Olive's real father? Which phrases fromtéx¢ prove it?
Has this fact anything to do with the crime?

2) Does Cartwright's behaviour after Bronson's deatbvep that the
crime was well-planned?

3) Follow through the text Cartwright's characterstand say whether
they coincide with the reality.

4) Try to continue the story.

V Retell the story on the part of 1) Mrs. Cartwright, 2) Bronson,
3) the doctor.

Unit 20
THE ANT AND THE GRASSHOPPER
W. S. Maugham

When | was a small boy | was made to learn by h&arte fables of La
Fontaine and the moral of each was carefully erplhto me. Among them was
"The Ant and the Grasshopper". In spite of the mofahis fable my sympa-
thies were with the grasshopper and for some timever saw an ant without
putting my foot on it.

| couldn't help thinking of this fable when the ethday | saw George
Ramsay lunching in a restaurant. | never saw anesgmn of such deep gloom.
He was staring into space. | was sorry for himudpected at once that his un-
fortunate brother had been causing trouble again.

| went up to him. "How are you?" | asked. "Is itii@again?" He sighed.
"Yes, it's Tom again."

| suppose every family has a black sheep. In #msily it had been Tom.
He had begun life decently enough: he went intonass, married and had two
children. The Ramsays were respectable people emydy supposed that
Tom would have a good carrier. But one day he anced that he didn't like
work and that he wasn't suited for marriage. Hetecio enjoy himself.

He left his wife and his office. He spent two hapmars in the various
capitals of Europe. His relations were shockedwoddered what would hap-
pen when his money was spent. They soon foundheubiorrowed. He was so
charming that nobody could refuse him. Very oftentiwrned to George. Once
or twice he gave Tom considerable sums so thabblkl enake a fresh start. On
these Tom bought a motor-car and some jewelry.vBu#n George washed his
hands of him, Tom began to blackmail him. It was niee for a respectable
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lawyer to find his brother shaking cocktails behihd bar of his favorite restau-
rant or driving a taxi. So George paid again.

For twenty years Tom gambled, danced, ate in th&t expensive restau-
rants and dressed beautifully. Though he was fakyre looked not more than
thirty-five. He had high spirits and incredible oma Tom Ramsay knew every-
one and everyone knew him. You couldn't help likinngp.

Poor George, only a year older than his brothekdd sixty. He had nev-
er taken more than a fortnight's holiday in theryéte was in his office every
morning at nine-thirty and never left it till sille was honest and industrious.
He had a good wife and four daughters to whom he tha best of fathers. His
plan was to retire at fifty-five to a little housethe country. His life was blame-
less. He was glad that he was growing old becaose Was growing old, too.
He used to say: "It was all well when Tom was yoand good-looking. In four
years he'll be fifty. He won't find life so easyeth | shall have thirty thousand
pounds by the time I'm fifty. We shall see whataally best to work or to be
idle. "

Poor George! | sympathized with him. | wondered nothat else Tom
had done. George was very much upset. | was prédarehe worst. George
could hardly speak. "A few weeks ago," he said,MiTloecame engaged to a
woman old enough to be his mother. And now shedires and left him every-
thing she had: half a million pounds, a yacht, adeoin London and a house in
the country. It is not fair, | tell you, it isn&if!"

| couldn't help it. | burst into laughter as | leakat George's face, | nearly
fell on the floor. George never forgave me. But Toften asks me to dinners in
his charming house and if he sometimes borrows ynéneen me, it is simply
from force of habit.

| Find in the text English equivalents for the folbwing words and
expressions:

MHE THIATCJIBHO O6’I>§ICH}IJII/I, HE pa3gaBHB €TI0, HA AHAX, CMOTPCII B HUKY-
714, 3aHsJICS OM3HECOM, yBaXkaeMble JIFOJU, CeMEHas KU3Hb HE JJISl Hero, Korjaa
ACHBI'M 3aKOHYATCA, 3HAYUTCIIbHBIC CYMMBbI JICHCT, HA4YaTh 3aHOBO, IIAHTAXKUPO-
BaTh, BCerja ObUI B MPEKPACHOM HACTPOCHHH, €ro HENb3sl ObLIO HE JIFOOUTH,
JYYIIMA U3 OTLOB, CUMIATUYHBINA, O€37eIbHUYaTh, PUTOTOBUIICSA K XYALIEMY,
9TO HECIIPABCJINBO, 9yThb HC YIIdJI, IIPUIJIAIIACT HaA 066,[[1:1, I10 ITIPUBBIYKE.

II Give Russian equivalents for the following wordsand expres-
sions from the text and use them in the sentenceSyour own:

make smb do smth, in spite of smth, cause trod@nlpy oneself, borrow
smth from smb, turn to smb for smth, wash one'sibafi smb (smth), be upset,
burst into laughter (tears).

[l Questions on the text:

1) Give a short sketch of the Ramsay Family.

2) How do you understand the expression "a black sRéafhy is it ap-
plied to Tom?

3) What was the "decent" beginning of Tom's life?
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4) What did Tom announce one day?

5) What was the point of his life according to his d&?

6) How did he spend his time?

7) Why did George give Tom considerable sums of mamgyonce?

8) What did Tom do with the money?

9) In what way and why did Tom blackmail his brother?

10)Describe Tom at the age of forty-six.

11)Was his brother much older than him? Describe laig of life.

12)Why was George glad that he was growing older? Wiexe his
plans?

13)What news did George break to the author?

14)What was the author's reaction?

IV Discuss the following:

1) Why does the author make such an introduction g@ostbry? Who is
the "ant" and who is the "grasshopper" in the &dpwe your grounds.

2) When the author was a small boy and heard the fablie first time
his sympathies were with the grasshopper. Did hene stick to his sympathies
throughout his life? Prove it by the text.

3) What did "causing trouble" mean to the Ramsays?Why

4) Why couldn't people help liking Tom in spite of exthing? He was
an idler, wasn't he? How would you explain suclo@tm@diction?

5) Compare the two brothers. Tom's life was pleasoceemtertainment.
George's life was honesty and labour. Is the enthefstory fair? Whom are
your sympathies with? Why?

6) All his life George had to help his brother. Whad the get in ex-
change? Could you suggest any other way of behawviothe part of George?

V Retell the story on the part of 1) George, 2) Tom3) one of the
Ramsays, 4) one of Tom's friends.

Unit 21
THE HAPPY MAN
W. S. Maugham

It is a dangerous thing to order the lives of athend | have often won-
dered at the self-confidence of politicians, refersnand such like who are pre-
pared to force upon their fellows measures thatt ralisr their manners, habits
and points of view. | have always hesitated to gideice, for how can one ad-
vise another how to act unless one knows that @tbevell as one knows one-
self? Heaven knows, | know little enough of myseélknow nothing of others.
We can only guess at the thoughts and emotionsioh@ghbors. And life, un-
fortunately, is something that you can lead buteoamd who am | that | should
tell this one and that how he should lead it?

But once | knew that | advised well.
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| was a young man and | lived in a modest apartnmebondon near Vic-
toria Station. Late one afternoon, when | was bagm to think that | had
worked enough for that day, | heard a ring at thié bopened the door to a total
stranger. He asked me my name; | told him. He agkesimight come in.

"Certainly. "

| led him into my sitting-room and begged to sitvio He seemed a trifle
embarrassed. | offered him a cigarette and he twae glifficulty in lighting it.

"l hope you don't mind my coming to see you likesthhe said. "My
name is Stephens and | am a doctor. You're in #iaat, | believe? "

"Yes, but | don't practice. "

"No, | know. I've just read a book of yours abopiatd and | wanted to
ask you about it. "

"It's not a very good book, I'm afraid. "

"The fact remains that you know something aboutirSpad there's no
one else | know who does. And | thought perhapswouldn't mind giving me
some information. "

"l shall be very glad. "

He was silent for a moment. He reached out fothaisand holding it in
one hand absent-mindedly stroked it with the other.

"l hope you won't think it very odd for a perfed¢tasger to talk to you
like this. 'He gave an apologetic laugh. 'I'm noihg to tell you the story of my
life. "

When people say this to me | always know that prscisely what they
are going to do. | do not mind. In fact | rathéelit.

"l was brought up by two old aunts. I've never baapwhere. I've never
done anything. I've been married for six yearsavehno children. I'm a medical
officer at the Camberwell Infirmary. | can't bebamny more. "

There was something very striking in the shortyglsgntences he used. |
looked at him with curiosity. He was a little mahickset and stout, of thirty
perhaps, with a round red face from which shonellsmark and very bright
eyes. His black hair was cropped close to a bsheped head. He was dressed
in a blue suit a good deal the worse for wear.d$s Wwaggy at the knees and the
pockets bulged untidily.

"You know what the duties are of a medical offiaean infirmary. One
day is pretty much like another. And that's alélyot to look forward to for the
rest of my life. Do you think it's worth it? "

"It's a means of livelihood," | answered.

"Yes, | know. The money's pretty good. "

"l don't exactly know why you've come to me."

"Well, I wanted to know whether you thought therewd be any chance
for an English doctor in Spain.”

"Why Spain?"

"l don't know, | just have a fancy for it."

“It's not like Carmen, you know, " | smiled.
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"But there's sunshine there, and there's good \aume there's colour, and
there's air you can breathe. Let me say what | kagay straight cut. | heard by
accident that there was no English doctor in Sgvillo you think | could earn a
living there? Is it madness to give up a good gajdor an uncertainty? "

"What does your wife think about it?"

"She's willing."

"It's a great risk."

"I know. But if you say take it, | will: if you sagtay where you are, [I'll
stay. "

He was looking at me with those bright dark eyesisfand | knew that
he meant what he said. | reflected for a moment.

"Your whole future is concerned: you must decideylurself. But this |
can tell you: if you don't want money but are cohte earn just enough to keep
body and soul together, then go. For you will laaglonderful life. "

He left me, | thought about him for a day or twoddhen forgot. The epi-
sode passed completely from my memory.

Many years later, fifteen at least, | happenedearbSeville and having
some trifling indisposition asked the hotel pomdrether there was an English
doctor in the town. He said there was and gavehmeaddress. | took a cab and
as | drove up to the house a little fat man canteobit. He hesitated, when he
caught sight of me.

"Have you come to see me?' he said. 'I'm the Engdh&tor. "

| explained my matter and he asked me to come anlived in an ordi-
nary Spanish house, and his consulting room weerdd with papers, books,
medical appliances and lumber. We did our busiaasgsthen | asked the doctor
what his fee was. He shook his head and smiled.

"There's no fee."

"Why on earth not?"

'‘Don't you remember me? Why, I'm here becauseroéfung you said to
me. You changed my whole life for me. I'm Stephéns.

| had not the least notion what he was talking abde reminded me of
our interview, he repeated to me what we had smd, gradually, out of the
night, a dim recollection of the incident came b&xkne.

"l was wondering if I'd ever see you again," halsai was wondering if
ever I'd have a chance of thanking you for all yewone for me."

"It's been a success then?

| looked at him. He was very fat now and bald, liateyes twinkled gaily
and his fleshy, red face bore an expression okepegood humour. The clothes
he wore, terribly shabby they were, had been mag®uosly by a Spanish tailor
and his hat was the wide-brimmed sombrero of thenBpd. He looked to me as
though he knew a good bottle of wine when he salWethad an entirely sym-
pathetic appearance. You might have hesitatedtthime remove your appen-
dix?, but you could not have imagined a more delightfebture to drink a glass
of wine with.

"Surely you were married?" | said.
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"Yes. My wife didn't like Spain, she went back tariberwell, she was
more at home there."

"Oh, I'm sorry for that."

His black eyes flashed a smile.

“Life is full of compensations," he murmured.

The words were hardly out of his mouth when a SgfFanioman, no long-
er in her first youth, but still beautiful, appeadra the door. She spoke to him in
Spanish, and | could not fail to feel that she ta@smistress of the house.

As he stood at the door to let me out he said to"eu told me when
last | saw you that if | came here | should east gnough money to keep body
and soul together, but that | should lead a wondl&fé. Well, | want to tell you
that you were right. Poor | have been and pooall giways be, but by heaven
I've enjoyed myself. | wouldn't exchange the life2lhad with that of any king
in the world. "

NOTES:
! be in the medical — work in the field of medicine;
% remove appendix BbIpe3aTh alCHIHLIT.

| Find in the text English equivalents for the folbwing words and
expressions:

BEpIIUTh CYIbOBI JIPYTUX, CAMOYBEPEHHOCThH IOJUTHYECKUX JesTeNeH,
HaBA3a4Th, UBMCHUTL IIPUBBIYKH U TOUYKH 3PCHHA, Mbl MOKEM JIMIIb A0raAblBATh-
Ci, CKpOMHas KBapTHpa, COBCPIICHHO HE3HAKOMBIN YCJIIOBCK, C TPyAOM 3aXKCEr
CUrapery, paCCCAIHHO, HC COUYTCTC 3TO OUYCHb CTPAaHHBIM, A IIOCMOTPEI Ha HETO C
J00OIBITCTBOM, OJMH JIEHb MOX0X Ha JIPyroi, crmocod 3apaboTaTh Ha >KU3Hb,
CIIy4yallHO y3HaJl, BCe Ballle OyayIee MOCTaBIeHO Ha KapTy; OOBSCHHI, YTO CO
MHOﬁ, CIIPOCHJI, CKOJIBKO 51 MY JOJIDKCH, BBl UI3MCHWJIM BCIO MOIO JKU3Hb, IIOHSI-
THA HC MMCJI, CMYTHOC BOCIIOMHWHAHHC, YKACHO ITOTPCIIaAHHAA OJCIKIA, ObLLI HE
IMpOYb BBIIWTH, HCBO3MOKXHO IPCACTABUTDH OoJtee ooaxXoaAImero 4€j10BEKa, HE
YCIIEJNI OH 3TO MPOU3HECTH, HE MEPBOM MOJIOAOCTH, HE MOT HE IOYYBCTBOBATh.

I Give Russian equivalents for the following wordsand expres-
sions from the text and use them in the sentenceSyour own:

hesitate to do smth, be embarrassed, would you.mfiding smth)?, be
brought up by smb, look forward to smth, be worhiltg) smth, have a fancy
for smth/smb, give up smth, be content to (do) smdétich sight of smb, shake
one's head, remind smb of smth, be a success plelypand soul together.

[l Questions on the text:

1) Who visited the author of the story once?

2) What did he look like?

3) How did he explain the reason of his coming?

4) What showed that the man was embarrassed?

5) What did Stephens tell the author about his life?

6) Why did he say that he couldn't bear it any longer?

7) What kind of advice did Stephens want to get?
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8) What did the author recommend him?

9) How did the author happen to meet with Stephensymaars later?

10)What had changed in the man?

11)What proves that Stephens was really happy?

IV Discuss the following:

1) Stephens wasn't rich, he had money only to keey lod soul to-
gether. But nevertheless he said that he had {ednaerful life. Can a man be
happy without money? Are there things in life taeg more important?

2) Compare Stephens at the beginning and at the etite @ftory. What
in his appearance showed that he was pleaseditef® |

3) Is it easy to advise people? Who to your mind Iha&sright to give
advice?

4) Speak on the author's attitude to the main hetbeo§tory.

V Retell the text on the part of a) Stephens, b) hiwife.

VI Say what happened to Stephens during fifteen ye&a of his life in
Spain.

Unit 22
THE ESCAPE
W. S. Maugham

| have always believed that if a woman made upnfiad to marry a man
nothing could save him. | have only once known axmo in such circum-
stances managed to save himself. His name was Rcohgming. He was no
longer young when he fell in love with Ruth Barlawd he had had enough ex-
perience to make him careful; but Ruth Barlow hagifathat makes most men
defenceless. This was the gift of pathos. Mrs. ®anvas twice a widow She
had splendid dark eyes and they were the most mgdwener saw. They seemed
to be always on the point of filling with tears aywl felt that her sufferings had
been impossible to bear. If you were a strong felath plenty of money, like
Roger Charing, you should say to yourself: | mishg between the troubles of
life and this helpless little thing. Mrs. Barlow svane of those unfortunate per-
sons with whom nothing goes right. If she marriee husband beat her; if she
employed a broker he cheated her; if she took & she drank.

When Roger told me that he was going to marry lhershed him joy. As
for me | thought she was stupid and as hard as’nail

Roger introduced her to his friends. He gave heeliojewels. He took
her everywhere. Their marriage was announced &n#arest future. Roger was
very pleased with himself, he was committing a gactibon.

Then suddenly he fell out of love. | don't know wRerhaps that pathetic
look of hers ceased to touch his heart-stringsrddézed that Ruth Barlow had
made up her mind to marry him and he swore thatingtwould make him
marry her. Roger knew it wouldn't be easy.
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Roger didn't show that his feelings to Ruth Barload changed. He re-
mained attentive to all her wishes, he took hedite at restaurants, he sent her
flowers, he was charming.

They were to get married as soon as they founduaénthat suited them;
and they started looking for residences. The agesits Roger orders to viéw
and he took Ruth to see some houses. It was viiguttito find anything satis-
factory. They visited house after house. Sometithey were too large and
sometimes they were too small; sometimes they teeréar from the center and
sometimes they were too close; sometimes they werexpensive and some-
times they wanted too many repairs; sometimes Werg too stuffy and some-
times they were too airy. Roger always found atfdudt made the house unsuit-
able. He couldn't let his dear Ruth to live in d bause.

Ruth began to grow peevish. Roger asked her to patience. They
looked at hundreds of houses; they climbed thousanfdtairs. Ruth was ex-
hausted and often lost her temper. For two yearg kboked for houses. Ruth
grew silent, her eyes no longer looked beautiful pathetic. There are limits to
human patience.

"Do you want to marry me or do you not?" she askedone day.

"Of course | do. We'll be married the very momestfimd a house. "

"l don't feel well enough to look at any more haise

Ruth Barlow took to her bed. Roger remained galéenever. Every day
he wrote her and told her that he had heard ohandtouse for them to look at.
A week later he received the following letter:

'Roger —

| do not think you really love me. I've found someavho really wants to
take care of me and | am going to be married totbohay.

Ruth. '

He sent back his reply:

'‘Ruth —

I'll never get over this blow. But your happinessstibe my first concern.
| send you seven addresses. | am sure you'll imong them a house that will
exactly suit you.

Roger. "'

NOTES:

! widow —BoBa;

% as hard as nailsyapsivas;

% orders to view -emMoTpoBbIe opaepa.

| Find in the text English equivalents for the folbwing words and
expressions:

OpU TaKUX OOCTOSITENBCTBAX, OBLI YK€ HE MOJOJ, OH ObLI JTOCTATOYHO
OTBITEH, O€33alIUTHBIN, TPpOraTelbHbIA, OECIIOMOIIHOE CO3/IaHUE, BCET/Ia YTO-TO
MPOUCXOAUT, 0OMaHyTh, MMOBCIOAY BO3WJ €€, COBepIIall 100poe 1eno, mepecTall
3aTparuBaTh CTPYHBI €r0 CEP/illa, HUUTO HE 3aCTaBUT €ro, MPOAO0JIKajl BHUMATh
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BCEM €€ KEeJaHUSM, MOAXOAAIUN T0M, TPEOOBAIM PEMOHTA, U3MYUCHHAs, yKe
HC BBIITIAACIN, €CTh NPEACIILI YCJIOBCUCCKOMY TCPIICHUIO, CJICTJIA, OIMPABUTLCA
OT yaapa.

Il Give Russian equivalents for the following wordsand expres-
sions from the text and use them in the sentencesyour own:

make up one's mind, fall in (out of) love with, leaa gift, splendid eyes,
be on the point of smth, bear sufferings, emplop,smtroduce smb to smb, an-
nounce smth, swear, start doing smth, be far (Llbsen the center, a stuffy
(airy) house, find faults, have patience, lose ©temper, take care of smb, be
one's first concern.

[l Questions on the text:

1) How old was Roger Charing when he fell in love?

2) What gift did Ruth Barlow possess?

3) Describe Ruth Barlow. Why does the author call'ta@r unfortunate
person"?

4) How did Roger court Ruth Barlow?

5) Why was he pleased with himself?

6) Why did his feelings suddenly change and what didwear?

7) Why didn't Ruth feel that his attitude towards had changed?

8) What was Roger's plan? In what way did he putd iifie?

9) How many houses did they visit and what faultsRiadjer find?

10) What had changed in Ruth's disposition by the tghe began to
doubt if Roger would marry her?

11) What was Ruth's letter about?

12) Prove that Roger was stuck to his plan to the end.

IV Discuss the following:

1) Was Roger really in love with Ruth Barlow or wasdmy commit-
ting a good action?

2) Comment on Roger Charing's plan. Do you find ienasting?

3) Was Roger a good psychologist? Prove it by thes fimotn the story.

4) Follow through the text how the author shows higuate to the main
heroes.

V Retell the story on the part of 1) Roger, 2) Ruth3) one of Rog-
er's close friends.

Unit 23
MR. KNOW-ALL
W. S. Maugham

Once | was going by ship from San-Francisco to Ywakoa. | shared my
cabin with a man called Mr. Kelada. He was shod aha sturdy build, clean-
shaven and dark-skinned, with a hooked nose ang laege liquid eyes. His
long black hair was curly. And though he introdub@dself as an Englishman |
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felt sure that he was born under a bluer sky tsagenerally seen in England.
Mr. Kelada was chatty. He talked of New York andSain Francisco. He dis-
cussed plays, pictures and politics. He was familidnough | was a total
stranger to him he used no such formalag to put mister before my name
when he addressed me. | didn't like Mr. Keladaotl anly shared a cabin with
him and ate three meals a day at the same talié,dowldn't walk round the
deck without his joining me. It was impossible tmb him. It never occurred to
him that he was not wanted. He was certain thatwere as glad to see him as
he was glad to see you. In your own house you nhgkie kicked him down-
stairs and slammed the door in his face.

Mr. Kelada was a good mixer, and in three days keegryone on board.
He ran everything. He conducted the auctions, ci@emoney for prizes at the
sports, organized the concert and arranged the/{@mess ball. He was every-
where and always. He was certainly the best-hataad im the ship. We called
him Mr. Know-All, even to his face. He took it axcampliment. But it was at
meal times that he was most intolerable. He knearygling better than any-
body else and you couldn't disagree with him. Heaildianot drop a subject till
he had brought you round to his way of thinkinge Tgossibility that he could
be mistaken never occurred to him,

We were four at the table: the doctor, |, Mr. Kelashd Mr. Ramsay.

Ramsay was in the American Consular Service, argistaioned at Ko-
be. He was a great heavy fellow. He was on his bagk to resume his post,
having been on a flying visit to New York to fettis wife, who had been
spending a year at home. Mrs. Ramsay was a vetty pitde thing with pleas-
ant manners and a sense of humour. She was dralsgggs very simply, but
she knew how to wear her clothes.

One evening at dinner the conversation by chanftedito the subject of
pearls. There was some argument between Mr. KedadaRamsay about the
value of culture and real pearls. | did not beli®amsay knew anything about
the subject at all. At last Mr. Kelada got furioasd shouted: "Well, | know
what | am talking about. I'm going to Japan juskok into this Japanese pearl
business. I'm in the trade. | know the best paarthe world, and what | don't
know about pearls isn't worth knowing."

Here was news for us, for Mr. Kelada had never toiglone what his
business was.

Ramsay leaned forward.

"That's a pretty chain, isn't it?" he asked pomptio the chain that Mrs.
Ramsay wore.

"l noticed it at once," answered Mr. Kelada. "Thase pearls all right."

"l didn't buy it myself, of course," said Ramsaywbnder how much you
think it cost."

"Oh, in the trade somewhere round fifteen thousdwithrs. But if it was
bought on Fifth Avenue anything up to thirty thondavas paid for it."

Ramsay smiled. "You'll be surprised to hear thas.NRamsay bought that
string the day before we left New
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York for eighteen dollars, I'll bet you a hundrealldrs it's imitation."

"Done."

"But how can it be proved?" Mrs. Ramsay asked.

“Let me look at the chain and if it's imitation t&ll you quickly enough. |
can afford to lose a hundred dollars," said Mr.agel.

The chain was handed to Mr. Kelada. He took a nfigigigi glass from his
pocket and closely examined it. A smile of triunggread over his face. He was
about to speak. Suddenly he saw Mrs. Ramsay's fae@as so white that she
looked as if she were about to fairBhe was staring at him with wide and terri-
fied eyes. Mr. Kelada stopped with his mouth opda.flushed deeply. You
could almost see the effort he was making over &ifin8l was mistaken," he
said. "It's a very good imitation." He took a huedhdollar note out of his pock-
et and handed it to Ramsay without a word. "Perliagd| teach you a lesson,"
said Ramsay as he took the note. | noticed thatkidlada's hands were trem-
bling.

The story spread over the ship. It was a fine fblee Mr. KnowAall had
been caught out. But Mrs. Ramsay went to her cafilma headache.

Next morning | got up and began to shave. Suddesdyv a letter pushed
under the door. | opened the door and looked oaerd was nobody there. |
picked up the letter and saw that it was addregsédr. Kelada. | handed it to
him. He took out of the envelope a hundred-doliatenHe looked at me and
reddened.

"Were the pearls real?" | asked.

"If | had a pretty little wife | shouldn't let hespend a year in New York
while | stayed at Kobe, " said he.

NOTES:
! formality —(popmanbHOCTS;
? faint —ymactb 6e3 CO3HaHWSL.

| Find in the text English equivalents for the folowing words and
expressions:

KUTh B OJHOW KarOTE€, HEBBICOKWI, BOJSHUCTBIC TJa3a, (haMUIIbSIPHBIH,
ObLIH COBCPUICHHO YY>XXHMMHM, HUKOrZJa HC IPUXOAUTIO B T'OJIOBY, CIIYCTHTL C
JICCTHUIBI, 3aXJIOIIHYTb ABCPL IICPCA HOCOM, IIPOBOAUTL AYKIMUOHBI, IIPAMO B
TJjia3a, 0COOEHHO HEBBIHOCUM, CMCHUTb TEMY pas3roBopa, CKJIOHHTb Ha CBOIO
CTOPOHY, CIIYYalHO 3allle]l Pa3roBOp O, KpaCHUBasi HUTKA, AEPXKY IapH, MOJJIEIN-
Ka, YBCIIMYUTCIBbHOC CTCKIIO, H06C,Z[Ha}1 YJILI6Ka, HE TOBOps HH CJIOBA, IMOKpac-
HEII.

Il Give Russian equivalents for the following wordsand expres-
sions from the text and use them in the sentenceSyour own:

a chatty man, address smb, be certain, be a goxer,ntake smth as a
compliment, a way of thinking, be mistaken, pleasaanners, a sense of hu-
mour, dress simply, get furious, be worth doingy afford to do smth, examine

63



smth closely, stare at smb with wide eyes, makeféort over oneself, trem-
bling hands.

lIl Questions on the text:

1) Where did the author get acquainted with Mr. Kefada

2) What did Mr. Kelada look like?

3) Why did the author doubt whether his companion armagnglishman?

4) Prove that Mr. Kelada was chatty and familiar. Inatvway did Mr.
Kelada force himself upon his fellow-travellers?

5) Why did the passengers call him Mr. Know-All?

6) When and why was he most intolerable?

7) Who was Mr. Ramsay and why had he flown to New Pork

8) Describe his wife.

9) What subject did the conversation drift to one avgh

10) What did Mr. Kelada's companions find out aboutlhisiness?

11) How did Mr. Kelada value Mrs. Ramsay's string cdube?

12) Why did Mr. Kelada and Mr. Ramsay make a bet?

13) Why was Mr. Know-All so certain that he would wimetbet?

14) What made him say the thing he didn't want to?

15) What was Mr. Ramsay's and other passengers' redctio

16) What happened next morning?

17) How did Mr. Kelada explain his strange behaviowr tight before?

IV Discuss the following:

1) Give a character sketch of Mr. Kelada.

2) Was his gentle behaviour during the last argumesrprise to you?
Does it contradict to the author's previous parwwahis? Why do you think the
author gave such a contrast?

3) Why did Mr. Kelada's words cost him a lot of efforAnalyze other
possible variants of his behaviour.

4) Who wrote the letter? What for?

V Retell the story on the part of 1) Mr. Kelada, 2)Mr. Ramsay, 3)
the doctor.

Unit 24
ART FOR HEART'S SAKE !
R. Goldberg

"Here, take your juice, " said Koppel, Mr. Ellswag servant and nurse.
“No, " said Collis P. Ellsworth.

"But it's good for you, sir!"

"No!"

“The doctor insists on it. "

"No!"

64



Koppel heard the front door bell and was glad &véethe room. He found
Doctor Caswell in the hall downstairs.

"l can't do a thing with him, " he told the doctbiHe doesn't want to take
his juice. | can't persuade him to take his meediciHe doesn't want me to read
to him. He hates TV. He doesn't like anything!"

Doctor Caswell took the information with his usymbfessional calm.
This was not an ordinary case. The old gentlemaniwaretty good health for a
man of seventy. But it was necessary to keep hom fouying things. His finan-
cial transactions always ended in failure, whicls wad for his health.

"How are you this morning? Feeling better?" askeddoctor. "l hear you
haven't been obeying my orders. "

The doctor drew up a chair and sat down closedmtt man. He had to
do his duty. "I'd like to make a suggestion, " aegquietly. He didn't want to
argue with the old man.

Old Ellsworth looked at him over his glasses. Theyuboctor Caswell
said it made him suspicions. "What is it, more rogdi, more automobile rides
to keep me away from the office?" the old man aska suspicion. "Not at all,
" said the doctor, "I've been thinking of somethdifferent. As a matter of fact
I'd like to suggest that you should take up adoh't mean seriously of course, "
said the doctor, "just try. You'll like it. "

Much to his surprise the old man agreed. He oritg@svho was going to
teach him drawing. "I've thought of that too, "csthie doctor. "I know a student
from an art school who can come round once a wégku don't like it, after a
little while you can throw him out. " The personiined in mind and promised to
bring over was a certain Frank Swain, eighteensyelir and a capable student.
Like most students he needed money. Doctor Caseptlhis promise.

He got in touch with Frank Swain and the lessongabe The old man
liked it so much that when at the end of the fiessson Koppel came in and
apologised to him for interrupting the lesson,lesdld man needed a rest, Ells-
worth looked disappointed.

When the art student came the following week, ve @alrawing on the
table. It was a vase. But something was definivglyng with it.

"Well, what do you think of it?" asked the old mstepping aside.

"l don't mean to hurt you, sir... ", began Swain.

"l see, " the old man interrupted, "the halves domtch. | can't say | am
good at drawing. Listen, young man, " he whispetegant to ask you some-
thing before Old Juice comes again. | don't warsigak in his presence. "

"Yes, sir, " said Swain with respect.

"I've been thinking... Could you come twice a wemkperhaps three
times?"

"Sure, Mr. Ellsworth, " the student said resped&gful’'When shall |
come?"

They arranged to meet on Monday, Wednesday andy-rid
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As the weeks went by, Swain's visits grew more uUegq. The old man
drank his juice obediently. Doctor Caswell hopeat thusiness had been forgot-
ten forever.

When spring came, Ellsworth painted a picture whiehcalled "Trees
Dressed in White. " The picture was awful. The drée it looked like salad
thrown up against the wall. Then he announcedhbatas going to display it at
the Summer Show at the Lathrop Gallery. Doctor @lsand Swain didn't be-
lieve it. They thought the old man was joking.

The summer show at the Lathrop Gallery was thedsiggxhibition of the
year. All outstanding artists in the United Staleeamt of winning a Lathrop
prize.

To the astonishment of all "Trees Dressed in White$ accepted for the
Show.

Young Swain went to the exhibition one afternood atushed when he
saw "Trees Dressed in White" hanging on the wadl.t¥o visitors stopped in
front of the strange picture, Swain rushed out.w#s ashamed that a picture
like that had been accepted for the show.

However Swain did not give up teaching the old ntarery time Koppel
entered the room he found the old man painting samg Koppel even thought
of hiding the brush from him. The old man seldormtimed his picture and
was usually cheerful.

Two days before the close of the exhibition Ellstvareceived a letter.
Koppel brought it when Swain and the doctor weréhenroom. "Read it to me,
" asked the old man putting aside the brush he hadding in his hand. "My
eyes are tired from painting. "The letter said: glves the Lathrop Gallery
pleasure to announce that Collis P. Ellsworth heenbawarded the First Land-
scape Prize of ten thousand dollars for his pagritirees Dressed in White".

Swain became dumb with astonishment. Koppel drogpedglass with
juice he was about to give Ellsworth. Doctor Caswehnaged to keep calm.
"Congratulations, Mr. Ellsworth, " said the docttfine, fine... Frankly, | didn't
expect that your picture would win the prize. Asnywae proved to you that art
IS more satisfying than business. "

"Art is nothing. | bought the Lathrop Gallery, "idahe old man highly
pleased with the effect of his deception.

NOTES:
Lart for heart's sakewnexyccTBO IS AYIIH

| Find in the text English equivalents for the folowing words and
expressions:

HHUYCTro HC MOT'y C HUM 110JICJIaTh, C IIPUBBIYHbBIM HpOCl)eCCI/IOHaJIBHBIM CIIO-
KOWCTBHEM, HEOOBIUHBIN CIIy4ail, Cel psAJIOM, BhI3BAJIO MOJO3PEHUE; JIETI0 B TOM,
YTO; 3aHATHCS KUBOMMCHIO, K OOJNBIIOMY YAUBICHHIO, YEPE3 HEKOTOPOE BpeEMH,
CIOCOOHBIN CTY/IEHT, OJHA MOJIOBUHA HE COOTBETCTBYET JPYroi, TOBOPUTH B €r0
IMPUCYTCTBUH, ABA pa3a B HCACIIIO, CTAJIX YallC, ITOCIYIIHO, 336BIT HaBCEraa, BbI-
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CTaBUTbh KapTUHY, OblIa IPUHSATA, TTIOKpACHEN, yOexas, eMy ObLIO CTBIHO, PEIKO
rOBOpWJI O KAapTHUHEC, OTKJIaAbIBass B CTOPOHY KHUCTb, OHCMCI OT H3YMJICHUSA, CO-
XPaHUTH CHOKOﬁCTBHC, I[OBOJ'ILHLIﬁ pe3yjibTaTaMi CBOCTO oOmaHa.

Il Give Russian equivalents for the following wordsand expres-
sions from the text and use them in the sentencesyour own:

insist on smth, persuade smb to do smth, keep sonb doing smth, end
in failure, obey smb's orders, make a suggestimueawith smb, ask with sus-
picion, keep one's promise, get in touch with sagmlogise to smb for (doing)
smth, look disappointed, be good at smth, whispghsarrange to do smth, an
awful picture, an outstanding artist, dream of Kddismth, give up doing smth,
be awarded smth, prove to smb.

[Il Questions on the text:

1) Who was Koppel and why wasn't he satisfied with lie&aviour of
his patient?

2) Was Mr. Ellsworth really ill? Why was his case aatordinary one?

3) What suggestion did Dr. Caswell make to Ellsworth?

4) Who was Frank Swain?

5) Prove that Ellsworth enjoyed painting.

6) Why did Ellsworth ask Swain to come three timesesk®?

7) Was Dr. Caswell pleased with the results of hisdtment"?

8) What picture did Ellsworth paint?

9) What did he want to do with the picture?

10)Why did everybody think at first that Ellsworth wiaging?

11)What was Swain's reaction when he saw Ellswortlcaue at the
show?

12)Why didn't Swain give up teaching Ellsworth?

13)What happened two days before the close of thébdidm?

14)What did the letter say?

15)What was the reaction of all present?

16)What did Ellsworth tell them about?

IV Discuss the following:

1) Ellsworth tried to prove to everybody that businisseiore important
than art. Did he succeed? What do you consider mgyertant?

2) Why do you think Ellsworth didn't give up takingsons after he had
sent the picture to the show? Was it a part oplae of deception? Comment on
his plan. Find in the text other details of hisvelescheme.

3) Why didn't Ellsworth read the letter himself? Wdmns eyes really
tired?

4) All Ellsworth's financial transactions ended inldae. Do you think
the purchase of the Gallery was also a transadiahis kind? What do you
think he will do with the Gallery later?

5) "Life is short, art is long." Do you agree with ¥?hy do people need
art? What is more satisfying art or business?

V Retell the text on the part of 1) Ellsworth, 2) Koppel,
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3) Dr. Caswell, 4) Frank Swain.

Unit 25
WAGER WITH DESTINY
E. E. Gatti

Anderson was alone in camp when the native boydhhim Barton's
book.

"The boss has dropped it on the trail, " the bag.sanderson knew the
book well, a cheap, shabby little notebook. He hadrd Barton say a dozen
times that he'd bought it with the first dime hearned, and every financial
transaction he'd made since was entered in th&t boo

The camp was inside a mountain jungle in the Kegion of the Congo.
And the heavy clouds overhead made Anderson feeingy. He was not well,
and he was nervous. And he was unreasonably destabout the cage.

He had come on this hunting safari as Barton'stg@aston, now, was
one of the richest men in America; a hard man, whe proud of his power. It
was surprising, therefore, to Anderson, that dftexen years of silence, Barton
had looked him up, renewed their boyhood friendsimg made him this invita-
tion. Anderson was grateful for it; for he, himsels penniless and a failure.

Barton had made a bet at his club that he coultuoaglive a full-grown
gorilla and bring it back to America. Hence theasafAnd hence the portable
steel cage with its automatic door.

Anderson couldn't bear to think of a great gorillaable to use his mag-
nificent strength, shut up in the cage. But Andeysaf course, was sensitive
about steel bars.

He did not mean to look in Barton's book. It hallefainto the mud, and
Anderson only wanted to clean it.

But as he turned the pages shaking out the drieti ms eyes fell upon a
date—April 20, 1923. That was the date that had lssared into Anderson's
mind with a red-hot iron, and mechanically he réae entry. Then he opened
his mouth and the air swam around him.

"April 20, 1923, received $50, 000" the book statddthing more than
that. And on April 20, 1923, he, Anderson, an irerdanan, a young accountant
in the same firm where Barton was just beginnirggdaireer, had been sentenced
to fifteen years in prison for embezzlenfenft$50, 000.

Anderson was as shaken as if the very ground hadeapunder his feet.
Memories rushed back to him. The bookad been tampergavith, all right.
But they had never been able to locate the money.

And all the time it was Barton who had stolen theney; had used it as
the cornerstorieof his vast success; had noted it down, lacoricall his little
book!
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"But why did he bring me here?" Anderson asked blmslis body was
burning with heat, and his head was heavy; hetelfirst sign of malaria. And
his heart was filled with the terrible, bitter ragfeone betrayed. "Does he think |
suspect him? Does he plan to kill me now?"

And then the reason came, cold and clear. Thereavpasver of justice in
life, and that power had made Barton bring himthet he, Anderson, could take
the law in his own hands, and the guilty would baiphed instead of the inno-
cent.

At once his mind was made up, and he had never kiosvthinking to be
so clear and direct. He would kill Barton while $ilept — they shared the same
tent. And he would go to bed now and pretend steg@o that he would not
have to speak to Barton.

It was already late in the afternoon. Anderson sihgavalked into the
tent. But he did not have to play a role, for asnsas he touched the bed he fell
into the heavy sleep of increasing malaria.

It was bright moonlight outside the tent when heolkeev He could hear
Barton's regular, rhythmic breathing in the darkmasar him. He dressed quick-
ly and noiselessly, turned the safety catch ofdéslver and bent above Barton.
But a sudden shock of revulsion came over him.

He put the revolver down carefully on the tablerrtea bed. Then he was
outside the tent and trying to run, to get awaynftbat accusing voice that cried
within him, again and again, "Murderer!"

He did not know where he was until his hand touctmdething cold and
hard—a steel bar of the cage. God, it knew steed, lhat hand. He closed his
eyes against the thought, and took a few stepsafatvil hen a noise behind him
made him turn around. The steel door of the caglednapped! He had walked
into the cage, closing the automatic door!

"Where you should be, " cried the accusing voicehére murderers
ought to be, in a cage!

Anderson sobbed hysterically. Then he fell and ftames of his fever
licked him.

Anderson opened his eyes with great effort, and alaewve him the face
of the friendly planter who lived some miles froine tcamp.

"You'll be all right now, " the man said, "the fe\seover. But how did you
get into the cage?"

Anderson tried to explain, but he didn't have gjterenough to speak. He
knew where he was, in a bed in the planter's holisd.gradually he became
aware that there was another white man in the raom,he had never seen be-
fore.

"He was lucky, " the planter was saying to thisusgye man. "If he hadn't
been safe in that cage, the gorillas would havehguatas they did Barton and
those pygmies. "
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"Do you feel able to talk now?" the stranger askéeéxpect you're won-
dering who | am. | am Barton's lawyer, | flew doWwom New York to take
charge of Barton's affairs as soon as | got thesn&wou've been delirious three
weeks, you know. "

The lawyer sat down beside Anderson's bed. "Askymw, my late client
was a superstitious man, and a great gamblere said. "You two, as young
men, started your careers together. And on the de@yythat he received the cap-
ital that gave him his chance, you were sentencqatison on a charge of em-
bezzling the identicAlsum—fifty thousand dollars. Barton took the coitesice
as an act of fafe"

"He made a kind of bet with fate, " the lawyer went "If he were al-
lowed to succeed, he promised to do something gmogou. And he kept the
bet, he remembered you in his il thought you'd like to know why. "

"I know why all right, " said Anderson. A little wd called "con-
science9", he thought.

"l happened to know all about it, " the lawyer adidd8ecause | was the
executor of the will of Barton's aunt. She hadikiéd him, and he'd expected
nothing from her. So that fifty thousand was likemay falling from the skies. "

NOTES:

! embezzlement pacrpara;

? books —GyxranTepcKie KHHUTH,
3tamper —104J1CIbIBATh,

“ cornerstone -ecHoBa;

> gambler -#rpok;

® identical —raxas xe;

" fate —Cyap0a;

8 will — 3aBemanue;

® conscience eoBecTs.

| Find in the text English equivalents for the folowing words and
expressions:

Ty3eMell, OOPOHIII Ha TpoIie, OECIPUYMHHO BOJHOBAJICS, TOPAUIICS CBOCH
BJIACTBIO, B0306HOBHJI, 3aKJIIOYMJII IIapH, CTaJIbHas PCUICTKA, yIIajla B I'pA3b, ObI-
Jla BBDKIKCHA B MO3ry AHI[CpCCHa KaJICHBIM XK€JIE30M, ObLI IIPHUTOBOPEH K IIAT-
HAJIIATU TOJlaM 3aKJIIOUeHMsI, Kak OyJITO 3eMJisl pa3Bep3iach Mol HoraMH, 0OHa-
PYXUTb ACHBI'M, INPUCTYII MaJApUH, KXKUIU B O,Z[HOﬁ majJjaTke, BHE3aIIHO €Tro
OXBAaTWJIO OTBpAlICHHC, IMMOCTCIICHHO OH Ha4dall IOHUMATb, IT'OPHUJLIbI y6I/IJII/I OBl
€ro, 3aHATHCA AcIaMU BapTOHa, cyeBepHmﬁ, BOCIIPpUHAI 3TO COBIAACHUC KakK
BOJIIO Cy,Z[L6BI, HUCIIOJTHUTEJIb 3aBCIIIaHMA.

Il Give Russian equivalents for the following wordsand expres-
sions from the text and use them in the sentencesyour own:
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make a financial transaction, feel gloomy, be duhfer smth, be a failure,
be unable to do smth, begin one's career, vasessicbitter rage, suspect smb,
punish the guilty, pretend sleeping, make smb &round, with great effort, be
delirious, make a bet, keep the bet, happen to karpect smth from smb.

lIl Questions on the text:

1) Where does the action take place?

2) How did Barton's notebook get into Anderson's hands

3) What information did he become aware of?

4) What kind of man was Barton?

5) Why did he come on a hunting safari?

6) Why did Anderson think of killing Barton?

7) Why couldn't he put his idea into life?

8) How did Anderson find himself in the cage?

9) What happened to Barton?

10)Where was Anderson when he came to himself?

11)Why did Barton's lawyer come to Africa?

12)Why and when did Barton make a note about $50.800is note-
book?

13)What kind of bet had he made?

IV Discuss the following:

1) Anderson said about himself that he was a faiNifieat does it mean?

2) In spite of his hard life Anderson remained a kisdft-hearted man.
What facts from the text prove it?

3) Anderson could kill Barton. Was it conscience ts&dpped him?
What role does conscience play in the life of pe@ucording to Anderson?

4) A businessman cannot afford conscience. Do youeagrth it? Dis-
cuss this problem taking into consideration Bag@xample.

5) Coincidence can play an important role in peopitgs Do you agree
with it? Discuss some situations connected with gmoblem.

V Retell the text on the part of 1) Anderson, 2) Bdon, 3) Barton's
lawyer.
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PART TWO

RIKKI-TIKKI-TAVI
R. Kipling

This is the story of the great war that Rikki-Tikkavi fought all alone,
Darzee, the tailor-bird, helped him, and Chuchuntiiea muskrat, who never
comes out into the middle of the room, but alwageeps round by the walls,
gave him advice, but Rikki-Tikki-Tavi did the rdahting.

He was a mongoose, but in his fur and tail he vkasd little cat, and like
a weasel in his head and habits. His eyes andritie®his restless nose were
pink; he could scratch himself anywhere he liketh\any leg, front or back; he
could fluff up his tail till it looked like a bo#tbrush, and his war-cry as he ran
through the long grass, was: "Rikk-tikk-tikki-tikkchk!"

One day, a hard summer rain washed him out of the \Wwhere he lived
with his father and mother, and carried him dowroadside ditch. There he
found some grass, and clung to it till he lostdesses. When he came to him-
self, he was lying in the hot sun in the middleaajarden path, and a small boy
was saying: "Here's a dead mongoose. Let's haveeadl. "

"No, " said his mother; "let's take him home ang ldm. Perhaps he isn't
really dead. "

They took him into the house, and a big man pidkkead up and said he
was not dead but half choKesb they wrapped him in cotton-wool, and warmed
him, and he opened his eyes and sneezed.

"Now, " said the big man (he was an Englishman Wwad just moved into
the bungalow); "don't frighten him. and we'll seleatvhe'll do. "

It is the hardest thing in the world to frightetm@ngoose, because he is
full of curiosity from nose to tail. The motto of the mongoose family is, "Run
and find out"; and Rikki-Tikki was a true mongooste looked at the cotton-
wool, decided that it was not good to eat, ramalhd the table, sat up and put
his fur in order, scratched himself, and jumpedi@small boy's shoulder.

"Don't be frightened, Teddy, " said his father. &d how he makes
friends. "

Rikki-Tikki looked down at the boy's neck, sniffatlhis ear, and climbed
down to the floor, where he sat rubbing his nose.

"And that is a wild creature!" said Teddy's moth#rsuppose he is so
tame because we have been kind to him. "

"All mongooses are like that, " said her husbantdTéddy doesn't pull
him by the tail, or try to put him in a cage, hedh in and out of the house all
day long. Let's give him something to eat. "

They gave him a little piece of raw meat. Rikki-Kiikked it very much,
and when he finished he went out into the veramahsat in the sunshine and
fluffed up his fur to make it dry to the roots. Thiee felt better.

"l can find out about more things in this houseg"said to himself, "than
all my family could find out in all their lives.dhall certainly stay and find out. "
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He spent all that day running over the house. Helyerowned himself
in the bath-tubs, put his nose into the ink on #ing-table, and burned it on the
end of the big man's cigar, for he climbed up & g man's lap to see how he
was writing. In the evening he ran into Teddy'smotm watch how kerosene
lamps were lighted, and when Teddy went to bed iRiKkki climbed up too,
but he was a restless companion, because he hget tp and find out about
every noise all the night long. When Teddy's motost father came in to look
at their boy, Rikki-Tikki was sitting on the pillawl don't like that, " said Ted-
dy's mother; "he may bite the child. " "He'll nat sluch a thing," said the father.
"Teddy is safe with that little beast. If a snakenes into the room now —"

But Teddy's mother didn't even want to hear of sut#rrible thing.

Early in the morning Rikki-Tikki came to breakfastthe veranda riding
on Teddy's shoulder, and they gave him banana@nd boiled egg; and he sat
on all their laps one after the other, because iRikii's mother (she used to
live in a general's house) had told him what tof gwer he came to the house of
Man.

Rikki-Tikki went out into the garden. It was a largarden with bushes,
fruit trees, bamboos and high grass. Rikki-Tikkk&d his lips. "This is a splen-
did hunting-ground,” he said and he ran up and dthwengarden sniffing here
and there till he heard very sorrowful voices ioush.

It was Darzee, the tailor-bird, and his wife. Theasd made a beautiful
nest of two big leaves, cotton and fluff. The n@sayed to and fro, as they sat
in it and cried.

"What is the matter?" asked Rikki-Tikki.

"We are very unhappy, " said Darzee. "One of oumdsafell out of the
nest yesterday and Nag ate him. "

"H'm!" said Rikki-Tikki, "that is very sad—~but | am stranger here. Who
is Nag?"

Darzee and his wife only bent down in the nest eithanswering, for
from the thick grass at the foot of the bush theame a low hiss—a terrible
sound that made Rikki-Tikki jump back almost twetteThen out of the grass
rose up the head and hood of Nag, the big blackac@imd he was five feet long
from tongue to tail. When he had lifted one-thifchonself from the ground, he
looked at Rikki-Tikki with the wicked snake's eytbait never change their ex-
pression.

"Who is Nag?" he said. "I am Nag. The great gochBraut his mark up-
on all our people when the first cobra spread b@do keep the sun off Brahm
as he slept. Look, and be afraid!"

He spread out his hood, and Rikki-Tikki saw thecspele-mark on the
back of it and at that moment he was afraid; big impossible for a mongoose
to be afraid for a long time, and though Rikki-Tilkkad never met alive cobra
before, his mother had given him dead ones toasmt,he knew that a grown
mongoose's business in life was to fight and eakesh Nag knew that too, and
at the bottom of his cold heart he was afraid.
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"Well, " said Rikki-Tikki, and his tail began toufif up again, "marks or
no marks, do you think it is right for you to eaibires out of a nest?"

Nag was thinking to himself, and watching eachelithovement in the
grass behind Rikki-Tikki. He knew that mongooseghea garden meant death
sooner or later for him and his family; but he vahto get Rikki-Tikki off his
guard. So he dropped his head a little, and put it o side.

"Let us talk, " he said. "You eat eggs. Why shawddl | eat birds?"

"Behind you! Look behind you!" sang Darzee.

Rikki-Tikki jumped up in the air as high as he abuhnd just under him
whizzed by the head of Nagaina, Nag's wicked vitee crept up behind him as
he was talking, to make an end of him; and he héardsavage hiss as the
stroke missetl He came down almost on her back, and then wasirtiee to
break her back with one bite — but he was a youoggnose and did not know
it and he was afraid of the terrible return-strokéhe cobra. He bit, indeed, but
did not bite long enough, and he jumped off hdr laaving Nagaina wounded
and angry.

"Wicked, wicked Darzee!" said Nag, lifting up higdd as high as he
could toward the nest; but Darzee had built itafuteach of snakes, and it only
swayed to and fro.

Rikki-Tikki felt that his eyes were growing red ahdt (when a mon-
goose's eyes grow red, he is angry), and he shtdrahis tail and hind legs like
a little kangaroo, and looked all around him arygridut Nag and Nagaina had
disappeared into the grass. When a snake missesadts, it never says any-
thing or gives any sign of what it is going to dexh Rikki-Tikki did not want to
follow them, for he was not sure that he could ngeniavo snakes at once. So he
trotted of to the path near the house, and sat dowmmnk. It was a serious mat-
ter for him.

The victory is only a matter of quickness of eye guickness of foot, —
snake's blow against mongoose's jump, — and naa&ydollow the turn of a
snake's head when it strikes. Rikki-Tikki knew h&sva young mongoose, and it
made him very glad to think that he had managesttape a blow from behind.
It made him believe in himself, and when Teddy cammning down the path,
Rikki-Tikki was ready to play with him.

But as Teddy was stooping, something moved in th&,dand a faint
voice said: "Be careful. | am Death!" It was Kardlte dusty brown Snakeling
that lies on the dusty earth; and his bite is agydeousas the Cobra's. But he is
so small that nobody thinks of him, and so he doesh harm to people.

Rikki-Tikki’'s eyes grew red again, and he dancedtaarait rocking
and swaying like all the mongooses of his familikkRTikki did not know that
he was doing a much more dangerous thing thantidgiNag, for Karait is so
small, and can turn so quickly, that if Rikki daest bite him close to the back
of the head, he may get the return stroke in hes aylip. But Rikki did not
know it and his eyes were all red, and he rockezk laand forth, looking for a
good place to bite. Karait struck out. Rikki jumpaside, but the wicked little
dusty grey head struck almost at his shoulder,Rikki had to jump over him.
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Teddy shouted to the house: "Oh, look here! Ourgooge is killing a
snake"; and Rikki-Tikki heard a scream from Teddytther. His father ran out
with a stick, but by the time he came up, Karait eavay too far, and Rikki-
Tikki had jumped on the snake's back, bit as highhe back as he could, and
rolled away. That bite paralyzed Karait, and RikKiki was just going to eat
him up from the tail, after the custom of his famivhen he remembered that a
full meal makes a slow mongoose, and if he wanbelet strong and quick his
stomach must be empty.

He went away for a dust-bath under the bushesgwietdy's father beat
the dead Karait. "What is the use of that?" thougikki-Tikki. "l have put an
end to him"; and then Teddy's mother picked hinfroam the dust and hugged
him, crying that he had saved Teddy from Death, Bexddy's father said that he
brought luck, and Teddy locked on with big frightdreyes. Rikki-Tikki did not
understand all this but he was enjoying himself/vauch.

Teddy carried him off to bed, and wanted Rikki-Tik& sleep under his
chin. Rikki-Tikki did not bite or scratch — he wi® well-bred — but as soon as
Teddy was asleep he went off to walk round the épasd in the dark he ran up
against Chuchundra, the muskrat, creeping rounthéywall. Chuchundra is a
frightened little beast. He creeps ail night, tgyio make up his mind to run into
the middle of the room, but he never gets theren'tkill me, " said Chuchun-
dra, almost weeping. "Rikki-Tikki, don't kill me. "

"Do you think a snake-killer kills muskrats?" s&kki-Tikki scornfully.

"Those who kill snakes are killed by snakes, ' €2dichundra very sor-
rowfully. "And how can | be sure that Nag won't talkee me for you one dark
night?"

"There's not the least danger, " said Rikki-TiKkiut Nag is in the garden,
and | know you don't go there. "

"My cousin Chua, the rat, told me -" said Chuchandand then he
stopped.

“Told you what?"

"H'sh! Nag is everywhere, Rikki-Tikki. Why didn'by talk to Chua in the
garden?"

"l did not — so you must tell me. Quick, Chuchunadnal'll bite you!"

Chuchundra sat down and. cried till the tears dotl# his whiskers. "l am
a very poor man, " he sobbed. "I was never braweigmto run into the middle
of the room. H'sh! I mustn't tell you anything. Gaou hear, Rikki-Tikki?"

Rikki-Tikki listened. The house was still, but Heotight he could just
hear the faintest scratch-scratch in the world.

"That's Nag or Nagaina, " he said to himself; "&eds crawling into the
bathroom. Chuchundra, you are right, | am sorngl Inibt talk to Chua. "

He stole off to Teddy's bathroom; but there wasingt there, and as
Rikki-Tikki stole to Teddy's mother's bathroom, heard Nag and Nagaina
whispering together outside in the moonlight.

"When there are no people in the house, " said iNaga her husband,
"he will have to go away, and then the garden bellour own again. Go in qui-
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etly, and first bite the big man who killed Karalthen come out and tell me,
and we will hunt for Rikki-Tikki together. "

"But are you sure that we shall gain anything if kilethe people?" said
Nag.

"Everything. When there were no people in the biowadid we have
any mongoose in the garden? So long as the bungslempty, we are king and
gueen of the garden; and remember that as sooaorasggs in the melon-bed
hatch (and they may hatch to-morrow), our childehneed room and quiet. "

"l had not though of that, " said Nag. "l will gout there is no need for us
to hunt for Rikki-Tikki afterward. | will kill thebig man and his wife, and the
child if I can, and come away quietly. Then the dgalow will be empty, and
Rikki-Tikki will go, "

Rikki-Tikki shook all over with rage when he hedhils, and then Nag's
head came into the bath-room, and his five feetotd body followed it. Rikki-
Tikki was angry but he got very frightened whensh&v the size of the big co-
bra. Nag coiled himself up, raised his head, ao#idd into the bathroom in the
dark, and Rikki could see his eyes glitter.

"Now, if | kill him here, Nagaina will know; and Iffight him on the open
floor, the odds are in his favduiWhat shall | do?" said Rikki-Tikki-Tavi.

Nag waved to and fro, and then Rikki-Tikki heardhrdrinking from the
biggest water-jar that was used to fill the bafthat is good, " said the snake.
"Now, when Karait was killed, the big man had &lstHe may have that stick
still, but when he comes into the bathroom in themmg he will not have a
stick. | shall wait here till he comes. Nagainac-yu hear me? — | shall wait
here till daytime. "

There was no answer from outside, so Rikki-Tikkewnthat Nagaina had
gone away. Nag coiled himself down, round the botwf the water-jar, and
Rikki-Tikki stayed still as death. After an hour began to move toward the jar.
Nag was asleep, and Rikki-Tikki looked at his bagk, wondering which would
be the best place for a good bite. "If | don't'dkrdis back at the first jump,”
said Rikki, "he can still fight; and if he fights ©h, Rikki!" He looked at the
thick neck below the hood, but that was too muahhim; and a bite near the
tail would only make Nag wild.

"I must bite the head, " he said at last; "the habdve the hood; and
when | am there | must not let go. "

Then he jumped and caught the snake by the headedddast. Then he
was shaken to and fro as a rat is shaken by a dogard fro on the floor, up
and down, and round in great circles. His eyes wede and he held fast as the
body rolled over the floor, upsetting the basind grs and banging against the
side of the bath. As he held he closed his jawstdigand tighter, for he was
ready to be shaken to death, and for the honobrsdamily, he preferred to be
found with his teeth locked. He was dizzy, and ék that he was shaken to
pieces when something went off like a thunder-glegp behind him; he lost his
senses in the hot wind and the red fire burnedurisThe big man had been
wakened by the noise, and had fired a gun intojMstgoehind the hood.
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Rikki-Tikki still held fast with his eyes shut, folow he was quite sure he
was dead; but the head did not move, and the bigpreked him up and said:
"It's the mongoose again, Alice; the little felldvas saved our lives now. " Then
Teddy's mother came in with a very white face, sagt what was left of Nag,
and Rikki-Tikki dragged himself to Teddy's bedroamd spent the rest of the
night shaking himself to find out whether he reallgs broken into forty pieces,
as he thought.

When morning came he was very stiff, but very mptdased with him-
self. "Now | have to put an end to Nagaina, and wilebe worse than five
Nags, and who knows when the eggs she spoke alibitateh, | must go and
see Darzee, " he said.

Without waiting for breakfast, Rikki-Tikki ran td¢ bush where Darzee
was singing a song of triumph at the top of hixcgeiThe news of Nag's death
was all over the garden, for the sweeper had thrihenbody on the rubbish-
heap.

"Oh, you stupid bird!" said Rikki-Tikki, angrily.I§ this the time to sing?"

“Nag is dead — is dead — is dead!" sang Darzeee Brave Rikki-Tikki
caught him by the head and held fast. The big nmandght the bang-sti¢kand
Nag fell in two pieces! He will never eat my babaggin. "

"All that is true; but where is Nagaina?" said RiKkki, looking careful-
ly around him.

"On the rubbish-heap, mourning for Nag. Great iBkRTikki with the
white teeth. "

"Bother my white teeth! Have you ever heard whéeelseeps her eggs?”

"In the melon-bed, on the end nearest the wallrevbiee sun is hot almost
all day. She had them there many weeks ago. "

"Why didn't you tell me about it before? The endimest the wall, you
said?"

"Rikki-Tikki, are you going to eat her eggs?"

"Not eat exactly; no, Darzee, if you have some asgmal will fly to the
rubbish-heap and pretend that your wing is brokeul, let Nagaina follow you
away to this bush; | must go to the melon-bed,ihdo there now she will see
me."

Darzee was a silly little fellow who could neverddionore than one idea
at a time in his head; and just because he knetvNhgaina's children were
born in eggs like his own, he thought that it wasl bo kill them. But his wife
was a sensible bird, and she knew that cobra'sraggat young cobras later on;
so she flew out of the nest, and left Darzee t@khe babies warm, and contin-
ue his song about the death of Nag. Darzee waslikerg man in some ways.

She flew in front of Nagaina by the rubbish-heap aried out: "Oh, my
wing is broken! The boy in the house threw a stmin@e and broke it, " and she
fluttered desperately,

Nagaina lifted up her head and hissed, "You wafi&Hi-Tikki and that's
why | could not kill him. But indeed, you have ckasthe bad place to be lame
in." And she moved toward Darzee's wife, slippifang over the dust,
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"The boy broke it with a stone!" cried Darzee'sewif

"Well!l When you are dead you may be glad to knoat thshall settle ac-
count$ with the boy. My husband lies on the rubbish-hts morning, but be-
fore night the boy in the house will He very stilllhat is the use of running
away? | am sure that | shall catch you. Little féobk at me!"

Darzee's wife was clever enough not to do thatafbird who looks at a
snake's eyes gets so frightened that she cannat.rbavzee's wife fluttered on,
crying sorrowfully, and never leaving the groundg &Nagaina followed her.

Rikki-Tikki heard them going up the path from thébish-heap, and he
ran to the end of the melon-bed nearest the wakrd cunningly hidden, he
found twenty-five eggs about the size of a hen{s bgt with white skin instead
of shell.

"l was just in time, " he said; for he could see baby cobras curled up
inside the eggs, and he knew that as soon as teey lmatched they could each
kill a man or a mongoose. He bit off the tops & #ggs as fast as he could,
crushing the young cobras. At last there were omige eggs left, and Rikki-
Tikki began to smile to himself, when he heard Batz wife crying:

"Rikki-Tikki, | led Nagaina toward the house, arsthe has gone into the
veranda, and — oh, come quickly — she is goinglito. K

Rikki-Tikki crushed two eggs, and with the thirdgeg his mouth, he ran
to the veranda as fast as he could Teddy and hisemand father were there at
breakfast; but Rikki-Tikki saw that they were natiag. They sat still, and their
faces were white. Nagaina had curled up by Tedthas, and she was swaying
to and fro singing a song of triumph.

"Son of the big man that killed Nag," she hissathy still. I am not ready
yet. Wait a little. Keep very still, all you thre.you move | strike, and if you
do not move | strike. Oh, foolish people, who Ildlley Nag!"

Teddy's eyes were fixed on his father, and allféilser could do was to
whisper, "Sit still, Teddy. You mustn't move. Ted#&gep still. "

Then Rikki-Tikki came up and cried: "Turn round, dééna; turn and
fight!"

"All in good time," said she without moving her syél will settle ac-
counts with you very soon. Look at your friendsgkiTikki. They are still and
white; they are afraid. They dare not move, anglofi come a step nearer |
strike. "

"Look at your eggs," said Rikki-Tikki, "in the meldoed near the wall.
Go and look, Nagaina. "

The big snake turned half round, and saw the egip@weranda. "Ah-h!
Give it to me," she said.

Rikki-Tikki put his paws on each side of the egugd &is eyes were blood-
red. "What price for a snake's egg? For a youngatbor the last — the very
last of all the eggs? The ants are eating all thers near the melon-bed. "

Nagaina turned around, forgetting everything butdree egg; and Rikki-
Tikki saw Teddy's father catch Teddy by the shoulled drag him across the
table out of reach of Nagaina.
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"Tricked!® Tricked! Tricked! Rikk-tck-tck!" laughed Rikki-Tii. "The
boy is safe, and it was | — | — | that caught Ngdgh® hood last night in the bath-
room. " Then he began to jump up and down, all feet together. "He threw
me to and fro, but he could not shake me off. He dead before the big man
fired the gun. I did it Rikki-tikki-tck-tck! Comehien, Nagaina. Come and fight
with me. You shall not be a widow long. "

Nagaina saw that now she could not kill Teddy, Hredegg lay between
Rikki-Tikki's paws. "Give me the egg, Rikki-Tikkizive me the last of my eggs,
and | will go away and never come back," she sawlering her hood.

"Yes, you will go away, and you will never come kafor you will go to
the rubbish-heap with Nag. Fight, widow! The bignraas gone for his gun!
Fight!"

Rikki-Tikki was jumping all round Nagaina, keepiogt of reach of her
stroke, his little eyes were like hot coals. Nagagathered herself together, and
flung herself at him. Rikki-Tikki jumped up and lkaard. Again and again she
struck, but each time she missed her strokes.

Rikki-Tikki had forgotten the egg. It still lay ahe veranda, and Nagaina
came nearer and nearer to it, till at last, whii&kRTikki was drawing his
breath, she caught it in her mouth, turned to tianda steps, and flew like an
arrow down the path and Rikki-Tikki flew behind her

Rikki-Tikki knew that he must catch her, or all threuble would begin
again. She ran straight for the long grass by Eeszeush, and as he was run-
ning Rikki-Tikki heard Darzee still singing his ficgh little song of triumph. But
Darzee's wife was wiser. She flew out of her nesNagaina came along, and
fluttered about Nagaina's head. Nagaina only lo@véex head and went on; but
when she stopped for a second Rikki-Tikki jumpedhen and as she plunged
into the hole where she and Nag used to live,itiis Wwhite teeth hit her tail,
and he went down with her—and very few mongoose=n evise and old ones,
follow a cobra into its hole. It was dark in thddjcand Rikki-Tikki didn't know
when Nagaina would turn and strike at him, but élel lon fast.

Then the grass by the mouth of the hole stoppedngaand Darzee said:
"It is all over with Rikki-Tikki! We must sing hideath-song. Brave Rikki-Tikki
Is dead! For Nagaina will surely kill him in thelaainderground. "

So he sang a very sorrowful song that he made upe@spur of the mi-
nute, and just as he got to the most sorrowful fheatgrass waved again, and
Rikki-Tikki, covered with dirt, dragged himself oaf the hole leg by leg, lick-
ing his whiskers. Darzee stopped with a little gh&uikki-Tikki shook some of
the dust out of his fur and sneezed. "It is allrgvhe said. "The widow will
never come out again. "

Rikki-Tikki curled himself up in the grass and dleyhere he was—slept
and slept till it was late in the afternoon, forlea worked hard that day.

"Now," he said, when he awoke, "I will go back tethouse. Tell the
Coppersmith, Darzee, and he will tell the gardext Magaina is dead."

When Rikki came to the house, Teddy and Teddy'shencand Teddy's
father came out and almost cried over him; andnigit he ate all that was giv-
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en to him till he could eat no more; and went td ba Teddy's shoulder, where
Teddy's mother saw him when she came to look tateght.

"He saved our lives and Teddy's life," she saidegohusband. "Just think,
he saved all our lives."

Rikki-Tikki had a right to be proud of himself; bbe did not grow too
proud, and he guarded the house and the gardenaoaitih and jump and spring
and bite, till no cobra dared to show its headdi@she walls.

NOTES:

! half chocked -3axJICOHYJICH;

% the spectacle-markeuxoBast MeTKa;

% to get Rikki-Tikki-Tavi off his guard ycsimuts BHIMaHNE;
* miss a stroke #poMaxHyTbCS,

® out of reach e mocsaraeMocTH:

® the odds are in his favoumpenmyecTBo Ha €ro CTOPOHE;
’ the bang-stick 31. pyxbe;

® settle accounts pasenarscs;

® Tricked! —OG6Mmanya!

Comprehension:

1) How did the mongoose get into Teddy's house?

2) What did the little bird tell Rikki about Nag ancatlaina?

3) What was Nag and Nagaina's plan?

4) What happened in the bathroom?

5) How did Rikki settle accounts with Nagaina?

6) Prove that the mongoose had a real right to bedppbhimself.

The Fisherman and His Soul
O. Wilde

Every evening the young Fisherman went to sea largivt his nets into
the water.

Every evening he went to sea, and one eveningghavas so heavy that
he could not draw it into the boat, And he laughad] said to himself, "Surely |
have caught all the fish of the sea, or some mohstad he put forth all his
strength and drew the net to the surface of themvat

But there were no fish at all in it, nor any monstaut only a little Mer-
maid, who was fast asleep.

Her wet hair was like gold, her body was as whgavary, and her tail
was of silver and pearl, and like sea-shells weredars, and her lips were like
sea-coral.

She was so beautiful that the young Fisherman dnewet close to him,
and embraced her. And when he touched her, shegawg and awoke, and
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looked at him in terror and tried to escape. Bubhélel her so tight that she could
not free herself.

And when she saw that she could in no Wescape from him, she began
to weep, and said, "l ask you to let me go, fomitae only daughter of a King,
and my father is very old and all alone. "

But the young Fisherman answered, "I shall let gouf you promise that
whenever | call you, you will come and sing to rfw,the fish like to listen to
the songs of the Sea-folk, and so my nets willutle 'f

"Will you indeed let me go if | promise you this&sked the Mermaid.

"Indeed | will let you go, " said the young Fishem

So she promised him, and swore it by the oath efSha-folk and he
loosened his arms, and let her go, and she sank ddw the water, trembling
with a strange fear.

* * *

Every evening the young Fisherman went to sea,calidd to the Mer-
maid, and she rose out of the water and sang aetoaisysong to him.

And as she sang, all the fish came from the deptisten to her, and the
young Fisherman threw his nets and caught them. wmeh his boat was full,
the Mermaid smiled at him and sank down into tlee se

Yet, she never came so near to him that he couwldhtdver. He often
called to her and begged her, but she did not aueae him; and when he tried
to seize her she sank down into the water, andched see her again that day.
And each day the sound of her voice became sweetes ears. So sweet was
her voice that he forgot his nets and his boathWites dim with wonder, he sat
idly in his boat and listened, and listened, tiflhtt came.

And one evening he called to her, and said: "Litlermaid, little Mer-
maid, | love you- Let me be your bridegroom, fdove you."

But the Mermaid shook her head. "You have a hunmi,"'sshe an-
swered, "Send away your soul and | shall love you.

And the young Fisherman said to himself, "Whahis tise of my soul to
me? | cannot see it. | may not touch it. | do nobw it. Surely | can send it
away. " He gave a cry of joy, and held out his atonthe Mermaid. "l shall send
my soul away, " he cried, "and you will be my brid@d | shall be your bride-
groom, and we shall live together in the depthhefsea, and you will show me
all that you have sung to me about, and | shalalfidhat you desire, and we
shall never separate, "

And the little Mermaid laughed with pleasure and hier face in her
hands,

"But how shall | send my soul away?" cried the ygpuisherman. "Tell
me how to do it. "

"Alas! | do not know, " said the little Mermaid:h& Sea-folk have no
souls. " And she looked thoughtfully at him andksdawn into the depth.

* * *
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Early the next morning the young Fisherman wenthi house of the
Priest. When he entered the house and saw the Redselt down on the floor
and said to him, "Father, | am in love with ondle Sea-folk, but we cannot be
together because of my soul. Tell me how | can seypdoul away, for indeed |
don't need it. What is the value of my soul to rh&annot see it. | may not
touch it. I do not know it. "

"Alas! You are mad," cried the Priest, "for the lsisuthe noblest part of a
man. There is nothing more precious than a humah Bas worth all the gold
that is in the world, and is more precious thanrttiees of the kings. Therefore,
my son, do not think of this any more, for it isia. And as for the Sea-folk,
they are lost, and those who wish to be with theenadso lost. They are like
beasts that do not know the difference between goddevil. "

The young Fisherman's eyes filled with tears whenhbard the bitter
words of the Priest, and he rose up from his kelssaid, "Father, what is my
soul to me, if it stands between me and my love?"

"The love of the body is a sin," cried the Priestl &rowned. "Accursed
be® the singers of the sea! | have heard them at naid they have tried to
tempt me. They knock at my window and laugh whamlpraying. They whis-
per into my ears the tale of their joys. They temmgt with strange temptations.
They4are lost, | tell you, they are lost, and thisr@either heaven nor hell for
them.™

"Father, " cried the young Fisherman, "you do maiWw what you are say-
ing. Once | caught in my net the daughter of a Kidlge is more beautiful than
the morning star, and whiter than the moon. Forldwoely | shall give my soul,
for her love | shall give up heaven. Tell me howgtd. rid of my soul, and let
me go in peace. "

"Go away, go away!" cried the Priest; "your mermaitbst, and you will
be lost with her," and he turned him out of thedeu

And the young Fisherman went slowly to the markat, and his heart
was full of sorrow. When the merchants saw him thegan to whisper to each
other, and one of them called him by name, anddakka, "What have you to
sell?"

"l will sell you my soul," he answered. "l ask ytbuy it, for | am tired
of it. What is the use of my soul to me? | canrest &. | may not touch it. | do
not know it. "

But the merchants mocked at him, and said, "Wh#tasuse of a man's
soul to us? It is not worth a single piece of siN&ell us your body into slavery.
But do not talk about your soul, for it is worththimg to us. "

And the young Fisherman said to himself: "How sgednThe Priest tells
me that the soul is worth all the gold in the wpddd the merchants say that it
Is not worth a single piece of silver. " And he wemthe seashore, and began to
think what to do.
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And at noon he remembered that in a cave near dgdived a young
Witch who was very clever in her witchcraft. And tae there, so eager was he
to get rid of his soul.

The young Witch knew that he would come, and shigHad and let
down her red hair. She met him at the opening ®ttve.

"What do you need? What do you need?" she crietlgedsowed to her.
"Fish for your net? | have a little reed-pipe, aviten | play it the fish come into
the bay. But it has a price, pretty boy, it hasieg What do you need?"

"I desire only a little thing," answered the youRgherman, "yet the
Priest has turned me out of his house, and thelaets have laughed at me.
That is why | have come to you, though men call goil, and whatever price
you ask, | shall pay it. "

"What is your desire?" asked the Witch, coming nedrim.

"My desire is to get rid of my soul,” answered yloeing Fisherman.

The Witch grew pale and trembled. "Pretty boy, tyréioy," she mur-
mured, "that is a terrible thing to do." He brushed brown hair back and
laughed. "My soul is nothing to me," he answerdd;ahnot see it. | may not
touch it. I do not know it. "

"What will you give me, if | tell you?" asked theiddh, looking at him
with her beautiful green eyes.

"Five pieces of gold," he said, "and my nets, drelhouse where | live,
and the painted boat in which | sail. Only tell v to get rid of my soul, and
| shall give you all that | possess."

She laughed at him, and said, "I can turn the antl@aves into gold if |
want to. He whom | serve is richer than all thegsiof the world. "

"What then shall I give you, " exclaimed the yolngherman.

"You must dance with me, pretty boy, " she murmueged she smiled at
him as she spoke.

“Then at sunset in some secret place we shall dagesther, " he said,
"and after that you will tell me the thing whicllésire to know. "

She shook her head. "When the moon is full, " shemmared. Then she
looked all round and listened. There was no otlbend but the sound of the
sea. But she drew him near to her, and put hedipsyclose to his ear, and
whispered, "To-night, when the moon is full, youshgome to the top of the
mountain. It is a Sabbath, and He will be there. "

The young Fisherman started and looked at hershadhowed her white
teeth and laughed. "Who is He?" he asked.

"It doesn't matter," she answered. "Come to-nighty stand under the
branches of the oak, and wait for me. If a blacy dms towards you, strike it
with a stick, and it will go away. If an owl speaksyou, don't answer it. When
the moon is full, | shall be with you, and we sliahce together on the grass. "

"But will you swear to me to tell me how | can sang soul away?" he
asked.

"By the hoofs of the goat | swear it," she answered
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"You are the best of witches," cried the young €ighan, "and | shall
dance with you to-night on the top of the mount&imwould prefer to pay you
either gold or silver. But you will get your pribecause it is only a little thing."
And he bent his head before her and ran back ttothe filled with great joy.

And the Witch watched him as he ran. Then she edteer cave and took
a mirror from a box and burnt grass before it. fioked through the rings of
smoke, and after a time she clenched her handgera'He must be mine," she
murmured, "l am as fair as his love is."

* * *

And that evening the young Fisherman came to theofahe mountain
and stood under the branches of the oak.

At midnight the witches came. They flew through #nelike bats. Last of
all came the young Witch. She wore a dress of gatth embroidered with sil-
ver, and a little cap of green velvet. She ranh® dak, and taking the young
Fisherman by the hand she led him into the mootlmid they began to dance.

Round and round they whirled, and the young Witohpged so high that
he could see the heels of her shoes. Then he treasbund of the galloping of
a horse, but nowhere could he see the horse, afedt ladraid.

"Faster, " cried the Witch, and she put her arnesirgdl his neck, and he
felt her hot breath on his face. "Faster, fastein€ cried, and the earth seemed to
whirl under his feet, and a great terror fell omlbecause he felt that some evil
thing® was watching him, and at last he noticed that utftee shadow of a rock
there was a figure.

It was a man, dressed in a suit of black velvet tdce was strangely
pale, but his lips were like a red. flower; he wargs on his delicate white fin-
gers. On the grass beside him lay a hat and apgloves. He seemed tired.

"Come! Let us worship, " whispered the Witch, amdftllowed her. But
when he came close, and without knowing why heitdiide made on his breast
the sign of the Cross.

As soon as he did so the witches screamed andafleay, and the pale
face of the man was twisted in a spasm of pain.mha whistled and a horse
appeared before him. As he jumped into the sadelleiimed round and looked
at the young Fisherman sadly.

And the Witch with the red hair also tried to fiyway but the young Fish-
erman caught her by the hand and held her tightsaij "I shall not let you go
if you do not tell me the secret. "

"What secret?" asked the Witch, struggling with tike a wild cat.

"You know, " he replied.

"Ask me anything but that!" she said with tearfi@n green eyes.

He laughed, and held her more tightly.

And when she saw that she could not free herdsdf wghispered to him,
"Surely | am as fair as the daughter of the sead'she embraced him and put
her face close to his.
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But he pushed her away with anger, and said to"Heypu do not keep
your promise, | shall kill you."

She grew pale and trembled. "Be it so," she murthlitas your soul and
not mine. Do with it as you wish." And she took aulittle knife with a handle
of snake skin and gave it to him.

"What shall | do with it?" he asked her in wonder.

She was silent for a few moments, and fear came bge Then she
brushed her hair back from her forehead and snsiiethgely. "What men call
the shadow of the body," she said, "is not the awadf the body, but is the
body of the soul. Stand on the sea-shore with yaak to the moon, and cut
away from around your feéeyour shadow, which is your soul's body, and order
your soul to leave you, and it will do so. "

The young Fisherman trembled. "Is this true?" hemnuwed.

"It is true, and | am sorry that | have told yowabit,” she cried, and
threw herself at his feet, weeping.

He pushed her away, put the knife into his beld, went down to the sea-
shore. And on his way his Soul said to him, "I h&aeen your servant, for all
these years. Don't send me away from you now! \Whihhave | done to you? "

And the young Fisherman laughed. "You have don@aaonevil, but | have
no need of you, " he answered. "The world is wagtewherever you want and
don't trouble me, for my love is calling to me. "

At last he reached the sea-shore. He stood oratieewsith his back to the
moon and before him lay his shadow, which was tiay/lof his Soul.

And his Soul said to him, "If you indeed must send away, give me
your heart to take with me. The world is cruel, &ath afraid. "

The young Fisherman shook his head and smiled.h'Witat shall | love
my love if | give you my heart?" he exclaimed.

"No, be merciful,” said the Soul; "give me your tiedor the world is
very cruel."

"My heart belongs to my love," answered the Fistagrm

"But | also want to love," said his Soul.

"Go away, for | have no need of you, " cried theheérman and he took
the little knife with the handle of snake skin atut away his shadow from
around his feet, and it rose up and stood befarg and it looked like himself.
He put the knife into his belt and a feeling oféercame over him. "Go away, "
he murmured, "and let me see your face no more. "

"No, but we must meet again, " said the Soul iovavoice,

"How shall we meet?" cried the young Fisherman.u¥all not follow
me into the depths of the sea!"

"Once every year | will come to this place and talfou," said the Soul.
"It may be that you will need me. "

"What shall | need you for?" cried the young Fishan, "but let it be as
you wish, " and he plunged into the water and ittle Mermaid rose out of the
sea to meet him, and she embraced him, and kissedrthe lips.
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And the Soul stood on the shore and watched therd. when they sank
into the sea, it went weeping away.

* * *

And after a year was over, the Soul came to thehesa and called to the
young Fisherman, and he rose out of the depthsaskeld, "Why did you call
me?"

"Come nearer," answered the Soul, "I want to tedu yabout the
marvelous things that | have seen."

So he came nearer and began to listen.

"When | left you, " said the Soul, "I turned my éato the East and began
my journey. From the East comes everything thatise. Six days | journeyed,
and on the morning of the seventh day | came tdl &hiat is in the country of
the Tartars. | sat down under the shadow of attrebelter myself from the sun.

"When the moon rose | saw a camp-fire on the pdaich went towards it.
A company of merchants were sitting round it orpets. Their camels were be-
hind them. As | came near them, the chief of thecirents drew his sword and
asked me who was the prophet of God; and | answenedlohammed.

"When the chief heard the name of the false prdphetbowed, and. took
me by the hand, and asked me to sit by his sidéedro brought me some milk
and a piece of meat.

"At dawn we started on our journey, | rode on a elaby the side of the
chief. There were forty camels in the caravan, thedmules were twice forty in
number.

"We left the country of the hills and went to thasE As we passed over
the mountains we held our breath because we wea@l dhat the snow might
fall on us.

As we passed through the valleys, the Pygmiesashoivs at us from the
hollows of the trees. When we came to the TowelkMohkeys we gave them
fruit, and they did not harm us. When we came &Tbwer of Snakes we gave
them warm milk, and they let us go by.

"The kings of each city imposed taxes on us, bditndit allow us to enter
their gates. They threw us bread and fruit ovemthbs.

"When the people in the villages saw us comingy t@soned the wells.
We fought with the Magadae who are born old, arvgyounger and younger
every year, and die when they are little childramg with the Laktroi who say
that they are the sons of tigers, and paint theraselellow and black; and with
the Agazonbae, who are dog-faced, and with thenSibaho have horses' feet,
but run more swiftly than horses. A third of oumgmany died in battle and a
third died of hunger and thirst. The rest spokeregane,® and said that | had
brought them misfortune. | took a snake from uralstone and let it sting me.
When they saw that | did not fall ill they felt afd.

“In four months we reached the city of lllel. Tméarpreter of the caravan
explained to the guards that we had come from Syitia plenty of goods. So at
noon they opened the gate and we entered theWddystood in the market, and
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the merchants displayed their strange goods fa: she waxed linen from
Egypt, and the painted linen from Ethiopia, theebéilk from China and many
other beautiful things.

"When the moon rose | wandered away through tleetstrof the city and
came to the garden of its god. The priests in theliow robes moved silently
among the green trees, and on black marble st@tkthple. In front of it was a
pond of clear water. | lay down beside it. Oneld# priests came towards me
and stood behind me.

"He was silent for a few moments and then askeevha 1 desired.

"l told him that my desire was to see the god.

"The god is hunting, ' said the priest, lookingasgely at me with his
small eyes.

"Tell me in what forest, and | shall ride to hirhgnswered.

“The god is asleep," he murmured.

"Tell me on what couch, and | shall watch over hihgnswered.

"The god is at a feast," he cried.

"If the wine is sweet, | shall drink it with himnd if it is bitter, | shall al-
so drink it with him, ' was my answer.

"He bowed his head in wonder, and, taking me byhtred, he led me into
the temple, and in the first chamber | saw an gitiing on a throne. It was
made of ebony and was of a man's height. Its fee¢ wed with the blood of a
newly-killed kid.®

"And | asked the priest, 'Is this the god?' andmgwvered me, "This is the
god."

"'Show me the god," | cried, 'or | shall kill youAnd | touched his hand,
and it became withered.

"And the priest begged me, saying 'Please my loed| me, your servant,
and | will show you the god. '

"So | healed him and he led me into the second bkeanand | saw an idol
standing on a block of marble. It was made of ivang was twice the height of
a man. In one hand it held a crooked scepter attteiother a round crystal.

"And | asked the priest, 'lt this the god?' Andamswered me, 'This is the
god. '

"'Show me the god, ' | cried, 'or | shall kill ydguAnd | touched his eyes,
and he went blind?

"And the priest begged me, saying 'Please my lwed| me, your servant,
and | shall show you the god. '

"So | healed him and he led me into the third chenmand there was no
idol in it, but only a metal mirror.

"And | asked the priest, 'Where is the god?’

"And he answered me: 'There is no god, but thigsaniis the Mirror of
Wisdom. And through it you can see all things #uat in heaven and on earth.
Those who possess this mirror know everything dratet is nothing hidden
from them. For this reason it is the god, and weswip it, ' and | looked into
the mirror, and it was just as he had said to me.
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"And | did a strange thing, but it doesn't mattdratvl did, for in a valley
that is only a day's journey from this place | hawen the Mirror of Wisdom,
Let me enter into you again and be your servamt,rasibody will be as wise as
you."

But the young Fisherman laughed. "Love is bettemtWisdom," he
cried, "and the little Mermaid loves me."

"No, there is nothing better than Wisdom," said Soeil.

"Love is better, " answered the young Fishermad, @ plunged into the
depth of the sea, and the Soul went weeping away.

* * *

And after the second year was over, the Soul cantbet sea-shore and
called to the young Fisherman, and he rose outefdepths and asked: "Why
did you call me?"

And the Soul answered, "Come nearer, | want toymll about the mar-
velous things that | have seen."

So he came nearer and began to listen.

"When | left you," said the Soul, "I turned my fawethe South, and be-
gan my journey. From the South comes everything itharecious, Six days |
journeyed along the road by which the pilgrims gog on the morning of the
seventh day | saw the city. When | tried to entiee, guards stopped me and
asked me who | was. | answered that | was a Dérvisid the guards allowed
me to go in.

"Inside it is like a bazaar. Surely you should haeen with me, Across
the narrow streets hang gay lamps of paper. Theyilex large butterflies. In
front of the shops sit the merchants on silken@&arglsSome of them sell curious
perfumes from the islands of the Indian Sea. Otkeitsilver bracelets with
blue stones, anklets with little pearls, fingerggnand the claws of the tiger set
in gold, and many other precious things.

"Certainly you should have been with me at thetfeashe New Moon.
At sunrise the young Emperor came out of his palacerobe of silver, and at
sunset he returned to it again in a robe of gole people threw themselves on
the ground and hid their faces, but I did not wantlo so. When the Emperor
saw me, he raised his painted eyebrows and stopaod quite still and did
not bow to him. The people were surprised at mydmg and advised me to run
away from the city, but | paid no attention to them

"That night when | was in the tea-house, the guafdd®ie Emperor en-
tered and led me to the palace. As | went in tHegexl each door behind me,
and put a chain across it. The guards hastenechfh@md soon | found myself
in a garden. At the end of the garden stood & Igdvilion. The captain of the
guard led me into it. | walked on without trembliriche young Emperor was ly-
ing on a couch of lion skins. Behind him stood abidn, naked down to the
waist. On the table by the side of the couch Igyeat sword.
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"When the Emperor saw me he frowned, and said to'Wikat is your
name? Don't you know that | am the Emperor of ¢itig?' But | did not answer
him.

"He pointed with his finger at the sword, and thebMn seized it and
struck at me with great strength. The sword whiztedugh me, and did not
hurt me. The man fell on the floor in fear and hichself behind the couch.

"The Emperor jumped to his feet, and taking a spgearthrew it at me. |
caught it and broke it into two pieces. He shahatwith an arrow but | stopped
it in its flight. Then he took a dagger and killde Nubian for the Emperor did
not want to have a witness of his dishonour.

"After this the Emperor turned to me and said, 'po@ a prophet or the
son of a prophet that | cannot hurt you? | ask tgwleave my city to-night, for
while you are in it, | am not its lord. '

"And | answered him, 'Give me half of your treasanel | shall go away. '

"He took me by the hand, and led me out into threlgya When the cap-
tain of the guard saw me, he wondered what haddregap

“There is a chamber in the palace that has eighis.wéhe Emperor
touched one of them and it opened, and we passed daorridor that was lit
with many lamps. On each side stood great winewatts silver pieces. When
we reached the center of the corridor the Empgrokes the word that may not
be spoken, and a granite door opened on a secia.sp

"You can't imagine how marvelous a place it waseréhwere huge tor-
toise-shells full of pearls and red rubies. Thedgahd the gold-dust were in
trunks of great size. There were opals, sapphirdsyany other precious stones.
And yet | have told you only a tenth of what wasréh

"And the Emperor said to me, 'This is my treaswease, and half of it is
yours. And | shall give you camels and camel deyand they will take your
part of the treasure to whatever country of theldvgou desire to go. But you
must leave the city to-night for | do not want tBen, who is my father, to see
that there is in my city a man whom | cannot Kill.

"But | answered him, "The gold that is here is wwnd the silver is also
yours and yours are the precious jewels. As for Ing®, not need them. | shall
take nothing, but that little ring that you wearywur finger. "

"And the Emperor frowned. "It is only a leaden rlhige cried, "it has no
value. Therefore take your half of the treasureg@méffom the city."

"No, " | answered, "I shall take nothing but the&den ring, for | know
for what purpose it is used."”

"And the Emperor trembled, and said, "Take allttieasure and go from
the city. The half that is mine shall be yours dlso

"And | did a strange thing, but it does not mattéxat | did, for in a cave
that is only a day's journey from this place | hawdden the Ring of Riches, and
it waits for you. Those who possess this Ring efeer than all the kings of the
world. Come therefore and take it, and all theeghbf the world shall be yours."

But the young Fisherman laughed. "Love is bettanthches," he cried,
"and the little Mermaid loves me."
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“No, there is nothing better than riches," saidSoel.
“Love is better," answered the young Fisherman,@glunged into the
depth of the sea, and the Soul went weeping away.

* * *

And after the third year was over, the Soul caméht sea-shore and
called to the young Fisherman, and he rose outefdepths and asked, "Why
did you call me?"

And the Soul answered, "Come nearer, | want toywmli about the mar-
velous things that | have seen. "

So he came nearer and began to listen.

And the Soul said to him, "I know a city in whichete is an inn that
stands by a river. | sat there with sailors wha#érwine and ate bread and salt
fish. And as we sat and made merry an old man avitlte entered. And when
he began to play the lute, a girl whose face wasd/ean in and began to dance
before us. Her face was veiled but her feet wekedand they moved over the
carpet like little white pigeons. | have never saagthing so marvelous, and the
city in which she dances is only a day's journewyrfthis place!"

Now when the young Fisherman heard the words oSbid, he remem-
bered that the little Mermaid had no feet and cowtidance. And a great desire
came over him, and he said to himself, "It is oalglay's journey, and | can re-
turn to my love," and he laughed and went towandsshore.

And on the shore he laughed again and held owdrims to his Soul. And
his Soul gave a great cry of joy, and ran to m&at nd entered into him, and
the young Fisherman saw again before him on the Sanshadow of his body
which was the body of his Soul.

And his Soul said to him, "Let us go at once, far Sea-gods are jealous,
and have monsters that will do everything they Wish

So they made haste, and all that night and alhéxt day they journeyed,
and in the evening they came to a city.

And the young Fisherman asked his Soul, "Is thésdity in which she
dances?"

And his Soul answered him, "It is not that cityt lanother. Nevertheless
let us enter it."

So they entered it and passed through its streets,as they passed
through the street of the Jewelers, the young Fis&ie saw a silver cup on a
stall and his Soul said to him, "Take that silvep @and hide it."

So he took the cup and hid it, and they went hdlyieut of the city.

And when they had gone some miles from the citg,ybung Fisherman
frowned, and threw the cup away, and said to hid,S@/hy did you tell me to
take that cup and hide it, for it was an evil thiaglo?"

But his Soul answered him, "Be quiet, be quiet."

And in the evening of the second day they came dityaand the young
Fisherman asked his Soul, "Is this the city in \Wwhsbe dances?"
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And his Soul answered him, "It is not this city lamnother. Nevertheless
let us enter it. "

So they entered it and passed through the straetk,as they passed
through the street of the Sellers, the young Frehersaw a child with a jar of
water. And his Soul said to him, "Strike that clil8o he struck the child till it
wept, and they went hurriedly out of the city.

And when they had gone some miles from the citg,yibung Fisherman
got angry, and said to his Soul, "Why did you te# to strike the child, for it
was an evil thing to do?"

But his Soul answered him, "Be quiet, be quiet."

And in the evening of the third day they came toitg, and the young
Fisherman asked his Soul, "Is this the city in \ulsbe dances?"

And his Soul answered him, "It may be this citerdfore let us enter it."

So they entered it and passed through the stieetsiowhere could the
young Fisherman find the river or the inn that dtdy its side. And he said to
his Soul, "Let us go away, for she who dances isece. "

But the Soul answered him, "No, let us stay haexetHe night is dark, and
there may be robbers on the way. "

So he sat in the market-place and rested, andaftere a merchant came
up to him and asked, "Why do you sit in the magiate, when the shops are
closed?"

And the young Fisherman answered him, "I can findirm in this city
and | have no friends here. "

"Are we not all friends?" said the merchant. "And dot one God make
us? Therefore come with me, for | have a guest-rdom

So the young Fisherman rose up and followed themast to his house.
At home the merchant brought him rose-water inr dgavash his hands and set
a plate of rice and a piece of meat before him.

And after supper the merchant led him to the gaestrand showed him
his bed. And the young Fisherman thanked him asdeki his hand, and very
soon fell asleep.

And three hours before dawn his Soul waked him, sad to him, "Get
up and go to the room where the merchant sleep&itiiim, and take his gold,
for we need it. "

And the young Fisherman got up and went to the hagts room. On the
couch by the side of the merchant lay a sword amel purses of gold. When he
touched the sword the merchant awoke and criedeggoung Fisherman, "Do
you return evil for good?"

And his Soul said to the young Fisherman, "Strika,hand he struck
him so that the merchant fainted, and he seizeditieepurses of gold, and they
went hurriedly out of the city.

And when they had gone some miles from the citg,ytbung Fisherman
became furious, and said to his Soul,

"Why did you order me to kill the merchant and thkegold? Surely you
are evil. "

91



But his Soul answered him, "Be quiet, be quiet."

“No," cried the young Fisherman, "I cannot be gumt| hate all that you
have ordered me to do. | hate you also and | asktgdell me why you have
guided me in this way?"

And his Soul answered him, "When you sent me away fyou into the
world you gave me no heart, so | learned to datheke things and to love
them."

"What do you say?" murmured the young Fisherman.

"You know," answered his Soul, "you know it wella¥e you forgotten
that you gave me no heart? And don't trouble ydluasel me, but be quiet. "

And when the young Fisherman heard these wordsenabted and said
to his Soul, "No, you are evil, and have made nrgdbmy love, and have
tempted me with temptations, and have guided ntieeinvays of sin."

And his Soul answered him, "You have not forgotiest when you sent
me away from you into the world you gave me no h&wome, let us go to an-
other city, and make merry, for we have nine pucdegmld. "

But the young Fisherman took the nine purses of,gahd threw them
away. "No," he cried, "I shall have nothing to dithwyou,*® and | shall go with
you nowhere. And as | sent you away before, | séatld you away now, for
you have done me no good." And he turned his bat¢kd Moon, and with the
little knife that had the handle of snake skin,thed to cut from his feet the
shadow of the body which is the body of the Soul.

Yet his Soul did not leave him and paid no attentm his order, but said
to him, "The witchcraft that the Witch told you &doaot help you any more,
therefore you cannot send me away. Only once irifeisan a man send his
Soul away, but he who receives back his Soul mesp kt with him forever, and
this is his punishment and his reward. "

And the young Fisherman grew pale and cried, "Shs & false Witch,
for she did not tell me that." And when he undeydtthat he could no longer
get rid of his Soul, and that it was an evil Sondl avould always remain with
him, he fell on the ground weeping bitterly.

* * *

And next day, the young Fisherman got up and sadst Soul, "I shall tie
my hands so as not to carry out your orders, aoseciy lips in order not to
speak your words, and | shall return to the plaber& my love usually sings,
and | shall call to her and tell her the evil | Balone and the evil you have or-
dered me to do."

And his Soul tempted him and said, "Who is youreldkat you want to
return to her? The world has many fairer than sh&here are the dancing girls
of Samaria who dance in the manner of birds andtbe@ome with me and |
shall show them to you. Do not trouble about sut,ddme with me to another
city."

But the young Fisherman did not answer his Soulcldsed his lips with
the seal of silenc¢éand tied his hands with a cord and journeyed hadke
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place from which he had come, so great was the pofitee love that was with-
in him,

And when he had reached the sea-shore, he loogkeetbrd from his
hands and took the seal of silence from his lipd, @lled to the little Mermaid.
But she did not answer his call, though he calledwhole day and begged her
to come.

And his Soul mocked at him and said. "Surely youehkttle joy out of
your love. You gave away all you had, and you githimg in return. Come with
me, for | know where is the Valley of Pleasure."

But the young Fisherman did not answer his Soul.bdit himself a
house near the sea and lived there for a year.e&ad/ morning he called to the
little Mermaid, and every noon he called to herimagand at night he called her
by name. Yet she never rose out of the sea to meetand he could not find
her in any part of the sea.

And though his Soul tempted him all the time withl and terrible things,
it could not persuade him, so great was the powisdove.

And after the year was over, the Soul said to hiin'4ehave tempted my
master with evil, and his love is stronger thaml. & shall tempt him now with
good, and it may be that he will come with me. "

So he said to the young Fisherman, "I have told gbthe joy of the
world, and you have turned a deaf ear to'Meet me now tell you of the
world's pain, and it may be that now you will liste® me. For indeed pain is the
Lord of the world and there is no one who escapm® its net. There are some
who need clothes, and others who need bread. Hner&idows who wear jew-
els, and widows who wear rags. The beggars go dmawn on the roads, and
through the streets of the cities walks Famine,taedPlague sits at the gates of
the poor people. Come, let us go and mend thesgshbDo not waste your time,
calling to your love when you see that she doeststver you. "

But the young Fisherman did not answer his Sougreat was the power
of his love. And every morning he called to the Maid, and every noon he
called to her again, and at night he called hemdoye. But she never rose out of
the sea to meet him and nowhere could he find her.

And after the second year was over, the Soul saildet young Fisherman,
"I have tempted you with evil, and | have tempted yvith good, but your love
Is stronger than | am. So | shall not tempt you anoye, but | beg you to allow
me to enter your heart, in order to be one with gstbefore. "

"Surely you may enter," said the young Fisherméor, it the days when
you walked without a heart through the world youdewtly suffered very
much."

"Alas!" cried his Soul, "I can find no place in yohkeart, it is so full of
love."

"Yet | wish | could help you," answered the younghiérman.

And as he spoke there came a great cry from thgustdike the cry that
men hear when one of the Sea-folk dies. And thengdtisherman jumped up,
and left his house and ran to the shore. And thekblvaves came hurriedly to
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the shore, bearing with them a burden that wasewkiian silver. And the shore
received it, and the young Fisherman saw at histfeebody of the little Mer-
maid.

With a cry of pain he threw himself down besidentthe sand. Weeping,
he held it to his breast. Cold were the lips, yetkissed them. He kissed the
closed eyelids, and the sea-water that was on thvai)ess salty than his tears.
And to the dead thing he confessed everythingeBitiitter was his joy, and full
of strange gladness was his pain.

The black sea came nearer. With white claws of fdlaensea struck on
the shore. From the palace of the Sea-King camm agery. "Run away," said
his Soul, "for the sea is coming, and if you stawill kill you. Run away for |
am afraid, seeing that your heart is closed aganest because of the greatness
of your love. Run away to a safe place. Surely wdlnot send me away with-
out a heart into another world?"

But the young Fisherman did not listen to his Sbul, called to the little
Mermaid, and said, "Love is better than wisdom, amwate precious than riches.
The fires cannot destroy it, and the waters caguench it. | called to you at
dawn, and you did not come at my call, | whispgredr name in the night, but
you did not answer, for | had evilly left you. Yletever forgot you and my love
was always in my heart. "

And his Soul begged him to run away, but he wowt so great was his
love. And the sea came nearer, ready to cover htmitg waves, and when he
knew that the end was near, he kissed the colafiise Mermaid, and his heart
broke, and as through the fullness of his lovehkiart broke;’ the Soul found a
place and entered it, and was one with him as befand the sea covered the
young Fisherman with its waves.

* * *

And in the morning when the sea became calm thesPwent to bless it.
And with him went very many people.

And when he reached the shore he saw the youngriiietn who was
drowned embracing the body of the little MermaitieTPriest turned away and
said, "l will not bless the sea and | will not demnything that is in it. Accursed
be the Sea-folk, and accursed be those who arethath. And as for the Fish-
erman who for love gave up God, take his body dedbibdy of his love, and
bury them in a lonely corner of the field, and potmark above them, so that
nobody will find their place."

And the people did as the Priest ordered.

And once when the third year was over the Priesttwechurch to speak
to the people about the might of God.

And when he entered and bowed before the altasatvthat the altar was
covered with strange white flowers that he had neeen before. Strange were
their shapes and strange was their sweet odour.
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And when the Priest began to speak to the peoplelh¢hat the white
flowers somehow troubled him. He did not know whyt he began to speak not
about the might of God, but about the God whoseeniarhove.

And when he had finished he asked the people wthene had got the
beautiful white flowers. And they answered him, &Tthowers come from the
lonely corner of the field."

And the Priest trembled, and returned to his owasko thinking of the
power of true love.

And in the morning the Priest went to the sea-shame blessed the sea,
and all the wild things that are in it. But the Selk never again came into the
bay, for they went to another part of the sea.

NOTES:
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> some evil thing +ro-To 310if;

® and cut away from around your feet eTpexb CBOIO TeHb y CAMBIX HOT

" false prophet #xenpopox;

® spoke against mereBopii 060 MHE BpaXxIeOHO;
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290 blind —ocnenuyTs;
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Comprehension:

1) Whom did the Fisherman catch one day?

2) What promise did the Mermaid give to him?

3) What did the Mermaid ask the young man to do wheesdid he loved
her?

4) Why was it difficult for him to get rid of his scul

5) Where did the young Witch take him?

6) What did the Witch teach the Fisherman?

7) What adventures did the Fisherman's Soul have?
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8) How did it happen that the Soul came into the gouman's body
again?

9) In what way did the Soul tempt him? Why wasn't suacess?

10)Did the Fisherman suffer greatly after the Mernsad#ath?

11)Why did the Priest believe in the power of love?

THE SURPRISE OF MR. MILBERRY
J. K. Jerome

[The story was told to the author by Henry, anrattat in a hotel at a
small town near Stratford-upon-Avon in England.]

It was the strangest story and | shall never foitgét young man came by
the bus that meets the 4. 52 train. He had a hanabed a kind of hamperHe
wouldn't let anybody touch it, but carried it uphis bedroom himself. He car-
ried it in front of him in his arms. Once he fethigg up the stairs and knocked
his head badly, but he did not drop that hampeould see he was nervous and
excited, but people very often are like that inetst

This man interested me, he was very young and wsetimoking. | fol-
lowed him up into his room and asked him if | codla anything for him. He
put the hamper on the bed with reljgbok off his hat, and then turned to an-
swer me.

"Are you a married man?" said he. It was a straqggstion to put to an
attendant.

"Well, not exactly,” said I. "I am only engagedtknow a lot about it,
and if it's matter of advice—"

"It isn't that," he answered, "but | don't want ywodaugh at me. | thought
if you were a married man, you would be able toansthnd the thing better.
Have you got an intelligent woman in the house?"

"We've got women, " | said. "As to their intelligenthat's difficult to say.
Shall I call the maid?"

"Ah, do, " he said. "Wait a minute. We'll openirst. "

He began to open the hamper, then suddenly stogpeécaid: "No, you
open it. Open it carefully. It will surprise you."

"What's in it?" | asked.

"You'll see, if you open it," he said.

Then | had an idea and asked him: "It isn't a destly, is it?"

He became white and said: "Good God! | never thbofhhat. Open it
quickly."

| cut the cord, opened the hamper, and looked in. He kept his eyaed
away because he was frightened to look at it.

“Is it all right?" he asked. "Is it alive?"

"Yes, of course, quite alive.”
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"Is it breathing all right?" he asked.

"If you can't hear it breathing," | said, "I'm aftayou're deaf."

He listened and said nothing. Then he sat dowmenchair by the fire.
"You know," he said, "I've never thought of thae Was shut up in the hamper
for over an hour, what if there was not enough.d, I'll never do it again."

"Do you love it?" | asked.

"Love it?" he repeated. "Why, I'm his father."

"Oh," | said. "Then | have the pleasure of speakiniir. Coster King?"

"Coster King?" he answered in surprise. "My namigiiberry."

| said: "According to the label inside the bashet father of this child is
Coster King out of Starlight, his mother is Jenrgabs."

He looked at me nervously, then he came neareraoied inside the
basket. | never heard a man give such a yell imgllife. He stood on one side
of the bed, and | on the other. The dog that weepshg in the basket, woke and
sat up. It was a bull-dog of about nine months old.

"My child," he cried. "That animal isn't my chilvhat's happened? Am |
going mad?"

"You are nearly," said |, and so he was.

"What did you expect to see?" | asked.

"My child," he cried, "my only child — my baby!"

"Do you mean a real child?" | said.

"Of course | do," he said, "the most beautiful @hyou ever saw in all
your life, just thirteen weeks on Sunday. He hadfinst tooth yesterday."

The sight of the dog's face made him angry. Hewthranself upon the
hamper, but | stopped him.

"It's not the dog's fault He's lost too. Somebody played a joke on you.
They took your baby out and put the dog in — teaifithere ever was a baby
there. "

"What do you mean?" he asked.

"Well, sir," | said, "if you'll excuse me, gentlemén their sober senses
don't take their babies about in hampers. Whergodocome from?*”

"From Banbury," he said; "I'm well-known in Banbury

"l can quite believe it," | said, "you are the softyoung man that would
be known anywhere. "

"I'm Mr. Milberry," he said, "the grocer in thidtle town."

"Then what are you doing here with this dog?" tsai

"Don't make me angry," he answered. "l tell yowh'td know myself. My
wife is staying here, because her mother is il Enevery letter that she's writ-
ten home for the last two weeks, she's said: 'OW, Inwant to see Eric! If only |
could see Eric for a moment!"

"A very motherly feeling," | said.

"So this afternoon,” continued he, "I decided tmdpthe child here so that
she could see it, and see that it was all righe¢. &mn't leave her mother for more
than an hour, and | can't go up to the house bedhesold lady doesn't like me.
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| had to wait here, and Milly — that's my wife —svgoing to come here when
she had time. | wanted this to be a surprise for'he

"And | think," | said, "it will be the biggest sutipe you have ever given
her."

"Don't try to joke," said he, "I'm very nervous nand | may knock you
down!"

He was right. It wasn't a subject for joking.

"But why," said I, "did you put the baby into a haen?"

"At the last moment | found | didn't have the c@edo carry the child in
my arms. He sleeps very well, and | thought thatrnifade him comfortable in
this hamper, he would sleep during the journey,ctvhs very short. | had the
hamper with me all the time. How did it happen®tagic! That's what it is."

"Don't be silly," | said, "there's some explanatiamd it must be found.
You are sure this is the same hamper you packedhilekin?" He came nearer
and examined it carefully.

"It looks like it," he said, "but | am not sure."

"Now tell me," said I, "when did you put the hamplemwn?"

He thought and thought and then said: "Now | renennb did put it
down for a moment on the platform at Banbury, whib®@ught some biscuits."”

"There you are," | said. "And isn't tomorrow thesfiday of the Birming-
ham Dog Show?"

"l think you're right," he said.

"Now we are coming somewhere," | said. "It so haygoethat this dog
was taken to Birmingham, packed in a hamper exdkythe one you put your
baby in. You've got this man's dog, he's got yoalyb It's possible that he
thinks, you've done it on purposeé. "

Mr. Milberry put his head on his hands and grodn&dilly may be here
at any moment," said he, "and I'll have to tell tiexr baby was sent by mistake
to a Dog Show, | cannot do it."

"Go on to Birmingham," | said, "and try to find ¥.ou can return in an
hour. "

"Come with me," he said, "you're a good man, contb me. | cannot go
alone. "

"Well," | said, "if the manager of the hotel allowse to go."

"Oh! He will, he must," cried the young man. "Tkim it's a matter of a
life's happiness. Tell him -"

“I'll tell him it's a matter of more money for tlheom," | said. "That will
help."

And so it did, with the result that in another tweminutes | and young
Milberry and the dog in its hamper were on our w@Birmingham. When we
reached Birmingham we asked the station-masterhanasked all the porters
who met the 5. 13 train, but they all said thatnman with a hamper had come
by that train. The station-master was a family rhanself, and when we ex-
plained everything to him, he telegraphed to Bapbur
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But in Banbury only one man carrying a hamper faen that train and
that man was Mr. Milberry himself. The businessdretp look serious, when
one of the newspaper boys said that he had seeld dady with a hamper, get-
ting into a cab.

With the help of the boy, we found the cabman whd taken the old la-
dy to a small hotel.

| heard all the details from the maid at the hotdéley could not get the
hamper into the cab and it had to go on top. Tddamy was very worried as it
was raining all the time, and she asked the cabtma&over it up. Taking it off
the cab they dropped the hamper in the road; tb&ewhe child up, and it began
to cry.

"Good Lord, ma'am! What is it?" asked the maid .baboy?"

"Yes, my dear, it's my baby," answered the old |agdyo was a little deaf.
"Poor dear, | hope it is all right."

The old lady had ordered a room with a fire inTihe maid brought the
hamper into the room and the old lady began tdahmitord so as to open it. The
baby inside was crying very loudly.

"Poor dear!" said the old lady. "Don't cry; motkenpening it as fast as
she can." Then she turned to the maid. "If you apgrbag,"” said she, "you will
find a bottle of milk and some dog-biscuits."

"Dog-biscuits!" said the maid.

"Yes," said the old lady, laughing, "my baby lowes)-biscuits."”

The maid opened the bag and found there the miktl@ biscuits. She
was standing with her back to the old lady andrditisee her open the hamper,
but she heard the sound of a fall.

When she looked round, she saw the old lady lymg¢ghe floor. The maid
thought the old lady was dead. The child was gttip in the hamper, crying
loudly. The maid gave him a dog-biscuit which hgdresuckinggreedily.

In about a minute the old lady opened her eyeda@oicd round. The ba-
by was quiet now. The old lady looked at it andhéal to the maid.

"What is it?" she asked, speaking in a frightenete:, "The thing in the
hamper?"

"It's a baby, ma'am," said the maid.

"You're sure it isn't a dog?" asked the old ladydk again.”

The maid began to feel nervous and to wish thaissn't alone with the
old lady.

"l cannot mistake a dog for a baby, ma'am," sagdrtfaid. "It's a child, a
baby."

The old lady began to cry. "It's a punishment fey, thshe said, "because |
often spoke to that dog as to a baby, and nowthimg has happened. "

"What has happened?" asked the maid who did narstechd anything.

"l don't know, " said the old lady, sitting up dmetfloor. "I started from
my home two hours ago with a one-year-old dog at tramper. You saw me
open it, you see what's in it now. "

"But dogs are not changed into babies by magic."
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"l don't know how it's done," said the old lady.ofily know that | started
with a dog. "

"Somebody has put the baby there," said the maamébody that wanted
to get rid of the child. They have taken your dagd paut the baby in its place.”

"They must have been very quick," said the old lddlyeft the hamper
for five minutes in Banbury, when | went to drinkap of tea.”

"That's when they did it," said the maid, "andever trick it was."

The old lady suddenly understood her position amdped up from the
floor.

"And a nice thing for m&" she said. "An unmarried woman with a baby.
This is awful!

"It's a beautiful child," said the maid.

"Would you take it?" asked the old lady.

"Oh, no, | wouldn't," said the maid.

The old lady sat down and began to think, but sdendt know what to
do. At that moment somebody came up to the doorsaiai "Here is a young
man with a dog." When the old lady saw Mr. Milbewith her dog in the ham-
per, she nearly went mad with joy.

And Mr. Milberry snatchet! the baby and kissed him. We just caught the
train to our town and got back to the hotel tenutes before the baby's mother
came in.

| don't think Mr. Milberry ever told his wife whétad happened.

NOTES:

! hamper «op3uHa ¢ KpBILIKOii;

2 with relief —c o6neruenueM:;

3 cord —BEpEBKa;

* Coster King of Starlight Kocrep Kunr ot Crapmaiit (0 pogocIoBHO#M
co0ak);

® fault —suna;

6 ONn purpose #apo4HoO;

! groan —CToHaTh,

8 suck —cocars;

® and a nice thing for meaxakoBo MHe;

Ysnatch -exsarurts.

Comprehension:

1) What was strange about the man who came to théhote

2) Whom did the man ask to invite to his room and why?

3) Whom did Mr. Milberry expect to see in the hamped avhom did he
see?

4) How did it happen that he had taken another harm per

5) What did the old lady do when she saw a child inHamper?

6) Who helped Mr. Milberry to find his child?
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THE ALLIGATORS
J. Updike

Joan Edison came to their half of the fifth gradenf Maryland in
March. She had a thin face with something of a groy's tired expression and
long black eyelashes like a doll's. Everybody hdted That month Miss Fritz
was reading to them during homeroom about a gy, who was badly
spoiled and always telling her parents lies abauttvin sister Annie; nobody
could believe, it was too amazing, how exactly wttey were despising Emmy
most Joan should come into the school with her sbifwlothes and her hair
left hanging down the back of her fuzzy sweateteiad of being cut or braided
and her having the crust to actually argue witlthesas. "Well, I'm sorry, " she
told Miss Fritz, not even rising from her seat,t'bdon't see what the point is of
homework. In Baltimore we never had any, and ttike lkids there knew what's
in these books. "

Charlie, who in a way enjoyed homework, was readyin in the angry
moan of the others. Little hurt lines had leapedbepnveen Miss Fritz's eye-
brows. "You're not in Baltimore now, Joan," MisstEsaid. "You are in Oling-
er, Pennsylvania."

The children, Charlie among them, laughed, and ,Jbarshing a soft
brown color and raising her voice excitedly agathst current of hatred, got in
deeper by trying to explain, "Like there, instedgust reading about plants in a
book we'd one day all bring in a flower we'd picleadl cut it open and look at it
In a microscope."

Miss Fritz puckered her orange lips into fine wies then smiled. "In the
upper levels you will be allowed to do that in tkishool. All things come in
time, Joan, to patient little girls." When Joarrtetd to argue this, Miss Fritz lift-
ed one finger and said with the extra weight adalligays have, "No. No more,
young lady, or you'll be in serious trouble with.Imk gave the class courage to
see that Miss Fritz didn't like her either.

After that, Joan couldn't open her mouth in claghout there being a
great groan. Outdoors in the playground, at récesiting in the morning for
the buzzer, hardly anybody talked to her excepsiatp "Stuck-up® or "Emmy".
Boys were always flipping little spitballs into tkarls of her hanging hair. Once
John Eberly even cut a section of her hair off vaithellow plastic scissors sto-
len from art class. This was the one time Chadi doan cry actual tears. He
was as bad as the others: worse, because whathies alid because they felt
like it, he did out of a plan, to make himself m@apular. In the first and se-
cond grade he had been liked pretty well, but sdmeeg/since then he had been
dropped. There was a gang, boys and girls both,nied Saturdays in Stuart
Morrison's garage, and took hikes and played fdlotbgether, and in winter
sledded on Hill Street, and in spring bicycledadér Olinger and did together
what else, he couldn't imagine. Charlie had kndwendhief members since be-
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fore kindergarten. But after school there seemetimg for him to do but go
home and do his homework and go to horror moviesealand on weekends
nothing but beat monotonously at marbles or Monppolchess Darryl Johns or
Marvin Auerbach, who he wouldn't have botheredlawi#h if they hadn't lived
right in the neighborhood, they being at least ar y@unger and not bright for
their age, either. Charlie thought the gang migitice him and take him in if he
backed up their policies without being asked.

In Science, which A had in Miss Brobst's room across the hall, h@sat
seat ahead of Joan and annoyed her all he cousgbitie of a feeling that, both
being disliked, they had something to share. Owre Hia discovered was, she
wasn't that bright. Her marks on quizzes were adnlayer than his. He told
her, "Cutting up all those flower's didn't do youwch good. Or maybe in Balti-
more they taught you everything so long ago yorgotten it in your old
age."

Charlie drew; on his tablet where she could eagky over his shoulder he
once in a while drew a picture titled "Joan the Bophe profile of a girl with a
lean nose and sad mouth, the lashes of her lonsredis black as the pencil
could make them and the hair falling, in ridiculdusoks, row after row, down
through the sea-blue cross-lines clear off thedbotdge of the tablet.

In the weeks since she had come, Joan's clotheslbatl grown sim-
pler, to go with the other girls’, and one day shme to school with most of her
hair cut off, and the rest brushed flat aroundhesd and brought into a little tail
behind. The laughter at her was more than she wadheard. "Ooh, Baldy-
paldy'!" some idiot girl had exclaimed when Joan came the cloakroom, and
the stupid words went sliding around class all mgn"Baldy-paldy from Bal-
timore. Why is old Baldy-paldy red in the face?"

Charlie's own reaction to the haircut had beentgtoewant to draw her,
changed. Halfway across the room from him, Joawnl Weky still, afraid, it
seemed, to move even a hand, her face ashamedTjmalhaircut had brought
out her forehead and exposed her neck and madeghimepointier and her eyes
larger. Charlie felt thankful once again for havimgen born a boy and having
no sharp shocks, like losing your curls. How muats guffer had been one of
the first thoughts he had ever had.

That night he had the dream. He must have dreamedile lying there
asleep in the morning light, for it was fresh is head when he woke. They had
been in a jungle, Joan, dressed in a torn saroag,swimming in a clear river
among alligators. Somehow, as if from a tree, he lwaking down, and there
was a calmness in the way the slim girl and themligators moved, in and
out, perfectly visible under the water. Joan's femmetimes showed the horror
she was undergoing. Her hair trailed behind andddnvhen her face came to-
ward the surface. He shouted silently with gridfei he had rescued her; with-
out a sense of having dipped his arms in watewd®ecarrying her in two arms,
and his feet firmly fixed to the knobby back of @hgator which skimmed up-
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stream, through the shadows of high trees and Mlbitgers and hanging vines.
They seemed to be heading toward a wooden briddengrover the stream. He
wondered how he would duck it, and the river aral jtingle gave way to the
sweetness and pride he had felt in saving andiogrtlge girl.

He loved Joan Edison. The morning was rainy, artteuthe umbrella his
mother made him take this new knowledge, repeajathand again to himself,
gathered like a bell of smoke. Love had no taste,dharpened his sense of
smell so that his oilcloth coat, his rubber bodtite red-tipped bushes hanging
over the low walls holding back lawns all along @ie5treet, even the dirt and
moss in the cracks of the pavement each gave edir ddors. He would have
laughed, if a wooden weight had not been placet mdis chest, near where
his throat joined. He could not imagine himselfghing soon. Yet he felt firmer
and lighter and felt things as edges he must wiopral and channels he must
rush down. If he carried her off, did rescue henfithe others' cruelty, he would
have defied the gang and made a new one, his awgh.Jdan and he at first,
then others escaping from meanness and dumbndgdjisiigang was stronger
and Stuart Morrison's garage was empty every Sajyur@harlie would be a
king, with his own football game. Everyone wouldre®and plead with him for
mercy.

His first step was to tell all those in the cloakmhe loved Joan Edison
now. They cared less than he had expected, comgidaow she was hated. He
had more or less expected to have to fight withfists. Hardly anybody gath-
ered to hear the dream he had pictured himseihge#iverybody. Anyway that
morning it would go around the class that he saidolred her, and though this
was what he wanted, to in a way open a space betiweeand Joan, it felt fun-
ny nevertheless, and he stuttered when Miss Faitzim go to the blackboard
to explain something.

At lunch, he deliberately hid in the store until $ew her walk by. The
homely girl with her he knew turned off at the nekieet. He waited a minute
and then began running to overtake Joan in thekldetween the street where
the other girl turned down and the street whereuhged up. Coming up behind
her, he said, "Bang, Bang."

She turned, and under her gaze, knowing she kndavied her, his face
heated and he stared down. "Why, Charlie," hereveiid with her Maryland
slowness, "what are you doing on this side of tiheet?" Carl, the town cop,
stood in front of the elementary school to get tranthe side of Grand Street
where they belonged. Now Charlie would have to £ib® avenue again, by
himself, at the dangerous crossing.

"Nothing," he said, and used up the one sentendeterepared ahead:
"I like your hair the new way."

"Thank you," she said, and stopped. In Baltimome slust have had man-
ner lessons.

"But then | didn't mind it the old way either."
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"Yes?"

A peculiar reply. Another peculiar thing was tha taeneath her skin; he
had noticed before, though not so closely, how wstes colored it came up a
gentle dull brown more than red. Also she wore sbimg perfumed.

He asked, "How do you like Olinger?"

"Oh, I think it's nice."

“Nice? | guess. | guess maybe. Nice Olinger. | wolilknow because I've
never been anywhere else."

She luckily took this as a joke and laughed. Rathan risk saying some-
thing unfunny, he began to balance the umbrellggdgoint on one finger and,
when this went well, walked backwards, shifting fla@anced umbrella, its hook
black against the patchy blue sky, from one paltiéoother, back and forth. At
the corner where they parted he got carried awayimimmitating a suave gent
leaning on a cane bent the handle hopelessly. Maz@ment was worth twice
the price of his mother's probable crossness.

He planned to walk her again, and further, aft@iost All through lunch
he kept calculating. His father and he would rephis bike. At the next haircut
he would have his hair parted on the other sidgetaway from his cowlick- He
would change himself totally; everyone would woneérat had happened to
him. He would learn to swim, and take her to thenda

In the afternoon the momentum of the dream woresofhewhat. Now
that he kept his eyes always on her, ho noticeth wiqualm of his stomach,
that in passing in the afternoon from Miss Brobgi'dMiss Fritz's room, Joan
was not alone, but chattered with others. In class, she whispered. So it was
with more shame — such shame that he didn't believeould ever face even his
parents again — than surprise that from behindléink pane of the store he saw
her walk by in the company of the gang, she andrBMorrison throwing back
their teeth. Charlie watched them walk out of sigbhind a tall hedge; relief
was as yet a tiny fraction of his reversed worlccame to him that what he had
taken for cruelty had been love, that far fromingther everybody had loved her
from the beginning, and that even the stupidestwkiteveeks before he did.
That she was the queen of the class and might s eteexist, for all the good
he would get out of it.

NOTES:

! Maryland —urtat CIIA;

%recess -60JIbLION TIePEpbIB;

3 Stuck-up — SanaBana";

* Baldy-paldy —xmmuka (ot ciosa "bald");
>throwing back their teeth ppomko cmesich.

Comprehension:
1) Who was Joan Edison and where had she come from?
2) How did the children treat her?

104



3) Why was she different from the others?

4) What was Charlie's role in the girl's prosecution?

5) Why did Charlie do it?

6) What was Charlie's dream one night?

7) What happened when Charlie revealed his feelingsan?

THE MYSTERY OF THE BLUE JAR
A. Christie

I

Jack Hartington surveyed his topped dfimgefully. With a sigh he drew
out his club and addressed himself firmly to thi ba

He swung back — and then stopped, petrifiad a shrill cry broke the si-
lence of the summer's morning.

"Murder," it called. "Help! Murder!"

It was a woman's voice, and it died away at theietoda sort of gurgling
sigh.

Jack ran in the direction of the sound. It had cdmm somewhere quite
near at hand. This particular part of the cotveas quite wild country, and there
were few houses about. In fact, there was onlyregse at hand, a small pictur-
esque cottage. It was towards this cottage thadine

There was a girl standing in the garden, and fmoanent Jack jumped to
the natural conclusion that it was she who hadedt¢he cry for help. But he
quickly changed his mind.

She had a little basket in her hand, half full afeds, and had evidently
just straightened herself up from weeding a widedboof pansies. Her eyes,
Jack noticed, were just like pansies themselvdsetyeand soft and dark, and
more violet than blue.

The girl was looking at Jack with an expressionwaig between annoy-
ance and surprise.

"l beg your pardon,"” said the young man. "But didi zry out just now?"

"1? No, indeed."

Her surprise was so genuine that Jack felt confuded voice was very
soft and pretty with a slight foreign accent.

"But you must have heard it," he exclaimed. "It eafrom somewhere
just near here. "

She stared at him.

"l heard nothing at all."

"It came from somewhere close at hand," he insisted

She was looking at him suspiciously now.

"What did it say?" she asked.

"Murder — help! Murder!"
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"Murder — help, murder," repeated the girl. "Sonwbbas played a trick
on you, Monsieur. Who could be murdered here?" laaked about him with a
confused idea of discovering a dead body upon degapath. Yet he was still
perfectly sure that the cry he had heard was minat a product of his imagi-
nation. He looked up at the cottage windows. Evengt seemed perfectly still
and peaceful.

"Do you want to search our house?" asked the gityd

She was so clearly sceptical that Jack's confugiew deeper than ever.
He turned away.

“I'm sorry," he said. "It must have come from higbp in the woods."

For some time he hunted through the woods, budcdmnd no sign of an-
ything unusual having occurred. Yet he was as ipesits ever that he had really
heard the cry. Was he absolutely certain that kehleard the cry?

By now he was not nearly so positive as he had.b&&@s it some bird's
cry in the distance that he had taken for a womanite?

But he rejected the suggestion angrily. It was anad's voice and he had
heard it. He remembered looking at his watch jedote the cry had come. As
nearly as possible it must have been five and tyvamtutes past seven when he
had heard the call. That might be a fact usefulht police if — if anything
should be discovered.

Il

Going home that evening, he looked through the iaggomapers anxiously
to see if there were any mention of a crime hawiagn committed. But there
was nothing, and he hardly knew whether to bevetieor disappointed.

The following morning was wet—so wet that even thast ardent golfer
might have his enthusiasm damped. Jack rose dasheossible moment, ate
his breakfast, ran for the train and again eadedied through the papers. Still
no mention of any tragic discovery having been madhe evening papers told
the same tale.

"Queer," said Jack to himself, "but there it isolbably some little boys
having a game together up in the woods."

He was out early the following morning. As he pds$e cottage, he not-
ed out of the tail of his eye that the girl was imuthe garden again weeding. Ev-
idently a habit of hers. He did a particularly gatbt, and hoped that she had
noticed it.

"Just five and twenty past seven," he murmuredidhder —"

The words were frozen on his lips. From behind bame the same cry
which had so startled him before. A woman's vameljstress.

"Murder — help! murder!"

Jack raced back. The pansy girl was standing bgaite She looked star-
tled, and Jack ran up to her triumphantly, crying; 6You heard it this time, an-

yway."
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Her eyes were wide with some emotion and he notibhatl she shrank
back from hinfi as he approached, and even glanced back at tise temithough
she was about to run for shelter.

She shook her head, staring at him.

"l heard nothing at all," she said wonderingly.

It was as though she had struck him a blow betwieer®yes. Her sinceri-
ty was so evident that he could not disbelieve ¥iet.he couldn't have imagined
it — he couldn't — he — couldn't —

He heard her voice speaking gently — almost witlgathy. "You have
had the shell-shockyes?"

In a flash he understood her look of fear, her ggamack at the house. She
thought that he suffered from delusifins

And then, like a douche of cold water, came theiblerthought, was she
right? Did he suffer from delusions?

In horror of the thought he turned and stumbledyawdhout saying a
word. The girl watched him go, sighed, shook headheand bent down to her
weeding again.

Jack tried to reason matters out with himself.

"If | hear the damned thing again at twenty-fivenates past seven, " he
said to himself, "it's clear that I've got holdaohallucination of some sort. But |
won't hear it. "

He was nervous all that day, and went to bed eletgrmined to put the
matter to the proof the following morning.

As was perhaps natural in such a case, he remainakle half the night,
and finally overslept himself. It was twenty pasvan by the time he was clear
of the hotel and running towards the links. Heiseal that he would not be able
to get to the fatal spot by twenty-five past, burtedy, if the voice were a hallu-
cination pure and simple, he would hear it anywhele ran on, his eyes fixed
on the hands of his watch.

Twenty-five past. From far off came the echo of@man's voice, calling.
The words could not be distinguished, but he wawioged that it was the same
cry he had heard before, and that it came fronsémee spot, somewhere in the
neighbourhood of the cottage.

Strangely enough, that fact reassured him. It migfter all, be a hodx
Unlikely as it seemed, the girl herself might bayphg a trick on him.

The girl was in the garden as usual. She looketthiggnorning, and when
he raised his cap to her, said good morning rasisty... She looked, he
thought, lovelier than ever.

“Nice day, isn't it?" Jack called out cheerily.

"Yes, indeed, it is lovely."

"Good for the garden, | expect?"

The girl smiled a little.

"Alas, no! For my flowers the rain is needed. Sbey are all dried up.
Monsieur is much better today, | can see. "
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Her encouraging tone annoyed Jack intensely.

"I'm perfectly well," he said irritably.

“That is good then," returned the girl quickly asabthingly.
Jack had the irritating feeling that she didn'idaat him.

He played a few more holes and hurried back tokasa

1]

As he ate it, he was conscious, not for the firsef of the close scrutiny
of a man who sat at the table next to him. He wasaa of middle-age, with a
powerful forceful face. He had a small dark beard @ery piercing grey eyes.
His name, Jack knew, was Lavington, and he hadihesgue rumoufsas to his
being a well-known medical specialist, but as Jaek not a frequenter of Har-
ley Street, the name had told little or nothindpitm.

But this morning he was very conscious of the qoietervation under
which he was being kept, and it frightened himtéeli Was his secret written
plainly in his face for all to see?

Jack shivered at the thought. Was it true? Wasallyrgoing mad? Was
the whole thing a hallucination, or was it a gigahibax?

And suddenly a very simple way of testing the sotubccurred to him.
He had hitherto been alone on the course. Suppasingeone else was with
him? Then one out of three things might happen. JItiee might be silent.
They might both hear it. Or — he only might hear it

That evening he proceeded to carry his plan irfeecefLavington was the
man he wanted with him. They fell into conversateasily enough—the older
man might have keen waiting for such an openingvds clear that for some
reason or other Jack interested him. The latterakésto come quite easily and
naturally to the suggestion that they might plajew holes together before
breakfast. The arrangement was made for the fatiguwiorning.

They started out a little before seven. It was rdegé day, still and cloud-
less, but not too warm. The doctor was playing wédick awfully. He kept
glancing at his watch.

The girl, as usual, was in the garden as they dastes did not look up as
they passed.

It was exactly twenty-five minutes past seven.

"If you didn't mind waiting a minute, " he said,tlink I'll have a smoke."

They paused a little while. Jack filled and lit thge with fingers that
trembled a little in spite of himself. An enormowsight seemed to have lifted
from his mind.

"Lord, what a good day it is," he remarked. "Go tayington, your
shot."

And then it came. Just at the very instant theatoets hitting. A wom-
an's voice, high and agonized.

"Murder — Help! Murder!"

The pipe fell from Jack's nerveless hand, as heetliround in the direc-
tion of the sound, and then, remembering, gazeatilessly at his companion.
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Lavington was looking down the course, shadingelyes.

He had heard nothing.

The world seemed to spin round with Jack. He tostep or two and fell.
When he recovered himself, he was lying on the mplp@nd Lavington was
bending over him.

“There, take it easy now, take it easy."

"What did | do?"

"You fainted, young man — or gave a very good try.a

"My God!" said Jack, and groaned.

"What's the trouble? Something on your mind?"

“I'll tell you in one minute, but I'd like to asloy something first."

The doctor lit his own pipe and settled himselftio@ bank. "Ask anything
you like," he said comfortably.

"You've been watching me for the last day or twoy®™h

Lavington's eyes twinkled a little.

"That's rather an awkward question. A cat can kiok king, you know. "

"Don't put me off. I'm earnest. Why was it? I'veital reason for asking. "

Lavington's face grew serious.

"I'll answer you quite honestly. | recognized iruyall the signs of a man
who is under acute strdjrand it intrigued me what that strain could be. "

"l can tell you that easily enough," said Jackebift "I'm going mad. "

He stopped dramatically, but as his statement didseem to arouse the
interest he expected, he repeated it.

"l tell you I'm going mad."

"Very curious," murmured Lavington. "Very curiousleed."

"| suppose that's all it does seem to you. Dodeesso damned callou¥"

"To begin with, although | have taken my degredo Inot practice medi-
cine. Strictly speaking, | am not a doctor — ndbator of the body, that it."

Jack looked at him keenly.

"Of the mind?"

"Yes, in a sense, but more truly | call myself &tdo of the soul."

"Oh!"

\Y,

"l see you do not quite believe me, and yet yogoktto come to terms
with the soul, you know, young man. | can assure that it really did strike me
as very curious that such a well-balanced and giyf@ormal young man as
yourself should suffer from the delusion that hes\gaing out of his mind. "

“I'm out of my mind, all right. Absolutely mad."

“You will forgive me for saying so, but | don't lmle it."

"l suffer from delusions."

"After dinner?"

“No, in the morning."
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"Can't be done," said the doctor,

"l tell you | hear things that no one else hears."

“It's quite possible that the delusions of to-dagyrnbe the proved scien-
tific facts of to-morrow."

In spite of himself, Lavington's matter-of-fact m@&n was having its ef-
fect upon Jack. He felt awfully cheered. The dottoked at him attentively for
a minute or two and then nodded.

“That's better," he said. "The trouble with you ggdellows is that you're
SO sure nothing can exist outside your own philagagpat you get the wind up
when something occurs that may change your opinietis hear your grounds
for believing that you're going mad, and we'll diecwhether or not to lock you
up afterwards. "

As faithfully as he could, Jack told the whole ssrf occurrences.

"But what | can't understand," he ended, "is whyg thorning it should
come at half past seven — five minutes Late."

Lavington thought for a minute or two. Then —

"What's the time now by your watch?" he asked.

"Quarter to eight," replied Jack, consulting it.

"That's simple enough, then. Mine says twenty ghtei

Your watch is five minutes fast. That's a very iagting and important
point—to me. In fact, it's invaluable.’

"In what way?"

Jack was beginning to get interested.

"Well, the obvious explanation is that on the finsbrning you did hear
some such cry—may have been a joke, may not. Oriotleaving mornings,
you suggestioned yoursElfo hear it at exactly the same time."

“I'm sure | didn't."

"Not consciously, of course, but the subconscious plays us somayfun
tricks, you know. If it were a case of suggestipo would have heard the cry
at twenty-five minutes past seven by your watchy gau could never have
heard it when the time, as you thought, was past.”

"Well, then?"

"Well — it's obvious, isn't it? This cry for helgaupies a perfectly definite
place and time in space. "

"Yes, but why should | be the one to hear it? |'dbelieve in ghosts,
spirits®, and all the rest of it. Why should | hear the daththing?"

"Ah! That we can't tell at present. Some people a® hear things that
other people don't — we don't know why. Some daydoubt, we shall know
why you hear this thing and | and the girl don't."

"But what am | going to do?" asked Jack.

"Well, my young friend, you are going to have a ddweakfast and get
off to the city without worrying your head furthabout things you don't under-
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stand. I, on the other hand, am going to look abaud see what | can find out
about that cottage back there. That's where théemyysenters."

Jack rose to his feet.

"Right, sir, I'm on, but | say —"

"Yes?"

Jack flushed awkwardly.

"“I'm sure the girl's all right," he muttered.

Lavington looked amused.

"You didn't tell me she was a pretty girl! Well,edr up, | think the mys-
tery started before her time."

\Y

Jack arrived home. Now he believed Lavington cotepte

He found his new friend waiting for him in the halhen he came down
for dinner, and the doctor suggested that they ldhdine together at the same
table.

"Any news, sir?" asked Jack anxiously.

"I've collected the life history of Heather Cottageright. It was tenanted
first by an old gardener and his wife. The old rdaed, and the old woman went
to her daughter. Then a builder got it, and modeahit with great success, sell-
Ing it to a city gentleman who used it for week-2mélbout a year ago, he sold it
to some people called Turner—Mr. and Mrs. Turndreyl seem to have been
rather a curious couple from all | can make'bdthey lived very quietly, seeing
no one, and hardly ever going outside the cottagdemn. The local rumour goes
that they were afraid of something. And then sutldene day they departed
and never came back. The agents here got a lettarMir. Turner, written from
London, instructing him to sell up the place ashlyi as possible. The furniture
was sold off, and the house itself was sold. Thepfgewho have it now are a
French professor and his daughter. They have lbesa just ten days. "

Jack digested this in silence.

"l don't see that that gets us anywhere," he ddaka

"Do you?"

"l rather want to know more about the Turners,'tdaavington quietly.
"They left very early in the morning, you rememb#&s. far as | can make out,
nobody actually saw them go. Mr. Turner has beem sence—»but | can't find
anybody who has seen Mrs. Turner. "

Jack paled.

"It can't be — you don't mean —"

"Don't excite yourself, young man. Let us drop subject — for to-night
at least," he suggested.

Jack agreed readily enough, but did not find ieasy to vanish the sub-
ject from his own mind.
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During the week-end, he made inquiffesf his own, but succeeded in
getting little more than the doctor had done. Heé definitely given up playing
golf before breakfast.

On getting back one day, Jack was informed thaiumg lady was wait-
ing to see him. To his surprise it proved to begiieof the garden—the pansy
girl, as he always called her in his own mind. 8@ very nervous and con-
fused.

"You will forgive me, Monsieur, for coming to se®uy like this? But
there is something | want to tell you — | -"

She looked round uncertainly.

"Come in here," said Jack.

"Now, sit down, Miss, Miss —"

"Marchaud, Monsieur. Felise Marchaud."

"Sit down, Mademoiselle Marchaud, and tell me bbat it."

Felise sat down obediently. She was dressed inglagn to-day, and the
beauty and charm of the proud little face was nerglent than ever. Jack's
heart beat faster as he sat down beside her.

"It is like this," explained Felise. "We have bd®re but a short time, and
from the beginning we hear the house — our so slitBethouse — is haunt&d
No servant will stay in it.

This talk of ghosts, | think it is all folfy — that is until four days ago.
Monsieur, four nights running, | have had the sameam. A lady stands there —
she is beautiful, tall and very fair. In her hastie holds a blue china jar. She is
distressed — very distressed, and continually skildshout her jar to me, as
though asking me to do something with it. But dfaShe cannot speak, and | —
| do not know what she asks. That was the dreanthfoffirst two nights — but
the night before last, there was more of it. Shebthe blue jar faded aw&y and
suddenly | heard her voice crying out—I know iher voice, you understand —
and, oh! Monsieur, the words she says are thosesgoke to me that morning.
"Murder — Help! Murder!" | awoke in terror. | say tmyself — it is a nightmaf®
the words you heard are an accident. But last nightiream came again. Mon-
sieur, what is it? You too have heard. What shallde?"

Felise's face was terrified. Her small hands clddphemselves together,
and she gazed at Jack. The latter pretended tcchdok

"That's all right, Mademoiselle Marchaud. You mtsworry. | tell you
what I'd like you to do, if you don't mind, repéhé whole story to a friend of
mine who is staying here, a Dr. Lavington."

Felise showed her willingness, and Jack went offdarch of Lavington.
He returned with him a few minutes later.

VI
Lavington gave the girl a keen scrutiny as he askadged Jack's hurried
introductions. With a few reassuring words, he sponthe girl at her ease, and
he, in his turn, listened attentively to her story.
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"Very curious," he said, when she had finishedouYhave told your fa-
ther of this?"

Felise shook her head.

"I have not liked to worry him. He is very ill dtil- her eyes filled with
tears—"l keep from him anything that might exciteagitate him. "

"l understand," said Lavington kindly. "And | amagl you came to us,
Mademoiselle Marchaud. Hartington here, as you knbad an experience
something similar to yours. | think | may say tka are well on the track now.
There is nothing else that you can think of?"

Felise gave a quick movement.

"Of course! How stupid | am. It is the point of tiadole story. Look,
Monsieur, at what | found at the back of one of tupboards where it had
slipped behind the shelf. "

She held out to them a dirty piece of drawing-papewhich was made in
water colours a sketch of a woman. It was a meegchk but the likeness was
probably good enough. She was standing by a tabletoch was standing a
blue china jar.

"l only found it this morning, " explained Felis&onsieur le doctour,
that is the face of the woman | saw in my dreand, tuat is the identical blue
jar. "

"Extraordinary, " commented Lavington. "The keytle mystery is evi-
dently the blue jar. It looks like a Chinese jarnte, probably an old one. It
seems to have a curious raised pattern over it. "

"It is Chinese," declared Jack. "I have seen armtgxaimilar one in my
uncle's collection—he is a great collector of Ceaeorcelain, you know, and |
remember noticing a jar just like this a short tiag®. "

"The Chinese jar, " mused Lavington. He remainedraute or two lost in
thought, then raised his head suddenly, a curighs $hining in his eyes. "Har-
tington, how long has your uncle had that jar?"

"How long? | really don't know."

“Think. Did he buy it lately?"

"l don't know—yes, | believe he did."

“Less than two months ago? The Turners left Hea@twtage just two
months ago. "

"Yes, | believe it was."

"Your uncle attends country sales sometimes?"

"He always goes to sales."

“Then there is a probability that he bought thigtipalar piece of porce-
lain at the sale of the Turners' things. A curigoghcidence. Hartington, you
must find out from your uncle at once where he Inbtigis jar."

Jack's face fell.

“I'm afraid that's impossible. Uncle George is awaythe Continent. |
don't even know where to write to him."
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"How long will he be away?"

"Three weeks to a month at least."

There was a silence. Felise sat looking anxiousiynfone man to the
other.

"Is there nothing that we can do?" she asked.

"Yes, there is one thing," said Lavington. "It iIsusual, perhaps, but | be-
lieve that it will succeed. Hartington, you must d¢®@ld of that jar. Bring it
down here, and, if Mademoiselle permits, we wikisg a night in Heather Cot-
tage, taking the blue jar with us."

"What do you think will happen?" Jack asked ungasil

"l have not the slightest idea — but | honestlydyad

that the mystery will be solved.

Felise clasped her hands. "It is a wonderful idsh¢' exclaimed.

Her eyes were alight with enthusiasm. Jack didf@eltnearly so enthusi-
astic—in fact, he was afraid of it, but nothing wbhave forced him to admit
the fact before Felise. The doctor acted as thdugjlsuggestion were the most
natural one in the world.

"When can you get the jar?" asked Felise, turtontack.

“To-morrow," said the latter, unwillingly.

He went to his uncle's house the following everang took away the jar
in question. He was more than ever convinced wleegaw it again that it was
the identical one pictured in the water colour sket

It was eleven o'clock when he and Lavington arrisetHeather Cottage.
Felise was on the look-out for them, and openeditue softly before they had
time to knock.

"Come in," she whispered. "My father is asleep aipst and we must not
wake him. | have made coffee for you in here. "

She led the way into a small cosy sitting-room.

Jack unwrapped the Chinese jar. Felise gasped a&yée fell on it.

"But yes, but yes," she cried eagerly. "That is litweuld know it any-
where. "

Meanwhile Lavington was making his own preparatidiis removed all
the things from a small table and set it in the digdof the room. Round it he
placed three chairs. Then, taking the blue jar fdatck, he placed it in the center
of the table.

"Now," he said, "we are ready. Turn off the lighaad let us sit round the
table in the darkness. "

The others obeyed him. Lavington's voice spokeragai of the darkness.

"Think of nothing — or of everything. Do not fortdee mind. It is possible
that one of us has mediumistic powers. If so, geason will go into a trance.
Remember, there is nothing to fear. Cast outfdeom your hearts, and drift —
drift —"
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It was not fear that Jack felt — it was panic. Aredwas almost certain that
Felise felt the same way. Suddenly he heard heeytw and terrified.

"Something terrible is going to happen. | feel it."

"Cast out fear," said Lavington. "Do not fight agstithe influence."

The darkness seemed to get, darker and the sileace acute. And near-
er and nearer came that indefinable sense of menace

Jack felt himself choking — stifling — the evil tigi was very near. —

And then the moment of conflict passed. He wagidgf drifting down
stream — his lids closed — peace — darkness...

Vi

Jack stirred slightf?. His head was heavy — heavy as lead. Where was
he?

Sunshine... birds... He lay staring up at the sky.

Then it all came back to him. The little sittingera. Felise and the doc-
tor. What had happened?

He sat up and looked round him. He was lying notfi@am the cottage.
No one else was near him. He took out his watchhiScsurprise it registered
half past twelve.

Jack struggled to his fédtand ran as fast as he could in the direction of
the cottage. They must have been alarmed by Higrdaio come cut of the
trance, and carried him out into the open air.

Arrived at the cottage, he knocked loudly on therd®ut there was no
answer, and no signs of life about it. They mustehgone off to get help. Or
else — Jack felt an indefinable fear invade hima¥\ad happened last night?

He made his way back to the haislquickly as possible. He was about to
make some inquiries at the office, when he got lassal punch in the ribs
which nearly knocked him off his feet Turning inns® indignation, he saw a
white-haired old gentleman merrily laughing

"Didn't expect me, my boy Didn't expect me, heyaltighis individual.

"Why, Uncle George, | thought you were miles awayt Haly some-
where."

"Ah! but | wasn't. Landed at Dover last night. Tgbti I'd motor up to
town and stop here to see you on the way. And whdt| find. Out all night,
hey? Nice goings on" "Uncle George," Jack checked firmly. "I've got the
most extraordinary story to tell you. | dare say yn't believe it."

"l dare say | shan't, " laughed the old man. "Buydur best, my boy."

"But | must have something to eat," continued Jatk. hungry."

He led the way to the dining-room, and over a sufisl meal, he told
the whole story.

"And God knows what's become of them," he ended.

His uncle seemed on the verge of apoptéxy
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“The jar," he managed to cry out at last. "THE BLUER! What's be-
come of that?"

Jack stared at him without understanding, but utldertorrent of words
that followed he began to understand.

It came with a rush: "Worth ten thousand pound$east — offer from
Hoggenheimer, the American millionaire — only orfate kind in the world —
what have you done with my BLUE JAR?"

Jack rushed from the room. He must find Lavingfbine young lady at
the office eyed him coldly.

"Dr. Lavington left late last night — by motor. et a note for you."

Jack, tore it open. It was short and to the point.

‘My Dear Young Friend,

Is the day of the supernatural over? Kindest regémaim Felise, invalid
father, and myself. We have twelve hours startctvis quite enough.

Yours ever,

Ambrose Lavington,

Doctor of the Soul’

NOTES:

! lopped drive -#enpasuibHEIi yaap (B rombde);

? petrified —8 orenenenny;

® course -371. TUIOLIA/IKa JIJIsl UTPBI B TONIb(;

* shrank back from him ernpsinyna;

> shellshock «ouTy3ns;

® delusion —ramonMHAIHMS;

" hoax —o6MmaH, Iy TKA,

® rumours —enyxu;

® acute strain enIpHOE HATPSKEHHE,

% damned callous sepToBckH Ge3IyIIHEI;

E you suggestioned yourselbst yGemn cebs;
not consciously-Hoac03HATENBHO;

13 spirits —ayxu;

¥ from all | can make ouUt HaCKOIBKO 5 TOHUMAIO]

% inquiries —cmpask;

'8 folly — rymocts;

7 the house is haunteds-ome xuBer PUBHJICHUE,

'8 Alas! —VBpr!

19 faded away -pacrasi;

29 hightmare —«orumap;

2L Cast out fear e16pocsTe cTpax;

22 stirred slightly —enerka mormeBesnmics;

23 struggled to his feet e-rpynom mogssuIcs;

24 on the verge of apoplexysa rpasu yaapa.
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Comprehension:

1) What happened to Jack Hartington one morning?

2) Why was the young man afraid that he was gettingZma

3) 3) Whom did he make acquaintance with?

4) Why did he fully trust Lavington?

5) Why did Felise come to Jack one day and what dedalhhim about?
6) In what way was the blue jar connected with hery&to

7) What happened at night?

8) Who revealed the truth to Jack Kartington?

THE FLOCK OF GERYON !
A. Christie

I

"l really apologize for bothering you, M. Poirot."

Miss Carnaby leaned forward, looking anxiously iftoirot's face. She
said: "You do remember me, don't you?"

Hercule Poirot smiled. He said: "I remember yowas of the most suc-
cessful criminals thdthave ever met."

"Oh dear me, M. Poirot, must you really say suahgs$? You were so
kind to me. Emily and | often talk about you, ahave see anything about you
in the paper we cut it out at once. As for Augustue have taught him a new
trick. We say, "Die for M. Hercule Poirot, " and bees down and, lies like a
log."

“I'm gratified, " said Poirot. "He is so clever. Bwhat has brought you
here, Miss Carnaby?"

Miss Carnaby's nice round face grew worried and &k said: "Oh
M. Poirot, | was going to consult you. | have be@xious lately about a friend
of mine. Of course, you may say it is all an olddisafancy — just imagination."

"l do not think you would imagine things, Miss Caby. Tell me what
worries you."

"Weil, | have a friend, a very dear friend, thoughave not seen very
much of her lately. Her name is Emmeline Clegg. Biagried a man and he
died a few years ago leaving her a big sum of mo&éne was unhappy and
lonely after his death and | am afraid she is imsavays a rather foolish wom-
an. Religion, M. Poirot, can be a great help angso&tion — but not these odd
sects there are so many around. They have a kiathofional appeal but some-
times | have very grave doubts as to whether taerany true religious feelings
behind them at all. "

"You think your friend has become a victim of atsacthis kind?"

"| do. Oh! | certainly do. The Flock of the ShepheT they call them-
selves. Their headquarters is in Devonshire —a loeely estate by the sea. The
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whole sect centers round the head of the movernteatGreat Shepherd, he is
called. A Dr. Andersen. A very handsome man, ldwvai"

"Which is attractive to the women, yes?"

"l am afraid so, " Miss Carnaby sighed.

"Are the members of the sect mostly women?"

"At least three quarters of them. | think, It isompthe women that the suc-
cess of the movement depends and— and on the foegsupply. "

"Ah," said Poirot. "Now | see. Frankly, you thinket whole thing is a
ramp?"

"Frankly, M. Poirot, | do. And another thing wossiene. | know that my
poor friend is so devoted to this religion that slas recently made a will leav-
ing all her property to the movement. What realbrres me is —"

"Yes —go on —"

"Several very rich women have been among the desota the last year
three of them have died."

"Leaving all their money to this sect?"

"Yes."

Poirot nodded thoughtfully. Miss Carnaby hurried on

"Of course I've no right to suggest anything atlbm what | have been
able to find out, there was nothing wrong about ahthese deaths. One, | be-
live, was pneumonia following influenza and anothas attributed to gastric
ulcer. There were absolutely no suspicious circantw#s and the deaths did not
take place in Devonshire, but at their own homa® ho doubt it is quite all
right, but all the same — | —well —I shouldn't liaeything to happen to Emmie."

Poirot was silent for some minutes. Then he said:

"Will you give me, or will you find out for me, theames and addresses
of these members of the sect who have recently?tlied

"Yes indeed, M. Poirot."

Poirot said slowly:

"Mademoiselle, | think you are a woman of greatrage and determina-
tion. Will you be able to do a piece of work thadyrbe associated with consid-
erable danger?"

"l should like nothing better," said the adventiwddiss Carnaby.

Poirot said warningly:

"If there is a risk at all, it will be a great or¥ou understand — either this
is all a mare's nesor it is serious. To find out which it is, it wile necessary
for you yourself to become a member of the Greatlel You'll pretend to be a
rich woman with no definite aim in life. You'll allv your friend Emmeline to
persuade you to go down to Devonshire. And therewil fall a victim to the
magnetic power of Dr. Andersen. | think | can ledvat to you?"

Miss Carnaby smiled modestly. She murmured:

"l think | can manage that all right."

118



1

"Well, my friend, what have you got for me? Haveauyearned anything
about this Dr. Andersen?"

Chief Inspector Japp looked thoughtfully at Poitdé said: "I've looked
up Dr. Andersen's past history. He was a promisimgmist but was expelled
from some German University. He was always keernhenstudy of Oriental
Myths and Religions and has written various artiacda the subject — some of
the articles sound pretty crazy to me. "

"So it is possible that he is a genuine fanatic?"

"It seems quite likely."

"What about those names and addresses | gave you?"

"Nothing suspicious there. Miss Everitte died ofewhtive colitis. Mrs.
Lloyd died of pneumonia. Lady Western died of tudwsis. Had suffered from
it many years ago. Miss Lee died of typhoid somewle the north of England.
There is nothing to connect these deaths with tteaiG-lock or with Andersen's
place down in Devonshire. Must be no more thanaidence."

Hercule Poirot sighed. He said:

"And yet, mon cher, | have a feeling that this Bndersen is the Monster
Geryon whom it is my mission to destroy."

* * *

Hercule Poirot said:

"You must obey my instructions very carefully, Mi€arnaby. You un-
derstand?"

"Oh yes, Mr. Poirot. You may rely on me. "

"You have spoken of your intention to benefit tleet8"

"Yes, Mr. Poirot, | spoke to the Master — excuse todr. Andersen, my-
self. | told him very emotionally how | had comeFRtock and remained to be-
lieve. Really it seemed quite natural to say adisththings. Dr. Andersen, you
know, has a lot of magnetic charm. "

"So | think," said Hercule Poirot dryly.

"His manner was most convincing. One really fe@lsdbesn't care about
money at all." Give what you can," he said smilifigdoes not matter. You are
one of the Flock just the same." "Oh, Dr. Anderséraid, "I am not poor at all.
" And then | explained that | had inherited a cdesable amount of money from
a distant relative and that | wanted to leave inwaily all | had to the Brother-
hood. | explained that | had no near relatives."

"And he accepted the gift?"

"He was very indifferent about it. Said it would l&any long years before
| died, that he could tell I had a long life of joyfront of me. He really speaks
most movingly. "

"So it seems."

Poirot's tone was dry. He went on:

"You mentioned your health?"
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"Yes, Mr. Poirot, | told him | had lung trouble aingh why it is necessary
for me to say that | am ill when my lungs are asnsbas a bell | really cannot
see."”

"Be sure it is necessary. You mentioned your frignd

"Yes. | told him strictly confidentially that de&mmeline, besides the
fortune she had inherited from her husband, wonlkeiit an even larger sum
shortly from an aunt who was deeply attached to'her

"Good. That must keep Mrs. Clegg safe for some.time

"Oh, Mr. Poirot, do you really think there is anyitp wrong?"

"That is what | am going to find out. Have you naetMr. Cole at the
Sanctuary?"

"There was a Mr. Cole there last time | went dowevonshire. A most
extraordinary man. He wears grass-green shortssatsinothing but cabbage.
He is a very ardent believer. "

"All progresses well — | make you my complimentstba work you have
done — all is now set for the Autumn Festival."

[

On the afternoon preceding the Festival Miss Carmaét Hercule Poirot
in a small restaurant. Miss Carnaby was flushedeamsh more breathless than
usual.

Poirot asked several questions to which she rem@y "yes" or "no".
Then he said: "Good. You know what you have to do?"

There was a moment's pause before Miss Carnabyirsaidrather odd
voice:

"l know what you told me, Mr. Poirot."

"Very good."

Then Amy Carnaby said clearly and distinctly:

"But | am not going to do it."

Hercule Poirot stared at her. Miss Carnaby rodeetdeet. Her voice was
fast and hysterical.

"You sent me here to spy on Dr. Andersen. You sttsgenhim of all sorts
of things. But he is a wonderful man — a great Teacl believe in him heart
and soul. And | am not going to do your spying warly more, M. Poirot. | am
one of the Sheep of the Shepherd. And I'll payrigritea myself."

With these words Miss Carnaby threw down one sigliand rushed out
of the restaurant.

The waitress had to ask him twice before Poirdized that she was giv-
ing him the bill. He met the curious stare of arriendly looking man at the
next table, flushed, paid the bill and went out.

* * *

The Sheep were assembled for the traditional fastiv
The Festival took place in the white concrete bagccalled by the Sheep
the Sacred Fold. Here the devotees assembledgt@ielthe setting of the sun.
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They wore sheep-skin cloaks and had sandals on fiaeti. Their arms were
bare. In the center of the Fold on a raised platfstood Dr. Andersen. The big
man, golden-haired and blue-eyed, with his fairtéeand handsome profile had
never seemed more magnificent. He was dressedyreem robe and carried a
shepherd's crook of gold.

The ritual questions and answers had been chanted.

Then the Great Shepherd said:

"Are you prepared for the Sacrament?"

"We are."

"Shut your eyes and hold out your right arm. "

The crowd obediently shut their eyes. Miss Carnddeythe rest held her
arm out in front of her. The Great Shepherd, macgnt in his green robe,
moved along the waiting lines... He stood by Missr@aby. His hands touched
her arm. _

"No, you won't do it!"

Mr. Cole aided by another devotee grasped the bénlde Great Shep-
herd who was struggling to get himself free. Inidaprofessional tones, the
former Mr. Cole was saying: "Dr. Andersen, | hawseha warrant for your ar-
rest.”

There were other figures now at the door of theepheold — blue uni-
formed figures.

Someone cried, "It's the police. They're taking Mester away. They're
taking the Master..."

Everyone was shocked — horrified... To them theaG&hepherd was a
martyr, suffering, as all great teachers, fromigm®orance and persecution of the
outside world.

Meanwhile Detective Inspector Cole was carefullghiag up the syringe
that had fallen from the Great Shepherd's hand.

\Y;

"My brave colleague!"

Poirot shook Miss Carnaby warmly by the hand aricbduced her to
Chief Inspector Japp.

"First class work, Miss Carnaby," said Chief Indpedapp. "We couldn't
have done it without you. "

"Oh dear!" Miss Carnaby was flattered. "It's sodkof you to say so. And
I'm afraid, that I've really enjoyed it all. Theagement, you know, and playing
my part. | really felt | was one of those foolislowen."

“That's where your success lay," said Japp. "Yorewery genuine. Oth-
erwise you wouldn't have been hypnotized by thattigman. He's a pretty
smart scoundrel. "

Miss Carnaby turned to Poirot.

"That was a terrible moment in the restaurantdhiliknow what to do. It
was such a shock. Just when we had been talkinfideatially | saw in the
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glass that Lipscomb, who keeps the Lodge of thetBany,* was sitting at the

table behind me. | don't know now if it was an deait or if he had actually fol-
lowed me. | had to do the best I could in thisatitan and hope that you would
understand. "

Poirot smiled.

"l did understand. There was only one person gittiear enough to over-
hear anything we said and as soon as | left thauemt | followed him. He
went straight back to the Sanctuary. So | undedstbat | could rely on you and
that you would not let me down—but | was afraid dese it increased the dan-
ger for you."

"Was — was there really danger? What was therearsyringe?"

Japp said: "Will you explain or shall 1?"

Poirot said gravely:

"Mademoiselle, this Dr. Andersen devised a schefmexploitation and
murder — scientific murder. Most of his life hashespent in bacteriological re-
search. Under a different name he has a chemigafdsory in Sheffield. There
he makes cultures of various bacilli. It was hiagbice at the Festivals to inject
into his followers a small but sufficient dose adrdabis Indica — which is also
known by the name of Hashish. It gives the sensaifogreat and pleasurable
enjoyment. It bound his devotees to him. These weeeSpiritual Joys that he
promised them. "

"Most remarkable," said Miss Carnaby. "Really a tresnarkable sensa-
tion."

Hercule Poirot nodded.

"That was the secret of his popularity — a domngatpersonality, the
power of creating mass hysteria and the reactiooduged by this drug. But he
had a second aim in view."

"Lonely women made wills leaving their money to thelt. One by one,
these women died. Without being too technical |t to explain. It is possible
to make intensified cultures of certain bacteriae Dacillus Coli Communis, for
instance, is the cause of ulcerative colitis. TygHhmacilli can be introduced into
the system. So can the Pneumococcus. You reakzelé&verness of the man?
These deaths would occur in different parts ofaentry, with different doctors
attending them and without any risk of arousingpstisn.

"He's a deuvil, if there ever was one," said Chiefplector Japp.

Poirot went on.

"By my orders, you told him that you suffered fraaberculosis. There
was a tuberculin in the syringe when Cole arrestiedl. It is harmless to a
healthy person but stimulates any old tuberculsiofeinto activity. Since you
were a healthy person it would not have harmed tft,is why | asked you to
tell him you had suffered from a tubercular troublevas afraid that even now
he might choose some other germ, but | respected gaurage and | had to let
you take the risk."
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"Oh, that's all right,” said Miss Carnaby brightly.don't mind taking
risks. I'm only frightened of bulls in fields ankirigs like that. But have you
enough evidence to convict this dreadful person?"

Japp grinned. "Plenty of evidence." he said. "Wegothis laboratory and
his cultures and the whole equipment.”

Poirot said:

"It is possible, | think, that he has committeaad line of murders. "

Miss Carnaby sighed.

"l was thinking," she said, "of a marvelous dreammad. | arranged the
whole world so beautifully! No wars, no poverty, diseases, no cruelty..."

"It must have been a fine dream," said Japp enljious

Miss Carnaby jumped up. She said:

"I must get home. Emily has been so anxious. Anar deugustus has
been missing me terribly, | hear."

Hercule Poirot said with a smile:

"He was afraid, perhaps, that like him, you werangdo 'die for Hercule
Poirot'!"

NOTES:

' "The Flock of Geryon" —Crazmo I'epuona”. Mud o tom, kak I'epaki mo-
Oequn BenukaHa ['epuoHa u yBen ero crajo;

% The Flock of the ShepherdCzazo [acryxa;

® a mare's nest -6pex cHBOit KOOBLIBL'";

* who keeps the Lodge of the Sanctuarnp#spaTHuk cBATHINIIA.

Comprehension:

1) What did Miss Carnaby tell Poirot about her frigidmeline Clegg?

2) What was it that worried Miss Carnaby most?

3) What was Poirot's plan?

4) Why did Miss Carnaby behave in such a way whenvehe sitting
with Poirot in the restaurant?

5) What was the real secret of the Great Shepherd?

6) Why did Poirot call his murders scientific murders?
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