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TEMATUYECKUWN MJ1AH

Buorpadusa O’'TeHpu. Witches’ Loaves (3akongoBaHHble xnebupbl). The
Exact Science of Matrimony (CynpyxecTBoO kak To4yHaqa Hayka). The Brief
Debut of Tildy (Oe6toT Tunbgu). The Pendulum (MasTHuk). A Service of
Love (M3 no6Bm K UCKYCCTBY).
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NEPEYEHb YMEHUN

HanmeHoBaHue

CopnepxaHune

OTBeTbl Ha BOMNpPOCbI C
ucnonb3oBaHneMm  npea-
JNOXXEHUIN U3 TeKcTa

1.MpoynTtanTe TEKCT.

2.NepeBeante ero Ha pycckuin A3blK, Npu
HeoBX0AMMOCTUN NOMb3yNTECh CIIOBapEM.

3.MMpounTtante BONpocC.

4.TepeBeaunTe ero Ha PyCCcKnin A3bIK.

5./cxopsa M3 cmeicnia Bompoca, HanauTe B
TEeKCTe Ty YacTb, B KOTOPOW COAEPXMTCSH
OTBET Ha BOMpoC.

6.0npegennte npegnoxeHue, KoTopoe
SIBNAETCA OTBETOM Ha BOMPOC, U UCMOSb-
3yWTE ero B Ka4ecTBe OTBETA.

CocTtaBneHne [pguanoros
Nno TeKCTy Ha 3adaHHyto
Temy.

1.MpounTanTe TEKCT.

2.MNepeBeante ero Ha pycckun A3blK, UC-
nonb3ys Npn HeobxoanumMocTn crosapb.

3.lMpounTtanTte TeMmy guanora n nepeeegu-
Te ee Ha PYCCKUN A3bIK.

4.0npepenuTe, Kaknue repou TekcTa y4acT-
BYIOT B Auarore.

5.0npegennte OCHOBHYIO TEMY Auariora.

6.Hangnte B TekcTe OTPbLIBOK, OMMCLIBAtO-
LM TeMy Quanora c y4acTMeM repoes.

7.Ewe pa3 npounTante ISTOT OTPbIBOK,
obpaTuB BHUMaHWE Ha OENCTBUS, CNOBa,
MHEHVS 1 T.4. ero repoes.

8.Pacnpegenute ponu Mexay yvacTHUKa-
MK guanora.

9.Ha ocHoBe TekcTa COCTaBbTe PennuKu
ONSA KaXXgoro n3 y4acTHUKOB, @ 3aTeMm Co-
CTaBbTe LienbIvi guanor.

I'IepeBop, TEKCTa C Oa4HOro
A3blKa Ha ﬂ,perVl

1.MpounTaiTe TEKCT, BbISIBMSSA €ro CTunb,
CTPYKTYpYy, uUenn aBTopa u obpawas
BHMMaHWE Ha OCHOBHblE MOEN WU Nornye-
CKWNe CBS3N.

2.MepeBeanTe TEKCT Ha PYCCKUA A3blIK,
YTOYHSAS BCE HESACHbIE MOMEHTbLI NpU Mo-
MOLLM CroBaps U OpyrMx OOCTYMHbIX Ma-
Tepuarnos.

3.Mpountante  NONyYeEHHLIN  NepeBos,
npoBepbTe €ro, BHOCA MpW Heobxoau-
MOCTW CTUIUCTUYECKUE NPaBKU.
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HaumeHnosaHnue

[ o

Te xc-

CopaepxaHue

Ta

1

B L e
BHMMaHWe Ha OCHOBHble uaen u noruy e c-

Kue cBA3n.

2.MpountanTte TekcT elle pa3 Gonee fe-
TanbHO, YTOYHSASA BCE HESICHbIE MOMEHTbI
npu NOMOLLM CroBaps U Apyrux Jonos-
HUTENbHBIX MaTepMasos.

3.CocTaBbTe NnaH nepeckasa, Crapasicb
NpuaepXuUBaTbCa CTPYKTYPbl WUCXOLHOMo
TEeKCTa; B Hayane npuBeauTe KpaTkyto
npeseHTaumMio TekcTa, 3aTeM oxapakTe-
pu3ynTe TOYKY 3pEHUsl aBTOpa U BbICKa-
XWTE CBOE MHEHWeE.

4.0npenenute OCHOBHbIE KIHOYEBbIE CIO-
Ba, JIEKCUKY, KOTOpbIE WUCMOMb3YyHTCS B
TEKCTE U BblpaXatoT €ro OCHOBHbIE UAEN.

5.CocTtaBbTe nepeckas Tekcta (nNpu Heob-
X0OMMOCTM B NUCbMEHHOW dopme). B
nepeckase MCMonb3ynTe Kr4veBble Cro-
Ba UCXOAHOro Tekcta. MNpu aTom cTapan-
Tecb usberatb ynotpebneHus dpas u
S3bIKOBBIX KOHCTPYKUWIA, COAEpXKaLLUXCS
B WCXOOHOM TeKkcTe, ©e3 W3MeHeHWI;
cTapantecb ynoTpebutb HaumeHbllee
KONMYECTBO CI1OB.
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O. HENRY

Pseudonym of WILLIAM SYDNEY PORTER (born Sept. 11, 1862,
Greensboro, N.C., U.S. — died June 5; 1910, New York City), U.S. short-story
writer whose tales romanticized the commonplace — in particular the life of
ordinary people in New York City. His stories expressed the effect of
coincidence on character through humour, grim or ironic, and often had
surprise endings, a device that became identified with his name and cost him
critical favour when its vogue had passed.

Porter attended a school taught by his aunt, then clerked in his uncle’s
drugstore. In 1882 he went to Texas, where he worked on a ranch, in a
general land office, and later as teller in the First National Bank in Austin. He
began writing sketches at about the time of his marriage to Athol Estes in
1887, and in 1894 he started a humorous weekly, The Rolling Stone. When
that venture failed, Porter joined the Houston Post as reporter, columnist, and
occasional cartoonist.

In February 1896 he was indicted for embezzlement of bank funds.
Friends aided his flight to Honduras. News of his wife’s fatal illness,
however, brought him back to Austin, and lenient authorities did not press his
case until after her death. When convicted, Porter received the lightest
sentence possible and in 1898 he entered the penitentiary at Columbus, Ohio;
his sentence was shortened to three years and three months for good
behaviour. As night druggist in the prison hospital, he could write to earn
money for support of his daughter Margaret. His stories of adventure in the
southwest U.S. and Central America were immediately popular with magazine
readers, and when he emerged from prison W.S. Porter had become O.
Henry.

In 1902 O. Henry arrived in New York — his “Bagdad on the Subway.”
From December 1903 to January 1906 he produced a story a week for the
New York World, writing also for magazines. His first book, Cabbages and
Kings (1904), depicted fantastic characters against exotic Honduran
backgrounds. Both The Four Million (1906) and The Trimmed Lamp (1907)
explored the lives of the multitude of New York in their daily routines and
searchings for romance and adventure. Heart of the West (1907) presented
accurate and fascinating tales of the Texas range.

Then in rapid succession came The Voice of the City (1908), The
Gentle Grafter (1908), Roads of Destiny (1909), Options (1909), Strictly
Business (1910), and Whirligigs (1910). Whirligigs contains perhaps Porter’s
funniest story, “The Ransom of Red Chief.”

Despite his popularity, O. Henry’s final years were marred by ill-health,
a desperate financial struggle, and alcoholism. A second marriage in 1907
was unhappy. After his death three more collected volumes appeared: Sixes
and Sevens (1911), Rolling Stones (1912), and Waifs and Strays (1917).
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Later, seven fugitive stories and poems, O.Henryana (1920), Letters to
Lithopolis (1922) and two collections of his early work on the Houston Post,
Postscripts (1923), and O. Henry Encore (1939), were published. Foreign
translations and adaptations for other art forms, including films and
television, attest his universal application and appeal.

LESSON 1 YPOK 1

WITCHES’ LOAVES

MISS MARTHA MEACHAM kept the little bakery on the corner (the one
where you go up three steps, and the bell tinkles when you open the door).

Miss Martha was forty, her bank-book showed a credit of two
thousand dollars, and she possessed two false teeth and a sympathetic
heart. Many people have married whose chances to do so were much inferior
to Miss Martha’s.

Two or three times a week a customer came in in whom she began to
take an interest. He was a middle-aged man, wearing spectacles and a brown
beard trimmed to a careful point.

He spoke English with a strong German accent. His clothes were worn
and darned in places, and wrinkled and baggy in others. But he looked neat,
and had very good manners.

He always bought two loaves of stale bread. Fresh bread was five
cents a loaf. Stale ones were two for five. Never did he call for anything but
stale bread.

Once Miss Martha saw a red and brown stain on his fingers. She was
sure then that he was an artist and very poor. No doubt he lived in a garret,
where he painted pictures and ate stale bread and thought of the good things
to eat in Miss Martha’s bakery.

Often when Miss Martha sat down to her chops and light rolls and jam
and tea she would sigh, and wish that the gentle-mannered artist might
share her tasty meal instead of eating his dry crust in that draughty attic.

Miss Martha’s heart, as you have been told, was a sympathetic one.

In order to test her theory as to his occupation, she brought from her
room one day a painting that she had bought at a sale, and set it against the
shelves behind the bread counter.

It was a Venetian scene. A splendid marble palazzio (so it said on the
picture) stood in the foreground — or rather forewater. For the rest there
were gondolas (with the lady trailing her hand in the water), clouds, sky, and
chiaroscuro in plenty. No artist could fail to notice it.
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Two days afterward the customer came in.

‘Two loafs of stale bread, if you blease.’

‘You haf here a fine bicture, madame,’ he said while she was wrapping
up the bread.

‘Yes?’ says Miss Martha, revelling in her own cunning. ‘I do so admire
art and’ (no, it would not do to say ‘artists’ thus early) ‘and paintings,’ she
substituted. ‘“You think it is a good picture?’

‘Der balace,’ said the customer, ‘is not in good drawing. Der
bairspective of it is not true. Goot morning, madame.’

He took his bread, bowed, and hurried out.

Yes, he must be an artist. Miss Martha took the picture back to her
room.

How gentle and kindly his eyes shone behind his spectacles! What a
broad brow he had! To be able to judge perspective at a glance — and to live
on stale bread! But genius often has to struggle before it is recognized.

What a thing it would be for art and perspective if genius were backed
by two thousand dollars in the bank, a bakery, and a sympathetic heart to —
But these were day-dreams, Miss Martha.

Often now when he came he would chat for awhile across the
showcase. He seemed to crave Miss Martha’s cheerful words.

He kept on buying stale bread. Never a cake, never a pie, never one
other delicious Sally Lunnis.

She thought he began to look thinner and discouraged. Her heart
ached to add something good to eat to his meagre purchase, but her courage
failed at the act. She did not dare affront him. She knew the pride of artists.

Miss Martha took to wearing her blue-dotted silk waist behind the
counter. In the back room she cooked a mysterious compound of quince
seeds and borax. Ever so many people use it for the complexion.

One day the customer came in as usual, laid his nickel on the
showcase, and called for his stale loaves. While Miss Martha was reaching
for them there was a great tooting and clanging, and a fire-engine came
lumbering past.

The customer hurried to the door to look, as anyone will. Suddenly
inspired. Miss Martha seized the opportunity.

On the bottom shelf behind the counter was a pound of fresh butter
that the dairyman had left ten minutes ago. With a bread-knife Miss Martha
made a deep slash in each of the stale loaves, inserted a generous quantity of
butter, and pressed the loaves tight again.

When the customer turned once more she was tying the paper around
them.

When he had gone, after an unusually pleasant little chat, Miss Martha
smiled to herself, but not without a slight fluttering of the heart.

COBPEMEHHbIA N'YMAHUTAPHbI YHUBEPCUTET
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Had she been too bold? Would he take offence? But surely not. There
was no language of edibles. Butter was no emblem of unmaidenly
forwardness.

For a long time that day her mind dwelt on the subject. She imagined
the scene when he should discover her little deception.

He would lay down his brushes and palette. There would stand his
easel with the picture he was painting in which the perspective was beyond
criticism.

He would prepare for his luncheon of dry bread and water. He would
slice into a loaf — ah!

Miss Martha blushed. Would he think of the hand that placed it there
as he ate? Would he -

The front door bell jangled viciously. Somebody was coming in, making
a great deal of noise.

Miss Martha hurried to the front. Two men were there. One was a
young man smoking a pipe — a man she had never seen before. The other
was her artist.

His face was very red, his hat was on the back of his head, his hair
was wildly rumpled. He clinched his two fists and shook them ferociously at
Miss Martha. At Miss Martha.

‘Dummkopf!” he shouted with extreme loudness; and then
‘Tausendonfer!’ or something like it, in German.

The young man tried to draw him away.

‘1 vill not go,’ he said angrily, ‘else | shall told her.’

He made a bass drum of Miss Martha’s counter.

‘You haf shpoilt me,” he cried, his blue eyes blazing behind his
spectacles. ‘| vill tell you. You vas von meddingsome old cat!’

Miss Martha leaned weakly against the shelves and laid one hand on
her blue-dotted silk waist. The young man took his companion by the collar.

‘Come on,’ he said, ‘you’ve said enough.’ He dragged the angry one
out at the door to the sidewalk, and then came back.

‘Guess you ought to be told, ma’am,’ he said, ‘what the row is about.
That’s Blumberger. He’s an architectural draughtsman. | work in the same
office with him.’

‘He’s been working hard for three months drawing a plan for a new
city hall. It was a prize competition. He finished inking the lines yesterday.
You know, a draughtsman always makes his drawing in pencil first. When it’s
done he rubs out the pencil lines with handfuls of stale breadcrumbs. That’s
better than india-rubber.’

‘Blumberger’s been buying the bread here. Well, to-day — well, you
know, ma’am, that butter isn’t — well, Blumberger’s plan isn’t good for
anything now except to cut up into railroad sandwiches.’
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Miss Martha went into the back room. She took off the blue-dotted silk
waist and put on the old brown serge she used to wear. Then she poured the
quince seed and borax mixture out of the window into the ash can.

Tasks and Exercises

1. Read the text paying attention to the following words:

to keep the bakery — nepxatb 6yno4Hyto

a sympathetic heart — nobpoe cepaue

a customer — nokynaresb, NOCETUTENb

to take an interest — nposiBnATL HTEPEC

a middle-aged man — My>X4unHa cpegHux net

to speak with a strong (German) accent — roBoOpuUTb C CUJIbHbIM
HEeMEeLUKMM aKLEHTOM

to wear spectacles — HOCUTb O4KN

to look neat — BoIrnaoeTb ONPATHO

two loaves of stale bread — gga 4epcTBbIX Xnebua

to have good (bad) manners — nmeTb xopowure (OypHbIE) MaHeps.l;
ObITb XOPOLUO (AYPHO) BOCMNTAHHbIM

a red and brown stain on his fingers — cnegpbl KpacHOM N KOPUYHEBOWN
KpacKkn Ha nanbuax

occupation — popf 3aHATUI, OEATENBLHOCTH

a painting — KapTnHa, X1UBONMCb

to test smb’s theory — ncneitats (NpoBepuTs) TEOPUIO (OOraaKy)

a Venetian scene — cueHka U3 BEHELMAaHCKOM XN3HN

a splendid marble palazzio — BennkonenHoe MpamMopHoOe nanauLo

No artist could fail to notice it. — Hn oanH XyOoXHUK HE CMOXET He
3aMeTUTb ee (KapTuHy).

What a broad brow he had! — Kakoi1 y Hero Bbicokuii no6!

at a glance — Ha nepBbI1 B3rnag,

showcase — npunaBok

to keep on doing smth — npogonxatb 4T0-NMbOO OenaTb

to struggle — 6opoTbecs, cpaxaTbes

to recognize — npunaHaTb KOro-1Mbo

to look thinner and discouraged - BbirnagetTb 6onee xygobiM u”
rPYCTHbIM

her courage failed at the act — myxecTBo nokmngano ee

She didn’t dare affront him. — OHa He ocmenuBanacb HaHECTU eMy
obuay.

the pride of artists — ropgocTb Xy00XXHUKOB

a mysterious compound — TaMHCTBEHHAasi CMECb

complexion — 6enmM3Ha Koxm

to seize the opportunity — ncnonb3oBaTb BO3MOXHOCTb, LLIAHC
COBPEMEHHbI N'YMAHUTAPHbIA YHUBEPCUTET
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a pound of fresh butter — dyHT cnnBoyHOro macna

a dairyman — MOOYHUK

to make a deep slash — coenatb rnybokuin Hagpes

to press the loaves tight — kpenko npuxartb BEPXHME MOSOBUHKU
(xnebua) K HUXKHUM

pleasant little chat — npuaTHaa Heponras 6ecena

to dwelt (dwelt, dwelt) on the subject — roBoputb 0 4em-T0 (0COBGEHHO
O HENPULATHOM)

to discover smb’s deception — 0OHapPYyXnTb, packpbiTb 0OMaH

to make a great deal of noise — Npon3BeCTN LWYM, LUYMETb

to smoke a pipe — KypuTb TPybKy

easel — monbbepT

to lay down smb’s brushes and palette — oTknagbiBaTb B CTOPOHY
KUCTU U NanuTpy

his hair was wildly rumpled — ero Bonocsbl 66111 B310XMa4eHbl

to clinch the fists — cxxumaTtb Kynaku

to draw smb away — NOTAHYTb B CTOPOHY, OTTALLUTb

a draughtsman — 4yepTexHumk

to rub out the pencil’s lines — cTupaTtb kapaHgaliHble MMHUN

. Answer the following questions:
What kind of woman was Miss Martha?

=N

2. What kind of man was the customer?

3. What made Miss Martha suspect that the customer was an artist?

4. What did Miss Martha do to find out the customer’s occupation?

5. Why didn’t Miss Martha offer anything good to eat to the
customer?

6. How did Miss Martha manage to add butter to the customer’s stale
loaves?

7. Why didn’t Miss Martha recognize her customer at first?

8. How did the customer’s companion explain the strange behaviour
of his friend to Miss Martha?

9. What did Miss Martha do with the picture she brought from her
room?
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10. Why did Miss Martha hang the picture on the wall?

11. How did Miss Martha feel when she was speaking with the
customer about art and paintings?

12. What did Miss Martha suspect her customer was?

13. Why did Miss Martha get frightened when the customer came to
her bakery accompanied by a man? Did she know what had made
him so angry?

14. What did the customer’s friend think of what Miss Martha had
done?

15. What did Miss Martha think about what had happened?

16. What made Miss Martha think that the customer was poor?

17. What made Miss Martha hang a picture in the bakery?

18. What made the customer buy only stale bread?

19. What made the young man draw the artist out of the bakery?

20. What made the customer take part in the prize competition?

21. The customer beat Miss Martha, didn’t he?

3. Choose the correct variant to complete the sentence.
1. Miss Martha was
A) forty and rather rich
B) young and rich
C) poor and unhappy
2. Miss Martha
A) hasn’t a husband
B) has a husband
C) has two children
3. The customer was
A) a middle-aged man
B) very young and handsome
C) very old and ugly

COBPEMEHHbIA N'YMAHUTAPHbI YHUBEPCUTET
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4. The customer spoke English with
A) a strong German accent
B) a strong French accent
C) a strong Russian accent
5. The customer kept on buying
A) stale bread
B) a cake
C) a pie
6. The customer was
A) a draughtsman
B) an artist
C) a painter
7. A draughtsman rubs out the pencil lines with
A) stale breadcrumbs
B) an india-rubber
C) an eraser
8. The customer’s companion asked him
A) to calm down
B) to beat the woman
C) to shout at Miss Martha
7. When adding butter to the customer’s loaves Miss Martha
A) wanted to please him
B) to spoil his drawing
C) make him angry

4. Translate the expressions below and make up your own
sentences with them.
the customer

stale loaves

two false teeth

a sympathetic heart

a middle-aged man

to live in a garret

to share smb’s tasty meal

occupation
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gentle and kindly his eyes shone

a bakery

to look thinner and discourage

the pride of artist

to affront smb.

meagre purchase

to seize the opportunity

pleasant little chat

to make a great deal of noise

companion

a prize competition

draughtsman

ask can

to work hard

to rub out the pencil’s lines

showcase

little deception

5. Translate the expressions below into English:
ManeHbkasa OynoyHas Ha yriy

ABe TbiCA4 O011apoB

[Ba BCTaBHbIX 3yba

COBPEMEHHbIW N'YMAHUTAPHbI YHUBEPCUTET
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nokynartesnb

4YenoBeK CpeaHUX NeT, B 04Kax 1 ¢ TEMHOI 6BOpoaKomn

XOPOLLNE MaHepbl

cnenbl KPaCHOM U KOPUYHEBOW KPacKn

nMNTaTbCA 4ePCTBbIM xnebom

aykUMOH (pacnpoaaxa)

3aHA9 KOMHaTa

MOHeTa B NATb LLEHTOB

BbICOKMUIA 10O

no>XapHasa MallnHa

HaXaJlbHas CTapas KOLLUKa

LwenkoBas 6ny3ka

pa3bAPEHHbIV NPUATENDb

KapaHaallHble TMHNN

xneb nyyue pe3nHKn

KOpOTeHbkasa NpuaTHas 6ecena

Haape3aTb HOXXOM

npmxatb BepxHe nooBUHKN

HEeBUHHaA XUTPOCTb

6. Make literary translation into Russian of the paragraph:

1) from the words: “two or three times a week a customer came in...”
to the words: “where he painted pictures and ate stale bread and
thought of the good things to eat in Miss Martha’s bakery”;
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2) from the words: “It was a Venetian scene...”
to the words: “He took his bread, bowed and hurried out”;

3) from the words: “Often now when he came he would chat for a
while...”
to the words: “She knew the pride of artists”;

4) from the words: “One day the customer came in as usually,...”
to the words: “... but not without a slight fluttering of the heart”;
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5) from the words: “Guess you ought to be told, ma’am...”
to the words: “except to cut up into railroad sandwiches”.

7. Translate from Russian into English:

A. Y muncc MapTbl 6bina MmaneHbkaa 6ynodyHas. Mucc MapTta Obina
noBOJNIbHO Borata, 1 y Hee Oblno Aobpoe cepaLe.

Ee BHMMaHMe nNpmBReK ogmMH M3 NokynaTenemn, KoTopbii 3axoana B
OynoyHyio ABa UM TpU pasa B HeOesnto 1 nokynan TONbKO YePCTBbIN xneb.
Mwncc MapTa nomo3speBana, HTO OH XyAOoXHUK. YTOObl BbIACHUTb, 4TO 3TO
LeNCTBUTENbHO Tak, OHa noBecuna B 6yno4Hon kapTuHy. OHa Oblnia yBepeHa,
4yTO, €CNK NMoKynaTeslb — XyAOXHWK, KapTUHA NMPUBMIEYET ero BHUMaHmne. XoTa
Muncc MapTa He Bblnia NioboNbITHA, € XOTENOCH 3HATb BCE O NokynaTene.

En oueHb xoTenocb A06aBUTb Yero-HMOyab BKYCHOIO K ero YepCTBOMY
xneby, HO OHa He ocMenuBanacb caenatb 3TOro, Tak kak 6osnacb, 4TO
nokynatenb obmnantca. OgHaxabl oHa gobaBuaa CBeXero macna kK ero
yepcTBOoMy xneby. Mucc MapTa 6bina yBepeHa, 4To MOsIoaon Yenosek Oyaoet
pacTporaH, korga yBnaguTt macno. Ho oH He 6bin npudHaTeneH 6eaHon MUcC
MapTe. [leno B TOM, 4TO OH MoKynan 4epcTBbIi xnebd, 4ToObl cTUpPaTb
KapaHaallHble IMHUM Ha CBOMX YepTexax. Macno ncnopTuno ero 4eprex, 3a
KOTOPbIA OH HAOESANCS NONYYUTb NPEMMULIO.
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Mucc MapTa cogepykana ManeHbKylo Byo4Hyo Ha yray (Ty camyto,
roe Tpu CTYNeHbkKU BHU3 U KOrga OTKPbIBaELLb ABEPb, APeOEe3XUT
KONOKOMbYUK).

370 ObIN YeNOBEK CPeaHUNX NET, B 04KaxX U C TEMHO BOPOAKON.

OH rOBOPMI NO-AHMIMACKN C CUSIbHBIM HEMELIKMM aKLLEHTOM.

KocTioMm Ha HEM — CTapeHbkUN, HEOTYTIOXEHHbIN, MecTamu
MOALITONAHHbLIA — CUAEN MELLKOBATO.

MpuHuMasachb Tenepb 3a CBOW 3aBTpak — Tenayba OTOMBHAaA,
Oynoyku, oXem 1 Yar — mmucc MapTa YacTeHbKO Mcrnyckana B340X
M cokpylwanacb, 4YTO 3TOT XYAOXHWK TakoW AeNunKaTHbIN,
BOCMNUTAHHbIA, BMECTO TOro, 4ToObl OENNTb C HEW ee BKYCHYIO
Tpanesy, F0XeT Cyxue Kopku y cebs Ha yepaake, roe rynsetr
CKBOS3HSIK.

Becb kpacHbI, B CABUHYTOW Ha 3aTbISIOK LUASAME, B3/IOXMAYEHHbIN,
OH CXal Kynakm U 9poCTHO 3aTpsCc UMK nepen NMuoM MUCC
MapThl.
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7. bniombeprep Tpu Mecsua, He pas3rndas CnuHbl, TPYAMUNCS Hang,
NPOEKTOM 3aHuSl.

8. Buepa Be4epom OH 3aKOHYM 0OBOANTL HEPTEX TYLLbIO.

9. B T1OT OAeHb mucc MapTa MHoOro aymana ob6o scem aTomM. OHa
npeacTtasuna cebe kak OH 0OHAPYXUT ee HEBMHHYIO XUTPOCTb.

10. B oouH npekpacHbIn AeHb nokynatenb 3awen B Oyn04HYIO,
MONOXMA Ha NPUNaBoK, Kak 0ObIYHO, MOHETY B NSATb LLEHTOB U
CMpoCun Kak Bcerga 4epcrBble xnebupl.

8. Retell the text, playing the role of:
a) Miss Martha;

b) a customer (draughtsman);

c) acompanion of a draughtsman.

9. Make up the dialogues pertaining to the following situations:

a) Miss Martha and a customer are discussing the art;

b) Miss Martha is discussing what has happened to her with one of
her neighbour.
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10. Have you or your friends ever happened to be in such a
situation when you got the result opposite to the expected one?

LESSON 2 YPOK 2

THE EXACT SCIENCE OF MATRIMONY

“AS | HAVE TOLD YOU BEFORE,” said Jeff Peters, “I never had much
confidence in the perfidiousness of woman. As partners or coeducators in
the most innocent line of graft they are not trustworthy.”

“They deserve the compliment,” said I. “I think they are entitled to be
called the honest sex.”

“Why shouldn’t they be?” said Jeff. “They’ve got the other sex either
grafting or working overtime for em. They’re all right in business until they
get their emotions or their hair touched up too much. Then you want to have
a flat—footed, heavy—breathing man with sandy whiskers, five kids and a
building and loan mortgage ready as an understudy to take her desk.” Now
there was that widow lady that me and Andy Tucker engaged to help us in a
little matrimonial agency scheme we floated out in Cairo.

When you’ve got enough advertising capital — say a roll as big as the
little end of a wagon tongue — there’s money in matrimonial agencies. We had
about $6,000 and we expected to double it in two months, which is about as
long as a scheme like ours can be carried on without taking out a New Jersey
charter.

We fixed up an advertisement that read about like this:

‘Charming widow, beautiful, home loving, 32 years, possessing $3,000
cash and owning valuable country property, would remarry. Would prefer a
poor man with affectionate disposition to one with means, as she realizes that
the solid virtues are oftenest to be found in the humble waits of life. No
objection to elderly man or one of homely appearance if faithful and true and
competent to manage property and invest money with judgement. Address,
with particulars,

LONELY,

Care of Peters & Tucker ahglents Cairo, lll.’
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“So far, so pernicious,” says |, when we had finished the literary
concoction. “And now,” says |, “where is the lady?”

Andy gives me one of his looks of calm irritation.

“Jeff,” says he, “I thought you had lost them ideas of realism in your
art. Why should there be a lady? When they sell a lot of watered stock on
Wall Street would you expect to find a mermaid in it? What has a matrimonial
ad got to do with a lady?”

“Now listen,” says I. “You know my rule, Andy, that in all my illegitimate
inroads against the legal letter of the law the article sold must be existent,
visible, producible. In that way and by a careful study of city ordinances and
train schedules | have kept out of all trouble with the police that a five-dollar
bill and a cigar could not square. Now, to work this scheme we’ve got to be
able to produce bodily a charming widow or its equivalent with or without the
beauty, hereditaments and appurtenances set forth in the catalogue and writ
of errors, or hereafter be held by a justice of the peace.”

“Well,” says Andy, reconstructing his mind, “maybe it would be safer in
case the post office or the peace commission should try to investigate our
agency. But where,” he says, “could you hope to find a widow who would
waste time on a matrimonial scheme that had no matrimony in it?”

| told Andy that | thought | knew of the exact party. An old friend of
mine, Zeke Trotter, who used to draw soda-water and teeth in a tent show,
had made his wife a widow a year before by drinking some dyspepsia cure of
the old doctor’s instead of the liniment that he always got boozed up on. |
used to stop at their house often, and | thought we could get her to work with
us.

“I was only sixty miles to the little town where she lived, so | jumped
out on the I. C. and finds her in the same cottage with the same sunflowers
and roosters standing on the wash-tub. Mrs. Trotter fitted our ad first-rate
except, maybe, for beauty and age and property valuation. But she looked
feasible and praiseworthy to the eye, and it was a kindness to Zeke’'s memory
to give her the Job.

“Is this an honest deal you are putting on, Mr. Peters?” she asks me
when [ tell her what we want.

“Mrs. Trotter,” says I, “Andy Tucker and me have computed the
calculation that 3,000 men in this broad and unfair country will endeavour to
secure your fair hand and ostensible money and property through our
advertisement. Out of that number something like thirty hundred will expect
to give you in exchange, if they should win you, the carcass of a lazy and
mercenary loafer, a failure in life, a swindler and contemptible fortune-
seeker.”

“Me and Andy,” says |, “propose to teach these prayers upon society a
lesson. It was with difficulty,” says I, “that me and Andy could refrain from
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forming a corporation under the title of the Great Moral and Millennial
Malevolent Matrimonial Agency. Does that satisfy you?”

“It does, Mr. Peters,” says she. “I might have known you wouldn’t have
gone into anything that wasn’t opprobrious. But what will my duties be? Do |
have to reject personally these 3,000 rapscallions you speak of, or can |
throw them out in bunches?”

“Your job, Mrs. Trotter,” says |, “will be practically a cynosure. You will
live at a quiet hotel and will have no work to do. Andy and | will attend to all
the correspondence and business end of it.”

“Of course,” says |, “some of the more ardent and impetuous suitors
who can raise the railroad fare may come to Cairo to personally press their
suit or whatever fraction of a suit they may be wearing. In that case you will
be probably put to the inconvenience of kicking them out face to face. We
will pay you $25 per week and hotel expenses.”

“Give me five minutes,” says Mrs. Trotter, “to get my powder rag and
leave the front—door key with a neighbour and you can let my salary begin.”

So | conveys Mrs. Trotter to Cairo and establishes her in a family hotel
far enough away from mine and Andy’s quarters to be unsuspicious and
available, and | tell Andy.

“Great,” says Andy. “And now that your conscience is appeased as to
the tangibility and proximity of the bait, and leaving mutton aside, suppose we
revenoo a noo fish.”

So, we began to insert our advertisement in newspapers covering the
country far and wide. One ad was all we used. We couldn’t have used more
without hiring so many clerks and marcelled paraphernalia that the sound of
the gum-chewing would have disturbed the Postmaster-General.

We placed $2,000 in a bank to Mrs. Trotter’s credit and gave her the
book to show in case anybody might question the honesty and good faith of
the agency. | knew Mrs. Trotter was square and reliable and it was safe to
leave it in her name.

With that one ad Andy and me put in twelve hours a day answering
letters.

About one hundred a day was what came in. | never knew there was so
many large-hearted but indigent men in the country who were willing to
acquire a charming widow and assume the burden of investing her money.

Most of them admitted that they ran principally to whiskers and lost
jobs and were misunderstood by the world, but all of 'em were sure that they
were so chock-full of affection and manly qualities that the widow would be
making the bargain of her life to get em.

Every applicant got a reply from Peters & Tucker informing them that
the widow had been deeply impressed by his straightforward and interesting
letter and requesting them to write again; staring more particulars; and
enclosing photograph if convenient. Peters & Tucker also informed the
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applicant that their fee for handing over the second letter to their fair client
would be $2, enclosed therewith.

There you see the simple beauty of the scheme. About 90 per cent of
them domestic foreign noblemen raised the price somehow and sent it in.
That was all there was to it. Except that me and Andy complained an amount
about being put to the trouble of slicing open them envelopes, and taking the
money out.

Some few clients called in person. We sent 'em to Mrs. Trotter and she
did the rest; except for three or four who came back to strike us for car-fare.
After the letters began to get in from the r.f.d. districts Andy and me were
taking in about $200 a day.

One afternoon when we were busiest and | was stuffing the two and
ones into cigar boxes and Andy was whistling “No Wedding Bells for Her,” a
small, slick man drops in and runs his eye over the walls like he was on the
trail of a lost Gainsborough painting or two. As soon as | saw him | felt a glow
of pride, because we were running our business on the level.

“l see you have quite a large mail to-day,” says the man.

| reached and got my hat.

“Come on,” says |. “We’ve been expecting you. I'll show you the goods.
How was Teddy when you left Washington?”

| took him down to the Riverview Hotel and had him shake hands with
Mrs. Trotter. Then | showed him her bank book with the $2,000 to her credit.

“It seems to be all right,” says the Secret Service.

“It is,” says I. “And if you're not a married man I'll leave you to talk a
while with the lady. We won’t mention the two dollars.”

“Thanks,” says he. “If | wasn’t, | might. Good day, Mrs. Peters.”

Toward the end of three months we had taken in something over
$5,000, and we saw it was time to quit. We had a good many complaints
made to us; and Mrs. Trotter seemed to be tired of the job. A good many
suitors had been calling to see her, and she didn’t seem to like that.

So we decides to pull out, and | goes down to Mrs. Trotter’s hotel to
pay her last week’s salary and say farewell and get her cheque for the
$2,000.

When | got there | found her crying like a kid that don’t want to go to
school.

“Now, now,” says |, “what’s it all about? Somebody sassed you or you
getting home-sick?”

“No, Mr. Peters,” says she. “I'll tell you. You was always a friend of
Zeke’s, and | don’t mind. Mr. Peters, I’'m in love. | just love a man so hard |
can’t bear not to get him. He’s just the ideal I’'ve always had in mind.”

“Then take him,” says |. “That is, if it’s a mutual case. Does he return
the sentiment according to the specifications and painfulness you have

. ”
described?
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“He does,” says she. “But he’s one of the gentlemen that’s been
coming to see me about the advertisement and he won’t marry me unless |
give him the $2,000.” His name is William Wilkinson.” And then she goes off
again in the agitations and hysterics of romance.

“Mrs. Trotter,” says I, “there’s no man more sympathizing with a
woman'’s affections than | am. Besides, you was once the life partner of one
of my best friends. If it was left to me I’d say take this $2,000 and the man of
your choice and be happy.

“We could afford to do that, because we have cleaned up over $5,000
from these suckers that wanted to marry you. But,” says I, “Andy Tucker is to
be consulted.”

“He is a good man, but keen in business. He is my equal partner
financially. | will talk to Andy,” says |, “and see what can be done.”

| goes back to our hotel and lays the case before Andy.

“I was expecting something like this all the time,” says Andy. “You
can’t trust a woman to stick by you in any scheme that involves her emotions
and preferences.”

“It’s a sad thing, Andy,” says |, “to think that we’ve been the cause of
the breaking of a woman’s heart.”

“It is,” says Andy, “and | tell you what I’m willing to do, Jeff. You've
always been a man of a soft and generous heart and disposition. Perhaps I've
been too hard and worldly and suspicious, for once I’ll meet you half-way. Go
to Mrs. Trotter and tell her to draw the $2,000 from the bank and give it to
this man she’s infatuated with and be happy.”

I jumps up and shakes Andy’s hand for five minutes, and then | goes
back to Mrs. Trotter and tells her, and she cries as hard for joy as she did for
SOrrow.

Two days afterward me and Andy packed up to go.

“Wouldn’t you like to go down and meet Mrs. Trotter once before we
leave?” | asks him. “She’d like mightily to know you and express her
encomiums and gratitude.”

“Why, | guess not,” says Andy. “I guess we’d better hurry and catch
that train.”

| was strapping our capital around me in a memory belt like we always
carried it, when Andy pulls a roll of large bills out of his pocket and asks me
to put ‘em with the rest.

“What'’s this?” says I.

“It’'s Mrs. Trotter’s two thousand,” says Andy.

“How do you come to have it?” | asks.

“She gave it to me,” says Andy. “I've been calling on her three evenings
a week for more than a month.”

“Then are you William Wilkinson?” says I.

“I was,” says Andy.
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Tasks and Exercises

1. Read the text paying attention to the following expressions
and words:

confidence — nosepue

the perfidiousness of woman — XeHckoe KOBapCTBO

partner — KOMNaHbOH

coeducators — coy4acTHUK

innocent line of graft — HeBUHHOE XYNbLHN4ECTBO

they deserve the compliment — oHM 3acnyXnBaloT KOMMANMEHT

the honest sex — yecTHenLwnin Non

a flat-footed man - “Taxenoso3s”

a heavy-breathing man — My>Xu4uHa C 04bILLKON

loan mortgage — 3a510XXEHHbI JOM

a widow — BooBa

to engage to help smb — okazaTtb conencTeme (MoOMOLLb)

matrimonial agency — 6pa4Hoe areHTCTBO

advertising capital — neHbru Ha peknamy

a roll — nayka

to double — yosouTtb

a scheme — nnaH, cxema

to carry on — BbINOJHATL 4TO-NMBO

a New Jersey charter — opununansHoe paspelueHue ot wraTta Hblo-
Ixepcn

charming widow, possessing $3.000 cash — cumnaTtuyHaa BOooBa c
kanutanom B 3000 gonnapos

valuable country property — LLeHHOEe 0OLIMPHOE MOMECTbLE

solid virtues — conngHble nobpoaeTenu

to invest money with judgment — pacnopsaguTbCs KanmTanaom

literary concoction — nutepaTypHoe Npon3BeLeHnEe

calm irritation — xonogHoe pasgpaxeHue

a matrimonial ad — 6pa4yHoe 06bsiIBNEHNEe

the legal letters of law — neranbHas 6ykBa 3akoHa

illegitimate inroads — HeE3aKOHHbIE OTKJIOHEHUS

to study of city ordinances and train schedule — n3yyaTb ropoackomn
yCTaB 1 pacnucaHue noesnos

| have kept out of all trouble with the police — g ns6exan
CTONKHOBEHWUI C NOANLUVEN

five-dollar bill - 6ymaxka B 5 ponnapos

a charming widow — cMmMmnaTtnyHas BgoBa

to be held by a justice of the peace — ObITb Haka3aHHbIM MO 3aKOHY

peace commission — cynebHoe BeAoOMCTBO

to investigate — nponseecTn paccnenoBaHue, PEBU3UIO
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to waste time — TpaTnTb BpeMS BNyCTYO

made his wife a widow — caenan CBOIO XEHY BAOBOMN

to drink some dyspepsia cure — “xnebHyTb” kakoro-nmbo cHagoObs

sunflowers — NoACOMHYXN

Mrs. Trotter fitted our ad — Muccuc TpoTTep BNoAHe noaxoauna nog,
Halle oObsBNEHME.

to give smb the Job — patb komy-nnbo paboTty

to compute the calculation — coenatb nogcyeT (NoacyYUTbIBaTb YTO-
nmbo)

in this broad and unfair country — B aTO 00LWIMPHOW N BEecYecTHOMN
cTpaHe

a lazy and mercenary loader — neHTsain u 6e3aenbHUK

a failure in life — Heyga4HUK

a swindler and contemptible fortune-seeker — MOWEHHUK U
MPE3PEHHLIN NPOXBOCT

to teach smb a lesson — npoy4nTb KOro-nmbo

Do | have to reject personally these 3,000 rapscallions? — Heyxenu
MHe NpuaeTcs oTkasbiBaTb Kaxkaomy 13 atux 3000 mep3aBueB?

We will pay you $ 25 per week and hotel expenses. — MnaTnTb Mbl Bam
oynem 25% B Hegenio, BKOYas MPOXMBaHME B FOCTUHNLIE.

You can let my salary begin. — Bbl MOXeTe cuntaTb MeHs1 Ha cryxobe.

Mrs. Trotter was square and reliable. — Muccuc TpoTTep — XeHLmHa
YyecTHas N HagexHas.

large-hearted — nobswmin, ¢ [OGPbIM cepaueM

to will to acquire a charming widow and assume the burden of
investing her money — xenatb XeHUTbCS Ha CUMNATUYHON BAOBE U B3BaINUTb
Ha cebsa bpemsa 3ab60T 0 ee kanuTane

every applicant — kaxabin KMNEHT

to complain — xanosaTbc4

called in person — 9BUANCL NYHO

a small slick man — ManeHbkuii LLIYCTPbIV CyObEKT

to feel a glow of pride — 4yyBCcTBOBaTL FOPAOCTb

to run one’s business — BecTu Aeno, 3aHMMaTbcst GU3HECOM

a large mail today — MHOro no4YTbl CEroaHs

It was time to quit. — lNMopa ocTaHOBUTBLCHA (3aKOHYUTbL Kakoe-nnbdo
neno).

to be tired of the job — yctatb oT paboThl

to say farewell — nonpouiatbcs ¢ kem-nnMbo

He’s just the ideal I've always had in mind. — B Hem BonnoTtunaca mown
unaean, KOTopblii 9 nenesna BCIO XN3Hb.

a mutual case — B3aUMHbIN MHTEpeC (34. B3anMHas ntob0oBb)

many suitors — MHOro NOK/IOHHMKOB

a life partner — cnyTHMUA (CNYTHUK) XN3HN
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He is a good man, but a keen in business. — OH 006pbI YENOBEK, HO
neneu,

an equal partner — nanwmk B paBHon aone

You can’t trust a woman to stick by you in any scheme that involves her
emotions and preferences. — Henb3g nonaratbCsa Ha XEHLWIMHY B TaKOM
npeanpusaTumn, roe 3aTparnBaloTcs CepOeyvHble CTPYHbI (€e aMouun 1
npeanoyYTeHns).

the cause of the breaking of a woman’s heart — npuunHa paséutoro
XEHCKOro cepaua

You’re a man of a soft and generous heart and disposition. — Bbl
yenoBek ¢ 4OBPbLIM CEPALIEM U MSAMKMM XapakTepOoM.

to draw the $ 2.000 from the bank — B3aTb n3 6arka 2000 nonnapos

We packed up to go. — Mbl ynakoBanu Bewm 1 npUrotToBUINUCH K
oTbe3ay.

We’'d better hurry and catch the train! — Ham 661 noToponuTbcsa 1 He
onospaTb Ha noespn!

to pull a roll of large bills out of his pocket — BblIHUMaATbL U3 KapMaHa
LLenyto nayvky KpynHbiX GaHKHOT

I’ve been calling on her three evenings a week for more than a month.
— 9 uenbin Mecsu, ObiBan y Hee Be4epamMin rno Tpu pas3a B Hedeno.

2. Choose the correct variant to complete the sentence.
1. Jeff Peters and Andy Tucker had about $
A) 6.000
B) 4.000
C) 5.000
2. Jeff and Andy wanted to double their capital in
A) two months
B) a week
C) two weeks
3. Mrs. Trotter was ...
A) a widow
B) Jeff’s sister
C) Andy’s cousin
4. It was a kindness to Zeke’s memory to give Mrs.Trotter
A) the Job
B) advice
C) a lot of money
5. Andy and Jeff paid Mrs. Trotter $ per week and
hotel expenses
A) 25
B) 15
C)35
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10.

11.

12.

13.

Andy and Jeff placed $ in a bank to Mrs.
Trotter’s credit

A) 5.000

B) 2.000

C) 3.000

Zeke Trotter, made his wife a widow because he

A) drank some dyspepsia cure of old doctor’s

B) was killed

C) died of heart attack

Mrs. Trotter was woman
A) square and reliable

B) greedy

C) envious

. Answer the following questions:

What was Andy’s Tucker idea of matrimonial agency?

Why and for what did Andy and Jeff fix up an advertisement?

Who found a real widow fitted their Ad?

Where did Mrs. Trotter live?

What was Mrs. Trotter’s husband?

Why did her husband die?

Was Mrs. Trotter very smart and charming woman?

Could you describe the circumstances under which Andy and Jeff
met Mrs. Trotter?

What were Mrs. Trotter duties?

How much did Andy and Jeff pay her per week?

Could you sum up everything you know about Mrs. Trotter?

What kind of person was Mrs. Trotter?

How many letters did they receive every day?
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them

14. What do you think of Mrs. Trotter’s applicants (suitors)?

15. What’s your attitude to Mrs. Trotter and her suitors?

16. What’s your attitude to Andy and Jeff?

17. Do you agree with the statement that Andy and Jeff are the fair and
honest people?

18. How could it happen that Mrs. Trotter fell in love?

19. What do you know of Mrs. Trotter’s “fiance”?

20. Could you imagine that one day Andy and Jeff would get in prison?
(Is it possible?)

4. Make up sentences with the expressions below and translate
into Russian.
innocent line of graft

widow

matrimonial agency

to double

matrimonial ad

calm irritation

five-dollar bill

investigate smb’s agency

sunflowers

to teach smb lesson

a failure in life

every applicant
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complain

to give smb the job

equal partner

a mutual case

to say farewell

to be tired of the job

a small slick man

the life partner

It was time to quit

in this broad and unfair country

5. Translate the expressions below from Russian into English.
KOMMAaHbOH

HEBMHHOE XYJIbHN4eCTBO

MY>KYMHA C OObILLIKON

BOOBa

YyecTHeWLWrn non

OpayHoe areHTCTBO

YABOUTb Kanutan

cuMnaTnyHasa Baosa ¢ kanutanom B 3000 nonnapos

nadvka

XONOJHOe pasapaxeHue
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OpayHoe oObsABNEHNEe

XKanoBaTbCa

Mpoy4nTb KOro-nmbo

NoACOJHYXU

TpaTUTb BPems

cnMnaTnyHasa BooBa

Heyaa4YHNKN Nno XN3HU

KaXabln KNMMEHT (MPOCUTENb)

caenartb CBO XEHY BAOBOMN

nanwink B paBHON Oone

ycTaTb OT paboThl

BeCTu geno

nonpoLLAaTbCs ¢ KeM-1Mbo

CNyTHULA (CNYTHMK) XXN3HU

ynakosanu el N NnpurotoBUJINCb K oTbe3ny

6. Make literary translation into Russian of the paragraph.
1) from the words “Charming widow, beautiful...”
to the words “... Lonely”;
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2) from the words “An old friend of mine, Zeke Trotter...”
to the words “...to give her the Job”;

3) from the words “Your job Mrs. Trotter, says | ...”
to the words “... and hotel expenses”;

4) from the words “So, we began to insert ...”
to the words “... twelve hours a day answering letters”;

5) from the words “Toward the end of three months...”
to the words “... get her cheque for the $20007;

COBPEMEHHbIW N'YMAHUTAPHbIA YHUBEPCUTET

34



6) from the words “No, Mr. Peters, says she ...”
to the words “... and hysterics of romance”;

7) from the words “You've always been a man...”
to the words “...she cries as hard for joy as she did for sorrow”.

7. Give the English equivalents for the following sentences.
1. [axe B CaMOM HEBUHHOM XYNbHUYECTBE HEBO3MOXHO MOMaraTbCs
Ha XEHLLMH KaK Ha COy4aCTHMKOB U KOMMAHbOHOB.

2. CumMnaTtuyHas BOOBa, NPEKPacHOWM Hapy>XHOCTU, TPUALATU OBYX
NeT, ¢ Kanutanom B TPU TbicAYM Oonnapos, obnapgatouias
OBLWMPHBLIM NOMECTbeM, Xenana 6bl BTOPUYHO BbIATU 3aMyX.
Huyero He nMeeT NPOTUB CTAPOro N HEKPACUMBOrO MyXa, €C/iN OH
OyneT eli BepeH 1 cyMeeT pacrnopsaanTbCs ee Kanntanom.

3. MoxeT ObITb, 1 B CaMOM Jderne TyT Heobxoauma BOOBa, Ha cnyyan,
ecnu noytoBoe unn cynebHoe BeAOMCTBO B3AyMaeT caenaTtb
PEBM3NIO HaLLEN KOHTOPLI? HO raoe e Mbl HAangeM Takylo BOOBY,
YTO COrNacuTCcs TpaTUTb BPEMS Ha BpayHble LWallHW, KOTOpble He
KOH4aTCcs Bpakom?
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Crapslii Mo npuatens 3ukm TpoTTep, KOTOPLI TOProBas CoAoBOM
1 gepran 3ybbl B NanaTtke Ha spMapkax, OKoo roaa Hasaf, caenan
13 CBOEW XeHbl BOOBY, X1eBHYB Kakoro-to cHaao0bs.

Mucc TpoTTep BnosHe noaxoauna nojg Hawe oObsaBeHue, ecnu,
KOHEYHO, HEe CUYMTaTb MYCTSKOB: OHa Oblfia 3HAYMTENbHO cTaplue,
NMPUYEM He MMEeNa HU AEHEr, HN KPaCUBOW HAPY>XXHOCTU.

Ho B yem OyayT 3aknioyaTbCd MOU 00s3aHHOCTU? Heyxenn MHe
NMPUAETCS OTKa3blBaTb KAKAOMY M3 3TUX TPEX ThiCA4Y MEP3aBLIEB B
OTOENbHOCTN?

9 n He nmnopgo3peBan HUKOrga, YTO Ha CBETe eCTb CTOJNIbKO
NOBALMX, HO BeOHbIX MYX4YNH, KOTOPbIE XOTENN Bbl XXEHUTbLCHA Ha
cuMnaTU4YHOW BOOBE M B3BaNUTb Ha ceba Opema 3abOT O ee
KanuTane.

Mutepc n Takkep NPMCOBOKYNNSAAN K CEMY, YTO UX roHOopap 3a
nepepgadyy BTOPOro nucbmMa B MpekpacHble pyyYku BOOBbI
BblpaXxaeTcs B CyMMe OBa [o0Ju1apa, KakoBble AeHbrM U crenyet
MPUNOXNTb K MNCbMY.

K KOHLy Tpex MecaLeB Yy Hac Habpanock YTO-TO OKOMO MATU ThiCAY
NOJINAPOB N Mbl PELLWK, YTO NOpa OCTAHOBUTLCS.
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10. Muctep MNMutepc, a9 BnobneHa. A BnobneHa B OAHOIO 4YenoBeka,
BNOONEeHa Tak CUNIbHO, YTO HE MOry XWUTb 6e3 Hero. B Hem
BOMJIOTWUJICS BECb MO Uaean, KOTOPbI 51 enesinia BCIO XXU3Hb.

8. Retell the text, playing the role of:
a) Jeff Peters;

b) Andy Tucker;

c) Mrs. Trotter.

9. Make up the dialogues pertaining to the following situations:
a) Jeff Peters and Andy Tucker are going to double their capital, so
they decide to found a matrimonial agency.

b) Jeff and Andy are meeting Mrs. Trotter.

c) Mrs.Trotter is speaking to one of her suitors.

d) Mrs. Trotter is speaking with Mr. Wilkinson.

e) scene of parting of Mrs. Trotter and Jeff Peters.

10. Discuss the problem set in the story.
What do you consider to be the main problem of the story?
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What’s your attitude to a matrimonial agency?

Could you advise your friend to address a matrimonial agency?

Have you ever met the swindlers in your life?

What’s your attitude to such people?

LESSON 3 YPOK 3

THE BRIEF DEBUT OF TILDY

IF YOU DO NOT KNOW Bogle’s Chop House and Family Restaurant it
is your loss. For if you are one of the fortunate ones who dine expensively
you should be interested to know how the other half consumes provisions.
And if you belong to the half to whom waiters’ checks are things of moment,
you should know Bogle’s, for there you get your money’s worth — in quantity,
at least.

Bogle’s is situated in that highway of bourgeoisie, that boulevard of
Brown-Jones—and—-Robinson, Eighth Avenue. There are two rows of tables in
the room, six in each row. On each table is a castor—stand, containing cruets
of condiments and seasons. From the pepper cruet you may shake a cloud of
something tasteless and melancholy, like volcanic dust. From the salt cruet
you may expect nothing. Though a man should extract a sanguinary stream
from the pallid turnip, yet will his prowess be balked when he comes to wrest
salt from Bogle’s cruets. Also upon each table stands the counterfeit of that
benign sauce made ‘from the recipe of a nobleman in India.’

At the cashier’s desk sits Bogle, cold, sordid, slow, smouldering, and
takes your money. Behind a mountain of toothpicks he makes your change,
files your check, and ejects at you, like a toad, a word about the weather.
Beyond a corroboration of his meteorological statement you would better not
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venture. You are not Bogle’s friend; you are a fed, transient customer, and
you and he may not meet again until the blowing of Gabriel’s dinner horn. So
take your change and go - to the deuvil if you like. There you have Bogle’s
sentiments.

The needs of Bogle’s customers were supplied by two waitresses and
a Voice. One of the waitresses was named Aileen. She was tall, beautiful,
lively, gracious and learned in persiflage. Her other name? There was no
more necessity for another name at Bogle’s than there was for finger-bowls.

The name of the other waitress was Tildy. Why do you suggest
Matilda? Please listen this time — Tildy — Tildy. Tildy was dumpy, plain—faced,
and too anxious to please to please. Repeat the last clause to yourself once
or twice, and make the acquaintance of the duplicate infinite.

The Voice at Bogle’s was invisible. It came from the kitchen, and did
not shine in the way of originality. It was a heathen Voice, and contented
itself with vain repetitions of exclamations emitted by the waitresses
concerning food.

Will it tire you to be told again that Aileen was beautiful? Had she
donned a few hundred dollars’ worth of clothes and joined the Easter parade,
and had you seen her, you would have hastened to say so yourself.

The customers at Bogle’s were her slaves. Six tables full she could
wait upon at once. They who were in a hurry restrained their impatience for
the joy of merely gazing upon her swiftly moving, graceful figure. They who
had finished eating ate more that they might continue in the light of her
smiles. Every man there — and they were mostly men - tried to make his
impression upon her.

Aileen could successfully exchange repartee against a dozen at once.
And every smile that she sent forth lodged, like pellets from a scatter-gun, in
as many hearts. And all this while she would be performing astounding feats
with orders of pork and beans, pot roasts, ham-and, sausage-and-the-
wheats, and any quantity of things on the iron and in the pan and straight up
and on the side. With all this feasting and flirting and merry exchange of wit
Bogle’s came mighty near being a salon, with Aileen for its Madame
Recamier.

If the transients were entranced by the fascinating Aileen, the regulars
were her adorers. There was much rivalry among many of the steady
customers. Aileen could have had an engagement every evening. At least
twice a week someone took her to a theatre or to a dance. One stout
gentleman whom she and Tildy had privately christened ‘The Hog’ presented
her with a turquoise ring. Another one known as ‘Freshy,” who rode on the
Traction Company’s repair wagon, was going to give her a poodle as soon as
his brother got the hauling contract in the Ninth. And the man who always ate
spareribs and spinach and said he was a stockbroker asked her to go to

‘Parsifal’ with him.
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‘l don’t know where this place is,’ said Aileen while talking it over with
Tildy, ‘but the wedding-ring’s got to be on before | put a stitch into a
travelling dress — ain’t that right? Well, | guess!’

But, Tildy!

In steaming, chattering, cabbage-scented Bogle’s there was almost a
heart tragedy. Tildy with the blunt nose, the haycoloured hair, the freckled
skin the bag-o’-meal figure, had never had an admirer. Not a man followed
her with his eyes when she went to and fro in the restaurant save now and
then when they glared with the beast-hunger for food. None of them
bantered her gaily to coquettish interchanges of wit. None of them loudly
‘jollied’ her of mornings as they did Aileen, accusing her, when the eggs
were slow in coming, of late hours in the company of envied swains. No one
had ever given her a turquoise ring or invited her upon a voyage to
mysterious distant ‘Parsifal.’

Tildy was a good waitress, and the men tolerated her. They who sat at
her tables spoke to her briefly with quotations from the bill of fare; and then
raised their voices in honeyed and otherwise-flavoured accents, eloquently
addressed to the fair Aileen. They writhed in their chairs to gaze around and
over the impending form of Tildy, that Aileen’s pulchritude might season and
make ambrosia of their bacon and eggs.

And Tildy was content to be the unwooed drudge if Aileen could receive
the flattery and the homage. The blunt nose was loyal to the short Grecian.
She was Aileen’s friend; and she was glad to see her rule hearts and wean
the attention of men from smoking pot—pie and lemon meringue. But deep
below our freckles and hay—coloured hair the unhandsomest of us dream of a
prince or a princess, not vicarious, but coming to us alone.

There was a morning when Aileen tripped in to work with a slightly
bruised eye; and Tildy’s solicitude was almost enough to heal any optic.

‘Fresh guy,’ explained Aileen, ‘last night as | was going home at
Twenty—third and Sixth. Sashayed up, so he did, and made a break. | turned
him down, cold, and he made a sneak; but followed me down to Eighteenth,
and tried his hot air again. Gee! but | slapped him a good one, side of the
face. Then he give me that eye. Does it look real awful, Til? | should hate that
Mr. Nicholson should see it when he comes in for his tea and toast at ten.’

Tildy listened to the adventure with breathless admiration. No man had
ever tried to follow her. She was safe abroad at any hour of the twenty-four.
What bliss it must have been to have had a man follow one and black one’s
eye for love!

Among the customers at Bogle’s was a young man named Seeders,
who worked in a laundry office. Mr. Seeders was thin and had light hair, and
appeared to have been recently rough-dried and starched. He was too
diffident to aspire to Aileen’s notice; so he usually sat at one of Tildy’s tables,
where he devoted himself to silence and boiled weakfish.
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One day when Mr. Seeders came in to dinner he had been drinking
beer. There were only two or three customers in the restaurant. When Mr.
Seeders had finished his weakfish he got up, put his arm around Tildy's
waist, kissed her loudly and impudently, walked out upon the street, snapped
his fingers in the direction of the laundry, and hied himself to play pennies in
the slot machines at the Amusement Arcade.

For a few moments Tildy stood petrified. Then she was aware of Aileen
shaking at her an arch forefinger, and saying:

‘Why, Til, you naughty girl! Ain’t you getting to be awful, Miss Slyboots!
First thing | know you’ll be stealing some of my fellows. | must keep an eye
on you, my lady.’

Another thing dawned upon Tildy’s recovering wits. In a moment she
had advanced from a hopeless, lowly admirer to be an Eve-sister of the
potent Aileen. She herself was now a mancharmer, a mark for Cupid, a
Sabine who must be coy when the Romans were at their banquet boards.
Man had found her waist achievable and her lips desirable. The sudden and
amatory Seeders had, as it were, performed for her a miraculous piece of
one-day laundry-work. He had taken the sackcloth of her uncomeliness, had
washed, dried, starched and ironed it, and returned it to her sheer
embroidered lawn — the robe of Venus herself.

The freckles on Tildy’s cheeks merged into a rosy flush. Now both
Circe and Psyche peeped from her brightened eyes. Not even Aileen herself
had been publicly embraced and kissed in the restaurant.

Tildy could not keep the delightful secret. When trade was slack she
went and stood at Bogle's desk. Her eyes were shining; she tried not to let
her words sound proud and boastful.

‘A gentleman insulted me to-day,’ she said. ‘He hugged me around the
waist and kissed me.’

‘That so?’ said Bogle, cracking open his business armour. ‘After this
week you get a dollar a week more.’

At the next regular meal when Tildy set food before customers with
whom she had acquaintance she said to each of them modestly, as one
whose merit needed no bolstering:

‘A gentleman insulted me to-day in the restaurant. He put his arm
around my waist and kissed me.’

The diners accepted the revelation in various ways — some
incredulously, some with congratulations; others turned upon her the stream
of badinage that had hitherto been directed at Aileen alone. And Tildy’s heart
swelled in her bosom, for she saw at last the towers of Romance rise above
the horizon of the grey plain in which she had for so long travelled.

For two days Mr. Seeders came not again. During that time Tildy
established herself firmly as a woman to be wooed. She bought ribbons, and

arranged her hair like Aileen’s, and tightened her waist two inches. She had a
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thrilling but delightful fear that Mr. Seeders would rush in suddenly and shoot
her with a pistol. He must have loved her desperately; and impulsive lovers
are always blindly jealous.

Even Aileen had not been shot at with a pistol. And then Tildy rather
hoped that he would not shoot at her, for she was always loyal to Aileen; and
she did not want to overshadow her friend.

At four o’clock on the afternoon of the third day Mr. Seeders came in.
There were no customers at the tables. At the back end of the restaurant
Tildy was refilling the mustard pots and Aileen was quartering pies. Mr.
Seeders walked back to where they stood.

Tildy looked up and saw him, gasped, and pressed the mustard spoon
upon her heart. A red hair—-bow was in her hair; she wore Venus’s Eighth
Avenue badge, the blue bead necklace with the swinging silver symbolic
heart.

Mr. Seeders was flushed and embarrassed. He plunged one hand into
his hip pocket and the other into a fresh pumpkin pie.

‘Miss Tildy,” said he, ‘I want to apologize for what | done the other
evenin’. ‘Tell you the truth, | was pretty well tanked up or | wouldn’t of done
it. | wouldn’t do no lady that a-way when | was sober. So | hope, Miss Tildy,
you’ll accept my apology, and believe that | wouldn’t of done it if I'd known
what | was doin’ and hadn’t of been drunk.’

With this handsome plea Mr. Seeders backed away, and departed,
feeling that reparation had been made.

But behind the convenient screen Tildy had thrown herself flat upon a
table among the butter chips and the coffee cups, and was sobbing her heart
out — out and back again to the grey plain wherein travel they with blunt
noses and hay-coloured hair. From her knot she had torn the red hair-bow
and cast it upon the floor. Seeders she despised utterly; she had but taken
his kiss as that of a pioneer and prophetic prince who might have set the
clocks going and the pages to running in fairyland. But the kiss had been
maudlin and unmeant; the court had not stirred at the false alarm; she must
for evermore remain the Sleeping Beauty.

Yet not all was lost. Aileen’s arm was around her; and Tildy’s red hand
groped among the butter chips till it found the warm grasp of her friend’s.

‘Don’t you fret, Til,” said Aileen, who did not understand entirely. ‘That
turnip-faced little clothes-pin of a Seeders ain’t worth it. He ain’t anything of
a gentleman or he wouldn’t ever of apologized.’

Tasks and Exercises

1. Read the text, paying attention to the following words:
quantity — konnyecTBo
bourgeoisie — 6ypxya3sus
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boulevard of Brown-Jones-and-Robinson — 6ynbap bpayHa-xoHca-
PobuHcoHa

eight Avenue — BoCcbMasi aBeHio

volcanic dust — BysikaHn4yeckas nbifb

from the recipe of a nobleman in India — no peuenTty ogHOro
MHONNCKOro paaxun

cashier’s desk — kacca

behind a mountain of toothpicks — 3a ropoi1 3y6o4ncTok

to make your change — paBaTb Bam caady

to file your check — HakanbiBaTb Ball Yek

like a toad — kak xaba

corroboration — noaTBepxaeHne

go to the devil — “katntecsb kK yepTty!”

Aileen — 9nunH (keHcK. ums)

Tildy — Tunban ()KeHCK. nms)

dumpy, plain-faced — ToncteHbkada, ManeHbkasa 1 Hekpacueas

to be invisible — 6bITb HEBUANMBIM

way of originality — opyrmHanbHOCTb

a heathen Voice — HenpoCBeLLEHHbI FONOC

Easter parade — nacxanbHoe LLIecTBMe; napag,

a customer — K/IMEHT, MOCEeTUTENb

slaves — pabsbl

to be in a hurry — ToponnTtbea, cnewnTsb

to restrain the impatience — coepxnBaTtb HETEPNEHNE

her swiftly moving, graceful figure — ee nerkas, 6oicTpas noxoaka u
rpaunosHas ¢purypa

to make impression upon her — NPon3BECTM Ha Hee BreYaTt/ieHmne

like pellets from a scatter-gun — kak opoBuHKK N3 gpoboBUKa

to perform outstanding feats — nposiBnaTbL Yyneca nOBKOCTU

an engagement — Becesibe, pa3BfieyeHne

her adorers — ee oboxaTtenu

“The Hog” - “Bopos”

a turquoise ring — KoNbLO ¢ BMPIO30iA

“Freshy” — “Haxan”

a poodle — nygenb

a stockbroker — bupxesoin maknep

a wedding-ring — o6py4anbHOe KOMbLLO

to put a stitch into a travelling dress — caenaTb CTEXOK Ha LOPOXHOM
nnaTbe

a heart tragedy — cepaevHas Tpareans

the blunt nose — Hoc-nyroeka

the hay-coloured hair — Bonochbl upeta ConoMsbl

the freckled skin — BecHyLwuyartoe nmuo
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never had an admirer — HUKoOrga He nmena “yxaxepa”

the men tolerated her — myx4unHbl Tepnenu ee

they writhed in their chairs — oHun ep3ann Ha cTynbax

dream of a prince or a princess — MeyTa 0 NPUHLE N NPUHLUECCE

a slightly bruised eye — nogbuthili rnas

breathless admiration — 3amunpanue ot BocTtopra

to follow smb — cnepoeatb 3a keM-n1Mbo

She was safe abroad at any hour of the twenty-four. — OHa Gbina B
6e3onacHoOCTM B NtoOOM Yac OHSA U HOYMN.

What bliss it must have been. — Kakoe 3To A0/KHO ObITb GN1aXEHCTBO.

light hair — 6enobpbIChili (CBET/IbIE BOIOCHI)

he devoted himself to silence — oH 0bpekan cebs Ha MoN4YaHue

he put his arm around Tildy’s waist — oH 06HaN TunbAy 3a Tanno

to kiss smb loudly and impudently — nouenoBaTb KOro-anmbéo rpomMko v
6ecLepeMOHHO

she stood petrified — oHa cTosna, okameHes

| must keep an eye on you — d nonxHa cneauTtb 3a TOOOW

her waist achievable — ee Tanua npuenekaTensbHas

her lips desirable — ee rybbl xxenaHHble

to perform for her a miraculous piece of one day — B 0aMH npeKpacHbIi
OEeHb COBEPLUUTb Hag, Hel 4yno

He had taken the sackcloth of her uncomeliness. — OH cHAn ¢ Hee
rpyOyto oeptlory ee HenpuBnekaTe/lbHOCTU.

Tildy’s cheeks merged into a rosy flush. — BecHywkun Tunbgbl
MOTOHY/IN B OFHE PyMSIHLA.

her words sound proud and boastful — B ee cnoBax 3By4yann ropgocCTtb
1 noxesansba

to insult smb. — ockopbnaTb koro-nnMdo

he hugged me around the waist — oH 06HsN MeHs 3a Tanuio

Tildy’s heart swelled in her bosom. — Cepaue Tunbapbl pa3pbiBanoch OT
cyacTbs.

the towns of Romance — 6alH1 poMaHTUKKM

the grey plain — cepas paBHuHa

to rush in — muyaTbCH, BpbIBaTbCS

to shoot smb. with a pistol — 3acTpenutb koro-nmbo 13 nucroneTa

impulsive lovers — cTpacTHble BNOGNEHHbIE

to be jealous — peBHOBaTb, ObITb PEBHMBbLIM

to overshadow — 3aTMUTb KOro-nmbo

a red hair-bow — kpacHsbIi 6aHT B BOnocax

the blue bead necklace with the swinging silver — oxepenbe ns
ronybbix 6yCc ¢ CUMBOJINYECKMM CEPEBPSAHLIM CEPAEHKOM

symbolic heart — cumBonnyeckoe cepagyko

a fresh pumpkin pie — cBexunin nMpor ¢ TbiIKkBON
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to plunge - onyckaTb

| was pretty well tanked up. — 9 Toraa 340pOBO BbINWII.

he backed away and departed, feeling that reparation had been made -
OH [an 3agHuin Xon v Bbillesn U3 pecTopaHa, YyBCTBYS, YTO BUHA €ro
3arnaxeHa

false alarm — noxHas TpeBora

the Sleeping Beauty — cnguwias kpacasuua

Yet not all was lost. — OgHako He Bce Obl10 NOTEPSHO.

that turnip-faced little clothes-pin — “6enobpbicas 3awmnka ans 6enba”

=N

. Choose the correct variant to complete the sentence.

The needs of Bogle’s customers were supplied by .
A) three young men

B) two waitresses

C) three old women

At the cashier’s desk sits .

A) the Bogle’s wife

B) Bogle

C) Tildy

Every men in the restaurant tried to make his impression upon ___.
A) Tildy

B) Aileen

C) the Bogle’'s wife

The customers at Bogle’s restaurant were Aileen’s .
A) slaves

B) enemies

C) lovers

One stout gentleman presented Aileena .

A) turquoise ring

B) golden chain

C) silver earings

Tildy was a good waitress, and the men ___ her.
A) tolerated

B) hated

C) insulted

A young man named Seeders worked in .

A) a laundry

B) shop

C) post office

One day Seeders .

A) put his arm around Tildy’s waist and kissed her
B) insulted her

C) invited her to make love with him
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10.

11.

12.

13.

14.

15.

16.

17.

Mr. Bogle promised Tildy to .

A) to get a dollar a week more

B) to get three dollars a week more
C) dismiss her

. Answer the following questions:

Where is Bogle’s restaurant situated?

How does Bogle’s restaurant look like?

Could you describe Mr.Bogle and his manners?

The needs of Bogle’s customers were supplied by two waitresses,
weren’t they?

Aileen one of the waitresses was beautiful, wasn’t she?

Are you sorry for Tildy and her appearance?

Could you compare these young waitresses (give the descriptions
of their appearance)?

How did the customers of Bogle’s restaurant treat Aileen (Tildy)?

What was Aileen’s attitude to customers?

What did she (Aileen) think of her adorers (her marriage)?

Why did the customers at Bogle’s pay no attention to Tildy?

Wasn’t Tildy very ugly?

What do you think of natural beauty?

Could you suppose that Tildy were not so unattractive? Could you
fall in love with Tildy (if you were one of the Bogle’s customers)?

Who was a young man named Seeders?

Why did Seeders kiss Tildy?

Was Tildy very happy when Seeders “insulted” her?
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18. Could you agree with the statement that Seeders’s kiss had taken
the sackcloth of her uncomeliness?

19. Seeders was a real gentleman, wasn’t he?

4. Make sentences with the expressions below and translate
them into Russian.
file your check

go to the devil

dumpy, plain-faced

customer

slaves

restrain the impatience

make impression upon smb.

engagement

a poodle

stockbroker

adorer
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light hair

tolerate smb

blunt nose

follow smb

insult smb

impulsive lovers

desirable lips

kiss smb loudly and impudently

be jealous

5. Give the English equivalents for:
kacca

KaTtutech K 4yepTty!

ObITb HEBUOVMBIM

nacxaJibHoe LiecTBune

cnewnTb, TOPONNTbCSA

cOepXuBaTb HeTeprneHue

rpauuosHas epurypa
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Beceslbe, pa3Bryie4yeHne

obpyyanbHOEe KONbLIO

NMPOM3BECTM Ha KOro-nmbo BrevyaTneHne

OupxxeBon Maknep

NOXXHa4qa TpeBora

CBEXWNI NUPOr C CbIPOM

onyckaTb

cnqdwlasa Kpacasuua

CBeTJ/1ble BOJIOChlI

ockopbnaTb Koro-nmbo

MYXX4UHbI Teprnenn ee

POMaHTUKN

CTpacTHble BNOONEHHbIE

PEBHNBLIN

OH oOpekan cebst Ha MonyaHue

noabuTbl rnas

HOC-MYroBka

3aTMUTb KOro-1mbo

cneguTb 3a kKem-ambo

BOJIOChI LiBETA COJZIOMbI
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6. Make literary translation into Russian of the paragraph:

1)

from the words: “At the cashier’s desk sits ...”
to the words: “... you would better not venture”;

from the words: “The customers at Bogle’s were her slaves...”
to the words: “... tried to make his impression upon her”;

from the words: “If the transients entranced by ...”
to the words: “... he was a stockbroker asked her to go to
“Parsifal” with him”;

from the words: “In steaming, chattering, cabbage-scented
Bogle’s...”
to the words: “... to coquettish interchanges of wit”;

from the words: “There was a morning when Aileen tripped in ...”
to the words: “... in for his tea and toast at ten”;
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6) from the words: “One day when Mr.Seeders came in ...”
to the words: “... at the Amusement Arcade”;

7) from the words: “For two days Mr.Seeders came not again...”
to the words: “... impulsive lovers are always blindly jealous”;

8) from the words: “Mr. Seeders was flushed and embarrassed.”
to the words: “...and departed, feeling that reparation had been
made”.

7. Translate the following sentences from Russian into English:

1. PectopaH borna pacnonoxeH B caMOM LeHTpe Oyp>XyasHoro
KBapTana, Ha 6ynbBape bpayHa-xoHca-PobuHcoHa, Ha Bocbmoi
aBEHIO.

2. 3a kaccol cnauTt bornb, XO0NoaHbI, CYPOBbIV, MeONUTENbHbIN,
rPO3HbLIA N NMPUHMMAET OT Bac AeHbrn. BbirngapiBas n3-3a ropbl
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3y6ounCcTOK, OH OaeT BaM caayvy, HakanblBaeT Ball CcyeT,
OTPbLIBUCTO, Kak xaba, bpocaeT 3amedyaHne HacyeT Norofsbi.

OpHy 13 pgesylwek 3Bann InnmH. OHa Oblna BLICOKOrO pocTa,
KpacuBas, Xusasi, NpPUBETINBAS N MacTepmLa No3ybocKanuTb.

dnnH ymena nepebpacbiBaTbCs LWWYTKaAMWN C OECATbIO KIMEHTaMm
ofAHoBpeMeHHo. Kaxpas ee ynbibka, kak 4poOUHKN N3 ApoboBuka,
nonazana cpasy B HECKOMbKO cepaeL,.

OHun oboxanu ee. OHKM conepHUYany mexagy cobon. DUNnH Mmorna
Obl BECENIO NPOBOAMTL BPEMS XOTb Kaxabli Beyep. Mo kpaliHen
Mepe [Ba pas3a B Hefeno KTo-HMbyab BOAUN ee B TeaTp U Ha
TaHLUbI.

B nponuTtaHHOM napamu, GONTOBHEN M 3anaxoM KanycTbl
3aBegeHnn borna pasbirpbiBanacb Hactoswaa Tparegusa. 3a
Tunban, ¢ ee HOCOM-NYroBkKOW, BOJIOCAMU LLBETA COJIOMbI U
BECHYLUYATbIM JINLLOM, HUKOrA4a HUKTO HEe yxaxmusall.

Tunbon 6bina xopoLuei paboTHULEN, U MYXX4YMHbI TEpPNENn ee.

Ho rnyGoko nof, BeCHyLUYaTOM KOXelM 1 COTOMEHHbIMM BOJIOCaMN Y
CaMblX HEKpPaACUBbLIX M3 HAC TauTCd MedyTa O MPUHLE WUIn
MPUHLLECCE, KOTOopble NPUAYT TONbKO OJ151 HAC OOHMUX.

Tunban cnywana n cepaue y Hee 3aMmmparsno ot sBoctopra. Hu ogmH
MYyXYMHa HMKOrga He nblTancs npuctaeaTb K Hel. OHa Gblna B
©6e30nacHOCTK B NIOOOI Yac OHS U HOYW.
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10. MucTtep Cuaepc 6bin xya n 6enodpbic, 1 Ka3anoch, YTO ero TONbKO
YTO XOPOLLUEHbKO BbICYLLIMIIM U HaKpaxMasnusiu.

11. MokoH4YMB ¢ BapeHol pbiboi, muctep Cuagepc BcTan, oOHAN
Tunbam 3a Tanuio, PPOMKO 1 6ecLIepPeMOHHO MoLenoBan ee.

12. lNpaeay ckasaTb, 9 Toraa 300POBO BLINWII, & TO HAKOrAa He caenan
Obl 3T0ro. 9 6bI HUKOFAA HY C OJHOW XEHLLMHOW He MoCTyNnuA Tak,
ecnu 6bl Bbi1 TPE3BLIN.

8. Retell the text, playing the role of:
) Mr. Bogle;
) Tildy;

) Aileen;
)

a
b
c
d) Seeders.

9. Make dialogues pertaining to the following situations:
Tildy and Aileen are talking about the customers;

Aileen and one of the customers at Bogle’s;

Tildy and Mr. Seeders;

a
b
c
d) Tildy are retelling Aileen how Seeders “insulted” her.

—_ — — ~—
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10. Discuss the problems set in the story.
What do you consider to be the main problem of the story?

Comment on the title of the story.

What’s your attitude to the main characters? Do you like them?

Could you imagine Tildy’s future life? (Say a few words about the
circumstances of Tildy’s marriage).

Speak about the author’s mastership in portraying characters.
(Does the author say that the person is good or bad, clever or
stupid?)

LESSON 4 YPOK 4

THE PENDULUM

‘EIGHTY-FIRST STREET - let ‘em out, please,’ yelled the shepherd in
blue.

A flock of citizen sheep scrambled out and another flock scrambled
aboard. Ding-ding! The cattle cars of the Manhattan Elevated rattled away,
and John Perkins drifted down the stairway of the station with the released
flock.

John walked slowly toward his flat. Slowly, because in the lexicon of

his daily life there was no such word as ‘perhaps.’ There are no surprises
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awaiting a man who has been married two years and lives in a flat. As he
walked John Perkins prophesied to himself with gloomy and downtrodden
cynicism the foregone conclusions of the monotonous day.

Katy would meet him at the door with a kiss flavoured with cold cream
and butterscotch. He would remove his coat, sit upon a macadamized lounge
and read, in the evening paper, of Russians and Japs slaughtered by the
deadly linotype. For dinner there would be pot roast; a salad flavoured with a
dressing warranted not to crack or injure the leather, stewed rhubarb and the
bottle of strawberry marmalade blushing at the certificate of chemical purity
on its label. After dinner Katy would show him the new patch in her crazy
quilt that the iceman had cut for her off the end of his four-in-hand. At half-
past seven they would spread newspapers over the furniture to catch the
pieces of plastering that fell when the fat man in the flat overhead began to
take his physical culture exercises. Exactly at eight Hickey & Mooney, of the
vaudeville team (unbooked) in the flat across the hall would yield to the gentle
influence of delirium tremens and begin to overturn chairs under the delusion
that Hammerstein was pursuing them with a five-hundred-dollar-a-week
contract. Then the gent at the window across the air-shaft would get out his
flute; the nightly gas leak would steal forth to frolic in the highways; the
dumb-waiter would slip off its trolley; the janitor would drive Mrs.
Zanowitski’s five children once more across the Yalu, the lady with the
champagne shoes and the Skye terrier would trip downstairs and paste her
Thursday name over her bell and letter-box — and the evening routine of the
Frogmore flats would be under way.

John Perkins knew these things would happen. And he knew that at a
quarter—past eight he would summon his nerve and reach for his hat, and
that his wife would deliver this speech in a querulous tone:

‘Now, where are you going, I'd like to know, John Perkins?’

‘Thought I'd drop up to McCloskey’s,’ he would answer, ‘and play a
game or two of pool with the fellows.’

Of late such had been John Perkins’ habit. At ten or eleven he would
return. Sometimes Katy would be asleep; sometimes waiting up; ready to melt
in the crucible of her ire a little more gold plating from the wrought-steel
chains of matrimony. For these things Cupid will have to answer when he
stands at the bar of justice with his victims from the Frogmore flats.

To-night John Perkins encountered a tremendous upheaval of the
commonplace when he reached his door. No Katy was there with her
affectionate, confectionate kiss. The three rooms seemed in portentous
disorder. All about lay her things in confusion. Shoes in the middle of the
floor, curling tongs, hair bows, kimonos, powder-box, jumbled together on
dresser and chairs this was not Katy’s way. With a sinking heart John saw
the comb with a curling cloud of her brown hair among its teeth. Some

unusual hurry and perturbation must have possessed her, for she always
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carefully placed these combings in the little blue base on the mantel, to be
some day formed into the coveted feminine ‘rat.’

Hanging conspicuously to the gas jet by a string was a folded paper.
John seized it. It was a note from his wife running thus:

DEAR JOHN, -

‘I just had a telegram saying mother is very sick. | am going to
take the 4.30 train. Brother Sam is going to meet me at the depot there.
There is cold mutton in the ice-box. | hope it isn’t her quinsy again. Pay
the milkman 60 cents. She had it bad last spring. Don’t forget to write
to the company about the gas meter, and your good socks are in the
top drawer. | will write to—morrow.

‘Hastily, ‘KATY.’

Never during their two years of matrimony had he and Katy been
separated for a night. John read the note over and over in a dumbfounded
way. Here was a break in a routine that had never varied, and it left him
dazed.

There on the back of a chair hung, pathetically empty and formless,
the red wrapper with black dots that she always wore while getting the
meals. Her week-day clothes had been tossed here and there in her haste. A
little paper bag of her favourite butter-scotch lay with its string yet unwound.
A daily paper sprawled on the floor, gaping rectangularly where a railroad
timetable had been clipped from it. Everything in the room spoke of a loss, of
an essence gone, of its soul and life departed. John Perkins stood among the
dead remains with a queer feeling of desolation in his heart.

He began to set the rooms tidy as well as he could. When he touched
her clothes a thrill of something like terror went through him. He had never
thought what existence would be without Katy. She had become so
thoroughly annealed into his life that she was like the air he breathed —
necessary but scarcely noticed. Now, without warning, she was gone,
vanished, as completely absent as if she had never existed. Of course it
would be only for a few days, or at most a week or two, but it seemed to him
as if the very hand of death had pointed a finger at his secure and uneventful
home.

John dragged the cold mutton from the ice-box, made coffee and sat
down to a lonely meal face to face with the strawberry marmalade’s
shameless certificate of purity. Bright among withdrawn blessings now
appeared to him the ghosts of pot roast and the salad with tan polish
dressing. His home was dismantled. A quinsied mother-in-law had knocked
his lares and penates sky-high. After his solitary meal John sat at a front
window.
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He did not care to smoke. Outside the city roared to him to come join in
its dance of folly and pleasure. The night was his. He might go forth
unquestioned and thrum the strings of jollity as free as any gay bachelor
there. He might carouse and wander and have his fling until dawn if he liked;
and there would be no wrathful Katy waiting for him, bearing the chalice that
held the dregs of his joy. He might play pool at McCloskey’s with his
roistering friends until Aurora dimmed the electric bulbs if he chose. The
hymeneal strings that had curbed him always when the Frogmore flats had
palled upon him were loosened. Katy was gone.

John Perkins was not accustomed to analysing his emotions. But as he
sat in his Katy—bereft 10x12 parlour he hit unerringly upon the keynote of his
discomfort. He knew now that Katy was necessary to his happiness. His
feeling for her, lulled into unconsciousness by the dull round of domesticity,
had been sharply stirred by the loss other presence. Has it not been dinned
into us by proverb and sermon and fable that we never prize the music till the
sweet-voiced bird has flown — or in other no less florid and true utterances?

‘I'm a double-dyed dub,” mused John Perkins, ‘the way I've been
treating Katy. Off every night playing pool and bumming with the boys instead
of staying home with her. The poor girl here all alone with nothing to amuse
her, and me acting that way! John Perkins, you’re the worst kind of a shine.
I’m going to make it up for the little girl. I'll take her out and let her see some
amusement. And I'll cut out the McCloskey gang right from this minute.’

Yes, there was the city roaring outside for John Perkins to come dance
in the train of Momus. And at McCloskey’s the boys were knocking the balls
idly into the pockets against the hour for the nightly game. But no primrose
way nor clicking cue could woo the remorseful soul of Perkins, the bereft.
The thing that was his, lightly held and half scorned, had been taken away
from him, and he wanted it. Backward to a certain man named Adam, whom
the cherubim bounced from the orchard, could Perkins, the remorseful, trace
his descent.

Near the right hand of John Perkins stood a chair. On the back of it
stood Katy’s blue shirtwaist. It still retained something other contour. Midway
of the sleeves were fine, individual wrinkles made by the movements of her
arms in working for his comfort and pleasure. A delicate but impelling odour
of bluebells came from it. John took it and looked long and soberly at the
unresponsive grenadine. Katy had never been unresponsive. Tears - yes,
tears — came into John Perkins’ eyes. When she came back things would be
different. He would make up for all his neglect. What was life without her?

The door opened. Katy walked in carrying a little hand satchel. John
stared at her stupidly.

‘My! I'm glad to get back,’ said Katy. ‘Ma wasn’t sick to amount to
anything. Sam was at the depot, and said she just had a little spell, and got all
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right soon after they telegraphed. So | took the next train back. I’'m just dying
for a cup of coffee.”

Nobody heard the click and the rattle of the cogwheels as the third-
floor front of the Frogmore flats buzzed its machinery back into the Order of
Things. A band slipped, a spring was touched, the gear was adjusted and the
wheels revolved in their old orbits.

John Perkins looked at the clock. It was 8.15. He reached for his hat
and walked to the door.

‘Now, where are you going, I'd like to know, John Perkins?’ asked
Katy, in a querulous tone.

‘Thought I’d drop up to McCloskeys,’ said John, ‘and play a game or
two of pool with the fellows.’

Tasks and Exercises

1. Read the text paying attention to the following words.

shepherd — nacTyx

flock — cTtapo

citizen-sheep — GapaHbl-06bIBaTENN

to drift down the stairway — cnyctutbCcs no nectHuue

gloomy and downtrodden cynism — MpayHbll U YHbIIbIA LUHN3M

monotonous day — CKy4HbI OeHb

cream and butterscotch — kpem n TaHy4kun

macadamized lounge — “xecTkas KyweTtka”

Japs — anoHubl

slaughtered by the deadly linotype — ybutble CMEPTOHOCHbIM
JIMHOTUMNOM

stewed rhubarb — TyweHoe maco

the certificate of chemical purity on its label — aTukeTka ¢ Hagnucbio
“XnmMmmnyeckn yncroe”

new patch — 3annatka, Kyco4yek TKaHu

to spread newspapers — pacCcTenuTb ra3eThbl

to catch the pieces of plastering — n0OBUTb KyCKuM LUTYKaTypKmn

to take his physical culture exercises — 3aHMMaTbCA NMMHaCTUKOWN
(BBIMNONHATE GUINYHECKME YNIPAKHEHNS)

Delirium Tremens — s1a1. 6enas ropsyka

gent — pasar. ot gentleman

flute — pnenta

Yalu — peka Any (Ha peke Any npoucxoannn 6om BO BPEMS PYCCKO-
AMNOHCKOM BOWHBbI)

Skye terrier — woTnaHACKMA Tepbep

letter-box — Nno4YTOBBLIN ALK

evening routine — Be4epHN Nopsaaok
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to summon one’s nerve — cobpaTbCs C AyXOM

querulous tone — pa3gpa)KeHHbIN TOH

I’d drop up to McCloskey’s — 3arnsiHyTb (3acko4unTb) K Mak-Knocku

wrought-steel chains of matrimony — ctanbHble Lenn 6paka

at the bar of justice — “cTpawHbii cyn”

victims — xepTBbl

encountered a tremendous upheaval of the commonplace -
0BHapPYXMTb NOPa3nNTENbHOE HapyLLUEHWE MOBCEOHEBHOMN PYTUHbI

a lodger - xunew,

the Frogmore flats — pom ®pormopa

portentous disorder — 3noBeLmii 6ecnopsanok

in confusion — B 6ecnopsake

curling tongs — wmnupl Ans 3aBUBKA

a curling cloud of her brown hair among its teeth — kygpsaBoe o6na4yko
€e KaluTaHOBbIX BOJIOC B 3yObsx (pacyecku)

a gas jet — razoBblin POXOK

a folded paper — cnoxeHHasa Gymaxka

to be sick — 6bITb 6OLHOWA

to meet smb at the depot — BCTPETUTbL KOro-nmbo Ha cTaHUMn

cold mutton — xonogHasa 6apaHmHa

quinsy — aHrmHa

a milkman — MOJIOYHMK

gas meter — ra3oBbIii CHETYUK

top drawer — BepXHUI ALK

matrimony — 6pak, cynpyxeckasl XU3Hb

a break in a routine — HapywieHne nopsaka

red wrapper with black dots — KpacHbIn C YepHbIMU KpanuHKamm papTyk

week-day clothes — 6yaHW4YHbIE NNaThsa (NOBCeAHEBHAsA oaexaa)

in haste — B cnewke

a railroad timetable had been clipped from it — Bbipe3aHHOe 13 ra3eThl
pacnucaHue noesnos

soul and life departed — Xn3Hb 1 aywia NOKUHyIK (ero)

dead remains with a queer feeling of desolation in his heart — mepTBbIE
pasBannHbl, CTPAHHOE YYBCTBO TOCKM B €ro cepaLe

existence — cyliectBoBaHmne

to be annealed into one’s life — pacTBOpUTLCA B Ybe-NNOO XNIHN

scarcely noticed — egga 3aMeTHbIN

she was gone, vanished, as completely absent as if she had never
existed — oHa BHe3anHo yLna, ncyesana, ckpbiiacb, kak 6yaTo HAKOrga un He
cyuiecTeoBana

secure and uneventful home — Npo4YHOE 1 CNoKOMHOE ybexuLe

his home was dismantled — ero ovar 6b11 paspyLueH

solitary — oanHokunii
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dregs of his joy — ocagok ero pagocTtu

to play pool — urpatb B 6unbsipa,

electric bulb — anekTpnyeckas namnoyka

roistering friends — wymHble npuatenn

hymeneal strings — uenn NimeHes

I’'m a double-dyed dub! — Hy n nybuHa xe s!

to treat smb - obpatyaTbcsa ¢ kem-nmobo

the worst kind of a shine — nocnegHnin n3 Heroases

I’ll cut out the McCloskey gang. —  nokoH4y ¢ Mak-Knocku n Bcen
3TOW LIAKOMN.

blue shirtwaist — ronybas 6ny3ka

a delicate but impelling odour of bluebells — cnabbiii, HO HACTONYMBbIN
apomMaT KONOKOJIbYMKOB

unresponsive grenadine — HEOT3bIBYMBbLIN MapPKN3ET

hand satchel — maneHbkMin cakBOSIX

a little spell — nerkuin npuctyn

click and rattle — ckpun n ckpexet

wheels revolved in their old orbits — koneca cHoBa 3aBepTenucb No-
cTapomy

I’'d drop up to ... — {d 3arnaHy (3anay) K ...

2. Answer the following questions.
1. Where did John Perkins live?

2. How long has John been married to Katy?

3. Can you describe John’s monotonous day when he arrived at
home?

4. What do you know about the inhabitants of the Frogmore flats?

5. What games did John like to play?

6. When did John usually return home? (What was Katy’s attitude to
John’s habits?)

7. What did John discover when he returned home?

8. John Perkins encounted a tremendous upheaval of the common-
place when he reached his door, didn’t he?

9. What was hanging to the gas jet by a string?
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10.

11.

12.

13.

14.

15.

16.

17.

Why wasn’t Kate at home? What was the reason of her leaving?

What left John Perkins dazed?

What did John feel when he didn’t see his wife Katy at home?

After Katy’s disappearance his home was dismantled, wasn’t it?

Do you agree with the statement that John Perkins was “a man of
property?”

Could you confirm the following statement that we never prize the
music till the sweet-voiced bird has flown, using facts from the
story or your own life?

Why did his wife Katy come back home? What had happened?

Was Katy necessary to John’s happiness?

3. Choose the correct variant to complete the sentence.

1.

John walked slowly toward his
A) cottage

B) flat

C) car

Katy would meet John at the door with a
A) kiss

B) stick

C) music

On returning home John would
A) read the evening paper

B) argue with his wife

C) talk on the phone

At a quarter past eight John would
A) play chess with his friend

B) play cards

C) play a game or two of pool

The gent at the window across the air-shaft would get out his_~
A) violin

B) flute

C) guitar

John’s mother-in-law was

A) sick
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B) dead
C) injured in the car accident
7. John has been married to Katy
A) five years
B) two years
C) four years
8. Katy’s had been tossed here and there in her haste.
A) week-clothes
B) letters
C) shoes
9. Here was a break in that had never varied and left
him dazed.
A) wall
B) life
C) routine

4. Make sentences with the expressions below and translate
them into Russian.
shepherd

drift down the stairway

monotonous day

flute

letter-box

drop up to

victim

in confusion
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to be sick

top drawer

matrimony

week-day clothes

a railroad timetable

secure and uneventful home

play pool

treat smb

a little spell

quinsy

milkman

a break in a routine

5. Translate the expressions below from Russian into English.
aHrvHa

MOJIOYHUK
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uenun MN'mmeHes

HapyLleHne NOBCeAHEBHOM PYTUHbI

Lwnnubl ong 3aBUBKU

MPayHbIi, YHbIbIA LMHN3M

6enas ropsiika

061a4Ko ee KalITaHOBbIX BOJIOC

urpatb B Ounbapa,

nom dpormopa

XepTBbl

3noBeLmin becnopsaok

ero o4ar paspyLlueH

LUYMHbIE NpuATenn

MPOYHOE N CMOKOWHOe yoexulLie

MaNieHbKUI CaKBOSX

pacnncaHmne noe3nos

BCTPETUTb KOro-nmbo Ha cTaHuMn

6. Make literary translation into Russian of the paragraph:
1) from the words “A flock of citizen sheep scrambled out ...”
to the words:.”... conclusions of the monotonous day”;
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2) from the words: “At ten or eleven he would return ...”
to the words: “... a curling cloud of her brown hair among its
teeth”;

3) from the words: “Dear John, | just had a telegram ...”
to the words: “... ‘Hastily, ‘Katy’”;

4) from the words: “Never during their two years of matrimony ...”
to the words: “...a queer feeling of desolation in his heart”;
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5) from the words: “When he touched her clothes ...”
to the words: “... if she had never existed”;

6) from the words: “Outside the city roared ...”
to the words: “... Katy was gone”;

7) from the words: “I’'m a double-dyed dub ...”
to the words: “... I'll cut out the McCloskey gang right from this
minute”.

7. Translate from Russian into English:
1. Mo popore OXOH [epKMHC C MpaYHbIM, YHbIIbBIM LUHA3MOM
pucoBan cebe Hem3beXHbIl KOHEL, CKY4YHOro AHS.

2. N ewe OXOH 3HaN, 4TO B YeTBEpPTb AEBATOro oH cobepeTcs C
OYXOM N NOTAHETCH 3a WASANOoN, a XeHa ero nponsHecer
pasapaxeHHbiM rosiocoM: “Kyaa aT1o Bbl, >KOH epkuHc, xoTena
Obl 9 3HATL?”
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10.

B aToT Bevyep OXOH lNepknHc, Bonasa Kk cebe obHapyxun
nopasnTeNibHOEe HapylleHne NMoBCeAHEBHOW PYTUHbLI. KaTu He
BCTPETUa ero B NPUXoXer CBOMM CEPAEHHbIM MOLIENyEM.

Hukakue clopnpusbl HE 0XMOAT YenoBeka, KOTOpbI ABa roga kak
XeHaT U XMBeT B AelLeBOo KBapTupe.

Hoporown XOH, TONbKO 4TO Nony4ymna tTenerpamMmmy, 4To mama
o4eHb 6onbHa. Epy noesgom B 4.30. Mow 6pat C3M BCTPETUT MEHS
Ha cTaHumn.

3a OBa roga CyrnpyXeckom XXM3HM OHW eLLLe HEe NPOBENN BPO3b HU
OOHOW HouM. IIKOH C 03aJayvyeHHbIM BUAOM MepeynTan 3anucky.
HensmeHHbIN Nopsaok Obin HapyLLEeH 1 3TO OLLIENIOMUIIO €ro.

IxoH lMepknHC cToan cpean MepTBbIX pa3BaivH M CTPaHHOE,
TOCK/IMBOE YYBCTBO HArMOJHANO €ro cepaue.

Korpa oH poTpoHyncsa oo nnatbeB KaTtu, ero oxsatun ctpax. OH
HUKOrga He 3a4yMblBancs O TOM, 4eM Obina Obl ero Xu3Hb 6e3
KaTtn.

OHa Tak pacTBopufiacb B ero CyLlecTBOBaHUM, YTO cTana Kak
BO34YyX, KOTOPbIM OH Abllian, — HeE0OBX0AMMOW, HO MOHYTWU
HE3aMETHON.

Tenepb oHa BHE3aMnHO yllja, ckpblfiacbk, ucyesna, 6yato ee
HUKorga He 6bi10.
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11. begHasa neBo4yka Bcerna ogHa, 6€3 BCAKUX pa3BfiedyeHunit, a a9 Tak
cebq Beay! OxoH lMepkuHC, Tbl NOcneaHunn 3 Herogses. Ho 4
nMocTapalchb 3arnagnTb CBOKO BUHY. A Oyay BOOUTL MO OEBOYKY B
TeaTtp, pasenekaTtb ee. 1 HemeaneHHO NokKoH4yy ¢ Mak-Knockn n
BCEW 3TON LarKon.

12. OH noHsan, 4to Katn Heobxoamma ons ero c4yactbs. Ero 4yBCTBO K
Hen, ybalokaHHOe MOHOTOHHbIM ObITOM, pa3oM NPOOYANIOChH OT
CO3HaHWs, 4YTO ee HeT.

8. Retell the text, playing the role of:
a) John Perkins,

b) Katy,

c) Katy’s mother.

9. Make up dialogues pertaining to the following situations:
a) Katy meets her husband John at night;
b) Katy has returned home.
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10. Discuss the problems, set in the story.

Compare the English proverb: “We never prize the music till the sweet-
voiced bird has flown” with the Russian one: “4To nmeem — He Xxaneem,
noTepsBLwM — nnadyem!”.

LESSON 5 YPOK 5

A SERVICE OF LOVE

WHEN ONE LOVES ONES ART no service seems too hard.

That is oar premise. This story shall draw a conclusion from it, and
show at the same time that the premise is incorrect. That will be a new thing
in logic, and a feat in story-telling somewhat older than the Great Wall of
China.

Joe Larrabee came out of the post-oak flats of the Middle West pulsing
with a genius for pictorial art. At six he drew a picture of the town pomp with
a prominent citizen passing it hastily. This effort was framed and hung in the
drug store window by the side of the ear of corn with an uneven number of
rows. At twenty he left for New York with a flowing necktie and a capital tied
up somewhat closer.

Delia Caruthers did things in six octaves so promisingly in a pine-tree
village in the South that her relatives chipped in enough in her chip hat for
her to go ‘North’ and ‘finish.” They could not see her f—, but that is our story.

Joe and Delia met in an atelier where a number of art and music
students had gathered to discuss chiaroscuro, Wagner, music, Rembrandt’s
works pictures, Waldteufel, wall-paper, Chopin, and Oolong.

Joe and Delia became enamoured one of the other or each of the
other, as you please, and in a short time were married — for (see above),
when one loves one’s Art no service seem too hard.

Mr. and Mrs. Larrabee began housekeeping in a flat. It was a
lonesome flat — something like the A sharp way down at the lefthand end of
the keyboard. And they were happy, for they had their Art and they had each
other. And my advice to the rich young man would be — sell all thou hast, and
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give it to the poor - janitor for the privilege of living in a flat with your Art and
your Delia.

Flat-dwellers shall endorse my dictum that theirs is the only true
happiness. If a home is happy it cannot fit too close — let the dresser collapse
and become a billiard table; let the mantel turn to a rowing machine, the
escritoire to a spare bedchamber, the washstand to an upright piano; let the
four walls come together, if they will, so you and your Delia are between. But
if home be the other land, let it be wide and long — enter you at the Golden
Gate, hang your hat on Hatteras, your cape on Cape Horn, and go out by
Labrador.

Joe was painting in the class of the great Magister — you know his
fame. His fees are high; his lessons are light — his high-lights have brought
him renown. Delia was studying under Rosenstock you know his repute as a
disturber of the piano keys.

They were mighty happy as long as their money lasted. So is every —
but | will not be cynical. Their aims were very deaf and defined. Joe was to
become capable very soon of turning out pictures that old gentlemen with
thin side-whiskers and thick pocketbooks would sandbag one another in his
studio for the privilege of buying. Delia was to become familiar and then
contemptuous with Music, so that when she saw the orchestra seats and
boxes unsold she could have sore throat and lobster in a private dining-room
and refuse to go on the stage.

But the best, in my opinion, was the home life in the little flat — the
ardent, voluble chats after the day’s study; the cosy dinners and fresh, light
breakfasts; the interchange of ambitions — ambitions interwoven each with
the other’s or else inconsiderable — the mutual help and inspiration; and —
overlook my artlessness — stuffed olives and cheese sandwiches at 11 p.m.

But after awhile Art flagged. It sometimes does, even if some
switchman doesn’t flag it. Everything going out and nothing coming in, as the
vulgarians say. Money was lacking to pay Mr. Magister and Herr Rosenstock
their prices. When one loves one’s Art no business seems too hard. So, Delia
said she must give music lessons to keep the chafing dish bubbling.

For two or three days she went out canvassing for pupils. One evening
she came home elated.

‘Joe, dear,’ she said gleefully, ‘I’ve a pupil. And, oh, the loveliest
people! General — General A. B. Pinkney’s daughter — on Seventy first Street.
Such a splendid house, Joe — you ought to see the front door! Byzantine |
think you would call it. And inside! Oh, Joe, | never saw anything like it
before.’

‘My pupil is his daughter Clementina. | dearly love her already. She’s a
delicate thing — dresses always in white; and the sweetest, simplest manners!
Only eighteen years old. I'm to give three lessons a week; and, just think,
Joe! $5 a lesson. | don’t mind it a bit; for when | get two or three more pupils
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I can resume my lessons with Herr Rosenstock. Now, smooth out that
wrinkle between your brows, dear, and let’s have a nice supper.’

‘That’s all right for you. Dele,’ said Joe, attacking a can of peas with a
carving knife and a hatchet, ‘but how about me? Do you think I’'m going to let
you hustle for wages while | philander in the regions of high art? Not by the
bones of Benvenuto Cellini! | guess | can sell papers or lay cobblestones, and
bring in a dollar or two.’

Delia came and hung about his neck.

‘Joe, dear, you are silly. You must keep on at your studies. It is not as if
I had quit my music and gone to work at something else. While | teach | learn.
| am always with my music. And we can live as happily as millionaires on $15
a week. You mustn’t think of leaving Mr. Magister.’

‘All right,” said Joe, reaching for the blue scalloped vegetable dish.
‘But | hate for you to be giving lessons. It isn’t Art. But you’re a trump and a
deartodoit.’

‘When one loves one’s Art no service seems too hard,’ said Delia.

‘Magister praised the sky in that sketch | made in the park,’ said Joe.
‘And Tinkle gave me permission to hang two of them in his window. | may sell
one if the right kind of a moneyed idiot sees them.’

‘I'm sure you will,” said Delia sweetly. ‘And now let’s be thankful for
General Pinkney and this veal roast.’

During all of the next week the Larrabees had an early breakfast. Joe
was enthusiastic about some morning-effect sketches he was doing in
Central Park, and Delia packed him off breakfasted, coddled, praised, and
kissed at seven o’clock. Art is an engaging mistress. It was most times seven
o’clock when he returned in the evening.

At the end of the week Delia, sweetly proud but languid, triumphantly
tossed three five-dollar bills on the 8 by 10 (inches) centre table of the 8 by
10 (feet) flat parlour.

‘Sometimes,’ she said, a little wearily, ‘Clementina tries me. I’m afraid
she doesn’t practise enough, and | have to tell her the same things so often.
And then she always dresses entirely in white, and that does get monotonous.
But General Pinkney is the dearest old man! | wish you could know him, Joe.
He comes in sometimes when | am with Clementina at the piano — he is a
widower, you know — and stands there pulling his white goatee. “And how are
the semiquavers and the demi-semiquavers progressing?” he always asks.’

‘I wish you could see the wainscoting in that drawing-room, Joe! And
those Astrakhan rug portivres. And Clementina has such a funny little cough.
| hope she is stronger than she looks. Oh, | really am getting attached to her,
she is so gentle and high bred. General Pinkney’s brother was once Minister
to Bolivia.’
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And then Joe, with the air of a Monte Cristo, drew forth a ten, a five, a
two and a one - all legal tender notes — and laid them beside Delia’s
earnings.

‘Sold that water-colour of the obelisk to a man from Peoria,’ he
announced overwhelmingly

‘Don’t joke with me,’ said Delia — ‘not from Peoria!’

‘All the way. | wish you could see him, Dele. Fat man with a woollen
muffler and a quill toothpick. He saw the sketch in Tinkle’s window and
thought it was a windmill at first. He was game, though, and bought it
anyhow. He ordered another — an oil sketch of the Lackawanna freight depot
— to take back with him. Music lessons! Oh, | guess Art is still in it.’

‘I’'m so glad you’ve kept on,’ said Delia heartily. ‘You’re bound to win,
dear. Thirty-three dollars! We never had so much to spend before. We’ll have
oysters to-night.’

‘And filet mignon with champignons,’ said Joe. ‘Where is the olive
fork?’

On the next Saturday evening Joe reached home first. He spread his
$18 on the parlour table and washed what seemed to be a great deal of dark
paint from his hands.

Half an hour later Delia arrived, her right hand tied up in a shapeless
bundle of wraps and bandages.

‘How is this?’ asked Joe after the usual greetings.

Delia laughed, but not very joyously.

‘Clementina,’ she explained, ‘insisted upon a Welsh rabbit after her
lesson. She is such a queer girl. Welsh rabbits at five in the afternoon. The
General was there. You should have seen him run for the chafing dish, Joe,
just as if there wasn’t a servant in the house. | know Clementina isn’t in good
health; she is so nervous. In serving the rabbit she spilled a great lot of it,
boiling hot, over my hand and wrist. It hurt awfully, Joe. And the dear girl was
so sorry! But General Pinkney! — Joe, that old man nearly went distracted. He
rushed downstairs and sent somebody - they said the furnace man or
somebody in the basement — out to a drug store for some oil and things to
bind it up with. It doesn’t hurt so much now.’

‘What’s this?’ asked Joe, taking the hand tenderly and pulling at some
white strands beneath the bandages.

‘It’s something soft,’ said Delia, ‘that had oil on it. Oh, Joe, did you sell
another sketch?’ She had seen the money on the table.

‘Did 1?7’ said Joe. ‘Just ask the man from Peoria. He got his depot to—
day, and he isn’t sure but he thinks he wants another parkscape and a view
on the Hudson. What time this afternoon did you burn your hand. Dele?’

‘Five o’clock, | think,” said Dele plaintively. ‘The iron — | mean the
rabbit came off the fire about that time. You ought to have seen General
Pinkney, Joe, when -’
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‘Sit down here a moment, Dele,’ said Joe. He drew her to the couch,
sat down beside her and put his arm across her shoulders.

‘What have you been doing for the last two weeks, Dele?’ he asked.

She braved it for a moment or two with an eye full of love and
stubbornness, and murmured a phrase or two vaguely of General Pinkney;
but at length down went her head and out came the truth and tears.

‘Il couldn’t get any pupils,’ she confessed. ‘And | couldn’t bear to have
you give up your lessons; and | got a place ironing shirts in that big Twenty-
fourth Street laundry. And | think | did very well to make up both General
Pinkney and Clementina, don’t you, Joe? And when a girl in the laundry set
down a hot iron on my hand this afternoon | was all the way home making up
that story about the Welsh rabbit. You're not angry are you, Joe? And if |
hadn’t got the work you mightn’t have sold your sketches to that man from
Peoria.’

‘He wasn’t from Peoria,’ said Joe slowly.

‘Well, it doesn’t matter where he was from. How clever you are, Joe —
and - kiss me, Joe - and what made you ever suspect that | wasn’t giving
music lessons to Clementina?’

‘1 didn’t,” said Joe, ‘until to-night. And | wouldn’t have then, only | sent
up this cotton waste and oil from the engine-room this afternoon for a girl
upstairs who had her hand burned with a smoothing-iron. I’ve been firing the
engine in that laundry for the last two weeks.’

‘And then you didn’t -’

‘My purchaser from Peoria,’ said Joe, ‘and General Pinkney are both
creations of the same art — but you wouldn’t call it either painting or music.’

And then they both laughed, and Joe began:

‘When one loves one’s Art no service seems -’

But Delia stopped him with her hand on his lips. ‘No,’ she said — just
“When one loves.”

Tasks and Exercises

1. Read the text paying attention to the following words and
word combinations.

premise — NpeanocbIIKn

conclusion — BbIBOA, 13 4ero-nnmoo

Great Wall of China — Benukaa Kutarckaa CteHa

pictorial art — n3aobpasuntenbHOe NCKYCCTBO

town pump — ropoackas Bogokayka

prominent citizen — No4YTeHHbIN 0ObIBATEb

drug store window — OKHO anTeku

the ear of corn with an uneven number of rows — no4aTok Kykypy3bl, B

KOTOPOM 3€epHa COCTaBNdJZIn He4eTHOEe KOJIN4eCTBO pAanoB
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to leave for New York — yexaTb B Hblo-Mopk

an atelier — ctygua

housekeeping in a flat — Bectn xo3amncrteo

a lonesome flat — yeanHeHHasn kBapTmpka

the privilege of living in a flat with your Art and your Delia — nmetb
npuBUNErnto, 4YToObl MPOXMBATL B KBAPTUPKE C MICKyCCTBOM 1 cBOen Aunueii

flat-dwellers — obuTtaTenm kBapTMPOK

to endorse ones dictum — nognucaTbCca Nog, 3asBNeEHNEM

Golden Gate - “3onoTtble Bopota”

Hatteras — Nattepac

Cape Horn — mbic FopH

Labrador — Jlabpanop

his repute as a disturber of the piano keys — wmpokasa n3BecTHOCTb
Kak BO3MYTUTENS NoKost popTeENMaHHbIX KIaBuLL

lobster — nobcTep

to refuse to go on the stage — 0TkazaTbCs BbIATU HA CLIEHY

When one loves one’s Art no service seems too hard. — Korga niotuib
MCKYCCTBO, HMKAKNE XEePTBbl HE TAXESbI.

to give music lessons to keep the chafing dish bubbling — paBatb
YPOKM, 4TOObI CBECTM KOHLLbI C KOHLLAMM

to come home elated — Bo3BpawaTbCca A4OMOW B MPUNOOHATOM
HaCTPOEHUU

to go out canvassing for pupils — yxognTb n3 goma “BepboBaTb”
(nckaTb) YHEHMKOB

General — 'eHepan

to resume one’s lessons — BO30OHOBUTb YPOKU

smooth out that wrinkle between your brows, dear — goporoiu,
rnepecTaHb XMypPUTbLCS

a can of peas — 6aHka KOHCEPBUPOBAHHOIO ropoLUkKa

Do you think I’'m going to let you hustle for wages while | philander in
the regions of high art? — Tel 6ygelwb 6eratb No ypokam un 3apabaTtbiBaTb Ha
XM3Hb, a A — 6e33a60THO BUTaTb B cdhepax BbICOKOro nckyccrea?!

to sell papers or lay cobblestones — npogasaTtb ra3eTbl UM MOCTUTb
ynnubl

a sketch — Habpocok, aTion,

to give smb permission to do smth — paTb KomMy-nMbo paspelueHne
yTto-Nnbo caenatb

moneyed idiot — nguoT ¢ AeHbramm

Art is an engaging mistress. — MickyccTBo — TpeboBaTenbHas
BO3/00OIEHHAS.

she is so gentle and high bred — oHa Takas nackoBas n KpoTkas, u
XOpOLLUO BOCAMTaHa

woolen muffler — wepcTaHoe kawHe

COBPEMEHHbIA N'YMAHUTAPHbI YHUBEPCUTET

74



We’ll have oysters tonight. — Y Hac cerogHs 6yayT ycTpuLbl Ha YXXWH.

filet mignon with champignons — ¢unne-MnHbOH € LWaMnMHBLOHaMM

her right hand tied up in a shapeless bundle of wraps and bandages —
KUCTb €e MnMpaBoOW pyku, BCA oBMoTaHHasg OGUHTaAMM, NOXoXas Ha
6echOpPMEHHBbIN y3er

a queer girl — cTpaHHaa gesyllika

an eye full of love and stubborness — B3rnaa, MCNOAHEHHbIN NOOBU 1~
ynpsimMcTBa

to get a place ironing shirts in laundry — nony41MTb MECTO B Npavye4HOmn
rnaguTb pydatukm

the girl in the laundry set down a hot iron on my hand - gesyuika B
npayeyHor 06oXrna MoK pyKy ropsiymM yTOrom

to make up the story — npuaymatb nctoputo

I’'ve been firing the engine in the laundry for the last two weeks. — 4
yXX€ KaK ABe Heaenu Tono KOTes B NPa4yeyHon.

my purchaser from Peoria — mow nokynartenb 13 Neopun

creations of the art — npon3BeneHna nckyccTea

. Answer the following questions:
Where is Joe Larrabee from?

=N

2. When did Joe draw his first picture?

3. Joe drew a picture of the town pump with a prominent citizen,
didn’t he?

4. At what age did Joe leave for New York?

5. Did Delia Caruthers come to the “North” from a small pine-tree
village in the South?

6. Where did Joe and Delia meet?

7. Did they get married?

8. Were they very happy?

9. Did they live in a hotel or in a lonesome flat?

10. Joe was painting in the class of the great Magister, wasn’t he?

11. Who was Rosenstock?
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12.

13.

14.

15.

16.

17.

18.

- W

Who was the reason that made Delia give music lessons?

Did Delia give music lessons to General’s daughter Clementina?

What story about her pupil Clementina did Delia retell Joe?

What did Joe tell Delia about his job?

How did Joe understand that Delia didn’t give her music lessons?

What was Delia’s truth story about her job?

Can you prove the statement that “When one loves Art no service
seems too hard?”

. Choose the correct variant to complete the sentence.

Joe Larrabee came out of the post-oak of the
A) Middle West

B) South

C) North

Joe drew his first picture at the age of
A) six

B) four

C) eleven

At the age of Joe left for New York with a flowing necktied.
A) twenty

B) twenty five

C) sixteen

Joe and Delia met in where a number of art and
music students had gathered.

A) an atelier

B) museum

C) church

Joe and Delia began housekeeping in
A) a flat

B) small cottage

C) a beautiful palace

Delia was studying under you know his repute
as a disturber of the piano keys.

A) Rosenstock

B) Chopin

C) Wagner
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7. Delia got a place
A) ironing shirts in a laundry
B) teaching music at a private school
C) giving music lessons to General’s daughter Clementina
8. Joe gotajob
A) firing the engine in the laundry
B) selling papers in the street
C) selling the pictures in the street

4. Translate the expressions below and make your own
sentences with them.
prominent citizen

drug store window

leave for New York

housekeeping in a flat

lonesome flat

flat-dwellers

to give music lessons to keep the chafing dish bubbling

to resume one’s lessons

sketch

creations of the art

an eye full of love and stubborness

a queer girl

moneyed idiot

sell papers or lay cobblestones

5. Translate the expressions below into English.
obuTaTenn KBapTMpPOoK
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yeaouHeHHasa KBapTupka

BO3MYTUTENb NOKOSA pOpTENUaHHbIX KIaBULLI

BCTYNUTb B Bpak

YIOTHbIE 00€ebl BOBOEM

Nlerkme 3aBTpaku

YydeCHbIn cTapuk

JlackoBad, KpoTkada 1 XOpOoLLUO BOCNMTaHHa4A

B34, UCMONHEHHbIM N06BU 1 yNpaMcTBa

nokynatenb 13 NMeopun

npouseeneHne NCKyccTea

XnBonucb

6onbLuas npadyeyHas

OypHbI NOTOK Cnes3

POCKOLLHbIA AOM

NpPUBA3aTbLCA K KOMY-NTMO0 C NepBoro B3rnaaa

naBaTb YPOKN MY3bIKU, 4yTOObI CBECTU KOHLbI C KOHLLAMU

Monoable niogn, ndydatrolimne XXUBonmcb Nnm My3bliKy

NMPOXNTb BCe CBOU AEeHbI'n

NMO3HaTb BCE TalHbl My3blKKN

MCKYCCTBO — TpeboBaTtesibHas BO31t00neHHas
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6. Make literary translation into Russian of the paragraph:

1)

from the words: “Joe Larrabee came out of the post-oak flats of the
Middle West ...”
to the words: “...a capital tied up somewhat closer”;

from the words: “Joe and Delia met in an atelier ...”
to the words: “...when one loves one’s Art no service seems too
hard”;

from the words: “Joe was painting in the class of the great
Magister...”

to the words: “... in a private dining-room and refuse to go on the
stage”;

from the words: “For two or three days she went out canvassing for
pupils...”

to the words: “...Now, smooth out your wrinkle between your
brows, dear, and let’s have a nice supper”;
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5) from the words: “Joe, dear, you are silly ...”

to the words: “...when one loves one’s Art no service seems too
hard, said Delia.”;

6) from the words: “Delia laughed but not very joyously...”
to the words: “... It doesn’t hurt so much now”;

7) from the words: “She braved it for a moment or two with an eye full
of...”

to the words: “... I’ve been firing the engine in that laundry for the
last two weeks”.
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7. Translate from Russian into English:

1.

Ixo v Ounna BCTpeTUnNmMcb B CTyauun, roe Mosioabie Noau,
M3yvawouwme XnNBonnucb UnM My3sbiky, cobupanumcb, 4ToOb
MoTOJIKOBaTb O CBETOTEHU, BarHepe, My3blke, TBOPEHUAX
PembpaHaTa, kapTuHax, oboax, Banbatendene, LWoneHe un
YnoHre.

Cynpyru 6binn cyactnmebl. OHM nNpuHagnexanu gpyr apyry, a
VCKYCCTBO MPUHAANEexXasno nm.

Bbl, 6€3 COMHeHUs, chnbilany 3To ums. epeTt OH 3a CBOU YPOKU
Kpenko, a obyyaeT cnerka, 4To, BEPOSATHO, U CHUCKANO eMy
rPOMKYIO cnaBy Mactepa ap@eKTHbIX KOHTPACTOB.

o v Annna Obinn o4eHb cHACTAMBLI, NMOKa HE NMPOXUIIN BCE CBOU
JEeHbIrN.

[eHb 3a AHeM yxoamna oHa 13 fioMa UCKaTb YY4EHUKOB U, HAKOHELL,
oOHaxAbl BEpHy/lacb NOMOW K Be4Yepy B OYEHb MPUMNOOHATOM
HacTpoeHUu.

“II>k0, ooporon mon, 9 nony4yuna ypok!”, — TopXecTByloLlLe
obbaBMna oHa, “U, 3Haelwb, Takne Mmunble noaun! FeHepan...
reHepan MNuHkHM ¢ go4vkon!”
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7.

10.

9 6yny naBaTb ypokum ero goyke KnemeHTuHe. 9 npocTto
npuea3anacb K Hei ¢ nepeoro B3rngga. OHa Takas HexHad,
OenvkaTtHasa n Tak NpocTo aepxurtcsa. U Bcsa B 6en10oM ¢ ronoBbl Ao
nat. En 18 net. A 6yny 3aHMMaTbesa ¢ Held 3 pasa B Hegento. Thl
TONbKO Noayman, xo, ypok — 5 gonnapos! 3710 Xe yyanHo! Euwe 2-
3 Takux ypoka 1 91 BO30OHOBJSIIO 3aHATUSA C reppOoM PO3eHLLITOKOM.

Tbl, 3Ha4MT, Oyaellb 6eraTb NO ypokam 1 3apabaTtbiBaTb Ha XU3Hb,
a 9 — 6e33ab60THO BUTaTb B chepax BbICOKOro nckyccrtea?! Hy, yx
HeT! A, BEpOATHO, TOXE MOry npojasaTtb raseTbl MW MOCTUTb
YLl

Bcio cnepyouyto Hegento 4yeta Jlappebu paHo caamnachb
3aBTpakaTb. X0 6biN1 HeoOblHaWHO yBNe4dYeH adpdekTamm
YyTPEHHero oceeuleHus B LleHTpanbHOM napke, roe oH genan
3apucoBKK, N B 7 4acoB Ounna npoBoxXana ero, HacbiTUB
3aBTpakamMm, HEXXHbIMM 3a60TamMu, NOLLENTYSIMU 1 NMOOLLPEHNSIMM.

“q Tak paga, 4TO Thl 3aHMMAELWbCS CBOUM AENOM”, — FOpa4o
ckasana Ounua. “Teba xaeT ycnex, goporoin. Tpuauatb TpuU
nonnapa! Mbl HuKorga He Xxunu tak 6orato! Y Hac cerogHa 6yaoyT
YCTPULbI HA YXXWH.”
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11. B cnepnyouwyio cy660Ty X0 BepHynca gomon nepebiM. OH
MosioXun BOoCeEMHaALUATb A0N/apOB Ha CTONIMK B TOCTUHON U
MOCMELLHO CMblJ1 C PYK YTO-TO YepHOoe, No-BUOMMOMY, TONCTbIN
CNOWV MacngaHoOM Kpacku.

12. Mo nokynaTenb 13 Neopun, Tak Xe, Kak 1 TBOWM reHepan MNMnHKHNY,
— BCEro nnb NPON3BEOEHUNS NCKYCCTBA, KOTOPblE HE UMEIOT
HUYero oBbLEro HWN C XUBOMMUCHIO, HX C MY3bIKO.

8. Retell the text, playing the role of:
a) Joe;

b) Delia;

c) Joe’s and Delia’s friend.

9. Make up dialogues pertaining to the following situations:

a) Joe’s and Delia’s first meeting in an atelier;

b) Joe and Delia began housekeeping in a flat;

c) Delia is looking for a job (She is going to give music lessons to
General’s daughter Clementina.);

d) Joe is eager to help her wife to earn their living.
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10. Discuss the problems set in the story.

Do you agree to the statement that “when one loves ones Art no
service seems too hard”? Can you prove the statement that “Love is a great
power, that helps (to) overcome all difficulties”?

NMPAKTUMECKUA KYPC OCHOBHOIO MHOCTPAHHOIO A3bIKA
AHITMACKUA 93bIK. AOMALUHEE YTEHUE
IOHUTA 4
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