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BBEJAEHHUE

[enp yueOHOTro Kypca MHTEPHPETALUUA TEKCTa COCTOUT B TOM, YTOObI HAY4YUTh
CTYJICHTOB M3BJIEKATh M aHAJU3UPOBATH MHOTOYPOBHEBYIO MH(OpPMAIIUIO AUCKYpCa,
YTO TIOMOTAeT €ro 0oJiee MOJTHOMY BOCIIPUSTHIO M MCTOJIKOBAHHUIO, a TAK)XXE CIOCO0-
CTBYET COBEPILICHCTBOBAHUIO SI3bIKOBBIX KOMIIETECHIINMN.

Hamr unTepec cokycupoBaH B OCHOBHOM Ha XYJI0’KECTBEHHOM CJIOBE, UTO Ja-
€T BO3MOXHOCTh TTO3HAKOMHUTH OOYYaIOIIUXCSI CO BCEM CIEKTPOM (PYHKIIMOHAIBHBIX
U CTUJIMCTUYECKUX SI3BIKOBBIX (pOpM B HamboJiee KOHIECHTPUPOBAHHOM HX BBIpaxe-
HuU. [[pyrue »kaHpOBbIE CTUJIM TUCbMEHHON U YCTHOM pEeYd MPEICTABICHBI JIMIIb KaK
00pasiipl, KOTOPHIE MO3BOJIIOT 0O3HAKOMHUTBCS C OCOOCHHOCTSMU HAYYHOTO U MyOIH-
LACTHYECKOTO CTUJIAA, & TAKXKE C SI3BIKOM TOJ3UU.

VY UCTOKOB MHTEPIPETALMU CTOsAJIa TePMEHEBTUKA (MCTOIKOBAaHUE OUOIEHCKIX
U JIPEBHHUX TEKCTOB), 3aTEM AHAJIMTHYECKOE WM OOBSICHUTEIBHOE UYTEHHE, OCHOBBI
KOTOpOTO pa3padarbiBall, B yacTHOCTH, JI.H. TosicToit B roAbl yBICUEHHO Tearoru-
YEeCKOM JeSATENIbHOCTH, pab0Tasi ¢ KPECThIHCKUMU AETbMHU B SICHOIOJITHCKOM IIIKOJIE.

[ToTHOUEHHBIN XY0KECTBEHHBIM TEKCT MHOTOCJIOEH U MHOTO()YHKIIMOHAJIEH,
OH HECET HE TOJIBKO CIOKETHYIO, HO U KYJIbTYPHYIO, JINHTBUCTUYECKYIO U JIUTEPATY -
HO-XYZI0’)KECTBEHHYIO MH(OPMAIINIO, TO3TOMY €r0 M3Y4eHHE OCHOBAHO KaK Ha TOpH-
30HTAJIBHOM, TaK M Ha BEPTUKAJIbHOM NPOYTEHHH. OTEUECTBEHHBIE AHTJIUCTHI pa3pa-
0aTBHIBAIOT OCHOBHBIE BOIIPOCHI MHTEPIPETALIMH TEKCTA B TECHOM B3aUMOCBA3H C MIPO-
OJleMaMu CTUJIMCTUKH, UCTOPUM U TEOPUU JIUTEPATYyphl, JIMHIBOCTpaHOBeAEeHUA. Tak,
(punonoruueckoMy MojaAxXoly K MHTEpIpEeTal XyJ0’KECTBEHHBIX TEKCTOB MOCBsIIIIE-
Hbl pabotel U.B. Apnonba, U.B. I'to66ener, B.A. Kyxapenko, H.®. IleneBunoii u
JOPYTUX BUJIHBIX YUEHBIX.

N3ydyeHne ux TpynoB, a Takke COOCTBEHHbIE MCCIEIOBaHUs B ATOM oOiactu
MO3BOJIWJIM HaM OOOOIIMTH pPe3yJbTaThl MPAKTUYECKON pabOThl MO MPENnoJAaBaHUIO
JAHHOW JUCUUIUIMHBI B CTYJI€HYECKOM ayJJMTOPUH U MPEICTABUTh UX B pPaMKax JIaH-
HOTO Y4eOHOT0 MoCcoOus.

[lepBas yacTh mMocoOuUs BKIIIOYAET B ce€0sl KpPATKHI OYEPK MO OCHOBAM HMHTEP-
OpeTaluy TEeKCTa, HEOOJBIION CIoBaph JUTEPATYPOBEAUECKUX TEPMHHOB, a TAKXKE
o0pasipl JUCKYPCOB, OTPAXKAIOIINX Pa3InYHble (DYHKIIMOHAIBHBIE CTUIN aHTIMHCKO-
ro si3bika. PazpaboTaH M NPOJIEMOHCTPUPOBAH 00pa3ell aHATUTHUYECKON pabOThI C
XYJI0KECTBEHHBIM TEKCTOM.

Bo BTOpOI1 yacTu mocoOust MpeACTaBIICH Psii OPUTHHAIBHBIX XY10KECTBEHHBIX
OTPBIBKOB C KOMMEHTAPHUSIMHU JJIsI CAMOCTOSITENIbHON M ayAUTOPHON paboThl. B MeTo-
JTUYECKUX PEKOMEHJIAlMAX HaMedeHbl pa3HooOpa3Hble BUIbI PabOThl C TEKCTaMH,
IIPEAINONIAraloIed BBICTPAUBaTh CUCTEMY MEXKIIPEAMETHBIX CBA3EH JTUHIBUCTHUECKUX
JTVCLHUTLINH.

[TocoOue mpeaHazHAYEHO JJISl M3YyYAIONIMX AHTJIMHCKUNA A3BIK B Ka4€CTBE OC-
HOBHOW WJIM JONOJHUTEIBHOM CIEeNHaIbHOCTU MO MPOrpamMMe BBICIIETO YyYEOHOTO
3aBEJICHUS.



YACTbD I.
OCHOBHBIE TAPAMETPBI U3YUYEHUSA JUCKYPCA

[Tox AuCKypcOM MOHUMAIOT 3aBEPIICHHBIA B CMBICIOBOM U CTPYKTYPHOM
OTHOIIIEHWU OTPBIBOK M3 TEKCTA WJIM OTIEIbHBIN TEKCT. ECIM 3HAaKOMCTBO C
HUM Ha POJHOM SI3BIKE MOXXET UATH MOMYTHO C U3yYCHUEM JIMHTBOCTUIINCTHY G-
CKHUX OCOOCHHOCTEH, TO MHOS3BIYHBIA MaTepHall, KaK MpaBUIIO, TPeOyeT IBYX-
CTYIIEHYATOr0 TIOJIX0JIa: CHAayaJia CYUTHIBAHWE CIOKETHON mMH(popmarmu, a 3a-
TeM oOpalleHue K aHaau3y opMbl U criocoda ee moJaaun aBTOpoM. ITO TpeOy-
€T HE TOJIbKO BIJIAJICHUS MHOCTPAHHBIM SI3BIKOM, HO M JIOCTATOYHO OOIIMPHBIX
TEOPETUUCCKUX 3HAHUU B 00JIACTH TUTEPATYPOBEICHUS U CTUITUCTUKH.

WMs aBTOpa TeKCTa OOBIYHO KOMMEHTHUPYETCS KpaTKO, HauyWHasi ¢ CO00-
IICHUS, KAaKYI0 dII0XY W aHTJIOSA3BIYHYIO CTPaHy OH MPEJCTABIISACT, YTO €IIe UM
HAIMCaHO, ¥ KaKO€ MECTO 3aHUMAET B €r0 TBOPUECTBE MPOU3BEICHUE, OTPHIBOK
U3 KOTOporo aHaiusupyetcs. [lepexons k aHanu3y TEKCTa, KOMMEHTHUPYETCS
ero HazBaHue (U >nurpad Npu ero HAIMYUH), KAHP JIUTEPATYpPbl, KOTOPHIA OH
MIPEICTABIISIET, BBIJICTSACTCA TeMa U UJIes] COYMHEHHUS, KPAaTKO XapaKTepU3yeTcs
CIOJKET, KOTOPBI HEOOXOAMMO yBS3aTh C BAXHEHIIIMMHU OCOOCHHOCTSIMHU KOM-
MO3WIIUHA TPOU3BEACHHUSI M €ro MOBECTBOBATEIBHOM (OPMBI. XapaKTepUCTHKA
TJIABHBIX TE€POEB JOJKHA ONMUPAThCS KaK HA aBTOPCKYIO TMO3WIIMIO, TaK M Ha
cOoOCTBEHHBIC BBIBOJIBI, BO3HUKAIONINE B IMPOIECCE aHaau3a JCHCTBHUS OCHOB-
HBIX TiepcoHaker. He cnemyer 3a0biBaTh 00 MX MOPTPETHBIX M PEUYEBBIX OCO-
OCHHOCTSIX MEePCOHAXEH, KOTOPBIE MPUCYTCTBYET B TEKCTE JMOO MOApa3yMeBa-
IOTCSI aBTOPOM HMMIUTMIIUTHO, (POPMUPYS Y UMTATENsT OMPEAeIEHHOE TTPEACTaB-
JICHUE O TePOsIX aHATU3UPYEMOTO XYI0KECTBEHHOTO TUCKYPCa.



|. CXEMA MAKPOAHAJIN3A IMCKYPCA

ABTOp, KpaTKHC CBCIACHUA O HCM

!

CBs13b Ha3BaHUS TEKCTA C €T0 CIOKETOM (dnurpadom)

l

Bpewms u Mecto aelicTBus (XpOHOTOM), €T0 CBA3b C HCTOPUUYECKON AIOXOM
Y HALIMOHAJIbHBIMU PEaIsIMU

l

Tema n HNACA ITPOMU3BCACHUA, ITPOCIICIKUBACTCA JIM UX CBA3b
C HHGﬁHO-SCTeTquCKHMH BO33PCHHAMMU aBTOpa

!

CIO)KGT, KOMIIO3UI U, J)KaHPOBBIC 0COOECHHOCTH

OCHOBHBIE T€pOU MTOBECTBOBAHUS, Kpatkuii nepeckas
MX XapaKTEPUCTHUKA, B TOM YUCJIIE CIOJKETa

MOPTPETHAS U peUeBast

JIurepaTypHO-Xyn0KECTBEHHBIE IIPUEMBI, IIPUMEHSIEMBIE aBTOPOM
(Tponbl U CTUIUCTUYECKUE (DUTYPBI) B IUCKYPCE U LI€JIb UX UCIOJIb30BaHUS




Il. KPATKH OYEPK-CJIOBAPb CTHWIMCTUYECKUX ®UT'YP
N TPOIIEMYECKHUX CPEJCTB A3bIKA

[ToHATHE aKTyalu3alliu CBS3aHO C BBIJIBXKCHHEM Ha TEPBBIM IJIaH OMpejie-
JICHHBIX YePT WM OCOOCHHOCTEH OMHMCHIBAEMOTO OOBEKTa CPEICTBAMHU SI3bIKA. AK-
TyaJH3aius MOXET ObITh NpeJCTaBlicHa Ha (OHETUUYECKOM, MOPHEMHOM, JCKCHYe-
CKOM, CHHTAaKCHYE€CKOM, a TaKKe TEKCTOBOM ypoBHE. [103TOMY pa3invaroT aHaiu3
MAaKpOCTPYKTYPbI U MUKPOCTPYKTYPHBI TEKCTA. [IepBBIi M3 HUX NMPEICTABIEH CXEMOH,
NPUBEAEHHON B mpeablaylieM pasaene. Paccmorpum tenepbp BTopoir u3 Hux. OH
MOJIPa3yMeBACT HECKOJIBLKO YPOBHEH.

a) @onemuuecKkuii ypoeens, ONMPACTCS HA aHAIN3 TAKUX SIBICHUH, KaK aji-
aumepauusn (alliteration) — moBTopeHUe B OJM3KOM KOHTEKCTE OJMHAKOBBIX IO CIIO-
co0y 00pa30BaHUsI COTJIACHBIX 3BYKOB (HaIp., MIMMSIIUX, YTO CBUIAETEILCTBYET 00
YIPOKAIOIINX SBJICHUSX); oHomamones (ONOMotopoeia) — 3ByKonopakaHue, UMHU-
TUpYyIoIllee KOHKpeTHoe 3Byuanue (tik-tak, mew- mew); epaghon (graphone) — nepe-
Ja4ya 3BYKOBOM OOOJIOUKM pPEYH, MMEIOIICH OTKJIOHEHHUS OT SI3IKOBOM MPOWU3HOCH-
tenpHOM HOpMBI (all wjght, g-g-get out); smepaza (emphasis) — BeiieCHHE KYpPCHBOM
YIapHOTO CIIOBA B MPEAJIOKECHUU. AKTyalnn3alysl TOr0 WIA UHOTO SI3BIKOBOTO SIBIIC-
HHSI CIY)KAT KOHKPETHBIM LIEJISIM BBIJICIICHHS OTIPE/ICIICHHBIX CMBICIIOBBIX OTTEHKOB
TIOBECTBOBAHHMSI, 3aKOJMPOBAHHBIX aBTOPOM TPU IMOMOIIU aKTyalTH3HPYEMBIX 3Jie-
MEHTOB. VX YHCIIO JOCTATOYHO BEJIUKO; MbI MIEPSUUCIIHIIH JIUIIh HEKOTOPBIE.

0) Mopgemnniit ypoeenv axTyalInsaluy NOAPA3YMEBAECT CMBICIOPA3INYHU-
TeNbHYI0 MoOp(deMy, HaxOISIIYIOCS B ONMO3UIMM K HOpMaTHBHOW (Seaography,
chickenest-hearted, spaniama, opededenveu).

8) Jlexcuueckuii yposensv HanOosee NOMM(POHNYCH, OH ONUPAETCS HA UCIIOJb-
30BaHKE CIJIOB, MPEACTABIISIONINX KIACChI CHCTEMHO OPTaHM30BaHHOW JICKCUKHU (Ha-
pUMep, TEPMUHOB HJIM BapBapU3MOB, CHHOHHMOB WM 3BGEMU3MOB), & TaKXKe MpPo-
H06 — MUTEPATYPHBIX MPUEMOB aKTyalM3alud MeTadOPHUSCKOro MOTCHIMANA JICK-
cuku. HanbGosee pacnpocTpaHeHHBIME CpEIM HUX SIBIISIIOTCS AnuTeTh (epithets), ot-
pakarolue MpU3HaK 00bEKTa, CAMbIN CYIIECTBEHHBIN JIJIi BOCCO3/IaHMsI €T0 3pUMOT0
oOpasza. [lamee MbI IPUBOJMM DSJ] BOKHEHUIIHX JICKCHYCCKHX MPHUEMOB (TPOIOB) C
AePUHUAIUSAMHI U IPUMEPAMHU.

1. Cpasnenue (Simile) MoxeT ObITH BBIPAKECHO MOP(OIOTHYSCKHUMH CPEICT-
BaMH, T.e. caMoii cTpyktypoit ciosa (childish, troublesome); nexcudeckumu cpencr-
Bamu comnoctapiienus (fell like a stone); dbpaseonornyecku (as dead as a door nail);
o0pasHoit rpammarudecko crpykrypoi (...And like a dying lady, pale and lean, the
moon arose up.).

2. Memacpopa (metaphor) cpaBHUBacT aHAJIOTUYHBIC MPU3HAKU PA3HOPOTHBIX
oobekToB (In November a cold unseen stranger whom doctors called Pneumonia,
stalked about the colony...).

3. Annezopus (allegory) tecHo cBsizana ¢ Metadopoi, IEPEeHOCs MPU3HAKHU O/1-
HOro o0beKTa Wi siBieHus Ha apyroi (to let the cat out of the bag). Anneropuuns
MHOTHE MH(DBI, IPUTYH, JICTCH/IbI, TOCIOBHUIIBI.




4. Onuyemeopenue (personification) HagenseT HeoayIICBICHHBIC WIH YXKE HE
CYIIECTBYIOIINE 00BEKTHI TPU3HAKaMU U CBOMCTBaMU *HUBBIX (...Pneumonia, stalked
about the colony, touching one here and one there with icy fingers.)

5. Memonumusn (Metonymy) ocHOBaHa Ha NIEPEHOCHOM YIOTPEOJICHUN 3HAYe-
HUI CJIOB, KOTOPBIE MOIPa3yMeBaIOT HE CXOJICTBO, @ CMEKHOCTb SIBJICHUU, YEPT U T10-
usatuii (The wheels were carrying him away from native town further and further).

6. Cunexooxa (synecdoche) — ogHa M3 pa3HOBHIHOCTEH METOHHMHH, OCHO-
BaHHOHM Ha COOTHOIICHHWH MPU3HAKOB KOJMYECTBA, KOT/Ia TI0JT YaCThIO 0JIpa3yMeBa-
eTcs menoe nin Haobopot (He remembered the minutes of their long happy life).

7. Degpemusm (euphemism) — sTo 3ameHa TpyOOTO BBIpKEHUS 0OJIEe MSATKHM
no ¢opme, HO He 1o conepxkanuio (And now our duty is to see the late off to his
peaceful place of eternal sleep).

8. I'unepoona (hyperbole) sBnseTcss pasHOBUIHOCTHIO METOHMMHUYCCKOH aK-
TyaJHM3alliy, KOTJa MPEyBEIMYMBAIOTCS KadecTBa WM TNpu3Haku oObekTa (She
poured out an_ocean of tears).

9. Jlumoma (litotes) nmpotuBomoNIoKHA TUIIEPOOJIC, MPEYMEHbIIAas KauyecTBa
oobekta nnu seienus (1 decided to drink a drop of wine).

10. Hapadgppa3 (periphrasis) — 3To 3amMeHa Ha3BaHUS 00BEKTA €rO ONMHMCAHHEM
(A grey beard was still chasing her, hiding his face under the hat).

11. Hponusa (irony) Bo3HUKACT HPU YHIOTPEOJICHUHU CJI0BA B KOHTPACTHOM MY
KOHTEKCTe, KOrJa OHO MpHOOpeTaeT MpOTUBOIONOKHBIA cMbicn (Titian had
lived till 99 and the plague needed to bring him to his grave).

12. Annrozua (allusion) HamekaeT Ha MIMPOKO M3BECTHBIN (DaKT, JIUIO, COOBI-
THE, BBI3BIBAIOIINE COBEPIIICHHO ompeneiacHHble acconuanuu (It was a _famous apple
that he failed to award).

13. Aumonomaszua (antonomasia) uCroab3yeT UMs COOCTBEHHOE B KayeCTBE
HApUIIATEIPHOTO IS THUIU3AlKA KaKWX-TO 4YepT CPaBHUBACMBIX TepcoHaxkeh (He
tried to hide his gulliver feet under the chair).

14. Aumumesa (antithesis) moapasymeBaeT MPOTHBOIMOCTABICHUE OOBEKTOB
WIA SIBJICHUH HA JICKCUYECKOM WJIM TPAMMAaTHYCCKOM YPOBHE: BO3MOXKHO HCIIOJIB30-
BaHHE CJIOB-aHTOHHMOB WJIM aHTOHMMHYECKHUX CHHTAKCHYCCKUX KOHCTpykiui (The
young and the old rushed to him at once. He stopped running but his eyes continued
to run front one face to other).

15. Okcromopon (0XymOron) MCroib3yeT SMUTET MPOTUBOIOJIOKHOTO 3HAYe-
HUS K ceMe omnpenensiemoro cymiectButenbroro (Unmarried husband — that is what
he has been).

2) Vcnionib30BaHUEe mponeuueckux cpedcme si3blka 4acTo OCHOBAHO Ha BTO-
PUYHOM MPHU3HAKEe 00BEKTAa M OTpPakaeT CYOBEKTHBHYIO OIICHKY aBTOpa, YTO OTHO-
CUTCS K TapaJMTMaTUYCCKUM SIBICHHUSM. YTIOTPEOJICHUE CHIUIUCHUUECKUX uzyp
peuu CBSI3aHO ¢ CMHTarMaTukol (cuHtakcucom). OHU HE co3/at0T 00pa3oB, a MOBBI-
IAFOT BBIPA3UTEIIBHOCTD SI3bIKA M OTHOCATCS K QYHKIIMOHAILHOMY YPOBHIO.

1. Anaghopoir (anaphora) Ha3wpIBaeTCsI MOBTOPEHHUE OJHUX U TEX K€ CIIOB WU
CJIOBOCOYCTAaHMI B Hadaje ABYX W Oojiee CHHTarM WM TpeiokeHuid (James
couldn 't stand her crying, he couldn 't stand her merciless reproaches).
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2. Dnudghopou (epiphora) Ha3pIBaeTCs TaKOW K€ IPHUEM, HO IOBTOP CIIOB Ha-
OJr01aeTCs B KOHIIE CHHTArM MiId npeaioxenuit (She cast a quick glance at him and
she was happy; he dropped some meaningless words and she was happy).

3. Obpamnenue (ring repetition) — 3To MOBTOP OJHUX U TEX XKE CJIOB B HAYAJIC
U KOHIIe cuHTarMbl win npepioxerns (No wonder they were so cruel,_no wonder).

4. ITooxeam (anadiplosis) o3navyaeT MOBTOPCHKE CJI0OBA MIIU CJIOB IIPEIbIAYIICH
(pa3bl B Havasie cleayrolel ¢ ee JoNoJHeHneM Wi 3aBepiicHueM (— | felt so alone.
— Alone because there was nobody to talk to).

5. Cuennenue (cohesion) sto npueM coenuHeHUs ABYX (pa3 WIH MPEIITOKE-
HUH B OJHO CMBICIIOBOE MM cTpykTypHOe Iienoe (It was the only way to settle the
problem. — 7o leave him in peace forever, | mean).

6. Ymonuanue (aposSiopesis) CBUACTEILCTBYET O HEXKEIIAHUU WA HECITOCOOHO-
CTH TOBOPSIIETO 3aKOHYUTH MBICITh WM BBICKa3bIBaHHE. YacTo 3TO mpeBpaliaercs B
KpacHopeunBbIii Hamek (He couldn 't realize her kiss that......).

7. Hneepcusa (inversion) — HaMepeHHOE M3MEHEHHE (DUKCHPOBAHHOTO TTOPSI/I-
Ka CJIOB B MPEIJIOKEHUH, WU BBEJCHHUE B YTBEPAUTEIBHYIO CTPYKTYPY CIIYKEOHBIX
CJIOB BONpOCHTENNbHOM KoHCTpykimu (On a roof he found himself after a fall. She
does hate him).

8. Dnnunc (ellipsis) orpakaeT HeOOPOPMICHHOCTh CTPYKTYPBI MPEIOKECHNUS,
KOI'Jla MMPOIYIIEeH OJ1H Wik 00a ero riaBHbIX wicHa (Been home? — Have you been
home? — Don 't know — | don 't know).

9. Pumopuueckuit éonpoc (rhetorical question) moapasymeBaeT yTBepkKICHHE
u He TpeOyeT oTBeta (Does it mean to behave properly?)

10. Beccorsue (asyndeton) wim mHorocorosue (polysyndeton) mpu mepeunc-
JICHUM CJIyXaT MOJYCPKUBAHUIO OOMIIMS TEPEUYUCIICMbIX O0BEKTOB, ACHCTBHNA WIIH
spnennii (Balls and cars, and pistols, and toy soldiers — that was a wonderful
present. John, Maey, their children, parents — all of them perished).

11. 3e6ema (zeugma) OTHOCUTCS K TEM MPHEMaM, KOTOPhIE OCHOBBIBAIOTCS Ha
MOJIMBAJICHTHBIX CBOMCTBAX TJIaroJioB. JTO YIMOTPEOJICHUE OJHOTO WICHA TPEIoKe-
HUS B QYHKIMH YIPABJICHUS [0 OTHOIICHUIO K JABYM Pa3JIMYHBIM JonojHeHusM (He-
len treated her to coffee and latest gossip. He lost his hat and his temper).

[Tpu aHanmM3e TUTEPATYpHOTO YPOBHS TEKCTa, TO €CTh €r0 MaKpPOCTPYKTYPHI,
HEOOXOJUMO OTMETHTh HaJIWYhe B HeM agopusmos (aphorisms), wuyumam
(quotations), karamoypoe (puns), mociaoBuil U ToroBopok (proverbs and sayings),
KOTOpBIC MPHUAAIOT JOMOJHUTEIBHBINA CMBICT MOBECTBOBaHMIO. PacimdpoBbiBas ux,
MBI TOJy4aeM IICHHYIO HH(OPMAIMIO, MOMOTAIOIIYI0 MPaBUIBHOMY BOCIPHUSATHIO
TEKCTa U ero uHTepnperanuu. McroakoBaHue 3arojioBka U (€cjid uMeeTcst) anurpada
TaK)Ke CIOCOOCTBYET JIyUIlIeMy MOHMMAHUIO aBTOPCKOM KOHIICIIMH. 3aroJIOBOK MO-
KET OBITh AHTPOIIOHUMHUYHBIM, T.€. (UKCUPYIOIIMM HMs riaBHOro repos (“'Jane
Eyre"), nubo mpeacTaBIsMIONIUM CXKATYyH0 CBEPTKY TEMbl WU UJICH TPOU3BEICHUS,
CTaHOBSCH MPYKUHOM Bcero ciokera (“Gone with the Wind"). B atom coctouT ero
MPOTHO3UPYIOIIas QyHKITHS.

PasButHe crokeTa MOBECTBOBAHUS MOXET ObITh JTMHCHHBIM, T.€. HITH TI0 Tpa-
TUIIMOHHOW CXeMe — 3aBsi3Ka, Pa3BUTHE JCHCTBHS, KyJbMUHAIUs, pa3Bs3ka (Outset,
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development of the action, climax, denouement). Ho unorna aBrop mpuOeraer k
npuemy perapaanuu (retardation or flashbacks), oOpaiasce k npeamecTByOIUM
COOBITHSM, KOTOPbIE CTAJIM UCTOKOM HBIHEIIHUX, MM 3a0eraeT BIepe, cooomas ux
pa3BuTHE B OyayIleM, 4TO Ha3bIBaeTCs IMprueMoM mpocrekiuu (prospection or flash-
forwards). BosbIyto poJib B ITOBECTBOBAHUU MMEIOT aBTOPCKUE OTCTYIUICHHS, XYI0-
’KECTBCHHBIC JICTAJM U MEH3aKHbIC 3apPUCOBKH, KOTOPbIE TaKKe KOAUPYIOT KOHKPET-
HbIC HAMEpeHus mucaress. HapyiieHne npeacka3yeMOCTH pa3BUTHsI COOBITHI Ha3bl-
Baetrcs dddexTom oomanyroro oxunanus (deceived expectancy). BeiscHenue mpu-
YMH HApYIICHHUS MPUBBIYHOTO M IMPEACKA3yeMOI'0 Pa3BUTHS CIOXKETa WU JICHCTBUS
TaK)Xe MOMOTaeT MCTOJKOBATh €ro IMPeHAa3HAYCHHUE B COOTBETCTBHU C aBTOPCKUM
3aMBICJIOM.

111, JAHIBUCTUYECKUHN AHAJIU3 TEKCTA

MakpoaHanu3 IUCKypca HauMHAETCA OOBIYHO C OMPENEICHUSI €T0 SA3BIKOBOTO
cTuisl. XyJI0KECTBEHHBIN MMPO3anueCKUN TEKCT, KaK MPABUIIO, NPEICTABISIET TUTEPa-
TypHO-pasroBopubiii ctuib (literary-colloquial style), mpucymmii npousBeneHUsIM
oemterpuctuku (fiction). Ilepexons K JIMHMBUCTHYCCKOMY aHAIM3Y, Mbl JOJDKHBI
0XapaKTEPU30BATh UCIOJIB3YEMYIO aBTOPOM JIEKCHKY, YKa3aB Ha HaJIUYHUE MPE/ICTAB-
JIEHHBIX B TEKCTE KIJIACCOB CJIOB:

1) TepMUHOB;

2) npoeCCUOHAIBHOM JIEKCUKH;

3) HEOJIOTU3MOB;

4) apxan3MOB UM HCTOPU3MOB;

5) IManeKTHOM JIECKCUKH;

6) aMepuKaHU3MOB / OPUTUIIM3MOB;

7) CIOB C UHTEPHAITMOHAIBHBIMU KOPHSIMU;

8) MOJMCEMUYHON JICKCUKU,

9) Bynbrapusmos;

10) xaproHa unu cieHra;

11) sMOIIMOHANTBHO OKPAIIEHHOM JIEKCHUKU;

12) TonoHUMOB;

13) oHuMOB (MMEH COOCTBEHHBIX );

14) ab6peBuaryp;

15) KceHrn3MOB (HOMUHALIMN HAlIMOHAIBHBIX pealinid);

16) rpyrmin TeMaTUHYECKUX UITN KJIIFOYEBBIX CIIOB;

17) c10B-CIUTKOB;

18) MHOCTpaHHBIX CJIOB U BapBapU3MOB;

19) dbpazeosoru3MoB U UANOM;

20) »BheMH3MOB U T.1I.

3aTeM MOXKHO MEPEUTH K XapaKTEpPHUCTHUKE aBTOPCKOrO HUCIOJIb30BaHUS CHUC-
TEMHOW OpraHu3aluy JEKCUKH. JIJis1 3TOro HyKHO OTBICKATh B TEKCTE a) CHHOHHUMBI,
0) aHTOHUMBI; B) OMOHUMBI; T) TTAPOHHUMBI.



OmnpenencHHbIe JTEKCUYSCKHE SAUHHUIBI MOTYT MIPEACTABIATh HHTEPEC C TOUKH
3peHHs KX MOP(OJIOTHUECKON CTPYKTYPBI MM HEOOBIUHOW MpaMMaTHYECKONU (HOpMBI,
41O Takke moiexuT ananusy (bretheren, well-to-do, he-cousin u T.1.). Peus nepco-
Ha)KeH MOXHO 0XapaKTEpU30BaTh C TOUKU 3PCHHUS €€ COOTBETCTBHSI SI3bIKOBOM HOPME,
WHJIMBUAYAIbHBIX OCOOCHHOCTEH, BBIPA3UTEILHOCTH, NMPAarMaTHYecKON HamlpaBJIcH-
HOCTH M TIpovee.

['paMMaTHveckuii aHaaM3 TEKCTa ONMUPACTCS B OCHOBHOM Ha aHAJIM3 BUJIO-
BPEMEHHBIX TJIarOJIbHBIX (hOPM, YIIOTPEOIEHHBIX B TUCKYPCE, C XapaKTEPUCTHKON UX
HaKJIOHCHMS U 3ajora. Kak mpaBuiio, Kk aHaIn3y MPUBJIEKAIOTCS HanOoIee CI0KHBIC B
CTPYKTYPHOM OTHOIIICHUH MPEIOKEHUS ¢ pa3HOOOPa3HBIMHU BHIAMHU MPHIATOYHBIX.
OCHOBHBIEC THUIIBI TPAMMATHUCCKUX SIBIICHHH, KOTOPBIE CIEAYeT BBIACIATH B TEKCTE,
3TO:

1) 3aMEHHTEM MOJAIBHBIX TJIaroJIoB;

2) clIOBa-3aMECTUTEIIH;

3) HenmuHbIC (OPMBI TJIaroyia B KOMIUIEKCHBIX cTpykTypax (Gerundial, Parti-
cipial and Infinitive Constructions);

4) yCIOBHBIC MTPEIOKCHNUS;

5) mpuMepbl COTIACOBaHMS BPEMEH B paMKaX CIIOKHOIOMYMHEHHBIX MPEIO-
KECHUMU.

[pemioskeHus: TEKCTa TAaKKE MOTYT OBITh PACCMOTPEHBI C TOYKH 3PCHHUS Xa-
PAKTEPUCTHKHM MX CTPYKTYPHBIX OCOOCHHOCTEH, JIUHBI, JIEKCHYCCKON HAIOIHIEMO-
CTH, TUIIOB CHMHTAaKCHYECKOH CBs3u. ECIIM MBI OTMEYaeM PHUTMHUKO-HHTOHAIIMOHHBIH
c0O0i1 B MOBECTBOBAHUH, KOT/Ia 3a OYEHb JUIMHHBIM MPEII0KEHUEM B MOBECTBOBAHHMH
CIleZlyeT KOPOTKOE, TO MbI JOKHBI KOHCTATHPOBATh YIOTPEOIEHHE TaKOro mpuema,
kak nyanm (point). B pa3roBopHOM CTHJIE MOXXHO OTMETHTh MPHEMBI CHHTAKCHYe-
CKOM KoMITpeccuu (Syntactic compression) — cmsacernus oOANSKAIIETO CO BCIIOMO-
rarensubiM narojoMm (he'd, we'll, I'm, she's, don't, won't u ap.).

Y4uThiBass BCIO COBOKYIMHOCTh H3JI0XKCHHOTO, MOYKHO TOJKOBATh O MPOCTOTE
WA CJIOKHOCTH aBTOPCKOTO sI3bIKA, OOMJIMM OJHHUX WJIM OTCYTCTBHM JIPYTHUX Xapak-
TEPHBIX SA3BIKOBBIX (POPM, €r0 YMEHHHU IOJIb30BaThCS HAIIMOHAIBHBIM BOKAOYJIIPOM
TI0 CTETIEHU €ro YMCTOTHI U AUAIa30Ha.

HeoOxoauMo Takke y4YUTBIBATh, YTO IS PabOThI C MHOS3BIYHBIM TEKCTOM
CJICAyeT MOATOTOBUTD €0 a/IeKBaTHBINM MEPEBOJI, UTO SBIIACTCS 3aJI0TOM IPaMOTHOM 1
MOJHOIIEHHON MHTEPIPETALNH, KOTOPYIO MBI PACCMaTPUBAEM KakK OIHO M3 BasKHEH-
IIAX CPEJICTB YCBOCHUS HHOCTPAHHOIO SA3bIKA M HHOS3BIYHOM KYJIBTYPHI B IIEJIOM.

Jluteparypa, pekomeHnayemMas 1Jisl M3y4YeHUsI 10 Kypcy
HHTEPNpPeTAMH HHOSI3LIYHOT0 TEKCTA
1. Apsonsny W.B. Crunuctuka. COBpEeMEHHBIM  aHTJIMACKUI  SI3BIK
[DnekTponnbiii  pecypc]. — Pexum goctyma: URL: https://toefl.su/stilistika-
sovremennyj-anglijskij-ya/
2. Kyxapenko B.A. MuTepnperanus Tekcta [D1eKTpoHHBIN pecypc]. — Pexum
noctymna: URL: https://www.twirpx.com/file/569405/

10


https://toefl.su/stilistika-sovremennyj-anglijskij-ya/
https://toefl.su/stilistika-sovremennyj-anglijskij-ya/
https://www.twirpx.com/file/569405/

3. Ctunuctryueckre IpuéMbl U BBIPA3UTEIBHBIE CPEICTBA B aHTJIMICKOM SI3BIKE
[DnekTponnbiii  pecypc]. — Pexum  gmoctyma:  URL:  http://www.english-
source.ru/english-linguistics/discourse-analysis/136-stylistic-devices-and-expressive-
means

4. Novoseltseva L.A. Author’s references as the objects for interpretation of
the text: on the novel “Number 11 by J. Coe. — Scientific journal “VIRTUS”, 2018,
Ne 22 (March), p. 114-116.

5. The Concise Oxford Dictionary of Literary Terms. — New-York, 2014.

V. TUIIBI JUCKYPCOB

B cooTBeTcTBUU C CYIIECTBYIONIMMU B aHTJIUHCKOM S3bIKE (DYHKIIMOHATBHBIMU
CTUJISIMA OTMEUYAETCS] HATMYUE CTUIIMCTUYECKH Pa3HBIX TUIOB TEKCTA.

1. Hayuno-nonyaapnwtii ouckypc. llonbiTaeMcsi OTMETUTh B HEM HauOoliee
XapaKTEepPHBIE AETaNH.

Inside the Sun, where it is much hotter than anywhere we know, the electrons
fly away from even the simple hydrogen atoms, — and the protons too — and they
rush to and fro in their own way.

When two particles collide, it may happen that a neutron formed. This neutron
attaches itself strongly to a proton. If now another proton hits them, a stream short
waves is emitted while the three particles stay together. Imagine now that another
pair particles strikes these three particles: the result is a strongly-bound group of three
particles plus a proton. These two repel each other and move apart at a very high
speed. The faster the atoms move about, the higher the temperature becomes and the
atoms collide. Maybe this happens in the Sun, which sends us light and heat. It is
what happens on earth when men explode a hydrogen bomb®.

Ha 158 nmekcuuecknx eauHUIl MPUXOAUTCA 68 €IMHUIl CMHCEMAaHTHUYECKOU
JIEKCUKH (T.€. CITYy’)KEOHBIX U CTPOEBBIX CJIOB), CPEAU KOTOPHIX C BBICOKOW YaCTOTHO-
CTBIO TIOBTOPSIFOTCSI ONPENEIEHHBIA U HeonpeAeNEHHbI apTukib (21), nmpemsory,
COI03bl, MECTOMMEHHUSI U JIOKaJIbHO-TEMIIOpaibHbIE Hapeuus. M3 ocTtaBiierocs: Koiau-
YeCTBA aBTOCEMAHTUYECKOM JIGKCUKH BBIJICNSACTCS TPyNa TEPMUHOJIOTHYECKUX CIIOB
U CJIOB, UCIIOJIb3YEMBIX B JICHOTATUBHOM 3HA4Y€HUU. X COOTHOLIEHHE C HEUTpalb-
HOM HETEPMHMHOJIOTUYECKOW JIEKCUKOW IMPUMEPHO OAMH K ABYM. IIpocrora rpamma-
TUYECKUX KOHCTPYKIIUM, OTCYTCTBHE SMOIIMOHAIILHON M OLICHOYHOM JIEKCUKHU, HAJH-
Yyue IEMOYKU JIEBBIX OMNpeeeHul, OOUiine CPaBHUTENBHBIX CTEIIEHEH MpuiiaraTeib-
HBIX W Hapeuuii 3aMETHO MPH MEPBOM ke 3HAKOMCTBE C MOAOOHBIMHU TeKcTamu. [1o-
BTOPSIEMOCTh OCHOBHOUW TEPMHUHOJIOTHYECKON JIEKCHKHU JeNaeT JUCKypc Oosee Jer-
KUM JIJI1 TOHUMaHMs. YUeHble TTOJICUUTANIN, YTO JUISl MPOCTYIIMBAHUS Kypca JEKIUI
10 TOYHBIM JHUCIUIIMHAM JOCTAaTOYHO OBJIAJIETh MPUMEPHO MOJYyTOpA COTHSMH aHT-
JUHACKUX TEPMUHOB U MUHUMYMOM CHHCEMAaHTUYECKOU JIEKCUKH.

2. Ilyonuyucmuueckuii cmuab. Bricokas MHGOPMATUBHOCTh CTHIIS Xapak-
TEepHA TaKXKE IS MyOIUIIUCTUUECKUX JIMTEPATYPHBIX 00pa3ioB. I[IpuBogum Huxe
JTUCKYPC, OTPAKAIOIINI OCOOCHHOCTH SI3bIKA CPEACTB MACCOBOM MH(OPMAIIUH.

! The Great Turmoil of Atoms in the tremendous Heat of the Sun. — The Wonder World of Nature.
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White House arranging second Trump-Kim summit®

President Donald Trump meets with North Korea's leader Kim Jong Un at the start of their historic
U.S.-North Korea summit, at the Capella Hotel on Sentosa island in Singapore on June 12, 2018.

United States President Donald Trump has received a "very positive" letter
from North Korean leader Kim Jong Un seeking a follow-up meeting after their his-
toric summit in Singapore, the White House said Monday (Sept 10).

"It was a very warm, very positive letter," White House spokeswoman Sarah
Sanders said, adding that the message showed Pyongyang's "continued commitment
to focus on denuclearization” on the Korean Peninsula.

"The primary purpose of the letter was to schedule another meeting with the
president, which we are open to and are already in the process of coordinating," she
said at the first White House press briefing in nearly three weeks.

Sanders added that the letter was "further evidence of progress” in Washing-
ton's relationship with Pyongyang. She noted that the White House will not release
the letter unless Kim agrees, according to CNN.

Trump and Kim held a historic summit in Singapore in June that raised pros-
pects of a breakthrough on curtailing North Korea's nuclear program.

The likely timing of a second Trump-Kim meeting was unclear.

TekcThl JaHHOTO YPOBHS YacTO OBIBAIOT HE TOJBKO BHICOKOMH(DOPMATUBHBIMU,
HO U TOJIEMHUYHBIMH: KOPPECTIOHACHTHI HEPEIKO OCTApUBAIOT O(PUITMATBLHYIO TOUKY
3pEHUS U MBITAIOTCS 10Ka3aTh MPABOTY COOCTBEHHOM nmo3uliuu. B cTaThax mogoOHOro
pojia ObIBAE€T MHOTO IIUTAT, CCHUIOK HAa Ybe-TO MHEHHWE WM Ha UCTOYHUK MH(OpMa-
MY, 3/1eCh OOMJIME aHTPOTIOHMMHUYECKOM JIGKCHKH, TOIIOHUMOB, J1aT, abOpeBUaTyp,
MOMYJISIPHOW MOJUTUYECKON TEPMUHOJOTHH. JIEKCHMKA 4acTO BKIIOYAET OLEHOYHBIN
WM SMOIIMOHATIBHBIN 2JIEMEHT cCeMaHTHUKU. CUHTAKCUYECKUE KOHCTPYKIIUU HECIIOK-
HBIC; TJIABHOE MPEJUIOKEHUE HE COACPKUT OoJiee NBYX-TPEX MpUAATOYHBIX. Bumos-
peMeHHasl ccTeMa IJiarojia, Kak mpaBuiio, onupaeTcs Ha rpymnmy Indefinite u Perfect.
HaGnrogaercss Hanuuue cociarateIbHOr0 HaKJIOHEHMs, MacCHBa M 3aMEHUTENEH MO-
JATBHBIX TJIATOJIOB, PEJIKO BCTPEYAIOTCS HEJIMYHBIE TJIAroJbHbIE (JOPMBI.

KoMmMmenTupysi moo0HbIE TEKCThI, CIEYET YACIATh BHUMaHUE CIIoco0y moja-
Yy MaTepuaja aBTOPOM CTaThH, KOTOpas, Kak MPaBUJIO, UMEET KPaTKyro npeamoyiy,
3asBJSIONLYI0 MPo0eMaTukKy cooOueHusi. OTaenbHOro BHUMaHus TpeOyeT 3arojo-
BOK, UMEIOIINNA OOBIYHO OCOOBIE JIEKCUKO-TPAMMATHYECKUE XaPAKTEPUCTUKH: OTCYT-
CTBHE apTHUKJIEH, IPEJJIOTOB, CIYKEOHBIX CJIOB UJIM BCIIOMOTATENIbHBIX IJ1aroJIOB, YTO
MBI BUJIMM B 3arojIOBKE HaIlle crtarbu. MHOTHIA B 3arjaBue BBIHOCHUTCS IUTATa U3
CJIEYIONIEr0 HUKE COOOIIEHUS, UM BBICKA3bIBaHWE BEAYIIUX TMOJMUTUKOB, OM3HEC-
MEHOB, 3KCIIEPTOB IO IKOHOMUKE.

3. Cmunp xyooxrcecmeennuvlx npouseedenuii. Ilepexons K pacCMOTPEHUIO
OCOOCHHOCTEH si3bIKa OCJUICTPUCTUKH, Mbl HAYHEM C JIByX OTPBIBKOB, KOTOPHIE JOC-
TaBAT YJAOBOJBCTBUE ACTETUYECKOMY BKYCY IIEHUTENIEH JHUTEpaTyphl. ITO 0Opa3Ilbl
BBICOKOXY/I0’)KECTBEHHOM MOATUYECKONU (hOpMBI, U MPHUHAIJICIKAT OHU TIEPY aBTOPOB,

2 The Independent, Thursday 13 September 2018, abridged.
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YbH MMCHA 3HAKOMBI KaXKIOMY KYJIIbTYPHOMY YCJIOBCKY JAJICKO 3a MpcaciaMu UX po-
IOUHBI.
Twilight (Lord Byron )
It is the hour when from the boughs
The nightingale high note is heard,
It is the hour when lovers' vows
Seem sweet in every whispered word;
And gentle winds, and waters near
Make music to the lonely ear.
Each flower the dews have lightly wet,
And in the sky the stars are met,
And on the wave is deeper blue,
And on the leave a browner hue,
And on the heaven that clear obscure,
So softly dark and darkly pure,
Which follows the decline of day,
As twilight melts beneath the moon away.®

CruxotBopenue "Cymepku" cocTouT u3 14 CTpoK, rae Mbl BUIUM NEPEKPECT-
Hble pudmel B 1 — 3, 2 — 4 B cTpoUYKaxX MEPBOT0 YETBEPOCTHINUS W TIAPHBIE (CMEX-
HbIe) puMBI B OCTATBHBIX CTpokax (1 — 2, 3 — 4 u 1.1.). CTUXOTBOPHBIN pa3mep, KO-
TOPBIM OHO HANKCaHO — 3TO JIBYCTOIHBIN M6 (lambus — yepeoBaHie HEYIaPHOTO U
yJIapHOTO CJIOTa), OH KOE-TJIe MepeMeKaeTcs MUPPUXUsIMU (MepeOUBKOM U3 ABYX He-
yAapHBIX CJIOTOB).

Knaccuueckne pUTMbl aHIJIMKUCKOW TMO33UU HUCTIOJB3YKOT 5 pa3MeEPOB, BOCXO-
JTAIAX K aHTUYHBIM TPagulldsIM — XopeH, smO, nakTuiab, aMpuOpaxuii, aHamect
(troche, iambus, dactyl, amphibrach, anapest). Mnoraa xopei u sM0 MOTyT mepeme-
KAThCSl IByMSI YIAPHBIMU CJIOTaMU — CIOHAESIMU, KOTOPBIE, KaK U MUPPUXUH, TTepe-
OMBalOT MOHOTOHHOCThH puTMa. [IpuBeneM Huke OOLIENPUHATYIO CXEMY CTUXOTBOP-
HOTO pa3Mmepa OTpbIBKa U3 o3Mbl baiipona "llapusuna”, rae no Tpaauuuu yIapHbIi
cior 0003HAaYaeTCsl TOPU3OHTAILHON YepTOM, a HEYyIapHbIi — BEPTUKAIBLHON CKOO-
KOH.

—| = =| =| vt n

K XapaKTCPHbIM 0COOEHHOCTSIM KOMIIO3UIIMU CTHXOTBOPCHHUSA OTHOCHUTCA TO,
4TO ITO3T HEC HA3bIBACT BPCM: JJHA, KOTOPOC OIMUCBIBACT, a ICPCUUCIIACT TC USMCHCHUS

% “Parisina” by Lord Byron. - URL: http://www.mykeep.com/lordbyron/parisina.html
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MIPUPOJIBI, KOT/Ia OHA MEPEXOAUT OT APKHX KPAcoK K mojiyroHam. HauanbHble ciioBa
”ITO Yac, KOraa... ~, 00ObsICHAIOTCS JHUIIL B TOCIEIHUX ABYX CTPOUYKax, riae baipow,
HAKOHEI, TOBOPHUT, YTO OIYCKAIOTCSA CyMepKHu. Best aTpuOyTHKa MO3THYECKOTO CTHIIS
IPHUCYTCTBYET B CTHXOTBOpeHHMH: oOmime »muteToB (Sweet, lonely, clear, deeper,
browner), metadopuueckue ooopotsr (the lonely ear, twilight melts), onunersopenue
(the stars are met).

Msbl oTMmedyaeM 3xech obmime modturu3moB (lovers’ vows). IpuriyiieHHbIe
3BYKH OCryIIei BOJIbI, TIECHS COJIOBBS, B3JJOXH BETEpKa, MICTIOT BIIOOJICHHBIX O]
MEpIIaHUEM TIEPBBIX 3Be37] KAKYTCS MY3bIKOW I oYapoBaHHOTo HaOmomarens. [1o-
Ipy’KCHHE MPUPOBI B APEMY TOTICPKHYTO OOMIIHEM acIMPAIMOHHBIX 3BYKOB B CTH-
xoTBOpHBIX ctpoukax (h, p, K, t, d). HaganpHas n 2 TOCIEIHUX CTPOKH CBS3BIBAIOT
MIPOM3BEJICHUE B €IMHOE I1EJI0¢ KaK B CMBICIIOBOM, TaK M B CHHTAKCHYECKOM OTHOIIIE-
HUH.

Jlpyroe mo3THYecKoe MPOM3BEACHUE — 3TO MAOpueal — JTAPUICSCKOE WITH JIFO-
OOBHOE MMOCITaHKE, BOCTICBAIOIIEE MTPEIMET TTOKIIOHCHHS.

A Madrigal by William Shakespeare
(an extract from “The Passionate Pilgrim”)

Grabbed age and youth
Cannot live together:
Youth is full of pleasure,
Age is full of care;

Youth like summer morn,

Age like winter weather;

Youth like summer brave,

Age like winter bare.

Youth is full of sport,

Age's breath is short;

Youth is nimble, age is lame;
Youth is hot and bold,

Age is weak and cold;

Youth is wild and age is tame.
Age, | do abhor thee,

Youth, | do adore thee;

Oh my Love, my Love is young.*
Age, | do defy thee:

O, sweet shepherd, hie thee!

For methinks thou stay’st too long!

* A Madrigal by W. Shakespeare. — URL: https://www.bartleby.com/331/485.html
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DTOT IBYCTOIHBIN CTHXOTBOPHBINA pa3Mep Ha3bIBaeTcs xopeit (trochee — uepe-
JOBaHUE YIApHOTO W HEYIAPHOTO CJIOTa); pu(MbI, KOTOPBIE MBI 37€Ch HAOIIIOaeM,
MIEPEKPECTHHIC B IIEPBOM YETBEPOCTHUIIIHNH, 3aTEM JIBE CTPOKH CO CMEXHOM, WU Tmap-
HOUM pu(MOii, MOTOM YEeThIpe CTPOUKH C omosichiBatouieit pupmont (1 — 4, 2 — 3); B
KOHIIE MIECTh CTOK, M3 KOTOPBIX 4YeThIpe 3apudmoBaHbl ogHuM cioBoMm (thee). U
JIMIIB JIBE MOCTIEIHUX CTPOKH HE COAEPIKaT OMIMO3UIIMOHHBIX MO CMBICIY cI0B Age U
Youth (cmapocme — monooocms). B 310l CBsI3M MbI HA0IIOJTaeM OOMIIUE AaHTOHUMHU Y-
HbIX >ruTeToB U onpenenenuii: full of pleasure — of care, summer brave — winter
bare, nimble — lame, hot — cold, wild — tame. HaunGoiee BbIpa3uTeabHO 3TO MPOTHBO-
MOCTaBJICHUE BBIPAXCHO SMOIMOHAIBHO OKpAaIlleHHOH sekcukoi: adore — abhor
(oboorcaro — nenasuoicy).

Kommosuiust Maapurana 6a3upyercss Ha NMapajuieIbHBIX KOHCTPYKIUSX CpPaB-
HEHHSI M TTPOTUBOIIOCTABIICHHS, TTO3TOMY BBICOKA MPEICKa3yeMOCTh CMBICIOBOH OII-
MO3ULIMKA B KaXJ0W HOBOW cTpoke. IlepeOuBKa puTMa B 3aKIHOYUTENBHBIX CTPOKAX
MaJIpuraia CIyXHT JOTOJIHUTEILHBIM CPEICTBOM SMOIMOHATBHOW W CMBICIIOBOM
BBIPA3UTEIILHOCTH PACCYKACHHUS, IMOJBOISIIETO UTOT TTOITHYECKOMY THMHY MOJIOJIO-
ctu: Oh My Love, my Love is young (O, mos 110606b, ona monooa): lllekcrup npotu-
BOIIOCTABIISIET YHBIHUIO CTAPOCTH OJYXOTBOPEHHE BIIOOJICHHOTO YelIOBEeKa, KOTOPOe
CPOJIHU MOJIOAOCTH.

Cpenu IeKCHKH, 3aJCICTBOBAHHON B CTUXOTBOPCHHUH, MBI BHJIUM O3 THIIN3MBI
U apXan4Hylo jekcuky (thee, abhore, morn, adore). ABrop ncnosb30Ba IprUeM OJIH-
[IETBOPEHUS, 00palIasch K MOJIOJIOCTH W CTapoCTH. AHadopudeckas KOHCTPYKIIHS
MPEUIOKEHUI TOMOTaeT COCIUHHUTh MapaJlielIbHbIe CTPYKTYPBI B OJHO mienoe. [ry-
00kl (punocoCcKuil CMBICT OLIYIIAETCS B 0OOOMIAIOMINX 3aKIIOUUTENbHBIX CTPO-
Kax, JBKIblI BOCKIUIIAIOIINX O JIFOOBH, CKpPAIIUBAIOIICH BCE, TaKE CTAPOCTh.

V. XYAOXKXECTBEHHAS ITPO3A

A Tenepb oOpaTuMcsi COOCTBEHHO K IIEJIM HAIIeTO aHaln3a — MPO3anuecKOMY
XYJI0)KECTBEHHOMY TEKCTY, MOCKOJIbKY MMEHHO 3TOT (DYHKIIMOHAJIBHBIN CTHJIb TO-
3BOJISIET MCIOJIb30BATh BCIO TAJUTPY SA3bIKA JUIS Tepeayll TOHYANIIINX KOHHOTATHB-
HBIX U CTHJIMCTUYECKUX HIOAHCOB CEMAHTHKH CJIOBA M CHHTAKCHMYECKUX OCOOCHHO-
CTeH CTPYKTYphl AUCKypca. MBI CTaBUM IEJIbI0 PacCMOTPETh BCE JUTEPATYPHO-
XYJI0’)KECTBEHHBIE U JIMHTBUCTUYECKUE XAPAKTEPUCTUKH CIICTYIOIIETO XYI0KEeCTBEH-
HOTO TEKCTa, YTOOBI MPOJIEMOHCTPUPOBATH OCOOCHHOCTH MOAO0HON aHATUTHYECKOU
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paboThl. MarepraaoM JJIsl 3TOrO MOCIYKHT PAacCKa3 aMEPUKAHCKOM MUCATEIbHHIIbI
Mapraper Cen-Knep ”The Perfectionist”, na3zBanre KOTOporo moka He Oyzaem mepe-
BOJIUTH HAa PYCCKUH SA3BIK, YTOOBI JaTh BOBMOXKHOCTb CAMHM CTYIEHTaM HCTOJIKOBAThH
€ro Mo-CBOEMY B Mporecce paboThl.

THE PERFECTIONIST
Margaret St. Clair’

| had nightmares about it for several years afterward—the kind where some-
thing is on your heels, and you make desperate efforts, each more futile than the last,
to escape it—and always felt bad about them when | woke up. | never could decide
whether | was justified in having bad dreams at all.

It began when | went to live with Aunt Muriel in 1933. | hadn't had job for six
months when | got the letter of invitation from her, and | hadn't eaten much at all for
two weeks.

Aunt Muriel wasn’t exactly my aunt, to begin with. She was a sort of great-
aunt, once removed, on my mother’s side, and I hadn't seen her since I was a beady-
eyed kid in knee breeches.

The invitation might have surprised me — though she explained in the letter that
she was an old woman, getting lonely, and felt the need of some kindred face near her
—only | was too hungry to wonder.

There was a money order in the letter, and a ticket to Downie, where she lived.
After | paid the back room rent with the money order and got myself a meal with
double portions of everything, | had two dollars and thirteen cents left.

| caught the afternoon train to Downie, and a little before noon the next day |
was walking up the steps to Aunt Muriel's house.

Aunt Muriel herself met me at the door. She seemed glad to see me. She wrin-
kled up her mouth in a smile of welcome.

"So good of you to come, Charles!" she said. "I really can't thank you enough!
So very good of you!" She ran to italics.®

| was beginning to warm up to the old girl. She didn't look any older to me than
she had fifteen years before. She'd been held together by whalebone’ and net collars
then, and she still was.

| put the more flattering portion of this idea into words.

"Oh, Charles," she chirped, "you flatterer!" She gave me another smile and
then led me into the hall.

| followed her up the stairs to my room on the second floor front. It had a high
ceiling and a tall four-poster bed which should have had curtains around it to cut off

® Margaret St. Clair (1911-1995) was a famous American short-story writer who published a lot of
detective and mystery works. Some of them were published under other pen-names. A story “The
Perfectionist” was published in 1946, we refer to its text by the book: Baker's dozen. Moscow,
Vyssaya Scola, 1979, p. 52- 60.

® Italics — jomonHUTENBHOE JTOTHYECKOE (MHTOHAIIMOHHOE) BBIICICHHE CJIOB

" She'd been held together by whalebone — eé mopiepkuBa KOpceT co BCTaBKaMH U3 KHTOBOTO yca
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the draft. After she left, I put my imitation leather suitcase in the big closet and went
into the bath next door to clean up.

Lunch was laid on the dining-room table when | came down, and a maid, who
looked a good deal older than Aunt Muriel, was fluttering in and out with more dish-
es. With my aunt's encouragement, | ate enough to keep me comatose all afternoon,
and then sat back with a cigarette and listened to her talk.

She began by doing a good deal of commiserating with herself on the subject
of her age and loneliness, and a good deal of self-congratulation because she was
going to have a young kinsman around from now on.

It developed that | was expected to make myself useful in small ways like
walking the dog—an unpleasant Pomeranian® named Teddy— and taking letters to
the mailbox. This was perfectly all right with me, and | told her so.

There was a short hiatus in the conversation. Then, picking Teddy up off the
floor where he'd been during the meal, she installed him in her lap and launched out
on an account of what she called her hobby. In the last year or so she'd taken up
drawing and it had become, from what she said, almost an obsession.

Holding Teddy under one arm, she rose and went to the walnut sideboard and
returned with a portfolio of drawings for me to look at.

"l do almost all my drawing here in the dining-room," she said, "because the
light is so good. Tell me, what do you think of these?" She handed me fifty or sixty
small sheets of drawing paper.

| spread the drawings out on the dining-room table, among the litter of dishes,
and examined them carefully. They were all in pencil, though one or two had been
touched up with blotches of water color, and they were all of the same subject, four
apples in a low china bowil.

They had been labored over; Aunt Muriel had erased and re-erased, until the
surface of the paper was gritty and miserable. | racked my brains for something nice
to say about them.

"You—unh—you've really caught something of the essence of those apples,” |
forced out after a moment. "Very creditable™.

My aunt smiled. "I'm so glad you like them," she replied, "Amy said — the
maid, you know — that | was silly to work at them so much, but | couldn't stop, |
couldn't bear to stop, until they were perfect.” She paused, then added, "Do you
know, Charles, | had the biggest difficulty!"

"Yes?"

"The apples kept withering! It was dreadful. | put them in the ice-box just as
soon as | got through for the day, but still they went bad after two or three weeks. It
wasn't until Amy thought of dipping them in melted wax that they lasted long
enough".

"Good idea".

"Yes, wasn't it? But you know, Charles, I've gotten rather tired of apples lately.
I'd like to try something else... I've been thinking, that little tree out on the lawn
would make a good subject”.

® Pomeranian — wmm (nopoda cobax)
17



She went over to the window to show me the tree she meant. | followed her. It
was a young sapling, just coming into leaf. My aunt said it was a flowering peach.

"Don 't you think that would be a good subject, Charles? | believe I'll try it this
afternoon while, you take Teddy for a little walk."

Amy helped bundle my aunt up in several layers of coats and mufflers, and |
carried the stool, the easel, the box of pencils and the paper out into the garden for
her.

She was rather fussy about the location of the various items, but | finally got
them fixed to her satisfaction. Then, though I'd much rather have had an afterlun-
cheon nap upstairs, | snapped the lead on Teddy's objectionable little collar and
started out for a survey of the town of Downie.

| soon realized that Downie was the sort of town whose social life centers
around the drugstore, but | managed to kill the next two hours by letting Teddy inves-
tigate the lamp posts which caught his fancy.

| expected to find Aunt Muriel on the lawn when | got back, hard at work on
her drawing, but she had gone in and the easel and stool, were gone, too. | looked
around for her, but she wasn't in sight. So I let Teddy climb into his box in the dining-
room and went upstairs for that belated nap.

After all, I couldn't get to sleep. For some irrelevant reason | kept thinking of
all those painstaking drawings of the bowl of apples, and | lay on the bed and counted
the spots on the wall until dinner time.

The dinner was good, and plentiful. My aunt, however, was definitely snap-
pish. After Amy had cleared away the dishes and my aunt had restored Teddy to his
accustomed place on her lap, | found out what the reason was.

"My drawing went badly," she complained. "The wind kept whipping those
leaves around until | couldn't get a thing done."

"l didn't notice much wind, Aunt Muriel," | said rather stupidly.

"You just don't notice things!" she flared. "Why, the leaves weren't still a single
minute."

| hastened to make amends.

"l can see that a careful craftsman like yourself might be distracted,” | placated
her. "I'm sorry. | haven't been with artists much." The reference to herself as an artist
pleased my aunt.

"Oh, I'm sure you didn't mean to give offense," she said. "It's just that | can't
work with anything unless it's absolutely still. That's why | stayed with the apples so
long. But | would like to draw that tree. | wonder..."

She went into a brown study® which lasted until she had emptied two cups of
coffee.

"Charles," she said finally, "I've been thinking. | want you to chop that tree
down for me tomorrow and bring it into the house. I'll put it in one of those two-quart
milk bottles. That way | can draw without the wind bothering me."

"But it's such a nice little tree,” | protested. "Besides: it won't last long after it's
been cut down."

% a brown study — ry6okoe pasgymbe
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"Oh, it's only a tree," she replied. "I'll get another from the nursery.® And
about the withering, Amy is wonderful with flowers. She puts aspirin and sugar in the
water, and they last forever. Of course, I'll have to work fast. But if | put in two or
three hours in the morning and four or five after lunch, | ought to get something done.

As far as she was concerned, the matter was settled.

Immediately, after breakfast next morning, Aunt Muriel led me to the tool shed
in the rear of the house and gave me a rusty hatchet.

She watched with ghoulish interest while | put an edge on the hatchet and then
escorted me to the scene of the execution.

Feeling like a murderer, | severed the little sapling from its trunk with a couple
of chops and then carried it into the house.

| spent the rest of that day, and the next three or four days, working in the gar-
den. I've always liked gardening, and there were some nice things in the place, though
they'd been badly neglected.

| divided some perennials and fertilized the earth around them with bone meal.
Somebody had stocked up the shed with Red Arrow and nicotine sulphate, and | had
a good time spraying for aphides and beetles.

Friday morning at breakfast | found a five-dollar bill folded up in my napkin. |
raised my eyebrows toward Aunt Muriel. She nodded, yes, it was for me, while a
faint flush washed up in her flabby cheeks.

| folded it neatly and put it in my pocket, feeling a warm glow of gratitude for
the old girl. It really was extraordinarily decent of her to provide me with cigarette
money. | resolved to go shopping for a little present for her that afternoon.

| found that the resources of Downie were limited. After hesitating between a
China fawn and a bowl of fan-tailed goldfish, | decided that the goldfish had more
Verve.

| went in after them, and discovered that Drake, the clerk who sold them to me,
had been to California, too, and was practically a friend. | made a date with him for a
gabfest™ the following night.

Aunt Muriel seemed genuinely delighted with the fish. She oohed and ahhed
over the sinuosity and filminess of their tails and ended by installing the bowl on the
little stand beside her easel.

We began to settle into a routine. In the mornings and early afternoons Aunt
Muriel drew in the dining-room while | worked in the garden. Later in the day | ran
errands, walked Teddy, and undertook a bunch of small repairs around the house.

About the middle of my second week with Aunt Muriel, the peach tree wi-
thered beyond any hope. She told me at dinner time, with a tone of one announcing a
major disaster that she had had to throw it out.

We held a post mortem®? on the batch of thirty-two drawings she had been able
to complete before the catastrophe.

% nursery — (30.) neconuromuuk
1 3 gabfest — Gonrrosns, Gecena (coll.)
123 post mortem — mocMepTHOE BCKPBITUE; (30.) OKOHYATENbHBII 0OCMOTP
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| picked out one of them as having more plastic value than the rest. She admit-
ted it was her favorite, too, and everything was fine. | could see, though, that she was
wondering what she could draw next.

The next day she flitted restlessly through the house looking for something to
draw. She kept popping out into the yard where | was transplanting antirrhinum
seedlings, to ask my opinion of this or that, as a subject for her pencil.

| noticed, when | went in to lunch, that she kept watching the goldfish bowl
speculatively, but I didn't make anything of it at the time.

That night when | returned from Drake's house she met me at the door and led
me to the kitchen with an air of mysterious triumph.

"l was a little nervous' about it," she said, with her hand on the handle of the re-
frigerator door. "But really, it came out ever so well!" She opened the refrigerator,
fumbled in its depths a moment, and pulled out the goldfish bowl. Moisture began to
condense on its surface. | stared at it stupidly.

"l knew the fish would never hold still, and yet | was just aching to draw
them," she went on. "So | thought and | thought—and really, | do think it was a
splendid idea, even if it was my own! | just turned the cold control way down, and
put the bowl in, and came back in a couple of hours, and it was frozen solid!

"l was afraid the bowl would crack when it began to freeze, but it didn't. See,
the ice is perfectly clear.”

She picked up a dish towel and rubbed the moisture away until | could see the
two goldfish neatly incased in transparent ice. "And now I'll be able to draw them
without any trouble. Isn't it wonderful?"

| said yes, it was wonderful and went upstairs as soon as | decently could.

The incident left an unpleasant taste in my mouth. Not that | held any especial
brief for*® the continued existence of the goldfish, but somehow...

She'd seemed to enjoy watching them swimming about so much, and I'd given
them to her, and — Oh, hell!

| woke up the next morning feeling faintly unhappy before | could remember
what was disturbing me.

When | remembered, | decided that | was acting like a champion chump™. To
let the demise of two goggle-eyed fish upset me was tops in imbecility. Whistling, |
went down to breakfast.

After the meal was over, Aunt Muriel got the bowl out of the refrigerator and
set to work. | went out in the shed and messed around with the spray gun for a while.

Looking up at the scaling side of the house, | had an idea. Why not repaint it? |
asked my aunt and she approved.

Accordingly, after some calculation, | brought home a bucket of paint from the
Store and started sloshing it on.

The work proceeded slowly. Days went by and | got to be a familiar customer
at the paint store. Aunt Muriel had finished her eighty-first study of the frozen gold-

13 especial brief for ... — (30.) pEeIIUTeIHLHO OTCTauBaTh
14 a champion chump — xypak u3 mypakos, kpyrisiii nauor (coll.)
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fish before I'd given the big house its first coat, and the surface was so bad it was
going to require at least two.

Spring drifted imperceptibly into early summer, and was still painting the
house and Aunt Muriel was still drawing the goldfish, both of us increasingly ab-
sorbed in our tasks.

| was having a pretty good time.

Drake had introduced me to his sister, a vivid brunette with just the combina-
tion of honey and claws which attracts me most in a woman, and he'd got another girl
for himself. We went out together several nights each week. My room in the city with
the unpaid rent, the hopeless hunt for a job, and the hunger, seemed a long way off.

| got the painting on the house done the day before Aunt Muriel decided she
had exhausted the goldfish.

| felt like celebrating. So | mixed soapsuds and nicotine sulphate, stirred up a
mess of Red Arrow, and puttered among the neglected plants to my heart's content.

Aunt Muriel handed me the last of the goldfish studies at dinner the next day
and | went over the entire group with her.

| was beginning to hate these inquests over the anatomy of whatever she'd been
drawing, but I bore up under it as well as | could.

When we'd finished, she said, "Charles, I've been wondering. Do you suppose
Teddy would be a good subject for me next?"

| looked down at the little animal where he was lying in her lap and said yes, |
thought he would, but would he hold still enough?

My aunt looked thoughtful.

"l don't know," she said. "I'll have to try to think of something. Perhaps | could
give him his dinner right after breakfast. Or..."

She went off into one of those periods of meditation of hers and, after a while, |
left unobtrusively for my date with Drake's sister.

We sat in the porch swing in the dark and held hands while the breeze blew the
smell of purple lilacs toward us. It was a sweet, sad, sentimental sort of date.

The next day was Saturday. After breakfast my aunt told me to take Teddy for
a walk, and to get him thoroughly tired out. She was going to feed him when | got
back and she hoped that the exercise, plus the food, might make him comatose
enough to serve as a model.

Obediently, we started out. Teddy and | assessed every lamp post in Downie at
least twice, and if he wasn't tired out-when I brought him back, he should have been.

My aunt took the lead from his collar and led him to the pantry where his food
dish was waiting, piled high with hamburger.

Teddy ate like a little pig. When he had finished he lay down on the floor of the
pantry with a resolute air. My aunt had to carry him into the dining-room and deposit
him in a sunny spot near her easel. He was asleep and snoring before | left the room.

We had lunch late that day, almost two-thirty in the afternoon, so Aunt Muriel
would be able to take full advantage of Teddy's lethargy.
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| was hungry, and Amy had prepared a really snazzy™ meal, centering around
fried chicken Southern style. As a result, it wasn't until | had finished with the fresh
peach mousse that | paid much attention to my aunt.

Then | saw that she was looking distracted and morose.

"Didn't the drawing go well this morning, Aunt Muriel?" | asked.

She shook her head until the pendants of her bright earrings jangled violently.

"No, Charles, it did not. Teddy — "She halted, looking very sad.

"What was the matter? Wouldn't he stay asleep?"

If my aunt had been a different type of woman she would have laughed sardon-
ically. As it was, she gave a tiny delicate snort.

"Oh, he slept," she replied. "Yes, he slept. But he kept twitching and jumping
and panting in his sleep until — well, really, Charles, it was quite impossible. Like try-
ing to draw an aspen in a high wind!"

"That's too bad. I guess you'll have to find another subject.”

For a moment my aunt did not answer. Looking at her, | thought I caught a
glint of tears in her eyes.

"Yes", she replied slowly, "I guess I will I think, Charles, I'll go into town this
afternoon and buy a few little things for Teddy"/

For a moment something cold slid up and down my spine. Then itwas  gone,
and | was thinking it was nice of the old girl, considering how much store she set by
her drawing, not to be annoyed at the little dog...

She came up to my room just before dinner and showed me what she'd bought
for Teddy. There was a bright red collar with a little bell, a chocolate-flavored rubber
bone, and a box of some confection called "Dog Treat," which, according to the label,
was a wholesome sweetmeat for pets.

She put the collar on Teddy while | watched and then gave him two of the dark
brown lozenges out of the "Dog Treat" box. He ate them with a flurry of little growls,
and seemed to relish them.

Sunday morning | sat around, nursing the old bones until my watch told me it
was time to get going if | didn't want to be late for the all-day hike Drake and | had
planned with the girls.

We had a fine time in the country. Drake wandered into a thicket of poison
oak, and Virginia, giggling, dropped a woolly caterpillar down my neck.

It was quite dark when I returned to the house. Even before | go inside | no-
ticed that all the lights were on and that there was a general air of confusion.

When | opened the door | found Aunt Muriel standing in the hallway, having
what looked like fit. Amy was standing before her waving a bottle of smelling salts.

"It's Teddy!" my aunt gasped when she saw me. "Oh, Charles, he's—"

| put my arm around her comfortingly, and my aunt dissolved into tears. They
began to trickle over the coating of talcum powder on her cheeks and drop on the
high net Collar around her neck.

"It's Teddy," she whimpered. "Oh, Charles, he's dead!"

I'd been expecting it subconsciously, but all the same | jumped.

1 Snazzy — npuBieKaTeNbHBIH, (30.) BKYCHBIH
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"What happened?" | asked.

"1 let him out in the yard for a little run about three hours ago. He was gone a
long time, and at last I went out to look for him. | called and called and finally I
found him out under the rhododendron. He was awfully sick”.

So | came right in and called the doctor, but when he got here, poor little Teddy
was — was gone. Somebody must have poisoned him."

She began to cry again.

| stroked my aunt's shoulder and murmured reassuring words while my mind
was busy. Some one of the neighbors? Teddy had been a quiet little beast, but he did
bark once in a while, and some people just don't like dogs.

"Dr. Jones was ever so nice and sympathetic about it. He took poor little Teddy
away in a bag. He's going to take him to a man he knows and have him stuffed."

Stuffed? | felt sweat break out along my shoulder blades and under my arms.
Mechanically | pulled the handkerchief out of my hip pocket and handed it to my
aunt.

She took it and began to blot her eyes. "It's such a comfort to me, anyway," she
said, blowing her nose, "to think that he did — enjoy his — last day — on earth."”

| took her up to her room and mixed her a bromide. | stood over her while she
drank and talked to her soothingly and patted her hand. After a while | got her calm
enough so | could go to my room.

| lay dawn on the bed and stared up at the spots on the ceiling for a while. My
heart was beating hard and quick. Pretty soon | reached in my coat pocket for ciga-
rettes and began to smoke.

| emptied the pack while | lay there, looking at the ceiling, not thinking about
anything, keeping my mind back, with an effort that was barely conscious, from the
edge of something | didn't want to explore. About twelve | undressed and went to
bed.

| felt soggy™ the next day. I'd slept, but it hadn't done me any good. Aunt Mu-
riel came in later after I'd pushed aside my toast. She was red-eyed. | said good morn-
ing and went out into the garden.

The day was muggy and overcast, and | didn't feel like doing much, anyhow. |
disbudded peonies for a while and clipped off seed pods; then | decided to give the
Oriental cherries a light going over with the pruning shears. It ought to have been
done earlier.

When I'd finished, | went into the shed for some linseed oil and bordeaux to
mix a poultice' for their wounds.

Reaching for the can of bordeaux, an unfamiliar gleam in the corner behind it
caught my eyes. It was a can of arsenate of lead. The label bore the usual skull and
crossbones. | opened the can. About a quarter of an inch of the poison was gone.

It might have been in the shed before, of course; | wasn't sure it hadn't been. |
held on to that idea: | wasn't sure.

18 soggy — B mogasenHoM cocrosauu (coll.)
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| don't know what | did the rest of the day. | must have pottered around in the
garden, trying not to think, until dinner time. Aunt Muriel came to the window once
and asked me if | didn't want any lunch, and | said | wasn't hungry.

| guess she spent the day looking at Teddy's box in the living room.

Well, I got over it.

Two or three days later, when Teddy came back from the taxidermist's, I'd
pushed the whole thing back so far in my mind that my reaction had begun to seem
slightly comic as well as inexplicable.

Even when Aunt Muriel got her pencils and started on an endless series of
sketches of the little stuffed animal, it was all right with me. If anyone had asked me,
I'd have said it was only natural for her to want to draw the pet of which she'd been so
fond.

While she drew Teddy over and over again, | started re-roofing the house. It
was a rough job because it was full of old-fashioned turrets and cupolas, and the
summer was well along before | finished.

Aunt Muriel kept urging me to relax, but I just couldn't be quiet.

After the roof | started a lath house in back for seedlings. Virginia and | were
dating almost every night, and | told myself feeling fine.

| did notice a slight, steady loss of weight, but I pretended it was due to my
smoking too much.

One hot night toward the end of August, my aunt got out the packet of
drawings she'd made of Teddy, and | went over them with her.

"I think I'll try a few more," she said when I'd laid the last sketch aside. "And
then — well, | must get something else." She looked sad.

"Yes," | said noncommittally. The subject made me uneasy, somehow. But
so thoroughly had | repressed my awareness, | had no idea why.

"Charles™"? she said after a minute. She was looking more depressed than ever.
"You've made an old woman very happy. This Virginia you've been going around,
with so much-are you fond of her?"

"Why-unh—yes. Yes, | am."”

"Well, I've been thinking — Would you like it, Charles, if — if | were to advance
you the money to set up a little nursery business here in Downie? You seem to have a
real talent for that sort of thing.”

“I'd miss you, of course, but if you wanted to — I'm sure you'd be happy with
Virginia, and-"

She choked up and couldn't go on. The old darling! | went around to her side of
the table and gave her a hug and kiss. | managed to tell her how happy it would make
me and how much I'd been wanting to do just what she suggested. A business of my
own, and Virginia for a wife! She was better than a fairy godmother.

We sat up late discussing plans for the nursery — location, stock, advertising,
policy—items that | found fascinating, and Aunt Muriel seemed to enjoy listening to.
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When | went upstairs to bed, | was feeling so elated | didn't think I could ever
go to bed. | whistled while I undressed. And, despite my expectations, | corked off'’
almost as soon as my head hit the pillow.

| awoke about three in the morning, my mind filled with an unalterable convic-
tion. It was as if what I'd only suspected, what I'd made myself forget, had added it-
self up and become, while I slept, an unyielding certainty. | sat on the edge of the bed
In pajamas, shivering.

Aunt Muriel was going to kill me. Lovingly, regretfully, she was going to put
poison in my food or in my drink. Lovingly, regretfully, she was going to watch my
agonies or smooth my pillow.

With tears in her eyes, she would delay calling the doctor until it was too late.
She'd be most unhappy over the whole thing. And, after | was dead, she'd give me to
the best mortician in Downie to embalm.

A week later, after having drawn me for eighteen hours daily, she'd consign me
to the earth, still regretfully, but with her regret a little alleviated by the knowledge
that my last days on earth had been happy ones.

The nursery business and the marriage with Virginia Drake were, you see, to
be the equivalent for me of Teddy's red collar and chocolate-flavored bone. | went
over my chain of reasoning rapidly. It was flawless. But there was one thing more —
| had to see for myself.

| drew on my bathrobe and tiptoed along the corridor and down the back stairs.
When | got into the shed, | lighted matches and looked until I found the spot on the
shelf behind the can of bordeaux where the arsenate of lead should have been. It
wasn't there.

Back in my room, | dressed, threw things into my suitcase, and exited in the
classical way. That is, | knotted sheets together, tied them to the four-poster bed, and
slid down them to the ground. | caught the five-thirty train for the city at the station.

| never heard from Aunt Muriel again. After | got to L.A.* | wrote a few cards
to Virginia, without any address, just to let her know | hadn't forgotten her. After a
while | got into private employment and met a nice girl. One thing led to another, and
we got married.

But there's one thing I'd give a good deal to know. What did Aunt Muriel draw
next?

V1. MAKPOAHAJIN3 TEKCTA
MACROANALYSIS OF THE TEXT

The author of the story is a modern American short-story writer. She entitled
her work with a mysterious word "perfectionist”" and we'll not be able to interpret it
until we've read the story up to the end. Only then we shall catch up with the irony of
the author who described a kind of mania of an old woman.

17 corked off — orkmouncs, mpoamuthes B con (Coll.)
8 L.A. - Los Angeles
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The story is told in the first person who is a young man called Charles. The
writer chooses a narrative form for telling the plot, but there are some dialogues. The
time and the place of action have been given explicitly and exactly: a little town of
Downie in the year of 1933. Later we manage to notice some American words in the
text which reaffirm that the events are developing in America.

We know that those were the years of economic depression in the country,
that's why the main character complains of his hard life without job and money. But
M. St. Clair did not aim at penetrating in the depth of economic problems; she de-
scribes quite a strange case that took place in her hero’s private life.

The plot of the story is rather simple. A young unemployed man by name
Charles has not had any meal for two weeks already and is very pleased with the let-
ter of invitation and a money-order sent to him by his distant relative — aunt Muriel,
who lived in a little town of Downie.

Coming over there Charles was welcomed very heartily by his aunt who asked
her nephew to stay and share a lonely life of hers. The duties of the young man did
not seem a burden, so he looked forward to a cloudless life. Ordinary people, the rou-
tine of everyday errands did not predict anything extraordinary and exiting.

But there was some hint at the beginning of the story given by the author:
Charles complained of long-lasted nightmares for some years after his visit to Down-
ie that attracted our attention to the plot of the story, predicting something terrible and
unusual. The author used a flashback to the previous events of story that happened
before the beginning of narration. We can also mark the author’s masterly composi-
tion of the short story leading the readers to its climax: the writer develops his plot
using a device of suspense.

There are two main characters in the story: Charles and his aunt Muriel. The
young man is of about twenty, he is eager to get any job because he can't make the
ends meet. He comes to his aunt and tries to do his best to be of any help for her. The
young man spends his days repairing the old house of his aunt, makes friends and
plans for the future. A girl-friend of his is lovely and they think of marriage.

But the nephew is clever enough to notice something strange and callous in his
aunt's behavior and her obsession to drawing. Thus vague suspicions started worrying
him. And Charles doesn't want to tempt his fate and leaves his aunt in a "classical
way".

Aunt Muriel is an old woman, very kind and delicate at first sight. She is old-
fashioned, generous to her nephew and has only two pleasures in her life: having a
dog Teddy and a hobby — drawing. This last entertainment is turning to a kind of ma-
nia” she cannot stop ruining, spoiling or killing any object of her drawing in order to
make it immovable and in this way convenient for her sketches.

The first model for her drawings was apples, then a young sapling that she or-
dered to chop off. Then there is a turn of the gold-fish and even her beloved little dog.
Aunt Muriel didn't make much progress in her hobby but constantly pressed the ne-
phew for his approval of her sketches. So, the gold-fish had been frozen, Teddy had
been poisoned and she again was looking for a model for her drawing. The climax of
the story has come.
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When aunt Muriel promised Charles to help him in starting his own business
he remembered how she had fed up Teddy and had bought him presents before her
secret poisoning the dog. That made the young man prick up his ears and think of es-
cape. So getting the proof of his guess after the can with poison had disappeared from
its place he vanishes never to come back. That was a denouement of the story.

The author named it "The Perfectionist” due to the fact that aunt Muriel would
try to have her drawings perfect making dozens of sketches but everything was in
vain. The drawings were clumsy and miserable. So we should interpret this title in an
ironic meaning.

“The Perfectionist” is a kind of detective story where there are not any murders
but there are some victims. The writer makes you feel that something terrible is to
happen. The old woman was quite close to committing a crime and only a sudden and
unexpected escape of her nephew prevented it.

The language of the story is literary-colloquial. We can observe a lot of stylistic
devices in the text.

1) Simile: Feeling like a murderer, | severed the little sapling from its trunk.
Teddy ate like a little pig. (It was) ... like trying to draw an aspen in a high wind.

2) Epithet: | hadn't seen her since | was a beady-eyed kid a maid...

3) Metaphor: ...who was fluttering in and out with more dishes...

4) Personification: Two or three days later, when Teddy came back from the
taxidermist... (the dog was dead).

5) Metonymy: ...to ask my opinion of this or that as a subject for her pencil (for
her drawing).

6) Synecdoche: she was an old woman, getting lonely, and felt the need of
some kindred face near her... (a nephew).

7) Periphrasis: | emptied the pack... (smoked up all the cigarettes)... she'd con-
sign me to the earth... (bury). We held post-mortem the batch of 32 drawings... (to
examine a dead body in the meaning of “making a verdict”). I dressed and exited in
the classical way (without saying good-bye). | was beginning to hate this inquest over
the anatomy (the nature-mort). She escorted me to the scene of the execution (where
we had to cut up the tree). A vivid brunette with just a combination of honey and
claws (with a contradictory character).

8) Allegory: We held a on the batch of 32 drawings... (to examine a dead body
of a man).

9) Euphemism: ...poor little Teddy — was — was gone (dead).

10) Emphasis: So good of you do come, Charles... But | would like to draw
that tree. Oh, Charles, you flatterer.

11) Litotes: Why, the leaves weren't still a single minute.

12) Aposiopesis: I'd like to try something else ... not to 'be annoyed at the little
dog... I'guess I will... Ithink, Charles ...

13) Zeugma: ... but she had gone in and the easel and stool were gone too.

14) Onomatopoeia: She oohed and ahhed over the sinuosity and filminess of
their tales...
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15) Anaphora: Lovingly, regretfully, she was going to put poison in my food
or in my drink. Lovingly, regretfully she was going to watch my agonies...

16) Parallel constructions: She began of doing a good deal commiserating
with herself on the subject of her age and loneliness, and a good deal of self-
congratulation because she was going......

17) Ring repetition: "So good of you to come, Charles!" — she said. "I really
can't thank you enough! So very good of you!" | wasn't sure it hadn't been. I held on
to that idea._| wasn't sure.

18) Anadiplosis: "He's going to take him to a man he knows and have him
stuffed." "Stuffed?"

19) Rhetorical question: Isn't it wonderful? What did aunt Muriel draw next?

20) Asyndeton: Back to my room, | dressed threw things into my suitcase... |
knotted sheets together, tied them to the four-posted bed....

21) Polysyndeton: But he kept twitching and jumping, and panting... and it was
quite impossible. | called and called and finally I found him... | just turned the cold
control way down, put the bowl in, and came back in a couple of hours, and it was
frozen solid.

22) Elliptical sentences: Very credible. (It is very credible.) Like trying to
draw an aspen... (Itis like...) Someone of the neighbors? (Was it someone...)

23) Inversion: | do think it was a splendid idea...

24) lrony: | soon realized that Downie was the sort of town whose social life
centers around the drug-store.

25) Colloquial style: | was acting like a champion chump. | was beginning to
warm up to the old girl. I was having a pretty good time.

The quoted examples make the language of the story more vivid, expressive
and picturesque.

VIl. JAHBUCTUYECKHI AHAJIN3 TEKCTA
LINGUISTIC ANALYSIS OF TEXT

a) Studies of the author's vocabulary

1. Popular terms: aspirin, bone meal, Red Arrow, nicotine sulphate, antirrhi-
num, comatose, lethargy, to fertilize, to transplant, a pomeranian, anatomy, bromide,
to embalm, taxidermist.

2. Topical words of art: painting, drawing sketch, easel, water color, etc.;
plants: perennials, sapling, tree, nursery, seed, lilac, rhododendron, peonies, cherry,
to disbud; birth relation: aunt, great aunt once removed, kid, mother, kinsman, sister,
godmother.

3. Americanisms: draft, closet, mailbox, gotten, drugstore, litter, neighbor
(spelling), can (a synonym of tin), dollar, cent, center (spelling).

4. Polisemic words: left, to put, to pop, to bear, to draw, yard, etc.

5. Slang words: gabfest, tops, snazzy, cork off.

6. Vulgarisms: Oh, hell.
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7._Toponims: California, Downie. Los Angeles.

8. Abbreviations: L. A. (Los Angeles).

9. Proper names (onims): Charles, Muriel, Drake, Virginia, Amy.

10. Nicknames: Teddy.

11. Words with international roots: sort, surprise, order, rent, portion, idea,
hall, imitation, subject, stool, location, social, minute, coffee, protest, brunette,
mousse, plan, etc.

12._Archaic words, historisms: italics, whalebone, portfolio, mortician, hiatus,
fawn, turret.

13._Phraseological units and ideoms: to rack one's brains, to kill two hours, a
brown study, to make a date, to make amends, to make friends, to run errands, skull
and bones, etc.

14. Emotionally colored words: obsession, miserable, painstaking, ghoulish,
violently, unpleasant, nightmares, giggle, whimper, desperate, chirp, etc.

15. Foreign words: lozenge (umasx.), post-mortem (zam.).

16. Neologisms: filminess.

b) Studies of systemically organized lexis
I. Synonims
feelings — sentiments kind — sort
painting — drawing batch — bunch

sketch — study

stairs — steps

awareness — consciousness
gleam — glint

comatose — lethargy
city — town

faint — light

calm — still — quiet
clear — transparent
disbudded — clipped off
tiny — little

to finish — to complete

to install —to settle

to escort — to go on one 's hills
to murder — to Kill

to delight — to enjoy — to relish
to upset — to distract

to explore — to investigate

to like — to be fond of

to knot — to tie

brown study — meditation
portfolio — suitcase
blotch — spot

hiatus — pause

surprise — wonder

S0ggy — muggy

silly — stupidly
dreadful — awful
high — tall

to set up business — to get into a private employment

to bother — to trouble — to disturb
to mess around — to potter around
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to go around — to putter among

to placate — to warm up

to sever — to chop

to flit — to flutter — to pop

to reassure — to comfort — to soothe
to exhaust — to tire out

to pause — to stop — to halt

2. Antonyms

last — first dreadful — wonderful
bad — good rapidly — slowly
begin — finish futile — useful

to live — to die fussy — quiet

to buy — to sell to dip —to pick up
back — front to fill —to empty

to fell asleep — to wake to bother — to comfort
to give — to take nervous — calm

high — short, low to end — to start

small — big later — early

upstairs — downstairs slightly — steadily

to walk up — to come down to hesitate — to resolve
3._.Homonyms

a)_homographs:

lead (nosoook) — lead (secmu 3a coboi)
kind (0obpwuir) — kind (poo)

b) homophones:

maid (cyorcanka) — made (coenarn)
calm (cnokoiinwiii) — come (npuxooums)
said (ckazan) — sad (epycmmotii)

hour (uac) — our (naw)

4. Paronyms (possible misleading comprehension)

morn (ympo) — mourn (tpayp)

drawing (pucynox) — drawing (pucoBanue)

accident (necuacmuwuii ciyuair) — incident (mpouciiecTaue)
wonder (yousisamscst) —wander (OpoauTsb)

creditable (noxsanwvnoiit) — credited (akkpeaUTOBAHHBIN)
batch (nauxa) — bunch (oxamnka)

lay (zeorcan) — lay (oa0KUTH)

genuinly (uckpenne) — ingeniously (reauaibho)

reference (oopawenue) — referent (peghepenm)

something (umo-mo) — some thing (kakas-To Bellb, J€J0)
feeling (uyscmeo) — filling (HanomHeHKE)

quite (énosane) — quiet (Tuxo)
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VI, JEKCUKOJOTHMYECKUHA U TPAMMATHYECKHWI
AHAJIM3 TEKCTA
LEXICOLOGIC and GRAMMATICAL STUDY OF THE TEXT

a) The system of word derivation is represented by different types, the basic
ones are following:

1. morphological type — to disbud, murderer, snappish, surface, upstairs, depth,
nervous, unpleasant, belated, thicket, flawless, selfcongratulation, wholesome;

2. syntactic type — beady-eyed, fan-tailed, painstaking, old-fashioned, dining-
room, sweetmeat, cross-bones, whale-bone, afternoon, absent-mindedness, water-
color;

3. other types of word-building include:

a) broadening of semantics

to catch (noimats) — to catch the train (ycners Ha moess);

to consign (nopyuamwv) — to consign to earth (mpenats 3emiie);

to warm up (coepesams) — to warm up the old girl (moxbanpuBarh cTapyro JeBy);
to develop (pazsusams) — it developed that... (okxa3zanocs, 4To);

b) conversion — to ooh, to ahh, to tiptoe, to exit;

c) abbreviation — L. A;;

d) changing of a stress:

‘control — to con trol;

'subject — to sub ‘ject;

‘protest — to pro "test;

e) sound imitation (onomatopoeia) — giggle, to ooh, to ahh, chirp, whimper,

crack;

f) clipping: midnight (the middle of the night);

g) _alteration of vowels:

food — feed — fed

begin — began

run — ran

come — came

meet — met

full — fill

h) substantivation:

a drawing

a coating

perenials

the withering

the good

darling

advertising
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1) functional transforming of semantics:

to study — a study (rabpocox)

to nurse — a nursery (numomnux)

hand — a handle (pyuxa)

to lead — a lead (rnosoook)

a collar (Bopotuuxk) — a collar (oweiinux)

salt — smelling salts (nioxamenvuvie conu)

the date — a date (ycrosnennas ecmpeua, ceuoanue)

b) Study of grammatical categories of the parts of speech

Nouns are represented in the text by categories of number (dollars, depth, cu-
polas, etc.), case (mother's side, Teddy's box, taxidermist's, etc.) and gender (nephew
— masculine; aunt — feminine; plant — neutral).

Pronouns of different types are used in the text including absolute forms of
possessive (hers, ours) and reflective pronouns (herself, oneself).

Adjectives and adverbs are put in necessary degrees of comparison (older, big-
gest, more verve, better, least, later, most, etc.).

Universal word-forming flexion “-s” is represented by all the functions: sorts
(plural of the noun); hers (possessive pronoun in absolute form) mother's (possessive
case of the noun), puts (personal flexion: the verb in the 3™ person singular in Present
Simple).

The most complex and diverse grammatical forms are represented by the Verb.
I. Indefinite Tenses, active

She puts aspirin and sugar in the water.. (Present)

It began when | went to live with Aunt Muriel in 1933. (Past)

| believe I'll try it this afternoon while you take Teddy for a little walk. (Future)

2. Continuous Tenses, active

| was still painting the house and Aunt Muriel was still drawing the gold fish...
(Past)

3. Simple Perfect Tenses,active
You've really caught something of the essence of those apples. (Present)

4. Continuous Perfect Tenses, active

| 've been thinking of that little tree on the lawn... (Present)

| was beginning to hate these inquests over the anatomy of whatever she'd been
drawing. (Past)

5. The Passive Voice
Lunch was laid on the dining-table. (Past Ind.)
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... there were some nice things in the place, though they'd been badly neglected.
(Past Perfect)

We are also to mention some examples which might be misunderstood as Pas-
sive forms being Perfect forms of the verbs of movement:

then | was gone... ; He was gone a long time..

6. Modal Verbs and their substitutionals

Somebody must have poisoned him.

It might have been in the shed before.

| really can’t thank you enough...

... a tall four-poster bed which should have had curtains ...

Of course, I’ll have to work fast.

But if I put in two or three hours in the morning and four or five after lunch |
ought to get something done.

... thirty two drawings she had been able to complete before a catastrophe.

The nursery business and the marriage ... were to be the equivalent for me of
Teddy’s red collar ...

7. Sequence of Tenses and Reported Speech

Aunt Muriel decided she had exhausted the gold fish ...

... my watch told me it was time to get going if | didn’t want to be late for the
all-day hike Drake and | had planned with the girls.

I’ve been thinking that little tree on the lawn would make a good subject.

... she explained in the letter that she was an old woman, getting lonely, and felt
the need of some kindred face near her ...

Aunt Muriel came to the window once and asked me if | didn’t want any lunch,
and | said | wasn’t hungry.

8. Conditional Sentences

If you wanted to — I’m sure you’d be happy with Virginia.

If anyone had asked me, I’d have said it was only natural for her ...

But if I put in two or three hours in the morning and four or five after lunch |
ought to get something done.

9. Subjunctive Mood

I’ve managed to tell her how happy it would make me and how much I’d been
wanting to do just what she suggested.

It was as if what I’d only suspected, what I’d made myself forget, had added it-
self up and become, while I slept an unyielding certainly.

And after | was dead she’d give me to the best mortician in Downie to embalm.

Would you like it, Charles, if — if were to advance you the money to set up a lit-
tle nursery business here in Downie?
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10. The Verbals
10/1 The Infinitive and its functions in a sentence

| expected to find Aunt Muriel on the lawn ... (Object)

| was expected to make myself useful in small ways ... (Subj. Inf. Constr.)

| racked my brains for something nice to say about them. (for plus Inf. Constr.)

... so I let Teddy climb into the box... (Obj. Inf. Constr.)

| want you to chop that tree down for me tomorrow... (Obj. Inf. Constr.)

She returned with a portfolio of drawings for me to look at. (for plus Inf.
Constr.)

It was really decent of her to provide me with cigarette money. (Obj. Inf.
Constr.)

She seemed to enjoy watching them... (Subj. Inf. Constr.)

| was thinking it was nice of the old girl... not to be annoyed at the little dog...
(Obj. Inf. Constr.)

He ate them... and seemed to relish them... (Subj. Inf. Constr.)

He is going to take him to a man he knows and have him staffed. (Obj. Inf.
Constr.)

After a while | got her calm enough... (Obj. Inf. Constr.)

It was only natural_for her to want to draw the pet... (for plus Inf. Constr.)

You seem to have a real talent for that sort of thing. (Subj. Inf. Constr.)

| wrote two cards to Virginia...just let her know | hadn't forgotten her. (Obj. Inf.
Constr.)

| got to be a familiar customer at the paint-store... (a part of a Compound Predi-
cate)

10/2 Participle and its functions in a sentence

... amaid... was fluttering in and out with more dishes. (a part of a Comp. Pred.)

| murmured reassuring words... (Attr.)

Holding Teddy under one arm, she rose... (Adv. Modif.)

Feeling like a murderer, | severed a little sapling. ( Adv. Modif.)

I spent the rest of the day ... working in the garden. (Adv. Modif.)

She told me at dinner-time with the tone of one announcing a major disaster,
that she... (Attr.)

Whistling | went down to breakfast. (Adv. Modif.)

10/3 Participle 11 and its functions in a sentence

... but I finally got them fixed. (Obj. Part. Constr.)

| got the painting of the house done. (Obj. Part. Constr.)

... my room in the city with the unpaid rent ... seemed a long way off. (Attr.)
... where his food dish was waiting, piled with hamburgers. (Attr.)
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She had been held together by whale bone... (a part of a Compound Predicate
in Passive)

10/4 The Gerund and its functions in a sentence

| decided to give the Oriental cherries a light going over with pruning shears.
(Object)

Aunt Muriel kept urging me to relax. (a part of a Comp. Pred.)

... She would delay calling the doctor... (Obj.)

The apples kept withering. (a part of a Comp. Pred.)

I managed to kill the next two hours by letting Teddy investigate the lamp
posts. (Adv. Modif.)

I've always liked gardening. (Obj.)

After hesitating between a China fawn and a bowl of fan-tailed goldfish, I de-
cided that... (Adv. Modif.)

She kept popping out into the yard, where | was... (a part of a Comp. Pred.)

| felt like celebrating. (Adv. Modif.)

... she seemed to enjoy watching them swimming. (Obj.; Complex Obj.)

10/5 There are many ing-forms in the text, which represent different parts of
speech. Some words have paronymic forms: drawing, withering, painting, feeling
and are used both as nouns, participles I, adverbs and Pronouns. Let’s study some of
these examples.

adjectives:
the following night a scaling wall
a flowering peach the pruning shears
nouns
darling morning
ceiling earing
sapling seedling
adverbs:
accordingly comfortingly
increasingly soothingly
pronouns:
anything
something
nothing

Students have many difficulties studying Non-finite forms of the verbs. The
text in question contains a lot of paragraphs with different ing-forms, for example in
this extract.
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After the roof | started a lath house in back for seedlings (Noun). Virginia and
| were dating (Part. 1) almost every night, and | told myself | was feeling (Part. I)
fine. | did notice a slight, steady loss of weight, but | pretended it was due to my
smoking (Gerund) too much.

What can we conclude having finished the grammatical analysis of the story?
Almost all grammatical structures and Parts of Speech categories are represented in
the text including simple and complex ones. So we can resume that it is a kind of
full-value belles-lettres text on the basis of which we are able to get acquaintance
with nearly all linguistic phenomena and categories of English. We have met some
rare language forms, for instance, the example of the verb "to want" in Continuous
form: ...to tell her...how much I'd been wanting t0 do just what she suggested. The
writer uses all grammatical and lexical resources of the language for putting and
shaping her ideas in a verbal way. They are represented in such a small literary form
as a short story, which proves the artistic mastery of its author.
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YACTD I1. XYJOXKECTBEHHBIE TEKCTHBI VI UHTEPIIPETAILINN.
METOIUYECKHE PEKOMEHIALIMN

Xyn0KECTBEHHbBIE TEKCThI BTOPOM YacTH 1MOCOOUs NpeJHa3HAUYEHBI [ ayau-
TOPHOM U caMOCTOATENbHON paboThl. Cro/1a BOLLIM OTPBIBKU M3 KJIACCUYECKOM aHT-
nutickoit mpo3bl (Y. ukkenc), apamatypruu (b. lloy) u moa3uu (B. lllekcnup), HO
IIMpE BCEro MpeJicTaBieHa quTepaTtypa XX Beka. O0pasibpl CTUIIEBBIX IJIACTOB SI3bI-
Ka MPOJEMOHCTPUPOBAHBI BO BCEM Pa3zHOOOpa3HH OT JIUTEPATYPHOTO AHTIIMICKOTO
(I'. Dxeiimc) no ero pasroBopHsix (/1. Ilapkep), AHMaeKTHBIX (SI3bIK KOKHHU B TThECE
"[Murmamuon” b. Illoy) u cnenroseix ¢hopm (P. ane). JIoBOIBHO MHUPOKO MPEICTAB-
JIEH aMEPUKAaHCKUI BapuaHT aHriauiickoro si3bika (P. Jlas, L. JxexcoH u np.)

Matepuai XyI0XKECTBEHHbIX TEKCTOB MPEAYCMATPUBAET IIUPOKUE BO3MOKHO-
CTH JUISl €r0 MCIOJIb30BAHMS ayAUTOPHOM, JOMAIIHEN U CAMOCTOSTENBHOM padoTe B
IPOLIECCE MHTErPUPOBAHHOTO M3YUYEHUS PA3INMYHBIX SI3BIKOBBIX IUCLHUILIMH — IPAK-
TUKHU S3bIKA, TIMHTBOCTPAHOBEJCHUS U KYJIbTypbl bputanuu, aHrmuicKkoil auTepary-
PBl U CTUWIMCTUKU. JIMCKYypCBI, IPUBEIEHHBIE HIXKE, PEKOMEHIYETCSl HCII0Ib30BATh
B LIEJISIX COBEPLICHCTBOBAHUS S3BIKOBBIX KOMIIETEHLINI Pa3IMYHOIO YPOBHSI:

1) 11t pa3BUTHS HABBIKOB PA3JIMYHBIX BUOB YTEHUSI — IOMCKOBOTO, AHAJTUTH-
YECKOI'0 U T.J.;

2) B LeJIAX U3YUYEHUS CII0OBOOOpPA30BATENIbHBIX, CHHTAKCUYECKUX M TPaMMAaTH-
YecKux (POpM aHTIIMICKOTO S3bIKa;

3) Uit OTTaUMBaHUsI YMEHUHN CTPYKTYPUPOBATH TEKCT U MEPECKa3aTh €ro;

4) B IeJIX COBEPILIEHCTBOBAHMS HABBIKOB YCTHOI'O U MUCBbMEHHOIO MIEPEBO/IA;

5) st oO6cykaeHus npoOaeM, MOJHATHIX B Xy/I0KECTBEHHOM OTPBIBKE;

6) B LeNsAX pa3BUTHSI YMEHUN ONEpUPOBATh PA3IUYHBIMU (PYHKIHMOHAIbHBIMU
CTUJISIMU @HTJIMHACKOTO SI3bIKA;

7) Iist M3y4eHUsl XyJOKECTBEHHBIX BBIPA3UTEBHBIX CPEIICTB SI3bIKA — TPOIIOB
U pUryp peuu, B paMKax CTHJIMCTUYECKOrO aHAJIN3a;

8) B LEeNAX pa3BUTHS YMEHHUM BBIIOJHUTH MAKPO- U MUKPO-aHAIN3 XYJI0XKECT-
BEHHOI'O JJUCKYpCa;

9) U1t COBEpIIEHCTBOBAHUS HABBIKOB HHTEPIPETALMM TEKCTA.

HauanpHas cTpaHulla 4acTH NMEPBOM OTKphIBaJIach 00pa3LOM CXEMBbI 1711 MaK-
poaHaJIM3a TEKCTA, a IPUMEP JIMHTBUCTUYECKOI0 aHAJIN3a JUCKypca MOXKHO HAlTH B
e¢ ceapmom pasnene ('The Perfectionist™). Ilpu Mukpoanamuse TekcTa peKOMEHIY-
€TCsl MOJIb30BaThCA CIPABOYHBIM MaTEpPHAJIOM pasjieia Ba TOM e YacTH, HO JIydllle
BECTU CBOM COOCTBEHHBIM CIOBapHUK JUTEPATYPHO-CTHIMCTUYECKUX MPUEMOB, WUJI-
JIOCTPUPYSA €ro MpUMEpaMH U3 U3ydaeMbIXx TeKCTOB. OOpasel npe1-nepeBoa4ecKoro
aHanmu3a Tekcra "'Lispeth” cM. mo ccbuike 2 B Gubarorpadum.
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TEXT 1
Ch. Dickens®®
GREAT EXPECTATIONS

(an extract from chapter I, abridged)

My father's family name being Pirrip, and my Christian name Philip, my infant
tongue could make of both names nothing longer or more explicit than Pip. So |
called myself Pip, and came to be called Pip.

| give Pirrip as my father's family name, on the authority of his tombstone and
my sister Mrs. Joe Gargery, who married the blacksmith. As | never saw my father
or my mother, and never saw any likeness of either of them (for their days were long
before the days of photographs), my first fancies regarding what they were like, were
unreasonably derived from their tombstones.

The shape of the letters on my father's, gave me an odd idea that he was a
square, stout, dark man, with curly black hair. From the character and turn of the in-
scription, “Also Georgiana Wife of the Above” I drew a childish conclusion that my
mother was freckled and sickly.

Five little stone lozenges, each about a foot and a half long, were arranged in a
neat row beside their grave and were sacred to the memory of five little brothers of
mine — who gave up trying to get a living exceedingly early in that universal strug-
gle.

Ours was the marsh country, down by the river, within, as the river wound,
twenty miles of the sea. My first most vivid and broad impression of the identity of
things, seems to me to have been gained on a memorable raw afternoon towards
evening. At such a time | found out for certain, that this bleak place overgrown with
nettles was the churchyard; and that the dark flat wilderness beyond the churchyard
with scattered cattle feeding on it all and beginning to cry, was Pip.

"Hold your noise!" cried a terrible voice, as a man started up from among the
graves at the side of the church porch. "Keep still, you little devil, or I'll cut your
throat!"

A fearful man, all in coarse grey, with a great iron on his leg. A man with no
hat, and with broken shoes, and with an old rag tied round his head. A man who had
been soaked in water, and smothered in mud, and lamed by stones, and cut by flints,
and stung by nettles, and torn by briars; who limped and shivered, and glared and
growled; and whose teeth chattered in his head as he seized me by the chin.

"O! Don't cut my throat, sir," I pleaded in terror. “Pray don't do it, sir.”

"Tell us your name!" said the man, "Quick!"

“Pip, sir.”

"Once more," said the man, staring at me. "Give it mouth!"

"Pip. Pip, sir."

"Show us where you live," said the man. "Pint out the place!"

19 Yapab3 JIukkenc (1812 — 1870) — Brigaronuiicst aHTIUiCKuiA mucarenb-kiaccuk X1X Beka.
Poman «bonbime Haiexk1pl» HaNMcaH U onmyonuKkoBaH B 1861 roxy.
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| pointed to where our village lay, on the flat in-shore among the alder-trees
and pollards, a mile or more from the church.

The man, after looking at me for a moment, turned me upside down, and emp-
tied my pockets. There was nothing in them but a piece of bread. When the church
came to itself — for he was so sudden and strong that he made it go head over heels
before me, and | saw the steeple under my feet — when the church came to itself, |
say, | was seated on a high tombstone, trembling, while he ate the bread ravenously.

“You young dog,” said the man, licking his lips, “what fat cheeks you ha' got.”

| believe they were fat, though | was at that time undersized, for my years, and
not strong.

"Darn Me if | couldn't eat 'em," said the man, with a threatening shake of his
head, "and if | han't half a mind to't!"

| earnestly expressed my hope that he wouldn't, and held tighter to the tomb-
stone on which he had put me; partly, to keep myself upon it; partly, to keep myself
from crying.

"Now lookee here!" said the man. "Where's your mother?'

"There, sir!" said I.

He started, made a short run, and stopped and looked over his shoulder.

"There, sir!" I timidly explained. "Also Georgiana. That's my mother."

"Oh!" said he, coming back. “And is that your father alonger your mother?”

"Yes, sir," said I; "him too; late of this parish."

"Ha!" he muttered then, considering. "Who d'ye live with — supposin' you're
kindly let to live, which I han't made up my mind about?"

“My sister, sir — Mrs. Joe Gargery — wife of Joe Gargery, the blacksmith, sir."

"Blacksmith, eh?" said he. And looked down at his leg.

After darkly looking at his leg and at me several times, he came closer to my
tombstone, took me by both arms, and tilted me back as far as he could hold me; so
that his eyes looked most powerfully down into mine, and mine looked most hel-
plessly up into his.

"Now lookee here,” he said, "the question being whether you're to be let to
live. You know what a file is?"

"Yes, sir."

"And you know what wittles is?"

"Yes, sir."

After each question he tilted me over a little more, so as to give me a greater
sense of helplessness and danger.

"You get me a file." He tilted me again. "And you get me wittles." He tilted
me again. "You bring 'em both to me." He tilted me again. "Or I'll have your heart
and liver out." He tilted me again.

| was dreadfully frightened, and so giddy that I clung to him with both hands,
and said, "If you would kindly please to let me keep upright, sir, perhaps | shouldn't
be sick, and perhaps | could attend more."
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He gave me a most tremendous dip and roll, so that the church jumped over its
own weather-cock. Then, he held me by the arms in an upright position on the top of
the stone, and went on in these fearful terms:

"You bring me, to-morrow morning early, that file and them wittles. You
bring the lot to me, at that old Battery over yonder. You do it, and you never dare to
say a word or dare to make a sign concerning your having seen such a person as me,
or any person sumever, and you shall be let to live. You fail, or you go from my
words in any partickler, no matter how small it is, and your heart and your liver shall
be tore out, roasted and ate.”

“Now, I ain't alone, as you may think I am. There's a young man hid with me,
In comparison with which young man | am a Angel. That young man hears the
words | speak. That young man has a secret way pecooliar to himself, of getting at a
boy, and at his heart, and at his liver. It is in wain for a boy to attempt to hide himself
from that young man. A boy may lock his door, may be warm in bed, may tuck him-
self up, may draw the clothes over his head, may think himself comfortable and safe,
but that young man will softly creep and creep his way to him and tear him open. |
am a keeping that young man from harming of you at the present moment, with great
difficulty. | find it wery hard to hold that young than off of your inside. Now, what
do you say?"

| said that would get him the file, and | would get him what broken bits of
food I could, and | would come to him at the Battery, early in the morning.

"Say, Lord strike you dead if you don't" said the man.

| said so, and he took me down.

"Now," he pursued, "you remember what you've undertook, and you remem-
ber that young man, and you get home!"

"Coo-good night, sir," | faltered.

"Much of that!" said he, glancing about him over the cold wet flat. "I wish |
was a frog. Or a eel!”

At the same time, he hugged his shuddering body in both his arms clasping
himself, as if to hold himself together — and limped towards the low church wall.
As | saw him go, picking his way among the nettles, and among the brambles that
bound the green mounds, he looked in my young eyes as if he were eluding the
hands of the dead people, stretching up cautiously out of their graves, to get a twist
upon his ankle and pull him in.

When he came to the low church wall, he got over it, like a man whose legs
were numbed and stiff, and then turned round to look for me. When | saw him turn-
ing, | set my face towards home, and made the best use of my legs.
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TEXT 2
B. Shaw®
PYGMALION
(an extract from the play, act I)

ACT 1.

Covent Garden at 11.13 p.m. Torrents of heavy summer rain. Cab whistles
blowing frantically in all directions. Pedestrians running for shelter into the market
and under the portico of St. Paul's Church.

THE DAUGHTER [in the space between the central pillars, close to the one
on her left] I'm getting chilled to the bone. What can Freddy be doing all this time?
He's been gone twenty minutes.

THE MOTHER [on her daughter's right] Not so long. But he ought to have
got us a cab by this.

A BYSTANDER [ on the lady's right] He wont get no cab not until half-past
eleven, missus, when they come back after dropping their theatre fares.

THE MOTHER But we must have a cab. We cant stand here until half-past
eleven. It's too bad.

THE BYSTANDER Well, it ain't my, fault, missus.

THE DAUGHITER If Freddy had a bit of gumption, he would have got one at
the theatre door.

THE MOTHER What could he have done, poor boy?

THE DAUGHTER Other people got cabs. Why couldn't he?

[Freddy rushes in]

THE DAUGHTER Well, haven't you got a cab?

FREDDY There's not one to be had for love or money.

THE MOTHER Oh, Freddy, there must be one. You can't have tried.

THE DAUGHTER It's too tiresome. Do you expect us to go and get one our-
selves?

FREDDY I tell you they're all engaged. The rain was so sudden: nobody was
prepared; and everybody had to take a cab.

THE MOTHER You really are very helpless, Freddy. Go again; and come
back until you have found a cab.

FREDDY I shall simply get soaked for nothing.

THE DAUGHTER And what about us? Are we to stay here all night in this
draught, with next to nothing on? You selfish pig —

FREDDY Oh, very well: I'll go, I'll go. [He opens his umbrella and dashes off
Strand-wards, but, comes into collision with a flower girl, who is hurrying for shel-
ter, knocking her basket out of her hands].

THE FLOWER GIRL Nah then, Freddy: look wh'y' gowin, deah.

20 Juxopax Bepuapn Loy (1856 — 1950) — kpynHelmmii upnanackuii apamarypr, naypeat Ho-
Oenesckoii mpemuu 1925 r. Ilbeca "'Tlurmamuon' (1913) HasBaHa mMeHeM MHU(OIOrUYECKOTO
CKYJIBIITOPA, KOTOPBIN YIIPOCHI OOTOB OYKMBHUTH U3BAsHHYIO MM CTaTylO MpeKkpacHoii ['anareu, ko-
TOPYIO OH CTPACTHO MOJTIOOUII.
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FREDDY Sorry [he rushes off].

THE FLOWER GIRL [picking up her scattered flowers and replacing them in
the basket] Theres menners f* yer! Te-00 banches o voylets trod into the mad. [She
sits down on the plinth of die column, sorting her flowers, on the lady's right].

THE MOTHER How do you know that my son's name is Freddy, pray?

THE FLOWER GIRL Ow, eez ye-ooa san, is e? Wai, fewd dan y' de-ooty
bawmz a mother should, eed now bettern to spawl a pore gel's flahrzn than ran awy
athaht pyim. Will ye-oo py me f’them?

THE DAUGHTER Do nothing of the sort, mother. The idea!

THE MOITIER Please allow me, Clara. Have you any pennies?

TIE DAUGHTER. No. I've nothing smaller than sixpence.

THE FLOWER GIRL [hopefully] I can give you change for a tanner, kind la-
dy.

THE MOTHER [to Clara] Give it to me. Now. This is for your flowers.

THE FLOWER GIRL Thank you kindly, lady.

THE DAUGHTER Make her give you the change. These things are only a
penny a bunch.

THE MOTHER Do hold your tongue, Clara [To the girl] You can keep the
change.

THE FLOWER GIRL Oh, thank you, lady.

THE MOTHER Now tell me how you know that young gentleman’s name.

THE FLOWER GIRL I didn’t.

THE MOTHER | heard you call him by it. Don't try to deceive me.

THE FLOWER GIRL [protesting] Who's trying to deceive you? | called him
Freddy or Charlie same as you might yourself if you was talking to a stranger and
wished to be pleasant.

THE DAUGHTER Sixpence thrown away! Really mamma, you might have
spared Freddy that.

[An elderly gentleman of the amiable military type rushes into the shelter]

THE GENTLEMAN Phew!

THE MOTHER [to the gentleman] Oh, sir, is there any sign of its stopping?

THE GENTLEMAN I'm afraid not. It started worse than ever about two mi-
nutes ago.

THE FLOWER GIRL If it's worse, it's a sign it's nearly over. So cheer up,
Captain; and buy a flower off a poor girl.

THE GENTLEMAN I'm sorry, | haven't any change.

THE FLOWER GIRL I can give you change, Captain.

THE GENTLEMAN For a sovereign? I've nothing less.

THE FLOWER GIRL Garn! Oh do buy a flower off me, Captain. 1 can
change half-a-crown. Take this for tuppence.

THE GENTLEMAN Now don't be troublesome: there's a good girl. [Trying
his pockets] | really haven't any change — Stop: here's three hapence, if that's any
use to you [he retreats to the other pillar].

THE FLOWER GIRL [disapointed] Thank you, sir.
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THE BYSTANDER [To the girl] You be careful: give him a flower for it.
Theres a bloke here behind taking down every blessed word youre saying. [All turn
to the man who is taking notes].

THE FLOWER GIRL [springing up terrified] I ain't done nothing wrong by
speaking to the gentleman. I've a right to sell flowers if | keep off the kerb. I'm a res-
pectable girl: so help me, I never spoke to him except to ask him to buy a flower off
me. [Cries of Dont start hollerin]

THE CROWD [noise with question and answer] What's the row? What-she
do? Where is he? A tec taking her down. What? ' him? Yes: him over-there: Took
money off the gentleman...

THE FLOWER GIRL [The flower girl, distraught and mobbed, breaks
through them to the gentleman, crying wildly] Oh, sir, don't let him charge me. You
dunno what it means to me. They'll take away my character and drive me on the
streets for speaking to gentlemen. They —

THE NOTE TAKER [coming forward on her right, the rest crowding after
him] There, there, there, there! who's hurting you, you silly girl? What do you take
me for?

TEXT 3
0. Wilde*
THE SELFISH GIANT

Every afternoon, as they were coming from school, the children used to go and
play in the Giant's garden.

It was a large lovely garden, with soft green grass. Here and there over the
grass stood beautiful flowers like stars, and there were twelve peach-trees that in the
spring-time broke out into delicate blossoms of pink and pearl, and in the autumn
bore rich fruit. The birds sat on the trees and sang so sweetly that the children used
to stop their games in order to listen to them. "How happy we are here!" they cried to
each other.

One day the Giant came back. He had been to visit his friend the Cornish
ogre??, and had stayed with him for seven years®. After the seven years were over he
had said all that he had to say, for his conversation was limited, and he determined to
return to his own castle. When he arrived he saw the children playing in the garden.

"What are you doing here?" he cried in a very gruff voice, and the children ran
away.

2 Ocxkap Yaiiapa (1856 — 1900) — anrnumiickuii miucaTenb U qpamarypr. B cOopHuKax cka3ok Juis
neteit «CYacTauBBIA TIPUHID) U JIp. 00paImaics K CEphE3HBIM MpodIeMaM BeIOOpa MEXIy J00poM
U 3JI0M, CaMONOXKEPTBOBAHHMEM M NpeAarenbcTBOM. Paccka3z «BennkaH-3roMCT» Takke HOCUT
MIPUTYEBBIA XapakKTep.
22 0gre — MOHCTP-II010€e]]
2% seven years....twelve peach-trees — mucmuueckue wucna: 7, 12
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"My own garden is my own garden,"” said the Giant; "any one can understand
that, and | will allow nobody to play in it but myself." So he built a high wall all
round it, and put up a notice-board.

Trespassers
will be Prosecuted

He was a very selfish Giant.

The poor children had now nowhere to play. They tried to play on the road,
but the road was very dusty and full of hard stones, and they did not like it. They
used to wander round the high walls when their lessons were over, and talk about the
beautiful garden inside. “How happy we were there!” they said to each other.

The spring came, and all over the country there were little blossoms and little
birds. Only in the garden of the Selfish Giant it was still winter. The birds did not
care to sing in it as there were no children, and the trees forgot to blossom. Once a
beautiful flower put its head out from the grass, but when it saw the notice-board it
was so sorry for the children that it slipped back into the ground again, and went off
to sleep. The only people who were pleased were the Snow and the Frost. "Spring
has forgotten this garden,” they cried, "so we will live here all the year round." The
Snow covered up the grass with her great white cloak, and the Frost painted all the
trees silver. Then they invited the North Wind to stay with them, and he came. He
was wrapped in furs, and he roared all day about the garden, and blew the chimney-
pots down's. "This is a delightful spot,” he said, “we must ask the Hail on a visit.” So
the Hail came. Every day for three hours he rattled on the roof of the castle till he
broke most of the slates, and then he ran round and round the garden as fast as he
could go. He was dressed in grey, and his breath was like ice.

"l cannot understand why the Spring is so late in coming,” said the Selfish
Giant, as he sat at the window and looked out at his cold, white garden; "I hope there
will be a change in the weather."

But the Spring never came, nor the Summer. The Autumn gave golden fruit to
every garden, but to the Giant's garden she gave none. "He is too selfish," she said.
So it was always Winter there, and the North Wind and the Hail, and the Frost, and
the Snow danced about through the trees.

One morning the Giant was lying awake in bed when he heard some lovely
music. It sounded so sweet to his ears that he thought it must be the King's musicians
passing by. It was really only a little linnet singing outside his window, but it was so
long since he had heard a bird sing in his garden that it seemed to him to be the most
beautiful music in the world. Then the Hail stopped dancing over his head, and the
North Wind ceased roaring, and a delicious perfume came to him through the open
casement. "l believe the Spring has come at last," said the Giant; and he jumped out
of bed and looked out.

What did he see?

He saw a most wonderful sight. Through a little hole in the wall the children
had crept in, and they were sitting in the branches of the trees. In every tree that he
could see there was a little child. And the trees were so glad to have the children
back again that they had covered themselves with blossoms, and were waving their
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arms gently above the children's heads. The birds were flying about and twittering
with delight, and the flowers were looking up through the green grass and laughing.
It was a lovely scene, only in one corner it was still winter. It was the farthest corner
of the garden, and in it was standing a little boy. He was so small that he could not
reach up to the branches of the tree, and he was wandering all round it, crying bitter-
ly. The poor tree was still covered with frost and snow, and the North Wind was
blowing and roaring above it. "Climb up! little boy," said the Tree, and it bent its
branches down as low as it could; but the boy was too tiny.

And the Giant's heart melted as he looked out. "How selfish | have been!" he
said; "now | know why the Spring would not come here. | will put that poor little
boy on the top of the tree, and then | will knock down the wall, and my garden shall
be the children's playground for ever and ever." He was really very sorry for what he
had done.

So he crept downstairs and opened the front door quite softly, and went out in-
to the garden. But when the children saw him they were so frightened that they all
ran away; and the garden became winter again. Only the little boy did not run for his
eyes were so full of tears that he did not see the Giant coming. And the Giant stole
up behind him and took him gently in his hand, and put him up into the tree. And the
tree broke at once into blossom, and the birds came and sang on it, and the little boy
stretched out his two arms and flung them round the Giant's neck, and kissed him.
And the other children when they saw that the Giant was not wicked any longer,
came running back, and with them came the Spring. "It is your garden now, little
children,” said the Giant, and he took a great axe and knocked down the wall. And
when the people were going to market at twelve o'clock they found the Giant playing
with the children in the most beautiful garden they had ever seen.

All day long they played, and in the evening they came to the Giant to bid him
good-bye. "But where is your little companion?" he said: “the boy | put into the
tree." The Giant loved him the best because he had kissed him.

"We don't know," answered the children: "he gone away"

"You must tell him to be sure and come tomorrow," said the Giant. But the
children said that they did not know where he lived and had never seen him before;
and the Giant felt very sad.

Every afternoon, when school was over, the children came and played with the
Giant. But the little boy whom the Giant loved was never seen again. The Giant was
very kind to all the children, yet he longed for his first little friend, and often spoke
of him. "How | would like to see him!" he used to say.

Years went over and the Giant grew very old and feeble. He could not play
about any more, so he sat in a huge armchair, and watched the children at their
games, and admired his garden. "l have many beautiful flowers," he said; "but the
children are the most beautiful flowers of all."

One winter morning he looked out of his window as he was dressing. He did
not hate the Winter now, for he knew that it was merely the Spring asleep, and that
the flowers were resting.
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Suddenly he rubbed his eyes in wonder and looked and looked. It certainly
was a marvelous sight. In the farthest corner of the garden was a tree quite covered
with lovely white blossoms. Its branches were golden, and silver fruit hung down
from them, and underneath it stood the little boy he had loved.

Downstairs ran the Giant in great joy, and out into the garden. He hastened
across the grass, and came near to the child. And when he came quite close his face
grew red with anger, and he said, *Who hath dared to wound thee?" For on the palms
of the child's hands were the prints of two nails, and the prints of two nails were on
the little feet.

"Who hath dared to wound thee®*?" cried the Giant, "tell me: that | may take
my big sword and slay him."

"Nay," answered the child: "but these are the wounds of Love."

"Who art thou?" said the Giant, and a strange awe fell on him, and he knelt be-
fore the little child.

And the child smiled on the Giant, and said to him, "You let me play once in
your garden, today you shall come with me to my garden, which is Paradise."

And when the children ran in that afternoon, they found the Giant lying dead
under the tree, all covered with white blossoms.

TEXT 4
R. Kipling®

LISPETH

She was the daughter of Sonoo, a Hill-man and Jadeh his wife. One year their
maize failed, and two bears spent the night in their only poppyfield just above the
Sutlej”® Valley on the Kotgarh side; so, next season, they turned Christian and
brought their baby to the Mission to be baptized. The Kotgarh Chaplain christened
her Elizabeth, and "Lispeth" is the Hill or pahari®’ pronunciation.

Later, cholera came into the Kotgarh Valley and carried off Sonoo and Jadeh,
and Lispeth became half servant, half companion, to the wife of the then Chaplain of
Kotgarh. This was after the reign of the Moravian missionaries, but before Kotgarh
had quite forgotten her title of ‘Mistress of the Northern Hills’.

Whether Christianity improved Lispeth, or whether the gods of her own
people would have done as much for her under any circumstances, | do not know;
but she grew very lovely. When a Hill girl grows lovely, she is worth travelling fifty

24 Who hath dared to wound thee?... Nay... who art thou? — Kto mocmen panuth Te0s? ...Her...
Kro 1817 (apx.)

% Jxo3ed Peabsipn Kunaunr (1865 — 1936) — u3BecTHbII aHTIIHIICKHIA TTHCaTeNb, aypeat Ho-
OeneBckoi npemuu 1o aureparype 1907 r., aBTOp IMKJIa MPOU3BEACHUN O MPUPOJIE U KUBOTHOM
mupe A¢puku u Maauu. Hlupoko nomynspHa ero «Kuaura mxyHriei» o Mayrimm

2% the Sutley Valley — nonuna Carieit pacronoxena B ['umanaiickux ropax (wrar [enmpka6, V-
TS
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miles over bad ground to look upon. Lispeth had a Greek face — one of those faces
people paint so often, and see so seldom. She was of a pale, ivory color and, for her
race, extremely tall. Also, she possessed eyes that were wonderful; and, had she not
been dressed in the abominable print-cloths affected by Mission, you would, meeting
her on the hill side unexpectedly, have though her the original Diana of the Romans
going out to slay.

Lispeth took to Christianity readily, and did not abandon it when she reached
womanhood, as do some Hill girls. Her own people hated her because she had, they
said, become a memsahib and washed herself daily; and the Chaplain's wife did not
know what to do with her. Somehow, one cannot ask a stately goddess, five foot ten
in her shoes, to clean plates and dishes. So she played with the Chaplain's children
and took classes in the Sunday school, and read all the books in the house, and grew
more and more beautiful, like the Princesses in fairy tales. The Chaplain's wife said
that the girl ought to take service in Simla as a nurse or something "genteel”. But
Lispeth did not want to take service. She was very happy where she was.

When travellers — there were not many in those years — came in to Kotgarh,
Lispeth used to lock herself into her own room for fear they might take her away to
Simla, or somewhere out into the unknown world.

One day, a few months after she was seventeen years old, Lispeth went out for
a walk. She did not walk in the manner of English ladies — a mile and a half out, and
a ride back again. She covered between twenty and thirty miles in her little constitu-
tionals, all about and about, between Kotgarh and Narkunda. This time she came
back at full dusk, stepping down the breakneck descent into Kotgarh with something
heavy in her arms. Lispeth put it down on the sofa, and said simply — "This is my
husband. | found him on the Bagi Road. He has hurt himself. We will nurse him, and
when he is well, your husband shall marry him to me",

This was the first mention Lispeth had ever made of her matrimonial views,
and the Chaplain's wife shrieked with horror. However, the man on the sofa needed
attention first. He was a young Englishman, and his head had been cut to the bone by
something jagged. He was breathing queerly and was unconscious.

He was put to bed and tended by the Chaplain who knew something of medi-
cine; and Lispeth waited outside the door in case she could be useful. She explained
to the Chaplain that this was the man she meant to marry; and the Chaplain and his
wife lectured her severely on the impropriety of her conduct. Lispeth listened quiet-
ly, and repeated her first proposition. It takes a great deal of Christianity to wipe out
uncivilized Eastern instincts, such as falling in love at first sight.

After a fortnight of slight fever and inflammation, the Englishman recovered
coherence and thanked the Chaplain and his wife, and Lispeth — especially Lispeth —
for their kindness. He was a traveller in the East, he said, and had come from Dehra
Dun to hunt for plants and butterflies among the Simla hills. He fancied he must
have fallen over the cliff while stalking a fern on a rotten tree-trunk and that his coo-
lies must have stolen his baggage and fled. He thought he would go back to Simla
when he was a little stronger. He desired no more mountaineering.
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He made small haste to go away, and recovered his strength slowly. Lispeth
objected to being advised either by the Chaplain or his wife; so the latter spoke to the
Englishman, and told him how matters stood in Lispeth’s heart. He laughed a good
deal, and said it was very pretty and romantic; a perfect idyll of the Himalayas; but
as he was engaged to a girl at Home, he fancied that nothing would happen. Certain-
ly he would behave with discretion. He did that. Still he found it very pleasant to talk
to Lispeth, and walk with Lispeth, and say nice things to her, and call her pet names
while he was getting strong enough to go away. It meant nothing at all to him, and
everything in the world to Lispeth. She was happy while the fortnight lasted, because
she had found a man to love.

Being a savage by birth, she took no trouble to hide her feelings, and the En-
glishman was amused. When he went away, Lispeth walked with him up the Hill as
far as Narkunda, very troubled and very miserable. The Chaplain’s wife, being a
good Christian and disliking anything in the shape of fuss or scandal - Lispeth was
beyond her management entirely — had told the Englishman to tell Lispeth that he
was coming back to marry her. So all the twelve miles up the hill the Englishman,
with his arm round Lispeth’s waist, was assuring the girl that he would come back
and marry her; and Lispeth made him promise over and over again. She wept on the
Narkunda Ridge till he had passed out of sight along the Muttiani path.

At the end of two months, Lispeth grew impatient, and was told that the En-
glishman had gone over the seas to England. She knew where England was, because
she had read little geography primers; but, of course, she had no conception of the
nature of the sea, being a Hill girl. There was an old puzzlemap?® of the world in the
house. Lispeth had played with it when she was a child. She unearthed it again, and
put it together of evenings, and cried to herself, and tried to imagine where her En-
glishman was.

At the end of three months, Lispeth made daily pilgrimage to Narkunda to see
if her Englishman was coming along the road. It gave her comfort, and the Chap-
lain’s wife finding her happier thought that she was getting over her "barbarous and
most indelicate folly". A little later the walks ceased to help Lispeth and her temper
grew very bad. The Chaplain’s wife thought this a profitable time to let her know the
real state of affairs — that the Englishman had only promised his love to keep her
quiet — that he had never meant anything, and that it was "wrong and improper" of
Lispeth to think of marriage with an Englishman, who was of a superior clay, be-
sides being promised in marriage to a girl of his own people.

"Then you have lied to me", said Lispeth, "you and he?"

The Chaplain’s wife bowed her head, and said nothing. Lispeth was silent, too,
for a little time; then she went out down the valley, and returned in the dress of a Hill
girl infamously dirty, but without the nose and ear rings.

"l am going back to my own people”, said she. "You have killed Lispeth.
There is only left old Jadeh’s daughter — the daughter of a pahari and the servant of
Tarka Devi. You are all liars, you English."”

28 an old puzzle-map — crapast kapra-Mo3anKa (MCIIOTB3YETCS ITHMH TS H3ydeHHH reorpadun)
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She took to her own unclean people savagely, as if to make up the arrears of
the life she had stepped out of; and, in a little time, she married a wood-cutter who
beat her, after the manner of paharis, and her beauty faded soon.

Lispeth was a very old woman when she died. She always had a perfect com-
mand of English, and when she was sufficiently drunk, could sometimes be induced
to tell the story of her first love-affair.

It was hard then to realize that the bleared, wrinkled creature, so like a wisp of
charred rag could ever have been ‘Lispeth of the Kotgarh Mission’.

TEXT5
H. James®
THE PORTRAIT OF A LADY
(an extract from the novel, chapter I11)

The doorway of this apartment was presently occupied by a lady who paused
there and looked very hard at our heroine. She was a plain, elderly woman, dressed
in a comprehensive waterproof mantle; she had a face with a good deal of rather vio-
lent point.

"Oh," she began, "is that where you usually sit?" She looked about at the hete-
rogeneous chairs and tables.

"Not when | have visitors," said Isabel, getting up to receive the intruder.

She directed their course back to the library while the visitor continued to look
about her. "You seem to have plenty of other rooms; they’re in rather better condi-
tion. But everything’s immensely worn."

"Have you come to look at the house?" Isabel asked. ""The servant will show it
to you."

"Send her away; I don’t want to buy it. She has probably gone to look for you
and is wandering about upstairs; she didn’t seem at all intelligent. You had better tell
her it’s no matter." And then, since the girl stood there hesitating and wondering, this
unexpected critic said to her abruptly: "I suppose you’re one of the daughters?"

Isabel thought she had very strange manners. "It depends upon whose daugh-
ters you mean."

"The late Mr. Archer’s — and my poor sister’s."

"Ah," said Isabel slowly, "you must be our crazy Aunt Lydia!"

"Is that what your father told you to call me? I’'m your Aunt Lydia, but ’'m not
at all crazy: [ haven’t a delusion! And which of the daughters are you?”

"I’m the youngest of the three, and my name’s Isabel".

"Yes; the others are Lilian and Edith. And are you the prettiest?"

"I haven’t the least idea," said the girl.

29 I'enpu Txkerimc (1843 — 1916) — nmcaTelb-KIacCUK, MPEACTABISIONIMN JTYUIIUEe TPATUIIMA aMe-
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PUKAHCKOH JINTEpAaTypHOM IIKOJIBI, aBTOp poMaHOB "AMepukanen”, "XKenckuit noptper” u 1p.

49



"l think you must be". And in this way the aunt and the niece made friends.
The aunt had quarreled years before with her brother-in-law, after the death of her
sister, taking him to task for the manner in which he brought up his three girls. Being
a high-tempered man he had requested her to mind her own business, and she had
taken him at his word. For many years she held no communication with him, and af-
ter his death had addressed not a word to his daughters, who had been bred in that
disrespectful view of her which we have just seen Isabel betray.

Mrs. Touchett’s behavior was, as usual, perfectly deliberate. She intended to
go to America to look after her investments (with which her husband, in spite of his
great financial position, had nothing to do) and would take advantage of this op-
portunity to enquire into the condition of her nieces. There was no need of writing,
for she should attach no importance to any account of them she should elicit by let-
ter; she believed, always, in seeing for one’s self.

Isabel found, however, that she knew a good deal about them, and knew about
the marriage of the two elder girls; knew that their poor father had left very little
money, but that the house in Albany, which had passed into his hands, was to be sold
for their benefit; knew, finally, that Edmund Ludlow, Lilian’s husband, had taken
upon himself to attend to this matter, in consideration of which the young couple,
who had come to Albany during Mr. Archer’s illness, were remaining there for the
present and, as well as Isabel herself, occupying the old place.

"How much money do you expect for it?" Mrs. Touchett asked of her compa-
nion, who had brought her to sit in the front parlor, which she had inspected without
enthusiasm.

"I haven’t the least idea", said the girl.

"That’s the second time you have said that to me," her aunt rejoined. "And yet
you don’t look at all stupid".

"I’m not stupid; but I don’t know anything about money."

"Yes, that’s the way you were brought up — as if you were to inherit a million.
What have you in point of fact inherited?"

"I really can’t tell you. You must ask Edmund and Lilian; they’ll be back in
half an hour".

"In Florence we should call it a very bad house,” said Mrs. Touchett; "but
here, | dare say it will bring a high price. It ought to make a considerable sum for
each of you. In addition to that you must have something else; it’s most extraordi-
nary your not knowing. The position’s of value, and they’ll probably pull it down
and make a row of shops. I wonder you don’t do that yourself; you might let the
shops to great advantage".

Isabel stared; the idea of letting shops was new to her. "I hope they won’t pull
it down," she said; "I’m extremely fond of it".

"I don’t see what makes you fond of it; your father died here".

"Yes; but I don’t dislike it for that", the girl rather strangely returned. "I like
places in which things have happened — even if they’re sad things. A great many
people have died here; the place has been full of life".

"Is that what you call being full of life?"
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"l mean full of experience — of people’s feelings and sorrows. And not of their
sorrows only, for I’ve been very happy here as a child".

"You should go to Florence if you like houses in which things have happened
— especially deaths. I live in an old palace in which three people have been mur-
dered; three that were known and I don’t know how many more besides".

"In an old palace?" Isabel repeated.

"Yes, my dear; a very different affair from this. This is very bourgeois".

Isabel felt some emotion, for she had always thought highly of her grandmoth-
er’s house. But the emotion was of a kind which led her to say: “I should like very
much to go to Florence".

TEXT 6
G. Greene®
THE INVISIBLE JAPANESE GENTLEMEN

There were eight Japanese gentlemen having a fish dinner at Benley’s*". They
spoke to each other rarely in their incomprehensible tongue, but always with a cour-
teous smile and often with a small bow. All but one of them wore glasses. Some-
times the pretty girl who sat in the window beyond gave them a passing glance, but
her own problem seemed too serious for her to pay real attention to anyone in the
world except herself and her companion.

She had thin blonde hair and her face was pretty oval like a miniature, though
she had a harsh way of speaking — perhaps the accent of the school, Roedean or
Cheltenham Ladies’ College®, which she had not long ago left, She wore a man’s
signet-ring on her engagement finger, and as | sat down at my table, with the Japa-
nese gentlemen between us, she said, "So you see we could marry next week".

"YeS?"
Her companion appeared a little distraught. He refilled their glasses with
Chablis®® and said, "Of course, but Mother...". T missed some of the conversation

then, because the eldest Japanese gentleman leant across the table, with a smile and a
little bow, and uttered a whole paragraph like a mutter from an aviary, while every-
one bent towards him and smiled and listened, and I couldn’t help attending to him
myself.

The girl’s fiancée resembled her physically. I could see them as two minia-
tures hanging side by side on white wood panels. He should have been a young of-
ficer in Nelson’s navy in the days when a certain weakness and sensitivity were no
bar to promotion.

%0 r'pam Tpun (1904 — 1991) — aHruiicKuil MICATENb-PEAITICT, aBTOP POMaHOB «THXHiT aMepHKa-
Hel, «KomenuaHTe» U JIp.

3 Bentley’s — pectopan Ha beiikep-cTpUT ¢ TpaIUIIMOHHOW aHTIIMICKOI KyXHE#

' Roedean or Cheltenham Ladies’ College — mpuBHIerHPOBAHHBIE YACTHBIE IKOIBI IS AEBOYEK
% Chablis — wa6um, copr (paHIy3cKoro Genoro BuHa
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She said, "They are giving me an advance of five hundred pounds, and they’ve
sold the paperback rights already". The hard commercial declaration came as a shock
to me; it was a shock too that she was one of my own profession. She couldn’t have
been more than twenty. She deserved better of life.

He said, "But my uncle..."

"You know you don’t get on with him. This way we shall be quite indepen-
dent".

"You will be independent”, he said grudgingly.

"The wine-trade wouldn’t really suit you, would it? I spoke to my publisher
about you and there’s a very good chance... if you began with some reading...".

"But I don’t know a thing about books".

"l would help you at the start".

"My mother says that writing is a good crutch...".

"Five hundred pounds and half the paperback rights is a pretty solid crutch™,
she said.

"This Chablis is good, isn’t it?"

"l dare say".

| began to change my opinion of him — had not the Nelson touch. He was
doomed to defeat.

"Do you know what Mr. Dwight said?"

"Who’s Dwight?"

"Darling, you don’t listen, do you? My publisher. He said he hadn’t read a first
novel in the last ten years which showed such powers of observation™.

"That’s wonderful", he said sadly, "wonderful".

"Only he wants me to change the title".

"Yes?"

"He doesn’t like The Ever-Rolling Stream. He wants to call it The Chelsea
Set".

"What did you say?"

"l agreed. | do think that with a first novel one should try to keep one’s pub-
lisher happy. Especially when really he’s going to pay for our marriage, isn’t he?"

"l see what you mean". Absent-mindedly he stirred his Chablis with a fork —
perhaps before the engagement he had always bought champagne. The Japanese gen-
tlemen had finished their fish and with very little English but elaborate courtesy they
were ordering from the middle-aged waitress a fresh fruit salad.

The girl looked at them, and then she looked at me, but | think she saw only
the future. | wanted very much to warn her against any future based on a first novel
called The Chelsea Set. | was on the side of his mother. It was a humiliating thought,
but I was probably about her mother’s age.

| wanted to say to her, Are you certain your publisher is telling you the truth?
Publishers are human, they may sometimes exaggerate the virtues of the young and
the pretty. Will The Chelsea Set be read in five years? Are you prepared for the years
of effort, "the long defeat of doing nothing well"?
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As the years pass writing will not become any easier, the daily effort will grow
harder to endure, those "powers of observation™ will become enfeebled; you will be
judged, when you reach your forties, by performance and not by promise.

"My next novel is going to be about St. Tropez".

"I didn’t know you’d ever been there".

"I haven’t. A fresh eye’s terribly important. I thought we might settle down
there for six months".

"There wouldn’t be much left of the advance by that time".

"The advance is only an advance. | get fifteen per cent after five thousand cop-
Ies and twenty per cent after ten. And of course another advance will be due, darling,
when the next book’s finished. A bigger one if The Chelsea Set sells well".

"Suppose it doesn’t"

"Mr. Dwight says it will. He ought to know".

"My uncle would start me at twelve hundred®".

"But, darling, how could you come then to St Tropez?" "

"Perhaps we’d do better to marry when you come back".

She said harshly, "I mightn’t come back if The Chelsea Set sells enough.”

"Oh".

She looked at me and the party of Japanese gentlemen. She finished her wine.
She said, "Is this a quarrel?"

"No".

"I’ve got the title for the next book — The Azure Blue".

"1 thought azure was blue".

She looked at him with disappointment. "You don’t really want to be married
to a novelist, do you?"

"You aren’t one yet".

"l was born one — Mr. Dwight says. My powers of observation..."

"Yes. You told me that, but, dear, couldn’t you observe a bit nearer home?
Here in London".

"I’ve done that in The Chelsea Set. 1 don’t want to repeat myself.

The bill had been lying beside them for some time now. He took out his wallet
to pay, but she snatched the paper out of his reach. She said, "This is my celebra-
tion".

"What of?"

"The Chelsea Set, of course. Darling, you’re awfully decorative, but some-
times — well, you simply don’t connect".

"I’d rather... if you don’t mind...".

"No, darling, this is on me. And Mr. Dwight, of course".

He submitted just as two of the Japanese gentlemen gave tongue si-
multaneously, then stopped abruptly and bowed to each other, as though they were
blocked in a doorway.

| had thought the two young people matching miniatures, but what a contrast in
fact there was. The same type of prettiness could contain weakness and strength. Her

%% Start me at — MOJIOKHI MHE HAYATbHBIH 3apaboToK
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Regency counterpart, | suppose, would have borne a dozen children without the aid
of anesthetics, while he would have fallen an easy victim to the first dark eyes in
Naples. Would there one day be a dozen books on her shelf? They have to be born
without an anesthetic too.

| found myself hoping that The Chelsea Set would prove to be a disaster and
that eventually she would take up photographic modeling while he established him-
self solidly in the wine-trade in St James’s. I didn’t like to think of her as the Mrs.
Humphrey Ward® of her generation — not that | would live so long. Old age saves us
from the realization of a great many fears.

| wondered to which publishing firm Dwight belonged. | could imagine the
blurb®® he would have already written about her abrasive powers of observation.
There would be a photo, if he was wise, on the back of the jacket, for reviewers, as
well as publishers, are human, and she didn’t look like Mrs. Humphrey Ward.

| could hear them talking while they found their coats at the back of the restau-
rant. He said, "I wonder what all those Japanese are doing here?"

"Japanese?" she said. "What Japanese, darling? Sometimes you are so evasive |
think you don’t want to marry me at all".

TEXT 7
S. Maugham®
MABEL

| was at Pagan in Burma, and from there | took a steamer to Mandalay. But a
couple of days before I" got there, when the boat tied up for the night at a riverside
village, | made up my mind to go ashore. The skipper told me that there was a plea-
sant little club in which | had only to make myself at home; they were quite used to
having strangers drop off like that from the steamer, and the secretary was a decent
chap; I might even get a game of bridge.

| had nothing in the world to do, so | got into one of the bullock-carts that
were waiting at the landing stage and was driven to the club. There was a man sitting
on the veranda and as | walked up he nodded to me and asked whether | would have a
whisky and soda or a gin and bitters. The possibility that | would have nothing at all
did not even occur to him. | chose the longer drink and sat down. He was a tall, thin,
bronzed man, with a big moustache, and he wore khaki shorts and a khaki shirt. |

% Mrs. Humprey Ward — GpuTaHCKask pOMAHUCTKA, BBI3BABILAS CCHCALMIO CBOMM pOMaHOM «Po-
oept DicMep»

% blurb — kpatkoe cofepKaHne KHATH Ha CYIEPOOIOKKE

37 Comepcer Moom (1874 — 1965) — anrimiickuit micaTens XX Beka, PEICTABISIONNN PeaTiCTH-
YecKoe HarpaBJIeHHEe B OpUTAHCKOH JHTepaType. B 0OCHOBHOM IpoCiaBMIICS KaK aBTOP IICUXOJIOTH-
YEeCKH TOHKHX W TJyOOKHMX HOBEUI M PAcCKa30B, HO TaKXKE SIBISETCS aBTOPOM HECKOJBKHX poMa-
HOB.
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never knew his name, but when he had been chatting a little while, another man came
in who told me he was the secretary, and he addressed my friend as George.

"Have you heard from your wife yet?" he asked.

The other’s eyes brightened.

"Yes, | had letters by this mail. She's having no end of a time."

"Did she tell you not to fret?"

George gave a little chuckle, but was | mistaken in thinking that there was in it
the shadow of a sob?

"In point of fact she did. But that's easier said than done. Of course | know she
wants a holiday, and I'm glad she should have it, but it's devilish hard on a chap." He
turned to me. "You see, this is the first time I've ever been separated from my missus,
and I'm like a lost dog without her".

"How long have you been married?"

"Five minutes".

The secretary of the club laughed.

"Don't be a fool, George. You've been married eight years."

After we had talked for a while, George, looking at his watch, said he must go
and change his clothes for dinner and left us. The secretary watched him disappear
into the night with a smile of not unkindly irony.

"We all ask him as much as we can now that he is alone," he told me. "He
mopes so terribly since his wife went home".

"It must be very pleasant for her to know that her husband is as devoted to her
as all that".

"Mabel is a remarkable woman".

He called the boy and ordered more drinks. In this hospitable place they did not
ask you if you would have anything: they took it for granted. Then he settled himself
in his long chair and lit a cheroot. He told me the story of George and Mabel.

They became engaged when he was home on leave; and when he returned to
Burma it was arranged that she should join him in six months. But one difficulty
cropped up alter another, Mabel's father died, the war came, George was sent to a dis-
trict unsuitable for a white woman; so that in the end it was seven years before she
was able to start. He made all arrangements for the marriage, which was to take place
on the day of her arrival, and went down to Rangoon to meet her. On the morning on
which the ship was due he borrowed a motor-car and drove along to the dock. He
paced the quay.

Then, suddenly, without warning, his nerve failed him. He had not seen Mabel
for seven years. He had forgotten what she was like. She was a total stranger. He felt
a terrible sinking in the pit of his stomach and his knees began to wobble. He couldn’t
go through with it. He must tell Mabel that he was very sorry, but he couldn’t, he re-
ally couldn’t marry her. But how could a man tell a girl a thing like that when she had
been engaged to him for seven years and had come six thousand miles to marry him?
He hadn’t the nerve for that either. George was seized with the courage of despair.
There was a boat on the quay on the very point of starting for Singapore; he wrote a
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hurried letter to Mabel, and without any luggage, just in the clothes he stood up in,
leaped on board.

The letter Mabel received ran as follows:

Dearest Mabel, | have been suddenly called away on business and do not know
when | shall be back. I think it would be much wiser if you returned to England. My
plans are very uncertain.

Your loving George.

But when he arrived at Singapore he found a cable waiting for him.

Quite understand. Don't worry.

Love. Mabel.

Terror made him quick-witted, "By Jove, | believe she's following me".

He telegraphed to the shipping-office at Rangoon and, sure enough, her name
was on the passenger list of the ship that was now on its way to Singapore. There was
not a moment to be lost. He jumped on the train to Bangkok. But he was uneasy; she
would have no difficulty in finding out that he had gone to Bangkok and it was just as
simple for her to take the train as it had been for him. Fortunately there was a French
tramp sailing next day for Saigon. He took it. At Saigon he would be safe; it would
never occur to her that he had gone there; and if it did, surely by now she would have
taken the hint. It is a five days' journey from Bangkok to Saigon and the boat is dirty,
cramped and uncomfortable. He was glad to arrive and took a rickshaw to the hotel.
He signed his name in the visitors' book and a telegram was immediately handed to
him. It contained but two words: Love. Mabel. They were enough to make him break
into a cold sweat.

"When is the next boat for Hong Kong?" he asked.

Now his flight grew serious. He sailed to Hong Kong, but dared not stay there;
he went to Manila; Manila was ominous; he went on to Shanghai; Shanghai was
nerve-racking; every time he went out of the hotel he expected to run straight into
Mabel's arms; no, Shanghai would never do. The only thing was to go to Yokohama.
At the Grand Hotel at Yokohama a cable awaited him.

So sorry to have missed you at Manila.

Love. Mabel.

No, no, he was not so easy to catch as all that. He had already made his plans.
The Yangtze is a long river and the Yangtze was falling. He could just about catch
the last steamer that could get up to Chungking and then no one could travel till the
following spring except by junk. Such a journey was out of the question for a woman
alone. He went to Hankow and from Hankow to Ichang; he changed boats here and
from Ichang through the rapids went to Chungking. But he was desperate now, he
was not going to take any risks: there was a place called Chang-tu, the capital of Sze-
chuan, and it was four hundred miles away. It could only be reached by road, and the
road was infested with brigands. A man would be safe there.

George collected chair-bearers and coolies and set out. It was with a sigh of re-
lief that he saw at last the crenellated walls of the lonely Chinese city. From those
walls at sunset you could see the snowy mountains of Tibet.
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He could rest at last: Mabel would never find him there. The consul happened
to be a friend of his and he stayed with him. He enjoyed the comfort of a luxurious
house, he enjoyed his idleness after that strenuous escape from Asia, and above all he
enjoyed his divine security. The weeks passed lazily one after the other.

One morning George and the consul were in the courtyard looking at some cu-
rios that had been brought for their inspection when there was a loud knocking at the
great door of the Consulate. The door-man flung it open. A chair borne by four coo-
lies entered, advanced, and was set down. Mabel stepped out. She was neat and cool
and fresh. There was nothing in her appearance to suggest that she had just come in
after a fortnight on the road. George was petrified. He was as pale as death. She went
up to him.

"Hulloa, George, was so afraid I'd missed you again."

"Hulloa, Mabel," he faltered.

He did not know what to say. He looked this way and that.

She stood between him and the doorway. She looked at him with a smile in her
blue eyes.

"You haven't altered at all," she said. "Men can go off so dreadfully® in seven
years and | was afraid you'd go fat and bald. I've been so nervous. It would have been
so terrible if after all these years | simply hadn't been able to bring myself to marry
you after all."

She turned to George's host: "'Are you the Consul?"

"[ am.”

"That's all right. I'm ready to marry him as soon as I've had a bath," And she
did.

TEXT 8
S. Maugham
THE PAINTED VEIL
(an extract from the novel)

Kitty found the work a refreshment to her spirit. She went to the convent every
morning soon after sunrise and did not return to the bungalow till the westering sun
flooded the narrow river and its crowded junks® with gold. The Mother Superior
gave into her care the smaller children.

Kitty's mother had brought to London from her native Liverpool a practical
sense of house-wifery and Kitty, notwithstanding her air of frivolity, had always had
certain gifts to which she referred only in bantering tones. Thus she could cook quite
well and she sewed beautifully.

When she disclosed this talent she was set to supervise the stitching and hem-
ming of the younger girls. They knew a little French and every day she picked up a

%8 Men can go off so dreadfully — My»4rHBI CIIOCOGHBI H3MEHSATHCS TaK YXKACAOILIE
39 junks — kuTafCKUE JOIKHU MIOCKOTOHKH
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few words of Chinese so that it was not difficult for her to manage. At other times she
had to see that the smaller children did not get into mischief; she had to dress and un-
dress them and take care that they rested when rest was needed. There were a good
many babies and these were in charge of amahs, but she was bidden to keep an eye
on them. None of the work was very important and she would have liked to do some-
thing which was more arduous; but the Mother Superior paid no attention to her en-
treaties and Kitty stood sufficiently in awe of her not to be importunate.

For the first few days she had to make something of an effort to overcome the
faint distaste she felt for these little girls, in their ugly uniforms, with their stiff black
hair, their round yellow faces, and their staring, sloe-black eyes. But she remembered
the soft-look which had transfigured so beautifully the countenance of the Mother
Superior when on Kitty's first visit to the convent she had stood surrounded by those
ugly little things, and she would not allow herself to surrender to her instinct. And
presently, taking in her arms one or other of the tiny creatures, crying because of
a fall or a cutting tooth, when Kitty found that a few soft words, though in a language
the child could not understand, the pressure of her arms and the softness of her cheek
against the weeping yellow face, could comfort and console, she began to lose all her
feeling of strangeness. The small children, without any fear of her, came to her in
their childish troubles and it gave her a peculiar happiness to discern their confidence.
It was the same with the older girls, those to whom she taught sewing; their  bright,
clever smiles, and the pleasure she could give them by a word of praise, touched her.
She felt that they liked her and, flattered and proud, she liked them in return.

But there was one child that she could not grow used to. It was a little girl of
six, and idiot with a huge hydro-cephalic head that swayed top-heavily on a small,
squat body, large vacant eyes and a drooling mouth; the creature spoke hoarsely a
few mumbled words; it was revolting and horrible; and for some reason it conceived
an idiot attachment for Kitty so that it followed her about as she changed her place
from one part of the large room to another. It clung to her skirt and rubbed its face
against her knees. It sought to fondle her hands. She shivered with disgust. She knew
it yearned for caresses and she could not bring herself to touch it.

Once, speaking of it to Sister St Joseph, she said that it was a pity it lived. Sis-
ter St Joseph smiled and stretched out her hand to the misformed thing. It came and
rubbed its bulging forehead against it.

"Poor little mite," said the nun. "She was brought here positively dying. By the
mercy of Providence | was at the door just as she came. | thought there was not a
moment to lose so | baptized her at once. You would not believe what trouble we
have had to keep her with us. Three or four times we thought that her little soul
would escape to heaven."

Kitty was silent. Sister St Joseph in her loquacious way began to gossip of oth-
er things. And next day when the idiot child came to her and touched her hand Kitty
nerved herself to place it in a caress on the great bare skull. She forced her lips into a
smile. But suddenly the child, with an idiot perversity, left her; it seemed to lose in-
terest in her, and that day and the following days paid her no attention. Kitty did not
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know what she had done and tried to lure it to her with smiles and gestures, but it
turned away and pretended not to see her.

TEXT 9
S. Maugham
THE ESCAPE

| have always been convinced that if a woman once made up her mind to marry
a man nothing but instant flight could save him. Not always that; for once a friend of
mine, seeing the inevitable loom menacingly before him, took ship from a certain
port (with a tooth-brush for all his luggage, so conscious was he of his danger and the
necessity for immediate action) and spent a year travelling round the world; but
when, thinking himself safe (women are fickle, he said, and in twelve months she will
have forgotten all about me) he landed at the selfsame port, the first person he saw
gaily waving to him from the quay was the little lady from whom he had fled. | have
only once known a man who in such circumstances managed to extricate himself.

His name was Roger Charing. He was no longer young when he fell in love
with Ruth Barlow and he had had sufficient experience to make him careful; but Ruth
Barlow had a gift (or should I call it a quality?) that renders most men defenseless,
and it was this that dispossessed Roger of his commonsense, his prudence, and his
worldly wisdom. He went down like a row of ninepins. This was the gift of pathos.
Mrs. Barlow, for she was twice a widow, had splendid dark eyes and they were the
most moving | ever saw; they seemed to be ever on the point of filling with tears;
they suggested, that the world was too much for her, and you felt that, poor dear, her
sufferings had been more than anyone should be asked to bear.

If, like Roger Charing, you were a strong, hefty fellow with plenty of money, it
was almost inevitable that you should say to yourself: | must stand between the ha-
zards of life and this helpless little thing; oh, how wonderful it would be to take the
sadness out of those big and lovely eyes! | gathered from Roger that everyone had
treated Mrs. Barlow very badly. She was apparently one of those unfortunate persons
with whom nothing by any chance goes right. If she married a husband he beat her; if
she employed a broker he cheated her; if she engaged a cook she drank. She never
had a little lamb but it was sure to die®.

When Roger told me that he had at last persuaded her to marry him, | wished
him joy.

"I hope you'll be good friends", he said. "She's a little afraid of you, you know;
she thinks you're so callous".

"Upon my word I don't know why she should think that".

0 Ammosust Ha MTaTHI M3 KeTcKoil pudmoBkn «Mary had a little lamby i cruxorBopenue T. My-
pa «Lalla-Rookh»; 3mech: uto ObI XOpomIee y He€ HU MOSBISIIOCHh, OHO BCEIja CTAHOBHIIOCH HETO/I-
HBIM

59



"You do like her, don’t you?"

"Very much".

"She's had a rotten time, poor dear. | feel so dreadfully sorry for her".

"Yes", | said.

| couldn't say less. I knew she was stupid and | thought she was scheming. My
own belief was that she was as hard as nails*".

The first time | met her we had played bridge together and when she was my
partner she twice trumped my best card. | behaved like an angel, but I confess that |
thought if the tears were going to well up into anybody's eyes they should have been
mine rather than hers. And when, having by the end of the evening lost a good deal of
money to me, she said she would send me a cheque and never did, I could not but
think that I and not she should have worn a pathetic expression when next we met.

Roger introduced her to his friends. He gave her lovely jewels. He took her
here, there, and everywhere. 'Their marriage was announced for the immediate future.
Roger was very happy. He was committing a good action and at the same time doing
something he had very much a mind to do. It is an uncommon situation and it is not
surprising if he was a trifle more pleased with himself than was altogether becoming.

Then, on a sudden, he fell out of love. | do not know why. It could hardly have
been that he grew tired of her conversation, for she had never had any conversation.
Perhaps it was merely that this pathetic look of hers ceased to wring his heart-strings.
His eyes were opened and he was once more the shrewd man of the world he had
been. He became acutely conscious that Ruth Barlow had made up her mind to marry
him and he swore a solemn oath that nothing would induce him to marry Ruth Bar-
low. But he was in a quandary. Now that he was in possession of his senses he saw
with clearness the sort of woman he had to deal with and he was aware that, if he
asked her to release him, she would (in her appealing way) assess her wounded feel-
ings at an immoderately high figure. Besides, it is always awkward for a man to jilt a
woman. People are apt to think he has behaved badly.

Roger kept his own counsel. He gave neither by word not gesture an indication
that his feelings towards Ruth Barlow had changed. He remained attentive to all her
wishes; he took her to dine at restaurants, they went to the play together, he sent her
flowers; he was sympathetic and charming. They had made up their minds that they
would be married as soon as they found a house that suited them, for he lived in
chambers*® and she in furnished rooms; and they set about looking at desirable resi-
dences. The agents sent Roger orders to view and he took Ruth to see a number of
houses. It was very hard to find anything that was quite satisfactory.

Roger applied to more agents. They visited house after house. They went over
them thoroughly, examining them from the cellars in the basement to the attics under
the roof. Sometimes they were too large and sometimes they were too small; some-
times they were too far from the center of things and sometimes they were too close;

*! she was as hard as nails — 31ecp: sroucTHuHa, 6€3KANTOCTHA [0 OTHOLUICHHIO K APYTHM
%2 chambers — crarommecs BHaéM MeGIHPOBAHHBIE KOMHATHI
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sometimes they were too expensive and sometimes they wanted too many repairs;
sometimes they were too stuffy and sometimes they were too airy; sometimes they
were too dark and sometimes they were too bleak.

Roger always found a fault that made the house unsuitable. Of course he was
hard to please; he could not bear to ask his dear Ruth to live in any but the perfect
house, and the perfect house wanted finding. House-hunting is a tiring and a tiresome
business and presently Ruth began to grow peevish. Roger begged her to have pa-
tience; somewhere, surely, existed the very house they were looking for, and it only
needed a little perseverance and they would find it. They looked at hundreds of hous-
es; they climbed thousands of stairs; they inspected innumerable kitchens. Ruth was
exhausted and more than once lost her temper.

"If you don't find a house soon," she said, "I shall have to reconsider my posi-
tion. Why, if you go on like this we shan't be married for years".

"Don't say that,” he answered, "I beseech you to have patience. I've just re-
ceived some entirely new lists from agents I've only just heard of. There must be at
sixty houses on them".

They set out on the chase again. They looked at more houses and more houses.
For two years they looked at houses. Ruth grew silent and scornful: her pathetic,
beautiful eyes acquired an expression that was almost sullen. There are limits to hu-
man endurance. Mrs. Barlow had the patience of an angel, but at last she revolted.

"Do you want to marry me or do you not?" she asked him.

There was an unaccustomed hardness in her voice, but it did not affect the gen-
tleness of his reply.

"Of course | do. We'll be married the very moment we find a house. By the
way, I've just heard of something that might suit us".

"l don't feel well enough to look at any more houses just yet".

"Poor dear, | was afraid you were looking rather tired".

Ruth Barlow took to her bed. She would not see Roger and he had to content him-
self with calling at her lodgings to inquire and sending her flowers. He was as ever assi-
duous and gallant. Every day he wrote and told her that he had heard of another house
for them to look at. A week passed and then he received the following letter.

"Roger -

| do not think you really love me. | have found someone who is anxious to take
care of me and | am going to be married to him today.

Ruth”

He sent back his reply by special messenger:

“Ruth -

Your news shatters me. | shall never get over the blow, but of course your hap-
piness must be my first consideration. | send you herewith seven orders to view; they
arrived by this morning's post and am quite sure you will find among them a house
that will exactly suit you.

Roger”
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TEXT 10
K. Mansfield®
MISS BRILL

Although it was so brilliantly fine — the blue sky powdered with gold and great
spots of light like white wine splashed over the Jardins Publiques — Miss Brill was
glad that she had decided on her fur. The air was motionless but when you opened
your mouth there was just a faint chill, like a chill from a glass of iced water before
you sip, and now and again a leaf came drifting — from nowhere, from the sky.

Miss Brill put up her hand and touched her fur. Dear little thing! It was nice to
feel it again. She had taken it out or its box that afternoon, shaken out the moth-
powder, given it a good brush, and rubbed the life back into the dim little eyes. "What
has been happening to me?" said the sad little eyes. Oh, how sweet it was to see them
snap at her again from the red eiderdown!

There were a number of people out this afternoon, far more than last Sunday.
And the band sounded louder and gayer. That was because the Season had begun. For
although the band played all the year round, on Sundays, out or season it was never
the same. It was like someone playing with only the family to listen; it didn't care
how it played if there weren't any strangers present.

Only two people shared her "special™ seat: a fine old man in a velvet coat, his
hands clasped over a huge carved walking-stick, and a big old woman, sitting upright,
with a roll of knitting on her embroidered apron. They did not speak. This was disap-
pointing, for Miss Brill always looked forward to the conversation. She had become
really quite expert, she thought, at listening as though she didn't listen, at sitting in
other people's lives just for a minute while they talked round her.

The old people sat on the bench, still as statues. Never mind, there was always
the crowd to watch. To and fro, in front of the flower-beds and the band rotunda, the
couples and groups paraded, stopped to talk, to greet, to buy handful of flowers from
the old beggar who had his tray fixed to the railings. Little children ran among them,
swooping and laughing; little boys with big white silk bows under chins, little girls,
little French dolls, dressed up in velvet and lace. And sometimes a tiny staggerer
came suddenly rocking into the open from under the trees, stopped, stared, as sudden-
ly sat down "flop," until its small high-stepping mother, like a young hen, rushed
scolding to its rescue.

Other people sat on the benches and green chairs, but they were nearly always
the same, Sunday after Sunday, and — Miss Brill had often noticed — there was
something funny about nearly all of them. They were odd, silent, nearly all old, and
from the way they stared they looked as though they'd just come from dark little
rooms or even — even cupboards!

“ Katpun Maucduan (1888 — 1923) — u3BecTHas aHrmiicKas nmucareibHuUIa, poausmasics B Ho-
BOIi 3eNaHI1u; N3BECTHOCTD € MPUHEC COOPHHUK paccKa3oB ' HeMeIKui MaHCHOH .
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Two young girls in red came by and two young soldiers in blue met them, and
they laughed and paired and went off arm-in-arm. Two peasant women with funny
straw hats passed, gravely, leading beautiful smoke-colored donkeys. A cold, pale
nun hurried by. A beautiful woman came along and dropped her bunch of violets, and
a little boy ran after to hand them to her, and she took them and threw them away as
iIf they'd been poisoned. Dear me! Miss Brill didn't know whether to admire that or
not! The band played more quickly, more gaily than ever, and the old couple on Miss
Brill's seat got up and marched away, and such a funny old man with long whiskers
hobbled along in time to the music and was nearly knocked over by four girls walk-
ing abreast.

Oh, how fascinating it was! How she enjoyed it! How she loved sitting here,
watching it all! It was like a play. It was exactly like a play. Who could believe the
sky at the back wasn't painted? But it wasn't till a little brown dog trotted on solemn
and then slowly trotted off, like a little "theater" dog, a little dog that had been
drugged, that Miss Brill discovered what it was that made it so exciting. They were
all on the stage. They weren't only the audience, not only looking on; they were act-
ing. Even she had a part and came every Sunday. No doubt somebody would have
noticed if she hadn't been there; she was part of the performance after all. How
strange she'd never thought of it like that before! And yet it explained why she made
such a point of starting from home at just the same time each week — so as not to be
late for the performance — and it also explained why she had quite a queer, shy feel-
ing at telling her English pupils how she spent her Sunday afternoons. No wonder!
Miss Brill nearly laughed out loud. She was on the stage.

The band had been having a rest. Now they started again. And what they
played was warm, sunny, yet there was just a faint chill — a something, what was it? —
not sadness — no, not sadness — a something that made you want to sing. The tune
lifted, lifted, the light shone; and it seemed to Miss Brill that in another moment all of
them, all the whole company, would begin singing. The young ones, the laughing
ones who were moving together, they would begin, and the men's voices, very reso-
lute and brave, would join them. And then she too, she too, and the others on the
benches — they would come in with a kind of accompaniment — something low, that
scarcely rose or fell, something so beautiful — moving...

And Miss Brill's eyes filled with tears and she looked smiling at all the other
members of the company. Yes, we understand, we understand, she thought — though
what they understood she didn't know.

Just at that moment a boy and a girl came and sat down where the old couple
had been. They were beautifully dressed; they were in love. The hero and heroine, of
course, just arrived from his father’s yacht. And still soundlessly singing, still with
that trembling smile, Miss Brill prepared to listen.

"No, not now", said the girl. "Not here, I can't".
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"But why? Because of that stupid old thing at the end there?" asked the boy.
"Why does she come here at all — who wants her? Why doesn't she keep her silly old
mug** at home?"

"It's her fur-fur which is so funny", giggled the girl. "It's exactly like a fried
whiting".

"Ah, be off with you® I" said the boy in an angry whisper. Then: "Tell me, ma
petite chere".

"No, not here", said the girl. "Not yet".

***k

On her way home she usually bought a slice of honey-cake at the baker's. It
was her Sunday treat. Sometimes there was an almond in her slice, sometimes
not. It made a great difference. If there was an almond it was like carrying home a ti-
ny present — a surprise — something that might very well not have been there. She
hurried on the almond Sundays and struck the match for the kettle in quite a dashing
way.

But to-day she passed the baker’s by, climbed the stairs, went into the little
dark room — her room like a cupboard — and sat down on the red eiderdown. She sat
there for a long time. The box that the fur came out of was on the bed. She unclasped
the necklet quickly; quickly, without looking, laid it inside. But when she put the lid
on she thought she heard something crying.

TEXT 11
W. Saroyan®

HARRY

This boy was a world-beater. Everything he touched turned to money; and at
the age of fourteen he had over six hundred dollars in the Valley Bank, money he had
made by himself. He was born to sell things.

At eight or nine he was ringing door bells and showing housewives beautiful
colored pictures of Jesus Christ and other holy people — from the Novelty Manufac-
turing Company (Toledo, Ohio) — fifteen cents each, four for a half dollar. “Lady,” he
was saying at that early age, “this Jesus. Look. Isn't it a pretty picture? And only fif-
teen cents. This is Paul, | think. Maybe Moses*’. You know. From the Bible". He had
all the houses in the foreign district full of these pictures, and many of the houses still
have them, so you can see that he exerted a pretty good influence, after all.

** mug — mopxa, psuo (vulg.)
%> pe off with you — 4To6 TsI mpoBamIIach!
® Viubsam Caposin (1908 — 1981) — anrnmiickuii nMcatens, jaypear [lyiumyeposckoi npemuu
(1940, "Jlyumme roaml Bamel xKu3Hu')
" Moses — Moncei
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After a while he went around getting subscriptions for True Stories Magazine.
He would stand on a front porch and open a copy of the magazine, showing pictures.
"Here is a lady", he would say, "who married a man thirty years older than her, and
then fell in love with the man's sixteen-year-old son. Lady, what would you have
done in such a fix? Read what this lady did. All true stories, fifteen of them every
month. Romance, mystery, passion, violent lust, everything from ‘A’ to ‘Z’. Also edi-
torials on dreams. They explain what your dreams mean, if you are going on a
voyage, if money is coming to you, who you are going to marry, all true meanings,
scientific. Also beauty secrets, how to look young all the time™.

In less than two months he had over sixty married women reading the maga-
zine. Maybe he wasn't responsible, but after a while a lot of unconventional things
began to happen. One or two wives had secret love affairs with other men and were
found out by their husbands, who beat them or kicked them out of their houses, and a
half dozen women began to send away for eye-lash beautifiers, bath salts, cold
creams and things or that sort. The whole foreign neighborhood was getting to be
slightly immoral. All the ladies began to rouge their lips and powder their faces and
wear silk stockings and tight sweaters.

When he was a little older, Harry began to buy used cars, Fords, Maxwells,
Saxons, Chevrolets*® and other small cars. He used to buy them a half dozens at a
time in order to get them cheap, fifteen or twenty dollars each. He would have them
slightly repaired, he would paint them red or blue or some other bright color, and he
would sell them to high school boys for three and four times as much as he had paid
for them.

He filled the town with red and blue and green used automobiles, and the
whole countryside was full of them, high school boys taking their girls to the country
at night and on Sunday afternoons, and anybody knows what that means. In a way, it
was a pretty good thing for the boys, only a lot of them had to get married a long time
before they had found jobs for themselves, and a number of other things happened,
only worse. Two or three girls had babies and didn't know who the other parent was,
because two or three fellows with used cars had been involved. In a haphazard way,
though, a lot of girls got husbands for themselves.

Harry himself was too busy to fool around with girls. All he wanted was to
keep on making money. By the time he was seventeen he had earned a small fortune,
and he looked to be one of the best-dressed young men in town. He got his suits
wholesale because he wouldn't think of letting anyone make a profit on him. It was
his business to make the profits. If a suit was marked twenty-seven fifty, Harry would
offer the merchant twelve dollars.

"Don't tell me", he would say. "I know what these rags cost. At twelve dollars
you will be making a clean profit of two dollars and fifty cents, and that's enough for
anybody. You can take it or leave it".

*® Fords, Maxwells, Saxons, Chevrolets — mapku aBroMammH
65



He generally got the suit for fifteen dollars, alterations included. He would ar-
gue an hour about the alterations. If the coat was a perfect fit and the merchant told
him so, Harry would think he was being taken for a sucker, so he would insist that the
sleeves were too long or that the shoulders were too loose. The only reason merchants
tolerated him at all was that he had the reputation of being well-dressed, and to sell
him a suit was to get a lot of good free advertising. It would bring a lot of other
young fellows to the store, fellows who would buy suits at regular prices.

Otherwise, Harry was a nuisance. Not only that, the moment he made a pur-
chase he would begin to talk about reciprocity, how it was the basis of American
business, and he would begin to sell the merchant earthquake insurance or a brand
new Studebaker”®. And most of the time he would succeed. All sorts of business
people bought earthquake insurance just to stop Harry talking. Ile chiseled and he
took for granted chiseling in others, so he always quoted chisel-proof prices, and then
came down to the regular prices. It made his customers feel good. It pleased them to
think that they had put one over on Harry, but he always had a quiet laugh to himself.

TEXT 12
D. Parker®
YOU WERE PERFECTLY FINE

The pale young man eased himself carefully into the low chair, and rolled his
head to the side, so that the cool chintz comforted his cheek and temple.

"Oh, dear," he said. "Oh."

The clear-eyed girl, sitting light and erect on the couch, smiled brightly at him.

"Not feeling so well today?" she said.

"Oh. I'm great," he said. "Corking™, | am. Know what time | got up? Four
o'clock this afternoon, sharp. I kept trying to make it, and every time | took my head
off the pillow, it would roll under the bed. This isn’t my head I've got on now. Oh,
dear."

"Do you think maybe a drink would make you feel better?" she said.

"The hair of the mastiff that bit me®*?" he said. "Oh, no, thank you. Please nev-
er speak of anything like that again. I'm through. Look at that hand; steady as a hum-
mingbird. Tell me, was | very terrible last night?"

"Oh, goodness", she said, "everybody was feeling pretty high. You were all
right".

"Yeah", he said. "I must have been dandy. Is everybody sore at me?"

%9 Studebaker — mapka aBTOMOGHIIS

5OI[()poTﬂ IMapkep (1893 — 1967) — ameprkaHCKasi HOBEJUIMCTKA U TIO3T, CIIABUBIIASICS CBOMM OCT-
poymMHeM

>! corking — motpsicarome (coll.)

*2the hair of the mastiff that bit me? — kiuu BeimmoGats Tem ke kaom? (coll.)
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"Good heavens, no", she said. "Everyone thought you were terribly funny. Of
course, Jim Pierson was a little stuffy, there, for a minute at dinner. | don't think any-
body at the other tables noticed it at all.

"He was going to sock me®*?" he said. "Oh, Lord. What did I do to him?"

"Why, you didn't do a thing", she said. But you know how silly Jim gets when
he thinks anybody is making too much fuss over Elinor?" she said. "Was | making a
pass at Elinor*?" he said. "Did | do that?"

"Of course you didn't," she said. "You were only fooling that’s all. She thought
you were awfully amusing. She only got a little bit annoyed just once, when you
poured the clam-juice down her back.

"My God", he said. "Clam-juice down that back. And every vertebra a little
Cabot™. Dear God".

"Oh, she'll be all right,” she said. "Just send her some flowers, or something.
Don't worry about it".

"No, | won't worry", he said. "I haven't got a care in the world. I’m sitting pret-
ty. Oh, dear. Did | do any other fascinating tricks at dinner ?"'.

"You were fine," she said. "Don't be so foolish about it. Everybody was crazy
about you. The maitre d’hotel was a little worried because you wouldn’t stop singing,
but he really didn't mind. All he said was he was afraid they'd close the place again, if
there was so much noise.

"So | sang”, he said. "That must have been a treat. | sang".

"Don’t you remember?" she said. "You just sang one song after another. We
were all trying to make you stop singing for a minute, and eat something, but you
wouldn’t hear of it. My, you were funny".

"Didn’t I eat any dinner?" he said.

"Oh, not a thing", she said.

"And what happened then?"

"Why, nothing much", she said. "You took a sort of dislike to some old man
with white hair, sitting across the room, because you didn't like his necktie and you
wanted to tell him about it. But we got you out, before he got really mad."

"Oh, we got out", he said. "Did | walk?"

"Walk! Of course you did", she said. "You were absolutely all right. There was
that nasty stretch of ice on the sidewalk, and you did sit down awfully hard, you poor
dear. But good heavens, that might have happened to anybody.

"Oh, sure," he said. So | fell down on the sidewalk. That would explain what's
the matter with my — Yes. | see. And then what, if you don't mind?"

"Oh, Peter, I just couldn't bear it, if you didn’t remember that lovely long ride
we took together in the taxi!"

"Oh, yes," he said. "Riding in the taxi. Oh, yes, sure. Pretty long ride, hmm?"

>3 going to sock me — cobupancs Bmaszats Mue? (coll.)
> every vertebra a little Cabot — ka0t KOCTOUKO# OHa IEMOHCTPHPYET CBOKO MPUHALIEKHOCTD K
onaropoanoii hamunuu K260toB (memagh.)
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"Round and round and round the park", she said. "Oh, and the trees were shin-
ing so in the moonlight. And you said you never knew before that you really had a
soul".

"Yes", he said. "1 said that. That was me".

"You said such lovely, lovely things", she said. "And I'd never known, all this
time, how you had been feeling about me, and I'd never dared to let you see how | felt
about you. And then last night — oh, Peter dear, | think that taxi ride was the most im-
portant thing that ever happened to us in our lives".

"Yes," he said. "I guess it must have been".

"Look here", he said, "do you mind if | have a drink? | mean, just medicinally,
you know. I'm off the stuff for life>®, so help me. But | think | feel a collapse coming
on".

"Oh, I think it would do you good", she said. "You poor boy, it's a shame you
feel so awful. I'll go make you a whisky and soda".

"Honestly"”, he said, "1 don't see how you could ever want to speak to me
again, after | made such a fool of myself, last night. I think I'd better go join a monas-
tery in Tibet".

"You crazy idiot!" she said. "As if | could ever let you go away now! Stop talk-
ing like that. You were perfectly fine".

She jumped up from the couch, kissed him quickly on the forehead, and ran out
of the room.

The pale young man looked after her and shook his head long and slowly, then
dropped it in his damp and trembling hands. “Oh, dear," he said. "Oh, dear, oh, dear,
oh dear".

TEXT 13
M. Walker>®
Mrs. CONFEDRINGTON

In the narrow street behind the church was a cafe with lace curtains and glass-
topped tables where Mrs. Confedrington drank coffee on market days between her
shopping.

It was Friday morning and she stood at the counter waiting for the girl to finish
her row of knitting and take the four-pence. An impressive row of bottled fruits filled
the shelf high on the wall behind the counter. The jars were arranged in careful order,
the tallest at the ends and the shortest in the middle, like a platoon drawn up for in-
spection. Mrs. Confedrington inspected them. The last loop of wool slipped over the
points and joined the other stitches, leaving one long green needle bare.

% I'm off the staff for life — s BoOGIIE-TO ¢ 5THM 3aBs3a1 HaBCETIA
%6 Mbpu Yokep — amepukaHckas mucareibHuiia XX B., aBTOp HOBEJLUT M PacCKa30B
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"Yes?" said the girl. She had curly blond hair (the bleach that Hollywood pre-
fers) and wide eyes and a soft little mouth for draping round chocolates and popular
songs about love.

Mrs. Confedrington caught a refreshing glimpse of her own face in the mirror
under the gooseberry jars. "Ha!" she said. "One coffee, miss.” She swept four pennies
across the counter with a thin, rather dirty hand, and noted with further refreshment
the interesting length of her nicotine-soaked fingers.

The vicar overtook her at the door. "Your umbrella, Mrs. Confedrington”.

"Thank you." She saw his eyes lingering over her and wondered what were his
conclusions.

She strode into the street, though it was not her custom to stride, for she
thought it the duty of women to be beautiful.

"What a hat!" said the young vicar cautiously, under his breath, as he returned
to his coffee, and, pianissimo, "What a face!"

As she turned the comer into the main street a child tugging on her mother's
hand paused in mid-blow at her celluloid windmill. "Mummy!" said her awed clear
voice. "Look!"

Mrs. Confedrington passed superbly on to the butcher's.

'Ere comes' Elen of Troy®’," said the young assistant to Mr. Flaxman. Flaxman
grunted, moving his hands, themselves like lumps of frozen meat, among the bloody
carvings on the slab.

Protective coloration, Mrs. Confedrington thought, remembering botany les-
sons of thirty years ago. Not so protective, though. Suppose he should suddenly hack
one of them off in mistake for a chop?

If he had sold it to her she would certainly have cooked it and she and Leopold
would have eaten it unaware. It was no great matter what dish appeared at that table
where Leopold sat hunched over the composition of his daily crossword puzzle with a
dictionary of quotations propped on the vinegar and mustard half of an old-fashioned
cruet.

Four glass cherries and a lone marguerite flourished on her black straw hat.

" 'Ighly unsuitable," said Mr. Flaxman, shaking his head, between two hanging
strings of sausage, as he watched her approach. No need to make people look when
she had a nose that size to start with, and a mouth going all ways at once and eyes
like a fish that has been dead a long time.

"Well, mum, what will it be?"

She knew what he was thinking and it still amused her, after all the years he
had been thinking it. Poor Flaxman! Year in, year out at his grisly trade, what would
he know of beauty?

Her turn for liver. He wrapped it roughly and finished the parcel with an outer
sheet of newspaper.

> <Ere comes ‘Elen of Troy — Bor unér Enena Tposirckas (cosopsuyuti mepsem 36y [hl nepeo
2NIACHBIMU)
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She remembered Leopold, peevish at the breakfast table. "I do like a paper with
some guts in it," he'd said. She gave a shout of laughter, and the cherries battered on
the daisy petals.

"Is she cracked as well, Mr. Flaxman?" asked the assistant in a hushed voice
when she had left the shop.

"Absolutely dotty, 'Erbert".

"l wouldn't like to be 'er old man," said Herbert, sniggering.

Mr. Flaxman took up a long knife and wiped the blade across his white apron.

"Don't matter to 'im. 'E's as cracked as she is".

Swinging her basket, Mrs. Confedrington passed serenely down High Street.
Serenely conscious she was of the impact of her surrealist beauty that withered the
passers-by.

They're not ready for me, she told herself. Any more than they were ready for
the great artists — the nearsighted, conventional minds. She likened herself to a pic-
ture by Picasso, a masterpiece that had beauty only for the initiated few. And then, of
course, she began to think of Leopold.

At that moment Leopold was on his way to the spare room to look at his silk-
worms. He had finished his puzzle early and was prowling about the house disconso-
lately in his black velvet smoking jacket waiting for Mrs. Confedrington to come
home.

The silkworms were in a large shoe box with a pattern of holes pierced in the
lid. He let a little extra light into the box and peered under the raised lid at the soft
yellow cocoons inside. "Nearly had your sleep out now," he told them. "You'll be
glad to wake up — catching your heart up at the feel of June,” he added. Leopold's
solvers were literary types who thrived on quotation and allusion, so that he could
hardly open his mouth any more without someone else's words coming out of it.
"They'll have caught their hearts up long before June, anyway," he muttered irritably,
and closed the lid and wandered into the front bedroom. He stared out of the window,
wishing for her to come.

Suddenly she was there, inside the gate, under the monkey puzzle tree®. He
waved and she brandished her basket at him.

" 'She walks in beauty like the night>*"
meet her. "I missed you", he said.

"That was nice of you. Let's sit down for a minute".

They sat side by side on the stairs and stretched their legs out comfortably.

She pointed to the parcel of liver. "A paper with some guts in it," she said, and
he laughed delightfully.

he whispered as he ran downstairs to

*8 The monkey puzzle tree — umnmiickas cocHa apaykapus
> She walks in beauty like the night — rurara u3 cruxorBopenns Baiipona ('Ona mnér Bo Beeit
kpace').
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"Leopold", she said a moment later, "there is no one else like us in the world,
we are the same one. | walk in your sleep and you talk in my dreams. Leopold, do
you think we have invented each other?"

"If we have, you are most talented — and | am a genius".

"l can't remember any life before you".

"' wonder, by my troth®, what thou and 1 did till we loved?™ Leopold mused
trying to think far back, then he looked up at her quickly. "That's a fine hat. A com-
pletely esoteric®® hat. Other women never wear hats like that".

"No," she said, "no". And she took off the hat and held it on her lap, cuddling
the glass fruit with her interesting fingers.

Leopold sprang up briskly."Beans on toast and coffee for lunch. I'll make it."

When he had gone Mrs. Confedrington took the esoteric hat into her bedroom
and laid it carefully on the bed. She went to the mirror and began to comb her hair.
Out of the tail of her eye she saw the window cleaner outside on his ladder, polishing
the panes with a wash leather. It was best to ignore him. She went on calmly with her
combing.

With the single exception of Leopold, Mrs. Confedrington had always avoided
the chance encounter. There was, alas, so little appreciation in the world. But some-
times she misjudged. As in the case of Sammy Cohen out there on the ladder, for in-
stance.

Sammy gave up all pretense of polishing when he saw her and leaned one el-
bow on the top rung and gazed in, watching the vigorous movement of the comb
through her thick hair.

Lunch with Leopold, Mrs. Confedrington was saying to herself. He was burn-
ing the toast, she realized, but what did it mater? What mattered was the oneness, the
aloneness, the savoring of beauty that was only for the two of them.

But Leopold, stirring the coffee, had a sudden glimpse of catastrophe and
rushed to the bottom of the stairs. Supposing their alone-togetherness should end,
supposing people should begin to know better and popular taste should  crowd
him out? "Rachel! Rachel!" he cried.

She smiled a little at the panic in his voice. What should he fear? None but he
would ever have an eye for her secrets.

And yet the encroaching waves were already lapping around their walls. Sam-
my Cohen, outside on the ladder, was nobody's fool®” . He went to W.E.A.% classes
and could read novels in Esperanto.

As Mrs. Confedrington ran out of the room and down the stairs to the unique
Leopold, "Ah!" said Sammy Cohen, "what a beautiful woman!"

% | wonder by my troth — urara u3 conera Jlx. Jlonna (“KnsHych, MHE HHTEPECHO”)

%1 Esoteric — 930TEPUIECKHUH, T.€. TAUHBIN, 30€Ch: HEMBICITMAsi, HEBEPOSITHAS

%2 (he) was nobody's fool — otHio1b He Typax

% W.E.A. — aG6peBunarypa Hassanus opranmsarmu (The Worker’s Educational Association), oGec-
MEYMBAIOIIast MPOBEJCHUE 3a0UHBIX M BEUESPHUX KYPCOB ISl PA0OUNX, KEJIAIOIIUX TTOBBICUThH KBa-
TU(HUKAIMIO IO HAYYHBIM M TPOGECCHOHATBHBIM TUCIUITTHHAM

71



TEXT 14
R. Dahl®
THE BUTLER

As soon as George Cleaver had made his first million, he and Mrs. Cleaver
moved out of their small suburban villa into an elegant London house. They acquired
a French chef called Monsieur Estragon and an English butler called Tibbs, both
wildly expensive. With the help of these two experts, the Cleavers set out to climb the
social ladder and began to give dinner parties several times a week on a lavish scale.

But these dinners never seemed quite to come off. There was no animation, no
spark to set the conversation alight, no style at all. Yet the food was superb and the
service faultless.

"What the heck's wrong® with our parties, Tibbs?" Mr. Cleaver said to the but-
ler. "Why don't nobody never loosen up® and let themselves go?"

Tibbs inclined his head to one side and looked at the ceiling. "I hope, sir, you
will not be offended if I offer a small suggestion.”

"What is it?"

"It's the wine, sir."

"What about the wine?"

"Well, sir. Monsieur Estragon serves superb food. Superb food should be ac-
companied by superb wine. But you serve them a cheap and very odious Spanish
red."

"Then why in heaven's name didn't you say so before, you twit?" cried Mr.
Cleaver. "I'm not short of money. I'll give them the best flipping wine in the world if
that's what they want! What is the best wine in the world?"

"Claret, sir," the butler replied, "from the greatest chdteaux® in Bordeaux —
Lafite, Latour, Haut-Brion, Margaux, Mouton-Rothschild and Cheval Blanc. And
from only the very greatest vintage years, which are, in my opinion, 1906, 1914, 1929
and 1945. Cheval Blanc was also magnificent in 1895 and 1921, and Haut-Brion in
1906."

"Buy them all!" said Mr. Cleaver. "Fill the flipping cellar from top to bottom!?'

"I can try, sir," the butler said. "But wines like these are extremely rare and cost
a fortune."

"] don't give a hoot®® what they cost!" said Mr. Cleaver. "Just go out and get
them!"

64 Poanba Jdanw (1916 — 1990) — OpuTaHCckHii aBTOP PacCKa3oB JUIS JCTEH U «Y)KACTUKOBY JUISI
B3pOCJIBIX 3HAMEHUTOW cTana ero KHura «[ peMIIMHBDY TMOCe 3KpaHW3anuu e€ cryamend Youra
Jucuest
% what the heck’s wrong? — kakoro nemero emy He xBaraer? (coll.)
% why don't nobody never loosen up? — moYeMy HHKTO IO-HACTOSIIEMY HE pacciabisiercs / He
«kamndyer»? (coll.)

chateaux — 3amMKu ¢ pHUIIETAOIIMMU 3EMIISIMHU; @ MOIC. TATO — COPT CyXO0ro (pPaHIly3CKOro BUHA
% | don't give a hoot... — meBats Mue (vulg.)
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That was easier said than done. Nowhere in England or in France could Tibbs
find any wine from 1895, 1906, 1914 or 1921. But he did manage to get hold of some
twenty-nines and forty-fives. The bills for these wines were astronomical. They were
in fact so huge that even Mr. Cleaver began to sit up and take notice. And his interest
quickly turned into outright enthusiasm when the butler suggested to him that a
knowledge of wine was a very considerable social asset. Mr. Cleaver bought books
on the subject and read them from cover to cover.

He also learned a great deal from Tibbs himself, who taught him, among other
things, just how wine should be properly tasted. "First, sir, you sniff it long and deep,
with your nose right inside the top of the glass, like this. Then you take a mouthful
and you open your lips a tiny bit and suck in air, letting the air bubble through the
wine. Watch me do it. Then you roll it vigorously around your mouth. And finally
you swallow it".

In due course, Mr. Cleaver came to regard himself as an expert on wine, and
inevitably he turned into a colossal bore. "Ladies and gentlemen," he would announce
at dinner, holding up his glass, "this is a Margaux '29! The greatest, year of the cen-
tury! Fantastic bouquet! Smells of cowslips! And notice especially the after taste and
how the tiny trace of tannin gives it that glorious astringent quality! Terrific, ain't it?"

The guests would nod and sip and mumble a few praises, but that was all.

"What's the matter with the silly twerps?" Mr. Cleaver said to Tibbs after this
had gone on for some time. "Don't none of them appreciate a great wine?"

The butler laid his head to one side and gazed upward. "I think they would ap-
preciate it, sir," he said, "if they were able to taste it. But they can't.”

"What the heck d'you mean, they can't taste it?"

"l believe, sir, that you have instructed Monsieur Estragon to put liberal quanti-
ties of vinegar in the salad-dressing."

"What's wrong with that? | like vinegar."

"Vinegar," the butler said, "is the enemy of wine. It destroys the palate,” The
dressing should be made of pure olive oil and a little lemon juice. Nothing else. "

"Hogwash®!" said Mr. Cleaver.

"As you wish, sir."

"I'll say it again, Tibbs. You're talking hogwash. The vinegar don't spoil my pa-
late one bit."”

"You are very fortunate, sir," the butler murmured, backing out of the room.

That night at dinner, the host began to mock his butler in front of the guests.
"Mister Tibbs," he said, "has been trying to tell me I can't taste my wine if | put vine-
gar in the salad-dressing. Right, Tibbs?"

"Yes, sir," Tibbs replied gravely.

"And | told him hogwash. Didn't I, Tibbs?"

"Yes, sir."

% Hogwash! — neppmo / ayms cobaubs (Vulg.)
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"This wine," Mr. Cleaver went on, raising his glass, "tastes to me exactly like a
Chateau Lafite '45, and what's more it is a Chateau Lafite '45".

Tibbs, the butler, stood very still and erect near the sideboard, his face pale. "If
you'll forgive me, sir," he said, "that's not a Lafite '45".

Mr. Cleaver swung round in his chair and stared at the butler. "What the heck
d'you mean?" he said. "There's the empty bottles beside you to prove it!"

These great clarets, being old and full of sediment, were always decanted by
Tibbs before dinner. They were served in cut-glass decanters, while the empty bot-
tles, as is the custom, were placed on the sideboard.

Right now, two empty bottles of Lafite '45 were standing on the sideboard for
all to see.

"The wine you are drinking, sir", the butler said quietly, "happens to be that
cheap and rather odious Spanish red."

Mr. Cleaver looked at the wine in his glass, then at the butler. The blood was
coming to his face now, his skin was turning scarlet. "You're lying, Tibbs!" he said.

"No, sir, I'm not lying", the butler said. "As a matter of fact, | have never
served you any other wine but Spanish red since I've been here. It seemed to suit you
very well."

"l don't believe him!" Mr. Cleaver cried out to his guests. "The man's gone
mad."

"Great wines", the butler said, "should be treated with reverence. It is bad
enough to destroy the palate with three or four cocktails before dinner, as you people
do, but when you slosh vinegar over your food into the bargain, then you might just
as well be drinking dishwater".

Ten outraged faces around the table stared at the butler. He had caught them
off balance. They were speechless.

"This", the butler said, reaching out and touching one of the empty bottles lo-
vingly with his fingers, "this is the last of the forty-fives. The twenty-nines have al-
ready been finished. But they were glorious wines. Monsieur Estragon and | enjoyed
them immensely".

The butler bowed and walked quite slowly from the room. He crossed the hall
and went out of the front door of the house into the street where Monsieur Estragon
was already loading their suitcases into the boot of the small car which they owned
together.
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TEXT 15
C. Hare™
THE STORY OF HERMIONE

When Richard Armstrong, explorer and mountaineer, disappeared in a blizzard
in the Karakoram, his only daughter Hermione was just turned twenty. He be-
gueathed her a good deal of unusual experience gathered in remote parts of the world,
but very little else. For more tangible aids to living she had to look to her Uncle Paul,
who was in a position to supply them on a very lavish scale™. Paul Armstrong had
confined his explorations to the square mile of the earth's surface lying east of Tem-
ple Bar">and found them extremely fruitful.

Hermione was a slender, fragile-creature, with observant blue eyes, a deter-
mined chin and a small mouth that remained closed unless speech was absolutely ne-
cessary. She gave her uncle and aunt no sort of trouble, submitted quietly to the
horse-play” which passed for humor with her tall, athletic cousins Johnny and Susan,
and kept her own counsel. In that cheerful, noisy household she passed almost unob-
served.

In the following winter Susan Armstrong was killed by a fall in the hunting
field. Six months later, Johnny, playing a ridiculous game of leapfrog with Hermione
on the springboard of his parents' swimming-bath, slipped, crashed into the side of
the bath and broke his neck. Paul and his wife had worshipped their children with un-
critical adoration. The double blow deprived them of all motive for living, and when
shortly afterwards they fell victims to an influenza epidemic they made not the sligh-
test resistance.

Even with death duties at the present level, Hermione was a considerable hei-
ress. With the calm deliberation that had always characterized her she set out to look
for a husband suitable to her station in life. After carefully considering the many ap-
plicants for the post, she finally selected Freddy Fitzhugh. It was an altogether admi-
rable choice. Freddy was well-to-do, well connected™, good-looking and no fool.
Their courtship was unexciting but satisfactory, the engagement was announced and
on a fine spring morning they went together to Bond Street’ to choose a ring.

Freddy took her to Garland's, those aristocrats among jewelers, and the great
Mr. Garland himself received them in his private room behind the shop. Hermione
examined the gems which he showed her with dispassionate care and discussed them

70 Cupua Xeiip/Xaiip (1900-1958) — aurnwuiickuii mucareab XX Beka. MIMs r1aBHOTO mepcoHaka
(Fepmuona — Hermione /h3:r'maroni/) oTchlIaeT HAaC K TrepoOMHE Ipeueckoro Muda, MpociaBHB-
HIEHCS CBOMM KOBAPCTBOM
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with an expertise that astonished Freddy as much as it delighted Mr. Garland. She
ended by choosing a diamond as superior to the rest as Freddy had been to his rival
suitors, and they took their leave.

Meanwhile, the shop outside had not been idle. Shortly after the door of Mr.
Garland's room closed on Freddy and his beloved, two thick-set men entered and
asked the assistant at the counter to show them some diamond bracelets. They proved
to be almost as difficult to please as Hermione, without displaying her knowledge of
precious stones, and before long there were some thousands of pounds worth of bril-
liants on the counter for their inspection.

To the bored assistant it began to seem as though they would never come to a
decision. Then, just as Mr. Garland was bowing Freddy and Hermione out of the
shop, everything began to happen at once. A large saloon car slowed down in the
street outside, and paused with its engine running. At the same moment one of the
men with lightning speed scooped up half a dozen bracelets and made for the door,
while his companion sent the doorkeeper flying with a vicious blow to the stomach.

Freddy, who had stopped to exchange a few words with Mr. Garland, looked
round and saw to his horror that Hermione was standing alone in front of the door-
way, directly in the path of the man. She made no attempt to avoid him as he bore
down upon her. It flashed across Freddy's mind that she was too paralyzed by fear to
move. Hopelessly, he started to run forward as the man crashed an enormous fist into
Hermione's face.

The blow never reached its mark. With a faintly superior smile, Hermione
shifted her position slightly at the last moment. An instant later the raider was flying
through the air to land with a splintering of glass head first against the show case. The
whole affair had only occupied a few seconds of time.

"You never told me you could do Ju-Jitsu, Hermione," said Freddy, when they
eventually left the shop.

"Judo," Hermione corrected him. "My father had me taught by an expert. It
comes in handy sometimes’® . Of course, I'm rather out of practice. "

"l see," said Freddy. "You know, Hermione, there are quite a few things about
you | didn't know."

They parted: Hermione had an appointment with her hairdresser. Freddy went
for a quiet stroll in the park. Then he took a taxi to Fleet Street, where he spent most
of the afternoon browsing in the files’” of various newspapers.

They met again at dinner that evening. Freddy came straight to the point.

"I've been looking at the reports of the inquest on your cousin Johnny," he said.

"Yes?" said Hermione with polite interest.

"It was very odd the way he shot off the spring-board on to the edge of the
bath. How exactly did it happen?"

76 It comes in handy sometimes — 3To uHOI1a OKa3bIBACTCS MMOJIE3HBIM
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"l explained it all to the coroner. | just happened to move at the critical moment
and he cannoned off me. "

"Hard luck on Johnny".

"Very".

"Hard luck on that chap this morning that you just happened to move at the
critical moment. | don't think you told the coroner that you could do this Judo stuff?"

"Of course not".

"Hard luck on Susan, too, taking that fall out hunting".

"That," said Hermione flatly, "was pure accident. | told her she couldn't hold
the horse".

Freddy sighed.

“I'll have to give you the benefit of the doubt™ over that one," he said. "But I'm
afraid the engagement's off".

Hermione looked at the diamond on her finger and screwed her hand into a
tight little fist.

"l can't stop you breaking it off, Freddy,” she said. "But you'll find it very ex-
pensive",

He did. Very expensive indeed. But he thought it well worth the money. As has
been said, Freddy was no fool.

TEXT 16
K. Chopin™
THE UNEXPECTED

When Randall, for a brief absence, left his Dorothea, whom he was to marry
after a time, the parting was bitter; the enforced separation seemed to them too cruel
an ordeal to bear. Their good-bye dragged with lingering kisses and sighs, and more
kisses and more clinging till the last wrench came.

He was to return at the close of the month. Daily letters, impassioned and in-
terminable, passed between them.

He did not return at the close of the month; he was delayed by illness. A heavy
cold, accompanied by fever, contracted in some unaccountable way, held him to his
bed. He hoped it would be over and that he would rejoin her in a week. But this was a
stubborn cold, that seemed not to yield to familiar treatment; yet the physician was
not discouraged, and promised to have him on his feet in a fortnight.

All this was torture to the impatient Dorothea; and if her parents had permitted,
she surely would have hastened to the bedside of her beloved.

"8 the benefit of the doubt — ToKOBaTh KPUMHUHATBHBIIA CITy4ail B O3y OGBMHIEMOTO 33 HEO0Ka-
3aHHOCTBIO YJITHK.
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For a long interval he could not write himself. One day he seemed better;
another day a "fresh cold" seized him with relentless clutch; and so a second month
went by, and Dorothea had reached the limit of her endurance.

Then a tremulous scrawl came from him, saying he would be obliged to pass a
season at the south; but he would first revisit his home, if only for a day, to clasp his
dearest one to his heart, to appease the hunger for her presence, the craving for her
lips that had been devouring him through all the fever and pain of this detestable ill-
ness.

Dorothea had read his impassioned letters almost to tatters®® . She had sat daily
gazing for hours upon his portrait, which showed him to be an almost perfect speci-
men of youthful health, strength and manly beauty.

She knew he would be altered in appearance — he had prepared her, and had
even written that she would hardly know him. She expected to see him ill and wasted,;
she would not seem shocked; she would not let him see astonishment or pain, in her
face. She was in a quiver of anticipation, a sensuous fever of expectancy till he came.

She sat beside him on the sofa, for after the first delirious embrace he had been
unable to hold himself upon his tottering feet, and had sunk exhausted in a corner of
the sofa. He threw his head back upon the cushions and stayed, with closed eyes,
panting; all the strength of his body had concentrated in the clasp — the grasp with
which he clung to her hand.

She stared at him as one might look upon a curious apparition which inspired
wonder and mistrust rather than fear. This was not the man who had gone away from
her; the man she loved and had promised to marry. What hideous transformation had
he undergone, or what devilish transformation was she undergoing in contemplating
him? His skin was waxy and hectic, red upon the cheekbones. His eyes were sunken;
his features pinched and prominent; and his clothing hung loosely upon his wasted
frame. The lips with which he had kissed her so hungrily, and with which he was
kissing her now, were dry and parched, and his breath was feverish and tainted.

At the sight and the touch of him something within her seemed to be shudder-
ing, shrinking, shriveling together, losing all sesmblance of what had been. She felt as
if it was her heart; but it was only her love

"This is the way my Uncle Archibald went — in a gallop®" — you know." He
spoke with a certain derision and in little gasps, as if breath were failing him. "There's
no danger of that for me, of course, once get south; but the doctors won't answer for
me if | stay here during the coming fall and winter."

Then he held her in his arms with what seemed to be a frenzy of passion; a
keen and quickened desire beside which his former and healthful transports were
tempered and lukewarm® by comparison.

8 1o tatters — 37IECh: 1O ABIP
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"We need not wait, Dorothea he whispered. We must not put it off. Let the
marriage be at once, and you will come with me and be with me. Oh, God! | feel as if
| would never let you go; as if | must hold you in my arms forever, night and day and
always! "

She attempted to withdraw from his embrace, she begged him not to think of it,
and tried to convince him that it was impossible.

"I would only be a hindrance, Randall. You will come back well and strong; it
will be time enough then," and to herself she was saying: "never, never, never!"
There was a long silence, and he had closed his eyes again.

"For another reason, my Dorothea,” and then he waited again, as one hesitates
through shame or through fear, to speak. "I am quite — almost sure | shall get well;
but the strongest of us cannot count upon life. If the worst should come | want you to
have all | possess; what fortune | have must be yours, and marriage will make my
wish secure. Now I'm getting morbid."” He ended with a laugh that died away in a
cough which threatened to wrench the breath from his body, and which brought the
attendant, who had waited without, quickly to his side.

Dorothea watched, him from the window descend the steps, leaning upon the
man's arm, and saw him enter his carriage and fall helpless and exhausted as he had
sunk an hour before in the corner of her sofa.

She was glad there was no one present to compel her to speak. She stayed at
the window as if dazed looking fixedly at the spot where the carriage had stood. A
clock on the mantel striking the hour finally roused her, and she realized that there
would soon be people appearing whom she would be forced to face and speak to.

Fifteen minutes later Dorothea had changed her house gown, had mounted her
"wheel"®® and was fleeing as if Death himself pursued her.

She sped along the familiar roadway; seemingly borne on by some force other
than mechanical — some unwonted energy — a stubborn impulse that lighted her eyes,
set her cheeks aflame, bent her supple body to one purpose — that was, swiftest flight.

How far, and how long did she go? She did not know; she did not care. The
country about her grew unfamiliar. She was on a rough, unfrequented road, where the
birds in the wayside bushes seemed unafraid. She could perceive no human habita-
tion; and old fallow field, a stretch of wood, great trees bending thick-leaved
branches, languidly, and flinging long, inviting shadows aslant the road; the weedy
smell of summer; the drone or insects; the sky and the clouds, and the quivering lam-
bent air. She was alone with nature; her pulses beating in unison with its sensuous
throb, as she stopped and stretched herself upon the sward®*. Every muscle, nerve, fi-
ber abandoned itself to the delicious sensation of rest that overtook and crept tingling
through the whole length of her body.

8 had mounted her "wheel" — oceanana cBoit «BemuK» (coll.)
8 the sward — 3enénas nyxaiika
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She had never spoken a word after bidding him good-bye; but now she seemed
disposed to make confidants® of the tremulous leaves, of the crawling and hopping
insects, of the big sky into which she was staring.

"Never!" she whispered, "not for all his thousands! Never, never! not for mil-
lions!™

TEXT 17
A. Weed®®
A MATTER OF MONTHS

Joseph and Maria Romeriz were the parents of eleven healthy, robust children.
Now mamma Maria was content and happy with her fine family, but not so papa Joe.
He was as disappointed as a ball player muffing his last strike®, and all because there
were only eleven and not twelve niiios®.

Papa Joe's and mamma Maria's first three children had been girls. Being good
American citizens they decided their off-springs must have fine American names, so
they called these first little-ones May, June, and April in that order. When the next
baby arrived, papa Joe suggested they call him August. Now they had four little
months.

It was beginning to be a game with papa Joe. He worked hard in his little fruit-
stand and delicatessen and grinned whenever he thought of his splendid family. Ea-
gerly, he awaited for the next arrival, and in due time he was rewarded. Another boy.
January, or Jan, for short.

As the years went by the number grew to eleven, each one named after a month
of the year. And then, without rhyme or reason®, a strange thing happened, or so
thought papa Joe. There wasn't any little mite on the way to call December.

It was going on seven years now and papa Joe was getting a bit desperate. The
older children were helping him in his delicatessen. His business had prospered. He
and Maria could well afford a new baby, but the good Lord hadn't seen fit to bless
them with another month. That was why papa Joe's usual good natured grin was
missing from the newspaper picture.

A reporter had heard about the Romeriz family with the eleven little months.
He had called on them early that spring and asked if he might take a picture and run a
human interest story.

It was a good likeness of everyone, except papa Joe. His rugged face looked as
somber as a Quaker lady's Easter bonnet™ . The picture appeared on the front page of
the daily paper, and there were lots of letters and phone calls, afterwards, offering
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congratulations, but nearly everyone asked the same question, "What's the matter, no
December?"

And then one day, out of a clear blue sky, papa Joe got a brilliant idea. The
more he thought about it, the more creditable it seemed. He had only to tell his plan
to mamma Maria, and everything would again be as he had always dreamed.

"Now you listen to me, Joe", mamma Maria said after she had heard papa Joe
out. "We will not adopt the child".

"Dios mio™," said Maria. Sometimes she forgot to speak her proper English.
"This is a silly idea of yours, papa. If it is meant for us to have a December, we will.

Papa Joe was as hard hit as a prize fighter down for the count. He felt his life
would never be quite complete without one more month. Every day now he took a lot
of good-natured kidding from his friends. It was, 'Hi, Joe, when are you going to get a
Whole year,' or 'It's a long time from November till December.'

The morning papa Joe drove the truck to El Pairo, for the shipment of fruit, he
got back, late that evening, the old grin adorned his face.

All week he wore his happy face, and on Sunday, with a gust of good humor,
he took mamma Maria for a drive in the country. It was a beautiful day. Papa Joe
drove for miles and miles, and then a little later, without any warning, he quite sud-
denly ran out of gas*.

"You sit right here, mamma,” he told Maria in a matter of fact way, "and I'll
see if | can get some gas at this big house.

When Joe came back with the can of gasoline, a small boy was trotting at his
heels. He was a thin child of about six years, with big pensive, brown eyes.

"Got it," Joe called cheerfully. "This young fellow will take the can back.

"Do you live here, sonny? Maria asked, smiling.

The little boy nodded shyly, shifting from one foot to the other.

It was then Maria saw the lettering over the arch-way 'St. Joseph Home for
Children.' "Oh!" she said suddenly, her smile fading. "Do you like it here, little-one?"

"They are real good to me," the boy said, "but I don’t like it." "I’ve always
wanted a papa and mamma of my own," he confessed.

His eyes were very bright now, just about ready to spill over.

Papa Joe had finished putting the gas in the tank. He handed it to the child. Pa-
pa Joe took plenty of time getting in the car and starting the motor. Maria put her
head out of the window and called to the boy. "You haven’t told me your name, little-
one."

His eyes came to hers, soft and warm. On his lips a shy smile appeared. "It’s
December,"” he said very clearly.

Weeks later the papers were all in order. Papa Joe and mamma Maria had
adopted the little boy. They were, all three, in the car heading for home. Papa Joe was
grinning from ear to ear, but mamma Maria’s eyes held a big question.

*1 Dios mio — Gor moii (ucmaHck.)
% (they)... run out of gas — (y HHX) ... KOHYHICS GEH3HH («BECh BBIIIEI»)
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"Tell me," she hesitated, her gaze searched papa Joe’s face, "who told you to
say your name was December?"

"I’ve been December for a long time now."

"How long?" Maria asked gently.

"I don’t know for sure," the boy replied, "but one day I saw a picture in the pa-
per. It was of a bunch of kids, and papa and mamma, only | guess one of the kids was
missing. His name was December, so right away | named myself December and pre-
tended | was the missing boy. Can I still keep the name?" he added eagerly.

"Yes, dear, " said Maria softly, "you may keep the name." She glanced at papa
Joe who blew his nose vigorously, but his beautiful grin was wider than Maria had
seen it before.

"Well, papa," Maria said, "at last you have your December and we now have
twelve months, but what in the world will call the thirteenth one?"

Papa Joe gave a start. "Mamma, you don’t mean - ?"

Maria’s laugh was clear and musical. "Yes, Joe, | do mean," she said.

TEXT 18
J. Thurber®®
THE KERB IN THE SKY

When Charlie Deshler announced that he was going to marry Dorothy, some-
one said he would lose his mind posthaste. Dorothy had begun, when she was quite
young, to finish sentences for people. Sometimes she finished them wrongly, which
annoyed the person who was speaking, and sometimes she finished them correctly,
which annoyed the speaker even more.

‘When William Howard Taft was - 'some guest in Dorothy's family's home
would begin.

'President!" Dorothy would pipe up®. The speaker may have meant to say
'President’ or he may have meant to say 'young', or 'Chief Justice of the Supreme
Court of the United States'. In any case, he would shortly put on his hat and go home.
Like most parents, Dorothy's parents did not seem to be conscious that her manner-
ism was a nuisance. Very likely they thought that it was cute®, or even bright. It is
even probable that when Dorothy's mother first said '‘Come, Dorothy, eat your — ‘and
Dorothy said 'Spinach, dear,' the former telephoned Dorothy's father at the office and
told him about it.

When Dorothy grew up she became quite pretty and so even more of a menace.
Gentlemen became attracted to her and then attached to her. Emotionally she stirred
them, but mentally she soon began to wear them down. 'Not "was", Arthur,' she

% Takeiime Tep6ep (1894 — 1961) — aMepHKaHCKHiT [HCATENb M XYI0KHHK
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would say, "'were" "Were prepared”. See?' Most of her admirers tolerated this habit
but as time went on they slowly drifted away to less captious, if dumber, girls.

Charlie Deshler, however, was an impetuous man, of the sweep-them-off-their-
feet persuasions™, and he became engaged to Dorothy so quickly and married her in
so short a time that, being deaf to the warnings of friends, whose concern he regarded
as mere jealousy.

Dorothy as a wife came, of course into her great flowering: she took to correct-
ing Charlie's stories. He had traveled widely and experienced greatly, and was a truly
excellent raconteur. Dorothy was interested in him and in his stories, and since she
had never shared any of the adventures he told about, she could not know when he
made mistakes in time or in place or in identities. Beyond suggesting a change here
and there in the number of verb, she more or less let him alone. Charlie spoke rather
good English, and this was another reason he didn't find Dorothy out.

| didn't call on them for quite a while after they were married. Charlie began to
tell, at dinner, about a motor trip the two had made to this town and that — | never
found out for sure what towns, because Dorothy denied almost everything that Char-
lie said.

‘Anyway, when we got to Fairview — Charlie would go on. But Dorothy would
stop him. 'Was it Fairview that day, darling?' she would ask. '‘But it wasn't, darling,’
and then go on with the story herself.

Once or twice, when | called on them or they called on me, Dorothy would let
Charlie get almost to the climax of some interesting account of a happening and then,
like a tackler from behind, throw him just as he was about to cross the goal-line®" .
There is nothing in life more shocking to the nerves and to the mind than this. Some
husbands will sit back amiably but these are beaten husbands. Charlie did not become
beaten. But his wife's tackles knocked the wind out of him, and he began to realize
that he would have to do something. What he did was rather ingenious. At the end of
the second year of their marriage, Charlie would begin some outlandish story about a
dream he had had, knowing that Dorothy could not correct him on his own dreams.

'l thought | was running an airplane,’ he would say. | was trying to make it fly
to the moon, taking off from my bedroom. About halfway up to the moon, however, a
man who looked like Santa Claus, waved at me to stop. "Here," he said to me, "you
can't go to the moon, if you are the man who invented these wedding cookies®. Then
he showed me a cookie made in the shape of a man and woman being married — made
of dough and fastened firmly to a cookie base.'

Any psychiatrist will tell you that at the end of the way Charlie was going lies
madness in the form of monomania. You can't live in a fantastic dream world, night
and night put and then day in and day out and remain sane, Charlie's invention began

% of the sweep-them-off-their-feet persuasion — HerokoIe6HUMBIX oK ICHHUIA
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to grow thin and he eventually took to telling, over and over again, the first dream he
had even described.

After a month or two, Charlie finally had to be sent to an asylum. | was out of
town when they took him away.

It was a couple of weeks later that | drove up to the asylum to see Charlie. He
was lying on a cot on a big screened-in porch, looking wan and thin. Dorothy was sit-
ting on a chair beside his bed, bright-eyed and eager.

He looked quite mad and began at once to tell me the story of his trip to the
moon. He got to the part where the man who looked like Santa Claus waved him to
stop.

'So pulled over to a kerb — '

'‘No. You pulled over to a cloud," said Dorothy. 'There aren't any kerbs in the
sky. There couldn't be. You pulled over to a cloud.’

Charlie sighed and turned slightly in his bed and looked at me. Dorothy looked
at me, too, with her pretty smile.

'He always gets that story wrong," she said. .

TEXT 19
A. Bierce®
THE BOARDED WINDOW

In 1830, only a few miles away from what is now the great city of Cincinnati
lay an immense and almost unbroken forest. The whole region was sparsely settled
by people of the frontier'®. Many of them had already forsaken that region for the
remoter settlements, but among those remaining was one who had been of those first
arriving. He lived alone in a house of logs surrounded on all sides by the great forest,
of whose gloom and silence he seemed a part, for no one had ever known him to
smile nor speak a needless word. His simple wants were supplied by the sale or barter
of skins of wild animals in the river town, for not a thing did he grow upon the land
which, if needful, he might have claimed by right of undisturbed possession*®.

The little log house, with its chimney of sticks, had a single door and, directly
opposite, a window. The latter, however, was boarded up — nobody could remember a
time when it was not.

| fancy there are few persons living today who ever knew the secret of that
window, but | am one, as you shall see.

The man's name was said to be Murlock. He was apparently seventy years old,
actually about fifty. Something besides years had had a hand in his ageing'%. His hair
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and long, full beard were white, his gray, lusterless eyes sunken, his face singularly
seamed with wrinkles.

In figure he was tall and spare, with a stoop of the shoulders — a burden bearer.
| never saw him; these particulars | learned from my grandfather, from whom also |
got the man’s story when I was a lad. He had known him when living near by in that
early day.

One day Murlock was found in his cabin, dead. It was not a time and place for
coroners and newspapers, and | suppose it was agreed that he had died from natural
causes; the body was buried near the cabin, alongside the grave of his wife, who had
preceded him by so many years that local tradition had retained hardly a hint of her
existence. That closes the final chapter of this true story — excepting, indeed, the cir-
cumstances that many years afterward, in company with an equally intrepid spirit, |
penetrated into the ruined cabin and ran away to avoid the ghost which every well-
informed boy thereabout knew haunted the spot. But there is an earlier chapter — that
was supplied by my grandfather.

When Murlock built his cabin he was young, strong and full of hope. In that
eastern country whence he came he had married, as was the fashion, a young woman
in all ways worthy of his honest devotion, who shared the dangers and privations of
his lot with a willing spirit and fight heart. There is no known record of her name, of
her charms of mind and person tradition. Of their affection and happiness there is ab-
undant assurance in the man's widowed life; for what but the magnetism of a blessed
memory could have chained that venturesome spirit to a lot like that?

One day Murlock returned from gunning in a distant part of the forest to find
his wife prostrate with fever, and delirious. There was no physician within miles, no
neighbor; nor was she in a condition to be left, to summon help. So he set about the
task of nursing her back to health, but at the end of the third day she fell into uncons-
ciousness and so passed away, apparently, with never a gleam of returning reason.

When convinced that she was dead, Murlock had sense enough to remember
that the dead must be prepared for burial. In performance of this sacred duty he blun-
dered now and again, did certain things incorrectly, and others which he did correctly
were done over and over.

He was surprised, too, that he did not weep — surprised and a little ashamed;
surely it is unkind not to weep for the dead. "Tomorrow," he said aloud, "I shall have
to make the coffin and dig the grave; and then | shall miss her.

He stood over the body in the fading light, adjusting the hair and putting the fi-
nishing touches to the simple toilet, doing all mechanically, with soulless care. And
still through his consciousness ran an undersense of conviction that all was right. He
had had no experience in grief. His heart could not contain it all, nor his imagination
rightly conceive it. Some natures it startles; some it stupefies. To one it comes like
the stroke of an arrow, stinging all the sensibilities to a keener life; to another as the
blow of a bludgeon, which in crushing benumbs. We may conceive Murlock to have
been that way affected, he laid his arms upon the table's edge, and dropped his face
into them, tearless yet and unutterably weary. Murlock was asleep.
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Some hours later as it afterward appeared, he awoke and lifting his head from
his arms intently listened to the black darkness by the side of the dead, he strained his
eyes to see — he knew not what. His senses were all alert, his breath suspended, his
blood had stilled its tides as if to assist the silence. Who — what had waked him, and
where was it?

Suddenly he heard a light soft step, sounds of bare feet upon the floor!

He was terrified beyond the power to cry out or move, he waited — waited
there in the darkness through seeming centuries of such dread as one may know, yet
live to tell. He tried vainly to speak the dead woman's name, vainly to stretch forth
his hand across the table to learn if she was there. Then occurred something most
frightful. Some heavy body seemed hurled against the table with an impetus that
pushed it against his breast so sharply as nearly to overthrow him, and at the same in-
stant he heard and felt the fall of something upon the floor with so violent a thump
that the whole house was shaken by the impact. Murlock had risen to his feet.

There is a point at which terror may turn to madness; and madness incites to
action.

Murlock sprang to the wall, with a little groping seized his loaded rifle, and
discharged it. By the flash which lit up the room with a vivid illumination, he saw an
enormous panther dragging the dead woman, toward the window, its teeth fixed in
her throat! Then there was darkness blacker than before, and silence; and when he re-
turned to consciousness the sun was high and the wood vocal with songs of birds.

The body lay near the window, where the beast had left it when frightened
away by the flash and report or the rifle. The clothing was deranged, the long hair in
disorder. From the throat, dreadfully lacerated, had issued a pool of blood not yet en-
tirely coagulated. The ribbon with which he had bound the wrists was broken; the
hands were tightly clenched. Between the teeth was a fragment of the animal's car.

TEXT 20
R. Love!®
LOVE

What is up with Kristen? | mean, is she going out of her way to dis me'®, or is
it just my overly active imagination? The facts are: We went out for nine months, and
then we broke up. The sad truth is that we actually just kind of drifted apart while she
was away all summer. But there were no harsh words, no dramatic scenes. No big
deal, I thought. So why does she have to turn the other way so obviously, when she
sees me coming? And what does she whisper to her friends when I'm around that
cracks them up'®? No kidding™, I'm really looking for help here: What is up with
that kind of behavior?
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Sometimes | think (like the typical guy that | am) that | understand girls. When
Kris and | were going out, we were so close there seemed to be no air between us. If
we had played tennis, we would have been a great doubles team. Instant communica-
tion. Now she seems like... | was going to say another person, but it's much worse
than that — it's like she's an alien or something.

Let me give you a good example. A few weeks ago, as my summer job at the
office-supplies warehouse™ was winding down'®, I got another part-time job at the
ice-cream place near here. Compared to the warehouse job, it's a cruise. Twenty
hours a week, bright lights, no big sweat'®. But it just so happens that it's the same
place Kris and | used to go to on a regular basis, sit and talk and hold hands.

Last Friday night I'm working — they call me Bob the Scoop™*® when | see Kris
walk in with the captain of the guys' swim team. My heart starts beating a little faster,
and my mouth goes dry. Tommy's a great guy, but he's so sure of himself that it
makes me cringe™* a little to be around him.

Anyway, so the two of them walk up to the counter and give me a little "Hi,
Bob" small talk and all, and then Kris says, matter-of-factly***: "We'll have a rum-
raisin and double-mocha-chip sundae'*® with chocolate  sauce, no nuts, whipped
cream"”.

I'm sure my eyes were bugging™'*. That's what we ordered when we came here
as a couple. We'd sit on the bench outside if it was warm or take it to one of those lit-
tle marble tables in the back of the store and look into each other's eyes while we
worked our way from each end toward the middle of the sundae.

At that point, inside, my heart was breaking, but | forced myself to ask the
question: "What will you have, Tom?"

"Uh, just give us two spoons, | guess," he said.

| grabbed the scoop and started to make the sundae, and my hand was shaking
as | dug into the cardboard canisters of rock-hard ice cream. My face was suddenly so
hot that | was relieved to feel the coldness rise out of the freezer and hit my cheeks.
When the sundae was finally done, I pushed it across the counter and looked up.

"Anything else, Kris?"

What | wanted to say was, "How cold do you want to make it, Kris?"

I'm happy to report that they took the sundae out of the store and into the night
while I turned to the next customer and tried not to show what | was feeling.
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After that, | felt something coming over me. 'lIt was like a fever that spread
outward from the pit of my stomach'*® and made my arms and legs feel hot. It was a
kind of rage that | hadn't felt since | was a little kid. It took the form of regret — re-
gret that | didn't spit into the rum raisin when | was bent down and scooping it out of
the canister.

"Are you feeling all right, young man?" The voice shook my vision back to the
store. It was another customer, a nice lady with a furrowed brow'®, checking me out
like | was sick. | said, "Yes, ma'am, I'm fine," but | thought to myself. No, | do not
feel fine. In fact, far from it, but what else could | feel? Did you see her? That girl
who just left was the girl | loved.

TEXT 21
Sh. Jackson*’
CHARLES

The day my son Laurie started kindergarten, he gave up his little-boy clothes
and began wearing blue jeans with a belt. | watched him go off that first morning
with the older girl next door, looking as though he were going off to a fight.

He came home the same way at lunch-time. "Isn't anybody here?" he yelled. At
table, he knocked over his little sister's milk.

"How was school today?" | asked. "Did you learn anything?"

"l didn't learn nothing™, he said.

"Anything," | said. "Didn't learn anything."

"But the teacher spanked™® a boy," Laurie said, "for being fresh***".

"What did he do?" | asked. "Who was it?"

Laurie thought. "It was Charles"”, he said. "The teacher spanked him and made
him stand in the corner. He was really fresh".

"What did he do?" | asked. But Laurie slid off his chair, took a cookie, and left.

"The next day, Laurie remarked at lunch, "Charles was bad again today." He
grinned. "Today Charles hit the teacher", he said.

"Good heavens," | said. "'l suppose he got spanked again?"

"He sure did", Laurie said.

"Why did Charles hit the teacher?" | asked.

"Because he tried to make him color with red crayons'® . Charles wanted to
color with green crayons, so hit the teacher. She spanked him and said nobody play
with Charles, but everybody did".

15 it of the stomach — oz okeuKoii (B Keyake)
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The third day, Charles bounced a seesaw'?! onto the head of a little girl and
made her bleed. The teacher made him stay inside during recess'* .

On Thursday, Charles had to stand in a corner, because he was pounding*® his
feet on the floor during story time. Friday, Charles could not use the blackboard be-
cause he threw chalk.

On Saturday, | talked to my husband about it. "Do you think kindergarten is
too disturbing for Laurie?" | asked him. "This Charles boy sounds like a bad influ-
ence".

"It will be all right," my husband said. "There are bound'®* to be people like
Charles in the world. He might as well meet them now as later".

| could hardly wait for the first Parent-Teacher meeting. | wanted very much to
meet Charles's mother. The meeting was still a week away.

On Tuesday Laurie said, "Our teacher had a friend come to see her in school
today," Laurie said, noticing his father. "Hi, Pop, you old dust mop".

My husband and | said together, "Was it Charles's mother?".

"Naah," Laurie said. "It was a man who came and made us do exercises, like
this." He jumped off his chair and touched his toes. Then he sat down again. "Charles
didn't even do exercises".

"Didn't he want to?" | asked.

"Naah", Laurie said. "Charles was so fresh to the teacher's friend, they wouldn't
let him do exercises".

"Fresh again?" | asked.

"He Kkicked the teacher's friend", Laurie said. "The teacher's friend told Charles
to touch his toes, and Charles kicked him.

"What do you think they'll do about Charles?" my husband asked.

"l don't know", Laurie said. "Throw him out of school, | guess".

Wednesday and Tuesday were routine’”® . Charles yelled during story time and
hit a boy in the stomach and made him cry. On Friday, Charles stayed after school
again, and so did all the other children.

On Monday of the third week, Laurie came home with another report. "You
know what Charles did today?" he demanded. He told a girl to say a word, and she
said it. The teacher washed her mouth out with a piece of soap, and Charles laughed".

"What word?" his father asked.

"It's so bad, I'll have to whisper it to you", Laurie said and whispered into my
husband's ear.

"Charles told the little girl to say that?" he said, his eyes widening.

"She said it twice", Laurie said. "Charles told her to say it twice".

121 Seasaw — IE€TCKHE KauyelInu

122 recess — Gompiuas nepeMeHa B 1ikose (avep.)

128 pound — Tomars (Horamm)

124 hound — 3JIECH: 0053aTEIBLHO

125 routine — 06BIUHBII 1O pacnopsaKy, TakoH ke Kak 0OBIYHO
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"What happened to Charles?" my husband asked.

"Nothing", Laurie said.

The next day, Charles said the evil word himself three or four times and got his
mouth washed out with soap each time. He also threw chalk.

My husband came to the door that night as | was leaving for the Parent-Teacher
meeting. "Invite her over after the meeting"”, he said "I want to have a look at the
mother of that kid".

"l hope she is there", | said.

"She'll be there", my husband said. "How can they hold a Parent-Teacher meet-
ing without Charles's mother?*

At the meeting, | looked over the faces of all the mothers. None of them looked
unhappy enough to be the mother of Charles. No one stood up and apologized for the
way her son had been acting. No one mentioned Charles.

After the meeting, | found Laurie's teacher, "I've been so anxious to meet you,"
| said. "'l am Laurie's mother".

"Oh, yes", she said. "We are all so interested in Laurie".

"He certainly likes kindergarten,” | said. "He talks about it all the time".

"He's had some trouble getting used to school,” she said, "but he'll be all right".

"Laurie usually adjusts*® quickly", I said. "I suppose his trouble might be from
Charles's influence".

"Charles?" the teacher said.

"Yes". | said, laughing. "You must have your hands full with Charles.

"Charles?" she said. "We don't have any Charles in the kindergarten.

TEXT 22
W. Shakespeare®?’
ALL THE WORLD'S A STAGE

All the World's a Stage,

And all the men and women merely players:
They have their exits and their entrances;

And one man in his time plays many parts,

His acts being seven ages. At first the infant,
Mewling and puking in the nurse's arms;

And then the whining school boy, with his satchel
And shining morning face, creeping like snail
Unwillingly to school. And then the lover,
Sighing like fire-place, with a woeful ballad

126 i
° adjust — nmpucnocabauBaThCS, IPUBHIKATD

27 Yunpam Hlexcrmp (1564 — 1616) — reHranbHbINA aHTITMICKUAN TTO3T U ApaMaTypr. s aHamm3a
IpeAJIaraeTcsi OTPBHIBOK 13 Mbechl «COH B JIETHIOIO HOYBY.
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Made to his mistress' eyebrow. Then a soldier

Full of strange oaths, and bearded like a 'pard,

Jealous in honor, sudden and quick in quarrel,

Seeking the bubble reputation

Even in the cannon's mouth. And then the justice,

In fair round belly with good capon lin'd,

With eyes severe, and beard of formal cut

Full of wise saws and modern instances;

And so he plays his part. The sixth age shifts

Into the lean and slipper'd pantaloon,

With spectacles on nose and pouch on side,

His youthful hose, well sav'd, a world too wide

For his shrunk shank; and his big manly voice

Turning again towards childish treble, pipes

And whistles in his sound. Last scene of all,

That ends this strange eventful history

Is second childishness, and mere oblivion, —

Sans teeth, sans eyes, sans taste, sans everything.

BBI/II[y CJIOKHOCTH S3BbIKA 3TOI'O INOOTHUYECKOTO 363211_[8 HMXKXC IIPUBOIHUM C€TO
IIEPEBO:

B. lllekcnup «Becs mup — Tearp ...»
(nepesoo T. Llenkmnoii-Kynepnux)

Becw Mmup — teatp,

B HeM JXEHIMHBI, MyK4YHHBI — BCE aKTEPBHI.

VY HUX CBOM €CTh BBIXO/JIbI, YXO/IbI,

W xaxp1ii HE OJIHY UTPAET POJIb.

Cewmb neiicTBuil B mbece Tor. CriepBa MIIaJICHEl,
PeBymuii roppKo Ha pyKax y MaMKH ...

[ToToM nIaKCHBBIN MIKOJIBHUK C KHHKHOW CYMKOM,
C oM pyMsIHBIM, HEXOTS, YJIINTKON
[Tom3ymuii B mikomy. A 3ateM JI000BHUK,
B3apixaromuii Kak nedb, ¢ 0amiagon rpycTHOR
B dects OpoBH MuIION. A 3aTeM coJjIar,

Ubs peub Bcerga NpoKIsAThIMHU MOJHA,
O6pocmmii 60po10H, KaK Jeomnap/i,

PeBHUBBIN K UecTH, 3a0UsAKa B CCOPE,

["oTOBBII cllaBy OpaHHYIO UCKATh

XOTp B IIYLIEYHOM KepJie. 3aTeM CyIbsl

C OproKoM OKpPYTJIBIM, TJI€ KarlIyH 3aIpsiTaH,
Co cTporum B30poM, CTPHKEHOU OOPOIKOM,

91



[[Ta610HHBIX MPABUI U CEHTEHIIMM KJIaae3b, —
Tak on urpaert poib. IllecTon xe Bo3pact —
Vi ato 6yner Tosncteiii [lanTanone,

B oukax, B Ty(six, y nosica — KOILIEb,

B miranax, 4To ¢ FoHOCTH Oeper, MUPOKUX
JI711 HOT UCCOXIINX, MY>KECTBEHHBIN T0JIOC
CMeHsIeTCS ONSATh JUCKAHTOM JICTCKUM:
[TumuT, kak Queiita ... A TTOCIEIHUN aKT,
Konen Bcel 3TOM CTpaHHOM CITIOAKHOU MBECHI —
Btopoe neTcTBo, mory3a0bIThe:

bes rnas, 6e3 uyBCcTB, 6€3 BKyca, 63 Bcero.

TEXT 23
W.B. Yeats'?®
WHEN YOU ARE OLD ...

When you are old and grey and full of sleep,
And nodding by the fire, take down this book,
And slowly read, and dream of the soft look
Your eyes had once, and of their shadows deep;

How many loved your moments of glad grace'?,
And loved your beauty with love false or true,
But one man loved the pilgrim soul* in you,
And loved the sorrows of your changing face;

And being down beside the growing bars,
Murmur, a little sadly, how love fled

And paced upon the mountains overhead
And hid his face amid™*" a crowd of stars.

DTO CTUXOTBOpPEHHE HAMHMCAHO B TPAJUIUOHHON (popme oOpaileHus molTa K
CBOEH BO3IIOOJIEHHOM B HAAEXK/IE, YTO OHA OYJIET TOPAUTHCS TEM, YTO OH BOCIEN €€ B
cBoux ctuxax. I[lepexnuuka mexny ¢paniy3ckum modtom [Isepom Porncapom u
VunbsiMoM IMTCOM OTYETINBO CIBIMIKTCS B OPHTHHAIE, a MbI IPETAraeM BaM I10-
3HAKOMUMCS C IIEPEBOJAMH ITUX JABYX MAJICHbKUX MO3TUYECKUX IIEAEBPOB.

128 yuabsam Bariep Murc (1865 — 1939) — 09T, ApaMarypr, KJIACCHK aHIJIO-MPIAHACKOL JIHTe-
aTypsl, naypeaT Hobenesckoii mpemun o aureparype 1923 roga
2 glad grace — Becemast rpars

B30 piligrim soul — MSATYIIAsCs, (HECTIOKOWHAS ) Ayl

131 amid — cpemu (apx., mooT.)
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V.B. Humc ***
(nepesoo E. Jluneyxotr)

Koraa crapyxoit Oyaenib rpeTh KOJICHH,
KJIOHACH K OTHIO CEZI0F0 TOJI0BOM,

Bo3bMM BOT 3Ty KHUKKY U OTKPOU

B Hel rna3 TBOUX TeX, IPEKHUX, CBET U TCHU

W Bcobimky 6€33a00THOI KPacoTHl,

U kak e€ moOwim — BOPSIMb U JIOKHO,
Ho nuib oinH, NaqoOMHHULIBI TPEBOKHOM,
TBoel aymiu JIFOOWI U 3HAJ YEPTHI.

W, 3arpycTuB, WEMHH, YTO JETKOKPBLIO
JIxo00Bb 3eMin B3jI€TENA HA TIPOCTOP

W, npocKob3HYB, MEXK OCTPBIX IpeOHel rop,
B tonrme cBeTun M0 CBOE YKpbLa.

Quand vous serez bien vieille....
P. de Ronsard (1524-1585)
Quand vous serez bien vieille, au soir, a la chandelle,
Assise aupres du feu, devidant et filant,
Direz, chantant mes vers, en vous esmerveillant:
Ronsard me celebroit du temps que j’estois belle.
Lors, vous n’aurez servante oyant telle nouvelle,
Desja sous le labeur a demy sommeillant,
Qui au bruit de mon nom ne s’aille resveillant,
Benissant vostre nom de louange immortelle.
Je seray sous la terre et fantaume sans os:
Par les ombres myrteux je prendray mon repos:
Vous serez au fouyer une vieille accroupie,
Regrettant mon amour et vostre fier desdain.
Viver, si m’en croyez, n’attendez a demain:

Cueillez dés aujourd’huy les roses de la vie.
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II. Poucap ***
(nepesoo Bunveenvma Jlesuxa)

Korga crapymikoro, Tl Oyelib IpsiCTh OJHA,
B Ty y kamenbKa cBOM Beuep KopoTas,
Moto cTpody crio€uib, U MOJIBUIIB Thl, MEUTAs:
«PoHcap MeHs BocIien B ObLIIbIe BpEMEHa.

W ropIbiIM HIMEHEM MOHM ITOpaKeHa,

Tebs 6;1arocIOBUT MPUCTYKHHTIA JTF00ast, —
CTpsIXHYB BEUCpHUH COH, YCTAIOCTh 3a0bIBas,
beccmepTHyI0 XBally MTPOBO3TIIACUT OHA.

S 6yny cpeab AOJWH, T/AC HEXKATCS MOATHI
Crpacreii 3a0BeHbE TUTh U3 BOJH X0JI01HOU JIeThl,
Tw1 Oynens y orus, B 06CCOHHHUIIE HOYHOM,

TOCKYH, BCITOMHHATB JIFOOBH MOEH MOJICHBS.

He nipesupaii 11060Bb! J)KuBH, TOBU MTHOBEHbBS
U po3bl ObITHS CTICIN CPBHIBATH BECHOM.
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