“Whatever comes,” she said,

“cannot change one thing.

If I am a princess in rags

and tatters, I can be

a princess inside.

It would be easy to be a princess if

I were dressed in wonderful clothes,
but it is a great deal more of a triumph
10 be one all the time

en no one knows it.”
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SARA

Once on a dark winter’s day a little girl sat with her
father in a cab which was slowly driving along the streets of
London. She sat looking out of the window at the passing people
with her big serious eyes.

It was an odd look for such a little girl because Sara
Crewe was only seven. But she was an unusual girl and she was
always dreaming and thinking things about grown-up people
and the world they belonged to.

At this moment she was remembering the voyage she had
just made from Bombay with her father, Captain Crewe. She
was thinking of the big ship, and of the children playing about
on the hot deck. She moved closer to her father.
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“Papa,” she said in a low, mysterious little voice which
was almost a whisper, “papa.”

“What is it, darling?” Captain Crewe answered, looking
down into her face. “What is Sara thinking of?”

“Is this the place?” Sara whispered.

“Yes, little Sara, it is. We have reached it at last.” And
though she was only seven years old, she knew that he felt sad
when he said it.

Her mother had died when she was born. Her young,
handsome, rich, loving father was the only relation she had in
the world. They had always played together and been fond of
each other.

Only one thing had troubled her — “the place” she was to
be taken to some day.! The climate in India was very bad for
children, and as soon as possible they were sent away from it —
generally to England and to school. Though her father’s stories
of the voyage and the new country had attracted Sara, she did
not like the thought that he could not stay with her.

“Couldn’t you go to that place with me, papa?” she had
asked when she was five years old. “Couldn’t you go to school
too? I would help you with your lessons.”

“But you will not stay there for a very long time, little
Sara,” he had always said. “You will go to a nice house where
there will be a lot of little girls, and you will play together,
and T will send you books, and you will grow so fast and be-
come big enough and clever enough to come back and take
care of papa.”

She liked this idea. She wanted to stay with her father; to
ride with him and sit at the head of his table when he had dinner-
parties; to talk to him and read his books. She did not care very
much for other little girls, but she liked books more than any-
thing else, and was, in fact, always inventing stories of beauti-

1 Only one thing had troubled her — “the place” she was to be
taken to some day. — Ee TpeBoXWJa TOIBKO MBICIB O «TOM MECTE»,
Kyla ee Koraa-HubyIob OTBE3yT.
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ful things, and telling them to herself. Sometimes she had told
them to her father, and he had liked them as much as she did.

“Well, papa,” she said softly, “if we are here we must do it.”

He kissed her. He was also very sad though he knew he
must keep that a secret!. He didn’t want to part with his little
Sara. So he held her very closely in his arm as the cab rolled
into the big square in which stood the big brick jouse.

On the front door there was a brass plate? with black
letters:

MISS MINCHIN,

Select Seminary3 for Young Ladies.
“Here we are, Sara,” said Captain Crewe, making his
voice sound as cheerful as possible. Then he lifted her out of the
cab and they rang the bell. Sara often thought afverwards that
the house was somehow exactly like Miss Minchin. It was re-
spectable, but everything in it was ugly. The furniture was hard
and polished. The chairs were square, armchairs were heavy
and uncomfortable. Sara did not like the place at once.

Miss Minchin entered the room. She was very like her
house, Sara felt: tall and dull, and respectable and ugly. She
had large, cold eyes, and a large, cold smile. She knew from
the lady who had recommended her school to Captain Crewe
that he was a rich father who was ready to spend a great deal
of money on his little daughter.

“It will be a great privilege to have such a beautiful and
promising child, Captain Crewe,” she said, taking Sara’s hand.
“Lady Meredith has told me of her unusual cleverness. A clev-
er child is a great treasure in a school like mine.”

Sara stood quietly, looking at Miss Minchin’s face. She
was thinking something odd, as usual.

! keep that a secret — XpaHuTh 3TO B TaiiHe
2 brass plate — menHas Tabauuka
5 Select Seminary — OGpasuosas 1Koja
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“Why does she say I am a beautiful child?” she was think-
ing. “I am not beautiful at all. Colonel Grange’s little girl,
Isobel, is beautiful. She has dimples, and rose-coloured cheeks,
and long hair the colour of gold. I have short black hair and
green eyes, and I am thin. I am one of the ugliest children I
ever saw. She is telling a story.!”

She was mistaken, however, in thinking she was an ugly
child. She was not like Isobel Grange, but she had charm of her
own. She was a thin creature, rather tall for her age, and had
an attractive little face. Her hair was heavy and black and only
curled at the tips; her eyes were greenish grey, it is true, but
they were big, wonderful eyes with long, black lashes, and
though she herself did not like the colour of them, many other
people did.

Later Sara discovered that Miss Minchin said the same
thing to each papa and mamma who brought a child to her
school.

Sara stood near her father and listened while he and
Miss Minchin talked. She had been brought to the seminary
because Lady Meredith’s two little girls had been educated there,
and Captain Crewe had a great respect for Lady Meredith’s
experience.

“I am not worried about her education,” Captain Crewe
said, with his gay laugh, as he held Sara’s hand. ‘The difficulty
will be to keep her from learning too fast and too much. She is
always sitting with a book. She wants grown-up books — great,
big, fat ones — French and German as well as English — history
and biography and poets, and all sorts of things. Drag her away
from her books when she reads too much. Make her ride her
pony or go out and buy a new doll. She ought to play more with
dolls.”

“Papa,” said Sara. “I can’t have many dolls. Dolls ought
to be intimate friends?. Emily is going to be my intimate friend.”

I She is telling a story. — OHa roBOpUT Hempasmy.
2 intimate friends — Gnu3KHe Apy3bs
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Captain Crewe looked at Miss Minchin and Miss Minchin
looked at Captain Crewe.

“Who is Emily?” she asked.

“Tell her, Sara,” Captain Crewe said, smiling.

Sara’s green-grey eyes looked very serious as she answered.

“She is a doll 1 haven’t got yet,” she said “She is a doll
papa is going to buy for me. We will go together to find her.
I have called her Emily. She is going to be my friend when papa
is gone. I want her to talk to about him.”

“What an original child!” said Miss Minchin. “What a
darling little girl!”

“Yes,” said Captain Crewe. “She is a darling little girl.
Take great care of her for me, Miss Minchin.”

Sara stayed with her father at his hotel for several days
until he sailed away again to India. They visited many big shops
together, and bought many things. They bought, indeed, many
more things than Sara needed. Captain Crewe wanted his little
girl to have everything she admired and everything he admired
himself, so they collected a wardrobe much too big for a child
of seven: dresses, hats, coats, gloves and handkerchiefs and silk
stockings.

And at last they found Emily. Sara saw her in a small
shop.

“Oh, papa!” she cried. “There is Emily! 1 knew her the
minute 1 saw her — so perhaps she knew me, too.”

Perhaps she had known her. She had certainly a very
intelligent expression in her eyes when Sara took her in her
arms. She was a large doll, but not too large; she had naturally
curling golden-brown hair, and her eyes were clear, grey blue,
with soft, thick eyelashes.

“Of course,” said Sara, looking into her face as she held
her on her knee — “of course, papa, this is Emily.”

So they bought Emily and a wardrobe as big as Sara’s
own.

The next day Captain Crewe took her to Miss Minchin’s
and left her there. He explained to Miss Minchin that his law-
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yers would give her any advice she wanted, and that they would
pay the bills for Sara’s expenses.

Then he went with Sara into her little sitting room to say
to her good-bye. Sara sat on his knee and looked long at his
face.

“Are you learning me by heart, little Sara?” he said.

“No,” she answered. “I know you by heart. You are in-
side my heart.” And they put their arms round each other, and
kissed.

When the cab drove away from the door, Sara was sitting
on the floor of her sitting-room, with her hands under her
chin and her eyes following it until it had turned the corner of
the square. Emily was sitting by her. When Miss Minchin sent
her sister, Miss Amelia, to see what the child was doing, she
found she could not open the door.

“I have locked it,” said a polite little voice from inside. “I
want to be by myself, if you please.!”

Miss Amelia was a fat woman. She was really the better
person of the two, but she never disobeyed Miss Minchin. She
went downstairs again, looking almost alarmed.

“I never saw such a funny, old-fashioned child, sister,”
she said. “She has locked herself in, and she is not making any
noise.”

“It is much better than if she kicked and screamed, as
some of them do,” Miss Minchin answered.

“I saw her clothes,” said Miss Amelia. “What do you think
of them?”

“T think they are perfectly ridiculous,” replied Miss Minchin
sharply, “but they will look very well at the head of the line when
we take the school-children to church on Sunday. She will look
like a little princess.”

1 T want to be by myself, if you please. — Ecnu nossonure, s Obl
XoTena moobITE OTHOM.
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Useful Words

cab n k30, HaeMHBIN 3KHITaX

odd a cTpaHHBbI

relation » poncTBEeHHUK

dimples » p/ smMouku

drag v TanuTh

lawyer n 1opuct

expenses #n pl/ pacxonbl

ridiculous ¢ Henenblii, CMEXOTBOPHBI

Exercises

1 Answer the questions.

a)
b)
c)
d)

€)
f)

g)

How old was Sara when she came to England?
Where did she live before?

What can you say about Sara’s parents?

What did Sara feel when she saw the school and Miss
Minchin?

What books did Sara prefer to read?

What kind of clothes did Captain Crewe buy for
Sara? '

What did Miss Amelia think of Sara?

2 Complete the sentences.

a)
b)
c)
d)

€)

Captain Crewe brought his daughter to Miss Minch-
in’s seminary because .

Sara wanted to find Emily because

Captain Crewe was sad because

Miss Minchin wanted to have Sara in her school

Sara locked the door of her room because

10

Match the words having the same or very close meaning.

1) intelligent a) strange

2) to care for b) to be troubled
3) to be worried ¢) to be fond of
4) odd d) clever

Choose the right words from the box and use them in the
sentences.

expenses

relation
ridiculous
experience

dimples

a) Captain Crewe had a great respect for Lady Me-

redith’s and took her advice.
b) Captain Crew asked his lawyers to pay the bills for
Sara’s
¢) Miss Minchin said that Sara’s new clothes looked
for a child.
d) Isobel Grange had long hair the colour of gold and
e) Sara’s father was the only she had.
Describe:

a) the appearance (BHewmrHuii Bun) of Sara Crewe and
Miss Minchin;

b) the interior of the school;

¢) the doll Emily.

Say why:

a) English children were sent from India to England.
b) Captain Crewe bought a fantastic wardrobe for Sara.
c) Sara thought that Miss Minchin was telling a story.

11



7 Speak of Sara Crewe. What was unusual about her? Prove
that she was a clever girl.

8 Sara says, “Dolls must be intimate friends.” Do you agree
with her? Give your opinion.

2
A FRENCH LESSON

When Sara entered the schoolroom the next morning eve-
rybody looked at her with wide, interested eyes. By that time
every pupil — from Lavinia Herbert, who was nearly thirteen
and felt quite grown up, to Lottie Legh, who was only just
four — had heard a great deal about her. They knew that she
was Miss Minchin’s show pupil!. One or two of them had even
seen her French maid, Mariette, who had arrived the evening
before. Lavinia had managed to pass Sara’s room when the
door was open, and had seen Mariette opening a box which had
arrived late from some ship.

“It was full of petticoats,” she whispered to her friend
Jessie. “My mamma says that children should be dressed sim-
ply. She has got one of those petticoats on now. I saw it when
she sat down.”

“She has silk stockings on!” whispered Jessie. “And what
little feet! 1 never saw such little feet.”

“Oh,” sniffed Lavinia, “that is the way her shoes are madeZ.
I don’t think she is pretty at all. Her eyes are such a strange
colour.”

“She isn’t pretty as other pretty people are,” said Jessie,
stealing a glance at Sara3, “but she makes you want to look at

I she was Miss Minchin’s show pupil — oHa GyneT 3aHMMAaTh OCO-
606, NPUBUICTHPOBAHHOE IMOJOXKEHHUE B HIKOIIE MHCC MuHYMH

2 that is the way her shoes are made — 3T0 mpocrto oT Tydens

5 stealing a glance at Sara — ykpankoil B3risHyB Ha Capy
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her again. She has tremendously long eyelashes, but her eyes
are almost green.”

Sara was sitting quietly in her seat, waiting to be told
what to do. She was interested, and looked back quietly at the
children who looked at her. She wondered what they were thinking
of, and if they liked Miss Minchin, and if they cared for their
lessons, and if any of them had a papa at all like her own.

Minchin rapped upon her desk.

“Young ladies,” she said, “I wish to introduce you to
your new companion.” All the little girls rose in their places,
and Sara rose also. “I shall expect you all to be very agreeable
to Miss Crewe; she has just come to us from India.”

“Sara,” said Miss Minchin, in her schoolroom manner,
“come here to me.”

She had taken a book from the desk and was turning over
its leaves. Sara went to her politely. :

“As your papa has taken a French maid for you,” she
began, “I conclude that he wishes you to make a special study of
the French language!.”

Sara felt a little awkward.

“I think he took her,” she said, “because he — he thought
I would like her, Miss Minchin.”

“I am afraid,” said Miss Minchin, with a sour smile,
“that you have been a very spoiled little girl and always imagine
that things are done because you like them. My impression is
that your papa wished you to learn French.”

Miss Minchin was a very severe person, and she seemed
so absolutely sure that Sara knew nothing of French that she felt
as if it would be almost rude to correct her. The truth was that
Sara’s mother had been a Frenchwoman, and Captain Crewe
had loved her language, so it happened that Sara had always
heard and been familiar with it.

“I — I have never really learned French, but — but 1,”
she began, trying to make hérself clear.

! he wishes you to make a special study of the French language —
OH XOYET, YTOOBI THI XOPOLUEHBKO M3y4Wia HPaHLy3CKHil S3BIK
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“That is enough,” said Miss Minchin. “If you have not
learned, you must begin at once. The French master, Mon-
sieur Dufarge, will be here in a few minutes. Take this book
and look at it until he arrives.”

Monsieur Dufarge arrived very shortly afterward. He was
a very nice, intelligent, middle-aged Frenchman, and he looked
interested when his eyes fell upon Sara trying politely to seem
absorbed in her little book of phrases.

“Is this a new pupil for me, madame?” he said to Miss
Minchin. “I hope that is my good fortune.!”

“Her papa — Captain Crewe — is very anxious that she
should begin the language. But I am afraid she has a childish
prejudice against it. She does not seem to wish to learn,” said
Miss Minchin.

“T am sorry of that, mademoiselle,” he said kindly to Sara.
“Perhaps, when we begin to study together, I may show you
that it is a charming language.”

Little Sara rose in her seat. She looked up into Mon-
sieur Dufarge’s face with her big, green-grey eyes. She knew
that he would understand as soon as she spoke. She began to
explain quite simply in pretty and fluent French. Madame had
not understood. She had not learned French exactly — not out
of books but her papa and other people had always spoken it to
her, and she had read it and written it as she had read and
written English. Her papa loved it, and she loved it because he
did. Her dear mamma, who had died when she was born, had
been French. She would be glad to learn anything monsieur
would teach her, but what she had tried to explain to madame
was that she already knew the words in this book.

When she began to speak Miss Minchin started quite vio-
lently? and sat looking at her over her eyeglasses, almost indig-

I T hope that is my good fortune. — 51 Hanewcp, 4TO MEHA XIET
HeMaJI0 TIPUSTHBIX MHHYT.

2 Miss Minchin started quite violently — mMucc MuHYMH B3mpoOr-
HyJ1a BCEM TEIOM
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nantly, until she had finished. Monsieur Dufarge began to smile,
and his smile was one of great pleasure.

When she had finished, he took the phrase-book from her.
But he spoke to Miss Minchin.

“Ah, madame,” he said, “there is not much I can teach
her. She has not /earned French; she is French.”

“You did not tell me,” exclaimed Miss Minchin, turning
on Sara.

“I — I tried,” said Sara. “I — T suppose I did not begin
right.”

Miss Minchin knew she had tried, and that it had not been
her fault that she was not allowed to explain. And when she saw
that the pupils had been listening, and that Lavinia and Jessie
were, giggling behind their French grammars, she felt angry.

“Silence, young ladies!” she said severely, rappmg upon
the desk: “Silence at once!”

And she began from that minute to feel a grudge against
her new pupil!.

Useful Words

maid n ropHMYHas, CIyXaHKa
petticoat » HIKHA4 100Ka
sniff v dripkats

rap v crydath

agreeable g npusTHBIA
awkward g HenoBkuit

Sour g KHCJIBIHA

spoiled @ uzbanoBaHHbIH
severe g CTpOIMii
prejudice » npeny6exneHue
giggle v xuxukarp

l = -
to feel a grudge against her new pupil — ucnbITHIBaTH HENIPUA3HD
N0 OTHOIIIEHMIO K CBOEH HOBOM yYeHHILE
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Exercises

Say who is:

a) Lavinia;

b) Mariette;

c) Jessie;

d) Monsieur Dufarge.

Answer the questions.

a) Why were the pupils much interested in Sara?

b) What impressed Lavinia and Jessie?

¢) What did Sara feel when she was sitting in her seat?

d) What made Miss Minchin think that Sara did not know
French?

e) What did Sara tell Monsieur Dufarge?

f) What was the reaction of Miss Minchin?

Match the verbs and their definitions.

to giggle to be anxious to know

to sniff to make a sudden movement

to introduce to show contempt or disapproval
to wonder to make known

to start to laugh in a nervous and silly way

Choose the right word.

a) Miss Minchin declared that Sara was a (nice, spoiled,
silly) little girl.

b) Miss Minchin looked at Sara with a (cold, agreea-
ble, sour) smile.

c) Sara felt (worried, awkward, alarmed).

d) Miss Minchin was a very (polite, rude, severe)
person.
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Fill in the prepositions against, in, for, of, upon, behind.

a) Sara’s box was full nice petticoats.
b) Sara was wondering if the pupils cared their
lessons.

¢) Sara explained fluent French that she loved
and knew that language.

d) Lavinia and Jessie were giggling their French

grammars.

e) Miss Minchin angrily rapped her desk.

f) Miss Minchin began to feel a grudge her
new pupil. '

Say why:

a) Sara did not say at once that she had heard and spo-
ken French all her life.

b) Miss Minchin did not allow Sara to explain it.

¢) Miss Minchin began to feel a grudge against Sara.

Act out the dialogue between Sara and Miss Minchin.
Lavinia said, “My mamma says that children should be dressed

simply.” Do you agree with Lavinia’s mother? Give your
opinion.

3
ERMENGARDE

On that first morning, when Sara sat in her seat, she had

noticed very soon one little girl, about her own age, who looked
at her very hard with a pair of light blue eyes. She was a fat
child, who did not look as if she were clever, but she had a kind
face. She had pulled the pigtail round her neck, and was biting
the end of the ribbon, as she stared at the new pupil. When

17



Monsieur Dufarge began to speak to Sara, she looked a little
frightened; and when Sara stepped forward and answered him in
French, the fat little girl grew quite red in her amazement. She
spent weeks in her efforts to remember French words and it was
almost too much for her to suddenly find herself listening to a
child her own age who could speak French fluently. She stared
so hard and bit the ribbon on her pigtail so fast that she attracted
the attention of Miss Minchin, who was extremely cross at the
moment.

“Miss St John!” she exclaimed severely. “What do you
mean by such conduct? Take your ribbon out of your mouth!”

Miss St John became redder than ever — so red, indeed,
that she almost looked as if tears were coming into her poor,
silly, childish eyes; and Sara saw her and was so sorry for her
that she began to like her and want to be her friend. She always
tried to help someone who was made uncomfortable or unhappy.

When lessons were over and the pupils gathered together
in groups to talk, Sara looked for Miss St John, and finding
her in a window-seat, she walked over to her and spoke.

“What is your name?” she said.

To explain Miss St John’s amazement one must know that
of this new pupil the entire school had talked the night before in
great excitement. A new pupil with a carriage and a pony and
a maid, and a voyage from India, was not an ordinary girl.

“My name’s Ermengarde St John,” she answered.

“Mine is Sara Crewe,” said Sara. “Yours is very pretty.
It sounds like a story-book.!”

“Do you like it?” fluttered Ermengarde. “I — I like yours.”

Miss St John’s main trouble in life was that she had a
clever father. Ermengarde was a severe trial to Mr St John.? He
could not understand how a child of his could be such a dull
creature with no talents at all.

| Tt sounds like a story-book. — OHO ClTOBHO U3 BONIIEOHO! CKa3KH.
2 Ermengarde was a severe trial to Mr St John. — DpmeHrapna
obITa TKeNbM 6pemeHeM s muctepa CeHt-/IxoHa.
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“She must be made to learn,” her father said to Miss
Minchin.

So Ermengarde spent the greater part of her life in dis-
grace! or in tears. She learned things and forgot them:; or, if she
remembered them, she did not understand them.

“You can speak French, can’t you?” she asked Sara in
admiration.

Sara got on to the window-seat, which was a big, deep
one, and sat with her hands clasped round her knees?.

“I can speak it because I have heard it all my life,” she
answered. “You could speak it if you had always heard it.”

“Oh, no, I couldn’t,” said Ermengarde. “I never could
speak it! I can’t say the words. They’re so unusual.”

She paused a moment, and then added respectfully.

“You are clever, aren’t you?”

Sara she wondered if she was — and if she was, how it had
happened.

“I don’t know,” she said. “I can’t tell.” Then, seeing a
sad look on the round face, she laughed and changed the subject.

“Would you like to see Emily?” she asked.

“Who is Emily?” Ermengarde asked, just as Miss Minchin
had done.

“Come up to my room and see,” said Sara.

They jumped down from the window-seat together, and
went upstairs.

“Is it true,” Ermengarde whispered, as they went through
the hall — “is it true that you have a playroom all to yourself?”

“Yes,” Sara answered. “Papa asked Miss Minchin to let me
have one, because — well, it was because when I play I make up
stories and tell them to myself, and I don’t like people to hear me.”

Ermengarde stopped short, staring, and quite losing her
breath.

! in disgrace — B omane
2 with her hands clasped round her knees — 0GXBaTHB pyKamu
KOJIEHH
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“You make up stories!” she gasped. “Can you do that — as
well as speak French? Can you?”

Sara looked at her in simple surprise.

“Why, anyone can make up things,” she said. “Have you
never tried?”

She put her hand on Ermengarde’s.

“Let us go very quietly to the door,” she whispered, “and
then I will open it quite suddenly; perhaps we may catch her.”

Ermengarde had no idea what it meant, but she was sure
it was something exciting. She followed her on tiptoe! along the
passage. Then Sara suddenly opened the door. Ermengarde
saw a meat and quiet room, a fire gently burning in the fireplace
and a wonderful doll sitting in a chair by it, apparently reading
a book.

“Oh, she got back to her seat before we could see her!”
Sara exclaimed. ;

Ermengarde looked from her to the doll and back again.

“Can she — walk?” she asked, breathlessly.

“Yes,” answered Sara. “At least, I believe she can. At
least, I pretend 1 believe she can. Have you never pretended
things?”

“No,” said Ermengarde. “Never. I — tell me about it.”

She was so impressed by this odd, new companion that
she actually stared at Sara instead of at Emily.

Sara sat upon the rug and told her strange things. She told
her stories of the voyage, and stories of India; but what fascinated
Ermengarde the most was her fancy about the dolls who walked
and talked, and who could do anything they chose when people
were out of the room, but who must keep their powers a secret
and get back to their places when people returned to the room.

“We couldn’t do it,” said Sara seriously. “You see, it’s a
kind of magic.”

Once, when Sara was telling her the story of the search
for Emily, Ermengarde saw her face suddenly change.

! on tiptoe — Ha UbIMOYKAX
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Then Sara said: “Do you love your father more than
anything else in all the whole world?” Ermengarde was greatly
embarrassed.

“I — I scarcely ever see him,” she stammered. “He is
always in the library — reading things.”

f‘l love mine more than all the world ten times over,” Sara
said. “He has gone away. I promised him I would bear it, and
I will. You have to bear things. Think what soldiers bear! Papa
is a soldier.”

Ermengarde felt that she was beginning to adore her. She
was so wonderful and different from anyone else.

“If I go on talking and talking,” she said, “and telling you
things about pretending, I shall bear it better. You don’t for-
get, but you bear it better.”

“Lavinia and Jessie are ‘best friends’,” said Ermen-
garde. “I wish we could be ‘best friends’. You’re clever, and
I’mlthe stupidest child in the school, but I — oh, I do so like
you!”

“I’m glad of that,” said Sara. “We will be friends. And 1
can help you with your French lessons.”

Useful Words

pigtail » kocuuka

ribbon » nenra

stare v IpUCTAJIBLHO TISIETh
amazement 7 U3yMIIEHHE

Cross g pas3ipaxeHHbI, cepaMUTHIi
short adv pesko, BHe3anHO

8asp v OTKPbITb POT OT YAMBICHUS
neat g 4ucThIii, aKKypaTHBII
fascinate v Bocxumats

fancy » panrasus

stammer v 3aMKaThbCs, 3aNMHATBLCA
bear v nepenocuts, Tepmers
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Exercises

Answer the questions.

a) What was the problem with Ermengarde?

b) Why did Ermengarde attract the attention of Miss
Minchin?

c) What did Sara think of Ermengarde’s name?

d) What Sara’s talents impressed Ermengarde?

e) What story did Sara tell Ermengarde?

f) What did Sara promise to her new friend?

Complete the sentences.

a) When Sara began to speak French, Ermengarde grew
red in amazement because

b) Sara always tried to help someone who

c) Sara had a playroom all to herself because

d) Ermengarde did not see her father very often because

e) Ermengarde was beginning to adore Sara because

Find in the text the English for:

YBaXUTEJBHO

CMEHMUTb TEMY pa3roBopa
MPHAYMBIBATh HCTOPUU

B UICKPEHHEM YIUBICHUH

IepXaTh CBOM CIIOCOOHOCTH B CEKpETE
BOJILLICOCTBO

Fill in the prepositions about, on, in, at, around, of.

a) Ermengarde had pulled the pigtail her neck
and was biting the end the ribbon.
b) Ermengarde was staring curiously a new pupil.
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c) When lessons were over the pupils gathered together
groups to talk.
d) Ermengarde spent the greater part of her life

disgrace and tears.

e) Sara and Ermengarde came up to the room
tiptoe.

f) Most of all Ermengarde liked Sara’s fancy
dolls.

Complete the chart.

redder

the stupidest
the best

fat

greater

Say why Sara came up to Ermengarde. Would you do the same
in her place?

Imagine that you are Ermengarde. Say how you met Sara and
what you felt about her.



The next years at Miss Minchin’s Select Seminary Sara
was freated more as a guest than a little girl. Privately Miss
Minchin disliked her, but she was far too practical to do or say
anything which might make such a desirable pupil wish to leave
her school. She knew quite well that if Sara wrote to her papa
to tell him she was uncomfortable or unhappy, Captain Crewe
would remove her at once. Sara was praised for her quickness
at her lessons, for her good manners; the simplest thing she did
was treated as if it were a virtue. But the clever little brain told
her many sensible and true things about herself and her circum-
stances, and now and then she talked these things over to Er-
mengarde.
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“Things happen to people by accident!,” she used to say. “It
just happened that I always liked lessons and books, and could
remember things when I learned them. It just happened that 1
was born with a father who was beautiful and nice and clever,
and could give me everything I liked. But if you have everything
you want and everyone is kind to you, how can you find out
whether you are really a nice child or a horrid one? Perhaps I'm
a bad child, and no one will ever know, just because I never
have any trials2.”

“Lavinia has no trials,” said Ermengarde, “and she is
horrid enough.”

Lavinia, in fact, was spiteful. Until Sara’s arrival, she
had felt herself the leader in the school. She was rather pretty,
and had been the best-dressed pupil in the Select Seminary until
Sara’s velvet coats and furs appeared. This, at the beginning,
had been bitter enough; but as time went on it became apparent
that Sara was a leader, too.

Sara was a friendly little soul, and shared her privileges
and belongings with a free hand®. She was a motherly young
person, and when little girls fell down and scraped their knees,
she ran and helped them up and found in her pocket a bonbon.

So the younger children adored Sara. More than once she
had a tea party for them in her own room. And she allowed to
play with Emily, and use Emily’s own tea-service.

Lottie Legh admired Sara greatly. Lottie had been sent to
school by a young papa who could not imagine what else to do
with her. Her young mother had died, and as the child had
been treated like a favourite doll or a very spoiled pet monkey
since the first hour of her life, she was an awful little creature.
When she wanted anything or did not want anything, she cried.

I Things happen to people by accident — MHoroe y mofeii 3asucur
OT CITYYalUHOCTEMH

2 T never have any trials — y MeHs1 HeT BO3MOXHOCTEI ce0s MCIbI-
TaTh

3 with a free hand — nerko
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In some mysterious way she had found out that people felt
sorry for a very small girl who had lost her mother. So it
became her habit to make great use of this knowledge.

One morning, passing a sitting-room, Sara heard both
Miss Minchin and Miss Amelia trying to quiet some child who,
evidently, refused to be silenced.

“Oh — oh — oh!” Sara heard; “I haven’t got any mam-
ma-a!”

“Oh, Lottie!” screamed Miss Amelia. “Do stop, darling!
Don’t cry! Please don’t!”

When Miss Minchin came out and saw her, she looked
rather annoyed.

“I stopped,” explained Sara, “because I knew it was Lot-
tie — and I thought, perhaps — just perhaps, I could make her
be quiet. May 1 try, Miss Minchin?”

“If you can. You are a clever child,” answered Miss
Minchin. And she left her.

When Sara entered the room, Lottie was lying upon the
floor, screaming and kicking her small fat legs violently, and
Miss Amelia was bending over her in despair, looking quite red
and damp with heat.

Sara went to them quietly.

“Miss Amelia,” she said in a low voice, “Miss Minchin
says | may try to make her stop — may [?”

Miss Amelia turned and looked at her hopelessly. “Oh,
do you think you can?” she gasped.

“I don’t know whether I can,” answered Sara, still in her
half-whisper, “but 1 will try.”

“Oh, Sara!” said Miss Amelia. “We never had such an
awful child before. 1 don’t believe we can keep her.”

But she left the room, and was very happy to find an
excuse for doing it.

Sara stood by the angry child for a few moments, and
looked down at her without saying anything. Then she sat down
on the floor beside her and waited.
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Lottie opened her eyes and saw a little girl. But it was the
one who owned Emily and all the nice things. And she was
looking at her with interest.

“I — haven’t — any — ma-ma-a!” she announced; but her
voice was not so strong.

Sara looked at her with a sort of understanding in her eyes.

“Neither have 1,” she said.

This was so unexpected that Lottie actually dropped her
legs, and lay and stared. A new idea will stop a crying child
when nothing else will. Then Lottie asked:

“Where is she?”

“She went to heaven,” she said. “But I am sure she comes
out sometimes to see me though I don’t see her. So does yours.
Perhaps they can both see us now. Perhaps they are both in this
room.”

Lottie looked about her. She was a pretty, little, cur-
ly-headed creature, and her round eyes were like wet forget-
me-nots.

Sara went on talking. Perhaps some people might think
that what she said was rather like a fairy story, but it was all so
real to her own imagination that Lottie began to listen in spite of
herself. She had been told that her mamma had wings and a
crown, and she had been shown pictures of angels-ladies in
white. But Sara seemed to be telling a real story about a lovely
country where real people were.

“There are fields and fields of flowers,” she said, forget-
ting herself, as usual, when she began, and talking rather as if
she were in a dream — “fields and fields of lilies. And little
children run about in the lilyfields and gather flowers, and laugh.
And the streets are shining. And no one is ever tired, however
far they walk. And there are walls made of pearl and gold all
round the city, but they are low enough for the people to go and
lean on them, and look down to the earth and smile, and send
beautiful messages.”

It was a pretty story. When it came to an end, Lottie was
Very sorry.
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“I want to go there,” she cried. “I — haven’t any mamma

in this school.”

Sara saw the danger-signal, and came out of her dream.
“I will be your mamma,” she said. “We will play that you

are my little girl. And Emily shall be your sister.”
Lottie’s dimples all began to show themselves.
“Shall she?” she said.

“Yes,” answered Sara, jumping to her feet. “Let us go
and tell her. And then I will wash your face and brush your

hair.”
And from that time Sara was an adopted mother.

Useful Words

treat v oOpamarbCs, OTHOCUTBCS
praise v XBaJIUTb

virtue n no6poaerens

spiteful a 3moit, HegoOpoOXenaTeIbHBIN
motherly a no-marepuHcku 3a00TAMBBINI
habit » mpuBbUKa

bend v HaKIOHATLCA

despair » oTyasiHue

excuse n TIpeMJIOT, OlpaBJaHUe
forget-me-not » He3abynka

adopted a npueMHbIi

Exercises

1 Describe in what way Sara was treated:
a) at Miss Minchin’s Select Seminary in general;
b) by Miss Minchin;
¢) by Lavinia;
d) by younger children.
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Put the sentences in the right order.

a) Sara told Lottie a wonderful story about angels.

b) Miss Minchin came out of the room rather annoyed.

c¢) Sara often had tea parties for younger girls.

d) Miss Amelia left the room, happy to find an excuse
for doing it.

e) Lottie was lying on the floor, screaming and kicking
her fat legs.

f) One morning, passing a sitting room, Sara heard Miss
Minchin and Miss Amelia trying to quiet some child.

g) Sara sat down on the floor beside angry Lottie.

Put as many questions as you can.

a) Sara shared her privileges and belongings with a free
hand.

b) Sara looked at Lottie with a sort of understanding in
her eyes.

¢) And the little children run about in the lilyfields and
gather the flowers and laugh.

Find in the text the English for:

XeJlaHHas yYeHU1a

olapanarb KOJIEHKY

yalHbIi CEPBU3

u3dasioBaHHas pyyHas 00e3bsiHKa
CKa3Ka

XKEeMUyT

npMeMHasl MaThb

Fill in the prepositions out, over, for, up, down, at, of.

a) Sara was praised quickness her lessons.

b) She talked many serious things to Ermengarde.

¢) When little girls fell and scraped their knees
Sara ran and helped them
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d) Lottie began to listen to Sara’s wonderful story in spite

herself.
e) Sara saw the danger-signal and came of her
dream.
6 Say why:

a) Miss Minchin did not show that she disliked Sara.
b) Lavinia was spiteful.

c) young girls adored Sara.

d) Sara offered to make Lottie quiet.

7 Talk about Lottie.

a) Describe her and talk about her character.
b) Do you like the way Sara quieted Lottie? What would
you do if you were Sara?

8 Prove that:
A new idea will stop a crying child when nothing else will.

9 Sara says, “Things happen to people by accident.” Do you
agree with Sara? Give your opinion.

5
BECKY

The great power Sara had and the one which brought her
even more followers than her nice things and the fact that she
was “the show pupil” was her power of telling stories and of
making everything she talked about seem like a story, whether
it was one or not.

Sara not only could tell stories, but she adored telling
them. When she sat or stood in the centre of a circle and began
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to invent wonderful things, her green eyes grew big and shin-
ing, her cheeks flushed, and, without knowing that she was
doing it, she began to act. She forgot that she was talking to
listening children; she saw and lived with the fairy folk!, or the
kings and queens and beautiful ladies, whose adventures she was
narrating. Sometimes when she had finished her story, she was
quite out of breath with excitement2.

“When I am telling it,” she said, “it doesn’t seem as if it
was only made up. It seems more real than you are — more real
than the schoolroom. I feel as if I were all the people in the
story — one after the other.”

She had been at Miss Minchin’s school about two years
when, one foggy winter’s afternoon, as she was getting out of
her carriage, she noticed a little figure with wide-open eyes,
standing on the steps. Something in the smudgy face made her
look at it, and when she looked she smiled because it was her
way to smile at people.

But the owner of the smudgy face and the wide-open eyes
evidently was afraid of her and quickly disappeared. That very
evening, as Sara was sitting in the middle of a group of listen-
ers in a corner of the schoolroom telling one of her stories, the
very same figure fimidly entered the room, carrying a heavy
coal-box and a brush to sweep up the ashes?.

She was cleaner than she had been in the afternoon but
she looked just as frightened. She was evidently afraid to look
at the children. She put on pieces of coal with her fingers
trying not to make noise. But Sara saw in two minutes that she
was deeply interested in what was going on, and that she was
doing her work slowly in the hope of catching a word here
and there. And realizing this, she raised her voice and spoke
more clearly.

| fairy folk — Bomme6HUIbI
2 she was quite out of breath with excitement — ona 3abIxanach ot
BOITHEHUS

3 to sweep up the ashes — Brirpectu 301y
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“The Mermaids swam about in the crystal-green water,
and dragged after them a fishing-net with deep sea pearls,”
she said. “The Princess sat on the white rock and watched them.”

It was a wonderful story about a princess who was loved
by a Prince Merman!, and went to live with him in caves under
the sea.

The small figure before the fireplace was so much im-
pressed by the story that she actually forgot that she had no right
to listen at all, and also forgot everything else.

The brush fell from her hand, and Lavinia Herbert looked
round.

“That girl has been listening,” she said.

The little servant snatched up her brush, the coal-box and
ran out of the room like a frightened rabbit.

“I knew she was listening,” said Sara. “Why shouldn’t she?”

“Well,” said Lavinia, “I do not know whether your mam-
ma would like you to tell stories to servant girls, but [ know my
mamma wouldn’t like me to do it.”

“My mamma!” said Sara. “I don’t believe she would
mind it.”

“Who is that little girl who makes the fires?” she asked
Mariette that night.

Mariette said that she was a timid little thing. She was
fourteen years old, but was so small that she looked about twelve.

“What is her name?” asked Sara.

Her name was Becky. Mariette heard everyone calling:
“Becky, do this,” and “Becky, do that,” every five minutes in
the day.

A few weeks later on another foggy afternoon Sara en-
tered her sitting-room and in her armchair she found Becky
asleep and an empty coal-box on the floor near her. She had
been running about all day and was very tired.

On this particular afternoon Sara had been taking her
dancing lesson, she was wearing a dress the colour of a rose.

! Prince Merman — MoOpCKO# KOpOJb
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Mariette had bought some real buds to wear on her
black locks. She had been learning a new dance in which she
had been flying about the room, like a large rose-coloured
butterfly.

When Sara entered the room she made some butterfly
steps — and there sat Becky.

It did not occur to her to feel cross at finding her chair
occupied by the small, dingy figure.

She took a seat on the edge of the table, wondering what
it would be best to do. Miss Amelia might come in at any
moment, and if she did, Becky would be sure to be scolded!.

“But she is so tired,” she thought. “She is so tired!”

Becky opened her eyes with a frightened gasp. She did
not know she had fallen asleep. She had only sat down for one
moment — and here she found herself staring in wild alarm at
the wonderful pupil, who sat near her, like a rose-coloured
fairy, with interested eyes.

Oh, she had got herself into trouble! She would be turned
out of doors without wages.

“Oh, miss! Oh, miss!” she stammered. “I am sorry, miss!”

Sara jumped down, and came quite close to her.

“Don’t be frightened,” she said, quite as if she had been
speaking to a little girl like herself. “You were tired.”

How poor Becky stared at her! In fact, she had never
heard such a nice, friendly sound in anyone’s voice before.

“Aren’t you angry, miss?” she gasped. “Aren’t you going
to tell the missus?”

“No,” cried Sara. “Of course I’'m not. Why, we are just
the same — I am only a little girl like you. It’s just an accident
that I am not you, and you are not me!2”

Becky did not understand. Sara realized that Becky did
not know what she meant.

! Becky would be sure to be scolded — Bexku HapepHsika OTpYTaioT
2 It’s just an accident that I am not you, and you are not me! —
Benp 3To mpoctas caydaitHOCTb, 9TO S HE THI, @ THI HE .
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“Have you done your work?” she asked. “Could you stay
here a few minutes?”

Becky lost her breath again.

“Here, miss? Me?”

Sara ran to the door, opened it, and looked out and lis-
tened.

“No one is anywhere about,” she explained. “If your
bedrooms are finished, perhaps you might stay. I thought —
perhaps you might like a piece of cake.”

The next ten minutes seemed to Becky like a sort of fairy
tale. Sara opened a cupboard, and gave her a thick slice of
cake. She talked and asked questions, and laughed until Becky’s
fears actually began to calm themselves.

“Is that — ” she said, looking at the rose-coloured dress.
“Is that there your best?”

“It is one of my dancing dresses,” answered Sara. “I like
it; don’t you?”

For a few seconds Becky was almost speechless with ad-
miration. Then she said:

“] once saw a princess in the street outside Covent Gar-
den!. There was one young lady, she was pink all over — the dress
and all. People said: ‘That’s the princess.” You looked like her.”

“I’ve often thought,” said Sara, “that I should like to be a
princess; I wonder what it feels like. I believe I will begin pre-
tending I am one.2”

Sara turned to Becky with a new question.

“Becky,” she said, “weren’t you listening to that story?”

“Yes, miss,” confessed Becky, a little alarmed again. “It
was that beautiful 1 — I couldn’t help it.”

“Would you like to hear the rest?”

Becky lost her breath again.

I Covent Garden — «Kosent-T'apaen», KoponeBckuil onepHEIA

TeaTp
2 1 believe I will begin pretending I am one. — 5, MOXeT OBbITE,
norpo0Oylo MnpeacTaBUTh cebe, YTO A MPHHIIECCA.
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“Me hear it?” she cried. “Like as if I was a pupil, miss!
All about the Prince — and the little white Mer-babies swim-
ming about laughing — with stars in their hair?”

Sara nodded.

“You haven’t time to hear it now, I'm afraid,” she said,
“but if you tell me just what time you come to do my rooms, I will
try to be here and tell you a bit of it every day until it is finished.”

Becky stared at her adoringly.

When she went downstairs, she was not the same Becky.
She had an extra piece of cake in her pocket, and she was warm
and happy.

“If I was a princess — a real princess,” said to herself
Sara, “I could give people what they need. But even if [ am only
a pretend princess, I can invent little things to do for people.
Things like this.”

Useful Words

narrate v pacckasbiBaTb, IOBECTBOBATh
smudgy a rpsi3HbIH, YyMasblii

timidly adv pobko

frightened a ucnyranusiii

mermaid » pycanka

snatch up phr v cxBatuth

bud » 6yToH

dingy a nepenaykaHHbIH

wages n pl 3apaboTHas [1ara, Xal0BaHbe
confess v mpu3HaBaThCs

Exercises

1 Answer the questions.
a) Who was Becky?
b) When did Sara see Becky for the first time?
35



¢) What did she look like?

d) What was the story that impressed Becky so much that
she forgot everything?

¢) What was Sara’s reaction when she saw Becky asleep
in her chair?

f) What did she promise to Becky?

Complete the sentences.

a) The brush fell from Becky’s hand because
b) Lavinia was cross with Becky because

¢) Becky fell asleep in Sara’s chair because
d) Sara was wearing a dancing dress because

e) Becky left Sara’s room warm and happy because ___

Choose the right word from the box and use it in the sentences.

mermaids
wages
carriage
rock
power

a) Sara noticed Becky when she was getting out of her

b) Becky liked a wonderful story about

¢) The Princess sat on the white by the sea.

d) Sara had a wonderful of making up
stories.

e) Becky was afraid that she would be turned out of doors
without

Translate the sentences into Russian.

a) Sara looked at Becky and smiled because it was her
way to smile at people.
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b) Sarq entered the room and made some butterfly steps.
c) It did not occur to Sara to feel cross at finding her
favourite chair occupied by the small, dingy figure.

Choose right.

a) There/It was Sara’s power of telling stories that fasci-
nated all the girls.

b) There/It was nobody in the corridor.

c) There/It was a wonderful story about a princess loved
by a Prince Merman.

d) There/It was one young lady in pink all over.

e) There/It was a timid dingy girl too small for her age.

Prove that Becky left Sara’s room a different person.
Act out the dialogue between Sara and Becky.
Sara had a wonderful power of making up and telling stories.

Do you agree that it is a great talent? Do you know any people
who are good at it?



THE DIAMOND MINES

Not very long after this a very exciting thing happened.
In one of his letters Captain Crewe told a most interesting sto-
ry. A friend who had been at school with him when he was a boy
had unexpectedly come to him in India. He was the owner of
land upon which diamonds had been found, and he was devel-
oping the mines!. As he was fond of the friend of his school
days, he had given him an opportunity to share in this enormous
fortune by becoming a partner in his scheme2. “Diamond mines”

I he was developing the mines — oH yXe Hayan paspabaTbiBaTh

aJIMa3HbBIE KOITH
2 to share in this enormous fortune by becoming a partner in his sche-
me — CTaTh €ro MapTHEPOM H Pa3IenuTh C HUM 3TO OTPOMHOE HOTAaTCTBO
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sounded so like the “Arabian Nights”! that no one could be
indifferent. Lavinia was very spiteful about it, and told Jessie
that she didn’t believe such things as diamond mines existed.

“If there were mines full of diamonds, people would be so
rich it would be ridiculous.”

“Perhaps Sara will be so rich that she will be ridiculous,”
giggled Jessie.

“She’s ridiculous without being rich,” Lavinia sniffed.

“One of her ‘pretends’ is that she is a princess. She plays
it all the time even in school. She says it makes her learn her
lessons better.”

A few weeks before Sara’s eleventh birthday a letter came
to her from her father. He was not very well, and was evidently
overweighted by the business connected with the diamond mines.

He had made wonderful preparations for her birthday.
Among other things, a new doll had been ordered in Paris, and
many other presents.

When Sara’s birthday arrived the whole house was in ex-
citement. The schoolroom was decorated with flowers, the desks
had been moved away.

When Sara went into her sitting-room in the morning,
she found on the table a small package, tied up in a piece of
brown paper. She knew it was a present, and she thought she
could guess whom it came from. She opened it quite tenderly.
It was a square pin-cushion, made of not quite clean red flan-
nel, and black pins had been stuck carefully into it to form the
words, “Many happy returns.2”

“Oh!” cried Sara, with a warm feeling in her heart. “I
like it so, it — it makes me feel sad.”

And just at that very moment she heard the door open,
and saw Becky.

There was a happy grin on her face.

“Do you like it, Miss Sara?” she said. “Do you?”

I “Arabian Nights” — apa6ckue ckasku «Thlcs4a M OfHA HOYb»
2 Many happy returns. — [To3npaBnsiio ¢ IHEM POXIEHHMS.
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“Like it?” cried Sara. “You darling Becky, you made it
all yourself.”

Becky gave a hysteric but joyful sniff, and her eyes looked
quite meist with delight.

“It is nothing, and the flannel isn’t new; but I wanted to
give you something and I made it at nights. I knew you could
pretend it was satin with diamond pins in. I tried to when I was
making it.”

Sara flew at her and hugged her.

“Oh, Becky!” she cried out, with a little laugh. “I love
you, Becky — I do, I do!”

When Sara entered the schoolroom in the afternoon, she
did so as the head of a sort of procession. Miss Minchin, in her
best silk dress, led her by the hand. A manservant followed,
carrying the box containing the doll, a housemaid carried a
second box, and Becky — a third one.

“James, place the box on the table and remove the lid,”
said Miss Minchin “Emma, put yours upon a chair — Becky!”

Becky had quite forgotten herself in her excitement, and
was grinning at Lottie.

“It is not your place to look at the young ladies,” said Miss
Minchin. “Put your box down.”

Becky quickly obeyed.

“You may leave us,” Miss Minchin announced to the servants.

“If you please, Miss Minchin,” said Sara suddenly,
“mayn’t Becky stay?”

It was a bold thing to do. Miss Minchin gazed at her show
pupil disturbedly.

“Becky!” she exclaimed. “My dearest Sara!”

Sara made a step toward her.

“I want her because I know she will like to see the presents,”
she explained. “She is a little girl too, you know.”

Miss Minchin was scandalized. She glanced from one fig-
ure to the other.

“My dear Sara,” she said, “Becky is the scullery-maid.
Scullery-maids — er — are not little girls.”
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It really had not occurred to her to think of them in that
light. Scullery-maids were machines who carried coal and made
fires.

“But Becky is,” said Sara. “And I know she would enjoy
herself. Please let her stay — because it is my birthday.”

Miss Minchin replied with much dignity:

“As you ask it as a birthday favour — she may stay. Go
and stand there, too near the young ladies.”

Becky went to her place, grinning. She did not care where
she was sent, so that she might have the luck of being inside the
room, instead of being downstairs in the scullery. Miss Minchin
made a speech congratulating Sara and left the room. Sara
bent over one of the boxes with a delighted face.

“These are books, I know,” she said.

Then she turned to the biggest box. When she took out the
doll it was so magnificent that the children ufrered delighted
exclamations of joy.

“She is almost as big as Lottie,” someone gasped.

“Suppose,” Sara said, as she stood by the table, putting
a large, black-velvet hat on the smiling doll, “suppose she
understands human talk and feels proud of being admired.”

“You are always supposing things,” said Lavinia.

“I know I am,” said Sara, undisturbedly. “I like it. There
is nothing so nice as supposing. It’s almost like being a fairy. If
you suppose anything hard enough it seems as if it were real.”

“It’s all very well to suppose things if you have every-
thing,” said Lavinia. “Could you suppose and pretend if you
were a beggar and lived in an attic?”

Sara looked thoughtful.

“I believe 1 could,” she said. “If one was a beggar, one
would have to suppose and pretend all the time.! But it mightn’t
be easy.”

! If one was a beggar, one would have to suppose and pretend all
the time. — Ecnv st Gbi1a 661 HUILEH, MHE Gbl MPHLLIOCH BCE BPEMS
cebe yTo-HUOYOb MpPeNCTaBIATh.
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She often thought afterward how strange it was that just as
she had finished saying this — just at that very moment — Miss
Amelia came into the room.

“Sara,” she said, “your papa’s lawyer, Mr Barrow, has
come to see Miss Minchin, and, as she must talk to him alone,
you had all better come and have your party now, so that my
sister can have her interview here in the schoolroom.”

When the girls left, Miss Minchin came into the room,
accompanied by a dry little gentleman, who looked rather
worried. Miss Minchin herself also looked worried and puzzled.

“Please be seated, Mr Barrow,” she said.

Mr Barrow did not sit down at once. His attention seemed
attracted by the doll and the things which surrounded her. He
looked at them in nervous disapproval.

“Birthday presents,” said Mr Barrow, in critical manner,
“to a child eleven years old! Mad extravagance!, I call it.”

Miss Minchin felt offended.

“Captain Crewe is a man of fortune2,” she said. “The
diamond mines alone —”

“Diamond mines!” exclaimed Mr Barrow. “There are none!”

Miss Minchin actually got up from her chair.

“What!” she cried. “What do you mean?”

“Diamond mines bring ruin oftener than they bring wealth3,”
said Mr Barrow. “When a man is in the hands of a very dear
friend, and is not a business man himself, he had better get rid
of the dear friend’s diamond mines, or gold mines, or any
other kind of mines dear friends want his money to put into.
The late Captain Crewe —”

Here Miss Minchin stopped him with a gasp.

“The late Captain Crewe!” she cried out, “the /ate! You
don’t come to tell me that Captain Crewe is —”

| Mad extravagance! — Be3yMHasi pacTOYMTENbHOCTE!

2 3 man of fortune — GoraThiii YenoBeK

3 Diamond mines bring ruin oftener than they bring wealth — A-
Ma3Hble KONW NMPUHOCAT pa3opeHMe yaile, yeM 60raTcTBo
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“He’s dead, ma’am,” Mr Barrow answered. “Died of
jungle fever! and business troubles combined.”

Miss Minchin dropped into her chair again.

“What were his business troubles?” she said.

“Diamond mines,” answered Mr Barrow, “and dear
friends — and ruin.”

Miss Minchin lost her breath.

“Ruin!” she gasped out.

“Lost every penny. That young man had too much money.
His dear friend put all his own money into the mines and all
Captain Crewe’s. Then the dear friend ran away — Captain
Crewe was already ill when the news came. The shock was too
much for him. He died, thinking about his little girl — and
didn’t leave a penny.”

Now Miss Minchin understood, and never had she re-
ceived such a blow in her life.

“Do you mean to tell me,” she cried out, that he left
nothing? That Sara will have no fortune? That the child is a
beggar? That she is left on my hands a little pauper?”

“She is certainly left a beggar,” said Mr Barrow. “And
she is certainly left on your hands, ma’am, as she hasn’t a
relation in the world that we know of.”

“l am not responsible for her, and I refuse to be made
responsible!”

Miss Minchin became quite white with rage.

Mr Barrow turned to go.

“I have nothing to do with that2, madam,” he said unin-
terestedly.

“I will turn her into the street!” cried Miss Minchin.

“I wouldn’t do that, madam,” said the man, “it wouldn’t
look well.”

He was a clever business man, and he knew what he was
saying. He also knew that Miss Minchin was a business woman,

| jungle fever — Tponuueckas nMxopagka
2 1T have nothing to do with that — Mens 310 He Kacaercs
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and would be shrewd enough to see the truth. She could not
afford to do a thing which would make people speak of her as
cruel and hard-hearted.

“Better keep her and make use of her,” he added. “She’s
a clever child, I believe. You can get a good deal out of her
as she grows older. Good morning!”

When he left, the door was opened by Miss Amelia.

“What is the matter, sister?” she asked.

Miss Minchin wasted no words.

“Captain Crewe is dead,” she said. “He has died without
a penny. That spoiled child is left a pauper on my hands.”

Miss Amelia sat down quite heavily in the nearest chair.

“Put a stop to this ridiculous party of hers.”

“I?” panted Miss Amelia. “M-must I go and tell her now?”

“This moment!” was the angry answer.

Miss Amelia got up and went out of the room, without
venturing to say another word.

Some time later Miss Amelia returned. “Sister,” she said,
“she is the strangest child I ever saw. When I told her what had
happened, she just stood quite still and looked at me without
making a sound. Her eyes seemed to get bigger and bigger,
and she went quite pale. When I had finished, she still stood
staring for a few seconds, and then her chin began to shake,
and she turned round and ran out of the room and upstairs.”

Nobody but Sara herself ever knew what had happened in
her room after she had run upstairs and locked her door. She
walked up and down, saying over and over again to herself in
a voice which did not seem her own:

“My papa is dead! My papa is dead!”

Once she stopped before Emily, who sat watching her
from her chair, and cried out wildly:

“Emily! Do you hear? Do you hear — papa is dead! He is
dead in India — thousands of miles away.”

When she came into Miss Minchin’s sitting-room, her
face was white and her eyes had dark rings around them. It was
clear that she didn’t want to show what she had suffered and was
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suffering. She no longer looked like the rose-coloured butterfly
child, she looked instead a strange, lonely little figure.

She had put on, without Mariette’s help, an old black
dress. It was too short and #ight and her slender legs looked long
and thin. She held Emily tightly in one arm.

“Put down your doll,” said Miss Minchin. “What do you
mean by bringing her here?”

“No,” Sara answered. “I will not put her down. She is
all I have. My papa gave her to me.”

She had always made Miss Minchin feel secretly uncom-
fortable, and she did so now.

“You will have no time for dolls in future,” she said. “You
will have to work and improve yourself and make yourself useful.”

Sara didn’t say a word.

“Everything will be very different now,” Miss Minchin
went on. “I suppose Miss Amelia has explained matters to you.”

“Yes,” answered Sara. “My papa is dead He left me no
money. I am quite poor.”

“You are a beggar,” said Miss Minchin. “You have no
relations and no home, and no one to take care of you. You are
not a princess any longer. You will have no carriage, no maid.
You will wear your oldest clothes. You are like Becky — you
must work for your living'. You speak French well, and you can
help with the younger children.”

“May I?” exclaimed Sara. “Oh, please, let me! I know I
can teach them. I like them, and they like me.”

“Don’t talk nonsense about people liking you,” said Miss
Minchin. “You will have to do more than teach the little ones.
You will run errands? and help in the kitchen as well as in the
schoolroom. If you don’t please me, you will be sent away.
Remember that. Now go.”

Sara turned to leave the room.

! you must work for your living — Te6e npumercs camoii 3apabaThi-

BaThk cebe Ha XHM3HL
2 run errands — BBITIONHATE pa3HBIE TIOPYYEHUS
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“Stop!” said Miss Minchin. “Don’t you intend to thank me?”

“What for?” asked Sara.

“For my kindness to you,” replied Miss Minchin. “For
my kindness in giving you a home.”

Sara made two or three steps toward her.

“You are not kind,” she said. “You are nof kind, and it is
not a home.” And she had turned and run out of the room before
Miss Minchin could stop her.

Before she reached her room Miss Amelia came out of
the door and closed it behind her, looking nervous and awk-
ward. The truth was that she felt secretly ashamed of the thing
she had been ordered to do.

“That is not your room now,” Miss Amelia said.

Somehow, all at once, Sara understood. She realized
that this was the beginning of the change Miss Minchin had
spoken of.

“Where is my room?” she asked, hoping very much that
her voice did not shake.

“You will sleep in the attic next to Becky.”

Sara knew where it was. Becky had told her about it.

When she reached the attic door and opened it, she saw a
small dingy room. There was a small fireplace, and a hard bed
covered with an old blanket. Some pieces of furniture too much
old to be used downstairs had been sent up. Sara sat on an old
red footstool. She seldom cried. She did not cry now. She laid
Emily across her knees and put her face down upon her and
her arms around her.

And as she sat in this silence the door was timidly pushed
open and a face appeared. It was Becky’s face, and Becky had
been crying for hours. -

Sara lifted her head and looked at her. She tried to begin
to smile, and somehow she could not. Suddenly her face looked
more like a child’s not so much too old for her years.

“QOh, Becky,” she said. “I told you we were just the same —
only two little girls — just two little girls. You see how true it is.
There’s no difference now. I'm not a princess any more.”

46

Becky ran to her and caught her hand.

“Yes, miss, you are,” she cried, and her words were all
broken. “Whatsoever happens to you, you’d be a princess all
the same.”

Useful Words

indifferent ¢ HepaBHOIYIIHEBIN
overweight v neperpyxarb, YTOMJISTb
pin-cushion » nooymreuka 115 6ynaBok
grin » WHpoKas ynbioKa

moist ¢ BIaXHBIH

bold a cMmenbiit

scullery-maid » nocynomorika

utter v npou3HOCUTH

attic n yepmak

late a nokoiHbIH

pauper n HUIIIEHKA

shrewd a npoHWIIaTEILHBIN

afford v no3soauts cede

venture v oCMeJIMBATLCS

tight @ TecHbIi

Exercises

1 Answer the questions.

a) What did Lavinia think about diamond mines?

b) What did Becky give Sara for her birthday?

¢) Why did Miss Minchin allow Becky to see the presents
together with the pupils?

d) What was the reason for Captain Crewe’s death?

e) How did Sara take the news of her father’s death?

f) What duties did Miss Minchin find for Sara?

g) Where did she have to move from her room?
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Choose the right ending.

a) A friend of Captain Crewe asked him
1. to buy his diamond mines.
2. to develop his diamond mines together.
3. to become his partner in a new scheme.

b) Captain Crewe ordered for Sara’s birthday
1. books and a wonderful doll.
2. new dresses and hats.
3. a diamond ring.

c) Mr Barrow told Miss Minchin that Captain Crewe
1. wanted to take Sara home.
2. had died without a penny.
3. had left Sara a big fortune.

d) Miss Minchin left Sara at school because
1. Mr Barrow paid for her education.
2. she wanted to make use of her.
3. Sara decided to work for her living.

Find in the text the synonyms to the following words and word
combinations.

a wide smile a gift
a rich man brave
a project a beggar

Choose the right words from the box and use them in the
sentences.

to utter
disapproval
to afford
shrewd
to venture

a) Miss Amelia did not to defend Sara.
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b) Miss Minchin could not to do cruel
things to ruin her reputation.

¢) The girls were so impressed with the wonderful doll
that they loud exclamations of admi-
ration.

d) Mr Barrow looked at the fantastic doll and other
presents with ;

€) Miss Minchin was a person and real-
ized that she could make use of Sara.

5 Say why:

a) the diamond mines brought Captain Crewe ruin.
b) Sara was much impressed with Becky’s present.
¢) Miss Amelia did not say a word in Sara’s defence.

6 Speak of Mr Barrow. Do you think he was a hard-hearted man
or just a good lawyer and a clever businessman? Give your
opinion. -

7 Imagine that you are Becky. Describe Sara’s birthday. Say
what you felt about Sara’s troubles.

8 What episodes of this chapter prove that Sara was a girl with
a strong and bold character?

7
IN THE ATTIC

The change in Sara’s life did not come about gradually,
but was made all at once.

Mariette had left the house the next morning. When Sara
went down to breakfast she saw that her seat at Miss Minchin’s
side was occupied by Lavinia, and Miss Minchin spoke to her
coldly.

49



“You will begin your new duties, Sara,” she said, “by
taking your seat with the younger children at a smaller table.
You must keep them quiet, and see that they behave well.
Lottie has already upset her tea.”

That was the beginning, and from day to day she got more
duties. She taught the younger children French and heard their
other lessons. It was found that she could be made use of in
numberless directions. She could be sent on errands at any time
and in all weathers. She could be told to do things other people
neglected. The cook and the housemaids took their tone from
Miss Minchin. They were not servants of the best class, and had
neither good manners nor good fempers, and it was convenient
to have at hand someone on whom blame could be laid'.

Her own lessons became things of the past. She was taught
nothing, and only after long and busy days spent in running here
and there at everybody’s orders was she allowed to go into the
deserted schoolroom, with a pile of old books, and study alone
at night.

“If I do not remind myself of the things I have learned,
perhaps I may forget them,” she said to herself. “I am almost a
scullery-maid, and if I am a scullery-maid who knows nothing,
I shall be like poor Becky.”

One of the most curious things in her new existence was
her changed position among the pupils. They no longer saw
her as one of them. Miss Minchin preferred that she should not
talk to other children and live a separate life — one suited to
her circumstances.

Sara was too proud to try to continue to be intimate with
girls who evidently felt rather awkward and uncertain about her.
The fact was that Miss Minchin’s pupils were dull, matter-of-fact
young people. They were accustomed to being rich and comfort-
able, and as Sara’s dresses grew shorter and she wore shoes with

1 jt was convenient to have at hand someone on whom blame could
be laid — yacro GbIIO yNOOHO, YTOOBI MOJ PYKOH ObLT KTO-TO, Ha
KOTO MOXHO OBUIO OBl CBAJTUTH BCIO BUHY
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holes in them and was sent out to buy groceries and carry them
through the streets in a basket on her arm they felt rather as if,
when they spoke to her, they were addressing a servant.

Sara didn’t complain but there were hours when her child’s
heart might almost have broken with loneliness but for three
people!.

The first was Becky — just Becky. They had little chance
to speak to each other during the day. Each had her own tasks
to perform.

But before daybreak she used to slip into Sara’s attic and
button her dress and give her such help as she required before
she went downstairs to light the kitchen fire. And when night
came Sara always heard the knock at her door which meant
that her maid was ready to help her again if she was needed.

The second of the trio was Ermengarde, but odd things
happened before Ermengarde found her place.

Ermengarde had gone home for a few weeks. When she
came back she did not see Sara for a day or two, and when she
met her for the first time in a corridor she could not think of
anything to say. She knew what had happened, but, somehow,
she had never imagined Sara could look so odd and poor and
almost like a servant.

“Oh,” she stammered. “How — how are you?”

“I don’t know,” Sara replied. “How are you?”

"I'm quite well,” said Ermengarde. Then she thought of
something to say which seemed more intimate. “Are you — are
you very unhappy?”

Sara felt that if anyone was as stupid as that, one had
better get away from her.

“What do you think?” she said. “Do you think I am very
happy?” and she marched past her without another word.

| there were hours when her child’s heart might almost have broken
with loneliness but for three people — Ho GuiBanru nHu, Korma ee
ACTCKOE Cepaeyko He BHIHECTO Obl OMMHOYECTBA, €CIM 6bl HE TPH
4eJI0BeKd, KOTOpBIE OBUTM C HEH PSAIOM
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Later she realized that poor dull Ermengarde was not to be
blamed for her awkward ways!. She was always awkward, and
the more she felt, the more stupid she became.

So for several weeks a barrier stood between them. When
they met by chance Sara looked the other way, and Ermen-
garde felt too embarrassed to speak.

“If she doesn’t want to talk to me,” Sara thought, “I will
keep out of her way. Miss Minchin makes that easy enough.?”

Miss Minchin made it so easy that at last they didn’t see
each other at all. At that time it was noticed that Ermengarde
was more stupid than ever, and that she looked unhappy.

That night Sara went to her attic later than usual. When
she reached the top of the stairs, she was surprised to see light
coming from under the attic door.

“Nobody goes there but myself,” she thought quickly,
“but someone has lighted a candle.”

Someone had, indeed, lighted a candle. The someone
was sitting upon the footstool, and was dressed in her night-
gown. It was Ermengarde.

“Ermengarde!” cried Sara. She was so surprised that she
was almost frightened. “You will get into trouble.”

Ermengarde stood up from her footstool. Her eyes and
nose were pink with crying.

“] know I shall — if I’'m found out,” she said. “But I don’t
care 1 don’t care a bit. Oh, Sara, please tell me. What is the
matter? Why don’t you like me any more?”

It was so simple — so like the old Ermengarde who had
asked her to be “best friends”.

“I do like you,” Sara answered. “I thought — you see,
everything is different now. I thought you — were different.”

! poor dull Ermengarde was not to be blamed for her awkward
ways — OeHYI0 HellaieKyl0 DpMeHTrapay Helb3s ObUTo BUHMTD 32 €€

HEJIOBKOCTH

2 I will keep out of her way. Miss Minchin makes that easy enough. —
1 6yay mepxartbes oT Hee mopajpire. C moMolipio MUCC MUHYMH
9T0 OyJIeT O4eHB JIETKO.
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Ermengarde opened her wet eyes wide.

“Why, it was you who were different!” she cried. “You
didn’t want to talk to me. I didn’t know what to do.”

Sara thought a moment. She saw she had made a mistake.

“I am different,” she explained, “though not in the way
you think. Miss Minchin does not want me to talk to the girls.
Most of them don’t want to talk to me. I thought — perhaps —
you didn’t. So I tried to keep out of your way.”

They rushed into each other’s arms.

" Ermengarde looked at the odd, big-eyed little face ador-
ingly.

“I couldn’t bear it any more,” she said. “You could live
without me, Sara; but I couldn’t live without you. I was nearly
deaf:f. So tonight I decided to come here and ask you to be friends
again.”

“You are nicer than I am,” said Sara. “I was too proud to
try and make friends. You see, now that rials have come, they
show that I am nor a nice child. T was afraid they would. Per-
haps that is what they were sent for.”

“I don’t see any good in them,” said Ermengarde.

“Neither do I — to speak the truth,” said Sara frankly. “But
1 suppose there might be good in things, even if we don’t see it.”

Ermengarde looked round the attic.

“Sara,” she said, “do you think you can bear living here?”

Sara looked round also.

“If I pretend it’s quite different, I can,” she answered.
“Or if I pretend it is a place in a story.”

She spoke slowly. Her imagination was beginning to work
for her.

“Other people have lived in worse places. Think of the
Count of Monte Cristo. And think of the people in the Bastille!”

“The Bastille,” half whispered Ermengarde. She remem-
bered stories of the French Revolution which Sara had made up.

A well-known glow came into Sara’s eyes.
“Yes,” she said. “That will be a good place to pretend
about. I am a prisoner in the Bastille. I have been here for
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years and years — and years; and everybody has forgotten about
me. Miss Minchin is the jailer — and Becky is the prisoner in
the next cell.”

She turned to Ermengarde, looking quite like the old Sara.

“I shall pretend that,” she said, “and it will be a great
comfort!.”

“And will you tell me all about it?” said Ermengarde.
“May I come here at night, whenever it is safe, and hear the
things you have made up in the day?”

“Yes,” answered Sara, nodding.

Useful Words

temper n xapakrep

matter-of-fact o 30. nuieHHBIA daHTazuU
groceries » p/ GakanelHble TOBapbI
daybreak » pacceer

slip v ckonb3UTh; ABUTaThCA, HE TPUBJIEKAss BHUMaHUS
embarrassed g CMylIEHHBIH

trial #» McnibiITaHKE

count n rpad

glow n ceet, bGneck

jailer n TIopeMIIMK

cell » TiopemHas KaMepa

Exercises

1 Answer the questions.

a) When did the change in Sara’s life come?
b) How did other pupils treat Sara?
¢) When did Becky come to see Sara?

I it will be a great comfort — mHe Oyler HAMHOIO jerye
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d) Why did Sara decide to keep out of Ermengarde’s way?
e) When and why did Ermengarde come to Sara’s attic?
f) At what moment did Sara look like the old Sara?

Match the two parts of the sentences.

a) She could be told to
do things

b) She was kept so
much at work that

c) Sara and Ermengar-
de had always been
friends

d) It was found that

1) Sara could be made use of
in numberless directions.

2) but Sara had felt as if she
was years the older.

3) other people neglected.

4) she had no opportunity of
speaking to other pupils.

Find in the text the English for:

B J1100Y10 noroay

JloTTH yXe pa3inia CBOM 4ail.
OTNPABJATD C TOPYYECHUSAMHU

BCTPETUTHCS CILy4alHO

Fill in the prepositions if necessary.

a) The cook and the housemaids were not servants

the best class.

b) Sara spent days running here and there eve-

rybody’s orders.

¢) Miss Minchin wanted Sara to live a life suited

her circumstances.

d) The other girls felt as if they were addressing

a servant.

¢) Sara wore old shabby dresses and shoes holes.

Say why:

a) the servants treated Sara badly.
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b) Sara tried to find time for her own lessons.
c) Miss Minchin wanted Sara to live a separate life.
d) Sara did not understand Ermengarde’s true feelings.

6 Describe Sara’s days. Why do you think she did not complain
of her hard life?

7 Imagine that you are Ermengarde. Say:

e what you felt about the change in Sara’s life;
e what your life was without Sara;
e what you did to return your old friendship with Sara.

8 Sara supposed that there might be good in things, even if it is
not seen. Do you agree with her? Give your opinion.

8
MELCHISEDEC!

The third person in the trio was Lottie. She was a small
thing and could not understand why Sara looked different —
why she wore an old black dress and came into the schoolroom
only to teach instead of to sit in her place of honour and learn
lessons herself. Lottie’s main difficulty was that Sara said so
little when one asked her questions.

“Are you very poor now, Sara?” she had asked the first
morning her friend came to teach French. “Are you as poor as
a beggar?” She opened round, tearful eyes. “I don’t want you
to be as poor as a beggar.”

She looked as if she was going to cry.

“Beggars have nowhere to live,” said Sara courageously.
“I have a place to live in.”

I Melchisedec — Menbxucegex (Tak 3BajyM BETX03aBETHOTO Laps-
CBSTIIEHHUKA)
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“Where do you live?” asked Lottie. “The new girl sleeps in
your room, and it isn’t pretty any more.”

“I live in another room,” said Sara.

“Is it a nice one?” inquired Lottie. “I want to go and see it.”

“You must not talk,” said Sara. “Miss Minchin is looking
at us. She will be angry with me for letting you whisper.”

But Lottie was a determined little person. She decided to
find out herself where Sara lived. She talked to her small com-
panions and listened to the elder girls when they were gossi ping.
One afternoon she started on a voyage of discovery, and finally
reached the attic floor. There she found two doors near each
other, and opening one, she saw Sara standing upon an old
table and looking out of a window.

“Sara!” she cried aghast. “Mamma Sara!” She was aghast
because the attic was so ugly, and seemed so far away from all
the world.

Sara turned round at the sound of her voice. It was her
turn to be aghast. What would happen now? She jumped down
from her table and ran to the child.

“Don’t cry and make a noise,” she said. It’s — it’s not
such a bad room, Lottie.”

“Isn’t it?” gasped Lottie. She was a spoiled child, but she
was fond enough of her adopted parent to make an effort to
control herself for her sake!.

Sara hugged her close? and tried to laugh.

“You can see all sorts of things you can’t see downstairs,”
she said.

“What sort of things?” demanded Lottie, with curiosity.

“Chimneys — quite close to us — and sparrows hopping
and talking to each other just as if they were people — and
other attic windows.”

“QOh, let me see it!” cried Lottie. “Lift me up!”

Sara lifted her up, and they stood on the old table togeth-
er and looked out. -

I for her sake — panu Hee

2 Sara hugged her close — Capa nipuxana ee K cebe
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The sky seemed so much nearer than when one saw it
from the street, that Lottie was fascinated. From the attic win-
dow the things which were happening in the world below seemed
almost unreal. One scarcely believed in the existence of Miss
Minchin and Miss Amelia and the schoolroom.

“Oh, Sara!” cried Lottie. “I like this attic — I like it! It is
nicer than downstairs!”

“Look at that sparrow,” whispered Sara. “I wish I had
some crumbs to throw to him.”

“I have some!” cried Lottie. “I have part of a bun in my
pocket; I bought it with my penny yesterday, and I saved a bit.”

When they threw out a few crumbs the sparrow jumped
and flew away to a chimney-top.

Then he saw that the thing which had alarmed him repre-
sented hospitality.

He flew down and hopped toward the crumbs, then he
hopped nearer and nearer, seized the biggest crumb, and car-
ried it away to the other side of his chimney.

“Now he knows,” said Sara. “And he will come back for
the others.”

He did come back, and even brought a friend, and the
friend went away and brought a relative, and among them they
had a good dinner. Lottie was so delighted that she quite forgot
her first shocked impression of the attic.

It’s when Lottie left Sara sat down on the footstool and let
her head drop in her hands. “It’s a lonely place,” she said.
“Sometimes it’s the loneliest place in the world.”

She was sitting in this way when her attention was attract-
ed by a sound near her. She lifted her head to see where it
came from, and saw a large rat sniffing the air in an interested
manner. Some of Lottie’s crumbs had dropped upon the floor
and their scent had drawn him out of his hole.

Sara had sat so quietly that the rat had begun to take
courage!. He was very much afraid of her, but perhaps he had

I to take courage — HaGMpaTbcs MyXecTBa
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a heart like the sparrow and it told him that she couldn’t hurt
him. He was very hungry. He had a wife, and a large family
in the wall, and they were very hungry too.

“Come on,” said Sara. “I’'m not a trap. You can have the
crumbs! Prisoners in the Bastille used to make friends with rats.
Suppose I make friends with you.!”

How it is that animals understand things I do not know,
but it is certain that they do understand. The rat knew from that
moment that he was safe even though he was a rat. He was
really a very nice rat, and did not mean the least harm. He
went toward the crumbs and began to eat them.

She sat and watched him without making any movement.
One crumb was very much larger than the others. It was evi-
dent that he wanted that piece very much, but it lay quite near
the footstool and he was still rather timid.

“I believe he wants to carry it to his family in the wall,”
Sara thought. “If I do not stir at all, perhaps he will come and
get it.”

The rat quickly ate a few more crumbs, then he seized the
piece of bun and slipped down a crackin the wall.

“I knew he wanted it for his children,” said Sara. “I do
believe I could make friends with him.” '

A week or so afterward, on one of the nights when Ermen-
garde found it safe to come the attic, she heard Sara’s voice.

“There!” Ermengarde heard her say. “Take it and go
home, Melchisedec! Go home to your wife!”

When Sara opened the door, Ermengarde asked her.

“Who — who are you talking to, Sara?”

“You must promise not to be frightened — not to scream,
or I can’t tell you,” she answered.

Ermengarde managed to control herself. She looked all
round the attic and saw no one.

“Was it — a ghost?” she asked.

I Suppose I make friends with you. — A monpoGyio g ¢ To6o#
MOIPYXKUTHCH.
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“No,” said Sara, laughing. “It was my rat.”

Ermengarde made one bound, and landed in the middle of
the little dingy bed.

“Oh! Oh!” she cried. “A rat! A rat!”

“I was afraid you would be frightened,” said Sara. “But
you needn’t be. He actually knows me and comes out when I
call him. Are you too frightened to want to see him?”

Sara told her the story of her friendship with Melchise-
dec. Then she stood on her knees near the wall and whistled.

Ermengarde thought she looked as if she were working a
spelll. And at last, evidently in response to it, a bright-eyed
head appeared out of the hole. Sara had some crumbs in her
hand. She dropped them, and Melchisedec came and ate them.
A piece of larger size than the rest he took and carried in the
most business-like manner back to his home.

“You see,” said Sara, “that is for his wife and children.”

Ermengarde began to laugh.

“You talk about Melchisedec as if he was a person.”

“He is a person,” said Sara. “He gets hungry and fright-
ened, just as we do; and he is married and has children. His eyes
look as if he was a person. That was why I gave him a name.”

“Besides,” she said, “he is a Bastille rat sent to be my
friend.”

“Is it the Bastille yet?” asked Ermengarde, eagerly. “Do
you always pretend it is the Bastille?”

“Nearly always,” answered Sara. “Sometimes I try to
pretend it is another kind of place; but the Bastille is generally
easiest — particularly when it is cold.”

Just at that moment Ermengarde almost jumped off the
bed, she was so surprised to hear two knocks on the wall.

“What is that?” she exclaimed.

Sara answered quite dramatically: “It is the prisoner in
the next cell.”

“Becky!” cried Ermengarde.

I as if she were working a spell — kak 6yaTo oHa KonmyeT
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“Yes,” said Sara. “Listen; the two knocks meant, ‘Pris-
oner, are you there?’”

She knocked three times on the wall herself, as if in answer.

“That means, ‘Yes, I am here, and all is well.’”

Four knocks came from Becky’s side of the wall.

“That means, ‘Goodnight,”” explained Sara.

“Oh, Sara!” whispered Ermengarde joyfully, “it is like a
story!”

“It is a story,” said Sara. “Everything’s a story. You are
a story — I am a story. Miss Minchin is a story.”

And they talked until it was time for Ermengarde to go
back to her bed.

Useful Words

determined g peluuTe/ILHBIN
aghast g ouenoMIeHHbII
chimney n neiMoBast Tpy6a

hop v npbirath, moanpeIrMBaTh
bun # cnobHas Gymouka

save v CIacTH, COXpaHWTh

sniff v 30. HIOXaTh, OOGHIOXMBAThH
stir v 1meBesuTHCH

bound #» npsixok

Exercises

1 Answer the questions.

a) How did Lottie manage to find Sara’s new room?

b) What was Lottie’s first impression of the room and
what did she think of it later?

¢) Whom did Sara and Lottie give the crumbs to?

d) Who was Melchisedec? What is known about his family?

€) What code did Sara and Becky make up?
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Put the sentences in the right order.

a) The rat seized the piece of bun and slipped down a
crack in the wall. _

b) Sara knocked three times on the wall.

¢) Sara lifted Lottie up on the table.

d) Sara lifted her head and saw a large rat sniffing the
air in an interested manner.

e) Lottie saw her young adopted mother standing upon
the old table and looking out of a window.

f) The girls threw crumbs to the sparrow.

g) Sara sat down on the footstool and let her head drop
in her hands.

Suggest the Russian for the phrases.

a) Late one afternoon Lottie started a voyage of discovery.

b) Lottie was fond enough of her adopted parent to make
an effort to control herself for her sake.

c) He was really a very nice rat, and did not mean the
least harm.

d) Ermengarde managed to control herself.

Fill in the nouns from the box.

trap
crack
ghost
bound
bun
hospitality
a) Lottie had part of a in her pocket.
b) The sparrow realized that the thing that had alarmed
him was :
¢) Ermengarde made one and landed in

the middle of the bed.
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”

d) “Come on,” said Sara, “I’m not a
e) Melchisedec took the biggest crumb and d1sappeared

in the in the wall.
f) Ermengarde was afraid that Sara had made friends
with a

Choose Past Simple or Past Continuous.

a) Lottie was a small thing and could not understand
why Sara (looked, was looking) different.

b) Lottie listened to the elder girls when they (gossiped,
were gossiping).

c¢) From the attic window the things which (happened, were
happening) in the world below seemed almost unreal.

d) Sara (sat, was sitting) on the footstool when her
attention was attracted by a sound near her.

Describe how:

a) Sara made Lottie believe that she had a wonderful room.
b) Sara made friends with Melchisedec.

Act out the dialogue between Sara and Ermengarde about
Melchisedec.

It is said that animals understand things. Do you agree with
that? Can you give examples?

9
THE INDIAN GENTLEMAN

It was dangerous for Ermengarde and Lottie to came of-

ten to the attic. So Sara lived a strange and lonely life. She had
no one to talk to; and when she was sent out on errands and
walked through the streets, a little figure carrying a basket or
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a parcel, she felt as if the crowds hurrying past her made her
loneliness greater.

In the evening, when she passed houses whose windows
were lighted up, she used to look into the warm rooms and
amuse herself by imagining things about the people she saw sit-
ting before the fires or about the tables. There were several
families in the square in which Miss Minchin lived, with which
she had become quite familiar in a way of her own!. The one
she liked best she called the Large Family. She called it the
Large Family not because the members of it were big — for,
indeed, most of them were little but because there were so many
of them. There were eight children in the Large Family, and a
stout, rosy mother, and a stout, rosy father, and a stout, rosy
grandmother, and any number of servants. The children were
always doing something enjoyable and suited to the tastes of a
large family. Sara was quite fond of them.

One evening a very funny thing happened, though, per-
haps, in one sense it was not a funny thing at all.

Several children of the Large Family were evidently going to
a children’s party, and just as Sara was about to pass the door
they were crossing the pavement to get into the carriage which was
waiting for them. Two girls, in white dresses, had just got in, and
a boy of five, was following them. He was such a pretty fellow
and had such rosy cheeks and blue eyes, that Sara forgot her
basket and shabby clothes — in fact, forgot everything but that she
wanted to look at him for a moment. So she paused and looked.

It was Christmas time, and the Large Family had been hear-
ing many stories about children who were poor and had no mammas
and papas to fill their stockings and take them to the pantomime? —

1 in a way of her own — B cBoeM BOOGpaXeHWH

2 about children who were poor and had no mammas and papas to
fill their stockings and take them to the pantomime — o OexHBIX
JIETAX, Y KOTOPbIX HET HM MaMBbl, He Ianbl, H MO3TOMY HUKTO HE
TIOMOXUT UM TIOZApKHM B YYNTOK M HUKTO HE OTBEIET Ha JAETCKOE
POXIECTBEHCKOE TIpe/CTABJIEHHE
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children who were, in fact, cold and hungry. In the stories, kind
people — sometimes little boys and girls with zender hearts saw the
poor children and gave them money or rich gifts, or took them
home to beautiful dinners. The boy had read such a story, and
was burning with a desire to find such a poor child and give her
a sixpence he had in his pocket. An entire sixpence, he was sure,
would mean a lot for this child. And just as he came up to the
carriage, he saw Sara standing on the wet pavement in her shabby
dress and hat, with her old basket on her arm, looking at him.

So he put his hand in his pocket and found his sixpence,
and walked up to her.

“Here, poor little girl,” he said. “Here is a sixpence. I
will give it to you.”

Sara at once realized that she looked exactly like poor
children she had seen in her better days. Her face went red and
then it went pale.

“Oh, no!” she said. “Oh no, thank you.”

But the boy thrust the sixpence into her hand.

“Yes, you must take it!” he insisted. “You can buy things
to eat with it. It is a whole sixpence!”

There was something so honest and kind in his face, and he
looked so likely to be disappointed if she did not take it, that Sara
knew she must not refuse him. To be as proud as that would be a
cruel thing. So she actually put her pride in her pocket.

“Thank you,” she said. “You are a kind, kind little dar-
ling thing.” And she went away, trying to smile, though she was
very sad. She had known that she looked odd and shabby, but
until now she had not known that she might be taken for a
beggar.

As the Large Family’s carriage drove away, the children
inside it were talking with interested excitement.

“Oh, Donald (this was the boy’s, name)”, said one of the
girls, “why did you offer that little girl your sixpence? I’'m sure
she is not a beggar!”

“She didn’t speak like a beggar!” said the other sister,
“and her face didn’t really look like a beggar’s face!”
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Sara knew nothing about the fact, but from that time the
Large Family was as much interested in her as she was in it.

And she was called by all of them, “The-little-girl-who-
is-not-a-beggar”, which was, of course, rather a long name,
and sounded very funny sometimes when the youngest ones said
it in a hurry.

Sara made a hole in the sixpence, and hung it on an old
bit of narrow ribbon round her neck.

She had wished very much that someone would take the
empty house next door. She wished it because of the attic window
which was so near hers. She hoped to see someone in it someday.

One morning, on turning the corner of the square after a
visit to the butcher’s!, and the baker’s?, she saw, to her great
delight, that during her absence, a van full of furniture had
stopped before the next house, and men were going in and out
carrying heavy packages and pieces of furniture.

“It’s taken!” she said. “It really is taken!

All the furniture of the new eccupant was rich and beauti-
ful, and a great deal of it was oriental. Wonderful rugs, tables
and chairs were taken from the vans, many pictures, and books
enough for a library. Among other things there was a superb
god Buddha.

“Someone in the family must have been in India,” Sara
thought. “They have got used to Indian things and like them. 1
am glad. 1 shall feel as if they were friends, even if a head never
looks out of the attic window.”

At night, after her work was done, Becky came in to see
her fellow-prisoner and bring her news.

“An Indian gentleman is coming to live next door. He’s
very rich and he is ill and the gentleman of the Large Family is
his lawyer,” she said.

Becky sat and talked long that night of what he would be
like, of what his wife would be like if he had one, and of what
his children would be like if they had children.

I the butcher’s — MfacHaa naBka
2 the baker’s — OynoyHas
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It was several weeks before her curiosity was satisfied, and
then it was revealed that the new occupant had neither wife nor
children. He was a solitary man with no family at all, and it was
evident that he was shattered in health and unhappy in mind'.

A carriage drove up one day and stopped before the house.
The father of the Large Family got out first. After him there got
out a nurse in uniform, then came down the steps two menser-
vants. They came to help their master. He was carried up the
steps, and the head of the Large Family went with him, looking
very anxious. Shortly afterward a doctor’s carriage arrived,
and the doctor went in — to take care of him.

That was the beginning of the story of the Indian gentleman.

Useful Words

stout g DOJHBIA, TOJNCTHII
tender @ HexXHBINH, NOOpHIN

sixpence » cepeOpsHAas MOHETA B LUECTh IEHCOB
thrust v TonkaTh

van n GyproH

occupant n Xuien

oriental ¢ BOCTOYHBI

reveal v OTKpbiBaTh, OOHAPYXUBATh
solitary a onuHOKMiA

Exercises

1 Answer. the questions.

a) What family attracted Sara’s attention?
b) What did Sara call them and why?

! he was shattered in health and unhappy in mind — 510 60/1BHOIT
U HecyacTHBIH YyenoBeK
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¢) What gift did the little boy from this family make to
Sara?

d) What did Sara do with the sixpence?

e) What showed that the occupant of the next house was
an Indian gentleman?

f) How was the father of the Large Family connected
with the Indian gentleman?

Complete the sentences.

a) Sara was fond of the Large Family because

b) Donald gave Sara a sixpence because

¢) Sara took the money because

d) The Large Family called Sara “The-little- gu‘l -who-
is-not-a-beggar” because

€) Sara was happy to see the next house taken because

Suggest the Russian for the phrases.

a) The children were always doing something enjoyable
and suited to the tastes of a large family.

b) Sara actually put her pride in her pocket.

c) As the carriage drove away the children inside it were
talking with interested excitement.

Fill in the prepositions in, round, of, with, on, for.

a) You can buy things to eat the sixpence.
b) Sara had not known before that she could be taken
a beggar.

¢) From that Christmas the Large Family was much in-
terested Sara.

d) Sara wore the sixpence a ribbon
her neck.

e) Before the next house Sara saw a van full
furniture.
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Choose the right words and make up séntences.

Example. The butcher’s is a shop where you can buy meat.

The baker’s vegetables
The grocer’s bread
The greengrocer’s groceries

lmag-ine that you are one of Donald’s sisters. You saw him give
the sixpence to the poor girl. Retell the episode as you saw it.
Why are you sure that she is not a beggar?

What made Sara put her pride in her pocket and take the

money from the boy? Describe her feelings. What would you do
in her place?

Speak of the Indian gentleman. Describe his things and his
first appearance.



10
RAM DASS

The attic window was the only place where one coqld see
beautiful sunsets, full of colours. When it was at all possible to
leave the kitchen without being missed or called back, Sara
stole away to her attic and, climbing on the old_ table, got her
head and body as far out of the window as possible. It used to
seem as if she had all the sky and the world to herself. No one
else ever looked out of the other attics. _

There was such a sunset as this a few days after the Indian
gentleman was brought to his new home; anq, as it fortunately
happened that the afternoon’s work was done in the kitchen and
nobody had ordered her to go anywhere or perform any task,
Sara found it easier than usual to slip away and go upstairs.
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She stood on the table looking out. It was a wonderful
moment. A deep, rich yellow light filled the air; the birds flying
across the tops of the houses looked black against it.

She suddenly turned her head because she heard a sound.
It was an odd sound, like a little chattering. It came from the
window of the next attic. Someone had come to look at the
sunset as she had. She saw a head and part of a body, but it
was not the head or body of a little girl or a housemaid:; it was
the picturesque white-turbaned head! of a native Indian — “a
lascar”, Sara said to herself quickly — and the sound she had
heard came from a small monkey he held in his arms.

As Sara looked toward him he looked toward her. The
first thing she thought was that his dark face looked homesick.
She felt absolutely sure he had come up to look at the sun,
because he had seen it so seldom in England. She looked at him
interestedly for a second, and then smiled.

He smiled back showing very white teeth.

At this moment his monkey suddenly broke loose2, and actu-
ally leaped on to Sara’s shoulder, and from there down into her
attic room. It made her laugh, but she knew he must be restored
to his master — and she wondered how this was to be done. Would
he let her catch him, or would he refuse to be caught, and
perhaps get away and run off over the roofs and be lost?

She turned to the man feeling glad that she remembered
still some of the Hindustani she had learned when she lived with
her father. She spoke to him in the language he knew.

“WIill he let me catch him?” she asked.

She thought she had never seen more surprise and delight
than the dark face expressed when he heard familiar words. At
once Sara saw that he had been accustomed to European chil-
dren. He said that he was grateful to Missee Sahib3. The mon-

! white-turbaned head — roniosa B Genom TIOpGaHe

2 his monkey suddenly broke loose — 06e3bsiHKa BIPYT BHIPBAJACH
Y HETO U3 pyK

3 Missee Sahib — Manenskas rocroxa
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key was a good monkey, but, unfortunately, he was difficult to
catch. If Missee Sahib would permit Ram Dass, he himself
could cross the roof to her room, enter the window, and get
the little animal.

“Then come,” she said, “he is flying from side to side of
the room as if he was frightened.”

Ram Dass sli pped through his attic window and crossed to
hers as lightly as if he had walked on roofs all his life. He slipped
through the window without a sound. It was not a very long
chase. A few minutes later he sat chattering on to Ram Dass’s
shoulder.

Ram Dass thanked Sara. She was sure that his quick native
eyes had seen the shabbiness of the room, but he spoke to her
as if he were speaking to the little daughter of a rajah, and
pretended that he observed nothing.

When he had gone Sara stood in the middle of her attic
and thought of many things his face and his manner had brought
back to her. It seemed a strange thing to remember that she had
only a few years ago been surrounded by people who all treated
her as Ram Dass had treated her; who were her servants and
her slaves. 1t was like a sort of dream. It was all over, and it
could never come back.

She knew what Miss Minchin intended that her future should
be.! So long as she was too young to be used as a regular teach-
er2, she would be used as an errand girl and servant, and yet
expected to remember what she had learned and in some mysteri-
ous way to learn more. When she was older she would be ex-
pected to drudge in the schoolroom as she drudged now in var-
ious parts of the house; they would be obliged to give her more
respectable clothes, but they would be sure to be ugly, and to
make her look somehow like a servant.

I She knew what Miss Minchin intended that her future should
be. — OHa 3Hana, Kak Mucc MUHYMH HaMepeHa pacropsguTbCs ee
Cyab0oid.

2 a regular teacher — nocTosiHHAasA y4MTEAbHMLA
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Then a thought came back to her. She straightened her
thin little body and lifted her head.

“Whatever comes,” she said, “cannot change one thing.
If I am a princess in rags and tatters!, I can be a princess inside.
It would be easy to be a princess if I were dressed in wonderful
clothes, but it is a great deal more of a triumph to be one all
the time when no one knows it.”

Useful Words

steal away phr v He3aMeTHO YCKOJIb3aTh
climb v 3a6Mparbcs

chattering # 6onToBHS

picturesque a XHBOIIHCHbI

lascar n MaTpoc-uHAMEl]

homesick a TocKylolMit Mo KOMY WK POAUHE
leap v nipeirath

restore v BO3BpalllaTh

Hindustani » s13bIK XHHAYCTaHH

delight » ynososnbcTBHE, HacnaxaeHue

chase n norons, oxora

rajah n panxa (kHsxeckui Tutyn B UHaun)
drudge v BBIMOMHATD TSXEJNYIO, HYIHYIO, MOHOTOHHYIO paGoTy

Exercises

1 Answer the questions.

a) Why did Sara like to look at sunsets?
b) Who was Ram Dass?

¢) Where and when did Sara meet him?
d) Who caught the monkey?

! in rags and tatters — B JIOXMOTBAX
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e) How did Ram Dass treat Sara?
f) What kind of future did Miss Minchin intend for
Sara?

Choose the right ending.

a) Ram Dass had come to look at the sunset because he
1. wanted to breathe fresh air.
2. seldom saw the sun in England.
3. wanted to talk to somebody.

b) It was necessary to catch the monkey because he
1. could damage Sara’s things.
2. made terrible noise.
3. could run away and be lost.

c) Ram Dass spoke to Sara as if she were
1. an Indian girl.
2. the daughter of a rajah.
3. an old friend.

Match the verbs and their definitions.

a) toleap 1) to see and notice

b) to restore 2) togoup

c) to observe 3) to work hard at unpleasant tasks
d) to treat 4) to return

€) to drudge 5) tojump

f) to climb 6) to act or behave towards
Choose right.

a) There/It was not the head or body of a little girl or a
housemaid.

b) There/It was such a sunset as this a few days after the
Indian gentleman arrived at his new home.

¢) There/It was an odd sound like a little chattering.

d) There/It was not a very long chase.
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5 Complete the sentences.
Example: The English speak English.
a) The Indians speak

b) speak French.
¢) The Chinese speak
d) speak Russian.

6 Imagine that you are Sara. Tell your friend Ermengarde about
Ram Dass and the monkey.

7 Would you like to have a monkey as a pet animal? What pet
animals do people keep at home? Do you have any pets at
home?

8 Sara thought, “It would be easy to be a princess if I were
dressed in wonderful clothes, but it is a great deal more of a
triumph to be one all the time when no one knows it.” What did
Sara mean? Do you agree with her? Give your opinion.

11
THE OTHER SIDE OF THE WALL

When one lives in a row of houses, it is interesting to think
of the things which are being done and said on the other side of
the wall of the very rooms one is living in. Sara was fond of
amusing herself by trying to imagine the things hidden by the
wall which divided the Select Seminary from the Indian gentle-
man’s house.

“I am growing quite fond of him,” she said to Ermen-
garde. “I have adopted him for a friend.! You can do that with
people you never speak to at all. You can just watch them, and

1 T have adopted him for a friend. — fI cuuTaio ero cBoUM Apyrom.
75



think about them and be sorry for them, until they seem almost
like relations.”

She had become fond of the Large Family because they
looked happy; but she had become fond of the Indian gentleman
because he looked unhappy. He had evidently not fully recov-
ered from some very severe illness. Sara learned from the serv-
ants that he was not an Indian gentleman really, but an English-
man who had lived in India. He had met with great misfortunes!
and nearly lost his whole fortune. The shock had been so great
that he had almost died of brain-fever. His trouble had been
connected with diamond mines.

“He felt as my papa felt,” Sara thought. “He was ill as
my papa was; but he did not die.”

So her heart was more drawn to him than before. When
she was sent out at night, she could look into the warm room and
see her adopted friend.

Her sympathy was so strong that it seemed as if it must
reach him somehow as he sat alone in his armchair by the fire,
nearly always with his forehead resting in his hand as he gazed
hopelessly into the fire.

“He always seems as if he were thinking of something that
hurts him now,” she said to herself, “but he has got his money
back and he will get over his brain-fever in time. I wonder if
there is something else.” '

The father of the Large Family went to see him, often,
and his wife and all the little children went, too, though less
often. He seemed particularly fond of the two elder little girls —
the Janet and Nora who had been so alarmed when their small
brother Donald had given Sara his sixpence.

Janet and Nora were as fond of him as he was of them,
and looked forward with the greatest pleasure to their well-be-
haved little visits to him.

The Indian gentleman’s real name was Mr Carrisford,
and Janet told Mr Carrisford about the little-girl-who-was-not-

| He had met with great misfortunes — On nepexun mHoro 6en
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a-beggar. He was very much interested, and all the more so
when he heard from Ram Dass of the adventure of the monkey
on the roof. Ram Dass made for him a very clear picture of the
attic — of the bare floor and walls the rasty, empty fireplace
and the hard, narrow bed.

“Do you suppose,” he said to the father of the Large
Family whose name was Carmichael, “do you think it is possible
that the other child — the child I never cease thinking of, I
believe — could be — could possibly live in such condition as the
poor little soul next door?”

“If the child at Madame Pascal’s school in Paris was the one
you are in search of,” answered Mr Carmichael, “she would seem
to be in the hands of people who can afford to take care of her.
They adopted her because she had been the favourite companion
of their little daughter who died. They had no other children, and
Madame Pascal said that they were extremely well-fo-do Russians.”

“But you say if”the child was the one I am in search of. You
say ‘if’. We are not sure. There was a difference in the name.”

“Madame Pascal pronounced it Carew instead of Crewe —
but that might be merely a matter of pronunciation!. The circum-
stances were curiously similar. An English officer in India had
placed his motherless little girl at the school. He had died suddenly
after losing his fortune.” Mr Carmichael paused a moment, as if
a new thought had occurred to him. “Are you sure it was Paris?”

“My dear fellow,” said Carrisford, “I am sure of nothing.
I never saw either the child or her mother. Ralph Crewe and
I loved each other as boys, but we had not met since our
school-days, until we met in India. And then we spoke only of
the mines. The whole thing was so huge and glittering that we
half lost our heads.? I know that her mother was a Frenchwom-

| that might be merely a matter of pronunciation — 310 Mor/10 GbITB
CBA3aHO MMPOCTO C HEeMPaBW/JIbHBIM MPOU3HOLIEHUEM

2 The whole thing was so huge and glittering that we half lost our
heads. — 310 6BIIO0 rpaHAMO3HOE MPEATIPUSTUE, ITONaBaBIlee GJie-
CTALIME HAAEXNObl, U MBI MOYTH COBCEM ITOTEPSTU TOJOBHI.
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an, and I had heard that she wished her child to be educated in
Paris. I must find her. If she is alive, she is somewhere. If she
is friendless and penniless, it is my fault. Poor Crewe’s child
may be begging in the street!”

“No, no,” said Carmichael. “Try to be calm. Think that
when she is found she will have a fortune.”

“Poor Crewe had put into the scheme every penny that he
owned. He trusted me — he loved me. And he died thinking I
had ruined him!” exclaimed Carrisford.

“Don’t reproach yourself.”

“T reproach myself for losing my courage. I ran away like
a swindler and a thief because 1 could not face my best friend
and tell him I had ruined him and his child.”

The good-hearted father of the Large Family put his hand
on his shoulder.

“You ran away because you had a brain-fever,” he said.
“You were in a hospital two days after you left the place.
Remember that.”

Carrisford dropped his forehead in his hands.

“Come, come,” said Carmichael. “We shall find her yet.
We will continue to search for Madame Pascal’s good-natured
Russians. I will go to Moscow.”

Useful Words

brain-fever » BocnajieHWe Mo3ra

get over phr v npeojonerb, CIIPaBUTHCS

look forward (to) phr v oXxunarb ¢ HETEPIIEHUEM
well-behaved a oTIMYaOLIMIACS XOPOLIMM MOBEIEHUEM
rusty a pxaBbiid

cease v rnepecraBaTh (JIeJaTb YTO-TO)

well-to-do a Gorarsbiit, OGCCHG‘{GHHHH
reproach v ymnpekaTb

swindler » MOLICHHMK

thief » Bop

face v cMOTpeThb B JMLIO
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Exercises

Answer the questions.

a)
b)

c)
d)
e)

What did Sara learn of the Indian gentleman?

What made Sara think that he had something else on
his mind?

What were the relations between the elder girls from
the Large Family and Mr Carrisford?

Where did Mr Carrisford and Mr Carmichael try to
find Sara?

For what did Mr Carrisford reproach himself?

Complete the sentences.

a)
b)
c)
d)

€)

Sara was trying to imagine things because

Sara was fond of the Indian gentleman because

Mr Carrisford was touched by the story of the little-
girl-who-was-not-beggar because _
Mr Carrisford searched for Sara in Paris bccause

Mr Carmichael promised to go to Moscow because

Suggest the Russian for the phrases.

a)
b)

c)

Sara’s heart was more drawn to the Indian gentleman
than before.

The girls from the Large Family looked forward to
their well-behaved little visits to him.

There was a difference in the name.

Use the verbs in the right form.

a)

Mr Carrisford (to reproach) himself for losing his
courage.
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The girls from the Large Family (to look forward) to
their visits to Mr Carrisford.

Mr Carrisford did not know how to tell his friend that
he (to be ruined). _

Mr Carrisford and his lawyer (to search) for Sara in
Paris. :

Mr Carrisford never (to cease) thinking of the daugh-
ter of Ralph Crewe.

Choose the adverbé from the box and use them in the sen-
tences.

a)

b)

c)
d)

extremely
hopelessly
particularly
fully

Mr Carrisford and his lawyer learned that the girl had

been adopted by some well-to-do

Russians.

Mr Carrisford sat all days long in his armchair gazing
into the fire.

He had not recovered from his severe
illness.
He seemed fond of the elder daugh-

ters of his lawyer.

Tell the story of Mr Carrisford and his misfortunes.

Act out the dialogue between Mr Carrisford and Mr Car-
michael about Sara.

Sara became fond of the Indian gentleman. What is the rea-
son? Choose the answer you prefer and explain your choice.

Sara was very lonely and had no friends.
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e Sara was a good-hearted girl and she felt sympathy
for a sick and unhappy man.
e Sara made up a friend with a story.

12
ONE OF THE POPULACE

On a cold and rainy winter day Sara was sent out again
and again to do long and tiresome errands. She got so cold and
wet and hungry and tired that her face began to have an unhappy
look. She hurried on, trying to make her mind think of some-
thing else. It was really very necessary. Her way of doing it was
to “pretend” and “suppose” with all the strength that was left in
her. But really this time it was harder than she had ever found
it. But she obstinately walked on and talked to herself as she
walked, though she did not speakaloud or even move her lips.

“Suppose just when I was near a baker’s where they sold
hot buns, I should find sixpence which belonged to nobody.
Suppose, if I did, I should go into the shop and buy six of the
hottest buns and eat them all without stopping.”

Some very odd things happen in this world sometimes.

It certainly was an odd thing that happened to Sara. She
had to cross the street just when she was saying this to herself.
The mud was dreadful. She had to look down at her feet and the
mud, and in looking down — just as she reached the pavement —
she saw something shining. It was actually a piece of silver!.
Not quite a sixpence, but the next thing to it — a fourpenny
piece. In one second it was in her cold little hand.

“Oh,” she gasped, “it is true! It is true!”

And then, if you will believe me, she looked straight at
the shop directly facing her. And it was a baker’s shop, and a
cheerful, stout, motherly woman with rosy cheeks was putting

I a piece of silver — cepeGpsiHas MoHeTa
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into the window newly-baked hot buns — large, plump, shiny
buns.

She knew she need not hesitate to use the little piece of
money.

So she crossed the pavement and put her wet foot on the
step. As she did so she saw something that made her stop.

It was a little figure which was not much more than a
bundle of rags!, from which she could see small, bare, red,
muddy feet. Above the rags appeared a dirty face with big,
hungry eyes.

Sara knew they were hungry eyes the moment she saw
them, and she felt a sudden sympathy.

“This,” she said to herself, with a little sigh, “is one of
the populace — and she is hungrier than I am.”

Sara hesitated a few seconds. Then she spoke to her.

“Have you had dinner?” said Sara.

“No dinner,” said the child hoarsely. “No breakfast, no
supper. No nothing.”

Just to look at her made Sara more hungry.

“If I'm a princess,” she was saying — “when they were poor
and driven from their thrones? — they always shared — with the
populace — if they met one poorer and hungrier than themselves.”

“Wait a minute,” she said to the beggar child. She went
into the shop. It was warm and smelled deliciously. The woman
was just going to put some more hot buns into the window.

“Do you want to buy something?” she said, as she saw
Sara glance at the buns.

“Four buns, if you please,” said Sara. “Those at a penny
each.”

The woman went to the window and put some in a paper bag.

Sara noticed that she put in six.

“] said four, if you please,” she explained. “I have only
fourpence.”

I a bundle of rags — xy4a TpSITbs
2 driven from their thrones — B U3rHaHHUH
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“I’ll throw in two for makeweight!,” said the woman, with
her good-natured look. “Aren’t you hungry?”

“Yes,” answered Sara. “I am very hungry, and I am much
obliged to you for your kindness; and” — she was going to
add — “there is a child outside who is hungrier than I am.” But
just at that moment two or three customers came in at once,
and each one seemed in a hurry, so she could only thank the
woman again and go out.

- The beggar girl sat in the corner of the step.

Sara opened the paper bag and took out one of the hot
buns, which had already warmed her own cold hands a little.

“See,” she said, giving the bun to the girl, “this is nice
and hot. Eat it, and you will not feel so hungry.”

The child started and stared up at her, as if such sudden,
amazing good luck almost frightened her; then she snatched up
the bun and began to cram it into her mouth with great bites.

Sara took out three more buns and put them down.

“She is hungrier than I am,” she said to herself. “She’s
starving.” But her hand trembled when she put down the fourth
bun. “I’m not starving,” she said — and she put down the fifth.

The little London savage didn’t even thank Sara. She was
only a poor little wild animal.

“Good-bye,” said Sara.

Sara found some comfort in her remaining bun.2 At all
events, it was very hot, and it was better than nothing.

It was dark when she reached the square where the Select
Seminary was situated. The lights in the houses were all lighted. In
the house of the Large Family there was a good deal of excite-
ment. It was evident that the father was going to take a journey.
A carriage stood before the door. The children were dancing about,
chattering and hanging on to their father. The pretty rosy mother
was standing near him, talking as if she was asking final questions.

I 'l throw in two for makeweight — S monoxy eme aBe mns

POBHOro cyera
% Sara found some comfort in her remaining bun. — Capa ¢ yuo-
BOJILCTBHEM CBENA OCTABIIYIOCH OYIO4YKY.
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“T wonder if he will stay away long,” Sara thought. “Oh,
dear, how they will miss him! I shall miss him myself even
though he doesn’t know I am alive.”

When the door opened she moved away. The traveller
came out followed by the older children.

“If you find the little girl, give her our love,” shouted the
little boy.

The father jumped into the carriage and the children went
in and shut the door.

Sara crossed the square to Miss Minchin’s area steps,
feeling weak.

“I wonder who the girl is,” she thought — “the little girl
he is going to look for.”

The father of the Large Family was driving quickly on his
way to the station to take the train to Moscow, where he wanted
to find the lost little daughter of Captain Crewe.

Useful Words

populace n npocToif Hapoa
tiresome g YTOMUTEIbHBIA
obstinately adv ynpsmo

mud # rpsa3b, CASKOTH

dreadful ¢ yXacHbIil, CTpalIHbIH
hoarsely adv xpumio

deliciously adv 30. oueHb BKYCHO
cram v 3anMXUBaTh

savage n TUKapb, JAKapKa

Exercises

1 Put the sentences in the right order.

a) Sara saw the baker’s shop in front of her.
b) The father of the Large Family came out of the door,
followed by the older children.
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g)
h)

The beggar girl snatched up the bun and began to

cram it into her mouth. :

lfara put out three more buns and then added the fifth
un.

The baker-woman went to the window and put some

buns in a paper bag.

The father of the Large Family jumped into the carriage.

Sara saw a piece of silver in the mud.

Sara obstinately walked on and talked to herself as she

walked.

Say who:

a)
b)
c)
d)
€)
f)
g)

was putting into the window newly-baked hot buns.
was talking as if asking final questions.

sat in the corner of the step.

was going to take a journey to Moscow.

reached the square when it was dark.

crossed the pavement to go to the baker’s.

had no dinner, no breakfast, no supper.

Choose the verbs from the box and use them in sentences in the
right form.

to cram
to tremble
to warm
to share
to miss
to starve

The hot buns had already

hands a little.

Sara realized that the little girl was
and gave her all the buns but one.
The little beggar
mouth with great bites.
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Sara’s cold

the bun into her




d) Sara thought that she would the fa-
ther of the Large Family.

f) Sara’s hand when she put down the
fourth bun.
g) The princesses always with the popu-

lace if they met someone who was poorer and hungri-
er than themselves.

Fill in the prepositions above, to, without, for, in.
a) Sara wanted to buy six hottest buns and eat them

stopping.
b) looking down Sara noticed a piece of silver.
¢) It was not a sixpence, but the next thing it —
a fourpenny piece.
d) the rags appeared a dirty face with big hun-
gry eyes.
e) Sara thanked the baker-woman her kind-

ness and went out of the shop.

Complete the chart.
long longer the longest

hungry

good

poor
hot
hard

Retell the episode with the piece of silver. Would you share the
buns with the little beggar if you were Sara?

Why do you think the little beggar didn’t thank Sara for the
buns? Give your opinion.

How else can you call this chapter?

13
WHAT MELCHISEDEC
HEARD AND SAW

On this very afternoon, while Sara was out, a strange
thing happened in the attic. Only Melchisedec saw and heard it;
and he was so much alarmed that he hurried back to his hole and
hid there, and really trembled as he peeped out to watch what
was going on.

He had been rambling and sniffing about, and had just
found a totally unexpected and unexplained crumb left from his
last meal, when his attention was attracted by a sound on the
roof. The sound suggested that something was moving there.
The window was opened. A dark face appeared; then another
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face and both looked in with signs of caution and interest!. Two
men were outside on the roof, and were making preparations to
enter through the window itself. One was Ram Dass, and the
other was a young man who was the Indian gentleman’s secre-
tary; but of course Melchisedec did not know this. He was fright-
ened to death, so he returned to his hole.

The secretary, who was light and young, slipped through
the window as noiselessly as Ram Dass had done; and he noticed
Melchisedec’s tail.

“Was that a rat?” he asked Ram Dass, in a whisper.

“Yes; a rat,” answered Ram Dass, also whispering. “There
are many in the walls.”

“Ugh!” exclaimed the young man, “it is a wonder the
child is not terrified by them.”

“The child is the little friend of all things,” he answered.
“She is not as other children. I watch her from my window
when she does not know I am near. The sparrows come at her
call. She has tamed a rat. The little maid comes to her for
comfort2. There is a little child who comes to her in secret;
there is one older who adores her. By the mistress of the house
who is a bad woman — she is treated badly; but she behaves like
a person who is of the blood of kings!”

“Are you sure that she will not return? She would be fright-
ened if she found us here, and the Sahib3 Carrisford’s plan
would be spoiled.”

“She has gone out with her basket and may be gone for
hours,” said Ram Dass.

The secretary took a pencil and a notebook from his
pocket.

! with signs of caution and interest — ¢ OCTOPOXHOCTbIO U C HHTE-
pecoMm

2 for comfort — B TTOMCKAX TMOMLIEPKKH

3 Sahib — caru6, moyTuTENbHOE OGpPaIIEHHE K EBPOIIEHITY B KOJIO-
HuanbHO WUHouu
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“Keep your ears open!,” he said; and he began to walk
slowly round the little room, making notes as he looked at
things.

First he went to the narrow bed. He pressed his hand upon
the mattress and uttered an exclamation.

“As hard as a stone,” he said. “That will have to be changed
some day when she is out.”

“What a bed for a child to sleep in — and in a house
which calls itself respectable! There has not been a fire in that
fireplace for many days,” glancing at the rusty fireplace.

“It is a strange way of doing the thing,” he said. “Who
planned it?”

“It is true that the first thought was mine, Sahib,” said
Ram Dass apologetically. I am fond of this child; we are both
lonely. One night, I lay close to the open window listened. She
described to her friend how to make this miserable room nice
and comfortable. She seemed to see it as she talked, and she
grew cheered as she spoke. The next day I told the Sahib of the
thing to amuse him. It seemed then but a dream, but it pleased
the Sahib. He became interested in her and asked questions. At
last he began to please himself with the thought of making her
visions real things. We will do it while she sleeps. When she

-awakens she will think a magician has been there.”

He smiled, and the secretary smiled back at him.

The young secretary seemed interested in everything. He
wrote down things about the floor, the fireplace, the broken
footstool, the old table, the walls.

“I think I have made notes enough; we can go now,” he
said. “The Sahib Carrisford has a warm heart,”

Then they slipped through the window as noiselessly as
they had entered it. Melchisedec was greatly relieved?, and in

1 Keep your ears open — byar Hayeky
2 Melchisedec was greatly relieved — Menbxucenex oOmyTHI CHIIb-
Hoe obnerdyeHue

89



the course of a few minutes felt it safe to leave his hole again and
look for crumbs.

Useful Words

peep out phr v BBIIISAABIBATE

ramble v 6ponuTs 6e3 uenu

tame v npUpy4muTh

apologetically adv u3BUHAIOIMMCS TOHOM

Exercises

1 Answer the questions.

a) Who came to Sara’s attic?

b) What was the purpose of their visit?

¢) What did the secretary do?

d) Who planned the changes in Sara’s room?

e) When did Mr Carrisford and Ram Dass want to make
the changes?

2 Complete the sentences.

a) Melchisedec had been rambling and sniffing around
the attic when

b) Melchisedec was so frightened by the unexpected vis-
itors that _

¢) The secretary was afraid that Sara could find them in
her room and

d) Ram Dass told his master about his plan to amuse him
but Mr Carrisford

€) When the two men left Mecmsedec felt greatly re-
lieved and
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Find in the text the English for:

CIPOCHUTH LLENOTOM

BopoObu cietaiorcs Ha €€ 30B.

OHa BeJeT ceds Kak ocoba KOpOJEBCKOU KPOBH.
BOJILLIEOHMK

V caru6a Kappucdopna nobpoe cepaue.

Use the verbs in the right form.

a) Melchisedec (to find) a totally unexpected crumb
when his attention was attracted by a sound.

b) Two men were on the roof (to make) preparations to
enter through the window.

¢) The secretary slipped through the window as noise-
lessly as Ram Dass (to do).

d) She (to tame) the rat.

e) The secretary (to press) his hand upon the mattress.

Say which word does not go with the others and why.

a) fireplace, carriage, footstool, table, bed

b) see, hear, sniff, peep out, write

c) alarmed, worried, troubled, terrified, pleased

d) noiselessly, lonely, greatly, apologetically, totally

Imagine that you are the secretary. Describe your visit to the
attic. Speak of your impressions.

Imagine that you are Ram Dass. Say:

¢ what you know about Sara.
e why you are fond of her.
e what your plan is:

Do you like surprises? Can you describe a surprise that im-
pressed you most? Was it pleasant or unpleasant?
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14
THE MAGIC

Sara was so tired that it seemed as if she would never
reach her attic. When she finally stepped on the top landing!,
she saw the light coming from under the door. That meant that
Ermengarde had managed to come to the attic. It was better
than to go into the room alone and find it empty.

Yes; there Ermengarde was when she opened the door.
She was sitting in the middle of the bed, with her feet tucked
under her2.

“I did not expect to see you tonight, Ermie,” Sara said.

“Miss Amelia has gone out to spend the night with her
old aunt,” explained Ermengarde. “No one else ever comes
and looks into the bedrooms after we are in bed. I could stay
here until morning if I wanted to.”

She pointed toward the table. A number of books were
piled upon it.

“Papa has sent me some more books, Sara,” she said.
“There they are.”

Sara ran to the table, and picking up the top book turned
over its leaves quickly. For the moment she forgot her troubles.

“Ah,” she cried out, “how beautiful! Carlyle’s French
Revolution®. 1 have so much wanted to read that!”

“I haven’t,” said Ermengarde. “And papa will be so cross
if I don’t. What shall I do?”

Sara stopped turning over the leaves and looked at her.

“Look here,” she cried, “if you’ll lend me these books, I'//
read them — and tell you everything that’s in them afterward.”

“Do you think you can?’ exclaimed Ermengarde.

“I know I can,” Sara answered.

I top landing — BepxHsAg ruowanka

2 with her feet tucked under her — nomxas Horu

3 Carlyle’s French Revolution — «®paniy3ckas peBOJIOLHS», CO-
YMHEHHE aHIMickoro ucropuka Tomaca Kapmaitna
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“Sara,” said Ermengarde, “if you’ll do that, and make
me remember I’ll — I’ll give you anything.”

“I don’t want you to give me anything,” said Sara. “I want
your books — I want them!” And her eyes grew big.

“Take them, then,” said Ermengarde.

It was just at this minute that something happened at the
window which neither of them saw. Sara had keen ears', so she
suddenly turned a little and looked up at the roof.

“Didn’t you think you heard something?” asked Sara.

“N-no,” said Ermengarde. “Could it be a robber?”

“No,” Sara began. “There is nothing to steal — ”

She broke off in the middle of her words. They both heard
the sound. It was not on the roof, but on the stairs below, and
it was Miss Minchin’s angry voice.

“She is scolding Becky,” whispered Sara.

“You dishonest child!” they heard her say. “Cook tells me
she has missed things repeatedly2.”

“You deserve to be sent to prison,” said Miss Minchin’s
voice. “Half a meat-pie, indeed!”

“It wasn’t me,” said Becky. “I was hungry enough, but it
wasn’t me.”

Miss Minchin was in rage. The meat-pie had been intend-
ed for her special late supper.

“Don’t lie,” she said. “Go to your room this instant.”

Both Sara and Ermengarde heard the slap, and then heard
Becky run up the stairs and into her attic.

Sara stood in the middle of the room.

“The cruel thing!” she cried. “The cook takes things herself
and then says Becky steals them. She doesn ! She doesn t! She’s
so hungry sometimes that she eats crusts out of the ash-barrel3!”

| Sara had keen ears — ¥ Capwl ObUT TOHKHI CIyX
2 she has missed things repeatedly — y Hee yacto nponasaior npo-

OYKThbI
3 she eats crusts out of the ash-barrel — oHa ecT kopku U3 Mycop-
HOro baka
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She pressed her hands hard against her face and burst out cry-
ing. Ermengarde had never seen Sara cry. A new dreadful
idea came to her kind, slow, little mind.

“Sara,” she said in a timid voice, “are — are — you nev-
er told me — I don’t want to be rude, but — are you ever
hLlngI'Y?”

It was too much just at that moment. The barrier broke
down. Sara lifted her face from her hands.

“Yes,” she said in a new passionate way. “Yes, | am. I'm
so hungry now that I could almost eat you. And it makes it worse
to hear poor Becky. She’s hungrier than I am.”

Ermengarde gasped.

“Oh, Sara!” she cried. “What a silly thing I am!”

“Why?”

“This very afternoon my aunt sent me a box. It is full of
good things,” said Ermengarde. “It’s got cake in it, and little
meat-pies, and buns, and oranges, and redcurrant wine!, and
chocolate. I’ll go back to my room and get it this minute, and
we’ll eat it now.”

“Do you think — you could?” asked Sara.

“I know I could,” answered Ermengarde. “Everybody’s in
bed. I can creep and creep — and no one will hear.”

“Ermie!” said Sara. “Let us pretend it’s a party! And oh,
won’t you invite the prisoner in the next cell?”

“Yes! Yes! Let us knock on the wall now. The jailer won’t
hear.”

Sara went to the wall. She knocked four times.

“That means: ‘Come to me through the secret passage
under the wall’,” she explained.

Almost immediately the door of the attic opened and Becky
appeared. Her eyes were red.

“We’re going to pretend a party. Miss Ermengarde will
bring a box of good things here to us,” said Sara.

“Oh, miss! oh, miss!” gasped Becky.

! redcurrant wine — ciagkoe BHHO M3 KPacHON CMOPOTUHBI
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In Sara’s hungry eyes the old light had begun to transform
her world for her. “It is as if the Magic did it!,” she thought.

They pulled the old table forward, and threw Ermengarde’s
shawl over it. Then Sara decorated it with flowers from her old
summer hat and put white handkerchiefs pretending that they
were napkins. When Ermengarde returned the party started.

“It’s like a real party!” cried Ermengarde.

“It’s like a queen’s table,” sighed Becky.

They had barely had time to take their pieces of cake into
their hands when they heard the steps. Someone was coming
up the stairs. There was no mistake about it. Each of them
knew that the end of all things had come.

“It’s — the missus!” whispered Becky, and dropped her
piece of cake upon the floor.

“Yes,” said Sara, her eyes growing shocked and large in
her small white face. “Miss Minchin has found us out.”

Miss Minchin opened the door with a blow of her hand.
She was pale and angry.

“Lavinia was telling the truth,” she said.

So they knew that it was Lavinia who had somehow guessed
their secret and had betrayed them. Miss Minchin came up to
Becky and gate her a slap for a second time.

“You impudent creature!” she cried. “Go to your attic.
You leave the house in the morning!”

Sara stood quite still, her eyes growing larger, her face
paler. Ermengarde burst into tears.

“Oh, don’t send her away,” she sobbed. “My aunt sent
me these things. We’re only — having a party.”

“So I see,” said Miss Minchin. “With the Princess Sara
at the head of the table.” She turned on Sara. “It is your doing,
I know,” she cried. “You decorated the table, I suppose with
this rubbish. 1 will attend to you tomorrow.2 You shall have
neither breakfast, dinner, nor supper!”

1 Tt is as if the Magic did it — DT0 mpou3ouo CIOBHO MO BOJI-
mebCTBY
2 I will attend to you tomorrow. — fI 3aitMyck T060I1 3aBTpa.
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“] have not had either dinner or supper today, Miss
Minchin,” said Sara.

“Then all the better. You will have something to remember.”

She began to put the food off the table into the box herself,
and saw Ermengarde’s new books.

“And you” — to Ermengarde — “have brought your beau-
tiful new books into this dirty attic. Take them up and go back
to bed. You will stay there all day tomorrow, and I shall write
to your papa.”

She picked up the books, thrust them into Ermengarde’s
arms, pushed her before her towards the door, and left Sara
standing quite alone.

The dream was quite at an end.

“There isn’t any party left,” said Sara. “And there isn’t
any princess. There is nothing left but the prisoners in the Bastille.”

Then she got up and went slowly to the bed.

“I can’t pretend anything else,” she said. “If I go to sleep,
perhaps a dream will come and pretend for me.”

She suddenly felt so tired that she fell fast asleep.

When she awakened she was so warm and comfortable,
indeed, that she did not believe she was really awake. Her eyes
opened in spite of herself.

“Oh, I haven 't awakened,” she whispered. “I am dream-
ing yet.” She knew it must be a dream.

In the fireplace there was a cheerful fire; on the hob was
a little brass kettle boiling; on the floor there was a thick,
warm red rug; before the fire a folding-chair, and with cushions
on it; by the chair a small folding-table, unfolded, covered
with a white cloth, and upon it small dishes, a cup, a saucer,
a teapot; on the bed were new warm blankets. She saw a silk
dressing-gown, a pair of shoes, and some books. The room of
her dream seemed changed into fairyland — and it was full of
warm light, because a bright lamp stood on the table covered
with a rosy shade.

“Oh, it isn’t true!” she said. “It can’t be true! But oh,
how true it seems!”
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She got up, touched the table, the dishes, the rug. She
took up the soft dressing-gown.

“It’s all real!” she cried. “I am not — 1 am not dreaming!”

She opened the book which lay upon the top. Something was
written on the first page — just a few words, and they were these:

“TO THE LITTLE GIRL IN THE ATTIC. FROM A
FRIEND.”

She burst into tears.

“I don’t know who it is,” she said, “but I have a friend.”

She took her candle and stole out of her own room and
into Becky’s.

“Becky, Becky!” she whispered as loudly as she could.
“Wake up!”

When Becky wakened, beside her stood a little figure in
pink dressing-gown. The Princess Sara — as she remembered
her — stood at her very bedside, holding a candle in her hand.

“Come,” she said. “Oh, Becky, come!”

Becky got up and followed her, with her mouth and eyes
open, and without a word.

“It’s true!” she cried. “I've touched them all. They are as
real as we are. The Magic has come and done it, Becky, while
we were asleep.”

Useful Words

robber n rpabutens

break off phr v BHe3anmHO 3aMonyaTh
scold v pyraTs

slap #» cWIbHBIH LUIENOK PYKO#, TOILIEYHHA
passionate g TIBUIKUI

creep v KpacTbCs

napkin » candertka

betray v npenaBath

impudent ¢ HaxanbHbIi, NEP3KMI
rubbish » mycop

hob 7 kpiok
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folding-chair » cxianHo# cTyn DTO TBOMX PYK [IIEN0.

cloth » ckarepth Ouu6ku OBITH HE MOIJIO.
dressing-gown 7z xanar Mucc MuHYHH Hac noiiMana.
shade n abaxyp BonuieOHas crpaHa

4 Match the verbs and their definitions.

Exercises
a) to scold 1) to allow a secret to become
1 Say who: known

a) came to Sara’s attic when she was out. b) to creep 2) to take something that belongs
b) had gone out to spend the night with the old aunt. 10 Somiepne cls i .
¢) wanted to have the meat-pie for supper. c) to betray 3) tomove w1t'hout making noise
d) had sent Ermengarde a box of good things. d) to b're ak off 4) to blame with angry words
¢) offered to have a party. e) to pick up 5) to stop suddenly

f) to steal 6) to take and lift up

f) had betrayed the girls.
g) put an end to the party.
h) tpuched the blankets. 5 Fill in the prepositions with, on, into, of, up.

i) followed Sara with the mouth open.

a) Becky ran the stairs and into her attic.
L b) Let us knock the wall and invite Becky.
h .
2 ARswer the awestions ¢) The girls covered the table Ermengarde’s
a) What did Ermengarde bring to Sara’s room? shawl.
- b) What did Sara propose to Ermengarde? d) The box was full delicious things.
¢) Why did Miss Minchin scold Becky? e) Sara’s room seemed changed fairyland.
d) What did Ermengarde understand when she saw Sara
cry? . .
e) How did Sara and Becky decorate the table for the 6 Amagiac;taat you are Srmeagarde; Sdy:
party? ¢ why you came to see Sara.
f) Why did Miss Minchin give Becky a slap for the e why you offered to bring delicious things.
second time? ¢ what happened when you were having the party.
g) What did Sara think when she saw new things in her
room? 7  Draw a picture of Sara’s magically changed room. Describe it.

3 Find in the text the English for:
8 Sara never let Ermengarde know that she was hungry. Why do

THROMKM. G MACOM you think she did that?
IMMOoTaAaunHOU HpOXOH
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15
THE VISITOR

It was known in the morning that Sara Crewe was in hor-
rible disgrace, that Ermengarde was under punishment. The
servants also knew that Becky was allowed to stay because Miss
Minchin could not easily find another creature helpless enough
to work like a slave for so few shillings a week.

Miss Minchin had expected to see Sara broken down.
Sara had always been an annoying puzzle to her, because sever-
ity never made her cry or look frightened. When she was scold-
ed she stood still and listened politely with a grave face; when
she was punished she performed her extra tasks or went with-
out her meals, making no complaint.

Miss Minchin saw her for the first time when she entered
the schoolroom to hear the little French class’s lessons. And she
came in with a springing step!, colour in her cheeks, and a
smile. It was the most astonishing thing Miss Minchin had ever
known. It gave her quite a shock. What was the child made of?
What could such a thing mean? She called her at once to her
desk.

“You do not look as if you realize that you are punished,”
she said. _

“1 beg your pardon, Miss Minchin,” said Sara. “I know
that I am punished.”

“Be good enough not to forget it and look as if you had
come into a fortune2. And remember you are to have no food
today.” '

“Yes, Miss Minchin,” Sara answered; but as she turned
away her heart leaped with the memory of what yesterday had
been. “If the Magic had not saved me just in time,” she thought,
“how horrible it would have been!”

I with a springing step — BIIPUTIPEIKKY
2 as if you had come into a fortune — xak GyaTo Thl mojay4uia
HaCJIEICTBO
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All through the day the light was in Sara’s face, and the
colour in her cheek. The servants looked at her, and whispered
to each other, and Miss Amelia was puzzled. She thought that
Sara was probably determined to brave the matter out.!

Sara realized that the wonders which had happened must
be kept a secret. Ermengarde could be told the story and trust-
ed to keep it secret. “But whatever happens,” Sara kept saying
to herself all day — “somewhere in the world there is a kind
person who is my friend — my friend.”

Sara’s supper of the night before had given her strength,
she knew that she should sleep well and warmly and, even
though she had naturally begun to be hungry again before evening,
she felt that she could bear it until breakfast-time on the follow-
ing day. It was quite late when she was at last allowed to go
upstairs.

She pushed the door open and went in.

The Magic had been there again. It actually had, and it
had done even more than before. A number of new things had
been brought into the attic. Upon the low table supper stood —
with cups and plates for Becky as well as herself. Some mate-
rials of rich colours had been fastened against the wall. There
were several large cushions, big enough to use as seats. A wooden
box was covered with a rug, and some cushions lay on it, so
that it looked like a sofa.

Sara slowly moved away from the door and simply sat
down and looked and looked again.

“Is this my attic? Am I the same cold, ragged, damp
Sara? The one thing | always wanted was to see a fairy story
come true. I am Jiving in a fairy story,” said Sara.

From that time life became more wonderful day by day.
The fairy story continued. Almost every day something new was
done, until in a short time the attic was a beautiful little room
full of all sorts of odd and nice things. When Sara went down-
stairs in the morning, the remains of the supper were on the

| to brave the matter out — TepneIMBO NepeHecTH HakasaHHe
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table; and when she returned to the attic in the evening, the
magician had removed them and left another nice little meal.
Miss Minchin was as harsh and insulfing, as ever, and the serv-
ants were as vulgar and rude. Sara was sent on errands in all
weathers, she was scarcely allowed to speak to Ermengarde and
Lottie. But what did it all matter while she was living in this
wonderful mysterious story? It was more romantic than anything
she had ever invented to save herself from despair.

The comfort and happiness were making her stronger. In a
very short time she began to look less thin. Colour came into her
cheeks, and her eyes did not seem so much too big for her face.

Very naturally, even Becky was beginning to look plump-
er and less frightened. She had her share in the secret fairy
story too.! She had two mattresses, two pillows, plenty of bed-
covering, and every night a hot supper and a seat on the cush-
ions by the fire. The Bastille had disappeared, the prisoners no
longer existed.

Then another thing happened. A man came to the door
and left several parcels. All were addressed in large letters: “To
the Little Girl in the right-hand attic.”

Sara herself was sent to open the door, and took them in.
She laid the two largest parcels on the hall table, and was look-
ing at the address, when Miss Minchin came down the stairs and
saw her. '

“Take the things to the young lady to whom they belong,”
she said severely.

“They belong to me,” answered Sara quietly.

“To you?” exclaimed Miss Minchin. “What do you mean?”

“I don’t know where they come from,” said Sara, “but
they are addressed to me. I sleep in the right-hand attic. Becky
has the other one.”

Miss Minchin came to her side and looked at the parcels
with an excited expression.

I She had her share in the secret fairy story too. — OHa ToXe
y4acTBOBaJIa B BONIIEOHOW CKa3kKe.
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“What is in them?” she demanded.

“I don’t know,” replied Sara.

“Open them,” she ordered.

Sara did as she was told. When the packages were opened
they saw pretty and comfortable things: shoes, stockings, and
gloves, and a warm and beautiful coat. There were even a nice
hat and an umbrella. They were all good and expensive things.

Miss Minchin was worried. What if this neglected child
had some powerful though eccentric friend — perhaps some pre-
viously unknown relation, who chose to help her in this myste-
rious and fantastic way? It would not be very pleasant if he
learned all the truth about the thin, shabby clothes, the scant
food, and the hard work.

“Well,” she said, in a voice such as she had never used
since the little girl lost her father, “someone is very kind to
you. You may as well go and put these things on and look re-
spectable. After that you may come downstairs and learn your
lessons in the schoolroom. You need not go out on any more
errands today.”

When the schoolroom door opened and Sara walked in,
the entire seminary was shocked.

“Look at the Princess Sara!” cried Jessie.

It was the Princess Sara indeed. At least, since the days
when she had been a princess, Sara had never looked as she
did now.

“Perhaps someone has left her a fortune,” Jessie whis-
pered.

“Perhaps the diamond mines have suddenly appeared
again,” said Lavinia.

That night, when she went to her room, after she and
Becky had eaten their supper, she sat and looked at the fire
seriously for a long time.

“I am thinking about my friend,” Sara explained. “If he
wants to keep himself a secret, it would be rude to try and find
out who he is. But I do so want him to know how happy he has
made me.”
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“Oh,” she exclaimed, “why did I not think of that be-
fore?”

“I can write to him,” she said, “and leave it on the table.”

So she wrote a note, thanking her unknown friend for
being kind to her and Becky.

The next morning she left this note on the little table, and
in the evening it had been taken away with the other things; so
she knew the Magician had received it. She was reading one of
her new books to Becky, when her attention was attracted by a
sound at the window.

She climbed on a chair and opened the window. It had
been snowing all day, and on the snow, quite near her, she saw
a tiny, shivering figure.

“It is the monkey,” she cried out.

Becky ran to her side.

“Are you going to let him in, miss?” she said.

“Yes,” Sara answered. “It’s too cold for monkeys to be out.”

She put a hand out, speaking in a friendly voice as she
spoke to the sparrows and to Melchisedec.

“Come along, monkey darling,” she said. “I won’t hurt you.”

He knew she would not hurt him. He let her take him and
looked up into her face.

“Nice monkey! Nice monkey!” she kissed his funny head.
“Oh, 1 do love little animal things.”

“What shall you do with him?” Becky asked.

“] shall let him sleep with me tonight, and then take him
back to the Indian gentleman tomorrow.”

And when she went to bed he slept at her feet, much
pleased with his place.

Useful Words

puzzle n 3aragka
grave g CEpbe3HbINA; MpayHbIi
fasten v pUKpemIsATh
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insulting @ ockopOUTEIBLHBIA
scant ¢ CKyOHbIi, HEAOCTAaTOYHHIH

Exercises

1 Answer the questions.

a)

b)
c)
d)
€)
f

g)
h)

Why did Miss Minchin feel a shock when she saw
Sara next day?

How did Miss Amelia explain Sara’s new look?
What other things appeared in Sara’s attic?

What made Sara and Becky happy and strong?
What parcels did Sara get from her unknown friend?
How did Sara’s life change after the story with the
parcels? _

How did Lavinia and Jessie explain the changes?
When and why did Sara help the monkey?

2 Correct the statements.

a)
b)

c)
d)

€)

a gentleman

Becky was allowed to stay because she had no place to go.
Sara thought that Ermengarde could not be trusted to
keep the wonders a secret.

The parcels were addressed to Sara and Becky.

Sara got so much food during the day that she did not
touch the suppers prepared by her unknown friend.
Sara took the monkey because she liked it and wanted
to make it stay with her.

3 Write the words in the plural form.
Example: a shilling — shillings
a meal a class
a child a day
a story a sofa
an address a shoe

a voice
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Fill in the gaps with the attributes from the box.

scant
insulting
shivering
mysterious
annoying
helpless
a) Miss Minchin was afraid that Sara’s friend would learn
about hard work and food.
b) Miss Minchin was as cruel and as ever.
¢) Sara saw a small figure on the snow.
d) Sara wanted to thank her friend for
saving her from despair.
€) Sara was an puzzle to Miss Minchin.
f) It was difficult to find such a little
creature as Becky.
Choose right.
a) Sara (was reading, read) a new book when her at-
tention was attracted by a sound.
b) When the packages were opened, they (had seen,
saw) pretty and comfortable things.
c) Sara (looked, was looking) at the address when Miss
Minchin saw her.
d) When Sara returned to the attic in the evening, the
magician (had left, left) another nice meal.
¢) Miss Minchin (had seen, saw) Sara for the first time

that day when she entered the schoolroom.

Prove that the prisoners of Bastille no longer existed.

Imagine that you are Miss Minchin. Tell your sister the story
with the parcels and describe your feelings about it.
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8 Imagine that you are Sara. Write a note to your unknown
friend and thank him for his kindness.

16
“IT IS THE CHILD!”

The next afternoon three members of the Large Family sat
in the Indian gentleman’s library, doing their best to cheer him
up. He was waiting for a certain event very anxiously. This
event was the return of Mr Carmichael from Moscow.

“Papa won’t be very long now,” said Janet. “May we talk
about the lost little girl?”

“I don’t think I could talk much about anything else just
now,” the Indian gentleman answered with a tired look.

“We like her so much,” said Nora. “We call her the little
unfairy princess.”

“Why?” the Indian gentleman asked.

It was Janet who answered.

“It is because, though she is not exactly a fairy, she will be
so rich when she is found that she will be like a princess in a fairy
tale. We called her the fairy princess at first, but it didn’t quite
suit.”

“There’s a cab!” exclaimed Janet. “It’s stopping before
the door. It is papa!”

They all ran to the windows to look out.

“Yes, it’s papa,” Donald proclaimed. “But there is no
little girl.”

All three of them ran into the hall. It was in this way they
always welcomed their father.

Mr Carmichael’s voice approached the door.

“No, children,” he was saying, “you may come in after
I have talked to Mr Carrisford. Go and play with Ram Dass.”

Then the door opened and he came in. He looked rosier
than ever, and brought an atmosphere of freshness and health
with him; but his eyes were disappointed.

107



“What news?” Mr Carrisford asked. “The child the Rus-
sian people adopted?”

“She is not the child we are looking for,” was Mr Car-
michael’s answer. “She is much younger than Captain Crewe’s
little girl. Her name is Emily Carew. I have seen and talked to
her.”

How unhappy the Indian gentleman looked' His hand
dropped from Mr Carmichael’s.

“Then the search has to be begun over again,” he said.
“That is all. Please sit down.”

Mr Carmichael took a seat. Somehow, he had gradually
grown fond of this unhappy man. He was himself so well and
happy, and so surrounded by cheerfulness and love, that suffer-
ing and broken health seemed unbearable things.

“Come, come,” he said in his cheery voice, “we’ll find
her yet.”

“We must begin at once. No time must be lost,” Mr
Carrisford said. “Have you any new suggestion to make — any
whatsoever?” .

Mr Carmichael rose with an uncertain face.

“Well, perhaps,” he said. “The fact is, an idea occurred
to me as I was thinking the thing over in the train.”

“What was it?”

“We have searched the schools in Paris. Let us give up Paris
and begin in London. That was my idea — to search London.”

“There are schools enough in London,” said Mr Carris-
ford. “By the way, there is one next door.”

“Then we will begin there.”

“No,” said Carrisford. “There is a child there who inter-
ests me; but she is not a pupil. And she is a little lonely crea-
ture, as unlike poor Crewe as a child could be.”

Perhaps the Magic was at work again at that very mo-
ment — the beautiful Magic. What was it that brought Ram
Dass into the room with excitement in his dark eyes?

“Sahib,” he said, “the child herself has come — the child
the sahib felt pity for. She brings back the monkey, who had
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again run away to her attic under the roof. It was my thought
that it would please the sahib to see and speak with her.”

“Who is she?” asked Mr Carmichael.

“God knows,” Mr Carrisford answered. “She is the child
I spoke of.”

He addressed Ram Dass. “Yes, I should like to see
her. Go and bring her in.” Then he turned to Mr Carmichael.
“Ram Dass told me of this child’s hard life, and together we
invented a romantic plan to help her. 1 suppose it was a
childish thing to do; but it gave me something to plan and
think of.”

Then Sara came into the room. She carried the mon-
key in her arms, and he evidently did not intend to part from
her.

“Your monkey ran away again,” she said, in her pretty
voice. “He came to my window last night, and I took him in
because it was so cold. I didn’t want to bring him back so late.
I know you are ill.”

The Indian gentleman looked at her with curious interest.

“That was very thoughtful of you!,” he said.

Sara looked towards Ram Dass, who stood near the
door. _

“Shall T give him to the lascar? “ she asked.

“How do you know he is a lascar?” said the Indian gentle-
man, smiling a little.

“Oh, I know lascars,” Sara said. “I was born in India.”

“You were born in India,” exclaimed the Indian gentle-
man, “were you? You live next door?”

“Yes; I live at Miss Minchin’s seminary.”

“But you are not one of her pupils?”

Sara hesitated a moment.

“I don’t think I know exactly what I am,” she replied.

“Why not?”

I That was very thoughtful of you — TsI nmpossuna 6oLyl 3a60-
Ty 000 MHE
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“At first 1 was a pupil; but now —

“You were a pupil! What are you now?”

“I sleep in the attic, next to the scullery-maid,” she said.
“I run errands for the cook — I do anything she tells me; and I
teach the little ones their lessons.”

“Question her, Carmichael,” said Mr Carrisford in a
weak voice. “Question her; I cannot.”

The big, kind father of the Large Family knew how to
question little girls.

“What do you mean by ‘At first’, my child?” he inquired.

“When I was first taken there by my papa.”

“Where is your papa?”

“He died,” said Sara, very quietly. “He lost all his money
and there was none left for me. There was no one to take care
of me or to pay Miss Minchin.”

“Carmichael!” the Indian gentleman cried out, loudly.
“Carmichael!”

“We must not frighten her,” Mr Carmichael said to him in
a quick, low voice.

“How did your father lose his money?” the Indian gentle-
man asked.

“He did not lose it himself,” Sara answered, wondering
still more each moment. “He had a friend he was very fond
of — he was very fond of him. It was his friend who took his
money. He trusted his friend too much.”

“What was your father’s name?” the Indian gentleman
said. “Tell me.”

“His name was Ralph Crewe,” Sara answered, feeling
worried. “Captain Crewe. He died in India.”

“Carmichael,” the man gasped, “it is the child — the child!”

For a moment Sara thought he was going to die. Ram
Dass poured out drops from a bottle, and held them to his lips.
Sara stood near, trembling a little. She looked in a bewildered
way! at Mr Carmichael.

I'in a bewildered way — B 3amelaTenbcTBe
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“What child am 1?” she asked.
“He was your father’s friend,” Mr Carmichael answered
her. “Don’t be frightened. We have been looking for you for

two years.”

Sara put her hand up to her forehead, and her mouth
trembled. She spoke as if she were in a dream.

“And I was at Miss Minchin’s all the while!,” she half
whispered. “Just on the other side of the wall.”

Useful Words

Suit v MoAXoaMTh, COOTBETCTBOBATH

proclaim v npoBo3raiiaTh :

unbearable ¢ HeBEIHOCHMBIIA

give up phr v OCTaBUTb, OTKA3aThCS OT YEro-TO
pour out phr v HATMBATh

drops n pl/ xanaun

Exercises

1 Answer the questions.

a) What event was Mr Carrisford waiting for?

b) How did the children call the lost girl?

c) What was the result of Mr Carmichael’s trip to Mos-
cow?

d) What other idea did Mr Carmichael have?

¢) What made Sara come to the house of the Indian
gentleman?

f) What happened there?

! all the while — Bce 370 Bpems
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Match the two parts of the sentences.

a) Three members of the | 1) and her mouth trem-
Large Family sat in bled.
Mr Carrisford’s library,

b) Mr Carmichael looked | 2) and held them to his
rosier than ever, master’s lips,

¢) Sara carried the mon- | 3) but his eyed were dis-
key in her arms, appointed.

d) Ram Dass poured out | 4) and he evidently did not
drops from the bottle, intend to part from her.

e) Sara put her hand up | 5) doing their best to cheer
to her forehead, him up.

Fill in the gaps with the attributes from the box.

frightened
cheery
thoughtful
childish
disappointed
a) Itwasa thing to help the girl in such
a way, but Mr Carrisford liked it.
b) Sara was a girl and she did not want
to come to Mr Carrisford’s house late at night.
¢) Sara was by strange events.
d) Mr Carrisford was , but he was de-

termined to continue the search.
e) Mr Carmichael spoke to his friend in a
voice.

Choose make or do in the right form.

a) The members of the Large Family were their
best to cheer their friend.
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b) Mr Carmichael
search in Paris.

¢) Sara anything the cook told her.

d) Mr Carrisford and his lawyer a plan to look
for Sara in London.

a suggestion to give up the

Fill in the prepositions over, in, of, on, out, up.

a) There was no one to take care Sara.

b) All the while Sara was the other side of the
wall.

¢) Mr Carmichael was thinking this thing in the

train to London.
d) The children ran to the window to look
e) The door opened and Mr Carmichael came :
f) The man decided to give Paris and look for
Sara in London.

What does it mean? Explain in your own words.

a) Mr Carmichael brought an atmosphere of freshness
and health with him.

b) I run errands for the cook.

c) Sara looked in a bewildered way at Mr Carmichael.

d) Sara spoke as if she were in a dream.

Say why:

a) the children from the Large Family came to Mr Car-
risford’s house.

b) the children did not call Sara the fairy princess.

¢) Mr Carmichael grew fond of Mr Carrisford.

d) Mr Carrisford asked his lawyer to question Sara.

Imagine that you are Sara. Tell your friend Ermengarde the
story that happened to you in Mr Carrisford’s house.
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17
“I TRIED NOT TO BE”

It was pretty, comfortable Mrs Carmichael who explained
everything. She came across the square to take Sara into her
warm arms and make clear to her all that had happened. The
excitement of the totally unexpected discovery had been too
strong for Mr Carrisford in his weak condition.

Sara could only think of one thing.

“Was he,” she said, with a glance toward the closed door
of the library — “was he the wicked friend?

“He was not wicked, my dear,” answered the lady. “He
did not really lose your papa’s money. He only thought he had
lost it; and because he loved him so much his grief made him ill
and for a time he was not in his right mind!. He almost died of
brain-fever, and before he began to recover your poor papa
was dead.”

“And he did not know where to find me,” murmured Sara.
“And I was so near.”

“He believed you were in school in France,” Mrs Car-
michael explained. “He has looked for you everywhere. When
he saw you looking so sad he was sorry for you, and wanted to
make you happier. And he told Ram Dass to climb into your
attic window and try to make you comfortable.”

Sara’s whole look changed.

“Did he make the dream that came true?”

“Yes, my dear — yes! He is kind and good, and he was
sorry for you, for little lost Sara Crewe’s sake2.”

The library door opened and Mr Carmichael appeared.

“Mr Carrisford is better already,” he said. “He wants
you to come to him.”

I for a time he was not in his right mind — on Ha Bpems notepsn
paccynok

2 for little lost Sara Crewe’s sake — panw nponaslueii ManeHbKol
Capur Kpy

114

Sara did not wait.

She went and stood before his chair.

“You sent the things to me,” she said, in a joyful emo-
tional little voice, “the beautiful, beautiful things? You sent
them!”

“Yes, poor dear little child, I did,” he answered her.

“Then it is you who are my friend,” she said. And she
dropped her face on his thin hand and kissed it again and
again.

Mr Carrisford was sure that Sara shouldn’t return to school.
He asked his lawyer to see Miss Minchin but oddly enough she
came to them herself. One of the maids had seen Sara go up
the steps of the next door. So Miss Minchin decided to inquire
into the matter!. _

Sara was sitting on a footstool close to Mr Carrisford’s
knee when Ram Dass announced the visitor’s arrival.

Sara became rather pale; but she showed no signs of child
terror.

“I am sorry to disturb Mr Carrisford,” said Miss Minch-
in, “but I have explanations to make. I am Miss Minchin, the
owner of the Young Ladies’ Seminary next door. I have discov-
ered that one of my pupils — a charity pupil? — had intruded into
your house without my knowledge.” She turned upon Sara.
“You shall be severely punished. Go home at once.”

“No,” said Mr Carrisford. “She is not going home — if
you give your house that name. Her home for the future will be
with me.”

“With you, sir! What does this mean?”

“Kindly explain the matter, Carmichael,” said the Indian
gentleman.

Then Mr Carmichael explained.

“Mr Carrisford, madam,” he said, “was an intimate friend
of the late Captain Crewe. He was his partner in certain large

! to inquire into the matter — pa3y3HaTe noapobHee 06 3TOM Jene
2 a charity pupil — yyeHu1a, XUBYILAsl Y MEHS U3 MHJIOCTH
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investments. The fortune which Captain Crewe supposed he had
lost is now in Mr Carrisford’s hands.”

“The fortune! The diamond mines!” cried Miss Minchin.
“Sara’s fortune!”

“It will be Sara’s fortune,” said Mr Carmichael, rather
coldly. “There are not many princesses, Miss Minchin, who
are richer than your little charity pupil Sara Crewe, will be.
Mr Carrisford has been searching for her for nearly two years;
he has found her at last, and he will keep her.”

Miss Minchin was not a clever woman, and in her ex-
citement she was silly enough to make one last effort to regain
what she had lost.

“Captain Crewe left her in my charge!,” Miss Minchin
argued. “She must return to school. She must finish her edu-
cation.”

“Come, come, Miss Minchin,” Mr Carmichael inter-
posed. “If Sara herself wishes to return to you, Mr Carrisford
might not refuse to allow it. But that rests with Sara.”

“Sara,” said Miss Minchin, “I have not spoiled you, per-
haps,” she said awkwardly to the little girl, “but I have always
been fond of you.”

“Have you, Miss Minchin?” said Sara. “I did not know
that.”

Miss Minchin reddened.

Sara was thinking of the day when she had been told that
she belonged to nobody; she was thinking of the cold, hungry
hours she had spent alone with Emily and Melchisedec in the
attic.

“You know why I will not go home with you, Miss Minch-
in,” she said. “You know quite well.”

As Miss Minchin turned to leave the room she said to
Sara, “I suppose that you feel now that you are a princess
again.” '

! Captain Crewe left her in my charge — Kanuran Kpy ocrasun ee
Ha MOEM TOINEYeHH U
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Sara looked down.

“] — tried not to be anything else,” she answered in a low
voice, “even when I was coldest and hungriest — I #ried not to be.”

That evening, when the pupils were gathered together
before the fire in the schoolroom before going to bed, Ermen-
garde came in with a letter in her hand and a an expression of
delighted excitement on her face.

“I have just had this letter from Sara,” she said.

“Where is she?” almost shrieked Jessie.

“Next door,” said Ermengarde, still slowly, “with the
Indian gentleman.”

“Where? Where? Does Miss Minchin know? Why did she
write? Tell us!”

Ermengarde answered them slowly.

“There were diamond mines,” she said. “They were real.
It was all a mistake about them. Something happened for a
time, and Mr Carrisford thought they were ruined.”

“Who is Mr Carrisford?” shouted Jessie.

“The Indian gentleman. And Captain Crewe thought so,
too — and he died; and Mr Carrisford had brain-fever and ran
away, and he almost died. And he did not know where Sara
was. And Mr Carrisford found her this afternoon, and he has
got her in his home and she will never come back — and she will
be more a princess than she ever was. And 1 am going to see
her tomorrow afternoon. There!”

So until almost midnight the entire seminary crowded round
Ermengarde in the schoolroom and heard read and re-read the
letter containing a story which was quite as wonderful as any
Sara herself had ever invented.

Becky, who had heard it also, managed to creep upstairs
earlier than usual. She wanted to look at the little magic room
once more. There would be no fire tonight, and no rosy lamp;
no supper, and no princess reading or telling stories — no prin-
cess! : '

When she opened the door the saw the fire and the supper
and Ram Dass who was standing smiling.
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“Missee sahib remembered,” he said. “She has written
you a letter. The sahib commands you to come to him tomor-
row. You will be the maid of missee sahib. Tonight I take these
things back over the roof.”

And having said this, he slipped through the window so
quickly and silently that Becky understood how easily he had
done it before.

Useful Words

wicked a 3710i1, OecuecTHBIi

intrude v BropraTtbcsi, BXOAMTb 06€3 paspeleHus
investment 7 UHBECTULIUS

regain v Bo3Bpauiath cebe

redden v mokpacHeTh

shriek v mpoH3UTEIbHO KpUYaTh; BBIKPUKHUBATD

Exercises

1 Say who:

a) explained everything to Sara.

b) almost died of brain-fever.

¢) came to Mr Carrisford’s house to inquire into Sara’s
matter.

d) refused to return to Miss Minchin’s school.

¢) crowded in the schoolroom.

f) received letters from Sara.

g) brought supper to Becky.

2 Complete the sentences.

a) It was Mrs Carmichael who explained everything to
Sara because
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b) Miss Minchin went to Mr Carrisford’s house because

c) The whole school discussed the story of Sara because

d) Becky wanted to look at Sara’s magic room once more
because

Find in the text the English for:

BBI3IOPaBJIMBaTh

A nomxHa 0OBACHUTHCS C BAMHU.
6e3 Moero BemgoMa

cIenath NOCAEAHIO MOMNbITKY
b6anoBaThb

Match the words and their definitions.

a) wicked 1) happy, glad

b) grief 2) to get without permission
c) joyful 3) to scream

d) to shriek 4) bad, immoral

e) to regain 5) to get again

f) tointrude 6) deep suffering

Fill in the gaps with prepositions for, inte, up, of, in.

a) For some time Mr Carrisford was not his
right mind.

b) Mr Carrisford felt sorry for a poor lonely girl
the sake of his friend’s daughter.

¢) One of the housemaids saw Sara go the steps
of the next door.

d) Sara was thinking
spent in the attic.

€¢) Mrs Carmichael took Sara her warm hands
and explained everything.
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Say why:
a) Miss Minchin tried to make Sara return to her school.
b) Sara refused to return to school.

Imagine that you are Ermengarde. Explain to little Lottie the
story that happened to Sara.

What episodes prove that Sara was a grateful person and a
good friend?

There never were such friends as Sara and the Indian gen-
tleman became. Somehow, they seemed to suit each other in a
wonderful way. The Indian gentleman had never had a compan-
ion he liked quite as much as he liked Sara. He tried to invent
things to surprise her. She found beautiful new flowers growing in
her room, little gifts under pillows, and once, as they sat to-
gether in the evening, they heard the scratch of a heavy paw on
the door, and when Sara went to find out what it was, there
stood a great dog with a grand silver and gold collar.

There was nothing the Indian gentleman loved more than
the recollection of the little princess in rags and tatters!. The

| the recollection of the little princess in rags and tatters — Bocno-
MHHaHHA O MAJIEHBKOH IMPHHLIECCE B JIOXMOTbAX
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afternoons in which the Large Family, or Ermengarde and Lot-
tie, gathered were very pleasant. But the hours when Sara and
the Indian gentleman sat alone and read or talked had a special
charm of their own.

One evening, Mr Carrisford, looking up from his book,
noticed that his companion sat gazing into the fire.

“What are you ‘supposing’, Sara?” he asked.

Sara looked up, with a bright colour on her cheek.

“I was supposing,” she said, “I was remembcring that
hungry day, and a child I saw.”

Then she told him the story of the bun-sh()p, and the
fourpence she picked up out of the mud, and the child who was
hungrier than herself. She told it quite simply, and in as few
words as possible; but somehow the Indian gentleman found it
necessary to look down at the carpet.

“And I was supposing a kind of plan,” she said, when she
had finished. “I was thinking I should like to do something.”

“What was it?” said Mr Carrisford, in a low tone. “You
may do anything you like to do, princess.”

“I was wondering,” hesitated Sara — “you know, you say
I have so much money — I was wondering if I could go to see the
bun-woman, and tell her that if, when hungry children come
and sit on the steps, or look in at the window, she would just
call them in and give them something to eat, and she might send
the bills to me. Could I do that?”

“You shall do it tomorrow morning,” said the Indian gen-
tleman.

“Thank you,” said Sara. “You see, I know what it is to be
hungry.”

The next morning his carriage drew up before the door of
the baker’s shop.

When they entered the shop the woman looked at Sara,
and then she smiled.

“I’'m sure that I remiember you, miss,” she said. “And
yet — »

“Yes,” said Sara, “once you gave me six buns for four-
pence, and — ”
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“And you gave five of them to a beggar child,” the woman
broke in on her!. “I’ve always remembered. Excuse the liber-
ty2, miss” — to Sara — “but you look rosier and — well, better
than you did that — that — ”

“T am better, thank you,” said Sara. “And — I am much
happier — and I have come to ask you to do something for me.”

“Me, miss!” exclaimed the woman, smiling cheerfully.
“What can I do?”

And then Sara made her little proposal concerning the
cold days and the hungry children and the hot buns.

The woman watched her, and listened with an astonished
face.

“It’ll be a pleasure to me to do it. I am a working-woman
myself and cannot afford to do much myself, and there’s sights
of trouble on every side3; I’ve given away many buns since that
day just thinking of you — how wet and cold you were, now
hungry you looked, and yet you gave your buns to the beggar
girl as if you were a princess.”

The Indian gentleman smiled at this, and Sara smiled a
little, too.

“She looked so hungry,” she said. “She was even hungri-
er than I was.”

“She was starving,” said the woman. “She told me that.”

“Oh, have you seen her since then?” exclaimed Sara.
“Do you know where she is?”

“Yes, I do,” answered the woman, smiling. “Why, she’s
in that back-room, miss, and has been for a month; and such a
help to me in the shop and in the kitchen. Her name’s Anne.”

She stepped to the door of the little back room and spoke;
and the next minute a girl came out. And actually it was the
beggar-child, clean and in good clothes. She had a nice face, now
that she was no longer a savage, and the wild look had gone from
her eyes. She recognized Sara at once, and stood and looked.

! the woman broke in on her — xeHiHa TipepBaia ee
2 Excuse the liberty — ITpoctute MO0 BOJIBHOCTB
3 there’s sights of trouble on every side — BOKpYr CTONBKO HYXIBI
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“l am so glad,” Sara said. “And I have just thought of
something. Perhaps Mrs Brown will let you give the buns and
bread to the children. Perhaps you would like to do it because
you know what it is to be hungry, too.”

“Yes, miss,” said the girl.

And, somehow, Sara felt that she understood her, though
she said so little, and only stood still and looked after her as she
went out of the shop with the Indian gentleman, and they got
into the carriage and drove away.

Useful Words

scratch » uapanaHne

paw n nana

grand g BeJIMKOJIENTHBIN

draw up phr v octaHaBIMBaThCs
concerning prep OTHOCUTEILHO

Exercises

1 Answer the questions.

a) How did the Indian gentleman treat Sara?

b) When did Sara tell Mr Carrisford of the little beg-
gar?

¢) What kind of plan did she make up?

d) How did the bun-woman receive Sara?

e) What was her reaction to Sara’s plan?

f) What happened to the beggar girl?

g) What did Sara propose to Anne?

2 Put the sentences in tﬁe right order.

a) The bun-woman went to the door of the little back-
room and spoke.
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b) The Indian gentleman’s carriage drew up before the
door of the baker’s shop.

¢) Sara told Mr Carrisford the story of the bun shop
and the beggar-child.

d) Mr Carrisford and Sara liked the hours when they
read or talked to each other.

e) One evening Sara made up a plan to help hungry
children.

Find in the text the English for:

YyAECHLIM 00pa3oM
OLIIEHUK

ocoboe oyapoBaHue
IIOChLIATh CYeTa
IOMOIITHHMLIA

Put as many questions as you can.

a) Sara made her little proposal concerning the awful
days and the hungry children and the buns.

b) One evening Mr Carrisford, looking up from his
book, noticed that his companion sat gazing into the
fire.

¢) Anne recognized Sara at once, and stood and looked
at her.

Match the words and their definitions.

a) companion 1) a person who shares tastes and
interests

b) charm 2) a quality that gives pleasure

c) trouble 3) a difficulty

d) savage 4) a bad-mannered, rude person

e) mud 5) soft, wet earth

Describe the new life of Sara, her activities.

125



Imagine that you are Anne. Speak about:

e the first meeting with Sara.
e your life after that. _
o the second meeting with Sara and her proposal.

Final discussion.

a) Did you like the book? Which of the chapters did you
like best of all?

b) What characters did you like best? Why?

¢) What do you feel about Sara Crewe? Say what you
like about her and why?
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