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FOREWORD

This textbook has been designed in accordance with the Curriculum
Module “Home-reading” and is addressed to Masters in Philology who
specialize in two majors, with English as the second one.

Reading authentic literary texts in the language being taught is tradi-
tionally singled out into an independent academic discipline and is an in-
tegral part of the process of teaching a foreign language at philological fac-
ulties. Besides being an integral source and means of getting information,
enlarging vocabulary and developing communicative skills, home-reading
to a considerable extent contributes to introducing the learners to the world
of culture of the country the language of which they study, broadening the
readers’ horizons, developing their artistic and aesthetic taste and thus mo-
tivating them.

The textbook is based on non-adapted stories by the prominent British
and American writers of the twentieth century: O. Wilde, W. S. Maugham,
D. Lawrence, G. Munro, N. Monsarrat, E. Hemingway, S. Fitzgerald,
which makes it possible to master the language on the best examples of clas-
sical literature. Interesting plot, unexpected and ambiguous ending, simple,
yet sophisticated, language with a touch of irony, make each story unique
and memorable and provoke the readers’ thinking and discussion.

Structurally, the textbook consists of 14 Units, each containing the text
of the story itself and post-reading exercises and tasks. Taking into consid-
eration the target learners’ Advanced level of English, awareness of Stylistics
and their needs to personalize what they have learnt in spoken interaction
and production, preference in choosing learning strategies is given to ana-
Iytical rather than synthetic home-reading, with emphasis on the former.

Besides long-established types of exercises such as vocabulary enrich-
ment and translation exercises, reading comprehension questions, writing
a summary of the text, discussing the content etc., a series of target tasks
related to the personality of the author, problematics of the story, devel-
opment of the plot, narrative techniques, protagonists’ characteristics, text
imagery, lexical and syntactic means of expressing the author’s point of view
are offered.



UNIT |

Oscar Wilde

The Sphinx without a secret

One afternoon I was sitting outside the Cafe de la Paix, watching the
splendour and shabbiness of Parisian life, and wondering over my vermouth
at the strange panorama of pride and poverty that was passing before me,
when I heard someone call my name. I turned round, and saw Lord Murchi-
son. We had not met since we had been at college together, nearly ten years
before, so I was delighted to come across him again, and we shook hands
warmly. At Oxford we had been great friends. I had liked him immensely,
he was so handsome, so high-spirited, and so honourable. We used to say of
him that he would be the best of fellows, if he did not always speak the truth,
but I think we really admired him all the more for his frankness. I found him
a good deal changed. He looked anxious and puzzled, and seemed to be in
doubt about something. I felt it could not be modern scepticism, for Mur-
chison was the stoutest of Tories, and believed in the Pentateuch as firmly as
he believed in the House of Peers; so I concluded that it was a woman, and
asked him if he was married yet.

“I don’t understand women well enough,” he answered.

“My dear Gerald,” I said, “women are meant to be loved, not to be un-
derstood.”

“I cannot love where I cannot trust,” he replied.

“I believe you have a mystery in your life, Gerald,” I exclaimed; “tell
me about it.”

“Let us go for a drive,” he answered, “it is too crowded here. No, not
a yellow carriage, any other colour — there, that dark-green one will do;”
and in a few moments we were trotting down the boulevard in the direction
of the Madeleine.

“Where shall we go to?” I said.

“Oh, anywhere you like!” he answered — “to the restaurant in the Bois;
we will dine there, and you shall tell me all about yourself.”

“I want to hear about you first,” I said. “Tell me your mystery.”

He took from his pocket a little silver-clasped morocco case, and hand-
ed it to me. I opened it. Inside there was the photograph of a woman. She



was tall and slight, and strangely picturesque with her large vague eyes and
loosened hair. She looked like a clairvoyante, and was wrapped in rich furs.

“What do you think of that face?” he said; “is it truthful?”

I examined it carefully. It seemed to me the face of some one who had
a secret, but whether that secret was good or evil I could not say. Its beauty
was a beauty moulded out of many mysteries — the beauty, in face, which
is psychological, not plastic — and the faint smile that just played across the
lips was far too subtle to be really sweet.

“Well,” he cried impatiently, “what do you say?”

“She is the Gioconda in sables,” I answered. “Let me know all about her.”

“Not now,” he said; “after dinner;” and began to talk of other things.

When the waiter brought us our coffee and cigarettes I reminded Gerald
of his promise. He rose from his seat, walked two or three times up and down
the room, and, sinking into an armchair, told me the following story:

“One evening,” he said, “I was walking down Bond Street about five
o’clock. There was a terrific crush of carriages, and the traffic was almost
stopped. Close to the pavement was standing a little yellow brougham,
which, for some reason or other, attracted my attention. As I passed by there
looked out from it the face I showed you this afternoon. It fascinated me
immediately. All that night I kept thinking of it, and all the next day. I wan-
dered up and down that wretched Row, peering into every carriage, and
waiting for the yellow brougham; but I could not find ma belle inconnue,
and at last I began to think she was merely a dream. About a week afterwards
I was dining with Madame de Rastail. Dinner was for eight o’clock; but at
half-past eight we were still waiting in the drawing-room. Finally the servant
threw open the door, and announced Lady Alroy. It was the woman I had
been looking for. She came in very slowly, looking like a moon-beam in grey
lace, and, to my intense delight, I was asked to take her in to dinner. After
we had sat down I remarked quite innocently, “I think I caught sight of you
in Bond Street some time ago, Lady Alroy.” She grew very pale, and said to
me in a low voice, “Pray do not talk so loud; you may be overheard.” I felt
miserable at having made such a bad beginning, and plunged recklessly into
the subject of French plays. She spoke very little, always in the same low
musical voice, and seemed as if she was afraid of someone listening. I fell
passionately, stupidly in love, and the indefinable atmosphere of mystery
that surrounded her excited my most ardent curiosity. When she was going
away, which she did very soon after dinner, I asked her if I might call and see
her. She hesitated for a moment, glanced round to see if anyone was near us,
and then said, “Yes; to-morrow at a quarter to five.” I begged Madame de



Rastail to tell me about her; but all that I could learn was that she was a win-
dow with a beautiful house in Park Lane, and as some scientific bore began
a dissertation of widows, as exemplifying the survival of the matrimonially
fittest, I left and went home.

“The next day I arrived at Park Lane punctual to the moment, but was
told by the butler that Lady Alroy had just gone out. I went down to the
club quite unhappy and very much puzzled, and after long consideration
wrote her a letter, asking if I might be allowed to try my chance some other
afternoon. I had no answer for several days, but at last I got a little note
saying she would be at home on Sunday at four, and with this extraordi-
nary postscript: “Please do not write to me here again; I will explain when
I see you.” On Sunday she received me, and was perfectly charming; but
when I was going away she begged of me, if I ever had occasion to write to
her again, to address my letter to “Mrs. Knox, care of Whittaker’s Library,
Green Street.” “There are reasons,” she said, “why I cannot receive letters
in my own house.”

“All through the season I saw a great deal of her, and the atmosphere of
mystery never left her. Sometimes I thought that she was in the power of
some man, but she looked so unapproachable that I could not believe it. It
was really very difficult for me to come to any conclusion, for she was like
one of those strange crystals that one sees in museums, which are at one
moment clear, and at another clouded. At last I determined to ask her to be
my wife: I was sick and tired of the incessant secrecy that she imposed on all
my visits, and on the few letters I sent her. I wrote to her at the library to ask
her if she could see me the following Monday at six. She answered yes, and
I was in the seventh heaven of delight. I was infatuated with her: in spite of
the mystery, I thought then — in consequence of it, I see now. No; it was the
woman herself I loved. The mystery troubled me, maddened me. Why did
chance put me in its track?”

“You discovered it, then?” I cried.

“I fear so,” he answered. “You can judge for yourself.”

“When Monday came round I went to lunch with my uncle, and about
four o’clock found myself in the Marylebone Road. My uncle, you know,
lives in Regent’s Park. I wanted to get to Piccadilly, and took a short cut
through a lot of shabby little streets. Suddenly I saw in front of me Lady
Alroy, deeply veiled and walking very fast. On coming to the last house in
the street, she went up the steps, took out a latch-key, and let herself in.
“Here is the mystery,” I said to myself; and I hurried on and examined
the house. It seemed a sort of place for letting lodgings. On the doorstep



lay her handkerchief, which she had dropped. I picked it up and put it in
my pocket. Then I began to consider what I should do. I came to the con-
clusion that I had no right to spy on her, and I drove down to the club. At
six I called to see her. She was lying on a sofa, in a tea-gown of silver tis-
sue looped up by some strange moonstones that she always wore. She was
looking quite lovely. “I am so glad to see you,” she said; “I have not been
out all day.” I stared at her in amazement, and pulling the handkerchief out
of my pocket, handed it to her. “You dropped this in Cumnor Street this
afternoon, Lady Alroy,” I said very calmly. She looked at me in terror, but
made no attempt to take the handkerchief. “What were you doing there?”
I asked. “What right have you to question me?” she answered. “The right
of a man who loves you,” I replied; “I came here to ask you to be my wife.”
She hid her face in her hands, and burst into floods of tears. “You must
tell me,” I continued. She stood up, and, looking me straight in the face,

said, “Lord Murchison, there is nothing to tell you.” — “You went to meet
someone,” I cried; “this is your mystery.” She grew dreadfully white, and
said, “I went to meet no one,” — “Can’t you tell the truth?” I exclaimed.

“I have told it,” she replied. I was mad, frantic; I don’t know what I said,
but I said terrible things to her. Finally I rushed out of the house. She wrote
me a letter the next day; I sent it back unopened, and started for Norway
with Alan Colville. After a month I came back, and the first thing I saw in
the Morning Post was the death of Lady Alroy. She had caught a chill at the
Opera, and had died in five days of congestion of the lungs. I shut myself up
and saw no one. I had loved her so much, I had loved her so madly. Good
god! How I had loved that woman!”

“You went to the street, to the house in it?” I said.

“Yes,” he answered.

“One day I went to Cumnor Street. I could not help it; I was tortured
with doubt. I knocked at the door, and a respectable-looking woman opened
it to me. I asked her if she had any rooms to let. “Well, sir,” she replied,
“the drawing-rooms are supposed to be let; but I have not seen the lady for
three months, and as rent is owing on them, you can have them.” — “Is this
the lady?” I said, showing the photograph. “That’s her, sure enough,” she
exclaimed; “and when is she coming back, sir?” — “The lady is dead,” 1
replied. “Oh, sir, I hope not!” said the woman; “she was my best lodger. She
paid me three guineas a week merely to sit in my drawing-rooms now and
then.” — “She met someone here?” I said; but the woman assured me that
it was not so, that she always came alone, and saw no one. “What on earth
did she do here?” I cried. “She simply sat in the drawing-room, sir, reading



books, and sometimes had tea,” the woman answered. I did not know what
to say, so I have her a sovereign and went away. Now, what do you think it all
meant? You don’t believe the woman was telling the truth?”

“Ido.”

“Then why did Lady Alroy go there?”

“My dear Gerald,” I answered, “Lady Alroy was simply a woman with
a mania for mystery. She took these rooms for the pleasure of going there
with her veil down, and imagining she was a heroine. She had a passion for
secrecy, but she herself was merely a Sphinx without a secret.”

“Do you really think so?”

“I am sure of it,” I replied.

He took out the morocco case, opened it, and looked at the photograph.
“I wonder?” he said at last.

Tasks

1. Transcribe and translate into Ukrainian the following words. Use them
in sentences of your own.
Splendor, immensely, clairvoyant, indefinable, to exemplify, incessant,
frantic.

2. Paraphrase the following word combinations and use them in the situa-
tions from the text:
to be delighted to do smth; the stoutest of Tories; to be in doubt about
smth; to go for a drive; to plunge into smth; to be infatuated with smth;
in consequence of smth; to shortcut through smth; to let oneself in; sur-
vival of the fittest; to impose secrecy on smth.

3. Write a summary of the story.

4. Be ready to speak about O. Wilde as a writer and a spokesman for the late
19 century Aesthetic movement in England.

5. What themes are explored in the text?

6. Dwell on the composition of the story.

7. Who is the narrator of the story? Speak about the contemplative narra-
tive in the story.

8. How is the slogan “Art for art’s sake” realized in the story?

9. What linguistic means are used to depict: 1) Paris as the city of contrasts;
2) London.

10. What stylistic devices are employed to describe 1) Lord Murchison;
2) Lady Alroy?



11. Find examples of allusion in the text and state the stylistic functions it
performs.

12. What is the purpose of the author’s use of gradation?

13.In what way is O. Wilde’s love for paradoxes revealed in the title of the
story? What stylistic device is used to achieve the ironic effect in the ti-
tle?

14. Retell the text with elements of stylistic analysis.
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UNIT II

William Somerset Maugham

The Ant and the Grasshopper

When I was a very small boy I was made to learn by heart certain of the
fables of La Fontaine, and the moral of each was carefully explained to me.
Among those I learnt was The Ant and the Grasshopper, which is devised to
bring home to the young the useful lesson that in an imperfect world indus-
try is rewarded and giddiness punished. In this admirable fable (I apologise
for telling something which everyone is politely, but inexactly, supposed to
know) the ant spends a laborious summer gathering its winter store; while
the grasshopper sits on a blade of grass singing to the sun. Winter comes
and the ant is comfortably provided for, but the grasshopper has an empty
larder: he goes to the ant and begs for a little food. Then the ant gives him
her classic answer:

“What were you doing in the summer time?”

“Saving your presence, I sang, I sang all day, all night.”

“You sang. Why, then go and dance.”

I do not ascribe it to perversity on my part, but rather to the inconse-
quence of childhood, which is deficient in moral sense, that I could never
quite reconcile myself to the lesson. My sympathies were with the grass-
hopper and for some time I never saw an ant without putting my foot on it.
In this summary (and, as I have discovered since, entirely human) fashion
I sought to express my disapproval of prudence and commonsense.

I could not help thinking of this fable when the other day I saw George
Ramsay lunching by himself in a restaurant.

I never saw anyone wear an expression of such deep gloom. He was star-
ing into space. He looked as though the burden of the whole world sat on
his shoulders. I was sorry for him: I suspected at once that his unfortunate
brother had been causing trouble again.

I went up to him and held out my hand.

“How are you?” I asked.

“I’m not in hilarious spirits,” he answered.

“Is it Tom again?”

He sighed.
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“Yes, it’s Tom again.”

“Why don’t you chuck him?” You’ve done everything in the world for
him. You must know by now that he’s quite hopeless. I suppose every family
has a black sheep. Tom had been a sore trial for twenty years. He had begun
life decently enough: he went into business, married and had two children.
The Ramsays were perfectly respectable people and there was every reason
to suppose that Tom Ramsay would have a useful and honourable career.
But one day, without warning, he announced that he didn’t like work and
that he wasn’t suited for marriage. He wanted to enjoy himself. He would
listen to no expostulations. He left his wife and his office. He had a little
money and he spent two happy years in the various capitals of Europe. Ru-
mours of his doings reached his relations from time to time and they were
profoundly shocked. He certainly had a very good time. They shook their
heads and asked what would happen when his money was spent. They soon
found out: he borrowed. He was charming and unscrupulous. I have never
met anyone to whom it was more difficult to refuse a loan. He made a steady
income from his friends and he made friends easily. But he always said that
the money you spent on necessities was boring; the money that was amusing
to spend was the money you spent on luxuries. For this he depended on his
brother George. He did not waste his charm on him. George was a serious
man and insensible to such enticements. George was respectable. Once or
twice he fell to Tom’s promises of amendment and gave him considerable
sums in order that he might make a fresh start.

On these Tom bought a motorcar and some very nice jewellery. But when
circumstances forced George to realise that his brother would never settle
down and he washed his hands of him, Tom, without a qualm, began to
blackmail him. It was not very nice for a respectable lawyer to find his broth-
er shaking cocktails behind the bar of his favourite restaurant or to see him
waiting on the box-seat of a taxi outside his club. Tom said that to serve in a
bar or to drive a taxi was a perfectly decent occupation, but if George could
oblige him with a couple of hundred pounds he didn’t mind for the honour
of the family giving it up. George paid.

Once Tom nearly went to prison. George was terribly upset. He went into
the whole discreditable affair. Really Tom had gone too far. He had been
wild, thoughtless and selfish; but he had never before done anything dishon-
est, by which George meant illegal; and if he were prosecuted he would as-
suredly be convicted. But you cannot allow your only brother to go to gaol.
The man Tom had cheated, a man called Cronshaw, was vindictive. He was
determined to take the matter into court; he said Tom was a scoundrel and
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should be punished. It cost George an infinite deal of trouble and five hun-
dred pounds to settle the affair. I have never seen him in such a rage as when
he heard that Tom and Cronshaw had gone off together to Monte Carlo the
moment they cashed the cheque. They spent a happy month there.

For twenty years Tom raced and gambled, philandered with the prettiest
girls, danced, ate in the most expensive restaurants, and dressed beautifully.
He always looked as if he had just stepped out of a bandbox. Though he was
forty-six you would never have taken him for more than thirty-five. He was
a most amusing companion and though you knew he was perfectly worthless
you could not but enjoy his society. He had high spirits, an unfailing gaiety
and incredible charm. I never grudged the contributions he regularly levied
on me for the necessities of his existence. I never lent him fifty pounds with-
out feeling that I was in his debt. Tom Ramsay knew everyone and everyone
knew Tom Ramsay. You could not approve of him, but you could not help
liking him.

Poor George, only a year older than his scapegrace brother, looked sixty.
He had never taken more than a fortnight’s holiday in the year for a quarter
of a century. He was in his office every morning at nine-thirty and never
left it till six. He was honest, industrious and worthy. He had a good wife,
to whom he had never been unfaithful even in thought, and four daughters
to whom he was the best of fathers. He made a point of saving a third of his
income and his plan was to retire at fifty-five to a little house in the country
where he proposed to cultivate his garden and play golf. His life was blame-
less. He was glad that he was growing old because Tom was growing old too.
He rubbed his hands and said: “It was all very well when Tom was young and
good-looking, but he’s only a year younger than I am. In four years he’ll be
fifty. He won’t find life so easy then. I shall have thirty thousand pounds by
the time I’'m fifty. For twenty-five years I’ve said that Tom would end in the
gutter. And we shall see how he likes that. We shall see if it really pays best
to work or be idle.”

Poor George! I sympathized with him. I wondered now as I sat down
beside him what infamous thing Tom had done. George was evidently very
much upset.

“Do you know what’s happened now?” he asked me.

I was prepared for the worst.

I wondered if Tom had got into the hands of the police at last. George
could hardly bring himself to speak. “You’re not going to deny that all my
life I’ve been hardworking, decent, respectable and straightforward. After a
life of industry and thrift I can look forward to retiring on a small income in
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gilt-edged securities. I’ve always done my duty in that state of life in which
it has pleased Providence to place me.”

“True.”

“And you can’t deny that Tom has been an idle, worthless, dissolute and
dishonourable rogue. If there were any justice he’d be in the workhouse.”

“True.”

George grew red in the face.

“A few weeks ago he became engaged to a woman old enough to be his
mother. And now she’s died and left him everything she had. Half a million
pounds, a yacht, a house in London and a house in the country.”

George Ramsay beat his clenched fist on the table.

“It’s not fair, I tell you; it’s not fair. Damn it, it’s not fair.”

I could not help it. I burst into a shout of laughter as I looked at George’s
wrathful face, I rolled in my chair; I very nearly fell on the floor.

George never forgave me. But Tom often asked me to excellent dinners
in his charming house in Mayfair, and if he occasionally borrows a trifle
from me, that is merely from force of habit. It is never more than a sovereign.

Tasks

1. Be ready to speak about W. S. Maugham.

2. Give an outline of the story.

3. Transcribe and translate into Ukrainian the following words. Use them
in sentences of your own.
Laborious, giddiness, larder, perversity, prudence, burden, unscrupu-
lous, enticement, amendment, vindictive, scoundrel, scapegrace, phi-
lander, dissolute, rogue, trifle.

4. Paraphrase the following expressions and use them in the situations from
the text:
to beg for smth; to ascribe smth to smth; to reconcile oneself to smth;
to wear an expression of smth; to cause trouble; in hilarious spirits; to
chuck smb; to be a sore trouble for smb; to be suited for smth; to refuse
a loan; to make a steady income; to make a fresh start; to settle down;
to wash one’s hands; to blackmail smb; to oblige smb with smth; to be
prosecuted; to grudge smb; to be unfaithful to smb; to make a point of
smth; to cultivate a garden; to bring oneself to do smth.

5. Answer the following questions:
1) What is the moral and the plot of La Fontaine’s fable?
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2) Who were the narrator’s sympathies with when he was a small boy and
how did he express them?
3) What did George Ramsay look like when the narrator saw him launch-
ing by himself in a restaurant?
4) What did the narrator suspect at once?
5) What sort of family were the Ramsays?
6) Why was Tom Ramsay considered to be a black sheep? Where did he
get the money to spend on luxuries?
7) What did Tom do when his brother washed his hands of him?
8) How did Tom enjoy himself for twenty years?
9) In what way did George differ from Tom? Speak of his work, family
life, plans for the future.
10) Why was George happy he was growing old?
11) What reward did he expect for his blameless life?
12) Why was George upset when the narrator saw him in the restaurant?
13) How did Tom become rich?
14) What did George mean by saying “It is not fair”?
6. Discuss the following questions:
1) What do George and Tom have in common?
2) Who are the narrator’s sympathies with?

7. What themes are explored in the text?

8. What can you say about the narrative structure of the story? Who is the
narrator of the story? Speak on the pre-text and the text itself and the
role of the pre-text.

9. Dwell on the title of the story.

10. What stylistic devices are used in the exposition and what function do
they perform?

11. What purpose does the use of anaphora serve?

12. What effect does the retardation of the composition create?

13. Dwell on the author’s extensive use of antithesis as a chief means in or-
ganizing the text structure, depiction of characters and events?

14. What epithets are used to characterize the Ramsay brothers?

15. Find in the text examples of contrast employed in presenting the two
brothers. Is Tom’s direct speech represented? Is he portrayed directly or
indirectly? What about George? How is he described at the end of the
text?

16. What is the message of the story?

17. Retell the text with elements of stylistic analysis?
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UNIT I

William Somerset Maugham

Mr. Know-All

I was prepared to dislike Max Kelada even before I knew him. The war
had just finished and the passenger traffic in the ocean going liners was heavy.
Accommodation was very hard to get and you had to put up with whatever
the agents chose to offer you. You could not hope for a cabin to yourself and
I was thankful to be given one in which there were only two berths. But when
I was told the name of my companion my heart sank. It suggested closed
portholes and the night air rigidly excluded. It was bad enough to share a
cabin for fourteen days with anyone (I was going from San Francisco to
Yokohama), but I should have looked upon it with less dismay if my fellow
passenger’s name had been Smith or Brown.

When I went on board I found Mr. Kelada’s luggage already below. I did
not like the look of it; there were too many labels on the suitcases, and the
wardrobe trunk was too big. He had unpacked his toilet things, and I ob-
served that he was a patron of the excellent Monsieur Coty; for I saw on the
washing-stand his scent, his hairwash and his brilliantine.

Mr. Kelada’s brushes, ebony with his monogram in gold, would have
been all the better for a scrub. I did not at all like Mr. Kelada. I made my
way into the smoking-room. I called for a pack of cards and began to play
patience.

I had scarcely started before a man came up to me and asked me if he was
right in thinking my name was so and so.

“I am Mr. Kelada,” he added, with a smile that showed a row of flashing
teeth, and sat down.

“Oh, yes, we’re sharing a cabin, I think.”

“Bit of luck, I call it. You never know who you’re going to be put in with.
I was jolly glad when I heard you were English. I’m all for us English sticking
together when we’re abroad, if you understand what I mean.”

I blinked.

“Are you English?” I asked, perhaps tactlessly.

“Rather. You don’t think I look like an American, do you? British to the
backbone, that’s what I am.”

16



To prove it, Mr. Kelada took out of his pocket a passport and airily waved
it under my nose.

King George has many strange subjects. Mr. Kelada was short and of a
sturdy build, clean-shaven and dark skinned, with a fleshy, hooked nose and
very large lustrous and liquid eyes. His long black hair was sleek and curly.
He spoke with a fluency in which there was nothing English and his gestures
were exuberant. I felt pretty sure that a closer inspection of that British pass-
port would have betrayed the fact that Mr. Kelada was born under a bluer sky
than is generally seen in England.

“What will you have?” he asked me.

I looked at him doubtfully. Prohibition was in force and to all appear-
ances the ship was bone dry. When I am not thirsty I do not know which |
dislike more, ginger ale or lemon squash. But Mr. Kelada flashed an oriental
smile at me.

“Whisky and soda or a dry martini, you have only to say the word.”

From each of his hip pockets he furnished a flask and laid it on the table
before me. I chose the martini, and calling the steward he ordered a tumbler
ofice and a couple of glasses.

“A very good cocktail,” I said.

“Well, there are plenty more where that came from, and if you’ve got
any friends on board, you tell them you’ve got a pal who’s got all the liquor
in the world.”

Mr. Kelada was chatty. He talked of New York and of San Francisco. He
discussed plays, pictures, and politics. He was patriotic. The Union Jack is
an impressive piece of drapery, but when it is flourished by a gentleman from
Alexandria or Beirut, I cannot but feel that it loses somewhat in dignity. Mr.
Kelada was familiar. I do not wish to put on airs, but I cannot help feeling
that it is seemly in a total stranger to put mister before my name when he
addresses me. Mr. Kelada, doubtless to set me at my ease, used no such
formality. I did not like Mr. Kelada. I had put aside the cards when he sat
down, but now, thinking that for this first occasion our conversation had
lasted long enough, I went on with my game.

“The three on the four,” said Mr. Kelada.

There is nothing more exasperating when you are playing patience than
to be told where to put the card you have turned up before you have a chance
to look for yourself.

“It’s coming out, it’s coming out,” he cried. “The ten on the knave.”

With rage and hatred in my heart I finished.

Then he seized the pack.
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“Do you like card tricks?”

“No, I hate card tricks,” I answered.

“Well, I'll just show you this one.”

He showed me three. Then I said I would go down to the dining-room
and get my seat at the table.

“Oh, that’s all right,” he said, “I’ve already taken a seat for you. I
thought that as we were in the same stateroom we might just as well sit at
the same table.”

1 did not like Mr. Kelada.

I not only shared a cabin with him and ate three meals a day at the same
table, but I could not walk round the deck without his joining me. It was
impossible to snub him. It never occurred to him that he was not wanted.
He was certain that you were as glad to see him as he was to see you. In your
own house you might have kicked him downstairs and slammed the door in
his face without the suspicion dawning on him that he was not a welcome
visitor. He was a good mixer, and in three days knew everyone on board. He
ran everything. He managed the sweeps, conducted the auctions, collected
money for prizes at the sports, got up quoit and golf matches, organized the
concert and arranged the fancy-dress ball. He was everywhere and always.
He was certainly the best hated man in the ship. We called him Mr. Know-
All, even to his face. He took it as a compliment. But it was at mealtimes
that he was most intolerable. For the better part of an hour then he had us
at his mercy. He was hearty, jovial, loquacious and argumentative. He knew
everything better than anybody else, and it was an affront to his overween-
ing vanity that you should disagree with him. He would not drop a subject,
however unimportant, till he had brought you round to his way of thinking.
The possibility that he could be mistaken never occurred to him. He was
the chap who knew. We sat at the doctor’s table. Mr. Kelada would cer-
tainly have had it all his own way, for the doctor was lazy and I was frigidly
indifferent, except for a man called Ramsay who sat there also. He was as
dogmatic as Mr. Kelada and resented bitterly the Levantine’s cocksureness.
The discussions they had were acrimonious and interminable.

Ramsay was in the American Consular Service and was stationed at
Kobe. He was a great heavy fellow from the Middle West, with loose fat
under a tight skin, and he bulged out of his ready-made clothes. He was on
his way back to resume his post, having been on a flying visit to New York
to fetch his wife who had been spending a year at home. Mrs. Ramsay was
a very pretty little thing, with pleasant manners and a sense of humor. The
Consular Service is ill paid, and she was dressed always very simply; but she
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knew how to wear her clothes. She achieved an effect of quiet distinction. I
should not have paid any particular attention to her but that she possessed a
quality that may be common enough in women, but nowadays is not obvious
in their demeanour. It shone in her like a flower on a coat.

One evening at dinner the conversation by chance drifted to the subject
of pearls. There had been in the papers a good deal of talk about the cul-
tured pearls which the cunning Japanese were making, and the doctor re-
marked that they must inevitably diminish the value of real ones. They were
very good already; they would soon be perfect. Mr. Kelada, as was his habit,
rushed the new topic. He told us all that was to be known about pearls. I do
not believe Ramsay knew anything about them at all, but he could not resist
the opportunity to have a fling at the Levantine, and in five minutes we were
in the middle of a heated argument. I had seen Mr. Kelada vehement and
voluble before, but never so voluble and vehement as now. At last something
that Ramsay said stung him, for he thumped the table and shouted.

“Well, I ought to know what I am talking about. I’'m going to Japan just to
look into this Japanese pearl business. I’'m in the trade and there’s not a man
in it who won’t tell you that what I say about pearls goes. I know all the best
pearls in the world, and what I don’t know about pearls isn’t worth knowing.”

Here was news for us, for Mr. Kelada, with all his loquacity, had never
told anyone what his business was. We only knew vaguely that he was going
to Japan on some commercial errand. He looked around the table trium-
phantly.

“They’ll never be able to get a cultured pearl that an expert like me can’t
tell with half an eye.” He pointed to a chain that Mrs. Ramsay wore. “You
take my word for it, Mrs. Ramsay, that chain you’re wearing will never be
worth a cent less than it is now.”

Mrs. Ramsay in her modest way flushed a little and slipped the chain
inside her dress. Ramsay leaned forward. He gave us all a look and a smile
flickered in his eyes.

“That’s a pretty chain of Mrs. Ramsay’s, isn’t it?”

“I noticed it at once,” answered Mr. Kelada. “Gee, I said to myself,
those are pearls all right.”

“I didn’t buy it myself, of course. I’d be interested to know how much
you think it cost.”

“Oh, in the trade somewhere round fifteen thousand dollars. But if it
was bought on Fifth Avenue I shouldn’t be surprised to hear anything up to
thirty thousand was paid for it.”

Ramsay smiled grimly.
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“You’ll be surprised to hear that Mrs. Ramsay bought that string at a
department store the day before we left New York, for eighteen dollars.”

Mr. Kelada flushed.

“Rot. It’s not only real, but it’s as fine a string for its size as I’ve ever seen.”

“Will you bet on it? I’ll bet you a hundred dollars it’s imitation.”

“Done.”

“Oh, Elmer, you can’t bet on a certainty,” said Mrs. Ramsay.

She had a little smile on her lips and her tone was gently deprecating.

“Can’t I? If I get a chance of easy money like that I should be all sorts of
a fool not to take it.”

“But how can it be proved?” she continued. “It’s only my word against
Mr. Kelada’s.”

“Let me look at the chain, and if it’s imitation I’ll tell you quickly
enough. I can afford to lose a hundred dollars,” said Mr. Kelada.

“Take it off, dear. Let the gentleman look at it as much as he wants.”

Mrs. Ramsay hesitated a moment. She put her hands to the clasp.

“I can’t undo it,” she said, “Mr. Kelada will just have to take my word
forit.”

I had a sudden suspicion that something unfortunate was about to occur,
but I could think of nothing to say.

Ramsay jumped up.

“I’'ll undo it.”

He handed the chain to Mr. Kelada. The Levantine took a magnifying
glass from his pocket and closely examined it. A smile of triumph spread
over his smooth and swarthy face. He handed back the chain. He was about
to speak. Suddenly he caught sight of Mrs. Ramsay’s face. It was so white
that she looked as though she were about to faint. She was staring at him
with wide and terrified eyes. They held a desperate appeal; it was so clear
that I wondered why her husband did not see it.

Mr. Kelada stopped with his mouth open. He flushed deeply. You could
almost see the effort he was making over himself.

“I was mistaken,” he said. “It’s very good imitation, but of course as
soon as I looked through my glass I saw that it wasn’t real. I think eighteen
dollars is just about as much as the damned thing’s worth.”

He took out his pocketbook and from it a hundred dollar note. He hand-
ed it to Ramsay without a word.

“Perhaps that’ll teach you not to be so cocksure another time, my young
friend,” said Ramsay as he took the note.

I noticed that Mr. Kelada’s hands were trembling.
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The story spread over the ship as stories do, and he had to put up with
a good deal of chaff that evening. It was a fine joke that Mr. Know-All had
been caught out. But Mrs. Ramsay retired to her stateroom with a headache.

Next morning I got up and began to shave. Mr. Kelada lay on his bed
smoking a cigarette. Suddenly there was a small scraping sound and I saw a
letter pushed under the door. I opened the door and looked out. There was
nobody there. I picked up the letter and saw it was addressed to Max Kelada.
The name was written in block letters. I handed it to him.

“Who’s this from?” He opened it. “Oh!”

He took out of the envelope, not a letter, but a hundred-dollar note. He
looked at me and again he reddened. He tore the envelope into little bits and
gave them to me.

“Do you mind just throwing them out of the porthole?”

I did as he asked, and then I looked at him with a smile.

“No one likes being made to look a perfect damned fool,” he said.

“Were the pearls real?”

“If I had a pretty little wife I shouldn’t Iet her spend a year in New York
while I stayed at Kobe,” said he.

At that moment I did not entirely dislike Mr. Kelada. He reached out for
his pocketbook and carefully put in it the hundred-dollar note.

Tasks

1. Write a summary of the text.

2. Transcribe and translate into Ukrainian the following words. Use them
in sentences of your own.
Porthole, dismay, lustrous, exuberant, chatty, exasperating, to snub smb,
jovial, loquacious, argumentative, cocksureness, acrimonious, intermi-
nable, ill-paid, culture pearls, deprecating, to chuff.

3. Paraphrase and use in the situations from the text:
to share a cabin; to go onboard; to choose to do smth; to be a patron of
smth; to put on airs; to play patience; bone-dry; to be a good mixer; to
have someone at one’s mercy; to be an affront to smth; to resume one’s
post; to diminish the value; to rush a new topic; to have a fling at smb; to
be about to faint; to put up with smth; to be caught out.

4. Answer the following questions:
1) Why was the narrator dismayed at the thought of sharing a cabin with
Max Kelada?
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2) What did Mr. Kelada look like? Where did he come from?

3) What did the narrator dislike in Mr. Kelada?

4) Why was Mr. Kelada the best hated man on the ship?

5) Why were the discussions at the doctor’s table acrimonious and intermi-
nable?

6) What was Mr. Ramsay’s occupation? Did he have to spend much time
abroad?

7) What did Mrs. Ramsay look like? What feature in her character attracted
the narrator’s attention?

8) How did the conversation drift to the subject of culture pearls? What turn
did it take?

9) How did Mrs. Ramsay behave during the conversation?

10) How did Mr. Kelada manage to escape the scandal?

11) What happened next morning?

12) Did the narrator’s attitude to Mr. Kelada change a bit?

5. Discuss the following questions:

1) Why didn’t Mr. Kelada reveal the true nature of the pearls?

2) Do you agree that the first impression is always the right one? How can
the proverb “Appearances are deceptive” be illustrated on the example
of the text?

6. What themes are explored in the text?

7. How many logical parts does the text fall into compositionally?

8. What types of speech are employed by the author? Speak on the narrative
of the story.

9. How can the narrator’s attitude to Mr. Kelada be characterized? Speak on
the role of repetition. How may the narrator’s use of the word Levantine
be explained? In what context is it employed?

10. What is the narrator’s attitude to the other characters of the story? How
is it expressed?

11. Find in the text examples of hyperbole, metaphor, oxymoron, personifi-
cation, simile, epithets, irony and comment on their use.

12. Speculate on the symbolism of the culture pearis, Mr. Kelada’s name, ship
in the story.

13. What is the basic idea of the story?

14. Retell the text with elements of stylistic analysis.
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UNIT IV

William Somerset Maugham

The Facts of Life

It was Henry Garnet’s habit on leaving the city of an afternoon to drop
in at his club and play bridge before going home to dinner. He was a pleas-
ant man to play with. He knew the game well and you could be sure that he
would make the best of his cards. He was a good loser; and when he won
was more inclined to ascribe his success to his Iuck than to his skill. He was
indulgent, and if his partner made a mistake could be trusted to find an
excuse for him. It was surprising then on this occasion to hear him telling
his partner with unnecessary sharpness that he had never seen a hand worse
played; and it was more surprising still to see him not only make a grave
error himself, an error of which you would never have thought him capable,
but when his partner, not unwilling to get a little of his own back, pointed it
out, insist against all reason and with considerable heat that he was perfectly
right. But they were all old friends, the men he was playing with, and none
of them took his ill-humour very seriously. Henry Garnet was a broker, a
partner in a firm of repute, and it occurred to one of them that something
had gone wrong with some stock he was interested in.

“How’s the market today?’ he asked.

“Booming. Even the suckers are making money.’

It was evident that stocks and shares had nothing to do with Henry Gar-
net’s vexation; but something was the matter; that was evident too. He was
a hearty fellow, who enjoyed excellent health; he had plenty of money; he
was fond of his wife, and devoted to his children. As a rule he had high spir-
its, and he laughed easily at the nonsense they were apt to talk while they
played; but today he sat glum and silent. His brows were crossly puckered
and there was a sulky look about his mouth. Presently, to ease the tension,
one of the others mentioned a subject upon which they all knew Henry Gar-
net was glad to speak.

“How’s your boy, Henry? I see he’s done pretty well in the tournament.”

Henry Garnet’s frown grew darker.

“He’s done no better than I expected him to.”

“When does he come back from Monte?”
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“He got back last night.”

“Did he enjoy himself?”

“I suppose so; all I know is that he made a damned fool of himself.”

“Oh. How?”

“I’d rather not talk about it if you don’t mind.”

The three men looked at him with curiosity. Henry Garnet scowled at
the green baize.

“Sorry, old boy. You call.”

The game proceeded in a strained silence. Garnet got his bid, and when
he played his cards so badly that he went three down not a word was said.
Another rubber was begun and in the second game Garnet denied a suit.

“Having none?” his partner asked him.

Garnet’s irritability was such that he did not even reply, and when at the
end of the hand it appeared that he had revoked, and that his revoke cost the
rubber, it was not to be expected that his partner should let his carelessness
go without remark.

“What’s the devil’s the matter with you, Henry?” he said. “You’re play-
ing like a fool.”

Garnet was disconcerted. He did not so much mind losing a big rubber
himself, but he was sore that his inattention should have made his partner
lose too. He pulled himself together.

“I’d better not play any more. I thought a few rubbers would calm me,
but the fact is I can’t give my mind to the game. To tell you the truth I’'m in
a hell of a temper.”

They all burst out laughing.

“You don’t have to tell us that, old boy. It’s obvious.”

Garnet gave them a rueful smile.

“Well, I bet you’d be in a temper if what’s happened to me had happened
to you. As a matter of fact I’'m in a damned awkward situation, and if any
of you fellows can give me any advice how to deal with it I’d be grateful.”

“Let’s have a drink and you tell us all about it. With a K. C., a Home
Office official and an eminent surgeon-if we can’t tell you how to deal with
a situation, nobody can.”

The K. C. got up and rang the bell for a waiter.

“It’s about that damned boy of mine,” said Henry Garnet.

Drinks were ordered and brought. And this is the story that Henry Gar-
net told them.

The boy of whom he spoke was his only son. His name was Nicholas
and of course he was called Nicky. He was eighteen. The Garnets had two
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daughters besides, one of sixteen and the other of twelve, but however un-
reasonable it seemed, for a father is generally supposed to like his daughters
best, and though he did all he could not to show his preference, there was
no doubt that the greater share of Henry Garnet’s affection was given to
his son. He was kind, in a chaffing, casual way, to his daughters, and gave
them handsome presents on their birthdays and at Christmas; but he doted
on Nicky. Nothing was too good for him. He thought the world of him. He
could hardly take his eyes off him. You could not blame him, for Nicky was
a son that any parent might have been proud of. He was six foot two, lithe
but muscular, with broad shoulders and a slim waist, and he held himself
gallantly erect; he had a charming head, well placed on the shoulders, with
pale brown hair that waved slightly, blue eyes with long dark lashes under
well-marked eyebrows, a full red mouth, and a tanned, clean skin. When
he smiled he showed very regular and very white teeth. He was not shy, but
there was a modesty in his demeanour that was attractive. In social inter-
course he was easy, polite, and quietly gay. He was the offspring of nice,
healthy, decent parents, he had been well brought up in a good home, he
had been sent to a good school, and the general result was as engaging a
specimen of young manhood as you were likely to find in a long time. You
felt that he was as honest, open, and virtuous as he looked. He had never
given his parents a moment’s uneasiness. As a child he was seldom ill and
never naughty. As a boy he did everything that was expected of him. His
school reports were excellent. He was wonderfully popular, and he ended
his career, with a creditable number of prizes, as head of the school and
captain of the football team. But this was not all. At the age of fourteen
Nicky had developed an unexpected gift for lawn tennis. This was a game
that his father not only was fond of, but played very well, and when he dis-
cerned in the boy the promise of a tennis-player he fostered it. During the
holidays he had him taught by the best professionals and by the time he was
sixteen he had won a number of tournaments for boys of his age. He could
beat his father so badly that only parental affection reconciled the older
player to the poor show he put up. At eighteen Nicky went to Cambridge
and Henry Garnet conceived the ambition that before he was through with
the university he should play for it. Nicky had all the qualifications for be-
coming a great tennis-player. He was tall, he had a long reach, he was quick
on his feet, and his timing was perfect. He realized instinctively where the
ball was coming and, seemingly without hurry, was there to take it. He had
a powerful serve, with a nasty break that made it difficult to return, and his
forehand drive, low, long, and accurate, was deadly. He was not so good on
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the backhand and his volleying was wild, but all through the summer before
he went to Cambridge Henry Garnet made him work on these points under
the best teacher in England. At the back of his mind, though he did not
even mention it to Nicky, he cherished a further ambition, to see his son
play at Wimbledon, and who could tell, perhaps be chosen to represent his
country in the Davis Cup. A great lump came into Henry Garnet’s throat as
he saw in fancy his son leap over the net to shake hands with the American
champion whom he had just defeated, and walk off the court to the deafen-
ing plaudits of the multitude.

As an assiduous frequenter of Wimbledon Henry Garnet had a good
many friends in the tennis world, and one evening he found himself at a City
dinner sitting next to one of them, a Colonel Brabazon, and in due course
began talking to him of Nicky and what chance there might be of his being
chosen to play for his university during the following season.

“Why don’t you let him go down to Monte Carlo and play in the spring
tournament there?” said the Colonel suddenly.

“Oh, I don’t think he’s good enough for that. He’s not nineteen yet, he
only went up to Cambridge last October; he wouldn’t stand a chance against
all those cracks.”

“Of course, Austin and von Cramm and so on would knock spots off
him, but he might snatch a game or two; and if he got up against some of
the smaller fry there’s no reason why he shouldn’t win two or three match-
es. He’s never been up against any of the first-rate players and it would be
wonderful practice for him. He’d learn a lot more than he’ll ever learn in the
seaside tournaments you enter him for.”

“I wouldn’t dream of it. I’m not going to let him leave Cambridge in the
middle of a term. I’ve always impressed upon him that tennis is only a game
and it mustn’t interfere with work.”

Colonel Brabazon asked Garnet when the term ended.

“That’s all right. He’d only have to cut about three days. Surely that
could be arranged. You see, two of the men we were depending on have let
us down, and we’re in a hole. We want to send as good a team as we can. The
Germans are sending their best players and so are the Americans.”

“Nothing doing, old boy. In the first place Nicky’s not good enough, and
secondly, I don’t fancy the idea of sending a kid like that to Monte Carlo
without anyone to look after him. If I could get away myself I might think of
it, but that’s out of the question.”

“I shall be there. I’'m going as the non-playing captain of the English
team. I’ll keep an eye on him.”
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“You’ll be busy, and besides, it’s not a responsibility I’d like to ask you to
take. He’s never been abroad in his life, and to tell you the truth, I shouldn’t
have a moment’s peace all the time he was there.”

They left it at that and presently Henry Garnet went home. He was so
flattered by Colonel Brabazon’s suggestion that he could not help telling his
wife.

“Fancy his thinking Nicky’s as good as that. He told me he’d seen him play
and his style was fine. He only wants more practice to get into the first flight.
We shall see the kid playing in the semi-finals at Wimbledon yet, old girl.”

To his surprise Mrs Garnet was not so much opposed to the notion as he
would have expected.

“After all the boy’s eighteen. Nicky’s never got into mischief yet and
there’s no reason to suppose he will now.”

“There’s his work to be considered; don’t forget that. I think it would be
a very bad precedent to let him cut the end of term.”

“But what can three days matter? It seems a shame to rob him of a
chance like that. I’'m sure he’d jump at it if you asked him.”

“Well, I’'m not going to. I haven’t sent him to Cambridge just to play ten-
nis. I know he’s steady, but it’s silly to put temptation in his way. He’s much
too young to go to Monte Carlo by himself.”

“You say he won’t have a chance against these crack players, but you
can’t tell.”

Henry Garnet sighed a little. On the way home in the car it had struck
him that Austin’s health was uncertain and that von Cramm had his off-
days. Supposing, just for the sake of argument, that Nicky had a bit of luck
like that-then there would be no doubt that he would be chosen to play for
Cambridge. But of course that was all nonsense.

“Nothing doing, my dear. I’ve made up my mind and I’m not going to
change it.”

Mrs Garnet held her peace. But next day she wrote to Nicky, telling him
what had happened, and suggested to him what she would do in his place if,
wanting to go, he wished to get his father’s consent. A day or two later Henry
Garnet received a letter from his son. He was bubbling over with excitement.
He had seen his tutor, who was a tennis-player himself, and the Provost of
his college, who happened to know Colonel Brabazon, and no objection
would be made to his leaving before the end of term; they both thought it
an opportunity that shouldn’t be missed. He didn’t see what harm he could
come to, and if only, just this once, his father would stretch a point, well,
next term, he promised faithfully, he’d work like blazes. It was a very pretty
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letter. Mrs Garnet watched her husband read it at the breakfast table; she
was undisturbed by the frown on his face. He threw it over to her.

“I don’t know why you thought it necessary to tell Nicky something I
told you in confidence. It’s too bad of you. Now you’ve thoroughly unset-
tled him.”

“I’m sorry. I thought it would please him to know that Colonel Brabazon
had such a high opinion of him. I don’t see why one should only tell people
the disagreeable things that are said about them. Of course I made it quite
clear that there could be no question of his going.”

“You’ve put me in an odious position. If there’s anything I hate it’s for
the boy to look upon me as a spoil-sport and a tyrant.”

“Oh, he’ll never do that. He may think you rather silly and unreason-
able, but I’'m sure he’ll understand that it’s only for his own good that you’re
being so unkind.”

“Christ,” said Henry Garnet.

His wife had a great inclination to laugh. She knew the battle was won.
Dear, oh dear, how easy it was to get men to do what you wanted. For ap-
pearance sake Henry Garnet held out for forty-eight hours, but then he
yielded, and a fortnight later Nicky came to London. He was to start for
Monte Carlo next morning, and after dinner, when Mrs Garnet and her
elder daughter had left them, Henry took the opportunity to give his son
some good advice.

“I don’t feel quite comfortable about letting you go off to a place like
Monte Carlo at your age practically by yourself,” he finished, “but there it is
and I can only hope you’ll be sensible. I don’t want to play the heavy father,
but there are three things especially that I want to warn you against: one is
gambling, don’t gamble; the second is money, don’t lend anyone money;
and the third is women, don’t have anything to do with women. If you don’t
do any of those three things you can’t come to much harm, so remember
them well.”

“All right, father,” Nicky smiled.

“That’s my last word to you. I know the world pretty well and believe me,
my advice is sound.”

“I won’t forget it. I promise you.”

“That’s a good chap. Now let’s go up and join the ladies.”

Nicky beat neither Austin nor von Cramm in the Monte Carlo tourna-
ment, but he did not disgrace himself. He snatched an unexpected victory
over a Spanish player and gave one of the Austrians a closer match than
anyone had thought possible. In the mixed doubles he got into the semi-fi-
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nals. His charm conquered everyone and he vastly enjoyed himself. It was
generally allowed that he showed promise, and Colonel Brabazon told him
that when he was a little older and had had more practice with first-class
players he would be a credit to his father. The tournament came to an end
and the day following he was to fly back to London. Anxious to play his best
he had lived very carefully, smoking little and drinking nothing, and going to
bed early; but on his last evening he thought he would like to see something
of the life in Monte Carlo of which he had heard so much. An official dinner
was given to the tennis-players and after dinner with the rest of them he went
into the Sporting Club. It was the first time he had been there. Monte Carlo
was very full and the rooms were crowded. Nicky had never before seen rou-
lette played except in the pictures; in a maze he stopped at the first table he
came to; chips of different sizes were scattered over the green cloth in what
looked like a hopeless muddle; the croupier gave the wheel a sharp turn and
with a flick threw in the little white ball. After what seemed an endless time
the ball stopped and another croupier with a broad, indifferent gesture raked
in the chips of those who had lost.

Presently Nicky wandered over to where they were playing trente et
quarante, but he couldn’t understand what it was all about and he thought
it dull. He saw a crowd in another room and sauntered in. A big game of
baccarat was in progress and he was immediately conscious of the tension.
The players were protected from the thronging bystanders by a brass rail;
they sat round the table, nine on each side, with the dealer in the middle
and the croupier facing him. Big money was changing hands. The dealer
was a member of the Greek Syndicate. Nicky looked at his impassive face.
His eyes were watchful, but his expression never changed whether he won
or lost. It was a terrifying, strangely impressive sight. It gave Nicky, who had
been thriftily brought up, a peculiar thrill to see someone risk a thousand
pounds on the turn of a card and when he lost make a little joke and laugh.
It was all terribly exciting. An acquaintance came up to him.

“Been doing any good?” he asked.

“I haven’t been playing.”

“Wise of you. Rotten game. Come and have a drink.”

“All right.”

While they were having it Nicky told his friends that this was the first
time he had ever been in the rooms.

“Oh, but you must have one little flutter before you go. It’s idiotic to
leave Monte without having tried your luck. After all it won’t hurt you to
lose a hundred francs or so.”
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“I don’t suppose it will, but my father wasn’t any too keen on my coming
at all and one of the three things he particularly advised me not to do was
to gamble.”

But when Nicky left his companion he strolled back to one of the tables
where they were playing roulette. He stood for a while looking at the losers’
money being raked-in by the croupier and the money that was won paid out
to the winners. It was impossible to deny that it was thrilling. His friend was
right, it did seem silly to leave Monte without putting something on the table
just once. It would be an experience, and at his age you had to have all the
experience you could get. He reflected that he hadn’t promised his father
not to gamble, he’d promised him not to forget his advice. It wasn’t quite
the same, was it? He took a hundred-franc note out of his pocket and rather
shyly put it on number eighteen. He chose it because that was his age. With a
wildly beating heart he watched the wheel turn; the little white ball whizzed
about like a small demon of mischief; the wheel went round more slowly, the
little white ball hesitated, it seemed about to stop, it went on again; Nicky
could hardly believe his eyes when it fell into number eighteen. A lot of chips
were passed over to him and his hands trembled as he took them. It seemed
to amount to a lot of money. He was so confused that he never thought of
putting anything on the following round; in fact he had no intention of play-
ing any more, once was enough; and he was surprised when eighteen again
came up. There was only one chip on it.

“By George, you’ve won again,” said a man who was standing near to him.

“Me? I hadn’t got anything on.”

“Yes, you had. Your original stake. They always leave it on unless you ask
for it back. Didn’t you know?”

Another packet of chips was handed over to him. Nicky’s head reeled.
He counted his gains: seven thousand francs. A queer sense of power seized
him; he felt wonderfully clever. This was the easiest way of making money
that he had ever heard of. His frank, charming face was wreathed in smiles.
His bright eyes met those of a woman standing by his side. She smiled.

“You’re in luck,” she said.

She spoke English, but with a foreign accent.

“I can hardly believe it. It’s the first time I’ve ever played.”

“That explains it. Lend me a thousand francs, will you? I’ve lost every-
thing I’ve got. I'll give it you back in half an hour.”

“All right.”

She took a large red chip from his pile and with a word of thanks disap-
peared. The man who had spoken to him before grunted.
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“You’ll never see that again.”

Nicky was dashed. His father had particularly advised him not to lend
anyone money. What a silly thing to do! And to somebody he’d never seen
in his life. But the fact was, he felt at that moment such a love for the human
race that it had never occurred to him to refuse. And that big red chip, it was
almost impossible to realize that it had any value. Oh well, it didn’t matter,
he still had six thousand francs, he’d just try his luck once or twice more
and if he didn’t win he’d go home. He put a chip on sixteen, which was
his elder sister’s age, but it didn’t come up; then on twelve, which was his
younger sister’s, and that didn’t come up either; he tried various numbers at
random, but without success. It was funny, he seemed to have lost his knack.
He thought he would try just once more and then stop; he won. He had made
up all his losses and had something over. At the end of an hour, after various
ups and downs, having experienced such thrills as he had never known in his
life, he found himself with so many chips that they would hardly go in his
pockets. He decided to go. He went to the changers’ office and he gasped
when twenty thousand-franc notes were spread out before him. He had never
had so much money in his life. He put it in his pocket and was turning away
when the woman to whom he had lent the thousand francs came up to him.

“I’ve been looking for you everywhere,” she said. “I was afraid you’d
gone. I was in a fever, I didn’t know what you’d think of me. Here’s your
thousand francs and thank you so much for the loan.”

Nicky, blushing scarlet, stared at her with amazement. How he had mis-
judged her! His father had said, don’t gamble; well, he had, and he’d made
twenty thousand francs; and his father had said, don’t lend anyone money;
well, he had, he’d lent quite a lot to a total stranger, and she’d returned it.
The fact was that he wasn’t nearly such a fool as his father thought: he’d
had an instinct that he could Iend her money with safety, and you see, his
instinct was right. But he was so obviously taken aback that the little lady
was forced to laugh.

“What is the matter with you?” she asked.

“To tell you the truth I never expected to see the money back.”

“What did you take me for? Did you think I was a-cocotte?”

Nicky reddened to the roots of his wavy hair.

“No, of course not.”

“Do I look like one?”

“Not a bit.”

She was dressed very quietly, in black, with a string of gold beads round
her neck; her simple frock showed off a neat, slight figure; she had a pretty
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little face and a trim head. She was made up, but not excessively, and Nicky
supposed that she was not more than three or four years older than himself.
She gave him a friendly smile.

“My husband is in the administration in Morocco, and I’ve come to
Monte Carlo for a few weeks because he thought I wanted a change.”

“I was just going,” said Nicky because he couldn’t think of anything else
to say.

“Already!”

“Well, I’ve got to get up early tomorrow. I’'m going back to London by air.”

“Of course. The tournament ended today, didn’t it? I saw you play, you
know, two or three times.”

“Did you? I don’t know why you should have noticed me.”

“You’ve got a beautiful style. And you looked very sweet in your shorts.”

Nicky was not an immodest youth, but it did cross his mind that perhaps
she had borrowed that thousand francs in order to scrape acquaintance with
him.

“Do you ever go to the Knickerbocker?” she asked.

“No. I never have.”

“Oh, but you mustn’t leave Monte Carlo without having been there.
Why don’t you come and dance a little? To tell you the truth, I’m starving
with hunger and I should adore some bacon and eggs.”

Nicky remembered his father’s advice not to have anything to do with
women, but this was different; you had only to look at the pretty little thing
to know at once that she was perfectly respectable. Her husband was in what
corresponded, he supposed, to the Civil Service. His father and mother had
friends who were Civil Servants and they and their wives sometimes came
to dinner. It was true that the wives were neither so young nor so pretty as
this one, but she was just as ladylike as they were. And after winning twenty
thousand francs he thought it wouldn’t be a bad idea to have a little fun.

“I’d love to go with you,” he said. “But you won’t mind if I don’t stay
very long. I’ve left instructions at my hotel that I’m to be called at seven.”

“We’ll leave as soon as ever you like.”

Nicky found it very pleasant at the Knickerbocker. He ate his bacon and
eggs with appetite. They shared a bottle of champagne. They danced, and
the little lady told him he danced beautifully. He knew he danced pretty
well, and of course she was easy to dance with. As light as a feather. She laid
her cheek against his and when their eyes met there was in hers a smile that
made his heart go pit-a-pat. A coloured woman sang in a throaty, sensual
voice. The floor was crowded.
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“Have you ever been told that you’re very good-looking?” she asked.

“I don’t think so,” he laughed. “Gosh,” he thought, “I believe she’s
fallen for me.”

Nicky was not such a fool as to be unaware that women often liked him,
and when she made that remark he pressed her to him a little more closely.
She closed her eyes and a faint sigh escaped her lips.

“I suppose it wouldn’t be quite nice if I kissed you before all these peo-
ple,” he said.

“What do you think they would take me for?”

It began to grow late and Nicky said that really he thought he ought to
be going.

“I shall go too,” she said. “Will you drop me at my hotel on your way?”

Nicky paid the bill. He was rather surprised at its amount, but with all
that money he had in his pocket he could afford not to care, and they got
into a taxi. She snuggled up to him and he kissed her. She seemed to like it.

“By Jove,” he thought, “I wonder if there’s anything doing.”

It was true that she was a married woman, but her husband was in Mo-
rocco, and it certainly did look as if she’d fallen for him. Good and proper.
It was true also that his father had warned him to have nothing to do with
women, but, he reflected again, he hadn’t actually promised he wouldn’t,
he’d only promised not to forget his advice. Well, he hadn’t; he was bearing
it in mind that very minute. But circumstances alter cases. She was a sweet
little thing; it seemed silly to miss the chance of an adventure when it was
handed to you like that on a tray. When they reached the hotel he paid off
the taxi.

“I’ll walk home,” he said. “The air will do me good after the stuffy at-
mosphere of that place.”

“Come up a moment,” she said. “I’d like to show you the photo of my
little boy.”

“Oh, have you got a little boy?” he exclaimed, a trifle dashed.

“Yes, a sweet little boy.”

He walked upstairs after her. He didn’t in the least want to see the pho-
tograph of her little boy, but he thought it only civil to pretend he did. He
was afraid he’d made a fool of himself; it occurred to him that she was taking
him up to look at the photograph in order to show him in a nice way that
he’d made a mistake. He’d told her he was eighteen.

“I suppose she thinks I’'m just a kid.”

He began to wish he hadn’t spent all that money on champagne at the
nightclub.
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But she didn’t show him the photograph of her little boy after all. They
had no sooner got into her room than she turned to him, flung her arms
round his neck, and kissed him full on the lips. He had never in all his life
been kissed so passionately.

“Darling,” she said.

For a brief moment his father’s advice once more crossed Nicky’s mind
and then he forgot it.

Nicky was a light sleeper and the least sound was apt to wake him. Two
or three hours later he awoke and for a moment could not imagine where
he was. The room was not quite dark, for the door of the bathroom was ajar,
and the light in it had been left on. Suddenly he was conscious that someone
was moving about the room. Then he remembered. He saw that it was his
little friend, and he was on the point of speaking when something in the way
she was behaving stopped him. She was walking very cautiously, as though
she were afraid of waking him; she stopped once or twice and looked over
at the bed. He wondered what she was after. He soon saw. She went over to
the chair on which he had placed his clothes and once more looked in his
direction. She waited for what seemed to him an interminable time. The
silence was so intense that Nicky thought he could hear his own heart beat-
ing. Then, very slowly, very quietly, she took up his coat, slipped her hand
into the inside pocket and drew out all those beautiful thousand-franc notes
that Nicky had been so proud to win. She put the coat back and placed some
other clothes on it so that it should look as though it had not been disturbed,
then, with the bundle of notes in her hand, for an appreciable time stood
once more stock-still. Nicky had repressed an instinctive impulse to jump
up and grab her, it was partly surprise that had kept him quiet, partly the
notion that he was in a strange hotel, in a foreign country, and if he made a
row he didn’t know what might happen. She looked at him. His eyes were
partly closed and he was sure that she thought he was asleep. In the silence
she could hardly fail to hear his regular breathing. When she had reassured
herself that her movements had not disturbed him she stepped, with infinite
caution, across the room. On a small table in the window a cineraria was
growing in a pot. Nicky watched her now with his eyes wide open. The plant
was evidently placed quite loosely in the pot, for taking it by the stalks she
lifted it out; she put the banknotes in the bottom of the pot and replaced
the plant. It was an excellent hiding-place. No one could have guessed that
anything was concealed under that richly-flowering plant. She pressed the
earth down with her fingers and then, very slowly, taking care not to make
the smallest noise, crept across the room and slipped back into bed.
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“Chéri,” she said, in a caressing voice.

Nicky breathed steadily, like a man immersed in deep sleep. The little
lady turned over on her side and disposed herself to slumber. But though
Nicky lay so still his thoughts worked busily. He was extremely indignant at
the scene he had just witnessed, and to himself he spoke his thoughts with
vigour.

“She’s nothing but a damned tart. She and her dear little boy and her
husband in Morocco. My eye! She’s a rotten thief, that’s what she is. Took
me for a mug. If she thinks she’s going to get away with anything like that,
she’s mistaken.”

He had already made up his mind what he was going to do with the mon-
ey he had so cleverly won. He had long wanted a car of his own, and had
thought it rather mean of his father not to have given him one. After all, a
feller doesn’t always want to drive about in the family bus. Well, he’d just
teach the old man a lesson and buy one himself. For twenty thousand francs,
two hundred pounds roughly, he could get a very decent second-hand car.
He meant to get the money back, but just then he didn’t quite know how. He
didn’t like the idea of kicking up a row, he was a stranger, in a hotel he knew
nothing of; it might very well be that the beastly woman had friends there,
he didn’t mind facing anyone in a fair fight, but he’d look pretty foolish if
someone pulled a gun on him. He reflected besides, very sensibly, that he
had no proof the money was his. If it came to a showdown and she swore it
was hers, he might very easily find himself hauled off to a police-station. He
really didn’t know what to do. Presently by her regular breathing he knew
that the little lady was asleep. She must have fallen asleep with an easy mind,
for she had done her job without a hitch. It infuriated Nicky that she should
rest so peacefully while he lay awake worried to death. Suddenly an idea
occurred to him. It was such a good one that it was only by the exercise of
all his self-control that he prevented himself from jumping out of bed and
carrying it out at once. Two could play at her game. She’d stolen his mon-
ey; well, he’d steal it back again, and they’d be all square. He made up his
mind to wait quite quietly until he was sure that deceitful woman was sound
asleep. He waited for what seemed to him a very long time. She did not stir.
Her breathing was as regular as a child’s.

“Darling,” he said at last.

No answer. No movement. She was dead to the world. Very slowly, paus-
ing after every movement, very silently, he slipped out of bed. He stood still
for a while, looking at her to see whether he had disturbed her. Her breath-
ing was as regular as before. During the time he was waiting he had taken
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note carefully of the furniture in the room so that in crossing it he should
not knock against a chair or a table and make a noise. He took a couple of
steps and waited, he took a couple of steps more; he was very light on his
feet and made no sound as he walked; he took fully five minutes to get to the
window, and here he waited again. He started, for the bed slightly creaked,
but it was only because the sleeper turned in her sleep. He forced himself
to wait till he had counted one hundred. She was sleeping like a log. With
infinite care he seized the cineraria by the stalks and gently pulled it out
of the pot; he put his other hand in, his heart beat nineteen to the dozen
as his fingers touched the notes, his hand closed on them and he slowly
drew them out. He replaced the plant and in turn carefully pressed down
the earth. While he was doing all this he had kept one eye on the form lying
in the bed. It remained still. After another pause he crept softly to the chair
on which his clothes were lying. He first put the bundle of notes in his coat
pocket and then proceeded to dress. It took him a good quarter of an hour,
because he could afford to make no sound. He had been wearing a soft shirt
with his dinner jacket, and he congratulated himself on this, because it was
easier to put on silently than a stiff one. He had some difficulty in tying his
tie without a looking-glass, but he very wisely reflected that it didn’t really
matter if it wasn’t tied very well. His spirits were rising. The whole thing now
began to seem rather a lark. At length he was completely dressed except for
his shoes, which he took in his hand; he thought he would put them on when
he got into the passage. Now he had to cross the room to get to the door. He
reached it so quietly that he could not have disturbed the lightest sleeper.
But the door had to be unlocked. He turned the key very slowly; it creaked.

“Who’s that?”

The little woman suddenly sat up in bed. Nicky’s heart jumped to his
mouth. He made a great effort to keep his head.

“It’s only me. It’s six o’clock and I’ve got to go. I was trying not to wake
you.”

“Oh, I forgot.”

She sank back on to the pillow.

“Now that you’re awake I’ll put on my shoes.”

He sat down on the edge of the bed and did this.

“Don’t make a noise when you go out. The hotel people don’t like it.
Oh, I’'m so sleepy.”

“You go right off to sleep again.”

“Kiss me before you go.” He bent down and kissed her. “You’re a sweet
boy and a wonderful lover. Bon voyage.”
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Nicky did not feel quite safe till he got out of the hotel. The dawn had
broken. The sky was unclouded, and in the harbour the yachts and the fish-
ing-boats lay motionless on the still water. On the quay fishermen were get-
ting ready to start on their day’s work. The streets were deserted. Nicky took
a long breath of the sweet morning air. He felt alert and well. He also felt as
pleased as Punch. With a swinging stride, his shoulders well thrown back, he
walked up the hill and along the gardens in front of the Casino-the flowers
in that clear light had a dewy brilliance that was delicious-till he came to
his hotel. Here the day had already begun. In the hall porters with mufflers
round their necks and berets on their heads were busy sweeping. Nicky went
up to his room and had a hot bath. He lay in it and thought with satisfaction
that he was not such a mug as some people might think. After his bath he did
his exercises, dressed, packed, and went down to breakfast. He had a grand
appetite. No continental breakfast for him! He had grapefruit, porridge, ba-
con and eggs, rolls fresh from the oven, so crisp and delicious they melted in
your mouth, marmalade, and three cups of coffee. Though feeling perfectly
well before, he felt better after that. He lit the pipe he had recently learnt to
smoke, paid his bill and stepped into the car that was waiting to take him to
the aerodrome on the other side of Cannes. The road as far as Nice ran over
the hills and below him was the blue sea and the coastline. He couldn’t help
thinking it damned pretty. They passed through Nice, so gay and friendly
in the early morning, and presently they came to a long stretch of straight
road that ran by the sea. Nicky had paid his bill, not with the money he had
won the night before, but with the money his father had given him; he had
changed a thousand francs to pay for supper at the Knickerbocker, but that
deceitful little woman had returned him the thousand francs he had lent her,
so that he still had twenty thousand-franc notes in his pocket. He thought he
would like to have a look at them. He had so nearly lost them that they had
a double value for him. He took them out of his hip-pocket into which for
safety’s sake he had stuffed them when he put on the suit he was travelling
in, and counted them one by one. Something very strange had happened to
them. Instead of there being twenty notes as there should have been there
were twenty-six. He couldn’t understand it at all. He counted them twice
more. There was no doubt about it; somehow or other he had twenty-six
thousand francs instead of the twenty he should have had. He couldn’t make
it out. He asked himselfif it was possible that he had won more at the Sport-
ing Club than he had realized. But no, that was out of the question; he dis-
tinctly remembered the man at the desk laying the notes out in four rows of
five, and he had counted them himself. Suddenly the explanation occurred
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to him; when he had put his hand into the flower-pot, after taking out the
cineraria, he had grabbed everything he felt there. The flower-pot was the
little hussy’s money-box and he had taken out not only his own money,
but her savings as well. Nicky leant back in the car and burst into a roar of
laughter. It was the funniest thing he had ever heard in his life. And when he
thought of her going to the flower-pot some time later in the morning when
she awoke, expecting to find the money she had so cleverly got away with,
and finding, not only that it wasn’t there, but that her own had gone too, he
laughed more than ever. And so far as he was concerned there was nothing to
do about it; he neither knew her name, nor the name of the hotel to which
she had taken him. He couldn’t return her money even if he wanted to.

“It serves her damned well right,” he said.

This then was the story that Henry Garnet told his friends over the
bridge-table, for the night before, after dinner when his wife and daughter
had left them to their port, Nicky had narrated it in full.

“And you know what infuriated me is that he’s so damned pleased with
himself. Talk of a cat swallowing a canary. And d’you know what he said to
me when he’d finished? He looked at me with those innocent eyes of his and
said: “You know, father, I can’t help thinking there was something wrong
about the advice you gave me. You said, don’t gamble; well, I did, and 1
made a packet; you said, don’t lend money; well, I did, and I got it back;
and you said, don’t have anything to do with women; well, I did, and made
six thousand francs on the deal.””

It didn’t make it any better for Henry Garnet that his three companions
burst out laughing.

“It’s all very well for you fellows to laugh, but you know, I’'m in a damned
awkward position. The boy looked up to me, he respected me, he took what-
ever I said as gospel truth, and now, I saw it in his eyes, he just looks upon me
as a drivelling old fool. It’s no good my saying one swallow doesn’t make a
summer; he doesn’t see that it was just a fluke, he thinks the whole thing was
due to his own cleverness. It may ruin him.”

“You do look a bit of a damned fool, old man,” said one of the others.
“There’s no denying that, is there?”

“I know I do, and I don’t like it. It’s so dashed unfair. Fate has no right to
play one tricks like that. After all, you must admit that my advice was good.”

“Very good.”

“And the wretched boy ought to have burnt his fingers. Well, he hasn’t.
You’re all men of the world, you tell me how I’'m to deal with the situation

”

now.
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But none of them could.
“Well, Henry, if I were you I wouldn’t worry,” said the lawyer. “My belief

is that your boy’s born lucky, and in the long run that’s better than to be born
clever or rich.”

(9,

Tasks

Be ready to speak about the author of the story.

Transcribe and translate into Ukrainian the following words. Use them
in sentences of your own.

Indulgent, glum, strained, repute, accurate, to snatch, to foster, revoke,
irritability, offspring, queer, mean, a hitch, cineraria.

Paraphrase the following word combinations and use them in the situa-
tions from the text:

to make the best of smth, to be a good looser, to ease the tension, to cost
a rubber, to pull oneself together, to be in a hell of temper, to be in a hole,
to put temptation in the way, to hold one’s peace, to be a credit to smb,
to be keen on smth, to get away with smth, to kick up a row, to scrape
acquaintance with smb, to have smth to do with smb, to beat nineteen to
the dozen, to be out of the question, to do smth without a hitch.

. Answer the questions to the text.

1) Who was Henry Garnet? Why was he ill-humored?

2) How many children did Henry Garnet have? Whom did he love most?
3) What kind of boy was Nicholas? Why did his father dot on him?

4) Where did Nicky study and what ambition did his father cherish about
him?

5) What made Henry Garnet let his son go to Monte Carlo and play in
the spring tournament there?

6) What three pieces of advice did Nicky’s father give him?

7) Why did Nicky violate his father’s instructions? What three things
which his father forbade him did he do?

8) How did Nicky manage to get out of the hole? Was he happy?

9) Why was Nicky’s father infuriated?

10) How did Henry’s friends, men of the world, treat the situation? What
was the opinion of the lawyer?

Write a summary of the story.

Explain the following sayings and state their functions in the text: “One
swallow doesn’t make a summer”; “Talk of a cat swallowing a canary”.
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9.

What is the contextual meaning of the following idioms: “fo be pleased as
Punch; to have one’s fingers burnt”?

. What themes are raised in the text? What is better to be born clever and

rich or to be born lucky?
What is the moral of the story?

10. What type of narrative is used in the story?
11. What is the plot structure technique in the story? What is the subject

matter of the outer story and inner story?

12. Name the stylistic devices which are employed by the author to depict

Henry Garnet and his son. Illustrate them.

13. Write down all the examples of simile in the text. Comment on its role in

the context.

14. What stylistic devices are used to achieve the humorous effect in the sto-

ry?

15. Read, translate and retell the passages with elements of stylistic analysis?
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P. 23-28:

“It was Henry Garnet’s habit on leaving the city of an afternoon... <...>
That’s a good chap. Now let’s go up and join the ladies”.

P. 28—-29:

“Nicky beat neither Austin nor von Cramm in the Monte Carlo tourna-
ment... <...> My belief is that your boy’s born lucky, and in the long run
that’s better than to be born clever or rich”.



UNIT V

Max Beerbohm

Seeing people off

I am not good at it. To do it well seems to me one of the most difficult
things in the world, and probably seems so to you, too. To see a friend off
from Waterloo to Vauxhall were easy enough. But we are never called on to
perform that small feat. It is only when a friend is going on a longish journey,
and will be absent for a longish time, that we turn up at the railway station.
The dearer the friend, and the longer the journey, and the longer the likely
absence, the earlier do we turn up, and the more lamentably do we fail. Our
failure is in exact ratio to the seriousness of the occasion, and to the depth
of our feeling.

In a room, or even on a door-step, we can make the farewell quite wor-
thily. We can express in our faces the genuine sorrow we feel. Nor do words
fail us. There is no awkwardness, no restraint, on either side. The thread of
our intimacy has not been snapped. The leave- taking is an ideal one. Why
not, then, leave the leave-taking at that? Always, departing friends implore
us not to bother to come to the railway station next morning. Always, we
are deaf to these entreaties, knowing them to be not quite sincere. The de-
parting friends would think it very odd of us if we took them at their word.
Besides, they really do want to see us again. And that wish is heartily recip-
rocated. We duly turn up. And then, oh then, what a gulf yawns! We stretch
our arms vainly across it. We have utterly lost touch. We have nothing at all
to say. We gaze at each other as dumb animals gaze at human beings. We
“make conversation” — and such conversation! We know that these are
the friends from whom we parted overnight. They know that we have not
altered. Yet, on the surface, everything is different; and the tension is such
that we only long for the guard to blow his whistle and put an end to the
farce.

On a cold grey morning of last week I duly turned up at Euston, to see off
an old friend who was starting for America.

Overnight, we had given him a farewell dinner, in which sadness was well
mingled with festivity. Years probably would elapse before his return. Some
of us might never see him again. Not ignoring the shadow of the future, we
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gaily celebrated the past. We were as thankful to have known our guest as we
were grieved to lose him; and both these emotions were made evident. It was
a perfect farewell.

And now, here we were, stiff and self-conscious on the platform; and,
framed in the window of the railway-carriage, was the face of our friend; but
it was as the face of a stranger—a stranger anxious to please, an appealing
stranger, an awkward stranger. “Have you got everything?” asked one of us,
breaking a silence. “Yes, everything,” said our friend, with a pleasant nod.
“Everything,” he repeated, with the emphasis of an empty brain. “You’ll be
able to lunch on the train,” said I, though this prophecy had already been
made more than once. “Oh yes,” he said with conviction. He added that
the train went straight through to Liverpool. This fact seemed to strike us as
rather odd. We exchanged glances. “Doesn’t it stop at Crewe?” asked one
of us. “No,” said our friend, briefly. He seemed almost disagreeable. There
was a long pause. One of us, with a nod and a forced smile at the traveller,
said “Well!” The nod, the smile, and the unmeaning monosyllable, were
returned conscientiously. Another pause was broken by one of us with a fit
of coughing. It was an obviously assumed fit, but it served to pass the time.
The bustle of the platform was unabated. There was no sign of the train’s
departure. Release—ours, and our friend’s—was not yet.

My wandering eye alighted on a rather portly middle-aged man who was
talking earnestly from the platform to a young lady at the next window but
one to ours. His fine profile was vaguely familiar to me. The young lady was
evidently American, and he was evidently English; otherwise I should have
guessed from his impressive air that he was her father. I wished I could hear
what he was saying. | was sure he was giving the very best advice; and the
strong tenderness of his gaze was really beautiful. He seemed magnetic, as
he poured out his final injunctions. I could feel something of his magnetism
even where I stood. And the magnetism, like the profile, was vaguely famil-
iar to me. Where had I experienced it?

In a flash I remembered. The man was Hubert le Ros. But how changed
since last I saw him! That was seven or eight years ago, in the Strand. He
was then (as usual) out of an engagement, and borrowed half-a-crown. It
seemed a privilege to lend anything to him. He was always magnetic. And
why his magnetism had never made him successful on the London stage
was always a mystery to me. He was an excellent actor, and a man of sober
habit. But, like many others of his kind, Hubert Ie Ros (I do not, of course,
give the actual name by which he was known) drifted seedily away into the
provinces; and I, like everyone else, ceased to remember him.
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It was strange to see him, after all these years, here on the platform of
Euston, looking so prosperous and solid. It was not only the flesh that he
had put on, but also the clothes, that made him hard to recognise. In the
old days, an imitation fur coat had seemed to be as integral a part of him as
were his ill-shorn lantern jaws. But now his costume was a model of rich and
sombre moderation, drawing, not calling, attention to itself. He looked like
a banker. Anyone would have been proud to be seen off by him.

“Stand back, please.” The train was about to start, and I waved farewell
to my friend. Le Ros did not stand back. He stood clasping in both hands
the hands of the young American. “Stand back, sir, please!” He obeyed, but
quickly darted forward again to whisper some final word. I think there were
tears in her eyes. There certainly were tears in his when, at length, having
watched the train out of sight, he turned round. He seemed, nevertheless,
delighted to see me. He asked me where I had been hiding all these years;
and simultaneously repaid me the half-crown as though it had been bor-
rowed yesterday. He linked his arm in mine, and walked me slowly along the
platform, saying with what pleasure he read my dramatic criticisms every
Saturday.

I told him, in return, how much he was missed on the stage. “Ah, yes,”
he said, “I never act on the stage nowadays.” He laid some emphasis on the
word “stage,” and I asked him where, then, he did act. “On the platform,”
he answered. “You mean,” said I, “that you recite at concerts?” He smiled.
“This,” he whispered, striking his stick on the ground, “is the platform I
mean.” Had his mysterious prosperity unhinged him? He looked quite sane.
I begged him to be more explicit.

“I suppose,” he said presently, giving me a light for the cigar which he
had offered me, “you have been seeing a friend off?” I assented. He asked
me what I supposed he had been doing. I said that I had watched him doing
the same thing. “No,” he said gravely. “That lady was not a friend of mine.
I met her for the first time this morning, less than half an hour ago, here,”
and again he struck the platform with his stick.

I confessed that I was bewildered. He smiled. “You may,” he said, “have
heard of the Anglo-American Social Bureau?” I had not. He explained to
me that of the thousands of Americans who annually pass through England
there are many hundreds who have no English friends. In the old days they
used to bring letters of introduction. But the English are so inhospitable
that these letters are hardly worth the paper they are written on. “Thus,”
said Le Ros, “the A. A. S. B. supplies a long-felt want. Americans are a
sociable people, and most of them have plenty of money to spend. The
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A. A. S. B. supplies them with English friends. Fifty per cent. of the fees is
paid over to the friends. The other fifty is retained by the A. A. S. B. I am
not, alas, a director. If I were, I should be a very rich man indeed. I am only
an employee”. But even so I do very well. I am one of the seers-off.”

Again I asked for enlightenment. “Many Americans,” he said, “cannot
afford to keep friends in England. But they can all afford to be seen off. The
fee is only five pounds (twenty-five dollars) for a single traveller; and eight
pounds (forty dollars) for a party of two or more. They send that in to the
Bureau, giving the date of their departure, and a description by which the
seer-off can identify them on the platform. And then—well, then they are
seen off.”

“But is it worth it?” I exclaimed. “Of course it is worth it,” said Le Ros.
“It prevents them from feeling “out of it.” It earns them the respect of the
guard. It saves them from being despised by their fellow-passengers—the
people who are going to be on the boat. It gives them a footing for the whole
voyage. Besides, it is a great pleasure in itself. You saw me seeing that young
lady off. Didn’t you think I did it beautifully?” “Beautifully,” I admitted. “I
envied you. There was I — “Yes, I can imagine. There were you, shuffling
from foot to foot, staring blankly at your friend, trying to make conversa-
tion. I know. That’s how I used to be myself, before I studied, and went into
the thing professionally. I don’t say I’m perfect yet. I’m still a martyr to plat-
form fright. A railway station is the most difficult of all places to act in, as
you have discovered for yourself.” “But,” I said with resentment, “I wasn’t
trying to act. I really felt.” “So did I, my boy,” said Le Ros. “You can’t act
without feeling. What’s his name, the Frenchman—Diderot, yes—said you
could; but what did he know about it? Didn’t you see those tears in my eyes
when the train started? [ hadn’t forced them. I tell you I was moved. So were
you, I dare say. But you couldn’t have pumped up a tear to prove it. You can’t
express your feelings. In other words, you can’t act. At any rate,” he added
kindly, “not in a railway station.” “Teach me!” I cried. He looked thought-
fully at me. “Well,” he said at length, “the seeing-off season is practically
over. Yes, I'll give you a course. I have a good many pupils on hand already;
but yes,” he said, consulting an ornate note-book, “I could give you an hour
on Tuesdays and Fridays.”

His terms, I confess, are rather high. But I don’t grudge the investment.
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Tasks

Be ready to speak about the author of the story.

. Transcribe and translate into Ukrainian the following words. Use them

in sentences of your own.

Fail, longish, lamentably, restraint, reciprocated, elapse, conscientious-
ly, wandering, vaguely, prosperous, explicit, sociable, inhospitable, in-
vestment.

Paraphrase the following word combinations and use them in the situa-
tions from the text:

to see smb off; to turn up; to take smb at one’s word; to put an end to; in
a flash; to be out of engagement; to make smb hard; to be out of sight; a
long felt want; to afford smth; to feel out of smth; to pump a tear; to have
many pupils on the hand.

Answer the questions to the text.

1) Where does the event take place?

2) Why can’t people make farewell quite worthily on the platform? What
always happens?

3) Whom was the narrator seeing off?

4) What did the face of his friend look like?

5) What did the narrator and his friends long for?

6) Who was standing next to them? Was the face of a middle-aged man
vaguely familiar to the narrator?

7) What quality did that man possess? What was his name?

8) Where was Hubert le Ros acting then?

9) What did the Anglo-American Social Bureau supply?

10) What did the narrator want Hubert le Ros to teach him?

Write a summary of the story.

Develop the idea:” His terms, I confess, are rather high. But I don’t grudge
the investment.”

What narrative techniques does the author use?

Divide the story into logical parts. Name them.

What stylistic devices does the author resort to to portray the main char-
acters?

10. Find in the text examples of reiterations, parallel constructions, meta-

phors, epithets, similes, framing and dwell on their stylistic function in
the text. What stylistic device is most favored by the author?

11. Retell the story with elements of stylistic analysis.
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UNIT VI

Hector Hugh Munro
The Match-Maker

The grill-room clock struck eleven with the respectful unobtrusiveness
of one whose mission in life is to be ignored. When the flight of time should
really have rendered abstinence and migration imperative the lighting appa-
ratus would signal the fact in the usual way.

Six minutes later Clovis approached the supper-table, in the blessed ex-
pectancy of one who has dined sketchily and long ago.

“I’m starving,” he announced, making an effort to sit down gracefully
and read the menu at the same time.

“So I gathered,” said his host, “from the fact that you were nearly
punctual. I ought to have told you that I’'m a Food Reformer. I’ve ordered
two bowls of bread-and-milk and some health biscuits. I hope you don’t
mind.”

Clovis pretended afterwards that he didn’t go white above the collar-line
for the fraction of a second.

“All the same,” he said, “you ought not to joke about such things. There
really are such people. I’ve known people who’ve met them. To think of all
the adorable things there are to eat in the world, and then to go through life
munching sawdust and being proud of it.”

“They’re like the Flagellants of the Middle Ages, who went about mor-
tifying themselves.”

“They had some excuse,” said Clovis. “They did it to save their immortal
souls, didn’t they? You needn’t tell me that a man who doesn’t love oysters
and asparagus and good wines has got a soul, or a stomach either. He’s sim-
ply got the instinct for being unhappy highly developed.”

Clovis relapsed for a few golden moments into tender intimacies with a
succession of rapidly disappearing oysters.

“I think oysters are more beautiful than any religion,” he resumed pres-
ently. “They not only forgive our unkindness to them; they justify it, they
incite us to go on being perfectly horrid to them. Once they arrive at the sup-
per-table they seem to enter thoroughly into the spirit of the thing. There’s
nothing in Christianity or Buddhism that quite matches the sympathetic
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unselfishness of an oyster. Do you like my new waistcoat? I’m wearing it for
the first time tonight.”

“It looks like a great many others you’ve had lately, only worse. New
dinner waistcoats are becoming a habit with you.”

“They say one always pays for the excesses of one’s youth; mercifully that
isn’t true about one’s clothes. My mother is thinking of getting married.”

“Again!”

“It’s the first time.”

“Of course, you ought to know. I was under the impression that she’d
been married once or twice at least.”

“Three times, to be mathematically exact. I meant that it was the first
time she’d thought about getting married; the other times she did it without
thinking. As a matter of fact, it’s really I who am doing the thinking for her
in this case. You see, it’s quite two years since her last husband died.”

“You evidently think that brevity is the soul of widowhood.”

“Well, it struck me that she was getting moped, and beginning to settle
down, which wouldn’t suit her a bit. The first symptom that I noticed was
when she began to complain that we were living beyond our income. All
decent people live beyond their incomes nowadays, and those who aren’t
respectable live beyond other people’s. A few gifted individuals manage to
do both.”

“It’s hardly so much a gift as an industry.”

“The crisis came,” returned Clovis, “when she suddenly started the the-
ory that late hours were bad for one, and wanted me to be in by one o’clock
every night. Imagine that sort of thing for me, who was eighteen on my last
birthday.”

“On your last two birthdays, to be mathematically exact.”

“Oh, well, that’s not my fault. I’'m not going to arrive at nineteen as
long as my mother remains at thirty-seven. One must have some regard for
appearances.”

“Perhaps your mother would age a little in the process of settling down.”

“That’s the last thing she’d think of. Feminine reformations always start
in on the failings of other people. That’s why I was so keen on the husband
idea.”

“Did you go as far as to select the gentleman, or did you merely throw
out a general idea, and trust to the force of suggestion?”

“If one wants a thing done in a hurry one must see to it oneself. I found
a military Johnny hanging round on a loose end at the club, and took him
home to lunch once or twice. He’d spent most of his life on the Indian fron-
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tier, building roads, and relieving famines and minimizing earthquakes, and
all that sort of thing that one does do on frontiers. He could talk sense to
a peevish cobra in fifteen native languages, and probably knew what to do
if you found a rogue elephant on your croquet-lawn; but he was shy and
diffident with women. I told my mother privately that he was an absolute
woman-hater; so, of course, she laid herself out to flirt all she knew, which
isn’t a little.”

“And was the gentleman responsive?”

“I hear he told someone at the club that he was looking out for a Colo-
nial job, with plenty of hard work, for a young friend of his, so I gather that
he has some idea of marrying into the family.”

“You seem destined to be the victim of the reformation, after all.”

Clovis wiped the trace of Turkish coffee and the beginnings of a smile
from his lips, and slowly lowered his dexter eyelid. Which, being interpret-
ed, probably meant, “I don’t think!”

Tasks

1. Be ready to speak about the author of the story.

2. Transcribe and translate into Ukrainian the following words. Use them
in sentences of your own.
Unobtrusiveness, abstinence, sawdust, oyster, asparagus, reformation,
earthquake, rogue, unselfishness, excesses.

3. Paraphrase the following word combinations and use them in the situa-
tions from the text:
to be ignored; to relapse into smth; to be under impression; to suit smb;
to live beyond one’s income; to be keen on smth; to hang round on a
loose end; to lay oneself out.

4. Answer the questions to the text.
1) Where did the event take place?
2) Who was the host? What did he approve of?
3) What made Clovis very upset? Why did he want his mother to marry
again?
4) Was there any possibility for Clovisis’ mother to get into the process of
settling down? Who selected the gentleman for her?
5) Why was a military Johnny a perfect match for his mother?
6) Who was destined to be the victim of reformation, after all?

5. Write a summary of the story.
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9.

What narrative techniques does the author use?

What does the title of the story imply?

Why is the word combination “fo be mathematically exact” used more
than once. What stylistic effect is achieved by it?

Dwell on the stylistic device in the following sentence: “Clovis wiped the
trace of Turkish coffee and the beginnings of a smile from his lips.”

10. What stylistic devices does the author employ to impress the reader?

Which of them does he favor most? Give examples.

11. Retell the story with elements of stylistic analysis.
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UNIT VII

Hector Hugh Munro

The Lumber Room

The children were to be driven, as a special treat, to the sands at Jag-
borough. Nicholas was not to be of the party; he was in disgrace. Only that
morning he had refused to eat his wholesome bread-and-milk on the seem-
ingly frivolous ground that there was a frog in it. Older and wiser and better
people had told him that there could not possibly be a frog in his bread-
and-milk and that he was not to talk nonsense; he continued, nevertheless,
to talk what seemed the veriest nonsense, and described with much detail
the coloration and markings of the alleged frog. The dramatic part of the
incident was that there really was a frog in Nicholas’s basin of bread-and-
milk; he had put it there himself, so he felt entitled to know something
about it. The sin of taking a frog from the garden and putting it into a bowl
of wholesome bread-and-milk was enlarged on at great length, but the fact
that stood out clearest in the whole affair, as it presented itself to the mind
of Nicholas, was that the older, wiser, and better people had been proved
to be profoundly in error in matters about which they had expressed the
utmost assurance.

“You said there couldn’t possibly be a frog in my bread-and-milk; there
was a frog in my bread-and-milk,” he repeated, with the insistence of a
skilled tactician who does not intend to shift from favourable ground.

So his boy-cousin and girl-cousin and his quite uninteresting younger
brother were to be taken to Jagborough sands that afternoon and he was to
stay at home. His cousins’ aunt, who insisted, by an unwarranted stretch of
imagination, in styling herself his aunt also, had hastily invented the Jag-
borough expedition in order to impress on Nicholas the delights that he had
justly forfeited by his disgraceful conduct at the breakfast-table. It was her
habit, whenever one of the children fell from grace, to improvise something
of a festival nature from which the offender would be rigorously debarred; if
all the children sinned collectively they were suddenly informed of a circus
in a neighbouring town, a circus of unrivalled merit and uncounted ele-
phants, to which, but for their depravity, there would have been taken that
very day.
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A few decent tears were looked for on the part of Nicholas when the mo-
ment for the departure of the expedition arrived. As a matter of fact, how-
ever, all the crying was done by his girl-cousin, who scraped her knee rather
painfully against the step of the carriage as she was scrambling in. “How she
did howl,” said Nicholas cheerfully, as the party drove off without any of the
elation of high spirits that should have characterized it.

“She’ll soon get over that,” said the soi-disant aunt; “it will be a glorious
afternoon for racing about over those beautiful sands. How they will enjoy
themselves!”

“Bobby won’t enjoy himself much, and he won’t race much either,”
said Nicholas with a grim chuckle; “his boots are hurting him. They’re too
tight.”

“Why didn’t he tell me they were hurting?” asked the aunt with some
asperity.

“He told you twice, but you weren’t listening. You often don’t listen
when we tell you important things.”

“You are not to go into the gooseberry garden,” said the aunt, changing
the subject.

“Why not?” demanded Nicholas.

“Because you are in disgrace,” said the aunt loftily.

Nicholas did not admit the flawlessness of the reasoning; he felt per-
fectly capable of being in disgrace and in a gooseberry garden at the same
moment. His face took on an expression of considerable obstinacy. It was
clear to his aunt that he was determined to get into the gooseberry garden,
“only,” as she remarked to herself, “because I have told him he is not to.”

Now the gooseberry garden had two doors by which it might be entered,
and once a small person like Nicholas could slip in there he could effectu-
ally disappear from view amid the masking growth of artichokes, raspberry
canes, and fruit bushes. The aunt had many other things to do that after-
noon, but she spent an hour or two in trivial gardening operations among
flower beds and shrubberies, whence she could watch the two doors that
led to the forbidden paradise. She was a woman of few ideas, with immense
powers of concentration.

Nicholas made one or two sorties into the front garden, wriggling his
way with obvious stealth of purpose towards one or other of the doors, but
never able for a moment to evade the aunt’s watchful eye. As a matter of
fact, he had no intention of trying to get into the gooseberry garden, but
it was extremely convenient for him that his aunt should believe that he
had; it was a belief that would keep her on selfimposed sentry-duty for the
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greater part of the afternoon. Having thoroughly confirmed and fortified
her suspicions, Nicholas slipped back into the house and rapidly put into
execution a plan of action that had long germinated in his brain. By stand-
ing on a chair in the library one could reach a shelf on which reposed a
fat, important-looking key. The key was as important as it looked; it was
the instrument which kept the mysteries of the lumber-room secure from
unauthorized intrusion, which opened a way only for aunts and such-like
privileged persons. Nicholas had not had much experience of the art of
fitting keys into keyholes and turning locks, but for some days past he had
practiced with the key of the schoolroom door; he did not believe in trust-
ing too much to luck and accident. The key turned stiffly in the lock, but
it turned. The door opened, and Nicholas was in an unknown land, com-
pared with which the gooseberry garden was a stale delight, a mere material
pleasure.

Often and often Nicholas had pictured to himself what the lumber-room
might be like, that region that was so carefully sealed from youthful eyes and
concerning which no questions were ever answered. It came up to his expec-
tations. In the first place it was large and dimly lit, one high window opening
onto the forbidden garden being its only source of illumination. In the sec-
ond place it was a storehouse of unimagined treasures. The aunt-by-asser-
tion was one of those people who think that things spoil by use and consign
them to dust and damp by way of preserving them. Such parts of the house
as Nicholas knew best were rather bare and cheerless, but here there were
wonderful things for the eye to feast on. First and foremost there was a piece
of framed tapestry that was evidently meant to be a fire-screen. To Nicholas
it was a living, breathing story; he sat down on a roll of Indian hangings,
glowing in wonderful colours beneath a layer of dust, and took in all the de-
tails of the tapestry picture. A man, dressed in the hunting costume of some
remote period, had just transfixed a stag with an arrow; it could not have
been a difficult shot because the stag was only one or two paces away from
him; in the thickly growing vegetation that the picture suggested it would
not have been difficult to creep up to a feeding stag, and the two spotted dogs
that were springing forward to join in the chase had evidently been trained
to keep to heel till the arrow was discharged. That part of the picture was
simple, if interesting, but did the huntsman see, what Nicholas saw, that
four galloping wolves were coming in his direction through the wood? There
might be more than four of them hidden behind the trees, and in any case
would the man and his dogs be able to cope with the four wolves if they made
an attack? The man had only two arrows left in his quiver, and he might miss
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with one or both of them; all one knew about his skill in shooting was that
he could hit a large stag at a ridiculously short range. Nicholas sat for many
golden minutes revolving the possibilities of the scene; he was inclined to
think that there were more than four wolves and that the man and his dogs
were in a tight corner.

But there were other objects of delight and interest claiming his instant
attention; there were quaint twisted candlesticks in the shape of snakes,
and a teapot fashioned like a china duck, out of whose open beak the tea
was supposed to come. How dull and shapeless the nursery teapot seemed
in comparison! And there was a carved sandalwood box packed tight with
aromatic cotton-wool, and between the layers of cotton-wool were little
brass figures, hump-necked bulls, and peacocks and goblins, delightful to
see and to handle. Less promising in appearance was a large square book
with plain black covers; Nicholas peeped into it, and, behold, it was full of
coloured pictures of birds. And such birds! In the garden, and in the lanes
when he went for a walk, Nicholas came across a few birds, of which the
largest were an occasional magpie or wood-pigeons here were herons and
bustards, kites, toucans, tiger-bitterns, brush turkeys, ibises, golden pheas-
ants, a whole portrait gallery of undreamed-of creatures. And as he was
admiring the colouring of the mandarin duck and assigning a life-history
to it, the voice of his aunt in shrill vociferation of his name came from the
gooseberry garden without. She had grown suspicious at his long disap-
pearance, and had leapt to the conclusion that he had climbed over the
wall behind the sheltering screen of the lilac bushes: she was now engaged
in energetic and rather hopeless search for him among the artichokes and
raspberry canes.

“Nicholas, Nicholas!” she screamed, “you are to come out of this at
once. It’s no use trying to hide there; I can see you all the time.”

It was probably the first time for twenty years that anyone had smiled in
that lumber-room.

Presently the angry repetitions of Nicholas’s name gave way to a shriek,
and a cry for somebody to come quickly. Nicholas shut the book, restored it
carefully to its place in a corner, and shook some dust from a neighbouring
pile of newspapers over it. Then he crept from the room, locked the door,
and replaced the key exactly where he had found it. His aunt was still calling
his name when he sauntered into the front garden.

“Who’s calling?” he asked.

“Me,” came the answer from the other side of the wall; “didn’t you hear
me? I've been looking for you in the gooseberry garden, and I’ve slipped
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into the rain-water tank. Luckily there’s no water in it, but the sides are slip-
pery and I can’t get out. Fetch the little ladder from under the cherry tree.”

“I was told I wasn’t to go into the gooseberry garden,” said Nicholas
promptly.

“I told you not to, and now I tell you that you may,” came the voice from
the rain-water tank, rather impatiently.

“Your voice doesn’t sound like aunt’s,” objected Nicholas; “you may
be the Evil One tempting me to be disobedient. Aunt often tells me that
the Evil One tempts me and that I always yield. This time I’m not going to
yield.”

“Don’t talk nonsense,” said the prisoner in the tank; “go and fetch the
ladder.”

“Will there be strawberry jam for tea?” asked Nicholas innocently.

“Certainly there will be,” said the aunt, privately resolving that Nicholas
should have none of it.

“Now I know that you are the Evil One and not aunt,” shouted Nicholas
gleefully; “when we asked aunt for strawberry jam yesterday she said there
wasn’t any. I know there are four jars of it in the store cupboard, because I
looked, and of course you know it’s there, but she doesn’t, because she said
there wasn’t any. Oh, Devil, you have sold yourself!”

There was an unusual sense of luxury in being able to talk to an aunt as
though one was talking to the Evil One, but Nicholas knew, with childish
discernment that such luxuries were not to be over-indulged in. He walked
noisily away, and it was a kitchenmaid, in search of parsley, who eventually
rescued the aunt from the rain-water tank. Tea that evening was partaken of
in a fearsome silence. The tide had been at its highest when the children had
arrived at Jagborough Cove, so there had been no sands to play on a circum-
stance that the aunt had overlooked in the haste of organising her punitive
expedition. The tightness of Bobby’s boots had had a disastrous effect on his
temper the whole of the afternoon, and altogether the children could not
have been said to have enjoyed themselves. The aunt maintained the frozen
muteness of one who has suffered undignified and unmerited detention in a
rain-water tank for thirty-five minutes. As for Nicholas, he, too, was silent,
in the absorption of one who has much to think about; it was just possible,
he considered, that the huntsman would escape with his hounds while the
wolves feasted on the stricken stag.
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A SIS

Tasks

Be ready to speak about the author of the story.

. Transcribe and translate into Ukrainian the following words. Use them

in sentences of your own.

Disgraceful, to forfeit, rigorously, elation, obstinacy, trivial, sentry-duty,
quaint, tapestry, to saunter, disobedient.

Paraphrase the following word combinations and use them in the situa-
tions from the text:

to be in disgrace; unwarranted stretch of imagination; flawlessness of the
reasoning; to fortify one’s suspicions; unauthorized intrusion; to come
up to one’s expectations; things for the eye to feast on; to be simple if
interesting; to be in a tight corner; to claim one’s instant attention; pu-
nitive expedition, undignified and unmerited detention.

Answer the questions to the text.

1) What kind of boy was Nicholas? Why was he in disgrace?

2) Why did Nicholas have no intention to join the expedition? What was
his plan?

3) What kind of person was Nicholas’ aunt? How did she treat the chil-
dren?

4) What did Nicholas see in the Lumber Room? What impressed him
most?

5) What happened to his aunt and what was Nicholas’ reaction?

6) Why didn’t the children enjoy themselves during the expedition?

7) What did Nicholas have to think about after visiting the Lumber Room?
Write a summary of the story.

What narrative techniques does the author use?

Dwell on the composition of the story.

What does the title of the story imply?

What stylistic devices does the author employ to portray Nicholas’ rich
imagination?

10. How is the aunt represented in the story? What is the author’s attitude to

her? What stylistic devices does he use to characterize her?

11. Put down the words and word combinations with negative meaning.

Comment upon their use in the context.

12. Find in the story examples of periphrasis, root repetition, allusion, zeu-

gma, polysyndeton, framing. What are they aimed at?

13. What is the message of the story? What does the Lumber room symbolize?
14. Retell the story with elements of stylistic analysis.
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UNIT VIII

David Herbert Lawrence

The Rocking Horse Winner

There was a woman who was beautiful, who started with all the advan-
tages, yet she had no luck. She married for love, and the love turned to dust.
She had bonny children, yet she felt they had been thrust upon her, and she
could not love them. They looked at her coldly, as if they were finding fault
with her. And hurriedly she felt she must cover up some fault in herself. Yet
what it was that she must cover up she never knew. Nevertheless, when her
children were present, she always felt the centre of her heart go hard. This
troubled her, and in her manner she was all the more gentle and anxious for
her children, as if she loved them very much. Only she herself knew that at
the centre of her heart was a hard little place that could not feel love, no, not
for anybody. Everybody else said of her: “She is such a good mother. She
adores her children.” Only she herself, and her children themselves, knew it
was not so. They read it in each other’s eyes.

There were a boy and two little girls. They lived in a pleasant house,
with a garden, and they had discreet servants, and felt themselves superior
to anyone in the neighbourhood.

Although they lived in style, they felt always an anxiety in the house.
There was never enough money. The mother had a small income, and the fa-
ther had a small income, but not nearly enough for the social position which
they had to keep up. The father went in to town to some office. But though he
had good prospects, these prospects never materialized. There was always the
grinding sense of the shortage of money, though the style was always kept up.

At last the mother said: “I will see if I can’t make something.” But she
did not know where to begin. She racked her brains, and tried this thing and
the other, but could not find anything successful. The failure made deep
lines come into her face. Her children were growing up, they would have to
g0 to school. There must be more money, there must be more money. The
father, who was always very handsome and expensive in his tastes, seemed as
if he never would be able to do anything worth doing. And the mother, who
had a great belief in herself, did not succeed any better, and her tastes were
just as expensive.
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And so the house came to be haunted by the unspoken phrase: There
must be more money! There must be more money! The children could hear
it at Christmas, when the expensive and splendid toys filled the nursery. Be-
hind the shining modern rocking-horse, behind the smart doll’s-house, a
voice would start whispering: “There must be more money! There must be
more money!”

It came whispering from the springs of the still-swaying rocking-horse,
and even the horse, bending his wooden, champing head, heard it. The big
doll, sitting so pink and smirking in her new pram, could hear it quite plain-
ly, and seemed to be smirking all the more self-consciously because of it.
The foolish puppy, too, that took the place of the teddy-bear, he was looking
so extraordinarily foolish for no other reason but that he heard the secret
whisper all over the house: “There must be more money!”

Yet nobody ever said it aloud. The whisper was everywhere, and there-
fore no one spoke it. Just as no one ever says: “We are breathing!” in spite of
the fact that breath is coming and going all the time.

“Mother,” said the boy Paul one day, “why don’t we keep a car of our
own? Why do we always use uncle’s or else a taxi?”

“Because we’re the poor members of the family,” said the mother.

“But why are we, mother?”

“Well — I suppose,” she said slowly and bitterly, “it’s because your father
has no luck.”

The boy was silent for some time.

“Is luck money, mother?” he asked, rather timidly.

“No, Paul. Not quite. It’s what causes you to have money.”

“Oh!” said Paul vaguely. “I thought when Uncle Oscar said filthy lucki-
er, it meant money.”

“Filthy lucre does mean money,” said the mother, “But it’s lucre, not
luck.”

“Oh!” said the boy. “Then what is luck, mother?”

“It’s what causes you to have money. If you’re lucky you have money.
That’s why it’s better to be born lucky than rich. If you’re rich, you may lose
your money. But if you’re lucky, you will always get more money.”

“Oh! Will you? And is father not lucky?”

“Very unlucky, I should say,” she said bitterly.

The boy watched her with unsure eyes.

“Why?” he asked.

“I don’t know. Nobody ever knows why one person is lucky and another
unlucky.”
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“Don’t they? Nobody at all? Does nobody know?”

“Perhaps God. But He never tells.”

“He ought to, then. And aren’t you lucky either, mother?”

“I can’t be, if I married an unlucky husband.”

“But by yourself, aren’t you?”

“I used to think I was, before I married. Now I think I am very unlucky
indeed.”

“Why?”

“Well — never mind! Perhaps I’m not really,” she said.

The child looked at her, to see if she meant it. But he saw, by the lines of
her mouth, that she was only trying to hide something from him.

“Well, anyhow,” he said stoutly, “I’'m a lucky person.”

“Why?” said his mother, with a sudden laugh.

He stared at her. He didn’t even know why he had said it.

“God told me,” he asserted, brazening it out.

“I hope He did, dear!”

“He did, mother!”

“Excellent!” said the mother, using one of her husband’s exclamations.

The boy saw she did not believe him; or, rather, that she paid no atten-
tion to his assertion. This angered him somewhat, and made him want to
compel her attention.

He went off by himself, vaguely, in a childish way, seeking for the clue to
“luck.” Absorbed, taking no heed of other people, he went about with a sort
of stealth, seeking inwardly for luck. He wanted luck, he wanted it, he want-
ed it. When the two girls were playing dolls in the nursery, he would sit on his
big rocking-horse, charging madly into space, with a frenzy that made the
little girls peer at him uneasily. Wildly the horse careered, the waving dark
hair of the boy tossed, his eyes had a strange glare in them. The little girls
dared not speak to him.

When he had ridden to the end of his mad little journey, he climbed
down and stood in front of his rocking-horse, staring fixedly into its lowered
face. Its red mouth was slightly open, its big eye was wide and glassy-bright.

“Now!” he would silent command the snorting steed, “Now, take me to
where there is luck! Now take me!

And he would slash the horse on the neck with the little whip he had
asked Uncle Oscar for. He knew the horse could take him to where there was
luck, if only he forced it. So he would mount again, and start on his furious
ride, hoping at last to get there. He knew he could get there.

“You’ll break your horse, Paul!” said the nurse.
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“He always riding like that! I wish he’d leave off!” said his elder sister
Joan.

But he only glared down on them in silence. Nurse gave him up. She
could make nothing of him. Anyhow he was growing beyond her.

One day his mother and his Uncle Oscar came in when he was on one of
his furious rides. He did not speak to them.

“Hallo, you young jockey! Riding a winner?” said his uncle.

“Aren’t you growing too big for a rocking-horse? You’re not a very little
boy any longer, you know,” said his mother.

But Paul only gave a blue glare from his big, rather close-set eyes. He
would speak to nobody when he was in full tilt. His mother watched him
with an anxious expression on her face.

At last he suddenly stopped forcing his horse into the mechanical gallop,
and slid down.

“Well, I got there!” he announced fiercely, his blue eyes still flaring, and
his sturdy long legs straddling apart.

“Where did you get to?” asked his mother.

“Where I wanted to go,” he flared back at her.

“That’s right, son! “ said Uncle Oscar. “Don’t you stop till you get there.
What’s the horse’s name?”

“He doesn’t have a name,” said the boy.

“Gets on without all right?” asked the uncle.

“Well, he has different names. He was called Sansovino last week.”

“Sansovino, eh? Won the Ascot. How did you know his name?”

“He always talks about horse-races with Bassett,” said Joan.

The uncle was delighted to find that his small nephew was posted with all
the racing news. Bassett, the young gardener, who had been wounded in the
left foot in the war and got his present job through Oscar Cresswell, whose
batman he had been, was a perfect blade of the “turf.” He lived in the racing
events, and the small boy lived with him.

Oscar Cresswell got it all from Bassett.

“Master Paul comes and asks me, so I can’t do more than tell him, sir,”
said Bassett, his face terribly serious, as if he were speaking of religious mat-
ters.

“And does he ever put anything on a horse he fancies?”

“Well — I don’t want to give him away — he’s a young sport, a fine sport,
sir. Would you mind asking him himself? He sort of takes a pleasure in it,
and perhaps he’d feel I was giving him away, sir, if you don’t mind.”

Bassett was serious as a church.
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The uncle went back to his nephew, and took him off for a ride in the car.

“Say, Paul, old man, do you ever put anything on a horse?” the uncle
asked.

The boy watched the handsome man closely.

“Why, do you think I oughtn’t to?” he parried.

“Not a bit of it! I thought perhaps you might give me a tip for the Lin-
coln.”

The car sped on into the country, going down to Uncle Oscar’s place in
Hampshire.

“Honour bright?” said the nephew.

“Honour bright, son!” said the uncle.

“Well, then, Daffodil.”

“Daffodil! I doubt it, sonny. What about Mirza?”

“I only know the winner,” said the boy. “That’s Daffodil.”

“Daffodil, eh?”

There was a pause. Daffodil was an obscure horse comparatively.

“Uncle!”

“Yes, son?”

“You won’t let it go any further, will you? I promised Basset.”

“Bassett be damned, old man! What’s he got to do with it?”

“We’re partners. We’ve been partners from the first, Uncle, he lent me
my first five shillings, which I lost. I promised him, honour bright, it was
only between me and him; only you gave me that ten-shilling note I started
winning with, so I thought you were lucky. You won’t let it go any further,
will you?”

The boy gazed at his uncle from those big, hot, blue eyes, set rather close
together. The uncle stirred and laughed uneasily.

“Right you are, son! I'll keep your tip private. Daffodil, eh? How much
are you putting on him?”

“All except twenty pounds,” said the boy. “I keep that in reserve.”

The uncle thought it a good joke.

“You keep twenty pounds in reserve, do you, you young romancer? What
are you betting, then?”

“I’m betting three hundred,” said the boy gravely. “But it’s between you
and me, Uncle Oscar ! Honour bright?”

The uncle burst into a roar of laughter.

“It’s between you and me all right, you young Nat Gould,” he said,
laughing. “But where’s your three hundred?”

“Bassett keeps it for me. We’re partners.”
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“You are, are you! And what is Bassett putting on Daffodil?”

“He won’t go quite as high as I do, I expect. Perhaps he’ll go a hundred
and fifty.”

“What, pennies?” laughed the uncle.

“Pounds,” said the child, with a surprised look at his uncle. “Bassett
keeps a bigger reserve than I do.”

Between wonder and amusement Uncle Oscar was silent. He pursued
the matter no further, but he determined to take his nephew with him to the
Lincoln races.

“Now, son,” he said, “I’m putting twenty on Mirza, and I’ll put five for
you on any horse you fancy. “What’s your pick?

“Daffodil, uncle.”

“No, not the fiver on Daffodil!”

“I should if it was my own fiver,” said the child.

“Good! Good! Right you are! A fiver for me and a fiver for you on Daf-
fodil.”

The child had never been to a race-meeting before, and his eyes were
blue fire. He pursed his mouth tight, and watched. A Frenchman just in
front had put his money on Lancelot. Wild with excitement, he flayed his
arms up and down, yelling “Lancelot! Lancelot! “in his French accent.

Daffodil came in first, Lancelot second, Mirza third.

The child, flushed and with eyes blazing, was curiously serene. His uncle
brought him four five-pound notes, four to one.

“What am I do with these?” he cried, waving them before the boy’s eyes.

“I suppose we’ll talk to Bassett,” said the boy. “I expect I have fifteen
hundred now; and twenty in reserve; and this twenty.”

His uncle studied him for some moments.

“Look here, son!” he said. “You’re not serious about Bassett and that
fifteen hundred, are you?”

“Yes, I am. But it’s between you and me, uncle. Honour bright! “

“Honour bright all right, son! But I must talk to Bassett.”

“Ifyou’d like to be a partner, uncle, with Bassett and me, we could all be
partners. Only, you’d have to promise, honour bright, uncle, not to let it go
beyond us three. Bassett and I are lucky, and you must be lucky, because it
was your ten shillings I started winning with...”

Uncle Oscar took both Bassett and Paul into Richmond Park for an af-
ternoon, and there they talked.

“It’s like this, you see, sir, “Master Paul would get me talking about
racing events, spinning yarns, you know, sir. And he was always keen on
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knowing if I’d made or if I’d lost. It’s about a year since, now, that I put five
shilling on Blush of Dawn for him — and we lost. Then the luck turned, with
that ten shillings he had from you, that we put on Singhalese. And since that
time, it’s been pretty steady, all things considering. What do you say, Master
Paul?”

“We’re all right when we’re sure,” said Paul. “It’s when we’re not quite
so sure that we go down.”

“Oh, but we’re careful then,” said Bassett.

“But when are you sure?” smiled Uncle Oscar.

“It’s Master Paul, sir,” said Bassett in a secret, religious voice. “It’s as if
he had it from heaven. Like Daffodil, now, for the Lincoln. That was as sure
as eggs.”

“Did you put anything on Daffodil?” asked Oscar Cresswell.

“Yes, sir. | made my bit.”

“And my nephew?”

Bassett was obstinately silent, looking at Paul.

“I made twelve hundred, didn’t I, Basset? I told uncle I was putting three
hundred on Daffodil.”

“That’s right,” said Bassett, nodding.

“But where’s the money?” asked the uncle.

“I keep it safe locked up, sir. Master Paul he can have it any minute he
likes to ask for it.”

“What, fifteen hundred pounds?”

“And twenty! And forty, that is, with the twenty he made on the course.”

“It’s amazing! “ said the uncle.

“If Master Paul offers you to be partners, sir, I would, if I were you; if
you’ll excuse me,” said Bassett.

Oscar Cresswell thought about it.

“I’ll see the money,” he said.

They drove home again, and sure enough, Bassett came round to the
garden-house with fifteen hundred pounds in notes. The twenty pounds re-
serve was left with Joe Glee, in the Turf Commission deposit.

“You see, it’s all right, uncle, when I’m sure! Then we go strong, for all
we’re worth. Don’t we Bassett?”

“We do that, Master Paul.”

“And when are you sure?” said the uncle, laughing.

“Oh, well, sometimes I’'m absolutely sure, like about Daffodil, said the
boy; “and sometimes I have an idea; and sometime I haven’t even an idea,
have 1, Basset? Then we’re careful, because we mostly go down.”
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“You do, do you! And when you’re sure, like about Daffodil, what makes
you sure, sonny?”

“Oh, well, I don’t know,” said the boy uneasily. “I’m sure, you know,
uncle; that’s all.”

“It’s as if he had it from heaven, sir,” Bassett reiterated.

“I should say so!” said his uncle.

But he became a partner. And when the Leger was coming on, Paul was
“sure” about Lively Spark, which was a quite inconsiderable horse. The boy
insisted on putting a thousand on the horse, Bassett went for five hundred,
and Oscar Cresswell two hundred. Lively Spark came in first, and the betting
had been ten to one against him, Paul had made ten thousand.

“You see,” he said, “I was absolutely sure of him.”

Even Oscar Cresswell had cleared two thousand.

“Look here, son,” he said, “this sort of thing makes me nervous.”

“It needn’t, uncle! Perhaps I shan’t be sure again for a long time.”

“But what are you going to do with your money?” asked the uncle.

“Of course,” said the boy, “I started it for mother. She said she had no
luck, because father is unlucky, so I thought if I was lucky, it might stop
whispering.”

“What might stop whispering?”

“Qur house. I hate our house for whispering.”

“What does it whisper?”

“Why — why” — the boy fidgeted — “why, I don’t know. But it’s always
short of money, you know, uncle.”

“] know it son, I know it.”

“You know people send mother writs, don’t you, uncle?”

“I’m afraid I do,” said the uncle.

“And then the house whispers, like people laughing at you behind your
back. It’s awful, that is! I thought if I was lucky...”

“You might stop it,” added the uncle.

The boy watched him with big blue eyes, that had an uncanny cold fire
in them, and he said never a word.

“Well, then!” said the uncle. “What are we doing?”

“I shouldn’t like mother to know I was lucky, said the boy.

“Why not, son?”

“She’d stop me.”

“I don’t think she would.”

“Oh! “ — and the boy writhed in and odd way — “I don’t want her to
know, uncle.”
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“All right, son! We’ll manage it without her knowing.”

They managed it very easily. Paul, at the other’s suggestion, handed over
five thousand pounds to his uncle, who deposited it with the family lawyer,
who was then to inform Paul’s mother that a relative had put five thousand
pounds into his hands, which sum was to be paid out a thousand pounds at
a time, on the mother’s birthday, for the next five years.

“So she’ll have a birthday present of a thousand pounds for five succes-
sive years,” said Uncle Oscar. “I hope it won’t make it all the harder for her
later.”

Paul’s mother had her birthday in November. “The house had been
“whispering” worse than ever lately, and, even in spite of his luck, Paul
could not bear up against it. He was very anxious to see the effect of the
birthday letter, telling his mother about the thousand pounds.

When there were no visitors, Paul now took his meals with his parents, as
he was beyond the nursery control. His mother went into town nearly every
day. She had discovered that she had an odd knack of sketching furs and
dress materials, so she worked secretly in the studio of a friend who was the
chief “artist” for the leading drapers. She drew the figures of ladies in furs
and ladies in silk and sequins for the newspaper advertisements. This young
woman artist earned several thousand pounds a year, but Paul’s mother only
made several hundred, and she was again dissatisfied. She so wanted to be
first in something, and she did not succeed, even in making sketches for
drapery advertisements.

She was down to breakfast on the morning of her birthday. Paul watched
her face as she read her letters. He knew the lawyer’s letter. As his mother
read it, her face hardened and became more expressionless. Then a cold,
determined look came on her mouth. She hid the letter under the pile of
others, and said not a word about it.

“Didn’t you have anything nice in the post for your birthday, mother?”
said Paul.

“Quite moderately nice,” she said, her voice cold and absent.

She went away to town without saying more. But in the afternoon Uncle
Oscar appeared. He said Paul’s mother had had a long interview with the
lawyer, asking if the whole five thousand could not be advanced at once, as
she was in debt.

“What do you think, uncle?” said the boy.

“I leave it to you, son.”

“Oh, let her have it, then! We can get some more with the other,” said
the boy.
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“A bird in the hand is worth two in the bush, laddie! “said Uncle Oscar.

“But I’'m sure to know for the Grand National; or the Lincolnshire; or
else the Derby. I’'m sure to know for one of them,” said Paul.

So Uncle Oscar signed the agreement, and Paul’s mother touched the
whole five thousand. Then something very curious happened. The voices
in the house suddenly went mad, like a chorus of frogs on a spring evening.
There were certain new furnishings, and Paul had a tutor. He was really go-
ing to Eton, his father’s school, in the following autumn. There were flowers
in the winter, and a blossoming of the luxury Paul’s mother had been used
to. And yet the voices in the house, behind the sprays of mimosa and almond
blossom, and from under the piles of iridescent cushions, simply trilled
and screamed in a sort of ecstasy: “There must be more money! Oh-h-h;
there must be more money. Oh, now, now-w ! Now-w-w — there must be
more money! - more than ever! More than ever! “

It frightened Paul terribly. He studied away at his Latin and Greek with
his tutors. But his intense hours were spent with Bassett. The Grand Na-
tional had gone by: he had not “known,” and had lost a hundred pounds.
Summer was at hand. He was in agony for the Lincoln. But even for the
Lincoln he didn’t “know,” and he lost fifty pounds. He became wild-eyed
and strange, as if something were going to explode in him.

“Let it alone, son! Don’t you bother about it! “urged Uncle Oscar. But it
was as if the boy couldn’t really hear what his uncle was saying.

“I’ve got to know for the Derby! I’ve got to know for the Derby! “the
child reiterated, his big blue eyes blazing with a sort of madness.

His mother noticed how overwrought he was.

“You’d better go the seaside. Wouldn’t you like to go now to the seaside,
instead of waiting? I think you’d better,” she said, looking down at him anx-
iously, her heart curiously heavy because of him.

But the child lifted his uncanny blue eyes.

“I couldn’t possibly go before the Derby, mother!” he said. “I couldn’t
possibly!”

“Why not?” she said, her voice becoming heavy when she was opposed.
“Why not? You can still go from the seaside to see the Derby with your Un-
cle Oscar, if that’s what you wish. No need for you to wait here. Besides, |
think you care too much about these races. It’s a bad sign. My family has
been a gambling family, and you won’t know till you grow up how much
damage it has done. But it has done damage. I shall have to send Bassett
away, and ask Uncle Oscar not to talk racing to you unless you promise to be
reasonable about it; go away to the seaside and forget it. You’re all nerves!
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“I’ll do what you like, mother, so long as you don’t send me away till
after the Derby,” the boy said.

“Send you away from where? Just from this house?”

“Yes,” he said gazing at her.

“Why, you curious child, what makes you care about this house so much,
suddenly? I never knew you loved it.”

He gazed at her without speaking. He had a secret within a secret, some-
thing he had not divulged, even to Bassett or to his Uncle Oscar.

But his mother, after standing undecided and a little bit sullen for some
moments, said:

“Very well, then! Don’t go to the seaside till after the Derby, if you don’t
wish it. But promise me you won’t let your nerves go to pieces. Promise you
won’t think so much about horse-racing and events, as you call them!

“Oh, no,” said the boy casually. “I won’t think much about them, moth-
er. You needn’t worry. I wouldn’t worry, mother, if I were you.”

“If you were me and I were you,” said his mother, “I wonder what
we should do!”

“But you know you needn’t worry, mother, don’t you?” the boy repeat-
ed.

“I should be awfully glad to know it,” she said wearily.

“Oh, well, you can, you know. I mean, you ought to know you needn’t
worry,” he insisted.

“Ought 1? Then I'll see about it,” she said.

Paul’s secret of secrets was his wooden horse, that which had no name.
Since he was emancipated from a nurse and a nursery-governess, he had
had his rocking-horse removed to his own bedroom at the top of the house.

“Surely, you’re too big for a rocking-horse!” his mother had remonstrat-
ed.

“Well, you see, mother, till I can have a real horse, I like to have some sort
of animal about.” Had been his quaint answer.

“Do you feel he keeps you company?” she laughed.

“Oh, yes! He’s very good, he always keeps me company, when I'm
there,” said Paul.

So the horse, rather shabby, stood in an arrested prance in the boy’s bed-
room.

The Derby was drawing near, and the boy grew more and more tense. He
hardly heard what was spoken to him, he was very frail, and his eyes were
really uncanny. His mother had sudden strange seizures of uneasiness about
him. Sometimes, for half-an-hour, she would feel a sudden anxiety about
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him that was almost anguish. She wanted to rush to him at once, and know
he was safe.

Two nights before the Derby, she was at a big party in town, when one
of her rushes of anxiety about her boy, her first-born, gripped her heart
till she could hardly speak. She fought with the feeling, might and main,
for she believed in common-sense. But it was too strong. She had to leave
the dance and go downstairs to telephone to the country. The children’s
nursery-governess was terribly surprised and startled at being rung up in
the night.

“Are the children all right, Miss Wilmot?”

“Oh, yes, they are quite all right.”

“Master Paul? Is he all right?”

“He went to bed as right as a trivet. Shall I run up and look at him?”

“No,” said Paul’s mother reluctantly. “No! Don’t trouble. It’s all right.
Don’t sit up. We shall be home fairly soon.” She did not want her son’s pri-
vacy intruded upon.

“Very good,” said the governess.

It was about one o’clock when Paul’s mother and father drove up to their
house. All was still. Paul’s mother went to her room and slipped off her white
fur cloak. She had told her maid not to wait up for her. She heard her hus-
band downstairs, mixing a whisky-and-soda.

And then, because of the strange anxiety at her heart, she stole upstairs
to her son’s room. Noiselessly she went along the upper corridor. Was there
a faint noise? What was it?

She stood, with arrested muscles, outside his door, listening. There was a
strange, heavy, and yet not loud noise. Her heart stood still. It was a sound-
less noise, yet rushing and powerful. Something huge, in violent, hushed
motion. What was it? What in God’s name was it? She ought to know. She
felt that she knew the noise. She knew what it was.

Yet she could not place it. She couldn’t say what it was. And on and on
it went, like a madness.

Softly, frozen with anxiety and fear, she turned the door-handle.

The room was dark. Yet in the space near the window, she heard and saw
something plunging to and fro. She gazed in fear and amazement.

Then suddenly she switched on the light, and saw her son, in his green
pyjamas, madly surging on the rocking-horse. The blaze of light suddenly lit
him up, as he urged the wooden horse, and lit her up, as she stood, blonde,
in her dress of pale green and crystal, in the doorway.

“Paul!” she cried. “Whatever are you doing?”
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“It’s Malabar!” he screamed, in a powerful, strange voice. “It’s Mala-
bar!”

His eyes blazed at her for one strange and senseless second, as he ceased
urging his wooden horse. Then he fell with a crash to the ground, and she,
all her tormented motherhood flooding upon her, rushed to gather him up.

But he was unconscious, and unconscious he remained, with some
brain-fever. He talked and tossed, and his mother sat stonily by his side.

“Malabar! It’s Malabar! Bassett, Bassett, I know! It’s Malabar! “

So the child cried, trying to get up and urge the rocking-horse that gave
him his inspiration.

“What does he mean by Malabar?” asked the heart-frozen mother.

“I don’t know,” said the father stonily.

“What does he mean by Malabar?” she asked her brother Oscar.

“It’s one of the horses running for the Derby,” was the answer.

And, in spite of himself, Oscar Cresswell spoke to Basset, and himself
put a thousand on Malabar: at fourteen to one.

The third day of the illness was critical: they were waiting for a change. The
boy, with his rather long, curly hair, was tossing ceaselessly on the pillow. He
neither slept nor regained consciousness, and his eyes were like blue stones.
His mother sat, feeling her heart had gone, turned actually into a stone.

In the evening, Oscar Cresswell did not come, but Bassett sent a mes-
sage, saying could he come up for one moment, just one moment? Paul’s
mother was very angry at the intrusion, but on second thought she agreed.
The boy was the same. Perhaps Bassett might bring him to consciousness.

The gardener, a shortish fellow with a little brown moustache, and sharp
little brown eyes, tiptoed into the room, touched his imaginary cap to Paul’s
mother, and stole to the bedside, staring with glittering, smallish eyes, at the
tossing, dying child.

“Master Paul!” he whispered. “Master Paul! Malabar came in first all
right, a clean win. I did as you told me. You’ve made over seventy thousand
pounds, you have; you’ve got over eighty thousand. Malabar came in all
right, Master Paul.”

“Malabar! Malabar! Did I say Malabar, mother? Did I say Malabar? Do
you think I’'m lucky, mother? I knew Malabar, didn’t I? Over eighty thou-
sand pounds! I call that lucky, don’t you, mother? Over eighty thousand
pounds! I knew, didn’t I know I knew? Malabar came in all right. If I ride
my horse till I’'m sure, then I tell you, Bassett, you can go as high as you like.
Did you go for all you were worth, Bassett?”

I went a thousand on it, Master Paul.”
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“I never told you, mother, that if I can ride my horse, and get there,
then I’m absolutely sure — oh, absolutely! Mother, did I ever tell you?
I am lucky! “

“No, you never did,” said the mother.

But the boy died in the night.

And even as he lay dead, his mother heard her brother’s voice saying to
her:

“My God, Hester, you’re eighty-thousand to the good, and a poor devil
of a son to the bad. But, poor devil, poor devil, he’s best gone out of a life
where he rides his rocking-horse to find a winner.

Tasks

1. Be ready to speak about the author of the story.

2. Transcribe and translate into Ukrainian the following words. Use them
in sentences of your own.
Thrust, superior, anxiety, grinding, expensive, to haunt, shortage, ex-
traordinary, self- consciously, lucre, to assert, furious, sequins, deter-
mined, furnishings, luxury, almond-blossom, iridescent, gambling, to
divulge, sullen, seizures, anguish, to intrude.

3. Paraphrase the following word combinations and use them in the situa-
tions from the text:
to marry for love; find fault with; to keep up smth; to rack one’s brains; to
be haunted by smth; to mean smth; to braise smth out; to compel one’s
attention; to change into space; to make nothing of smb, to be anxious
to do smth; to be beyond the nursery control; to study away at smth; to
care too much about smth; to keep up the company; to be drawing near;
to grip one’s heart; to be emancipated from smb.

4. Answer the questions to the text.
1) What kind of woman was the mother? What did she feel?
2) What anxiety was there in the house? What phrase haunted every-
body?
3) What was better to be rich or to be lucky in the mother’s opinion?
4) How did the mother explain to her son what “luck” meant? Who was
unlucky and why?
5) Why was the boy determined to be lucky? What did he do for that?
6) What are the main characters in the story? How can you characterize
them?
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9.

7) In what way did Paul’s mother try to earn money? Why didn’t she
succeed?

8) What present did Paul prepare for his mother? Did she know about it?
9) How did the life of the family change when the money turned up?
10) Why didn’t the voices in the house calm down? Did it frighten Paul?
11) What was Paul determined to do?

12) Why did Paul’s mother want him to be sent away?

13) What “secret within a secret” did Paul have?

14) What made Paul rock his horse so violently before the Derby?

15) What did Paul’s mother see when she entered the room?

16) What was the price of the boy being lucky?

. Give a summary of the story.

What type of narrative is used in the story?

. Dwell on the composition of the story.
. Explain what is meant by the phrase “secret within a secret”.

In what part of the story does gradation take place?

10. What is the message of the text? Dwell on its main idea.
11. Speak on the role of repetition in the story.
12. What stylistic devices are made use of to recreate the emotional atmo-

sphere in the story?

13. What linguistic means are employed to characterize the mother and her

son?

14. Comment on the examples of personification, metaphors, metonymy,

similes and epithets in the story. Why does the author resort to them?

15. Read, translate and retell the passages with elements of stylistic analysis,
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P. 56—59:

“There was a woman who was beautiful... <...>...Nurse gave him up. She
could make nothing of him”.

P. 64—67:

“Paul’s mother had her birthday in November... <...> as she stood, blonde,
in her dress of pale green and crystal, in the doorway”.



UNIT IX

Nickolas Monsarrat

The Dinner Party

There are still some rich people in the world; and there were very many
more some decades ago.

Many of them lead lives of particular pleasure; commanding the finest
artists to play and sing exactly what they wish to hear, and eating and drink-
ing precisely what they want.

But rich people have their problems too. They are seldom problems of
finance, since most rich people have sufficient sense to hire other people to
take care of their worries. But there are other problems. They are the prob-
lems of behaviour.

Let me tell you one such a problem, which beset my uncle Octavian
some decades ago.

At that time I myself was fifteen. My uncle Octavian was then a rich
man. He was a charming and accomplished host whose villa on the Cote
d’Azur was an accepted rendezvous of the great; and he was a hospitable,
contented, and most amiable man,— until one day in January.

There was nothing special about that day, in the life of my uncle Octa-
vian, except that it was his fifty-fifth birthday. As usual on such a day, he
was giving a dinner party, a party for twelve people. All of them were old
friends; two of them, indeed, were what were then called, unambiguously,
“old flames”.

I myself was deeply privileged. I was staying with my uncle at his villa
near Cap d’Antibes; and as a special concession on this happy day, I was
allowed to come down to dinner. It was exciting to me to be admitted to
such company, which included besides the two “old flames”, and their re-
spective husbands, a newspaper proprietor of exceptional intelligence and
his fabulous American wife; a recent prime-minister of France and a mon-
umental elder statesman of post-war Germany, and a Hubsburg prince and
princess.

Towards the end of a wonderful dinner when dessert had been brought
in and the servants had left, my uncle leant forward to admire a magnificent
solitaire diamond ring on the princess’s hand. She was a handsome woman,
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of regal bearing; I remember the candlelight flashing on, and within, the
canary-yellow stone as she turned her hand gracefully towards my uncle.

The newspaper proprietor leant across the table and said: “May I also
have a look?” She smiled and nodded. She took off the ring and held it out
to him.

“It was my grandmother’s — the old empress,” she said. “I have not
worn it for many years. It was said to have once belonged to Genghis Khan.”

There were exclamations of delight and admiration. The ring was passed
from hand to hand. For a moment it rested on my own palm, gleaming
splendidly with that wonderful interior yellow glow that such jewels can
command. Then I passed it on to my next-door neighbour.

As I turned away again, I thought I saw her pass it on. At last I was almost
sure I saw her. It was some twenty minutes later when the princess stood
up, giving the signal for the ladies to withdraw. She looked round us with a
pleasant smile. Then she said:

“Before we leave you, may I have my ring back?”

Then there was a pause, while each of us looked expectantly at his neigh-
bour. Then there was silence.

The princess was still smiling, though less easily. She was unused to
asking for things twice. “If you please,” she said, with a touch of hauteur.
“Then we can leave the gentlemen to their port.”

When no one answered her, and the silence continued, I still thought
that it could only be a practical joke, and that one of us — probably the
prince himself — would produce the ring with a laugh and a flourish, per-
haps chiding her for her carelessness. But when nothing happened at all, I
knew that the rest of the night would be dreadful.

I am sure that you can guess the sort of scene that followed. There was the
embarrassment, immediate and shattering, of the guest — all of them old and
valued friends. There was the freezing politeness of the prince, the near-tears
of the princess. There were the demands to be searched, the overturning of
chairs, the minute scrutiny of the carpet, and then of the whole room. There
was the fact that presently no one would meet anyone else’s eye.

All these things happened, but they did not bring the princess’s ring back
again. It had vanished — an irreplaceable heirdom, worth possible two hun-
dred thousand pounds — in a roomful of twelve people, all known to each
other.

No servants had entered the room. No one had left it for a moment. The
thief (for now it could only be theft) was one of us, one of my uncle Octavi-
an’s cherished friends.
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I remember it was the French cabinet minister who was most insistent on
being searched; indeed, in his excitement he had already started turning out
his pockets, before my uncle held up his arm and stopped him.

Uncle Octavian’s face was pale and tremendously tense as he had been
dealt a mortal blow. “There will be no searching,” he commanded. “Not
in my house. You are all my friends. The ring can only be lost. If it is not
found” — he bowed towards the princess — “I will naturally make amends
myself.”

The dreadful and fruitless search began again.

The ring was never found, though the guests stayed nearly till dawn —
unwilling to be the first to leave, wishing to comfort my uncle (who though
deadly calm was deeply stricken), and still hoping that, from the shambles
of the dining-room, the ring would somehow appear.

It never did appear, either then or later. My uncle Octavian, to the last,
remained true to his rigid code, and adamant that no one was to be searched.

I myself went back to England, and school, a few days later. I was very
glad to escape. The sight of my uncle’s face, and the knowledge of his over-
turned world, were more than I could bear. All that he was left with, among
the ruins of his way of life, was a question mark; which of his intimate friends
was the thief?

I do not know how, or on what scale, my uncle Octavian “made amends.”
I know that he never returned to his lonely house near Cap d’Antibes, and
that he remained a recluse for the rest of his days. I know that, to our family
surprise, he was a comparatively poor man when he died. He died, in fact, a
few weeks ago, and that is why I feel I can tell the story.

It would be wrong to say that he died a broken man, but he did die a pro-
foundly sad one, with the special sadness of a hospitable host who never gave
a single lunch or dinner-party for the last thirty years of his life.

Tasks

1. What do you know about the author of the story?

2. Transcribe and translate into Ukrainian the following words. Use them
in sentences of your own.
Unambiguously, concession, proprietor, magnificent, gracefully, fabu-
lous, to withdraw, to vanish, embarrassment, scrutiny, shambles, ada-
mant.

3. Paraphrase and use in the situations from the text:
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9.

10.
11.

74

to beset smb; of regal bearing; with a touch of hauteur; to chide smb for
smth; to be dealt a mortal blow; irreplaceable heirdom; to make amends;
to remain true to smth; to hold up one’s arm; to remain a recluse.
Answer the questions to the text:

1) What problems do rich people have?

2) What kind of man was uncle Octavian?

3) In what way did he want to celebrate his fifty-fifth birthday?

4) What is meant by “old flames”?

5) Who was present at the party?

6) What happened toward the end of the party?

7) Why is it stressed many times in the text that the guests were close
valuable friends?

8) How did uncle Octavian’s life change after his fifty-fifth birthday par-
ty?

9) What is the internal and external conflict of the story?

Write a summary of the text.

Who is the narrator of the story?

What is the composition of the story? How many structural parts can the
text be divided into? Find the beginning and last sentences of each part.
Find the epithets used to describe

1) the guests; 2) the ring; 3) uncle Octavian.

What stylistic devices are used to express the growing anxiety among the
guests?

What is the message of the text?

Retell the text with elements of stylistic analysis.



UNIT X

Ernest Hemingway
Hills Like White Elephants

The hills across the valley of the Ebro were long and white. On this side
there was no shade and no trees and the station was between two lines of rails
in the sun. Close against the side of the station there was the warm shadow
of the building and a curtain, made of strings of bamboo beads, hung across
the open door into the bar, to keep out flies. The American and the girl with
him sat at a table in the shade, outside the building. It was very hot and
the express from Barcelona would come in forty minutes. It stopped at this
junction for two minutes and went on to Madrid.

“What should we drink?” the girl asked. She had taken off her hat and
put it on the table.

“It’s pretty hot,” the man said.

“Let’s drink beer.”

“Dos cervezas,” the man said into the curtain.

“Big ones?” a woman asked from the doorway.

“Yes. Two big ones.”

The woman brought two glasses of beer and two felt pads. She put the felt
pads and the beer glasses on the table and looked at the man and the girl.
The girl was looking off at the line of hills. They were white in the sun and
the country was brown and dry.

“They look like white elephants,” she said.

“I’ve never seen one,” the man drank his beer.

“No, you wouldn’t have.”

“I might have,” the man said. “Just because you say I wouldn’t have
doesn’t prove anything.”

The girl looked at the bead curtain. “They’ve painted something on it,”
she said. “What does it say?”

“Anis del Toro. It’s a drink.”

“Could we try it?”

The man called “Listen” through the curtain. The woman came out
from the bar.

“Four reales.”
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“We want two Anis del Toro.”

“With water?”

“Do you want it with water?”

“I don’t know,” the girl said. “Is it good with water?”

“It’s all right.”

“You want them with water?” asked the woman.

“Yes, with water.”

“It tastes like licorice,” the girl said and put the glass down.

“That’s the way with everything.”

“Yes,” said the girl. “Everything tastes of licorice. Especially all the
things you’ve waited so long for, like absinthe.”

“Oh, cut it out.”

“You started it,” the girl said. “I was being amused. I was having a fine
time.”

“Well, let’s try and have a fine time.”

“All right. I was trying. I said the mountains looked like white elephants.
Wasn’t that bright?”

“That was bright.”

“I wanted to try this new drink: That’s all we do, isn’t it — look at things
and try new drinks?”

“I guess so.”

The girl looked across at the hills.

“They’re lovely hills,” she said. “They don’t really look like white ele-
phants. I just meant the coloring of their skin through the trees.”

“Should we have another drink?”

“All right.”

The warm wind blew the bead curtain against the table.

“The beer’s nice and cool,” the man said.

“It’s lovely,” the girl said.

“It’s really an awfully simple operation, Jig,” the man said. “It’s not
really an operation at all.”

The girl looked at the ground the table legs rested on.

“I know you wouldn’t mind it, Jig. It’s really not anything. It’s just to let
the air in.”

The girl did not say anything.

“I’ll go with you and I'll stay with you all the time. They just let the air in
and then it’s all perfectly natural.”

“Then what will we do afterward?”

“We’ll be fine afterward. Just like we were before.”

76



“What makes you think so?”

“That’s the only thing that bothers us. It’s the only thing that’s made us
unhappy.”

The girl looked at the bead curtain, put her hand out and took hold of
two of the strings of beads.

“And you think then we’ll be all right and be happy.”

“I know we will. You don’t have to be afraid. I’ve known lots of people
that have done it.”

“So have 1,” said the girl. “And afterward they were all so happy.”

“Well,” the man said, “if you don’t want to you don’t have to. I wouldn’t
have you do it if you didn’t want to. But I know it’s perfectly simple.”

“And you really want to?”

“I think it’s the best thing to do. But I don’t want you to do it if you don’t
really want to.”

“And if I do it you’ll be happy and things will be like they were and you’ll
love me?”

“I love you now. You know I love you.”

“I know. But if I do it, then it will be nice again if I say things are like
white elephants, and you’ll like it?”

“I’Il love it. I love it now but I just can’t think about it. You know how I
get when I worry.”

“If' I do it you won’t ever worry?”

“I won’t worry about that because it’s perfectly simple.”

“Then I’'ll do it. Because I don’t care about me.”

“What do you mean?”

“I don’t care about me.”

“Well, I care about you.”

“Oh, yes. But I don’t care about me. And I’ll do it and then everything
will be fine.”

“I don’t want you to if you feel that way.”

The girl stood up and walked to the end of the station. Across, on the
other side, were fields of grain and trees along the banks of the Ebro. Far
away, beyond the river, were mountains. The shadow of a cloud moved
across the field of grain and she saw the river through the trees.

“And we could have all this,” she said. “And we could have everything
and every day we make it more impossible.”

“What did you say?”

“I said we could have everything.”

“We can have everything.”
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“No, we can’t.”

“We can have the whole world.”

“No, we can’t.”

“We can go everywhere.”

“No, we can’t. It isn’t ours anymore.”

“It’s ours.”

“No, it isn’t. And once they take it away, you never get it back.”

“But they haven’t taken it away.”

“We’ll wait and see.”

“Come on back in the shade,” he said. “You mustn’t feel that way.”

“I don’t feel any way,” the girl said. “I just know things.”

“I don’t want you to do anything that you don’t want to do -”

“Nor that isn’t good for me,” she said. “I know. Could we have another
beer?”

“All right. But you’ve got to realize -”

“I realize,” the girl said. “Can’t we maybe stop talking?”

They sat down at the table and the girl looked across at the hills on the
dry side of the valley and the man looked at her and at the table.

“You’ve got to realize,” he said, “that I don’t want you to do it if you
don’t want to. I’m perfectly willing to go through with it if it means anything
to you.”

“Doesn’t it mean anything to you? We could get along.”

“Of course it does. But I don’t want anybody but you. I don’t want any-
one else. And I know it’s perfectly simple.”

“Yes, you know it’s perfectly simple.”

“It’s all right for you to say that, but I do know it.”

“Would you do something for me now?”

“I’d do anything for you.”

“Would you please please please please please please please stop talking?”

He did not say anything but looked at the bags against the wall of the
station. There were labels on them from all the hotels where they had spent
nights.

“But I don’t want you to,” he said, “I don’t care about it.”

“I’ll scream,” the girl said.

The woman came out through the curtains with two glasses of beer and
put them down on the damp felt pads. “The train comes in five minutes,”
she said.

“What did she say?” asked the girl.

“The train is coming in five minutes.”
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The girl smiled brightly at the woman, to thank her.

“I’d better take the bags over to the other side of the station,” the man
said. She smiled at him.

“All right. Then come back and we’ll finish the beer.”

He picked up the two heavy bags and carried them around the station
to the other tracks. He looked up the tracks but could not see the train.
Coming back, he walked through the barroom, where people waiting for the
train were drinking. He drank an Anis at the bar and looked at the people.
They were all waiting reasonably for the train. He went out through the bead
curtain. She was sitting at the table and smiled at him.

“Do you feel better?” he asked.

“I feel fine,” she said. “There’s nothing wrong with me. I feel fine.”

Tasks

1. Paraphrase and use in the situations from the text:
Cut it out; get along.

2. What themes are explored in the text?

3. What do you know about E. Hemingway and his Iceberg Theory of writ-
ing?

4. Speak on the narrative in the story.

5. Is the use of Spanish in the story stylistically relevant? What does it im-
ply?

6. Describe the setting of the story, analyse its symbolism, imagery, and
allegory. Reveal the symbolic meaning of the forn bamboo curtain, the
railway station, heavy bags with hotel labels, train.

7. Dwell on the origin of the idiom “white elephant” and on the symbolism
of the white elephants in the story.

8. Disclose the title of the story.

9. How did you understand the ending of the story?

10. How can E. Hemingway’s style be characterized?

11. Retell the text with elements of stylistic analysis.
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UNIT XI

Ernest Hemingway
Cat in the Rain

There were only two Americans stopping at the hotel. They did not know
any of the people they passed on the stairs on their way to and from their room.
Their room was on the second floor facing the sea. It also faced the public gar-
den and the war monument. There were big palms and green benches in the
public garden. In the good weather there was always an artist with his easel.
Artists liked the way the palms grew and the bright colors of the hotels facing
the gardens and the sea. Italians came from a long way off to look up at the
war monument. It was made of bronze and glistened in the rain. It was rain-
ing. The rain dripped from the palm trees. Water stood in pools on the gravel
paths. The sea broke in a long line in the rain and slipped back down the beach
to come up and break again in a long line in the rain. The motor cars were
gone from the square by the war monument. Across the square in the doorway
of the cat? a waiter stood looking out at the empty square.

The American wife stood at the window looking out. Outside right under
their window a cat was crouched under one of the dripping green tables. The
cat was trying to make herself so compact that she would not be dripped on.

“I’m going down and get that kitty,” the American wife said.

“I’ll do it,” her husband offered from the bed.

“No, I'll get it. The poor kitty out trying to keep dry under a table.”

The husband went on reading, lying propped up with the two pillows at
the foot of the bed.

“Don’t get wet,” he said.

The wife went downstairs and the hotel owner stood up and bowed to her
as she passed the office. His desk was at the far end of the office. He was an
old man and very tall.

“Il piove,” the wife said. She liked the hotel-keeper.

“Si, Si, Signora, brutto tempo. It is very bad weather.”

He stood behind his desk in the far end of the dim room. The wife liked
him. She liked the deadly serious way he received any complaints. She liked
his dignity. She liked the way he wanted to serve her. She liked the way he
felt about being a hotel-keeper. She liked his old, heavy face and big hands.
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Liking him she opened the door and looked out. It was raining harder.
A man in a rubber cape was crossing the empty square to the cat. The cat
would be around to the right. Perhaps she could go along under the eaves.

As she stood in the doorway an umbrella opened behind her. It was the
maid who looked after their room.

“You must not get wet,” she smiled, speaking Italian. Of course, the ho-
tel-keeper had sent her.

With the maid holding the umbrella over her, she walked along the gravel
path until she was under their window. The table was there, washed bright
green in the rain, but the cat was gone. She was suddenly disappointed. The
maid looked up at her.

“Ha perduto qualque cosa, Signora?”

“There was a cat,” said the American girl.

“A cat?”

“Si, il gatto.”

“A cat?” the maid laughed. “A cat in the rain?”

“Yes, —” she said, “under the table.” Then, “Oh, I wanted it so much. |
wanted a kitty.”

When she talked English the maid’s face tightened.

“Come, Signora,” she said. “We must get back inside. You will be wet.”

“I suppose so,” said the American girl.

They went back along the gravel path and passed in the door. The maid
stayed outside to close the umbrella. As the American girl passed the office,
the padrone bowed from his desk. Something felt very small and tight inside
the girl. The padrone made her feel very small and at the same time really
important. She had a momentary feeling of being of supreme importance.
She went on up the stairs.

She opened the door of the room.

George was on the bed, reading.

“Did you get the cat?” he asked, putting the book down.

“It was gone.”

“Wonder where it went to,” he said, resting his eyes from reading.

She sat down on the bed.

“I wanted it so much,” she said. “I don’t know why I wanted it so much.
I wanted that poor kitty. It isn’t any fun to be a poor Kkitty out in the rain.”

George was reading again.

She went over and sat in front of the mirror of the dressing table looking
at herself with the hand glass. She studied her profile, first one side and then
the other. Then she studied the back of her head and her neck.
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“Don’t you think it would be a good idea if I let my hair grow out?” she
asked, looking at her profile again.

George looked up and saw the back of her neck, clipped close like a boy’s.

“I like it the way it is.”

“I get so tired of it,” she said. “I get so tired of looking like a boy.”

George shifted his position in the bed. He hadn’t looked away from her
since she started to speak.

“You look pretty darn nice,” he said.

She laid the mirror down on the dresser and went over to the window and
looked out. It was getting dark.

“I want to pull my hair back tight and smooth and make a big knot at the
back that I can feel,” she said. “I want to have a Kkitty to sit on my lap and
purr when I stroke her.”

“Yeah?” George said from the bed.

“And I want to eat at a table with my own silver and I want candles. And
I want it to be spring and I want to brush my hair out in front of a mirror and
I want a kitty and I want some new clothes.”

“Oh, shut up and get something to read,” George said. He was reading
again.

His wife was looking out of the window. It was quite dark now and still
raining in the palm trees.

“Anyway, | want a cat,” she said, “I want a cat. I want a cat now. If I can’t
have long hair or any fun, I can have a cat.”

George was not listening. He was reading his book. His wife looked out
of the window where the light had come on in the square.

Someone knocked at the door.

“Avanti,” George said. He looked up from his book.

In the doorway stood the maid. She held a big tortoiseshell cat pressed
tight against her and swung down against her body.

“Excuse me,” she said, “the padrone asked me to bring this for the Si-
gnora.”

Tasks
1. Transcribe and translate into Ukrainian the following words. Use them
in sentences of your own.

An easel, to drip, a palm tree, complaint, dignity, tight, to shift, to click,
smooth, knot, to purr, tortoise-shell.
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9.

Paraphrase and use in the situations/sentences from the text:

to make oneself compact; to keep dry; tightened face; to let one’s hair
grow out; to look pretty nice.

Write a summary of the story.

What is the main theme of the story? What problems are raised by the
author?

Speak on the narrative technique in the story.

What mood is set up in the reader from the very beginning of the story?
What keyword and associated with it words and images are employed by
the author to this purpose?

What is the most frequently used in the girl’s inner speech word to ex-
press her attitude to the hotel owner? What contrast does it create in the
story?

Why does the author shift from calling George’s wife “the American
wife” to “American girl” and does not give her a name?

Speak on the role of repetition in the story. How does it characterize the
American girl?

10. How is George described by the author?

11. How can you characterize the relationship between the married couple?
12. Dwell on the title of the story.

13. Why does the author change the setting at the end of the story from “It

was quite dark and still raining...” to “...the light had come on in the
square”?

14. Why does the end of the story turn out to be ironic?
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UNIT XIlI

Ernest Hemingway

A Canary for one

The train passed very quickly a long, red stone house with a garden and
four thick palm-trees with tables under them in the shade. On the other side
was the sea. Then there was a cutting through red stone and clay, and the sea
was only occasionally and far below against rocks.

“I bought him in Palermo,” the American lady said. “We only had an
hour ashore and it was Sunday morning. The man wanted to be paid in dol-
lars and I gave him a dollar and a half. He really sings very beautifully.”

It was very hot in the train and it was very hot in the lit salon compart-
ment. There was no breeze came through the open window. The American
lady pulled the window-blind down and there was no more sea, even occa-
sionally. On the other side there was glass, then the corridor, then an open
window, and outside the window were dusty trees and an oiled road and flat
fields of grapes, with gray-stone hills behind them.

There was smoke from many tall chimneys —coming into Marseilles,
and the train slowed down and followed one track through many others into
the station. The train stayed twenty-five minutes in the station at Marseilles
and the American lady bought a copy of The Daily Mail and a half-bot-
tle of Evian water. She walked a little way along the station platform, but
she stayed near the steps of the car because at Cannes, where it stopped for
twelve minutes, the train had left with no signal of departure and she had
gotten on only just in time. The American lady was a little deaf and she was
afraid that perhaps signals of departure were given and that she did not hear
them.

The train left the station in Marseilles and there was not only the switch-
yards and the factory smoke but, looking back, the town of Marseilles and
the harbor with stone hills behind it and the last of the sun on the water.
As it was getting dark the train passed a farmhouse burning in a field. Mo-
tor-cars were stopped along the road and bedding and things from inside the
farmhouse were spread in the field. Many people were watching the house
burn. After it was dark the train was in Avignon. People got on and off. At
the news-stand Frenchmen, returning to Paris, bought that day’s French
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papers. On the station platform were negro soldiers. They wore brown uni-
forms and were tall and their faces shone, close under the electric light.
Their faces were very black and they were too tall to stare. The train left
Avignon station with the negroes standing there. A short white sergeant was
with them.

Inside the lit salon compartment the porter had pulled down the three
beds from inside the wall and prepared them for sleeping. In the night the
American lady lay without sleeping because the train was a rapide and went
very fast and she was afraid of the speed in the night. The American la-
dy’s bed was the one next to the window. The canary from Palermo, a cloth
spread over his cage, was out of the draft in the corridor that went into the
compartment wash-room. There was a blue light outside the compartment,
and all night the train went very fast and the American lady lay awake and
waited for a wreck.

In the morning the train was near Paris, and after the American lady had
come out from the wash-room, looking very wholesome and middle-aged
and American in spite of not having slept, and had taken the cloth off the
birdcage and hung the cage in the sun, she went back to the restaurant-car
for breakfast. When she came back to the lit salon compartment again, the
beds had been pushed back into the wall and made into seats, the canary was
shaking his feathers in the sunlight that came through the open window, and
the train was much nearer Paris.

“He loves the sun,” the American lady said. “He’ll sing now in a little
while.”

The canary shook his feathers and pecked into them. “I’ve always loved
birds,” the American lady said. “I’m taking him home to my little girl.
There—he’s singing now.”

The canary chirped and the feathers on his throats stood out, then he
dropped his bill and pecked into his feathers again. The train crossed a river
and passed through a very carefully tended forest. The train passed through
many outside of Paris towns. There were tram-cars in the towns and big ad-
vertisements for the Belle Jardiniure and Dubonnet and Pernod on the walls
toward the train. All that the train passed through looked as though it were
before breakfast. For several minutes I had not listened to the American
lady, who was talking to my wife.

“Is your husband American too?” asked the lady.

“Yes,” said my wife. “We’re both Americans.”

“I thought you were English.”

“Oh, no.”
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“Perhaps that was because I wore braces,” 1 said. I had started to say
suspenders and changed it to braces in the mouth, to keep my English char-
acter. The American lady did not hear. She was really quite deaf; she read
lips, and I had not looked toward her. I had looked out of the window. She
went on talking to my wife.

“I’m so glad you’re Americans. American men make the best husbands,”
the American lady was saying. “That was why we left the Continent, you
know. My daughter fell in love with a man in Vevey.” She stopped. “They
were simply madly in love.” She stopped again. “I took her away, of course.”

“Did she get over it?” asked my wife.

“I don’t think so,” said the American lady. “She wouldn’t eat anything
and she wouldn’t sleep at all. I’ve tried so very hard, but she doesn’t seem to
take an interest in anything. She doesn’t care about things. I couldn’t have
her marrying a foreigner.” She paused. “Some one, a very good friend, told
me once, “No foreigner can make an American girl a good husband.””

“No,” said my wife, “I suppose not.”

The American lady admired my wife’s travelling-coat, and it turned
out that the American lady had bought her own clothes for twenty years
now from the same maison de couture in the Rue Saint Honoré. They had
her measurements, and a vendeuse who knew her and her tastes picked
the dresses out for her and they were sent to America. They came to the
post-office near where she lived up-town in New York, and the duty was
never exorbitant because they opened the dresses there in the post-office
to appraise them and they were always very simple-looking and with no
gold lace nor ornaments that would make the dresses look expensive. Be-
fore the present vendeuse, named Théruse, there had been another vende-
use, named Amélie. Altogether there had only been these two in the twenty
years. It had always been the same couturier. Prices, however, had gone up.
The exchange, though, equalized that. They had her daughter’s measure-
ments now too. She was grown up and there was not much chance of their
changing now.

The train was now coming into Paris. The fortifications were levelled
but grass had not grown. There were many cars standing on tracks — brown
wooden restaurant-cars and brown wooden sleeping-cars that would go to
Italy at five o’clock that night, if that train still left at five; the cars were
marked Paris-Rome, and cars, with seats on the roofs, that went back and
forth to the suburbs with, at certain hours, people in all the seats and on the
roofs, if that were the way it were still done, and passing were the white walls
and many windows of houses. Nothing had eaten any breakfast.
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“Americans make the best husbands,” the American lady said to my
wife. I was getting down the bags. “American men are the only men in the
world to marry.”

“How long ago did you leave Vevey?” asked my wife.

“Two years ago this fall. It’s her, you know, that I’'m taking the canary to.”

“Was the man your daughter was in love with a Swiss?”

“Yes,” said the American lady. “He was from a very good family in Vevey.
He was going to be an engineer. They met there in Vevey. They used to go on
long walks together.”

“I know Vevey,” said my wife. “We were there on our honeymoon.”

“Were you really? That must have been lovely. I had no idea, of course,
that she’d fall in love with him.”

“It was a very lovely place,” said my wife.

“Yes,” said the American lady. “Isn’t it lovely? Where did you stop there?”

“We stayed at the Trois Couronnes,” said my wife.

“It’s such a fine old hotel,” said the American lady.

“Yes,” said my wife. “We had a very fine room and in the fall the country
was lovely.”

“Were you there in the fall?”

“Yes,” said my wife.

We were passing three cars that had been in a wreck. They were splin-
tered open and the roofs sagged in.

“Look,” I said. “There’s been a wreck.”

The American lady looked and saw the last car. “I was afraid of just that
all night,” she said. “I have terrific presentiments about things sometimes.
I’ll never travel on a rapide again at night. There must be other comfortable
trains that don’t go so fast.”

Then the train was in the dark of the Gare de Lyons, and then stopped
and porters came up to the windows. I handed bags through the windows,
and we were out on the dim longness of the platform, and the American
lady put herself in charge of one of three men from Cook’s who said: “Just a
moment, madame, and I'll look for your name.”

The porter brought a truck and piled on the baggage, and my wife said
good-by and I said good-by to the American lady, whose name had been
found by the man from Cook’s on a typewritten page in a sheaf of typewrit-
ten pages which he replaced in his pocket.

We followed the porter with the truck down the long cement platform
beside the train. At the end was a gate and a man took the tickets.

We were returning to Paris to set up separate residences.
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9.

Tasks

Transcribe and translate into Ukrainian the following words. Use them
in sentences of your own.

Window blind, draft, fortifications, to chirp, wreck, restaurant/sleeping
car, porter, braces, to splinter, presentiments.

Paraphrase the following word combinations and use them in the situa-
tions/sentences from the text:

up-town in New York; an oiled road; to get on and off; to pull down/pull
back smth; to peck into feathers; to tend a forest; exorbitant duties; to
pass smth; to put oneself in charge of smth; to set up separate residences.
What themes are explored in the text?

Who is guiding the conversation throughout the story?

How can you characterize the central character of the story — the Ame-
rican lady?

. What type of narrative is used in the first part of the story? What senten-

ces prevail here? Is the narrator’s point of view represented? What effect
does polysyndeton create in first three paragraphs of the text?

. What can you say about the narrative of the second part of the story?

What is the narrator’s attitude towards the American lady and how is it
expressed?

How is the ironical effect achieved? Does it concern only the American
lady? What is the function of repetition? Speak about the composition of
the story.

What does the word “wreck” symbolize?

10. What other words acquire a symbolic meaning? Speak about the role of

11.

detail.
Dwell on the title of the story.

12. Retell the text with elements of stylistic analysis.
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UNIT XIII

Ernest Hemingway
A Day’s Wait

He came into the room to shut the windows while we were still in bed
and I saw he looked ill. He was shivering, his face was white, and he walked
slowly as though it ached to move.

“What’s the matter, Schatz?”

“I’ve got a headache.”

“You better go back to bed.”

“No, I’m all right.”

“You go to bed. I’ll see you when I’'m dressed.”

But when I came downstairs he was dressed, sitting by the fire, looking a
very sick and miserable boy of nine years. When I put my hand on his fore-
head I knew he had a fever.

“You go up to bed,” I said, “you’re sick.”

“I’m all right,” he said.

When the doctor came he took the boy’s temperature.

“What is it?” I asked him.

“One hundred and two.”

Downstairs, the doctor left three different medicines in different colored
capsules with instructions for giving them. One was to bring down the fever,
another a purgative, the third to overcome an acid condition. The germs of
influenza can only exist in an acid condition, he explained. He seemed to
know all about influenza and said there was nothing to worry about if the
fever did not go above one hundred and four degrees. This was a light epi-
demic of flu and there was no danger if you avoided pneumonia.

Back in the room I wrote the boy’s temperature down and made a note
of the time to give the various capsules.

“Do you want me to read to you?”

“All right. If you want to,” said the boy. His face was very white and there
were dark areas under his eyes. He lay still in bed and seemed very detached
from what was going on. I read aloud from Howard Pyle’s Book of Pirates;
but I could see he was not following what I was reading.

“How do you feel, Schatz?” I asked him.
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“Just the same, so far,” he said.

I sat at the foot of the bed and read to myself while I waited for it to be
time to give another capsule. It would have been natural for him to go to
sleep, but when I looked up he was looking at the foot of the bed, looking
very strangely.

“Why don’t you try to go to sleep? I’ll wake you up for the medicine.”

“I’d rather stay awake.”

After a while he said to me, “You don’t have to stay here with me, Papa,
if it bothers you.”

“It doesn’t bother me.”

“No, I mean you don’t have to stay if it’s going to bother you.”

I thought perhaps he was a little light-headed and after giving him the
prescribed capsule at eleven o’clock I went out for a while.

It was a bright, cold day, the ground covered with a sleet that had frozen
so that it seemed as if all the bare trees, the bushes, the cut brush and all the
grass and the bare ground had been varnished with ice. I took the young
Irish setter for a little walk up the road and along a frozen creek, but it was
difficult to stand or walk on the glassy surface and the red dog slipped and
slithered and fell twice, hard, once dropping my gun and having it slide over
the ice. We flushed a covey of quail under a high clay bank with overhanging
brush and killed two as they went out of sight over the top of the bank. Some
of the covey lit the trees, but most of them scattered into brush piles and it
was necessary to jump on the icecoated mounds of brush several times be-
fore they would flush. Coming out while you were poised unsteadily on the
icy, springy brush they made difficult shooting and killed two, missed five,
and started back pleased to have found a covey close to the house and happy
there were so many left to find on another day.

At the house they said the boy had refused to let anyone come into the
room.

“You can’t come in,” he said. “You mustn’t get what I have.”

I went up to him and found him in exactly the position I had left him,
whitefaced, but with the tops of his cheeks flushed by the fever, staring still,
as he had stared, at the foot of the bed. I took his temperature.

“What is it?”

“Something like a hundred,” I said. It was one hundred and two and
four tenth.

“It was a hundred and two,” he said.

“Who said so?”

“The doctor.”
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“Your temperature is all right,” I said. It’s nothing to worry about.”

“I don’t worry,” he said, “but I can’t keep from thinking.”

“Don’t think,” I said. “Just take it easy.”

“I’m taking it easy,” he said and looked straight ahead. He was evidently
holding tight onto himself about something.

“Take this with water.”

“Do you think it will do any good?”

“Of course it will.”

I sat down and opened the Pirate book and commenced to read, but |
could see he was not following, so I stopped.

“About what time do you think I’'m going to die?” he asked.

“What?”

“About how long will it be before I die?”

“You aren’t going to die. What’s the matter with you?”

Oh, yes, I am. I heard him say a hundred and two.”

“People don’t die with a fever of one hundred and two. That’s a silly way
to talk.”

“I know they do. At school in France the boys told me you can’t live with
forty four degrees. I’ve got a hundred and two.”

He had been waiting to die all day, ever since nine o’clock in the morning.

“You poor Schatz,” I said. “Poor old Schatz. It’s like miles and kilome-
ters. You aren’t going to die. That’s a different thermometer. On that ther-
mometer thirty seven is normal. On this kind it’s ninety-eight.”

“Are you sure?”

“Absolutely,” I said. “It’s like miles and kilometers. You know, like how
many kilometers we make when we do seventy in the car?”

“Oh,” he said. But his gaze at the foot of his bed relaxed slowly. The hold
over himself relaxed too, finally, and the next day it was very slack and he
cried very easily at little things that were of no importance.

Tasks

1. Write a summary of the story.

2. Transcribe and translate into Ukrainian the following words. Use them
in sentences of your own.
“Schatz”, a purgative, glassy, a covey, quail, to scatter, mounds, slack.

3. Paraphrase the following word combinations and use them in the situa-
tions from the text:

91



8.
9.

to be light-headed; to bring down the fever; to seem detached; at the foot
of the bed; the hold over oneself.

. Answer the questions to the text:

1) Where does the setting of the story take place?

2) Why did the father have to call the doctor?

3) Who took care of the boy?

4) What did the boy look like?

5) Where did the father go out for a while?

6) What had the boy been waiting for ever since nine o’clock in the
morning?

What is the composition of the story? Who is the narrator?

What inner conflict is explored in the story? What themes are reflected
upon?

How does the author present the misunderstanding between the father
and his son?

When is the climax reached? What is its resolution?

What linguistic means are used to portray the main protagonist of the
story?

10. What stylistic devices are employed to describe the inner story (a hunting

11.

scene)?
What additional meanings do the word combinations “glassy surface”,
and “at the foot of the bed” acquire in the text?

12. Retell the story with elements of stylistic analysis.
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UNIT XIV

Francis Scott Fitzgerald

The Beautiful and Damned (abstract)

The management of Gloria’s temper, whether it was aroused by a lack
of hot water for her bath or by a skirmish with her husband, became almost
the primary duty of Anthony’s day. It must be done just so — by this much
silence, by that much pressure, by this much yielding, by that much force. It
was in her angers with their attendant cruelties that her inordinate egotism
chiefly displayed itself. Because she was brave, because she was “spoiled”,
because of her outrageous and commendable independence of judgement,
and finally because of her arrogant consciousness that she had never seen
a girl as beautiful as herself, Gloria had developed into a consistent, prac-
ticing Nietzschean. This, of course, with overtones of profound sentiment.

There was, for example, her stomach. She was used to certain dishes,
and she had a strong conviction that she could not possibly eat anything
else. There must be a lemonade and a tomato sandwich late in the morning,
then a light lunch with a stuffed tomato. Not only did she require food from
a selection of a dozen dishes, but in addition this food must be prepared in
just a certain way. One of the most annoying half hours of the first fortnight
occurred in Los Angeles, when an unhappy waiter brought her a tomato
stuffed with chicken salad instead of celery.

“We always serve it that way, madame,” he quavered to the grey eyes that
regarded him wrathfully.

Gloria made no answer, but when the waiter had turned discreetly away
she banged both fists upon the table until the china and silver rattled.

“Poor Gloria!” laughed Anthony unwittingly, “you can’t get what you
want ever, can you?”

“I can’t eat stuff!” she flared up.

“I’ll call back the waiter.”

“I don’t want you to! He doesn’t know anything, the dam foo!/!

“Well, it isn’t the hotel’s fault. Either send it back, forget it, or be a sport
and eat it.”

“Shut up!” she said succinctly.

“Why take it out on me?”

'”
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“Oh, I'm not,” she wailed, “but I simply can’t eat it.”

Anthony subsided helplessly.

“We’ll go somewhere else,” he suggested.

“I don’t want to go anywhere else. I’'m tired of being trotted around to a
dozen cafes and not getting one thing fit to eat.”

“When did we go around to a dozen cafes?”

“You’d have to in this town,” insisted Gloria with ready sophistry.

Anthony, bewildered, tried another tack.

“Why don’t you try to eat it? It can’t be as bad as you think.”

“Just — because — I — don’t — like —chicken!”

She picked up her fork and began poking contemptuously at the tomato,
and Anthony expected her to begin flinging the stuffings in all directions. He
was sure that she was approximately as angry as she had ever been — for an
instant he had detected a spark of hate directed as much toward him as to-
ward anyone else — and Gloria angry was, for the present, unapproachable.

Then, surprisingly, he saw that she had tentatively raised the fork to her
lips and tasted the chicken salad. Her frown had not abated and he stared
at her anxiously, making no comment and daring scarcely to breathe. She
tasted another forkful — in another moment she was eating. With difficulty
Anthony restrained a chuckle; when at Iength he spoke his words had no
possible connection with chicken salad.

This incident, with variations, ran like a lugubrious fugue through the
first year of marriage; always it left Anthony baffled, irritated, and depressed.
But another rough brushing of temperaments, a question of laundry-bags,
he found even more annoying as it ended inevitably in a decisive defeat for
him.

One afternoon in Coronado, where they made the longest stay of their
trip, more than three weeks, Gloria was arraying herself brilliantly for tea.
Anthony, who had been downstairs listening to the latest rumour-bulletins
of war in Europe, entered the room, kissed the back of her powdered neck,
and went to his dresser. After a great pulling out and pushing in of drawers,
evidently unsatisfactory, he turned around to the Unfinished Masterpiece.

“Got any handkerchiefs, Gloria?” he asked.

Gloria shook her golden head.

“Not a one. I’'m using one of yours.”

“The last one, I deduce.” He laughed dryly.

“Isit?” She applied an emphatic though very delicate contour to her lips.

“Isn’t the laundry back?”

“Idon’t know.”
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Anthony hesitated — then, with sudden discernment, opened the clos-
et door. His suspicions were verified. On the hook provided hung the blue
bag furnished by the hotel. This was full of his clothes — he had put them
there himself. The floor beneath it was littered with an astonishing mass of
finery — lingerie, stockings, dresses, nightgowns, and pajamas — most of it
scarcely worn but all of it coming indubitably under the general heading of
Gloria’s laundry.

He stood holding the closet door open.

“Why, Gloria!”

“What?”

The lip line was being erased and corrected according to some mysteri-
ous perspective; not a finger trembled as she manipulated the lip-stick, not a
glance wavered in his direction. It was a triumph of concentration.

“Haven’t you ever sent out the laundry?”

“Is it there?”

“It most certainly is.”

“Well, I guess I haven’t, then.”

“Gloria,” began Anthony, sitting down on the bed and trying to catch
her mirrored eyes, “you’re a nice fellow, you are! I’ve sent it out every time
it’s been sent since we left New York, and over a week ago you promised
you’d do it for a change. All you’d have to do would be to cram your own
junk into that bag and ring for the chambermaid.”

“Oh, why fuss about the laundry?” exclaimed Gloria petulantly, “I’ll
take care of it.”

“I haven’t fussed about it. I’d just as soon divide the bother with you, but
when we run out of handkerchiefs it’s darn near time something’s done.”

Anthony considered that he was being extraordinarily logical. But Glo-
ria, unimpressed, put away her cosmetics and casually offered him her back.

“Hook me up,” she suggested; “Anthony, dearest, I forgot all about it. I
meant to, honestly, and I will today. Don’t be cross with your sweetheart.”

What could Anthony do then but draw her down upon his knee and kiss
a shade of colour from her lips.

“But I don’t mind,” she murmured with a smile, radiant and magnani-
mous. “You can Kkiss all the paint off my lips any time you want.”

They went down to tea. They bought some handkerchiefs in a notion
store near by. All was forgotten.

But two days later Anthony looked in the closet and saw the bag still
hung limp upon its hook and that the gay and vivid pile on the floor had
increased surprisingly in height.
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“Gloria!” he cried.

“Oh —” Her voice was full of real distress. Despairingly Anthony went to
the phone and called the chamber-maid.

“It seems to me,” he said impatiently, “that you expect me to be some
sort of French valet to you.”

Gloria laughed, so infectiously that Anthony was unwise enough to
smile. Unfortunate man! In some intangible manner his smile made her
mistress of the situation — with an air of injured righteousness she went
emphatically to the closet and began pushing her laundry violently into the
bag. Anthony watched her — ashamed of himself.

“There!” she said, implying that her fingers had been worked to the bone
by a brutal taskmaster.

He considered, nevertheless, that he had given her an object-lesson and
that the matter was closed, but on the contrary it was merely beginning.
Laundry pile followed laundry pile — at long intervals; dearth of hand-
kerchief followed dearth of handkerchief — at short ones; not to mention
dearth of sock, of shirt, of everything. And Anthony found at length that
either he must send it out himself or go through the increasingly unpleasant
ordeal of a verbal battle with Gloria.

Tasks

[a—

Be ready to speak about the author of the story.

2. Transcribe and translate into Ukrainian the following words. Use them
in sentences of your own.
Skirmish, inordinate, outrageous, commendable, arrogant, conscious-
ness, discreetly, succinctly, contemptuously, tentatively, baffled, inevita-
bly, mysterious, concentration, ordeal.

3. Paraphrase the following word combinations and use them in the situa-
tions from the text:
to turn smth away; to flare up; to call back smb; to take out on smb; to be
a sport; to send smth out; for a change; to take care of smth; to be cross
with smb; to run out of smth; to hung limp; to go through smth.

4. Answer the questions to the text.

1) What kind of temper did Gloria have? What qualities did she possess?

2) What was she sure of?

3) What did Gloria usually eat? Why did she make a scene at a restau-

rant?
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7.

8.
9.

4) What was her husband’s reaction? Did he take it calmly?

5) What was the problem with the laundry? Whose duty was it to send out
the laundry?

6) What was Gloria busy with one afternoon? Who was the “Unfinished
Masterpiece”?

7) When did Gloria become a triumph of concentration?

8) How did Gloria manage to make her husband smile? Why was Antho-
ny an “unfortunate man”?

9) What did Anthony do instead of going through the increasingly un-
pleasant ordeal of a verbal battle with Gloria?

Write a summary of the story.

What narrative techniques does the author use?

Develop the following idea: “she had never seen a girl as beautiful as her-
self”.

Dwell on the composition of the story.

Find examples of the change of print and state its function.

10. What emotional coloring is created by the use of parallel constructions?
11. Dwell on the use of ironic periphrasis.

12. What is the key word in the story?

13. What stylistic means are used to show that Gloria manipulated her hus-

band?

14. Name stylistic devices which the narrator employs to characterize Glo-

ria. Put down the examples.

15. Retell the story with elements of stylistic analysis.
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