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ПЕРЕДМОВА 

Курс «Перша іноземна мова (англійська)» належить до фундаментальних, професійно–орієнтованих дисциплін та є однією з ключових ланок у системі базової практичної підготовки фахівців-філологів, здобувачів ступеня вищої освіти бакалавра предметної спеціалізації «Германські мови та літератури (переклад включно), перша – англійська». 


Метою вивчення дисципліни є формування у здобувачів комунікативної мовленнєвої компетенції, що передбачає розвиток таких вмінь як читання, аудіювання, усне та письмове мовлення, а також розвиток навичок коректності граматичної побудови мовлення, стилістично і контекстуально точного вживання лексичних одиниць, чіткість та логічна структурованість вимови; формування лінгвістичних та культурологічних компетенцій читання художнього тексту. 


Дисципліна включає в себе ряд аспектів, одним із яких є домашнє читання, тому фокусом запропонованого практикуму є розвиток вмінь читання, розуміння й інтерпретації художнього тексту, розширення словникового запасу та вдосконалення навичок письма та діалогічного й монологічного говоріння.


Практикум спрямований на формування та розвиток загальних та спеціальних програмних компетенцій, передбачених робочою програмою. До загальних компетенцій, належать здатність до критичного мислення й ціннісно-світоглядної реалізації особистості; вміння застосовувати знання у практичних ситуаціях; здатність працювати в команді та автономно;  навички вільно, гнучко та ефективно викладати власні думки в усному та письмовому мовленні. До основних спеціальних компетентностей відносяться навички читання та розуміння художніх текстів; здатність до інтерпретації та перекладу художніх текстів; вміння аргументовано доводити власну думку та вести інтелектуальну дискусію, здатність на належному лексико-граматичному рівні формулювати власні письмові висловлювання. Матеріал та завдання, які подані у практикумі, направлені на досягнення програмних результатів навчання, зокрема після проходження поданого курсу здобувачі повинні:

Знати:

-основні граматичні явища англійської мови (часи активного і пасивного стану, модальні дієслова, умовний спосіб);
- лексичні одиниці з ряду загально-побутових та соціальних сфер;

- фонетичні особливості сучасної англійської мови.

Вміти: 

· розуміти автентичні художні тексти та виділяти їх основний зміст;
· передавати зміст прочитаного тексту своїми словами з елементами критичного осмислення;
· виконувати англо-український та україно-англійський переклад

· писати есе з елементами роздумів;
· презентувати власну думку у формі заздалегідь підготовленого монологічного мовлення;

· вести діалог та аргументовано відстоювати свою думку у спонтанних бесідах;
· оцінювати й критично аналізувати соціально та особистісно значущі проблеми і пропонувати шляхи їх вирішення.


Практикум укладено відповідно до робочої програми навчальної дисципліни «Перша іноземна мова (англійська)» для студентів другого року навчання. Аспект «Домашнє читання» пов’язаний з фаховими дисциплінами з основної іноземної мови («Вступ до мовознавства», «Лексикологія» і «Стилістика»), а також з дисциплінами загально-гуманітарного циклу («Основи письмової комунікації» і «Мова, культура, суспільство»), а тому запропонований практикум є частиною комплексу навчально-методичних видань направлених на досягнення програмних результатів навчання.


Практикум включає в себе 8 розділів з уніфікованою структурою, кожен з яких містить завершене неадаптоване англомовне оповідання, активний вокабуляр та ряд вправ: завдання, націлені на перевірку рівня розуміння тексту, вправи перекладацького характеру, а також комплекс творчих завдань, направлених на розширення світогляду та розвиток навичок критичного осмислення інформації і вираження власної думки стосовно соціально-значущих проблем англійською мовою. До практикуму увійшли наступні твори американських та британських письменників: Impulse (C. Aiken), The new catacomb (A. D. Conan), The ransom of the red chief (O. Henry), Fanny and Anny (D. H. Lawrence), The rocking–horse winner (D. H. Lawrence), The love of life (J. London), Faith (S. Maugham).

Позначки, що супроводжують вправи та завдання:
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                    Робота з текстом
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                      Словникова робота
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                       Виконайте вправи
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                     Творчі завдання

Section 1
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Pre-reading tasks

I. Learn the given words and word–combinations:
weary




стомлений

crucifix



розп’яття

supplicate



просити, благати

cloister



монастир

alter




олтар

uncouth



незграбний, грубий

taper




тонка воскова свічка

halo




німб

arid




неродючий

plain




рівнина

heed




увага

robe




мантія, шати

attain




досягати

vengeance



помста

invoke



закликати, благати

impose



нав’язувати

penance



покарання

sway




гойдатися

fasting



піст

wasted



виснажений

hover




ширяти

reasoning



пояснення

pray




молитися

putrid




гнилий, огидний

sore




виразка, рана

brokenhearted


з розбитим серцем

affliction



лихо, страждання, біда

recur




повторюватись

martyr



мученик

linger




баритися, затягуватися

heretic



єретик

exact




вимагати

serpent



змія

stern




суровий

menacing



загрозливий

stutter




заїкатися

misery



лихо, нещастя

supplication



благання

wrath




гнів

prostrate



розпростертий, зневажений

peril




ризик, небезпека

fervor




запал, пристрасть, завзяття

novice



учень

accursed



проклятий

seraphic



ангельський, неземний

scourge



батіг

mortification


придушення, приборкання

tender




пастух

swine




свиня

profligate



розпусник

harlot




повія

vision




видіння

exult




радіти

invocation



благання

smite




вдаряти

cowl




ряса

solitude



самотність

effulgence



блиск

handicraft



ручна робота

ordain



постановляти

vespers



вечірня (служба у церкві)

heaviness



тягар

liken




уподібнювати

porter




воротар

rib




ребро

loins




поперек

ghastly

страшний, жахливий

consolation

втіха, відрада

blaspheme

обмовляти, ганьбити
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II. Translate the word–combinations into Ukrainian and make up your own sentences with them:
Unearthly weirdness, heavy drone, tattered cloth, to pay no heed to smth., indescribable softness, shriek with terror, serenity of life, merciful goodness of God, perpetual doubt, vengeful eyes, to contain oneself, to be in rapture, sweet odours, impotent rage. 
III. Translate the words and word–combinations into English:

Просити щось у когось, глибокі западини, низькорослі кущі, гранітні валуни, досягати великої радості, опускатися на коліна, кіготь грифа, молити Бога, довготелесий чоловік, вимагати абсолютної покори, порушення правил, дрижати від гніву, впертість та гордість, пронизливий вітер, іскра надії. 
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               Reading task

IV. Read the text and be ready for the discussion


FAITH

Somerset Maugham
(Retrieved form: https://www.online-literature.com/maugham/orientations/4/)

I

The moon shone fitfully through the clouds on to the weary face of Brother Jasper kneeling in his cell. His hands were fervently clasped, uplifted to the crucifix that hung on the bare wall, and he was praying, praying as he had never prayed before. All through the hours of night, while the monks were sleeping, Brother Jasper had been supplicating his God for light; but in his soul remained a darkness deeper than that of the blackest night. At last he heard the tinkling of the bell that called the monks to prayers, and with a groan lifted himself up. He opened his cell door and went out into the cloister. With down–turned face he walked along till he came to the chapel, and, reaching his seat, sank again heavily to his knees.

The lights in the chapel were few enough, for San Lucido was nearly the poorest monastery in Spain; a few dim candles on the altar threw long shadows on the pavement, and in the choir their yellow glare lit up uncouthly the pale faces of the monks. When Brother Jasper stood up, the taper at his back cast an unnatural light over him, like a halo, making his great black eyes shine strangely from their deep sockets, while below them the dark lines and the black shadow of his shaven chin gave him an unearthly weirdness. He looked like a living corpse standing in the brown Franciscan cowl–a dead monk doomed for some sin to wander through the earth till the day, the Day of Judgment; and in the agony of that weary face one could almost read the terrors of eternal death.

The monks recited the service with their heavy drone, and the sound of the harsh men's voices ascended to the vault, dragging along the roof. But Jasper heard not what they said; he rose and knelt as they did; he uttered the words; he walked out of the church in his turn, and through the cloister to his cell. And he threw himself on the floor and beat his head against the hard stones, weeping passionately. And he cried out,–
'What shall I do? What shall I do?'

For Brother Jasper did not believe.

II

Two days before, the monk, standing amid the stunted shrubs on the hill of San Lucido, had looked out on the arid plain before him. It was all brown and grey, the desolate ground strewn with huge granite boulders, treeless; and for the wretched sheep who fed there, thin and scanty grass; the shepherd, in his tattered cloak, sat on a rock, moodily, paying no heed to his flock, dully looking at the desert round him. Brother Jasper gazed at the scene as he had gazed for three years since he had come to San Lucido, filled with faith and great love for God. In those days he had thought nothing of the cold waste as his eyes rested on it; the light of heaven shed a wonderful glow on the scene, and when at sunset the heavy clouds were piled one above the other, like huge, fantastic mountains turned into golden fire, when he looked beyond them and saw the whole sky burning red and then a mass of yellow and gold, he could imagine that God was sitting there on His throne of fire, with Christ on His right hand in robes of light and glory, and Mary the Queen on His left. And above them the Dove with its outstretched wings, the white bird hovering in a sea of light! And it seemed so near! Brother Jasper felt in him almost the power to go there, to climb up those massy clouds of fire and attain the great joy–the joy of the presence of God.

The sun sank slowly, the red darkened into purple, and over the whole sky came a colour of indescribable softness, while in the east, very far away, shone out the star. And soon the soft faint blue sank before the night, and the stars in the sky were countless; but still in the west there was the shadow of the sun, a misty gleam. Over the rocky plain the heavens seemed so great, so high, that Brother Jasper sank down in his insignificance; yet he remembered the glories of the sunset, and felt that he was almost at the feet of God.

But now, when he looked at the clouds and the sun behind them, he saw no God; he saw the desert plain, the barrenness of the earth, the overladen, wretched donkey staggering under his pannier, and the broad–hatted peasant urging him on. He looked at the sunset and tried to imagine the Trinity that sat there, but he saw nothing. And he asked himself,–
'Why should there be a God?'

He started up with a cry of terror, with his hands clasped to his head.

'My God! what have I done?'

He sank to his knees, humiliating himself. What vengeance would fall on him? He prayed passionately. But again the thought came; he shrieked with terror, he invoked the Mother of God to help him.

'Why should there be a God?'

He could not help it. The thought would not leave him that all this might exist without. How did he know? How could anyone be sure, quite sure? But he drove the thoughts away, and in his cell imposed upon himself a penance. It was Satan that stood whispering in his ear, Satan lying in wait for his soul; let him deny God and he would be damned for ever.

He prayed with all his strength, he argued with himself, he cried out, 'I believe! I believe!' but in his soul was the doubt. The terror made him tremble like a leaf in the wind, and great drops of sweat stood on his forehead and ran heavily down his cheek. He beat his head against the wall, and in his agony swayed from side to side.... But he could not believe.

III

And for two days he had endured the torments of hell–fire, battling against himself–in vain. The heavy lines beneath his eyes grew blacker than the night, his lips were pale with agony and fasting. He had not dared to speak to anyone, he could not tell them, and in him was the impulse to shout out, 'Why should there be?' Now he could bear it no longer. In the morning he went to the prior's cell, and, falling on his knees, buried his face in the old man's lap.

'Oh, father, help me! help me!'

The prior was old and wasted; for fifty years he had lived in the desert Castilian plain in the little monastery–all through his youth and manhood, through his age; and now he was older than anyone at San Lucido. White haired and wrinkled, but with a clear, rosy skin like a boy's; his soft blue eyes had shone with light, but a cataract had developed, and gradually his sight had left him till he could barely see the crucifix in his cell and the fingers of his hand; at last he could only see the light. But the prior did not lose the beautiful serenity of his life; he was always happy and kind; and feeling that his death could not now be very distant, he was filled with a heavenly joy that he would shortly see the face of God. Long hours he sat in his chair looking at the light with an indescribably charming smile hovering on his lips.

His voice broken by sobs, Brother Jasper told his story, while the prior gently stroked the young man's hands and face.

'Oh, father, make me believe!'

'One cannot force one's faith, my dear. It comes, it goes, and no man knows the wherefore. Faith does not come from reasoning; it comes from God.... Pray for it and rest in peace.'

'I want to believe so earnestly. I am so unhappy!'

'You are not the only one who has been tried, my son. Others have doubted before you and have been saved.'

'But if I died to–night–I should die in mortal sin.'

'Believe that God counts the attempt as worthy as the achievement.'

'Oh, pray for me, father, pray for me! I cannot stand alone. Give me your strength.'

'Go in peace, my son; I will pray for you, and God will give you strength!'

Jasper went away.

Day followed day, and week followed week; the spring came, and the summer; but there was no difference in the rocky desert of San Lucido. There were no trees to bud and burst into leaf, no flowers to bloom and fade; biting winds gave way to fiery heat, the sun beat down on the plain, and the sky was cloudless, cloudless–even the nights were so hot that the monks in their cells gasped for breath. And Brother Jasper brooded over the faith that was dead; and in his self–torment his cheeks became so hollow that the bones of his face seemed about to pierce the skin, the flesh shrunk from his hands, and the fingers became long and thin, like the claws of a vulture. He used to spend long hours with the prior, while the old man talked gently, trying to bring faith to the poor monk, that his soul might rest. But one day, in the midst of the speaking, the prior stopped, and Jasper saw an expression of pain pass over his face.

'What is it?'

'Nothing, my son,' he replied, smiling.... 'We enter the world with pain, and with pain we leave it!'

'What do you mean? Are you ill? Father! father!'

The prior opened his mouth and showed a great sloughing sore; he put Jasper's fingers to his neck and made him feel the enlarged and hardened glands.

'What is it? You must see a surgeon.'

'No surgeon can help me, Brother Jasper. It is cancer, the Crab–it is the way that God has sent to call me to Himself.'

Then the prior began to suffer the agonies of the disease, terrible pains shot through his head and neck; he could not swallow. It was a slow starvation; the torment kept him awake through night after night, and only occasionally his very exhaustion gave him a little relief so that he slept. Thinner and thinner he became, and his whole mouth was turned into a putrid, horrible sore. But yet he never murmured. Brother Jasper knelt by his bed, looking at him pitifully.

'How can you suffer it all? What have you done that God should give you this? Was it not enough that you were blind?'

'Ah, I saw such beautiful things after I became blind–all heaven appeared before me.'

'It is unjust–unjust!'

'My son, all is just.'

'You drive me mad!... Do you still believe in the merciful goodness of God?'

A beautiful smile broke through the pain on the old man's face.

'I still believe in the merciful goodness of God!'

There was a silence. Brother Jasper buried his face in his hands and thought brokenheartedly of his own affliction. How happy he could be if he had that faith.... But the silence in the room was more than the silence of people who did not speak. Jasper looked up suddenly.

The prior was dead.

Then the monk bent over the body and looked at the face into the opaque white eyes; there was no difference, the flesh was warm–everything was just the same, and yet ... and yet he was dead. What did they mean by saying the soul had fled? What had happened? Jasper understood nothing of it. And afterwards, before the funeral, when he looked at the corpse again, and it was cold and a horrible blackness stained the lips, he felt sure.

Brother Jasper could not believe in the resurrection of the dead. And the soul–what did they mean by the soul?

IV

Then a great loneliness came over him; the hours of his life seemed endless, and there was no one in whom he could find comfort. The prior had given him a ray of hope, but he was gone, and now Jasper was alone in the world.... And beyond? Oh! how could one be certain? It was awful this perpetual doubt, recurring more strongly than ever. Men had believed so long. Think of all the beautiful churches that had been made in the honour of God, and the pictures. Think of the works that had been done for his love, the martyrs who had cheerfully given up their lives. It seemed impossible that it should be all for nothing. But–but Jasper could not believe. And he cried out to the soul of the prior, resting in heaven, to come to him and help him. Surely, if he really were alive again, he would not let the poor monk whom he had loved linger in this terrible uncertainty. Jasper redoubled his prayers; for hours he remained on his knees, imploring God to send him light.... But no light came, and exhausted Brother Jasper sank into despair.

The new prior was a tall, gaunt man, with a great hooked nose and heavy lips; his keen, dark eyes shone fiercely from beneath his shaggy brows. He was still young, full of passionate energy. And with large gesture and loud, metallic voice he loved to speak of hell–fire and the pains of the damned, hating the Jews and heretics with a bitter personal hatred.

'To the stake!' he used to say. 'The earth must be purged of this vermin, and it must be purged by fire.'

He exacted the most absolute obedience from the monks, and pitiless was the punishment for any infringement of his rules.... Brother Jasper feared the man with an almost unearthly terror; when he felt resting upon him the piercing black eyes, he trembled in his seat, and a cold sweat broke out over him. If the prior knew–the thought almost made him faint. And yet the fear of it seemed to drag him on; like a bird before a serpent, he was fascinated. Sometimes he felt sudden impulses to tell him–but the vengeful eyes terrified him.

One day he was in the cloister, looking out at the little green plot in the middle where the monks were buried, wondering confusedly whether all that prayer and effort had been offered up to empty images of what–of the fear of Man? Turning round, he started back and his heartbeat, for the prior was standing close by, looking at him with those horrible eyes. Brother Jasper trembled so that he could scarcely stand; he looked down.

'Brother Jasper!' The prior's voice seemed sterner than it had ever been before. 'Brother Jasper!'

'Father!'

'What have you to tell me?'

Jasper looked up at him; the blood fled from his lips.

'Nothing, my father!' The prior looked at him firmly, and Jasper thought he read the inmost secrets of his heart.

'Speak, Brother Jasper!' said the prior, and his voice was loud and menacing.

Then hurriedly, stuttering in his anxiety, the monk confessed his misery.... A horror came over the prior's face as he listened, and Jasper became so terrified that he could hardly speak; but the prior seemed to recover himself, and interrupted him with a furious burst of anger.

'You look over the plain and do not see God, and for that you doubt Him? Miserable fool!'

'Oh, father, have mercy on me! I have tried so hard. I want to believe. But I cannot.'

'I cannot! I cannot! What is that? Have men believed for a thousand years–has God performed miracle after miracle–and a miserable monk dares to deny Him?'

'I cannot believe!'

'You must!' His voice was so loud that it rang through the cloisters. He seized Jasper's clasped hands, raised in supplication before him, and forced him to his knees. 'I tell you, you shall believe!'

Quivering with wrath, he looked at the prostrate form at his feet, moved by convulsive weeping. He raised his hand as if to strike the monk, but with difficulty contained himself.

Then the prior bade Brother Jasper go to the church and wait. The monks were gathered together, all astonished. They stood in their usual places, but Jasper remained in the middle, away from them, with head cast down. The prior called out to them in his loud, clear voice,–
'Pray, my brethren, pray for the soul of Brother Jasper, which lies in peril of eternal death.'

The monks looked at him suddenly, and Brother Jasper's head sank lower, so that no one could see his face. The prior sank to his knees and prayed with savage fervour. Afterwards the monks went their ways; but when Jasper passed them they looked down, and when by chance he addressed a novice, the youth hurried from him without answering. They looked upon him as accursed. The prior spoke no more, but often Jasper felt his stern gaze resting on him, and a shiver would pass through him. In the services Jasper stood apart from the rest, like an unclean thing; he did not join in their prayers, listening confusedly to their monotonous droning; and when a pause came and he felt all eyes turn to him, he put his hands to his face to hide himself.

'Pray, my brethren, pray for the soul of Brother Jasper, which lies in peril of eternal death.'

V

In his cell the monk would for days sit apathetically looking at the stone wall in front of him, sore of heart; the hours would pass by unnoticed, and only the ringing of the chapel bell awoke him from his stupor. And sometimes he would be seized with sudden passion and, throwing himself on his knees, pour forth a stream of eager, vehement prayer. He remembered the penances which the seraphic father imposed on his flesh–but he always had faith; and Jasper would scourge himself till he felt sick and faint, and, hoping to gain his soul by mortification of the body, refuse the bread and water which was thrust into his cell, and for a long while eat nothing. He became so weak and ill that he could hardly stand; and still no help came.

Then he took it into his head that God would pity him and send a miracle to drive away his uncertainty. Was he not anxious to believe, if only he could?–so anxious! God would not send a miracle to a poor monk.... Yet miracles had been performed for smaller folk than he–for shepherds and tenders of swine. But Christ himself had said that miracles only came by faith, but–Jasper remembered that often the profligate and the harlot had been brought to repentance by a vision. Even the Holy Francis had been but a loose gallant till Christ appeared to him. Yet, if Christ had appeared, it showed–ah! but how could one be sure? it might only have been a dream. Let a vision appear to him and he would believe. Oh, how enchanted he would be to believe, to rest in peace, to know that before him, however hard the life, were eternal joy and the kingdom of heaven.

But Brother Jasper put his hands to his head cruelly aching. He could not understand, he could not know – the doubt weighed on his brain like a sheet of lead; he felt inclined to tear his skull apart to relieve the insupportable pressure. How endless life was! Why could it not finish quickly and let him know? But supposing there really was a God, He would exact terrible vengeance. What punishment would He inflict on the monk who had denied Him–who had betrayed Him like a second Judas? Then a fantastic idea came into his crazy brain. Was it Satan that put all these doubts into his head? If it were, Satan must exist; and if he did, God existed too. He knew that the devil stood ready to appear to all who called. If Christ would not appear, let Satan show himself. It meant hell–fire; but if God were, the monk felt he was damned already–for the truth he would give his soul!

The idea sent a coldness through him, so that he shivered; but it possessed him, and he exulted, thinking that he would know at last. He rose from his bed–it was the dead of night and all the monks were sleeping–and, trembling with cold, began to draw with chalk strange figures on the floor. He had seen them long ago in an old book of magic, and their fantastic shapes, fascinating him, had remained in his memory.

In the centre of the strange confusion of triangles he stood and uttered in a husky voice the invocation. He murmured uncouth words in an unknown language, and bade Satan stand forth.... He expected a thunderclap, the flashing of lightning, sulphurous fumes–but the night remained silent and quiet; not a sound broke the stillness of the monastery; the snow outside fell steadily.

VI

Next day the prior sent for him and repeated his solemn question.

'Brother Jasper, what have you to say to me?'

And absolutely despairing, Jasper answered,–
'Nothing, nothing, nothing!'

Then the prior strode up to him in wrath and smote him on the cheek.

'It is a devil within you–a devil of obstinacy and pride. You shall believe!'

He cried to monks to lay hold of him; they dragged him roughly to the cloisters, and stripping him of his cowl tied it round his waist, and bound him by the hands to a pillar.... And the prior ordered them to give Jasper eight–and–thirty strokes with the scourge–one less than Christ–that the devil might be driven out. The scourge was heavy and knotted, and the porter bared his arms that he might strike the better; the monks stood round in eager expectation. The scourge whizzed through the air and came down with a thud on Jasper's bare shoulders; a tremor passed through him, but he did not speak. Again it came down, and as the porter raised it for the third time the monks saw great bleeding weals on Brother Jasper's back. Then, as the scourge fell heavily, a terrible groan burst from him. The porter swung his arm, and this time a shriek broke from the wretched monk; the blows came pitilessly and Jasper lost all courage. He shrieked with agony, imploring them to stop.

But ferociously the prior cried,–
'Did Christ bear in silence forty stripes save one, and do you cry out like a woman before you have had ten!'

The porter went on, and the prior's words were interrupted by piercing shrieks.

'It is the devil crying out within him,' said the monks, gloating on the bleeding back and the face of agony.

Heavy drops of sweat ran off the porter's face and his arm began to tire; but he seized the handle with both hands and swung the knotted ropes with all his strength.

Jasper fainted.

'See!' said the prior. 'See the fate of him who has not faith in God!'

The cords with which he was tied prevented the monk from falling, and stroke after stroke fell on his back till the number was completed. Then they loosed him from the column, and he sank senseless and bleeding to the ground. They left him. Brother Jasper regained slowly his senses, lying out in the cold cloister with the snow on the graves in the middle; his hands and feet were stiff and blue. He shivered and drew himself together for warmth, then a groan burst from him, feeling the wounds of his back. Painfully he lifted himself up and crawled to the chapel door; he pushed it open, and, staggering forward, fell on his face, looking towards the altar. He remained there long, dazed and weary, pulling his cowl close round him to keep out the bitter cold. The pain of his body almost relieved the pain of his mind; he wished dumbly that he could lie there and die, and be finished with it all. He did not know the time; he wondered whether any service would soon bring the monks to disturb him. He took sad pleasure in the solitude, and in the great church the solitude seemed more intense. Oh, and he hated the monks! it was cruel, cruel, cruel! He put his hands to his face and sobbed bitterly.

But suddenly a warmth fell on him; he looked up, and the glow seemed to come from the crucified Christ in the great painted window by the altar. The monk started up with a cry and looked eagerly; the bell began to ring. The green colour of death was becoming richer, the glass gained the fulness of real flesh; now it was a soft round whiteness. And Brother Jasper cried out in ecstasy,–
'It is Christ!'

Then the glow deepened, and from the Crucified One was shed a wonderful light like the rising of the sun behind the mountains, and the church was filled with its rich effulgence.

'Oh, God, it is moving!'

The Christ seemed to look at Brother Jasper and bow His head. Two by two the monks walked silently in, and Brother Jasper lifted up his arms, crying:

'Behold a miracle! Christ has appeared to me!'

A murmur of astonishment broke from them, and they looked at Jasper gazing in ecstasy at the painted window.

'Christ has appeared to me.... I am saved!'

Then the prior came up to him and took him in his arms and kissed him.

'My son, praise be to God! you are whole again.'

But Jasper pushed him aside, so that he might not be robbed of the sight which filled him with rapture; the monks crowded round, questioning, but he took no notice of them. He stood with outstretched arms, looking eagerly, his face lighted up with joy. The monks began to kiss his cowl and his feet, and they touched his hands.

'I am saved! I am saved!'

And the prior cried to them,–
'Praise God, my brethren, praise God! for we have saved the soul of Brother Jasper from eternal death.'

But when the service was over and the monks had filed out, Brother Jasper came to himself–and he saw that the light had gone from the window; the Christ was cold and dead, a thing of the handicraft of man. What was it that had happened? Had a miracle occurred? The question flashing through his mind made him cry out. He had prayed for a miracle, and a miracle had been shown him–the poor monk of San Lucido....And now he doubted the miracle. Oh, God must have ordained the damnation of his soul to give him so little strength–perhaps He had sent the miracle that he might have no answer at the Day of Judgment.

'Faith thou hadst not–I showed Myself to thee in flesh and blood, I moved My head; thou didst not believe thine own eyes.' ...

VII

Next day, at vespers, Jasper anxiously fixed his gaze on the stained–glass window–again a glow came from it, and as he moved the head seemed to incline itself; but now Jasper saw it was only the sun shining through the window–only the sun! Then the heaviness descended into the deepest parts of Jasper's soul, and he despaired.

The night came and Jasper returned to his cell.... He leant against the door, looking out through the little window, but he could only see the darkness. And he likened it to the darkness in his own soul.

'What shall I do?' he groaned.

He could not tell the monks that it was not a miracle he had seen; he could not tell them that he had lost faith again.... And then his thoughts wandering to the future,–
'Must I remain all my life in this cold monastery? If there is no God, if I have but one life, what is the good of it? Why cannot I enjoy my short existence as other men? Am not I young–am not I of the same flesh and blood as they?'

Vague recollections came to him of those new lands beyond the ocean, those lands of sunshine and sweet odours. His mind became filled with a vision of broad rivers, running slow and cool, overshadowed by strange, luxuriant trees. And all was a wealth of beautiful colour.

'Oh, I cannot stay!' he cried; 'I cannot stay!'

And it was a land of loving–kindness, a land of soft–eyed, gentle women.

'I cannot stay! I cannot stay!'

The desire to go forth was overwhelming, the walls of his cell seemed drawing together to crush him; he must be free. Oh, for life! life! He started up, not seeing the madness of his adventure; he did not think of the snow–covered desert, the night, the distance from a town. He saw before him the glorious sunshine of a new life, and he went towards it like a blind man, with outstretched arms.

Everyone was asleep in the monastery. He crept out of his cell and silently opened the door of the porter's lodge; the porter was sleeping heavily. Jasper took the keys and unlocked the gate. He was free. He took no notice of the keen wind blowing across the desert; he hurried down the hill, slipping on the frozen snow.... Suddenly he stopped; he had caught sight of the great crucifix which stood by the wayside at the bottom of the hill. Then the madness of it all occurred to him. Wherever he went he would find the crucifix, even beyond the sea, and nowhere would he be able to forget his God. Always the recollection, always the doubt, and he would never have rest till he was in the grave. He went close to it and looked up; it was one of those strange Spanish crucifixes–a wooden image with long, thin arms and legs and protruding ribs, with real hair hanging over the shoulders, and a true crown of thorns placed on the head; the ends of the tattered cloth fastened about the loins fluttered in the wind. In the night the lifelikeness was almost ghastly; it might have been a real man that hung there, with great nails through his feet. The common people paid superstitious reverence to it, and Jasper had often heard the peasants tell of the consolations they had received.

Why should not he too receive consolation? Was his soul not as worth saving as theirs? A last spark of hope filled him, and he lifted himself up on tip–toe to touch the feet.

'Oh, Christ, come down to me! tell me whether Thou art indeed a God. Oh, Christ, help me!'

But the words lost themselves in the wind and night.... Then a great rage seized him that he alone should receive no comfort. He clenched his fists and beat passionately against the cross.

'Oh, you are a cruel God! I hate you, I hate you!'

If he could have reached it he would have torn the image down, and beat it as he had been beaten. In his impotent rage he shrieked out curses upon it–he blasphemed.

But his strength spent itself and he sank to the foot of the cross, bursting into tears. In his self–pity he thought his heart was broken. Lifting himself to his knees, he clasped the wood with his hands and looked up for the last time at the dead face of Christ.

It was the end.... A strange peace came over him as the anguish of his mind fell away before the cold. His hands and his feet were senseless, he felt his heart turning to ice–and he felt nothing.

In a little while the snow began to fall, lightly covering his shoulders. Brother Jasper knew the secret of death at last.

VIII

The day broke slowly, dim and grey. There was a hurried knocking at the porter's door, a peasant with white and startled face said that a brother was kneeling at the great cross in the snow, and would not speak.

The monks sallied forth anxiously, and came to the silent figure, clasping the cross in supplication.

'Brother Jasper!'

The prior touched his hands; they were as cold as ice.

'He is dead!'

The villagers crowded round in astonishment, whispering to one another. The monks tried to move him, but his hands, frozen to the cross, prevented them.

'He died in prayer–he was a saint!'

But a woman with a paralysed arm came near him, and in her curiosity touched his ragged cowl.... Suddenly she felt a warmth pass through her, and the dead arm began to tingle. She cried out in astonishment, and as the people turned to look she moved the fingers.

'He has restored my arm,' she said. 'Look!'

'A miracle!' they cried out. 'A miracle! He is a saint!'

The news spread like fire; and soon they brought a youth lying on a bed, wasted by a mysterious illness, so thin that the bones protruding had formed angry sores on the skin. They touched him with the hem of the monk's garment, and immediately he roused himself.

'I am whole; give me to eat!'

A murmur of wonder passed through the crowd. The monks sank to their knees and prayed.

At last they lifted up the dead monk and bore him to the church. But people all round the country crowded to see him; the sick and the paralysed came from afar, and often went away sound as when they were born.

They buried him at last, but still to his tomb they came from all sides, rich and poor; and the wretched monk, who had not faith to cure the disease of his own mind, cured the diseases of those who had faith in him.
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Post-reading tasks
V. Correct the false statements:

1. Brother Jasper was a monk in San Lucido monastery.

2. Brother jasper used to have a great faith and love for God.

3. The soul of Father Jasper was tortured by contradictory thoughts.

4. The first prior tried to force the monk to believe in God by all means.

5. The prior had a mortal disease and lost his faith in God.

6. The new prior was not concerned about the spiritual state of Brother Jasper.

7. The monk tried his best to attain unflinching faith.

8. Brother Jasper regained faith and started to lead a pious life after he had been savagely beaten.

9. The monk died trying to achieve faith imploring God to help him.

10. The dead monk was considered to be saint.

VI. Answer the following questions:

1. Who was Brother Jasper and what kind of life did he lead?

2. Why was brother Jasper so disappointed and frustrated?

3. Whom did the monk appeal to trying to find resolution to his problem?

4. What did the prior tell the monk?

5. Did the prior save his faith when he was suffering from the incurable disease?

6.  In what way did the new prior try to convert to faith?

7. What happened to brother Jasper at one of the services after he hd been beaten?

8. Why did Brother Jasper decide to leave the cloister?

9. What did the monk do when he was alone in front of the crucifix?

10.  Why did people were cured when they touched his battered cowl?

VII. Give the written translation:

1. The lights in the chapel were few enough, for San Lucido was nearly the poorest monastery in Spain; a few dim candles on the altar threw long shadows on the pavement, and in the choir their yellow glare lit up uncouthly the pale faces of the monks.

2. Two days before, the monk, standing amid the stunted shrubs on the hill of San Lucido, had looked out on the arid plain before him. It was all brown and grey, the desolate ground strewn with huge granite boulders, treeless; and for the wretched sheep who fed there, thin and scanty grass; the shepherd, in his tattered cloak, sat on a rock, moodily, paying no heed to his flock, dully looking at the desert round him.

3. He sank to his knees, humiliating himself. What vengeance would fall on him? He prayed passionately. But again the thought came; he shrieked with terror, he invoked the Mother of God to help him.

4. Then a great loneliness came over him; the hours of his life seemed endless, and there was no one in whom he could find comfort. The prior had given him a ray of hope, but he was gone, and now Jasper was alone in the world.... And beyond? Oh! how could one be certain? It was awful this perpetual doubt, recurring more strongly than ever.

5. He exacted the most absolute obedience from the monks, and pitiless was the punishment for any infringement of his rules.... Brother Jasper feared the man with an almost unearthly terror; when he felt resting upon him the piercing black eyes, he trembled in his seat, and a cold sweat broke out over him.

6. They buried him at last, but still to his tomb they came from all sides, rich and poor; and the wretched monk, who had not faith to cure the disease of his own mind, cured the diseases of those who had faith in him.

VIII. Expand on the following issues:

1. The way of life Brother Jasper lead in the monastery.

2. The internal conflict that appeared in the monk’s soul.

3. God counts the attempt as worthy as the achievement.

4. One cannot force one’s faith, it comes from God but baffles any reasoning.

5. The strong faith of the prior even being in hard tortures.

6. The reasons why Brother Jasper could heel illnesses and was considered to be saint.

IX. Reflect on the following problems:
1. What is faith and how it differs from reasoning.

2. What has more value: the rate of achievements or the strength of desire to attain something.

3. The role of will and freedom in the life of a person. 
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Section 2


Pre-reading tasks

I. Read and translate the text, learn the given words and word–combinations:
throng



натовп

furnace



піч, топка

desultory



незв’язний, недоладний, безсистемний

clamber



дертися, здійматися вгору

twilight



сутінки

bead




намисто

foundry



ливарний завод

blast




висаджувати в повітря

dangle



вабити, спокушати

ambitious



честолюбний

jilt




звабити і обдурити

fetch up



надолужувати

waddle



ходити перевальцем

bump




стукати

lade




вантажити

arch




вигинатися

overwrought


перевтомлений працею, збуджений presumably



можливо, ймовірно

vituperative



лайливий

moulder



ливарник

vice




порок

bulge




випинатися

gross




великий

keen




енергійний, завзятий

gallivant



залицятися, фліртувати

acrid




гострий, дратівливий (про смак, запах)

cordiality



привітність, щирість

vixen




сварлива жінка

dart




кидати (погляд)

hamlet



село

aitches



англійський звук h у множині

surpass



перевершувати

heave




робити зусилля, напружуватися

inalterable



незмінний

lacerate



терзати, мучити

scoff




глузувати, висміювати

dahlia




жоржина

sheaf




сніп

tassel




китичка (прикраса)

pulpit




кафедра (проповідника)

damson



тернослив

oats




овес

emaciate



виснажувати

gauzy




тонкий

wedge



клин

falsehood



брехня, віроломство

entrench



укріплювати

vernacular



місцевий діалект

reap




жати, збирати врожай

denounce



осуджувати, ганьбити

congregation


паства

scamp



негідник

frenzied



шалений

offertory



принесення дарів

pew




сидіння

minister



священик

vestry




ризниця

censorious



схильний осуджувати

evade




уникати, ухилятися

addle




псувати

halt




зупинка
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II. Translate the word–combinations into Ukrainian and make up your own sentences with them:

Wayside station, meting eyebrows, to give a peck of a kiss, to dangle off and on, stale past, to tail down the road, to take stock of smb., to feel sore for smb., of commonplace skill, acrid adour of cordiality, general commotion, physical winsomeness, to sit silent an inscrutable. 
III. Translate the words and word–combinations into English:

Брудна маленька станція, ледве йти з важкою ношею, похмуро всміхатися, відчувати турботу по відношенню до когось, лайливий голос, боковий ряд, зневажати когось, відразливий, стояти прикутим до місця, замикати двері, у чому справа, уникати ударів, той, що лихословить.



Reading task
IV. Read the following text and be ready for the discussion

FANNY AND ANNY

D. H. Lawrence
(Retrieved from: https://fullreads.com/literature/fanny-and-annie/)
Flame–lurid his face as he turned among the throng of flame–lit and dark faces upon the platform. In the light of the furnace she caught sight of his drifting countenance, like a piece of floating fire. And the nostalgia, the doom of homecoming went through her veins like a drug. His eternal face, flame–lit now! The pulse and darkness of red fire from the furnace towers in the sky, lighting the desultory, industrial crowd on the wayside station, lit him and went out.

Of course he did not see her. Flame–lit and unseeing! Always the same, with his meeting eyebrows, his common cap, and his red–and–black scarf knotted round his throat. Not even a collar to meet her! The flames had sunk, there was shadow.

She opened the door of her grimy, branch–line carriage, and began to get down her bags. The porter was nowhere, of course, but there was Harry, obscure, on the outer edge of the little crowd, missing her, of course.

‘Here! Harry!’ she called, waving her umbrella in the twilight. He hurried forward.

‘Tha’s come, has ter?’ he said, in a sort of cheerful welcome. She got down, rather flustered, and gave him a peck of a kiss.

‘Two suit–cases!’ she said.

Her soul groaned within her, as he clambered into the carriage after her bags. Up shot the fire in the twilight sky, from the great furnace behind the station. She felt the red flame go across her face. She had come back, she had come back for good. And her spirit groaned dismally. She doubted if she could bear it.

There, on the sordid little station under the furnaces, she stood, tall and distinguished, in her well–made coat and skirt and her broad grey velour hat. She held her umbrella, her bead chatelaine, and a little leather case in her grey–gloved hands, while Harry staggered out of the ugly little train with her bags.

‘There’s a trunk at the back,’ she said in her bright voice. But she was not feeling bright. The twin black cones of the iron foundry blasted their sky–high fires into the night. The whole scene was lurid. The train waited cheerfully. It would wait another ten minutes. She knew it. It was all so deadly familiar.

Let us confess it at once. She was a lady’s maid, thirty years old, come back to marry her first–love, a foundry worker: after having kept him dangling, off and on, for a dozen years. Why had she come back? Did she love him? No. She didn’t pretend to. She had loved her brilliant and ambitious cousin, who had jilted her, and who had died. She had had other affairs which had come to nothing. So here she was, come back suddenly to marry her first–love, who had waited–or remained single–all these years.

‘Won’t a porter carry those?’ she said, as Harry strode with his workman’s stride down the platform towards the guard’s van.

‘I can manage,’ he said.

And with her umbrella, her chatelaine, and her little leather case, she followed him.

The trunk was there.

‘We’ll get Heather’s greengrocer’s cart to fetch it up,’ he said.

‘Isn’t there a cab?’ said Fanny, knowing dismally enough that there wasn’t.

‘I’ll just put it aside o’ the penny–in–the–slot, and Heather’s greengrocers’ll fetch it about half past eight,’ he said.

He seized the box by its two handles and staggered with it across the level–crossing, bumping his legs against it as he waddled. Then he dropped it by the red sweet–meats machine.

‘Will it be safe there?’ she said.

‘Ay–safe as houses,’ he answered. He returned for the two bags. Thus laden, they started to plod up the hill, under the great long black building of the foundry. She walked beside him–workman of workmen he was, trudging with that luggage. The red lights flared over the deepening darkness. From the foundry came the horrible, slow clang, clang, clang of iron, a great noise, with an interval just long enough to make it unendurable.

Compare this with the arrival at Gloucester: the carriage for her mistress, the dog–cart for herself with the luggage; the drive out past the river, the pleasant trees of the carriage–approach; and herself sitting beside Arthur, everybody so polite to her.

She had come home–for good! Her heart nearly stopped beating as she trudged up that hideous and interminable hill, beside the laden figure. What a come–down! What a come–down! She could not take it with her usual bright cheerfulness. She knew it all too well. It is easy to bear up against the unusual, but the deadly familiarity of an old stale past!

He dumped the bags down under a lamp–post, for a rest. There they stood, the two of them, in the lamplight. Passers–by stared at her, and gave good–night to Harry. Her they hardly knew, she had become a stranger.

‘They’re too heavy for you, let me carry one,’ she said.

‘They begin to weigh a bit by the time you’ve gone a mile,’ he answered.

‘Let me carry the little one,’ she insisted.

‘Tha can ha’e it for a minute, if ter’s a mind,’ he said, handing over the valise.

And thus they arrived in the streets of shops of the little ugly town on top of the hill. How everybody stared at her; my word, how they stared! And the cinema was just going in, and the queues were tailing down the road to the corner. And everybody took full stock of her. ‘Night, Harry!’ shouted the fellows, in an interested voice.

However, they arrived at her aunt’s–a little sweet–shop in a side street. They ‘pinged’ the door–bell, and her aunt came running forward out of the kitchen.

‘There you are, child! Dying for a cup of tea, I’m sure. How are you?’
Fanny’s aunt kissed her, and it was all Fanny could do to refrain from bursting into tears, she felt so low. Perhaps it was her tea she wanted.

‘You’ve had a drag with that luggage,’ said Fanny’s aunt to Harry.

‘Ay–I’m not sorry to put it down,’ he said, looking at his hand which was crushed and cramped by the bag handle.

Then he departed to see about Heather’s greengrocery cart.

When Fanny sat at tea, her aunt, a grey–haired, fair–faced little woman, looked at her with an admiring heart, feeling bitterly sore for her. For Fanny was beautiful: tall, erect, finely coloured, with her delicately arched nose, her rich brown hair, her large lustrous grey eyes. A passionate woman–a woman to be afraid of. So proud, so inwardly violent! She came of a violent race.

It needed a woman to sympathize with her. Men had not the courage. Poor Fanny! She was such a lady, and so straight and magnificent. And yet everything seemed to do her down. Every time she seemed to be doomed to humiliation and disappointment, this handsome, brilliantly sensitive woman, with her nervous, overwrought laugh.

‘So you’ve really come back, child?’ said her aunt.

‘I really have, Aunt,’ said Fanny.

‘Poor Harry! I’m not sure, you know, Fanny, that you’re not taking a bit of an advantage of him.’
‘Oh, Aunt, he’s waited so long, he may as well have what he’s waited for.’ Fanny laughed grimly.

‘Yes, child, he’s waited so long, that I’m not sure it isn’t a bit hard on him. You know, I like him, Fanny–though as you know quite well, I don’t think he’s good enough for you. And I think he thinks so himself, poor fellow.’
‘Don’t you be so sure of that, Aunt. Harry is common, but he’s not humble. He wouldn’t think the Queen was any too good for him, if he’d a mind to her.’
‘Well–It’s as well if he has a proper opinion of himself.’
‘It depends what you call proper,’ said Fanny. ‘But he’s got his good points–‘
‘Oh, he’s a nice fellow, and I like him, I do like him. Only, as I tell you, he’s not good enough for you.’
‘I’ve made up my mind, Aunt,’ said Fanny, grimly.

‘Yes,’ mused the aunt. ‘They say all things come to him who waits–‘
‘More than he’s bargained for, eh, Aunt?’ laughed Fanny rather bitterly.

The poor aunt, this bitterness grieved her for her niece.

They were interrupted by the ping of the shop–bell, and Harry’s call of ‘Right!’ But as he did not come in at once, Fanny, feeling solicitous for him presumably at the moment, rose and went into the shop. She saw a cart outside, and went to the door.

And the moment she stood in the doorway, she heard a woman’s common vituperative voice crying from the darkness of the opposite side of the road:

‘Tha’rt theer, ar ter? I’ll shame thee, Mester. I’ll shame thee, see if I dunna.’
Startled, Fanny stared across the darkness, and saw a woman in a black bonnet go under one of the lamps up the side street.

Harry and Bill Heather had dragged the trunk off the little dray, and she retreated before them as they came up the shop step with it.

‘Wheer shalt ha’e it?’ asked Harry.

‘Best take it upstairs,’ said Fanny.

She went up first to light the gas.

When Heather had gone, and Harry was sitting down having tea and pork pie, Fanny asked:

‘Who was that woman shouting?’
‘Nay, I canna tell thee. To somebody, Is’d think,’ replied Harry. Fanny looked at him, but asked no more.

He was a fair–haired fellow of thirty–two, with a fair moustache. He was broad in his speech, and looked like a foundry–hand, which he was. But women always liked him. There was something of a mother’s lad about him–something warm and playful and really sensitive.

He had his attractions even for Fanny. What she rebelled against so bitterly was that he had no sort of ambition. He was a moulder, but of very commonplace skill. He was thirty–two years old, and hadn’t saved twenty pounds. She would have to provide the money for the home. He didn’t care. He just didn’t care. He had no initiative at all. He had no vices–no obvious ones. But he was just indifferent, spending as he went, and not caring. Yet he did not look happy. She remembered his face in the fire–glow: something haunted, abstracted about it. As he sat there eating his pork pie, bulging his cheek out, she felt he was like a doom to her. And she raged against the doom of him. It wasn’t that he was gross. His way was common, almost on purpose. But he himself wasn’t really common. For instance, his food was not particularly important to him, he was not greedy. He had a charm, too, particularly for women, with his blondness and his sensitiveness and his way of making a woman feel that she was a higher being. But Fanny knew him, knew the peculiar obstinate limitedness of him, that would nearly send her mad.

He stayed till about half past nine. She went to the door with him.

‘When are you coming up?’ he said, jerking his head in the direction, presumably, of his own home.

‘I’ll come tomorrow afternoon,’ she said brightly. Between Fanny and Mrs. Goodall, his mother, there was naturally no love lost.

Again she gave him an awkward little kiss, and said good–night.

‘You can’t wonder, you know, child, if he doesn’t seem so very keen,’ said her aunt. ‘It’s your own fault.’
‘Oh, Aunt, I couldn’t stand him when he was keen. I can do with him a lot better as he is.’
The two women sat and talked far into the night. They understood each other. The aunt, too, had married as Fanny was marrying: a man who was no companion to her, a violent man, brother of Fanny’s father. He was dead, Fanny’s father was dead.

Poor Aunt Lizzie, she cried woefully over her bright niece, when she had gone to bed.

Fanny paid the promised visit to his people the next afternoon. Mrs. Goodall was a large woman with smooth–parted hair, a common, obstinate woman, who had spoiled her four lads and her one vixen of a married daughter. She was one of those old–fashioned powerful natures that couldn’t do with looks or education or any form of showing off. She fairly hated the sound of correct English. She thee’d and tha’d her prospective daughter–in–law, and said:

‘I’m none as ormin’ as I look, seest ta.’
Fanny did not think her prospective mother–in–law looked at all orming, so the speech was unnecessary.

‘I towd him mysen,’ said Mrs. Goodall, ‘’Er’s held back all this long, let ‘er stop as ‘er is. ‘E’d none ha’ had thee for my tellin’–tha hears. No, ‘e’s a fool, an’ I know it. I says to him, ‘Tha looks a man, doesn’t ter, at thy age, goin’ an’ openin’ to her when ter hears her scrat’ at th’ gate, after she’s done gallivantin’ round wherever she’d a mind. That looks rare an’ soft.’ But it’s no use o’ any talking: he answered that letter o’ thine and made his own bad bargain.’
But in spite of the old woman’s anger, she was also flattered at Fanny’s coming back to Harry. For Mrs. Goodall was impressed by Fanny–a woman of her own match. And more than this, everybody knew that Fanny’s Aunt Kate had left her two hundred pounds: this apart from the girl’s savings.

So there was high tea in Princes Street when Harry came home black from work, and a rather acrid odour of cordiality, the vixen Jinny darting in to say vulgar things. Of course Jinny lived in a house whose garden end joined the paternal garden. They were a clan who stuck together, these Goodalls.

It was arranged that Fanny should come to tea again on the Sunday, and the wedding was discussed. It should take place in a fortnight’s time at Morley Chapel. Morley was a hamlet on the edge of the real country, and in its little Congregational Chapel Fanny and Harry had first met.

What a creature of habit he was! He was still in the choir of Morley Chapel–not very regular. He belonged just because he had a tenor voice, and enjoyed singing. Indeed his solos were only spoilt to local fame because when he sang he handled his aitches so hopelessly.

‘And I saw ‘eaven hopened And be’old, a wite ‘orse–‘ This was one of Harry’s classics, only surpassed by the fine outburst of his heaving: ‘Hangels–hever bright an’ fair–‘
It was a pity, but it was inalterable. He had a good voice, and he sang with a certain lacerating fire, but his pronunciation made it all funny. And nothing could alter him.

So he was never heard save at cheap concerts and in the little, poorer chapels. The others scoffed.

Now the month was September, and Sunday was Harvest Festival at Morley Chapel, and Harry was singing solos. So that Fanny was to go to afternoon service, and come home to a grand spread of Sunday tea with him. Poor Fanny! One of the most wonderful afternoons had been a Sunday afternoon service, with her cousin Luther at her side, Harvest Festival in Morley Chapel. Harry had sung solos then–ten years ago. She remembered his pale blue tie, and the purple asters and the great vegetable marrows in which he was framed, and her cousin Luther at her side, young, clever, come down from London, where he was getting on well, learning his Latin and his French and German so brilliantly.

However, once again it was Harvest Festival at Morley Chapel, and once again, as ten years before, a soft, exquisite September day, with the last roses pink in the cottage gardens, the last dahlias crimson, the last sunflowers yellow. And again the little old chapel was a bower, with its famous sheaves of corn and corn–plaited pillars, its great bunches of grapes, dangling like tassels from the pulpit corners, its marrows and potatoes and pears and apples and damsons, its purple asters and yellow Japanese sunflowers. Just as before, the red dahlias round the pillars were dropping, weak–headed among the oats. The place was crowded and hot, the plates of tomatoes seemed balanced perilously on the gallery front, the Rev. Enderby was weirder than ever to look at, so long and emaciated and hairless.

The Rev. Enderby, probably forewarned, came and shook hands with her and welcomed her, in his broad northern, melancholy singsong before he mounted the pulpit. Fanny was handsome in a gauzy dress and a beautiful lace hat. Being a little late, she sat in a chair in the side–aisle wedged in, right in front of the chapel. Harry was in the gallery above, and she could only see him from the eyes upwards. She noticed again how his eyebrows met, blond and not very marked, over his nose. He was attractive too: physically lovable, very. If only–if only her pride had not suffered! She felt he dragged her down.

‘Come, ye thankful people come,
Raise the song of harvest–home.
All is safely gathered in
Ere the winter storms begin–‘
Even the hymn was a falsehood, as the season had been wet, and half the crops were still out, and in a poor way.

Poor Fanny! She sang little, and looked beautiful through that inappropriate hymn. Above her stood Harry–mercifully in a dark suit and dark tie, looking almost handsome. And his lacerating, pure tenor sounded well, when the words were drowned in the general commotion. Brilliant she looked, and brilliant she felt, for she was hot and angrily miserable and inflamed with a sort of fatal despair. Because there was about him a physical attraction which she really hated, but which she could not escape from. He was the first man who had ever kissed her. And his kisses, even while she rebelled from them, had lived in her blood and sent roots down into her soul. After all this time she had come back to them. And her soul groaned, for she felt dragged down, dragged down to earth, as a bird which some dog has got down in the dust. She knew her life would be unhappy. She knew that what she was doing was fatal. Yet it was her doom. She had to come back to him.

He had to sing two solos this afternoon: one before the ‘address’ from the pulpit and one after. Fanny looked at him, and wondered he was not too shy to stand up there in front of all the people. But no, he was not shy. He had even a kind of assurance on his face as he looked down from the choir gallery at her: the assurance of a common man deliberately entrenched in his commonness. Oh, such a rage went through her veins as she saw the air of triumph, laconic, indifferent triumph which sat so obstinately and recklessly on his eyelids as he looked down at her. Ah, she despised him! But there he stood up in that choir gallery like Balaam’s ass in front of her, and she could not get beyond him. A certain winsomeness also about him. A certain physical winsomeness, and as if his flesh were new and lovely to touch. The thorn of desire rankled bitterly in her heart.

He, it goes without saying, sang like a canary this particular afternoon, with a certain defiant passion which pleasantly crisped the blood of the congregation. Fanny felt the crisp flames go through her veins as she listened. Even the curious loud–mouthed vernacular had a certain fascination. But, oh, also, it was so repugnant. He would triumph over her, obstinately he would drag her right back into the common people: a doom, a vulgar doom.

The second performance was an anthem, in which Harry sang the solo parts. It was clumsy, but beautiful, with lovely words.

‘They that sow in tears shall reap in joy, He that goeth forth and weepeth, bearing precious seed Shall doubtless come again with rejoicing, bringing his sheaves with him–‘
‘Shall doubtless come, Shall doubtless come–‘ softly intoned the altos–‘Bringing his she–e–eaves with him,’ the trebles flourished brightly, and then again began the half–wistful solo:

‘They that sow in tears shall reap in joy–‘
Yes, it was effective and moving.

But at the moment when Harry’s voice sank carelessly down to his close, and the choir, standing behind him, were opening their mouths for the final triumphant outburst, a shouting female voice rose up from the body of the congregation. The organ gave one startled trump, and went silent; the choir stood transfixed.

‘You look well standing there, singing in God’s holy house,’ came the loud, angry female shout. Everybody turned electrified. A stoutish, red–faced woman in a black bonnet was standing up denouncing the soloist. Almost fainting with shock, the congregation realized it. ‘You look well, don’t you, standing there singing solos in God’s holy house, you, Goodall. But I said I’d shame you. You look well, bringing your young woman here with you, don’t you? I’ll let her know who she’s dealing with. A scamp as won’t take the consequences of what he’s done.’ The hard–faced, frenzied woman turned in the direction of Fanny. ‘That’s what Harry Goodall is, if you want to know.’
And she sat down again in her seat. Fanny, startled like all the rest, had turned to look. She had gone white, and then a burning red, under the attack. She knew the woman: a Mrs. Nixon, a devil of a woman, who beat her pathetic, drunken, red–nosed second husband, Bob, and her two lanky daughters, grown–up as they were. A notorious character. Fanny turned round again, and sat motionless as eternity in her seat.

There was a minute of perfect silence and suspense. The audience was open–mouthed and dumb; the choir stood like Lot’s wife; and Harry, with his music–sheet, stood there uplifted, looking down with a dumb sort of indifference on Mrs. Nixon, his face I and faintly mocking. Mrs. Nixon sat defiant in her seat, braving them all.

Then a rustle, like a wood when the wind suddenly catches the leaves. And then the tall, weird minister got to his feet, and in his strong, bell–like, beautiful voice–the only beautiful thing about him–he said with infinite mournful pathos:

‘Let us unite in singing the last hymn on the hymn–sheet; the last hymn on the hymn–sheet, number eleven.

‘Fair waved the golden corn,
In Canaan’s pleasant land.’
The organ tuned up promptly. During the hymn the offertory was taken. And after the hymn, the prayer.

Mr. Enderby came from Northumberland. Like Harry, he had never been able to conquer his accent, which was very broad. He was a little simple, one of God’s fools, perhaps, an odd bachelor soul, emotional, ugly, but very gentle.

‘And if, O our dear Lord, beloved Jesus, there should fall a shadow of sin upon our harvest, we leave it to Thee to judge, for Thou art judge. We lift our spirits and our sorrow, Jesus, to Thee, and our mouths are dumb. O, Lord, keep us from forward speech, restrain us from foolish words and thoughts, we pray Thee, Lord Jesus, who knowest all and judgest all.’
Thus the minister said in his sad, resonant voice, washed his hands before the Lord. Fanny bent forward open–eyed during the prayer. She could see the roundish head of Harry, also bent forward. His face was inscrutable and expressionless. The shock left her bewildered. Anger perhaps was her dominating emotion.

The audience began to rustle to its feet, to ooze slowly and excitedly out of the chapel, looking with wildly–interested eyes at Fanny, at Mrs. Nixon, and at Harry. Mrs. Nixon, shortish, stood defiant in her pew, facing the aisle, as if announcing that, without rolling her sleeves up, she was ready for anybody. Fanny sat quite still. Luckily the people did not have to pass her. And Harry, with red ears, was making his way sheepishly out of the gallery. The loud noise of the organ covered all the downstairs commotion of exit.

The minister sat silent and inscrutable in his pulpit, rather like a death’s–head, while the congregation filed out. When the last lingerers had unwillingly departed, craning their necks to stare at the still seated Fanny, he rose, stalked in his hooked fashion down the little country chapel and fastened the door. Then he returned and sat down by the silent young woman.

‘This is most unfortunate, most unfortunate!’ he moaned. ‘I am so sorry, I am so sorry, indeed, indeed, ah, indeed!’ he sighed himself to a close.

‘It’s a sudden surprise, that’s one thing,’ said Fanny brightly.

‘Yes–yes–indeed. Yes, a surprise, yes. I don’t know the woman, I don’t know her.’
‘I know her,’ said Fanny. ‘She’s a bad one.’
‘Well! Well!’ said the minister. ‘I don’t know her. I don’t understand. I don’t understand at all. But it is to be regretted, it is very much to be regretted. I am very sorry.’
Fanny was watching the vestry door. The gallery stairs communicated with the vestry, not with the body of the chapel. She knew the choir members had been peeping for information.

At last Harry came–rather sheepishly–with his hat in his hand.

‘Well!’ said Fanny, rising to her feet.

‘We’ve had a bit of an extra,’ said Harry.

‘I should think so,’ said Fanny.

‘A most unfortunate circumstance–a most _unfortunate_ circumstance. Do you understand it, Harry? I don’t understand it at all.’
‘Ah, I understand it. The daughter’s goin’ to have a childt, an’ ‘er lays it on to me.’
‘And has she no occasion to?’ asked Fanny, rather censorious.

‘It’s no more mine than it is some other chap’s,’ said Harry, looking aside.

There was a moment of pause.

‘Which girl is it?’ asked Fanny.

‘Annie–the young one–‘
There followed another silence.

‘I don’t think I know them, do I?’ asked the minister.

‘I shouldn’t think so. Their name’s Nixon–mother married old Bob for her second husband. She’s a tanger–‘s driven the gel to what she is. They live in Manners Road.’
‘Why, what’s amiss with the girl?’ asked Fanny sharply. ‘She was all right when I knew her.’
‘Ay–she’s all right. But she’s always in an’ out o’ th’ pubs, wi’ th’ fellows,’ said Harry.

‘A nice thing!’ said Fanny.

Harry glanced towards the door. He wanted to get out.

‘Most distressing, indeed!’ The minister slowly shook his head.

‘What about tonight, Mr. Enderby?’ asked Harry, in rather a small voice. ‘Shall you want me?’
Mr. Enderby looked up painedly, and put his hand to his brow. He studied Harry for some time, vacantly. There was the faintest sort of a resemblance between the two men.

‘Yes,’ he said. ‘Yes, I think. I think we must take no notice, and cause as little remark as possible.’
Fanny hesitated. Then she said to Harry.

‘But will you come?’
He looked at her.

‘Ay, I s’ll come,’ he said.

Then he turned to Mr. Enderby.

‘Well, good–afternoon, Mr. Enderby,’ he said.

‘Good–afternoon, Harry, good–afternoon,’ replied the mournful minister. Fanny followed Harry to the door, and for some time they walked in silence through the late afternoon.

‘And it’s yours as much as anybody else’s?’ she said.

‘Ay,’ he answered shortly.

And they went without another word, for the long mile or so, till they came to the corner of the street where Harry lived. Fanny hesitated. Should she go on to her aunt’s? Should she? It would mean leaving all this, for ever. Harry stood silent.

Some obstinacy made her turn with him along the road to his own home. When they entered the house–place, the whole family was there, mother and father and Jinny, with Jinny’s husband and children and Harry’s two brothers.

‘You’ve been having yours ears warmed, they tell me,’ said Mrs. Goodall grimly.

‘Who telled thee?’ asked Harry shortly.

‘Maggie and Luke’s both been in.’
‘You look well, don’t you!’ said interfering Jinny.

Harry went and hung his hat up, without replying.

‘Come upstairs and take your hat off,’ said Mrs. Goodall to Fanny, almost kindly. It would have annoyed her very much if Fanny had dropped her son at this moment.

‘What’s ‘er say, then?’ asked the father secretly of Harry, jerking his head in the direction of the stairs whence Fanny had disappeared.

‘Nowt yet,’ said Harry.

‘Serve you right if she chucks you now,’ said Jinny. ‘I’ll bet it’s right about Annie Nixon an’ you.’
‘Tha bets so much,’ said Harry.

‘Yi–but you can’t deny it,’ said Jinny.

‘I can if I’ve a mind.’
His father looked at him inquiringly.

‘It’s no more mine than it is Bill Bower’s, or Ted Slaney’s, or six or seven on ‘em,’ said Harry to his father.

And the father nodded silently.

‘That’ll not get you out of it, in court,’ said Jinny.

Upstairs Fanny evaded all the thrusts made by his mother, and did not declare her hand. She tidied her hair, washed her hands, and put the tiniest bit of powder on her face, for coolness, there in front of Mrs. Goodall’s indignant gaze. It was like a declaration of independence. But the old woman said nothing.

They came down to Sunday tea, with sardines and tinned salmon and tinned peaches, besides tarts and cakes. The chatter was general. It concerned the Nixon family and the scandal.

‘Oh, she’s a foul–mouthed woman,’ said Jinny of Mrs. Nixon. ‘She may well talk about God’s holy house, she had. It’s first time she’s set foot in it, ever since she dropped off from being converted. She’s a devil and she always was one. Can’t you remember how she treated Bob’s children, mother, when we lived down in the Buildings? I can remember when I was a little girl she used to bathe them in the yard, in the cold, so that they shouldn’t splash the house. She’d half kill them if they made a mark on the floor, and the language she’d use! And one Saturday I can remember Garry, that was Bob’s own girl, she ran off when her stepmother was going to bathe her–ran off without a rag of clothes on–can you remember, mother? And she hid in Smedley’s closes–it was the time of mowing–grass–and nobody could find her. She hid out there all night, didn’t she, mother? Nobody could find her. My word, there was a talk. They found her on Sunday morning–‘
‘Fred Coutts threatened to break every bone in the woman’s body, if she touched the children again,’ put in the father.

‘Anyhow, they frightened her,’ said Jinny. ‘But she was nearly as bad with her own two. And anybody can see that she’s driven old Bob till he’s gone soft.’
‘Ah, soft as mush,’ said Jack Goodall. ‘’E’d never addle a week’s wage, nor yet a day’s if th’ chaps didn’t make it up to him.’
‘My word, if he didn’t bring her a week’s wage, she’d pull his head off,’ said Jinny.

‘But a clean woman, and respectable, except for her foul mouth,’ said Mrs. Goodall. ‘Keeps to herself like a bull–dog. Never lets anybody come near the house, and neighbours with nobody.’
‘Wanted it thrashed out of her,’ said Mr. Goodall, a silent, evasive sort of man.

‘Where Bob gets the money for his drink from is a mystery,’ said Jinny.

‘Chaps treats him,’ said Harry.

‘Well, he’s got the pair of frightenedest rabbit–eyes you’d wish to see,’ said Jinny.

‘Ay, with a drunken man’s murder in them, I think,’ said Mrs. Goodall.

So the talk went on after tea, till it was practically time to start off to chapel again.

‘You’ll have to be getting ready, Fanny,’ said Mrs. Goodall.

‘I’m not going tonight,’ said Fanny abruptly. And there was a sudden halt in the family. ‘I’ll stop with you tonight, Mother,’ she added.

‘Best you had, my gel,’ said Mrs. Goodall, flattered and assured.

Post-reading tasks
V. Correct the false statements:
1. Fanny was jubilant to return home.

2. The girl liked the looks of the station and the atmosphere which reigned there.

3. Fanny came in order to get married with Harry.

4. Fanny felt in here as if she were at home.

5. Mrs. Goodall arranged a warm greeting for Fanny.

6. Harry had a wonderful voice and sang in the choir of the local chapel.

7. Mrs. Nixon was a foul–mouthed lady who denounced Harry.

8. The minister was not embarrassed by this fact.

9. Harry was sure that all the accusations were not valid.

10.  Fanny was vexed by the appearance of Mrs. Nixon.
VI. Answer the following questions:

1. What for did Fanny decide to come back home?

2. Who was her first love and how did she get along in her private life?

3. Why didn’t Fanny want to see Harry closer immediately as she noticed him?

4. Who was Mrs. Goodall and how did she welcome the girl?

5. Where was Fanny invited in the evening?

6. Did fanny love Harry? Explain your point of view.

7. What happened in the church?

8. Why did Fanny despise Harry?

9. What can you say about Mrs. Nixon?

10. How did Harry react on the accusations of Mrs. Nixon?

VII. Give the written translation:
1. Of course he did not see her. Flame–lit and unseeing! Always the same, with his meeting eyebrows, his common cap, and his red–and–black scarf knotted round his throat. Not even a collar to meet her!

2. He dumped the bags down under a lamp–post, for a rest. There they stood, the two of them, in the lamplight. Passers–by stared at her, and gave good–night to Harry. Her they hardly knew, she had become a stranger.

3. She was such a lady, and so straight and magnificent. And yet everything seemed to do her down. Every time she seemed to be doomed to humiliation and disappointment, this handsome, brilliantly sensitive woman, with her nervous, overwrought laugh.

4. He had his attractions even for Fanny. What she rebelled against so bitterly was that he had no sort of ambition. But he was just indifferent, spending as he went, and not caring. Yet he did not look happy.

5. Fanny paid the promised visit to his people the next afternoon. Mrs. Goodall was a large woman with smooth–parted hair, a common, obstinate woman, who had spoiled her four lads and her one vixen of a married daughter. She was one of those old–fashioned powerful natures that couldn't do with looks or education or any form of showing off.

6. Thus the minister said in his sad, resonant voice, washed his hands before the Lord. Fanny bent forward open–eyed during the prayer. She could see the roundish head of Harry, also bent forward. His face was inscrutable and expressionless. The shock left her bewildered. Anger perhaps was her dominating emotion.

VIII. Expand on the following issues:

1. Fanny’s feelings when she arrived at the station.

2. Fanny’s relation to Harry.

3. The previous life of Fanny.

4. Harry’s way of life that he led when Fanny was away.

5. The way Mrs. Goodall treated Fanny.

6. Mrs. Nixon’s accusations of Harry. 

IX. Reflect on the following problems:
1. What love is, and how it correlates with the habit to stay together.

2. What is more important: love or money?

3. What are the reasons to believe or disbelieve the person whom you love?

4. The role of gossips in the relations between people.

Section 3

Pre-reading tasks

I. Read and translate the text, learn the given words and word–combinations:
hum



дзижчати, гудіти

pallid



блідий

escape



ухід від реальності

hostile



ворожий

go off



проходити

hound



переслідувати

diversion



відхід, відхилення

intermission


перерва

highbrow


пихата людина

gusto



задоволення, смак

slash



рубати, різати

braid



шнурок, коса

skin–deep


поверховий

counter



прилавок

shuffle



тасувати

conch–shell


черепашка

aplomb



надмірна самовпевненість

tight



п’яний

theft



крадіжка

atomizer



розбризкував, пульверизатор

percolator


фільтр

forearm



передпліччя

propitious


прихильний, сприятливий

filigree



філігрань

compact



пудрениця

venom



отрута

rear



задня сторона

wrench



виривати

ignominiously


безчесно

frigidity



холодність, байдужість

muster



збирати

panic–stricken


охоплений панікою, 


nauseating


огидний

urbane



ввічливий, чемний

powdery



розсипчастий

insincere



лицемірний

hollow



нещирий, обманний

lowbrow



малоосвічена людина

leer



косий погляд

stiff



натягнути, манірний (про голос)

decorum



пристойність

dispatch



відсилати

tipsy



напідпитку

falter



говорити невпевнено, мимрити

embitter



озлоблювати

dun



кредитор

imply



мати на увазі, натякати

extravagance


марнотратство

inconsiderate


нерозсудливість

indulgence


поблажливість, терпимість

inflexion



згин, модуляція


sinuous



звивистий, хвилястий

subpoena


викликати повісткою до суду

riddance



позбавлення

II. Translate the word–combinations into Ukrainian and make up your own sentences with them:
To hop about from one place to another, to put the first oar, universal human inclination, to put the impulse to the test, to edge one’s way, slouch hat, to yank violently, to be hard up, tipsy desire, the rent is due a week ago, to amount to nothing, good riddance
III. Translate the words and word–combinations into English:

Неоплачені рахунки, піддаватися спокусам, бути трохи напідпитку, вирвати руку, жахливий розвиток подій, сповільнювати шаг, робити запит, неправдоподібна брехня, бути озлобленим, докази, в чиїхось інтересах, жахливий жарт, бути засудженим за крадіжку.


Reading task

         IV. Read the text and prepare for the discussion.
IMPULSE

Conrad Aiken
(Retrieved from: https://lingualeo.com/uk/jungle/conrad-aiken-impulse-227325)
Michael Lowes hummed as he shaved, amused by the face he saw – the pallid, asymmetrical face, with the right eye so much higher than the left, and its eyebrow so peculiarly arched, like a "v" turned upside down. Perhaps this day wouldn’t be as bad as the last. In fact, he knew it wouldn’t be, and that was why he hummed. This was the bi–weekly day of escape, when he would stay out for the evening, and play bridge with Hurwitz, Bryant, and Smith. Should he tell Dora at the breakfast table? No, better not. Particularly in view of last night’s row about unpaid bills. And there would be more of them, probably, beside his plate. The rent. The coal. The doctor who had attended to the children. Jeez, what a life. Maybe it was time to do a new jump. And Dora was beginning to get restless again. 

But he hummed, thinking of the bridge game. Not that he liked Hurwitz or Bryant or Smith – cheap fellows, really – mere pick–up acquaintances. But what could you do about making friends, when you were always hopping about from one place to another, looking for a living, and fate always against you! They were all right enough. Good enough for a little escape, a little party – and Hurwitz always provides good alcohol. Dinner at the Greeks, and then to Smiths room – yes. He would wait till late in the afternoon, and then telephone to Dora as if it had all come up suddenly. Hello, Dora – is that you, old girl Yes, this is Michael – Smith has asked me to drop in for a hand of bridge – you know – so I'll just have a little snack in town. Home by the last car as usual. Yes … Good–bye! …

And it all went off perfectly, too. Dora was quiet at breakfast, but not hostile. The pile of bills was there, to be sure, but nothing was said about them. And while Dora was busy getting the kids ready for school, he managed to slip out, pretending that he thought it was later, than it really was. Pretty neat, that! He hummed again, as he waited for the train. Telooralooraloo. Let the bills wait, damn them! A man couldn’t do everything at once, could he, when bad luck hounded him everywhere? And if he could just get a little night off, now and then, a rest and change, a little diversion, what was the harm in that? 

At half–past four he rang up Dora and broke the news to her. He wouldn’t be home till late. 

“Are you sure you'll be home at all?” she said, coolly. 

That was Dora’s idea of a joke. But if he could have foreseen – ! 

He met the others at the Greek restaurant, began with a couple of arracks, which warmed him, then went on to red wine, bad olives, pilaf, and other obscure foods; and considerably later they all walked along Boylston Street to Smiths room. It was a cold night, the temperature below twenty, with a fine dry snow sifting the streets. But Smiths room was comfortably warm, he trotted out some gin and the Porto Rican cigars, showed them a new snapshot of Squiggles his Revere Beach sweetheart, and then they settled down to a nice long cozy game of bridge. 

It was during an intermission, when they all got up to stretch their legs and renew their drinks, that the talk started – Michael never could remember which one of them it was who had put in the first oar – about impulse. It might have been Hurwitz, who was in many ways the only intellectual one of the three, though hardly what you might call a highbrow. He had his queer curiosities, however, and the idea was just such as might occur to him. At any rate, it was he who developed the idea, and with gusto. 

“Sure”, he said, "anybody might do it. Have you got impulses?

Of course, you got impulses. How many times you think – suppose I do that? And you don’t do it, because you know damn well if you do it you'll get arrested. You meet a man you despise – you want to spit in his eyes. You see a girl you'd like to kiss – you want to kiss her. Or maybe just to squeeze her arm when she stands beside you in the street car. You know what I mean. "

“Do I know what you mean! ” sighed Smith. “I’ll tell the world. I’ll tell the cock–eyed world!... ”

“You would,” said Bryant. “And so would I”

“It would be easy,” said Hurwitz, “to give in to it. You know what I mean? So simple. Temptation is too close. That girl you see is too damn good–looking – she stands too near you – you just put out your hand it touches her arm – maybe her leg – why worry? And you think, maybe if she don’t like it I can make believe I didn’t mean it…”

“Like these fellows that slash fur coats with razor blades,” said Michael. “Just impulse, in the beginning, and only later a habit. ”

“Sure…. And like these fellows that cut off braids of hair with scissors. They just feel like it and do it…. Or stealing. ”

“Stealing? ” said Bryant. 

“Sure. Why, I often feel like it…. I see a nice little thing right in front of me on a counter – you know, a nice little knife, or necktie, or a box of candy – quick, you put it in your pocket, and then go to the other counter, or the soda fountain for a drink. What would be more human? We all want things. Why not take them? Why not do them? And civilisation is only skin–deep…. ”

“That’s right. Skin–deep,” said Bryant. 

“But if you were caught, by God! ” said Smith, opening his eyes wide. 

“Who’s talking about getting caught?... Who’s talking about doing it? It isn’t that we do it, it’s only that we want to do it. Why, Christ, there’s been times when I thought to hell with anything. I’ll kiss that woman if it’s the last thing I do. ”

“It might be,” said Bryant. 

Michael was astonished at this turn of the talk. He had often felt both these impulses. To know that was a kind of universal human inclination came over him with something like relief. 

“Of course, everybody has those feelings,” he said smiling. “I have them myself…. But suppose you did yield to them? ”

“Well, we don’t,” said Hurwitz. 

“I know – but suppose you did? ”

Hurwitz shrugged his fat shoulders, indifferently. 

“Oh, well,” he said, “it would be bad business. ”

“Jesus, yes,” said Smith, shuffling the cards. 

“Oh,” said Bryant. 

The game was resumed, the glasses were refilled, pipes were lit, watches were looked at. Michael had to think of the last car from Sullivan Square, at eleven–fifty. But also he could not stop thinking of this strange idea. It was amusing. It was fascinating. Here was everyone wanting to steal – toothbrushes, or books – or to caress some fascinating stranger of a female in a subway train – the impulse everywhere – why not be a Columbus of the moral world and really do it?... He remembered stealing a conch–shell from the drawing room of a neighbour when he was ten – it had been one of the thrills of his life. He had popped it into his sailor blouse and borne it away with perfect aplomb. When, later, suspicion had been cast upon him, he had smashed the shell in his back yard. And often, when he had been looking at Parker’s collection of stamps – the early Americans – 

The game interrupted his recollection, and presently it was time for the usual night–cap. Bryant drove them to Park Street. Michael was a trifle tight, but not enough to be unsteady on his feet. He waved a cheery hand at Bryant and Hurwitz and began to trudge through the snow to the subway entrance.

The lights on the snow were very beautiful. The Part Street Church was ringing, with its queer, soft quarter–bells, the half–hour. Plenty of time. Plenty of time. Time enough for a visit to the drugstore, and a hot chocolate – he could see the warm lights of the windows falling on the snowed sidewalk. He zigzagged across the street and entered. 

And at once he was seized with a conviction that his real reason for entering the drugstore was not to get a hot chocolate – not at all! He was going to steal something. He was going to put the impulse to the test, and see whether (one) he could manage it with sufficient skill, and (two) whether theft gave him any real satisfaction. The drugstore was crowded with people who had just come from the theatre next door. They pushed three deep round the soda fountain, and the cashier’s cage. At the back of the store, in the toilet and prescription department, there were not so many, but nevertheless enough to give him a fair chance. All the clerks were busy. His hands were in the side pockets of his overcoat – they were deep wide pockets and would serve admirably. A quick gesture over a table or counter, the object dropped in –

Oddly enough, he was not in the least excited: perhaps that was because of the gin. On the contrary, he was intensely amused ; not to say delighted. He was smiling, as he walked slowly along the right–hand side of the store toward the back; edging his way amongst the people, with first one shoulder forward and then the other, while with a critical and appraising eye he examined the wares piled on the counters and on the stands in the middle of the floor. There were extremely attractive scent–sprays or atomizers – but the dangling bulbs might be troublesome. There were stacks of boxed letter–paper. A basket full of clothes–brushes. Green hot–water bottles. Percolators – too large, and out of the question. A tray of multi–coloured toothbrushes, bottles of cologne, fountain pens – and then he experienced love at first sight. There could be no question that he had found his chosen victim. He gazed, fascinated, at the delicious object – a de luxe safety–razor set, of heavy gold, in a snake–skin box which was lined with red plush…. 

It wouldn’t do, however, to stare at it too long – one of the clerks might notice. He observed quickly the exact position of the box – which was close to the edge of the glass counter – and prefigured with a quite precise mental picture the gesture with which he would simultaneously close it and remove it. Forefinger at the back – thumb in front – the box drawn forward and then slipped down toward the pocket – as he thought it out, the muscles in his forearm pleasurably contracted. He continued his slow progress round the store, past the prescription counter, past the candy counter; examined with some show of attention the display the display of cigarette lighters and blade sharpeners; and then, with a quick turn, went leisurely back to his victim. Everything was propitious. The whole section of counter was clear for the moment – there were neither customers nor clerks. He approached the counter, leaned over it as if to examine some little filigreed “compacts” at the back of the showcase, picking one of them with his left hand, as he did so. He was thus leaning directly over the box; and it was the simplest thing in the world to clasp it as planned between thumb and forefinger of his other hand, to shut it softly, and to slide it downward to his pocket. It was over in an instant. He continued then for a moment to turn the compact case this way and that in the light, as if to see it sparkle.

It sparkled very nicely. Then he put it back on the little pile of cases, turned, and approached the soda fountain – just as Hurwitz had suggested. 

He was in the act of pressing forward in the crowd to ask for his hot chocolate when he felt a firm hand close round his elbow. He turned, and looked at a man in a slouch hat and dirty raincoat, with the collar turned up. The man was smiling in a very offensive way. 

“I guess you thought that was pretty sick,” he said in a low voice which nevertheless managed to convey the very essence of venom and hostility. “You come along with me, mister! ”

Michael returned the smile amiably, but was a little frightened. His heart began to beat. 

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” he said, still smiling. 

“No, of course not! ”

The man was walking toward the rear of the store, and was pulling Michael along with him, keeping a paralysingly tight grip on his elbow. Michael was beginning to be angry, but also to be horrified. He thought of wrenching his arm free, but feared it would make a scene. Better not. He permitted himself to be urged ignominiously along the shop, through a gate in the rear counter, and into a small room at the back, where a clerk was pouring a yellow liquid into a bottle. 

“Will you be so kind as to explain to me what this is all about? ” he then said. With what frigidity of manner he could muster. But his voice shook a little. The man in the slouch hat paid no attention. He addressed the clerk instead, giving his head a quick backward jerk as he spoke. 

“Get the manager in here,” he said. 

He smiled at Michael, with narrowed eyes, and Michael, hating him, but panics–stricken, smiled foolishly back at him. 

“Now, look here–” he said. 

But the manager had appeared, and the clerk; and event then happened with revolting and nauseating speed. Michael’s hand was yanked violently from his pocket, the fatal snakeskin box was pulled out by the detective, and identified by the manager and the clerk. They both looked at Michael with a queer expression, in which astonishment, shame and contempt were mixed with vague curiosity. 

“Sure, that’s ours,” said the manager, looking slowly at Michael. 

“I saw him pinch it,” said the detective. “What about it? ” He again smiled offensively at Michael. “Anything to say? ”

“It was all a joke,” said Michael, his face feeling very hot and flushed. “I made a kind of bet with some friends…. I can prove it. I can call them up for you.”

The three men looked at him in silence, all three of them just faintly smiling, as if incredulously. 

“Sure you can,” said the detective, urbanely. “You can prove it in court…. Now come along with me, mister. ”

Michael was astounded at this appalling turn of events, but his brain still worked. Perhaps if he were to put it to this fellow as man to man, when they got outside? As he was thinking this, he was firmly conducted through a back door into a dark alley at the rear of the store. It had stopped snowing. A cold wind was blowing. But the world, which had looked so beautiful fifteen minutes before, had now lost its charm. They walked together down the alley in six inches of powdery snow, the detective holding Michael’s arm with affectionate firmness. 

“No use calling the wagon,” he said. “We’ll walk. It ain’t far. ”

They walked along Tremont Street. And Michael couldn’t help, even then, thinking what an extraordinary thing this was! Here were all these good people passing them, and little knowing that he, Michael Lowes, was a thief, a thief by accident, on his way to jail. It seemed so absurd as hardly to be worth speaking of!

And suppose they shouldn’t believe him? This notion made him shiver. But it wasn’t possible – no, it wasn’t possible. As soon as he had told his story, and called up Hurwitz and Bryant and Smith, it would be laughed off. Yes, laughed off. 

He began telling the detective about it: about how they had discussed such impulses over a game of bridge. Just a friendly game, and they had joked about it and then, just to see what would happen, he had done it. What was it that made his voice sound so insincere, so hollow? The detective neither slackened his pace nor turned his head. His business–like grimness was alarming. Michael felt that he was paying no attention at all; and, moreover, it occurred to him that this kind of lowbrow official might not even understand such a thing…. He decided to try the sentimental. 

“And good Lord, man, there’s my wife waiting for me–! ”

“Oh, sure, and the kids too. ”

“Yes, and the kids! ”

The detective gave a quick leer over the collar of his dirty raincoat. 

“And no Santa Claus this year,” he said. 

Michael saw that it was hopeless. He was wasting his time. 

“I can see it’s no use talking to you,” he said stiffly. “You’re so used to dealing with criminals that you think all mankind is criminal, ex post facto. ”

“Sure. ”

Arrived at the station, and presented without decorum to the lieutenant at the desk, Michael tried again. Something in the faces of the lieutenant and the sergeant, as he told his story, made it at once apparent that there was going to be trouble. They obviously didn’t believe him – not for a moment. But after consultation, they agree to call up Bryant and Hurwitz and Smith, and to make enquiries. The sergeant went off to do this, while Michael sat on a wooden bench. Fifteen minutes passed, during which the clock ticked and the lieutenant wrote slowly in a book, using a blotter very frequently. A clerk had been dispatched, also, to look up Michael’s record, if any. This gentleman came back first, and reported that there was nothing. The lieutenant scarcely looked up from his book, and went on writing. The first serious blow then fell. The sergeant, reporting said that he hadn’t been able to get Smith (of course – Michael thought – he’s off somewhere with Squiggles) but had got Hurwitz and Bryant. Both of them denied that there had been any bet. They both seemed nervous, as far as he could make out over the phone. They said they didn’t know Lowes well, were acquaintances of his, and made it clear that they didn’t want to be mixed up in anything. Hurwitz and had added that he knew Lowes was hard up. 

At this, Michael jumped to his feet, feeling as if the blood would burst out of his face. 

“The damned liars! ” he shouted. “The bloody liars! By God–! ”

“Take him away,” said the lieutenant, lifting his eyebrows, and making a motion with his pen. 

Michael lay awake all night in his cell, after talking for five minutes with Dora on the telephone. Something in Dora’s cool voice had frightened him more than anything else. 

And when Dora came to talk to him the next morning at nine o’clock, his alarm proved to be well–founded. Dora was cold, detached, deliberate. She was not at all what he had hoped she might be – sympathetic and helpful. She didn’t volunteer to get a lawyer, or in fact to do anything – and when she listened quietly to his story, it seemed to him that she had the appearance of a person listening to a very improbable lie. Again, as he narrated the perfectly simple episode – the discussion of ‘impulse’ at the bridge game, the drinks, and the absurd tipsy desire to try a harmless little experiment – again, as when he talked to the store detective, he It was exactly as if he knew himself to be guilty. His throat grew dry, he began to falter, to lose his thread, to use the wrong words. When he stopped speaking finally, Dora was silent. 

“Well, say something! ” he said angrily, after a moment. “Don’t just stare at me. I’m not a criminal! ”

“I’ll get a lawyer for you,” she answered, “But that’s all I can do. ”

“Look here, Dora – you don’t mean you…”

He looked at her incredulously. It wasn’t possible that she really thought him a thief? And suddenly, as he looked at her, he realised how long it was since he had really known this woman. They had drifted apart. She was embittered, that was it – embittered by his non–success. All this time she had slowly been laying up a reserve of resentment. She had resented his inability to make money for the children, the little dishonesties they had had to commit in the matter of unpaid bills, the humiliations of duns, the too–frequent removals from town to town – she had more than once said to him, it was true, that because of all this she had never had any friends – and she had never resented, he knew, his gay little parties with Hurwitz and Bryant and Smith, implying a little that they were an extravagance which was to say the least inconsiderate. Perhaps they had been. But was a man to have no indulgences?... 

“Perhaps we had better not go into that,” she said. 

“Good Lord – you don’t believe me! ”

“I’ll get the lawyer – though I don’t know where the fees are to come from. Our bank account is down to seventy–seven dollars. The rent is due a week from today. You’ve got some salary coming, of course, but I don’t want to touch my own savings, naturally, because the children and I may need them. 

To be sure. Perfectly just. Women and children first. Michael thought these things bitterly, refrained from saying them. He gazed at this queer cold little female with intense curiosity. It was simply extraordinary – simply astonishing. Here she was, seven years his wife, he thought he knew her inside and out, every quirk of her handwriting, inflection of her voice; her passion for strawberries, her ridiculous way of singing; the brown moles on her shoulder, the extreme smallness of her feet and toes, her dislike of silk underwear. Her special voice at the telephone , too – that rather chilly abruptness, which had always surprised him, as if she might be a much harder woman than he thought her to be. And the queer sinuous cat–like rhythm with which she always combed her hair before the mirror at night, before going to bed – with her head tossing to one side, and one knee advanced to touch the chest of drawers. He knew all these things, which nobody else knew, and nevertheless, now, they amounted to nothing. The woman herself stood before him as opaque as a wall. 

“Of course,” he said, “you’d better keep your own savings. ” His voice was dull. “And you’ll, of course, look up Hurwitz and the others? They’ll appear, I’m sure, and it will be the most important evidence. In fact, the evidence. ”

“I’ll ring them up, Michael,” was all she said, and with that she turned quickly on her heel and went away…. 

Michael felt doom closing in upon him; his wits went round in circles; he was in a constant sweat. It wasn’t possible that he was going to be betrayed? It wasn’t possible! He assured himself of this. He walked back and forth, rubbing his hands together, he kept pulling out his watch to see what time it was. Five minutes gone. Another five minutes gone. Damnation, if this lasted too long, this confounded business, he’d lose his job. If it got into the papers, he might lose it anyway, his own voice was becoming hollow and insincere.

And suppose it was true that Hurwitz and Bryant had said what they said – maybe they were afraid of losing their jobs too. Maybe that was it! Good God…. 

This suspicion was confirmed, when, hours later, the lawyer came to see him. He reported that Hurwitz, Bryant and Smith had all three refused flatly to be mixed up in the business. They were all afraid of the effects of the publicity. If subpoenaed, they said, they would state that they had known Lowes only a short time, had thought him a little eccentric, and knew him to be hard up. Obviously – and the little lawyer picked his teeth with the point of this pencil – they could not be summoned. It would be fatal. 

The Judge, not unnaturally perhaps, decided that there was a perfectly clear case. There couldn’t be a shadow of a doubt that this man had deliberately stolen an article from the counter of So–and–so’s drugstore. The prisoner had stubbornly maintained that it was the result of a kind of bet with some friends, but these friends had refused to give testimony in his behalf. Even his wife’s testimony – that he had never done such a thing before – had seemed rather half–hearted; and she had admitted, moreover, that Lowes was unsteady, and that they were always living in a state of something like poverty. Prisoner, further, had once or twice jumped his rent and had left behind him in Somerville unpaid debts of considerable size. He was a college man, a man of exceptional education and origin, and ought to have known better. His general character might be good enough, but as against all this, here was a perfectly clear case of theft, and a perfectly clear motive. The prisoner was sentenced to three month in the house of correction. 

By this time, Michael was in a state of complete stupor. He sat in the box and stared blankly at Dora who sat very quietly in the second row, as if she were a stranger. She was looking back at him, with her white face turned a little to one side, as if she too had never seen him before, and were wondering what sort of people criminals might be. Human? Sub–human? She lowered her eyes after a moment, and before she had looked up again, Michael had been touched on the arm and led stumbling out of the courtroom. He thought she would of course come to say goodbye to him, but even in this he was mistaken; she left without a word. 

And when he did finally hear from her, after a week, it was in a very brief note. 

“Michael,” it said, “I’m sorry, but I can’t bring up the children with a criminal for a father, so I’m taking proceedings for a divorce. This is the last straw. It was bad enough to have you always out of work and to have to slave night and day to keep bread in the children’s mouths. But this is too much, to have disgrace into the bargain. As it is, we’ll have to move right away, for the schoolchildren have sent Dolly and Mary home crying three times already. I’m sorry, and you know how fond I was of you at the beginning, but you’ve had your chance. You won’t hear from me again. You’ve always been a good sport, and generous, and I hope you’ll make this occasion no exception, and refrain from contesting the divorce. Goodbye – Dora. ”

Michael held the letter in his hands, unseeing, and tears came into his eyes. He dropped his face against the sheet of notepaper, and rubbed his forehead to and fro across it…. Little Dolly!... Little Mary!.... Of course. This was what life was. It was just as meaningless and ridiculous as this; a monstrous joke; a huge injustice. You couldn’t trust anybody, not even your wife, not even your best friends. You went on a little lark, and they sent you to prison for it, and your friends lied about you, and your wife left you…

Contest it? Should he contest the divorce? What was the use? There was the plain fact: that he had been convicted for stealing. No one had believed his story of doing it in fun, after a few drinks; the divorce court would be no exception. He dropped the letter to the floor and turned his heel on it, slowly and bitterly. Good riddance – good riddance! Let them all go to hell. He would show them. He would go west, when he came out – get rich, clear his name – how…. But how? 

He sat down on the edge of his bed and thought of Chicago. He thought of his childhood there, the Lake Shore Drive, Winnetka, the trip to Niagara Falls with his mother. He could hear the Falls now. He remembered the Forth of July on the boat; the crowded examination room at college; the time he had broken his leg in baseball, when he was fourteen; and the stamp collection which he had lost at school. He remembered his mother always saying, “Michael, you must learn to be orderly”; and the little boy who had died of scarlet fever next door; and the pink conch–shell smashed in the back yard. His whole life seemed to be composed of such trivial and infinitely charming little episodes as these; and as he thought of them, affectionately and with wonder, he assured himself once more that he had really been a good man. And now, had it all come to an end? It had all come foolishly to an end.
Post-reading tasks

V. Correct the false statements:
1. Michael Lowes was a lucky well–to–do person.

2. Dora was a loving wife who always understood and supported his husband.

3. Michael had a lot of bills which he had to pay.

4. Mr. Lowes had a lot of good friends with whom he liked to spend his free time.

5. The idea that a man can be led by his impulses appeared while the company was playing bridge.

6. Michael Lowes wanted to try to steal something only because he wanted to set an experiment on impulses, moreover he was a little bit tipsy.

7. There were no people in the drugstore, so it was very difficult to steal something.

8. The detective didn’t believe that Mr. Lowes stole only for fun or because of a bet.

9. His friends Hurwitz, Bryant and Smith confirmed that Michael was their friend and the made a bet being a little bit drunk. 

10.  Dora helped her husband during the whole term of his being at the penitentiary.

VI. Answer the following questions:

1. What way of life did Michael Lowes lead?

2. What was Michael’s hobby?

3. What idea was being discussed by the company while they were playing bridge?

4. Why didn’t Michael go home straight ahead?

5. Where did he decide to go after he left his friend?

6. Why did Michael decide to steal the thing from the drugstore?

7. How did Dora’s attitude change when she got to know that Michael was imprisoned?

8. When did Michael realize that he did not have real friends?

9. Why did Michael’s friend refuse to help him?

10. What was the sentence of the trial and what happened to Mr. Lowes?

VII. Give the written translation:
1. And it all went off perfectly, too. Dora was quiet at breakfast, but not hostile. The pile of bills was there, to be sure, but nothing was said about them. And while Dora was busy getting the kids ready for school, he managed to slip out, pretending that he thought it was later, than it really was. 

2. But Smiths room was comfortably warm, he trotted out some gin and the Porto Rican cigars, showed them a new snapshot of Squiggles his Revere Beach sweetheart, and then they settled down to a nice long cozy game of bridge. It was during an intermission, when they all got up to stretch their legs and renew their drinks, that the talk started – Michael never could remember which one of them it was who had put in the first oar – about impulse.  

3. Michael was astonished at this turn of the talk. He had often felt both these impulses. To know that was a kind of universal human inclination came over him with something like relief.

4. The man was walking toward the rear of the store, and was pulling Michael along with him, keeping a paralysingly tight grip on his elbow. Michael was beginning to be angry, but also to be horrified. He thought of wrenching his arm free, but feared it would make a scene.

5. But the manager had appeared, and the clerk; and event then happened with revolting and nauseating speed. Michael’s hand was yanked violently from his pocket, the fatal snakeskin box was pulled out by the detective, and identified by the manager and the clerk.

6. The prisoner had stubbornly maintained that it was the result of a kind of bet with some friends, but these friends had refused to give testimony in his behalf. Even his wife’s testimony – that he had never done such a thing before – had seemed rather half–hearted; and she had admitted, moreover, that Lowes was unsteady, and that they were always living in a state of something like poverty.

VIII. Expand on the following issues:

1. The family relations between Michael and Dora.

2. Michael’s attitude to life, his hobbies and inclinations.

3. The danger of thoughtless decisions and consequences to which they might bring.

4. The reasons why Michael was betrayed by his friends.

5. How society or company may influence human decisions and actions.

6. The problem of the deserted person in society.

IX. Reflect on the following problems:
1. Marriage without love: reasons and consequences.

2. Free choice as the immanent phenomenon of the human life.

3. The nature of desires and the ways to control them.

4. What is happiness and how it depends on our desires?

Section 4

Pre-reading task
I. Read and translate the text, learn the given words and word–combinations:
limp



хромати

vouchsafe


удостоювати

footgear



взуття

boulder



валун

reel



хитатися, спотикатися

thatch



розм. густе волосся

stray



збиватися зі шляху

moisten



змочувати, зволожувати

gait



хода

smoulder



тліти, жевріти

vapor



пара

tangibility


відчутність на дотик

feeder



притока

naught



нуль, ніщо

desolation


спустошення

complacent


самовдоволений

grope



намацувати

hitch



підтягати, прив’язувати

lurch



йти хитаючись

soggy



вогкий

squirt



розбризкувати

muskeg



озерне болото

ledge



уступ, край

islet



острівець

weazened


висохлий

spruce



ялина

snare



піймати в пастку

paddle



веслувати; ляпати по воді, хлюпати

eddy



вир, вихор

cache



схованка; запас провіанту; сховані речі

con



детально вивчати

grub



розм. їжа

defy



не звертати увагу

pouch



невелика сумка, мішечок
sizzle



обпікати, спопеляти

bead



мушка
rattle



гуркотати

flee



тікати

hinge



завіса

socket



гніздо, заглибина

exertion



зусилля

lakelet



озерце

streamlet



струмок

allay



заспокоювати

ptarmigan


біла куріпка

squirm



звиватися

nook



закуток, затишок

swale



болотиста низина

game



дичина

certitude



впевненість

sparse



рідкий

filament



волокниста тканина

elude



ухилятися, уникати

sediment



осад

bale



вичерпувати

rip




розрізати, розривати

remnant



залишок

masticate


замішувати

afflict



завдавати болю

ravenous



жадібний

chamber



патронник

plod



брести через силу, чвалати

sheaf



піхви

tentative



пробний

germane



доречний, підходящий

snuffle



сопіти

retain



зберігати, утримувати

mirth



веселощі

wheeze



важко дихати

loathsome


огидний

ludicrous



смішний

oblivion



забуття

talon



кіготь, пазур

fang



ікла

lacerate



розривати, роздирати

pry



цікавитися, підглядати

mendicant


жебрак

avaricious


скупий, зажерливий

privy



таємничий, приватний

slouch



сутулитись

infinitude


нескінченність

prodigious


дивовижний, надзвичайний





II. Translate the word–combinations into Ukrainian and make up your own sentences with them:
Drawn expression of patience, foam over the rocks,  vouchsafe a reply, sharp exclamation of pain, sprain one’s ankle, heartening spectacle, worn through, draw a bead, within rifle range, bellicose curiosity, howl lugubriously,  lucid intervals, suffocating languor, faltering stroke.

III. Translate the words and word–combinations into English:

Бути сильно обтяженим, відкриті пагорби, непереборна сила, здригатися від болі, зношений капелюх, важке завдання, зухвалий погляд, приступ сильного голоду, вичерпувати калюжу, хвиля страху, чутливий до болю, надзвичайна обережність, бути стриманим.


Reading task

IV. read the text and prepare for the discussion

THE LOVE OF LIFE

Jack London
(Retrieved from: https://americanliterature.com/author/jack-london/short-story/love-of-life)
“This out of all will remain –
They have lived and have tossed:

So much of the game will be gain,

Though the gold of the dice has been lost.”
They limped painfully down the bank, and once the foremost of the two men staggered among the rough–strewn rocks. They were tired and weak, and their faces had the drawn expression of patience which comes of hardship long endured. They were heavily burdened with blanket packs which were strapped to their shoulders. Head– straps, passing across the forehead, helped support these packs. Each man carried a rifle. They walked in a stooped posture, the shoulders well forward, the head still farther forward, the eyes bent upon the ground.

“I wish we had just about two of them cartridges that's laying in that cache of ours,” said the second man.

His voice was utterly and drearily expressionless. He spoke without enthusiasm; and the first man, limping into the milky stream that foamed over the rocks, vouchsafed no reply.

The other man followed at his heels. They did not remove their foot–gear, though the water was icy cold – so cold that their ankles ached and their feet went numb. In places the water dashed against their knees, and both men staggered for footing.

The man who followed slipped on a smooth boulder, nearly fell, but recovered himself with a violent effort, at the same time uttering a sharp exclamation of pain. He seemed faint and dizzy and put out his free hand while he reeled, as though seeking support against the air. When he had steadied himself he stepped forward, but reeled again and nearly fell. Then he stood still and looked at the other man, who had never turned his head.

The man stood still for fully a minute, as though debating with himself. Then he called out:

“I say, Bill, I've sprained my ankle.”
Bill staggered on through the milky water. He did not look around. The man watched him go, and though his face was expressionless as ever, his eyes were like the eyes of a wounded deer.

The other man limped up the farther bank and continued straight on without looking back. The man in the stream watched him. His lips trembled a little, so that the rough thatch of brown hair which covered them was visibly agitated. His tongue even strayed out to moisten them.

“Bill!” he cried out.

It was the pleading cry of a strong man in distress, but Bill's head did not turn. The man watched him go, limping grotesquely and lurching forward with stammering gait up the slow slope toward the soft sky–line of the low–lying hill. He watched him go till he passed over the crest and disappeared. Then he turned his gaze and slowly took in the circle of the world that remained to him now that Bill was gone.

Near the horizon the sun was smouldering dimly, almost obscured by formless mists and vapors, which gave an impression of mass and density without outline or tangibility. The man pulled out his watch, the while resting his weight on one leg. It was four o'clock, and as the season was near the last of July or first of August, – he did not know the precise date within a week or two, – he knew that the sun roughly marked the northwest. He looked to the south and knew that somewhere beyond those bleak hills lay the Great Bear Lake; also, he knew that in that direction the Arctic Circle cut its forbidding way across the Canadian Barrens. This stream in which he stood was a feeder to the Coppermine River, which in turn flowed north and emptied into Coronation Gulf and the Arctic Ocean. He had never been there, but he had seen it, once, on a Hudson Bay Company chart.

Again his gaze completed the circle of the world about him. It was not a heartening spectacle. Everywhere was soft sky–line. The hills were all low–lying. There were no trees, no shrubs, no grasses – naught but a tremendous and terrible desolation that sent fear swiftly dawning into his eyes.

“Bill!” he whispered, once and twice; “Bill!”
He cowered in the midst of the milky water, as though the vastness were pressing in upon him with overwhelming force, brutally crushing him with its complacent awfulness. He began to shake as with an ague–fit, till the gun fell from his hand with a splash. This served to rouse him. He fought with his fear and pulled himself together, groping in the water and recovering the weapon. He hitched his pack farther over on his left shoulder, so as to take a portion of its weight from off the injured ankle. Then he proceeded, slowly and carefully, wincing with pain, to the bank.

He did not stop. With a desperation that was madness, unmindful of the pain, he hurried up the slope to the crest of the hill over which his comrade had disappeared – more grotesque and comical by far than that limping, jerking comrade. But at the crest he saw a shallow valley, empty of life. He fought with his fear again, overcame it, hitched the pack still farther over on his left shoulder, and lurched on down the slope.

The bottom of the valley was soggy with water, which the thick moss held, spongelike, close to the surface. This water squirted out from under his feet at every step, and each time he lifted a foot the action culminated in a sucking sound as the wet moss reluctantly released its grip. He picked his way from muskeg to muskeg, and followed the other man's footsteps along and across the rocky ledges which thrust like islets through the sea of moss.

Though alone, he was not lost. Farther on he knew he would come to where dead spruce and fir, very small and weazened, bordered the shore of a little lake, the TITCHIN–NICHILIE, in the tongue of the country, the “land of little sticks.” And into that lake flowed a small stream, the water of which was not milky. There was rush– grass on that stream – this he remembered well – but no timber, and he would follow it till its first trickle ceased at a divide. He would cross this divide to the first trickle of another stream, flowing to the west, which he would follow until it emptied into the river Dease, and here he would find a cache under an upturned canoe and piled over with many rocks. And in this cache would be ammunition for his empty gun, fish–hooks and lines, a small net – all the utilities for the killing and snaring of food. Also, he would find flour, – not much, – a piece of bacon, and some beans.

Bill would be waiting for him there, and they would paddle away south down the Dease to the Great Bear Lake. And south across the lake they would go, ever south, till they gained the Mackenzie. And south, still south, they would go, while the winter raced vainly after them, and the ice formed in the eddies, and the days grew chill and crisp, south to some warm Hudson Bay Company post, where timber grew tall and generous and there was grub without end.

These were the thoughts of the man as he strove onward. But hard as he strove with his body, he strove equally hard with his mind, trying to think that Bill had not deserted him, that Bill would surely wait for him at the cache. He was compelled to think this thought, or else there would not be any use to strive, and he would have lain down and died. And as the dim ball of the sun sank slowly into the northwest he covered every inch – and many times – of his and Bill's flight south before the downcoming winter. And he conned the grub of the cache and the grub of the Hudson Bay Company post over and over again. He had not eaten for two days; for a far longer time he had not had all he wanted to eat. Often he stooped and picked pale muskeg berries, put them into his mouth, and chewed and swallowed them. A muskeg berry is a bit of seed enclosed in a bit of water. In the mouth the water melts away and the seed chews sharp and bitter. The man knew there was no nourishment in the berries, but he chewed them patiently with a hope greater than knowledge and defying experience.

At nine o'clock he stubbed his toe on a rocky ledge, and from sheer weariness and weakness staggered and fell. He lay for some time, without movement, on his side. Then he slipped out of the pack– straps and clumsily dragged himself into a sitting posture. It was not yet dark, and in the lingering twilight he groped about among the rocks for shreds of dry moss. When he had gathered a heap he built a fire, – a smouldering, smudgy fire, – and put a tin pot of water on to boil.

He unwrapped his pack and the first thing he did was to count his matches. There were sixty–seven. He counted them three times to make sure. He divided them into several portions, wrapping them in oil paper, disposing of one bunch in his empty tobacco pouch, of another bunch in the inside band of his battered hat, of a third bunch under his shirt on the chest. This accomplished, a panic came upon him, and he unwrapped them all and counted them again. There were still sixty–seven.

He dried his wet foot–gear by the fire. The moccasins were in soggy shreds. The blanket socks were worn through in places, and his feet were raw and bleeding. His ankle was throbbing, and he gave it an examination. It had swollen to the size of his knee. He tore a long strip from one of his two blankets and bound the ankle tightly. He tore other strips and bound them about his feet to serve for both moccasins and socks. Then he drank the pot of water, steaming hot, wound his watch, and crawled between his blankets.

He slept like a dead man. The brief darkness around midnight came and went. The sun arose in the northeast – at least the day dawned in that quarter, for the sun was hidden by gray clouds.

At six o'clock he awoke, quietly lying on his back. He gazed straight up into the gray sky and knew that he was hungry. As he rolled over on his elbow he was startled by a loud snort, and saw a bull caribou regarding him with alert curiosity. The animal was not mere than fifty feet away, and instantly into the man's mind leaped the vision and the savor of a caribou steak sizzling and frying over a fire. Mechanically he reached for the empty gun, drew a bead, and pulled the trigger. The bull snorted and leaped away, his hoofs rattling and clattering as he fled across the ledges.

The man cursed and flung the empty gun from him. He groaned aloud as he started to drag himself to his feet. It was a slow and arduous task. His joints were like rusty hinges. They worked harshly in their sockets, with much friction, and each bending or unbending was accomplished only through a sheer exertion of will. When he finally gained his feet, another minute or so was consumed in straightening up, so that he could stand erect as a man should stand.

He crawled up a small knoll and surveyed the prospect. There were no trees, no bushes, nothing but a gray sea of moss scarcely diversified by gray rocks, gray lakelets, and gray streamlets. The sky was gray. There was no sun nor hint of sun. He had no idea of north, and he had forgotten the way he had come to this spot the night before. But he was not lost. He knew that. Soon he would come to the land of the little sticks. He felt that it lay off to the left somewhere, not far – possibly just over the next low hill.

He went back to put his pack into shape for travelling. He assured himself of the existence of his three separate parcels of matches, though he did not stop to count them. But he did linger, debating, over a squat moose–hide sack. It was not large. He could hide it under his two hands. He knew that it weighed fifteen pounds, – as much as all the rest of the pack, – and it worried him. He finally set it to one side and proceeded to roll the pack. He paused to gaze at the squat moose–hide sack. He picked it up hastily with a defiant glance about him, as though the desolation were trying to rob him of it; and when he rose to his feet to stagger on into the day, it was included in the pack on his back.

He bore away to the left, stopping now and again to eat muskeg berries. His ankle had stiffened, his limp was more pronounced, but the pain of it was as nothing compared with the pain of his stomach. The hunger pangs were sharp. They gnawed and gnawed until he could not keep his mind steady on the course he must pursue to gain the land of little sticks. The muskeg berries did not allay this gnawing, while they made his tongue and the roof of his mouth sore with their irritating bite.

He came upon a valley where rock ptarmigan rose on whirring wings from the ledges and muskegs. Ker – ker – ker was the cry they made. He threw stones at them, but could not hit them. He placed his pack on the ground and stalked them as a cat stalks a sparrow. The sharp rocks cut through his pants' legs till his knees left a trail of blood; but the hurt was lost in the hurt of his hunger. He squirmed over the wet moss, saturating his clothes and chilling his body; but he was not aware of it, so great was his fever for food. And always the ptarmigan rose, whirring, before him, till their ker – ker – ker became a mock to him, and he cursed them and cried aloud at them with their own cry.

Once he crawled upon one that must have been asleep. He did not see it till it shot up in his face from its rocky nook. He made a clutch as startled as was the rise of the ptarmigan, and there remained in his hand three tail–feathers. As he watched its flight he hated it, as though it had done him some terrible wrong. Then he returned and shouldered his pack.

As the day wore along he came into valleys or swales where game was more plentiful. A band of caribou passed by, twenty and odd animals, tantalizingly within rifle range. He felt a wild desire to run after them, a certitude that he could run them down. A black fox came toward him, carrying a ptarmigan in his mouth. The man shouted. It was a fearful cry, but the fox, leaping away in fright, did not drop the ptarmigan.

Late in the afternoon he followed a stream, milky with lime, which ran through sparse patches of rush–grass. Grasping these rushes firmly near the root, he pulled up what resembled a young onion– sprout no larger than a shingle–nail. It was tender, and his teeth sank into it with a crunch that promised deliciously of food. But its fibers were tough. It was composed of stringy filaments saturated with water, like the berries, and devoid of nourishment. He threw off his pack and went into the rush–grass on hands and knees, crunching and munching, like some bovine creature.

He was very weary and often wished to rest – to lie down and sleep; but he was continually driven on – not so much by his desire to gain the land of little sticks as by his hunger. He searched little ponds for frogs and dug up the earth with his nails for worms, though he knew in spite that neither frogs nor worms existed so far north.

He looked into every pool of water vainly, until, as the long twilight came on, he discovered a solitary fish, the size of a minnow, in such a pool. He plunged his arm in up to the shoulder, but it eluded him. He reached for it with both hands and stirred up the milky mud at the bottom. In his excitement he fell in, wetting himself to the waist. Then the water was too muddy to admit of his seeing the fish, and he was compelled to wait until the sediment had settled.

The pursuit was renewed, till the water was again muddied. But he could not wait. He unstrapped the tin bucket and began to bale the pool. He baled wildly at first, splashing himself and flinging the water so short a distance that it ran back into the pool. He worked more carefully, striving to be cool, though his heart was pounding against his chest and his hands were trembling. At the end of half an hour the pool was nearly dry. Not a cupful of water remained. And there was no fish. He found a hidden crevice among the stones through which it had escaped to the adjoining and larger pool – a pool which he could not empty in a night and a day. Had he known of the crevice, he could have closed it with a rock at the beginning and the fish would have been his.

Thus he thought, and crumpled up and sank down upon the wet earth. At first he cried softly to himself, then he cried loudly to the pitiless desolation that ringed him around; and for a long time after he was shaken by great dry sobs.

He built a fire and warmed himself by drinking quarts of hot water, and made camp on a rocky ledge in the same fashion he had the night before. The last thing he did was to see that his matches were dry and to wind his watch. The blankets were wet and clammy. His ankle pulsed with pain. But he knew only that he was hungry, and through his restless sleep he dreamed of feasts and banquets and of food served and spread in all imaginable ways.

He awoke chilled and sick. There was no sun. The gray of earth and sky had become deeper, more profound. A raw wind was blowing, and the first flurries of snow were whitening the hilltops. The air about him thickened and grew white while he made a fire and boiled more water. It was wet snow, half rain, and the flakes were large and soggy. At first they melted as soon as they came in contact with the earth, but ever more fell, covering the ground, putting out the fire, spoiling his supply of moss–fuel.

This was a signal for him to strap on his pack and stumble onward, he knew not where. He was not concerned with the land of little sticks, nor with Bill and the cache under the upturned canoe by the river Dease. He was mastered by the verb "to eat." He was hunger– mad. He took no heed of the course he pursued, so long as that course led him through the swale bottoms. He felt his way through the wet snow to the watery muskeg berries, and went by feel as he pulled up the rush–grass by the roots. But it was tasteless stuff and did not satisfy. He found a weed that tasted sour and he ate all he could find of it, which was not much, for it was a creeping growth, easily hidden under the several inches of snow.

He had no fire that night, nor hot water, and crawled under his blanket to sleep the broken hunger–sleep. The snow turned into a cold rain. He awakened many times to feel it falling on his upturned face. Day came – a gray day and no sun. It had ceased raining. The keenness of his hunger had departed. Sensibility, as far as concerned the yearning for food, had been exhausted. There was a dull, heavy ache in his stomach, but it did not bother him so much. He was more rational, and once more he was chiefly interested in the land of little sticks and the cache by the river Dease.

He ripped the remnant of one of his blankets into strips and bound his bleeding feet. Also, he recinched the injured ankle and prepared himself for a day of travel. When he came to his pack, he paused long over the squat moose–hide sack, but in the end it went with him.

The snow had melted under the rain, and only the hilltops showed white. The sun came out, and he succeeded in locating the points of the compass, though he knew now that he was lost. Perhaps, in his previous days' wanderings, he had edged away too far to the left. He now bore off to the right to counteract the possible deviation from his true course.

Though the hunger pangs were no longer so exquisite, he realized that he was weak. He was compelled to pause for frequent rests, when he attacked the muskeg berries and rush–grass patches. His tongue felt dry and large, as though covered with a fine hairy growth, and it tasted bitter in his mouth. His heart gave him a great deal of trouble. When he had travelled a few minutes it would begin a remorseless thump, thump, thump, and then leap up and away in a painful flutter of beats that choked him and made him go faint and dizzy.

In the middle of the day he found two minnows in a large pool. It was impossible to bale it, but he was calmer now and managed to catch them in his tin bucket. They were no longer than his little finger, but he was not particularly hungry. The dull ache in his stomach had been growing duller and fainter. It seemed almost that his stomach was dozing. He ate the fish raw, masticating with painstaking care, for the eating was an act of pure reason. While he had no desire to eat, he knew that he must eat to live.

In the evening he caught three more minnows, eating two and saving the third for breakfast. The sun had dried stray shreds of moss, and he was able to warm himself with hot water. He had not covered more than ten miles that day; and the next day, travelling whenever his heart permitted him, he covered no more than five miles. But his stomach did not give him the slightest uneasiness. It had gone to sleep. He was in a strange country, too, and the caribou were growing more plentiful, also the wolves. Often their yelps drifted across the desolation, and once he saw three of them slinking away before his path.

Another night; and in the morning, being more rational, he untied the leather string that fastened the squat moose–hide sack. From its open mouth poured a yellow stream of coarse gold–dust and nuggets. He roughly divided the gold in halves, caching one half on a prominent ledge, wrapped in a piece of blanket, and returning the other half to the sack. He also began to use strips of the one remaining blanket for his feet. He still clung to his gun, for there were cartridges in that cache by the river Dease.

This was a day of fog, and this day hunger awoke in him again. He was very weak and was afflicted with a giddiness which at times blinded him. It was no uncommon thing now for him to stumble and fall; and stumbling once, he fell squarely into a ptarmigan nest. There were four newly hatched chicks, a day old – little specks of pulsating life no more than a mouthful; and he ate them ravenously, thrusting them alive into his mouth and crunching them like egg– shells between his teeth. The mother ptarmigan beat about him with great outcry. He used his gun as a club with which to knock her over, but she dodged out of reach. He threw stones at her and with one chance shot broke a wing. Then she fluttered away, running, trailing the broken wing, with him in pursuit.

The little chicks had no more than whetted his appetite. He hopped and bobbed clumsily along on his injured ankle, throwing stones and screaming hoarsely at times; at other times hopping and bobbing silently along, picking himself up grimly and patiently when he fell, or rubbing his eyes with his hand when the giddiness threatened to overpower him.

The chase led him across swampy ground in the bottom of the valley, and he came upon footprints in the soggy moss. They were not his own – he could see that. They must be Bill's. But he could not stop, for the mother ptarmigan was running on. He would catch her first, then he would return and investigate.

He exhausted the mother ptarmigan; but he exhausted himself. She lay panting on her side. He lay panting on his side, a dozen feet away, unable to crawl to her. And as he recovered she recovered, fluttering out of reach as his hungry hand went out to her. The chase was resumed. Night settled down and she escaped. He stumbled from weakness and pitched head foremost on his face, cutting his cheek, his pack upon his back. He did not move for a long while; then he rolled over on his side, wound his watch, and lay there until morning.

Another day of fog. Half of his last blanket had gone into foot– wrappings. He failed to pick up Bill's trail. It did not matter. His hunger was driving him too compellingly – only – only he wondered if Bill, too, were lost. By midday the irk of his pack became too oppressive. Again he divided the gold, this time merely spilling half of it on the ground. In the afternoon he threw the rest of it away, there remaining to him only the half–blanket, the tin bucket, and the rifle.

An hallucination began to trouble him. He felt confident that one cartridge remained to him. It was in the chamber of the rifle and he had overlooked it. On the other hand, he knew all the time that the chamber was empty. But the hallucination persisted. He fought it off for hours, then threw his rifle open and was confronted with emptiness. The disappointment was as bitter as though he had really expected to find the cartridge.

He plodded on for half an hour, when the hallucination arose again. Again he fought it, and still it persisted, till for very relief he opened his rifle to unconvince himself. At times his mind wandered farther afield, and he plodded on, a mere automaton, strange conceits and whimsicalities gnawing at his brain like worms. But these excursions out of the real were of brief duration, for ever the pangs of the hunger–bite called him back. He was jerked back abruptly once from such an excursion by a sight that caused him nearly to faint. He reeled and swayed, doddering like a drunken man to keep from falling. Before him stood a horse. A horse! He could not believe his eyes. A thick mist was in them, intershot with sparkling points of light. He rubbed his eyes savagely to clear his vision, and beheld, not a horse, but a great brown bear. The animal was studying him with bellicose curiosity.

The man had brought his gun halfway to his shoulder before he realized. He lowered it and drew his hunting–knife from its beaded sheath at his hip. Before him was meat and life. He ran his thumb along the edge of his knife. It was sharp. The point was sharp. He would fling himself upon the bear and kill it. But his heart began its warning thump, thump, thump. Then followed the wild upward leap and tattoo of flutters, the pressing as of an iron band about his forehead, the creeping of the dizziness into his brain.

His desperate courage was evicted by a great surge of fear. In his weakness, what if the animal attacked him? He drew himself up to his most imposing stature, gripping the knife and staring hard at the bear. The bear advanced clumsily a couple of steps, reared up, and gave vent to a tentative growl. If the man ran, he would run after him; but the man did not run. He was animated now with the courage of fear. He, too, growled, savagely, terribly, voicing the fear that is to life germane and that lies twisted about life's deepest roots.

The bear edged away to one side, growling menacingly, himself appalled by this mysterious creature that appeared upright and unafraid. But the man did not move. He stood like a statue till the danger was past, when he yielded to a fit of trembling and sank down into the wet moss.

He pulled himself together and went on, afraid now in a new way. It was not the fear that he should die passively from lack of food, but that he should be destroyed violently before starvation had exhausted the last particle of the endeavor in him that made toward surviving. There were the wolves. Back and forth across the desolation drifted their howls, weaving the very air into a fabric of menace that was so tangible that he found himself, arms in the air, pressing it back from him as it might be the walls of a wind– blown tent.

Now and again the wolves, in packs of two and three, crossed his path. But they sheered clear of him. They were not in sufficient numbers, and besides they were hunting the caribou, which did not battle, while this strange creature that walked erect might scratch and bite.

In the late afternoon he came upon scattered bones where the wolves had made a kill. The debris had been a caribou calf an hour before, squawking and running and very much alive. He contemplated the bones, clean–picked and polished, pink with the cell–life in them which had not yet died. Could it possibly be that he might be that ere the day was done! Such was life, eh? A vain and fleeting thing. It was only life that pained. There was no hurt in death. To die was to sleep. It meant cessation, rest. Then why was he not content to die?

But he did not moralize long. He was squatting in the moss, a bone in his mouth, sucking at the shreds of life that still dyed it faintly pink. The sweet meaty taste, thin and elusive almost as a memory, maddened him. He closed his jaws on the bones and crunched. Sometimes it was the bone that broke, sometimes his teeth. Then he crushed the bones between rocks, pounded them to a pulp, and swallowed them. He pounded his fingers, too, in his haste, and yet found a moment in which to feel surprise at the fact that his fingers did not hurt much when caught under the descending rock.

Came frightful days of snow and rain. He did not know when he made camp, when he broke camp. He travelled in the night as much as in the day. He rested wherever he fell, crawled on whenever the dying life in him flickered up and burned less dimly. He, as a man, no longer strove. It was the life in him, unwilling to die, that drove him on. He did not suffer. His nerves had become blunted, numb, while his mind was filled with weird visions and delicious dreams.

But ever he sucked and chewed on the crushed bones of the caribou calf, the least remnants of which he had gathered up and carried with him. He crossed no more hills or divides, but automatically followed a large stream which flowed through a wide and shallow valley. He did not see this stream nor this valley. He saw nothing save visions. Soul and body walked or crawled side by side, yet apart, so slender was the thread that bound them.

He awoke in his right mind, lying on his back on a rocky ledge. The sun was shining bright and warm. Afar off he heard the squawking of caribou calves. He was aware of vague memories of rain and wind and snow, but whether he had been beaten by the storm for two days or two weeks he did not know.

For some time he lay without movement, the genial sunshine pouring upon him and saturating his miserable body with its warmth. A fine day, he thought. Perhaps he could manage to locate himself. By a painful effort he rolled over on his side. Below him flowed a wide and sluggish river. Its unfamiliarity puzzled him. Slowly he followed it with his eyes, winding in wide sweeps among the bleak, bare hills, bleaker and barer and lower–lying than any hills he had yet encountered. Slowly, deliberately, without excitement or more than the most casual interest, he followed the course of the strange stream toward the sky–line and saw it emptying into a bright and shining sea. He was still unexcited. Most unusual, he thought, a vision or a mirage – more likely a vision, a trick of his disordered mind. He was confirmed in this by sight of a ship lying at anchor in the midst of the shining sea. He closed his eyes for a while, then opened them. Strange how the vision persisted! Yet not strange. He knew there were no seas or ships in the heart of the barren lands, just as he had known there was no cartridge in the empty rifle.

He heard a snuffle behind him – a half–choking gasp or cough. Very slowly, because of his exceeding weakness and stiffness, he rolled over on his other side. He could see nothing near at hand, but he waited patiently. Again came the snuffle and cough, and outlined between two jagged rocks not a score of feet away he made out the gray head of a wolf. The sharp ears were not pricked so sharply as he had seen them on other wolves; the eyes were bleared and bloodshot, the head seemed to droop limply and forlornly. The animal blinked continually in the sunshine. It seemed sick. As he looked it snuffled and coughed again.

This, at least, was real, he thought, and turned on the other side so that he might see the reality of the world which had been veiled from him before by the vision. But the sea still shone in the distance and the ship was plainly discernible. Was it reality, after all? He closed his eyes for a long while and thought, and then it came to him. He had been making north by east, away from the Dease Divide and into the Coppermine Valley. This wide and sluggish river was the Coppermine. That shining sea was the Arctic Ocean. That ship was a whaler, strayed east, far east, from the mouth of the Mackenzie, and it was lying at anchor in Coronation Gulf. He remembered the Hudson Bay Company chart he had seen long ago, and it was all clear and reasonable to him.

He sat up and turned his attention to immediate affairs. He had worn through the blanket–wrappings, and his feet were shapeless lumps of raw meat. His last blanket was gone. Rifle and knife were both missing. He had lost his hat somewhere, with the bunch of matches in the band, but the matches against his chest were safe and dry inside the tobacco pouch and oil paper. He looked at his watch. It marked eleven o'clock and was still running. Evidently he had kept it wound.

He was calm and collected. Though extremely weak, he had no sensation of pain. He was not hungry. The thought of food was not even pleasant to him, and whatever he did was done by his reason alone. He ripped off his pants' legs to the knees and bound them about his feet. Somehow he had succeeded in retaining the tin bucket. He would have some hot water before he began what he foresaw was to be a terrible journey to the ship.

His movements were slow. He shook as with a palsy. When he started to collect dry moss, he found he could not rise to his feet. He tried again and again, then contented himself with crawling about on hands and knees. Once he crawled near to the sick wolf. The animal dragged itself reluctantly out of his way, licking its chops with a tongue which seemed hardly to have the strength to curl. The man noticed that the tongue was not the customary healthy red. It was a yellowish brown and seemed coated with a rough and half–dry mucus.

After he had drunk a quart of hot water the man found he was able to stand, and even to walk as well as a dying man might be supposed to walk. Every minute or so he was compelled to rest. His steps were feeble and uncertain, just as the wolf's that trailed him were feeble and uncertain; and that night, when the shining sea was blotted out by blackness, he knew he was nearer to it by no more than four miles.

Throughout the night he heard the cough of the sick wolf, and now and then the squawking of the caribou calves. There was life all around him, but it was strong life, very much alive and well, and he knew the sick wolf clung to the sick man's trail in the hope that the man would die first. In the morning, on opening his eyes, he beheld it regarding him with a wistful and hungry stare. It stood crouched, with tail between its legs, like a miserable and woe–begone dog. It shivered in the chill morning wind, and grinned dispiritedly when the man spoke to it in a voice that achieved no more than a hoarse whisper.

The sun rose brightly, and all morning the man tottered and fell toward the ship on the shining sea. The weather was perfect. It was the brief Indian Summer of the high latitudes. It might last a week. To–morrow or next day it might he gone.

In the afternoon the man came upon a trail. It was of another man, who did not walk, but who dragged himself on all fours. The man thought it might be Bill, but he thought in a dull, uninterested way. He had no curiosity. In fact, sensation and emotion had left him. He was no longer susceptible to pain. Stomach and nerves had gone to sleep. Yet the life that was in him drove him on. He was very weary, but it refused to die. It was because it refused to die that he still ate muskeg berries and minnows, drank his hot water, and kept a wary eye on the sick wolf.

He followed the trail of the other man who dragged himself along, and soon came to the end of it – a few fresh–picked bones where the soggy moss was marked by the foot–pads of many wolves. He saw a squat moose–hide sack, mate to his own, which had been torn by sharp teeth. He picked it up, though its weight was almost too much for his feeble fingers. Bill had carried it to the last. Ha! ha! He would have the laugh on Bill. He would survive and carry it to the ship in the shining sea. His mirth was hoarse and ghastly, like a raven's croak, and the sick wolf joined him, howling lugubriously. The man ceased suddenly. How could he have the laugh on Bill if that were Bill; if those bones, so pinky–white and clean, were Bill?

He turned away. Well, Bill had deserted him; but he would not take the gold, nor would he suck Bill's bones. Bill would have, though, had it been the other way around, he mused as he staggered on.

He came to a pool of water. Stooping over in quest of minnows, he jerked his head back as though he had been stung. He had caught sight of his reflected face. So horrible was it that sensibility awoke long enough to be shocked. There were three minnows in the pool, which was too large to drain; and after several ineffectual attempts to catch them in the tin bucket he forbore. He was afraid, because of his great weakness, that he might fall in and drown. It was for this reason that he did not trust himself to the river astride one of the many drift–logs which lined its sand– spits.

That day he decreased the distance between him and the ship by three miles; the next day by two – for he was crawling now as Bill had crawled; and the end of the fifth day found the ship still seven miles away and him unable to make even a mile a day. Still the Indian Summer held on, and he continued to crawl and faint, turn and turn about; and ever the sick wolf coughed and wheezed at his heels. His knees had become raw meat like his feet, and though he padded them with the shirt from his back it was a red track he left behind him on the moss and stones. Once, glancing back, he saw the wolf licking hungrily his bleeding trail, and he saw sharply what his own end might be – unless – unless he could get the wolf. Then began as grim a tragedy of existence as was ever played – a sick man that crawled, a sick wolf that limped, two creatures dragging their dying carcasses across the desolation and hunting each other's lives.

Had it been a well wolf, it would not have mattered so much to the man; but the thought of going to feed the maw of that loathsome and all but dead thing was repugnant to him. He was finicky. His mind had begun to wander again, and to be perplexed by hallucinations, while his lucid intervals grew rarer and shorter.

He was awakened once from a faint by a wheeze close in his ear. The wolf leaped lamely back, losing its footing and falling in its weakness. It was ludicrous, but he was not amused. Nor was he even afraid. He was too far gone for that. But his mind was for the moment clear, and he lay and considered. The ship was no more than four miles away. He could see it quite distinctly when he rubbed the mists out of his eyes, and he could see the white sail of a small boat cutting the water of the shining sea. But he could never crawl those four miles. He knew that, and was very calm in the knowledge. He knew that he could not crawl half a mile. And yet he wanted to live. It was unreasonable that he should die after all he had undergone. Fate asked too much of him. And, dying, he declined to die. It was stark madness, perhaps, but in the very grip of Death he defied Death and refused to die.

He closed his eyes and composed himself with infinite precaution. He steeled himself to keep above the suffocating languor that lapped like a rising tide through all the wells of his being. It was very like a sea, this deadly languor, that rose and rose and drowned his consciousness bit by bit. Sometimes he was all but submerged, swimming through oblivion with a faltering stroke; and again, by some strange alchemy of soul, he would find another shred of will and strike out more strongly.

Without movement he lay on his back, and he could hear, slowly drawing near and nearer, the wheezing intake and output of the sick wolf's breath. It drew closer, ever closer, through an infinitude of time, and he did not move. It was at his ear. The harsh dry tongue grated like sandpaper against his cheek. His hands shot out – or at least he willed them to shoot out. The fingers were curved like talons, but they closed on empty air. Swiftness and certitude require strength, and the man had not this strength.

The patience of the wolf was terrible. The man's patience was no less terrible. For half a day he lay motionless, fighting off unconsciousness and waiting for the thing that was to feed upon him and upon which he wished to feed. Sometimes the languid sea rose over him and he dreamed long dreams; but ever through it all, waking and dreaming, he waited for the wheezing breath and the harsh caress of the tongue.

He did not hear the breath, and he slipped slowly from some dream to the feel of the tongue along his hand. He waited. The fangs pressed softly; the pressure increased; the wolf was exerting its last strength in an effort to sink teeth in the food for which it had waited so long. But the man had waited long, and the lacerated hand closed on the jaw. Slowly, while the wolf struggled feebly and the hand clutched feebly, the other hand crept across to a grip. Five minutes later the whole weight of the man's body was on top of the wolf. The hands had not sufficient strength to choke the wolf, but the face of the man was pressed close to the throat of the wolf and the mouth of the man was full of hair. At the end of half an hour the man was aware of a warm trickle in his throat. It was not pleasant. It was like molten lead being forced into his stomach, and it was forced by his will alone. Later the man rolled over on his back and slept.

There were some members of a scientific expedition on the whale– ship Bedford. From the deck they remarked a strange object on the shore. It was moving down the beach toward the water. They were unable to classify it, and, being scientific men, they climbed into the whale–boat alongside and went ashore to see. And they saw something that was alive but which could hardly be called a man. It was blind, unconscious. It squirmed along the ground like some monstrous worm. Most of its efforts were ineffectual, but it was persistent, and it writhed and twisted and went ahead perhaps a score of feet an hour.

Three weeks afterward the man lay in a bunk on the whale–ship Bedford, and with tears streaming down his wasted cheeks told who he was and what he had undergone. He also babbled incoherently of his mother, of sunny Southern California, and a home among the orange groves and flowers.

The days were not many after that when he sat at table with the scientific men and ship's officers. He gloated over the spectacle of so much food, watching it anxiously as it went into the mouths of others. With the disappearance of each mouthful an expression of deep regret came into his eyes. He was quite sane, yet he hated those men at mealtime. He was haunted by a fear that the food would not last. He inquired of the cook, the cabin–boy, the captain, concerning the food stores. They reassured him countless times; but he could not believe them, and pried cunningly about the lazarette to see with his own eyes.

It was noticed that the man was getting fat. He grew stouter with each day. The scientific men shook their heads and theorized. They limited the man at his meals, but still his girth increased and he swelled prodigiously under his shirt.

The sailors grinned. They knew. And when the scientific men set a watch on the man, they knew too. They saw him slouch forward after breakfast, and, like a mendicant, with outstretched palm, accost a sailor. The sailor grinned and passed him a fragment of sea biscuit. He clutched it avariciously, looked at it as a miser looks at gold, and thrust it into his shirt bosom. Similar were the donations from other grinning sailors.

The scientific men were discreet. They let him alone. But they privily examined his bunk. It was lined with hardtack; the mattress was stuffed with hardtack; every nook and cranny was filled with hardtack. Yet he was sane. He was taking precautions against another possible famine – that was all. He would recover from it, the scientific men said; and he did, ere the Bedford's anchor rumbled down in San Francisco Bay.

Post-reading tasks
V. Correct the false statements:

1. The two men were good friends, who helped each other.

2. The man had no ammunition to hunt.

3. It was quite easy to catch fish in those marshy lands.

4. The man had to kill a bear because of hunger.

5. Matches were one of the most precious things that he had.

6. The man was attacked by the pack of wolves.

7. The man hated Bill for his perfidious deed.

8. Bill managed to survive like his deserted friend.

9. The man was rescued by the scientists from the ship.

10.  Infinite hunger that the man experienced impelled the fear of lack of food.

VI. Answer the following questions:

1. What happened when the two men were crossing the creak?

2. What did the man feel when Bill abandoned him?

3. What did the survival ration of the man consist of?

4. How did the wanderer try to catch the fish?

5. Where was the man going?

6. When did he feel that he loses lucidity?

7. How did he manage to survive?

8. How was he rescued?

9. Why was the man so anxious about the food stock of the ship?

10.  Owning to what did the man manage to survive?

VII. Give the written translation:

1. They limped painfully down the bank, and once the foremost of the two men staggered among the rough–strewn rocks. They were tired and weak, and their faces had the drawn expression of patience which comes of hardship long endured. They were heavily burdened with blanket packs which were strapped to their shoulders.

2. It was the pleading cry of a strong man in distress, but Bill's head did not turn. The man watched him go, limping grotesquely and lurching forward with stammering gait up the slow slope toward the soft sky–line of the low–lying hill.

3. With a desperation that was madness, unmindful of the pain, he hurried up the slope to the crest of the hill over which his comrade had disappeared – more grotesque and comical by far than that limping, jerking comrade.

4. The chase led him across swampy ground in the bottom of the valley, and he came upon footprints in the soggy moss. They were not his own – he could see that. They must be Bill's.

5. That day he decreased the distance between him and the ship by three miles; the next day by two – for he was crawling now as Bill had crawled; and the end of the fifth day found the ship still seven miles away and him unable to make even a mile a day.

6. The days were not many after that when he sat at table with the scientific men and ship's officers. He gloated over the spectacle of so much food, watching it anxiously as it went into the mouths of others. With the disappearance of each mouthful an expression of deep regret came into his eyes.

VIII. Expand on the following issues:

1. The hardships that the poor man had to overcome.

2. The spiritual condition of the traveller and his attitude to life.

3. The way the man obtained his survival ration.

4. The man’s confrontation with the wild animals.

5. The reasons why the man was rescued.

6. The changes which happened in man’s character and psyche. 

IX. Reflect on the following problems:

1. Life as the invaluable gift of God.

2. The fight for life as the only way to stay alive.

3. Deserting of a friend in sake of preserving one’s own life.

4. Ways to achieve goals and the impact of hardships that a person may encounter on his way.

Section 5

Pre-reading tasks

I. Read and translate the text, learn the given words and word–combinations.

apparition


привид, примара

deleterious


шкідливий, згубний

cluster



товпитися, збиратися групами
pull off



стягувати; домогтись, незважаючи на труднощі

fraudulent


обманний, шахрайський

philoprogenetive

дітолюбний

lackadaisical


апатичний; мрійливий, сентиментальний

diatribe



гостра критика

rear



задня сторона

buggy



легкий двомісний екіпаж

put up



піднімати

hitch



прив’язувати

pesky



надокучливий

scout



розвідник

quilt



стьобана ковдра

kidnap



викрадати людей (з ціллю шантажу)

twine



мотузка

reconnoiter                       
проводити розвідку

contiguous
прилеглий, близький

dastardly
боягузливий, підлий

dun
сіровато–коричневий

creek
затока, бухта

pervade
розпоширюватись

sling
рогачка

dodge
ухилятися

collaborate
співробітничати

stockade
каторжна тюрма

chaw–bacon
роззява

predominance
перевага, панування

egotism
самозакоханість

martyr
мученик

graft
хабар; роз. робота

subjugate
підкоряти

palatable
апетитний

counterplot
контр змова

abstract
вітягувати


II. Translate the word–combinations into Ukrainian and make up your own sentences with them:

Cedar brake, crackle of a twig, ferocious pirate, to doze off for a while, heavy thud, to demand the ransom, strut up and down, solitary messenger, to attempt treachery, to fail to comply with one’s demands, to be a renegade, to commend oneself to smth, appealing look.

      

III. Translate the words and word–combinations into English:


Розпочати драку, прив’язувати коня, синець, пір’я, бойовий клич, гусінь, забирати ніж, галаслива дитина, кохати до нестями, прилеглий район, підлі викрадачі людей, сонний, крутити над головою, безапеляційний лист, осуджувати уславлені моральні аспекти, запитувати хриплим голосом, вкритий мохом берег, йти хитаючись, галявина, об’єкт пограбування, нерозбірливий почерк. 


Reading task

IV. Read the text and prepare for the discussion

THE RANSOM OF THE RED CHIEF
O. Henry 
(Retrieved form: https://americanliterature.com/author/o-henry/short-story/the-ransom-of-red-chief)
It looked like a good thing: but wait till I tell you. We were down South, in Alabama – Bill Driscoll and myself – when this kidnapping idea struck us. It was, as Bill afterward expressed it, “during a moment of temporary mental apparition”; but we didn't find that out till later.

There was a town down there, as flat as a flannel–cake, and called Summit, of course. It contained inhabitants of as undeleterious and self–satisfied a class of peasantry as ever clustered around a Maypole.

Bill and me had a joint capital of about six hundred dollars, and we needed just two thousand dollars more to pull off a fraudulent town–lot scheme in Western Illinois with. We talked it over on the front steps of the hotel. Philoprogenitiveness, says we, is strong in semi–rural communities; therefore and for other reasons, a kidnapping project ought to do better there than in the radius of newspapers that send reporters out in plain clothes to stir up talk about such things. We knew that Summit couldn't get after us with anything stronger than constables and maybe some lackadaisical bloodhounds and a diatribe or two in the Weekly Farmers' Budget. So, it looked good.

We selected for our victim the only child of a prominent citizen named Ebenezer Dorset. The father was respectable and tight, a mortgage fancier and a stern, upright collection–plate passer and forecloser. The kid was a boy of ten, with bas–relief freckles, and hair the colour of the cover of the magazine you buy at the news–stand when you want to catch a train. Bill and me figured that Ebenezer would melt down for a ransom of two thousand dollars to a cent. But wait till I tell you.

About two miles from Summit was a little mountain, covered with a dense cedar brake. On the rear elevation of this mountain was a cave. There we stored provisions. One evening after sundown, we drove in a buggy past old Dorset's house. The kid was in the street, throwing rocks at a kitten on the opposite fence.

“Hey, little boy!” says Bill, “would you like to have a bag of candy and a nice ride?”
The boy catches Bill neatly in the eye with a piece of brick.

“That will cost the old man an extra five hundred dollars,” says Bill, climbing over the wheel.

That boy put up a fight like a welter–weight cinnamon bear; but, at last, we got him down in the bottom of the buggy and drove away. We took him up to the cave and I hitched the horse in the cedar brake. After dark I drove the buggy to the little village, three miles away, where we had hired it, and walked back to the mountain.

Bill was pasting court–plaster over the scratches and bruises on his features. There was a burning behind the big rock at the entrance of the cave, and the boy was watching a pot of boiling coffee, with two buzzard tailfeathers stuck in his red hair. He points a stick at me when I come up, and says: “Ha! cursed paleface, do you dare to enter the camp of Red Chief, the terror of the plains?”
“He's all right now,” says Bill, rolling up his trousers and examining some bruises on his shins. “We're playing Indian. We're making Buffalo Bill's show look like magic–lantern views of Palestine in the town hall. I'm Old Hank, the Trapper, Red Chief's captive, and I'm to be scalped at daybreak. By Geronimo! that kid can kick hard.”
Yes, sir, that boy seemed to be having the time of his life. The fun of camping out in a cave had made him forget that he was a captive, himself. He immediately christened me Snake–eye, the Spy, and announced that, when his braves returned from the warpath, I was to be broiled at the stake at the rising of the sun.

Then we had supper; and he filled his mouth full of bacon and bread and gravy, and began to talk. He made a during–dinner speech something like this:

“I like this fine. I never camped out before; but I had a pet 'possum once, and I was nine last birthday. I hate to go to school. Rats ate up sixteen of Jimmy Talbot's aunt's speckled hen's eggs. Are there any real Indians in these woods? I want some more gravy. Does the trees moving make the wind blow? We had five puppies. What makes your nose so red, Hank? My father has lots of money. Are the stars hot? I whipped Ed Walker twice, Saturday. I don't like girls. You dassent catch toads unless with a string. Do oxen make any noise? Why are oranges round? Have you got beds to sleep on in this cave? Amos Murray has got Six toes. A parrot can talk, but a monkey or a fish can't. How many does it take to make twelve?”
Every few minutes he would remember that he was a pesky redskin, and pick up his stick rifle and tiptoe to the mouth of the cave to rubber for the scouts of the hated paleface. Now and then he would let out a war–whoop that made Old Hank the Trapper shiver. That boy had Bill terrorized from the start.

“Red Chief,” says I to the kid, “would you like to go home?”
“Aw, what for?” says he. “I don't have any fun at home. I hate to go to school. I like to camp out. You won't take me back home again, Snake–eye, will you?”
“Not right away,” says I. “We'll stay here in the cave a while.”
“All right!” says he. “That'll be fine. I never had such fun in all my life.”
We went to bed about eleven o'clock. We spread down some wide blankets and quilts and put Red Chief between us. We weren't afraid he'd run away. He kept us awake for three hours, jumping up and reaching for his rifle and screeching: “Hist! pard,” in mine and Bill's ears, as the fancied crackle of a twig or the rustle of a leaf revealed to his young imagination the stealthy approach of the outlaw band. At last, I fell into a troubled sleep, and dreamed that I had been kidnapped and chained to a tree by a ferocious pirate with red hair.

Just at daybreak, I was awakened by a series of awful screams from Bill. They weren't yells, or howls, or shouts, or whoops, or yalps, such as you'd expect from a manly set of vocal organs – they were simply indecent, terrifying, humiliating screams, such as women emit when they see ghosts or caterpillars. It's an awful thing to hear a strong, desperate, fat man scream incontinently in a cave at daybreak.

I jumped up to see what the matter was. Red Chief was sitting on Bill's chest, with one hand twined in Bill's hair. In the other he had the sharp case–knife we used for slicing, bacon; and he was industriously and realistically trying to take Bill's scalp, according to the sentence that had been pronounced upon him the evening before.

I got the knife away from the kid and made him lie down again. But, from that moment, Bill's spirit was broken. He laid down on his side of the bed, but he never closed an eye again in sleep as long as that boy was with us. I dozed off for a while, but along toward sun–up I remembered that Red Chief had said I was to be burned at the stake at the rising of the sun. I wasn't nervous or afraid; but I sat up and lit my pipe and leaned against a rock.

“What you getting up so soon for, Sam?” asked Bill.

“Me?” says I. “Oh, I got a kind of a pain in my shoulder. I thought sitting up would rest it.”
“You're a liar!” says Bill. “You're afraid. You was to be burned at sunrise, and you was afraid he'd do it. And he would, too, if he could find a match. Ain't it awful, Sam? Do you think anybody will pay out money to get a little imp like that back home?”
“Sure,” said I. “A rowdy kid like that is just the kind that parents dote on. Now, you and the Chief get up and cook breakfast, while I go up on the top of this mountain and reconnoitre.”
I went up on the peak of the little mountain and ran my eye over the contiguous vicinity. Over toward Summit I expected to see the sturdy yeomanry of the village armed with scythes and pitchforks beating the countryside for the dastardly kidnappers. But what I saw was a peaceful landscape dotted with one man ploughing with a dun mule. Nobody was dragging the creek; no couriers dashed hither and yon, bringing tidings of no news to the distracted parents. There was a sylvan attitude of somnolent sleepiness pervading that section of the external outward surface of Alabama that lay exposed to my view. “Perhaps,” says I to myself, “it has not yet been discovered that the wolves have home away the tender lambkin from the fold. Heaven help the wolves!” says I, and I went down the mountain to breakfast.

When I got to the cave I found Bill backed up against the side of it, breathing hard, and the boy threatening to smash him with a rock half as big as a cocoanut.

“He put a red–hot boiled potato down my back,” explained Bill, "and the mashed it with his foot; and I boxed his ears. Have you got a gun about you, Sam?

I took the rock away from the boy and kind of patched up the argument. “I'll fix you,” says the kid to Bill. "No man ever yet struck the Red Chief but what he got paid for it. You better beware!"

After breakfast the kid takes a piece of leather with strings wrapped around it out of his pocket and goes outside the cave unwinding it.

“What's he up to now?” says Bill, anxiously. “You don't think he'll run away, do you, Sam?”
“No fear of it,” says I. “He don't seem to be much of a home body. But we've got to fix up some plan about the ransom. There don't seem to be much excitement around Summit on account of his disappearance; but maybe they haven't realized yet that he's gone. His folks may think he's spending the night with Aunt Jane or one of the neighbours. Anyhow, he'll be missed to–day. To–night we must get a message to his father demanding the two thousand dollars for his return.”
Just then we heard a kind Of war–whoop, such as David might have emitted when he knocked out the champion Goliath. It was a sling that Red Chief had pulled out of his pocket, and he was whirling it around his head.

I dodged, and heard a heavy thud and a kind of a sigh from Bill, like a horse gives out when you take his saddle off. A nigger head rock the size of an egg had caught Bill just behind his left ear. He loosened himself all over and fell in the fire across the frying pan of hot water for washing the dishes. I dragged him out and poured cold water on his head for half an hour.

By and by, Bill sits up and feels behind his ear and says: “Sam, do you know who my favourite Biblical character is.”
“Take it easy,” says I. “You'll come to your senses presently.”
“King Herod,” says he. “You won't go away and leave me here alone, will you, Sam?”
I went out and caught that boy and shook him until his freckles rattled.

“If you don't behave,” says I, “I'll take you straight home. Now, are you going to be good, or not?”
“I was only funning,” says he sullenly. “I didn't mean to hurt Old Hank. But what did he hit me for?” “I'll behave, Snake–eye, if you won't send me home, and if you'll let me play the Black Scout to–day.”
“I don't know the game,” says I. “That's for you and Mr. Bill to decide. He's your playmate for the day. I'm going away for a while, on business. Now, you come in and make friends with him and say you are sorry for hurting him, or home you go, at once.”
I made him and Bill shake hands, and then I took Bill aside and told him I was going to Poplar Cove, a little village three miles from the cave, and find out what I could about how the kidnapping had been regarded in Summit. Also, I thought it best to send a peremptory letter to old man Dorset that day, demanding the ransom and dictating how it should be paid.

“You know, Sam,” says Bill, “I've stood by you without batting an eye in earthquakes, fire and flood – in poker games, dynamite outrages, police raids, train robberies and cyclones. I never lost my nerve yet till we kidnapped that two–legged skyrocket of a kid. He's got me going. You won't leave me long with him, will you, Sam?”
“I'll be back some time this afternoon,” says I. “You must keep the boy amused and quiet till I return. And now we'll write the letter to old Dorset.”
Bill and I got paper and pencil and worked on the letter while Red Chief, with a blanket wrapped around him, strutted up and down, guarding the mouth of the cave. Bill begged me tearfully to make the ransom fifteen hundred dollars instead of two thousand. “I ain't attempting,” says he, “to decry the celebrated moral aspect of parental affection, but we're dealing with humans, and it ain't human for anybody to give up two thousand dollars for that forty–pound chunk of freckled wildcat. I'm willing to take a chance at fifteen hundred dollars. You can charge the difference up to me.”
So, to relieve Bill, I acceded, and we collaborated a letter that ran this way:

Ebenezer Dorset, Esq.:

We have your boy concealed in a place far from Summit. It is useless for you or the most skilful detectives to attempt to find him. Absolutely, the only terms on which you can have him restored to you are these: We demand fifteen hundred dollars in large bills for his return; the money to be left at midnight to–night at the same spot and in the same box as your reply – as hereinafter described. If you agree to these terms, send your answer in writing by a solitary messenger to–night at half–past eight o'clock. After crossing Owl Creek, on the road to Poplar Cove, there are three large trees about a hundred yards apart, close to the fence of the wheat field on the right–hand side. At the bottom of the fence–post, opposite the third tree, will be found a small pasteboard box. The messenger will place the answer in this box and return immediately to Summit. If you attempt any treachery or fail to comply with our demand as stated, you will never see your boy again. If you pay the money as demanded, he will be returned to you safe and well within three hours. These terms are final, and if you do not accede to them no further communication will be attempted. (TWO DESPERATE MEN).

I addressed this letter to Dorset, and put it in my pocket. As I was about to start, the kid comes up to me and says:

“Aw, Snake–eye, you said I could play the Black Scout while you was gone.”
“Play it, of course,” says I. “Mr. Bill will play with you. What kind of a game is it?”
“I'm the Black Scout,” says Red Chief, “and I have to ride to the stockade to warn the settlers that the Indians are coming. I'm tired of playing Indian myself. I want to be the Black Scout.”
“All right,” says I. “It sounds harmless to me. I guess Mr. Bill will help you foil the pesky savages.”
“What am I to do?” asks Bill, looking at the kid suspiciously.

“You are the horse,” says Black Scout. “Get down on your hands and knees. How can I ride to the stockade without a horse?”
“You'd better keep him interested,” said I, “till we get the scheme going. Loosen up.”
Bill gets down on his all fours, and a look comes in his eye like a rabbit's when you catch it in a trap.

“How far is it to the stockade, kid?” he asks, in a husky manner of voice.

“Ninety miles,” says the Black Scout. “And you have to hump yourself to get there on time. Whoa, now!”
The Black Scout jumps on Bill's back and digs his heels in his side.

“For Heaven's sake,” says Bill, “hurry back, Sam, as soon as you can. I wish we hadn't made the ransom more than a thousand. Say, you quit kicking me or I'll get up and warm you good.”
I walked over to Poplar Cove and sat around the post–office and store, talking with the chawbacons that came in to trade. One whiskerando says that he hears Summit is all upset on account of Elder Ebenezer Dorset's boy having been lost or stolen. That was all I wanted to know. I bought some smoking tobacco, referred casually to the price of black–eyed peas, posted my letter surreptitiously and came away. The postmaster said the mail–carrier would come by in an hour to take the mail on to Summit.

When I got back to the cave Bill and the boy were not to be found. I explored the vicinity of the cave, and risked a yodel or two, but there was no response.

So I lighted my pipe and sat down on a mossy bank to await developments. In about half an hour I heard the bushes rustle, and Bill wabbled out into the little glade in front of the cave. Behind him was the kid, stepping softly like a scout, with a broad grin on his face. Bill stopped, took off his hat and wiped his face with a red handkerchief. The kid stopped about eight feet behind him. 

“Sam,” says Bill, “I suppose you'll think I'm a renegade, but I couldn't help it. I'm a grown person with masculine proclivities and habits of self–defense, but there is a time when all systems of egotism and predominance fail. The boy is gone. I have sent him home. All is off. There was martyrs in old times,” goes on Bill, “that suffered death rather than give up the particular graft they enjoyed. None of 'em ever was subjugated to such supernatural tortures as I have been. I tried to be faithful to our articles of depredation; but there came a limit.”
“What's the trouble, Bill?” I asks him.

“I was rode,” says Bill, “the ninety miles to the stockade, not barring an inch. Then, when the settlers was rescued, I was given oats. Sand ain't a palatable substitute. And then, for an hour I had to try to explain to him why there was nothin' in holes, how a road can run both ways and what makes the grass green. I tell you, Sam, a human can only stand so much. I takes him by the neck of his clothes and drags him down the mountain. On the way he kicks my legs black–and–blue from the knees down; and I've got to have two or three bites on my thumb and hand cauterized”.

“But he's gone” – continues Bill – “gone home. I showed him the road to Summit and kicked him about eight feet nearer there at one kick. I'm sorry we lose the ransom; but it was either that or Bill Driscoll to the madhouse.”
Bill is puffing and blowing, but there is a look of ineffable peace and growing content on his rose–pink features.

“Bill,” says I, “there isn't any heart disease in your family, is there?”
“No,” says Bill, “nothing chronic except malaria and accidents. Why?”
“Then you might turn around,” says I, “and have a look behind you.”
Bill turns and sees the boy, and loses his complexion and sits down plump on the round and begins to pluck aimlessly at grass and little sticks. For an hour I was afraid for his mind. And then I told him that my scheme was to put the whole job through immediately and that we would get the ransom and be off with it by midnight if old Dorset fell in with our proposition. So Bill braced up enough to give the kid a weak sort of a smile and a promise to play the Russian in a Japanese war with him as soon as he felt a little better.

I had a scheme for collecting that ransom without danger of being caught by counterplots that ought to commend itself to professional kidnappers. The tree under which the answer was to be left – and the money later on – was close to the road fence with big, bare fields on all sides. If a gang of constables should be watching for any one to come for the note they could see him a long way off crossing the fields or in the road. But no, sirree! At half–past eight I was up in that tree as well hidden as a tree toad, waiting for the messenger to arrive.

Exactly on time, a half–grown boy rides up the road on a bicycle, locates the pasteboard box at the foot of the fence–post, slips a folded piece of paper into it and pedals away again back toward Summit.

I waited an hour and then concluded the thing was square. I slid down the tree, got the note, slipped along the fence till I struck the woods, and was back at the cave in another half an hour. I opened the note, got near the lantern and read it to Bill. It was written with a pen in a crabbed hand, and the sum and substance of it was this:
Two Desperate Men.
Gentlemen: I received your letter today by post, in regard to the ransom you ask for the return of my son. I think you are a little high in your demands, and I hereby make you a counter–proposition, which I am inclined to believe you will accept. You bring Johnny home and pay me two hundred and fifty dollars in cash, and I agree to take him off your hands. You had better come at night, for the neighbours believe he is lost, and I couldn't be responsible for what they would do to anybody they saw bringing him back.

Very respectfully, EBENEZER DORSET.

“Great pirates of Penzance!” says I; “of all the impudent –”
But I glanced at Bill, and hesitated. He had the most appealing look in his eyes I ever saw on the face of a dumb or a talking brute.

“Sam,” says he, “what's two hundred and fifty dollars, after all? We've got the money. One more night of this kid will send me to a bed in Bedlam. Besides being a thorough gentleman, I think Mr. Dorset is a spendthrift for making us such a liberal offer. You ain't going to let the chance go, are you?”
“Tell you the truth, Bill,” says I, “this little he ewe lamb has somewhat got on my nerves too. We'll take him home, pay the ransom and make our get–away.”
We took him home that night. We got him to go by telling him that his father had bought a silver–mounted rifle and a pair of moccasins for him, and we were going to hunt bears the next day.

It was just twelve o'clock when we knocked at Ebenezer s front door. Just at the moment when I should have been abstracting the fifteen hundred dollars from the box under the tree, according to the original proposition, Bill was counting out two hundred and fifty dollars into Dorset's hand.

When the kid found out we were going to leave him at home he started up a howl like a calliope and fastened himself as tight as a leech to Bill's leg. His father peeled him away gradually, like a porous plaster.

“How long can you hold him?” asks Bill.

“I'm not as strong as I used to be,” says old Dorset, “but I think I can promise you ten minutes.”
“Enough,” says Bill. “In ten minutes I shall cross the Central, Southern and Middle Western States, and be legging it trippingly for the Canadian border.”
And, as dark as it was, and as fat as Bill was, and as good a runner as I am, he was a good mile and a half out of Summit before I could catch up with him.


Post-reading tasks
V. Correct the false statements:

1. The kidnappers decided to steal a boy because they wanted to get some money for paying off the debts

2. According to the narrator’s opinion philoprogenitive spirit is the strongest in rural areas.

3. The victim was a boy of a poor peasant.

4. The stolen boy suffered greatly staying with the kidnappers.

5. Bill like his friend was afraid of the stolen boy.

6. The parents of the stolen boy were very alerted and did all their best to find him.

7. The boy didn’t want to return home to his father.

8. The kidnappers decreased the size of the ransom because they were kind–hearted and sympathetic to the boy’s father.

9. The thieves didn’t earn anything because their perfidious plan failed.

10.  The father of the boy got a money compensation from the thieves.

VI.  Answer the following questions.

1. Why did Bill and Sam decide to venture the theft of the boy?

2. What were the reasons that the decided to steal a boy in the rural area?

3. Was it difficult or not to get the boy into the buggy?

4. In what way was Bill injured?

5. Can we call the stolen boy a “victim” and why?

6. How did the boy spend time in the cave?

7. Who of the two kidnappers suffered more from the boy?

8. What was Bill’s and Sam’s plan to get money and did it work out?

9. Why did Bill plead Sam to consent to the terms of the boy’s father?

10. Why didn’t the kisnappers attain success?

VII. Give a written translation:

1. Bill and me had a joint capital of about six hundred dollars, and we needed just two thousand dollars more to pull off a fraudulent town–lot scheme in Western Illinois with. We talked it over on the front steps of the hotel. Philoprogenitiveness, says we, is strong in semi–rural communities; therefore and for other reasons, a kidnapping project ought to do better there than in the radius of newspapers that send reporters out in plain clothes to stir up talk about such things.

2. Every few minutes he would remember that he was a pesky redskin, and pick up his stick rifle and tiptoe to the mouth of the cave to rubber for the scouts of the hated paleface.

3. Just at daybreak, I was awakened by a series of awful screams from Bill. They weren't yells, or howls, or shouts, or whoops, or yalps, such as you'd expect from a manly set of vocal organs – they were simply indecent, terrifying, humiliating screams, such as women emit when they see ghosts or caterpillars
4. I got the knife away from the kid and made him lie down again. But, from that moment, Bill's spirit was broken. He laid down on his side of the bed, but he never closed an eye again in sleep as long as that boy was with us. I dozed off for a while, but along toward sun–up I remembered that Red Chief had said I was to be burned at the stake at the rising of the sun. I wasn't nervous or afraid; but I sat up and lit my pipe and leaned against a rock.

5. I thought it best to send a peremptory letter to old man Dorset that day, demanding the ransom and dictating how it should be paid.

6. So, to relieve Bill, I acceded, and we collaborated a letter that ran this way.

7. So I lighted my pipe and sat down on a mossy bank to await developments. In about half an hour I heard the bushes rustle, and Bill wabbled out into the little glade in front of the cave.

8. I had a scheme for collecting that ransom without danger of being caught by counterplots that ought to commend itself to professional kidnappers.

9. I opened the note, got near the lantern and read it to Bill. It was written with a pen in a crabbed hand, and the sum and substance of it was this

10. I think you are a little high in your demands, and I hereby make you a counter–proposition, which I am inclined to believe you will accept.

VIII. Expand on the following issues:

1. The boy felt at ease being stolen by the two strangers.

2. The thiefs were confused by the behavior of the boy.

3. The reaction of the father.

4. The reasons of the Bill’s and Sam’s failure.

5. The general style of the text and author’s messege.

IX. Reflect on the following problems:
1. The necessity to estimate one’s forces in the right way.

2. How a prey can exchange places with the predator.

3. The reasons of committing crimes and the ways to oppose them.

Section 6

Pre-reading task
I. Read and translate the text, learn the given words and word–combinations:
confide in smb.




довіряти комусь

student of smth.



вчений, знавець якоїсь сфери

crack





тріщати

litter





безладно розкидані речі

amphora





амфора

strew





розкидати

handicap





перешкода, завада

seduce





спокушатися

whim





каприз

incisive





гострий

sensuous





чуттєвий

languor





втома

mingle





змішуватись

bluff





грубувато–прямий (про людей)

subtlety





тонкість, ніжність

dogged





упертий, наполегливий

tenacity





упертість, твердість волі

ripen





дозрівати

rival





суперник, конкурент, 

callousness




грубість

sentiment




почуття, настрій

papyrus





папірус

savant





видатний вчений

store





запас, склад

suffice





бути достатнім, вистачати

yearn to smth.




жадати, прагнути чогось

temple





храм

intimate





потаємний

caprice





каприз

villain





негідник

scruple





вагання

piquant





пікантний

loom up





невиразно вирисовуватися

devious





звивистий

caterpillar




гусінь

excavation




розкопки

manger





ясла (для худоби)

savant





видатний вчений

aperture





отвір

bowel





кишка

byre





хлів

loiter





відставати

bifurcate





розгалужуватися

berth





ліжко

vestment





одяг, убрання

utensil





приладдя

pious





благочестивий

coil





котушка, клубок

tortuous





звивистий

slab





плита

consecration




освячення, посвячення

mitre





головний убір священників

crosier





посох єпископа

canonical




одяг священнослужителів

concave





вигнутий у вигляді арки

vault





підвал

the odds





вірогідність, шанси

smother





душити

ungainly





незграбний

stagnant





стоячий

sagacity





проникливість

conjecture




припускати

fervid





палкий, пристрасний

subterranean




підземний

mar





псувати

temerity





безрозсудство

II. Translate the word–combinations into Ukrainian and make up your own sentences with them:
Dense throng, unimpeachable authenticity, utmost rarity, social graces, brilliancy and vivacity, uninitiated, pile of odds and ends, pledge of secrecy, to submit to smth., spurt of hard walking, to radiate from the common centre, to be marred by a terrible fact.  

III. Translate the words and word–combinations into English:

Розкішна кімната, вклад у дослідження, осуд, спокійне обличчя, грандіозне змагання, багатий та розбещений молодий чоловік, честолюбство, мелодійний передзвін, звивистий шлях, крихка цегла, вузькі проходи, бути очевидним, долати перешкоду, палка любов до археології. 

Reading task

IV. Read the text and prepare for the discussion

THE NEW CATACOMB

Arthur Conan Doyle

(Retrieved form: https://americanliterature.com/author/sir-arthur-conan-doyle/short-story/the-new-catacomb)


“Look here, Burger,” said Kennedy, “I do wish that you would confide in me.”
     
The two famous students of Roman remains sat together in Kennedy's comfortable room overlooking the Corso. The night was cold, and they had both pulled up their chairs to the unsatisfactory Italian stove which threw out a zone of stuffiness rather than of warmth. Outside under the bright winter stars lay the modern Rome, the long, double chain of the electric lamps, the brilliantly lighted cafes, the rushing carriages, and the dense throng upon the footpaths. But inside, in the sumptuous chamber of the rich young English archaeologist, there was only old Rome to be seen. Cracked and timeworn friezes hung upon the walls, grey old busts of senators and soldiers with their fighting heads and their hard, cruel faces peered out from the corners. On the centre table, amidst a litter of inscriptions, fragments, and ornaments, there stood the famous reconstruction by Kennedy of the Baths of Caracalla, which excited such interest and admiration when it was exhibited in Berlin. Amphorae hung from the ceiling, and a litter of curiosities strewed the rich red Turkey carpet. And of them all there was not one which was not of the most unimpeachable authenticity, and of the utmost rarity and value; for Kennedy, though little more than thirty, had a European reputation in this particular branch of research, and was, moreover, provided with that long purse which either proves to be a fatal handicap to the student's energies, or, if his mind is still true to its purpose, gives him an enormous advantage in the race for fame. Kennedy had often been seduced by whim and pleasure from his studies, but his mind was an incisive one, capable of long and concentrated efforts which ended in sharp reactions of sensuous languor. His handsome face, with its high, white forehead, its aggressive nose, and its somewhat loose and sensual mouth, was a fair index of the compromise between strength and weakness in his nature.

     
Of a very different type was his companion, Julius Burger. He came of a curious blend, a German father and an Italian mother, with the robust qualities of the North mingling strangely with the softer graces of the South. Blue Teutonic eyes lightened his sun–browned face, and above them rose a square, massive forehead, with a fringe of close yellow curls lying round it. His strong, firm jaw was clean–shaven, and his companion had frequently remarked how much it suggested those old Roman busts which peered out from the shadows in the corners of his chamber. Under its bluff German strength there lay always a suggestion of Italian subtlety, but the smile was so honest, and the eyes so frank, that one understood that this was only an indication of his ancestry, with no actual bearing upon his character. In age and in reputation, he was on the same level as his English companion, but his life and his work had both been far more arduous. Twelve years before, he had come as a poor student to Rome, and had lived ever since upon some small endowment for research which had been awarded to him by the University of Bonn. Painfully, slowly, and doggedly, with extraordinary tenacity and single–mindedness, he had climbed from rung to rung of the ladder of fame, until now he was a member of the Berlin Academy, and there was every reason to believe that he would shortly be promoted to the Chair of the greatest of German Universities. But the singleness of purpose which had brought him to the same high level as the rich and brilliant Englishman, had caused him in everything outside their work to stand infinitely below him. He had never found a pause in his studies in which to cultivate the social graces. It was only when he spoke of his own subject that his face was filled with life and soul. At other times he was silent and embarrassed, too conscious of his own limitations in larger subjects, and impatient of that small talk which is the conventional refuge of those who have no thoughts to express.

     
And yet for some years there had been an acquaintanceship which appeared to be slowly ripening into a friendship between these two very different rivals. The base and origin of this lay in the fact that in their own studies each was the only one of the younger men who had knowledge and enthusiasm enough to properly appreciate the other. Their common interests and pursuits had brought them together, and each had been attracted by the other's knowledge. And then gradually something had been added to this. Kennedy had been amused by the frankness and simplicity of his rival, while Burger in turn had been fascinated by the brilliancy and vivacity which had made Kennedy such a favourite in Roman society. I say “had,” because just at the moment the young Englishman was somewhat under a cloud. A love–affair, the details of which had never quite come out, had indicated a heartlessness and callousness upon his part which shocked many of his friends. But in the bachelor circles of students and artists in which he preferred to move there is no very rigid code of honour in such matters, and though a head might be shaken or a pair of shoulders shrugged over the flight of two and the return of one, the general sentiment was probably one of curiosity and perhaps of envy rather than of reprobation.

    
“Look here, Burger,” said Kennedy, looking hard at the placid face of his companion, “I do wish that you would confide in me.”
     
As he spoke he waved his hand in the direction of a rug which lay upon the floor. On the rug stood a long, shallow fruit–basket of the light wicker–work which is used in the Campagna, and this was heaped with a litter of objects, inscribed tiles, broken inscriptions, cracked mosaics, torn papyri, rusty metal ornaments, which to the uninitiated might have seemed to have come straight from a dustman's bin, but which a specialist would have speedily recognized as unique of their kind. The pile of odds and ends in the flat wicker–work basket supplied exactly one of those missing links of social development which are of such interest to the student. It was the German who had brought them in, and the Englishman's eyes were hungry as he looked at them.

     
“I won't interfere with your treasure–trove, but I should very much like to hear about it,” he continued, while Burger very deliberately lit a cigar. “It is evidently a discovery of the first importance. These inscriptions will make a sensation throughout Europe.”
    
 “For every one here there are a million there!” said the German. “There are so many that a dozen savants might spend a lifetime over them, and build up a reputation as solid as the Castle of St. Angelo.”
     
Kennedy sat thinking with his fine forehead wrinkled and his fingers playing with his long, fair moustache.

     
“You have given yourself away, Burger!” said he at last. “Your words can only apply to one thing. You have discovered a new catacomb.”
    
 “I had no doubt that you had already come to that conclusion from an examination of these objects.”
   
  “Well, they certainly appeared to indicate it, but your last remarks make it certain. There is no place except a catacomb which could contain so vast a store of relics as you describe.”
     
“Quite so. There is no mystery about that. I HAVE discovered a new catacomb.”
     
“Where?”
     
“Ah, that is my secret, my dear Kennedy. Suffice it that it is so situated that there is not one chance in a million of anyone else coming upon it. Its date is different from that of any known catacomb, and it has been reserved for the burial of the highest Christians, so that the remains and the relics are quite different from anything which has ever been seen before. If I was not aware of your knowledge and of your energy, my friend, I would not hesitate, under the pledge of secrecy, to tell you everything about it. But as it is I think that I must certainly prepare my own report of the matter before I expose myself to such formidable competition.”
    
 Kennedy loved his subject with a love which was almost a mania – a love which held him true to it, amidst all the distractions which come to a wealthy and dissipated young man. He had ambition, but his ambition was secondary to his mere abstract joy and interest in everything which concerned the old life and history of the city. He yearned to see this new underworld which his companion had discovered.

    
 “Look here, Burger,” said he, earnestly, “I assure you that you can trust me most implicitly in the matter. Nothing would induce me to put pen to paper about anything which I see until I have your express permission. I quite understand your feeling and I think it is most natural, but you have really nothing whatever to fear from me. On the other hand, if you don't tell me I shall make a systematic search, and I shall most certainly discover it. In that case, of course, I should make what use I liked of it, since I should be under no obligation to you.”
     
Burger smiled thoughtfully over his cigar.

     
“I have noticed, friend Kennedy,” said he, “that when I want information over any point you are not always so ready to supply it.”
     
“When did you ever ask me anything that I did not tell you? You remember, for example, my giving you the material for your paper about the temple of the Vestals.”
     
“Ah, well, that was not a matter of much importance. If I were to question you upon some intimate thing would you give me an answer, I wonder! This new catacomb is a very intimate thing to me, and I should certainly expect some sign of confidence in return.”
     
“What you are driving at I cannot imagine,” said the Englishman, “but if you mean that you will answer my question about the catacomb if I answer any question which you may put to me I can assure you that I will certainly do so.”
     
“Well, then,” said Burger, leaning luxuriously back in his settee, and puffing a blue tree of cigar–smoke into the air, “tell me all about your relations with Miss Mary Saunderson.”
     
Kennedy sprang up in his chair and glared angrily at his impassive companion.

    
“What the devil do you mean?” he cried. “What sort of a question is this? You may mean it as a joke, but you never made a worse one.”
     
“No, I don't mean it as a joke,” said Burger, simply. “I am really rather interested in the details of the matter. I don't know much about the world and women and social life and that sort of thing, and such an incident has the fascination of the unknown for me. I know you, and I knew her by sight – I had even spoken to her once or twice. I should very much like to hear from your own lips exactly what it was which occurred between you.”
     
“I won't tell you a word.”
     
“That's all right. It was only my whim to see if you would give up a secret as easily as you expected me to give up my secret of the new catacomb. You wouldn't, and I didn't expect you to. But why should you expect otherwise of me? There's Saint John's clock striking ten. It is quite time that I was going home.”
     
“No; wait a bit, Burger," said Kennedy; "this is really a ridiculous caprice of yours to wish to know about an old love–affair which has burned out months ago. You know we look upon a man who kisses and tells as the greatest coward and villain possible.”
     
“Certainly,” said the German, gathering up his basket of curiosities, “when he tells anything about a girl which is previously unknown he must be so. But in this case, as you must be aware, it was a public matter which was the common talk of Rome, so that you are not really doing Miss Mary Saunderson any injury by discussing her case with me. But still, I respect your scruples; and so good night!”
    
 “Wait a bit, Burger,” said Kennedy, laying his hand upon the other's arm; “I am very keen upon this catacomb business, and I can't let it drop quite so easily. Would you mind asking me something else in return – something not quite so eccentric this time?”
    
 “No, no; you have refused, and there is an end of it,” said Burger, with his basket on his arm. "No doubt you are quite right not to answer, and no doubt I am quite right also – and so again, my dear Kennedy, good night!”
     
The Englishman watched Burger cross the room, and he had his hand on the handle of the door before his host sprang up with the air of a man who is making the best of that which cannot be helped.

     
“Hold on, old fellow,” said he; “I think you are behaving in a most ridiculous fashion; but still; if this is your condition, I suppose that I must submit to it. I hate saying anything about a girl, but, as you say, it is all over Rome, and I don't suppose I can tell you anything which you do not know already. What was it you wanted to know?”
     
The German came back to the stove, and, laying down his basket, he sank into his chair once more.

     
“May I have another cigar?” said he. “Thank you very much! I never smoke when I work, but I enjoy a chat much more when I am under the influence of tobacco. Now, as regards this young lady, with whom you had this little adventure. What in the world has become of her?”
     
“She is at home with her own people.”
     
“Oh, really – in England?”
     
“Yes.”
     
“What part of England – London?”
     
“No, Twickenham.”
     
“You must excuse my curiosity, my dear Kennedy, and you must put it down to my ignorance of the world. No doubt it is quite a simple thing to persuade a young lady to go off with you for three weeks or so, and then to hand her over to her own family at – what did you call the place?”
    
“Twickenham.”
     
“Quite so – at Twickenham. But it is something so entirely outside my own experience that I cannot even imagine how you set about it. For example, if you had loved this girl your love could hardly disappear in three weeks, so I presume that you could not have loved her at all. But if you did not love her why should you make this great scandal which has damaged you and ruined her?”
     
Kennedy looked moodily into the red eye of the stove.

     
“That's a logical way of looking at it, certainly,” said he. “Love is a big word, and it represents a good many different shades of feeling. I liked her, and – well, you say you've seen her – you know how charming she could look. But still I am willing to admit, looking back, that I could never have really loved her.”
    
“Then, my dear Kennedy, why did you do it?”
     
“The adventure of the thing had a great deal to do with it.”
     
“What! You are so fond of adventures!”
     
“Where would the variety of life be without them? It was for an adventure that I first began to pay my attentions to her. I've chased a good deal of game in my time, but there's no chase like that of a pretty woman. There was the piquant difficulty of it also, for, as she was the companion of Lady Emily Rood, it was almost impossible to see her alone. On the top of all the other obstacles which attracted me, I learned from her own lips very early in the proceedings that she was engaged.”
     
“Mein Gott! To whom?”
     
“She mentioned no names.”
     
“I do not think that anyone knows that. So that made the adventure more alluring, did it?”
     
“Well, it did certainly give a spice to it. Don't you think so?”
     
“I tell you that I am very ignorant about these things.”
     
“My dear fellow, you can remember that the apple you stole from your neighbour's tree was always sweeter than that which fell from your own. And then I found that she cared for me.”
     
“What – at once?”
     
“Oh, no, it took about three months of sapping and mining. But at last I won her over. She understood that my judicial separation from my wife made it impossible for me to do the right thing by her – but she came all the same, and we had a delightful time, as long as it lasted.”
     
“But how about the other man?”
     
Kennedy shrugged his shoulders.

     
“I suppose it is the survival of the fittest,” said he. “If he had been the better man she would not have deserted him. Let's drop the subject, for I have had enough of it!”
     
“Only one other thing. How did you get rid of her in three weeks?”
     
“Well, we had both cooled down a bit, you understand. She absolutely refused, under any circumstances, to come back to face the people she had known in Rome. Now, of course, Rome is necessary to me, and I was already pining to be back at my work – so there was one obvious cause of separation. Then, again, her old father turned up at the hotel in London, and there was a scene, and the whole thing became so unpleasant that really – though I missed her dreadfully at first – I was very glad to slip out of it. Now, I rely upon you not to repeat anything of what I have said.”
     
“My dear Kennedy, I should not dream of repeating it. But all that you say interests me very much, for it gives me an insight into your way of looking at things, which is entirely different from mine, for I have seen so little of life. And now you want to know about my new catacomb. There's no use my trying to describe it, for you would never find it by that. There is only one thing, and that is for me to take you there."

     
“That would be splendid.”
     
“When would you like to come?”
     
“The sooner the better. I am all impatience to see it.”
     
“Well, it is a beautiful night – though a trifle cold. Suppose we start in an hour. We must be very careful to keep the matter to ourselves. If anyone saw us hunting in couples they would suspect that there was something going on.”
     
“We can't be too cautious,” said Kennedy. “Is it far?”
     
“Some miles.”
     
“Not too far to walk?”
     
“Oh, no, we could walk there easily.”
     
“We had better do so, then. A cabman's suspicions would be aroused if he dropped us both at some lonely spot in the dead of the night.”
     
“Quite so. I think it would be best for us to meet at the Gate of the Appian Way at midnight. I must go back to my lodgings for the matches and candles and things.”
     
“All right, Burger! I think it is very kind of you to let me into this secret, and I promise you that I will write nothing about it until you have published your report. Good–bye for the present! You will find me at the Gate at twelve.”
     
The cold, clear air was filled with the musical chimes from that city of clocks as Burger, wrapped in an Italian overcoat, with a lantern hanging from his hand, walked up to the rendezvous. Kennedy stepped out of the shadow to meet him.

     
“You are ardent in work as well as in love!" said the German, laughing.

     
“Yes; I have been waiting here for nearly half an hour.”
     
“I hope you left no clue as to where we were going.”
     
“Not such a fool! By Jove, I am chilled to the bone! Come on, Burger, let us warm ourselves by a spurt of hard walking.”
     
Their footsteps sounded loud and crisp upon the rough stone paving of the disappointing road which is all that is left of the most famous highway of the world. A peasant or two going home from the wine–shop, and a few carts of country produce coming up to Rome, were the only things which they met. They swung along, with the huge tombs looming up through the darkness upon each side of them, until they had come as far as the Catacombs of St. Calistus, and saw against a rising moon the great circular bastion of Cecilia Metella in front of them. Then Burger stopped with his hand to his side.

     
“Your legs are longer than mine, and you are more accustomed to walking,” said he, laughing. “I think that the place where we turn off is somewhere here. Yes, this is it, round the corner of the trattoria. Now, it is a very narrow path, so perhaps I had better go in front and you can follow.”
     
He had lit his lantern, and by its light they were enabled to follow a narrow and devious track which wound across the marshes of the Campagna. The great Aqueduct of old Rome lay like a monstrous caterpillar across the moonlit landscape, and their road led them under one of its huge arches, and past the circle of crumbling bricks which marks the old arena. At last Burger stopped at a solitary wooden cow–house, and he drew a key from his pocket. “Surely your catacomb is not inside a house!” cried Kenned

     
“The entrance to it is. That is just the safeguard which we have against anyone else discovering it.”
     
“Does the proprietor know of it?”
     
“Not he. He had found one or two objects which made me almost certain that his house was built on the entrance to such a place. So I rented it from him, and did my excavations for myself. Come in, and shut the door behind you.”
     
It was a long, empty building, with the mangers of the cows along one wall. Burger put his lantern down on the ground, and shaded its light in all directions save one by draping his overcoat round it.

     
“It might excite remark if anyone saw a light in this lonely place,” said he. “Just help me to move this boarding.”
     
The flooring was loose in the corner, and plank by plank the two savants raised it and leaned it against the wall. Below there was a square aperture and a stair of old stone steps which led away down into the bowels of the earth.

     
“Be careful!” cried Burger, as Kennedy, in his impatience, hurried down them. “It is a perfect rabbits'–warren below, and if you were once to lose your way there the chances would be a hundred to one against your ever coming out again. Wait until I bring the light.”
     
“How do you find your own way if it is so complicated?”
     
“I had some very narrow escapes at first, but I have gradually learned to go about. There is a certain system to it, but it is one which a lost man, if he were in the dark, could not possibly find out. Even now I always spin out a ball of string behind me when I am going far into the catacomb. You can see for yourself that it is difficult, but every one of these passages divides and subdivides a dozen times before you go a hundred yards.”
     
They had descended some twenty feet from the level of the byre, and they were standing now in a square chamber cut out of the soft tufa. The lantern cast a flickering light, bright below and dim above, over the cracked brown walls. In every direction were the black openings of passages which radiated from this common centre.

     
“I want you to follow me closely, my friend,” said Burger. “Do not loiter to look at anything upon the way, for the place to which I will take you contains all that you can see, and more. It will save time for us to go there direct.”
     
He led the way down one of the corridors, and the Englishman followed closely at his heels. Every now and then the passage bifurcated, but Burger was evidently following some secret marks of his own, for he neither stopped nor hesitated. Everywhere along the walls, packed like the berths upon an emigrant ship, lay the Christians of old Rome. The yellow light flickered over the shrivelled features of the mummies, and gleamed upon rounded skulls and long, white armbones crossed over fleshless chests. And everywhere as he passed Kennedy looked with wistful eyes upon inscriptions, funeral vessels, pictures, vestments, utensils, all lying as pious hands had placed them so many centuries ago. It was apparent to him, even in those hurried, passing glances, that this was the earliest and finest of the catacombs, containing such a storehouse of Roman remains as had never before come at one time under the observation of the student.

     
“What would happen if the light went out?” he asked, as they hurried onwards.

     
“I have a spare candle and a box of matches in my pocket. By the way, Kennedy, have you any matches?”
     
“No; you had better give me some.”
     
“Oh, that is all right. There is no chance of our separating.”
     
“How far are we going? It seems to me that we have walked at least a quarter of a mile.”
     
“More than that, I think. There is really no limit to the tombs – at least, I have never been able to find any. This is a very difficult place, so I think that I will use our ball of string.”
     
He fastened one end of it to a projecting stone and he carried the coil in the breast of his coat, paying it out as he advanced. Kennedy saw that it was no unnecessary precaution, for the passages had become more complex and tortuous than ever, with a perfect network of intersecting corridors. But these all ended in one large circular hall with a square pedestal of tufa topped with a slab of marble at one end of it.

     
“By Jove!” cried Kennedy in an ecstasy, as Burger swung his lantern over the marble. “It is a Christian altar – probably the first one in existence. Here is the little consecration cross cut upon the corner of it. No doubt this circular space was used as a church.”
     
“Precisely,” said Burger. “If I had more time I should like to show you all the bodies which are buried in these niches upon the walls, for they are the early popes and bishops of the Church, with their mitres, their crosiers, and full canonicals. Go over to that one and look at it!”
     
Kennedy went across, and stared at the ghastly head which lay loosely on the shredded and mouldering mitre.

     
“This is most interesting,” said he, and his voice seemed to boom against the concave vault. “As far as my experience goes, it is unique. Bring the lantern over, Burger, for I want to see them all.”
     
But the German had strolled away, and was standing in the middle of a yellow circle of light at the other side of the hall.

     
“Do you know how many wrong turnings there are between this and the stairs?” he asked. “There are over two thousand. No doubt it was one of the means of protection which the Christians adopted. The odds are two thousand to one against a man getting out, even if he had a light; but if he were in the dark it would, of course, be far more difficult.”
     
“So I should think.”
     
“And the darkness is something dreadful. I tried it once for an experiment. Let us try it again!” He stooped to the lantern, and in an instant it was as if an invisible hand was squeezed tightly over each of Kennedy's eyes. Never had he known what such darkness was. It seemed to press upon him and to smother him. It was a solid obstacle against which the body shrank from advancing. He put his hands out to push it back from him.

     
“That will do, Burger,” said he, “let's have the light again.”
     
But his companion began to laugh, and in that circular room the sound seemed to come from every side at once.

     
“You seem uneasy, friend Kennedy,” said he.

     
“Go on, man, light the candle!” said Kennedy impatiently.

     
“It's very strange, Kennedy, but I could not in the least tell by the sound in which direction you stand. Could you tell where I am?”
     
“No; you seem to be on every side of me.”
     
“If it were not for this string which I hold in my hand I should not have a notion which way to go.”
     
“I dare say not. Strike a light, man, and have an end of this nonsense.”
     
“Well, Kennedy, there are two things which I understand that you are very fond of. The one is an adventure, and the other is an obstacle to surmount. The adventure must be the finding of your way out of this catacomb. The obstacle will be the darkness and the two thousand wrong turns which make the way a little difficult to find. But you need not hurry, for you have plenty of time, and when you halt for a rest now and then, I should like you just to think of Miss Mary Saunderson, and whether you treated her quite fairly.”
     
“You devil, what do you mean?” roared Kennedy. He was running about in little circles and clasping at the solid blackness with both hands.

     
“Good–bye,” said the mocking voice, and it was already at some distance. “I really do not think, Kennedy, even by your own showing that you did the right thing by that girl. There was only one little thing which you appeared not to know, and I can supply it. Miss Saunderson was engaged to a poor ungainly devil of a student, and his name was Julius Burger.”
     
There was a rustle somewhere, the vague sound of a foot striking a stone, and then there fell silence upon that old Christian church – a stagnant, heavy silence which closed round Kennedy and shut him in like water round a drowning man.

     
Some two months afterwards the following paragraph made the round of the European Press:

     
“One of the most interesting discoveries of recent years is that of the new catacomb in Rome, which lies some distance to the east of the well–known vaults of St. Calixtus. The finding of this important burial–place, which is exceeding rich in most interesting early Christian remains, is due to the energy and sagacity of Dr. Julius Burger, the young German specialist, who is rapidly taking the first place as an authority upon ancient Rome. Although the first to publish his discovery, it appears that a less fortunate adventurer had anticipated Dr. Burger. Some months ago Mr. Kennedy, the well–known English student, disappeared suddenly from his rooms in the Corso, and it was conjectured that his association with a recent scandal had driven him to leave Rome. It appears now that he had in reality fallen a victim to that fervid love of archaeology which had raised him to a distinguished place among living scholars. His body was discovered in the heart of the new catacomb, and it was evident from the condition of his feet and boots that he had tramped for days through the tortuous corridors which make these subterranean tombs so dangerous to explorers. The deceased gentleman had, with inexplicable rashness, made his way into this labyrinth without, as far as can be discovered, taking with him either candles or matches, so that his sad fate was the natural result of his own temerity. What makes the matter more painful is that Dr. Julius Burger was an intimate friend of the deceased. His joy at the extraordinary find which he has been so fortunate as to make has been greatly marred by the terrible fate of his comrade and fellow–worker.”

Post-reading tasks
   V. Correct the false statements:
1. Burger and Kennedy used to be rivals but gradually they became friends.

2. Archeology was the passion of the two savants and they both had nothing else in their lives except of their studies.

3. Burger made a great revelation and Kennedy ardently wanted to know all about it.

4. Kennedy had a happy love affair and was eagerly talking about it with his friend.

5. Burger decided to show the new catacomb at that very night of their talk.

6. Kennedy made preliminary preparations having taken matches, candles and everything necessary for the expedition.

7. The catacomb was thoroughly disguised in the cattle stall.

8. Burger deliberately led Kennedy to the very heart of the intricate catacomb.

9. Burger wanted to kill his friend because he wanted to have all the honours for the discovery of the archeological object of paramount importance.

10.  Kennedy managed to survive and the truth was revealed.

VI. Answer the following questions:

1. What were the two scientists talking about?

2. What kind of relations did they have?

3. Why didn’t Burger want to tell his friend about his discovery?

4. Did Kennedy submit to the conditions which Burger put forward before him?

5. What kind of love affair did the British scientist have?

6. What peculiarity of Lady Emily Rood made the adventure for Kennedy more alluring?

7. When did the twos students of archeology go to see the catacomb?

8. Why did Burger take a coil with him and why didn’t he give matches to his friend?

9. What happened to Kennedy in the catacomb?

10. What did the newspaper report concerning this occasion?

VII. Give the written translation:

1. Kennedy had often been seduced by whim and pleasure from his studies, but his mind was an incisive one, capable of long and concentrated efforts which ended in sharp reactions of sensuous languor. His handsome face, with its high, white forehead, its aggressive nose, and its somewhat loose and sensual mouth, was a fair index of the compromise between strength and weakness in his nature.

2. I don't know much about the world and women and social life and that sort of thing, and such an incident has the fascination of the unknown for me. I know you, and I knew her by sight – I had even spoken to her once or twice. I should very much like to hear from your own lips exactly what it was which occurred between you."

3. They had descended some twenty feet from the level of the byre, and they were standing now in a square chamber cut out of the soft tufa. The lantern cast a flickering light, bright below and dim above, over the cracked brown walls. In every direction were the black openings of passages which radiated from this common centre.

4. “And the darkness is something dreadful. I tried it once for an experiment. Let us try it again!” He stooped to the lantern, and in an instant it was as if an invisible hand was squeezed tightly over each of Kennedy's eyes. Never had he known what such darkness was. It seemed to press upon him and to smother him. It was a solid obstacle against which the body shrank from advancing. He put his hands out to push it back from him.

5. “There was only one little thing which you appeared not to know, and I can supply it. Miss Saunderson was engaged to a poor ungainly devil of a student, and his name was Julius Burger.”
6. Some months ago Mr. Kennedy, the well–known English student, disappeared suddenly from his rooms in the Corso, and it was conjectured that his association with a recent scandal had driven him to leave Rome. It appears now that he had in reality fallen a victim to that fervid love of archaeology which had raised him to a distinguished place among living scholars.

VIII. Expand on the following issues:

1. Friendship and rivalry as the two aspects of relations between the Kennedy and Burger.

2. The way of life that the two scientists used to lead.

3. The devotion of the scientists to their work.

4. The value of the new catacomb for the scientists.

5. Kennedy’s infatuation and its consequences.

6. The reasons of Burger’s revenge.

IX. Reflect on the following problems:
1. Infidelity as the reason for revenge.

2. What is justice and can revenge lead to it?

3. What is the nature of unserious relations and what can they lead to?

4. Love triangle: does it have any solutions?

Section 7

Pre-reading tasks

I. Read and translate the text, learn the given words and word–combinations:
to be superior to smb.



бути кращим за когось
discreet





обачний, обережний

anxiety





тривога, неспокій

grind





мучати




shortage





нестача

rack





мучити, катувати

haunt





переслідувати (по думку)

splendid





розкішний

sway





хиатися, гойдатися

champ
гризти вузечку

smirk
самовдоволена посмішка

pram
коляска

timid
соромливий

vague
неясний, невизначений

lucre
бариш, прибуток (неативне)

stout
відважний, рішучий

assert
стверджувати

braze out
зухвало поводитися

compel
добиватися

heed
увага

stealth
хитрість

frenzy
шаленство, божевілля

toss
кидати

glare
блиск
steed
кінь

slash
хльостати

whip
батіг

jockey
жокей, шахрай

flare
палахкотіти

sturdy
здоровий, міцний

batman
денщик

turf
перегони

parry
парирувати

obscure
темний, неясний

gravely
серйозно, тяжко

fiver
п’ятірка

serene
ясний, безхмарний

honour bright
чесне слово

spin yarns
розповідати небилиці

reiterate
повторювати знову

II. Translate the word–combinations into Ukrainian and make up your own sentences with them:

To start with all the advantages, to marry for love, to be thrust upon smb., to cover up fault, to rack one’s brains, filthy lucre, snorting steed, in full tilt, to slide down, blade of the turf, reiterate, obscure horse 

III.
Translate the words and word–combinations into English:


Прискіпатися, обачний слуга, говорити рішуче, зухвало поводитися, привертати увагу, не звертати уваги на щось, блиск в очах, вдаряти батогом, міцні ноги, мати резерв, чесне слово, розповідати небилиці, ставити на когось.


Reading task

IV. Read the text and prepare for the discussion
THE ROCKING–HORSE WINNER (PART I)

 D. H. Lawrence
(Retrieved form: https://americanliterature.com/author/sir-arthur-conan-doyle/short-story/the-new-catacomb)

There was a woman who was beautiful, who started with all the advantages, yet she had no luck. She married for love, and the love turned to dust. She had bonny children, yet she felt they had been thrust upon her, and she could not love them. They looked at her coldly, as if they were finding fault with her. And hurriedly she felt she must cover up some fault in herself. Yet what it was that she must cover up she never knew. Nevertheless, when her children were present, she always felt the centre of her heart go hard. This troubled her, and in her manner she was all the more gentle and anxious for her children, as if she loved them very much. Only she herself knew that at the centre of her heart was a hard little place that could not feel love, no, not for anybody. Everybody else said of her: “She is such a good mother. She adores her children.” Only she herself, and her children themselves, knew it was not so. They read it in each other's eyes.

There were a boy and two little girls. They lived in a pleasant house, with a garden, and they had discreet servants, and felt themselves superior to anyone in the neighbourhood.

Although they lived in style, they felt always an anxiety in the house. There was never enough money. The mother had a small income, and the father had a small income, but not nearly enough for the social position which they had to keep up. The father went into town to some office. But though he had good prospects, these prospects never materialised. There was always the grinding sense of the shortage of money, though the style was always kept up.
At last the mother said: “I will see if I can't make something.” But she did not know where to begin. She racked her brains, and tried this thing and the other, but could not find anything successful. The failure made deep lines come into her face. Her children were growing up, they would have to go to school. There must be more money, there must be more money. The father, who was always very handsome and expensive in his tastes, seemed as if he never would be able to do anything worth doing. And the mother, who had a great belief in herself, did not succeed any better, and her tastes were just as expensive.
And so the house came to be haunted by the unspoken phrase: There must be more money! There must be more money! The children could hear it all the time though nobody said it aloud. They heard it at Christmas, when the expensive and splendid toys filled the nursery. Behind the shining modern rocking–horse, behind the smart doll's house, a voice would start whispering: “There must be more money! There must be more money!” And the children would stop playing, to listen for a moment. They would look into each other's eyes, to see if they had all heard. And each one saw in the eyes of the other two that they too had heard. “There must be more money! There must be more money!”
It came whispering from the springs of the still–swaying rocking–horse, and even the horse, bending his wooden, champing head, heard it. The big doll, sitting so pink and smirking in her new pram, could hear it quite plainly, and seemed to be smirking all the more self–consciously because of it. The foolish puppy, too, that took the place of the teddy–bear, he was looking so extraordinarily foolish for no other reason but that he heard the secret whisper all over the house: “There must be more money!”
Yet nobody ever said it aloud. The whisper was everywhere, and therefore no one spoke it. Just as no one ever says: “We are breathing!” in spite of the fact that breath is coming and going all the time.

“Mother,” said the boy Paul one day, “why don't we keep a car of our own? Why do we always use uncle's, or else a taxi?”
“Because we're the poor members of the family,” said the mother.

“But why are we, mother?”
“Well – I suppose,” she said slowly and bitterly, “it's because your father has no luck.”
The boy was silent for some time.

“Is luck money, mother?” he asked, rather timidly.

“No, Paul. Not quite. It's what causes you to have money.”
“Oh!” said Paul vaguely. “I thought when Uncle Oscar said filthy lucker, it meant money.”
“Filthy lucre does mean money,” said the mother. “But it's lucre, not luck.”
“Oh!” said the boy. “Then what is luck, mother?”
“It's what causes you to have money. If you're lucky you have money. That's why it's better to be born lucky than rich. If you're rich, you may lose your money. But if you're lucky, you will always get more money.”
“Oh! Will you? And is father not lucky?”
“Very unlucky, I should say,” she said bitterly.

The boy watched her with unsure eyes.

“Why?” he asked.

“I don't know. Nobody ever knows why one person is lucky and another unlucky.”
“Don't they? Nobody at all? Does nobody know?”
“Perhaps God. But He never tells.”
“He ought to, then. And aren't you lucky either, mother?”
“I can't be, it I married an unlucky husband.”
“But by yourself, aren't you?”
I used to think I was, before I married. Now I think I am very unlucky indeed.”
“Why?”
“Well – never mind! Perhaps I'm not really,” she said.

The child looked at her to see if she meant it. But he saw, by the lines of her mouth, that she was only trying to hide something from him.

“Well, anyhow,” he said stoutly, “I'm a lucky person.”
“Why?” said his mother, with a sudden laugh.

He stared at her. He didn't even know why he had said it.
“God told me,” he asserted, brazening it out.

“I hope He did, dear!”, she said, again with a laugh, but rather bitter.

“He did, mother!”
“Excellent!” said the mother, using one of her husband's exclamations.

The boy saw she did not believe him; or rather, that she paid no attention to his assertion. This angered him somewhere, and made him want to compel her attention.

He went off by himself, vaguely, in a childish way, seeking for the clue to 'luck'. Absorbed, taking no heed of other people, he went about with a sort of stealth, seeking inwardly for luck. He wanted luck, he wanted it, he wanted it. When the two girls were playing dolls in the nursery, he would sit on his big rocking–horse, charging madly into space, with a frenzy that made the little girls peer at him uneasily. Wildly the horse careered, the waving dark hair of the boy tossed, his eyes had a strange glare in them. The little girls dared not speak to him.

When he had ridden to the end of his mad little journey, he climbed down and stood in front of his rocking–horse, staring fixedly into its lowered face. Its red mouth was slightly open, its big eye was wide and glassy–bright.

“Now!” he would silently command the snorting steed. “Now take me to where there is luck! Now take me!”
And he would slash the horse on the neck with the little whip he had asked Uncle Oscar for. He knew the horse could take him to where there was luck, if only he forced it. So he would mount again and start on his furious ride, hoping at last to get there.

“You'll break your horse, Paul!” said the nurse.

“He's always riding like that! I wish he'd leave off!” said his elder sister Joan.
But he only glared down on them in silence. Nurse gave him up. She could make nothing of him. Anyhow, he was growing beyond her.

One day his mother and his Uncle Oscar came in when he was on one of his furious rides. He did not speak to them.

“Hallo, you young jockey! Riding a winner?” said his uncle.

“Aren't you growing too big for a rocking–horse? You're not a very little boy any longer, you know,” said his mother.
But Paul only gave a blue glare from his big, rather close–set eyes. He would speak to nobody when he was in full tilt. His mother watched him with an anxious expression on her face.

At last he suddenly stopped forcing his horse into the mechanical gallop and slid down.
“Well, I got there!” he announced fiercely, his blue eyes still flaring, and his sturdy long legs straddling apart.

“Where did you get to?” asked his mother.

“Where I wanted to go,” he flared back at her.
“That's right, son!” said Uncle Oscar. “Don't you stop till you get there. What's the horse's name?”
“He doesn't have a name,” said the boy.

“Get's on without all right?” asked the uncle.

“Well, he has different names. He was called Sansovino last week.”
“Sansovino, eh? Won the Ascot. How did you know this name?”
“He always talks about horse–races with Bassett,” said Joan.

The uncle was delighted to find that his small nephew was posted with all the racing news. Bassett, the young gardener, who had been wounded in the left foot in the war and had got his present job through Oscar Cresswell, whose batman he had been, was a perfect blade of the 'turf'. He lived in the racing events, and the small boy lived with him.

Oscar Cresswell got it all from Bassett.
“Master Paul comes and asks me, so I can't do more than tell him, sir,” said Bassett, his face terribly serious, as if he were speaking of religious matters.

“And does he ever put anything on a horse he fancies?”
“Well – I don't want to give him away – he's a young sport, a fine sport, sir. Would you mind asking him himself? He sort of takes a pleasure in it, and perhaps he'd feel I was giving him away, sir, if you don't mind.”
Bassett was serious as a church.

The uncle went back to his nephew and took him off for a ride in the car.
“Say, Paul, old man, do you ever put anything on a horse?” the uncle asked.

The boy watched the handsome man closely.

“Why, do you think I oughtn't to?” he parried.

“Not a bit of it! I thought perhaps you might give me a tip for the Lincoln.”
The car sped on into the country, going down to Uncle Oscar's place in Hampshire.

“Honour bright?” said the nephew.

“Honour bright, son!” said the uncle.

“Well, then, Daffodil.”
“Daffodil! I doubt it, sonny. What about Mirza?”
“I only know the winner,” said the boy. “That's Daffodil.”
“Daffodil, eh?”
There was a pause. Daffodil was an obscure horse comparatively.

“Uncle!”
“Yes, son?”
“You won't let it go any further, will you? I promised Bassett.”
“Bassett be damned, old man! What's he got to do with it?”
“We're partners. We've been partners from the first. Uncle, he lent me my first five shillings, which I lost. I promised him, honour bright, it was only between me and him; only you gave me that ten–shilling note I started winning with, so I thought you were lucky. You won't let it go any further, will you?”
The boy gazed at his uncle from those big, hot, blue eyes, set rather close together. The uncle stirred and laughed uneasily.

“Right you are, son! I'll keep your tip private. How much are you putting on him?”
“All except twenty pounds,” said the boy. “I keep that in reserve.”
The uncle thought it a good joke.

“You keep twenty pounds in reserve, do you, you young romancer? What are you betting, then?”
“I'm betting three hundred,” said the boy gravely. “But it's between you and me, Uncle Oscar! Honour bright?”
“It's between you and me all right, you young Nat Gould,” he said, laughing. “But where's your three hundred?”
“Bassett keeps it for me. We're partner's.”
“You are, are you! And what is Bassett putting on Daffodil?”
“He won't go quite as high as I do, I expect. Perhaps he'll go a hundred and fifty.”
“What, pennies?” laughed the uncle.

“Pounds,” said the child, with a surprised look at his uncle. “Bassett keeps a bigger reserve than I do.”
Between wonder and amusement Uncle Oscar was silent. He pursued the matter no further, but he determined to take his nephew with him to the Lincoln races.
“Now, son,” he said, “I'm putting twenty on Mirza, and I'll put five on for you on any horse you fancy. What's your pick?”
“Daffodil, uncle.”
“No, not the fiver on Daffodil!”
“I should if it was my own fiver,” said the child.

“Good! Good! Right you are! A fiver for me and a fiver for you on Daffodil.”
The child had never been to a race–meeting before, and his eyes were blue fire. He pursed his mouth tight and watched. A Frenchman just in front had put his money on Lancelot. Wild with excitement, he flayed his arms up and down, yelling “Lancelot!, Lancelot!” in his French accent.

Daffodil came in first, Lancelot second, Mirza third. The child, flushed and with eyes blazing, was curiously serene. His uncle brought him four five–pound notes, four to one.

“What am I to do with these?” he cried, waving them before the boys eyes.
“I suppose we'll talk to Bassett,” said the boy. “I expect I have fifteen hundred now; and twenty in reserve; and this twenty.”
His uncle studied him for some moments.

“Look here, son!” he said. “You're not serious about Bassett and that fifteen hundred, are you?”
“Yes, I am. But it's between you and me, uncle. Honour bright?”
“Honour bright all right, son! But I must talk to Bassett.”
“If you'd like to be a partner, uncle, with Bassett and me, we could all be partners. Only, you'd have to promise, honour bright, uncle, not to let it go beyond us three. Bassett and I are lucky, and you must be lucky, because it was your ten shillings I started winning with ...”
Uncle Oscar took both Bassett and Paul into Richmond Park for an afternoon, and there they talked.
“It's like this, you see, sir,” Bassett said. “Master Paul would get me talking about racing events, spinning yarns, you know, sir. And he was always keen on knowing if I'd made or if I'd lost. It's about a year since, now, that I put five shillings on Blush of Dawn for him: and we lost. Then the luck turned, with that ten shillings he had from you: that we put on Singhalese. And since that time, it's been pretty steady, all things considering. What do you say, Master Paul?”
“We're all right when we're sure,” said Paul. “It's when we're not quite sure that we go down.”
“Oh, but we're careful then,” said Bassett.

“But when are you sure?” smiled Uncle Oscar.
“It's Master Paul, sir,” said Bassett in a secret, religious voice. “It's as if he had it from heaven. Like Daffodil, now, for the Lincoln. That was as sure as eggs.”
“Did you put anything on Daffodil?” asked Oscar Cresswell.

“Yes, sir, I made my bit.”
“And my nephew?”
Bassett was obstinately silent, looking at Paul.

“I made twelve hundred, didn't I, Bassett? I told uncle I was putting three hundred on Daffodil.”
“That's right,” said Bassett, nodding.

“But where's the money?” asked the uncle.

“I keep it safe locked up, sir. Master Paul he can have it any minute he likes to ask for it.”
“What, fifteen hundred pounds?”
“And twenty! And forty, that is, with the twenty he made on the course.”
“It's amazing!" said the uncle.

“If Master Paul offers you to be partners, sir, I would, if I were you: if you'll excuse me,” said Bassett.

Oscar Cresswell thought about it.

“I'll see the money,” he said.

They drove home again, and, sure enough, Bassett came round to the garden–house with fifteen hundred pounds in notes. The twenty pounds reserve was left with Joe Glee, in the Turf Commission deposit.
“You see, it's all right, uncle, when I'm sure! Then we go strong, for all we're worth, don't we, Bassett?”
“We do that, Master Paul.”
“And when are you sure?” said the uncle, laughing.

“Oh, well, sometimes I'm absolutely sure, like about Daffodil,” said the boy; “and sometimes I have an idea; and sometimes I haven't even an idea, have I, Bassett? Then we're careful, because we mostly go down.”
“You do, do you! And when you're sure, like about Daffodil, what makes you sure, sonny?”
“Oh, well, I don't know,” said the boy uneasily. “I'm sure, you know, uncle; that's all.”
“It's as if he had it from heaven, sir,” Bassett reiterated.
“I should say so!” said the uncle.


Post -reading tasks
        V. Correct the false statements:
1. The family lead a very happy and peaceful life based on mutual understanding.
2. The father earned enough money to sustain his family.
3. The boy lived in quite a luxurious house.
4. There was an obtrusive feeling of shortage in the house.
5. The parents were constantly saying that they lacked money.
6. The boy believed that he was lucky.
7. The boy was used to racing a rocking horse and was not approved of by the members of his family.
8. The boy had a stealthy business and was earning money with the batman.
9. Uncle Oscar didn’t believe at first that the boy could predict the results of the races and win money. 
10.  Uncle Oscar decided to take part in the business. 
   VI. Answer the following questions:

1. What kind of family relations are described in the story? 

2. Why did the family suffer from lack of money?

3. What was wrong with the atmosphere in the house?

4. What views on luck and money had the boy’s mother and whom did she blame for the lack of money?

5. What did the boy try to prove when her mother claimed him to be as unlucky as his father?

6. How did the boy use to spend his free time and why did it bother his family members?

7. Why did the rocking horse have different names?

8. What was the boy’s business and who was his partner?

9. When did the boy start to get on in his business?

10.  What was Uncle Oskar’s reaction to the boy’s success and what did he decide to do?
  VII. Give the written translation:

1. There was a woman who was beautiful, who started with all the advantages, yet she had no luck. She married for love, and the love turned to dust. She had bonny children, yet she felt they had been thrust upon her, and she could not love them. They looked at her coldly, as if they were finding fault with her.

2. Although they lived in style, they felt always an anxiety in the house. There was never enough money. The mother had a small income, and the father had a small income, but not nearly enough for the social position which they had to keep up.

3. There was always the grinding sense of the shortage of money, though the style was always kept up. The mother racked her brains, and tried this thing and the other, but could not find anything successful. The failure made deep lines come into her face.

4. The whisper was everywhere, and therefore no one spoke it. Just as no one ever says: “We are breathing!” in spite of the fact that breath is coming and going all the time.

5. Absorbed, taking no heed of other people, he went about with a sort of stealth, seeking inwardly for luck. He wanted luck, he wanted it, he wanted it. When the two girls were playing dolls in the nursery, he would sit on his big rocking–horse, charging madly into space, with a frenzy that made the little girls peer at him uneasily. Wildly the horse careered, the waving dark hair of the boy tossed, his eyes had a strange glare in them. The little girls dared not speak to him.

6. Between wonder and amusement Uncle Oscar was silent. He pursued the matter no further, but he determined to take his nephew with him to the Lincoln races.

   VIII. Expand on the following issues:

1. There was no love and understanding in the family.

2. Money as the greatest value for materialistic people and its value in life.

3. The ardent desire of the boy to get luck and make a fortune.

4. The stealthy business of the boy.

5. Boy’s strange hobby to ride the rocking horse despite his age.

6. The role of Uncle Oscar in the business.

       IX. Reflect on the following problems:

1. The role of the atmosphere in the family in the upbringing of the child.

2. Luck and success as the constituents of happiness.

3. The child’s desire to shoulder the responsibility if the adults fail to do that.

Section 8

Pre-reading tasks

I. Read and translate the text, learn the given words and word–combinations:
fidget


нервувати

writhe


корчитися, звиватися

knack


тріскатися

draper


драпірувальник

sequin


страза

moderate


помірний, поміркований

tutor


репетитор

spray


гілка, пагін

to trill


виводити трелі

to be at hand

бути незабаром

blaze


палати яскравим полум’ям

overwrought

перевтомлений

divulge


розголошувати

remonstrate

протестувати, заперечувати

quaint


приємний

prance


ставати на диби

frail


слабкий, кволий, тендітний

seizure


захват, захоплення

anguish


мука, біль

grip


схоплювати, стискувати

trivet


триніжок

reluctantly

неохоче

intrude


втручатися

cloak


плащ

surge


підійматися, здійматися

torment


мучити, катувати

motherhood

материнство

flood


затопляти

urge


штовхати, підбурювати

stonily


з кам’яним виразом обличчя

ceaselessly

безперервно

tiptoe


ходити навшпиньках

steal to 


прокрастися кудись


II. Translate the word–combinations into Ukrainian and make up your own sentences with them:
Writen in an odd way, to be beyond the nursery control, seizure of uneasiness, to rush to smb., might and main, arrested muscles, hushed motion, to plunge to and fro, to give smb. inspiration, to regain consciousness, to gaze in fear and amazement, faint noise, keep company, to be reasonable about smth.

III. Translate the words and word–combinations into English:

Моторошний холодний вогник в очах, чудний тріск, цвітіння мигдалю, райдужні диванні подушки, бути перевтомленим, приємна відповідь, втручатися в особисте життя, приходити до тями, піднімати когось з підлоги, рішучий погляд.

Reading task

IV. Read the text and prepare for the discussion

THE ROCKING–HORSE WINNER (PART II)

 D. H. Lawrence

But he became a partner. And when the Leger was coming on Paul was 'sure' about Lively Spark, which was a quite inconsiderable horse. The boy insisted on putting a thousand on the horse, Bassett went for five hundred, and Oscar Cresswell two hundred. Lively Spark came in first, and the betting had been ten to one against him. Paul had made ten thousand.

“You see,” he said. “I was absolutely sure of him.”
Even Oscar Cresswell had cleared two thousand.

“Look here, son,” he said, “this sort of thing makes me nervous.”
“It needn't, uncle! Perhaps I shan't be sure again for a long time.”
“But what are you going to do with your money?” asked the uncle.

“Of course,” said the boy, “I started it for mother. She said she had no luck, because father is unlucky, so I thought if I was lucky, it might stop whispering.”
“What might stop whispering?”
“Our house. I hate our house for whispering.”
“What does it whisper?”
“Why – why” – the boy fidgeted – “why, I don't know. But it's always short of money, you know, uncle.”
“I know it, son, I know it.”
“You know people send mother writs, don't you, uncle?”
“I'm afraid I do,” said the uncle.

“And then the house whispers, like people laughing at you behind your back. It's awful, that is! I thought if I was lucky –“
“You might stop it,” added the uncle.

The boy watched him with big blue eyes, that had an uncanny cold fire in them, and he said never a word.

“Well, then!” said the uncle. “What are we doing?”
“I shouldn't like mother to know I was lucky,” said the boy.

“Why not, son?”
“She'd stop me.”
“I don't think she would.”
“Oh!” – and the boy writhed in an odd way – “I don't want her to know, uncle.”
“All right, son! We'll manage it without her knowing.”
They managed it very easily. Paul, at the other's suggestion, handed over five thousand pounds to his uncle, who deposited it with the family lawyer, who was then to inform Paul's mother that a relative had put five thousand pounds into his hands, which sum was to be paid out a thousand pounds at a time, on the mother's birthday, for the next five years.

“So she'll have a birthday present of a thousand pounds for five successive years,” said Uncle Oscar. “I hope it won't make it all the harder for her later.”
Paul's mother had her birthday in November. The house had been 'whispering' worse than ever lately, and, even in spite of his luck, Paul could not bear up against it. He was very anxious to see the effect of the birthday letter, telling his mother about the thousand pounds.

When there were no visitors, Paul now took his meals with his parents, as he was beyond the nursery control. His mother went into town nearly every day. She had discovered that she had an odd knack of sketching furs and dress materials, so she worked secretly in the studio of a friend who was the chief 'artist' for the leading drapers. She drew the figures of ladies in furs and ladies in silk and sequins for the newspaper advertisements. This young woman artist earned several thousand pounds a year, but Paul's mother only made several hundreds, and she was again dissatisfied. She so wanted to be first in something, and she did not succeed, even in making sketches for drapery advertisements.

She was down to breakfast on the morning of her birthday. Paul watched her face as she read her letters. He knew the lawyer's letter. As his mother read it, her face hardened and became more expressionless. Then a cold, determined look came on her mouth. She hid the letter under the pile of others, and said not a word about it.

“Didn't you have anything nice in the post for your birthday, mother?” said Paul.

“Quite moderately nice,” she said, her voice cold and hard and absent.

She went away to town without saying more.

But in the afternoon Uncle Oscar appeared. He said Paul's mother had had a long interview with the lawyer, asking if the whole five thousand could not be advanced at once, as she was in debt.

“What do you think, uncle?” said the boy.

“I leave it to you, son.”
“Oh, let her have it, then! We can get some more with the other,” said the boy.

“A bird in the hand is worth two in the bush, laddie!” said Uncle Oscar.

“But I'm sure to know for the Grand National; or the Lincolnshire; or else the Derby. I'm sure to know for one of them,” said Paul.

So Uncle Oscar signed the agreement, and Paul's mother touched the whole five thousand. Then something very curious happened. The voices in the house suddenly went mad, like a chorus of frogs on a spring evening. There were certain new furnishings, and Paul had a tutor. He was really going to Eton, his father's school, in the following autumn. There were flowers in the winter, and a blossoming of the luxury Paul's mother had been used to. And yet the voices in the house, behind the sprays of mimosa and almond–blossom, and from under the piles of iridescent cushions, simply trilled and screamed in a sort of ecstasy: “There must be more money! Oh–h–h; there must be more money. Oh, now, now–w! Now–w–w – there must be more money! – more than ever! More than ever!”
It frightened Paul terribly. He studied away at his Latin and Greek with his tutor. But his intense hours were spent with Bassett. The Grand National had gone by: he had not 'known', and had lost a hundred pounds. Summer was at hand. He was in agony for the Lincoln. But even for the Lincoln he didn't 'know', and he lost fifty pounds. He became wild–eyed and strange, as if something were going to explode in him.

“Let it alone, son! Don't you bother about it!” urged Uncle Oscar. But it was as if the boy couldn't really hear what his uncle was saying.

“I've got to know for the Derby! I've got to know for the Derby!” the child reiterated, his big blue eyes blazing with a sort of madness.

His mother noticed how overwrought he was.

“You'd better go to the seaside. Wouldn't you like to go now to the seaside, instead of waiting? I think you'd better,” she said, looking down at him anxiously, her heart curiously heavy because of him.

But the child lifted his uncanny blue eyes.

“I couldn't possibly go before the Derby, mother!” he said. “I couldn't possibly!”
“Why not?” she said, her voice becoming heavy when she was opposed. “Why not? You can still go from the seaside to see the Derby with your Uncle Oscar, if that that's what you wish. No need for you to wait here. Besides, I think you care too much about these races. It's a bad sign. My family has been a gambling family, and you won't know till you grow up how much damage it has done. But it has done damage. I shall have to send Bassett away, and ask Uncle Oscar not to talk racing to you, unless you promise to be reasonable about it: go away to the seaside and forget it. You're all nerves!”
“I'll do what you like, mother, so long as you don't send me away till after the Derby,” the boy said.

“Send you away from where? Just from this house?”
“Yes,” he said, gazing at her.

“Why, you curious child, what makes you care about this house so much, suddenly? I never knew you loved it.”
He gazed at her without speaking. He had a secret within a secret, something he had not divulged, even to Bassett or to his Uncle Oscar.

But his mother, after standing undecided and a little bit sullen for some moments, said: “Very well, then! Don't go to the seaside till after the Derby, if you don't wish it. But promise me you won't think so much about horse–racing and events as you call them!”
“Oh no,” said the boy casually. “I won't think much about them, mother. You needn't worry. I wouldn't worry, mother, if I were you.”
“If you were me and I were you,” said his mother, “I wonder what we should do!”
“But you know you needn't worry, mother, don't you?” the boy repeated.

“I should be awfully glad to know it,” she said wearily.

“Oh, well, you can, you know. I mean, you ought to know you needn't worry,” he insisted.

“Ought I? Then I'll see about it,” she said.

Paul's secret of secrets was his wooden horse, that which had no name. Since he was emancipated from a nurse and a nursery–governess, he had had his rocking–horse removed to his own bedroom at the top of the house.

“Surely you're too big for a rocking–horse!” his mother had remonstrated.

“Well, you see, mother, till I can have a real horse, I like to have some sort of animal about,” had been his quaint answer.

“Do you feel he keeps you company?” she laughed.

“Oh yes! He's very good, he always keeps me company, when I'm there,” said Paul.

So the horse, rather shabby, stood in an arrested prance in the boy's bedroom.

 The Derby was drawing near, and the boy grew more and more tense. He hardly heard what was spoken to him, he was very frail, and his eyes were really uncanny. His mother had sudden strange seizures of uneasiness about him. Sometimes, for half an hour, she would feel a sudden anxiety about him that was almost anguish. She wanted to rush to him at once, and know he was safe.

Two nights before the Derby, she was at a big party in town, when one of her rushes of anxiety about her boy, her first–born, gripped her heart till she could hardly speak. She fought with the feeling, might and main, for she believed in common sense. But it was too strong. She had to leave the dance and go downstairs to telephone to the country. The children's nursery–governess was terribly surprised and startled at being rung up in the night.

“Are the children all right, Miss Wilmot?”
“Oh yes, they are quite all right.”
“Master Paul? Is he all right?”
“He went to bed as right as a trivet. Shall I run up and look at him?”
“No," said Paul's mother reluctantly. “No! Don't trouble. It's all right. Don't sit up. We shall be home fairly soon.” She did not want her son's privacy intruded upon.

“Very good,” said the governess.

It was about one o'clock when Paul's mother and father drove up to their house. All was still. Paul's mother went to her room and slipped off her white fur cloak. She had told her maid not to wait up for her. She heard her husband downstairs, mixing a whisky and soda.

And then, because of the strange anxiety at her heart, she stole upstairs to her son's room. Noiselessly she went along the upper corridor. Was there a faint noise? What was it?

She stood, with arrested muscles, outside his door, listening. There was a strange, heavy, and yet not loud noise. Her heart stood still. It was a soundless noise, yet rushing and powerful. Something huge, in violent, hushed motion. What was it? What in God's name was it? She ought to know. She felt that she knew the noise. She knew what it was.

Yet she could not place it. She couldn't say what it was. And on and on it went, like a madness.

Softly, frozen with anxiety and fear, she turned the door–handle.

The room was dark. Yet in the space near the window, she heard and saw something plunging to and fro. She gazed in fear and amazement.

Then suddenly she switched on the light, and saw her son, in his green pyjamas, madly surging on the rocking–horse. The blaze of light suddenly lit him up, as he urged the wooden horse, and lit her up, as she stood, blonde, in her dress of pale green and crystal, in the doorway.

“Paul!” she cried. "Whatever are you doing?”
“It's Malabar!” he screamed in a powerful, strange voice. “It's Malabar!”
His eyes blazed at her for one strange and senseless second, as he ceased urging his wooden horse. Then he fell with a crash to the ground, and she, all her tormented motherhood flooding upon her, rushed to gather him up.

But he was unconscious, and unconscious he remained, with some brain–fever. He talked and tossed, and his mother sat stonily by his side.

“Malabar! It's Malabar! Bassett, Bassett, I know! It's Malabar!”
So the child cried, trying to get up and urge the rocking–horse that gave him his inspiration.

“What does he mean by Malabar?” asked the heart–frozen mother.

“I don't know,” said the father stonily.

“What does he mean by Malabar?” she asked her brother Oscar.

“It's one of the horses running for the Derby,” was the answer.

And, in spite of himself, Oscar Cresswell spoke to Bassett, and himself put a thousand on Malabar: at fourteen to one.

The third day of the illness was critical: they were waiting for a change. The boy, with his rather long, curly hair, was tossing ceaselessly on the pillow. He neither slept nor regained consciousness, and his eyes were like blue stones. His mother sat, feeling her heart had gone, turned actually into a stone.

In the evening Oscar Cresswell did not come, but Bassett sent a message, saying could he come up for one moment, just one moment? Paul's mother was very angry at the intrusion, but on second thoughts she agreed. The boy was the same. Perhaps Bassett might bring him to consciousness.

The gardener, a shortish fellow with a little brown moustache and sharp little brown eyes, tiptoed into the room, touched his imaginary cap to Paul's mother, and stole to the bedside, staring with glittering, smallish eyes at the tossing, dying child.

“Master Paul!” he whispered. “Master Paul! Malabar came in first all right, a clean win. I did as you told me. You've made over seventy thousand pounds, you have; you've got over eighty thousand. Malabar came in all right, Master Paul.”
“Malabar! Malabar! Did I say Malabar, mother? Did I say Malabar? Do you think I'm lucky, mother? I knew Malabar, didn't I? Over eighty thousand pounds! I call that lucky, don't you, mother? Over eighty thousand pounds! I knew, didn't I know I knew? Malabar came in all right. If I ride my horse till I'm sure, then I tell you, Bassett, you can go as high as you like. Did you go for all you were worth, Bassett?”
“I went a thousand on it, Master Paul.”
“I never told you, mother, that if I can ride my horse, and get there, then I'm absolutely sure – oh, absolutely! Mother, did I ever tell you? I am lucky!”
“No, you never did,” said his mother.

But the boy died in the night.

And even as he lay dead, his mother heard her brother's voice saying to her, “My God, Hester, you're eighty–odd thousand to the good, and a poor devil of a son to the bad. But, poor devil, poor devil, he's best gone out of a life where he rides his rocking–horse to find a winner.”

Post-reading tasks

V. Correct the false statements:
1. Paul constantly guessed what horse would come first and that helped him Uncle Oscar and Bassett to make a profit.

2. It was his mother whom the boy wanted to prove to be lucky.

3. The boy gave all the earned money to his mother by himself.

4. Paul’s mother preferred to get money in portions.

5. The whispers in the house ceased when the family got all the money.

6. The more money the boy got the happier he became.

7. Mother got seizures of anxiety because of her son’s strange behavior.

8. Paul was reluctant to go to the seaside before Derby.

9. Gambling brought a lot of damage to the family in the past.

10.  Paul won a lot of money though he didn’t need it anymore.

VI. Answer the following questions:

1. How did Paul’s business develop?

2. In what way did the boy’s mother try to earn money and was she satisfied with it or not?

3. What kind of present did the boy give to his mother and in what way?

4. Did the earned money bring any happiness either to the boy or to his family?

5. Why didn’t the whispering in the house cease but increase when the family got money?

6. How did this business influence Paul?

7. Where did the mother want Paul to go and why didn’t he consent to her suggestion?

8. What great secret did Paul have?

9. Why was the atmosphere in the house so oppressive and gloomy?

10.  What message does the author reveal through the tragic end of this short story?

VII. Give the written translation:

1. The boy watched him with big blue eyes, that had an uncanny cold fire in them, and he said never a word.

2. She had discovered that she had an odd knack of sketching furs and dress materials, so she worked secretly in the studio of a friend who was the chief 'artist' for the leading drapers. She drew the figures of ladies in furs and ladies in silk and sequins for the newspaper advertisements.

3. There were flowers in the winter, and a blossoming of the luxury Paul's mother had been used to. And yet the voices in the house, behind the sprays of mimosa and almond–blossom, and from under the piles of iridescent cushions, simply trilled and screamed in a sort of ecstasy.

4. But his mother, after standing undecided and a little bit sullen for some moments, said: "Very well, then! Don't go to the seaside till after the Derby, if you don't wish it. But promise me you won't think so much about horse–racing and events as you call them!"

5. And then, because of the strange anxiety at her heart, she stole upstairs to her son's room. Noiselessly she went along the upper corridor. Was there a faint noise? What was it?

6. She stood, with arrested muscles, outside his door, listening. There was a strange, heavy, and yet not loud noise. Her heart stood still. It was a soundless noise, yet rushing and powerful. Something huge, in violent, hushed motion.

VIII. Expand on the following issues:

1. The thing that was of paramount importance for the family.

2. The boy’s gift to predict the winner of the race.

3. Paul’s method to foresee the results.

4. The ‘price’ that has to be paid for luck and riches.

5. The atmosphere in the family: reasons and consequences. 

6. The ratio of money to happiness: their interrelation.

       IX. Reflect on the following problems:
1. The role of money and their place in life.

2. Extrasensory abilities: problem of their existence and pros and cons of using them.

3. Gambling as the acute problem of the modern society.
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