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HNPEIUCJ/IOBHUE

Hacrosimmee y4yeOHO-MeTOaMuUEeCKOE€ TIOCOOME TMpEeIHa3HAueHO [UIsl CTYACHTOB
Junnomartuueckoir Axkagemun MUJ] Poccun, BIaaerouX aHTJIUMCKUM S3bIKOM Ha
ypoBHe A2-B2, B KkauecTBe Yy4ye€OHO-METOJUYECKOTO IMOCOOMS MO JOMAIIHEMY
yTeHul0. B ydeOHO-mMeToauyeckoe MocoOHe BKIKOYEHbl HEaJanTUPOBAHHbBIE
POU3BEICHUSI COBPEMEHHBIX OPUTAHCKUX U aMEpPUKaHCKUX aBTOPOB. CTyAeHTHI
CMOTYT TMO3HAKOMHUTBCS C pPa3HOOOpa3HbIMU CTUJISIMA  TIOBECTBOBAaHUS H
Pa3HOOOpa3HBIMU KaHPAMH, TAKMMH KakK: MCUXOJOTHYECKHI paccka3, (paHTacTHKa,
y’Kachl U IpyTHE.

OcCHOBHOI 1IeNbI0 Y4EOHO-METOIUYECKOr0 IMOCcoOMs sBIseTcs (PopMUpOBaHUE U
pa3BUTHE S3BIKOBBIX KOMIIETEHIMI MapaienbHO ¢ 0a30BbIMH  yueOHUKaMH,
UCTOJb3yeMbIMU B yueOHOM mporecce B Jlummomatnueckoit Axanemuu. Psn
paccKa3oB [0 TEME U CIOBApIO COBIIAIAIOT C TEMAaMHM, U3ydaeMbIMU Ha | u 2 Kypce,
Hanpumep, “family”, “health”, “art”, “climate change” u t1.1. Takum oO6pa3om,
y4eOHO-METOIMYECKOE MOCOONE MO3BOJSET 3aKPEIUISTh U 3HAYUTENBHO PACIIUPSITH
JIEKCHUKY.

CoznaBasi y4eOHO-METOAMUYECKOE IMOCOOMe, aBTOPHI CTPEMHIIMCH MOAOUPATh
HEaJalTUPOBAHHBIE, HO COOTBETCTBYIOIIHUE YPOBHIO CTYAEHTOB, TEKCTHI, KOTOpBIE
aneJUTMPYIOT K MHTEIJIEKTY U YyBCTBAM YYalllUXCsl, YTO MOBBILAET 3PPEKTUBHOCTD
y4eOHOro mpouecca M CO3JaeT YCJIOBHS JJISl YCHEUIHOTO OBJAJCHUS SI3bIKOBBIM
MaTeprasioM. B 0TOOpaHHBIX TEKCTaX NOJHMMAIOTCS COLMAJIBHBIE, MOPAJIbHO-
ATUYECKHE M TICHUXOJIOTMYECKUE MPOOJIEMbl, KOTOpPBhIE MPEICTABIAIOT MHTEpPEC IS
yUYaluxcsi U MOATOMY OYAYyT BBI3bIBaTh JKEJIAHUE BBICKA3BIBATHCSA 1O TOMY WIH
MHOMY BOIIPOCY U BBICIYIIIMBATh MHEHHUE JPYIUX CTYACHTOB.

B nmanHOM  y4eOHO-METOIMYECKOM TOCOOMU MIMPOKO  HCIONB3YIOTCS
BOIIPOCHO-OTBETHBIE  YNPAXKHEHUS, KOTOpPbIE B CBOEM OOJIBIIMHCTBE HUMEIOT
JUYHOCTHBIA WM NpOOJEMHBIA xapakTep. bonblioe BHUMaHue yaenseTcs

KOMMCHTHUPOBAHHUIO H KpI/ITI/ILIeCKOﬁ OLCHKE I'CpOCB U CHTyaHHﬁ, B KOTOPBLIX OHH



OKa3bIBAIOTCS, OCHOBHOM W€ TEKCTOB W OTHENbHBIX MbICIEH, BBICKAa3bIBAEMBIX
aBTOPaMH.

B yuebGHO-MeTOaMUECKOEe TOcOoOMe BKIIIOYEHO MAEBATH paccka3zoB. Kaxnibrii
pacckas COMpOBOXKIACTCS 3aJaHUAMHU, KOTOPBIE BKIIOUAIOT paboTy HaJ JIEKCUKOM, B
HEKOTOPBIX CIy4yasx I'paMMAaTUKOH, oOcyxkaeHue (alOynbl pacckaza MpH MOMOIIH
yIpaKHEHUH, HATIPABJICHHBIX HA Pa3BUTHE HABBIKA TOBOPCHUS, a TAKXKE IEpPEcKas,
3aJJaHKs HA PA3BUTHE TBOPUYECKUX CIIOCOOHOCTEH U YMEHUS IOTHYECKU MBICIIUTb.
[lpuHuMas BO BHMMAaHHE, YTO PACCKa3bl HE TOIBEPraUCh aJanTallid U MOTYT
BBI3BIBATH CJIIOKHOCTH HA JTalle YTEHUS, HAJM4YWE TBOPUYECKHX 3aJaHUU, KOTOpHIE
TpeOYIOT BpEMEHU KaK Ha TOJTOTOBKY, TaK M Ha MPE3CHTAIHI0, a TaKXe TO, YTO
KEIaTeIbHO BOBJICYh KaXJIOTO CTyIEHTa B OOCYXJCHHE, KKIOMY paccKazy H
paboTe HaJ HUM PEKOMEHIYETCs IOCBSINATh JBA AyJUTOPHBIX 3aHATHUA. Takum
o0pa3oMm, JaHHOE Y4eOHO-METOIMYECKOE MOCOOME PACCUUTAHO MPUOIUZUTEIHHO Ha

36 ayQuTOpHBIX YacOB.



THE UMBRELLA MAN
Roald Dahl

| 'm going to tell you about a funny thing that happened to my mother and me
yesterday evening. | am twelve years old and I'm a girl. My mother is thirty-four but |
am nearly as tall as her already.

Yesterday afternoon, my mother took me up to London to see the dentist.

He found one hole. It was in a back tooth and he filled it without hurting me too
much. After that, we went to a cafe. | had a banana split and my mother had a cup of
coffee. By the time we got up to leave, it was about six o'clock.

When we came out of the cafe it had started to rain. "We must get a taxi,” my
mother said. We were wearing ordinary hats and coats, and it was raining quite hard.

"Why don't we go back into the cafe and wait for it to stop?” I said. | wanted
another of those banana splits. They were gorgeous.

"It isn't going to stop," my mother said. "We must get home."

We stood on the pavement in the rain, looking for a taxi. Lots of them came by
but they all had passengers inside them. "I wish we had a car with a chauffeur," my
mother said.

Just then a man came up to us. He was a small man and he was pretty old,
probably seventy or more. He raised his hat politely and said to my mother, "Excuse
me, | do hope you will excuse me... " He had a fine white moustache and bushy white
eyebrows and a wrinkly pink face. He was sheltering under an umbrella which he
held high over his head.

“Yes?’ my mother said, very cool and distant.

"l wonder if | could ask a small favour of you," he said. "It is only a very

small favour."

| saw my mother looking at him suspiciously. She is a suspicious person, my
mother. She is especially suspicious of two things--strange men and boiled eggs.
When she cuts the top off a boiled egg, she pokes around inside it with her spoon as

though expecting to find a mouse or something. With strange men, she has a golden
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rule which says, 'The nicer the man seems to be, the more suspicious you must
become.' This little old man was particularly nice. He was polite. He was wellspoken.
He was well-dressed. He was a real gentleman. The reason | knew he was a
gentleman was because of his shoes. "You can always spot a gentleman by the shoes
he wears," was another of my mother's favourite sayings. This man had beautiful
brown shoes.

"The truth of the matter is," the little man was saying, "I've got myself into a bit
of a scrape. | need some help. Not much | assure you. It's almost nothing, in fact, but
| do need it. You see, madam, old people like me often become terribly forgetful...

My mother's chin was up and she was staring down at him along the full length
of her nose. It was a fearsome thing, this frosty-nosed stare of my mother's. Most
people go to pieces completely when she gives it to them. | once saw my own
headmistress begin to stammer and simper like an idiot when my mother gave her a
really foul frosty-noser. But the little man on the pavement with the umbrella over
his head didn't bat an eyelid. He gave a gentle smile and said, "I beg you to believe,
madam, that | am not in the habit of stopping ladies in the street and telling them my
troubles.”

"l should hope not," my mother said.

| felt quite embarrassed by my mother's sharpness. | wanted to say to her, 'Oh,
mummy, for heaven's sake, he's a very very old man, and he's sweet and polite, and
he's in some sort of trouble, so don't be so beastly to him.' But | didn't say anything.

The little man shifted his umbrella from one hand to the other. "I've never
forgotten it before,” he said.

"You've never forgotten what?" my mother asked sternly.

"My wallet,” he said. "I must have left it in my other jacket. Isn't that the silliest
thing to do?"

"Are you asking me to give you money?" my mother said.

"Oh, good gracious me, no!" he cried. "Heaven forbid I should ever do that!"

"Then what are you asking?" my mother said. "Do hurry up. We're getting

soaked to the skin here."
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"l know you are," he said. "And that is why I'm offering you this umbrella of
mine to protect you, and to keep forever, if... if only...

"If only what?" my mother said.

"If only you would give me in return a pound for my taxi-fare just to get me
home."

My mother was still suspicious. "If you had no money in the first place," she
said, "then how did you get here?"

"l walked," he answered. "Every day | go for a lovely long walk and then I
summon a taxi to take me home. | do it every day of the year."

"Why don't you walk home now?" my mother asked.

"Oh, | wish I could," he said. "I do wish | could. But I don't think I could
manage it on these silly old legs of mine. I've gone too far already."

My mother stood there chewing her lower lip. She was beginning to melt a bit, |
could see that. And the idea of getting an umbrella to shelter under must have
tempted her a good deal.

"It's a lovely umbrella,"” the little man said.

"So I've noticed," my mother said.

"It's silk," he said.

"I can see that."

"Then why don't you take it, madam," he said. "It cost me over twenty pounds, |
promise you. But that's of no importance so long as | can get home and rest these old
legs of mine."

| saw my mother's hand feeling for the clasp of her purse. She saw me watching
her. | was giving her one of my own frosty-nosed looks this time and she knew
exactly what | was telling her. Now listen, mummy, | was telling her, you simply
mustn't take advantage of a tired old man in this way. It's a rotten thing to do. My
mother paused and looked back at me. Then she said to the little man, "I don't think
it's quite right that | should take an umbrella from you worth twenty pounds. | think
I'd better just give you the taxi fare and be done with it."

"No, no no!" he cried. "It's out of the question! | wouldn't dream of it!
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Not in a million years! | would never accept money from you like that! Take the
umbrella, dear lady, and keep the rain off your shoulders!"

My mother gave me a triumphant sideways look. There you are, she was telling
me. You're wrong. He wants me to have it.

She fished into her purse and took out a pound note. She held it out to the little
man. He took it and handed her the umbrella. He pocketed the pound, raised his hat,
gave a quick bow from the waist, and said, "Thank you, madam, thank you." Then he
was gone.

"Come under here and keep dry, darling,” my mother said. "Aren't we lucky.
I've never had a silk umbrella before. | couldn't afford it." “"Why were you so horrid
to him in the beginning?" | asked.

"l wanted to satisfy myself he wasn't a trickster," she said. "And | did.

He was a gentleman. I'm very pleased | was able to help him."

"Yes, mummy," | said.

"A real gentleman,” she went on. "Wealthy, too, otherwise he wouldn't have had
a silk umbrella. I shouldn't be surprised if he isn't a titled person.

Sir Harry Goldsworthy or something like that."

"Yes, mummy."

"This will be a good lesson to you," she went on. “Never rush things.

Always take your time when you are summing someone up. Then you'll never
make mistakes."

"There he goes," | said. "Look."

"Where?"

"Over there. He's crossing the street. Goodness, mummy, what a hurry he' s in."

We watched the little man as he dodged nimbly in and out of the traffic. When
he reached the other side of the street, he turned left, walking very fast.

"He doesn't look very tired to me, does he to you, mummy?"

My mother didn't answer.

"He doesn't look as though he's trying to get a taxi, either,” | said.
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My mother was standing very still and stiff, staring across the street at the little
man. We could see him clearly. He was in a terrific hurry. He was bustling along the
pavement, sidestepping the other pedestrians and swinging his arms like a soldier on
the march.

"He's up to something," my mother said, stony-faced.

"But what?"

"I don't know," my mother snapped. "But I'm going to find out. Come with me."
She took my arm and we crossed the street together. Then we turned left.

"Can you see him?" my mother asked.

"Yes. There he is. He's turning right down the next street." We came to the
corner and turned right. The little man was about twenty yards ahead of us. He was
scuttling along like a rabbit and we had to walk very fast to keep up with him. The
rain was pelting down harder than ever now and | could see it dripping from the brim
of his hat on to his shoulders. But we were snug and dry under our lovely big silk
umbrella.

"What is he up to?" my mother said.

"What if he turns round and sees us?" | asked.

"l don't care if he does," my mother said. "He lied to us. He said he was too tired
to walk any further and he's practically running us off our feet! He's a barefaced liar!
He's a crook!" "You mean he's not a titled gentleman?" | asked.

"Be quiet," she said.

At the next crossing, the little man turned right again.

Then he turned left.

Then right.

"I'm not giving up now," my mother said.

"He's disappeared!" | cried. "Where's he gone?"

"He went in that door!" my mother said. "I saw him! Into that house! Great
heavens, it's a pub!"

It was a pub. In big letters right across the front it said THE RED LION.

"You're not going in are you, mummy?"
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"No," she said. "We'll watch from outside."

There was a big plate-glass window along the front of the pub, and although it
was a bit steamy on the inside, we could see through it very well if we went close.

We stood huddled together outside the pub window. | was clutching my mother's
arm. The big raindrops were making a loud noise on our umbrella. "

There he is," | said. "Over there."

The room we were looking into was full of people and cigarette smoke, and our
little man was in the middle of it all. He was now without his hat and coat, and he
was edging his way through the crowd towards the bar. When he reached it, he placed
both hands on the bar itself and spoke to the barman. I saw his lips moving as he gave
his order. The barman turned away from him for a few seconds and came back with a
smallish tumbler filled to the brim with light brown liquid. The little man placed a
pound note on the counter.

"That's my pound!" my mother hissed. "By golly, he's got a nerve!"

"What's in the glass?" | asked.

"Whisky," my mother said. "Neat whisky."

The barman didn't give him any change from the pound.

"That must be a treble whisky," my mummy said.

"What's a treble?" | asked.

"Three times the normal measure," she answered.

The little man picked up the glass and put it to his lips. He tilted it gently. Then
he tilted it higher... and higher... and higher... and very soon all the whisky had
disappeared down his throat in one long pour.

"That's a jolly expensive drink," | said.

"It's ridiculous!” my mummy said. "Fancy paying a pound for something to
swallow in one go!"

"It cost him more than a pound,” | said. "It cost him a twenty-pound silk
umbrella.”

"So it did," my mother said. "He must be mad." The little man was standing by

the bar with the empty glass in his hand.
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He was smiling now, and a sort of golden glow of pleasure was spreading over
his round pink face. | saw his tongue come out to lick the white moustache, as though
searching for one last drop of that precious whisky.

Slowly, he turned away from the bar and edged his way back through the crowd
to where his hat and coat were hanging. He put on his hat. He put on his coat. Then,
in a manner so superbly cool and casual that you hardly noticed anything at all, he
lifted from the coat-rack one of the many wet umbrellas hanging there, and off he
went.

"Did you see that!" my mother shrieked. "Did you see what he did!"

"Ssshh!™ | whispered. "He's coming out!"

We lowered our umbrella to hide our faces, and peered out from under it.

Out he came. But he never looked in our direction. He opened his new umbrella
over his head and scurried off down the road the way he had come.

"So that's his little game!" my mother said.

"Neat," | said. "Super."” We followed him back to the main street where we had
first met him, and we watched him as he proceeded, with no trouble at all, to
exchange his new umbrella for another pound note. This time it was with a tall thin
fellow who didn't even have a coat or hat. And as soon as the transaction was
completed, our little man trotted off down the street and was lost in the crowd. But
this time he went in the opposite direction.

"You see how clever he is!" my mother said. "He never goes to the same pub
twice!"

"He could go on doing this all night," I said.

"Yes," my mother said. "Of course. But I'll bet he prays like mad for rainy days."

Task 1. Practice the pronunciation of the following words. It will help you to
read the text correctly.
Gorgeous, pavement, chauffeur, moustache, eyebrows, wrinkly, suspicious,
suspiciously, particularly, idiot, foul, wallet, gracious, heaven, triumphant,

bow, nimbly, bustle, throat, tongue, precious, shriek, superb, scurry.
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Task 2. Will you read the text attentively. Do your best to understand it. Try to
guess the meaning of unknown words. Don’t be in a hurry. Look at the words which

are near them, it might help you.

Task 3. Let’s see whether you understood the text and how well you remember

the details. Please don’t consult the text.

1. A girl and her mother went to London ...
a. togoto a cafe to have a cup of coffee.
b. to have a banana split

c. to visit the dentist.

2. When they decided to go home ...
a. the weather was fine
b. it was raining hard

c. itwas going to rain

3. When the girl and her mother were looking for a taxi...
a. ayoung handsome man with moustache asked them for help
b. acar with a chauffeur stopped to take them home

c. an old man asked a favour of the girl’s mother

4. The mother ...
a. was glad to help the man
b. didn’t want to do him a favour

c. was not sure that she liked and trusted the man

5. Why did the mother look at the man suspiciously?
a. it was her rule not to believe nice people



14

b. the man was not nice and polite

C. he wasn’t well dressed and well spoken

6. The mother taught her daughter to spot a real gentleman ...
a. by his manners
b. by his speech and behaviour

c. by his shoes

7. The mother had a golden rule which said, ...
a.  ‘The less polite the man is the more suspicious you must become.’
b. “The nicer the man seems to be the more suspicious you must become.’

C. ‘The nicer the man seems to be the less suspicious you must become’

8. The man said that he needed money...
a. totake ataxi to get home because he was very tired
b. to buy some food because he was hungry

c. to help his ill wife

9. What did the old man offer?
a. to give him some money.
b. to take his expensive silk umbrella to protect the woman and the girl

c. togive him one pound and take the umbrella worth 20 pounds

10. What made the woman believe that the man was not a trickster?

a. his silk umbrella and expensive shoes

b. his desire to sell his umbrella almost for nothing so the woman and the girl could
shelter under it

c. his polite words and manners and his circumstances

11. What lesson did she want to give to her daughter?



a. to be suspicious to strangers
b. to be kind and generous to old people

c. to take time to sum people up

12. Where did the man go after the transaction was completed?
a. hewent home
b. he went to the pub

c. he went shopping

13. What did he do there?
a. met with his friends
b. drank whiskey

c. hedrank a little and waited for the rain to stop

14. What did he do when he was about to leave this place?
a. said goodbye to his friends
b. he put on his hat and coat

c. hetook an umbrella from the coatrack

15. What did he do in the street?

a. he sheltered under the umbrella and went home

b. he exchanged his new umbrella for another pound note

c. he sold his new umbrella to a thin fellow for twenty pounds

16. Where did he go then?
a. he returned to the pub
b. he trotted home
c. he went to another pub

17. Why did the mother think that he was a clever man?

15
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a. he sold the stolen umbrellas for little money
b. he prayed for rainy days

c. henever returned to the same pub

Language work
1. In the text you have come across the word “strange”. How have you
translated it?
Haven’t you been in a hurry? Do you know that according to the dictionary this word
has two meanings:
+» strange (adjective) odd/not usual; the car engine is making a strange sound,;
he said some very strange things about his boss.
+» strange - which you have never seen before/ where you have never been
before; it’s difficult to get to sleep in a strange room; we went to Hong Kong and had
lots of strange food to eat. What meaning does ‘strange’ have in the text you have
read? Always take your time and consult a dictionary when you are translating a text.
2.
You are sure to know the verbs ‘go’, ‘walk’ and ‘run’. The author uses not only
them to show how the man was "MOVING”. Here they are:
bustle - to do something or go somewhere quickly, usually because you are very
busy
scuttle - to run somewhere with short quick steps
scurry - to move fast with small quick steps
trot - to walk with quick short steps. A horse or other animal trots, it moves
more quickly than walking but does not run.
3.
Look through the text and write down the sentences with these words. Translate

this sentences, try to find the best equivalent.
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Task 4. The following are the sentences paraphrased from the text. Look
through the text to find the original sentences.

1. The dentist filled the hole but I didn’t feel much pain.

2.We were not wearing special hats and coats.

3. I wonder if I could ask you to help me.

4. 1 saw my mother looking at him in a way that showed that she didn’t trust him

5. She does not trust two things- unknown, unfamiliar men and boiled eggs.

6. You can always notice a gentleman by the shoes he wears.

7. 1 am in a difficult situation because | have been careless

8. My mother gave my headmistress a really angry frosty-noser.

9. The little man on the pavement with the umbrella over his head was not
shocked or worried.

10. We were warm, comfortable, safe and dry under our lovely big silk
umbrella.

11. We stood close together in order to stay warm and talk outside the pub.

Task 5. Match the words and expressions with the correct definitions.
1. to have a nerve

2.To get soaked to the skin

3. To sum smb up

4. To simper

5. To dodge

6. To edge your way through

7. to make a judgment about what someone is like

8. to avoid someone or something by moving quickly
9. to become very wet

10. to have a rude attitude

11. to move gradually with several small movements

12. to smile in a way that looks silly and is not sincere
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Task 6. Use the words and expressions from ex.5 in your own sentences.

Task 7. Fill in the blanks with prepositions or adverbs where necessary
. This funny thing happened ..... my mother and me yesterday.
.Tamnearly ..... tall ..... my mother.

. The dentist filled the hole ..... hurting me too much.

1

2

3

4. We stood ..... the pavement ..... the rain.

5. He was sheltering ..... the umbrella which he held high ..... his head.

6. I wonder if I could ask a small favour ..... you.

7. I saw my mother looking ..... him suspiciously.

8. She is especially suspicious ..... two things- strange men and boiled eggs.

9. I’ve got myself ..... a bit ..... a scrape. | beg to believe, madam, that | am not
..... the habit ..... of stopping ladies ..... the street.

10, If only you would give me ..... return a pound ..... my taxi-fare just to get
me ..... home.

11. Every day I go ..... a lovely long walk.

12. You mustn’t take advantage ..... a tired old man ..... this way.

13. It’s ..... the question!

14. She fished ..... her purse and took ..... a pound note.

15. Why were you so horrid ..... him ..... the beginning?

16. He was ..... a terrific hurry.

17. We had to walk very fast to keep ..... ..... him.

18. The rain was pelting ..... harder ..... ever now and | could see it drippling
..... the brim ..... his hat ..... to his shoulders.

19. The barman turned ..... ..... him for a few seconds and came...... s @
smallish tumbler filled ..... the brim ..... light brown liquid.

20. He was smiling now, and a sort of golden glow of pleasure was spreading
..... his round pink face.

21. He edged his way back ..... the crowd ...... where his hat and coat were

hanging.
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22. .....amanner so superbly cool and casual that you hardly noticed anything
at all, he lifted ..... the coatrack one ..... the many wet umbrellas hanging there, and
..... he went.

23. We followed him back to the main street where we had first met him, and we
watched him as he proceed , ..... no trouble at all, to exchange his new umbrella .....
another pound note.

24. | will bet he prays ..... mad ..... rainy days.

Task 8. Find the English equivalents of the following words, word-combinations

and sentences in the text. Use them in sentences of your own.

1. 3yOHoit Bpau 3amioMOupoBai 3y0; 2. Ha Hac ObUIM HAIllM OOBIYHBIC ILISTIBI U
HayibTo; 3. MOJ A0XKAEM; 4. OH MpsATANCS MO/ 30HTOM; 5. rycTble OpoBH; 6. MOTY JIH 5
MONPOCUTH BaC O HEOOJBIION ycnyre; 7. OHa KO BCEMY OTHOCHUTCS C MOJO3PEHUEM;
8. He3HAKOMBIE JTIOH; 9. y Hee eCTh 30JI0TO€ MPABUII0, KOTOpoe riaacuT; 10. ydTHBBIM
(roBopmi1 MpaBHIIBHBIM s3bIKOM); 11. Xopommo omersiid; 12. ymo0umasi MOroBopka
Moed Mambl; 13. 8 momanm B HEOPHUATHYIHO UCTOpUi0; 14. 3a0bIBUMBBI;
15. BHymaromuii ctpax (ycTpamaromnuii); 16. 3amKatbcsi W TIYHO YIIBIOATHCS;
17. oH u rMa3oM He MOPrHyJs (He oOpaTHJI HMKAaKOro BHUMaHHWs); 18. y MeHs HeT

IMPUBBIYKHW OCTAHABJIMBATL JaM HaA YJIHIIC.

Task 9. Find sentences in which the following word-combinations are used in
the text. Translate them into Russian. Use them in sentences of your own.

The truth of the matter; go to pieces, in the habit of; for heaven’s sake; in some
sort of trouble; sharpness; take advantage of; it’s out of the question; in the
beginning; take your time; keep up with; we were snug; [ don’t care, a barefaced liar;
in the opposite direction; | am not giving up now; in a manner; with no trouble at all;

as soon as.



Task 10. Who said the following words? Under what circumstances?

1. Why don’t we go back into the cafe and wait for it to stop?
. Excuse me, | do hope you will excuse me.

. You can always spot a gentleman by the shoes he wears.

. Old people like me often become terribly forgetful.

. Then what are you asking? Do hurry up.

. I wanted to satisfy myself he wasn’t a trickster.

. Never rush things.

. What a hurry he is in
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. He doesn’t look very tired to me, does he to you?

10. I am going to find out. Come with me.

11. I don’t care if he does

12. You are not going in, are you?

13. Fancy paying a pound for something to swallow in one go!
14. Did you see that? Did you see what he did?

15. You see how clever he is! I’ll bet he prays like mad for rainy days.

Task 11. Look through the text of the story again and answer the following

guestions. Try to give full answers.

1. Who tells us this funny story?
2. Why did the girl’s mother take her up to London?
3. What did they do in London?
4. What was the weather like?
. Why didn’t they go back into the cafe?
. Why did they fail to get a taxi?

. What did he look like?

5

6

7. Who came up to them?

8

9. Why did the mother look at him suspiciously?

10. What was her golden rule?

20



21

11. Why did the girl decide that the man was a gentleman?

12. How did the man explain his problem?

13. Did the mother believe him?

14. What did the man offer to the mother?

15. Was the mother happy about this offer?

16. What made the mother change her mind?

17. What idea tempted her?

18. Why was the girl unhappy at first?

19. How did the mother explain her foul behaviour in the beginning?

20. What advice did she give to her daughter?

21. What embarrassed the woman and the girl when they spotted the man in the
street?

22. Did the man take a taxi?

23. Where did he go?

24. What did he do there?

25. What did he take from the coat rack when he was about to leave the bar?

26. What did he do with this thing?

27. Why did the mother say that this ‘barefaced liar’ was a clever man?

28. Why did she think that the man prayed like mad for rainy days?

Task 12. Give your general impression of the text. What is your opinion of the

characters? How do you appreciate the end of the story?

Task 13. Tell the story from the person of:
The mother

The old man

Task 14. Make up a short story to prove one of the following sayings:
Appearances are deceitful.
The face is the index of the mind.

A fair face may hide a foul heart.
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Beauty lies in lover’s eyes.

Task 15
Discussion
1. What rules do you use to sum somebody up? Which things are most
important to you to make a judgment about a person: appearance, voice, speech,
manners, gestures? May be you have your own rules. Will you share them with your

friends.

2. Are you a suspicious person? Why? Why not?

Would you be suspicious if someone asked you to give him/ her some money in
exchange for something? What would you do?

3. There are many beggars in big cities. Do you always give some money to a
beggar or do you think about the way he might use your money before helping?
Should people give money to beggars? Do you think it may give rise to beggary and
have a negative impact on society? Do you think it will help them to survive and
overcome difficulties?

4. How could governments struggle begging?

5. People often trust cheaters (fraudsters). Why do some people responsive to
cheaters’ influence? What cunning techniques and tricks do fraudsters use? Have you
or your friends ever met fraudsters? What did they want you /them to do? Could
you/they guess fraudsters’ sly moves? How did you/ they manage to do it?

6. Discuss the message of the story.

7. Who do you sympathize with: the old man or the woman? Give your reasons.
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THE BUTLER
Roald Dahl

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

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

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

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

"What is it?"

"It's the wine, sir."

"What about the wine?" "Well, sir, Monsieur Estragon serves superb food.
Superb food should be accompanied by superb wine. But you serve them a cheap and
very odious Spanish red."

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

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

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

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

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

That was easier said than done. Nowhere in England or in France could Tibbs
find any wine from 1895, 1906, 1914 or 1921. But he did manage to get hold of some
twenty-nines and forty-fives. The bills for these wines were astronomical. They were
in fact so huge that even Mr Cleaver began to sit up and take notice. And his interest
quickly turned into outright enthusiasm when the butler suggested to him that a
knowledge of wine was a very considerable social asset. Mr Cleaver bought books on
the subject and read them from cover to cover. He also learned a great deal from
Tibbs himself, who taught him, among other things, just how wine should be properly
tasted.

"First, sir, you sniff it long and deep, with your nose right inside the top of the
glass, like this. Then you take a mouthful and you open your lips a tiny bit and suck
in air, letting the air bubble through the wine. Watch me do it. Then you roll it
vigorously around your mouth. And finally you swallow it."

In due course, Mr Cleaver came to regard himself as an expert on wine, and
inevitably he turned into a colossal bore. 'Ladies and gentlemen,' he would announce
at dinner, holding up his glass, 'this is a Margaux '29! The greatest year of the
century! Fantastic bouquet! Smells of cowslips! And notice especially the after taste
and how the tiny trace of tannin gives it that glorious astringent quality! Terrific, ain't
it?'

The guests would nod and sip and mumble a few praises, but that was all.

"What's the matter with the silly twerps?" Mr Cleaver said to Tibbs after this had
gone on for some time. "Don't none of them appreciate a great wine?"

The butler laid his head to one side and gazed upward. "I think they would
appreciate it, sir," he said, "if they were able to taste it. But they can't.”

"What the heck d'you mean, they can't taste it?"

"l believe, sir, that you have instructed Monsieur Estragon to put liberal
quantities of vinegar in the salad-dressing."

"What's wrong with that? | like vinegar."
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"Vinegar," the butler said, "is the enemy of wine. It destroys the palate. The
dressing should be made of pure olive oil and a little lemon juice. Nothing else.”

"Hogwash!" said Mr Cleaver.

"As you wish, sir."

"I'll say it again, Tibbs. You're talking hogwash. The vinegar don't spoil my
palate one bit."

"You are very fortunate, sir," the butler murmured, backing out of the room.

That night at dinner, the host began to mock his butler in front of the guests.
"Mister Tibbs," he said, "has been trying to tell me | can't taste my wine if | put
vinegar in the salad-dressing. Right, Tibbs?"

"Yes, sir," Tibbs replied gravely.

"And I told him hogwash. Didn't I, Tibbs?"

"Yes, sir."

"This wine," Mr Cleaver went on, raising his glass, "tastes to me exactly like a
Chateau Lafite'45, and what's more it is a Chateau Lafite'45."

Tibbs, the butler, stood very still and erect near the sideboard, his face pale.’

"If you'll forgive me, sir," he said, "that is not a Lafite'45."

Mr Cleaver swung round in his chair and stared at the butler. "What the heck
d'you mean," he said. "There's the empty bottles beside you to prove it!"

These great clarets, being old and full of sediment, were always decanted by
Tibbs before dinner. They were served in cut-glass decanters, while the empty
bottles, as is the custom, were placed on the sideboard. Right now, two empty bottles
of Lafite'45 were standing on the sideboard for all to see.

"The wine you are drinking, sir," the butler said quietly, "happens to be that
cheap and rather odious Spanish red."

Mr Cleaver looked at the wine in his glass, then at the butler. The blood was
coming to his face now, his skin was turning scarlet.

"You're lying, Tibbs!" he said.
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"No sir, I'm not lying,"” the butler said. "As a matter of fact, | have never served
you any other wine but Spanish red since I've been here. It seemed to suit you very
well."

"I don't believe him!" Mr Cleaver cried out to his guests. *The man's gone mad."

"Great wines," the butler said, "should be treated with reverence. It is bad
enough to destroy the palate with three or four cocktails before dinner, as you people
do, but when you slosh vinegar over your food into the bargain, then you might just
as well be drinking dishwater."

Ten outraged faces around the table stared at the butler. He had caught them off
balance. They were speechless.

"This," the butler said, reaching out and touching one of the empty bottles
lovingly with his fingers, "this is the last of the forty-fives. The twenty-nines have
already been finished. But they were glorious wines. Monsieur Estragon and |
enjoyed them immensely."

The butler bowed and walked quite slowly from the room. He crossed the hall
and went out of the front door of the house into the street where Monsieur Estragon
was already loading their suitcases into the boot of the small car which they owned

together.

Task 1. Will you prepare a report on Roald Dahl. Speak about his life, his
books, and his success.
Task 2. Give English equivalents for the following words and word -

combinations and learn them:

1. Tlepee3kaTh W3 CBOEH 3aropogHON BWJUIBI B..., 2. o003aBecTuCh MmIed-
noBapoM; 3. MOJHUMATLCA IO COIMAIbHOW JiecTHUIle;, 4. ycTpauBaTh oO€Ibl Ha
IIUPOKYI0 HOTY/IIENpPO; S. 0XKHUBUTH pasroBop; 6. Oe3ympeyHoe OOCITYy>KHWBAHHE,
7. HAKJIOHUTH TOJIOBY HA0OK (2); 8. OTBpaTUTEIbHOE BUHO; 9. y MEHsI HET HeJI0CTaTKa
B geHerax; 10. crouth memoe cocrosiHue, 11. jerde ckasarb, 4eM caenarhb;, 12.
MPEBOCXOJHAsl €/a JIOJDKHA CONPOBOXKIATHCS BOCXUTUTEIbHBIM BHUHOM; 13.

I[IpOYMUTAaTh KHHUI'Y OT KOPKH J0 KOPKH; 14. cuurath ceOs 3HATOKOM BHH,
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15. nmpeBpaTuThCs B YXKACHOrO 3aHyAy; 16 OIEHUTh TPEKpPACHOE BUHO;
17. u3neBaTbCsa/TIyMUTHCS HaJ KEM-TO Mepe]l TOCTAMH; 18. MpHUCTaTbHO CMOTPETh

Ha.../ycTaBuThCs; 19. BeiBecTH u3 paBHoBecus; 20. MOTEpATH Jap peyu.

Task 3. Will you find (or try to remember) the sentences in which the following
word-combinations are used in the text. Translate the sentences. Use the word
combinations in sentences of your own.

1. to make his first million: 2. not to be offended if | offer a small suggestion;
3. to loosen up and let themselves go; 4. to twit; 5. the very greatest vintage years;
6. to notice especially the after taste; 7. to sniff it long and deep, with your nose right
inside the top of the glass 8. to take a mouthful of... 9. knowledge of wine was a
very considerable social asset; 10. to be very fortunate; 11. to decant; 12. to serve in

cut-glass decanters ; 13. to enjoy smth immensely; 14. to treat with reverence.
Task 4. Fill in the blanks with prepositions or adverbs where necessary.

- They moved ..... their small suburban villa ..... a London house.

- The Cleavers set ..... to climb the social ladder and began to give dinner parties
several times..... week ..... a lavish scale.

- What's wrong ..... our parties?

- He inclined his head ..... one side and looked ..... the ceiling.

- Mr Cleaver bought books ..... the subject and read them ..... cover ..... cOver.

- Mr Cleaver came to regard himself as an expert ..... wine, and inevitably he turned
..... a colossal bore.

- Mr Cleaver swung ..... in his chair and stared ..... the butler.

Task 5. Answer the questions:

1. Although we are given only a brief glance of Mr. Cleaver’s life there are many
clues as to what the whole of his life like. What conclusion do you draw about his
background? What helped you to draw this conclusion?

2. In what way did his first million change his life? In what way did that change

affect his personality?
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3. What was Mr Cleaver’s opinion of prosperous life in general? Why did Mr.
Cleave ask the butler for help?

4. What role do Tibbs and Monsieur Estragon play in the story? What were they?
Were they crooks?

5. Why did Mr. Cleaver not feel suspicious of them?

6. Do you think Mr. Cleaver was their only victim? What important facts were
hidden from both Mr. Cleaver and the reader until the end of the story? Have you
found any clues at the beginning of the story which prompt its unexpected end? What
are they?

7. Would you have liked the story better if it had had another end? Which end

would you prefer?

Task 6. The story is told by a narrator. Could you narrate the story as if you
were:
1. Mr. Cleaver
2. Tibbs
You may add as many facts and details as you like and think up their past lives
and future. Would you use the expressions from tasks 1 and 2 In your stories,

please.

Task 7. Discussion.
1. How can you explain the fact that there are too many scammers,
(cheaters/fraudsters) now?
2. What new technologies do they use?
3. Have you or your relatives ever become their victims?
4. Who is responsive to their influence and vulnerable to their attacks? How can

people protect themselves?
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Some interesting facts about Roald Dahl:

Roald Dahl is one of the most successful and well-known of all teenagers’
writers. He was born in 1916. He got education in England before starting work for
Shell Oil Company in Africa. During the Second World War he was a fighter pilot.
After the war he began writing. Children and young people like his books. May be
you know or even have read some of them. He wrote ‘Charlie and the Chocolate
Factory’, ‘The Magic Finger’ and many other stories.

Now we’d like you to read a funny poem which he wrote about books and

television. Just read enjoy it:

The most important thing we’ve learned

So far as children are concerned,

Is never, never, never let

Them near your television set-

Or better still, just don’t install

The idiotic thing at all.

It rots the senses in the head!

It kills imagination dead!

It clogs and clutters up the mind!

It makes a child so dull and blind

He can no longer understand

A fantasy, a fairyland!

His brain becomes as soft as cheese!

His power of thinking rust and freeze!

He cannot think- he only sees!

“All right!” you’ll cry. “All right!” you’ll say,
“But if we take the set away,

What shall we do to entertain

Our darling children! Please explain!”

We’ll answer this by asking you,



“What used the darling ones to do?

How used they keep themselves contented
Before this monster was invented?”

Have you forgotten? Don’t you know?
We’ll say it very loud and slow:

They .....used .....to ..... read!

They’d read and read,

And then proceed

To read some more .....

30

Roald Dahl (1916-1990)
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FATHER IS FIRM WITH HIS AILMENTS

Clarence Day

Clarence Shepard Day Jr. (November 18, 1874 - December 28, 1935) was an American author

and cartoonist, best known for his 1935 work Life With Father.

Father got annoyed at us when we didn’t stay well. He usually stayed well
himself and he expected us to be like him, and not faint and slump on his hands and
thus add to his burdens.

He was fearless about disease. He despised it. All this talk about germs, he said,
was merely new-fangled nonsense. He said that when he was a boy there had been no
germs that he knew of. Perhaps invisible insects existed, but what of it? He was as
healthy as they were. “If any damned germs want to have a try at me,” he said, “bring
’em on.”

From Father’s point of view, Mother didn’t know how to handle an ailment. He
admired her most of the time and thought there was nobody like her; he often said to
us boys, “Your mother is a wonderful woman”; but he always seemed to disapprove
of her when she was ill.

Mother went to bed, for instance, at such times. Yet she didn’t make noises.
Father heard a little gasping moan sometimes, but she didn’t want him to hear even
that. Consequently he was sure she wasn’t suffering. There was nothing to indicate it,
he said.

The worse she felt, the less she ever said about it, and the harder it was for him
to believe that there was anything really wrong with her. “He says he can’t see why I
stay in bed so long,” she once wrote to me, when I was away, “but this colitis is a
mean affair which keeps one perfectly flat. The doctor told him yesterday the
meaning of colitis, but he said he ‘had never heard of the damned thing, thank God.’
He feels very abused that he should be ‘so upset by people with queer things the
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matter with them and doctors all over the place.” (Mother underlined the word
“people.”)

Even Mother’s colds made him fretful. Whenever she had one, she kept going as
long as she could, pottering about her room looking white and tired, with a shawl
round her shoulders. But sometimes she had to give up and crawl into her bed.

Father pished and poohed to himself about this, and muttered that it was silly.
He said Mother was perfectly healthy. When people thought they were ill, he
declared, it didn’t mean that there was anything the matter with them, it was merely a
sign of weak character. He often told Mother how weak it was to give in to an
ailment, but every time he tried to strengthen her character in this respect, he said she
seemed to resent it. He never remembered to try except when she could hardly hold
her head up. From his point of view, though, that was the very time that she needed
his help.

He needed hers, too, or not exactly her help but her company, and he never
hesitated to say so. When she was ill, he felt lost.

He usually came up from his office at about five or six. The first thing he did
was to look around the house to find Mother. It made his home feel queer and empty
to him when she wasn’t there.

One night about six o’clock he opened the door of her bedroom. There was no
light except for a struggling little fire which flickered and sank in the grate. A smell
of witch-hazel was in the air, mixed with spirits of camphor. On the bed, huddled up
under an afghan, Mother lay still, in the dark.

“Are you there, Vinnie?” Father said, in a voice even louder than usual because
of his not being sure.

Mother moaned, “Go away.”

“What?”” he asked, in astonishment.

“Go away. Oh, go ‘way.”

“Damnation!” he said, marching out.

“Clare!”

“What is 1t?”
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“Won’t you ple-e-ease shut my door again!”

Father ground his teeth and shut it with such a bang that it made Mother jump.

He told himself she had nothing the matter with her. She’d be all right in the
morning. He ate a good dinner. Being lonely, he added an extra glass of claret and
some toasted crackers and cheese. He had such a long and dull evening that he
smoked two extra cigars.

After breakfast the next morning, he went to her bedroom again. The fire was
out. Two worn old slippers lay on a chair. The grey daylight was cheerless. Father
stood at the foot of Mother’s bed, looking disconsolately at her because she wasn’t
well yet. He had no one to laugh at or quarrel with; his features were lumpy with
gloom.

“What is it?”” Mother asked in a whisper, opening her weary eyes.

“Nothing,” he said loudly. “Nothing.”

“Well, for mercy’s sake, don’t come in here looking like that, Clare,” Mother
begged.

“What do you mean? Looking like what?”

“Oh, go away!” Mother shrieked. “When people are sick, they like to see a smile
or something. I never will get well if you stand there and stare at me that way! And
shut my door quietly this time. And let me alone.”

Qutside her door, when | asked him how Mother was, he said with a chuckle:
“She’s all right again. She isn’t out of bed yet, but she sounds much better this
morning.”

Father’s own experiences in a sick-room had been very few. When he was in his
early thirties, he had an attack of gout which lasted three weeks. From that time until
he was seventy-four and had pneumonia, he had no other serious illnesses. He said
illnesses were mostly imaginary and he didn’t believe in them.

He even declared that his pneumonia was imaginary. “It’s only some idea of that
doctor’s,” he said. “Nothing the matter with me but a cold.” Our regular physician
had died, and this new man and two trained nurses had all they could do, at first, to

keep Father in bed.
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The new doctor had pale-blue eyes, a slight build, and a way of inwardly smiling
at the persons he talked to. He had a strong will in crises, and he was one of the ablest
physicians in town. Mother had chosen him, however, chiefly because she liked one
of his female cousins.

When Father got worse, the doctor kept warning him that it
really was pneumonia, and that if he wouldn’t be tractable, he might not get over it—
especially at seventy-four.

Father lay in bed glowering at him and said: “I didn’t send for you, sir. You
needn’t stand there and tell me what you want me to do. | know all about doctors.
They think they know a damned lot. But they don’t. Give your pills and things to
Mrs. Day — she believes in them. That’s all I have to say. There’s no need to continue
this discussion. There’s the door, sir. Good-bye.”

But somehow the discussion kept on, and much to his surprise Father at last
became convinced he was ill. The doctor, leaving him alone in his bedroom to digest
the bad news, came out in the hall, anxious and tired, to have a few words with
Mother. As they stood outside Father’s door whispering quietly, they heard his voice
from within. Apparently, now that he knew he was in trouble, his thoughts had turned
to his God. “Have mercy!” they heard him shouting indignantly. “I say have mercy,
damn it!”

Any sufferings that Father ever had he attributed solely to God. Naturally, he
never thought for a moment that God could mean him to suffer. He couldn’t imagine
God’s wishing to punish him either, for his conscience was clear. His explanation
seemed to be that God was clumsy, not to say muddle-headed.

However, in spite of God and the doctor, Father got over pneumonia, just as,
some forty years before, he had got over his gout. Only, in conquering his gout, he
had had the help of a cane and a masseur called Old Lowndes.

While the gout was besieging him, Father sat in a big chair by the fire with his
bad foot on a stool, armed with a cane which he kept constantly ready. Not that he
used the cane to walk with. When he walked, he hopped around on his other foot,

uttering strong howls of fury. But he valued his cane highly, and needed it, too, as a
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war club. He threatened the whole family with it. When visitors entered the room he
brandished it fiercely at them, to keep them away from his toe.

Old Lowndes was allowed to approach nearer than others, but he was warned
that if he made any mistakes that cane would come down on his head. Father felt
there was no knowing what harm Lowndes might have done if he hadn’t shaken his
cane at him and made him take care. As it was, owing largely to this useful stick,
Father got well.

This experience convinced him that any disease could be conquered by firmness.

When he had a cold, his method of dealing with it was to try to clear it out by
main force, either by violently blowing his nose or, still better, by sneezing. Mother
didn’t like him to sneeze, he did it with such a roar. She said she could feel it half
across the room, and she was sure it was catching. Father said this was nonsense. He
said his sneezes were healthy. And presently we’d hear a hearty, triumphant blast as
he sneezed again.

Aside from colds, which he had very seldom, his only foes were sick headaches.
He said headaches only came from eating, however. Hence a man who knew enough
to stop eating could always get rid of one that way. It took time to starve it out
thoroughly. It might take several hours. But as soon as it was gone, he could eat again
and enjoy his cigar.

When one of these headaches started, Father lay down and shut his eyes tight
and yelled. The severity of a headache could be judged by the volume of sound he put
forth. His idea seemed to be to show the headache that he was just as strong as it was,
and stronger. When a headache and he went to bed together, they were a noisy pair.

Father’s code required him to be game, | suppose. He never spoke or thought of
having a code; he wasn’t that sort of person; but he denounced men whose standards
were low, as to gameness or anything else. It didn’t occur to him to conceal his
sufferings, however; when he had any pains, he expressed them as fully as he knew
how. His way of being brave was not to keep still but to keep on fighting the

headache.
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Mother used to beg him to be quiet at night, even if he did have a headache, and
not wake up the whole house. He never paid the slightest attention to such a request.
When she said, “Please don’t groan so much, Clare,” he’d look at her in disgust, as
though he were a warrior being asked to stifle his battle-cries.

One evening he found Mother worrying because Aunt Emma was ill with some
disease that was then epidemic.

“Oh, pooh!” Father said. “Nothing the matter with Emma. You can trust people
to get any ailment whatever that’s fashionable. They hear of a lot of other people
having it, and the first thing you know they get scared and think they have it
themselves. Then they go to bed, and send for the doctor. The doctor! All
poppycock.”

“Well, but Clare dear, if you were in charge of them, what would you do
instead?”

“Cheer ’em up, that’s the way to cure ’em.”

“How would you cheer them up, darling?” Mother asked doubtfully.

“I? Id tell ’em, ‘Bah!"™

Task 1. Will you prepare a report about the life and works of Clarence
Shepard Day Jr.
Task 2. You have read the story, will you say if the following statements are

true or false. Correct the wrong statements. Use these phrases to start your answer:

In case you agree, say:

You are quite right ...

| fully agree with you

| am of the same opinion ...

There is something in what you say, but ...

In case you disagree say: (do not forget to use: | am sorry)

I’m sorry to say, but ...
Just the other way round ...
Nothing of the kind ...

Just the opposite ...

Far fromiit ...
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You’ve got it all wrong ...

1. When somebody in the family fell ill Father felt slightly angry and impatient.
2. Father was afraid of diseases and was fond of talking about germs, illnesses and
good doctors

From Father’s point of view, Mother was good at everything.

Father disapproved of her , when she was ill.

Mother moaned loudly to show her sufferings.

3.
4,
5.
6. Father did not believe her sufferings. He was sure that she pretended to be ill.
7. Mother made the family take care of her.

8. Father felt abused and upset when he saw the doctors at his wife’s bed.

9. Mother was not a patient person she gave up easily and crawled into her bed as
soon as possible.

10. When Mother had colds she always stayed in bed.

11. Father said that ailments were signs of weak character

12. He tried to strengthen Mother’s character in this respect when she was ill

13. When Mother was ill Father supported her with affectionate words and helped her
to overcome the ailment.

14. Mother behaved capriciously. She wanted to be alone and not to see his smiles.
15. Father had been seriously ill many times.

16. He was a tractable man and it was easy to make him take pills and stay in bed.

17. Father admired doctors, their knowledge and experience.

18. When Father was ill he conquered any disease by firmness.

19. He cleared out his nose violently blowing or sneezing loudly. He never paid any
attention to the people near him.

20. He was sure that his sneezes were healthy and not catching.

21. Father thought that headaches came from eating.

22. He got rid of them by starving and yelling.

23. Father was a strong man and always concealed his sufferings.
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24. When he was ill the family couldn’t sleep at night because they were sorry for
him.

25. Father was sure that people got ailments because they heard much about them
from other people and got scared.

26. From his point of view diseases were fashionable and only people with weak
character had them.

27. In his opinion being brave and strong was to keep still and not to show the
sufferings.

28. He always knew how to cure people and cheer them up

Task 3. Find English equivalents for the following in the text and reproduce the

situations from the text with them:

1. cepauThCs, pa3apaxkaTbes 15. xJomoTaTh B JOME

2. Tpe3uparhb 16. CTpaHHBIN

3. OeccTpamHbli 17. ynuBiaeHue, U3yMJICHHUC
4, HEBUIAVMBIN 18. ycCTaJIblii, YTOMJICHHBIN
5. HeOyr, HEIOMOIraHHE 19. co cMmelIKoM,

6. CHpPABIATHCS C HEAYTOM 20. mogarpa (00Jie3HB)

7. BOCXMILATHCS 21. CrOBOPYMBBIN/TIOCTYIIIHBIN
8. CTOH/CTOHATh 22. 1IENTAaTh

9. ciaegoBaTeIbHO 23. TPOCTH

10. cTpagaTh 24. moOenuTh

11. 9yBCTBOBATh C€0s1 OCKOPOICHHBIM 25. 4nXxaTh

12. GECTIOKOMHBIN 26. 3apa3Hbli

13. 6opMOTaTh 27. B T'OJIOBY HE IPUXOIUIIO
14. COMHEBATHCSI, KOJIEOATHCS 28. CKpBIBATh CTpagaHUsI

Task 4. Will you find (or remember) the sentences in which the following word-
combinations are used in the text. Translate the sentences. Use the word

combinations in sentences of your own.

Add to one’s burdens. Be fearless about. Give up. Give in to smth. From one’s

point of view. Feel lost. Have nothing the matter with. In this respect. Be the very



time. Be out of bed. Digest the bad news. Be in trouble. Threaten smb with.

smb away from. Get scared. Be in charge of. Cheer smb up.

Task 5. Match the words to their definitions

to slump
burden

to despise
to admire
to denounce
queer

to potter

to groan
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astonishment
10. disconsolate

11. to conceal

A. To hate someone or something and have no respect for them

B. To suddenly fall or sit because you are very tired or unconscious

C. To have a feeling of great respect for smth or smb

D. Serious or difficult responsibility that you have to deal with

E. To do things in a slow and enjoyable way

F. To make a long low sound, for example because you are in pain or unhappy
G. Strange, physically ill (this word can be offensive)

H. To criticize someone or something severely in public

I. To hide, to prevent someone from seeing, hearing or knowing something
J. Very great surprise

K. Extremely unhappy and disappointed

Task 6. Fill in the blanks with prepositions or adverbs where necessary:

1. Father got annoyed ..... us

2. He was fearless ..... disease

39
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3. Mother did not know how to handle ..... an ailment

4. He always seemed to disapprove ..... her when she was ill

5. It was hard to believe that there was anything really wrong ..... her.

6. He often told Mother how weak it was to give ..... ..... an ailment

7. Father said ..... a voice even louder ..... usual

8. He told himself she had nothing the matter ..... her

9. He had noone to laugh ..... or quarrel .....

10. “What is it?” Mother asked ..... a whisper

11. ..... that time ..... he was 74 and had pneumonia, he had no other serious
ilInesses.

12. This experience convinced him that any disease could be conquered .....
firmness

13. When he had a cold, his method ..... dealing ..... itwas to try to clear it ..... by
main force, either ..... violently blowing his nose or, still better, ..... sneezing

14. He said headaches only came ..... eating.

15. The severity ..... a headache could be judged ..... the volume ..... sound he
put.....

16. It did not occur ..... him to conceal his feelings
Task 7. Give a short talk on the following topics:

1.  What is the author’s attitude to Father? (serious, humorous, mocking, critical,
ironical, indifferent etc.)

2. Give a character sketch of Father. Illustrate your ideas with the sentences from
the text to prove your words.

3. Didyou like the story? In any case provide a detailed answer.
Task 8. Retell the story as if you were:

1. Father.

2. Mother.

Task 9. Discussion:
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Discuss the title of the story. Does it fit the plot of the story? Why/why not?
Discuss the message of the story.

How much do you trust doctors? Do you often go to the doctors? Why? Why
not?

How do you behave when you are ill?

Do your relatives take care of you when you have an ailment?

How do you handle an ailment?

What is your attitude to diseases? Are you fearless about catching diseases?
Why? Why not?
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THE LUCID EYE IN SILVER TOWN

John Updike

The first time | visited New York City, | was thirteen and went with my father. |
went to meet my Uncle Quin and to buy a book about Vermeer. The Vermeer book
was my idea, and my mother’s; meeting Uncle Quin was my father’s. A generation
ago, my uncle had vanished in the direction of Chicago and become, apparently, rich;
in the last week he had come east on business and | had graduated from the eighth
grade with high marks. My father claimed that | and his brother were the smartest
people he had ever met — “go-getters,” he called us, with perhaps more irony than at
the time | gave him credit for — and in his visionary way he suddenly, irresistibly felt
that now was the time for us to meet. New York in those days was seven dollars
away; we measured everything, distance and time, in money then. World War Il was
over, but we were still living in the Depression. My father and | set off with the return
tickets and a five-dollar bill in his pocket. The five dollars was for the book.

My mother, on the railway platform, suddenly exclaimed, “I hate the Augusts.”
This surprised me, because we were all Augusts — | was an August, my father was an
August, Uncle Quincy was an August, and she, | had thought, was an August.

My father gazed serenely over her head and said, “You have every reason to. |
wouldn’t blame you if you took a gun and shot us all. Except for Quin and your son.
They’re the only ones of us ever had any get up and git.” Nothing was more
infuriating about my father than his way of agreeing.

Uncle Quin didn’t meet us at Pennsylvania Station. If my father was
disappointed, he didn’t reveal it to me. It was after one o’clock and all we had for
lunch were two candy bars. By walking what seemed to me a very long way on
pavements only a little broader than those of my home town, and not so clean, we
reached the hotel, which sprouted somehow from the caramel-colored tunnels under
Grand Central Station. The lobby smelled of perfume. After the clerk had phoned
Quincy August that a man who said he was his brother was at the desk, an elevator
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took us to the twentieth floor. Inside the room sat three men, each in a gray or blue
suit with freshly pressed pants and garters peeping from under the cuffs when they
crossed their legs. The men were not quite interchangeable. One had a caterpillar-
shaped mustache, one had tangled blond eyebrows like my father’s, and the third had
a drink in his hand — the others had drinks, too, but were not gripping them so tightly.

“Gentlemen, I’d like you to meet my brother Marty and his young son,” Uncle
Quin said.

“The kid’s name is Jay,” my father added, shaking hands with each of the two
men, staring them in the eye. | imitated my father, and the mustached man, not
expecting my firm handshake and stare, said, “Why, hello there, Jay!”

“Marty, would you and the boy like to freshen up? The facilities are through the
door and to the left.”

“Thank you, Quin. I believe we will. Excuse me, gentlemen.”

“Certainly.”

“Certainly.”

My father and | went into the bedroom of the suite. The furniture was square and
new and all the same shade of maroon. On the bed was an opened suitcase, also new.
The clean, expensive smells of leather and lotion were beautiful to me. Uncle Quin’s
underwear looked silk and was full of fleurs-de-lis. When | was through in the
lavatory, | made for the living room, to rejoin Uncle Quin and his friends.

“Hold it,” my father said. “Let’s wait in here.”

“Won’t that look rude?”

“No. It’s what Quin wants.”

“Now, Daddy, don’t be ridiculous. He’ll think we’ve died in here.”

“No, he won’t, not my brother. He’s working some deal. He doesn’t want to be
bothered. I know how my brother works; he got us in here so we’d stay in here.”

“Really, Pop. You’re such a schemer.” But I did not want to go in there without
him. I looked around the room for something to read. There was nothing, not even a
newspaper, except a shiny little pamphlet about the hotel itself. | wondered when we

would get a chance to look for the Vermeer book, and what the men in the next room
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were talking about. | wondered why Uncle Quin was so short, when my father was so
tall. By leaning out of the window, | could see taxicabs maneuvering like windup
toys.

My father came and stood beside me. “Don’t lean out too far.”

| edged out inches farther and took a big bite of the high cold air spiced by the
distant street noises. “Look at the green cab cut in front of the yellow,” I said.
“Should they be making U-turns on that street?”

“In New York it’s O.K. Survival of the fittest is the only law here.”

“Isn’t that the Chrysler Building?”

“Yes, isn’t it graceful, though? It always reminds me of the queen of the
chessboard.”

“What’s the one beside it?”

“I don’t know. Some big gravestone. The one deep in back, from this window, is
the Woolworth Building. For years it was the tallest building in the world.”

As, side by side at the window, we talked, | was surprised that my father could
answer so many of my questions. As a young man, before I was born, he had
travelled, looking for work; this was not his first trip to New York. Excited by my
new respect, | longed to say something to remold that calm, beaten face.

“Do you really think he meant for us to stay out here?” I asked.

“Quin is a go-getter,” he said, gazing over my head. “I admire him. Anything he
wanted, from little on up, he went after it. Slam. Bang. His thinking is miles ahead of
mine — just like your mother’s. You can feel them pull out ahead of you.” He moved
his hands, palms down, like two taxis, the left quickly pulling ahead of the right.
“You’re the same way.”

“Sure, sure.” My impatience was not merely embarrassment at being praised; |
was irritated that he considered Uncle Quin as smart as myself. At that point in my
life | was sure that only stupid people took an interest in money.

When Uncle Quin finally entered the bedroom, he said, “Martin, I hoped you
and the boy would come out and join us.”

“Hell, I didn’t want to butt in. You and those men were talking business.”
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“Lucas and Roebuck and I? Now, Marty, it was nothing that my own brother
couldn’t hear. Just a minor matter of adjustment. Both those men are fine men. Very
Important in their own fields. I’'m disappointed that you couldn’t see more of them.
Believe me, I hadn’t meant for you to hide in here. Now, what kind of drink would
you like?”

“I don’t care. I drink very little any more.”

“Scotch-and-water, Marty?”

“Swell.”

“And the boy? What about some ginger ale, young man? Or would you like
milk?”

“The ginger ale,” I said.

“There was a day, you know, when your father could drink any two men under
the table.”

As | remember it, a waiter brought the drinks to the room, and while we were
drinking them | asked if we were going to spend all afternoon in this room. Uncle
Quin didn’t seem to hear, but five minutes later he suggested that the boy might like
to take a look around the city—Gotham, he called it, Baghdad-on-the-Subway. My
father said that that would be a once-in-a-lifetime treat for the kid. He always called
me “the kid” when I was sick or had lost at something or was angry - when he felt
sorry for me, in short. The three of us went down in the elevator and took a taxi ride
down Broadway, or up Broadway—I wasn’t sure. “This is what they call the Great
White Way,” Uncle Quin said several times. Once he apologized, “In daytime it’s
just another street.” The trip didn’t seem so much designed for sightseeing as for
getting Uncle Quin to the Pickernut Club, a little restaurant set in a block of similar
canopied places. | remember we stepped down into it and it was dark inside. A piano
was playing “There’s a Small Hotel.”

“He shouldn’t do that,” Uncle Quin said. Then he waved to the man behind the
piano. “How are you, Freddie? How are the kids?”

“Fine, Mr. August, fine,” Freddie said, bobbing his head and smiling and not

missing a note.
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“That’s Quin’s song,” my father said to me as we wriggled our way into a
slippery curved seat at a round table.

I didn’t say anything, but Uncle Quin, overhearing some disapproval in my
silence, said, “Freddie’s a first-rate man. He has a boy going to Colgate this autumn.”

| asked, “Is that really your song?”

Uncle Quin grinned and put his warm broad hand on my shoulder; | hated, at
that age, being touched. “I let them think it is,” he said, oddly purring. “To me, songs
are like young girls. They’re all pretty.”

A waiter in a red coat scurried up. “Mr. August! Back from the West? How are
you, Mr. August?”

“Getting by, Jerome, getting by. Jerome, I’d like you to meet my kid brother,
Martin.”

“How do you do, Mr. Martin. Are you paying New York a visit? Or do you live
here?”

My father quickly shook hands with Jerome, somewhat to Jerome’s surprise. “I’'m
just up for the afternoon, thank you. I live in a hick town in Pennsylvania you never
heard of.”

“I see, sir. A quick visit.”

“This is the first time in six years that I’ve had a chance to see my brother.”

“Yes, we’ve seen very little of him these past years. He’s a man we can never
see too much of, isn’t that right?”

Uncle Quin interrupted. “This is my nephew Jay.”

“How do you like the big city, Jay?”

“Fine.” I didn’t duplicate my father’s mistake of offering to shake hands.

“Why, Jerome,” Uncle Quin said, “my brother and I would like to have a
Scotch-on-the-rocks. The boy would like a ginger ale.”

“No, wait,” I said. “What kinds of ice cream do you have?”

“Vanilla and chocolate, sir.”

| hesitated. | could scarcely believe it, when the cheap drugstore at home had

fifteen flavors.
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“I’m afraid it’s not a very big selection,” Jerome said.

“I guess vanilla.”

“Yes, sir. One plate of vanilla.”

When my ice cream came it was a golf ball in a flat silver dish; it kept spinning
away as | dug at it with my spoon. Uncle Quin watched me and asked, “Is there
anything especially Jay would like to do?”

“The kid’d like to get into a bookstore,” my father said.

“A bookstore. What sort of book, Jay?”

| said, “I’d like to look for a good book of Vermeer.”

“Vermeer,” Uncle Quin pronounced slowly, relishing the 1’s, pretending to give
the matter thought. “Dutch school.”

“He’s Dutch, yes.”

“For my own money, Jay, the French are the people to beat. We have four Degas
ballet dancers in our living room in Chicago, and | could sit and look at one of them
for hours. I think it’s wonderful, the feeling for balance the man had.”

“Yeah, but don’t Degas’s paintings always remind you of colored drawings? For
actually looking at things in terms of paint, for the lucid eye, | think Vermeer makes
Degas look sick.”

Uncle Quin said nothing, and my father, after an anxious glance across the table,
said, “That’s the way he and his mother talk all the time. It’s all beyond me. I can’t
understand a thing they say.”

“Your mother is encouraging you to be a painter, is she, Jay?” Uncle Quin’s
smile was very wide, and his cheeks were pushed out as if each held a candy.

“Sure, I suppose she is.”

“Your mother is a very wonderful woman, Jay,” Uncle Quin said.

It was such an embarrassing remark, and so much depended upon your definition
of “wonderful,” that I dug at my ice cream, and my father asked Uncle Quin about his
own wife, Edna. When we left, Uncle Quin signed the check with his name and the

name of some company. It was close to five o’clock.
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My uncle didn’t know much about the location of bookstores in New York—nhis
last twenty years had been spent in Chicago—but he thought that if we went to Forty-
second Street and Sixth Avenue we should find something. The cab driver let us out
beside a park that acted as kind of a back yard for the Public Library. It looked so
inviting, so agreeably dusty, with the pigeons and the men nodding on the benches
and the office girls in their taut summer dresses, that, without thinking, | led the two
men into it. Shimmering buildings arrowed upward and glinted through the treetops.
This was New York, | told myself: the silver town. Towers of ambition rose,
crystalline, within me. “If you stand here,” my father said, “you can see the Empire
State.” I went and stood beneath my father’s arm and followed with my eyes the
direction of it. Something sharp and hard fell into my right eye. | ducked my head
and blinked; it was painful.

“What’s the trouble?” Uncle Quin’s voice asked.

My father said, “The poor kid’s got something into his eye. He has the worst
luck that way of anybody I ever knew.”

The thing seemed to have life. It bit. “Ow,” I said, angry enough to cry.

“If we can get him out of the wind,” my father’s voice said, “maybe I can see it.”

“No, now, Marty, use your head. Never fool with the eyes or ears. The hotel is
within two blocks. Can you walk two blocks, Jay?”

“I’m blind, not lame,” I snapped.

“He has a ready wit,” Uncle Quin said.

Between the two men, shielding my eye with a hand, | walked to the hotel. From
time to time, one of them would take my other hand, or put one of theirs on my
shoulder, but | would walk faster, and the hands would drop away. | hoped our
entrance into the hotel lobby would not be too conspicuous; | took my hand from my
eye and walked erect, defying the impulse to stoop. Except for the one lid being shut
and possibly my face being red, | imagined | looked passably suave. However, my
guardians lost no time betraying me. Not only did they walk at my heels, as if I might
topple any instant, but my father told one old bum sitting in the lobby, “Poor kid got

something in his eye,” and Uncle Quin, passing the desk, called, “Send up a doctor to
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Twenty-eleven.”

“You shouldn’t have done that, Quin,” my father said in the elevator. “I can get it
out, now that he’s out of the wind. This is happening all the time. The kid’s eyes are
too far front in his head.”

“Never fool with the eyes, Martin. They are your most precious tool in life.”

“It’ll work out,” I said, though I didn’t believe it would. It felt like a steel chip,
deeply embedded.

Up in the room, Uncle Quin made me lie down on the bed. My father, a
handkerchief wadded in his hand so that one corner stuck out, approached me, but it
hurt so much to open the eye that I repulsed him. “Don’t torment me,” | said, twisting
my face away. “What good does it do? The doctor’ll be up.”

Regretfully my father put the handkerchief back into his pocket.

The doctor was a soft-handed man with little to say to anybody; he wasn’t
pretending to be the family doctor. He rolled my lower eyelid on a thin stick, jabbed
with a Q-tip, and showed me, on the end of the Q-tip, an eyelash. My own eyelash.
He dropped three drops of yellow fluid into the eye to remove any chance of
infection. The fluid stung, and I shut my eyes, leaning back into the pillow, glad it
was over. When I opened them, my father was passing a bill into the doctor’s hand.
The doctor thanked him, winked at me, and left. Uncle Quin came out of the
bathroom.

“Well, young man, how are you feeling now?” he asked.

“Fine.”

“It was just an eyelash,” my father said.

“Just an eyelash! Well, I know how an eyelash can feel like a razor blade in
there. But, now that the young invalid is recovered, we can think of dinner.”

“No, I really appreciate your kindness, Quin, but we must be getting back to the
sticks. | have an eight-o’clock meeting I should be at.”

“I’m extremely sorry to hear that. What sort of meeting, Marty?”

“A church council.”

“So you’re still doing church work. Well, God bless you for it.”
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“Grace wanted me to ask you if you couldn’t possibly come over some day.
We’ll put you up overnight. It would be a real treat for her to see you again.”

Uncle Quin reached up and put his arm around his younger brother’s shoulders.
“Martin, I’d like that better than anything in the world. But I am solid with
appointments, and I must head west this Thursday. They don’t let me have a minute’s
repose. Nothing would please my heart better than to share a quiet day with you and
Grace in your home. Please give her my love, and tell her what a wonderful boy she
1s raising. The two of you are raising.”

My father promised, “I’ll do that.” And, after a little more fuss, we left.

“The child better?” the old man in the lobby called to us on the way out.

“It was just an eyelash, thank you, sir,” my father said.

When we got outside, | wondered if there were any bookstores still open.

“We have no money.”

“None at all?”

“The doctor charged five dollars. That’s how much it costs in New York to get
something in your eye.”

“I didn’t do it on purpose. Do you think | pulled out the eyelash and stuck it in
there myself? I didn’t tell you to call the doctor.”

“I know that.”

“Couldn’t we just go into a bookstore and look a minute?”

“We haven’t time, Jay.”

But when we reached Pennsylvania Station, it was over thirty minutes until the
next train left. As we sat on a bench, my father smiled reminiscently. “Boy, he’s
smart, isn’t he? His thinking is sixty light-years ahead of mine.”

“Who? Whose thinking?”

“My brother. Notice the way he hid in the bathroom until the doctor was gone?
That’s how to make money. The rich man collects dollar bills like the stamp collector
collects stamps. I knew he’d do it. I knew it when he told the clerk to send up a
doctor that I’d have to pay for it.”

“Well, why should he pay for it? You were the person to pay for it.”
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“That’s right. Why should he?” My father settled back, his eyes forward, his
hands crossed and limp in his lap. The skin beneath his chin was loose; his temples
seemed concave. The liquor was probably disagreeing with him. “That’s why he’s
where he is now, and that’s why I am where I am.”

The seed of my anger was a desire to recall him to himself, to scold him out of
being old and tired. “Well, why’d you bring along only five dollars? You might have
known something would happen.”

“You’re right, Jay. I should have brought more.”

“Look. Right over there is an open bookstore. Now if you had brought ten
dollars -

“Is 1t open? I don’t think so. They just left the lights in the window on.”

“What if it isn’t? What does it matter to us? Anyway, what kind of art book can
you get for five dollars? Color plates cost money. How much do you think a decent
book of Vermeer costs? It’d be cheap at fifteen dollars, even second-hand, with the
pages all crummy and full of spilled coffee.” I kept on, shrilly flailing the passive and
infuriating figure of my father, until we left the city. Once we were on the homeward
train, my tantrum ended; it had been a kind of ritual, for both of us, and he had
endured my screams complacently, nodding assent, like a midwife assisting at the

birth of family pride. Years passed before | needed to go to New York again.

Task 1. Will you prepare a report about John Updike, his biography and famous
pieces of work.

Task 2. You have read the story, will you say if the following statements are
true or false. Correct the wrong statements and prove your corrections. If the
statements are true, find the facts to prove it Use the following phrases to start your

answer:
In case you agree, say:

You are quite right...
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| fully agree with you

I am of the same opinion...

There is something in what you say, but....
In case you disagree say:

I’m sorry to say, but...

Just the other way round...

Nothing of the kind...

Just the opposite...

Far from it...

You’ve got it all wrong...

1.The boy and his father had many reasons to visit New York City.

2.The boy’s dream was to see his rich uncle who lived in New York.

3.The boy’s family was prosperous. They could afford such trips easily.

4.The boy wanted his uncle to buy him the VVermeer book.

5.The uncle met them at the station and was happy to see his brother and his
nephew.

6.Uncle Quin stayed in an expensive stylish hotel.

7.Uncle Quin had warned the clerk at the reception about the arrival of his
brother, and the clerk met them with hospitality.

8.The uncle introduced his relatives to his business partners and asked them to
join the conversation and have a drink.

9.Uncle Quin did not remember the name of his nephew.

10.Uncle Quin asked his brother and his nephew to freshen up because he was
very polite and hospitable. He wanted to take care of them.

11.Father knew his brother well and understood that Quin did not want him and
Jay to rejoin Quin’s friends.

12.Not to waste time Martin and Jay went sight-seeing as Uncle Quin was busy.

13.Father knew little about New York because it was his first trip there. He

couldn’t answer his son’s questions.
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14.Uncle Quin was really disappointed that Marty and Jay didn’t see more of
his friends.

15.Uncle Quin took a taxi to show the boy New York.

16.When they arrived at a little restaurant Uncle Quin ordered good dinner for
his guests.

17.Uncle Quin asked the boy about his special interests because he wanted to
know more about his nephew and was eager to help him in some way.

18.Uncle Quin was interested in art. He knew a lot about painters. The boy
admired his knowledge and valued his opinion.
19.When the boy’s dream to buy a book about Vermeer was about to come true

he got something into his eye.

20.They had to return to the hotel. Uncle Quin was very helpful he sent for the
doctor.

21.The doctor helped the boy. There was nothing serious just an eyelash in his
eye.

22.Uncle Quin paid 5 dollars for it.

23.The father was angry with Jay.

24.In the end they bought a book about Vermeer and the boy was happy.

25.The boy visited New York many times later.

Task 3. Find English equivalents for the following in the text and reproduce

situations with them:

® ucue3aTh
® BpeMs HaM BCTPETHUTHCSA

® MEpUTh BCE JCHbraMu

® OTIPaBUThCS Kyna-1u0o uMes oOpaTHBIN OUIeT
® CMOTpPETh 0€3MATEKHO

® OBITh PaCCTPOCHHBIM, HO HE TIOKa3aTh 3TO

® T103/10POBAThCS CO BCEMHU 3a PYKY

e C/enaTh TaKkKe (IOBTOPUTH TOUb B TOUB)

® TyaJleT (amep.)

® HaNpaBIATHCS B

e He OyJb CMEIIOH
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® Kak 3aBOJIHAs UTPYIIKA
® BBICOBBIBATHCS U3 OKHA

e JeNaTh pa3BoOpPOT

e 00K 0 00K (TVIEYO K IIJIeuy)

® JIEpEBEHIIMHA (amep.)

® CTPacTHO XeJaTh CKa3aTh YTO-TO

® CMOTpPETH MMOBEPX T'OJIOBHI

e He3a0bIBAEMOE, pa3 B )KM3HU MOIYy4aeMO€ yI0OBOJbCTBUE
e KOpOu€ roBops

® K YbeMY-TO yJIUBICHUIO

e JienaTh BUJ / IPUTBOPSTHCS

® 3TO BBIIIE MOETO MOHUMAHHUS

® 3aBHUCHUT OT BAaILIETO ONpPEIEIEHUs CI0Ba

® 3aKanarh Kariu

® 1ICHUTH (Bamry) 10OPOTY

® [10CJI€ HEOOJBILION CyMAaTOX1

® BOT Kak JIEJIAIOT ACHbIU

Task 4. Will you find in the text the sentences in which the following word-
combinations are used. Translate the sentences. Use the word combinations in

sentences of your own.

e to claim that

e to be infuriating about

e to freshen up

e to be the only law

e to be a go-getter

e at that point of my life

e to take a look around the city
e to see very little of smb

e to duplicate one’s mistake

e to encourage smb to do smth
e to get smb out of

e from time to time

e to fool with smb/smth

e to pay smb up overnight

e to be solid with
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e to do smth on purpose
e to matter to smb.

Task 5. Match the words to their definitions. Translate them into Russian.

. lucid

. to blink

. to sprout

. to duplicate

. to peep from/out
. asuite

. a schemer

. a pamphlet

. embarrassment
10. an adjustment
11. Anxious

12. To snap

13. Reminiscent

O© 00 NO Ol & WDN K-

a. a very thin book with a paper cover, given free to people

b. a set of rooms

C. to speak sharply

d. showing or telling smth in a clear, simple way

e. a person who makes secret plans to achieve smth, especially in a dishonest
way

f. worried because you think smth bad might happen

g. to close your eyes for a very short time and then quickly open them again

h. a change in smth that makes it better, more effective

I. reminding you of people and experiences in your past

J. to appear slightly from behind or under smth

k. feeling of being nervous or ashamed because of what people know or think
about you

. used to describe smth that comes out of a surface

m. to create the situation that is exactly like another one

Task 6. Fill in the blanks with prepositions or adverbs where necessary:
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I wouldn’t blame ..... you if you took a gun and shot us all. Except ..... Quin and
your son.

Uncle Quin didn’t met us ..... Pennsylvanian Station.

The facilities are ..... the door and ..... the left.

When [ was ..... in the lavatory, | made ..... the living room to rejoin Uncle Quin
and his friends.

| looked ..... the room ..... something to reed.

By leaning ..... ..... the window, I could see taxicabs maneuvering ..... windup
toys.

“Do you really think he meant .....us to stay .....here?” I asked.

He always called me “the kid” when I was sick or had lost ..... something, or
was angry- when he felt sorry .....me, .....short.

The trip didn’t seem so much designed ..... sight-seeing as ..... getting Uncle
Quin ..... the Pickernut Club.

Shimmering buildings arrowed ..... and glinted .....the treetops.

Something sharp and hard fell ..... my right eye.

Never fool ..... the eyes or ears. The hotel is ..... two blocks.

| did notdoit..... purpose.

Notice the way he hid ..... the bathroom ..... the doctor was gone?

Task 7. Discussion.
What is the author’s attitude to Uncle Quin? (serious, humorous, mocking,

critical, ironical, indifferent, forgiving).

Give character sketches of:

1. the Father

2. the boy

3. Uncle Quin

Illustrate your ideas with the sentences from the text to prove your words.

Did you like the story? In any case explain your answer.

Task 8. Retell the story as if you were:



1. The Father.
2. Uncle Quin.

Task 9. Will you make short reports about Vermeer and Degas whose names

are mentioned in the story.

57
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THE KID’S WHISTLING

By John Updike

Things were nearly perfect: Christmas was three weeks away, Roy worked late
every evening and was doubling his salary in overtime, and tonight rain was falling.
Rain was Roy’s favorite weather, and he never felt more at rest, more at home, than
when working nights in his hot little room on the third floor of Herlihy’s — the
department store stretching dark and empty under him, the radio murmuring, maybe
the rain tapping on the black skylight, the engines shuttling back and forth in the
Fourth Street freight yards, half a mile away.

The one trouble was the kid’s whistling. For ten months a year Roy had the
Display Department to himself. If the orders for counter cards piled up, Shipping lent
him a boy to help out. But at the beginning of November, Simmons, the store
manager, hired a high-school kid to come in weekday evenings and on Saturdays.
This year’s helper was called Jack, and he whistled. He whistled all the time.

At the hand press, Jack was printing counter cards and rendering “Summertime.”

He seemed to feel the tune needed a cool, restrained treatment, for which Roy
was grateful; he was all set to begin the Toy Department sign and wanted things to go
well. Though the customary sans-serif or bold roman would have done, he planned to
try Old English capitals. It was for his own satisfaction; no one would appreciate the
extra effort, least of all Simmons. On a plywood board, 2" x 12" x 11, primed with
off-white, Roy ruled the guidelines and pencilled the letters lightly, mostly to get the
spacing. He lit a cigarette, puffed it a moment, not inhaling, then set it on the edge of
the workbench. His drawing board was hinged to the second of four shelves; in
working position, the board rested upon and overhung the rim of the waist-high
bench at an angle of thirty degrees. When not in use, the board was supposed to hook
into a loop screw attached to the top shelf, but the screw had worked out of the soft
pine, and the board always hung down. This way, the lowest shelf was half
concealed, and had become a cave of empty paint jars, forgotten memos, petrified
brushes, scraps of Masonite. On the second shelf, in rainbow order, the jars of poster

paints sat. The third shelf held jars of nails, boxes of tacks and staples, two staplers
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(one broken), colored inks (dried up), penholders in a coffee mug, pen points in a
cigar box, brushes in a beer mug, three hammers, two steel rods intended to brace the
arms of mannequins, and a hand-jigsaw frame without a blade; these things were not
as well ordered as the poster paints. The tall space between the fourth shelf and the
ceiling contained a blackened chaos of obsolete displays — silhouettes of Indians,
firecrackers, reindeer, clouds, dollar signs. Shelves in ascending degrees of muddle
also covered the wall on Roy’s left. To his right, at some distance, were the kid and
the hand press and the door out. Behind him were the power tools, some timber, and
the mannequin closet, built into the dimmest corner of the room. Though Roy had a
long-legged stool, he stood at his drawing board. He chose a No. 9 wedge brush and a
jar of Sky Blue poster paint. He glanced into the lettering book, open to “Old
English.” He made certain the shaker of Silverdust was within reach.

Then, with no more hesitation, Roy dipped the brush and touched it to the board.

The great crescent of the T went on without a tremor. The broad curve capping it
had just the proper jaunty hint of a left-to-right downslant. With a No. 2 brush he
added the hairlines. He quickly sprinkled Silverdust over the moist letter, blew the
loose stuff away, and stepped back, pleased.

In his head Roy slammed a door shut on Jack’s insistent version of “Lady Be
Good.” He shook his brush clean in a jar of water and executed the O in Deep
Yellow. He was not sure that the yellow would stand out enough against the white,
but it did, especially after the Silverdust was added.

Jack switched to “After You’ve Gone,” doing it loud, tapping a foot. It got so
trumpety that, in the middle of putting the hairline on the Y, Roy, afraid his hand
might shake, turned and stared burningly at Jack’s spine. It made no impression. Jack
was tall, about six inches taller than Roy, and thin. His neck, no thicker than an arm,
led into a muff of uncut hair. Clapping two pieces of wooden type on the table, the
kid leaned back and let fly four enormous, jubilant  notes.

“Hey, Jack,” Roy called.

The boy turned. “Beg pardon?” He looked startled, exposed. He wasn’t one of
these mean kids, actually.
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“How about a Coke?”

“Sure. If you’re having one.”

Roy didn’t want a soft drink; he wanted quiet. But he had worked himself into a
position where there was nothing to do but go out into the dark hall, dig two dimes
from his pocket, insert them in the machine, wait for the cold wet bottles to bump
down, and take them back to the Display Department. When he gave Jack one, the
boy offered him a nickel and five pennies. “Keep it,” Roy told him. “Buy yourself a
saxophone.”

Jack’s pleasant, ignorant face showed that the hint had been too subtle for him.
“Want some peanuts?” he said, gesturing toward an ink-smudged can labelled
PLANTERS.

The cold weight of the bottle in Roy’s fingers made salted nuts seem appropriate.
He took a good handful, then, noticing the can was nearly empty, dropped some back
into it. As he fed them to himself, one by one, the kid watched him, apparently
expecting conversation. Roy pointed with a loosely clenched hand at the sheaf of
orders on the spindle. “Good night’s work there.”

“I can’t get all them out tonight.”

Roy knew this was so, but if he agreed, it might encourage the kid to loaf. He
returned to his sign without another word. He polished off the fine lines of the Y and,
in one slow, satisfying movement of his arm, did the tail. On with the Silverdust.

Washing both brushes, opening the jar labelled “Crimson,” Roy was conscious
of his hands. They were square and smooth, with dandified nails, and completely
clean, yet not so white that they could not take a flattering tan from the contrast with
the clean cuffs. The cuffs, folded back exactly twice and starched to about the
stiffness of thin cardboard, pressed lightly on the flats of his forearms and gave him
an agreeable packaged feeling. It was just as well he hadn’t bawled the kid out. Roy
knew it was only the boy’s kind of peace, standing over there whistling, playing with
type, his crusty apron snug around him, his can of salted peanuts and his pack of
Philip Morris beside him on the table, God knows what going on in his brain. The kid
smoked steadily. Once, when Roy asked Jack if he didn’t smoke too much, Jack had
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said no, this was the only place he ever smoked, which was exactly the point, but Roy
let it drop. It wasn’t as if he was the kid’s father.

Roy started the L. Jack started “If I Could Be with You One Hour Tonight,” in
an irritating, loose, whoopsy way, trying to be Coleman Hawkins or some bop shade.
In exasperation, Roy switched on the radio he kept on the shelf. It was an old
Motorola; its tubes were all but shot. Even on full, it wasn’t loud enough for Jack to
hear above his own noise. He kept on whistling, like he was a bird and this was some
treetop.

Roy finished up the L. Suddenly Jack went quiet. Roy, hoping the kid wasn’t
offended, turned off the radio. In the silence, he heard the sounds that had really
made the kid stop: the elevator door clanging shut and then high heels clicking.

More than a minute seemed to pass before the Display Department door opened.
When it did, there was Maureen, wearing a transparent raincoat, moisture beaded all
over it and in her clipped red hair. There was something aggressive about that soaked
hair. She frowned in the bright fluorescent light. “It’s dark out there,” she said. “I got
lost.”

“The switch is right by the elevator,” was all Roy could think of to say.

She walked past the printing machine, with the kid at it, and came to stand by
Roy. She looked at the sign.

“‘Todl?’ ” she read.

“‘Toyl.” That’sa Y.”

“But it’s closed at the top. It looks like a D with a wiggly tail.”

“This is Gothic lettering.”

“Well, I don’t want to argue. It’s probably just me.”

“How come you’re down here? What’s up?”

“The rain made me restless.”

“You walked all the way? Who let you into the store?”

“It’s only six blocks. I don’t mind walking in the rain. I like it.” Maureen’s head

was tilted and her hands were busy at an earring. “The watchman let me in. He said,
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‘I’1l take you right on up, Mrs. Mays. He’ll be glad to see you. He’ll be real lonely
and happy to see you.” ”

“Orley let you in?”

“I didn’t ask his name.” She took a cigarette from Roy’s pack.

“Better take off your raincoat,” Roy said. “You don’t want to catch cold.”

She shrugged it off, draped it over the electric jigsaw, and stood, her legs spread
as far as her narrow skirt allowed, smoking and studying the stuff in the top rack. Roy
drew down the Orange and began painting the A.

“Orange next to red,” she said. “Ooey.”

“Hih,” he grunted, not hard enough to jiggle his hand.

“What’s in these boxes?”

“Boxes?” Roy was concentrating and barely heard what she said. “These boxes.”

He lifted the brush and looked around to see what she was pointing at. “Tinsel.”

“Tinsel! Why, you have two, four, six, six huge crates of it here! What do you do
with it all? Sleep in it? Do you feed it to cows?”

“You get a reduction for quantity.”

She kicked one of the crates thoughtfully and moved on, inspecting. The last
time Maureen had come into Herlihy’s was over three months ago, to pick him up for
dinner and a movie. She hadn’t been in this mood then. “Why don’t you clean this
mess out?” she called in a resonant, boxed-in voice from the closet where the
mannequins were stored.

“Be careful. Those things cost.” Roy pointed up the big sweeping serif on the A.

She came back into the room. “What are these for?”

He doused the drying letter with Silverdust before turning to see what she meant.

“They’re pine boughs.”

“I know that. I mean what are you going to do with them?”

“What do you mean, what am I going to do with them? Put them in the window,
make wreaths. This is Christmas, for Chrissake.”

He turned his back on her and stared at his sign. She came over and stood beside

him. He began the N. As he completed the downstroke, his elbow touched her side,
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she was standing that close.
“When are you coming home?” she asked softly, for the first time acting like

there was a third person in the room.

“What time is it now?”

“A little after nine.”

“I don’t see how I can get away before eleven. I have to finish this sign.”

“It’s almost done now.”

“I have to finish the sign; then I thought the kid and I would hang it. And then
there are other things to do. It piles up. I’ll try to make it by eleven —

“Roy, really.”

“I’ll try to make it by eleven, but I can’t guarantee it. I’'m sorry, honey, but
Simmons is on my neck all the time. What the hell: ’'m getting time and a half.”

She was silent while he put the serifs on the N. “So I suppose there’s no point in
my waiting around here,” she said at last.

The N looked fine. In fact, the entire sign was more than passable. He was rather
proud of himself, that he hadn’t let her showing up rattle him.

“I’ll see you around eleven,” Maureen said. “I’ll keep awake if I can.” She was
putting on her raincoat.

“Here, let me walk you out.”

“Oh, no.” She lifted a long pale sarcastic palm. “Don’t let me disturb you. Time
and a half, you know. I can flounder out on my own.”

Roy decided, seeing the mood she was in, that it would be better to let her make
whatever point she thought she was making.

By way of patching things up, he watched her leave. He could tell from the
cocky, hollow-backed way she walked toward the door that she knew his eyes were
on her. Instead of passing by Jack’s bench, she paused and said, “Hello. What keeps
you up so late?”

Jack rolled his eyes toward the racks of freshly printed signs — $1.50 ea. $2.98
per pair; PRE-XMAS PANIC SALE; 100% Silk MEN’S TIES; Mixed

Unmentionables from 89¢. “Printing these.”
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“All those on this little thing?” Maureen touched the press. “Inky!”

She showed Jack the first and second fingers of her hand; each was tipped with a
crimson spot the size of a confetti bit. The kid poked around helplessly for a clean
rag. The best he could do was offer her a corner of his apron. “Thank you so much,”
she said, wiping her fingers slowly, thoroughly. At the door, she smiled and said “Ta-
ta, all,” to a point in the room midway between her husband and the boy.

Roy chose to paint the last letter, D, in Sky Blue again, the same as the initial T.
It would give the thing unity. As he formed the letter, first with the No. 9 brush, then
with the No. 2, he was aware of something out of place, something askew, in his
room, and with a section of his mind he tried to locate the trouble. This was a
mistake. When the letter was covered with Silverdust, Roy stepped back and saw that
he had botched it. The D was too plump, slightly out of scale and too close to the N.
It was nothing Simmons or anybody would notice — who looked at signs, anyway? —

but Roy knew it had been ruined, and now knew why. The kid had stopped whistling.

Task 1. You have read the story, will you say if the following statements are
true or false. Correct the wrong statements and prove your corrections. If the
statements are true find the facts to prove it. Use the following phrases to start your

answer:

In case you agree, say:

You are quite right...

| fully agree with you

I am of the same opinion...
There is something in what you say, but...
In case you disagree say:
I’m sorry to say, but...
Just the other way round...
Nothing of the kind...

Just the opposite...

Far from it...

You’ve got it all wrong...
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Christmas was over three weeks ago.
Roy worked late every evening only because he wanted to get more money.

Roy didn’t like rainy weather and was in a bad mood that night.

1
2
3
4. When working nights in his hot little room he felt exhausted and weary.
5. A high-school kid was hired by the store manager to help Roy every day.
6. His helper was fond of whistling. It was irritating and Roy often bowled the
0

7. The boy was impolite, unkind and vicious. He was an idle, indolent fellow.

8. Roy knew his room was only the boy’s kind of peace when he was standing
over there whistling, like he was a bird and this was a treetop. In this room Jack felt
free of care.

9. Roy liked the quiet, tranquil atmosphere of his room, his jars of poster
paints, his brushes. He enjoyed his work. He was precise about doing his work.

10. Roy wanted things to go well and he planned to try the Toy Department
sign in customary types.

11. He wanted his extra efforts to be appreciated.

12. He was going to try Old English capitals for his own pleasure and
satisfaction.

13. Roy found Jack’s whistling intolerable. He was sick and tired of it.

13. Jack didn’t pay attention to Roy’s words and demands.

14. Roy was not afraid of offending the boy. He couldn’t keep his temper.

15. Roy often behaved as if he was the boy’s father. The boy always obeyed
him.

16. Roy was a reserved man. He was scrupulous in his dress. It gave him an
agreeable packaged feeling.

17. The loud sounds of the radio made the kid stop whistling.

18. Maureen often came to see Roy. She liked to watch him working. She was
proud of him.

19. Maureen was annoyed and aggressive. She was in a bad mood.
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20. Maureen’s appearance and her showing up disturbed Roy and the boy as
well.

21. Roy showed his displeasure and dissatisfaction with Maureen’s aggression.

22. Maureen rebuked and lectured Roy for the mess, the wrong colours and other
little things. She disapproved of his work and choice.

23. She wanted to vent her spleen on Roy and make him feel small.

24. Roy made some attempts to calm Maureen. He managed to put Maureen at
her ease.

25. Roy lost his temper because of Maureen’s exasperation and her disrespect
for him

26. Maureen was kind to Jack. She was interested in his work and asked him
many questions about it. She was anxious to know him better.

27. Maureen left the room quite contented with the effect she had produced.

28. When Maureen had left the room Roy made a mistake. He was in despair
because he had spoiled the last letter and had done the work carelessly)

29. He failed to locate the trouble and understand what had been ruined.

30. The boy was not tense or frustrated. He was not moved by the occurrence.

31. The boy stopped whistling because Roy had made a mistake.

Task 2. Give English equivalents for the following word-combinations and
recall situations with them:

1. moYTH UaEaTBHBIN;, 2. HUKOTJA HE YyBCTBOBAJ CE0S TAKMM OTJOXHYBIIIHM ...;
3. IpUXOAWTH MO BedyepaM B paboune AHU; 4. N1 COOCTBEHHOTO YIOBOJICTBUS/
yJIOBJICTBOPCHUS; 5. HHKTO HE OICHUT JOMOJHUTEIbHBIC YCWIHS /cTapaHus; 6.
HAMETUJI HANpPABJSIIONINE JIMHUM W HApUCOBAJ KapaHAAloM OYKBBI; /. Korja He
UCIIOJIB30BAIaCh; 8. B MOPAAKE IBETOB PaayrH; 9. KOPOOKH C TBO3MISIMH M CKPEITKAMU;
10. ObITh B mpenenax gocaraemoctd; 11. 6e3 comHeHwus/0e3 kosieOanmii; 12. 6e3
npoxu; 13. TOCTaTOYHO BBIACHATHCS HA OeroM ¢oHe; 14. marnyn Ha3aj JOBOJILHBIM;
15. oH MOBEPHYJICA M MPHUCTAIBLHO MOCMOTpET Ha; 16. 3TO HE MPOU3BEIO HUKAKOTO

BIieyaTJieHus; 17. OH BBITIIAJEN UCIYTaHHBIM, 0€e33aluTHBIM; 18. oH cam j0oBen ceds
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JI0 TAaKOT'0 ITIOJIOJKEHHMS, I'Jle HMYEro He ocTaBajoch Kak ..., 19. ocraBp cebe; 20.
HEBE)KCCTBCHHBIN, HE0Opa3oBaHHBIN, 21. HAMEK OBLI CIIMIIKOM TOHKHM JUISI HETO;
22. mobyauth mapHs Oe3nenpbHUYATh; 23. B pa3ApakeHUW/B oTdasHuM; 24. s

notepsutach; 25. oH XMbIKHYIL, 26. [ToTpscTu/moaeprate; 27. Mumypa.

Task 3. Give Russian equivalents for the following word-combinations:

1. the radio was murmuring; 2. the engines were shuttling back and forth in the
Fourth Street freight yards; 3. he planned to try Old English capitals; 4. Roy dipped
the brush and touched it to the board; 5.The great crescent of the T went on without a
tremor; 6. With a No; 2 brush he added the hairlines; 7. He quickly sprinkled
Silverdust over the moist letter; 8. Get a reduction for quantity; 9. there’s no point in
my waiting around here; 10. he was aware of something out of place, something

askew; 11. he didn’t let her showing up rattle him.

Task 4. Give a good literary translation of the passage:

Washing both brushes, opening the jar labelled “Crimson,” Roy was conscious
of his hands. They were square and smooth, with dandified nails, and completely
clean, yet not so white that they could not take a flattering tan from the contrast with
the clean cuffs. The cuffs, folded back exactly twice and starched to about the
stiffness of thin cardboard, pressed lightly on the flats of his forearms and gave him
an agreeable packaged feeling. It was just as well he hadn’t bawled the kid out. Roy
knew it was only the boy’s kind of peace, standing over there whistling, playing with
type, his crusty apron snug around him, his can of salted peanuts and his pack of
Philip Morris beside him on the table, God knows what going on in his brain. The kid
smoked steadily. Once, when Roy asked Jack if he didn’t smoke too much, Jack had
said no, this was the only place he ever smoked, which was exactly the point, but Roy
let it drop. It wasn’t as if he was the kid’s father.
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Task 5. There are some adjectives to help you to describe people, their

behavior, character, mood, actions or atmosphere. Translate these adjectives into

Russian in written form.

Friendly:

1. kind 6. affectionate

2. amiable 7. genial

8. considerate 10.cordial

9. well- disposed 11.to be on friendly terms with
3. thoughtful 12.to be kind to

4. helpful 13.to be thoughtful of

5. devoted 14.to be well-disposed to

Translate into English using the words given above:

1. MbI ¢ HUM B JipykeckuX oTHomeHusax. 2. Ouu Bcerga 1o6pel ko MHE. 3. OH
OUYEHb JPYXeMtoOHbI yenoBek. 4. OHa OTHOCUTCA KO MHE OJarockjioHHo. 5. OHu
OuYeHb J00pble JIOAM M BCErna roTOBbl MOMOYb. 6. Mojoasle JIOIU JOJKHBI
3a00TUTHCS cTapuKaxX. 7. Y MEHs €CTh HeCKOJIBKO IIpeAaHHbIX apy3ei. 8. Ero orerr —
no0ponyIIHbIA cTapuK. 9. S MOMHIO €ro cepieyHbli mpueM BO BpeMs HAIlEro

IMOCJICAHCTO BU3HUTA K HCMY.

Hostile:
unfriendly
unkind
ill-disposed
incompatible
cold
malevolent

malicious

©© N o g Bk~ W DN PE

malignant
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Translate into Russian these examples:

1. He expressed his hostile opinions on our plans. 2. His attitude to me was

almost hostile. 3. He often makes silly and unkind remarks. 4. The receptionist was

ill- disposed towards us. 5. We were invited but found a cold reception. 6. She gave

me a cold look. 7. His face was malevolent. 8. She was malicious to me. 9. Who

spreads this malicious gossip? 10. | felt his malignant glance with my back.

Polite:

N o g bk~ D e

courteous

well- mannered
thankful
respectful
tactful
considerate

unassuming

Translate into Russian:

He is very polite to his superiors but malicious to the colleagues. He is respectful

to his parents. She is respectful of traditions. I’'ll drop him a tactful hint. The tactful

thing would have been not to say anything. He was very considerate to her parents

Rough:

1.

2. discourteous
3. inconsiderate
4.
3)

. disrespectful

rude

arrogant

Translate into Russian:

© 0 N o

impolite
abusive
peremptory

to be short with smb

1. It is rude to stare at people. 2.He paid no attention to her rude remarks. 3. It is

most inconsiderate of him to act that way. 4. She was arrogant and disrespectful to
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her husband. 5. It was very impolite of her to ask this question. 6.0ur work was
interrupted by her peremptory arrival. 7. He was short with his children. 8. He was
self-respecting and respectful to other people. 9.They are persons of incompatible
temper. 10. He is sparing of words. 11. She likes to be alone and does not talk much
to other people. She is aloof. 12. She is of a solitary disposition. 13. She was a silent
girl, cool and aloof. 14. The teacher should be strict or forbearing depending on the
situation. 15. He does not wish to be noticed by other people. Unassuming is the right

word expressing his feature.

Task 6. Answer the Questions:

1. What was the weather like when the events happened? How is the description
of the weather and the department store related to the plot of the story? What does
the story begin with?

2. Why does the author describe Roy’s little room and his work so thoroughly,
mentioning many details and little things? Did it help you understand Roy’ s
personality and disposition? What kind of man was Roy?

3. Do you think Roy’s life was commonplace or outstanding? Do you think he
could be proud of his life? Was he disappointed with his life and work? Explain your
answer.

4. How would you characterize the relationship between Roy and Jack? What
did the young boy experience when he was in Roy’s room?

5. What feelings was Maureen guided by when she came to see Roy? What was
the reason for her visit?

6. Why was Roy surprised to see Maureen in his room?

7. How did she behave? How does Maureen’s behaviour characterize her?

8. Why did Maureen turn against Roy? In your opinion, what could cause an

estrangement between Roy and Maureen.
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9. How did the situation change when Maureen appeared? How did Maureen
express her disapproval to Roy’s work? Can you prove that her behaviour was an
affront to his pride, and that it was humiliating for him?

10. What attempts did Roy make to calm Maureen?

11. What did Maureen ruin? How did you understand it?

Task 7. Discussion.

1. Can you identify whether a person is positive or negative at first sight?
Which things are important to you to make a judgment about a person: voice,
gestures, facial expression, language or something else?

2. What do you do when somebody tries to manipulate you, to throw you off
balance and tries your patience?

3. What kind of person are you? What behaviour hurts your feelings?

Task 8.

1. Discuss the title of the story. How does it fit the plot of the story?
2. Give a summary of the story.

3. Describe Roy’s and the boy’s feelings after Maureen’s departure.
4. Judging by actions and words give a character sketch of:

A. Roy.

B. Jack

C. Maureen.
Task 9. Retell the story as if you were:

A. Roy
B. Maureen
C. Jack

What is the message of the story?
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THE USE OF FORCE
William Carlos Williams (1883-1963)

They were new patients to me, all | had was the name, Olson. Please come down as
soon as you can, my daughter is very sick.

When | arrived | was met by the mother, a big startled looking woman, very
clean and apologetic who merely said, Is this the doctor? and let me in. In the back,
she added. You must excuse us, doctor, we have her in the kitchen where it is warm. |

t is very damp here sometimes.

The child was fully dressed and sitting on her father's lap near the Kkitchen table.
He tried to get up, but I motioned for him not to bother, took off my overcoat and
started to look things over. | could see that they were all very nervous, eyeing me up
and down distrustfully. As often, in such cases, they weren't telling me more than
they had to, it was up to me to tell them; that's why they were spending three dollars
on me.

The child was fairly eating me up with her cold, steady eyes, and no expression
to her face whatever. She did not move and seemed, inwardly, quiet; an unusually
attractive little thing, and as strong as a heifer in appearance. But her face was
flushed, she was breathing rapidly, and | realized that she had a high fever. She had
magnificent blonde hair, in profusion. One of those picture children often reproduced
in advertising leaflets and the photogravure sections of the Sunday papers.

She's had a fever for three days, began the father and we don't know what it
comes from. My wife has given her things, you know, like people do, but it don't do
no good. And there's been a lot of sickness around. So we tho't you'd better look her
over and tell us what is the matter.

As doctors often do | took a trial shot at it as a point of departure. Has she had a
sore throat?

Both parents answered me together, No . . . No, she says her throat don't hurt

her.
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Does your throat hurt you? added the mother to the child. But the little girl's
expression didn't change nor did she move her eyes from my face.

Have you looked?

| tried to, said the mother, but | couldn't see.

As it happens we had been having a number of cases of diphtheria in the school
to which this child went during that month and we were all, quite apparently, thinking
of that, though no one had as yet spoken of the thing.

Well, | said, suppose we take a look at the throat first. I smiled in my best
professional manner and asking for the child's first name | said, come on, Mathilda,
open your mouth and let's take a look at your throat.

Nothing doing.

Aw, come on, | coaxed, just open your mouth wide and let me take a look. Look,
| said opening both hands wide, | haven't anything in my hands. Just open up and let
me see.

Such a nice man, put in the mother. Look how kind he is to you. Come on, do
what he tells you to. He won't hurt you.

At that | ground my teeth in disgust. If only they wouldn't use the word "hurt™ |
might be able to get somewhere. But I did not allow myself to be hurried or disturbed
but speaking quietly and slowly | approached the child again.

As | moved my chair a little nearer suddenly with one catlike movement both her
hands clawed instinctively for my eyes and she almost reached them too. In fact she
knocked my glasses flying and they fell, though unbroken, several feet away from me
on the kitchen floor.

Both the mother and father almost turned themselves inside out in
embarrassment and apology. You bad girl, said the mother, taking her and shaking
her by one arm. Look what you've done. The nice man . . .

For heaven's sake, | broke in. Don't call me a nice man to her. I'm here to look at
her throat on the chance that she might have diphtheria and possibly die of it. But
that's nothing to her. Look here, | said to the child, we're going to look at your throat.
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You're old enough to understand what I'm saying. Will you open it now by yourself
or shall we have to open it for you?

Not a move. Even her expression hadn't changed. Her breaths however were
coming faster and faster. Then the battle began. | had to do it. | had to have a throat
culture for her own protection. But first | told the parents that it was entirely up to
them. | explained the danger but said that | would not insist on a throat examination
so long as they would take the responsibility.

If you don't do what the doctor says you'll have to go to the hospital, the mother
admonished her severely.

Oh yeah? | had to smile to myself. After all, | had already fallen in love with the
savage brat, the parents were contemptible to me. In the ensuing struggle they grew
more and more abject, crushed, exhausted while she surely rose to magnificent
heights of insane fury of effort bred of her terror of me.

The father tried his best, and he was a big man but the fact that she was his
daughter, his shame at her behavior and his dread of hurting her made him release her
just at the critical times when | had almost achieved success, till | wanted to kill him.
But his dread also that she might have diphtheria made him tell me to go on, go on
though he himself was almost fainting, while the mother moved back and forth
behind us raising and lowering her hands in an agony of apprehension.

Put her in front of you on your lap, | ordered, and hold both her wrists.

But as soon as he did the child let out a scream. Don't, you're hurting me. Let go
of my hands. Let them go I tell you. Then she shrieked terrifyingly, hysterically. Stop
it! Stop it! You're killing me!

Do you think she can stand it, doctor! said the mother.

You get out, said the husband to his wife. Do you want her to die of diphtheria?

Come on now, hold her, | said.

Then | grasped the child's head with my left hand and tried to get the wooden
tongue depressor between her teeth. She fought, with clenched teeth, desperately! But
now | also had grown furious--at a child. I tried to hold myself down but | couldn't. |
know how to expose a throat for inspection. And I did my best. When finally I got the
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wooden spatula behind the last teeth and just the point of it into the mouth cavity, she
opened up for an instant but before | could see anything she came down again and
gripping the wooden blade between her molars she reduced it to splinters before |
could get it out again.

Aren't you ashamed, the mother yelled at her. Aren't you ashamed to act like that
in front of the doctor?

Get me a smooth-handled spoon of some sort, | told the mother. We're going
through with this. The child's mouth was already bleeding. Her tongue was cut and
she was screaming in wild hysterical shrieks. Perhaps | should have desisted and
come back in an hour or more. No doubt it would have been better. But | have seen at
least two children lying dead in bed of neglect in such cases, and feeling that | must
get a diagnosis now or never | went at it again. But the worst of it was that | too had
got beyond reason. | could have torn the child apart in my own fury and enjoyed it. It
was a pleasure to attack her. My face was burning with it.

The damned little brat must be protected against her own idiocy, one says to
one's self at such times. Others must be protected against her. It is a social necessity.
And all these things are true. But a blind fury, a feeling of adult shame, bred of a
longing for muscular release are the operatives. One goes on to the end.

In a final unreasoning assault | overpowered the child's neck and jaws. | forced
the heavy silver spoon back of her teeth and down her throat till she gagged. And
there it was--both tonsils covered with membrane. She had fought valiantly to keep
me from knowing her secret. She had been hiding that sore throat for three days at
least and lying to her parents in order to escape just such an outcome as this.

Now truly she was furious. She had been on the defensive before but now she
attacked. Tried to get off her father's lap and fly at me while tears of defeat blinded

her eyes.
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Task 2. Give Russian equivalents for the following and recall situations
with them:
1. a big startled looking woman, very clean and apologetic; 2. | motioned for him not
to bother they were eyeing me up and down distrustfully. 3. She did not move and
seemed, inwardly, quiet; an unusually attractive little thing; 4. | ground my teeth in
disgust; 5. | approached the child again; 6. | had to have a throat culture for her own
protection; 7. Both the mother and father almost turned themselves inside out in
embarrassment and apology; 8. they would take the responsibility; 9. the mother
admonished her severely; 10. In the ensuing struggle they grew more and more
abject, crushed, exhausted; 11. his dread made him tell me to go on though he
himself was almost fainting; 12. the mother was raising and lowering her hands in an
agony of apprehension; 13. she shrieked terrifyingly, hysterically; 14. Perhaps |
should have desisted; 15. | too had got beyond reason; 16. She must be protected
against her own idiocy; 17. It is a social necessity; 18. unreasoning assault; 19. She

had fought valiantly to keep me from knowing her secret.

Task 3. Answer the questions:

What was the condition of the parents on the arrival of the doctor?
How did the child look by appearance?

How did the child behave with the doctor?

Why did the doctor call the girl by her first name?

Why did the parents keep the child in the kitchen?

Why did the parents rebuke the little girl?

How did the doctor threaten the sick child?

What revealed that she was rebellious, stubborn, disobedient and spoiled?

© © N o g &~ w b E

Why was the girl not willing to cooperate with the doctor?

| —
©

How did the doctor succeed in examining the sick child?
11. What worsened the situation and forced the doctor to take cautious measures

aggressively?
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12. Did his actions lead you to believe that this man finds pleasure in pain? Why?
Why not?

13. How do you interpret the use of force in this situation?

14. The doctor saved the young girl through inappropriate manners, didn’t he?

15. What was more important for him at that moment: the destruction of his career
or the young girl’s life?

16. What was the girl’s secret? Why didn’t she tell her parents and the doctor the
truth?

Task 4. Give a summary of the story.
Narrate the story as if:
1. you were the girl

2. the girl’s parents

Task 5. Give a character sketch of:

1. the doctor
2. thegirl
3. the girl’s parents

Discussion

1. Discuss the title of the story. Does it fit the plot of the story?

2. What is the message of the story?

3. Under what circumstances can the use of force be justified?

4. Should the professional aspect or one’s personal reasoning of a job be put
beforenand? Explain your opinion.

5. Did you like the story? Give your reasons.

6. Would you like to read some other stories by the author? Why/why not?
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SECRET TERROR
Pete Johnson
I've never met you but | know this about you: you're terrified of something. It's
no use denying it. Everyone is. My mum, for instance, is terrified of intruders. That's
why our doors are decorated with a whole variety of locks and chains. There's even a
peephole so you can stare at whoever's out there, undetected.

But no lock can stop the intruder | fear. This intruder comes and goes as it
pleases. And when it moves, no boards creak under its tread. There's not even the
whisper of a sound to alert you where it is.

| can't remember a time when | didn't fear it. But then | was always a very
nervous girl. Especially in those years before | went to school. For no one had
realized then how short-sighted | was, nor that | was living in a world which was
permanently out of focus. It was as if everything was being reflected through one of
those distorting mirrors, the ones which twist you into something hideous.

My eyes were as crazy as those mirrors and as treacherous. And then, when |
was four, | was suddenly left alone in the house. Mum had been rowing with Dad on
the phone (a strange, whispered row) and then she'd rushed out saying, 'I'll only be a
minute.'

But she was gone for much longer than that. And | sat in the lounge, cold and
tired and afraid. What if Mum didn't come back? What if no one came back? Then |
saw something new in the room: a small dark shape, blurred and mysterious. And
then, the dark shape ran across the room.

| don't think I'll ever forget the speed with which it ran or its sudden, jerky
movements. And before | knew what was happening it was on me, crawling over my
feet. | screamed even though the house was empty. And finally my screams were so
piercing a neighbour charged in through the back door. Then my mum returned and, a
bit later, the doctor came too, because | couldn't stop shivering. He said | was in a

state of shock. Well, why wouldn't I be? A lump of dust had turned into a spider.
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That was how | overcame all my objections to wearing glasses. | had to know if
lurking in the darkest shadows was another spider. At least, armed with my glasses, |
could now identify my enemy.

Except when | was in bed at night. One time | saw a spider climbing across my
bedroom ceiling. At once | called for my mum. She couldn't see it and said | was
letting my imagination run away with me. But she didn't look for very long. And
afterwards | thought, what if the spider is still somewhere in my room, nicely
camouflaged for now, but later... later when I'm asleep it could scurry out of the
darkness and continue its climb and perhaps even drop off the ceiling — spiders often
do that — and on to my bed. And I'd never know. I'd only feel it as it crawled up my
neck and on to my face. To wake up and feel its spindly legs scuttling over your face
— | can't think of a worse terror.

| remember one evening when | was watching a James Bond film round at a
friend's house: the one where a tarantula crawls over Bond and he has to just lie there,
sweating like crazy, until the thing moves off him. And | was horror-struck, not at the
prospect of the tarantula biting him, but because he had to stay completely still while
a giant spider crawled over him.

| just ran out of the house. My friend's mum rang home and unfortunately, my
new stepfather answered. And after hearing about this incident, my vile stepfather
decided he'd prove to me that spiders can't do any harm. So one evening, just as | was
finishing drying the dishes, he suddenly yelled, 'Catch, Clare," and threw a spider
right at me. Even now | can taste the utter panic and terror | felt then. My mum said
the spider had never actually landed on me but no one was really sure where it went.
It seemed to just disappear. For days, weeks afterwards I'd wake up convinced the
spider was still somewhere on my body.

Happily my stepfather left us shortly afterwards and was replaced later by a
stepfather | call Roger, who, whenever | sighted a spider, understood that he had to
search properly for it everywhere. No, both he and my mum were very sympathetic.

Although occasionally | could see them looking at me questioningly. And | knew
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they were wondering, is she just putting all this on to gain attention? But something,
perhaps something in my eyes, always stopped them accusing me of faking.

As | got older, into my teens, my fear of spiders remained. Only now my
reaction to the spiders scared me almost as much as the spiders themselves. For |
couldn't seem able to control this fear. And | did try.

| sat down and tried to analyse what it was about spiders | hated so much. Was it
their very thin legs or squelchy bodies? Or the fact that they were boneless? (I
sometimes wonder how | know all this when I've never got that near to one, nor can
even bear to look at one.) For some unknown reason it seems to be only spiders that
inspire such blind terror in me.

More recently, some friends tried a kind of aversion therapy on me. They kept
emphasizing the positive side of spiders. They told me how good spiders were at
catching flies, for instance. And flies spread diseases, unlike spiders. So really,
spiders are protecting us from diseases.

Someone even tried to make me feel sorry for spiders. "Think,' she said. "That
spider you killed was probably a parent and now his poor baby spiders are fatherless
or motherless. Next time you see a spider, think of its children.’

But I knew | could no more think of a spider as a parent, than | could an evil
spirit. Yet | pretended to go along with it, for I was becoming more and more
ashamed of my fear. And although no one ever said anything, | knew what they were
thinking: fancy being scared of spiders at her age! And the fact that this fear never
left me made it more and more sinister. Was there some deep, dark reason for it?
Freud would probably say it pointed to some kind of sexual hangup. Or perhaps | was
just plain neurotic.

Besides, being scared of spiders was such a girly thing. And | am, | suppose, a
semi-feminist. I've certainly always despised women who jump on tables and chairs
and scream loudly if they see a mouse. Yet, to other people, | must seem as moronic.
That's why | tried to bury my fear away. | stopped talking about it and oddly enough |
stopped seeing spiders, too. So everyone gradually forgot about it. Even my mum
assumed it had vanished away as childhood fears often do.
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Then one evening, shortly after my sixteenth birthday, my mum and Roger went
out to a dinner-dance. And they were staying at the hotel overnight so they could both
drink and make merry (though they never told me that was the reason). I'd originally
planned to have some friends visit but | was still getting over flu, so | said I'd just
have a bath and an early night instead.

My mum left me a list of instructions headed by, 'Lock yourself in and keep the
chain on the door'. And before | took my bath I did just that, even checking the locks
on the windows. There's something about being in the bath that makes you feel
especially vulnerable, isn't there?

Then | went upstairs. | was already a bit drowsy and my head felt heavy. |
decided I'd only have a quick bath tonight. But first I'd lie down on my bed for a
minute.

When | woke up the room was covered in darkness. It was two o'clock. I'd slept
for nearly four hours. And now it felt all stuffy. | had this full throbbing pain in my
head. | bet | wouldn't get off to sleep again for ages. So | decided the best thing
would be to have my bath now. | wouldn't stay in the bath long, just long enough for
that lovely, tired feeling baths always give me to soak in.

| put on my robe, went into the bathroom, switched on the light and put on the
wall heater. The bathroom window's made of pebbled glass, so all I could see was the
night's darkness, transformed into something strange and distorted. But | could also
hear the rain pattering against the glass and the wind whistling tunelessly. A cold,
unfriendly night. A night to sleep through.

| bent down just to test the water was hot enough; I hate lukewarm baths. |
stretched my hand out and then shrank back in terror.

I'd almost touched it. If I'd put my hand down just a couple of centimetres more
| would have touched it. | would have touched the largest black spider I'd ever seen.
Gr?

For a moment | stood completely still, numb with disbelief. | hadn't seen a
spider for months, years. I'd assumed they'd disappeared from my life now, and their

terror couldn't reach me anymore. For | was sixteen, an adult. But as | backed out of
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the bathroom and into my bedroom | felt myself dwindling away into a small,
terrified girl again. Had | really just seen a spider? Or was my flu making me
hallucinate? For that spider was so huge it could only have jumped out of one of my
nightmares. For years it had hidden itself in the darkest corners of my mind just
waiting to come back, stronger than ever, to possess me.

No. Stop. | had to try and be rational about this. Just how had the spider got into
the bath? I'd always assumed its only way into the bath was through the drainpipe.
That's why every morning I'd check the plug was in the bath. I did it without thinking,
a kind of reflex act, like locking the front door after you. So it can't have got in that
way.

Well then, it must have just dropped into the bath from the window ledge.
Unless — | suddenly remembered Mum had had a bath just before she went out. And
I'm sure she left a towel hanging over the edge of the bath, something | would never
ever do.

Any second it could climb out of that bath again, down the towel and start
running — where? Any second it could scuttle under the bathroom door and into my
bedroom. Any second. And there was nothing | could do. Unless | got someone to
kill it.

| scrambled into my jeans, then immediately hurled them off again. A spider
could be lying somewhere in there. They often crawl into clothes. | shook the jeans
hard. Then | got dressed again and rushed downstairs. My plan was to charge into the
street and call for help. But even as | stared at the chains | heard Mum's voice, 'The
world's full of murderers and rapists,’ and saw the newspaper articles she was always
showing me of girls attacked at night. | swayed backwards.

For a moment | felt as if | was going to pass out. Flu does that to you. It creeps
back on you again when you're least expecting it. No, | couldn't go out there. But |
could ring someone for help, couldn't 1?7 Like Alison, my best friend. She'd
understand. She knows how much | fear spiders. Well, she did.

Her phone rang for ages and | was about to put it down when | heard her mother

say, 'Yes?'



83

'Hello,' I said. I didn't know how to begin.

'‘Who is this? You've woken the whole house up.' Her voice was ice, a block of
ice. And | knew | couldn't explain anything to that voice.

However, talking to a voice several degrees below freezing did help me in a
way. For as I clicked the phone down, | suddenly had an idea. Something I could do
alone. And for the first time that evening | even released a grim smile.

The terror was still there. But | was struggling to the surface of it now. |
marched back upstairs and | stood outside the bathroom door. Then | thought, what if
the spider's not in the bath anymore? What if it's... I swatted these fears away. There
was a good chance the spider was still in the bath. After all, spiders can sit motionless
in the same spot for hours. And if it wasn't in the bath any more — well, at least I'd
know.

| banged open the bathroom door, the way Mum did years ago when she thought
she heard intruders downstairs. And | was about to switch the light on — when |
remembered what a mistake that could be. Insects are drawn to the light. And I didn't
want the spider suddenly to start moving about. Not now.

| crept towards the bath. It was pitch dark in there, just as if the whole room was
held beneath the spider's shadow. And there it was, so nearly camouflaged beneath its
giant shadow and so completely still that you'd never know it was there. But | knew. |
could almost hear it breathing.

Yet, soon, very soon, this spider will terrify me no longer.

First, I slowly and carefully took the towel off the bath. Next, I switched the hot-
water tap full on. The water gushed out fiercely, quickly filling the bath. And all of a
sudden the spider was moving. It was trying to scramble out of the bath. Almost
instinctively | backed away. But the water was too fast for it. It could only bob along
on the side of the bath. And then it started shrinking into a ball, until finally it looked
exactly like what I'd first mistaken it for all those years ago — a large speck of dust. It
was disappearing now, becoming smaller and smaller. | edged closer to the bath.
Were its legs falling off? | think they were. There were little black specks in the bath

now, anyway. Afterwards | really would have to clean that bath out.
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| turned away. Now | could almost smell the spider's decomposing body. There
was a horrible dank smell in here, just as if I were in an old case full of rotting... |
turned back. I didn't need to look at the spider now. It would be no more than a black
speck. I unplugged the water. And now the water will carry it away forever. I listened
to the water gurgling out. Tonight it seemed a friendly, reassuring sound reminding
me of bathtimes with warm radiators and Mum calling, 'Now dry yourself properly.
You'll get rheumatism if you rush your drying.' How safe | felt then. If only I could
go back. If only I wasn't awake now.

| darted a glance at the spider, then I gaped in disbelief. The spider was moving.
It started unfurling itself like a tiny ball of wool, growing bigger and bigger. It hadn't
drowned at all. Once again it had cheated me. Once again it had won.

It was scuttling about in the bath now, quickly, and confidently, while | raced
around the bathroom too, desperately trying to think what to do next. My head felt
hot and throbbing. I should be in bed, resting. But how can | rest when this thing is
roaming about the house? | looked at my watch. Only half-past two. Hours and hours
yet before morning. Oh, what could | do?

Suddenly | charged downstairs. | had one last desperate plan. | ran into the
kitchen and filled two jugs so full of water I spilt half on the way up the stairs again.

| picked up my first jug and let the water tumble out behind the spider. My idea
was that the force of the water would push the spider down the plug hole. And it
worked. Partly. The water carried the spider about half-way down the bath. So
straightaway | poured the second jugful behind the spider, which was by now tightly
curled up in a ball. And the water forced it right up to the hole. One more jugful
should send it hurtling down the plug hole.

But then | remembered something. In a lot of drains there's a little ledge where
spiders sit waiting to come back again. | imagined that spider unfurling itself and then
sneaking back into the bathroom again. Once more | started shaking but this time
more with anger. | didn't want this fear any more. But | couldn't lose it. Perhaps I'd

never lose it.
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Yes, | could. Suddenly I flung open the bathroom window, pulled off about half
a metre of loo paper and scooped up the spider. | did all this in about ten seconds flat,
moving as if I'd been pushed into the wrong speed.

'Hold in there,' | said to myself. 'All you have to do now is throw the thing out of
the window.' | took careful aim, holding the paper right by my ear, as I'm not a very
good shot, while furiously crunching the paper tighter and tighter. Then | hurled the
loo paper right out of the window and watched it plunge on to the back garden like
some deformed kite. Tomorrow, no doubt, my stepdad would want to know why
there was a roll of toilet paper on the back garden. | found myself smiling. Who cared
about that! I was free of it at last. |1 was free. | even started feeling a bit proud of
myself.

Soon | was too exhausted to stay awake very long. | crashed out on the top of
my bed and immediately | was asleep and dreaming of a dead bird. | had seen it one
morning on the road, lying there all shrivelled up. But that was years ago. | was at
primary school. Yet, here it was again. Did nothing ever get lost?

And then I saw something crawling out of the bird's eye...

It was such a relief to wake up, even though | was sweating like crazy and | had
this strange tickling sensation in my hair.

| was still half asleep, wasn't I, tasting the last moments of my nightmare? How
could anything be in my hair? Unless... An image flashed through my mind of me
holding the loo roll just under my ear, close enough for something to spring on to my
face and...

And | started to scream. And soon | heard people hammering on the front door
calling my name, just like they had all those years before. Only this time they'd never
be able to get in. This time no one can help me.

And then | felt a strange tickling sensation creeping down my face.

Task 1. Will you prepare a report about Pete Johnson: his life and work.
Task 2. Give Russian equivalents for the following word-combinations and

learn them:
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It’s no use denying it; to be terrified of intruders; to stare at smb undetected; to

be short-sighted; to be out of focus; distorting mirrors; sudden, jerky movements;

a lump of dust; to overcome one’s objections to doing smth; to let one’s imagination

run away; to be horror-struck; to search properly for smth; to try a kind of aversion

therapy on smb.; to spread diseases; to pretend to do; shortly after smth; throbbing

pain; to shrink back in terror; to be rational about; a speck of dust; to be a relief to

do smth; to release a grim smile.

Task 3. Match the words and expressions with the correct definitions:

a peephole
hideous

to shrink
treacherous

to charge into

at the prospect of
to be sympathetic
to sight smth
moronic

to stand / to be numb with disbelief

a. very ugly, or frightening in appearance
b. dangerous and likely to betray

c. asmall hole in a door, wall that you can see
through

d. smth that you expect or know is going to
happen in future

e. to see smb or smth suddenly or in the
distance

f. very stupid

g. to be unable to react or to show emotions
because of extreme shock

h. to move somewhere quickly and carelessly

I. to show that you understand someone’s
problems

J. to get smaller

Task 4. Questions on comprehension:

1. Why were the doors of the girl’s house decorated with a whole variety of

locks and chains?

2. Why did the girl think that no lock can stop the intruder?
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3. Why was the girl living in a world which was permanently out of focus?

4. How old was the girl when she was suddenly left alone in the house? How
did it happen?

5. What scared her? What did she see in the room?
6. Why couldn't she stop shivering? What did the doctor say?
7. What made her overcome the objections to wearing glasses?

8. What was her worst terror at night? Why did she let her imagination run
away with her?

9. In what way did her stepfather decide to prove to her that spiders can't do any
harm? What did the girl feel then?

10. Why did spiders inspire such blind terror in her?

11. How did the girl’s parents and friends try to help her? What kind of therapy
did they try on her? What did they want to convince her of?

12.How old was the girl when her fears came back? How did it happen? How
did she struggle with her fear? Why did she even start feeling proud of herself?

13. How did the girl realise that her fears had not vanished? What made her feel
more dead than alive?

Task 5. Grammar. Study the pattern and translate the sentences into English

Pattern 1: to see / feel/ hear/ watch smb doing — BuaeTh Kak KTO-TO JieiaeT

One time | saw a spider climbing across my bedroom ceiling — kak To pa3 s

BUJIEJIA, KaK IayK I10JI3 Y MEHS O MOTOJKY
1. 4 cnplmian, 4To Jr01d KOJIOTAT B MOIO ABEPh U HA3BIBAIOT MOE UMSI.
2. 5l Morna ciplaTh, Kak KTO-TO ABIIIAT B 3TOW COBEPIIIEHHO TEMHOW KOMHATE.

3.5 dyBcTBOBaNa, Kak CHOBa NPEBpAllalOCh B MaJICHbKYIO, HCIYTaHHYIO

JICBOUKY.
4. OH Ha0r0/1aJ1, KaK KpacUBbIE BO3IYIITHBIC 3MEH JIETAJI B CHHEM Heoe.

5. /leBouka caiplinana, Kak €€ poJUTENN CCOPUIINCH B Caly.
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6. S caymana, kak nryMut/ OyabKaeT/ CIMBaeTCsl BOJA.

Pattern 2: 1It’s no use doing it — HeT cMbIC/Ia 3TO JIE/aTh.

1. Het cMbicna copamuBaTh ero 00 3ToM guibMe. OH ero He BUJEIL.

2. He nmeet cMpicia exaTh Ty/a Ha Takcu. Bel ObicTpee qo0epeTech Ha METPO.
3. Her cmpbicia 3BoHUTS el ceiiuac. OHa Ha ypoKe.

4. He umeeT cmbiciia TOPONUTHCSA. MBI y)Ke OMo3/1anu Ha MOoe3/I.

5. Her cmbicna mokynaTh OuieTsl 3apaHee. Mbl MOXEM KYNHTh UX B JHOOOM

MOMEHT.
6. He umeeT cmbicna oTpuniaTh (hakThl.
Pattern 3: to make smb do smth

My friends even tried to make me feel sorry for spiders — mou apy3bs gaxe

INBITAJIUCH 3aCTaBUTh MCH: UCIIBITBIBATD KAJIOCTD K IIayKaM.

There's something about being in the bath that makes you feel especially
vulnerable, isn't there?

1. JleBouka Obla OJU30PYKOM U POJIUTENH 3aCTABIISIIN €€ HOCUTD OUKHU.
2. Huyero u HUKTO HE MOT 3aCTaBUTh PEOCHKA BOWTH B TEMHYIO KOMHATY.
3. Uto 3acraBuio TeOs cka3aTh HElpaBay?

4. Yyeba He naBanach eid. OHa coxkasiesna, 4TO POJAUTENIN 3aCTaBIIIH €€

IMOCTYIIUTH B 9TOT HHCTUTYT.

5. Jlaxxe B KpOILIEYHBIX MayKaX €CTh YTO-TO MYTAOIIEE, YTO 3aCTABIISET JIFOAEH

004TbCS X U YYBCTBOBATh C€0sl ySA3BUMBIMHU.

6. Mama 3acTaBujia MEHS BBIITUTH JalmKy ropsa4ero MoJioKa 1 MOWTH CIIaTh.

Task 6. Find English equivalents for the following words and word-

combinations. Use them in your own sentences.

1. ObITh B y>Kace OT 3JI0yMbIIUIEHHUKOB/ B3JIOMILIUKOB; 2. pa3HOOOpa3HbIe 3aMKHU

U LENOYKH; 3. KpuBbIE 3€pKajla MPEBpAIIAlOT Bac BO UYTO TO
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KOBapHOE/IpeiaTenbcKkoe; 4. BHE3alHble, PE3KUE IBUKEHUS; 5. MPOH3UTEIbHBIN
KpHUK; 6. s MOTJIa OIPEEIUTh MOETO Bpara; 7. OH OpOCHJI ayka Ha MEHsI; OH MOXKET
BBICKOYHUTH U3 TEMHOTBHI; 8. rpyObIil /Mep3kuil oTuuM; 9. MOTy4UTH
BHMMaHue; 10. mayku BCeJsIOT B MEHS JUKUWA yxac; l1. g4 Bcerma mpesupaiia
KEHIINH, KOTOPHIE MPBITAIOT HA CTOJ MPH BHJIC MBIMHK; 12. 9yTh Temwias/ OCTHIBIIAS
Boja; 13. coHHBIW/ Bsutblid; 14. cTpalHbIii COH/ KomMap; 15. cBET IMpUTATHUBACT
HACEKOMBIX; 16. OBIJIO COBEpIICHHO TEeMHO/ ObUTa HEmporJsigHas TbMa; 17. HEYTO

6pOI[I/IT 10 10MY,; IICKOTAThb.

Task 7. The author uses different words to describe FEAR. Translate the

sentences into Russian:

1. My mum, for instance, is terrified of intruders. 2. But no lock can stop the
intruder | fear. 3. | can't remember a time when | didn't fear spiders. 4. | sat in the
lounge, cold and tired and afraid. 5. To wake up and feel its spindly legs scuttling
over your face — | can't think of a worse terror. 6. | was horror-struck, not at the
prospect of the tarantula biting him, but because he had to stay completely still while
a giant spider crawled over him. 7. The terror was still there. But | was struggling to
the surface of it now. 8. This spider will terrify me no longer. 9. What if it's... |
swatted these fears away.10. | didn't want this fear any more. But | couldn't lose it.
Perhaps I'd never lose it. 11. She knows how much | fear spiders.12. But as | backed
out of the bathroom and into my bedroom | felt myself dwindling away into a small,
terrified girl again. 13. Besides, being scared of spiders was such a girly thing. 14. |
knew what they were thinking: fancy being scared of spiders at her age! 15. As | got
older, into my teens, my fear of spiders remained. Only now my reaction to the
spiders scared me almost as much as the spiders themselves. For | couldn't seem able
to control this fear. And I did try. 16. For some unknown reason it seems to be only
spiders that inspire such blind terror in me. 17. He suddenly yelled, 'Catch, Clare,’
and threw a spider right at me. Even now | can taste the utter panic and terror | felt

then. 18. There was a horrible dank smell in here, just as if | were in an old case full
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of rotting... 19. I bent down just to test the water was hot enough; I hate lukewarm

baths. | stretched my hand out and then shrank back in terror.

Language work

Fear (n) — 1. crpax, 6os3Hb: to feel ~ ; to arouse ~; to feel ~ for one’s safety;
to overcome ~; for ~of

2. oIlfaceHue, BEpOsATHOCTD (dero-1udo HeKENaTeIbHOTO).

Fearful — afearful glance/ a fearful earth-quake

She was fearful to offend him. The boys cast fearful glances at the teacher.
Scare (n) pa3r. — 1. BHE3aITHBIN UCITYT

2. IaHWKAa

3. to be scared of

Terror (n) — 1. yxac, terrified \ to be terrified\

terrible — a terrible weapon

terror-striken \ to be ~ oxBaueHHBII yX)acom the earthquake
was over, but the people were still terror — stricken.

Startle — HOBOCTb MOTpsiCa/ UCIyTaa ero;
a startled expression of the face
Alarm/ to be alarmed — onu ObUTH Cepbe3HO B3BOJHOBAHBI/ HCITyTaHbI

YPOBHEM paJHaliii B rOpoJe
Alarmed - she looked alarmed.
Frightened — When you were a child, were you frightened of the dark?

Horrible — The earthquake caused horrible devastation.

Task 8. Translate the sentences into English:

1. BbI Tak TUXO BOLUIM, 4TO S Hcmyrajack. 2. 5l He 6orock Mbleit. 3. HoBocTh
notpsicina/ ucnyrana ero. 4.0HM ObIIM CEPbE3HO B3BOJHOBAHBI/MCITYTaHbl YPOBHEM
pamuanuu Ha 3aBoge. 5. Kpbicel mpuBogsaT MeHs B yxkac. 6. E€ motpsacia

aBTOMOOHWJIbHASA aBapHsi, KOTOPYIO OHA BUEIA 10 Jopore nomoil. 7. Kaxercs, oHa He
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yMeeT KOHTPOJUPOBATh CBOM CcTpax. 8. BOATHCSA MayKoB M JATYLIEK — 3TO TakK IO
neBuaubu. 8. Bwl Oosiich TeMHOTHI B eTcTtBe? 9. [loapocTku ucmyraHHO CMOTPENIH
Ha nonwuieiickoro. 10. I3BepkeHue ByJKaHa NPEKPaTHWIOCh, HO JIOAU ObLIA
OXBAauU€HbI Y>KacoM IMOHUMAas, YTO OHO MOKET MOBTOPUTHCS B JIIOOOW MOMEHT U
MIPUYMHUTH ellle OoJiee cTpalHble paspymenus. 11. B atom paiioHe nBa roaa Haszan
IIPOU30ILIO CTPAIIHOE 3eMyIeTpsiceHre. 12. Buepa Mbl MOJYyYHIIA CTPALIHYIO BECTH O

€ro CMCPTH.
Run/ go/ move/ rush/ etc.

1. Mum had been rowing with Dad on the phone (a strange, whispered row) and
then she'd rushed out saying, 'I'll only be a minute.' 2. Then | saw something new in
the room: a small dark shape, blurred and mysterious. And then, the dark shape ran
across the room. 2. It was scuttling about in the bath now, quickly, and confidently,
while | raced around the bathroom too. 3. | saw something crawling out of the bird's
eye... 4. | imagined that spider unfurling itself and then sneaking back into the
bathroom again. 5. A spider could be lying somewhere in there. They often crawl

into clothes.

It is interesting to know what phobias exist. Here are some of them:

o 00s3Hb OCTHOCTH —  peniophobia
e (os3HB OoraTcTBa —  plutophobia
e 00s13Hb 00JIC3HU —  pathophobia
e crpax Opaka —  gamophobia
e (00s3Hb OBITH OrPabIICHHBIM —  sclerohpobia
e 00s3Hb Bpayei — latrophobia
e 00s3HBL rpOMa —  brontophobia
e (0Os3Hb MITYOWHBI —  bathophobia
e 0O0ATbCS JETeH —  pedophobia

e 0O0ATHCS 3HAHUU — gnosiophobia



® CTpax mepeja HHOCTPaHIaMH / —  Xenophobia

€3HaKOMIIaAMH —  musophobia

* GoasHE MummeH —  arachneophobia

* 0OsI3Hb AYKOB —  trisaidekaphobia

e 00s3Hb yncna 13 —  nyctophobia

e 0O0I3Hb TEMHOTHI

— ochlophobia

e QOS3HB TOJIIBI

Task 9. Discussion.

1. What did you think the story would be about when you read its title? Is it
appropriate to the story?

2. Can you provide an alternative ending for the story?

3. Many people like to watch horror films or read horror stories. What about
you? Why do you like or don’t like them?

4. What are our fears based on? What inspires fears in you? What are you
terrified of?

5. How do you manage to overcome fears?

6. What were you afraid of at an early age (as a child)? Have your childhood
fears vanished away? Which of your fears remain?

7. What role does the power of the imagination play in our fears?

8.  Why do people watch horror films or read horror stories?

92
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Pre-reading questions:
You are going to read a story written by one of the most famous science — fiction

writers.

1. Do you like science fiction?

2. What Russian and foreign science fiction writers do you know?
3. Who of them do you like most of all?
4

Why are people interested in science fiction?

THE LUCKIEST MAN IN THE WORLD
Robert Sheckley

I'm really amazingly well off down here. But you've got to remember that I'm a
fortunate person. It was sheer good luck that sent me to Patagonia. Not pull,
understand — no, nor ability. I'm a pretty good meteorologist, but they could have sent
a better one. I've just been extremely lucky to be in the right places at the right times.

It takes on an aspect of the fabulous when you consider that the army equipped
my weather station with just about every gadget known to man. Not entirely for me,
of course. The army had planned on setting up a base here. They got all the
equipment in, and then had to abandon the project.

| kept sending in my weather reports, though, as long as they wanted them.

But the gadgets! Science has always amazed me. I'm something of a scientist
myself, | suppose, but not a creative scientist, and that makes all the difference. You
tell a creative scientist to do something impossible, and he goes right ahead and does
it every time. It's awe-inspiring.

The way | see it, some general must have said to the scientists, "Boys, we've got
a great shortage of specialists, and no chance of replacing them. Their duties must be

performed by men who may often be completely unskilled. Sounds impossible, but
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what can you do about it?" And the scientists started to work in earnest, on all these
incredible books and gadgets.

For example, last week | had a toothache. At first | thought it was just the cold,
for it's still pretty cold down here, even with the volcanoes acting up. But sure
enough, it was a toothache. So | took out the dental apparatus, set it up, and read what
| was supposed to read. | examined myself and classified the tooth, the ache, the
cavity. Then I injected myself, cleaned the tooth out, and filled it. And dentists spent
years in school learning to do what | accomplished under pressure in five hours.

Take food now. I'd been getting disgustingly fat, because | had nothing to do but
send in the weather reports. But when | stopped doing that | started turning out meals
that the finest chefs in the world might well have envied. Cooking used to be an art,
but once the scientists tackled it, they made an exact science out of it.

| could go on for pages. A lot of the stuff they gave me | have no further use for,
because I'm all alone now. But anyone could be a competent, practicing lawyer with
the guides they give you. They're so arranged that anyone with average intelligence
can find the sections you have to master to successfully defend a case, and learn what
they mean in plain English.

No one has ever tried to sue me, because I've always been lucky. But | wish
someone would. I'd just like to try out those law books.

Building is another matter. When | first arrived here, | had to live in a quonset
hut. But | unpacked some of the marvellous building machines, and found materials
that anyone could work. I built myself a bombproof house of five rooms, with an
inlaid tile bathroom. It isn't real inlaid tile, of course, but it looks real enough, and is
amazingly simple to put down. The wall-to-wall carpeting goes down easily too, once
you've read up on it.

The thing that surprised me the most was the plumbing for my house. Plumbing
always seemed the most complicated thing in the world to me — more complicated
even than medicine or dentistry. But | had no trouble at all with it. Perhaps it wouldn't

seem too perfect by professional standards, but it satisfies me. And the series of
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filters, sterilizers, purifiers, fortifiers, and so on, gives me water free of even the
toughest germs. And | installed them all myself.

At times | get lonely down here, and there's not much the scientists can do about
that. There's no substitute for companionship. But perhaps if the creative scientists
had tried real hard they could have worked up something for isolated guys like me
just a little better than complete loneliness.

There aren't even any Patagonians around for me to talk to. They went North
after the tidal waves — the few who were left. And music isn't much good. But then,
I'm a person who doesn't too much mind being alone. Perhaps that's why they sent me
down here.

| wish there were some trees, though.

Painting! | forgot to mention painting! Everyone knows how complicated that
subject is. You have to know about perspective and line, color and mass, and | don't
know what else. You have to practically be a genius before you can get anything out
of it.

Now, | just select my brushes, set up my canvas, and | can paint anything that
appeals to me. Everything you have to do is in the book. The oils | have of sunsets
here are spectacular. They're good enough for a gallery. You never saw such sunsets!
Flaming colors, impossible shapes! It's all the dust in the air.

My ears are better, too. Didn't | say | was lucky? The eardrums were completely
shattered by the first concussion. But the hearing aid | wear is so small you can
hardly see it, and I can hear better than ever.

This brings me to the subject of medicine, and nowhere has science done a
better job. The book tells me what to do about everything. | performed an
appendectomy on myself that would have been considered impossible a few years
ago. | just had to look up the symptoms, follow the directions, and it was done. I've
doctored myself for all sorts of ailments, but of course there's nothing I can do about
the radiation poisoning. That's not the fault of the books, however. It's just that there's
nothing anyone can do about radiation poisoning. If | had the finest specialists in the
world here, they couldn't do anything about it.
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If there were any specialists left. There aren't, of course.

It isn't so bad. | know what to do so that it doesn't hurt. And my luck didn't run
out or anything. It's just that everyone's luck ran out.

Well, looking over this, it doesn't seem much of a credo, which is what it was
meant to be. | guess I'd better study one of those writing books. I'll know how to say
it all then, as well as it can be said. Exactly how | feel about science, | mean, and how
grateful 1 am. I'm thirty-nine. I've lived longer than just about everyone, even if | die
tomorrow. But that's because | was lucky, and in the right places at the right times.

| guess | won't bother with the writing book, since there's no one around to read
a word of manuscript. What good is a writer without an audience?

Photography is more interesting.

Besides, | have to unpack some grave-digging tools, and build a mausoleum,

and carve a tombstone for myself.

Task 1. Prepare a report about Robert Sheckly.

Task 2. Find Russian equivalents to the words and word-combinations and
make your own sentences in Russian for your classmates to translate:

1. to be well off; 2. to equip the weather station with; 3. to abandon the project;
4. that makes all the difference; 5. to go right ahead; 6. to be awe-inspiring; 7. to have
a great shortage of; 8. to be completely unskilled; 9. to work in earnest; 10. plain
English; 11. to sue somebody; 12. to tackle something; 13. a bombproof house of
five rooms; 14. Plumbing; 15. Dentistry; 16. a substitute for; 17. Companionship; 18.

a tidal wave; 19. all sorts of ailments.

Task 3. Find English equivalents in the text.

MeHnst ynuBIsieT, Kak XOpOIIO 5 3/1eCh JKUBY; 51 Be3yUHil YEOBEK; OKa3aThCs B
HY>)KHOM MECT€ B HY)XHO€ BpEMs; BOCHHbIC IIAHUPOBAJIM OCHOBAaTh 37€Ch 0asy; B
O€3BBIXOIHON CHUTyallud s 3aKOHYMJ paboOTy 3a MATh YacoB; OBITH 3HAIOIIUM,

IMPAaKTUKYIOIIUM HOPUCTOM; HMETb CPCIHHC CHOCO6HOCTI/I; g JICUHUIT CaM 06651;
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MHUKpOOBI; MEpCHEKTUBa U 00BEM; s MOIY HalucaTh JIOOYI0 Bellb, KOTOpas
MpUBJIEKACT MeHs; OapabaHHBIC NMEPENOHKM OBUIM TMOJHOCTBIO Pa3pyIICHbI MOCIe
IEPBOrO COTPSACEHHUS; 3TO HAIIOMHUJIO MHE O MEIUIIMHE; BBINOJIHUTH YKa3aHUS; 5
jJedynn cedst caM OT Bcex Ooye3Hel; paJvalMOHHOE 3apa)KeHHe; yjaadya He

OTBEPHYJIACh OT MEHS; g HE Oyy 3aMOpPaYMBATHCSl HAIMCAHUEM KHUTH.

Task 4. Find and write down key words of each paragraph. Using these key

words ask 10 Special questions to check your classmates’ comprehension of the text.

Task 5. Focus on grammar.

v I'm a pretty good meteorologist, but they could have sent a better one — 51

OBILT JOBOJIBHO XOpOHIIMM METCOPOJOIrOM, HO OHH MOIJH HOCJAaTb KW KOIro TO

noiyunie (HO OHM 3TOTO HE CHIeJIaliv, a TOCTaJIA MEHS).

v The way | see it, some general must have said to the scientists, "Boys, we've

got a great shortage of specialists...” — Kak s moHnMaro, ckopee BCero, KaKoi-To

reacpall CKa3aJj y4YCHBIM! «HapHn, Y HAaC HC XBaTacT CIICHUAJIUCTOB...»
v’ But perhaps if the creative scientists had tried real hard they could have

worked up something for isolated guys like me just a little better than complete

loneliness — Ho, Bo3MOXHO, eciu Obl YMHBIC YYCHBIC JICHCTBHTEIBHO OYEHB
MOCTapaIiCh, OHU Obl MPHIyMATH YTO-HHOYIb JJIS TOJHOCTHIO HM30JMPOBAHHOTO

YeJIoBeKa BPOJIe MEHSI, YTO-HUOY/b ¥ MoTy4ilie (HO OHHM 3TOTO HE CICIIANHN).

Translate into English:

1. S mor Okl moMoub T€OE, HO HE TTOMOT, IOCKOJIBKY HE 3HAJ.

2. OHu Moriv OBI IPUEXaTh paHbIle, HO OMO3aJIA Ha TTOE3].

3. S mor ObI MPUTTIACUTH €r0 BU€pa, HO OH MHE HE MTO3BOHUJI.

4. Onu moriu Ob1 000pyAOBaTh HAILY CTAHITMIO JIFOOBIMU TTPHOOPAMH, HO MBI HE
MOTIPOCHIIN MX 00 9TOM 3apaHee.

5. MbI Moriu Obl OTKa3aTbCAd OT MPOEKTa, HO OH ObLI CIMIIKOM Ba)KHBIM JJIS
HaYKHU.

6. KoHeuHo, OHM TUTAHMPOBAJIM Pa3MECTUTh TaM 0a3y, HO TUIOXHE MOTOAHbIC

YCJIOBHA HE IIO3BOJIMJIN 3TO CACIATh.
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7. YueHnble, JOJDKHO OBITh, CJeiadd BC€ BO3MOXHOE, HO pabouue,
BBITIOJTHSIBIIIFE Pa0OOTY, OKa3aauCh HEKBATH(PUITUPOBAHHBIMU.

8. I'epoit pacckaza, HOMKHO OBITh, OBUI OYEHb YMEH, MOCKOJBKY OH CMOT
IIPOKUTH TaK JIOJTO OJIHH.

9. lomxHO OBITH, MPOW3OINIEN SACPHBIA B3PBIB, pa3 OCTAJCS JIUIIb OJUH
YeJIOBEK B JKHBBIX.

10. JIOJKHO OBITh, BOGHHBIM HaJ0 OBUIO HUCMBITATH HOBOE OOOPY/IOBAHUE,

pa3 OHH I10CJIaIN HGKBEUII/I(l)I/II_[I/IpOBaHHOFO CIiIcouaJIMcTa Ha MCTCOCTAaHIIUIO.

Task 6. Give a summary of the story.

Task 7. Questions for discussion:

1. Explain the author’s choice of the title of the story and in what sense it is
appropriate to the story.

2. Describe the main traits of the character of the story.

3. Do you think the main character of the story is truly happy? Do you think he
Is sincere with himself or self-deceived, ironic or sarcastic? Presents your arguments.

4. Why did the character paint pictures which nobody will see, but refused to
bother himself with writing a book?

5. Explain the reason why he decided to build a mausoleum and a tomb stone.
Your answers can differ.

6. The main character is only thirty-nine. He is not going to die tomorrow. What
will he do if he runs out of interesting activities.

7. Can an isolated and completely lonely man consider himself lucky and
happy? In your opinion, what a person should possess to feel happiness in life
(material objects and non-material notions).

8. What is the message and the moral of the story?

9. What other topics for discussion have struck your mind after reading this

story.
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10. Provide an alternative ending to the story.
11. Have you ever read similar stories? Share the plot of the story with your

classmates.
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A THIEF IN TIME
Robert Sheckley

PART |

Thomas Eldridge was all alone in his room in Butler Hall when he heard the
faint scraping noise behind him. It barely registered on his consciousness. He was
studying the Holstead equations, which had caused such a stir a few years ago, with
their hint of a non-Relativity universe. They were a disturbing set of symbols, even
though their conclusions had been proved quite fallacious.

Still, if one examined them without preconceptions, they seemed to prove
something. There was a strange relationship of temporal elements, with interesting
force-applications. There was — he heard the noise again and turned his head.

Standing in back of him was a large man dressed in ballooning purple trousers, a
little green vest and a porous silver shirt. He was carrying a square black machine
with several dials and he looked decidedly unfriendly.

They stared at each other. For a moment, Eldridge thought it was a fraternity
prank. He was the youngest associate professor at Carvell Tech, and some student
was always handing him a hard-boiled egg or a live toad during Hell Week.

But this man was no giggling student. He was at least fifty years old and
unmistakably hostile.

"How'd you get in here?" Eldridge demanded. "And what do you want?"

The man raised an eyebrow. "Going to brazen it out, en?"

"Brazen what out?" Eldridge asked, startled.

"This is Viglin you're talking to," the man said. "Viglin. Remember?"

Eldredge tried to remember if there were any insane asylums near Carvell. This
Viglin looked like an escaped lunatic.

"You must have the wrong man," Eldridge said, wondering if he should call for
help.
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Viglin shook his head. "You are Thomas Monroe Eldridge," he said. "Born
March 16, 1926, in Darien, Connecticut. Attended the University Heights College,
New York University, graduating cum laude. Received a fellowship to Carvell last
year, in early 1953. Correct so far?"

"All right, so you did a little research on me for some reason. It better be a good
one or | call the cops."

"You always were a cool customer. But the bluff won't work. I will call the
police."”

He pressed a button on the machine. Instantly, two men appeared in the room.
They wore light-weight orange and green uniforms, with metallic insignia on the
sleeves. Between them they carried a black machine similar to Viglin's except that it
had white stenciling on its top.

"Crime does not pay," Viglin said. "Arrest that thief!"

For a moment, Eldridge's pleasant college room, with its Gauguin prints, its
untidy piles of books, its untidier hi-fi, and its shaggy little red rug, seemed to spin
dizzily around him. He blinked several times, hoping that the whole thing had been
induced by eyestrain. Or better yet, perhaps he had been dreaming.

But Viglin was still there, dismayingly substantial.

The two policemen produced a pair of handcuffs and walked forward.

"Wait!" Eldridge shouted, leaning against his desk for support. “What's this all
about?"

"If you insist on formal charges,” Viglin said, "you shall have them." He cleared
his throat. "Thomas Eldridge, in March, 1962, you invented the Eldridge Traveler.
Then —"

"Hold on!" Eldridge protested. "It isn't 1962 yet, in case you didn't know."

Viglin looked annoyed. "Don't quibble. You will invent the Traveler in 1962, if
you prefer that phrasing. It's all a matter of temporal viewpoint."

It took Eldridge a moment to digest this.

"Do you mean — you are from the future?" he blurted.

One of the policemen nudged the other. *What an act!" he said admiringly.
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"Better than a groogly show," the other agreed, clicking his handcuffs.

"Of course we're from the future,” Viglin said. "Where else would we be from?
In 1962, you did — or will — invent the Eldridge Time Traveler, thus making time
travel possible. With it, you journeyed into the first sector of the future, where you
were received with highest honors. Then you traveled through the three sectors of
Civilized Time, lecturing. You were a hero, Eldridge, an ideal. Little children wanted
to grow up to be like you."

With a husky voice, Viglin continued. "We were deceived. Suddenly and
deliberately, you stole a quantity of valuable goods. It was shocking! We had never
suspected you of criminal tendencies. When we tried to arrest you, you vanished."

Viglin paused and rubbed his forehead wearily. "l was your friend, Tom, the
first person you met in Sector One. We drank many a bowl of flox together. |
arranged your lecture tour. And you robbed me."

His face hardened. “Take him, officers."

As the policemen moved forward, Eldridge had a good look at the black
machine they shared. Like Viglin's, it had several dials and a row of push buttons.

Stamped in white across the top were the words: eldridge time traveler — property of

THE EASKILL POLICE DEPT

The policeman stopped and turned to Viglin. "You got the extradition papers?"

Viglin searched his pockets. "Don't seem to have them on me. But you know
he's a thief!"

"Everybody knows that,” the policeman said. "But we got no jurisdiction in a
pre-contact sector without extradition papers.”

"Wait here,” Viglin said. "I'll get them." He examined his wristwatch carefully,
muttered something about a half-hour gap, and pressed a button on the Traveler.
Immediately, he was gone.

The two policemen sat down on Eldridge's couch and proceeded to ogle the

Gauguins.
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Eldridge tried to think, to plan, to anticipate. Impossible. He could not believe it.
He refused to believe it. No one could make him believe — "Imagine a famous guy
like this being a crook," one of the policemen said.

"All geniuses are crazy," the other philosophized. "Remember the stuggie dancer
who killed the girl? He was a genius, the readies said."

"Yeah." The first policeman lighted a cigar and tossed the burned match on
Eldridge's shaggy little red rug.

All right, Eldridge decided, it was true. Under the circumstances, he had to
believe. Nor was it so absurd. He had always suspected that he might be a genius.

But what had happened?

In 1962, he would invent a time machine.

Logical enough, since he was a genius.

And he would travel through the three sectors of Civilized Time.

Well, certainly, assuming he had a time machine. If there were three sectors, he
would explore them.

He might even explore the uncivilized sectors.

And then, without warning, he became a thief...

No! He could accept everything else, but that was completely out of character.
Eldridge was an intensely honest young man, quite above even petty dishonesties. As
a student, he had never cheated at exams. As a man, he always paid his true and
proper income tax, down to the last penny.

And it went deeper than that. Eldridge had no power drive, no urge for
possessions. His desire had always been to settle in some warm, drowsy country,
content with his books and music, sunshine, congenial neighbors, the love of a good
woman.

So he was accused of theft. Even if he were guilty, what conceivable motive
could have prompted the action?

What had happened to him in the future?

"You going to the scrug rally?" one of the cops asked the other.
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"Why not? It comes on Malm Sunday, doesn't it?" They didn't care. When
Viglin returned, they would handcuff him and drag him to Sector One of the future.
He would be sentenced and thrown into a cell.

All for a crime he was going to commit.

He made a swift decision and acted on it quickly.

"I feel faint," he said, and began to topple out of his chair. "Look out — he may
have a gun!" one of the policemen yelped.

They rushed over to him, leaving their time machine on the couch.

Eldridge scuttled around the other side of the desk and pounced on the machine.
Even in his haste, he realized that Sector One would be an unhealthy place for him.
So, as the policemen sprinted across the room, he pushed the button marked Sector
Two.

Instantly, he was plunged into darkness.

To be continued.

Task 1. Answer the questions and give as many details as you remember.

1. What is Thomas Eldridge and where is the first scene laid?

2. Give a character’s sketch of Thomas Eldridge.

3. Who visited him unexpectedly while he was studying the Holstead
equations? Describe the visitor.

4. What did Eldridge think about Viglin and the situation in general.

5. Who and how appeared in the room a few minutes later?

6. Why did the policemen want to arrest Eldridge? What were the charges
against him and why did Eldridge protest?

7. How did Eldridge and Viglin meet in the future?

8. What details did Viglin reveal about Eldridge’s travels?

9. How did Eldridge escape the arrest in 1954?
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Task 2. Translate Chapter 1 into Russian. Consult a dictionary in case you

don’t understand the plot.

Task 3. We’d like you to remember some useful words and expressions. Will you
translate them into Russian based on what you remember (don’t look in the text) and

try to remember the situations when they were used.

the faint scraping noise; to register something on one’s consCIOUSNESS;
equations; to plunge into darkness; to look decidedly unfriendly; a fraternity prank;
an associate professor; unmistakably hostile; dismayingly substantial; to insist on
formal charges; to have no power drive, no urge for possessions; a conceivable
motive; an intensely honest young man; to be deceived; a swift decision; under the

circumstances, he had to believe;

Task 4. Retell the text as if you were one of the policemen. Use your

Imagination.
Task 5. Find in the story and write down key-words.

Task 6. Make a summary of this part.

*Try to guess why Past Perfect is used here (Don’t forget, this is science
fiction)
1. What had happened to him in the future?

** Before you read the next chapter, try to guess what will happen to
Thomas Eldridge.

PART Il

When he opened his eyes, Eldridge found that he was standing ankle-deep in a
pool of dirty water. He was in a field, twenty feet from a road. The air was warm and
moist. The Time Traveler was clasped tightly under his arm.
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He was in Sector Two of the future and it didn't thrill him a bit.

He walked to the road. On either side of it were terraced fields, filled with the
green stalks of rice plants.

Rice? In New York State? Eldridge remembered that in his own time sector, a
climatic shift had been detected. It was predicted that someday the temperate zones
would be hot, perhaps tropical. This future seemed to prove the theory. He was
perspiring already. The ground was damp, as though from a recent rain, and the sky
was an intense, unclouded blue. But where were the farmers? Squinting at the sun
directly overhead, he had the answer. At siesta, of course.

Looking down the road, he could see buildings half a mile away. He scraped
mud from his shoes and started walking. But what would he do when he reached the
buildings? How could he discover what had happened to him in Sector One? He
couldn't walk up to someone and say, "Excuse me, sir. I'm from 1954, a year you may
have heard about. It seems that in some way or —"

No, that would never do.

He would think of something. Eldridge continued walking, while the sun beat
down fiercely upon him. He shifted the Traveler to his other arm, then looked at it
closely. Since he was going to invent it — no, already had — he'd better find out how it
worked.

On its face were buttons for the first three sectors of Civilized Time. There was
a special dial for journeying past Sector Three, into the Uncivilized Sectors. In one
corner was a metal plate, which read: caution: Allow at least one half-hour between
time jumps, to avoid cancelation.

That didn't tell him much. According to Viglin, it had taken Eldridge eight years
— from 1954 to 1962 — to invent the Traveler. He would need more than a few
minutes to understand it.

Eldridge reached the buildings and found that he was in a good-sized town. A
few people were on the streets, walking slowly under the tropical sun. They were
dressed entirely in white. He was pleased to see that styles in Section Two were so

conservative that his suit could pass for a rustic version of their dress.
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He passed a large adobe building. The sign in front read:
PUBLIC READERY

A library. Eldridge stopped. Within would undoubtedly be the records of the
past few hundred years. There would be an account of his crime — if any — and the
circumstances under which he had committed it.

But would he be safe? Were there any circulars out for his arrest? Was there an
extradition between Sectors One and Two?

He would have to chance it. Eldridge entered, walked quickly past the thin,
gray-faced librarian, and into the stacks.

There was a large section on time, but the most thorough one-volume treatment
was a book called Origins of Time Travel by Ricardo Alfredex. The first part told
how the young genius Eldridge had, one fateful day in 1954, received the germ of the
idea from the controversial Holstead equations. The formula was really absurdly
simple — Alfredex quoted the main propositions — but no one ever had realized it
before. Eldridge's genius lay chiefly in perceiving the obvious.

Eldridge frowned at this disparagement. Obvious, was it? He still didn't
understand it. And he was the inventor!

By 1962, the machine had been built. It worked on the very first trial,
catapulting its young inventor into what became known as Sector One.

Eldridge looked up and found that a bespectacled girl of nine or so was standing
at the end of his row of books, staring at him. She ducked back out of sight. He read
on.

The next chapter was entitled "Unparadox of Time." Eldridge skimmed it
rapidly. The author began with the classic paradox of Achilles and the tortoise, and
demolished it with integral calculus. Using this as a logical foundation, he went on to
the so-called time paradoxes — killing one's great-great grandfather, meeting oneself,
and the like. These held up no better than Zeno's ancient paradox. Alfredex went on
to explain that all temporal paradoxes were the inventions of authors with a gift for

confusion.
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Eldridge didn't understand the intricate symbolic logic in this part, which was
embarrassing, since he was cited as the leading authority.

The next chapter was called "Fall of the Mighty." It told how Eldridge had met
Viglin, the owner of a large sporting-goods store in Sector One. They became fast
friends. The businessman took the shy young genius under his wing. He arranged
lecture tours for him. Then — "I beg your pardon, sir," someone said. Eldridge looked
up. The gray-faced librarian was standing in front of him. Beside her was the
bespectacled little girl with a smug grin on her face.

"Yes?" Eldridge asked.

"Time Travelers are not allowed in the Readery," the librarian said sternly.

That was understandable, Eldridge thought. Travelers could grab an armload of
valuable books and disappear. They probably weren't allowed in banks, either.

The trouble was, he didn't dare surrender this book.

Eldridge smiled, tapped his ear, and hastily went on reading.

It seemed that the brilliant young Eldridge had allowed Viglin to arrange all his
contracts and papers. One day he found, to his surprise, that he had signed over all
rights in the Time Traveler to Viglin, for a small monetary consideration. Eldridge
brought the case to court. The court found against him. The case was appealed.
Penniless and embittered, Eldridge embarked on his career of crime, stealing from
Viglin — "Sir!" the librarian said. "Deaf or not, you must leave at once. Otherwise |
will call a guard.”

Eldridge put down the book, muttered, "Tattle-tale,” to the little girl, and hurried
out of the Readery.

Now he knew why Viglin was so eager to arrest him. With the case still
pending, Eldridge would be in a very poor position behind bars.

But why had he stolen?

The theft of his invention was an understandable motive, but Eldridge felt
certain it was not the right one. Stealing from Viglin would not make him feel any
better nor would it right the wrong. His reaction would be either to fight or to

withdraw, to retire from the whole mess. Anything except stealing.
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Well, he would find out. He would hide in Sector Two, perhaps find work. Bit
by bit, he would — Two men seized his arms from either side. A third took the
Traveler away from him. It was done so smoothly that Eldridge was still gasping
when one of the men showed a badge.

"Police," the man said. "You'll have to come with us, Mr. Eldridge."

"What for?" Eldridge asked.

"Robbery in Sectors One and Two."

So he had stolen here, too.

He was taken to the police station and into the small, cluttered office of the
captain of police. The captain was a slim, balding, cheerful-faced man. He waved his
subordinates out of the room, motioned Eldridge to a chair and gave him a cigarette.

"So you're Eldridge,"” he said.

Eldridge nodded morosely.

"Been reading about you ever since | was a little boy,” the captain said
nostalgically. "You were one of my heroes."

Eldridge guessed the captain to be a good fifteen years his senior, but he didn't
ask about it. After all, he was supposed to be the expert on time paradoxes.

"Always thought you got a rotten deal,”" the captain said, toying with a large
bronze paperweight. "Still, | couldn't understand a man like you stealing. For a while,
we thought it might have been temporary insanity."

"Was it?" Eldridge asked hopefully.

"Not a chance. Checked your records. You just haven't got the potentiality. And
that makes it rather difficult for me. For example, why did you steal those particular
items?"

"What items?"

"Don't you remember?"

"I-I've blanked out," Eldridge said. "Temporary amnesia."

"Very understandable,” the captain said sympathetically. He handed Eldridge a

paper. "Here's the list.”



ITEMS STOLEN BY THOMAS MONROE ELDRIDGE
Taken from Viglin's Sporting Goods Store, Sector One:
Credits

Megacharge Hand Pistols.................... 10,000
Lifebelts, Inflatable............................. 100
Cans, Ollen's Shark Repellant................. 400

Taken from Alfghan's Specialty Shop,

Sector One:
Microflex Sets, World Literature............... 1,000
Teeny-Tom Symphonic Tape Runs............. 2,650

Taken from Loorie's Produce

Store, Sector Two:

Dozen Potatoes, White Turtle Brand............ 5

Packages, Carrot Seeds (Fancy)............... 6

Taken from Manori's Notions Store, Sector Two:
Dozen Mirrors, Silver-backed (hand size)....... 95
Total Value..........coii 14,256
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"What does it mean?" the captain asked. "Stealing a million credits outright, 1

could understand, but why all that junk?"

Eldridge shook his head. He could find nothing meaningful in the list. The

the rest of the things that the captain had properly called junk?

megacharge hand pistols sounded useful. But why the mirrors, lifebelts, potatoes and

It just didn't sound like himself. Eldridge began to think of himself as two

I's motives and/or suffer for his crimes.

"What happened after | stole these things?" Eldridge asked.

people. Eldridge | had invented time travel, been victimized, stolen some
incomprehensible articles, and vanished. Eldridge 1l was himself, the person Viglin

had found. He had no memory of the first Eldridge. But he had to discover Eldridge
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"That's what we'd like to know," the captain said. "All we know is, you fled into
Sector Three with your loot."

"And then?"

The captain shrugged. "When we applied for extradition, the authorities told us
you weren't there. Not that they'd have given you up. They're a proud, independent
sort, you know. Anyhow, you'd vanished."

"Vanished? To where?"

"I don't know. You might have gone into the Uncivilized Sectors that lie beyond
Sector Three."

"What are the Uncivilized Sectors?" Eldridge asked.

"We were hoping you would tell us," the captain said. "You're the only man
who's explored beyond Sector Three."

Damn it, Eldridge thought, he was supposed to be the authority on everything he
wanted to know!

"This puts me in a pretty fix," the captain remarked squinting at his paperweight.

"Why?"

"Well, you're a thief. The law says | must arrest you. However, | am also aware
that you got a very shoddy deal. And | happen to know that you stole only from
Viglin and his affiliates in both Sectors. There's a certain justice to it — unfortunately

unrecognized by law."
Eldridge nodded unhappily.

"It's my clear duty to arrest you," the captain said with a deep sigh. "There's
nothing | can do about it, even if | wanted to. You'll have to stand trial and probably
serve a sentence of twenty years or so."

"What? For stealing rubbish like shark repellant and carrot seed? For stealing
junk?"

"We're pretty rough on time theft" said the captain. "Temporal offense."

"I see," Eldridge said, slumping in his chair.
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"Of course," said the captain thoughtfully, "if you should suddenly turn vicious,
knock me over the head with this heavy paperweight, grab my personal Time
Traveler — which | keep in the second shelf of that cabinet — and return to your
friends in Sector Three, there would really be nothing I could do about it."

"Huh?"

The captain turned toward the window, leaving his paperweight within
Eldridge's easy reach.

"It's really terrible,” he commented, "the things one will consider doing for a
boyhood hero. But, of course, you're a law-abiding man. You would never do such a
thing and I have psychological reports to prove it."

"Thanks," Eldridge said. He lifted the paperweight and tapped the captain lightly
over the head. Smiling, the captain slumped behind his desk. Eldridge found the
Traveler in the cabinet, and set it for Sector Three. He sighed deeply and pushed the
button.

Again he was overcome by darkness.

To be continued.

Task 1. Answer the questions.

1. What did Sector Two and its climate look like?

2. Where did Thomas go to find information about the crime he had
committed? Did he succeed?

3. What did he manage to learn about his invention and the contract with
Viglin?

4.  Why were time-travelers not allowed in the readeries and banks?

5. Why was he arrested by the police in this Sector?

6. Why did the list of stolen things seem so meaningless both to Thomas and
the policeman? What was in the list?

7. Why did the captain have such compassion for Thomas? What ways of
escaping trial and sentence was the captain driving at?

8. What decision did Thomas make? Where did he go?
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Task 2. Translate into English.

1. Bsliing U3 MaiuHel, s 0OHAPYKUI, YTO KPYTOM BOJIA U 51 CTOIO 1O
IIUKOJIOTKY B JIyKE€.

2. BoNbIIMHCTBO yUEHBIX MPEACKA3BIBAIOT CKOPHIC KIIMMATHUECKHEC
U3MEHEHHUSI, U sl 00I0Ch, YTO OHU HE JIaJIeKU OT UCTUHBI.

3. Paccnenys npecrymienue, 1eTEKTUBY MPUILIOCH paboTaTh B OUOIHMOTEKE,
YTOOBI HAUTHU BCE YITIOMUHAHUS O MOXOKUX MPECTYIUICHUSX.

4. buzHecMeH B3sUI IOJ] CBOE KPBUIO 3aCTEHYMBOTO MOJIOJOTO YUYEHOTO.

5. JIxoH YWIKUHC NOoJal B Cy, HO Ao npourpaii. OH nojajn Ha anesulsiuio
Y IIPOUTpaj CHOBA.

6. OcraBmmch 0e3 rpoia B kapmaHe [ eHpu BcTai Ha MPeCcTymHBIN MyTh,
MTOXHUTHUB 30JIOTHIE YAChl Y POXOKETO.

7. «Slbena necyacTHas!» - BOCKJIMKHYJ MallbYUK, 00paIiasch K cecTpe.

8. [TIloka uaer paccinenoBanne, CoMepceTy MPUIAETCS OCTABATHCS 32 PEIICTKOM.

9. He no3Bousiii cebe MPUXOAUTH B IPOCTh, JaKe €CIIU TeOsI HAMEPEHHO
IIBITAIOTCS] BEIBECTH U3 CEOSl.

10. Hcxops U3 mCUXOIOTHYECKUX XapakTepucTuk Cama, ObLIO SICHO, YTO OH HE

6BIJ'I 3dKOHOIIOCJITYIIIHBIM YCJIOBCKOM.
Task 3. Retell the story as if you are the captain or the librarian.

Task 4. Can you guess what Thomas stole the strange items from the list for.

Present your arguments.

PART 111

When he opened his eyes, he was standing on a plain of parched yellow ground.

Around him stretched a treeless waste, and a dusty wind blew in his face. Ahead, he
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could see several brick buildings and a row of tents, built along the side of a dried-out
gully. He walked toward them.

This future, he decided, must have seen another climatic shift. The fierce sun
had baked the land, drying up the streams and rivers. If the trend continued, he could
understand why the next future was Uncivilized. It was probably Unpopulated.

He was very tired. He had not eaten all day — or for several thousand years,
depending on how you count. But that, he realized, was a false paradox, one that
Alfredex would certainly demolish with symbolic logic.

To hell with logic. To hell with science, paradox, everything. He would run no
further. There had to be room for him in this dusty land. The people here — a proud,
independent sort — would not give him up. They believed in justice, not the law.

Here he would stay, work, grow old, and forget Eldridge | and his crazy
schemes.

When he reached the village, he saw that the people were already assembled to
greet him. They were dressed in long, flowing robes, like Arabian burnooses, the only
logical attire for the climate.

A bearded patriarch stepped forward and nodded gravely at Eldridge. "The
ancient sayings are true. For every beginning there is an ending."

Eldridge agreed politely. "Anyone got a drink of water?"

"It is truly written,” the patriarch continued, "that the thief, given a universe to
wander, will ultimately return to the scene of his crime.”

"Crime?" Eldridge asked, feeling an uneasy tingle in his stomach.

"Crime," the patriarch repeated.

A man in the crowd shouted, "It's a stupid bird that fouls its own nest!" The
people roared with laughter, but Eldridge didn't like the sound. It was cruel laughter.

"Ingratitude breeds betrayal,"” the patriarch said. "Evil is omnipresent. We liked
you, Thomas Eldridge. You came to us with your strange machine, bearing booty,
and we recognized your proud spirit. It made you one of us. We protected you from
your enemies in the Wet Worlds. What did it matter to us if you had wronged them?

Had they not wronged you? An eye for an eye!"
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The crowd growled approvingly. "But what did | do?" Eldridge wanted to know.
The crowd converged on him, waving clubs and knives. A row of men in dark blue
cloaks held them off, and Eldridge realized that there were policemen even here.

"Tell me what | did," he persisted as the policemen took the Traveler from him.

"You are guilty of sabotage and murder," the patriarch told him.

Eldridge stared around wildly. He had fled a petty larceny charge in Sector One,
only to find himself accused of it in Sector Two. He had retreated to Sector Three,
where he was wanted for murder and sabotage.

He smiled amiably. "You know, all | ever really wanted was a warm drowsy
country, books, congenial neighbors, and the love of a good —"

When he recovered, he found himself lying on packed earth in a small brick jail.
Through a slitted window, he could see an insignificant strip of sunset. Outside the
wooden door, someone was wailing a song.

He found a bowl of food beside him and wolfed down the unfamiliar stuff. After
drinking some water from another bowl, he propped himself against the wall.
Through his narrow window, the sunset was fading. In the courtyard, a gang of men
were erecting a gallows. "Jailor!" Eldridge shouted.

In a few moments, he heard the clump of footsteps. I need a lawyer," he said.

"We have no lawyers here," the man replied proudly. "Here we have justice." He
marched off.

Eldridge began to revise his ideas about justice without law. It was very good as
an idea — but a horror as reality.

He lay on the floor and tried to think. No thoughts came. He could hear the
workmen laughing and joking as they built the gallows. They worked late into the
twilight.

In the early evening, Eldridge heard the key turn in his lock. Two men entered.
One was middle-aged, with a small, well-trimmed beard. The other was about
Eldridge's age, broad-shouldered and deeply tanned.

"Do you remember me?" the middle-aged man asked. "Should 1?"

"You should. | was her father."
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"And I was her fiance," the young man said. He took a threatening step forward.

The bearded man restrained him. "I know how you feel, Morgel, but he will pay
for his crimes on the gallows."

"Hanging is too good for him, Mr. Becker,” Morgel argued. "He should be
drawn, quartered, burned and scattered to the wind."

"Yes, but we are a just and merciful people," Becker said virtuously.

"Whose father?" Eldridge asked. "Whose fiance?" The two men looked at each
other.

"What did | do?" Eldridge asked. Becker told him.

He had come to them from Sector Two, loaded with loot, Becker explained. The
people of Sector Three accepted him. They were a simple folk, direct and quick-
tempered, the inheritors of a wasted, war-torn Earth. In Sector Three, the minerals
were gone, the soil had lost its fertility. Huge tracts of land were radioactive. And the
sun continued to beat down, the glaciers melted, and the oceans continued to rise.

The men of Sector Three were struggling back to civilization. They had the
rudiments of a manufacturing system and a few power installations. Eldridge had
increased the output of these stations, given them a lighting system, and taught them
the rudiments of sanitary processing. He continued his explorations into the
Unexplored Sectors beyond Sector Three. He became a popular hero and the people
of Sector Three loved and protected him.

Eldridge had repaid this kindness by abducting Becker's daughter.

This attractive young lady had been engaged to Morgel. Preparations were made
for her marriage. Eldridge ignored all this and showed his true nature by kidnaping
her one dark night and placing her in an infernal machine of his own making. When
he turned the invention on, the girl vanished. The overloaded power lines blew out
every installation for miles around.

Murder and sabotage!

But the irate mob had not been able to reach Eldridge in time. He had stuffed
some of his loot into a knapsack, grabbed his Traveler and vanished.

"I did all that?" Eldridge gasped.
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"Before witnesses," Becker said. "Your remaining loot is in the warehouse. We
could deduce nothing from it."

With both men staring him full in the face, Eldridge looked at the ground.

Now he knew what he had done in Sector Three.

The murder charge was probably false, though. Apparently he had built a heavy-
duty Traveler and sent the girl somewhere, without the intermediate stops required by
the portable models.

Not that anyone would believe him. These people had never heard of such a
civilized concept as habeas corpus.

"Why did you do it?" Becker asked.

Eldridge shrugged his shoulders and shook his head helplessly.

"Didn't | treat you like my own son? Didn't | turn back the police of Sector
Two? Didn't | feed you, clothe you? Why — why — did you do it?"

All Eldridge could do was shrug his shoulders and go on helplessly shaking his
head.

"Very well," Becker said. "Tell your secret to the hangman in the morning."

He took Morgel by the arm and left.

If Eldridge had had a gun, he might have shot himself on the spot. All the
evidence pointed to potentialities for evil in him that he had never suspected. He was
running out of time. In the morning, he would hang.

And it was unfair, all of it. He was an innocent bystander, continually running
into the consequences of his former — or later — actions. But only Eldridge | possessed
the motives and knew the answers.

Even if his thefts were justified, why had he stolen potatoes, lifebelts, mirrors
and such?

What had he done with the girl?

What was he trying to accomplish?

Wearily, Eldridge closed his eyes and drifted into a troubled half-sleep.

He heard a faint scraping noise and looked up.

Viglin was standing there, a Traveler in his hands.
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Eldridge was too tired to be very surprised. He looked for a moment, then said,
"Come for one last gloat?"

"I didn't plan it this way," Viglin protested, mopping his perspiring face. "You
must believe that. | never wanted you killed, Tom."

Eldridge sat up and looked closely at Viglin. "You did steal my invention, didn't
you?"

"Yes," Viglin confessed. "But | was going to do the right thing by you. | would
have split the profits.”

"Then why did you steal it?"

Viglin looked uncomfortable. "You weren't interested in money at all."

"So you tricked me into signing over my rights?"

“If I hadn't, someone else would have, Tom. | was just saving you from your
own unworldliness. | intended to cut you in — | swear it!" He wiped his forehead
again. "But | never dreamed it would turn out like this."

"And then you framed me for those thefts," Eldridge said.

"What?" Viglin appeared to be genuinely surprised. "No, Tom. You did steal
those things. It worked out perfectly for me — until now."

"You're lying!"

"Would I come here to lie? I've admitted stealing your invention. Why would |
lie about anything else?"

"Then why did | steal?"

"I think you had some sort of wild scheme in the Uninhabited Sectors, but |
don't really know. It-doesn't matter. Listen to me now. There's no way | can call off
the lawsuit — it's a temporal matter now — but I can get you out of here."

"Where will 1 go?" Eldridge asked hopelessly. "The cops are looking for me all
through time."

“I'll'hide you on my estate. | mean it. You can lie low until the statute of
limitations has expired. They'd never think of searching my place for you."

"And the rights on my invention?"
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"I'm keeping them," Viglin said, with a touch of his former confidence. "l can't
turn them over to you without making myself liable for temporal action. But | will
share them. And you do need a business partner."

"All right, let's get out of here," Eldridge said.

Viglin had brought along a number of tools, which he handled with suspicious
proficiency. Within minutes, they were out of the cell and hiding in the dark
courtyard.

"This Traveler's pretty weak," Viglin whispered, checking the batteries in his
machine. "Could we possibly get yours?"

"It should be in the storehouse," Eldridge said.

The storehouse was unguarded and Viglin made short work of the lock. Inside,
they found Eldridge Il's machine beside Eldridge I's preposterous, bewildering loot.

"Let's go," Viglin said.

Eldridge shook his head. "What's wrong?" asked Viglin, annoyed. "I'm not
going."

"Listen, Tom, | know there's no reason why you should trust me. But | really
will give you sanctuary. I'm not lying to you."

"l believe you," Eldridge said. "Just the same, I'm not going back."

"What are you planning to do?"

Eldridge had been wondering about that ever since they had broken out of the
cell. He was at the crossroads now. He could return with Viglin or he could go on
alone.

There was no choice, really. He had to assume that he had known what he was
doing the first time. Right or wrong, he was going to keep faith and meet whatever
appointments he had made with the future.

"I'm going into the Uninhabited Sectors,” Eldridge said. He found a sack and
began loading it with potatoes and carrot seeds.

"You can't!" Viglin objected. "The first time, you ended up in 1954. You might
not be so lucky this time. You might be canceled out completely."
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Eldridge had loaded all the potatoes and the packages of carrot seeds. Next he
slipped in the World Literature Sets, the lifebelts, the cans of shark repellant and the
mirrors. On top of this he put the megacharge hand pistols.

"Have you any idea what you're going to do with that stuff?"

"Not the slightest,” Eldridge said, buttoning the Symphonic Tape Runs inside
his shirt. "But they must fit somewhere."

Viglin sighed heavily. "Don't forget, you have to allow half an hour between
jumps or you'll get canceled. Have you got a watch?"

"No, I left it in my room."

"Take this one. Sportsman's Special." Viglin attached it to Eldridge's wrist.
"Good luck, Tom. | mean that."

"Thanks." Eldridge set the button for the farthest jump into the future he could
make. He grinned at Viglin and pushed the button. There was the usual moment of
blackness, then a sudden icy shock. When Eldridge opened his eyes, he found that he
was under water. He found his way to the surface, struggling against the weight of the
sack. Once his head was above water, he looked around for the nearest land.

To be continued.

Task 1. Find Russian equivalents to the following words and word-

combinations.

parched ground; to demolish; people were assembled to greet him; an attire; the
people roared with laughter; to wrong somebody; to converge on somebody; larceny
charge; amiably; a gallows; to be loaded with loot; the soil lost its fertility; to beat
down; the rudiments of sanitary processing; to abduct somebody; to repay one’s
kindness; to vanish; to deduce something from something; to stare somebody full in
the face; a heavy-duty Traveler; habeas corpus; a bystander; to justify; to drift into
half-sleep; one last gloat; to trick somebody into doing something; to call off the
lawsuit; to frame somebody for the theft; to make oneself liable for something; he

made short work of the lock; to assume; to meet an appointment.
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Task 2. Find Russian equivalents to the following proverbs and sayings you

have come across in the text and explain their meaning.
e "It's a stupid bird that fouls its own nest!"
e “For every beginning there is an ending."
e “The thief, given a universe to wander, will ultimately return to the scene of his
crime."
e "Ingratitude breeds betrayal,"
e “Evil is omnipresent”
e “An eye for an eye”

Which of them do you agree with? Why? (provide your life example).

Task 3. Will you ask 10 special questions to check your classmates’

comprehension of the text.

Task 4. Find and write down key words. Make your own Russian sentences with

them for your classmates to translate.

Task 5. Make a summary of Part Ill.

PART IV

There was no land. Long, smooth-backed waves slid toward him from the
limitless horizon, lifted him and ran on, toward a hidden shore.

Eldridge fumbled in his sack, found the lifebelts and inflated them. Soon he was
bobbing on the surface, trying to figure out what had happened to New York State.

Each jump into the future had brought him to a hotter climate. Here, countless
thousands of years past 1954, the glaciers must have melted. A good part of the Earth

was probably submerged.
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He had planned well in taking the lifebelts. It gave him confidence for the rest of
the journey. Now he would just have to float for half an hour, to avoid cancelation.

He leaned back, supported by his lifebelts, and admired the cloud formations in
the sky. Something brushed against him.

Eldridge looked down and saw a long black shape glide under his feet. Another
joined it and they began to move hungrily toward him. Sharks!

He fumbled wildly with the sack, spilling out the mirrors in his hurry, and found
a can of shark repellant. He opened it, spilled it overboard, and an orange blotch
began to spread on the blue-black water. There were three sharks now. They swam
warily around the spreading circle of repellant. A fourth joined them, lunged into the
orange smear, and retreated quickly to clean water. Eldridge was glad the future had
produced a shark repellant that really worked.

In five minutes, some of the orange had dissipated. He opened another can. The
sharks didn't give up hope, but they wouldn't swim into the tainted water. He emptied
the cans every five minutes. The stalemate held through Eldridge's half-hour wait.

He checked his settings and tightened his grip on the sack.

He didn't know what the mirrors or potatoes were for, or why carrot seeds were
critical. He would just have to take his chances.

He pressed the button and went into the familiar darkness.

He found himself ankle-deep in a thick, evil-smelling bog. The heat was stifling
and a cloud of huge gnats buzzed around his head.

Pulling himself out of the gluey mud, accompanied by the hiss and click of
unseen life, Eldridge found firmer footing under a small tree. Around him was green
jungle, shot through with riotous purples and reds.

Eldridge settled against the tree to wait out his half hour. In this future,
apparently, the ocean waters had receded and the primeval jungle had sprung up.
Were there any humans here? Were there any left on Earth? He wasn't at all sure. It
looked as though the world was starting over.

Eldridge heard a bleating noise and saw a dull green shape move against the
brighter green of the foliage. Something was coming toward him.
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He watched. It was about twelve feet tall, with a lizard's wrinkled hide and wide
splay feet. It looked amazingly like a small dinosaur.

Eldridge watched the big reptile warily. Most dinosaurs were herbivorous, he
reminded himself, especially the ones that lived in swamps. This one probably just
wanted to sniff him. Then it would return to cropping grass.

The dinosaur yawned, revealing a magnificent set of pointed teeth, and began to
approach Eldridge with an air of determination.

Eldridge dipped into the sack, pushed irrelevant items out of the way, and
grabbed a megacharge hand pistol.

This had better be it, he prayed, and fired.

The dinosaur vanished in a spray of smoke. There were only a few shreds of
flesh and a smell of ozone to show where it had been. Eldridge looked at the
megacharge hand pistol with new respect. Now he understood why it was so
expensive.

During the next half hour, a number of jungle inhabitants took a lively interest in
him. Each pistol was good for only a few firings — no surprise, considering their
destructiveness. His last one began to lose its charge; he had to club off a pterodactyl
with the butt.

When the half hour was over, he set the dial again, wishing he knew what lay
ahead. He wondered how he was supposed to face new dangers with some books,
potatoes, carrot seeds and mirrors.

Perhaps there were no dangers ahead.

There was only one way to find out. He pressed the button.

He was on a grassy hillside. The dense jungle had disappeared. Now there was a
breeze-swept pine forest stretching before him, solid ground underfoot, and a
temperate sun in the sky.

Eldridge's pulse quickened at the thought that this might be his goal. He had
always had an atavistic streak, a desire to find a place untouched by civilization. The

embittered Eldridge I, robbed and betrayed, must have felt it even more strongly.
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It was a little disappointing. Still, it wasn't too bad, he decided. Except for the
loneliness. If only there were people — A man stepped out of the forest. He was less
than five feet tall, thick-set, muscled like a wrestler and wearing a fur kilt. His skin
was colored a medium gray. He carried a ragged tree limb, roughly shaped into a
club.

Two dozen others came through the forest behind him. They marched directly
up to Eldridge.

"Hello, fellows," Eldridge said pleasantly.

The leader replied in a guttural language and made a gesture with his open palm.

"l bring your crops blessings," Eldridge said promptly. "I've got just what you
need." He reached into his sack and held up a package of carrot seeds. "Seeds! You'll
advance a thousand years in civilization —"

The leader grunted angrily and his followers began to circle Eldridge. They held
out their hands, palms up, grunting excitedly.

They didn't want the sack and they refused the discharged hand pistol. They had
him almost completely circled now. Clubs were being hefted and he still had no idea
what they wanted.

"Potato?" he asked in desperation.

They didn't want potatoes, either.

His time machine had two minutes more to wait. He turned and ran.

The savages were after him at once. Eldridge sprinted into the forest like a
grayhound, dodging through the closely packed trees. Several clubs whizzed past
him.

One minute to go.

He tripped over a root, scrambled to his feet and kept on running. The savages
were close on his heels.

Ten seconds. Five seconds. A club glanced off his shoulder.

Time! He reached for the button —and a club thudded against his head, knocking
him to the ground. When he could focus again, the leader of the savages was standing

over his Time Traveler, club raised.
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"Don't!" Eldridge yelled in panic.

But the leader grinned wildly and brought down the club. In a few seconds, he
had reduced the machine to scrap metal.

Eldridge was dragged into a cave, cursing hopelessly. Two savages guarded the
entrance. Outside, he could see a gang of men gathering wood. Women and children
were scampering back and forth, laden down with clay containers. To judge by their
laughter, they were planning a feast.

Eldridge realized, with a sinking sensation, that he would be the main dish.

Not that it mattered. They had destroyed his Traveler. No Viglin would rescue
him this time. He was at the end of his road.

Eldridge didn't want to die. But what made it worse was the thought of dying
without ever finding out what Eldridge | had planned.

It seemed unfair, somehow.

For several minutes, he sat in abject self-pity. Then he crawled farther back into
the cave, hoping to find another way out.

The cave ended abruptly against a wall of granite. But he found something else.

An old shoe.

He picked it up and stared at it. For some reason, it bothered him, although it
was a perfectly ordinary brown leather shoe, just like the ones he had on.

Then the anachronism struck him.

What was a manufactured article like a shoe doing back in this dawn age?

He looked at the size and quickly tried it on. It fitted him exactly, which, made
the answer obvious — he must have passed through here on his first trip.

But why had he left a shoe?

There was something inside, too soft to be a pebble, too stiff to be a piece of
torn lining. He took off the shoe and found a piece of paper wadded in the toe. He
unfolded it and read in his own handwriting:

Silliest damned business — how do you address yourself? "Dear Eldridge"? All

right, let's forget the salutation; you'll read this because | already have, and so,
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naturally, I'm writing it, otherwise you wouldn't be able to read it, nor would | have
been.

Look, you're in a rough spot. Don't worry about it, though. You'll come out of it
in one piece. I'm leaving you a Time Traveler to take you where you have to go next.

The question is: where do | go? I'm deliberately setting the Traveler before the
half-hour lag it needs, knowing there will be a cancelation effect. That means the
Traveler will stay here for you to use. But what happens to me?

| think I know. Still, it scares me — this is the first cancelation I'll have
experienced. But worrying about it is nonsensical; I know it has to turn out right
because there are no time paradoxes.

Well, here goes. I'll push the button and cancel. Then the machine is yours.

Wish me luck.

Wish him luck! Eldridge savagely tore up the note and threw it away.

But Eldridge | had purposely canceled and been swept back to the future, which
meant that the Traveler hadn't gone back with him! It must still be here!

Eldridge began a frantic search of the cave. If he could just find it and push the
button, he could go on ahead. It had to be here!

Several hours later, when the guards dragged him out, he still hadn't found it.

The entire village had gathered and they were in a festive mood. The clay
containers were being passed freely and two or three men had already passed out. But
the guards who led Eldridge forward were sober enough.

They carried him to a wide, shallow pit. In the center of it was what looked like
a sacrificial altar. It was decorated with wild colors and heaped around it was an
enormous pile of dried branches.

Eldridge was pushed in and the dancing began.

He tried several times to scramble out, but was prodded back each time. The
dancing continued for hours, until the last dancer had collapsed, exhausted.

An old man approached the rim of the pit, holding a lighted torch. He gestured
with it and threw it into the pit.
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Eldridge stamped it out. But more torches rained down, lighting the outermost
branches. They flared brightly and he was forced to retreat inward, toward the altar.

The flaming circle closed, driving him back. At last, panting, eyes burning, legs
buckling, he fell across the altar as the flames licked at him.

His eyes were closed and he gripped the knobs tightly —

Knobs?

He looked. Under its gaudy decoration, the altar was a Time Traveler — the same
Traveler, past a doubt, that Eldridge | had brought here and left for him. When
Eldridge I vanished, they must have venerated it as a sacred object.

And it did have magical qualities.

The fire was singeing his feet when he adjusted the regulator. With his finger
against the button, he hesitated.

What would the future hold for him? All he had in the way of equipment was a
sack of carrot seeds, potatoes, the symphonic runs, the microfilm volumes of world
literature and small mirrors.

But he had come this far. He would see the end.

He pressed the button.

Opening his eyes, Eldridge found that he was standing on a beach. Water was
lapping at his toes and he could hear the boom of breakers.

The beach was long and narrow and dazzlingly white. In front of him, a blue
ocean stretched to infinity. Behind him, at the edge of the beach, was a row of palms.
Growing among them was the brilliant vegetation of a tropical island.

He heard a shout.

Eldridge looked around for something to defend himself with. He had nothing,
nothing at all. He was defenseless.

Men came running from the jungle toward him. They were shouting something
strange. He listened carefully.

"Welcome! Welcome back!" they called out.

A gigantic brown man enclosed him in a bearlike hug. "You have returned!" he

exclaimed.
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"Why — yes," Eldridge said.

More people were running down to the beach. They were a comely race. The
men were tall and tanned, and the women, for the most part, were slim and pretty.
They looked like the sort of people one would like to have for neighbors.

"Did you bring them?" a thin old man asked, panting from his run to the beach.

"Bring what?"

"The carrot seeds. You promised to bring them. And the potatoes."

Eldridge dug them out of his pockets. "Here they are," he said.

"Thank you. Do you really think they'll grow in this climate? | suppose we could
construct a ="

"Later, later," the big man interrupted. "You must be tired."

Eldridge thought back to what had happened since he had last awakened, back in
1954. Subjectively, it was only a day or so, but it had covered thousands of years
back and forth and was crammed with arrests, escapes, dangers and bewildering
puzzles.

"Tired," he said. "Very."

"Perhaps you'd like to return to your own home?"

"My own?"

"Certainly. The house you built facing the lagoon. Don't you remember?"

Eldridge smiled feebly and shook his head.

"He doesn't remember!" the man cried.

"You don't remember our chess games?" another man asked.

"And the fishing parties?" a boy put in.

"Or the picnics and celebrations?"

"The dances?"

"And the sailing?"

Eldridge shook his head at each eager, worried question.

"All this was before you went back to your own time," the big man told him.

"Went back?" asked Eldridge. Here was everything he had always wanted.

Peace, contentment, warm climate, good neighbors. He felt inside the sack and his
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shirt. And books and music, he mentally added to the list. Good Lord, no one in his
right mind would leave a place like this! And that brought up an important question.
"Why did | leave here?"

"Surely you remember that!" the big man said.

"I'm afraid not."

A slim, light-haired girl stepped forward. "You really don't remember coming
back for me?"

Eldridge stared at her. "You must be Becker's daughter. The girl who was
engaged to Morgel. The one I kidnaped."

"Morgel only thought he was engaged to me," she said. "And you didn't kidnap
me. | came of my own free will."

"Oh, I see,” Eldridge answered, feeling like an idiot. "I mean I think | see. That
Is — pleased to meet you," he finished inanely.

"You needn't be so formal,” she said. "After all, we are married. And you did
bring me a mirror, didn't you?"

It was complete now. Eldridge grinned, took out a mirror, gave it to her, and
handed the sack to the big man. Delighted, she did the things with her eyebrows and
hair that women always do whenever they see their reflections.

"Let's go home, dear," she said.

He didn't know her name, but he liked her looks. He liked her very much. But
that was only natural.

"I'm afraid | can't right now," he replied, looking at his watch. The half hour was
almost up. "I have something to do first. But | should be back in a very little while."

She smiled sunnily. "I won't worry. You said you would return and you did. And
you brought back the mirrors and seed and potatoes that you told us you'd bring."”

She kissed him. He shook hands all around. In a way, that symbolized the full
cycle Alfredex had used to demolish the foolish concept of temporal paradoxes.

The familiar darkness swallowed Eldridge as he pushed the button on the
Traveler.

He had ceased being Eldridge I1.
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From this point on, he was Eldridge | and he knew precisely where he was
going, what he would do and the things he needed to do them. They all led to this
goal and this girl, for there was no question that he would come back here and live
out his life with her, their good neighbors, books and music, in peace and
contentment.

It was wonderful, knowing that everything would turn out just as he had always
dreamed.

He even had a feeling of affection and gratitude for Viglin and Alfredex.

Task 1. Answer the question:

How many jumps in time did he make in part 1\V?

Task 2.

1. Match the sentences to the number of the jump.

a) "Welcome! Welcome back!" they called out.

b) He was on a grassy hillside. The dense jungle had disappeared. Now there
was a breeze-swept pine forest stretching before him, solid ground underfoot, and a
temperate sun in the sky.

c) “Eldridge looked down and saw a long black shape glide under his feet.
Another joined it and they began to move hungrily toward him.”

d) “To judge by their laughter, they were planning a feast.”

e) “Pulling himself out of the gluey mud, accompanied by the hiss and click of
unseen life, Eldridge found firmer footing under a small tree. Around him was green
jungle, shot through with riotous purples and reds.”

f)  “Eldridge dipped into the sack, pushed irrelevant items out of the way, and
grabbed a megacharge hand pistol”

g) “...it wasn't too bad, he decided. Except for the loneliness. If only there
were people — <

h) “He didn't know her name, but he liked her looks.”

1)  “Several hours later, when the guards dragged him out, he still hadn't found

it 29
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J)  “The beach was long and narrow and dazzlingly white. In front of him, a
blue ocean stretched to infinity. Behind him, at the edge of the beach, was a row of
palms.”

K) "The carrot seeds. You promised to bring them. And the potatoes."

[)  “... the glaciers must have melted. A good part of the Earth was probably
submerged.”

m) “In this future, apparently, the ocean waters had receded and the primeval
jungle had sprung up. It looked as though the world was starting over.”

n) “They had destroyed his Traveler. No Viglin would rescue him this time.
He was at the end of his road.”

0) “From this point on, he was Eldridge I and he knew precisely where he was

going, what he would do and the things he needed to do them.”

2. Render all 4 parts of the story.

Give as much information about each jump as you remember.

Task 3. Topics for discussion.

1. Do you think time-traveling is possible?

2. Imagine you have a Time Traveler. Where would you go? Would it be some
period in the past or in the future? What or who would you like to see/to meet? Why
are you interested in this period of time?

3. Who of the science-fiction writers were correct in their predictions? What
did scientists invent that had been foreseen and described by science-fiction writers
long before the invention?

4. Do you think there are any predictions in this story that might turn out to be
true in the future?

5. What recent natural disasters caused by climate change can you name? Give

a short talk on one of them. What might such disasters lead to?
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Task 4. Prepare a report on a book or film about time-traveling that you have

read/watched. (approximately 10-75 min). If you haven'’t read or watched anything

about time-traveling you may prepare a report on your favorite science-fiction book.
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