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HPEJANCJIOBUE

dopmMupoBaHHe W Pa3BUTHE KPUTHUECKOTO W KPEATHBHOTO BHUJIOB MBIILICHUS
SBIIICTCS ONHON M3 BaXKHBIX 3aJad OIMMITHATHOTO IBIDKCHHUS IO Pa3INIHBIM
npeameraM. OCOOEHHOCTH NPEIMETHONH 00NACTH MHOCTPAHHBIX S3bIKOB CBSI3aHbI
¢ paboToil ¢ TEeKCTaMH — pedyb UAET KaK O CO3AaHUH IMPONYKTOB COOCTBEHHOTO
TBOPYECTBA, TaK M 00 WHTEPIpETanud COOOMEHHH YCTHOTO M IHCEMEHHOTO
xapakrepa. [lomoOHBIC 3amaHUs, CBS3aHHBIC C HEOOXOOMMOCTBIO NMPOYUTATH MU
IPOCIyIIAaTh OONBLION TEKCT U OTBETUTH HA BOIIPOCHL, XapaKTEPHBI AJIsl OTMMIIUAbI
1o JIF000OMYy WHOCTPaHHOMY $3bIKy. Kak mpaBuio, B TECTOJOTMU THUIIBI 3aJaHU
pa30OuBarOTCI Ha 2 OCHOBHBIX: UTEHHE Ha oOIlee MOHMMAaHHE W Ha JAETAaIbHOE
MOHMMAaHUE TEKCTa, IIPH 3TOM B IIPAaKTHKE MPOBEICHUS OIMMITHAJ rOpaso dame
BCTPEYAIOTCs TMOO0 KOMILIEKCHBIE 3aJlaHusl, IU0O0 3aJjaHus BTOPOro THUIA, TaK KaK
BBICOKHH YPOBEHb MEPONPHATHS IPEANIONIAraeT ClIOCOOHOCTh yYaCTHUKOB HE TOJIBKO
MOHUMATh TEKCT IIPAKTHYECKH MOJTHOCTBIO, HO YMETh PacCy’kAaTh, BRICTPaUBATh
JOTHYECKHE IEIOYKH I HHTepIpeTann (aKToB U COOBITHIA.

OnumnuagHoe JBHXKEHUE IO aHIVIMICKOMY $I3bIKY B COAEpKAaTebHOM
IIJIaHE ONMHpPaeTCs Ha TPATUIINH MEXIYHAPOIHBIX aKaJeMHYECKUX IK3aMEHOB,
KOTOpBIE MPEAIAratoT KOMIIIEKCHbIE KOHTPOJIBHO-U3MEPUTENbHbBIE MaTEPUaIbL,
U Pe3yJbTaThl KOTOPBIX IPU3HAHBI BO BCEM MHPE B IJIaHE BO3MOXKHOCTU UX
HCTIOJIB30BAHUSI KaK BAJIMTHOTO CPE/ICTBA MOATBEPXKACHUS YPOBHS BJIaJICHUEM
s3pika. Takue sx3amensl, kak CPE, IELTS, TOEFL, koTopsle HCIONB3yIOTCS B
3amagHBIX NMPaKTHKaX MpHeMa aOUTYPHEHTOB B BBHICIINE YYEOHBIC 3aBEICHUS
Esponbr u CHIA, mocimysxninu mpoodpa3oM OJUMIIHATHBIX 3a1aHui. MI3HauanbpHO
KOMILJIEKTHI 3aJaHUI IO YTEHUIO ABJISUIUCH POLYKTOM KOMIIUJIALIMHI TECTOB U3
3apyOe)KHBIX YYEOHBIX TOCOOHH, B OoJiee MO3AHMX KOMILIEKTax, ¢ 2019 roxa, B
OTEYCCTBCHHBIX OJIMMITHAaX MBI BUIAMM aBTOPCKHUE Pa3pabOTKH POCCHHCKUX
YYEHBIX.

Beinenum HeckonbKko 0cOOEHHOCTEH 3ajaHuil:

1 AxageMu4ecKuil XapakTep TEKCTOB;

2 Bricokuii ypoBeHb ciioxkHOCTH Jiekcuku (C1-C2);

3 Hanuuwue 3agannii Ha MHTEPIPETALMIO U BBISIBIIEHHUE 3aKOHOMEPHOCTEIH;

4 OTHOCHUTENEHO HEOONBIIOE KOJMYECTBO BPEMEHH Ha pelleHue ( B CpeqHeM,
tekcT Ha 800-1000 31akoB 1 Ha 10-15 BonpocoB k HeMy JaeTcst 0kono 20 MUHYT).

OOpatuM CBOW B30p Ha peajbHbIe 3aJaHUS 3aKIIOYHTEIBHBIX JTAaIOB, H
paccMOTPHUM UX XapaKTEpUCTUKH. PETpOCIEKTHBHO MBI IPOAHAIU3UPYEM 3aJaHUS
KOMILJIEKTOB, HaurHast ¢ 2013 roga g0 2022 BKIIOYHUTEIBHO.

Tabnuua 1. XapakTepucTuKa 3aJaHUH MO YTEHHIO 3aKJIIOYUTENBHBIX 3TAllOB
BCOII no anriuiickoMy s3bIKY
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Ton | Komu- KonunyecTBo 3aganuid, ux crieruduxa KonnuectBo
94eCTBO TEKCTOB, UX
BOIIPOCOB TEeMaTHKa
2013 | 15 1 - coorHeceHue yTBepkaeHUH c | 1 - Hannonanpuble
naparpadamu, rie oHu ObuTH Beickazansl | napku CIITA
(mpupona)

2014 | 15 1—0TBETHIHABOIIPOCHI (MHOXKECTBEHHBIH | 1- My3blka
BBIOOD) Ha OCHOBE MH(OPMALIUT n3 GUIBMOB
2 — BCTaBKa BBIPE3aHHBIX MaparpaoB B | (MCKYCCTBO)
€IMHBIN TEKCT 2-3ByKHU MOPCKOMH
3 — ompexmeneHWe HUCTHHHOCTH / | ®U3HH (UCKYCCTBO,
JIOKHOCTH/ HETPEACTABICHHOCTH | TPUPOAA)
BBICKA3bIBAHUS

2015 |15 1 - cooTHeceHHe YyTBepkIeHMH c | 1-I'urantckue
naparpadamu, Tie OHH OBIITH BBICKa3aHBbI | )KUBOTHBIE B
2—0TBETHIHABOIIPOCH (MHO)KECTBEHHBIN | ABCTpaIHH
BBIOOp) Ha OCHOBE HH(OPMALIUU (mpupona)
3 -ompenmeneHue  UCTUHHOCTH  /
JIO)KHOCTH/ HeTpeCTaBIeHHOCTH
BbICKa3bIBAHUS

2016 | 15 1 - coorHecenue yTBepxkaeHu# c | 1-JluteparypHoe
naparpadamu, ryie OHM ObUTH BBICKa3aHbl | Hacieaue [omepa
2—0TBEThIHABOIPOCH! (MHOKECTBEHHBIHN | (JIUTEpaTypa)
BBIOOD) Ha OCHOBE MH(OPMALIUU
3-3anoniHeHHe TaOJNHUIBI HAa OCHOBE
IpeacTaBIeHHOH HH)OPMALIUT

2017 | 15 1 — coorHecenue mnaparpadoB u | 1-CouuanbHoe
3aroJI0BKOB IIpeanpHHUMA-
2 -ompenieNeHWE  HUCTHHHOCTH /| TEIBCTBO
JIO)KHOCTH/ HENpPEeACTaBICHHOCTH | (00ILECTBO)
BBICKAa3bIBAHUS
3 — coOoTHECeHHe BBIPAKEHNU U3 TEKCTa
C UX 3HAUCHHEM

2018 | 15 1 - coorHeceHue yTBepxkaeHui c | 1-Jlu3aiin xxunoro

naparpadamu, rjie OHH ObLITH BBICKa3aHbI
2—0TBETHIHAaBOIIPOCHI (MHOXKECTBEHHBIN
BbIOOp) Ha OCHOBE HH(OPMALIUU

3 - ompeaeilcHHE HMCTHHHOCTH /
JIOXKHOCTH/ HETpeCTaBIeHHOCTH
BBICKa3bIBaHUS

IOMelIeHue
(oOmrecTBO)
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2019 | 15 1 — coorHecenue maparpador u | 1- [Togastue
3aroJI0BKOB CaMOOILICHKH
2—0TBETHIHABOIPOCH (MHOKECTBEHHBIH | (JINYHOCTH)
BBIOOp) Ha OCHOBE MH(OpMAITHH
3 — cnoBooOpa3oBaHUE MO TEKCTY

2021 |15 1 — cnoBooOpa3oBaHUeE MO TEKCTY 1-Teuenune BpeMeHU
2 - onpeneineHue HMCTHHHOCTH /| (00LIECTBO)
JIO)KHOCTH/ HeNpeCcTaBIeHHOCTH
BBICKA3bIBAHUS

3—0TBETHIHaBOIPOCHI (MHOKECTBEHHBII
BBIOOp) Ha OCHOBE HH(OpMAITHHI

2022 | 15 1 — cnoBooOpa3oBaHUE 10 TEKCTY 1-Dcretuka
2 -ompejAeieHUWE  MCTUHHOCTU /| CEIbCKOH KU3HHU
JIOXHOCTH/ HETPEACTABICHHOCTH | (OOILECTBO)
BBICKA3bIBAHUS

3—0TBETHIHaBOIPOCHI (MHOXKECTBEHHBII
BBIOOD) Ha OCHOBE HH(OPMALIUU

TakuM 00pa3oM, MbI BUIUM, YTO 3aJaHUsI OJTUMIIHAAbI 0a3UPYIOTCSI B OCHOBHOM
Ha OTHOM TEKCTe, K KOTOPOMY pa3paboTaHbI pa3HbIe THIIBI yIIPaXXHEHHUH, B paMKax
pelleHnss KOTOPBIX IIKONBHHKAM IMpeiiIaraercsa: 1) COOTHOCHTH BBICKAa3aHHYIO
“HGOPMALIMIO C ONPEEICHHBIMU NaparpadaMu B TEKCTE; 2) OTBEUaTh Ha BOIIPOCHI,
UHTEPIPETUPYS IPEACTABICHHY 0 HH)OPMALIUIO B TEKCTE; 3) BCTABIATh Haparpadsl B
TEKCT, pPyKOBOACTBYSICh IOTHKOH H3JI0’KEHHUS U CMBICTIOM; 4) OTIpeNeNIiTh HCTUHHOCTH
BBICKA3bIBAHMS Ha OCHOBE aHallM3a TEKCTa; 5) CyMMHpPOBaTh MHPOPMALHUIO U3
TEKCTa, 3amoiHsAs Tabnuuuble (OpPMbI; 6) COOTHOCUTH 3arOJOBKU TEKCTOB U
naparpadsl; 7) COOTHOCUTH BBIPa’KCHHUS, KOTOPBIE HCIOJIB3YIOTCS B TEKCTE, C UX
3Ha4YeHHeM; §) 00pa30BEIBATH HOBBIC CIIOBA HA OCHOBE MPEICTABICHHBIX KOPHEH, U
HaXOJUTh IS HIX €ANHCTBEHHO BEPHOE MECTO B TEKCTE, PyKOBOJICTBYACH JIOTHKOI
n3noxeHuss. OCHOBHBIE TEMbI IPEICTABICHHBIX TEKCTOB — JIMYHOCTb UEJIOBEKa,
00IIecTBO U OOIIECTBEHHBIC IPOLECCHI, KYIbTypa, MCKYCCTBO M JIUTEpaTypa,
mpupozna. B cpennem Ha pemenue pasaena «UTeHne» y9acTHHKH MOTYJal0T OKOJIO
30 muHyT. He mpencraBmseTcs BO3MOXHBIM BEISBHTH TOYHOE BpEMs, KOTOpOE
TpaTUTCA Ha 3aJJaHU 110 YTCHUIO Pa3HBIMU KOHKYPCaHTaMU, TaK KaK Ha OJIMMIIUAJE
0 aHIVINHCKOMY SI3BIKY BBLAEISACTCS €AUHBII MOAYNb yIPaXKHEHUH Ha ayJUpOBaHUe
¥ 4TEHHUE ¢ 00muM TaiMuHroM OT 60 10 90 MUHYT.

BbISIBUB THIBI NpejaraeéMblX 3aJaHU U PacCMOTPEB UX OCOOEHHOCTH, MBI
MOXEM INPENJIOKHUTH CIENYIOMIME METOAUYECKAE PEKOMEHIALMH IS yJIy YIICHM S
Ka4yecTBa PENICHUs yIPaKHEHHH.

1 Heo6XomnMoO BAyMYHBO YMTATh TEKCT, BHUKAS B €O CMBICIOBYIO Harpysky,
HE IPONYyCKas HUKAKUE Npeanoxkenusd. Hepenko Kiro4eBble CI0Ba M BBIPAKEHHS,

TloaroroBka K oJIMMIIHAaM I10 aHl"J'II/II‘/'ICKOMy SA3BIKY. HOMaH_IHCC yreHue. 8-11 Kaacchl



Russian Culture

KOTOPBIC IMOMOTarT MPaBHJIBHO OTBETHUTH Ha BOIIPOCHI, PACIIOJIOKCHBI B TCKCTC
HEPAaBHOMECPHO U HE 110 MOPAAKY YIIOMHWHAHUA B TCKCTE.

2 Iocne 3HaKOMCTBA € TEKCTOM CJIEYET IPOUUTATh BOIIPOCHI, U CHOBA BEPHY THCSI
K TeKCTy s aHanm3a wHpopMmanuu. Kak mpaBmmo, B 3aJaHUSAX COXEPIKATCS
JUCTPAKTOPbI, KOTOpBIE IIPEJIaral0T HEUCKYILIEHHBIM KOHKYPCAaHTaM OYEHb
HOXO0)KMeE Ha IPaBUIIbHbBIC BAPHAHTHI OTBETOB, B KOTOPBIX OyKBaJIbHO 1-2 CJIOBAa MOTYT
MEHATh CMBICT BCETO BBICKA3BIBAHWA. [IpaBHIIBHBIC OTBETHI OOBIYHO BBIPAXKEHBI
yepe3 CHHOHHMBI M OIIMCAaHUs, He CIeyeT HCKaTh B TeKCTe HHPOPMANUIo, KOTopast
MOBTOPSIETCSI TEMH K€ CJIOBAMHU, YTO ObUIM MCIOJIB30BaHbl B (POPMYIMPOBKAX
BOIIPOCOB.

3 CnenyeT NHOMHHUTb, YTO HEKOTOpPbIE AaCHEKThl TPAKTOBKHM TEKCTa M €ro
MHTEPIIPETAlMH 3a4acTYI0 OKa3bIBAIOTCS CyOBEKTHBHBIMH, MOSTOMY HE BCEraa
MIPEACTABISIETCS] BOSMOXKHBIM HalUTH B TEKCTE MPSAMO BEIPAXXCHHYIO HHPOpPMALHIO,
KoTOpas OyJaeT MOATBEPKAATh TOT MM HHOM Te3HC. B HEKOTOPBIX CIydasx MOXKHO
U HYXHO IIOJIOXKUTBCS Ha S3bIKOBYIO M JINHTBUCTHYECKYIO JIOTaJKY, TOIBITATHCS
TIOHSATB JIOTUKY M3JI0KEHUS M 3aMbICEJI aBTOPa 3aJaHHUSL.

OtMeTuM 0cOo0YyI0 CIOXKHOCTb MHTETPAllUU Pa3HBIX TUIIOB 3aJaHUIl B OJHOM
ynpaxkHenuu. Tak, B 2019 romy B KOMIUIEKTaX KOHTPOJIBHO-U3MEPHUTEIbHBIX
BIEPBbIE MOSBHUIIOCH 33JJaHNE HAa CIIOBOOOPa30BaHUE Uepe3 TEKCT, KOTOPOE 110 CBOEit
CYTHU SIBJISETCS JIEKCUUECKUM 3aJJaHUEM, XOTS M HaBbIKM UTEHHs U aHAJIN3a TEKCTa
OHO TAaK)K€ YCIIEHIHO IIPOBEPSAET - BEAb YYACTHUKAM HY)KHO HE TOJIBKO COBEPIIMTH
JIEpUBALIMIO HOBBIX CJIOB OT IQHHBIX OCHOB, HO M BBIOPAaTh HY’KHOE MECTO B TEKCTE
HCXOJ U3 JJOTHKM M KOHTEKCTA.

VHTemiekTyanbHble COCTSI3aHUSL SIBISIOTCS Ba)KHBIMH MEPONPHATHSIMHU IS
OTEYECTBEHHOMN CUCTEMBI O6pa3OBaHI/IH, TaK KaK B paMKax pa3BUTHUSA OJIUMIIHAAHOI'O
IBIDKCHHS MTPOMCXOAUT OTOOD TaJaHTIMBON MOJIOASKH JJIsi OOYUIeHHS B BBICIICH
mkoute. [l obecriedyeHre OECIIOBHOTO Mepexoia OT IIKOJBI K By3y HEOOXOIMMO
NPUBUBATh HABBIKM aHAJM3a MHPOpPMAaLUU, BHICTPAUBAHMS JIOTHYECKOW LIEMOYKH,
OonpeAcIICHUsT HCTUHHOCTH HJIU JIOXKHOCTH CY)K}ICHI/If/i n aBTOpCKOf/i IIO3UIIHUH.
3agaHus MO YTEHUIO, KOTOpPBIE MPHUMEHSIOTCS Ha BCEPOCCHICKOW OJMMITHAIE
[IKOJIGHUKOB TI0 AHTJIHMKUCKOMY S3BIKY, YCIENIHO PElIaloT MOAOOHBIE 3anadu, U
IIOTOMY MOT'YT CYHTAThCS IO PABY YAaYHON METOINYECKOH HAXOJKOM, TPUHIIUIIBI
KOTOpOﬁ MOTYT BHECAPATHCA B TCCTOBBIC MaTCPHUAJIBI ITO PA3JIMYHBIM NTPEAMETAM.

B nanHOM noco6uu HaMu npejIaraeTcst MeTogu4eckas paboTa ¢ ay TeHTUYHBIMU
XYJ0)KECTBEHHBIMH TEKCTaMHU OOJIBLIIOT0 00beMa, YTCHHE KOTOPBIX MPOUCXOIUT
BHEayIUTOPHO, M KOMIIJIEKCOM YIPaKHEHHUH IS KIIaCCHON pabOoTEHIL.
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Russian Culture

UNIT 1

Russian culture

Task 1. Complete the crossword using the clues from the text. Put the
answers in the correct grammar form if necessary.

Alexander Pushkin (1799-1837) is rightly considered to be the founding
father of the modern Russian language. He rejected the high-blown style of clas-
sic Russian poetry, breaking downthe 1 (anything that prevents peo-
ple from understanding each other) between colloquial speech and the elevated
odes of the past. Russians still use Pushkin’s language today.

Pushkin had an unbelievably broad2 (the range of matters con-
sidered or dealt with) as a writer. He wrote classical odes, romantic poems, love
and political verse, novels in verse, historical drama, realist prose, novellas, short

o stories, fairy tales, travel journals — and much more, besides. Many of his works
became foundational texts in their3 (a particular subject or style
of literature).

Pushkin identified the main themes that would keep Russian writers busy
well in the 20th century. The suffering of a humble individual of low rank, the 4
_______ (a situation in which people or groups with opposing ideas or opin-
ions disagree angrily) between an exceptional character and society, the painful
choice between duty and personal happiness, a loner’s rebellion against the system —
all these subjects were first raised by Pushkin, before becoming central 5
(knowledge or understanding about something) in works by other great Rus-
sian authors such as Dostoyevsky, Tolstoy, Chekhov and Bunin.

OTBeTsl: teader.com/readin

One of Pushkin’s key works is the verse novel Eugene Onegin. A promi-
nent mid-19th-century literary critic called it an “encyclopedia of Russian life,”
reflecting its comprehensive 6 (the fact of dealing with or directing
attention to something) of the country’s life and culture at the time.

Another reason for Pushkin’s continuing popularity is the seeming sim-
plicity of his works. He had the ability to create 7 (very clear, power-
ful, and detailed memories) images with just two or three words, imprinting
them in the reader’s mind. There is an illusion of 8 (the quality of

being natural rather than planned in advance) to his precise use of language,
yet his notes show that he meticulously crafted every line.

Pushkin’s reputation soared after his death, but he did not enjoy such a lofty
place in Russian society while he was alive. He had a keen sense of humour and

8 TloaroroBka K oJIMMIIHAaM I10 aHl"J'IHP’ICKOMy SA3BIKY. HOMaH_IHCC yreHue. 8-11 Kaacchl



Russian Culture

loved sneaking swearwords into his verse. He was also a prolific author of scathing
9  (a short saying or poem that expresses an idea in a clever, fun-

ny way), and did not shy away from targeting high-ranking officials. This led to
problems with the authorities and challenges to duels.

Emperor Alexander I first exiled the poet to the south of Russia and then
placed him under house arrest at his Mikhaylovskoye estate in Pskov Region.
Pushkin was friends with many Decembrists — revolutionaries who demanded a
constitution and social freedom — and had he not been exiled, he would almost
certainly have taken part in the Decembrist uprising of 1825 in St. Petersburg.
Pushkin never advocated overthrowing the tsar, but he did champion an indi-
vidual’s right to freedom and private space and fought against 10 (the

system of preventing part or the whole of a book from being made avail-
able to the public).

Grid

|51| | | 28 3G ﬂ |6|0 7 |G| |
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P

Task 2. Complete the sentences by changing the form of the word in
capitals.

Considered one of the world’s greatest novelists, Leo Tolstoy was best
known for his realistic fiction that grappled with significant themes of reli-
gion and morality. He 1 =~ (SPOUSE) the famous Christian doctrine of
“non-resistance to evil” which essentially championed love, peace, reconciliation
and2 (FORGIVE). Literary critics all over the world agree that this

Russian writer was the genius behind masterpieces that evoked an introspec-
tive transparency, breaking down the human condition into minuscule fragments

[loaroroBka K oMMIHaAaM IO aHTITHICKOMY sI3bIKY. Jlomamnee utenue. 8-11 kiacchl
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Russian Culture
while 3 (RELENT) searching for life’s meaning throughout his nov-

els. In fact, his extraordinary writing has earned him multiple nominations for
the Nobel Prize in Literature.

Interestingly, Tolstoy was often described as godlike in his powers of un-
derstanding4 (SPEAK) thoughts and his embodiment as the world’s
conscience. This is unparalleled when readers delve into his most famous ac-
claimed novels, namely War and Peace, a Russian classic which was first pub-
lished in 1869. Based on the realism genre, this text explores Napoleon’s 5
7777777 (INVADE) of Russia in 1812, providing a deeply intimate glimpse
into the tumultuous relationships of three main characters from different families
during the war.

Another literary treasure is none other than Anna Karenina, which was
deemed by Tolstoy himself as his first true novel. Published in 1878, this 6
_______ (CANON) novel is set against the backdrop of 19th century Russian
high society in Moscow and St Petersburg. With beautiful prose, along with com-
plex themes of loveand 7 (ADULT), the text navigates a tragic love
affair between Anna, a beautiful married woman and Count Vronsky, a wealthy
army officer. Other wonderful classics by this Russian writer include his novellas
The Death of Ivan lllyich and Resurrection, coupled with his semi-autobiographical
8 (TRIO) Childhood, Boyhood and Youth.

Task 3. Complete the sentences by changing the form of the word in
capitals.

Born in Taganrog, Anton Chekhov was an eminent Russian 1~
(WRITE) who had written numerous great plays and contributed in a mean-
ingful way to the progression of theatre over time. Using skilled precision of
language, Chekhov delved into the complex 2~ (INTRICATE) of real-
istic and mundane livelihoods, while unravelling the mysterious motives of his
characters. This Russian writer often specialised in creatingan3
TLE) and haunting atmosphere within the trivialities of everyday Russian life,
reflective of 19th century Russian realism. Many critics and readers believe that
Chekhov’s best plays and short stories have elegant simplicity and clean resolu-
tions, devoid of 4 (OBTRUDE) literary devices.

Considered a seminal figure who gave 5 (BEAR) to early mod-
ernism in theatre, Chekhov’s literary genius can be seen with his most famous
plays, such as The Seagull (1895) which is established in the tranquil Russian
countryside at the end of the 19th century. This tragic slice-of-life drama tells

TloaroroBka K oJIMMIIHAaM I10 aHl"J'IPII‘/'ICKOMy SA3BIKY. HOMaH_IHCC yreHue. 8-11 Kaacchl
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the story of a struggling writer who has unrequited feelings for a young, as-
piring actress. Notably, the play revolves around themes of lost opportunities
and 6 (FULFIL) desires, existentialism and the search for life’s mean-

(AIM), regretful decisions and the loss of hope. His other notable works include
The Cherry Orchard and Three Sisters.

Chekhov grew up in a working-class serf family with his father, who was
a struggling merchant and a devoutly religious disciplinarian. Only a year after
Chekhov’s birth, Russian peasants were emancipated andthe8
system was abolished. After his father went bankrupt, Chekhov was financially
responsible for his family and frequently wrote vignettes about Russian street life
to support himself while pursuing a medical degree.

Task 4. Complete the crossword using the clues from the text. Put the
answers in the correct grammar form if necessary.

Widely regarded as an influential force of 20th-century fiction, Fyodor
Dostoevsky was a Russian novelist, short story writer, essayist and journalist.
He was well-known for his deep, and often complex 1 (relating to
the human mind) explorations into the dark side of human nature. Notably,
Dostoevsky’s works were often considered prophetic as they accurately predicted
the behaviour of Russian revolutionaries once they acquired power. Like many
Russian writers, his ideologies 2 (in a way that has a strong effect)
shaped various schools of psychology, theology and existentialism, while having
remarkable contributions towards literary modernism.

Dostoevsky had a comfortable, middle-class upbringingonthe3
(the areas that form the edge of a town or city) of Moscow during the
period of Tsarist Russia. His father was a successful doctor who worked in a
hospital complex that provided services for the very poor. This caused young
Dostoevsky to have great4 (the fact of experiencing something) to
many harrowing experiences that his aristocratic peers would be carefully shel-
tered from. As he grew up, his devout Orthodox Christian faith became stronger,
forged through numerous life changing experiences -5 (the state of
being closely associated) with radical groups, near execution, imprisonment
and forced labour in Siberia, along with epileptic seizures.

Unsurprisingly, Dostoevsky often distinguished himself from other Rus-
sian writers who came from 6 (the people of the highest social rank).

[loaroroBka K oIMMIHNAAAM IO aHTIIHIICKOMY sI3bIKY. JJomamHee utenue. 8-11 kiaccl

hugod1o]] wordy douA |

1



OtgeTsl: teader.com/reading

12

Russian Culture

While many of them wrote about stable traditions and “beautiful forms”, he in-
stead explored the complicated hardships of accidental families and humiliated
individuals. He often capitalised past torment and dramatized his own legendary
experiences to create some of his greatest characters. These resulted in very dark,
7 (strange and unpleasant) and violent works, such as Notes from
Underground (1864) and Crime and Punishment (1866). Other 8 (very
well known and important) novels include The Idiot, Demons and The Brothers
Karamazov. Many of these texts centred around the value of suffering, identity
and self-destruction, gratitude of life’s beauty and the dangers of idealism.
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Task 5. Match the book with its author.

1 War and Peace A | Anton Chekhov

2 The Cherry Orchard B | Mikhail Bulgakov
3 Crime and Punishment C | Alexander Pushkin
4 Dead Souls D | Maxim Gorky

5 The Master and Margarita E | Leo Tolstoy

6 Fathers and Sons F | Mikhail Lermontov
7 The Captain’s Daughter G | Ivan Bunin
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8 A Hero of Our Time H | Fyodor Dostoevsky
9 The Village I | Ivan Turgenev
10 The Lower Depths J | Nikolai Gogol
Task 6. Match to make sentences.
you undermine your resolve
1 w:g;g does not cease to be A |to change anything. Joseph
9 Brodsky
) The brain is not an organ B always leads .to cruelty. Alek-
sandr Solzhenitsyn
3 Wings are freedom only when | C g?o;?e relied upon. Alexander
4 The moment that you place D in their initial stage. Mikhail Le-
blame somewhere, rmontov
Life is just one small piece of because the majority share in it.
5 . E
light Leo Tolstoy
Unlimited power in the hands they are wide open in flight.
6 - F .
of limited people Marina Tsvetaeva
. . than the loss of reason. Mikhail
7 Passions are merely ideas G
Bulgakov
3 There is no greater misfortune H between two eternal darkness-
in the world es. Vladimir Nabokov
Task 7. Match the quote and the person.
Quote Person
Lies are the religion of slaves and masters.
! Truth is the god of the free man. A | LeoTolstoy
2 Humor is the merit of our nation. B | Mikhail Bulgakov
3 Am | a trembling creature or do | have the C | Maxim Gorky
right?
4 Moscow... how many strains are fusing in D | Anna Akhmatova

that one sound, for Russian hearts!
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Happy families are all alike; every unhappy

family is unhappy in its own way. E | Sergei Dovlatov

You should never ask anyone for anything.
6 Never - and especially from those who are | E | Mikhail Lermontov
more powerful than yourself.

It is unbearably painful for the soul to love

7 . G | Anton Chekhov
silently.
Ifyou wish, | shall grow irreproachably ten-
8 der: not a man, but a cloud in trousers! Qi Fyodor Dostoevsky
9 He in his madness prays for storms, and I Vladimir Maya-
dreams that storms will bring him peace. kovsky
3 , 7,
10 What a fine weather today! Can’t choose 7 | Alexander Pushkin

whether to drink tea or to hang myself.

Task 8. Solve anagram puzzles.

Mikhail Bulgakov is a writer of suchabigand1 (DIRSIFIDEVE)
talent that it’s sometimes hard to believe that all of his very different pieces were
written by the same man (a doctor by occupation). He showed writing talent and
_______ (MORETE) pro-
vincial village during World War 1, as he described his experience in ‘A Young
Doctor’s Notebook’. Later, he wasan3 (EITNESYEWS) to the most
turbulent time — the Civil War in Russia — and reflected this chaotic nightmare
andthe4 (YINDG) of the old world in his novel ‘White Guard’. After

that, he wrote semi-fantastical stories with a mixture of science, medicine and
5 (SARETT) about Soviet reality (such as ‘Heart of a Dog’).

And, finally, the work of his entire life is “The Master and Margarita’, a
novel of 6 (CALMAG]I) realism showing, on one hand, how the devil
visited Soviet Moscow and, on the other, how Jesus spent the last days of his
life... It’s believed that the 7 (MAFELE) character becoming a witch
and signing a contract with the devil had a real-life prototype; it was Bulgakov’s
wife herself who 8 (LYAGEDLLE) secretly worked for the Soviet intel-

ligence agency.

Task 9. Some words are missing in the text. These words in a different
word form are listed below. Derive new words from the given words to fill in
the gaps 1-5.
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land, mystery, paradox, province, trio

DN W=

The first satiric and comedic writer, whose works are incredibly and
1 relevant even today. Nikolai Gogol is an author of comedic plays that

are still staged in theaters across the country.

One of the most famous is ‘The Government Inspector’ that depicts a
2 city where deeply corrupt officials find out that a capital’s inspector

is going to visit and inspect their city incognito. But having gone crazy with anx-
iety, they treat the wrong guy like a St. Petersburg VIP official... Epic!

Probably the most widely known work by Gogol is his novel (which he
himself defined as a poem in prose) “The Dead Souls’. This book is a kind of
“Russian Odyssey” and an attempt to discover the 3 Russian soul. A

low-level official named Pavel Chichikov travels around4 asking them
to sell him their serfs... that have already died...

Gogol imagined this book tobea 5 , like ‘The Divine Comedy’
by Dante Alighieri. First volume refers to Inferno, second and third would refer
to Purgatorio and Paradiso. However, having written half of the second volume,
Gogol wasn’t happy with the result and burned it...
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UNIT 2

The Last Leaf

O. Henry

In a little district west of Washington Square the streets have run crazy
and broken themselves into small strips called “places.” These “places” make
strange angles and curves. One Street crosses itself a time or two. An artist once
discovered a valuable possibility in this street. Suppose a collector with a bill for
paints, paper and canvas should, in traversing this route, suddenly meet himself
coming back, without a cent having been paid on account!

So, to quaint old Greenwich Village the art people soon came prowling,
hunting for north windows and eighteenth-century gables and Dutch attics and
low rents. Then they imported some pewter mugs and a chafing dish or two from
Sixth Avenue, and became a “colony.”

At the top of a squatty, three-story brick Sue and Johnsy had their studio.
“Johnsy” was familiar for Joanna. One was from Maine; the other from Cali-
fornia. They had met at the table d’hote of an Eighth Street “Delmonico’s,” and
found their tastes in art, chicory salad and bishop sleeves so congenial that the
joint studio resulted.

That was in May. In November a cold, unseen stranger, whom the doctors
called Pneumonia, stalked about the colony, touching one here and there with his
icy fingers. Over on the east side this ravager strode boldly, smiting his victims
by scores, but his feet trod slowly through the maze of the narrow and moss-
grown “places.”

Mr. Pneumonia was not what you would call a chivalric old gentleman. A
mite of a little woman with blood thinned by California zephyrs was hardly fair
game for the red-fisted, short-breathed old duffer. But Johnsy he smote; and she
lay, scarcely moving, on her painted iron bedstead, looking through the small
Dutch window-panes at the blank side of the next brick house.

One morning the busy doctor invited Sue into the hallway with a shaggy,
grey eyebrow.

“She has one chance in - let us say, ten,” he said, as he shook down the
mercury in his clinical thermometer. “And that chance is for her to want to live.
This way people have of lining up on the side of the undertaker makes the entire

OtgeTsl: teader.com/reading

16 IloxroroBka K OJMMITMAJAM IO aHITIHHCKOMY s3bIKY. Jlomannee ureHue. 8-11 knaccol



The Last Leaf

pharmacopoeia look silly. Your little lady has made up her mind that she’s not
going to get well. Has she anything on her mind?”

“She - she wanted to paint the Bay of Naples some day,” said Sue.

“Paint? - bosh! Has she anything on her mind worth thinking twice - a
man for instance?”

“A man?” said Sue, with a jew’s-harp twang in her voice. “Is a man worth
- but, no, doctor; there is nothing of the kind.”

“Well, it is the weakness, then,” said the doctor. “I will do all that science,
so far as it may filter through my efforts, can accomplish. But whenever my
patient begins to count the carriages in her funeral procession I subtract 50 per
cent from the curative power of medicines. If you will get her to ask one ques-
tion about the new winter styles in cloak sleeves I will promise you a one-in-five
chance for her, instead of one in ten.”

After the doctor had gone Sue went into the workroom and cried a Japa-
nese napkin to a pulp. Then she swaggered into Johnsy’s room with her drawing
board, whistling ragtime.

Johnsy lay, scarcely making a ripple under the bedclothes, with her face
toward the window. Sue stopped whistling, thinking she was asleep.

She arranged her board and began a pen-and-ink drawing to illustrate a
magazine story. Young artists must pave their way to Art by drawing pictures for
magazine stories that young authors write to pave their way to Literature.

As Sue was sketching a pair of elegant horseshow riding trousers and a
monocle of the figure of the hero, an Idaho cowboy, she heard a low sound, sev-
eral times repeated. She went quickly to the bedside.

Johnsy’s eyes were open wide. She was looking out the window and count-
ing - counting backward.

“Twelve,” she said, and little later “eleven”; and then “ten,” and “nine”; and
then “eight” and “seven”, almost together.

Sue look solicitously out of the window. What was there to count? There
was only a bare, dreary yard to be seen, and the blank side of the brick house
twenty feet away. An old, old ivy vine, gnarled and decayed at the roots, climbed
half way up the brick wall. The cold breath of autumn had stricken its leaves from
the vine until its skeleton branches clung, almost bare, to the crumbling bricks.

“What is it, dear?” asked Sue.

“Six,” said Johnsy, in almost a whisper. “They’re falling faster now. Three
days ago there were almost a hundred. It made my head ache to count them. But
now it’s easy. There goes another one. There are only five left now.”

“Five what, dear? Tell your Sudie.”

“Leaves. On the ivy vine. When the last one falls I must go, too. I've
known that for three days. Didn’t the doctor tell you?”
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“Oh, I never heard of such nonsense,” complained Sue, with magnificent
scorn. “What have old ivy leaves to do with your getting well? And you used to
love that vine so, you naughty girl. Don’t be a goosey. Why, the doctor told me
this morning that your chances for getting well real soon were - let’s see exactly
what he said - he said the chances were ten to one! Why, that’s almost as good
a chance as we have in New York when we ride on the street cars or walk past a
new building. Try to take some broth now, and let Sudie go back to her drawing,
so she can sell the editor man with it, and buy port wine for her sick child, and
pork chops for her greedy self.”

“You needn’t get any more wine,” said Johnsy, keeping her eyes fixed out
the window. “There goes another. No, I don’t want any broth. That leaves just
four. I want to see the last one fall before it gets dark. Then I'll go, too.”

“Johnsy, dear,” said Sue, bending over her, “will you promise me to keep
your eyes closed, and not look out the window until I am done working? I must
hand those drawings in by tomorrow. I need the light, or I would draw the shade
down.”

“Couldn’t you draw in the other room?” asked Johnsy, coldly.

“I’d rather be here by you,” said Sue. “Beside, I don’t want you to keep
looking at those silly ivy leaves.”

“Tell me as soon as you have finished,” said Johnsy, closing her eyes, and
lying white and still as fallen statue, “because I want to see the last one fall. 'm
tired of waiting. I’'m tired of thinking. [ want to turn loose my hold on everything,
and go sailing down, down, just like one of those poor, tired leaves.”

“Try to sleep,” said Sue. “I must call Behrman up to be my model for the
old hermit miner. I’ll not be gone a minute. Don’t try to move ‘til I come back.”

Old Behrman was a painter who lived on the ground floor beneath them.
He was past sixty and had a Michael Angelo’s Moses beard curling down from the
head of a satyr along with the body of an imp. Behrman was a failure in art. Forty
years he had wielded the brush without getting near enough to touch the hem of his
Mistress’s robe. He had been always about to paint a masterpiece, but had never
yet begun it. For several years he had painted nothing except now and then a daub
in the line of commerce or advertising. He earned a little by serving as a model
to those young artists in the colony who could not pay the price of a professional.
He drank gin to excess, and still talked of his coming masterpiece. For the rest he
was a fierce little old man, who scoffed terribly at softness in any one, and who
regarded himself as especial mastiff-in-waiting to protect the two young artists in
the studio above.

Sue found Behrman smelling strongly of juniper berries in his dimly light-
ed den below. In one corner was a blank canvas on an easel that had been waiting
there for twenty-five years to receive the first line of the masterpiece. She told
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him of Johnsy’s fancy, and how she feared she would, indeed, light and fragile
as a leaf herself, float away, when her slight hold upon the world grew weaker.

Old Behrman, with his red eyes plainly streaming, shouted his contempt
and derision for such idiotic imaginings.

“Vass!” he cried. “Is dere people in de world mit der foolishness to die be-
cause leafs dey drop off from a confounded vine? I haf not heard of such a thing.
No, I will not bose as a model for your fool hermit-dunderhead. Vy do you allow
dot silly pusiness to come in der brain of her? Ach, dot poor leetle Miss Yohnsy.”

“She is very ill and weak,” said Sue, “and the fever has left her mind mor-
bid and full of strange fancies. Very well, Mr. Behrman, if you do not care to pose
for me, you needn’t. But I think you are a horrid old - old flibbertigibbet.”

“You are just like a woman!” yelled Behrman. “Who said I will not bose?
Go on. I come mit you. For half an hour I haf peen trying to say dot I am ready to
bose. Gott! dis is not any blace in which one so goot as Miss Yohnsy shall lie sick.
Some day I vill baint a masterpiece, and ve shall all go away. Gott! yes.”

Johnsy was sleeping when they went upstairs. Sue pulled the shade down
to the window-sill, and motioned Behrman into the other room. In there they
peered out the window fearfully at the ivy vine. Then they looked at each other
for a moment without speaking. A persistent, cold rain was falling, mingled with
snow. Behrman, in his old blue shirt, took his seat as the hermit miner on an up-
turned kettle for a rock.

When Sue awoke from an hour’s sleep the next morning she found Johnsy
with dull, wide-open eyes staring at the drawn green shade.

“Pull it up; I want to see,” she ordered, in a whisper.

Wearily Sue obeyed.

But, lo! after the beating rain and fierce gusts of wind that had endured
through the livelong night, there yet stood out against the brick wall one ivy leaf.
It was the last one on the vine. Still dark green near its stem, with its serrated
edges tinted with the yellow of dissolution and decay, it hung bravely from the
branch some twenty feet above the ground.

“It is the last one,” said Johnsy. “I thought it would surely fall during the
night. I heard the wind. It will fall to-day, and I shall die at the same time.”

“Dear, dear!” said Sue, leaning her worn face down to the pillow, “think of
me, if you won’t think of yourself. What would I do?”

But Johnsy did not answer. The lonesomest thing in all the world is a soul
when it is making ready to go on its mysterious, far journey. The fancy seemed
to possess her more strongly as one by one the ties that bound her to friendship
and to earth were loosed.

The day wore away, and even through the twilight they could see the lone
ivy leaf clinging to its stem against the wall. And then, with the coming of the

[loaroroBka K oMMIHaAaM IO aHTITHICKOMY sI3bIKY. Jlomamnee utenue. 8-11 kiacchl

hugod1o]] wordy douA |

19



OtgeTsl: teader.com/reading

20

The Last Leaf

night the north wind was again loosed, while the rain still beat against the win-
dows and pattered down from the low Dutch eaves.

When it was light enough Johnsy, the merciless, commanded that the
shade be raised.

The ivy leaf was still there.

Johnsy lay for a long time looking at it. And then she called to Sue, who
was stirring her chicken broth over the gas stove.

“I’ve been a bad girl, Sudie,” said Johnsy. “Something has made that last
leaf stay there to show me how wicked I was. It is a sin to want to die. You may
bring me a little broth now, and some milk with a little port in it, and - no; bring
me a hand-mirror first, and then pack some pillows about me, and I will sit up
and watch you cook.”

And hour later she said:

“Sudie, some day I hope to paint the Bay of Naples.”

The doctor came in the afternoon, and Sue had an excuse to go into the
hallway as he left.

“Even chances,” said the doctor, taking Sue’s thin, shaking hand in his.
“With good nursing you’ll win.” And now I must see another case I have down-
stairs. Behrman, his name is - some kind of an artist, I believe. Pneumonia, too.
He is an old, weak man, and the attack is acute. There is no hope for him; but he
goes to the hospital to-day to be made more comfortable.”

The next day the doctor said to Sue: “She’s out of danger. You won. Nutri-
tion and care now - that’s all.”

And that afternoon Sue came to the bed where Johnsy lay, contentedly
knitting a very blue and very useless woollen shoulder scarf, and put one arm
around her, pillows and all.

“I have something to tell you, white mouse,” she said. “Mr. Behrman died
of pneumonia to-day in the hospital. He was ill only two days. The janitor found
him the morning of the first day in his room downstairs helpless with pain. His
shoes and clothing were wet through and icy cold. They couldn’t imagine where
he had been on such a dreadful night. And then they found a lantern, still lighted,
and a ladder that had been dragged from its place, and some scattered brushes,
and a palette with green and yellow colours mixed on it, and - look out the win-
dow, dear, at the last ivy leaf on the wall. Didn’t you wonder why it never flut-
tered or moved when the wind blew? Ah, darling, it’s Behrman’s masterpiece - he
painted it there the night that the last leaf fell.”
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CJIOBO

TPAHCKPUIIIIA

INEPEBO/]

OJJHOKOPEHHBIE
CJIOBA
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DISCUSSION
What do you think this story is about?

Do you know anything about this topic based on your personal experience?
Does the story feel real to you?

What is the setting of the story? How does the setting impact the story?
Would you recommend this story to someone?

What do you think is the main idea of this story?

What is the moral lesson in the story?

What does the title tell us about this story? Does the title provide you with
any clues as to what the story might include?

What other title might you choose?

Who are the characters in the story?

In what ways does the main character remind you of someone you have met
or heard about?

How thought-provoking did you find the story?

How would you feel if this happened to you?

What does this text remind you of?

Did the story evoke any emotions or memories?

Did you reread any passages? If so, which ones?

What surprised you most about the plot?

Did you guess the ending? If so, at what point?

Did you agree with the characters' decisions?

What do you think happens to the leads after the ending?
What did you learn from reading this story?

What do you think motivated the author to write this story?
Has this story affected the way you go about your life? If so, in what way?
If you had to trade places with one character, who would it be?

If you could ask the author anything, what would it be?
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Did you have a favorite quote from the story?

What was the most challenging or difficult part of the story for you to read
or understand?

Who was your favorite character and why?

Which character did you dislike or disagree with the most and why?
What was the main conflict or problem in the story?

How did you feel about the ending?

How would you adapt this story into a movie?

What was the most useful or valuable advice or tip that you learned from
this story?

Would you want to read another story by this author?

How did your opinion of the story change as you read it?

Did this story remind you of any other books or films?

If you were making a movie of this story, who would you cast?

What songs does this story make you think of?

Which places in the story would you most like to visit?

What kind of reader would most enjoy this story?

What do you think the author’s purpose was in writing this story?

How original and unique was this story?

Did the story’s pace seem too fast/too slow/just right?

What book would you recommend for someone who loved this story?

Did you wish this story was longer or shorter?

What do you think of the book’s cover? What should be there?

What would you have changed about the plot if you could re-write the story?
Which character would you most want to have lunch with and why?

Have you ever experienced a challenge like the one described in this story?

In what ways do you think this story relates to modern society?
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TASKS

Task 1. Complete the gaps in the sentences. Write one word only in each
gap.

The story focuses on two female artists. The women are named Sue and
Joanna, who is known1__ ‘Johnsy’. They live in Greenwich Village in
New York among a ‘colony’ of artists 2 reside in the area. One particu-
larly cold winter, Johnsy falls3_ with pneumonia and it looks likely she
will die of the disease. The doctor takes Sue to one side and tells her that Johnsy
has perhaps a ten per cent chance of surviving, but what she needs is something
4 living for that will give her strength to rally and recover. Johnsy her-
self believes that she will perish when the last leaf of the year falls§_ the
ivy vine outside her window. She 6 resigned herself to dying, much to

the frustration of Sue, who is trying to help her friend.

Sue and Johnsy live in the top apartment of the house. On the ground
7 , Behrman, a male artist in his sixties lives. He has a beard like Mo-
ses in Michelangelo’s famous sculpture. He is always talking about being on the
8 of producing his ‘masterpiece’, but has never yet done so. He is, in

short, a failed artist.

Task 2. Decide whether the following statements 1-5 are True (A) or
False (B).

List of statements

Johnsy has fallen ill and is dying of cancer.

Sue is a rich young artist.

The doctor believes that Johnsy does not want to live.

A WO =

Johnsy is very good at math.

Behrman apologises to his friends for being so irresponsive
and depressed.

Task 3. Write the English equivalents for the following words and ex-

pressions according to the text.

Russian English
1 yron

2 KOJIOPUTHBIN, MIPUUYAIUBBII
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KOCMAaTBIH, TOXMaThIH

3 BBICJIICKUBATH

4  cpa3uth

5 HacTymnarh, TONTaThb
6  1encOHBI

7  noObiua

8

9

PTYTh
10 TpoboBIIUK

Make 3 sentences using ALL the words from the box.

Task 4. Write the English equivalents for the following words and expres-

sions according to the text.

Russian English

JICASIHBIC ITAJIbIIbI
NIPUHUMATh PELICHUE
MIOMPaBUTHCS
[IOXOPOHHAasI IPOLIECCUst
MPOKJIaAbIBaTh CBOM MYy Th
IIHUPOKO PACKPBITHIE
OKOJIO KOpHEH

XOJIOAHOC AbIXaHHEC

O 0 9 O i A W N~

yHaBIIast CTaTys

—_
(=)

33pa6aTBIBaTB HEMHOI'O
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Make 3 sentences using any words from the box.

1

2

3

Task 5. Use the clues below to complete the crossword.
1 a work of art such as a painting, film, or book Across 1
that is made with great skill
2 a central part of something from which other Across 2
parts can develop or grow

3 one of the flat, usually green parts of a plant Down 3
%D 4 a person whose job is to clean and take care Across 4
3 of a building
E 5 an act of breaking a religious law Down 5
§ 6 to make a series of quick delicate movements Down 6
3 up and down or from side to side
<
(]
b Grid
¥
)
a 6F
o

4]
3L 2 T M
5
1 A T I
R
R
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Task 6. Put the letters in order to complete the sentences.

1 When she left college, she gotajobasan EITORD
in a publishing company.
2 The stone hit the water and caused aringof PLRIPES
to spread out.
3 Ttishewho fetches tea and biscuits and SISLYTOOLICU
asks how my journey was.
4 A heavy chain was clamped around his ONIR
Wrists.
5 The exhibitionwill how life evolved from TRALUSILTE
water.
6 Thestudents the task in less than ten min- PLISACCOMHED
utes.
Task 7. Match the two parts of these expressions.
1 woollen A | attack
2 weak B | opposition
3 merciless C | scarf
4 mysterious D |link
5 fierce E | circumstances
Task 8. Paraphrase or explain.
1 The doctor came in the afternoon, and Sue had an excuse to go into the
hallway as he left.
2 Theivy leaf was still there.
3 Johnsy was sleeping when they went upstairs.
4  Iwant to see the last one fall before it gets dark.
5 Mr. Pneumonia was not what you would call a chivalric old gentleman.
Task 9. Translate the sentences into Russian.
And then they found a lantern, still lighted, and a ladder that had been
| dragged from its place, and some scattered brushes, and a palette with

green and yellow colours mixed on it, and - look out the window, dear, at
the last ivy leaf on the wall.
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2 A persistent, cold rain was falling, mingled with snow.

And then, with the coming of the night the north wind was again loosed,
3 while the rain still beat against the windows and pattered down from the
low Dutch eaves.

For the rest he was a fierce little old man, who scoffed terribly at softness in
4 any one, and who regarded himself as especial mastiff-in-waiting to protect
the two young artists in the studio above.

Suppose a collector with a bill for paints, paper and canvas should, in
5  traversing this route, suddenly meet himself coming back, without a cent
having been paid on account!

Task 10. Answer the following questions in written form (15-20 words
each question).

What did the doctor say after examining Johnsy?
What was the dream of Behrman?

Who dies at the end of the story?

Why did the last leaf not fall?

What are the professions of Sue and Johnsy?

O R N O R S

Task 11. Write the texts.

A You are invited to write a personal letter from a character’s point of
view.

You will pretend to be Johnsy writing to Behrman.

Your letter may explain how you feel about someone in the story or some-
thing that happened in the story. (100-150 words)

B You belong to an English-language reading club and you have agreed
to write a review of the story for the club's magazine. You decide to submit a
review briefly describing the plot and explaining why its themes are relevant
today. (100-150 words)

C Write an alternative ending to the story. You may feel free to tell us
details, thoughts and feelings that we didn’t find out from the story. (100-150
words)

D Write a short memoir of the main character's life. Your memoir should
draw on anecdotes from their life selected to show how they progressed from
some unlikely place to where they are now. (100-150 words)
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E Write a story for our English-language magazine. Your story must include
this sentence:
His shoes and clothing were wet through and icy cold.

Make sure you that you start the story at a dramatic point, use correct past
tenses to describe events and use some descriptive verbs and adverbs. (150-180
words)

Task 12. Translate the text into English.

INocnenHuit AUCT COBCEM HE APOXKA M BOBCE HE TpereTan Ha BeTpy. OH
He OosIcst X0Jozia, oK, M Jake TyMaHHasl ePCIeKTHBA YTOIUTh B YbH-TO
MaTeMaTHYeCKHE PAacUeThl HE 3aCTaBIIsUIA €T0 CMEHUTH BEKTOp ABMKeHHA. OH
JKHJT CBOEH ITPOCTOM H3HBIO, U BJIOXHOBJISUI PYTHX KHUTh. KakoBo 310 — OBITH
HOCJICZIHAM, 3aKpbIBaTh COOOW depeny HEyAauHBIX COOBITHH M (aTambHBIX
ocinoxkHeHHH? Brpodem, emy ObTH 4yXAsl ¢uimocodckrue Tep3aHHS U
MYYHUTENbHBIH BBIOOP — KHUTh WJIM yMEPETh, YCHYTh WJIH MOOOPOTH CBOHMX
JIeMOHOB. HeT, oH mpocTo kgay cBOEro yaca — KOTAa XOJNOAa 3aKOHYATCs,
MpUIET BECHa, U eMy OOoJbIlie He HYXHO OyIeT cracaTh IOHBIX MeuTareneit

CBOMM HAapUCOBAHHBIM Y30POM.

Task 13. Prepare a two-minute presentation about one of the charac-
ters. Don’t forget to describe their appearance and personality using as many
adjectives as possible.

Task 14. Comment on the following quotations.

The most sublime act is to set another before you.

Some day you will find out that there is far more happiness in another’s happi-
ness than in your own.

Doing the right thing for someone else occasionally means doing something that
feels wrong to you.

Task 15. Match the two columns in order to make sentences. Comment
on their meaning.

1 To be an artist is A | lose ourselves at the same time.
Art enables us to find ourselves .
2 and u urselv B | not of the sitter.
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and letting ourselves be a con-

3 Art is never finished, C . .
duit for passing energy.
4 Art should comfort the dis- D and the less the artist does, the
turbed and better.
Art is standing with one hand
extended into the universe and .
5 one hand extended into the E | disturb the comfortable.
world,
Art is a collaboration between . .
6 God and the artist, F | if you can make it better.
7 If I could say it in words G | to believe in life.
In any art youre allowed to . .
8 steal anything H | in the simplest way.
9 Art is the expression of the pro- I there would be no reason to
foundest thoughts paint.
Every portrait that is painted
10 | with feeling is a portrait of the | J | only abandoned.

artist,
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UNIT 3

Button, Button

Richard Matheson

The package was lying by the front door — a cube-shaped carton sealed with
tape, their name and address printed by hand: “Mr. and Mrs. Arthur Lewis, 217 E.
Thirty-seventh Street, New York, New York 10016.” Norma picked it up, unlocked
the door, and went into the apartment.

It was just getting dark. After she put the lamb chops in the broiler, she sat
down to open the package. Inside the carton was a push-button unit fastened to a
small wooden box. A glass dome covered the button. Norma tried to lift it off, but
it was locked in place. She turned the unit over and saw a folded piece of paper
Scotch-taped to the bottom of the box. She pulled it off: “Mr. Steward will call
on you at 8:00 P.M.”

Norma put the button unit beside her on the couch. She reread the typed
note, smiling. A few moments later, she went back into the kitchen to make the
salad. The doorbell rang at eight o’clock. “I’ll get it,” Norma called from the
kitchen. Arthur was in the living room, reading.

There was a small man in the hallway. He removed his hat as Norma
opened the door. “Mrs. Lewis?” he inquired politely.

“Yes?”

“I’m Mr. Steward.”

“Oh, yes.” Norma repressed a smile. She was sure now it was a sales pitch.

“May I come in?” asked Mr. Steward.

“I’mrather busy,” Norma said, “T’ll get you your whatchamacallit, though.”
She started to turn.

“Don’t you want to know what it is?”

Norma turned back. Mr. Steward’s tone had been offensive. “No, I don’t
think so,” she replied.

“It could prove very valuable,” he told her.

“Monetarily?” she challenged.

Mr. Steward nodded. “Monetarily,” he said.

Norma frowned. She didn’t like his attitude. “What are you trying to sell?”
she asked.
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“I’'m not selling anything,” he answered.

Arthur came out of the living room. “Something wrong?”’

Mr. Steward introduced himself.

“Oh, the — ” Arthur pointed toward the living room and smiled. “What is
that gadget anyway?”

“It won’t take long to explain,” replied Mr. Steward. “May I come in?”

“If you’re selling something — ,” Arthur said.

Mr. Steward shook his head. “I’'m not.”

Arthur looked at Norma. “Up to you,” she said.

He hesitated. “Well, why not?” he said.

skesksk

They went into the living room and Mr. Steward sat in Norma’s chair. He
reached into an inside coat pocket and withdrew a small sealed envelope. “Inside
here is a key to the bell-unit dome,” he said. He set the envelope on the chair-side
table. “The bell is connected to our office.”

“What’s it for?” asked Arthur.

“If you push the button,” Mr. Steward told him, “somewhere in the world
someone you don’t know will die. In return for which you will receive a payment
of $50,000.”

Norma stared at the small man. He was smiling.

“What are you talking about?”” Arthur asked him.

Mr. Steward looked surprised. “But I've just explained,” he said.

“Is this a practical joke?” asked Arthur.

“Not at all. The offer is completely genuine.”

“You aren’t making sense,” Arthur said. “You expect us to believe — ”

“Whom do you represent?” demanded Norma.

Mr. Steward looked embarrassed. “I’'m afraid I’'m not at liberty to tell you
that,” he said. “However, I assure you, the organization is of international scope.”

“I think you’d better leave,” Arthur said, standing.

Mr. Steward rose. “Of course.”

“And take your button unit with you.”

“Are you sure you wouldn’t care to think about it for a day or s0?”

Arthur picked up the button unit and the envelope and thrust them into Mr.
Steward’s hands. He walked into the hall and pulled open the door.

“I’ll leave my card,” said Mr. Steward. He placed it on the table by the
door. When he was gone, Arthur tore it in half and tossed the pieces onto the
table. Norma was still sitting on the sofa. “What do you think it was?” she asked.

“I don’t care to know,” he answered.

She tried to smile but couldn’t. “Aren’t you curious at all?”

“No.” He shook his head.

OtgeTsl: teader.com/reading
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After Arthur returned to his book, Norma went back to the kitchen and
finished washing the dishes.

sokk

“Why won’t you talk about it?” Norma asked.

Arthur’s eyes shifted as he brushed his teeth. He looked at his reflection
in the bathroom mirror.

“Doesn’t it intrigue you?”

“It offends me,” Arthur said.

“I know, but” — Norma rolled another curler in her hair — “doesn’t it
intrigue you, too?”

“You think it’s a practical joke?” she asked as they went into the bedroom.

“If it is, it’s a sick one.”

Norma sat on her bed and took off her slippers. “Maybe it’s some kind of
psychological research.”

Arthur shrugged. “Could be.”

“Maybe some eccentric millionaire is doing it.”

“Maybe.”

“Wouldn’t you like to know?”’

Arthur shook his head.

“Why?”

“Because it’s immoral,” he told her.

Norma slid beneath the covers. “Well, I think it’s intriguing,” she said.

Arthur turned off the lamp and leaned over to kiss her. “Good night,” he
said.

“Good night.” She patted his back.

Norma closed her eyes. Fifty thousand dollars, she thought.

skesksk

In the morning, as she left the apartment, Norma saw the card halves on
the table. Impulsively, she dropped them into her purse. She locked the front door
and joined Arthur in the elevator. While she was on her coffee break, she took the
card halves from her purse and held the torn edges together. Only Mr. Steward’s
name and telephone number were printed on the card. After lunch, she took the
card halves from her purse again and Scotch-taped the edges together. “Why am
I doing this?” she thought.

Just before five, she dialed the number. “Good afternoon,” said Mr. Stew-
ard’s voice. Norma almost hung up but restrained herself. She cleared her throat.
“This is Mrs. Lewis,” she said.

“Yes, Mrs. Lewis,” Mr. Steward sounded pleased.
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“I’m curious.”

“That’s natural,” Mr. Steward said.

“Not that I believe a word of what you told us.”

“Oh, it’s quite authentic,” Mr. Steward answered.

“Well, whatever — ” Norma swallowed. “When you said someone in the
world would die, what did you mean?”

“Exactly that,” he answered. “It could be anyone. All we guarantee is that
you don’t know them. And, of course, that you wouldn’t have to watch them die.”

“For $50,000,” Norma said.

“That is correct.”

She made a scoffing sound. “That’s crazy.”

“Nonetheless, that is the proposition,” Mr. Steward said. “Would you like
me to return the button unit?”

Norma stiffened. “Certainly not.” She hung up angrily.

skesksk

The package was lying by the front door; Norma saw it as she left the ele-
vator. Well, of all the nerve, she thought. She glared at the carton as she unlocked
the door. I just won’t take it in, she thought. She went inside and started dinner.
Later, she went into the front hall. Opening the door, she picked up the package
and carried it into the kitchen, leaving it on the table.

She sat in the living room, looking out the window. After a while, she went
back into the kitchen to turn the cutlets in the broiler. She put the package in a
bottom cabinet. She’d throw it out in the morning. ***

“Maybe some eccentric millionaire is playing games with people,” she
said.

Arthur looked up from his dinner. “I don’t understand you.”

“What does that mean?”

“Let it go,” he told her.

Norma ate in silence. Suddenly, she put her fork down. “Suppose it’s a
genuine offer?” she said.

Arthur stared at her.

“Suppose it’s a genuine offer?”

“All right, suppose it is?”” He looked incredulous. “What would you like to
do? Get the button back and push it? Murder someone?”

Norma looked disgusted. “Murder.”

“How would you define it?”

“If you don’t even know the person?” Norma said.

Arthur looked astounded. “Are you saying what I think you are?”

“If it’s some old Chinese peasant ten thousand miles away? Some diseased
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native in the Congo?”

“How about a baby boy in Pennsylvania?”” Arthur countered. “Some beau-
tiful little girl on the next block?”

“Now you’re loading things.”

“The point is, Norma,” he continued, “what’s the difference whom you
kill? It’s still murder.”

“The point is,” Norma broke in, “if it’s someone you’ve never seen in your
life and never will see, someone whose death you don’t even have to know about,
you still wouldn’t push the button?”

Arthur stared at her, appalled. “You mean you would?”

“Fifty thousand dollars, Arthur.”

“What has the amount — ”’

“Fifty thousand dollars, Arthur,” Norma interrupted. “A chance to take that
trip to Europe we’ve always talked about.”

“Norma, no.”

“A chance to buy that cottage on the island.”

“Norma, no.” His face was white.

She shuddered. “All right, take it easy,” she said. “Why are you getting so
upset? It’s only talk.”

After dinner, Arthur went into the living room. Before he left the table, he
said, “I’d rather not discuss it anymore, if you don’t mind.”

Norma shrugged. “Fine with me.”

skesksk

She got up earlier than usual to make pancakes, eggs, and bacon for Ar-
thur’s breakfast.

“What’s the occasion?” he asked with a smile.

“No occasion.” Norma looked offended. “I wanted to do it, that’s all.”

“Good,” he said. “I’'m glad you did.”

She refilled his cup. “Wanted to show you I’'m not — ” She shrugged.

“Not what?”

“Selfish.”

“Did I say you were?”

“Well” — she gestured vaguely — “last night....”

Arthur didn’t speak.

“All that talk about the button,” Norma said. “I think you — well, misun-
derstood me.”

“In what way?”” His voice was guarded.

“I think you felt” — she gestured again — “that I was only thinking of
myself.”

[ToaroroBka Kk oIMMMIHNAAAM IO aHTIIHIICKOMY sI3bIKY. JlomamHee yTenue. 8-11 kmacce

hugod1o]] wordy douA |



Button, Button

“Oh.”

“I wasn’t.” “Norma — ”

“Well, I wasn’t. When I talked about Europe, a cottage on the island — ”

“Norma, why are we getting so involved in this?”

“I'm not involved at all.” She drew in a shaking breath. “I’'m simply trying
to indicate that —

“What?”

“That I'd like for us to go to Europe. Like for us to have a cottage on the
island. Like for us to have a nicer apartment, nicer furniture, nicer clothes, a car.
Like for us to finally have a baby, for that matter.”

“Norma, we will,” he said.

“When?”

He stared at her in dismay. “Norma — ”

“When?”

“Are you” — he seemed to draw back slightly — “are you really saying

tE)

“I’'m saying that they’re probably doing it for some research project!” she
cut him off. “That they want to know what average people would do under such
a circumstance! That they’re just saying someone would die, in order to study
reactions, see if there’d be guilt, anxiety, whatever! You don’t think they’d kill
somebody, do you?!”

Arthur didn’t answer. She saw his hands trembling. After a while, he got
up and left. When he’d gone to work, Norma remained at the table, staring into
her coffee. I’'m going to be late, she thought. She shrugged. What difference did
it make? She should be home, anyway, not working in an office.

OtgeTsl: teader.com/reading

sokk

While she was stacking dishes, she turned abruptly, dried her hands, and
took the package from the bottom cabinet. Opening it, she set the button unit
on the table. She stared at it for a long time before taking the key from its enve-
lope and removing the glass dome. She stared at the button. How ridiculous, she
thought. All this furor over a meaningless button. Reaching out, she pressed it
down. For us, she thought angrily. She shuddered. Was it happening? A chill of
horror swept across her. In a moment, it had passed. She made a contemptuous
noise. Ridiculous, she thought. To get so worked up over nothing. She threw the
button unit, dome, and key into the wastebasket and hurried to dress for work.

skeoksk

She had just turned over the supper steaks when the telephone rang. She
picked up the receiver.
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“Hello?”

“Mrs. Lewis?”

“Yes?”

“This is the Lenox Hill Hospital.”

She felt unreal as the voice informed her of the subway accident — the
shoving crowd, Arthur pushed from the platform in front of the train. She was
conscious of shaking her head but couldn’t stop. As she hung up, she remembered
Arthur’s life-insurance policy for $25,000, with double indemnity for —

“No.” She couldn’t seem to breathe. She struggled to her feet and walked
into the kitchen numbly.

Something cold pressed at her skull as she removed the button unit from
the wastebasket. There were no nails or screws visible. She couldn’t see how it
was put together. Abruptly, she began to smash it on the sink edge, pounding it
harder and harder, until the wood split. She pulled the sides apart, cutting her
fingers without noticing. There were no transistors in the box, no wires or tubes.
The box was empty. She whirled with a gasp as the telephone rang. Stumbling
into the living room, she picked up the receiver.

“Mrs. Lewis?” Mr. Steward asked.

It wasn’t her voice shrieking so; it couldn’t be. ““You said I wouldn’t know
the one that died!”

“My dear lady,” Mr. Steward said. “Do you really think you knew your
husband?”
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CJIOBO TPAHCKPUIILINUA | TTEPEBO/]

OJJHOKOPEHHBIE
CJIOBA
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DISCUSSION

What do you think this story is about?

Do you know anything about this topic based on your personal experi-
ence?

Does the story feel real to you?

What is the setting of the story? How does the setting impact the story?
Would you recommend this story to someone?

What do you think is the main idea of this story?

What is the moral lesson in the story?

What does the title tell us about this story? Does the title provide you
with any clues as to what the story might include?

What other title might you choose?
Who are the characters in the story?

In what ways does the main character remind you of someone you have
met or heard about?

How thought-provoking did you find the story?

How would you feel if this happened to you?

What does this text remind you of?

Did the story evoke any emotions or memories?

Did you reread any passages? If so, which ones?

What surprised you most about the plot?

Did you guess the ending? If so, at what point?

Did you agree with the characters' decisions?

What do you think happens to the leads after the ending?
What did you learn from reading this story?

What do you think motivated the author to write this story?

Has this story affected the way you go about your life? If so, in what
way?

If you had to trade places with one character, who would it be?

If you could ask the author anything, what would it be?
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Did you have a favorite quote from the story?

What was the most challenging or difficult part of the story for you to
read or understand?

Who was your favorite character and why?

Which character did you dislike or disagree with the most and why?
What was the main conflict or problem in the story?

How did you feel about the ending?

How would you adapt this story into a movie?

What was the most useful or valuable advice or tip that you learned from
this story?

Would you want to read another story by this author?

How did your opinion of the story change as you read it?

Did this story remind you of any other books or films?

If you were making a movie of this story, who would you cast?
What songs does this story make you think of?

Which places in the story would you most like to visit?

What kind of reader would most enjoy this story?

What do you think the author’s purpose was in writing this story?
How original and unique was this story?

Did the story’s pace seem too fast/too slow/just right?

What book would you recommend for someone who loved this story?
Did you wish this story was longer or shorter?

What do you think of the book’s cover? What should be there?

What would you have changed about the plot if you could re-write the
story?

Which character would you most want to have lunch with and why?

Have you ever experienced a challenge like the one described in this
story?

In what ways do you think this story relates to modern society?
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TASKS

Task 1. Complete the gaps in the sentences. Write one word only in each
sap.

The short story “Button, Button” by Richard Matheson authentically re-
veals the mastery of the author 1__ creating the credible image of sus-

pense inflated 2 deep ethical issues and disclosed on real and unreal
levels.

To generate the effect of suddenness Matheson uses different literary de-
vices. The elements of plot surely carry an important message; each of them ful-
fils a specific function. They add3__ the construction of atmosphere of
reality and singularity of happening. In the exposition, the necessary background
of prosiness of life is created. The story begins 4~ vivid representation
of a usual flow of trivial domestic events of a family of two, Norma and Arthur
Lewis. Readers learn that Norma puts the meal in the broiler, prepares herself
a drink, and settles 5 the couch. Nothing seems to predict anything
unusual. The symbolical detail “it was just getting dark” slightly alludes at some-
thing mysterious and sudden that is going to happen. What turns the tide is the
arrival of Mr. Steward. However, both spouses take this proposal 6 an
odd joke or psychological test. In the complication, the events do not develop
dramatically; Norma and Arthur express their attitude to the proposal in con-
versations. Such portrayal of usual events, usual speed of action development
_______ totally unexpected blow at the
end of the story when it turns 8 that Norma killed her own husband by

pushing that button.

Task 2. Decide whether the following statements 1-5 are True (A) or
False (B).

List of statements

Norma has a passionate desire to uplift the standard of liv-
ing.
2 Mr. Steward is an eccentric millionaire.

3 Norma is a woman of frail soul and character.

Norma doesn’t love her husband.

The couple debate for a few days on whether or not to push
the button.
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Task 3. Write the English equivalents for the following words and expres-
sions according to the text.

Russian English
3areyarbIBaTh

OTNHPATh

KYTIOJ

JI00€3HO

arpecCUBHBIN

XMYpUTH OpoBU

IIaTEXK

HOAIUHHBIN

O 00 3 O Li A W N —

Macitad

—_
(=]

3aCOBbIBATh

Make 3 sentences using ALL the words from the box.

Task 4. Write the English equivalents for the following words and ex-
pressions according to the text.

OtgeTsl: teader.com/reading

Russian English
MMETh IIPaBO JeNaTh YTO-TH00

PO3BITPBILI

3aHUMAaTh MHOT'O BPEMEHH!

MIPUTOTOBUTH CaJaT

9KCLUEHTPUYHBIH MUJUTHOHED

B COCE/THEM KBapTaje

BOJTHOBATbhCS

B CMATECHUN

O© 0 9 O i B LW N —

OOBIYHEBIE JTIOINA

—_
(=]

BBITHPATh PYKH
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Make 3 sentences using any words from the box.

1
2
3
Task 5. Use the clues below to complete the crossword.
1 without any meaning or purpose Across 1
2 the feeling of being very worried Across 2
3 to interpret incorrectly Across 3
4 unwilling to admit or accept what is of- Down 4
fered as true
5 to determine or identify the essential Down 5
qualities or meaning of
6 protection against possible damage or Down 6
punishment
Grid
4 5D
— —
] |2A 61 |T |
[ ] E
Ll T T T Iv] [ s ] [ ]
el T Qo] [T [*f [ [ [N
|
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Task 6. Put the letters in order to complete the sentences.

1 Welooked on our map to find the nearest station. SAYUBW
2 ShallItakethe bottles for recycling? ETYMP
3 He has dedicated his life to scientific . RARESECH
4  They've just bought a darling little . TTCOAGE
5 The Aboriginesarethe inhabitants of Australia. NVEATI
6 Lay the crisp chicken on the salad, and dinner is TCULET
served.
Task 7. Match the two parts of these expressions.
1 padded A | edge
2 contemptuous B | envelope
3 the cutting C |laugh
4 face D |table
5 high E | amount
Task 8. Paraphrase or explain.
1 It wasn’t her voice shrieking so; it couldn’t be.
2 What difference did it make?
3 “What’s the occasion?” he asked with a smile.
4 Arthur looked up from his dinner.
5  She made a scoffing sound.
Task 9. Translate the sentences into Russian.
| Opening the door, she picked up the package and carried it into the kitch-
en, leaving it on the table.
2 Inside the carton was a push-button unit fastened to a small wooden box.
3 He reached into an inside coat pocket and withdrew a small sealed enve-
lope.
4 While she was on her coffee break, she took the card halves from her purse
and held the torn edges together.
5 She threw the button unit, dome, and key into the wastebasket and hurried

to dress for work.
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Task 10. Answer the following questions in written form (15-20 words
each question).

1 Is Norma a murderer?

2 Why does Norma consider the tone and attitude of Mr. Steward offensive?
3 Why does Arthur disagree with his wife?

4  Why does Mr. Steward continue persuading Norma?

Does Norma remain normal on hearing the news of the accident of her

> husband?

Task 11. Write the texts.

A You are invited to write a personal letter from a character’s point of view.
You will pretend to be Arthur writing to Mr. Steward.

Your letter may explain how you feel about someone in the story or something
that happened in the story. (100-150 words)

B You belong to an English-language reading club and you have agreed to write
a review of the story for the club's magazine. You decide to submit a review
briefly describing the plot and explaining why its themes are relevant today.
(100-150 words)

C Write an alternative ending to the story. You may feel free to tell us details,
thoughts and feelings that we didn’t find out from the story. (100-150 words)

D Write a short memoir of the main character's life. Your memoir should draw
on anecdotes from their life selected to show how they progressed from some
unlikely place to where they are now. (100-150 words)

E Write a story for our English-language magazine. Your story must include
this sentence:

She sat in the living room, looking out the window.

Make sure you that you start the story at a dramatic point, use correct past
tenses to describe events and use some descriptive verbs and adverbs. (150-180
words)
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Task 12. Translate the text into English.

Ora kHomka MaHUT. ONHUM Ha)XXaTHeM MOXKHO DEIINTH BCE CBOH
MpoOJIEMBI, HO 3a 4y kOii cuyeT. Kak 3To Jerko — cioMath uyKy0 KU3Hb, YUTOOBI
YIIy4IIUTh cBOXO. HO B Ka)k[IOM MCKYIIIEHHH €CTh CBOS JIOBYIIKA, M, BOIKEIIAB
JIETKOH J0JI1, BCEraa MOXXHO YTOIUTH B JIOBKO paCCTaBHeHHLII}'I kankaH. Kankan
CTpAacTeil, TPEXOBHOI'0 OOTraTCTBa, YTPATHI YEIIOBEYHOCTH — U cMepTH. CMepTH
YesioBeKa, KOTOPBIH TeOe Topor, KOTOPBIH AEITHUT ¢ TOOOH MUY B KPOB, KOTOPBIi
T'OTOB XUTH C TO6OI7[ B Irop€ U B paJoCTU, HCCMOTPS Ha TBOU IMOCTOSIHHBIC
Karpm3bl. Thl yOBemIP €ro CBOCH JIErKOMBICICHHOCTBIO, YKECTOKOCTBIO,
ATYHOCTBIO M XaXJ0i neHer. OH yMpeT JIMIIb NMOTOMY, YTO BBI CIIHIIKOM
pasHble, UY>KHUE; BBl IPOCTO HE3HAKOMIIBI B OTHOW YTJION JIOAOUKE, TUIBIBYILEH
TI0 SIPOCTHOMY OKeaHy JKu3HHU. Korma oHa OKOHYaTeNnpHO MepeBepHeTCs n3-3a
HpO6OI/IHLI B TBOEH AyHIC, B COJICHBIX PYYbsiX CJIC3 YTOHCIb U ThI.

Task 13. Prepare a two-minute presentation about one of the charac-

ters. Don’t forget to describe their appearance and personality using as many
adjectives as possible.

Task 14. Comment on the following quotations.

I can resist anything except temptation.
There is a charm about the forbidden that makes it unspeakably desirable.

When women go wrong, men go right after them.

Task 15. Match the two columns in order to make sentences. Comment

on their meaning.

1 People couldn't become truly holy | A | affects their souls.

2 Whatever their bodies do

that you may not get another
chance.

3 The road to success is dotted with | € | evils masking as the greatest

but those that offer us great

goods.

4 The problem with temptation is D | there is no glory.

5 those that solicit our consent to| E |portunity to be definitively

The greatest temptations are not unless they also had the op-

obvious sin, wicked.
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unless he finds an apple to

6 The devil always comes F work with.

7 Where there is no temptation G Zany tempting parking spac-
Without temptation H | when they are sought.

9 The serpent is helpless I | the soul cannot grow.

10 | Temptations come J | looking good.
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The Devoted Friend
UNIT 4

The Devoted Friend

Oscar Wilde

One morning the old Water-rat put his head out of his hole. He had bright
beady eyes and stiff grey whiskers and his tail was like a long bit of black in-
dia-rubber. The little ducks were swimming about in the pond, looking just like
a lot of yellow canaries, and their mother, who was pure white with real red legs,
was trying to teach them how to stand on their heads in the water.

“You will never be in the best society unless you can stand on your heads,”
she kept saying to them; and every now and then she showed them how it was
done. But the little ducks paid no attention to her. They were so young that they
did not know what an advantage it is to be in society at all.

“What disobedient children!” cried the old Water-rat; “they really deserve
to be drowned.”

“Nothing of the kind,” answered the Duck, “every one must make a begin-
ning, and parents cannot be too patient.”

“Ah! T know nothing about the feelings of parents,” said the Water-rat; “I
am not a family man. In fact, I have never been married, and I never intend to be.
Love is all very well in its way, but friendship is much higher. Indeed, I know of
nothing in the world that is either nobler or rarer than a devoted friendship.”

“And what, pray, is your idea of the duties of a devoted friend?” asked a
Green Linnet, who was sitting in a willow-tree hard by, and had overheard the
conversation.

“Yes, that is just what I want to know,” said the Duck; and she swam away
to the end of the pond, and stood upon her head, in order to give her children a
good example.

“What a silly question!” cried the Water-rat. “I should expect my devoted
friend to be devoted to me, of course.”

“And what would you do in return?” said the little bird, swinging upon a
silver spray, and flapping his tiny wings.

“I don’t understand you,” answered the Water-rat.

“Let me tell you a story on the subject,” said the Linnet.
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“Is the story about me?” asked the Water-rat. “If so, I will listen to it, for I
am extremely fond of fiction.”

“It is applicable to you,” answered the Linnet; and he flew down, and
alighting upon the bank, he told the story of The Devoted Friend.

“Once upon a time,” said the Linnet, “there was an honest little fellow
named Hans.”

“Was he very distinguished?”” asked the Water-rat.

“No,” answered the Linnet, “I don’t think he was distinguished at all, except
for his kind heart, and his funny round good-humoured face. He lived in a tiny cot-
tage all by himself, and every day he worked in his garden. In all the country-side
there was no garden so lovely as his. Sweet-william grew there, and Gilly-flowers,
and Shepherds’-purses, and Fair-maids of France. There were damask Roses, and
yellow Roses, lilac Crocuses, and gold, purple Violets and white. Columbine and
Ladysmock, Marjoram and Wild Basil, the Cowslip and the Flower-de-luce, the
Daffodil and the Clove-Pink bloomed or blossomed in their proper order as the
months went by, one flower taking another flower’s place, so that there were always
beautiful things to look at, and pleasant odours to smell.

Little Hans had a great many friends, but the most devoted friend of all
was big Hugh the Miller.

Indeed, so devoted was the rich Miller to little Hans, that be would never
go by his garden without leaning over the wall and plucking a large nosegay, or a
handful of sweet herbs, or filling his pockets with plums and cherries if it was the
fruit season.

‘Real friends should have everything in common,” the Miller used to say,
and little Hans nodded and smiled, and felt very proud of having a friend with
such noble ideas.

Sometimes, indeed, the neighbours thought it strange that the rich Miller
never gave little Hans anything in return, though he had a hundred sacks of flour
stored away in his mill, and six milch cows, and a large flock of woolly sheep; but
Hans never troubled his head about these things, and nothing gave him greater
pleasure than to listen to all the wonderful things the Miller used to say about the
unselfishness of true friendship.

So little Hans worked away in his garden. During the spring, the summer,
and the autumn he was very happy, but when the winter came, and he had no fruit
or flowers to bring to the market, he suffered a good deal from cold and hunger, and
often had to go to bed without any supper but a few dried pears or some hard nuts. In
the winter, also, he was extremely lonely, as the Miller never came to see him then.

“There is no good in my going to see little Hans as long as the snow lasts,’
the Miller used to say to his wife, ‘for when people are in trouble they should be
left alone, and not be bothered by visitors. That at least is my idea about friend-
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ship, and I am sure I am right. So I shall wait till the spring comes, and then I shall
pay him a visit, and he will be able to give me a large basket of primroses and that
will make him so happy.’

“You are certainly very thoughtful about others,” answered the Wife, as
she sat in her comfortable armchair by the big pinewood fire; ‘very thoughtful
indeed. It is quite a treat to hear you talk about friendship. I am sure the clergy-
man himself could not say such beautiful things as you do, though he does live in
a three-storied house, and wear a gold ring on his little finger.’

‘But could we not ask little Hans up here?’ said the Miller’s youngest son.
‘If poor Hans is in trouble I will give him half my porridge, and show him my
white rabbits.’

‘What a silly boy you are!” cried the Miller; ‘I really don’t know what is the
use of sending you to school. You seem not to learn anything. Why, if little Hans
came up here, and saw our warm fire, and our good supper, and our great cask of
red wine, he might get envious, and envy is a most terrible thing, and would spoil
anybody’s nature. I certainly will not allow Hans’ nature to be spoiled. I am his
best friend, and I will always watch over him, and see that he is not led into any
temptations. Besides, if Hans came here, he might ask me to let him have some
flour on credit, and that I could not do. Flour is one thing, and friendship is an-
other, and they should not be confused. Why, the words are spelt differently, and
mean quite different things. Everybody can see that.’

‘How well you talk!” said the Miller’s Wife, pouring herself out a large
glass of warm ale; ‘really I feel quite drowsy. It is just like being in church.’

‘Lots of people act well,” answered the Miller; ‘but very few people talk
well, which shows that talking is much the more difficult thing of the two, and
much the finer thing also’; and he looked sternly across the table at his little son,
who felt so ashamed of himself that he hung his head down, and grew quite scarlet,
and began to cry into his tea. However, he was so young that you must excuse him.

However, he was so young that you must excuse him.”

“Is that the end of the story?” asked the Water-rat.

“Certainly not,” answered the Linnet, “that is the beginning.”

“Then you are quite behind the age,” said the Water-rat. “Every good sto-
ry-teller nowadays starts with the end, and then goes on to the beginning, and
concludes with the middle. That is the new method. I heard all about it the other
day from a critic who was walking round the pond with a young man. He spoke
of the matter at great length, and I am sure he must have been right, for he had
blue spectacles and a bald head, and whenever the young man made any remark,
he always answered ‘Pooh!” But pray go on with your story. I like the Miller
immensely. | have all kinds of beautiful sentiments myself, so there is a great
sympathy between us.”
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“Well,” said the Linnet, hopping now on one leg and now on the other, “as
soon as the winter was over, and the primroses began to open their pale yellow
stars, the Miller said to his wife that he would go down and see little Hans.

‘Why, what a good heart you have!” cried his Wife; ‘you are always think-
ing of others. And mind you take the big basket with you for the flowers.’

So the Miller tied the sails of the windmill together with a strong iron
chain, and went down the hill with the basket on his arm.

‘Good morning, little Hans,” said the Miller.

‘Good morning,” said Hans, leaning on his spade, and smiling from ear to
ear.

‘And how have you been all the winter?’ said the Miller.

“Well, really,” cried Hans, ‘it is very good of you to ask, very good indeed.
I am afraid I had rather a hard time of it, but now the spring has come, and [ am
quite happy, and all my flowers are doing well.’

‘We often talked of you during the winter, Hans,” said the Miller, ‘and
wondered how you were getting on.’

‘That was kind of you,” said Hans; ‘I was half afraid you had forgotten me.’

‘Hans, I am surprised at you,” said the Miller; ‘friendship never forgets.
That is the wonderful thing about it, but I am afraid you don’t understand the
poetry of life. How lovely your primroses are looking, by-the-bye”!

‘They are certainly very lovely,” said Hans, ‘and it is a most lucky thing for
me that I have so many. I am going to bring them into the market and sell them
to the Burgomaster’s daughter, and buy back my wheelbarrow with the money.’

‘Buy back your wheelbarrow? You don’t mean to say you have sold it?
What a very stupid thing to do’!

“Well, the fact is,” said Hans, ‘that I was obliged to. You see the winter was
a very bad time for me, and I really had no money at all to buy bread with. So I
first sold the silver buttons off my Sunday coat, and then I sold my silver chain,
and then I sold my big pipe, and at last I sold my wheelbarrow. But I am going to
buy them all back again now.’

‘Hans,” said the Miller, ‘I will give you my wheelbarrow. It is not in very
good repair; indeed, one side is gone, and there is something wrong with the wheel-
spokes; but in spite of that I will give it to you. I know it is very generous of me,
and a great many people would think me extremely foolish for parting with it, but I
am not like the rest of the world. I think that generosity is the essence of friendship,
and, besides, I have got a new wheelbarrow for myself. Yes, you may set your mind
at ease, I will give you my wheelbarrow.

‘Well, really, that is generous of you,” said little Hans, and his funny round
face glowed all over with pleasure. ‘I can easily put it in repair, as I have a plank of
wood in the house.’
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‘A plank of wood’! said the Miller; ‘why, that is just what I want for the
roof of my barn. There is a very large hole in it, and the corn will all get damp if I
don’t stop it up. How lucky you mentioned it! It is quite remarkable how one good
action always breeds another. [ have given you my wheelbarrow, and now you are
going to give me your plank. Of course, the wheelbarrow is worth far more than
the plank, but true friendship never notices things like that. Pray get it at once,
and I will set to work at my barn this very day.’

‘Certainly,” cried little Hans, and he ran into the shed and dragged the
plank out.

‘It is not a very big plank,” said the Miller, looking at it, ‘and I am afraid
that after I have mended my barn-roof there won’t be any left for you to mend the
wheelbarrow with; but, of course, that is not my fault. And now, as I have given
you my wheelbarrow, I am sure you would like to give me some flowers in return.
Here is the basket, and mind you fill it quite full.’

‘Quite full?’ said little Hans, rather sorrowfully, for it was really a very
big basket, and he knew that if he filled it he would have no flowers left for the
market and he was very anxious to get his silver buttons back.

‘Well, really,” answered the Miller, ‘as I have given you my wheelbarrow,
I don’t think that it is much to ask you for a few flowers. I may be wrong, but I
should have thought that friendship, true friendship, was quite free from selfish-
ness of any kind.’

‘My dear friend, my best friend,” cried little Hans, ‘you are welcome to
all the flowers in my garden. I would much sooner have your good opinion than
my silver buttons, any day’; and he ran and plucked all his pretty primroses, and
filled the Miller’s basket.

‘Good-bye, little Hans,” said the Miller, as he went up the hill with the
plank on his shoulder, and the big basket in his hand.

‘Good-bye,” said little Hans, and he began to dig away quite merrily, he
was so pleased about the wheelbarrow.

The next day he was nailing up some honeysuckle against the porch, when
he heard the Miller’s voice calling to him from the road. So he jumped off the
ladder, and ran down the garden, and looked over the wall.

There was the Miller with a large sack of flour on his back.

‘Dear little Hans,” said the Miller, ‘would you mind carrying this sack of
flour for me to market?’

‘Oh, I am so sorry,” said Hans, ‘but I am really very busy today. I have got
all my creepers to nail up, and all my flowers to water, and all my grass to roll.’

‘Well, really,” said the Miller, ‘I think that, considering that I am going to
give you my wheelbarrow, it is rather unfriendly of you to refuse.’

‘Oh, don’t say that,” cried little Hans, ‘I wouldn’t be unfriendly for the
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whole world’; and he ran in for his cap, and trudged off with the big sack on his
shoulders.

It was a very hot day, and the road was terribly dusty, and before Hans
had reached the sixth milestone he was so tired that he had to sit down and rest.
However, he went on bravely, and as last he reached the market.

After he had waited there some time, he sold the sack of flour for a very
good price, and then he returned home at once, for he was afraid that if he stopped
too late he might meet some robbers on the way.

‘It has certainly been a hard day,” said little Hans to himself as he was go-
ing to bed, ‘but I am glad I did not refuse the Miller, for he is my best friend, and,
besides, he is going to give me his wheelbarrow.’

Early the next morning the Miller came down to get the money for his sack
of flour, but little Hans was so tired that he was still in bed.

‘Upon my word,” said the Miller, ‘you are very lazy. Really, considering
that I am going to give you my wheelbarrow, I think you might work harder.
Idleness is a great sin, and I certainly don’t like any of my friends to be idle or
sluggish. You must not mind my speaking quite plainly to you. Of course I should
not dream of doing so if [ were not your friend. But what is the good of friendship
if one cannot say exactly what one means? Anybody can say charming things and
try to please and to flatter, but a true friend always says unpleasant things, and
does not mind giving pain. Indeed, if he is a really true friend he prefers it, for he
knows that then he is doing good.’

‘T am very sorry,” said little Hans, rubbing his eyes and pulling off his night-
cap, ‘but I was so tired that I thought I would lie in bed for a little time, and listen
to the birds singing. Do you know that I always work better after hearing the birds
sing?’

‘Well, I am glad of that,” said the Miller, clapping little Hans on the back,
‘for I want you to come up to the mill as soon as you are dressed, and mend my
barn-roof for me.’

Poor little Hans was very anxious to go and work in his garden, for his
flowers had not been watered for two days, but he did not like to refuse the Miller,
as he was such a good friend to him.

‘Do you think it would be unfriendly of me if I said I was busy?’ he in-
quired in a shy and timid voice.

‘Well, really,” answered the Miller, ‘I do not think it is much to ask of you,
considering that I am going to give you my wheelbarrow; but of course if you
refuse I will go and do it myself”’

‘Oh! on no account,” cried little Hans and he jumped out of bed, and
dressed himself, and went up to the barn.

He worked there all day long, till sunset, and at sunset the Miller came to
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see how he was getting on.

‘Have you mended the hole in the roof yet, little Hans?’ cried the Miller in
a cheery voice.

‘It is quite mended,” answered little Hans, coming down the ladder.

‘Ah’! said the Miller, ‘there is no work so delightful as the work one does
for others.’

‘It is certainly a great privilege to hear you talk,” answered little Hans,
sitting down, and wiping his forehead, ‘a very great privilege. But I am afraid I
shall never have such beautiful ideas as you have.’

‘Oh! they will come to you,” said the Miller, ‘but you must take more pains.
At present you have only the practice of friendship; some day you will have the
theory also.”

‘Do you really think I shall?’ asked little Hans.

‘T have no doubt of it,” answered the Miller, ‘but now that you have mended
the roof, you had better go home and rest, for I want you to drive my sheep to the
mountain to-morrow.’

Poor little Hans was afraid to say anything to this, and early the next morn-
ing the Miller brought his sheep round to the cottage, and Hans started off with
them to the mountain.

It took him the whole day to get there and back; and when he returned he
was so tired that he went off to sleep in his chair, and did not wake up till it was
broad daylight.

‘What a delightful time I shall have in my garden,” he said, and he went to
work at once.

But somehow he was never able to look after his flowers at all, for his
friend the Miller was always coming round and sending him off on long errands,
or getting him to help at the mill. Little Hans was very much distressed at times,
as he was afraid his flowers would think he had forgotten them, but he consoled
himself by the reflection that the Miller was his best friend. ‘Besides,” he used to
say, ‘he is going to give me his wheelbarrow, and that is an act of pure generosity.’

So little Hans worked away for the Miller, and the Miller said all kinds
of beautiful things about friendship, which Hans took down in a note-book, and
used to read over at night, for he was a very good scholar.

Now it happened that one evening little Hans was sitting by his fireside
when a loud rap came at the door. It was a very wild night, and the wind was
blowing and roaring round the house so terribly that at first he thought it was
merely the storm. But a second rap came, and then a third, louder than any of the
others.

‘It is some poor traveller,” said little Hans to himself, and he ran to the
door.
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There stood the Miller with a lantern in one hand and a big stick in the
other.

‘Dear little Hans,” cried the Miller, ‘I am in great trouble. My little boy
has fallen off a ladder and hurt himself, and I am going for the Doctor. But he
lives so far away, and it is such a bad night, that it has just occurred to me that
it would be much better if you went instead of me. You know I am going to give
you my wheelbarrow, and so, it is only fair that you should do something for me
in return.’

‘Certainly,” cried little Hans, ‘I take it quite as a compliment your coming
to me, and I will start off at once. But you must lend me your lantern, as the night
is so dark that [ am afraid I might fall into the ditch.’

‘T am very sorry, answered the Miller, ‘but it is my new lantern, and it
would be a great loss to me if anything happened to it.’

“Well, never mind, I will do without it,” cried little Hans, and he took down
his great fur coat, and his warm scarlet cap, and tied a muffler round his throat,
and started off.

What a dreadful storm it was! The night was so black that little Hans could
hardly see, and the wind was so strong that he could scarcely stand. However,
he was very courageous, and after he had been walking about three hours, he
arrived at the Doctor’s house, and knocked at the door.

“Who is there?’ cried the Doctor, putting his head out of his bedroom win-
dow.

‘Little Hans, Doctor.’

"What do you want, little Hans?’

‘The Miller’s son has fallen from a ladder, and has hurt himself, and the
Miller wants you to come at once.’

‘All right!” said the Doctor; and he ordered his horse, and his big boots,
and his lantern, and came downstairs, and rode off in the direction of the Miller’s
house, little Hans trudging behind him.

But the storm grew worse and worse, and the rain fell in torrents, and little
Hans could not see where he was going, or keep up with the horse.

Atlast he lost his way, and wandered off on the moor, which was a very dan-
gerous place, as it was full of deep holes, and there poor little Hans was drowned.
His body was found the next day by some goatherds, floating in a great pool of
water, and was brought back by them to the cottage.

Everybody went to little Hans’ funeral, as he was so popular, and the Mill-
er was the chief mourner.

‘As I was his best friend,” said the Miller, ‘it is only fair that I should have
the best place’; so he walked at the head of the procession in a long black cloak,
and every now and then he wiped his eyes with a big pocket-handkerchief.
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‘Little Hans is certainly a great loss to every one,” said the Blacksmith,
when the funeral was over, and they were all seated comfortably in the inn,
drinking spiced wine and eating sweet cakes.

‘A great loss to me at any rate,” answered the Miller; ‘why, I had as good
as given him my wheelbarrow, and now I really don’t know what to do with it.
It is very much in my way at home, and it is in such bad repair that I could not
get anything for it if I sold it. I will certainly take care not to give away anything
again. One always suffers for being generous.”

“Well?” said the Water-rat, after a long pause.

“Well, that is the end,” said the Linnet.

“But what became of the Miller?” asked the Water-rat.

“Oh! I really don’t know,” replied the Linnet; “and I am sure that I don’t
care.”

“It is quite evident then that you have no sympathy in your nature,” said
the Water-rat.

“I am afraid you don’t quite see the moral of the story,” remarked the
Linnet.

“The what?” screamed the Water-rat.

“The moral.”

“Do you mean to say that the story has a moral?”

“Certainly,” said the Linnet.

“Well, really,” said the Water-rat, in a very angry manner, “I think you
should have told me that before you began. If you had done so, I certainly would
not have listened to you; in fact, I should have said ‘Pooh,’ like the critic. Howev-
er, | can say it now”; so he shouted out “Pooh” at the top of his voice, gave a whisk
with his tail, and went back into his hole.

“And how do you like the Water-rat?” asked the Duck, who came paddling
up some minutes afterwards. “He has a great many good points, but for my own
part I have a mother’s feelings, and I can never look at a confirmed bachelor with-
out the tears coming into my eyes.”

“I am rather afraid that I have annoyed him,” answered the Linnet. “The
fact is, that I told him a story with a moral.”

“Ah! that is always a very dangerous thing to do,” said the Duck.

And I quite agree with her.
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CJIOBO

TPAHCKPUIIIINA

IMEPEBO/

OJHOKOPEHHLIE
CJIOBA
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DISCUSSION

What do you think this story is about?

Do you know anything about this topic based on your personal experi-
ence?

Does the story feel real to you?

What is the setting of the story? How does the setting impact the story?
Would you recommend this story to someone?

What do you think is the main idea of this story?

What is the moral lesson in the story?

What does the title tell us about this story? Does the title provide you
with any clues as to what the story might include?

What other title might you choose?
Who are the characters in the story?

In what ways does the main character remind you of someone you have
met or heard about?

How thought-provoking did you find the story?

How would you feel if this happened to you?

What does this text remind you of?

Did the story evoke any emotions or memories?

Did you reread any passages? If so, which ones?

What surprised you most about the plot?

Did you guess the ending? If so, at what point?

Did you agree with the characters' decisions?

What do you think happens to the leads after the ending?
What did you learn from reading this story?

What do you think motivated the author to write this story?

Has this story affected the way you go about your life? If so, in what
way?

If you had to trade places with one character, who would it be?

If you could ask the author anything, what would it be?
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Did you have a favorite quote from the story?

What was the most challenging or difficult part of the story for you to
read or understand?

Who was your favorite character and why?

Which character did you dislike or disagree with the most and why?
What was the main conflict or problem in the story?

How did you feel about the ending?

How would you adapt this story into a movie?

What was the most useful or valuable advice or tip that you learned from
this story?

Would you want to read another story by this author?

How did your opinion of the story change as you read it?

Did this story remind you of any other books or films?

If you were making a movie of this story, who would you cast?
What songs does this story make you think of?

Which places in the story would you most like to visit?

What kind of reader would most enjoy this story?

What do you think the author’s purpose was in writing this story?
How original and unique was this story?

Did the story’s pace seem too fast/too slow/just right?

What book would you recommend for someone who loved this story?
Did you wish this story was longer or shorter?

What do you think of the book’s cover? What should be there?

What would you have changed about the plot if you could re-write the
story?

Which character would you most want to have lunch with and why?

Have you ever experienced a challenge like the one described in this
story?

In what ways do you think this story relates to modern society?
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TASKS

Task 1. Complete the gaps in the sentences. Write one word only in each
gap.

In “The Devoted Friend” 1__ Oscar Wilde we have the theme of
selfishness, innocence, trust, friendship and self-importance. Narrated2_
the third person by an unnamed narrator the reader realises3__ reading
the story that Wilde may be exploring the theme of innocence. It seems to be
a case that Little Hans is easily hoodwinked by Hugh the Miller. He believes
every word that the Miller says 4~ him and cannot see that he is being
taken advantage of by the Miller. Despite all the work that Hans does 5~~~
the Miller he never does receive the wheelbarrow that he was promised. It is as
though the Miller is not only taking advantage of Hans but he also knows that
Hans has a soft spot when it comes to his ‘friends.” Something that the Miller is
not to Hans. At no stage does the Miller show any generosity (in words or actions)
to Hans. Everything that the Miller does is for his own gain. He is wealthier
than Hans and has more 6__ his disposal than Hans does. Yet he gives
Hans nothing. If anything the Miller is being selfish though he prides himself
7 his ability to give to others. However the reality is very different. The

Miller is a predator who is taking advantage of Hans and Han’s innocence when
it comes to friendship.

The end of the story is also interesting as the Miller believing in his own
self-importance leads the mourners for Hans’ funeral. Yet the truth is that the
Miller has no sense of loss8 Hans’ death. Instead he focuses on him-

self and blames his generosity with the wheelbarrow as being the cause of Hans’
death.

Task 2. Decide whether the following statements 1-5 are True (A) or
False (B).

List of statements

1 Hans never questions his relationship with the Miller.

During the winter Hans is left to suffer in solitude without
any assistance from the Miller.

3 The Miller’s wife criticises her husband.
The Water-rat dislikes the Miller behaviour.
5  The narrative begins with talking animals.
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Task 3. Write the English equivalents for the following words and ex-

pressions according to the text.

O 00 9 O i A W N~

—_
(=)

Russian English
HAaNIOMUHAIOMNN OyCHHKY

TEePIEIUBBII

HpyA

MIPUMEHUMBIH

BBIJAIOLIMICS

3amax

CPBIBATh

MeNbHULA

rojozn

yromeHue

Make 3 sentences using ALL the words from the box.

Task 4. Write the English equivalents for the following words and ex-

pressions according to the text.

O 0 9 O L AW N~

—_
(=]

Russian English
B arpecCUBHON MaHepe

BO IJIaBe MPOLIECCHH

BeJIMKasl MoTeps

BO BECh I'OJIOC

BpEMs OT BpEeMEHH

B3aMEH

3a0uBaTh cebe roJIoBy

HAHOCHTB BU3UT

ymoOHOE Kpeciio

NpbITaTh C JICCTHUILLBI
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Make 3 sentences using any words from the box.

Task 5. Use the clues below to complete the crossword.

a large, open container for moving things in
with a wheel at the front

a light container, often with a handle, that is
made of thin strips of wood, metal, or plastic
twisted together

being in a state between sleeping and being
awake

with little or no hair on the head
wishing you had what another person has

feeling guilty or embarrassed about some-
thing you have done

Grid
SE 6A w
4 2 A K
(0]
3D w Y D

Across 1

Across 2

Across 3

Down 4
Down 5

Down 6
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Task 6. Put the letters in order to complete the sentences.

Butsir,a inferior will be apt to make an un- BEDIEDISONT
reasonable commander.
The president has announced she doesnot to NDINTE

stand for re-election.
Marianne could never love by halves; and her whole DTEEVOD

heart became, in time, as much to her hus-

band, as it had once been to Willoughby.

A smallbird its wings furiously and flew off. APPFLED
The cherry tree is beginningto . OSSBLOM
His followers believe they are fighting fora LENOB
cause.

Task 7. Match the two parts of these expressions.

1 dreadful A | decision
2 courageous B | mistake
3 popular C | tooth

4 sweet D | offer

5 generous E |[vote

hugod1o]] wordy douA |

Task 8. Paraphrase or explain.

So little Hans worked away in his garden.

Little Hans had a great many friends, but the most devoted friend of all
was big Hugh the Miller.

“Let me tell you a story on the subject,” said the Linnet.

In the winter, also, he was extremely lonely, as the Miller never came to
see him then.

That at least is my idea about friendship, and I am sure I am right.

Task 9. Translate the sentences into Russian.

He has a great many good points, but for my own part I have a mother’s
feelings, and I can never look at a confirmed bachelor without the tears
coming into my eyes.
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But he lives so far away, and it is such a bad night, that it has just occurred

2 to me that it would be much better if you went instead of me.

3 They were so young that they did not know what an advantage it is to be
in society at all.

4 Flour is one thing, and friendship is another, and they should not be con-

fused.

I am sure the clergyman himself could not say such beautiful things as you
5 do, though he does live in a three-storied house, and wear a gold ring on
his little finger.

Task 10. Answer the following questions in written form (15-20 words
each question).

How is Hugh affected by Hans' death?

Why was it difficult for Hans to say 'no' to the Miller?
Why was the Miller's son ashamed of himself?

What did the neighbours think about their friendship?
How did Hans die?

[ N O R S R

Task 11. Write the texts.

A You are invited to write a personal letter from a character’s point of view.
You will pretend to be the Miller writing to little Hans.

Your letter may explain how you feel about someone in the story or some-
thing that happened in the story. (100-150 words)

B You belong to an English-language reading club and you have agreed
to write a review of the story for the club's magazine. You decide to submit a
review briefly describing the plot and explaining why its themes are relevant
today. (100-150 words)

C Write an alternative ending to the story. You may feel free to tell us details,
thoughts and feelings that we didn’t find out from the story. (100-150 words)

D Write a short memoir of the main character's life. Your memoir should
draw on anecdotes from their life selected to show how they progressed from
some unlikely place to where they are now. (100-150 words)

E Write a story for our English-language magazine. Your story must include
this sentence:

64
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Idleness is a great sin, and | certainly don't like any of my friends to be idle or
sluggish.

Make sure you that you start the story at a dramatic point, use correct past
tenses to describe events and use some descriptive verbs and adverbs. (150-180
words)

Task 12. Translate the text into English.

Hacrosmuit npyr Bcerna omobKUT Tebe KOp3UHY ¢ BeTaMH. TodHeH,
KOp3UHY /715 1BeTOB. OH HUKOT /1A He 3aTPYAHUT T€0st MOpaIbHBIMH BOITPOCAMH,
Y HE TPEUIOKHUT I'PEXOBHBIX pa3BiicueHUil. BUHO OH BBINIBET caM, BCIIOMHUHAsS
Bcye TBoe MMs. OH MONMpOCHT TeOs MOMOYb eMy, M 3a0epeT TBOM CHIIBI U
sHepruto. OH oOMeHsieT ¢ ToOOH OyChl Ha 30JI0TO, 1 MHOT'O Pa3 HallOMHHUT, KaK
MHOTO THI EMY J0JDKeH. [IpenaHHbIi ApyT — peaKast NTHLA, HE YaCTO BCTPETHUIb
B HAIIMX Kpasx. XOTS MHOTJA THl MOAyMaellb — a YTO €CIH TeOe He HYKHBI
Takue Apy3bs? be3 HUX KU3Hb HE Tak YK U ckyuyHa. [lo kpalineil mepe, mydiie
TPYCTUTH B OIMHOUYECTBE, YeM ILIBITHh 110 0€30peKHOMY OKEaHy JIKU B OTHOM
JIOZIKE C KPBICAMU.

Task 13. Prepare a two-minute presentation about one of the charac-
ters. Don’t forget to describe their appearance and personality using as many
adjectives as possible.

Task 14. Comment on the following quotations.

No person is your friend who demands your silence, or denies your right
to grow.

True friends are always together in spirit.

Fake friends are like shadows: always near you at your brightest mo-
ments, but nowhere to be seen at your darkest hour.

Task 15. Match the two columns in order to make sentences. Comment
on their meaning.

and admires the flowers in

1 Life is an awful, ugly place A your garden.

The best gift anyone can give,

I believe, B | hold the world together.
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is the gift of sharing them-

3 Try to be a rainbow C
selves.

4 A friend is one who overlooks D | hard to find and lucky to have.
your broken fence

5 A good friend is like a four-leaf B and then wait to hear the an-
clover: swer.

6 True. friendship comes when F | to not have a best friend.
the silence

7 Friendship is the only cement G unless you happen to be going
that will ever down.

3 A true friend never gets in your H between two people is comfort-
way able.
Friends are those rare people

? who ask how we are I | tosupport you.

10 Anything is possible when you 7 |in someone's cloud.

have the right people there
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The Landlady
UNIT 5§

The Landlady

Roald Dahl

Billy Weaver had travelled down from London on the slow afternoon train,
with a change at Swindon on the way, and by the time he got to Bath it was about
nine o’clock in the evening and the moon was coming up out of a clear starry sky
over the houses opposite the station entrance. But the air was deadly cold and the
wind was like a flat blade of ice on his cheeks.

«Excuse me,» he said, «but is there a fairly cheap hotel not too far away
from here?»

«Try The Bell and Dragon,» the porter answered, pointing down the road.
«They might take you in. It’s about a quarter of a mile along on the other side.»

Billy thanked him and picked up his suitcase and set out to walk the quar-
ter-mile to The Bell and Dragon. He had never been to Bath before. He didn’t
know anyone who lived there. But Mr Greenslade at the Head Office in London
had told him it was a splendid city. «Find your own lodgings,» he had said, «and
then go along and report to the Branch Manager as soon as you’ve got yourself
settled.»

Billy was seventeen years old. He was wearing a new navy-blue overcoat,
anew brown trilby hat, and a new brown suit, and he was feeling fine. He walked
briskly down the street. He was trying to do everything briskly these days. Brisk-
ness, he had decided, was the one common characteristic of all successful busi-
nessmen. The big shots up at Head Office were absolutely fantastically brisk all
the time. They were amazing.

There were no shops in this wide street that he was walking along, only a
line of tall houses on each side, all of them identical. They had porches and pillars
and four or five steps going up to their front doors, and it was obvious that once
upon a time they had been very swanky residences. But now, even in the darkness,
he could see that the paint was peeling from the woodwork on their doors and win-
dows, and that the handsome white facades were cracked and blotchy from neglect.
Suddenly, in a downstairs window that was brilliantly illuminated by a street-lamp
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not six yards away, Billy caught sight of a printed notice propped up against the
glass in one of the upper panes. It said BED AND BREAKFAST. There was a vase
of pussy-willows, tall and beautiful, standing just underneath the notice.

He stopped walking. He moved a bit closer. Green curtains (some sort of
velvety material) were hanging down on either side of the window. The pussy
willows looked wonderful beside them. He went right up and peered through the
glass into the room, and the first thing he saw was a bright fire burning in the
hearth. On the carpet in front of the fire, a pretty little dachshund was curled up
asleep with its nose tucked into its belly. The room itself, so far as he could see
in the half-darkness, was filled with pleasant furniture. There was a baby-grand
piano and a big sofa and several plump armchairs; and in one corner he spotted a
large parrot in a cage. Animals were usually a good sign in a place like this, Billy
told himself; and all in all, it looked to him as though it would be a pretty decent
house to stay in. Certainly it would be more comfortable than The Bell and Drag-
on. On the other hand, a pub would be more congenial than a boarding-house.
There would be beer and darts in the evenings, and lots of people to talk to, and it
would probably be a good bit cheaper, too. He had stayed a couple of nights in a
pub once before and he had liked it. He had never stayed in any boarding-houses,
and, to be perfectly honest, he was a tiny bit frightened of them. The name it-
self conjured up images of watery cabbage, rapacious landladies, and a powerful
smell of kippers in the living-room. After dithering about like this in the cold
for two or three minutes, Billy decided that he would walk on and take a look
at The Bell and Dragon before making up his mind. He turned to go. And now
a queer thing happened to him. He was in the act of stepping back and turning
away from the window when all at once his eye was caught and held in the most
peculiar manner by the small notice that was there. BED AND BREAKFAST, it
said. BED AND BREAKFAST, BED AND BREA, BED AND BREAKFAST.
Each word was like a large black eye staring at him through the glass, holding
him, compelling him, forcing him to stay where he was and not to walk away
from that house, and the next thing he knew, he was actually moving across from
the window to the front door of the house, climbing the steps that led up to it, and
reaching for the bell.

He pressed the bell. Far away in a back room he heard it ringing, and then
at once -it must have been at once because he hadn’t even had time to take his fin-
ger from the bell-button -the door swung open and a woman was standing there.
Normally you ring the bell and you have at least a half-minute’s wait before the
door opens. But this dame was like a jack-in-the-box. He pressed the bell -and out
she popped! It made him jump. She was about forty-five or fifty years old, and
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the moment she saw him, she gave him a warm welcoming smile.

«Please come in,» she said pleasantly. She stepped aside, holding the door
wide open, and Billy found himself automatically starting forward into the house.
The compulsion or, more accurately, the desire to follow after her into that house
was extraordinarily strong.

«I saw the notice in the window,» he said, holding himself back.

«Yes, I know.»

«I was wondering about a room.»

«It’s all ready for you, my dear,» she said. She had a round pink face and
very gentle blue eyes.

«I was on my way to The Bell and Dragon,» Billy told her. «But the notice
in your window just happened to catch my eye.»

«My dear boy,» she said, «why don’t you come in out of the cold?»

«How much do you charge?»

«Five and sixpence a night, including breakfast.»

It was fantastically cheap. It was less than half of what he had been willing
to pay.

«If that is too much,» she added, «then perhaps I can reduce it just a tiny
bit. Do you desire an egg for breakfast? Eggs are expensive at the moment. It
would be sixpence less without the egg.»

«Five and sixpence is fine,» he answered. «I should like very much to
stay here.»

«I knew you would. Do come in.»

She seemed terribly nice. She looked exactly like the mother of one’s best
school-friend welcoming one into the house to stay for the Christmas holidays.
Billy took off his hat, and stepped over the threshold.

«Just hang it there,» she said, «and let me help you with your coat.»

There were no other hats or coats in the hall. There were no umbrellas, no
walking-sticks -nothing.

«We have it all to ourselves,» she said, smiling at him over her shoulder as
she led the way upstairs. «You see, it isn’t very often I have the pleasure of taking
a visitor into my little nest.»

The old girl is slightly dotty, Billy told himself. But at five and sixpence
a night, who gives a damn about that? «I should’ve thought you’d be simply
swamped with applicants,» he said politely.

«Oh, I am, my dear, I am, of course I am. But the trouble is that I'm
inclined to be just a teeny weeny bit choosey and particular -if you see what I
mean.»
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«Ah, yes.»

«But I'm always ready. Everything is always ready day and night in this
house just on the off chance that an acceptable young gentleman will come along.
And it is such a pleasure, my dear, such a very great pleasure when now and again
I open the door and I see someone standing there who is just exactly right.» She
was half-way up the stairs, and she paused with one hand on the stair-rail, turning
her head and smiling down at him with pale lips.

«Like you,» she added, and her blue eyes travelled slowly all the way down
the length of Billy’s body, to his feet, and then up again. On the first-floor landing
she said to him, «This floor is mine.» They climbed up a second flight. «And this
one is all yours,» she said. «Here’s your room. I do hope you’ll like it.» She took
him into a small but charming front bedroom, switching on the light as she went in.

«The morning sun comes right in the window, Mr Perkins. It is Mr Per-
kins, isn’t it?»

«No,» he said. «It’s «Weaver.»

«Mr Weaver. How nice. I’ve put a waterbottle between the sheets to air
them out, Mr Weaver. It’s such a comfort to have a hot water-bottle in a strange
bed with clean sheets, don’t you agree? And you may light the gas fire at any time
if you feel chilly.»

«Thank you,» Billy said. «Thank you ever so much.» He noticed that the
bedspread had been taken off the bed, and that the bedclothes had been neatly
turned back on one side, all ready for someone to get in. «I’'m so glad you ap-
peared,» she said, looking earnestly into his face. «I was beginning to get wor-
ried.» «That’s all right,» Billy answered brightly. «You mustn’t worry about me.»
He put his suitcase on the chair and started to open it. «And what about supper,
my dear? Did you manage to get anything to eat before you came here?» «I’m not
a bit hungry, thank you,» he said. «I think I’ll just go to bed as soon as possible
because tomorrow I’ve got to get up rather early and report to the office.»

«Very well, then. I’ll leave you now so that you can unpack. But before you
go to bed, would you be kind enough to pop into the sitting-room on the ground
floor and sign the book? Everyone has to do that because it’s the law of the land,
and we don’t want to go breaking any laws at this stage in the proceedings, do we?»
She gave him a little wave of the hand and went quickly out of the room and closed
the door. Now, the fact that his landlady appeared to be slightly off her rocker didn’t
worry Billy in the least. After all, she was not only harmless-there was no question
about that-but she was also quite obviously a kind and generous soul. He guessed
that she had probably lost a son in the war, or something like that, and had never
got over it.

70

TloaroroBka K oJIMMIIHAaM I10 aHl"J'IPII‘/'ICKOMy SA3BIKY. HOMaH_IHCC yreHue. 8-11 Kaacchl



The Landlady

So a few minutes later, after unpacking his suitcase and washing his hands,
he trotted downstairs to the ground floor and entered the living-room. His landlady
wasn’t there, but the fire was glowing in the hearth, and the little dachshund was
still sleeping in front of it. The room was wonderfully warm and cosy. I'm a lucky
fellow, he thought, rubbing his hands. This is a bit of all right. He found the guest-
book lying open on the piano, so he took out his pen and wrote down his name
and address. There were only two other entries above his on the page, and, as one
always does with guest-books, he started to read them. One was a Christopher
Mulholland from Cardiff. The other was Gregory W. Temple from Bristol. That’s
funny, he thought suddenly. Christopher Muholland. It rings a bell. Now where on
earth had he heard that rather unusual name before? Was he a boy at school? No.
Was it one of his sister’s numerous young men, perhaps, or a friend of his father’s?
No, no, it wasn’t any of those. He glanced down again at the book. Christopher
Mulholland 231 Cathedral Road, Cardiff. Gregory W. Temple 27 Sycamore Drive,
Bristol. As a matter of fact, now he came to think of it, he wasn’t at all sure that
the second name didn’t have almost as much of a familiar ring about it as the first.

«Gregory Temple?» he said aloud, searching his memory. «Christopher
Mulholland?

«Such charming boys,» a voice behind him answered, and he turned and
saw his landlady sailing into the room with a large silver tea-tray in her hands.
She was holding it well out in front of her, and rather high up, as though the tray
were a pair of reins on a frisky horse.

«They sound somehow familiar,» he said.

«They do? How interesting.»

«I’'m almost positive I’ve heard those names before somewhere. Isn’t that
queer? Maybe it was in the newspapers. They weren’t famous in any way, were
they? I mean famous cricketers or footballers or something like that?»

«Famous,» she said, setting the tea-tray down on the low table in front of
the sofa. «Oh no, I don’t think they were famous. But they were extraordinarily
handsome, both of them, I can promise you that. They were tall and young and
handsome, my dear, just exactly like you.»

Once more, Billy glanced down at the book. «Look here, he said, noticing
the dates. This last entry is over two years old.»

«It is?»

«Yes, indeed. And Christopher Mulholland’s is nearly a year before that-
more than three years ago.»

«Dear me,» she said, shaking her head and heaving a dainty little sigh. «I
would never have thought it. How time does fly away from us all, doesn’t it, Mr
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Wilkins?»

«It’s Weaver,» Billy said. «W-e-a-v-e-1.»

«Oh, of course it is!» she cried, sitting down on the sofa. «How silly of me.
I do apologize. In one ear and out the other, that’s me, Mr Weaver.»

«You know something?» Billy said. «Something that’s really quite ex-
traordinary about all this?»

«No, dear, I don’t.»

«Well, you see both of these names, Mulholland and Temple, I not only
seem to remember each of them separately, so to speak, but somehow or other,
in some peculiar way, they both appear to be sort of connected together as well.
As though they were both famous for the same sort of thing, if you see what |
mean-like-like Dempsey and Tunney, for example, or Churchill and Roosevelt.»

«How amusing,» she said. «But come over here now, dear, and sit down
beside me on the sofa and I’ll give you a nice cup of tea and a ginger biscuit before
you go to bed.»

«You really shouldn’t bother,» Billy said. «I didn’t mean you to do any-
thing like that.» He stood by the piano, watching her as she fussed about with the
cups and saucers. He noticed that she had small, white, quickly moving hands,
and red finger-nails.

«I’m almost positive it was in the newspapers I saw them,» Billy said. «I’ll
think of it in a second. I'm sure I will.» There is nothing more tantalizing than a
thing like this which lingers just outside the borders of one’s memory. He hated
to give up.

«Now wait a minute,» he said. «Wait just a minute. Muiholland...Christo-
pher Muiholland...wasn’t that the name of the Eton schoolboy who was on a walk-
ing-tour through the West Country, and then all of a sudden...» «Milk?» she said.
«And sugar?»

«Yes, please. And then all of a sudden...» «Eton schoolboy?» she said.
«Oh no, my dear, that can’t possibly be right because my Mr Muiholland was
certainly not an Eton schoolboy when he came to me. He was a Cambridge un-
dergraduate. Come over here now and sit next to me and warm yourself in front
of this lovely fire. Come on. Your tea’s all ready for you.» She patted the empty
place beside her on the sofa, and she sat there smiling at Billy and waiting for him
to come over. He crossed the room slowly, and sat down on the edge of the sofa.
She placed his teacup on the table in front of him.

«There we are,» she said. «How nice and cosy this is, isn’t it?» Billy start-
ed sipping his tea. She did the same. For half a minute or so, neither of them
spoke. But Billy knew that she was looking at him. Her body was half-turned
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towards him, and he could feel her eyes resting on his face, watching him over
the rim of her teacup. Now and again, he caught a whiff of a peculiar smell that
seemed to emanate directly from her person. It was not it, the least unpleasant,
and it reminded him well, he wasn’t quite sure what it reminded him of Pickled
walnuts? New leather? Or was it the corridors of a hospital?

«Mr Mulholland was a great one for his tea,» she said at length. «Never
in my life have I seen anyone drink as much tea as dear, sweet Mr Muiholland.»

«I suppose he left fairly recently,» Billy said. He was still puzzling his
head about the two names. He was positive now that he had seen them in the
newspapers in the headlines.

«Left?» she said, arching her brows. «But my dear boy, he never left.
He’s still here. Mr Temple is also here. They’re on the third floor, both of them
together.»

Billy set down his cup slowly on the table, and stared at his landlady. She
smiled back at him, and then she put out one of her white hands and patted him
comfortingly on the knee. «How old are you, my dear?» she asked.

«Seventeen.»

«Seventeen!» she cried. «Oh, it’s the perfect age! Mr Mulholland was also
seventeen. But I think he was a trifle shorter than you are, in fact I'm sure he
was, and his teeth weren’t quite so white. You have the most beautiful teeth, Mr
Weaver, did you know that?»

«They’re not as good as they look,» Billy said. «They’ve got simply mass-
es of fillings in them at the back.»

«Mr Temple, of course, was a little older,» she said, ignoring his remark.
«He was actually twenty-eight. And yet I never would have guessed it if he hadn’t
told me, never in my whole life. There wasn’t a blemish on his body.»

«A what?» Billy said.

«His skin was just like a baby’s.»

There was a pause. Billy picked up his teacup and took another sip of his
tea, then he set it down again gently in its saucer. He waited for her to say some-
thing else, but she seemed to have lapsed into another of her silences. He sat there
staring straight ahead of him into the far corner of the room, biting his lower lip.

«That parrot,» he said at last. «You know something? It had me completely
fooled when I first saw it through the window from the street. I could have sworn
it was alive.»

«Alas, no longer.»

«It’s most terribly clever the way it’s been done,» he said. «It doesn’t look
in the least bit dead. Who did it?»
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«I did.»

«You did?»

«Of course,» she said. «And have you met my little Basil as well?» She
nodded towards the dachshund curled up so comfortably in front of the fire. Billy
looked at it. And suddenly, he realized that this animal had all the time been just
as silent and motionless as the parrot. He put out a hand and touched it gently on
the top of its back. The back was hard and cold, and when he pushed the hair to
one side with his fingers, he could see the skin underneath, greyish-black and dry
and perfectly preserved.

«Good gracious me,» he said. «How absolutely fascinating.» He turned
away from the dog and stared with deep admiration at the little woman beside
him on the sofa. «It must be most awfully difficult to do a thing like that.»

«Not in the least,» she said. «I stuff all my little pets myself when they
pass away. Will you have another cup of tea?»

«No, thank you,» Billy said. The tea tasted faintly of bitter almonds, and
he didn’t much care for it.

«You did sign the book, didn’t you?»

«Oh, yes.»

«That’s good. Because later on, if I happen to forget what you were called,
then I can always come down here and look it up. I still do that almost every day
with Mr Mulholland and Mr--»

«Temple,» Billy said. «Gregory Temple. Excuse my asking, but haven’t
there been any other guests here except them in the last two or three years?»

Holding her teacup high in one hand, inclining her head slightly to the left,
she looked up at him out of the corners of her eyes and gave him another gentle
little smile.

«No, my dear,» she said. «Only you.»
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CJIOBO

TPAHCKPUIILIMA

MEPEBO/]

OJHOKOPEHHLIE
CJIOBA

[loaroroBka K oMMIHaAaM IO aHTITHICKOMY sI3bIKY. Jlomamnee utenue. 8-11 kiacchl

hugod1o]] wordy douA |

75



10

11

12
13
14
15
16
17
18
19
20
21
22
23
24
25
26

OtgeTsl: teader.com/reading

The Landlady
DISCUSSION

What do you think this story is about?

Do you know anything about this topic based on your personal experi-
ence?

Does the story feel real to you?

What is the setting of the story? How does the setting impact the story?
Would you recommend this story to someone?

What do you think is the main idea of this story?

What is the moral lesson in the story?

What does the title tell us about this story? Does the title provide you
with any clues as to what the story might include?

What other title might you choose?
Who are the characters in the story?

In what ways does the main character remind you of someone you have
met or heard about?

How thought-provoking did you find the story?

How would you feel if this happened to you?

What does this text remind you of?

Did the story evoke any emotions or memories?

Did you reread any passages? If so, which ones?

What surprised you most about the plot?

Did you guess the ending? If so, at what point?

Did you agree with the characters' decisions?

What do you think happens to the leads after the ending?
What did you learn from reading this story?

What do you think motivated the author to write this story?
Has this story affected the way you go about your life? If so, in what way?
If you had to trade places with one character, who would it be?
If you could ask the author anything, what would it be?

Did you have a favorite quote from the story?
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What was the most challenging or difficult part of the story for you to
read or understand?
Who was your favorite character and why?
Which character did you dislike or disagree with the most and why?
What was the main conflict or problem in the story?
How did you feel about the ending?
How would you adapt this story into a movie?

What was the most useful or valuable advice or tip that you learned from
this story?

Would you want to read another story by this author?

How did your opinion of the story change as you read it?

Did this story remind you of any other books or films?

If you were making a movie of this story, who would you cast?
What songs does this story make you think of?

Which places in the story would you most like to visit?

What kind of reader would most enjoy this story?

What do you think the author’s purpose was in writing this story?
How original and unique was this story?

Did the story’s pace seem too fast/too slow/just right?

What book would you recommend for someone who loved this story?
Did you wish this story was longer or shorter?

What do you think of the book’s cover? What should be there?

What would you have changed about the plot if you could re-write the
story?

Which character would you most want to have lunch with and why?

Have you ever experienced a challenge like the one described in this
story?

In what ways do you think this story relates to modern society?
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TASKS

Task 1. Complete the gaps in the sentences. Write one word only in each
gap.

Billy Weaver, a young professional, was tasked 1~ working at his
company’s branch in Bath, England. On the train, nearing his destination, Billy
asked the porter where he could lodge 2~ a reasonable price, and the
porter told him about a place called the Bell and Dragon. After the train arrived,
Billy was walking towards the Bell and Dragon when he encountered a bed and
breakfast. Upon investigating, he considered the accommodation to be promis-
ing, so he approached the door.

Immediately after Billy rang the doorbell, the landlady answered the door
and invited Billy 3__ . Billy accepted based on the affordability of the
establishment. After a discussion about the surprising lack of customers and the
landlady’s particularity concerning who stays at her establishment, the landlady
showed Billy 4 his room.

The landlady then asked Billy to sign his name in the guestbook. When
Billy opened the guestbook, he noticed that only two other names were written
5 . He recognized the names, but he struggled to recall where he had
heard them. The landlady distracted Billy6__ giving him some tea. How-

ever, Billy considered the tea’s smell to be peculiar.

As Billy and the landlady sat and sipped their tea, Billy noticed that some
_______ the building were actually taxider-
my. Billy admired the landlady’s taxidermy skills. During a lull in the conversation,
Billy asked if there had been any other tenants since the two in the guestbook, and
8 telling Billy that the two tenants still lived in the building, the landlady
told Billy that he was the only new tenant. The story implies that the landlady may
have killed and preserved the bodies of the previous two tenants, and that she plans

to do the same to Billy.

Task 2. Decide whether the following statements 1-5 are True (A) or
False (B).

List of statements

Christopher Mulholland and Gregory Temple were famous
sportsmen.
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2 The dog and the parrot were stuffed after they died.

Billy Weaver managed to escape from that house.

Billy Weaver discovers that the landlady’s boarding-house is
quite affordable.

5  The landlady insists that Billy should sign the guest book.

Task 3. Write the English equivalents for the following words and ex-
pressions according to the text.

Russian English
1  u3bsH
2 HWCXOAWTH, pa31aBaThCs
3 ymepeThb
4  HenoABUXXHBIA
5 CTYAEHT yHUBEpPCUTETA
6  BOCXUILIEHHE
7  0ecnoKOHTH
8  yBepeHHBII
9  TOKpBIBaJIO
10 cemeHUTH

Make 3 sentences using all the words from the box.

1
2
3
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Task 4. Write the English equivalents for the following words and ex-
pressions according to the text.

Russian English
1 OBITHP 3alONHEHHOH  OTIHMYHOU
MeOeIbIo
2 oOmas yepta
3 scHoe 3Be3/HOE HEOO
4  OTOHITH B CTOPOHY
S JIOJOXKUTH PYKOBOICTBY
6 NMOAHUMATHCA IO CTYIICHbKaM
7  momaxaTrb pyKoH
8  MmoaXBaTHUTH BEIIU
0 9  XomnoaHBI BO3AYX
"g 10 yBugers
[}
-
g Make 3 sentences using all the words from the box.
5
3
a1
-
o |2
Mm
H
©)
3
Task 5. Use the clues below to complete the crossword.
1 under or below Across 1
2 to drink, taking only a very small amount Across 2
at a time
3 having less colour than usual Across 3
4 small, delicate Down 4
5 a small, curved plate Down 5
6 a smell that you notice briefly Down 6
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Grid
58 6
| U | 4D | | H
| 28
3p | F
R
Y

Task 6. Put the letters in order to complete the sentences.

O my mind yesterday that you must be short CSEDROS
of staff.

2 I don't know where I put that article - it must be in the TAYR
bottomofmy

3 Nodoubtyoull wantto and have a rest before  UACKNP
dinner.

4 Weareonthe of a new era. SHHRETOLD

5 Thesoup was thinand TEWARY

6 Its that they didn't tell us they were going PILARECU
away.

Task 7. Match the two parts of these expressions.

1 difficult A | puppy

2 unpleasant B | face

3 famous C | surprise

4 frisky D | building

5 familiar E | choice

Task 8. Paraphrase or explain.

He put out a hand and touched it gently on the top of its back.

Now and again, he caught a whiff of a peculiar smell that seemed to ema-

nate directly from her person.
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She patted the empty place beside her on the sofa, and she sat there smiling
at Billy and waiting for him to come over.

But they were extraordinarily handsome, both of them, I can promise you
that.

He found the guest-book lying open on the piano, so he took out his pen
and wrote down his name and address.

Task 9. Translate the sentences into Russian.

Billy Weaver had travelled down from London on the slow afternoon train,
with a change at Swindon on the way, and by the time he got to Bath it was
about nine o'clock in the evening and the moon was coming up out of a clear
starry sky over the houses opposite the station entrance.

He was wearing a new navy-blue overcoat, a new brown trilby hat, and a
new brown suit, and he was feeling fine.

But now, even in the darkness, he could see that the paint was peeling from the
woodwork on their doors and windows, and that the handsome white facades
were cracked and blotchy from neglect.

On the carpet in front of the fire, a pretty little dachshund was curled up
asleep with its nose tucked into its belly.

Normally you ring the bell and you have at least a half-minute's wait before
the door opens.

Task 10. Answer the following questions in written form (15-20 words

each question).

AW

Why does Billy Weaver walk “briskly” down the street?
Why did Billy not go to the pub?
What are the first signs that the landlady is very odd?

Which aspects of the landlady’s appearance and voice make her seem
trustworthy?

Which makes Billy feel it would be a good place to stay?
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Task 11. Write the texts.

A You are invited to write a personal letter from a character’s point of view.
You will pretend to be the landlady writing to Billy’s parents.

Your letter may explain how you feel about someone in the story or some-
thing that happened in the story. (100-150 words)

B You belong to an English-language reading club and you have agreed
to write a review of the story for the club's magazine. You decide to submit a
review briefly describing the plot and explaining why its themes are relevant
today. (100-150 words)

C Write an alternative ending to the story. You may feel free to tell us
details, thoughts and feelings that we didn't find out from the story. (100-150
words)

D Write a short memoir of the main character's life. Your memoir should
draw on anecdotes from their life selected to show how they progressed from
some unlikely place to where they are now. (100-150 words)

E Write a story for our English-language magazine. Your story must include
this sentence:

The room was wonderfully warm and cosy.

Make sure you that you start the story at a dramatic point, use correct past
tenses to describe events and use some descriptive verbs and adverbs. (150-180
words)

Task 12. Translate the text into English.

3amax MUHZAJIS B Yae HUUEM He yJUBIII €r0 — B 3TOM JIoMe Bce 00J1a1ano
cTpaHHBIM 3amaxoM. Ecnm OBITE TOYHEH, Bce MpOCTO OBLIO CTPaHHBIM.
3HakoMble (GaMWIMKM B JKypHaJle PErHCTpallu, 3JI0Belle MOJOTKHYThIC
MPOCTBIHH, JOMAIIHHE XUBOTHBIE, KOTOPBIE OJENCHENN U 3aMOJIKIH HaBEKU
— Bce Kpu4ajio 06 onmacHoCTH, HO brunn He moBepmil. JKenaHue C3KOHOMUTB,
IOHOILIECKAsi HAUBHOCTb, BEPa B JIIOAIEH MOATONKHYIM €0 Ha)kKaTh Ha JBEPHOI
3BOHOK — M KOT/Ia ZIBEPh OTKPBIIACK, ITyTH BO3BpaTa yxe He Obl10. PasBep3nuch
BpaTa aja, XOTs yJbIOKa XO3SHKM JoMa Obula NPUTOPHOW W ClIAlllaBOM, a
BEUEPHUI 4all mien 3a CYeT 3aBeACHUA. UM 3amiaTWil MOMHYIO LEHY 3a
HOWIET U 3aBTPaK, HO HUKTO HE CKa3aJl EMY, YTO B ’TOM F'OCTEIPUMMHOM MECTE
HUKOTJ]a HE HAKPBIBAIOT CTOJI 110 yTPaM.
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Task 13. Prepare a two-minute presentation about one of the charac-
ters. Don’t forget to describe their appearance and personality using as many
adjectives as possible.

Task 14. Comment on the following proverbs.

Distrust is the mother of safety.

The death of the wolves is the safety of the sheep.

It is better to be safe than sorry.

Task 15. Match the two columns in order to make sentences. Comment
on their meaning.

1 The safest risk is the one A | between your ears.

2 Truth is the only safe ground B | when he is safe.

3 Your safety gears are c |every great and noble enter-

prise.

4 Don’t learn safety rules D | you didn’t take.

5 The coward threatens E | the mother of safety.

6 Early and provident fear is F | than to play it safe.

7 It’s bett;r to explore life and G | with eyes of fear.
make mistakes

3 It is never safe to look into the H | to stand upon.
future

9 The. desire for safety stands I | then death is the punchline.
against

10 If safety is a joke, J | simply by accident.
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UNIT 6

The Lottery

Shirley Jackson

The morning of June 27th was clear and sunny, with the fresh warmth of a
full-summer day; the flowers were blossoming profusely and the grass was richly
green. The people of the village began to gather in the square, between the post
office and the bank, around ten o’clock; in some towns there were so many peo-
ple that the lottery took two days and had to be started on June 26th, but in this
village, where there were only about three hundred people, the whole lottery took
only about two hours, so it could begin at ten o’clock in the morning and still be
through in time to allow the villagers to get home for noon dinner.

The children assembled first, of course. School was recently over for the
summer, and the feeling of liberty sat uneasily on most of them; they tended to
gather together quietly for a while before they broke into boisterous play, and
their talk was still of the classroom and the teacher, of books and reprimands.
Bobby Martin had already stuffed his pockets full of stones, and the other boys
soon followed his example, selecting the smoothest and roundest stones; Bob-
by and Harry Jones and Dickie Delacroix—the villagers pronounced this name
“Dellacroy”—eventually made a great pile of stones in one corner of the square
and guarded it against the raids of the other boys. The girls stood aside, talking
among themselves, looking over their shoulders at the boys, and the very small
children rolled in the dust or clung to the hands of their older brothers or sisters.

Soon the men began to gather, surveying their own children, speaking of
planting and rain, tractors and taxes. They stood together, away from the pile
of stones in the corner, and their jokes were quiet and they smiled rather than
laughed. The women, wearing faded house dresses and sweaters, came shortly
after their menfolk. They greeted one another and exchanged bits of gossip as
they went to join their husbands. Soon the women, standing by their husbands,
began to call to their children, and the children came reluctantly, having to be
called four or five times. Bobby Martin ducked under his mother’s grasping hand
and ran, laughing, back to the pile of stones. His father spoke up sharply, and
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Bobby came quickly and took his place between his father and his oldest brother.

The lottery was conducted—as were the square dances, the teen-age club,
the Halloween program—by Mr. Summers, who had time and energy to devote
to civic activities. He was a round-faced, jovial man and he ran the coal business,
and people were sorry for him, because he had no children and his wife was a
scold. When he arrived in the square, carrying the black wooden box, there was
a murmur of conversation among the villagers, and he waved and called, “Little
late today, folks.” The postmaster, Mr. Graves, followed him, carrying a three-
legged stool, and the stool was put in the center of the square and Mr. Summers
set the black box down on it. The villagers kept their distance, leaving a space
between themselves and the stool, and when Mr. Summers said, “Some of you
fellows want to give me a hand?” there was a hesitation before two men, Mr. Mar-
tin and his oldest son, Baxter, came forward to hold the box steady on the stool
while Mr. Summers stirred up the papers inside it.

The original paraphernalia for the lottery had been lost long ago, and the
black box now resting on the stool had been put into use even before Old Man
Warner, the oldest man in town, was born. Mr. Summers spoke frequently to
the villagers about making a new box, but no one liked to upset even as much
tradition as was represented by the black box. There was a story that the present
box had been made with some pieces of the box that had preceded it, the one that
had been constructed when the first people settled down to make a village here.
Every year, after the lottery, Mr. Summers began talking again about a new box,
but every year the subject was allowed to fade off without anything’s being done.
The black box grew shabbier each year; by now it was no longer completely black
but splintered badly along one side to show the original wood color, and in some
places faded or stained.

Mr. Martin and his oldest son, Baxter, held the black box securely on the
stool until Mr. Summers had stirred the papers thoroughly with his hand. Because
so much of the ritual had been forgotten or discarded, Mr. Summers had been
successful in having slips of paper substituted for the chips of wood that had been
used for generations. Chips of wood, Mr. Summers had argued, had been all very
well when the village was tiny, but now that the population was more than three
hundred and likely to keep on growing, it was necessary to use something that
would fit more easily into the black box. The night before the lottery, Mr. Sum-
mers and Mr. Graves made up the slips of paper and put them into the box, and it
was then taken to the safe of Mr. Summers’ coal company and locked up until Mr.
Summers was ready to take it to the square next morning. The rest of the year, the
box was put away, sometimes one place, sometimes another; it had spent one year
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in Mr. Graves’ barn and another year underfoot in the post office, and sometimes
it was set on a shelf in the Martin grocery and left there.

There was a great deal of fussing to be done before Mr. Summers declared
the lottery open. There were the lists to make up—of heads of families, heads of
households in each family, members of each household in each family. There was
the proper swearing-in of Mr. Summers by the postmaster, as the official of the
lottery; at one time, some people remembered, there had been a recital of some
sort, performed by the official of the lottery, a perfunctory, tuneless chant that
had been rattled off duly each year; some people believed that the official of the
lottery used to stand just so when he said or sang it, others believed that he was
supposed to walk among the people, but years and years ago this part of the ritual
had been allowed to lapse. There had been, also, a ritual salute, which the official
of the lottery had had to use in addressing each person who came up to draw from
the box, but this also had changed with time, until now it was felt necessary only
for the official to speak to each person approaching. Mr. Summers was very good
at all this; in his clean white shirt and blue jeans, with one hand resting carelessly
on the black box, he seemed very proper and important as he talked interminably
to Mr. Graves and the Martins.

Just as Mr. Summers finally left off talking and turned to the assembled
villagers, Mrs. Hutchinson came hurriedly along the path to the square, her
sweater thrown over her shoulders, and slid into place in the back of the crowd.
“Clean forgot what day it was,” she said to Mrs. Delacroix, who stood next to her,
and they both laughed softly. “Thought my old man was out back stacking wood,”
Mrs. Hutchinson went on, “and then I looked out the window and the kids was
gone, and then [ remembered it was the twenty-seventh and came a-running.” She
dried her hands on her apron, and Mrs. Delacroix said, “You’re in time, though.
They’re still talking away up there.”

Mrs. Hutchinson craned her neck to see through the crowd and found her
husband and children standing near the front. She tapped Mrs. Delacroix on the
arm as a farewell and began to make her way through the crowd. The people sep-
arated good-humoredly to let her through; two or three people said, in voices just
loud enough to be heard across the crowd, “Here comes your Mrs., Hutchinson,”
and “Bill, she made it after all.” Mrs. Hutchinson reached her husband, and Mr.
Summers, who had been waiting, said cheerfully, “Thought we were going to
have to get on without you, Tessie.” Mrs. Hutchinson said, grinning, “Wouldn’t
have me leave m’dishes in the sink, now, would you, Joe?” and soft laughter ran
through the crowd as the people stirred back into position after Mrs. Hutchinson’s
arrival.
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“Well, now,” Mr. Summers said soberly, “guess we better get started, get
this over with, so’s we can go back to work. Anybody ain’t here?”

“Dunbar,” several people said. “Dunbar, Dunbar.”

Mr. Summers consulted his list. “Clyde Dunbar,” he said. “That’s right.
He’s broke his leg, hasn’t he? Who’s drawing for him?”

“Me, I guess,” a woman said, and Mr. Summers turned to look at her.
“Wife draws for her husband,” Mr. Summers said. “Don’t you have a grown boy
to do it for you, Janey?” Although Mr. Summers and everyone else in the village
knew the answer perfectly well, it was the business of the official of the lottery
to ask such questions formally. Mr. Summers waited with an expression of polite
interest while Mrs. Dunbar answered.

“Horace’s not but sixteen yet,” Mrs. Dunbar said regretfully. “Guess I got-
ta fill in for the old man this year.”

“Right,” Mr. Summers said. He made a note on the list he was holding.
Then he asked, “Watson boy drawing this year?”

A tall boy in the crowd raised his hand. “Here,” he said. “I'm drawing for
m’mother and me.” He blinked his eyes nervously and ducked his head as several
voices in the crowd said things like “Good fellow, Jack,” and “Glad to see your
mother’s got a man to do it.”

“Well,” Mr. Summers said, “guess that’s everyone. Old Man Warner make
it?”

“Here,” a voice said, and Mr. Summers nodded.

A sudden hush fell on the crowd as Mr. Summers cleared his throat and
looked at the list. “All ready?” he called. “Now, I’ll read the names—heads of
families first—and the men come up and take a paper out of the box. Keep the
paper folded in your hand without looking at it until everyone has had a turn.
Everything clear?”

The people had done it so many times that they only half listened to the
directions; most of them were quiet, wetting their lips, not looking around. Then
Mr. Summers raised one hand high and said, “Adams.” A man disengaged him-
self from the crowd and came forward. “Hi, Steve,” Mr. Summers said, and Mr.
Adams said, “Hi, Joe.” They grinned at one another humorlessly and nervously.
Then Mr. Adams reached into the black box and took out a folded paper. He held
it firmly by one corner as he turned and went hastily back to his place in the
crowd, where he stood a little apart from his family, not looking down at his hand.

“Allen,” Mr. Summers said. “Anderson. . . . Bentham.”

“Seems like there’s no time at all between lotteries any more,” Mrs. Dela-
croix said to Mrs. Graves in the back row. “Seems like we got through with the
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last one only last week.”

“Time sure goes fast,” Mrs. Graves said.

“Clark. . . . Delacroix.”

“There goes my old man,” Mrs. Delacroix said. She held her breath while
her husband went forward.

“Dunbar,” Mr. Summers said, and Mrs. Dunbar went steadily to the box
while one of the women said, “Go on, Janey,” and another said, “There she goes.”

“We’re next,” Mrs. Graves said. She watched while Mr. Graves came
around from the side of the box, greeted Mr. Summers gravely, and selected a
slip of paper from the box. By now, all through the crowd there were men holding
the small folded papers in their large hands, turning them over and over nervous-
ly. Mrs. Dunbar and her two sons stood together, Mrs. Dunbar holding the slip
of paper.

“Harburt. . . . Hutchinson.”

“Getup there, Bill,” Mrs. Hutchinson said, and the people near her laughed.

“Jones.”

“They do say,” Mr. Adams said to Old Man Warner, who stood next to
him, “that over in the north village they’re talking of giving up the lottery.”

Old Man Warner snorted. “Pack of crazy fools,” he said. “Listening to the
young folks, nothing’s good enough for them. Next thing you know, they’ll be
wanting to go back to living in caves, nobody work any more, live that way for a
while. Used to be a saying about ‘Lottery in June, corn be heavy soon.” First thing
you know, we’d all be eating stewed chickweed and acorns. There’s always been
a lottery,” he added petulantly. “Bad enough to see young Joe Summers up there
joking with everybody.”

“Some places have already quit lotteries,” Mrs. Adams said.

“Nothing but trouble in that,” Old Man Warner said stoutly. “Pack of
young fools.”

“Martin.” And Bobby Martin watched his father go forward. “Overdyke.
... Percy”

“I wish they’d hurry,” Mrs. Dunbar said to her older son. “I wish they’d
hurry.”

“They’re almost through,” her son said.

“You get ready to run tell Dad,” Mrs. Dunbar said.

Mr. Summers called his own name and then stepped forward precisely and
selected a slip from the box. Then he called, “Warner.”

“Seventy-seventh year I been in the lottery,” Old Man Warner said as he
went through the crowd. “Seventy-seventh time.”
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“Watson.” The tall boy came awkwardly through the crowd. Someone
said, “Don’t be nervous, Jack,” and Mr. Summers said, “Take your time, son.”

“Zanini.”

After that, there was a long pause, a breathless pause, until Mr. Summers,
holding his slip of paper in the air, said, “All right, fellows.” For a minute, no one
moved, and then all the slips of paper were opened. Suddenly, all the women began
to speak at once, saying, “Who is it?,” “Who’s got it?,” “Is it the Dunbars?,” “Is
it the Watsons?” Then the voices began to say, “It’s Hutchinson. It’s Bill,” “Bill
Hutchinson’s got it.”

“Go tell your father,” Mrs. Dunbar said to her older son.

People began to look around to see the Hutchinsons. Bill Hutchinson was
standing quiet, staring down at the paper in his hand. Suddenly, Tessie Hutchin-
son shouted to Mr. Summers, “You didn’t give him time enough to take any paper
he wanted. I saw you. It wasn’t fair!”

“Be a good sport, Tessie,” Mrs. Delacroix called, and Mrs. Graves said,
“All of us took the same chance.”

“Shut up, Tessie,” Bill Hutchinson said.

“Well, everyone,” Mr. Summers said, “that was done pretty fast, and now
we’ve got to be hurrying a little more to get done in time.” He consulted his
next list. “Bill,” he said, “you draw for the Hutchinson family. You got any other
households in the Hutchinsons?”

“There’s Don and Eva,” Mrs. Hutchinson yelled. “Make them take their
chance!”

“Daughters draw with their husbands’ families, Tessie,” Mr. Summers said
gently. ““You know that as well as anyone else.”

“It wasn’t fair,” Tessie said.

“I guess not, Joe,” Bill Hutchinson said regretfully. “My daughter draws
with her husband’s family, that’s only fair. And I’ve got no other family except
the kids.”

“Then, as far as drawing for families is concerned, it’s you,” Mr. Summers
said in explanation, “and as far as drawing for households is concerned, that’s
you, too. Right?”

“Right,” Bill Hutchinson said.

“How many kids, Bill?” Mr. Summers asked formally.

“Three,” Bill Hutchinson said. “There’s Bill, Jr., and Nancy, and little
Dave. And Tessie and me.”

“All right, then,” Mr. Summers said. “Harry, you got their tickets back?”

Mr. Graves nodded and held up the slips of paper. “Put them in the box,
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then,” Mr. Summers directed. “Take Bill’s and put it in.”

“I think we ought to start over,” Mrs. Hutchinson said, as quietly as she
could. “I tell you it wasn’t fair. You didn’t give him time enough to choose. Ev-
erybody saw that.”

Mr. Graves had selected the five slips and put them in the box, and he
dropped all the papers but those onto the ground, where the breeze caught them
and lifted them off.

“Listen, everybody,” Mrs. Hutchinson was saying to the people around her.

“Ready, Bill?”” Mr. Summers asked, and Bill Hutchinson, with one quick
glance around at his wife and children, nodded.

“Remember,” Mr. Summers said, “take the slips and keep them folded un-
til each person has taken one. Harry, you help little Dave.” Mr. Graves took the
hand of the little boy, who came willingly with him up to the box. “Take a paper
out of the box, Davy,” Mr. Summers said. Davy put his hand into the box and
laughed. “Take just one paper,” Mr. Summers said. “Harry, you hold it for him.”
Mr. Graves took the child’s hand and removed the folded paper from the tight fist
and held it while little Dave stood next to him and looked up at him wonderingly.

“Nancy next,” Mr. Summers said. Nancy was twelve, and her school
friends breathed heavily as she went forward, switching her skirt, and took a slip
daintily from the box. “Bill, Jr.,” Mr. Summers said, and Billy, his face red and
his feet overlarge, nearly knocked the box over as he got a paper out. “Tessie,” Mr.
Summers said. She hesitated for a minute, looking around defiantly, and then set
her lips and went up to the box. She snatched a paper out and held it behind her.

“Bill,” Mr. Summers said, and Bill Hutchinson reached into the box and
felt around, bringing his hand out at last with the slip of paper in it.

The crowd was quiet. A girl whispered, “I hope it’s not Nancy,” and the
sound of the whisper reached the edges of the crowd.

“It’s not the way it used to be,” Old Man Warner said clearly. “People ain’t
the way they used to be.”

“All right,” Mr. Summers said. “Open the papers. Harry, you open little
Dave’s.”

Mr. Graves opened the slip of paper and there was a general sigh through
the crowd as he held it up and everyone could see that it was blank. Nancy and
Bill, Jr., opened theirs at the same time, and both beamed and laughed, turning
around to the crowd and holding their slips of paper above their heads.

“Tessie,” Mr. Summers said. There was a pause, and then Mr. Summers
looked at Bill Hutchinson, and Bill unfolded his paper and showed it. It was
blank.
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“It’s Tessie,” Mr. Summers said, and his voice was hushed. “Show us her
paper, Bill.”

Bill Hutchinson went over to his wife and forced the slip of paper out of her
hand. It had a black spot on it, the black spot Mr. Summers had made the night
before with the heavy pencil in the coal-company office. Bill Hutchinson held it
up, and there was a stir in the crowd.

“All right, folks,” Mr. Summers said. “Let’s finish quickly.”

Although the villagers had forgotten the ritual and lost the original black
box, they still remembered to use stones. The pile of stones the boys had made
earlier was ready; there were stones on the ground with the blowing scraps of paper
that had come out of the box. Mrs. Delacroix selected a stone so large she had to
pick it up with both hands and turned to Mrs. Dunbar. “Come on,” she said. “Hurry

2

up.

Mrs. Dunbar had small stones in both hands, and she said, gasping for
breath. “I can’t run at all. You’ll have to go ahead and I’ll catch up with you.”

The children had stones already, and someone gave little Davy Hutchinson
a few pebbles.

Tessie Hutchinson was in the center of a cleared space by now, and she
held her hands out desperately as the villagers moved in on her. “It isn’t fair,” she
said. A stone hit her on the side of the head.

Old Man Warner was saying, “Come on, come on, everyone.” Steve Ad-
ams was in the front of the crowd of villagers, with Mrs. Graves beside him.

“It isn’t fair, it isn’t right,” Mrs. Hutchinson screamed, and then they were
upon her.

TloaroroBka K oJIMMIIHAaM I10 aHl"J'II/II‘/'ICKOMy SA3BIKY. HOMaH_IHCC yreHue. 8-11 Kaacchl



The Lottery

CJIOBO

TPAHCKPHUITLUA

IMEPEBO/]

OJHOKOPEHHBIE
CJIOBA
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DISCUSSION

What do you think this story is about?

Do you know anything about this topic based on your personal experi-
ence?

Does the story feel real to you?

What is the setting of the story? How does the setting impact the story?
Would you recommend this story to someone?

What do you think is the main idea of this story?

What is the moral lesson in the story?

What does the title tell us about this story? Does the title provide you
with any clues as to what the story might include?

What other title might you choose?
Who are the characters in the story?

In what ways does the main character remind you of someone you have
met or heard about?

How thought-provoking did you find the story?

How would you feel if this happened to you?

What does this text remind you of?

Did the story evoke any emotions or memories?

Did you reread any passages? If so, which ones?

What surprised you most about the plot?

Did you guess the ending? If so, at what point?

Did you agree with the characters' decisions?

What do you think happens to the leads after the ending?
What did you learn from reading this story?

What do you think motivated the author to write this story?

Has this story affected the way you go about your life? If so, in what
way?

If you had to trade places with one character, who would it be?

If you could ask the author anything, what would it be?
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Did you have a favorite quote from the story?

What was the most challenging or difficult part of the story for you to
read or understand?

Who was your favorite character and why?

Which character did you dislike or disagree with the most and why?
What was the main conflict or problem in the story?

How did you feel about the ending?

How would you adapt this story into a movie?

What was the most useful or valuable advice or tip that you learned from
this story?

Would you want to read another story by this author?

How did your opinion of the story change as you read it?

Did this story remind you of any other books or films?

If you were making a movie of this story, who would you cast?
What songs does this story make you think of?

Which places in the story would you most like to visit?

What kind of reader would most enjoy this story?

What do you think the author’s purpose was in writing this story?
How original and unique was this story?

Did the story’s pace seem too fast/too slow/just right?

What book would you recommend for someone who loved this story?
Did you wish this story was longer or shorter?

What do you think of the book’s cover? What should be there?

What would you have changed about the plot if you could re-write the
story?

Which character would you most want to have lunch with and why?

Have you ever experienced a challenge like the one described in this
story?

In what ways do you think this story relates to modern society?
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TASKS

Task 1. Complete the sentences by changing the form of the word in
capitals.

The story achieves its terrifying effect 1.~ (PRIMARY) through
Jackson’s skillful use of contrasts, through which she keeps the reader’s expec-
tations at odds with the 2 (ACT) of the story. The 3~ (PIC-
TURE) setting contrasts sharply with the horrific violence of the conclusion. The
story takes place on a beautiful summer day with flowers “blossoming profusely”
and the grass “richly green.” When the boys begin gathering stones, it seems like
typical, 4__ (PLAY) behavior, and readers might imagine that everyone
has gathered for something 5~ (PLEASE) like a picnic or a parade. Just
as fine weather and family gatherings might lead us to expect something positive,
so, too, does the word “lottery,” which usually implies something good for the
6 (WIN). Learning what they really get is all the more horrifying be-
cause we have expected the opposite. Like the peaceful setting, the villagers’ ca-
sual attitude as they make small talk— some even cracking jokes—7
(LIE) the violence to come. The narrator’s perspective seems completely aligned
with the villagers’, so events are narrated in the same matter-of-fact, everyday
manner that the villagers use. Readers may find that the 8 (ADD) of
murder makes the lottery quite different from a square dance, but the villagers
and the narrator evidently do not.

Task 2. Decide whether the following statements 1-5 are True (A) or
False (B).

List of statements

Approximately four hundred people live in the village.

The postmaster is the man who conducts the lottery.

The villagers remember very few details about this tradition.

Mrs. Dunbar is the only woman to draw in the lottery.

wn AW N =

Tessie Hutchinson does not question the lottery itself.
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Task 3. Write the English equivalents for the following words and ex-
pressions according to the text.

Russian English

1 oOwuibHO, WEnpo

2 cobupatscs

3 cBoboxa

4  ocMaTpuBaTh, CIIPAIINBATh

5 cnneTtHs

6  HEOXOTHO, 0e3 JkeJaHus

7  pe3Ko, OTPBIBHCTO

8 menecTeTh, mIENTaTh, OOPMOTATH

9 nmpenmmecTBOBaTh

10 mepememuBaTh

Make 3 sentences using ALL the words from the box. o

=
)

I >
5

2 :

X X
2
E

Task 4. Write the English equivalents for the following words and ex- 5

pressions according to the text.

Russian English
coOupaThcs Ha TUIOMATH

3aHHMaTh HECKOJILKO YacOB

HaOWBaTh KapMaHEI

OXPaHATh OT HAOEroB

KaTaThCS B MBLIN

00OMEHHBATHCS CIJICTHIMU

Ky4a KaMHeH

eJIECT, I'yJI TOJIOCOB

O 0 9 O i A W N —

CTOATH IMOOAaJIb

—_
(=)

3aMOJIKaThb, 3aTUXATh
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Make 3 sentences using ALL the words from the box.

1
2
3
Task 5. Use the clues below to complete the crossword.
a fixed set of actions and words Across 1
2 in a way that proudly refuses to obey authority Across 2
3 a square or rectangular container with stiff Across 3
sides
4 to choose a number, card, etc. from several Down 4
numbers, cards, etc. without first seeing it
e 5 a game of chance, often organized by the gov- Down 5
'—g ernment
£ 6 done publicly or officially Down 6
=
3 Grid
5
2
S 4D 6
o R | | | SL 3 |o
)
Mm
H
o
w M
E | | | N | Y
Y
Task 6. Put the letters in order to complete the sentences.
She below the surface of the rippling water. DUEDCK
2 Ifyou want to order a book fill out the green . IPSL
3 Through the sleepless nights the mosquitoes droned their ANCHT
angry
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4 A band were playing in thetown QARESU
5 On___ at the police station, they were taken to an RALAIVR
interview room.
6 Soon the road began to fall gently but into the SDILYTEA
dusk.
Task 7. Match the two parts of these expressions.
1 boisterous A | laughter
2 stepping B | game
3 wooden C | shirt
4 long-sleeved D | stone
5 raucous E | box
Task 8. Paraphrase or explain.
1 Mrs. Hutchinson craned her neck to see through the crowd and found her
husband and children standing near the front.
) A sudden hush fell on the crowd as Mr. Summers cleared his throat and
looked at the list.
3 A man disengaged himself from the crowd and came forward.
4  For a minute, no one moved, and then all the slips of paper were opened.
5 “It isn’t fair, it isn’t right,” Mrs. Hutchinson screamed, and then they were
upon her.
Task 9. Translate the sentences into Russian.
There was a story that the present box had been made with some pieces of
1 the box that had preceded it, the one that had been constructed when the
first people settled down to make a village here.
) After that, there was a long pause, a breathless pause, until Mr. Summers,
holding his slip of paper in the air, said, “All right, fellows.”
3 A girl whispered, “I hope it’s not Nancy,” and the sound of the whisper
reached the edges of the crowd.
4 Although the villagers had forgotten the ritual and lost the original black
box, they still remembered to use stones.
5 Tessie Hutchinson was in the center of a cleared space by now, and she held

her hands out desperately as the villagers moved in on her.
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Task 10. Answer the following questions in written form (15-20 words
each question).

1 How do the people in the village feel about the lottery?

2 At what point do readers probably realize the purpose of the lottery?

3 What do you think the black box symbolizes?

4 What evidence is there that the lottery has been going on for a long time?

Why hasn't this village given up the practice of lottery while some of the

> other ones have?

Task 11. Write the texts.

A You are invited to write a personal letter from a character’s point of
view.

You will pretend to be Bill Hutchinson writing to Mr. Summers.

Your letter may explain how you feel about someone in the story or some-
thing that happened in the story. (100-150 words)

B You belong to an English-language reading club and you have agreed
to write a review of the story for the club's magazine. You decide to submit a
review briefly describing the plot and explaining why its themes are relevant
today. (100-150 words)

C Write an alternative ending to the story. You may feel free to tell us
details, thoughts and feelings that we didn’t find out from the story. (100-150
words)

D Write a short memoir of the main character's life. Your memoir should
draw on anecdotes from their life selected to show how they progressed from
some unlikely place to where they are now. (100-150 words)

E Write a story for our English-language magazine. Your story must include
this sentence:

The children assembled first, of course.

Make sure you that you start the story at a dramatic point, use correct past
tenses to describe events and use some descriptive verbs and adverbs. (150-180
words)
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Task 12. Translate the text into English.

Korna s yBuaen nepBsiil KaMeHb, S OIETIeHel, CepALIe ePecTaao OUTHCS.
Wx 0b110 OecunciieHHOE KOTMYECTBO, i OHU MPOIOJIKAIIH JIETETh B €€ CTOPOHY.
S ayBcTBOBAN ATy 0OJB B KaXKI0H KJIETOYKE CBOETO Tella, MHE XOTEJIOCh BBHITh
BOJIKOM Ha JIyHY, Kpu4aTb, pBaTh U METaTh — HO 51 Moyya. Tpaguuus. Huuto
HE MOXET IOOEIUTH CHITY TOJIIBL, €€ SPOCTHYIO aTaKy, HEOOBSICHUMYIO SIPOCTh.
CekyHIy Ha3aJ KaXIbIH W3 HUX OaJlaHCHPOBAJ HA TPAaHHU JKU3HHU W CMEPTH,
HO OHHU BBICKOYMIJIM CYXHUMHU U3 BOAbI — U KaXXJbIM 6pOCKOM MCTAT €i1 3a TO,
YTO MOTJIH OBITh Ha ee MecTe. Toima OecHyeTCs, U HEHaBHCTb UyBCTBYETCS
B KaXJIOM OTOJIECKe KOCTpa, KOTOPBIM yke morac B Hammx cepamax. Crpax,
aroHusi, KpoBb Kaxelil rog. Korga-to mpuaet u Moi uepen MoXepTBOBATH
€000t BO UMst 6e3yMusl.

Task 13. Prepare a two-minute presentation about one of the charac-
ters. Don’t forget to describe their appearance and personality using as many
adjectives as possible.

Task 14. Comment on the following quotations.

Customs are stronger than laws.
Tradition is a prison with majority opinion the modern jailer.
Custom is the plague of wise men and the idol of fools.

hugod1o]] wordy douA |

Task 15. Match the two columns in order to make sentences. Comment
on their meaning.

1 Jl.ls.t because something is tra- A | but the preservation of fire.
ditional

) Tradition is not the worship of B | illusion of permanance.
ashes,
The less there is to justify a tra- and the modernity of today will

3 .\ C o
ditional custom, be tradition tomorrow.

4 Tradition is the living faith D | isno reason to do it.

5 Tradition is the E | to make even a little tradition.
The modernity of yesterday is

6 the tradition of today, F | of the dead.
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It takes an endless amount of
7 . G | ancestral peer pressure.
history
8 Tradition is nothing but H | romance is always young.
When a tradition gathers
9 enough strength to go on for| I |the harder itis to getrid of it.
centuries,
.. 't j it off
10 | Tradition wears a snowy beard, | J zz; don't just turn it off one
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Then Later, His Ghost
UNIT 7

Then Later, His Ghost

Sarah Hall

The wind was coming from the east when he woke. The windows on that
side of the house boxed and clattered in their frames, even behind the storm-
boards, and the corrugated metal sheet over the coop in the garden was creaking
and hawing, as though it might rip out of its rivets and fly off. The wind bellowed.
All the structures it hit or ran through sang and moaned. December 23rd. The
morning was dark, or it was still night. He lay unmoving beneath the blankets,
feet cold in his boots, his chest sore from breathing unheated air. The fire had
gone out; the wood had burned too high with the pull up the chimney, or the
flames had been extinguished by gusts. It was hard keeping it in overnight. Coal
was much better; it burned hotter and longer, but it was hard to find and too heavy
to carry.

He pulled the blankets over his face. Get up, he thought. If he didn’t get up
it would be the beginning of the end. People who stayed inside got into trouble.
No one was going to help them. Part of him understood — who wanted to die
outside, tossed about like a piece of litter, stripped of clothing by the hands of the
wind, then lodged somewhere, dirt blowing dunes over your corpse? Crawling
into a calm little shelter was preferable.

Something hard clattered along the roof, scuttling over the slates, and was
borne away. There was a great ooming sound above, almost oceanic, the top of
the sky heaving and breaking. Whatever had been kept in check by the old Gulf
Stream was now able to push back, unfurl and lash around. A bully of a wind. No
wonder people had once created aerial gods, fiends of the air or the mountaintops.
Even he took it personally, sometimes — yelling uselessly at the force, his voice
tiny and whipped away. Not often though, it didn’t really help. When it came from
the east a lot of the remaining house roofs went, and whole walls could topple —
another reason not to stay inside too much. You had to be alert to the collapses.
He turned on his side and shivered as the cold crept down his neck. The sofa he
was lying on felt damp. The cushion he was using as a pillow smelled of wet mor-
tar. He didn’t usually sleep in this room, but Helene was now in his.
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Another sizeable object crashed past the house, splintering against the ga-
ble and flying off in separate pieces. He’d heard the wind shifting and strength-
ening during the night, though he was used to sleeping with the sound percussing
his dreams. He couldn’t remember the last still day, the trees standing upright
and placid, the air itself seeming to vanish, to not exist. Stillness seemed like a
childhood myth, like the glory of August hay-timing, or Father Christmas. Last
night he’d slept restlessly; his dreams were turbulent — wars, animals stampeding,
Helene being swept away. After a night like that it was hard to get up. Other days
he almost liked the climate. He liked being one of the only ones left in the town,
the impetus; he liked letting go of the ropes strung between buildings and jump-
ing so his coat could sail him several feet forward, flying like a spectre.

Get up, he thought. And then, because it was proving difficult, he thought,
Buffalo. He pictured the buffalo. It was enormous and black-brown. It had a giant
head and the shoulders of a weightlifter, a tapered back end, small, upturned
horns. It looked permanently, structurally braced. He sat up, moved the blankets
away, and then stood. He found the torch next to the sofa and switched it on.
The cold made him feel older and stiffer. He moved around and lifted his legs
gymnastically to get his blood moving. He did some lunges. There was a porta-
ble gas stove in the corner of the room and he set the torch next to it, ignited the
ring, boiled water and made tea. He drank the tea black. There were no smuts
in the grate. Perhaps he’d leave the fire a day to save fuel — the temperature was
about four or five degrees, he guessed, manageable. So long as Helene was warm
enough.

He took the torch and moved through the building, to the room where
she slept. It was warm. She slept with the little tilly lamp on. She didn’t like the
dark. Her fire was still glowing orange. She was sound asleep. She was lying
on her side and her belly mound was vast under her jumper. He picked up the
cast-off blanket from the floor and draped it back over her. She didn’t move. She
seemed peaceful, though her eyes were moving rapidly behind her eyelids. The
wind was quieter this side of the house, the leeside. It whistled and whined as it
slipstreamed away. Little skitters of soot came down the chimney and sparks rose
from the cradle. He looked at Helene sleeping. Her hair was cut quite short, like
his, but hers curled and was black. When they were open her eyes were extremely
pretty, gold-coloured, gold to green. He imagined climbing on to the bed next to
her and putting his arm over her shoulder. Sometimes when he was checking on
her she woke up and looked at him. Mostly she knew he was just checking, bring-
ing her tea, or some food, or more wood for the fire. But sometimes she looked
afraid. He knew she worried about the baby coming; that frightened him too. He
was practical, and he’d found a medical book, but still. Helene was very quiet
mostly. She’d done well, he thought, lasting it out, but she didn’t seem to think
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so. He thought probably she hadn’t developed any methods to help, like picturing
the buffalo, and he worried about her. She was probably thirty, or thirty-five.
She’d been an English teacher, though not his; she liked sardines in tomato sauce,
which was good because he had lots of tins. She was very polite and always
thanked him for the food. That’s all right, he’d say, and sometimes he’d almost
add, Miss. She never said anything about what had happened to her, or the baby,
but he could guess. No one would choose that now. He had found her in the Cath-
olic cathedral, what was left of it. There were two dead bodies nearby, both men;
they looked freshly dead when he uncovered their faces. She was looking up at
the circular hole where the rose window had been. She wasn’t praying or crying.
He left some tea for her in a metal cup with a lid, and some sardines, and
went back to his room. He did a stock check. He did this every day, unnecessarily,
but it made him feel calmer. Calor gas bottles, food, clothes, batteries, duct tape,
painkillers, knives, rope. The cans were piled in such a way that he could count
them by tens. This house still had water, a slow trickling stream that was often
tinted and tasted earthy. He still hadn’t worked out if it had its own well. But it
made life easier — he didn’t have to rig up a rainwater funnel. He’d been collecting
packets of baby formula too, but when he’d showed Helene she’d just looked sad.
There was a box with more delicate things inside, frivolous things, he
sometimes thought, other times, precious. Photographs — of his mother, and his
little brother in school football strip — his passport, though it was useless now, and
the pages he’d been collecting for Helene. She loved reading, and he didn’t have
much to read in the house. He’d been hunting for the play for a month or two and
it was a very difficult task. So many books had been destroyed. Once the build-
ings were breeched nothing paper lasted; it warped and rotted, the ink smudged.
Sometimes just a paragraph, or a line, was all he could hope for. So dear the love
my people bore me, nor set a mark so bloody on the business: but with fairer co-
lours painted their foul ends. In few, they hurried us aboard a bark, bore us some
leagues to sea, where they’d prepared a rotten carcass of a boat, not rigg’d . . .

skkeok

The town’s library had been demolished in the first big storms. No won-
der: it had been built in the Sixties, part of the civic centre. The older the build-
ing, the longer it lasted, generally: people had gotten very bad at construction,
he thought, or lazy. He was good at salvaging. He was good at it because he was
good at moving around outside. He wasn’t timid, but he never took anything for
granted. He wore the rucksack strapped tight to his body, like a packed parachute,
taped up his arms and legs, tested the ropes, and always looked in every direction
for airborne debris. He never assumed it was safe.

He took a tin of sockeye salmon out of the stack, opened it and ate it cold.
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Ulcers starred his tongue. He probably needed some fruit, but he’d rather give
the fruit to Helene. He was hungry and he ate too fast. In winter having two
meals was important — breakfast and dinner — even if they were small. This was
the fourth winter. Last Christmas he hadn’t really celebrated because he was by
himself, but having Helene made things nicer. He scraped the last flakes out of
the tin with his nail and ate them. He drank the oil, which made him gag. He
saved the tin — while they were still greasy they were good for making flour and
water dumplings over the fire, though the dumplings tasted fishy. As well as the
surprise gift, he’d been planning their Christmas meal. He’d had a tin of smoked
pheasant paté for two years, too much of a boon to eat by himself. There was a
jar of redcurrant. A jar of boiled potatoes. And a tin of actual Christmas pudding.
They would have it all warmed. Two courses. He even had a miniature whisky
with which to set fire to the pudding.

He went to the back of the house, peered through a gap in the stormboards
and watched the dawn struggling to arrive. Daylight usually meant the wind
eased slightly, but not today. The light was pulsing, murky yellow aurorae. There
were the usual items speeding past on the current — rags, bits of tree, transmuted
unknowable things. Sometimes he was amazed there were enough objects left
to loosen and scatter about. Sometimes he wondered whether these were just the
same million shoes and bottles and cartons in flight, circling the globe endlessly,
like tides of scrap. The clouds passed fat and fast overhead, and were sucked into
a vortex on the horizon, disappearing into nothing. There was sleetish rain, trav-
elling horizontally, almost too quickly to see. It was a bad idea to go out today
— too big a wind. His rule was nothing more than a ninety, or what he gauged to
be a ninety. But he wanted to find the last few pages.

He went back to his room and got ready. He put on hefty waterproof trou-
sers and jacket. He cleaned and put on the goggles. He pulled the hood of the
jacket up, yanked the toggles and tied them tightly. He taped the neck. He taped
his cuffs and his ankles, his knees and his elbows. He put on gloves but left them
untaped so he could take them off if he found any more books; he would need
his fingers to be nimble, to flick through and tear out. It might mean he would
lose one glove, or both, but he’d risk it. When he was done he felt almost airtight,
like some kind of diver, a storm-diver, he thought. But it was better not to get too
heroic. For a while he’d worn a helmet, but it had made him feel too bulky, too
heavy, not adapted. He weighted the rucksack down with the red stone — he didn’t
like to think of it as his lucky stone, because he wasn’t superstitious, but secretly
he did think it was lucky. It was egg-shaped, banded with pink and white — some
kind of polished gneiss. It had been in the geology lab at school and he’d later
found it, looking through the wreckage. It sat in the bottom of the rucksack like
a ballast, leaving enough room for anything that he discovered on his excursions
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and wanted to bring back. He had plastic wrapping for anything delicate. He was
good at discerning what was useful and what was not; he hadn’t brought back
many useless things, though the temptation was to save beautiful items, or mon-
ey. His mother had always joked his birthdays were easy — as a kid he didn’t need
many toys, field comforts, or gadgets. His mother had died in the flu pandemic.
So had his little brother.

There were two doors to the house — one on the north side and one on the
west. He stood by the west door and thought, Buffalo. He opened the door and felt
the draw of air, then opened it wider and moved into the alcove behind the storm
door. The storm door opened inwards and could be locked either side. He moved
the bolt, forced himself out into the buffeting air, planted his feet and fastened it
behind him. Either side of the house, the wind tore past, conveying junk, going
about its demolition. Behind him, the house felt solid. It’d been a good choice — a
squat, single-storey longbarn on the low-lying outskirts of town, with shutters and
big outer doors. He’d modified it a bit, nailing, building break-walls. The coop in
the garden was more hopeful than practical. This was his fifth house. The first
— his mother’s, a white Thirties semi — had gone down as easily as straw, along
with the rest of the row. The brick terraces had proved more durable, he’d lived
in two, but they were high-ceilinged; once the big windows and roofs gave out
they were easy for the wind to dismantle. Before the barn he’d been sharing with
a man called Craig in a rank bunker near the market, a sort of utility storage. It
was a horrible, rat-like existence — dark, desperate, scavenging. Craig was much
older than him, but wasn’t clever or good at planning. Things had turned bad. He
got out as soon as he could and wasn’t sorry. A lighthouse would have been best,
round, aerodynamic, deep-sunk into rock, made to withstand batterings. But the
coast was impossible — the surges were terrifying. Before everything had gone
down he’d seen news footage; he couldn’t quite believe the towering swells. He
had nightmares about those waves reaching inland.

He inched along the barn wall, towards the open. He’d planned a route
through town. He would keep to the west side of streets wherever he could, for
protection, but that meant being in the path of anything collapsing. In the past
he’d outrun avalanching walls, he’d been picked up and flung against hard sur-
faces and rubble heaps, his collarbone and his wrist had been fractured. There
were only so many near misses. He would need to judge the soundness of struc-
tures, only venture inside a building if the risks seemed low. He would go into
the Golden Triangle — some of the big Victorian houses there were still holding
and they were more likely to have what he was looking for. At the corner of the
house he knelt, tensed his neck and shoulder muscles and put his head out into
the rushing wind. The force was immense. He checked for large oncoming ob-
jects, then began to crawl along the ground. Staying low reduced the possibility
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of being knocked over, or decapitated. What had once been the longbarn’s gar-
den was now stripped bald of grass. Clods of earth tumbled past him. The wind
shunted his backside and slid him forward. He flattened out and moved like a
lizard, towards the farm buildings and the first rope. He had different techniques,
depending on the situation. Sometimes he crawled miles. Sometimes he crouched
like an ape and lumbered. Other times he made dashes, if there were intermittent
blasts, cannonballing the lulls, but he could get caught out doing that. Sometimes
it was better to walk into the wind head on, sometimes leaning back against it and
digging your heels in was best.

It had been a while since he’d been out in anything as strong. It was ter-
rifying and exhilarating. The fury bent him over when he tried to stand, so he
stayed low, a creature of stealth and avoidance. He clung to the cord that ran
between the buildings. He’d tested the bindings only a few days ago, but still he
gave a good yank to make sure it hadn’t begun to untether. This rope he’d put up
himself, and he trusted it. A lot of the ones in town he’d redone too. He traversed
it slowly while the wind bore between the buildings. After the farm, there was a
dangerous open stretch. The Huff, he called it, because the weather always seemed
filthy-tempered there. It had been a famous racecourse. Then the town started
properly: its suburbs, its alleys and piles of stone. Once it was a town of magnif-
icent trees. Plane trees, beeches, oaks. The big avenues had been lined by them,
their leaves on fire in autumn, raining pollen in spring. Now they were mostly
gone —uprooted and dying. There was a lot of firewood to haul away, though. He
hardly ever saw anyone else taking it. He could probably count on one hand the
number of people he saw in a month. Occasionally, a big armoured vehicle passed
through, military — its windows covered in metal grilles. The soldiers never came
out. A lot of people had gone west because it was supposed to be milder, there
was supposed to be more protection and organisation. He’d never wanted to leave.
He didn’t believe it anyway.

When he got to The Huff he almost changed his mind and went back. The
air above was thick with dirt, a great sweeping cloud of it. Every few moments
something rattled, fluttered or spun past, bounced off the ground and was lobbed
upwards. On tamer days he’d sledged across the stretch on a big metal tray, put-
ting his heels down to slow the contraption and flinging himself sideways to get
off. Today, no larks, he’d be lucky not to break his neck. Crossing it would mean
agreeing with the wind rather than fighting it, becoming one of many hurled
items, colliding with others, abraded, like a pellet in a shaker. It was too wide a
tract of land to rope; he had to go without moorings.

There was no let-up, so he gave himself a moment or two to prepare and
then he let go of the farm walls and began to crawl across. He tried to move his
limbs quickly to keep up with the thrust of the current, but it was too strong.
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Within moments the wind had taken him, lifting his back end and tossing him
over. He felt the red stone slam into his spine. He started tobogganing, feet first.
He tucked his head in, rolled on his side, brought his knees up and felt himself
scraping along. The ground was hard and bumpy and vibrated his bones. He
put his hands down and felt debris filling his cuffs. Something sharp caught his
anklebone and stung. Shit, he thought, shitshitshit. He went with it, there was
nothing he could do, and after a while managed to slow himself and regain some
control. But still he was propelled. He hoofed his boots down and tried to brake.
He was nearly at the edge of the racecourse, where the old, outer flint wall of the
town began. The wind shoved him hard again and he went tumbling forward. His
shoulder and knee hit the pointed stones. He lay for a moment, dazed and brunted
against the structure, dirt pattering around him. It was hard to breathe. The air
tasted of soil.

He spat, turned his head. When he opened his eyes one pane of the goggles
was cracked, splitting his view. He was all right, but he had to move. He crawled
along the boundary wall, around trolleys and piles of swept rubbish. His knee
throbbed. A superbruise. At the first gap he went through. He sat up, leant against
the sharp flint and caught his breath. He cleaned his goggles, emptied his gloves.
Reckless idiot, he thought. Don’t mess it up. He did want to live — moments like
this reminded him. Moments like this made him feel more real than he ever had
before. He became more skilful because of them. He evolved.

The boundary wall was twelve feet thick. Whoever had built it had meant
business. Sections had been restored when he was a kid. It was holding up well.
He looked at the town. Something catastrophic had passed over; that’s how it
looked now. Razed. Roofs and upper floors were gone; cars were parked on their
backs, their windscreens smashed. The big storms had left domino rubble in ev-
ery direction, scattered fans of bricks and tiles, bouquets of splintered wood. Old
maps meant nothing. New streets had been made, buildings rearranged. He had
to keep relearning its form as its composition shifted.

He got up, crouched low, surveyed the route and limped off. It was a mile
to the Golden Triangle. He saw no one. He kept to the safer routes and used
the secure ropes when he had to, hauling himself hand over hand. He squinted
through the broken goggles, seeing an odd spider-like creature in front of him,
but he didn’t take them off — the last thing he needed was to be blinded. The ruins
were depressing, but he occasionally saw miraculous things in them. An animal,
though they were rare. There were no birds, not even distressed gulls; nothing
could cope in the torrid air. The rats had done OK, anything living below ground
level. Cats and dogs were few, and always emaciated and wretched. There was no
food, nothing growing, not much to kill. People’s survival instincts were worse,
he often thought, but they could at least use can openers. Two years ago he’d seen
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a stag. It was standing on the football field in front of him, reddish, six points on
each antler. It was standing perfectly still, like something from the middle of a
forest, and it didn’t panic or run. It was standing as if it had always stood there, as
if tree after tree had been stripped away around it, until the forest was gone and
there was nothing left to shield it.

He’d seen awful things too. A man sliced in half by a flying glass pane, his
entrails worming from his stomach. Craig’s broken skull. The good things had to
be held in the mind, and remembered, and celebrated. That was why he had to get
the pages for Helene and why they would have a nice Christmas.

skesksk

He made his way slowly through the town, forcing his body against the
blast. He kept leeside wherever he could and watched for flying timber and rock-
slides. He crossed the little park at the edge of the Golden Triangle. There were
stumps where the central pavilion had stood. The trees lying on the ground were
scoured bare. Sleet had begun to gather along their trunks. He hoped it wouldn’t
turn to snow and lie; it was hard enough keeping his footing. When he got to the
Victorian district he was surprised to see smoke leaking from one of the heaps.
He made his way over, cautiously, but it was just a random fire burning along a
beam, some stray electrical spark, perhaps, or friction. Two rows away the houses
were in better shape. Some only had holes in the roofs and lopped-off chimneys.
The windows were mostly out. He could hop through the bays if the lintels were
safe.

He always called out to make sure they were empty first. It wasn’t really
etiquette. It wasn’t really robbing. It was retrieval of what had been abandoned.
He’d been in some of them before, checking for food, batteries, essentials.
They had been lovely places once, owned by doctors and lawyers, he imagined.
There were remnants — cast-iron fireplaces, painted tiles; even some crescents
of stained glass hanging on above the door frames. Damp and fungus and li-
chen grew inside the walls. He tried a couple, searching through the downstairs
rooms — he never went upstairs if he could help it, it was too dangerous. The
wind moaned through the rooms, shifting wet curtains and making the peeling
wallpaper flicker. There were pulpy masses on the shelves, rotting covers, the
sour smell of macerating paper.

He stepped among the detritus, broken glass and broken furniture, dig-
ging through piles, tossing collapsed volumes aside. He’d been dreaming about
finding a complete works — that would really be something special — bound in
plastic perhaps, unviolated. But, like Bibles, they were the first to go, their pages
wafer-thin and frail. He’d studied the play in school, not with any particular en-
joyment. He could remember bits of it, the parts he’d had to read out. As wicked
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dew as e’er my mother brush'd with raven’s feather from unwholesome fen drop
on you both! A south-west blow on ye . .. Perhaps Helene had taught it. Reading
it again might help her, if she could begin to think differently. She could read it
while she nursed the baby. She could think about the good things that remained.
All he needed were the last two acts. He’d found sections of the rest, dried the
pages, sorted the scenes and put them in order, as best he could. There’d been
some extensive gluing — it wasn’t an attractive gift, by any stretch.

After ten or eleven houses he was starting to lose hope and worry about
the daylight. The wind was not letting up: if anything it was gaining power. There
had been a couple of worryingly big bangs nearby, something shattering. He went
back out on to the street and made his way further into the Golden Triangle.
There was a big house further along, free-standing, walled. It had upper bays as
well as lower. A vicarage, maybe. Part of the roof was gone. The gate was pad-
locked but the frame had come away from the post and he forced his way through
the gap. In the garden the plant pots and urns were smashed apart but one of the
small fruit trees was still standing, defiantly, petrified black globes hanging from
its lower branches. He went through the lower window, down a hallway. He knew,
even before he got to the big room at the back of the house, that he was going to
find what he was looking for. Fortune favours the brave, he thought. He forced
a swollen door into a parlour. The walls had once been red but were now darker,
browny, like blood that had dried. There was a fireplace, heaped full of clinker
and charred wood, pieces of chimney brick and sleeving. There was a man sitting
in a chair, a corpse. His eyelids were shrinking back; some wisps of hair left on
his head. The skin was yellow and tight and retreating off the bone. A blanket
was wrapped around his shoulders. There was no bad smell. He didn’t look too
closely.

He went to the shelves. There were rows and rows of hardbacks. He could
even read the titles on some of the spines. There was a collection of Shakespeares,
mottled, mould blooming along them, but readable. He found it in the middle. He
took off his gloves and opened it carefully; the edges of the paper were moist,
stuck, and they tore slightly when moved, but it held together. He flicked gently
to the end. I'll deliver all; and promise you calm seas, auspicious gales and sail so
expeditious that shall catch your royal fleet far off.

He smiled. He took off his rucksack, wrapped the book in a plastic bag and
a towel and put it inside one of the small compartments. He put the rucksack back
on, clicked the straps across his chest, drew them tight, and put on his gloves. It
would be a good house to go through for other things, but he didn’t want to get
caught out and not be able to get across town and over The Huff to the longbarn.
He didn’t want to leave Helene alone longer than he had to. She might be having
the baby. He would come back, after Christmas, and search properly.
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He closed the door on the dead man. On the way out he saw his reflection
in the dusty, cracked hall mirror. The hood was drawn tightly around his head; he
was earless and bug-eyed, like an alien. The metallic tape around his neck looked
like grey scales. His face was filthy and covered with cuts. He put out his sore
tongue. Suppose he wasn’t really human any more, he thought. Suppose he was
a kind of demon, made in this place. How would he know? But he felt human; he
remembered feeling human. His knee hurt. And he could use a can opener. And
he liked Christmas. He turned away from the mirror and climbed back out of the
window. Snow was driving past on the wind.
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CJIOBO

TPAHCKPUIILIA

IEPEBO/]

OJHOKOPEHHLIE
CJIOBA
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DISCUSSION

What do you think this story is about?

Do you know anything about this topic based on your personal experi-
ence?

Does the story feel real to you?

What is the setting of the story? How does the setting impact the story?
Would you recommend this story to someone?

What do you think is the main idea of this story?

What is the moral lesson in the story?

What does the title tell us about this story? Does the title provide you
with any clues as to what the story might include?

What other title might you choose?
Who are the characters in the story?

In what ways does the main character remind you of someone you have
met or heard about?

How thought-provoking did you find the story?

How would you feel if this happened to you?

What does this text remind you of?

Did the story evoke any emotions or memories?

Did you reread any passages? If so, which ones?

What surprised you most about the plot?

Did you guess the ending? If so, at what point?

Did you agree with the characters' decisions?

What do you think happens to the leads after the ending?
What did you learn from reading this story?

What do you think motivated the author to write this story?

Has this story affected the way you go about your life? If so, in what
way?

If you had to trade places with one character, who would it be?

If you could ask the author anything, what would it be?
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Did you have a favorite quote from the story?

What was the most challenging or difficult part of the story for you to
read or understand?

Who was your favorite character and why?

Which character did you dislike or disagree with the most and why?
What was the main conflict or problem in the story?

How did you feel about the ending?

How would you adapt this story into a movie?

What was the most useful or valuable advice or tip that you learned from
this story?

Would you want to read another story by this author?

How did your opinion of the story change as you read it?

Did this story remind you of any other books or films?

If you were making a movie of this story, who would you cast?
What songs does this story make you think of?

Which places in the story would you most like to visit?

What kind of reader would most enjoy this story?

What do you think the author’s purpose was in writing this story?
How original and unique was this story?

Did the story’s pace seem too fast/too slow/just right?

What book would you recommend for someone who loved this story?
Did you wish this story was longer or shorter?

What do you think of the book’s cover? What should be there?

What would you have changed about the plot if you could re-write the
story?

Which character would you most want to have lunch with and why?

Have you ever experienced a challenge like the one described in this
story?

In what ways do you think this story relates to modern society?
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TASKS

Task 1. Complete the sentences by changing the form of the word in
capitals.

The readers can find the particularly brutal 1__ (DEPICT) of a
world in which humans have reverted to pure2 (SURVIVE) instincts.
Here, the particular twist is that this is a world ravaged by continual violent
winds, winds that gradually batter down buildings, forcing survivors to contin-
ually relocate and look for secure shelter. The image of this world is terrifying
— being outside means being in an environment where debris is continually flying
past at high velocity, makingita3 (FATAL) dangerous world to move
around in. Accordingly, the worlds of the survivors become very small as they
hunker down for shelter.

There are gestures towards 4 (NORM), as the unnamed narra-
tor — who is sharing his current 5~ (ACCOMMODATE) with a preg-
nant woman called Helene — plans a Christmas dinner with a tinned Christmas
pudding, some boiled potatoes and a bit of pate. We’re several years into the
post-disaster world, and the narrator’s6__ (NAME) suggests a letting-go
_______ (PERSON) identity and hope, while simultane-
ously clinging on to other elements. The 8__ (IMPORTANT) placed on
ritual, ‘the need to celebrate’, is futile in the face of such constant assault by the
weather, but it gives him an orienting principle in the world.

Task 2. Decide whether the following statements 1-5 are True (A) or
False (B).

List of statements

It describes a post-apocalyptic world in which a tempest con-
stantly rages and supplies are scarce.

This story takes place a decade after all this chaos began.

The narrator is in his twenties.

He loves reading.

wn A W

The strength of the weather is beyond normal.
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Task 3. Write the Russian equivalents for the following words and ex-

pressions according to the text.

Russian English
CKpHIICTH

OTJICIICHUE

00JIe3HECHHBIH, BOCTIAJICHHBIH

OTKpPBIBAJIKA

HCTICIPEHHBIN, KpamyaThli

YIOBOJBCTBHE

JIOM CBSIIIICHHHIKA

3aMUpaTh Ha BUCSYUN 3aMOK

O 0 9 O L b W N~

IpsiJib BOJIOC

—_
(=)

OTpakeHHe

Make 3 sentences using ALL the words from the box.

Task 4. Write the English equivalents for the following words and ex-

pressions according to the text.

Russian English
CHUMATh PIOK3aK

MOJTHOE COOpaHue COYMHEHMIA

pa3duToe CTeKIIo

HYKHBIC BEIIH

(dbopTyHa ynpI6aeTcst CMEIbIM

CBHCAIOIINE C HUKHUX BETOK

BHYTPH CTCH

DJICKTPHUYCCKasd UCKpa

O 0 9 O L AW N~

MCOJICHHO np06npaTLc51

—_
(=]

HC OCTaBaThCA
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Make 3 sentences using any words from the box.

Task 5. Use the clues below to complete the crossword.

Grid

a dark gray rock that can be used to cover a Across 1
roof

to shake slightly because they feel cold, ill, Down 1
or frightened

to find something buried under the ground Across 2
by removing the earth on top of it

to start burning Across 3
to put something such as cloth or a piece of Across 4
clothing loosely over something

a flat cover made of wool or similar warm Down 5
material, usually used on a bed

5B 1S |||E|
|2N v ||
= Pl |
|T

Task 6. Put the letters in order to complete the sentences.

of being on her own in the house at night. RIPEFIEDT
Some peeled off the wall in shreds, like ofold N A -

wheat-pasted posters from some long-past, lost political REMNTS
campaign.
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3 Ifeltacold draft and the candle startedto . FKERLIC
4 A of cold air hit him as he opened the window. = SATBL
5 Hishead , and his body ached. THBED -
ROB
6 The of injury is critical to a professional athlete. AANCEV-
OID
Task 7. Match the two parts of these expressions.
1 swollen A | mess
2 pulpy B | recovery
3 miraculous C | practice
4 sharp D | animal
5 tame E | face
Task 8. Paraphrase or explain.
1 The air above was thick with dirt, a great sweeping cloud of it.
2 It was retrieval of what had been abandoned.
3 He could even read the titles on some of the spines.
4  Part of the roof was gone.
5  He clung to the cord that ran between the buildings.
Task 9. Translate the sentences into Russian.
The windows on that side of the house boxed and clattered in their frames,
| even behind the stormboards, and the corrugated metal sheet over the coop
in the garden was creaking and hawing, as though it might rip out of its
rivets and fly off.
) The gate was padlocked but the frame had come away from the post and he
forced his way through the gap.
He squinted through the broken goggles, seeing an odd spider-like creature
3 in front of him, but he didn’t take them off — the last thing he needed was
to be blinded.
4 It was a horrible, rat-like existence — dark, desperate, scavenging.
5 He made his way slowly through the town, forcing his body against the

blast.
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Task 10. Answer the following questions in written form (15-20 words
each question).

How did the main character meet Helene?

What food does Helene like to eat?

What does he carry in his backpack for "good luck?"
Why does he go out into the wasteland?

[ N O R S R

How much has the world changed over the recent years?

Task 11. Write the texts.

A You are invited to write a personal letter from a character’s point of view.

You will pretend to be Helene writing to her child.

Your letter may explain how you feel about someone in the story or some-
thing that happened in the story. (100-150 words)

B You belong to an English-language reading club and you have agreed
to write a review of the story for the club's magazine. You decide to submit a
review briefly describing the plot and explaining why its themes are relevant
today. (100-150 words)

C Write an alternative ending to the story. You may feel free to tell us
details, thoughts and feelings that we didn’t find out from the story. (100-150
words)

D Write a short memoir of the main character's life. Your memoir should
draw on anecdotes from their life selected to show how they progressed from
some unlikely place to where they are now. (100-150 words)

E Write a story for our English-language magazine. Your story must include
this sentence:

He could even read the titles on some of the spines.

Make sure you that you start the story at a dramatic point, use correct past
tenses to describe events and use some descriptive verbs and adverbs. (150-180
words)

Task 12. Translate the text into English.

IInanety yXe He BEpHYTb: OCTAJCS TOJNBKO JKECTOKHUIl CHeT,
HallOMHHAIONINH O OBUIBIX JEHbKAX W HHUKOIJIAa HE YHBIBAIOMIEH 3MME, U
SIPOCTHBIH BeTep, KOTOPHIN JIOMAaeT AEPEBbS M CHOCHT KPBIMIH. 3eMJIs, YTO
cTano ¢ Toboi? Uro crano ¢ HaMu? MHe HedeM JplaTh, MHE IPaKTHYECKH
HEYero ecTb. Sl MeuTaro o Terse YIOTHOro KaMHHa, O BKYCHOH €16 — 1 TOMUKE
IMexcnupa. Huuero He octanmoch, KpoMe pa3OMTHIX HalIeXJ M OOJIOMKOB
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UUBIIN3ALUN TOCPEAU pa3pyLIEHHBIX TOpPOAOB. MBI JOpPOro 3aIulaTHiId 3a
CBOE CaMOJIOBOJIBCTBO U CAMOMHEHHE, MBI OCTAJINCh Y pa30MTOro KOPhITa, XOTS
M MEUTaJIH O TEXHOJIOTMYECKUX M0OeIax 1 mojerax K IpyruM Mupam. Bednsrit
XOJIOJI ¥ pa3peKeHHBIN BO3/1yX — I1J1aTa 3a FOpAOCTb. U st Ob1 ymep, MUJIBIH IpYT,
HO JKJeIIb MEHA ThI K PO 1eCTBY.

Task 13. Prepare a two-minute presentation about one of the charac-
ters. Don’t forget to describe their appearance and personality using as many

adjectives as possible.

Task 14. Comment on the following quotations.

The arms race is a race between nuclear weapons and ourselves.
All the war-propaganda, all the screaming and lies and hatred, comes

invariably from people who are not fighting.

I do not know with what weapons World War I1I will be fought, but World

War IV will be fought with sticks and stones.

Task 15. Match the two columns in order to make sentences. Comment
on their meaning.

| I can survive well enough on my what you did today and have
own been doing for much too long.

2 | Sometimes even to live survival is the exception.

3 It is not the strongest or the most because without them, I might
intelligent who will have nothing all night long.
The worst part is wondering how __if eiven the proper readin

4 | you’ll find the strength tomorrow £ prop &

. material.

to go on doing

5 Efigmty is as essential to human you drown by staying there.

6 | Extinction is the rule, that intelligence has any sur-

vival value.

7 You don't drown by falling in the survive but those who can best
water; manage change.

3 I want to keep my dreams, even they didn't know we were
bad ones, seeds.

9 | They tried to bury us, is an act of courage.

10 | It has yet to be proven as water, food, and oxygen.
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UNIT 8

The Final Problem

Sir Arthur Conan Doyle

It is with a heavy heart that I take up my pen to write these the last words
in which I shall ever record the singular gifts by which my friend Mr. Sherlock
Holmes was distinguished. In an incoherent and, as I deeply feel, an entirely
inadequate fashion, I have endeavored to give some account of my strange ex-
periences in his company from the chance which first brought us together at the
period of the “Study in Scarlet,” up to the time of his interference in the matter of
the “Naval Treaty”—an interference which had the unquestionable effect of pre-
venting a serious international complication. It was my intention to have stopped
there, and to have said nothing of that event which has created a void in my life
which the lapse of two years has done little to fill. My hand has been forced, how-
ever, by the recent letters in which Colonel James Moriarty defends the memory
of his brother, and I have no choice but to lay the facts before the public exactly
as they occurred. I alone know the absolute truth of the matter, and I am satisfied
that the time has come when no good purpose is to be served by its suppression.
As far as I know, there have been only three accounts in the public press: that
in the Journal de Geneve on May 6th, 1891, the Reuter’s despatch in the English
papers on May 7th, and finally the recent letter to which I have alluded. Of these
the first and second were extremely condensed, while the last is, as I shall now
show, an absolute perversion of the facts. It lies with me to tell for the first time
what really took place between Professor Moriarty and Mr. Sherlock Holmes.

It may be remembered that after my marriage, and my subsequent start in
private practice, the very intimate relations which had existed between Holmes
and myself became to some extent modified. He still came to me from time to
time when he desired a companion in his investigation, but these occasions grew
more and more seldom, until I find that in the year 1890 there were only three
cases of which I retain any record. During the winter of that year and the early
spring of 1891, I saw in the papers that he had been engaged by the French gov-
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ernment upon a matter of supreme importance, and I received two notes from
Holmes, dated from Narbonne and from Nimes, from which I gathered that his
stay in France was likely to be a long one. It was with some surprise, therefore,
that I saw him walk into my consulting-room upon the evening of April 24th. It
struck me that he was looking even paler and thinner than usual.

“Yes, I have been using myself up rather too freely,” he remarked, in an-
swer to my look rather than to my words; “I have been a little pressed of late.
Have you any objection to my closing your shutters?”

The only light in the room came from the lamp upon the table at which I
had been reading. Holmes edged his way round the wall and flinging the shutters
together, he bolted them securely.

“You are afraid of something?” I asked.

“Well, I am.”

“Of what?”

“Of air-guns.”

“My dear Holmes, what do you mean?”

“I think that you know me well enough, Watson, to understand that I am
by no means a nervous man. At the same time, it is stupidity rather than courage
to refuse to recognize danger when it is close upon you. Might I trouble you for
a match?” He drew in the smoke of his cigarette as if the soothing influence was
grateful to him.

“I must apologize for calling so late,” said he, “and I must further beg you
to be so unconventional as to allow me to leave your house presently by scram-
bling over your back garden wall.”

“But what does it all mean?” I asked.

He held out his hand, and I saw in the light of the lamp that two of his
knuckles were burst and bleeding.

“It is not an airy nothing, you see,” said he, smiling. “On the contrary, it is
solid enough for a man to break his hand over. Is Mrs. Watson in?”

“She is away upon a visit.”

“Indeed! You are alone?”

“Quite.”

“Then it makes it the easier for me to propose that you should come away
with me for a week to the Continent.”

“Where?”

“Oh, anywhere. It’s all the same to me.”

There was something very strange in all this. It was not Holmes’s nature to
take an aimless holiday, and something about his pale, worn face told me that his
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nerves were at their highest tension. He saw the question in my eyes, and, putting
his finger-tips together and his elbows upon his knees, he explained the situation.

“You have probably never heard of Professor Moriarty?” said he.

“Never.”

“Aye, there’s the genius and the wonder of the thing!” he cried. “The man
pervades London, and no one has heard of him. That’s what puts him on a pin-
nacle in the records of crime. I tell you, Watson, in all seriousness, that if I could
beat that man, if I could free society of him, I should feel that my own career had
reached its summit, and I should be prepared to turn to some more placid line in
life. Between ourselves, the recent cases in which I have been of assistance to the
royal family of Scandinavia, and to the French republic, have left me in such a
position that I could continue to live in the quiet fashion which is most congenial
to me, and to concentrate my attention upon my chemical researches. But I could
not rest, Watson, I could not sit quiet in my chair, if I thought that such a man as
Professor Moriarty were walking the streets of London unchallenged.”

“What has he done, then?”

“His career has been an extraordinary one. He is a man of good birth and
excellent education, endowed by nature with a phenomenal mathematical faculty.
At the age of twenty-one he wrote a treatise upon the Binomial Theorem, which
has had a European vogue. On the strength of it he won the Mathematical Chair
at one of our smaller universities, and had, to all appearances, a most brilliant
career before him. But the man had hereditary tendencies of the most diabolical
kind. A criminal strain ran in his blood, which, instead of being modified, was
increased and rendered infinitely more dangerous by his extraordinary mental
powers. Dark rumors gathered round him in the university town, and eventually
he was compelled to resign his chair and to come down to London, where he set
up as an army coach. So much is known to the world, but what I am telling you
now is what I have myself discovered.

“As you are aware, Watson, there is no one who knows the higher criminal
world of London so well as I do. For years past I have continually been conscious
of some power behind the malefactor, some deep organizing power which forever
stands in the way of the law, and throws its shield over the wrong-doer. Again and
again in cases of the most varying sorts—forgery cases, robberies, murders—I
have felt the presence of this force, and I have deduced its action in many of those
undiscovered crimes in which I have not been personally consulted. For years I
have endeavored to break through the veil which shrouded it, and at last the time
came when I seized my thread and followed it, until it led me, after a thousand
cunning windings, to ex-Professor Moriarty of mathematical celebrity.
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“He is the Napoleon of crime, Watson. He is the organizer of half that is
evil and of nearly all that is undetected in this great city. He is a genius, a philos-
opher, an abstract thinker. He has a brain of the first order. He sits motionless,
like a spider in the center of its web, but that web has a thousand radiations,
and he knows well every quiver of each of them. He does little himself. He only
plans. But his agents are numerous and splendidly organized. Is there a crime
to be done, a paper to be abstracted, we will say, a house to be rifled, a man to
be removed—the word is passed to the Professor, the matter is organized and
carried out. The agent may be caught. In that case money is found for his bail or
his defense. But the central power which uses the agent is never caught—never
so much as suspected. This was the organization which I deduced, Watson, and
which I devoted my whole energy to exposing and breaking up.

“But the Professor was fenced round with safeguards so cunningly devised
that, do what I would, it seemed impossible to get evidence which would convict
in a court of law. You know my powers, my dear Watson, and yet at the end of
three months I was forced to confess that I had at last met an antagonist who was
my intellectual equal. My horror at his crimes was lost in my admiration at his
skill. But at last he made a trip—only a little, little trip—but it was more than he
could afford when I was so close upon him. I had my chance, and, starting from
that point, I have woven my net round him until now it is all ready to close. In
three days—that is to say, on Monday next—matters will be ripe, and the Profes-
sor, with all the principal members of his gang, will be in the hands of the police.
Then will come the greatest criminal trial of the century, the clearing up of over
forty mysteries, and the rope for all of them; but if we move at all prematurely,
you understand, they may slip out of our hands even at the last moment.

“Now, if I could have done this without the knowledge of Professor Mori-
arty, all would have been well. But he was too wily for that. He saw every step
which I took to draw my coils round him. Again and again he strove to break
away, but I as often headed him off. I tell you, my friend, that if a detailed account
of that silent contest could be written, it would take its place as the most brilliant
bit of thrust-and-parry work in the history of detection. Never have I risen to such
a height, and never have I been so hard pressed by an opponent. He cut deep, and
yet I just undercut him. This morning the last steps were taken, and three days
only were wanted to complete the business. I was sitting in my room thinking
the matter over, when the door opened and Professor Moriarty stood before me.

“My nerves are fairly proof, Watson, but I must confess to a start when I
saw the very man who had been so much in my thoughts standing there on my
threshhold. His appearance was quite familiar to me. He is extremely tall and
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thin, his forehead domes out in a white curve, and his two eyes are deeply sunken
in his head. He is clean-shaven, pale, and ascetic-looking, retaining something
of the professor in his features. His shoulders are rounded from much study, and
his face protrudes forward, and is forever slowly oscillating from side to side in a
curiously reptilian fashion. He peered at me with great curiosity in his puckered
eyes.

““You have less frontal development than I should have expected,” said he,
at last. ‘It is a dangerous habit to finger loaded firearms in the pocket of one’s
dressing-gown.’

“The fact is that upon his entrance I had instantly recognized the extreme
personal danger in which I lay. The only conceivable escape for him lay in silenc-
ing my tongue. In an instant I had slipped the revolver from the drawer into my
pocket, and was covering him through the cloth. At his remark I drew the weapon
out and laid it cocked upon the table. He still smiled and blinked, but there was
something about his eyes which made me feel very glad that I had it there.

““You evidently don’t know me,” said he.

“‘On the contrary,” I answered, ‘I think it is fairly evident that I do. Pray
take a chair. I can spare you five minutes if you have anything to say.’

“‘All that I have to say has already crossed your mind,” said he.

“‘Then possibly my answer has crossed yours,’ I replied.

““You stand fast?’

“‘Absolutely.’

“He clapped his hand into his pocket, and I raised the pistol from the table.
But he merely drew out a memorandum-book in which he had scribbled some
dates.

““You crossed my path on the 4th of January,” said he. ‘On the 23d you
incommoded me; by the middle of February I was seriously inconvenienced by
you; at the end of March I was absolutely hampered in my plans; and now, at the
close of April, I find myself placed in such a position through your continual
persecution that I am in positive danger of losing my liberty. The situation is
becoming an impossible one.’

“‘Have you any suggestion to make?’ I asked.

““You must drop it, Mr. Holmes,” said he, swaying his face about. “You
really must, you know.’

“‘After Monday,” said L.

“‘Tut, tut,” said he. ‘T am quite sure that a man of your intelligence will see
that there can be but one outcome to this affair. It is necessary that you should
withdraw. You have worked things in such a fashion that we have only one re-
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source left. It has been an intellectual treat to me to see the way in which you
have grappled with this affair, and I say, unaffectedly, that it would be a grief to
me to be forced to take any extreme measure. You smile, sir, but I assure you that
it really would.’

“‘Danger is part of my trade,” I remarked.

“‘That is not danger,” said he. ‘It is inevitable destruction. You stand in the
way not merely of an individual, but of a mighty organization, the full extent of
which you, with all your cleverness, have been unable to realize. You must stand
clear, Mr. Holmes, or be trodden under foot.’

“I am afraid,” said I, rising, ‘that in the pleasure of this conversation I am
neglecting business of importance which awaits me elsewhere.’

“He rose also and looked at me in silence, shaking his head sadly.

“‘Well, well,” said he, at last. ‘It seems a pity, but I have done what I could.
I know every move of your game. You can do nothing before Monday. It has been
a duel between you and me, Mr. Holmes. You hope to place me in the dock. I tell
you that I will never stand in the dock. You hope to beat me. I tell you that you
will never beat me. If you are clever enough to bring destruction upon me, rest
assured that I shall do as much to you.’

“You have paid me several compliments, Mr. Moriarty,” said I. ‘Let me
pay you one in return when I say that if [ were assured of the former eventuality
I would, in the interests of the public, cheerfully accept the latter.”

“I can promise you the one, but not the other,” he snarled, and so turned
his rounded back upon me, and went peering and blinking out of the room.

“That was my singular interview with Professor Moriarty. I confess that it
left an unpleasant effect upon my mind. His soft, precise fashion of speech leaves
a conviction of sincerity which a mere bully could not produce. Of course, you
will say: “Why not take police precautions against him?’ the reason is that I am
well convinced that it is from his agents the blow will fall. I have the best proofs
that it would be so0.”

“You have already been assaulted?”

“My dear Watson, Professor Moriarty is not a man who lets the grass grow
under his feet. I went out about mid-day to transact some business in Oxford
Street. As I passed the corner which leads from Bentinck Street on to the Wel-
beck Street crossing a two-horse van furiously driven whizzed round and was on
me like a flash. I sprang for the foot-path and saved myself by the fraction of a
second. The van dashed round by Marylebone Lane and was gone in an instant. I
kept to the pavement after that, Watson, but as I walked down Vere Street a brick
came down from the roof of one of the houses, and was shattered to fragments
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at my feet. I called the police and had the place examined. There were slates and
bricks piled up on the roof preparatory to some repairs, and they would have me
believe that the wind had toppled over one of these. Of course I knew better, but
I could prove nothing. I took a cab after that and reached my brother’s rooms in
Pall Mall, where I spent the day. Now I have come round to you, and on my way
I was attacked by a rough with a bludgeon. I knocked him down, and the police
have him in custody; but I can tell you with the most absolute confidence that no
possible connection will ever be traced between the gentleman upon whose front
teeth I have barked my knuckles and the retiring mathematical coach, who is, I
dare say, working out problems upon a black-board ten miles away. You will not
wonder, Watson, that my first act on entering your rooms was to close your shut-
ters, and that I have been compelled to ask your permission to leave the house by
some less conspicuous exit than the front door.”

I had often admired my friend’s courage, but never more than now, as he
sat quietly checking off a series of incidents which must have combined to make
up a day of horror.

“You will spend the night here?” I said.

“No, my friend, you might find me a dangerous guest. [ have my plans laid,
and all will be well. Matters have gone so far now that they can move without my
help as far as the arrest goes, though my presence is necessary for a conviction. It
is obvious, therefore, that I cannot do better than get away for the few days which
remain before the police are at liberty to act. It would be a great pleasure to me,
therefore, if you could come on to the Continent with me.”

“The practice is quiet,” said I, “and I have an accommodating neighbor. I
should be glad to come.”

“And to start tomorrow morning?”

“If necessary.”

“Oh yes, it is most necessary. Then these are your instructions, and I beg,
my dear Watson, that you will obey them to the letter, for you are now playing a
double-handed game with me against the cleverest rogue and the most powerful
syndicate of criminals in Europe. Now listen! You will dispatch whatever lug-
gage you intend to take by a trusty messenger unaddressed to Victoria to-night.
In the morning you will send for a hansom, desiring your man to take neither the
first nor the second which may present itself. Into this hansom you will jump,
and you will drive to the Strand end of the Lowther Arcade, handing the address
to the cabman upon a slip of paper, with a request that he will not throw it away.
Have your fare ready, and the instant that your cab stops, dash through the Ar-
cade, timing yourself to reach the other side at a quarter-past nine. You will find
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a small brougham waiting close to the curb, driven by a fellow with a heavy black
cloak tipped at the collar with red. Into this you will step, and you will reach Vic-
toria in time for the Continental express.”

“Where shall I meet you?”

“At the station. The second first-class carriage from the front will be re-
served for us.”

“The carriage is our rendezvous, then?”’

“Yes.”

It was in vain that [ asked Holmes to remain for the evening. It was evident
to me that he thought he might bring trouble to the roof he was under, and that
that was the motive which impelled him to go. With a few hurried words as to our
plans for the morrow he rose and came out with me into the garden, clambering
over the wall which leads into Mortimer Street, and immediately whistling for a
hansom, in which I heard him drive away.

In the morning I obeyed Holmes’s injunctions to the letter. A hansom was
procured with such precaution as would prevent its being one which was placed
ready for us, and I drove immediately after breakfast to the Lowther Arcade,
through which I hurried at the top of my speed. A brougham was waiting with a
very massive driver wrapped in a dark cloak, who, the instant that I had stepped
in, whipped up the horse and rattled off to Victoria Station. On my alighting there
he turned the carriage, and dashed away again without so much as a look in my
direction.

So far all had gone admirably. My luggage was waiting for me, and I had
no difficulty in finding the carriage which Holmes had indicated, the less so as
it was the only one in the train which was marked “Engaged.” My only source of
anxiety now was the non-appearance of Holmes. The station clock marked only
seven minutes from the time when we were due to start. In vain I searched among
the groups of travellers and leave-takers for the lithe figure of my friend. There
was no sign of him. I spent a few minutes in assisting a venerable Italian priest,
who was endeavoring to make a porter understand, in his broken English, that
his luggage was to be booked through to Paris. Then, having taken another look
round, I returned to my carriage, where I found that the porter, in spite of the
ticket, had given me my decrepit Italian friend as a traveling companion. It was
useless for me to explain to him that his presence was an intrusion, for my Italian
was even more limited than his English, so I shrugged my shoulders resignedly,
and continued to look out anxiously for my friend. A chill of fear had come over
me, as | thought that his absence might mean that some blow had fallen during
the night. Already the doors had all been shut and the whistle blown, when—
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“My dear Watson,” said a voice, “you have not even condescended to say
good-morning.”

I turned in uncontrollable astonishment. The aged ecclesiastic had turned
his face towards me. For an instant the wrinkles were smoothed away, the nose
drew away from the chin, the lower lip ceased to protrude and the mouth to mum-
ble, the dull eyes regained their fire, the drooping figure expanded. The next the
whole frame collapsed again, and Holmes had gone as quickly as he had come.

“Good heavens!” I cried; “how you startled me!”

“Every precaution is still necessary,” he whispered. “I have reason to think
that they are hot upon our trail. Ah, there is Moriarty himself.”

The train had already begun to move as Holmes spoke. Glancing back, I
saw a tall man pushing his way furiously through the crowd, and waving his hand
as if he desired to have the train stopped. It was too late, however, for we were
rapidly gathering momentum, and an instant later had shot clear of the station.

“With all our precautions, you see that we have cut it rather fine,” said
Holmes, laughing. He rose, and throwing off the black cassock and hat which had
formed his disguise, he packed them away in a hand-bag.

“Have you seen the morning paper, Watson?”

“No.”

“You haven’t’ seen about Baker Street, then?”

“Baker Street?”

“They set fire to our rooms last night. No great harm was done.”

“Good heavens, Holmes! this is intolerable.”

“They must have lost my track completely after their bludgeon-man was
arrested. Otherwise they could not have imagined that I had returned to my
rooms. They have evidently taken the precaution of watching you, however, and
that is what has brought Moriarty to Victoria. You could not have made any slip
in coming?”

“I did exactly what you advised.”

“Did you find your brougham?”

“Yes, it was waiting.”

“Did you recognize your coachman?”

“No.”

“It was my brother Mycroft. It is an advantage to get about in such a case
without taking a mercenary into your confidence. But we must plan what we are
to do about Moriarty now.”

“As this is an express, and as the boat runs in connection with it, I should
think we have shaken him off very effectively.”
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“My dear Watson, you evidently did not realize my meaning when I said
that this man may be taken as being quite on the same intellectual plane as my-
self. You do not imagine that if I were the pursuer I should allow myself to be
baffled by so slight an obstacle. Why, then, should you think so meanly of him?”

“What will he do?”

“What I should do?”

“What would you do, then?”

“Engage a special.”

“But it must be late.”

“By no means. This train stops at Canterbury; and there is always at least
a quarter of an hour’s delay at the boat. He will catch us there.”

“One would think that we were the criminals. Let us have him arrested on
his arrival.”

“It would be to ruin the work of three months. We should get the big fish,
but the smaller would dart right and left out of the net. On Monday we should
have them all. No, an arrest is inadmissible.”

“What then?”

“We shall get out at Canterbury.”

“And then?”

“Well, then we must make a cross-country journey to Newhaven, and so
over to Dieppe. Moriarty will again do what I should do. He will get on to Paris,
mark down our luggage, and wait for two days at the depot. In the meantime we
shall treat ourselves to a couple of carpet-bags, encourage the manufactures of
the countries through which we travel, and make our way at our leisure into Swit-
zerland, via Luxembourg and Basle.”

At Canterbury, therefore, we alighted, only to find that we should have to
wait an hour before we could get a train to Newhaven.

I was still looking rather ruefully after the rapidly disappearing lug-
gage-van which contained my wardrobe, when Holmes pulled my sleeve and
pointed up the line.

“Already, you see,” said he.

Far away, from among the Kentish woods there rose a thin spray of smoke.
A minute later a carriage and engine could be seen flying along the open curve
which leads to the station. We had hardly time to take our place behind a pile of
luggage when it passed with a rattle and a roar, beating a blast of hot air into our
faces.

“There he goes,” said Holmes, as we watched the carriage swing and rock
over the points. “There are limits, you see, to our friend’s intelligence. It would
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have been a coup-de-maitre had he deduced what I would deduce and acted ac-
cordingly.”

“And what would he have done had he overtaken us?”

“There cannot be the least doubt that he would have made a murderous
attack upon me. It is, however, a game at which two may play. The question now
is whether we should take a premature lunch here, or run our chance of starving
before we reach the buffet at Newhaven.”

We made our way to Brussels that night and spent two days there, moving
on upon the third day as far as Strasburg. On the Monday morning Holmes had
telegraphed to the London police, and in the evening we found a reply waiting
for us at our hotel. Holmes tore it open, and then with a bitter curse hurled it into
the grate.

“I might have known it!”” he groaned. “He has escaped!”

“Moriarty?”

“They have secured the whole gang with the exception of him. He has giv-
en them the slip. Of course, when I had left the country there was no one to cope
with him. But I did think that I had put the game in their hands. I think that you
had better return to England, Watson.”

“Why?”

“Because you will find me a dangerous companion now. This man’s occu-
pation is gone. He is lost if he returns to London. If I read his character right he
will devote his whole energies to revenging himself upon me. He said as much in
our short interview, and I fancy that he meant it. I should certainly recommend
you to return to your practice.”

It was hardly an appeal to be successful with one who was an old cam-
paigner as well as an old friend. We sat in the Strasburg salle-a-manger arguing
the question for half an hour, but the same night we had resumed our journey and
were well on our way to Geneva.

For a charming week we wandered up the Valley of the Rhone, and then,
branching off at Leuk, we made our way over the Gemmi Pass, still deep in snow,
and so, by way of Interlaken, to Meiringen. It was a lovely trip, the dainty green
of the spring below, the virgin white of the winter above; but it was clear to me
that never for one instant did Holmes forget the shadow which lay across him.
In the homely Alpine villages or in the lonely mountain passes, I could tell by
his quick glancing eyes and his sharp scrutiny of every face that passed us, that
he was well convinced that, walk where we would, we could not walk ourselves
clear of the danger which was dogging our footsteps.

Once, I remember, as we passed over the Gemmi, and walked along the
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border of the melancholy Daubensee, a large rock which had been dislodged from
the ridge upon our right clattered down and roared into the lake behind us. In an
instant Holmes had raced up on to the ridge, and, standing upon a lofty pinnacle,
craned his neck in every direction. It was in vain that our guide assured him that
a fall of stones was a common chance in the spring-time at that spot. He said
nothing, but he smiled at me with the air of a man who sees the fulfillment of that
which he had expected.

And yet for all his watchfulness he was never depressed. On the contrary,
I can never recollect having seen him in such exuberant spirits. Again and again
he recurred to the fact that if he could be assured that society was freed from
Professor Moriarty he would cheerfully bring his own career to a conclusion.

“I think that I may go so far as to say, Watson, that I have not lived wholly
in vain,” he remarked. “If my record were closed to-night I could still survey it
with equanimity. The air of London is the sweeter for my presence. In over a
thousand cases I am not aware that I have ever used my powers upon the wrong
side. Of late I have been tempted to look into the problems furnished by nature
rather than those more superficial ones for which our artificial state of society
is responsible. Your memoirs will draw to an end, Watson, upon the day that |
crown my career by the capture or extinction of the most dangerous and capable
criminal in Europe.”

I shall be brief, and yet exact, in the little which remains for me to tell. It is
not a subject on which I would willingly dwell, and yet I am conscious that a duty
devolves upon me to omit no detail.

It was on the 3d of May that we reached the little village of Meiringen,
where we put up at the Englischer Hof, then kept by Peter Steiler the elder. Our
landlord was an intelligent man, and spoke excellent English, having served for
three years as waiter at the Grosvenor Hotel in London. At his advice, on the af-
ternoon of the 4th we set off together, with the intention of crossing the hills and
spending the night at the hamlet of Rosenlaui. We had strict injunctions, however,
on no account to pass the falls of Reichenbach, which are about half-way up the
hill, without making a small detour to see them.

Itis indeed, a fearful place. The torrent, swollen by the melting snow, plung-
es into a tremendous abyss, from which the spray rolls up like the smoke from a
burning house. The shaft into which the river hurls itself is an immense chasm,
lined by glistening coal-black rock, and narrowing into a creaming, boiling pit of
incalculable depth, which brims over and shoots the stream onward over its jagged
lip. The long sweep of green water roaring forever down, and the thick flickering
curtain of spray hissing forever upward, turn a man giddy with their constant
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whirl and clamor. We stood near the edge peering down at the gleam of the break-
ing water far below us against the black rocks, and listening to the half-human
shout which came booming up with the spray out of the abyss.

The path has been cut half-way round the fall to afford a complete view,
but it ends abruptly, and the traveler has to return as he came. We had turned to
do so, when we saw a Swiss lad come running along it with a letter in his hand.
It bore the mark of the hotel which we had just left, and was addressed to me by
the landlord. It appeared that within a very few minutes of our leaving, an English
lady had arrived who was in the last stage of consumption. She had wintered
at Davos Platz, and was journeying now to join her friends at Lucerne, when a
sudden hemorrhage had overtaken her. It was thought that she could hardly live
a few hours, but it would be a great consolation to her to see an English doctor,
and, if [ would only return, etc. The good Steiler assured me in a postscript that
he would himself look upon my compliance as a very great favor, since the lady
absolutely refused to see a Swiss physician, and he could not but feel that he was
incurring a great responsibility.

The appeal was one which could not be ignored. It was impossible to re-
fuse the request of a fellow-countrywoman dying in a strange land. Yet [ had my
scruples about leaving Holmes. It was finally agreed, however, that he should
retain the young Swiss messenger with him as guide and companion while I
returned to Meiringen. My friend would stay some little time at the fall, he said,
and would then walk slowly over the hill to Rosenlaui, where I was to rejoin him
in the evening. As I turned away I saw Holmes, with his back against a rock and
his arms folded, gazing down at the rush of the waters. It was the last that I was
ever destined to see of him in this world.

When I was near the bottom of the descent I looked back. It was impos-
sible, from that position, to see the fall, but I could see the curving path which
winds over the shoulder of the hill and leads to it. Along this a man was, I remem-
ber, walking very rapidly.

I could see his black figure clearly outlined against the green behind him.
I noted him, and the energy with which he walked but he passed from my mind
again as [ hurried on upon my errand.

It may have been a little over an hour before I reached Meiringen. Old
Steiler was standing at the porch of his hotel.

“Well,” said I, as I came hurrying up, “I trust that she is no worse?”’

A look of surprise passed over his face, and at the first quiver of his eye-
brows my heart turned to lead in my breast.

“You did not write this?” I said, pulling the letter from my pocket. “There
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is no sick Englishwoman in the hotel?”

“Certainly not!” he cried. “But it has the hotel mark upon it! Ha, it must
have been written by that tall Englishman who came in after you had gone. He
said—"

But I waited for none of the landlord’s explanations. In a tingle of fear I
was already running down the village street, and making for the path which I had
so lately descended. It had taken me an hour to come down. For all my efforts
two more had passed before I found myself at the fall of Reichenbach once more.
There was Holmes’s Alpine-stock still leaning against the rock by which I had
left him. But there was no sign of him, and it was in vain that I shouted. My only
answer was my own voice reverberating in a rolling echo from the cliffs around
me.

It was the sight of that Alpine-stock which turned me cold and sick. He had
not gone to Rosenlaui, then. He had remained on that three-foot path, with sheer
wall on one side and sheer drop on the other, until his enemy had overtaken him.
The young Swiss had gone too. He had probably been in the pay of Moriarty, and
had left the two men together. And then what had happened? Who was to tell us
what had happened then?

I stood for a minute or two to collect myself, for I was dazed with the
horror of the thing. Then I began to think of Holmes’s own methods and to try
to practise them in reading this tragedy. It was, alas, only too easy to do. During
our conversation we had not gone to the end of the path, and the Alpine-stock
marked the place where we had stood. The blackish soil is kept forever soft by
the incessant drift of spray, and a bird would leave its tread upon it. Two lines
of footmarks were clearly marked along the farther end of the path, both leading
away from me. There were none returning. A few yards from the end the soil was
all ploughed up into a patch of mud, and the branches and ferns which fringed
the chasm were torn and bedraggled. I lay upon my face and peered over with
the spray spouting up all around me. It had darkened since I left, and now I could
only see here and there the glistening of moisture upon the black walls, and far
away down at the end of the shaft the gleam of the broken water. I shouted; but
only the same half-human cry of the fall was borne back to my ears.

But it was destined that I should after all have a last word of greeting
from my friend and comrade. I have said that his Alpine-stock had been left
leaning against a rock which jutted on to the path. From the top of this boulder
the gleam of something bright caught my eye, and, raising my hand, I found that
it came from the silver cigarette-case which he used to carry. As I took it up a
small square of paper upon which it had lain fluttered down on to the ground.
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Unfolding it, I found that it consisted of three pages torn from his note-book and
addressed to me. It was characteristic of the man that the direction was a precise,
and the writing as firm and clear, as though it had been written in his study.

My dear Watson [it said], | write these few lines through the courtesy of Mr.
Moriarty, who awaits my convenience for the final discussion of those questions
which lie between us. He has been giving me a sketch of the methods by which he
avoided the English police and kept himself informed of our movements. They cer-
tainly confirm the very high opinion which I had formed of his abilities. | am pleased
to think that I shall be able to free society from any further effects of his presence,
though I fear that it is at a cost which will give pain to my friends, and especially, my
dear Watson, to you. | have already explained to you, however, that my career had
in any case reached its crisis, and that no possible conclusion to it could be more
congenial to me than this. Indeed, if | may make a full confession to you, | was quite
convinced that the letter from Meiringen was a hoax, and | allowed you to depart
on that errand under the persuasion that some development of this sort would fol-
low. Tell Inspector Patterson that the papers which he needs to convict the gang are
in pigeonhole M., done up in a blue envelope and inscribed “Moriarty.” | made every
disposition of my property before leaving England, and handed it to my brother My-
croft. Pray give my greetings to Mrs. Watson, and believe me to be, my dear fellow,

Very sincerely yours,

Sherlock Holmes

A few words may suffice to tell the little that remains. An examination by
experts leaves little doubt that a personal contest between the two men ended, as
it could hardly fail to end in such a situation, in their reeling over, locked in each
other’s arms. Any attempt at recovering the bodies was absolutely hopeless, and
there, deep down in that dreadful caldron of swirling water and seething foam,
will lie for all time the most dangerous criminal and the foremost champion of
the law of their generation. The Swiss youth was never found again, and there can
be no doubt that he was one of the numerous agents whom Moriarty kept in this
employ. As to the gang, it will be within the memory of the public how complete-
ly the evidence which Holmes had accumulated exposed their organization, and
how heavily the hand of the dead man weighed upon them. Of their terrible chief
few details came out during the proceedings, and if I have now been compelled to
make a clear statement of his career it is due to those injudicious champions who
have endeavored to clear his memory by attacks upon him whom I shall ever regard
as the best and the wisest man whom I have ever known.
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CJIOBO

TPAHCKPUIIINA

INEPEBO/]

OJHOKOPEHHLIE
CJIOBA
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DISCUSSION

What do you think this story is about?

Do you know anything about this topic based on your personal experi-
ence?

Does the story feel real to you?

What is the setting of the story? How does the setting impact the story?
Would you recommend this story to someone?

What do you think is the main idea of this story?

What is the moral lesson in the story?

What does the title tell us about this story? Does the title provide you
with any clues as to what the story might include?

What other title might you choose?
Who are the characters in the story?

In what ways does the main character remind you of someone you have
met or heard about?

How thought-provoking did you find the story?

How would you feel if this happened to you?

What does this text remind you of?

Did the story evoke any emotions or memories?

Did you reread any passages? If so, which ones?

What surprised you most about the plot?

Did you guess the ending? If so, at what point?

Did you agree with the characters' decisions?

What do you think happens to the leads after the ending?
What did you learn from reading this story?

What do you think motivated the author to write this story?

Has this story affected the way you go about your life? If so, in what
way?

If you had to trade places with one character, who would it be?

If you could ask the author anything, what would it be?
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Did you have a favorite quote from the story?

What was the most challenging or difficult part of the story for you to
read or understand?

Who was your favorite character and why?

Which character did you dislike or disagree with the most and why?
What was the main conflict or problem in the story?

How did you feel about the ending?

How would you adapt this story into a movie?

What was the most useful or valuable advice or tip that you learned from
this story?

Would you want to read another story by this author?

How did your opinion of the story change as you read it?

Did this story remind you of any other books or films?

If you were making a movie of this story, who would you cast?
What songs does this story make you think of?

Which places in the story would you most like to visit?

What kind of reader would most enjoy this story?

hugod1o]] wordy douA |

What do you think the author’s purpose was in writing this story?
How original and unique was this story?

Did the story’s pace seem too fast/too slow/just right?

What book would you recommend for someone who loved this story?
Did you wish this story was longer or shorter?

What do you think of the book’s cover? What should be there?

What would you have changed about the plot if you could re-write the
story?

Which character would you most want to have lunch with and why?

Have you ever experienced a challenge like the one described in this
story?

In what ways do you think this story relates to modern society?
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TASKS

Task 1. Complete the gaps in the sentences. Write one word only in each
gap.

“The Final Problem” is probably the most famous of all the Sherlock
Holmes stories written 1 Sir Arthur Conan Doyle. The story has no

case 2 the consulting detective to solve though, and only tells of the

final days of Sherlock Holmes and the visit to the Reichenbach Falls.

It is difficult to understand why Sir Arthur Conan Doyle would kill
3 the “golden goose” that was Sherlock Holmes. The stories about

Holmes were 4 great demand from the general public, and the detective

had made Conan Doyle the best paid author of his day.

This success though, had alsoled5__ financial freedom for Conan

_______ the literary works that
_______ of love with Holmes, and
was now far more interested in his historical works and other novels. Sir Arthur
Conan Doyle did pen almost twenty other novels.

Even in writing the “final problem” for Holmes, Conan Doyle though did
manage to increase the reputation of both Holmes and Watson; Holmes showing
a willingness to sacrifice himself8 the greater good, and Watson will-
ingly to stand alongside his friend in the most dangerous of times. The Adventure
of the Final Problem has proven to be a central feature of most adaptations of the
Sherlock Holmes stories.

Task 2. Decide whether the following statements 1-5 are True (A) or
False (B).

List of statements

1 The story opens with Holmes visiting his old friend Dr Watson.

In the story Holmes is described as an anxious and injured de-
tective.

3 There are some murder attempts on Watson’s life.

At the train station, Watson passes the time by helping an el-
derly Italian vicar.

The name of Professor Moriarty initially means nothing to Dr
Watson.
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Task 3. Write the English equivalents for the following words and ex-

pressions according to the text.

Russian
OecuebHbIN
MIPOHU3IBATH
BepIlMHA
0e3MITEKHBIN
ONMU3KMIL IO TyXy
HEOCIapuBaeMbIi
paspeleHue

cB00OOIa

O 0 9 O L bW N~

MI'HOBCHHUEC

—_
(=)

CyneOHBIH 3ampeT

Make 3 sentences using ALL the words from the box.

English

Task 4. Write the English equivalents for the following words and ex-

pressions according to the text.

Russian

B HEKOTOPOM CTENEHU

JIeJI0 OTPOMHOM BaKHOCTH

C HEKOTOPBIM yJIUBJIEHUEM
HUKaKUM 00pa3omM
HaIMpOTHUB

B CUJIbHEHIIIEM HANIPSIKEHUH
OOBSCHSITH CUTYaIIHIO

HETaBHHUE CITyJan

O 0 9 O L A W N~

XUMHYCCKHUEC OIIBITHI

—_
=)

IIpeKpacHoe 00pa3oBaHue

English
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Make 3 sentences using ALL the words from the box.

1
2
3
Task 5. Use the clues below to complete the crossword.
1 to return to a person or place Across 1
2 a calm state of mind Across 2
3 to use something Across 3
4 a sound that is heard after it has been reflect- Down 4
ed off a surface
5 to be enough Down 5
6 the act of obeying an order, rule, or request Down 6
Grid
58 6C
M
[ 1[4 [ |
I
] L [ Tr] [Y]
o I RS
Task 6. Put the letters in order to complete the sentences.
1 Shehasworkedatsuch institutions as Boston's VEABLENER
Museum of Fine Arts and the Metropolitan Art Museum
in New York.
2 The negotiations took placein secrecy. SICTTR
They did thelast of their journey on foot. TASGE
4  His phone call was a welcome into an other- ISIONNTRU

wise tedious morning.
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5  The documents were delivered by special . MNGERESSE
6 Apolicecar by, on its way to the accident. ZEHIZDW
Task 7. Match the two parts of these expressions.
1 dainty A | damage
2 clear B | flowers
3 dangerous C | gangster
4 incalculable D | driving
5 murderous E [ head
Task 8. Paraphrase or explain.
1 But I waited for none of the landlord’s explanations.
2 It was the sight of that Alpine-stock which turned me cold and sick.
3 It was impossible to refuse the request of a fellow-countrywoman dying in
a strange land.
4  Ishall be brief, and yet exact, in the little which remains for me to tell.
5 And yet for all his watchfulness he was never depressed.
Task 9. Translate the sentences into Russian.
It is with a heavy heart that I take up my pen to write these the last words
1 in which I shall ever record the singular gifts by which my friend Mr. Sher-
lock Holmes was distinguished.
He still came to me from time to time when he desired a companion in his
2 investigation, but these occasions grew more and more seldom, until I find
that in the year 1890 there were only three cases of which I retain any record.
A criminal strain ran in his blood, which, instead of being modified, was
3 increased and rendered infinitely more dangerous by his extraordinary
mental powers.
Again and again in cases of the most varying sorts—forgery cases, rob-
4 beries, murders—I have felt the presence of this force, and I have deduced
its action in many of those undiscovered crimes in which I have not been
personally consulted.
5 He sits motionless, like a spider in the center of its web, but that web has a

thousand radiations, and he knows well every quiver of each of them.
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Task 10. Answer the following questions in written form (15-20 words
each question).

What mood was Holmes in as the final confrontation with Moriarty ap-

! proached ?

2 How did Dr Watson finally describe Holmes at the end of the story ?

3 Before Professor Moriarty became a master criminal what job had he held?
4 What ploy does Moriarty use to get Watson away from Sherlock when the

two are in the town of Meiringen?
What apparently has happened to Holmes after the confrontation with
Moriarty?

Task 11. Write the texts.

A You are invited to write a personal letter from a character’s point of view.
You will pretend to be Moriarty writing to Dr Watson.

Your letter may explain how you feel about someone in the story or some-
thing that happened in the story. (100-150 words)

B You belong to an English-language reading club and you have agreed
to write a review of the story for the club's magazine. You decide to submit a
review briefly describing the plot and explaining why its themes are relevant
today. (100-150 words)

C Write an alternative ending to the story. You may feel free to tell us details,
thoughts and feelings that we didn’t find out from the story. (100-150 words)

D Write a short memoir of the main character's life. Your memoir should
draw on anecdotes from their life selected to show how they progressed from
some unlikely place to where they are now. (100-150 words)

E Write a story for our English-language magazine. Your story must include
this sentence:

Who was to tell us what had happened then?

Make sure you that you start the story at a dramatic point, use correct past
tenses to describe events and use some descriptive verbs and adverbs. (150-180
words)

Task 12. Translate the text into English.

XomoHbIE BOABI BOAOMAAA MPATAIH CJIEIBI Y)KACHOTO IPECTYIUICHUS —
MISITHA KPOBH M MOM CJIE3bl HE OBUIM BHJIHBI M3-3a M1aIAI0IIEH CTEHBI Oy PIIsIIUX
moTokoB. Moif Ipyr HaBcerJa ymien oT Hac, 3a0paB ¢ coOOH TEMHOTO TeHH,
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MIPECTYIIHOTO KOPOJs, MOTOMKAa M €IUHCTBEHHOTO HACIEIHMKA KPOBOXKAIHBIX
MepBOOBITHBIX JHUKapel, MPOMBIIUIAIOMNX HE JIyOMHOH, HO XHTPOCTEIO.
JKecTokocTh, XHITHOCTb, CMEPTOHOCHOCTh — BOT JAAJE€KO HE €AWHCTBEHHBIE
YepThl XapakTepa 3JI0BELIEr0 3J0A€s, MBICIU M OCTaHKH KOTOPOIrO TEHeph
TOKOWJIMCH Ha JTHE Oe3MATEKHOM 3aBOAM, TOKPHITOW Oenoi meHor 6o, Moi
JpyT HOXKEpTBOBaa co00il paau 0CBOOOXKAEHUS MHpa OT MPECTYNHOTO Mayka,
y’KacHasl MayTHHA KOTOPOTO 3aCTaBisla TPEMBIXaThCsl U HEPBHO B3/paruBaTh
nonosuHy Esponsl. Ero soroBo — JIoHAOH, €ro opyausi — KpUMHUHAJIBHBIE
areHTBhl, €ro CTPacTb — MaTeMaTUKa U IaHTaX.

Task 13. Prepare a two-minute presentation about one of the charac-
ters. Don’t forget to describe their appearance and personality using as many
adjectives as possible.

Task 14. Comment on the following proverbs.

To violate the law is the same crime in the emperor as in the subject.

It’s no crime to steal from a thief.
A newly committed crime awakens sleeping ones.
Task 15. Match the two columns in order to make sentences. Comment
on their meaning.
Th test crime in a desert
1 The greatest crime in a desert | =, yet not secure.
is to find water
2 Crimes may be secret, B | and it will not seem a crime.
1 . he has no choice but to become
3 If stupidity were a crime, C |
an outlaw.
4 Commit a sin twice D | than loss of time?
Th itself i- . .
5 © act .ltse does not consti E | of revolution and crime.
tute a crime,
6 What greater crime F | and keep silent about it.
C .. i th that oth
7 Living is not a reward G |crimes are those that others
commit.
When a man is denied the right L .
8 . . . . H | and dying is no crime.
to live the life he believes in, ying
. half the human r. 1
9 Poverty is the parent I alf the human race would be
hanged at every crossroads.
10 For the powerful, J | unless the intent be criminal.
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