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Breaenne

Hannoe nocoSue MPCIHA3HAYEHO ITs  OOCCICUCHUS
M12HOMEPHOTO PYKOBOICTB2 CaMOCTOATETLHOM
(BHCAYIHTOPHOH) W ayIHTOPHON AEATCALHOCTHIO CTYACHTOB,
HAMPABACHHOH HA OCHOBATETHHOE M3YUEHHE XSACKCCTBEHHBIX
TPOU3BEICHHE M HX OBCYHICHMA, a TaKke IOCTHKEHMHE
FTVBOKOr0 IIOHAMANHR (PON3BEICHHA — KOPOTKHX Pacckasos
AHITHACKHX W AMEPHKAHCKHX ITHCATE el

B cBasm ¢ tem, uto koporkme pacckaskl coaepxaT B
OCHOBHOM BCE D71CMEHTHI, XAPAKTEPHbIE I XV 10KeCTBERHON)
MPOMIBCACHHA, PA3THUHME TMHIBHCTHYCCKHE CPCICTBA W
Gotbie  MMILTHIDITHOM MHDOPMALHE, HeM DOMAH. OHM,
HCCOMHEHHO, Tpebyvior Golce aeraibhoro amatmsa. Bee 3to
OPEACTHIO BHIGOp MMEMHO KOPOTKMX PACCKAIOR A3
pasBHTHI HAaBBIKOB " YMEHMI WHTEpHpETalHy
XVIOMECTBEHHLIX POM3BEICHHIL.

TlpeaTekcToBBIE  BOUPOCH H  3ajsammHs NPEANOIAraT
obcyxaesue  mpoSTeMHBIX BOIPOCOB 10 COIEPIKAHHIO
PacCKasOB M 13T BOMOKHOCT NHTATCAK  OCMBICIHTE
npoS.3eMbl, coaepKamuecs B pacckase u chopMMpoBaTh CBOKO
COOCTBEHHYIO TOUKY IPEHHS, A TAKAR ONPCACTNTE NMOZULTHIO
ABTOPA IO OTHOLIEHHIO K JCHCTBYIOMIMM THLEM. COOBITHSM H
npobaemMaM pacckaza, TCM  CambiM TIOABOIY YMTATEId K
MHTCPIIPETAUMA BCETO  PACcCKasd, BKLOYAS €10 pasivdHbie
3:eMenThL. [locTeTeKCTOBbIE BOMPOCH H 3a1aHus HaIpas,;1eHbl
HCNIOCPEACTBCHHO  HA  TOAKOBAHME TEKCTA,  PACKPHITHE
TIOATEKCTA, IOKAIATCILCTBO MM OHPOBEPKEHME TOFO HIH
HHOTO  TE3HCA. ONPCICICHHC OTHOMIGHHS 4MTATCTR K
COBBITHSIM H TiepconamaM H T. 4. Lleas amux VTIPAKHEHHI —
ofecnenyth BOCIPUATHE CMBICTOBOrO CONCPKAHMA TEKCTA.
O0paTHTh BHUMAHUC YHTATes Ha HCCVINECTBEHHBIC AN €ro
TIORMMAHHA AETATH.. (aKTel, MO3BOIHTH TIvHime TIPOBHKHYTH
B Cro c:vmc.wn)‘}o TKaHb.

Text 1

While reading the story find the answers to the
following questions:

1 Why is the story called “Witches’ Loaves™? )

2 What theory did Miss Martha want to test and .how_ 2

3 What role did the young man (Mr. Blumberger’s friend)

lay in this story? ) ) )

b "4 What is the literal and implicit meaning of the following
paragraph: “Miss Martha went into the back room. She took
off the blue-dotted silk waist and put on the old brown
serge...” , ‘ did the

5 Who do you sympathize with? What impression di
story produce on you?

. y
Witches’ Loaves —

1 Meacham kept the little bakery on the comer
(Lheh:rllsesxl\\'/}l;ﬁfou goup thre? steps. and the bell tinkics when
}ou:/lllj;:: &::}S: I‘:as forty. her bank-book showed a credit of
two thousand dollars. and she possessed two false teeth and a
sympathetic heart. Many people have man:led whose chances
to do so were much inferior to Miss Martha’s )

Two or three times a week a customer came in in whom
she began to take an interest. He was 2 middle-aged mani
wearing spectacles and a brown beard trimmed to a careful
po“:ie spoke English with a strong Germap accent. His clothgs
were worn and damed in places, and wrinkied and baggy in
others. But he looked neat, and had very good manners.
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He always bought two loaves of stalc bread Fresh bread
was five cents a loaf. Stale ones were two for five. Never did
he call for anvthing but stale bread.

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

Often when Miss Martha sat down to her chops and light
rolls and jam and tea she would sigh and wish that the gentle-
manncred artist might share her tasty meal instead of cating his
dry crust in that draughty attic. Miss Martha's heart, as vou
have been told, was a sympathetic one

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

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

Two days afterward the customer came in.

“Two loafs of stale bread, if vou blease.

“You haf here a fine picture, madam,” he said while she
was wrapping up the bread.

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

“Der balace,” said the customer, “is not in good drawing.
Der bairspective of it is not true. Goot morning, madam.”

He took his bread, bowed, and hurried out,

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

How gentle and kindly his cves shonc behim% his
spectacles! What a broad brow he had! To be able to judge
perspective at a glance — and to live on staic bread! But genius
often has a struggle before it is recognized. o

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

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

He kept on buying stale bread. Never a cake, never a pie.
never one of her delicious Sally Lunns. )

She thought he began to look thinner and discouraged. Her
heart ached to add something good to eat to hts meagre
purchase, but her courage failedfat the act. She did not dare

. She knew the pride of artists. )
am(lzl‘:s}sm;\‘danha took to ‘:Nearing her blue-dotted sitk waist
behind the counter. In the back room she cooked a mysterious
compound of quince seeds and borax. Ever so many people use
i e complexion. )
N fog;he day gxe customer came in as usual, laid his q;ckcl on
the showcase, and called for his stale loaves. WhiI.e Miss
Martha was reaching for them there was a great tooting and
clanging, and a fire-engine came lumbering past. )

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

On the bottom shelf behind the counter was a pound _of
fresh butter that the dairyman had left ten minutes before. With
a bread knife Miss Martha made a deep slash in each of the

stale loaves, inserted a generous quantity of butter, and pressed
/es tight again. »
e 1\?/?;5 thg: cuitomer turned once more she was tving the
paper around them.




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

Had she been too bold? Would he take offense” But surely
not. There was no language of edibles. Butter was no emblem
of unmaidenly forwardness.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Dummkopf!” he shouted with extreme loudness, and then
“Tausendonfer!” or something like it in German,

The young man tried to draw him away

“Iwill not go,” he said angrily, “else I shall told her™

He made a bass drum of Miss Martha's counter,

“You haf shpoilt me,” he cried, his blue eves blazing
behind his spectacles. “1 vill tell yvou. You vas von
meddingsome old cat'

Miss Martha leaned weakly against the shelves and laid
one hand on her blue-dotted siltk waist. The vounger man took
the other by the collar

~Come on”, he said, “vou ve said enough.” He dragged the
angry one out at the door to the sidewalk, and thcq came back.

“Guess you ought to be told, ma’am,” he said, "vyhat the
row is about. That's Blumberger. He’s an architectural
draftsman. 1 work in the same office with him.

“He’s been working hard for three months drawing a plan
for a new city hall. It was a prize competition. He finished
inking the lings yesterday. You know, a draftsman alwavs
makes his drawing in pencil first. When it’s done he r.ubs out
the pencil lines with handfuls stale bread crumbs. That's better

India rubber.
tha-““Blumbcrger’s been buving the bread here. Well, today iy
well, you know, ma’am, that butter isn’t - well, B'lumbe:_'ger s
plan isn’t good for anything now except to cut up into railroad
wiches.”
sam;\/h:s Martha went into the back room. She took off the
blue-dotted sitk waist and put on the old brown serge she_ used
to wear. Then she poured the quince seed and borax mixture
out of the window into the ash can.

Questions for Discussion
Plot Structure and Literary Techniques

1 Does the story contain all the components of the plot
structure? o

2 Does the title contain an enigma? ] .

3 Is there anv sefting in the story? What is the function of
the setting”? ‘ ,

4 What is the basic conflict of the story?

5 What is the climax of the story? What atmospherc does
the climax create?

6 Is there any denouement?
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Message and Character-Images

1 Are all the ele i
e mergr;:;t:?that make up the story subordinated
2 What is the theme and message of the storv” What are
the means of conveying the message? ’
i Wgat is the type of the narrator? Prove it.
omment on how th i
representational forms to character?ze Elued;;tagfzisst. different
] 5 What methods and means of characterization does the
writer employ? What indirect means of characterization are
used to characterize the protagonist in the story?
6 What do speech characteristics reveal?
7 How would you characterize the style of the story?

Text 2

As you read the followin i
g story, think
answers to the questions: v ahoutthe

) ]’ What did the narrator know about the
him? Why @d he agree to visit him?
§ &?‘dklfﬂ] of man was the poet? Why was he so popular?
y did the narrator find th ’s vanity )
bt € poet’s vanity a little
4 What does the detailed descripti ity
W ription of the city and the

5 Why was the narrator sure that th
\ ¢ ho
should belong to the poct? 5e he entered

poet before visiting

The Poet
W. Somerset Maugham

. dl am not muph mterested i the celebrated and I have never
ad patience with the passion that afflicts so many to shake

hands with the great ones of the earth. When it is proposed to
me to meet some person distinguished above his friends by his
rank or his attainments, I seek for a civil excuse that may
cnable me to avoid the honour: and when my friend Dicgo
Torre suggested giving me an introduction to Santa Ana I
declined. But for once’ the excuse 1 made was sincere: Santa
Aria was not only a great poet but also a romantic figure and it
would have amused me to see in his decrepitude a man whose
adventures were legendary; but | knew that he was old and ill
and T could not believe that it would be anvthing but a
nuisance to him to meet a stranger and a foreigner. Calisto de
Santa Aria was the last descendant of the Grand School; in a
world unsympathetic to Byronism he had led a Byronic
existence and he had narrated his hazardous life in a series of
poems. | am no judge of them, for I read them first when I was
three-and-twenty” and then was enraptured by them; they had a
passion, a heroic arrogance and a multi-coloured vitality that
swept me off my feet. and to this day, so intermingled are
those ringing lines and haunting cadences with the charming
memories of my youth, I cannot read them without a beating
heart. I am inclined to think that Calisto de Santa Aria deserves
the reputation he enjoys among the Spanish-speaking peoples.
In those days his verses were on the lips of all young men and
friends would talk to me endlessly of his wild ways, his
vehement speeches (for he was a politician as well as a poet).
his incisive wit, and his amours. He was rebel and sometimes
an outlaw, daring and adventurous; but above all he was a
lover. We knew all about his passion for this great actress or
that divine singer — had we not read till we knew them by heart
the buming sonnets in which he described his love, his
anguish, and his wrath? — and we were aware that an mfanta of
Spain, the proudest descendant of the Bourbons, having
yielded to his entreatics, had taken the veil® when he ceased to
love her. When the Philips, her royal ancestors, tired of a
mistress, she entered a convent, for it was unfitting that one




whom the King had loved shouid be loved by another. and was
not Calisto de Santa Aria greater than any earthly king? We
applauded the lady’s romantic gesture: it was credible to her
and flattering to our poet.

But all this took many vears ago and for a quarter of a
century  Don Calisto, disdainfully w ithdrawing from a world
that had nothing more to offer. had lived in seclusion in his
native town of Ecija. It was when I announced my intention of
going there, not because of him. but becanse it is a charming
little Andalusian town with associations that endear it to me,
that Diego Torre offered me this introduction. It appeared that
Don Calisto allowed the younger men of letters occasionaily to
visit him and now and then would talk to them with the fire
that had electrified his hearers in the great days of his prime.

“What does he look like now?”

“Magnificent™

“Have you a photograph of him?"”

“I wish I had. He has refused to face the camera since he
was thirty-five. He says he does not wish posterity to know
other than voung. ™

I confess that I found this suggestion of vanity not a little
touching®. I knew that in carly manhood he was of
extraordinary beauty, and that moving sonnet of his written
when he grew conscious that vouth had for ever left him shows
with what a bitter and sardonic pang he must have watched the
passing of those looks that had been so fantastically admired.

But I refused my friend’s offer; I was quite satisfied to read
once more the poems 1 had known so well and for the rest 1
preferred to wander about the silent and sunswept streets of
Ecija in freedom. It was with consternation therefore that on
the evening of my arrival 1 received a notc from the great man
himsclf. Diego Torrc had written to him of my visit. he said,
and it would give him great plcasure if I would call on him at

eleven next morming. In the circumstances therc was nothing

for me to do but to present mysclf at his house at the appointed
hou;’lv hotel was in the Plaza® and on that spring morning it
was animated but as soon as 1 left it 1 might have walked in vthc
deserted city. The streets, the tortuous white streets, \\ertcj
empty but for a woman in black now anéd thep \?.ho r@me
with measured steps from her devotions®. ngja Is a town of
churches and you can seldom go far without seeing a
crumbling fagade or a tower in which st_orks have built thelvr
nests. Once I paused to watch a string of littie donkevs paS§ by.
Their red caparisons were faded and they carried I know not
what in their panniers. But Ecija has begn a place of
consequence in its day and many of these white houses have
gateways of stone surmounted by imposing coats of arms, for
to this remote spot flowed the riches c_:f the New }Nor}d and
adventurers who had gathered wealth in the Americas’ spent
here their declining vears. It was in one of these houses that
Don Calisto lived and as I pulled the bell, I was pleased to
think that he lived in such a fitting style. Thoggh 1 bem‘d the
bell peal through the housc no one answered it and it rang a
second and then a third time: at last an old woman came to the
gate. )

“What do vou want?” she said.

She had fine black cyes, but a sullen look, and J supposed
that it was she who took care of the old man. I gave her my
card. ,

“1 have an appointment with vour master”.

She opened the iron gateway and badc; me enter. Asking
me to wait she left me and went upstairs. The patio was
pleasantly cool after the street. Its proportions were noblc and
you surmised that it had been built by‘some followcr of the
conquistadores; but the paint was tarnished, the tiles on the
floor broken, and here and there great flakes of plaster had
fallen away. Therc was about everything an air of poverty but
not of squé.lorv I knew that Don Calisto was poor. Money had




come to him easily at times but he had never attached any
importance to it and had spent it profusely. It was plain that he
lived now 1n a penury that he disdained to notice. In the middle
of the patio was a table with a rocking-chair on each side of it,
and on the table newspapers a fortnight old. 1 wondered what
dreams occupied his fancy as he sat there on the warm summer
nights. On the walls wnder the colonnade were Spanish
pictures, dark and bad. By the side of a door hung a pair of old
pistols and 1 had a plcasant fancy that they were the weapons
he had used when in the most celebrated of his many duels,
for the sake of a dancer (now I suppose, a toothless and
raddled hag), he had killed the Duke of Dos Hermanos

The scene, with its associations which I vaguely divined, so
aptly fitted the romantic poet that [ was overcome by the spirit
of the place. Its noble indigence surrounded him with a glory
as great as the magnificence of hts vouth: in him too there was
the spirit of the old conguistadores, and it was becoming that
he should finish his famous life in that ruined and magnificent
house. Thus surely should a poet live and die® 1 had arrived
cool enough and somewhat bored at the prospect of my
meeting, but now I began to grow a trifle nervous. I lit a
cigarette. I had come at the time appointed and wondered what
detained the old man. The silence was strangely disturbing.
Ghosts of the past thronged the silent patio and an age dead
and gone gained a sort of shadowy life for me. The men of that
day had a passion and a wildness of spirit that are gone out of
the world for ever. We are no longer capable of their reckless
deeds or their theatrical heroics.

1 heard a sound and my heart beat quickly. I was excited
now and when at last [ saw him coming slowly down the stairs
I caught my breath. He held my card in his hand. He was a tall
old man and exceedingly thin. with a skin the colour of old
ivory; his hair was abundant and white. but his bushy
cyebrows were dark still; thev made his great eves flash with a
more somber firc. It was wonderful that at his age those black

R

eves should sull preserve their brilhance Hls nose was
a:;uxline‘ his mouth close-set. He was dressed in blaf:k and in
one hand held a broad-brimmed hat. There was in his bearing
assurance and dignity. He was as I should have wished him to
be and as | watched him 1 understood how he had swayed
men’s minds and touched their hearts. He was every inch a

9
POCtHC had reached the patio and came slowly towards me. Ha
had really the eyes of an eagle. It scemed to me a tremendo_us
momem,'for there he stood, the heir of the great old Spanish
poets.

I was abashed, it was fortunate for me that had prepared
beforehand the phrase with which I meant to greet him.

“It is a wonderful honour, Maestro, for a foreigner such as
I to make the acquaintance of so great a poet.” -

A flicker of amusement passed through those piercing eyes
and a smile for an instant curved the lines of that stern mouth.

“[ am not a poet, Senor, but a bristle merchant. You bave
made a mistake, Don Calisto lives next door”.

Commentary on the English:

1 for once: also, “just for once™, and “for once in a
way”, a spoken phrase used to say that smth hardly ever
happens — “on this occasion”, * for a change™. )

2 when I was three-and-twenty: a more poetic way of
saying “twenty-three”; another “20” pattem that has an archaic
ring and is therefore useful for maklfg a phrase sound
highflown or humorous invelves “score” (the old »\\‘ord for
“twenty”) and works more or less along the French lmes___ with
70 expressed as “three score ten”, “807 as “four score”. cte.
(cf. the French quatre-vingts-dis for 90).

3 had taken the veil: the malc equivalent is “1o take
monastic vows' .

4 not a lintle touching: an instance of litotes, a device




favored by literary E. and occasionally used for humorous
effect. where two ncgatives. as it were. add up to a positive
idea; thus. “not a little touching™ means “very touching™.
Students of E. somctimes mistakenly assume the pattern to
mean “not at all”,

5 the Plaza: E. has adopted this designation of a public
square or market place in Spanish-speaking countries to name
a cluster of shops and other business buildings in a town
(*Central Plaza™).

6  devotions: in the plural this otherwise uncountable
noun means ““prayvers and other religious acts™.

7 inthe Americas: the admirably economical E. way of
saying “in North and South America™ which, regrettably.
cannot be literally reproduced in Russian

8 Thus surely should a poet live and die: the inverted
word order imparts to the sentence a tone of solemnity that
would be greatly diminished if all of the predicate were placed
after the subject.

9 every inch a poet: an alternative description of a
perfect specimen of whatever it may be is “from head to
toe/foot” (var. “from top/crown to toe”), occasionally extended
to enliven the utterance, e.g. Britton, a Tory from the top of his
head to the soles of his boots™, not to be confused with “that’s
smb all over”, a spoken phrase meaning “that is typical of
smb” (“He was late of course. but that’s Tim all over”).

Questions for discussion

Plot Structure and Literary Technique

| What is the purposc of the author’s digression?

2 Do the events of the story involve physical or
psvchological movement, or both?

3 What can you say about the title of the story?

4 Arc there any cases of retardation, enigma.
forcshadowing or flashbacks? ‘What do Ih§§ serve to?

5 How successfully is the surprise ending technigue used in

¥

e séto\r’i\iﬁat is the message of the story? Is it objcct‘i\e or
subjective? What means are used to convey Ehe message”?

7 What is the prevailing tonc of the story? Is it dramatic,
romantic or lyric?

Character-Images

1 Is the main character-image related to the mcss?,ge“?

2 How is the protagonist described, directly or mdiremb’,’
‘What indirect means are used to characterize the protagonist?

3 Does the writer give his psychological portrayai? .

4 Does the setting help to characterize the pro&agox_ust?‘

5 Which of his features are mainly revealed by actions?

Text 3

While reading the text find the answers to the
following questions:

1 How does the author catch and hold the reader’s interest
and curiosity?

2 Why was Madame Beaumont such a guest that the Hotel
Lotus loved? What made Madame Beaumont 51m11ar to other "
guests of the Hotel Lotus? Is it difficult to be similar to others ?

3 What attracted Harold Farrington to Madame Beaumont?
Is it “like draws to like™ ) ) .

4 What did the author mean saying that “there was a my‘sf)n,
freemansory between the discriminating guests of the Lon:s ?

5 Docs the title foreshadow the outcome of the events




Transients in Arcadia
O’ Henry

There is a hotel on Broadway that has escaped discovery
by the summer-resort promoters, It is decp and wide and cool
Its rooms arc finished in dark oak of a Jow temperature. Home-
made breezes and deep-green shrubbery give it the delights
without the inconveniences of the Adirondacks. One can
mount its broad staircases or glide dreamily upward in its
acrial elevators, attended by guides in brass buttons, with a
serene joy that Alpine climbers have never attained. There is a
chef in its kitchen who will prepare for vou brook trout better
than the White Mountains ever served. sea food that would
wum Old Point Comfort - “by Gad, sah!” - green with envy,
and Maine venison that would melt the official heart of the
game warden.

A few have found out this oasis in the July desert of
Manhattan. During that month vou will sce the hotel’s reduced
array of guests scattered luxuriously about in the cool twilight
of its lofty dining-room, gazing at one another across the
snowy waste of unoccupied tables, silently congratulatory

Superfluous, watchful, pneumatically moving  waiters
hover near, supplying every want before it is expressed. The
temperature is perpetual April. The ceiling is painted in water
colors to counterfeit a summer sky across which clouds drift
and do not vanish as those of nature do 1o our regret

The pleasing, distant roar of Broadway is transformed in
the imagination of the happy guests to the noise of a waterfall
filling the woods with its restful sound. At every strange
footstep the guests tum an anxious car. fearful lest their retreat
be discovered and invaded by the restless pleasure-seekers
who are forever hounding Nature to her deepest lairs.

Thus in the depopulated caravansary the little band of
connoisseurs jealously hide themselves during the heated

A
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season, enjoving to the uttermost delights of mountain and
seashore that art and skill have gathercd and served to them.

In this July came to the hotcl one whose car.d that sh<? sent
to the clerk for her name to be registered read “Mme. Héloise

i mont”.

g Amul}eaumont was a guest such as the Hotel Lotus
loved. She possessed the fine air of the ¢lite, tempered and
sweetened by a cordial graciousness that made the hotei
employées her slaves. Bellboys fought for the hogor of
answering her ring: the clerks. but for the question o
ownership, would have deeded to her the hotel and its
contents; the other guests regarded her as the final touch of
feminine exclusiveness and beauty that rendered the entourage
Peff;;zs super-excellent guest rarely left Fhe vho‘tel. Her habits
were consonant with the customs of the discriminating patrons
of the Hotel Lotus. To enjov that delectable hostelry one must
forego the city as though it were leagues away. By night a brief
excursion to the nearby roofs is in order; but during the torrid
day one remains in the umbrageous fastnessgs of the Lotus asa
trout hangs poised in the pellucid sanctuaries of his favorite

L.
pooThough alone in the Hotel Lotus. _Madame Beaumont
preserved the state of a queen whose lonelmcss_was of position
only. She breakfasted at ten, a cool, sweet, leisurely, delicate
bei;lg who glowed softly in the dimness like a jasmine flower
" thlfl.lc!luastkdinne:r was Madame’s glory at its height. She wore a
gown as beautiful and immatcrial as the mist from an unscen
cataract in a mountain gorge. The nomenclature of this gown is
beyond the guess of the scribe. Always pale-red roses reposed
against its lace-garnished front. It was a gown that the head-
waiter viewed with respect and met at the doorr You thought of
Paris when you saw it, and maybe of mysterious countesses.
and certamlt\' of Versailles and rapicrs and Mrs. Fiske and
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rouge-et-noir. There was an untraceable rumor in the Hotel
Lotus that Madame was a cosmopolite. and that she was
pulling with her slender white hands certain strings between
the nations in favor of Russia, Being a citizeness of the world's
smoothest roads it was small wonder that she was quick to
recognize in the refined purlieus of the Hotel Lotus the most
desirable spot in America for a restful sojourn during the heat
of midsummer.

On the third day of Madame Beaumont’s residence in the
hotel a young man cntered and registered himself as a guest.
His clothing — to speak of his points in approved order - was
quietly in the mode: his features good and regular; his
expression that of a poised and sophisticated man of the world.
He informed the clerk that he would remain three or four days,
inquired concemning the sailing of European steamships, and
sank into the blissful inanition of the nonpareil hotel with the
contented air of a traveler in his favorite inn.

The voung man - not to question the veracity of the
register - was Harold Farrington. He drifted into the cxclusive
and current of life in the Lotus so tactfully and silently that not
a ripple alarmed his fellow-scekers after rest. He ate in the
Lotus and of its patronvm, and was lutled into blissful peace
with the other fortunate mariners. In one day he acquired his
table and his waiter and the fear lest the panting chasers after
repose that kept Broadway warm should pounce upon and
destroy this contiguous but covert haven.

After dinner on the next day after the arrival of Harold
Farrington Madame Beaumont dropped her handkerchief in
passing out. Mr. Farrington recovered and returned it without
the effusiveness of a seeker after acquaintance.

Perhaps there was a mystic freemasonry between the
discriminating guests of the Lotus. Perhaps they were drawn
one to another by the fact of their common good fortune in
discovering the acme of summer resorts in a Broadway hotel.
Words delicate in courtesy and temative in departure from

formality passed between the two. And. as if in the expedicnt
atmosphere of a real summer resort, an acquaintance grc:v\.f
flowered and fructificd on the spot as does the mystic plant o
the conjuror. For a few moments they stood on a balcony upm;
which the corridor cnded. and tossed the featherv ball o
crsation.
wnxgrsl? tires of the old resorts™, sa_ld Madame Beaumont.
with a faint but sweet smile. “What s the use to flv to the
mountains or the scashore to escape noise fmd dust when the
very people that make both follow us thcrc"“ .
““Even on the ocean”, remarked Famngton sadly. “the
Philistines be upon vou. The most exclusive steamers are
getting to be scarcely more than ferry boats. Heavcp help vs
when the summer resorter discovers that the Lotus is ﬁ.:fther
away from Broadway than Thousand Islands or Mackma(i_ -
9 hope our secret will be safe for a week, anyhow.” said
Madame, with a sigh and a smile. “1 do not know where l
would go if they should descend upon the dear Lo‘tus. I know
of but one place so delightful ]1\;[1 sumer,“and that is the castle
olinski, in the Ural Mountains.”
of C‘fiulrltal: that Baden-Baden and Cannes are almost deserted
this scason,” said Farrington. “Year by vear the old resorts fall
in disrepute. Perhaps many others, like ourselves, are fcekmg
out the quist nooks that are averlooked by the» majority. .
“I promise myself three days more of this dellc‘w\is rest,
said Madame Beaumont. “On Monday the Cedric sgjls.
Harold Farrington’s eyes proclaimed his regret. l t00 must
leave on Monday,” he said, “but I do not go abroad. )
Madame Beaumont shrugged one round shoulder m a
foreign gesture.
’ “%ng cannot hide forever, charming though it may be. The
chateau has been in preparation for me longer thap a month.
Those housc parties that one must give — what a nuisance! But
I shall never forget my week in the Hotel Lotus.
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“Nor shall 1" said Famington in low voice, “and 1 shall
never forgive the Cedric. *

On Sunday evening, threc days afterward, the two sat at
little table on the same balcony. A discreet waiter brought ices
and small glasses of claret cup.

Madame Beaumont wore the same beautiful evening gown
that she had womn cach day at dinner. She seemed thoughtful.

Near her hand on the table lay a small chatelaine purse. After

she had caten her ice she opened the purse and took out a one-
dollar bill.

“Mr. Farrington,” she said with the smilc that had won the
Hotel Lotus, “I want to tell you something. I’m going to leave
before breakfast in the morning, because I've got to go back to
my work, I'm behind the hosiery counter at Casey’s Mammoth
Store, and my vacation’s up at eight o'clock tomorrow. That
paper dollar is the last cent I'H see till I draw my eight doliars
salary next Saturday night. You're a real gentleman, and
you've been good to me, and | wanted to tell vou before 1
went.”

“TI've been saving up out of my wages for a vear just for
this vacation. [ wanted to spend one week like a lady if I never
do another one. I wanted to get up when [ please instcad of
having to crawl out at seven every moming; and I wanted to
live on the best and be waited on and ring bells for things just
like rich folks do. Now I've done it. and I've had the happiest
time I ever expect to have in my life. I'm going back to my
work and my littlc hall bedroom satisfied fro another vear. I
wanted to tell vou about it. Mr. Fartington, because 1 - 1
thought vou kind of liked me, and I — I liked vou. But, oh, I
couldn’t help deceiving you up till novw, for it was all just like
a fairy tale to me. So I talked about Europe and the things I've

read about in other countries, and made vou think I was a great
lady

“Thi css ['ve got on — it’s the only one T have that's fit
to wglrs dn?s bougﬁt from O'Dowd & Levinsky on the
msn?};;iﬂ;?:ﬁve dollars is the price. and it was made to
measure. | ;ia.id $10 down, and they’re to collect $1 a week till
it's paid for. That'll be about all I have to say, Mr. Farrington,
e pat that my name is Mamie Siviter insicad of Madame
;xe(;eupmont. and 1 thank vou for vour attentions. This dollax: will
pay the instalment due on the dress to-morrow. I guess 1'll go

/ now. )

" ‘I?I::éléo%“;nmgton listened to the recital of the Lotus’s
Joveliest guest with an impassive countenance. When she h;:id
concluded he drew a small book like a _checkb(x-)k from his
coat pocket. He wrote upon a blank form in this with a stub odf
pencil, tore out the leaf, tossed it over to his companion an

aper dollar. )
too%‘;i‘/elhgeofﬁg 20 10 work, too. in the morning,” he said, “and
I might as well begin now. There’s a receipt for the d<‘>11ar
instalment. I've been a collector for O’Dowd & Levinsky for
three years. Funny, ain't it. that vou and me both had the same
idea about spending our vacation? I've always wanted to put
up at a swell hotel, and I saved up out of my twenty per, _and
did it. Say, Mame, how about a trip to Conev Saturday night

- what?”
- ﬁTl;: (;:le of the pseudo Madame Héloise D" Arcy Beaumont
beaw(e)g vou bet I'll go, Mr. Farrington. Thelstore clos;s at
twelve on Saturdays. I guess Coney’li be all right even if we
did spend a week with the sweils."v )

Below the balcony the sweltering city growled and buzzed
in the July night. Inside the Hotel Lotus the tempered, cool
shadows reigned, and the solicitous waiter single-footed near
the low windows, rcady at a nod to serve Madame and her

escort.




At the door of the elevator Farrington took his leave. and
Madame Beaumont made her Jast ascent, But before they
reached the noiseless cage he said: “Just forget that “Harold
Farrington’, will you? - McManus is the name — James
McManus. Some call Jimmy.™

“Good-night, Jimmy,” said Madame.

Questions for discussion:
Message, Plot Structure, Setting

1 Through what character is the message of the story
conveved?

2 Do you think the author’s intention was to relate the life
of Madame Beaumont at the Hotel Lotus or to discuss the main
problem of the story?

3 What role does the title play?

4 Is there any denouement? is it a surprise ending”? What is
the irony of the end of the story?

5 Where is the story set? How is the setting specified? Is
the reader placed in a recognizable reatistic environment”
How? Does the setting help to evoke the necessary atmosphere
and mood or to reinforce characterization?

6 What is the prevailing tone of the storv? What are the
indices of the tone? Are there any tone shifts?

Character-lmages

1What means of characterization are cmploved by the
author to create the image of Madame Beaumont?

2 What role does the description of her habits, clothes and
behavior play in revealing her character?

3 Which of her features are mainly revealed by actions?

4 Can Madame Beaumont be regarded as a foil to Harold
Farrington? Is therc any difference between them? Would

Harold Farrington have told the truth if Madame Beaumont
“t told him anything? ‘

hadl; ; Does the author penctrate into the mind of ] the

protagonist and describe psyvchological changes that motivate

her actions? ) F e
6 Why did the protagonist take the name of Madame

ont? )
Bem’;rlgoes the final scene reveal the main feature of Madame

Beaumont s character?

Text 4

While reading the text find the answers to the
following questions:

1 Did the first event arouse your curiosity? How did the
D)

rrator happen to become a humorist?
" 2 Whaf pis the reason that in some time quips and drpll
sayings no longer fell carclessly from John's }1psq Why was it
difficult for John to catch any ideas? Hovs: did hevtry_ to do it
‘What did he think of his actions and behaviour? Was it

vorth it? _ »
" 3 What can John’s turning to undertaking business afier
writing humorous storics be accounted for?

o

Confessions of a Humorist —

There was a painless stage of incubation that iasted_twent-y—
five vears, and then it broke out on me, and people said I was
It.

But they called it humor instcad of mcgslcs“

The employees in the store bought a silver inkstand for the
senior partncr on his fiftieth birthday. We crowded mto his
private officc to present it.




———

I had been selected for spokesman, and 1 made a little
specch that I had been preparing for a week.

It made a hit. It was full of puns and epigrams and funny
twists that brought down the house — which was a very solid
one in the wholesale hardware line

Oid Marlowe himself actually grinned, and the cmplovees
took their cue and roared.

My reputation as a humorist dates from half-past nine
o’clock on that merning

For weeks afterward my fetlow clerks fanned the flame of
my self-esteem. One by one they came to me, saving what an
awfully clever spcech that was, old man. and carefully
explained to me the point of cach one of my jokes.

Gradually 1 found that I was expected to keep it up. Others
might speak sanely on business matters and the day’s topics,
but from me something gamesome and airy was required.

I was expected to crack jokes about the crockery and
lighten up the granite ware with persiflage. I was sccond
bookkeeper, and if I failed to show up a balance sheet without
something comic about the footings or could find no cause for
laughter in an invoice of plows, ‘the other clerks were
disappointed

Be degrees my fame spread, and I became a local
“character”. Our town was small enough to make this possible
The daily newspaper quoted me. At social gatherings [ was
indispensable.

[ believe I did possess considerable wit and a facility for
quick and spontancous repartee. This gift I cultivated and
improved by practice. And the nature of it was kindly and

genial, not running to sarcasm or offending others. People
began to smilc when they saw me coming, and by the time we
had met I generally had the word ready to broaden the smile
into a laugh.

! had married early. We had a charming boy of threc and a
girl of five. Naturally, we lived in a vine-covered cottage. and

: & the hardwarc concem
wsrdlipE M::/estal::;.\e ialisbaot?::g:;c:up;gn :xpearﬂuous wealth.
kep:\att:uij;ntimes 1 had written out a few jokes and concei?s
that I considered peculiarly happ)', and had sent them ;(;:ega::

riodicals that print such thmgs‘ All of 'thm el
]j):gtanﬂ\' accepted. Several of the editors had written to request
ons.
furﬂgg:o d:t:ﬁ;u:lcceived a letter from the cditor pf a fmous
weekly pui)lication_ He suggested that 1 subrrfn 10 hm{h a
humofous composition 1o fill a column of space; hmtm‘g : 311
he would make it a regular feature of each issue of thL »\o}r‘
proved satisfactory. 1 did so. and at the end of two “wksﬂ, e
offered to make a contract with me for a year at a figure t]:t
was considerably higher than the amount paid me by the
hmi“\:iz {ti;l‘:;d with delight. My wife already ;rO\\'ned me in
her mind with the imperishable evergreens of literary spccc;s,
‘We had lobster croquettes and a bottle of blackberry wine for
supper that night. Here was the chance to hAbcrate myself frpm
drudgery. I talked over the matter very seriously with Lou:lsa.
We agreed that 1 must resign my place at the store and devote
; mor.

m}sielrfe:i)g}:;d, My fellow clerks gave me a far‘cwel]v banueiv
The speech [ made there coruscated. It was printed in full by
the Gazefte. The next morning I awoke and looked at the
Cb?‘tate. by George!” 1 exclaimed, and grabbed for my
clothes. Louisa reminded me that 1 was no longer a sla\_’e 10
hardware and contractor’s supplies. I was now a professional
humorist.

After breakfast she proudly led me to the little room off the
kitchen. Dear girl! Therc was my table and ci_)au. writing pad,
ink, and pipe tray. And all the author’s trappings . the celery
stand full of fresh roses and honcysuckle, last year’s calendar
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on the wall. the dictionary. and a little bag of chocolates to
nibble inspirations. Dear girl!

I sat me to work. The wall paper is patterncd  with
arabesques or odatisks or-perhaps- it is trapezoids. Upon one
of the figures I fixed my eves. bethought me of humor.

A voice startled me - Louisa’s voice

“If you aren’'t too busy, dear,” it said, “come to dinner.”

Ilooked at my watch. Yes, five hours had been gathered in
by the grim scytheman. I went to dinner

“You mustn’t work too hard at first.” said Louisa. “Goethe
- or was it Napoleon? - said five hours a day is enough for
mental labor. Couldn’t you take me and the children to the
woods this afternoon?”

“Lam alittle tired,” T admitted. So we went to the woods.

But I soon got the swing of it. Within a month I was
turning out copy as regular as shipments of hardware.

And 1 had a success. My column in the weekly made some
stir, and T was referred to in a gossipy way by the critics as
something fresh in the line of humorists. | augmented my
ncome considerably by contributing to other publications.

1 picked up the tricks of the trade. I could take 2 funny idea
and make a two-line joke of it, eamning a dollar. With false
whiskers on it, it would servc up cold as a quatrain, doubling
its producing value. By tuming the skirt and adding a ruffle of
rhyme you would hardly recognize it as vers se société with

neatly shod feet and a fashion-plate illustration

I began to save up money, and we had new carpets, and a
parlor organ. My townspeople began to look upon me as a
citizen of some consequence instead of the merry trifler [ had
been when [ clerked in the hardware store

After five or six months the spontancity seemed to depart
from myv humor. Quips and droll sayings no longer fell
carelessly from my lips. I was sometimes hard run for material.
I found mysclf listening to catch available idcas from the
conversation of my fricnds. Sometimes I chewed my peneil

ed at the wall paper fro hours trying to build up some
e gai bubble of unstudied fun )
& m‘tdethen I became a harpy, a Moloch, a Jonah. a vampire,
10 ménacquaintanccs. Anxious, haggard, g;cedy, 1 ;tood am?:xlg
ﬁaen; like a veritable killjoy. Let a bright saving, a witty
comparison, a piquant phrase fall from their lips and 1 was
after it like a hound springing upon a bone. T dared not .trust
my memory; but, turning aside guiltily and meanly, I would
mz.ke a nofe of it in my ever-present memorandum book or
; s own future use.
uponMT}f;:xtfdiO:el:;rg;l me in sorrow and wonder. 1 was not
the same man. Where once I had fumish;d them entertammlc;:
and jollity, I now preved upon them. No jets from me evlzr i '
for their smiles now. They were too precious. 41 could no
afford to dispense gratuitously the means gf my livelihood.
1 was a lugubrious fox praising the singing of my friends,
the crows, that they might dsop from their beaks the morsels of
i ed.
= ::;x}l:oe‘;cetry one began to avoid me. I even forgot how to
smile, not even paving that much for the sayings I
app;ggrr:i;ns, places, times, or subjects were exempt ﬂo@
my plundering in search of material. Even in chgrch my
demoralized fancy went hunting among the solemn aisles and
i T spoil.
pﬂlafgsidﬁ:hel:ninister give out the long-meter doxology, at once
I began: “Doxology-sockdotogy-sockdolager-meter-meet her”.
The sermon ran through my mental sieve, its precepts
filtering unheeded, could I but glean a suggestion of a pun or
bon mot. The solemnest anthems of the choir were but an
accompaniment to my thoughts as I conceiyed new changes to
ring upon the ancient comicalities concerning the jealousies of
soprano, tenor, and basso. o
My own home became a hunting ground. My W.'Ife is a
singul-arly feminine  creature, candid, sympathetic, and




impulsive. Once her conversation was my delight. and her
ideas a source of unfailing pleasure. Now 1 worked her. She
was a gold mine of those amusing but lovable inconsistencies
that distinguish the female mind

[ began to market those pearls of unwisdom and humor that
should have cariched only the sacred precincts of home. With
devilish cunning I encouraged her to talk. Unsuspecting, she
laid her heart bare. Upon the cold, conspicuous common.
printed page I offered it to the public gaze.

A literary Judas, I kissed her and betraved her. For pieces
of silver I dressed her sweet confidences in the pantalettes and
frills of folly and made them dance in the market place.

Dear Louisa! Of nights I have bent over her cruel as a wolf
above a tender lamb, hearkening cven to her soft words
murmured in sleep, hoping to catch an idea for my next day’s
grind. There is worse to come,

God help me! Next my fangs were buried deep in the neck
of the fugitive sayings of my little children.

Guy and Viola were two bright fountains of childish.
quaint thoughts and speeches. [ found a ready sale for this kind
of humor, and was furnishing a regular department in a
magazinc with “Funny Fancies of Childhood™. | began to stalk
them as an Indian stalks the antelope. I would hide behind
sofas and doors, or crawl on my hands and knees among the
bushes in the vard to cavesdrop while they were at play. 1 had
all the qualities of a harpy except remorse.

Once, when 1 was barren of ideas, and my copy must leave
in the next mail, I covered myselfin a pile of autumn leaves in
the vard, where | knew they intended to come to play. I cannot
bring myself to believe that Guy was aware of my hiding
place, but even if he was. I would be loath to blame him for his
setting fire to the leaves, causing the destruction of my hew
suit of clothes, and nearly cremating a parent.

Soon my own children began to shun me as a pest. Often.
when I was creeping upon them like a melancholy ghoul, T

4 ch other: “Here comes papa,” and
voulld h:?é [};:h“ers atileti‘; Ie:ys and scurry away to some safer
tl}ey “olace Miserable wretch that I was!
hldmgg et .I was doing well financially. Before the ﬁrgt vear
m?:ssén:il had saved a thousand dollars, and we had tived in
g 1 I am not quite clear as to what a pariah
. E “:t Ia:v:sh:i/:ncfh?ﬁg that it sa?mds like. 1 had no friends, 1o
- ls‘emems no énjoyment of life. The happinc5§ of my family
g;been sa::riﬁccd. 1 was a bee, sucking sordid honey fmmf
life's fairest flowers, dreaded and shunned on an account o
= gl:eg ﬂav a man spoke to me, with a pleasant and friendly
smile. Not in months had the thing happened. I was passing dthe
undertaking establishment of Peter Heffelbower. Peter stoo i
the door and saluted me. I Ztoppgd,_ citrangely wrung in my

¢ hi ing. He asked me inside.

hean‘[‘l‘:e) dhzl: gv::lcst?éll and rainy. We went into the back room,
where a fire bumned in a little stove. A customer came, la‘m‘.\
Peter left me alone for a while. Presently I felt a new fec! mg],
stealing over me — a sense of beautifui calm.and comer{n. ;
looked around the place. There were rows of shining rosewoo

caskets, black palls, trestles, hearse plumes. mourning
stxeamérs, and all the paraphemalia of the solemn tra,df: }L‘et;
was the peace, order, silence, the abod; of grave anq digm‘ 2

reflections. Here, on the brink of life. was a little niche

the spirit of eternal rest

pew‘;/c\lf;lblyenter; it, the follies of the world abandogcd me at
the door. 1 felt no inclination to wrest a humorous idea from
those sombre and stately trappings. My mind seemed_to stretch
itself to grateful repose upon a couch draped with gentle
mo{fh;sﬁaner of an hour ago I was an abandoned humorist
Now I was a philosopher, full of serenity and ease. I hqd found
a refuge from humor, from the hot chase of the shy guip. from




the degrading pursuit of the panting joke, from the restless
reach afier the nimble repartec.

I had not known Heffelbower well. When he came back, I
let him talk, fearful that he might prove to be a jarring note in
the sweet, dirgelike harmony of his establishment.

But, no. He chimed truly. T gave a long sigh of happiness
Never have I known a man’s talk to be as magnificently dull as
Peter’s was. Compared with it the Dead Sea is a gevser. Never
a sparkle or a glimmer of wit marred his words
Commonplaces as trite and as plentiful as blackberries flowed
from his lips no more stirring in quality than a last week’s tape
running from a ticker. Quaking a little, I tried upon him one of
my best pointed jokes. It fell back ineffectual, with the point
broken. [ loved that man from ther on.

Two or three cvenings each week I would steal down 0
Heffelbower’s and revel in his back room. That was my only
Joy. I began to rise early and hurry through my work, that |
might spend more time in my haven. In no other place could 1
throw off myv habit of cxtracting humorous ideas from my
surroundings. Peter’s talk left me no opening had I besieged it
ever so hard.

Under this influence I began to improve in spirits. It was
the recreation from one’s fabor which every man needs. 1
surprised one or two of my former friends by throwing them a
smilc and a cheery word as I passed them on the streets.
Scveral times I dumbfounded my family by relaxing long
enough to make a jocose remark in their presence.

I had so long been ridden by the incubus of humor that |
seized my hours of holiday with a schoolboy’s zest.

My work began to suffer. It was not the pain and burden to
me that it had been. [ often whistled at my desk, and wrote
with far more fluency than before. 1 accomplished my tasks
impatiently, as anxious to be off to my helpful retreat as a
drunkard is to get to his tavern,

ife ba i hours in conjecturing where [
o \'“ff: krl:go;zmlet:grgil:sit best not to hg.ll her; womcen do
szl::nl;lzr:ta;d thesé things. Poor girl! — she had onc shock out
n
o ¢ day 1 bronght home a silver coffin handle for a paper
;)h‘: and a fine, fluffy hearse plume to d“sF my papers with,
Wm[ toved to sec them on my desk, and think of the beloved
back room down at Heffelbower’s. But Louisa fou?d them,
and she shricked w ith horror. I had to cogsole her with some
lame excuse for having them. but [ saw in her cyes tha} the
prejudice was not remov ed. I had to remove the articles,
ble-quick time
mo“gﬁéaéi?“l)e(e? Heffelbower laid b_efore me a temptatrlcl)‘n
that swept me off my feet. In his sensible, u_nmspmad way h'e
showed me his books, and explained that his profits ;nd_ is
business were increasing rapidly. He had thought of taking ina
partner with some cash. He would rather have me than any oné
he knew. When 1 left his place that afternoon Peter had‘ my
check for the thousand dollars I had in the bank, and I was a
in his undertaking business. )
pan‘lne\:rel:thliime with feilings of delirious joy, minglgq with a
certain amount of doubt. I was dreading to }cll me wife about
it. But I walked on air. To give up the writing of »humorous
stuff, once more to emjoy the apples of hfey_ instead of
squeézing them to a pulp for a few drops of hard cider to make
the public feel funny - what a boon that would be! x
At the supper tabie Louisa handed me some le?ters that heid
come during my absence. Several of yhem contained rejecte
manuscript. Ever since 1 first began going to Heffelbower's my
stuff had been coming back with alarming frquency, Lately 1
had been dashing off my jokes and aniclgs with the greatest
fluency. Previously I had labored like a bricklayer. slowly and
with agony.




Presently 1 opencd a letter from the editor of the weekly
with which I had a regular contract. The checks for that weekly
article were still our main dependence. The fctter ran thus:

DEAR SIR:

As you arc awarc. our contract for the vear expires with the
present month. While regretting the necessity for so doing, we
must say that we do not care to renew same for the coming
vear. We were quite pleased with your stvle of humor, which
seems to have delighted quite a large proportion of our readers.
But for the past two months we have noticed a decided falling
off its quality.

Your carlier work showed a spontaneous, easy, natural
flow of fun and wit. Of late it is labored, studied, and
unconvincing, giving painful evidence of hard toil and
drudging mechanism,

Again regretting that we do not consider your contributions
available any longer, we are, yours sincerely,

THE EDITOR

I handed this letter to my wife. After she had read it her
face grew extremely long, and there were tears in her eves.

“The mean old thing!” she exclaimed indignantly. “I'm
sure vour pieces arc just as good as they ever were. And it
doesn’t take you half as long to write them as it did.” And
then, I suppose, Louisa thought of the checks that would cease
coming. “Oh, John,” she wailed. “what will vou do now?”

For an answer I got up and began to do 2 polka step around
the supper table. I am sure Louisa thought the trouble had
driven me mad; and I think the children hoped it had, for they
tore after me, velling with glee and emulating mv steps. I was
now something like their old playmate as of yorc

“The theatre for us to-night!" I shouted: “Nothing less. And
a late. wild, disreputable supper for all of us at the Palace
Restaurant. Lumpty-diddle-de-dee-de-dum!™

cplai - declaring that | was now
then | explained my glee by dec
Antir in a prosperous undertaking cstablishment, and that

:,rmen jokes might go hide their heads in sackcloth and ashes

& &igﬁhe editor’s lester in her hand to justify the deed I had

- wife could advance no objections save a few mjld
done’bzd‘:fthe feminine inability to appreciate a good thing
onj; as the little back room of Peter Hef - no, of Heffelbower
f;Co’s. undertaking establishment, . »

In conclusion, ] will say that to-day you wili find xio man 1;1
our town as well liked, as jovial, and full of merry sayings :;k .
My jokes are again noised aqd quoted; once more 1 g
pleasure in my wife’s confidential chatter without a mercenary
thought, while Guy and Viola play at my feet distributing gc:\ls
of childish humor without fear of the ghastly tormentor who
used to dog their steps, notebook in hand

Our business has prospered finely. 1 keep_the books and
look after the shop, while Peter attends to outs;de matters. He
says that my levity and high spirits would simply turn any
funeral into a regular Irish wake.

Questions for Discussion
Message, Plot Structure, Literary Technique and Tone

1 What is the function of the title of the ;tory',’ Does 1t
contain foreshadowing or any implicit meaning that the reader
discovers only after reading the story?

2 Does the story contain all the components of the plot
structure? o

3 What event do the complications begin with? Do the
complications include physical or psychological movement of
events?

4 What type of conflict is the plot based on?




5 What did the author gain by having the story told by the
first-person narrator” How does 1t contribute to the tone of the
story and its atmosphere?

6 What is the irony of the story? Is it created linguistically
or extra-linguistically”? Provide some evidence from the text
to show it.

7 What language means help to create the prevailing tone
of the story? Is humor expressed linguistically or extra-
linguistically” Provide some evidence from the story.

8 What is the message of the story? How is it related to the
theme of the story?

9 What is the climax of the story?
Character-Images

1 What is the main mcans of characterization employed by
the author?

2 Which features of the protagonist’s character are mainly
revealed?

3 How does the narrator describe his humor?

4 Was John happy when he gained the reputation of 3
humorist?

5 Did his life changed after he had changed his work?

6 What did he extract humorous ideas from? How did it
affect his family?

7 What role did John’s visit to the undertaker’s

establishment play in his lifc and career? What attracted John
to Peter?

8 Does the author reveal the inner state of the character”
9 What do speech characteristics reveal?

Test5

As you read the story, think of the answers to the
following questions:

1 Does the author manage to catch the reader’s interest
from the start and hold it up to the very end? How does he do
« 2 What was the main probiem that Chalmers encpun}cred?

3 What were the poisoned barbs in vour opinion? What

cas the purpose of it? ‘
v«as4 Wkl:vr\l:as the painter put out of business? Do peopie like
¥ : C "
their secrets to be shown up in a picture? Why?

i Arabian Night
A Madison Square Arab O'Henry

To Carson Chalmers, in his ap‘anmentv near the squgre;
Philips brought the evening mail. Bgsxdes the ! ;out_mg
correspondence there were two items bearing the same foreign
posmkéf the incoming parcels contained a photograph of a
woman. The other contained an interminable letter. 0ve} which
Chalmers hung, absorbed, for a long time. The letter was vfrolml
another woman; and it contained poisoned barbs. W eell;)
dipped in honey, and feathered with innuendoes concerning the

woman.

pho?ﬁlargl:: t\orc this letter into a thousand bits and began to
wear out his expensive rug by striding bac_k gnd forth upon it
Thus an animal from the jungle acts when it is caged, and thus
a caged man acts when he is housed in a jungle of doubt

By and by the restless mood was overcome. The rug w a8
not an enchanted one. For sixteen feet he coulq travel along it:
three thousand miles was bevond its power to aid.

]




Philips appearcd. He never cntered: he invariably appeared.
like a well-oiled genie.

“Will you dinc here, sir, or out?" he asked.

“Here, said Chalmers, “and in half an hour.” He listened
glumly to the January blasts making an Zolian trombone of
the empty street.

“Wait.” he said to the disappearing genie. “As I came
home across the end of the square I saw many men standing
there in rows. There was one mounted upon something.
talking. Why do those men stand in rows, and why are they
there?”

“They are homeless men, sir,” said Philips. “The man
standing on the box trics to get lodging for them for the night.
People come around to listen and give him money. Then he
sends as many as the money will pay for to some lodging-
housc. That is why they stand in rows; they get sent to bed in
order as they came.”

“By the time the dinner is served.” said Chalmers, *have
one of those men here. He will dine with me.”

“W-w-which -* began Philips, stammering fro the first
time during his service.

“Choose one at random,” said Chalmers. “You might see
that he is reasonably sober - and a certain amount of
cleanliness will not be held against him_ That is all.”

It was an unusual thing for Carson Chalmers to play the
Caliph. But on that night he felt the inefficacy of conventional
antidotes to melancholy. Something wanton and egregious,
something high-flavored and Arabian. he must have to lighten
his mood.

On the half hour Philips had finished his dutics as a slave
of the lamp. The waiters from the restaurant below had
whisked aloft the delectable dinner. The dining tablc, laid for
two, glowed cheerily in the glow of the pink-shaded candles.

E

ips. as though he ushered a cardinal — or held
. c‘:;‘;: Z“bfgfaf - Waﬁsdgin shivering guest who had been
. i icant lodgers.
B f'mm t:zr:;:i)zf::f:; ‘t:o call 2iuch men wrecks: if the
. . :n can be used here it is the specific one of a_dcrchct
wmpan“s) grief through fire. Even yet some flickering
comliustion illuminated the drifting hulk. His face anc! hands
admbeen recently washed - a rite insisted upon by Ph}hps asa
emorial to the slaughtered conventions. In the candle llght he
- d, a flaw in the decorous fittings of the apartment His face
o a sickly white, covered almost to the eyes with a stubble
3125 shade of a red Trish setter’s coat. Philips had failed 1(3
control the pale brown hair, long matted_a.nd conformed ‘?1 thuf
contour of a constantly worn hat. His eyes were full o
hopeless, tricky defiance like that seen in a cur’s that 1;
comered by his tormentors. His shabby coat was bunong
high, but a quarter inch of redeeming collar showed abovfe it.
His manner was singularly free from embarrassment when
Chalmers rose from his chair across the roung dxmng table.
STf you will oblige me,” said the host, “I will be glad to
company at dinner.” .
havé‘}g::rnamep |stlumer,“ said the mghway guest, in harsh
and aggressive tones. “If vou are l_it!;e' me, you like to know the
rty vou're dining with.”
nams]‘:it:: Zzin'g.on to say,"gcontinued _Cha!mel_'s igmewhat
hastily, “that mine is Chalmers. Will you sit opposite”
Plumer, of the ruffied plumes, bent his knee for Philips to
slide the chair beneath him. He had an air of having sat at
attended boards before. Philips set out the anchovies and
Ohv‘e‘sGood!"’ barked Plumer; “going io be in courses, is it? Ali
right, jovial ruler of Bagdad, I'm your Scheherczade all the
way to the toothpicks. You're the first Caliph with a genuine
Oriental flavor I've struck since frost. What luck! And 1 was
forty-third in Jine. I finished counting. just as vour welcome




cmissany arrived to bid me to the feast. 1 had about as much
chance of getting a bed to-night as I have of being the ney;
President. How will you have the sad storv of my life, Mr. 4}
Raschid - a chapter with each course or the whole edition with
the cigars and coffee?”

“The situation does not scem a nove! one to vou,” said
Chalmers with a smile.

“By the chin whiskers of the prophet - no!” answered the
guest. “New York’s as full of cheap Haroun al Raschids as
Bagdad is of fleas. Pve been held up for my story with a
loaded meal pointed at my head twenty times. Catch anvbody
in New York giving something for nothing! They spell
curiosity and charity with the same set of building blocks. Lots
of ‘em will stake you to a dime and chop-suey; and a few of
‘em will play Caliph to the tune of a top sirloin; but every one
of “em will stand over you till they screw your autobiography
out of you with foot notes, appendix and unpublished
fragments. Oh, I know what to do when I see victuals coming
toward me in little old Bagdad-on-the-Subway. I strike the
asphalt three times with my forehead and get ready to spiel
vams for my supper. I claim descent from the latc Tomms
Tucker. who was forced to hand out vocal harmony for his pre-
digested wheaterina and spoopju "

“I do not ask vour story,” said Chalmers. 1 tell vou frankly
that it was a sudden whim that prompted me to send for some
stranger to dinc with me. I assure you vou will not suffer
through any curiosity of mine.”

“Oh, fudge!” exclaimed the guest, enthusiastically tackling
his soup; “I don’t mind it a bit I'm a regular Oriental
magazine with a rcd cover and the leaves cut when the Caliph
walks abroad. In fact, we fellows in the bed line have a sort of
union rate for things of this sort. Somebody s always stopping
and wanting to know what brought us down so low in the
world. For a sandwich and a glass of beer I tell ‘em that drink
did it. For corned beef and cabbage and a cup of coffee I give
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= hs-in-the-hospital-
hard-hearted-landiord - six mont -
A sirloin steak and a quarter for a bed gets the

em the harc
]\:[s:j-i‘(;l:r:;rtyfagedy of the swept-away fortune and the gradual

is 1 is kind I've stumbled

escen! s is the first spread of th1§ kind
e ]Talven’t got a story to fit it. I'll teli you what, Mr
lmlmclfs I'm going to teli vou the truth for this, if you'll
gstm to i’t, 1t’11 be harder for you to believe than the made-up

ORCSAD hour later the Arabian guest lay back with a sigh of
satisfaction while Phillips brought the coffee and cigars and

eared the table. ) )
o «Did you ever hear of Sherrard Plumer?” he asked, with a

gm“)‘ﬁ;:::i:er the name”, said Chalmfers, “He was a painter,

i deal of prominence a few years ago
I‘m?‘!l(-"i\?i is:rf” said ﬂfc guest. “Then | went down lik{: a
chunk of Jead. I'm Sherrard Plumer! I sold the last portrait [
painted for $ 2,000. Afier that I couldn’t have found a sitter for
: ya‘:;h‘::t:: the trouble?” Chalmers could not resist asking

“Funny thing,” answered Plumer, grir_nly. “Never quite
understood it myself. For a while I swam like a cork. I broke
into the swell crowd and got commissions right and left. The
newspapers called me a fashionable pa_inter. Thgn the funny
things began to happen. Whenever I finished a picture people
would come to see it, and whisper and look queerly at one
anofge:oon found out what the trouble was. I had a knack of
bringing out in the face of a portrait the hidden character of the
original. I don’t know how I did it - I painted what I saw — but
I know it did me. Some of my sitters were fearfully enraged
and refused their pictures. I painted the portrait qf a very
beautiful and popular society dame. When it was ﬁmshcd her
husband looked at it with a peculiar expression on his face. and
the next week he sucd for divorce.

L3




“I remember one case of a prominent banker who sar o
mc. Whilc I had his portrait on exhibition in my studio an
acquaintance of his came in to look at it. “Bless me,’ says he,
“does he really ook like that? I toid him it was considered a
faithful likeness. ‘I never noticed that expression about his
eves before,” said he: I think 'l drop downtown and change
my bank account.” He did drop down, but the bank account
was gone and so was Mr. Banker.

“It wasn’t long till they put me out of business. People
don’t want their secret meanness shown up in a picture. They
can smile and twist their own faces and deceive vou, but the
picture can't. 1 couldn’t get an order for another picture, and f
had to give up. I worked as a newspaper artist for a while, and
then for a lithographer, but my work with them got me into the
same trouble. If [ drew from a photograph my drawing showed
up characteristics and expressions that vou couldn’t find in the
photo. but 1 guess they were in the original, all right. The
customers raised lively rows, especially the women, and |
never could hold a job long. So I began to rest my weary head
upon the breast of Old Booze for comfort. And pretty soon ]
was in the free-bed line and doing oral fiction for hand-outs
among the food bazaars. Does the truthful statement weary
thee, O Caliph? I can tum on the Wall Street disaster stop if
vou prefer, but that requires a tear. and I'm afraid [ can’t hustle
one up after that good dinner.”

“No, no,” said Chalmers, carestly, “you interest me very
much. Did alf of your portraits reveal some unpleasant trait, or
were there some that did not suffer from the ordeal of your
peculiar brush?”

“Some? Yes,” said Plumer. “Children generally, a good
many women and a sufficient number of men. All people
aren’t bad, vou know. When they were all right the pictures

were all right. As I said, [ don’t explain it. but I'm telling vou
facts.”

* writing-table lay the photograpb that he had
Qn C(l: ﬁ:ﬂ:‘: u\l the fg‘oreign m§ail. Ten minutes later he had
e at work 'ma.king a sketch from it in pastels. At the f:nd
Phlmct:our the artist rose and stretched wearily. “It’s r;lonc, “he
Ofaned “You‘ll excuse me for being so long. I got interested
yawn ob Lordy! But I'm tired. No bed last night, you know.
gl.?sesjit’li have to be good-night now, O Commandeer of the
Fm%gﬂal!:ners went as far as the door with him and slipped
som‘?Ob}lx]'li’lllln;l‘:c}s‘:::gsaid Plumer. “All that’s included in the
fall ’rhan_ks And for the very good dinner. | sball sle_cp on the
Mers to-night and dream of Bagdad. I hope it won’t tun';lout
to be a dream in the morning. Farewell, most excellent
T -
Cahxl;am Chalmers paced restlessly upon his rug. But his b::r
lay as far from the table whereon lay the pastel sketch as ; e
room would permit. Twice, thrice, he tried to approach 1t. but
failed. He could see the dun and gold apd brown of the cqlor’s:
but there was a wall about it built by his fears that kept him at
a distance. He sat down and tried to calm himself. He sprang
hilips. )
* a‘n”lqbrea:;giiorapyouelg artist in this building.” he >:sald - a
Mr.Reineman — do you know which is his apartment?’

“Top floor, front, sir,” said Philips‘. ] .

“Go up and ask him to favor me with his presence here for
: feryMTnl‘llz:éman,” said he, “there is a little pastel sketrfhlon
yonder table. [ would be glad if you will giye me your opinion
of it as to its artistic merits and as a picture.”

The young artist advanced to the table and took up the
sketch. Chalmers half turned away, leaning upon the back of a
chair.

“How - do ~ you find it?” he asked, slowly.




“As a drawing.” said the artist. “1 can't praise it cnough
It’s the work of @ master - bold and fine and truc. It puzzies
me a little: T haven’t seen any pastel work near as good n
years.”

“The face, man - the subject - the original what would y o
say of that?”

“The face,” said Reineman, “is the face of onc of God's
own angels. May I ask who -

“My wife!” shouted Chatmers, wheeling and pouncing
upon the astonished artist, gripping his hand and pounding hig
back. “She is traveling in Europe. Take that sketch, boy. and
paint the picture of vour life from it and leave the price to me.™

Questions for further discussion
Plot structure, Narrative method, Message

1 Does the title of the Story serve as a means of
foreshadowing or focus the reader's attention on the most
relevant characters or details?

2 Does the plot contain all the components of the plot
structure?

3 Is the setting described only in the exposition or does it
accompany the main event of the story? Is it important for
conveving the message?

4 What is the messagc of the story? How is it conveyed?

5 Does the message penetrate all the elements of the ston
What are the implications?

6 Is the story told by the omniscient or by the observer-
author?

7 Is the author involved or detached? Provide evidence.

8 What role do the dialogues play in the story?

9 How does the narrative method affect the language of the

story and the scquencing of the events?

10 What is the main conflict of the stonv? How is it
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i 1 it rev | state of
i 11 What is the climax? Does it reveal the emotional state o

the main charactes?
Character-Images, Style

1 What means of characterization does lhe author employ?
2 Are the characters real and convincing? Supply some
idence o SUppOIt YOUF View.
ewd3 What purpose do the minor characters sprvc?

4 Does irony help to reveal the contradlmon_s between )
what people (or things) seem to be and what their real nature is
like? Do you think that portraits can reveal the real naturc of

erson? ] )

: p5 Does the narrator intend to establish an intimate
e N
relationship with the reader” .
6 How would you characterize the style? What is the
prevailing tone of the story?

Text 6

As you read the story, think of the answers to the
foltowing questions:

1 What was the mystery of Christine’s past? Why was she
50 much ashamed of her past?

2 In what relations were Christine and Anna?

3 What happened to Anna’s father?

4 Was Christine sorry for what had happened on the night
of Anna’s birth? What did she do to be forgiven? '

5 What helped Anna to retum ta life? What werc the family
symbols?

6 What is the author s attitude to Christine?
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The Christmas Miracle

Rachel Baker

Anna was tired of being treated like a child. Her mother
didn’t seem to know the difference between six and sixtecn
Christine, Anna’s mother, was tired of being treated like the
enemy. Why couldn’t Anna understand that all she wanted was
for her daughter to not experience the pain and heartache she
had gone through? Of course, she was too ashamed to tell
Anna about her past. Friday night had rolled around again and
Anna and Christine were decorating the Christmas tree and
arguing about curfew... again.

‘:Mom! You are so old fashioned. My friends stay out untii
one.

“Can | ask you a question?” Christine said. “What do vou
do until one o’clock in the morning? You're not old enougl:L to
g0 to clubs, you can’t drink. you can barelv ¢ven drive...”

“We hang out. Either at the coffec shop or other kids
houses.” Anna interrupted

“Are thetr parents home?” Christine asked.

“Not atways. Most of the time though ™

“Well,” Christine said, “at least vou're honest with me "

After a moment of hesitation she added, “I've just
c_xperiqnced some things I don’t want you to go through, but
I'm going to trust you. You can stay out until one tonightl but
absolutely no later! I want vour butt in bed at 1:05. That gives
vou five minutes to get into the house and get in bed.” -

“Thanks Mom! You’rc the greatest!” she said, giving her
mom a hug. Anna didn’t give a second thought to her mom’s
past. She assumed she was talking about having a child at
cighteen. Well, Mom doesn’'t have anything to worry about
she thought. I can’t even find a guy Pm interested in dzitmg. i

Anna’s best friend, Daphne, was in the drivewav at 9:30
pm honking on the horn as usual ’

«Can’t that girl ever come in and say helio?” Christinc said
Anna walked into the room
«p]] be home at one,” Anna said. ignoring her mother’s

q,,.stion.

«Thanks again, Mom. 1 love you.” She leaned over and
kissed her mom on the cheek.

“q love you, too. Have fun.” Anna practicaily ran out the
front door. She’s so full of life and energy. Christine thought.
And ] am not going to sit around all night worrying about her.
She popped a movie in and setticd down on the couch. looking
forward to a quiet, relaxing evening at home

Anna hopped into the passenger side of Daphne’s car with a
huge grin on her face

“What are you so happy about?” Daphne asked.

“Guess who got her curfew cxtended?”

“You didn’t! So did I'” They screamed together the way
teenage girls do.

“So, what are we doing tonight?” Anna asked.

“Ethan is having a party. His parents are out of town.”

“Cool!” Anna leaned over and tumed the radio up. Their
favorite song was plaving. The two girls belted out every word
on the top of their lungs.

Christine had put in a second movie and was finally getting
1o it when the phone rang. She paused the movie and grabbed
the cordless phone off the coffec table “Hello?..Oh MY
GOD!!.., Nott... I'l} be right there.”

Christine pulled up in front of County General Hospital.
She’d made it there in record time. This isn’t right, she thought
as she parked her car and headed for the entrance. I should be
coming here for work like I do every day. not to see a patient,
not to see my daughter. She rushed up to the nurse’s station
totally unaware of the tears streaming down her face.

“Can vou tell me where they have Anna Fair, plcase?”

“She’s in Rm. 105. Are you her mother?” Christine was
headed for the double doors that lead to the ER. “Wait a




second. You can't go in there!” Christine flashed her stafp
badge and didn’t cven turn around. She entered Rm. 105 with
her heart in her throat. A nurse was leaning over 4 hean
monitor, adjusting the controls. Christine glanced at her
daughter. A pale faced, little girl with a bandage on her heag
laid there in a bed that locked ten times too big for her body
Christine felt her knees give out. A couple of moments later.
Christine opened her eyes and tried to remember where she
was. Then she saw Anna and it all rushed back to her. The ER
nurse on duty tumed around when she heard Anna stir.

“I'm so sorry, Christine.” It was her good friend, Gabriclle

“How is she? What's wrong with her?” Christine tried to
stand and felt dizzy, so she sat back down. “What happened?”

“They were hit by a drunk driver He died on impact
Daphne has a couple of broken bones, but otherwise she's
okay. Amna’s in an induced coma. The other car hit the
passenger side. Anna was swelling in her brain. Dr. Harland
induced the coma to try and bring the swelling down.”

“Oh, my God,” Chnistine sat silent for a moment. “So.
what’s supposed to happen now?”

“We wait.” Gabrielle walked over and gave Christine a
long hug. The two women cried on each other’s shoulders.

“The doctor will be in in a minute to talk with you, I'm
praying for her, Chris.”

When Gabriclle had left the room, Christine puiled a chair
close to her daughter’s bed and held her hand.

T love you so much, baby.” She squeezed her hand three
times, their family symbol for ‘I love you™. Then she put her
head down on the bed and wept. She sat up suddenly when she
thought she felt three squeezes back. She did agamn. There was
no response this time, but she knew she had felt it. “I'm right
here, baby. Wake up. Wake up, please, wake up.”

Christine spent every waking moment with Anna for the
next two weeks. Talking to her, singing to her, praving for her.
and crving for her. It was Christmas Evc and Christine had

iij ted Anna’s room with lights and a minia‘lure tree. She
on the radio and tuncd into a station playing Christmas
s. She sat down in the chair next to Anna’s b.ed “I need to
, something, honey,” she began. “T was eighteen and 9
onths pregnant with you. It was 10:00 at night when [ started
pavieg labor pains. My boyfricnd, your father, ‘ had bgen
drinking, as always. 1 woke him up to _let him know it was time
to go to the hospital. He’d been sleeping for a gouple of h_ours
so ] assumed he'd slept off his buzz. I asked him anyway. ];l)ef
<aid he'd never do anything to put our family in glanger,
course, ] was thinking, except your drinking every night
We got alt our stuff together and headed for the hospital !t
was dark and rainy and the roads were S!lppel’y Not that tha‘t s
an excuse. I told you the truth when I said that vour father died
before you were born. We were in an acgldeut that night. He
hit another car head on when he swerved into the wrong lane.
i e other driver.” )
e lggfi‘:tﬁe was erving so hard she was barely able to finish
e s‘f(;?)ur father was killed as well. The cops and ambulances
showed up and they rushed me to the hospital. You were born'
two hours later. I've never had a better or worse night in my
‘life. You entered it and I lost your fathq . I've never been able
to get over the guilt I've felt for that night. The other drlvgr
was a young mother with a baby. Thank God, the bfaby wasn't
with her. 1 still send apology letters to that woman's husband.
He’s never answered me, but I believe Goq forgave me. He
gave me you. And now... here you are, lymg here. Hit by a
drunk driver. Why couldn’t it have been anything else. anyone
else”” Christine was worn out. She'd never told her daughter
that story. She’d always felt too ashamed. Tt had felt good to
let it out. She put her head down on the bed. Her tears were
gone for now. Al that was left to do was to pray. She held her
babv’s hand and squeezed it three times.




“l... love...you..too, Mom,” Anna answered Christine
looked up, amazed. God had once again answered her pravers,
He did care about her

“Oh. Anna. You're awake, Oh, baby. 1 was so scared!”

“I'm okay, Mom.” she answered quictly. “T'm so sorry. |
didn’t mean to get in an accident.”

“Oh, honey. it wasn’t vour fault. I love vou so much. |
couldn’t stand the thought of not having vou in my life. Yoy
mean so much to me.”

“Tlove you t0o.” Anna answered. “Mom?””"

“Yeah, sweetie?”

“T think we should move my curfew back to 11:30°
Christine started laughing ...and cryving. She had an amazing
daughter

“Anna, I have so much to tell vou...”

Questions for further discussion:
Plot Structure, Narrative Method

1 Does the title foreshadow the outcome of the events of
the story?

2 How is the story structured? Does the storv contain all
the components of the plot structure?

3 Do the events involve physical movement of events or
psychological, or both”

4 What type of conflict is the plot based on?

5 Are there any cases of presentational sequencing”?

6 What narrative tvpe did Rachel Baker resort to? How
reliable is the narrator?

7 Comment on the author’s skill in writing dialoguc, which
comprises a large part of the story,

8 What is the sciting and its functions? I it related to the
message of the story?

Message, Tonal System

i me and message of the story? What is the
! \:{l;f ;:ets‘;\gd;‘e? Isita dcflmteg solution, raisin% a problem
mosoluﬁon of the problem which is not adequate?
o ;How is the message of the story conveyved? Are there any
of implication in the story? Is it cpnyeyed b\ ‘?arallehsm.
mt, recurrence of events or artistic details? What are
:heys? Are there any symbols in the story? What are ;he_y‘?
4 What is the prevailing tone of the story”? How is 1t
5 HZJW effectively does the author use words which gppcal
tothe reader’s senses — sight, hearing, touch and sﬁmelL .
6 Do the detailed descriptions of the characters’ state o
mind create an impression of truth?

Text 7

As you read the story, think of the answers to the
following questions:

1 What does the fable of La Fontaine teach? What is its
4 P

mm;lWhy did the narrator find it difficult to reconmli with
himseif to the lesson? Is it common for the human natu:e. ,

3 What did the narrator of the story seek to express? Why?

4 Why did Tom leave his family and his office? )

5 Why was it difficult for Tom’s friends to refuse a loan”
Did he return it? )

6 Do you think it was fair that Tom beC§me 1j|ch after all
these years of idlencss? Who do vou sympathize with? ,

7 Why did the narrator burst into a shout of laughter when
he learned how Tom had become rich?




The Ant and the Grasshopper
W.S. Maugham

When I was a very small I was made to learn by hear
certain of the fables of La Fontaine, and the moral of each was
carefully explained to me. Among those I lcarnt was The Ant
and the Grasshopper, which is devised to bring home to the
young the useful lesson that in an imperfect world industry is
rewarded and giddiness punished. In this admirable fable (1
apclogize for telling something which everyone is politely, but
inexactly, supposed to know) the ant spends a laborious
summer gathering its winter store, while the grasshopper sits
on the blade of grass singing to the sun. Winter comes and the
ant is comfortably provided for, but the grasshopper has an
empty larder: he goes to the ant and begs for a little food. Then
the ant gives him her classic answer:

“What were you doing in the summer time?*

*Saving your presence, [ sang, 1 sang all day, all night .’

“You sang. Why, then go and dance *

1 do not ascribe it to perversity on my part, but rather to the
inconsequence of childhood, which is deficient in moral sense.
that I could never quite reconcile myself to the lesson. My
sympathies were with the grasshopper and for some time 1
never saw an ant without putting my foot on it. In this
summary (and as I have discovered since. entirely human)
fashion I sought to express my disapproval of prudence and
common sense.

I could not help thinking of this fable when the other day 1
saw George Ramsay lunching by himself in a restaurant. |
never saw anyone wear an expression of such deep gloom. He
was staring into space. He looked as though the burden of the
whole world sat on his shoulders. 1 was sorry for him: 1
suspected at once that his unfortunate brother had been causing
trouble again. [ went up to him and held out my hand.

‘How are vou?" I asked.

" o am not in a hilarious spirtts.” he answered.
" s it Tom again?”

T He sighed.

“ it’ m again o

.“;;,S; 1;;n};0y'ouihuck him? You've done ev ergthug n the
;wrld fro him. You must know by now thal he’s quite

;lfu;)ose every family has a black sheep. Tom had been‘av
sore trial to his for twenty years. He had begun life dc‘cem ¥
enough: he went into business, married, and had two chlldrean
The Ramsays were perfectly respectable people and there m\sl
every Teason to supposc that Tom Ramsay \»Vould have a uscf}\;\‘
and honourable career. But one day. without warning, he
announced that he didn’t like work and he wasn't suited for
marriage. He wanted to enjoy himself. He would listen 10 no
expostulations. He left his wifc and his office. He had a httlef
money and he spent two happy vears n tbe various capitals o
Europe. Rumours of his doings reached his relations _ﬁorrl time
fo time and they were profoundly shocked. He certainly hadlg
very good time. They shook their heads and asked what M»mh
ha;;pen when his money was spent. They soon foundvom. ‘e
borrowed. He was charming and unscrupulous. | have never
met anvone to whom it was more difficult to refusc a loar_n. He
made a steady income from his friends and he made friends
casilv. But he always said that the money you spent on
necessities was boring; the money that was amusing to spend
was the money you spent on lixuries. For t]}xs he dcpcnded‘on
his brother George. He did not waste his charm on him
George was a serious man and msenmblf: 1o such enticerents.
George was respectable. Once or twice he feli toi Tom's
promises of amendment and gave him considerable sumsh in
order that he might make a fresh start. On these Tom bought a
motor-car and some very nicev Jewellery But \-\-helg
circumstances forced George to rcallz_e that his brot}_ler wou!
never settle down and he washed his hands of him, Tom,




without a qualm, began to blackmail him. It was not very nice
for a respectable lawyer to find his brother shaking cocktailg
behind the bar of his favourite restaurant or to sec him waiting
on the box-scat of a taxi outside his club. Tom said that to
serve in a bar or to drive a taxi was a perfectly decem
occupation, but if George could oblige him with a couple of
hundred pounds he didn’t mind for the honour of the family
giving it up. George paid.

Once Tom nearly went to prison. George was terribly
upset. He went into the whole discreditable affair. Really Tom
had gone too far. He had been wild, thoughtless, and selfish,
but he had never before done anything dishonest. by which
George meant illegal; and if he were prosecuted he would
assuredly be convicted. But you cannot atlow your onlv
brother to go to gaol. The man Ton had cheated, a man called
Cronshaw, was vindictive. He was determined to take the
matter into court; he said Tom was a scoundrel and should be
punished. It cost George an infinite deal of trouble and five
hundred pounds to settle the affair. I have never seen him in
such a rage as when he heard that Tom and Cronshaw had
gone off together to Monte Carlo the moment they cashed the
cheque. They spent a happy month there

For twenty years Tom raced and gambled, philandered
with the prettiest girls, danced, ate in the most cxpensive
restaurants and dressed beautifully. He always looked as if he
had just stepped out of a bandbox. Though he was forty-six
vou would never have taken him for more than thirty-five. He
was a most amusing comparnion and though vou knew he was
perfectly worthless you could not but enjoy his society. He had
high spirits, an unfailing gaiety, and incredible charm. 1 never
grudged the contributions he regularly levied on me for the
necessities of his existence. I never lent him fifty pounds
without feeling that I was in his debt. Tom Ramsay knew
cveryone and everyone knew Tom Ramsay. You could not
approve of him, but you could not help liking him

George, only a vear older than his scapegrace brgthe‘;;
sixty. He had never taken morc than a fortnight's

iday in the year for a quarter of a century. He was in his
hotiesy erv m(;ming at nine-thirty and never left il it till six
o evho-nest. industrious, and worthy. He had a good wife.
He v::fm he had never been unfaithful even in thought. and
o wdaughters to whom he was the best of fathers. He madg a
h*rmt of saving a third of his income and his plan was to retire
at fifty-five to 2 little house in the country \jvhere he proposed

cultivate his garden and play golf. His life was blameless.
}u-;g was glad that he was growing old because Tom was
growing old too. He rubbed his hands and said:

qt was all very well when Tom ras Iyoungl; afnd g;ocoac:;

i t he’s only a vear younger than I am. In four ye
L?:(l“l:%g;y He won't find life so easy then. I shall have thirty
thousand pounds by the time I'm fifty. For twenty-ﬂv:e vears
I've said that Tom would cnd in the gutter. And we shall see
how he likes that. We shall see if it really pays best to work or
be idle.” ) .

Poor George! 1 sympathized with him. 'I wondered now as I
sat down beside him what infamous thing Tom had done
George was evidently very much upset. )

‘Do vou know what's happened now?" he asked me.

1 was prepared for the worst. | wondered if Tom had got
into the hands of the police at last. George could hardly bring
himself to speak. -

“You're not going to deny that all my life ¥'ve been
hardworking, decent, respectable. and slra;ghtfom'axjd: After a
life of industry and thrift I can look forward to retiring on a
small income in gilt-edged securitics. I've always fionc my
duty in that statc of life in which it has pleased Providence to
place me.”

“True.”

Poor

Jooked




“And vou can’t deny that Tom has been an idle. w orthless
dissolute. and dishonourable rogue. If there were any justicy
he'd be in the workhouse,”

“True’

George grew red in the face.

‘A few weeks ago he became engaged to woman ol
enough to be his mother. And now she’s died and left him
everything she had. Half a million pounds, a vacht, a house in
London. and a house in the country.”

George Ramsay beat his clenched fist on the table.

“It’s not fair, I tell you, it's not fair. Damn it, it"s not fair,”

I could not help it. 1 burst into a shout of laughter as 1
looked at George’s wrathful face, I rolled in my chair, I very
nearly fell on the floor. George never forgave me. But Tom
often asks me to excellent dirners in his charming house in
Mayfair: and if he occasionally borrows a trifle from me, that
is merely from force of habit. It is never more than a
sovereign,

Questions for discussion
Plot structure, Narrative method, Message

| Does the title foreshadow what is to follow or does it
serve to convey the author’s message? Does it arouse
expectation on the part of the reader? Does the title contribute
to the message of the story?

2 What is the message of the story”? How is it conveyed?

3 What does the digression serve t0? Does it help to
explain the characters and the message of the story?

4 What narrative method is emploved? What does the
author gain by using it?

S What conflict is the plot based on?

6 What time span does the story cover? Dogs the setting
remnforce the characterization or place the reader into a

izable realistic cnvironment? How is it achigved”
7 Does the story contain all the components ‘of‘)ihc plot
cture? What event do the complications begin with
§ What is the climax of the story?
9 s there any denouement?

Character-images

1 What means of characterization are employved bv\"the
writer? How does the image of George contribute to

acterize Tom?

CharZ What are the main features that are accentuated in the
characters? )

3 What traits of Tom's character are rcvealf:d through his
actions? Which of his actions reveal his attitude to Vother
people? Who serves as a foil, Tom or George? What is the
author’s attitude to them? ) -

4 Does the author give a psychological portrayal o
characters and analysis of their motixf:s‘? )

5 What makes the characters lifelike and convineing? R

6 Are the names of the characters a case of antonomasia’

Text 8

While reading the story find the answers to the
following questions:

1 Did the very first event in the storv arouse your
curiosity? o N

2 What made the Meadows happy? Why did they deserve
happiness as the narrator thinks? .

mg What kind of woman was Mrs, Meadows? Why was sk;e

the ouly woman in the family who was called Mrs. McfadO\\s.

4 What was the rcason that George Meadows didn't wam{7
to return home? Where was George Meadows all these vears?




3 What was Mrs. Mcadows never quite sure of?

6 Does the story stimulate the reader’s imagination” Can
you casily imagine or anticipate the cvents w hich preceded or
will follow the return of George?

Home
W. S, Maugham

The farm lay in a hollow among the Somersetshire hills. ap
old- fashioned stone house surrounded by barns and pens ang
out-houses. Over the doorway the date when it was built had
been carved m the clegant figures of the period, 1673, and the
house. grey and weather-beaten, looked as much a part of the
landscape as the trees that sheltered it. An avenue of splendid
elms that would have been the pride of many a squire’s
mansion led from the road to the trim garden. The people who
lived herc were as stolid, sturdy. and unpretentious as the
house; their only boast was that ever since it was built from
father to son in one unbroken line they had been born and died
in it. For three hundred vears they had farmed the surrounding
land. George Meadows was now a man of fifty. and his wife
was a vear or two younger. They were both fine, upstanding
people in the prime of life: and their children, two sons and
three girls, were handsome and strong. Thev had no new-
fangled notions about being gentlemen and ladies; they knew
their place and were proud of it. I have never seen a more
united household. They were merry, industrious, and kindly.
Their life was partriarchal It had a completeness that gave it a
beauty as definite as that of a symphony by Beethoven or a
picture by Titian. They were happy and they deserved their
happiness. But the master of the house was not George
Meadows (not by a long chalk, they said in the village); it was
his mother. She was twice the man her son was, they said. She
was a woman of seventy, tall. upright, and dignified, with grey

hair, and though her face was much wrinkled, her eves werc
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and shrewd. Her word was law in the house and on the
* - but she had humour, and if her rule was despotic it was
kindly. People laughed at her jokes and repeated them.
was a good busincss woman md vou had to get up’ver}
in the morning to best her in a bargain She was a
e . She combined in a rare degree goodwill with an alert
ridiculous.
w?)en:fdﬂali Mrs. George stopped me on my way home. She
all in a flutter. (Her mother-in-law was the only Mrs
w;‘;dows we knew; George’s wife was only known as Mrs.
qe?f&?li;)ever do vou think is coming here toda}y? she asked
ilﬂ ‘Uncle George Meadows. You know. him as was in
‘Why, 1 thought he was cclieadd
9 ought he was dead.

4 IVZ:dallllet:rd gt::c story of Uncle George Mcadows a dozen
tintes, and it had amused me because it had the savour of_an
'#d ballad; it was oddly touching to come across it in real ife.
For Uncle George Meadows and Tom, his vounger brother,
hd both courted Mrs. Meadows when she was Emilyv Green,
jﬁy years and more ago, and when she married Tom, George

’ to sea.
m'%;:: ;:a?d of him on the China coast. For twenty years
now and then he sent them presents; then_ thelfe was ne more
pews of him; when Tom Meadows died his widow wrote and
told him, but received no answer, and at last they came to the
eonclusi;n that he must be dead. But two or three days ago to
their astonishment they had reccived a letter from the matron
of the sailor’s home at Portsmouth. It appeared that fo_r the last
ten years George Meadows. crippled with rheumatism, had
been an inmate and now, feeling that he had not much longer
to live, wanted to see once more the house in which he was
born. Albert Meadows, his great-nephew. had gone over to




Portsmouth in the Ford to fetch him and he was to arrive that
afternoon.

“Just fancy’, said Mrs. George, ‘he’s not been for More
than fifty years. He's never even seen my George, who's fifty.
one next birthday.’ '

*And what does Mrs. Meadows think of it?” [ asked

“Well, you know what she is. She sits there and smiles 1,
herself. All she says is, “He was a good-looking voung felloy
when he lefi, but not so steady as his brother.™ That’s why she
chose my George’s father. “But he’s probably quietened dowy
by now."” she says.”

Mrs. George asked me to look in and see him. With the
simplicity of a2 country woman who had never been further
from her home than London, she thought that because we had
both been in China we must have something in common. Of
course I accepted. I found the whole family assembled when |
arrived; they were sitting in the great old kitchen, with its stone
floor, Mrs. Meadows in her usual chair by the fire, very
upright, and [ was amused to see that she had put on her best
sitk dress, while her son and his wife sat at the table with their
children. On the other side of the fireplace sat an old man,
bunched up in a chair. He was very thin and his skin hung on
his bones like an old suit much too large for him; his face was
wrinkled and yellow and he had lost nearly all his teeth.

1 shook hands with him.

‘Well, I'm glad to see vou've got here safely, Mr
Meadows.” I said.

“Captain,” he corrected

‘He walked here,” Albert, his great-nephew. told me
“When he got to the gate he made me stop the car and said he
wanted to walk.”

‘And mind vou, I've been out of my bed for two vears.
They carried me down and put me in the car. I thought I'd
never walk again, but when I see them ¢lm trees, I remember
my father set a lot of storec by them elm trees, I felt 1 could
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alked down that drive fifty-two years ago when 1
:N:; and now 1've walked back again
ot & it,” sai Meadows
g aid Mrs. -
‘Sl,lly, ! c:l‘lt:‘t:, gi)od. 1 feel better.a.m_i stronger than I have
' - sy::: 1’1l see you out yet, Emily.
for 21 .

3 100 sure,” she answered. e
‘Dmty:e“:z one had called Mrs. Meadol:\s bzh rsghﬁx;:;
nn‘:“ <on. 1t gave me a little shock, as f

g geml; libegm' with her. She looked at hm(; w;tt:
dv:zzle in her eyes and he, talking kto th;:,e l%‘m:kx::se\zw k
$ It was strange to look a L ;
ig toothl ms.
s fSivﬁi had not seen one another for half e:l cl::;tuarn\d
- peop(hfnk that all that long time ago he had 10\/‘(): e
e ed another, 1 wondered if they rememberd o
b k;':lt then and what they had said to one ang]ta A éld
= ha:d if it seemed to him sirange NOW that fo{ at o
" ‘woman he bad left the home of his fathers. his
imheritance, and lived an exile’s Iife. o7 Laskodl
¢ ‘Have ,ou ever been married, Capmn M v h iy
‘Not ni,e > he said, in his quavenng voice, with a gnn.
SAOW ¥ } about women for that. .
) \"l'ht:’l::;at you say,” retorted Mrs Meadm;;s, lf :’}\? dtrﬁx:;
. known I shouldn’t be surprised Eo"hx;ar as how v 4
dves in your day.
adogqrébﬁkb‘;;:k in China, Emily, you onght to know
t, they re yellow.” i
‘P?her::';mthal’sywhy you've got so ygllow you}self, ‘When
- saw you, I said to myself, why, he’sbg:t J::nén‘f:h —
1 said ’d never marry anyone but you, \A
have.’
He said this not with pathos or res
statement of fact, as a man might say,
miles and T've done it.” There was a trace

speech.

cntment, but as a mere
1 said I'd walk uyemy
of satisfaction in the
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‘Well. vou might have regretted it if vou had. she

answered.

Ftalked a little with the old man about China

‘There’s not a port in China that I don’t know better thay
vou know your coat pocket. Where a ship can go I've beey \
could keep you sitting here all dav long for six months and noy
tell you haif the things I've seen in my day

‘Well, one thing vou’ve not done, George, as far as I can
see,” said Mrs. Meadows, the mocking but not unkindly smye
still in her eyes. “and that’s to make a fortune *

‘I'm not one to save money. Make it and spend it: that'
my motto. But one thing I can say for myself: if I had the
chance of going through my life again I'd take it. And there's
not many as’ll say that.’

“No, indeed,” I said.

I looked at him with admiration and respect. He was 2
toothless, crippled. penniless old man, but he had made a
success of life, for he had enjoyed it. When I left him he asked
me to come and see him again next day. If | was interested in
China he would tell me all the stories I wanted to hear

Next morning I thought I would go and ask if the old man
would ltke to see me. I strolled down the magnificent avenuce
of elm trees and when I came to the garden saw Mrs. Meadows
picking flowers. 1 bade her good morning and she raised
herself. She had a huge armful of white flowers. I glanced at
the house and I saw that the blinds were drawn: 1 was
surpnised, for Mrs. Meadows liked the sunshine.

“Time enough to live in the dark when vou're buried,” she
always said

“How’s Captain Mcadows?” [ asked her,

‘He always was a harum-scarum fellow,” she answered
‘When Lizzie took him a cup of tea this morning she found he

was dead.”

‘Dead?
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: in hi cas j heses flowers to
@ ied in his sleep. | was just picking t
, Ye:’]’lve[?zor; Well, I'm glad he died in that old house. It

. » means a lot to them Meadows to do that.”

1 of difficulty in persuading him to
ﬁeidhagl‘emg;iggl)gegc?o <3Lhem of all the things that had
w:ed fo him in his long life. He was happy to be back 1’n

- old home. He was proud that he had walked up thve‘d.mc
B ¢ assistance, and he boasted that he would lne‘ for
Wﬁﬁ:; twenty vears. But fate had been kind: death had written
:hne full-stop in the right place. ol

Mrs. Meadows smelt the white flowers that she he

a“.nf\ﬁ’ell I'm glad he came back.” she said. ‘Aﬁer 1 marricd
Tom Mea;dows and George went away, the fact is T was never
quite sure that I'd married the right one

Questions for further discussion

Plot structure and Tone

1 What role does the title of the story play?

i i - based on?
2 What is the main conflict the storyt B )
3 Where is the story set? Does it belp to cvoke the

; i
© pecessary atmosphere or to reinforce characterization’

3 ¢ of the story?

4 What event serves to be the climax 2 )

5 Is there any denoucment? Does it stimulate the reader to
draw his own conclusions and make his 0‘\1\11 J;xdgemen( of

i i reen them?

the Mcadows and relationships between

6 What is the message of the story? Does the prove}rlb
“There is no place like home™ convey the message of the
story? o

1’21 What means of conveving the message are used in the
story?
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8 What is the prevailing tone? Is it dramatic or
‘What is the irony of the end of the storv? What are the indiceg
of the tone?

9 What narrative type did W.S. Maugham resort to? Dogg
the author penetrate into the mind of the protagonist and
describe psychological changes that motivate his actions?

Character-Images

1 Who is the protagonist in the story?

2 What means of characterization are used to create the
image of George Mcadows and Mrs. Meadows?

3 Who serves as a foil to George Meadows?

4 What features of George’s character are revealed through
his actions?

5 What role do all other characters play? Can they be
treated as a means of characterizing of the protagonist?

Text 9

While reading the story find the answers to the
following questions:

1 What is your attitude to Harold Krebs? Do vou approve of
his behaviour?

2 Why did Krebs tell lies? Did he change after the war?

3 What is the reason that Krebs became so indifferent even
to girls?

4 How was he treated by his relatives and parents? Did
Krebs really mean that he didn’t love anybody even his
mother?

5 Why does the author resort to religion?

6 What did Krebs really leamn about the war after reading a
book on the war? What do vou think?

ironjey

. er’ me
igoldier’s Ho E. Hemingway

ebs went to the war from a Me;hodist college in Kansgs‘

is a picture which shows him among hls fraternity
ers, all of them wearing exactly the same h»mght and style
tar }-ie enlisted in the Marines in 191’_/ and did not return to
:e Uﬁited States until the second division returned from the

i summoer of 1919 )

w']?h:fi’: a picture which shows himr on the Rhine with two
German girls and another corporal. Krebs and the corporal
fook too big for their uniforms. The Gemm girls are not
beautiful. The Rhine does not show in the picture.

By the time Krebs returned to his home town in Oklahoma
the greeting of heroes was over. He came back much too late.
The men from the town who had been drafted had all been
welcomed elaborately on their retum. Thgre had been a great
‘deal of hysteria. Now the reaction had set in. Peopl§ seemed to
think it was rather ridiculous for Krebs to be getting back so

er the war was over )

WZA};C;TISS: %rebs_. who had been at Belleau Wood, Soisssons,
the Champagne. St. Mihiei and in the Argonne did not want to
talk about the war at all. Later he felt the need to talk but no
one wanted to hear about it. His town had heard too many
atrocity stories to be thrilled by actualities. Krebs found that to
be listened to at all he had to lie, and after he had done thls
twice he, too, had a reaction against the war and against ta_lkmg
about it. A distaste for everything that had happened to hxm in
the war set in because of the lies he had told. All of the times
that had been able to make him feel cool and clear inside
himself when he thought of them: the times so long back when
he had done the one thing. the only thing for a man to do.
easily and namurally, when he might have done something clse.
now lost their cool. valuable quality and then were lost
themselves
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EBbie CT0BA: MeTox KOHTPOJIS, TOKYMEHTA/IBHbL} Kopguca H JBCIATENBHOCTH ayamTop
" bopmankHas nmposepxa, apupMeTHYECKAs IpoBepKa, JKCTEpTHAN | "

o MHOFOM 32~
JIOTMMECKaA NPOBEPKa, 3KOHOMHYECKas TIpoBepKa, HOPMATHBHO- [T - - 0CTD ay/ATOPCKO-PEBU3HOHHOR paboTel B;:;ymmoro X
VPOBEPKA, BCTPESHAs MPOBEPKE, KOHTPONLHOE cnvenue, obparaay, T 3HAHNS METOZIOB TIPOBEPKH, HO M OT nl;deronm ‘HoKy-
Ky/UIHs, OLEHKA OKYMEHTOB 0 KOPPECHOH/UDYIONTAM CHETam, ayBcHT 1o WERKO CTABNICHHBIMH 33/1a4aMHA.

¢ To G
COOTRETCTBHH UYHOM COYETAHHH, H
UeCKas MpoBepka, CpaBHeHve, HHBERTAPH3aUMs, OCMOTP, o6cen R, HPHMEHSIOT HE TOLKO B Pa3iU1HO >
OOBeKTa, " KOHTPOMBHEIH 3anycK g

" e ¢ Jornye-
CHPEA B APOM3BONCTRO, NaGopa gt MeTONIaMH (AKTHSECKOM MPOBEPKH, 2 TAIOK
AHAIH3, KOHTPOJIbHBI OGMep, KOHTPONBHbie AIPOBEpPKH. re

i 3 i. Kpome Toro,

0-x03aiCTBEHHEN cHTyaumi. Kp -

W lgnr:r:;ro:xe CACIMATLHBIE METO/Tb [UTS SKOHOMHYE
Jlexnan 5. METOAYECKHE IIPHEMBI IIPOBE XEHHs : -
PEBU3NM H PEAJM3YIOINE MX KOBT POJBHO- oro seile:

cOOCTBYeT JOCTH-
HHb AYP ~YRalidoe eHue METONOR Ha TIPAKTHKE CTIOC
T RO : HH:: Pesy STATOS B BUIONHCHWH ayJTODaMH CROHX

PeUreH it o perU3sH oCyIye,

1. Otwas XBDAKTEPHCTHKA METONOB KOHTPOIIA 1 HeoBx0aMo
HOTyHeHHS AOKA3ATENBCTE B NpOLEces ero NPOBEACHMS.

5 = ; . 0 KOHYPOJIA
2. Crioco6st 1 MpyEMBI 1oKyMEHTATHOTG KOHTPOJIS. 2. Cililiglia  TexnRUCCKNE HPAEMB! JOKYMEBTATLHOT! P
3. CriocoBt u npugmsi DaxTHYECKOTO KOHTPOS,

Kiwnan xossficrsoMman Orepals odopMIIeTca commﬂ?;:.
¢-00OCHOBBIBAIOTCA 3aIIMCH B PErUCTPax.
MR HBYMCHTAMH, FMH K ! A B Gyxramrep-
OO H: aRATHTHYeCKOro yuéra. Ha 0cHOBS pernceTpo Tloatomy
*Koro Yadva cocrannsrorcs Gyxrarepckuii HaaHe K OTIETHOCTD. pan
11 ot JIOCTOBEPHOCTH COBEPINEHHBIX xo’ss{iicme}ﬂ{b;x H‘_;MOI; npoj
Tepmun «vetom» ospauaer COBOKYIHOCTb IIPHEMOR TpYZa B “ipexe seero, TPHGETAIOT K HCTIOB30BAHMIO METOIMMYECKHX gm
60 06acTH, cnoco6 nocTinkenus Kaxod-To e CyniecTsyior pasepan Rexymerrror i sanmcefi & permcTpax GyxranTepexoro y4 CiepBEHON
HBIE PHEMBI, XAPAKTEPHKIE A5 CHeUHANHCTOR PasHbIX obnacredt 3HY Bes Bcnonszosanms MeromEeckiX TpHEMOE nponepkﬂax ”psyxran-
KOTOPEIMH MOIYT HONB30BATECS poBH3OpPE! K AYAMTOPBI, IpUMEHT MOKynee DPOM3REACHHBIX 3aMuceit B YIETHBIX PETHCTP:
3aBHCHMOCTH OT TIOCTaBICHHOH 3afauy. 3HaHue cretmduky jeaTesH

1. Obman XAPAKTEPACTAKA METOR0B KOBTDO/IS B HEOGX0AHMO!
TIOYEHHS JOKA3ATE/ILCTE B Hponecee ero nposexenHs




have them all the 1ime, that he could not go to sleep Withgy,
them

That was all a lie. It was all a lie both ways. You did oy

i nced a girl unless vou thought about them. He leamed that iy

the army. Then sooner or later you always got one. When 1q,

were really ripe for a girl vou always got onc. You did ny

have to think about it. Sooner or later it would come. He haq

learned that in the army.

I Now he would have liked a girl if she had come to him ang
not wanted to talk. But here at home it was all too complicated
He knew he could never get through it all again. It was not
worth the trouble. That was the thing about French girls ang
German girls. There was not all this talking. You couldn’t talk
much and you did not need to talk, It was simple and you were
friends. He thought about France and then he began to think
about Germany. On the whole he had liked Germany better,
He did not want to Icave Germany. He did not want to come
home. Still, he had come home. He sat on the front porch.

He liked the girls that were walking along the other side of
the street. He liked the look of them much better than the
French girls or the German girls. But the world they were in
was not the world he was in. He would like to have one of
them. But it was not worth it. They were such a nice pattern
He liked the pattern. It was exciting. But he would not go
through all the talking. He did not want one bad!y enough. He
liked to look at them all, though. It was not worth it. Not now
when things were getting good again.
He sat there on the porch reading a book on the war. It was

a history and he was reading about all the cngagements he had
been in. It was the most interesting reading he had ever done
Hce wished there were more maps. He looked forward with a
good feeling to reading all the really good histories when they
would come out with good detail maps. Now he was really
learning about the war. He had been a good soldier. That made
a difference

i ¢ > h his
ing after he had been home about a mont
: e i o his bedroom and sat on the bed. She
«f had a talk with your father last night, Harold.” she said.
: is wi y in the evenings.”
illing for you to take the car out n 1 ¢ )
ﬁn?qh;;”“' said Krebs. who was not fully awake. ~Take the
7 Yeah?” ]
S‘““’[tg;,s Your father has felt for some time that you shou_ld be
to tAke the car out in the evenings whenever you wished
i ight.”
we only talked it over lzla_st’mg
s «’li bet you made him,” Krebs Sa}ld‘
“No. It was vour father’s suggestion that we talk the matter
. i im, in bed
“Yeah. I'll bet vou made him, “Krebs sat up i bed.
«will vou come down to breakfast. Harold”?” his mother
said. ) 5
“As soon as I get my clothes on, Krebs sai
His mother went out of the roorn and he could hear her
frying something downstairs while he washed, shaved ‘and
dressed to go down into the dining-room for breal‘cfast‘ While
-he was eating breakfast his sister brought in the mail.
" “yyell, Hare.” she said. “You old sleepy-head. What do
ou ever get up for?” )
¢ Krebsg looiz:d at her. He liked her. She was his best sister.

“Have vou got the paper?” he asked.

She handed him The Kansas City Star apd he shucked off it
brown wrapper and opened it to the sporting page. He fo}l‘dlfﬁ
The Star open and propped it against the water pitcher with hus
cereal dish to steady it so he could read while he ate. N

“Harold™ his mother stood in the kitchen doorway.
“Harold, please don't muss up the paper. Your father can’t
read his Star if it’s been mussec(li,

“I don't muss it,” Krebs said. o

His sister sat down at the table and watched him while he

read




“We're playing indoor over at school this afternoon *
said, “I'm going to pitch,” - she
"Good,‘:sa.id Krebs. “How’s the old wing?”

1 can pitch better than lots of the boss. I tell them

taught me. The other girls aren’t much good.”

‘fYcah'.’" said Krebs.

“1 tell them you're my beau. Aren’t you my beau. Hare?™

“You bet.” ’ )

“Couldn’t your brother really be vour beau j

] \ 3 t be
he’s your brother”” Just becae

“Idon’t know.”

“Sure you know. Couldn’t you be my beau, Hare, if | Wwa
old enough and if vou wanted to?” *

“Sure. You’re my girl now.”

“Am I really vour girl?”

“Sure.”

“Do vou love me?”

“Uh, huh.”

“Will you come over and watch me piay indoor?”

“Maybe.” ’

“Aw. Hare, you don’t love me. If you loved me. vou'd
want to come over and watch me play indoor.” '

) Krebs's mot‘her came into the dining-room from the
kitchen. She carricd a plate with two fried eggs and some crisp
bacqn on it and a plate of buckwheat cakes.

'Ycz}x run along, Helen,” she said. “l want to talk to
Harold.”

She put .the eggs and bacon down in front of him and
brought in a jug of maple syrup for the buckwheat cakes, Then
she sat dqvm across the table from Krebs.

d"l wish vou’d put down the paper a minute, Harold.” she
sai

Krebs took doxyn the paper and folded it.

‘ “Have you decided what you are going to do vet, Harold””
his mother said, taking off her glasses T

all o,

o, said Krebs
on't vou think it’s about time?” His mother did not say
) 3 mCan way. She seemed worried.
e hadn't thought about it,” Krebs said.
has some work for every one to do,” his mother said

can be no idle hands in His Kingdom.™
«f am not in His Kingdom,” Krebs said.
*" «we are all of us in His Kingdom.”

Krebs felt embarrassed and resentful as always.
«pve worried about you so much. Harold,” his mother
weot o ] know the temptations you must have been exposed

I know how weak men are. 1 know what vour own dear

andfather, my own father, told us about the Civil War and 1
~e prayed for you. I pray for you ali day long, Harold.”
. Krebs looked at the bacon fat hardening on his plate.
* wyour father is worried, t00,” his mother went on. “He
ks you have lost your ambition, that you haven’t got a
ite aim in life. Charley Simmons, who is just your age,
a good job and is going to be married. The boys are all
ding down; they re all determined to get somewhere; you
see that bovs like Charley Simmons are on their way to
g really a credit to the community.”
Kiebs said nothing.
“PDon’t look that way, Harold,” his mother sad, “You
we love you and I want to telt you for your own good
matters stand. Your father does not want to hamper your
edom. He thinks vou should be allowed to drive the car. If
“¥ou want 10 take some of the nice girls out riding with you, we
S3re only too pleased. We want vou to enjoy vourself. But you
“are going to have to settle down to work, Harold. Your father
‘doesn’t care what you start in at. All work is honorable as he
says. But vou've got to make a start at something. He asked
me to speak to you this morning and then vou can stop in and
see him at his office.”

“[s that all?” Krebs said




“Yes. Don’t you love yvour mother, dear boy?™
“No.™ Krebs said.
His mother fooked at him across the table. Her ¢
shiny. She started crying
“Tdon’t love anybody,” Krebs said
It wasn't any good. He couldn’t tell her, he couldnt mak,
her see it. It was silly to have said it. He had only hurt her He
went over and took hold of her arm, She was crying with he,
head in her hands.
“I didn’t mean it,” he said. “I was Just angry at something
I'didn’t mean I didn’t love you.”
His mother went on crving. Krebs put his arm on he
shoulder
“Can’t you believe me, mother?”
His mother shook her head
“Please, please. mother. Please believe me.”
“All right.” his mother said chokily. She looked up at him,
“I believe you, Harold.”
Krebs kissed her hair. She put her face up to him.
“I'm your mother,” she said. “] held YOu next to my heart
when you were a tiny baby.”
Krebs felt sick and vaguely nauseated.
“I know. Mummy,” he said. *“T'Hl trv and be a good boy for
vou.
“Would you kneel and pray with me. Harold?" his mother
asked.
They knelt down beside the dining-room table and Krebs's
mother prayed
“Now, vou pray, Harold,” she said
“I can’t,” Krebs said.
“Try. Harold.”
“Tecant”
“Do you want me to pray for you?”
“Yes.”

VCS ere
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i r praved for him and then they stood up and
:il:s:ioﬁi nxl)otl}er and went out of" the house. He h::df
oo to keep his lifc from being comphcated. Still, none o‘
’ ’owuched him. He had felt sorry for his mother and she
y e him lie. He would go to Kansas City and get a job
§ she would feel all right about it. There would be one more
maybe before he got away. He would not go do\m 0 his
s office. He would miss that one. He wanted his life Vto

gmoothly. It bad just gotten going that way. Well, that was
. now, anyway. He would go over to the schoolyard and
h Helen play indoor baseball.

- Questions for further discussion
Plot structure, Message

£ | Docs the story comprise alf the components of the plot

B e - ’

€. 2 What is the function of the title? What is implied by the

! of the story? Does it serve to convey the author's

sage?

£ 3 What is the main problem of the story? Formulate the

s ge of the story and provide some evidence from the

to show how it is conveyed. 5

4 What span of time does the story cover? )

5 Is the setting scattered throughout the story? What are the
ions of the setting?

6 What is the climax of the story”?

7 Is there any denouement in the story?

8 What conflicts is the story based or_\‘? -

5 9 Do the complications involve physical or psychological
movement of events or both? )

i 10 Are there any cascs of retardation, withholding of

information or enigma in the story?

3




Narrative method, character-images

1 What is the type of the narrator? Do vou think it wij) b
reasonable to call the narrator the author’s mouthpiece? \we
v 2 Arev the characters real and convincing? Suppo %
point of view by somc examples from the storv.
o lf;:hg;l d?fs the ax;thor give the daily routine of Krebs in
tls (he was sleeping late. .., gerti i
watking down...)? AR e,
4 The author repeats one and th i
1 € same idea several ti i
t.he story (It was not worth it. He didn’t want to... He =
h}ccc}. All of the times..., the times so long back ...
this time..., cte). What does it mean?
Wmf What is implied by the following statements: "He did not
‘ant any consequences.” “But here at it W
i, s home it was all too
6 Is Krebs shown throu i i
\ gh his actions or does the a
give his psychologicat portrayal? Support your point of i?hor
giving some facts from the text ' o
; \13)\7(})105 the setting serve to reinforce the characterization®
L at other means of characterization are used to describe
rebs? Give a character sketch of Krebs. Support your view
by reference to the text of the story ’

T vour

R Dunng

Text 1¢

While reading the text fi .
questions: 2 ind the answers to the following

1 Who are the ghosts Jim sees?

2 Does Jim prefer going to small
supermarkets? Why? ¢ SR

3 Does he have many friends® W]
0 N 57 W i
the relationships between people? pat docs he think about
4 In what relations were Jim and Etlen?

74

What docs he blame himsclf for?
. What happens at the end of the story”?

- 0ld Ghosts
AJ. McKenna

A
ft is Jim Brennan's birthday He wakens on this humid
st morning, startled by birdsong echoing across the
en outside and. for a long time, he stares in confused
3 brance towards where the swelling orange sun is
furning the faded floral wallpaper across from his tumbled

‘i’s my birthday.’ he finally realizes. "I'm seventy-six
y. Where did it go?’

Climbing painfully from a sore mattress, standing in
iped pyjamas by the window. Jim stares gardenwards.
here’s much to be done. Later. Much later. Thesc days it's all
ced killing, backache and wishes. OQutside in the sunrisc
den roses are already awake, clematis climbs like a growing
ild and ail the border marigolds are on fire

‘It’s my birthday.”

Next door’s dog barks. A cat scales a glass sharp wall and
beside its shadow under an apple tree. stalking anxious
aparrows with the first sun. Under the broken birdhouse a
mouse plavs with a nibble of yesterday’s bread. Shadows
shrink in bright shyness against all the garden fences and the
last star melts into dawnrise. There’s heat in the breathless
August day already.

Jimmy Brennan, seventy-six, sitting in his kitchen. Silent.
= The house, holding its breath around him. the roof heavy and
* oven baked. Jim's thick veined hands brush toast crumbs from

the plastic tabletop and when he moves his faded slippered feet
dust dances giddily on the sun patched carpet. He listens to the
awakening of the new day: the clock on the dresser ticks
burriedly and the letter box snaps awake
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S ks to the hall and picks up bills and adge
promise discounts and holidays abroad. Jin has nev::rabjesnmat
of Ireland, never crossed the sca. His tired eves Xamine ?}? }
envelopes at arm’s length. There irthday ca 5
over — thesc days who would knmj"r’e e bty S

Returning to the familiar kitchcﬁ he sli

nin ent he slides i
:;tg;s,g siénmg Agu; their folded information alf"? 1;j‘a:t:tltl;rn%hhlS

08 Zven if the electricity is red and A =

: | 3 overdue. At ]
:::1: Jli;epl ;gktsoztt:tho loﬁlger absorbed in his letter upe:ii:z

¢ sunlight shining blindly on hi i

brown teapot and then, Jayi e o

. laving the bad news :

gierm}zj(;ursbmir;l lukewarm tea. He sits ﬁ:idetlf?r:k?e;zzen

vs back then. Cakes and ale. i i

the long dead who cared. Back whens.Ongs A geleharien A
~2-

:g?cc::y se;r}*ns to have noticed. He tums a dial and fdrengﬂ

vowces cac”_e urgently in the ether Talking violence in

]ovf: ai’tc' ing of lhc tapes of children, no doubt, The media

e Vusmg_the mnocent with their excited updates and
gently break_mg stories. It was different back then. It

qunctgr and children could play on the streets. Back .'h e

Jlgmg ~ @~ ring- a —rogy! ‘ e

- r:,mb; :(r)m![cgz and finds Mozart and the morning is saved by

iy en he dresses and walks. canc and cloth cap to

& Woor and chcck; the windows and the bolts and ail’s
cure. When the nighttime house creaks with its own agc.

Jims thinks of burglar imagi iolati
s theyimadegh i ms and imagined violations and trembles

¥ What a world!
f Jim swings open the front door and sees Ellen Kelly stands
ere, smiling like sunlight

“Happy birthday, Jim".
No longer astonished, Jim smiles back and sighs because
Biten isn't rcally there.
" Ellen Kelly, fourteen last week. He's been seeing Ellen a
o lately. She walked behind him all the way to the hushed
# fprary vesterday and when he sat to rest in Carolyn Park she
“ s standing under a tree, waiting in its shade.
‘I didn’t forget,” Ellen says.
‘Iknow. 1 know’.
‘Will vou come out to play?*
‘Ican’t Ellen. You're dead.”

The sun slides down the street and settles on Jim’s house
and Ellen fades like a startled shadow:.
‘Poor Ellen,” Jim whispers sadly. ‘My poor dead darling”.

gj Jim avoids the supermarket. It’s too complicated. Grim

é’%’ checkout pcople urgent to get home. Kids breathing asthma.
% Babes bawling immediate needs. Bald headed voung men
pushing forward, rings in their cars, rape in their shiftless eyes.
Never stare back. Girls demanding more. Car parks cluttered
with stress earned money. Housewives hurrving, car exhausts,
liberated women with little freedom. The exhaustion of
supermarkets and too much choice. Too big. too modern. Too

lonely for him.

s

He goes to smaller shops, chats with familiar people and

gets milk and eggs and a small loaf of fresh bread. Further

along, outside the charity shop, Mrs. Barret from number

twenty-nine nods an inquisitive greeting.

‘How are vou keeping?” she asks. looking past him at the

bargains in the window.
‘Grand, thank God. Yourself?’

‘Couldn’t be better.”

B




Life is strangled with polite lies,

Jim walks home through the hear;
sanctuary at seventy-six, = g strects ‘0‘\ards

In his armchair in the i

; parlour lookin,
Hearmg the pa.r!our's ten time chime ingmth? 12]: o
;Erﬂh‘;hmg ahead like a dreadful eternity The terror of ¢t o
mgt ing to do and outside bright glrls hurry throuﬂ;xam
; Ming. sun on their heads, time on their handsg -
clattering, black tights, skirts Just short of sj !
— of sin. Makmg

readig;;l exfe: in glasses the words are a blur
en,” he whis; ings in hi
et pers and her name nngs in his head like 3
fllen 1I(elly. Ellen Kelly. Ellen Kelly,
im piays with her. His eves cJosye. H
. ¥ €3 - He becom ir1
; :215Sz2??1ng and hears distantly the brass handlzsu‘;l:;]el:l(l)ltxlf
o e éi:]tterboxclanenng ouce. Jim shuffles down the hal?
pae ) 7 c,a;nylous!y opens the wide door Ellen is there
! ovely, framed in the sun like a miracle. El) ;
ly, bu ding with womanhood and children happiness. “
FWl]l {’oxg 1ot come out to play, Jim?® piness
rom behind, a diff stiin ¢
I e itferent ghost in the dark hallway, Jim's
Jf‘r{:'sﬂg? to dg some shopping for me, Ellen dear®
. sixteen. betw v 5 )
bapp ween women, inter Ellen’s, adolescently
I'll come along with v !
_— vou, then,” Elicn alwav: c
Wj\ iLtgho to the shops together, If that’s all rigl:: ;l'}s serecable
- er agrees, loving neighbour Ellen like the da
grey age longs for. e

78

‘Of course it’s ali right with me. darling
f Jim and Ellen walking down the path with mama at the
jor, waving like a mother, waiting until they are bevond the
& forever worrving about crossing roads and unsuspected
 ess. Tuberculosis, pneumonia. Polio. Measles. Mumps. You
Eme it. Young people often dicd voung back then
¢ -4-
. Jim and Ellen, heads tilted. magnetic affection drawing
closer. talking, laughing, a pair apart from others. In love.
flen’s raven hair curling around her tiny, elfin ears. Ellen,
giet and reliable as the moon
‘Will vou love me forever?’ Jim asks.
“Forever and cver,” Ellen assures, squeezing his hand.
On the way back they short cut through the August woods
A long short cut. Still talking, their words tumbling like
istiedown on the hot butterflied silence. In the deep green
hey settle in shade and kiss among fern leafs. innocently.
hey kissed like that for years.
Life, a summer holiday until seventecn. Then. Jim goes to
ork with his father. A business trip. Magnificent Cork and

‘boat bobbing, cathedrated Cobh and then the Metropole Hotel
" Swanky. Dinner and desscrts. Black ties, brown cigars. Gin

and tonic with a twist of lemon. Now Cork is always dry gin

- and a twist in Jim's fading memory. Bitter lemon.

Jim with father’s friends. A party and the talcum smell of

2 sex. Dad leaves early with a friend. Dad feels only half
& married. Winkmg a man’s signal. Permission to sin. A bird in
§ the bush.

Jim dancing until dawn with necklace and pearls. Back at
her oak roomed upstairs housc she says her parents are away

and Jim is still not sober.
‘Let me help you to bed,” he says, learning the rules of the

game and when to cheat.
Sixteen Eflen smelied of love and roses. This girl is twenty

and slick with gin. Pearls in her cars, stones in her heart. Bath
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before swine.

and useless.

seared. Ellen goodbye.

away. Crowns of thorns for Ellen’
tears.

naked she drips rich. Jim falls into her and is
sweetest sixteen, gave him cverything except thay

. 2 ' i L ¢
flesh is reserved for the marriage bed. Jim “P gy

Mea culpa, Ellen ~ mea maxima culpa!
The blonde onc came to Dublin with the snow
pursuing Jim all grown up and knowing. Blood (;n

Seventecn Eilen, discarded. like a toy woun o

‘Don’t you want me any mere?’
“No'
Tears on Ellen’s bitten 1i

'NO‘ Idon’t want vou.~
Jim brave and final, cruel as winter. Abandoned Ellen,

quietly waiting for him to mature.

Next vear he took the pearly girl away idavi
3 \ ay. H 5 N
even saying goodbye to pale Ellcg el

sickn_esg teasing her young pirk lips, her heart dark with love
Ellen’s innocence like petals blowmg on grass, dancing rudely

-3a

Elien il.
On Jim’s return his mother greets him with rubbing, folded

fingers. Wet cheeks.

“Poor Ellen,” mama whispe,

; pers. Respect for thy
Jim matures. Instantly. pectforthe dead
Too late.

Ellen’s black blood on her spitting lips. The flowers on her

grave stiff in frost. Brown leaves tumbling. flying wildly in the
frozgn air. reburyving her. No more warm kisses and a heart
soaring with love. Ellen nineteen, never tw enty. Mama behind
her coffin, mama in her own maternal grave. And rain for fifty
ong vears and more, after that ) .

devoureq E”cn

i
anted mory p:f]j

Passign

d down, brokey

ps. Eves red with pain. Soy

§ darling gone for evermore!

ock chime. Ding. One. Ding, Two. Et Cetera.
Bsm struggles for a drcam speaking her name into the
bning shadows.
 Ellon””
pitch dark shadows silent as love words from dead
. Marble gravevard lips, cold as stone. Ivy and moss.
umories haunting his present. Jim shivers and stcps into the
badow sun. Rubs his thick veined hands. Prays. Then he
skes lunch. Tomatoes and ham. He dreams the evening away
out of life. On the radio a woman sings Four Last Songs
ks don’t have to know the language.
& Such sweet sorrow. Who said that?
£ Later, a seat i the garden looking towards the singing
. There is nothing to see except blackbirds and sparrows;
thing to hear except the noise of the butterflies” wings

n, cighteen and alone with

s virgin bridehood. Veils of

f-Even later, the clock in the parlour chimes twelve

Purtbeats. Night comes hot and bothered.

B Climbing into an empty bed, Jim turns off the sidelight and

Betches the shadows huddling against the floral wallpaper

look in at his grev face. A hot August moon in the open

dow. Soft as silence, quict as apple blossoms falling, gentle

B Ellen’s dimpled smile. Ellen’s same sad glad smile standing

¢ by his bed. Faithful Ellen, waiting.

‘Do you want me now?’

Yes! Dear sweet God - ves!

: He says ‘I can play now, Ellen, if you like. I'm finally,
operly dead.’

¢ ‘Tam glad. I've been waiting for such a long time!’

Jim rising from his bed, leaving his seventy-six vears

een the laundered sheets. Soaring through the moonlight

with Ellen in his arms, the pair of them shooting like comets

Into Eternity while the clock in the pariour stops.

Forever and forever,




Questions for further discussion
Plot structure, Message and Tonal system

t What role does the ti 7 i i

s ¢ title plav? Does it contribute to the

2 How is the message conveyed? Are there any artisti
details or other cases of implications and presuppbsig;sleic
story? Is the message conveyed by the image of the old . tf;e

3 Are there any symbols in the story? e

4 What do the author’s digressions serve to?

5 How is the plot structured? '

6 Is it possible to say that “past” 5 >
S 3 ‘past” and “present” are opposeq

7 What are the basic conflicts in the storv?
98 Wchat does the end of the story suggest".’
an we define the tone as dramati 1
What are the indices of the tone? s ko

10 What is the i ) )
eRCIARALGHED meaning of rhetorical questions and

i1 Does the author appeal to the reader’s senses?

Character-images

; Who is the protagonist of the story”?
. Wﬂ!:at means of f:haractcnzation does the writer employ to
Teate the image of Jim Brennan? What features of character
are emphasized by the protagonist’s actions?
3 Does the house he lived in serve to characterize him?

4 Does the author give a psw i
‘ psvchological portrayal of the
main character and analysis of his motives? i e

S Does Ellen serve as a foil to Jim? Why?
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byext 11
s you read the text, think of the answers to the
fowing questions:

What was Elizabeth Willard’s dream? What was the
that it didn’t come true?
What were the relationships between the mother and the
Tom Willard and his son?
What did the mother pray for?
: 4 Why did Tom Willard tell his son to wake up? What did
& mean saying it?
- § Whom did Elizabeth Willard want to kill? Why?”
-6 Do you feel pity or anger towards Tom’s mother?

- Mother
Sh. Anderson

. Elizabeth Willard, the mother of George Willard, was 1all
d gaunt and her face was marked with smallpox scars.
fithough she was but forty-five, some obscure discase had
cen the fire out of her figure. Listlessly she went about the
rderly old hotel looking at the faded wall-paper and the
ed carpets and, when she was able to be about, doing the
of a chambermaid among beds soiled by the slumbers of
traveling men. Her husband, Tom Willard, a slender,
£l man with square shoulders, a quick military step, and
black mustache trained to turn sharply up at the ends. tried to
Pt the wife out of his mind. The presence of the tall ghostly
igure, moving slowly through the halls, he took as a reproach
*"to himse!f. When he thought of ber he grew angry and swore
The hotel was unprofitable and forever on the edge of failurc
and he wished himself out of it. He thought of the old house
and the woman who lived there with him as things defeated
and done for. The hotel in which he had begun life so




hopefully was now a mere
il ghost of what a hotel shou]
E\I&?' wut;ﬂ sprucc and business- like through the ‘;‘fﬂlze
B inesburg, he sometimes stopped and turned quickly ;!S
oulgh fearing that the spirit of the hotel and of th 1:1
wou d, fgllow him even into the streets. “Damn ‘ ;
dam]r} 1t!" he sputtered aimlessly. et
om Willard had a passion for vi i
, or village politics
;::Isn ]:lanajit Eez:sxx the szmﬁ Democrat in a strongly Repal::jicf:,:
nn v. Some day, he told himself, the tic i
Pollflcal will tum in my favor and the vears :}eu?:ffthmgs
szrylce count big in the bestowal of rewards. He drea.me Céual
i ::ﬁ nto Congress and even of becoming govemor. Once fvh N
- beg;:; member of th§ party arose at a political conferenen
i ‘gvmt(;h boas} of his faithful service, Tom Willard grcce-
A gn Shut up, vou,” he roared, glaring abou‘th
i 0.- ,\'ou ow of service? What are you but a bov? L k
AL i{ I“ ;i :o::irgere! i was a Democrat here in anésb?:l:g
h € to be
PR e a Democrat. In the old days they
Between Elizabeth and h
er son George there w:
E:gxl;:)r:ssed boqd of sympathy, based on a girlhood“diseaini;z:
resm’vedg :go died. ‘]n the son’s presence she was timid ang
2 h” ut sometimes while he hurried about town intent
CED(;{]; ; 1'1 ed;ggs 12? la brcponer: she went into his room and
T knelt by a little desk, mad i
“ 1 ) ] e of a kitchen tabl
th: sa}; near a window. In the room by the desk shl:: we;
add:ug a ceremony that was half a prayer. half a demand
adar ;shs;dg t: atlf}ef;:(glzs& In t:e l;loyish figure she yearned to seé
en that had once been a f
re-created. The prayer concerned that - iy
: pray at. “Even tho
gelélp l?v :Sor}r:e \;ay keep defeat from you,” she cr:lf(lil Ia:(licscf
er determination that her wh<;1 body sho
eves glowed and she clenched b I = o
2 d i er fists. “If [ am dead and see
c::]ebi??l‘?g § meamngless drab figure like m\'selfm} \flelyl
ck,” she declared. “I ask God now to g‘iw: m» that

of
out g
\'Oman
a life
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lege. | demand it. I will pay for it. God may beat me with
[ will take any blow that may befall if but this my boy
allowed o express something for us both” Pausing
¢ tainly, the woman stared about the boyv’s room. “And do
E {ct him become smart and successful either,” she added
ly.
'l‘hé communion betwecn George Willard and his mother
B outwardly a formal thing without meaning. When she was
Fand sat by the window in her room he sometimes went 1n
. evening to make her a visit. They sat by a window that
od over the roof of a small frame building into Main
. By tuming their heads they could see through another
ow, along an alleyway that ran behind the Main Street
and into the back door of Abner Groff's bakery
imes as they sat thus a picture of a village life presented
to them. At the back door of his shop appeared Abncr
poff with a stick or an empty milk bottle in his hand. For a
pg time there was a feud between the baker and the grey cat
belonged to Sylvester West, the druggist The boy and his
ether saw the cat creep into the door of the bakery and
ntly emerge followed by the baker, who swore and waved
arms about. The baker’s eves were small and red and is
X hair and beard were filled with flour dust. Sometimes he
ms 50 angry that. although the cat had disappeared, he hurled
ficks, bits of broken glass, and even some of the tools of his
e about, Once he broke a window at the back of Sinning’s
ardware Store. In the alley the grey cat crouched behind
arrels filled with torn paper and broken bottles above which
“Bew a black swarm of flies. Once when she was alone, and
after watching a prolonged and ineffectual outburst on the part
+of the baker, Elizabeth Willard put her head down on her long
" mwhite hands and wept. After that she did not look along the
% alleyway any more, but tried to forget the contest between the
b_earded man and the cat. Tt scomed like a rehearsal of her own
life, terrible in its vividness.




ends of the apms of the chair

‘I think You had better be out among the boys. You
much indoors, she said, striving to relieve the embaﬂ‘assmem
of the departure. y thought | would take 5 walk,” replied
George Willard, whe felt awkwarg and confused.

Onc evening in July, when the transien; 8uests who mage
the New Willard House thejy femporary home had become
scarce, and the haltways, lighted only by kerosene lamps
turned low, were plunged in gloom, Elizabeth Willard had an
adventure, She had been if) bed for several days ang her son

ad 1ot come 1o visit her. She was alarmed, The feeble blaze

are top

y B e
ip of which still stood recorded in helr ualnTe ;nsi{:g
Sl The hotel was continually ho 2

COUﬂhOUS:f its shabbiness and she thought of erzs;l :
o becéu;:er OWN room was in an obscure corner ol
; Simb1b "'ble to work she voluntarily worked ahmongcSIS
i fe't - the fabor that could be done when the tgu o
» p:ﬁ::ingseeking trade among the merchants
: e
3 btu;eg door of her son’s room the m(;lt_her Wktl::: sL}lxio}?e;};d
St from within, :
; boand lfl;tiTge glfg;tsm;?ﬁxé in low tones ala sl?cltﬂxi ;a;:z etl?
e i it of talking alo
K Georg? W:llcl:rrnd h:: i:j balways given his moﬂ:ieih :
4 s e The ﬁabit in him, she felt, strengthene e
:‘U ; plmsh‘zlal;e‘e;usted between them. A thqusand ’um;sb oy
B e to herself of the matter. “He is groplllnglOd s
; WI:loS}f)'ler:gdhi:'lselﬂ“ she thought. “He is :c;te :r ;uso:n ed;jng
< ithin him there is s t ething
aIl_d 'Smijmerzsw \Kl?s1 tlllue thing I let be killed in ll(nz::::an
R e in fhe haliway by the door the s1c' g
o el ain toward her own room. She was o
: o S'ame'd ?&% open and the boy come upon her. il
o \:1011 safe distance and was about to turn a ih e
pprions ;li vay she stopped and bracipg herself ?Ukness
dirpoosir h:ln?(tng to shake off a trembling fit Qf x:heamom
= Ion her. The presence of the boy in eajone.
< g COmehl;p Y In- her bed, during the long hf)urtss No\’;
'hd Vladﬁ o :hl;‘; ﬁad visited her had become gian I ol
1 ﬁe h:s::f:ﬁ gone. "When I get back to my room
ey ] :
akep” She- mz;nhu{;‘iilgréges;gvnot to rctumn to her b"dr ;:}dhi:;
o od trembiing in the darkness th;; dg-o e
slee,p. As she sto d and the boy’s father, Tom Wllla{ -
50111 SI;OIC;:: ﬁz::ethat streamed out at the door he stoo
out.
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womarn.

knob in his hand and talke,

Tom Willard vas
thought of himself as

had ever done had turned o

and acting [ ;
Tom Wiilard laughe, e

OVer It.” he said, °J
ot a woman. Yoy
I'm not afraiq.

stepped boldly along, A
head. When she heard the ¢
2 pen scratching UpOR pape;

along the hallway 16 her oy

A definite determinati

defeated  wife
determination wa

of the
s the resul

d good»naturedly. L
told Will that. You’
re Tom Willard’s g
What you say clears

T TOOm,

ectual thinking. “Now,” she told herself, “1 will act. Therc
pmething threatening my boy and 1 will ward it off.™ The
 that the conversation between Tom Willard and his son
been rather quict and natural, as though an understanding
jted between them, maddened her. Although for vears she
¥ hated her husband, her hatred had always before been a
¢ impersonal thing. He had been merely a part of
mething else that she hated. Now, and by the few words at
door, he had become the thing personified. In the darkness
- her own room she clenched her fists and glared about.
ping to a cloth bag that hung on a nail by the wall she took
it a long pair of sewing scissors and held them in her hand
e a dagger. “I will stab him,” she said aloud. “He has chosen
fbe the voice of evil and I will kill him. When I have killed
i something will snap within myself and I will die also. It
be a release for all of us.”

In her girlhood and before her marriage with Tom Willard,
zabeth had borne a somewhat shaky reputation in
esburg. For years she had been what is called “stage-
bruck” and had paraded through the streets with traveling men
fucsts at her father’s hotel, wearing loud clothes and urging
to tell her of life in the cities out of which they had come.
fice she startled the town by putting on men’s clothes and
ing a bicyclec down Main Street

In her mind the tall dark girl had been in those days much
fused. A great restlessness was in her and it expressed itself
two ways. First there was an uneasy desire for change, for
“some big definite movement to her life. It was this feeling that
‘had turned her mind to the stage. She dreamed of joining some
‘company and wandering over the world. secing alwayvs new
faces and giving something out of herself to all people.
Sometimes at night she was quite beside herself with the
thought, but when she tried to talk of the matter to the
members of the theatrical compantes that came to Winesburg
and stopped at her father's hotel, she got nowhere. They did

d. What he said Inflrigteq th
e

ambitious for hig son. He had 4
a successful man, although nothip =

UIS not hearing when you
ky girl. What ails yoy?~

Well, I guess you'l] get
e not a fool and you're
on and you'l] wake up.
things up. If being a
becoming a writer into

thou;and ideas race,
*aping of a chait and the sound of
T, she again tumed and went back
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not seem to know what she mean
of her passion expressed, they
that,” they said. “It's as :
Nothing comes of it "

t. or if she did get som,

only laughed. “Irg n:;[};m

dull and uninteresting as thig h e
Cre,

thought. Even thou
. gh he were |
he had become suddeni =
not sob also
In her room, tucked away in

Housg, e s a comer of the old Willard

lard lighted a famp and put it on 4
d by the door. A thought had come into
nt to a closet and brought out a small
;t l;m the table. The box contained material
comoany ilE cen left with other things by a theatrical
W b 5 do}r‘lce stranded in Winesburg. Elizabeth
e ;‘ ed that she would be beautiful. Her hair was
A e Te;r’e Was a great mass of it braided and coiled
. aeat - 1he scene that was to take place in the office
"G cogn ﬁ‘n o[ grmw my 'her mind. No ghostly wom-out figure
. 0_?_ ; om Willard. but something quite unexpected
ond sta . Tall and with dusky checks and hair that feli in a
s trom her shoulders. 3 figure should come striding down

square box and set
for make-up and ha

f stairway before the startled loungers in the hotel office.
k figure would be silent — it would be swift and terrible. As
foress whose cub had been threatened would she appear.
fning out of the shadows. stealing noiselessly along and
fding the long wicked scissors in her hand.
. With a little broken sob in her throat, Ehizabeth Willard
w out the light that stood upon the table and stood weak and
pmbling in the dackness. The strength that had been as a
acle in her body left and she half reeled across the floor,
ptching at the back of the chair in which she had spent so
hany long days staring out over the tin roofs into the main
of Winesburg. In the hallway there was a sound of
pisteps and George Willard came in at the door. Sitting in a
air beside his mother he began to talk. “I'm going to get out
f here,” he said.” | don't know where | shail go or what I shall
fo but 1 am going away.”
¥ The woman in the chair waited and trembled. An impulse
ame to her. “I suppose you had better wake up,” she said.
#you thirk that? You will go to the city and make money, eh?
B will be better for you, you think, to be a business man, to be
prisk and smart and alive?” She waited and trembled.
& The son shook his head. ““I suppose I can’t make you
Mihderstand, but, oh, I wish I could,” he said carnestly. “I can’t
en talk to father about it. T don’t try. There isn’t any use. I
Bdon’t know what I shall do. I just want to go away and look at
‘people and think.”
Silence fell upon the room where the boy and woman sat
together. Again, as on the other evenings, they were
‘embarrassed. After a time the boy iried again to talk. “J
suppose it won’t be for a year or two but I've been thinking
about it,” he said, rising and going toward the door.
“Something father said makes it sure that 1 shall have to go
F away.” He fumbled with the door knob. In the room the silence
became unbearabie 1o the woman. She wanted to cry out with
joy becausc of the words that had come from the lips of her

%




son. but the expression of joy had become impossible 1o
!.hmk vou had better go out among the boys. You are o0
indoors.” she said. “T thought I would go for a little \:n uc&
replied the son stepping awkwardly out of the mo;nalk

closing the door. and

her |

Questions for further discussion
Plot Structure, Message, Tonal System

1 Does the plot contain all the components?
2 Do the complications involve physical or psvchological
movement of events? ’

3 Where do the cvents take place? What are the fi
of the setting”? e functiong

4 What is the crucial moment of the storv?

5 What are the basic conflicts of the story”

6 What is the message of the story and means of conveying
the message? Is there any presupposition? ’

7 What role does the title play? Docs it contribute to the
message of the story?

8 What does the end of the story suggest?

9 Pick out parallel constructions and repetitions and say
what they serve to i

10 Is the tone dramatic, lyrical or ironical? What are the
indices of the tone?

11 Does the author appeal to the reader’s senses?
Character - Images

1 Are the characters real and convincing? Support your
point of view by some examples from the story. ’

2 What means of characterization arc used to describe the
protagonist?

3 How are the major features developed in the pro&agomst"
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~ort it by evidence from the text of the story.

% Does the author give psychological portrayal of the
gonist?

E Are there anv characters who can serve as foil to the
gorist? Why?

fText 12

% you read the text, think of the answers to the
ing questions:

El What was the reason that the taipan didn’t care to go

c? What made him change his mind later?

E2 Why was the taipan happy where he was? Is it only the
pey that makes us happy? What makes us happs?

E3 Why did he always pass the cemetery with a glow of

7 What did he think of his friends and acquaintances? Did

ondemn them? Why?

84 Does it depend on the person himself whether to live or

R Or is it his fatc to live or die?

k5 Do you think the taipan really saw the coolies digging a

fc? What was it? Why did he die?

EThe Taipan
3 W.S. Maugham

E: No one knew better than he that he was an important
pson. He was number one in not the least important branch
ghe most important English firm in China. He had worked
b way up through solid ability and he looked back with a
pt smile at the callow clerk who had come out to China
prty years before. When he remembered the modest home he
d come from, a little red housc in a long row of little red
es, in Bames. a suburb which, aiming desperatcly at the
Pntecl, achieves only a sordid melancholy, and compared it
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wl(;h the magnificent stone mansion, with its wide
and spacious rooms, which was at once the off; .
ice of

companyv an i V| ?
pany d his own reszdence. hC ChuCkiCd with Qa[isf i
Salistactioy

: 1 and plopy
helping himself, and the:fn}:i

the details of housek
» eeping: but he alw i
o ; ways had a ¢
o W:s;;e;; atnd fish, entrée, roast, sweet. and savou:vs;z) d}x\nner
ol ;;d:slll(dagycgzz In at the last moment he Loulﬁia;{lf
e not see why wj Vi -
should have less good a dinner than w}':el‘]‘:znhalja“as g

t}:hc:r sons were clerks; therc was
em; they bored him. He satisfied

Seen 100 many men d
¢ \ o that ;
L and he knew

Shangha:
expected to get through th
But he had a good many Vi
In another five or six ng

¢ rest of his life very comfortabls
cars before he need think of reurmé
gins would be going home and then
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would take charge of the head office in Shanghai
eanwhile, he was very happy where he was, he could save
pney, which vou couldn’t do in Shanghai. and have a good
me into the bargain. This place had another advantage over
fhanghai: he was the most prominent man in the community
what he said went. Even the consul took care to keep on
he right side of him Once a consul and he had been at
pggerheads and it was not he who had gone to the wall. The
pipan thrust out his jaw pugnaciously as he thought of the
ncident
But he smiled, for he felt in an excellent humour. He was
valking back to his office from a capital luncheon at the Hong-
Kong and Shanghai Bank. They did you very well there. The
Prood was first-rate and there was plenty of liquor. He had
arted with a couple of cocktails, then he had some cxcellent
uterne, and he had finished up with two glasses of port and
me fine old brandy. He felt good. And when he left he did a
fthing that was rare with him; he walked. His bearers with his
chair kept a fow paces behind him in case he felt inclined to
f-slip into it, but he enjoved stretching his legs. He did not get
“enough excrcises these davs. Now that he was too heavy to
de it was difficult to get exercise. But if he was too heavy to
fide he could still keep ponies, and as he strolled along in the
k" balmy air he thought of the spring meeting. He had a couple of
griffins that he had hopes of and one of the lads in his office
" had tumed out a fine jockey (he must see thev didn't sneak
b him away, old Higgins in Shanghat would give a pot of money
' to get him over there) and he ought to pull off two or three
raccs. He flattered himself that he had the finest stable in the
city. He pouted his broad chest like a pigeon. It was a beautiful
day, and it was good to be alive.

He paused as he came to the cemetery. It stood there, neat
and orderly, as an cvident sign of the community’s opulence.
He never passed the cemetery without a little glow of pride. He
was pleased to be an Englishman. For the cemetery stood in a
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place, V'algclc; when it was chosen_ which with the ;
' 2 E ’
had been‘sug;es;l:: ‘x:l:a\l‘aff Pl Oan::) .
spc: st A the graves should be moved 1o -
n et L sold fgr building, byt the feelin, e
satisfaction to m-,,igam It It gave the taipan 5 e
P ey dl Itthat their dead rested on the most S‘eI}S.e ot
e .showed that there were things the\a o
gy mane:eé: Mope_v be blowed! When it came tcémd
o o, ed’ (this was 5 favourite phrase W ’1}? iy
And nov: - (r;membered that money wasn’t ever\ﬂll' e
sl e ought he would take a strol| throy llln
s n? “-Vm They were neatly kept and the aﬁx ' e
be oo aionee:S There was a look of prospent\p Al -
were three side bgv :i;?dmt:ec::;’es OI;: . {ombS[O;l;?S- I;?;s
i y 2 , the first
togethexm;t; :i th; barque Mary Baxer. who halx?a ;ﬁ p?:]d hﬂle
was 5 lite gr);lilpoocr’lfot; ‘1308 Hg remembered it wel) T;eig
chlld:t?n, who had been nussac";::lsﬁl?::?gesih  res e

Chinese massacring them. T
bl _ - 1hen he came 1o 5
F/Ouldn‘tns t;ln ;1;! ;crllg“ Good chgp: Edward Mufcorglfs l‘)\ultthha
L [al_xquor, drank himself to death, poor;dcvil a:,
were several more ia:athidro]s(::sw\rz ":hlm o i th;fe
and the enty-fiv op -
A tl.:fes, a_:::rsl? -f?\re, twenty-six, or twennfz::lin%l‘tt]:::
o L muchor)v- they had come oy to China: they had
g:ey iy m‘:ltiytz:f?:{ tl[l:y were good fellows and
e el ‘ taey couldn” i
- aﬂfn_z;‘e\z(;;es :;:he cemete'ryv You had to havetasé?:)i lt}lzg
B, uc'm to drink drink for drink on the géhma
ok w S Wwas very sad, but the t@ipan could hardly
il o en he thought how many of th oung
€ had drunk underground. Anqd there wa, e

Creage

d been uscful. a fellow in his own firm. senior to lum and a
ver chap too: if that fellow had lived he might not have been
jpan now. Truly the ways of fate were inscrutable. Ah, and
pre was little Mrs. Turner, Violet Turner. she had been a

v little thing, he had had quite an affair with her: he had
gen devilish cut up when she dicd. He looked at her age on
e tombstone. She’d be no chicken if she were alive now. And
g he thought of all those dead people a sense of satisfaction
vread through him. He had beaten them all. They were dead
jnd he was alive, and by George he'd scored them off. His
fyes collected in one picture all those crowded graves and he
iled scornfully. He very nearly rubbed his hands.

“No one ever thought I was a fool.” he muttered.

He had a feeling of good-natured contempt for the
pibbering dead. Then, as he strolled along, he came suddenly
pon two coolies digging a grave. He was astonished, for he
not heard that anyone in the community was dead.

“Who the devil’s that for?” he said aloud.

The coolies did not even look at him. they went on with
f their work, standing in the graves, deep down, and they
¢ shovelled up heavy clods of earth. Though he had been so long
China he knew no Chinese, in his day it was not thought
cessary to leamn the damned language, and he asked the
coolies in English whose grave they were digging. They did
not understand. They answered him in Chinese and he cursed
them for ignorant fools. He knew that Mrs. Broome's child
- was ailing and it might have died, but he would certainly have
£ heard of it, and besides. that wasn’t a child’s grave, it was a
¥ man’s and a big man’s too. It was uncanny. He wished hc
b hadn’t gone into that cemetery, he hurried out and stepped into
. his chair. His good-humour had all gone and there was an

uneasy frown on his face. The moment he got back to his
office he called to his number two
“1 say, Peters, who's dead, d'vou know?”
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But Peters knew nothi
othing. The
;;:ll(lei one of the native clerks and :e
e cooli
oolies. He began to sign his letters. The cf
e

back and said the i
coolies had
ask. The gone and the ; .
taipan began to feel vaguely there was no g, to “All right. Get out.” he gasped.

things t annov o

wou%d kzo}:jp }}:en of which he knew ng&\iid' he did nog | But as soon as they were gone he shouted for the bov

him: but the b 2 bov always kncw everythin 8. His own b, Jain, and when he came, maddeningly impassive, he told him
0y had heard of no death in 2. and he sen £, b bring some whisky. He rubbed his sweating face with a

But he did not say them. He grew ven red as he choked
m down. The two Chinese Jooked at him with steady eves.
or a moment his breath failed him.

taipan was Puzzieq

nt him to the Cemeten,
to

k Céme

Tknew no one was dead.” in the community. © dkerchicf. His hand trembled when be lifted the glass to his
ps. They could say what they liked, but he had seen the grave.

v, he could hear still the dull thud as the coolies threw the
wadefuls of carth on the ground above them. What did it
iean? He could feel his heart beating. He felt strangely ill at
ase. But he pulled himself together. It was all nonsense. If

what's the grave for”" " said the taipan imitably. g,

H
il Oc:u:oléhthc boy to go to the overseer f
, what the devil he had d .
was dead. e e

“Let me have a whj
whisky and
as tk}x; bo_y was leaving the roomsoda O e S

e did not know why the s; |
uncomfortable. But he tried

the cemetery and
for when no one

his boy had to
3 say and he
k) 3 waited for his ret i
ﬂwhc;:n;emba‘c(l)( ar;‘d he brought the oveersl;rer; \i?[i i:ﬂlc e
! are vou havin, g o
o»ef.secr point-blank. “Nobgo;‘ frgwdtiug A B
‘.I no did glave,” said the man o
COO“eWshda_t the devil do you mean by that?
ol !ifglgi a grave this afternoon > w
v inese looked ;
. at one anoth, i
ey ad been to the cemetery togeth e
e gether. There was no new

_The taipan only j
_“But damn it afj
tip pfhis tongue

There were two

ust stopped himself fro

. 1 saw it myself* ™ speaking,

werc the words on the
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bihere was no grave there it must have been a hallucination. The
best thing he could do was to go 10 the club, and if he ran
bacross the doctor he would ask him to give him a look over.

Everyone in the club tooked just the same as ever. He did
pot know why he should have expected them to look different.
It was a comfort. These men, living for many vears with one

b another lives that were methodically regulated. had acquired a

i of them hummed

b qumber of little idiosyncrasies — one
} incessantly while he played bridge. another insisted on
b drinking through a straw — and these tricks which had so often

iitated the taipan now gave him a sense of security. He
needed it. for he could not get out of his head that strange sight
he had seen: he played bridge very badly; his partner was
censorious, and the taipan lost his temper. He thought the men
were looking at him oddly. He wondered what they saw in him
that was unaccustomed.

Suddenly he felt he could not bear to stay in the club any
longer. As he went out he saw the doctor reading The Times in
the reading-room, but he could not bring himself 1o speak to
him. He wanted to see for himself whether that grave was
really there. and stepping into his chait he told his bearers o
take him to the cemetery. You couldn’t have a hallucinatiot
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He got back j 1aipan fo,
nto . 3 nd
home. He wouid I.hls chair and told his bearers | Xhaustey
ie down for half an i be;rs 1o take hikiy
ore dinner.

was tired o That was it. He had heard that people
i u, '
Ple hag
-

mur;ixatelg* into a sound sleep

suddenly ‘

s s céol}:‘:s a;oke. He had dreamed of 1t

seen them. It was abg dlggmg e T i <t

e k. hl'lr 1o say it was 3 halluci b

e e L 1S own eves. Then he heanatmn i

slloe hn going his rounds. ]t che e of
t s Mght 5o harshly that j made ll:imk'e "

] m jump out of

Jing. and inscrutable. in their long black gowns. They
bmed to press upon him with menace. He hated the country.
ina. Why had he ever come? He was panic-stricken now. He

t get out. He would not stay another vear, another month.

hhat did he carc about Shanghai?
“Oh, my God,” he cried. “If [ were only safely back in

hgland. ™
If he had to die he wanted to dic in

} He wanted to go home.
pgland. He could not bear to be buricd among all these

ellow men, with their slanting eyes and their grinning faces.
e wanted to be buried at home. not in that grave he had secn
hat dav. He could pever rest there. What did it matter what
eople thought? Let them think what they liked. The only thing
hat matiered was to get away while he had the chance

¢ head of the firm and

He got out of bed and wrote to the
baid he had discovered he was dangerously iil. He must be

eplaced. He could not stay longer than was absolutely
necessary. He must go home at once.

E They found the letter i the morning clenched in the
Maipan's hand. He had slipped down between the desk and the

f chair. He was stone dead.
Questions for further discussion
Plot Structure, Message, Tonal System
1 Does the plot contain all the components?
2 Do the complications involve physical or psychological

movement of events?
? What are the functions

3 Where do the events take place
of the setting”

4 What is the crucial moment of the story?

5 What are the basic conflicts of the story? Does the author

penetrate into the man character's mind? Give some facts
from the text to prove it if he does.
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€ wag an

eare €mphasized py: the
to other people, hig Speech

5Gi
Ve a character sketch of the taipan

Text 13

As yoy read the ¢e

follawing questions; *

thj
ink of the answers tg the

[ Why didn’t Men,
minute of thejr ¢
Opinion later on?

doza like p,

: 1s. Burte;
onversation? Did o

e haw from the first

change hig

2 Was Mrs. Burtenshaw really so respectful to Mendoza
while speaking about her son’s dream to him? Give the facts
from the story.

3 Why did the career of a politician for her son attract Mrs
Burtenshaw so much?

4 What did Mendoza see in Charlie’s first picture?

5 Charlie was a born artist, wasn’t he? If vou agree support
your opinion by the facts from the text.

6 When did Mrs. Burtenshaw begin to speak about paving
Mendoza?

7 What sum of money were they speaking about at the end
of their first meeting? Why didn’t a thousand pounds mean
much to Mrs. Burtenshaw?

8 When did the Burtenshaws come to Mendoza? Whom

was he intercsted in?

9 What did Mendoza tell Charlie having examined

his pictures? Why?
10 How did Charlie feel after his visit to Mendoza?

The Spanish Painter
W. Taine
et

The clock had just struck ten when Mendoza's servant
came into the studio and said to his master: "Mrs. Burtenshaw
1o see vou, sir.”

i Mendoza said nothing, but his eves asked a question which
the servant immediately understood. “She is a — large lady, sir,
with fine clothes and diamonds in her ears. I do not think she
has come to buy a painting.

“Well,” said Mendoza, “from your description of her, it's
clear that she has not come to ask me for monev either. As I
am not working, I shall receive her.”

The servant opened the door and invited the lady in.
Mendoza asked her to sit down, and stood waiting. As he
looked at her and histened to her, Mendoza decided that he




gldn\t like her ar ali. She smiled ar him
h:;gn::z]: hc:’ eyes. she spoke respec BT B
.:l‘?‘lm :jrr; “liCl;; Ilmrd lines round her Il{l;lilh O wa
morning.” she sad “Bh;dlt(c)oc-?:jm‘ 10/ 8¢€ you 50 carly i g,
The idea of asking vou to h:.lp nmtA“a.“ = Usimply Cvouldn’.e ven in your family
Tlgh[, [ didn’t sleep at all, Mr Menzo(:dmc to me during Uz; ~QOh!" she cried. and now her eyes were full of tears. “IF
;;SZ r(z:z:e :Ibr;- Mendoza, I am in Suéh azglftli:&l;li?u; close my -ou refuse to help me, what shall 1 do? You are the 911\) man
bt a;:r: ; mother, vou cannot know what ]"}f’n' You ho can‘ dohth1s f(»)f m& beclzlxu?e Chamfi ad@res }l()\)l m}c‘)re.
- 8 out my son. But vou must Keliune }»: how than any other artist. e collects vour drawings \:nv t C¥
SaE S ) v man i the world who can.” Ut d i iTe appear in the magazincs. He has hundreds of t_hcm, if’ not
Tt is true.” said Mendoza, “that 1 .h thousands. One word from you would be more important t0
fnather But I know many mothers, and | ave never been g him ~ T am sure of it - than a whole lecture from any other
are ready to do anvthing for the?r ch ldkno“ that afl of them artist. If you tell him honest)y that his painungs are no good. ¥
‘dear lady. { shall help vou. if' T can p1~ hrcn Believe me, m, am sure he will not continue hig-usele dy of arf. And his
how .{/can be of service to vou?™ erhaps vou will tell me mind will be free to think of the fine. ul ca/regr that [ want
cs. ves!” she cried. = . b for him.” T
story will take only a fewI l:rxl:&r::m]d Yo are busye Butmg “And what is the finc career? ” asked Mendoza
:fbou: my son Charlie, my only child H“'am ‘to Spe ak to vou “Politics, of course!” she said. “What else? Like his dear
poiZZSOBF}:l (‘d _hler coat that had c.ost‘e ’x%fg:—;\'-sl}”T”%fgme— father.” she explained. “Mr Burtenshaw was 1n Parliament
Errvonrs a'b is all that Lhave in the world! His dear £ ousand three years before he died. He made wgnderful speeches and
4 go, when Charlic was a litile bov father died the most important people were beginning to notice him. His
then. Charlie has been the main inte e boy of nine. Since moncy helped too, of course. 1 think you can understand now,
hC?ﬂ- A wonderful boy. until this ‘dt«:rcsr o life. my whole Mr Mendoza, why T want to see Charles in politics. It is my
goIng in forar-~ ldea came to him. the idea of duty to the memory of his dear father And I want him to
/:nd have vou come to ask me to tak marry well. a girt with money and a good name. if he marries
pupil?” Mendoza asked. “Because if that i € Your son as a such a girl, it will help him in his career. But if he becomes an
visit, L am sorry- that is the purpose of vour B artist. what chance sall he have to meet a girl of good family?
He will never speak to anybody except students and the kind of
girls who work in artists’ studios — hardly the kind of peopie

“1 understand.” Mendoza said. “Your family is too high
d 100 proud to have anything to do with painters. But how
an I promisc you austhing uatil I have seenyour son’s works”
bvhat if he has a really great talent” Such a thing is possible.

dut th

OT¢ was g

“No, no, my
that at all. | Tar:itczi;r : Nie?]d‘;za?’: she cried. I don't want
: you to tell hi g
?r?mgs' and then I want you [0131 ;?nn: 6';] Al homs: you i that a mothet wants her son to meet'”
shall have no rest or peace as long a h,m he has no talent “And if it is impossible 10 make him go in for any carect
¢ as that boy continues ¢xcept painting, what then”” Mendoza asked

dream of becomin, ;
ming an_artist, We hav 5
We have never had such low { The pleasant smile on her face disappeared immediately:
hard, “If he refuses o change

ideas or such low -

L IOW peg e in cur £ - 3

tell him he Wikl never EE)L able f[’:)“;)i?::‘l, You st proise:ts ‘ and her cves became small and

' his mind.” she said. “he will have to take care of himself.
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While I live, he i
e ! m:f hu] has qothmg except what 1 give |y
. or lglp. F1l close my door in his fa —L“"m ¥ he
e an:j ;10 otia listened to her words and ]:)0!\::': ar !
can’t touch uth. he thought to himself “A man :1 g g
e s mz:) woman, of course, but how I'd li];e lgsm :
. m and tell her never to come R ey
oo ome back!™ But he
“T under: -
ot Sawst:::r you. Mrs. Burtenshaw. | understand 1k,
c—— son from the terrible life of an artist -
— s “g “afld wonderful ideals of Parliament | [‘:’ -
seen his work? 2‘ vour bo)' that he has no talent if [ fi3 }‘:-h!!cs
- on; ifm vou bring me one or rwo c‘«:ar;mlc»":‘l S
e \,\'OL:‘] ;a!srlis plC[*ul‘eS here with me.” she ;:mix ered |
! 3 mc for it. Yo i e
bk ; u will see immediatels
: dm\pc:/es[& It’s the same with everything he dratc'h*a“l) =L
Mér;d szfa: men. never anyvthing nice or plmsan? :
M e wagt;k the pnmnng from her and examined
it i plf;ture of a pirate, in a bright blue coat g
i E f, with a knife in one hand and a gy —
Dictm:e; the }%ﬂg nhzg i one ear. It was far froinnam the
wachiﬁg in art. ButtM;ngjd ‘pamted o Ll rcceg:gg
i s 24’5 eyes at once saw the author s
"My dear lady.™ id. “thi
Ly humo‘?}\'mhensaell:d §hls painting is very interesting
£ : it was done with i
Ea :::‘sm ;md BemaE o R T zr:nthusmsm
Am‘bOdvs;a"?cbom with them, he s huckv if h(; ltnjx:d‘:}ll "
vbods am 1o draw. and if your son Eontinuest Cl;n-
¥ o study.

he will be a fine :
work.” artist. I shall be happy to see more of his

Yoy

pictures

don’t unde painting out of his hand
that I havefls‘ttand. Or perhaps vou don’t want to uflléi o
S come here to ask vou to encourage Vrstandf
hopel my son that he will never be 8¢ my son. [
opeless. Isn't that clear?™ S an artist, that he is

hat he is hopeless?”

window and said quietly,
not asking you to work for
pay whatever vou ask. Mv
money. But you can hardly believe that I will pay
all if vou are going to help this voung idiot to go ag;

“Yes.” Mendoza answered. “clear enough. But can you tell
¢ wihy I must do anything of the kind? Why must 1 tcll hum

A smile slowly appeared on her face She looked out of the
“You understand. of course, that T am
nothing. 1 shall be only too glad to
boy s future cannot be a question of
anvthing at
ainst his

mother!”
ow his exes

Mendoza | looked at her w ithout speaking, and n
\were half closed. AT fast he said. “You say von will pav me
well. May [ ask how much you are thinking of paying?”
She looked at him and met his eve at last.
“Is this business?” she asked.
“It is!” he answered shortly. N
“Then,” she said. “1 have o my m
hundred pounds.”
Mendoza stood up

ind — perhaps - hm - one

and threw his hands wide
“My dear lady.” he said, "I am afraid you don’t understand
who are vou talking business with. T am Mendoza. Perhaps a
hundred pounds means very much to some small artists, but
you cannot think it is of any importance 1o me. If you want me
to lie about anything connected with art: if vou want me to tell
a young man with talent not 10 give his life, his strength, his
young mind and enthusiasm to art, you must pay mc not less
than a thousand pounds. I won't touch this business for less —
not for two hundred pounds, not for three hundred pounds, not
for nine hundred and ninety-ninc pounds. Take it or leave it -
do as vou like; but quickly, please. I must begin my own work
in five minutes.”
To his surprise. she agreed at once She had not thought of
paying so much, but a thousand pounds meant littie to a lady as
rich as she was — and her Charlie’s political carecr was in

danger!
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Mendoza answered. “Jf v

Tomor
; TOW, Thur:
' come here the day -

and opened jt
open the window Th? i

of
lavwvers in Bedford § wingi o

ground, with g hundrcg R i

and legs and one cven of

must allow
his drawingg -

Moup
tell him what v

ute later,

- he w;
alran this rogm, \}::s
0 the telephone andS
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to have dinner v 1th
sual. I want o speak
u when yoy come

Burtenshay and
e lady to sit down

ted oniy in the
Mendoza thought,
ad and

his nose was round. He

€ studio. he almost

the drawings that the bos

able and began to

T 1t was a picture
ﬁrsp time in the
main lay on the
him. on his arms
to his mouth, Not
al master

me 1o 4,

¢ had tried - how he

Charlic had thought much about it: b
There were mistakes

had tried' But it was too difficult for hira
evervwherc. he had lost the battle.
But Mendoza saw something ¢l
wrong colour of the ground. He saw that in the whole picture
there was the finest and richest imagination. And there was
humour n it 00, the same humour that he had seen in the
picture of the pirate The little men did not look like each
other. Their clothes were not the same. they did not stand the
same way and their faces were not the same. as they pulled and
pushed Guiliver. All of them were busy, all of them were
funny. The sky and the ground were not important: the people
in the picture said - 1o, shouted ~ that the person who had
created them was an artist with the highest and most powerful
talent
Mendoza examined all the paintings and drawings and then
returned them to Charlie. “Mr. Burtenshaw,” he said. “I am
sorry to say that your work shows very little talent. Of course.
you may continue to draw for your own entertainment. art can
be an interesting hobby. But you are hopeless as an artist. The
best thing for you is to do as vour mother says, and go in for
politics. 1 have nothing more 10 say Good-bye.” He went 10

the door and opened it.

Charlie jumped up. his eyes
word ran out of the studio. His moth
slowly. As she passed Mendoza, she said,
what you really think of the pictures.”

“Madam,” said Mendoza, “ have done what

didn’t say that I would tell you what I really think .~
She laughed and went out Mendoza opened the window
and raised his hand once and then again, Then he closed the

window and went back to his w ork.
2

Isc, besides the bad sky. the

full of tears, and without a
er followed him more
“I'd like to know

we agreed. §

s us to a bench by the river Thames,

The story now take:
s head in his hands. He

where voung Charlie is sitting with hi
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ant tg
: dong
£en " B
s, he

M. but he didn’t heargin o o
C

¢ money is for you. You will come to this office every
u have received the

Saturday, to Teceive four pounds. until yo

whole thousand pounds. That means you will have four pounds
2 week for almost five vears. You may do whatever you like
with the money.”

He put four pounds on th
your money for the first week.”
Good-bye!”

“But — but -“Charlie began.

“No buts, Mr. Burtenshaw.” Mr. Crumpton said. “Our
business is over. Henry!” he said to the man who had come to
Charlie by the Thares “Ghow Mr. Burtenshaw the way out!”

“But ~ but - * Charlic cried. Henry came to him and took
his arm. “This way, sir.” he said. Charlie found himself in the
corridor. 1n one hand he held his drawings. in the other hand

were his four pounds
“Byt ~ but = he said, and found himself in the street
4

< table in front of Charlie. ~This is
he said. “That is al. T think

Our story begins again four vears later Mendoza’s servant
has just come into the studio and told him that Mr. Charles
Burtendshaw has come and would be glad if Mendoza could
receive him. Mendoza went 10 the door himself and opened it.
He held out his hand to Charlie. who was wailing there.

“Good afternoon, Mr. Burtenshaw,” he said. “{ am very
glad to see you. L an afraid 1 wasn't very friendly to you at our
last meeting four years ago, and 1 hope vou are going to give

me a chance to be more pleasant.”

“] hope you will find it possible to be more pleasant,”
Charlie answered. “Though I am going 10 ask vou to do the
same thing: that is, 1 want you 1o look at some of my drawings
and tell me if there is anything good in them.”

“So you did not g0 in for political carcer?”

“No, I didn’t. Let me show vou what L went in for.”

Charlie put a popular magazine on the table and opened it
Mendoza saw before him a full-page drawing of Gulliver,
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Questions for further discussion

Plot structure, Message
1 Dogs the story comprise all the components of the plot

structure?
{itle? Does it serve 10 convey

2 What is the

the author’s message”?

3 What is the main problem of the story? Formulate the
¢ of the story and provide some evidence from the

it is conveyed.
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functions of the setting?
6 What is the climax of the story?
7 s there any denouement in the story’
J 8 What conflicts is the story based on?
9 Dothe complications involve physical of psyohological
movement of events O both?
10 Are there any €ases of retardation, withholding of

information ot enigma in the story”?

er?
ry? What are the
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The Phantom Luncheon

H.H. Munro
“The Smithly-Dubbs are in Town,” said Sir James. “I wish
vou would show them some attention. Ask them 10 lunch with
vou atthe Ritz or somewhere.”

“From the little T've seen of the Smithly-Dubbs 1 don’t
think 1 want 10 cultivate their acquamtance," said Lady
Drakmanton.

“They always work for us at clection times,” said her
husband; “1 don't suppo afluence very many votes. but

they have an uncl of my ward committees, and
another uncle spei of our less important
meetings. Those sO o the shape
of hospitality.”

“Expect it!” exclaimed Lady Drakmanton: “the Misses
Smithty-Dubbsdo more than that; they almost demand it. They
belong to my club, and hang about the lobby just about lunch-

time, all three of them, with their tongues hanging out of their
mouths an i rse look in their eves. if 1 were 10
breathe the W they would hustle me into a taxi and
scream “Ritz’ s” to the driver before 1 knew
(what was happening y

«All the same, 1 think vou ought to ask them 1o
some sort,” persisted Sir James.

“{ consider that showiog hospitality to the Smithly-Dubbs

is carrying Free Food prmo‘\p\es to a regrettable extreme,” said
Lady Drakmanton: “T've entertained the Joneses and the

aks sometimes at some
xt of people expect some retum U

ord “lonch’
* or “Dicudonné’
a meal of
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eived an enthusiasnc recommendation
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The restaurant ¢
from the three sisiers
“Let’s go and lunch
fow minutes tme

there. shall we?” she suggested. and in
the Smithiv-Dubb mind was
rtors a happy vista of baked meats

a
contemplating at close qua
and approved vintage.
start with caviare? Tam,” confided Lady
The

“Are you going to
PDrakmanton, and the Smithly-Dubbs started with caviare
subsequent dishes were chosen in the same ambitious spirit,
and by the ime they had arrived at the W ild duck course it was
beginning © be a rather expensive lunch
The conversation hardly kept pace with the bniliancy of
the menu Repeated references on the part of the guests to the
local potitical conditions and prospects in Sir James's
constituency Were met with vague *ahs” and “indeeds” from
Lady Drakmanton. who might have been cxpected 1O be
specially interested
“J think when the
it will lose some of its present
Smithiy-Dubb.
“will 12 1 dare say. T'm afraid politics don’t int
very much,” said Lady Drakmanton.
The three Miss Smithiy-Dubbs put down their cups of
Then they broke into protesting

Tarkish coffee and stared.

Insurance Act 15 2 little better understood
unpopularity.” hazarded Cecilia

erest me

giggles.

“Of course, You 1@ joking.” they said.

“Not me.” was the disconcerting answer: “{ can't make
1d politics. Never could, never

s bothenng O
my own affairs.

head or tait of the!
want to. 1've quite enough 10 do to manage
and that’s a fact”

“But.” exclaimed Amanda Smithly-Dubb, with a squeal of
bewilderment preaking o her voice, "I was told you spoke sO
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“You came up 1o us in the club =~
“In what club?”

“The New Didactic, in Calais Street.”

“The New Didactic!” exclaimed Lady Drakmanton with an
air of returning illumination; “thank you so much. Of course, I
remember now who I am. I'm Ellen Niggle, of the Ladies’
Brass-polishing Guild. The Club employs me to come NOW and
then and sce to the polishing of the brass fittings. That's how [
came to know Lady Drakmanton by sight: she's very often in
the Club. And vou are the ladies who so kindly asked me out
to unch. Funny how it should all have slipped my memory, all
of a sudden. The unaccustomed good food and wine must have
been too much for me; for the moment 1 realty couldn’t call to
mind who 1 was. Good gracious,”” she broke off suddenly, “it’s
ten past two; I should be ata polishing job in Whitehall. I must
scuttle off like a giddy rabbit. Thanking you ever s0.”

She left the room with a scuttle sufficiently suggestive of
the animal she had mentioned, but the giddiness was all on the
side of her involuntary hostesses. The restaurant seemed to be
spinning round them, and the bill when it appeared did nothing
{0 restore their composure. They were as nearly in tears as it is
permissible to be during the Tuncheon hour in a really good
restaurant, Financially speaking, they were well able to afford
the luxury of an elaborate lunch, but their ideas on the subject
of entertaining differed very sharply, according to the
circumstances of whether they were dispensing or receiving
hospitality. To have fed themselves liberally at their own

expense was, perhaps. an extravagance to be deplored, but, at
any rate, they had had something for their money; 10 have
drawn an unknown and socially unremunerative Ellen Niggle
into the net of their hospitabity was a catastrophe that they
could not contemplate with any degree of calmness.

The Smithiv-Dubbs never quite recovered from their
unnerving expericnce. They have given up politics and taken

to doing good.
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Questions for further discussion
Plot structure, Message

1 Does the story comprise all the Components of the plot
structure”

2 What is the function of the title? What is implied by the
title of the story? Does it serve o convey the authorg
message?

3 What is the main problem of the story? Formulate the
message of the story and Provide some evidence from the
story 1o show how it is conveyed.

4 What span of time does the story coyer?

5 Is the setting scattered throughout the story? What are the
functions of the setting?

6 What is the climax of the story?

71s there any denouement in the storv?

8 What conflicts is the story based on?

9 Do the complications involye physical or psychological
movement of events or both?

10 Are there any cases of retardation, withholding of
information or enigma in the story?

11 What js the Literary form of the story:?

Narrative method, Character-images

! What is the type of the narrator?

2 Are the characters real and convincing? Support your
point of view by some examples from the story.

3 What is implied by the following statements: “You can
pass yourself off as me.” “It wijj be an amusing lunch-party™

AWhy does the author give some marked variations of
Lady Drakmanton in such details (her hair jn an unaccustomed

manner.... puton a hat. )7 How does it characterize the
protagonist?
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