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The Boy was fair, the Girl was sweet. It seemed that it
would take much more than the angry face of Mrs. Coit to
frighten away that ever-welcome visitor — the Cupid'.

Mrs. Coit took special care about them. She told the Boy
that it was foolish to marry at his age and on his salary. To the
Girl she said that marriage would slow down the Boy’s career.
She always left her in tears.

Mrs. Coit tried to influence the lovers, but of course, in
vain. The Boy and the Girl decided to get married.

One day Mrs. Coit entered the Boy’s room without knock-
ing. To her surprise she found the Boy sitting on the bed. His
face was in his hands. Mrs. Coit looked at him silently. The Boy
did not hear her enter and stayed still.

‘Well!” said Mrs. Coit, ‘Ain’t you goin’ to work?’ The Boy
looked up. ‘No.” His face was pale.

Mrs. Coit noted the symptoms carefully.

‘Lose your job?’ she asked hopefully.

The Boy shook his head.

‘Sick?’ she asked.

‘No,’ said the Boy, without moving.

Mrs. Coit looked at him critically. No, he certainly wasn’t
drunk. Not him. Then, she saw a photograph. It showed the
face of the Boy, smiling, happy.

Mrs. Coit understood at once. For five long months this
same photograph was in the Girl’s room. She looked at the
place, where a picture of the Girl had been. It was not there.

‘Have you had a fight with her?’ she asked.

The Boy looked up at her hopelessly. “‘What do you care?’
he cried.

Mrs. Coit left the room. The Boy took the picture, tore it
into pieces, and threw them on the floor.

Fifteen minutes later Mrs. Coit saw the Boy go out. Then,
saying to herself something about ‘idiot,” she went to the Girl’s room.

The Girl looked at her.

I the Cupid — KymuaoH; B rpedeckoil mMudonorun Gor JiobOBH,
cuiH BeHepwl
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‘I knew it,’ said Mrs. Coit. “‘Why ain’t you at work?’ The
Girl tried to smile. ‘I have a headache,’ she said.

‘Oh, I know all about it,” she said. ‘He just told me. I
knew it’d be like this.’

The Girl didn’t comment; she even refused to become
angry. Finally, she dressed and went to the office.

Mrs. Coit sat in the chair, looking at some little bits of
paper on the floor. Her face expressed nothing.

That evening, for the first time in many months, the Boy
returned from his office alone. He and the Girl had walked
together always — but that was over.

Of course, the Boy thought, if she came to him — he
caught his breath at the thought — but that, he was sure, she
would never do.

He decided to leave Mrs. Coit’s that very evening. Open-
ing the outer door, he saw the Girl.

Without speaking, the Boy opened the door and stood aside
politely to allow her to pass. She silently went up the stairs.

The Boy called her name. She turned and looked at him.
He had a large envelope in his hand.

‘Is it for me?’ asked the Girl.

‘No,’ said the Boy. ‘It’s for — us.’

‘] suppose we must open it together,” he continued coldly.
‘It’s addressed to both of us.’

They looked together at the card in the envelope and went
red. Pasted side by side on the card were the two photographs.
The photographs they had torn up and thrown away that morn-
ing. Written below in a shaky hand were the words: “To two
young fools from an old fool’.

And on a piece of blue ribbon there was an old, well-worn
wedding ring!

Fifteen minutes later the Boy and the Girl came down,
hand in hand, to Mrs. Coit’s sitting room.

“Well?’ she said aggressively.

‘Here is your ring, Mrs. Coit,” the Boy said, the happy
smile in his eyes. ‘I thought you might want it back again.” Mrs.
Coit hesitated.
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‘That ain’t my ring,’ said she.

The Boy hugged Mrs. Coit and gave her a kiss on either
cheek. He left the ring on the desk, and went out. The Girl
followed.

Mrs. Coit cried to them from the foot of the stairs.

‘Hey, there! You left your room in a pretty mess this momn-
ing, you did! Once more like that, and out you go!’ From the floor
above came a sound of happy laughter. Mrs. Coit’s reign ended.

Helpful Words and Expressions

to frighten away — criyrHyTbH

in vain — 0e3 pe3ynbraTa

to shake (shook, shaken) one’s head — xauatp ros0BOiI1 B 3HaK
HECOTJIaCHS

What do you care? — Kakoe Bam neno?

to go red — nokpacHeTb

Activities
O Reading
1 Circle T if the sentence is true. Circle F if the sentence is
false.
1. The Boy and the Girl were Mrs. Coit’s
children. T F
2. Mrs. Coit was a very kind woman of about
thirty. T F
3. Mirs. Coit didn’t want the Boy and the
Girl to get married. T F
4. The Boy and the Girl were very thankful
to Mrs. Coit. T F
5. Mrs. Coit was very angry because the Boy
and the Girl were together again. T F

6

Who in the text did the following?

1. hugged and kissed Mrs. Coit
2. went red

3. returned from the office alone
4. tore the picture in pieces

5. left the ring on the desk
Vocabulary

There are many words with negative meaning in this story.
They are made with the help of prefixes and affixes. Combine
them to make the words to match the Russian meaning.

un- hope -less HeynoOHbIH
popular Oe3HaneXHbIN
fair HeNpU4YeCaHHbIN
comfortable fecrnone3Hbii
combed HEYECTHBIN
necessary HETIOMYJISIPHBIA
Speaking

Comment on the character of Mrs. Coit. The following phrases
can give you a general idea.

1. Mrs. Coit was very unfriendly.

2.  Mr. Coit was lucky to escape.

3.  Mrs. Coit’s face expressed nothing.
4. ‘Well?’ she said aggressively.

5. ‘Hey, there!’ she called.

Choose the right word to complete the sentence and prove your
choice.

1. Do you think Mrs. Coit is a woman?
a) kind b) furious ¢) sick
7



2.  Were the Boy and the Girl to rent the rooms

at Mrs. Coit’s?

a) happy ~b) sorry ¢) frightened

3. Was Mr. Coit to escape?
a) sorry b) happy c) lucky

4, Did Mrs. Coit give the Boy and the Girl a ?
a) flower b) ring ¢) advice

5. Was Mrs. Coit when the Boy and the Girl
got friendly again?
a) angry b) worried ¢) happy

. Writing

Describe the main characters (the Boy, the Girl, and Mrs. Coit)

of the story.

o First, he/she seemed to be...
e Then, he/she turned out to be...
e At last, he/she occurs...

Use the following expressions and words in the box:

unfair fat
sweet severe
fair sad

pale hopeless
happy shaky

AN AGACELIA OR!

George Stafford was phlegmatic, unimaginative, and, even
a bit stupid.

Once he was spending his vacation at the Hotel Thiersber-
ry, the dullest spot in all America — extremely expensive and
exclusive. ‘Exclusive’ is a terrible word, and the Hotel Thiers-
berry is a terrible place.

A vacation is an interval in work, as you know. It was
absurd to imagine George working. He was super idle. And

! An Agacella Or — BbIrpaBMpOBaHHAs B TOUYEYHOH TEXHUKE 30710~
Tas repaibINyecKas aHTWJIOMNA; XUBOTHOE € TOJIOBOJ repaibaniec-
KOTO THrpa, KabaHbUMM KJIBIKAMHM, 3a3yOpEHHBIMM pOraMH, C IPH-
BOIf Ha 1uee, TeJIOM aHTHIOIbl U XBOCTOM JIbBa

9



yet he had an excuse for his use of the word ‘vacation’. His
friend asked him to make at least the impression of attempt
and to put his name on a sign, ‘Rainier & Stafford, Archi-
tects.’

One day Rainier, his partner, advised George to stay at
this hotel. When George went into the hotel library, there was
no letter paper. One was supposed to use one’s own letter
paper. George had none, but he wanted to write a letter-and
had to buy it in a shop. It was indeed very unusual paper; it was
purple, with the figure of an animal that looked like a cow and
sticks in its hoofs stamped in gold at the top of each sheet. But
the shop had nothing else.

So, George was writing in the library.

Suddenly he saw a lady, looking through a lorgnette! at
the sheets of letter paper lying before him. Her gaze slowly
traveled from the paper to his face.

‘Sir,” she said, ‘what is your name?’

‘What?’ said George, taken aback. ‘My — oh, yes, my
name — of course, certainly, my name. Stafford is my name,’
he said.

‘It is he,’ she said aloud. ‘I am sure of it.

He opened his mouth to protest, but the lady continued.
‘Mr. Stafford, I am Mrs. Gordon Wheeler; and this is my
daughter... Cecily, Mr. Stafford.’

For the first time in ten years George became conscious
of the blood in his veins. Cecily, her cheeks rosy pink, stepped
up to him.

‘Mr. Stafford,” she said in a sweet voice.

‘My dear girl,” said George, ‘I trust your mother sleeps
in the afternoon?’

‘Good heavens!” said Mrs. Wheeler. ‘Here I am with an
unmarried daughter, and the man accuses me of sleeping! How-
ever, I often close my eyes.’

I a lorgnette = eyeglasses that are held to the eyes with a long
handle
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‘I am sure you do,’” said George; ‘Goodness knows they
need it

‘My dear girl —’ began George.

“‘You called me that before,” Cecily interrupted, ‘and 1
don’t like it...’

Next afternoon found George and Cecily together in a
canoe on the lake. George lit a cigarette — his fifth in half an
hour.

‘Aren’t you afraid you’ll get overheated?’ said Cecily sar-
castically.

‘No,” said George. ‘It’s perfectly safe here in the shade.’
Cecily looked at him. ‘Do you think that I came out in this boat
to sit and watch you smoke? Look at that!” — she pointed across
the lake to another canoe. ‘They started after we did. You
ought to be ashamed of yourself. Take me back to the hotel.” At
this George looked at her with surprise. ‘What’s the trouble?’

‘The trouble is,” said Cecily, ‘that a canoe is supposed to
move.’

‘Do you mean,” George interrupted, ‘you want to cross
the lake?’

‘I do,’ said Cecily.

‘Good heavens!” he said. “What for? Why should we want
to get anywhere?’

“Very well,” Cecily said finally. ‘If you hand me that pad-
dle, I shall return to the hotel. I must take you too, since you’re
too heavy to throw overboard. Give me the paddle, please.’

George rose. There was two hundred pounds! of him; and
this mass, aroused, can do almost anything with a canoe. So,
the canoe was bottom upwards, with Cecily on one end and
George on the other.

‘T asked you to hand me the paddle,’ said Cecily in angry
tones.

‘Here it is,” said he.

‘Be careful!” screamed Cecily.

! two hundred pounds = about 90 kg
11



George, losing his hold on the canoe, splashed hysterical-
ly about like a young whale.

‘I suppose,’ said Cecily angrily, ‘that you can swim?’

‘I can,’ said George, ‘but 1 hate to.’

Without another word, Cecily gave the canoe a push
against George’s breast, and started swimming.

During the week that followed, George Stafford was sub-
jected to discipline. Cecily lost no time in undertaking his refor-
mation. After many attempts, she found his mind unable of
exercise; but she had less difficulty with his arms and legs. By
the end of the week he had almost an athletic appearance.

It was one Friday afternoon, when Cecily stopped playing
tennis and laughed at him.

‘What’s the matter?” George asked.

‘Nothing,’ said Cecily, ‘only...’

‘Look here,’ said George, ‘if you think —’

‘But I don’t. Are you tired?’

‘No!’

‘Well, I am. Besides, I want to talk. I’ve just thought of
something I want to tell you.’

‘What is it?’ asked George.

‘Mamma suspects,’ said she.

George looked at her. ‘Suspects what?’

‘Why,’ said Cecily, ‘don’t you know? Qur — my — us.’

‘Oh! I don’t like people who suspect,” he said. ‘I never
suspect any one. Why should she?’

‘Perhaps she saw us.’

‘When?’

‘Last night. You remember you kissed me good-night,
and then followed me up to the hall and —’

‘All right,” said George; ‘that settles it. I’'m through. If
every time you turn around —’

‘Don’t be silly, you know we’ve got to tell her.’

‘My dear girl,” said George, ‘we have nothing to do with
it. It’s you. You pulled me ashore. You made me play tennis.
You called me George. And now — it’s up to you.’
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‘But I've tried, and I can’t.’

‘Very well,” said George. ‘Then, I’ll go away from here
and never see you again. You’re killing me, anyway. I’ve done
nothing but work ever since T met you. You can’t even let the
fish alone!’

‘All right,” said Cecily. ‘I’ll tell her. But you’ll have to be
with me.’

So, that evening a young man and a girl were walking
hand in hand down the corridor. The loud bang of a door and
they saw Mrs. Gordon Wheeler.

‘There you are!’ exclaimed Mrs. Wheeler.

‘We are, indeed,” agreed George.

‘We can’t talk here,’ she said.

‘Now,’ she continued, after they were inside the apart-
ment, ‘what have you to say for yourself?’

‘Mrs. Wheeler,” said George, ‘I am silent. 1 am sure
there is something you wish to say to me.’

‘Are you absolutely without morals?’

‘I hope so. They are inconvenient,” said George.

‘Don’t be funny. This is no laughing matter. Don’t try to
be witty, sir.’

‘He won’t, Mamma,’ put in Cecily. ‘I can promise you
that.’

‘Be silent, child! You don’t know what you’ve escaped,’
said her mother. ‘As for you’ — turning to George — ‘what do
you think of this?” George took a newspaper and read it through.
‘Well, what of it?’ he asked.

‘Of course you don’t understand it,” said Mrs. Wheeler. ‘I
am surprised at... Listen.” She read aloud: * “The Earl of Wood-
stock comes to a hotel in the Berkshires for a month’s rest. He
is keeping a strict incognito!.” ’

“Well,” said George, ‘it’s a good thing for the earl that
Cecily didn’t get hold of him.’

| incognito = being in disguise or not recognized
13



‘That,” Mrs. Wheeler said, ‘was in the Herald two weeks
ago. Among other information I found the following: Wood-
stock, Earl of, and Baron Dynely of Aldingbourne, county
Oxford, in England; an agacella or, pied sable, armed, un-
guled, and bearing rods. What do you think of that?’

‘Fine,’ said George. ‘Quite interesting. What does it mean?’

‘It means that you're a charlatan,” said Mrs. Wheeler.
‘But, thank God, I’ve found you out! When that notice ap-
peared in the Herald I walked into the library of this hotel. What
did I see? I saw a fat, overfed, and foolish-looking young man
writing letters. I saw that the paper he was using bore a crest
consisting of an agacella or, armed, and bearing rods.’

‘It was nothing of the sort,” said George. ‘It was a cow
getting ready to light a fire.’

‘Don’t interrupt,” said Mrs. Wheeler. ‘Don’t you think I
know an agacella when I see one? I asked the young man his
name. It took him quite two minutes to think of it. I discovered
that he was completely an ass. The conclusion was predictable:
it was the Earl of Woodstock!’

‘It was nothing of the sort!’ said George again. ‘It was me!’

‘Of course,” Mrs. Wheeler went on, ‘I introduced him to
my daughter, Cecily — dear child. She became your constant
companion. And just as I was preparing for your wedding, |
look over my evening’s mail, and I find — this: “The Earl of
Woodstock has returned to the Severance villa at Newport.”
Now,’ said Mrs. Wheeler, ‘who are you?’

‘That was the first question you’d asked me,’ said George.
‘Are you going to begin all over again?’

‘George!’ cried Cecily.

‘Cecily,” said he, ‘I could forgive you anything but your
choice of a mother. That was your great mistake. We must
part. I shall never see you again. The fact that we are married
makes no difference.’

‘Married!” shricked Mrs. Wheeler.

‘Yes, married,’ said George. ‘Cecily has won me; I was in
no condition to resist.’
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‘I can hardly believe my ears,” Mrs. Wheeler said. ‘I am
completely upset. Tomorrow we shall talk the matter over.
Goodnight.” She left.

‘George,’” said Cecily, ‘do you love me?’

‘Of course I do,” said George. ‘Haven’t T proved it?” Ceci-
ly kissed him. ‘I don’t mind it a bit because you’re not an earl,
dear,” she said tenderly. “You’re stupid enough to be one.’

Useful Words and Expressions

phlegmatic — ¢pnerMaruyHbIit

to have an excuse — WMeThb OTpaBIaHNE

to be taken aback — ynuBUTBECH, CMYTUTBCA

Good heavens! — boxe Moii!

to have nothing to do with it — He umeTH K 3TOMY HMKAKOro
OTHOLLIEHUS

it’s up to you — 370 3aBUCHUT OT Tebs

to let the fish alone — ocraBuTE B Mokoe

to get hold of smb/smth = to come into possession of, to gain
control of smb/smth

nothing of the sort — Huyero nogob6Horo

Activities
O Reading

1 Circle Tif the sentence is true. Circle Fif the sentence is false.

1. The Hotel Thiersberry is the best hotel
in the USA.
2. George is very sporty and enthusiastic.

T F

T F

3. Mrs. Wheeler was sure George was the Earl. T F
4. George and Cecily got married because they

were in love. T F

5. Cecily knew that George was not the Earl. T F

15



Match up the two parts of the sentences to make them true to
the text.

1. He opened his mouth | a) something you wish to say
to protest, but to me.

2. The canoe was bottom | b) light a fire.
upwards, with

3. I could forgive you
anything but

4. I am sure there is

¢) Cecily on one end and
George on the other.
d) your choice of a mother.

5. It was a cow getting e) the lady continued.
ready to
Vocabulary

Read the definitions and match them up with the correspond-
ing adjectives.

violet — MHITOBBINM

indigo — cuHe-dHoONETOBLIN
pink — po30BbIf

lilac — cupeHeBsIi

purple — duoneTOBBII

1. reddish in hue, of medium to high lightness

2. acombination of red and blue in equal proportions; a
bluish purple colour

3. a deep red, or red and blue colour

4. a pale to light or moderate purple colour

5. a dark blue to grayish purple blue colour

Speaking

Explain why:

a) Mrs. Wheeler thought George to be the Earl.
16
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b) Cecily undertook the efforts to reform George.
c¢) George married Cecily.
Prove that:

a) George was super idle.

b) Mrs. Wheeler was conscious about her daughter’s
future.

¢) Cecily loved George.

The following words and phrases may help you:

as far as I can see, in my opinion, as the author put it,
to my mind...
Writing

Describe the characters of the story (Cecily, George, Mrs.
Wheeler), using the following words.

stupid sweet

idle surprised
conscious unimaginative
foolish-looking silly

fat

Write down a story as if you were:

— Cecily;
— Mrs. Wheeler.
Grammar

Imperative Mood
The Imperative Mood is used for direct commands, that

is, when ordering someone to do something or refrain from

17



doing something. It can also suggest or urge, as well as com-
mand,

It is usually found only in the Present Tense, second per-
son. To form the Imperative Mood, use the base form of the
verb.

The Imperative Mood is very powerful. It is often appro-
priate to use the Imperative Mood when giving instructions.
However, in other types of documents, such as letters, proce-
dures, or recommendations, the bare imperative may be too
strong.

Translate the sentences, paying attention to the Imperative
Mood.

Don’t be funny!
Don'’t interrupt!

Be silent, child!
Don'’t try to be witty!
Be careful!

oW

JONATHAN STANNARD’S
SECRET VICE

Mrs. Stannard saw her husband with a woman at Courin’s
Restaurant. So, the mystery which was making her life miser-
able was solved. But then, she saw a man. It was John Du-
pont — her husband had not lied to her, because he was going
to dine that evening with John Dupont.

She had married Jonathan Stannard twelve years before.

Three years later he had become famous with his books
about appreciations of the classic and attacks on the modern.

As a husband he was perfect and he still loved her.

But there was the mystery.

It had begun six months before. He had said he had an
appointment at the Century Club. But when later an important

19



message had come and she had telephoned the club, he was not
there.

When he returned he said: ‘Why, I’ve been at the club.’

But she felt the doubt enter her mind.

Then, he had taken tickets for a Hofmann!, but she had
a headache and he had gone alone. He said Debussy? was aw-
ful, but going through the morning paper, she read the follow-
ing: ‘... Salammbo, the new tone poem by Debussy was dropped
from the program...’

So, her husband had not been there! Should she demand
an explanation? Yes. No. If he had lied once he would lie again.
Useless.

She could not believe that her husband, the man who
above all others stood for morality, lied.

But he had lied; he had lied to her twice within the week.

Tuesday afternoon and Wednesday evening he had gone
out without saying a word of where he had been.

“There’s a woman,’ she thought.

When her husband left the house the next evening she
followed him. But not very far. At the corner he took a taxi.

The next time, she had a taxi ready.

She saw him as he went into the subway station; but by the
time she paid the chauffeur and run down the steps, a train had
gone.

She went home and within thirty minutes a man entered
her library.

‘You are —’ she began.

‘Mr. Pearson, of Doane & Doane,’ he replied. ‘You tel-
ephoned for a man, I believe. This is Mrs. Stannard?’

‘Yes. You are — a detective?’

‘I am.’

I'a Hofmann — kouuept lNodmana (K03ed MNodpman — usBecTHbI
MOJbLCKKH NTHAHUCT H TMenaror)

2 Debussy — Kioa [Ie6roccH, 3HAMEHUTHIH (PaHIy3CKUIi KOMITO-
3HTOP-HMITPECCHOHHCT
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“You follow people?’ she asked.

‘I sure do,’ he said.

‘Well’— she hesitated — ‘I am a little worried —’

‘Pardon me,’ the detective interrupted, ‘is it about your
husband?’

‘Certainly!” said Mrs. Stannard.

‘You want to know where he goes. Day or night?’

‘Both.’

‘Ah! Now,what is his full name?’

‘Jonathan Stannard.’

‘Business?’

‘Writer.’

‘Writer?’

‘Yes. He writes.’

‘U-m. Does he drink?’

‘No.’

‘Gamble?’

‘No!"’

‘Er — fond of — er — women?’

‘Well! Well — No.’

‘T see. Always been a good husband?’
‘Yes.’

“You say he’s a writer. Stories?’

‘No. Mr. Stannard writes criticisms. He is a man of high
morals.’

‘l see,” said Mr. Pearson, ‘Mr. Stannard is a serious
guy. He seems to have a grudge against the movies.’

‘He is for noble in art,” said Mrs. Stannard. ‘He has
conducted a campaign against the cinema because it appeals
only to the lowest function of our mentality.’

‘Just so,” Mr. Pearson agreed. ‘I remember him now.
I’ve heard my daughter speak of him. He hates things that other
people like.” He read: “The cinema is a poison. One dose is
harmless, but repeated day after day it is slowly corroding the
intellect of the nation.” ’

‘Probably, secret vice,” said the detective.

21



Mrs. Stannard lived a year in the week. She remem-
bered the detective’s words, ‘secret vice.” There was something
horrible about them. Yes, there were worse things even than a
woman.

Each day she looked at her husband’s back with alarm as
he left the house.

‘Secret vice!” Yes, it would be something truly horrible.

Her husband was absent nearly every afternoon and evening.

Friday afternoon, the detective called to make his report.

‘Madam,’ said Mr. Pearson, ‘I can give you a full ac-
count of your husband’s actions. Your husband is the finest
example of a Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde!.’

‘Tell me!” Mrs. Stannard asked.

‘I have here a list of the dates and places:

‘Friday, July 9, 2.24 P.M., Empire Moving Picture Theat-
er, Third Avenue and Thirty-Ninth Street, three hours and
eleven minutes.

‘Friday, July 9, 8.15 P.M., Royal Moving Picture Theat-
er, Third Avenue and Grand Street, two hours and thirty-four
minutes.

‘Sunday, July 11, 7.09 P.M., Circle Moving Picture Theat-
er, Ninth Avenue and Fifty-Ninth Street, three hours and fif-
teen minutes.

‘Monday, July 12, 3.03 P.M., Louvre Moving Picture
Theater, Third Avenue and 14th Street, two hours and one
minute.

‘Wednesday, July 14, 1.48 P.M., Columbia Moving Pic-
ture Theater, Eighth Avenue and 117th Street, four hours and
twenty-one minutes.

‘Friday, July 16, 1.55 P.M., Mecca Moving Picture Theat-
er, Broadway and Ninety-Eighth Street.’

Mr. Pearson looked at his client with an air of triumph.

! Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde — nokrop Jxexun v mucrep Xaiia;
T7IaBHbll repoit pomaHa P. JI. CTuBeHCOHa, sipKMil NpUMep pa3Bo-
€HUSA JTUYHOCTH
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She sat, looking at him stupidly as though she had not
understood. Then suddenly she saw her husband standing in the
doorway.

‘What’s the matter?’ he asked.

‘Jonathan,” she said, ‘I know all. This is Mr. Pearson, a
detective.’

‘A detective!’ he repeated. ‘What for? What is it?’

‘Mr. Stannard,” Mr. Pearson said, ‘I have just informed
your wife that during the past seven days you have spent twenty
hours and two minutes in moving picture theaters.’

There was a silence. Stannard’s face grew white as chalk,
and it could be seen that he trembled from head to foot.

The detective looked at him coldly.

‘I am ruined!” cried Mr. Stannard.

‘And I thought it was some kind of a woman,” whispered
his wife.

‘Well,” the detective said, ‘“You’ll have to excuse me, but
I got a date to go to the movies.’

Mrs. Stannard looked at her husband. The unhappy man
sat with his face in his hands.

‘It is the end,’ he whispered miserably. ‘The end of every-
thing — I cannot — it is too much to expect — Vera, tell me —
can you ever forgive me?’

She looked at her husband with tears in her eyes.

‘We are one, Jonathan,” she said in a sweet voice. “Who
am I to judge you? I will even — I will even share your sin. Yes,
I will share it.’

‘Come, dear; let us dress for dinner. We shall go to the
cinema — together.’

Useful Words and Expressions

to follow people — crneauts 3a MoABMHU
a date — cBuaaHue
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Activities
[ Reading
1 Circle T'if the sentence is true. Circle Fif the sentence is false.
1. Jonathan Stannard loved his wife. T F
2. Mrs. Stannard believed her husband
completely. T F
3. Jonathan Stannard asked a detective to
follow his wife. T F
4. Jonathan Stannard was fond of movies and
wrote about his affection in his articles. T F
5. Jonathan Stannard’s secret vice was his
love for a beautiful woman. T F

Circle the letter of the correct answer to complete the sentence.

1. Mrs. Stannard saw her husband with at
Courin’s Restaurant.
a) Mr. Pearson
b) a woman
¢) John Dupont

2. Jonathan Stannard hates things that

a) other people hate
b) his wife likes
¢) other people like

3. Each day Mrs. Stannard looked at her husband’s back

with

a) happiness
b) alarm

¢) hatred

4. Mr. Pearson looked at his client with

a) an air of triumph
b) sorrow
¢) a smile
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5. Mrs. Stannard looked at her husband with
a) a happy smile
b) tears in her eyes
c) a secret desire

Vocabulary

Read the definitions of the following words and insert the right
words into the gaps.

plead = to request for help

apology = something said to explain a fault or an offence,
asking for excuse

excuse = to explain (a fault or an offense) in the hope of
being forgiven or understood

forgive = no longer have the wish to punish a person
pardon = to let (an offense) pass without punishment
sorry = feeling or expressing sympathy, pity, or regret

L. , dear, can you tell me the way to the rail-

way station?

Can you ever my being rude?

Such mistakes are so awful, I am not sure we’ll be

able to them.

I want you to before her.

It’s useless to . I’ll never you.
me, I'm in a hurry.

Please my dirty hands.

After the revolution all political prisoners were

. us our debts as we our debtors.

0. It is not my intention to make an for this.

SRS

=00 N A

&  Grammar

< [Ilpu nepeBose npe1oXeHHUil U3 NPAMON PEYH B KOCBEH-
HYIO HEOOXOIMMO MOMHHTH O NMPaBHIAX COIACOBAHHs BPEMEH —
Sequence of Tenses.

25



Ecnu rnaBHoe MpeaToXEeHHE CTOUT B ODTHOM H3 nipolica-

LWHX BpEMCH, TO B NPHIATOYHOM IMPOUCXOIUT CIBHI BpeMéH no
CXEME!

Present Simple — Past Simple

Present Continuous — Past Continuous
Present Perfect —» Past Perfect

Past Simple — Past Perfect

Future Simple — Future-in-the-Past

Noun (Pronoun) | Verb | Conjunction| Noun Yerb
(Pronoun)
Mrs. Stannard/ |said | that she/ her |did/had done/
She husband | was doing/
would do
main clause subordinate clause

Put the sentences into direct speech.

1. He had said he had an appointment at the Century
Club.
He said, ° g

2. He said Debussy was awful.
He said, ° .

3. He said that there were worse things even than a woman.
He said, ° J

Put the sentences into indirect speech.

1. When he returned he said, “Why, ['ve been at the
club.’
When he returned he said that .
2. ‘I am for noble in art,” said Mrs. Stannard.
Mrs. Stannard said that .
3. Mr. Pearson said, ‘I’ve heard my daughter speak of
him.’
Mr. Pearson said that
26

¥ Speaking

Agree or disagree. Prove your point of view.

1. A woman shouldn’t demand an explanation when she
finds out that a man is lying to her.

2. A wife and a husband should never have secrets from
each other.

3. A person who is talking much about high morals usu-
ally has none.

4. A loving person is able to forgive any sin of the loved
one.

5. Sometimes a person’s vice seems more evil to him
than to other people.

Writing
Imagine that you are Jonathan Stannard. Write an article in
which you:

e blame the cinema of almost all the problems of now-
adays life;

e praise the cinema as one of the mighty means of influ-
encing people.

Don’t forget to:

e make up a title;
e give your ‘for’ and ‘against’ reasons;
e give examples.

While making up your article use the following linking words:

firstly, first of all, before, after, then, finally, but, on
the one hand, on the other hand, nevertheless, however.
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OFFICER AND LADY

It was a dark night. Bill Farden took the instrument from
his pocket. The window opened. He was inside the house.

There was no sound.

He switched on the light. It was a dining room.

He first took linen; the second was silver, old family silver.

Should he leave at once? No. He entered the kitchen,
opened the refrigerator and took out a dish of peas, some beef,
a chicken, cold potatoes, and a strawberry cake. It was idiot-
ic. But he was hungry.

He started eating the cake, when he heard the footsteps,
the noise of the opening door... It was a woman in a blue
nightgown. Bill pressed the damp sponge against her nose and
mouth.
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Now he had the taste of danger. A moment later he was
on his way up.

He went on to the top of the stairs and entered the room.

He was not alone, he heard the breathing. But there was
something curious about that breathing. Most irregular. Surely not
the breathing of a sleeper! He noticed a movement under the
sheets. He saw the face of a man — a man terrified with fear. The
chloroform tube was empty, so he filled his mouth with the corner
of a sheet and tied his hands and feet. He found two silver ciga-
rette cases, scarf pins, rings, a jeweled photograph frame, and
ninety-four dollars and put everything into his pockets.

He was in the house for thirty minutes, and already had a
full bag below, his stomach was full, too and his pockets were
full with money and jewelry. He was proud. On with the dance!

He entered the next door.

First he thought it unoccupied. Then he heard faint breath-
ing. He came up the bed.

There, under the silk cover, he saw a sleeping child.

It was a girl of eight or nine; her arm was under her
head, and her soft brown hair spread over the pillow, her
sweet red lips were opened a bit.

Bill stood still and gazed at her. He felt all of a sudden big
and dirty and clumsy and entirely out of place.

There was a small dressing table, a desk, and two or
three chairs, all in pink. The wall was white, with pink flowers
and animals.

Bill looked at the beautiful sleeping child, and at the child’s
beautiful room and off came his cap.

‘My little girl would have a place like this,” he said half aloud.

Bill had no little girl or big one either, and he was un-
married. _

He stood there looking down and thinking that a creature
could be so helpless without incurring the contempt of a strong
man.

I On with the dance! — Bnepen!
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Perhaps physical force was not the only power worth hav-
ing. Here was this little child lying there helpless before him —
helpless, and yet far more secure from injury at his hands than
a powerful man. '

No, force was not made to be used against helpless beings
like her. What would he do if she should awake and cry out? He
would talk to her and quiet her.

But what if she would not be quieted? Force, then? No.
In that case he would drop a kiss on her soft brown hair and
make his escape. He put an extremely clumsy kiss on a lock of
her hair and turned to go.

‘Hands up!’ The words came from behind him in a thin
voice.

The sweet helpless child was sitting up in bed, a little
revolver in her hand.

‘Lord above us!’ said our hero.

‘I would advise you to put your hands up before I count ten,’
said the sweet, helpless child calmly. ‘One, two, three —’

‘Really, now,” Bill said. ‘Little girl, I won’t hurt you.’

‘I see you don’t take me seriously. [ am Major Wentworth
of Squadron A of the Girls’ Military Auxiliary. Four, five,
six —” Bill was speechless.

‘Seven, eight, nine —’ Up went his hands above his head.

‘That’s better,” said the sweet, helpless child. ‘“Now turn
your back.” Bill did so. She stood there in her pink nightgown.
She looked so tiny, but the muzzle of the revolver wavered not
a fraction.

‘Look here, little girl,” Bill began, ‘I ain’t going' to hurt
you.’

‘Call me Major Wentworth,” was the reply.

‘All right, major. But come, what’s the use —’

‘Stop! If you move, I’ll shoot. I wonder what’s the mat-
ter with Hilda?’

‘Is Hilda a big woman in a blue nightgown?’

T ain’t going (nezpamomnasn pews) = I am not going
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“Yes. Have you seen her? Oh! Where is she? Is she hurt?’

‘Nope.!” Bill said. ‘Kitchen floor. Chloroform. I was ea-
tin’ strawberry cake when she come in.!’

‘T suppose I must call my father.’

‘He’s helpless, too. You see, major, we’re all alone.
Tell you what I’ll do. There’s a bag full of silver down. I'll
agree to leave it there —’

“You certainly will,” the major nodded. ‘And you’ll leave
the other things too. I see them in your pockets. Since my
father is tied up 1 suppose I must call the police myself.’

The little devil was going to call the police!

‘My little girl’s mama is dead, too,” he said suddenly.

The major stopped to look at him.

‘My mother isn’t dead. She’s gone to the country. Do
you have a wife?’

‘Been dead three years. Got sick and died. Broke my little
girl’s heart, and mine, too.’

‘What is your little girl’s name?’

‘Her name? Oh, her name. Why, of course her name’s
Hilda —’

‘Indeed!” The major looked interested. ‘The same as cook.
How funny! How old is she?’

‘Sixteen,’ said Bill.

‘Oh, she’s a big girl, then!’

‘You might call the cops®. Of course, Hilda’s at home
hungry, but that doesn’t matter to you. She’ll starve to death.
I didn’t tell you she’s sick. I was just walkin’ past here and
thought I might find something for her to eat —’

“‘You ate the strawberry cake yourself,” put in the major.

‘The doctor won't let Hilda have cake,’ Bill retorted. ‘And
I was hungry myself. I suppose it’s no crime to be hungry —’

I Nope = No

2 T was eatin’ strawberry cake when she come in (nezpamomnas
peus) = | was eating a strawberry cake when she came in

3 cops (cren2) = policemen
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‘You took the silver and other things.’

‘I know. I’'m a bad man. I wanted to buy nice things for
Hilda. She never has much to eat. If I’m arrested she’ll starve
to death.’

‘l don’t want to cause suffering,’ the girl declared. ‘I feel
strongly for the lower classes. 1 suppose little would be gained
by sending you to prison.’

‘It’s an awful place,’ Bill said.

‘You have been there?’

‘Off and on.’

‘You see! It has done you no good. No, I might let you
go. Empty your pockets. Put the things on the dressing table.’
Bill obeyed.

‘Go, please. I'm sleepy, and you've given me a lot of
trouble. I shall have to revive Hilda.’

Bill went. Major’s voice said: ‘Keep your mouth closed.
Head up! Arms at your side. Breathe through your nose.
Chest out forward! Lift your foot and come down on the heel.
Head up?’

As he reached the street corner the command came: ‘Halt!
About face! Salute!!’ Bill halted, but he did not salute. It was
too much. Instead, he ran across the street, and was off like a
shot. And as he ran he replied to her command to salute, as
man to man: ‘Go to hell”

Useful Words and Expressions

out of place — He K MecCTy, HEYMECTHBIN

Lord above us! — O, boxe!

to starve to death — ymeperts ¢ ronony

to feel strongly for smb — couyBcTBOBaTH KOMYy-1.
You see! -— Bor Buauiib!

! Halt! About face! Salute! — Croats! Cmupno! Otnath 4ecTs!
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Activities

L  Reading
1 Circle Tif the sentence is true. Circle Fif the sentence is false.
1. Bill broke into the house because he was
terribly hungry. T F
2. Bill found nobody in the house. T F
3. Bill was ready to kill the sleeping girl. T F
4. The girl was not frightened because she had
a revolver. T F
5. Bill was happy to escape the girl. T F

2 Circle ‘the letter of the correct answer.

1. What is true about Bill?
a) Bill was a terrible and cruel burglar.
b) Bill was a very kind thief.
c¢) Bill was quite indifferent to the kids.

2. What is not true about the girl?
a) The girl was very weak and helpless.
b) The girl was awfully frightened.
¢) The girl was happy to see Bill in her house.

3. What is true about Bill and the girl?
a) Bill and the girl were good friends.
b) Bill had never met such a nice girl before.
¢) The girl loved Bill at first sight.

X  Grammar

S B pycckoM s3biKe €CTh TaK HAa3biBAEMbIC Oe3JIUYHBIE
npewioxenus: Xoaoduo. flozono. Humepecno. v 1. 1.

O6paTuTe BHMMaHUE — B AHIJIMKACKOM TPELIOXEHUH
00s13aTe1bHO JOJDKHBI OBITh M MOIEXKalllee, U ckaszyemoe: It is
cold. It is late. It is interesting. etc.
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Translate the following sentences from the story into Rus-
sian,

It was a dark night.

It was a dining room.

It was idiotic.

It was a woman in a blue nightgown.
It was a girl of eight or nine.

It was too much.

=AU

Translate into English.

PaHHee yTpo.
BecHa.
[Ipoxnanno.
He Betpeno.
Tak 3n10poBo!

hoB Lo b=

Make up 5 sentences using It is/was/will be.

Speaking

Are the following sentences true or false? Prove your point of
view using the facts from the text. Use the words and phrases
given below:

I feel, I doubt, I am sure that, I suppose that, to my mind,
as far as I can see, I believe that.

1. Bill was going to hurt the girl if she would cry for

help.

The girl would shoot if Bill didn’t follow her orders.

The girl’s father was not frightened because he knew

that his daughter was a real major.

4. Bill followed the girl’s orders because he was sure she
would shoot him.

5. Bill loved kids very much.
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Retell the story as if you were:

— the girl;
— the cook Hilda;
— the girl’s father.

Writing

Imagine that this story happened to you and now you are
writing a letter to your friend about this accident.
Don’t forget to:

e 'describe the time, the place;
e describe the main character;
e mention your feelings.

While making up your letter use the following linking words:

firstly, first of all, before, after, then, finally, but, on
the one hand, on the other hand, nevertheless, however.



ROSE ORCHID

Lieutenant-Commander Reed had his own ideas about
the discipline of a ship. Every man from his ship the Helena
said that it was a ‘madhouse.’

‘The old man’s a holy terror,” they said.

Once the Helena was ordered to San Juan and Lieutenant-
Commander Reed was much pleased: he had a chance to visit
a boyhood friend, the owner of a tobacco plantation in Puerto
Rico.

But the visit was disappointing. He found his friend dull,
and his friend found him insufferable.

For two days they pretended amusing each other. Then
Reed said he was returning to the Helena and departed on his
journey across the mountains.
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At Caguas, he stopped for rest and was advised to put off
his journey because of a coming storm. But Reed mounted his
pony, and left.

The storm broke soon. Darkness came like a blanket.
The wind seemed terrific.

Something brushed against Reed’s body — his pony fell
and he felt a sharp pain in his left arm.

When the storm passed, the pony was not to be seen.
Reed started his way down. At every step a shiver of pain ran
through his body.

He saw a light in the window of a cottage and knocked on
the door.

When he awoke he had a feeling of the most delicious
warmth. He kept his eyes closed and heard the words in Spanish.

‘No, beloved, he is still asleep.” Another voice, a man’s,
‘Are you sure?’

“Yes, there is no cause for worry.’

‘All right. Come here, Rita.’

Reed opened his eyes.

He gave a start of surprise and closed his eyes, then opened
them again. The man’s face stood out clearly and there could be
no mistake.

‘I’m in a devil of a hole.! The wonder is I'm still alive,” he
thought. Laying silent he heard the dialogue:

‘Well, I must go.’

‘But, Tota!’

‘Now, little one, how could 1 foretell the storm?’

“Very well; then do go2, 1 shall not miss you; I shall amuse
the stranger. 1 shall sing to him, and perhaps —’

‘Rita! What do you mean?’ There came a little laugh,
then: ‘Oh, Tota, my beloved! Kiss me! Ah!” There was a pause,
then the man’s voice: ‘And now —’

I I’m in a devil of a hole. — Hy s 1 nomnan!
2 do go — Hy, HaBaif, MIN (YCUIUMEAbHAA IMPAMU4ECKas KoHcm-
pyKuus)
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‘Now you may go. And I want — but come, I’ll tell you
on the way.’ They went out.

Reed understood at once that he had not been recognized
in ‘civilians.” Besides, in the past six months he had grown a
beard. But there still was some danger; his position was ex-
tremely unpleasant. He must get away at the very first chance.

He saw the girl with a huge bunch of rose orchids at the
door. She came in and put the flowers on a table.

Seeing the Lieutenant-Commander’s eyes wide open, she
smiled brightly.

‘Ah! The sefior is awake.’

“Yes.” He smiled back at her ‘Well! You have slept a very
long time. And the arm — does it pain you greatly?’

. ‘Why — 1 didn’t know,’ he said, ‘thanks to you, it is really
ine.’

‘That is well. We did the best we could. Oh, but I thought you
were dead. And Tota — Mr. Hurley — that is, my husband — but
oh!” She stopped with a look of real horror on her face.

‘What is it?’ Reed asked in alarm.

‘Why, the sefior must be starved!” she cried. ‘And here |
stand and talk like an old woman.’ She fled into the kitchen.

Reed had not realized it before, but he was hungry —
incredibly so.

Rita cut the meat into little squares, broke the bread into
small pieces, and separated the sections of grapefruit, saying:
“Your arm, you are helpless — like a baby.’

When he had finished Rita cut off the end of a cigar and
lighted it for him!

She arranged the rose orchids in a jar and put them near
him, on the bamboo table. She told that her husband had
found the sefior’s pony.

‘Ah!’ said Reed. Perhaps he was pleased with the fact,
but he made no comment.

Rita sat down and began to talk.

“The sefior was going to San Juan?’ said Rita. He nodded.

‘Ah! It is a wonderful city — San Juan. I used to live
there. It was very gay. The music at night, and the promenade!’
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‘Are you lonely — out here?’ Reed realized with surprise
that he was really interested in her answer.

‘No, no! How could I be, with Tota? That is my hus-
band,’ she continued proudly. ‘Hurley will be here soon; he
wants,.x-"'io see you. He is a very wonderful man, and so good,
sefior,” she said.

Reed was looking at Rita — her soft brown arms, her
dark, ever-changing eyes. As he sat and looked at her and lis-
tened to her voice, Lieutenant-Commander Reed, for the first
time in his life, had emotions. He didn’t notice anything in the
world but her presence. He felt a shock when the door suddenly
opened and a man appeared in the room. It was Hurley.

Rita ran to him.

Hurley kissed her. ‘Well, little one, I kept my promise.’
Then he turned to Reed, ‘You must excuse us,” and smiled.

Reed felt a curious and undreamed-of sensation. But his
mind was working quickly; and he made his decision almost
without hesitation.

‘I’ve been waiting for you,’ he said to Hurley. ‘You found
my pony. Bring him up.’ At the tone of command Hurley looked
at Reed. He walked over to the bed and stood looking down in
silence. The expression in his eyes was unpleasant.

‘Have I ever seen you before?’ Hurley said finally.

‘What makes you think so?’ Reed asked.

‘Why did you speak to me — like that?’

Reed just said: ‘How do I know? Do you expect a man
with a broken arm to get up and bow?’

‘l don’t know,” Hurley muttered. ‘I’ll bring up your pony.
Rita, you come with me.” They returned with the pony. Hurley
helped Reed put on his coat and boots, and strapped his poncho.

“You’ll be in San Juan by seven,’ said Hurley. ‘I guess I made
a mistake in there,” he continued. ‘I meant no offense, sir.’

Reed made no reply. He nodded a farewell. Hurley and
Rita were standing together in the doorway.

Lieutenant-Commander Reed was a man of decision.
Whenever he met a problem he liked to face it, analyze it
thoroughly, and decide it quickly. This he had always done.
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But the problem, which was now before him, defied anal-
ysis. It seemed somehow vague, ephemeral, and ungraspable.
He tried one after another of his rules, and found that none of
them fitted. His mind was in an uncomfortable and entirely
unique condition of flexibility. But the weight of habit dominat-
ed and he decided in favour of duty.

On board the Helena all was confusion and despair. They
had not expected their Commanding Officer for another four
days, and they were having the time of their lives.

In the morning Lieutenant-Commander Reed was in his
cabin, with a pen in his hand and official paper before him.

He wrote as follows:

Ensign G.J. Rowley, U. S. N., U. S. S. Helena.

Sir: You will take four men and go at once to the village of
Rio, twenty miles from San Juan on the Caguas road.

Two miles beyond Rio, in a cottage three hundred yards to
the left of the trail, you will find James Moser, Chief Yeoman, a
deserter from the U. S. S. Helena.

He has the name of Hurley. You will arrest him and deliver
him on shipboard. You are advised to proceed with caution.

Respectfully, Brinsley Reed, Lt.-Comd’r., U.S. N., Com-
manding.

He read it slowly, and pushed a button on the desk for his
orderly. Then he reread it more slowly. The decision had been
made.

Suddenly he opened a drawer and took from it — a rose
orchid!

I have no idea where he got it; possibly he took it in Rita’s
absence.

But that is hardly possible, since Reed was the last man in
the world to be swayed by any weak sentiment.

‘Did you ring, sir?’ The orderly asked. Reed slipped the
orchid back into the drawer.

He turned to the orderly: ‘Learn to stand at attention till
you're spoken to! No, I didn’t ring! Get out of here!’
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So, Ensign Rowley failed to carry out the order, since it
was no part of his duty to search about in his skipper’s wastebas-
ket for torn bits of paper.

Useful Words and Expressions

We did the best we could. — M&bi caesany Bce, YTO CMOIIHU.

to keep one’s promise — caepxartb cBo€ obelaHue

in favour of — B monb3y

to have the time of one’s life — BecenuTbes Ha ciiaBy, OTIIMYHO
MPOBOAMUTH BpeMs

to stand at attention — CTOATDH MO CTOHKE «CMUPHO»

Activities
D Reading

1 Circle T'if the sentence is true. Circle Fif the sentence is false.

1. Every man on his ship the Helena loved

Lieutenant-Commander Reed. T F
2. Reed was caught by a terrible storm and lost

his way. T F
3. Rita cared much about Lieutenant-

Commander Reed. T F
4. Reed ordered to arrest Hurley. T F
5. Rose orchid reminded Reed about Rita. T F

2 Circle the letter of the correct answer.

1. What is true about Lieutenant-Commander Reed?
a) He was a very kind and caring man.
b) He was a devil of a Commander to the crew of his
ship.
¢) He was a very disciplined and strict man.
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2.  What is not true about Rita?
a) She was in love with Lieutenant-Commander Reed.
b) She was the most beautiful woman Lieutenant-Com-
mander Reed had ever seen.
¢) She was a very caring but unpleasant woman.

3. Why didn’t Lieutenant-Commander Reed report about
Hurley?
a) He was sorry for him.
b) He was grateful to him.
¢) He was in love with Rita.

4. What is true about Hurley?
a) He was happy after leaving the ship.
b) He was starving after leaving the ship.
c) He was sorry about leaving the ship.

5. Why didn’t Lieutenant-Commander Reed fulfil his
duty?
a) Because he was too tired.
b) Because he had had a human feeling for the first
time in his life.
c¢) Because he was afraid of Hurley.

Vocabulary

Write the correct words using those given in brackets.

1. Lieutenant-Commander Reed’s visit to Puerto Rico

was . (disappoint)

2. When he awoke he had a feeling of the most delicious
. (warm)

3. The man’s face stood out in front of him

(clear)
4. His position was unpleasant. (extreme)
5. Does your arm pain you ? (great)
6. His mind was working . (quick)
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7. His mind was in an uncomfortable and
unique condition. (entire)
8. Whenever he met a problem he liked to face it, an-

alyze it . (thorough)

9. he took the orchid in Rita’s absence.
(possible)

10. He made his decision almost without
(hesitate)

Speaking

Describe the story characters:

— Lieutenant-Commander Reed before the meeting with
Rita and after that;

— Rita;

— Hurley.

Use the following words and phrases:

a holy terror, the weight of habit, vague,
ephemeral, insufferable, disappointing, surprise,
brightly, in alarm, proudly, wonderful, emotions,

curious, without hesitation, unpleasant

Writing
Choose one of the following situations and write a story.

1. You are Lieutenant-Commander Reed. Describe the
events in a letter to your friend.

2. You are Rita. Describe the events in a letter to your
children.

3. You are Hurley. Describe the events to yourself.
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Don’t forget to say some words about:

where it happened;

when it happened;

what the weather was like;

who was there with you,;

what you were doing when it happened; _
what was going on before and after the accident;
your emotions and feelings.

)

it
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THE MOTHER OF INVENTION!

William Frederick Marston read the telegram for the third
time:

WALK HOME TIRED OF YOUR FOOLISHNESS NOT
A CENT.
Jonathan Marston.

‘I suppose,’ said William Frederick aloud, ‘he thinks he’s
funny.” He threw his cigarette into the urn and lit another.
It was the Rue Royale, Paris.

| The Mother of Invention — uacme useecmuoii anzauiicioii HO2O-
6opxu Necessity is the mother of invention. — Hyxna 3acrasur.
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‘] — Billy! Marston — to lose three francs at roulette! It is
horrible.” But alas!? It was true.

The three francs were gone, and William Frederick Marston
began to think.

His father, Jonathan Marston, of New York, sent his
son, William Frederick, on an educational tour of the Mediter-
ranean during the summer vacation preceding his senior3 year

at Harvard.4 -
The tour of the Mediterranean had been stopped by the

misfortune at Monte Carlo.

William Frederick had asked father for additional funds
and on receiving them he had departed for Paris. Struck by the
beauty of that city, he had immediately decided to buy it, but
he had his last sou in the pocket and the fall term at Harvard was
to begin in two weeks. He wrote to his father:

LEAVE FOR NEW YORK TOMORROW WIRE
FUNDS.
William.

That telegram brought the answer:

FIVE HUNDRED MORE YOU NEED A GUARDIAN.
Father.

Three days later he sent another telegram:

FUNDS DISAPPEARED WIRE QUICK SAIL TOMOR-

ROW.
William.

In a few hours came the answer:

I Billy — coxp. om William
2 But alas! — U ysbi!
3 senior = last
¢ Harvard — lapeapnckuit yausepcutet, Kembpumx, mrar Mac-
cayycerc
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PASSAGE ON Alvonia SAILING CHERBOURG
TENTH PAID HERE AM SENDING TWENTY DOLLARS
FOR FARE TO CHERBOURG.

Father.

Three days later he sent the next telegram:

MISSED STEAMER WIRE FUNDS OR ARRANGE
TRANSPORTATION.
William.

And it was in answer to this that he had received the
sarcastic advice from his father to walk home. William Freder-
ick, knowing his own father, was sure that what Jonathan Marston
said, he meant.

He was tired of Paris. He wanted to go home. His father
must know that. And the fall term at the university would start
in three days. He felt a sudden fierce desire for knowledge.
Was his father so unfeeling as to deny him the advantages of a
decent education?

Since his father had seen fit to refuse his reasonable re-
quest for money to come home, he would make no further
appeal to him. Some other method must be found.

He had friends, dozens of them. But they, poor devils,
could be of no use in a financial difficulty. And the others would
talk. That would serve his father right — to have it known all
over New York that the son of Jonathan Marston had been
forced to depend on the friends to get home. If his father showed
no concern for the dignity of the Marston name, why should Ae?

The pride of youth is capable of supreme idiocies. It caused
William Frederick to resolve grandly that he would make his way
home without help and alone. Magnificent resolution!

He started immediately to the consideration of ways and
means. He must use his wits.

He used them. A thousand schemes offered themselves to
his mind. Earning the money for a passage was impossible. But
there must be a way. His pride rose higher and higher, until
finally he had the realm of pure artistic creation.
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“After all,” he muttered, ‘I shall have to ask Tom to help,
but not with money. The question is, will he do it? Well — he
must. I’ll make it as strong as I can. And — let’s see — there’s
the William Penn Tablet, and the Thomas Jefferson Memorial,
and the Statue of Franklin, and the Old Tower —’ William Fre-
derick Marston had achieved an immortal idea.

At this point this tale gets the importance of history, and
we shall let the chroniclers speak for themselves.

From the Philadelphia Clarion, September 21st:

Late last evening, or early this morning, some person or
persons entered Independence Hall by a window and defaced the
Liberty Bell' by painting on it, in large red letters, the following:
Jules Mercade Chiromancien 37 Rue de Rennes Paris.

The authorities are at a loss to account for any possible
motive. The paint used was ordinary house paint...

September 22nd:

It will be a matter of pleasure and gratification to every
patriotic citizen to learn that Jules Mercade, whose name was
Jound painted on the Liberty Bell yesterday morning, was arrest-
ed at his rooms at 37 Rue de Rennes, Paris, early yesterday
afternoon.

Mercade exhibited no surprise at his arrest. He has even
refused to admit his identity.

He will sail to New York tomorrow from Cherbourg, on the
Daconia, accompanied by a member of the Paris police.

September 29th:
If there be such a person as ‘Jules Mercade,’ and if he be
responsible for the defacement of the Liberty Bell on September 21,

! the Liberty Bell = the famous bell of the Philadelphia State
House, which rang when the Continental Congress declared the
Independence of the United States, in 1776. It had been cast in
1753, and upon it were the words ‘Proclaim liberty throughout the
land to all the inhabitants thereof.’
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it seems likely that, owing to the bungling of the Paris police, he
will go unpunished.

The ‘Jules Mercade’ who a police offlcer brought over on the
Daconia, which arrived in New York yesterday, proved to be no
less a personage than William Frederick Marston, son of Jonathan
Marston, the New York financier.

At about eight o’clock in the evening of the day on which
the Daconia arrived in New York, two men were dining in the
Marston home on Fifth Avenue.

‘That bridge over the Tiber at Athens is wonderful,” said
the younger man suddenly. ‘I don’t wonder you insisted |
shouldn’t miss it.’

‘William,’ said the elder man, ‘you’re a perfect ass. Don’t
try to play the innocent baby with me. I know you too well. At
the same time, I have made a discovery. There is one man in
this world who is even a bigger idiot than you are.’

“You arouse my curiosity. Who may this inconceivable
idiot be?’

‘The man,” said the elder one, ‘who, at your request,
painted a monstrous, red, hideous sign on the Liberty Bell of
our great country. And by the way,’ he continued, ‘it is really
too bad that your little plan made it necessary to change your
address. Of course that was why you missed my last telegram.
My advice to walk home was merely a temporary pill. [ wired
you five hundred dollars the following day.’

Useful Words and Expressions

ways and means — crioco0bl U CpeicTBa

you’re a perfect ass — Hy ¥ 0Cén Xe Thl

to play the innocent baby — npuUKUIBIBATbCS HEBHHHBIM MJIa-
IEHLEM

by the way — mexay nmpouynm

49



Activities

0 Reading

1 Circle T'if the sentence is true. Circle Fif the sentence is false.
William Frederick Marston began to think

L.

2.

when his last francs were gone.

William Frederick had asked father for
money and got enough at once.

William’s friends could always help him in

a financial difficulty.
William’s efforts were useless.

William missed his father’s telegram because
he was busy making his schemes.

=4 HH = -
g3

2 Match up the two parts of the sentence to make it true.

1.

E..p)

The tour of the Mediter
ranean had been stopped by
William felt a sudden fierce
desire for

William Frederick sure that
William had been forced to
depend on the friends to
Earning the money for a
passage was impossible.

X  Grammar

S  The Passive Voice
Sometimes, it is not necessary to mention the doer of the

action as;

a)

a) knowledge.

b) the misfortune at
Monte Carlo.

¢) get home.

d) impossible for Wil-
liam.

e) what Jonathan
Marston said, he
meant.

it is obvious who he/she is/was/will be;
b) we don’t know or have forgotten who did the action;
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¢)
d)

€)

the subject of the active verb is ‘the people’;

the subject of the active verb is the indefinite ‘one’;
we are more interested in the action than the person
who does it.

Noun

(Pronoun) | have been/had been + V,,/V,

is/are/was/were/will be/ by someone

Translate the following sentences from the story, marking (a—e)
the case of usage of the Passive Voice:

1. The three francs were gone.

2. The tour of the Mediterranean had been stopped by
the misfortune.

3. Some other method must be found.

4. The son of Jonathan Marston had been forced to de-
pend on friends.

5. Earning the money for a passage was impossible.

Speaking

Make up dialogues using the following phrases:

By the way
It is really too bad
You’re a perfect ass!
Don’t try to play the innocent baby with me!
But alas!

Retell the story as if you were:

— William Frederick;
— Jonathan Marston;
— Tom.
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®.  Writing

Imagine the following situations:

1. You are in Paris without any money. Find a way to
get home.

2. You have to go to the university, but you are far away
and can’t be in time.

Find the way out of these situations. Try to make them original
and interesting. The following words and word combinations
can help you:

I suppose
I felt a sudden fierce desire for
after all
I don’t wonder
at the same time
by the way

THE PAY YEOMAN!

Paymaster Garway Ross was serving on board the United
States ship Helena.

One day he did a very foolish thing. He gave the combi-
nation of the office safe to his yeoman.

The pay yeoman is the man who does the work of the
paymaster.

Garway Ross hated to count money, so he entrusted the
yeoman with the daily balance of the cash and sighed with relief.

For two years all was harmony. Paymaster Garway Ross
read novels and invented mysterious cocktails, while Yeoman
Martin wrote and ruled in the pay-office two decks below.

I The Pay Yeoman — ¢ pycckom nepegode «I1ucapeBa pacriiara»

53



Then, on a day in August, Martin asked for a vacation.
The paymaster agreed and waved a cheerful au revoir! as Mar-
tin went down the gangway.

The following afternoon the paymaster came to the pay
office, opened the safe to balanced the cash. It was eight
thousand dollars short. He was shocked. The thing was in-
credible.

His dilemma? was a curious one. If it becomes known that
he had entrusted the combination of the safe to his yeoman the
paymaster would have been dismissed from the service. So, he
could not expose Martin’s guilt without at the same time admit-
ting his own.

For a long hour he sat, smoking, revolving schemes and
rejecting each in its turn.

The following morning he visited his bankers and placed
eight thousand into the safe to balance the cash. He then took a
private account-book and wrote, James Martin. To experience
supplied — $8,000. Account not closed.”’

It was two years and six months, since the disappearance
of Jimmie Martin. He was on the list of the wanted.

Paymaster Garway Ross did neither forget nor forgive.
He desired revenge.

One hot June morning the Helena came to San Juan.

Paymaster Garway Ross went ashore. In a little shop of
Hernandez he heard the name Sefior Martin and electric thrill,
indefinable, illusive, passed through his brain. He turned to
Hernandez.

‘Sefior Martin?’ he said. ‘Who is this Martin?’

‘Americano,” he replied. ‘Coffee planter — a little — of
Caguas. A very good man. He pays very well.’

‘I think I know him,” said the paymaster. “What is he
like?’

I au revoir (¢pp.) = goodbye
2 difemma — AvieMMa, HEOOX0AMMOCTE BhiOOpa U3 IBYX BO3MOX-
HOCTEH
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‘I have never seen him, sefior,” was the reply. ‘Neither
he nor sefiora came to San Juan. He sends money and a writ-
ing. Every month — sometimes two.’

‘Do you keep the orders? Could I see them?’

‘Certainly, sefior.” Hernandez showed an old letter file.

The paymaster was curiously excited. Whether it was the
spoken name of Martin or a recollection of something he had
once said about Porto Rico, or the effect of intuition, but he
was actually quivering with eagerness.

The first paper showed him his mistake. He gazed at it
blankly.

‘Pardon, sefior,’ said Hernandez, ‘but that was written by
the sefiora. For many months she has written. But there are
some —’

And then the face of Garway Ross turned pale — that
handwriting! The books of the pay office of the Helena were full
of it.

The next morning the paymaster started for Sierra de
Luquillo.

The paymaster had two Navy revolvers; yet he was no
Corsican!. He did not intend to arrest Martin; nor had he an
idea of forcing a material repayment. The loss of the money
had been but? a small and temporary annoyance. But still his
heart was hot with anger.

At eleven o’clock he turned from the road into a path to a
low house.

This was the home of Sefior Martin.

Paymaster Garway Ross stopped his pony and for some
minutes sat staring at the house in silence. On either side ap-
peared long rows of coffee trees, white with blossoms.

Ross removed one of the revolvers, placed it in his side
coat pocket and rode boldly up to the door of the house.

The door opened and a woman appeared.

! Corsican — KopcHKaHell
2 but = nothing more than
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The paymaster lifted his hat, and bowed.

‘I want to see James Martin,” he said.

The woman looked up quickly and for a moment was
silent.

‘What about?’

‘I would rather tell that to Mr. Martin himself,” he said.
‘Is he here?’

‘No,’ she added, “Were you a friend of his?’

“Yes,” said the paymaster. ‘When will he be at home?’

The woman did not answer.

It was something in the air, in the woman’s tone, in her
very silence that made him silently follow her. The paymaster
came up and stood at her side.

At their feet was a small heap of earth covered with
coarse grass; and at its farther end was a stone bearing this
inscription: JAMES MARTIN Died December 22, 1907 Age 24.
The woman gazed at the stone in silence. Finally the paymaster
turned to her.

‘So,” he said, ‘six months ago.” The woman nodded.

‘I am Paymaster Ross, of the navy,” he continued ‘Per-
haps you have heard him speak of me. I knew your — him —’

‘My son,’ said the woman dully.

At this the paymaster felt a slight surprise; he had never
thought of Martin as having a mother. He felt that there was
nothing he could possibly say, nothing worth saying.

Finally he said, ‘He was a good boy.’

Again the woman nodded.

‘I suppose he was. He spoke a lot about you. He always
said you was! kind to him. 1 suppose I ought to thank you.’

‘Won’t you tell me more about it?’ said the paymaster. ‘I
mean about him, and how he came down here, and how he —
about the end.’

‘There was a time then I could have talked all about it.
Somehow I don’t feel like it any more. And it’s all Jimmie’s

| you was (Hecpamomnas pewb) = you were
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fault. Maybe you’re right. Maybe he was a good boy. He was
just like his father. He died when Jimmie was twelve years old
and the others was babies. He always was a fool, and Jimmie
was just like him. Then, after I’d starved and slaved to death
nearly, Jimmie got that money from the navy.

‘He called it a bonus. I never understood about it. I
never wanted him to go in the navy; but then that was all right.
And then, when he got all that money, he made us all come
down here, where it’s only fit for niggers.

‘Both Annie and Tom are always sick, too. I used to
wonder about his money and I wouldn’t be surprised if he
stole it.’

‘But he — he was a good worker.” His own words sounded
in his ear hollow, idiotic. Here all was dust and ashes. Words
were useless.

‘Perhaps,” the woman continued. ‘But when a woman
like me has had her whole life spoiled by a man and his son, she
can’t think very well of either of >em'. He should have given me
that money; I’d earned it. But he talked about Annie and Tom,
and what he’d do for ’em, and brought us all off down here
where it’s only fit for niggers.

‘And now he’s gone and I can’t get anybody to stay here,
and the niggers won’t work, and we’re worse off than ever. He
ought to have stayed in the navy. At least, we got forty dollars
a month from him then.” The paymaster forced himself to speak.

‘But the place seems to be in good condition. Couldn’t
you sell it?” The woman laughed.

‘They look pretty, don’t they?’ she said with infinite sar-
casm. ‘Yes, they look pretty all right. But they’re all eaten up
with worms. There’s something wrong with ’em inside. Of
course, | tried to sell out as soon as he was gone.’

‘But he was a good boy, Mrs. Martin,” he said, ‘he gave
you all he had. He did everything he could. And now — now
that he is gone —’

! ’em = them
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‘That’s a fool notion,’ she said. ‘I guess I know what you
mean. It sounds just like him. What’s the difference if he’s
dead? He’s better off than I am. But then, of course, you was
his friend.’ She stopped.

But the paymaster was silent. The fruit of life! And he —
not knowing — for what had he come?

The woman made neither motion nor said a word. She
glanced up as the paymaster passed her. He moved swiftly. At
the log-bridge he turned and looked back. She was sitting as he
had left her, her head bowed forward.

It was a week later that the pay yeoman of the Helena was
seated at his desk, trying to bring order out of chaos. He was trying
to strike a balance from the entries of a private account-book.

The paymaster was seated, smoking a cigar.

‘I don’t know,’ said the pay yeoman. ‘Which are receipts
and which expenditures?’

‘Why, they’re in a sort of chronological order,’ said the
paymaster. ‘But it must be mostly expenditures.’

‘Now, here, for instance,’ said the pay yeoman. ‘Here’s
an entry: “James Martin. To experience supplied — $8,000.”
Does that mean you gave him eight thousand, or did he give it
to you?’ The paymaster did not reply. Instead, he gazed at the
page for a minute in silence.

Then he took the book from the yeoman, erased something
written on the page in pencil and printed across it in big black
letters the word ‘Paid.” Then he returned the book to the yeoman.

‘But was it a receipt or an expenditure?’ persisted the
other. ‘That doesn’t mean anything.’

‘It means a good deal to me,” said the paymaster. ‘And,’
he added to himself, ‘to Jimmie.’

Useful Words and Expressions

daily balance of the cash — exeIHEBHbIA MOACYET HATMYHbBIX
JneHer
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It was eight thousand dollars short. — He xBartano 8 Thicsau nos-
J1apoB.

in its turn — mo oyepenu

to balance the cash — BocnonHuTh HenocTayy

He was on the list of the wanted. — OH Gbl1 B po3hICKe.

I don’t feel like it any more — MHe 6Gosbilie 3TOro He xo4eTcs
bonus — GoHyc, mpemus

He’s better off than I am. — Emy nyuuue, yem mue.

to strike a balance — moa6uTHL 6anaHc

Activities
0 Reading

1 Circle Tif the sentence is true. Circle Fif the sentence is false.

1. Paymaster Garway Ross liked to write and

rule in his pay-office. T
2. Paymaster Garway Ross was shocked to find
the cash eight thousand dollars short. T F

3. Paymaster Garway Ross could not expose
Martin’s guilt because he was afraid of losing
his job.

4. Paymaster Garway Ross knew very well the
reason for his coming to Mrs. Martin.

5. Paymaster Garway Ross had his revenge.

—-—- -
mm

2 Find the answers to the questions.

1. Why did the paymaster | a) Because she had lost her
let his yeoman steal the son and had no money.
money?

2. Why did Ross come to | b) Because he knew that
Mrs. Martrin’s place? the money hadn’t brought

Jimmie and his family

happiness.
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3.

Why was Mrs. Martin c) Because he thought

unhappy? Jimmie could shoot him.
Why was Ross satisfied | d) Because he believed in
to see his yeoman’s him.

grave?

Why was Ross frightened | e¢) Because he wanted to
to enter Jimmie’s house? revenge.

@ Vocabulary

Read the definitions of the following nouns and choose the
right Russian equivalent for each of them.

Barasa, B3rnsia yKpaakoi, BHUMaTelbHbIH B3N,
OBICTpHI B3I, M3YMJICHHBIH B3r/Ad, MUMOJIETHBIHA
B3IJISiA, IPUCTAIbHbIN B354, HAOMI0OaTEIbHBIN B3[JIAA.

Noun Definition Russian Equivalent

look a sight, especially in a given
direction or on a given object

gaze a steady, fixed look

stare direct and fixed, often wide-
eyed gaze

glance |a brief or cursory look

glimpse | a quick look

peek a secret look

peer intent, searching look

peep |a quick or furtive look or
glance

L
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Grammar

Make up your own sentences, using the words below both as
nouns and verbs. Mind the part of speech.

a place — to place
a rule — to rule
revenge — to revenge
a pass — to pass

Translate the following sentences into Russian. Pay attention
to the meaning of the words and word combinations in italics.

neither ... nor + affirmative verb is an emphatic way of
combining two negatives

both

both ... and

either means any one of two

either ... or + negative verb can replace neither ... nor

Ross did neither forget nor forgive.

Neither he nor secora ever came to San Juan.
Both Annie and Tom are always sick.

She can’t think very well of either of them.

The woman made neither motion mor said a word.

Translate the following sentences into English.

1.

OH He XxOTen HM MCTHTh, HU MOJYYUTh CBOM JAEHBIH
Hazag.

OHa He Mora cKa3aTh HH OJHOTO JOGPOro CIOBA HU
0 MYX€E, HM O ChIHE.

Ouu 062 CTOSIM ¥ CMOTpEJIM Ha MOTHITY.

Ona Gosbllie He XOTeNa BCTIOMMHATL HU 06 OIHOM U3
HHMX.

OH He MOT OOBICHUTD 3TO HU ce6e, HH CBOEMY HOBOMY
MOMOLLHUKY.
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Speaking

Choose the right word to complete the sentence and prove your
choice.

1.

Ross could not expose Martin’s guilt without at the
same time his own.
a) denying b) admitting ¢) mentioning

Garway Ross to count money.
a) liked b) didn’t mind c¢) hated

The paymaster was when he heard the name
of Jimmie Martin.
a) excited b) frightened c) sorry

His own words sounded in his ear , when
Ross was looking at Jimmie Martin’s grave.
a) funny b) hollow ¢) important

The loss of the money had been but a to Ross.
a) small annoyance

b) big trouble

¢) surprising fact

Imagine that the story ends with the words: ‘Ross removed one
of the revolvers, placed it in his side coat pocket and rode
boldly up to the door of the house.” Continue the story, choosing
any possible way of the development of the plot:

Jimmie was successful and wealthy, but not going to
repay his debt;

Jimmie was successful and wealthy and was ready to
repay his debt;

Jimmie was ruined.

Writing

Imagine that you are Jimmie Martin. Write a letter trying to
explain your actions to Ross and apologize for them.

0
*‘-. oy PO
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THE ROPE DANCE
Part 1

Rick Duggett got off at Grand Central Station, New York,
with eight hundred dollars in the pocket of his new suit.

He was one of those men who never do anything by halves.
He ate prodigiously or fasted, he slept eleven hours or not at all.

He was the best roper in Eastern Arizona.

' He won a prize of one thousand dollars cash in the great

roping contest and decided to visit New York.

Even from Rick, that was amazing. Denver or K. G
yes. People did go to those places, and sometimes even to

| as
did go — KOHeUHO Xe e3NWIN (ycusumenvras 3mpamuuecxas
Koncmpykyus)
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St. Louis. Indeed, it was understandable that a man might
undertake, for pleasure, a journey to Chicago.

But New York!

Absurd.

It was just like Rick Duggett, if he decided to visit a big
city, he chose the biggest. He never did anything by halves.

He had walked around for a couple of hours and took a
taxi to the Hotel.

After dinner he decided to see a Broadway dancing re-
vue, but it was early and he dropped into a cafi.

It was there that he met Henderson. Mr. Henderson said
he was from Kansas.

At eight o’clock Rick remarked that he was going to see the
revue up at the Stuyvesant Theater.

“That’s a bum! show,’ said Mr. Henderson. ‘I saw it the
other night. Why don’t you come with me up to the Century?
It’s the real thing!?’

Rick liked the man from Kansas. Lucky thing to have met
up with him.

The show was in fact a good one, and Rick enjoyed it.

‘What do you say if we go downtown? for a little supper?
I know a good place...’

‘OK,’ declared Rick. ‘I had my supper at six o’clock, but
I’m always ready for more. Lead me to it.’

So they took a taxi and Mr. Henderson gave the chauf-
feur the name of a cabaret.

Mr. Henderson brought a nickel-plated whisky flask.

‘Some stuff I brought with me from Kansas,’ he explained.
‘The real thing, this is. If you’d care to join me, sir...’

Rick hesitated. It was all right to be cautious and all that,
but it was carrying it a little too far to be suspicious of a man
like Henderson. Still...

! bum = unpleasant, bad
2 It’s the real thing! — Bot 370 na!
3 downtown = a business part of a city or a town
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‘Sure,’ said Rick. ‘After you. I’d like to sample it.’

‘Here’s how, then,” Henderson emptied the cup at a gulp.

“That’s all right.” Rick took the cup, ‘Here’s looking at you.’

And he swallowed it with one draught...

About three hours later, the lieutenant at the Murray Hill
Police Station was conducting an investigation. The chief witness
was a taxi chauffeur,

‘I was in front of the Century,” said the chauffeur, ‘when
two guys took me. One of ’em, a short, red-faced guy, told me
to go to Shoney’s cabaret, but then he told me to go up the
Avenue to the Park.

‘I stopped and jumped down and opened the door. The
red-faced guy was gone and the other guy was on the floor. |
shook him, but he was dead to the world. So I brought him...’

‘All right, that’ll do,” the lieutenant interrupted.

Rick Duggett appeared in the room. The lieutenant looked
him over. “‘What’s the matter with you?’

‘Listen here,’ he said. His voice was slow. ‘Listen here,’ he
repeated. ‘I’ve been knocked out for three hours. A guy named
Henderson gave me a drink of something, and when I closed my
eyes because I enjoyed it so much he lifted eight hundred dollars
and a return ticket to Arizona from my pants pocket.’

‘Wait a minute. What’s your name?’

‘My name is Billy Boob. Write it down and let me see how
it looks. If that’s all I guess I'll hurry along.’

‘1 guess you won'’t,” said the lieutenant. ‘How do you ex-
pect us to get your money back for you if you don’t tell us
anything? What kind of a man was this Henderson?’

‘He wore a gray suit, and he had a red face and white teeth.
I've always had a theory that if a man can’t take care of himself
he’s not fit to have anvone else do the job. You wouldn’t catch
him, anyway. I’'m going home and get some sleep. So long.’

At the door he turned.

‘There’s one thing I’d like to know,’ he said slowly. ‘Hend-
erson took a drink just before I did. Is it a general practice
around here to carry two kinds of booze in one horn?’
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‘Oh, that’s one of our eastern refinements,’ explained the
lieutenant. “You see, the flask is divided in the middle. If you
press the button on the right side you get Scotch and if you press
the one on the left you get something else. Men like Mr. Hend-
erson have them made to order.’

Useful words and expressions

to drop into — 3arIsiHyTBh, 3aliTH HEHALOATO

I’d like to sample it — nokaxure npumep

at a gulp — ogHMM IIOTKOM

with one draught — 3aimom

to conduct an investigation — npoBoIUTL paccieoBaHHE
dead to the world — HeBMEHsieMBIi

So long. — pase. Tloka!

booze — caene noino

Activities
0 Reading

1 Chose the right answer to the questions,

1. Why did Rick go to a) Because Henderson
New York? seemed to be a very reli-

able person.

2. Why did Rick drink ' b) Because he didn’t want
from the flask? to be helped by anyone.

3. Whydidn’t Rick tell ¢) Because he cheated peo-

his real name to the ple with it.
police?

4. Why did Henderson d) Because it’s the biggest
drink first? city in America.

5. Why did Henderson ¢) Because he wanted to
have a special flask? prove his good intentions.
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Who in the text:

Mo b =

won a prize of one thousand dollars?

pressed the button on the right side and got Scotch?
stopped and jumped down and opened the door?
told to go up the Avenue to the Park?

conducted an investigation?

Vocabulary

Read the following definitions. Fill in the gaps with the
appropriate words according to the definitions.

a couple of = a few, several

a pair of = two persons / objects that have something in
common and are considered together

some = unspecified number or quantity

SN P W —

man called.
Iread _ books over vacation.
This shoes is on sale.
He likes modern sculpture but not all.
She lives only miles away.
Would you like sugar?

Grammar

Some cases of use of the infinitive:

1.

Z

3
4.
3

the subject of a sentence

it + be + adjective + infinitive

the complement of a verb

agree / decide + infinitive = intention to act
the object or a part of the object of a verb
to express purpose

after verb + obiject

tell + infinitive = order
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6. after some adjectives: angry, glad, happy, sorry,
lucky, all right.

Look through the cases of use of the infinitive and match them
with the sentences from the text.

1. He won a prize of one thousand dollars cash in the
great roping contest and decided o visit New York.

There’s one thing I’d like to know.

Is it a general practice around here #o carry two kinds

of booze in one hormn?

4. Ifa man can’t take care of himself he’s not fit o have
any one else do the job.

5. How do you expect us o gef your money back for you
if you don’t tell us anything?

6. Then he told me fo go up the Avenue to the Park.

Ll 2

7. I'd like to sample it.

8. It was all right fo be cautious.

9. It was carrying it a little too far to be suspicious of a
man like Henderson.

10. Lucky thing to have met up with him.

11. Rick remarked that he was going fo see the revue.

12. After dinner he decided to see a Broadway dancing
revue.

Speaking

Choose the right word and prove your choice.

1. Rick the man from Kansas at first sight.
a) disliked
b) liked
c¢) hated
68

2. Itwas to be suspicious of a man like Henderson.
a) natural
b) difficult
c) easy

3. Rick was one of those men who never do anything
a) at ali
b) by halves
c) by himself

4. If Rick decided to visit a big city, he chose one.
a) the biggest
b) the most interesting
c) the farthest

5. Henderson gave Rick a drink of something, and he
it.
a) enjoyed
b) didn’t like
c) refused

Retell the story as if you were Henderson. The words and word
combinations in the box can help you.

when first I saw the guy
I was sure
he seemed to be
I supposed it would be easy
he did follow me, that’s it!

Writing

Imagine that you are Rick Duggett and you are writing a
report in the police office. Try to picture the events expressively,
but true to the context.
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Part 11

‘Let’s see,’ he said to himself next morning, ‘I have four-
teen dollars and twenty cents. Thank heaven, Henderson didn’t
look into my vest pocket.’

How to make some money? The thing appeared impossi-
ble. They don’t hold roping contests in New York.

He bought a ticket for the Dickson’s revue. It bored him
to death. But he stayed till the end. In the morning he bought
thirty yards of rope with eight dollars and made his way to Dick-
son’s. Lenny Dickson was the best known man on Broadway.

‘I want to speak to the manager of the show,’ he said.

‘So you want to see Mr. Dickson. What do you want with
him?’

‘I’m Rick Duggett from Arizona. Report the fact to Mr.

- Dickson.’

Rick entered the office.

‘Jimmie just told me,” he observed, ‘that a wild guy from
the West wanted to see me. I’'m wild myself, so I don’t mind,’
said Mr. Dickson. ‘Glad to meet you, Mr. Duggett. What can
I do for you?’

‘I’'m from Arizona. Two days ago I had a big roll of money,
but night before last I let it out. So I’m broke, and it’s a long way
to Arizona. I saw your show, and an idea came to me...’

‘What is it?’ interrupted Mr. Dickson.

‘Something new,’ said Rick. ‘I can’t tell you, I've got to
show you. It’ll take five minutes.’

‘But what is it?’ repeated Mr. Dickson.

‘Gosh!, you’re not wild, you’re just plain sassy. Haven’t
you got a pair of eyes to look at me with?’

‘Well, you’re wild enough for both of us,’ he declared. ‘I
guess you’ll get back to Arizona all right, but you don’t know
anything about cabarets?. However, I'll take a look.’

I Gosh — Yept BO3EMMU!
2 cabaret — 30d. acTpamHOe BBICTYIUICHHE B Kabape
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That evening the audience saw the girl, which had been
dancing there for several months alone. Who was this guy with
her? They opened their eyes at his strange appearance.

He was a tall, clumsy chap, in the costume of a cow-
boy, and in his hand he had a rope. The girl began to dance,
and the man began pulling the rope to form a lasso'. Then
slowly and easily, he began whirling the noose in the air.

The girl leaped into the center of the noose. The music
quickened again, the rope whirled faster, and the man doubled
the rope, forming two circles. The girl leaped and danced from
one to the other.

The music became quicker, and the rope and the dancer
were whirling with incredible swiftness. The nooses of the rope
had again doubled, encircled the girl at once, then three, then
all four.

All at once, the orchestra was silent; the man gave a
sudden tweak with his arm, the dancer stopped. The four nooses
of the rope tightened themselves about her, pinning her arms to
her sides. A crash from the orchestra?, and the man picked the
girl up in his arms and ran quickly from the platform.

The applause was deafening.

‘Great stuff, Duggett,” said Dickson. ‘I’ve been paying
Miss Carson fifty a week. I’ll make it a hundred and fifty, so
make it fifty-fifty.’

Rick and Miss Carson found a table in a corner.

‘We ought to drink to each other with a bottle of cham-
pagne,’ said Rick.

But Miss Carson protested. She never drank anything
stronger than mineral water.

‘It must be terribly exciting in Arizona,’ said Miss Carson
after a pause.

‘Exciting?’

I'a lasso = a long rope with a running noose at one end, used

especially to catch horses and cattle
2 A crash from the orchestra — [Ipo6b opkecTpa
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‘Yes. That is... well, exciting.’

‘Oh, it is. Plenty to eat, a good poker game and a dance
every once in a while. And of course lots of work...’

‘But I didn’t mean that,” Miss Carson put in. ‘Working
and eating and playing cards and dancing... why, that’s just
what the men do in New York. I meant Indians, and things like
that.’

‘Yes, the Indians are pretty bad,!” Rick agreed. ‘But I
don’t call that very exciting. In fact, I’m having the most excit-
ing time of my life right now.’

‘Oh, so you like New York?’

‘I should say not. I didn’t mean New York. [ meant right
now, here at this table.’

‘I don’t see anything very exciting about this,’ the girl
smiled.

‘Of course not. You’re looking at me and I’'m looking at
you. You know, it’s a funny thing about your eyes. They look
like the eyes of a pony I had once...” This was the first compli-
ment Rick had ever paid a woman.

Next time they repeated their former success on the plat-
form. After this second performance, Rick went out for a
walk. There was an idea in his mind all the time. He did not
leave Broadway, his eye ran over the faces of the passersby; he
stopped in every cafii, though he drank nothing at all. He hoped
that he might run across Mr. Henderson.

At eleven o’clock he was back at Dickson’s.

When the time came for the Rope Dance, Rick made a
noose, stepped forward and started the rope slowly whirling.

Suddenly he jumped forward and shouted: ‘Damn!’?

Miss Carson stopped short in the middle of her dance.
The orchestra was silent.

The rest happened so quickly that no eye was quick enough
to follow it. There was a lightning flash from Rick’s eye, a

! pretty bad = very bad
2 Damn! — Yeprt!

72

quick movement of his arm, and the whirling circle of rope shot
out over the heads of the amazed crowd.

It was a perfect throw, worthy of the champion of Eastern
Arizona. Like an arrow the noose went to its mark — the red-faced
man. The noose tightened about the man’s body, below his breast.

‘Hello, Henderson,’ said Rick calmly. ‘I want eight hundred
dollars and a ticket to Honeville, Arizona, and I want it quick.’

Women were screaming, men were calling out for the
police.

“You’d better act quick,’ said Rick. ‘Somebody’s gone to
get a policeman. I don’t like ’em, and they 1l have to catch you
if they want you. Better come across.’

‘D’ye mean that?’ gasped Henderson.

‘I sure do.’

He handed Rick a roll of bills. Rick released his hold and
Mr. Henderson of Kansas got out of that restaurant. He over-
turned three or four tables and knocked down a dozen men and
women, but he certainly got out.

Of course Rick lost his job. And what did he care for his
job with nine hundred and thirty dollars in his pocket? Yes, the
roll had grown.

The following afternoon Rick was having lunch with a
young lady named Carson. It wouldn’t be a surprise if he mar-
ried the girl. He never did anything by halves.

Useful Words and Expressions

Thank heaven — Cnaga 6ory!

a wild guy — caene XpyToit napeHs

a roll of money — mauka geHer

I’m broke! — ciene S pasopeH!

Sassy — caeH2 Haxan

Great stuff — crene Bor 310 TO, 4TO HamoO!

to run across — CTOJKHYTbCS, CAY4alHO BCTPETHTH
to come across — ciere pacIIaTUThCA
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Activities

EQ Reading

1

Chose the right word and prove your choice.

1. To make some money appeared ____ Rick in New York.
a) impossible
b) easy
¢) quite possible

2. The audience opened their eyes at the ap-
pearance of a guy in the cowboy clothes.
a) strange
b) funny
C) crazy

3. The man picked the girl up in his arms and
from the platform.
a) walked slowly
b) jumped down
¢) ran quickly

4. Rick couldn’t call his life in Arizona very
a) boring
b) hard
) exciting

5 It be a surprise if he married the girl.
a) would
b) wouldn’t
¢) hardly

Put the sentences in the order they are supposed to be according
to the text.

— Rick lost his job at the cabaret.
___ Rick walked along Broadway, his eye ran over the
faces of the passersby.
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_ Rick got a roll of bills.
— Rick bought thirty yards of rope.
__ Rick bought a ticket for the Dickson’s revue.

@ Vocabulary

g
=)

The verb to make has many meanings as a part of phrasal
verbs. Look through the definitions and put the right phrasal
verb into each gap.

make for = to produce a particular effect or result
make off = run away

make out = to understand

make over = to redo, renovate

make up = to put together, to construct or compose
make up with = to become friendly

1. Even the smallest details in this car are made
comfort.

2. The old lady made the property to her son.

3. Icould hardly make ___the traffic signs through
the rain.

4. All the shops in the street around the square make

a trade group.

5. You can use the tapes which are made better
communication.

6. She was sure she would be never able to make
him again.

Grammar

Past Participle
Past Participle is the third main form of an English verb. In

weak verbs, the pattern is glide, glided, glided, in strong verbs,
the pattern varies in form: it can be unchanging, as in set, set, set;
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it can change vowels for past tense and past participle, as in
swim, swam, swum, it can change vowels and add a final -n or
-en for the past participle, asin fly, flew, flown and drive, drove,
driven; or it can have various combinations of these three general
patterns. The forms of strong verb past participles are often in
divided usage (show, showed, showed/shown;, prove, proved,
proved/ proven). Past Participle may be used as an adjective.

Translate into Russian paying attention to the words in italics.

A young lady named Carson; the whirling circle of rope
shot out over the heads of the amazed crowd; the best

known man.

¥ Speaking

1 Imagine you are Rick. Act out the dialogues between Rick and
Miss Carson:

— before the performance, coming into the platform;
— after the accident;
— at lunch.

2 Retell the story from the part of Miss Carson.

W Writing

1 Imagine that the story ends with the words: “Suddenly he
jumped forward and shouted: ‘Damn/’ ” Continue the story
choosing any version you like:

a) Henderson took out a gun;
b) Miss Carson fell unconscious;
¢) the police came quickly and caught Henderson.

2 Write a report at the police station as if you were Henderson.

Vocabulary

A

advantage [ad’'va:ntid3] n mpe-
VMYILIECTBO

allow [5'lav] v no3ponars

aloud [5°lavd] adv Benyx

annoyance [2'noians] n pa3snmpa-
XKeHHe

apartment [>'pa:tmant] n KoM-
HaTa (B rOCTHHWLE)

appearance [3'pi(a)r(2)ns] n
BHELIHHUIA BUO

appointment [5'pointmant] n
HasHa4YeHHas BCTpeva

appreciation [a,pri:fi"eif(3)n] n
OLIEHKa

attempt [5'tempt] # nomsiTKa

B

blanket [’blaepkit] » onesno
blankly [blankli] adv Tyno
bow [bav] v xmaHaTECH
breast [brest] n rpyns
bunch [‘bantf] n 6yker

C

cash [kz[] n HamUYHBIE

cause [ko:z] » npuuKHa

clumsy ['klamzi] a HeyxkmOXMiA

conclusion [kon'klu:3(3)n] n
BBIBOJ

condition [kan"dif(2)n] # cocro-
sTHHE

concern [kan’sa:n] n 3a6oTa

consideration [kon sida’reif(a)n]
n paccMOTpeHHe
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constant ["konstant] @ mocro-
SIHHBIH

contempt [kon’tempt] » npe3pe-
HUe

contest [ kontest] # copeBHOBa-
HHe

corrode [ko'ravd] v paznararscs

crash [kra[] n kpax '

crime [kraim] » npectynneHue

D

damp ["demp] a BraXHBIH
deafening [ defn] a ormymarommit
decent ['di:snt] ¢ vecTHBI
demand [di’'ma:nd] n moTpeGHOCTDL
deny [di'nar] v oTpuuarh
despair [dis’pes] n oTyasiHue
dismiss [dis'mis] v yBONBHATE
disorder [dis’>:d2] n Gecmnops-
IOK
doubt ["davt] v comHeBaThCs

E

earl [5:1] 7 rpag

envelope [“enviloup] #» KoHBepT

erase [1'reiz] v cTUpaTh (TACTHKOM)

escape [i1s'kerp] v cnacarbco
OGerctroM, yberaTh

exciting [1k’sartip] ¢ Bo3byxna-
IOLW

emphasis ["emfasis] n Bbipasu-
TEJIbHOCTH

explanation [ eksplo'neif(a)n] n
OOBACHEHUE

expenditure [1ks penditfa] » pac-
XOJIBI



expression [1ks pref(a)n] n BbI-
paxeHue

F

faded ['ferdid] a BeITOpeBLIMIA

fail ["feil] v He ynmaTecs

fast [fa:st] v romonath (MOCTUTE-
cAl)

favor ['ferva] n omomxeHue

fierce [fios] a 3noit

flash [flz[] » BcribIIIKa

flexibility [ fleksabl] » rubkocTs

frame ['freim] » pamka

folly [’foli] n rnymocTth

forgive [fa’giv] v mpomars

fury ["fjvari] n amocth

G

gain [gein] v nmobGuBaTtbcA
gay [ge1] a Becembid

H

habit ["heabit] » npusbuka

halt! [ho:lt] cMupHo!

headache [ hedeik] » ronosHas
6onb

hesitation [ hezi'teif(a)n] n co-
MHEHUs

I

idle ["aidl] a neHuBBIiH

immediately [1'mi:djathi] adv
HEMEUIEHHO

immortal [1'mo:tl] @ 6eccmepr-
HBIR

impression [im’pre[(a)n] » Bne-
yaTieHHe

incredible [in’'kredabl] a Hege-
POATHBHII

influence ['influans] v BaAUATH

interrupt [, inta’rapt] v nepebu-
BaTh

J

jewelry ["d3u:alr1] » 1oBeTUpHEIE
yKpalleHHs
judge ['d3ad3] v cyauThb

L
laughter ['la:fta] #n cMex

M

madhouse ['madhavs] n cymac-
lequui [oM

message [ 'mesid3] » coobiieHue

miserable ['miz(a)r(a)bl] a He-
CYaCTHBIN

misfortune [mis fo:tf(a)n] n He-
CYacTbe

muzzle ['mazl] » ayno (opyxei-
HOE)

N

nod [nond] v kuBath
nostrils ["nostrilz] n HO3ApHU

0

overfed [ auva'fed] a mepekop-
MJIEHHBIT

P

paddle ['padl] n Becno
pardon ["pa:dn] v npoiuats

passerby ["pa:sabai] # npoxoxwii

peer [pia] v pasrnAnbBaTh

predictable [pri’diktabl] @ npex-
cKa3yeMblH

probably [ probabli] adv Bepo-
ATHO

promise [ promis] v obewars

R

remark [ri'ma:k] n 3amMeuaHue
receipt [ri'si:t] » npuxon
recollection [ reka’lekf(a)n] n
BOCIMIOMMHaHHE
reign [rein] # npaBiaeHuUe; v npa-
BUTH
regret [ri'gret] v coxanersb
reject [r1’dzekt] v oTBeprathb
request [r1’kwest] »n 3anpoc
resist [r1'zist] v cONpOTHRAATBCA
rest [rest] a ocTaibHOE
revenge [r1'vend3] »n MecTs
revive [r1'vairv] v OXUBIATB
rod [rod] » xe3n, ckunetp (am-
pubym eéracmu), yaodka
rope [roup] n BepeBKa

S

secure [s1'kjuva] @ HamexXHBIH
(3alMILEeHHBIR)

selfishness [ selfifnis] n arou3m

sensation [sen’seif(a)n] n 4yB-
CTBO

severely [s1'viali] adv cTporo

severity [s1'veriti] n cTporocTb

share [[ea] v menuTn(cA)

shaky [’ferki] a mpoxkammi

sheet [[i:t] » auct (6ymaru)

shriek [fri:k] v opaTs, BOMMTD

sin [sin] n rpex

sponge ['spand3] n rybka
sorrow [’sorav] n medaib

still [stil]] #» HemonBHXHBIA
strict ['strikt] a crporumii
stomach ['stamak] n xuBOT
stupid [stju:pid] a ryneii
suffer ['safa] v crpamars
suffering ["safarip] n cTpamanue
suspect [sas’pekt] v nogo3pesats

T

temporary [ temp(a)r(a)ri] a Bpe-
MEHHBIH

tenderly [ tendali] adv HexHO

tighten ["taitn] v 3aTaHyTb(CH)

tweak [twi:k] » peIBOK

U

undertake [ands teik] v mpen-
TIpUHHMATh

unfair ['an’fea] a Hecnpasen-
JIUBBIA

v

vice [vais] n rpex

W

wastebasket ["weist ‘ba:skit] »
KOp3HHa

whirl ['ws3:l] n newnd; v BUTBb-
csi, U3BHBaThCS

whisper ['wispa] # menot; v
IIEMNTaTh

widow ['widau] n BooBa

witty ['witi]] a ocTpoyMHBI#
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