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LIEJIM M 3AJAYH OCBOEHUS JUCLMIIIUHBI

[enbro ocBOEHMS AMCUUILIUHBI «JIuTepaTypa cTpaH U3y4aeMbIX SI3bIKOB (Ha
MHOCTPAHHOM SI3bIKE)» SIBJISIETCS (POPMHPOBAHUE CHUCTEMbl 3HAHUM, YMEHHUH W
HaBBIKOB B 00JIACTU MCTOPUH 3apyOEkKHOM JIMTepaTyphl: 000ralieHue npecTaBie-
HUI CTYJIEHTOB O XapakKTepe M OCOOCHHOCTSIX JIUTEpaTyp M3y4aeMoro Si3blka OT
MOMEHTa HUX 3apOXKJICHHS 10 COBPEMEHHOCTH; CHaOXeHre OOydaroImuxcs CBefe-
HUSIMUA, HEOOXOAUMBIMU U TIOJTHOILICHHOTO BOCIIPUSATHS M aHAIN3a TIPOU3BEICHUN
€BPOIIEHMCKOIO CIOBECHOTO MCKYCCTBA; COBEPLICHCTBOBAHWE YMEHMM U HABBIKOB
JIMTEPATYPOBENUECKOTO XapAKTEPA, CO3AAHNE YCIOBUM AJIS MOAACPKAHUSA NHTEPE-
ca OyaylMX MEeNaroroB K MOCTHXKEHHIO OOIIEYETIOBEUECKUX HPABCTBEHHBIX ICH-
HOCTEH U MOBBIIICHHUIO 00IIeH (DUTOTOTHYECKOMN KYIbTYPBHI.

N3yuyenne nucuuiuinHbel «JIutepaTypa CcTpaH H3ydaeMbIX S3BIKOB (Ha
MHOCTPAHHOM $I3bIKE)» HaIpaBJI€HO Ha (JOPMUPOBAHUE Y CTYACHTOB KOMIIETEH-
muu [IK-1 — roroBHOCTH peann3oBbIBaTH OOpa3oBaTENbHbIE MPOTPaMMbI IO
y4eOHBIM NPEAMETAaM B COOTBETCTBUM C TPEOOBAHUSIMU 00pa30BaTEIbHBIX CTAH-
JapTOB.

B cooTBeTcTBHE € ATUM CTaBATCA CIAEAYIOIIME 3a4a91 JUCLUIIINHBL:

— yrayOsieHue 3HaHUM o0ydJarommxcs o crnenuuueckux 0CoOEHHOCTSIX
JUTEPATYPHl KAaK OJHOTO W3 BAXHEHIIMX HAJACTPOEYHBIX OOpa30BAHMM, O
COLMAJIbHO-UCTOPUYECKOM M OCTETUYECKOW NPUPOJIE  XYHAOKECTBEHHOTO
TBOPYECTBA,

— npoOyKJe€HUE HMHTEpeca CTYIEHTOB K HAy4YHbIM IIpoOJieMaM JpPYyIrux
U3y4aeMbIX JTUCHUUIUIMH (KYJIbTYPOJIOTHUs, CTPAHOBEAEHUE, HMHOCTPAHHBIN S3bIK);
aKTyajqu3alus MEXIPEIMETHBIX CBSI3€H, OpPUEHTHUPOBAHHBIX Ha TO, YTOOBI
OMOYb OOydaroluMCsl NMPEACTaBUTh ce0€ XOJ Ppa3BUTHs JMTEpPATypbl B €€
HEpa3pbIBHOW CBS3M C HCTOPUENM KOHKPETHOM CTpPaHbl M CTAaHOBJIECHHEM €€
SI3bIKOBOU KYJIBTYPBI;

— TONOJIHEHUE 3HAHUU CTYACHTOB O BaKHEUIINX (paKTOpax COLMAIHHO-
DKOHOMHYECKOTO, IMOJIUTHYECKOTO U COLUMOKYJIBTYPHOIO IIOPSAKA, OKa3bIBAB-
IIMX [EPBOCTENECHHOE BIIMSHUE HA AHIJIMUCKYIO M HEMELKYIO JINTEpaTyphbl Ha
IIPOTSKEHUHA UX MHOTOBEKOBOI'O CYLIECTBOBAHUS B pa3Hble UCTOPUYECKHE IIe-
pUOABL;

— (popmMHupoBaHUE y CTYIEHTOB MPEACTABICHUN 00 OOIIMX 3aKOHOMEPHO-
CTSX Pa3BHUTHsI UCKYCCTBA XYAO’KECTBEHHOI'O CJIOBa B AHIIMMU U ['epmaHuu OT
JPEBHOCTH 10 HACTOAIIETO BPEMEHU M XapaKTEPHBIX OCOOCHHOCTSIX CIIOBECHO-
CTHU CTPaH M3y4YaeMbIX S3BIKOB HA PA3JINYHBIX UCTOPUUYECKUX dTaNax;

— O3HAaKOMJICHHE OOYYaroIIUXCsl C HauboJjiee 3HAUMUTEIbHBIMU MAMSITHH-
KaMHM JIUTEPATypPbl CTPAH U3yYaEMBbIX SA3BIKOB, BXOIAIMMU B MUPOBOU KyJIbTYp-
HBIN (HOHT;

— oOoraileHue 3HaHUH CTYACHTOB 00 OTHEIbHBIX JESATENSAX €BPONEHCKON
KYJIBTYpBbI, UX )KU3HEHHOM U TBOPYECKOM IIyTH: 03HAaKOMJIEHHE 00YyJaroIMxcs ¢
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OTJIENBHBIMU OHOTPAdUIECKUMHU CBEICHUSMHU, 3HAHUE KOTOPHIX HEOOXOIUMO
IS TITyOOKOTO IOHUMAaHUSI U3Y4aeMbIX TEKCTOB;

— pa3BuUTHE 0a30BBIX MPEACTABICHUN O MPUHITUIIBI PACCMOTPEHUS TIPO-
W3BEJCHUI CJIOBECHOTO MCKYCCTBA, CO3JAHHBIX HA PA3IMUHBIX HUCTOPUUYCCKUX
dTamax; pa3BUTHE Y CTYJIECHTOB YMEHHS aHAIM3UPOBATH N3y4aeMbIe MPOU3BEIC-
HUS B UCTOPUKO-KYJIBTYPHOM, JTUTEPATYPHOM U OMOTrpadnueckoM KOHTEKCTE;

— o0orameHue CTYyJACHTOB 3HAHUSMH TEOPETUKO-TUTEPATYPHOTO Xapak-
Tepa, BBICTYMAIOIIMMH B POJIM HHCTPYMEHTApHsI B XO/I€ aHAJIM3a U WHTEPIIpeTa-
IIUM TEKCTOB JIMTEPATYPHBIX MPOU3BEICHUI;

— (opmupoBaHUE y CTYyICHTOB MPEACTABICHUN O TUTEPAType KaK KyJb-
TypHOM (€HOMEHE, O 3aJI0KECHHOM B MPOU3BEACHHSIX BOCHUTATEIIBHOM TOTCH-
1Majge U BO3MOKHOCTH WCIIOJIb30BAHUS XY/IOKECTBEHHBIX TEKCTOB B MPOIECCE
MIPENO/IaBaHMs] MHOCTPAHHBIX S3BIKOB B 00IIE00pa30BaTEIHLHOM MIKOJIE;

— obecrnieyeHne yCIOBUN NIl aKTUBU3AIMHN TTO3HABATEILHON JEATEIhHO-
CTH OOYyYaroIIuXcs, HalpaBJICHHON HAa YCBOCHHE U TepepadoTKy MH(opmaruu,
npuoOpeTeHre yMEHUM, creruduueckux s o0jJacTu ux Oyaymied npodeccu-
OHAJILHOU JIEATEIIEHOCTH U (POPMUPOBAHHUE PA3HOILIAHOBBIX KOMITETEHITUH.

KOMIIETEHIIMHU OBYYAIOILIEI'OCA, POPMHUPYEMBIE
B PE3YJIbTATE OCBOEHUA JUCIUITJINHBI

B coorBercTBUM ¢ conepkaHueM QpopMupyemMoil mpodeccuoHaIbHOMN
komreteHnu [IK-1 (TOTOBHOCTH peain30BBIBaTH 00Opa30BaTEIbHBIC MPOTPAM-
MBI TIO YYEOHBIM MPEAMETaM B COOTBETCTBUU C TPeOOBaHHUIMH 0Opa30BaTEINb-
HBIX CTaHJIaPTOB) B pe3yJIbTaTe OCBOCHUS JUCIMILIMHBI 00Yy4aIOIMUNCs JOHKEH

3HATH:

— cnenuduueckrue OCOOEHHOCTH JUTEpaTypbl KakK OJHOM M3 Ba)KHBIX
OCTABJLIIOIIMX KYJIbTYPhl M MCKYCCTBA CJIOBA, €€ COLMAIBHO-ICTETHYECKUE
byHKIUY;

— COJEP’)KAHME OCHOBHBIX TEOPETHKO-IIMTEPATYPHBIX TEPMHUHOB U IOHS-
TUH, KOTOPbIE MOTYT OBITH MCIOJB30BaHbl B XOJI€ aHAJIW3a U UHTEPIPETALNUU
JIMTEPATYPHBIX TEKCTOB;

— OCHOBHBIC IPUHIMIIBI U IPUEMBI AHAJIN3A JIMTEPATYPHBIX TEKCTOB, CO-
3IaHHBIX HA Pa3JIMYHBIX dTalax pa3BUTHs JuTepaTyp AHrimu u I'epmanny;

— BakHeWue (aKkToOpbl COLUATBHO-IKOHOMUYECKOTO, MOJUTUYECKOTO U
COLMOKYJIbTYPHOTO IOPSAKA, OKa3bIBABIIME IIEPBOCTEIIEHHOE BIUSHUE Ha IIPO-
LIECC Pa3BUTHUS AHIVIMMCKOM M HEMELKOW JIMTEPATYp Ha PA3IMYHBIX MCTOpHYE-
CKMX JTamnax;

— OCHOBHBIE TUIIOJIOTHYECKUE YEPThI U UJIEHHO-XYA0KECTBEHHOE CBOE00-
pa3ue HanboJiee 3HaYUTENbHBIX JIUTEPATYPHBIX HAIIPaBICHUN;

— BakKHeWIme TpeOOBaHMS K BBIPA3UTEIBHOMY UTEHHUIO TEKCTOB U pas-
JIMYHBIM THIIAM [IEPECKA30B;



— aBTOpPOB MPOMU3BEJCHUM, OTAEIbHbIE (DaKThl U3 UX Ouorpaduii, OCHOB-
HBIE 3TaIlbl TBOPYECKOIO My TH;

— COJEPIKaHNE CAMBIX MU3BECTHBIX NAMSITHUKOB AHIVIMMCKOM M HEMELKOU
JUTEPATYPBI, UX POJIb B HCTOPUU PA3BUTHUS HALMOHAIBHBIX U MUPOBOW JIUTEPA-
TYpbl U KYJBTYDBI;

— cojep)kaHue y4eOHUKOB, Y4E€OHBIX MOCOOMII W XpecToMaTuid; aapeca
WuTepHeT-caiiToB, coaepkamux HHPOPMAIUIO 00 aHTTTUIICKON 1 HEMEIKOM JIH-
TepaType B LEJIOM U UX OTIAEIbHBIX IPEICTABUTEISX;

yMeTh:

— 1aBaTh OOIIYI0 XapaKTePUCTHUKY JUTEPATyphl KaK OOIIECTBEHHOTO SB-
JIEHUS U OJJTHOTO U3 BHUJIOB HCKYCCTBA;

— IIOJIB30BAThCS B MPOLECCE aHAIM3a U MHTEPIPETALUA TEKCTOB JINTEpa-
TypOBEIYECKUMH IMOHATUAMU U TEPMUHAMU;

— HCIIOJIB30BaTh B IIPOLIECCE AHAIN3A XYAOKECTBEHHBIX TEKCTOB 3HaHUS,
IpUOOpPETEHHBIE B PE3ybTAaTe U3YUEHUS APYTUX AUCLUILINH (UICTOPUH, KYJIbTY-
POJIOTHH, JINHIBUCTHUKH);

— paccMaTpuBaTh HM3ydaeMble IPOU3BEICHUS, NPHUHHMAs BO BHHMAaHUE
HBOJIIOLIMIO JIMTEPATYPHOTO MPOIECCA, B UCTOPUKO-KYJIBTYPHOM, Ouorpaduue-
CKOM U JINTEPATYPHOM KOHTEKCTE;

— BBIPA3UTENIbHO YHUTaTh (PParMEHTHl U3 MPO3aUYECKUX U TMOITUYECKUX
MIPOU3BEICHUN;

— BOCHPOU3BOJUTH (B XOJ€ KPAaTKOTO WJIM MOJAPOOHOTO IMepeckasa) co-
JepKaHUE JIMTEPATYPHBIX TEKCTOB, CO3JaHHBIX HA PA3JINYHBIX JTAlax pa3BUTHUSA
AHTJIMACKOW U HEMELIKOM JIUTEPATYP;

— OpraHu30BbIBaTh MOMCKOBYIO JEATEIBHOCTh U OTOMPATh U3 Y4EOHUKOB,
y4eOHBIX TOCOOMI U XpecTOMATUI UM MaTEPUaAJIOB, coaepramumxcs Ha HTep-
HET-caiTax, nH(OpMaLHI0, HEOOXOIUMYIO JIJIsl PELIECHUs] KOHKPETHOM M03HaBa-
TEJILHOM 3aJa4u;

— OpraHU30BbIBATH ITOATPYIIIBI CTYJICHTOB CBOECH IPYIIIBI JJI OBJIAJICHHUS
VMU OIIBITOM B3aMMOJCHCTBUS IPHU PEIICHHUH IIPENIAracMbIX MPENoaBaTeIeM
yueOHBIX 3a7a4;

BJIA/IETh:

— NPEICTaBICHUSAMH O CHEIU(PUUECKHX OCOOCHHOCTSX JIMTEPATyphl Kak
COCTAaBHOM YacCTH KYJIbTYPBI M HUCKYCCTBa CJIOBa, O CBOCOOpa3uu €€ COLUaIbHO-
VUCTOPUYECKON U CTETUYECKON IPUPOIBI;

— npo¢eCCHOHATBPHBIMA OCHOBaMHU PEYEBOM KOMMYHHUKAIIMU: 3HAHHEM
OCHOBHBIX TEOPETHKO-TUTEPATYpPHBIX MOHATUN, KOTOPHIMU KBaJIU(DUIIMPOBAH-
HBI YATATEIb JOJDKEH ONIEPUPOBATh B IIPOLIECCE AaHAIN3A U UHTEPIPETALNH JIU-
TepaTypHBIX ITPOU3BEICHUN;

— YMEHHEM pacCMaTpuBaTh M3ydaeMble NPOU3BEICHUS C yU4ETOM 3BOJIIO-
MU XYAO0’KECTBEHHOI'O CO3HAHUSA M JUHAMUKH JIUTEPATYPHOIO Ipolecca, pas-



JMYHBIX THUIIOB KOHTEKCTOB (MCTOPUYECKOTO, OMOrpauyecKkoro, JUTEPaTypHO-
ro);

— CIIOCOOHOCTBIO BBIPA3UTENBHO YUTATh OTPBIBKU U3 MOAITHYECKUX U MPO-
3aMYECKUX TEKCTOB PA3JINYHBIX POJIOB U )KAHPOB;

— CBEJCHUSIMH 00 OOIIMX 3aKOHOMEPHOCTSIX Pa3BUTHS JIMTEPATYP AHIVIUU
u ['epMaHuy OT APEBHOCTU O COBPEMEHHOCTH U XapaKTEPHBIX OCOOEHHOCTSIX
OTJEJIbHBIX IIEPUOOB;

— uH(popMaImel o Haubosee 3HAYUTENbHBIX NucaTenax AHrimu u ['ep-
MaHUH, 00 OTAENBHBIX 3Talax >KU3HEHHOTO M TBOPUYECKOTO IMYTH, O BKIAJE XY-
JO’KHUKOB CJIOBA B PA3BUTUE MUPOBOM KYJIBTYPBI;

— 3HaHHEM COJEP>KaHMsI HaubO0JIee U3BECTHBIX TPOU3BEACHUIN aHTIIMICKOM
U HEMELKOW JMTepaTypsl, NPEACTABICHUIMU 00 UX MECTE B MCTOPUU HAIHO-
HaJIbHBIX U MUPOBOM JIMTEPATYPHI U KYJIbTYPHI,

— BKJIFOYAThCS B COBMECTHYIO JESTENBHOCTD C YJIEHAMHU CBOEH I'PYIIILI, B
XOJI€ pelIeHHsl yueOHBIX 3a7a4

COIAEPKXAHUE U CTPYKTYPA JUCHUIIVINHBI

Pacnipenenenue BumoB yueOHOH pabOTHI M KX TPYAOEMKOCTH TI0 pa3ziesiam
JTUCITUTUTNHBI, U3y9aeMbIM BO 7 U 8 ceMecTpax (ounas ¢popma)
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TEXT I
Plot

The plot is the sequence of related incidents or events of which a story is
composed. It involves the summarizing of the gist of a story or a passage and the
exclusion of minor points. It is essential, therefore that you should choose proper
vocabulary to retell all major events of the story precisely and concisely. Make
sure that your narration is devoid of repetition and circumlocutions.

Please, note that a story may be made up of several related episodes. It is
advisable then, that you should give the plot and the analysis of each episode in
succession.

The Tigress And Her Mate
by James Thurber

Proudfoot, a tiger, became tired of his mate, Sobra, a few weeks after they
had set up housekeeping, and he fell to leaving home earlier and earlier, in the
morning, and returning later and later at night. He no longer called her «Sugar
Paw», or anything else, but merely clapped his paws when he wanted anything,
or, if she was upstairs, whistled. The last long speech he ever made to her at
breakfast was «What the hell's the matter with you? I bring you rice and peas
and coconut oil, don't I? Love is something you put away in the attic with your
wedding dress. Forget it.» And he finished his coffee, put down the Jungle
News, and started for the door.

«Where are you going ?» Sobra asked.

«Out» he said. And after that, every time she asked him where he was go-
ing, he said, «Outy», or «Away», or «Hushy.

When Sobra became aware of the coming of what would have been, had
she belonged to the chosen species, a blessed event, and told Proudfoot about it,
he snarled, «Growp.» He had now learned to talk to his mate in code, and
«growp» meant «I hope the cubs grow up to be xylophone players or major gen-
erals.» Then he went away, as all males do at such a moment, for he did not
want to be bothered by his young until the males were old enough to box with
and the females old enough to insult. While waiting for the unblessed event to
take place, he spent his time fighting water buffaloes and riding around with
plainclothes tigers in a prowl car.

When he finally came home, he said to his mate, «Eeps» meaning I' m go-
ing to hit the sack, and if the kids keep me awake by yowling I'll drown them
like so many common house kittens.» Sobra stalked to the front door of their
house, opened it, and said to her mate, «Scat.» The fight that took place was ter-
rible but brief. Proudfoot led with the wrong paw, was nailed with the swiftest
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right cross in the jungle, and never really knew where he was after that. The next
morning, when the cubs, male and female, tumbled eagerly down the stairs de-
manding to know what they could do, their mother said, «You can go into the
parlour and play with your father. He's the tiger rug just in front of the fireplace.
I hope you'll like him.»

The children loved him.

Moral: Never be mean to a tiger's wife, especially if you are the tiger.

The plot of the story «The Tigress and Her Mate» goes like this. Proud-
foot got tired of his wife soon after their marriage. He made it clear to her by his
insolent behaviour, sheer neglect and continuous insults. His freedom of any
moral obligations resulted in the fact that even the news of the coming babies
left him unmoved, as he didn't consider them to be worthy of his attention. So-
bra, his wife, could put up with the situation until it concerned her own life, but
when she realized, that her husband's reckless demeanor threatened the future
and well-being of her children, she killed him and made a rug of his skin for the
children to play on.

TEXT II

Peter Pan (extract)
by J. M. Barrie

«Michael, when I was your age I took medicine without a murmur. I said
«Thank you, kind parents, for giving me bottles to make me well.»

He really thought that was true, and Wendy, who was in her nightgown
believed it also, and she said, to encourage Michael, «That medicine you some-
times take, father, 1s much nastier, i1sn't it?»

«Ever so much nastier,» Mr. Darling said bravely, «and I would take it
now as an example to you, Michael, if | hadn't lost the bottle.»

He had not exactly lost it; he had climbed in the dead of night to the top of
the wardrobe and hidden it there. What he did not know was that the faithful
Wendy had found it, and put it back on his wash-stand.

«I know where it is, father,» Wendy cried, always glad to be of service.
«I'll bring it,» and she was off before he could stop her. Immediately his spirits
sank in the strangest way.

«John,» he said, shuddering, «it's most beastly stuff. It's that nasty, sticky,
sweet kind.»

«It will soon be over, father,» John said cheerily, and then in rushed Wen-
dy with the medicine in a glass.

«I have been as quick as I could,» she panted.
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«You have been wonderfully quick,» her father retorted, with a vindictive
politeness that was quite thrown away upon her. «Michael first,» he said dog-
gedly.

«Father first,» said Michael, who was of a suspicious nature.

«I shall be sick, you know,» Mr. Darling said threateningly.

«Come on, father,» said John.

«Hold your tongue, John,» his father rapped out.

Wendy was quite puzzled. «I thought you took it quite easily, father.»

«That is not the point,» he retorted. «The point is, that there is more in my
glass than in Michael's spoon.» His proud heart was nearly bursting. «And it is-
n't fair; [ would say it though it were with my last breath — it isn't fair.»

«Father, I am waiting,» said Michael coldly.

«It's all very well to say you are waiting; so am | waiting.»

«Father's a cowardly custard.»

«So are you a cowardly custard.»

«I'm not frightened.»

«Neither am I frightened.»

«Well, then, take it.»

«Well, then, you take it.»

Wendy had a splendid idea. « Why not both take it at the same time?»

«Certainly,» said Mr. Darling. «Are you ready, Michael?»

Wendy gave the words, one, two, three, and Michael took his medicine,
but Mr. Darling slipped his behind his back.

I. Do multiple choice questions below.

1. How many characters are involved in the incident?

a)2

b) 3

c)4

2. Why did the row ensue?

a) The little boy had refused to take his medicine.

b) The father had hidden his medicine in the wardrobe.

¢) Wendy had found her father's medicine.

3. Why did the father decide to set his son an example?

a) He was sure that nobody would be able to find his medicine.

b) Any father would do it to encourage his son.

c¢) He wanted to impress Mrs. Darling.

4. Why did they start debating who was supposed to be the first to take his
medicine?

a) Michael must have had a reason not to trust his father.

b) Mr. Darling was of a suspicious nature.

c¢) There was more medicine in the father's glass than in Michael's spoon.
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5. How did they work out the problem?

a) They drank it at the same time.

b) Michael took his medicine, but Mr. Darling slipped his behind his back.
c) Mr. Darling took his medicine, but Michael slipped his behind his back.

II. Summarize your answers and give the plot of the passage.
TEXT III

Return to Kanzas City (extract)
by Irvin Shaw

«Why do you talk like that, Arline?» «Because I want to be in Kanzas
City,» she wailed. «Explain to me,» Eddy said, «why in the name of God are
you so crazy for Kanzas City?»

«I'm lonesome,» Arline wept with true bitterness. «I'm awfully lonesome.
I'm only twenty one years old, Eddy.»

Eddy patted her gently on the shoulder. «Look, Arline.» He tried to make
his voice very warm and at the same time logical.

«If you would only go easy. If you would go by coach and not buy pre-
sents for everybody, may be I can borrow a coupler bucks and swing it.»

«I would rather die,» Arline said. «I would rather never see Kanzas City
again for the rest of my life than let them know my husband has to watch pen-
nies like a street-car conductor. A man with his name in the papers every week.
It would be shameful!»

«But, Arline, darling» — Eddie's face was tortured — «you go four times a
year, you spread presents like the W.P.A. and you always buy new clothes...»

«I can't appear in Kanzas City in rags!» Arline pulled at a stocking, right-
ing it on her well-curved leg. «I would rather...»

«Some day, darling,» Eddy interrupted. «We are working up. Right now |
can't.»

«You can!» Arline said. «You are lying to me, Eddy Megaffin. Jake Blu-
cher called up this morning and he told me he offered you a thousand dollars to
fight Joe Principe.»

Eddy sat down in a chair. He looked down at the floor, understanding why
Arline had picked this particular afternoon.

«You would come out of that fight with seven hundred and fifty dollars.»
Arlines voice was soft and inviting. «I could go to Kanzas.

«Joe Principe will knock my ears off. At this stage,» Eddy said slowly,
«I'm not ready for Joe Principe. He is too strong and too smart for me.»
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I. Questions:

1. What kind of relationship is there between Eddy and Arline?

2. What are they debating?

3.0n what condition is Eddy prepared to make a concession and let
Arline go to visit her parents?

4. Why does she insist that she should spend a lot of money on her pre-
sents and clothes?

5. Where does she suggest he should get the money from?

II. Summarize your answers and give the plot of the passage.
TEXT IV

The Colonel's Lady (extract)
by W. S. Maugham

Evie had been a sad disappointment to him. Of course she was a lady, and
she had a bit of money of her own; she managed the house uncommonly well
and she was a good hostess. The village people adored her. She had been a pret-
ty little thing when he married her, with a creamy skin, light brown hair, and a
trim figure, healthy too, and not a bad tennis player; he couldn't understand why
she'd had no children; of course she was faded now, she must be getting on for
five and forty; her skin was drab, her hair had lost its sheen, and she was as thin
as a rail. She was always neat and suitably dressed, but she didn't seem to bother
how she looked, she wore no make-up and didn't even use lipstick; sometimes at
night when she dolled herself up for a party you couldn't tell that once she'd
been quite attractive, but ordinarily she was - well, the sort of a woman you
simply didn't notice. A nice woman, of course, a good wife, and it wasn't her
fault if she was barren, but it was tough on a fellow who wanted an heir of his
own loins; she hadn't any vitality, that's what was the matter with her. He sup-
posed he'd been in love with her when he asked her to marry him, at least suffi-
ciently in love for a man who wanted to marry and settle down, but with time he
discovered that they had nothing much in common. She didn't care about hunt-
ing, and fishing bored her. Naturally they had drifted apart. He had to do her the
justice to admit that she'd never bothered him. There'd been no scenes. They had
no quarrels. She seemed to take it for granted that he should go his own way.
When he went up to London now and then she never wanted to come with him.
He had a girl there, well, she wasn't exactly a girl, she was thirty five if she was
a day, but she was blonde and luscious and he only had to wire ahead of time
and they'd dine, do a show, and spend a night together. Well, a man, a healthy
normal man had to have some fun in his life. The thought crossed his mind that
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if Evie hadn't been such a good woman she'd have been a better wife, but it was
not the sort of thought that he welcomed and he put it away from him.

I. Questions:

1.1Is the passage the author's discourse, the personages' discourse, or rep-
resented speech?

2. What does the passage deal with?

3. What does the Colonel think of his wife?

4. How does he account for his marital failure?

5. What excuse does he find for his marital infidelity?

II. Summarize your answers and give the plot of the passage.
TEXT V

Conflict

The development of the plot depends on the conflict — a clash of ac-
tions, ideas, desires or wills. The character may be pitted against some other per-
son or group of persons (man-against-man); he may be in conflict with some ex-
ternal force — physical nature, society or fate (man-against-environment); or he
may be in conflict with his own nature (man-against-himself). The conflict may
be physical, mental, emotional or moral. The central character in the conflict,
whether he be a sympathetic or an unsympathetic person, is referred to as the
protagonist; the forces arrayed against him, whether persons, things or traits of
his own character are the antagonists. In some stories the conflict is single, clear-
cut and easily identifiable. In others it is multiple, various and subtle. A person
may be in conflict with other persons, with society or nature, and with himself
all at the same time, and sometimes he may be involved in conflict without be-
ing aware of it. The analysis of a story through its central conflict is likely to be
especially fruitful for it rapidly takes us to what is truly at issue in the story.

The plot of the story «The Lumber Room» is based on the conflict be-
tween Nickolas, the protagonist of the story, and his aunt, who may obviously be
regarded as the antagonist. The conflict is mental (the boy's skilful strategy
against the aunt's scheme of punishment) as well as emotional and possibly mor-
al (the boy's decision not to come to his aunt's rescue and punish her with her
own weapon). The central conflict of the story may be looked upon in terms of
moral values and defined as one between poetic imagination and dogmatic, pe-
dantic, philistine mind.

We can go deeper into the conflict and ask «What is the reason of the
conflict?», «How does it develop?», «Does it reach its climax?», «What evi-
dence from the text testifies to it?», « What sustains the conflict?», « Who is the
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winner?», «How is the protagonist's victory (defeat) to be explained in terms of
human personality and character?» A conflict may be clearly expressed as white
vs. black, hero vs. villain, although in interpretire fiction the contrasts are likely
to be less marked. Good may be opposed to good. There may be difficulty in de-
termining what is the good, and internal conflict tends therefore to be more fre-
quent than physical conflict.

The Claxtous (extract)
by Aldous Huxley

Martha went on smiling her habitual smile of sweet forgiving benevo-
lence. But inside she felt extremely angry: the child had made a fool of them all
in fort of Judith and Jack. She would have liked to give her a good smacking.
Instead of which — for one must never be rough with a child, one must never let
it see that one is annoyed — she reasoned with Sylvia, she explained, she ap-
pealed, more in sorrow than in anger, to her better feelings.

«Your daddy and I don't think it's right to make animals suffer when we
can eat vegetables which don't suffer anything.

«How do you know they don't?» asked Sylvia, shooting out the question
malignantly. Her face was ugly with sullen ill-temper.

«We don't think it right, darling», Mrs. Claxton went on, ignoring the in-
terruption, «and I'm sure you wouldn't either, if you realized. Think, my pet: to
make the bacon, that you had eaten, a poor little pig had to be killed. To be
killed, Sylvia. Think of that. A poor innocent little pig that hadn't done anybody
harm.»

«But I hate pigs», cried Sylvia. Her sullenness flared up into sudden fe-
rocity; her eyes that had been fixed and glassy with a dull resentment, darkly
flashed. «I hate them, hate them, hate them...»

I. Questions:

1.What kind of conflict is Martha, the protagonist of the story involved
in?

2.What gave rise to the conflict?

3.Did Martha's ignoring her daughter's reasonable argument intensify the
conflict? In what way?

4 Martha was in conflict with Sylvia and herself all at the same time.
What kind of struggle was going on within her? What emotions had Martha to
suppress? What expression did her face wear?

5. Did Martha succeed in forcing her vegetarian principles upon her
daughter?

6. Why do you think Sylvia's protest against her mother was so malignant
and even violent?
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7. Do you approve of Martha's way of handling Sylvia? Why / Why not?

Character

Reading for character is more difficult than reading for plot, for character
is much more complex, variable, and ambiguous. Anyone can repeat what a per-
son has done in a story but considerable skill may be needed to describe what a
person is.

An author may present the characters either directly or indirectly. In direct
presentation he tells us straight out, by exposition or analysis, what a character is
like, or has someone else in the story tell us what he is like. In indirect presenta-
tion the author shows us the character in action: we infer what he is like from
what he thinks or says or does.

Somerset Maugham uses direct presentation when he has the narrator de-
scribe Ruth Barlow as a widow who had splendid eyes, «the gift of pathos» and
who was stupid, scheming and as hard as nails.» He resorts to indirect presenta-
tion when he, shows Miss Barlow deceiving the narrator (she said she would
send him a cheque and never did) from what we can infer that she was a deceit-
ful and dishonest woman.

All fictional characters may be classified as static or developing. The stat-
ic character is the same sort of person at the end of the story as he was at the be-
ginning. The developing (or dynamic) character undergoes a permanent change
in some aspect of his character, personality or outlook.

The main character is usually complex and many-sided, he might require
an essay for full analysis. The minor character is characterized by one or two
traits; he can be summed up in a sentence.

TEXT VI

The Man of Property (extract)
by J. Galsworthy

...He had hardly seen anything of June since it began. A bad business! He
had no notion of giving her a lot of money to enable a fellow he knew nothing
about to live on in idleness. He had seen that sort of thing before: no good ever
came of it. Worst of all, he had no hope of shaking her resolution; she was as
obstinate as a mule, always had been from a child. He didn't see where it was to
end. They must cut their coat according to their cloth. He would not give way
till he saw young Bosinney with an income of his own. That June would have
trouble with the fellow was as plain as a pikestaff; he had no more idea of mon-
ey than a cow. As to this rushing down to Wales to visit the young man's aunts,
he fully expected they were old cats.
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And, motionless, old Jolyon stared at the wall; but for his open eyes, he
might have been asleep. The idea of supposing that young cub Soames could
give him advice! He had always been a cub, with his nose in the air! He would
be setting up as a man of properly next, with a place in the country! A man of
property! H'mgh! Like his father, he was always nosing out bargains, a cold-
blooded young beggar!

He rose, and, going to the cabinet, began methodically stocking his cigar-
case from a bundle fresh in. They were not bad at the price, but you couldn't get
a good cigar nowadays, nothing to hold a candle to those old Superfmos of Han-
son and Bridger's. That was a cigar!

...Difficult to believe it was so long ago; he felt young still! Of all his
thoughts, as he stood there counting his cigars, this was the most poignant, the
most bitter. With his white head and his loneliness he remained young and green
at heart.

I. Questions:

1. How is the main character drawn in the passage? (directly, indirectly)

2. What can you say about old Jolyon's mood and nature judging by his
inner monologue?

3. What do you learn about old Jolyon's character from his meditarious
about his granddaughter June and her engagement with Bosinney?

4. Considering old Jolyon's thoughts about his nephew Soames and the
phrases he used (that young cub, nosing out bargains, a cold-blooded young
beggar) what can you say about old Jolyon's attitude to him?

5. What is suggested about old Jolyon by the use of the phrase «you
couldn't get a good cigar nowadays, nothing to hold a candle to those old Super-
fmos of Hanson and Bridger's.»?

6. How does the author himself characterize old Jolyon?

TEXT VII

Theme

The theme of a piece of fiction is its controlling idea or its central insight.
It is the unifying generalization about life stated or implied by the story. To de-
rive the theme of a story, we must ask what its central purpose is: what view of
life it supports or what insight into life it reveals.

Theme must be expressed in the form of a statement with a subject and a
predicate. In stating theme we do not use the names of characters in the story,
for to do so is to make a specific rather than a general statement..

Theme exists in all interpretative fiction but only in some escape fiction.
The purpose of some stories may be simply to provide suspense or to make the
reader laugh or to surprise him with a sudden twist at the end. In getting at the
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theme of the story it is better to ask not «What does the story teach?» but «What
does this story reveal?» Sometimes the best approach is to explore the nature of
the central conflict and its outcome. Sometimes the title may provide an im-
portant clue. Sometimes it may be the revelation of a human character. Theme
may be explicitly stated either by the author or by one of the characters. But
more often it is implied.

The theme of a story, like its plot, may be stated very briefly or at a great-
er length. The theme of the passage from «The Man of Property» (given in the
previous chapter) may be expressed like this: «Old age is wise but rather pathet-
ic and lonely. Some old people feel young and green at heart; they may have a
wistful longing for the things they have known in their youth». With a more
complex story we may feel that a paragraph — or occasionally even an essay - is
needed to state it adequately. A rich story may give us many and complex in-
sights into life.

In stating the theme terms like «eveny, «all», «always» should be used
very cautiously. Terms like «some», «sometimesy, «may» are often more accu-
rate.

The text below deals with the problem of an outsider in the family. Read
the text. Answer the questions. Summarize your answers and be ready to dwell
on the problem. Try to single out at least one more related problem and com-
ment on it.

Sons and Lovers (extract)
by D. H. Lawrence

'Wha's it matter to yo' what time I come whoam?' he shouted.

And everybody in the house was still, because he was dangerous. He ate
his food in the most brutal manner possible and, when he had done, pushed all
the pots in a heap away from him, to lay his arms on the table. Then he went to
sleep.

Paul hated his father so. The collier's small, mean head, with its black hair
slightly soiled with grey, lay on the bare arms, and the face, dirty and inflamed,
with a fleshy nose and thin, paltry brows, was turned sideways, asleep with beer
and weariness and nasty temper. If anyone entered suddenly, or a noise were
made, the man looked up and shouted:

Til lay my fist about thy y'ead, I'm tellin' thee, if tha doesna stop that clat-
ter ! Dost hear ?'

And the two last words, shouted in a bullying fashion, usually at Annie,
made the family writhe with hate of the man.

He was shut out from all family affairs. No one told him anything. The
children, alone with their mother, told her all about the day's happenings, every-
thing. Nothing had really taken place in them until it was told to their mother.
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But as soon as the father came in, everything stopped. He was like the scotch in
the smooth, happy machinery of the home. And he was always aware of this fall
of silence on his entry, the shutting off of life, the unwelcome. But now it was
gone too far to alter.

He would dearly have liked the children to talk to him, but they could not.
Sometimes Mrs Morel would say:

"You ought to tell your father.'

Paul won a prize in a competition in a child's paper. Everybody was high-
ly jubilant.

'Now you'd better tell your father when he comes in,' said Mrs Morel.
"You know how he carries on and says he's never told anything.'

'All right,' said Paul. But he would almost rather have forfeited the prize
than have to tell his father.

'I've won a prize in a competition, dad,' he said.

Morel turned round to him.

'Have you, my boy? What sort of a competition?"

'Oh, nothing — about famous women.'

'And how much is the prize, then, as you've got?'

'It's a book.'

'Oh, indeed!'

'About birds.'

'Hm-hm!'

And that was all. Conversation was impossible between the father and any
other member of the family. He was an outsider. He had denied the God in him.

The only times when he entered again into the life of his own people was
when he worked, and was happy at work. Sometimes, in the evening, he cobbled
the boots or mended the kettle or his pit-bottle. Then he always wanted several
attendants, and the children enjoyed it. They united with him in the work, in the
actual doing of something, when he was his real self again.

He was a good workman, dexterous, and one who, when he was in a good
humour, always sang. He had whole periods, months, almost years, of friction
and nasty temper. Then sometimes he was jolly again. It was nice to see him ran
with a piece of red-hot iron into the scullery, crying:

'Out of my road — out of my road !'

Then he hammered the soft, red-glowing stuff on his iron goose, and
made the shape he wanted. Or he sat absorbed for a moment, soldering. Then the
children watched with joy as the metal sank suddenly molten, and was shoved
about against the nose of the soldering-iron, while the room was full of a scent
of burnt resin and hot tin, and Morel was silent and intent for a minute. He al-
ways sang when he mended boots because of the jolly sound of hammering. And
he was rather happy when he sat putting great patches on his moleskin pit trou-
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sers, which he would often do, considering them too dirty, and the stuff too hard,
for his wife to mend.

I. Questions:

1. The father is presented very unfavourably. Do we have any sympathy
for him? When, and how is it brought out?

2. The first reference in the passage to Mr. Morel is to 'his father'. What
other words are used to refer to him? Why does Lawrence keep changing?

3. Why do you think the father acts as he does ? Do you feel he realizes
what the others think of him?

4. What do you imagine the relationship between Paul's mother and father
is like?

5. Do you find the passage realistic, or exaggerated?

6. There are several possible 'gaps' in communication in this family scene,
any of which might help to explain how the situation arose. Which of the fol-
lowing do you think the most significant in the context ?

— the generation gap

— 1nability to communicate because of different social backgrounds and

— working environments

— unwillingness to communicate

— shyness

— insecurity

MY OEDIPUS COMPLEX
by Frank O'Connor

Father was in the army all through the war — the first war, [ mean — so, up
to the age of five, I never saw much of him, and what I saw did not worry me.
Sometimes I woke and there was a big figure in khaki peering down at me in the
candlelight. Sometimes in the early morning I heard the slamming of the front
door and the clatter of nailed boots down the cobbles of the lane. These were Fa-
ther's entrances and exits. Like Santa Claus he came, and went mysteriously.

In fact, I rather liked his visits, though it was an uncomfortable squeeze
between Mother and him when I got into the big bed in the early morning. He
smoked, which gave him a pleasant musty smell, and shaved, an operation of
astounding interest. Each time he left a trail of souvenirs — model tanks and Gur-
kha knives® with handles made of bullet cases, and German helmets and cap
badges and button-sticks, and all sorts of military equipment — carefully stowed
away in a long box on top of the wardrobe, in case they ever came in handy.
There was a bit of the magpie about Father;’ he expected everything to come in
handy. When his back was turned, Mother let me get a chair and rummage
through his treasures. She didn't seem to think so highly of them as he did.

20



The war was the most peaceful period of my life. The window of my attic
faced southeast. My Mother had curtained it, but that had small effect. I always
woke with the first light and, with all the responsibilities of the previous day
melted, feeling myself rather like the sun, ready to illumine and rejoice. Life
never seemed so simple and clear and full of possibilities as then. I put my feet
out from under the clothes — I called them Mrs Left and Mrs Right — and invent-
ed dramatic situations for them in which they discussed the problems of the
day. At least Mrs Right did; she was very demonstrative, but I hadn't the same
control of Mrs Left, so she mostly contented herself with nodding agreement.

They discussed what Mother and I should do during the day, what Santa
Claus should give a fellow for Christmas, and what steps should be taken to
brighten the home. There was that little matter of the baby, for instance. Mother
and I could never agree about that. Ours was the only house in the terrace
without a new baby, and Mother said we couldn't afford one till Father came
back from the war because they cost seventeen and six. That showed how simple
she was. The Geneys up the road had a baby, and everyone knew they couldn't
afford seventeen and six. It was probably a cheap baby, and Mother wanted
something really good, but I felt she was too exclusive. The Geneys' baby would
have done us fine.

Having settled my plans for the day, I got up, put a chair under the attic
window, and lifted the frame high enough to stick out my head. The window
overlooked the front gardens of the terrace behind ours, and beyond these it
looked over a deep valley to the tall, red-brick houses terraced up the opposite
hillside, which were all still in shadow, while those at our side of the valley were
all it up, though with long strange shadows that made them seem unfamiliar;
rigid and painted.

After that I went into Mother's room and climbed into the big bed. She
woke and I began to tell her of my schemes. By this time, though I never seem
to have noticed it, I was petrified* in my nightshirt, and I thawed as I talked until,
the last frost melted, I fell asleep beside her and woke again only when I heard
her below in the kitchen, making the breakfast.

After breakfast we went into town; heard Mass at St. Augustine's " and
said a prayer for Father, and did the shopping. If the afternoon was fine, we ei-
ther went for a walk in the country or a visit to Mother's great friend in the con-
vent, Mother St. Dominic. Mother had them all praying for Father, and every
night, going to bed, I asked God to send him back safe from the war to us. Lit-
tle, indeed, did I know what I was praying for!

One morning, I got into the big bed, and there, sure enough, was Father in
his usual Santa Claus manner, but later, instead of uniform, he put on his best blue
suit, and Mother was as pleased as anything. I saw nothing to be pleased about,
because, out of uniform, Father was altogether less interesting, but she only
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beamed, and explained that our prayers had been answered, and off we went to
Mass to thank God for having brought Father safely home.

The irony of it! That very day when he came in to dinner he took off his
boots and put on his slippers, donned the dirty old cap he wore about the house
to save him from colds, crossed his legs, and began to talk gravely to Mother,
who looked anxious. Naturally, I disliked her looking anxious, because it de-
stroyed her good looks, so I interrupted him.

«Just a moment, Larry!» she said gently.

This was only what she said when we had boring visitors, so I attached no
importance to it and went on talking.

«Do be quiet, Larry!» she said impatiently. Don't you hear me talking to
Daddy?»

This was the first time I had heard these ominous words, «talking to Dad-
dy,» and I couldn't help feeling that if this was how God answered prayers, he
couldn't listen to them very attentively.

«Why are you talking to Daddy?» I asked with as great a show of indif-
ference as I could muster.

«Because Daddy and I have business to discuss. Now, don't interrupt
again!»

In the afternoon, at Mother's request, Father took me for a walk. This time
we went into town instead of out to the country, and I thought at first, in my
usual optimistic way, that it might be an improvement. It was nothing of the
sort. Father and I had quite different notions of a walk in town. He had no proper
interest in trams, ships, and horses, and the only thing that seemed to divert him
was talking to fellows as old as himself. When I wanted to stop he simply went
on, dragging me behind him by the hand; when he wanted to stop I had no alter-
native but to do the same. I noticed that it seemed to be a sign that he wanted to
stop for a long time whenever he leaned against a wall. The second time I saw
him do it I got wild. He seemed to be settling himself for ever. I pulled him by
the coat and trousers, but, unlike Mother who, if you were too persistent, got in-
to a wax ~ and said: «Larry, if you don't behave yourself, I'll give you a good
slap,» Father had an extraordinary capacity for amiable inattention. I sized him
up and wondered would I cry, but he seemed to be too remote to be annoyed
even by that. Really, it was like going for a walk with a mountain! He either ig-
nored the wrenching and pummelling entirely, or else glanced down with a grin
of amusement from his peak. I had never met anyone so absorbed in himself as
he seemed.

At tea time, «talking to Daddy» began again, complicated this time by the
fact that he had an evening paper, and every few minutes he put it down and told
Mother something new out of it. I felt this was foul play. Man for man, I was
prepared to compete with him any time for Mother's attention, but when he had
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it all made up for him by other people it left me no chance. Several times I tried
to change the subject without success.

«You must be quiet while Daddy is reading, Larry,» Mother said impa-
tiently.

It was clear that she either genuinely liked talking to Father better than
talking to me, or else that he had some terrible hold on her which made her
afraid to admit the truth.

«Mummy,» I said that night when she was tucking me up, «do you think
if I prayed hard God would send Daddy back to the war?»

She seemed to think about that for a moment.

«No dear,» she said with a smile. «I don't think He would.»

«Why wouldn't He, Mummy?»

«Because there isn't a war — any longer, dear.»

«But, Mummy, couldn't God make another war, if He liked?»

«He wouldn't like to, dear. It's not God who makes wars, but bad people.»

«Oh!» I said.

I was disappointed about that. I began to think that God wasn't quite what
He was cracked up to be.

Next morning I woke at my usual hour, feeling like a bottle of cham-
pagne. I put out my feet and invented a long conversation in which Mrs Right
talked of the trouble she had with her own father till she put him in the Home. I
didn't quite know what the Home was but it sounded the right place for Father.
Then I got my chair and stuck my head out of the attic window. Dawn was just
breaking, with a guilty air that made me feel I had caught it in the act. My head
bursting with stories and schemes, I stumbled in next door, and in the half-
darkness scrambled into the big bed. There was no room at Mother's side so I
had to get between her and Father. For the time being I had forgotten about him,
and for several minutes I sat bolt upright, racking my brains to know what I
could do with him. He was taking up more than his fair share of the bed, and I
couldn't get comfortable, so I gave him several kicks that made him grunt and
stretch. He made room all right, though. Mother waked and felt for me. I settled
back comfortably in the warmth of the bed with my thumb in my mouth.

«Mummy!» [ hummed, loudly and contentedly.

«Sssh! dear,» she whispered, «Don't wake Daddy!»

This was a new development, which threatened to be even more serious
than «talking to Daddy.» Life without my early morning conferences was un-
thinkable.

«Why?» I asked severely.

«Because poor Daddy is tired.»

This seemed to me a quite inadequate reason, and I was sickened by the
sentimentality of her «poor Daddy». I never liked that sort of gush;’ it always
struck me as insincere.
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«Oh!» I said lightly. Then in my most winning tone: «Do you know where
I want to go with you today, Mummy?»

«No, dear,» she sighed.

«I want to go down the Glen and fish for thorny backs with my new net,
and then I want to go out to the Fox and Hounds, and—

«Don't-wake-Daddy!» she hissed angrily, clapping her hand across my
mouth.

But it was too late. He was awake, or nearly so. He grunted and reached
for the matches. Then he stared incredulously at his watch.

«Like a cup of tea, dear?» asked Mother in a meek, hushed voice I had
never heard her use before. It sounded almost as though she were afraid.

«Tea?» he exclaimed indignantly. «Do you know what the time 1s?»

«And after that I want to go up the Rathcooney Road,» I said loudly, afraid
I'd forget something in all those interruptions.

«Go to sleep at once, Larry!» she said sharply.

I began to snivel. I couldn't concentrate, the way that pair went on, and
sm%thering my early-morning schemes was like burying a family from the cra-
dle.

Father said nothing, but lit his pipe and sucked it, looking out into the
shadows, without minding Mother or me. I knew he was mad. Every time I
made a remark Mother hushed me irritably. I was mortified. I felt it wasn't fair;
there was even something sinister in it. Every time I had pointed out to her the
waste of making two beds when, we could both sleep in one, she had told me it
was healthier like that, and now here was this man, this stranger, sleeping with
her without the least regard for her health!

He got up early and made tea, but though he brought Mother a cup he
brought none for me.

«Mummy ,» I shouted, «I want a cup of tea, too.»

«Yes, dear,» she said patiently. «You can drink from Mummy's saucer.»

That settled it. Either Father or I would have to leave the house. I didn't
want to drink from Mother's saucer; I wanted to be treated as an equal in my
own home, so, just to spite her, I drank it all and left none for her. She took that
quietly, too.

But that night when she was putting me to bed she said gently:

«Larry, I want you to promise me something.»

«What is it?» I asked.

«Not to come in and disturb poor Daddy in the morning. Promise?»

«Poor Daddy» again! I was becoming suspicious of everything involving
that quite impossible man.

«Why?» I asked.

«Because poor Daddy is worried and tired and he doesn't sleep well.»

«Why doesn't he, Mummy?»
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«Well, you know, don't you, that while he was at the war Mummy got
the pennies from the Post Office?»’

«From Miss MacCarthy?»

«That's right. But now, you see, Miss MacCarthy hasn't any more pennies,
so Daddy must go out and find us some. You know what would happen if he
couldn't?»

«No,» I said, «tell us.»

«Well, I think we might have to go out and beg for them like the poor old
woman on Fridays. We wouldn't like that, would we?»

«No,» I agreed. «We wouldn't».

«So you'll promise not to come in and wake him?»

«Promise.»

Mind you, I meant that. I knew pennies were a serious matter, and I was
all against having to go out and beg like the old woman on Fridays. Mother laid
out all my toys in a complete ring round the bed so that, whatever way 1 got
out, I was bound to fall over one. of them.

When I woke I remembered my promise all right. I got up and sat on the
floor and played—for hours, it seemed to me. Then I got my chair and looked
out of the attic window for more hours. I wished it was time for Father to wake;
I wished someone would make me a cup of tea. I didn't feel in the least like the
sun; instead, I was bored and so very, very cold! I simply longed for the
warmth and depth of the big feather-bed.

At last I could stand it no longer. I went into the next room. As there was
still no room at Mother's side I climbed over her and she woke with a start.

«Larry,» she whispered, gripping my arm very tightly, «what did you
promise?»

«But I did, Mummy,» I wailed, caught in the very act. «I was quiet for ever
so long.»

«Oh, dear, and you're perished!» she said sadly, feeling me all over. «Now,
if I let you stay will you promise not to talk?»

«But I want to talk, Mummy,» I wailed.

«That has nothing to do with it,» she said with a firmness that was new to
me. «Daddy wants to sleep. Now, do you understand that?»

I understood it only too well. I wanted to talk, he wanted to sleep — whose
house was it, anyway?

«Mummy,» | said with equal firmness, «I think it would be healthier for
Daddy to sleep in his own bed.».

That seemed to stagger her, because she said nothing for a while.

«Now, once for all,» she went on, «you're to be perfectly quiet or go back
to your own bed. Which is it to be?»

The injustice of it got me down. I had convicted her out of her own mouth
of inconsistency and unreasonableness, and she hadn't even attempted to re-
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ply. Full of spite, I gave Father a kick, which she didn't notice but which made
him grunt and open his eyes in alarm.

«What time is it?» he asked in a panic-stricken voice, not looking at Moth-
er but at the door, as if he saw someone there,

«It's early yet,» she replied soothingly. «It's only the child. Go to sleep
again. ...Now, Larry,» she added, getting out of bed, «you've wakened Daddy and
you must go back.»

This time, for all her quiet air, I knew she meant it, and knew that my prin-
cipal rights and privileges were as good as lost unless I asserted them at once. As
she lifted me, I gave a screech, enough to wake the dead, not to mind Father. He
groaned.

«That damn child! Doesn't he ever sleep?»

«It's only a habit, dear,» she said quietly, though I could see she was
vexed.

«Well, it's time he got out of it,» shouted Father, beginning to heave in the
bed. He suddenly gathered all the bedclothes about him, turned to the wall, and
then looked back over his shoulder with nothing showing only two small, spite-
ful, dark eyes. The man looked very wicked.

To open the bedroom door, Mother had to let me down, and I broke free
and dashed for the farthest corner, screeching. Father sat bolt upright in bed.

«Shut up, you little puppy!» he said in a choking voice.

I was so astonished that I stopped screeching. Never, never had anyone
spoken to me in that tone before. I looked at him incredulously and saw his face
convulsed with rage. It was only then that I fully realized how God had codded'
me, listening to my prayers for the safe return of this monster.

«Shut up, you! I bawled, beside myself.

«What's that you said?» shouted Father, making a wild leap out of the bed.

«Mick, Mick!» cried Mother. «Don't you see the child isn't used to you?»

«I see he's better fed than taught,» « snarled Father, waving his arms wild-
ly. «He wants his bottom smacked.»

All his previous shouting was as nothing to these obscene words referring
to my person. They really made my blood boil.

«Smack your own!» I screamed hysterically. «Smack your own! Shut up!
Shut up!»

At this he lost his patience and let fly at me. He did it with the lack of con-
viction you'd expect of a man under Mother's horrified eyes, and it ended up as
a mere lap, but the sheer indignity of being struck at all by a stranger, a total
stranger who had cajoled his way back from the war into our big bed as a result
of my innocent intercession, made me completely dotty.' I shrieked, and
shrieked, and shrieked, and danced in my bare feet, and Father, looking awk-
ward and hairy in nothing but a short grey army shirt, glared down at me like a
mountain out for murder. I think it must have been then that I realized he was
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jealous too. And there stood Mother in her nightdress, looking as if her heart
was broken between us. I hoped she felt as she looked. It seemed to me that she
deserved it all.

From that morning on my life was a hell. Father and I were enemies, open
and avowed. We conducted a series of skirmishes against one another, he trying
to steal my time with Mother and I his. When she was sitting on my bed, telling
me a story, he took to looking for some pair of old boots which he alleged he
had left behind at the beginning of the war. While he talked to Mother I played
loudly with my toys to show my total lack of concern. He created a terrible
scene one evening when he came in from work and found me at his box, playing
with his regimental badges, Gurkha knives, and button-sticks. Mother got up and
took the box from me.

«You mustn't play with Daddy's toys unless he lets you, Larry,» she said
severely. «Daddy doesn't play with yours.»

For some reason Father looked at her as if she had struck him and then
turned away with a scowl.

«Those are not toys,» he growled, taking down the box again to see if |
had lifted anything. Some of those curios are very rare and valuable.» But as
time went on I saw more and more how he managed to alienate Mother and me.
What made it worse was that I couldn't grasp his method or see what attraction he
had for Mother. In every possible way he was less winning than I. He had a
common accent and made noises at his tea. I thought for a while that it might be
the newspapers she was interested in, so I made up bits of news of my own to
read to her. Then I thought it might be the smoking, which I personally thought
attractive, and took his pipes and went round the house dribbling into them till he
caught me. I even made noises at my tea, but Mother only told me I was disgust-
ing. It all seemed to hinge round that unhealthy habit of sleeping together, so I
made a point of dropping into their bedroom and nosing round, talking to my-
self, so that they wouldn't know. I was watching them, but they were never up
to anything that I could see. In the-end it beat me. It seemed to depend on being
grown-up and giving people rings, and I realized I'd have to wait.

But at the same time I wanted him to see that I was only waiting, not giv-
ing up the fight. One evening when he was being particularly obnoxious, chat-
tering away well above my head, I let him have it.

«Mummy,» I said, «do you know what I'm going to do when I grow up?»

«No, dear,» she replied. «What?»

«I'm going to marry you,» I said quietly.

Father gave a great guffaw out of him, but he didn't take me in." I knew it
must only be pretence. And Mother, in spite of everything, was pleased. I felt
she was probably relieved to know that one day Father's hold on her would be
broken.

«Won't that be nice?» she said with a smile.
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«It'll be very nice,» I said confidently. «Because we're going to have lots
and lots of babies.»

»That's right, dear,» she said placidly. «I think we'll have one soon, and
then you'll have plenty of company.»

I was no end pleased about that because it showed that in spite of the way
she gave in to Father she still considered my wishes. Besides, it would put the
Geneys in their place.

It didn't turn out like that, though. To begin with, she was very preoccu-
pied — I supposed about where she would get the seventeen and six — and
though Father took to staying out late in the evenings it did me no particular
good. She stopped taking me for walks, became as touchy as blazes, and
smacked me for nothing at all. Sometimes I wished I'd never mentioned the con-
founded baby—I seemed to have a genius for bringing calamity on myself.

And calamity it was! Sonny arrived in the most appalling hullabaloo —
even that much he couldn't do without a fuss — and from the first moment I dis-
liked him. He was a difficult child—so far as 1 was concerned he was always
difficult—and demanded far too much attention. Mother was simply silly about
him, and couldn't see when he was only showing off. As company he was worse
than useless. He slept all day, and I had to go round the house on tiptoe to avoid
waking him. It wasn't any longer a question of not waking Father. The slogan
now was «Don't-wake-Sonny!» 1 couldn't understand why the child wouldn't
sleep at the proper time, so whenever Mother's back was turned I woke him.
Sometimes to keep him awake I pinched him as well. Mother caught me at it one
day and gave me a most unmerciful slapping.

One evening, when Father was coming in from work, I was playing trains
in the front garden. I let on not to notice him; instead, I pretended to be talking
to myself, and said in a loud voice: «If another bloody baby

comes into this house, I'm going out!»

Father stopped dead and looked at me over his shoulder.

«What's that you said?» he asked sternly.

«I was only talking to myself,» I replied, trying to conceal my panic. «It's
private.»

He turned and went in without a word. Mind you, I intended it as a sol-
emn warning, but its effect was quite different. Father started being quite nice to
me. | could understand that, of course. Mother was quite sickening about Sonny.
Even at mealtimes she'd get up and gawk at him in the cradle with an idiotic
smile, and tell Father to do the same. He was always polite about it, but he
looked so puzzled you could see he didn't know what she was talking about. He
complained of the way Sonny cried at night, but she only got cross and said that
Sonny never cried except when there was something up with him — which was a
flaming lie, because Sonny never had anything up with him, and only cried for
attention. It was really painful to see how simple-minded she was. Father wasn't
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attractive, but he had a fine intelligence. He saw through Sonny, and now he
knew that I saw through him as well.

One night I woke with a start. There was someone beside me in the bed.
For one wild moment I felt sure it must be Mother having come to her senses
and left Father for good, but then I heard Sonny in convulsions in the next room,
and Mother saying: «There! There! There!» '* and I knew it wasn't she. It was
Father. He was lying beside me, wide awake, breathing hard and apparently as
mad as hell.

After a while it came to me what he was mad about. It was his turn now.
After turning me out of the big bed, he had been turned out himself. Mother had
no consideration now for anyone but that poisonous pup, Sonny. I couldn't help
feeling sorry for Father. I had been through it all myself, and even at that age I
was magnanimous. | began to stroke him down and say: «There! There!» He
wasn't exactly responsive.

«Aren't you asleep either?» he snarled.

«Ah, come on and put your arm around us, can't you?» I said, and he did,
in a sort of way. Gingerly, I suppose, is how you'd describe it. He was very bony
but better than nothing.

At Christmas he went out of his way to buy me a really nice model rail-

way.
PRELIMINARIES
I. Watch and practise the pronunciation of these words:
souvenirs schemes
uniform extraordinary
inadequate demonstrative
exclusive

II. Study the notes below:

1. Oedipus [4:dip s] complex - a term used in psychiatry to indicate an
exaggerated attachment of a son to his mother with a strong antagonism toward
the father. This strong attachment is regarded as a normal stage in the develop-
ment of children (the female analog of the Oedipus complex is the Electra
complex — a strong attachment of the daughter to her father).

2. Gurkha knife ['gu k ] — a knife or sword with a short blade slightly
curved. Gurkha — one of the famous independent fighting people of Hindu
religion in Nepal. The hired troops employed by British colonialists in Asia con-
sisted mostly of Gurkhas.

3. There was a bit of the magpie about Father (metaph. periphrasis')
Father liked to collect and stow away all sorts of things, in this resembling
a magpie known for its thievishness (in a magpie's nest you may find all kind
of things, especially bright and glittering ones); the word «magpie» is also

29



used figuratively to indicate a noisy person who talks a lot.

4. petrified — stiff with cold (turned into stone); petrified may also mean
paralyzed with fear, amazement, etc., e.g. He was petrified with horror.

5. to get into a wax (slang) — to become furious, to fly into a rage.

6. feeling like a bottle of champagne (simile) — ready to burst with
excitement, emotion, schemes, etc.

7. gush — an extravagant display of sentiment.

8. like burying a family from the cradle (simile) — like destroying some-
thing cruelly at the very start before it has had a chance to develop.

9. pennies from the Post Office — an allusion to the allowance of a British
service man's wife allotted by the Government and collected at the Post Office
once a month.

10. to cod (colloq.) — to cheat, to deceive

11. better fed than taught — ill-mannered, badly brought-up

12. dotty (colloq.) — crazy

13. he didn't take me in — didn't deceive me

14. There! There! (colloq.) — words said soothingly (Russ. Hy, ny.
VYcenokoiics. He mmaus. Turne, tuie. )

COMPREHENSION

I. Answer the following questions.

1. Where and when is the scene set?

2. Who are the characters of the story?

3. What did the mother and her son use to discuss in the morning?

4. Why did the boy think that the way his father tried to compete for his
mother was unfair?

5. Why couldn't the father be disturbed in the morning?

6. When did the boy realize that his father was jealous?

7. Why did the boy decide to make a proposal to his mother?

8. Why did Larry dislike Sonny?

9. How did Larry explain the change that had occurred in his father?

10.  What was the father's Christmas present for Larry?

II. Complete the following sentences in your own words.

1. In fact I rather liked his visits ...

2. After breakfast we went into town ...

3. I saw nothing to be pleased about it ...

4. Either Father or I would have to leave the house ...

5.1 didn't feel in the least like the sun ...

6. Father and I were enemies, open and avowed ...

7.1 seemed to have a genius for bringing calamity on myself.

8. One evening, when Father was coming from work, [ was playing trains
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in the front garden ...
9. Father wasn't attractive, but...
10.  After a while 1t came to me ..

ITI. While reading, find the following figures of speech in the text. Identify
them. Comment on them.

1. « Like Santa Clause he came and went mysteriously.»
. « There was a bit of the magpie about father.»
. « It was like going for a walk with a mountain.»
. « Feeling like a bottle of champagne.»
. « My heart bursting with stories and schemes»

6.« The way that pair went on, and smothering my early-morning
schemes was like burying a family from the cradle.»

7. « That seemed to stagger her.»

8. « They really made my blood boil.»

9. « Glared down at me like a mountain out for murder.»

10. « From that morning on my life was a hell.»

|V I SN VS I \O)

TEXT INTERPRETATION

INTRODUCTION

Early childhood is believed to be the brightest period in a man's life. Even
though it may sometimes be clouded by gloomy spells, which are very often
caused by parents' inability to understand their growing child, they seem to be
trifle and unimportant when regarded from an adult viewpoint. As time goes by,
one is able to take an objective stand and evaluate his own and his parents' ac-
tions impartially and with humour.

L. Make up a list of words and expressions which prove that:

1. The boy was the apple of his mother's eye and considered himself to be
the centre of the Universe.

2. The boy had a happy cloudless childhood.

3. The mother knew how to reason with her child.

4. The relationship between the father and his son was that of rivalry.

5. The author is a subtle psychologist who possesses a fine sense of hu-
mour.

II.  Give detailed answers to the following questions.

1. How did the boy perceive his father at the age of five?

2. How does he describe that period of his life? Comment on the author's
choice of words.

3. What were the thoughts that bothered Larry in the morning? What do
they contribute to our better understanding of the boy's character?

4. What was the boy's first disappointment?
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5. Why did he decide to interfere ink, the conversation?

6. What made Larry feel jealous?

7. What did he reproach his mother ibr and what did he accuse her of?
How does it characterize the boy?

8. Why did he decide to interfere into the conversation?

9. What words did the author resort to to give the reader the idea that Lar-
ry was an optimistic, pampered and a happy child?

10. Did the mother make any attempts to establish friendship and under-
standing between her husband and her son?

11. What annoyed the boy during his walk with his father? What is the
role of the oxymoron « amiable inattention « in the text?

12. What images does the simile « it was like going with a mountain «
evoke in the reader?

13. Did the mother know how to reason with her child? How did she try to
convince her son that he shouldn't disturb his father?

14. What prevented the boy from keeping his word? Describe his next
morning. Comment on the choice of words.

15. Why did the boy keep talking back to his father?

16. How does he describe his life from that morning on. Account for the
use of military terms.

17. How did the boy try to win his mother back? Don't you think that he
was clever and resourceful at inventing things.

18. How do we get to understand that his brother's birth didn't please Lar-
ry at all?

19. Why did the father change his attitude to Larry?

20. Did the boy treat his repenting father magnanimously? How does it
characterize him? Comment on the final scene.

21. In what vein is the story written? Is his irony directed towards the lit-
tle boy who is considered now from an adult point of view now or towards his
parents who were not prepared for the boy's jealousy? How is irony achieved on
a verbal plane?

22. Besides verbal, there is dramatic irony that lies in the story, the plot,
the composition of the story, and above all, the relationship of the characters.
Say something about the story, the turns and twists of the plot in terms of dra-
matic irony.

II.  Analyze Larry's conflict with his father. Characterize Larry, his
mother, his father.

IV. Comment on the problems raised by the author.

V.  Formulate the theme of the story.
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THE IDEALIST
Frank O'Connor (Michael O'Donovan) (1903-1966)

I don't know how it is about education but, it never seemed to do anything
for me but get me into trouble.

Adventure stories weren't so bad, but as a kid I was very serious and pre-
ferred realism to romance. School stories were what I liked best, and, judged by
our standards, these were romantic enough for anyone. The schools were Eng-
lish, so I suppose you couldn't expect anything else. They were always called
«the venerable pile ,' and there was usually a ghost in them; they were built in a
square that was called «the quad», and, according to the pictures, they were all
clock-towers, spires, and pinnacles, like the lunatic asylum with us. The fellows
in the stories were all good climbers, and got in and out of school at night on
ropes made of knotted sheets: They dressed queerly; they wore long trousers,
short, black jackets, and top hats. Whenever they did anything wrong they were
given «lines» in Latin. When it was a bad case, they were flogged * and never
showed any sign of pain; only the bad fellows, and they always said: «Ow!
Ow!»

Most of them were grand chaps who always stuck together and were great
at football and cricket. They never told lies and wouldn't talk to anyone who did.
If they were caught out and asked a point-blank question, they always told the
truth, unless someone else was with them, and then even if they were to be ex-
pelled for it they wouldn't give his name, even if he was a thief, which, as a mat-
ter of fact, he frequently was. It was surprising in such good schools, with fa-
thers who never gave less than five quid, the number of thieves there were. The
fellows in our school hardly ever stole, though they only got a penny a week,
and sometimes not even that, as when their fathers were on the booze and their
mothers had to go to the pawn.

I worked hard at the football and cricket, though of course we never had a
proper football and the cricket we played was with a hurley stick against a wick-
et chalked on some wall. The officers in the barrack played proper cricket, and
on summer evenings [ used to go and watch them, like one of the souls in Purga-
tory watching the joys of Paradise.

Even so, I couldn't help being disgusted at the bad way things were run in
our school. Our «venerable pile» was a red brick building without tower or pin-
nacle a fellow could climb, and no ghost at all; we had no team, so a fellow, no
matter how hard he worked, could never play for the school, and, instead of giv-
ing you «lines», La.in or any other sort, Murderer Moloney either lifted you by
the ears or bashed you with a cane. When he got tired of bashing you on the
hands he bashed you on the legs.

But these were only superficial things. What was really wrong was our-
selves. The fellows sucked up to the masters and told them all that went on. If
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they were caught out in anything they tried to put the blame on someone else,
even if it meant telling lies. When they were caned they snivelled and said it
wasn't fair; drew back their hands as if they were terrified, so that the cane
caught only the tips of their fingers, and then screamed and stood on one leg,
shaking out their fingers in the hope of getting it counted as one. Finally they
roared that their wrist was broken and crawled back to their desks with their
hands squeezed under their armpits, howling. I mean you couldn't help feeling
ashamed, imagining what chaps from a decent school would think if they saw it.

My own way to school led me past the barrack gate. In those peaceful
days sentries never minded you going past the guard-room to have a look at the
chaps drilling in the barrack square; if you came at dinnertime they even called
you in and gave you plum duff and tea. Naturally, with such temptations I was
often late. The only excuse, short of a letter from your mother, was to say you
were at early Mass. The Murderer would never know whether you were or not,
and if he did anything to you you could easily get him into trouble with the par-
ish priest. Even as kids we knew who the real boss of the school was.

But after I started reading those confounded school stories I was never
happy about saying I had been to Mass. It was a lie, and I knew that the chaps in
the stories would have died sooner than tell it. They were all round me like invisi-
ble presences, and I hated to do anything which I felt they might disapprove of.

One morning | came in very late and rather frightened.

«What kept you till this hour, Delaney?» Murderer Moloney asked, looking
at the clock.

I wanted to say I had been at Mass, but I couldn't. The invisible presences
were all about me.

«I was delayed at the barrack, sir,» I replied in panic.

There was a faint titter from the class, and Moloney raised his brows in
mild surprise. He was a big powerful man with fair hair and blue eyes and a
manner that at times was deceptively mild.

«Oh, indeed,» he said, politely enough. «And what delayed you?»

«I was watching the soldiers drilling, sir,» I said.

The class tittered again. This was a new line entirely for them.

«Oh,» Moloney .said casually, «I never knew you were such a military
man. Hold out your hand!»

Compared with the laughter the slaps were nothing, and besides,

I had the example of the invisible presences to sustain me. I did not flinch,
I returned to my desk slowly and quietly without snivelling or squeezing my
hands, and the Murderer looked after me, raising his brows again as though to
indicate that this was a new line for him, too. But the others gaped and whis-
pered as if I were some strange animal. At playtime» they gathered about me,
full of curiosity and excitement.
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«Delaney, why did you say that about the barrack?» «Because 'twas true,»
I replied firmly. «I wasn't going to tell him a lie.»

«What lie?» «That I was at Mass.»

«Then couldn't you say you had to go on a message?» «That would be a
lie too.»

«Gripes, Delaney,» they said, «you'd better mind yourself. The Murderer
is in an awful wax. He'll massacre you.»

I knew that. I knew only too well that the Murderer's professional pride
had been deeply wounded, and for the rest of the day I was on my best behav-
iour. But my best wasn't enough, for I underrated the Murderer's guile.* Though
he pretended to be reading, he was watching me the whole time.

«Delaney,» he said at last without raising his head from the book, «was
that you talking?»

" '"Twas, sir,» I replied in consternation. The whole class laughed. They
couldn't believe but that 1 was deliberately trailing my coat, and, of course, the
laugh must have convinced him that I was. I suppose if people do tell you lies all
day and every day, it soon becomes a sort of perquisite which you resent being
deprived of.

«Oh,» he said, throwing down his book, «we'll soon stop that.» This time
it was a tougher job, because he was really on his mettle. But so was 1. I knew
this was the testing-point for me, and if only I could keep my head I should pro-
vide a model for the whole class. When I had got through the ordeal without
moving a muscle, and returned to my desk with my hands by my sides, the in-
visible presences gave me a great clap. But the visible ones were nearly as an-
noyed as the Murderer himself. After school half a dozen of them followed me
down the school yard.

«Go on!» they shouted truculently. «Shaping as usual!»

«I was not shaping.»

«You were shaping. You're always showing off. Trying to pretend he did-
n't hurt you — a blooming crybaby like you!»

«1 wasn't trying to pretend,» I shouted, even then resisting the temptation
to nurse my bruised hands. «Only decent fellows don't cry over every little pain
like kids.»

«Go on!» they bawled after me. «You should idiot!» And, as I went down
the school lane, still trying to keep what the stories called «a stiff upper lip», and
consoling myself with the thought that my torment was over until next morning,
I heard their mocking voices after me. «Loony Larry! Yah, Loony Larry!»

I realized that if 1 was to keep on terms with the invisible presences I
should have to watch my step at school.

So 1 did, all through that year. But one day an awful thing happened. I
was coming in from the yard, and in the porch outside pur schoolroom I saw a
fellow called Gorman taking something from a coat on the rack. I always de-
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scribed Gorman to myself as «the black sheep of the school». He was a fellow I
disliked and feared, a handsome, sulky, spoiled, and sneering lout. I paid no at-
tention to him because I had escaped for a few moments into my dream world in
which fathers never gave less than fivers and the honour of the school was al-
ways saved by some quiet, unassuming fellow like myself- «a dark horse,» as
the stories called him.

«Who are you looking at?» Gorman asked threateningly.

«I wasn't looking at any one,» I replied with an indignant start.

«I was only getting a pencil out of my coat,» he added, clenching his fists.

«Nobody said you weren't,» I replied, thinking that this was a very queer
subject to start a row about.

«You'd better not, either,» he snarled. «You can mind your own busi-
ness.»

«You mind yours!» I retorted, purely for the purpose of saving face. «1
never spoke to you at all.»

And that, so far as I was concerned, was the end of it.

But after playtime the Murderer, looking exceptionally serious, stood be-
fore the class, balancing a pencil in both hands.

«Everyone who left the classroom this morning, stand out!» he called.
Then he lowered his head and looked at us from under his brows. «Mind now, I
said everyone!»

I stood out with the others, including Gorman. We were all very puzzled.

«Did you take anything from a coat on the rack this morning?» the Mur-
derer asked, laying a heavy, hairy paw on Gorman's shoulder and staring menac-
ingly into his eyes.

«Me, sir?» Gorman exclaimed innocently. «No, sir.» «Did you see anyone
else doing it?» «No, sir.»

«You?» he asked another lad, but even before he reached me at all I real-
ized why Gorman had told the lie and wondered frantically what I should do.

«You?» he asked me, and his big red face was close to mine, his blue eyes
were only a few inches away, and the smell of his toilet soap was in my nostrils.
My panic made me say the wrong thing as though I had planned it.

«I didn't take anything, sir,» I said in a low voice. «Did you see someone
else do it?» he asked raising his brows and showing quite plainly that he had no-
ticed my evasion. «Have you a tongue in your head?» he shouted suddenly, and
the whole class, electrified, stared at me. «You?» he added curtly to the next boy
as though he had lost interest in me.

«No, sir.»

«Back to your desks, the rest of you!» he ordered. «Delaney, you stay
here.»

He waited till everyone was seated again before going on.

«Turn out your pockets.»
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I did, and a half-stifled giggle rose, which the Murderer quelled with a
thunderous glance. Even for a small boy J had pockets that were museums in
themselves; the purpose of half the things I brought to light I couldn't have ex-
plained myself. They were antiques, prehistoric and unlabelled. Among them
was a school story borrowed the previous evening from a queer fellow who
chewed paper as if it were gum. The Murderer reached out for it, and holding it
at arm's length, shook it out with an expression of deepening disgust as he no-
ticed the nibbled corners and margins.

«Oh,» he said disdainfully,” «so this is how you waste your time! What do
you do with this rubbish - eat it?»

' Tisn't mine, sir,» I said against the laugh that sprang up. «I borrowed it.»

«Is that what you did with the money?» he asked quickly, his fat head on
one side.

«Money?» I repeated in confusion. « What money?»

«The shilling that was stolen from Flanagan's overcoat this morning.»

(Flanagan was a little hunchback whose people coddled him; no one else
in the school would have possessed that much money.)

«I never took Flanagan's shilling,» I said, beginning to cry, «and you have
no right to say I did.»

«I have the right to say you're the most impudent and defiant puppy in the
school,» he replied, his voice hoarse with rage, «and I wouldn't put it past you.°
What else can anyone expect and you reading this dirty, rotten filthy rubbish?»
And he tore my school story in halves and flung them to the furthest corner of
the classroom. «Dirty, filthy, English rubbish! Now, hold out your hand.»

This time the invisible presences deserted me. Hearing themselves de-
scribed in these contemptuous terms, they fled. The Murderer went mad in the
way people do whenever they're up against something they don't understand.
Even the other fellows were shocked, and, heaven knows, they had little sympa-
thy with me.

«You should put the police on him,» they advised me later in the play-
ground. «He lifted the cane over his shoulder. He could get the gaol for that.»

«But why didn't you say you didn't see anyone?» asked the eldest, a fel-
low called Spillane.

«Because I did,» I said, beginning to sob all over again at the memory of
my wrongs. «I saw Gorman.»

«Gorman?» Spitlane echoed incredulously. «Was it Gorman took Flana-
gan's money? And why didn't you say so?»

«Because it wouldn't be right,» I sobbed.

«Why wouldn't it be right?»

«Because Gorman should have told the truth himself,» I said. «And if this
was a proper school he'd be sent to Coventry.» '

«He'd be sent where?»
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«Coventry. No one would ever speak to him again.»

«But why would Gorman tell the truth if he took the money?» Spillane
asked as you'd speak to a baby. «Jay, Delaney,» he added pityingly, «you're get-
ting madder and madder. Now, look at what you're after bringing on yourself!»

Suddenly Gorman came lumbering up, red and angry.

«Delaney,» he shouted threateningly, «did you say I took Flanagan's
money?»

Gorman, though 1 of course didn't realize it, was as much at sea as Molo-
ney and the rest. Seeing me take all that punishment rather than give him away,
he concluded that I must be more afraid of him than of Moloney, and that the
proper thing to do was to make me more so. He couldn't have come at a time
when I cared less for him. I didn't even bother to reply but lashed out with all my
strength at his brutal face. This was the last thing he expected. He screamed, and
his hand came away from his face, all blood. Then he threw off his satchel and
came at me, but at the same moment a door opened behind us and a lame teacher
called Murphy emerged. We all ran like mad and the fight was forgotten.

It didn't remain forgotten, though. Next morning after prayers the Mur-
derer scowled at me.

«Delaney, were you fighting in the yard after school yesterday?»

For a second or two I didn't reply. I couldn't help feeling that it wasn't
worth it. But before the invisible presences fled forever, I made another effort.

«I was, sir,» I said, and this time there wasn't even a titter. [ was out of my
mind. The whole class knew it and was awe-stricken.

«Who were you fighting?»

«I'd sooner not say, sir,» I replied, hysteria beginning to well up in me. It
was all very well for the invisible presences, but they hadn't to deal with the
Murderer.

«Who was he fighting with?» he asked lightly, resting his hands on the
desk and studying the ceiling.

«Gorman, sir,» replied three or four voices — as easy as that!

«Did Gorman hit him first?»

«No, sir. He hit Gorman first.»

«Stand out,» he said, taking up the cane. «Now,» he added, going up to
Gorman, «you take this and hit him. And make sure you hit him hard,» he went
on, giving Gorman's arm an encouraging squeeze. «He thinks he's a great fellow.
Y ou show him now what we think of him.»

Gorman came towards me with a broad grin. He thought it a great joke.
The class thought it a great joke. They began to roar with laughter. Even the
Murderer permitted himself a modest grin at his own cleverness.

«Hold out your hand,» he said to me.

I didn't, I began to feel trapped and a little crazy.

«Hold out your hand, I say,» he shouted, beginning to lose his temper.
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«I will not,» I shouted back, losing all control of myself.

«You what?» he cried incredulously, dashing at me round the classroom
with his hand raised as though to strike me. «What's that you said, you dirty lit-
tle thief?»

«I'm not a thief, I'm not a thief,» I screamed. «And if he comes near me
I'll kick the shins off him. You have no right to give him that cane, and you have
no right to call me a thief either. If you do it again, I'll go down to the police and
then we'll see who the thief is.»

«You refused to answer my questions,» he roared, and if [ had been in my
right mind I should have known he had suddenly taken fright; probably the word
«police» had frightened him.

«No,» I said through my sobs, «and I won't answer them now either. I'm
not a spy.»

«Oh,» he retorted with a sarcastic sniff, «so that's what you call a spy, Mr.
Delaney?»

«Yes, and that's what they all are, all the fellows here — dirty spies! — but
I'm not going to be a spy for you. You can do your own spying.»

«That's enough now, that's enough!» he said, raising his fat hand almost
beseechingly. «There's no need to lose control of yourself, my dear young fel-
low, and there's no need whatever to screech like that. Tis most unmanly. Go
back to your seat now and I'll talk to you another time.»

I obeyed, but I did no work. No one else did much either. The hysteria had
spread to the class. I alternated between fits of exultation at my own successful
defiance of the Murderer, and panic at the prospect of his revenge; and at each
change of mood I put my face in my hands and sobbed again. The Murderer
didn't even order me to stop. He didn't so much as look at me.

After that I was the hero of the school for the whole afternoon. Gorman
tried to resume the fight, but Spillane ordered him away contemptuously — a fel-
low who had taken the master's cane to another had no status. But that wasn't
the sort of hero I wanted to be. I preferred something less sensational.

Next morning I was in such a state of panic that I didn't know how I
should face school at all. I dawdled, between two minds as to whether or not I
should match. The silence of the school lane and yard awed me. I had made my-
self late as well.

«What kept you, Delaney?» the Murderer asked quietly.

I knew it was no good.

«I was at Mass, sir.»

«All right. Take your seat.»

He seemed a bit surprised. What I had not realized was the incidental ad-
vantage of our system over the English one. By this time half a dozen of his pets
had brought the Murderer the true story of Flanagan's shilling, and if he didn't
feel a monster he probably felt a fool.
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But by that time I didn't care. In my school sack I had another story. Not a
school story this time, though. School stories were a washout: «Bang! Bang!» -
that was the only way to deal with men like the Murderer.

PRELIMINARIES

L. Watch and practice the pronunciation of these words
1.ordeal [ o:'di:1]

2.alternate (v) [' o:lteneit] alternative (n) [o:1't o:n otiv ]
3.idealist [ai'dio list]

4.barrack ['barok]

5.model ['modI]

6.hysteria [his'tiorio]

7.exultation [egzol'teifn]

II.  Study the notes below:

1.venerable pile — a large ancient building or a group of buildings
2.to be flogged — to be caned

3.invisible presences — Russ. «He3puUMbIe CBUIACTEIN

4.guile [gail] — deceit; cunning

5.disdainfully — contemptuously, scornfully

6.«I wouldn't put it past you» (col) — Russ. «5 mogymai Ha TeOs.
7.to send to Coventry — Russ. 60MKOTHpPOBATS.

COMPREHENSION
I. Make up a list of words and phrases to describe the boy's behaviour at
school.

II.Find and read out the sentences proving that:

1.Larry Delaney was favourably impressed by the characters of school
stories.

2.Moloney's «teaching methods» were oppressive.

3.Delaney kept a stiff upper lip and went through the ordeal with dignity.

4.The boys considered Delaney's behaviour abnormal.

III.  Choose the right answer and prove your point of view:

Why do you think Delaney told a lie about the reason of his being late for
school at the end of the story?

1.He was afraid of the Murderer.

2.The boy had a lame excuse and didn't want to get into trouble.

3.Delaney didn't want the boys to laugh at him.

4. The boy was defeated and gave up his new principles.

5.Delaney knew it was no good and felt guilty.
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IV. Paraphrase and comment on the following:

1.I couldn't help being disgusted at the bad way things were run in our
school. 2. They couldn't believe but that I was deliberately trailing my coat. 3.1
realized that if [ was to keep on terms with the invisible presences I should have
to watch my step at school. 4. «Dirty, filthy English rubbish.»

TEXT INTERPRETATION

INTRODUCTION

The story under consideration provides a deep insight into the educational
system of Ireland before the first world war. It is told in the name of the main
personage. By using this form the author gives a more effective description of
the protagonist and theme and creates a sincere and truthful tone of the narra-
tion. At the same time he offers an indirect interpretation of his material. It is up
to the reader to judge the characters from what they think, say or do.

L. Comment on the atmosphere that reigned at the school considering:

1.the conditions in which the children studied;

2.the role of religion;

3.the relations between the pupils;

4.corporal punishment.

Make use of the following vocabulary:

frustrating, discouraging, to encourage smb. to do smth, wrong doing, to
be in the habit of doing smth, to spy on, to flatter, to report on smb, to cultivate,
sneaks, cowards (cowardly, cowardice), to forbid to do smth, to use corporal
punishment (caning), wicked, ill-mannered, distrustful, hostile, to provoke smb
to do smth/into doing smth, to put the blame on someone else, to hurt, to do smb
harm, not to be concerned with.

II. Speak on the way Delaney took the punishment. What did he suffer
from: physical pain or humiliation ?

III. The main character (the protagonist) in involved in conflicts with a)
Murderer Moloney; b) the class; c¢) his own nature. Analyse Delaney's conflict
with Murderer Moloney as suggested by the following questions:

Is it the central conflict of the story? What gave rise to the conflict be-
tween the boy and the Murderer? Why was the Murderer's «professional pride»
wounded? Did the Murderer take it out on the boy? Did the boy give in? What
sustained Delaney in his conflict with Moloney? What episode intensified the
conflict and brought it to a climax (the point of greatest intensity)? What emo-
tional reversal took place in Delaney's soul? What made Delaney the hero of the
school for the whole afternoon? Was the Murderer defeated ? Why ?

IV. Analyse Delaney's conflict with the class. Give the necessary evi-
dence from the text.
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V.  Consider the conflict between Delaney and his own nature. Do you
think he gave in ? Why /Why not? Comment on the title of the story.

VI. Is Delaney a static or developing character ? If the latter, how does
he change in the course of the story and why ?

VII. What is your impression of Larry Delaney ?

VIII. Characterize Moloney. He is never referred to as a teacher, but as a
murderer. Why?

IX. Is Gormon an unsympathetic character? His direct characteristics
are: handsome, sulky, spoiled and sneering. What does his indirect characteriza-
tion imply?

X.  State the theme. What personal qualities may prevent one from
making a teacher ?

XI. Interpret the story in a lengthy monologue.

XII. Tllustrate the proverb «Like teacher, like pupil» on the basis of the
story you have read.

SONS AND LOVERS (extract)
by H. D.Lawrence

«It is no trouble. Annie will take you. Walter, carry up this box.»

«And don't be an hour dressing yourself up,» said William to his be-
trothed.

Annie took a brass candlestick, and, too shy almost to speak, preceded the
young lady to the front bedroom, which Mr. and Mrs. Morel had vacated for her.
It, too, was small and cold by candle-light. The colliers' wives only lit fires in
bedrooms in case of extreme illness.

«Shall I unstrap the box?» asked Annie.

«Oh, thank you very much!»

Annie played the part of maid, then went downstairs for hot water.

«I think she's rather tired, mother,» said William. «It's a beastly journey,
and we had such a rush.»

«Is there anything I can give her?» asked Mrs. Morel.

«Oh no, she'll be all right.»

But there was a chill in the atmosphere. After half an hour Miss Western
came down, having put on a purplish-coloured dress, very fine for the collier's
kitchen.

«I told you you'd no need to change,» said William to her.

«Oh, Chubby!» Then she turned with that sweetish smile to Mrs. Morel.
«Don't you think he's always grumbling, Mrs. Morel?»

«Is he?» said Mrs. Morel. «That's not very nice of him.»

«It isn't, really!»

«You are cold,» said the mother. «Won't you come near the fire?»
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Morel jumped out of his arm-chair.

«Come and sit you here!» he cried. «Come and sit you here!»

«No, dad, keep your own chair. Sit on the sofa, Gyp,» said William.

«No, no!» cried Morel. «This cheer's warmest. Come and sit here, Miss
Wesson.»

«Thank you so much,» said the girl, seating herself in the collier's arm-
chair, the place of honour. She shivered, feeling the warmth of the kitchen pene-
trate her.

«Fetch me a hanky. Chubby dear!» she said, putting up her mouth to him,
and using the same intimate tone as if they were alone; which made the rest of
the family feel as if they ought not to be present. The young lady evidently did
not realise them as people: they were creatures to her for the present. William
winced.

In such a household, in Streatham, Miss Western would have been a lady
condescending to her inferiors. These people were to her, certainly clownish—in
short, the working classes. How was she to adjust herself?

«I'll go,» said Annie.

Miss Western took no notice, as if a servant had spoken. But when the girl
came downstairs again with the handkerchief, she said: «Oh, thank you!» in a
gracious way.

She sat and talked about the dinner on the train, which had been so poor;
about London, about dances. She was really very nervous, and chattered from
fear. Morel sat all the time smoking his thick twist tobacco, watching her, and
listening to her glib London speech, as he puffed. Mrs. Morel, dressed up in her
best black silk blouse, answered quietly and rather briefly. The three children sat
round in silence and admiration. Miss Western was the princess. Everything of
the best was got out for her:

the best cups, the best spoons, the best table cloth, the best coffee-jug. The
children thought she must find it quite grand. She felt strange, not able to realize
the people, not knowing how to treat them. William joked, and was slightly un-
comfortable.

At about ten o'clock he said to her:

«Aren't you tired. Gyp?»

«Rather, Chubby,» she answered, at once in the intimate tones and putting
her head slightly on one side.

«I'll light her the candle, mother,» he said. «Very well,» replied the mother.

Miss Western stood up, held out her hand to Mrs. Morel.

«Good-night, Mrs. Morel,» she said.

Paul sat at the boiler, letting the water run from the tap into a stone beer-
bottle. Annie swathed the bottle in an old flannel pit-singlet, and kissed her
mother good-night. She was to share the room with the lady, because the house
was full.
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«You wait a minute,» said Mrs. Morel to Annie. And Annie sat nursing
the hot-water bottle. Miss Western shook hands all round, to everybody's dis-
comfort, and took her departure, preceded by William. In five minutes he was
downstairs again. His heart was rather sore; he did not know why. He talked
very little till everybody had gone to bed, but himself and his mother. Then he
stood with his legs apart, in his old attitude on the hearth-rug, and. said hesitat-
ingly: «Well, mother?» «W'ell, my son?»

She sat in the rocking-chair, feeling somehow hurt and humiliated, for his
sake. «Do you like her?» «Yes,» came the slow answer.

«She's shy yet, mother. She's not used to it. It's different from her aunt's
house, you know,»

«Of course it is, my boy; and she must find it difficult.» «She does.» Then
he frowned swiftly. «If only she wouldn't put on her blessed airs!»

«It's only her first awkwardness, my boy. She'll be all right.»

«That's it. mother,» he replied gratefully. But his brow was gloomy. «You
know, she's not like you, mother. She's not serious, and she can't think.»

«She's young, my boy.»

«Yes; and she's had no sort of show. Her mother died when she was a
child. Since then she's lived with her aunt, whom she can't bear. And her father
was a rake. She's had no love.»

«No! Well, you must make up to her.»

«And so—you have to forgive her a lot of things.»

«What do you have to forgive her, my boy?»

«I dunno. When she seems shallow, you have to remember she's never
had anybody to bring her deeper side out. And she's fearfully fond of me.»

«Anybody can see that.»

«But you know, mother — she's — she's different from us. Those sort of
people, like those she lives amongst, they don't seem to have the same princi-
ples.»

«You mustn't judge too hastily,» said Mrs. Morel.

But he seemed uneasy within himself.

In the morning, however, he was up singing and larking round the house.

«Hello!» he called, sitting on the stairs. «Are you getting up?»

«Yes,» her voice called faintly.

«Merry Christmas!» he shouted to her.

Her laugh, pretty and tinkling, was heard in the bedroom. She did not
come down in half an hour.

«Was she really getting up when she said she was?» he asked of Annie.

«Yes, she was,» replied Annie.

He waited a while, then went to the stairs again.

«Happy New Year,» he called.

«Thank you. Chubby dear!» came the laughing voice, far away.
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«Buck up!» he implored.

It was nearly an hour, and still he was waiting for her. Morel, who always
rose before six, looked at the clock.

«Well, it's a winder!» he exclaimed.

The family had breakfasted, all but William. He went to the foot of the
stairs.

«Shall I have to send you an Easter egg up there?» he called, rather cross-
ly. She only laughed. The family expected, after that time of preparation, some-
thing like magic. At last she came, looking very nice in a blouse and skirt.

«Have you really been all this time getting ready?» he asked.

«Chubby dear! That question is not permitted, is it, Mrs. Morel?»

She played the grand lady at first. When she went with William to chapel,
he 1n his frock-coat and silk hat, she in her furs and London-made costume, Paul
and Arthur and Annie expected everybody to bow to the ground in admiration.
And Morel, standing in his Sunday suit at the end of the road, watching the gal-
lant pair go, felt he was the father of princes and princesses.

And yet she was not so grand. For a year now she had been a sort of sec-
retary or clerk in a London office. But while she was with the Morels she
queened it. She sat and let Annie or Paul wait on her as if they were her servants.
She treated Mrs. Morel with a certain glibness and Morel with patronage. But
after a day or so she began to change her tune.

William always wanted Paul or Annie to go along with them on their
walks. It was so much more interesting. And Paul really did admire «Gipsy»
whole-heartedly; in fact, his mother scarcely forgave the boy for the adulation
with which he treated the girl.

On the second day, when Lily said: «Oh, Annie, do you know where I left
my muff?» William replied:

«You know it is in your bedroom. Why do you ask Annie?»

And Lily went upstairs with a cross, shut mouth. But it

angered the young man that she made a servant of his sister.

On the third evening William and Lily were sitting together in the parlour
by the fire in the dark. At a quarter to eleven Mrs. Morel was heard raking the
fire. William came out to the kitchen, followed by his beloved.

«s 1s as late as that, mother?» he said. She had been sitting alone.

«It is not late, my boy, but it is as late as I usually sit up.»

«Won't you go to bed, then?» he asked.

«And leave you two? No, my boy, I don't believe in it.»

«Can't you trust us, mother?»

«Whether I can or not, I won't do it. You can stay till eleven if you like,
and I can read.»

«Go to bed. Gyp,» he said to his girl. «We won't keep mater waiting.»
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«Annie has left the candle burning. Lily,» said Mrs. Morel; «I think you
will see.»

«Yes, thank you. Good-night, Mrs. Morel.»

William kissed his sweetheart at the foot of the stairs, and she went. He
returned to the kitchen.

«Can't you trust us, mother?» he repeated, rather offended.

«My boy, I tell you I don't believe in leaving two young things like you
alone downstairs when everyone else is in bed.»

And he was forced to take this answer. He kissed his mother goodnight.

At Easter he came over alone. And then he discussed his sweetheart end-
lessly with his mother.

«You know, mother, when I'm away from her I don't care for her a bit. |
shouldn't care if [ never saw her again. But, then, when I'm with her in the eve-
nings I am awfully fond of her.»

«It's a queer sort of love to marry on,» said Mrs. Morel, «if she holds you
no more than that!»

«It 1s funny!» he exclaimed. It worried and perplexed him. «But yet —
there's so much between us now I couldn't give her up.»

«You know best,» said Mrs. Morel. «But if it Is as you Say, I wouldn't
call it love — at any rate, it doesn't look much like it.»

«Oh, I don't know, mother. She's an orphan, and «

They never came to any sort of conclusion. He seemed puzzled and rather
fretted. She was rather reserved. All his strength and money went in keeping this
girl. He could scarcely afford to take his mother to Nottingham when he came
over.

PRELIMINARIES

I . Watch and practise the pronunciation of these words:

costume

gallant

princess

patronage

clownish

clerk

discomfort

II. Study the notes below:

1 . collier - coal-miner

2.adulation - excessive praise or respect, esp. to win favour.

3.betrothed - person engaged to be married.

4.glib -ready and smooth but not sincere.

5.condescend - behave graciously but in a way that shows one's feeling of
superiority.
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COMPREHENSION

I. Choose the right answer and prove your point of view.

1. How did the Morels accept their son's sweetheart?

a) They did their best to please Lily and make her feel comfortable in their
home.

b) Their attitude to the girl was cold and resentful.

c) They treated the girl as if she were their inferior.

2. What was Lily's attitude towards William's family?

a) She made much of William's parents but detested his brother and sister.

b) She behaved as if the Morels were second-rate people unworthy of her
respect.

c) She put on airs and treated her fiance's family in a condescending man-
ner.

3. What was William's attitude that worried and perplexed him?

a) He couldn't make out Lily's attitude to him.

b) He wasn't sure he loved Lily wholeheartedly as he wasn't eager to see
much of her.

c) Despite his good relationship with his sweetheart he didn't feel like
marrying her.

4. What was Mrs. Morel's opinion of the relationship between Lily and
her son?

a) She thought it could hardly be called' love for her son didn't look hap-
py.

b) Mrs. Morel was sure her son loved the girl but she didn't return the sen-
timent.

c) She considered their relationship rather strange because though they
wanted to be together they were not tender or caring toward each other.

TEXT INTERPRETATION

1. Give your introduction to the story.

2. Formulate the problems tackled in the story.
3. Summarize the plot.

4. Analyse the conflicts between:

a) William and his sweetheart,

b) William and his own nature.

5. Charecterize the main personages:

a) William Morel

b) Lily Western

c) Mrs. Morel.

6. Consider the relations between Mrs. Morel and her son.
7. State the theme of the story.
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THE SUTTON PLACE STORY
by John Cheever

Deborah Tennyson waited in her nursery on Sunday morning for a signal
from her father that would mean she could enter her parents' bedroom. The sig-
nal came late, for her parents had been up the night before with a business friend
from Minneapolis and they both had had a good deal to drink, but when Debo-
rah was given the signal she ran clumsily down the dark hall, screaming with
pleasure. Her father took her in his arms and kissed her good morning, and then
she went to where her mother lay in bed. «Hello, my sweet, my love,» her moth-
er said. «Did Ruby give you your breakfast? Did you have a good breakfast?»

«The weather is lovely out,» Deborah said. « Weather is divine.»

«Be kind to poor Mummy,» Robert said «Mummy has a terrible hango-
Ver.»

«Mummy has a terrible hangover,» Deborah repeated, and she patted her
mother's face lightly.

Deborah was not quite three years old. She was a beautiful girl with won-
derful, heavy hair that had lights of silver and gold. She was a city child and she
knew about cocktails and hangovers. Both her parents worked and she most of-
ten saw them in the early evening, when she was brought in to say good night.
Katherine and Robert Tennyson would be drinking with friends, and Deborah
would be allowed to pass the smoked salmon, and she had naturally come to as-
sume that cocktails were the axis of the adult world. She made Martinis in the
sand pile and thought all the illustrations of cups, goblets, and glasses in her
nursery books were filled with Old-Fashioneds.

While the Tennysons waited for breakfast that morning, they read the
Times. Deborah spread the second news section on the floor and began an elabo-
rate fantasy that her parents had seen performed so often they hardly-noticed it.
She pretended to pick clothing and jewelry from the advertisements in the paper
and to dress herself with these things. Her taste, Katherine thought, was avari-
cious and vulgar, but there was such clarity and innocence in her monologue that
it seemed like a wonderful part of the bright summer morning. «Put on the
shoes,» she said, and pretended to put on shoes. «Put on the mink coat,» she
said.

«It's too hot for a mink coat, dear», Katherine told her. «Why don't you
wear a mink scarf?»

«Put on the mink scarf,» Deborah said. Then the cook came into the bed-
room with the coffee and orange juice, and said that Mrs. Harley was there.
Robert and Katherine kissed Deborah goodbye and told her to enjoy herself in
the park.

The Tennysons had no room for a sleep-in nurse, so Mrs. Harley came to
the house every morning and took care of Deborah during the day. Mrs. Harley
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was a widow. She had lived a hearty and comfortable life until her husband's
death, but he had left her with no money and she had been reduced to working as
a nursemaid. She said that she loved children and had always wanted children
herself, but this was not true. Children bored arid irritated her. She was a kind
and ignorant woman, and this, more than any bitterness, showed in her face
when she took Deborah downstairs. She was full of old-country blessings for the
elevator man and the doorman. She said that it was a lovely morning, wasn't it, a
morning for the gods.

Mrs. Harley and Deborah walked to a little park at the edge of the river.
The child's beauty was bright, and the old woman was dressed in black, and they
walked hand in hand, like some amiable representation of winter and spring.
Many people wished them good morning. «Where did you get that enchanting
child?» someone asked. Mrs. Harley enjoyed these compliments. She was some-
times proud of Deborah, but she had been taking care of her for four months,
and the little girl and the old woman had established a relationship that was not
as simple as it appeared.

They quarrelled a good deal when they were alone, and they quarrelled
like adults, with a cunning knowledge of each other's frailties. The child had
never complained about Mrs. Harley; it was as though she already understood
the evil importance of appearances. Deborah was taciturn about the way in
which she spent her days. She would tell no one where she had been or what she
had done. Mrs. Harley had found that she could count on this trait, and so the
child and the old woman had come to share a number of secrets.

On several late-winter afternoons when the weather had been bitter and
dark and Mrs. Harley had been ordered to keep Deborah out until five, she had
taken the child to the movies. Deborah had sat beside her in the dark theatre and
never complained or cried. Now and then she craned her neck to look at the
screen, but most of the time she just sat quiet, listening to the voices and the mu-
sic. A second secret — and one much less sinful, in Mrs. Harley's opinion —
was that on Sunday mornings, sometimes, and sometimes on weekday after-
noons, Mrs. Harley had left the little girl with a friend of the Tennysons. This
was a woman named Renee Hall, and there was no harm in it, Mrs. Harley
thought. She had never told the Tennysons, but what they didn't know wouldn't
hurt them. When Renee took Deborah on Sundays, Mrs. Harley went to the
eleven-o'clock Mass, and there was nothing wrong, surely, with an old woman's
going into the house of God to pray for her dead.

PRELIMINARIES

L. Watch and practise the pronunciation of these words:
fantasy

illustration

cocktails
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vulgar

ignorant

II.  Study the notes below:

1. hangover — unpleasant after-effects of excessive drinking.
2. frailties — moral weakness; fault.

3. taciturn — in the habit of saying very little.

COMPREHENSION

[.Find and read out the sentences proving that

1.The Tennisons' communication with their daughter was reduced to a
minimum.

2.Mrs. Harley's way of rearing the child affected her character

II.  Answer the following questions:

1.Where is the scene of the story laid?

2.Who are the characters of the story?

3.Why couldn't the parents spend enough time with their daughter?

4.In what way did Deborah amuse herself?

5.What kind of woman was Mrs. Harley?

6.What were the secrets the old woman and the child had come to share?

TEXT INTERPRETATION

INTRODUCTION

From early childhood parents' lives should be regulated according to the
needs of their child. The child's happiness is all important. But what about the
parents' problems and lifestyle? Can a child be entrusted to somebody to be tak-
en care of? What happens if he is in the charge of a person who is ignorant and
irresponsible?

1. What do we learn from the exposition of the story?

2. Comment on the way Deborah was brought up by her parents. Do you
think they really cared about the daughter?

3.Analyse Deborah's relationship with Mrs. Harley. Consider the author's
metaphoric simile:»... they walked hand in hand, like some amiable representa-
tion of winter and springy.

4.Characterize Mrs. Harley. Do you think she was the right person to be
entrusted with a child's upbringing?

5.Characterize Deborah. How did her character change under the influ-
ence of Mrs. Harley?

6.State the theme of the story.
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A MEMBER OF THE FAMILY
by M. Spark

"You must,' said Richard suddenly, one day in November, 'come and meet
my mother.'

Trudy, who had been waiting a long time for this invitation, after all was
amazed.

'l should like you,' said Richard, 'to meet my mother. She's looking for-
ward to it.'

'Oh, does she know about me?' 'Rather,' Richard said.

'Oh!" 'No need to be nervous,' Richard said. 'She's awfully sweet.' 'Oh, I'm
sure she is. Yes, of course, I'd love—' 'Come to tea on Sunday,' he said.

They had met the previous June in a lake town in Southern Austria. Trudy
had gone with a young woman who had a bed-sitting-room in 15 Kensington just
below Trudy's room. This young woman could speak German, whereas Trudy
couldn't.

Bleilach was one of the cheaper lake towns; in fact, cheaper was a way of
putting it: it was cheap.

'Gwen, I didn't realize it ever rained here,' Trudy said on their third day.
'It's all rather like Wales,' she said, standing by the closed double windows of
their room regarding the downpour and imagining the mountains which indeed
were there, but invisible.

"You said that yesterday,’ Gwen said, 'and it was quite fine yesterday. Yes-
terday you said it was like Wales.' 'Well, it rained a bit yesterday.'

'But the sun was shining when you said it was like Wales.' 'Well, so it is.'

'On a much larger scale, I should say.' Gwen said. 'l didn't realize it would
be so wet.' Then Trudy could almost hear Gwen counting twenty.

"You have to take your chance,' Gwen said. This is an unfortunate summer.'

The pelting of the rain increased as if in confirmation. Trudy thought, I'd
better shut up. But suicidally: '"Wouldn't it be better if we moved to a slightly
more expensive place?' she said.

The rain falls on the expensive places too. It falls on the just and the unjust
alike.'

Gwen was thirty-five, a schoolteacher. She wore her hair and her clothes
and her bit of lipstick in such a way that, standing by the window-looking out at
the rain, it occurred to Trudy like a revelation that Gwen had given up all
thoughts of marriage. 'On the just and the unjust alike,' said Gwen, turning her
maddening imperturbable eyes upon Trudy, as if to say, you are the unjust and
I'm the just.

Next day was fine. They swam in the lake. They sat drinking apple juice
under the red and yellow awnings on the terrace of their guesthouse and gazed
at the innocent smiling mountain. They paraded — Gwen in her navy-blue shorts
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and Trudy in her puffy sun-suit -along the lake-side where marched also the lean
brown camping youths from all over the globe, the fat print-frocked mothers
and double-chinned fathers from Germany followed by their blonde sedate
young, and the English women with their perms.

There aren't any men about,' Trudy said.

There are hundreds of men,' Gwen said, in a voice which meant, whatever
do you mean?

I really must try out my phrase-book,' Trudy said, for she had the feeling
that if she were independent of Gwen as interpreter she might, as she expressed
it to herself, have more of a chance.

"You might have more of a chance of meeting someone interesting that
way,' Gwen said, for their close confinement by the rain had seemed to -make her
psychic, and she was continually putting Trudy's thoughts into words.

'Oh, I'm not here for that. I only wanted a rest, as I told you. I'm not—'

'Goodness, Richard!'

Gwen was actually speaking English to a man who was not apparently
accompanied by a wife or aunt or sister.

He kissed Gwen on the cheek. She laughed and so did he. 'Well, well,’
he said. He was not much taller than Gwen. He had dark crinkly hair and a small
moustache of a light brown. He wore bathing trunks and his large chest was
impressively bronze. 'What brings you here?' he said to Gwen, looking mean-
while at Trudy.

He was staying at an hotel on the other side of the lake. Each day for the
rest of the fortnight he rowed over to meet them at ten in the morning, sometimes
spending the whole day with them. Trudy was charmed, she could hardly be-
lieve in Owen's friendly indifference to him, notwithstanding he was a
teacher at the same grammar school as Gwen, who therefore, saw him every
day.

Every time he met them he kissed Gwen on the cheek. "You seem to be on
very good terms with him,' Trudy said. 'Oh. Richard's an old friend. I've known
him for years.'

The second week, Gwen-went off on various expeditions of her own and
left them together.

This is quite a connoisseur's place,’ Richard informed Trudy, and he
pointed out why, and in what choice way, it was so, and Trudy, charmed, saw in
the peeling pastel stucco of the little town, the unnecessary floral balconies, the
bulbous Slovene spires, something special after all. She felt she saw, through his
eyes, a precious Tightness in the women with their grey skirts and well-filled
blouses who trod beside their husbands and their clean children. 'Are they all
Austrians?' Trudy asked.

'No, some of them are German and French. But this place attracts the
same type.'
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Richard's eyes rested with appreciation on the young noisy campers
whose tents were pitched in the lake-side field. The campers were long-limbed
and animal, brightly and briefly dressed. They romped like galvanized goats, yet
looked surprisingly virtuous.

'What are they saying to each other?' She enquired of Richard when a
group of them passed by, shouting some words and laughing at each other
through glistening red lips and very white teeth. They are talking about their fast
M.G. racing cars.' 'Oh, have they got racing cars?'

'No, the racing cars they are talking about don't exist. Sometimes they talk
about their film contracts which don't exist. That's why they laugh.' Not much of
a sense of humour, have they?'

They are of mixed nationalities, so they have to limit their humour to
jokes which everyone can understand, and so they talk about racing cars which
aren't there.'

Trudy giggled a little, to show willing. Richard told her he was thirty-five,
which she thought feasible. She volunteered that she was not quite twenty-two.
Whereupon Richard looked at her and looked away, and looked again and took
her hand. For, as he told Gwen afterwards, this remarkable statement was almost
an invitation to a love affair.

Their love affair began that afternoon, in a boat on the lake, when, bare-
foot, they had a game of placing sole to sole, heel to heel. Trudy squealed, and
leaned back hard, pressing her feet against Richard's.

She squealed at Gwen when they met in their room later on. 'I'm having a
heavenly time with Richard. I do so much like an older man.' Gwen sat on her
bed and gave Trudy a look of wonder. Then she said, 'He's not much older than
you. 'I've knocked a bit off my age,' Trudy said. 'Do you mind not letting on?"

'How much have you knocked off?' 'Seven years.'

'Very courageous,' Gwen said.

'What do you mean?'

That you are brave.'

'Don't you think you're being a bit nasty?'

'No. It takes courage to start again and again. That's all I mean. Some
women would find it boring.'

'Oh, I'm not an experienced girl at all,' Trudy said. 'Whatever made you
think I was experienced?'

"It's true,' Gwen said, 'you show no signs of having profited by experience.
Have you ever found it a successful tactic to remain twenty-two?'

'l believe you're jealous,' Trudy said, 'One expects this sort of thing from
most older women, but somehow I didn't expect it from you.'

'One is always learning,' Gwen said.

Trudy fingered her curls. 'Yes, I have got a lot to learn from life,' she said,
looking out of the window.
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'God,' said Gwen, 'you haven't begun to believe that you're still twenty-
two, have you?'

'Not quite twenty-two 1s how I put it to Richard,' Trudy said, 'and yes, I do
feel it. That's my point. [ don't feel a day older.'

The last day of their holidays Richard took Trudy rowing on the lake,
which reflected a gray low sky.

"It looks like Windermere today, doesn't it?' he said. Trudy had not seen
Windermere, but she said, yes it did, and gazed at him with shining twenty-two-
year-old eyes. 'Sometimes this place,’ he said, 'is very like Yorkshire, but only
when the weather's bad. Or, over on the mountain side, Wales.'

'Exactly what I told Gwen,' Trudy said. 'l said Wales, I said, it's like
Wales.'

'Well, of course, there's quite a difference, really. It—

'But Gwen simply squashed the idea. You see, she's an older woman, and
being a schoolmistress - it's so much different when a man's a teacher -being a
woman teacher, she feels she can treat me like a kid. I suppose I must expect it.'

'Oh well—'

'How long have you known Gwen?'

'Several years, 'he said. 'Owen's all right, darling. A great friend of my
mother, is Gwen. Quite a member of the family.'

Trudy wanted to move her lodgings in London but she was prevented
from doing so by a desire to be near Gwen, who saw Richard daily at school,
and who knew his mother so well. And therefore Gwen's experience of Richard
filled in the gaps in his life which were unknown to Trudy and which intrigued
her.

She would fling herself into Gwen's room. 'Gwen, what d'you think?
There he was waiting outside the office and he drove me home, and he's calling
for me at seven, and next weekend ...'

Gwen frequently replied, "You are out of breath. Have you got heart trou-
ble?' — for Owen's room was only on the first floor. And Trudy was furious with
Gwen on these occasions for seeming not to understand that the breathlessness
was all part of her only being twenty-two, and excited by the boyfriend. 'T think
Richard's so exciting,' Trudy said. 'It's difficult to believe I've only known him a
month.'

'Has he invited you home to meet his mother?' Gwen enquired. 'No — not
yet. Oh, do you think he will?' 'Yes, I think so. One day I'm sure he will.'

'Oh, do you mean it?' Trudy flung her arms girlishly round Gwen's impas-
sive neck. "When is your father coming up?' Gwen said. 'Not for ages, if at all.
He can't leave Leicester just now, and he hates London.»You must get him to
come and ask Richard what his intentions are. A young girl like you needs pro-
tection.' 'Gwen, don't be silly.'
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Often Trudy would question Gwen about Richard and his mother. 'Are
they well off? Is she a well-bred woman? What's the house like? How long have
you known Richard? Why hasn't he married before? The mother, is she—'

'Lucy is a marvel in her way,' Gwen said. 'Oh, do you call her Lucy? You
must know her awfully well.' T'm quite,' said Gwen, 'a member of the family in
my way.' 'Richard has often told me that. Do you go there every Sunday?' 'Most
Sundays,' Gwen said. 'It is often very amusing, and one sometimes sees a fresh
face.'

'Why,' Trudy said, as the summer passed and she had already been away
for several weekends with Richard, 'doesn't he ask me to meet his mother? If my
mother were alive and living in London 1 know 1 would have asked him home
to meet her.'

Trudy threw out hints to Richard. 'How I wish you could meet my father.
You simply must come up to Leicester in the Christmas holidays and stay with
him. He's rather tied up in Leicester and never leaves it. He's an insurance man-
ager. The successful kind.'

'l can't very well leave Mother at Christmas, 'Richard said, 'but I'd love to
meet your father some other time.' His tan had worn off, and Trudy thought him
more distinguished and at the same time more unattainable than ever. 'l think it
only right,’ Trudy said in her young way, 'that one should introduce the man
one loves to one's parents' - for it was agreed between them that they were in
love.

But still, by the end of October, Richard had not asked her to meet his
mother.

'Does it matter all that much?' Gwen said.

'Well, it would be a definite step forward.' Trudy said. "We can't go on
being just friends like this. I'd like to know where I stand with him. After all,
we're in love and we're both free. Do you know, I'm beginning to think he hasn't
any serious intentions after all. But if he asked me to meet his mother it would
be a sort of sign, wouldn't it?' 'It certainly would,' Gwen said.

'T don't even feel I can ring him up at home until I've met his mother. I'd
feel shy of talking to her on the phone. I must meet her. It's becoming a sort of
obsession.'

Tt certainly is." Gwen said. "Why don't you just say to him, «I'd like to meet
your mother»?'

'Well, Gwen, there are some things a girl can't say.' 'No, but a woman can.'

'Are you going on about my age again? I tell you, Gwen, I feel twenty-
two. I think twenty-two. I am twenty-two so far as Richard's concerned. I don't
think really you can help me much. After all, you haven't been successful with
men yourself, have you?'

'No," Gwen said, T haven't. I've always been on the old side.' That's just
my point. It doesn't get you anywhere to feel old and think old. If you want to be
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successful with men you have to hang on to your youth.' 'It wouldn't be worth it
at the price,' Gwen said, 'to judge by the state you're in.'

Trudy started to cry and ran to her room, presently returning to ask Gwen
questions about Richard's mother. She could rarely keep away from Gwen when
she was not out with Richard. '"What's his mother really like? Do you think I'd
get on with her?' 'If you wish I'll take you to see his mother on Sunday.' 'No,
no,' Trudy said. 'It's got to come from him if it has any meaning. The invitation
must come from Richard.'

Trudy had almost lost her confidence, and in fact had come to wonder if
Richard was getting tired of her, since he had less and less time to spare for her,
when unexpectedly and yet so inevitably, in November, he said, 'Y ou must come
and meet my mother.' 'Oh!' Trudy said.- 'l should like you to meet my mother.
She's looking forward to it.' 'Oh, does she know about me?' 'Rather.' 'Oh!" 'It's
happened. Everything's all right,' Trudy said breathlessly.

'He has asked you home to meet his mother," Gwen said without looking
up from the exercise book she was correcting. 'It's important to me, Owen.'

'"Yes, yes,’ Gwen said. 'I'm going on Sunday afternoon.' Trudy said. "Will
you be there?'

"Not till supper time,' Gwen said. 'Don't worry.'

'He said, «I want you to meet Mother. I've told her all about you.» 'All
about you?'

That s what he said, and it means so much to me, Gwen. So much.' Gwen
said, 'It's a beginning.'

'Oh, it's the beginning of everything. I'm sure of that.' Richard picked her
up in his Singer at four on Sunday. He seemed preoccupied. He did not, as usu-
al, open the car door for her, but slid into the driver's seat and waited for her to
get in beside him. She fancied he was perhaps nervous about her meeting his
mother for the first time.

The house on Campion Hill was delightful. They must be very comforta-
ble, Trudy thought. Mrs Seeton was a tall, stooping woman, well dressed and
preserved, with thick steel-grey hair and large light eyes. 'I hope you'll call me
Lucy,' she said. 'Do you smoke?' 'l don't," said Trudy.

'Helps the nerves,» said Mrs Seeton, 'when one is getting on in life. You
don't need to smoke yet awhile.'

«No," Trudy said. .What a lovely room, Mrs Seeton.' «Lucy, said Mrs
Seeton.

'"Lucy,’ Trudy said, very shyly, and looked at Richard for support. But he
was drinking the last of his tea and looking out of the window as if to see
whether the sky, had cleared.

'Richard has to go out for supper,’ Mrs Seeton said, waving her cigarette
holder very prettily. 'Don't forget to watch the time, Richard. But Trudy will stay
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to supper with me, I hope. Trudy and I have a lot to talk about, I'm sure. She
looked at Trudy and very faintly, with no more than a butterfly-flick, winked.

Trudy accepted the invitation with a conspiratorial nod and a slight
squirm in her chair, she looked at Richard to see if he would say where he was
going for supper, but he was gazing up at the top pane of the window, his fingers
tapping on the arm of the shining Old Windsor chair on which he sat.

Richard left at half past six, very much more cheerful in his going than he
had been in his coming.

'Richard gets restless on a Sunday,' said his mother. 'Yes, so I've no-
ticed,»- Trudy said, so that there should be no mistake about who had been, oc-
cupying his recent Sundays.

'l dare say now you want to hear all about Richard,' said his mother in a
secretive whisper, although no one was in earshot. Mrs Seeton giggled through
her nose and raised her shoulders all the way up her long neck till they almost
touched her ear-rings.

Trudy vaguely copied her gesture. 'Oh yes,' she said, 'Mrs Seeton.'

'Lucy. You must call me Lucy, now, you know. I want you and me to be
friends. I want you to feel like a member of the family. Would you like to see
the house?'

She led the way upstairs and displayed her affluent bedroom, one wall of
which was entirely covered by mirror, so that, for every photograph on her
dressing-table of Richard and Richard's late father, there were virtually two pho-
tographs in the room.

"This is Richard on his pony, Lob. He adored Lob. We all adored Lob. Of
course, we were in the country then. This is Richard with Nana. And 'this is
Richard's father at the outbreak of war. What did you do in the war, dear?»

'T was at school,' Trudy said, quite truthfully. 'Oh, then you're a teacher,
too?'

'No, I'm a secretary. I didn't leave school till after the war." Mrs Seeton
said, looking at Trudy from two angles, 'Good gracious me, how deceiving. I
thought you were about Richard's age, like Gwen. Gwen is such a dear. This is
Richard as a graduate. Why he went into school mastering I don't know. Still,
he's a very good master. Gwen always says so, quite definitely. Don't you adore
Gwen?' 'Gwen is a good bit older than me,' Trudy said, being still upset on the
subject of age.

'She ought to be here any moment. She usually comes for supper. Now I'll
show you the other rooms and Richard's room.'

When they came to Richard's room his mother stood on the threshold and,
with her finger to her lips for no apparent reason, swung the door open. Com-
pared with the rest of the house this was a bleak, untidy, almost schoolboy's
room. Richard's green pajama trousers lay on the floor where he had stepped out
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of them. This was a sight familiar to Trudy from her several weekend excursions
with Richard, of late months, to hotels up the Thames valley.

'So untidy,' said Richard's mother, shaking her head woefully. 'So untidy.
One day, Trudy, dear, we must have a real chat.'

Gwen arrived presently, and made herself plainly at home by going
straight into the kitchen to prepare a salad. Mrs Seeton carved slices of cold
meat while Trudy stood and watched them both, listening to a conversation be-
tween them which indicated a long intimacy. Richard's mother seemed anxious
to please Gwen. 'Expecting Grace tonight?' Gwen said. . 'No, darling, I thought
perhaps not tonight. Was I right?'

'Oh, of course, yes. Expecting Joanna?'

'Well, as it's Trudy's first visit, I thought perhaps not—

'Would you," Gwen said to Trudy, 'lay the table, my dear. Here are the
knives and forks.'

Trudy bore these knives and forks into the dining-room with a sense of
having been got rid of with a view to being talked about.

At supper, Mrs Seeton said, 'It seems a bit odd, there only being the three
of us. We usually have such jolly Sunday suppers. Next week, Trudy, you must
come and meet the whole crowd - mustn't she, Gwen?'

'Oh yes,' Gwen said, Trudy must do that.'

Towards half past ten Richard's mother said, ' doubt if Richard will be
back in time to run you home. Naughty boy, I dare not think what he gets up
to.'

On the way to the bus stop Gwen said, 'Are you happy now that you've
met Lucy?'

'"Yes, I think so. But I think Richard might have stayed. It would have been
nice. | dare say he wanted me to get to know his mother by myself. But in fact |
felt the need of his support.'

'Didn't you have a talk with Lucy?'

'Well yes, but not much really. Richard probably didn't realize you were
coming to supper. Richard probably thought his mother and 1 could have a
heart-to-heart—' 'l usually go to Lucy's on Sunday,' Gwen said. "Why?' 'Well,
she's a friend of mine. [ know her ways. She amuses me.'

During the week Trudy saw Richard only once, for a quick drink. 'Exams,’
he said. 'I'm rather busy, darling.' Exams in November? I thought they started in
December. «Preparation for exams,' he said. 'Preliminaries. Lots of work." He
took her home, kissed her on the cheek and drove off.

She looked after the car, and for a moment hated his moustache. But she
pulled herself together and, recalling her youthfulness, decided she was too young
really to judge the fine shades and moods of a man like Richard. He picked her
up at four o'clock on Sunday.
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'Mother's looking forward to seeing you,' he said. 'She hopes you will
stay for supper.'

"You won't have to go out, will you, Richard?'

'Not tonight, no.'

But he did have to go out to keep an appointment of which his mother
reminded him immediately after tea. He had smiled at his mother and said,
"Thanks.'

,,» Trudy saw the photograph album, then she heard how Mrs Seeton had
met Richard's father in Switzerland, and what Mrs Seeton had been wearing at
the time. At half past six the supper party arrived. These were three women, in-
cluding Gwen. The one called Grace was quite pretty, with a bewildered air. The
one called Iris was well over forty and rather loud in her manner, 'Where's Rich-
ard tonight, the old cad?' said Iris. 'How do I know?' said his mother. "'Who am I
to ask?'

'Well, at least he's a hard worker during the week. A brilliant teacher,'
said doe-eyed Grace. 'Middling as a schoolmaster,’ Gwen said. 'Oh, Gwen!
Look how long he's held down the job,' his mother said. 'l should think," Grace
said, 'he's wonderful with the boys.' Those Shakespearean productions at the
end of the summer term are regally magnificent,' Iris bawled. Til hand him that',
the old devil.' 'Magnificent,' said his mother. "Y ou must admit, Gwen—'

"Very middling performances,' Gwen said.

'l suppose you are right, but, after all, they are only schoolboys. You .can't
do much with untrained actors, Gwen,' said Mrs Seeton very sadly. 'l adore Rich-
ard,' Iris said, 'when he's in his busy, occupied mood. He's so — 'Oh yes,' Grace
said. 'Richard is wonderful when he's got a lot on his mind.'

I know.' said his mother. There was one time when Richard had just start-
ed teaching — I must tell you this story — he . . .' Before they left Mrs Seeton said
to Trudy, "You will come with Gwen next week, won't you? I want you to regard
yourself as one of us. There are two other friends of Richard's I do want you to
meet. Old friends.' On the way to the bus Trudy said to Gwen, 'Don't you find it
dull going to Mrs Seeton's every Sunday?' 'Well, yes, my dear young thing, and
no. From time to time one sees a fresh face, and then it's quite amusing.' 'Doesn't
Richard ever stay at home on Sunday evening?' 'No, I can't say he does. In fact,
he's very often away for the whole weekend. As you know.'

'Who are these women?' Trudy said, stopping in the street. 'Oh, just old
friends of Richard's." 'Do they see him often?' 'Not now. They've become
members of the family.'
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PRELIMINARIES
Muriel Spark was born in 1918 and educated in Edinburgh. Her works

include critical biographies of nineteenth-century writers, poetry and novels.
Among her novels are The Prime of Miss Jean Brodie (1961), The Girls of Slen-
der Means (1963) and The Mandelbaum Gate (1965).

arms.

L. Look up the pronunciation of these words:
revelation  row (V)

imperturbable stucco

awnings conspiratorial

terrace intimacy

parade doe-eyed

psychic middling

II.  Study the notes below:

1. Windermere - lake in the Lake District of north-western England.

2. She would fling herself- she used to rush.

3. He is calling for me - he is coming to fetch me.

4. Young young - ironical, pretending to be very young.

5. Where I stand with him - what my position is.

6. On the old side - rather old.

7. Singer - make of sports car.

8. Old Windsor chair - all wood chair with curved support for back and

9. I'll hand him that -1 must say that about him
10. Comfortable - quite rich.

COMPREHENSION

I. Complete the sentences in the following :

1. Trudy thought Southern Austria was like Wales because
a) itrained so much.

b) the sun shone so much.

¢) itdidn't rain much.

d) because the sun hardly ever shone.

2. Gwen acted as if

a) she wanted to find a husband.

b) she had stopped thinking about marriage.

c) she was very interested in Richard.

d) she was trying to stop Trudy from becoming interested in Richard.
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3.Trudy wanted to try out her phrase-book alone because
a) she wanted to try out her German.

b) Gwen told her to do so.

c) she didn't want Gwen to hear her mistakes.

d) it might help her to meet a young man.

4.Gwen was speaking English to a man who was
a) accompanied by an aunt.

b) not accompanied by his wife.

c) accompanied by his brother.

d) accompanied by a sister!

IT Choose the words from the list below which fit into the following sen-
tences:

confinement, crinkly, revelation, suicidal, virtuous, imperturbable, ap-
preciation, awning, indifference, invisible

1 It would be quite ... to climb to the top of that mountain.

2 Trudy could not understand Gwen's ... to Richard.

3 Gwen never seemed to worry about anything; she was quite ....

4 It was a ... to Trudy when Richard showed her the town of Bleilach.

5 They sat under the ... in the sun.

ITI. Answer the following questions:

1How old did Richard say he was?

2Where were Trudy and Richard when their love affair began?

3How many years had Trudy knocked off her age?

4While Richard and Trudy were rowing on the lake, what did Richard say
the lake looked like?

5What was Gwen's occupation?

6Where was Gwen's room?

7What made Trudy think that Richard was getting tired of her?

8Who took Trudy to the bus stop after she had left Richard's home?

9Where had Richard's mother and father first met?

10Name one of the other visitors Trudy met at Richard's home.

11Who were these women visitors, according to Richard's mother?

TEXT INTERPRETATION

INTRODUCTION

L. A Member of the Family is about Trudy and Richard, who meet on
holiday, but turn out to have rather different ideas about marriage.

1.Give your first impressions of the story. What did you feel about the
characters? What was the point of the title?

2.Where do Trudy and Richard first meet? Describe the place,
Bleilach.
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3.Describe Trudy. In what way does she change her personality when
she meets Richard? Why does she lie to Richard about her age?

4.What part does Gwen play in the story?

5.Why does Trudy want Richard to ask her to meet his mother?

6.When he finally takes her to meet his mother, what does it mean for
Richard?

7.What kind of woman is Richard's mother? How does she regard Rich-
ard?

8.What do you think of Richard's behaviour? Does anyone see Richard
as he really is?

9.What would you have done at the end of the story if you had been
Trudy?

II.  While reading the story, think about the following;:

(a) details of appearance and dress.

(b) the contrast between Trudy and Gwen, the main women charac-
ters.

(c) the development of the relationship between Trudy and Richard.

III. Who do you think the author's sympathy lies with? Do you share
her attitude to the personages?

IV. State the theme of the story.
V. Interpret the story in a lengthy monologue.

ENOCH'S TWO LETTERS
by Alan Sillitoe

Enoch's parents parted in a singular way. He was eight years of age at the
time.

It happened one morning after he had gone to school, so that he didn't
know anything about it till coming home in the evening.

Jack Boden got up as usual at seven o'clock, and his wife, who was Enoch's
mother, set a breakfast of bacon and egg before him. They never said much, and
spoke even less on this particular morning because both were solidly locked in
their separate thoughts which, unknown to each other, they were at last intend-
ing to act on. "

Instead of getting a bus to his foundry, Jack boarded one for the city cen-
tre. He sought out a public lavatory where, for the price of a penny, he was able
to draw off his overalls, and emerge with them under his arm. They were
wrapped in the brown paper which he had put into his pocket before leaving the
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house, a sly and unobtrusive movement as he called from the scullery: 'So long,
love. See you this afternoon.'

Now wearing a reasonable suit, he walked to the railway station. There
he met Rene, who had in her .two suitcases a few of his possessions that he had
fed to her during clandestine meetings over the past fortnight. Having worked in
the same factory, they had, as many others who were employed there saw, 'fallen
for each other'. Rene wasn't married, so there seemed nothing to stop her going
away with him. And Jack's dull toothache of a conscience had, in the six months
since knowing her. cured itself at last.

Yet they got on the train to London feeling somewhat alarmed at the step
they had taken, though neither liked to say anything in case the other should think
they wanted to back out. Hardly a word was spoken the whole way. Rene won-
dered what her parents would say when they saw she'd gone. Jack thought
mostly about Enoch, but he knew he'd be safe enough with his mother, and that
she'd bring him up right. He would send her a letter from London to explain that
he had gone-in case she hadn't it.

No sooner had Jack left for his normal daylight stint at the foundry than
his wife, Edna, attended to Enoch. She watched him eat, standing by the man-
telshelf for a good view of him during her stare. He looked up, half

out of his sleep, and didn't smile back at her.

She kissed him, pushed sixpence into his pocket, and sent him up the street
to school, then went upstairs to decide what things to take with her. It wasn't a
hard choice, for though they had plenty of possessions, little of it was movable.
So it turned out that two suitcases and a handbag held all she wanted.

There was ample time, and she went downstairs to more tea .and a proper
breakfast. They'd been married ten years, and for seven at least she'd had enough.
The trouble with Jack was that he'd let nothing worry him. He was so trustworthy
and easy-going he got on her nerves. He didn't even seem interested in other
women, and the worst thing about such a man was that he hardly ever noticed
when you were upset. When he did, he accused you of upsetting him.

There were so many things wrong, that now she was about to leave she
couldn't bring them to mind, and this irritated her, and made her think that it had
been even worse than it was, rather than the other way round. As a couple they
had given up tackling any differences between them by the human method of
talking, ft was as if the sight of each other struck them dumb. On first meeting, a
dozen years ago, they had been unable to say much -which, in their mutual at-
traction, they had confused with love at first sight. And nowadays they didn't try
to talk to each other about the way they felt any more because neither of them
thought it would do any good. Having come this far, the only thing left was to
act. It wasn't that life was dull exactly, but they had nothing in common. If they
had, maybe she could have put up with him, no matter how bad he was.
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For a week she'd been trying to write a letter, to be posted from where
she was going, but she couldn't get beyond: 'I'm leaving you for good, so stop
bothering about me any more. Just look-after Enoch, because I've had my belly-
ful and I'm off After re-reading it she put it back and clipped her handbag shut.

Having decided to act after years of thinking about it, she was now uncer-
tain as to what she would do. A sister lived in Hull, so her first plan was to stay
there till she found a job and a room. This was something to hang on to, and be-
yond it she didn't think. She'd just have to act again, and that was that. Once you
started there was probably no stopping, she thought, not feeling too good about
it now that the time had come.

An hour later she turned the clock to the wall, and walked out of the house
for good, safe in knowing that shortly after Enoch came in from school his fa-
ther would be home to feed him. They had lavished a lot of love on Enoch — she
knew that — maybe too much, some of which they should have given to each
other but had grown too mean and shy to.

She left the door unlocked so that he could just walk in. He was an intelli-
gent lad, who'd be able to turn on the gas fire if he felt cold. When Mrs Mackley
called from her back door to ask if she was going on her holidays, Edna laughed
and said she was only off to see Jack's mother at Neiherfield, to take some old
rags that she needed to cut up and use for rug-clippings.

Mam,' Enoch cried, going in by the back door. '"Mam, where's my tea?'

He'd come running down the road with a pocketful of marbles. His head
in fact looked like one of the more psychedelic ones with a pale round face, a
lick of brilliant ginger hair down over his forehead and a streak of red toffee-
stain across his mouth.

Gossiping again, he thought scornfully, seeing the kitchen empty. He
threw his coat, still with the sleeves twisted, over to the settee. The house did
have more quiet than usual, he didn't, know why. He turned the clock to face the
right way, then went into the scullery and put the kettle on.

The tea wasn't like his mother made it. It was too weak. But it was hot, so
he put a lot of sugar in to make up for it, then sat at the table to read a comic.

It was early spring, and as soon as it began to get dark he switched the
light on and went to draw the curtains. One half came over easily, but the other
only part of the way, leaving a foot-wide gap of dusk, like a long, open mouth
going up instead of across. This bothered him for a while, until it got dark, when
he decided to ignore it and switch the television on.

From hoping to see his mother, he began to wonder where his father was.
If his mother had gone to Aunt Jenny's and missed the bus home, maybe his fa-
ther at the foundry had had an accident and fallen into one of the moulds - from
which it was impossible to get out alive, except as a skeleton.

Jam pot, butter dish, knife, and crumbs were spread over the kitchen table
when he got himself something to eat. Not that it bothered him, that his father
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might have been killed, because when they had left him for an hour on his own a
few months ago he had wondered what he would do if they never came back.
Before he'd had time to decide, though, they had| opened the door to tell him to
get a sandwich and he off to bed sharp, otherwise he'd be too tired to get up for
school in the morning. So he knew they'd be back sooner than he expected.
When Johnny Bootle's father had been killed in a lorry last year he'd envied him,
but Johnny Bootle himself hadn't liked it very much.

Whether they came back or not, it was nice being in the house on his own.
He was boss of it, could mash another pot of tea if he felt like it, and keep the
gas fire burning as long as he liked. The telly was flickering but he didn't want
to switch it off, even though heads kept rolling up and up. so that when he
looked at it continually for half a minute it seemed as if j they were going round
in a circle. He turned to scoop a spoonful of raspberry jam from the pot, and
swallow some more cold tea.

He sat in his father's chair by the fire, legs stretched across the rug, but
ready to jump at the click of the outdoor latch, and be back at the table before
they could get into the room. His father wouldn't like him being in his chair, un-
less he were sitting on his knee. All he needed was a cigarette, and though he
looked on the sideboard and along the shelf there were none in sight. He had to
content himself with trying to whistle in a thick manly style. Johnny Bootle had
been lucky in his loss, because he'd had a sister.

If they didn't come back tonight he wouldn't go to school in the morning.
They'd shout at him when they found out, but that didn't matter It if they were
dead. It was eight o'clock, and he wondered where they were. They ought to be
back by now and he began to regret that he'd hoped they never would be, as if
God's punishment for thinking this might be that. He'd never let them. |

He yawned, and picked up the clock to wind it. That was what you did
when you yawned after eight in the evening. If they didn't come soon he would
have to go upstairs to bed, but he thought he would get some coats and sleep on
the sofa down here, with the gas fire shining bright, rather than venture to his
bedroom alone. They'd really gone for a night out, and that was a fact. Maybe
they were late, coming back because they'd gone for a divorce. When the same
thing had happened to Tom Brunt it was because his mam had gone to fetch a
baby, though he was taken into a neighbour's house next door before he'd been
alone as long as this.

He looked along the shelf to see if he had missed a cigarette that he could
put into his mouth and play at smoking with. He had good eyes and no need of
glasses, that was true, because he'd been right first time. In spite of the bread and
jam he still felt hungry, and went into the scullery for some cheese.

When the light went, taking the flickering telly with it, he found a torch at
the back of the dresser drawer, then looked for a shilling to put in the meter. For-
tunately the gas fire gave off enough pink glow for him to see, the borders of the
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room, especially when he shone the torch beam continually around the walls as
if it were a searchlight looking for enemy planes.

Tt was a long wait to Tipperary'- as he had sometimes heard his father
sing while drunk, but his eyes closed, with the piece of cheese still in his hands,
and he hoped he would drop off before they came in so that they'd be sorry for
staying out so late, and wouldn't be able to be mad at him for not having gone to
bed.

He walked across the room to the coat hooks in the recess, but his moth-
er's and father's coats had gone, as he should have known they would be, since
neither of them was in. There was nothing to put over himself when he went to
sleep, but he still wouldn't go upstairs for a blanket. It would be as bad as going
into a wood at night. He had run across the road when a bus was coming, and
seen Frankenstein once on the telly, but he wouldn't go into a wood at night,
even though lying Jimmy Kemp claimed to have done so.

Pushing one corner at a time, he got the table back against the sideboard.
There was an oval mirror above the mantelshelf, and he leaned both elbows on it
to get as good a look at himself as he could in the wavering pink light - his
round face and small ears, chin in shadow, and eyes popping forward. He dis-
torted his mouth with two fingers, and curled a tongue hideously up to his nose
to try and frighten himself away from the bigger fear of the house that was
threatening him with tears.

It was hard to remember what they'd done at school today, and when he
tried to imagine his father walking into the house and switching on the Bght it
was difficult to make out his face very clearly. He hated him for that, and hoped
one day to kill him with an axe. Even his mother's face wasn't easy to bring
back, but he didn't want to kill her. He felt his knee caps burning, being too
close to the gas bars, so he stood away to let them go cool.

When he was busy rolling up the carpet in front of the fire, and being
away from the mirror, his parents suddenly appeared to him properly, their faces
side by side with absolute clarity, and he wished they'd come back. If they did,
and asked what the bloody hell he thought he was doing rolling up the carpet,
he'd say well what else do you expect me to do? I've got to use something for a
blanket when I go to sleep on the settee, haven't 1?

If there was one skill he was glad of, it was that he could tell the time.
He'd only learned it properly six months ago, so it had come just right. You did-
n't have to put a shilling in the clock, so that was still ticking at least, except that
it made him feel tired.

He heaved at the settee, to swivel it round in front of the fire, a feat which
convinced him that one day he'd be as strong as his father -wherever he was.
There was certainly no hope of the gas keeping on till the morning, so he turned
it down to number two. Then he lay on the settee and pulled the carpet over him.
It smelled of stone and pumice, and of soap that had gone bad.
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He sniffed the cold air, and sensed there was daylight in it, though he
couldn't open his eyes. Weaving his hand as far as it would go, he felt that the
gas fire had gone out, meaning that the cooking stove wouldn't work. He won-
dered why his eyelids were stuck together, then thought of chopping up a chair
to make a blaze, but the grate was blocked by the gas fire. This disappointed
him, because it would have been nice to lean over it, warming himself as the
bottom of the kettle got blacker and blacker till it boiled at the top.

When his eyes mysteriously opened, old Tinface the clock said it was half
past-seven. In any case there were no matches left to light anything. He went in-
to the scullery-to wash his face.

He had to be content with a cup of milk, and a spoon of sugar in it, with
more bread and cheese. People were walking along the backyards on their way
to work. If they've gone for good, he thought, I shall go to my grandma's, and I'll
have to change schools because she lives at Netherfield, miles away.

His mother had given him sixpence for sweets the morning before, and he
already had twopence, so he knew that this was enough to get him half fare to
Netherfield.

That's all I can do, he thought, turning the clock to the wall, and wonder-
ing whether he ought to put the furniture right in case his parents came in and
got mad that it was all over the place, though he hoped they wouldn't care, since
they'd left him all night on his own.

Apart from not wanting to spend the sixpence his mother had given him
till she came back, he was sorry at having to go to his grandma's because now he
wouldn't be able to go to school and tell his mates that he'd been all night in a
house on his own. He pushed a way to the upper deck of the bus, from which
height he could look down on the roofs of cars, and see level into the top seats of
other buses passing them through the town. You never know, he thought, 1
might see 'em - going home to put a shilling each in the light and gas for me. He
gave his money to the conductor.

It took a long time to get clear of traffic at Canning Circus, and he wished
he'd packed up some bread and cheese before leaving the house. Men were
smoking foul fags all around, and a gang of boys going to Peoples' College
made a big noise until the conductor told them to stop it or he'd put. them off.

He knew the name of his grandmother's street, but not how to get there
from the bus stop. A postman pointed the direction for him. Netherfield was on
the edge of Nottingham, and huge black cauliflower clouds with the sun locked
inside came over on the wind from Colwick Woods.

When his grandmother opened the back door he was turning the handle of
the old mangle outside. She told him to stop it, and then asked in a tone of sur-
prise what had brought him there at that time of the morning. 'Dad and Mom
have gone,' he said.
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'Gone?' she cried, pulling him into the scullery. 'What do you mean?' He
saw the big coal fire, and smelled the remains of bacon that she must have done
for Tom's breakfast -the last of her sons living there. His face was distorted with
pain. 'No,' she said, 'nay, you mustn't cry. Whatever's the matter for you to cry
like that?'

The tea she poured was hot, strong, sweet, and he was sorry at having
cried in front of her. 'All right, now?' she said, drawing back to watch him and
see if it was. He nodded. 'I slept on the couch.' The whole night! And where can
they be?'

He saw she was worried. «They had an accident,» he told her, poring his
tea into the saucer to cool it. She fried him an egg, and gave him some bread and
butter.

'Our Jack's never had an accident,’ she said grimly. 'If they're dead,
grandma, can I live with you?' 'Aye, you can. But they're not, so you needn't
worry your little eyes.' They must be,' he told her, feeling certain about it. "We'll
see,' she said. 'When I've cleaned up a bit, we'll go and find out what got into
'em.' He watched her sweeping the room, then stood in the doorway as she knelt
down to scrub the scullery floor, a smell of cold water and pumice when she
reached the doorstep. 'I've got to keep the place spotless,’ she said with a laugh.
'Standing up, 'or your Uncle Tom would leave home. He's bound to get married
one day though, and that's a fact. His three brothers did, one of ‘em being your
daft father. 'She held his hand back to the bus stop. If Uncle Tom does clear off
it looks like she'll have me to look after. It seemed years already since he'd last
seen his mother and father, and he was growing to like the adventure of it, pro-
vided they didn't stay away too long. It was rare going twice across town in one
day.

It started to rain, so they stood in a shop doorway to wait for the bus.
There wasn't so many people on it this time, and they sat on the bottom deck be-
cause his grandma didn't feel like climbing all them steps. 'Did you lock the door
behind you?'

'T forgot.'

'Let's hope nobody goes in.'

There was no light left,' he said. 'Nor any gas, I was cold when I

woke up.'

T'm sure you was,' she said. 'But you're a big lad now. You should have
gone to a neighbour's house. They'd have given you some tea. Mrs Upton would,
I'm sure. Or Mrs Mackley.'

'T kept thinking they'd be back any minute.'

"You always have to go to the neighbours,' she told him, when they got off
the bus and walked across Ilkeston Road. Her hand had wanned up now from
the pumice and cold water. 'Don't kick your feet like that.»
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If it happened again, he would take her advice. He hoped it wouldn't,
though next time he'd sleep in his bed and not be frightened.

They walked down the yard, and in by the back door. Nothing was miss-
ing, he could have told anybody that, though he didn't speak. The empty house
seemed dead, and he didn't like that. He couldn't stay on his own, so followed
his grandmother upstairs and into every room, half expecting her to find them in
some secret place he'd never known of.

The beds were made, and wardrobe doors closed. One of the windows
was open a few inches, so she slammed it shut and locked it. 'Come on down.
There's nowt up here."

She put a shilling in the gas meter, and set a kettle on the stove. 'Might as
well have a cup of tea while I think this one out. A bloody big one it is, as well.'

It was the first time he'd heard her swear, but then, he'd never seen her
worried, either. It made him feel better. She thought about the front room, and
he followed her.

They kept the house clean, any road up,' she said, touching the curtains
and chair covers. That's summat to be said for 'em. But it ain't everything.'

It ain't,’ he agreed, and saw two letters lying on the mat just inside the
front door. He watched her broad back as she bent to pick them up, thinking
now that they were both dead for sure.

PRELIMINARIES

Alan Sillitoe was horn in Nottingham in 1928. His novels and short sto-
ries deal mainly with the lives of the industrial working classes. His first novel,
Saturday Night and Sunday Morning, was published in 1958. His collections of
short stories include The Loneliness of the Long-distance Runner (1959) and
Men, Women and Children (1973).

I. Practise pronunciation of these words. Look it up in the dictionary:

foundry - a workshop or factory for casting metal

overalls (Br) - a loose fitting coat or pair of dungarees worn over ordinary
clothes for protection

clandestine - surreptitious

unobtrusive - not conspicuous or attracting attention

crumb - small fragment of bread, cake or biscuit

scullery - a small kitchen or room at the back of the house used for wash-
ing dishes and other dirty household work

hideous - extremely ugly, extremely unpleasant

settee - a long upholstered seat for more than one person, typically with a
back and arms

II. Study the notes below:

a reasonable suit: quite a good suit.
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he had fed to her. . . ; he had given to her one at a time.

fallen for each other: come to love each other.

she couldn't bring them to mind: she couldn't remember them.

no matter how bad he was: however bad he was.

I've had my bellyful: I've had enough.

Hull: large city and port on the River Humber in north-east England.

This was something to hang on to: something to hope for.

safe in knowing: happy because she knew.

rug-clippings: pieces of old clothes, etc.,: cut up and used to make a rug
for the floor.

one of the more psychedelic ones: of an unusual appearance because of
the odd combination of colours.

mash another pot of tea: make, brew another pot of tea, (in the north of
England).

the telly was flickering: the picture was unsteady.

when the light went: when the light went out.

meter: box which measures gas or electricity used in a household and into
which one puts money at regular intervals.

It was a long wait to Tipperary: the real words of the song are 'It's a long
way to Tipperary'.

drop off: go to sleep.

Frankenstein: the Frankenstein monster was the main character in a very
popular horror film.

eyes popping forward: eyes very wide open.

gas bars: long pieces of metal or fire-clay used in gas-fires. number two:
low measure of gas used in gas-fire. Weaving his hand: feeling with his hand
from side to side. half fare: what a child pays on buses or trains. the upper deck:
upstairs on a bus with two floors (a double decker). see level: see without having
to look up or down. Peoples' Colleges: places for further education. cauliflower
clouds: clouds with the shape of a cauliflower. find out what got into 'em: find
out what has made them do whatever they have done.

COMPREHENSION

I. Complete the sentences in the following:

1.  When Jack left home that morning,

a)he got a bus to the foundry,

b)he called at a cafe and took off his overalls.

c)he went into the city centre.

d)he went for a walk in the country.

2. After Jack and Rene got on the train,

a)they were not very talkative.

b)they were both very happy about going to London.
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c)Jack thought mostly about his wife Edna.
d)they talked a lot to each other.

3. When Jack had left the house,

a) Edna sat down to breakfast with Enoch.
b)Edna went up the street with Enoch.

c) Edna went upstairs and packed one suitcase.
d) Edna sent Enoch off to school.

4. Edna left the house intending

a)to return in a month.

b)to visit Jack's mother.

¢) not to come back.

d) to stay away for a few days.

II. Read the text carefully and then complete the following sentences in
your own words:

1.When Jack came down at seven o'clock,...

2.Before leaving the house, Jack ...

3.After saying goodbye to Enoch, Edna ...

4.Edna was fed up with Jack because ..,

5.If it was cold when Enoch came home, he ...

ITI. Answer the following questions:

1.What did Enoch do with the clock when he first came into the house?
2.Whose chair did he sit on by the fire?

3.Where did he look, hoping to find a cigarette?

4.Why might his parents be mad at him when they came home?

5.How did he get the table against the sideboard?

6.What had Enoch learned to do only six months before?

7.Why was he sorry at having to go to his grandma's?

8.What did the empty house seem like to Enoch?

9.Where did Enoch see the two letters?

TEXT INTERPRETATION

INTRODUCTION

Enoch's Two Letters is a story about a boy whose parents leave him -both
on the same day. It is also a story about relationships; between a man and a
woman, between parents and their child, between a child and his grandmother.

L. While reading the text find sentences that describe Jack's character,
sentences that describe Edna leaving the place, sentences that show how Enoch
feels about the situation, sentences that describe the characters' habits.
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II.  Enoch's grandmother speaks with many touches of local dialect
which the author has reproduced in the dialogue. See if you can spot these and
discuss what you think they mean.

III.While you read the story, think carefully about Enoch and the way he
acts in every situation, also about his relationship with the different characters.

IV.Answer the questions:

1.How did you enjoy the story? Did you find it interesting? Did you be-
lieve in the characters? What did you think of the way it started and ended?
What was the story really about?

2.What kind of man is Jack? Does his wife really know him? What has
she always thought about him?

3.Describe Edna. What sort of person is she? As a wife? As a mother?

4. Why did these two people decide to leave each other? What were their
reasons? Were they valid reasons, do you think?

5.What does Enoch seem to think of his parents?

6.How do we realize that Enoch is still very much a child?

7.Describe Enoch's reaction when he thinks that his parents might have
gone for good.

8.Why is the story called Enoch's Two Letters? Were the letters in fact
written to Enoch?

V.  State the theme of the story.

VI. Interpret the story in a lengthy monologue.

DISCUSSION

1.What might have happened next to Enoch, Edna and Jack? Write a con-
tinuation of the story.

2.Write the letters that were written by Jack and Edna to each other.

3.Imagine that you are Enoch. Write a letter to your mother/father, telling
them what you think of the situation.

ROLE-PLAY

Divide up into pairs. Act the following scenes:

1Jack meets Rene at the station and tells her what he did from the time
he got up that morning. If you are acting the part of Rene, you must help Jack
by asking him questions.

2Edna arrives in Hull and tells her sister what she did from the time she
got up that morning.

3Enoch meets his best friend at school and tells him what happened.
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Today in many countries, divorce is becoming more and more common.
How can this affect children? Should parents stay together even if they do not
get on, for the sake of the children? Or is it better for children not to live with
parents who are always quarrelling?

THURSDAY EVENING (extract)

by Ch. Morley

Christopher Morley (1890-1957), an American author, received unusual
recognition early in his career. Among his widely known novels are «Kitty
Foyle» and «The Trojan Horse». In his popular short play «Thursday Eveningy,
Christopher Morley opposes the common mother-in-law stereotype with two
very likable and charming women.

The scene is set in the small kitchen of the modest suburban home of Mr
and Mrs Gordon, Johns. A meal has recently been cooked, as is shown by a gen-
eral confusion of pots and pans and dishcloths.

Laura, who is an attractive little woman aged about twenty-three, is in that
slightly tense condition of a young hostess who has had a long and trying day
with house and baby, and has also cooked and served a dinner for four as both
the grandmothers are visiting. .

Both husband and wife are washing up. They are in good humour at first
but every time one or the other refers to his or her mother the atmosphere be-
comes tense. Gordon, more than his wife Laura, takes pains, to avoid a quarrel
and changes the subject whenever he is aware of danger.

While scraping portions of food off the soiled plates Gordon picks out
several large pieces of meat, lettuce, butter, etc., which he puts on one plate at
one side. Later his wife sees the plate of odds and ends and scrapes its contents
into the garbage pail. Among other things Gordon says that he's a little worried
about his mother as she hardly ate any of her salad. This time, it is Laura who
tries honourably to avert the gathering storm by mentioning that Junior drank
out of a cup the first time. But even this seemingly encouraging event puts the
two on the break of a quarrel. Gordon feels slighted because the cup used was
the one Laura's mother had used, not his mother's.

Though he's been trying to tide over the mutually realized danger point,
when Gordon begins hunting for the plate with «a lot of perfectly good stuff he
saved, a fierce quarrel breaks out.

Laura: Well, if you think I'm going to keep a lot of half-eaten salad your
mother picked over -

Gordon (seizes garbage pail, lifts it up to the sink and begins to explore its
contents. His fuse also is rapidly shortening): My Lord, it's no wonder we never
have any money to spend if we chuck half of it away in waste. (Picking out var-
ious selections.) Waste! Look at that piece of cheese, and those potatoes. You
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could take those things, and some of this meat, and make a nice economical
hash, for lunch -

Laura: It's a wonder you wouldn't get a job as a scavenger, | never heard
of a husband like you, rummaging through the garbage pail.

Gordon (blows up): Do you know what the one unforgivable sin is? It's
waste! It makes me wild to think of working and working like a dog, and half of
what I earn just thrown away. Look at this, just look at it! (Displays grisly ob-
ject.) There's enough meat on that bone to make soup. Oh, ye gods, about half a
dozen slices of bread. What's the matter with them, I'd like to know?

Laura: I think it's the most disgusting thing I ever heard of. To go picking
over the garbage pail like that You attend to your affairs and I'll attend to mine.

Gordon: I guess throwing away good, hard-earned money is my affair, is-
n't it?

Laura: You're always quick enough to find fault. You don't seem to know
when you're lucky. You come back at night and find your home well cared for
and me slaving over a hot dinner, and do you ever say a word of thanks? No, all
you can think of is finding fault. I can't imagine how you were brought up. Your
mother -

Gordon: Just leave my mother out of it I guess she didn't spoil me the way
yours did you. Of course, I wasn't an only daughter -

Laura: I wish you had been. Then I wouldn't have married you.

Gordon: I suppose you think that if you'd married Jack Davis or some
other of those jokers you'd never have had to see the inside of a kitchen -

Laura: If Junior grows up with your disposition, all I can say is I

hope he'll never get married.

Gordon: If he gets married, I hope it'll be to some girl who understands
something about economy -

Laura: If he gets married, I hope he'll be man enough not to be always
finding fault -

Gordon: Well, he won't get married! I'll put him wise to what marriage
means, fussing like this all the time -

Laura: Yes, he will get married. He shall get married!

Gordon: Oh, this is too absurd -

Laura: He shall get married, just to be a humiliating example to his father.
I'll bring him up the way a husband ought to be.

Gordon: In handcuffs, I suppose -

Laura: And his wife won't have to sit and listen to perpetual

criticism from his mother -

Gordon: If you're so down on mothers-in-law, it's queer you're anxious to
be one yourself. The expectant mother-in-law!

Laura: All right, be vulgar, I dare say you can't help it
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Gordon: Great Scott, what did you think marriage was like, anyway? Did
you expect to go through life having everything done for you, without a little
hard work to make it interesting?

Laura: Is it necessary to shout?

Gordon: Now let me tell you something. Let's see if you can ratify it from
your extensive, observation of life. Is there anything in the world so cruel as
bringing up a girl in absolute ignorance of housework? Marriage ought not to be
performed before-an altar, but before a kitchen sink.

Laura (furiously): 1 ought to have known that oil and water won't mix. I
ought to have known that a vulgar, selfish, conceited man couldn't make a girl
happy who was brought up in a refined family. You're too common, too ordi-
nary, to know when you're lucky. You get a charming, aristocratic wife and ex-
pect her to grub along like a washerwoman. You try-to crush all the life and spirit
out of her. You ought to have married an icebox-that's the only thing in this
house you're really attentive to. Gordon: Now listen -

Laura (will not be checked): Talk about being spoiled-why, your mother
babies you so, you think you're the only man on earth. (Sarcastically) Her
poor, overworked boy, who tries so hard and gets all fagged out in the office and
struggles so nobly to support his family! 1 wonder how you'd like to run this
house and bear a child and take care of it and cook a big dinner and be sneered at
and never a word of praise. All you can think of is picking over the garbage pail
and finding fault -

Gordon (like a fool): I didn't find fault! I found some good food being
wasted.

Laura: All right, if you love the garbage pail better than you do your wife,
you can live with it (Flings her dish towel on the floor and exits into dining-
room.)

(Gordon stands irresolutely at the sink, and makes a few gloomy motions
among the unfinished dishes. He glares at the garbage can. Then he carefully
gathers those portions of food that he has chosen as being still usable, then puts
them on a plate and, after some hesitation, puts the plate in the icebox. He is
about to do some other things but then a sudden fit of anger seizes him, he tears
off apron, throws it on the floor, and goes out, slamming door.

After a brief pause, Mrs Sheffield and later Mrs Johns enter the kitchen.
They begin putting things to rights. They work like automatons. For perhaps
two minutes not a word is said, and the two seem, by searching side glances,
to be probing each other's mood.)

Mrs Johns: If it wasn't so tragic I'd laugh (A pause, during which they
work busily.

Mrs Sheffield: If it wasn't so comic I'd cry. (Another pause.) I guess it's
my fault. Poor Laura, I'm afraid I have spoiled her.
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Mrs Johns: My fault, I think. Two mothers-in-law at once is too much
for any young couple. I didn't know you were here, or I wouldn't have come.

Mrs Sheffield: Laura is so dreadfully sensitive, poor child-

Mrs Johns: Gordon works so hard at the office. You know he's trying to
get promoted to the sales department, and I suppose it tells on his nerves -

Mrs Sheffield: If Laura could afford to have a nurse to help her with the
baby, she wouldn't get so exhausted-

Mrs Johns: Gordon says he wants to take out some more insurance, that's
why he worries so about economy. It isn't for himself; he's really very unselfish -

Mrs Sheffield (a little tartly): Still, I do think that sometimes -(They pause
and look at each other quickly.) My gracious, we'll be at it ourselves if we don't
look out! (She goes to the clothes-horse and rearranges the garments on it. She
holds up a Lilliputian shirt, and they both smile.)

Mrs Johns: That darling baby! I hope he won't have poor Gordon's quick
temper. It runs in the Johns family,

I'm afraid. You know Gordon's father used to say that Adam and Eve didn't
know when they were well off. He said that was why they called it the Garden of
Eden. Because there was no mother-in-law there.

Mrs Sheffield: Poor children, they have such a lot to learn! I really feel
ashamed, Mrs Johns, because Laura is an undisciplined little thing, and I'm afraid
I've always petted her too much. She had such a lot of attention before she met
Gordon, and was made so much of; it gave her wrong ideas.

Mrs Johns: 1 wish Gordon was a little younger; I'd like to turn him up
and spank him. He's dreadfully stubborn and tactless -

Mrs Sheffield: But I'm afraid I did make a mistake. Laura was having such
a good time as a girl, I was always afraid she'd have a hard awakening when she
married. But Mr Sheffield had a good deal of money at that time, and he used to
say, «She's only young once. Let her enjoy herself!»

Mrs Johns: My husband was shortsighted, too. He had had to skimp so
that he brought up Gordon to have a terror of wasting a nickel!

Mrs Sheffield: Very sensible. I wish Mr Sheffield had had a little more
of that terror. I shall have to tell him what his policy has resulted in. But really,
you know, when I heard them at it, I could hardly help admiring them. It brings
back old times!

Mrs Johns: So it does! (A pause.) But we can't let them go on like this. A
little vigorous quarrelling is good for everybody. It's a kind of spiritual laxa-
tive. But they carry it too far.

Mrs Sheffield: They're awfully ingenious. They were even bickering about
Junior's future mother-in-law. I suppose she's still in school, whoever she may be!

Mrs Johns: Being a mother-in-law is almost as painful as being a mother.

Mrs Sheffield: I think, every marriage ought to be preceded by a treaty
of peace between the two mothers. If they understand each other,
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Laura: Even if they did say atrocious things, I think they really love us -

Gordon: We'll be a bit cold and standoffish until things blow over.

Laura (complacently): If I'm ever a mother-in-law, I shall try to be very
understanding -

Gordon: Yes, Creature. Do you remember why I call you Creature?

Laura: Do I not?

Gordon: There was an adjective omitted, you remember.

Laura: Oh, Gordie, that's one of the troubles of married life. So many of
the nice adjectives seem to get omitted.

Gordon: Motto for married men: Don't get short of adjectives! You re-
member what the adjective was?

Laura: Tell me.

Gordon: Adorable. It was an abbreviation for Adorable Creature. (Holds
her. They are both perfectly happy.) I love our little Thursday evenings.

Laura (partly breaks from his embrace): Sssh! (Listens.) Was that the ba-

by?
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Y CcTHBIN 01IIPOC
MuHHU-COUMHEHNE

[IpakTueckoe 3ansitue Ne 4
AHrnuiickas nuTeparypa py-
o0exxa XIX—nauanma XX Beka.
TropuectBo O. Yailuibaa

Y cTHBIN 01ITPOC
Ilepeckas Tekcra

ITpaktuueckoe 3ansitue No 5
AHrnuiickas JuTeparypa py-
6exa XIX — nagana XX Beka.
Poman T.I'apmm «Tacc wu3
pona J'Op6epBuiiein.

Y CTHBIN OnIpoC
Y4acTtue B poJeBOM UIpe

N —

[IpakTueckoe 3ansitue Ne 6
Hemenxkas nmureparypa KoHua
XIX Beka — nepBoU IOJOBHU-
Hel XX  Beka. Powman
I'. Manna «Momoasle TOIBI
kopoJist ['enpuxa [Vy»

YcTHBIN 01ITPOC
Ilepeckas Tekcra

ITpaktuueckoe 3ansitue No 7
Hemenkas nureparypa KoHIA
XIX Beka — nepBou IOJIOBHU-
Hbl XX BEKa.

TBopuectBo T. ManHa

Y CTHBIN OnIpoC
[ToaroroBka cooOieHus

N —

[Ipaktrueckoe 3ansTre Ne 8
TBopuectBo 3. M. Pemapka.
Poman «Tpu ToBapuia»

Y cTHBIN 0ITPOC
Ilepecka3s Tekcra

KoHTpoapHbIN TECT MO paszje-
aam 1-5

KomnuuectBo
OTBETOB

ITPaBUJIbHBIX

10

KonTtponrshas padorta Ne 1

Hanucanne u odopmieHue
paboThI

11

[Ipaktrueckoe 3anstie Ne 9
Hpamaryprus I'. 'ayntmana

YCeTHBIN 0IIPOC
IToaroroBka m mpe3eHTanus
IIPOEKTA

12

[Ipaktrueckoe 3anstre Ne 10
Hpamaryprus b. bpexra

YcTHBIN 01ITPOC
IToaroTroBka M mpe3eHTaLUsA
IPOEKTa

13

[Tpaktuueckoe 3anstue Ne 11
HUcropuueckuii pomMaH B

Y CTHBIN OnIpoC

Hepecxas TCKCTa
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HEMEIIKOM JuTeparype Iep-
BOH IOJIOBUHBI

XX CTOJICTHS. Poman
JI. ®eiixTBanrepa «be3zoopas-
Hasl TEPLOTHHS

14

[IpakTueckoe 3ansitue No 12
Kputnuecknii peaimsm B aH-
TJIMACKOM JuTepaType pyoe-
xa XIX-XX Beka. «Cara o

dopcaunrax» /. 'oncyopen

YcTHBIN 01ITPOC

VYerHblid onpoc (MHIUBUAY-
aJbHBIC 3aJIaHMS)

VYyacrtue B poneBou urpe

[E—

15

[TpakTtuueckoe 3ansitue Ne 13
AHrnuickas JuTEpaTypa
MEPBOM TOJIOBUHBI XX BEKa.
Poman JIx. Opysmna «1984».

Y CTHBIN OnIpoC
VYyacrtue B 1UCKyccun

[—

16

[Tpaktrnueckoe 3anstue Ne 14
AHrnuickas JuTeparypa
BTOPOM IOJOBHHBI XX BEKa.
Poman V. Il'ongunra «llose-
JUTENb MYX»

YcTHBIN 01TPOC
Hanwucanue
COUYMHEHUS

MHWHU-

17

[TpakTruueckoe 3ansaTue No 15
Jluteparypa I'epmanum BO
BTOPOM MOJOBHHE XX BEKa.
Poman I'.bemns «I'me TBI
ObL1, Anam?»

Y CTHBIN OnIpoC
VYyacrtue B 1MCKyccuu

N —

18

KOHTpOIBHBIN TECT IO pa3ae-
aam 6-10

KomnuuectBo
OTBETOB

IMpaBUJIbHBIX

19

Kontponbhas padora Ne 2

Harmucanne u odopmieHue
paboThI

5

20

KomneroTepHoe TecTHpoBa-
HUe (TeKyllas arTecTaius)

40

BCEI'O

100

METOJAUYECKHUE MATEPHUAJIbI, ONPEJAEJISIIOIIUE
HPOLEAYPbI OHEHUBAHUA 3HAHUU, YMEHUU N HABBIKOB U
(MJIN) OIIBITA AEATEJIBHOCTHU, XAPAKTEPU3YIOIIUX OTAIIbBI

®OPMHUPOBAHUSI KOMIIETEHIIUM

VY cTHBIN 01TpOC

Onno#t u3 GopM TEKYIIEro KOHTPOJS SIBISAETCS YCTHBIN OMpPOC, MO3BOJIS-

IOLUI OLIEHUTHh OCBOEHHUE JIEKIIMOHHOTO MaTepHalia.
Kpurtepuu o1ieHKH yCTHOTO OTBETA:
— CTENEHb OCO3HAHHOCTH, TIOHUMAHUS U3YUYEHHOTO;
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— TIOJTHOTA U MPAaBUIILHOCTh OTBETA;

— JIOTUYHOCTb, CBS3HOCTH M MOCJIEIOBATEIbHOCTh M3JI0KEHUS MaTepHara;

— SI36IKOBOE  O(hopMIIeHHE OTBETa (COOTBETCTBHE S3BIKOBBIM HOPMAaM H
TpeOOBAHUSIM KHM)KHOTO CTHJIS).

3a WHIUBUAYATbHBIA YCTHBIN OTBET OOYYAIOIIUKCA MOXKET IMOJYYUTh |
oasi.

PesynbTaT OoTBETa MpHM YCTHOM OIMPOCE 3aCYUTHIBACTCS OO0ydYaIOIIEMYCH,
€CJIM OH TTOHUMAET CYTh BOMPOCA, JTAET MPABWIBHBIN U Pa3BEPHYTHIA OTBET, KO-
TOPBIM MPEACTaBIsAET COOO0M CBSI3HOE, JOTMYECKH IOCIEI0BaTeNIbHOE CcOoOoOIIe-
HUE HA 33JIaHHYIO0 TEMY, CBUETEILCTBYIOIIEE 00 YMEHUN MPUMEHSTh MMOTy4YeH-
HbIC 3HaHUA (WCIIONBH30BATh ONPEACICHUS, JTUTEPATYPOBEIUECKHE TEPMUHBI,
MOJIKPEIUISITh TEOPETUUECKUE TOJIOKCHHUS MPUMEpaMH U3 JTUTEPATypHBIX TEK-
CTOB U JIp.); U3J1araTh CBOU MBICIIM TPAMOTHBIM JINTEPATYPHBIM SI3bIKOM.

Pesynbrar oTBeTa HE 3aCUMTHIBACTCS, €CIIM OOYJArOIIMIiCS HE TTOHMMAET
CyTH BOIIpOca, OOHapyKUBaeT He3HAHUE OOJIBIIECH YacTH MPOTrPaMMHOTO MaTe-
puana, 1omyckaeT rpyobie omuOKu npu (GopMyIHpPOBKE ONMpEACTICHUHN, UCKaxKa-
IOIME WX CMBICH, U3JIaraeT MaTepuas OecropsI0uYHO U HEYBEPEHHO, JOMYCKAET
3HAYUTEIIFHOE KOJMYECTBO PEYEBBIX OIMMOOK, MPEMSATCTBYIONINX MOHUMAHHUIO
CMBICJIa BRICKa3bIBAHUM.

[TpakTnueckas padbora

[IpakTiueckas paboTa mpeAcTaBisieT cOOOW NmepeueHb 3aAaHuN, KOTOPbIE
OXBAaThIBAIOT OCHOBHBIE pa3/iesibl NUCHUIUIMHEI. [IpakTuueckas paboTa nmpeaHa-
3HauYeHa JJI1 KOHTPOJIS TEOPETUUECKUX 3HAHUM 00yuaromuxcs, NpuoOpeTEeHHbIX
UMU YMEHUUN U HABBIKOB.

[IpakTrueckue 3amaHusl, yKa3aHHbIE B IUIaHAX MPAKTUYECKHUX 3aHATHH,
JOJKHBI OBITH BBIIIOJHEHBI CBOEBPEMEHHO. lIpoBepka BBINOIHEHMS 3aAaHUN
OCYIIIECTBIISIETCS B YCTHOM OpME B X0/1€ 3aHATUH.

Kpurepun onieHKH NPpakTUYECKUX 3aJaHNAN:

— CTENIEHb TOHUMAaHUS CYTH 3a1aHMUS;

— IIOJIHOTA U MPAaBWIBHOCTb OTBETA,;

— JIOTUYHOCTb, ITOCIEA0BATEIBHOCTD U CBA3HOCTh U3JI0KEHUS MATEPHUAIIA;

— S13bIKOBOE 0(OpMJICHHE OTBETa (COOTBETCTBHE HOPMaM U TpeOOBAHUSIM
JUTEPATYPHOTO SA3BIKA).

OneHuBaHue 3aJaHUN TPOU3BOUTCS € yueTOM OaslioB, yKa3aHHOW B pel-
TUHTOBOM CUCTEME (3a OTACIbHBIC 3aJaHUs 00yJarONUiCsS MOXKET MoxyduTh 0,5
Oamna wim 1 6arm).

bannbl HaUUCIIAIOTCS B TOM CiIy4ae, €ciiid 00y4aroluiics ClIpaBUiICs C 3a-
JAHUEM, MPOJAEMOHCTPUPOBAII TIOCTATOYHO BBICOKUW YPOBEHb MOJArOTOBKH (3HA-
HUE TEOPETUYECKOTO MaTepraa U TEKCTOB M3YYaeMbIX IPOU3BEAECHUN); JIOTUY-
HO M CBSI3HO M3JIarajl CBOM MBICIIM, HE JIOIYCKaJl PEUEBbIX OMIMOOK, BbIpa3H-
TEJIBHO YUTAJI TEKCT WM IIEPECKA3BIBAII €T0; y4aCTBOBAJ B IIOATOTOBKE IPYIIIIO-
BOT'O COOOLIEHUS, B POJIEBOM UTPE WIH TUCKYCCHUH.
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banner He HA4YNCJIAIOTCA, CCIN O6yanOHIHﬁCH HC BBLIIIOJIHWUII 3aaHHUC HNJIN
HE CIIpaBUJICA C HUM: JOIIYCKaJl B XOAC OTBETA FPY6BI€ OIIII/I6KI/I, CBHACTCIIb-
CTBYIOIIMEC O HCIMIOHMMAaHWH UM CYTH BOIIpOCa WK IPOACMOHCTPHUPOBAJ ITIOJTHOC
HC3HAHHUC IMPOIrpaMMHOTO0 MaTcpuajla U TCKCTOB U3YyYaCMbIX HpOI/I3BCI[eHI/II\/’I, HC
[MpuHUMAJI y49aCTHUC B IIOATOTOBKC I'PYIIIIOBOT'O COO6H1€HI/I}I 141 pOHCBOfI Hurpe; He
OBLT IMOATOTOBJICH K BBIPAZUTCIIbBHOMY UYTCHHIO TCKCTA UJIK €T0 IICPCCKA3y.

Kontponbhas pabota

KoHTposbHbIE paboThl TpeIHA3HAYEHBI TSI KOHTPOJSI TEOPETHUECCKUX
3HAHWI 00yYarOIIUXCs, TPUOOPETEHHBIX MU YMEHUHN Y HABBIKOB.

Kaxnas mpakTtudeckas paboTa TOJbKHA OBITH BBITIOJIHEHA B MMCHMEHHOU
¢dbopme U craHa Ha MPOBEPKY B YCTAHOBJIEHHBIE CPOKU. B mepuos sx3ameHanu-
OHHOM ceccur paboThl Ha MPOBEPKY HE MPUHUMAIOTCS.

OueHnBaHKe KOHTPOJIbHBIX PabOT MPOU3BOAUTCS C YUETOM OajuioB, yKa-
3aHHBIX B peUTHHTOBOM cuctemMe (0T 0 10 5-x 6aiIoB).

7 cemecTp

Kputepun onieHKu 3agaHui KOHTPOJIBHBIX padoTax Ne 1-2:

— CTENEHb MOHUMAaHUS CYyTH 3aJaHUS;

— IPABUJIBHOCTHh OTBETA: CIIOCOOHOCTHh CAMOCTOSITEIBHO BBIICTUTH B TIO-
noOpaHHBIX MaTepuanax riaBHbIE (akThl (B COOTBETCTBHH C TEMOUM pPabOTHI),
BBIZICIUTH (DPArMEHTHI U3 CTUXOTBOPHBIX TEKCTOB, HILTIOCTPUPYIOIINE TEOPETHU-
YECKUE TTOJIOKEHUS;

— JIOTUMHOCTH U TIOCJIEIOBATEIHHOCTD U3JIOKEHUS MaTepHaa;

— S136IKOBOE O(hOpMIICHHE MHUCHMEHHOTO 3aJIaHus (COOTBETCTBHE HOPMaM
U TpeOOBAHUSAM JIUTEPATYPHOTO SI3bIKA).

Onenka «oTM4HOY» (5 O6aiioB —4 Gasuil) ctaBUTCS, €Clid O0ydJaroITUnCs
CIpaBWJICS C 3a/laHUEM, IMPOJIEMOHCTPUPOBAT BBICOKHI YPOBEHb MOJTOTOBKH
(ymenue nojpoOpaTh HEOOXOAMMbIE MaTepHuaybl, BbIICIUTh B HUX OCHOBHYIO
UH(OPMAIIUIO U COCTABUTH CBSI3HBIM MUCbMEHHBIM TEKCT), HE JIOMyCKaJl B HAIu-
CaHHOM UM paboTe OMUOOK.

KonuuectBo 0aminoB (5 uiam 4) 3aBUCUT OT CTENEHU COOTBETCTBUS MPE-
CTaBJICHHOW HA MPOBEPKY PabOTHI KPUTEPHSIM OIICHHUBAHUSI.

Ouenka «xopouo» (3 6amwa—2 6amil) craBuTCa MNpU HATUYHKU OTACINb-
HBIX HEJIOYETOB: OOYYAIOIIMICS JAOMYCTUII OTJEIbHBIC HE3HAYUTEIIbHBIC OIIHO-
KW, CBUJICTEIIbCTBYIONINE O HAJTMYHUH MPOOEIIOB B €r0 3HAHUSIX, HE COBCEM BEPHO
BBIZICIJT OCHOBHYIO MH(MOPMAITMIO B M3yYCHHOM MM MaTepuaje W BKIIOYMI B
CBOIO paboTy OT/ACNIbHBIC HECYIICCTBEHHBIC (haKThl; HAMHCAI PabOTy CIUIIKOM
KpPaTKYIO WIH Yyepecuyp 00beMHYI0; HEJOCTATOYHO CBSI3HO U JIOTUYHO H3JI0KUII
CBOM MBICIIM; B CO3/IaHHOM WM IMHCbMEHHOM TEKCTE BCTPEYAIOTCS OTIEIbHBIC
OIMOKY (JIEKCUUECKUE WU CTUITUCTUUYECKHO).

KonuuectBo 0aminoB (3 uiam 2) 3aBUCUT OT CTENEHU COOTBETCTBUS MpPE-
CTaBJICHHOU HA MPOBEPKY pabOTHl KPUTEPUSIM OLICHUBAHUSI.
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OrneHka «yIOBIETBOPUTEIHHO» (1 0ayT) CTaBUTCS MPH HATTMYHUU CEPhE3-
HBIX HEJIOUETOB: OOYJArOIIMIACS JOMYCTHI OIIUOKH, CBUICTEIHCTBYIONINE O HE-
yMEHHH TI0J00paTh HEOOXOIMMBIE MaTepHallbl, HEBEPHO BBIJCINI OCHOBHYIO
UH(POPMAITMIO W BKIIOYHI B CBOIO pa0OTy 3HAYUTEIILHOE KOJIMUYECTBO HECYIIE-
CTBEHHBIX (PAKTOB; cIeial pabOTy OYEeHb KPATKOW WJIM 3HAYUTEIBHO MPEBBICHII
peKoMeHyeMblld 00beM (5 CTpaHMII); HEJOCTATOYHO CBSI3HO W HEJOTHYHO W3-
JIOKWJT CBOM MBICIIM; B CO3JaHHOM MM TMHCHMEHHOM TEKCTE BCTpedaeTcs: Ooliee
5-TH TEKCUYECKUX WM CTUITUCTUICCKUX OITHOOK.

Onenka «HeynoBneTBoputenbHO» (0 6amro3) craBuTcs, ecnu 00ydaro-
IIUICS CBOEBPEMEHHO HE BBITIONHWI 3aJ]aHUE WJIM HE CIPABWIICS C HUM: JOIy-
CTUJI TPyOBIe OMMOKH, CBUICTEILCTBYIOMNE O HETIOHUMAHUH UM CYTH 3aJaHUS
WIA TPOJIEMOHCTPUPOBAJ TOJHOE HE3HAHWE MPOrPaMMHOTO MaTepuaia M He-
YMEHHE HaWTH HYXHYIO WH(OpPMAIMIO; B CO3JAHHOM MM MHCHMEHHOM TEKCTE
BCTPEUYAETCS MHOTO JIGKCHUECKUX WU CTUIMCTHYECKUX OIIMOOK, MPETSTCTBY-
IOITUX TOHUMAHUIO TeJaroroM CMBICTIAa HAITMCAHHOTO.

8 cemecTp

Kputepun orieHKr KOHTpOJIbHOM paboThl No 1:

— CTETIeHb IOHUMaHUSI CYTH 33 IaHHS;

— MOJIHOTA M TPaBHJIBHOCTh OTBETA: CIOCOOHOCTH CaMOCTOSITENILHO MOO-
OpaTh MaTepUaITbl U BHIICIUThH B HUX TJIaBHBIC (DAKTHI,

— JIOTUMHOCTD, TIOCJICJIOBATEIHHOCTD U CBSI3HOCTH COCTABJICHHBIX BOIIPOCOB;

— IPaBUJIILHOCTH COCTABJICHUS TECTOBBIX 3a/IaHUI;

— s36IKOBOE O(hOpMJICHHE MHCHMEHHOTO 3aJlaHus (COOTBETCTBUE S3BIKO-
BBIM HOpMaM U TPEOOBAHMUSAM KHIKHOTO CTHIIS).

3a BBITIOJTHEHHE 3a/IaHUS CTYJEHT MOXET MOJIy4IHuTh OT 0 10 5-TH Oasios.

Ouenka «oTiau4aHo» (5 6annoB — 4 6asil) BeicTaBisieTcs oOydaromemycs,
€CIIK OH CTaBUTCS, €CIIM OO0YJArOIIUIACS CIIPaBUIICS C 3aJJaHHEM, POIEMOHCTPH-
pOBaJI BBICOKHN YPOBEHb TOJTOTOBKU (YMEHHE M0100paTh HEOOXOIMMbIE MaTe-
pHUabl, BBIICIUTh B HUX OCHOBHYIO MH(OPMAIMIO U COCTABUTH MPABHIBHBIC C
JUTEPATyPOBEIYECKON TOUKH 3pEHUST BOIPOCHI U TECTOBBIC 3a/1aHNs), HE TOMYC-
KaJl TIPY COCTaBIICHUH BOIIPOCOB M COCTABJICHUH TECTOBBIX 3a/IaHUH OLITUOOK.

KonuvecTBo 6aninoB (5 unu 4) 3aBUCHUT OT CTENEHU COOTBETCTBUS TMPE-
CTaBJICHHOW HA MPOBEPKY pabOTHI KPUTEPHUSIM OIICHUBAHUS.

Omnenka «xoporio» (3 6amra—2 6amil) cTaBUTCS NPU HATAYUU OTAEIb-
HBIX HEJIOYETOB: O0YUYaIOIIHUIACS JOMYCTHI OTIACIbHBIC HE3HAUUTEIbHBIE OIIHO-
KW, CBUJICTEJILCTBYIONINE O HATMYUU MPOOETIOB B €T0 3HAHUSAX, HE COBCEM BEPHO
BBIJICJIUIT OCHOBHYIO MH(OPMAIIUIO B M3yYCHHOM WM MaTepUajie U, COCTABIISSA
BOTIPOCHI WJIM TECTOBBIC 3aJ[aHWsI, OPUEHTHPOBAICS Ha OTACIbHBIC HECYIIe-
CTBEHHBIC (PAKTHI; C/AEIAT BOMPOCH U 3aJaHUs Yepecdyp 0OBEMHBIMU; HEIOCTA-
TOYHO CBSI3HO, TIOCIIEOBATEIHHO W JIOTUYHO W3JIOKWJI CBOM MBICIIH;, B CO3/aH-
HOM UM MHCBMEHHOM TEKCTE BCTPEUAIOTCSl OTACIIbHBIC OIMMOKU (JIEKCUYECKUE
WJIA CTHJTUCTUYECKUO).
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KonunuectBo 0aminoB (3 uiam 2) 3aBUCUT OT CTENEHU COOTBETCTBUS MpPE-
CTaBJICHHOU HA MPOBEPKY pabOTHl KPUTEPHUSIM OLICHUBAHUSI.

OneHka «ya0oBIEeTBOPUTENbHO» (1 0ayt) cTaBUTCS MpPU HAIMYUU CEPhE3-
HBIX HEJ0YETOB: 00YyYaIOIUNACs JOMYCTUI OIIMOKHU, CBUIETENbCTBYIONINE O He-
YMEHUU MOoJ00paTh HEOOXOJUMbIE MaTepHuasibl; HEBEPHO BBIIEIUI OCHOBHYIO
MH(GOPMALIMIO U BKIIOYHI B CBOIO pabOTy 3HAYUTENILHOE KOJIUYECTBO HECYIIIE-
CTBEHHBIX (DaKTOB; clejall BOMPOCHI WM TECTOBBIE 3aJaHHsI HEONpaBIAHHO
KPaTKUMHU WM OYeHb OOBEMHBIMM; HEJAOCTATOYHO CBS3HO M HEJIOTMYHO HU3JIO-
’KIJI CBOM MBICIIM; B CO3JAHHOM MM MHMChMEHHOM TEKCTE BCTpeuaeTcst Ooee S-
TH JIGKCUUECKUX WIIA CTHIIMCTUYECKUX OIIMOOK.

Ouenka «HeynoBiaeTBopurenbHo» (0 0amio3d) craBUTCs, €ClIM 00yYaro-
IIMICS CBOEBPEMEHHO HE BBIMOJIHUI 33JJaHUE WM HE CIPABUIICS C HUM: JOIy-
CTWJI IpyOble OMIMOKH, CBUIETEIHCTBYIOIIME O HEIOHMMAHUU UM CYTH 3a/IaHUs
WIK TPOJAEMOHCTPUPOBAN MOJHOE HE3HAHWE MPOTPAMMHOIO Marepuasia U He-
yMEHUE HalTH HYXHYI MH(GOPMAIUIO; B CO3JaHHOM MM MHUCHbMEHHOM TEKCTE
BCTPEYAETCS] MHOTO JIEKCHUYECKHX WM CTUIIMCTUYECKUX OLIMOOK, MPEnsTCTBY-
IOIMX TOHUMAaHUIO MEJaroroM CMbICa HalTMCaHHOTO.

Kputepun orieHKH KOHTPOJIBbHOU padboThl No 2:

3ananue:

1) 03HaKOMHUTBHCSI ¢ MaTepualaMu JIEKIIMA U COOTBETCTBYIOIIUMHU pa3jie-
JamMH U3 y4eOHUKOB U Y4eOHBIX MOCOOUH, BXOIALINX B PEKOMEHIOBAaHHbBIN Ipe-
M0/1aBaTEJIeM CIIMCOK JINTEPATYPHhI;

2) B U3y4YEHHOM MaTepuae BbIACTUTh OCHOBHBIE (DaKThI;

3) cocTaBUTh TE3UCHI JOKJIAA0B, JIOTUYHO U TOCJIEI0BATEIIbHO H3JI0KHB
MaTepuan;

4) co3narth MUCbMEHHBIA TEKCT, COOTBETCTBYIOIIMI HOpMaM M TpeboBa-
HUSIM JIMTEPATYPHOTO SI3bIKA.

Ornenka «otianyHo» (5 0amnoB — 4 Oamnl) cTaBUTCS, €ClIM 00yJarOIIUNCs
CIpaBWJICS C 3a/laHUEM, IPOJIEMOHCTPUPOBAT BBICOKMI YPOBEHb MOJTOTOBKH
(3HaHHE TEOPETUYECKOro MaTepHuayia, yMEHHUE BBIJIETUTh OCHOBHYIO MH(pOpMa-
IIUIO0 U COCTaBUTh TE3UCHI), HE TOMYCKaJl B MUCbMEHHOM TEKCTE OLIMOOK.

Omnenka «xopomoy» (3 6amna — 2 6amil) cTaBUTCS TPU HATUYIUH OTACITb-
HBIX HEJO0YETOB: 00YyYaromMiCsA TOMYCTHJI OTAEIbHbIE HE3HAYUTENbHbBIE OLINO-
KU, CBUJETEIIbCTBYIOIINE O HAIWYUHU MPOOETIOB B €r0 TEOPETUUYECKUX 3HAHUSX,
HE COBCEM BEPHO BBIIEIUJI OCHOBHYIO MH(QOPMAIIMIO U BKJIIOUWI B CBOIO paboTy
OTJIEJIbHBIE HECYIIECTBEHHbIE (DAKThI; Cleall Te3UChl HEAOCTATOYHO KPAaTKUMU;
HEJOCTAaTOYHO CBSI3HO M JIOTHYHO M3JI0KWJI CBOM MBICIH; B CO3/aHHOM UM
MUCbMEHHOM TEKCTE BCTPEYAIOTCA OTAENIbHbIE OMMUOKH (JIEKCUYECKUE WU CTH-
JUCTUYECKUO).

OneHka «yaoBIEeTBOPUTENbHO» (1 0ayt) cTaBUTCS MpPU HAIMYUU CEPHE3-
HBIX HEJOYETOB: OOyYaroluhCsA IOMYCTUJl CEPbE3HBIE OIIMOKHU, CBHIIETEIb-
CTBYIOIIUE O CIA00M 3HAHWU UM TEOPETHUECKOr0 MaTepuasna; HEBEpHO BbIIEIUII
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OCHOBHYIO WH(OPMAIIMIO W BKIIOYIII B CBOIO pabOTy 3HAYUTEIHLHOE KOJIUIECTBO
HECYIIECTBEHHBIX (DaKTOB; Cleiall Te3WCHl Ype3MEpHO OOBEMHBIMU; HEIOCTA-
TOYHO CBSI3HO W HEJOTHYHO HM3JIOXKHJI CBOW MBICIIH; B CO3JJAHHOM MM TIHCHMEH-
HOM TEKCTE BCTPEUAETCS 10 S-TH JIEKCUUYECKUX MU CTUIUCTHYECKHUX OLTHOOK.

Ouenka «HeynoierBoputesnbHo» (0 O6amio3) craBuUTCs, eclin 00ydaro-
IIUICS CBOEBPEMEHHO HE BBITIONHWI 3aJ]aHUE WJIM HE CIPABWIICS C HUM: JOIy-
CTUJ TPyOBIe OMMOKH, CBUAECTEIbCTBYIOMINE O HETIOHUMAHUH UM CYTH 3aJaHUS
WM TPOJAEMOHCTPUPOBAII TIOJIHOE HE3HAHHWE MPOTPAMMHOTO MaTepHayia; B CO-
3IaHHOM MM MHCbMEHHOM TEKCTE BCTPEYAETCS] MHOTO JICKCUICCKUX WJTU CTHJIHU-
CTUYECKUX OMMOOK, MPEMITCTBYIOMMNX MOHUMAHHIO TEIarOTOM CMBICIA HaIu-
CaHHOTO.

Hauncnsiembie 6aibpl MOTYT ObITh CHUKEHBI, €CTi paboTa, TpeCTaBICH-
Hasi 00yJaroIMMCS Ha MPOBEPKY, BHIITOJIHEHA HEOPEKHO U HEAKKYPATHO.

TecToBbIC 3aaHUs

Tect npeacTaBnsger coboil HAOOP TECTOBBIX 3aJaHUM, OTPaKAIOIIUX BO-
MPOCHl MO OTJEIbHBIM pa3jeiiaM WU B IeJOM 1o ydyeOHoW nucuuruimHe. U3
MPEVIOKEHHBIX BAPUAHTOB OTBETOB HEOOXOIMMO OTMETHUTH NMPABUIBHBIN (OAUH
uiu 0ojee B 3aBUCHUMOCTH OT MOCTABJIEHHOTO Bompoca). OTMETKU O MpaBUIb-
HBIX BapHAaHTAaX OTBETOB B TECTOBBIX 3aJaHMIX JeNal0Tcs pa3zdoopunBo. Hepas-
OOpYMBBIC OTBETHI HE OIEHWBAIOTCS, TECTOBOE 3aJIaHUE CUUTACTCS HE BBIMOJ-
HEHHBIM.

B xoze TectupoBanus, KOTOPOE MPOBOJUTCS MOCIE U3YUEHUST OTJIEIbHBIX
paszenoB B 7 cemectpe, oOyqaronumcs qaetcsi 32 TeCTOBBIX 3a/IaHMsl; 32 OJHO
MPaBWIBbHO BBHINIOJIHEHHOE 3ajaHue Hauucisiercs 0,125 Gama, MakcuMaabHOE
KOJIMYECTBO OaJJIOB 3a MPaBUJIBHOE BHITIOJHEHHE BCeX 3aj1anuil — 4. B 8-oMm ce-
MecTpe oOydarommmcs jgaercs 33 TECTOBBIX 3a/JaHUs, MAaKCUMaJbHOE KOJHYe-
CcTBO OaytoB 3a oxHo 3amanue — 0,15, MakcMMallbHOE KOJHWYECTBO OajjIoB 3a
MPAaBUWJIBHOE BBIMOJHEHHUE BCEX 3aJIaHUM — 5.

KomneroTepHoe TecTupoBaHue (TEKyllas aTTecTallus) BKJIOYAeT B ceOs
50 TEeCTOBBIX 3aJaHUM.

IIpu tectupoBanuu ucnoisb3yercs 100-mpoueHTHas mkana oueHku. Mc-
X0/ M3 TOJTYYCHHOM, OIEHKH CTYJICHTY HAYHCISIOTCS PEHTHUHTOBBIC Oauibl (B
MPOIIEHTAaX OT MAKCUMAJIHLHO BO3MOXKHOTO KOJIMYECTBA OAJITIOR).

O1eHKa «OTIUYHO» CTABHUTCS, €CJIM BHITIOJHEHO Oosiee 90% TecToBBIX 3a-
JTaHWUH.

OLieHKa «XOpOII0Y» CTABUTCSA, €CJIM BBIMOJHEHO OT 65% 10 90% TecToBbIX
3aJIaHUM.

OlieHKa «yJOBJIETBOPUTEIBHO» CTABUTCS, €Ciu BbINOJIHEHO 50% -64%
TECTOBBIX 3a/IaHUH.

OlLieHKa «HEYI0BIECTBOPUTEIBLHO» CTABUTCS, €CJIU BhINOJHEHO MeHee 50%
TECTOBBIX 3aJ1aHUI (OaJIIBI P 3TOM HE HAUUCIISIFOTCS ).
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3auer

CornacHo yueOHOMY IUIaHy, IO AUCHMIUIMHE «JluTepaTypa cTpaH u3yda-
€MBIX S3bIKOB (HAa MHOCTPAHHOM SI3BIKE)» MPENyCMOTpeHa cAadya o0ydyarouuMu-
csl 3a4eTOB B 7 U § cemecTpax.

CryneHTsl 00s13aHbl CAATh 3a4€T B COOTBETCTBUU C PACIIUCAHUEM U y4eO-
HBIM IUIAHOM. 3a4eT M0 IUCHIUILINHE TPeCcleayeT 1elb OIEHUTh COPMHUPOBAH-
HOCTh TpeOyeMbIX KOMITETEHIIUM, paboTy CTyAeHTa 3a KypcC, MOTyYeHHUE TEope-
TUYECKUX 3HAHUU, UX NPOYHOCTh, PA3BUTHE TBOPUECKOIO MBIILICHHUS, IPUOOpeE-
TEHHE HABBIKOB CaMOCTOSITEJIbHOM pPabOThl, YMEHUE MPUMEHSTH MOIYYEHHbIC
3HAHUA JIJIs1 PEIICHUS MPAKTUYECKUX 3a7a4.

Bpewmst npoBeeHust 3auera ycTaHABIMBAETCS HOpMaMu BpeMeHU. Pe3yiib-
TaT CJlayM 3a4eT 3aHOCHUTCS MPENoJIaBaTesieM B AK3aMEHAIMOHHYIO BEIOMOCTh U
3aUETHYIO KHIXKKY.

OneHKa «3a4TE€HO0Y» BBICTABIISIETCS, €CITU CTYICHT:

— pacKpbll COJEpKaHMe Marepuaia B Mpeaenax, NIpeayCMOTPEHHBIX
y4eOHOM MporpamMmon Kypca;

— MMeeT O0IIKe NPEe/ICTABIEHUS O MPOLIECCEe PA3BUTHUSA JIUTEPATYp AHIIUU
u ['epMaHuy Ha OTJIETBHBIX ATaNax UX UCTOPUU;

—3HAET COAECPKAHME KOHKPETHBIX JINTEPATYPHBIX MPOU3BEICHUS U YMEET
BOCITPOM3BECTH €0 B XOJIE MEepPecKa3a TEKCTOB WIIM UX OTAEIbHBIX (DparMeHTOB;

— MPaBWIBHO U YMECTHO HKCIOJIb30BAII JTUTEPATYPOBEAUECKYIO TEPMUHOIIO-
THIO;

— UBJIOKWI MaTepuai Ha MHOCTPAHHOM SI3bIKE TPAMOTHO B OMPEIEICHHON
JIOTUYECKOM MOCIIEe10BATEIbHOCTH,

— MIOKa3aJl YMEHHSI WJUTFOCTPUPOBATH TEOPETUUYECKUE TTOJIONKEHHSI KOHKPET-
HBIMU NIPUMEPAMU U3 JTUTEPATYPHBIX TEKCTOB;

— B XOJI€ BBINOJIHEHUS MPAKTHUECKUX 3aJaHUM MPOJAEMOHCTPUPOBAI J10-
CTaTOYHBIN YPOBEHb BIaJACHUS OA30BBIMU JIUTEPATYPOBEIUECKUMU YMEHUSIMU;

— OTBEYAJI CaMOCTOSITEIbHO 0€3 HaBOISALIMX BOMPOCOB, KAK Ha OCHOBHOM,
TaK ¥ Ha JONOJHUTEIbHBIE BOTIPOCHI.

[Tpu sTOM:

— TP U3JI0KEHUW MaTepuaia 0O0yJarolIMMCs MOTJIH OBITh JOMYIIEHBI He-
00JbIIIMe OMMMOKY, HE MCKA3UBIITNE CONCPIKAHUS OTBETA;

— CoJIepKaHNe MaTepraia MOKET ObITh PACKPBITO HETIOJIHO T HETIOCIIE0-
BaTEJIbHO, HO MPH 3TOM OOYYAIOIIUMCS JODKHO OBITh MOKa3aHO OO0IIee MOHMMA-
HUE BOIMpOCAa U MPOAEMOHCTPUPOBAHBI YMEHUS, TOCTATOUYHbIC JIJISl JAIbHEUIIEro
YCBOEHHSI IPOTPAMMHOT0 MaTepHara;

— o0y4JaronMmMcsi MOTyT OBITh JTOMYUIEHBI OJIMH-/BA HEJOYETa MPU OCBe-
IIIEHUH OCHOBHOTO COZIEpPKaHMs OTBETA, UCIPABJICHUE 110 3aMEYAHUIO TPENo/1aBa-
Tes;
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— o0y4JarouMMcs AOMYIIEeHbl OMMOKHA WK 0oJiee TBYX HEAOYETOB MPU OCBE-
HIEHUU BTOPOCTENIEHHBIX BOIPOCOB, JIETKO UCIPABJICHHBIX MO 3aMEYaHUIO TIPEMO-
JaBaTes;

OrneHka «He 3a4TE€HO0» BBICTABIISAETCS, €CIIM 00yYarOIIUMCS:

— HE PACKPBITO OCHOBHOE COJIEpKaHUE YUeOHOTO MaTepHuana;

— JIOTMYIIEHBl CEPhE3HBbIC ONMMOKM B OCBEIICHHH OCHOBOTIOJATAIONIUX BO-
MPOCOB NUCUHIUINHBL;

— 00HapyKEHO HE3HAHWE W HEMOHUMaHWEe OOJbIIeH WU HanboJiee BaXKHOU
YaCTU U3YYEHHOW TUCUUIIINHBL;

— [IPU UCIMOJIb30BAHUH JINTEPATYPOBEAUECKNX TEPMUHOB B BBICKA3bIBAHUSIX
JOMYCKAIOTCS TPYObIe OMMOKH, KOTOPHIE HE HCIPABICHBI MOCJIE HECKOJIBKUX
HaBOJSIMX BOIIPOCOB IIPENOAABATEIIS;

— JIOMYCKAETCs 3HAYUTEIBbHOE KOJUYECTBO PEUEBBIX OLIMOOK (JIEKCHUUECKHX,
IrpaMMaTHYECKUX, CTUJIMCTUYECKUX M JIp.) Marepuan u3jaraercs OecCBSI3HO
HACTOJIBKO, YTO 3TO MPEMATCTBYET €r0 MOHUMAHUIO.

[IpuMepHbIe 3a1aHUA HA 3a4€T

7 — 8 ceMecTphl

1. Boipa3utenbHoe uTeHHEe Ha HHOCTPAHHOM sI3bIKe (hparMeHTa mpo3anye-
CKOT'O TEKCTA.

2. Belpa3urtenbHOE YTEHHE HA THOCTPAHHOM $SI3bIKE CTUXOTBOPHOI'O TEKCTA.

3. KpaTkuii nepecka3 Ha MHOCTPAHHOM S3bIKE CHOKETAa OJHOIO U3 TEK-
CTOB, PACCMOTPEHHBIX Ha MPAKTUYECKUX 3aHATHIX.

4.1logpoOHbIl mepecka3 Ha MHOCTPAHHOM $I3bIKE (PparMeHTa OJHOTO U3
TEKCTOB, KOTOPbIE aHAJIM3UPOBAJIOCH HAa IPAKTUYECKUX 3aHATHUSAX.

5. CocTaBiieHHE BOIIPOCOB HA MHOCTPAHHOM SI3bIKE (Ha MaTepuayie OJHOU
U3 U3YYEHHBIX TEM).

6. CocraBiieHrE TECTOBBIX 33JJaHWIl HA UHOCTPAHHOM SI3bIKE (Ha MaTepua-
JIe OJTHOM U3 U3YUYEHHBIX TEM).

7. CocTaBiieHUE aHHOTAIIMM HAa HWHOCTPAHHOM SI3bIKE OJIHOTO U3 MPOM3BE-
JICHU, KOTOpbIE paCCMAaTPUBAINCh HA MTPAKTUUYECKUX 3aHATHUSAX.

YYEBHO-METOJINYECKOE 1 UTH®OPMAILIMOHHOE
OBECIIEYEHME JUCIIUITJINHbI

OcHoBHas JuTEpaTypa:

7 cemecTp

1 HUcaesa, E. B. 3apy0Oexxnas nuteparypa s1oxu PomanTusma : yueOHOE
nocobue st cryaeHToB cramuonapa U O30 ¢uionoruueckoro (akynbsreTa u
dakynereTa xypHanmuctukd / E.B. McaeBa. — MockBa ; bepnun : [{upekr-
Menua, 2014. — 293 c. : wi. — bubnuorp. B kH. - ISBN 978-5-4475-3720-3 ; To
Ke [ DIIeKTpOHHBIN pecypcl. —
URL:http://biblioclub.ru/index.php?page=book&id=271775
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roCyJapCTBEHHOE aBTOHOMHOE 00pa30BaTelbHOE YUPEKIECHHUE BBICIIETO
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https://e.lanbook.com/book/99540

89



8 cemecTp

1 Kyk, M. U. Uctopus 3apyOexHoi auteparypbl KoHia XIX — Hagana
XX Beka [DnexkTpoHHBIN pecypc] : yueoHoe nocooue / M.U. Kyk. — DiaeKkTpoH.
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