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HEPEIMOBA

«IIpakTnuHMil Kypc Tepiioi 1HO3eMHOI MOBM (QHTUIMCBKO1)» HAJICKUTH MO
UKy pyHIaMEHTaIbHUX, MPOodeCciitHO-OpIEHTOBAHUX AUCIUILIIIH. METOI BUBUCHHS
BOTO Kypcy € HaOyTTS HaBUYOK MOHOJIOTIYHOTO Ta [1aJIOTIYHOTO MOBJICHHS,
MOTIOBHEHHSI ~ CJIOBHUKOBOT'O  3amacy, PpO3IIUPEHHS  COLIOKYJIbTYpHUX  Ta
JIHTBOKPAiHO3HABUMX KOMIIETEHTHOCTEH.

VY pe3ynbTari BUBUEHHS KypCY CTYACHT MOBUHEH:

3namu:

® BOKaOyJsip 3 OCHOBHHUX TeM miapy4yHuka (MiHiMyM 2700 oauHULIB);

® [IPUIIOMHU YUTAHHS OPUTIHAIILHUX TEKCTIB CEPEIHBOT BAXKKOCTI;

® OCHOBHI1 KOMYHIKaTHBHI CTpaTerii Ha cepeHbOMY PiBHI BOJIOAIHHS MOBOIO;

® OCHOBHI IPUHOMU ITUCbMOBOT KOMYHIKAITIi.

Ymimu:

® PO3YyMITH MOBY CHIBOECIIHMKAa B O€3MOCEpEIHbOMY CIUIKYBAaHHI Yy MeEXax
3aCBOEHOTO JIEKCUYHOT'O 1 TpaMaTUYHOr0 MaTepiaiy;

e BecTH Oecily Ha Oyab-Ky 3 BHUBUEHHX IPOTPAMHUX TEM Yy HOPMAJIBHOMY
PO3MOBHOMY TEMIIl 3 MPAaBUIBHOI BUMOBOIO 1 BIJMOBIJHOI IHTOHAIIIELO,
a/IeKBaTHO BUKOPHUCTOBYIOUH JIEKCUYHHUM Ta TpaMaTHUYHUIN MaTepiad,

® pPOOUTH MOBIIOMJIEHHS 3a TEMOIO, MPOYUTAHUM a00 MPOCIYyXaHUM TEKCTOM,
OMKCYBATH KapTUHY a00 (HUIbM;

® IHCLEHYBaTU TEKCTH, CKJIaJJaTH 1 ApaMaTU3yBaTH CUTYaTUBHI J1aJIOTH;

® JIITEpaTYpHO KOPEKTHO MEPEKIalaTi HaBUalbHI Ta XyJI0KHI TEKCTU CEPEIHBOT
Ba)KKOCTI PiJIHOIO MOBOIO, & TAKOXK MEPEKJIaIaTh 3 PiTHOT MOBU Ha aHTIIIUCHKY
OKpeMi TEKCTH 3 METOI0 TPEHYBAaHHS MEPEKIaIallbKIX HABUYOK;

e yyTaTM MNpo cebde Ta pO3yMITH O€3 MNepeKiaTy HEBaXKKUN He3HAHOMUU
OpUTIHATBHUI XYJOKHIM TEKCT 1 MepeJaBaTu WOro 3MICT aHIUIIMCHKOIO MOBOIO;
MPABUJIBHO 1 BUPA3HO YNTATH BrOJIOC HECKJIATHUIN OPUTIHATBHHUMA TEKCT;

e mucatu opdorpadiuHO MPaBUIBHO B MEXKaX aKTUBHOTO JIEKCUYHOTO MIHIMYMY
pi3HI TUMH TEKCTIB: MPUBATHUMA JIUCT, JIUCTIBKY, €CE, MepeKa3 3a MPOYNTaHUM
a00 MPOCIyXaHUM TEKCTOM, (PLIIBMOM, OTTUC KapTHUHHU.

Y paMmkax 1HTErpoBaHOTO MmiaAxoay 10 (OpMyBaHHS KOMYHIKATHBHOT
KOMIETEHIII  mependayaeThCs  IMOACMeKTHE  HaBYaHHS  aHTJINWCHKOI  MOBH.
BuginsioTrecss Taki acmekTH, SK: aHAJIITUYHE YWTaHHS, TpaMmaTuka, (POHETHKa,
PO3MOBHA MPAKTUKA Ta JIOMAIITHE YUTAHHSI.

AcniekT «JloMamnrHe YWTaHHS» A€ MOKJIMBICTH PO3IIMPHUTU CIOBHUKOBHMA
3amac CTYJEHTIB HUISIXOM OIpaIfOBaHHS TEKCTIB XYAOXHIX TBOPIB; chopmyBaTH
BMIHHSI BUSIBJISITH 1 IHTEPHPETYBATH CMHUCIOBHUM 1 3MICTOBUM ACMEKTH TEKCTY, MOTrO
€CTETHUYHI SKOCTi, PEMpPe3eHTOBaHI TEKCTOBI KaTeropii; MOKPAIUTA TPAKTUYHI
HABUYKHU CMUIKYBAaHHS aHTJIIHCHKOIO MOBOIO,

[Ipaktukym moOymoBaHo Ha poOOTI 3 KOPOTKMMH  OTIOBIIaHHIMHU
amepukaHcbkoro mmchMeHHHKa O.I'eHpi. PoGoTa Hajg KOXKHHMM — OMNOBITAHHSIM
yHi(1KOBaHa, Ma€ YiTKY CTPYKTYPY 1 CKJIaJa€ThCS 3 HACTYITHUX €JIEMEHTIB:

Pre-reading tasks — 11i 3aBmanHst opieHTOBaHI Ha BUABJCHHS (POHOBHMX 3HaHb



IIOJI0 TEKCTy OMOBiJlaHb; BOHM HAJAIITOBYIOTh CTYICHTIB HAa aKTHBHE 1 TBOpUE
CTaBJICHHS JIO Martepiajlly, HPOBOKYIOTh IHTEpPEC JO TEKCTOBOi iH(opmMmaiii,
PO3BUBAIOTH KPUTUIHE MUCIICHHSI.

After reading tasks — 11i 3aBaHHs Opi€eHTOBaHI Ha 3aKPIIJICHHS Ta aKTHUBI3ALIIIO
JICKCHYHOTO Marepially, pernpe3eHTOBAHOTO y TEKCTi; BOHU HAJAIOTh MOXKJIHBICTH
MIJBUIIUTH PIBEHb C(HOPMOBAHOCTI TpaMaTUYHOI KOMIIETEHIlI MIJISAXOM aHami3y
rpaMaTUYHHUX SIBUI BiJMOBIIHO JO MPOTPaMHUX BUMOT Ta IIITXOM 3aCTOCYBaHHSI
aKTUBHOTO BOKAOYJSIpYy B KOHCTPYKITISAX Ta peueHHAX. KOMyHIKaTHBHO CIpSMOBaHi
3aBJlaHHS CHOPHUSAIOTH TEPEBIPIl PO3YMIHHS TEKCTy, (OPMYIOTh HABHUYKH HOTO
1HTepIpeTallii, po3BUBalOTh BMIHHS BUCIJIOBIIOBATH CBOI JYMKHU Ta BECTH JMUCKYCIIO.
VYce 1e 3a0e3neuye BUHUKHEHHS Y CTYACHTIB MOTHBAIIIT 10 MOAIBIIOT M3HABAILHOT
TUSUTBHOCTI.

[IpakTkyM MOke OyTH BUKOPHUCTAHUH SIK MiJ 9ac ayIUTOPHHUX 3aHATHh Tak 1
JUISL CAMOCTIMHOT pOOOTH.



0. HENRY IN THE WINTER OF 1909-10



William Sydney Porter

(September 11, 1862 — June 5, 1910), known by his pen name O. Henry, was
an American short story writer. O.Henry's short stories are known for their wit,
wordplay, warm characterization, and surprise endings.

Early life

William Sidney Porter was born on September 11, 1862, in Greensboro, North
Carolina. He changed the spelling of his middle name to Sydney in 1898. His parents
were Dr. Algernon Sidney Porter (1825-88), a physician, and Mary Jane Virginia
Swaim Porter (1833-65). William's parents had married on April 20, 1858. When
William was three, his mother died from tuberculosis, and he and his father moved
into the home of his paternal grandmother. As a child, Porter was always reading,
everything from classics to dime novels; his favorite works were Lane's translation of
One Thousand and One Nights, and Burton's Anatomy of Melancholy.

Porter graduated from his aunt Evelina Maria Porter's elementary school in
1876. He then enrolled at the Lindsey Street High School. His aunt continued to tutor
him until he was fifteen. In 1879, he started working in his uncle's drugstore and in
1881, at the age of nineteen, he was licensed as a pharmacist. At the drugstore, he
also showed off his natural artistic talents by sketching the townsfolk.

Move to Texas

Porter traveled with Dr. James K. Hall to Texas in March 1882, hoping that a
change of air would help alleviate a persistent cough he had developed. He took up
residence on the sheep ranch of Richard Hall, James' son, in La Salle County and
helped out as a shepherd, ranch hand, cook and baby-sitter. While on the ranch, he
learned bits of Spanish and German from the mix of immigrant ranch hands. He also
spent time reading classic literature. Porter's health did improve and he traveled with
Richard to Austin in 1884, where he decided to remain and was welcomed into the
home of the Harrells, who were friends of Richard's. Porter took a number of
different jobs over the next several years, first as pharmacist then as a draftsman,
bank teller and journalist. He also began writing as a sideline.

Porter led an active social life in Austin, including membership in singing and
drama groups. He played both the guitar and mandolin. Porter met and began
courting Athol Estes, then seventeen years old and from a wealthy family. Her
mother objected to the match because Athol was ill, suffering from tuberculosis. On
July 1, 1887, Porter eloped with Athol to the home of Reverend R. K. Smoot, where
they were married.

The couple continued to participate in musical and theater groups, and Athol
encouraged her husband to pursue his writing. Athol gave birth to a son in 1888, who
died hours after birth, and then a daughter, Margaret Worth Porter, in September
1889. Porter's friend Richard Hall became Texas Land Commissioner and offered
Porter a job. Porter started as a draftsman at the Texas General Land Office (GLO) in
1887 at a salary of $100 a month, drawing maps from surveys and field notes. The
salary was enough to support his family, but he continued his contributions to
magazines and newspapers.
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In the GLO building, he began developing characters and plots for such stories
as "Georgia's Ruling" (1900), and "Buried Treasure™ (1908). The castle-like building
he worked in was even woven into some of his tales such as "Bexar Scrip No. 2692"
(1894).

His job at the GLO was a political appointment by Hall. Hall ran for governor
in the election of 1890 but lost. Porter resigned in early 1891 when the new
governor, Jim Hogg, was sworn in.

The same year, Porter began working at the First National Bank of Austin as a
teller and bookkeeper at the same salary he had made at the GLO. The bank was
operated informally and Porter was apparently careless in keeping his books and may
have embezzled funds. In 1894, he was accused by the bank of embezzlement and
lost his job but was not indicted.

He then worked full-time on his humorous weekly called The Rolling Stone,
which he started while working at the bank. The Rolling Stone featured satire on life,
people and politics and included Porter's short stories and sketches. Although
eventually reaching a top circulation of 1500, The Rolling Stone failed in April 1895
since the paper never provided an adequate income. However, his writing and
drawings had caught the attention of the editor at the Houston Post.

Porter and his family moved to Houston in 1895, where he started writing for
the Post. His salary was only $25 a month, but it rose steadily as his popularity
increased. Porter gathered ideas for his column by loitering in hotel lobbies and
observing and talking to people there. This was a technique he used throughout his
writing career.

While he was in Houston, federal auditors audited the First National Bank of
Austin and found the embezzlement shortages that led to his firing. A federal
indictment followed and he was arrested on charges of embezzlement.

Flight and return

Porter's father-in-law posted bail to keep him out of jail. He was due to stand
trial on July 7, 1896, but the day before, as he was changing trains to get to the
courthouse, an impulse hit him. He fled, first to New Orleans and later to Honduras,
with which the United States had no extradition treaty at that time. In Honduras,
William became friends with Al Jennings, a notorious train robber, who later wrote a
book about their friendship. He holed up in a Trujillo hotel for several months, where
he wrote Cabbages and Kings, in which he coined the term "banana republic" to
describe the country, a phrase subsequently used widely to describe a small, unstable
tropical nation in Latin America with a narrowly focused, agrarian economy. Porter
had sent Athol and Margaret back to Austin to live with Athol's parents.
Unfortunately, Athol became too ill to meet Porter in Honduras as he had planned.
When he learned that his wife was dying, Porter returned to Austin in February 1897
and surrendered to the court, pending an appeal. Once again, Porter's father-in-law
posted bail so that he could stay with Athol and Margaret.

Athol Estes Porter died from tuberculosis (then known as consumption) on
July 25, 1897. Porter had little to say in his own defence, and was found guilty of
embezzlement in February 1898, sentenced to five years in prison, and imprisoned on
March 25, 1898 at the Ohio Penitentiary in Columbus, Ohio. Porter was a licensed
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pharmacist and was able to work in the prison hospital as the night druggist. He was
given his own room in the hospital wing, and there is no record that he actually spent
time in the cell block of the prison. He had fourteen stories published under various
pseudonyms while he was in prison, but was becoming best known as "O. Henry", a
pseudonym that first appeared over the story "Whistling Dick's Christmas Stocking"
in the December 1899 issue of McClure's Magazine. A friend of his in New Orleans
would forward his stories to publishers so that they had no idea that the writer was
imprisoned.

Porter was released on July 24, 1901 for good behavior after serving three
years. He reunited with his daughter Margaret, now age 11, in Pittsburgh,
Pennsylvania, where Athol's parents had moved after Porter's conviction. Margaret
was never told that her father had been in prison—just that he had been away on
business.

Later life

Porter's most prolific writing period started in 1902, when he moved to New
York City to be near his publishers. While there, he wrote 381 short stories. He wrote
a story a week for over a year for the New York World Sunday Magazine. His wit,
characterization, and plot twists were adored by his readers, but often panned by
critics.

Porter married again in 1907 to childhood sweetheart Sarah (Sallie) Lindsey
Coleman, whom he met again after revisiting his native state of North Carolina. Sarah
Lindsey Coleman was herself a writer and wrote a romanticized and fictionalized
version of their correspondence and courtship in her novella Wind of Destiny.

Porter was a heavy drinker, and his health deteriorated markedly in 1908,
which affected his writing. In 1909, Sarah left him, and he died on June 5, 1910,
ofcirrhosis of the liver, complications of diabetes, and an enlarged heart. After funeral
services in New York City, he was buried in the Riverside Cemetery in Asheville,
North Carolina. His daughter, Margaret Worth Porter, attended Princeton University
and had a short writing career from 1913 to 1916. She married cartoonist Oscar
Cesare of New York in 1916; they were divorced four years later. She died of
tuberculosis in 1927 and is buried next to her father.

Works

Cabbages and Kings (1904)

A series of stories which explore aspects of life in a paralytically sleepy
Central American town, each advancing some aspect of the larger plot and relating
back one to another in a complex structure. The larger, overriding plot slowly
explicates its own background, even as it creates a town which is one of the most
detailed literary creations of the period. In this book, O. Henry coined the term
"banana republic”.

Roads of Destiny (1909)

A collection of 22 short stories:

"Roads of Destiny", "The Guardian of the Accolade”, "The Discounters of
Money", "The Enchanted Profile”, "Next to Reading Matter"”, "Art and the Bronco",
"Pheebe", "A Double-dyed Deceiver”, "The Passing of Black Eagle”, "A Retrieved
Reformation”, "Cherchez la Femme", "Friends in San Rosario”, "The Fourth in
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Salvador”, "The Emancipation of Billy", "The Enchanted Kiss", "A Departmental
Case", "The Renaissance at Charleroi*, "On Behalf of the Management”, "Whistling
Dick's Christmas Stocking”, "The Halberdier of the Little Rheinschloss”, "Two
Renegades" and "The Lonesome Road"

Whirligigs (1910)

A collection of 24 short stories: "The World and the Door", "The Theory and the
Hound", "The Hypotheses of Failure”, "Calloway's Code", "A Matter of Mean
Elevation", "Girl", "Sociology in Serge and Straw", "The Ransom of Red Chief",
"The Marry Month of May", "A Technical Error", "Suite Homes and Their
Romance", "The Whirligig of Life", "A Sacrifice Hit", "The Roads We Take", "A
Blackjack Bargainer, "The Song and the Sergeant”, "One Dollar's Worth", "A
Newspaper Story", "Tommy's Burglar”, "A Chaparral Christmas Gift", "A Little
Local Colour", "Georgia's Ruling”, "Blind Man's Holiday", and "Madame Bo Peep of
the Ranches".

Stories

O. Henry's stories frequently have surprise endings. In his day, he was called
the American answer to Guy de Maupassant. While both authors wrote plot twist
endings, O. Henry stories were considerably more playful. His stories are also known
for witty narration.

Most of O. Henry's stories are set in his own time, the early 20th century.
Many take place in New York City and deal for the most part with ordinary people:
clerks, policemen, waitresses, etc.

O. Henry's work is wide-ranging, and his characters can be found roaming the
cattle-lands of Texas, exploring the art of the con-man, or investigating the tensions
of class and wealth in turn-of-the-century New York. O. Henry had an inimitable
hand for isolating some element of society and describing it with an incredible
economy and grace of language. Some of his best and least-known work is contained
in Cabbages and Kings, a series of stories each of which explores some individual
aspect of life in a paralytically sleepy Central American town, while advancing some
aspect of the larger plot and relating back one to another.

Cabbages and Kings was his first collection of stories, followed by The Four
Million. The second collection opens with a reference to Ward McAllister's "assertion
that there were only 'Four Hundred' people in New York City who were really worth
noticing. But a wiser man has arisen—the census taker—and his larger estimate of
human interest has been preferred in marking out the field of these little stories of the
'Four Million." To O. Henry, everyone in New York counted.

He had an obvious affection for the city, which he called "Bagdad-on-the-
Subway," and many of his stories are set there — while others are set in small towns
or in other cities.

His final work was "Dream", a short story intended for the magazine The
Cosmopolitan but left incomplete at the time of his death.

Pen name

Porter gave various explanations for the origin of his pen name. In 1909 he
gave an interview to The New York Times, in which he gave an account of it:
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It was during these New Orleans days that | adopted my pen name of O.Henry.
| said to a friend: "I'm going to send out some stuff. I don't know if it amounts to
much, so | want to get a literary alias. Help me pick out a good one." He suggested
that we get a newspaper and pick a name from the first list of notables that we found
in it. In the society columns we found the account of a fashionable ball. "Here we
have our notables,” said he. We looked down the list and my eye lighted on the name
Henry, "That'll do for a last name," said I. "Now for a first name. | want something
short. None of your three-syllable names for me." "Why don’t you use a plain initial
letter, then?" asked my friend. "Good," said I, "O is about the easiest letter written,
and O itis."”

A newspaper once wrote and asked me what the O stands for. | replied, "O
stands for Olivier, the French for Oliver." And several of my stories accordingly
appeared in that paper under the name Olivier Henry.

William Trevor writes in the introduction to The World of O. Henry: Roads of
Destiny and Other Stories (Hodder & Stoughton, 1973) that “there was a prison guard
named Orrin Henry" in the Ohio State Penitentiary "whom William Sydney Porter ...
immortalised as O. Henry".

Writer and scholar Guy Davenport offers his own hypothesis: "The pseudonym
that he began to write under in prison is constructed from the first two letters
of Ohioand the second and last two of penitentiary."

Legacy

The O.Henry Award is a prestigious annual prize named after Porter and given
to outstanding short stories.

A film was made in 1952 featuring five stories, called O. Henry's Full House.
The episode garnering the most critical acclaim was "The Cop and the Anthem"
starring Charles Laughton and Marilyn Monroe. The other stories are "The Clarion
Call", "The Last Leaf", "The Ransom of Red Chief" (starring Fred Allenand Oscar
Levant), and "The Gift of the Magi".

The O. Henry House and O. Henry Hall, both in Austin, Texas, are named for
him. O. Henry Hall, now owned by the University of Texas, previously served as the
federal courthouse in which O. Henry was convicted of embezzlement.

In 1962, the Soviet Postal Service issued a stamp commemorating O'Henry's
100th birthday. On September 11, 2012, the U.S. Postal Service issued a stamp
commemorating the 150th anniversary of O. Henry's birth.
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THE GIFT OF THE MAGI

Pre-reading tasks:

1. What are your associations with the
notion ‘“Magi”? What do you know
about them? What is the legend about?
What can be called “a perfect present”?
3. Can you anticipate in what way are the

items on the picture connected with the
. 2 Y story?

N

Read the text:

One dollar and eighty-seven cents. That was all. And sixty cents of it was in
pennies. Pennies saved one and two at a time by bulldozing the grocer and the
vegetable man and the butcher until one's cheeks burned with the silent imputation of
parsimony that such close dealing implied. Three times Della counted it. One dollar
and eighty-seven cents. And the next day would be Christmas.

There was clearly nothing left to do but flop down on the shabby little couch
and howl. So Della did it. Which instigates the moral reflection that life is made up of
sobs, sniffles, and smiles, with sniffles predominating.

While the mistress of the home is gradually subsiding from the first stage to the
second, take a look at the home. A furnished flat at $8 per week. It did not exactly
beggar description, but it certainly had that word on the look-out for the mendicancy
squad.

In the vestibule below was a letter-box into which no letter would go, and an
electric button from which no mortal finger could coax a ring. Also appertaining
thereunto was a card bearing the name "Mr. James Dillingham Young."

The "Dillingham” had been flung to the breeze during a former period of
prosperity when its possessor was being paid $30 per week. Now, when the income
was shrunk to $20, the letters of "Dillingham™ looked blurred, as though they were
thinking seriously of contracting to a modest and unassuming D. But whenever Mr.
James Dillingham Young came home and reached his flat above he was called "Jim"
and greatly hugged by Mrs. James Dillingham Young, already introduced to you as
Della. Which is all very good.

Della finished her cry and attended to her cheeks with the powder rag. She
stood by the window and looked out dully at a grey cat walking a grey fence in a grey
backyard. To-morrow would be Christmas Day, and she had only $1.87 with which
to buy Jim a present. She had been saving every penny she could for months, with
this result. Twenty dollars a week doesn't go far. Expenses had been greater than she
had calculated. They always are. Only $1.87 to buy a present for Jim. Her Jim. Many
a happy hour she had spent planning for something nice for him. Something fine and
rare and sterling - something just a little bit near to being worthy of the honour of
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being owned by Jim.

There was a pier-glass between the windows of the room. Perhaps you have
seen a pier-glass in an $8 Bat. A very thin and very agile person may, by observing
his reflection in a rapid sequence of longitudinal strips, obtain a fairly accurate
conception of his looks. Della, being slender, had mastered the art.

Suddenly she whirled from the window and stood before the glass. Her eyes
were shining brilliantly, but her face had lost its colour within twenty seconds.
Rapidly she pulled down her hair and let it fall to its full length.

Now, there were two possessions of the James Dillingham Youngs in which
they both took a mighty pride. One was Jim's gold watch that had been his father's
and his grandfather's. The other was Della's hair. Had the Queen of Sheba lived in the
flat across the airshaft, Della would have let her hair hang out of the window some
day to dry just to depreciate Her Majesty's jewels and gifts. Had King Solomon been
the janitor, with all his treasures piled up in the basement, Jim would have pulled out
his watch every time he passed, just to see him pluck at his beard from envy.

So now Della's beautiful hair fell about her, rippling and shining like a cascade
of brown waters. It reached below her knee and made itself almost a garment for her.
And then she did it up again nervously and quickly. Once she faltered for a minute
and stood still while a tear or two splashed on the worn red carpet.

On went her old brown jacket; on went her old brown hat. With a whirl of
skirts and with the brilliant sparkle still in her eyes, she cluttered out of the door and
down the stairs to the street.

Where she stopped the sign read: 'Mme Sofronie. Hair Goods of All Kinds.'
One Eight up Della ran, and collected herself, panting. Madame, large, too white,
chilly, hardly looked the 'Sofronie.’

"Will you buy my hair?" asked Della.

"I buy hair," said Madame. "Take yer hat off and let's have a sight at the looks of it."
Down rippled the brown cascade.

"Twenty dollars,” said Madame, lifting the mass with a practised hand.

"Give it to me quick" said Della.

Oh, and the next two hours tripped by on rosy wings. Forget the hashed
metaphor. She was ransacking the stores for Jim's present.

She found it at last. It surely had been made for Jim and no one else. There was
no other like it in any of the stores, and she had turned all of them inside out. It was a
platinum fob chain simple and chaste in design, properly proclaiming its value by
substance alone and not by meretricious ornamentation - as all good things should do.
It was even worthy of The Watch. As soon as she saw it she knew that it must be
Jim's. It was like him. Quietness and value - the description applied to both. Twenty-
one dollars they took from her for it, and she hurried home with the 78 cents. With
that chain on his watch Jim might be properly anxious about the time in any
company. Grand as the watch was, he sometimes looked at it on the sly on account of
the old leather strap that he used in place of a chain.

When Della reached home her intoxication gave way a little to prudence and
reason. She got out her curling irons and lighted the gas and went to work repairing
the ravages made by generosity added to love. Which is always a tremendous task
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dear friends - a mammoth task.

Within forty minutes her head was covered with tiny, close-lying curls that
made her look wonderfully like a truant schoolboy. She looked at her reflection in the
mirror long, carefully, and critically.

"If Jim doesn't kill me,” she said to herself, "before he takes a second look at
me, he'll say I look like a Coney Island chorus girl. But what could | do - oh! what
could I do with a dollar and eighty-seven cents?"

At 7 o'clock the coffee was made and the frying-pan was on the back of the
stove hot and ready to cook the chops.

Jim was never late. Della doubled the fob chain in her hand and sat on the
corner of the table near the door that he always entered. Then she heard his step on
the stair away down on the first flight, and she turned white for just a moment. She
had a habit of saying little silent prayers about the simplest everyday things, and now
she whispered: "Please, God, make him think I am still pretty."

The door opened and Jim stepped in and closed it. He looked thin and very
serious. Poor fellow, he was only twenty-two - and to be burdened with a family! He
needed a new overcoat and he was with out gloves.

Jim stepped inside the door, as immovable as a setter at the scent of quail. His
eyes were fixed upon Della, and there was an expression in them that she could not
read, and it terrified her. It was not anger, nor surprise, nor disapproval, nor horror,
nor any of the sentiments that she had been prepared for. He simply stared at her
fixedly with that peculiar expression on his face.

Della wriggled off the table and went for him.

"Jim, darling," she cried, "don't look at me that way. | had my hair cut off and
sold it because | couldn't have lived through Christmas without giving you a present.
It'll grow out again - you won't mind, will you? | just had to do it. My hair grows
awfully fast. Say 'Merry Christmas!" Jim, and let's be happy. You don't know what a
nice-what a beautiful, nice gift I've got for you."

"You've cut off your hair?" asked Jim, laboriously, as if he had not arrived at
that patent fact yet, even after the hardest mental labour.

"Cut it off and sold it," said Della. "Don't you like me just as well, anyhow?
I'm me without my hair, ain't 1?"

Jim looked about the room curiously.

"You say your hair is gone?" he said, with an air almost of idiocy.

"You needn't look for it," said Della. "It's sold, I tell you - sold and gone, too.
It's Christmas Eve, boy. Be good to me, for it went for you. Maybe the hairs of my
head were numbered," she went on with a sudden serious sweetness, "but nobody
could ever count my love for you. Shall I put the chops on, Jim?"

Out of his trance Jim seemed quickly to wake. He enfolded his Della. For ten
seconds let us regard with discreet scrutiny some inconsequential object in the other
direction. Eight dollars a week or a million a year - what is the difference? A
mathematician or a wit would give you the wrong answer. The magi brought valuable
gifts, but that was not among them. This dark assertion will be illuminated later on.

Jim drew a package from his overcoat pocket and threw it upon the table.

"Don't make any mistake, Dell,” he said, "about me. | don't think there's
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anything in the way of a haircut or a shave or a shampoo that could make me like my
girl any less. But if you unwrap that package you may see why you had me going a
while at first."

White fingers and nimble tore at the string and paper. And then an ecstatic
scream of joy; and then, alas! a quick feminine change to hysterical tears and walils,
necessitating the immediate employment of all the comforting powers of the lord of
the flat.

For there lay The Combs - the set of combs, side and back, that Della had
worshipped for long in a Broadway window. Beautiful combs, pure tortoise-shell,
with jewelled rims - just the shade to wear in the beautiful vanished hair. They were
expensive combs, she knew, and her heart had simply craved and yearned over them
without the least hope of possession. And now, they were hers, but the tresses that
should have adorned the coveted adornments were gone.

But she hugged them to her bosom, and at length she was able to look up with
dim eyes and a smile and say: "My hair grows so fast, Jim!"

And then Della leaped up like a little singed cat and cried, “Oh, oh!"

Jim had not yet seen his beautiful present. She held it out to him eagerly upon
her open palm. The dull precious metal seemed to lash with a reflection of her bright
and ardent spirit.

"Isn't it a dandy, Jim? | hunted all over town to find it. You'll have to look at
the time a hundred times a day now. Give me your watch. | want to see how it looks
onit."

Instead of obeying, Jim tumbled down on the couch and put his hands under
the back of his head and smiled.

"Dell," said he, "let's put our Christmas presents away and keep 'em a while.
They're too nice to use just at present. | sold the watch to get the money to buy your
combs. And now suppose you put the chops on."

The magi, as you know, were wise men - wonderfully wise men - who brought
gifts to the Babe in the manger. They invented the art of giving Christmas presents.
Being wise, their gifts were no doubt wise ones, possibly bearing the privilege of
exchange in case of duplication. And here | have lamely related to you the uneventful
chronicle of two foolish children in a flat who most unwisely sacrificed for each other
the greatest treasures of their house. But in a last word to the wise of these days let it
be said that of all who give gifts these two were the wisest. Of all who give and
receive gifts, such as they are wisest. Everywhere they are wisest. They are the magi.

After reading tasks:
I. Focus on the vocabulary and grammar.

1.1 Find the following words in the text; transcribe, translate and learn
them by heart:

imputation to instigate coveted
parsimony meretricious ardent
to ransack intoxication to falter
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1.2 Explain the meaning of the following word-combinations and learn
them by heart:

to fling to the breeze on account of to crave for smth

on the sly a patent fact

1.3Translate the following word-combinations into Ukrainian:

a) to instigate a meeting; to instigate a marriage; to instigate the moral
reflection;

b) meretricious ornamentation; meretricious beauty; meretricious
behavior; meretricious splendour;

C) an imputation of lavishness; an imputation of bad manners; to cast an

imputation on smb’s character, an imputation of parsimony, to exercise parsimony of
(phrase);

d) to ransack a house; to ransack a room; to ransack a desk for a sheet of
paper; to ransack a purse for a pencil; to ransack stores for a present;

e) an intoxication of life; a serious intoxication; an intoxication with the
fish;

f) a coveted present;, a coveted man, to covet a new job, to covet smb’s
husband; the coveted adornments;

) ardent love; ardent desire; bright and ardent spirit; ardent heat; ardent
spirits.

1.4 Make up sentences with the following words and word-combinations:

to instigate, to ransack, to falter, meretricious, on the sly, to crave for smth,
Imputation, coveted (to covet).

1.5 Find synonyms to the following words and word-combinations:

to instigate, to ransack, meretricious, to crave for smth, intoxication.

1.6 Translate the following sentences into English:

1.Bin 6y6 obpadsicenuti mum, wo 1o2o 36UHY8AMUIU 8 OUWAOTUBOCHI.

2. Hozo yixaguii BUCMYN BUKIIUKAB YINUL NOMIK 3ANUMAHD.

3. Becv Oenv 6ona oensioana KiMHamy y HOULYKAX C8020 NeCuKd, ale mak i He
3HAUWLIA 1020.

4. Ha Oenv mapooOowcenus iti nooapysanu maxy oadcawy, ane, 5K 30A8a10CH,
HEOOCMYNHY CYMKY 3 KPOKOOUIAHOL WKIPU.

5. 3acninnenutl naakum Koxauuam, HYapivs e nomiuas, wo Kpaca o020 KOXaHoi
0y1a NOKA3HOI.

6. Yepes maiibymue 6ecinisi 60HA 3HAXOOUNACL V MAKOMY 3aX8ami, WO He
nomiuana Hasimv Mot 04e8UOHUL akm, Wo 8ecCiibHa CYKHs, SKY OJisl Hei nowulu,
cmana iu 3amana.

1. Iicetimc cnycmue na eimep yce 6a2amcmeo c8020 0s10euKda.

8. Enen npucmpacno 6axcana, woo Hix iii oceiouuecs, ane GiH 6 OCMAHHIU
MOMeEHM 3/I5IKABCHL.

9. I1io wac napu seuxnaoau Kinbka paszié KpaobKOMa NO2as0d8 HA 20OUHHUK —
KOJIU JiC BOHA HApewmi 3aKIHYUMbCs?

1.7 Answer the following questions on grammar:

1. Explain the subject-predicate agreement in the sentence “And sixty cents of it
was in pennies.”
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2. How many subjects are there in the sentence “There was clearly nothing left
to do but flop down on the shabby little couch and howl.”? Give your comment.

3. What are the meanings of modal verbs in the following extract “Maybe the
hairs of my head were numbered,"” she went on with a sudden serious sweetness, "but
nobody could ever count my love for you. Shall | put the chops on, Jim?"

4. Point out the examples of the Subjunctive Mood and define the types of
clauses in which it is used.

Il1. Focus on understanding, interpretation and discussion:

2.1 Answer the following questions and do the given assignments:

1. Describe the financial position of the Dillinghams. Pick out some hints on
their poverty from the text.

2. Dwell upon the two most precious possessions in their family. In what way
does the author persuade the readers that these possessions were really valuable.

3. What was the price they paid to buy the presents for each other? What was the
actual value of their sacrifice?

4. What was the real most precious possession of this couple?

5. Does the author consider this couple a happy one?

6. What is your opinion on this problem?

7. What is to your mind the meaning of Christmas presents?

2.2 ldentify the stylistic devices your find in the given sentences. Determine
their function in the text.

1. One dollar and eighty-seven cents. That was all. And sixty cents of it was in
pennies. Pennies saved one and two at a time by bulldozing the grocer and the
vegetable man and the butcher until one's cheeks burned with the silent imputation of
parsimony that such close dealing implied.

2. She stood by the window and looked out dully at a grey cat walking a grey
fence in a grey backyard.

3. So now Della's beautiful hair fell about her, rippling and shining like a
cascade of brown waters.

4. Jim stepped inside the door, as immovable as a setter at the scent of quail. His
eyes were fixed upon Della, and there was an expression in them that she could not
read, and it terrified her. It was not anger, nor surprise, nor disapproval, nor horror,
nor any of the sentiments that she had been prepared for.

5. White fingers and nimble tore at the string and paper. And then an ecstatic
scream of joy; and then, alas! a quick feminine change to hysterical tears and walils,
necessitating the immediate employment of all the comforting powers of the lord of
the flat.

6. But in a last word to the wise of these days let it be said that of all who give
gifts these two were the wisest. Of all who give and receive gifts, such as they are
wisest. Everywhere they are wisest. They are the magi.
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THE COP AND THE ANTHEM

Pre-reading tasks:

What do you know about
Broadway, Fifth Avenue and
Madison Square? What made
these places so popular?

Can you guess what “the Island”
means?

What is the meaning of the word
“Philanthropy”?

Read the text:

On his bench in Madison Square Soapy moved uneasily. When wild geese
honk high of nights, and when women without sealskin coats grow kind to their
husbands, and when Soapy moves uneasily on his bench in the park, you may know
that winter is near at hand.

A dead leaf fell in Soapy's lap. That was Jack Frost's card. Jack is kind to the
regular denizens of Madison Square, and gives fair warning of his annual call. At the
corners of four streets he hands his pasteboard to the North Wind, footman of the
mansion of All Outdoors, so that the inhabitants thereof may make ready.

Soapy's mind became cognisant of the fact that the time had come for him to
resolve himself into a singular Committee of Ways and Means to provide against the
coming rigour. And therefore he moved uneasily on his bench.

The hibernatorial ambitions of Soapy were not of the highest. In them there
were no considerations of Mediterranean cruises, of soporific Southern skies drifting
in the Vesuvian Bay. Three months on the Island was what his soul craved. Three
months of assured board and bed and congenial company, safe from Boreas and
bluecoats, seemed to Soapy the essence of things desirable.

For years the hospitable Blackwell's had been his winter quarters. Just as his
more fortunate fellow New Yorkers had bought their tickets to Palm Beach and the
Riviera each winter, so Soapy had made his humble arrangements for his annual
hegira to the Island. And now the time was come. On the previous night three
Sabbath newspapers, distributed beneath his coat, about his ankles and over his lap,
had failed to repulse the cold as he slept on his bench near the spurting fountain in the
ancient square. So the Island loomed big and timely in Soapy's mind. He scorned the
provisions made in the name of charity for the city's dependents. In Soapy's opinion
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the Law was more benign than Philanthropy. There was an endless round of
Institutions, municipal and eleemosynary, on which he might set out and receive
lodging and food accordant with the simple life. But to one of Soapy's proud spirit the
gifts of charity are encumbered. If not in coin you must pay in humiliation of spirit
for every benefit received at the hands of philanthropy. As Caesar had his Brutus,
every bed of charity must have its toll of a bath, every loaf of bread its compensation
of a private and personal inquisition. Wherefore it is better to be a guest of the law,
which though conducted by rules, does not meddle unduly with a gentleman's private
affairs.

Soapy, having decided to go to the Island, at once set about accomplishing his
desire. There were many easy ways of doing this. The pleasantest was to dine
luxuriously at some expensive restaurant; and then, after declaring insolvency, be
handed over quietly and without uproar to a policeman. An accommodating
magistrate would do the rest.

Soapy left his bench and strolled out of the square and across the level sea of
asphalt, where Broadway and Fifth Avenue flow together. Up Broadway he turned,
and halted at a glittering cafe, where are gathered together nightly the choicest
products of the grape, the silkworm and the protoplasm.

Soapy had confidence in himself from the lowest button of his vest upward. He
was shaven, and his coat was decent and his neat black, ready-tied four-in-hand had
been presented to him by a lady missionary on Thanksgiving Day. If he could reach a
table in the restaurant unsuspected success would be his. The portion of him that
would show above the table would raise no doubt in the waiter's mind. A roasted
mallard duck, thought Soapy, would be about the thing--with a bottle of Chablis, and
then Camembert, a demitasse and a cigar. One dollar for the cigar would be enough.
The total would not be so high as to call forth any supreme manifestation of revenge
from the cafe management; and yet the meat would leave him filled and happy for the
journey to his winter refuge.

But as Soapy set foot inside the restaurant door the head waiter's eye fell upon
his frayed trousers and decadent shoes. Strong and ready hands turned him about and
conveyed him in silence and haste to the sidewalk and averted the ignoble fate of the
menaced mallard.

Soapy turned off Broadway. It seemed that his route to the coveted island was
not to be an epicurean one. Some other way of entering limbo must be thought of.

At a corner of Sixth Avenue electric lights and cunningly displayed wares
behind plate-glass made a shop window conspicuous. Soapy took a cobblestone and
dashed it through the glass. People came running around the corner, a policeman in
the lead. Soapy stood still, with his hands in his pockets, and smiled at the sight of
brass buttons.

"Where's the man that done that?" inquired the officer excitedly.

"Don't you figure out that 1 might have had something to do with it?" said
Soapy, not without sarcasm, but friendly, as one greets good fortune.

The policeman's mind refused to accept Soapy even as a clue. Men who smash
windows do not remain to parley with the law's minions. They take to their heels. The
policeman saw a man half way down the block running to catch a car. With drawn
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club he joined in the pursuit. Soapy, with disgust in his heart, loafed along, twice
unsuccessful.

On the opposite side of the street was a restaurant of no great pretensions. It
catered to large appetites and modest purses. Its crockery and atmosphere were thick;
its soup and napery thin. Into this place Soapy took his accusive shoes and telltale
trousers without challenge. At a table he sat and consumed beefsteak, flapjacks,
doughnuts and pie. And then to the waiter be betrayed the fact that the minutest coin
and himself were strangers.

"Now, get busy and call a cop,” said Soapy. "And don't keep a gentleman
waiting."

"No cop for youse," said the waiter, with a voice like butter cakes and an eye
like the cherry in a Manhattan cocktail. "Hey, Con!"

Neatly upon his left ear on the callous pavement two waiters pitched Soapy. He
arose, joint by joint, as a carpenter's rule opens, and beat the dust from his clothes.
Arrest seemed but a rosy dream. The Island seemed very far away. A policeman who
stood before a drug store two doors away laughed and walked down the street.

Five blocks Soapy traveled before his courage permitted him to woo capture
again. This time the opportunity presented what he fatuously termed to himself a
"cinch." A young woman of a modest and pleasing guise was standing before a show
window gazing with sprightly interest at its display of shaving mugs and inkstands,
and two yards from the window a large policeman of severe demeanor leaned against
a water plug.

It was Soapy's design to assume the role of the despicable and execrated
"masher.” The refined and elegant appearance of his victim and the contiguity of the
conscientious cop encouraged him to believe that he would soon feel the pleasant
official clutch upon his arm that would insure his winter quarters on the right little,
tight little isle.

Soapy straightened the lady missionary's readymade tie, dragged his shrinking
cuffs into the open, set his hat at a killing cant and sidled toward the young woman.
He made eyes at her, was taken with sudden coughs and "hems," smiled, smirked and
went brazenly through the impudent and contemptible litany of the "masher." With
half an eye Soapy saw that the policeman was watching him fixedly. The young
woman moved away a few steps, and again bestowed her absorbed attention upon the
shaving mugs. Soapy followed, boldly stepping to her side, raised his hat and said:

"Ah there, Bedelia! Don't you want to come and play in my yard?"

The policeman was still looking. The persecuted young woman had but to
beckon a finger and Soapy would be practically en route for his insular haven.
Already he imagined he could feel the cozy warmth of the station-house. The young
woman faced him and, stretching out a hand, caught Soapy's coat sleeve.

Sure, Mike," she said joyfully, "if you'll blow me to a pail of suds. I'd have
spoke to you sooner, but the cop was watching."

With the young woman playing the clinging ivy to his oak Soapy walked past
the policeman overcome with gloom. He seemed doomed to liberty.

At the next corner he shook off his companion and ran. He halted in the district
where by night are found the lightest streets, hearts, vows and librettos.
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Women in furs and men in greatcoats moved gaily in the wintry air. A sudden
fear seized Soapy that some dreadful enchantment had rendered him immune to
arrest. The thought brought a little of panic upon it, and when he came upon another
policeman lounging grandly in front of a transplendent theatre he caught at the
Immediate straw of "disorderly conduct.”

On the sidewalk Soapy began to yell drunken gibberish at the top of his harsh
voice. He danced, howled, raved and otherwise disturbed the welkin.

The policeman twirled his club, turned his back to Soapy and remarked to a
citizen.

"'Tis one of them Yale lads celebratin' the goose egg they give to the Hartford
College. Noisy; but no harm. We've instructions to lave them be."

Disconsolate, Soapy ceased his unavailing racket. Would never a policeman
lay hands on him? In his fancy the Island seemed an unattainable Arcadia. He
buttoned his thin coat against the chilling wind.

In a cigar store he saw a well-dressed man lighting a cigar at a swinging light.
His silk umbrella he had set by the door on entering. Soapy stepped inside, secured
the umbrella and sauntered off with it slowly. The man at the cigar light followed
hastily.

"My umbrella,” he said, sternly.

"Oh, is it?" sneered Soapy, adding insult to petit larceny. "Well, why don't you
call a policeman? | took it. Your umbrella! Why don't you call a cop? There stands
one on the corner."

The umbrella owner slowed his steps. Soapy did likewise, with a presentiment
that luck would again run against him. The policeman looked at the two curiously.

"Of course," said the umbrella man--"that is--well, you know how these
mistakes occur--1--if it's your umbrella | hope you'll excuse me--I picked it up this
morning in a restaurant--1f you recognize it as yours, why--1 hope you'll--"

"Of course it's mine," said Soapy, viciously.

The ex-umbrella man retreated. The policeman hurried to assist a tall blonde in
an opera cloak across the street in front of a street car that was approaching two
blocks away.

Soapy walked eastward through a street damaged by improvements. He hurled
the umbrella wrathfully into an excavation. He muttered against the men who wear
helmets and carry clubs. Because he wanted to fall into their clutches, they seemed to
regard him as a king who could do no wrong.

At length Soapy reached one of the avenues to the east where the glitter and
turmoil was but faint. He set his face down this toward Madison Square, for the
homing instinct survives even when the home is a park bench.

But on an unusually quiet corner Soapy came to a standstill. Here was an old
church, quaint and rambling and gabled. Through one violet-stained window a soft
light glowed, where, no doubt, the organist loitered over the keys, making sure of his
mastery of the coming Sabbath anthem. For there drifted out to Soapy's ears sweet
music that caught and held him transfixed against the convolutions of the iron fence.

The moon was above, lustrous and serene; vehicles and pedestrians were few;
sparrows twittered sleepily in the eaves - for a little while the scene might have been
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a country churchyard. And the anthem that the organist played cemented Soapy to the
iron fence, for he had known it well in the days when his life contained such things as
mothers and roses and ambitions and friends and immaculate thoughts and collars.

The conjunction of Soapy's receptive state of mind and the influences about the
old church wrought a sudden and wonderful change in his soul. He viewed with swift
horror the pit into which he had tumbled, the degraded days, unworthy desires, dead
hopes, wrecked faculties and base motives that made up his existence.

And also in a moment his heart responded thrillingly to this novel mood. An
instantaneous and strong impulse moved him to battle with his desperate fate. He
would pull himself out of the mire; he would make a man of himself again; he would
conquer the evil that had taken possession of him. There was time; he was
comparatively young yet; he would resurrect his old eager ambitions and pursue them
without faltering. Those solemn but sweet organ notes had set up a revolution in him.
To-morrow he would go into the roaring downtown district and find work. A fur
importer had once offered him a place as driver. He would find him to-morrow and
ask for the position. He would be somebody in the world. He would--

Soapy felt a hand laid on his arm. He looked quickly around into the broad face
of a policeman.

"What are you doin' here?" asked the officer.

"Nothin'," said Soapy.

"Then come along," said the policeman.

"Three months on the Island,"” said the Magistrate in the Police Court the next
morning.

After-reading tasks
I.  Focus on the vocabulary and grammar.

1.1 Find the following words in the text; transcribe, translate and learn
them by heart:

rigor to parley fatuous(ly)
benign telltale
insolvency to woo

1.2Explain the meaning of or paraphrase the following word-combinations
and learn them by heart:

to meddle with one’s private affairs  to beckon a finger

to take to one’s heels to pull oneself out of the mire

joint by joint

1.3Translate the following word-combinations into Ukrainian:

a) a benign person; Law is more benign than Charity; benign climate;
benign illness;

b) financial insolvency; to declare insolvency; insolvency of plans;

C) to parley with smb; to parley with the lae minions; to parley a problem;

d) a telltale blush; telltale trousers; a telltale person; Nobody likes
telltales;
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e) to woo a girl; to woo one’s aim; to woo capture; to woo one’s boss for
promotion;

f) a fatuous look, a fatuous smile, fatuous attempts; to persist fatuously.

1.4 Make up sentences with the following words and word-combinations:
benign, to parley, telltale, to woo, fatuous, fo take to one’s heels, to beckon a finger.

1.5Give synonyms for the following words:
benign, to parley, to woo, fatuous, rigor.

1.6 Translate the following sentences into English:

1. Hixmo He ntobums naimkapis.

2. 3 HumM abcontomuo MapHo 0OMOBIAMUC NPO 0Y0b-Wo — NOOUBUCH HA 1020
be3eny30y nocmiuKy, 8in 6HO He npu cooi!

3. Bin nisix ne mie nooonamu 3ayineHinns.

4. Bonoytoea npo0oeaicysas Hanoae2iugo, Xxoua u 6e32uy300, 00Ma2amucs mozo,
wo6b nompanumu 00 8 SIZHUYL.

5. bauxkpymcmeo 3asaouno ixuvomy eeciinio, xoua Jicum o0osauii uac
HanoJe2iu8o 3aiuysscs 00 J[cemnHi.

6. Jluwe cnpaesoichi naimkapi smpyyaromscsa 8 0COOUCMI CNPasy CMOPOHHIX.

7. Iliocmynnuti pym’sHeyb Ha WOKAX NOKA3A8, WO 60HA Oyia Oyoce
30eHmedicena.

8. Ilicna moeo sixk 0ama nodana 3Hak (0yKe. 8OPYXHYIA NAbYeM) NONIYEUCLKOM),
HAOPUOTUBULL OIHCEHMIbMEH 8MIK, HE O3UPAIOYUCD.

1.7 Answer the following questions on grammar:

1. Point out sentences with the irregular word order.

2. Evaluate on the inversion in the following sentence: “On the opposite side of
the street was a restaurant of no great pretensions”.

3. What is the predicate in the sentence “Three months on the Island was what
his soul craved”

4. Define the function of the underlined part of the sentence “With the young
woman playing the clinging ivy to his oak Soapy walked past the policeman
overcome with gloom.” What is it expressed by?

I1. Focus on understanding, interpretation and discussion:

2.1 Answer the following questions and do the given assignments:

1. How does O’Henry describe the life of tramps? Point out some episodes from
the story and be ready to quote them.

2. Compare the dream of the main character of this story with usual dreams of
usual people. Can you see here an element of satire?

3. By what means was the tramp trying to get captured? Which features of
character did he reveal in these attempts?

4. What was the moment when he was ready to change himself and his life?

5. What prevented him from doing so?

6. Do you think that after jail he will still try to change his life?

7. Do you think that if he hadn’t been put into jail he would have really
changed? Give your reasons for thinking so.
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2.2 ldentify the stylistic devices your find in the given sentences. Determine
their function in the text.

1. When wild geese honk high of nights, and when women without sealskin
coats grow kind to their husbands, and when Soapy moves uneasily on his bench in
the park, you may know that winter is near at hand.

2. As Caesar had his Brutus, every bed of charity must have its toll of a bath,
every loaf of bread its compensation of a private and personal inquisition.

3. On the opposite side of the street was a restaurant of no great pretensions. It
catered to large appetites and modest purses. Its crockery and atmosphere were thick;
its soup and napery thin.

4. And the anthem that the organist played cemented Soapy to the iron fence, for
he had known it well in the days when his life contained such things as mothers and
roses and ambitions and friends and immaculate thoughts and collars.

5. He viewed with swift horror the pit into which he had tumbled, the degraded
days, unworthy desires, dead hopes, wrecked faculties and base motives that made up
his existence.

CHRISTMAS BY INJUNCTION

Pre-reading tasks:

e ) (e
%@m@m i@recz‘/bg@
1. Do you know traditions of celebrating Christmas in your country?
2. What is special about celebrating Christmas in your own family?
3. Is Yellowhammer a town which really ever existed?
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Read the text:

Cherokee was the civic father of Yellowhammer. Yellowhammer was a new
mining town constructed mainly of canvas and undressed pine. Cherokee was a
prospector. One day while his burro was eating quartz and pine burrs Cherokee
turned up with his pick a nugget, weighing thirty ounces. He staked his claim and
then, being a man of breadth and hospitality, sent out invitations to his friends in
three States to drop in and share his luck.

Not one of the invited guests sent regrets. They rolled in from the Gila country,
from Salt River, from the Pecos, from Albuquerque and Phoenix and Santa Fe, and
from the camps intervening.

When a thousand citizens had arrived and taken up claims they named the
town Yellowhammer, appointed a vigilance committee, and presented Cherokee with
a watch-chain made of nuggets.

Three hours after the presentation ceremonies Cherokee's claim played out. He
had located a pocket instead of a vein. He abandoned it and staked others one by one.
Luck had kissed her hand to him. Never afterward did he turn up enough dust in
Yellowhammer to pay his bar bill. But his thousand invited guests were mostly
prospering, and Cherokee smiled and congratulated them.

Yellowhammer was made up of men who took off their hats to a smiling loser;
so they invited Cherokee to say what he wanted.

"Me?" said Cherokee, "oh, grubstakes will be about the thing. | reckon I'll
prospect along up in the Mariposas. If | strike it up there I will most certainly let you
all know about the facts. | never was any hand to hold out cards on my friends."

In May Cherokee packed his burro and turned its thoughtful, mouse- coloured
forehead to the north. Many citizens escorted him to the undefined limits of
Yellowhammer and bestowed upon him shouts of commendation and farewells. Five
pocket flasks without an air bubble between contents and cork were forced upon him;
and he was bidden to consider Yellowhammer in perpetual commission for his bed,
bacon and eggs, and hot water for shaving in the event that luck did not see fit to
warm her hands by his campfire in the Mariposas.

The name of the father of Yellowhammer was given him by the gold hunters in
accordance with their popular system of nomenclature. It was not necessary for a
citizen to exhibit his baptismal certificate in order to acquire a cognomen. A man's
name was his personal property. For convenience in calling him up to the bar and in
designating him among other blue-shirted bipeds, a temporary appellation, title, or
epithet was conferred upon him by the public. Personal peculiarities formed the
source of the majority of such informal baptisms. Many were easily dubbed
geographically from the regions from which they confessed to have hailed. Some
announced themselves to be "Thompsons,” and "Adamses,” and the like, with a
brazenness and loudness that cast a cloud upon their titles. A few vaingloriously and
shamelessly uncovered their proper and indisputable names. This was held to be
unduly arrogant, and did not win popularity. One man who said he was Chesterton L.
C. Belmont, and proved it by letters, was given till sundown to leave the town. Such
names as "Shorty," "Bow-legs," "Texas,” "Lazy Bill," "Thirsty Rogers,"” "Limping
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Riley," "The Judge," and "California Ed" were in favour. Cherokee derived his title
from the fact that he claimed to have lived for a time with that tribe in the Indian
Nation.

On the twentieth day of December Baldy, the mail rider, brought
Yellowhammer a piece of news.

"What do | see in Albuquerque,” said Baldy, to the patrons of the bar, "but
Cherokee all embellished and festooned up like the Czar of Turkey, and lavishin'
money in bulk. Him and me seen the elephant and the owl, and we had specimens of
this seidlitz powder wine; and Cherokee he audits all the bills, C.O.D. His pockets
looked like a pool table's after a fifteen-ball run”.

"Cherokee must have struck pay ore,” remarked California Ed. "Well, he's
white. I'm much obliged to him for his success."

"Seems like Cherokee would ramble down to Yellowhammer and see his
friends,"” said another, slightly aggrieved. "But that's the way. Prosperity is the finest
cure there is for lost forgetfulness."

"You wait,"” said Baldy; "I'm comin' to that. Cherokee strikes a three- foot vein
up in the Mariposas that assays a trip to Europe to the ton, and he closes it out to a
syndicate outfit for a hundred thousand hasty dollars in cash. Then he buys himself a
baby sealskin overcoat and a red sleigh, and what do you think he takes it in his head
to do next?"

"Chuck-a-luck," said Texas, whose ideas of recreation were the gamester's.

"Come and Kiss Me, Ma Honey," sang Shorty, who carried tintypes in his
pocket and wore a red necktie while working on his claim.,

"Bought a saloon?" suggested Thirsty Rogers.

"Cherokee took me to a room," continued Baldy, "and showed me. He's got
that room full of drums and dolls and skates and bags of candy and jumping-jacks
and toy lambs and whistles and such infantile truck. And what do you think he's goin’
to do with them inefficacious knick- knacks? Don't surmise none--Cherokee told me.
He's goin' to lead 'em up in his red sleigh and--wait a minute, don't order no drinks
yet-- he's goin' to drive down here to Yellowhammer and give the kids--the kids of
this here town--the biggest Christmas tree and the biggest cryin' doll and Little Giant
Boys' Tool Chest blowout that was ever seen west of the Cape Hatteras."

Two minutes of absolute silence ticked away in the wake of Baldy's words. It
was broken by the House, who, happily conceiving the moment to be ripe for
extending hospitality, sent a dozen whisky glasses spinning down the bar, with the
slower travelling bottle bringing up the rear.

"Didn't you tell him?" asked the miner called Trinidad.

"Well, no," answered Baldy, pensively; "l never exactly seen my way to.

"You see, Cherokee had this Christmas mess already bought and paid for; and
he was all flattered up with self-esteem over his idea; and we had in a way flew the
flume with that fizzy wine | speak of; so I never let on.”

"I cannot refrain from a certain amount of surprise,"” said the Judge, as he hung
his ivory-handled cane on the bar, "that our friend Cherokee should possess such an
erroneous conception of--ah--his, as it were, own town."

"Oh, it ain't the eighth wonder of the terrestrial world," said Baldy. "Cherokee's
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been gone from Yellowhammer over seven months. Lots of things could happen in
that time. How's he to know that there ain't a single kid in this town, and so far as
emigration is concerned, none expected?"

"Come to think of it," remarked California Ed, "it's funny some ain't drifted in.
Town ain't settled enough yet for to bring in the rubber- ring brigade, I reckon."

"To top off this Christmas-tree splurge of Cherokee's,” went on Baldy, "he's
goin' to give an imitation of Santa Claus. He's got a white wig and whiskers that
disfigure him up exactly like the pictures of this William Cullen Longfellow in the
books, and a red suit of fur-trimmed outside underwear, and eight-ounce gloves, and
a stand-up, lay-down croshayed red cap. Ain't it a shame that a outfit like that can't
get a chance to connect with a Annie and Willie's prayer layout?"

"When does Cherokee allow to come over with his truck?" inquired Trinidad.

"Mornin' before Christmas," said Baldy. "And he wants you folks to have a
room fixed up and a tree hauled and ready. And such ladies to assist as can stop
breathin' long enough to let it be a surprise for the kids."

The unblessed condition of Yellowhammer had been truly described. The
voice of childhood had never gladdened its flimsy structures; the patter of restless
little feet had never consecrated the one rugged highway between the two rows of
tents and rough buildings. Later they would come. But now Yellowhammer was but a
mountain camp, and nowhere in it were the roguish, expectant eyes, opening wide at
dawn of the enchanting day; the eager, small hands to reach for Santa's bewildering
hoard; the elated, childish voicings of the season's joy, such as the coming good
things of the warm-hearted Cherokee deserved.

Of women there were five in Yellowhammer. The assayer's wife, the
proprietress of the Lucky Strike Hotel, and a laundress whose washtub panned out an
ounce of dust a day. These were the permanent feminines; the remaining two were
the Spangler Sisters, Misses Fanchon and Erma, of the Transcontinental Comedy
Company, then playing in repertoire at the (improvised) Empire Theatre. But of
children there were none. Sometimes Miss Fanchon enacted with spirit and address
the part of robustious childhood; but between her delineation and the visions of
adolescence that the fancy offered as eligible recipients of Cherokee's holiday stores
there seemed to be fixed a gulf.

Christmas would come on Thursday. On Tuesday morning Trinidad, instead of
going to work, sought the Judge at the Lucky Strike Hotel.

"It'll be a disgrace to Yellowhammer," said Trinidad, "if it throws Cherokee
down on his Christmas tree blowout. You might say that that man made this town.
For one, I'm goin' to see what can be done to give Santa Claus a square deal."

"My co-operation,” said the Judge, "would be gladly forthcoming. I am
indebted to Cherokee for past favours. But, | do not see--1 have heretofore regarded
the absence of children rather as a luxury--but in this instance--still, I do not see--"

"Look at me,"” said Trinidad, "and you'll see old Ways and Means with the fur
on. I'm goin' to hitch up a team and rustle a load of kids for Cherokee's Santa Claus
act, if | have to rob an orphan asylum."

"Eurekal” cried the Judge, enthusiastically.

"No, you didn't," said Trinidad, decidedly. "I found it myself. | learned about
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that Latin word at school."

"I will accompany you," declared the Judge, waving his cane. "Perhaps such
eloquence and gift of language as | possess will be of benefit in persuading our young
friends to lend themselves to our project.”

Within an hour Yellowhammer was acquainted with the scheme of Trinidad
and the Judge, and approved it. Citizens who knew of families with offspring within a
forty-mile radius of Yellowhammer came forward and contributed their information.
Trinidad made careful notes of all such, and then hastened to secure a vehicle and
team.

The first stop scheduled was at a double log-house fifteen miles out from
Yellowhammer. A man opened the door at Trinidad's hail, and then came down and
leaned upon the rickety gate. The doorway was filled with a close mass of
youngsters, some ragged, all full of curiosity and health.

"It's this way," explained Trinidad. "We're from Yellowhammer, and we come
kidnappin' in a gentle kind of a way. One of our leading citizens is stung with the
Santa Claus affliction, and he's due in town to-morrow with half the folderols that's
painted red and made in Germany. The youngest kid we got in Yellowhammer packs
a forty-five and a safety razor. Consequently we're mighty shy on anybody to say 'Oh’
and 'Ah' when we light the candles on the Christmas tree. Now, partner, if you'll loan
us a few kids we guarantee to return 'em safe and sound on Christmas Day. And
they'll come back loaded down with a good time and Swiss Family Robinsons and
cornucopias and red drums and similar testimonials. What do you say?"

"In other words," said the Judge, "we have discovered for the first time in our
embryonic but progressive little city the inconveniences of the absence of
adolescence. The season of the year having approximately arrived during which it is a
custom to bestow frivolous but often appreciated gifts upon the young and tender-"

"I understand,"” said the parent, packing his pipe with a forefinger. "I guess I
needn't detain you gentlemen. Me and the old woman have got seven kids, so to
speak; and, runnin' my mind over the bunch, I don't appear to hit upon none that we
could spare for you to take over to your doin's. The old woman has got some popcorn
candy and rag dolls hid in the clothes chest, and we allow to give Christmas a little
whirl of our own in a insignificant sort of style. No, I couldn't, with any degree of
avidity, seem to fall in with the idea of lettin' none of 'em go. Thank you kindly,
gentlemen."

Down the slope they drove and up another foothill to the ranch-house of Wiley
Wilson. Trinidad recited his appeal and the Judge boomed out his ponderous
antiphony. Mrs. Wiley gathered her two rosy-cheeked youngsters close to her skirts
and did not smile until she had seen Wiley laugh and shake his head. Again a refusal.

Trinidad and the Judge vainly exhausted more than half their list before
twilight set in among the hills. They spent the night at a stage road hostelry, and set
out again early the next morning. The wagon had not acquired a single passenger.

"It's creepin’ upon my faculties,” remarked Trinidad, "that borrowin' kids at
Christmas is somethin’ like tryin' to steal butter from a man that's got hot pancakes a-
comin'."

"It is undoubtedly an indisputable fact," said the Judge, "that the-- ah--family
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ties seem to be more coherent and assertive at that period of the year."

On the day before Christmas they drove thirty miles, making four fruitless
halts and appeals. Everywhere they found "kids™ at a premium.

The sun was low when the wife of a section boss on a lonely railroad huddled
her unavailable progeny behind her and said:

"There's a woman that's just took charge of the railroad eatin' house down at
Granite Junction. | hear she's got a little boy. Maybe she might let him go."

Trinidad pulled up his mules at Granite Junction at five o'clock in the
afternoon. The train had just departed with its load of fed and appeased passengers.

On the steps of the eating house they found a thin and glowering boy of ten
smoking a cigarette. The dining-room had been left in chaos by the peripatetic
appetites. A youngish woman reclined, exhausted, in a chair. Her face wore sharp
lines of worry. She had once possessed a certain style of beauty that would never
wholly leave her and would never wholly return. Trinidad set forth his mission.

"I'd count it a mercy if you'd take Bobby for a while," she said, wearily. "I'm
on the go from morning till night, and | don't have time to 'tend to him. He's learning
bad habits from the men. It'll be the only chance he'll have to get any Christmas.”

The men went outside and conferred with Bobby. Trinidad pictured the glories
of the Christmas tree and presents in lively colours.

"And, moreover, my young friend," added the Judge, "Santa Claus himself will
personally distribute the offerings that will typify the gifts conveyed by the shepherds
of Bethlehem to--"

"Aw, come off," said the boy, squinting his small eyes. "I ain't no kid. There
ain't any Santa Claus. It's your folks that buys toys and sneaks ‘em in when you're
asleep. And they make marks in the soot in the chimney with the tongs to look like
Santa's sleigh tracks."

"That might be so," argued Trinidad, "but Christmas trees ain't no fairy tale.
This one's goin' to look like the ten-cent store in Albuquerque, all strung up in a
redwood. There's tops and drums and Noah's arks and--"

"Oh, rats!" said Bobby, wearily. "I cut them out long ago. I'd like to have a
rifle--not a target one--a real one, to shoot wildcats with; but | guess you won't have
any of them on your old tree."”

"Well, | can't say for sure,” said Trinidad diplomatically; "it might be. You go
along with us and see."

The hope thus held out, though faint, won the boy's hesitating consent to go.
With this solitary beneficiary for Cherokee's holiday bounty, the canvassers spun
along the homeward road.

In Yellowhammer the empty storeroom had been transformed into what might
have passed as the bower of an Arizona fairy. The ladies had done their work well. A
tall Christmas tree, covered to the topmost branch with candles, spangles, and toys
sufficient for more than a score of children, stood in the centre of the floor. Near
sunset anxious eyes had begun to scan the street for the returning team of the child-
providers. At noon that day Cherokee had dashed into town with his new sleigh piled
high with bundles and boxes and bales of all sizes and shapes. So intent was he upon
the arrangements for his altruistic plans that the dearth of children did not receive his
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notice. No one gave away the humiliating state of Yellowhammer, for the efforts of
Trinidad and the Judge were expected to supply the deficiency.

When the sun went down Cherokee, with many wings and arch grins on his
seasoned face, went into retirement with the bundle containing the Santa Claus
raiment and a pack containing special and undisclosed gifts.

"When the kids are rounded up,” he instructed the volunteer arrangement
committee, "light up the candles on the tree and set 'em to playin' 'Pussy Wants a
Corner' and 'King William." When they get good and at it, why--old Santa'll slide in
the door. I reckon there'll be plenty of gifts to go 'round."

The ladies were flitting about the tree, giving it final touches that were never
final. The Spangled Sisters were there in costume as Lady Violet de Vere and Marie,
the maid, in their new drama, "The Miner's Bride." The theatre did not open until
nine, and they were welcome assistants of the Christmas tree committee. Every
minute heads would pop out the door to look and listen for the approach of Trinidad's
team. And now this became an anxious function, for night had fallen and it would
soon be necessary to light the candles on the tree, and Cherokee was apt to make an
irruption at any time in his Kriss Kringle garb.

At length the wagon of the child "rustlers” rattled down the street to the door.
The ladies, with little screams of excitement, flew to the lighting of the candles. The
men of Yellowhammer passed in and out restlessly or stood about the room in
embarrassed groups.

Trinidad and the Judge, bearing the marks of protracted travel, entered,
conducting between them a single impish boy, who stared with sullen, pessimistic
eyes at the gaudy tree.

"Where are the other children?" asked the assayer's wife, the acknowledged
leader of all social functions.

"Ma'am,” said Trinidad with a sigh, "prospectin’ for kids at Christmas time is
like huntin' in a limestone for silver. This parental business is one that I haven't no
chance to comprehend. It seems that fathers and mothers are willin' for their
offsprings to be drownded, stole, fed on poison oak, and et by catamounts 364 days in
the year; but on Christmas Day they insists on enjoyin' the exclusive mortification of
their company. This here young biped, ma‘am, is all that washes out of our two days'
manoeuvres."

"Oh, the sweet little boy!" cooed Miss Erma, trailing her De Vere robes to
centre of stage.

"Aw, shut up," said Bobby, with a scowl. "Who's a kid? You ain't, you bet."

"Fresh brat!" breathed Miss Erma, beneath her enamelled smile.

"We done the best we could,” said Trinidad. "It's tough on Cherokee, but it
can't be helped."”

Then the door opened and Cherokee entered in the conventional dress of Saint
Nick. A white rippling beard and flowing hair covered his face almost to his dark and
shining eyes. Over his shoulder he carried a pack.

No one stirred as he came in. Even the Spangler Sisters ceased their coquettish
poses and stared curiously at the tall figure. Bobby stood with his hands in his
pockets gazing gloomily at the effeminate and childish tree. Cherokee put down his
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pack and looked wonderingly about the room. Perhaps he fancied that a bevy of eager
children were being herded somewhere, to be loosed upon his entrance. He went up
to Bobby and extended his red-mittened hand.

"Merry Christmas, little boy," said Cherokee. "Anything on the tree you want
they'll get it down for you. Won't you shake hands with Santa Claus?"

"There ain't any Santa Claus,” whined the boy. "You've got old false billy
goat's whiskers on your face. | ain't no kid. What do | want with dolls and tin horses?
The driver said you'd have a rifle, and you haven't. | want to go home."

Trinidad stepped into the breach. He shook Cherokee's hand in warm greeting.

"I'm sorry, Cherokee," he explained. "There never was a kid in Yellowhammer.
We tried to rustle a bunch of 'em for your swaree, but this sardine was all we could
catch. He's a atheist, and he don't believe in Santa Claus. It's a shame for you to be
out all this truck. But me and the Judge was sure we could round up a wagonful of
candidates for your gimcracks."

"That's all right,” said Cherokee gravely. "The expense don't amount to nothin’
worth mentionin'. We can dump the stuff down a shaft or throw it away. | don't know
what | was thinkin' about; but it never occurred to my cogitations that there wasn't
any kids in Yellowhammer."

Meanwhile the company had relaxed into a hollow but praiseworthy imitation
of a pleasure gathering.

Bobby had retreated to a distant chair, and was coldly regarding the scene with
ennui plastered thick upon him. Cherokee, lingering with his original idea, went over
and sat beside him.

"Where do you live, little boy?" he asked respectfully.

"Granite Junction,"” said Bobby without emphasis.

The room was warm. Cherokee took off his cap, and then removed his beard
and wig.

"Say!" exclaimed Bobby, with a show of interest, "I know your mug, all right."”

"Did you ever see me before?" asked Cherokee.

"I don't know; but I've seen your picture lots of times."

"Where?"

The boy hesitated. "On the bureau at home," he answered.

"Let's have your name, if you please, buddy."

"Robert Lumsden. The picture belongs to my mother. She puts it under her
pillow of nights. And once I saw her kiss it. | wouldn't. But women are that way."

Cherokee rose and beckoned to Trinidad.

"Keep this boy by you till 1 come back,” he said. "I'm goin' to shed these
Christmas duds, and hitch up my sleigh. I'm goin' to take this kid home."

"Well, infidel," said Trinidad, taking Cherokee's vacant chair, "and so you are
too superannuated and effete to yearn for such mockeries as candy and toys, it
seems."

"I don't like you," said Bobby, with acrimony. "You said there would be a rifle.
A fellow can't even smoke. | wish | was at home."

Cherokee drove his sleigh to the door, and they lifted Bobby in beside him.
The team of fine horses sprang away prancingly over the hard snow. Cherokee had on
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his $500 overcoat of baby sealskin. The laprobe that he drew about them was as
warm as velvet.

Bobby slipped a cigarette from his pocket and was trying to snap a match.

"Throw that cigarette away," said Cherokee, in a quiet but new voice.

Bobby hesitated, and then dropped the cylinder overboard.

"Throw the box, too," commanded the new voice.

More reluctantly the boy obeyed.

"Say," said Bobby, presently, "I like you. I don't know why. Nobody never
made me do anything I didn't want to do before."

"Tell me, kid," said Cherokee, not using his new voice, "are you sure your
mother kissed that picture that looks like me?"

"Dead sure. | seen her do it."

"Didn't you remark somethin' a while ago about wanting a rifle?"

"You bet | did. Will you get me one?"

"To-morrow--silver-mounted.”

Cherokee took out his watch.

"Half-past nine. We'll hit the Junction plumb on time with Christmas Day. Are
you cold? Sit closer, son."

After-reading tasks:
I. Focus on the vocabulary and grammar.

1.1 Find the following words in the text; transcribe, translate and learn
them by heart:

indisputable eligible cogitation
inefficacious eloquence reluctantly
erroneous to extend

1.2Explain the meaning of or paraphrase the following word-combinations
and learn them by heart:

Luck has kissed her hand to him to creep upon one'’s faculties

to give smb a square deal to be on the go

1.3Translate the following word-combinations into Ukrainian:

a) I’ve been on the go since day-break; he is always on the go, I'm on the
go from morning till night;

b) indisputable proof; an indisputable name, an indisputable fact;, He’s an
indisputable leader of the company;

C) inefficacious medicine; inefficacious steps; inefficacious knick-knacks;
The therapy proved to be inefficacious;

d) erroneous conception; erroneous assumption; erroneous view of the
problem; I'm afraid your conclusion is erroneous,

e) eligible for promotion; eligible to retire; an eligible young bachelor; an
eligible husband; eligible recipients;

f) to expose eloquence on the subject;, a gesture eloquence of one’s true

feelings; an eloquence gesture; his eloquence will be of benefit;
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9) She extended both her arms; he won the race without extending himself;
to extend a sail; to extend aid to the needy;

h) to obey reluctantly; to go reluctantly; to be reluctant.

1.4Find synonyms to the following words:

indisputable, erroneous, reluctant, inefficacious, cogitation.

1.5 Make up sentences of your own using the following word-combinations:
indisputable, eligible, cogitation (to cogitate), eloquence (eloquent), inefficacious, to
be on the go, to give smb a square deal.

1.6 Translate the sentences into English using the active vocabulary:

1. Cmegpani nocmiiino y cnpaeax i me, w0 60Ha — HAUKPAWIL NPAYIBHUK BIOOLNY
— Hezanepeunutl gpaxm. Tomy O6oc 88adxicae, wjo 80HA 3ACY208Y€ HA NIOBULYEHHL.

2. borocs, meos OymKa npo Hb020, SIK NPO KPACHOMOBHO20 0pamopd, € XUOHoiwo.

3. Bci soicumi 3ax00u He npuszsenu 00 04iKy8aHo20 pe3yibmanty.

4. Bin e6eadxcas, wo 6YUHUE CNPABEOAUBO 3i CBOIM OLI0BUM NAPMHEPOM,
gidoasuiu oMy, Xo4a Ui Heoxoue, NOJ0BUHY NPUOYIK).

5. Bin npocmsenye pyky c6oemy onoHenmy Ha 3HAK NPUMUPEHHSL.

1.7 Answer the following questions on grammar:

1. Point out elliptical sentences. Define the position of the ellipsis.

2. Write out sentences with formal subjects.

3. Point out the subject-predicate unit in the following sentence: It's a shame for
you to be out all this truck

4. Comment on the underlined sentence element Bobby stood with his hands in

his pockets gazing gloomily at the effeminate and childish tree.

I1. Focus on understanding, interpretation and discussion:

2.1 Answer the following questions and do the given assignments:

1. Dwell upon the personality of Cherokee and the role he played in the life of
Yellowhammer,

2. What features of his character are revealed through his plan to organize
Christmas festivities for the children of his town?

3. Which factor made his plan inefficacious?

4. Why didn’t parents allow their children to be taken to Yellowhammer for
Christmas?

5. What kind of life did the woman in the railroad eating house lead if she let her
son go to Yellowhammer?

6. Why did Cherokee call the boy “son”? What was his new plan for the
Christmas and his future?

7. Why is the story called “Christmas by Injunction”? What functions does the
title serve?

2.2 ldentify the stylistic devices your find in the given sentences. Determine
their function in the text.

1. Luck had kissed her hand to him. Never afterward did he turn up enough

dust in Yellowhammer to pay his bar bill. But his thousand invited guests were
mostly prospering, and Cherokee smiled and congratulated them.
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2. "What do | see in Albuquerque,” said Baldy, to the patrons of the bar, "but
Cherokee all embellished and festooned up like the Czar of Turkey, and lavishin'
money in bulk. Him and me seen the elephant and the owl, and we had specimens of
this seidlitz powder wine; and Cherokee he audits all the bills, C.O.D. His pockets
looked like a pool table's after a fifteen-ball run®.

3. The voice of childhood had never gladdened its flimsy structures; the patter of
restless little feet had never consecrated the one rugged highway between the two
rows of tents and rough buildings.

4. A youngish woman reclined, exhausted, in a chair. Her face wore sharp lines
of worry. She had once possessed a certain style of beauty that would never wholly
leave her and would never wholly return.

5. At noon that day Cherokee had dashed into town with his new sleigh piled
high with bundles and boxes and bales of all sizes and shapes. So intent was he upon
the arrangements for his altruistic plans that the dearth of children did not receive his
notice.

JEFF PETERS AS A PERSONAL MAGNET
Pre-reading tasks:

1. Look at the picture and try to
guess the sense of the story.

2. Where is Kansas City situated?
What are your associations
with “East Side”?

3. What do you know about
Ophelia? Why this proper
name is used with the article
“the” in the text?

Read the text:

The first time my optical nerve
was disturbed by the sight of
Buckingham Skinner was in Kansas
City. | was standing on a corner when
| see Buck stick his straw-colored
head out of a third-story window of a
business block and holler, "Whoa,
there! Whoa!" like you would in
endeavoring to assuage a team of
runaway mules.

“I made a few passes with my hands. ‘Now,’ says I, ‘the | looked around; but all the

inflammation’s gone’
D
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animals | see in sight is a policeman, having his shoes shined, and a couple of
delivery wagons hitched to posts. Then in a minute downstairs tumbles this
Buckingham Skinner, and runs to the corner, and stands and gazes down the other
street at the imaginary dust kicked up by the fabulous hoofs of the fictitious team of
chimerical quadrupeds. And then B. Skinner goes back up to the third-story room
again, and | see that the lettering on the window is "The Farmers' Friend Loan
Company."

By and by Straw-top comes down again, and | crossed the street to meet him,
for | had my ideas. Yes, sir, when | got close | could see where he overdone it. He
was Reub all right as far as his blue jeans and cowhide boots went, but he had a
matinee actor's hands, and the rye straw stuck over his ear looked like it belonged to
the property man of the Old Homestead Co. Curiosity to know what his graft was got
the best of me.

"Was that your team broke away and run just now?" | asks him, polite. "I tried
to stop 'em,"” says I, "but | couldn't. I guess they're half way back to the farm by now."

"Gosh blame them darned mules,” says Straw-top, in a voice so good that |
nearly apologized; "they're a'lus bustin' loose." And then he looks at me close, and
then he takes off his hayseed hat, and says, in a different voice: "I'd like to shake
hands with Parleyvoo Pickens, the greatest street man in the West, barring only
Montague Silver, which you can no more than allow."

| let him shake hands with me.

"l learned under Silver,” | said; "I don't begrudge him the lead. But what's your
graft, son? | admit that the phantom flight of the non- existing animals at which you
remarked 'Whoa!' has puzzled me somewhat. How do you win out on the trick?"

Buckingham Skinner blushed.

"Pocket money," says he; "that's all. I am temporarily unfinanced. This little
coup de rye straw is good for forty dollars in a town of this size. How do | work it?
Why, | involve myself, as you perceive, in the loathsome apparel of the rural dub.
Thus embalmed | am Jonas Stubblefield--a name impossible to improve upon. |
repair noisily to the office of some loan company conveniently located in the third-
floor, front. There | lay my hat and yarn gloves on the floor and ask to mortgage my
farm for $2,000 to pay for my sister's musical education in Europe. Loans like that
always suit the loan companies. It's ten to one that when the note falls due the
foreclosure will be leading the semiquavers by a couple of lengths.

"Well, sir, | reach in my pocket for the abstract of title; but | suddenly hear my
team running away. | run to the window and emit the word--or exclamation, which-
ever it may be--viz, 'Whoa!' Then | rush down-stairs and down the street, returning in
a few minutes. 'Dang them mules,’ | says; ‘they done run away and busted the
doubletree and two traces. Now | got to hoof it home, for | never brought no money
along. Reckon we'll talk about that loan some other time, gen'lemen.’

"Then | spreads out my tarpaulin, like the Israelites, and waits for the manna to
drop.

"'Why, no, Mr. Stubblefield," says the lobster-colored party in the specs and
dotted pique vest; 'oblige us by accepting this ten-dollar bill until to-morrow. Get
your harness repaired and call in at ten. We'll be pleased to accommodate you in the
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matter of this loan.’

"It's a slight thing," says Buckingham Skinner, modest, "but, as | said, only for
temporary loose change."

"It's nothing to be ashamed of," says I, in respect for his mortification; "in case
of an emergency. Of course, it's small compared to organizing a trust or bridge whist,
but even the Chicago University had to be started in a small way."

"What's your graft these days?" Buckingham Skinner asks me.

"The legitimate,” says I. "I'm handling rhinestones and Dr. Oleum Sinapi's
Electric Headache Battery and the Swiss Warbler's Bird Call, a small lot of the new
queer ones and twos, and the Bonanza Budget, consisting of a rolled-gold wedding
and engagement ring, six Egyptian lily bulbs, a combination pickle fork and nail-
clipper, and fifty engraved visiting cards--no two names alike--all for the sum of 38
cents."”

"Two months ago,” says Buckingham Skinner, "I was doing well down in
Texas with a patent instantaneous fire kindler, made of compressed wood ashes and
benzine. | sold loads of 'em in towns where they like to burn niggers quick, without
having to ask somebody for a light. And just when | was doing the best they strikes
oil down there and puts me out of business. "Your machine's too slow, now, pardner,'
they tells me. "We can have a coon in hell with this here petroleum before your old
flint-and-tinder truck can get him warm enough to perfess religion." And so | gives up
the kindler and drifts up here to K.C. This little curtain-raiser you seen me doing, Mr.
Pickens, with the simulated farm and the hypothetical teams, ain't in my line at all,
and I'm ashamed you found me working it."

"No man," says I, kindly, "need to be ashamed of putting the skibunk on a loan
corporation for even so small a sum as ten dollars, when he is financially abashed.
Still, it wasn't quite the proper thing. It's too much like borrowing money without
paying it back."

| liked Buckingham Skinner from the start, for as good a man as ever stood
over the axles and breathed gasoline smoke. And pretty soon we gets thick, and | let
him in on a scheme I'd had in mind for some time, and offers to go partners.

"Anything," says Buck, "that is not actually dishonest will find me willing and
ready. Let us perforate into the inwardness of your proposition. | feel degraded when
I am forced to wear property straw in my hair and assume a bucolic air for the small
sum of ten dollars. Actually, Mr. Pickens, it makes me feel like the Ophelia of the
Great Occidental All-Star One-Night Consolidated Theatrical Aggregation."

This scheme of mine was one that suited my proclivities. By nature | am some
sentimental, and have always felt gentle toward the mollifying elements of existence.
| am disposed to be lenient with the arts and sciences; and | find time to instigate a
cordiality for the more human works of nature, such as romance and the atmosphere
and grass and poetry and the Seasons. | never skin a sucker without admiring the
prismatic beauty of his scales. | never sell a little auriferous beauty to the man with
the hoe without noticing the beautiful harmony there is between gold and green. And
that's why I liked this scheme; it was so full of outdoor air and landscapes and easy
money.

We had to have a young lady assistant to help us work this graft; and | asked
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Buck if he knew of one to fill the bill.

"One," says I, "that is cool and wise and strictly business from her pompadour
to her Oxfords. No ex-toe-dancers or gum-chewers or crayon portrait canvassers for
this."

Buck claimed he knew a suitable feminine and he takes me around to see Miss
Sarah Malloy. The minute | see her | am pleased. She looked to be the goods as
ordered. No sign of the three p's about her--no peroxide, patchouli, nor peau de soie;
about twenty-two, brown hair, pleasant ways--the kind of a lady for the place.

"A description of the sandbag, if you please," she begins.

"Why, ma'am," says I, "this graft of ours is so nice and refined and romantic, it
would make the balcony scene in 'Romeo and Juliet' look like second-story work."

We talked it over, and Miss Malloy agreed to come in as a business partner.
She said she was glad to get a chance to give up her place as stenographer and
secretary to a suburban lot company, and go into something respectable.

This is the way we worked our scheme. First, | figured it out by a kind of a
proverb. The best grafts in the world are built up on copy- book maxims and psalms
and proverbs and Esau's fables. They seem to kind of hit off human nature. Our
peaceful little swindle was constructed on the old saying: "The whole push loves a
lover."

One evening Buck and Miss Malloy drives up like blazes in a buggy to a
farmer's door. She is pale but affectionate, clinging to his arm-- always clinging to his
arm. Any one can see that she is a peach and of the cling variety. They claim they are
eloping for to be married on account of cruel parents. They ask where they can find a
preacher. Farmer says, "B'gum there ain't any preacher nigher than Reverend Abels,
four miles over on Caney Creek." Farmeress wipes her hand on her apron and rubbers
through her specs.

Then, lo and look ye! Up the road from the other way jogs Parleyvoo Pickens
in a gig, dressed in black, white necktie, long face, sniffing his nose, emitting a
spurious kind of noise resembling the long meter doxology.

"B'jinks!" says farmer, "if thar ain't a preacher now!"

It transpires that 1 am Rev. Abijah Green, travelling over to Little Bethel
school-house for to preach next Sunday.

The young folks will have it they must be married, for pa is pursuing them with
the plow mules and the buckboard. So the Reverend Green, after hesitating, marries
‘em in the farmer's parlor. And farmer grins, and has in cider, and says "B'gum!" and
farmeress sniffles a bit and pats the bride on the shoulder. And Parleyvoo Pickens,
the wrong reverend, writes out a marriage certificate, and farmer and farmeress sign it
as witnesses. And the parties of the first, second and third part gets in their vehicles
and rides away. Oh, that was an idyllic graft! True love and the lowing kine and the
sun shining on the red barns--it certainly had all other impostures I know about beat
to a batter.

| suppose | happened along in time to marry Buck and Miss Malloy at about
twenty farm-houses. | hated to think how the romance was going to fade later on
when all them marriage certificates turned up in banks where we'd discounted 'em,
and the farmers had to pay them notes of hand they'd signed, running from $300 to
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$500.

On the 15th day of May us three divided about $6,000. Miss Malloy nearly
cried with joy. You don't often see a tenderhearted girl or one that is bent on doing
right.

"Boys," says she, dabbing her eyes with a little handkerchief, "this stake comes
in handier than a powder rag at a fat men's ball. It gives me a chance to reform. | was
trying to get out of the real estate business when you fellows came along. But if you
hadn't taken me in on this neat little proposition for removing the cuticle of the
rutabaga propagators I'm afraid I'd have got into something worse. | was about to
accept a place in one of these Women's Auxiliary Bazars, where they build a
parsonage by selling a spoonful of chicken salad and a cream- puff for seventy-five
cents and calling it a Business Man's Lunch.

"Now | can go into a square, honest business, and give all them queer jobs the
shake. I'm going to Cincinnati and start a palm reading and clairvoyant joint. As
Madame Saramaloi, the Egyptian Sorceress, | shall give everybody a dollar's worth of
good honest prognostication. Good-by, boys. Take my advice and go into some
decent fake. Get friendly with the police and newspapers and you'll be all right."”

So then we all shook hands, and Miss Malloy left us. Me and Buck also rose up
and sauntered off a few hundred miles; for we didn't care to be around when them
marriage certificates fell due.

With about $4,000 between us we hit that bumptious little town off the New
Jersey coast they call New York.

If there ever was an aviary overstocked with jays it is that Yaptown- on-the-
Hudson. Cosmopolitan they call it. You bet. So's a piece of fly-paper. You listen
close when they're buzzing and trying to pull their feet out of the sticky stuff. "Little
old New York's good enough for us"--that's what they sing.

There's enough Reubs walk down Broadway in one hour to buy up a week's
output of the factory in Augusta, Maine, that makes Knaughty Knovelties and the
little Phine Phum oroide gold finger ring that sticks a needle in your friend's hand.

You'd think New York people was all wise; but no. They don't get a chance to
learn. Everything's too compressed. Even the hayseeds are baled hayseeds. But what
else can you expect from a town that's shut off from the world by the ocean on one
side and New Jersey on the other?

It's no place for an honest grafter with a small capital. There's too big a
protective tariff on bunco. Even when Giovanni sells a quart of warm worms and
chestnut hulls he has to hand out a pint to an insectivorous cop. And the hotel man
charges double for everything in the bill that he sends by the patrol wagon to the altar
where the duke is about to marry the heiress.

But old Badville-near-Coney is the ideal burg for a refined piece of piracy if
you can pay the bunco duty. Imported grafts come pretty high. The custom-house
officers that look after it carry clubs, and it's hard to smuggle in even a bib-and-tucker
swindle to work Brooklyn with unless you can pay the toll. But now, me and Buck,
having capital, descends upon New York to try and trade the metropolitan
backwoodsmen a few glass beads for real estate just as the Vans did a hundred or two
years ago.
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At an East Side hotel we gets acquainted with Romulus G. Atterbury, a man
with the finest head for financial operations | ever saw. It was all bald and glossy
except for gray side whiskers. Seeing that head behind an office railing, and you'd
deposit a million with it without a receipt. This Atterbury was well dressed, though
he ate seldom; and the synopsis of his talk would make the conversation of a siren
sound like a cab driver's kick. He said he used to be a member of the Stock Exchange,
but some of the big capitalists got jealous and formed a ring that forced him to sell his
seat.

Atterbury got to liking me and Buck and he begun to throw on the canvas for
us some of the schemes that had caused his hair to evacuate. He had one scheme for
starting a National bank on $45 that made the Mississippi Bubble look as solid as a
glass marble. He talked this to us for three days, and when his throat was good and
sore we told him about the roll we had. Atterbury borrowed a quarter from us and
went out and got a box of throat lozenges and started all over again. This time he
talked bigger things, and he got us to see 'em as he did. The scheme he laid out
looked like a sure winner, and he talked me and Buck into putting our capital against
his burnished dome of thought. It looked all right for a kid-gloved graft. It seemed to
be just about an inch and a half outside of the reach of the police, and as money-
making as a mint. It was just what me and Buck wanted--a regular business at a
permanent stand, with an open air spieling with tonsolitis on the street corners every
evening.

So, in six weeks you see a handsome furnished set of offices down in the Wall
Street neighborhood, with "The Golconda Gold Bond and Investment Company" in
gilt letters on the door. And you see in his private room, with the door open, the
secretary and treasurer, Mr. Buckingham Skinner, costumed like the lilies of the
conservatory, with his high silk hat close to his hand. Nobody yet ever saw Buck
outside of an instantaneous reach for his hat.

And you might perceive the president and general manager, Mr. R. G.
Atterbury, with his priceless polished poll, busy in the main office room dictating
letters to a shorthand countess, who has got pomp and a pompadour that is no less
than a guarantee to investors.

There is a bookkeeper and an assistant, and a general atmosphere of varnish
and culpability.

At another desk the eye is relieved by the sight of an ordinary man, attired with
unscrupulous plainness, sitting with his feet up, eating apples, with his obnoxious hat
on the back of his head. That man is no other than Colonel Tecumseh (once
"Parleyvoo™) Pickens, the vice- president of the company.

"No recherche rags for me," | says to Atterbury, when we was organizing the
stage properties of the robbery. "I'm a plain man,"” says I, "and | do not use pajamas,
French, or military hair-brushes. Cast me for the role of the rhinestone-in-the-rough
or | don't go on exhibition. If you can use me in my natural, though displeasing form,
do so."

"Dress you up?" says Atterbury; "I should say not! Just as you are you're worth
more to the business than a whole roomful of the things they pin chrysanthemums on.
You're to play the part of the solid but disheveled capitalist from the Far West. You
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despise the conventions. You've got so many stocks you can afford to shake socks.
Conservative, homely, rough, shrewd, saving--that's your pose. It's a winner in New
York. Keep your feet on the desk and eat apples. Whenever anybody comes in eat an
apple. Let 'em see you stuff the peelings in a drawer of your desk. Look as
economical and rich and rugged as you can."

| followed out Atterbury's instructions. | played the Rocky Mountain capitalist
without ruching or frills. The way | deposited apple peelings to my credit in a drawer
when any customers came in made Hetty Green look like a spendthrift. | could hear
Atterbury saying to victims, as he smiled at me, indulgent and venerating, "That's our
vice-president, Colonel Pickens... fortune in Western investments... delightfully plain
manners, but... could sign his check for half a million... simple as a child... wonderful
head... conservative and careful almost to a fault.”

Atterbury managed the business. Me and Buck never quite understood all of it,
though he explained it to us in full. It seems the company was a kind of cooperative
one, and everybody that bought stock shared in the profits. First, we officers bought
up a controlling interest--we had to have that--of the shares at 50 cents a hundred--
just what the printer charged us--and the rest went to the public at a dollar each. The
company guaranteed the stockholders a profit of ten per cent each month, payable on
the last day thereof.

When any stockholder had paid in as much as $100, the company issued him a
Gold Bond and he became a bondholder. | asked Atterbury one day what benefits and
appurtenances these Gold Bonds was to an investor more so than the immunities and
privileges enjoyed by the common sucker who only owned stock. Atterbury picked
up one of them Gold Bonds, all gilt and lettered up with flourishes and a big red seal
tied with a blue ribbon in a bowknot, and he looked at me like his feelings was hurt.

"My dear Colonel Pickens,” says he, "you have no soul for Art. Think of a
thousand homes made happy by possessing one of these beautiful gems of the
lithographer's skill! Think of the joy in the household where one of these Gold Bonds
hangs by a pink cord to the what-not, or is chewed by the baby, caroling gleefully
upon the floor! Ah, | see your eye growing moist, Colonel--1 have touched you, have
| not?"

"You have not," says I, "for I've been watching you. The moisture you see is
apple juice. You can't expect one man to act as a human cider- press and an art
connoisseur too."

Atterbury attended to the details of the concern. As I understand it, they was
simple. The investors in stock paid in their money, and-- well, I guess that's all they
had to do. The company received it, and --1 don't call to mind anything else. Me and
Buck knew more about selling corn salve than we did about Wall Street, but even we
could see how the Golconda Gold Bond Investment Company was making money.
You take in money and pay back ten percent of it; it's plain enough that you make a
clean, legitimate profit of 90 per cent., less expenses, as long as the fish bite.

Atterbury wanted to be president and treasurer too, but Buck winks an eye at
him and says: "You was to furnish the brains. Do you call it good brain work when
you propose to take in money at the door, too? Think again. | hereby nominate myself
treasurer ad valorem, sine die, and by acclamation. I chip in that much brain work
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free. Me and Pickens, we furnished the capital, and we'll handle the unearned
increment as it incremates."

It costs us $500 for office rent and first payment on furniture; $1,500 more
went for printing and advertising. Atterbury knew his business. "Three months to a
minute we'll last,"” says he. "A day longer than that and we'll have to either go under
or go under an alias. By that time we ought to clean up $60,000. And then a money
belt and a lower berth for me, and the yellow journals and the furniture men can pick
the bones."

Our ads. done the work. "Country weeklies and Washington hand-press dailies,
of course," says | when we was ready to make contracts.

"Man," says Atterbury, "as its advertising manager you would cause a
Limburger cheese factory to remain undiscovered during a hot summer. The game
we're after is right here in New York and Brooklyn and the Harlem reading-rooms.
They're the people that the street-car fenders and the Answers to Correspondents
columns and the pickpocket notices are made for. We want our ads. in the biggest
city dailies, top of column, next to editorials on radium and pictures of the girl doing
health exercises.”

Pretty soon the money begins to roll in. Buck didn't have to pretend to be busy;
his desk was piled high up with money orders and checks and greenbacks. People
began to drop in the office and buy stock every day.

Most of the shares went in small amounts--$10 and $25 and $50, and a good
many $2 and $3 lots. And the bald and inviolate cranium of President Atterbury
shines with enthusiasm and demerit, while Colonel Tecumseh Pickens, the rude but
reputable Croesus of the West, consumes so many apples that the peelings hang to the
floor from the mahogany garbage chest that he calls his desk.

Just as Atterbury said, we ran along about three months without being troubled.
Buck cashed the paper as fast as it came in and kept the money in a safe deposit vault
a block or so away. Buck never thought much of banks for such purposes. We paid
the interest regular on the stock we'd sold, so there was nothing for anybody to squeal
about. We had nearly $50,000 on hand and all three of us had been living as high as
prize fighters out of training.

One morning, as me and Buck sauntered into the office, fat and flippant, from
our noon grub, we met an easy-looking fellow, with a bright eye and a pipe in his
mouth, coming out. We found Atterbury looking like he'd been caught a mile from
home in a wet shower,

"Know that man?" he asked us.

We said we didn't.

"I don't either," says Atterbury, wiping off his head; "but I'll bet enough Gold
Bonds to paper a cell in the Tombs that he's a newspaper reporter."

"What did he want?" asks Buck.

"Information,” says our president. "Said he was thinking of buying some stock.
He asked me about nine hundred questions, and every one of 'em hit some sore place
in the business. | know he's on a paper. You can't fool me. You see a man about half
shabby, with an eye like a gimlet, smoking cut plug, with dandruff on his coat collar,
and knowing more than J. P. Morgan and Shakespeare put together--if that ain't a
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reporter | never saw one. | was afraid of this. | don't mind detectives and post-office
inspectors--1 talk to 'em eight minutes and then sell ‘em stock--but them reporters take
the starch out of my collar. Boys, | recommend that we declare a dividend and fade
away. The signs point that way."

Me and Buck talked to Atterbury and got him to stop sweating and stand still.
That fellow didn't look like a reporter to us. Reporters always pull out a pencil and
tablet on you, and tell you a story you've heard, and strikes you for the drinks. But
Atterbury was shaky and nervous all day.

The next day me and Buck comes down from the hotel about ten-thirty. On the
way we buys the papers, and the first thing we see is a column on the front page
about our little imposition. It was a shame the way that reporter intimated that we
were no blood relatives of the late George W. Childs. He tells all about the scheme as
he sees it, in a rich, racy kind of a guying style that might amuse most anybody
except a stockholder. Yes, Atterbury was right; it behooveth the gaily clad treasurer
and the pearly pated president and the rugged vice-president of the Golconda Gold
Bond and Investment Company to go away real sudden and quick that their days
might be longer upon the land.

Me and Buck hurries down to the office. We finds on the stairs and in the hall a
crowd of people trying to squeeze into our office, which is already jammed full inside
to the railing. They've nearly all got Golconda stock and Gold Bonds in their hands.
Me and Buck judged they'd been reading the papers, too.

We stopped and looked at our stockholders, some surprised. It wasn't quite the
kind of a gang we supposed had been investing. They all looked like poor people;
there was plenty of old women and lots of young girls that you'd say worked in
factories and mills. Some was old men that looked like war veterans, and some was
crippled, and a good many was just kids--bootblacks and newsboys and messengers.
Some was working-men in overalls, with their sleeves rolled up. Not one of the gang
looked like a stockholder in anything unless it was a peanut stand. But they all had
Golconda stock and looked as sick as you please.

| saw a queer kind of a pale look come on Buck's face when he sized up the
crowd. He stepped up to a sickly looking woman and says: "Madam, do you own any
of this stock?"

"I put in a hundred dollars," says the woman, faint like. "It was all | had saved
in a year. One of my children is dying at home now and | haven't a cent in the house.
| came to see if | could draw out some. The circulars said you could draw it at any
time. But they say now | will lose it all."”

There was a smart kind of kid in the gang--I guess he was a newsboy. "I got in
twenty-fi', mister," he says, looking hopeful at Buck's silk hat and clothes. "Dey paid
me two-fifty a mont' on it. Say, a man tells me dey can't do dat and be on de square.
Is dat straight? Do you guess | can get out my twenty-fi'?"

Some of the old women was crying. The factory girls was plumb distracted.
They'd lost all their savings and they'd be docked for the time they lost coming to see
about it.

There was one girl--a pretty one--in a red shawl, crying in a corner like her
heart would dissolve. Buck goes over and asks her about it.
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"It ain't so much losing the money, mister," says she, shaking all over, "though
I've been two years saving it up; but Jakey won't marry me now. He'll take Rosa
Steinfeld. I know J--J--Jakey. She's got $400 in the savings bank. Ai, ai, ai--" she
sings out.

Buck looks all around with that same funny look on his face. And then we see
leaning against the wall, puffing at his pipe, with his eye shining at us, this newspaper
reporter. Buck and me walks over to him.

"You're a real interesting writer," says Buck. "How far do you mean to carry it?
Anything more up your sleeve?"

"Oh, I'm just waiting around," says the reporter, smoking away, "in case any
news turns up. It's up to your stockholders now. Some of them might complain, you
know. Isn't that the patrol wagon now?" he says, listening to a sound outside. "No,"
he goes on, "that's Doc. Whittleford's old cadaver coupe from the Roosevelt. | ought
to know that gong. Yes, | suppose I've written some interesting stuff at times."

"You wait," says Buck; "I'm going to throw an item of news in your way."

Buck reaches in his pocket and hands me a key. | knew what he meant before
he spoke. Confounded old buccaneer--1 knew what he meant. They don't make them
any better than Buck.

"Pick," says he, looking at me hard, "ain't this graft a little out of our line? Do
we want Jakey to marry Rosa Steinfeld?"

"You've got my vote," says I. "I'll have it here in ten minutes.” And | starts for
the safe deposit vaults.

| comes back with the money done up in a big bundle, and then Buck and me
takes the journalist reporter around to another door and we let ourselves into one of
the office rooms.

"Now, my literary friend," says Buck, "take a chair, and keep still, and I'll give
you an interview. You see before you two grafters from Graftersville, Grafter County,
Arkansas. Me and Pick have sold brass jewelry, hair tonic, song books, marked cards,
patent medicines, Connecticut Smyrna rugs, furniture polish, and albums in every
town from Old Point Comfort to the Golden Gate. We've grafted a dollar whenever
we saw one that had a surplus look to it. But we never went after the simoleon in the
toe of the sock under the loose brick in the corner of the kitchen hearth. There's an
old saying you may have heard --'fussily decency averni'--which means it's an easy
slide from the street faker's dry goods box to a desk in Wall Street. We've took that
slide, but we didn't know exactly what was at the bottom of it. Now, you ought to be
wise, but you ain't. You've got New York wiseness, which means that you judge a
man by the outside of his clothes. That ain't right. You ought to look at the lining and
seams and the button- holes. While we are waiting for the patrol wagon you might get
out your little stub pencil and take notes for another funny piece in the paper."

And then Buck turns to me and says: "l don't care what Atterbury thinks. He
only put in brains, and if he gets his capital out he's lucky. But what do you say,
Pick?"

"Me?" says I. "You ought to know me, Buck. I didn't know who was buying
the stock.”

"All right,” says Buck. And then he goes through the inside door into the main
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office and looks at the gang trying to squeeze through the railing. Atterbury and his
hat was gone. And Buck makes 'em a short speech.

"All you lambs get in line. You're going to get your wool back. Don't shove so.
Get in a line--a /line/--not in a pile. Lady, will you please stop bleating? Your
money's waiting for you. Here, sonny, don't climb over that railing; your dimes are
safe. Don't cry, sis; you ain't out a cent. Get in /line/, | say. Here, Pick, come and
straighten ‘em out and let ‘em through and out by the other door."

Buck takes off his coat, pushes his silk hat on the back of his head, and lights
up a reina victoria. He sets at the table with the boodle before him, all done up in neat
packages. | gets the stockholders strung out and marches 'em, single file, through
from the main room; and the reporter man passes 'em out of the side door into the hall
again. As they go by, Buck takes up the stock and the Gold Bonds, paying ‘em cash,
dollar for dollar, the same as they paid in. The shareholders of the Golconda Gold
Bond and Investment Company can't hardly believe it. They almost grabs the money
out of Buck's hands. Some of the women keep on crying, for it's a custom of the sex
to cry when they have sorrow, to weep when they have joy, and to shed tears
whenever they find themselves without either.

The old women's fingers shake when they stuff the skads in the bosom of their
rusty dresses. The factory girls just stoop over and flap their dry goods a second, and
you hear the elastic go "pop" as the currency goes down in the ladies' department of
the "Old Domestic Lisle-Thread Bank."

Some of the stockholders that had been doing the Jeremiah act the loudest
outside had spasms of restored confidence and wanted to leave the money invested.
"Salt away that chicken feed in your duds, and skip along,” says Buck. "What
business have you got investing in bonds? The tea-pot or the crack in the wall behind
the clock for your hoard of pennies."

When the pretty girl in the red shawl cashes in Buck hands her an extra twenty.

"A wedding present,” says our treasurer, "“from the Golconda Company. And
say--if Jakey ever follows his nose, even at a respectful distance, around the corner
where Rosa Steinfeld lives, you are hereby authorized to knock a couple of inches of
it off."

When they was all paid off and gone, Buck calls the newspaper reporter and
shoves the rest of the money over to him.

"You begun this," says Buck; "now finish it. Over there are the books, showing
every share and bond issued. Here's the money to cover, except what we've spent to
live on. You'll have to act as receiver. | guess you'll do the square thing on account of
your paper. This is the best way we know how to settle it. Me and our substantial but
apple-weary vice-president are going to follow the example of our revered president,
and skip. Now, have you got enough news for to-day, or do you want to interview us
on etiquette and the best way to make over an old taffeta skirt?"

"News!" says the newspaper man, taking his pipe out; "do you think I could
use this? | don't want to lose my job. Suppose | go around to the office and tell 'em
this happened. What'll the managing editor say? He'll just hand me a pass to Bellevue
and tell me to come back when I get cured. | might turn in a story about a sea serpent
wiggling up Broadway, but | haven't got the nerve to try 'em with a pipe like this. A
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get-rich-quick scheme--excuse me--gang giving back the boodle! Oh, no. I'm not on
the comic supplement.”

"You can't understand it, of course," says Buck, with his hand on the door
knob. "Me and Pick ain't Wall Streeters like you know ‘em. We never allowed to
swindle sick old women and working girls and take nickels off of kids. In the lines of
graft we've worked we took money from the people the Lord made to be buncoed--
sports and rounders and smart Alecks and street crowds, that always have a few
dollars to throw away, and farmers that wouldn't ever be happy if the grafters didn't
come around and play with ‘em when they sold their crops. We never cared to fish for
the kind of suckers that bite here. No, sir. We got too much respect for the profession
and for ourselves. Good-by to you, Mr. Receiver."

"Here!" says the journalist reporter; "wait a minute. There's a broker | know on
the next floor. Wait till I put this truck in his safe. | want you fellows to take a drink
on me before you go."

"On you?" says Buck, winking solemn. "Don't you go and try to make 'em
believe at the office you said that. Thanks. We can't spare the time, | reckon. So
long."”

And me and Buck slides out the door; and that's the way the Golconda
Company went into involuntary liquefaction.

If you had seen me and Buck the next night you'd have had to go to a little bum
hotel over near the West Side ferry landings. We was in a little back room, and | was
filling up a gross of six-ounce bottles with hydrant water colored red with aniline and
flavored with cinnamon. Buck was smoking, contented, and he wore a decent brown
derby in place of his silk hat.

"It's a good thing, Pick," says he, as he drove in the corks, "that we got Brady
to lend us his horse and wagon for a week. We'll rustle up the stake by then. This hair
tonic'll sell right along over in Jersey. Bald heads ain't popular over there on account
of the mosquitoes."

Directly I dragged out my valise and went down in it for labels.

"Hair tonic labels are out,” says I. "Only about a dozen on hand."

"Buy some more," says Buck.

We investigated our pockets and found we had just enough money to settle our
hotel bill in the morning and pay our passage over the ferry.

"Plenty of the 'Shake-the-Shakes Chill Cure' labels," says I, after looking.

"What more do you want?" says Buck. "Slap 'em on. The chill season is just
opening up in the Hackensack low grounds. What's hair, anyway, if you have to
shake it off?"

We posted on the Chill Cure labels about half an hour and Buck says:

"Making an honest livin's better than that Wall Street, anyhow; ain't it, Pick?"

"You bet,"” says I.
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After reading tasks:
I. Focus on the vocabulary and grammar.

1.1 Find the following words in the text; transcribe, translate and learn
them by heart:

to swap (swop) to alleviate to reckon
fake a fallacy
to preordain to allude (to)

1.2 Explain the meaning of or paraphrase the following word-combinations
and learn them by heart:

to throw heads or tails to be tempted off of the straight path

life began to look rosy to be low

1.3 Translate the following word-combinations into Ukrainian:

a) to swap places; never swap horses while crossing the stream; to swap smb for
smth;

b) a fake doctor; faked diamonds; faked papers; a faked report; a faked passport;
this diamonds are fake; faking documents up is a crime; he won the bet by
faking;

C) to alleviate one’s distress; to alleviate one’s suffering; to alleviate one’s fury;
to alleviate the pain;

d) fallacy of one’s opinion, I think your argument is a fallacy; there is a fallacy
that black cats bring misfortune; He couldn’t but see the fallacy of his theory;

e) to allude to cheerful subject; to allude to smb; to be listened to | had to allude
to my boss’s order, don’t allude to me while concluding your deals,

f) to be reckoned a clever person; to reckon up the results; to reckon up the
losses; | recon this matter needs further consideration;

g) it’s preordained by the fate that we should be together; I'm not a preordained
doctor.

1.4 Give synonyms to the following words:

fake; a fallacy; to reckon; to be low.

1.5 Give derivatives of the following words:

to alleviate; to allude.

1.6 Make up sentences of your own using in them the following words and

word-combinations from the active vocabulary of the story:

Fake; to allude (to smb); a fallacy; to alleviate; to throw heads or tails; to be

low.

1.7 Translate the sentences into English:

1. A esaoicaro, wo tioco nposan Ha 3axucmi Oucepmayii 0y8 3yMO81eHUl
NOMUNKOBICMIO 11020 Meopii.

2. borocs, yi diamanmu — niopobiieni, 2a0aio 8ac HAOYPUU.

3. Konuwmiti 3uatiomuil Hamaeascs ymosumu [[icegha 3itimu 3 npasuibHO20
wsaxy, aie mou 0y8 HeNOXUMHUM, X04a U He MA8 aHi KONIUYUHU.

4. llasati noMiHAEMOCS MICYAMU — MEHI 3610CU NO2AHO BUOHO.

5. Bapmo 6yno minvku namaxkuymu tiomy Ha epouli, K 6iH 3a0y8 npo 6ci c80i
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HeNnpUEMHOCMI — HCUMMs 3H08Y Y10 YUYOO8UM.

6. Konu nikap Hamazaemvcs noneuumu CmpadcOaHHs X80po2o, GiH NOBUHEH
Oymu meepoo éneeHeHull Y npasuibHOCMI ¢80ix Oiil, a He pobumu naemanus (kuoamu
MoHemy — opel uu pewka), 0yob-sKa XubHa OYyMKA 68 UbOMY SUNAOKY MOCEe
KOUMY8amu NAYi€HmMy HCUmmsi.

I1. Focus on understanding, interpretation and discussion:

2.1 Answer the following questions and do the given assignments:

1. What kind of person was Jeff Peters? Dwell upon his way of earning his
living:

¢ his ability to change images;
e the content of the medicine he sold,;
e the way he used scientific and pseudo-scientific terminology

2. Could an educated person be deceived by his talks?

3. Why were other doctors not allowed to practice in Fischer Hill? Can this
small city be considered corrupted in a way?

4. Explain the irony of the saying that Andy Tucker was “never to be tempted
off the straight path”. Can this path be really considered straight?

5. In which way are these two frauds opposed to the authorities of the town?
Which of them are shown with more sympathy?

6. Do you think that O’Henry considers the Mayor worth the punishment he got?
Do you agree with his point?

2.2 ldentify the stylistic devices your find in the given sentences. Determine
their function in the text.

1. I was standing on a corner when | see Buck stick his straw-colored head out
of a third-story window of a business block and holler, "Whoa, there! Whoa!" like
you would in endeavoring to assuage a team of runaway mules.

2. | am disposed to be lenient with the arts and sciences; and | find time to
instigate a cordiality for the more human works of nature, such as romance and the
atmosphere and grass and poetry and the Seasons. | never skin a sucker without
admiring the prismatic beauty of his scales. | never sell a little auriferous beauty to
the man with the hoe without noticing the beautiful harmony there is between gold
and green.

3. Some of the women keep on crying, for it's a custom of the sex to cry when
they have sorrow, to weep when they have joy, and to shed tears whenever they find
themselves without either.
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THE HAND THAT RILES THE WORLD
Pre-reading tasks:

1. Find out what G.S.S.W. and S.W.B. street stand for.
2. What are the duties of United States Marshall?
3. Whatis B. & O. Depot? Find some facts of its history.

Read the text:

"Many of our great men," said | (apropos of many things), "have declared that
they owe their success to the aid and encouragement of some brilliant woman."

"I know," said Jeff Peters. "I've read in history and mythology about Joan of
Arc and Mme. Yale and Mrs. Caudle and Eve and other noted females of the past.
But, in my opinion, the woman of to-day is of little use in politics or business. What's
she best in, anyway?--men make the best cooks, milliners, nurses, housekeepers,
stenographers, clerks, hairdressers and launderers. About the only job left that a
woman can beat a man in is female impersonator in vaudeville."

"I would have thought,” said I, "that occasionally, anyhow, you would have
found the wit and intuition of woman valuable to you in your lines of--er--business."

"Now, wouldn't you," said Jeff, with an emphatic nod--"wouldn't you have
Imagined that? But a woman is an absolutely unreliable partner in any straight
swindle. She's liable to turn honest on you when you are depending upon her the
most. | tried 'em once.

"Bill Humble, an old friend of mine in the Territories, conceived the illusion
that he wanted to be appointed United States Marshall. At that time me and Andy was
doing a square, legitimate business of selling walking canes. If you unscrewed the
head of one and turned it up to your mouth a half pint of good rye whiskey would go
trickling down your throat to reward you for your act of intelligence. The deputies
was annoying me and Andy some, and when Bill spoke to me about his officious
aspirations, |1 saw how the appointment as Marshall might help along the firm of
Peters & Tucker.

"Jeff," says Bill to me, 'you are a man of learning and education, besides
having knowledge and information concerning not only rudiments but facts and
attainments.'

"l do,' says I, 'and | have never regretted it. | am not one," says I, ‘who would
cheapen education by making it free. Tell me," says I, 'which is of the most value to
mankind, literature or horse racking?'

"'Why--er--, playing the po--I mean, of course, the poets and the great writers
have got the call, of course,’ says Bill.

"Exactly,' says I. 'Then why do the master minds of finance and philanthropy,’
says I, ‘charge us $2 to get into a race-track and let us into a library free? Is that
distilling into the masses," says I, 'a correct estimate of the relative value of the two
means of self- culture and disorder?"
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"You are arguing outside of my faculties of sense and rhetoric," says Bill.
'‘What | wanted you to do is to go to Washington and dig out this appointment for me.
| haven't no ideas of cultivation and intrigue. I'm a plain citizen and | need the job.
I've killed seven men," says Bill; 'I've got nine children; I've been a good Republican
ever since the first of May; | can't read nor write, and | see no reason why | ain't
illegible for the office. And I think your partner, Mr. Tucker,' goes on Bill, 'is also a
man of sufficient ingratiation and connected system of mental delinquency to assist
you in securing the appointment. | will give you preliminary," says Bill, '$1,000 for
drinks, bribes and carfare in Washington. If you land the job I will pay you $1,000
more, cash down, and guarantee you impunity in boot- legging whiskey for twelve
months. Are you patriotic to the West enough to help me put this thing through the
Whitewashed Wigwam of the Great Father of the most eastern flag station of the
Pennsylvania Railroad?' says Bill.

"Well, | talked to Andy about it, and he liked the idea immense. Andy was a
man of an involved nature. He was never content to plod along, as | was, selling to
the peasantry some little tool like a combination steak beater, shoe horn, marcel
waver, monkey wrench, nail file, potato masher and Multum in Parvo tuning fork.
Andy had the artistic temper, which is not to be judged as a preacher's or a moral
man's is by purely commercial deflections. So we accepted Bill's offer, and strikes
out for Washington.

"Says | to Andy, when we get located at a hotel on South Dakota Avenue,
G.S.S.W. 'Now Andy, for the first time in our lives we've got to do a real dishonest
act. Lobbying is something we've never been used to; but we've got to scandalize
ourselves for Bill Humble's sake. In a straight and legitimate business,' says I, ‘we
could afford to introduce a little foul play and chicanery, but in a disorderly and
heinous piece of malpractice like this it seems to me that the straightforward and
aboveboard way is the best. | propose,’ says I, 'that we hand over $500 of this money
to the chairman of the national campaign committee, get a receipt, lay the receipt on
the President's desk and tell him about Bill. The President is a man who would
appreciate a candidate who went about getting office that way instead of pulling
wires.'

"Andy agreed with me, but after we talked the scheme over with the hotel clerk
we give that plan up. He told us that there was only one way to get an appointment in
Washington, and that was through a lady lobbyist. He gave us the address of one he
recommended, a Mrs. Avery, who he said was high up in sociable and diplomatic
rings and circles.

"The next morning at 10 o'clock me and Andy called at her hotel, and was
shown up to her reception room.

"This Mrs. Avery was a solace and a balm to the eyesight. She had hair the
color of the back of a twenty dollar gold certificate, blue eyes and a system of beauty
that would make the girl on the cover of a July magazine look like a cook on a
Monongahela coal barge.

"She had on a low necked dress covered with silver spangles, and diamond
rings and ear bobs. Her arms was bare; and she was using a desk telephone with one
hand, and drinking tea with the other.
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"'Well, boys,' says she after a bit, ‘'what is it?'

"I told her in as few words as possible what we wanted for Bill, and the price
we could pay.

""Those western appointments,' says she, 'are easy. Le'me see, now,' says she,
‘who could put that through for us. No use fooling with the Territorial delegates. |
guess,' says she, 'that Senator Sniper would be about the man. He's from somewheres
in the West. Let's see how he stands on my private menu card.' She takes some papers
out of a pigeon-hole with the letter 'S’ over it.

"Yes,' says she, 'he's marked with a star; that means "ready to serve." Now,
let's see. "Age 55; married twice; Presbyterian, likes blondes, Tolstoi, poker and
stewed terrapin; sentimental at third bottle of wine." Yes,' she goes on, 'l am sure |
can have your friend, Mr. Bummer, appointed Minister to Brazil.'

""Humble," says I. 'And United States Marshal was the berth.’

"'Oh, yes,' says Mrs. Avery. 'l have so many deals of this sort | sometimes get
them confused. Give me all the memoranda you have of the case, Mr. Peters, and
come back in four days. I think it can be arranged by then.’

"So me and Andy goes back to our hotel and waits. Andy walks up and down
and chews the left end of his mustache.

"'A woman of high intellect and perfect beauty is a rare thing, Jeff,’ says he.

"As rare,’ says |, 'as an omelette made from the eggs of the fabulous bird
known as the epidermis,’ says I.

™A woman like that,' says Andy, 'ought to lead a man to the highest positions
of opulence and fame.'

"I misdoubt,’ says I, 'if any woman ever helped a man to secure a job any more
than to have his meals ready promptly and spread a report that the other candidate's
wife had once been a shoplifter. They are no more adapted for business and politics,’
says I, 'than Algernon Charles Swinburne is to be floor manager at one of Chuck
Connor's annual balls. I know,' says | to Andy, 'that sometimes a woman seems to
step out into the kalsomine light as the charge d'affaires of her man's political job. But
how does it come out? Say, they have a neat little berth somewhere as foreign consul
of record to Afghanistan or lockkeeper on the Delaware and Raritan Canal. One day
this man finds his wife putting on her overshoes and three months supply of bird seed
into the canary's cage. "Sioux Falls?" he asks with a kind of hopeful light in his eye.
"No, Arthur," says she, "Washington. We're wasted here," says she. "You ought to be
Toady Extraordinary to the Court of St. Bridget or Head Porter of the Island of Porto
Rico. I'm going to see about it."

""Then this lady," | says to Andy, 'moves against the authorities at Washington
with her baggage and munitions, consisting of five dozen indiscriminating letters
written to her by a member of the Cabinet when she was 15; a letter of introduction
from King Leopold to the Smithsonian Institution, and a pink silk costume with
canary colored spats.

"'Well and then what?' | goes. 'She has the letters printed in the evening papers
that match her costume, she lectures at an informal tea given in the palm room of the
B. & O. Depot and then calls on the President. The ninth Assistant Secretary of
Commerce and Labor, the first aide-de-camp of the Blue Room and an unidentified
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colored man are waiting there to grasp her by the hands--and feet. They carry her out
to S.W.B. street and leave her on a cellar door. That ends it. The next time we hear of
her she is writing postcards to the Chinese Minister asking him to get Arthur a job in
a tea store.’

"Then," says Andy, 'you don't think Mrs. Avery will land the Marshalship for
Bill?

"I do not," says I. 'l do not wish to be a sceptic, but | doubt if she can do as well
as you and me could have done.'

"'l don't agree with you,' says Andy. 'I'll bet you she does. I'm proud of having
a higher opinion of the talent and the powers of negotiation of ladies.’

"We was back at Mrs. Avery's hotel at the time she appointed. She was looking
pretty and fine enough, as far as that went, to make any man let her name every
officer in the country. But | hadn't much faith in looks, so | was certainly surprised
when she pulls out a document with the great seal of the United States on it, and
'‘William Henry Humble' in a fine, big hand on the back.

""You might have had it the next day, boys,' says Mrs. Avery, smiling. 'l hadn't
the slightest trouble in getting it," says she. 'l just asked for it, that's all. Now, I'd like
to talk to you a while," she goes on, 'but I'm awfully busy, and | know you'll excuse
me. I've got an Ambassadorship, two Consulates and a dozen other minor
applications to look after. I can hardly find time to sleep at all. You'll give my
compliments to Mr. Humble when you get home, of course.’

"Well, | handed her the $500, which she pitched into her desk drawer without
counting. | put Bill's appointment in my pocket and me and Andy made our adieus.

"We started back for the Territory the same day. We wired Bill: 'Job landed;
get the tall glasses ready,' and we felt pretty good.

"Andy joshed me all the way about how little | knew about women.

"All right," says I. 'I'll admit that she surprised me. But it's the first time | ever
knew one of 'em to manipulate a piece of business on time without getting it bungled
up in some way,' says I.

"Down about the edge of Arkansas | got out Bill's appointment and looked it
over, and then | handed it to Andy to read. Andy read it, but didn't add any remarks to
my silence.

"The paper was for Bill, all right, and a genuine document, but it appointed
him postmaster of Dade City, Fla.

"Me and Andy got off the train at Little Rock and sent Bill's appointment to
him by mail. Then we struck northeast toward Lake Superior.

"I never saw Bill Humble after that."”

After-reading tasks:
I. Focus on the vocabulary and grammar.
1.1 Find the following words in the text; transcribe, translate and learn

them by heart:
straight impunity opulence
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to ingratiate ingratiating( adj.) opulent(adj.)
delinquency ingratiation(n.)
1.2 Explain the meaning of or paraphrase the following phrases and learn
them by heart:
to turn honeston smb  to pull wires
1.3 Translate the following word-combinations into Ukrainian:

a) impunity in boot-legging; impunity in stealing; impunity in deceiving; to
guarantee impunity;

b) a straight question; a straight talk; a straight fight; to keep straight; straight
speaking; a straight eye; a straight swindle; tell me straight what you think; to
hit straight; to shoot straight; to be on the straight;

) to ingratiate oneself with smb; an ingratiating smile; an ingratiating gesture;
ingratiation helps him to achieve his aims; his ingratiation repels me;

d) a slight delinquency; don’t punish your child for his childish delinquencies, the
juvenile delinquency is constantly increasing.

1.4 Give synonyms to the following words and word-combinations:

straight; opulence; to turn honest on smb.
1.5 Make up sentences of your own using in them the following words and
word-combinations:

straight, to ingratiate, to turn honest on smb, impunity.

1.6 Translate the sentences into English:

1. Bci tioco nmpocmynku 3a8xcou 3anuianuct Oe3KapHumu, momy uwo 6iH
3a624coU YMie 8mepmucst y 008ipy 00 6y0b-K0o2o.

2. Bin 3aeoicou eosopumv 6i0sepmo 6ce, wjo Oymae, momy y Hb0o20 6azamo
He00opO3UUIUBYIS.

3. V nvoeo epaiinusa ycmiwika, ane 8in yiikom modice niosecmu napmuepa y
0y 0b-sKULL MOMEHM.

4. Bin 0y6 Ha eepuwiuHi 6acamcmea i cnasu, momy wo 3HA8, 3a AKI HUMOYKU
mpeba nomscHymu.

1.7 Answer the following questions on grammar:

1. Define the predicate in the following sentence: “men make the best cooks,
milliners, nurses, housekeepers, stenographers, clerks, hairdressers and launderers.”

2. Define the mood in the sentence “I would have thought," said I, "that
occasionally, anyhow, you would have found the wit and intuition of woman valuable
to you in your lines of--er--business."

3. Point out the subject in the sentence “What I wanted you to do is to go to
Washington and dig out this appointment for me.”

4. What does the modal word in the sentence “""You might have had it the next
day, boys,' says Mrs. Avery, smiling.” express?

I1. Focus on understanding, interpretation and discussion:
2.1 Answer the following questions and do the given assignments:

1. Describe the abilities of Bill Humble.
2. How does O'Henry expresses his opinion of the importance of education and
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the way it is supported by the government?

3. Jeff and Andy's attitude to politics: why do they consider it to be "a real
dishonest act"?

4. What is Jeff’s opinion of the woman's abilities in politics? How does he
describe the women who try to make a career for their husbands?

5. Characterise Mrs. Avery's appearance and manners.

6. How does O'Henry show that the authorities do not always possess qualities
necessary for their positions?

7. Which problem does he raise by showing that the position of Marshall could
be bought for 500$?

8. Point out some grammar mistakes in the text, which testify to the low level of
education of the speakers.

2.2 ldentify the stylistic devices your find in the given sentences. Determine
their function in the text.

1. I've read in history and mythology about Joan of Arc and Mme. Yale and Mrs.
Caudle and Eve and other noted females of the past. But, in my opinion, the woman
of to-day is of little use in politics or business.

2. She had hair the color of the back of a twenty dollar gold certificate, blue eyes
and a system of beauty that would make the girl on the cover of a July magazine look
like a cook on a Monongahela coal barge.

3. I've got an Ambassadorship, two Consulates and a dozen other minor
applications to look after. | can hardly find time to sleep at all.
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EXTRADITED FROM BOHEMIA

Pre-reading tasks:
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1. Do you think that the map has anything to do with the text? What are your
associations with the word “Bohemia”? Why has this word acquired additional
symbolic meaning?

2. Who are these people: Bastien Le Page Camille, Lola Montez, Royal Mary,
Zaza? In what connection can these names be possibly used in this text?

Read the text:

From near the village of Harmony, at the foot of the Green Mountains, came
Miss Medora Martin to New York with her color-box and easel.

Miss Medora resembled the rose which the autumnal frosts had spared the
longest of all her sister blossoms. In Harmony, when she started alone to the wicked
city to study art, they said she was a mad, reckless, headstrong girl. In New York,
when she first took her seat at a West Side boarding house table, the boarders asked:
"Who is the nice-looking old maid?"

Medora took heart, a cheap hall bedroom and two art lessons a week from
Professor Angelini, a retired barber who had studied his profession in a Harlem
dancing academy. There was no one to set her right, for here in the big city they do it
unto all of us. How many of us are badly shaved daily and taught the two-step
imperfectly by ex-pupils of Bastien Le Page and Gerome? The most pathetic sight in
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New York--except the manners of the rush-hour crowds--is the dreary march of the
hopeless army of Mediocrity. Here Art is no benignant goddess, but a Circe who
turns her wooers into mewing Toms and Tabbies who linger about the doorsteps of
her abode, unmindful of the flying brickbats and boot-jacks of the critics. Some of us
creep back to our native villages to the skim-milk of "I told you so"; but most of us
prefer to remain in the cold courtyard of our mistress's temple, snatching the scraps
that fall from her divine table d'hote. But some of us grow weary at last of the
fruitless service. And then there are two fates open to us. We can get a job driving a
grocer's wagon, or we can get swallowed up in the Vortex of Bohemia. The latter
sounds good; but the former really pans out better. For, when the grocer pays us off
we can rent a dress suit and--the capitalized system of humor describes it best--Get
Bohemia On the Run.

Miss Medora chose the Vortex and thereby furnishes us with our little story.

Professor Angelini praised her sketches excessively. Once when she had made
a neat study of a horse-chestnut tree in the park he declared she would become a
second Rosa Bonheur. Again--a great artist has his moods--he would say cruel and
cutting things. For example, Medora had spent an afternoon patiently sketching the
statue and the architecture at Columbus Circle. Tossing it aside with a sneer, the
professor informed her that Giotto had once drawn a perfect circle with one sweep of
his hand.

One day it rained, the weekly remittance from Harmony was overdue, Medora
had a headache, the professor had tried to borrow two dollars from her, her art dealer
had sent back all her water-colors unsold, and--Mr. Binkley asked her out to dinner.

Mr. Binkley was the gay boy of the boarding-house. He was forty-nine, and
owned a fishstall in a downtown market. But after six o'clock he wore an evening suit
and whooped things up connected with the beaux arts. The young men said he was an
"Indian."” He was supposed to be an accomplished habitue of the inner circles of
Bohemia. It was no secret that he had once loaned $10 to a young man who had had a
drawing printed in _Puck . Often has one thus obtained his entree into the charmed
circle, while the other obtained both his entree and roast.

The other boarders enviously regarded Medora as she left at Mr. Binkley's side
at nine o'clock. She was as sweet as a cluster of dried autumn grasses in her pale
blue--oh--er--that very thin stuff--in her pale blue Comstockized silk waist and box-
pleated voile skirt, with a soft pink glow on her thin cheeks and the tiniest bit of
rouge powder on her face, with her handkerchief and room key in her brown walrus,
pebble-grain hand-bag.

And Mr. Binkley looked imposing and dashing with his red face and gray
mustache, and his tight dress coat, that made the back of his neck roll up just like a
successful novelist's.

They drove in a cab to the Cafe Terence, just off the most glittering part of
Broadway, which, as every one knows, is one of the most popular and widely
patronized, jealously exclusive Bohemian resorts in the city.

Down between the rows of little tables tripped Medora, of the Green
Mountains, after her escort. Thrice in a lifetime may woman walk upon clouds--once
when she trippeth to the altar, once when she first enters Bohemian halls, the last
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when she marches back across her first garden with the dead hen of her neighbor in
her hand.

There was a table set, with three or four about it. A waiter buzzed around it like
a bee, and silver and glass shone upon it. And, preliminary to the meal, as the
prehistoric granite strata heralded the protozoa, the bread of Gaul, compounded after
the formula of the recipe for the eternal hills, was there set forth to the hand and tooth
of a long-suffering city, while the gods lay beside their nectar and home-made
biscuits and smiled, and the dentists leaped for joy in their gold-leafy dens.

The eye of Binkley fixed a young man at his table with the Bohemian gleam,
which is a compound of the look of the Basilisk, the shine of a bubble of
Wuerzburger, the inspiration of genius and the pleading of a panhandler.

The young man sprang to his feet. "Hello, Bink, old boy!" he shouted. "Don't
tell me you were going to pass our table. Join us--unless you've another crowd on
hand."

"Don't mind, old chap," said Binkley, of the fish-stall. "You know how I like to
butt up against the fine arts. Mr. Vandyke--Mr. Madder--er--Miss Martin, one of the
elect also in art--er--"

The introduction went around. There were also Miss Elise and Miss "Toinette.
Perhaps they were models, for they chattered of the St. Regis decorations and Henry
James--and they did it not badly.

Medora sat in transport. Music--wild, intoxicating music made by troubadours
direct from a rear basement room in Elysium--set her thoughts to dancing. Here was a
world never before penetrated by her warmest imagination or any of the lines
controlled by Harriman. With the Green Mountains' external calm upon her she sat,
her soul flaming in her with the fire of Andalusia. The tables were filled with
Bohemia. The room was full of the fragrance of flowers--both mille and cauli.
Questions and corks popped; laughter and silver rang; champagne flashed in the pail,
wit flashed in the pan.

Vandyke ruffled his long, black locks, disarranged his careless tie and leaned
over to Madder.

"Say, Maddy," he whispered, feelingly, "sometimes I'm tempted to pay this
Philistine his ten dollars and get rid of him."

Madder ruffled his long, sandy locks and disarranged his careless tie.

"Don't think of it, Vandy," he replied. "We are short, and Art is long."

Medora ate strange viands and drank elderberry wine that they poured in her
glass. It was just the color of that in the Vermont home. The waiter poured something
in another glass that seemed to be boiling, but when she tasted it it was not hot. She
had never felt so light-hearted before. She thought lovingly of the Green Mountain
farm and its fauna. She leaned, smiling, to Miss Elise.

"If 1 were at home," she said, beamingly, "I could show you the cutest little
calf!”

"Nothing for you in the White Lane," said Miss Elise. "Why don't you pad?"

The orchestra played a wailing waltz that Medora had learned from the hand-
organs. She followed the air with nodding head in a sweet soprano hum. Madder
looked across the table at her, and wondered in what strange waters Binkley had
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caught her in his seine. She smiled at him, and they raised glasses and drank of the
wine that boiled when it was cold. Binkley had abandoned art and was prating of the
unusual spring catch of shad. Miss Elise arranged the palette-and-maul-stick tie pin of
Mr. Vandyke. A Philistine at some distant table was maundering volubly either about
Jerome or Gerome. A famous actress was discoursing excitably about monogrammed
hosiery. A hose clerk from a department store was loudly proclaiming his opinions of
the drama. A writer was abusing Dickens. A magazine editor and a photographer
were drinking a dry brand at a reserved table. A 36-25-42 young lady was saying to
an eminent sculptor: "Fudge for your Prax lItalys! Bring one of your Venus Anno
Dominis down to Cohen's and see how quick she'd be turned down for a cloak model.
Back to the quarries with your Greeks and Dagos!"

Thus went Bohemia.

At eleven Mr. Binkley took Medora to the boarding-house and left her, with a
society bow, at the foot of the hall stairs. She went up to her room and lit the gas.

And then, as suddenly as the dreadful genie arose in vapor from the copper
vase of the fisherman, arose in that room the formidable shape of the New England
Conscience. The terrible thing that Medora had done was revealed to her in its full
enormity. She had sat in the presence of the ungodly and looked upon the wine both
when it was red and effervescent.

At midnight she wrote this letter:

"MR. BERIAH HOSKINS, Harmony, Vermont.

"Dear Sir: Henceforth, consider me as dead to you forever. | have loved you
too well to blight your career by bringing into it my guilty and sin-stained life. | have
succumbed to the insidious wiles of this wicked world and have been drawn into the
vortex of Bohemia. There is scarcely any depth of glittering iniquity that I have not
sounded. It is hopeless to combat my decision. There is no rising from the depths to
which | have sunk. Endeavor to forget me. I am lost forever in the fair but brutal
maze of awful Bohemia. Farewell.

"ONCE YOUR MEDORA."

On the next day Medora formed her resolutions. Beelzebub, flung from
heaven, was no more cast down. Between her and the apple blossoms of Harmony
there was a fixed gulf. Flaming cherubim warded her from the gates of her lost
paradise. In one evening, by the aid of Binkley and Mumm, Bohemia had gathered
her into its awful midst.

There remained to her but one thing--a life of brilliant, but irremediable error.
Vermont was a shrine that she never would dare to approach again. But she would
not sink--there were great and compelling ones in history upon whom she would
model her meteoric career--Camille, Lola Montez, Royal Mary, Zaza--such a name as
one of these would that of Medora Martin be to future generations.

For two days Medora kept her room. On the third she opened a magazine at the
portrait of the King of Belgium, and laughed sardonically. If that far-famed breaker
of women's hearts should cross her path, he would have to bow before her cold and
imperious beauty. She would not spare the old or the young. All America--all Europe
should do homage to her sinister, but compelling charm.
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As yet she could not bear to think of the life she had once desired--a peaceful
one in the shadow of the Green Mountains with Beriah at her side, and orders for
expensive oil paintings coming in by each mail from New York. Her one fatal
misstep had shattered that dream.

On the fourth day Medora powdered her face and rouged her lips. Once she
had seen Carter in "Zaza." She stood before the mirror in a reckless attitude and cried:
" Zut! zut! " She rhymed it with "nut,” but with the lawless word Harmony seemed
to pass away forever. The Vortex had her. She belonged to Bohemia for evermore.
And never would Beriah--

The door opened and Beriah walked in.

"'Dory," said he, "what's all that chalk and pink stuff on your face, honey?"

Medora extended an arm.

"Too late," she said, solemnly. "The die is cast. | belong in another world.
Curse me if you will--it is your right. Go, and leave me in the path | have chosen. Bid
them all at home never to mention my name again. And sometimes, Beriah, pray for
me when | am revelling in the gaudy, but hollow, pleasures of Bohemia."”

"Get a towel, 'Dory," said Beriah, "and wipe that paint off your face. | came as
soon as | got your letter. Them pictures of yours ain't amounting to anything. I've got
tickets for both of us back on the evening train. Hurry and get your things in your
trunk."”

"Fate was too strong for me, Beriah. Go while I am strong to bear it."

"How do you fold this easel, 'Dory?--now begin to pack, so we have time to eat
before train time. The maples is all out in full-grown leaves, 'Dory--you just ought to
see 'em!

"Not this early, Beriah?

"You ought to see ‘em, 'Dory; they're like an ocean of green in the morning
sunlight.”

"Oh, Beriah!"

On the train she said to him suddenly:

"I wonder why you came when you got my letter."

"Oh, shucks!" said Beriah. "Did you think you could fool me? How could you
be run away to that Bohemia country like you said when your letter was postmarked
New York as plain as day?"

After-reading tasks:
I. Focus on the vocabulary and grammar.

1.1 Find the following words in the text; transcribe, translate and learn
them by heart:

reckless headstrong pathetic imposing

insidious iniquity to revel

1.2 Explain the meaning of or paraphrase the following word-combinations
and learn them by heart:
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to take heart to set smb right to pan out

to butt up against(fine arts) to do homage to smb

1.3 Translate the following word-combinations into Ukrainian:

a) a reckless girl (woman, boy, man, youth); a reckless step; reckless manners;
reckless driving; reckless of danger; reckless of consequences; | think you
should consider the consequences of your reckless decision;

b) a headstrong person (child, boy, girl, woman, son, daughter); She was
considered a reckless and headstrong girl; Don 't be so headstrong and
reckless of the consequences of your decision;

C) a pathetic sight (scene, look, gesture, air, glance); The scene produced upon
him the most pathetic effect; | don't need such a pathetic friend;

d) to look imposing; an imposing man; an imposing gesture (laughter, manner of
speaking, behaviour);

e) an insidious enemy; an insidious disease; an insidious wile; to succumb to
insidious temptation;

f) to sink to the depth of iniquity; lost in iniquity; There is scarcely any depth of
glittering iniquity that | have not sounded;

g) to revel in music; to revel in joy; to revel in beauty; to revel in pleasures; to
revel sufferings; to revel in memories.

1.4 Express the same notion in one word:

a wicked act or wickedness; lacking due caution; producing strong impression;
to take delight in smth; sly or treacherous; arousing tender feelings, as of pity;
ungovernable, obstinate.

1.5 Find synonyms and antonyms to the following words from the active

vocabulary:

reckless, insidious, pathetic, headstrong.

1.6 Translate the sentences into English:

1. Ilicna maxoeo easxckozo sunpobysanus yel 3a36udail IMIO3AHMHUL YON0BIK
A6715168 COD0I0 DOCUMb HCATIOCIOHE BUOOBULYE.

2. He 6yob maxorw enepmoro — wo 000po2o y momy, ujob enueamucs 61aCHUMU
CMPAAHCOAHHAMU?

3. Xeopoba, axa nenomimuo NiOKpauacs, npuxys8aid uo2o 00 NixcKd, aie 6iH
316pae ycio MyslCHICMb [ NPOO0BAHCUE POOOMY HAO POMAHOM.

4. He mooicna dasamu HeoOAuUHUx OOIYSHOK. HABIMb SAKWO 8CE IAULMYEMbCA,
pusuKyeamu He 6apmo.

5. Tpeba siooamu tiomy Haledche — GiH 3a8xHCOU OOPOBCsL 3 OE33aAKOHHAM 1
niocmynnicmio.

1.7 Answer the following questions on grammar:

1. Due to what is the inversion in the first sentence possible?

2. Write out sentences with homogeneous elements.

3. Consider the order of attributes in the following sentence: “She was as sweet
as a cluster of dried autumn grasses in her pale blue--oh--er--that very thin stuff--in
her pale blue Comstockized silk waist and box-pleated voile skirt, with a soft pink
glow on her thin cheeks and the tiniest bit of rouge powder on her face, with her
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handkerchief and room key in her brown walrus, pebble-grain hand-bag.” Is it
possible to change the order of the attributes?
4. Comment on the tenses used in the text.

I1. Focus on understanding, interpretation and discussion:

2.1 Answer the following questions and do the given assignments:
1. Give a character sketch of Medora:

a) appearance;

b) origin and upbringing;

c) dreams and plans for the future;

d) her talent as a painter;

e) the language she used (in the letter and while talking to Beriah);

f)  her moral principles.

2. Mr. Binkley as the embodiment of Mediocrity, which likes to "butt up
against fine arts".

3. The conflict between the Mediocrity and the Art.

4, Life in the vortex of Bohemia - is it romantic or senseless?

2.2 ldentify the stylistic devices your find in the given sentences. Determine

their function in the text.

1. In Harmony, when she started alone to the wicked city to study art, they said
she was a mad, reckless, headstrong girl. In New York, when she first took her seat at
a West Side boarding house table, the boarders asked: "Who is the nice-looking old
maid?"

2. Medora took heart, a cheap hall bedroom and two art lessons a week from
Professor Angelini, a retired barber who had studied his profession in a Harlem
dancing academy.

3. The most pathetic sight in New York--except the manners of the rush-hour
crowds--is the dreary march of the hopeless army of Mediocrity.

4. One day it rained, the weekly remittance from Harmony was overdue, Medora
had a headache, the professor had tried to borrow two dollars from her, her art dealer
had sent back all her water-colors unsold, and--Mr. Binkley asked her out to dinner.

5. Down between the rows of little tables tripped Medora, of the Green
Mountains, after her escort. Thrice in a lifetime may woman walk upon clouds--once
when she trippeth to the altar, once when she first enters Bohemian halls, the last
when she marches back across her first garden with the dead hen of her neighbor in
her hand.

6. Medora sat in transport. Music--wild, intoxicating music made by troubadours
direct from a rear basement room in Elysium--set her thoughts to dancing. Here was a
world never before penetrated by her warmest imagination or any of the lines
controlled by Harriman. With the Green Mountains' external calm upon her she sat,
her soul flaming in her with the fire of Andalusia.
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THE MOMENT OF VICTORY

Pre-reading tasks:
- e 1. Where is the Gulf of Mexico situated?
2. What do you know about the Greater
Antilles, the Kuklux?
3. What is Queen Catherine of Russia
famous for?
4. Find the recipe of chilli-con-carne.

Read the text:

Ben Granger is a war veteran aged twenty-nine--which should enable you to
guess the war. He is also principal merchant and postmaster of Cadiz, a little town
over which the breezes from the Gulf of Mexico perpetually blow.

Ben helped to hurl the Don from his stronghold in the Greater Antilles; and
then, hiking across half the world, he marched as a corporal-usher up and down the
blazing tropic aisles of the open-air college in which the Filipino was schooled. Now,
with his bayonet beaten into a cheese-slicer, he rallies his corporal's guard of cronies
in the shade of his well-whittled porch, instead of in the matted jungles of Mindanao.
Always have his interest and choice been for deeds rather than for words; but the
consideration and digestion of motives is not beyond him, as this story, which is his,
will attest.

"What is it," he asked me one moonlit eve, as we sat among his boxes and
barrels, "that generally makes men go through dangers, and fire, and trouble, and
starvation, and battle, and such rucouses? What does a man do it for? Why does he
try to outdo his fellow-humans, and be braver and stronger and more daring and
showy than even his best friends are? What's his game? What does he expect to get
out of it? He don't do it just for the fresh air and exercise. What would you say, now,
Bill, that an ordinary man expects, generally speaking, for his efforts along the line of
ambition and extraordinary hustling in the marketplaces, forums, shooting-galleries,
lyceums, battle-fields, links, cinder-paths, and arenas of the civilized and vice versa
places of the world?"

"Well, Ben," said I, with judicial seriousness, "I think we might safely limit the
number of motives of a man who seeks fame to three - to ambition, which is a desire
for popular applause; to avarice, which looks to the material side of success; and to
love of some woman whom he either possesses or desires to possess."

Ben pondered over my words while a mocking-bird on the top of a mesquite by
the porch trilled a dozen bars.

"I reckon," said he, "that your diagnosis about covers the case according to the
rules laid down in the copy-books and historical readers. But what | had in my mind
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was the case of Willie Robbins, a person | used to know. I'll tell you about him before
I close up the store, if you don't mind listening.

"Willie was one of our social set up in San Augustine. | was clerking there then
for Brady & Murchison, wholesale dry-goods and ranch supplies. Willie and |
belonged to the same german club and athletic association and military company. He
played the triangle in our serenading and quartet crowd that used to ring the welkin
three nights a week somewhere in town.

"Willie jibed with his name considerable. He weighed about as much as a
hundred pounds of veal in his summer suitings, and he had a 'where- is-Mary?'
expression on his features so plain that you could almost see the wool growing on
him.

"And yet you couldn't fence him away from the girls with barbed wire. You
know that kind of young fellows-a kind of a mixture of fools and angels-they rush in
and fear to tread at the same time; but they never fail to tread when they get the
chance. He was always on hand when 'a joyful occasion was had," as the morning
paper would say, looking as happy as a king full, and at the same time as
uncomfortable as a raw oyster served with sweet pickles. He danced like he had hind
hobbles on; and he had a vocabulary of about three hundred and fifty words that he
made stretch over four germans a week, and plagiarized from to get him through two
ice-cream suppers and a Sunday-night call. He seemed to me to be a sort of a mixture
of Maltese Kitten, sensitive plant, and a member of a stranded Two Orphans
company.

"I'll give you an estimate of his physiological and pictorial make-up, and then
I'll stick spurs into the sides of my narrative.

"Willie inclined to the Caucasian in his coloring and manner of style. His hair
was opalescent and his conversation fragmentary. His eyes were the same blue shade
as the china dog's on the right-hand corner of your Aunt Ellen's mantelpiece. He took
things as they come, and | never felt any hostility against him. I let him live, and so
did others.

"But what does this Willie do but coax his heart out of his boots and lose it to
Myra Allison, the liveliest, brightest, keenest, smartest, and prettiest girl in San
Augustine. | tell you, she had the blackest eyes, the shiniest curls, and the most
tantalizing-- Oh, no, you're off--1 wasn't a victim. | might have been, but | knew
better. | kept out. Joe Granberry was It from the start. He had everybody else beat a
couple of leagues and thence east to a stake and mound. But, anyhow, Myra was a
nine-pound, full-merino, fall-clip fleece, sacked and loaded on a four-horse team for
San Antone.

"One night there was an ice-cream sociable at Mrs. Colonel Spraggins', in San
Augustine. We fellows had a big room up-stairs opened up for us to put our hats and
things in, and to comb our hair and put on the clean collars we brought along inside
the sweat-bands of our hats-in short, a room to fix up in just like they have
everywhere at high-toned doings. A little farther down the hall was the girls' room,
which they used to powder up in, and so forth. Downstairs we--that is, the San
Augustine Social Cotillion and Merrymakers' Club--had a stretcher put down in the
parlor where our dance was going on.
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"Willie Robbins and me happened to be up in our--cloak-room, | believe we
called it when Myra Allison skipped through the hall on her way down-stairs from
the girls' room. Willie was standing before the mirror, deeply interested in smoothing
down the blond grass-plot on his head, which seemed to give him lots of trouble.
Myra was always full of life and devilment. She stopped and stuck her head in our
door. She certainly was good-looking. But | knew how Joe Granberry stood with her.
So did Willie; but he kept on ba-a-a-ing after her and following her around. He had a
system of persistence that didn't coincide with pale hair and light eyes.

"'Hello, Willie!" says Myra. 'What are you doing to yourself in the glass?'

"I'm trying to look fly," says Willie.

"'Well, you never could be fly,' says Myra, with her special laugh, which was
the provokingest sound | ever heard except the rattle of an empty canteen against my
saddle-horn.

"I looked around at Willie after Myra had gone. He had a kind of a lily-white
look on him which seemed to show that her remark had, as you might say, disrupted
his soul. | never noticed anything in what she said that sounded particularly
destructive to a man's ideas of self-consciousness; but he was set back to an extent
you could scarcely imagine.

"After we went down-stairs with our clean collars on, Willie never went near
Myra again that night. After all, he seemed to be a diluted kind of a skim-milk sort of
a chap, and | never wondered that Joe Granberry beat him out.

"The next day the battleship Maine was blown up, and then pretty soon
somebody-I reckon it was Joe Bailey, or Ben Tillman, or maybe the Government-
declared war against Spain.

"Well, everybody south of Mason & Hamlin's line knew that the North by
itself couldn't whip a whole country the size of Spain. So the Yankees commenced to
holler for help, and the Johnny Rebs answered the call. 'We're coming, Father
William, a hundred thousand strong--and then some," was the way they sang it. And
the old party lines drawn by Sherman's march and the Kuklux and nine-cent cotton
and the Jim Crow street-car ordinances faded away. We became one undivided.
country, with no North, very little East, a good-sized chunk of West, and a South that
loomed up as big as the first foreign label on a new eight-dollar suit-case.

"Of course the dogs of war weren't a complete pack without a yelp from the
San Augustine Rifles, Company D, of the Fourteenth Texas Regiment. Our company
was among the first to land in Cuba and strike terror into the hearts of the foe. I'm not
going to give you a history of the war, I'm just dragging it in to fill out my story about
Willie Robbins, just as the Republican party dragged it in to help out the election in
1898.

"If anybody ever had heroitis, it was that Willie Robbins. From the minute he
set foot on the soil of the tyrants of Castile he seemed to engulf danger as a cat laps
up cream. He certainly astonished every man in our company, from the captain up.
You'd have expected him to gravitate naturally to the job of an orderly to the colonel,
or typewriter in the commissary--but not any. He created the part of the flaxen-haired
boy hero who lives and gets back home with the goods, instead of dying with an
important despatch in his hands at his colonel's feet.
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"Our company got into a section of Cuban scenery where one of the messiest
and most unsung portions of the campaign occurred. We were out every day capering
around in the bushes, and having little skirmishes with the Spanish troops that looked
more like kind of tired-out feuds than anything else. The war was a joke to us, and of
no interest to them. We never could see it any other way than as a howling farce-
comedy that the San Augustine Rifles were actually fighting to uphold the Stars and
Stripes. And the blamed little senors didn't get enough pay to make them care
whether they were patriots or traitors. Now and then somebody would get killed. It
seemed like a waste of life to me. | was at Coney Island when | went to New York
once, and one of them down-hill skidding apparatuses they call 'roller-coasters' flew
the track and killed a man in a brown sack-suit. Whenever the Spaniards shot one of
our men, it struck me as just about as unnecessary and regrettable as that was.

"But I'm dropping Willie Robbins out of the conversation.

"He was out for bloodshed, laurels, ambition, medals, recommendations, and
all other forms of military glory. And he didn't seem to be afraid of any of the
recognized forms of military danger, such as Spaniards, cannon-balls, canned beef,
gunpowder, or nepotism. He went forth with his pallid hair and china-blue eyes and
ate up Spaniards like you would sardines a la canopy. Wars and rumbles of wars
never flustered him. He would stand guard-duty, mosquitoes, hardtack, treat, and fire
with equally perfect unanimity. No blondes in history ever come in comparison
distance of him except the Jack of Diamonds and Queen Catherine of Russia.

"l remember, one time, a little caballard of Spanish men sauntered out from
behind a patch of sugar-cane and shot Bob Turner, the first sergeant of our company,
while we were eating dinner. As required by the army regulations, we fellows went
through the usual tactics of falling into line, saluting the enemy, and loading and
firing, kneeling.

"That wasn't the Texas way of scrapping; but, being a very important
addendum and annex to the regular army, the San Augustine Rifles had to conform to
the red-tape system of getting even.

"By the time we had got out our ‘Upton's Tactics,' turned to page fifty-seven,
said 'one--two--three--one--two--three' a couple of times, and got blank cartridges
into our Springfields, the Spanish outfit had smiled repeatedly, rolled and lit
cigarettes by squads, and walked away contemptuously.

"I went straight to Captain Floyd, and says to him: 'Sam, | don't think this war
Is a straight game. You know as well as | do that Bob Turner was one of the whitest
fellows that ever threw a leg over a saddle, and now these wirepullers in Washington
have fixed his clock. He's politically and ostensibly dead. It ain't fair. Why should
they keep this thing up? If they want Spain licked, why don't they turn the San
Augustine Rifles and Joe Seely's ranger company and a car-load of West Texas
deputy-sheriffs onto these Spaniards, and let us exonerate them from the face of the
earth? | never did," says I, 'care much about fighting by the Lord Chesterfield ring
rules. I'm going to hand in my resignation and go home if anybody else I am
personally acquainted with gets hurt in this war. If you can get somebody in my
place, Sam,' says I, 'I'll quit the first of next week. | don't want to work in an army
that don't give its help a chance. Never mind my wages,' says I; 'let the Secretary of
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the Treasury keep 'em.’

"'Well, Ben,' says the captain to me, 'your allegations and estimations of the
tactics of war, government, patriotism, guard- mounting, and democracy are all right.
But I've looked into the system of international arbitration and the ethics of justifiable
slaughter a little closer, maybe, than you have. Now, you can hand in your
resignation the first of next week if you are so minded. But if you do," says Sam, 'I'll
order a corporal's guard to take you over by that limestone bluff on the creek and
shoot enough lead into you to ballast a submarine air-ship. I'm captain of this
company, and I've swore allegiance to the Amalgamated States regardless of
sectional, secessional, and Congressional differences. Have you got any smoking-
tobacco?' winds up Sam. 'Mine got wet when | swum the creek this morning.'

"The reason | drag all this non ex parte evidence in is because Willie Robbins
was standing there listening to us. | was a second sergeant and he was a private then,
but among us Texans and Westerners there never was as much tactics and
subordination as there was in the regular army. We never called our captain anything
but 'Sam’ except when there was a lot of major-generals and admirals around, so as to
preserve the discipline.

"And says Willie Robbins to me, in a sharp construction of voice much
unbecoming to his light hair and previous record:

"You ought to be shot, Ben, for emitting any such sentiments. A man that
won't fight for his country is worse than a, horse-thief. If | was the cap, I'd put you in
the guard-house for thirty days on round steak and tamales. War,' says Willie, 'is
great and glorious. | didn't know you were a coward.'

"I'm not,' says I. 'If I was, I'd knock some of the pallidness off of your marble
brow. I'm lenient with you,' | says, 'just as | am with the Spaniards, because you have
always reminded me of something with mushrooms on the side. Why, you little Lady
of Shalott,’ says I, 'you underdone leader of cotillions, you glassy fashion and
moulded form, you white-pine soldier made in the Cisalpine Alps in Germany for the
late New-Year trade, do you know of whom you are talking to? We've been in the
same social circle,' says I, 'and I've put up with you because you seemed so meek and
self-un-satisfying. | don't understand why you have so sudden taken a personal
interest in chivalrousness and murder. Your nature's undergone a complete revelation.
Now, how is it?"

"'Well, you wouldn't understand, Ben,' says Willie, giving one of his refined
smiles and turning away.

"'Come back here!" says I, catching him by the tail of his khaki coat. "You've
made me kind of mad, in spite of the aloofness in which | have heretofore held you.
You are out for making a success in this hero business, and | believe | know what for.
You are doing it either because you are crazy or because you expect to catch some
girl by it. Now, if it's a girl, I've got something here to show you.'

"I wouldn't have done it, but I was plumb mad. I pulled a San Augustine paper
out of my hip-pocket, and showed him an item. It was a half a column about the
marriage of Myra Allison and Joe Granberry.

"Willie laughed, and | saw | hadn't touched him.

"'Oh,' says he, 'everybody knew that was going to happen. I heard about that a
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week ago.' And then he gave me the laugh again.

"All right,' says I. "Then why do you so recklessly chase the bright rainbow of
fame? Do you expect to be elected President, or do you belong to a suicide club ?'

"And then Captain Sam interferes.

""You gentlemen quit jawing and go back to your quarters,' says he, 'or I'll have
you escorted to the guard-house. Now, scat, both of you! Before you go, which one of
you has got any chewing-tobacco?"

"'We're off, Sam,' says I. 'lt's supper-time, anyhow. But what do you think of
what we was talking about? I've noticed you throwing out a good many grappling-
hooks for this here balloon called fame-- What's ambition, anyhow? What does a man
risk his life day after day for? Do you know of anything he gets in the end that can
pay him for the trouble? | want to go back home,' says I. 'l don't care whether Cuba
sinks or swims, and | don't give a pipeful of rabbit tobacco whether Queen Sophia
Christina or Charlie Culberson rules these fairy isles; and | don't want my name on
any list except the list of survivors. But I've noticed you, Sam," says I, 'seeking the
bubble notoriety in the cannon's larynx a number of times. Now, what do you do it
for? Is it ambition, business, or some freckle-faced Pheebe at home that you are
heroing for ?'

"'Well, Ben," says Sam, kind of hefting his sword out from between his knees,
‘as your superior officer I could court-martial you for attempted cowardice and
desertion. But | won't. And I'll tell you why I'm trying for promotion and the usual
honors of war and conquest. A major gets more pay than a captain, and | need the
money.'

"'Correct for you!" says 1. 'l can understand that. Your system of fame-seeking
is rooted in the deepest soil of patriotism. But | can't comprehend,' says I, ‘why Willie
Robbins, whose folks at home are well off, and who used to be as meek and
undesirous of notice as a cat with cream on his whiskers, should all at once develop
into a warrior bold with the most fire-eating kind of proclivities. And the girl in his
case seems to have been eliminated by marriage to another fellow. | reckon,' says I,
it's a plain case of just common ambition. He wants his name, maybe, to go
thundering down the coroners of time. It must be that.'

"Well, without itemizing his deeds, Willie sure made good as a hero. He
simply spent most of his time on his knees begging our captain to send him on forlorn
hopes and dangerous scouting expeditions. In every fight he was the first man to mix
it at close quarters with the Don Alfonsos. He got three or four bullets planted in
various parts of his autonomy. Once he went off with a detail of eight men and
captured a whole company of Spanish. He kept Captain Floyd busy writing out
recommendations of his bravery to send in to head- quarters; and he began to
accumulate medals for all kinds of things- heroism and target-shooting and valor and
tactics and uninsubordination, and all the little accomplishments that look good to the
third assistant secretaries of the War Department.

"Finally, Cap Floyd got promoted to be a major-general, or a knight
commander of the main herd, or something like that. He pounded around on a white
horse, all desecrated up with gold-leaf and hen-feathers and a Good Templar's hat,
and wasn't allowed by the regulations to speak to us. And Willie Robbins was made
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captain of our company.

"And maybe he didn't go after the wreath of fame then! As far as I could see it
was him that ended the war. He got eighteen of us boys-- friends of his, too--killed in
battles that he stirred up himself, and that didn't seem to me necessary at all. One
night he took twelve of us and waded through a little nil about a hundred and ninety
yards wide, and climbed a couple of mountains, and sneaked through a mile of
neglected shrubbery and a couple of rock-quarries and into a rye-straw village, and
captured a Spanish general named, as they said, Benny Veedus. Benny seemed to me
hardly worth the trouble, being a blackish man without shoes or cuffs, and anxious to
surrender and throw himself on the commissary of his foe.

"But that job gave Willie the big boost he wanted. The San Augustine News
and the Galveston, St. Louis, New York, and Kansas City papers printed his picture
and columns of stuff about him. Old San Augustine simply went crazy over its
‘gallant son.' The News had an editorial tearfully begging the Government to call off
the regular army and the national guard, and let Willie carry on the rest of the war
single- handed. It said that a refusal to do so would be regarded as a proof that the
Northern jealousy of the South was still as rampant as ever.

"If the war hadn't ended pretty soon, | don't know to what heights of gold braid
and encomiums Willie would have climbed; but it did. There was a secession of
hostilities just three days after he was appointed a colonel, and got in three more
medals by registered mail, and shot two Spaniards while they were drinking
lemonade in an ambuscade.

"Our company went back to San Augustine when the war was over. There
wasn't anywhere else for it to go. And what do you think? The old town notified us in
print, by wire cable, special delivery, and a nigger named Saul sent on a gray mule to
San Antone, that they was going to give us the biggest blow-out, complimentary,
alimentary, and elementary, that ever disturbed the kildees on the sand-flats outside
of the immediate contiguity of the city.

"I say 'we," but it was all meant for ex-Private, Captain de facto, and Colonel-
elect Willie Robbins. The town was crazy about him. They notified us that the
reception they were going to put up would make the Mardi Gras in New Orleans look
like an afternoon tea in Bury St. Edmunds with a curate's aunt.

"Well, the San Augustine Rifles got back home on schedule time. Everybody
was at the depot giving forth Roosevelt-Democrat--they used to be called Rebel--
yells. There was two brass-bands, and the mayor, and schoolgirls in white frightening
the street-car horses by throwing Cherokee roses in the streets, and-well, maybe
you've seen a celebration by a town that was inland and out of water.

"They wanted Brevet-Colonel Willie to get into a carriage and be drawn by
prominent citizens and some of the city aldermen to the armory, but he stuck to his
company and marched at the head of it up Sam Houston Avenue. The buildings on
both sides was covered with flags and audiences, and everybody hollered 'Robbins!’
or 'Hello, Willie!" as we marched up in files of fours. | never saw a illustriouser-
looking human in my life than Willie was. He had at least seven or eight medals and
diplomas and decorations on the breast of his khaki coat; he was sunburnt the color of
a saddle, and he certainly done himself proud.
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"They told us at the depot that the courthouse was to be illuminated at half-past
seven, and there would be speeches and chilli-con-carne at the Palace Hotel. Miss
Delphine Thompson was to read an original poem by James Whitcomb Ryan, and
Constable Hooker had promised us a salute of nine guns from Chicago that he had
arrested that day.

"After we had disbanded in the armory, Willie says to me:

"'Want to walk out a piece with me?'

"'Why, yes,' says I, 'if it ain't so far that we can't hear the tumult and the
shouting die away. I'm hungry myself,' says I, 'and I'm pining for some home grub,
but I'll go with you.'

"Willie steered me down some side streets till we came to a little white cottage
in a new lot with a twenty-by-thirty-foot lawn decorated with brickbats and old
barrel-staves.

""Halt and give the countersign,’ says | to Willie. 'Don't you know this dugout?
It's the bird's-nest that Joe Granberry built before he married Myra Allison. What you
going there for?'

"But Willie already had the gate open. He walked up the brick walk to the
steps, and | went with him. Myra was sitting in a rocking-chair on the porch, sewing.
Her hair was smoothed back kind of hasty and tied in a knot. | never noticed till then
that she had freckles. Joe was at one side of the porch, in his shirtsleeves, with no
collar on, and no signs of a shave, trying to scrape out a hole among the brickbats and
tin cans to plant a little fruit-tree in. He looked up but never said a word, and neither
did Myra.,

"Willie was sure dandy-looking in his uniform, with medals strung on his
breast and his new gold-handled sword. You'd never have taken him for the little
white-headed snipe that the girls used to order about and make fun of. He just stood
there for a minute, looking at Myra with a peculiar little smile on his face; and then
he says to her, slow, and kind of holding on to his words with his teeth:

"'Oh, I don't know! Maybe I could if I tried!'

"That was all that was said. Willie raised his hat, and we walked away.

"And, somehow, when he said that, | remembered, all of a sudden, the night of
that dance and Willie brushing his hair before the looking- glass, and Myra sticking
her head in the door to guy him.

"When we got back to Sam Houston Avenue, Willie says:

"'Well, so long, Ben. I'm going down home and get off my shoes and take a
rest.'

"You?' says I. 'What's the matter with you? Ain't the court-house jammed with
everybody in town waiting to honor the hero? And two brass-bands, and recitations
and flags and jags and grub to follow waiting for you?"'

"Willie sighs.

"All right, Ben,' says he. 'Darned if | didn't forget all about that.’

"And that's why | say,” concluded Ben Granger, "that you can't tell where
ambition begins any more than you can where it is going to wind up."
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After-reading tasks:
l. Focus on the vocabulary and grammar.

1.1 Find the following words in the text; transcribe, translate and learn
them by heart:

to attest avarice to disrupt diluted

revelation proclivity

1.2 Explain the meaning of or paraphrase the following word-combinations
and learn them by heart:

to seek fame

to fence smb from smth

high-toned doings

to strike terror into smb's heart

to engulf danger as a cat laps up the milk

to exonerate smb from the face of the earth

to be plumb mad

to guy smb

to stick spurs into smth

1.3 Study the use of the active vocabulary and translate the word-
combinations and sentences into Ukrainian:

a) a disrupted town, disrupted clothes; to disrupt trust; to disrupt one’s self-
esteem; to disrupt the grounds of monarchy; to disrupt self-confidence;

b) adiluted drink; diluted petrol; a diluted theory; a diluted programme; a diluted
kind of man; diluted ideas;

c) a lenient person (character, parent, friend teacher, boss); to be lenient with
one’s faults; to be lenient with one’s mistakes /beliefs; to be lenient with smb;
don 't expect me to be lenient with your constant misdeeds;

d) to listen to one’s revelations; a sudden revelation; a complete revelation,; an
unwanted revelation; to undergo a revelation; a revelation of a mystery; a
revelation of one's plans;

e) a proclivity to stealing; to have a proclivity towards fine arts; a fire-eating kind
of proclivity; proclivity to lavishness; a proclivity towards cruelty;

f) to attest smth; to attest a fact; to attest one’s courage; to attest one’s signature;
this incident attests his generosity.

1.3 Express the same notion:
e in one word:

to act as evidence or for bear witness to smth; reduced in strength or less forceful,;

natural tendency to smth; greediness for wealth; to shatter or cause disturbance; a

striking disclosure.

e in a word-combination:,
to hurry up; to be absolutely insane; to mock smb in an insulting way.
1.4 Translate the sentences into English:
1. V nowykax cnasu 6in 30iticniosas noosueu, 6nusa0OUUCh HehHe3neKoio.
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2. Hozo neziona nogedinka ceiouuna npo 1020 s#cadiouicme.

3. Hatiuvacmiwe y nrooeil, sKux yacmo sucmioioms, nidipéaHa 6ipa y 61dcHI
Cujiu.

4, Hozo necnodisana 6idsepmicmyv HANAKANA MeHe — HA MO0 OYMKY, GOHA
ceiouUIa npo me, wjo 8iH — AOCONOMHULL NCUX.

5. Bin 3ae6scou 6ye crabkum i MAsAGUM, 31 CXUTbHICIIO 00 camoz2ybcmea.

1.5 Answer the following questions on grammar:

1. Write out the predicative constructions in the text and define their functions.

2. Find non-finites in the text and define their functions.

3. Give the examples of subject-predicate disagreement in the story. What are
the reasons for the disagreement?

4. Write out imperative sentences. What do they express? What is the peculiarity
of interrogative sentences in the English language?

I1. Focus on understanding, interpretation and discussion:

2.1 Answer the following questions and do the given assignments:
1. Describe Willie Robbins:

a) appearance;

b) manners;

c) proclivity to girls;

d) character;

e) his behaviour at war.

2. Describe Myra — her looks and manners. Why is she called “a fall-clip
fleece™?

3. What are to the narrator’s mind the reasons, which generally cause men to do
some deeds?

4. Which reason was that of Willie's to be a hero at war?

5. Whom was he proving the fact that he could be "fly": to Myra or more to
himself?

6. Consider for the effects, which can an insult, have for a human’s life.

7. Compare the behaviour of Willie with that of the narrator's at war. Which of
them is more realistic and devoid of illusions?

8. In what way is the war described in the story — are there any elements of
heroism?

9. Pick out some elements of satire combined with rather pathetic words.

10. How do you understand the main idea of the text?

2.2 ldentify the stylistic devices your find in the given sentences. Determine

their function in the text.

1. | think we might safely limit the number of motives of a man who seeks fame
to three - to ambition, which is a desire for popular applause; to avarice, which looks
to the material side of success; and to love of some woman whom he either possesses
or desires to possess.

2. But what does this Willie do but coax his heart out of his boots and lose it to
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Myra Allison, the liveliest, brightest, keenest, smartest, and prettiest girl in San
Augustine.

3. We became one undivided country, with no North, very little East, a good-
sized chunk of West, and a South that loomed up as big as the first foreign label on a
new eight-dollar suit-case.

4. "And that's why | say," concluded Ben Granger, "that you can't tell where
ambition begins any more than you can where it is going to wind up."

A RETRIEVED
REFORMATION

Pre-reading tasks:

1. Do you think that a
person, once having
committed a crime,
can change his
views and repent all
that he did?

2. Can you guess what
the story is about on
the basis of the
previous  question

and the picture

Read the text:

A guard came to the prison shoe-shop, where Jimmy Valentine was
assiduously stitching uppers, and escorted him to the front office. There the warden
handed Jimmy his pardon, which had been signed that morning by the governor.
Jimmy took it in a tired kind of way. He had served nearly ten months of a four year
sentence. He had expected to stay only about three months, at the longest. When a
man with as many friends on the outside as Jimmy Valentine had is received in the
"stir it is hardly worth while to cut his hair.

"Now, Valentine," said the warden, "you'll go out in the morning. Brace up,
and make a man of yourself. You're not a bad fellow at heart. Stop cracking safes,
and live straight.”

"Me?" said Jimmy, in surprise. "Why, | never cracked a safe in my life."

"Oh, no," laughed the warden. "Of course not. Let's see, now. How was it you
happened to get sent up on that Springfield job? Was it because you wouldn't prove
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an alibi for fear of compromising somebody in extremely high-toned society? Or was
it simply a case of a mean old jury that had it in for you? It's always one or the other
with you innocent victims."

"Me?" said Jimmy, still blankly virtuous. "Why, warden, | never was in
Springfield in my life!"

"Take him back, Cronin!" said the warden, "and fix him up with outgoing
clothes. Unlock him at seven in the morning, and let him come to the bull-pen. Better
think over my advice, Valentine."

At a quarter past seven on the next morning Jimmy stood in the warden's outer
office. He had on a suit of the villainously fitting, ready-made clothes and a pair of
the stiff, squeaky shoes that the state furnishes to its discharged compulsory guests.

The clerk handed him a railroad ticket and the five-dollar bill with which the
law expected him to rehabilitate himself into good citizenship and prosperity. The
warden gave him a cigar, and shook hands. Valentine, 9762, was chronicled on the
books, "Pardoned by Governor,” and Mr. James Valentine walked out into the
sunshine.

Disregarding the song of the birds, the waving green trees, and the smell of the
flowers, Jimmy headed straight for a restaurant. There he tasted the first sweet joys of
liberty in the shape of a broiled chicken and a bottle of white wine--followed by a
cigar a grade better than the one the warden had given him. From there he proceeded
leisurely to the depot. He tossed a quarter into the hat of a blind man sitting by the
door, and boarded his train. Three hours set him down in a little town near the state
line. He went to the cafe of one Mike Dolan and shook hands with Mike, who was
alone behind the bar.

"Sorry we couldn't make it sooner, Jimmy, me boy," said Mike. "But we had
that protest from Springfield to buck against, and the governor nearly balked. Feeling
all right?"

"Fine," said Jimmy. "Got my key?"

He got his key and went upstairs, unlocking the door of a room at the rear.
Everything was just as he had left it. There on the floor was still Ben Price's collar-
button that had been torn from that eminent detective's shirt-band when they had
overpowered Jimmy to arrest him.

Pulling out from the wall a folding-bed, Jimmy slid back a panel in the wall
and dragged out a dust-covered suit-case. He opened this and gazed fondly at the
finest set of burglar's tools in the East. It was a complete set, made of specially
tempered steel, the latest designs in drills, punches, braces and bits, jimmies, clamps,
and augers, with two or three novelties, invented by Jimmy himself, in which he took
pride. Over nine hundred dollars they had cost him to have made at ----, a place
where they make such things for the profession.

In half an hour Jimmy went down stairs and through the cafe. He was now
dressed in tasteful and well-fitting clothes, and carried his dusted and cleaned suit-
case in his hand.

"Got anything on?" asked Mike Dolan, genially.

"Me?" said Jimmy, in a puzzled tone. "I don't understand. I'm representing the
New York Amalgamated Short Snap Biscuit Cracker and Frazzled Wheat Company."
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This statement delighted Mike to such an extent that Jimmy had to take a
seltzer-and-milk on the spot. He never touched "hard" drinks.

A week after the release of Valentine, 9762, there was a neat job of safe-
burglary done in Richmond, Indiana, with no clue to the author. A scant eight
hundred dollars was all that was secured. Two weeks after that a patented, improved,
burglar-proof safe in Logansport was opened like a cheese to the tune of fifteen
hundred dollars, currency; securities and silver untouched. That began to interest the
rogue- catchers. Then an old-fashioned bank-safe in Jefferson City became active and
threw out of its crater an eruption of bank-notes amounting to five thousand dollars.
The losses were now high enough to bring the matter up into Ben Price's class of
work. By comparing notes, a remarkable similarity in the methods of the burglaries
was noticed. Ben Price investigated the scenes of the robberies, and was heard to
remark:

"That's Dandy Jim Valentine's autograph. He's resumed business. Look at that
combination knob--jerked out as easy as pulling up a radish in wet weather. He's got
the only clamps that can do it. And look how clean those tumblers were punched out!
Jimmy never has to drill but one hole. Yes, | guess | want Mr. Valentine. He'll do his
bit next time without any short-time or clemency foolishness."

Ben Price knew Jimmy's habits. He had learned them while working on the
Springfield case. Long jumps, quick get-aways, no confederates, and a taste for good
society--these ways had helped Mr. Valentine to become noted as a successful dodger
of retribution. It was given out that Ben Price had taken up the trail of the elusive
cracksman, and other people with burglar-proof safes felt more at ease.

One afternoon Jimmy Valentine and his suit-case climbed out of the mail-hack
in Elmore, a little town five miles off the railroad down in the black-jack country of
Arkansas. Jimmy, looking like an athletic young senior just home from college, went
down the board side-walk toward the hotel.

A young lady crossed the street, passed him at the corner and entered a door
over which was the sign, "The Elmore Bank." Jimmy Valentine looked into her eyes,
forgot what he was, and became another man. She lowered her eyes and coloured
slightly. Young men of Jimmy's style and looks were scarce in EImore.

Jimmy collared a boy that was loafing on the steps of the bank as if he were
one of the stockholders, and began to ask him questions about the town, feeding him
dimes at intervals. By and by the young lady came out, looking royally unconscious
of the young man with the suit- case, and went her way.

"Isn’ that young lady Polly Simpson?" asked Jimmy, with specious guile.

"Naw," said the boy. "She's Annabel Adams. Her pa owns this bank. Why'd
you come to Elmore for? Is that a gold watch-chain? I'm going to get a bulldog. Got
any more dimes?"

Jimmy went to the Planters’ Hotel, registered as Ralph D. Spencer, and
engaged a room. He leaned on the desk and declared his platform to the clerk. He
said he had come to Elmore to look for a location to go into business. How was the
shoe business, now, in the town? He had thought of the shoe business. Was there an
opening?

The clerk was impressed by the clothes and manner of Jimmy. He, himself,
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was something of a pattern of fashion to the thinly gilded youth of Elmore, but he
now perceived his shortcomings. While trying to figure out Jimmy's manner of tying
his four-in-hand he cordially gave information.

Yes, there ought to be a good opening in the shoe line. There wasn't an
exclusive shoe-store in the place. The dry-goods and general stores handled them.
Business in all lines was fairly good. Hoped Mr. Spencer would decide to locate in
Elmore. He would find it a pleasant town to live in, and the people very sociable.

Mr. Spencer thought he would stop over in the town a few days and look over
the situation. No, the clerk needn't call the boy. He would carry up his suit-case,
himself; it was rather heavy.

Mr. Ralph Spencer, the phoenix that arose from Jimmy Valentine's ashes --
ashes left by the flame of a sudden and alterative attack of love-- remained in EImore,
and prospered. He opened a shoe-store and secured a good run of trade.

Socially he was also a success, and made many friends. And he accomplished
the wish of his heart. He met Miss Annabel Adams, and became more and more
captivated by her charms.

At the end of a year the situation of Mr. Ralph Spencer was this: he had won
the respect of the community, his shoe-store was flourishing, and he and Annabel
were engaged to be married in two weeks. Mr. Adams, the typical, plodding, country
banker, approved of Spencer. Annabel's pride in him almost equalled her affection.
He was as much at home in the family of Mr. Adams and that of Annabel's married
sister as if he were already a member.

One day Jimmy sat down in his room and wrote this letter, which he mailed to
the safe address of one of his old friends in St. Louis:

Dear Old Pal:

| want you to be at Sullivan's place, in Little Rock, next Wednesday night, at
nine o'clock. I want you to wind up some little matters for me. And, also, | want to
make you a present of my kit of tools. |1 know you'll be glad to get them--you couldn't
duplicate the lot for a thousand dollars. Say, Billy, I've quit the old business--a year
ago. I've got a nice store. I'm making an honest living, and I'm going to marry the
finest girl on earth two weeks from now. It's the only life, Billy--the straight one. |
wouldn't touch a dollar of another man's money now for a million. After | get married
I'm going to sell out and go West, where there won't be so much danger of having old
scores brought up against me. | tell you, Billy, she's an angel. She believes in me; and
| wouldn't do another crooked thing for the whole world. Be sure to be at Sully's, for |
must see you. I'll bring along the tools with me.

Your old friend,

Jimmy.

On the Monday night after Jimmy wrote this letter, Ben Price jogged
unobtrusively into EImore in a livery buggy. He lounged about town in his quiet way
until he found out what he wanted to know. From the drug-store across the street
from Spencer's shoe-store he got a good look at Ralph D. Spencer.

"Going to marry the banker's daughter are you, Jimmy?" said Ben to himself,
softly. "Well, | don't know!"

The next morning Jimmy took breakfast at the Adamses. He was going to
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Little Rock that day to order his wedding-suit and buy something nice for Annabel.
That would be the first time he had left town since he came to Elmore. It had been
more than a year now since those last professional "jobs," and he thought he could
safely venture out.

After breakfast quite a family party went downtown together--Mr. Adams,
Annabel, Jimmy, and Annabel's married sister with her two little girls, aged five and
nine. They came by the hotel where Jimmy still boarded, and he ran up to his room
and brought along his suit- case. Then they went on to the bank. There stood Jimmy's
horse and buggy and Dolph Gibson, who was going to drive him over to the railroad
station.

All went inside the high, carved oak railings into the banking-room-- Jimmy
included, for Mr. Adams's future son-in-law was welcome anywhere. The clerks were
pleased to be greeted by the good-looking, agreeable young man who was going to
marry Miss Annabel. Jimmy set his suit-case down. Annabel, whose heart was
bubbling with happiness and lively youth, put on Jimmy's hat, and picked up the suit-
case. "Wouldn't I make a nice drummer?" said Annabel. "My! Ralph, how heavy it
is? Feels like it was full of gold bricks."

"Lot of nickel-plated shoe-horns in there," said Jimmy, coolly, "that I'm going
to return. Thought I'd save express charges by taking them up. I'm getting awfully
economical.”

The Elmore Bank had just put in a new safe and vault. Mr. Adams was very
proud of it, and insisted on an inspection by every one. The vault was a small one, but
it had a new, patented door. It fastened with three solid steel bolts thrown
simultaneously with a single handle, and had a time-lock. Mr. Adams beamingly
explained its workings to Mr. Spencer, who showed a courteous but not too
intelligent interest. The two children, May and Agatha, were delighted by the shining
metal and funny clock and knobs.

While they were thus engaged Ben Price sauntered in and leaned on his elbow,
looking casually inside between the railings. He told the teller that he didn't want
anything; he was just waiting for a man he knew.

Suddenly there was a scream or two from the women, and a commotion.
Unperceived by the elders, May, the nine-year-old girl, in a spirit of play, had shut
Agatha in the vault. She had then shot the bolts and turned the knob of the
combination as she had seen Mr. Adams do.

The old banker sprang to the handle and tugged at it for a moment. "The door
can't be opened," he groaned. "The clock hasn't been wound nor the combination set."”

Agatha's mother screamed again, hysterically.

"Hush!" said Mr. Adams, raising his trembling hand. "All be quite for a
moment. Agatha!" he called as loudly as he could. "Listen to me." During the
following silence they could just hear the faint sound of the child wildly shrieking in
the dark vault in a panic of terror.

"My precious darling!" wailed the mother. "She will die of fright! Open the
door! Oh, break it open! Can't you men do something?"

"There isn't a man nearer than Little Rock who can open that door," said Mr.
Adams, in a shaky voice. "My God! Spencer, what shall we do? That child--she can't
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stand it long in there. There isn't enough air, and, besides, she'll go into convulsions
from fright."”

Agatha’'s mother, frantic now, beat the door of the vault with her hands.
Somebody wildly suggested dynamite. Annabel turned to Jimmy, her large eyes full
of anguish, but not yet despairing. To a woman nothing seems quite impossible to the
powers of the man she worships.

"Can't you do something, Ralph--/try/, won't you?"

He looked at her with a queer, soft smile on his lips and in his keen eyes.

"Annabel," he said, "give me that rose you are wearing, will you?"

Hardly believing that she heard him aright, she unpinned the bud from the
bosom of her dress, and placed it in his hand. Jimmy stuffed it into his vest-pocket,
threw off his coat and pulled up his shirt- sleeves. With that act Ralph D. Spencer
passed away and Jimmy Valentine took his place.

"Get away from the door, all of you," he commanded, shortly.

He set his suit-case on the table, and opened it out flat. From that time on he
seemed to be unconscious of the presence of any one else. He laid out the shining,
queer implements swiftly and orderly, whistling softly to himself as he always did
when at work. In a deep silence and immovable, the others watched him as if under a
spell.

In a minute Jimmy's pet drill was biting smoothly into the steel door. In ten
minutes--breaking his own burglarious record--he threw back the bolts and opened
the door.

Agatha, almost collapsed, but safe, was gathered into her mother's arms.

Jimmy Valentine put on his coat, and walked outside the railings towards the
front door. As he went he thought he heard a far-away voice that he once knew call
"Ralph!" But he never hesitated.

At the door a big man stood somewhat in his way.

"Hello, Ben!" said Jimmy, still with his strange smile. "Got around at last, have
you? Well, let's go. | don't know that it makes much difference, now."

And then Ben Price acted rather strangely.

"Guess you're mistaken, Mr. Spencer,” he said. "Don't believe | recognize you.
Your buggy's waiting for you, ain't it?"

After-reading tasks:
l. Focus on the vocabulary and grammar.

1.1 Find the following words in the text; transcribe, translate and learn
them by heart:

to disregard to resume trail specious

to loaf commotion frantic

1.2 Paraphrase or explain the meaning of the following word-
combinations and learn them by heart:

on the spot to buck against smb./smth.

to do one's bit to crack a safe
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1.3 Express the same notion in one word:

to pay no attention to, to treat as unworthy of notice; to return to or begin
after an Interruption; having a false look of truth or genuineness; a trace or mark
left by something that has passed or been drawn along; to spend time in idleness;
mental excitement, noisy confusion; marked by uncontrollable emotion.

1.4 Translate the word-combinations and sentences into Ukrainian:

a) a frantic scream; a frantic idea; frantic with grief; a frantic woman; a
frantic plan; to resume a story; to resume the old business, to resume one’s health; to
resume sports; a meteor’s trail; a trail of smoke; a false trail; to be on the trail; to
get off the trail; to get ion the trail; to foul the trail; a specious excuse (tale, joy,
cordiality, guile, air of importance, proof); to loaf away one’s time; to loaf on the
porch; to disregard a person (the remark, the passers-by; the objection);

b) 1. After a year of working he resumed his studies; 2. All the commotion in
the room made her nearly frantic with anxiety; 3. This woman seems to disregard her
own children; 4. After going out of jail the burglar resumed his business. 5. The
wounded tiger left a trail of blood; 6. The policeman took up the trail of the burglar;
7. He asked his questions with a specious guile; 8. His hospitality is specious; 9. The
dogs followed the false trail; 10. Is it right to loaf around when there is so much work
to be done? 11. He had been loafing along the beach that afternoon; 12. All the
attorney’s proofs turned out to be specious; 13. A boy was loafing on the steps of the
bank; 14. He’s a poor driver — he constantly disregards the traffic signs.

1.5 Give synonyms using the words or word-combinations from the active

vocabulary of the story:

to anew; a trace; plausible; frenzied; agitation; to neglect; to idle.

1.6 Arrange the words and word-combinations into pairs of antonyms:

to disregard; trustworthy; peace; self-possessed; specious; frantic; to be very
busy; to resume; to buck against smb; to pay no attention to; commotion; to loaf; to
give up doing smth forever; to submit.

1.7 Make up sentences of your own using in them some of the word-

combinations from exercise 1.2.

1.8 Recall the following situations from the text. Comment on them.

1. Disregarding the song of the birds, Jimmy Valentine headed straight for a
restaurant.

2. “He’s resumed business”.

3. It was given out that Ben Price had taken up the trail of the elusive
cracksman.

4. Jimmy collared a boy that was loafing on the steps of the bank...

5. “Isn’t that young lady Miss Poly Simpson?” asked Jimmy, with specious
guile.

6. Suddenly there was a scream or two from the women, and a commotion.

7. Agatha’s mother, frantic now, beat the door ... with her hands.

1.9 Translate the sentences into English:

1. Inooi y xsununu e6iouairo 8’sa3HI0 cnadana Ha OYMKY 00xce8iibHa ides
nepenuIumuy epamu Kamepu nuiKorw 0Js Hiemis, daile NoOmim 6iH npuxoous 00 msmu i
3HO8Y NOYUHAB VKIIAOAMU CRPABHCHIU NIAH 8MeYl.
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2. V kimnami unuxia memywHs, Kilbka 0am 3HenpumomHinu, are [[icetin He
38epHyNA y8a2u HA peakyiio, BUKIUKAHY il 3a56010 NPO pO3IPEAHHS 3aPYYUH.

3. Binvwicms pobouoeo uacy llocepi npocmo sewimagcs bes cnpasu, aie GiH
3a624COU 3HAXOO0UB NPABOONOOIOHEe BUNPABOAHHSA, KOAU Wed YIKABUBCS NPUUUHOIO
11020 O6AUlOUK)YBAHHSL.

4. Axwo s JisHaiocs, Wo mu 3H08Y 8356C5 34 CBOE, S1 He2allHO GIONpaesio mebe
00 8 sI3HUYI.

5. Hoco icmopis 36yuana yinkom npagoonodibuo, ane nouiyis 3HATUIA
He3anepeuri 00Ka3u mo2o, Wo came 6iH 31amas ceug.

1.10 Answer the following questions on grammar:

1. Is the predicate in the sentence “The clerk was impressed by the clothes and
manner of Jimmy” simple verbal or compound nominal proper?

2. Write out unexpended sentences.

3. Evaluate on the underlined part of the sentence “Annabel turned to Jimmy,
her large eyes full of anguish, but not yet despairing.”

4. What is the time reference in the sentence “After | get married I'm going to
sell out and go West™?

I1. Focus on understanding, interpretation and discussion:

2.1 Answer the following questions and do the given assignments:
1. Say why these things happened:
e Jimmy took it in a tired kind of way.

He went to the café of one Mike Dolan....
... Jimmy had to take a seltzer-and-ilk on the spot.
Ben Price had taken up the trail of the elusive cracksman....
Jimmy Valentine looked in her eyes, forgot what he was, and became
another man .
He was as much at home in the family of Mr. Adams... as if he were
already a member .
“I want to make you a present of my kit of tools”.
Suddenly there was a scream or two from women and a commotion.
... Ralph D. Spenser passed away and Jimmy Valentine took his place .
“Guess you're mistaken, Mr. Spenser,” he said. “Don’t believe I
recognize you’'.

2. Speak about Jimmy Valentine’s profession and habits. What allowed Ben
Price to recognize Jimmy’s crimes at once and find him even in another city?

3. Dwell upon Jimmy Valentine and Ralph Spenser — are they two different
persons or one and same man?

4. Explain the title of the story “A Retrieved Reformation”.

5. What end would you suggest to the story?

2.2 ldentify the stylistic devices your find in the given sentences. Determine

their function in the text.

1. There he tasted the first sweet joys of liberty in the shape of a broiled chicken
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and a bottle of white wine--followed by a cigar a grade better than the one the warden
had given him.

2. That's Dandy Jim Valentine's autograph. He's resumed business. Look at that
combination knob--jerked out as easy as pulling up a radish in wet weather.

3. Jimmy Valentine looked into her eyes, forgot what he was, and became
another man.

4. Mr. Ralph Spencer, the phoenix that arose from Jimmy Valentine's ashes --
ashes left by the flame of a sudden and alterative attack of love-- remained in EImore,
and prospered.

5. Annabel, whose heart was bubbling with happiness and lively youth, put on
Jimmy's hat, and picked up the suit-case. "Wouldn't | make a nice drummer?" said
Annabel. "My! Ralph, how heavy it is? Feels like it was full of gold bricks."

6. In a minute Jimmy's pet drill was biting smoothly into the steel door. In ten
minutes--breaking his own burglarious record--he threw back the bolts and opened
the door.

NO STORY

1. How do you understand the phrase:
no story?

2. What is the principle of naming
streets in New York?

3. What are Don Quixote and Rosinante
famous for?

To avoid having this book hurled into corner of the room by the suspicious
reader, | will assert in time that this is not a newspaper story. You will encounter no
shirt-sleeved, omniscient city editor, no prodigy "cub™ reporter just off the farm, no
scoop, no story--no anything.

But if you will concede me the setting of the first scene in the reporters' room
of the Morning Beacon, | will repay the favor by keeping strictly my promises set
forth above.

I was doing space-work on the Beacon, hoping to be put on a salary. Some one
had cleared with a rake or a shovel a small space for me at the end of a long table
piled high with exchanges, Congressional Records, and old files. There | did my
work. | wrote whatever the city whispered or roared or chuckled to me on my diligent
wanderings about its streets. My income was not regular.
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One day Tripp came in and leaned on my table. Tripp was something in the
mechanical department--1 think he had something to do with the pictures, for he
smelled of photographers' supplies, and his hands were always stained and cut up
with acids. He was about twenty-five and looked forty. Half of his face was covered
with short, curly red whiskers that looked like a door-mat with the "welcome™ left off.
He was pale and unhealthy and miserable and fawning, and an assiduous borrower of
sums ranging from twenty-five cents to a dollar. One dollar was his limit. He knew
the extent of his credit as well as the Chemical National Bank knows the amount of
H20 that collateral will show on analysis. When he sat on my table he held one hand
with the other to keep both from shaking. Whiskey. He had a spurious air of lightness
and bravado about him that deceived no one, but was useful in his borrowing because
it was so pitifully and perceptibly assumed.

This day | had coaxed from the cashier five shining silver dollars as a
grumbling advance on a story that the Sunday editor had reluctantly accepted. So if |
was not feeling at peace with the world, at least an armistice had been declared; and |
was beginning with ardor to write a description of the Brooklyn Bridge by moonlight.

"Well, Tripp,"” said I, looking up at him rather impatiently, "how goes it?" He
was looking to-day more miserable, more cringing and haggard and downtrodden
than | had ever seen him. He was at that stage of misery where he drew your pity so
fully that you longed to kick him.

"Have you got a dollar?" asked Tripp, with his most fawning look and his dog-
like eyes that blinked in the narrow space between his high- growing matted beard
and his low-growing matted hair.

"I have," said I; and again | said, "l have," more loudly and inhospitably, "and
four besides. And I had hard work corkscrewing them out of old Atkinson, | can tell
you. And | drew them," | continued, "to meet a want--a hiatus--a demand--a need--an
exigency--a requirement of exactly five dollars."

| was driven to emphasis by the premonition that | was to lose one of the
dollars on the spot.

"I don't want to borrow any," said Tripp, and | breathed again. "I thought you'd
like to get put onto a good story,” he went on. "I've got a rattling fine one for you.
You ought to make it run a column at least. It'll make a dandy if you work it up right.
It'll probably cost you a dollar or two to get the stuff. I don't want anything out of it
myself."

| became placated. The proposition showed that Tripp appreciated past favors,
although he did not return them. If he had been wise enough to strike me for a quarter
then he would have got it.

"What is the story?" | asked, poising my pencil with a finely calculated
editorial air.

"I'll tell you," said Tripp. "It's a girl. A beauty. One of the howlingest Amsden's
Junes you ever saw. Rosebuds covered with dew - violets in their mossy bed - and
truck like that. She's lived on Long Island twenty years and never saw New York City
before. | ran against her on Thirty-fourth Street. She'd just got in on the East River
ferry. | tell you, she's a beauty that would take the hydrogen out of all the peroxides
in the world. She stopped me on the street and asked me where she could find George

81



Brown. Asked me where she could find George Brown in New York City! What do
you think of that?

"I talked to her, and found that she was going to marry a young farmer named
Dodd--Hiram Dodd--next week. But it seems that George Brown still holds the
championship in her youthful fancy. George had greased his cowhide boots some
years ago, and came to the city to make his fortune. But he forgot to remember to
show up again at Greenburg, and Hiram got in as second-best choice. But when it
comes to the scratch Ada--her name's Ada Lowery--saddles a nag and rides eight
miles to the railroad station and catches the 6.45 A.M. train for the city. Looking for
George, you know--you understand about women-- George wasn't there, so she
wanted him.

"Well, you know, I couldn't leave her loose in Wolftown-on-the-Hudson. |
suppose she thought the first person she inquired of would say: '‘George Brown ?--
why, yes--lemme see--he's a short man with light-blue eyes, ain't he? Oh yes--you'll
find George on One Hundred and Twenty- fifth Street, right next to the grocery. He's
bill-clerk in a saddle- and-harness store.' That's about how innocent and beautiful she
is. You know those little Long Island water-front villages like Greenburg- -a couple
of duck-farms for sport, and clams and about nine summer visitors for industries.
That's the kind of a place she comes from. But, say--you ought to see her!

"What could | do? | don't know what money looks like in the morning. And
she'd paid her last cent of pocket-money for her railroad ticket except a quarter,
which she had squandered on gum-drops. She was eating them out of a paper bag. |
took her to a boarding-house on Thirty-second Street where | used to live, and hocked
her. She's in soak for a dollar. That's old Mother McGinnis' price per day. I'll show
you the house."

"What words are these, Tripp?" said I. "I thought you said you had a story.
Every ferryboat that crosses the East River brings or takes away girls from Long
Island."

The premature lines on Tripp's face grew deeper. He frowned seriously from
his tangle of hair. He separated his hands and emphasized his answer with one
shaking forefinger.

"Can't you see," he said, "what a rattling fine story it would make? You could
do it fine. All about the romance, you know, and describe the girl, and put a lot of
stuff in it about true love, and sling in a few stickfuls of funny business--joshing the
Long Islanders about being green, and, well--you know how to do it. You ought to
get fifteen dollars out of it, anyhow. And it'll cost you only about four dollars. You'll
make a clear profit of eleven."

"How will it cost me four dollars?" | asked, suspiciously.

"One dollar to Mrs. McGinnis," Tripp answered, promptly, "and two dollars to
pay the girl's fare back home."

"And the fourth dimension?" | inquired, making a rapid mental calculation.

"One dollar to me,"” said Tripp. "For whiskey. Are you on?"

| smiled enigmatically and spread my elbows as if to begin writing again. But
this grim, abject, specious, subservient, burr-like wreck of a man would not be shaken
off. His forehead suddenly became shiningly moist.
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"Don't you see,” he said, with a sort of desperate calmness, "that this girl has
got to be sent home to-day--not to-night nor to-morrow, but to-day? | can't do
anything for her. You know, I'm the janitor and corresponding secretary of the Down-
and-Out Club. | thought you could make a newspaper story out of it and win out a
piece of money on general results. But, anyhow, don't you see that she's got to get
back home before night?"

And then | began to feel that dull, leaden, soul-depressing sensation known as
the sense of duty. Why should that sense fall upon one as a weight and a burden? |
knew that | was doomed that day to give up the bulk of my store of hard-wrung coin
to the relief of this Ada Lowery. But | swore to myself that Tripp's whiskey dollar
would not be forthcoming. He might play knight-errant at my expense, but he would
indulge in no wassail afterward, commemorating my weakness and gullibility. In a
kind of chilly anger | put on my coat and hat.

Tripp, submissive, cringing, vainly endeavoring to please, conducted me via
the street-cars to the human pawn-shop of Mother McGinnis. | paid the fares. It
seemed that the collodion-scented Don Quixote and the smallest minted coin were
strangers.

Tripp pulled the bell at the door of the mouldly red-brick boarding- house. At
its faint tinkle he paled, and crouched as a rabbit makes ready to spring away at the
sound of a hunting-dog. | guessed what a life he had led, terror-haunted by the
coming footsteps of landladies.

"Give me one of the dollars--quick!" he said.

The door opened six inches. Mother McGinnis stood there with white eyes--
they were white, | say--and a yellow face, holding together at her throat with one
hand a dingy pink flannel dressing-sack. Tripp thrust the dollar through the space
without a word, and it bought us entry.

"She's in the parlor,” said the McGinnis, turning the back of her sack upon us.

In the dim parlor a girl sat at the cracked marble centre-table weeping
comfortably and eating gum-drops. She was a flawless beauty. Crying had only made
her brilliant eyes brighter. When she crunched a gum-drop you thought only of the
poetry of motion and envied the senseless confection. Eve at the age of five minutes
must have been a ringer for Miss Ada Lowery at nineteen or twenty. | was
introduced, and a gum-drop suffered neglect while she conveyed to me a naive
interest, such as a puppy dog (a prize winner) might bestow upon a crawling beetle or
a frog.

Tripp took his stand by the table, with the fingers of one hand spread upon it,
as an attorney or a master of ceremonies might have stood. But he looked the master
of nothing. His faded coat was buttoned high, as if it sought to be charitable to
deficiencies of tie and linen.

| thought of a Scotch terrier at the sight of his shifty eyes in the glade between
his tangled hair and beard. For one ignoble moment | felt ashamed of having been
introduced as his friend in the presence of so much beauty in distress. But evidently
Tripp meant to conduct the ceremonies, whatever they might be. | thought | detected
In his actions and pose an intention of foisting the situation upon me as material for a
newspaper story, in a lingering hope of extracting from me his whiskey dollar.
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"My friend" (I shuddered), "Mr. Chalmers," said Tripp, "will tell you, Miss
Lowery, the same that | did. He's a reporter, and he can hand out the talk better than |
can. That's why | brought him with me." (Tripp, wasn't it the silver-tongued orator
you wanted?) "He's wise to a lot of things, and he'll tell you now what's best to do."

| stood on one foot, as it were, as | sat in my rickety chair.

"Why--er--Miss Lowery,"” | began, secretly enraged at Tripp's awkward
opening, "l am at your service, of course, but--er--as | haven't been apprized of the
circumstances of the case, I--er--"

"Oh," said Miss Lowery, beaming for a moment, "it ain't as bad as that--there
ain't any circumstances. It's the first time I've ever been in New York except once
when | was five years old, and | had no idea it was such a big town. And | met Mr.--
Mr. Snip on the street and asked him about a friend of mine, and he brought me here
and asked me to wait."

"l advise you, Miss Lowery," said Tripp, "to tell Mr. Chalmers all. He's a
friend of mine" (I was getting used to it by this time), "and he'll give you the right
tip."

"Why, certainly,"” said Miss Ada, chewing a gum-drop toward me. "There ain't
anything to tell except that--well, everything's fixed for me to marry Hiram Dodd
next Thursday evening. Hi has got two hundred acres of land with a lot of shore-
front, and one of the best truck-farms on the Island. But this morning | had my horse
saddled up--he's a white horse named Dancer--and | rode over to the station. | told
‘'em at home | was going to spend the day with Susie Adams. It was a story, | guess,
but | don't care. And | came to New York on the train, and | met Mr.--Mr. Flip on the
street and asked him if he knew where | could find G--G--"

"Now, Miss Lowery," broke in Tripp, loudly, and with much bad taste, |
thought, as she hesitated with her word, "you like this young man, Hiram Dodd, don't
you? He's all right, and good to you, ain't he?"

"Of course | like him," said Miss Lowery emphatically. "Hi's all right. And of
course he's good to me. So is everybody."

| could have sworn it myself. Throughout Miss Ada Lowery's life all men
would be to good to her. They would strive, contrive, struggle, and compete to hold
umbrellas over her hat, check her trunk, pick up her handkerchief, buy for her soda at
the fountain.

"But," went on Miss Lowery, "last night got to thinking about G-- George, and
[

Down went the bright gold head upon dimpled, clasped hands on the table.
Such a beautiful April storm! Unrestrainedly sobbed. | wished | could have
comforted her. But | was not George. And | was glad | was not Hiram--and yet | was
sorry, too.

By-and-by the shower passed. She straightened up, brave and half-way
smiling. She would have made a splendid wife, for crying only made her eyes more
bright and tender. She took a gum-drop and began her story.

"I guess I'm a terrible hayseed," she said between her little gulps and sighs,
"but I can't help it. G--George Brown and | were sweet- hearts since he was eight and
I was five. When he was nineteen--that was four years ago--he left Greenburg and
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went to the city. He said he was going to be a policeman or a railroad president or
something. And then he was coming back for me. But | never heard from him any
more. And I--I--liked him."

Another flow of tears seemed imminent, but Tripp hurled himself into the
crevasse and dammed it. Confound him, I could see his game. He was trying to make
a story of it for his sordid ends and profit.

"Go on, Mr. Chalmers," said he, "and tell the lady what's the proper caper.
That's what | told her--you'd hand it to her straight. Spiel up."

| coughed, and tried to feel less wrathful toward Tripp. | saw my duty.
Cunningly | had been inveigled, but | was securely trapped. Tripp's first dictum to me
had been just and correct. The young lady must be sent back to Greenburg that day.
She must be argued with, convinced, assured, instructed, ticketed, and returned
without delay. | hated Hiram and despised George; but duty must be done.

Noblesse oblige and only five silver dollars are not strictly romantic
compatibles, but sometimes they can be made to jibe. It was mine to be Sir Oracle,
and then pay the freight. So | assumed an air that mingled Solomon's with that of the
general passenger agent of the Long Island Railroad.

"Miss Lowery,"” said I, as impressively as | could, "life is rather a queer
proposition, after all." There was a familiar sound to these words after | had spoken
them, and | hoped Miss Lowery had never heard Mr. Cohan's song. "Those whom we
first love we seldom wed. Our earlier romances, tinged with the magic radiance of
youth, often fail to materialize." The last three words sounded somewhat trite when
they struck the air. "But those fondly cherished dreams,” | went on, "may cast a
pleasant afterglow on our future lives, however impracticable and vague they may
have been. But life is full of realities as well as visions and dreams. One cannot live
on memories. May | ask, Miss Lowery, if you think you could pass a happy--that is, a
contented and harmonious life with Mr.-er--Dodd--if in other ways than romantic
recollections he seems to--er--fill the bill, as I might say?"

"Oh, Hi's all right,” answered Miss Lowery. "Yes, | could get along with him
fine. He's promised me an automobile and a motor-boat. But somehow, when it got so
close to the time I was to marry him, I couldn't help wishing--well, just thinking
about George. Something must have happened to him or he'd have written. On the
day he left, he and me got a hammer and a chisel and cut a dime into two pieces. |
took one piece and he took the other, and we promised to be true to each other and
always keep the pieces till we saw each other again. I've got mine at home now in a
ring-box in the top drawer of my dresser. | guess | was silly to come up here looking
for him. | never realized what a big place it is."

And then Tripp joined in with a little grating laugh that he had, still trying to
drag in a little story or drama to earn the miserable dollar that he craved.

"Oh, the boys from the country forget a lot when they come to the city and
learn something. | guess George, maybe, is on the bum, or got roped in by some other
girl, or maybe gone to the dogs on account of whiskey or the races. You listen to Mr.
Chalmers and go back home, and you'll be all right."

But now the time was come for action, for the hands of the clock were moving
close to noon. Frowning upon Tripp, | argued gently and philosophically with Miss
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Lowery, delicately convincing her of the importance of returning home at once. And |
impressed upon her the truth that it would not be absolutely necessary to her future
happiness that she mention to Hi the wonders or the fact of her visit to the city that
had swallowed up the unlucky George.

She said she had left her horse (unfortunate Rosinante) tied to a tree near the
railroad station. Tripp and | gave her instructions to mount the patient steed as soon
as she arrived and ride home as fast as possible. There she was to recount the exciting
adventure of a day spent with Susie Adams. She could "fix" Susie--I was sure of that-
- and all would be well.

And then, being susceptible to the barbed arrows of beauty, | warmed to the
adventure. The three of us hurried to the ferry, and there | found the price of a ticket
to Greenburg to be but a dollar and eighty cents. | bought one, and a red, red rose
with the twenty cents for Miss Lowery. We saw her aboard her ferryboat, and stood
watching her wave her handkerchief at us until it was the tiniest white patch
imaginable. And then Tripp and | faced each other, brought back to earth, left dry and
desolate in the shade of the sombre verities of life.

The spell wrought by beauty and romance was dwindling. | looked at Tripp
and almost sneered. He looked more careworn, contemptible, and disreputable than
ever. | fingered the two silver dollars remaining in my pocket and looked at him with
the half-closed eyelids of contempt. He mustered up an imitation of resistance.

"Can't you get a story out of it?" he asked, huskily. "Some sort of a story, even
if you have to fake part of it?"

"Not a line," said I. "I can fancy the look on Grimes' face if | should try to put
over any slush like this. But we've helped the little lady out, and that'll have to be our
only reward."

"I'm sorry," said Tripp, almost inaudibly. "I'm sorry you're out your money.
Now, it seemed to me like a find of a big story, you know-- that is, a sort of thing that
would write up pretty well."

"Let's try to forget it," said I, with a praiseworthy attempt at gayety, "and take
the next car ‘cross town."

| steeled myself against his unexpressed but palpable desire. He should not
coax, cajole, or wring from me the dollar he craved. | had had enough of that wild-
goose chase.

Tripp feebly unbuttoned his coat of the faded pattern and glossy seams to reach
for something that had once been a handkerchief deep down in some obscure and
cavernous pocket. As he did so I caught the shine of a cheap silver-plated watch-
chain across his vest, and something dangling from it caused me to stretch forth my
hand and seize it curiously. It was the half of a silver dime that had been cut in halves
with a chisel.

"What!" | said, looking at him keenly.

"Oh yes," he responded, dully. "George Brown, alias Tripp. what's the use?"

Barring the W. C. T. U., I'd like to know if anybody disapproves of my having
produced promptly from my pocket Tripp's whiskey dollar and unhesitatingly laying
it in his hand.
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After-reading tasks:
I. Focus on the vocabulary and grammar.

1.1 Find the following words in the text; transcribe, translate and learn
them by heart:

to assert submissive
diligent flawless
assiduous to foist
premonition susceptible

1.2 Explain the meaning of or paraphrase the following word-combinations
and learn them by heart:

to hold the championship in one’s fancy it was a story
to leave smb loose to fill the bill
to be green to be on the bum

to give smb the right tip
1.3 Translate the following word-combination into Ukrainian:

a) diligent work; diligent imitation; a diligent copy of a picture; diligent
wanderings about the city, to write diligently; to comb one’s hair diligently, to paint
the floor diligently;

b) an assiduous pupil; an assiduous student; an assiduous borrower of sums;
an assiduous nurse; to sit an exam assiduously; to play assiduously; to repeat
assiduously;

¢) submissive to one’s advice; submissive to criticism, submissive t0 other
people’s opinion, submissive to smb’s influence; a submissive character, a person of
a submissive nature;

d) a flawless face; flawless beauty; a flawless murder; a flawless plan; She was
a flawless beauty;

e) to foist smth on smb; to foist glass as diamonds; to foist faked money on
smb; an intention of foisting the situation upon me as a material for a newspaper
story;

f) a bad (evil, sinister, gloomy) premonition; a premonition of a mishappening;
a premonition of a tragedy; to feel/have a premonition; | was driven to emphasis by
the premonition that | was to lose one of the dollars on the spot;

g) words susceptible of being misunderstood; susceptible to a cold; susceptible
to illnesses; susceptible to poison; susceptible to heat; Being susceptible to the
barbed arrows of beauty, | warmed to the adventure.

1.4 Express the same notion in one word:
having little resistance to, easily affected or emotionally moved; attentive to
one’s work, done with care; to pass off smth spurious as a genuine, ready 10 yield or
surrender; having no imperfection or defects; to state, maintain or defend; to suit
perfectly.
1.5 Give antonyms (words and word-combinations):
a) to be experienced, sophisticated;
b) resisting, withstanding;
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c) to take care of smb;

d) not to suit smb;

e) immune to smth;

f) a lazy person;

g) done without proper care.

1.6 Write synonyms and antonyms to the following words:

susceptible, diligent/ assiduous, flawless, to assert.

1.7 Make up sentences of your own, using in them the following words and

word-combinations from the active vocabulary:

to assert, susceptible, assiduous, premonition, to be green, to leave smb loose, to
fill the bill.

1.8 Translate the sentences into English:

1. Bin He emis siocmoroeamu c8oi npasa, adxce 0y8 100UHOK NoKipausoz2o He
spoke of his wife, traced her descent back to Eve, and profanely denied any possible
rumor that she may have had relations in the land of Nod.

xapakmepy.

2. Ha moro Oymky, samicme opucinany HaAmM YCy4uau KOmio — wjonpaeoa,
penelibHo 6BUKOHAHY, ajle 6Cb0Oc0 Jluule KOniro.

3. Mepi — Oyorce spaznuea diguuna, momy ii NOCMIUHO nepeciioyioms NO2awi
nepeouymmsi.

4. Kypcosa poboma yb020 0uH020 cmyoeHma He MA€ HCOOH020 HeOOJIKY.

5. 4 5 npo0oosscyro Hanosi2amu, wo ye npasuilo O0ONYCKAE BUKTIOUEHHS.

I1. Focus on understanding, interpretation and discussion:

2.1 Answer the following questions and do the given assignments:
1. Say why these things happened:
a) | was driven to emphasis by the premonition that | was to lose one of the
dollars on the spot;
b) The premature lines on Tripp’s face grew deeper;
c) But this morning I had my horse saddled up ... and I rode over to the
station;
d) Throughout Miss Ada Lowery’s life men would be good to her:
e) The young lady must be sent back to Greenburg that day;
f) ... having produced promptly from my pocket Tripp’s whiskey dollar and
unhesitatingly laying it in his hand.
2. Choose the right ending.
1. Mr. Chalmers was doing space-work on the Morning Beacon, hoping
A) to get promoted;
B) to change his job;
C) to be put on a salary.
2. He wrote whatever
A) his boss told him;
B) the city whispered to him;
C) seemed sensational to him.
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3. Tripp was always borrowing sums of money. His limit was

A) 5 dollars;

B) a dollar;

C) twenty-five cents.

4. Ada said that some years before George Brown had set off for New York

A) to make his fortune;

B) to become a famous artist;

C) to inherit a large factory.

5. Tripp took Ada to

A) his house;

B) Mr. Chalmers’ office;

C) a boarding house.

6. Everything was fixed for Ada

A) to marry Hiram Dodd;

B) to go to New York City;

C) to get acquainted to Mr. Chalmers.

7. Since George Brown was eight and Ada was five they were

A) best friends;

B) sweethearts;

C) soul mates.

8. Before George left he and Ada had promised

A) to write letters to each other;

B) to become wealthy and successful;

C) to be true to each other.

9. Tripp supposed that George Brown

A) had probably met another girl;

B) had probably died;

C) had probably been put into prison.

10. In the end Mr. Chalmers and Tripp persuaded Ada

A) to continue her searches;

B) to go back home;

C) to tell Hiram Dodd that she didn’t love him.
11. When Tripp unbuttoned his coat Mr. Chalmers saw

A) a golden watch-chain;

B) a dirty handkerchief;

C) a silver cent cut in halves with a chisel.

3. What kind of person is Tripp? Pick out adjectives which help the author
create the image of a man down on his luck, a looser. Can you find any elements of
indirect characterization? Do they add any new features to Tripp’s image?

4. Dwell upon the narrator:

a) his activities;
b) his attitude towards Tripp;
¢) his character and behavior in the situation.

5. Miss Ada Lowery — an inexperienced, green Long Islander or a girl moved by

love?
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6. Would you suggest another end to the story?

2.2 ldentify the stylistic devices your find in the given sentences. Determine

their function in the text.

1. You will encounter no shirt-sleeved, omniscient city editor, no prodigy "cub"
reporter just off the farm, no scoop, no story--no anything.

2. Half of his face was covered with short, curly red whiskers that looked like a
door-mat with the "welcome" left off. He was pale and unhealthy and miserable and
fawning, and an assiduous borrower of sums ranging from twenty-five cents to a
dollar. One dollar was his limit.

3. "And | had hard work corkscrewing them out of old Atkinson, | can tell you.
And | drew them,"” I continued, "to meet a want--a hiatus--a demand--a need--an
exigency--a requirement of exactly five dollars".

4. It's a girl. A beauty. One of the howlingest Amsden's Junes you ever saw.
Rosebuds covered with dew - violets in their mossy bed - and truck like that.

5. And then | began to feel that dull, leaden, soul-depressing sensation known as
the sense of duty. Why should that sense fall upon one as a weight and a burden?

6. Eve at the age of five minutes must have been a ringer for Miss Ada Lowery
at nineteen or twenty.

7. Down went the bright gold head upon dimpled, clasped hands on the table.
Such a beautiful April storm! Unrestrainedly sobbed. | wished | could have
comforted her. But | was not George. And | was glad | was not Hiram--and yet | was
sorry, too.

THE ENCHANTED PROFILE

Pre-reading tasks:

1.  What are your associations with such
notions, as ‘“Arabian Nights story”,
Cinderella, Scheherazade?

2. What do you understand under ‘“Eastern
flavour™?

Read the text:

There are few Caliphesses. WWomen are
Scheherazades by birth, predilection, instinct, and
arrangement of the vocal cords. The thousand and
one stories are being told every day by hundreds of thousands of viziers' daughters to
their respective sultans. But the bowstring will get some of 'em yet if they don't watch
out.
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| heard a story, though, of one lady Caliph. It isn't precisely an Arabian Nights
story, because it brings in Cinderella, who flourished her dishrag in another epoch
and country. So, if you don't mind the mixed dates (which seem to give it an Eastern
flavour, after all), we'll get along.

In New York there is an old, old hotel. You have seen woodcuts of it in the
magazines. It was built--let's see--at a time when there was nothing above Fourteenth
Street except the old Indian trail to Boston and Hammerstein's office. Soon the old
hostelry will be torn down. And, as the stout walls are riven apart and the bricks go
roaring down the chutes, crowds of citizens will gather at the nearest corners and
weep over the destruction of a dear old landmark. Civic pride is strongest in New
Bagdad; and the wettest weeper and the loudest howler against the iconoclasts will be
the man (originally from Terre Haute) whose fond memories of the old hotel are
limited to his having been kicked out from its free-lunch counter in 1873.

At this hotel always stopped Mrs. Maggie Brown. Mrs. Brown was a bony
woman of sixty, dressed in the rustiest black, and carrying a handbag made,
apparently, from the hide of the original animal that Adam decided to call an
alligator. She always occupied a small parlour and bedroom at the top of the hotel at a
rental of two dollars per day. And always, while she was there, each day came
hurrying to see her many men, sharp-faced, anxious-looking, with only seconds to
spare. For Maggie Brown was said to be the third richest woman in the world; and
these solicitous gentlemen were only the city's wealthiest brokers and business men
seeking trifling loans of half a dozen millions or so from the dingy old lady with the
prehistoric handbag.

The stenographer and typewriter of the Acropolis Hotel (there! I've let the
name of it out!) was Miss Ida Bates. She was a hold-over from the Greek classics.
There wasn't a flaw in her looks. Some old-timer paying his regards to a lady said:
"To have loved her was a liberal education.” Well, even to have looked over the black
hair and neat white shirtwaist of Miss Bates was equal to a full course in any
correspondence school in the country. She sometimes did a little typewriting for me,
and, as she refused to take the money in advance, she came to look upon me as
something of a friend and protege. She had unfailing kindliness and a good nature;
and not even a white-lead drummer or a fur importer had ever dared to cross the dead
line of good behaviour in her presence. The entire force of the Acropolis, from the
owner, who lived in Vienna, down to the head porter, who had been bedridden for
sixteen years, would have sprung to her defence in a moment.

One day | walked past Miss Bates's little sanctum Remingtorium, and saw in
her place a black-haired unit--unmistakably a person--pounding with each of her
forefingers upon the keys. Musing on the mutability of temporal affairs, | passed on.
The next day | went on a two weeks' vacation. Returning, | strolled through the lobby
of the Acropolis, and saw, with a little warm glow of auld lang syne, Miss Bates, as
Grecian and kind and flawless as ever, just putting the cover on her machine. The
hour for closing had come; but she asked me in to sit for a few minutes on the
dictation chair. Miss Bates explained her absence from and return to the Acropolis
Hotel in words identical with or similar to these following:

"Well, Man, how are the stories coming?"
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"Pretty regularly," said I. "About equal to their going."

"I'm sorry," said she. "Good typewriting is the main thing in a story. You've
missed me, haven't you?"

"No one,"” said I, "whom | have ever known knows as well as you do how to
space properly belt buckles, semi-colons, hotel guests, and hairpins. But you've been
away, too. | saw a package of peppermint- pepsin in your place the other day."

"l was going to tell you all about it," said Miss Bates, "if you hadn't interrupted
me.

"Of course, you know about Maggie Brown, who stops here. Well, she's worth
$40,000,000. She lives in Jersey in a ten-dollar flat. She's always got more cash on
hand than half a dozen business candidates for vice-president. | don't know whether
she carries it in her stocking or not, but I know she's mighty popular down in the part
of town where they worship the golden calf.

"Well, about two weeks ago, Mrs. Brown stops at the door and rubbers at me
for ten minutes. I'm sitting with my side to her, striking off some manifold copies of a
copper-mine proposition for a nice old man from Tonopah. But | always see
everything all around me. When I'm hard at work | can see things through my side-
combs; and | can leave one button unbuttoned in the back of my shirtwaist and see
who's behind me. | didn't look around, because I make from eighteen to twenty
dollars a week, and | didn't have to.

"That evening at knocking-off time she sends for me to come up to her
apartment. | expected to have to typewrite about two thousand words of notes-of-
hand, liens, and contracts, with a ten-cent tip in sight; but I went. Well, Man, | was
certainly surprised. Old Maggie Brown had turned human.

"Child," says she, 'you're the most beautiful creature | ever saw in my life. |
want you to quit your work and come and live with me. I've no kith or Kkin,' says she,
‘except a husband and a son or two, and | hold no communication with any of 'em.
They're extravagant burdens on a hard-working woman. | want you to be a daughter
to me. They say I'm stingy and mean, and the papers print lies about my doing my
own cooking and washing. It's a lie,' she goes on. 'l put my washing out, except the
handkerchiefs and stockings and petticoats and collars, and light stuff like that. I've
got forty million dollars in cash and stocks and bonds that are as negotiable as
Standard Oil, preferred, at a church fair. I'm a lonely old woman and | need
companionship. You're the most beautiful human being | ever saw,' says she. 'Will
you come and live with me? I'll show 'em whether | can spend money or not," she
says.

"Well, Man, what would you have done? Of course, I fell to it. And, to tell you
the truth, | began to like old Maggie. It wasn't all on account of the forty millions and
what she could do for me. | was kind of lonesome in the world too. Everybody's got
to have somebody they can explain to about the pain in their left shoulder and how
fast patent-leather shoes wear out when they begin to crack. And you can't talk about
such things to men you meet in hotels--they're looking for just such openings.

"So | gave up my job in the hotel and went with Mrs. Brown. | certainly
seemed to have a mash on her. She'd look at me for half an hour at a time when | was
sitting, reading, or looking at the magazines.
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"One time | says to her: 'Do | remind you of some deceased relative or friend
of your childhood, Mrs. Brown? I've noticed you give me a pretty good optical
inspection from time to time.'

"You have a face,' she says, 'exactly like a dear friend of mine--the best friend
| ever had. But | like you for yourself, child, too," she says.

"And say, Man, what do you suppose she did? Loosened up like a Marcel wave
in the surf at Coney. She took me to a swell dressmaker and gave her /a la carte/ to fit
me out--money no object. They were rush orders, and madame locked the front door
and put the whole force to work.

"Then we moved to--where do you think?--no; guess again--that's right --the
Hotel Bonton. We had a six-room apartment; and it cost $100 a day. | saw the bill. |
began to love that old lady.

"And then, Man, when my dresses began to come in--oh, | won't tell you about
‘em! you couldn't understand. And | began to call her Aunt Maggie. You've read
about Cinderella, of course. Well, what Cinderella said when the prince fitted that 3
1/2 A on her foot was a hard-luck story compared to the things | told myself.

"Then Aunt Maggie says she is going to give me a coming-out banquet in the
Bonton that'll make moving Vans of all the old Dutch families on Fifth Avenue.

"'I've been out before, Aunt Maggie," says I. 'But I'll come out again. But you
know,' says I, 'that this is one of the swellest hotels in the city. And you know--
pardon me--that it's hard to get a bunch of notables together unless you've trained for
it

"'Don't fret about that, child,’ says Aunt Maggie. 'l don't send out invitations--I
issue orders. I'll have fifty guests here that couldn't be brought together again at any
reception unless it were given by King Edward or William Travers Jerome. They are
men, of course, and all of 'em either owe me money or intend to. Some of their wives
won't come, but a good many will.'

"Well, I wish you could have been at that banquet. The dinner service was all
gold and cut glass. There were about forty men and eight ladies present besides Aunt
Maggie and I. You'd never have known the third richest woman in the world. She had
on a new black silk dress with so much passementerie on it that it sounded exactly
like a hailstorm | heard once when | was staying all night with a girl that lived in a
top-floor studio.

"And my dress!--say, Man, | can't waste the words on you. It was all hand-
made lace--where there was any of it at all--and it cost $300. | saw the bill. The men
were all bald-headed or white-whiskered, and they kept up a running fire of light
repartee about 3-per cents. and Bryan and the cotton crop.

"On the left of me was something that talked like a banker, and on my right
was a young fellow who said he was a newspaper artist. He was the only--well, | was
going to tell you.

"After the dinner was over Mrs. Brown and | went up to the apartment. We had
to squeeze our way through a mob of reporters all the way through the halls. That's
one of the things money does for you. Say, do you happen to know a newspaper artist
named Lathrop--a tall man with nice eyes and an easy way of talking? No, | don't
remember what paper he works on. Well, all right.
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"When we got upstairs Mrs. Brown telephones for the bill right away. It came,
and it was $600. | saw the bill. Aunt Maggie fainted. I got her on a lounge and
opened the bead-work.

"Child," says she, when she got back to the world, 'what was it? A raise of rent
or an income-tax?'

"Just a little dinner,' says I. 'Nothing to worry about--hardly a drop in the
bucket-shop. Sit up and take notice--a dispossess notice, if there's no other kind.'

"But say, Man, do you know what Aunt Maggie did? She got cold feet! She
hustled me out of that Hotel Bonton at nine the next morning. We went to a rooming-
house on the lower West Side. She rented one room that had water on the floor below
and light on the floor above. After we got moved all you could see in the room was
about $1,500 worth of new swell dresses and a one-burner gas-stove.

"Aunt Maggie had had a sudden attack of the hedges. | guess everybody has
got to go on a spree once in their life. A man spends his on highballs, and a woman
gets woozy on clothes. But with forty million dollars--say, I'd like to have a picture
of--but, speaking of pictures, did you ever run across a newspaper artist named
Lathrop--a tall--oh, I asked you that before, didn't I? He was mighty nice to me at the
dinner. His voice just suited me. | guess he must have thought | was to inherit some
of Aunt Maggie's money.

"Well, Mr. Man, three days of that light-housekeeping was plenty for me. Aunt
Maggie was affectionate as ever. She'd hardly let me get out of her sight. But let me
tell you. She was a hedger from Hedgersville, Hedger County. Seventy-five cents a
day was the limit she set. We cooked our own meals in the room. There | was, with a
thousand dollars' worth of the latest things in clothes, doing stunts over a one-burner
gas-stove.

"As | say, on the third day | flew the coop. | couldn't stand for throwing
together a fifteen-cent kidney stew while wearing at the same time, a $150 house-
dress, with Valenciennes lace insertion. So | goes into the closet and puts on the
cheapest dress Mrs. Brown had bought for me--it's the one I've got on now--not so
bad for $75, is it? I'd left all my own clothes in my sister's flat in Brooklyn.

"'Mrs. Brown, formerly "Aunt Maggie,™ says | to her, 'I'm going to extend my
feet alternately, one after the other, in such a manner and direction that this tenement
will recede from me in the quickest possible time. I am no worshipper of money,
says |, 'but there are some things | can't stand. | can stand the fabulous monster that
I've read about that blows hot birds and cold bottles with the same breath. But | can't
stand a quitter,' says I. 'They say you've got forty million dollars--well, you'll never
have any less. And I was beginning to like you, too," says I.

"Well, the late Aunt Maggie kicks till the tears flow. She offers to move into a
swell room with a two-burner stove and running water.

"'I've spent an awful lot of money, child," says she. 'We'll have to economize
for a while. You're the most beautiful creature I ever laid eyes on,' she says, ‘and |
don't want you to leave me.’

"Well, you see me, don't you? | walked straight to the Acropolis and asked for
my job back, and I got it. How did you say your writings were getting along? | know
you've lost out some by not having me to type 'em. Do you ever have 'em illustrated?
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And, by the way, did you ever happen to know a newspaper artist--oh, shut up! |
know I asked you before. | wonder what paper he works on? It's funny, but | couldn't
help thinking that he wasn't thinking about the money he might have been thinking I
was thinking I'd get from old Maggie Brown. If | only knew some of the newspaper
editors I'd--"

The sound of an easy footstep came from the doorway. Ida Bates saw who it
was with her back-hair comb. | saw her turn pink, perfect statue that she was--a
miracle that | share with Pygmalion only.

"Am | excusable?" she said to me--adorable petitioner that she became. "It's--
it's Mr. Lathrop. | wonder if it really wasn't the money--1 wonder, if after all, he--"

Of course, | was invited to the wedding. After the ceremony | dragged Lathrop
aside.

"You are an artist,” said I, "and haven't figured out why Maggie Brown
conceived such a strong liking for Miss Bates--that was? Let me show you."

The bride wore a simple white dress as beautifully draped as the costumes of
the ancient Greeks. | took some leaves from one of the decorative wreaths in the little
parlour, and made a chaplet of them, and placed them on nee Bates shining chestnut
hair, and made her turn her profile to her husband.

"By jingo!" said he. "Isn't Ida a dead ringer for the lady's head on the silver
dollar?"

After reading tasks:
I. Focus on the vocabulary and grammar.

1.1 Find the following words in the text; transcribe, translate and learn
them by heart:

predilection (of)  stingy

solicitous swell

mutability

1.2 Explain the meaning of or paraphrase the following word-combination
and learn them by heart:

to quit one’s work to go on a spree

to have no kith or kin an attack of hedges

to fall to smth

1.3 Translate the word-combination into Russian:

a) a predilection of music; predilection of traveling; He had a strong
predilection of gambling that ruined him; to be a teacher by predilection; to be a
doctor by a predilection; Women are Shecherazades by birth, predilection, instinct
and arrangement of the vocal cords;

b) solicitous of fame; solicitous of wealth; a solicitous gentleman; a business
solicitous of his money; He was solicitous about his aunt; She seemed solicitous
concerning her pupils;

c) some swell fellows; swell society; to look swell; a swell dressmaker/
hairdresser; a swell dress/ suite; swell shoes; You're looking swell;
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d) mutability of luck; mutability of life; He’s very susceptible and his moods
are rather mutable; She’s hard to deal with because of the mutability of her
principles;

e) 1. People said she was stingy and mean; 2. She decided to quit her work for
she had no predilection of it; 3. He was submissive to the mutable moods of his rich
and stingy uncle; 4. Myra received an unexpected legacy, though she had no kith or
kin, and went on a spree — she ordered a whole set of clothes by a swell dressmaker.
5. Vera seemed so solicitous about little children, that George fell to this image and
married her.

1.4 Express the same notion in one word or word-combination:

liability to change; to allow oneself some lavish spending; preference or special
liking (for); to have neither relatives nor friends; disinclined to spend money; to
retire; distinguished, smart, first-rate; troubled, concerned.

1.5 Arrange the words and word-combinations into pairs of antonyms:

aversion, to live a modest life; solicitous, to have a lot of relatives, to go on a
spree, predilection, unmindful, to have no kith or kin, unfashionable, stingy, swell,
generous.

1.6 Give synonyms to the following words:

solicitous, stingy, predilection, swell.

1.7 Make up sentence of your own, using in them the following words and
word-combinations:

predilection (of), solicitous, stingy, mutability, to have no kith or kin, to go on a
spree.

1.8 Recall the situation from the text, in which the following phrases are

used. Comment on them.

1. Women are Shecherazades by birth, predilection, instinct and arrangement
of the vocal cords.

2. ... and these solicitous gentlemen were only the city’s richest brokers...

3. Musing on the mutability of temporal affairs, | passed on.

4. I want you to quit your work...

5. I've no kith or kin...

6. They say I'm stingy and mean...

1. She took me to a swell dressmaker ...

8. I guess everybody has got to go on a spree once in their life.

1.9 Translate the sentences into English:

1. He 3sadicarouu Ha 1020 CXUTbHICMb 00 MAPHOMPAMCMEd, 6iH 8ce JiC
HAMA2AEMbCA He UMU 8 3a2Yl, OCKLIbKU 0ydice mypOyEMbCs NPO C80OE 300P08 5.

2. Konu J{orcum nputiuios 0ooomy, in euensioas oysce cmypoosanum, i Miwens
3002a0a1acs, Wo 8iH KUHY8 C8010 pobOm).

3. Ilnanyrouu wo-webyow, ciio npuimamu 00 y8azu MIiHAUBICMb 0OCMABUH.

4. Bascarouu 0osecmu, W0 308HIUHICIb MOXMCE MAKONC OIMU MIHIUBOIO, SIK I
noeooa, noopyea ILllupni giogena yo Henpumimuy OiGYUHY 8 CaAMUL MOOHUL CAJIOH
Kpacu, 36i0ku uomupu 200uru nomomy Lllupni sutiuina esxce wukapHowo aeol.

5. Bin € nacminoku H#cadionum, wo Hasimv pemMoHm SAHHOIL KIMHAMU 3ATULUUE
He3aKIHYEeHUM.
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1.10 Answer the following questions on grammar:

1. Point out the parentheses used in the text.

2. Give the examples of non-sentence utterances used in the text.
3. Define the negations given in the story.

4. What types of interrogative sentences are used in the text?

I1. Focus on understanding, interpretation and discussion:

2.1 Answer the following questions and do the given assignments:

1. Paraphrase or explain:

1. ... it brings in Cinderella, who flourished her dishrag in another epoch and
country.

2. | certainly seemed to have a smash on her.

3. Aunt Maggie had a sudden attack of hedges.

2. Say how the following utterances characterize the speaker:

1. “I've no kith or kin... except for a husband and a son or two, and I hold no
communication with them”.

2. “I’ll show them whether I can spend money or not”.

3. It wasn’t all on the account of forty millions and what she could do for me.

4. “I don’t send out invitations — | 1SSue orders”.

5. I'm no worshipper of money... but there are things I can’t stand.

3. Express your agreement or disagreement:

1. Women are Shecherazades by birth, predilection, instinct and arrangement
of the vocal cords.

2. Everybody’s got to have somebody they can explain about the pain in their
left shoulder ...

3. We had to squeeze our way through a mob of reporters... That’s one of the
things money does for you.

4. | guess everybody has got to go on a spree once in their life.

4. What was the most characteristic feature of Maggie Brown? How does the
author makes us see how stingy she was?

5. Speak about Ida Bates:

a) her appearance — pick out metaphors which convey the idea of her beauty;

b) her character;

¢) her attitude towards Maggie Brown and the reason for it;

d) her attitude to money and the world of the wealthy;

6. Why is Ida Bates chosen by the author to reveal Maggie Brown’s character?

7. What do you think of the real value of money?

2.2 ldentify the stylistic devices your find in the given sentences. Determine

their function in the text.

1. There are few Caliphesses. Women are Scheherazades by birth, predilection,
instinct, and arrangement of the vocal cords. The thousand and one stories are being
told every day by hundreds of thousands of viziers' daughters to their respective
sultans.
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2. The entire force of the Acropolis, from the owner, who lived in Vienna,
down to the head porter, who had been bedridden for sixteen years, would have
sprung to her defence in a moment.

3. She's always got more cash on hand than half a dozen business candidates
for vice-president. | don't know whether she carries it in her stocking or not, but |
know she's mighty popular down in the part of town where they worship the golden
calf.

4. She was a hedger from Hedgersville, Hedger County.

5. I'm going to extend my feet alternately, one after the other, in such a manner
and direction that this tenement will recede from me in the quickest possible time.

6. It's funny, but I couldn't help thinking that he wasn't thinking about the money
he might have been thinking | was thinking I'd get from old Maggie Brown.

7. | saw her turn pink, perfect statue that she was--a miracle that | share with
Pygmalion only.

THE ROADS WE TAKE

Pre-reading tasks:

1. Read the quotation on

It ain't the I'()ads we the picture and express

you idea about it.

take; it's What's inside 2. What does the

abbreviation “X.Y.Z.”

of us that makesus turn , 3™ 6 you

understanding of a
out the way wce dO. famous phrase:
“Bolivar cannot carry

O. Henry double”.

Read the text:

TWENTY miles West of Tucson, the "Sunset Express” stopped at a tank to
take on water. Besides the aqueous, addition the engine of that famous flyer acquired
some other things that were not good for it.

While the fireman was lowering the feeding hose, Bob Tidball, "Shark"
Dodson and a quarter-bred Creek Indian called John Big Dog climbed on the engine
and showed the engineer three round orifices in pieces of ordnance that the carried.
These orifices so impressed the engineer with their possibilities that he raised both
hands in a gesture such as accompanies the ejaculation Do tell!"
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At the crisp command of Shark Dodson, who was leader of the attacking force
the engineer descended to the ground and uncoupled the engine and tender. Then
John Big Dog, perched upon the coal, sportively held two guns upon the engine
driver and the fireman, and suggested that they run the engine fifty yards away and
there await further orders.

Shark Dodson and Bob Tidball, scorning to put such low-grade ore as the
passengers through the mill, struck out for the rich pocket of the express car. They
found the messenger serene in the belief that the "Sunset Express" was taking on
nothing more stimulating and dangerous than aqua pura. While Bob was knocking
this idea out of his head with the butt-end of his six-shooter Shark Dodson was
already dosing the express-car safe with dynamite.

The safe exploded to the tune of $30,000, all gold and currency. The
passengers thrust their heads casually out of the windows to look for the thunder-
cloud. The conductor jerked at the bell-rope, which sagged down loose and
unresisting, at his tug. Shark Dodson and Bob Tidball, with their booty in a stout
canvas bag, tumbled out of the express car and ran awkwardly in their high-heeled
boots to the engine.

The engineer, sullenly angry but wise, ran the engine, according to orders,
rapidly away from the inert train. But before this was accomplished the express
messenger, recovered from Bob Tidball's persuader to neutrality, jumped out of his
car with a Winchester rifle and took a trick in the game. Mr. John Big Dog, sitting on
the coal tender, unwittingly made a wrong lead by giving an imitation of a target, and
the messenger trumped him. With a ball exactly between his shoulder blades the
Creek chevalier of industry rolled off to the ground, thus increasing the share of his
comrades in the loot by one-sixth each.

Two miles from the tank the engineer was ordered to stop.

The robbers waved a defiant adieu and plunged down the steep slope into the
thick woods that lined the track. Five minutes of crashing through a thicket of
chapparal brought them to open woods, where three horses were tied to low-hanging
branches. One was waiting for John Big Dog, who would never ride by night or day
again. This animal the robbers divested of saddle and bridle and set free. They
mounted the other two with the bag across one pommel, and rode fast and with
discretion through the forest and up a primeval, lonely gorge. Here the animal that
bore Bob Tidball slipped on a mossy boulder and broke a foreleg. They shot him
through the head at once and sat down to hold a council of flight. Made secure for the
present by the tortuous trail they- had travelled, the question of time was no longer so
big. Many miles and hours lay between them and the spryest posse that could follow.
Shark Dodson's horse, with trailing rope and dropped bridle, panted and cropped
thankfully of the grass along the stream in the gorge. Bob Tidball opened the sack,
drew out double handfuls of the neat packages of currency and the one sack of gold
and chuckled with the glee of a child.

"Say, you old double-decked pirate,”" he called joyfully to Dodson, "you said
we could do it -- you got a head for financing that knocks the horns off of anything in
Arizona."
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"What are we going to do about a hoss for you, Bob? We ain't got long to wait
here. They'll be on our trail before daylight in the mornin'."

"Oh, | guess that cayuse of yourn'll carry double for a while,” answered the
sanguine Bob. "We'll annex the first animal we come across. By jingoes, we made a
haul, didn't we? Accordin' to the marks on this money there's $30,000 -- $15,000
apiece!”

"It's short of what | expected,” said Shark Dodson, kicking softly at the
packages with the toe of his boot and then he looked pensively at the wet sides of his
tired horse.

"Old Bolivar's mighty nigh played out," he said, slowly. "l wish that sorrel of
yours hadn't got hurt."

"So do I," said Bob, heartily, "but it can't be helped. Bolivar's got plenty of
bottom -- he'll get us both far enough to get fresh mounts. Dang it, Shark, | can't belp
thinkin' how funny it is that an Easterner like you can come out here and give us
Western fellows cards and spades in the desperado business. What part of the East
was you from, anyway?"

"New York State," said Shark Dodson, sitting down on a boulder and chewing
a twig. "l was born on a farm in Ulster County. | ran away from home when | was
seventeen. It was an accident my coming West. | was walkin' along the road with my
clothes in a bundle, makin' for New York City. | had an idea of goin' there and makin’
lots of money. | always felt like | could do it. | came to a place one evenin' where the
road forked and I didn't know which fork to take. I studied about it for half an hour,
and then | took the left- hand. That night I run into the camp of a Wild West show
that was travellin' among the little towns, and | went West with it. I've often
wondered if | wouldn't have turned out different if I'd took the other road."

"Oh, | reckon you'd have ended up about the same,” said Bob Tidball,
cheerfully philosophical. "It ain't the roads we take; it's what's inside of us that makes
us turn out the way we do."

Shark Dodson got up and leaned against a tree.

"I'd a good deal rather that sorrel of yourn hadn't hurt himself, Bob," he said
again, almost pathetically.

"Same here," agreed Bob; "he was sure a first-rate kind of a crowbait. But
Bolivar, he'll pull us through all right. Reckon we'd better be movin' on, hadn't we,
Shark? I'll bag this boodle ag'in and we'll hit the trail for higher timber."

Bob Tidball replaced the spoil in the bag and tied the mouth of it tightly with a
cord. When he looked up the most prominent object that he saw was the muzzle of
Shark Dodson's .45 held upon him without a waver.

"Stop your funnin'," said Bob, with a grin. "We got to be hittin' the breeze."

"Set still,”" said Shark. "You ain't goin' to hit no breeze, Bob. | hate to tell you,
but there ain't any chance for but one of us. Bolivar, he's plenty tired, and he can't
carry double.”

"We been pards, me and you, Shark Dodson, for three year," Bob said quietly.
"We've risked our lives together time and again. I've always give you a square deal,
and | thought you was a man. I've heard some queer stories about you shootin' one or
two men in a peculiar way, but I never believed 'em. Now if you're just havin' a little
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fun with me, Shark, put your gun up, and we'll get on Bolivar and vamose. If you
mean to shoot -- shoot, you blackhearted son of a tarantula!"

Shark Dodson's face bore a deeply sorrowful look. "You don't know how bad |
feel," he sighed, "about that sorrel of yourn breakin' his leg, Bob."

The expression on Dodson's face changed in an instant to one of cold ferocity
mingled with inexorable cupidity. The soul of the man showed itself for a moment
like an evil face in the window of a reputable house.

Truly Bob Tidball was never to "hit the breeze" again. The deadly .45 of the
false friend cracked and filled the gorge with a roar that the walls hurled back with
indignant echoes. And Bolivar, unconscious accomplice, swiftly bore away the last of
the holders-up of the "Sunset Express,” not put to the stress of "carrying double."

But as "Shark™ Dodson galloped away the woods seemed to fade from his
view; the revolver in his right hand turned to the curved arm of a mahogany chair; his
saddle was strangely upholstered, and he opened his eyes and saw his feet, not in
stirrups, but resting quietly on the edge of a quartered-oak desk.

I am telling you that Dodson, of the firm of Dodson & Decker, Wall Street
brokers, opened his eyes. Peabody, the confidential clerk, was standing by his chair,
hesitating to speak. There was a confused hum of wheels below, and the sedative
buzz of an electric fan.

"Ahem! Peabody," said Dodson, blinking. "l must have fallen asleep. | had a
most remarkable dream. What is it, Peabody?"

"Mr. Williams, sir, of Tracy & Williams, is outside. He has come to settle his
deal in X. Y. Z. The market caught him short, sir, if you remember."

"Yes, | remember. What is X. Y. Z. quoted at to-day, Peabody?"

"One eighty-five, sir."

"Then that's his price."

"Excuse me," said Peabody, rather nervously "for speaking of it, but I've been
talking to Williams. He's an old friend of yours, Mr. Dodson, and you practically
have a corner in X. Y. Z. | thought you might -- that is, I thought you might not
remember that he sold you the stock at 98. If he settles at the market price it will take
every cent he has in the world and his home too to deliver the shares."

The expression on Dodson's face changed in an instant to one of cold ferocity
mingled with inexorable cupidity. The soul of the man showed itself for a moment
like an evil face in the window of a reputable house.

"He will settle at one eighty-five," said Dodson. "Bolivar cannot carry double."

After-reading tasks:
I. Focus on the vocabulary and grammar.

1.1 Find the following words in the text; transcribe, translate and learn
them by heart:

crisp fork
to divest (of) inexorable
pensive(ly) cupidity
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1.2 Translate the following words into Ukrainian and explain their

contextual meaning:

loot spry haul to vamoose

1.3 Express the same notion in one word:

being sharp and clear;

a division into branches or the place where something divides into branches;

not to be persuaded or moved by entreaty;

musingly thoughtful, suggestive of sad thoughtfulness;

to undress o strip, to deprive of smth;

inordinate desire for wealth.

1.4 Translate the following word-combinations and sentences into

Ukrainian:

a) to divest smb of his rights; to divest of the clothes; to divest of hope; a pensive
glance/ air; to look pensively; to speak pensively; an inexorable person (criminal,
judge); inexorable fate; inexorable in one's- decision (opinion); crisp air; crisp
lettuce; crisp illustration; crisp features; crisp words;

b) 1. There are many folk fairy-tales in which a hero has to decide which fork of
the road to take; 2. He was looking at her pensively as if he hadn't understood her
words; 3. | cannot divest myself of this strange idea; 4. There is no use to expect
mercy from the court - the judge is known to be inexorable; 5. In his blind cupidity he
couldn't bear being divested of the smallest sum of money; 6. He was sent into exile
and divested of all his property; 7. He always gave short and crisp answers to the
journalists ' questions; 8. When you reach the fork, take the left turn; 9. He was
inexorable in his determination to divorce his wife, for he suspected that the only
reason for her having married him was cupidity; 10. The old man's reply was sharp
and crisp and he seemed inexorable in his cupidity.

1.5 Choose from the active vocabulary synonyms to the following words:

relentless, to dispossess, avarice, incisive, contemplative.

1.6 Reproduce the following situations from the story:

1. At the crisp command of Shark Dodson... the engineer descended to the
ground.

2. This animal the robbers divested of the saddle and bridle and set free.

3. And then he looked pensively at the wet sides of his tired horse.

4. | came to a place one evenin' where the road forked and I didn't know which
fork to take.

5. The expression on Dodson's face changed in an instant to one of cold ferocity
mingled with inexorable cupidity.

1.7 Paraphrase or explain the following expressions:

1. ... the express messenger ... jJumped out of his car... with a Winchester rifle
and took a trick in the game. Mr. John Big Dog ... made a wrong lead by giving an
imitation of a target, and the messenger trumped him .

2. They shot him through the head at once and sat down to hold a council of
flight.

3. "It's short of what | expected", said Shark Dodson.

4. "l can't help thinking how funny it is that an Easterner like you can come here
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and give us Western fellows cards and spades in desperado business.

5. "If he settles at the market price it will take every cent he has in the world and
his home too to deliver the shares .

1.8 Make up some sentences of your own using in them the active

vocabulary of the story.

1.9 Translate the sentences into English using in them the active vocabulary

of the story:

1. Pizxa xomanoa kanimana eusena /[orceikoda 3 3a0yMau8020 Cmamy.

2. Xio wacy HegbnazaHHuil, i OYMKA NPO ye UYACMO 3MYULE 3AMUCTUMUCS
bacamvox myopeyis.

3. A niax ne mooicy no30ymucs OyMKu, wjo Ha po38UaYi Mu He myou noGepHyJIu.

4. Cyoos 0ye mnenoxummuuu, i [ocetimca no3zoasunu npasa oOauumucs 3
KOJUULHBOIO OPYHCUHOIO.

5. Oonozco pazy, koau exce cmapuil, camomuiu i xeopuil ben 3adymnueo cuois
Oina Kamina, 6iH panmom 3po3yMie, WO came 1020 CKHApIiCMmb no30asuna to2o
wacms.

6. I1i0 enaueom niobadvopausoco NPoxXoi00HO20 NOBIMPsL U020 3A0YMAUBICID
npouuiia.

1.10 Answer the following questions on grammar:

1. Point out the attributive clauses and their antecedents.

2. Try and correct mistakes in spelling and in tenses used by the characters of
the story.

3. Define sentences with the Subjunctive Mood.

4. Comment on the tense used in the paragraph "New York State," said Shark
Dodson, sitting down on a boulder and chewing a twig. "I was born on a farm in
Ulster County. | ran away from home when | was seventeen. It was an accident my
coming West. | was walkin' along the road with my clothes in a bundle, makin' for
New York City. | had an idea of goin' there and makin' lots of money. | always felt
like I could do it. I came to a place one evenin' where the road forked and | didn't
know which fork to take. | studied about it for half an hour, and then 1 took the left-
hand. That night | run into the camp of a Wild West show that was travellin' among
the little towns, and | went West with it. I've often wondered if | wouldn't have turned
out different if I'd took the other road."

I1. Focus on understanding, interpretation and discussion:

2.1 Answer the following questions and do the given assignments:

1. Explain why these things happened:

1. Bob Tidball, "Shark" Dodson, and a quarter-bred Creek Indian called John
Big Dog climbed on the engine and showed the engineer three round orifices in
pieces of ordnance that they carried.

2. ... the Creek chevalier of industry rolled off to the ground, thus increasing the
share of his comrades in the loot by one-sixth each.

3. Then he looked pensively at the wet sides of his tired horse.

4. When he looked up the most prominent object that he saw was the muzzle of

103



Shark Dodson's .45 held upon him without a waver.

5. The expression on Dodson's face changed to one of cold ferocity mingled with
inexorable cupidity.

2. Comment on the following utterance (express your agreement or
disagreement): ... it's inside of us that makes us turn out the way we do™ .

3. Dwell upon the stylistic function of Dodson's dream. What role does it play in
creating his psychological portrait?

4. Comment upon the symbolic meaning of Shark Dodson's nickname. What
associations does it evoke and what is its contribution to indirect characterization of
the main character?

5. Dwell upon the parallel between businessmen and robbers that O'Henry drew
in this story. Do you consider that such comparison has its grounds?

6. Find the example of repetition and explain its stylistic function in the story.

7. What is the meaning of the well-known phrase "Bolivar cannot carry double™?

2.2 ldentify the stylistic devices your find in the given sentences. Determine

their function in the text.

1. It ain't the roads we take; it's what's inside of us that makes us turn out the
way we do.

2. While Bob was knocking this idea out of his head with the butt-end of his six-
shooter Shark Dodson was already dosing the express-car safe with dynamite.

3. The soul of the man showed itself for a moment like an evil face in the
window of a reputable house.

A BLACKJACK BARGAINER

Pre-reading tasks:
1. What is “blackjack”? What are the rules of this

4 \ - ,\' game?
2. Disclose the meaning of realia "moonshine”

Read the text:

The most disreputable thing in Yancey Goree's
law office was Goree himself, sprawled in his creakv old
arm-chair. The rickety little office, built of red brick,
# 2 was set flush with the street -- the main street of the
~ " town of Bethel.

Bethel rested upon the foot-hills of the Blue Ridge. Above it the mountains
were piled to the sky. Far below it the turbid Catawba gleamed yellow along its
disconsolate valley.
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The June day was at its sultriest hour. Bethel dozed in the tepid shade. Trade
was not. It was so still that Goree, reclining in his chair, distinctly heard the clicking
of the chips in the grand-jury room, where the "court-house gang" was playing poker.
From the open back door of the office a well-worn path meandered across the grassy
lot to the court-house. The treading out of that path had cost Goree all he ever had --
first inheritance of a few thousand dollars, next the old family home, and, latterly the
last shreds of his self-respect and manhood. The "gang" had cleaned him out. The
broken gambler had turned drunkard and parasite; he had lived to see this day come
when the men who had stripped him denied him a seat at the game. His word was no
longer to be taken. The daily bouts at cards had arranged itself accordingly, and to
him was assigned the ignoble part of the onlooker. The sheriff, the county clerk, a
sportive deputy, a gay attorney, and a chalk-faced man hailing "from the valley," sat
at table, and the sheared one was thus tacitly advised to go and grow more wool.

Soon wearying of his ostracism, Goree had departed for his office, muttering to
himself as he unsteadily traversed the unlucky pathway. After a drink of corn
whiskey from a demijohn under the table, he had flung himself into the chair, staring,
in a sort of maudlin apathy, out at the mountains immersed in the summer haze. The
little white patch he saw away up on the side of Blackjack was Laurel, the village
near which he had been born and bred. There, also, was the birthplace of the feud
between the Gorees and the Coltranes. Now no direct heir of the Gorees survived
except this plucked and singed bird of misfortune. To the Coltranes, also, but one
male supporter was left -- Colonel Abner Coltrane, a man of substance and standing,
a member of the State Legislature, and a contemporary with Goree's father. The feud
had been a typical one of the region; it had left a red record of hate, wrong and
slaughter. But Yancey Goree was not thinking of feuds. His befuddled brain was
hopelessly attacking the problem of the future maintenance of himself and his
favourite follies. Of late, old friends of the family had seen to it that he had whereof
to eat and a place to sleep -- but whiskey they would not buy for him, and he must
have whiskey. His law business was extinct; no case had been intrusted to him in two
years. He had been a borrower and a sponge, and it seemed that if he fell no lower it
would be from lack of opportunity. One more chance -- he was saying to himself -- if
he had one more stake at the game, he thought he could win; but he had nothing left
to sell, and his credit was more than exhausted.

He could not help smiling, even in his misery, as he thought of the man to
whom, six months before, he had sold the old Goree homestead. There had come
from "back yan™ in the mountains two of the strangest creatures, a man named Pike
Garvey and his wife. "Back yan'," with a wave of the hand toward the hills, was
understood among the mountaineers to designate the remotest fastnesses, the
unplumbed gorges, the haunts of lawbreakers, the wolf's den, and the boudoir of the
bear. In the cabin far up on Blackjack's shoulder, in the wildest part of these retreats,
this odd couple had lived for twenty years. They had neither dog nor children to
mitigate the heavy silence of the hills. Pike Garvey was little known in the
settlements, but all who had dealt with him pronounced him “crazy as a loon." He
acknowledged no occupation save that of a squirrel hunter, but he "moonshined”
occasionally by way of diversion. Once the "revenues™ had dragged him from his lair,
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fighting silently and desperately like a terrier, and he had been sent to state's prison
for two years. Released, he popped back into his hole like an angry weasel.

Fortune, passing over many anxious wooers, made a freakish flight into
Blackjack's bosky pockets to smile upon Pike and his faithful partner,

One day a party of spectacled, knickerbockered, and altogether absurd
prospectors invaded the vicinity of the Garvey's cabin. Pike lifted his squirrel rifle off
the hooks and took a shot at them at long range on the chance of their being revenues.
Happily he missed, and the unconscious agents of good luck drew nearer, disclosing
their innocence of anything resembling law or justice. Later on, they offered the
Garveys an enormous quantity of ready, green, crisp money for their thirty-acre patch
of cleared land, mentioning, as an excuse for such a mad action, some irrelevant and
Inadequate nonsense about a bed of mica underlying the said property.

When the Garveys became possessed of so many dollars that they faltered in
computing them, the deficiencies of life on Blackjack began to grow prominent. Pike
began to talk of new shoes, a hogshead of tobacco to set in the corner, a new lock to
his rifle; and, leading Martella to a certain spot on the mountain-side, he pointed out
to her how a small cannon -- doubtless a thing not beyond the scope of their fortune
in price -- might be planted so as to command and defend the sole accessible trail to
the cabin, to the confusion of revenues and meddling strangers forever.

But Adam reckoned without his Eve. These things represented to him the
applied power of wealth, but there slumbered in his dingy cabin an ambition that
soared far above his primitive wants. Somewhere in Mrs. Garvey's bosom still
survived a spot of femininity unstarved by twenty years of Blackjack. For so long a
time the sounds in her ears had been the scaly-barks dropping in the woods at noon,
and the wolves singing among the rocks at night, and it was enough to have purged
her of vanities. She had grown fat and sad and yellow and dull. But when the means
came, she felt a rekindled desire to assume the perquisites of her sex -- to sit at tea
tables; to buy futile things; to whitewash the hideous veracity of life with a little form
and ceremony. So she coldly vetoed Pike's proposed system of fortifications, and
announced that thev would descend upon the world, and gyrate socially.

And thus, at length, it was decided, and the thing done. The village of Laurel
was their compromise between Mrs. Garvey's preference for one of the large valley
towns and Pike's hankering for primeval solitudes. Laurel yielded a halting round of
feeble social distractions comportable with Martella's ambitions, and was not entirely
without recommendation to Pike, its contiguity to the mountains presenting
advantages for sudden retreat in case fashionable society should make it advisable.

Their descent upon Laurel had been coincident with Yancey Goree's feverish
desire to convert property into cash, and they bought the old Goree homestead,
paying four thousand dollars ready money into the spendthrift's shaking hands.

Thus it happened that while the disreputable last of the Gorees sprawled in his
disreputable office, at the end of his row, spurned by the cronies whom he had
gorged, strangers dwelt in the halls of his fathers.

A cloud of dust was rolling, slowly up the parched street, with something
travelling in the midst of it. A little breeze wafted the cloud to one side, and a new,
brightly painted carryall, drawn by a slothful gray horse, became visible. The vehicle
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deflected from the middle of the street as it neared Goree's office, and stopped in the
gutter directly in front of his door.

On the front seat sat a gaunt, tall man, dressed in black broadcloth, his rigid
hands incarcerated in yellow kid gloves. On the back seat was a lady who triumphed
over the June heat. Her stout form was armoured in a skintight silk dress of the
description known as “change- able," being a gorgeous combination of shifting hues.
She sat erect, waving a much-omamented fan, with her eyes fixed stonily far down
the street. However Martella Garvey's heart might be rejoicing at the pleasures of her
new life, Blackjack had done his work with her exterior. He had carved her
countenance to the image of emptiness and inanity; had imbued her with the stolidity
of his crags, and the reserve of his hushed interiors. She always seemed to hear,
whatever her surroundings were, the scaly-barks falling and pattering down the
mountain- side. She could always hear the awful silence of Black- jack sounding
through the stillest of nights.

Goree watched this solemn equipage, as it drove to his door, with only faint
interest; but when the lank driver wrapped the reins about his whip, awkwardly
descended, and stepped into the office, he rose unsteadily to receive him, recognizing
Pike Garvey, the new, the transformed, the recently civilized.

The mountaineer took the chair Goree offered him. They who cast doubts upon
Garvey's soundness of mind had a strong witness in the man's countenance. His face
was too long, a dull saffron in hue, and immobile as a statue's. Pale-blue, unwinking
round eyes without lashes added to the singularity of his gruesome visage. Goree was
at a loss to account for the visit.

"Everything all right at Laurel, Mr. Garvey?" he inquired.

"Everything all right, sir, and mighty pleased is Missis Garvey and me with the
property. Missis Garvey likes yo' old place, and she likes the neighbourhood. Society
is what she 'lows she wants, and she is gettin' of it. The Rogerses, the Hapgoods, the
Pratts and the Troys hev been to see Missis Garvey, and she hev et meals to most of
thar houses. The best folks hev axed her to differ'nt kinds of doin's. | cyan't say, Mr.
Goree, that sech things suits me -- fur me, give me them thar." Garvey's huge,
yellow-gloved hand flourished in the direction of the mountains. "That's whar |
b'long, 'mongst the wild honey bees and the b'ars. But that ain't what I come fur to
say, Mr. Goree. Thar's somethin' you got what me and Missis Garvey wants to buy."

"Buy!" echoed Goree. "From me?" Then he laughed harshly. "I reckon you are
mistaken about that. | reckon you are mistaken about that. | sold out to you, as you
yourself expressed it, 'lock, stock and barrel." There isn't even a ramrod left to sell.”

"You've got it; and we 'uns want it. 'Take the money,' says Missis Garvey, 'and
buy it fa'r and squared'."

Goree shook his head. "The cupboard's bare," he said.

"We've riz," pursued the mountaineer, undetected from his object, "a heap. We
was pore as possums, and now we could hev folks to dinner every day. We been
recognized, Missis Garvey says, by the best society. But there's somethin' we need we
ain't got. She says it ought to been put in the 'ventory ov the sale, but it tain't thar.
‘Take the money, then,' says she, 'and buy it fa'r and squar'."

"Out with it," said Goree, his racked nerves growing impatient.
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Garvey threw his slouch bat upon the table, and leaned forward, fixing his
unblinking eves upon Goree's.

"There's a old feud,” he said distinctly and slowly,
Coltranes."

Goree frowned ominously. To speak of his feud to a feudist is a serious breach
of the mountain etiquette. The man from "back yan™ knew it as well as the lawyer
did.

tween you 'uns and the

"Na offense,” he went on "but purely in the way of business. Missis Garvey
hev studied all about feuds. Most of the quality folks in the mountains hev 'em. The
Settles and the Goforths, the Rankins and the Boyds, the Silers and the Galloways,
hev all been cyarin' on feuds f'om twenty to a hundred year. The last man to drap was
when yo' uncle, Jedge Paisley Goree, 'journed co't and shot Len Coltrane f'om the
bench. Missis Garvey and me, we come f'om the po' white trash. Nobody wouldn't
pick a feud with we 'uns, no mo'n with a fam'ly of tree-toads. Quality people
everywhar, says Missis Garvey, has feuds. We 'uns ain't quality, but we're uyin' into it
as fur as we can. 'Take the money, then," says Missis Garvey, ‘and buy Mr. Goree's
feud, fa'r and squar".™

The squirrel hunter straightened a leg half across the room, drew a roll of bills
from his pocket, and threw them on the table.

"Thar's two hundred dollars, Mr. Goree; what you would call a fa'r price for a
feud that's been 'lowed to run down like yourn hev. Thar's only you left to cyar' on yo'
side of it, and you'd make mighty po' killin". I'll take it off yo' hands, and it'll set me
and Missis Garvey up among the quality. Thar's the money."

The little roll of currency on the table slowly untwisted itself, writhing and
jumping as its folds relaxed. In the silence that followed Garvey's last speech the
rattling of the poker chips in the court-house could be plainly heard. Goree knew that
the sheriff had just won a pot, for the subdued whoop with which he always greeted a
victory floated across the sqquare upon the crinkly heat waves. Beads of moisture
stood on Goree's brow. Stooping, he drew the wicker-covered demijohn from under
the table, and filled a tumbler from it.

"A little corn liquor, Mr. Garvey? Of course you are joking about what you
spoke of? Opens quite a new market, doesn't it? Feuds. Prime, two-fifty to three.
Feuds, slightly damaged -- two hundred, I believe you said, Mr. Garvey?"

Goree laughed self-consciously.

The mountaineer took the glass Goree handed him, and drank the whisky
without a tremor of the lids of his staring eyes. The lawyer applauded the feat by a
look of envious admiration. He poured his own drink, and took it like a drunkard, by
gulps, and with shudders at the smell and taste.

"Two hundred," repeated Garvey. "That's the money."

A sudden passion flared up in Goree's brain. He struck the table with his fist.
One of the bills flipped over and touched his hand. He flinched as if something had
stung him.

"Do you come to me," he shouted, "seriously with such a ridiculous, insulting,
darned-fool proposition?"
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"It's fa'r and squar'," said the squirrel hunter, but he reached out his hand as if
to take back the money; and then Goree knew that his own flurry of rage had not been
from pride or resentment, but from anger at himself, knowing that he would set foot
in the deeper depths that were being opened to him. He turned in an instant from an
outraged gentleman to an anxious chafferer recommending his goods.

"Don't be in a hurry, Garvey," he said, his face crimson and his speech thick. "I
accept your p-p-proposition, though it's dirt cheap at two hundred. A t-trade's all right
when both p-purchaser and b-buyer are s-satisfied. Shall I w-wrap it up for you, Mr.
Garvey?"

Garvey rose, and shook out his broadcloth. "Missis Garvev will be pleased.
You air out of it, and it stands Coltrane and Garvey. Just a scrap ov writin', Mr.
Goree, you bein' a lawyer, to show we traded."

Goree seized a sheet of paper and a pen. The money was clutched in his moist
hand. Everything else suddenly seemed to grow trivial and light.

"Bill of sale, by all means. 'Right, title, and interest in and to' ... 'forever
warrant and -- ' No, Garvey, we'll have to leave out that 'defend,"™ said Goree with a
loud laugh. "You'll have to defend this title yourself."”

The mountaineer received the amazing screed that the lawyer handed him,
folded it with immense labour, and laced it carefully in his pocket.

Goree was standing near the window. "Step here, said, raising his finger, "and
I'll show you your recently purchased enemy. There he goes, down the other side of
the street."

The mountaineer crooked his long frame to look through the window in the
direction indicated by the other. Colonel Abner Coltrane, an erect, portly gentleman
of about fifty, wearing the inevitable long, double-breasted frock coat of the Southern
lawmaker, and an old high silk hat, was passing on the opposite sidewalk. As Garvey
looked, Goree glanced at his face. If there be such a thing as a yellow wolf, here was
its counterpart. Garvey snarled as his unhuman eyes followed the moving figure,
disclosing long, amber-coloured fangs.

"Is that him? Why, that's the man who sent me to the penitentiary once!"

"He used to be district attorney,"” said Goree carelessly. "And, by the way, he's
a first-class shot."”

"I kin hit a squirrel's eye at a hundred yard," said Garvey. "So that thar's
Coltrane! | made a better trade than | was thinkin'. I'll take keer ov this feud, Mr.
Goree, better'n you ever did!"

He moved toward the door, but lingered there, betray- ing a slight perplexity.

"Anything else to-day?" inquired Goree with frothy sarcasm. "Any family
traditions, ancestral ghosts, or skeletons in the closet? Prices as low as the lowest."

"Thar was another thing," replied the unmoved squirrel hunter, “that Missis
Garvey was thinkin' of. 'Tain't so much in my line as t'other, but she wanted partic'lar
that | should inquire, and ef you was willin', 'pay fur it," she says, 'fa'r and squar".'
Thar's a buryin' groun’, as you know, Mr. Goree, in the yard of yo' old place, under
the cedars. Them that lies thar is yo' folks what was killed by the Coltranes. The
monyments has the names on 'em. Missis Garvev says a fam'ly buryin' groun'- is a
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sho' sign of quality. She says ef we git the feud thar's somethin' else ought to go with
it. The names on them moiivments is 'Goree,' but they can be changed to ourn by -- "

"Go. Go!" screamed Goree, his face turning purple. He stretched out both
hands toward the mountaineer, his fingers hooked and shaking. “Go, you ghoul! Even
a Ch-Chinaman protects the g-graves of his ancestors -- go!"

The squirrel hunter slouched out of the door to his carryall. While he was
climbing over the wheel Goree was collecting, with feverish celerity, the money that
had fallen from his hand to the floor. As the vehicle slowly turned about, the sheep,
with a coat of newly grown wool, was hurrying, in indecent haste, along the path to
the court-house.

At three o'clock in the morning they brought him back to his office, shorn and
unconscious. The sheriff, the sportive deputy, the county clerk, and the gay attorney
carried him, the chalk-faced man "from the valley" acting as escort.

"On the table," said one of them, and they deposited him there among the litter
of his unprofitable books and papers.

"Yance thinks a lot of a pair of deuces when he's liquored up,” sighed the
sheriff reflectively.

"Too much,"” said the gay attorney. "A man has no business to play poker who
drinks as much as he does. | wonder how much he dropped to-night.”

"Close to two hundred. What | wonder is whar he got it. Yance ain't had a cent
fur over a month, I know."

"Struck a client, maybe. Well, let's get home before daylight. He'll be all right
when he wakes up, except for a sort of beehive about the cranium."

The gang slipped away through the early morning twilight. The next eye to
gaze upon the miserable Goree was the orb of day. He peered through the uncurtained
window, first deluging the sleeper in a flood of faint gold, but soon pouring upon the
mottled red of his flesh a searching, white, summer heat. Goree stirred, half
unconsciously, among the table's débris, and turned his face from the window. His
movement dislodged a heavy law book, which crashed upon the floor. Opening his
eyes, he saw, bending over him, a man in a black frock coat. Looking higher, he
discovered a well-worn silk hat, and beneath it the kindly, smooth face of Colonel
Abner Coltrane.

A little uncertain of the outcome, the colonel waited for the other to make
some sign of recognition. Not in twenty years had male members of these two
families faced each other in peace. Goree's eyelids puckered as he strained his blurred
sight toward this visitor, and then he smiled serenely.

"Have you brought Stella and Lucy over to play?" he said calmly.

"Do you know me, Yancey?" asked Coltrane.

"Of course | do. You brought me a whip with a whistle in the end."

So he had -- twenty-four years ago; when Yancey's father was his best friend.

Goree's eyes wandered about the room. The colonel understood. "Lie still, and
I'll bring you some," said he. There was a pump in the yard at the rear, and Goree
closed his eyes, listening with rapture to the click of its handle, and the bubbling of
the falling stream. Coltrane brought a pitcher of the cool water, and held it for him to
drink. Presently Goree sat up -- a most forlorn object, his summer suit of flax soiled
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and crumpled, his discreditable head tousled and unsteady. He tried to wave one of
his hands toward the colonel.

"Ex-excuse-everything, will you?" he said. "I must have drunk too much
whiskey last night, and gone to bed on the table." His brows knitted into a puzzled
frown.

"Out with the boys awhile?" asked Coltrane kindly.

"No, | went nowhere. | haven't had a dollar to spend in the last two months.
Struck the demijohn too often. I reckon, as usual."

Colonel Coltrane touched him on the shoulder.

"A little while ago, Yancey," he began, "you asked me if | had brought Stella
and Lucy over to play. You weren't quite awake then, and must have been dreaming
you were a boy again. You are awake now, and | want you to listen to me. | have
come from Stella and Lucy to their old playmate, and to my old friend's son. They
know that 1 am going to bring you home with me, and you will find them as ready
with a welcome as they were in the old days. | want you to come to my house and
stay until you are yourself again, and as much longer as you will. We heard of your
being down in the world, and in the midst of temptation, and we agreed that you
should come over and play at our house once more. Will you come, my boy? Will
you drop our old family trouble and come with me?"

"Trouble!" said Goree, opening his eyes wide. "There was never any trouble
between us that | know of. I'm sure we've always been the best friends. But, good
Lord, Colonel, how could I go to your home as | am -- a drunken wretch, a miserable,
degraded spendthrift and gambler -- *

He lurched from the table into his armchair, and began to weep maudlin tears,
mingled with genuine drops of remorse and shame. Coltrane talked to him
persistently and reasonably, reminding him of the simple mountain pleasures of
which he had once been so fond, and insisting upon the genuineness of the invitation.

Finally he landed Goree by telling him he was counting upon his help in the
engineering and transportation of a large amount of felled timber from a high
mountain-side to a waterway. He knew that Goree had once invented a device for this
purpose -- a series of slides and chutes- upon which he had justly prided himself. In
an instant the poor fellow, delighted at the idea of his being of use to any one, had
paper spread upon the table, and was drawing rapid but pitifully shaky lines in
demonstration of what he could and would do.

The man was sickened of the husks; his prodigal heart was turning again
toward the mountains. His mind was yet strangely clogged, and his thoughts and
memories were returning to his brain one by one, like carrier pigeons over a stormy
sea. But Coltrane was satisfied with the progress he had made.

Bethel received the surprise of its existence that after- noon when a Coltrane
and a Goree rode amicably together through the town. Side by side they rode, out
from the dusty streets and gaping townspeople, down across the creek bridge, and up
toward the mountain. The prodigal had brushed and washed and combed himself to a
more decent figure, but he was unsteady in the saddle, and he seemed to be deep in
the contemplation of some vexing problem. Coltrane left him in his mood, relying
upon the influence of changed surroundings to restore his equilibrium.
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Once Goree was seized with a shaking fit, and almost came to a collapse. He
had to dismount and rest at the side of the road. The colonel, foreseeing such a
condition, had provided a small flask of whisky for the journey but when it was
offered to him Goree refused it almost with violence, declaring he would never touch
it again. By and by he was recovered, and went quietly enough for a mile or two.
Then he pulled up his horse suddenly, and said:

"I lost two hundred dollars last night, playing poker. Now, where did | get that
money?"

"Take it easy, Yancev. The mountain air will soon clear it up. We'll go fishing,
first thing, at the Pinnacle Falls. The trout are jumping there like bullfrogs. We'll take
Stella and Lucy along, and have a picnic on Eagle Rock. Have you forgotten how a
hickory-cured-ham sandwich tastes, Yancey, to a hungry fisherman?"

Evidently the colonel did not believe the story of his lost wealth; so Goree
retired again into brooding silence.

By late Afternoon they had travelled ten of the twelve miles between Bethel
and Laurel. Half a mile this side of Laurel lay the old Goree place; a mile or two
beyond the village lived the Coltranes. The road was now steep and laborious, but the
compensations were many. The tilted aisles of the forest were opulent with leaf and
bird and bloom. The tonic air put to shame the pharmacopia. The glades were dark
with mossy shade, and bright with shy rivulets winking from the ferns and laurels. On
the lower side they viewed, framed in the near foilage, exquisite sketches of the far
valley swooning in its opal haze.

Coltrane was pleased to see that his companion was yielding to the spell of the
hills and woods. For now they had but to skirt the base of Painter's Cliff; to cross
Elder Branch and mount the hill beyond, and Goree would have to face the
squandered home of his fathers. Every rock he passed, every tree, every foot of the
rocky way, was familiar to him. Though he hid forgotten the woods, they thrilled him
like the music of "Home, Sweet Home."

They rounded the cliff, descended into Elder Branch, and paused there to let
the horses drink and splash in the swift water. On the right was a rail fence that
cornered there, and followed the road and stream. Enclosed by it was the old apple
orchard of the home place; the house was yet concealed by the brow of the steep hill.
Inside and along the fence, pokeberries, elders, sassafras, and sumac grew high and
dense. At a rustle of their branches, both Goree and Coltrane glanced up, and saw a
long, yellow, wolfish face above the fence, staring at them with pale, unwinking eyes.
The head quicky disappeared; there was a violent swaying of the bushes, and an
ungainly figure ran up through the apple orchard in the direction of the house,
zigzagging among the trees.

"That's Garvey," said Coltrane; "the man you sold out to. There's no doubt but
he's considerably cracked. | had to send him up for moonshining, once, several years
ago, in spite of the fact that I believed him irresponsible. Why, what's the matter,
Yancey?"

Goree was wiping his forehead, and his face had lost its colour. "Do | look
queer, too?" he asked, trying to smile. "I'm just remembering a few more things."”
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Some of the alcohol had evaporated from his brain. "I recollect now where | got that
two hundred dollars."

"Don't think of it," said Coltrane cheerfully. "Later on we'll figure it all out
together."

They rode out of the branch, and when they reached the foot of the hill Goree
stopped again.

"Did you ever suspect | was a very vain kind of fellow, Colonel” he asked.
"Sort of foolish proud about appearances?"

The colonel's eyes refused to wander to the soiled, sagging suit of flax and the
faded slouch hat.

"It seems to me," he replied, mystified, but humouring him, "I remember a
young buck about twenty, with the tightest coat, the sleekest hair, and the prancingest
saddle horse in the Blue Ridge."

"Right you are,"” said Goree eagerly. "And it's in me yet, though it don't show.
Oh, I'm as vain as a turkey gobbler, and as proud as Lucifer. I'm going to ask you to
indulge this weakness of mine in a little matter."

"Speak out, Yancey. We'll create you Duke of Laurel and Baron of Blue Ridge,
if you choose; and you shall have a feather out of Stella's peacock’s tail to wear in
your hat."”

"I'm in earnest. In a few minutes we'll pass the house up there on the hill where
I was born, and where my people have lived for nearly a century. Strangers live there
now -- and look at me! I am about to show myself to them ragged and poverty-
stricken, a wastrel and a beggar. Colonel Coltrane, I'm ashamed to do it. | want you to
let me wear your coat and hat until we are out of sight beyond. | know you think it a
foolish pride, but I want to make as good a showing as | can when | pass the old
place."

"Now, what does this mean?" said Coltrane to him- self, as he compared his
companion's sane looks and quiet demeanour with his strange request. But he was
already unbuttoning the coat, assenting readily, as if the fancy were in no wise to be
considered strange.

The coat and hat fitted Goree well. He buttoned the former about him with a
look of satisfaction and dignity. He and Coltrane were nearly the same size -- rather
tall, portly, and erect. Twenty-five years were between them, but in appearance they
might have been brothers. Goree looked older than his age; his face was puffy and
lined; the colonel had the smooth, fresh complexion of a temperate liver. He put on
Goree's disreputable old flax coat and faded slouch hat.

"Now," said Goree, taking up the reins, "I'm all right. | want you to ride about
ten feet in the rear as we go by, Colonel, so that they can get a good look at me.
They'll see I'm no back number yet, by any means. | guess I'll show up pretty well to
them once more, any- how. Let's ride on."

He set out up the hill at a smart trot, the colonel fol- lowing, as he had been
requested.

Goree sat straight in the saddle, with head erect, but his eyes were turned to the
right, sharply scanning every shrub and fence and hiding-place in the old homestead
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yard. Once he muttered to himself, "Will the crazy fool try it, or did | dream half of
it?"

It was when he came opposite the little family burying ground that he saw what
he had been looking for -- a puff of white smoke, coming from the thick cedars in one
comer. He toppled so slowly to the left that Coltrane had time to urge his horse to that
side, and catch him with one arm.

The squirrel hunter had not overpraised his aim. He had sent the bullet where
he intended, and where Goree had expected that it would pass - through the breast of
Colonel Abner Coltrane's black frock coat.

Goree leaned heavily against Coltrane, but he did not fall. The horses kept
pace, side by side, and the Colonel's arm kept him steady. The little white houses of
Laurel shone through the trees, half a mile away. Goree reached out one hand and
groped until it rested upon Coltrane's fingers, which held his bridle.

"Good friend," he said, and that was all.

Thus did Yancey Goree, as be rode past his old home, make, considering all
things, the best showing that was in his power.

After-reading tasks:
I. Focus on the vocabulary and grammar.

1.1 Find the following words in the text; transcribe, translate and learn
them by heart:

disreputable s pendthrift to squander
sponge gruesome to assent (to)
comportable prodigal

Note: "assent” implies an act involving the understanding or judgement and
applies to propositions or opinions.

1.2 Recognition vocabulary: translate the words into Ukrainian and be

ready to recognize them in the text:

slaughter  feud moonshining to spurn

deficiency counterpart

1.3 Express the same notion in one word:

according, suitable;

one who lives upon others;

inspiring horror or repulsion;

one who spends improvidently or wastefully;

of bad reputation;

characterized by wasteful expenditure; to agree with smth.

1.4 Translate the following word-combinations and sentences into

Ukrainian:

a) a gruesome face; a gruesome old castle; gruesome eyes; gruesome
hallucinations; a strange gruesome bird; to assent to the offer; to assent to receive
the visitor; acts comportable with ideals (rules, norms of morality); to comport with
one's dreams; a disreputable place; disreputable behaviour; disreputable friends; a
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disreputable district; disreputable clothes; prodigal nature; a prodigal host;
prodigal in praise;
b) 1. The curse that haunted the Buskervilles was a fantastic gruesome dog;

2. After some consideration he assented to our suggesting that he should leave the
gruesome place at once; 2.1 can't but assent to your opinion that he's a regular
spendthrift - he's squandered all his fortune and is now in debt; 4. I'm afraid your
style of living is incomportable with mine; 5. Her husband is a sponge - she works so
hard to earn their living and he does nothing but squanders all the money; 6. In a
casino one can find all sorts of people - from prodigal spendthrifts, eager to
squander their wealth for the sake of excitement, to disreputable scoundrels, always
ready to cheat these spendthrifts; 7. It's very expensive to be married to a beautiful
and prodigal woman.

1.5 From the active vocabulary choose words synonymous in meaning to the

following ones:

Agreeable, to dissipate, parasite, indecent, ghastly, a wastrel, to concur, lavish.

1.6 Make up sentences of your own using in them words from the active

vocabulary of the story.

1.7 Recall the following situations from the text:

1. The most disreputable thing in Yancey Goree's law office was Goree
himself...

2. He had been a borrower and a sponge...

3. Laurel yielded a halting round of feeble social distractions comportable with
Martella's ambitions...

4. ... they bought the old Goree homestead, paying four thousand dollars ready
money into the spendthrift's shaking hands.

5. Pale-blue, unwinking eyes without lashes added to the singularity if his
gruesome visage.

6. ... his prodigal heart was turning again towards the mountains.

7. But he was already unbuttoning the coat, assenting readily...

1.8 Paraphrase or explain the meaning of the following expressions:

1. ... but there slumbered in his dingy cabin an ambition that soared far above
his primitive wants.

2. ... and it was enough to have purged her vanities.

3. "Out of it", said Goree, his racked nerves growing impatient.

4. ... knowing that he would set foot in the deeper depths that were being
opened to him.

5. The man was sickened of the husks....

6. Coltrane left him in his moods, relying upon the influence of changed
surroundings to restore his equilibrium.

7."1'm going to ask you to indulge this weakness of mine in a little matter".

1.9 Translate the sentences into English, using in them the active

vocabulary of the story:

1. Kaowcyms, 6 monoodocmi 6iH 0ys Oyoce bOaeamuil, ale nNomim 6iH
BUMPAMUB 8eCb Cili CMAmMoK [ menep Mewkas y MAaleHbKoMY OpYOHOMY
OYOUHOYKY Y PAUOHI, WO MAE NO2AHY CILABY.
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2. Miii noxmypuii Hacmpii He 8i0n08i0A8 3A2ANbHUM BeCeloWaM, U0
NaHy8alu Ha CEAMIi, MOMY 51 NOBEPHYLACH 0000MY.

3. Bin 3asocou 6ys Oysce mapHompamuuil i 36UK 00 PO3KOWL, MOMY, KOJU GiH
8UMpamus yci c80i 2pouli, 6iH NepemeopPUECsa Ha CHPABIHCHbO2O NAPA3UMA HA WUl Y
C80iX poouuis.

4. Oomipkysaswu 6ci 3a ma npomu uyici nponosuyii, J{icenni eusnana ii
8U2IOHOI0 I N0200UNACS HA Hel.

5. Ixuiti cun pic cnpasdcniv maprompamom ma Hepoboio i bazamo uacy
NPOBOOUB Y MICYSX, WO KOPUCIYBATUCS NO2AHOIO0 PENYMAYIEIO.

6. Ii ouam nocmano ozudme éudosuwge, i GUCHANCEH] HEPEU HEe GUMPUMATU -
0i8UUHA 6MPAMUNA CBIOOMICb.

1.10 Answer the following questions on grammar:

1. Point out phrasal subjects and define the types of the phrases.

2. Define the structure and the type of the adverbial modifier in the sentence
“On the front seat sat a gaunt, tall man, dressed in black broadcloth, his rigid hands
incarcerated in yellow kid gloves”.

3. Give the name of the predicative construction in the sentence “Goree sat up --
a most forlorn object, his summer suit of flax soiled and crumpled, his discreditable
head tousled and unsteady. He tried to wave one of his hands toward the colonel.”

4. Point out the imperative sentences used in the story.

I1. Focus on understanding, interpretation and discussion:

2.1 Answer the following questions and do the given assignments:

1. Explain why these things happened:

1. His word was no longer to be taken.

2. The feud had been a typical one of the region; it had left a red record of ...
and wrong and slaughter.

3. His law business was extinct; no case had been intrusted to him in two years.

4. Fortune, passing over many anxious wooers, made a ... flight into Blakjack's
bosky pockets....

5. So she coldly vetoed Pike's proposed system of fortifications, and announced
that they would descend upon the world...

6. Thus it happened that while the disreputable last of the Gorees sprawled in
his disreputable office, ... strangers dwelt in the halls of his fathers .

7. "Do you come to me", he shouted, "seriously with such a ridiculous insulting,
darned-fool proposition"?

8. Garvey snarled as his inhuman eyes followed the moving figure, disclosing
his amber-coloured fangs.

9. Coltrane talked to him persistently and reasonably, reminding him of the
simple mountain pleasures...

10. Goree was wiping his forehead, and his face had lost its color.

11. "l want you to let me wear your coat and hat until we are out of sight
beyond".
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2. Make a character-sketch of Goree. In what way does his appearance
characterize him? Which adjectives are used to describe his looks? By what means
does the author create the image of a spendthrift and a sponge?

3. Describe appearances of Garvey and his wife. What is the effect produced by
Garvey's appearance? Why is he compared to a wolf? What was their way of living?
Could such people live in a society? Why were they so eager to buy the feud and the
cemetery from Goree? Prove that they were vain.

4. Consider for the last dignified deed in Goree's life. Why did he consciously
sacrifice himself to save Coltrane?

5. Interpret the meaning of the last sentence of the story:

”Thus did Yancey Goree, as he rode past his old home, make, considering all
things, the best showing that was in his power".

2.2 ldentify the stylistic devices your find in the given sentences. Determine

their function in the text.

1. The treading out of that path had cost Goree all he ever had -- first inheritance
of a few thousand dollars, next the old family home, and, latterly the last shreds of his
self-respect and manhood.

2. Now no direct heir of the Gorees survived except this plucked and singed bird
of misfortune.

3. Fortune, passing over many anxious wooers, made a freakish flight into
Blackjack's bosky pockets to smile upon Pike and his faithful partner.

A MUNICIPAL REPORT
Read the text:

The cities are
full of pride,
Challenging each to
each-- This from her
mountainside,  That
from her burthened
beach. R. KIPLING.

Fancy a novel
about Chicago or
Buffalo, let us say, or
Nashville, Tennessee!
There are just three
big cities in the United
States that are "story
cities"--New York, of
course, New Orleans,

“EIGHT-SIXTY-ONE JESSAMINE STREET WAS A DECAYED MANSION."
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and, best of the lot, San Francisco.--FRANK NORRIS.

East is East, and West is San Francisco, according to Californians. Californians
are a race of people; they are not merely inhabitants of a State. They are the
Southerners of the West. Now, Chicagoans are no less loyal to their city; but when
you ask them why, they stammer and speak of lake fish and the new Odd Fellows
Building. But Californians go into detail.

Of course they have, in the climate, an argument that is good for half an hour
while you are thinking of your coal bills and heavy underwear. But as soon as they
come to mistake your silence for conviction, madness comes upon them, and they
picture the city of the Golden Gate as the Bagdad of the New World. So far, as a
matter of opinion, no refutation is necessary. But, dear cousins all (from Adam and
Eve descended), it is a rash one who will lay his finger on the map and say: "In this
town there can be no romance--what could happen here?" Yes, it is a bold and a rash
deed to challenge in one sentence history, romance, and Rand and McNally.

NASHVILLE--A city, port of delivery, and the capital of the State of
Tennessee, is on the Cumberland River and on the N. C. & St. L. and the L. & N.
railroads. This city is regarded as the most important educational centre in the South.

| stepped off the train at 8 P.M. Having searched the thesaurus in vain for
adjectives, | must, as a substitution, hie me to comparison in the form of a recipe.

Take a London fog 30 parts; malaria 10 parts; gas leaks 20 parts; dewdrops
gathered in a brick yard at sunrise, 25 parts; odor of honeysuckle 15 parts. Mix.

The mixture will give you an approximate conception of a Nashville drizzle. It
IS not so fragrant as a moth-ball nor as thick as pea-soup; but 'tis enough--‘twill serve.

| went to a hotel in a tumbril. It required strong self-suppression for me to keep
from climbing to the top of it and giving an imitation of Sidney Carton. The vehicle
was drawn by beasts of a bygone era and driven by something dark and emancipated.

| was sleepy and tired, so when | got to the hotel I hurriedly paid it the fifty
cents it demanded (with approximate lagniappe, | assure you). | knew its habits; and |
did not want to hear it prate about its old "marster" or anything that happened "befo’
de wah."

The hotel was one of the kind described as "renovated." That means $20,000
worth of new marble pillars, tiling, electric lights and brass cuspidors in the lobby,
and a new L. & N. time table and a lithograph of Lookout Mountain in each one of
the great rooms above. The management was without reproach, the attention full of
exquisite Southern courtesy, the service as slow as the progress of a snail and as
good-humored as Rip Van Winkle. The food was worth traveling a thousand miles
for. There is no other hotel in the world where you can get such chicken livers _en
brochette .

At dinner | asked a Negro waiter if there was anything doing in town. He
pondered gravely for a minute, and then replied: "Well, boss, | don't really reckon
there's anything at all doin' after sundown."

Sundown had been accomplished; it had been drowned in the drizzle long
before. So that spectacle was denied me. But | went forth upon the streets in the
drizzle to see what might be there.
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It is built on undulating grounds; and the streets are lighted by electricity at a
cost of $32,470 per annum.

As | left the hotel there was a race riot. Down upon me charged a company of
freedmen, or Arabs, or Zulus, armed with--no, | saw with relief that they were not
rifles, but whips. And | saw dimly a caravan of black, clumsy vehicles; and at the
reassuring shouts, "Kyar you anywhere in the town, boss, fuh fifty cents,” | reasoned
that | was merely a "fare™ instead of a victim.

| walked through long streets, all leading uphill. I wondered how those streets
ever came down again. Perhaps they didn't until they were "graded.” On a few of the
"main streets" | saw lights in stores here and there; saw street cars go by conveying
worthy burghers hither and yon; saw people pass engaged in the art of conversation,
and heard a burst of semi-lively laughter issuing from a soda-water and ice-cream
parlor. The streets other than "main" seemed to have enticed upon their borders
houses consecrated to peace and domesticity. In many of them lights shone behind
discreetly drawn window shades; in a few pianos tinkled orderly and irreproachable
music. There was, indeed, little "doing.” | wished | had come before sundown. So |
returned to my hotel.

In November, 1864, the Confederate General Hood advanced against
Nashville, where he shut up a National force under General Thomas. The latter then
sallied forth and defeated the Confederates in a terrible conflict.

All my life | have heard of, admired, and witnessed the fine marksmanship of
the South in its peaceful conflicts in the tobacco-chewing regions. But in my hotel a
surprise awaited me. There were twelve bright, new, imposing, capacious brass
cuspidors in the great lobby, tall enough to be called urns and so wide-mouthed that
the crack pitcher of a lady baseball team should have been able to throw a ball into
one of them at five paces distant. But, although a terrible battle had raged and was
still raging, the enemy had not suffered. Bright, new, imposing, capacious,
untouched, they stood. But, shades of Jefferson Brick! the tile floor--the beautiful tile
floor! I could not avoid thinking of the battle of Nashville, and trying to draw, as is
my foolish habit, some deductions about hereditary marksmanship.

Here | first saw Major (by misplaced courtesy) Wentworth Caswell. 1 knew
him for a type the moment my eyes suffered from the sight of him. A rat has no
geographical habitat. My old friend, A. Tennyson, said, as he so well said almost
everything:

Prophet, curse me the blabbing lip, And curse me the British vermin, the rat.

Let us regard the word "British" as interchangeable _ad lib_. A rat is a rat.

This man was hunting about the hotel lobby like a starved dog that had
forgotten where he had buried a bone. He had a face of great acreage, red, pulpy, and
with a kind of sleepy massiveness like that of Buddha. He possessed one single
virtue--he was very smoothly shaven. The mark of the beast is not indelible upon a
man until he goes about with a stubble. | think that if he had not used his razor that
day | would have repulsed his advances, and the criminal calendar of the world would
have been spared the addition of one murder.

| happened to be standing within five feet of a cuspidor when Major Caswell
opened fire upon it. | had been observant enough to perceive that the attacking force
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was using Gatlings instead of squirrel rifles; so | side-stepped so promptly that the
major seized the opportunity to apologize to a noncombatant. He had the blabbing lip.
In four minutes he had become my friend and had dragged me to the bar.

| desire to interpolate here that | am a Southerner. But | am not one by
profession or trade. | eschew the string tie, the slouch hat, the Prince Albert, the
number of bales of cotton destroyed by Sherman, and plug chewing. When the
orchestra plays Dixie | do not cheer. | slide a little lower on the leather-cornered seat
and, well, order another Wiirzburger and wish that Longstreet had--but what's the
use?

Major Caswell banged the bar with his fist, and the first gun at Fort Sumter re-
echoed. When he fired the last one at Appomattox | began to hope. But then he began
on family trees, and demonstrated that Adam was only a third cousin of a collateral
branch of the Caswell family. Genealogy disposed of, he took up, to my distaste, his
private family matters. He spoke of his wife, traced her descent back to Eve, and
profanely denied any possible rumor that she may have had relations in the land of
Nod.

By this time | was beginning to suspect that he was trying to obscure by noise
the fact that he had ordered the drinks, on the chance that | would be bewildered into
paying for them. But when they were down he crashed a silver dollar loudly upon the
bar. Then, of course, another serving was obligatory. And when | had paid for that |
took leave of him brusquely; for | wanted no more of him. But before | had obtained
my release he had prated loudly of an income that his wife received, and showed a
handful of silver money.

When | got my key at the desk the clerk said to me courteously: "If that man
Caswell has annoyed you, and if you would like to make a complaint, we will have
him ejected. He is a nuisance, a loafer, and without any known means of support,
although he seems to have some money most the time. But we don't seem to be able
to hit upon any means of throwing him out legally."

"Why, no," said I, after some reflection; "I don't see my way clear to making a
complaint. But | would like to place myself on record as asserting that | do not care
for his company. Your town,"” | continued, "seems to be a quiet one. What manner of
entertainment, adventure, or excitement have you to offer to the stranger within your
gates?"

"Well, sir," said the clerk, "there will be a show here next Thursday. It is--I'll
look it up and have the announcement sent up to your room with the ice water. Good
night."”

After | went up to my room | looked out the window. It was only about ten
o'clock, but | looked upon a silent town. The drizzle continued, spangled with dim
lights, as far apart as currants in a cake sold at the Ladies' Exchange.

"A quiet place,” | said to myself, as my first shoe struck the ceiling of the
occupant of the room beneath mine. "Nothing of the life here that gives color and
variety to the cities in the East and West. Just a good, ordinary, humdrum, business
town."

Nashville occupies a foremost place among the manufacturing centres of the
country. It is the fifth boot and shoe market in the United States, the largest candy
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and cracker manufacturing city in the South, and does an enormous wholesale
drygoods, grocery, and drug business.

| must tell you how | came to be in Nashville, and | assure you the digression
brings as much tedium to me as it does to you. | was traveling elsewhere on my own
business, but | had a commission from a Northern literary magazine to stop over there
and establish a personal connection between the publication and one of its
contributors, Azalea Adair.

Adair (there was no clue to the personality except the handwriting) had sent in
some essays (lost art!) and poems that had made the editors swear approvingly over
their one o'clock luncheon. So they had commissioned me to round up said Adair and
corner by contract his or her output at two cents a word before some other publisher
offered her ten or twenty.

At nine o'clock the next morning, after my chicken livers _en brochette  (try
them if you can find that hotel), | strayed out into the drizzle, which was still on for
an unlimited run. At the first corner I came upon Uncle Casar. He was a stalwart
Negro, older than the pyramids, with gray wool and a face that reminded me of
Brutus, and a second afterwards of the late King Cettiwayo. He wore the most
remarkable coat that | ever had seen or expect to see. It reached to his ankles and had
once been a Confederate gray in colors. But rain and sun and age had so variegated it
that Joseph's coat, beside it, would have faded to a pale monochrome. I must linger
with that coat, for it has to do with the story--the story that is so long in coming,
because you can hardly expect anything to happen in Nashville.

Once it must have been the military coat of an officer. The cape of it had
vanished, but all adown its front it had been frogged and tasseled magnificently. But
now the frogs and tassles were gone. In their stead had been patiently stitched (I
surmised by some surviving "black mammy") new frogs made of cunningly twisted
common hempen twine. This twine was frayed and disheveled. It must have been
added to the coat as a substitute for vanished splendors, with tasteless but painstaking
devotion, for it followed faithfully the curves of the long-missing frogs. And, to
complete the comedy and pathos of the garment, all its buttons were gone save one.
The second button from the top alone remained. The coat was fastened by other twine
strings tied through the buttonholes and other holes rudely pierced in the opposite
side. There was never such a weird garment so fantastically bedecked and of so many
mottled hues. The lone button was the size of a half-dollar, made of yellow horn and
sewed on with coarse twine.

This Negro stood by a carriage so old that Ham himself might have started a
hack line with it after he left the ark with the two animals hitched to it. As I
approached he threw open the door, drew out a feather duster, waved it without using
it, and said in deep, rumbling tones:

"Step right in, suh; ain't a speck of dust in it--jus' got back from a funeral, suh."”

| inferred that on such gala occasions carriages were given an extra cleaning. |
looked up and down the street and perceived that there was little choice among the
vehicles for hire that lined the curb. I looked in my memorandum book for the
address of Azalea Adair.
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"I want to go to 861 Jessamine Street," | said, and was about to step into the
hack. But for an instant the thick, long, gorilla-like arm of the old Negro barred me.
On his massive and saturnine face a look of sudden suspicion and enmity flashed for
a moment. Then, with quickly returning conviction, he asked blandishingly: “What
are you gwine there for, boss?"

"What is it to you?" | asked, a little sharply.

"Nothin’, suh, jus' nothin'. Only it's a lonesome kind of part of town and few
folks ever has business out there. Step right in. The seats is clean--jes' got back from
a funeral, suh."

A mile and a half it must have been to our journey's end. | could hear nothing
but the fearful rattle of the ancient hack over the uneven brick paving; | could smell
nothing but the drizzle, now further flavored with coal smoke and something like a
mixture of tar and oleander blossoms. All | could see through the streaming windows
were two rows of dim houses.

The city has an area of 10 square miles; 181 miles of streets, of which 137
miles are paved; a system of water-works that cost $2,000,000, with 77 miles of
mains.

Eight-sixty-one Jessamine Street was a decayed mansion. Thirty yards back
from the street it stood, outmerged in a splendid grove of trees and untrimmed
shrubbery. A row of box bushes overflowed and almost hid the paling fence from
sight; the gate was kept closed by a rope noose that encircled the gate post and the
first paling of the gate. But when you got inside you saw that 861 was a shell, a
shadow, a ghost of former grandeur and excellence. But in the story, | have not yet
got inside.

When the hack had ceased from rattling and the weary quadrupeds came to a
rest | handed my jehu his fifty cents with an additional quarter, feeling a glow of
conscious generosity, as | did so. He refused it.

"It's two dollars, suh," he said.

"How's that?" | asked. "I plainly heard you call out at the hotel: 'Fifty cents to
any part of the town.™

"It's two dollars, suh," he repeated obstinately. "It's a long ways from the
hotel."

"It is within the city limits and well within them.” | argued. "Don't think that
you have picked up a greenhorn Yankee. Do you see those hills over there?" | went
on, pointing toward the east (I could not see them, myself, for the drizzle); "well, |
was born and raised on their other side. You old fool nigger, can't you tell people
from other people when you see 'em?"

The grim face of King Cettiwayo softened. "Is you from the South, suh? |
reckon it was them shoes of yourn fooled me. They is somethin' sharp in the toes for
a Southern gen'l'man to wear."

"Then the charge is fifty cents, | suppose?" said | inexorably.

His former expression, a mingling of cupidity and hostility, returned, remained
ten seconds, and vanished.

"Boss," he said, "fifty cents is right; but I _needs_ two dollars, suh; I'm
_obleeged_ to have two dollars. | ain't _demandin'_ it now, suh; after | know whar
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you's from; I'm jus' sayin' that I _has_to have two dollars to-night, and business is
mighty po'."

Peace and confidence settled upon his heavy features. He had been luckier than
he had hoped. Instead of having picked up a greenhorn, ignorant of rates, he had
come upon an inheritance.

"You confounded old rascal,” | said, reaching down to my pocket, "you ought
to be turned over to the police.”

For the first time | saw him smile. He knew; _he knew_. HE KNEW.,

| gave him two one-dollar bills. As | handed them over I noticed that one of
them had seen parlous times. Its upper right-hand corner was missing, and it had been
torn through the middle, but joined again. A strip of blue tissue paper, pasted over the
split, preserved its negotiability.

Enough of the African bandit for the present: I left him happy, lifted the rope
and opened a creaky gate.

The house, as | said, was a shell. A paint brush had not touched it in twenty
years. | could not see why a strong wind should not have bowled it over like a house
of cards until | looked again at the trees that hugged it close--the trees that saw the
battle of Nashville and still drew their protecting branches around it against storm and
enemy and cold.

Azalea Adair, fifty years old, white-haired, a descendant of the cavaliers, as
thin and frail as the house she lived in, robed in the cheapest and cleanest dress | ever
saw, with an air as simple as a queen's, received me.

The reception room seemed a mile square, because there was nothing in it
except some rows of books, on unpainted white-pine bookshelves, a cracked marble-
top table, a rag rug, a hairless horsehair sofa and two or three chairs. Yes, there was a
picture on the wall, a colored crayon drawing of a cluster of pansies. | looked around
for the portrait of Andrew Jackson and the pinecone hanging basket but they were not
there.

Azalea Adair and | had conversation, a little of which will be repeated to you.
She was a product of the old South, gently nurtured in the sheltered life. Her learning
was not broad, but was deep and of splendid originality in its somewhat narrow
scope. She had been educated at home, and her knowledge of the world was derived
from inference and by inspiration. Of such is the precious, small group of essayists
made. While she talked to me | kept brushing my fingers, trying, unconsciously, to
rid them guiltily of the absent dust from the half-calf backs of Lamb, Chaucer,
Hazlitt, Marcus Aurelius, Montaigne and Hood. She was exquisite, she was a
valuable discovery. Nearly everybody nowadays knows too much--oh, so much too
much--of real life.

| could perceive clearly that Azalea Adair was very poor. A house and a dress
she had, not much else, | fancied. So, divided between my duty to the magazine and
my loyalty to the poets and essayists who fought Thomas in the valley of the
Cumberland, | listened to her voice, which was like a harpsichord's, and found that |
could not speak of contracts. In the presence of the nine Muses and the three Graces
one hesitated to lower the topic to two cents. There would have to be another
colloquy after I had regained my commercialism. But | spoke of my mission, and
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three o'clock of the next afternoon was set for the discussion of the business
proposition.

"Your town," | said, as | began to make ready to depart (which is the time for
smooth generalities), "seems to be a quiet, sedate place. A home town, | should say,
where few things out of the ordinary ever happen.”

It carries on an extensive trade in stoves and hollow ware with the West and
South, and its flouring mills have a daily capacity of more than 2,000 barrels.

Azalea Adair seemed to reflect.

"I have never thought of it that way," she said, with a kind of sincere intensity
that seemed to belong to her. "Isn't it in the still, quiet places that things do happen? |
fancy that when God began to create the earth on the first Monday morning one could
have leaned out one's window and heard the drops of mud splashing from His trowel
as He built up the everlasting hills. What did the noisiest project in the world--1 mean
the building of the Tower of Babel--result in finally? A page and a half of Esperanto
in the _North American Review ."

"Of course,"” said | platitudinously, "human nature is the same everywhere; but
there is more color--er--more drama and movement and--er--romance in some cities
than in others."

"On the surface," said Azalea Adair. "I have traveled many times around the
world in a golden airship wafted on two wings--print and dreams. | have seen (on one
of my imaginary tours) the Sultan of Turkey bowstring with his own hands one of his
wives who had uncovered her face in public. | have seen a man in Nashville tear up
his theatre tickets because his wife was going out with her face covered--with rice
powder. In San Francisco's Chinatown | saw the slave girl Sing Yee dipped slowly,
inch by inch, in boiling almond oil to make her swear she would never see her
American lover again. She gave in when the boiling oil had reached three inches
above her knee. At a euchre party in East Nashville the other night | saw Kitty
Morgan cut dead by seven of her schoolmates and lifelong friends because she had
married a house painter. The boiling oil was sizzling as high as her heart; but I wish
you could have seen the fine little smile that she carried from table to table. Oh, yes,
it is @ humdrum town. Just a few miles of red brick houses and mud and lumber
yards."

Some one knocked hollowly at the back of the house. Azalea Adair breathed a
soft apology and went to investigate the sound. She came back in three minutes with
brightened eyes, a faint flush on her cheeks, and ten years lifted from her shoulders.

"You must have a cup of tea before you go," she said, "and a sugar cake."

She reached and shook a little iron bell. In shuffled a small Negro girl about
twelve, barefoot, not very tidy, glowering at me with thumb in mouth and bulging
eyes.

Azalea Adair opened a tiny, worn purse and drew out a dollar bill, a dollar bill
with the upper right-hand corner missing, torn in two pieces, and pasted together
again with a strip of blue tissue paper. It was one of the bills | had given the piratical
Negro--there was no doubt about it.

"Go up to Mr. Baker's store on the corner, Impy," she said, handing the girl the
dollar bill, "and get a quarter of a pound of tea--the kind he always sends me--and ten
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cents worth of sugar cakes. Now, hurry. The supply of tea in the house happens to be
exhausted," she explained to me.

Impy left by the back way. Before the scrape of her hard, bare feet had died
away on the back porch, a wild shriek--I was sure it was hers--filled the hollow
house. Then the deep, gruff tones of an angry man's voice mingled with the girl's
further squeals and unintelligible words.

Azalea Adair rose without surprise or emotion and disappeared. For two
minutes | heard the hoarse rumble of the man's voice; then something like an oath and
a slight scuffle, and she returned calmly to her chair.

"This is a roomy house," she said, "and | have a tenant for part of it. | am sorry
to have to rescind my invitation to tea. It was impossible to get the kind | always use
at the store. Perhaps to-morrow, Mr. Baker will be able to supply me."

| was sure that Impy had not had time to leave the house. I inquired concerning
street-car lines and took my leave. After | was well on my way | remembered that |
had not learned Azalea Adair's name. But to-morrow would do.

That same day | started in on the course of iniquity that this uneventful city
forced upon me. | was in the town only two days, but in that time | managed to lie
shamelessly by telegraph, and to be an accomplice--after the fact, if that is the correct
legal term--to a murder.

As | rounded the corner nearest my hotel the Afrite coachman of the
polychromatic, nonpareil coat seized me, swung open the dungeony door of his
peripatetic sarcophagus, flirted his feather duster and began his ritual: "Step right in,
boss. Carriage is clean--jus' got back from a funeral. Fifty cents to any--"

And then he knew me and grinned broadly. "™Scuse me, boss; you is de
gen'l'man what rid out with me dis mawnin'. Thank you kindly, suh."

"l am going out to 861 again to-morrow afternoon at three," said I, "and if you
will be here, I'll let you drive me. So you know Miss Adair?" | concluded, thinking of
my dollar bill.

"I belonged to her father, Judge Adair, suh," he replied.

"l judge that she is pretty poor,” | said. "She hasn't much money to speak of,
has she?"

For an instant | looked again at the fierce countenance of King Cettiwayo, and
then he changed back to an extortionate old Negro hack driver.

"She ain't gwine to starve, suh,” he said slowly. "She has reso'ces, suh; she has
reso'ces."

"I shall pay you fifty cents for the trip," said I.

"Dat is puffeckly correct, suh,” he answered humbly. "I jus' _had_to have dat
two dollars dis mawnin', boss."

| went to the hotel and lied by electricity. | wired the magazine: "A. Adair
holds out for eight cents a word."

The answer that came back was: "Give it to her quick you duffer."

Just before dinner "Major" Wentworth Caswell bore down upon me with the
greetings of a long-lost friend. | have seen few men whom | have so instantaneously
hated, and of whom it was so difficult to be rid. | was standing at the bar when he
invaded me; therefore | could not wave the white ribbon in his face. I would have
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paid gladly for the drinks, hoping, thereby, to escape another; but he was one of those
despicable, roaring, advertising bibbers who must have brass bands and fireworks
attend upon every cent that they waste in their follies.

With an air of producing millions he drew two one-dollar bills from a pocket
and dashed one of them upon the bar. | looked once more at the dollar bill with the
upper right-hand corner missing, torn through the middle, and patched with a strip of
blue tissue paper. It was my dollar bill again. It could have been no other.

| went up to my room. The drizzle and the monotony of a dreary, eventless
Southern town had made me tired and listless. | remember that just before | went to
bed | mentally disposed of the mysterious dollar bill (which might have formed the
clew to a tremendously fine detective story of San Francisco) by saying to myself
sleepily: "Seems as if a lot of people here own stock in the Hack-Driver's Trust. Pays
dividends promptly, too. Wonder if--" Then | fell asleep.

King Cettiwayo was at his post the next day, and rattled my bones over the
stones out to 861. He was to wait and rattle me back again when | was ready.

Azalea Adair looked paler and cleaner and frailer than she had looked on the
day before. After she had signed the contract at eight cents per word she grew still
paler and began to slip out of her chair. Without much trouble I managed to get her
up on the antediluvian horsehair sofa and then I ran out to the sidewalk and yelled to
the coffee-colored Pirate to bring a doctor. With a wisdom that | had not expected in
him, he abandoned his team and struck off up the street afoot, realizing the value of
speed. In ten minutes he returned with a grave, gray-haired and capable man of
medicine. In a few words (worth much less than eight cents each) I explained to him
my presence in the hollow house of mystery. He bowed with stately understanding,
and turned to the old Negro.

"Uncle Ceasar," he said calmly, "Run up to my house and ask Miss Lucy to
give you a cream pitcher full of fresh milk and half a tumbler of port wine. And hurry
back. Don't drive--run. | want you to get back sometime this week."

It occurred to me that Dr. Merriman also felt a distrust as to the speeding
powers of the land-pirate's steeds. After Uncle Casar was gone, lumberingly, but
swiftly, up the street, the doctor looked me over with great politeness and as much
careful calculation until he had decided that | might do.

"It is only a case of insufficient nutrition,” he said. "In other words, the result
of poverty, pride, and starvation. Mrs. Caswell has many devoted friends who would
be glad to aid her, but she will accept nothing except from that old Negro, Uncle
Casar, who was once owned by her family."

"Mrs. Caswell!" said I, in surprise. And then | looked at the contract and saw
that she had signed it "Azalea Adair Caswell."

"I thought she was Miss Adair," | said.

"Married to a drunken, worthless loafer, sir,” said the doctor. "It is said that he
robs her even of the small sums that her old servant contributes toward her support.”

When the milk and wine had been brought the doctor soon revived Azalea
Adair. She sat up and talked of the beauty of the autumn leaves that were then in
season, and their height of color. She referred lightly to her fainting seizure as the
outcome of an old palpitation of the heart. Impy fanned her as she lay on the sofa.
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The doctor was due elsewhere, and | followed him to the door. I told him that it was
within my power and intentions to make a reasonable advance of money to Azalea
Adair on future contributions to the magazine, and he seemed pleased.

"By the way," he said, "perhaps you would like to know that you have had
royalty for a coachman. Old Casar's grandfather was a king in Congo. Casar himself
has royal ways, as you may have observed."

As the doctor was moving off I heard Uncle Caesar's voice inside: "Did he get
bofe of dem two dollars from you, Mis' Zalea?"

"Yes, Cesar," I heard Azalea Adair answer weakly. And then I went in and
concluded business negotiations with our contributor. | assumed the responsibility of
advancing fifty dollars, putting it as a necessary formality in binding our bargain.
And then Uncle Casar drove me back to the hotel.

Here ends all of the story as far as | can testify as a witness. The rest must be
only bare statements of facts.

At about six o'clock I went out for a stroll. Uncle Casar was at his corner. He
threw open the door of his carriage, flourished his duster and began his depressing
formula: "Step right in, suh. Fifty cents to anywhere in the city--hack's puffickly
clean, suh--jus' got back from a funeral--"

And then he recognized me. | think his eyesight was getting bad. His coat had
taken on a few more faded shades of color, the twine strings were more frayed and
ragged, the last remaining button--the button of yellow horn--was gone. A motley
descendant of kings was Uncle Casar!

About two hours later | saw an excited crowd besieging the front of a drug
store. In a desert where nothing happens this was manna; so | wedged my way inside.
On an extemporized couch of empty boxes and chairs was stretched the mortal
corporeality of Major Wentworth Caswell. A doctor was testing him for the immortal
ingredient. His decision was that it was conspicuous by its absence.

The erstwhile Major had been found dead on a dark street and brought by
curious and ennuied citizens to the drug store. The late human being had been
engaged in terrific battle--the details showed that. Loafer and reprobate though he had
been, he had been also a warrior. But he had lost. His hands were yet clinched so
tightly that his fingers would not be opened. The gentle citizens who had know him
stood about and searched their vocabularies to find some good words, if it were
possible, to speak of him. One kind-looking man said, after much thought: "When
‘Cas' was about fo'teen he was one of the best spellers in school."”

While | stood there the fingers of the right hand of “the man that was" which
hung down the side of a white pine box, relaxed, and dropped something at my feet. |
covered it with one foot quietly, and a little later on | picked it up and pocketed it. |
reasoned that in his last struggle his hand must have seized that object unwittingly
and held it in a death grip.

At the hotel that night the main topic of conversation, with the possible
exceptions of politics and prohibition, was the demise of Major Caswell. | heard one
man say to a group of listeners:

"In my opinion, gentlemen, Caswell was murdered by some of these no-
account niggers for his money. He had fifty dollars this afternoon which he showed to
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several gentlemen in the hotel. When he was found the money was not on his
person."

| left the city the next morning at nine, and as the train was crossing the bridge
over the Cumberland River I took out of my pocket a yellow horn overcoat button the
size of a fifty-cent piece, with frayed ends of coarse twine hanging from it, and cast it
out of the window into the slow, muddy waters below.

| wonder what's doing in Buffalo!

After-reading tasks:
I. Focus on the vocabulary and grammar.

1.1 Find the following words in the text; transcribe, translate and learn
them by heart:

refutation (to refute) tedium

humdrum frayed

indelible to infer

1.2 Translate the words into Ukrainian:

courtesy blandishing accomplice
loafer to nurture

Note: "infer" implies arriving at a conclusion by reasoning from evidence; if
the evidence is slight the term comes close to surmise".

1.3 Express the same idea in one word:

tediously uniform or unvarying; worn out (as an edge of cloth) by rubbing;
proving to be false or erroneous; overthrowing by argument, evidence or proof;
the quality of being tiresome because of length or dullness; that cannot be
removed, washed away or erased; to derive as a conclusion from facts or premises.

1.4 Translate the words-combinations and sentences into Ukrainian:

a) an indelible pencil; indelible disgrace; indelible impression; an indelible
trail in one's life; an indelible spot of wine; a mere inference; a humdrum life
(landscape, town, work, study); to lead a humdrum life; to bring tedium.

b) 1. That meeting left an indelible trace in my childish memories. 2. They say
that life in small towns is humdrum and monotonous, devoid of events and dullsome.
3. From his behaviour in the situation I infer that he has a generous heart. 4. I'm
afraid you can’t wash this spot away, for coffee spots are indelible. 5. He’d always
suffered tedium because of his humdrum work until he learn to find something
attractive about it. 6. | took a look at his frayed coat and inferred that he was in dire
straights. 7. The newspaper published an article with accusations towards a certain
film, which, though a refutation followed a couple of days later, cast an indelible
disgrace on its name. 8. Seeing his obviously bored face, | interfered that he felt
nothing but tedium. 9. As a refutation to the inference made by the policeman, he
showed him his driving license.

1.5 Choose from the active vocabulary words synonymous in meaning to the

following ones:

Monotonous, dull; to disprove (a disproof); fretted; unforgettable; boredom; to
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deduce, to conclude.

1.6 Make up sentences of your own, using in them some of the active

vocabulary of the story.

1.7 Find as many synonyms as you can to the following words:

indelible, humdrum. flayed.

1.8 Recall the situations from the text:

1. So far, as a matter of opinion, no refutation is necessary.

2. The mark tithe beast is not indelible upon a man.

3. Just a good, ordinary, humdrum. business town.

4. ... 1 assure you the digression brings as much tedium to me as it does to you.

5. This twine was frayed and disheveled.

6. | inferred that in such gala occasions carriages were given an extra cleaning.

1.8 Paraphrase or explain the meaning of the following expressions:

1 1 knew him for a type the moment my eyes suffered from the sight of him.

2. But | am not one by profession or trade.

3. I must linger with that coat, for it has to do with the story.

4. That same day | started on the course of iniquity that this uneventful city
forced upon me.

5. I was standing at the bar wizen he invaded me; therefore | could not wave the
while ribbon in his face.

1.9 Translate the sentences into Ukrainian:

1. 3ycmpiu 3 yico eerukorw naOuHOl cnpasuna Ha Jocona Hezabymwue
6PAJICEHRHA.

2. Bci sawi 36uHy8aueHHs - 6Cb0O20 JUle NPUNYIWEHHS, WO He Nnompeodyioms
CNpOCMYBAaHHA.

3. Tlobauuswiu, ax weUOKO I HEpPIBHO iXana MawuHa, NOaiYelcbKuti 3poous
BUCHOBOK, 140 80O0Il N'sIHUIL.

4. Ilosumnen ckazamu, wo MOHOMOHHUU Xi0 NOOIU 6 MANEHbKUX MICMeuKax
HABIBAE HA MeHE HYOb2Y.

5. Ceoero be3uecHoo 8iOMOB0I0 00PYICUMUCS HA YL OIBUUHI MU NOKPU8 cebe
He3MUBHOIO 2anbOOI0.

6. HUOZO nowapnaHne najibmo, nokpume niuAMamu, KL HEMONCIIUBO eidinpamu,
C8I0YUN0 NPO KPAUHIL CMYNiHb OIOHOCM.

7. Ilobauuswiu, wo cmpiiku M020 200UHHUKA He pyxanomscs, s 3poous
6UCHOBOK, U{0 60HU 3/1AMATUCAL.

1.10 Answer the following questions on grammar:

1. Point out the predicative construction in the sentence “I happened to be
standing within five feet of a cuspidor when Major Caswell opened fire upon it.”
What is its peculiarity?

2. Analyse the sentences of the paragraph from the point of view of their
structure and from the point of view of the purpose of the utterance: "I have never
thought of it that way," she said, with a kind of sincere intensity that seemed to
belong to her. "Isn't it in the still, quiet places that things do happen? | fancy that
when God began to create the earth on the first Monday morning one could have
leaned out one's window and heard the drops of mud splashing from His trowel as He
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built up the everlasting hills. What did the noisiest project in the world--1 mean the
building of the Tower of Babel--result in finally? A page and a half of Esperanto in
the _North American Review ."

3. Explain the usage of the Past Perfect in the following passage: And then he
recognized me. | think his eyesight was getting bad. His coat had taken on a few
more faded shades of color, the twine strings were more frayed and ragged, the last
remaining button--the button of yellow horn--was gone.

4. Write out conversational formulas.

I1. Focus on understanding, interpretation and discussion:

2.1 Answer the following questions and do the given assignments:

1. Explain why these things happened:

1. So | returned to my hotel.

2. By this time | began to suspect that he was trying to obscure by noise the fact
that he had ordered the drinks.

3. So they had commissioned me to round up said Adair and corner by contract
his or her output...

4. But for an instance the thick, long. gorilla-like arm of the Negro barred me.

5."... I'm just sayin' that | has to have two dollars to-night..." .

6. She Caine back M three minutes with brightened eyes, a faint flush on her
cheeks, and ten years lifleelfrom her shoulders.

7. "I am sorry to have to rescind my invitation to tea”.

8. I wired the magazine: “A.Adair holds out for eight cents a word” .

9. After she had signed the contract... she grew still paler and began to slip out
of her chair.

10. | covered it with one foot quietly, and a little later on I picked it up and
pocketed it.

2. Describe Major Wentworth Caswell: appearance; manners; occupations. Point
out some elements of his direct and indirect characterization. Why does the narrator
use the word "rat™ while speaking of him? What does the fact that his only virtue was
that he was clean-shaven?

3. Describe Azalea Adair: appearance, manners, occupation, education,
character. Why did the narrator feel himself "in the presence of the nine Muses and
the three Graces" while talking to her?

4. Compare two views of the life in small towns: the narrator's and Azalea
Malt's. Which of them is proved to be correct in the story?

5. Why does the narrator consider himself "an accomplice to a murder"? What is
your moral estimation of his having concealed the name of the murderer?

6. Which role does "the dollar bill with the upper right-hand corner missing"
play as to revealing the true life of Azalea Adair? 7. What is to your mind the
function of references from an encyclopaedia concerning that small town breaking
the narration at several points?

7. What's the meaning of the last question of the story ("I wonder what's doing
in Buffalon!”).
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2.2 ldentify the stylistic devices your find in the given sentences. Determine

their function in the text.

1. East is East, and West is San Francisco, according to Californians.
Californians are a race of people; they are not merely inhabitants of a State. They are
the Southerners of the West.

2. But as soon as they come to mistake your silence for conviction, madness
comes upon them, and they picture the city of the Golden Gate as the Bagdad of the
New World.

3. Sundown had been accomplished; it had been drowned in the drizzle long
before. So that spectacle was denied me. But | went forth upon the streets in the
drizzle to see what might be there.

4. This man was hunting about the hotel lobby like a starved dog that had
forgotten where he had buried a bone. He had a face of great acreage, red, pulpy, and
with a kind of sleepy massiveness like that of Buddha.

5. He spoke of his wife, traced her descent back to Eve, and profanely denied
any possible rumor that she may have had relations in the land of Nod.
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HaBuanrHe BugaHHs
(aHTIIICBKOIO MOBOIO)

['omy6 FOnisa IBaniBHa, €MenbsHoBa Banentnna MukonaiBaa, Hagrouiit Hatamns
OnekcanapiBHa

[MPAKTUYHUI KYPC ITEPIIOI IHO3EMHOI MOBH (AHTJIIMCHKOT):

[IpakTUKyM 3 TOMAITHLOTO YUTAHHS
JUIs 3100yBaYiB CTYIICHS BUIOT OCBITH OakajaBpa criemianbHOCT1 «Dimosoris
OCBITHRO-TIpOdeciiiHOT Tporpamu «MoBa 1 j1iTeparypa (aHITiChKa)»

Pentensent I M. [lImenvrosa
BianosinaneHuii 3a Bunyck C. M. €nikeesa
Kopekrop 4. C.Maxoescvka
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