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Quyida havola etiliyatgan uslubiy ko’rsatma Britaniyalik va Amerikalik mashhur
yozuvchilarining hikoyalari yig’ini bo’lib. U ingliz tili kurslarida o’qiydigan o’quvchilar
hamda akademik litseylar, kasb-hunar kollejlari va oliygoh bakalavr yo'nalishi
talabalarining o’qish, nutq va grammatik qobiliyatini o’stirishga mo’ljallangan. Hikoyalar
mavzusi, tili va uslubi bo’yicha xilma xildir va shu bilan birga gizigarli syujetlarga ega
bo’lib muammoli savollarini muhokama qilish va osongina og’zaki holda aytib berish

imkonini beradi.

Ko’rsatmaning ushbu bo’limida siz leksik va grammatik ma’lumotlar bilan ishlash,
go’yilgan savollarga javob berish va matn muhokamsiga ko’p vaqt yo’qotmasdan ishtirok
etish imkonini ham beradi. Berilgan har bir matn maxsus mashglar bilan ta’minlangan.

O’ylaymizki sizgaushbu uslubiy ko’rsatma ingliz tilini o’zlashtirishga yordam beradi.
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Unit 1
THE SCHOLARSHIP from “Green Years” by A. J. Cronin

... Robert Shannon will be able to continue his studies only if he gets the scholarship
founded by Sir John Marshall, but his best friend Gavin becomes his rival.

It was the first day of the Easter Holidays. | was going fishing with Gavin. The last
pleasure | allowed myself before beginning to prepare for the Marshall.

We met early in the morning. Gavin was waiting for me. Impossible to describe the silent
joy of our meeting... We walked side by side through the quiet village to the lake.

“No fishing until evening, I am afraid”, Gavin murmured. “No wind and the day is too
bright”.

Until the sun went down, Gavin and | sat on an upturned boat, outside his father's fishing
hut. We spoke very little. At seven o'clock, after Mrs. Glen, the woman of the cottage had
giving us some tea and boiled eggs and milk, we pushed the boat into the water. | took the
oars. When we were far from the shore, Gavin spoke, hidden by the growing darkness.

“I understand you are sitting the Marshall, Robie?”

I was greatly surprised. “Yes... How did you know?”

“Mrs. Keith told my sister”, Gavin paused, breathing heavily. “I am trying for it too™.
| looked at him in silence. | was shocked and confused.

“But Gavin... You do not need the money!”

Gavin frowned. "You'll be surprised.” He spoke slowly. "My father has had trouble in the
business"”. He paused. "He has done so much for me... now then he is worried, | would like
to do something for him."

| was silent. | knew that Gavin adored his father; and | had heard whispers that all was not
well with the Mayor's business. Yet his words came as an unexpected blow.

"All the cleverest boys in the country are competing,” he continued. "One more won't
make much difference. Besides, there is the honour of the town. It is twelve years since a
Levenford boy took the scholarship." He drew a deep breath. “One of us must win it”.

“You may be the one, Gavin”, I said in a low voice; I knew he was a fine scholar.

Gavin replied slowly. “I would like to win for my father’s sake. But I think you have a
better chance”. He paused. “If you win, will you go on to be a doctor?”

Gavin was the only person on earth to whom I could tell the truth. I said: “T wish with all
my heart to be a medical biologist, you know, a doctor who does research”. There was a
long pause.

“Yes”, Gavin said thoughtfully. “It is bad that we have to fight each other over the
scholarship. But, it will not affect our friendship, of course”.
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Yet I felt a sudden sadness in my heart. I thought: “Gavin and I... One of us must be
defeated”.

NOTES:

rival — raqib / xoukypeHT

scholarship — stipendiya / ctunengus

Easter Holidays — pasxa bayrami / macxajibHbIe KaHHKYJIbI

oars — eshkak / Becia

to sit the Marshall — Marshal stipendiyasi uchun imtixonlar topshirmoq / cnaBatb
3K3aMCHbI Ha CTUIICHAUIO Mapmanna

Exercises and Assignments on the Text

Assignment Ne 1.Give English equivalents for the following words and expressions from
the text

so’zsiz shodlik / MomuanuBas pagocTs —

yonma - yon borardik / mum psaom  —

to’nkarilgan qayiq / nepeBepHyTas jgojKka —

suvga itardik / cronknynu B Bomy —

...ga imtixon topshirmoq / caaBath 3K3aMeH Ha ... —

og’ir nafas olib / Tsoxeno mpimra —

otasini (juda) yaxshi ko’rardi / o6oxan otra -

Menga mish-mishlar etib keldi / 1o mens gouum cayxu —

T A A - o

chuqur nafas oldi / riryboko B31oXHYa —

|
o

juda yaxshi o’quvchi / npexpacHbIi ydeHUK —

|
=

dunyoda yagona / eIMHCTBEHHBII Ha CBETE —

|
N

bu bizning o’rtogligimizga  halaqgit bermaydi / 3To He moMemaer Hare# apyxoe

Assignment N2 . Write from the text Uzbek or Russian equivalents of the giving below
English words and phrases and write to each three sentences

to prepare for smth. —

to be greatly surprised —




in silence —

to be confused —

to compete in smth. —

for smb’s sake —

to do research —

to be defeated —

Assignment Ne 3. Reply to the next question.

1) Who was Robie?
Robie was

2) What did he want to become?
Robie wanted to become a

3) Why couldn't he study without the scholarship?

4) What shows, that he was seriously preparing for the exams?
7



5) What did Gavin tell Robie about?

6) Why was the boy shocked and confused?

7) What was the reason for Gavin's sitting the Marshall?

8) Which words prove the generosity of both boys?

Assignment Ne 4. Retell the story by the name of 1) Robbi; 2) Gevin;
Assignment No5. Find the irregular verbs from the text and fill up the table giving their
forms

Assignment Ne 6. Find from the text all Present and Past Continiuous tenses sentences
Assignment NeT. Give question to the matched words

1) I was going fishing with Gavin.

?
2) We met early in the morning.

?
3) We walked side by side through the quiet village to the lake.

?

4) My father has had trouble in the business.
8




?

Assignment Ne 8. Find from the text all sentences which belong to direct speech and
write them in inderict speech.

Unit 2
A DOG AND THREE DOLLARS by M. Twain
| have always believed that a man must be honest. "Never ask for money you have not

earned”, | always said.

Now | shall tell you a story which will show you how honest | have always been all my
life.

A few days ago at my friend's house | met General Miles. General Miles was a nice man
and we became great friends very quickly.

"Did you live in Washington in 1867?" the general asked me.
"Yes, I did," | answered.
"How could it happen that we did not meet then?" said General Miles.

"General", said I. "We could not meet then. You forget that you were already a great
general then, and | was a poor young writer whom nobody knew and whose books nobody
read. You do not remember me, | thought, but we met once in Washington at that time."

| remember it very well. | was poor then and very often I did not have money even for my
bread. | had a friend. He was a poor writer too. We lived together. We did everything
together: worked, read books, went for walks together. And when we were hungry, we
were both hungry. Once we were in need of three dollars. | don't remember why we
needed these three dollars so much, but | remember well that we had to have the money by
the evening.

"We must get these three dollars,” said my friend. "I shall try to get the money, but you
must also try."

| went out of the house, but | did not know where to go and how to get the three dollars.
For an hour | was walking along the streets of Washington and was very tired. At last I
came to a big hotel. "I shall go in and have a rest," | thought.

| went into the hall of the hotel and sat down on a sofa. | was sitting there when a beautiful
small dog ran into the hall. It was looking for somebody. The dog was nice and | had
nothing to do, so | called it and began to play with it.

| was playing with the dog, when a man came into the hall. He wore a beautiful uniform
and | knew at once that he was General Miles. | knew him by his pictures in the
newspapers. "What a beautiful dog!" said he. "Is it your dog?"

| did not have time to answer him when he said, "Do you want to sell it?"
"Three dollars", | answered at once.
"Three dollars?" he asked. "But that is very little. I can give you fifty dollars for it."
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"No, no. | only want three dollars."
"Well, it is your dog. If you want three dollars for it, I shall be glad to buy your dog."
General Miles paid me three dollars, took the dog and went up to his room.

Ten minutes later an old man came into the hall. He looked round the hall. I could see that
he was looking for something.

"Are you looking for a dog, sir?" | asked.
"Oh, yes! Have you seen it?" said the man.

"Your dog was here a few minutes ago and | saw how it went away with a man," | said. "If
you want, | shall try to find it for you."

The man was very happy and asked me to help him.

"I shall be glad to help you, but it will take some of my time and..."

"l am ready to pay you for your time," cried the man. "How much do you want for it?"
"Three dollars," answered |I.

"Three dollars?" said the man. "But it is a very good dog. | shall pay you ten dollars if you
find it for me."”

"No sir, | want three dollars and not a dollar more," said .

Then | went up to General Miles's room. The General was playing with his new dog." |
came here to take the dog back™, said I.

"But it is not your dog now — | have bought it. I have paid you three dollars for it," said the
General.

"I shall give you back your three dollars, but | must take the dog back", answered I. "But
you have sold it to me, it is my dog now."

"l could not sell it to you, sir, because it was not my dog."

"Still you have sold it to me for three dollars." "How could I sell it to you when it was not
my dog? You asked me how much | wanted for the dog, and | said that | wanted three
dollars. But I never told you that it was my dog."

General Miles was very angry now.
"Give me back my three dollars and take the

dog," he shouted. When I brought the dog back to its master, he was very happy and paid
me three dollars with joy. | was happy too because | had the money, and | felt I earned it.

Now you can see why | say that honesty is the best policy and that a man must never take
anything that he has not earned.

Exercises and Assignments on the Text

Assignment M I. Give English equivalents for the following words and expressions from
the text and use them in the sentences of your own
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to’g’riso’z bo’lmoq / ObITH Y€CTHBIM

yo’qimli Kishi mpusTHbI / YeT0BEK —

hech kim bilmagan kimsa / koToporo HUKTO He 3HAII —

hatto nonga ham / naxe Ha xi1e6 —

kechga gadar / x Beuepy —

dam olmoq / otmoxHyTh —

N o ok 0DdRE

mening shug’ulanishim uchun hech narsa

y0’q edi / MHE OBLIO HEUYEM 3aHATHCS —

8. darhol fahmlamoq /cpa3y noragarbcs —

9. o’ndagigadan so’ng / gyepe3 necaTh MUHYT —

10. to’lash uchun tayyor / rotros 3armiaTuth —

11. men itni olib ketishim shart / s momwken 3a0path cobaky —

12. itni egasiga gaytardim / BepHys1 co0aKy XO3sUHY —

Assignment e 2. Write from the text Uzbek or Russian equivalents of the giving below
English words and phrases and write to each three sentences

earn some (a lot of, little) —

become great friends —

be in need for smth —

wear a uniform —

11



it takes

(took, will take) smb. some time to do smth. —

to be angry with —

with joy —

Assignment Ne 3. Reply to the next questions:

1) Whom did the author meet at his friend’s house one day?
One day the author met

2) Did General Miles recognise the author? Why could not he?
General Miles
3) Prove that the author’s childhood was very hard.?

4) Why did the boy find himself in the hotel one day?

5) Who ran into the hall suddenly? It was a funny little dog, was not it?

6) Why did the boy sell the dog to General Miles for three dollars?

7) What happened ten minutes later?

8) What brilliant idea came to the boy's mind?

9) How did he manage to take the dog back?
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10) Did the boy's behaviour prove his words, "Never ask f or money you haven't earned"?

Assignment Ne 4. Comment the next proverb and discuss it in English “Honesty is the
Best Policy”

Assignment M 5. Retell the story by the name of General Maylz 2) Old man 3) the
boy’s friend;

Assignment M2 6. Write a short contence of the text by 10 sentences

Assignment AMe 7. Find the irregular verbs from the text and fill the table giving their
forms

Assignment AMe 8. Find in the text all the sentences which belongs to future and present
continiuous
Assignment N 9. Give a question to matched words

1) A few days ago at my friend's house | met General Miles.

?
2) We did everything together: worked, read books, went for walks.

?
3) For an hour | was walking along the streets of Washington.

?
4) 1 shall pay you ten dollars if you find it for me.

?

Assignment ANe 10. Retell the scene which happened in the General Maylz’s room by
using indirect speech

13



Unit 3
A DAY’S WAIT by E. Hemingway

He came into the room to shut the windows while me were still in bed and | saw he looked
ill. He was shivering, his face was white, and he walked slowly as though it ached to
move.

"What's the matter, Schatz?"

"I've got a headache™.

"You better go back to bed".

"No, I am all right".

"You go to bed. I'll see you when I'm dressed".

But when | came downstairs he was dressed, sitting by the fire, looking a very sick and
miserable boy of nine years. When | put my hand on his forehead | knew he had a fever.
"You go up to bed,"” said, "you are sick".

"l am all right", he said.

When the doctor came he took the boy's temperature.

"What is it?" | asked him.

"One hundred and two."

Downstairs, the doctor left three different medicines in different coloured capsules with
instructions for giving them. He seemed to know all about influenza and said there was
nothing to worry about if the fever did not go above one hundred and four degrees. This
was a light epidemic of influenza and there was no danger if you avoided pneumonia.
Back in the room | wrote the boy's temperature down and made a note of the time to give
the various capsules.

"Do you want me to read to you?"

"All right. If you want to," said the boy. His face was very white and there were dark areas
under his eyes. He lay still in the bed and seemed very detached from what was going on.

| read about pirates from Howard Pyle's "Book of Pirates”, but | could see he was not
following what | was reading.

"How do you feel, Schatz?" | asked him.

"Just the same, so far," he said.

| sat at the foot of the bed and read to myself while | waited for it to be time to give
another capsule. It would have been natural for him to go to sleep, but when | looked up he
was looking at the foot of the bed.

"Why, don't you try to go to sleep? I'll wake you up for the medicine."

"I'd rather stay awake."

After a while he said to me. "You don't have to stay in here with me, Papa, if it bothers
you."

"It doesn't bother me."

"No, I mean you don't have to stay if it's going to bother you."

| thought perhaps he was a little light-headed and af ter giving him the prescribed capsules
at eleven o'clock I went out for a while...

At the house they said the boy had refused to let any one come into the room.

14



"You can't come in," he said. "You mustn't get what | have." | went up to him and found
him in exactly the same position | had left him, white-faced, but with the tops of his
cheeks flushed by the fever, staring still, as he had stared, at the foot of the bed.

| took his temperature.

"What is it?"

"Something like a hundred,"” | said. It was one hundred and two and four tenths.

"It was a hundred and two," he said.

"Who said so? Your temperature is all right," | said. "It's nothing to worry about."”

"I don't worry," he said, "but I can't keep from thinking."

"Don't think," I said. "Just take it easy."

"I'm taking it easy," he said and looked straight ahead.

He was evidently holding tight onto himself about something.

"Take this with water."

"Do you think it will do any good?"

"Of course, it will."

| sat down and opened the "Pirate™ book and commenced to read, but I could see he was
not following, so | stopped.

"About what time do you think I'm going to die?" he asked.

"What?"

"About how long will it be before | die?"

"You aren't going to die. What's the matter with you?"

"Oh, yes, | am. | heard him say a hundred and two."

"People don't die with a fever of one hundred and two. That's a silly way to talk."

"l know they do. At school in France the boys told me you can't live with forty-

four degrees. I've got a hundred and two."

He had been waiting to die all day, ever since nine o'clock in the morning.

"You poor Schatz," | said. "It's like miles and kilometres. You aren't going to die.

That's a different thermometre. On that thermometre thirty-seven is normal. On

this kind it's ninety-eight."

"Are you sure?"

"Absolutely,” | said. "It's like miles and kilometres. You know, like how many

kilometres we make when we do seventy miles in the car?"

"Oh," he said.

But his gaze at the foot of the bed relaxed slowly. The hold over himself rlaxed too,
finally, and the next day he was very slack and cried very easily at little things that were

of no importance.

NOTES:

Schatz (nem.) — Qadrdon / noporoii

Ferengeyt bo’yichal02 gradus = Selsiy bo’yicha 38,9 gradus/102 rpamycoB mo
®apenreiity = 38,9 rpamycos no llenbcuro

so far — hozircha/ moka
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Exercises and Assignments on the Text

Assignment Ne 1. Give English equivalents for the following words and expressions from
the text and use them in the sentences of your own.

1. gimirlash og’rigli edi / 66110 60BHO ABUTATHCS —
2. kasal va omadsiz / 6onbHOI 1 HECYACTHBIH —
3. uning issig’l bor / y Hero xap —
4. grip shakli / popma rpunma —
5. dorilarning gabul gilish vaqtini yo’zib berdi / 3anican Bpemst mpuema JrekapcTB—
6. ko’z ostidagi qora doiralar / teMHBIC KpYTH IO TTIA3aMH —
7. men nima o’qiyatganimni eshitmadi / He ciymia, 4To s YUTAI0 —
biroz alahsirardi / Hemaoro opemu —
xonaga hech kimni gqo’ymasdi / Hukoro He myckaji B KOMHATy —
10. bu tentaklik /sto rimymoctu —
11. uning nigohi endi unchalik asabiy emas edi / ero B3risin yxxe He ObUT TaKUM
HANPSHKEHHBIM —

Assignment A2 2. Write from the text Uzbek or Russian equivalents of the giving below
English words and phrases and write to each three sentences.

look ill —

take smb's temperature —

there is something (nothing) to worry about —
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there is some (no) danger —

to go to sleep —

can’t keep from doing smth —

do good —

be of some (much, no) importance —

Assignment Ne 3. Reply to the next questions

1) What signs of illness could the boy's father notice when he came into the room?

2) Did the boy go to bed as his father had asked him?

3) What did the doctor say? What did he prescribe?

4) Find in the text the sentences which prove that something serious worried the boy.

5) Why didn't the boy let anyone come into the room?
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6) Which of the boy's questions reviled everything to his father?

7) What was the real reason of the boy's sufferings?

8) In what way did father explain everything to his son?

Assignment AN 4. Retell the story by the name of 1) Father of the boy; 2 ) Boy

Assignment AN25. Find the irregular verbs from the text and fill the table giving their
forms

Assignment M 6. Find from the text all past continiuous tense sentences
Assignment e 7. Give question to the matched words

1) When the doctor came he took the boy's temperature.

2) | sat at the foot of the bed and read to myself.

?

3) At school in France the boys told me you can not live with forty-four degrees.
?

4) He had been waiting to die all day, ever since nine o'clock in the morning.

18



Assignment A2 8. Change all the questions in the text into direct speech
Assignment Mo 9. Make up dialogues using giving expressions

it aches to move

have a headache

look very sick

have a fever

take one's temperature

give medicines

7. avoid smth.

Assignment e 10. Describe your last visit to the doctor using words from the text

ook wnE

Assignment AN 11. Comment the next proverbs and give equivalents in your language
“An apple a day keeps a doctor away”

1. “Health is above wealth”.
2. “Early to bed and early to rise makes a man healthy, wealthy and wise”.
Unit 4

THE GREEN DOOR by O. Henry

Rudolf Steiner, a young piano salesman, was a true adventurer. Few were the evenings
when he did not go to look for the unexpected. It seemed to him that the most interesting
things in life might lie just around the corner. He was always dreaming of adventures.

Once when he was walking along the street his attention was attracted by a Negro handing
out a dentist's cards. The Negro slipped a card into Rudolf's hand. He turned it over and
looked at it. Nothing was written on one side of the card; on the other three words were
written: "The Green Door". And then Rudolf saw, three steps in front of him, a man throw
away the card the Negro had giving him as he passed. Rudolf picked it up. The dentist's
name and address were printed on it.

The adventurous piano salesman stopped at the corner and considered. Then he returned
and joined the stream of people again. When he was passing the Negro the second time, he
again got a card. Ten steps away he examined it. In the same handwriting that appeared on
the first card "The Green door" was written upon it. Three or four cards were lying on the
pavement. On all of them were the name and the address of the dentist. Whatever the
written words on the cards might mean, the Negro had chose him twice from the crowd.

Standing aside from the crowd, the young man looked at the building in which he thought
his adventure must lie. It was a five-storey building. On the first floor there was a store.
The second up were apartments.

After finishing his inspection Rudolf walked rapidly up the stairs into the house. The
hallway there was badly lighted. Rudolf looked toward the nearer door and saw that it was
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green. He hesitated for a moment, then he went straight to the green door and knocked on
it. The door slowly opened. A girl not yet twenty stood there. She was very pale and as it
seemed to Rudolf was about to faint. Rudolf caught her and laid her on a sofa. He closed
the door and took a quick glance round the room. Neat, but great poverty was the story he
read.

"Fainted, didn't 1?" the girl asked weakly. "Well, no wonder. You try going without
anything to eat for three days and see."

"Heavens!" cried Rudolf, jumping up. "Wait till I come back." He rushed out of the green
door and in twenty minutes he was back with bread and butter, cold meat, cakes, pies, milk
and hot tea.

"It is foolish to go without eating. You should not do it again,” Rudolf said. "Supper is
ready."

When the girl cheered up a little she told him her story. It was one of a thousand such as
the city wears with indifference every day — a shop girl's story of low wages; of time lost
through illness; and then of lost jobs, lost hope and unrealised dreams and — the knock of
the young man upon the door.

Rudolf looked at the girl with sympathy.

"To think of you going through all that,” he exclaimed. "And you have no relatives or
friends in the city?"

"None whatever."
"As a matter of fact, | am all alone in the world too," said Rudolf after a pause.

"l am glad of that," said the girl, and somehow it pleased the young man to hear that she
approved of his having no relatives.

Then the girl sighed deeply. ™ I'm awfully sleepy," she said.

Rudolf rose and took his hat.

"How did it happen that you knocked at my door?" she asked.

"One of our piano tuners lives in this house. | knocked at your door by mistake."
There was no reason why the girl should not believe him.

In the hallway he looked around and discovered to his great surprise that all the doors were
green.

In the street he met the same Negro. "Will you tell me why you gave me these cards and
what they mean?" he asked.

Pointing down the street to the entrance to a theatre with a bright electric sign of its new
play, "The Green Door", the Negro told Rudolf that the theatre agent had giving him a
dollar to hand out a few of his cards together with the dentist's.

"Still it was the hand of Fate that showed me the way to her," said Rudolf to himself.
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Exercises and Assignments on the Text

Assignment Ne 1. Give English equivalents for the following words and expressions from
the text and use them in the sentences of your own.

1. haqiqiy sarguzashtlar ishqibozi / uctunHbIi HCKaTeab NIPUKITIOYCHUN —

2. kutilmagan hodisalarni izlab / B monckax HeoxumaHHOro —

3. undan uch gadam narida / B Tpex marax oT HEero —

4. negr oldidan ikkinchi martao’tdi / mpoxoauia MuMO Herpa BO BTOpOit pa3 —

bir xil husni-xat bilan / Tem ke mouepkom —

bir oz ikkilandi / nexoTopoe Bpems kosebancs —

hushsiz bo’lib yigilishga tayyor edi / Gsi1a roroBa ynacts 6€3 coO3HaHHS -

8. tezda xonani ko’zdan kechirib chiqdi / 6eicTpo ornsimen komHary /-
Q. ko’pgina hikoyalardan biri / ogna u3 MHOrHX HCTOpUN —

10. amalgam oshmagan orzular / HeocyIecTBICHHBIC MEUTHI —

11. sozlovchi / HacTpoimuk —

12, taqdir qo’li / pyka cyab0ObI —

Assignment M 2. Write from the text Uzbek or Russian equivalents of the giving below
English words and phrases and write to each three sentences

dream of smth. —

attract smb’s attention —

see smb. do smth —
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walk up (down) the stairs —

look at smb. with sympathy —

approve of smth. —

by mistake —

to one’s surprise —

Assignment Ne 3. Reply to the next questions

1) Who was Rudolf Steiner and what was his favourite occupation?
Rudolf Steiner was

2) Who attracted Rudolf’s attention as he was walking along the street?

Rudolf’s attention was attracted by

3) What was written on the card which Rudolf got and on the card which he picked up?

4) What happened when Rudolf was passing the Negro the second time?
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5) What did Rudolf do next?

6) Whom did he see behind the door?

7) Why was the girl so pale and weak?

8) In what was did the young man help the girl?

9) What did the girl tell him about herself?

10) How did Rudolf explain to the girl his unexpected visit?

11) What was the real reason why Rudolf had got the card with the words “The Green
Doctor”?

Assignment M 4. Retell short contence of the text by 10 sentences

Assignment M 5. Retell the story by the name of 1) Rudolf Steiner; 2) The Girl
Assignment M 6. Discuss next thems

1. Why does the author call the girl's story “one of a thousand such as the city wears
with indifference every day’?

2. Try to imagine the girl's life described by the author as follows: “It was a story of
low wages, of time lost through illnesses, of lost jobs, lost hopes and unrealised dreams”.
3. Why did Rudolf know the real reason of his meeting with the girl still called it
“the hand of fate’?

Assignment M 7 Find the irregular verbs from the text and fill the table giving their
forms
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Assignment e 8. Find in the text the sentences which are given in the passive voice

Assignment AN 9. Find from the text all the direct speech sentences.

Unit 5
BRAVE MOTHER (from “Uncle Tom’s Cabin”) by H. Beecher-Stowe

Part |

Mr. Shelby had a large plantation and many slaves in the South of America. He never had
enough money. He borrowed large sums from a man named Haley, whose business was to
buy and sell slaves. Mr. Shelby could not pay the money back, and Haley said be would
take Shelby's house or some slaves. Mr. Shelby decided to sell Tom, who helped him to
look after the farm.

"Tom is a good man," said Mr. Shelby; "he helps me on the farm and I trust him."
"Well, I'll take your Tom if you add a boy or a girl to him," answered Haley.

"I don't think | have a boy or a girl that | could sell. If I could pay the money back I
wouldn't sell slaves at all."

Here the door opened and a small Negro boy, between four and five years of age, entered
the room. Mr. Shelby gave him some fruit and said, "Now, Harry, show this gentleman
how you can dance and sing." The boy began to sing one of the most popular Negro songs
in a clear voice.

"Bravo!" said Haley, throwing the boy a piece of an orange.

"Now, boy, walk like an old man!" said Mr. Shelby. The boy began walking about the
room, his master's stick in his hand, in imitation of an old man.

"Hurrah! Bravo! What a boy!" said Haley. "Shelby, I like that boy, if you add him, the
business is done." At this moment the door opened and a young Negro woman about
twenty-five entered the room. You could tell immediately, that she was the mother of the
boy. The same beautiful dark eyes and silky black hair.

"Well, Elisa?" asked her master as she stopped and looked at him.
"l was looking for Harry, please, Sir."
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The boy ran to his mother showing her the nice things which he had got from the men for
his performance.

"Well, take him away, then," said Mr. Shelby; and she quickly left the room, carrying the
child in her arms.

"l say, Shelby," said the trader, "that is a fine woman. You could get much money for her
in New Orleans, any day. I've seen a thousand dollars paid for a girl like that."

"I don't want any money for her. My wife likes her and wouldn't part with her. | don't want
to speak about it."

"Well, you'll let me have the boy, won't you?" said the trader.
"What do you want the boy for?" asked Shelby.

"l have a friend who sells good boys in the market. He sells them to rich people. Boys can
be waiters, open doors and help in the house."

"l don't want to take the boy from his mother,” said Mr. Shelby.

"Oh, you can send the woman away for a day or a week; then your wife can give her a new
dress or some other thing to make it up with her."

"I'll think it over and talk to my wife," said Mr. Shelby.

"But | want to know the result as soon as possible," said Haley, rising and putting on his
coat.

"Well, come this evening between six and seven, and you shall have my answer," said Mr.
Shelby, and the trader left the house.

Part 11

In the evening Mr. Shelby told his wife that he had sold Tom and little Harry to Haley.

Elisa was in the next room and heard the conversation. She decided to take her boy and
run away to Canada, where Negroes were free. She packed some of her things, took the
boy in her arms and quietly left the house.

To get to Canada Elisa had to cross the Ohio River. She knew the road to the river, as she
had of ten gone with her mistress to visit some friends in the little village near the Ohio
River. Elisa walked all the night. In the morning, when people and horses began to move
along the road, she sat down behind the trees and gave little Harry something to eat. After
a short rest they continued their way. In the afternoon she stopped at a small farm-house to
rest and buy some dinner for the boy and herself.

When the sun was already low, they came to the Ohio River. Elisa was tired but strong in
heart. She looked at the river that was on her way to freedom. It was spring and the river
was swollen, large pieces of ice were floating in the water. She understood that it would be
difficult to get a boat and cross the river at such a time.

At a small inn she asked about the boats. The woman there told Elisa that the boats had
stopped running, and she looked with curiosity at the woman and her child.

"My boy is dangerously ill, I walked the whole day in the hope to get to the boat," said
Elisa. The woman was sorry for the poor mother and asked her husband for advice.
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"He said he would try. There is a man who crosses the river very often. He will be here to
supper in the evening, so you may stay here and wait," said the woman. "Take the child
into this room™ continued she, opening the door into a. small bedroom, where stood a
comfortable bed.

Elisa put the tired boy upon the bed, and held his hands in hers till he was asleep. There
was no rest for her. She was afraid that the trader and her master would follow her and
take little Harry away from her. Elisa stood at the window looking at the river. "How can |
get to the other side?" she thought. "I must get over the river with my child, then no one
will be able to catch us."

Suddenly she heard men's voices and saw Haley. Her room had a door opening to the
river. She caught up the boy and ran down to the river. The men saw her and started
running after her. She heard their shouts. In a moment she jumped onto a large piece of ice
in the river. It was a dangerous jump. Haley and the men cried something to her and lifted
their hands. The piece of ice creaked as Elisa jumped onto it, but she did not stay there.
She jumped to another and still another piece, falling and jumping again. She lost her
shoes, her stocking were cut from her feet, blood marked her every step on the ice; but
Elisa saw nothing, felt nothing, till, as in a dream, she saw the other bank of the Ohio, and
a man helping her up the bank.

Exercises and Assignments on the Text

Assignment Ne 1. Give English equivalents for the following words and expressions from
the text and use them in the sentences of your own.

garz olmoq / OpaTh B3aliMbl —

unga ishonaman / nosepsito emy —

ish bajarildi / nemo cnenmano—

undan ajralmaydi / e pacctanercs ¢ Heit —

o~ 0D PE

bolani onadan ajratmoq / oTpsiBaTh peOCHKa OT MaTEpH —

6. 0’zining xo’jayini bilan tez-tez borib turardi / yacto xoauia co cBoek X03gHKOMH—

ruhan kuchli / cunpaa gyxom —

daryo toshdi / pexa paznmmace —

orgasidan kuzatmoq / mpecnenoBarth —

10. daryoga chigadigan / Berxoasias K pexe —

11. katta muz bo’lagi / 6onbas apauHaA—

12. tushdagidek / xak B cae —
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Assignment M 2. Write from the text Uzbek or Russian equivalents of the giving below
English words and phrases and write to each three sentences

imitate smb. —

let smb. do smth. —

as soon as possible —

look with curiosity at smb. —

be dangerously ill —

ask smb’s for advice —

start (stop) doing smth. —

Assignment Ne 3. Reply to the next questions

1) Why did Mr. Shelby decide to sell his slaves?
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Mr. Shelby decided to sell his slaves, because

2) What was Haley's business?
Haley
3) Why did Haley like little Harry?

4) What was the reason for Haley's buying little boys?

5) Why did Mr. Shelby refuse to sell the little boy?

6) Why did Elisa decide to run away to Canada?

7) What did she have to do to get to Canada?

8) Why was the river dangerous?

9) What did the woman at the inn promise Elisa?

10) What made Elisa run across the river?

Assignment e 4. Retell the story by the name of 1) Mr. Shelbi 2) Eliza
Assignment A25. Find the irregular verbs from the text and fill in the table by giving their
forms
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Assignment M 6. Find from the text all Past Perfect and Future in the Past tenses
sentences
Assignment Me 7. Give questions to the matched words

1) In the morning Elisa sat down behind the trees and gave little Harry something to eat.

?
2) Large pieces of ice were floating in the water.

?
3) Haley's friend sells boys in the market to rich people.

?

Assignment Ne 8. Find from the text all sentences which belongs to direct speech and
write them to inderict speech

Assignment M 9. Think of giving thems below and discuss. You can write an essay which
consist 200-450 words

1. Characterize Eliza. Prove that she was a devoted mother.

2. Say what you know about slave-traders and slave-markets. Read another extract
from the book "Uncle Tom's Cabin™ and explain:

a) how the slave-traders try not to shock respectable society;

b) why slave-trading is inhuman.

A slave-market! You may think that this is a horrible place without light and air.

But no, my friend; in these days men have learned to do crimes with great art, so as not to
shock respectable society. The prices of human goods are high in the market and the slaves
are well fed, washed and looked after. They must come to the auction strong and shining.
A slave-market in New Orleans is like many other such markets. Every day you may see
lines of Negro men and women in front of the market building. They stand there to show
that people are sold in the market. Then you will be invited to come in an examine the
Negroes and you will find a great choice of husbands, wives, brothers, sisters, fathers,
mothers and young children to be sold separately or in lots, as you wish.

It is morning. Orders are giving to every one to put on their best faces and be lively. Then
they are marched up to the auction.

Tom tuas standing with the other slaves near one of the plat forms. A man came up to Tom
and began to examine him. He opened Tom's mouth to see his teeth; made him show his
muscles; turned him round, made him jump.

"Where were you born?" he asked.

"In Kentucky, master," said Tom, looking about, as if for help.
"What have you done?"

"Looked after the master's farm," said Tom.
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When the auction began, Tom went on the plat- form. The trader called the price in French
and in English; the buyers shouted their prices. Then the final price was called and Tom
was sold and had a new master — the man who had examined him before the auction.

Unit 6
THE READING PUBLIC by S. Leacock

"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 | was a professor. The manager of the
biggest book store cannot be deceived in a customer. He knew | 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 | 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, | 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.
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"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."

"l suppose it's quite a safe book?" asked the widow anxiously. "l 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 | drew near and from a curiosity that | couldn't resist said, "That
book, Golden Dreams, you seem to think it's a very wonderful book?"

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

"Haven't you read it?" | 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,” | 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,” | insisted.

The manager smiled widely. "'l am not married, sir."

NOTES:

rotten — (slang) bad
in a string — one after another
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Exercises and Assignments on the Text

Assignment Ne 1. Give English equivalents for the following words and expressions from
the text and use them in the sentences of your own

boshqacha so’zlar bilan / npyrumu cinoBamu— :

brinchi so’zdanoq tushundi / monsut ¢ mepBoro cioBa —

nafratlanardi / mpe3upan — ;

reklamaga oxshash narsa / HeuTo Bpoje pekiiaMbl —

yangilik / HoBuHka — ;

mubolag’asiz / 6e3 npeyBeanyeHusI— ;

sizni ishontiramanki / ysepsiro Bac — ;

5. zamonaviy usullar / coBpeMeHHbIE METOIBI —
zamonaviy kiyingan / moxHo oxeTast —
8. ishtiyogsizlik bilan varaglab / nernBo nmepeBopaumnBas crpaHuIsr —
9.
10.
11. 0’qish uchun tog’ri keladigan / moaxopsiiee ureHue is... —
12, har ganday holatda ham / B mo6om citydae —

Assignment ANe 2. Write from the text Uzbek or Russian equivalents of the giving below
English words and phrases and write to each three sentences.

get in smb.’s way —

have an opportunity of doing smth. —

be bound to —
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could hardly read for tears (laughter) —

in a loud (sad, cheerful) voice —

break into a laugh (into tears) —

have an (no) intention of doing smth. —

shake one’s head —

frankly speaking —

be disappointed —

ask in amazement —
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Assignment Ne 3. Reply to the next questions

1) What did the manager do when he guessed that his customer was a professor?
When the manager guessed, that
2) Why did he lose all interest in him?
He lost all interest in him

3) Why did the fashionably-dressed lady want to buy the latest book? Was she really
interested in literature?

4) "The professor stood buried in a book." "The lady was idly turning over the pages."
Compare these two customers.

5) Whom did the manager consider his real customers?

6) Why did the manager say quite different things about the same book to different
customers?

7) Did the manager have a high opinion of all his customers? Illustrate your answer.

8) What was his main aim?

Assignment M2 4. Retell the story by the name of 1) professor; 2) manager

Assignment  ANe5. Find the irregular verbs from the text and fill the table giving their
forms
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Assignment Mo 6. Make up a dialogue between manager and customer

Assignment ANe 7. Discuss next thems

1. Do you agree that the manager was really skillful in his business? Can you approve of
his "up-to-date” methods?

2. What kind of book was "Golden Dreams"? What's your opinion of such literature?

3. The manager mentioned Dickens and Fielding. What do you think he knew about
them? Are you fond of classics? Why do many people enjoy reading books by classical
writers?

4. What kind of literature are you fond of? Explain why you prefer this or that genre.
Name your favourite authors and books.

5. Do you need advice when you choose a book? Who (what) influences your choice?

Unit7
THE NIGHTINGALE AND THE ROSE by O. Wilde

"She said that she would dance with me if | brought her a red rose,” cried the young
student, "but there is not a single red rose in all my garden."

From her nest in the oak-tree the Nightingale heard him, and she looked out through the
leaves and wondered.

"Not a single red rose in all my garden!" cried the student, and his beautiful eyes filled
with tears. "Happiness depends so much on such little things! | have read all that the wise
men have written, | know all the secrets of philosophy, but my life is unhappy because |
have no red rose."

"Here at last is a true lover,” said the Nightingale. "Night after night | have sung about
him, though I did not know him; night after night | have told his story to the stars, and now
| see him."

"The Prince gives a ball tomorrow night,” whispered the young student, "and my love will
be there. If | bring her a red rose, | shall hold her in my arms, and she will put her head
upon my shoulder, and her hand will be in mine. But there is no red rose in my garden, so
| shall sit alone, and she will pass me by, and my heart will break."

"Here indeed is a true lover," said the Nightingale. "What | sing about, he suffers; what is
joy to me, to him is pain. Love is a wonderful thing. It is dearer than jewels."

"The musicians will play, and my love will dance,” said the young student. "She will
dance so lightly that her feet will not touch the floor. But she will not dance with me, for |
have no red rose to give her," and he threw himself down on the grass and buried his face
in his hands, and cried.

"Why is he crying?" asked a little green lizard, as he ran past him with his tail in the air.
"He is crying for a red rose," said the Nightingale.
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"For a red rose? How funny." The little lizard laughed loudly.

But the Nightingale understood the secret of the student's sorrow, and she sat silent in the
oak-tree, and thought about love.

Suddenly she spread her brown wings and flew up into the air. She passed through the
wood like a shadow, and like a shadow she flew over the garden.

In the centre of the lawn was standing a beautiful rose-tree., and when she saw it, she flew
over to it and said, "Give me a red rose and | will sing you my sweetest song." But the
rose-tree shook its head.

"My roses are white," it answered, "whiter than the snow upon the mountains. But go to
my brother who grows round the old sun-dial, and perhaps he will give you what you
want."

So the Nightingale flew over to the rose-tree that was growing round the old sun-dial.
"Give me a red rose," she cried, "and | will singyou my sweetest song."

But the rose-tree shook its head. "My roses are yellow,” it answered. "But go to my
brother who grows under the student's window, and perhaps he will give you what you
want."

So the Nightingale flew over to the rose-tree that was growing under the student's window.
But the rose-tree shook its head.

"My roses are red,” it answered. "But the winter has frozen my buds, and the storm has
broken my branches, and | shall have no roses at all this year."

"One red rose is all I want," cried the Nightingale, "only one red rose! Is there no way how
to get it?"

"There is a way," answered the rose-tree, "but it is so terrible that | am afraid to tell you
about it."

"Tell me," said the Nightingale, "l am not afraid."

"If you want a red rose," said the tree, "you must build it out of music by moonlight, and
crimson it with your own heart's blood. You must sing to me with your breast against a
thorn. All night long you must sing to me, and the thorn must run through your heart and
your blood must flow into my branches and become mine."

"Death is a great price to pay for a red rose,"” cried the Nightingale, "and life is very dear to
all. It is pleasant to sit in the green wood, and to watch the sun, and the moon. Yet Love is
better than life, and what is the heart of a bird compared to the heart of a man?"

So she spread her brown wings and flew into the air. She flew over the garden like a
shadow and like a shadow she passed through the wood.

The young student was still lying on the grass where she had lef t him, and the tears were
not yet dry in his beautiful eyes.
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"Be happy," cried the Nightingale, "be happy. You shall have your red rose. | will build it
out of music by moonlight, and crimson it with my own heart's blood. | only ask you in
return to be a true lover, for love is wiser than philosophy and mightier than power."

The student looked up from the grass and listened, but he could not understand what the
Nightingale was saying to him, for he only knew the things that are in books.

But the oak-tree understood, and felt sad, for he was very fond of the little Nightingale
who had built her nest in his branches.

"Sing me one last song," he whispered, "I shall feel very lonely when you are gone."
So the Nightingale sang to the oak-tree.

When she had finished her song the student got up, and pulled a note-book and a pencil
out of his pocket.

"She has form," he said to himself, as he walked away through the wood, "but has she got
feeling? | am afraid not. In fact, she is like most artists. She thinks of music, and
everybody knows the artists are selfish. Still, I must say that she has some beautiful notes
in her voice. What a pity that they do not mean anything."

And he went into his room, and lay down on his bed, and began to think of his love; and,
after a time, he fell asleep.

And when the moon shone in the sky the Nightingale flew to the rose-tree, and pressed her
breast against the thorn. All night long she sang, and the thorn went deeper and deeper into
her breast and her blood flowed out.

She sang of the birth of love in the heart of a boy and a girl. And on the top of the rose-tree
appeared a beautiful rose. Pale it was at first, as the fog that hangs over the river — pale as
the feet of the morning.

But the rose-tree cried to the Nightingale, "Press closer, little Nightingale, or the day will
come before the rose is finished."

So the Nightingale pressed closer and closer against the thorn, and louder and louder grew
her song, for she sang of the birth of passion in the soul of a man and a maiden.

The leaves of the rose became faintly pink. But the thorn had not yet reached the
Nightingale's heart, so the rose's heart remained white, for only a Nightingale's blood can
crimson the heart of a rose.

And the rose-tree cried to the Nightingale to press closer against the thorn. "Press closer,
little Nightingale,"” cried the rose-tree, "or the day will come before the rose is finished."

So the Nightingale pressed closer against the thorn, and the thorn touched her heart, and
she felt a sharp pain. Bitter, bitter was the pain, and wilder and wilder grew her song, for
she sang about the love that never dies.

And the beautiful rose became crimson like the eastern sky. But the Nightingale's voice
grew weaker and her little wings began to beat.
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When day came, she gave one last burst of music. The white moon heard it, and she forgot
that it was morning and remained in the sky. The red rose heard it, and it trembled all over
and opened to the cold morning air.

"Look, look!" cried the rose-tree. "The rose is finished now!" But the Nightingale did not
answer for she was lying dead in the long grass, with the thorn in her heart.

And at noon the student opened his window and looked out. "How wonderful! he cried.
"Here is a red rose! | have never seen any rose like this in all my life. It is so beautiful that
| am sure it has a long Latin name," and he bent down and picked it with joy in his heart.

Then he put on his hat, and ran to the Professor's house with the rose in his hand.

The daughter of the Professor was sitting in the doorway and her little dog was lying at her
feet.

"You said you would dance with me if | brought you a red rose,"” cried the student. "Here
is the reddest rose in all the world. You will wear it tonight next to your heart, and when
we dance together it will tell you how I love you."

But the girl answered.

"l am afraid it will not go with my dress, and besides, another man has sent me some real
jewels, and everybody knows that jewels cost far more than flowers."

"Well, upon my word, you are very ungrateful,” said the young student angrily and he
threw the rose into the street and a cart-wheel went over it.

"Ungrateful! said the girl. "I'll tell you what, you are rude; and, after all, who are you?
Only a poor student!" and she got up from her chair and went into the house.

"What a silly thing love is," said the student as he walked away. "It is always telling us
things that are not true. In fact, it is quite unpractical, and, as in this age to be practical is
everything, | shall go back and study philosophy."

So he returned to his room and pulled out a great dusty book, and began to read.

Exercises and Assignments on the Text

Assignment AMe 1. Give English equivalents for the following words and expressions from
the text and use them in the sentences of your own.

1. birorta ham qizil atirgul yo’q / HeT HU 0JTHO¥ KPacHOM PO3bI —

2. rags kechasi uyushtiradi / naet 6an —

3. oldimdan o’tib ketadi /npoiineT Mmumo mMeHsT —

4. gimmat baho narsalardan ustun / qoposke aparoreHHOCTEH—

5. yuzini qo’li bilan yopti / 3akpbut HI10 pyKaMu—

6. g’amgimligining sababi / npuyrna ero newanu —
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7. soyadek o’tib ketdi / mpomenbkHyIT Kak TeHb —

8. mening ildizlarim muzlab golgani / Mmou mouku momep3u —

9. hali ko’z yoshi qurumagandi / cie3sl eltie He BHICOXJIA —

10. hamma rassomlar xudbindir /Bce Xya0KHUKH STOUCThI—

11. vyaginrog kel / mpmxmuch cuabHee—

12. mening ko’ylagimga to’g’ri kelmaydi / e noiieT K MOeMy IIATHIO —

Assignment M 2.Write from the text Uzbek or Russian equivalents of the giving below
English words and phrases and write to each three sentences

depend on smth. —

suffer smth. —

shake one’s head —

there is a (no) way how to do smth. —

it is pleasant to do smth. —

compared to smth./smb. —

fall asleep —
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feel a sharp pain —

Assignment M 3. Reply to the next questions

1) Why was the young student upset?
The young student was upset, because
2) Why did the Nightingale make up her mind to help the student?
The Nightingale made up her mind to help the student, because

3) What way out did the rose-tree propose to the Nightingale?

4) It was a great sacrifice for the bird, wasn't it? Why did she still decide to make it?

5) Why was the Nightingale's sacrifice made in vain?

Assignment e 4 .Retell the story by the name of 1) nightingale 2) the girl 3) young man

Assignment A 5. Find the irregular verbs from the text and fill the table giving their
forms
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Assignment M2 6. Assignments on the text

1. Follow through the text how the author describes the appearing of a red rose. What
does the writer compare the colour of the rose with?

2. Follow through the text how the song of the Nightingale was changing. What did she
sing about at the beginning of the night and at the end of it?

3. Find in the text the sentences which prove that life was very dear to the bird but she
thought love to be more important.

4. Do you think the young people were really devoted to each other? Did the red rose
really mean a lot to the girl? Use the text to prove your answers.

Assignment Ae 7. Write giving direct speech sentences into indirect speech

1) The man said: "You will wear the rose next to your heart and when we dance together it
will tell you how | love you".

2) "Sing me one last song",— the oak-tree said.

3) The rose-tree said: "The winter has frozen my buds, and the storm has broken my
branches, and | shall have no roses this year."

4) "Give me a red rose," — she cried, "and | will sing you my sweetest song."

5) "Is there no way how to get a red rose?" — the bird asked.

Assignment ANe8. Discuss next statement
Comment on the proverb: "There is no rose without a thorn."

1. What kind of people to your mind can make a sacrifice for the sake of others? Can you
give examples?
2. Is true love worth sacrificing?

Assignment M29. Analyze comparative degree of giving sentences

“The Nightingale pressed closer and closer and louder and louder grew her song”

Unit 8
MARTIN EDEN (extract) by J. London

Part |

Martin Eden, a strong man and talented worker, belongs to a working-class family. He
meets Ruth Morse, a girl from a rich bourgeois family, and falls in love with her. He
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decides to become her equal in knowledge and culture. He must make a career for himself
and become famous. He begins to read and study and Ruth helps him.

A week of heavy reading had passed since the evening he first met Ruth Morse, and still
he did not dare to go and see her. He was afraid of making mistakes in speech and
manners.

Martin tried to read books that required years of preparatory work. One day he read a book
on philosophy, and the next day a book on art. He read poetry, he read books by Karl
Marx. He did not understand what he was reading but he wanted to know. He had become
interested in economy, industry and politics. He sat up in bed and tried to read, but the
dictionary was in front of him more often than the book. He looked up so many new words
that when he saw them again, he had forgotten their meaning and had to look them up
again. He decided to write the words down in a note-book, and filled page after page with
them. And still he could not understand what he was reading. Poetry was not so difficult.
He loved poetry and beauty, and there he found beauty, as he found it in music.

At last Martin Eden had enough courage to go and see Ruth. She met him at the door
herself and took him into the living-room. They talked first of the books he had borrowed
from her, then of poets. He told her of his plans to educate himself.

"You should go back and finish grammar school, and then go through the high school and
university,” Ruth said.

"But that takes money," he said.

"Oh!" she cried. "I had not thought of that. But then you have relatives, somebody who
could help you?"

He shook his head.

"My father and mother are dead. I've two sisters and some brothers,— I'm the youngest,—
but they never helped anybody. The oldest died in India. Two are in South Africa now,
and another is on a fishing-boat at sea. One is travelling with a circus. And | think | am
just like them. I've taken care of myself since | was eleven — that's when my mother died. |
think I must study by myself, and what | want to know is where to begin."

"l should say the first thing of all would be to get a grammar. Your grammar is not
particularly

He got red. "I know | talk a lot of slang. | know words, picked them up from books, but I
cannot say them correctly, so | don't use them."

"It isn't what you say, so much as how you say it. You don't mind my saying that, do you?
| don't want to hurt you."

"No, no," he cried. "Tell me everything. | must know, and | had better hear it from you
than from anybody else."

"Well, then, you say "You was', it must be "You were'. You say 'l seen’ for 'l saw'.
"That is clear," said Martin. "I never thought of it before."
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"You'll find it all in the grammar," she said and went to the bookcase. She took one of the
books from the shelf and gave it to Martin.

Several weeks went by, during which Martin Eden studied his grammar and read books.
During those weeks he saw Ruth five or six times and each time he learned something.
She helped him with his English, corrected his pronunciation and taught him arithmetic.

Part 11

A few months after Martin had started to educate himself, he had to go to sea again as all
his money was spent. He went as a sailor on a ship that was going to the South Sea.

The captain of the ship had a complete Shakespeare, which he never read. Martin had
washed his clothes for him and in return was allowed to read the books. For a time all the
world took the form of Shakespearean tragedy or comedy; even Martin's thoughts were
expressed in the language of Shakespeare. This trained his ear and gave him a feeling for
good English.

The eight months were spent well; he learned to understand Shakespeare and speak
correctly, and what was most important, he learned much about himself. Now he knew
that he could do more than he had done. He wanted to show Ruth the beauty of the South
Sea and decided to do it in his letters.

And then the great idea came to him. He would describe the beauty of the world not only
for Ruth but for other people as well. He could do it. He would be one of the eyes through
which the world saw, one of the ears through which the world heard, one of the hearts
through which it felt. He would be a writer. He would write — everything — poetry and
prose, novels and descriptions, and plays like Shakespeare. There was career and the way
to win Ruth.

For the first time he saw the aim of his life, and saw it in the middle of the great sea.
Martin decided to begin writing when he comes back. He would describe the voyage to the
South Sea and sell it to some San Francisco newspaper. He would go on studying, and
then, after some time, when he had learned and prepared himself, he would write great
things.

Part 111

When Martin Eden returned to San Francisco, he began to write. He sent his works to
newspapers and magazines, but the editors sent his manuscripts back. Martin continued to
write and study at the same time.

Martin lived in a small room where he slept, studied, wrote and cooked his meals. Before
the window there was the kitchen table that served as desk and library. The bed occupied
two-thirds of the room. Martin slept five hours; only a man in very good health could work
for nineteen hours a day. He never lost a moment. On the looking-glass were lists of
words: when he was shaving or combing his hair, he learned these words. Some lists were
on the wall over the kitchen table, and he studied them while he was cooking or washing
the dishes. New lists were always put there in place of the old ones. Every new word he
met in his reading was marked and later put down on paper and pinned to the wall or
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looking-glass. He even carried them in his pockets and looked them through in the street
or in the shop.

The weeks passed. All Martin's money was spent and publishers continued to send his
manuscripts back. Day by day he worked on and day by day the postman delivered to him
his manuscripts. He had no money for stamps, so the manuscripts lay on the floor under
the table. Martin pawned his overcoat, then his watch.

One morning the postman brought him a short thin envelope. There was no manuscript in
that envelope, therefore, Martin thought, they had taken the story. It was "The Ring of
Bells". In the letter the editor of a San Francisco magazine said that the story was good.
They would pay the author five dollars for it. And he would receive the check when the
story was published.

Exercises and Assignments on the Text

Assignment ANe 1.Give English equivalents for the following words and expressions from
the text and use them in the sentences of your own

-

. U bilan tengma teng bo’lish / 6b1Th HapaBHe ¢ Heli—

no

uzoq vaqt tayorlanishni talab gilardi / Tpe6oBanu quUTENBHOM MOATOTOBKH—

3. s0’zni lug’atdan garamog / cMOTpeTh cjI0Ba B ClloBape —

4. betma- bet yozib to’ldirdi / ucnimceiBan cTpaHwuily 3a CTpaHUIEH —

5. 0’zi hagida 0’zi qayg’urardi / 3a0oTuscs o cebe cam —

6. xafa gilmoqchi emasman / e xouy oOuaeTh—

7. Shekispirning to’liq asarlar to’plami / monHoe codpanue counnenuit [llekcnupa —

8. to’g’ri gapirmoq / rOBOPHUTH HPABUIIBHO —

©

yozuv stoli sifatida xizmat qilardi / ciy>xun mucbMEHHBIM CTOJIOM —

10. bir dagiga ham yo’qotmasdi / He Tepsa HU MUHYTHI —

11. go’lyozmani gaytarmod / Bo3BpaIiars pyKOImucu —

12. kundan kun / nenb 3a nHem —
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13. garovga qo’ydi / 3a10Xu anbTo —

Assignment Mo 2 Write from the text Uzbek or Russian equivalents of the giving below
English words and phrases and write to each three sentences

make a career —

to be greatly surprised —

dare to do smth. —

be afraid of doing smth. —

a book on philosophy (art) —

become interested in smth. —

get red (pale) —

do smth. in return —
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go on doing smth. —

Assignment M 3. Reply to the next questions
1) What made Martin begin to read and study?

2) Using the text prove that Martin read books without any system.

3) Reading was hard work for him, wasn't it? What did Martin do to make it easier?

4) What did Ruth advise Martin when they met?

5) What did Martin tell Ruth about his family?

6) What were Ruth's remarks about Martin's grammar? Did they hurt him?

7) Why did the young man have to go to sea again?

8) In what way did Shakespeare's books help Martin to educate himself?

9) What idea came to him? What did he want to write about?
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10) Describe Martin's room. Prove that while writing stories he continued to educate
himself.

11) Why do you think publishers sent his manuscripts back?

12) What happened one day?

Assignment A2 4.Retell the story by the name of 1) Martin Eden; 2) Ruth Moris; 3) The
capitan of the ship

Assignment e 5.Retell the story using 15 sentences -5 sentences for each part
Assignment A2 6.Find the irregular verbs from the text and fill the table giving their
forms

Assignment N29.Get ready to discuss next thems

1. When Martin and Ruth were discussing the problem of his education and Martin
said that it took money, Ruth answered, "I hadn't thought of that". Why do you think she
said so? What else shows that the young people belonged to different stratas of society?

2. Do you agree that Martin was a very industrious and determined person? Find all
the facts in the text to prove it. Say how it helped him in his work.
3. The book "Martin Eden" is autobiographical. Do you know any other books in

which the writers used facts from their own life?
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Assignment A2 10.Find in the text all the Past Perfect, Future in the Past and Past
Continuous sentences.

Assignment Mo 11.Find all the passive tense sentences
Assignment Mo 12. Change giving active sentences into passive

1) Martin washed the captain's clothes and he gave him his books to read.

2) He would describe the beauty of the world in his books.

3) Ruth corrected his pronunciation and taught him arithmetic.

4) He wrote the words down in a note-book and filled page after page with them.

Unit 9
IS HE LIVING OR IS HE DEAD by M. Twain

"A long time ago | was a young artist and came to France where | was travelling from
place to place making sketches. One day | met two French artists who were also moving
from place to place making sketches and | joined them. We were as happy as we were
poor, or as poor as we were happy, as you like it.

"Claude and Carl — these are the names of those boys — were always in good spirits and
laughed at poverty. We were very poor. We lived on the money which we got from time to
time for our sketches. When nobody wanted to buy our sketches we had to go hungry.

"Once, in the north of France, we stopped at a village. For some time things had been very
difficult for us. A young artist, as poor as ourselves, lived in that village. He took us into
his house, and saved us from starvation. The artist's name was Francois Millet.

"He wasn't greater than we were, then. He wasn't famous even in his own village; and he
was so poor that very often he hadn't anything for dinner but cabbage, and sometimes he
could not even get cabbage. We lived and worked together for over two years. One day
Claude said:

“Boys, we've come to the end. Do you understand that? Everybody is against us. I've been
all around the village and they do not want to sell food until we pay all the money”. There
was a long silence. At last Millet said, “What shall we do? I can't think of anything. Can
you, boys?”

"We made no answer. Then Carl began to walk up and down the room. Suddenly he
stopped in front of a picture and said: 'It's a shame! Look at these pictures! They are good,
as good as the pictures of any well-known artist. Many people had said so too.

"'But they don't buy our pictures,' said Millet.
“Carl sat down and said, 'l know now how we can become rich”.
“'Rich! You have lost your mind”.

“No, I haven't.”
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“Yes, you have — you've lost your mind. What do you call rich?”

“A hundred thousand francs for a picture”.

“He has lost his mind. I knew it”.

“Yes, he has. Carl, these troubles have been too much for you, and...”
“Carl, you must take some medicine and go to bed”.

“Stop it!” said Millet seriously, “and let the boy say what he wants to. Now, then — go on
with hour plan, Carl. What is it?”

"'Well, then, to begin with, I will ask you to note this fact in human history: many great
artists die of starvation. And only after their death people begin to buy their pictures and
pay large sums of money for them. So the thing is quite clear”, he added, “one of us must
die. Let us draw lots”. We laughed and gave Carl some medical advice, but he waited
quietly, then went on again with his plan.

"Yes, one of us must die, to save the others — and himself. We will draw lots. He will
become famous and all of us will become rich. Here is the idea. During the next three
months the man who must die will paint as many pictures as he can, sketches, parts of
pictures, fragments of pictures with his name on them, and each must have some
particulars of his, that could be easily seen. Such things are sold too and collected at high
prices for the world's museums, after the great man is dead. At the same time the others of
us will inform the public that a great artist is dying, that he won't live over three months.

“But what if he doesn't die?”” we asked Carl.

“Oh, he won't really die, of course; he will only change his name and disappear, we bury a
dummy and cry over it and all the world will help us. And — But he wasn't allowed to
finish. Everybody applauded him, we ran about the room, and fell on each others' necks,
and were happy. For hours we talked over the great plan and quite forgot that we were
hungry.

"At last we drew lots and Millet was elected to die. We collected the few things we had
left and pawned them. So we got a little money for travel and for Millet to live on for a
few days. The next morning Claude, Carl and I left the village. Each had some of Millet's
small pictures and sketches with him. We took different roads. Carl went to Paris, where
he would begin the work of building Millet's fame. Claude and | were going abroad.

"On the second day | began to sketch a villa near a big town because | saw the owner
standing on the veranda. He came down to look on. I showed him my sketch and he liked
it. Then I took out a picture by Millet and pointed to the name in the corner.

“Do you know the name?” I said proudly. “Well, he taught me!” I finished.
"The man looked confused.
“Don't you know the name of Francois Millet?” I asked him.

“Of course it 1s Millet. I recognise it now”, said the man, who had never heard of Millet

before, but now pretended to know the name. Then he said that he wanted to buy the

picture. At first | refused to sell it, but in the end I let him have it for eight hundred francs.

| made a very nice picture of that man's house and wanted to offer it to him for ten francs,
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but remembered that | was the pupil of such a master, so | sold it to him for a hundred. |
sent the eight hundred francs straight back to Millet from that town and was on the road
again next day.

"Nom that | had some money in my pocket, | did not walk from place to place. | rode. |
continued my journey and sold a picture a day. | always said to the man who bought it,
“I'm a fool to sell a picture by Ftancois Millet. The man won't live three months. When he
dies, his pictures will be sold at a very high price”.

"The plan of selling pictures was successful with all of us. | walked only two days. Claude
walked two — both of us afraid to make Millet famous too near the village where he lived —
but Carl walked only half a day and after that he travelled like a king. In every town that
we visited, we met the editor of the newspaper and asked him to publish a few words
about the master's health. We never called Millet a genius. The readers understood that
everybody knew Millet. Sometimes the words were hopeful, sometimes tearful. We
always marked these articles and sent the papers to all the people who had bought pictures
of us.

"Carl was soon in Paris. He made friends with the journalists and Millet's condition was
reported to England and all over the continent, and America, and everywhere.

"At the end of six weeks from the start, me three met in Paris and decided to stop asking
for more pictures from Millet. We saw that is was time to strike. So we wrote Millet to go
to bed and begin to prepare for his death. We wanted him to die in ten days, if he could get
ready. Then we counted the money and found that we had sold eighty-five small pictures
and sketches and had sixty-nine thousand francs. How happy we were!

"Claude and | packed up and went back to the village to look after Millet in his last days
and keep people out of the house. We sent daily bulletins to Carl in Paris for the papers of
several continents with the information for a waiting world. The sad end came at last, and
Carl came to the village to help us. Large crowds of people from far and near attended the
funeral. We four carried the coffin. There was only a wax figure in it. Millet was disguised
as a relative and helped to carry his own coffin.

"After the funeral we continued selling Millet's pictures. We got so much money that we
did not know what to do with it. There is a man in Paris today who has seventy Millet's
pictures. He paid us two million francs for them."

NOTES:

Francois Millet — Fransua Mille, fransuz rassomi (1814 — 1875) / ®pancya Mwie,
bpaniysckuit xynoxauk (1814 — 1875).

funeral — dafn gilish marosimi / moxopoHsi.

coffin — tobut / rpo6.

Exercises and Assignments on the Text

Assignment ANe 1. Give English equivalents for the following words and expressions from
the text and use them in the sentences of your own.
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1. xomqolipni chizmoq / nenats HaOpocok —

2. ochlikdan qutgarmoq / crac ot rojoaa —

3. karamdan tashgari hech narsa / auuero, kpome KamycTbl —

. boyib ketmoq / pa3oorarers —

. bu dalilni gayd gilmoq / ormeTuTs 3TOT haKT —

. keling qur’a tashlaymiz / naBaiite 6pocum xpedOuii —

. 0°ziga X0s Xususiyat / xapakTepHble 0COOCHHOCTH —

. manekenni dafn gilmoq / xopoHHTh MaHEKEH —

© 00 N O O b~

. Milleni mashur gilmoq / co3naBats ciaBy Muie —

10. o’zini biladigandek qilib ko’rsatdi / mputrBopmIICs, YTO 3HACT —

11. kunida birta rasm sotardi / mpomaBain o KapTHHE B JCHb —

12. yaqgin va uzoq joylardan / u3 OJ¥KHUX U TATBHUX MECT—

13. mumdan gilingan haykal / BockoBas ¢purypa —

14. uni niqoblab garindoshi giyofasiga Kiritishdi / ero 3amackupoBaiu 1Mo poCTBEHHUKA

Assignment A2 2. Write from the text Uzbek or Russian equivalents of the giving below
English words and phrases and write to each three sentences

be in good sprit —

lose one’s mind —

to begin with —
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it’s quite clear that... —

inform smb. —

applaude smb. —

go abroad —

look confused —

sell smth. at a high price —

be successful —

report smth. —
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Assignment M2 3.Reply to the next questions

1) Under what circumstances did the author get acquainted with Claude and Carl?

2) Describe their way of life.

3) Who joined their company some time later?

4) Why didn't people buy their pictures?

5) Which well-known fact of human history did Carl make use of in his plan?

6) Describe his plan in detail.

7) Which of the four was elected to die?

8) Prove that the plan was successful with all the young men.

9) What was the role of journalists in making Millet famous?

10) Describe the funeral.

11) What was the result of their successful “operation”?
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Assignment e 4. Retell the story by the name of 1) Carl 2) Claude 3) Francois Millet
Assignment e 5. Retell the story using 15 sentences

Assignment M 6. Find the irregular verbs from the text and fill the table giving their
forms

Assignment AMe 7. Find in the text all comparative constructions

Assignment AMe 8. Discuss next thems
Why do you think different people bought Millet's pictures without even knowing his
name? Were they really keen on art?

1) The boys' plan was based on a lie. Can you approve of their behaviour? Give your
grounds.

Assignment AN29. Give Disjunctive question form to the next sentences
1) The plan of selling pictures was successful.

?
2) The readers understood that everybody knew Millet.
?
3) They don't buy our pictures.
2
4) He has lost his mind.
2
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Assignment AMe2l0. Change into indirect speech next direct speech sentences

1) "These troubles have been too much for you, Carl," — said Claude.

2
2) "Let the boy say what he wants to," — said Millet.
?
3) "Can you think of anything?" — said Claude.
?
4) "How much does the picture cost?" — asked the owner of the villa.
?

Unit 10
AS YOU LIKE IT by W. Shakespeare

Many years ago, there lived in France two girls who were the very best of friends. They
were cousins, and both were beautiful. The taller and stronger of them was called
Rosalind, and the name of the other was Celia. Rosalind's father was a great duke, but his
brother, Celia's father, had driven him out of his own dukedom. Many noblemen, who
hated the cruel brother, but loved Rosalind's father, went with him, to live in the Forest of
Arden.

When Rosalind's father was driven from the cas- tle, her uncle kept the girl there. She
grew up together with his own little girl Celia. They grew up together, and Celia was so
sweet and so kind to Rosalind that Rosalind sometimes forgot to be sad because her father
had been driven away.

One of the truest friends of the former duke had been a brave knight called Sir Rowland.
He was dead but he had left two sons. Oliver, the elder, was not a good brother. Instead of
doing as his father had wished, and being kind to his younger brother whose name was
Orlando, he gave him neither money nor any chance of learning anything, and made him
take all his meals with the servants. He hated Orlando because he was so brave and strong
and handsome, and he was kinder to his horses than he was to Orlando. Sir Rowland had
had an old servant named Adam. Adam loved Orlando, and was very sorry that Oliver was
so cruel to his younger brother.

One day, when Orlando felt that he could not bear Oliver's cruelty any longer, he asked
him to give him the money that his father had left him and let him go and seek his fortune.
He said he couldn't go on doing nothing and learning nothing. But Oliver only laughed at
him, and so the brothers had a quarrel. Oliver hated Orlando more than ever after that
quarrel. He thought of the best way to kill him and to keep for himself the money that their
father had left for Orlando.

About this time Celia's father gave a great wrestling match. He had a very strong paid
wrestler of his own. This man wrestled so well that only the bravest had the courage to
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wrestle with him, for he often killed those with whom he wrestled. Orlando was a very
good wrestler and was afraid of no one, so he made up his mind to go to the match and
wrestle with this man.

When Oliver learned that Orlando intended to do this, he ordered the Duke's wrestler to
come to his castle. He told the wrestler all sorts of lies about Orlando. He said that
Orlando was one of the worst men in France, that the wrestle would be doing a good deed
if he broke his neck. The wrestler promised to do his best to kill Orlando.

The following day the wrestling match took place on the grass in front of the Duke's
castle. The Duke and all his noblemen came to see the sport, and Celia and Rosalind also
came. For in those days it was the custom for ladies to look at things that now seem to us
very cruel.

When Orlando came forward, he looked so young and brave and handsome that even the
cruel duke who did not know who he was, was sorry to think that the wrestler would Kill
him.

"Try to persuade the lad not to wrestle,” said the duke to Celia and Rosalind. "He has no
chance at all. My man is sure to kill him."

Very kindly but urgently Celia and Rosalind begged Orlando not to wrestle.

But Orlando answered, "Do not think badly of me because I refuse to do what you wish. It
IS not easy to say 'no' to ladies who are so kind and so fair. Let your beautiful eyes and
good wishes go with me."

Then the wrestling began, and everyone expected the duke's wrestler to kill Orlando. But
Orlando lifted the strong man up in his arms and threw him on to the ground. All the
people shouted in admiration, and the duke called out, "No more! No more!"

He turned to his wrestler and asked him how he felt. But the man lay quite still and quiet,
he could neither speak nor move.

"He cannot speak, my lord," said one of the noblemen. So the duke ordered his men to
carry his wrestler away.

"What is your name, young man?" he asked of Orlando.
"Orlando, my lord, the younger son of Sir Rowland."

"Your father was my enemy," said the duke. "I would have been better pleased with your
brave deed if you had told me of another father."

Then the duke and his lords and his servants went away, and Orlando was left alone with
Rosalind and Celia. The girls went up to Orlando and praised him for his bravery. Celia
was sad that her father had spoken so unkindly to Orlando. And Rosalind, taking a gold
chain off her own neck, gave it to him. She would have giving him a richer gift, she said,
if she had not been only a poor girl. Orlando loved them both for their goodness, but he
loved Rosalind so much that he made up his mind to marry her one day, if she would agree
to marry him.

Meanwhile the duke was angry with Orlando, the son of his enemy, for having defeated
his wrestler, and he was angry with Rosalind for having giving Orlando her gold chain.
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The more the duke thought of these things, the angrier he grew. At last he told Rosalind to
leave his castle.

"If you are found even twenty miles from here within the next ten days, you shall die," he
said.

Celia was very sad at her father's cruelty to Rosalind, who was so dear to her. She begged
the duke not to be so unkind, but he refused to listen to her. Then she told him that if he
sent Rosalind away, he must send her away, too, because she could not live without
Rosalind.

"You are a fool!" her father shouted. He told Rosalind that she would be killed if she did
not go at once.

But Celia would not let Rosalind go alone. So they made up their minds to travel together
to the forest of Arden, where Rosalind's father and his friends were hiding. They knew
they might meet robbers on their way, so Celia stained her face to make it look sunburned,
and dressed herself like a poor country girl. Rosalind put on boy's clothes, and took a little
axe and spear with her.

Now the duke, Celia's father, had a jester called Touchstone. This jester was a very funny
fellow who was always talking nonsense and joking. He was very fond of his young
mistress Celia.

"What if we took Touchstone with us?" said Rosalind when they were ready to start on
their way. "Will he not be a comfort to us?"

"He will go all over the wide world with us," said Celia. "Let me ask him to come."

So when Rosalind and Celia went off to the forest, kind Touchstone led the way. In his red
clothes, with the bells on his cap jingling, he cheerfully stepped out in front of them,
carrying their bundle of food and clothes. And when night fell and the forest was dark, and
Rosalind and Celia grew tired and sad, Touchstone's merry face and the jokes he made,
soon cheered the two girls up again.

While these things were happening, Oliver was planning how to kill Orlando. He hated
him all the more when he heard people praising him. He made up his mind to have him
murdered in some way or other.

Adam, the old servant, warned Orlando of the danger. Orlando decided to go to the Forest
of Arden, and Adam said he would go with him as well.

Orlando had no money, but Adam gave him all his savings, and so they too went off to the
Forest. Far away, in the woods Rosalind's father and his friends led a happy life together.
They hunted wild animals, and had plenty of good food. They often feasted under the thick
green trees. As they feasted together one day, a young man rushed out from among the
trees, his drawn sword in his hand.

"Stop, and eat no more!" he cried.
The duke and his friends asked him what he wanted.
"Food," he said. "l am almost dying for want of food."
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They asked him to sit down and eat, but he refused because an old man who had followed
him out of deep love was in the wood, dying of hunger. He said he would eat nothing until
he had first fed him.

The young man was Orlando, and when the duke and his followers had helped him to
bring Adam to where they were, and fed them both, the old man and his young master
grew quite strong again. When the duke learned that Orlando was the son of his friend Sir
Rowland, he welcomed him and the faithful old servant more warmly still.

So Orlando lived happily with the duke and his friends in the forest, but all the time he
was thinking of Rosalind. Every day he wrote poems about her, and pinned them on trees
in the wood or carved them deep in the bark of the trees.

Now Rosalind and Celia and Touchstone had also come safely to the forest, and were
living in a little. cottage that belonged to a shepherd there.

Rosalind loved Orlando as much as he loved her, and when she read the verses that
Orlando had left on the trees, she was happy, for she knew that he had not forgotten her.

At last one day she and Celia met Orlando. He did not recognise them in the clothes they
were wearing. And with their faces stained brown, he took them for the shepherd boy and
his sister that they pretended to be.

He became great friends with them, and often came to see them in their. little cottage, and
talked to them of Rosalind, the beautiful lady that he loved.

Meanwhile Orlando’s brother was punished severely for his cruelty. When Orlando went
away, Celia's father thought that Oliver had killed his brother. He took Oliver's land away
from him, and told him never to come back to his court until he had found Orlando.

So Oliver went away alone, to look for his brother. He looked for him week after week in
vain, until his clothes were worn and his hair so long and dirty that he looked like a
beggar. On his way from Rosalind's cottage, Orlando came on him one day. Oliver was
lying fast asleep under an old oak. Round his neck there was a big snake that was just
going to bite him and kill him when it saw Orlando and escaped Even as it went away,
Orlando saw another awful danger near his unkind brother. A hungry lion was hiding
under some bushes, ready to kill the sleeping men.

For a moment Orlando thought only of his brother's cruelties. He knew that he well
deserved death. Twice he turned away to leave him, but he had too kind a heart to do so
cruel a thing, even to his worst enemy.

He fought the lion and killed it, but not before it had torn his arm with its sharp teeth.

The noise of the fight awoke Oliver, who saw that Orlando was risking his own life to save
him. Ashamed of what he had done to Orlando, Oliver told his brother how sorry he was,
and begged his pardon, and they became friends. Orlando took his brother to the duke, and
he was fed and clothed there.

When Rosalind saw a handkerchief stained with Orlando’s blood, and realised that he had
been wounded, she fainted. Thinking that she was a boy, those who were near her, laughed
at her for being so womanish.
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But soon Rosalind told them her secret.

When the duke learned that Rosalind was his own daughter, and Orlando learned that the
shepherd boy was his own fair Rosalind, there were no other men in all France as happy as
the duke and Orlando.

Rosalind and Orlando were married at once, and on the same day Oliver, who was truly
sorry for the bad deeds he had done, was married to Celia. Just then a messenger came to
the duke and said that his brother, Celia’s father had been sorry for his cruelty and had
returned his brother’s dukedom to him.

So they were all happy there under the green trees.

NOTES:

duke —gersog / reprior.
jester — masxaraboz, gizigchi / mryr.
shepherd — cho’pon / mactyx.

Exercises and Assignments on the Text

Assignment ANe 1.Give English equivalents for the following words and expressions from
the text and use them in the sentences of your own.

1. o’zining egaligidan haydab chiqardi / BeirHaM U3 ee BiageHui—

2. eng sodiq do’st / camblif mpeTaHHBIN IPyT —

3. sobiq gersog / ObIBIIMIA TEpIIOT —

4. xizmatkorlar bilan ovgatlanmoq / ectb co ciiyramu  —

5. ortiq chidab turolmadi / He mor GobIlie TepreTh —

baxt gidirmoq / uckatb c4actbs —

arazlashib qolishdi / moccopumucs —

8. pulni o’zlashtirmoq / mpucBOUTH IEHBIU —

9. gersogdan o’tindi / ymoutsiia repiora —

10. qishloqi giziday kiyinib oldi / mepeonenach nepeBeHCKOM IEBYIIKON/ —

11. xavfdan ogohlantirdi / npeaynpeaun o6 onacHOCTH —
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12. barcha 0’zining yig’gan mablag’i / Bce cBou cOepexeHus —

13. bazm qurishardi / mupoBau —

14. gilgan ishidan uyalib / cTeimsgCh TOrO, YTO OH CACTAT —

15. kechirim so’radi / mompocwui npoIeHus —

Assignment N2 2.Write from the text Uzbek or Russian equivalents of the giving below
English words and phrases and write to each three sentences

instead of doing smth. —

neither... nor... —

be cruel (nice, kind) to smb. —

go on doing smth. —

make up one’s mind —

do one’s best —
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take place —

persuade smb. —

refuse smth. (to do smth.) —

expect smb. to do smth. —

be angry with smb. —

let smb. do smth. —

be a comfort to smb. —

punish smb. for smth. —

risk one’s life —
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be sorry for smth. —

Assignment M2 3. Reply to the next questions

1) Who were Rosalind and Celia?

2) How did it happen that Rosalind’s father found himself in the Forest of Arden?

3) What were the relations between Oliver and Orlando?

4) How did Oliver make the wrestler promise to kill Orlando?

5) What was the result of the wrestling match and why was not the duke pleased to bark
who the winner was?

6) Prove that Celia’s father was very cruel and unkind to Rosalind.

7) What was the girls’ plan?

8) Who cheered the girls up when they were going through the forest?

9) How did Adam help Orlando? Can you call him a true friend?

10) How did Rosalind's father get acquainted with Orlando?

11) Did Orlando recognise his fiancee when he met her in the forest?

12) Prove that in spite of his brother's cruelty and unjustice Orlando helped him when he
was in danger.
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13) How did the story end?

Assignment M 4. Retell the story by the name of 1) Orlando, 2) Oliver, 3) Rosalind

Assignment M 5.Retell the story using 15 sentences
Assignment M 6. Find the irregular verbs from the text and fill the table giving their
forms

Assignment M 7. Find from the text all past perfect tense sentences

Assignment A2 8. Translate the sentences into Uzbek and Russian and change sentences
using construction “neither... nor...

“He gave him neither money nor any chance of learning anything”.

1) The wrestler couldn't speak. He couldn't move either.
?

2) Rosalind couldn't stay in the castle. She couldn't leave her cousin alone there.
?

3) Orlando didn't recognise Rosalind. He didn't recognise her sister either.
2

4) Celia's fafter didn't give Oliver any land. He didn't let him stay at his court.
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Assignment Mz 9. Translate the following sentences
""The more the duke thought of these things, the angrier he grew.""

Make up your own sentences with the followings:

the sooner... the better...; the more... the better...; the more... the worse...; the
less... the better....

Assignment Mo 10.Get ready to discuss next sentences
Characterise Oliver. What do you think caused his cruelty towards his brother? What role
can envy play in the relations of people?

1. Compare the two brothers and the two sisters. What was different in their attitude to
each other?

2. In fairy-tales good always wins over evil. And what about real life?

3. Read the following lines from Shakespeare's poem and explain how you understand
them:

This above all: to thine own self true,

And it must follow, as the night the day,

Thou canst not then be false to any man.

Love all, trust a few, do wrong to none.

Assignment e 11.Give question to the matched words
1) Rosalind's father and his friends led a happy life in the Forest of Arden.

?
2) The girls praised Orlando for his bravery.

?
3) They made up their minds to travel to the Forest of Arden.

?
4) Oliver was planning how to kill Orlando.

?

Unit 11
THE SNAKE AND THE BELL by L. Becke

When | was a child of eight years of age, a curious incident occurred in the house in which
our family lived. The place was Mosman's Bay, one of the many picturesque indentations
of the beautiful harbour of Sydney. In those days the houses were few and far apart, and
our own dwelling was surrounded on all sides by the usual Australian forest far back from
the main road.
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The building itself was in the form of a quadrangle enclosing a courtyard, on to which
nearly all the rooms opened; each room having a bell over the door, the wires running all
round the square, while the front-door bell; hung in the hall.

One cold and windy evening about eight o'clock, my mother, my sisters, and myself were
sitting in the dining-room awaiting the arrival of my brothers from Sydney — they attended
school there, and rowed or sailed the six miles to and fro every day, generally returning
home by dusk. On this particular evening, however, they were late, on account of the wind
blowing rather freshly from the north-east; but presently we heard the front-door bell ring
gently.

"Here they are at last," said my mother; "but how silly of them to go to the front-door on
such a windy night!"

Julia, the servant, candle in hand, went along the lengthy passage, and opened the door. No
one was there! She came back to the dining-room when the bell again rang — this time
vigorously. My eldest sister threw down the book she was reading, and with an impatient
exclamation herself went to the door, opened it quickly, and said sharply as she pulled it
inwards — "Come in at once, you stupid things!" There was no answer, and she stepped
outside on the veranda. No one was visible, and again the big bell in the hall rang!

She shut the door angrily and returned to her seat, just as the bell gave a curious, faint
tinkle.

"Don't take any notice of them," said my mother, “they will soon get tired of playing such
silly tricks, and be eager for their supper."

Presently the bell gave out three clear strokes. We looked at each other and smiled. Five
minutes passed, and then came eight or ten gentle strokes.

"Let us catch them," said my mother, rising, and holding her finger up to us to preserve
silence, as she stepped softly along the hall, we following on tiptoe.

Softly turning the handle, she suddenly threw the door wide open, just as the bell gave
another jangle. Not a soul was visible!

My mother — one of the most placid-tempered women who ever breathed, now became
annoyed, and stepping out on the veranda, addressed herself to the darkness — "Come
inside at once, boys, or I shall be very angry. | know perfectly well what you have done;
you have tied a string to the bell-wires, and are pulling it. If you don't stop you shall have
no supper."

No answer — except from the hall bell, which gave another tinkle.

"Bring a candle and the step-ladder, Julia," said our mother, "and we shall see what these
foolish boys have done to the bell-wire."

Julia brought the ladder; my eldest sister mounted it, and began to examine the bell. She
could see nothing unusual, no string or wire, and as she descended, the bell swayed and
gave one faint stroke!

We all returned to the sitting-room, and had scarcely been there five minutes when we
heard my three brothers coming in, in their usual way, by the back door. They tramped
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into the sitting-room, noisy, dirty, and hungry, and demanded supper in a loud voice. My
mother looked at them angrily, and said they deserved none.

"Why, mum, what's the matter?" said Ted; "what have we been doing now, or what have
we not done, that we don't deserve any supper, after pulling for two hours from Circular
Quay.ll

"You know perf ectly well what | mean. It is most inconsiderate of you to play such silly
tricks upon us.

Ted gazed at her in astonishment. "Silly tricks, rnother! What silly tricks?" (Julia crossed
herself, and trembled visibly as the bell again rang.)

My mother, at once satisfied that Ted and my other brothers really knew nothing of the
mysterious bell-ringing, quickly explained the cause of her anger.

"Let us go and see if we can find out,"” said Ted. "You two boys, and you, Julia, get all the
lanterns, light them, and we'll start out together — two on one side of the house and two on
the other.”

We ran out, lit three lanterns, and my next eldest brother and myself, feeling horribly
frightened, were told to go round the house, beginning from the left, and meet Ted at the
hall door, he going round from the right.

With shaking limbs and gasping breath we made our portion of the circuit, sticking close
to each other, and carefully avoiding looking at anything. We arrived on the veranda, and
in front of the hall door, quite five minutes before Ted appeared.

"Well, did you see anything?" he asked, as he walked up the steps, lantern in hand.
"Nothing," we answered.

Ted looked at us contemptuously. "You miserable little curs! What are you so frightened
of? You're no better than a pack of women and kids. It's the wind that has made the bell
ring, or, if it's not the wind, it is something else which I don't know anything about; but |
want my supper. Pull the bell, one of you."

Then Ted, raised his lantern so as to get a look upwards, and gave a yell.
"Oh, look there!"

We looked up, and saw the twisting coils of a huge carpet snake, which had wound its
body round and round the bell-wire on top of the wall plate. Its head was downwards, and
it did not seem at all alarmed at our presence, but went on wriggling and twisting.

Then the step-ladder was brought out, and Ted, seizing the reptile by the tail, uncoiled it
with some difficulty from the wire, and threw it down upon the veranda.

It was over nine feet in length, and very fat, and had caused all the disturbance by trying to
denude itself of its old skin by dragging its body between the bell-wire and the top of the
wall.

NOTES:
1. indentation — egri — bugri joy (sohilga nisbatan)ussununa (6epera);
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2. carpet snake — katta zaharsiz ilon, uzunligi 3 metr keladi. 6osemas HesimoBUTaS 3MEs 10
3 METPOB B JIHHY.
3. step-ladder — Narvon ; mecTHHIa-CTPEMSIHKA,;

Exercises and Assignments on the Text

Assignment M 1. Give English equivalents for the following words and expressions from
the text and use them in the sentences of your own.

=

to’g’ri burchak shaklida / 8 popme mpsimoyronpHuKa —

2. kelishini kutib / oxxunas npuesna —

3. gosh goraygan paytda / B cymepkax —

qo’rslik qildi / pe3ko ckazana —

5. labiga barmog’ini bosib / mpmxkaB naser k rybam —

0yoq uchida / na upmoykax —

7. jahlning sababi / npuunna raeBa —

bir biriga yopishib / npmxasmmice npyr k apyry —

9. nafratlanib / npespurensHo —

10. go’ng’irogni bog’lab g0’y / mpuBs kK KOJOKOJ —

11. chiyratma ipga o’ralib olgandi / o6Buack BOKpyT HIHypa—

12. ilonni dumidan gattiq ushlaganicha / cxsatus 3mero 3a XBoCT —

13. eski teridan xalos bo’Imoq / ocBOGOAMTHCS OT CTAPON KOKHU —

Assignment MNe 2.Write from the text Uzbek or Russian equivalents of the giving below
English words and phrases and write to each three sentences

attend school (a lecture) —
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on account of smth. —

take no notice of —

be (get) tired of doing smth. —

play a trick on smb. —

avoid doing smth. —

be alarmed —

Assignment e 3. Reply to the next questions
1) Where did the incident happen? How old was the author of the story at that time?

2) What was peculiar about the house?

3) Where did the elder brothers study? Prove that it was a long way from the house.
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4) What was the weather like that evening?

5) Who opened the door when they heard the bell for the first time?

6) Why was the boy's eldest sister angry?

7) What was the mother’s plan? What made her annoyed?

8) Did they find anything when they had examined the bell?

9) What assured everybody that the boys knew nothing about the bell-ringing?

10) What did Ted suggest they should do?

11) Find in the text the sentences which prove that the children were frightened.

12) What did Ted notice on the wall?

13) It was the snake who had played the trick, wasn't it?

Assignment M 4. Retell the story by the name of 1) Mother, 2) One of the boys, 3)Ted;

Assignment M 5. Find the irregular verbs from the text and fill the table giving their
forms
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Assignment M2 6. Give question to the matched words
1) A curious incident occurred in the house in which our family lived.

?
2) One cold and windy evening they were sitting in the dining-room awaiting the
arrival of the boys.

?
3) Ted uncoiled the snake from the wire and threw it down upon the veranda.

?

Assignment A2 7. Change next direct speech sentences which are giving an imperative
mood form in to indirect speech

1) “Come inside at once, boys!” Mother said.

?
2) “Don't take any notice of them”, she said.

?
3) “Bring a candle and the step-ladder, Julia”, said Mother.

?

4) “Get all the lanterns and light them, boys”, she said.

?
Assignment M2 8. Work on the text.
1) Follow through the text how the anger and annoyance of the family were
increasing.
2) Find in the text in what way the writer describes the voice of the bell.

3) Which sentences prove that Ted being the eldest brother wanted to take all the
initiative and make everybody think that he knew the real cause of the disturbance.

Assignment A2 9. Retell the story using 15 sentences
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Unit 12
THE BANKS OF SACRAMENTO by J. London

"Young" Jerry was a fourteen-year-old boy with red hair, blue eyes and freckled skin.
Together with his father "old" Jerry, he lived on the bank of the Sacramento in California.
"Old" Jerry was an old sailor who had been giving a job at the Yellow Dream mine and
was in charge of the ore cables that ran across the river. On the bank one could see a steel
drum round which the endless cable passed. An ore car, when loaded, crossed the river,
carried down Dby its own weight and dragging back, at the same time, an empty car
travelling in the opposite direction along the same cable. The Yellow Dream mine had
been abandoned and the cars were no longer used for carrying ore, but "old" Jerry still
remained watchman over the cables.

That morning "young" Jerry was alone in the cabin. His father had gone to San Francisco
and was not to be back till next day. It was raining heavily all the morning, and Jerry
decided not to go out, when, at one o'clock, there came a knock at the door. A man and a
woman came in. They were Mr. and Mrs. Spillane, ranchers who lived a dozen miles back
from the river.

"Where is your father?" Spillane asked, and Jer ry noticed that both he and his wife were
excited.

"San Francisco," Jerry answered briefly.

"We've got to get across, Jerry,"” Spillane continued, taking his wife by the hand, "her
father's been badly wounded in an explosion; he's dying. We've just been told. Will you
run the cable for us?"

Jerry hesitated. Of course, he had worked t'he cable many times, but only with the help of
his father.

I'll stand for the risk," Spillane added, "don't you see, kid, we've simply got to cross."

Jerry nodded his head. They all came out into the raging storm, and the man and the
woman got into the ore car.

"Let's get started!" Spillane shouted to make himself heard above the roar of the wind.
Jerry slowly and carefully let the car go, and the drum began to go round and round. Jerry
carefully watched the cable passing round the drum.

"Three hundred feet" he was saying to himself, "three hundred and fifty, four hundred —"
The cable stopped. Something had gone wrong.

The boy examined the drum closely and found nothing the matter with it. Probably it was
the drum on the other side that had been damaged ...

He was afraid at the thought of the man and woman hanging out there over the river in the

driving rain. Nothing remained but to cross over to the other side by the Yellow Dragon

cable some distance up the river. He was already wet to the skin as he ran along the path to

the Yellow Dragon. Safely across, he found his way up the other bank to the Yellow
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Dream cable. To his surprise, he found the drum in perfect working order. From this side
the car with the Spillanes was only two hundred and fifty feet away. So he shouted to the
man to examine the trolley of his car. The answering cry came in a few moments.

"She's all right, kid!"
Nothing remained but the other car which hung somewhere beyond Spillane's car.

The boy's mind had been made up. In the toolbox by the drum he found an old monkey-
wrench, a short iron bar and a few feet of rope. With the rope he made a large loop round
the cable on which the empty car was hanging. Then he swung out over the river, sitting in
the rope loop and began pulling himself along the cable by his hands. And in the midst of
the storm which half blinded him he arrived at the empty car in his swinging loop. A
single glance was enough to show him what was wrong. The front trolley wheel had
jumped off the cable, and the cable had been jammed between the wheel and the fork. It
was clear that the wheel must be removed from the fork. He began hammering on the key
that held the wheel on its axle. He hammered at it with one hand and tried to hold himself
steady with the other. The wind kept on swinging his body and often made his blows miss.
At the end of half an hour the key had been hammered clear but still he could not draw it
out. A dozen times it seemed to him that he must give up in despair. Then an idea came to
him — he searched his pockets and found a nail. Putting the nail through the looped head of
the key he easily pulled it out. With the help of the iron bar Jerry got the wheel free,
replaced the wheel, and by means of the rope pulled up the car till the trolley once more
rested properly on the cable.

He dropped out of his loop and down into the car which began moving at once. Soon he
saw the bank rising before him and the old familiar drum going round and round.

Jerry climbed out and made the car fast. Then he sank down by the drum and burst out
crying. He cried because he was tired out, because his hands were all cut and cold and
because he was so excited. But above all that was the feeling that he had done well, that
the man and woman had been saved.

Yes, Jerry was proud of himself and at the same time sorry that his father had not been
there to see!

NOTES:

1. freckled — sepkilli; BecHymryarsrii;

2. cable — tros; Tpoc;

3. ore car — vagoncha; BaroneTka;

4. monkey-wrench — sozlanadigan kalit; pa3zsoaHoii ko,
5. axle—0’q/ ock.

Exercises and Assignments on the Text

Assignment Ne 1. Give English equivalents for the following words and expressions
from the text and use them in the sentences of your own.
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malla soch / pepxeBosochrit —

2. 0’z og’irligi ostida / mop TsKeCThIO COOCTBEHHOI'O Beca —

3. garama garshi yo’nalishda / mpoTuBoII0I0KHOM HAIPaBICHUH —

4, tashlandiqg holatda edi / 6s11a 3a0poieHa —

5. kuchli yomg’ir yo’g’ayotgan edi / mrei CHIbHBIN JOKIb —

6. narigi girg’oqga o’tib olmoq / mepedparbcst Ha Apyroit Oeper —

7. trosni boshgarmoq / ynpasiste Tpocom —

8. diggat bilan kuzatdi / BuumaTensHO HaOIFOMAT —

Q. ... hagidagi bir xayol u uchun qo’rginchili edi / emy 6buUTO cTpamIHO TIPU OHOM
MBICJIH O... —

10. boshdan oyoq shallabo bo’ldi / mpomok 10 HUTKH —

11, bir garashning o’zi yetarli bo’ldi / oqHoro B3rIsA2 OBLTO TOCTATOYHO —

12, trosdan chigib ketdi / cockounio ¢ Tpoca —

13. uning tanasini gimirlatishda davom etardi / mpomoykan packaunBath €ro TEJIO —
14. tushkunlikka berilish / cnatbcs B oTyasgaum —

Assignment Ae 2. Write from the text Uzbek or Russian equivalents of the giving below
English words and phrases and write to each three sentences

use no longer —

be excited —
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be badly wounded —

stand for the risk —

nod (shake) one’s head —

make oneself heard —

examine smth./smb. —

there’s something (nothing) the matter with —

nothing remained but —

be in perfect order —
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make up one’s mind —

burst out crying —

be proud of —

Assignment e 3. Reply to the next questions
1) What was “old” Jerry in charge of?

2) What made ore cars move along the cable?

3) Who knocked at the door of Jerry's house one morning when “old” Jerry was away?

4) Why did Mr. and Mrs. Spillane have to cross the river?

5) Could Jerry work the cable? Why did he hesitate? Why did he agree at last?

6) What happened suddenly?

7) What did Jerry find out when he examined the drum?

8) What was Jerry’s plan?

9) What was wrong with the car? How long did it take Jerry to repair it?
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10) Why did Jerry burst out crying when everything was over?

Assignment M 4. Retell the story by the name of 1) Jerry, 2) Mr.Spillane, 3) Father of
Jerri

Assignment ANe 5. Find the irregular verbs from the text and fill the table giving their
forms

Assignment AN 6. Try to finish the next sentences

1) Tt is perfectly impossible...

2) Itis perfectly clear that...

3) Itis enough that...

4) Tt is beyond my power to...

Assignment ANe 7.Discuss the next sentences

1) Was Jerry running a risk when he agreed to take the Spillanes across the river? He
could have refused to help them, couldn't he? Why didn't he do it?

?

2) How does Jerry's behaviour characterise him? Make a character sketch of the
boy.
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3) Is bravery always connected with unselfishness? Give your grounds.
?

4) Jerry tried to be like his father, did not he? Which lines in the text prove it? How do you
imagine Jerry's father?

Assignment M 8.Find in the text all Past Perfect and Past Perfect Passive sentences

Assignment M 9.Make up a plan and retell the story using 15 sentences
Assignment M 10.Find in the text the sentences which contents Complex Object

Assignment e 11.Rewrite the next sentences giving Disjunctive questions forms

1) The cars were no longer used for carrying ore.
2) Mr. Spillane and his wife were excited.

3) Let us get started!

4) You will run the cable for us.

5) He found the drum in perfect working order.
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Unit 13
A SERVICE OF LOVE by O. Henry

Joe Larrabee dreamed of becoming a great artist. Even when he was six, people in the little
western town where he lived used to say, "Joe has great talent, he will become a famous
artist.” At twenty, he left his home town and went to New York. He had his dreams — but
very little money.

Delia had her dreams too. She played the piano so well in the little southern village where
she lived that her family said, "She must finish her musical training in New York." With
great difficulty they collected enough money to send her north "to finish".

Joe and Delia got acquainted at a friend's house where some art and music students had
gathered to discuss art, music and the newest plays. They fell in love with each other, and
in a short time they married.

Mr. and Mrs. Larrabee began their married life in a little room. But they very happy, for
they had their Art, and they had each other. Joe was painting in, he class of the great
Magister. Mr. Magister got a lot of money for his pictures — and he took a lot of money for
his lessons. Delia was taking piano lessons from the great Rosenstock, and he was taking a
lot of money from Delia.

The two young dreamers were very, very happy while their money lasted. But it didn't last
very long. Soon, they didn't have enough to pay for their lessons and eat three times a day.
When one loves one's Art, no service seems too hard. So Delia decided she must stop
taking lessons and give lessons herself. She began to look for pupils. One evening, she
came home very excited, with shining eyes.

"Joe, dear," she announced happily, "I've got a pupil. General Pinkney — | mean — his
daughter, Clementina. He's very rich, and they have a wonderful house. She's so beautiful
— she dresses in white; and she's so nice and pleasant! I'm going to give her three lessons a
week; and just think, Joe! Five dollars a lesson. Now, dear, don't look so worried, and let's
have supper. I've bought some very nice fish."”

But Joe refused to listen to her. "That's all right for you, Dellie, but all wrong for me," he
protested. "Do you suppose I'm going to let you work while I continue to study Art? No!
Never! | can get a job as a mechanic or clean windows. I'll get some kind of work."

Delia threw her arms around him. "Joe, dear, you mustn't think of leaving Mr. Magister
and your Art. | am not giving up music. The lessons won't interfere with my music. While
| teach, I learn, and | can go back to Rosenstock when | get a few more pupils."

"All right," said Joe. "But giving lessons isn't Art."
"When one loves one's Art, no service seems too hard," said Delia.

During the next week, Mr. and Mrs. Larrabee had breakfast very early. Joe was painting
some pictures in Central Park, and he needed the morning light especially, he said. Time
flies when you love Art, and it was usually seven o'clock in the evening when Joe returned
home. At the end of the week, Delia, very proud but a little tired put fifteen dollars on the
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table. "Sometimes," she said, "Clementina is a very difficult pupil. And she always wears
white. I'm tired of seeing the same colour."

And then Joe, with the manner of Monte Cristo, pulled eighteen dollars out of his pocket
and put it on the table too. "I sold one of my pictures to a man from Washington," he said.
"And now, he wants a picture of the East River to take with him to Washington."

"I'm so glad you haven't giving up your Art, dear,” Delia said. "You are sure to win!
Thirty-three dollars! We have never had so much money to spend."

The next Saturday evening, Joe came home first. He put his money on the table and then
washed what seemed to look like a lot of paint from his hands. Half an hour later, Delia
arrived. There was a big bandage on her right hand. "Dellie, dear, what has happened?
What is the matter with your hand?" Joe asked.

Delia laughed, but not very happily. "Clementina," she explained, "asked me to have lunch
with her and the General af ter our lesson. She's not very strong, you know, and when she
was giving me some tea, her hand shook and she spilled a lot of very hot water over my
hand. But General Pinkney bandaged my hand himself. They were both so sorry. Oh, Joe,
did you sell another picture?" She had seen the money on the table.

"Yes," said Joe. "To the man from Washington. What time this afternoon did you burn
your hand, Dellie?"

"Five o'clock, I think," said Delia. "The iron — the water was very hot. And Clementina
cried, and General Pinkney..."

Joe put his arms round Delia. "Where are you working, Dellie? Tell me," he asked in a
serious voice.

Delia was about to say something, but-suddenly tears appeared in her eyes and she began
to cry. "l couldn't get any pupils,” she said. "And I didn't want you to stop taking lessons,
so | got a job ironing shirts in the big laundry on Twenty-Fourth Street. This afternoon, |
burned my hand with a hot iron. Don't be angry with me, Joe. | did it for your Art. And
now, you have painted those pictures for the rrian from Washington..."

"He isn't from Washington," said Joe slowly.

"It makes no difference where he is from," said Delia. "How clever you are, Joe! How did
you guess that | wasn't giving music lessons?"

“T guessed”, Joe said, "because about five o'clock this afternoon, | sent some oil up to the
ironing-room. They said a girl had burned her hand. You see, dear, | work as a mechanic
in that same laundry on Twenty-Fourth Street."

“And the man from Washington...?”

“Yes, dear”, Joe said. “The man from Washington and General Pinkney are both creations
of the same art, but you cannot call it painting or music”. And they both began to laugh.

“You know, dear”, Joe said. “When one loves one’s Art, no service seems...”

But Delia stopped him with her hand on his mouth. “No”, she said, “Just — “when one
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loves”.
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NOTES:

1. bandage — bog’ich; mossi3ka;
2. laundry — Kir yuvish ishxonas; npadeunasi.

Exercises and Assignments on the Text

Assignment ANe 1.Give English equivalents for the following words and expressions from
the text and use them in the sentences of your own

1. rassom bo’lishni orzu qilardi / medTan crath Xy10)KHUKOM—

2. musiqiy ta’lim / Mmy3bIkanbpHOE 00pa3oBaHuE —

3. so’nggi p’yessalar / mocieIH1e Mbechl /—

4, fortopiyanadan dars olardi / 6pana ypoku urpel Ha (opTEITHAHO —
5. juda hayajonda / ouenb B3BOJIHOBaHHAS —

6. eshitishni ham istamadi / u ciymrats He xoTen —

7. vaqt tez otadi / Bpemst OeXHT OBICTPO —

8. nima hodisa sodir bo’ldi? / uto cnyunnocs? —

Q. gaynoq suvni go’liga to’kib yubordi / nponuna kunsTok Ha pyKy—
10. nimadir demoqchi edi / cobupanack 4To-TO CKa3aTh —

11. ko’ylakni dazmol qilish / rmaguts pybariku —

12, uning gayerdan ekanligining ahamiyati yoq / He Ba)xHO, OTKYJa OH —
13. xayoliy gahramonlar / BeriymMaHHbIC TEPCOHAKU —
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Assignment Mo 2. Write from the text Uzbek or Russian equivalents of the giving below
English words and phrases and write to each three sentences

with great difficulty —

get acquainted —

fall in love with smb. —

last for a long time —

stop doing smth. —

to announce smth. —

look worried —

let smb. do smth. —
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be tired of smth. (doing smth.) —

ask in a serious voice —

be angry with smb. —

guess smth. —

Assignment AN 3. If the next statements are right? If not correct them.
1. Joe and Delia came to New York from the same town.

Yes, No

2. After they married, both of them stopped taking lessons.
Yes, No

3. Delia soon found a pupil, named Clementina.
Yes, No

4. Joe had not enough courage to tell Delia the truth about his job.
Yes, No

5. The moment Joe saw Delia’s bandaged hand, he understood everything.
Yes, No

6. Delia got angry when she learned about Joe’s job.
Yes, No

Assignment AN 4.Reply to the next questions
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1) Why did Joe Larrabee and Delia come to New York?

2) Where did the young men get acquainted?

3) In what way did they continue their education after marriage?

4) What made Delia give up her music lessons?

5) Why was Joe disappointed when he learnt about Delia's plan?

6) What was Joe's plan? Did Delia know about it?

7) Every week Joe brought some money. How did he explain it to Delia?

8) What happened one day?

Assignment AN 5.Find the irregular verbs from the text and fill the table giving their
forms

Assignment M 6.Find from the text all sentences which belong to Gerund.
Assignment Mo 7.Change structure of given sentences into Passive Voice
1) ’'m going to give her three lessons a week.
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2) At the end of the week Delia put fifteen dollars on the table.

?
3) Joe sold one of his pictures to a man from Washington.

?
4) She spilled a lot of hot water over Delia’s hand.

?
5) About 5 o'clock this afternoon Joe sent some oil up to the ironing room.

?

Assignment Ao 8.Find from the text all sentences which belongs to direct speech and
write them to indirect speech

Assignment M 9.Retell the story by the name of 1) Joe, 2) Delia.

Assignment M 10.Work on the text. Get ready to discuss with teacher and other members
of your group next thems. Make up a plan

1. Explain the meaning of the phrase "When one loves one's Art, no service seems too
hard." Do you agree with it? Give your grounds.

2. Why do you think Delia shortened this phrase and said, "just — when one loves™?

3. Why did the author name the story "A Service of Love"?

4.  What kind of people, to your mind, can sacrifice something for the good of others?

Assignment e 11.Retell the story using 15 sentences
Unit 14
THE BOY NEXT DOOR by J. London

Sladen Morris is the boy next door. He has grown very tall now, and all the girls think he
is wonderful. But | remember when he refused to comb his hair and to force him to wash
his face. Of course, he remembers me too; whenever | appear in a new dress and special
hair-do, he says, "Well, well, look at Betsy, she's almost grown-up. But | remember her
first party, when she was so excited that she dropped her ice-cream on her best dress, and
she ran home crying."

So when | say that Sladen Morris didn't mean anything to me, 1 am quite serious. But | had
known him so long that | felt | had to take care of him — just as | feel towards Jimmy, my
little brother. That's the only f eeling | had — neighbourly friendship — when | tried to save
Sladen from Merry Ann Milburn.

Merry Ann — I'm sure her real name was simply Mary; but Mary wasn't poetic enough for

her. She came to Springdale to visit her aunt and uncle; her aunt brought her to our house f

or tea. She looked wonderful — I always tell the truth — with her bright, blonde hair and big
84



blue eyes. And she said many high, fine things. But as soon as her aunt and mother left the
room, Merry Ann changed, as T. knew she would. "What do people do f or entertainment
in this dead town?" That was the first thing she said. And then — "It's so far from New
York!

"Oh!" 1 said, "we have dances at the Country Club every Saturday, and swimming and
tennis and..."

She interrupted me: "Are there any interesting men?"

| had never before thought of them as "interesting," or as "men" either. But | started
naming all the boys in town. "There is Benny Graham," | said, "and there is Carter
Williams, and Dennis Brown, and Bill Freeman. All quite interesting.” That was a lie, but
not a very big one. | did not name Sladen Morris, because | had already decided to save
him from that terrible girl.

At that moment, Merry Ann looked out of our window, just as Sladen came across the
grass towards our house — probably to invite me to play a game of tennis, as usual. He
came in without asking for permission. "Ah!" he said, his eyes on blonde Merry Ann — he
didn't even notice me — "where did you come from, my beauty?"

"From New York," she answered, "but | don't want to go back there — not now!"

Not too clever, | think, but he seemed happy to hear it. "I don't remember why | decided to
come here," he said. "But now I'm sure a good angel brought me."

"And did the good angel push that tennis racket into your hand?" | asked.

"Oh, yes, my tennis racket," he said, looking foolish. He still didn't look at me. "Do you
play tennis?" he asked Merry Ann.

“Very little”, Merry Ann said. “I will need help”.

“What about a game now?”” Sladen asked.

"I'd love a game — but I'll have to go home and change my clothes."
"I'll take you home and wait for you," Sladen offered.

"Good-bye, Betsy," Merry Ann said. "Please, tell your mother how much | enjoyed this
afternoon at your house."

"And please come often," | said — and I thought to myself, I'd like to give you a cup of tea
next time with a little poison in it.

Well, the result of this conversation was that suddenly | felt very bad, and I ran to my
bedroom and threw myself on my bed, and | cried. Mother can hear tears through three
walls and soon | heard her voice at the door. "Betsy, dear,"” she said, "May | come in?"

"Of course," | answered. "But I've got a terrible headache."
"I have an idea," Mother began. "Perhaps you'd like to invite your friends to a party here?"

A party. For a whole year | had asked Mother to let me give a party, and she had always
answered, "It will cost too much," or "Wait until you are eighteen,” and a dozen other
reasons; now she was suggesting a party herself.
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Well, after that everywhere | went, there was Merry Ann with Sladen Morris behind her,
like a big dog. | had always played tennis with Sladen whenever the weather wasn't wet;
now | had to look for a partner, and | had to watch him playing with Merry Ann. She was a
terrible player: she didn't even hold her racket correctly. But she wore those little white
tennis dresses that cinema actresses wear in the pictures and, to tell the truth, she looked
Very nice.

| knew that the party would be a mistake with Merry Ann among the guests; but it was
Mother's favourite subject. So | invited all the "nice young people”, as Mother calls them,
to come to our house for dinner before the Country Club dance.

They all agreed to come — six boys who wanted a chance to be with Merry Ann, and five
girls, including me, who came because they didn't want anybody to think they were afraid
of the Merry enemy.

Mother bought me a new dress, with a very wide skirt: it was not the simple, girlish dress
that my mother usually chooses for me. And my father bought me flowers to wear in my
hair, which was combed up. Before the guests arrived, | looked forward to the dinner with
more bravery than | had expected, because the new dress and the hair-do gave me strength.
But that was before they arrived. When they came and | saw Merry Ann holding Sladen's
arm, my courage left me. My dress was nothing, compared with the clouds of red chiffon
that hung on Merry Ann's shoulders and swam around her.

"Well, well, look at Betsy," Sladen started. "But | remember her when..."

"l remember also,"” | interrupted coldly, "so you needn't spend your time telling us about
that incident a hundred years ago."

Merry Ann monopolised the conversation, and she talked only with the boys — turning her
big blue eyes first on one then another. "What's the Country Club like?" she asked. "I have
gone dancing only at New York clubs, so | don't know much about small-town clubs."

The dinner was as uninteresting as | had expected. When it was over, everybody went to
the Country Club, feeling a little ashamed that it couldn't compare with anything in New
York.

All the boys danced with me — they had to, because they were my guests. The evening was
very warm, and little by little everybody began to go outside to sit around the swimming
pool. Dennis Brown and | went out too, and we walked up and down in front of their
chairs.

It was just in front of Merry Ann that it happened. Perhaps it was an accident — | don't say
she did it on purpose — but | wasn't so near her chair, and her foot was pushed out very far.
Of course | couldn't see her foot in the dark, and | fell over it and into the pool. As | sent
down, | could hear Merry Ann laughing, and | hoped | would drown. But | knew that
anybody who swam as well as | did couldn't seriously hope for such an end to her
suffering. | did not come up — | knew they were all standing there laughing — so | swam
under water to the iron ladder at the other end of the pool. | planned to run up the ladder
and then as fast as I could to the dressing-room. From there, | would go home.
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When | found the ladder with my hand, | began to pull myself up. But then | discovered
that my dress was caught in the ladder. | pulled and pulled (I was still under water) but |
couldn't free the dress. And then everything became black.

When | came to myself, | was lying on my face and Sladen was pumping the water out of
me. At first | was too uncomfortable to notice anything; but then | began to take more
interest in the scene. | saw that several of the boys had offered themselves as the hero of
the incident; not only Sladen’s best suit was full of water; it was running from the suits
and hands and faces of Dennis and Bill and Carter. Even Janet, who is an athlete like me,
had jumped in to pull me out.

"I'm sorry,"” | said, as soon as | could talk again. "It was my fault."
"No, it wasn't, but don't talk, you little fool," Sladen ordered angrily.

"Yes, keep quiet,” Merry Ann said. "Everybody was so worried about you. Why did you
hide at the bottom of the pool?"

And then Sladen said something that showed he wasn't a gentleman at all. But | shall love
him for it as long as | live. "Hit her, Nora!" he said. "I am a gentleman, and besides, I'm
busy."

"Oh — you terrible people!" Merry Ann cried. "l won't stay here another minute!"

"You boys can choose who is the unlucky one that takes her home," Sladen said. "Perhaps
Benny and Joe will both go in the car with her. She is too dangerous to be alone with the
driver."

He rose to his feet. "Get up, Betsy," he ordered. "I think you will probably go through life
all right, if you choose a more practical swimming costume in future." The way Sladen
said it made me feel comfortable and warm, which was foolish: there was nothing
especially pleasant in is words.

All of us, the wet and the dry, got into the cars. Sladen put his coat around me and took me
home.

"Listen you," he said on the way. "l see that I'll have to stay nearer to you — you simply
can't take care of yourself. Better not go out of the house unless | go with you. Don't you
think that's a good idea?"

For the first time in my life, | felt my strength as a weak woman, though my hair-do was
wet and ruined.

"Sladen, you saved my life. You are terribly strong and you always know what to do. And
if you want me to be with you, I'll be glad.” I looked at him with an expression that |
thought might have an effect.

"You know, Betsy," Sladen continued, very seriously, "it's strange, sometimes you don't
see something that's under your own nose. It has just come to my mind that you are the
best girl 1 know, and I've lived next door to you for seventeen years."

He stopped the car and kissed me. It wasn't the best kind of a kiss, because we were both
still wet. But for some reason it was very romantic, and sud- denly | felt beautiful and
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interesting. | sat there looking at Sladen Morris with new eyes, probably because he
suddenly didn't look at all like the boy next door.

NOTES:

1. poison — zahar;

2. drown — cho’kmogq;

3. ladder — norvon;

4. pump out — so’rib olmog.

Exercises and Assignments on the Text

Assignment M 1.Give English equivalents for the following words and expressions from
the text and use them in the sentences of your own

1. yuvinishga majbur gilmoq / 3actaBnsaTh yMbIBaThCS —

2. muzgaymoqni yiqitdi / ypouuia MopoxeHoe —

3. ruxsat so’ramasdan / He cripoCUB pa3pereHUs—

4, kiyimni o’zgartirmoq / mepeoaeTbcs —

5. boshim juda gattiq og’riyapti / y MeHs y»kacHO OOJIMT rojioBa —
6. minglab boshqa sabablar / Teicsan apyrux npuawnn —

7. buni ataylab qildi / cnenana sTo HapouHO —

8. to’qnashib ketdi / cmoTkHymach —

Q. ko’ylagi ilinib goldi / mnaTee 3anenumoch —

10. 0’ziga keldi / mpumuia B cebs —

11. sodir bo’layatgan ishlar bilan qiziqdi / 3anHTepecoBaiach MPOUCXOASIIAM —
12, bir dagiga ham golmayman / e ocTaHyCh HU MHHYTHI —

13. boshgacha ko’z bilan garamoq / mocMoTpeTh qpyrumu ria3zamu —

88



Assignment A2 2.Write from the text Uzbek or Russian equivalents of the giving below
English words and phrases and write to each three sentences

take care of smb. —

do smth. for entertainment —

interrupt smb. —

as usual —

suggest smth. —

to tell the truth —

look forward to smth. —

compared with —
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feel ashamed —

be smb’s fault —

Assignment A 3.1f the giving statements are right? If not correct them.

1. 1. Betsy and Sladen had known each other since childhood.

Yes, No

2. Betsy was sure she had the same feeling towards Sladen as towards her younger brother.
Yes, No

3. Merry Ann came on a visit to the place where Betsy lived.

Yes, No

4. Sladen fell in love with Merry Ann the moment he saw her.

Yes, No

5. Merry Ann was a very modest girl, never sure of herself, so Betsy had to introduce her
to her friends.

Yes, No

6. Mother suggested a party as she saw that Betsy spent too much time on visits to her
friends.

Yes, No

7. Betsy's friends all looked forward to her party.

Yes, No

8. Merry Ann wasn't invited to the party.

Yes, No

9. After dinner everybody went to the club.

Yes, No

10. Betsy enjoyed dancing.

Yes, No

11. Betsy fell into the swimming pool by accident.
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Yes, No

12. Betsy, being a very good swimmer, had no difficulty in getting out of the water.
Yes, No

13. Merry Ann enjoyed her joke.
Yes, No

14. Merry Ann's aim was to win more popularity.
Yes, No

15. Betsy's friends were real friends.
Yes, No

16. Everybody liked Merry Ann even more after the party.
Yes, No

17. The incident made Sladen see everything in a new light.
Yes, No

Assignment AN 4.Reply to the next questions

1) Describe Merry Ann. Why did she come to Springdate?

2) How did she get acquainted with Sladen Morris?

3) What happened after Sladen’s conversation with Merry Ann?

4) Who was invited to the party?

5) How did Betsy prepare for it?

6) Why was the party uninteresting?

7) What happened in the evening?

8) Betsy was good at swimming, was not she? Why could not she get out of the
water?

9) Who came to Betsy’s rescue?
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10) Why was Merry Ann annoyed?

11) What did Sladen suggest?

12) What made Betsy's life interesting and beautiful again?

Assignment N2 5.Find the irregular verbs from the text and fill the table giving their
forms

Assignment M 6.Find in the all Comparative constructions sentences

Assignment e 7.Give question to the matched words

1) His mother had to force him to wash his face.
?

2) Betsy had always played tennis with Sladen whenever the weather wasn't wet.

?
3) Merry Ann has gone dancing only at New York clubs.

?
4) Benny and Joe will both go in the car with her.

?
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Assignment A2 8.Find from the text all sentences which belongs to direct speech and
write them to inderict speech

Assignment A2 9.Retell the story by the name of 1) Sladen Morris, 2) Merry Ann,3) One
of the boys

Assignment Me 10.Get ready to discuss the next thems with your classmates and teacher.
Make up a plan

What do you think were Betsy's feelings to Sladen and Merry Ann, though she didn't show
them?

1. Do you agree that Merry Ann's joke was a mean one? Give your grounds.

2. “A friend in need is a friend indeed”. Illustrate this proverb by the episode from
the story.

3. Is it important sometimes to look at somebody or something with new eyes? Why?

Have you ever tried to? Give examples.

Assignment AN 11.Retell the story using 15 sentences

Assignment M 12.Retell the conversation between Betsy and Sladen after incident using
indirect speech

Unit 15
SURPRISE by J. Galsworthy

There was a time when geniuses sometimes starved. But there is no reason why a genius
must starve in our modern times. The following story of my friend, Bruce, proves that this
Is true. He was almost sixty when | met him, and he was the author of about fifteen books.
The few people who really understood serious realistic literature called him 'a genius'. But
Bruce was not interested in what people thought of him or his work. He never read
criticism of his books in the newspapers or magazines. He lived alone in his small, dark,
dirty room. From time to time he disappeared for several months; and then he appeared
again and began to write.

He was a tall, thin man with a face like mark Twain's: black eyebrows, a grey moustache
and grey hair. His eyes were dark brown and sad; they seemed not to belong to his face or
to the world around him. He had never married, and lived quite alone. He never had much
money; and the year | am writing about had been even worse than usual for him. His last
book had been a hopeless failure. Besides, he had had an operation, which had cost him
much money and left him too weak to work. The day | went to see him, | found him in a
gloomy mood, half lying on two chairs, smoking strong cigarettes, which | hated.

"Hello!" he said, and then continued without giving me a chance to ask after his health:
"Last night | went into a place that they call a cinema. Have you ever been in once?"

"Ever been? Do you know how long the cinema has existed? Since 1900!"
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"Is that so? A terrible place, and terrible people in it. Well, last night they showed a film —
what a thing! I've never read such an idiotic story or seen such idiotic characters. How can
people look at it? I'm writing a parody on it."

"A parody on an idiotic film?"

"Yes! My heroine is one-quarter black, three quarters white. She is unbelievably beautiful,
and all the men run after her. Her brother, a man with a heart of stone, wants her to marry
a millionaire, who is as bad as he is. All the characters have deep, dark secrets in their
lives." He laughed.

"How can you spend your time on such foolishness?" | asked.

"My time!" he answered angrily. "Who needs my time? Nobody buys my books. I'll
probably 'starve to death!" He took a page of scenario and laughed again as he read it. "In
that film last night they had a race between a train and a car. I've done better: | have a race
between a train, a car, an airplane and a horse."

| began to be interested. "May | look at your scenario when you have finished it?" | asked.

"It's already finished. I enjoyed writing it so much that | couldn't sleep until 1 had come to
the end.” He gave me the papers. "Take it, you'll have a good laugh, | hope. The heroine's
secret is that she isn't black at all. She is part Spanish, part French, and she is a southern
aristocrat. And the bad brother isn't really her brother, and the millionaire in reality is a
poor man, and the man she loves, who seems to be poor, is really rich." And he laughed
until his face was red and his eyes were full of tears.

| went away worried about him, about his health and his penniless condition. How could |
help him? How could anybody help him?

After dinner that evening, | began to read the scenario. There were thirty-five pages, and
as soon as | had read ten of them, it was clear to me that he had written a masterpiece. |
knew that any good film company would be glad to pay whatever he wanted to ask for it.
"But," I thought. "if 1 go to him and tell him what | am planning to do with his scenario,
he'll throw it in the fire. He'll never agree to be known as the author of such a thing. |
remember how he laughed at it. How can | make him allow me to do whatever | like with
the scenario?"

| went to see him again the next day. He was reading.

| interrupted him. "Must | give you back the scenario, or can | keep it?"
"What scenario?"

"The one that you gave me to read yesterday."

"Oh! What do | need it for? Throw it away."

"All right," I said. "I'll throw it away. Excuse me,| see you're busy."

"No, I'm not," he said. "I have nothing to do. It's foolish to try to write anything: I get less
and less for every book | publish. I am dying of poverty."

"It's your own fault," | said. "You refuse to think about what the public wants."

"How can | know what they want?"
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"You don't try to. If I tell you how to make some money by writing something that the
public wants, you’ll throw me out of the room."

| returned home and did a little work on the scenario. It was very easy; it was a fine
scenario. | wanted to write his name on it, but | was afraid to. At last | decided not to write
his name, but to say it was written by 'a genius'. That's a wonderful word; everybody
respects it and fears it a little. | knew that after they read the scenario, they would feel it
really was written by a genius.

| took it to a leading film company the next day with a note saying: "The author, a
recognised literary genius, f or his own reasons prefers to remain unknown." The company
was silent for two weeks, but | wasn't worried. | knew they would come to me: they had to
— the scenario was too good, it couldn't fail. And when they appeared, I refused their first
offers. I made them come three times. At last | gave them an ultimatum. They agreed to all
my demands, as | knew they would: they knew how much the scenario was worth.

Now | had come to the last and greatest difficulty. How could I give the money to Bruce?
Many wild ideas came to my mind. At last | decided that | would say | had sold the
scenario, because | wanted to make some money for myself. "He'll be angry with me, but
he won't be able to refuse to take the money,"” | thought.

When | came to his room, | found him lying on two chairs, as usual, smoking his black
cigarettes and playing with an old cat that he had found in the street. | asked after his
health, and then said: "There's something I must tell you — I'm afraid you may think it
rather unpleasant.”

"Go on!" he ordered.

"Do you remember that scenario that you wrote and gave me about six weeks ago?"
"Yes, you do. About the beautiful black aristocrat."

"Oh," he laughed. "That foolish thing!"

“'Well, | sold it."

"What? Who wants to publish a thing like that?"

"It isn't published. They are making a film out of it. A superfilm, they call it."

His eyes opened wide.

"Don't argue,” | said. "It's done — I've sold it and here is the money — three thousand
pounds. I had to do some work on it, so if you want to pay me ten per cent, | won't refuse.”

"My God!" he said.

"Yes, yes," | went on, speaking more quickly. "I know what you are thinking. |1 know your
high ideas about art and literature and culture. But that's all nonsense, Bruce. The story
may be vulgar, | agree. But we're vulgar, it's foolish to pretend we are not. vl don't mean
you, of course, but people in general. The film will be good entertainment."

| couldn't look at the f ire in his eyes, and | hurried to defend myself.

"You don't live in the world, Bruce. You don't understand what ordinary people want;
something to make their grey lives a little brighter. They want blood, excitement of any
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kind. You haven't hurt them by this film, you have been kind to them. And this is your
money, and | want you to take it!"

The cat suddenly jumped down. | waited, expect- ing the storm to begin at any moment.
Then | began again. "'l know that you hate the cinema and everything connected with it..."

His voice interrupted me. "Nonsense!" he roared. "What are you talking about? Who said |
hate the cinema? | go there three times a week!"

This time, | cried, "My God!" | pushed the money into his hand and ran away, followed by
the cat.

Exercises and Assignments on the Text

Assignment AMe 1. Give English equivalents for the following words and expressions from
the text and use them in the sentences of your own.

=

ochigmoq / roaogats —

N

tanqidiy maqolalarni 0’gish / untaTh KpuTHYECKHE CTATHH —

3. odatdagidan yomonroq / xyxe, 4eM OOBIYHO —

4. ma’yus kayfiyatda / B MpauHOM HacTpOCHUU —

5. o’zgacha go’zal / HeoObIuaitHO KpacuBa —

6. sen yaxshigina vaqtichog’lik gilasan / Te1 3mopoBo OBeceMHIITBCS —

shoh(durdona) asar/ menesp —

gashoglikdan vafot etmoq / ymupath OT HUILIETHI —

9. sen o0’zing aybdorsan / el caM BUHOBAT —

10. senariyni tuzatmoq / moxmpaBui crieHapuii —

11. ilg’or kinokopaniya / BeayIasi KHHOKOMITaHUST —

12. hamma shartlarimni gqabul gilishdi / npunsan Bce Mou ycnoBus —

13. buning hammasi bo’Imag’ur gap / Bce aTo yemyxa —
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14. o’zini tentaklikka solmoq / riayrmo nmputBopsThCS —

Assignment ANe 2. Write from the text Uzbek or Russian equivalents of the giving below
English words and phrases and write to each three sentences

be (not) interested in smth. —

from time to time —

be a failure —

be worried about smb. —

allow smb. to do smth. —

interrupt smb. —

it's foolish to do smth. —

refuse on offer (help) —
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be connected with —

respect smb. —

Assignment M 3.Reply to the next questions
1) Describe Bruce (appearance, habits, financial position).

2) Why was Bruce in a gloomy mood when the author came to visit him?

3) What made Bruce write a parody on the film he had seen the night before?

4) What was the plot of the scenario?

5) What did the author think of the scenario after having read part of it?

6) What idea occurred to him?

7) Why did the author make the film company come several times?

8) Why didn't he write Bruce's name on the scenario?

9) What was the greatest difficulty for the author?

10) What did the author oppose to Bruce’s high ideas about art?

11) The author expected the storm, did not he? But what did he hear instead?
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Assignment A2 4.Find from the text all sentences which belongs to direct speech and
write them to inderict speech

Assignment AN 5.Retell the story by the name of 1) Bruce, 2) Autor, 3) The agent of film
company

Assignment M 6.Get ready to discuss the next thems with your classmates and teacher.
Make up a plan

1. Bruce was a talented writer. Explain why his books were not published.

2. "There is no reason why a genius must starve in our modern times." Comment on the
phrase. Do you agree with it? Name some unrecognised geniuses.

3. "People need entertainment”. What do you think of it? Is it enough for a person? What
about you?

Assignment AN 7..Retell the story using 15 sentences
Assignment e 8..Retell the conversation of autor and Bruce using direct speech

Assignment M 9..Find the irregular verbs from the text and fill the table giving their
forms

Assignment Mo 10.Give question to the matched words

1) Bruce was not interested in what people thought of him or his work.

2) After dinner that evening the author began to read the scenario.
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3) When they appeared, he refused their first offers.

Unit 16
RETURN (THE PATH OF THUNDER) by P. Abrahams

The action takes place in South Africa. Lanny Swartz, a young coloured man, was sent by
his village folk to study in Cape Town. He has graduated from the University and is now
returning to his native village, anxious to teach his people.

It was early morning when the train pulled into the little station. Lanny stepped into the
fresh morning air and took a deep breath. He was nearly home now. Home! He smiled
because he was returning home; because the smell of the earth was in the air; it was a part
of home; a part of his childhood he remembered but dimly. It seemed as though he were in
another world, familiar, yet strange.

He picked up his cases and walked to the barrier at the far end of the platform where the
ticket collector impatiently waited for him. When he got to the man he put down his cases
and searched for the ticket.

Coldly the man stared at him, looked him up and down.

"Nice day," said Lanny. "I am returning home after seven years." The man stared at him, a
cold stare.

And suddenly Lanny remembered. One did not speak to a white man unless he spoke to
you. It was stupid to forget. He passed the man, feeling those eyes on his back.

Across the way was a coffee-stall. A lorry stood a little way off. Two bronze, muscular
men were drinking coffee. Lanny was conscious that they were looking at him. He could
do with a cup of coffee, but with these white men sitting there...

"Do you see what | see?" one of them asked. The other fixed his eyes on Lanny and looked
doubtful: "I'm not sure. It looks like an ape in a better Sunday suit than I have."

"Perhaps he wears suits like that every day... Besides, you are wrong, he's too pale to be an
ape. That's city bushy."

The second man rubbed his eyes and looked hard at Lanny.
"Bushy?"

The first man grinned: "You know. Coloured, half- caste!" He spat out the word with
contempt.

The other nodded and pointed at Lanny: "He's pretty, isn't he? | bet you a tailor made that
suit for him. And look at his shoes."
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Lanny reached down to pick up his cases. The best thing he could do was to get out of
here. There was no sense in looking for trouble. He was no coward. He would take anyone
of them, but of course they wouldn't fight fair.

"Hey! You!"
Lanny stretched himself and waited.
"Come here!" It was the first man.

South Africa, Lanny thought tiredly, this is South Africa. He walked across the narrow
road. At least they won't frighten me, he decided; hurt me, yes, but frighten me, no. He
stopped directly in front of the man and looked straight into his face.

The man inspected him closely, his eyes resting on the fountain-pen in his pocket.
“Where you from?” the man shot at him.

“Cape Town”.

“What do you want here?”

“I live here”.

“Have not seen you around”.

“I have been in Cape Town for seven years”.
“School?”

“University?”

“What are you?”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean what I say. Have you any fancy titles?”
Lanny smiled. “Yes. I have two”.

Suddenly the man’s hand shot out and cracked across Lanny's mouth. With an effort
Lanny controlled the instinctive desire to strike back. The man saw the move and struck
again. Lanny touched his lips with his tongue and spat. A patch of red blooddropped on
the dust.

“Do not smile at me!” the man hissed.

South Africa, this is South Africa in brutal reality. This man hated him and insulted him
because he showed independence, because he was educated and wore decent clothes. This
was the old struggle for conquest. This man had to dominate him, he was fearful in case he
did not. Lanny saw it all more vividly than he had ever seen it. Not out of books. Not with
kindly lectures talking to eager or indifferent students making notes. No.

“Well?” the man threatened.

Lanny knew that all he had to do was to lower his eyes or look away — any gesture of
defeat would have done — and the man would tell him to go.

He returned the man’s stare. The man raised his fist.
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| will not give in, Lanny decided, and turned and walked away.
The man cursed, roaring insults.

A pang of fear gripped Lanny’s heart but he kept on. This was the road home. He bit his
lips and held his head high.

NOTES:
1. folk — people
2. fancy titles — (nafratomuz) ilmiy unvon / 30. (npe3pumenvro) yaeHbie 3BaHUs

Exercises and Assignments on the Text

Assignment M 1.Give English equivalents for the following words and expressions from
the text and use them in the sentences of your own.

1. chuqur nafas oldi / rmy6oko B3goXHYI —

2. chidamsizlik bilan kutdi / metepmienuBo »xnam —

3. bir chashka gahvadan bosh tortmasdim / ue oTkasascst Obl OT YaIeyku Kode —

. tirjayib qo’ydi / ycmexHycs —
. nafrat bilan / ¢ npe3pennem —

. taranglashdi va kutdi / nanpsirest u xxman —

. yuziga tik garadi / mocmoTtpen npsmMo B JIHIIO —

4
5
6. bahslashishga tayor / roros mocnoputs —
7
8
9

. hech bo’Imaganda/ o xpaiineit mepe —

10. diqgat bilan garadi / BHEUMaTeIbHO CMOTPEIT —

11. zo’rga tutib turdi / ¢ Tpymom crepikan—

12. uni haqorat qildi / ockop6siit ero —

13. undan ustun kelmoq / onepxaTh Bepx Hax HUM —

Assignment ANe 2.Write from the text Uzbek or Russian equivalents of the giving below
English words and phrases and write to each three sentences

be anxious to do smth. —

stare at smb. —
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there is much (little, no) sense in doing smth. —

smile at smb. —

keep on doing smth. —

Assignment AN 3.Reply to the next questions

1) Describe Lanny’s mood early in the morning of the day of his return home.

2) What was Lanny’s first disappointment that day?

3) What made the ticket collector angry?

4) Whom did Lanny see at the coffee-stall?

5) In what way did the white men try to insult Lanny?

6) It was hard for Lanny to control himself, was not it? Why did he do it?

7) What did one of the men suddenly do?

8) How did Lanny react?
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Assignment M 4.Get ready to discuss the next thems with your classmates and teacher.

Make up a plan

1. Compare Lanny’s mood early in the morning with his mood after the incident at the
coffee-stall. What was the reason for such a change?

2. Do you consider Lanny to be a person with a strong independent character in spite of
humiliation he suffered? Give your grounds.

3. Explain the words “This is South Africa in brutal reality. Not out of books...” Comment
on the racial laws of the country at that time.

Assignment M 5.Retell the story using 20 sentences

Assignment AN 6.Find the irregular verbs from the text and fill the table giving their
forms

Assignment e 7.Use for the sentences next models
1) The only thing he could do was...

?
2) The best thing to do is...

?
3) The wisest thing he could do was...

?
4) All he had to do was...

?

Assignment ANe 9.Translate the next statement “It seemed as though he were in another
world”, and explain used tense. Finish giving sentences
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1) The white man stared coldly at Lanny as if...

?
2) Lanny was anxious to teach his people, he wished...

?
3) The white men treated him with contempt as though...

?

4) The ticket collector stared at Lanny as if...

?
5) Lanny was no coward but he wished...

?

Assignment A2 10.Find from the text all sentences which belong to direct speech and
write them in inderict speech

Unit 17
HOME by E. Hughes

This is a story about a young Negro musician, who returns to the USA after the years that
he had spent abroad learning to play the violin and giving concerts in different European
cities. The action of the story takes place in 1932 in the USA. This was the time of the
world economic crisis.

Roy Williams had come home from abroad to visit his mother and sister and brothers who
still remained in his native town, Hopkinsville. Roy had been away seven or eight years,
travelling all overthe world. He came back very well dressed, but very thin. He wasn't
well.

It was this illness that made Roy come home. He had a feeling that he was going to die,
and he wanted to see his mother again. This feeling about death started in Vienna, where
so many people were hungry, while other people spent so much money in the night clubs
where Roy's orchestra played.

In Vienna Roy had a room to himself because he wanted to study music. He studied under
one of the best violin teachers.

"It's bad in Europe,” Roy thought. "'l never saw people as hungry as this."

But it was even worse when the orchestra went back to Berlin. Hunger and misery were
terrible there. And the police were beating people who protested, or stole, or begged.

It was in Berlin that Roy began to cough. When he got to Paris his friend took care of him,
and he got better. But all the time he had the feeling that he was going to die. So he came
home to see his mother.
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He landed in New York and stayed two or three days in Harlem. Most of his old friends
there, musicians and actors, were hungry and out of work. When they saw Roy dressed so
well, they asked him for money.

"It's bad everywhere," Roy thought. "I want to go home."

That last night in Harlem he could not sleep. He thought of his mother. In the morning he
sent her a telegram that he was coming home to Hopkinsville, Missouri.

"Look at that nigger,” said the white boys, when they saw him standing on the station
platform in the September sunlight, surrounded by his bags with the bright foreign labels.
Roy had got off a Pullman — something unusual for a Negro in that part of the country.

"God damn!" said one of the white boys. Suddenly Roy recognised one of them. It was
Charlie Mumford, an old playmate — a tall red-headed boy. Roy took of f his glove and
held out his hand. The white boy took it but did not shake it long. Roy had for- gotten he
wasn't in Europe, wearing gloves and shaking hands with a white man!

"Where have you been, boy?" Charlie asked.

"In Paris,"” said Roy.

"Why have you come back?" someone asked. "'l wanted to come and see my mother."
"I hope she is happier to see you than we are,” another white boy said.

Roy picked up his bags, there were no porters on the platform, and carried them to an old
Ford car that looked like a taxi. He felt weak and frightened. The eyes of the white men at
the station were not kind. He heard someone say behind him: *Nigger." His skin was very
hot. For the first time in the last seven or eight years he felt his colour. He was home.

Roy's home-coming concert at the Negro church was a success. The Negroes sold a lot of
tickets to the white people for whom they worked. The front rows cost fifty cents and were
filled with white people. The rest of the seats cost twenty-five cents and were filled with
Negroes. There was much noise as the little old church filled. People walked up and down,
looking for their seats.

While he was playing Brahms on a violin from Vienna in a Negro church in Hopkinsville,
Missouri, for listeners who were poor white people and even poorer Negroes, the sick
young man thought of his old dream. This dream could not come true now. It was a dream
of a great stage in a large concert hall where thousands of people looked up at him as they
listened to his music.

Now he was giving his first concert in America for his mother in the Negro church, for his
white and black listeners. And they were looking at him. They were all looking at him.
The white people in the front rows and the Negroes in the back.

He was thinking of the past, of his childhood. He remembered the old Kreisler record they
had at home. Nobody liked it but Roy, and he played it again and again. Then his mother
got a violin for him, but half the time she didn't have the money to pay old man Miller for
his violin lessons every week. Roy remembered how his mother had cried when he went
away with a group of Negro-musicians, who played Negro songs all over the South.
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Then he had a job with a night-club jazz-band in Chicago. After that he got a contract to
go to Berlin and play in an orchestra there.

Suddenly he noticed a thin white woman in a cheap coat and red hat, who was looking at
him from the first row.

"What does the music give you? What do you want from me?" Roy thought about her.

He looked at all those dark girls back there in the crowd. Most of them had never heard
good classical music. Now for the first time in their life they saw a Negro, who had come
home from abroad, playing a violin. They were looking proudly at him over the heads of
the white people in the first rows, over the head of the white woman in the cheap coat and
red hat....

"Who are you, lady?" he thought.

When the concert was over, even some of the white people shook hands with Roy and said
it was wonderful. The Negroes said, "Boy, you really can play!" Roy was trembling a little
and his eyes burnt and he wanted very much to cough. But he smiled and he held out his
hot hand to everybody. The woman in the red hat waited at the end of the room.

After many of the people had gone away, she cameup to Roy and shook hands with him.
She spoke of symphony concerts in other cities of Missouri; she said she was a teacher of
music, of piano and violin, but she had no pupils like Roy, that never in the town of
Hopkinsville had anyone else played so beautifully. Roy looked into her thin, white face
and was glad that she loved music.

"That's Miss Reese," his mother told him after she had gone. "An old music teacher at the
white high school."

"Yes, Mother," said Roy. "She understands music.

Next time he saw Miss Reese at the white high school. One morning a note came asking
him if he would play for her music class some day. She would accompany him if he
brought his music. She had told her students about Bach and Mozart, and she would be
very grateful if Roy visited the school and played those two great masters for her young
people. She wrote him a nice note on clean white paper.

"That Miss Reese is a very nice woman," Mrs. Williams said to her boy. "She sends for
you to play at the school. | have never heard of a Negro who was invited there for
anything but cleaning up, and | have been in Hopkinsville a long time. Go and play for
them, son."

Roy played. But it was one of those days when his throat was hot and dry and his eyes
burnt. He had been coughing all morning and as he played he breathed with great
difficulty. He played badly. But Miss Reese was more than kind to him. She accompanied
him on the piano. And when he had finished, she turned to the class of white children and
said, "This is art, my dear young people, this is true art!"

The pupils went home that afternoon and told their parents that a dressed-up nigger had
come to school with a violin and played a lot of funny music which nobody but Miss
Reese liked. They also said that Miss Reese had smiled and said, "Wonderful!" and had
even shaken hands with the nigger, when he went out.
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Roy went home. He was very ill these days, getting thinner and thinner all the time,
weaker and weaker. Sometimes he did not play at all. Often he did not eat the food his
mother cooked for him, or that his sister brought from the place vrhere she vrorked.
Sometimes he was so restless and hot in the night that he got up and dressed and then
walked the streets of the little town at ten and eleven o'clock after nearly every one else
had gone to bed. Midnight was late in Hopkinsville. But for years Roy had worked at
night. It was hard f or him to sleep before midnight now.

But one night he walked out of the house for the last time.

In the street it was very quiet. The trees stood silent in the moonlight. Roy walked under
the dry falling leaves towards the centre of the town, breathing in the night air. Night and
the streets always made him f eel better. He remembered the streets of Paris and Berlin. He
remembered Vienna. Now like a dream that he had ever been in Europe at all, he thought.
Ma never had any money. With the greatest difficulty her children were able to finish the
grade school. There was no high school for Negroes in Hopkinsville. In order to get
further education he had to run away from home with a Negro show. Then that chance of
going to Berlin with a jazz-band. And his violin had been his best friend all the time. Jazz
at night and the classics in the morning at his lessons with the best teachers that his
earnings could pay. It was hard work and hard practice. Music, real music! Then he began
to cough in Berlin.

Roy was passing lots of people now in the bright lights of Main Street, but he saw none of
them. He saw only dreams and memories, and heard music. Suddenly a thin woman in a
cheap coat and red hat, a white woman, stepping out of a store just as Roy passed, said
pleasantly to him, "Good evening."

Roy stopped, also said, "Good evening, Miss Reese," and was glad to see her. Forgetting
he wasn't in Europe, he took off his hat and gloves, and held out his hand to this lady who
understood music. They smiled at each other, the sick young Negro and the middleaged
music teacher in the light of Main Street. Then she asked him if he was still working on
the Sarasate.

Roy opened his mouth to answer when he saw the woman's face suddenly grow pale with
horror. Before he could turn round to see what her eyes had seen, he felt a heavy fist strike
his face. There was a flash of lightning in his head as he f ell down. Miss Reese screamed.
The street near them filled with white young men with red necks, open shirts and fists
ready to strike. They had seen a Negro talking to a white woman — insulting a White
Woman — attacking a White Woman! They had seen Roy take off his gloves and when
Miss Reese screamed when Roy whs struck, they wee sure he had insulted her. Yes, he
had. Yes, sir!

So they knocked Roy down. They trampled on his hat and cane and gloves, and all of them
tried to pick him up — so that someone else could have the pleasure of knocking him down
again. They struggled over the privilege of knocking him down.

Roy looked up from the ground at the white men around him. His mouth was full of blood
and his eyes burnt. His clothes were dirty. He was wondering why Miss Reese had stopped
him to ask about the Sarasate. He knew he would never get home to his mother now.
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The young Negro whose name was Roy Williams began to choke from the blood in his
mouth. He didn't hear the sound of their voices or the trampling of their feet any longer.
He saw only the moonlight, and his ears were filled with a thousand notes, like a
Beethoven sonata...

NOTES:

1. nigger — gora tanli; geproma3pbrii;

2. God dawn! — jin ursin; Yept Bo3bMU;

3. Kreisler — Kreysler, mashhur avstrayalik skripkachi. Kpeiiciep, Bolaaromuiics
ABCTPUMCKUN CKpUIIAY.

Exercises and Assignments on the Text

Assignment ANe 1.Give English equivalents for the following words and expressions from
the text and use them in the sentences of your own.

1. skripka chalmoq / urpate Ha ckpumke —

2. yaxshi kiyingan / xopormio oxeTsiit —

3. eng yaxshi o’gituvchilardan birida o’qirdi / yuuics y oqHOTO M3 JTydImx
MpernoiaBaTenen —

4. ochlik va gashoqlik / romonx n HuIera —

5. ishsiz bo’lmoq / 6bITh Ge3pabOTHBIMU —

6. keyingi etti yil ichida / BnepBbIe 3a mocaenHue ceMb JIeT—

7. Roydan tashgari hech kimga yogmas edi / e HpaBuiach HUKOMY, Kpome Pos -

8. unga g’urur bilan garashardi / ¢ ropmocTbio CMOTpEN Ha HETO —

9. haqiqiy san’at / uCTHHHOE UCKYCCTBO —

10. oy nuri ostida / B myHHOM cBeTe —

11. boshlang’ich maktabni tugatmoq / 3akoHYNTH HaYAIBHYIO IIKOJY —

12. qattiq gichqirdi / mpoH3UTEIIEHO BCKpUKHYJIA —

13. ustunlik uchun kurashishdi / 6oposuce 3a npuBuiIeruo —
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Assignment ANe 2. Write from the text Uzbek or Russian equivalents of the giving below
English words and phrases and write to each three sentences

be (come from) abroad —

make smb. do smth. —

be surrounded by smth. —

be a success —

shake hands with smb. —

be grateful to smb. —

with the greatest difficulty —

grow pale —
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insult smb. —

be filled with. —

Assignment M 3.Reply to the next questions
1) Who was Roy Williams and why did he return to Hopkinsville?

2) Roy visited many countries with his orchestra. What was the life of people like
there?

3) Who was the first person Roy met on the platform?

4) What struck Roy? What were his first feelings?

5) Describe Roy’s home-coming concert at the Negro church.

6) What was Roy thinking about while playing?

7) Whom did he notice in the first row?

8) What did Roy and Miss Reese speak about after the concert?

9) Where did Miss Reese invite Roy and what was the pupils’ impression of Roy’s visit?

10) Describe Roy’s state of health.

11) What did Roy remember walking along the streets one night?
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12) What happened that night?

Assignment N 4.Retell the story by the name of 1) Roy Williams 2) Mother of Roy
Williams:

Assignment Mo 5.Get ready to discuss the next themes

1. Why were the Negro people proud of Roy?

2. Miss Reese could defend Roy, could not she? Why do you think she did not do it?

3. “They had seen a Negro insulting a white Woman”. Comment on this phrase. Was it
true? What was the only and real reason why the white people beat Roy Williams?

Assignment e 6.Retell the story using 20 sentences

Assignment A2 7.Find the irregular verbs from the text and fill the table giving their
forms

Assignment Mo 8.Find from the text all Past Continuous and Future-in-the-Past
sentences

Assignment M 9.Give question to the matched words
It was this illness that made Roy come home.

2
4, It was in Berlin that Roy began to cough.

?
5. It was one of those days when his throat was hot.

112



?

Assignment M 10.Give to the sentences questions which begins with special
interrogative words who and what
1) Roy was passing lots of people in the bright lights of Main Street.

?
2) Roy's concert at the Negro church was a success.
?
3) They were all looking at him.
?
4) He had a job with a jazz-band in Chicago.
?
5) One morning a note came inviting him to the music class at the high school.
?

Unit 18
THE INVISIBLE MAN (extract) by H. G. Wells

The hero of the novel is Griffin, a young gifted scientist. He invents a substance that
makes a person invisible and tries it on himself. Wishing to continue his experiments,
Griffin comes to the quiet provincial town of Iping and stops at a local inn. His secluded
way of life and strange occupation arouse the suspicion of the narrow-minded Mr. and
Mrs. Hall — keepers of the inn. They begin spying on Griffin. Finally things come to an

open quarrel.

The stranger returned to his room about half-past five in the morning, and there he
remained until near midday, the blinds down and the door shut. All that time he must have
been hungry. Three times he rang his bell, but Mrs. Hall would not answer it, as she was
angry with him for his rudeness. What the stranger was doing was unknown. He must have
occupied himself with some experiments at his table. Several times his cursing, the tearing
of paper and violent smashing of bottles were heard. About noon he suddenly opened the
door and stood staring at the people in the bar. "Mrs. Hall," he called. Mrs. Hall came
forward holding in her hand an unsettled bill. "Is it your bill you want, sir?" she asked.

"Why wasn't my breakfast served? Why haven't you answered my bell? You must have
thought I can live without eating. What!"
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"You should have paid my bill, sir," said Mr. Hall.

"I told you three days ago | was expecting a remittance"

"l am not going to wait for any remittances."

"Look here, my good woman —" he began in a pleading tone.

"Don't good woman me," said Mrs. Hall, "and before | get any breakfasts, you've got to
tell me one or two things | don't understand. Your room was empty but how did you get in
again? You must have climbed in through the window. | suppose you know that people
who stop in this house come in by the doors — that's the rule."

"You might have been more polite, at least," the stranger interrupted her in an angry voice
stamping his foot. "You don't understand who | am. I'll show you!" He took off his
spectacles and everyone in the bar gasped: there was — nothing behind them! He began to
remove the bandages that covered the rest of his face. Mrs. Hall shrieked and fell down
unconscious as she saw that the stranger had no head. The people in the bar made for the
door. The news of the headless man spread all the way down the street in no time and soon
a crowd of perhaps forty people gathered round the door of the little inn. A little
procession pushed its way through the crowd: first Mr. Hall, then Mr. Bobby Jaffers, the
village constable, and then the blacksmith who lived across the street. Mr. Hall must have
been to the police to bring help. They all marched up the steps and entered the stranger's
room at once. They saw the headless figure sitting at the table.

"What's this?" came an angry voice from above the collar of the figure.

"You're a strange person,"” said Jaffers, "but head or no head I'll have to arrest you." And
he produced a pair of handcuffs. At the next moment the stranger's gloves came off and
dropped on the floor. He ran his arm down his waistcoat, and the buttons to which his
empty sleeves pointed, became undone. Then he bent down and began doing something
with his shoes and socks.

"Why!" said Jaffers, "that's no man at all. It's just empty clothes. Look!" He held out his
hand and it seemed to meet something in the air.

"Can't you be more careful? You might have hurt my eye," said the angry voice. "As a
matter of f act, I'm invisible. It's strange, perhaps, but it's not a crime."

"I've got my instructions —"' Jaffers said holding his handcuffs ready.
"Well," said the stranger, "I'll come. But no handcuffs."

"Pardon me, but — Suddenly the figure sat down. Before anyone could realise what was
happening, the shoes, socks and trousers had been kicked off under the table. Then the
stranger jumped up and threw off his coat.

"Hold him," cried Jaffers, "once he gets the things off —" There was a rush at the white
shirt which was fluttering in the air. Jaffers grasped at it, and only helped to pull it off.

"You could have held him faster," one of the men said to the policeman, "why did you let
him go?" "Here he is!" another man cried out. The struggling crowd was moving down the
stairs and towards the house door.
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"l got him!" shouted Jaffers. He held fast his unseen enemy, he must have been hit
suddenly as he cried out with pain and fell heavily on the ground. There were excited cries
of "hold him!" "Invisible!" Half way across the road a woman screamed as something
pushed by her. A dog must have been kicked by an invisible foot as it ran howling into the
yard nearby. And the invisible man was gone forever from Iping.

NOTES:

1. substance — modda / BemecTBo;
2. secluded — yashirin /ckpbITHBI;
3. remittance — pul o’tkazmasi /neHeXHbIN TIEPEBOT

Exercises and Assignments on the Text

Assignment ANe 1.Give English equivalents for the following words and expressions from
the text and use them in the sentences of your own.

iste’dodli olim /onapeHHbIit yueHbId —

0’ziga his giladi /ucnieITEIBacT Ha cede —

1
2
3. mahalliy mehmonxona / MmectHas roctuHHIA /—
4

ehtimol gandaydir tajribalarni amalga oshirgan bo’lishi kerak / nomxHo ObITE
IIpOoACIbIBA]I KAKUC-TO OIIBITHI —

5. muloyimroq bo’lishingiz mumkin edi / Mmor;u ObI OBITH U TIOBEKITHBES —

bintni yechmoq / paz6unatoBath —

hushidan ketdi / morepsuta cosnanue —

qo’lkishanni oldi /mocTan Hapy4YHUKH —

6
7.
8.
9

gap (masala) shundaki /zeno B ToMm, uto —

10. kishi nima sodir bo’layatganligini anglab yetishidan oldin / mpex e 4em kro-1100
YCIICJI MMOHATBH, UTO ITPOUCXOAUT —

11. og’rigdan gichqirdi / 3axpuuain ot 601 —

12. birumrga ko’zdan g’oyib bo’ldi / ucues naBcerma —

Assignment e 2. Write from the text Uzbek or Russian equivalents of the giving below
English words and phrases and write to each three sentences

arouse suspicion (much talk, interest) —
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spy on smb. —

stare at smb. —

in an angry (pleading) voice —

spread in no time —

push one’s way through the crowd —

let smb. go —

shriek with joy —

hold smb./smth. fast —

Assignment Mo 3.Reply to the next questions
1) Who is the main character of the story?
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2) Why did he come to a small provincial town?

3) Why did Griffin's behaviour arouse the suspicion of the inn-keepers?

4) What was Griffin occupied with one day?

5) Why did not Mrs. Hall answer the bell?

6) What did she bring Griffin instead of breakfast? In what manner did she speak?

7) What were Mrs. Hall’s claims?

8) Describe the behaviour of the people in the bar when Griffin took off his spectacles and
removed the bandages?

9) Who entered the stranger's room some minutes later?

10) What instructions did the constable have?

11) In what way did Griffin manage to escape from the hands of the police?

Assignment M 4.Retell the story by the name of 1) Griffin, 2) Miss Hall, 3) One of the
visitors of the bar

Assignment M 5.Get ready to discuss the next themes with your classmates and teacher.
Make up a plan

1. The society of a small provincial town was very marrow-minded. Give the facts from
the text to prove it.

2. Do you agree that it was difficult for a progressive scientist like Griffin to work and
create among such people? Give your grounds.

Assignment e 6.Retell the story using 15 sentences

Assignment ANe 7.Make up a dialog between Miss Hall and a strange man, between
Griffin and constable
Assignment A2 8.Find the irregular verbs from the text and fill the table giving their
forms
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Assignment M 9.Find in the text all modal verbs sentences which after them used
Perfect Infinitive.

Assignment M 10.Make up 15 reproach sentences, using next model You might have
been more polite.

Assignment AN 11.Give a question to the matched words

1) Several times violent smashing of bottles was heard.

2) Mrs. Hall shrieked and fell down unconscious as she saw that the man had no
head.

3) The news of the headless man spread all the way down the street in no time.

4) Mr. Hall must have been to the police to bring help.

Assignment M 12.Find from the text all sentences which belong to direct speech and
write them in indirect speech
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Unit 19
NO STORY by O. Henry

| was doing work on a newspaper.
One day Tripp came in and leaned on my table.

Tripp was something in the mechanical department. He was about twenty-five and looked
forty. Half of his face was covered with short, curly red whiskers that looked like a door-
mat. He was pale and unhealthy and miserable and was always borrowing sums of money
from twenty-five cents to a dollar. One dollar was his limit. When he leaned on my table
he held one hand with the other to keep both from shaking. Whisky.

"Well, Tripp," said I, looking up at him rather impatiently, "how goes it?"' He was looking
more miserable than | had ever seen him.

"Have you got a dollar?" asked Tripp looking at me with his dog-like eves.

That day | had managed to get five dollars for my Sunday story. "I have,"” said I; and again
| said, "I have," more loudly, "and four besides. And | had hard work getting them. And |
need them all.”

"l don't want to borrow any," said Tripp, "I thought you'd like to get a good story. I've got
a really fine one for you. It'll probably cost you a dollar or two to get the stuff. | don't want
anything out of it myself."”

"What is the story?" | asked.

"It's girl. A beauty. She has lived all her life on Long Island and never saw New York City
before. | ran against her on Thirty-fourth Street. She stopped me on the street and asked
me where she could find George Brown. Asked me where she could find George Brown in
New York City! What do you think of that?! | talked to her. It's like this. Some years ago
George set off for New York to make his fortune. He did not reappear. Now there's a
young farmer named Dodd she's going to marry next week. But Ada — her name's Ada
Lowery — couldn't forget George, so this morning she saddled a horse and rode eight miles
to the railway station to catch the 6.45 a.m. train. She came to the city to look for George.
She must have thought the first person she inquired of would tell her where her George
was! You ought to see her! What could I do? She had paid her last cent f or her railroad
ticket. | couldn't leave her in the street, could 1?7 | took her to a boarding-house. She has to
pay a dollar to the landlady. That's the price per day."

"That's no story,"” said |. "Every ferry-boat brings or takes away girls from Long Island."

Tripp looked disappointed. "Can't you see what an amazing story it would make? You
ought to get fifteen dollars for it. And it'll cost you only four, so you'll make a profit of
eleven dollars."

"How will it cost me four dollars?" | asked suspiciously.
"One dollar to the landlady and two dollars to pay the girl's fare back home."
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"And the fourth?" | inquired.

"One dollar to me," said Tripp. "Don't you see,” he insisted, "that the girl has got to get
back home today?"

And then | began to feel what is known as the sense of duty. In a kind of cold anger | put
on my coat and hat. But | swore to myself that Tripp would not get the dollar.

Tripp took me in a street-car to the boarding-house. | paid the fares.

In a dim parlour a girl sat crying quietly and eating candy out of a paper bag. She was a
real beauty. Crying only made her eyes brighter.

"My friend, Mr. Chalmers. He is a reporter,” said Tripp "and he will tell you, Miss
Lowery, what's best to do."

| felt ashamed of being introduced as Tripp's friend in the presence of such beauty. "Why —
er — Miss Lowery," | began feeling terribly awkward, "will you tell me the circumstances
of the case?"

"Oh," said Miss Lowery, "there aren't any circumstances, really. You see, everything is
fixed for me to marry Hiram Dodd next Thursday. He's got one of the best farms on the
Island. But last night I got to thinking about G — George —"

"You see, | can't help it. George and | loved each other since we were children. Four years
go he went to the city. He said he was going to be a policeman of a railroad president or
something. And then he was coming back for me. But | never heard from him any more.
And | — I — liked him."

"Now, Miss Lowery," broke in Tripp, "you like this young man, Dodd, don't you? He's all
right, and good to you, isn't he?"

"Of course | like him. And of course he's good to me. He's promised me an automobile
and a motorboat. But somehow | couldn't help thinking about George. Something must
have happened to him or he would have written. On the day he left, he got a hammer and a
chisel and cut a cent into two pieces. | took one piece and he took the other, and we
promised to be true to each other and always keep the pieces till we saw each other again.
I've got mine at home. | guess | was silly to come here. | never realised what a big place it
Is."

Tripp broke in with an awkward little laugh. "Oh, the boys from the country forget a lot
when they come to the city. He may have met another girl or something. You go back
home, and you'll be all right.”

In the end we persuaded Miss Lowery to go back home. The three of us then hurried to the
ferry, and there | f ound the price of the ticket to be but a dollar and eighty cents. | bought
one, and a red, red rose with the twenty cents for Miss Lowery. We saw her aboard her
ferry-boat and stood watching her wave her handkerchief at us. And then Tripp and | f
aced each other,

"Can't you get a story out of it?"" he asked. "Some sort of a story?"
"Not a line," said I.
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"I'm sorry," he said quietly. There was disappointment in his tone. Tripp unbuttoned his
shabby coat to reach for something that had once been a handkerchief. As he did so | saw
something shining on his cheap watch-chain. It was the half of a silver cent that had been
cut in halves with a chisel.

"What?!" | exclaimed looking at him in amazement.
"Oh yes," he replied. "George Brown, or Tripp. What's the use?"

Exercises and Assignments on the Text

Assignment ANe 1.Give English equivalents for the following words and expressions from
the text and use them in the sentences of your own

. sariq bakenbardlar / perxue 6akenGap b —

. titramasliklari uchun / uro0s1 oHM He ApOKATH —

. sabirsizlik bilan / ¢ mHerepriennem—

A~ W DN P

. itlarga xos sadoqgat ko’zi bilan / mo-co6aubu rpeaHHBIMY TJTa3aMH —

o1

. ma’lumot olish uchun / 9To6sI MOTy4YHTH MaTepHaT—

. U gaytmadi / oH He BepHYJICS —

. birinchi uchragan / nepBebrit BcTpeunsIii —

. shubhali / momo3purensHo —

6
7
8
9

. qaytish chiptasini to’lash / omaruts 0OpaTHBIi OHTeT—

10. burch hissi / ayBcTBO mONra —

11. 0’ziga so’z berdi / moksiics cebe —

12. ish vaziyati / o6¢cTosTeabCTBa €A —

13. ishonttirishdi / yoemmmm —

14. ikkilanishsiz / 6e3 xonebanuii —

Assignment Me 2.Write from the text Uzbek or Russian equivalents of the giving below
English words and phrases and write to each three sentences

look pale (miserable, unhealthy) —

borrow smth. —
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run against smb. —

make one’s fortune —

look disappointed —

make a profit of —

feel ashamed of smth. (doing smth.) —

hear from smb. —

be true to smb. —

look at smb. in amazement —
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feel awkward —

Assignment AN 3. Reply to the next questions

1) Describe Tripp and say how he made his living.

2) What was Tripp in the habit of?

3) Why did Chalmers look up at Tripp impatiently when he came in?

4) What did Tripp tell Chalmers about the girl he had met in the street?

5) Why did Chalmers refuse to write a story about the girl?

6) Describe Ada and explain why Chalmers felt ashamed in her presence?

7) Prove that Ada really loved George.

8) Why did Tripp ask Ada if Dodd was good to her?

9) What made Chalmers give Tripp the dollar in the end?

Assignment Mo 4.Retell the story by the name of 1) Tripp, 2) Mr. Chalmers, 3) Ada
Lowery

Assignment e 5.Work on the text. Get ready to discuss with teacher and other members
of your group next themes. Make up a plan

1. Why did not Tripp tell Ada who he was? What do you think prevented him from
returning to his native village? Do you consider his behaviour in this situation right? Give
your grounds.
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2. Do you think this story happy or sad? Is the unexpected end of the story typical of
O. Henry? Could you think of another end of the story?
3. Comment on the title of the story.

4, Describe Tripp’s life in New York during those four years.

Assignment AN 5.Retell the story using 15 sentences

Assignment ANe 7. Find the irregular verbs from the text and fill the table giving their
forms

Assignment e 8. Find all the sentences with Gerund and Participle in the text.
Underline the verbs, after which is used Gerund.

Assignment M 9.Give the correct form of the gerund to the verbs in the bracket

1) I hate (borrow) money, I prefer (lend) money.

?

2) Chalmers avoided (lend) money to Tripp.
?

3) Chalmers could not help (feel) awkward when he was introduced to Ada.

2
4) It's no use (try) to persuade him.

?
5) He was ashamed of (behave) like this.

?

6) To Tripp's disappointment the reporter said the stuff was not worth (put) in a story.
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7) When Ada spoke about George she couldn't help (cry).

8) Ada was looking forward to (meet) George in New York.

Assignment AMel0. Find from the text all sentences which belongs to direct speech and
write them to indirect speech

Unit 20

THE EXPLOSION from The Citadel by A. J. Cronin

Adnrew Manson, a young inexperienced doctor, has come to work in a small miners town
in Wales. His very first case proves to be typhoid. Andrew is terribly anxious, especially
when the disease begins to spread. He is at a loss what to do and turns for advice to Philip
Denny, a doctor who has been living in the town for some time.

Andrew gazed at Denny, burning to ask a dozen questions.

"You've got cases too?" he asked anxiously.

"Four! All in the same area as yours," Denny paused. "One day, very soon, we're going to
have an outbreak of an epidemic. It's the main sewer that's to blame. It leaks like the devil,
and poisons half the wells of the town. I've hammered at the Health Officer about it till I'm
tired." His tone was cold and bitter.

"It's shame!" Andrew burst out. "I wish he were here and knew what we know."
Denny shrugged his shoulders, "It's no use."
There was a silence. Andrew got up from his seat at the table and moved towards the door.

"I'm much obliged for the information. From now on every drop of water in the area is
going to be boiled."

"It's the Health Office who ought to be boiled," muttered Denny.

During the weeks that followed Andrew slaved joyfully. He loves his work and counted
himself fortunate to have such an opportunity so early in his career. He worked tirelessly
with all the fire of his passionate nature. He only wished he could do more.

Then, unexpectedly, Denny rang him up. Manson! Can you come to my place at three
o'clock? It's important.”

Denny received him in silence with a gloomy eye and a darkened forehead. "One of my
patients died this morning. | have two new cases of typhoid." He spoke quietly, with a
still, cold rage.
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"We must write to the Ministry of Health," said Andrew.

"We could write a dozen letters,” Denny said bitterly. "It's a waste of time No! I've thought
it all out. There's only one way to make them build a new sewer."

"How?" asked Andrew eagerly.
"Blow up the old one!"

For a second Andrew wondered if Denny had taken leave of his senses. He stared at him in
terrified astonishment, then he muttered, "There'll be no end of trouble — if it's found out."”

Denny glanced up him, "You needn't come in with me, if you don't want to."

"Oh, I'm coming in with you," Andrew answered slowly. Immediately he wished he had
not said those words.

All that afternoon Andrew went about his work regretting the promise he had giving. He
was a madman, this Denny, who would, sooner or later, get him into serious trouble. It
was a terrible thing that he now proposed. If discovered, they might get struck off the
Medical Register. Andrew was seized with horror at the thought of his beautiful career
suddenly cut short, ruined. He cursed Denny violently, swore a dozen times that he would
not go.

Yet, for some strange reason, he would not, could not draw back.

At eleven o'clock that night Denny and he started out in company with Hawkins, Denny's
dog, for the main manhole of the sewer.

The two men and the dog moved along the deserted street. In the pocket of his overcoat
Denny had six sticks of dynamite. Andrew carried six empty tins, each with a hole in the
lid, an electric torch, and a length of fuse.

Immediately they reached the manhole they set to work, raising the rusty iron cover which
had not been disturbed for years.

They slipped a stick of dynamite in each tin, cutting fuses and attaching them. One by one
the tins were dropped into he ill-smelling depths. In the light of a match Andrew saw
Denny's pale hard face, his own shaking hands.

As the last tin went in with its short fuse burning, the dog took it into its head to hunt a rat.
They chased the dog and captured it, expecting an explosion beneath their feet. Then
swiftly the cover was flung back, and they raced madly up the street.

They had scarcely reached the corner when bang the first tin exploded.
"By God ! We've done it!" exclaimed Andrew.
Then swiftly the explosions followed: two, three, four, five, and the last.

Doors and windows were flung open, people ran out of their houses. In a minute the street
was crowded. A party of men set out with lanterns to explore. Under cover of the darkness
and the noise Denny and Manson slipped away. Before eight o'clock next morning the
Health Officer arrived upon the scene by car, nervous and frightened.
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Wiping his forehead he approached Denny who, with Manson, stood amongst the crowd.
For a moment Andrew felt uncomfortable.

But it did not enter the Officer's mind to suspect anybody.

"It's a mystery to me how it all happened. We'll have to get that new sewer for you straight
off now," was all he said.

NOTES:

1. sewer — kanalizatsion quvur / xananu3arpioHHas Tpyoa;
2. to be struck off the Medical Register — to have no further right to practise as a doctor.

Exercises and Assignments on the Text

Assignment M 1.Give English equivalents for the following words and expressions from
the text and use them in the sentences of your own.

shaxtyorlar shaharchasi/ maxrepckuii ropooK —

foydasiz / 6ecrniosie3Ho —

shu ondan boshlab / ¢ a3Toro MmomenTa—

jon dili bilan ishlardi / Tpyausics ¢ y1oBoIbCTBHEM —

foydasiz vaqt yo’qotish / mycras Tpata BpeMeHu —

portlatmoq / B3opBath —

u jinni bo’lib qolmadimikan / ue comes u oH ¢ yma —

ertami kechmi / paro wiu mo3qHo —

© oo N o Ok 0dE

tushunarsiz sabab bilan / mo HenonsiTHO# MpuuMHE —

|
©

zanglagan temir qopqoq / p>kaBas »eJe3Hasi KpbIIIKa —

|
=

itning miyasiga keldi / cobake npwuIio B rosoBy —

|
N

tun ostida / mox mokpoBOM HOYM —

13. miyasiga kelmadi / He mpuIuIO B rOJI0BY—

Assignment N2 2.Write from the text Uzbek or Russian equivalents of the giving below
English words and phrases and write to each three sentences

be at a loss —

turn to smb. for advice (help) —
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it is ... that is to blame —

shrug one’s shoulders —

to have an opportunity to do smth. —

regret smth. —

get smb. into trouble —

be/feel nervous (frightened, uncomfortable) —

suspect smb. —

cut smb.(smth.) short —
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be seized with horror —

Assignment N2 3.Reply to the next questions
1) Who was Andrew Manson?

2) What troubled Andrew and made him turn for advice to Philip Denny?

3) What was the real cause of the spreading of the disease in the town?

5) Andrew insisted that every drop of water should be boiled. Could it put an end to
the epidemic?

5) Why did Denny refuse to write a letter to the Ministry of Health?

6) Why did Andrew think that Denny had taken leave of his senses?

7) Why did Andrew regret that he had giving the promise to go with Denny? Illustrate
your answer by the text.

8) What do you think made Andrew go with Denny in the end?

9) What did they both risk in case they were discovered?

10) What was the result of their “experiment”?

Assignment Me 4.Retell the story by the name of 1) Denny, 2) Andrew 3) Ministry of
Health

Assignment M 5.Work on the text. Get ready to discuss with teacher and other members
of your group next themes. Make up a plan
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Denny and Andrew risked their careers. What do you think make them run such a great
risk? Can you call them real doctors?

1.  Who was responsible for the situation in the town? What can you say about the role
of the Health Officer in the described events? Compare his behaviour with the behaviour
of the young doctors.

2. Compare the characters of Denny and Andrew. What did they have in common?
What did they differ in? Who to your mind was a stronger personality? Give your grounds.

Assignment M 6.Retell the story using 15 sentences

Assignment N2 7.Find the irregular verbs from the text and fill the table giving their
forms

Assignment M 9.Give a question to the matched words
1) Andrew was seized with horror at the thought of his career suddenly cut short.

?
2) In the pocket of his overcoat Denny had six sticks of dynamite.
?
3) A party of men set out with lanterns to explore.
?
4) Before eight o'clock the Health Officer arrived upon the scene by car.
?
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Assignment M 10.Find from the text all the sentences which belong to direct speech and
write them in indirect speech

Assignment ANe 11.Try make up sentences using next models
1) It never entered my mind...

?
2) You’ll get into trouble if...

?
3) From now on...

?
4) | count myself fortunate to...

?
5) We were at a loss. ..

?
Assignment ANe 12.Change the sentences using the verb wish.
1) Andrew regretted that he had agreed to help Denny.

?
2) “It 1s impossible to stop the epidemic”, Andrew thought.

?
3) It is a pity the Health Officer did not respond to their information.

?
4) Andrew regretted that he did not have enough time for work.

?
5) Andrew was sorry that Denny had suggested such a plan.

?

6) When the Health Officer approached Andrew, the young man regretted everything
he had done.
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