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1. Hector Hugh Munro (Saki). “The  Story-teller”.

It was a hot afternoon, and the railway carriage was sultry, and the next stop was at Templecombe, nearly an hour ahead. The occupants of the carriage were a small girl, and a smaller girl, and a small boy. An aunt belonging to the children occupied one corner seat, and the further corner seat on the opposite side was occupied by a bachelor who was a stranger to their party, but the small girls and the small boy emphatically occupied the compartment. Both the aunt and the children were conversational in a limited way, reminding one of the attentions of a housefly that refused to be discouraged. Most of the aunt's remarks began with "Don't," and nearly all of the children's remarks began with "Why?" The bachelor said nothing. 

"Don't, Cyril, don't," exclaimed the aunt, as the boy began smacking the cushions of the seat, producing a cloud of dust at each blow. "Come and look out of the window," she added. The children moved to the window. "Why are those sheep being driven out of their field?" 

"I expect they are being driven to another field where there is more grass," said the aunt. 

"But there is a lot of grass in that field," protested the boy; "there's nothing else but grass there. Aunt, there's lots of grass in that field." "Perhaps the grass in the other field is better," suggested the aunt fatuously. "Why is it better?" came the swift, inevitable question. "Oh, look at those cows!"exclaimed the aunt."Why is the grass in the other field better?"persisted Cyril. 

The frown of the bachelor's face was deepening to a scowl. He was a hard, unsympathetic man, the aunt decided in her mind. 

The smaller girl created a diversion by beginning to recite "On the Road to Mandalay." She only knew the first line, but she put her limited knowledge to the fullest possible use. She repeated the line over and over again in a dreamy but resolute and very audible voice. 

"Come over here and listen to a story," said the aunt, when the bachelor had looked twice at her and once at the communication cord.

The children moved towards the aunt. Evidently her reputation as a story-teller did not rank high in their estimation. In a low, confidential voice, she began an uninteresting story about a little girl, who was good, and made friends with everyone on account of her goodness, and was finally saved from a mad bull by a number of rescuers who admired her moral character. 

"Wouldn't they have saved her if she hadn't been good?" demanded the bigger of the small girls. It was exactly the question that the bachelor had wanted to ask. 

"Well, yes, but I don't think they would have run quite so fast if they had not liked her so much." 

"It is the stupidest story I've ever heard," said the bigger of the small girls.

"I didn't listen after the first bit, it was so stupid," said Cyril. 

"You don't seem to be a success as a story-teller," said the bachelor suddenly from his corner. 

The aunt bristled in instant defence at this unexpected attack. "It's very difficult to tell stories that children can understand and appreciate," she said."I don't agree with you," said the bachelor. 

"Perhaps you would like to tell them a story," was the aunt's retort.

"Tell us a story," demanded the bigger of the small girls. 

"Once upon a timethere was a little girl called Bertha, who was extraordinarily good." 

The children's momentarily-aroused interest began at once to flicker; all stories seemed dreadfully alike, no matter who told them. 

"She did all that she was told, she was always truthful, she kept her clothes clean, ate milk puddings as though they were jam tarts,learned her lessons perfectly, and was polite in manners." 

"Was she pretty?" asked the bigger of the small girls. 

"Not as pretty as any of you," said the bachelor, "but she was horribly good." 

There was a wave of reaction in favour of the story; the word horrible in connection with goodness was a novelty that commended itself. It seemed to introduce a ring of truth that was absent from the aunt's tales of infant life. 

"She was so goodthat she won several medals for goodness, which she always wore her dress. There was a medal for obedience, a medal for punctuality, and a third for good behavior. They were large metal medals and they clicked as she walked. No other child had so many as three medals, so everybody knew that she must be an extra good child." 

"Horribly good," quoted Cyril. "Everybody talked about her goodness,  and the Prince of the country got to hear about it, and he allowed her once a week to walk in his park. It was a beautiful park, and no children were allowed in it, so it was a great honour for Bertha to be allowed to go there." 

"Were there any sheep?" demanded Cyril. "No," said the bachelor" there were no sheep." 

"Why weren't there any sheep?" came the inevitable question arising out of that answer. 

The aunt permitted herself a smile, which might almost have been described as a grin. 

"There were no sheep in the park," said the bachelor, "because the Prince's mother had once had a dream that her son would either be killed by a sheep or by a clock falling on him”.

"Was the Prince killed by a sheep or by a clock?" asked Cyril.

"He is still alive, so we can't tell whether the dream will come true," said the bachelor; "anyway, there were no sheep in the park, but there were lots of pigs running all over the place." 

"What colour were they?" "Black with white faces, white with black spots, black all over, grey with white patches, and some were white all over." 

The story-teller paused:"Bertha was rather sorry to find that there were no flowers in the park. She had promised her aunts, with tears in her eyes, she wouldn’t pick any of the flowers, and she had meant to keep her promise, so it made her feel silly to find that there were no flowers to pick." 

"Why weren't there any flowers?" "Because the pigs had eaten them all," said the bachelor. "The gardeners had told the Prince that you couldn't have pigs and flowers.

"There were lots of delightful things in the park: ponds with gold and blue and green fish, and trees with beautiful parrots that said clever things, and humming birds that hummed all the popular tunes of the day. Bertha walked and enjoyed herself immensely, and thought: "If I were not so extraordinarily good I should not have been allowed to come to this beautiful park and enjoy all that there is to be seen in it," and her three medals clinked against one another as she walked and helped to remind her how very good she really was. Just then an enormous wolf came into the park to see if it could catch a fat little pig for its supper." 

"What colour was it?" asked the children, amid an immediate quickening of interest. 

Mud-colour, with black tongue and pale grey eyes that gleamed with unspeakable ferocity. The first thing that it saw was Bertha; her pinafore was so spotlessly white and  clean that it could be seen from a great distance. Bertha saw the wolf and wished that she had never been allowed to come into the park. She ran as hard as she could, and the wolf came after her. She managed to reach myrtle bushes and hid in them. The wolf came sniffing, its black tongue lolling out of its mouth and pale grey eyes glaring with rage. Bertha was terribly frightened and thought: "If I hadn’t been so extraordinarily good I should be safe in town at this moment." The scent of the myrtle was so strong that the wolf couldn't sniff out Bertha, and the bushes were so thick that he might have hunted for a long time without catching her, so he thought he might go off and catch a small pig. Bertha was trembling very much and the medal for obedience clinked against the medals for good conduct and punctuality. The wolf was just moving away when he heard the sound and stopped; they clinked again in the bush near him. He dashed into the bush, his pale grey eyes gleaming with ferocity and triumph, and dragged Bertha out and devoured her to the last morsel. All that was left of her were her shoes, bits of clothing, and the three medals for goodness." 

"Were any of the little pigs killed?"  "No, they all escaped." 

"The story began badly" said the smaller of the small girls, "but it had a beautiful ending." 

"It is the most beautiful story that I ever heard," said the bigger of the small girls."It is the only beautiful story I have ever heard," said Cyril. 

A dissentient opinion came from the aunt. "A most improper story to tell to young children! You have undermined the effect of years of careful teaching." 

"At any rate" said the bachelor "I kept them quiet for 10 minutes, which was more than you were able to do." "Unhappy woman!" he observed to himself as he walked down the platform of Templecombe station; "for the next six months or so the children will assail her in public with demands for an improper story!"


Questions. 

1.What is a plot structure of the narration? 

2.What types of conflicts are represented in the story?
2. Hector Hugh Munro (Saki). “Tea”.
James Cushat-Prinkly was a young man who had always had a settled conviction that one of these days he would marry; up to the age of thirty-four he had done nothing to justify that conviction.  He liked and admired a great many women collectively and dispassionately without

singling out one for especial matrimonial consideration, just as one might admire the Alps without feeling that one wanted any particular peak as one's own private property.  His lack of initiative in this matter aroused a certain amount of impatience among the sentimentally-minded

women-folk of his home circle; his mother, his sisters, an aunt-in-residence, and two or three intimate matronly friends regarded his dilatory approach to the married state with a disapproval that was far from being inarticulate.  His most innocent flirtations were watched with the straining eagerness which a group of unexercised terriers concentrates on the slightest movements of a human being who may be reasonably considered likely to take them for a walk.  No decent-souled mortal can long resist the pleading of several pairs of walk-beseeching dog-eyes; James Cushat-Prinkly was not sufficiently obstinate or indifferent to home influences to disregard the obviously expressed wish of his family that he should become enamoured of some nice marriageable girl, and when his Uncle Jules departed this life and bequeathed him a comfortable little legacy it really seemed the correct thing to do to set about discovering some one to share it with him.  The process of discovery was carried on more by the force of suggestion and the weight of public opinion than by any initiative of his own; a clear working majority of his female relatives and the aforesaid matronly friends had pitched on Joan Sebastable as the most suitable young woman in his range of acquaintance to whom he might propose marriage, and James became gradually accustomed to the idea that he and Joan would go together through the prescribed stages of congratulations, present-receiving, Norwegian or Mediterranean hotels, and eventual domesticity.  It was necessary, however to ask the lady what she thought about the matter; the family had so far conducted and directed the flirtation with ability and discretion, but the actual proposal would have to be an individual effort.

Cushat-Prinkly walked across the Park towards the Sebastable residence in a frame of mind that was moderately complacent.  As the thing was going to be done he was glad to feel that he was going to get it settled and off his mind that afternoon.  Proposing marriage, even to a nice girllike Joan, was a rather irksome business, but one could not have a honeymoon in Minorca and a subsequent life of married happiness without such preliminary.  He wondered what Minorca was really like as a place to stop in; in his mind's eye it was an island in perpetual half-mourning, with black or white Minorca hens running all over it.  Probably it would not be a bit like that when one came to examine it.  People who had been in Russia had told him that they did not remember having seen any Muscovy ducks there, so it was possible that there would be no Minorca fowls on the island.


His Mediterranean musings were interrupted by the sound of a clock striking the half-hour.  Half-past four. A frown of dissatisfaction settled on his face.  He would arrive at the Sebastable mansion just at the hour of afternoon tea.  Joan would be seated at a low table, spread with an array of silver kettles and cream-jugs and delicate porcelain tea-cups, behind which her voice would tinkle pleasantly in a series of little friendly questions about weak or strong tea, how much, if any, sugar, milk, cream, and so forth.  "Is it one lump?  I forgot.  You do take milk, don't you?  Would you like some more hot water, if it's too strong?"

Cushat-Prinkly had read of such things in scores of novels, and hundreds  of actual experiences had told him that they were true to life.Thousandsof women, at this solemn afternoon hour, were sitting behind dainty porcelain and silver fittings, with their voices tinkling pleasantly in a cascade of solicitous little questions. Cushat-Prinkly detested the whole system of afternoon tea. According to his theory of life a woman should lie on a divan or couch, talking with incomparable charm or looking unutterable thoughts, or merely silent as a thing to be looked on, and from behind a silken curtain a small Nubian page should silently bring in a tray with cups and dainties, to be accepted silently, as a matter of course, without drawn-out chatter about cream and sugar and hot water. If one's soul was really enslaved at one's mistress's feet how could one talk coherently about weakened tea? Cushat-Prinkly had never expounded his views on the subject to his mother; all her life she had been accustomed to tinkle pleasantly at tea-time behind dainty porcelain and silver, and if he had spoken to her about divans and Nubian pages she would have urged him to take a week's holiday at the seaside. Now, as he passed through a tangle of small streets that led indirectly to the elegant Mayfair terrace for which he was bound, a horror at the idea of confronting Joan Sebastable at her tea-table seized on him. A momentary deliverance presented itself; on one floor of a narrow little house at the noisier end of Esquimault Street lived Rhoda Ellam,a sort of remote cousin, who made a living by creating hats out of costly materials. The hats really looked as if they had come from Paris; the cheques she got for them unfortunately never looked as if they were going to Paris.However, Rhoda appeared to find life amusing and to have a fairly good time in spite of her straitened circumstances. Cushat-Prinkly decided to climb up to her floor and defer by half-an-hour or so the important business which lay before him; by spinning out his visit he could contrive to reach the Sebastable mansion after the last vestiges of dainty porcelain had been cleared away.

Rhoda welcomed him into a room that seemed to do duty as workshop, sitting-room, and kitchen combined, and to be wonderfully clean and comfortable at the same time.

"I'm having a picnic meal," she announced."There'scaviare in that jar at your elbow. Begin on that brown bread-and-butter while I cut some more. Find yourself a cup; the teapot is behind you. Now tell me about hundreds of things."

She made no other allusion to food, but talked amusingly and made her visitor talk amusingly too. At the same time she cut the bread-and-butter with a masterly skill and produced red pepper and sliced lemon, where so many women would merely have produced reasons and regrets for not having any. Cushat-Prinkly found that he was enjoying an excellent tea without having to answer as many questions about it as a Minister for Agriculture might be called on to reply to during an outbreak of cattle plague.

"And now tell me why you have come to see me," said Rhoda suddenly."Youarouse not merely my curiosity but my business instincts. I hope you've come about hats.I heard that you had come into a legacy the other day, and, of course, it struck me that it would be a beautiful and desirable thing for you to celebrate the event by buying brilliantly expensive hats for all your sisters.They may not have said anything about it, but I feel sure the same idea has occurred to them.Of course, with Goodwood on us, I am rather rushed just now, but in my business we're accustomed to that; we live in a series of rushes--like the infant Moses."

"I didn't come about hats,"said her visitor."In fact, I don't think I really came about anything. I was passing and I just thought I'd look in and see you. Since I've been sitting talking to you, however, rather important idea has occurred to me.If you'll forget Goodwood for a

moment and listen to me, I'll tell you what it is."Some forty minutes later James Cushat-Prinkly returned to the bosom of his family, bearing an important piece of news.

"I'm engaged to be married," he announced. A rapturous outbreak of congratulation and self-applause broke out. "Ah, we knew!  We saw it coming!  We foretold it weeks ago!"

"I'll bet you didn't. If any one had told me at lunch-time to-day that I was going to ask Rhoda Ellam to marry me and that she was going to accept me I would have laughed at the idea."

The romantic suddenness of the affair in some measure compensated James's women-folk for the ruthless negation of all the patient effort and skilled diplomacy.  It was rather trying to have to deflect the enthusiasm at a moment's notice from Joan Sebastable to Rhoda Ellam; but, after all, it was James's wife who was in question, and his tastes had some claim to be considered.

On a September afternoon of the same year, after the honeymoon in Minorca had ended, Cushat-Prinkly came into the drawing-room of his new house in Granchester Square. Rhoda was seated at a low table, behind a service of dainty porcelain and gleaming silver. There was a pleasant tinkling note in her voice as she handed him a cup.


"You like it weaker than that don't you?  Shall I put some more hot water to it?  No?"

Questions.

1. What metaphors are used to describe women-folk of the story? Does it reveal the main character´s attitude to his female relatives?

2.  Give a detailed characteristic of the main character. Analyze the language which suggests the contradictory nature of  his personality.
3. John Galsworthy. “The Japanese Quince”.
As Mr. Nilson, well known in the City, opened the window of his dressing-room on Campden Hill, he experienced a peculiar sweetish sensation in the back of his throat, and a feeling of emptiness just under his fifth rib. Hooking the window back, he noticed that a little tree in the Square Gardens had come out in blossom, and that the thermometer stood at sixty. 'Perfect morning,' he thought; 'spring at last!'

Resuming some meditations on the price of Tintos, he took up an' ivory-backed hand-glass and scrutinized his face. His firm, well-coloured cheeks, with their neat brown moustaches, and his round, well-opened, clear grey eyes, wore a reassuring appearance of good health. Putting on his black frock-coat, he went downstairs.

In the dining-room his morning paper was laid out on the sideboard. Mr. Nilson had scarcely taken it in his hand when he again became aware of that queer feeling. Somewhat concerned, he went to the French window and descended the scrolled iron steps into the fresh air. A cuckoo clock struck eight.

'Half an hour to breakfast,' he thought; I’ll take a turn in the Gardens.'

He had them to himself, and proceeded to pace the circular path with his morning paper clasped behind.He had scarcely made two revolutions, however, when it was borne in on him that, instead of going away in the fresh air, the feeling had increased. He drew several deep breaths, having heard deep breathing recommended by his wife's doctor; but they augmented rather than diminished the sensation—as of some sweetish liquor in course within him, together with a faint aching just above his heart. Running over what he had eaten the night before, he could recollect no unusual dish, and it occurred to him that it might possibly be some smell affecting him. But he could detect nothing except a faint sweet lemony scent, rather agreeable than otherwise, which evidently emanated from the bushes budding in the sunshine. He was on the point of resuming his promenade, when a blackbird close by burst into song, and looking up, Mr.Nilson saw at a distance of perhaps 5 yards a little tree, in the heart of whose branches the bird was perched. He stood staring curiously at this tree, recognizing it for that which he had noticed from his window. It was covered with young blossoms, pink and white, and little bright green leaves round and spiky; and on all this blossom and these leaves the sunlight glistened. Mr.Nilson smiled; the little tree was so alive and pretty!And instead of passing on,he stayed there smiling at the it.

'Morning like this!' he thought; 'and here I am the only person in the Square who has the—to come out and—!' But he had no sooner conceived this thought than he saw quite near him a man with his hands behind him, who was also staring up and smiling at the little tree. Rather taken aback, Mr.Nilson ceased to smile, and looked furtively at the stranger. It was his next-door neighbour, Mr.Tandram, well known in the City, who had occupied the adjoining house for some five years. Mr.Nilson perceived at once the awkwardness of his position, for, being married, they had not yet had occasion to speak to one another. Doubtful as to his proper conduct, he decided at last to murmur 'Fine morning!' and was passing on, when Mr.Tandram answered: 'Beautiful, for the time of year!'Detecting a slight nervousness in his neighbour's voice, Mr.Nilson was emboldened to regard him openly. He was of about Mr.Nilson's own height, with firm, well-coloured cheeks, neat brown moustaches, and round, well-opened, clear grey eyes; and he was wearing a black frock-coat. Mr.Nilson noticed that he had his morning paper clasped behind as he looked up at the little tree. And visited somehow by the feeling that he had been caught out, he said abruptly: 'Er-can you give me the name of that tree?'

Mr. Tandramanswered: 'I was about to ask you that,' and stepped towards it. Mr. Nilson also approached the tree.

'Sure to have its name on, I should think,' he said.

Mr.Tandram was the first to see the little label, close to where the blackbird had been sitting. He read it out.'Japanese quince!'

'Ah!' said Mr. Nilson, 'thought so. Early flowerers.'

'Very,' assented Mr. Tandram, and added: 'Quite a feelin' in the air today.'

Mr. Nilson nodded.'It was a blackbird singin,' he said.

'Blackbirds,' answered Mr. Tandram. 'I prefer them to thrushes myself; more body in the note. And he looked at Mr. Nilson in an almost friendly way.

'Quite,' murmured Mr. Nilson. 'These exotics, they don't bear fruit. Pretty blossom!' and he again glanced up at the blossom, thinking: 'Nice fellow, this, I rather like him.'

Mr.Tandram also gazed up at the blossom. And the little tree, as if appreciating their attention, quivered and glowed. From a distance the blackbird gave a loud, clear call. Mr.Nilson dropped his eyes. It struck him suddenly that Mr.Tandram looked a little foolish; and, as if he had seen himself, he said: 'I must be going in. Good morning!'

A shade passed over Mr.Tandram'sface,as if he,too, had suddenly noticed smth about Mr.Nilson.

'Good morning,' he replied, and clasping their journals to their backs they separated.

Mr. Nilson retraced his steps towards his garden window, walking slowly so as to avoid arriving at the same time as his neighbour. Having seen Mr. Tandram mount his scrolled iron steps, he ascended his own in turn. On the top step he paused.

With the slanting spring sunlight darting and quivering into it, the Japanese quince seemed more living than a tree. The blackbird had returned to it, and was chanting out his heart.

Mr. Nilson sighed; again he felt that queer sensation, that choky feeling in his throat.

The sound of a cough or sigh attracted his attention. There, in the shadow of his French window, stood Mr. Tandram, also looking forth across the Gardens at the little quince tree.

Unaccountably upset, Mr.Nilson turned abruptly into the house, and opened his morning paper.


NB! J. Golsworthy was once described as the “pure Central type Englishman”. In 1932 he was awarded the Noble Prize in literature.

4. William Somerset Maugham. “Luncheon”.


I caught sight of her at the play, and in answer to her beckoning, I went over during the interval and sat down beside her. It was long since I had last seen her, and if someone hadn’t mentioned her name I hardly think I would have recognized her. She addressed me brightly.
"Well, it's many years since we first met. How time does fly! We're none of us getting any younger. Do you remember the first time I saw you? You asked me to luncheon.”
Did I remember? 

It was 20 years ago and I was living in Paris. I had a tiny apartment in the Latin quarter overlooking a cemetery, and I was earning barely enough money to keep body and soul together. She had read a book of mine and had written to me about it. I answered, thanking her, and presently I received from her another letter saying that she was passing through Paris and would like to have a chat with me; but her time was limited, and the only free moment she had was on the following Thursday; she was spending the morning at the Luxembourg and would I give her a little luncheon at Foyot's afterwards? Foyot's is a restaurant at which the French senators eat, and it was so far beyond my means that I had never even thought of going there. But I was flattered, and I was too young to have learned to say no to a woman. (Few men, I may add, learn this until they are too old to make it of any consequence to a woman what they say.) I had 80 francs (gold francs) to last me the rest of the month, and a modest luncheon should not cost more than 15. If I cut out coffee for the next two weeks I could manage well enough.
I answered that I would meet my friend-by correspondence-at Foyot's on Thursday at half-past twelve. She was not so young as I expected and in appearance imposing rather than attractive. She was, in fact, a woman of forty (a charming age, but not one that excites a sudden and devastating passion at first sight), and she gave me the impression of having more teeth, white and large and even, than were necessary for any practical purpose. She was talkative, but since she seemed inclined to talk about me I was prepared to be an attentive listener.
I was startled when the bill of fare was brought, for the prices were a great deal higher than I had anticipated. But she reassured me. 


"I never eat anything for luncheon," she said. "Oh, don't say that!" I answered generously.


"I never eat more than one thing. I think people eat far too much nowadays. A little fish, perhaps. I wonder if they have any salmon." Well, it was early in the year for salmon and it was not on the bill of fare, but I asked the waiter if there was any. Yes, a beautiful salmon had just come in, it was the first they had had. I ordered it for my guest. The waiter asked her if she would have something while it was being cooked. "No," she answered, "I never eat more than one thing unless you have a little caviar, I never mind caviar." My heart sank a little. I knew I could not afford caviar, but I could not very well tell her that. I told the waiter by all means to bring caviar. For myself I chose the cheapest dish on the menu and that was a mutton chop."I think you are unwise to eat meat," she said. "I don't know how you can expect to work after eating heavy things like chops. I don't believe in overloading my stomach."
Then came the question of drink. "I never drink anything for luncheon," she said.
"Neither do I," I answered promptly."Except white wine," she said as though I had not spoken.
"These French white wines are so light. They're wonderful for the digestion."
"What would you like?"I asked, hospitable still, but not exactly effusive. She gave me a bright and amicable flash of her white teeth."My doctor won't let me drink anything but champagne"
I fancy I turned a trifle pale. I ordered half a bottle. I mentioned casually that my doctor had absolutely forbidden me to drink it."What are you going to drink, then?" "Water."
She ate the caviar and she ate the salmon. She talked gaily of art and literature and music. But I wondered what the bill would come to. When my mutton chop arrived she took me quite seriously to task. "I see that you're in the habit of eating a heavy luncheon. I'm sure it's a mistake. Why don't you follow my example and just eat one thing? I'm sure you'd feel ever so much better for it.""I am only going to eat one thing." I said, as the waiter came again with the bill of 

fare. She waved him aside with an airy gesture."No. no. I never eat anything for luncheon. Just a bite, I never want more than that, and I eat that more as an excuse for conversation than anything else. I couldn't possibly eat anything more unless they had some of those giant asparagus. I should be sorry to leave Paris without having some of them."
My heart sank. I had seen them in the shops, and I knew that they were horribly expensive. My mouth had often watered at the sight of them."Madame wants to know if you have any of those giant asparagus." I asked the waiter. I tried with all my might to will him to say no. A happy smile spread over his broad, priest-like face, and he assured me that they had some so large, so splendid, so tender, that it was a marvel. "I'm not in the least hungry," my guest sighed, "but if you insist I don't mind having some asparagus." I ordered them."Aren't you going to have any?" "No, I never eat asparagus." "I know there are people who don't like them. The fact is, you ruin your palate by all the meat you eat." We waited for the asparagus to be cooked. Panic seized me. It was not a question now of how much money I should have left over for the rest of the month, but whether I had enough to pay the bill. It would be mortifying to find myself 10 francs short and be obliged to borrow from my guest. I could not bring myself to do that. I knew exactly how much I had, and if the bill came to more I had made up my mind that I would put my hand in my pocket and with a dramatic cry say it had been picked. Of course, it would be awkward if she had not money enough either to pay the bill. Then the only thing would be to leave my watch and say I would come back and pay later. The asparagus appeared. They were enormous, succulent, and appetizing. The smell of the melted butter tickled my nostrils as the nostrils of Jehovah were tickled by the burned offerings of the virtuous Semites. I watched the abandoned woman thrust them down her throat in large voluptuous mouthfuls, and in my polite way I discoursed on the condition of the drama in the Balkans. At last she finished."Coffee?" I said."Yes, just an ice cream and coffee,”she answered. I was past caring now. So I ordered coffee for myself and an ice cream and coffee for her."You know, there's one thing I thoroughly believe in," she said, as she ate the ice cream. "One should always get up from a meal feeling one could eat a little more."

"Are you still hungry?" I asked faintly."Oh, no, I'm not hungry; you see,I don't eat luncheon. I have a cup of coffee in the morning and then dinner, but I never eat more than one thing for luncheon. I was speaking for you.""Oh, I see!" Then a terrible thing happened. While we were waiting for the coffee, the head waiter, with an ingratiating smile on his false face, came up bearing a large basket full of huge peaches. They had the blush of an innocent girl; they had the rich tone of an Italian landscape. But surely peaches were not in season then? Lord knew what they cost. I knew too what they cost-a little later, as my guest,going on with her conversation, absentmindedly took one."You see, you've filled your stomach with a lot of meat"-my one miserable little chop" and  you can't eat any more. But I've just had a snack and I shall enjoy a peach"
The bill came and when I paid it I found that I had only enough for a quite inadequate tip. Her eyes rested for an instant on the 3 francs I left for the waiter, and I knew that she thought me mean. But when I walked out of the restaurant I had the whole month before me and not a penny in my pocket."Follow my example,"she said as we shook hand,"and never eat more than one thing for luncheon.""I'll do better,"I retorted "I'll eat nothing for dinner tonight.""Humorist!" she said, jumping into a cab, "you're quite a humorist!" But I have had my revenge at last. I do not believe that I am a vindictive man, but when the immortal gods take a hand in the matter it is pardonable to observe the result with complacency. Today she weighs twenty-one stone*. 

(* One stone equals fourteen pounds.)

5. Arturo Vivante. “Can-can”.
“I’m going to go for a drive,” he said to his wife. “I’ll be back in an hour or two.”

He didn’t often leave the house for more than the few minutes it took him to go to the post office or to a store, but spent his time hanging around doing odd jobs — Mr. Fix-it, his wife called him — and also, though not nearlyenoughofit, painting — which he madehislivingfrom.

“All right,”his wife said brightly, as though he were doing her a favor. As a matter offact, she didn’treally like him to leave; she felt safer with him at home, and he helped look after the

children, especially the baby.


“You’re glad to be rid of me, aren’t you?” he said.

“Uh-huh,” she said with a smile that suddenly made her look very pretty — someone to be missed.

She didn’t ask him where he was going for his drive. She wasn’t the least bit inquisitive, though jealous she was in silent, subtle ways.

As he put his coat on, he watched her. She was in the living room with their elder daughter. “Do

thecan-can, mother,” thechildsaid, at whichsheheldup her skirtanddidthecan-can, kicking her legsup high in hisdirection.

He wasn’t simply going out for a drive, as he had said, but going to a cafe, to meet Sarah, whom his wife knew but did not suspect, and with her goto a house on a lake his wife knew nothing about — a summer cottage to which he had the key.

“Well, goodbye,” he said.

“Bye,”shecalled back, still dancing.

This wasn’t the way a husband expected hiswife — whom he was about tol eave at home to go  to another woman — to behave at all, he thought. He expected her to be sewing or washing, not doing the can-can, for God’s sake. Yes, doing something uninteresting and unattractive, like darning children’s clothes. She had no stockings on, no shoes, and her legs looked very white  and smooth, secret, as though he had never touched them or come near them. Her feet, swinging up and down high in the air, seemed to be nodding to him. She held her skirt bunched up, attractively. Why was she doing that of all times now? He lingered. Her eyes had mockery in them, and she laughed. The child laughed with her as she danced. She was still dancing as he left the house.

He thought of the difficulties he had had arranging  thisrendezvous... going out to a call box; phoning Sarah at her office (she was married, too); her being out; his calling her again; the busy signal; the coinfalling out of sight, his opening the door of the phone box in order to retrieve it; at last getting her on the line; her asking him to call again next week, finally setting a date.

Waiting for her at thecafй, he surprised himself hoping that she wouldn’t come. The appointment was at three. It was now ten past. Well, she was often late. He looked at the clock, and at the picture window for her car. A car like hers, and yet not hers — no luggage rack on it. The smooth hard top gave him a peculiar pleasure. Why? It was 3:15 now. Perhaps she wouldn’t come. No, if she was going to come at all, this was the most likely time for her to arrive. Twenty past. Ah, now there was some hope. Hope? How strange he should be hoping for her absence. Why had he made the appointment if he was hoping she would miss it? He didn’t know why, but simpler, simpler if she didn’t come. Because all he wanted now was to smoke that cigarette, drink that cup of coffee for the sake oft hem, and not to give himself something to do. And he wished he could go for a drive, free and easy, as he had said he would. But he waited, and at 3:30 she arrived. “I had almost given up hope,” he said.

They drove to the house on the lake. As he held her in his arms he couldn’t think of her; for  thelife of him he couldn’t.

“What are you thinking about?” she said afterwards, sensing his detachment.

For a moment he didn’t answer, then he said, “You really want to know what I was thinking of?”

“Yes,”shes aid, a little anxiously.

He suppressed a laugh, as though what he was going to tell her was too absurd or silly. “I was

thinking of someone doing the can-can.”

“Oh,”shesaid, reassured. “For a moment I was afraid you were thinking of your wife.”
6. Kate Chopin. “The Story of an Hour”.
Knowing that Mrs. Mallard was afflicted with a heart trouble, great care was taken to break to her as gently as possible the news of her husband's death. It was her sister Josephine who told her, in broken sentences; veiled hints that revealed in half concealing. Her husband's friend Richards was there, too, near her. It was he who had been in the newspaper office when intelligence of the railroad disaster was received, with Brently Mallard's name leading the list of "killed." He had only taken the time to assure himself of its truth by a second telegram, and had hastened to forestall any less careful, less tender friend in bearing the sad message. 

She did not hear the story as many women have heard the same, with a paralyzed inability to accept its significance. She wept at once, with sudden, wild abandonment, in her sister's arms. When the storm of grief had spent itself she went away to her room alone. She would have no one follow her.

 There stood, facing the open window, a comfortable, roomy armchair. Into this she sank, pressed down by a physical exhaustion that haunted her body and seemed to reach into her soul. 

She could see in the open square before her house the tops of trees that were all aquiver with the new spring life. The delicious breath of rain was in the air. In the street below a peddler was crying his wares. The notes of a distant song which some one was singing reached her faintly, and countless sparrows were twittering in the eaves. 

There were patches of blue sky showing here and there through the clouds that had met and piled one above the other in the west facing her window. She sat with her head thrown back upon the cushion of the chair, quite motionless, except when a sob came up into her throat and shook her, as a child who has cried itself to sleep continues to sob in its dreams. She was young, with a fair, calm face, whose lines bespoke repression and even a certain strength. But now there was a dull stare in her eyes, whose gaze was fixed away off yonder on one of those patches of blue sky. It was not a glance of reflection, but rather indicated a suspension of intelligent thought.

 There was something coming to her and she was waiting for it, fearfully. What was it? She did not know; it was too subtle and elusive to name. But she felt it, creeping out of the sky, reaching toward her through the sounds, the scents, the color that filled the air.

 Now her bosom rose and fell tumultuously. She was beginning to recognize this thing that was approaching to possess her, and she was striving to beat it back with her will--as powerless as her two white slender hands would have been. 

When she abandoned herself a little whispered word escaped her slightly parted lips. She said it over and over under the breath: "free, free, free!" The vacant stare and the look of terror that had followed it went from her eyes. They stayed keen and bright. Her pulses beat fast, and the coursing blood warmed and relaxed every inch of her body. She did not stop to ask if it were or were not a monstrous joy that held her. A clear and exalted perception enabled her to dismiss the suggestion as trivial.

 She knew that she would weep again when she saw the kind, tender hands folded in death; the face that had never looked save with love upon her, fixed and gray and dead. But she saw beyond that bitter moment a long procession of years to come that would belong to her absolutely. And she opened and spread her arms out to them in welcome. There would be no one to live for during those coming years; she would live for herself.

 There would be no powerful will bending hers in that blind persistence with which men and women believe they have a right to impose a private will upon a fellow-creature. A kind intention or a cruel intention made the act seem no less a crime as she looked upon it in that brief moment of illumination. 

And yet she had loved him--sometimes. Often she had not. What did it matter! What could love, the unsolved mystery, count for in the face of this possession of self-assertion which she suddenly recognized as the strongest impulse of her being! 

"Free! Body and soul free!" she kept whispering. Josephine was kneeling before the closed door with her lips to the keyhole, imploring for admission. "Louise, open the door! I beg; open the door--you will make yourself ill. What are you doing, Louise? For heaven's sake open the door." 

"Go away. I am not making myself ill." No; she was drinking in a very elixir of life through that open window. 

Her fancy was running riot along those days ahead of her. Spring days, and summer days, and all sorts of days that would be her own. She breathed a quick prayer that life might be long. It was only yesterday she had thought with a shudder that life might be long. 

She arose at length and opened the door to her sister's importunities. There was a feverish triumph in her eyes, and she carried herself unwittingly like a goddess of Victory. She clasped her sister's waist, and together they descended the stairs. Richards stood waiting for them at the bottom. 

Someone was opening the front door with a latchkey. It was Brently Mallard who entered, a little travel-stained, composedly carrying his grip-sack and umbrella. He had been far from the scene of the accident, and did not even know there had been one. He stood amazed at Josephine's piercing cry; at Richards' quick motion to screen him from the view of his wife. When the doctors came they said she had died of heart disease − of the joy that kills.

NB! The Story of An Hour is considered in the genre of "modern feminist literature." Many claim that Chopin's story kicked-off the movement when it was published in 1894.
1. Comment on the phrase from the text: "She did not hear the story as many women have heard the same, with a paralyzed inability to accept its significance."
2. What message does Chopin wish to convey with this controversial work?
7. O’Henry. “The Cactus”.
The most notable thing about Time is that it is so purely relative. A large amount of reminiscence is, by common consent, conceded to the drowning man; and it is not past belief that one may review an entire courtship while removing one's gloves.

That is what Trysdale was doing, standing by a table in his bachelor apartments. On the table stood a singular-looking green plant in a red earthen jar. The plant was one of the species of cacti, and was provided with long, tentacular leaves that perpetually swayed with the slightest breeze with a peculiar beckoning motion.

Trysdale's friend, the brother of the bride, stood at a sideboard complaining at being allowed to drink alone. Both men were in evening dress. White favors like stars upon their coats shone through the gloom of the apartment.

As he slowly unbuttoned his gloves, there passed through Trysdale's mind a swift, scarifying retrospect of the last few hours. It seemed that in his nostrils was still the scent of the flowers that had been banked in odorous masses about the church, and in his ears the lowpitched hum of a thousand well-bred voices, the rustle of crisp garments, and, most insistently recurring, the drawling words of the minister irrevocably binding her to another.

From this last hopeless point of view he still strove, as if it had become a habit of his mind, to reach some conjecture as to why and how he had lost her. Shaken rudely by the uncompromising fact, he had suddenly found himself confronted by a thing he had never before faced --his own innermost, unmitigated, arid unbedecked self. He saw all the garbs of pretence and egoism that he had worn now turn to rags of folly. He shuddered at the thought that to others, before now, the garments of his soul must have appeared sorry and threadbare. Vanity and conceit? These were the joints in his armor. And how free from either she had always been. But why?
As she had slowly moved up the aisle toward the altar he had felt an unworthy, sullen exultation that had served to support him. He had told himself that her paleness was from thoughts of another than the man to whom she was about to give herself. But even that poor consolation had been wrenched from him. For, when he saw that swift, limpid, upward look that she gave the man when he took her hand, he knew himself to be forgotten. Once that same look had been raised to him, and he had gauged its meaning. Indeed, his conceit had crumbled; its last prop was gone. Why had it ended thus? There had been no quarrel between them, nothing.
For the thousandth time he remarshalled in his mind the events of those last few days before the tide had so suddenly turned.

She had always insisted upon placing him upon a pedestal, and he had accepted her homage with royal grandeur. It had been a very sweet incense that she had burned before him; so modest (he told himself); so childlike and worshipful, and (he would once have sworn) so sincere. She had invested him with an almost supernatural number of high attributes and excellencies and talents, and he had absorbed the oblation as a desert drinks the rain that can coax from it no promise of blossom or fruit.

As Trysdale grimly wrenched apart the seam of his last glove, the crowning instance of his fatuous and tardily mourned egoism came vividly back to him. The scene was the night when he had asked her to come up on his pedestal with him and share his greatness. He could not, now, for the pain of it, allow his mind to dwell upon the memory of her convincing beauty that night--the careless wave of her hair, the tenderness and virginal charm of her looks and words. But they had been enough, and they had brought him to speak. During their conversation she had said:

"And Captain Carruthers tells me that you speak the Spanish language like a native. Why have you hidden this accomplishment from me? Is there anything you do not know?"

Now, Carruthers was an idiot. No doubt he (Trysdale) had been guilty (he sometimes did such things) of airing at the club some old, canting Castilian proverb dug from the hotchpotch at the back of dictionaries. Carruthers, who was one of his incontinent admirers, was the very man to have magnified this exhibition of doubtful erudition.

But, alas! the incense of her admiration had been so sweet and flattering. He allowed the imputation to pass without denial. Without protest, he allowed her to twine about his brow this spurious bay of Spanish scholarship. He let it grace his conquering head, and, among its soft convolutions, he did not feel the prick of the thorn that was to pierce him later.

How glad, how shy, how tremulous she was! How she fluttered like a snared bird when he laid his mightiness at her feet! He could have sworn, and he could swear now, that unmistakable consent was in her eyes, but, coyly, she would give him no direct answer. "I will send you my answer to-morrow," she said; and he, the indulgent, confident victor, smilingly granted the delay. The next day he waited, impatient, in his rooms for the word. At noon her groom came to the door and left the strange cactus in the red earthen jar. There was no note, no message, merely a tag upon the plant bearing a barbarous foreign or botanical name. He waited until night, but her answer did not come. His large pride and hurt vanity kept him from seeking her. Two evenings later they met at a dinner. Their greetings were conventional, but she looked at him, breathless, wondering, eager. He was courteous, adamant, waiting her explanation. With womanly swiftness she took her cue from his manner, and turned to snow and ice. Thus, and wider from this on, they had drifted apart. Where was his fault? Who had been to blame? Humbled now, he sought the answer amid the ruins of his self-conceit. If−

The voice of the other man in the room, querulously intruding upon his thoughts, aroused him.

"I say, Trysdale, what the deuce is the matter with you? You look unhappy as if you yourself had been married instead of having acted merely as an accomplice. Look at me, another accessory, come two thousand miles on a garlicky, cockroachy banana steamer all the way from South America to connive at the sacrifice--please to observe how lightly my guilt rests upon my shoulders. Only little sister I had, too, and now she's gone. Come now! take something to ease your conscience."

"I don't drink just now, thanks," said Trysdale.

"Your brandy," resumed the other, coming over and joining him, "is abominable. Run down to see me some time at Punta Redonda, and try some of our stuff that old Garcia smuggles in. It's worth the, trip. Hallo! here's an old acquaintance. Wherever did you rake up this cactus, Trysdale?"

"A present," said Trysdale, "from a friend. Know the species?"

"Very well. It's a tropical concern. See hundreds of 'em around Punta every day. Here's the name on this tag tied to it. Know any Spanish, Trysdale?"

"No," said Trysdale, with the bitter wraith of a smile―"Is it Spanish?"

"Yes. The natives imagine the leaves are reaching out and beckoning to you. They call it by this name―Ventomarme. Name means in English, 'Come and take me."


Questions.

1. Give the examples of direct and indirect characteristics of the characters.

2. Does it contribute a lot to the message of the story?

8. Mark Twain. “Luck”.


It was at a banquet in London in honour of one of the 2 or 3conspicuously illustrious English military names of this generation. For reasons which will presently appear, I will withhold his real name and titles, and call him Lieutenant General Lord Arthur Scoresby, V.C,K.C.B, etc, etc, etc. What a fascination there is in a renowned name! There sat the man, in actual flesh, whom I had heard of so many thousands of times since that day,30years before, when his name shot suddenly to the zenith from a Crimean battlefield, to remain forever celebrated. It was food and drink to me to look, and look, and look at that demigod; scanning, searching, noting: the quietness, the reserve, the noble gravity of his countenance; the simple honesty that expressed itself all over him; the sweet unconsciousness of his greatness-unconsciousness of the 100s of admiring eyes fastened upon him, unconsciousness of the deep, loving, sincere worship welling out of the breasts of those people and flowing toward him.


The clergyman at my left was an old acquaintance of mine - clergyman now, but had spent the first half of his life in the camp and field, and as an instructor in the military school at Woolwich. Just at the moment I have been talking about, a veiled and singular light glimmered in his eyes, and he leaned down and muttered confidentially to me - indicating the hero of the banquet with a gesture:"Privately - he's an absolute fool."


This verdict was a great surprise to me. If its subject had been Napoleon,or Socrates,or Solomon, my astonishment couldn’t have been greater. Two things I was well aware of: that the Reverend was a man of strict veracity, and that his judgement of men was good. Therefore I knew, beyond doubt, that the world was mistaken about this hero: he was a fool. So I meant to find out, at a convenient moment, how the Reverend, all solitary and alone, had discovered the secret.

Some days later the opportunity came, and this is what the Reverend told me.


About 40 years ago I was an instructor in the military academy at Woolwich. I was present in one of the sections when young Scoresby underwent his preliminary examination. I was touched to the quick with pity; for the rest of the class answered up brightly and handsomely, while he - why, dear me, he didn't know anything, so to speak. He was evidently good, and sweet, and lovable, and guileless; and so it was exceedingly painful to see him stand there, as serene as a graven image, and deliver himself of answers which were veritably miraculous for stupidity and ignorance. All the compassion in me was aroused in his behalf. I said to myself, when he comes to be examined again,he will be flung over,of course;so it will be simply a harmless act of charity to ease his fall as much as I can. I took him aside, and found that he knew a little of Caesar's history; and as he didn't know anything else, I went to work and drilled him like a galley slave on a certain line of stock questions concerning Caesar which I knew would be used. If you'll believe me,he went through with flying colors on examination day! He went through on that purely superficial "cram," and got compliments too,while others,who knew a thousand times more than he, got plucked. By some strangely lucky accident-an accident not likely to happen twice in a century-he was asked no question outside of the narrow limits of his drill.


It was stupefying. Well, all through his course I stood by him, with something of the sentiment which a mother feels for a crippled child;and he always saved himself- just by miracle, apparently.


Now of course the thing that would expose him and kill him at last was mathematics. I resolved to make his death as easy as I could; so I drilled him and crammed him, and crammed him  and drilled him, just on the line of questions which the examiners would be most likely to use,  and then launching him on his fate. Well, sir, try to conceive of the result: to my consternation, he took the first prize! And with it he got a perfect ovation in the way of compliments.


Sleep? There was no more sleep for me for a week. My conscience tortured me day and night. What I had done I had done purely through charity, and only to ease the poor youth's fall-I never had dreamed of any such preposterous result as the thing that had happened. I felt as guilty and miserable as the creator of Frankenstein. Here was a wooden head whom I had put in the way of glittering promotions and prodigious responsibilities, and but one thing could happen: he and his responsibilities would all go to ruin together at the first opportunity.


The Crimean war had just broken out. Of course there had to be a war: we couldn't have peace and give this donkey a chance to die before he is found out. I waited for the earthquake. It came. And it made me reel when it did come. He was actually gazetted to a captaincy in a marching regiment! Better men grow old and grey in the service before they climb to a sublimity like that. And who could ever have foreseen that they would go and put such a load of responsibility on such green and inadequate shoulders? I could just barely have stood it if they had made him a cornet; but a captain - think of it! I thought my hair would turn white.

Consider what I did-I who so loved repose and inaction. I said to myself, I am responsible to the country, and I must go along with him and protect the country against him as far as I can. So I took my poor little capital that I had saved up through years of work and grinding economy, and went with a sigh and bought a cornetcy in his regiment, and away we went to the field.


And there - oh dear, it was awful. Blunders? Why, he never did anything but blunder. But, you see, nobody was in the fellow's secret-everybody had him focused wrong, and necessarily misinterpreted his performance every time-consequently they took his idiotic blunders for inspirations of genius; they did, honestly! His mildest blunders were enough to make a man in his right mind cry; and they did make me cry-and rage and rave too, privately. And the thing that kept me always in a sweat of apprehension was the fact that every fresh blunder he made increased the lustre of his reputation!I kept saying to myself,he'll get so high,that when discovery does finally come, it will be like the sun falling out of the sky.


He went right along up, from grade to grade, over the dead bodies of his superiors, until at last, in the hottest moment of the battle of – down went our colonel, and my heart jumped into my mouth, for Scoresby was next in rank!Now for it, said I; we'll all land in Sheol in 10 minutes, sure.


The battle was awfully hot;the allies were steadily giving way all over the field. Our regiment occupied a position that was vital; a blunder now must be destruction. At this crucial moment, what does this immortal fool do but detach the regiment from its place and order a charge over a neighbouring hill where there wasn't a suggestion of an enemy!"There you go!"I said to myself; "this is the end at last."


And away we did go, and were over the shoulder of the hill before the insane movement could be discovered and stopped. And what did we find?An entire and unsuspected Russian army in reserve!And what happened?We were eaten up?That is necessarily what would have happened in 99 cases out of a 100. But no,those Russians argued that no single regiment would come browsing around there at such a time. It must be the entire English army, and that the sly Russian game was detected and blocked;so they turned tail, and away they went, pell-mell, over the hill and down into the field, in wild confusion, and we after them; they themselves broke the solid Russian centre in the field, and tore through, and in no time there was the most tremendous rout you ever saw, and the defeat of the allies was turned into a sweeping and splendid victory! Marshal Canrobert looked on, dizzy with astonishment, admiration, and delight; and sent right off for Scoresby, and hugged him, and decorated him on the field, in presence of all the armies!

And what was Scoresby's blunder that time? Merely the mistaking his right hand for his left - that was all. An order had come to him to fall back and support our right; and instead, he fell forward and went over the hill to the left. But the name he won that day as a marvelous military genius filled the world with his glory, and that glory will never fade while history books last.


He is just as good and  sweet and lovable and unpretending as a man can be, but he doesn't know enough to come in when it rains. Now that’s true. He’s the supremest ass in the universe; until half an hour ago nobody knew it but himself and me. He’s been pursued, day by day and year by year, by a most phenomenal and astonishing luckiness. He’s been a shining soldier in all our wars; he has littered his whole military life with blunders, yet has never committed one that didn't make him a knight or a baronet or a lord or smth. Look at his breast; why, he is just clothed in domestic and foreign decorations. Well, every one of them is the record of some shouting stupidity; taken together, they’re proof that the very best thing in all this world that can befall a man is to be born lucky. I say again, as I said at the banquet, Scoresby's an absolute fool.


NB! The story is supposed to be based on a real person. The author writes in a footnote to the story that it was "not a fancy sketch"; i.e., not a work of fancy or imagination.

Questions.


1.Comment on the title of the story? Does it have any significance for the plot?
9. Kate Chopin. “Regret”.

Mamzelle Aurlie possessed a good strong figure, ruddy cheeks, hair that was changing from brown to gray, and a determined eye. She wore a man's hat about the farm, and an old blue army overcoat when it was cold, and sometimes top-boots.


Mamzelle Aurlie had never thought of marrying. She had never been in love. At the age of 20 she had received a proposal, which she had promptly declined, and at the age of 50 she had not yet lived to regret it.So she was quite alone in the world, except for her dog Ponto, and the negroes who lived in her cabins and worked her crops, and the fowls, a few cows, a couple of mules, her gun (with which she shot chicken-hawks), and her religion.


One morning MamzelleAurlie stood upon her gallery, contemplating, with arms akimbo, a small band of very small children who, to all intents and purposes, might have fallen from the clouds, so unexpected and bewildering was their coming, and so unwelcome. They were the children of her nearest neighbor, Odile, who was not such a near neighbor, after all.


The young woman had appeared but 5 minutes before, accompanied by these 4 children. In her arms she carried little Lodie;she dragged TiNomme by an unwilling hand; while Marcline and Marclettefollowed with irresolute steps. Her face was red and disfigured from tears  and excitement. She had been summoned to a neighboring parish by the dangerous illness of her mother;her husband was away in Texas-it seemed to her a million miles away; and Valsin was waiting with the mule-cart to drive her to the station.


"It's no question, Mamzelle Aurlie; you jus' got to keep those youngsters fo' me tell I come back. Dieusait, I wouldn' botha you with 'em if it was any otha way to do! Make 'em mine you, Mamzelle Aurlie; don' spare 'em. Me, there, I'm half crazy between the chil'ren, an' Lon not home, an' maybe not even to fine po' maman alive encore!" -- a harrowing possibility which drove Odile to take a final hasty and convulsive leave of her disconsolate family.

She left them crowded into the narrow strip of shade on the porch of the long, low house;the white sunlight was beating in on the white old boards; some chickens were scratching in the grass at the foot of the steps, and one had boldly mounted, and was stepping heavily, solemnly, and aimlessly across the gallery. There was a pleasant odor of pinks in the air, and the sound of negroes' laughter was coming across the flowering cotton-field.


Mamzelle Aurlie stood contemplating the children. She looked with a critical eye upon Marcline, who had been left staggering beneath the weight of the chubby Lodie. She surveyed with the same calculating air Marclette mingling her silent tears with the audible grief and rebellion of TiNomme. During those few contemplative moments she was collecting herself, determining upon a line of action which should be identical with a line of duty. She began by feeding them.


If Mamzelle Aurlie's responsibilities might have begun and ended there, they could easily have been dismissed; for her larder was amply provided against an emergency of this nature. But little children are not little pigs: they require and demand attentions which were wholly unexpected by Mamzelle Aurlie, and which she was ill prepared to give.

She was, indeed, very inapt in her management of Odile's children during the first few days. How could she know that Marclette always wept when spoken to in a loud and commanding tone of voice? It was a peculiarity of Marclette's. She became acquainted with TiNomme's passion for flowers only when he had plucked all the choicest gardenias and pinks for the apparent purpose of critically studying their botanical construction.


'T ain't enough to tell 'im, Mamzelle Aurlie,"Marcline instructed her"you got to tie 'im in a chair. It'sw'atmaman all time do w'en he's bad:she tie 'im in a chair."The chair in which MamzelleAurlie tied TiNomme was roomy and comfortable, and  he seized the opportunity to take a nap in it, the afternoon being warm.


Atnight,when she ordered them one and all to bed as she would have shooed the chickens into the hen-house, they stayed uncomprehending before her. What about the little white nightgowns that had to be taken from the pillow-slip in which they were brought over, and shaken by some strong hand till they snapped like ox-whips?What about the tub of water which had to be brought and set in the middle of the floor,in which the little tired, dusty, sun-browned feet had every one to be washed sweet and clean? And it made Marcline and Marclette laugh merrily-the idea that Mamzelle Aurlie should for a moment have believed that TiNomme could fall asleep without being told the story of Croque-mitaine or Loup-garou,orboth;or that lodie could fall asleep at all without being rocked and sung to.


"I tell you, Aunt Ruby,"MamzelleAurlie informed her cook in confidence; "me, I'd rather manage a dozen plantation' than fo' chil'ren. It's terrassent! Bont! don't talk to me about chil'ren!"

"Tain' ispectedsich as you would know airy thing 'bout 'em, MamzelleAurlie. I see dat plainly yistiddyw'en I spy datli'lechileplayin' widyo' baskit o' keys. You don' know dat makes chillun grow up hard-headed, to play wid keys? Des like it make 'em teeth hard to look in a lookin'-glass. Them's the things you got to know in the raisin' an' manigement o' chillun."


MamzelleAurlie certainly did not pretend or aspire to such subtle and far-reaching knowledge on the subject as Aunt Ruby possessed, who had "raised five an' buried six" in her day. She was glad enough to learn a few little mother-tricks to serve the moment's need.


TiNomme's sticky fingers compelled her to unearth white aprons that she hadn’t worn for years, and she had to accustom herself to his moist kisses-the expressions of an affectionate and exuberant nature. She got down her sewing-basket, which she seldom used, from the top shelf of the armoire, and placed it within the ready and easy reach which torn slips and buttonless waists demanded. It took her some days to become accustomed to the laughing, the crying, the chattering that echoed through the house and around it all day long. And it was not the first or the second night that she could sleep comfortably with little Lodie's hot, plump body pressed close against her, and the little one's warm breath beating her cheek like the fanning of a bird's wing.

But at the end of two weeks Mamzelle Aurlie had grown quite used to these things, and she no longer complained. It was also at the end of two weeks that Mamzelle Aurlie, one evening, looking away toward the crib where the cattle were being fed, saw Valsin's blue cart turning the bend of the road. Odile sat beside the mulatto, upright and alert. As they drew near, the young woman's beaming face indicated that her home-coming was a happy one.


But this coming, unannounced and unexpected, threw MamzelleAurlie into a flutter that was almost agitation. The children had to be gathered. Where was TiNomme? Yonder in the shed, putting an edge on his knife at the grindstone. And Marcline and Marclette? Cutting and fashioning doll-rags in the corner of the gallery. As for Lodie, she was safe enough in Mamzelle Aurlie's arms; and she had screamed with delight at sight of the familiar blue cart which was bringing her mother back to her.

      The excitement was all over, and they were gone. How still it was when they were gone! Mamzelle Aurlie stood upon the gallery, looking and listening. She could no longer see the cart; the red sunset and the blue-gray twilight had together flung a purple mist across the fields and road that hid it from her view. She could no longer hear the wheezing and creaking of its wheels. But she could still faintly hear the shrill, glad voices of the children.

    She turned into the house. There was much work awaiting her, for the children had left a sad disorder behind them; but she didn’t at once set about the task of righting it. Mamzelle Aurlie seated herself beside the table. She gave one slow glance through the room, into which the evening shadows were creeping and deepening around her solitary figure. She let her head fall down upon her bended arm, and began to cry. Oh, but she cried! Not softly, as women often do. She cried like a man, with sobs that seemed to tear her very soul. She did not notice Ponto licking her hand.


Questions.

1. What types of conflicts are represented in the text?

2. Does the author advocate motherhood in the story? 

10.  Stephen Leacock.”The Reading Public”.

"Wish to look about the store? Oh, by all means, sir," said the manager of one of the biggest book stores in New York. He called to his assistant, "Just show this gentleman our ancient classics – the ten-cent series." With this he dismissed me from his mind.


In other words he had guessed at a glance that I was a professor. The manager of the biggest book store cannot be deceived in a customer. He knew I would hang around for two hours, get in everybody's way, and finally buy the Dialogues of Plato for ten cents.


He despised me, but a professor standing in a corner buried in a book looks well in a store. It is a sort of advertisement.


So it was that standing in a far corner I had an opportunity of noticing something of this up-to-date manager's methods with his real customers.


"You are quite sure it's his latest?" a fashionably dressed woman was saying to the manager.


"Oh, yes, madam, this is Mr. Slush's very latest book, I assure you. It's having a wonderful sale." As he spoke he pointed to a huge pile of books on the counter with the title in big letters – Golden Dreams.


"This book," said the lady idly turning over the pages, "is it good?"


"It's an extremely powerful thing," said the manager, "in fact it's a masterpiece. The critics are saying that without exaggeration it is the most powerful book of the season. It is bound to make a sensation."


"Oh, really!" said the lady. "Well, I think I'll take it then."


Suddenly she remembered something. "Oh, and will you give me something f or my husband? He's going down south. You know the kind of thing one reads on vacation?"


"Oh, perfectly, madam. I think we have just what you husband wants. Seven Weeks in the Sahara, dollars; Six Months in a Waggon, 6 dollars; Afternoons in an Oxcart, two volumes, 4 dollars 30 cents. Or here, now, Among the Cannibals of Corfu, or Among the Monkeys of New Guinea, 10 dollars." And with this the manager laid his hand on another pile as numerous as the pile of Golden Dreams.


"It seems rather expensive," remarked the lady.


"Oh, a most expensive book," repeated the manager in a tone of enthusiasm. "You see, it's the illustrations, actual photographs of actual monkeys; and the paper."


The lady bought Among the Monkeys.


Another lady entered. A widow, judging by her black dress.


"Something new in fiction," repeated the manager, "yes, madam, here's a charming thing, Golden Dreams,– a very sweet story. In fact, the critics are saying it's the sweetest thing Mr. Slush has done."


"Is it good?" said the lady.


"It's a very charming love story. My wife was reading it aloud only last night. She could hardly read for tears."


"I suppose it's quite a safe book?" asked the widow anxiously. "I want it for my little daughter."


"A assure you it's perfectly safe. In fact, it is written quite in the old style, like the dear old books of the past; quite like –" here the manager paused with a slight doubt – "Dickens and Fielding and – er – so on."


The widow bought the Golden Dreams, received it wrapped up, and passed out.


"Have you any good light reading?" called out the next customer in a loud cheerful voice – he had the air of a man starting on a holiday.


"Yes," said the manager, and his face almost broke into a laugh.


"Here's an excellent thing, Golden Dreams; quite the most humorous book of the season. My wife was reading it last night. She could hardly read for laughing."


After that the customers came and went in a string. To one lady Golden Dreams was sold as exactly the reading for a holiday, to another as the very book to read after a holiday; another bought it as a book for a rainy day, and a fourth as the right sort of reading for a fine day.


Among the Monkeys was sold as a sea story, a land story, a story of the jungle, a story of the mountains; each time at a different price.


After a busy two hours I drew near and from a curiosity that I couldn't resist said, "That book, Golden Dreams, you seem to think it's a very wonderful book?"


The manager knew that I had no intention of buying the book, so he shook his head. "Frankly speaking, I imagine it's perfectly rotten." 


"Haven't you read it?" I asked in amazement.


"Dear me, no!" said the manager. His air was that of a milkman who is offered a glass of his own milk. "A pretty time I'd have if I tried to read all the new books. It's quite enough to keep track of them without that."


"But those people," I went on, deeply puzzled, "won't they be disappointed?"


"By no means!" he said. "They won't read it. They never do."


"But at any rate your wife thought it a fine story," I insisted.


The manager smiled widely. "I am not married, sir."

NB!  Leacock was one of the most renowned humorous writers in early 1900s.
1. Comment to the title of the story.

2. Does the story reveal any modern society problems? 
11. Stephen Leacock.”My Financial Career”.


When I go into a bank I get rattled. The clerks rattle me; the wickets rattle me; the sight of the money rattles me; everything rattles me.


The moment I cross the threshold of a bank and attempt to transact business there, I become an irresponsible idiot.


I knew this beforehand, but my salary had been raised to fifty dollars a month and I felt that the bank was the only place for it.


So I shambled in and looked timidly round at the clerks. I had an idea that a person about to open an account must need to consult the manager.


I went up to a wicket marked "Accountant." The accountant was a tall, cool devil. The very sight of him rattled me. My voice was sepulchral.


"Can I see the manager?" I said, and added solemnly, "alone." I don't know why I said "alone."


"Certainly," said the accountant, and fetched him.

The manager was a grave, calm man. I held my fifty-six dollars clutched in a crumpled ball in my pocket.


"Are you the manager?" I said. God knows I didn't doubt it.


"Yes," he said.


"Can I see you," I asked, "alone?" I didn't want to say "alone" again, but without it the thing seemed self-evident.


The manager looked at me in some alarm. He felt that I had an awful secret to reveal.


"Come in here," he said, and led the way to a private room. He turned the key in the lock.


"We are safe from interruption here," he said; "sit down."


We both sat down and looked at each other. I found no voice to speak.


"You are one of Pinkerton's men, I presume," he said.


He had gathered from my mysterious manner that I was a detective. I knew what he was thinking, and it made me worse.


"No, not from Pinkerton's," I said, seeming to imply that I came from a rival agency.


"To tell the truth," I went on, as if I had been prompted to lie about it, "I am not a detective at all. I have come to open an account. I intend to keep all my money in this bank."


The manager looked relieved but still serious; he concluded now that I was a son of Baron Rothschild or a young Gould.


"A large account, I suppose," he said.


"Fairly large," I whispered. "I propose to deposit fifty-six dollars now and fifty dollars a month regularly."


The manager got up and opened the door. He called to the accountant.


"Mr. Montgomery," he said unkindly loud, "this gentleman is opening an account, he will deposit fifty-six dollars. Good morning."


I rose.


A big iron door stood open at the side of the room.


"Good morning," I said, and stepped into the safe.


"Come out," said the manager coldly, and showed me the other way.


I went up to the accountant's wicket and poked the ball of money at him with a quick convulsive movement as if I were doing a conjuring trick.


My face was ghastly pale.


"Here," I said, "deposit it." The tone of the words seemed to mean, "Let us do this painful thing while the fit is on us."


He took the money and gave it to another clerk.


He made me write the sum on a slip and sign my name in a book. I no longer knew what I was doing. The bank swam before my eyes.


"Is it deposited?" I asked in a hollow, vibrating voice.


"It is," said the accountant.


"Then I want to draw a cheque."


My idea was to draw out six dollars of it for present use. Someone gave me a cheque book through a wicket and someone else began telling me how to write it out. The people in the bank had the impression that I was an invalid millionaire. I wrote something on the cheque and thrust it in at the clerk. He looked at it.


"What! Are you drawing it all out again?" he asked in surprise. Then I realized that I had written fifty-six instead of six. I was too far gone to reason now. I had a feeling that it was impossible to explain the thing. All the clerks had stopped writing to look at me.


Reckless with misery, I made a plunge.


"Yes, the whole thing."


"You withdraw your money from the bank?"


"Every cent of it."


"Are you not going to deposit any more?" said the clerk, astonished.


"Never."


An idiot hope struck me that they might think something had insulted me while I was writing the cheque and that I had changed my mind. I made a wretched attempt to look like a man with a fearfully quick temper.


The clerk prepared to pay the money.


"How will you have it?" he said.


"What?"


"How will you have it?"


"Oh"– I caught his meaning and answered without even trying to think–"in fifties."


He gave me a fifty-dollar bill.


"And the six?" he asked dryly.

"In sixes," I said.

He gave it to me and I rushed out.


As the big door swung behind me I caught the echo of a roar of laughter that went up to the ceiling of the bank. Since then I bank no more. I keep my money in cash in my trousers pocket and my savings in silver dollars in a sock.

12. Louisa May Alcott. “Cousin Tribulation's Story”.

Dear Merrys:–As a subject appropriate to the season, I want to tell you about a New Year's breakfast which I had when I was a little girl. What do you think it was? A slice of dry bread and an apple. This is how it happened, and it is a true story, every word.


As we came down to breakfast that morning, with very shiny faces and spandy clean aprons, we found father alone in the dining-room.


"Happy New Year, papa! Where is mother?" we cried.


"A little boy came begging and said they were starving at home, so your mother went to see and--ah, here she is."

As papa spoke, in came mamma, looking very cold, rather sad, and very much excited.


"Children, don't begin till you hear what I have to say," she cried; and we sat staring at her, with the breakfast untouched before us.


"Not far away from here, lies a poor woman with a little new-born baby. Six children are huddled into one bed to keep from freezing, for they have no fire. There is nothing to eat over there; and the oldest boy came here to tell me they were starving this bitter cold day. My little girls, will you give them your breakfast, as a New Year's gift?"


We sat silent a minute, and looked at the nice, hot porridge, creamy milk, and good bread and butter; for we were brought up like English children, and never drank tea or coffee, or ate anything but porridge for our breakfast.


"I wish we'd eaten it up," thought I, for I was rather a selfish child, and very hungry.


"I'm so glad you come before we began," said Nan, cheerfully.


"May I go and help carry it to the poor, little children?" asked Beth, who had the tenderest heart that ever beat under a pinafore.


"I can carry the lassy pot," said little May, proudly giving the thing she loved best.


"And I shall take all the porridge," I burst in, heartily ashamed of my first feeling.


"You shall put on your things and help me, and when we come back, we'll get something to eat," said mother, beginning to pile the bread and butter into a big basket.


We were soon ready, and the procession set out. First, papa, with a basket of wood on one arm and coal on the other; mamma next, with a bundle of warm things and the teapot; Nan and I carried a pail of hot porridge between us, and each a pitcher of milk; Beth brought some cold meat, May the "lassy pot," and her old hood and boots; and Betsey, the girl, brought up the rear with a bag of potatoes and some meal.


Fortunately it was early, and we went along back streets, so few people saw us, and no one laughed at the funny party.


What a poor, bare, miserable place it was, to be sure,--broken windows, no fire, ragged clothes, wailing baby, sick mother, and a pile of pale, hungry children cuddled under one quilt, trying to keep warm. How the big eyes stared and the blue lips smiled as we came in!


"Ah, mein Gott! it is the good angels that come to us!" cried the poor woman, with tears of joy.


"Funny angels, in woollen hoods and red mittens," said I; and they all laughed.


Then we fell to work, and in fifteen minutes, it really did seem as if fairies had been at work there. Papa made a splendid fire in the old fireplace and stopped up the broken window with his own hat and coat. Mamma set the shivering children round the fire, and wrapped the poor woman in warm things. Betsey and the rest of us spread the table, and fed the starving little ones.


"Das ist gute!" "Oh, nice!" "Der angel–Kinder!" cried the poor things as they ate and smiled and basked in the warm blaze. We had never been called "angel-children" before, and we thought it very charming, especially I who had often been told I was "a regular Sancho." What fun it was! Papa, with a towel for an apron, fed the smallest child; mamma dressed the poor little new-born baby as tenderly as if it had been her own. Betsey gave the mother gruel and tea, and comforted her with assurance of better days for all. Nan, Lu, Beth, and May flew about among the seven children, talking and laughing and trying to understand their funny, broken English. It was a very happy breakfast, though we didn't get any of it; and when we came away, leaving them all so comfortable, and promising to bring clothes and food by and by, I think there were not in all the hungry little girls who gave away their breakfast, and contented themselves with a bit of bread and an apple of New Year's day.
13. Laura E.Richards.“The Coming of the King”.

Some children were at play in their play-ground one day, when a herald rode through the town, blowing a trumpet, and crying aloud, “The King! the King passes by this road to-day. Make ready for the King!”


The children stopped their play, and looked at one another.

“Did you hear that?” they said. “The King is coming. He may look over the wall and see our playground; who knows? We must put it in order.”


The playground was sadly dirty, and in the corners were scraps of paper and broken toys, for these were careless children. But now, one brought a hoe, and another a rake, and a third ran to fetch the wheelbarrow from behind the garden gate. They labored hard, till at length all was clean and tidy.


“Now it is clean!” they said; “but we must make it pretty, too, for kings are used to fine things; maybe he would not notice mere cleanness, for he may have it all the time.”


Then one brought sweet rushes and strewed them on the ground; and others made garlands of oak leaves and pine tassels and hung them on the walls; and the littlest one pulled marigold buds and threw them all about the playground, “to look like gold,” he said.


When all was done the playground was so beautiful that the children stood and looked at it, and clapped their hands with pleasure.


“Let us keep it always like this!” said the littlest one; and the others cried, “Yes! yes! that is what we will do.”


They waited all day for the coming of the King, but he never came; only, towards sunset, a man with travel-worn clothes, and a kind, tired face passed along the road, and stopped to look over the wall.


“What a pleasant place!” said the man. “May I come in and rest, dear children?”


The children brought him in gladly, and set him on the seat that they had made out of an old cask. They had covered it with the old red cloak to make it look like a throne, and it made a very good one.


“It is our playground!” they said. “We made it pretty for the King, but he did not come, and now we mean to keep it so for ourselves.”


“That is good!” said the man.


“Because we think pretty and clean is nicer than ugly and dirty!” said another.


“That is better!” said the man.


“And for tired people to rest in!” said the littlest one.


“That is best of all!” said the man.


He sat and rested, and looked at the children with such kind eyes that they came about him, and told him all they knew; about the five puppies in the barn, and the thrush’s nest with four blue eggs, and the shore where the gold shells grew; and the man nodded and understood all about it.


By and by he asked for a cup of water, and they brought it to him in the best cup, with the gold sprigs on it: then he thanked the children, and rose and went on his way; but before he went he laid his hand on their heads for a moment, and the touch went warm to their hearts.


The children stood by the wall and watched the man as he went slowly along. The sun was setting, and the light fell in long slanting rays across the road.


“He looks so tired!” said one of the children.


“But he was so kind!” said another.


“See!” said the littlest one. “How the sun shines on his hair! it looks like a crown of gold.”

Questions.

1.What is the message of the story?

2.Are there any elements which acquire a symbolic meaning?
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