[loKyMeHT NoAnucaH NpoCToil 3NeKTPOHHOM NOANMUCHI0
NHbopmaums o Bnagenbue:

®NO: HaymoBa Hatanus AnekcfpPRIMIC TEPC TR
ﬂoanogﬁaé PekTo

C APCTBCHHOC aH
era oD SACPAAPHOS TOEY A
YHMKANbHbI NPOrpaMMHBbIiA KJ'IIOH“@‘ CYI[APCT

6b5279da4e034bf679172803da5b7b5 58K DY AP

O MIPOCBEIIEHNST POCCUMCKON ®EJIEPAITUN
TOHOMHOC O6pa30BaTeHBHOG YUPECKACHUC BBICILICTO 06p330BaHI/I$[

BEHHBII1 YHUBEPCUTET ITPOCBEIIEHUS»
'TBEHHBIN YHUBEPCUTET IPOCBELLEHUS)

Kagenpa nHOCTpaHHBIX SI3bIKOB

YTBEPXIEH
Ha 3ace/laHuu Kadeapbl HHOCTPAHHBIX SI3BIKOB
[Tpotokon ot « 04 » anpenst 2024 1., Ne 10

o —
3aB. kadenpoii & / Cappruena JI.B.

®OHJT
OLIEHOYHBIX CPEJICTB

10 JUCIUTUTHHE (MOJTYJIIO)
[IpakTHKa aHTJIMICKOTO S3bIKA

Hanpasnenue noarorosku: 44.03.05 Ilenarorudeckoe oOpa3zoBaHue (C AByMs

[Tpoduib: Pycc

npOoGUISIMHI TTIOATOTOBKH )

KU A3bIK U MHOCTPAHHBIN (aHMIHICKUIN) S3BIK

MpeITuim
2024



Conepxanue

1.IlepeueHs KOMITETEHIINI C YKa3aHUEM 3TAOB UX ()OPMUPOBAHUS B MPOIIECCE
OCBOEHHMS 00pa30BaTEIbLHOM
01 010) 0 Y 1Y 1 O

2. OnrcaHue noKas3aTeyiel 1 KPUTEPUEB OLICHUBAHUS KOMIIETEHIIMI Ha
Pa3JIMYHBIX dTanax ux GOpPMUPOBAHUS, ONTMCAHUE KA
()1 (5380%0:7:) 504 ¢ S

3. KoHTpoJIbHBIE 3aJaHUs WU UHBIE MaTepHUalibl, HEOOXOUMBIE JIsl OLICHKU
3HAHUM, YMEHU, HABBIKOB U (WJIM) OMbITA JIEATEIIbHOCTH, XapaKTEPHU3YIOIINX
3Tanbl POPMUPOBAHUS KOMIIETEHIIUN B MPOIIECCE OCBOEHHUS 00pa30BaTeIbHON
IPOTPAMMEBIL. . ...

4. Meroauyeckue MaTeprallbl, ONPEAEIAIONINE TPOLEAYPhl OLIEHUBAHUS
3HAaHUN, YMEHUH, HABBIKOB U (MJIM) ONBITA AESTENbHOCTH, XapaKTEPU3YIOIINUX
ATanbl GOPMUPOBAHUS

KOMITETCHIIHM . . .« et tuttentt et et e et e et e e e e e et et et e e e e e et eanee e as

...............






1.Ilepeyenb KOMIETEeHIHI ¢ yKa3aHHeM 3TanoB uX GOPpMHUPOBAHHS B NMpoliecce 0CBOEHHUSA

00pa3oBaTeJILHON MPOrPaMMbI

Kox n HauMeHoBaHNe KOMIIETEHITNN

Otanbl popMHpOBaHUs

YK-4. CriocoOeH oCyIecTBIATh JEI0BYHO
KOMMYHUKAIIUIO B YCTHOM ¥ MUCbMEHHOM (hopmax Ha
roCyIapCcTBEHHOM sA3bIke Poccuiickoit @epepanuu u
MHOCTpPaHHOM (BIX) A3BIKE (aX).

1. Pabota Ha yueOHBIX 3aHATHUSIX
2. CamocTtosiTenbHas paboTa

YK-5.CnocobeH BocprHUMATE KyJIBTYPHOE
pa3HOOOpa3ue OOIIECTBA B COIUATBLHO-UCTOPUUCCKOM,
3TUYECKOM U PHIO0CO(PCKOM KOHTEKCTaX

1. Pabota Ha yueOHBIX
3aHATHAX
2. CamocrosiTenpHas pabora

IIK-1.CniocobeH ocBanBaTh M UCHOIB30BATh 1. PaboTa Ha y4eOHBIX 3aHATHUAX
TEOPETUUYECKUE 3HAHUS U MIPAKTUIECKUE YMEHUS U
HaBBIKU B ITPEJMETHOM 00JIaCTH NPH PELIEHUU 2. CamocrositenbHas pabora

npodeccuoHaNbHbIX 33124

2.0nucanue moka3aTejieil U KPUTepPUEB OIEHMBAHUS KOMIETEHIMIi HA Pa3IMYHBIX
Tanax ux GopMHpPOBAHHSA, ONNUCAHME IIKAJ OLleHUBAHUS

Oue | Yposenn Oran Onucanue nokasareneu Kpurepun [Mkana
HuBa | chopmupo- | hpopmupo- OIICHUBAHMS OIICHUBAHMS
e- BaHHOCTH BaHUSA
MBIC
KOMIT
eTeH-
002071
YK-4 | [Toporossrit | 1. PaboTa | 3HaTh: OCHOBHYIO Bemonnenne | Hlkana
Ha YYEOHBIX (haKTOIOTHUECKYIO JICKCHKO- OIICHUBAHUS
RAHSTUIX UHPOPMALIUHU O KyJIbTYpe IrpaMMaTHYECK | JEKCHKO-
2 Camocross | AHIVIOA3BIMHBIX CTPaH UX TECTOB rpaMMaTH4eCcK
[Tonumars: Dcce Oro TecTa,
ClbHaA CTPOEHHUE S3BIKOBOU IIpoexr 1IKaja
pabota KapTUHBI MUpPaA U (3ammra OLICHUBAHUS
B3aMMOCBSI3H €€ OTJIENIbHBIX | MPE3eHTalluK) | IKaja
KOMIIOHEHTOB VYCTHBIN OTBET | OLIEHUBAHUSA
VYMETh: COITOCTABIIATE acce, IKaja
0a30Bbl€ KOHIIETITHI OLICHUBAHUS
Pa3IMYHBIX KyJIbTYP IIPOEKTa
(3amura




MIPE3CHTAIINH ),
[IKaja

OLICHUBAHUS
YCTHOTO
OTBETa
[TponBu- 1. Pabota | .3HaTh: OCHOBHYIO Bemonnenne | [lkana
HYTBIN Ha yueOHBIX (aKTOJIOTHUECKYIO JIEKCUKO- OLICHUBAaHU
RAHSTUSX nH(pOpPMALIIHU O KYJIbType IrpaMMaTHYECK | JIEKCHKO-
2 Camocross | AHTVIOA3BIYHBIX CTPAH UX TECTOB rpaMMaTH4eCcK
[lonumars: Occe Oro TecTa,
ClbHAA CTPOEHHUE S3BIKOBOU [Ipoexr 1IKaja
pabora KapTUHBI MUPA U (3amura OLICHUBAHUS
B3aMMOCBSI3H €€ OTAENbHBIX | IPE3eHTALMM) | IIKaja
KOMIIOHEHTOB VY CTHBIN OTBET | OLICHUBAHUS
VYMeTh: COITOCTaBIIATE acce, IKaja
0a30Bble KOHLIENITHI OLICHUBaHUS
Pa3IUYHbIX KyJIbTYp IIPOEKTa
Bnanets: (3amuTa
CIOCOOHOCTBIO MPUMEHUTh IPE3EeHTalNN)
MIOJIy4E€HHBIE 3HaHUS U , IKana
YMEHHMSI Ha IPAKTHKE OLICHUBAHUS
YCTHOTO
OTBETa
VK- | Iloporossiii | 1. Paborana | 3HaTb: Bemonnenne | Hlkanma
5. yueOHBIX | OCHOBHbIC (pOHETHYECKHE, JIEKCHUKO- OLICHUBaHUs
sapgTHsx | JEKCHYECKHE, IrpaMMaTHYECK | JEKCHKO-
2 Camocrosr | TPAMMATHIECKHE 1 UX TECTOB rpaMMaTHYECK
CJI0BOOOpA30BaTENIbHbIE Occe Oro TecTa,
ClIbHaA SIBIIEHUA U 3aKoHOMepHOCTH | [Ipoekr HIKaJa
padoTa (GYHKIIMOHUPOBAHHUSI (3ammra OLICHUBAHUS
aHIJIMICKOTO SI3bIKA B €70 MIpEe3eHTAlMK) | IIKana
CTHJINCTUYECKHUX VYCTHBIN OTBET | OLICHUBAHUS
Pa3HOBUIHOCTSX; HOPM Jcce, IKaa
AHTJIMHCKOTO SI3bIKA B OLICHUBAHUS
npezenax ero OCHOBHBIX IIPOEKTa
BapHaHTOB; HOPM PEUYEBOTO (3amura
JTUKETA, MOJEIIEN MIpe3eHTALNH )
BepOaJIbHOTO U , lIKaa
HeBepOaTbHOIO MOBEICHUS OLICHUBAHUS
HOCHTENIEH sI3bIKa B YCTHOT'O
pa3IUYHbIX OTBETa
KOMMYHHKAITUOHHBIX
CUTYalUsX;

OCHOB aHaJIn3a
XYyJ0KECTBEHHOI'O TEKCTA
YMers:

MIPUMEHSATH MTOJTYyYEHHBIE
3HaHUS B YCTHOM U
MUCbMEHHOW pEYU Ha
M3y4aeMOM SI3bIKE B
PA3JIMYHBIX CUTYALUIX
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00IIIeHNs; MPOBOAUTH
MHOT'0QCIICKTHBIM aHaIn3
YCTHOM ¥ MMCBMEHHOM pedun
Ha aHTIJIMHUCKOM SI3BIKE;
aHAIM3UPOBATh U
UHTEPIPETUPOBATH TEKCT
XyJI0KECTBEHHOTO
MIPOU3BEICHUS Ha
M3y4aeMOM SI3bIKE

[IponBu-
HYTBIN

1. Pabota
Ha y4eOHBIX
3aHSATUSX
2.

Camoct
OSITeJIbHAS
pabora

3HaTh:

OCHOBHBIC (DOHETHUYECKHE,
JICKCUYECKHE,
rpaMMaTHYECKUE 1
CJIIOBOOOpAa30BaTEIIbHBIC
SIBJICHUS] U 3aKOHOMEPHOCTH
(yHKIMOHUPOBAHUS
aHTJIMMCKOTO SI3BIKa B €r0
CTHJIMCTHYCCKHX
Pa3HOBUIHOCTSX; HOPM
aHTJIMMCKOTO SI3bIKa B
npezeax ero OCHOBHBIX
BApUAHTOB; HOPM PEUYEBOTO
J9TUKETA, MOJICIICH
BepOaIbHOTO U
HeBepOATBHOTO MTOBEICHUS
HOCHUTEJICH S3bIKa B
pa3ITUYHBIX
KOMMYHHUKAITMOHHBIX
CUTYaIUsX;

OCHOB aHalln3a
XYJI0)KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa
VYMeTn:

MPUMEHSTD MOTYYEHHBIE
3HaHUSA B YCTHOU U
MUCbMEHHOW peun Ha
M3y4aeMOM SI3bIKE B
Pa3IMYHBIX CUTYaAUAX
0OIIeHHs; TPOBOIUTH
MHOT'0ACIICKTHBIN aHaJIN3
YCTHOM U MUCBMEHHOM peun
Ha aHTIJIMMCKOM SI3BIKE;
aHaJIM3UPOBATh U
WHTEPIPETUPOBATH TEKCT
XYJ10)KECTBEHHOTO
MPOM3BENICHUS Ha
M3y4aeMOM SI3bIKE
Bnanets:

HaBBIKAMH YCTHOTO
(mmamoruyeckas u
MOHOJIOTHYECKasl Peub) U
HACBMEHHOI'0 OOIIEHNS Ha
AHTJIMMCKOM SI3BIKE B

Brinonnenue
JIEKCUKO-
rpaMMaTH4ecK
WX TECTOB
Occe

IIpoexr
(3amuTa
MIPE3CHTAIINH )
VYcTHBINM OTBET

[MIxana
OIICHUBAHUS
JICKCUKO-
TpaMMaTH4YECK
Oro TecTa,
IKaJa
OLICHUBAHU
IIKana
OLCHUBAaHU A
scce, MKana
OIICHUBAHUS
MpOeKTa
(3amuTa
MIPE3CHTAIINHN )
, IIIKana
OLCHUBAHUA
YCTHOTO
OTBeETa




npodeccuoHabHOM cepe
pu 00yueHUH
AHTJIMHACKOMY SI3BIKY

IIK- | [Toporossrii | 1. Pabora | 3nars: Bemonnenne | Hlkana
1 Ha y4eOHBIX OCHOBHBIC (DOHETHYECKHUE, JIEKCHUKO- OLICHUBAHHUS
SAHSTHIX JIEKCUYECKHE, rpaMMaTH4eCK | JIEKCHKO-
9 rpaMMaTHYECKUX U HX TECTOB rpaMmaTH4ecK
CJI0BOOOpa30BaTeNIbHbIE Occe Oro TecTa,
Camoct SIBJICHUS U 3aKOHOMepHOCTH | IIpoekr hIKasua
OATC/IbHA GYHKITMOHHUPOBAHHUS (3amura OLICHUBAHUS
pabora AHTJIMMCKOTO SI3bIKA B €T0 MPE3CHTAllUK) | IIKaJia
CTHJIMCTUYECKUX YCTHBIN OTBET | OLIEHUBAHUSA
Pa3HOBUAHOCTSAX; HOPM Jcce, mKana
AHTJIMICKOTO S3bIKA B OLICHUBAHMS
IpezeIIax ero OCHOBHBIX IIPOEKTa
BAPUAHTOB; HOPM PEYEBOTO (3amura
3TUKETA, MOJEIIEeH Mpe3CHTALINH )
BepOaIbHOTO U , lIIKaJa
HEBepOAIbLHOTO MOBEJCHUS OIICHUBAHUS
HOCHUTEJIEH SI3bIKa B YCTHOTO
Pa3IUYHBIX OTBETa
KOMMYHHUKAIITMOHHBIX
CUTYaIUsX;
OCHOB aHaJIn3a
XYJI0’KECTBEHHOT'O TEKCTa
YMersb:
MPUMEHSTD MOTYYEHHBIE
3HaHUSA B YCTHOU U
MHCbMEHHOW peur Ha
U3Y4aeMOM S3bIKE B
Pa3IUYHBIX CUTYAIUAX
00IIIeHNs; MPOBOJAUTH
MHOT'OACIIEKTHBINA aHAJIU3
YCTHOM Y MMCbMEHHOH peuu
Ha aHTIJIMMUCKOM SI3BIKE;
aHAIM3UPOBATh U
WHTEPIPETUPOBATH TEKCT
XYJ10’KECTBEHHOT O
IIPOU3BEJICHUS Ha
H3y4aEMOM SI3bIKE
IIponBu- 1. Pabora | 3natk: Bemonnenne | Hlkama
HYTBIN Ha yueOHBIX OCHOBHbIE (poHETHUECKHE, JIEKCHUKO- OLICHUBAHMS
RAHSTHSIX JIEKCUYECKHUE, rpaMMaTH4eCK | JIEKCUKO-
9 rpaMMaTHYECKUX U HX TECTOB rpaMmMaTH4ecK
CII0BOOOpa30BaTeIbHbIC Occe Oro TecTa,
Camoct SIBJIEHUS ¥ 3aKOHOMepHOCTH | [IpoekT IKasna
OATC/IbHAS (GYHKIIMOHUPOBAHHUSI (3ammra OLICHUBAHUS
pabora AHTJIMHACKOTO fA3bIKA B €T0 MPE3CHTAIMM) | ACCe, IIKaja
CTUIIMCTUYECKUX VYCTHBIN OTBET | OLICHUBAHUS
Pa3HOBUAHOCTSAX; HOPM IIPOEKTa
AHTJIMICKOTO S3bIKA B (3amura
Ipefiesiax ero OCHOBHBIX MIPE3CHTALINH)
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BapHaHTOB; HOPM PEYEBOTO
3TUKETa, MOJeIIeH
BepOaTbHOTO U
HEBEPOATHHOTO TTOBEACHUS
HOCHUTEJICH SI3bIKa B
Ppa3IUYHBIX
KOMMYHUKAITHOHHBIX
CUTYaIUsX;

OCHOB aHaJIu3a
XyJI0)KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTa
YMeTs:

MIPUMEHATD MOJTYYEHHBIE
3HaHUS B YCTHOU U
MUCHbMEHHOU peuu Ha
M3y4aeMOM SI3bIKE B
Pa3IUYHBIX CUTYAIUAX
0OIIIeHNsT; MPOBOAUTH
MHOT'0ACTIEKTHBIA aHATU3
YCTHOM ¥ MMCbMEHHOM peun
Ha aHTJIUHCKOM SI3BIKE;
aHAIM3UPOBATh U
UHTEPIPETUPOBATH TEKCT
XyJI0)KECTBEHHOTO
MIPOU3BEJICHUS Ha
M3y4aeMOM SI3bIKE
Biagers:

HABbIKAMH YCTHOTO
(nmanoruueckas u
MOHOJIOTHYECKasl peub) U
MUCHbMEHHOT0 OOILIECHUS Ha
AHTJIMHACKOM SI3BIKE B
npodeccuonanbHOi chepe
pu O0yYCHHUH
AHTJIMICKOMY SI3BIKY

, IIKana
OLICHUBAHUS
YCTHOTO
OTBETa

IlIkana oueHusanusl mecmuposarnui

Cemectp 41-60 % BepHBIX 61-80 % BepHBIX 81-100% BepHbIX
OTBETOB OTBETOB OTBETOB

4 1-2 Gamta 3-4 Gamta 5 OamioB

5 2-4 Gamta 5-7 6aioB 8 - 10 OamoB

6 1-2 Gamta 3-4 6amta 5 OamioB

7 2-4 Gamta 5-7 6amioB 10 6amtoB

8 8-12 Gamios 13-16 6amnoB 17- 20 6amnoB

9 8-12 Gamios 13-16 6amnos 17- 20 GannoB

A 8-12 b6amoB 13-16 6amnos 17- 20 6amnos




ITapaMeTpbl U KPUTEPHHU OLIEHKH 3CCe

No OrneHrBaeMEbIe TapaMeTPhl Kpurepun oneHkun OreHka B
/o Oamax
1. CooTBeTCTBHE COAEPIKAHUS - IOJTHOCTBIO COOTBETCTBYET MOCTABICHHOM 3
MIOCTABJICHHOW KOMMYHHUKATHBHOH | KOMMYHHKaTHBHOH 3a1aye;
3amaue - YaCTUYHO COOTBETCTBYET; 2
- MaJI0 COOTBETCTBYET; 1
- HE COOTBETCTBYET. 0
2. KadecTBO BBIBOIOB - MOJTHOCTBIO XapaKTEePHU3YIOT padoTy; 3
- HEYETKH; 2
- IMEIOTCS, HO HE JIOKAa3aHbI, 1
- BBIBOJIBI OTCYTCTBYIOT. 0
3. OpraHuzanus TeKCTa - TEKCT BBICTPOCH JIOTUYECKH U CTPYKTYPHO 5

COOTBETCTBYET OCHOBHBIM d3TaniaM pa6on>1;

- B TEKCTE OTCYTCTBYIOT JIOTHUECKUE CBSI3H MEXKTY 4

YacTSIMH U parMeHTaMH;

- HE BCE YaCTH TEKCTa COOTBETCTBYIOT dTaraM padotTer; | 3

- B TEKCTE OTCYTCTBYIOT 3HAUMMBIE YaCTH PaOOTHI 2

(BBEZICHHME WJIH BBIBOJIBI);

- BEIJICTICHHBIE 9aCTH HE COOTBETCTBYIOT ATAIlaM 1

paboTHI ¥ IJIOXO JIOTHYECKHU CBA3AHEL;

- CTPYKTYpa TEKCTa HE COOTBETCTBYET COACPIKAHHUIO. 0
4. Jlexcmaeckoe o(hopMIIEHHE pedH - aJIeKBaTHOCTH HICIIOJIE30BAHUS JICKCHKH B 3

COOTBETCTBHH C 33JJaHHON KOMMYHHUKaTUBHOMN
CHUTyalueH, COO0ACHUE JTEKCHIECKOI COUeTaeMOCTH,
HCIIOJIb30BAaHUE Y3yaJIbHBIX CIIOBOCOYETAHUM U
pa3Ho00pa3ue JEKCUUECKUX CPEJICTB;

- JIGKCUKa HE BIIOJHE aJIcKBaTHA KOMMYHHUKATHBHON 2
CUTYaIlUH, UCTIOJIB3YIOTCS B OCHOBHOM
TIOBTOPSIOIINECS JIEKCHYECKHUE SIUHHIIBL;

- OemHbIN BBIOOD JIEKCUKH, HE COOTBETCTBYIOIINN 1
KOMMYHUKATHBHON CHTYalnu;
- JomycKaeTcs 00JIbIIoe KOJIMYECTBO OMHOOK P 0
yNOTpeOIeHNH JIEKCUIECKUX CPEJICTB.
5. I'pammarugeckoe oopmIIeHNE - aJIeKBaTHOCTh ¥ Pa3HOOOpa3ue B HCIOJIB30BAaHUN 3
peun IpaMMaTHYECKHX CTPYKTYpP B COOTBETCTBHH C
3alaHHOW KOMMYHUKAaTUBHOM CUTyalluen;
- FpaMMaTHYECKHE CTPYKTYPHI HE BIIOTHE 2
COOTBETCTBYIOT 3a/JaHHON KOMMYHUKAaTUBHOI
CHUTYyallHH;
- FpaMMaTHYECKHe KOHCTPYKIINH HEMPaBIIHHO 1
Mo100paHbl, B HUX JOMYIIEHBI OMINOKH;
- pedb IpaMMAaTHYECKH He KOPPEKTHA. 0
6 Opdorpadust u myHKTYanus - IPaBHIBHOCTH Opdorpadaeckoro u 3

IMyHKTYallHOHHOTO O(OPMIICHYS;
- JONyIIEHBI HEKOTOPBIe OMMOKH B opdorpaduaeckom | 2
1 IyHKTYaIlHOHHOM O()OPMIICHIUH TEKCTa;

- MHOTOYHCJICHHBIE OIIMOKU B oporpaduueckom u 1
MMyHKTYallMOHHOM 0()OPMIICHHH TEKCTa,

- TEKCT HE YHUTAEM H3-3a OOJIBLIIOr0 KOJIMUECTBA 0
OIITHOOK.

Hroro:
MAaKCHMAaJIbHOE K0JIu4ecTBO 0aj1ioB: 20.




ITapaMeTpbl 1 KPUTEPHH OLEHKH MCCJIET0BATEIbCKOTO MPOEKTA

No
/1

OrneHuBaeMble TapaMeTphl

Kpurepuu oneHku

O1ieHKa B
Oamnax

IIpakTuueckast 3HaYUMOCTh

- IPOEKT UMEET BHICOKYIO MPAKTHYECKYIO 3HAYMMOCTb;
- POEKT UMEET HEKOTOPYIO MPAKTHICCKYIO
3HAYUMOCTH, HO HE OTJIMYACTCSI OPUTUHATIBHOCTHIO;

- IPOEKT UMeeT HEOOBIIYIO MPAKTUUECKYTO
3HaYMMOCTB, T.0. JUISl CAMUX YYaCTHUKOB;

- MPOEKT HE MMEET NMPAKTUUECKOW 3HAUUMOCTH.

3
2

CreneHb HAYYHOCTH

- BJaleHHE TEPMUHOJIOTMYECKHM arnapaToM
JVCIUIUTNHEL, TPaMOTHAs paboTa ¢ HayqHOH, yueOHOH
U CIPaBOYHOH JIUTEpaTypOH;

- HEJIOCTaTOYHOE BJIaJICHUE TCPMHUHOJIIOTHISCKUM
ammaparoM; 1-2 dakTudgeckue ommoOKH; y3Kas
TeopeTHdeckas 6a3za HCCIEeJOBaHNUS;

- cnaboe BlaJIeHHE TEPMUHOIOTHUECKUM alapaToM;
3-4 paxTHUeCKNX OMMOKH; OTPAaHMYCHHOE YHCIIO
HUCTOYHUKOB HHpopMarun (2-3);

- OTCYTCTBYET 3HAHUE U IOHUMAaHHE TEPMHHOB
JICHIUTUTHEL; ToycKaeTcst 6osee 4 hakTHISCKHX
oIMOO0K; BCE NCCIEIOBAaHNE CTPOUTCS Ha OJTHOM
HCTOYHHUKE.

Ipodeccnonanusm npu
BLITIOJIHEHUH JIEHCTBUN U
omnepanuit

- IpOEKTHas paboTa BEIIOIHEHA HA OUYCHB BEICOKOM
YpOBHE, OJIM3KOM K PO eCCHOHATBHBIM TPEOOBAHHSM,
- paboTa BBINOJIHEHA HA JOCTATOYHO BBICOKOM
npodeccrnoHaTbHOM YPOBHE,;

- YPOBEHb HEJOCTATOYHO BBICOK;

- paboTa BBINOJIHEHA HA HU3KOM YpPOBHE.

o P

Db HeKTHBHOCTD AEATEIEHOCTH
YYaCTHUKOB IpoekTa (padoTa B

rpymre)

- CTY/ICHT TIPOAYKTUBHO 1 3((PEKTHBHO pabOTaeT B
KOMaHze;

-CTYICHT AOCTaTOYHO IOJHO, HO 0€3 MHUIMATHUBEl U
TBOPYECKUX HAaXOJOK BBIIIOIHUI BO3JI0XKEHHOE HA
HEro 3a/laHue;

- CTY/ICHT BBITIOJTHI OOJIBIIYIO YacTh BO3JIOKEHHON Ha
HEro paboTEI;

- CTyZICHT NIPAKTUYECKH He paboTal B TpyHIIe, He
BBITIOJIHUJI BO3JIO)KCHHbIE HA HETO 3aJ1a4H, JIUIIb
TOJEKO HEKOTOPHIE TOPYIEHHUS.

[Ty6nuuHOe mpencTaBieHue
Pe3ybTaTOB MPOEKTHOM
JIeSITEIIBHOCTH

- CTYJEHT CBOOOIHO MPEACTaBISAET Pe3yIbTaThl CBOCH
JeATeTbHOCTH, CBOOOTHO OTBEUAET HA BOTIPOCHI,

- CTYJEHT OTBEUYAET Ha BOIIPOCHI, CBSI3aHHBIE C
MIPOEKTOM, HO HETOCTATOYHO TIOJTHO;

- CTYJEHT MOXKET OTBETUTD JIUIIb HA HEKOTOPhIE
BOIIPOCHI 10 IIPOEKTY;

- OTBETHI Ha BONPOCHI IO MPOEKTY 0OHAPYKUBAIOT
HENOHMMaHUe peAMeTa U OTCYTCTBUE OPUEHTALUY B
MaTepuaie.

SI3pIKOBOE O(hOpMIIEHHE POSKTA

- TEKCT COCTaBJIEH IPaMOTHO, BBIPA3UTEIBHO, IOTHYHO,
MHTEPECHO AJIs IIPEIIoNaraeMoro ajpecara;
OTCYTCTBYIOT CTHJIEBBIE M TPAMMATHUECKHIE OITHOKY,
CTPYKTypa, coliepxanue, popmar TeKcTa
COOTBETCTBYIOT T€ME IPOEKTA;

- IOITyCKAaIOTCSI OTJENbHBIE OMINOKH, JIOTHUECKUE U
CTHJIMCTUYECKHUE MOTPEIIHOCTH. TeKCT HeTOCTaTOUHO
JIOTMYECKU BBICTPOEH, UM 00OHApy>KUBAET
HEIOCTATOYHOE BJIAJICHHUE CTYICHTa PUTOPHICCKUMU
HaBBIKAMH;

- paboTa HanKMCcaHa B COOTBETCTBYIOIIEM CTHIIC, OJHAKO
JIOIYCKAIOTCSI 3HAYUTEIIBHBIE TPAMMAaTHYCCKUC
OINOKH; PUTOPUIECKHE HABBIKH
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IHIkana oyenusanus ycmnozo omeema (MOHOJI0ZUYECKOU peynt)

Kputepun ouneHuBaHmusi

Baaasl

KOMMYHI/IKaTI/IBHaH 3aaa4da HC pCIICHA. Bricka3niBanue CBOJUTCA K
OTACJIBbHBIM CJIOBaM U CJIOBOCOYCTAHHAM.

1

KoMMmyHmKaTHBHAS 3a7a4a He pelieHa. B BhICKa3bIBAHUU OTCYTCTBYIOT
JIOTUKA U CBSI3HOCTh. MICIoNIb3yeMbIe S3BIKOBEIC U PeUeBBIC CPEICTBA HE
COOTBETCTBYIOT cuTyanuu / Teme / npodneme. O0beM BbICKa3bIBAHUS
3HAYUTENILHO HIKE MPOrPaMMHBIX TpeOoBaHuii. Peub oueHb MeiieHHas,
CO 3HAYUTEIILHBIM KOJMYECTBOM Tay3. JlOMyIIeHo 3HaYuTeTHhHOE
KOJIMYECTBO OIIMOOK, MPEMATCTBYIOIIMX KOMMYHHUKAIIMH.

KommyHuKkaTHBHas 3a7jaya pelieHa 4acTUYHo. B BrICKa3pIBaHUN
OTCYTCTBYIOT JIOTHKA U TIOCJIEI0BATENILHOCTD U310KeHUs. OHO HOCUT
HE3aBEPILCHHBIN XapakTep. Vcronb3yeMbie sI3IKOBBIC U PEUEBBIC
CpEeZACTBA YacTO HE COOTBETCTBYIOT cuTyaluu / reme / mpodieme. O0bem
BBICKa3bIBaHUS 3HAUUTEIHHO HIDKE MPOTrpaMMHBIX TpeOoBaHuil. Peus He
Oermas, co 3HAYUTEIBLHBIM KOJINYECTBOM May3. KoMrencaTopHsie yMeHUs
HE UCTONB3YIOTCs. JlonmyIeHo 3HaunTeIbHOE KOJIHMYECTBO
MPOU3HOCUTENIBHBIX, IEKCUYECKUX M IPaMMaTHYECKUX OLIHOOK,
3aTPYAHAIOMUX KOMMYHHKAIIHIO.

KoMMmyHMKaTHBHAs 3a7a4a pelicHa YaCTUYHO. B BbICKa3bIBaHUU
3HAUUTENILHO HAapYILIEHA JIOTUKA U ITOCIIEI0BATENbHOCTD U310KeHUA. OHO
HOCHUT HE3aBEPLIEHHbIN XapaKTep, OTCYTCTBYET BhIBOJI. Vcronb3yemble
S3BIKOBBIC U PEUYEBBIE CPEACTBA HE BCETJa COOTBETCTBYIOT CUTYyalluu / TeMe
/ mpobieme. O0beM BbICKa3bIBAaHUS HUXKE TPOIPAMMHBIX TPEOOBaHUIA.
Peun He Oermast, CO 3HAUUTENBHBIM KOJIMYECTBOM May3. KommneHncaTopHble
YMEHHMsSI HE UCIOJIB3YIOTCS. JlOIyIeH psall NPOM3HOCUTEIbHBIX U
JIEKCUYECKHX OLIMOOK U 3HAYUTEIbHOE KOJIMYECTBO IPAMMATHYECKIX
OLINOOK, 3aTPYAHSIONIUX KOMMYHHKAIIHIO.

KoMMmyHMKaTHBHAS 337a4a pelieHa He OJHOCThI0. B BrIcKa3bIBaHUM
3HAYUTENILHO HAPYILIEHBI JIOTUKA U MOCIEN0BATEIbHOCTD U3JI0KECHHUS.
OTcyTCTBYET BBIBOJ, HE BBIPAXKEHO CBOE OTHOIICHUE K 00CyK1aeMoil Teme
/ mpobneme. Mcnonb3yeMble S36IKOBBIC M PEUEBBIC CPEACTBA HE BCET 1A
COOTBETCTBYIOT CUTyallMH / TeMe / MpobiieMe, OHU HET0CTaTOYHO
pa3HooOpa3Hbl. O0beM BBICKA3bIBAaHHSI HUXKE TPOrPAaMMHBIX TPEOOBaHUH.
Peus Henocrarouno Oerunas. KomnencaropHble yMeHUsl HE UCIIOIb3YHOTCS.
Jlony1ieH psii MPOU3HOCUTENBHBIX, TIEKCUYECKAX U TPAMMATHYECKUX
OLIMOOK, YACTUYHO BJIMSIOLINX Ha MMPOLECC KOMMYHUKAIMH.

KOMMYHI/IKaTI/IBHaSI 3aa4a B OCHOBHOM pPCIICHA. Bricka3piBanne HOCHT
SaBepHICHHBIﬁ XapaKTep, HO UMCIOTCA HApYUICHUS JIOTUKHA U
TIOCJIC/IOBATENILHOCTH U3JI0KeHH. OTCYTCTBYET BBIBOJI, HE BEIPAKEHO CBOE
OTHOIIEHHE K 00CyXk1aeMoii Teme / mpobiieme. Mcnonp3yemble S3bIKOBbIE
U peueBBIC CPEJICTBA HE BCET/Ia COOTBETCTBYIOT CUTyalnu / Teme /
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pobiemMe, OHU HEJOCTaTOYHO pa3Ho0Opa3Hbl. Mcronb3yemble CBA3yIOLIME
3JIEMEHTHI HE BCET/a aJeKBaTHBI perraemoii 3aiaue. O6beM BbICKa3bIBaHUS
HECKOJIbKO HMKE IPOTpaMMHBIX TpeboBaHmii. Peus HenocTarouno Oermas.
KomnencaropHble yMeHHsI HCIOIB3YIOTCS HEAOCTATOYHO. JlomyeH psij
MIPOU3HOCUTEINIbHBIX, JEKCUYECKUX M IPaMMaTHYECKHX OUIMOOK, YACTUYHO
BJIMSFOLIUX HA MIPOLIECC KOMMYHHUKALUU.

KommyHuKaTHBHAS 3a7a4a pelieHa OTHOCUTEIBHO MOIHO. Bricka3piBanue
HOCHUT 3aBEPUICHHBINA XapaKTep, HO UMEIOTCS He3HAUUTENIbHbIE HapyILICHHSI
JIOTMKH U TOCe0BaTeIbHOCTH. OTCYTCTBYET BBIBOJ, €CTh 3aTPy/IHEHUS B
BBIPQXCHHUH CBOETO OTHOIICHHS K 00CYXIaeMoii TeMe / mpodieme.
Hcnonb3yemble S3bIKOBBIE U PEYEBBIE CPENICTBA B OCHOBHOM
COOTBETCTBYIOT CUTyalluu / TeMe / mpobiieme, HO uX pasHooOpasue
orpanudeHo. Mcronb3yemple CBSI3YIONIIE JIEMEHTH B OCHOBHOM
a/IeKBaTHbI pemaemMoi 3ajiaue. O0beM BBICKa3bIBaHUS COOTBETCTBYET
IporpaMMHbIM TpeboBaHUsAM. Peub nocraTtouHo Oernas. B cioydae
3aTpyAHEHUH UCIIONB3YIOTCS KOMIIEHCATOPHbIE yMeHUs. J{omyieHsl
OTJIETbHBIE POU3HOCUTEIBHBIE, JICKCHIECKHE U TPAMMATHYECKUE OIITNOKH.

KommyHuKaTHBHAA 3a7jaua pelieHa OTHOCUTENbHO MOIHO. Bbicka3piBaHue
HOCHT 3aBEPLICHHBIN XapaKTep, HIOCTPOEHO JIOTUYHO U CBA3HO. EcTh
3aTpyAHEHUS B BBIPAXCHUH CBOETO OTHOILICHHS K 00CYyX1aeMoii Teme /
npobaeme. Mcnonb3yemble sI3bIKOBBIE U PEYEBBIE CPEJICTBA COOTBETCTBYIOT
cUTyalnuu / TeMe / mpobiemMe U BapbUPYIOTCS B Mpeienax U3y4eHHOTo
Matepuaia. Vcnosb3yeMble CBSI3yIOIINE AIEMEHTHl B OCHOBHOM
aznekBaTHbl. O0bEM BBICKa3bIBAHUS COOTBETCTBYET IPOIPAMMHBIM
TpeboBaHusAM. Peusb Gernas. B ciyuae 3aTpyJHEHUI UCTIONB3YIOTCS
KOMIIEHCATOpHbIE YMeHUs. JlonyIeHbl OT/AEIbHbIE IPOU3HOCUTEIBHBIE,
JIEKCUYECKHE U TpaMMaTHYECKHE OIUOKHU, HE MPENSTCTBYIOIINE
KOMMYHUKAIUH.

KoMMmyH#KaTHBHAS 337a4a pelieHa MOJHOCThIO. BhICKa3bIiBaHUE
MTOCTPOCHO JIOTHYHO U CBS3HO Y IMEET 3aBEPIICHHBIN XapaKTep.
BripakeHO cBOe OTHOIIIEHHE K 00CYK1aeMoil Teme / mpodieme.
Hcnonbk3zyembie S36IKOBBIE U PEUEBHIE CPEACTBA COOTBETCTBYIOT CUTYAIIUU
/ Teme / mpoOiieMe 1 BapbHPYIOTCA B IIpeiesiax H3yuyeHHOro MaTepuania.
Hcnonp3yroTest aiekBaTHBIE CBA3YOIIUE dJeMeHThl. OObeM BBICKa3bIBAHHSI
COOTBETCTBYET IPOrpaMMHBIM TpeOoBaHusiM. Peus Gernas. B cmyuae
HE0OXO0IMMOCTH UCTIONB3YIOTCSI KOMIICHCATOPHBIE YMEHUs. JlomyeHbI
€IMHUYHBIC TPOM3HOCUTEIILHBIC  TPAMMATHYCCKHAE OITNOKH, HE
MPETSATCTBYIONINE KOMMYHUKAIHH.

KoMMyHMKaTHBHAs 337a4a pelieHa MoJIHOCThI0. Bricka3piBaHMe
IIOCTPOEHO JIOTUYHO, CBSI3HO M UMEET 3aBEPILICHHBIN XapakTep. BeipaxeHo
CBOE OTHOIIEHHE K 00cyx1aeMoii TeMe / mpobiieme. Mcnonb3yemble
SI3BIKOBBIC M PEUEBBIC CPEJICTBA COOTBETCTBYIOT CUTYAIMH / Teme /
Ipo0JIeMe U BappUPYIOTCS B IIpeJeaX U3yueHHOI0 MaTepuana.
Hcnonb3yroTcs aieKBaTHbIE CBA3YOIIUE 371eMEHThl. O0bEeM BbICKA3bIBAaHUS
COOTBETCTBYET MPOrpaMMHBIM TpeboBaHusM. Peus Oernas. [lomymeHs
€IMHUYHBIE TPOU3HOCUTENIbHBIE OIIMOKH, HE MPENATCTBYIOIINE
KOMMYHHKAaIUH
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Texymui KOHTPOJIb

VYK-4. CnocoOeH oCylIecTBIsATh JENOBYI0O KOMMYHHUKAIIMIO B YCTHOW H
NUCBMEHHOM (popMax Ha TOoCyAapCTBEHHOM s3blke Poccuiickoii ®denepauuu u
MHOCTPAHHOM (bIX) SI3BIKE (aX).

VYK-5.CnnocoOeH BOCHpPUHMMATh KyJbTYpHOE pa3HooOpa3zue oOIecTBa B
COLIMAJIBHO-UCTOPUYECKOM, ITUIECKOM U (PUIIOCOPCKOM KOHTEKCTaX

[TIK-1.Criocoben ocBawBaTh W HCIOJIH30BATh TEOPETHYECKUE 3HAHUS W
OPAaKTUYECKUE YMEHUSI W HaBbIKM B TMPEAMETHOM 0O0OJacTH MNpU pelleHUun
npodeccruoHanbHbIX 3a/1a4

3HaTh: OCHOBHYIO  (DaKTOJIOTMYECKYIO HWH(OpManmuu O  KyJbType
AHTJIOSA3BIYHBIX CTPAH

[ToHumars:

CTPOCHHUE S3BIKOBOM KAPTUHBI MHpPAa W B3aUMOCBS3U €€ OTHEJbHbIX
KOMITOHEHTOB

VYMeTh: conocTaBiATh 6a30Bble KOHLENTHI PA3IMYHbIX KYJIbTYp

3HaTh:

OCHOBHBIE ¢doneTnyeckue, JEKCUYECKHUE, rpaMMaTHYECKHE U
CJIIOBOOOPA30BATENbHbIE  SIBJICHUS W  3aKOHOMEPHOCTH  (DYHKUIMOHMPOBAHUS
AHTJIMACKOTO SI3bIKA B €r0 CTUJIMCTUYECKUX PA3HOBUIHOCTSIX; HOPM aHTJIMKACKOTO
A3bIKa B IMPEJAEJIax €ro OCHOBHBIX BAPHUAHTOB; HOPM PEUYEBOr0 3THUKETA, MOJEIIEH
BepOaJbHOTO M HEBEPOAIBHOTO IIOBEJECHUS HOCUTENEHM sI3bIKa B Pa3IMYHBIX
KOMMYHHUKAIIHUOHHBIX CUTyalUsX;

OCHOB aHaJIN3a Xy/I0KECTBEHHOIO TEKCTa

YMerTs:

IPUMEHATh IIOJIy4CHHBIC 3HAHMS B YCTHOM M IIMCBMEHHOW pEYd Ha
U3y4aeMOM  SI3bIKE€ B PA3NMYHBIX  CUTyalUsiX  OOIIEHWsS;  IPOBOJUTH
MHOT'OACTIIEKTHBIM AHAJIM3 YCTHOM M NUCBMEHHOM pPEYM HA AHIIIMKUCKOM S3BIKE;
AHAJIM3UPOBAaTh U MHTEPIPETHUPOBATH TEKCT XYAO’KECTBEHHOI'O IIPOU3BEICHUS Ha
U3y4aeMOM S3bIKE

3.3aganus, HeoOXoauMBbIe 1Jist oueHuBaHus copmupoBannoctu YK-4, YK-5
um IIK-1

4 cemecTp

TecTupoBanue

1.Choose the correct variant
1. 1... my best to impress him.
a) did b) make c) made
2.He is ... than me.
a) older b) elder c) eldest d) oldest

3.Don’t worry ... me.
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a) for b)about c) around d) at
4.She ... from her seat and approached me.

a) rise b) rose c)raise d) raised
5.He was afraid ... the dog.

a)from b) at c) of d)off
6.1 can’t afford it. I have too ... money for it.

a) little b) a little c) few d) a few
7.She went out ... closing the door behind her.

a) not b) with c) without d) and
8. ... English he knows French and Spanish.

a) Except b) Besides c) Beside d) With
9.1 haven’t ... time to do it now.

a) quite b) many c) enough d) less
10.We arranged to meet ... eleven.

a) at b) in c) out d) from

2.Choose the correct form.
1.Do you have to buy this hat? No, I ..., it isn’t necessary.
a) mustn’t b) can’t ¢) needn’t
2.At school I ... speaking German more than French.
a) have enjoyed  b) enjoyed ¢) had enjoyed
3.This town is changing all the time. Many of the old buildings ... down.
a) pulled b) have pulled c) have been pulled
4.1t was ... annoying this that could happen.
a) the more b) most c) the most

5.A relation of yours is coming to see you. She ... soon.

14



a) comes b) came c) will come
6.By the time I finished my work, everybody ... .
a) had left b) has left c¢) would leave
7.How many times ... in love?
a) have you been b) were you ¢) had you been
8.His friend ... of.
a) well speaks b) is well spoken ) must
9.If you want to drive a car in Britain you ... have a driving license.
a) can b) will be able ) must

10. His arrival ... in the conversation.

a) was mentioned b) mentioned C) mentions
5 cemecTp
1. Read the text and answer the following questions.

Some farmers were sitting in a village house one evening, and other among things they began to
talk about echoes. One of the farmers said that there was a wonderful echo in one of his fields
where there was a large group of trees. The others all said that they would like to hear it, and the
farmer invited them to come the next afternoon. When the farmer reached home, he sent for one
of his men and told him to hide himself among the trees and imitate every-thing that was said.

The next day the farmer's friends arrived late in the afternoon and the farmer told them to listen
to the wonder—ful echo. Then he shouted at the top of his voice: "Are you there?"

The answer came back:

"Yes, | have been here for more than two hours."

1. What were the farmers doing?
a) they were having a birthday party.
b) they were talking about their problems.

C) they were speaking about echoes.
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2. What did one of the farmers tell his friends?

a) He had a lot of trees on his farm.

b) He could invite his friends to see his trees and the
farm house.

C) There was a nice echo on his farm.

3. What did the farmer do when he reached his house?
a) He told one of his men to echo to every word.

b) He asked his wife to sit down under the trees and
have a rest.

C) He asked his worker to play hide-and-sick.

4. When did the farmer's friends arrive?

a) the following day.

b) in the evening.

C) the next week.

5. How long had the farmer's worker been there?

a) the whole day /

b) for almost three hours.
c) the whole evening
6 cemecTp

2. Choose the correct answer
1Heis a... runner.
a)slow b)slowly c)quickly

2.There wasn't much room, so ... people were invited.

a)little b)few c)a little
3.We looked forward to ... arrival., ?
a)there b)their c)hers
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4.He reads the papers at ... breakfast.
a)a b)the C)-

5..He didn't have time ... his morning exercise*.
a)doing b)to do c)to make

6.1 have to visit a friend of ... .

aymy b) me c)mine d)myself

7.His salary wasn't ... to live on.

a)quite b)rather c)enough d)many
8.They will start on a trip one of ... days.

a)this b)these c)that d)those

9.He shouted ... "Where are you going?"
a)angry b)angrily c)calmly

10.She ... said goodbye and ran out.
a)quick b)quickest c)quickly
3. Choose the correct form of the word.
1A foreign language ... in a few weeks.
a)can b)can't learn c)can't be learnt
2.The loss of the documents ... to the manager.
a)reported b)was reported  c)were reported
3.He is ... of the two.
a)taller b)the tall c)the tallest
4.These days food ... more and more expensive
a)is getting b)has got c)got
5.He said; "I hope I ... when I arrive at London. airport.”

a)shall meet b)shall be met c)have been met
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6 He died after he ... ill a long time.
a)is b)has been c)had been
7.I'll go there when I ... , not before.
a)tell b)am told c¢)shall be told
8.We'll enjoy climbing mountains more if the weather ... .
a)be fine b)will be fine c)is fine
9.Before the war the big clock ... the hours.
a)struck always b)always struck  c¢)was always striking

10.This is the second time you ... a cup.
a)broke b)will break c)have broken

7 cemecTp
1.Ask questions to the following sentences.

There were some people | had to talk to.(General)

We had to go to the station to meet them. (Special)

The students will have to pass five exams next term.(Special)
There was a lot of noise in the hall. (Disjunctive)

The children can read French fluently. (Alternative)

a s wDnd e

N

. Transform the sentences into the Reported speech and opposite.

"My mother was born in 1950" she said.

Mike asked Lily, "How long will you stay in the country?"
"Did you recognise Bill yesterday?" | asked Larry.

"Shut the door, but don't lock it" she said to us.

He wondered whether he should wait for them or go home.

agbrwnE

3.Make sentences with the following words.

1. /to/that/ I/hardly/told/needed/be/.

2. I'wrong/in/ plans/lot/things/ A /went/of/ my/
of/spite/careful/.

3. /heating / The / still / though / turned / house / cold / on / was / the /
was /.

4. [ miles/ forest/ The / hurry / goes / must/ on/ get/ time / for /and/
there /to/ we /in/ many /.

5. /seen/climbing/wall / The /was /as/ up/the/ was /thief/he /.
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4. Translate from Russian into English

Ecnu s npuMy oKoOHYaTEIbHOE pEIICHUE I 1aM BaM 3HATh.

UYto THI OyaelIb Aej1aTh BEUYepOM OT 5-TH J0 74acoB.

CobOpaHue BBIHYKJICHBI OBLIIM OTJOXKHUTH U3-3a O0JIE3HH IIpeaceaaTes.
Ecnu Ol 51 6611 Ha TBOEM MecTe S OBl paccKaszall eMy IpaBay.

S cpocun ero korja Oy1yT TOTOBBI MOM JIOKYMEHTHI.

A WD P

5.Finish the following sentences.

If you are hungry ...

After he had done the work ...

He can’t go to the dentist unless ...
[ asked them why ...

Though it's not very important ...

abkowdpE

8. Cemectp
Choose the right answer. Only one answer is correct.
1.I’ll take something to read ... he’s late.

A. until B. so C. whenever D. in case
2.He asked me ... .

A. since when | am waiting B. how long | have been waiting
C. how long I had been waiting D. since when | waited

3.1 hope he won’tkeep us ... .

A. waiting  B. to wait C. waitD. for waiting

4.Bad news ... fast.

A. travel B. have travelled C. are travelling D. travels
5.Tom is a little child and Sam is still ... .

A.theleast B.less C.smaller  D. elder

6. Would you like some more ice-cream? There’s still ... left.

A. little B. few C. a little D. afew

7.Mike hasn’t made ... progress.

A. many B. some C. much D. afew

8. The encyclopedia is no good: it’s completely out of ... .

A. time B. hours C.age D. date

9.1 don’t agree ... anything she says.

A. with B. for C.in D. after

10.It was ... difficult test.

A. such B.sucha C.so D.soa
11.You can always count ... old George; he’s a very good friend!
A. for B. withC. to D.on

12.All that sounded ... .

A. strangely B. strange C. quite strangely D. little strangely
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13.1 haven’t heard ... in my life.

A. most beautiful song B. the most beautiful song

C. a more beautiful song D. the least beautiful song

14.Did you see Mary ... the weekend?

A.on B. - C.at D.in

15.What ... sad news he’s brought!

A. such B.a C. the D. -

16.1 haven’t been to this park for ages. - ... .

A.So | have B. Neither I have C. So have | D. Neither have |
17.What ... about this new film?

A. are you thinking B. do you think

C. have you thought D. have you been thinking

18.1 haven’t eaten all the apples. There are ... left.

A. none B. no C. some D. not any
19.There is a customer waiting for you. ... I show him in?

A. will B. shall C. would D. won’t

20.Why don’t you ... what the matter is?

A. tell B. say C. speak D. talk

21.In her letter she wrote her brother ... .

A. was coming B. came C. had been coming D. has come
22.When we reached ... the house we saw something.

A.to B. -- C.at D. by

23.... already dark outside.
A. there was B. there had been C.ithad been D. itwas
24 There is ... money here.

A. alot of B. many C. few D. afew

25.He often ... to the USA on business.

A fly’s B. fliesC. fly D. flights
9 cemecTp

1.Fill in the gaps using the words: beautifully / to think / to run / to see / anything
/ strong / to watch / beautiful / not to say / nothing /

Two village women were getting water from a well. A third woman came up. An
old man was sitting on a stone. He ... the women. One of the women said to
another, "My little son is so strong. He is ... among his friends".

"Nobody can sing so ... as my son can", said the second woman. The third
woman ... anything about hers." Haven't you got ... to tell us about yours?"
asked the two women."

“There is ... so important about him", the third woman said. Then the women
picked up their buckets and went back to their houses..

When they were tired, they put their buckets down to rest a little. At that time they
... three boys ... to them. One of the boys was very big and strong..

The second boy was singing a very ... song, but the third boy ran up to his
mother, picked up her bucket of water and carried it home for her.
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"What you ... of our sons?" asked the women.

"Sons? Where were they?” the old man answered.

"l saw only one.»

2.Complete the sentences

1.
2.
3.
4,
S.

Let your friend stay if ...

Every time Tom rings her up ...
My neighbour asked me when ...
He wonders why ...

They won't recognize you when

3.Translate into Russian

1
2.
3.

~owbh ke

Ee netun ckopo XKEHATCH, U €U IPUAETCS KUTh OJHOMU.

B nmonuueickoM yyacTke €My CKas3alid, 4YTO UX MAIlIMHA HE HalJEHA.
Ona cka3zajia, 4TO XOYeT KYIHUTh MOJAApPOK 1Jii AHHBI M IOMNpPOCHIIA,
yT00 A eif moMoria.

Ecnu 3aBTpa y MeHs OyaeT BpeMs, s MO3BOHIO TeOe U Mbl BMECTE
noooemaeM.

Bce nomkHO OBITE ClIe1aHO BOBpPEMSI.

Make sentences observing proper word order.

/ Must / be / or / leave / later / this / done / can /it / job/ now /1 / until/ ?
/ 1/ Tom / thought / behaved /didn't / that / he / foolishly / tell / 1/had /.

/ We [ the / carefully / was / walked / path / because / icy / along / very /it /.

/1 / the /1 Jof [/ was / stay / sun / was / getting / didn't / in / because / afraid /
burnt /.

[ This / been/some / it / hasn't/ for/ has /plant / watered / time / ?

A cemectp

Complete the story by supplying the correct form of the verb.

Bill Fuller, the postman, whistled cheerfully as he pushed his bicycle up the hill

towards old Mrs. Dunley’s house. His work for the day was almost finished; his

bag, usually quite heavy when he ... 1 (set) out on his round ... 2 (be) empty now

except for the letter that he ... 3 (have) ... 4 (deliver) to Mrs. Dunley. She ... 5

(live) over a mile from the village so that when Bill ... 6 (have) a letter for her, he

always ... 7 (finish) his day’s work much later. He ... 8 (not, mind) this, however,

because he always ... 9 (ask) in for a cup of tea.
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When Bill ... 10 (enter) the gate of Mrs. Dunley’s house, he was surprised ... 11
(no, find) her ... 12 (work) in the garden. She usually ... 13 (spend) most
afternoons there when the weather ... 14 (be) fine. Bill ... 15 (go) straight round to
the back of the house, thinking that she ... 16 (may) ... 17 (be) in the kitchen. The
door ... 18 (lock) and the curtains ... 19 (draw). Surprised, he ... 20 (return) to the
front of the house and ... 21 (knock) hard on the door. There ... 22 (be) no answer.
Bill ... 23 (think) it very strange because he ... 24 (know) that though Mrs. Dunley
... 25 (live) in that house for ten years already she rarely ... 26 (leave) it.

3aganus, HeoOxoauMble 151 oueHuBanus cpopmupoBannoctu YK-4, YK-5
uMm IIK-1 Ha npoABUHYTOM ypOBHE

TecTupoBanue

4 cemecTp

1.Read the text and answer the following questions

1The Theatre Royal in Drury Lane is one of the oldest theatres in London.
Today most people call it Drury Lane by the name of the street in which it
stands. The theatre has many traditions. One of them is the Badeley Cake, which
began in 18-th century. Robert Badeley was a pastry cook who became an actor
and joined the Theatre Royal. He was a good actor and the plays in which he

acted were always a great success with the people of London.

When Robert Badeley was very old, he left some money to the theatre. Robert
Badeley asked to buy a cake and offered a piece of it to each actor and actress of
the theatre on Twelfth Night is the sixth of January, the twelfth night after

Christmas.

So, after the evening performance on the Twelfth Night, the actors and actresses

come down into the hall in their stage and eat the Badeley Cake.

1. Why is the theatre called Drury Lane?
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a) Itis founded by Drury Lane.
b) Itissituated in Drury Lane Street.
c) Itis one of the oldest theatres.

2. What is Badeley cake?

a) It is one of the theatre’s traditions.
b) It is a cake baked by Badeley.
c) Itisa performance.

3. Before he became an actor Robert Badeley

a) was a butcher
b) worked in an office
c) worked in the kitchen

4. What did Badeley leave the money for?
a) for paying the best actor
b) for treating every actor to a piece of cake
c) for buying a cake after the New Year

5. Why did the actors and actresses come down into the hall?

a) To change their clothes
b) To see each other
c) To have a break

2. Choose the correct variant

1.He has come ... two days only.

a) in b) on c) for

2.They said the car was ... .

a) their b) there’s c) theirs

3.Does ... help you with the housework?

a) somebody b)nobody c) anybody
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4.1t’s time for ... tea/

a)a b)the C) —

5.He didn’t have time ... his morning exercises.

a) doing b) to do c) do

6.Push the car ... you can.

a) as hard as b) so hard C) so hard that

that

7.1 don’t think he tells us ... truth.

a) about b) about the c) the

8.Where did you learn ... about plants?

a) such b) so much C) SO many d) so

9.We celebrated her birthday ... 14 May.

a) in b) on c) at

10.He could work ... hours without getting tired.

a) on b) in C) since d) for

1. Choose the correct form.

1.1 have just watered the roses. You ... water them.
24

d) to make

d) -

d) by

d) as hard



a) should b) are able c¢) don’t have to

2.Your work isn’t very good. I’'m sure you can do it ... .

a) better b) best c) good

3.You ... to see us nowadays.

a) don’t often come b) aren’t often coming c) didn’t often come

4.1 shouted to him as he ... the road.

a) has crossed b) had crossed C) was crossing

5.Many people pretend that they ... modern art.

a) are understanding) understands C) understand

6.She feltill and ... leave early.

a) must b) had to c¢)should

7.The news ... over the radio.

a) was announced b) were announced c)announced

8.The fire ... at 6 o’clock this afternoon.

a) is still burning  b) was still burning c) still burned

9.If the baby ... a girl, we’ll call her Rachel.
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a) was b) is c) will be

10.There was a strong smell and the sound of frying. Obviously Mrs. Jones ...

fish.

a) has cookedb) was cooking  c)would cook

5 cemecTp
1. Fill in the gaps using proper words.

Little Alice always helped her mother. She liked to lay the table, to wash
up. She also ... to go to the market with her mother. One day Alice said: "
Mummy, what can I do for you today ?" " You can go and buy ... milk ... the
shop. Take the small jug. It is on the shelf ... the kitchen. Here is the money
for the milk. ... it."

"I shall not lose the money, Mummy", said Alice. Alice took ... jug and
went to the shop. The shop girl filled the jug ... milk, and then asked Alice, "
Where ... your

money, ... girl?"
"Itis in the jug. I ... to lose it, " answered Alice.

little / to be / not to want / with / the / not to lose / at / to like / some /in/

2. Make up sentences using these words

1. She I eyes / in / looking / the / window / was / with / horror/her / through /
open /

2. down / suddenly / turn / the / to / as / which / know / They / came / fog / so /
way / didn't /.

along / when / heard / he / He / walking / for / the / cries / help / river / was /.
weather / worse / climbing / party / As / got/ the / return / to / the / decided /.
because / moon / cosmonauts / didn't / very / on / far /the/The/of/the/ dust
/thick/walk/.

ok~ w

3. Choose the correct variant

I am afraid, I ... tell you the time; I haven't got a watch.
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a)can't b)can c)couldn't
2.She ... the piano when our guests arrived last night.

a)was playing b)will play c¢)has played
3.When we ... our exam we'll have a holiday.

a)took b)take c)shall take

4.It's the first time Lena ... tennis.

a)has played b)played c)play
5.The stranger ... to leave the meeting.

a)was asked b)ask c)will ask
6.The fire ...to the next building before the firemen arrived.

a)had spread b)has spread c)will spread
7.Ann ... for me when I arrived.

a)is waiting b)was waiting c)waited
8.While they were doing the experiment, she ... in.

a)came b)had come c)is coming
9.You can't see Tom now, he ... a bath.

a)has b)is having ¢)has had
10.There ... people now in the supermarket than in the morning.

a)is fewer b)are fewer c)is less d)are some

6 cemecTp

1. IlpoumTaiiTe TeKCT W OTBeTbTE Ha CJeAYyIOIIHEe 32 HUM BOIPOCHI, BbIOpPaB
€[IMHCTBEHHO NMPABWJIbLHbIII BADUAHT OTBETA.
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There was once a very rich sick lady whose husband had died, and whose children had
married and gone to live in foreign countries. When she reached the age of 80 and was too old to
look after herself, she went to live in an expensive and comfortable hotel near the sea in the
south. This rich old lady had a pair of nasty dogs which she loved dearly. They lived in the hotel
with her and went wherever she did. There was a young waiter at the hotel who did everything
he could to help the old lady and be nice to her. He even pretended to like her unpleasant dogs
and offered to look after them in his free time. He fed them, cleaned and looked after them, took
them for daily walks for some years.

The young waiter did not doubt that when the rich widow died she would leave him a lot
of money, to pay him for everything that he had done for her dogs. But when she died a few
years later he soon discovered that she had left him only two things which she loved most in the
world, and she thought he loved too — her dogs. All her money and jewellery went to her
children, who had never done anything for her.

1. Which of the given statements is true?
1. The old lady had no children but she had a husband.
2. The old lady had children but she had no husband.
3. The old lady had neither children nor a husband.
2. Why did the old lady move to a hotel?
1. She couldn’t take care of herself
2. Life was too expensive in her home town.
3. Her children asked her to do so.
3. How did the young waiter treat the dogs?
1. Hereally loved them and took care of them.
2. He hated them and did not look after them.
3. Hedisliked them but took care of them.
4. Why did the old lady leave the dogs to the waiter?
1. She thought he would be happy with them.
2. She wanted to punish him.
3. She loved the waiter most of all in the world.
5. What did the waiter expect to get from the lady after her death?
1. Herdogs.
2. Part of her money.
3. Nothing.

2. BpiOpaTh NpaBHJIbHBIN 0TBET

1.Her English is very poor. She ... study very hard.

a) must b) was to ¢) needn’t
2.There is only one thing to do ... we want to get home today.
a) when b) if c) whether
3.1 am afraid there is ... else | can do.
a) anything b) much ¢) nothing

28



4.Now all of you ... ready.

a) get b) start C) prepare
5. ... nothing more | can tell you.

a) there are b) there is c) there was
6.Push the car ... you can.

a) as hard as b) so hard C) so hard that
7.They sat back in ... seats and waited.

a) that b) there c) their
8.1 could ... recognise you.

a) nearly b) hard c) hardly
9.That is not very good ... .

a) neither b) too c) either
10.She ... wanted to be an actress.

a) much b) very c) also

3. BbiOpaTh npaBWIbHYIO (hOPMY CJIOBA.

1.1f you speak slowly I ... understand you.

a) can’t b) could ¢) shall be able to
2.He got ... than | expected.
a) angry b) angrier c) angriest
3.He didn’t hear what ... .
a) said b) had said c) had been said
4.Before you ... don’t forget to shut the window.
a) leave b) are leaving c) left
5.1 am sorry | ... see you yesterday.
a) can’t b) couldn’t c) don’t
6.1t snowed a lot last winter but it ... so far this winter.
a) hasn’t snowed b) doesn’t snow ¢) hadn’t snowed
7.This apartment is too small. | need something ... .
a) bigger b) a bigger one c) the biggest
8.We couldn’t repair the car ourselves, so we ... take it to the garage.
a) had to b) has to c) have to
9.The young girl ... by his rudeness.
a) has shocked b) was shocked c)was shocking
10.1f you park your car in the right place you ... receive a ticket.
a) - b) wouldn’t c) won'’t

4. BbINOJHUTH HEO0X0AUMbIe NIPeodpa3oBaHNs
a) CocTaBMTBH COOTBETCTBYIOIIUI BONPOC

She had to take her children to the kindergarten every morning.(General)
He has been to London for three days.(Special)

This question will be discussed next Monday.(Special)

You must know the subject well.(Alternative)

She always wears dark glasses.(Disjunctive)

SANEIR A

0) IlepeBecTn npeaJiokeHus1 U3 NPAMON B KOCBEHHYI0 pedyb M HA000pOT

Jack said to Mike, “I’ll phone you tomorrow.”

“Why have these flowers blossomed so soon?”, Mary asked her father.
“How often do you have your hair cut”, he asked me.

My mother said to me, “Don’t forget to come in time tonight.”

PoObdPE
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5. My friend said he had enjoyed his trip to lake Baikal.
5.3 AAHHBIX CJIOB COCTABUTDH NPEAJIOKCHUS

/his/used/needed/was/office/repair/business/for/seldom/for/it/.
/knock/sitting/heard/they/there/time/was/loud/were/some/when/for/a/.
/door/couldn’t/tried/he/to/but/the/he/open/.
/sleeping/he/habit/after/meal/good/in/of/the/was/a/.
/looked/rain/fog/when/left/it/the/and/train/like/l/.

aOkrwNE

o

IlepeBecTH ¢ pyCCKOro Ha AHTJIMHCKUI

[Ipoury maiite UM 3HaTh, YTO MBI HE MOXKEM IIPUHATH IPUTJIALLIEHUE.

Yro ObI THI clienan, eciau Obl ThI MOTEPSUT CBOI MacopT.

Bam koria-Hu0y 1b MOKa3bIBAIM 3TH KHUTH?

bl HaMEpUJICA TOEXaTh HA MOPE€ HA JICTHUC KAHHUKYJIbI.

Tak kak y Hero He ObuUIO MHOTO npy3eii. OH He 3Hal K KOMYy OOpaTHThCS 3a
IIOMOLIBIO.

aorhwNPE

N

OKOHYNTH NMpeNJI0KEeHU s

Isn’t it strange that ...

The first thing the doctor ...

If the patient hadn’t waited so long ...
When | came home | remembered that ...
We won’t be ready by seven o’clock if ...

SANER o

8. 3an0JHUTHL NPONYCKH HE00X0AMMOI (pOPMOIi JaAHHBIX CJIOB

As neither she nor ... husband smoked, Mrs. Trench ... to see cigarette ask on her
doorstep as she ... the house. When she opened the leaving-room door, ... extraordinary sight met
her ... . A strange ... had taken advantage of her absence and ... fast asleep in an armchair. Taking
care not to disturb ... , Mrs. Trench ... the house immediately. She called a taxi and went straight
... the police station.
/man/to/her/an/eye/to leave/he/to be surprised/to be/to enter/.

1. Did she have to take her children to the kindergarten every morning?
2. How long has he been to London?

3. What will be discussed next Monday?

4. Must you know the subject well or badly?

5. She always wears dark glasses, doesn’t she?

0)

1. Jack told Mike that he would phone him the next day.

2. Mary asked her father why those flowers had blossomed so soon.
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1.

2.

. He asked me how often | had my hair cut.
. My mother told me not to forget to come in time that night.

. My friend said, “I have enjoyed my trip to lake Baikal.”

. His office was seldom used for business, for it needed repair.

. They were sitting there for some time when a loud knock was heard.
. He tried to open the door but he couldn’t.

. He was in the habit of sleeping after a good meal.

. When I left the train it looked like rain and fog.

Please, let them know that we can’t accept their invitation.

What would you do if you lost your passport?

3.Have you ever been shown these books?

4. | have made up my mind (I have decided) to go to the seaside for my summer
holidays.

5. As he didn’t have (hadn’t) many friends, he didn’t know whom to turn to for
help.

7.---

8. her, was surprised, entered(was entering), an, eyes, man, was, him, left, to.

7 Cewmectp

1. IlpoumTaiiTe TeKCT W OTBeThbTe Ha CJeAYyIOIIHEe 32 HUM BONPOCHI, BbLIOpaB
€/IMHCTBEHHO NMPABWJIbLHbIII BADUAHT OTBETA.
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Mr. Jones liked to be comfortable, so when he gets into a train he always puts his suitcase
on the seat beside him and pretends that it belonged to another passenger who had gone to buy
something in the station.

One day he did this when the train was very crowded. Other passengers came and sat in
the train in all the other seats except the one which his suitcase was lying on. Then an old
gentleman arrived, looked at Mr. Jones’ case and said, “Is this somebody’s seat?” “Yes,
“Answered Mr. Jones. “ A friend of mine is travelling with me, he has gone to buy some
cigarettes, he will return soon.” “All right,” said the old gentleman. “I’ll sit here until your friend
comes back. And then I’ll stand somewhere.” And he sat down after he had put the suitcase on
the shelf above him.

Several minutes passed, the whistle blew, and the train began to move. The old
gentleman jumped up suddenly and said, “I’m very sorry but your friend seems to have missed
the train. We don’t want him to be separated from his suitcase, do we?” Before Mr. Jones was
able to do or to say anything to prevent him, he took his suitcase and threw it out of the open
window.

1. Why did Mr. Jones usually put his suitcase near him?
1. because it was comfortable to lean on
2. because he was afraid that it might be stolen by another passanger
3. because he wanted to keep that seat for himself
2. Were all the seats occupied by passengers that day?
1. Yes, they were
2. No, they were not. There were some vacant seats.
3. There was only one vacant seat.
3. How long did the gentleman say he would sit beside Mr. Jones?
1. until the conductor
2. until the old gentleman’s friend came
3. until the end of the journey
4. When did the old man throw the suitcase out of the window?
1. assoon as the train started
2. before the train began to move
3. when the train stopped
5. What would Mr. Jones do if he were quick enough?
1. call his friend
2. take the suitcase from the old man’s hands
3. lighta cigarette

2. BpiOpaTh NpaBHIbHBIN OTBET

1.How ... is Mary?

a) long b)tall c)low
2.What ... | do for you, sir?
a) may b) can c)need
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3.You haven’t ... a single mistake.

a) done b) made c) performed
4.The teacher was ... tired that she couldn’t stand.
a) so b) such c)too d) very
5.He ... his English lessons himself.
a) makes b) passes c) does
6.He died ... the age of sixty.
a) at b) on C) over d) by
7.Here | have spent ... my life.
a) most b) much ¢) most of
8.Her father was ... her marriage.
a) opposite b) against C) angry
9.She ... her exam yesterday.
a)lost b) failed c) fell down
10.He left ... doing the work.
a) with b) without c)by

3. BbiOpaTs npaBuiabHYIO opmy cI0Ba.

1.Uncle Nick was... son in the family.

a) elder b) the oldest c) the eldest

2.By the time | got to the station my train ... .

a) would leave b) had left c) was leaving

3.He saw no reason why he ... smoke.

a) couldn’t b) cannot c) have to

4.Big Ben is one of the first sights you’ll see when you ... London.
a) will visit b) visit c) have visited

5.This district is changing all the time. Many old buildings ... down.
a) pulled b) have pulled c)have been pulled

6.Let me speak to him. I know him ... you do.

a) better than b) better as C) best than

7.You are very ill. You ... go out.

a) mustn’t b) didn’t have to ) must

8.She watched the young man remembering the first time she ... him.
a) would see b) had seen c) has seen

9.When he arrived at Tom’s flat he ... .

a) was warmly welcomed b)was warmly welcome c)has been warmly welcomed
10.He is still sick but he ... better slowly.

a) got b)is getting c)has got

4. BbINOJIHUTH HEO0X0AUMBbIE NIPe00pPa30BaAHNS

a) CocTaBHUThH COOTBETCTBYHOIIIME BOIIPOCHI

They had to stay there for another fortnight.(General)
He had his hair cut yesterday.(Special)

He told us a few words about his studies.(Special)
Mr. Brown drank a cup of coffee.(Alternative)

They don’t have earthquakes there.(Disjunctive)

uohrwbdE

0) [lepeBecTH NMpeAIOKeHUS U3 NPAMOIl B KOCBEHHYIO pedb U Ha000poT

1. “Itis the most beautiful place in Russia”, the guide said to the tourists.
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2. She asked, “Do you stay to the end or do you walk out in the middle when you don’t
like a film?”

3. Jane said, “My father was in the hospital yesterday.”

“Don’t be late for the class tomorrow”, the teacher said to the pupils.

Tom said he had booked tickets for a fast train.

o s

5. 3 maHHBIX CJI0B COCTABUTDH NMPeEIJI0KeHU S

/to/that/l/hardly/told/needed/be/was/careless/I/.
/wrong/in/plans/lot/things/a/went/of/my/of/spite/careful/.
/same/the/still/when/returned/town/later/l/was/the/years/.
/hurry/must/night/caught/not/to/we/by/be/.
/seen/climbing/wall/the/was/as/over/the/was/thief/he/.

ohowbdE

6. IlepeBecTH C PyCcCKOr0 HA AHTJIMICKU A

[TycTh OH 0OpaTUTCS K MOEMY JIPYTY 32 COBETOM.

MpbI 107KHBI OBUTH MTOCTICIIUTH, IOTOMY YTO (PHIIBM YK€ Havascs.
Ecnu on He OynieT Tak GBICTPO TOBOPHUTH, 51 CMOTY €T0 TOHSITh.
JIxek cripocun Opara, ¢ K€M OH TOBOPHII IO TeJIe(OHY.

S Tak ycTana, 9To He MOTJIa €CTh, XOTS 00e/ ObLT yKe CBapeH.

aOrwNE

7. OKOHYHTH NMPeIT0KEHUA

I haven’t seen my friend since ...
Was he sure that ...

He wondered why ...

When she leaves the party ...

If he has much money ...

aohwhpPE

8. 3an0aHUTH NPONYCKH HE00X0AMMOI (pOPMOIi JaAHHBIX CJIOB

Once a tourist arrived ... London. When he got off the train, he asked the porter to show
... the way to ... post-office. He sent ... telegram to his wife, informing ... that he ... safely, giving
her address of the hotel he intended to stay. Then he went to the hotel, left the luggage there and
went ... a walk As it was his first visit ... the English capital, he very ... to see the museums and
the ... of this beautiful city.
[for/near/to be interested/he/to arrive/she/sight/in/to/a/.

1. Did they have to stay there for another fortnight?

2. When did he have his hair cut?

3. Whom (who) did he tell a few words about his studies?
4. Did Mr. Brown drink a cup of coffee or tea?

5. They don’t have earthquakes there, do they?

0)
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1.

2.

The guide told the tourists that it was the most beautiful place in Russia.

She asked if | stayed to the end or | walked out in the middle when I didn’t like a

film.,

3.

Jane said that her father had been in the hospital the (previous day) the day

before.

4.

5.

5.

7.

8.

The teacher told the pupils not to be late for the class the next day.

Tom said, “I have booked tickets for a fast train”.

. I hardly needed to be told that | was careless.

. A lot of things went wrong in spite of my careful plans.
. The town was still the same when | returned years later.
. We must hurry not to be caught by night.

. The thief was seen as he was climbing over the wall.

. Let him (ask my friend for advice) turn to my friend for advice.

. We had to hurry because the film had already begun.

. If he doesn’t speak so fast I will be able to understand him.

. Jack asked his brother whom (who) he was speaking to on the telephone.

. I was so tired that I couldn’t eat though the dinner had already been cooked.

in, him, the nearest, a, her, had arrived, for, to was interested, sights.

8 Cemectp

IIpounTajiiTe TEKCT M OTBeTbTE HA CJEAYIOUIHE 32 HUM BOINPOCHI, BLIOPAB €IUHCTBEHHO
NPABWJIbHbIA BAPHAHT OTBETA.
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A farmer came to town to do some shopping. He had bought what he wanted and was
going to leave the shop, but the shop-keeper would not let him go. He said: “Look here, farmer
Jones. | have some very good bicycles to sell. They are very cheap. | can sell you a very good
bicycle for $35. I’'m sure it will be very useful. You can ride around your farm on it every day.”

“Oh, no,” said the farmer I do not want a bicycle. With this money I can buy a cow. And
a cow is certainly more useful in my farm than a bicycle.”

“ But you cannot go to town on a cow,” said the shop-keeper. “ That is funny!”

“Well, I do not know what is funnier,” said the farmer. “To ride a cow or to milk a
bicycle.”

1. Why did the farmer go to town?
1. to meet his friend
2. to by abicycle
3. to by some necessary things in the shop
2. Why didn’t the shop-keeper let him go?
1. he wanted the farmer to buy a bicycle.
2. The farmer had forgotten to buy a bicycle.
3. He wanted to take $35 from the farmer.
3. What would the farmer rather do with money?
1. go to the restaurant
2. buy some grass for his cow
3. spend his money on buying a domestic animal
4. What did the shop-keeper find funny?
1. having a bicycle
2. going to the village on cowback
3. going to town on foot
5. What did the farmer find more useful?
1. to have a cow to milk it
2. to have a bicycle for going to town

3. tospend $ 35 on a bicycle

2. BeiOpaTh npaBHJILHBIA OTBET
1.1 ... my best to impress him.

a) did b) make c) made
2.Heis ... than me.

a) older b) elder c) eldest d) oldest
3.Don’t worry ... me.

a) for b)about c) around d) at
4.She ... from her seat and approached me.

a) rise b) rose c)raise d) raised
5.He was afraid ... the dog.

a)from b) at c) of d)off

6.1 can’t afford it. I have too ... money for it.
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a) little b) a little c) few d) a few
7.She went out ... closing the door behind her.

a) not b) with c) without d) and
8. ... English he knows French and Spanish.

a) Except b) Besides c) Beside d) With
9.1 haven’t ... time to do it now.

a) quite b) many ¢) enough d) less
10.We arranged to meet ... eleven.

a) at b) in c) out d) from

3. BeiOpaTh npaBWIbLHYI0 (hOPMY CJI0OBA.
1.Do you have to buy this hat? No, I ..., it isn’t necessary.

a) mustn’t b) can’t c¢) needn’t
2.At school I ... speaking German more than French.
a) have enjoyed b) enjoyed c) had enjoyed
3.This town is changing all the time. Many of the old buildings ... down.
a) pulled b) have pulled ¢) have been pulled
4.1t was ... annoying this that could happen.
a) the more b) most c) the most
5.A relation of yours is coming to see you. She ... soon.
a) comes b) came c) will come
6.By the time I finished my work, everybody ... .
a) had left b) has left c) would leave
7.How many times ... in love?
a) have you been b) were you c) had you been
8.His friend ... of.
a) well speaks b) is well spoken ) must
9.If you want to drive a car in Britain you ... have a driving license.
a) can b) will be able C) must
10. His arrival ... in the conversation.
a) was mentioned b) mentioned C) mentions

4. BbINOJIHUTH HEO0X0AUMbIe NIPeodpa30BaHNS
a) CocTaBUTH COOTBETCTBYIOLIIME BOMPOCHI

My brother knows no one in this town.(General)
He was very angry when he spoke to me.(Special)
She tried to stop her son.(Special)

He hardly ever leaves the house.(Disjunctive)
Everybody realised the danger(Alternative)

uohowobdE

0) IlepeBecTn npenJiokeHus U3 NPAMON B KOCBEHHYIO pedb M Ha000poT
He said to me, “ You may speak to the teacher about it tomorrow.”
“What have you done to help him?”, John asked Bill.

They said to us, “Are the lessons over?”

I said to my friend, “Meet me outside the cinema at 6 o’clock.”
She said that her father had died a year before.

aOrwNE

5. U3 maHHBIX CJI0B COCTABUTDH NMPeEIJI0KEeHU S
1. /she/and/door/key/once/the/the/garden/took/to/hurried/at/.

2. [Alice/anyone/so/ask/she/help/that/was/to/felt/ready/desperate/for/.
3. [the/work/we/his/better/expected/results/than/even/were/of/.
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4. [l/to/all/have/give/help/you/l/lyou/money/shall/the/.
5. /his/house/the/was/in/garden/found/the/near/wife/.

6. IlepeBecTH ¢ pyccKOro Ha AaHIJIMHCKUI

Wnu 4, nim Most cecTpa NPUCOEAUHUMCS K UX TPYIIIE Yepe3 HEAEIIO.
Mp5I T03HAKOMUITUCH, KOT/1a OBLTH Ha KOpaoJe.

CouHIle y’ke B30IILI0, KOT/Ia OH BBIIIEN U3 J0MA.

pi| HC y3HaJI CBOCTO YUUTCIA, TaK KaK OH OYCHb U3MCHMJICA.

Ecnu Oyner o4eHb X0JI0IHO, MBI HE TTOE/IeM 3ar0pO/I.

ohwbdE

7. OKOHYMTDH NPeaI0KEeHUs

It is natural that ...

The only thing ...

When they approached ...

She turned pale as soon as ...

If they didn’t tell me the truth ...

aOrwbhPE

8. 3anoHUTH Mponmyckn HeoOX0aAMMOM (GopMOii TAaHHBIX CJI0B

| have ... friend in England. His name is Ken Roberts. | know ... very well, but | ... never
him. We often write ... each other. My ... are very short. It is still hard for me to write ... English.
| received a letter from Ken yesterday. It ... me very happy. He ... to my country for a holiday
next year. ... are going to see each other ... the first time.
[letter/for/a/he/to meet/we/to come/to/in/to make/.

9 cemecTp

1. IlpounTaiiTe TEKCT M OTBeTbTE HA CJeIYHINHEe 32 HHUM BOIIPOCHI, BHIOpaB
e[IMHCTBEHHO MPABWJILHbIII BAPDUAHT OTBETA.

The Theatre Royal in Drury Lane is one of the oldest theatres in London. Today most
people call it Drury Lane by the name of the street in which it stands. The theatre has many
traditions. One of them is the Badeley Cake, which began in 18-th century. Robert Badeley was a
pastry cook who became an actor and joined the Theatre Royal. He was a good actor and the
plays in which he acted were always a great success with the people of London.

When Robert Badeley was very old, he left some money to the theatre. Robert Badeley
asked to buy a cake and offered a piece of it to each actor and actress of the theatre on Twelfth
Night is the sixth of January, the twelfth night after Christmas.

So, after the evening performance on the Twelfth Night, the actors and actresses come
down into the hall in their stage and eat the Badeley Cake.

1. Why is the theatre called Drury Lane?
1. Itis founded by Drury Lane.
2. ltissituated in Drury Lane Street.
3. ltis one of the oldest theatres.

2. What is Badeley cake?

1. TItis one of the theatre’s traditions.
2. ltis acake baked by Badeley.
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3. ltisa performance.
3. Before he became an actor Robert Badeley
1. was a butcher
2. worked in an office
3. worked in the kitchen
4. What did Badeley leave the money for?
1. for paying the best actor
2. for treating every actor to a piece of cake
3. for buying a cake after the New Year
5. Why did the actors and actresses come down into the hall?
1. To change their clothes
2. To see each other
3. To have a break

2. BpIOpaTh NpaBHIbHBIN OTBET

1.He has come ... two days only.

a)in b) on c) for
2.They said the car was ... .

a) their b) there’s c) theirs
3.Does ... help you with the housework?

a) somebody b)nobody ¢) anybody
4.1t’s time for ... tea/

a)a b)the C)—
5.He didn’t have time ... his morning exercises.

a) doing b) to do c) do d) to make
6.Push the car ... you can.

a) as hard as b) so hard ¢) so hard that d) as hard that
7.1 don’t think he tells us ... truth.

a) about b) about the c) the d) -
8.Where did you learn ... about plants?

a) such b) so much C) SO many d) so
9.We celebrated her birthday ... 14 May.

a)in b) on c) at d) by
10.He could work ... hours without getting tired.

a) on b) in c) since d) for

3. BbiOpaTh npaBUIbHYIO (hOPMY CJI0OBA.

1.1 have just watered the roses. You ... water them.

a) should b) are able c¢) don’t have to
2.Your work isn’t very good. I’'m sure you can do it ... .
a) better b) best c) good
3.You ... to see us nowadays.
a) don’t often come b) aren’t often coming ¢) didn’t often come

4.1 shouted to him as he ... the road.
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a) has crossed b) had crossed C) was crossing
5.Many people pretend that they ... modern art.

a) are understanding) understands c) understand
6.She feltill and ... leave early.

a) must

b) had to c)should

7.The news ... over the radio.

a) was announced b) were announced c¢)announced
8.The fire ... at 6 o’clock this afternoon.

a) is still burning b) was still burning c) still burned
9.If the baby ... a girl, we’ll call her Rachel.

a) was

b) is c) will be

10.There was a strong smell and the sound of frying. Obviously Mrs. Jones ... fish.
a) has cooked b) was cooking c)would cook

4. BbINOJHUTH HE00X0AUMbIE NPeodpa3oBaHusd

a) CocTaBUTB COOTBETCTBYIOIME BONPOCHI

aObrwNE

These books must be sent to the library.(General)

She has to do her homework every morning.(Special)
We went for a ride to see the places of interest.(Special)
Bill hasn’t got a car.(Disjunctive)

They left it outside.(Alternative)

0) [lepeBecTH NMpeasIoKeHHs U3 NPSAMOIi B KOCBEHHYIO pedb U HA000poT

SANE A

He said, “I shall not be able to do it tomorrow.”

“Where were you the day before yesterday?”, Henry asked.
“Does he go in for sport?”, the doctor asked my mother.
My mother said to me, “Don’t forget to buy bread.”

John asked Mary where she had been the last two months.

5. 3 1aHHBIX CJI0B COCTABUTH NMPEAJI0KCHU S

aOkrwNE

/if/at/have/don’t/I/him/shall/you/send/to/home/once/you/report/on/.
/before/she/Andrew/left/word/room/the/a/say/could/.
/I/word/of/at/have/school/forgotten/but/it/learned/every/German/.
/at/nothing/the/knew/age/of/eighteen/of/1/and/motor-cars/planes/.
/my/hospital/provided/before/to/with/breakfast/went/solid/lI/me/a/landlady/.

6. IlepeBecTH ¢ pycCcKOro Ha aHTJIMICKUN

arwNE

Tw1 moexain B JIOHIOH 110 Jienam, WIH Ha KaHUKYJTBI?

Hwu 51, Hu MO¥ IpyT HE CMOTJIM OTBETUTH HA €0 BOIPOCHI.

[Toyemy ThHI HE MOTYYHIT YIOBOJIBCTBUE OT BEUepUHKH ?, Thl ObLT OYCHB YCTABIIIHIA?
OH ckazai, 4To €My pa3pelinin BeleXaTh 3a TPaHHITy.

ThI 1OJKEH HAMHOTO OOJIBIIIE BHUMAHHUS YICISTH CBOEMY IMPOU3HOIIEHHUIO.

7.OKOHYHMTH NPENI0KEHUS

PoONPE

She unpacked her things after ...

The waiter won’t come to our table unless ...
It is quite necessary that ...

He asked me why ...
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5. Since I had no friends in the village ...

8. 3an0aHUTH NPONYCKH HE00X0AMMOI (hOPMOIi JaAHHBIX CJIOB

During a week-end | traveled ... air for the first time in ... life. | generally travel by train or by
bus. It is both ... and safer. But this was ... short journey. ... the beginning I ... very happy. This
feeling ... long. The trip was very exciting. I ... soon high up in ... sky among the clouds. The
view of mountains, fields and rivers was interesting and unusual. | ... my short and comfortable
journey very much.

To enjoy/by/cheap/to be/not to last/a/my/the/not to feel/

A cemecTp

1. IlpoumTaiiTe TeKCT W OTBeThbTe Ha CJeAYyIOIIHEe 32 HUM BONPOCHI, BbIOpaB
€/IMHCTBEHHO NMPABWJIbLHbIII BADUAHT OTBETA.

Some farmers were sitting in a village house one evening, and other among things they began
to talk about echoes. One of the farmers said that there was a wonderful echo in one of his fields
where there was a large group of trees. The others all said that they would like to hear it, and the
farmer invited them to come the next afternoon. When the farmer reached home, he sent for one
of his men and told him to hide himself among the trees and imitate everything that was said.

The next day the farmer's friends arrived late in the afternoon and the farmer told them to
listen to the wonderful echo. Then he shouted at the top of his voice: "Are you there?"

The answer came back:

"Yes, | have been here for more than two hours."
1. What were the farmers doing?

1. they were having a birthday party.
2. they were talking about their problems.
3. they were speaking about echoes.

2. What did one of the farmers tell his friends?
1. He had a lot of trees on his farm.
2. He could invite his friends to see his trees and the
farm house.
3. There was a nice echo on his farm.
3. What did the farmer do when he reached his house?
1. He told one of his men to echo to every word.
2. He asked his wife to sit down under the trees and
have a rest.
3. He asked his worker to play hide-and-sick.
4. When did the farmer's friends arrive?
1. the following day.

2. inthe evening.
3. the next week.

5. How long had the farmer's worker been there?
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1. the whole day /
2. for almost three hours.
3. the whole evening.

4. BbiOpaTh NpaBUJIbHBIN OTBET

1.He is a ... runner.

a)slow b)slowly c)quickly
2.There wasn't much room, so ... people were invited.

a)little b)few c)a little
3.We looked forward to ... arrival., ?

a)there b)their c)hers
4.He reads the papers at ... breakfast.

a)a b)the C)-
5..He didn't have time ... his morning exercise*.

a)doing b)to do c)to make
6.1 have to visit a friend of ... .

aymy b) me c)mine d)myself
7.His salary wasn't ... to live on.

a)quite b)rather c)enough d)many
8.They will start on a trip one of ... days.

a)this b)these c)that d)those
9.He shouted ... "Where are you going?"

a)angry b)angrily c)calmly
10.She ... said goodbye and ran out.

a)quick b)quickest c)quickly

5. BbiOpaTh npaBuibHYIO opmy cJI0Ba.

1.A foreign language ... in a few weeks.

a)can b)can't learn c)can't be learnt

2.The loss of the documents ... to the manager.
a)reported b)was reported c)were reported
3.Heis ... of the two.
a)taller b)the tall c)the tallest

4.These days food ... more and more expensive

a)is getting b)has got c)got
5.He said; "I hope I ... when I arrive at London. airport."

a)shall meet b)shall be met c)have been met
6 He died after he ... ill a long time.

a)is b)has been c)had been
7.I'll go there when I ... , not before.

a)tell b)am told c¢)shall be told
8.We'll enjoy climbing mountains more if the weather ... .

a)be fine b)will be fine c)is fine
9.Before the war the big clock ... the hours.

a)struck always b)always struck c)was always striking
10.This is the second time you ... a cup.

a)broke b)will break c)have broken
4. BbINOJIHUTH HEO0X0AUMbIe NIPeodpa3oBaHNS
a) CocTaBUTh COOTBETCTBYIOIIME BONPOCHI
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1. This still life is painted by an unknown artist.(General)
2. There are four main problems to be discussed.(Special)

28364.1 am very grateful to her for her help. (Special)
28365.His wife has headaches quite often.(Disjunctive)
28366.She went away with George(Alternative)

0) [lepeBecTH NMpeAIOKeHUS U3 NPAMOIl B KOCBEHHYIO pedb U Ha000poT

He said to her, "She will be here in three days"

He asked me, "Where did you see him?"

"Will you come to me next week-end?", she said to her cousin.
"Lend me your dictionary for a moment, please.” | said to Jane.
He asked me where was the Browns' new flat and if they liked it.

aObrwNE

5. U3 maHHBIX CJI0B COCTABUTDH NMPeEIJI0KeHU S

1. The/one/for/is/wins/ prize / the /a/who / the /gold / race / chain /.
2. It/task/find / him/ not/easy / way / his / for / was/to/an/.

3. She/hands /sitting / a / buried / with / her / in / was/her / on / chair / face /.
He / had / the / the / if / sitting / him / by / wondered/ seen / woman/ fire /.
mine / lately / staying / friend / here / been / A / had/of/.

S

6.IlepeBecTH C PyCCKOro HA AHTJIHIICKUH

Otkyna BbI? S sinoHer.

Korpna on B Jlongone, 0H 0OBIYHO OCTAHABIMBACTCS B TOCTHHHMIIE " XHUIHTOH".
CornacHo MPOTrHO3Yy MOr0JIbl 3aBTPA MOUAET 0K Ib.

Ecnu BB HE yBepeHBI KYNMUTh JIM ATOT MHUIKAK WM HET, CIIPOCUTE COBET Y CBOETO

npyra.
5. Mou poaurtenu poausuchk B bpucrose u HUKOrJa He KWINA B JPYTOM MecCTe.

PoONPE

7.0OKOHYNTD NPeIJI0KEeHHS

I'll do my best to get there in time if ...
I wonder what he would say when ...
The law says that ...

The weather was so nasty that ...

As the police approached ...

ohwnhpE

8. 3ano0HUTH NPONYyCKH HE00X0AMMOI (POPMOIi JAHHBIX CJIOB

It ... in Spain several years ago. Marietta was ten, but she ... to school. She ... work to earn
her living. The girl was clever and she learned to read and write ... herself. The ... friends and
neighbours liked her very much. Everybody liked ... way she sang beautiful Spanish songs and
performed national dances. In the evenings her parents' room was full ... people. They ...
themselves very much. "What ... beautiful voice, " "How wonderfully she dances," ... was
saying.
a/the/ of / by / everybody / girl / enjoy / not to go / to have to / to be /
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Tembl 3cce

Writing Topic 1

When people move to another country, some of them decide to follow the customs of the new
country. Others prefer to keep their own customs. Compare these two choices. Which one do you
prefer? Support your answer with specific details.

Writing Topic 2

Some people believe that university students should be required to attend classes. Others believe
that going to classes should be optional for students. Which point of view do you agree with?
Use specific reasons and details to explain your answer.

Writing Topic 3

Describe a custom from your country that you would like people from other countries to adopt.
Explain your choice, using specific reasons and examples.

Writing Topic 4

Some people believe that a college or university education should be available to all students.
Others believe that higher education should be available only to good students. Discuss these
views. Which view do you agree with? Explain why.

Writing Topic 5

Some people think that children should begin their formal education at a very early age and
should spend most of their time on school studies. Others believe that young children should
spend most of their time playing. Compare these two views. Which view do you agree with?
Why?

Writing Topic 6

Do you agree or disagree with the following statement? Attending a live performance (for
example, a play, concert, or sporting event) is more enjoyable than watching the same event on
television. Use specific reasons and examples to support your opinion.

Writing Topic 7

It has been said, "Not everything that is learned is contained in books.” Compare and contrast
knowledge gained from experience with knowledge gained from books. In your opinion, which
source is more important? Why?

Writing Topic 8

English is quickly becoming the world language. Some people think this is good. Others think it
is not good. Discuss the advantages and disadvantages of English as the world language. Use
specific reasons and examples to support your answer.

Writing Topic 9

Some people believe that a college or university education should be available to all students.
Others believe that higher education should be available only to good students. Discuss these
views. Which view do you agree with? Explain why.

Writing Topic 10

Do you agree or disagree with the following statement? Books are not needed any more because
people can read information on computers. Use specific reasons and details to explain your
answer.

Tembl IpoeKkTOB
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1. Xapakrep yenoBeka, €ro BHyTPEHHUN MHUP.
2. HanmoHanbHbIE CTEPEOTHIIBI.

3. YenoBek u npupoja.

4. TIpo6eMbl OXpaHbl OKPYKAIOIIEH CPEIbl.
5. IIpoGiaemMbl MEPOBO33PEHHS.

6. Mup u 4enoBex.

TeMbl KypCcOBBIX

1.Heco6ctBenHo-mipsimast peub B nosectd J[k. Poymunr "Harry Potter and The Chamber of
Secrets"

2. Buzpl HecoOCTBEHHO-TIPAMON peun B pomane D. Yopron "Fruit of the Tree.".

3. Belpa3uTtenpHble cpeicTBa B KOPOTKUX pacckazax O.I'enpu.

4. Bunpst meradop B pomane T. Tapau " Jude the Obscure”

5. CuHTaKcHU4YeCcKue CTUIMcTuIeckue npuemsl B pomanax J1.J{ro Mopee

6. ABTOp, MOBECTBOBaTENb U repoii B pomane A. Mepaok "The Black Prince"

7. Turbl TOBECTBOBAHUS B COBPEMEHHOM aHIJIMMCKOM pOMaHe.

8. IIpsimast u kocBeHHas mopTperusanus B pomane [1.I'. Byaxayca "The Mating Season”
9.. Cnoco0bl epe1ayn SMOLIMOHATIBHOIO COCTOSIHUS repoeB B pomanax H. Cnapkca.

4. Metoanyeckue MaTepuaJibl, ONpeaeJsolme nNpoueaypbl OueHuBaHUs 3HAHUH, YMEHNH,
HABBIKOB M (WIM) ONBITA AeATEJNbHOCTH, XaAPAKTEPU3YKOIIMX 3Tanbl (GopMupOBaHHS
KOMIIeTeHIH .

Texyuuii koHTpOIIb 4 U ScemecTpa:

Pabora Ha mpakTUYeCKUX 3aHATHIX (BBIMOTHEHHE 3aaHuil) — Makc. 50 0. 3a Bce 3aHATHS.
AnbTepHaTUBHBIE (POPMBI paObOTHI:

- npeseHTanus — 10 0.

Obs3arenbHble (OPMBI PAOOTHI:

- JIGKCUKO-TpaMMaTu4yeckuii Tect — 5 0. (He MmeHee 4, makc. — 20 0.)

- acce — 5 6. (ue menee 4, makc. — 20 0.)

Tekyiuii KOHTPOJIb 6 cemecTpa:
Pabota Ha nmpakTHUecKuX 3aHATUAX (BBITOJHEHUE 3a1aHnii) — Makc. 40 0. 3a Bce 3aHATHSI.
AnbrepHaTuBHBIE (POPMBI paOOTHI:

- npesenTanus — 10 6.
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- npoexT — 20 0.
Obs3arenbHbIe (HOPMBI PAOOTHI:
- JIGKCUKO-TpaMMaTH4eckuii Tect — 5 0. (He MeHee 4, makc. — 20 0.)

- acce — 5 0. (ue menee 4, makc. — 20 0.)

Tekyiuii KOHTpOJIb 7 cemecTpa:

PaboTta Ha mpakTHYeCKuX 3aHATUAX (BBITIOJHEHUE 3a/1aHnii) — Makc. 50 0. 3a Bce 3aHATHSI.
AnbrepHaTtuBHBIE (OPMBI paOOTHI:

- nenosast urpa — 20 0.

O6s3arenbHbIe GOPMBI PAOOTHI:

- JIEKCUKO-TpaMMaTHueckuii Tect — 5 0. (He meHee 4, makc. — 20 0.)

- acce — 5 0. (He menee 4, makc. — 20 0.)

Texyiuii KOHTPOJIb 8 cemecTpa:

PaboTa Ha mpakTHUECKUX 3aHATUSIX (BBIOJHEHHE 3aaHuii) — Makc. 50 0. 3a Bce 3aHATHSL.
AnbrepHaTUBHBIE (HOPMBI PAOOTHI:

- npesenrtamus — 10 6.

O6s3aTenbHble POpPMBI PaOOTHI:

- JIGKCUKO-TpaMMaTHU4YecKuii TectT — 5 0. (He MeHee 3, Makc. — 15 6.)

- acce — 5 0. (He menee 3, makce. — 15 6.)

Tekymuii KOHTPOJIb 9 cemecTpa:

PaboTa Ha mpakTHUECKUX 3aHATUAX (BBIOJHEHHE 3aaHuii) — Makc. 60 ©. 3a Bce 3aHATHSL.
AnbrepHaTtuBHBIE (OPMBI pabOTHI:

- npeseHTanus — 10 6.

Obs3arenbHbIe (HOPMBI PAOOTHI:
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- JIGKCUKO-TpaMMaTHu4YecKuii Tect — 5 0. (He MeHee 3, makc. — 15 6.)

- acce — 5 0. (He menee 3, makce. — 15 6.)

Texyiuit KOHTpoOJIb A cemecTpa:

PaboTa Ha mpakTHUECKUX 3aHATUAX (BBIOJHEHHE 3aaHuii) — Makc. 50 0. 3a Bce 3aHATHSL.
AnprepHaTUBHBIC (POPMBI paOOTHI:

- npe3entanus — 10 6.

- npoekt — 20 6.

O6s3aTenbHble POpMBI PaOOTHI:

- JIGKCUKO-TpaMMaTH4YecKuii Tect — 5 0. (He MeHee 3, Makc. — 15 6.)

- acce — 5 0. (He menee 3, makce. — 15 6.)

Copep:xanue 3auéra 8 cemecrp:

1. Nsnoxenue conaepxaHuss OAHOKPATHO MPOCIYLIIAHHOIO TEKCTa MOHOJOTHYECKOTO
xXapakrepa.

2. JIMHrBOCTUIIMCTHYECKUI aHAJIN3 TEKCTA.

3. Hanwncanwne scce mo 3agaHHON TEME.

Conep:xanue 3K3aMeHa 4 cemecTp:
[TucbMeHHas yacTh YK3aMeHa

1. Kparkoe wu310)KE€HUE COAECP)KAHUS W KOMMEHTUPOBAHUE OJHOKPATHO MPOCITYyIIAaHHOIO
OpPUTHHAIILHOTO TeKcTa NHGOPMAITMOHHOTO XapaKTepa.

2. VctipaBnieHrne 1 KOMMEHTHPOBAHHUE OITUOOK KOPPEKTYPHOTO 3aJaHUSI.
YcTHag yacTh YK3aMeHa
1. UaTepnpeTanus coaepKaHusi OpUrMHAIBHOTO XYA0KECTBEHHOT'O TEKCTA.

2. U3noxenue Ha HHOCTpPaHHOM A3BIKC ra3eTHOM CTaTbH 06HIGCTBCHHO-HOJ'II/ITI/I'-IGCKOFO NI
CTPaHOBCAYCCKOI'O XapaKTepa. Bece):[a 110 3aTPOHYTBHIM B TCKCTC np06neMaM.

Coneprxanue 3K3aMeHa 6 cemecTp:
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IInceMenHas 4acTh DK3aMeHa

1. Dcce o KybTYpOJIOTHYECKON TTpoOIeMaTHKe.

YcTHas yacTh DK3aMeHa

1. JIuHrBocTWiMCTHYECKAass  WHTEPHPETALHS
yOIUIUCTHYECKOTO TEKCTA.

OpPUTHHaJIbHOI'O XYO0XKXECTBCHHOI'O

NI

2. PedepupoBanue ra3eTHOM CTaThU Ha PYCCKOM SI3bIKE OOIIECTBEHHO-TIOJUTUYECKOTO WIIH
CTpaHOBEIUYECKOTO XapakTepa. becena mo npobiaemam, 3aTPOHYTHIM B CTaThe.

3. U3noxeHne ¢ KOMMEHTUPOBAHUEM OJHOKPATHO MPOCIYIIAHHOTO TEKCTa MH(POPMAIIMIOHHOTO

XapakTepa.
Conep:xaHue dK3aMeHa A ceMecTp:

IIuceMeHHas yacTh YK3aMeHa

1. Dcce o KyJIbTypOoJOrHuecKoi mpobiaeMaTuke.

Cojep:xaHue rocy1apcTBeHHOI0 IK3aMeHa

Y cTHBIN DK3aMeH

1. JIMHrBOCTHINCTUYECKAS HUHTCpIpCTAlud OpPUTHHAJIBHOI'O XYIOOXKECTBCHHOIO,
HY6J'II/II_II/ICTI/I'-IGCKOFO WA HAYYHO-TIOITYJIAPHOI'O TCKCTA.

2. PedepupoBanue PYCCKOSI3bIYHOMN

CTaTbU 0O0IIECTBEHHO-TIOJIUTUYECKOTO,
CTPAHOBEIYECKOI0 WJIM HAy4YHO-IIONYJISIPHOTO XapaKTepa Ha aHTIJINMCKOM SI3bIKE.

4. N3noxxenne ¢ KOMMEHTUPOBAHUEM OJTHOKPATHO MPOCIIYIIAHHOTO TEKCTA.

HTorosas mkaja oneHNBaHUA Pe3yabTaTOB OCBOCHUSA NJUCIHUIIJIMHBI

Hrorosas OILICHKA IO JUCHUIIIIMHE BBICTABJISICTCA I10 HpHBC]I@HHOfI HWKE IIKaJIC. HpI/I
BBICTABJICHUM UTOT'OBOM OLOCHKHU ITPCIIOoaAaBaTCIICM YUYHUTBIBACTCA pa60Ta O6y‘-laIOH_[CFOC$I B
TCUCHUEC OCBOCHUA NUCHUIIIINHBI, a4 TAKXKE OLICHKA I10 HpOMeXCYTOQHOﬁ aTTeCTalnun

basel, mosydeHHbIE 1O TEeKyIneMy KOHTpoJio | OIeHKa B TPAAUIIMOHHON CHCTEME
Y IPOMEKYTOYHOM aTTECTAIIMH

81-100 3a4TEHO

61-80 3a4TEHO

41-60 3a4TEHO

0-40 HE 3a4TEHO
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HroroBas mkajia oneHUBaAHUA pe3yJbTaTOB OCBOCHHUSA TUCIHUIIJIMHBI

Hrorosas OII€HKA MO JUCHUIIIIMHE BBICTABJISICTCA I10 HpHBG}IGHHOﬁ HWXKE IIKAJIC. HpI/I
BBLICTaBJICHUN UTOTOBOM OLOCHKHU IPCIIoaAaBaTCIICM YUYHUTBIBACTCA pa60Ta 06yqa101ueroc;{ B
TCUCHUEC OCBOCHUA NUCHUIIIINHBI, a TAKXKEC OIICHKA I10 HpOMCHCYTOqHOﬁ arTeCTannun

bamiel, monydeHHble MO TEKyleMy KOHTpoio | OneHka B TPaaAuIIUOHHOW CUCTEME
U IPOMEKYTOYHOM aTTeCTalluu

81-100 OTJINIHO

61-80 XOPOIIO

41-60 YAOBJIETBOPUTENBHO

0-40 HE YJIOBJICTBOPHUTEIHHO

TekcTnl 14151 3k3aMeHa 4 cemecTp
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 given 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!”
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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: “I 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”.

Yet I felt a sudden sadness in my heart. I thought: “Gavin and I... One of us must be defeated”.
2. ADOG AND THREE DOLLARS by M. Twain

I 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, | did,” I 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 | did not have money even for my bread.
I 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."
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| went out of the house, but I did not know where to go and how to get the three dollars. For an
hour 1 was walking along the streets of Washington and was very tired. At last | 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"”, I answered at once.

"Three dollars?" he asked. "But that is very little. I can give you fifty dollars for it."

"No, no. I 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. | 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. | have paid you three dollars for it," said the
General.
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"I shall give you back your three dollars, but I must take the dog back", answered 1. "But you
have sold it to me, it is my dog now."

"I 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 |
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 | 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 | 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.

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.
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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 I 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 I waited for it to be time to give another
capsule. It would have been natural for him to go to sleep, but when I 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, | mean you don't have to stay if it's going to bother you."

I 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.

"You can't come in," he said. "You mustn't get what | have.” I 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,” I 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,” I 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."
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"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 I 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."

"I 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,” I 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 relaxed too, finally, and
the next day he was very slack and cried very easily at little things that were of no importance.

4. THE GREEN DOCTOR 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.
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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 given 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 f irst 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 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.

"I 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.
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"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 given 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

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 I could sell. If | could pay the money back | 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.

"I 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. I 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.

"I 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."

"I 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 I 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.

6. 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.
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"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.

"He said he would try. There is a man who crosses the river very of ten. 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.

7. 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."”
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Suddenly she remembered something. "Oh, and will you give me something f or my husband?
He's going down south. You know the kind of thing one reads on vacation?"

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

" It seems rather expensive,» remarked the lady.

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

The lady bought Among the Monkeys.

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

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

"Is it good?" said the lady.

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

"I suppose it's quite a safe book?" asked the widow anxiously. "I want it for my little daughter."
"A assure you it's perfectly safe. In fact, it is written quite in the old style, like the dear old books
of the past; quite like —" here the manager paused with a slight doubt — "Dickens and Fielding
and —er —so on.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

After a busy two hours | 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?"
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The manager knew that I 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 | 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,” I insisted.

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

8. THE NIGHTINGALE AND THE ROSE

by O. Wilde

"She said that she would dance with me if I 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 I have no red rose."

"Here at last is a true lover,"” said the Nightingale. "Night after night I have sung about him,
though I did not know him; night after night I 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 I bring her a red rose, I 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 I shall sit alone,
and she will pass me by, and my heart will break."

"Here indeed is a true lover," said the Nightingale. "What I 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.

"For a red rose? How funny." The little lizard laughed loudly.
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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 I 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, "I 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. I 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? |1 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, f or 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 I 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.

"I 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.

9. 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 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
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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 I think I am just like
them. I've taken care of myself since | was eleven — that's when my mother died. I think | must
study by myself, and what | want to know is where to begin."

"I 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 |
cannot say them correctly, so I 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. I 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."”

"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.

10. 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.
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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.

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 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 f or it. And he would receive the check when the story was published.

11. ISHE 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.
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"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, 'I know now how we can become rich”.

“'Rich! You have lost your mind”.

“No, I haven't.”

“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.
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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 | 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 is 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, but remembered that |
was the pupil of such a master, so I 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. I rode. |
continued my journey and sold a picture a day. I 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
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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."

12. 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 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.

13.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.
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"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 given 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 given Orlando her gold chain.

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.

69



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.”

14.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. "I am almost dying for want of food."

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.
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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.

15. 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.

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 f ront-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."
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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 | 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 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."

"You know perf ectly well what I 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.
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"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 | don't know anything about; but I 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.

16. 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 given 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 by 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 f ather 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.
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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 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.

74



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

17. 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 vrere 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. I am not giving up music. The lessons won't interfere with my music. While I teach, | 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 table. "Sometimes,"
she said, "Clementina is a very dif f icult pupil. And she always wears white. I'm tired of seeing
the same colour."
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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 given 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.
"I 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 I wasn't giving music lessons?"

“I guessed”, Joe said, "because about five o'clock this afternoon, I 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...”

29 9

But Delia stopped him with her hand on his mouth. “No”, she said, “just — “when one loves”.
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18. 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, | am quite serious. But | had
known him so long that I felt I had to take care of him — just as | feel towards Jimmy, my little
brother. That's the only f eeling I had — neighbourly friendship — when I 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 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!" | 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. I 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 I don't want to go back there — not now!"

Not too clever, I 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.
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"Good-bye, Betsy," Merry Ann said. "Please, tell your mother how much I enjoyed this
afternoon at your house."

"And please come often,” | said — and | 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 I f elt 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,” I 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.

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.

I 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," I 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.
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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 I fell over it and into the pool. As | sent down, | could hear
Merry Ann laughing, and | hoped I 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 — I knew they
were all standing there laughing — so | swam under water to the iron ladder at the other end of
the pool. I planned to run up the ladder and then as fast as | could to the dressing-room. From
there, 1 would go home.

When | found the ladder with my hand, | began to pull myself up. But then I discovered that my
dress was caught in the ladder. | pulled and pulled (I was still under water) but I 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 I 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 I shall love him
for it as long as I 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. "I 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.

79



"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 |
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 interesting. |
sat there looking at Sladen Morris with new eyes, probably because he suddenly didn't look at all
like the boy next door.

19. 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 I hated.

"Hello!" he said, and then continued without giving me a chance to ask after his health: "Last
night I 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!"

"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 af ter 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."
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| began to be interested. "May I 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 I 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 |
go to him and tell him what I 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
I 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,|l see you're busy."

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

"It's your own fault,” I said. "You refuse to think about what the public wants."
"How can | know what they want?"

"You don't try to. If | 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. I 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 I wasn't worried. | knew they would come to me: they had to — the scenario was
too good, it couldn't f ail. And when they appeared, | refused their first offers. | 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.
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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 f or 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 | 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. |
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. I 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.”

I 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 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. "I 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.
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20. 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 | 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."

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.
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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.
I will not give in, Lanny decided, and turned and walked away.

The man cursed, roaring insults.

84



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.

Crarbu 14 dk3aMeHna 4 c.

1.The centre of the museum was redeveloped in 2001 to become the Great Court, surrounding
the original Reading Room.

The British Museum is a museum dedicated to human history, art, and culture, located in the
Bloomsbury area of London. Its permanent collection, numbering some 8 million works, is
among the largest and most comprehensive in existence and originates from all continents,
illustrating and documenting the story of human culture from its beginnings to the present.

The British Museum was established in 1753, largely based on the collections of the physician
and scientist Sir Hans Sloane. The museum first opened to the public on 15 January 1759, in
Montagu House in Bloomsbury, on the site of the current museum building. Its expansion over
the following two and a half centuries was largely a result of an expanding British colonial
footprint and has resulted in the creation of several branch institutions, the first being the British
Museum (Natural History) in South Kensington in 1881. Some objects in the collection, most
notably the Elgin Marbles from the Parthenon, are the objects of controversy and of calls for
restitution to their countries of origin.

Until 1997, when the British Library (previously centred on the Round Reading Room) moved to
a new site, the British Museum housed both a national museum of antiquities and a national
library in the same building. The museum is a non-departmental public body sponsored by the
Department for Culture, Media and Sport, and as with all other national museums in the United
Kingdom it charges no admission fee, except for loan exhibitions. Neil MacGregor became
director of the museum in August 2002, succeeding Robert G. W. Anderson. In April 2015,
MacGregor announced that he would step-down as Director on 15 December. On 29 September
2015, the Board of Trustees confirmed Hartwig Fischer, who will assume his post in Spring
2016, as his successor.

2.The National Gallery is an art museum in Trafalgar Square in the City of Westminster, in
Central London. Founded in 1824, it houses a collection of over 2,300 paintings dating from the
mid-13th century to 1900.[a] The Gallery is an exempt charity, and a non-departmental public
body of the Department for Culture, Media and Sport. Its collection belongs to the public of the
United Kingdom and entry to the main collection is free of charge. It is among the most visited
art museums in the world, after the Musée du Louvre, the British Museum, and the Metropolitan
Museum of Art.

Unlike comparable museums in continental Europe, the National Gallery was not formed by
nationalising an existing royal or princely art collection. It came into being when the British
government bought 38 paintings from the heirs of John Julius Angerstein, an insurance broker
and patron of the arts, in 1824. After that initial purchase the Gallery was shaped mainly by its
early directors, notably Sir Charles Lock Eastlake, and by private donations, which comprise
two-thirds of the collection. The resulting collection is small in size, compared with many
European national galleries, but encyclopaedic in scope; most major developments in Western
painting "from Giotto to Cézanne™ are represented with important works. It used to be claimed
that this was one of the few national galleries that had all its works on permanent exhibition, but
this is no longer the case.
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The present building, the third to house the National Gallery, was designed by William Wilkins
from 1832 to 1838. Only the facade onto Trafalgar Square remains essentially unchanged from
this time, as the building has been expanded piecemeal throughout its history. Wilkins's building
was often criticised for the perceived weaknesses of its design and for its lack of space; the latter
problem led to the establishment of the Tate Gallery for British art in 1897. The Sainsbury Wing,
an extension to the west by Robert Venturi and Denise Scott Brown, is a notable example of
Postmodernist architecture in Britain. The current Director of the National Gallery is Gabriele
Finaldi.

3. The London Eye is a giant Ferris wheel on the South Bank of the River Thames in London.
Also known as the Millennium Wheel, it has also been called by its owners the British Airways
London Eye, then the Merlin Entertainments London Eye, then the EDF Energy London Eye.
Since mid-January 2015, it has been known as the Coca-Cola London Eye, following an
agreement signed in September 2014.

The structure is 443 feet (135 m) tall and the wheel has a diameter of 394 feet (120 m). When
erected in 1999 it was the world's tallest Ferris wheel. Its height was surpassed by the 520 feet
(158 m) tall Star of Nanchang in 2006, the 541 feet (165 m) tall Singapore Flyer in 2008, and the
550 feet (168 m) High Roller (Las Vegas) in 2014. Supported by an A-frame on one side only,
unlike the taller Nanchang and Singapore wheels, the Eye is described by its operators as “the
world's tallest cantilevered observation wheel™.

It is Europe’s tallest Ferris wheel, and offered the highest public viewing point in London until it
was superseded by the 804 feet (245 m) observation deck on the 72nd floor of The Shard, which
opened to the public on 1 February 2013. It is the most popular paid tourist attraction in the
United Kingdom with over 3.75 million visitors annually, and has made many appearances in
popular culture.

The London Eye adjoins the western end of Jubilee Gardens (previously the site of the former
Dome of Discovery), on the South Bank of the River Thames between Westminster Bridge and
Hungerford Bridge, in the London Borough of Lambeth.

A predecessor to the London Eye, the Great Wheel, was built for the Empire of India Exhibition
at Earls Court and opened to the public on 17 July 1895. Modelled on the original Chicago Ferris
Wheel, it was 94 metres (308 ft) tall and 82.3 metres (270 ft) in diameter. It stayed in service
until 1906, by which time its 40 cars (each with a capacity of 40 persons) had carried over 2.5
million passengers. The Great Wheel was demolished in 1907 following its last use at the
Imperial Austrian Exhibition.

4.The Tower of London, officially Her Majesty's Royal Palace and Fortress of the Tower of
London, is a historic castle located on the north bank of the River Thames in central London. It
lies within the London Borough of Tower Hamlets, separated from the eastern edge of the square
mile of the City of London by the open space known as Tower Hill. It was founded towards the
end of 1066 as part of the Norman Conquest of England. The White Tower, which gives the
entire castle its name, was built by William the Conqueror in 1078, and was a resented symbol of
oppression, inflicted upon London by the new ruling elite. The castle was used as a prison from
1100 (Ranulf Flambard) until 1952 (Kray twins),[2] although that was not its primary purpose. A
grand palace early in its history, it served as a royal residence. As a whole, the Tower is a
complex of several buildings set within two concentric rings of defensive walls and a moat.
There were several phases of expansion, mainly under Kings Richard the Lionheart, Henry IlI,
and Edward | in the 12th and 13th centuries. The general layout established by the late 13th
century remains despite later activity on the site.
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The Tower of London has played a prominent role in English history. It was besieged several
times and controlling it has been important to controlling the country. The Tower has served
variously as an armoury, a treasury, a menagerie, the home of the Royal Mint, a public records
office, and the home of the Crown Jewels of England. From the early 14th century until the reign
of Charles 11, a procession would be led from the Tower to Westminster Abbey on the coronation
of a monarch. In the absence of the monarch, the Constable of the Tower is in charge of the
castle. This was a powerful and trusted position in the medieval period. In the late 15th century
the castle was the prison of the Princes in the Tower. Under the Tudors, the Tower became used
less as a royal residence, and despite attempts to refortify and repair the castle its defences
lagged behind developments to deal with artillery.

The peak period of the castle's use as a prison was the 16th and 17th centuries, when many
figures who had fallen into disgrace, such as Elizabeth | before she became queen, were held
within its walls. This use has led to the phrase "sent to the Tower". Despite its enduring
reputation as a place of torture and death, popularised by 16th-century religious propagandists
and 19th-century writers, only seven people were executed within the Tower before the World
Wars of the 20th century. Executions were more commonly held on the notorious Tower Hill to
the north of the castle, with 112 occurring there over a 400-year period. In the latter half of the
19th century, institutions such as the Royal Mint moved out of the castle to other locations,
leaving many buildings empty. Anthony Salvin and John Taylor took the opportunity to restore
the Tower to what was felt to be its medieval appearance, clearing out many of the vacant post-
medieval structures. In the First and Second World Wars, the Tower was again used as a prison,
and witnessed the executions of 12 men for espionage. After the Second World War, damage
caused during the Blitz was repaired and the castle reopened to the public. Today the Tower of
London is one of the country's most popular tourist attractions. Under the ceremonial charge of
the Constable of the Tower, it is cared for by the charity Historic Royal Palaces and is protected
as a World Heritage Site.

5.By 1835 Marie had settled down in Baker Street, London, and opened a museum. This part of
the exhibition included victims of the French Revolution and newly created figures of murderers
and other criminals. The name is often credited to a contributor to Punch in 1845, but Marie
appears to have originated it herself, using it in advertising as early as 1843.

Other famous people were added to the exhibition, including Lord Nelson, and Sir Walter Scott.
Some of the sculptures done by Marie Tussaud herself still exist. The gallery originally
contained some 400 different figures, but fire damage in 1925, coupled with German bombs in
1941, has rendered most of these older models defunct. The casts themselves have survived
(allowing the historical waxworks to be remade), and these can be seen in the museum's history
exhibit. The oldest figure on display is that of Madame du Barry. Other faces from the time of
Tussaud include Robespierre and George 1ll. In 1842, she made a self portrait which is now on
display at the entrance of her museum. She died in her sleep on 15 April 1850.

By 1883 the restricted space and rising cost of the Baker Street site prompted her grandson
(Joseph Randall) to commission the building at its current location on Marylebone Road. The
new exhibition galleries were opened on 14 July 1884 and were a great success.[9] However, the
building costs, falling so soon after buying out his cousin Louisa's half share in the business in
1881, meant the business was under-funded. A limited company was formed in 1888 to attract
fresh capital but had to be dissolved after disagreements between the family shareholders, and in
February 1889 Tussaud's was sold to a group of businessmen led by Edwin Josiah Poyser.[10]
Edward White, an artist dismissed by the new owners to save money, allegedly sent a parcel
bomb to John Theodore Tussaud in June 1889 in revenge. The first sculpture of a young Winston
Churchill was made in 1908, with a total of ten made since.
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The first overseas branch of Madame Tussauds was opened in Amsterdam in 1970.

6.The Shakespeare Theatre Company is a regional theatre company located in Washington, D.C.
The theatre company focuses primarily on plays from the Shakespeare canon, but its seasons
include works by other classic playwrights such as Euripides, Ibsen, Wilde, Shaw, Schiller,
Coward and Tennessee Williams. The company manages and performs in the Harman Center for
the Arts, consisting of the Lansburgh Theatre and Sidney Harman Hall. In cooperation with
George Washington University, they run the Academy for Classical Acting.

The company is a member of the League of Resident Theatres.

The Folger Shakespeare Library on Capitol Hill includes a replica of an Elizabethan theatre,
originally used for lectures and tours. In 1970 this space was transformed into a functioning
playhouse, and soon Folger Theatre Group (later The Folger Theatre) was organized to perform
in the space.

After years of discussion, Amherst College, administering body of the Folger Shakespeare
Library, in 1986 withdrew financial support for the company. To save the company, concerned
citizens led by R. Robert Linowes reincorporated it as the non-profit Shakespeare Theatre at the
Folger, later hiring Michael Kahn as artistic director. The company continued to perform at the
Folger for the next six years.

Changing its name to The Shakespeare Theatre, the troupe moved in 1992 to the Lansburgh
Theatre, a newly built space in the original Lansburgh's Department Store building in the Penn
Quarter. At the start of the 2005-6 season, it adopted the current name, Shakespeare Theatre
Company. The company constructed another theatre, Sidney Harman Hall, which opened in
2007 in the lower part of an office building in the quarter, and the two theatres were joined to
become the Harman Center for the Arts.

Meanwhile, after initially importing traveling shows from the Shenandoah Shakespeare Express
the Folger Shakespeare Library developed a new Folger Theatre company to present plays in its
Elizabethan replica.

7.Agatha Christie is known all over the world as the Queen of Crime. She wrote 78 crime novels,
19 plays and 6 romantic novels under the name of Mary Westmacott. Her books have been
translated into 103 foreign languages. She is the third best-selling author in the world (after
Shakespeare and the Bible). Many of her novels and short stories have been filmed. The
Mousetrap, her most famous play, is now the longest-running play in history.

Agatha Christie was born at Torquay, Devonshire. She was educated at home and took singing
lessons in Paris. She began writing at the end of the First World War. Her, first novel, The
Mysterious Affair at Styles, was published in 1920. That was the first appearance of Hercule
Poirot, who became one of the most popular private detectives since Sherlock Holmes. This little
Belgian with the egg-shaped head and the passion for order amazes everyone by his powerful
intellect and is brilliant solutions to the most complicated crimes.

Agatha Christie became generally recognised in 1926, after the publishing of her novel The
Murder of Roger Ackroyd. It's still considered her masterpiece. When Agatha Cristie got tired of
Hercule Poirot she invented Miss Marple, a deceptively mild old lady with her own method of
investigation. Her last Poirot book, Curtain, appeared shortly before her death, and her last Miss
Marple story, Sleeping Murder, and her autobiography were published after her death.
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Agatha Christie's success with millions of readers lies in her ability to combine clever plots with
excellent character drawing, and a keen sense of humour with great powers of observation. Her
plots always mislead the reader and keep him in suspense. He cannot guess who the criminal is.
Fortunately, evil is always conquered in her novels.

Agatha Christie's language is simple and good and it's pleasant to read her books in the original.

8.Many years ago a young doctor began to write stories about a man who was a detective.
Readers liked his stories because they were very interesting and the doctor decided to become a
writer. The doctor was Conan Doyle and he wrote about Sherlock Holmes.

Conan Doyle wrote his first story about Sherlock Holmes in 1887. In this story the detective
meets his friend Dr. Watson. Holmes and Watson lived at 221 B Baker Street in London.

Many discussions take place about where 221 B was. There is no house there now. But a large
company has its office near the place. This company answers twenty or so letters which still
come every week to Sherlock Holmes, 221 B Baker Street Most come from the United States
and many people ask if Mr. Holmes can help them with some problem.

The company answers saying that, "Mr. Sherlock Holmes is no longer working as a detective".

There is a pub in London called Sherlock Holmes. One of the rooms in the pub is Sherlock
Holmes' room. It has many things the room in Conan Doyle's stories had - Holmes' hat, some
letters written to Sherlock Holmes, chairs and tables like those described in the stories. Besides,
there are some pictures of Holmes and Conan Doyle, of actors who played Holmes and Watson
in films, on television and radio.

In 1961 lovers of Sherlock Holmes formed the Sherlock Holmes Society. They meet three or
four times a year to talk about Sherlock Holmes. The members of the Society know the stories
about Sherlock Holmes very well, and they discuss these stories at their meetings.

9.Diana Spencer was born on the first of July 1961 in Sandringham in England. She had two
older sisters and a younger brother. In childhood she liked games, swimming, running and
dancing. She wanted to become a dancer. Besides she loved children very much and at the age of
sixteen she worked in schools for very young children.

Diana became princess, when Prince Charles, the Queen's son, asked her to be his wife and they
got married. They seemed to be a happy couple at first. They had two sons. They travelled a lot
they worked a lot, they visited many countries together. But Diana was not quite happy because
they did different things and Charles didn't unterstand her.

Why was Diana the most famous, the most beautiful, the most photographed woman in the
world? Why did she win the hearts of millions and millions of people in many countries? Why
did so many people come to London to remember her when she died? Why did the car accident
which took her life, become such a total shock to crowds of people? Why did people feel the
need to be in London at the funeral? Why did the tears and love at the funeral move the world?

The answer is so simple. Matthew Wall, a student at St. Michael's College in Burlington said:
She was such a lovely lady. She did so much for those people less fortunate that herself.

She was a kind woman. Hundreds of people talked about Diana's kindnesses. She liked ordinary
people, though she was rich and had many rich friends. Wherever she was, she was always ready
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to lend a hand. She was devoted to the sick and the poor. She visited hospitals for people with
AIDS and for lepers and wasn't afraid to touch them, talk to them, listen to them. She worked on
children's charities, and had teamed up with Hillary Clinton in an effort to ban landmines. And
it's not only money, that she wanted to give people. She wanted to give them apartof her soul.to
make them happy because she was unhappy herself. She wanted to give them love, because she
needed love herself.

Diana was seen many times in floods of tears, because of the pressures of her loveless 15-year
marriage. It is not a secret that Diana was hounded and humiliated to the point of mental
breakdown and was able to pull through only because she knew she had the love of the people to
buoy her in her darkest hours.

She was, indeed, the People's Princess.

10.Margaret Hilda Thatcher, Baroness Thatcher, LG, OM, PC, FRS (née Roberts; 13 October
1925 — 8 April 2013) was a British stateswoman and politician who was the Prime Minister of
the United Kingdom from 1979 to 1990 and the Leader of the Conservative Party from 1975 to
1990. She was the longest-serving British Prime Minister of the 20th century and is currently the
only woman to have held the office. A Soviet journalist dubbed her the "lron Lady", a nickname
that became associated with her uncompromising politics and leadership style. As Prime
Minister, she implemented policies that have come to be known as Thatcherism.

Originally a research chemist before becoming a barrister, Thatcher was elected Member of
Parliament (MP) for Finchley in 1959. Edward Heath appointed her Secretary of State for
Education and Science in his 1970 government. In 1975, Thatcher defeated Heath in the
Conservative Party leadership election to become Leader of the Opposition and became the first
woman to lead a major political party in the United Kingdom. She became Prime Minister after
winning the 1979 general election.

On moving into 10 Downing Street, Thatcher introduced a series of political and economic
initiatives intended to reverse high unemployment and Britain's struggles in the wake of the
Winter of Discontent and an ongoing recession. Her political philosophy and economic policies
emphasised deregulation (particularly of the financial sector), flexible labour markets, the
privatisation of state-owned companies, and reducing the power and influence of trade unions.
Thatcher's popularity during her first years in office waned amid recession and high
unemployment, until the 1982 Falklands War and the recovering economy brought a resurgence
of support, resulting in her re-election in 1983.

Thatcher was re-elected for a third term in 1987. During this period her support for a Community
Charge (referred to as the "poll tax™) was widely unpopular, and her views on the European
Community were not shared by others in her Cabinet. She resigned as Prime Minister and party
leader in November 1990, after Michael Heseltine launched a challenge to her leadership. After
retiring from the Commons in 1992, she was given a life peerage as Baroness Thatcher, of
Kesteven in the county of Lincolnshire, which entitled her to sit in the House of Lords. After a
series of small strokes in 2002, she was advised to withdraw from public speaking. Despite this,
she managed to deliver a eulogy to Ronald Reagan at his funeral in 2004. In 2013 she died of
another stroke in London at the age of 87

11.0Oxford was founded in the 9th century when Alfred the Great created a network of fortified

towns called burhs across his kingdom. One of them was at Oxford. Oxford is first mentioned in
911 in the Anglo-Saxon Chronicle.

90



According to legend, Oxford University was founded in 872 when Alfred the Great happened to
meet some monks there and had a scholarly debate that lasted several days. In reality, it grew up
in the 12th century when famous teachers began to lecture there and groups of students came to
live and study in the town.

But Oxford was a fortress as well as a town. In the event of war with the Danes all the men from
the area were to gather inside the burgh. However this strategy was not entirely successful. In
1009 the Danes burned Oxford. However Oxford was soon rebuilt. In 1013 the Danish king
claimed the throne of England. He invaded England and went to Oxford. In 1018 a conference
was held in Oxford to decide who would be the king of England.

By the time of the Norman Conquest, there were said to be about 1,000 houses rn Oxford, which
meant it probably had a population of around 5,000. By the standards of the time, it was a large
and important town (even London only had about 18,000 inhabitants). Oxford was the 6th largest
town in England. Oxford probably reached its zenith at that time. About 1072 the Normans built
a castle at Oxford.

In the 12th and 13th centuries Oxford was a manufacturing town. It was noted for cloth and
leather. But in the 14th and 15th centuries manufacturing declined. Oxford came to depend on
the students. It became a town of brewers, butchers, bakers, tailors, shoemakers, coopers,
carpenters and blacksmiths. In the later Middle Ages Oxford declined in importance.

In the 16th century Oxford declined further in terms of national importance, though it remained a
fairly large town by the standards of the time. Oxford was economically dependent on the
university. The students provided a large market for beer, food, clothes and other goods.

From 1819 Oxford had gas street lighting.

In the late 19th century a marmalade making industry began in Oxford. There was also a
publishing industry and an iron foundry.

Oxford gained its first cinema in 1910.

The fate of Oxford was changed in 1913 when a man named Morris began making cars in the
city. In 1919 a radiator making company was formed. By the 1930s Oxford was an important
manufacturing centre. It was also a prosperous city., Furthermore it escaped serious damage
during World War II.

Oxford airport opened in 1938.

Today the main industries are still car manufacturing and making vehicle parts and publishing.
Today the population of Oxford is 121,000

12.Cambridge was founded in 875 when the Danes conquered Eastern England. They created a
fortified town called a burgh, from which the word borough derives. Cambridge was surrounded
by a ditch and an earth rampart with a wooden palisade on top. However in 1010 Cambridge was
burned by the Danes. That was an easy task when all the buildings were of wood.

By the 10th century Cambridge was also the administrative centre for the area and so it was a

town of some importance, although it would seem tiny to us. By 1086 Cambridge probably had a
population of about 2,000. By the standards of the time it was a medium sized town.
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Later in the Middle Ages the population of Cambridge probably rose to about 3,000. In 1068
William the Conqueror visited Cambridge and ordered that a castle be built there. At first it was
of wood but in the 12 th century, it Was rebuilt in stone.

The town of Cambridge was severely damaged by a fire in 1174. Fire was a constant hazard
when most buildings were of wood with thatched roofs. Another fire raged in Cambridge in
1385.

In the Middle Ages Cambridge had a weekly market and by the early 13 th century it also had a
fair. In those days fairs were like markets but they were held only once a year for a period of a
few days- People came from all over Eastern England at a Cambridge fair. Cambridge prospered
because it was located on the river Cam.

In Cambridge there was a leather industry. By the 15th century there was also a wool industry.

In 1728 it was estimated that the population of Cambridge was more then 6,000,1,600 of whom
were inhabitants of the university. By the standards of that time Cambridge was a big town. The
first newspaper in Cambridge appeared in 1744. The first bank in Cambridge was opened in
1780.

The railway reached Cambridge in 1845. It stimulated the growth of industry in Cambridge by
connecting the town to a huge market in London. From the late 19th century a new industry of
making scientific instruments grew up in Cambridge. Cambridge gained gas light in 1823.

From 1880 horse drawn trams ran in the streets of Cambridge. The first electricity was generated
in Cambridge in 1893.

In the 20th century the university, while still important, did not dominate Cambridge. New
industries of electronics grew up. Making surgical and scientific instruments was also important.

Cambridge was made a city in 1951. The first cinema in Cambridge opened in 1910.
Today Cambridge has a population of 109,000 people.

13.The English proverb says: every cook praises his own broth. One can not say English cookery
is bad, but there is not a lot of variety in it in comparison with European cuisine. The English are
very particular about their meals. The usual meals in England are breakfast, lunch, tea and
dinner.

Breakfast time is between seven and nine a.m. A traditional English breakfast is a very big meal.
It consists of juice, porridge, a rasher or two of bacon and eggs, toast, butter, jam or marmalade,
tea or coffee. Marmalade is made from oranges and jam is made from other fruit. Many people
like to begin with porridge with milk or cream and sugar, but no good Scotsman ever puts sugar
on it, because Scotland is the home of porridge. For a change you can have sausages, tomatoes,
mushrooms, cold ham or perhaps fish.

But nowadays in spite of the fact that the English strictly keep to their meals many people just
have cereal with milk and sugar or toast with jam or honey.

The two substantial meals of the day are lunch and dinner. Lunch is usually taken at one o'clock.
For many people lunch is a quick meal. Office workers usually go to a cafe at this time. They
take fish, poultry or cold meat (beef, mutton, veal and ham), boiled or fried potatoes and all sorts
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of salad. They may have a mutton chop or steak and chips, followed by biscuits and a cup of
coffee. Some people like a glass of light beer with lunch. Pubs also serve good, cheap food.
School children can have a hot meal at school. Some of them just bring a snack from home.

Tea is very popular among the English; it may almost be called their national drink. Tea is
welcome in the morning, in the afternoon and in the evening. The English like it strong and fresh
made. The English put one tea-spoonful of tea for each person. Tea means two things. It is a
drink and a meal. Some people have afternoon tea, so called «high tea» with sandwiches,
tomatoes and salad, a tin of apricots, pears or pineapples and cakes, and, of course a cup of tea.
That is what they call good tea. It is a substantial meal.

Cream teas are also popular. Many visitors, who come to Britain, find English instant coffee
disgusting. Dinner time is generally between six and eight p.m. The evening meal is the biggest
and the main meal of the day. Very often the whole family eats together. They begin with soup,
followed by fish, roast chicken, potatoes and vegetables, fruit and coffee.

On Sundays many families have a traditional lunch consisting of roast chicken, lamb or beef
with salads, vegetables and gravy.

The British enjoy tasting delicious food from other countries, for example, French, Italian, Indian
and Chinese food. Modern people are so busy that they do not have a lot of time for cooking
themselves. So, the British buy the food at the restaurant and bring it home already prepared to
eat. So we can conclude that take-away meals are rather popular among the population. Eating
has become rather international in Britain lately.

14.Young people from all walks of life are united according to their interests by the established
youth organizations in Britain. These organizations develop because of the contribution of both
full-time and part-time youth workers and a great number of volunteers.

Outdoor pursuits involve anything from pony trekking to rock-climbing or canoeing and help
young people go out from the confines of their home or their environment. Such pursuits nourish
a spirit of self-reliance and help realize the importance of team-work under a good leadership.
All the major youth organizations hold outdoor pursuits either by organizing special residential
courses or by sending their members to take part in established courses or seminars in other
cities and countries.

Local authorities and a number of multipurpose youth organizations provide the place for such
activities as canoeing, sailing, rock-climbing, map reading, orienteering and cooking for
survival; all of them encourage initiative and self-discipline.

Among providers of outdoor places are the Sports Council, the Outward-Bound Trust, the Ocean
Youth Club, the Sail Training Association, and the Nautical Training Corps.

The Outward-Bound Trust is the longest established and most experienced organization in
Britain based on outdoor pursuits, personal development, and training. It has five centres in the
English Lake District, Wales, and Scotland. It operates in 38 other countries of the world. It has
centres in Belgium, France, Germany, and the Netherlands. This organization is based on two
simple principles: firstly, that everyone is capable of achieving more than he might imagine, and,
secondly, that too few people have a real appreciation of what can be achieved by team-work and
mutual support.
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Young people participate in ‘expedition courses' lasting 8, 12, or 20 days and involving
adventurous journeys by land or sea. There are also 'specialist courses' for young people aged 17
and over to become involved in work with such groups as the homeless, the elderly, and the
disabled

15.The United Kingdom (abbreviated from "The United Kingdom of Great Britain and Northern
Ireland™) is the political name of the country which consists of England, Scotland, Wales and
Northern Ireland (sometimes known as Ulster).

Great Britain is the name of the island which is made up of England, Scotland, Wales, whereas
the British Isles is the geographical name of all the islands off the north-west coast of the
European continent. In everyday speech "Britain" is used to mean the United Kingdom.

The flag of the United Kingdom, known as the Union Jack, is made up of three crosses. The
upright red cross on a white background is the cross of the 1st George, the patron saint of
England. The white diagonal cross on a blue background is the cross of St. Andrew, the patron
saint of Scotland, The red diagonal cross on a white background is the cross of St. Patrick, the
patron saint of Ireland.

The Welsh flag, called the Welsh dragon, represents a red dragon on a white and green
background.

St. George's Day falls on 23 April and is regarded as England’s national day. On this day some
patriotic Englishmen wear a rose pinned to their jackets'. A red rose is the national emblem of
England from the time of the Wars of the Roses (15th century).

St. Andrew's Day (the 30th of November) is regarded as Scotland's national day. On this day
some Scotsmen wear a thistle in their buttonhole. As a national emblem of Scotland, thistle
apparently first used in the 15th century as a symbol of defence. The Order of the Thistle is one
of the highest orders of knighthood. It was founded in 1687, and is mainly given to Scottish
noblemen (limited to 16 in number).

St. Patrick's Day (the 17th of March) is considered as a national day in Northern Ireland and an
official bank holiday there. The national emblem of Ireland is shamrock. According to legend, it
was the plant chosen by St. Patrick to illustrate the Christian doctrine of the Trinity to the Irish.

St. David's Day (the 1st of March) is the church festival of St. David, a 6th-century monk and
bishop, the patron saint of Wales. The day is regarded as the national holiday of Wales, although
it is not an official bank holiday.

On this day, however, many Welshmen wear either a yellow daffodil or a leek pinned to their
jackets, as both plants are traditionally regarded as national emblems of Wales.

In the Royal Arms three lions symbolize England, a lion rampant — Scotland, and a harp —
Ireland. The whole is encircled and is supported by a lion and a unicorn. The lion has been used
as a symbol of national strength and of the British monarchy for many centuries. The unicorn, a
mythical animal that looks like a horse with a long straight horn, has appeared on the Scottish
and British royal coats of arms for many centuries, and is a symbol of purity.

16.In 383 the Roman legions began to leave Britain to fight in Gaul (France) against the
Barbarian tribes who were invading the Roman Empire. By 407 there were not enough Roman
soldiers to defend Britons from Picts and Scots, fierce tribes from the North.
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The British chiefs asked Anglo-Saxon soldiers to come from Germany to help them.

Anglo-Saxons were strong and well trained, they defeated Picts and Scots, but when afterwards
Britons asked to do it and stayed.

After about one hundred and fifty years of fighting Britons had either been forced to Wales or
had become slaves.

Anglo-Saxons founded a lot of kingdoms: Kent, Essex, Wessex, Mercia, Northumbria.

In 789 more than three hundred years after the Anglo-Saxons had settled in Britain, the Vikings
began to attack the British Isles. They came from Norway, Sweden and Denmark. The winters
there were long and cold and soil was poor, so Britain was a rich prize for them. They made a
big army. The Anglo-Saxon kingdoms couldn’t resist the Vikings, and soon only the kingdom of
Wessex remained free of them — the King of Wessex was Alfred the Great.

King Alfred the Great was one of the first kings of England. He was a great and kind king. He
did so much that was good for the people of England that people called him Alfred the Good.

In the time of Alfred the Great not many men or women could read or write. Alfred could read
and write well. He wanted his people to have schools where they could learn to read and write.
While he was king, many people went to school for the first time their lives.

Alfred was a brave man as well as a good one. While he was king, the Danes came in their boats
to England and fought their way up the rivers. They wanted to live in England and make it their
own country. Alfred and his people fought hard because they did not want to give up their
country to the Danes.

King Alfred and the Vikings made a treaty. They agreed that the Vikings would live in an area
called the Danelaw, where they could follow their traditions and obey their law. So the vikings
settled in England and mixed with Anglo-Saxons. The process wasn’t very painful as these two
nations were very much alike and had similar languages. But more and more Vikings were
coming from the continent and by 1020 King Sweyn of Denmark become the first Danish King
of England

17.BRIAN CARTER, a student, is not happy with entertainment in Britain. "British audiences
can be interminably irritating with their frequently snobby, haughty and smug attitudes"

It is perhaps ironic that it should be possible to write about what is irritating and loathsome about
entertainment in Britain; entertainment is supposed | to be diverting and enjoyable but this is
decidedly not always the case.

Take the cinema... To see a film you have either to go to one of the huge multiplexes that has
sprung up on the outskirts of towns over the last couple of years or to stick to the high street
movie theatres which have either remained unchanged and poorly maintained since Charlie
Chaplin's heyday or are old dance halls or bingo palaces converted to cinemas sometime around
1952 when orange and brown were apparently considered the quickest route to tasteful interior
decoration: they are all ugly and dilapidated with moth-eaten, creaky and cramped seats. A visit
to the multiplex is a little more enjoyable, because at least these cinemas usually have hot dogs.

The British seem not to have grasped the concept of what is and what is not appropriate snack-
food for the cinema. The whole point about popcorn is that it doesn't crinkle in a wrapper and it
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doesn't crunch in your mouth. In Britain, though, cinemas sell crisps and candy in plastic
wrappings. Little is more frustrating than trying to concentrate on the screen when you are sitting
next to Mr and Mrs Greedy with Junior Greedies stuffing their faces with crunchy food from
crinkly wrappers, saliva drooling slowly down their chins.

The theatre is little better. Although Britain has a theatrical tradition that is richer and more
varied than almost any country in the world (this is, after all, the nation that has produced
Shakespeare, Laurence Olivier and a sector of London — the West End — packed with more
theatres and original productions than you could wish for), British audiences can be interminably
irritating with their frequently snobby and smug attitudes. Worst of all are the regulars of the
Royal Shakespeare Company who derive immense pleasure from spotting — or pretending to
spot — the most intellectual of puns (plays on words) or witty quips. They then laugh
ostentatiously in a theatrical manner to show the surrounding audience that they, and only they,
have the intelligence to understand the true meaning of the play that they are watching. You can
always spot these characters because they glance discreetly around themselves a few seconds
after they have finished laughing to check that their neighbours have noticed them.

A similar situation exists within British television. On the one hand, the Briton enjoys some of
the best TV in the world. Soap-operas like Eastenders are vastly more enjoyable and believable
than their standard America equivalents because they concentrate more on characters, acting and
plot than on the immaculate hair styles of their stars.

On the other hand, however, Britain's TV producers still manage to let everyone down by
making some utter garbage. There is a particular group of British ‘comedians' — men like Brae
Forsyth and Ronnie Corbett — whose humour ceased to be funny a long time ago (if it was ever
funny in the first place). Why are they still on the TV? They're rubbish. To make matters worse,
all these dreary and tedious shows are broadcast at peak times on Friday and Saturday nights. No
one wants to watch them; what is there to do but go out and drink a pint of warm beer...?

18.For seven hundred years Oxford and Cambridge universities dominated the British education.
Scotland had four universities, all founded before A. D. 1600. Wales only acquired a university
in the 20th century; it consisted of four university colleges located in different cities (Cardiff,
Swansea, Bangor, and Aberystwith). The first English university after Oxford and Cambridge
(sometimes referred to as Oxbridge) was Durham, in the North of England, founded in 1832. The
University of London was founded a few years later in 1836.

During the nineteenth century institutions of higher education were founded in most of the
biggest industrial towns, like Birmingham, Manchester, Leeds, Sheffield (sometimes called the
Redbrick Universities). At first they did not have full university status but were known as
university colleges; since 1945, however, all have become independent universities, and in recent
years a number of other universities have been founded: Sussex, Essex, Warwick, and others.

In the middle 60s there was a further new development. Some of the local technical colleges
maintained by local authorities had gained special prestige. By 1967 ten of these had been given
charters as universities. Many of them are in the biggest cities where there were already
established universities; so now we have the University of Aston (Birmingham), Salford (close
to Manchester), Strathclyde (Glasgow), Herriot-Watt University (Edinburgh), Brunei University
(London).

When we add all these together we find that the number of universities in England increased
within ten years from nineteen to thirty-six, and in Scotland from four to eight.
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Oxford university is a federation of colleges, and it is impossible to understand its structure
unless one first understands the nature and function of these colleges, which have no
resemblance whatever with the institutions called “colleges"” in America.

Oxford has twenty-three ordinary colleges for men, five for women. All these are parallel
institutions, and none of them is connected with any particular field of study. No matter what
subject a student proposes to study he may study at any of the men’s colleges.

Each college has a physical existence in the shape of a dining-hall, chapel, and residential rooms
(enough to accommodate about half the student membership, the rest living in lodgings in the
town). It is governed by its Fellows (commonly called "dons™), of whom there are usually about
twenty or thirty. The dons are also responsible for teaching the students of the college through
the tutorial system. The Fellows elect the Head of the college (whose title varies from college to
college).

The colleges vary very much in size and extent of grounds and buildings.

Colleges choose their own students, and a student only becomes a member of the University by
having been accepted by a college. Students are chosen mainly on academic merit, but the policy
of colleges in this respect varies from college to college. Some tend to be rather keen to admit a
few men who are very good at rugby or some other sport, or sons of former students or of lords,
or of eminent citizens, or of millionaires.

The colleges and university buildings are scattered about the town, mostly in the central area,
though the scientific laboratories and the women's colleges are quite a long way out.

19.Great Britain is one of the biggest and highly developed countries in the world. Britain's
democratic system of government is long established and well tried, and has provided a
remarkable political stability. Britain's overseas relations including its membership in the
European Economic Community and its links with Commonwealth countries, enable it to realize
international cooperation.

Great Britain has diplomatic relations with 166 countries, bears the responsibility for 14
independent territories, provides assistance to over 120 developing countries and is a member of
some international organizations. It is one of the five permanent members of the UNO Security
Council. Great Britain is a member of the European Economic Community. The Community
defines its aims as the harmonious development of economic activities. It has abolished internal
tariffs, established common custom tariffs, and set a goal of the creation of an internal market in
which free movement of goods, services, persons, and capital would be ensured in accordance
with the Treaty of Rome.

By the middle of 2000 Britain had adopted more laws regulating the activity in the internal
market than any other Community member. The Community now accounts for a fifth of world
trade. Half Britain's trade is with its eleven Community partners.

Great Britain takes an active part in the work of the Commonwealth, which is a voluntary
association of 50 independent states. The English Queen is recognized as Head of the
Commonwealth.

Great Britain promotes sustainable economic and social progress in developing countries.
Almost £65 million were spent on disaster relief, help for refugees and emergency humanitarian
aid.
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Britain's defence policy is based on its membership in NATO, which is committed to defend the
territories of all its states-members.

20.Good and bad manners make up the social rules of a country. They are not always easy to
learn because they are often not written down in books. For example, British women didn't go
into pubs at the beginning of this century because it was not considered respectable behaviour for
a woman. Now both women and men drink freely is pubs and women are fully integrated into
public life. Visitors to Britain are often surprised by the strange behaviour of the inhabitants. One
of the worst mistakes is to get on a bus without waiting your turn in the queue. The other people
in the queue will probably complain loudly! Queuing is a national habit and it is considered
polite or good manners to wait for your turn.

In some countries it is considered bad manners to eat in the street, whereas in Britain it is
common to see people having a snack whilst walking down the road, especially at lunchtime.
Britons may be surprised to see young children in restaurants in the evening because children are
not usually taken out to restaurants late at night. And if they make a noise in public or in a
restaurant it is considered very rude. In recent years children are playing a more active role and
they are now accepted in many pubs and restaurants.

In recent years smoking has received a lot of bad publicity, and fewer British people now smoke.
Many companies have banned smoking from their offices and canteens. Smoking is now banned
on the London Underground, in cinemas and theaters and most buses. It's becoming less and less
acceptable to smoke in a public place. It is considered rude or bad manners to smoke in
someone's house without permission. Social rules are an important part of our culture as they
passed down through history. The British have an expression for following these "unwritten
rules": "When in Rome, do as the Romans do".

TexcThl AJd YK3aMeHa 6¢.

1. 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. "I 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.

99



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. I have never heard of a Negro who was invited there for anything but cleaning
up, and I 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.

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...

2. 1 was doing work on a newspaper.

101



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 I had hard work getting them. And | need them
all.”

"I 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 |
do? She had paid her last cent f or her railroad ticket. | couldn't leave her in the street, could 1? |
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 I. "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."
"And the fourth?" I 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.
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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 f arms 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 I like him. And of course he's good to me. He's promised me an automobile and a
motorboat. But somehow I 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. I 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.

"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?"
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3. Andrew gazed at Denny, burning to ask a dozen questions.

"You've got cases to0?" 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. "'l 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 f or 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 rargh imu p." 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. I have two new cases of typhoid.” He spoke quietly, with a still, cold rage.

"We must write to the Ministry of Health," said Andrew.

"We could write a dozen letters," Denny said bit- terly. "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 a 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 given. 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.
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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.

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.

4. In all the books | have read of people cast away on a desert island, they had either their
pockets full of tools or a chest of things would be thrown upon the beach as if on purpose. My
case was very different. What with the cold and hunger, | felt more miserable than words can
tell. 1 stood shivering in the rain, wet and bare foot, and wondered what to do till it occurred to
me that shellfish, of which there were plenty on the island, might be good to eat. | ate them cold
and raw; and they seemed to me delicious. They must have poisoned me, for | had no sooner
eaten my first meal, than felt miserably sick and lay for a long time no better than dead.

In fact as long as | was on the island | never could distinguish what particular shellfish it was that
hurt me: sometimes the shellfish restored my strength, and sometimes | felt sick for hours.

The second day | explored the entire island and chose a place on a hillside to be my home. | had
a good reason for my choice: from there I could distinguish the top of a great ancient church and
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the roofs of houses on the mainland. Morning and evening | saw smoke go up. | used to watch
this smoke when | was wet and cold and lonely. It kept hope alive and saved me from the sense
of horror | had when | was alone with the dead rocks and the rain, and the sea.

It seemed impossible that | should die on the shores of my own country and within view of men's
houses.

But the second day passed; and though | kept a look out for boats or men, no help came. It had
been raining for more than twenty-four hours. My clothes were beginning to rot; my throat was
so sore that | could hardly swallow; the very sight of shellfish sickened me. | f elt completely
exhausted.

It did not clear until the afternoon of the third day; this was the day of incidents. As soon as the
sun came up, | lay down on the top of the rock to dry myself. My mood changed, | was hopeful
and searched the sea with a fresh interest. All of a sudden a boat with a pair of fishers came
flying round the corner of the isle. I shouted out and ran along the shore from rock to rock.

There was no doubt they had observed me, for they cried out something and laughed. But the
boat never turned aside and flew on. It was unbelievable that they should have seen me and left
me to die! | could not believe in such wickedness! Even after they were out of reach of my voice,
I still cried and waved to them; I thought my heart would burst. But all was in vain. If a wish
could kill men, those fishers would have died.

On the fourth day of this horrible life of mine | observed a boat heading for my island. Unable to
hold myself back, with my heart beating wildly and my legs shaking under me, | ran to the
seaside. It was the same boat with the same men as yesterday. But now there was a third man
with them. As soon as they were within hearing, they let down their sail and lay quiet. They drew
no nearer and, what increased my fear, the new man roared with laughter as he looked at me.
Then he addressed me, speaking fast and waving his hand towards the mainland. Was he
suggesting that | should try and make my way across the strait? | picked out the word "tide." |
had a flash of hope! "Do you mean when the tide is out..." I cried and could not finish.

"Yes, yes," said he. "Tide."

At that | set off running as | had never run in my life. Before long | came out on the shore of the
strait; and sure enough, it had become a little stream of water, through which | dashed, splashing,
not above my knees, and landed with a shout on the mainland.

A sea-bred boy would not have stayed a day on the isle which is only a tidal islet, and can be
entered and left twice in every twenty-four hours.

Even I, if | had sat down to think, might have guessed the secret. But for the fishers, I might have
left my bones there.

I have seen wicked men and fools; and | believe they both get paid in the end; but the fools first.

5. 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
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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 |
can live without eating. What!"

"You should have paid my bill, sir,” said Mr. Hall.

"I told you three days ago | was expecting a remittance™

"I 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 I 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
fact, 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 of f under the table. Then the stranger
jumped up and threw off his coat.
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"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.

"I 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.

6. Jesse felt ready to weep. He was waiting for Tom. Tom was his brother-in-law. Jesse knew he
looked terrible.

True, they hadn't seen each other for five years; but Tom looked five years older, that was all. He
was still Tom. God! was he so different? Brackett finished his telephone call. He leaned back in
his chair and glanced over at Jesse with small, clear blue eyes that were suspicious and
unfriendly. He was a heavy man of forty-five. He looked like a capable businessman — which he
was. He surveyed Jesse with cold indifference, unwilling to spend time on him.

"Yes?" Brackett said suddenly. *What do you want?"

"I guess you don't recognise me, Tom", said Jesse. "I am Jesse Fulton. Ella sends you her love."
Brackett rose and walked over to the counter until they were face to face.

"Yes, | believe you are”, Brackett said finally, "but you sure have changed".

"By God, it's five years, ain't it?" Jesse said. "You only saw me a couple of times anyway. What
if I have changed? Don't everybody?"

"You was solid looking," Brackett continued softly, in the same tone of wonder. "You lost
weight, | guess?"

Jesse kept silent. He needed Brackett too much to risk antagonising him. The pause lengthened,
became painful. Brackett flushed and burst out in apology.

"Come in. Take a seat. Good God, boy" — he grasped Jesse's hand and shook it — "I am glad to
see you; don't think anything else!”

"It's all right," Jesse murmured. He sat down, thrusting his hand through his curly, tangled hair.
"Why are you limping?"

"I stepped on a stone; it jagged a hole through my shoe,” Jesse pulled his feet back under the
chair. He was ashamed of his shoes.

Brackett kept his eyes off Jesse's feet. He knew what was bothering the boy and it filled his heart
with pity.
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"Well, now listen," Brackett began, "tell me things. How's Ella?"

"Oh, she's pretty good," Jesse replied absently. He had a soft, pleasing, rather shy voice that went
with his soft gray eyes.

"And the kids?"
"Oh, they're fine... Well, you know," Jesse added, becoming more attentive, "the young one has
to wear a brace. He can't run around, you know. But he's smart. He draws pictures and he does

things, you know."

"Yes," Brackett said. "That's good." He hesitated. There was a moment's silence. "Ella didn't tell
me things were so bad for you, Jesse. | might have helped.”

"Well, goodness," Jesse returned softly, "you have your own troubles haven't you?"
"Yes," Brackett leaned back.

"Tom, listen,” Jesse said, "I come here on purpose.” He thrust his hand through his hair. "I want
you to help me."

Brackett had been expecting this. "I can't much. I only get thirty-five a week and I'i damn
grateful for it."

"Sure, | know," Jesse emphasised excitedly. "I know you can't help us with money. But we met a
man who works for you! He was in our city! He said you could give me a job!"

"Who said?"

"Oh, why didn't you tell me?" Jesse burst out reproachfully. "Why, as soon as | heard it | started
out. For two weeks now | have been pushing ahead like crazy."

Brackett groaned aloud. "You come walking from Kansas City in two weeks so | could give you
a job?"

"Sure, Tom, of course. What else could | do?"

"Jesse! It's slack season. And you don't know this oil business. It's special. | got my friends here
but they couldn't do nothing now. Don't you think I'd ask for you as soon as there was a chance?"

Jesse cried, "But listen, this man said you could hire! He told me! He drives trucks for you! He
said you always need men!"

"Oh! ...You mean my department?" Brackett said in a low voice.
"Yes, Tom. That's it!"

"Oh, no, you don't want to work in my department,” Brackett told him in the same low voice.
"You don't know what it is.”

"Yes, | do," Jesse insisted. "He told me all about it, Tom. You're dispatcher, ain't you? You send
the dynamite trucks out?"
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"Who was the man, Jesse?"

"Everett, Everett, | think."

"Egbert? Man about my size?" Brackett asked slowly
"Yes, Egbert."

"Sure, there's job. There's even Egbert's job if you want it."
"He's quit?

"He's dead!"

"On the job, Jesse. Last night if you want to know."

"Oh! ... Then, I don't care!"

"Now you listen to me!" Brackett said. "I'll tell you a few things that you should have asked
before you started out. It ain't dynamite you drive. It's nitroglycerin!"

"But | know," Jesse told him reassuringly. "He advised me, Tom. You don't have to think | don't
know."

"Shut up a minute,” Brackett ordered angrily. "Listen! You just have to look at this soup, see?
You just cough loud and it blows!"

"Listen, Tom -"

"Now, wait a minute, Jesse. | know you had your heart set on a job, but you've got to understand.
This stuff goes only in special trucks! 3t night! They got to follow a special route! They can't go
through any city! Don't you see what that means? Don't that tell you how dangerous it is?"

"I'll dive careful," Jesse said. 'l know how to handle a truck. I'll drive slow."

Brackett groaned. "Do you think Egbert did not drive careful or didn't know how to handle a
truck?"

"Tom," Jesse said earnestly, "you can't scare me. | got my mind fixed on only one thing: Egbert
said he was getting a dollar a mile. He was making five to six hundred dollars a month for half a
month's work, he said. Can | get the same?"

"Sure, you can get the same," Brackett told him savagely. "A dollar a mile. It's easy. But why do
you think the company has to pay so much? It's easy — until you run over a stone that your
headlights didn't pick out, like Egbert did. Or get something in your eye, so the wheel twist and
you jar the truck! Or any other God damn thing that nobody ever knows! We can't ask Egbert
what happened to him. There's no truck to give any evidence. There's no corpse. There's nothing!
Not even a finger nail. All we know is that he don't come in on schedule. Then we wait for the
police to call us. You know what happened last night? Somethingwent wrong on the bridge.
Maybe Egbert was nervous. Only there's no bridge any more. No truck. No Egbert. Do you
understand now? That's what you get for your God damn dollar a mile!"
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There was a moment of silence. Jesse sat twisting his long thin hands. His mouth was open, his
face was agonized. then he shut his eyes and spoke sof tly. "'l don't care about that, Tom. You
told me. Now you got to be good to me and give me the job."

Brackett slapped the palm of his hand down on his desk.

"Listen, Tom™ Jesse said softly, "you just don't understand.” He opened his eyes. They were
filled with tears. They made Brackett turn away. "Just look at me, Tom. Don't that tell you
enough? Tom, | just can't live like this any more."

"You're crazy," Brackett muttered. "Every year there's one out of five drivers gets Killed. That's
the average. What's worth that?"

"Is my life worth anything now? We're just starving at home, Tom."

"Then you should have told me," Brackett exclaimed harshly. "I'll borrow some money and we'll
telegraph it to Ella.”

"And then what?"

"And then wait. You're no old man. You got no right to throw your life away. Sometime you'll
getajob."

"No!" Jesse jumped up. "No, | believed that too. But | don't now," he cried passionately. "You're
the only hope I got.”

"You're crazy," Brackett muttered. "l won't do it. For God's sake think of Ella for a minute."
"Don't you know I'm thinking about her?" Jesse asked softly. He plucked at Brackett's sleeve.

Brackett leaped to his feet. "You say you're thinking about Ella. How's she going to like it when
you get killed?"

"Maybe | won't,” Jesse pleaded. "I've got to have some luck sometime."

"That's what they all think," Brackett replied scornfully. "When you take this job your luck is a
question mark. The only thing certain is that sooner or later you get killed."

"Okay then," Jesse shouted back. "But meanwhile | get something, don't I? I can buy a pair of
shoes. Look at me! | can buy a suit. I can smoke cigarettes. | can buy some candy f or the kids. I
can eat some myself. Yes, by God, | want to eat some candy. | want a glass of beer once a day. |
want Ella dressed up. | want her to eat meat three times a week, four times maybe. | want to take
my family to the movies."

Brackett sat down. "Oh, shut up," he said.
"No," Jesse told him softly, passionately, "you can't get rid of me. Listen, Tom", he pleaded. "I
got it all figured out. On six hundred a month look how much I can save! If | last only three

months, look how much it is — a thousand dollars — more! And maybe I'll last longer. Maybe a
couple years, | can fix Ella up for life!"
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"You said it," Brackett interposed, "I suppose you think she'll enjoy living when you're on a job
like that?"

"I got it all figured out,” Jesse answered excitedly. "She don't know, see? | tell her I make only
forty. You put the rest in a bank account for her, Tom.

"Oh, shut up,” Brackett said. "You think you'll be happy? Every minute, waking and sleeping,
you'll be wondering if tomorrow you'll be dead.”

Jesse laughed. "I'll be happy! Don't you worry, I'll be so happy, I'll be singing. Good Lord, Tom,
I'm going to feel proud of myself for the first time in seven years!"

"Oh, shut up, shut up,” Brackett said.

Again there was silence.

"Tom, Tom —" Jesse said.

Brackett sighed. "Oh," he said finally, "all right, I'll take you on, God help me. If you're ready to
drive tonight, you can drive tonight." Jesse didn't answer. He couldn't. Brackett looked up. The
tears were running down Jesse's face.

"Come back here at six o'clock," Brackett said. "Here's some money. Eat a good meal."”
"Thanks," Jesse said. "Thanks, Tom."

"What?"

"I just - Jesse stopped. Brackett saw his face.

The eyes were still glistening with tears, but the face was shining now.

Brackett turned away. "I'm busy," he said.

Jesse went out. The whole world seemed to have turned golden. "I'm the happiest man in the
world," he whispered to himself. "I'm the happiest man on the whole earth."

7. One day in the second year of my married life Mrs. Hudson, the landlady of Sherlock Holmes,
came to my rooms and told me he was very ill.

"He is dying, Dr. Watson," she said. "He hasn't eaten and hasn't drunk anything for three days
and he wouldn't allow me to get a doctor. This morning when I saw his thin and white face |
could stand no more of it. 'Mr. Holmes,' | said, 'I'm going for a doctor, whether you like it or not.’
‘Let it be Watson, then," said he. So | have come to you."

| rushed for my coat and hat. On our way to Baker Street Mrs. Hudson told me that Holmes had
been working on a case near Rotherhithe close by the river and had brought this disease back
with him.

When | entered his room Holmes was lying in bed. He was looking very ill. When he saw me he
cried:
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"Stand back! Stand back!"

"But why?" | asked.

"Because it is my wish. Is that not enough?"

"I only wanted to help,” I explained.

"Exactly! You will best help by doing what you are told."
"Certainly, Holmes."

“I know what is the matter with me. It is a coolie disease from Sumatra. It is deadly and very
contagious”. Contagious by touch, Watson. So keep your distance and all is well."

“Good heavens”, Holmes! Do you imagine this would prevent me from doing my duty to so old
a friend?"

Again | tried to come nearer. He got very angry.

"If you stand where you are I'll talk to you. If not, you must leave the room."

"Do you think I'll stand here and see you die without helping you?"

"You mean well, Watson, but you can do nothing. You don't know tropical diseases."

"Possibly not. But | know Dr. Ainstree, the greatest specialist in tropical diseases. I'm going to
bring him here."” | turned to the door.

Never have | had such a shock! The dying man jumped from his bed and locked the door. The
next moment he was in bed again looking very tired.

"Now, Watson, it's four o'clock. At six you can go. Will you wait?"
"I seem to have no choice."”

"None in the world, Watson. If you want to help me you must bring me the man that I choose. I'll
explain everything to you at six o'clock."”

| stood for some minutes looking at him. He fell asleep. Then | walked slowly round the room. |
saw a small ivory box4 on the mantelpiece’ and | was going to take it in my hand when Holmes

gave a loud cry: "Put it down, Watson! Put it down at once, | say! | don't like when people touch
my things."

This incident showed me how ill my friend was. I sat in silence looking at the clock. He seemed
to be watching the clock too. Before six he began to talk in great excitement. | understood that he
was raving.' He was shaking with fever. He asked me to light the gas and to put some letters and
papers on the table near his bed.

"Thank you. Take those sugar-tongs' now and kindly raise that small ivory box with them. Put it
here among the papers. Be careful! Good! You can now go and bring Mr. Culverton Smith, of 13
Lower Burke Street."
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"I have never heard the name," | said.

"Possibly not. He is not a doctor but a planter from Sumatra, now visiting London. Some time
ago people fell ill in his plantation and there were no doctors in the neighbourhood. So he began
to study this disease himself. I am sure he can help me. He is a very methodical person and I did
not want you to start before six because | knew you would not f ind him in his study. He does not
like me but if you tell him how ill I am he will certainly come. But don't come with him. You
must return here before he comes. Don't forget."”

To tell the truth I did not want to leave Holmes, be- cause his appearance had changed for the
worse during the f ew hours | had been with him. But he begged' me to go.

"He can save me — only he.”

Mr. Smith did not want to see me at all. The servant told me he was very busy. However, |
thought of Holmes lying ill in bed and | pushed the door and came into the room. When Mr.
Smith heard | had come from Holmes, he was no longer angry with me. He was an unpleasant
looking little man with a yellow face and cruel grey eyes.

"What about Holmes? How is he?" he asked.

"He is very ill. That is why I have come.”

"l am sorry to hear it. | have great respect for his talents and character. He is an amateur' of crime
as | am of disease. For him the criminal, for me — the microbe. These are my prisons,"” he

continued pointing to the bottles which stood on a table.

"Mr. Holmes has a high opinion” of you and thought that you were the only man in London who
could help him."

The little man started:

"Why?" he asked. "Why does he think | can help him?"

"Because you know Eastern diseases."

"But why does he think that the disease which he has contracted is Eastern?"
"Because he has been working at a case among Chinese sailors."

Mr. Smith smiled pleasantly.

"Oh, that's it." How long has he been ill?"

"About three days."

"Is he raving?"

"Sometimes."

"That sounds serious. | will come with you at once, Dr. Watson."
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| told him I could not come with him because | had another appointment.
"Very good. I'll go alone. I've got Mr. Holmes's address."

It was with a sad heart that | entered Holmes's bedroom again. | was afraid he might be worse.
But he felt much better.

"Well, did you see him, Watson?" he asked.

"Yes, he is coming."”

"Excellent, Watson! Excellent! Did he ask what was the matter with me?"
"It old him about the Chinese in the East End."

"Exactly! Well, Watson, you have done all that a good friend could do. You can now disappear
from the scene.”

"I must wait and hear his opinion, Holmes."

"Of course you must. But | suppose his opinion will be much franker™ if he imagines that we are
alone. So you'd better hide behind my bed."

"My dear Holmes!"

"I'm afraid there is no alternative, Watson. There isno other place in the room where you can
hide."”

Suddenly he sat up listening.

"Quick, Watson! There are the wheels. Don't speak and don't move whatever happens. Just listen
with all your ears."

I hid behind the bed. | heard the opening and the closing of the bedroom door and then to my
surprise there followed a long silence. | could imagine that our visitor was standing and looking
at Holmes. At last he cried:

"Holmes, Holmes, can you hear me?"

"Is that you, Smith?" Holmes whispered. "I had little hope that you would come.”

The other laughed.

"And yet, you see, | am here."

"It is very good of you. | have a high opinion of your special knowledge."

Our visitor laughed again.

"Do you know what is the matter with you?"

"The same," said Holmes.
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"Well, I am not surprised that it is the same. PoorVictor was dead on the fourth day — a strong
young fellow. It was certainly, as you said, very surprising that he contracted an Asiatic disease
in London — a disease of which | have made a special study. Strange coincidence, Holmes."

"I knew that you did it."

"Oh, you did, did you? Well, you couldn't prove it, anyhow. But what do you mean by saying
that | did it and then asking me for help the moment you are in trouble?"

| heard the heavy breathing of Holmes.
"Give me some water," he whispered.

"You are near your end, my friend, but I don't want you to die before | have a word with you. So
I'll give you water."

"Do what you can for me," begged Holmes, "and I'll forget it."
"Forget what?"
"Well, about Victor Savage's death. You almost said just now that you had done it. I'll forget it."

"You can forget it or remember, as you like. It doesn't matter now." You will die very soon. The
fellow who came for me said you had contracted this disease among the Chinese sailors."

"I think so. I am so ill. Please, help me!"

"Yes, | will help you. I would like you to know something before you die. Listen now. Can you
remember any unusual incident just about the time" when you fell ill?"

"No, nothing."

"Well, then, I'll help you. Did anything come by post?"

"By post?"

"A box, perhaps."

"Oh, I'm fainting."

"Listen, Holmes!"

| heard that Smith was shaking the dying man but I couldn't leave my hiding-place.

"You must hear me," the man shouted. "So you remember an ivory box? It came on Wednesday.
You opened it — do you remember?"

"Yes, yes. | opened it. There was a spring inside it. Some joke."

"It was no joke. Who asked you to cross my path? If you had left me alone I wouldn't have hurt
you."
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"I remember," said Holmes. "This box, this box on the table.”

"Yes, it is this box. And it may as well leave the room in my pocket. You know the truth now,
and you can die with the knowledge that I killed you. You know too much about the death of
Victor Savage so | had to kill you too. You are very near your end, Holmes. I'll sit here and
watch you die."

"Holmes's voice was very weak now. He asked Smith to turn up the gas. Our visitor crossed the
room and soon it was quite light.

"Is there anything else | can do for you, my friend?" he asked.
"Give me a match and a cigarette.”

I nearly cried out in my surprise. Holmes was speak- ing in his usual voice, the voice | knew.
There was a long silence and | f elt that Smith was looking with surprise at his companion.

"What is the meaning of this?" | heard him say at last.

"l am a good actor. The best way of acting a part successfully is to live it. I give you my word
that for three days | haven't eaten and drunk anything because | wanted to feel and look ill. It was
cigarettes that | missed most. Ah, here are some cigarettes»

He struck a match.

"That's much better. Halloa! halloa! Do you hear the steps of a friend?"

The door opened and Inspector Morton appeared.

"This is your man," said Holmes.

"l arrest you on the charge of murdering™ Victor Savage," said the Inspector.

"And you might add of the attempted murder™ of Sherlock Holmes," said Holmes smiling. "To
save me the trouble, Inspector, Mr. Culverton Smith was good enough to give our signal by
turning up the gas. By the way," the prisoner has a small box in his pocket. It would be well to

take it from him. Thank you. But be very careful. Put it down here. It may be of use" in the trial.”

Smith tried to struggle with the Inspector. A minute later, however, | heard the sound of the
closing handcuffs.

"A nice trap!" cried Smith. "He asked me to come to help him. | was sorry for him and | came.
Now he will

Lie as you like, Holmes, my word is as good as yours."

"Good heavens!" cried Holmes. "I have forgotten about him. My dear Watson, | am so sorry. |
needn't introduce you to Mr. Culverton Smith because you met earlier in the evening. Have you a
cab, Inspector? I'll follow you when | am dressed because | may be of some use at the Police
Station."”

When the inspectar and the prisoner had left his room Holmes asked me if | was angry with him.
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"You see,"” he said. "I had to make Mrs. Hudson and you believe that | was really ill. If you had
known the truth you wouldn't have been able to make Smith come to me. You are not good at
pretending."”

"But Holmes, you really looked ill."
"Well, you can't look well if you haven't eaten for three days."
"But why didn't you allow me to come near you?"

"Can you ask, Watson? Do you imagine | have no respect for your medical talents? If you had
come nearer, you would have known | was not dying at all. But don't touch the box, Watson. It
was a box like this that brought death to Victor Savage. | am always very careful with all my
correspondence. It was, however, clear to me that only by pretending™ that Smith had really
succeeded with his plan I could make him tell me the truth. And I have succeeded. Thank you,
Watson. You must help me with my coat. When we have finished at the police station, we shall
go to a restaurant and have our dinner."

8. Some time ago Mr. Sherlock Holmes and | spent a few weeks in one of our great university
towns. We lived near a library where Sherlock Holmes was carrying out some historical
research. Here it was that Mr. Hilton Soames, lecturer at St. Luke's College, came to see us one
evening. He was a tall man of nervous temperament.

"I hope, Mr. Holmes," he said, "that you can spare me a few hours' of your valuable time. We
have had a very unpleasant incident at our college."

"l am very busy just now," my friend answered, "but you can go to the police and ask them for
help."”

"No, no my dear sir, you are the only man in the world who can help me. | beg you, Mr. Holmes,
do what you can."

And our visitor told us his story.

"I must explain to you, Mr. Holmes, that tomorrow is the first day of the examination for the
Fortescue Scholarship. I am one of the examiners. My subjects is Greek. The candidates have to
translate into English a passage from Greek which they have not seen before. The passage is
printed on the examination paper. Today about three o'clock this paper arrived from the printers.
| began to read it. At four o'clock, however, | left the paper on my desk and went out to have tea
with my friends. | came back an hour later and I was surprised to see a key in the door. For a
moment | thought it was my key but | put my hand into my pocket and | felt that it was there.
The only duplicate’ belonged to my servant, Bannister, and he told me he had come into my
room to ask if | wanted tea and very carelessly lef t his key in the door.

"The moment | looked at the table | realised that someone had been in the room. | had left the
papers all together. Now | found that one of the sheets was lying on the floor, one was on the
small table near the window, the third was where | had left it."

Holmes stirred for the first time.

"The first page was on the floor, the second in the window, the third where you had left it," he
said.
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"Exactly, Mr. Holmes. How could you possibly know that?"

"Continue your story, please."

"I asked Bannister if he had examined the papers. He said he had not, and | was sure he was
speaking the truth. The alternative was that someone passing had observed the key in the door
and, knowing that I was out, had entered to look at the papers.

"Bannister was very much upset4 by the incident. | gave him a little brandy and left him sitting
on a chair. Then I examined the room carefully. On the table there were some cuttings of a pencil
which had been sharpened.’ In my new writing table there was a cut three inches long. I also
found a small ball of black clay' on the table. There were no other marks left. Do help me, Mr.
Holmes! I must find the man or the examination will have to be postponed' until new papers are
prepared, and then a great scandal will follow."

"I shall be happy to look into this incident and help you as much as | can,” said Holmes putting
on his coat. "The case is very interesting. Did anyone visit you after the papers had come to
you?"

"Yes, young Daulat Ras, an Indian student who lives on the same stair."

"And the papers were on the table?"

"Yes, but they were rolled up."

"Was anyone else in your room?"

"Did anyone know that these papers would be there?"
"No one except the printer."

"Did this man Bannister know?"

"No, certainly not. No one knew."

"Where is Bannister now?"

"He was very ill, poor fellow. I left him in the room. He was sitting on a chair. | was in such a
hurry to come to you."

"You left your door open?"
"But | locked up the papers first.”

"Then it seems that the man who came to your room when you were having tea did not know
that the papers were there. He came upon them accidently.™

"So it seems to me."

Holmes smiled.
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"Well," said he, "let us go round. Come with us, Watson, if you want to. Now, Mr. Soames, we
are ready."

It was dark when we came to Mr. Soames's house. The sitting-room of our client opened by a
long, low window on to the old court of the college. On the ground-floor was the tutor's room.
Above lived three students, one on each floor. Holmes stopped and looked at the window. Then
he came nearer and looked into the room. Mr. Soames opened the door and we entered his room.
We stood at the door while Holmes examined the floor.

"I'm afraid there are no marks here,” he said, "one could not hope for any upon so dry a day.
Your servant seems to be well again. You left him in a chair, you say. Which chair?"

"By the window there."

"l see. Near this little table. You can come in now. | have finished with the floor. Let us examine
the little table first. Of course what happened is very clear. The man entered and took the papers
from the central table. He carried them over to the little table by the window because from there
he could see if you were coming back and so he could run away."

“As a matter of fact, he could not”, said Soames, “Because I entered by the side door”.

"Ah, that's good. Well, anyhow, he thought he would see you. Let me see the papers. No signs" —
no. Well, he carried over this paper first and he copied it. How long did it take him to copy it? A
quarter of an hour. Then he took the next page. While he was copying it, he heard your steps and
he had no time to put it back on the table. He wrote so quickly that he broke his pencil and had to
sharpen it. The pencil was not an ordinary one. It was very long and dark blue and the maker's
name"

was printed in silver letters. Look for such a pencil, Mr. Soames, and you have got your man. He
also had a large knife."

Holmes held out a small piece of wood with the letters NN.

"You see?"

Mr. Soames did not understand.

"No, I'm afraid that even now —"

"What could this NN be?" Holmes continued. "It is at the end of a word. You know that Johann
Faber is the most common maker's name. Is it not clear that there is just as much of the pencil
left as usually follows the Johann?" He examined the small table carefully. "No, I see nothing. I
don't think there is anything more to be learned here. Now for the central table. Dear me, this is
very interesting. And the cut... I see. It began with a thin scratch and ended in a big hole. Well,
where does that door lead to, Mr. Soames?"

"To my bedroom.”

"Have you been in it since your adventure?"

"No, | came straight away for you."
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"I would like to have a look at it. What a nice room!
Perhaps you will kindly wait a minute, until I have examined the floor. No, | see nothing."”
Suddenly Holmes turned away and took something from the floor.

"Halloa! What's this?" said he. It was a small ball of black clay like the one he had found upon
the table.

"It seems that your visitor has been in your bedroom as well as in your sitting-room, Mr.
Soames."

"What did he want there?"
"I think it is clear enough. You came back by an unexpected way and so he did not know you
had entered the house until you were at the door. What could he do? He rushed into your

bedroom to hide himself."

“Do you mean to tell me that all the time I was talking to Bannister this man was in my
bedroom?”

“So I read it”.

“Surely there is another alternative, Mr. Holmes. I do not know if you saw my bedroom
window? The man might have come through the window”.

Holmes shook his head.

"Let's be practical,” said he. "You have said that there are three students who use this stair, and
pass your door?"

"Yes, there are.”

"And are they all for this examination?"

"YeS."

"Do you suspect” anyone of them more than the others?"

"It is a very delicate question,” said Mr. Soames, "1 will tell you, in a few words, the character of
each of these three men. Gilchrist who lives on the first floor is a fine hardworking student. He
plays in the rugby cricket teams for the college. He is also a very good jumper. His father ruined

himself" and left the boy very poor. But Gilchrist is a good student and he will do well”

"Daublat Ras, from the second floor, is a quiet, methodical fellow though he is not good at
Greek."

“The top floor belongs to Miles McLaren. He is a very intelligent boy but he does not like to
work. He must look forward with fear to the examination”.

“Then it is he whom you suspect?”
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“I don't know, but of the three he is perhaps the most likely”.

“Exactly. Now, Mr. Soames, let us have a look at your servant, Bannister”.

He was a white-faced clean shaven little fellow of fifty.

"I understand,” said Holmes to him, "that you left

your key in the door?"

"Yes, sir."

"When did you come into the room?"

"It was about half-past four. That is Mr. Soames' tea time."

"How long did you stay?"

"When | saw that he was absent | went out at once.”

"Did you look at these papers on the table?"

"No, sir — certainly not."

"Why did you leave the key in the door?"

"I had the tea-tray" in my hand. I thought I would come back for the key. Then I forgot.”
"When Mr. Soames returned and called for you, you were very upset.”

"Yes, sir. Such a thing has never happened during the many years that | have been here.”
"So I understand. Where were you when you began to feel ill?"

"Where was I, sir? Here, near the door."”

"That is strange, because you sat down in that chair near the corner. Why didn't you sit on one of
the other chairs which were much nearer the door?"

"I don't know, sir. It didn't matter” to me where 1 sat.”
"You stayed here after your master had left?"
"Only for a minute or so. Then | locked the door and went to my room."

"Thank you, that will do,” said Holmes. "Now, Mr. Soames | would like to visit the students. It is
possible?"

"Of course it is. Their rooms are the oldest in the college and many visitors come to see them.
Come along. I will go with you."
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We knocked at Gilchrist's door. A tall fellow opened it. There were some interesting pieces of
architecture in his room. Holmes wanted to draw them in his notebook, but he broke his pen and
had to borrow" one from Gilchrist. He also borrowed a knife from him to sharpen his pencil. He
did the same in the rooms of the Indian student. Then we knocked at the door of the third student
but he did not want to open it.

"Tomorrow is the exam," he shouted in an angry voice, "and I have no time for visitors."”

"A rude fellow," said our guide.

Holmes asked a strange question.

"Can you tell me how tall this boy is?"

"Really, Mr. Holmes, | don't know exactly. He is taller than the Indian and not so tall as
Gilchrist."

"That's very important,” said Holmes. "And now, | wish you good night, Mr. Soames."
Our guide cried in despair:" "Mr. Holmes, you are not going to leave me now! Tomorrow is the
examination. I must do something about it. The examinations cannot be held'4 if someone has

seen the papers."

"You must leave it as it is. I'll tell you tomorrow what to do. But now don't change anything at
all."

"Very good, Mr. Holmes."

"I'll take the black clay with me, also the pencil cuttings. Good-bye."
When we were in the street, Holmes asked:

"Well, Watson, what do you think of it?"

"I suspect the man on the top who did not want to let us in."

“Why? If you were preparing for an examination, you wouldn't like to see any strangers in your
room, would you? But that fellow does puzzle me”.

llWho?ll
"Bannister, the servant."
"l think he is an honest man."

"So do I. That's the puzzle. Well, look, here's a large stationer's shop. We shall begin our
researches here."

There were four stationers in the town and at each Holmes showed his pencil cuttings and asked
for the same sort of pencil. All of them said it was a very unusual pencil and they had not any
like it in their shops. However, Holmes did not seem to be sorry at all, and we went home very
pleased.
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At eight in the morning next day he came into my room and said:

“Well, Watson, it's time we went to St. Luke's”.

"Have you anything to tell Mr. Soames?"

"Yes, my dear Watson, | have solved the mystery.

He held out his hand and showed me three small balls of dark clay.

"Why, Holmes, you had only two yesterday."

"And one more this morning. Well, come along. Soames is waiting for us."”

The tutor was certainly very upset when we found him in his rooms. He ran towards us and
cried:

"Thank heaven you have come: What am | to do? What about the examination?"
"The examination can be held — tomorrow."

"But this rascal?"

“He will not sit for the examination”.

"Do you know him?"

"I think so. I will show him to you. Ring the bell, please.”

Bannister came in.

"Will you kindly close the door?" said Holmes. "Now, Bannister, will you please tell us the truth
about yesterday's incident?"

The man became very pale.

"I have told you everything, sir.”
“Nothing to add?”

"Nothing at all, sir.”

"Well, then I will help you. When you sat down on that chair yesterday, you did it to hide
something."

Bannister's face was white.
"No, sir, certainly not."

"It is only a suggestion but it seems probable that when Mr. Soames' back was turned you let
out" the man who was hiding in the bedroom."
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"There was no man, sir."

"That's a pity, Bannister. Up to now" you have spoken the truth but now you have lied."
"There was no man," repeated Bannister.

"Come, come, Bannister."

"No, sir, there was no one."

"So you can give us no more information. Would you please stand over there near the bedroom
door? Now, Mr. Soames, will you go up to the room of young Gilchrist and ask him to come
here?"

A minute later the tutor returned bringing in the student. He was a fine tall man with a pleasant
open face. His blue eyes looked at each of us and at last rested with an expression of despair
upon Bannister.

"Just close the door,"” said Holmes. "Now, Mr. Gilchrist we are alone, and no one will know what
you will say here. We want to know why you, an honest man, came here yesterday to copy
examination papers."

The young man looked at Bannister.

"No, no, Mr. Gilchrist, | have never said a word — not one word!" cried the servant.
"No, but you have now," Holmes said.

Gilchrist burst into tears.”

"Come, come. Perhaps it weuld be easier if | told Mr. Soames what happened. Listen and see if |
am not wrong.

"Mr. Soames said to me that no one, not even Bannister, knew that the papers were in his room.
When the Indian boy called on Mr. Soames, they were in the roll and he could not possibly know
what they were. On the other hand™ | was sure that the man who came into the room knew the
papers were there. How did he know?

"At first | examined the window. | was measuring" how tall a man would need to be to see what
papers were on the central table. | am six f eet high and I could do it with great difficulty. So you
see, | had reason to think that the tallest of your three students was the most suspicious one.

"While I was looking at the central table | remembered you said that Gilchrist was a long
distance jumper. Everything became clear to me. I only needed some proofs™ which I soon got.
What happened was this:This young fellow spent all the afternoon in the playing field practising
the jJump. He returned carrying his jumping shoes which, as you know, have several sharp
spikes.” As he passed your window he saw these papers on the table. He could easily do so
because he is very tall. He also noticed that the key was left in the door. He came in and put his
shoes on the table. What was it you put on that chair near the window?"

"Gloves," said the young man.
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Holmes looked triumphantly at Bannister.

"He put his gloves on the chair and took the papers to copy them. He thought Mr. Soames would
return by the main gate and he would see him. But Mr. Soames came back by the side gate. He
suddenly heard him at the door. It was too late to run away. He forgot his gloves but he took his
shoes and rushed into the bedroom. The clay from the spike was left on the table and another ball
of clay fell in the bedroom. | went to the playing field this morning and carried away some clay
to see if it was the same as we had found here. Have I told the truth, Mr. Gilchrist?"

"Yes, sir, it is true," answered the student.
"Have you nothing to add?" cried Mr. Soames.

"Yes, sir, | have. | have a letter here, Mr. Soames, which | wrote to you early this morning. Here
itis, sir. I have decided not to go in for the examination. | have been offered a post in the
Rhodesian Police and | am going away to South Africa at once.”

"l am glad to hear it," said Soames, "but why have you changed your mind?"
Gilchrist pointed to Bannister.
“There is the man who set me in the right path”, said he.

"Come now, Bannister," said Holmes. "I have said that it was only you who could have let this
young man out™ because you were left in the room. Can you tell us why you did it?"

"It is very simple, sir. | was a servant of sir Jaber Gilchrist, this young gentleman's father. When
he was ruined | came to the college as a servant but | never f orgot my old employer.” When |
came into this room yesterday, the first thing | saw was Mr. Gilchrist's brown gloves lying in that
chair. | knew those gloves well and | understood his danger. So | sat down on that chair and
waited until Mr. Soames went for you.Then | let Mr. Gilchrist out and | spoke to him as his dead
father would have done. Wasn't it natural that | wanted to save him? Could you blame™ me, sir?"

"No, indeed," said Holmes. "Well, Soames, | think we have cleared your little problem up.
Come, Watson, let's have our breakfast now. As to you Mr. Gilchrist, | hope that a bright future
awaits you in Rhodesia. For once you have fallen low. Let's see how high you can rise."

9. It was in the spring of the year 1894 that all London was excited by the news of the murder of
Ronald Adair under the most unusual circumstances.

Ronald Adair was the second son of the Earl of Maynooth, at that time a governor of one of the
Australian colonies. Adair's mother had returned from Australia to undergo an operation for
cataract and she, her son Ronald and her daughter Hilda were living together at 427 Park Lane.
He had been engaged' to Miss Edith Woodley but their engagement had been broken off some
months before and neither of them seemed to be sorry about it. He was a quiet man whose life
moved in a narrow circle. Yet it was this aristocrat who was unexpectedly murdered between ten
and eleven twenty on the night of March 1894.

Ronald Adair was fond of cards. He belonged to several card clubs. On the day of his death he

had played whist at one of these card clubs. The men who played with him said that he had lost
about five pounds but no more. He was a rich man and the loss was not important to him at all.
He played nearly every day and he generally won.
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On the evening of the crime he returned from the club at ten. His mother and sister were out
spending the evening with a friend of theirs. The servant heard him come into the front room on
the second floor. Lady Maynooth and her daughter returned at eleven twenty. They wanted to
say good-night to Ronald. They knocked at the door, but no answer came. The door was locked
on the inside. They called for help, and when the door was forced they found the young man
lying near the table with a revolver bullet' in his head. However, no revolver could be seen in the
room. On the table there were two banknotes for two pounds each and seventeen pounds ten in
silver and gold. There were also some figures written upon a sheet of paper with the names of
some club friends opposite to them, from which it was supposed that he was trying to make out
his losses and winnings at cards.

Why did the young man lock the door on the inside? It was possible that the murderer had done
this and had escaped by the window. But there were no foot-marks on the grass under the
window.

I was thinking about these facts and | asked myself what my poor friend Sherlock Holmes would
have done under those circumstances but I could not find the right answer. In the evening | went
to see the house at Park Lane where Ronald had been murdered. There were some people
standing in the street and staring up at the window of his room. A tall thin man with coloured
glasses who looked like a detective was speaking to them. | got as near him as | could but his
observations seemed to me to be absurd. So I turned back. As | did so | struck against an old man
who was standing behind me and | knocked down several books he was carrying. | picked them
up and said | was very sorry but he was angry and did not listen to me. He took his books and
disappeared among the crowd. It was clear that these books were very dear to him. "The fellow
must be some poor book collector,” | thought.

My observations of No. 427 Park Lane did not help me much to solve the problem. More
puzzled than ever | went home. | had not been in my study five minutes when a man came to see
me. It was the old book collector | had knocked down in the street.

"You are surprised to see me, sir," he said in a strange voice. "l was a bit rude. So | thought to
myself I'd better come and thank that kind gentleman for picking up my books."

"That's all right. But may | ask you how you knew who | was?"

"Well, sir, we live in the same street; you will find my little bookshop at the corner of Church
Street and I'll be very happy to see you, I'm sure. Maybe you collect books yourself."

"I looked at the bookshelves behind me. When | turned again, Sherlock Holmes was standing by
my table smiling at me. | stared at him with the greatest surprise and for the first time in my life |
fainted.” When | opened my eyes again, | saw Holmes holding a bottle of brandy in his hand.

"My dear Watson," said the well-remembered voice, "l am so sorry. | did not suppose | might
frighten you so much."

“Holmes”, I cried, “is it really you? Can it indeed be that you are alive? Is it possible that you
succeeded in climbing out of that abyss?”

“Wait a moment”, he said. “Are you sure that you are really able to discuss things? I have given
you a serious shock”.

"l am all right, Holmes, but I can hardly believe my eyes. Sit down and tell me everything."
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He sat opposite to me and lit a cigarette. He looked thin and his face showed that his life recently
had not been a healthy one.

"Well then, about this abyss. | had no difficulty in getting out of it because | never was in it."
"You never were in it?"

"No, Watson, | never was in it. What | wrote to you in my letter was quite true. | was almost
certain that I had come to the end of my career.” After | had left the note with my cigarette-case,
| walked along the path and Moriarty followed me. When we reached the end, he rushed at me.
He was very strong but | knew baritsu, the Japanese system of fighting, and I won. | saw him fall
into the water."

I listened with surprise to this explanation.
"But | saw with my own eyes that two lines of footmarks went down the path and none returned.

"It happened in this way. | knew that Moriarty was not the only man who wanted to murder me.
There were at least three others. One or the other would certainly get me. On the other hand if all
the world thought | was dead they would feel safe and I could easily catch them. I decided not to
come back the way we went before but to climb the rocks. When | was going up the mountain a
stone fell to the ground. I knew it was thrown by one of Moriarty’s companions. However, |
went on. It was getting dark and the man could not see me. A week later | arrived in Florence
and no one except my brother Mycroft knew where | was. I travelled for two years in Tibet and
in Persia. Then | went to France. | learned that only one of Moriarty's companions was now in
London. I was about to return” when the news of Roriald's death reached me and | decided to
come at once.

"Now, dear Watson, we have if | may ask you for you help, a dangerous night's work in front of
us. You will come with me tonight?"

"When you like and where you like."

"This is, indeed, like the old days."”

At half past nine that evening | was sitting beside Holmes in a cab, my revolver in my pocket
and the thrill of adventure in my heart. Holmes was cold and silent. I did not know where we
were going but I was sure that the adventure was a most serious one. We stopped the cab at the
corner of Cavendish Square and walked through many streets until we came to a small house.
Holmes opened with a key the back door of this house. We entered together and he closed the
door. The house was empty. We turned to the right and found ourselves in a large room. There
was no lamp near but it was lit in the centre from the lights of the street.

"Do you know where we are?" Holmes asked.

"Surely that is Baker Street," | answered looking through the window.

"Exactly. We are in the house which stands opposite to our old house."

"But why are we here?"
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"Because | would like to look at our old rooms. Will you come a little nearer to the window and
see if anything has changed during the three years of my absence?"

I looked across at our old window and gave a cry of surprise. There was a man sitting on a chair
there. A strong light was burning in the room. The face was turned half-round and it was a
perfect reproduction™ of Holmes.

"Good heavens!" | cried. "It is wonderful."”
Holmes smiled.

"It really is rather like me, isn't?"
"Everyone would think it was you."

"It is figure of wax™ and it has been made by a French artist who spent some days working at it.
The rest | arranged myself during my visit to Baker Street this afternoon."

"But why?"

"Because | wanted certain people to think that | was there."
"And you thought the rooms were watched?"

"I knew they were watched."”

"By whom?"

"By Professor Moriarty's friends. You must remember that they knew, and only they knew | was
alive. They believed | should come back to my rooms."

My friend's plans were clear to me at last. We stood silently in darkness and watched the
hurrying figures who passed in front of us. I especially noticed two men who stood at the door of
the house. I showed them to Holmes but he only gave a cry of impatience and continued to watch
the street. | looked at the lighted window again and to my great surprise | saw that the wax figure
had moved and it was no more the face but the back that was turned towards us.

"It has moved!" | cried.

"Of course, it has moved," said Holmes. “Mrs. Hudson has made some change in that figure
eight times during the last two hours. She works it from the front so that her shadow may never
be seen”

Suddenly | heard a sound coming from the back of the house in which we were hidden. A door
opened and shut. A minute later a man came into the room. He was three yards from us and |
realised that he had no idea of our presence. He went to the window. He carried something like a
stick but soon | saw it was a sort of gun. He opened the window and the light of the street fell
full upon his face. The man seemed to be very excited. His two eyes shone like stars. He took
something from the pocket of his coat and put it into the gun. For some time he stood listening.
Then he put his finger on the trigger" and fired. There was a sound of broken glass. At that
moment Holmes jumped like a tiger on to the man's back and knocked him down. The man was
up again in a moment but then I struck him with my revolver. He fell to the floor and I fell on
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him. As | held him my friend blew on a whistle.” Two policemen in uniform with one detective
rushed through the front door and into the room.

"Is that you, Lestrade?" asked Holmes.

"Yes, Mr Holmes. It's good to see you back in London, sir."

“I think you want a little unofficial help. Three undetected murders in one year won't do”.

We had all stood up. The policemen held the prisoner. Holmes went to the window and closed it.
Lestrade lit two candles. | was able at last to have a good look at our prisoner. He was a strong
man with cruel blue eyes and an aggressive nose. He did not look at any of us but his eyes were
fixed at Holmes's face.

“You fiend” he kept on saying. “You clever, clever fiend”.

"Ah, Colonel," said Holmes. "I don't think | have had the pleasure of seeing you since the time
when you showed so much interest in me at the Reichenbach Falls."

The colonel still stared at my friend.

"You clever, clever fiend!" was all he could say.

"I haven't introduced you yet," said Holmes. "This gentleman is Colonel" Sebastian Moran, once
an off icer of the Indian Army and the best shot in our Eastern Empire. | believe | am right,
Colonel, in saying that your bag of tigers is still the greatest there."

The man said nothing but looked at my friend very angrily.

"I must say that you had one small surprise for me," continued Holmes. "1 did not expect you
would make use of this empty house. | thought you would shoot from the street where my friend
Lestrade and his men were waiting for you. With that exception™ all has gone as | expected."”

Holmes picked up the gun from the floor and was examining its mechanism.

"An admirable gun,™4 he said. "I knew the mechanic who constructed it to the order of Professor
Moriarty. Take care of it, Lestrade."

"We will look after that," said Lestrade. "Anything else to say?"

"Only to ask you what Colonel Moran will be charged™ with?"

"With the attempted murder of Mr. Sherlock Holmes, of course."

"Not so, Lestrade. | do not want to appear in the matter at all. You have got the man who shot
Ronald Adair with the bullet from an air-gun through the open window of the second floor front
of No 427 Park Lane on the thirtieth of last month. That's the charge. Yes, Lestrade. |

congratulate you on your success. And now, Watson, let us go and have a smoke in my old
study.”

Mrs. Hudson was very pleased to see us again. She took us the room and showed us the strange
wax figure.
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"I'm afraid the bullet has spoilt the figure because it passed right through the head. I picked it up
from the floor. Here it is.”

Holmes held it out to me.

"Look, Watson. A soft revolver bullet. Who would expect to find such a thing fired from an air-
gun! All right, Mrs. Hudson. Thank you f or your help. And now, Watson, sit down in your old
armchair once more. There are many things | would like to discuss with you."

He took his clothes from the wax figure and put them on, and now he was the Holmes of old.

"Well," he said, "Moran was the best shot in India and there are few better in London. Have you
heard his name?" "No, | haven't."

"Well, well, such is fame. But if | remember right, you had not heard the name of Professor
Moriarty who was one of the most intelligent men of the century. Just give me my index of
biographies from the shelf."

He turned over several pages and gave the book back to me. | read:

Moran, Sebastian, Colonel. Unemployed. Born in London 1840. Son of Mr. Augustus Moran,
once British Minister to Persia. Educated in Eton and Oxford. Served in the army in the Eastern
Empire. Author of several books on hunting. Address: Conduit Street.

On the margin™ was written in Holmes's hand:
The second most dangerous man in London.
"This is surprising,” | said. "The man's career is that of a good soldier."

"Yes," Holmes answered, "at first he did well. But he began to go wrong and had to leave India.
He came to London and it was at this time that he met Professor Moriarty. Moriarty gave him a
lot of money and used him in the most difficult jobs. You remember when | called on you in
1887 | closed the shutters because | was afraid of air-guns. I knew of the existence" of this air-
gun and I knew also that it would be used by one of the best shots. When we were in
Switzerland, Moran f ollowed us with Moriarty and he tried to kill me in the mountains. When |
read in France in the newspapers about Ronald's death, | was certain that Colonel Moran had
done it. He had played cards with him and had followed him home from the club. He shot him
through the open window. | came over at once but a friend of his saw me and | was sure he
would tell Moran about my return. That is why | decided to put the wax figure in my room and
watch the street from the empty house. I also warned the police."

"Yes," I said, "but why did he murder Ronald?"

"I think that's not difficult to explain. They played cards and Adair saw that Moran cheated him"
so he probably warned him that he would tell everyone about it unless he promised not to come
to the club again. This would mean ruin” to Moran who lived by his card gains. Adair returned
home and tried to find out how much money he had lost. He locked the door because he did not
want anyone to see what he was doing. It was then that Moran murdered him. Am | right do you
think?"

"Certainly you are. Now Co

131



10.Ainsley, a post-office sorter, turned the envelope over and over in his hands. The letter was
addressed to his vrife and had an Australian stamp.

Ainsley knew that the sender was Dicky Soames, his wife's cousin. It was the second letter
Ainsley received after Dicky's departure. The first letter had come six months before, he did not
read it and threw it into the fire. No man ever had less reason for jealousy than Ainsley. His wife
was frank as the day, a splendid housekeeper, a very good mother to their two children. He knew
that Dicky Soames had been fond of Adela and the fact that Dicky Soames had years back gone
away to join his and Adela’s uncle made no difference to him. He was afraid that some day
Dicky would return and take Adela from him.

Ainsley did not take the letter when he was at work as his fellow-workers could see him do it. So
when the working hours were over he went out of the post-office together with his fellow
workers, then he returned to take the letter addressed to his wife. As the door of the post-office
was locked, he had to get in through a window. When he was getting out of the window the
postmaster saw him. He got angry and dismissed Ainsley. So another man was hired and Ainsley
became unemployed. Their life became hard; they had to borrow money from their friends.
Several months had passed. One afternoon when Ainsley came home he saw the familiar face of
Dicky Soames. "So he had turned up,” Ainsley thought to himself.

Dicky Soames said he was delighted to see Ainsley. "l have missed all of you so much," he
added with a friendly smile.

Ainsley looked at his wife. "Uncle Tom has died,” she explained "and Dicky has come into his
money".

"Congratulation," said Ainsley, "you are lucky."

Adela turned to Dicky. "Tell Arthur the rest,” she said quietly. "Well, you see,"” said Dicky,
"Uncle Tom had something over sixty thousand and he wished Adela to have half. But he got
angry with you because Adela never answered the two letters | wrote to her for him. Then he
changed his will and left her money to hospitals. | asked him not to do it, but he wouldn't listen
to me!" Ainsley turned pale. "So those two letters were worth reading after all,” he thought to
himself. For some time everybody kept silence. Then Dicky Soames broke the silence, "It's
strange about those two letters. I've often wondered why you didn't answer them?" Adela got up,
came up to her husband and said, taking him by the hand. "The letters were evidently lost." At
that moment Ansley realized that she knew everything.

11. I met Richards ten or more years ago when | first went down to Cuba. He was a short, sharp-
faced, agreeable chap, then about 22. He introduced himself to me on the boat and | was
surprised to find that Panamerica Steel was sending us both to the same job.

Richards was from some not very good state university engineering school. Being the same age
myself, and just out of technical college | saw at once that his knowledge was rather poor. In fact
| couldn't imagine how he had managed to get this job.

Richards was naturally likable, and I liked him a lot. The firm had a contract for the construction
of a private railroad. For Richards and me it was mostly an easy job of inspections and routine
paper work. At least it was easy for me. It was harder for Richards, because he didn't appear to
have mastered the use of a slide rule. When he asked me to check his figures | found his
calculations awful. "Boy," | was at last obliged to say, "you are undoubtedly the silliest white
man in this province. Look, stupid, didn't you evertake arithmetic? How much are seven times
thirteen?" "Work that out," Richards said, "and let me have a report tomorrow."

So when | had time I checked his figures for him, and the inspector only caught him in a bad
mistake about twice. In January several directors of the United Sugar Company came down to us
on business, but mostly pleasure; a good excuse to 'get south on a vacation. Richards and | were
to accompany them around the place. One of the directors, Mr. Prosset was asking a number of
questions. | knew the job well enough to answer every sensible question — the sort of question
that a trained engineer would be likely to ask. As it was Mr. Prosset was not an engineer and
some of his questions put me at a loss. For the third time | was obliged to say, "I'm afraid | don't
know, sir.
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We haven't any calculations on that".

When suddenly Richards spoke up.

"I think, about nine million cubic feet, sir", he said. "I just happened to be working this out last
night. Just for my own interest".

"Oh," said Mr. Prosset, turning in his seat and giving him a sharp look. "That's very interesting,
Mr. -er- Richards, isn't it? Well, now, maybe you could tell me about".

Richards could. Richards knew everything. All the way up Mr. Prosset fired questions on him
and he fired answers right back. When we reached the head of the rail, a motor was waiting for
Mr. Prosset. He nodded absent-mindedly to me, shook hands with Richards. "Very interesting,
indeed,"” he said. "Good-bye, Mr. Richards, and thank you."

"Not, at all, sir,” Richards said. "Glad if I could be of service to you."

As soon as the car moved off, | exploded. "A little honest bluff doesn't hurt; but some of your
figures...!"

"I like to please,"” said Richards grinning. "1f a man like Prosset wants to know something, who
am | to hold out on him?"

"What's he going to think when he looks up the figures or asks somebody who does know?"
"Listen, my son," said Richards kindly. "He wasn't asking for any information he was going to
use. He doesn't want to know these figures. He won't remember them. | don't even remember
them myself. What he is going to remember is you and me.” "Yes," said Richards firmly. "He is
going to remember that Panamerica Steel has a bright young man named Richards who could tell
him everything, he wanted, — just the sort of chap he can use; not like that other fellow who took
no interest in his work, couldn't answer the simplest question and who is going to be doing
small-time contracting all his life."

It is true. I am still working for the Company, still doing a little work for the construction line.
And Richards? | happened to read in a newspaper a few weeks ago that Richards had been made
a vice-resident and director of Panamerica Steel when the Prosset group bought the old firm.

12. | reached Boston late that night and got out at the South Station. | knew no one in Boston
except Miss Bennet. She lived in Somerville, and | immediately started out for Somerville. Miss
Bennet and her family did all they could to make me comfortable and help me to get myself
established' in some way. | had only six dollars and their hospitality was of utmost importance to
me.

My first application for a job in Boston was made in accordance with an idea of my own. Every
boy in the Western states knew the Pope Manufacturing Company, which produced bicycles.
When | published my first work "History of Western College Journalism" the Pope Company
had given me an advertisement, and that seemed to be a "connection™ of some kind. So | decided
to go to the offices of the Pope Manufacturing Company to ask for a job. | walked into the
general office and said that | wanted the president of the company.

"Colonel Pope?" asked the clerk.

| answered, "Yes, Colonel Pope."”

| was taken to Colonel Pope, who was then an alert energetic man of thirty-nine. | told Colonel
Pope, by way of introduction, that he had once given me an advertisement for a little book | had
published, that | had been a College editor and out of a job. What | wanted was work and |
wanted it badly.

He said he was sorry, but they were laying of hands. I still hung on4. It seemed to me that
everything would be all up with me’, if I had to go out of that room without a job. I asked him if
there wasn't anything at all that | could do. My earnestness made him look at me sharply.
"Willing to wash windows and scrub floors?" he asked.

| told him that | was, and he turned to one of his clerks.

"Has Wilmot got anybody yet to help him in the downtown' rink?" he asked.

The clerk said he thought not.

"Very well", said Colonel Pope. "You can go to the rink and help Wilmot out for tomorrow."
The next day | went to the bicycle rink and found that what Wilmot wanted was a man to teach
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beginners to ride. | had never been on a bicycle in my life nor even very c}ose to one, but in a
couple of hours I had learnt to ride a bicycle myself and was teaching other people.

Next day Mr. Wilmot paid me a dollar. He didn't say anything about my coming back the next
morning, but I came and went to work, very much afraid that | vrould be told | wasn't needed.
After that Mr. Wilmot did not exactly engage me, but he forgot to discharge me, and | came back
every day and went to work. At the end of the week Colonel Pope sent for me and placed me in
charge of the uptown' rink.

Colonel Pope was a man who watched his workmen. | hadn't been mistaken when 1 felt that a
young man would have a chance with him. He often used to say that "water would find its level",
and he kept an eye on us. One day he called me into his office and asked me if I could edit a
magazine.

"Yes, sir," | replied quickly. | remember it flashed through my mind that I could do anything |
was put at '96 that if | were required to run an ocean steamer | could somehow manage to do it. |
could learn to do it as | went along'. I answered as quickly as I could get the words out of my
mouth, afraid that Colonel Pope would change his mind before I could get them out.

This is how I got my first job. And | have never doubted ever since that one of the reasons why |
got it was that | had been "willing to wash windows and scrub floors"”. | had been ready for
anything.

13. In 1943 Lieutenant Alexander Barr was ordered into the Armed Guard aboard the merchant
ship, like many other civillian officers with no real mechanical skills — teachers, writers, lawyers.
His men were the rag-tag' of merchant service and knew very little of it. Lieutenant Alec Barr
had his crew well in hand except one particularly unpleasant character, a youngster called
Zabinski. Every ship has its problem child, and Zabinski was Alec's cross. If anybody was drunk
and in trouble ashore, it was Zabinski. If anybody was smoking on watch, or asleep on watch, it
always was Zabinski. Discipline on board was hard to keep and Zabinski made it worse.

Alec called the boy to his cabin. "I've tried to reason with you',” he said. "I've punished you with
everything from confinement to ship' to extra duty. I've come to the conclusion that the only
thing you may understand is force. I've got some boxing gloves. Navy Regulations say they
should be used for recreation.

We are going to have some.

"That's all right", Zabinski said smiling.

Alec announced the exhibition of boxing skill. A lot of people gathered on deck to watch the
match.

It didn't take Lieutenant Barr long to discover that he was in the ring with a semiprofessional.
They were fighting two-minute rounds. But from the first five seconds of the first round Alec
knew that Zabinski could knock him out with a single punch if he wanted to. But Zabinski didn't
want to, he was toying with his commander, and the snickers' grew into laughter.

In the third round Alec held up a glove. "Time out!"”, he said. "I'm going to my cabin, I'll soon be
back”. He turned and ran up to his cabin. In the cabin there was a safe. Alec's duty was to pay
wages to his personnel. Alec Barr opened the safe and took out a paper-wrapped roll of ten-cent
coins. He put this roll of silver coins into his glove and returned on deck.

"Let's go!" he said and touched gloves with Zabinski. It had pleased Zabinski before to allow the
officer to knock him from time to time because it gave him a chance for a short and painful
punch. But now the silver-weighted glove crashed into the boy's chin and Zabinski was out. He
was lying on the floor motionless.

Alec Barr looked briefly at the boy. "Somebody throw some water on him," he said coldly to the
seamen. And he went up to his room to clean his cuts’ and put the roll of coins back to the safe.
After that Lieutenant Alexander Barr had no more personnel trouble aboard ship.

14. Jimmy Valentine was released' that day.

"Now, Valentine," said the warden’, "you'll go out today. Make a man of yourself. You are not a
bad fellow really. Stop breaking open safes and be honest."”
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"Me?" said Jimmy in surprise. "Why, I've never broken a safe in my life." The warden laughed.
"Better think over my advice, Valentine."

In the evening Valentine arrived in his native town, went directly to the cafe of his old friend
Mike and shook hands with Mike. Then he took the key of hisroom and went upstairs.
Everything was just as he had left it. Jimmy removed a panel in the wall and dragged out a dust-
covered suitcase. He opened it and looked fondly at the finest set of burglar's’ tools. It was a
complete set made of special steel. The set consisted of various tools of the latest design. Over
nine hundreddollars they had cost him.

A week after the release of VValentine there was a new safe-burglary in Richmond. Two weeks
after that another safe was opened. That began to interest the detectives. Ben Price, a famous
detective, got interested in these cases.

"That's all Jimmy Valentine's work. He has resumed business. He has got the only tools that can
open any safe without leaving the slightest trace."

One afternoon Jimmy Valentine came to Elmore, a little town in Arkansas. A young lady crossed
the street, passed him at the corner and entered a door over which was the sign "The Elmore
Bank". Jimmy Valentine looked into her eyes, forgot what he was and became another man. She
lowered her eyes and blushed slightly. Young men of Jimmy's style and looks were not of ten
met in Elmore. Jimmy called a boy who was standing on the steps of the bank and began to ask
him questions about the town and the people of the town. From this boy he learnt that this girl
was Annabel Adams and that her father was the owner of the bank.

Jimmy went to a hotel and registered as Ralf Spencer. To the clerk he said that he had come to
Elmore to start business. The clerk was impressed by the clothes and manner of Jimmyand he
was ready to give Jimmy any information. Soon Jimmy opened a shoe-store and made large
profits. In all other respects he was also a success. He was popular with many important people
and had many friends. And he accomplished the wish of his heart. He met Miss Annabel Adams
and she fell in love with him too. Annabel's father, whowas a typical country banker approved of
Spencer. The young people were to be married in two weeks. Jimmy gave up safe-burglary for
ever. He was an honest man now. He decided to get rid of his tools.

At that time a new saf e was put in Mr. Adams' bank. The old man was very proud of it and
insisted that everyone should inspect it. So one day the whole family with the children went to
the bank. Mr. Adams enthusiastically explained the workings of the safe to Spencer. The two
children were delighted to see the shining metal and the funny clock. While they were thus
engaged Ben Price, the detective, walked into the bank and stood at the counter watching the
scene. He told the cashier that he was just waiting for the man he knew. Suddenly there was a
loud scream from the women. Unseen by the elders, May, the smallest girl had shut herself in the
vault.

"It's impossible to open the door now," said Mr. Adams in a trembling voice, "because the clock
of the safe hasn't been wound. Oh, what shall we do? That child — she can't stand it for long
because there isn't enough air there!"

"Get away from the door, all of you," suddenly commanded Spencer. And it must be mentioned
that Jimmy happened to have his suit-case with him because he was going to get rid of it that
day. Very calmly he took out the tools and in ten minutes the vault was opened. The others
watched him in amazement. The little girl, crying, rushed to her mother.

Jimmy took his suit-case and came up to Ben Price whom he had noticed long bef ore. "Hello,
Ben", he said, "Let's go. | don't think it matters much now." And then suddenly Ben Price acted
rather strangely. "'l guess, you are mistaken Mr. Spencer," he said. "I don't seem to recognize
you. | think your fiancee' is waiting for you, isn't she?" And Ben Price turned and walked out of
the Bank.

15. Almost everybody likes to receive letters. And perhaps nobody in Stillwater liked to get
letters more than Ray Buffin. But unfortunately Ray received fewer letters in his box at the post-
office than anybody else.

Guy Hodge and Ralph Barnhill were two young men in town who liked to play jokes on people.
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But they never meant anything bad. One afternoon they decided to play a joke on Ray Buffin.
Their plan was to ask a girl in town to send Ray a love letter withoutsigning it, and then tell
everybody in the post-office to watch Ray read the letter; then somebody was to ask Ray if he
had received a love letter from a girl. After that somebody was to snatch the letter out of his hand
and read it aloud.

They bought blue writing paper and went round the corner to the office of the telephone
company where Grace Brooks worked as a night telephone operator. Grace was pretty though
not very young. She had begun working for the company many years ago, after she had finished
school. She had remained unmarried all those years, and because she worked at night and slept in
the daytime it was very difficult for her to find a husband.

At first, after Guy and Ralf had explained to her what they wanted to do and had asked her to
write the letter to Ray, Grace refused to do it.

"Now, be a good girl, Grace, do us a favour and writethe letter.” Suddenly she turned away. She
didn'twant the young men to see her crying. She remembered the time she had got acquainted
with Ray. Ray wanted to marry her. But she had just finished school then and had started to work
for the telephone company; she was very young then and did not want to marry anybody. Time
passed. During all those years she had seen him a few times but only a polite word had passed
between them, and each time he looked sadder and sadder.

Finally she agreed to write the letter for Guy and Ralph and said that she would send it in the
morning.

After they left the telephone office Grace thought about Ray and cried. Late at night she wrote
the letter.

The next day Guy and Ralph were in the post-of-fice at 4 o'clock. By that time there was a large
crowd in the post-office. When Ray came in and saw a letter in his box he looked at it in
surprise. He couldn't believe his eyes. He opened the box, took out the blue envelope and went to
the corner of the room to read it. When he finished he behaved like mad. He smiled happily and
ran out of the room before Guy and Ralph had time to say anything to stop him. Ray hurried
round the corner to the telephone office.

When Guy and Ralph ran into the room where Grace worked they saw Ray Buffin standing near
the girl with the widest and happiest smile they had ever seen on his face. It was clear they had
not spoken a word yet. They just stood in silence, too happy to worry about Guy and Ralph
watching them.

17. As Fran Walker, one of the nurses of the Mills Memorial Hospital, was sitting between
rounds behind her duty desk, she often recollected her childhood, which would return to her as it
had existed in reality '96 bewildering, lonely, and frustrating.

Her father, Mr. Walker, had owned a small lumber business' in Sagamore, one of Indiana’s
numerous smaller towns, where Fran had lived in a large frame house on six acres of unused
pasture land'. The first Mrs. Walker had died, when Fran was still a baby, so she did not
remember her real mother at all. She remembered her stepmother, though — small, tight-lipped,
thin-faced, extremely possessive of her new husband and the new house which had suddenly
become her own. Fran had adored her father, tried desperately to please him. And since he
desired nothing more than a good relationship between his daughter and his second wife, she had
made endless attempts to win over her new mother. But her displays of affection had not been
returned. Her stepmother had remained constantly jealous, resentful, without the slightest
understanding of the small girl's motives and emotions.

Fran felt herself losing out, slipping away into an inferior position. She began to exaggerate —
often lie about friends, feelings, grades at school, anything possible to keep herself high in her
father's esteem, and at the same time gain some small bit of admiration from her mother. The
exaggerations, though, had constantly turned back on her, until eventually a disgusted Mrs.
Walker had insisted she be sent away to a nearby summer camp. "They award a badge of honour
there,"” she had said, "and if you win it — not a single untruth all summer — then we'll know
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you've stopped lying and we'll do something very special for you."”

"We'll give you a pony," her father had promised.

Fran wanted the pony. More than the pony, she vranted to prove herself. After two months of
nearpainful honesty, she finally won the badge of honour, and brought it home clutched tight in
her fist, hiddenin her pocket while she waited, waited, all the way from the station, all during the
tea in the living-room for the exact proper moment to make her announcement of glorious
victory.

"Well?" her mother had said finally. "Well, Fran?"

"Well — ", Fran began, with the excitement building higher and higher as she drew in her breath
and thought of exactly how to say it.

"You can't hide it any longer, Fran." Her mother had sighed in hopeless resignation. "We know
you didn't win it, so there's simply no point in lying about it now."

Fran had closed her mouth. She'd stared at her mother, then stood and gone out to the yard and
looked across the green meadow where the pony was going to graze. She had taken the green
badge from her pocket, fingered it tenderly, then buried it beneath a rock in the garden. She had
gone back into the house and said, "No, I didn't win it," and her mother had said, "Well, at least
you didn't lie this time," and her father had held her while she'd cried and known f inally that
there was no further use in trying.

Her father had bought her an Irish setter as a consolation prize.

18. I was going by train to London. I didn't have the trouble to take anything to eat with me and
soon was very hungry. | decided to go to the dining-car to have a meal.

As | was about to seat myself, | saw that the gentleman | was to face wore a large beard. He was
a young man. His beard was full, loose and very black. I glanced at him uneasily and noted that
he was a big pleasant fellow with dark laughing eyes.

Indeed I could feel his eyes on me as | f umbled with the knives and forks. It was hard to pull
myself together. It is not easy to face a beard. But when | could escape no longer, | raised my
eyes and found the young man's on my face.

"Good evening,” | said cheerily, "Good evening," he replied pleasantly, inserting a big buttered
roll within the bush of his beard. Not even a crumb fell off. He ordered soup. It was a difficult
soup for even the most barefaced of men to eat, but not a drop did he waste on his whiskers'. He
kept his eyes on me in between bites. But | knew he knew that | was watching his every bite with
acute fascination.

"I'm impressed,” | said, "with your beard."”

"I suspected as much," smiled the young man.

"Is it a wartime device?" | inquired.

"No," said he; "I'm too young to have been in the war. | grew this beard two years ago."

"It's magnificent,” I informed him.

"Thank you," he replied. "As a matter of fact this beard is an experiment in psychology. |
suffered horribly from shyness. | was so shy it amounted to a phobia. At university | took up
psychology and began reading books on psychology'. And one day | came across a chapter on
human defence mechanisms, explaining how so many of us resort to all kinds of tricks to escape
from the world, or from conditions in the world which we f ind hatef ul. Well, 1 j ust turned a
thing around. I decided to make other people shy of me. So I grew this beard.

The effect was astonishing. | found people, even tough, hard-boiled people, were shy of looking
in the face. They were panicked by my whiskers. It made them uneasy. And my shyness
vanished completely.”

He pulled his fine black whiskers affectionately and said: "Psychology is a great thing.
Unfortunately people don't know about it. Psychology should help people discover such most
helpful tricks. Life is too short to be wasted in desperately striving to be normal."

"Tell me,” | said finally. "How did you master eating the way you have? You never got a crumb
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or a drop on your beard, all through dinner."
"Nothing to it, sir," said he. "When you have a beard, you keep your eyes on those of your dinner
partner. And whenever you note his eyes fixed in horror on your chin, you wipe it off."

19. Everybody knows by this time that we met Lautisse on board a ship, but few people know
that in the beginning, Betsy and | had no idea who he was.

At first he introduced himself as Monsieur Roland, but as we talked he asked me a lot of
questions about myself and my business and finally he asked me if | could keep a secret and
said: "l am Lautisse."

I had no idea who he was. | told Betsy and af ter lunch we went up and talked to the ship's
librarian, asked him a few questions. And then we found out that my new friend was probably
the world's best living painter. The librarian found a book with his biography and a photograph.
Though the photograph was bad, we decided that our new acquaintance was Lautisse all right.
The book said that he suddenly stopped painting at 53 and lived in a villa in Rivera. He hadn't
painted anything in a dozen years and was heard to say he would never touch the brush again.
Well, we got to be real friends and Betsy invited him to come up to our place for a weekend.
Lautisse arrived on the noon train Saturday, and I met him at the station. We had promised him
that wewouldn't have any people and that we wouldn't try to talk to him about art. It wasn't very
difficult since we were not very keen on art.

| was up at seven-thirty the next morning and I remembered that | had a job to do. Our vegetable
garden had a fence around it which needed a coat of paint. | took out a bucket half full of white
paint and a brush and an old kitchen chair. I was sitting on the chair thinking, when | heard
footsteps and there stood Lautisse. | said that | was getting ready to paint the garden fence but
now that he was up, | would stop it. He protested, then took the brush from my hand and said,
"First, I'll show you!" At that moment Betsy cried from the kitchen door that breakfast was
ready. "No, no," he said. "No breakfast, — I will paint the fence." | argued with him but he
wouldn't even look up from his work. Betsy laughed and assured me that he was having a good
time. He spent three hours at it and finished the fence. He was happy the whole day. He went
back to town on the 9. 10 that evening and at the station he shook my hand and said that he
hadn't enjoyed himself so much in years.

We didn't hear anything from him for about 10 days but the newspapers learnt about the visit and
came to our place. | was out but Betsy told the reporters everything and about the fence too. The
next day the papers had quite a story and the headlines said: LAUTISSE PAINTS AGAIN. On
the same day three men came to my place from different art galleries and offered 4.000 dollars
for the fence. I refused. The next day | was of f ered 25.000 and then 50.000. On the fourth day a
sculptor named Gerston came to my place. He was a friend of Lautisse. He advised me to allow
the Palmer Museum in New York to exhibit it for a few weeks. He said that the gallery people
were interested in the fence because Lautisse had never before used a bit of white paint. | agreed.
So the f ence was put in the Palmer Museum. | went down myself to have a look at it. Hundreds
of people came to see the fence, and | couldn't help laughing when | saw my fence because it had
a fence around it.

A week later Gerston telephoned me and asked to come to him. He had something important to
tell me. It turned out that Lautisse visited the exhibition and signed all the thirty sections of my
fence. "Now," said Gerston, "you have really got something to sell." And indeed with Gerston's
help, 29 of the 30 sections were sold within a month's time and the price was 10.000 each
section. | didn't want to sell the 30th section and it's hanging now in our living-room.

20. Bill liked painting more than anything in life. He started painting when he was 15 and people
said that as a painter he had quite a lot of talent and had mastered most of the technical
requirements. At 22 he had his first one-man show when he was discovered by the critics and his
pictures were all sold out, With the money he could afford to marry Leila, rent a studio and stop
being a student. To complete his education he went to Italy but after 5 months all the money was
spent and he had to return.
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Bill never had another show like the first one, though he became a better painter. The critics did
not think him modern enough and said he was too academic. From time to time he managed to
sell some of his paintings but eventually things had got very tight and he was obliged to look for
a job.

The day before he went for an interview with his uncle Bill was especially gloomy. In the
morning he went up to one of his unfinished pictures in the studio but he felt he couldn't paint.
He threw down his brush and a bright red spot appeared on the board already covered with black
and yellow paint from his previous work. The board had been used to protect the floor and was at
that moment a mixture of bright colours.

When Bill left, Leila got down to cleaning the studio. She took up the board and put it against the
wall to clean the floor. At that moment Garrad, Bill's dealer, came in. Bill had asked him to
come, look at his work and arrange a show but the dealer had for some time been uncertain on
the matter. So he was looking around the studio, explaining how the gallery was booked up for a
year and how he could not really promise Bill a show yet for two years or so.

Suddenly the board against the wall attracted his attention.

"Leila, my dear," he exclaimed. "l felt that there must be something like this. Tell me, why is he
keeping it away from us?"

Leila was too shocked to answer. But Garrad went on: "I think it's wonderful. I never doubted
Bill would catch up with the modern trends. Now Leila, are there more pictures for a full show? |
must go now but I'll be ringing him up. I'm going to change the whole plan and show his new
work in the autumn. Tell him not to waste time. As to this one if he wants to sell it, I'll buy it
myself."

Leila stayed in the studio till Bill came back. She was too excited to tell him the story clearly and
Bill could not understand anything at first. When he realised what had happened he shook with
laughter. "You didn't explain the whole thing about the board to him, did you?" he managed to
say at last.

"No, I didn't. | couldn't really, I believe | should have, but it would have made him look too silly.
| just said | didn't think you'd sell it".

What was Bill to do?

Think of your own ending.

(What was Bill to do? What a thing, he thought, to find waiting for you on your return from
taking a job at two pounds a week. He could paint more for an exhibition that very evening and
show them to Garrad the next day. After all, why not use it as a start for a good painter's career?

CraTbu 111 dK3aMeHa 6 c.

1. Kaxmas uctopudeckast 31oxa, Kaxxabli 3Tar pa3BUTHS YeTIOBEUECKOT0 00IIeCTBa UMEIOT CBOIO
0COOCHHOCTB, B TO JK€ BPEMsI OHU HEPa3phIBHO CBS3aHBI KaK C IMIPOILILIM, TaK U ¢ Oyaynmm. B
KoHIle XX B. 4elIOBeUeCKas IMBUJIM3AIMS BCTYIIAET B KAYECTBEHHO HOBOE COCTOSIHHE, OJTHUM M3
BaXHEHIIINX MOKa3aTeeil KOTOPOTo SBISETCS BOSHUKHOBEHHE II00ABHBIX TPOOIIEM.
FHO63.HBHBI€ HpO6JICMBI MOABCIN YCJIOBCUYCCTBO K I'paHUILIAM €TI0 6BITI/I$I " 3aCTaBUIIN
OTJISIHYThCS Ha3aJl, Ha IpoiAeHHbIN myTh. CeroaHs Tpedyercs naTh OLEHKY LIEeNsM, KOTOpbIe
CTaBWJIO Tiepes] cO00i YernoBeuecTBO, MOTPEOOBAIOCH BHECTH HEOOXOMMbIE KOPPEKTUBHI B
"TpaekTopuio" cBoero pa3BuTHs. [ ToGanbHbIe MPOOIEMBI TOCTABIIIN YETIOBEYECTBO MEPE]
HEOOXOAMMOCTBIO U3MEHHUTH cebsi. Ceityac HE0OX0IMMO BBIPAOOTATh TaKyIO TJIOOATHHYTO
CHCTEMY IICHHOCTHBIX OPHEHTA-IIMI, KOTOpas ObljIa Obl IPUHATA BCEM HACEIICHUEM IJIAHCTHI.

B 1992 r. B Puo-ne-Xanetipo cocrosutace kondepenius, Bropas nocie Kondepenmu OOH
1972 r. B CTOKTONIEME, Ha KOTOPOM MPUCYTCTBOBAIH TJIaBBI MPABUTEIHCTB MHOTHX TOCYIapCTB,
KOTOPbIE TPUHSIIN JTIOKYMEHTBI, TJI€ TOBOPUTCS, UTO IIEHHOCTH, KOTOPBIE MpeiaraeT 3amnaj
BEIIyT YETOBEYECTBO K THOeNH. SIBHIIACh SMOXAIBbHBIM COOBITHEM B HCTOPHH YETIOBEYECTBA.
Cobpana npencrasuteneit 179 crpan mupa, 1600 HenpaBUTEILCTBEHHBIX OpraHu3aiuii. B
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napawieasHoM "I'mobansHOM Gopyme" padoranu 9000 opranuszanuii, 29000 y4acTHHKOB,
450000 caymareneii. [Ipunsna Hexnapauio PUO, B koTopoii mpoBo3riiaiieHbl 00s3aTeIbCTBa
TOCY/IapCTB IO OCHOBHBIM 27 PEKOMEH IATeIbHBIM MPUHIIATIAM TOCTHKEHUS ITUBUITH3AINCH
YCTOMYMBOTO Pa3BUTHUS (COXPAHSIONIETO OKPYKAIOIIYIO CPEly, BBDKUBAHUE OYayIINX
MOKOJIEHUH; TIPEIoIaraolieMy orpaHHYeHre MOTPEOHOCTEN U KU3HEAEITeIbHOCTH;
OMHparoIIeMycsl Ha HayKy U oOpazoBanue) [1] .

I'moGankHBIE BOIIPOCHI COBPEMEHHOCTH HE MOTYT OBITh PEIICHBI 03 JIeTAIbHOM MPOPa0OTKU MX
¢dunocodpamu U MpeICTaBUTEISIMUA KOHKPETHBIX HayK. Criennduka rio0anbHbIX TpodiieM
3aKIJIFOYAETCs] B TOM, YTO OHU TPEOYIOT MMPOrPaAMMHO-IIEICBON OpTaHU3AI[UH HAYTHBIX
ucclieoBanuii. B Hacrosimee Bpemst ri1o0ainbHbIe TPOOJIEMbl H3y4YarOTCsl MHOTUMH HayKaMu -
JKOJIOraMH, TeorpadamMu, COIMOIOTaMH, TTOTUTOJIOTaMH, SKOHOMHUCTaMu U T.1. B 90-¢ rr.
BO3HHKJIA HOBas 00JIACTh MEKIUCIIMIUIMHAPHBIX HCCIICTIOBAHUH, TOTYIHBIIIAs HA3BaHHUE
robanucTuky. ['modanpHbIe MPOoOIeMbl H3ydaloTCs TaKkke Gunocodureld B MUPOBO33PEHUECKOM,
METOJIOJIOTUYECKOM, COIIMATbHO-TYMAaHUTAPHOM aCIEKTaxX.

2. Crenuduka purocoPpcrkoro oCMbICIEHHUS TI00ATBHBIX TTpodieM: ¢unocodus, GopmMupys
HOBOE MHUPOBO33PEHHUE, 331a€T ONpeAeTIeHHbIC IEHHOCTHBIE YCTAHOBKH, KOTOPHIE BO MHOT'OM
OTIPEIEIISAIOT XapaKTep U HAPABJICHUE YEIOBEUYECKOH IeATETbHOCTH; METO 00T HUECKast
dbyuknus punocoGur COCTOUT B TOM, YTO OHA 0OOCHOBBIBAET YaCTHBIE TEOPHH, CTIOCOOCTBYS
1[EJIOCTHOMY BUACHHUIO MUPA; GUIOCO]HS TaeT BO3MOKHOCTh PacCMaTpPUBATh rI00allbHbIE
POOJIEMbI B KOHKPETHO-HCTOPUYECKOM KOHTeKcTe. OHa MOKa3bIBaeT, B YACTHOCTH, YTO
r00abHBIC TPOOIEMBI BO3HUKAIOT BO 2-i moioBuHE XX CTONETHs; (Pritocodust mo3BOIsSET
YBUETH HE TOJIBKO MPUYNHBI BOZHUKHOBEHUS TTI00ANBHBIX MTPOOJIEM COBPEMEHHOCTH, HO U
BBISIBUTH TIEPCIICKTUBBI UX PA3BUTHSI, BO3SMOKHOCTH PEIICHHUS.

[TombITKM TIpenyragath Oyayiiee UMeNn OOJbIIoe 3HAYeHHE I UACHHOro 000CHOBAaHUS
YKU3HEHHBIX UHTEPECOB M CTPEMIICHUI HApOJIOB, HACEISAIONINX HaIlly TutaHeTy. OObSICHIIOTCS
OHH HE TOJBKO KeJIaHUEeM MOo(aHTa3upoBaTh Pay TOTO, YTOOBI HA KOPOTKOE BpEeMs
"OTKIIOUUTHCA" OT HEpeaKo 0e3paJoCTHON PeaTbHOCTH, HO U KU3HEHHBIM MOTPEOHOCTIMU
JIOJICH, HAJEKJAMH, BO3JIaraéMbIMU MU Ha TO, YTO OYET U OMAaCeHUSIMU OTHOCHTEIHLHO
0’KHM]JIaeMOTO.

Kak mokasarenu uccieoBaHus y4eHbIX, YMEHHUE TPOrHO3UPOBAHUS OyAyIIEero 3a/laHO YEIOBEKY
OT POXKIEHUS, TO €CTh TEHETUYECKH MPUCYILE eMy. Majo Toro, 3To Ka4ecTBO, B KOTOPOM
3aJI0KEeHa CIIOCOOHOCTD BBICIIEH HEPBHON CUCTEMBI K OIEPEKAIOIIEMY OTPAKCHHUIO
JICUCTBUTEIILHOCTH, MPUCYIIE TAKAKE HEKOTOPHIM BUJIaM KUBOTHBIX. UM y1aeTcst KakuM-TO
o0pa3oM mpemyragaTh CMEPTh CBOUX X035€B, CTUXUWHBIC OSJICTBYS U IPYTHE TEPEMECHEI B
OKPYKArOIIIEM UX MHPE.

UYenoBeuecTBy k€, MO3HABIIEMY HEKOTOPHIC U3 TaliH OBITHS, 3aKOHOB Pa3BUTHS IPUPOIBI U
o01ecTBa, y1anoch M30aBUTHCS OT THETYIIETO ONIYIIEHUS OECITIOMOIIIHOCTH Tiepe T (haTaabHON
MPEAOIIPEACIICHHOCTHIO COOCTBEHHOM CyAbOBI M OCO3HATh, YTO OHO CIIOCOOHO CO3/1aBaTh B CBOEM
BOOOPKEHUU HE TOJIBKO (haHATHYECKHE KapTUHBI Oy Iymiero. M, 94To KakeTcs Ha MepBhIid B3I
yJAUBHUTEIbHEE BCETO, CITIOCOOHO BO3/ICHCTBOBATh HA HETO.

K morumaHu0 3TOr0 (heHOMEHa JIFO/IU TTOIOIIIN CPABHUTEIHHO HEABHO, TIOPSAKA CTa JIET
Ha3aJ1, 4YTO MO3BOJIUIIO0 PritocodaM CTOCOOHOCTH YEJIOBEKA K IPEABUACHHUIO XapaKTEepU30BaTh
KaK 3HaHHe 0 OyayIieMm, T.e. 0 TOM, Yero eIie HeT B IeUCTBUTEIHHOCTH, HO YK€ TOTEHIIUAIBHO
COACPIKUTCA B HACTOALIECM B BUAC O6’b€KTI/IBHBIX u CY6'LCKTI/IBHBIX OpEANOChIIOK OXKHAAEMOI'O
XO0Ja pa3BUTHA.
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C 00BEKTUBHBIMH MTPEAMOCHUIKAMHU TPAJAUIIMOHHO CBS3BIBAIOTCS MPOIIECCHI, TPOTEKAIOIINE B
KOCMOCE, HalIpuMeEp, POXKIECHUE 3BE3/1, IBMYKCHHE TUIAHET T10 ONPEACIICHHOW TPACKTOPHUH, UITH
K€ - Ha Halllel IUIaHeTe, B YaCTHOCTH, CMEHa BPEMEH T'0Jia, 3eMJICTPSCEHUS, 3aPOKICHUE KU3ZHU
u cMepTh. OHU UMEM MECTO Beeraa v OyAyT MPOTEKaTh HE3aBUCUMO OT HAITUX JKEeJTaHUN WITH
3HaHUH 00 WX COJIEPIKAHHH.

3.CyOBbeKTHBHBIN (aKTOp KaK pa3 U OTPAKACT paHee OTMEUYECHHYIO CIIOCOOHOCTH JIFOCH
OKa3bIBaTh BO3JIEHCTBHE HA MTPOLECCHI, MPOTEKAIOIIME B IPUPOJIE U B oOmiecTse. Benp
YeJI0OBEYECTBO JJaBHO YK€ U3MEHUIIO OOJIMK IUIaHEeThl, M300peno GpaHTacTuYecKue, HeJOCTYITHbIE
Jla’ke caMoMy 00oraroMy BOOOpa)K€HHIO HALIUX MPEIKOB CIIOCOObI 100bIBaHUS MU U CO3AAHUS
YCIIOBUH 151 )KU3HE00ECIIEYEeHNUs, U ABJISETCS HOCUTEIIEM €1l1e MHOKECTBA HepeaIn30BaHHbIX
ujel ¥ HeBHEJPEHHBIX B MPAKTUKY TEXHOJIOTUH. O CIOCOOHOCTH e JI0AeH N3MEHSTD KHU3Hb
oO011ecTBa B COOTBETCTBUU C MPEACTABICHUSIMU HIE€0JIOIOB O CAMOI COBEPIIEHHON MOJeNn
rocyaapcTsa u Hanbosee 3 (HEeKTUBHBIX CIIOCO0aX UX peaTu3ali JOCTATOYHO XOPOIIO
M3BECTHO Ha npumepax ucropuu I'epmannu u Poccun XX B., a Tak’ke OTHOLIEHUN MEXKIY
KalUTaIMCTUYECKON U COLIMATUCTUYECKON cucTeMaMu. 1, ecTecTBEHHO, YTO CyObEKTUBHBIX
(akTOp MOXKET 0OKa3aTh, IPH ONPEAEICHHBIX OOCTOSATENBCTBAX, PEIIAIOIIee BO3AEHCTBIE HA X0
UCTOPUHU, IPUPOAY U T.J. B OyIyIIeM Yepe3 MPOoLEecChl, IPOTEKAIOIINE MO/ BIUSHUEM JI0/IeH B
HacTosem [3].

Taxkum oOpasom, noa OyAyImUM He ciielyeT MOHUMATh YTO-TO, HEONpeieIeHHOE U aMOp(HOE B
rpsayieM 6e3 KakKux-Tu00 BpeMEHHBIX PAMOK M MTPOCTPAHCTBEHHBIX I'PAHUI], B KOTOPOM MOXKET
MIPOU30UTH BCE, YTO MOJICKAXKET QaHTa3Usl.

CoBpemenHbie PrIIOCO(BI CXOAATCS BO MHCHHH O TOM, YTO Hay4HOE MPEABUICHUE U
COITMATEHOE TTPOTHO3UPOBAHKE JIOJDKHBI CO/IEPKaTh B ce0e OTBET HE TOJIBKO Ha BOIIPOC O TOM,
YTO pealibHO COBEPILUTCS B OYyIyIIeM, HO U Kakre (hopMbl 00peTaeT OHO, M KaKOBa BEPOSITHOCTh
JTAHHOTO MIPEIOJIOKECHHUS.

HawubGonee pacipoCTpaHCHHBIM IIPCACTABIICHUAM 00 YPOBHAX IMMPOTHO3UPOBAHUA 6yL[ymero
CJICOAYCT OTHCCTH CIICAYIOIICC: HCTIOCPCACTBCHHOC, 0603pI/IMOC; OTAAJICHHOC.

OOBEKTUBHOCTH B HAYYHOM MIPOTHO3UPOBAHUY HCKIIOUUTENHHO BaXKHA, NOO MO3BOJISIET TPE3BO
B3IUISIHYTh Ha BO3MOKHbBIE HETaTUBHBIE MTOCIIEICTBHS, HAIIPUMEDP: B PA3BUTUHU MOJIUTUYECKON
CUTyalluu B OOIIECTBE; B BO3/ICHCTBUY YEJIOBEKA HA OKPYKAIOIILYIO CPEely U T. 1.

W takne IOPOrHO3bI HE CIICAYCT BOCIIPUHUMATL KaK BaApHUAaHT HEN30eKHOCTH FI/IGCHI/I
qeJIOBEUECKOU IUBUJIN3alIUN. OHU SIBIIAIOTCA OJHOBPEMECHHO U IIPECAOCTCPCIKCHUEM EMY, U
CBOCOOpa3HBIM MPEIOKEHUEM K TIOMCKY HanboJiee MPUEeMIIEMOT0 BapuaHTa 00eceYeHus
OeccmepTHst yenoBeueckoro poaa. Ho ciieyeT moOMHUTE, 4TO IPOTHO3BI - 3TO TOJIBKO
npeamnojgara€Mbl€ BapruaHTbI 6YZ[y1H€FO. Hu OAWH U3 HUX HEC MOXKET OBITH CTOIIPOICHTHO
noctoBepHbIM. M 3TO HanboJiee APKO MILTIOCTPUPYETCS PU aHATN3E IPYTUX YPOBHEH
Oymy1uiero.

Tak, ecu KOCHYThCSI 0003pUMOTO OYIyIIEro, KOTOpOe OXBAThIBAET OOJBIIYIO YaCTh
CJIEIIOLIEro CTOJIETUSI, TO O HEM MOYKHO CKa3aTh KaK O HACBIIIEHHBIM PA3JIMYHBIMU BIOJHE
MIPaBJIONIOI00HBIMU BapuaHTaMHU. TOJIBKO MPOTHO3UPYETCSI OHO Ha HEMOJTHON HH(POPMAITMOHHON
6aze. K Takum TaHHBIM ClieTyeT OTHOCUTHCS C OOJBIION OCTOPOKHOCTHIO, TIIATEIHHO MTPOBEPSS
UX BEPOSATHOCTh. TeM He MeHee, Ha MPOTSHKEHUH 0003pUMOro OyAyILEro ciaenyeT 0’KUAaTh
3aBEpILIEHHs TAaKUX JOJITOBPEMEHHBIX IPOIECCOB, MPOTEKAONIUX B TUIAHETAPHOM MAaCIITa0e Kak
nemorpaduyeckasi peBOJIOLHS, IPEOA0JICHUE PA3BUBAIOIIMMUCS CTPaHAMHU 3KOHOMHYECKOMH
OTCTAJIOCTH, NePeX0/ia K TyMaHU3My, IeMOKpaTHUYeCKOMY OOIIeCTBY U T.A. O4eBHAHO U TO, YTO
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MHPOBBIM COO0IIIECTBOM OyA€T BhIpaOOTaHa eauHas MOJIUTHKA OOPHOBI ¢ TPECTYIMHOCTHIO, XOTS
KyJIbTypHas ¥ COLMAIIbHAS HHTETPAIIHsI BPSI I 3aBEPIIUTHCS K ITOMY BPEMEHH.

4.OTHOCHUTENIBPHO OTAAJIEHHOTO OYIyIIero, 3a MpeIeiaMu CJIeIYIONIEro CTOJIETHSI B OCHOBHOM
MOJKHO CYJIUTh HAa OCHOBaHUH PA3IMYHBIX THIIOTETUICCKUX MPEIOI0KECHUH, HE
OpOTUBOPCHAIMX PCAJIBbHBIM BO3MOXKHOCTAM, HO U HC INOAJAIOIIUXCA OIIPCACICHHBIM
BEPOSITHOCTHBIM OLIEHKAM C TOYKU 3pEHUSI HCTOPHUUECKUX CPOKOB M KOHKPETHBIX (JOPM HX
BOIUIOIICHHS B KH3Hb. AHATUTHKAMHU Pa3IMYHBIX CIICIUALHOCTEH YKa3bIBaeTCs Ha
BO3MOYXHOCTh PAJUKATBHBIX IEPEMEH B COITUAIBHOMN JKU3HH O0IIECTBA. DKOHOMUYECKAs
ACATCIBHOCTD J'IIOI[GI\/JI TAKXKEC IMOABCPracTCa FJ'IY6OKI/IM TEXHOJIOTUYCCKUM npeoGpa3OBaHm[M.
3aMeTHO TpaHCHOPMUPYIOTCS TOTPEOHOCTH JIFOJICH U CPEICTBA UX YIOBIETBOPEHUS, Oaroaaps
yeMmy IpobiieMa pecypcoB ISl UX 00eCIedeH sl MPEACTaHeT B MHOM BHJIE, YEM JIaXKE B
0003puMoM Oy tyiem [4].

MeHee ONTUMUCTHYHBIM JOJKEH OBITh B3I B Oy Tyliee ¢ MO3UIIHi OOPHOBI C MPECTYMHOCTHIO,
KaK B 0003pMMOM, TaK U B OTTAJICHHOM OYAyIIeM H HE TIOTOMY, YTO B YEJIOBEKE MPUPOION
3aJ105KE€HO NMPOTUBOIIPaBHOE MoBeieHue. Bee nemno B ToM, 4To B 0011IE€CTBE C MMCAHHBIMU
3aKOHaMH 0053aTeIBHO OYIyT HAXOIUTHCS JIFOIU, HE BBHITIOMHSIONIME X MO PAa3HBIM MTPHUYUHAM:
OJIHM U3 HUX OyAyT COBEpPIIATh MPOTUBOIPABHBIC JEHCTBHS MO "HEAOMBICIHIO", IPYTHE - B CUITY
CTeueHUs! 00CTOATEIbCTB, TPETHH -KU3-3a MPOTECTA MPOTUB CYLIECTBYIOIIUX MOPSIKOB U T.11. Ho,
OYEBH/IHO, YTO U3-3a MIPAKTUKUA UCUE3HYT OJHU BUbI IPECTYILJICHUH, & UX MECTO 3aMyT
npyrue, "MpuBs3aHHbIE" K TEM YCIOBHIM, B KOTOPHIX OYIYT )KHTh HaIIN MOTOMKH. KapuHaIsHO
W3MEHSTCS Y BUJIBI HAKA3aHUH 32 COBEPIIICHHBIC TPECTYIUICHHUS, U CITOCOOBI MX OTOBIBAHMS.

[TonBoast utor pasroBopy o BapuaHTax IPOrHO3UPOBaHUS OyayIlIero, CieyeT IOHUMATh, YTO
4yeM OOJIbIIIe MBI CTPEMUMCS 3arJIIHYTh B HETO, TEM MEHbIIE BEPOSATHOCTD "yrajpiBaHus"
oxuaemoro. IToaTomy kauecTBO MPOrHO3UPOBAHUS HEOCPEACTBEHHOr0 Oy IylIero Bcerjaa
BbIIIE, YeM 0003puMoOro, a TeM boiiee - oraanieHHoro. K u3BeunsiM ¢punocopckum npodiemam
ObITHS, IO3HAHHUS, CMBICIIA dKU3HU YEJIOBEKa U T.J. COBPEMEHHas d10Xa 100aBuiia
MPUHIMIIMAIBHO HOBYIO TEMY - COXPaHEHME KU3HU Ha 3eMJI€ U BBKUBAHUE YEJIOBEUECTBA.

5. B nauane XX Beka 4ell0BE4ECTBO BIIEPBBIE CTOJIKHYJIOCH C I100aTbHBIMU MTPOOIEMaMU,
OJTHAKO 3a CTOJIETHE 3T NMPOOJIEMBI TaK U HE OBIIIM PELIEHBI, a K CTApbIM MPUOABUINCH HOBBIE.
['pynmoii cneruanucToB ObUIM COCTABIEHBI TPOTHO3bI, XapaKTEPU3YIOLINE TPOOIEMbI
yenoBedecTBa B X XI Beke. PaccmoTpum noapoOHee HEKOTOPbIE U3 HUX.

B rinobansHoM MaciTabe mpoTUBOpEUHE MEXIY Pa3BUTHIMH B SKOHOMHUYECKOM OTHOIICHUH
CTpaHaMH M OTCTAJIbIMU, KaK MUIITYT MHOTHE MBICIUTENIN, IPOSABISAETCS KaK aHTUHOMUS MEX Ty
CTpaHaMU MOCTHH]yCTPUAIbHON UIIH, FOBOPS MHAUYE, NH(OPMALIMOHHOMN KYJIbTYPBbI, TaK
Ha3bIBAEMBIN "30JI0TOM NOsC", U CTpaHaMH, SBJISIOUIMMUCS pETMOHAMU "TPSI3HOM MHAYCTpUH'",
MOCTABIIMKAMHU CHIPhS U JemeBor padboueit cuibl.[1] Pa3nuiia B pa3BUTHH CO31a€T MHOKECTBO
po6JIeM Il COBPEMEHHOI'0 YeJIOBEUECTBA, TAK KaK 3TO MOPOXKIAET II00aTIbHY0 MUTPALIHIO,
«I'psi3HBIE» TEXHOIOTUH POU3BOJICTBA U TOOBIYH, MEXKTyHAPOIHbIH TEPPOPH3M,
MEXHAIIMOHAIbHYIO HETEPIIUMOCTb, U T.J. [IoMUMO 3TOr0, B OTCTAJIBIX U pa3BUBAOLMXCS
CTpaHax CpeHUH 10XO0Jl Ha AyIly HACEJIEHUS HE MPEBBIIIACT IPOKUTOUHOIO MUHUMYyMa, Ha
MEIUIMHY U 00pa30BaHKE HE BBIIENAETCS J0OCTaTOYHOIO Or0DKeTa Ul OKa3aHHsl yCIyT, 4To, B
L[EJIOM, BJIEUET 3a OO0 T0oI0 U 00JIe3HU, HU3KYIO TPOAOIDKUTEIHHOCTD KU3HU, MACCOBYIO
HErpaMOTHOCTb, BBICOKYIO JIETCKYIO CMEPTHOCTD U T.1I. JlaHHOE IPOTUBOpPEUHE CYIIECTBOBAIIO
BCEr/1a, a MONBITKU PELIUTh 3Ty CUTYALMIO 3a4aCTYI0 TOJIBKO YCYTI'yOJISIOT Mpo0iieMy, U BIEKYT
3a c000i1 rndeTh MHOKECTBA JIFoAeH. [2]
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Crnenyronieil mo nopsiiKy, HO He MO 3HAYEHHUIO, SBJISIETCS yTpo3a BCEMUPHOU SIACPHOM
KatacTpodbl, MyCTh U HE Takas siBHAs Kak BO BTOpoil monoBuHe XX Beka. Ho He cMoTpst Ha
MHOECTBO JIOTOBOPOB O Pa30PY>KEHUH, HAKOILIEHHOTO CO BPEMEH «XOJIOJIHOW BOMHBD) OPYKHUS
MacCOBOTO MOPAKEHUSI IOCTATOYHO, YTOOBI YHUUTOKHUTH IIJIAHETY HECKOJIbKO pa3. CuTyanus Ha
MOJIMTUYECKOM apeHe 0 CUX MOp HANpsKEHHas!, U 4eJIOBEYECTBO JI0 CHX MOP «CUIUT Ha
opoxoBoi Ooukey». Ha TaHHBII MOMEHT Ha TOHKY BOOPYXEHHUU TPATUTCS CTOJIBKO CPE/ICTB, U3
KOTOPBIX TOJBKO OJTHOM JECSATON YaCTH XBAaTUIIO ObI, YTOOBI MTOKOHYUTH B MUPE C HUIIETON U
roJIOAOM, C MAaCCOBBIMM 3MHUAEMUSIMHU U CMEPTHOCTBIO AeTei.[3]

Eme ogHOi 04eHb cephe3HON poOIeMoil Ui YeToBedecTBa sBiseTcs nemorpadus. Beicokne
TEMIIbl POCTa HapOIOHACeNIeHHs, 0COOEHHO B cTpaHax ChIpheBOro npuaarka (KOxunas Azus,
Adpuka u crpansl JIaTuHCKONH AMEPUKH), YBEINYUBAIOT ApMHUIO HUILIUX, 0€3pa00THBIX U TOMY
MOAOOHBIX. DTH MPOIECCHI AehOPMHUPYIOT, U3BPAIIAIOT TPOrpecc KyabTypbl. COTHH MUJUIMOHOB
JoJIel 03a004YEHBI TOIBKO OJTHOU MPOOIeMOi — MpoOIeMOit BEDKUTH JIF0OOBIM TyTéM. B
cnenyromue 30 et HaceneHue MHmokuTas 1 AQpUKH U psia pa3BUBAIOIINXCS CTPaH BBIPACTET
erie Ha Oostee yem 2 mupa. denoBek (k 2050 roay mo mporaosy OOH 4uciaeHHOCTh HaceIeHUS
MHpa BbIpacTeT 110 9.5 Mipa. yenoBek ¢ 6.8 mup/.). [Ipu 3ToM B CBS3HM CO CIIOKUBIICHCS
MHPOBOH TOJUTHKO-IKOHOMHYECKON MOEIBI0, TO-MPEKHEMY OKOJIO | MJIpI. uenoBek Oyaer
KHUTH «0OTaTO», eIIe OKOJIO 1 MIIpJI. — «HETIJIOXO0Y», & OCTAIbHBIC 7 MIIPJ. — B YCIIOBUSX, KOTOPHIE
pa3yMHbIE JIIOJIM HE MOT'YT CUUTaTh HOpMalIbHbIMU. C 1aHHOH npo0aeMoit bITaeTcst 60pOThCs
npaBuTenbcTBO Kutaiickoit Haponnoii Pecriyonuku. Hacenenne Kuras cerogas va 400 miH.
YeIIOBEK MEHBIIIE, YeM MOTJIO ObI OBITH — €CITU OBl BJIACTH CTPaHbI HE IPHHSIIN TIapy
NECSITUIICTHI Ha3al 3aKOH «O0JiHa ceMbs — oJuH pedeHok». Ho naxke mpu atom, Kuraii Bce paBHO
MPOJOIIKAET KaTUTHCS K HKOJIOTO-KIMMaTHYeCKOi KaTacTpode!

6.0Kkonornyeckne MpoOIeMbl B HACTOSIIIEE BPEMST HMEIOT NIEPBOCTEIICHHOE 3HAUCHHE IS
geoBeuecTBa. [leaTenbHOCTh YeI0BEUECTBa 10 OCBOSHHIO MIPUPO/IBI HOCHUT B TTOCIIETHEE
CTOJIETHE HEOOPAaTUMO Pa3pyIIUTEIbHBIN XapakTep. JTa NesTeIbHOCTh MPUBOJNT K
HENPEPBIBHOMY POCTY YTJIEKHCIIOTO ra3za B atMochepe 3eMiIH, YTO MOXKET CTaTh IPUIUHON
r7100aJIbHOTO N3MEHEHUS KIIMMaTa B pe3yJibTaTe «IapHUKoBoro 3¢ dexra». Poct MaTepuansHoro
MIPOU3BO/ICTBA 32 OO0 BIICUET TaKue HEOOpaTUMBIE MTPOLECCHI, KaK 3arpsA3HEHUE MOpPEH U
OKEaHOB, aTMOC(]epBI, NCTOIEHHE 030HOBOTO CJIOS TNIAHETHI, HCUE3HOBEHHE JIECOB,
onycteiHUBaHUE 3emin (40% ee cylun), COKpalleHHe 3a11acoB IPECHOM BO/IbI, HPO3Usl IOUBbBI U
T.1. Co3/1aHHAas YeJI0BEKOM HCKYCCTBEHHAs Cpejia OCTENIEHHO U HEOTCTYITHO Ha/IBUTaeTCs Ha
€CTECTBEHHYIO CPElly, yIpoXKasi B HEAAIEKOM OyyIleM MOIJIOTUTh €€ MOoIHOCThI0. He Hamo
3a0bIBaTh, YTO YEJIOBEK - OJIMH U3 OMOJIOTHUYECKUX BHUJIOB M KaK OMOJIOTMYECKUI BH] OH MOXKET
CYIIECTBOBAThH TOJBKO B ONPENICICHHBIX, OJArONPUSATHBIX VIS €0 KU3HU YCIOBUSIX (KOTOpPBIE OH
AKTUBHO YHUYTOYXAET).

OKOHOMMYECKUHN ITPOrpeCC JOCTUTAICS U JOCTUTAETCS 3@ CUET SKOJIOIMYECKOI0 perpecca.
I'maBHas npu4KMHa MPOTUBOPEUNS MEKIY SKOHOMUKON U OKOJIOTHEH - YCTAaHOBKA YEJIOBEKA Ha
HNOTPEOUTENBCKOE OTHOLIEHHE K IPUPOAE. DKOJOTHYECKYH0 KaTacTpody MOKHO IIPEJOTBPATUTh
TOJIBKO U€pe3 OCO3HAHME OOLIECTBOM CBOEH OTBETCTBEHHOCTHU 3a COCTOSIHUE CPE/Ibl CBOETO
oOuTaHus U BBIpaOOTKY YETKUX MIPaBOBBIX HOPM, OTPaHUYMBAIOIINX aHTPOIIOI€HHOE
BO3/ICHCTBUE HA IIPUPOY, 00A3aTENbHbIX JJIs BCEX CTPaH.

OrpaHMYeHHOCTb MPUPOIHBIX PECYPCOB CTAHOBUTCA Bee OoJiee akTyalTbHOU MPOOIeMOA.
[MoTpeGHOCTH TrO/IEH BO3PACTAIOT, M CBSI3aHO 3TO C YBEJIMYECHHUEM YHCICHHOCTH HACEICHUS,
Hay4YHO-TEXHUYECKUM MPOrPECCOM U MHOTUMU ApyrumHu (pakropamu. [TosTromy Bo3HHKIIA
CUTyalus, KOrjga MHOTHUEC PECYPChbl, B OCHOBHOM HCBOCIIOJHACMBIC, CTAJIN MCHCC JOCTYITHBIMHU.
Junemmy, KOTOpyIo 00pa3yeT 0e3rpaHuYHOCTh MOTPEOHOCTEN U OTPAHUYEHHOCTH PECYPCOB, U
NBITAETCS PEHINTh YesioBeuecTBO.Ha ceronHsaHuil 1eHb MHOTHE TI0JIE3HbIE HCKOMAeMble
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MPAKTUYECKU UCUEPIIaid CBOM 3amachl. Ho maxe Te, KOTOpble UMEIOTCS B IOCTATOYHOM
KOJINYECTBE, HeOECKOHEUHBI. Bee Oiara, KOTopble Hy KHbI COBPEMEHHOMY OOILECTBY, TPEOYIOT
3arpar Bce 0oiblero oobemMa pecypcoB. Bo3HukaeT peanbHas mpodieMa orpaHHuYeHHOCTH
pecypcoB u gaxke ux aedpunura. [S]

7.B nocneanee BpeMsi 4eJIOBEYECTBO CTOJIKHYJIOCH C HOBOM mpobiieMoil. OHa cBsi3aHa ¢ TeM, YTO
Ha Hallel TUTaHeTe MPOUCXO AT TII00ATbHBIE U3MEHEHUS KiTnMarta. DakT TeX MmepeMeH, KOTOphIe
HaOJI0TAIOTCS B IOTO/IHBIX YCIOBUSX, OJTBEPKIECH YYEHBIMU HA OCHOBAHHUH MPOBEACHHBIX
uccienosanuii. Ho, TeM He MmeHee, TeMa «I 1100aabHbIC H3MEHEHHS KIIMMATa BCE €Il
TTOJHUMAETCS] BO BPEMsSI MHOTOUHMCIICHHBIX TUCKyCcCcHU. [6] OHU yueHbIe MoJaraioT, YTO Hally
IJTAHETY JKJET HACTOSIIIMI TEIIOBOM aroKaluICuC, APYTUe )Ke MpopoyaT NPUXo7 euie OqHOro
J€AHUKOBOTO neproa. CyniecTByeT Takke MHEHUE O TOM, YTO U3BMEHEHHUE KiIuMaTa 3eMiu
HaxOJIUTCSA B €CTECTBEHHBIX pamKkax. [Ipu 3ToM mporHo3bl KaTacTpoPprUecKux MmocaeaACTBUN
TAKOTO SIBJICHMS JUIsl HAllIeH IJIaHEeThl BechMa CriopHbl. CUMTAeTCs, YTO U3MEHEHUS KiIuMaTa
CHPOBOLIMPYIOT TAassHUE JIEAHUKOB U MOBBIIIEHUE YPOBHS MUPOBOI'O OKE€aHa, YTO MOBJICYET 3a
co00ii 3aToTUICHHE TPUOPEKHBIX TOPOJOB. TakkKe 3TH U3MEHEHUS 3aTPOHYT PACTHTEIBHBIA MUP
u (ayny. [lo qaHHBIM yYEHBIX, TJI00ATEHOE OTEIUICHHE, KOTOPOE CIIYYUI0Ch 250 MAJITMOHOB
JIeT Ha3aJl, CTajJo MPUYUHON HCUE3HOBEHUS O0Jiee CEMHUICCATH MATH MPOIIEHTOB BCEX JKUBBIX
OpPraHU3MOB, YTO MOKET MPOU30MTH U ceruac. [7]

B 2020 rony u3aMeHnenus kinumara B EBporie cipoBOIIUPYIOT Yepeay CUIbHEHIINX JIUBHEHN U
HABOJIHEHMIA, KOTOPhIE HAHECYT HEMOMPABUMBIN yIiepd yposkaio. B npyrux pernonax noxiau
Ha000pOT - CTAHYT PEJKUM SIBJICHUEM, UTO MPUBEAET K 3acyxe. Kak cieacTBue, BOBHUKHET
neGUIUT MPOIOBOILCTBUA. MIIIHOHEI N0l OynyT Henoenars. [lo Mupy npokaturcs yepena
SMUACMHNA U UHBIX HHPEKITMOHHBIX 3a0051eBaHui. [10SBITCS HOBBIC BUPYCHI TPUIITIA H HOBBIC
pecniupatopubie nHpeknuu. K 2030 romy ucuesner 10 30% xopamioBsix pudoB. A BOT
HaceJIeHUE TUIAHEThl BO3PACTET U IOCTUTHET 8,3 MIIpJ. YelIoBeK. Takoe KOIM4eCcTBO J0IeH
MIOPOJUT HOBBIN BUTOK MpoOieM ¢ npogoBosibcTBUEM. K 2040 rony mpakTH4eCKH MOTHOCTHIO
pacTaroT Jbabsl ApKTUKH. JIE COXpaHUTCS TOJIBKO B ['peHIaHANM U Y CEBEPHOTO TTOOEPEKbs
Kananpl. Kopabnu HaunyT 6opo3nuth CeBepHbIid JIeOBUTHINM OKeaH, HEe 00SICh 3aCTPATh CPEIn
71670B. COOTBETCTBEHHO, BOSHUKHYT HOBBIE TOPTOBBIE MYTH, a JIIOJU HAYHYT 3aCEISATh XOJOAHbIC
mupoThl. Ho 0JHOBpEMEHHO ¢ ATUM MOBBICUTCS] YPOBEHh MUPOBOTO OKeaHa, U MPUITUBHBIE
BOJIHBI HAYHYT 3aNuBaTh NpudpexHsie ropoaa. K 2050 roay ninaneTa coaporHéTCs OT Yepeabl
CUJIBHBIX 3emuieTpsiceHui. [1o kpaitHel Mepe Takod IMTPOTrHO3 JAl0T HEKOTOPBIE CEHCMOJIOTH.
JlaBa, iryHamMu, MHOTOYHCIICHHBIE PA3JIOMbI U3MEHST BHEITHUHN BUJ 3emin. KapaunansHo
W3MEHUTCS KIIMMAT, @ MAarHUTHBIE MTOJIK0CA TOMEHSIOT MOJSIpHOCTh. HO naHHOE npeanonoxenue
BOBCE HE SBJISIETCS] HCTUHOM B MOCIEAHEN MHCTAaHIMH. ['0pa3a0 BeposiTHEE TO, UYTO UCUEZHYT
AIBIIUICKHE JIETHUKH.

8.Kimumar 3amMeTHO MOTEIIeeT, a 3TO CIIPOBOLMPYET BBICOKYIO CMEPTHOCTh CPEIH JIFOJICH,
KUBYIIUX B )KAPKUX M YMEPEHHbIX MHpPoTax. B Tom sxe Hero-Mopke neTusis Temmeparypa Gyaer
MOCTOSIHHO JiepxaThest Ha otMeTke 40 rpaaycoB no Llenbcuio B TeHU. A 3TO MOXKET MPUBECTH K
ru0esn MHOTHX JIOJei oT TeroBoro yaapa. Oqnako B BenukoOpuranuu, Ha000poT, MpoosieMbl
yenoBedecTBa B X X1 Beke BbUIBIOTCA B pe3Koe 1Moxojoanue. CBsA3aHo 3TO OyA€T ¢ U3MEHEHUEM
okeanckux Teuenuil. K 2060 rogy, HecMOTps Ha BCE KaTaKJIU3Mbl, HACEJICHHE 3€MJIM JOCTUTHET
9,5 mupa. yenosek. B Takol cuTyanuy caMbIM HAaCYIIHBIM CTAHET IPOJIOBOJIBCTBEHHBIN BOIIPOC.
YBennuurcs cOop ypoxkasi B BOCTOUHBIX paiioHax A3uu Ha 20%. A BoT B LlenTpanbsHol A3un
YpOKaHOCTb yHaAET Ha TPETh, @ MOXKET U OoJIbllIe, H3-3a INI00aIbHON U HeNpeKpaliaomencs
3acyxu. DTO CIIPOBOLMPYET OIPOMHOE KOJIMYECTBO JIECHBIX MOXKapoB. OOMENEI0oT peKH, a 3TO
CKa)KeTCsl Ha paboTe TUAPOIIEKTPOCTAHINHN, BOSHUKHYT MPOOJIEMBI C OPOLICHUEM TTOJIEH
MIATHEBOM BOOM. HeratuBHble nponeccsl moiayT o Hapacraromen. K 2080 rony nsras yactsb
BCEX IMPUOPEXKHBIX TOPOJIOB U JAEPEBEHb OKaXkeTcs o Boaoil. [Ipu atom 3 mupa. xuteneit
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3emuii OyIyT UCHIBITHIBATD MTOCTOSIHHYIO HEXBATKY IMTUTHEBOM BOJIBI. A €II€ OKOJIO 3 MIIp/I.
rpaxkaaH OyJIyT CUCTEeMaTHUYeCKu Heloeaarb. Ha Mmecte Be4HOM MEp3JI0ThI OSIBATCS
He3amep3atonire 60noTa. OHU CIIPOBOIMPYIOT HE TOJBKO OTPOMHOE BBIJIENIEHHE METAHa,
KOTOPBIN YCHIJIMT MAPHUKOBBINA d(PPEKT, HO ¥ CTAHYT UCTOYHUKOM JIUXOPATAKU. ITO TOPOAUT
MHOTOYHCIEHHBIE dniaeMuu. OHM OXBaTAT HE MeHee 4 MIIPJI. YeTIOBEK.

B nocnennem pecsatmiierun XXI Beka KOHIIEHTpaIMs YIJIEKUCIOTO ra3a B aTMochepe MpeBbICUT
BCE JIOITyCTUMBIE HOPMBI. DKOJIOTHYECKAs! CUCTEMA IIJIAHETHI Kap IMHAIBHO U3MEHUTCSI.
Hcue3ner orpoMHOE KOJIMYECTBO BUJIOB JKUBOTHBIX M pacTeHU. [IpakTruecku 1osoBrHa CyI1In
MIPEBPATUTCS B OE€3)KU3HEHHYIO MyCTHIHIO. JTO CTaHET MPUYUHOMN rnOen MUITMApI0B JIFOIEH.
[Ipexpatar cBOE cylecTBOBaHNE MHOTHE I'OCYJapCTBa.

Taxum 006pa3oM, riaoOanbHbIEe TPOOIEMBI YEJIOBEUECTBA IEPECEKAIOT IPAHUIIbI U
pacmpocTpaHsIoTCs 10 Beel manete. Pasymeercs, Bce 3TO JHUIIb CLIEHAPHUIA, TPOTHO3UPYEMBIH
yueHbIMH. OJHAKO YeIOBEUECTBY CTOUT 3alyMaThCsl O CBOEM OyIyIlleM U CHU3UTh HETaTUBHOE
BOSHGﬁCTBHC Ha Hally IUIaHCTY, BEAb BBIXOA MOXKET OBITH HaﬁﬂeH Ha IIYTU U3MCHCHU A
COIIMOKYJIbTYPHBIX OPHEHTALNH, IIeJIel ¥ HJIealoB COBPEMEHHOT0 YenoBeka. OnmacHOCTh JTydIle
MEePEOLIEHUTh, YeM €10 IpeHeOperars.

9. OO01IEeCTBO B 11E€7I0M BOCTPEOYET JIFOIEH, KOTOPBIE CIIOCOOHBI OBITh CYOBEK-TaMU KU3HHU U
KHU3HEIESITeTbHOCTH, KOTOPBIM MPUCYIIU MPEANTPHUUMUNBOCTh, HE3aBUCUMOCTb, MPOTyKTUBHAS
aKTHBHOCTH, CBO0O/1a MOCTYIIKA U OTBETCTBEHHBIH KU3HEHHBIN BHIOOD.

HauanpHoit CTPYKTypHOﬁ eIMHUIICH O6H.[CCTB3., 3aKJ1adbIBAIOIICH OCHOBEI JIMYHOCTHU, ABJIACTCA
cembs. Ponbs ceMbu B PAa3BUTHUH JTUYHOCTHU paCTyIICTO YCI0-BCKA, KaK U3BCCTHO, BCJIMKA.

CeMeitHOe BOCITUTaHHE CErOTHS SIBJISIETCS BaXKHEHIIeH MpoOieMoil coBpe-MEeHHOT0 00IIeCcTBa.
Onpenenenne 3pPEeKTUBHOCTH BOCIUTATEIHHOTO IPOLIECCa B CEMbE OTHOCHTCS K YUCITY
HauboJee CI0XKHBIX IICUXO0JIOT0-TIeJaroruue-CKux npoosem.

[Ipobaembl ceMeitHOTO BOCTIMTaHHS, KOH(IUKTOB B CEMbE pacCMaTpUBAJIA B CBOMX paboTax
takue yucHsie, kak: M.C. bepexxnas, A.A. bonanes, H.B. bop-noBckas, M.B. Bnosuna, 10.A.
3y60k, A.A. Pean, JI.JI. Cronspenko u ap. CemeiiHoe BOCIUTaHUE SIBIISETCS CIOXKHON
cucreMoil. Ha Hero BIUSIOT Ha-CIIEACTBEHHOCTh U OMOJIOTMYECKOE 3/10pPOBhE IeTel U
poauTenel, MaTepruallbHO-DKOHOMUYECKasi 00€CIIeYeHHOCTb, COLIMATIBHOE MOJIOKEHUE, YKIIaL
AKHU3HH, KOJIN-YECTBO WICHOB CEMbU, MECTO IPOKUBAHUS CEMbHU, OTHOIIEHUE K PEOEHKY.

CewmeifHOE BOCIIUTAHHE, MOKHO PACCMATPUBATh KaK MPOIIECC BO3ACUCTBUS HA ACTEH CO CTOPOHBI
poauTenel 1 IpYyruxX YWICHOB CEMbH C IENbIO IOCTUKEHUS KEIAeMBIX Pe3yIbTaToB.

CeMbs SBISIETCA OJHUM U3 BaXKHEUIITNX q)aKTOpOB conuaJin3alnuu JIMYHOCTU. HmenHo B ceMbe
YEJIOBEK MMOJIy4YaeT MEPBbIi OIMBIT COIMATBHO-TO B3aUMOACHCTBHS. CeMbs SIBIIETCS MOJICIBIO U
(hopMoii 6a30BOTO KU3-HEHHOTO TPEHUHTA.

CemeliHOE BOCITUTAHUE SABJIIETCS HpaKTI/IKO'HpeO6paSYIOH_[eI7I ACATCIBbHO-CTBIO, HaHpaBHCHHOﬁ
Ha UBMCHCHUC IICUXUYCCKOI'0 COCTOSAHUS, MUPOBO33PCHUA U CO3HAHUWS, 3HAHUSA U criocoba
JACATCIBHOCTHU, IMYHOCTH U LICHHOCTHBIX OpI/ICH-TaHI/Iﬁ BOCIIMTYEMOT'O. CDYHKHI/IH
BOCIIMTATCIBbHOI'O BO3I[€I>1CTBPIH MOXET p€ain-30BEIBATHCS PA3HBIMU CHOCO6aMI/I, Ha pas3siIM4YHbIX
YPOBHAX, C MHOXKXCCTBCHHBIMHA LCJIAMU.

B cembe BCCIr'Zla BOBHUKAJIN U IIPOABIIJINCH MHOKCCTBO pPAa3JIMYHBIX KOH'(i)J'II/IKTOB. Ha
CETOHAIIHUI IeHb oco0o OCTPO CTOUT OAHA U3 OCHOBHBIX HpO-6HCM ITOHUCKa HYTeﬁ
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paspenieHus: BOSHUKAIOIINX B ceMbe KOH(IIMKTa mokoyieHuid. [Ipoiiast onpeaeneH bl nepro/t
Pa3BUTHUS B3aMMOOTHOIIICHHUI B CEMbE, MOKHO CMEIIO YTBEPXKIaTh, YTO KOH(MIUKT MOKOJICHHMA
CYILIECTBOBAJI BO BCe BpeMeHa. KaxIplil mepuo;] counaniu3anuy HOCHII ONpeieJICHHbIE
HCTOPUYECKHE MOMEHTBI, KOTOPbIE CIIOCOOCTBOBAIM (POPMUPOBAHUIO COLIMATILHBIX HOPM BHYTPH
cembl. KoH(DIUKT mokoneHni MposBIIseTCs B pa3IMUHbIX COLUATbHBIX MHCTUTYTAX.

10.ITo muaern0O M. Mua KOHQIIMKT — 3TO CTOJIKHOBEHHE HHTEPECOB, OIpe/Ie-ICHHBIX
nOoTpeOHOCTEH U IIEHHOCTEMN, KOTOPbIE MOT'YT BOSHUKHYTh BHYTPHU KaK CEMbH, TaK U 00IIECTBA

[1].

OCHOBHBIMH IIpU3HAKaMM JJId IMOSABJIICHHSA U pa3BUTHA KOH(bJ'II/IKTa B CEMbBC SABJIAIOTCS
CJICOAYIOIIUC 3JICMCHTLI:

— MOHMYKEHHUE COI[UAIBHOTO CTaTyca MOKUIIBIX JIFOJICH;
— obeclieHUBaHUE MOJIOICKBIO OTBITA, KOTOPBIHM JOCTAJICS HAM OT CTap-IIero MoKoJIeHus [2].

ITo muenuto B.U. KypOaTtoBa, caMbIM pacripoCTpaHEHHBIM KOH(IUKTOM SIBIIS-€TCS
CTOJIKHOBEHHE «OTILOB U Aerei». Kypbaros B.I. B cBoe Bpems 3a1ascs Bo-npocoM: «UTo HYKHO
JienaTh, 4ToObl N30€KaTh MOSBIEHUS MEKIIOKOJIEHHBIX KOH-()IMKTOB B ceMbe?». Camoe riaBHoe
1 HEOOXOJMMOE — 3TO MOMHUTH, YTO KOH-(DJIMKT «OTIBI U IETH» MOXKET IPOUCXOAUTH B
COOTBETCTBHUH C POJISIMU «yUUTENb U YICHUK», U HAM HEOOXOIMMO BCEMH crioco0amu n3berathb
JTAHHOE paznaesieHue [S].

AHanu3 HayyHO! JIUTepaTypbl IOKa3all, 4To B IIEJIOM Pa3BUTHE CTPAHBI OYEHb TECHO CBSI3aHBI C
01arococTosiHeM ceMbU. Bee n3MeHeHus1, KOTOpble MPOUCXOAT B COBPEMEHHOM OOIIECTBE U
CeMbe, HY)KJAI0TCsI B ONPEICIICHHBIX 3Tanax yperyaupoBaHus KoHGIUKTOB. Brosuna M.B.
CUMTAET, YTO JJIS pa3pe-IIeHNUs CEMEUHBIX KOH(IMKTOB HEOOXO0AMMO 3HATh MOHATHS «CEMBS»,
«mokoJie-aue» u ap. [3].

[To mueHuto M.B. BoBuHOM, ceMbsl SIBISIETCS OTHUM U3 BaXKHEHIINX (ak-TOPOB B pa3BUTHU
JieTel, 1 OHA pacCMaTPHUBAETCs Kak 0ObEUHEHUE JII0JIeH B pe3ysbTaTe Opaka, KOTOPhIE B CBOIO
ouepesib UMEIOT OOLIH OBIT U HECYT B3aUM-HYIO OTBETCTBEHHOCTb.

Kyp6artos B.U. Bbiaenser HEeKOTOpbIE 3HAYEHUSI TOHSATHUS «ITOKOJIEHUE):

— CTETIeHb MTPOUCXOXKICHUS OT O0IIEro npeaka (TeHeaJIornieckoe OKOJICHHE);

— CBEPCTHUKOB, JIIOJIEH, KOTOPBIE POJUIIUCH IPUMEPHO OJIMHAKOBO;

— OTPE30K BPEMEHU OT POXKACHUS POJIUTENIEH 0 POXKACHUS UX JieTeit [5].

11.01na u3 HanboJee BaXKHBIX TPUYHH BOZHUKHOBEHUS KOH(MIMKTOB B CEMbE — 3TO AJIKOTOJIM3M
OJTHOT'O U3 YJICHOB CEMBbH, HA BTOPOM MECTE SIBIISIETCSI aMOPAIIBHOE ITOBEICHHE,
HECOBMECTUMOCTh B3IJIAJI0B U OOIIMX HHTEpecoB. Tak e MPUUUHONU OTCYTCTBUS
B3aMMOIIOHUMAaHMs CIY’KUT pPa3HUIIA C COLUATbHBIMU YCIOBUSIMH.

CeMelHbIM KOHQIIMKT COCTOUT U3 pa3HbIX CTaANH, C pa3InYHBIM IIPOTEKaHU-EM BO BPEMEHHU:
1) npenkoHGINKTHON CTaNu;

2) UHIIUJICHTA;
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3) KOH(IMKTHOTO TPOTUBOICHCTBUS.

OueHp 4acTO KOHMIUKTH MEKAY MTOKOJICHUSIMA BO3HUKAIOT B CEMbSIX, OTATUYCHHBIX
MaTepuaibHbIMU IPOOJIeMaMu U IeBUaHTHBIM MoBeAeHueM [2]. Crnenudurka KoH(IMKTa
MOKOJIEHUH TPOSIBIISETCS B CIAEAYIOIUX (paKTax:

— o0OeclieHBaHUE CTAPOCTH B TJIa3aX MOJIOJIOTO TOKOJICHUS;

— IIOMCK CEMEWHBIX IIEHHOCTEH;

— JICTH HE MPUEMJTIOT IIEHHOCTH 00pasa KU3HU CBOMX POJIUTEIICH;
— YBEJIMYEHHE TUCTAHIIUHN MEXIY MOKOJICHUSIMH.

Bepexnast M.C. BbICKa3bIBaeTCsI, YTO HA OMPEICICHHBIX CTAAMIX Pa3BUTHUS OOIIECTBA,
OTHOIIEHHE K CTAPOCTH OBLJIO Pa3IMYHO. DTO CBA3aHHO C pa3HOH pO-JIbIO MPABOBOTO Hayaa,
cnenpuKoi KyIbTYpHBIX Tpaaumuii [1].

[Icuxomoru u CONMOIOTH YBEPEHHBI, YTO TJIABHOM 3a/1a4ueii AJis BCEro oOIe-CTBO, a HE TOJIHKO
JUIS OTHOM OTAENBHOM ceMbH SBISIETCS MPOPUIAKTUKA U YPe-TyIUpPOBaHUE KOH(DIMKTOB
TIOKOJICHUH, TeM 00Jiee eCIl OHU HECYT HEeTaTUBHBIC MTOCIEACTBHSL.

B HeoO6xouMoCTH yperyiMpoBaHus KOH(GIUKTOB FOBOPUT U TOT (akT, YTO Oe37eHCTBUE MOXKET
MIPUBECTH K COLIMATILHOMY KPH3HUCY, KOTOPBIN OyleT MMETh BEUHBIH KOH(DIUKT MOKOJICHHH.
HayuuTbcs noHMMAaTh B IEPBYIO OYEpPEb CTapIIee TOKOJIEHUE, SIBIISIETCS OJJTHOM U3 BEIyIINX
COIMAIBHBIX TIPOOJIEM B OOIIECTBE.

3y6ok F0.A. ckazan: «BeuHblif KOHQIMKT TOKOJIEHUI MOXKET OBITh pACCMOT-PEH C TOUKU 3PCHUS
Pa3BUTHS TYMAaHHBIX OTHOIIEHHH /10 BEPIINHBI JIIOOBH, 3200-THl M IIEHHOCTH KaXJIOT'O BO3pacTa.
He crout uckatb BUHOBHOI'O, IOTOMY 4TO €ro HeT. BakHO, YTOOBI KaXK/bIil YEJIOBEK YyBCTBOBAI
CBOIO OTBETCTBEHHOCTD 32 CBOM IMOCTYIIKH, 3a CBO€ Oymytiee» [4].

B GonbIIMHCTBE ceMeit MPOUCXOAUT CIIOKHOC O6H_ICHI/I€ MCKIOY OJIM3KUMU POACTBCHHHUKAMU.
IIcuxomnorn AaHHOC SABJICHUC CBA3BIBAIOT C ONIPCACIICHHBIMU TPYAHOCTAMM:

— CTapIee MOKOJICHHUEC PYracT CBOUX B3POCJIbIX JIETEH 3a IJI0X0€ BOCHH-TaHHUE CO6CTB€HHLIX;

— MHOTI'M€ U3 ITOXHUIIBIX J'IIOI[Gﬁ IMPUBBIKJIN YYBCTBOBATh ce0s BCErJa rjiaB-HbIM, U3-3a YE€Iro 4acTo
IpOUCXOAUT CTOJIKHOBCHUC B3IJIAN0B.

Bnosuna M.B. BeiensieT Tak Ha3pIBAEMbIA «HOPMATHBHBIN KOH(MIUKT», TO €CTh 3TO TaKOU
KOH(DIIUKT, KOTOPBII MOBTOPSIETCS M3-3a THS B JICHb, U3 HEAENU B HEETIO Ha OJHON U TOH ke
nouse [3].

CrerneHb TapMOHHUH B PA3JIMYHBIX CEMbIAX 3aBUCUT OT COBMCCTUMOCTH LICH-HOCTEH [5]

12.1To muennto M. Mupa, B HacTosiiee BpeMs OSIBISIETCSl HOBask KyJIbTypHas popMma, KOTOPYIO
OH Ha3bIBaeT Mpe(UrypaTUBHON. ITO 03HAYaeT OBICTPBHIN TEMIT Pa3BUTHUS, KOTJIa COBETHI
CTapILero MOKOJICHHUS] MOTYT HECTH Bpe.l JUTsl pa3BUTHUS Mosioiexku. To ecTh npedurypaTuBHas
KyJbTypa OCHOBBIBaeTCS Ha OyaymeM. Ananu3 uccinenoBanuii A.W. lllenaprika BBISIBHI
Haunboee 3(hHeKTUBHBIE MYTH JUIS pa3perieHus: KOH(IUKTA.
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B nepBom ciydae — 4enoBek sBIIseTCS CBOOOIHBIM B CBOUX JIEHCTBU-AX, INIABHOE COOJIIOATh
npeaenbHble paMKu. Toraa, BO3MOXKHO, YTO 0051-3aHHOCTH MEX]y CTapIIMM IOKOJIEHUEM U
MITAIIUM OyIyT SBISATHCS CO-O0JIF0JICHHE CBOOO/IBI.

BTopoii BEIXOJI COCTOUT B JyXOBHO-HPaBCTBEHHOM BOCIIUTaHUU. MepaMu yperyiupoBaHUs
KOH(JINKTA MOTYT OBITh BHECEMEITHBIE U BHYTPH-CEMEIHBIE [6].

B kaxom oO1iecTBe HyKHO IPOBOJUTH NPOGMIAKTUKY KOHGuIMKTOB. Heo0-xoaumo
MOCTapaThCs CIOKOHHO 00CYTUTh, BO3HUKIIINE PAa3HOIIIACHUS, CECTh 33 CTOJI IEPETOBOPOB U
MPUITH K pEICHNIO0, KOTOPOE YCTpauBajio Obl 00€ CTOPOHBI. JIOrOBOPUTHCS O TOM, UTO €CIIU
KTO-TO U3 WIEHOB CEMbH ITOYYBCTBYET NPUOIIN-KEHNE KOH(IMKTA, OH 1aCT 3HAaTh 00 3TOM
JIPYTUM, 4TO MO3BOJIUT €T0 MPEAOT-BPATUTh HA PaHHEHN CTaIuH.

To ecTb pazpelnieHre MEXITOKOJIEHYECKOT0 KOH(IINKTA B CEMbE MPEACTaBIIA-€T COOO0H HE TOIBKO
IIpEKpaIICHUE aKTUBHBIX JIEUCTBUI CTOPOH, HO U yCTPaHE-HUE OCHOBHBIX NIPOTUBOpEeUni. Jliis
npoUITAKTUKN KOH(PIUKTOB MOKHO HMCIIOIH30BATh!

1) METOMKY 1O YPEryIUPOBAHUIO B KOHKPETHBIX CHTYAIIHSIX;

2) cozaHue MaTepHaIbHON 0a3bl IS TIOJJICPKKHA CEMbH;

3) Biustnue CMU;

4) mOMOIIh TICHXOJIOTOB, COLIUATBHBIX PAOOTHUKOB M JPYTHX COTPYTHUKOB.

B HACTOAICE BPEMS BIIOJIHE BO3SMOXKHO HCO6XOI[I/IMO IIPpUHUMATh MEPHI IO YPETYJIUPOBAHUIO U
OpCaAOTBPAILICHHUTIO CEMEMHBIX KOH(bHHKTOB.

13. AkTyanbHOCTh HCCIIEIOBaHUS MH(POPMAITMOHHBIX BOWH KaK OOPHOBI C UCIIOJIB30BAHUEM
MH()OPMALIMOHHOTO OPYXKHSL, IO/ KOTOPHIM MOHUMAIOTCSI HHPOPMAIIMOHHBIE TEXHOJIOTUU U
TEXHUYECKUE CPE/ICTBA, TOCTABJICHHBIC Ha KOHBEHEp, MO3BOJISIFOT TeHEPHPOBATH HEOOXOIMEBIE
3peNuIlla, UJIeU, PaCIIPOCTPaHATh U BHEAPATH UX. [1o HameMy MHEHHIO, UMEET CMBICI
pa3nuuaTh BOWHBI HH(GOPMAIIMOHHBIE U BOWHBI CMBICTIOBBIC. B miepBoM citydae BeayTcs
MaHUTYJISAIAN UCKITIOYUTEIHHO ¢ HHPOpMAIUeH, a BO BTOPOM ITPOUCXOUT HHTEPIPETAITUS
“H(pOpMaAIIUK TaKKUM 00pa3oM, 4TOOBI OHA MPEBpaIlajach B HY)KHOE Bpary 3HaHue, a 3To TpeOyeT
0COOBIX, JTUTENBHBIX YCHUIUNA. JTO CBSI3aHO, B YACTHOCTH, C TEM, UTO 110 HHCTPYMEHTAPHUIO
CMBICJIOBBIC BOWHBI MIOJIBUTAIOT CBOU UCH HE HAPSIMYIO, a B (POHOBOM pPEeKUME, TIOITOMY
CMBICJIOBBIE IEUCTBUS MOTYT MPOJIOJIKATHCSI B OTCYTCTBUE MH()OPMALIMOHHBIX CXBATOK.
Hampumep, ceronns Bce daiie HaOMI0AaeTCs IEPEXO0T OT TAKTUYECKUX MH(DOPMALIMOHHBIX
OIlepaLMi K IIPOEKTAM BIIMSHUS.

HudopmannoHHbIe BOHHBI — POBECHUKH OOBIYHBIX BOWH, BEJIb CPEACTBA MACCOBOM
KOMMYHHKAIIMH, K KOTOPBIM OTHOCATCS HHPOPMAIUs 1 0COOEHHO Ae3uH(pOpMAIHs, U3BEYHO
CrocoOCTBOBAIM OOPHOE 3a BIACTh — MECTHYIO, PETHOHATBHYIO, KOHTHHEHTAIBHYI0, MUPOBYIO.
MHorune uccneoBaTeny BEIENSIOT XapaKTepHYI0 0COOCHHOCTh YeIOBEYECKOTO BOCIIPUSTHS,
KOTOpas 3aKJIF0YAETCs B TOM, YTO WHAMBH/I JIyUllle BCEI0 YCBAaUBAeT TaKyto HH(POPMALIUIO,
KOTOpasi ChOPMHUPOBAHA 110 AaHAJIOTHH C YK€ UMEIOIIUMUCS Y HETO MpeCcTaBIeHUsIMU. [ TaBHbIC
cpencrBa MH(GOpMaMOHHOW BOWHBI HAIIPABJICHBI KaK pa3 MIMEHHO Ha 3TOT ¢peHoMeH. U ¢ aroit
TOYKH 3PEHUSI MOXKHO COTTIacUThCs ¢ MHeHHEM A. M. COKOJIOBO# B TOM, UTO «JIHO0bIE
MpoNaraHMCTCKIEe KOMITAHUY ¥ MAaHUITYJISIIIAKA OCHOBAHBI Ha «d(PEeKTe pe30oHaHCay», KOTIa
«UMILTaHTUpYyeMash» HH(OPMAIIUs, HalpaBJIeHHAs HA U3MEHEHUE MTOBEICHNUS OOIIHOCTH,
MacKHpYeTcs MOJ] CTEPEOTHUITBI U 3HAHMSI, YK€ CYIIECTBYIOIINE B KOHKPETHON COLMAIbHON
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OOIITHOCTH, HAa KOTOPYIO HAIIPaBJIeHa 3Ta MpOoMaraHaAncTcKas komnanus. Llenpio Manumysum
SIBJISICTCS] aCHHXPOHU3AIMS IPEACTABICHNH TPyMIIbI-aipecaTa ¢ moMouibio «3ddexra
pe30HaHCa» M MEPEBO/I €€ Ha APYTHe MOJIENU TOBEACHUS, OPHEHTUPOBAHHbIE HA COBEPIICHHO
HHYIO CUCTEMY LIEeHHOCTeH. «D(ddeKT pe3oHaHca» 10CTUraeTcsl, Korjaa ToMy Wik UHOMY (akry,
npo0ieMe WK TICHXOJIOTHYECKOH yCTaHOBKE MPHIAETCS HCKYCCTBEHHO TPEYBEINYEHHOE
3Ha4YeHHe, KOTOPOE 10 Mepe MPOABMKEHUS B KYJIBTYPHOE PO TUCCOHUPYET U pa3pyllaeT
CYIIIECTBYIOIIYIO B OOIIECTBE CUCTEMY IIEHHOCTEW» [1].

Bce 3T0 npoucxoauT B paMKax BOMHBI, KOTOPasi B CIOBapsAX OOJBIINHCTBA CTPAH MUPa
oIpezieieHa Kak BOOpyskeHHast 0opb0a rocynapcrs. MadopmannonHas BoifHa, Kak IpaBHIIO,
SBJISICTCSA COCTAaBHOM YacThIO BOMHBI BOOOIIE, XOTSI MHOTJa OBIBACT U TaK Ha3bIBaeMas 4MCTast
nH(pOpMaLMOHHAs BOIHA, KOT/1a HUKAKOe IPyroe BOOpyKeHHe, KpoMe HH()OPMAIIMOHHOTO, HE
MIPUMEHSIETCS.

14.He Bce uccrenoBareiy COrfiacHbI C TEPMUHOM «CMBICIIOBAsI BOMHAY, IIOCKOJIBKY CMBICITBI —
3TO He opyskue. CMBICIIBI — 3TO OCHOBA MUPOBO33PEHMS, BKJIFOUAOIAsi MHOYKECTBO LIEIEBBIX
YCTaHOBOK C BBIPaOOTAaHHOW CHCTEMOM OTHOIICHUM K MUPY U K ceOe. Y CTONYNBOE HaBs3bIBAaHUE
TOW U MHOW MH(POPMAITUH HOCUTENSIM CMBICTIOB KaK pa3 v MPUBOAUT K MOIU(MUKAIINY UX
CMBICJIOB, HOpOfI Jmmias ux XXU3Hb CMbICIIA.

U 3neck MoxkHO cornacutbes ¢ MHeHHEM B. B. BacunbkoBoii: «Yke B aHTUYHBIN TTEpHOJ] ObLITU
OTMEUEHBI 3HAYUTEIHHBIC SBPUCTUYECKUE BO3MOKHOCTH MBIIIICHHUS 110 aHAJIOTHH,
COJICpPIKAILIETOCA B CTpaTaX CUMBOJMYECKOr0 coO3HaHusl. CHMBOJIMYECKOE CO3HAHUE, B KOTOPOM
abCOIIFOTHO BCE MPOIIECCHI M BEII B3aMMOCBSI3aHbI M COSIMHEHBI B TAPMOHUYHYIO,
YHUBEPCATHHYIO H SMHYIO0 CUCTEMY, TIOPOKIAECT HOBBIN CIIOCOO MMO3HAHUS MUPA, KOTIa
3HAYUTEILHBIM 00pa30M pacIupsieTcss 00J1acTh 3HAYCHHUH, HO U KaK TIPOSIBJICHHE,
“IpeacTaBUTENHCTBO’ 00Jiee BRICOKUX YPOBHEH COBPEMEHHOM 1eHCTBUTEIBHOCTH.

CHuMBOJI U €r0 pacro3HaHUE 110 3aKOHAM aHAJIOTUH MPUJIAIOT JOTOJHUTEIHHYIO BaKHYIO
IIEHHOCTb JIEMCTBHIO WIIH OOBEKTY, MIPEBPALIAIOT UX B aKTUBHOE U OTKPHITOE COOBITHE, KOTIa
peabHOCTh HAUUHAIOT MOHUMATh B KOHTEKCTE MHOTOIOJISIPHOTO M MHOTO3HAYHOTO MUpay [2].

DnuThl 00IIECTBA, TOCYIAPCTBEHHBIE COLMATbHBIC HHCTUTYTHI SIBISIOTCS IEPBOOYEPETHBIMU
CyObeKTaMH, paclpOCTPAHSIOIIMMU MPEICTABICHUS M LIEGHHOCTH COIIMyMa B JF000i KOHKPETHO-
ucropudeckuit nepuos. To jxe IpOUCXOAUT U C IPYTUMH, B TOM YHCIIE MHOKYJIbTYPHBIMH,
cTepeoTuriaMu. B 3ToM citydae akTUBHBIE IeHCTBUS B (DOPMUPOBAHUH BHELTHUX 00pa30B
MPOSIBISIFOTCS TOJBKO TOT/IA, KOT/Ia OHU CTAIM PhIYaroM MOOMITM3AIIMH BCETO HACEIECHUs IIPOTHUB
CBOMX BHEUIHUX WJIM BHYTPEHHUX Bparos. B aToMm ciydae rocynapcTBo ja1b0 ero MUHCTUTYThI
CO3/1a0T U aKTyaJU3UPYIOT PE3KU U HEraTUBHBIN 00pa3 Apyroro rocyaapcraa —
MOTEHIMAJIBbHOTO WK PEalbHOTO MPOTUBHUKA, 4 B €IMHUYHBIX CIy4Yasx, KOTr/1a BHYTPH COLIMYMa
COBEPIIACTCS «IUKasH» paTuKaibHas TpaHchopmarus, — akTUBHO (OPMHUPYIOT U TMPOCTABIISIOT
MTO3UTUBHBIN U CBETJIBIN 00pa3 CTPaHbI-KyJIbTYpPhI «00pa3iia», KOTOpOMY IpUILIEAIIas UK
UAyIIas K BIACTH rpymma coOupaeTcs cieoBaTh U npucsrats. [loaToMy, Korjaa mpoBoauTCs
MoOuIM3alus, HalpaBjieHHasi Ha CTOJIKHOBEHUE C MMOJIMTUYECKUM, & HHOTAA U BOCHHBIM
arpeccopoM, oopmiisercs: «o06pa3 Bpara rocyJapcTBa», KOTOPbIM B TOM UKCIIE BKJIIOYAET
HEraTUBHBIN M OTUYKIACHHBIA 00pa3 Hapo/1a, B OTHOIIEHUH KOTOPOT'O IPOBOIATCS
MPOTHBOOOPCTBYIOIINE ICHCTBHSL.

15.MexaHu3MBbl 7151 paclpoCTPaHEHHs BPAXIbl MEXY TOCYIapCTBAMU U HAPOJAMHU BKIIIOYAIOT
pemurnIo, MOJUTUYECKYIO Tponaranay, cgepy odpazosanusi, CMU, kunematorpad u ap. «[lpu
3TOM CYOBEKT BOCHIPUATHUS — HAPOJI, STHUYECKUE TPYIIIBI, MPEBPAIIAIONTHECS B 00BEKT
BO3/AEUCTBHS, HEPEOAKO NPAMOM MaHUIy ALK, M nerkocts opMUPOBAaHUS OZUTUBHBIX U
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HETaTHBHBIX CTEPEOTHIIOB, Ml UX YCTOWYNBOCThH OKa3bIBAIOTCS 3aBUCUMBI KaK OT 3((EKTUBHOCTH
TEXHOJIOTUH M HHCTPYMEHTOB BO3ZICHCTBHS, TaK M OT IICUXOJIOTHYECKUX Ka9eCTB MACCOBOTO
cyObekTa-00beKTa — Hapo/1a, 3THOCA (CTPYKTYPHI IICHHOCTEH U €€ YCTOWYMBOCTH, YPOBHS
00pa3zoBaHMs U YPOBHSI KDUTHYHOCTH, HATMYHS MOJIEITN-00pa3a 3THOCA, O KOTOPOM
“BOpachIBaeTcs’” BHymIaeMasi HH(OpMaIysi, aBTOPUTETHOCTH BO3JICHCTBYIOLINX CTPYKTYP,
MpaBAMBOCTH WHGOPMAITUH | T. 1.)» [3].

Hecmotps Ha ocoGeHHOCTH MH(DOPMALIMOHHBIX BOWH B T7T00ATLHOM MUPE, MHOTHE X YepPTHI Be-
KaMH MPOSIBIISUIMCH B UCTOPUU U, B yacTHOCTH, B CCCP. Llens nmoutu Bcerja onpapibIBacT
CpeJlICTBA €€ JOCTHXKEHHS, @ OCHOBHOM I€JIbI0 PYKOBOJICTBA HAIllEH CTPaHbI ObLIO (PU3MUECKOE U
tepputopuanbHoe BebkuBanue CCCP, 1ocTHub KOTOPOro MOKHO ObUIO TOJBKO IIyTEM
CBEPXKOHIIEHTPALIMU YCUJIMNA BCEX HAPOJHBIX MACC U MPU HAIMYUU BEPbl B MHOTOUYHCIICHHbBIE
MHU(OJIOTEMBI O MPOTUBOMIOCTABICHUH «CBOETO» U «4uykoro». [ToaTBepk1eHneM moao0HbIX
MHU(DOJIOreM 3aHUMAJINCh CTIeUalbHO CO3JaHHbIE OPTaHbl arUTallMK U IPONAraH/Ibl, 3TH
MHU(DOIOreMbl HEBO3MOXHO OBLJIO OMPOBEPTHYTH CCHUIKON Ha (aKThl, TaK Kak
HETIOCPEICTBEHHBIE KOHTAKTBI C MHOCTPAHHBIMU I'PaXK/IaHaMU ObUINA MPAKTUUECKU UCKITFOYEHBI.
«...YHenoBek (hpUKCUPYET OKPYKAIOIIUI MUP B CBOEM CO3HAHUH B BHJIE PA3IIUYHBIX 00pa30B,
KOTOpBIE MOTYT HE TOYHO TUOO BOBCE HEBEPHO OTPAXKaTh ICHCTBUTEIBHOCTD, OKPYIKAIOIIYIO
ero. [Ipu 3TOM co3/1aBaeMble B YEIOBEYECKOM CO3HAHNUU 00pa3bl B 3HAUYUTEIILHOMN CTENIEHU
OIpeAEeNAIoT ero nosenenue. OTcroa cieayer, 4To MOBEICHUEM YeI0BEKa MOKHO YIIPaBJIATh,
(hopMHUpPYS B €r0 CO3HAHUH HYKHBIE 00pa3bI-MIPEICTaBICHHUSI, TOACPKUBAS OJTHU, 3aTCHSIS
apyrue» [4].

Hampumep, cka3ky, BOZHUKILINE B COBETCKOE BPEMs, OTJIMYAIOTCS IPSMON LI€JICHANPABICHHON
00paIIeHHOCTHIO K TPAJAULIMOHHBIM 00pa3aM U CIO’KeTaM, HO IEPEOCMBICTICHHBIM B PAMKaX,
oTpeesieMbIX IIEH3ypoil U uaeosnorueil. Yacto HOBbIE HCTOPUYECKUE PEATHH BECbMa
OpPTaHUYHO BXOJST B TPAJAUIIMOHHBIN U KYJIbTYPHBI KOHTEKCT MU TPOCTO MEPECKa3bIBAIOTCS C
BHUJIOM3MEHEHUEM HMEH TIaBHBIX JEUCTBYIOLUX NepcoHaxel. CieayeT OTMETUTh, YTO
OCHOBHbBIE MU(OJIOTEMBI COXPaHSAIOTCS, HO HAMIOJIHAIOTCS B OCHOBHOM TOJIBKO (pOPMaJIbHO
MHHOBAIMOHHBIM COJIEp )KaHUEM, IPUHLUITUATIBLHO HE UMEIOIIUM HUYETO HOBOTO C TOUKH 3PEHHUS
pa3BUTHS JKaHpa U CloXkeTa cka3ku. Kpome Toro, cBsi3u cka3ku 1 Muga MpociIeKUBAIOTCS HE
MEHEE OTYETINBO, YEM B «KIIACCHUECKOI» PyCCKOW HApOAHOM CKa3Ke, a B HEKOTOPBIX
OTJICNIbHBIX CIIyYasiX peaHUMUPYIOTCS IpeBHUE MU(]BI U CIOXKETHI.

16.ABTOp paboTs Mo coBpemeHHOMY PR D. beprelic mumer o Tom, 4T0 BaKHON COCTABIISIONICH
JIEMOKPATUYECKOr0 00IIECTBA ABJISETCS COZHATENIbHOE U YMEJIOe MaHUITYJIMPOBaHNE
YIOPSA0YEHHBIMH NPUBBIYKAMH U BKYCaMU Macc; HaMHU IIPaBsIT, HAllle CO3HAHUE
[IPOrpaMMUPYIOT, HAIIM B3IJIAIbl IPEIONPEACISIOT IO, O KOTOPHIX Mbl HUKOI'/Ia HE
CIIBIXUBAJIU. B COBpEMEHHBIX yCIOBUAX BCEOOIIas FPaMOTHOCTh HYHa AJIsl TOTO, YTOObI
Hay4YHUTh 0OBIBATEINII KOHTPOJIMPOBATH OKPY’KaIOIIyIo cpeay. OBlaieB YTEHUEM U ITUCbMOM, OH
OBJIA/IEET BO3MOKHOCTBIO YIIPABIIATh — TaK IVIaCUIIA JeMOKpaTudeckas fokTpuHa. Ho BceoOmias
I'PaMOTHOCTh IIPUBOJUT K 3aII0JIHEHUIO CO3HAHHUs HA0OPOM U3 PEKJIAMHBIX CIIOTaHOB,
NepeoBULl, OIYOJMKOBAaHHBIX HAYYHbIX JaHHBIX, KBAUKHU JKEITHIX JINCTKOB U U30UTHIX
HCTOPUYECKHUX CBEACHUMN, YEM YTOJHO, TOJIBKO HE K OPUTHHAIBHOCTH MBIIUIEHUS. Y MUJUIMOHOB
Jro/Ied 3TOT HAbOp IITAaMIIOB OJMHAKOB, M €CJIM Ha 3TH MUJUIMOHBI BO3JEHCTBOBATh OJTHUM U TEM
e CTUMYJIOM, OT- KJIMK TOK€ MOIY4YUTCS OAMHAKOBBIM. [Iponaranja Oy et *uth Beuno. 1
pa3yMHBIN YEJIOBEK J0JKEH IOHUMATh, YTO MpOoNaraija, o CyTH, — COBpEMEHHBIH HHCTPYMEHT,
C MIOMOILBIO KOTOPOTO MOYKHO OOpPOThCS 3a MJIOJOTBOPHBINA TPYJ U IPUBHOCUTD MOPSAJIOK B Xa0C

[5].

B xonTeKCTE I/IH(bOpMaHI/IOHHI)IX BOMH CCTOJHA MHOT'O IT'OBOPSAT O HEKUX CETCBBIX COO6HIGCTB21X,
OTJAaBas UM pCHIAOIIYHO POJIb B MUPOBBIX ITPOLIECCAX. HOI[O6HBI€ HCTroCyAapCTBCHHBIC COIO3bI
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Ha IPOTSHKEHUH BCET0 MCTOPUUECKOIO MPOLIecca BOSHUKAIN, Pa3BUBAIUCH U YMUPAJIH, HO
HUKOT/Ia paHee He BBIACISIINCH B cieU(PHUUECKU KIIacc COIMANbHBIX siBNeHul. [Ipodiema
3aKJII0Yanach B TOM, YTOOBI CBOOOIa CIIOBA HE MOTJIa MIPEBPATUTHCS B HCTEPHIO, POPMHUPYIOITYIO
B COIIMYME HEraTUBHOE U OJHOOOKOE MPECTABIEHUE O CBOEM 00pase KHU3HU, TPAAULIMSIX,
WCTOPHUU U T. 1.

Ecnu roBoputs 0 crieHapuu HHPOPMAIIMOHHOM BOWHBI, TO OH SIBJIIETCS KIIACCUUYECKUM.

1. Baymaercs, 4To B CTpaHe, KOTOPYIO ONPEESIWIIA B Ka4eCTBE Bpara, pyKOBOJIUTENb SIBIISETCA
JUKTATOPOM U 3JI0[EEM.

2. Iloka3biBaeTcs, Kak B 3TOH CTpaHe THOHYT JIIOAM, X O€CUETOBEYHO TPaBAT XUMHUECKUM
OpYXKHEM.

3. JlenaeTcst BBIBOA: TOJIBKO 3JI0/I€W HA 3TO CIIOCOOHBI.

Taxkum 00pa3om, 0cOO0YI0 MPAKTUYECKYIO 3HAUUMOCTh IproOpeTaeT riryOoKHii aHaIu3
oco0eHHOCTel NH(POPMALIMOHHBIX BOWH B TII00aJIbHOM MHPE, KOTOPBIE BO MHOTOM SIBJISTFOTCS
CJIeZICTBUEM MH(OPMALIMOHHON PEBOJIIOLINH, TPEBPATUBILEH INIAHETY B «TJI00AJIbHOE CETIO».
CymectBytonias Ha 0a3e COBpeMEHHBIX KOMMYHUKALMOHHBIX U HH(OPMALIMOHHBIX TEXHOJIOTHA,
BHUPTYyaJIbHAs pEasIbHOCTh, COo31aBaeMast 1 nojyiepkuaemast CMU, moutu Bceraa CTAaHOBUTCS
Oosiee paBAONOA00HOM, YeM MOJUIMHHAS U UCTHHHAS peallbHOCTh. [Ipy 3TOM OJJHUM U3 BaXKHBIX
CBOWCTB MH(OPMAIITMOHHOI'O IPOCTPAHCTBA SBJISIETCS] €M0 OTKPBITOCTh, OTCYTCTBUE
OTIpeIeIIEHHBIX HAIIMOHAIBHBIX M PETUTHO3HBIX IPAHHII, XapaKTEPHBIX ISl TAKHX TEPPUTOPHIA.
HIMeHHO 3TO 00CTOATENBCTBO CAETaeT O0IIEeCTBA BECbMA YA3BUMbBIMHU U1 MAHUITYJIALUHN U
JIECTPYKTUBHOI'O BIMSIHUS CO CTOPOHBI OIIPEEICHHBIX CHJI, 3aMHTEPECOBAHHBIX B
3KOHOMHUYECKOH, KYJIbTYPHOU M IMOJIUTUYECKOM T'€reMOHMH.

17. )KU3HDb u nesrensaocTh C.A. TIOmKeBHYAa — 3TO AEHUCTBUTEILHO JOCTOMHOE U
MIOJTHOLIEHHOE OTPaXCHUE IIeJIOW UCTOPUIECKOI d11oXH B cynp0e Hameil Pogunbl. OgHako
PaCKpbITh JINYHOCTh YYEHOT0, HE IIPOEIaB XOTs Obl KpaTKUil aHaJIN3 CBEPILIEHHOTO UM B HayKe,
IIPOCTO HEBO3MOXKHO. B cdepe HayunbIx nHTepecoB npodeccopa C.A. TromkeBrua —
¢unocodus, BOGHHBIE HCTOPHS U TEOPHUS, TPOOIEMbI BOIHBI 1 MUPA, TIOJIUTHKO-
MJIC0JIOTMYECKHE BOIIPOCHI MEXAYHAPOAHBIX OTHOLIEHUH U MHOrO€ pyroe. besycinoBHo, 01HUM
13 TJIAaBHBIX HAIIPAaBJICHUN €ro HayyHbIX U3bICKaHMH OblIa U OCTaeTcs pa3paboTka mpobdiem
METO/0JIOTUU BOCHHO-UCTOPUUYECKON HayKH, HanboJee BaKHBIX aCIIEKTOB HCTOpHH Benmkoi
OteuecTBeHHOM U BTOpoit MupoBoii BoiiH. OrpoMHa posib 100UJIsIpa B pa3BUTUN OT€UECTBEHHON
BOCHHO-UCTOpHUECKON Hayku l. 3a npoleaiee AecaTUIeTHE UM OIyOJIMKOBaH PsAJl HOBBIX
(byHIaMeHTanbHBIX TPYAOB B 3T0i 061actu2. [losToMy xoTenoch 661 6oiiee moapoOHO
OCTaHOBUTHCS Ha BKiIaje Ctenana AHapeeBHya B pa3paboTKy GUIOCOPCKUX U
METOA0JIOTMYECKUX MPOOIJIEM BOEHHON TEOpUHU U MpakTUKU. W 3T0 HecmyuyailHO — oHUM U3
TJIABHBIX HAIMIPABJICHUH €ro HayuHBIX U3BICKAaHUH ObLIa M OcTaeTcs pa3paboTka npobiem
BOCHHOW HayKH, METOJIOJIOTUU €€ MCCIIE0BaHUs U pa3BUTHs. BaXkHbIM 111aroM B 3TOM
HaIIPABJICHUH SIBUJIOCH KPUTHYECKOE OCMBICIEHUE MAPKCUCTCKO-JIEHUHCKONW METOJOJIOTUU
BOEHHOW HayKH, B UCCIIEI0OBAaHUE U onucaHue KoTopoil CTenan AHApeeBUY BHEC HEMAJIBIN
BKJIaJ. HeT coMHeHus, cripaBeyIuBO CUNTAET YUEHBIH, YTO OCHOBHBIE TIOJIOKEHUS
MapKCUCTCKOW METOIOJIOTHH BBIACPKAIU IIPOBEPKY BPEMEHEM U HE IIOTEPSUIA CBOETO 3HAYCHHUS
710 Hamx AHed. BmecTte ¢ TeM HEKOTOpbIE €€ MPUHIIUITBI U MOJI0KEHUs ObUTH 1100
a0COIOTU3UPOBAHBI, MO0 YIPOILEHBI, THO0 TorMaTu3upoBanbl. Ho 3TO He BUHA METOI0JIOTHH,
a BUHA T€X, KTO 3TO C/EJall, B TOM YHCJIE TeX, KTO HEyMEJIO MPUMEHST UX B BOCHHON HayKe.
MeTtononorus MapKcu3Ma, Kak ¥ MapKCH3M B 1I€JIOM, HE BUHOBAaTa B TOM, YTO OHHU OKa3aJIuCh U
KaHOHU3UPOBAHHBIMU, U U3BPALIEHHBIMU BO MHOTUX OTHOIIEHUAX. CIpaBeiIMBOCTh CKa3aHHOIO
npodeccop C.A. TromKeBUY TOATBEPKIAET BHIBOJAMH M3 UCTOPUUECKOTO OMBITA
cymecrBoBanus U pazsutus CCCP B MupHbIe roibl 1 BO BpEMsI UCIIBITAHHSI BOWHOM CBOEro
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enquHoMbinuieHHUKa C. Kapa-Myp3bl: «...ToJbKO MapKCH3M MOT... COCIMHUTD
MHPOBO33PEHYECKYIO MATPHUILY PYCCKOTr0 OOIIMHHOTO KOMMYHH3Ma C PAllHOHATBHOCTHIO
[Ipocsenienus. Y Toapko 3TOT HOBBIN “00pa3 HCTUHHOCTH ', COEMHUBIINMI HJIEI0
CIPaBEINBOCTH C UJEEH PAa3BUTHSL, IT03BOJIMI PocCrM BBIpBATHCS U3 HCTOPUYECKON JIOBYIIKH
nepugepruitHOTO KamuTali3Ma U COBEPIINTh PHIBOK, HA MHEPIIUU KOTOPOT'O OHA MPOTSAHYIIA eIlle
LEJIBIX ITOJIBEKA ITociie BTopoil MupoBOI BOMHBI»ba30M I pa3BUTUS U IPAKTUYECKOTO
MIPUMEHEHHUSI B Pa3JIMYHBIX cpepax OOIIECTBEHHOM KU3HU, HO MPEXKIE BCETO B 00CCTICUCHUH
BOEHHOU Oe3omacHocTH OTeuecTBa, €ro BOOpyKeHHOoH 3anuThl, cuutaeT C.A. TromkeBuy,
CIIy’aT COBPEMEHHOE MePE0BOE€ MUPOBO33PEHUE, TUATEKTUKO-MATEPUATTUCTUIECKUN METO U
CrenaIbHbIC MPUEMbI U METO/IbI IO3HAHUS U IPUMEHEHUS €r0 Pe3yIbTaTOB Ha MpakTuke. B
CBOEM JHAIEKTUYECKOM €IMHCTBE OHU JAIOT M3YYaIOIIEeMy Ty apUaJHUHY HUTh, CIETYysI KOTOPOU
MOKHO YBEPEHHO UJTH I10 MYTH OTHICKAHUS UCTUHBI B n30paHHoi chepe. BoenHas Hayka
MMEHHO TOTJla MMeJia HauOOJIbIINE HayUYHbIE IOCTHKEHHUS, KOTIa €€ UCCIIEI0BATENH, TBOPLIBI
PYKOBOACTBOBAIHCH MIEPEIOBBIMH (uitocodueit u metoosorueii. OTHaKo HEOOXOIUMO
MMOMHHTB: IOCTUYh 3TOT0 BO3MOXKHO JIUIITH HA OCHOBE U3YUEHUS UCTOPUHU GUIOCOPHH, BOCHHOU
HUCTOPHUH, UICTOPUU MPOIUIBIX BOWH, apMHUid, BOEHHOTO UCKYCCTBA. BBIBOIBI, CIEIaHHBIE TIPU
3TOM, — €CTh TPAMILJIMH K ITOJUIMHHOMY 3HAHUIO BOEHHOT'O JI€J1a, OBJIAaICHUI0 UCKYCCTBOM
3amumiate Poauny, obeperats ee 0T BOCHHBIX OMACHOCTEH U YIpo3.

18.B3auMOoCBsI3b HCTOPHUH C IIEPEIOBOI COBPEMEHHOM (rIocoduei u oropa Ha JUAICKTHKO-
MaTepHATUCTUYECKYIO0 METO0IOTHIO MOBBIIIAIOT A3PPEKTUBHOCTD, IEHCTBEHHOCTh BOCHHOI
HayKH Kak (pakTopa JyXOBHOMU ®HU3HU oOmiecTBa. OHA TaeT JIFOAIM CONMATBHBINA U KYJIbTYPHBIN
OTIBIT, B KOTOPOM BOEIUHO CIUTO U T€POUUYECKOE, U IpaMaTUyecKoe. «3HaHue 1 OHUMaHUe
MIPUYMH U YCIOBUN BOBHUKHOBEHHUS BOWH B COBPEMEHHBIX YCIOBHAX, — YKa3bIBAET YUEHbIN, —
MI03BOJISIET ONPEEINTh BO3MOKHBIE BOEHHBIE OITACHOCTH U YIPO3bl, BUJETh UX XapakTep,
BO3MOJKHbIE ITYyTH Pa3BUTHS, UTO KpaliHEe HEOOX0AUMO JUIsl 3(PPEKTUBHOTO pElIeHUs 3a/1a4 110
o0ecrieueHuno Hallel HallMOHAIbHOM 0€30MaCHOCTH, YKPEIIEHHI0 000POHHOM MOIIIM CTPAHbI U
passutus Boopyxennbix Cuin».CocpenoTounBas B TEUEHUE MHOTUX JIET YCHIIMS HA U3YUYEHUH,
aHaJIM3€e U 00BSCHEHUH KaTeropuii BOEHHOW HayKH Ha OTBITE UCTOPUH, COAEpXKaHUH Bennkoi
OrteuectBenHol BoiHbI, C.A. TromKeBHY HUKOTIa HE OTPAaHUYUBAIICS STUM (PPOHTOM
ncciieoBanui. HoBble MpUHIMITBI OLIEHKU BOMHBI, COOTHOLLICHUS ITOJUTUKU U BOMHBI,
HallMOHAJILHOM 1 MEXTyHapOIHOM 0€30IaCHOCTH U PAJl IPYTUX, CYUTAET OH, BO MHOI'OM
o0oramaroT METOA0JIOT M0 BOGHHON TEOPUH U BOSHHON UCTOPHUH, BUJIOU3MEHSIOT
B3aMMOOTHOIICHHUS PA3IMYHBIX oOsacTelt 3HaHui o BoitHe. HoByto 0a3zy oOperaroT BoeHHast
JIOKTPUHA U BOEHHAsl HayKa, BOEHHOE UCKYCCTBO. TOJKOBaHUE 3TUX BAXKHEUIINX MOJIOKEHUN
COJIEPKUTCS B psAlie KpyIHbIX padot Crenana AHApeeBuya, B TOM YKCIE B OAHON U3 MEPBBIX €T0
MoHorpaduii «Punocodus u BoeHnas Teopus» (1979), B kuure «OtedecTBeHHast BOCHHAsS
HayKa: CTpaHUIbl UCTOPUH, TpodIemsl, TeHaAeHIN» (2001), B nuTHpOBaBIIEMCS TPY A€ «3aKOHBI
BOWHBI: CYIIIHOCTh, MEXAHU3M JCHCTBUA, (DaKTOPHI Mcnoib3oBaHusD» (2002), TOMOJHEHHOM
HOBOMH, 41, yacTbto «/3 omnbITa akTyanu3auyu BOEHHOW TEOPUU U METOJIOJIOTMU» B HETABHO
BBILIE/IIEM BTOPOM M3AaHUM 110 3ariaBueM «O 3akoHaX BOMHBI (BOIIPOCHI BOCHHON TEOPUU U
METO0JIOTHH)», B MoHOTpadusax «Hossiii nepeaen mupay (2003), «B nponwtom umryT He menesn
— oroHb» (2008 rox, nepensnana ¢ gonoiaHeHusmMu B 2017 rogy nox 3arnaBuem «boprba 3a
Oronby») u «Heracumoe turams Benukoit [To6ensn (2013), pazpaboTaHHBIX ¢ UCTIOIB30BAHUEM
MHOTHUX OITyOJMKOBAaHHBIX UM B IEPUOIMYECKON NIeYaTu MaTepuaoB. bosblioe MecTo B JaHHBIX
TpY/Zlax OTBE/IEHO aHAJIN3y OT€YECTBEHHOI'O ONBITA PELIEHUSI BOEHHON HAyKOW COBPEMEHHBIX
po0JieM BOSHHOW U TIOJUTHYECKOHN MPAaKTUKH, BEIBOJIAM U PEKOMEHIAIIHSM, BRITEKAIOITIM H3
HEro, a Tak’kKe 000CHOBAaHUIO MEp IO MPEOI0JICHNUIO KPU3UCHBIX SBJICHUH.

19.B tpynax mpocgeccopa C.A. TromkeBru4a paccMaTpuBaIOTCs HE TOJIBKO OOIIKE BOIIPOCH

BOMHBI U MUPA, HO U 00Jiee KOHKpeTHbIE. B HUX uccienyroTces npo0ieMbl BOGHHO-TOJIUTHYECKON
00CTaHOBKH B MUPE B NIEPEXOAHBIN NEPUOJI, MUIUTAPU3MA, PA3TIMUHbIE ACTIEKThHI
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MEXIYHApOAHOU 0€30MTaCHOCTH, CTPATErHYECKON CTaOMIIBHOCTH, BOCHHOM 0€301MacHOCTH
Poccun u npyrue. CHayana 3Ta mpoOIeMbl U BOIIPOCHI aHATH3UPOBATUCH B €r0 MOHOTpadun
«Ctparernueckasi CrabUIBLHOCTh B HCTOpHUYECKOM M3MepeHum» (1995), a mo3xe — B ABYX
W3/IaHUSAX Ha3BaHHOW MOHOrpaduu o 3akoHax BoitHbI (2002, 2017). YTto kacaercs nepBOi KHUTH,
TO B HEWi OCHOBHOE BHUMAHHE y/I€JICHO CTPATErMueCcKoil CTaOMIBHOCTH B MUPE M BOCHHOM
6e3onacHoctu OTeuecTBa, oOecreueHrne KOTOPOil OCTaeTcs aKTyaldbHBIM U ceifuac, nbo
CTpaTernyeckas CTabUIbHOCTD MO/ BIUSHUEM Pa3INYHbIX (PAKTOPOB HapylIaeTcs, YTO
MIPUBOJIUT K HOBBIM BOCHHBIM OIACHOCTSM U yTpo3aM, K o4araM BOCHHBIX KOH(JIUKTOB B
pa3HbIX, 0COOEHHO «TOPSYMX», PETHOHAX U — K TOHKE BOOPYXEHMI B pa3HbIX cTpaHax. 00
3TOM, B YaCTHOCTH, CBUJETEILCTBYIOT BoopyxkeHHbIe arpeccun CIIIA u nx coro3HMKOB B
IOrocnasuu, Upake, JInBum, a Takxke uX CTPEMIIEHUE CO3/1aTh C IE1bI0 MUHUMU3AIUU
OTBETHOT'O yJIapa MO0 CBOMM CHJIaM 3JIEMEHTHI cTparerndeckoi [TIPO BOMM3H 3amaiHbIX U
BOCTOYHBIX rpanul] Poccuu. B ¢Bsi3u ¢ BhIlIECKa3aHHBIM pacCMaTpUBAIOTCS OMACHOCTH U
YIPO3bl, UX OTJIMYHUS IPYT OT JIPYra U UX B3aUMOCBSI3b. ITO BaXXHO MOTOMY, YTO HEPEIKO 3TH
MIOHATHS OTOXKIECTBIISAIOTCS, IPUMEHSAIOTCSI HEKOPPEKTHO. Mexay TeM, Kak TOBOPUTCS B KHUTE,
BOCHHAsI OIACHOCTh BBICTYNAET KAaK MOTEHIMAJIbHAs BO3MOXHOCTh BOZHUKHOBEHUS BOMHBI,
BOOPY>KEHHOTO KOH(IIUKTA. A BOEHHAsl yrpo3a — 3TO pealibHas, AeHCTBUTENbHASI OIACHOCTb,
KOTOpPAast UCXOIUT OT ONPEAETICHHOI0 HOCUTENS (CyObeKTa) BOCHHO-IOJUTUYECKUX OTHOLICHUN U
HarmpaBJeHa MPOTUB JPYroro ux Hocutelns (cyobekTa). M oiHu, U APYTHE UMEIOT TE JKe
WMCTOYHUKU U IPUUYUHBI, YTO MPUCYIU BOOPYKEHHBIM KOHPIMKTaM, BOIfHAM OOJIbLIINM U
MaibiM. C.A. TromkeBu4y y1aaoch pacKpbITh JUANEKTUKY AEHCTBUA ABYX TeHAeHUUN. OnHON
— K YCTaHOBJIEHHUIO OJIHOMOJISIPHOIO MUPA, @ IPYroi — MHOTOMOJISIPHOT0; HEAOIYCTUMOCTb
OJITHOTIOJISIPHOTO MUPA U IIPEUMYILECTBA MHOTOIOISIPHOTO C HECKOJIBKUMHU LIEHTPaMH CUJIbL. DTO
03Ha4YaeT MHOT000pa3re MOJUTHIECKOT0, SKOHOMUYECKOTO U KyJIbTYPHOI'O Pa3BUTHUS CTPaH.

B 3THX ycnoBusiX pacTteT MOHMMaHUE TOT0, YTO HEOOXOAMMBI B3aUMHOE YBaXKEHHE, PABEHCTBO H
B3aMMHasl BHI'0JIa, @ HE TEF€MOHU3M U CHJIOBas MOJIMTUKA; UAJIOT U COTPYJHUYECTBO, a HE
KoH(ppoHTalus. ITo TeM Oosiee BaXHO, YTO POJIb BOSHHOW CHIJIBI B MUPOBOI! MOJIUTHKE HE
YMEHBILIAETCS], a, HAIIPOTUB, C YUYETOM SJIEPHOTO OpPY>KHsI HapacTaerT.

20- OteuectBenHas pumocodusi, BOCHHO-UCTOPUUECKAs HayKa U BOEHHAsI TeOpHsi, 0€3yCIOBHO,
MOJTyYWJIN TIpUpAIeHue ¢ MyOIrKanueil BeAepKaBLIero JBa U3IaHus PyHIaMEHTaIbHOTO
KOMIUIEKCHOT0 MexaucuumianHHoro tpyaa C.A. TromkeBuya, MoCBALIEHHOIO 3aKOHaM BOIHBI.
Jlo u3nanus ero nepBoro Bapuanta (2002) npodeccopom C.A. TromkeBudem ObLIO
OIyOJIMKOBAHO HEMaJIO paldoT MO AETEPMUHU3MY B BOGHHOM U BOGHHO-UCTOPHUYECKON HayKax,
0COOEHHO TaKMM €T0 COCTABIISIONINM, KaK IPUIUHHOCTH, HEOOXOAMMOCTh M CIIYYaifHOCTb,
3aKOHOMEPHOCTb, 110 UCTOpuU Bropoit mupoBoit n Bennkoi OTedecTBEHHOW BOIH, UX UTOTAM U
ypOKaM U, YTO HEMaJIOBaXKHO, I10 BOIIPOCAM METOIOJIOT MM UCCIIEAOBAHUS U OOBSICHEHUS
MPUPOABI 3TUX BOCHHO-TIOJIUTHUECKUX COObITHI. OIHAKO MPUIILIO BPEMsI CBECTH 3TH HapaOOTKH
BOEJIMHO, A 3aTEM U Pa3BUTh UX B HOBOM M3JaHUU C YUYETOM MU3MEHUBIIUXCSA 32 eMKHUeE 15 et
XXI Beka MeXIyHApPOIHBIX U BHYTPUPOCCUICKUX YCIOBUM, TOKA3aTh UX BIMSHUE HA BOCHHYIO
HayKy U, 4TO CaMO€ IJIaBHOE, OLIEHUTh NIEPCIIEKTHBBI €€ Pa3BUTHS U IPUMEHEHUS B PEATIbLHOU
nosnutuke. C.A. TiolkeBUY B CBOEM TpyJie paccMOTpe npolieMy 3aKOHOB BOMHBI CUCTEMHO,
HCCIIE/IOBAl, a B PsiJie CIy4YaeB U JIMYHO CHOPMYIHPOBAI M YTOUHHI 1e(DUHUIIUN 3aKOHOB
BOWHBI, ONIMPAsACh HA JOCTUTHYTBIM YPOBEHb BOCHHOW HAYKH, IIOCTPOUII CTPOHHYIO
TeopeTHYecKyto cucteMy. OKOJIO ABa/ILATH JIET 10 3TOro paboThl, MOCBALIEHHbIE OOIIEHAYYHBIM
Y METOJIOJIOTUYECKUM MPOoOIeMaM TaKOro He U3KHUBIIETO ce0sl, K COXAIECHUIO, 10 CUX TIOp
SBJICHUSI, KaK 60UHa, TIO CYIIECTBY HE U3aBaluCh. OOBACHICTCS TO MPOCTO: UCCIEAOBATENCH
TaKOT0 MacluTada U TaKoM MIMPOTHI KPYyro3opa MoMnpocTy He 0Ka3ajaock, Aa U camoMy CrenaHy
AHapeeBUYy MOTPeOOBATIOCH OMPEEIEHHOE BpeMsi, YTOObI OCMBICTUTH JIpaMaTHUECKHe
M3MEHEHUs, IPOU3O0IIEIINE B HAlllEW CTPaHE U B LIEJIOM B MUPE M0J] BO3/IEHCTBUEM CUCTEMHOIO
KpH3HCa, a 3aTEM U OLICHUTH BIIMSIHUE HOBBIX siBJIeHUI X X] Beka Ha BOEHHYIO HayKy. beuin,
KOHEYHO, OTAENbHBIE TPYbl, KOTOPBIC aBTOP TNTyOOKO M THIATENBFHO MPOAHATU3UPOBAI U YKa3all
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B CIIMCKE JiuTepaTypbl. OHAKO OHHU 3aTParuBajIv JUIIb TOT UM MHOW aCIeKT HAYKH O BOWHE.
YHUKaTbHOCTB ATOTO TPY/a, coueTaemasi ¢ ero (\yHAaMeHTAIbHOCTBIO, 3aKITI0YAETCS B TOM, YTO
OH COJICP’KUT CBOJI HAYUHBIX 3HAHUI O 3aKOHAX BOMHBI, UX CUCTEME, MEXAHU3ME NIPOSIBJICHHS B
KOHKPETHBIX YCJIOBUSIX, a TAK)KE CBEICHHS U TIOJIOXKEHHS 0 (popMax U crmocodax mo3HaAHUS
MHOT000pa3HbIX TUIIOB U BHIOB 3aKOHOB BOMHBI, 00 WX MCIIOIH30BAaHUH B XOJI€ BOMHBI,
BOOPYKEHHOU O0pbOBI B MHTEPECAX JTOCTUKECHHS MMOCTABJICHHBIX 11eneid. IMeHHO 3To
00CTOSTENHCTBO JI€TIAET OMPABIAHHBIM U, 00JIEE TOT0, BAYKHBIM MOAPOOHBINA aHATIU3 COACPIKaHUS
TpY/la, COCTOSIIIErO B IEPBOM M3JIaHUH U3 TPEX B3aUMOCBSI3aHHBIX YACTEU U MPHUIIOKEHHUS, a BO
BTOPOM JIONIOJTHEHHOTO HOBOW YacThI0, pACKPBIBAIOIIEH MTPOOJIEMBI aKTyaIH3aI[iid BOCHHO-
HAYYHBIX 3HAHUH.

Marepuajibl HTOTOBOM aTTeCTAllUH

TexcTel JJI IUHTBOCTUJIIMCTUYECKOIO aHaJIn3a.
1.A Case for the Oracle

by Henry Lawson

The Oracle and | were camped together. The Oracle was a bricklayer by trade, and had two or
three small contracts on hand. | was "doing a bit of house-painting”. There were a plasterer, a
carpenter, and a plumber -- we were all T'othersiders, and old mates, and we worked things
together. It was in Westralia -- the Land of T'othersiders -- and, therefore, we were not surprised
when Mitchell turned up early one morning, with his swag and an atmosphere of salt water about
him.

He'd had a rough trip, he said, and would take a spell that day and take the lay of the land and
have something cooked for us by the time we came home; and go to graft himself next morning.
And next morning he went to work, "labouring™ for the Oracle.

The Oracle and his mates, being small contractors and not pressed for time, had dispensed with
the services of a labourer, and had done their own mixing and hod-carrying in turns. They didn't
want a labourer now, but the Oracle was a vague fatalist, and Mitchell a decided one. So it
passed.

The Oracle had a "Case" right under his nose -- in his own employ, in fact; but was not aware of
the fact until Mitchell drew his attention to it. The Case went by the name of Alfred O'Briar --
which hinted a mixed parentage. He was a small, nervous working-man, of no particular colour,
and no decided character, apparently. If he had a soul above bricks, he never betrayed it. He was
not popular on the jobs. There was something sly about Alf, they said.

The Oracle had taken him on in the first place as a day-labourer, but afterwards shared the pay
with him as with Mitchell. O'Briar shouted -- judiciously, but on every possible occasion -- for
the Oracle; and, as he was an indifferent workman, the boys said he only did this so that the
Oracle might keep him on. If O'Briar took things easy and did no more than the rest of us, at
least one of us would be sure to get it into his head that he was loafing on us; and if he grafted
harder than we did, we'd be sure to feel indignant about that too, and reckon that it was done out
of nastiness or crawlsomeness, and feel a contempt for him accordingly. We found out
accidentally that O'Briar was an excellent mimic and a bit of a ventriloquist, but he never
entertained us with his peculiar gifts; and we set that down to churlishness.
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O'Briar kept his own counsel, and his history, if he had one; and hid his hopes, joys, and
sorrows, if he had any, behind a vacant grin, as Mitchell hid his behind a quizzical one. He never
resented alleged satire -- perhaps he couldn't see it -- and therefore he got the name of being a
cur. As a rule, he was careful with his money, and was called mean -- not, however, by the
Oracle, whose philosophy was simple, and whose sympathy could not realise a limit; nor yet by
Mitchell. Mitchell waited.

O'Briar occupied a small tent by himself, and lived privately of evenings. When we began to
hear two men talking at night in his tent, we were rather surprised, and wondered in a vague kind
of way how any of the chaps could take sufficient interest in Alf to go in and yarn with him. In
the days when he was supposed to be sociable, we had voted him a bore; even the Oracle was
moved to admit that he was "a bit slow".

But late one night we distinctly heard a woman's voice in O'Briar's tent. The Oracle suddenly
became hard of hearing, and, though we heard the voice on several occasions, he remained
exasperatingly deaf, yet aggressively unconscious of the fact. "I have got enough to do puzzling
over me own whys and wherefores,” he said. Mitchell began to take some interest in O'Briar, and
treated him with greater respect. But our camp had the name of being the best-constructed, the
cleanest, and the most respectable in the vicinity. The health officer and constable in charge had
complimented us on the fact, and we were proud of it. And there were three young married
couples in camp, also a Darby and Joan; therefore, when the voice of a woman began to be heard
frequently and at disreputable hours of the night in O'Briar's tent, we got uneasy about it. And
when the constable who was on night duty gave us a friendly hint, Mitchell and | agreed that
something must be done.

"Av coorse, men will be men," said the constable, as he turned his horse's head, "but I thought I'd
mention it. O'Briar is a dacent man, and he's one of yer mates. Av coorse. There's a bad lot in
that camp in the scrub over yander, and -- av coorse. Good-day to ye, byes."

Next night we heard the voice in O'Briar's tent again, and decided to speak to Alf in a friendly
way about it in the morning. We listened outside in the dark, but could not distinguish the words,
though I thought I recognised the voice.

"It's the hussy from the camp over there; she's got holt of that fool, and she'll clean him out
before she's done,” | said. "We're Alf's mates, any way it goes, and we ought to put a stop to it."

"What hussy?" asked Mitchell; "there's three or four there."
"The one with her hair all over her head," | answered.

"Where else should it be?" asked Mitchell. "But I'll just have a peep and see who it is. There's no
harm in that."

He crept up to the tent and cautiously moved the flap. Alf's candle was alight; he lay on his back
in his bunk with his arms under his head, calmly smoking. We withdrew.

"They must have heard us," said Mitchell; "and she's slipped out under the tent at the back, and
through the fence into the scrub.”

Mitchell's respect for Alf increased visibly.
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But we began to hear ominous whispers from the young married couples, and next Saturday
night, which was pay-night, we decided to see it through. We did not care to speak to Alf until
we were sure. He stayed in camp, as he often did, on Saturday evening, while the others went up
town. Mitchell and I returned earlier than usual, and leaned on the fence at the back of Alf's tent.

We were scarcely there when we were startled by a "rat-tat-tat" as of someone knocking at a
door. Then an old woman's voice INSIDE the tent asked: "Who's there?"

"It's me,"” said Alf's voice from the front, "Mr. O'Briar from Perth."
"Mary, go and open the door!" said the old woman. (Mitchell nudged me to keep quiet.)

"Come in, Mr. O'Breer,"” said the old woman. "Come in. How do you do? When did you get
back?"

"Only last night,"” said Alf.

"Look at that now! Bless us all! And how did you like the country at all?"

"I didn't care much for it," said Alf. We lost the thread of it until the old woman spoke again.
“Have you had your tea, Mr. O'Breer?"

"Yes, thank you, Mrs. O'Connor."

"Are you quite sure, man?"

"Quite sure, thank you, Mrs. O'Connor.” (Mitchell trod on my foot.)

"Will you have a drop of whisky or a glass of beer, Mr. O'Breer?"

"I'll take a glass of beer, thank you, Mrs. O'Connor."

There seemed to be a long pause. Then the old woman said, "Ah, well, | must get my work done,
and Mary will stop here and keep you company, Mr. O'Breer.” The arrangement seemed
satisfactory to all parties, for there was nothing more said for a while. (Mitchell nudged me
again, with emphasis, and | kicked his shin.)

Presently Alf said: "Mary!" And a girl's voice said, "Yes, Alf."

"You remember the night I went away, Mary?"

"Yes, Alf, | do."

"l have travelled long ways since then, Mary; | worked hard and lived close. | didn't make my
fortune, but I managed to rub a note or two together. It was a hard time and a lonesome time for
me, Mary. The summer's awful over there, and livin's bad and dear. You couldn't have any idea
of it, Mary."

"No, Alf."

"I didn't come back so well off as I expected.”
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"But that doesn't matter, Alf."

"I got heart-sick and tired of it, and couldn't stand it any longer, Mary."
"But that's all over now, Alf; you mustn't think of it."
"Your mother wrote to me."

"I know she did" -- (very low and gently).

"And do you know what she put in it, Mary?"

"Yes, Alf."

"And did you ask her to put it in?"

"Don't ask me, Alf."

"And it's all true, Mary?"

There was no answer, but the silence seemed satisfactory.

"And be sure you have yourself down here on Sunday, Alf, me son." ("There's the old woman
come back!" said Mitchell.)

"An' since the girl's willin' to have ye, and the ould woman's willin' -- there's me hand on it, Alf,
me boy. An' God bless ye both.” ("The old man's come now," said Mitchell.)

"Come along," said Mitchell, leading the way to the front of the tent.

"But I wouldn't like to intrude on them. It's hardly right, Mitchell, is it?"

"That's all right," said Mitchell. He tapped the tent pole.

"Come in," said Alf. Alf was lying on his bunk as before, with his arms under his head. His face
wore a cheerful, not to say happy, expression. There was no one else in the tent. | was never
more surprised in my life.

"Have you got the paper, Alf?" said Mitchell.

"Yes. You'll find it there at the foot of the bunk. There it is. Won't you sit down, Mitchell?"

"Not to-night,"” said Mitchell. "We brought you a bottle of ale. We're just going to turn in."

And we said "good-night". "Well," 1 said to Mitchell when we got inside, "what do you think of
it?"

"l don't think of it at all,"” said Mitchell. "Do you mean to say you can't see it now?"

"No, I'm dashed if I can,” | said. "Some of us must be drunk, I think, or getting rats. It's not to be
wondered at, and the sooner we get out of this country the better."”
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"Well, you must be a fool, Joe,"” said Mitchell. "Can't you see? Alf thinks aloud.”
"What?"

"Talks to himself. He was thinking about going back to his sweetheart. Don't you know he's a bit
of a ventriloquist?"

Mitchell lay awake a long time, in the position that Alf usually lay in, and thought. Perhaps he
thought on the same lines as Alf did that night. But Mitchell did his thinking in silence.

We thought it best to tell the Oracle quietly. He was deeply interested, but not surprised. "I've
heerd of such cases before," he said. But the Oracle was a gentleman. "There's things that a man
wants to keep to himself that ain't his business,” he said. And we understood this remark to be
intended for our benefit, and to indicate a course of action upon which the Oracle had decided,
with respect to this case, and which we, in his opinion, should do well to follow.

Alf got away a week or so later, and we all took a holiday and went down to Fremantle to see
him off. Perhaps he wondered why Mitchell gripped his hand so hard and wished him luck so
earnestly, and was surprised when he gave him three cheers.

"Ah, well!" remarked Mitchell, as we turned up the wharf.

"I've heerd of such cases before,” said the Oracle, meditatively. "They ain't common, but I've
hear'd of such cases before."

3. The Filipino and the Drunkard' W. Saroyan

This loud-mouthed guy in the brown coat was not really mean’, he was drunk. He took a
sudden dislike to the small well-dressed Filipino and began to order him around the
waiting-room, telling him to get back, not to crowd among the white people. They were
waiting to get on the boat and cross the bay to Oakland. He was making a commotion in
the waiting-room, and while everyone seemed to be in sympathy with the Filipino, no
one seemed to want to come to his rescue, and the poor boy became very frightened.

He stood among the people, and this drunkard kept pushing up against him and saying: "I
told you to get back. Now get back. I fought twenty-four months inFrance. I'm a real
American. | don't want you standing up here among white people.”

The boy kept squeezing politely out of the drunkard's way, hurrying through the crowd,
not saying anything and trying his best to be as decent as possible. But the drunkard
didn't leave him alone. He didn't like the fact that the Filipino was wearing good clothes.
When the big door opened to let everybody to the boat, the young Filipino moved quickly
among the people, running from the drunkard. He sat down in a corner, but soon got up
and began to look for a more hidden place. At the other end of the boat was the drunkard.
He could hear the man swearing. The boy looked for a place to hide, and rushed into the
lavatory. He went into one of the open compartments and bolted the door. The drunkard
entered the lavatory and began asking others in the room if they had seen the boy. Finally
he found the compartment where the boy was standing, and he began swearing and
demanding that the boy come out.

"Go away," the boy said.

The drunkard began pounding on the door. "You got to come out some time," he said.
"I'll wait here till you do.” “Go away," said the boy. "I've done you nothing."

Behind the door the boy's bitterness grew to rage.

He began to tremble, not fearing the man but fearing the rage growing in himself. He
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brought the knife from his pocket.

"Go away," he said again. "I have a knif e. | don't want any trouble."

The drunkard said he was a real American, wounded twice. He wouldn't go away. He was
afraid of no dirty little yellow-faced Filipino with a knife.

"I will kill you," said the boy. "I don't want any trouble. Go away. Please, don't make any
trouble,” he said earnestly.

He threw the door open and tried to rush beyond the man, the knife in his fist, but the
drunkard caught him by the sleeve and drew him back. The sleeve of the boy's coat
ripped, and the boy turned and thrust the knife into the side of the drunkard, feeling it
scrape against the ribbone'. The drunkard shouted and screamed at once, then caught the
boy by the throat, and the boy began to thrust the knife into the side of the man many
times. When the drunkard could hold him no more and fell to the floor, the boy rushed
from the room, the knife still in his hand.

Everyone knew what he had done, yet no one moved. The boy ran to the front of the boat,
seeking some place to go, but there was no place to go, and before the officers of the boat
arrived he stopped suddenly and began to shout at the people.

"I didn't want to hurt him, why didn't you stop him? Is it right to chase a man like a rat?
You knew he was drunk. | didn't want to hurt him, but he wouldn't let me go. He tore my
coat and tried to choke me. I told him I would kill him if he wouldn't go away. It is not
my fault. I must go to Oakland to see my brother. He is sick. Do you thirik I'm looking
for trouble when my brother is sick. Why didn't you stop him?"

3. The Dinner Party

N. Monsarrat

There are still some rich people in the world. Many of them lead lives of particular
pleasure. But rich people do have their problems. They are seldom problems of finance,
since most rich people have enough sense to hire other people to take care of their
worries. But there are other, more genuine problems. They are the problems of behaviour.
Let me tell you a story which happened to my uncle Octavian a full thirty years ago. At
that time | myself was fifteen. My uncle Octavian was then a rich man. He was a
charming and accomplished host whose villa was an accepted rendezvous of the great.
He was a hospitable and most amiable man — until January 3, 1925.

There was nothing special about that day in the life of my uncle Octavian, except that it
was his fifty-fifth birthday. As usual on such a day he was giving a party, a party for
twelve people. All of them were old friends.

I, myself, aged fifteen, was deeply privileged. | was staying with my uncle at his
exquisite villa, on holiday from school, and as a special concession on this happy day, |
was allowed to come down to dinner. It was exciting for me to be admitted to such
company, which included a newspaper proprietor of exceptional intelligence and his
fabulous' American wife, a recent prime-minister of France and a distinguished German
prince and princess.

At that age, you will guess, | was dazzled. Even today, 30 years later, one may fairly
admit that the company was distinguished. But | should also stress that they were all old
and intimate friends of my uncle Octavian.

Towards the end of a wonderful dinner, when dessert had been brought in and the
servants had left, my uncle leant forward to admire a magnificent diamond ring on the
princess's hand. She was a handsome woman. She turned her hand gracefully towards my
uncle. Across the table, the newspaper proprietor leant across and said: "May | also have
a look?" She smiled and nodded. Then she took off the ring and held it out to him. "It was
my grandmother's — the old empress," she said. "I have not worn it for many years. It is
said to have once belonged to Genghis Khan."

There were exclamations of delight and admiration. The ring was passed from hand to
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hand. For a moment it rested on my own palm, gleaming splendidly. Then | passed it on
to my neighbour. As | turned away again, | saw her pass it on.

It was some 20 minutes later when the princess stood up and said: "Before we leave you,
may | have my ring back?" ... There was a pause, while each of us looked expectantly at
his neighbour. Then there was silence.

The princess was still smiling, though less easily. She was unused to asking for things
twice. The silence continued, 1 still thought that it could only be a practical joke, and that
one of us — probably the prince himself — would produce the ring with a laugh. But when
nothing happened at all, I knew that the rest of the night would be dreadful.

| am sure that you can guess the sort of scene that followed. There was the
embarrassment of the guests — all of them old and valued friends. There was a nervous
search of the whole room. But it did not bring the princess's ring back again. It had
vanished — an irreplaceable thing, worth possibly two hundred thousand pounds — in a
roomful of twelve people, all known to each other.

No servants had entered the room. No one had left it for a moment. The thief (for now it
could only be theft) was one of us, one of my uncle Octavian's cherished friends.

I remember it was the French cabinet minister who was most insistent on being searched,
indeed, in his excitement he had already started to turn out his pockets, before my uncle
held up his hand and stopped him. "There will be no search in my house," he
commanded. "You are all my friends. The ring can only be lost. If it is not found" — he
bowed towards the princess — "I will naturally make amends myself."

The ring was never found, it never appeared, either then or later.

To our family's surprise, uncle Octavian was a comparatively poor man, when he died
(which happened, in fact, a few weeks ago). And | should say that he died with the
special sadness of a hospitable host who never gave a single lunch or dinner party for the
last thirty years of his life.

4. Fair of Face C. Hare

John Franklin, with whom | was at Oxford, invited me to stay with his people at
Markhampton for the Markshire Hunt Ball'. He and his sister were arranging a small
party for it, he said.

"I've never met your sister,” | remarked. "What is she like?"

"She is a beauty," said John, seriously and simply.

| thought at the time that it was an odd, old-fashioned phrase, but it turned out to be
strictly and literally true. Deborah Franklin was beautiful in the grand, classic manner.
She didn't look in the least like a film star or a model. But looking at her you forgot
everything. It was the sheer beauty of her face that took your breath away.

With looks like that, it would be asking too much to expect anything startling in the way
of brains, and | found Deborah, a trifle dull. She was of course well aware of her
extraordinary good looks, and was perfectly prepared to discuss them, just as a man
seven feet high might talk about the advantages and inconveniences of being tall.

Most of our party were old friends of the Franklins, who took Deborah for granted as a
local phenomenon, but among them was a newcomer — a young man with a beard named
Aubrey Melcombe, who had latelytaken charge of the local museum. As soon as he set
eyes on Deborah he said:

"We have never met before, but your face, of course, is perfectly familiar.”

Deborah had evidently heard that one before.

"I never give sitting to photographers,” she said, "but people will snap me in the street.
It's such a nuisance.”

"Photographs!" said Aubrey. "I mean your portrait — the one that was painted four
hundred years ago. Has nobody ever told you that you are the living image of the
Warbeck Titian?"
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"I've never heard of the Warbeck Titian," said Deborah, "You shall judge for yourself,” —
said Aubrey. "I'll send you a ticket for the opening of the exhibition."

Then he went off to dance with Rosamund Clegg, his assistant at the museum, who was
said to be his fiance'e.

I did not care much' for Aubrey, or for his young woman, but | had to admit that they
knew, their job when | came to the opening of the exhibition a few months later. They
had gathered in treasures of every sort from all over the county and arranged them
admirably. The jewel of the show was, of course, the great Titian. It had a wall to itself at
the end of the room and | was looking at it when Deborah came in.

The likeness was fantastic. Lord Warbeck had never had his paintings cleaned, so that
Titian's flesh tints were golden and carmine, in vivid contrast to Deborah's pink and
white. But the face behind the glass might have been hev mirror image. By a happy
chance she had chosen to wear a very plain black dress, which matched up well to the
portrait's dark clothes. She stood there still and silent, staring at her centuries-old
likeness. | wondered what she felt.

A pressman's camera flashed and clicked. First one visitor and then another noticed the
resemblance and presently the rest of the gallery was deserted. Everyone was crowding
round the Titian to stare from the painted face to the real one and back again. The only
clear space was round Deborah herself. People were moving to get a good view of her
profile, without losing sight of the Titian, which fortunately was in profile also. It must
have been horribly embarrassing for Deborah, but she never seemed to notice them. She
went on peering into the picture, for a very long time. Then she turned round and walked
quickly out of the building. As she passed me | saw that she was crying — a surprising
display of emotion in one so calm.

About ten minutes later Aubrey discovered that a pair of Degas' statuettes was missing
from a stand opposite the Titian. They were small objects and very valuable. The police
were sent for and there was a considerable fuss, but nothing was found. I left as soon as |
could and went to the Franklins. Deborah was in.

"Have you got the statuettes?" | asked.

She took them out of her handbag.

"How did you guess?"

"It seemed to me that your reception in front of the Titian was a performance,” |
explained. "It distracted attention from everything else in the room while the theft took
place."

"Yes," said Deborah, "Aubrey arranged it very cleverly, didn't he? He thought of
everything. He even helped me choose this dress to go with the one in the picture, you
know."

"And the press photographer? Had he been laid on too?"

"Oh, yes. Aubrey arranged for someone to be there to photograph me. He thought it
would help to collect a crowd.”

Her coolness was astonishing. Even with the evidence of the statuettes in front of me |
found it hard to believe that | was talking to a thief.

"It was a very clever scheme altogether,” | said. "You and Aubrey must have put a lot of
work into it. Ihad no idea that you were such friends."

There was a flush on her cheeks as she replied:

"Oh yes, I've been seeing a good deal of him lately.

Ever since the Hunt Ball, in fact.”

After that there didn't seem to be much more to say.

"There's one thing | don't quite understand,” | said finally. "People were surroundin'g you
and staring at you up to the moment you left the gallery. How did Aubrey manage to pass
the statuettes to you without anyone seeing?"

She rounded on me in a fury of surprise and indignation.
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"Pass the statuettes to me?" she repeated. "Good God! Are you suggesting that I helped
Aubrey to steal them?"

She looked like an angry goddess, and was about as charming.

"But —but—" | stammered. "But if you didn't who will?

"Rosamund, of course. Aubrey gave them to her while all was going on in front of the
Titian. She simply put them in her bag and walked out. I'd only just gotthem back from
her when you came in."

"Rosamund!" It was my turn to be surprised. "Then the whole thing was a put-up job
between them?"

"Yes. They wanted to get married and hadn't any money, and she knew a dealer who
would give a price for things like these with no questions asked and —and there you are."”
"Then how did you come into it?" | asked.

"Aubrey said that if | posed in front of the Titian it would be wonderful publicity for the
exhibition — and,of course, | fell for it." She laughed. "I've only just remembered. When
Aubrey wanted to make fun of me he used to say I'd make a wonderful cover girl. That's
just what | was — a cover girl for him and Rosamund."

She stood up and picked up the statuettes.

"These will have to go back to the gallery, | suppose,"” she said, "Can it be done without
too much fuss? It's silly of me, I know, but I'd rather they didn't prosecute Aubrey."

I made sympathetic noises.

"It was Rosamund's idea in the first place,” she went on. "I'm sure of that. Aubrey hasn't
the wits to think of anything so clever."”

"It was clever enough,” | said. "But you saw through it at once. How was that?"
Deborah smiled.

"I'm not clever,” she said. "But that old dark picture with the glass on it made a perfect
mirror. Aubrey told me to stand in front of it, so | did. But I'm not interested in art, you
know. I was looking at myself.And of course | couldn't help seeing what was happening
just behind me..."

5. Caged by L.E. Reeve

Purcell was a small, fussy' man; red cheeks and a tight melonlike stomach. Large glasses
so magnified his eyes as to give him the appearance of a wise and kind owl.

He owned a pet shop. He sold cats and dogs and monkeys; he dealt in fish food and bird
seed, prescribed remedies for ailing canaries, on his shelves there were long rows of
cages. He considered himself something of a professional man.

There was a constant stir of life in his shop. The customers who came in said:

"Aren't they cute'! Look at that little monkey! They're sweet."

And Mr. Purcell himself would smile and rub his hands and nod his head.

Each morning, when the routine of opening his shop was completed, it was the
proprietor's custom to perch on a high stool, behind the counter, unfold his morning
paper, and digest the day's news.

It was a raw, wintry day. Wind gusted against the high, plateglass windows. Having
completed his usual tasks, Mr. Purceil again mounted the high stool and unfolded his
morning paper. He adjusted his glasses, aad glanced at the day's headlines.

There was a bell over the door that rang whenever a customer entered. This morning,
however, for the first time Mr. Purcell could recall, it failed to ring. Simply he glanced
up, and there was the stranger, standing just inside the door, as if he had materialized out
of thin air.

The storekeeper slid off his stool. From the first instant he knew instinctively, that the
man hated him; but out of habit he rubbed his hands, smiled and nodded.

"Good morning," he beamed. "What can | do for you?"

The man's shiny shoes squeaked forward. His suit was cheap, ill-fitting, but obviously
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new. Ignoring Purcell for the moment, he looked around the shadowy shop.

"A nasty morning," volunteered the shopkeeper. He clasped both hands across his
melonlike stomach, and smiled importantly. Now what was it you wanted?"

The man stared closely at Purcell, as though just now aware of his presence. He said, "I
want something in a cage."

"Something in a cage?" Mr. Purcell was a bit confused. "You mean — some sort of pet?"
"l mean what | said!" snapped' the man. "Something in a cage. Something alive that's in a
cage."

"l see," hastened the storekeeper, not at all certain that he did. "Now let me think. A
white rat, perhaps? | have some very nice white rats."

"No!" said the xnan. "Not rats. Something with wings. Something that flies.”

"A bird!" exclaimed Mr. Purcell.

"A bird's all right." The customer pointed suddenly to a cage which contained two snowy
birds. "Doves? How much for those?"

"Five-fifty," came the prompt answer. "And a very reasonable price. They are a fine
pair."

"Five-fifty?" The man was obviously disappointed. He produced a five-dollar bill. "I'1
like to have those birds. But this is all I've got. Just five dollars.”

Mentally, Mr. Purcell made a quick calculation, which told him that at a fifty cent
reduction he could still reap a tidy profit. He smiled kindly "My dear man, if you want
them that badly, you can certainly have them for five dollars."

"I'll take them.” He laid his five dollars on the counter. Mr. Purcell unhooked the cage,
and handed it to his customer. "That noise!" The man said suddenly. "Doesn't it get on
your nerves?"

"Noise? What noise?" Mr. Purcell looked surprised. He could hear nothing unusual.
"Listen.” The staring eyes came closer. "How long d'you think it took me to make that
five dollars?"

The merchant wanted to order him out of the shop. But oddly enough, he couldn't. He
heard himself asking, "Why — why, how long did it take you?"

The other laughed. "Ten years! At hard labour. Ten years to earn five dollars. Fifty cents
a year."

It was best, Purcell decided, to humor him. "My, my! Ten years. That's certainly a long
time. Now"Ten years! Ten years to earn five dollars. Fifty cents a year.”

It was best, Purcell decided to, to humour him. “My, my! Ten years.That’s certainly a
long time. Now -*

"They give you five dollars,” laughed the man, "and a cheap suit, and tell you not to get
caught again."

The man swung around, and stalked abruptly from the store.

Purcell sighed with sudden relief. He walked to the window and stared out. Just outside,
his peculiar customer had stopped. He was holding the cage shoulder-high, staring at his
purchase. Then, opening the cage, he reached inside and drew out one of the doves.He
tossed it into the air. He drew out the second and tossed it after the first. They rose like
balls and were lost in the smoky gray of the wintry city. For an instant the liberator's
silent gaze watched them. Then he dropped the cage and walked away.

The merchant was perplexed. So desperately had the man desired the doves that he had
let him have them at a reduced price. And immediately he had turned them loose. "Now
why," Mr. Purcell muttered, "did he do that?" He felt vaguely insulted.

7.

The TV Blackout by Art Buchwald

A week ago Sunday New York city had a blackout and all nine television stations in the
area went out for several hours. This created tremendous crises in families all over New
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York and proved that TV plays a much greater role in people's lives than anyone can
imagine.

For example, when the TV went off in the Bufkins's house panic set in. First Bufkins
thought it was his set in the living-room, so he rushed into his bedroom and turned on
that set. Nothing. The phone rang, and Mrs. Bufkins heard her sister in Manhattan tell her
that there was a blackout.

She hung up and said to her husband, "It isn't your set. Something's happened to the top
of the Empire State Building."

Bufkins looked at her and said, "Who are you?"

"I'm your wife, Edith."”

"Oh," Bufkins said. "Then I suppose those kids' in there are mine."

"That's right,” Mrs. Bufkins said. "If you ever got out of that armchair in front of the TV
set you'd know who we are."

"Oh! they've really grown," Bufkins said, looking at his son and daughter. "How old are
they now?"

"Thirteen and fourteen,” Mrs. Bufkins replied.

"Hi, kids!"

"Who's he?' Bufkins's son, Henry, asked.

"It's your father,” Mrs. Bufkins said.

"I'm pleased to meet you," Bufkins's daughter,Mary, said shyly.

There was silence all around.

"Look," said Bufkins finally. "I know | haven't been

a good f ather but now that the TV's out I'd like to know you better."

"How?" asked Henry.

"Well, let's just talk," Bufkins said. "That's the best

way to get to know each other."”

"What do you want to talk about?" Mary asked.

"Well, to begin with, what school do you go to?"

"We go to High School," Henry said.

"So you're both in high school!" There was a dead silence.

"What do you do?" Mary asked.

‘abl m an accountant, ' Bufkins said.

"I thought you were a car salesman,” Mrs. Bufkins said in surprise.

"That was two years ago. Didn't | tell you I changed jobs?" Bufkins said.

"No, you didn't. You haven't told me anything for two years."

"I'm doing quite well too," Bufkins said.

"Then why am | working in a department store?"

Mrs. Bufkins demanded.

"Oh, are you still working in a department store? If I had known that, | would have told
you could quit last year. You should have mentioned it," Bufkins said.

There was more dead silence.

Finally Henry said, "Hey, you want to hear me play the guitar?"

"You know how to play the guitar? Say, didn't | have a daughter who played the guitar?"
"That was Susie," Mrs. Bufkins said.

"Where is she?"

"She got married a year ago, just about the time you were watching the World Series."
"You know," Bufkins said, very pleased. "I hope they don't fix the antenna for another
couple hours.There's nothing better than a blackout for a man who really wants to know
his family."

8. Then in Triumph F. L. Parke

There were cars in front of the house. Four of them. Clifford Oslow cut across the lawn
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and headed for the back steps. But not soon enough. The door of a big red car opened and
a woman came rushing after him. She was a little person, smaller even than Clifford
himself. But she was fast. She reached him just as he was getting through the hedge.
"You're Mr. Oslow, aren't you?" she said. She pulled out a little book and a pencil and
held them under his nose. "I've been trying to get her autograph all week," she explained.
"I want you to get it f or me. Just drop the book in a mail-box. It's stamped and the
address is on it."

And then she was gone and Clifford was standing there holding the book and pencil in
his hand.

He put the autographbook in his pocket and hurried up the steps.

There was a lot of noise coming f rom the living-room. Several male voices, a strange
woman's voice breaking through now and then, rising above the noise. And Julia's voice,
rising above the noise, clear and kindly and very sure.

"Yes," she was saying. And, "I'm very glad.” And, "People have been very generous to
me."

She sounded tired.

Clif f ord leaned against the wall while he finished the sandwich and the beer. He left the
empty bottle on the table, turned off the kitchen light and pushed easily on the hall door.
A man grabbed him by the arm and pushed him along the hall and into the parlor . «Here
he is,» somebody shouted. "Here's Mr. Oslow!"

There were a half-a-dozen people there, all with notebooks and busy pens. Julia was in
the big chair by the fireplace, looking plumper than usual in her new green dress.

She smiled at him affectionately but, it seemed to him, a little distantly. He'd noticed that
breach in herglance many times lately. He hoped that it wasn't superiority, but he was
afraid that it was.

"Hello, Clifford," she said.

"Hello, Julia," he answered.

He didn't get a chance to go over and kiss her. A reporter had him right against the wall.
How did itseem to go to bed a teller' at the Gas Company and to wake up the husband of
a best-selling novelist? Excellent, he told them. Was he going to give up his job?No, he
wasn't. Had he heard the news that "Welcome Tomorrow" was going to be translated into
Turkish? No, he hadn't.

And then the woman came over. The one whose voice he'd heard back in the kitchen
where he wished he'd stayed.

"How", she inquired briskly, "did you like the story?"

Clifford didn't answer immediately. He just looked at the woman. Everyone became very
quiet. And everyone looked at him. The woman repeated the question. Clifford knew
what he wanted to say. "I liked it very much," he wanted to say and then run. But
theywouldn't let him run. They'd make him stay. And ask him more questions. Which he
couldn't answer.

"l haven't,” he mumbled, "had an opportunity to read it yet. But I'm going to," he
promised. And then came a sudden inspiration. "I'm going to read it now!" There was a
copy on the desk by the door. Clifford grabbed it and raced for the front stairs.

Before he reached the second flight, though, he could hear the woman's voice on the hall
phone. "At last", she was saying, "we have discovered ai adult American who has not
read "Welcome Tomorrow". He is, of all people, Clifford Oslow, white, 43, a native ,of
this city and the husband of..."

On the second floor Clifford reached his study, turned on the light over the table and
dropped into the chair before it. He put Julia's book right in front of him, but he didn't
immediately open it.

Instead he sat back in the chair and looked about him. The room was familiar enough. It
had been hisfor over eighteen years. The table was the same. And the old typewriter was
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the one he had bought before Julia and he were married.

There hadn't been many changes. All along the bookcase were the manuscripts of his
novels. His rejected novels. On top was his latest one, the one that had stopped going the
rou'nds six months before.

On the bottom was his earliest one. The one he wrote when Julia and he vrere first
married.

Yes, Clifford was a writer then. Large W. And he kept on thinking of himself as one for
many years after, despite the indifference of the publishers. Finally, of course, his writing
had become merely a gestvre. A stubborn unwillingness to admit defeat. Now, to be sure,
the defeat was definite. Now that Julia, who before a year ago hadn't put pen to paper,
had written a book, had it accepted and now was looking at advertisements that said,
"over four hundred thousand copies."

He picked up "Welcome Tomorrow" and opened it, as he opened every book, in the
middle. He read a paragraph. And then another. He had just started a third when suddenly
he stopped. He put down Julia's book, reached over to the shelf and pulled out the dusty
manuscript of his own first effort. Rapidly he turned over the crisp pages. Then he began
to read aloud.

Clifford put the manuscript on the table on top of the book. For a long time he sat quietly.
Then he put the book in his lap and left the manuscript on the table and began to read
them, page against page. He had hisanswer in ten minutes.

And then he went back downstairs. A couple of reporters were still in the living-room.
"But, Mrs. Oslow, naturally our readers are interested,"” one was insisting. "When," he
demanded, "will you finish your next book?"

"I don't know," she answered uneasily.

Clifford came across the room to her, smiling. He put his arm around her and pressed her
shoulder firmly but gently. "Now, now, Julia," he protested. "Let's tell the young man at
once."

The reporter looked up.

"Mrs. Oslow's new novel," Cliford announced proudly, "will be ready in another month."
Julia turned around and stared at him, quite terrified.

But Clifford kept on smiling. Then he reached into his pocket and brought out the
autograph book and pencil that had been forced on him on his way home.

"Sign here," he instructed.

9.

The Verger' by W. S. Maugham

There had been a wedding that afternoon at St. Peter's Church, and Edward Foreman still
wore his verger's gown. He had been verger for 16 years and liked his job. The verger
was waiting for the vicar. The vicar had just been appointed. He was a red-faced
energetic man and the verger disliked him. Soon the vicar came in and said: "Foreman,
I've got something unpleasant to say to you. You have been here a great many years and |
think you've fulfilled your duties quite satisfactorily here; but I found out a most striking
thing the other day. I discovered to my astonishment that you could neither read nor
write. | think you must learn, Foreman."

"I'm afraid | can't now, sir. I'm too old a dog to learn new tricks."

"In that case, Foreman, I'm afraid you must go."

"Yes, sir, | quite understand. I shall be happy to hand in my resignation as soon as you
have found somebody to take my place."”

Up to now Edward's face hadn't shown any signs of emotion. But when he had closed the
door of the church behind him his lips trembled. He walked slowly with a heavy heart.
He didn't know what to do with himself. True, he had saved a small sum of money butit
was not enough to live on without doing something, and life cost more and more every
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year.

It occurred to him now that a cigarette would comfort him and since he was not a smoker
and never had any in his pockets he looked for a shop where he could buy a packet of
good cigarettes. It was a long street with all sorts of. shops in it but there was not a single
one where you could buy cigarettes.

"That's strange," said Edward. "I can't be the only man who walks along the street and
wants to have a smoke," he thought. An idea struck him. Why shouldn't he open a little
shop there? "Tobacco and Sweets." "That's an idea,” he said. "It is strange how things
come to you when you least expect it."

He turned, walked home and had his tea.

"You are very silent this afternoon, Edward,"” his wif e remarked.

"I'm thinking," he said. He thought the matter over from every point of view and the next
day he went to look for a suitable shop. And within a week the shop was opened and
Edward was behind the counter selling cigarettes.

Edward Foreman did very well. Soon he decided that he might open another shop and
employ a manager. He looked for another long street that didn't have a tobacconist's in it
and opened another shop. This was a success too. In the course of ten years he acquired
no less than ten shops and was making a lot of money. Every Monday he went to all his
shops, collected the week's takings and took them to the bank.

One morning the bank manager said that he wanted to talk to him.

"Mr. Foreman, do you know how much money you have got in the bank?"

"Well, I have a rough idea."

"You have 30 thousand dollars and it's a large sum. You should invest it." We shall make
you out a list of securities' which will bring you a better rate of interest' than the bank can
give you."

There was a troubled look on Mr. Foreman's face. "And what will I have to do?"

"Oh, you needn't worry," the banker smiled. "All you have to do is to read and to sign the
papers."

"That's the trouble, sir. I can signmyname but | can't read.” The manager was so surprised
that he jJumped up from his seat. He couldn't believe his ears.

"Good God, man, what would you be if you had been able to read?!"

"l can tell you that, sir,” said Mr. Foreman. "I would be verger of St. Peter's church.”

10. A Lion's Skin by W.S. Maugham

A good many people were shocked when they read that Captain Forestier had met his
death in a fire trying to save his wife's dog, which had been accidentally shut up in the
house. Some said they never knew he had it in him; others said it was exactly what they
would have expected him to do. After the tragic occurrence Mrs. Forestier found shelter
in the villa of some people called Hardy, their neighbours.

Mrs. Forestier was a very nice woman. But she was neither charming, beautiful nor
intelligent; on the contrary she was absurd and foolish; yet the more you knew her, the
more you liked her. She was a tender, romantic and idealistic soul. But it took you some
time to discover it. During the war she in 1916 joined a hospital unit. There she met her
future husband Captain Forestier. This is what she told me about their courtship'. "It was
a case of love at first sight. He was the most handsome man I'd ever seen in my life. But
he wasn't wounded. You know, it's a most extraordinary thing, he went all through the
war, he risked his life twenty times a day, but he never even got a scrateh. It was because
of carbuncles' that he was put into hospital.”

It seemed quite an unromantic thing on which to start a passionate attachment, but after
16 years of marriage Mrs. Forestier still adored her husband. When they were married
Mrs. Forestier's relations, hard-bitten Western people, had suggested that her husband
should go to work rather than live on her money (and she had a nice sum of money on her
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account before the marriage), and Captain Forestier was all for it. The only stipulation he
made was this: "There are some things a gentleman can't do, Eleanor. If one is a sahib
one can't help it, one does owe something to his class."”

Eleanor was too proud of him to let it be said that he was a fortune-hunter who had
married her for her money and she made up her mind not to object if he found a job
worth his while. Unfortunately, the only jobs that offered were not very important and
gradually the idea of his working was dropped.

The Forestiers lived most of the year in their villa and shortly before the accident they
made acquaintance of the people called Hardy who lived next door. It turned out that Mr.
Hardy had met Mr. Forestier before, in India. But Mr. Forestier was not a gentle- man
then, he was a car-washer in a garage. He was young then and full of hopes. He saw rich
people in a smart club with their ease, their casual manner and it filled him with
admiration and envy. He wanted to be like them. He wanted — it was grotesque and
pathetic he wanted to be a GENTLEMAN. The war gavehim a chance. Eleanor's money
provided the means'. They got married and he became a "sahib".

But everything ended very tragically.

Once the Forestiers' villa caught fire. The Forestiers were out. When they arrived it was
already too late to do anything about it. Their neighbours, the Hardies saved whatever
they could, but it wasn't much. They had nothing left to do but stand and look at the
roaring flames. Suddenly Eleanor cried: "God! My little dog, it's there in the fire!"
Forestier turned round and started to run to the house. Hardy caught him by the arm.
"What are you doing? The house is on fire!" Forestier shook him off. "Let me go. I'll
show you how a gentleman behaves!"

It was more than an hour later that they were able to get at him. They found him lying on
the landing, dead, with the dead dog in his arms. Hardy looked at him for a long time
before speaking. "You fool," he muttered between his teeth, angrily. "You damnedf ool!"
Bob Forestier had pretended for so many years to be a gentleman that in the end,
forgetting that it was all a fake, he found himself driven to act as in that stupid,
conventional brain of his he thought a gentle- man must act.

Mrs. Forestier was convinced to her dying day that her husband had been a very gallant’
gentleman.

11. Footprints in the Jungle by W.S. Maugham

It was in Malaya that | met the Cartwrights. | was staying with a man called Gaze who
was head of the police and he came into the billiard-room, where | was sitting, and asked
if 1 would play bridge with them. The Cartwrights were planters and they came to Malaya
because it gave their daughter a chance of a little fun. They were very nice people and
played a very pleasant game of bridge. | followed Gaze into the cardroom and was
introduced to them.

Mrs. Cartwright was a woman somewhere in the fifties. | thought her a very agreeable
person. I liked her frankness, her quick wit, her plain face. As for Mr. Cartwright, he
looked tired and old. He talked little, but it was plain that he enjoyed his wife's humour.
They were evidently very good friends. It was pleasing to see so solid and tolerant
affection between two people who were almost elderly and must have lived together for
SO many years.

When we separated, Gaze and | set out to walk to his house.

"What did you think of the Cartwrights?" he asked me.

"I liked them and their daughter who is just the image of her father.”

To my surprise Gaze told me that Cartwright wasn't her father. Mrs. Cartwright was a
widow when he married her. Olive was born after her father's death.

And when we came to Gaze's house he told me the Cartwrights' story.

"I've known Mrs. Cartwright for over twenty years,” he said slowly. "She was married to
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a man called Bronson. He was a planter in Selantan. It was a much smaller place than it is
now, but they had a jolly little club, and we used to have a very good time. Bronson was
a handsome chap. He hadn't much to talk about but tennis, golf and shooting; and | don't
suppose he read a book from year's end to year's end. He was about thirty-five when |
first knew him, but he had the mind of a boy of eighteen. But he was no fool. He knew
his work from A to Z. He was generous with his money and always ready to do anybody
a good turn.

One day Mrs. Bronson told us that she was expecting a friend to stay with them and a few
days later they brought Cartwright along. Cartwright was an old friend of Bronson's. He
had been out of work for a long time and when he wrote to Bronson asking him whether
he could do anything for him, Bronson wrote back inviting him to come and stay till
things got better. When Cartwright came Mrs. Bronson told him that he was to look upon
the place as his home and stay as long as he liked. Cartwright was very pleasant and
unassuming; he fell into our little company very naturally and the Bronsons, like
everyone else, liked him."

"Hadn't the Bronsons any children at that time?" | asked Gaze.

"No," Gaze answered. "l don't know why, they could have afforded it. Bronson was
murdered,"” he said suddenly.

"Killed?"

"Yes, murdered. That night we had been playing tennis without Cartwright who had gone
shooting to the jungle and without Bronson who had cycled to Kabulong to get the
money to pay his coolies' their wages and he was to come along to the club when he got
back. Cartwright came back when we started playing bridge. Suddenly I was called to
police sergeant outside. | went out. He told me that the Malays had come to the police
station and said that there was a white man with red hair lying dead on the path that led
through the jungle to Kabulong. | understood that it was Bronson.

For a moment | didn't know what to do and how to break the news to Mrs. Bronson. |
came up to her and said that there had been an accident and her husband had been
wounded. She leapt to her feet and stared at Cartwright who went as pale as death. Then |
said that he was dead after which she collapsed into her chair and burst into tears.

When the sergeant, the doctor and | arrived at the scene of the accident we saw that he
had been shot through the head and there was no money about him. From the footprints |
saw that he had stopped to talk to someone before he was shot. Whoever had murdered
Bronson hadn't done it for money. It was obvious that he had stopped to talk with a
friend.

Meanwhile Cartwright took up the management of Bronson's estate. He moved in at
once. Four months later Olive, the daughter, was born. And soon Mrs. Bronson and
Cartwright were married. The murderer was never found. Suspicion fell on the coolies, of
course. We examined them all — pretty carefully — but there was not a scrap of evidence
to connect them with the crime. | knew who the murderer was..."

"Who?"

"Don't you guess?"

12. The Ant and the Grasshopper by W.S. Maugham

When | was a small boy | was made to learn by heart some fables of La Fontaine and the
moral of each was carefully explained to me. Among them was "The Ant and the
Grasshopper”. In spite of the moral of this f able my sympathies were with the
grasshopper and for some time | never saw an ant without putting my foot on it.

I couldn't help thinking of this fable when the other day | saw George Ramsay lunching
in a restaurant. | never saw an expressien of such deep gloom. He vras staring into space.
I was sorry for him: | suspected at once that his unfortunate brother had been causing
trouble again.
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I went up to him. "How are you?" | asked. "Is it Tom again?" He sighed. "Yes, it's Tom
again."

I suppose every f amily has a black sheep. In this family it had been Tom. He had begun
life decently enough: he went into business, married and had two children. The Ramsays
were respectable people and everybody supposed that Tom would have a good career.
But one day he announced that he didn't like work and that he wasn't suited for marriage.
He wanted to enjoy himself.

He left his wife and his office. He spent two happy years in the various capitals of
Europe. His relations were shocked and wondered what would happen when his money
was spent. They soon found out: he borrowed. He was so charming that nobody could
refuse him. Very often he turned to George. Once or twice he gave Tom considerable
sums so that he could make a fresh start. On these Tom bought a motor-car and some
jewellery. But when George washed his hands of him, Tom began to blackmail him. It
was not nice for a respectable lawyer to find his brother shaking cocktails behind the bar
of his favourite restaurant or driving a taxi. So George paid again.

For twenty years Tom gambled, danced, ate in the most expensive restaurants and
dressed beautifully. Though he was forty-six he looked not more than thirty-five. He had
high spirits and incredible charm.Tom Ramsay knew everyone and everyone knew him.
You couldn't help liking him.

Poor George, only a year older than his brother, looked sixty. He had never taken more
than a fortnight's holiday in the year. He was in his office every morning at nine-thirty
and never left it till six. He was honest and industrious. He had a good wife and four
daughters to whom he was the best of fathers. His plan was to retire at fifty-five to a little
house in the country. His life was blameless. He was glad that he was growing old
because Tom was growing old, too. He used to say: "It was all well when Tom was
young and good-looking. In four years he'll be fifty. He won't find life so easy then. |
shall have thirty thousand pounds by the time I'm fifty. We shall see what is really best to
work or to be idle."

Poor George! | sympathized with him. | wondered now what else Tom had done. George
was very much upset. | was prepared for the worst. George could hardly speak. "A few
weeks ago," he said, "Tom became engaged to a woman old enough to be his mother.
And now she has died and left him everything she had: half a million pounds, a yacht, a
house in London and a house in the country. It is not fair, | tell you, it isn't fair!"

I couldn't help it. I burst into laughter as | looked at George's face, | nearly fell on the
floor. George never forgave me. But Tom often asks me to dinners in his charming house
and if he sometimes borrows money from me, it is simply from force of habit.

13. The Happy Man by W.S. Maugham

It is a dangerous thing to order the lives of others and | have often wondered at the self-
confidence of politicians, reformers and such like who are prepared to force upon their f
ellows measures that must alter their manners, habits and points of view. | have always
hesitated to give advice, for how can one advise another how to act unless one knows that
other as well as one knows oneself? Heaven knows, | know little enough of myself: |
know nothing of others. We can only guess at the thoughts and emotions of our
neighbours. And life, unfortunately, is something that you can lead but once; and who am
I that I should tell this one and that how he should lead it?

But once | knew that I advised well.

I was a young man and I lived in a modest apartment in London near Victoria Station.
Late one afternoon, when | was beginning to think that I had worked enough for that day,
| heard a ring at the bell. I opened the door to a total stranger. He asked me my name; |
told him. He asked if he might come in.
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“Certainly”.

I led him into my sitting-room and begged to sit down. He seemed a trifle embarrassed. |
offered him a cigarette and he had some difficulty in lighting it.

“I hope you don't mind my coming to see you like this”, he said, “My name is Stephens
and I am a doctor. You're in the medical, I believe?”

“Yes, but I don't practise”.

“No, I know. I've just read a book of yours about Spain and I wanted to ask you about it”.
“It's not a very good book, I'm afraid”.

“The fact remains that you know something about Spain and there's no one else I know
who does. And I thought perhaps you wouldn't mind giving me some inf ormation”.

“I shall be very glad”.

He was silent for a moment. He reached out for his hat and holding it in one hand absent-
mindedly stroked it with the other.

“I hope you won't think it very odd for a perfect stranger to talk to you like this”. He gave
an apologetic laugh. “I'm not going to tell you the story of my life”.

When people say this to me | always know that it is precisely what they are going to do. |
do not mind. In fact I rather like it.

“I was brought up by two old aunts. I've never been anywhere. I've never done anything.
I've been married for six years. | have no children. I'm a medical officer at the
Camberwell Infirmary. I can't bear it anymore”.

There was something very striking in the short, sharp sentences he used. | looked at him
with curiosity. He was a little man, thickset and stout, of thirty perhaps, with a round red
face from which shone small, dark and very bright eyes. His black hair was cropped close
to a bullet-shaped head. He was dressed in a blue suit a good deal the worse for wear. It
was baggy at the knees and the pockets bulged untidily.

“You know what the duties are of a medical officer in an infirmary. One day is pretty
much like another. And that's all I've got to look forward to for the rest of my life. Do
you think it's worth it?”

“It's a means of livelihood”, I answered.

“Yes, [ know. The money's pretty good”.

“I don't exactly know why you've come to me”.

“Well, I wanted to know whether you thought there would be any chance for an English
doctor in Spain?”

“Why Spain?”

“I don't know, I just have a fancy for it”.

“It's not like Carmen, you know”, I smiled.

“But there's sunshine there, and there's good wine, and there's colour, and there's air you
can breathe. Let me say what | have to say straight out. | heard by accident that there was
no English doctor in Seville. Do you think | could earn a living there? Is it madness to
give up a good safe job for an uncertainty?”

“What does your wife think about it?”

“She's willing”.

“It's a great risk”.

“I know. But if you say take it, I will: if you say stay where you are, I'll stay”.

He was looking at me with those bright dark eyes of his and | knew that he meant what
he said. | reflected for a moment.

“Your whole future is concerned: you must decide for yourself. But this I can tell you: if
you don't want money but are content to earn just enough to keep body and soul together,
then go. For you will lead a wonderful life”.

He left me, | thought about him for a day or two, and then forgot. The episode passed
completely from my memory.

Many years later, fifteen at least, I happened to be in Seville and having some trifling
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indisposition asked the hotel porter whether there was an English doctor in the town. He
said there was and gave me the address. | took a cab and as | drove up to the house a little
fat man came out of it. He hesitated, when he caught sight of me.

“Have you come to see me?” he said. “I'm the English doctor™.

| explained my matter and he asked me to come in. He lived in an ordinary Spanish
house, and his consulting room was littered with papers, books, medical appliances and
lumber. We did our business and then | asked the doctor what his fee was. He shook his
head and smiled.

“There's no fee”.

“Why on earth not?”

“Don't you remember me? Why, I'm here because of something you said to me. You
changed my whole life for me. I'm Stephens”.

I had not the least notion what he was talking about. He reminded me of our interview, he
repeated to me what we had said, and gradually, out of the night, a dim recollection of the
incident came back to me.

“I was wondering if I'd ever see you again”, he said, “I was wondering if ever I'd have a
chance of thanking you for all you've done for me”.

“It's been a success then?”

| looked at him. He was very fat now and bald, but his eyes twinkled gaily and his fleshy,
red face bore an expression of perfect good humour. The clothes he wore, terribly shabby
they were, had been made obviously by a Spanish tailor and his hat was the wide
brimmed sombrero of the Spaniard. He looked to me as though he knew a good bottle of
wine when he saw it. He had an entirely sympathetic appearance. “You might have
hesitated to let him remove your appendix”, but you could not have imagined a more
delightful creature to drink a glass of wine with.

“Surely you were married?” I said.

“Yes. My wife didn't like Spain, she went back to Camberwell, she was more at home
there”.

“Oh, I'm sorry for that”.

His black eyes flashed a smile.

“Life is full of compensations”, he murmured.

The words were hardly out of his mouth when a Spanish woman, no longer in her first
youth, but still beautiful, appeared at the door. She spoke to him in Spanish, and I could
not fail to feel that she was the mistress of the house.

As he stood at the door to let me out he said to me:

“You told me when last I saw you that if I came here I should earn just enough money to
keep body and soul together, but that | should lead a wonderful life. Well, I want to tell
you that you were right. Poor | have been and poor I shall always be, but by heaven I've
enjoyed myself. I wouldn't exchange the life I've had with that of any king in the world”.

14. The Escape by W.S. Maugham

I have always believed that if a woman made up her mind to marry a man nothing could
save him. I have only once known a man who in such circumstances managed to save
himself. His name was Roger Charing. He was no longer young when he f ell in love
with Ruth Barlow and he had had enough experience to make him careful; but Ruth
Barlow had a gift that makes most men def enceless. This was the gif t of pathos. Mrs.
Barlow was twice a widow'. She had splendid dark eyes and they were the most moving |
ever saw. They seemed to be always on the point of filling with tears and you felt that her
sufferings had been impossible to bear. If you were a strong fellow with plenty of money,
like Roger Charing, you should say to yourself: | must stand between the troubles of lif e
and this helpless little thing. Mrs. Barlow was one of those unfortunate persons with
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whom nothing goes right. If she married the husband beat her; if she employed a broker
he cheated her; if she took a cook she drank.

When Roger told me that he was going to marry her, | wished him joy. As for me |
thought she was stupid and as hard as nails.

Roger introduced her to his friends. He gave her lovely jewels. He took her everywhere.
Their marriage was announced for the nearest future. Roger was very pleased with
himself, he was committing a good action.

Then suddenly he fell out of love. | don't know why. Perhaps that pathetic look of hers
ceased to touch his heart-strings. He realized that Ruth Barlow had made up her mind to
marry him and he swore that nothing would make him marry her. Roger knew it wouldn't
be easy. Roger didn't show that his feelings to Ruth Barlow had changed. He remained
attentive to all her wishes, he took her to dine at restaurants, he sent her flowers, he was
charming.

They were to get married as soon as they found a house that suited them; and they started
looking for residences. The agents sent Roger orders to view' and he took Ruth to see
some houses. It was very difficult to find anything satisfactory. They visited house after
house. Sometimes they were too large and sometimes they were too small; sometimes
they were too far from the centre and sometimes they were too close; sometimes they
were too expensive and sometimes they wanted too many repairs; sometimes they were
too stuffy and sometimes they were too airy. Roger always found a fault that made the
house unsuitable. He couldn't let his dear Ruth to live in a bad house.

Ruth began to grow peevish. Roger asked her to have patience. They looked at hundreds
of houses; they climbed thousands of stairs. Ruth was exhausted and often lost her
temper. For two years they looked for houses. Ruth grew silent, her eyes no longer
looked beautiful and pathetic. There are limits to human patience.

"Do you want to marry me or do you not?" she asked him one day.

"Of course | do. We'll be married the very moment we find a house."

"I don't f eel well enough to look at any more houses."

Ruth Barlow took to her bed. Roger remained gallant as ever. Every day he wrote her and
told her that he had heard of another house for them to look at, A week later he received
the following letter:

'Roger — I do not think you really love me. I've found someone who really wants to take
care of me and | am going to be married to him today.

Ruth.
He sent back his reply:
‘Ruth — I'll never get over this blow. But your happiness must be my first concern. | send

you seven addresses. | am sure you'll find among them a house that will exactly suit you.
Roger.

15. Mr. Know-All by W.S. Maugham

Once | was going by ship from San-Francisco to Yokohama. | shared my cabin with a
man called Mr. Kelada. He was short and of a sturdy build, cleanshaven and dark-
skinned, with a hooked nose and very large liquid eyes. His long black hair was curly.
And though he introduced himself as an Englishman | felt sure that he was born under a
bluer sky than is generally seen in England. Mr. Kelada was chatty. He talked of New
York and of San Francisco. He discussed plays, pictures and politics. He was familiar.
Though | was a total stranger to him he used no such formality as to put mister before my
name when he addressed me. | didn't like Mr. Kelada. | not only shared a cabin with him
and ate three meals a day at the same table, but I couldn't walk round the deck without his
joining me. It was impossible to snub him. It never occurred to him that he was not
wanted. He was certain that you were as glad to see him as he was glad to see you. In
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your own house you might have kicked him downstairs and slammed the door in his face.
Mr. Kelada was a good mixer, and in three days knew everyone on board. He ran
everything. He conducted the auctions, collected money for prizes at the sports,
organized the concert and arranged the fancy-dress ball. He was everywhere and always.
He was certainly the best-hated man in the ship. We called him Mr. Know-A11, even to
his face. He took it as a compliment. But it was at meal times that he was most
intolerable. He knew everything better than anybody else and you couldn't disagree with
him. He would not drop a subject till he had brought you round to his way of thinking.
The possibility that he could be mistaken never occurred to him.

We were four at the table: the doctor, I, Mr. Kelada and Mr. Ramsay.

Ramsay was in the American Consular Service, and was stationed at Kobe. He was a
great heavy fellow. He was on his way back to resume his post, having been on a flying
visit to New York to fetch his wife, who had been spending a year at home. Mrs. Ramsay
was a, very pretty little thing with pleasant manners and a sense of humour. She was
dressed always very simply, but she knew how to wear her clothes.

One evening at dinner the conversation by chancedrifted to the subject of pearls. There
was some argu- ment between Mr. Kelada and Ramsay about the value of culture and
real pearls. | did not believe Ramsay knew anything about the subject at all. At last Mr.
Kelada got furious and shouted: "Well, I know what | am talking about. I'm going to
Japan just to look into this Japanese pearl business. I'm in the trade. | know the best
pearls in the world, and what | don't know about pearls isn't worth knowing."

Here was news for us, for Mr. Kelada had never told anyone what his business was.
Ramsay leaned forward.

"That's a pretty chain, isn't it?" he asked pointing to the chain that Mrs. Ramsay wore.

"I noticed it at once," answered Mr. Kelada. "Those are pearls all right.”

"l didn't buy it myself, of course," said Ramsay. "I wonder how much you think it cost."
"Oh, in the trade somewhere round fifteen thousand dollars. But if it was bought on Fif th
Avenue anything up to thirty thousand was paid for it."

Ramsay smiled. "You'll be surprised to hear that Mrs. Ramsay bought that string the day
bef ore we left New York for eighteen dollars. I'll bet you a hundred dollars it's
imitation."

"Done."

"But how can it be proved?" Mrs. Ramsay asked.

"Let me look at the chain and if it's imitation I'll tell you quickly enough. I can afford to
lose a hundred dollars," said Mr. Kelada.

The chain was handed to Mr. Kelada. He took a magnifying glass from his pocket and
closely examined it. A smile of triumph spread over his face. He was about to speak.
Suddenly he saw Mrs. Ramsay's face. It was so white that she looked as if she were about
to faint'. She was staring at him with wide and terrified eyes. Mr. Kelada stopped with his
mouth open. He flushed deeply. You could almost see the effort he was making over
himself. "I was mistaken," he said. "It's a very good imitation.” He took a hundred-dollar
note out of his pocket and handed it to Ramsay without a word. "Perhaps that'll teach you
a lesson,” said Ramsay as he took the note. | noticed that Mr. Kelada's hands were
trembling.

The story spread over the ship. It was a fine joke that Mr. Know-All had been caught out.
But Mrs. Ramsay went to her cabin with a headache.

Next morning | got up and began to shave. Suddenly | saw a letter pushed under the door.
| opened the door and looked out. There was nobody there. | picked up the letter and saw
that it was addressed to Mr. Kelada. | handed it to him. He took out of the envelope a
hundred-dollar note. He looked at me and reddened.

"Were the pearls real?" | asked.

"If | had a pretty little wif e | shouldn't let her spend a year in New York while I stayed at
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Kobe," said he.

16. Art for Heart's Sake'

R. Goldberg

"Here, take your juice," said Koppel, Mr. Ellsworth's servant and nurse.

"No," said Collis P. Ellsworth.

"But it's good for you, sir!"

"The doctor insists on it."

Koppel heard the front door bell and was glad to leave the room. He found Doctor
Caswell in the hall downstairs.

"I can't do a thing with him," he told the doctor.” He doesn't want to take his juice. I can't
persuade him to take his medicine. He doesn't want me to read to him. He hates TV. He
doesn't like anything!"

Doctor Caswell took the information with his usual professional calm. This was not an
ordinary case. The old gentleman was in pretty good health for a man of seventy. But it
was necessary to keep him from buying things. His financial transactions always ended in
failure, which was bad for his health.

"How are you this morning? Feeling better?" asked the doctor. "I hear you haven't been
obeying my orders."

The doctor drew up a chair and sat down close to the old man. He had to do his duty. "I'd
like to make a suggestion,” he said quietly. He didn't want to argue with the old man.
Old Ellsworth looked at him over his glasses. The way Doctor Caswell said it made him
suspicions. "What is it, more medicine, more automobile rides to keep me away from the
office?" the old man asked with suspicion. "Not at all,” said the doctor. "I've been
thinking of something different. As a matter of fact I'd like to suggest that you should
take up art. I don't mean seriously of course," said the doctor, "just try. You'll like it."
Much to his surprise the old man agreed. He only asked who was going to teach him
drawing. "I've thought of that too," said the doctor. "I know a student from an art school
who can come round once a week. If you don't like it, after a little while you can throw
him out.” The person he had in mind and promised to bring over was a certain Frank
Swain, eighteen years old and a capable student. Like most students he needed money.
Doctor Caswell kept his promise.

He got in touch with Frank Swain and the lessons began. The old man liked it so much
that when at the end of the f irst lesson Koppel came in and apologised to him for
interrupting the lesson, as the old man needed a rest, Ellsworth looked disappointed.
When the art student came the following week, he saw a drawing on the table. It was a
vase. But something was definitely wrong with it.

"Well, what do you think of it?" asked the old man stepping aside.

"l don't mean to hurt you, sir...", began Swain.

"I see,” the old man interrupted, "the halves don't match. I can't say | am good at drawing.
Listen, young man," he whispered. "I want to ask you something before Old Juice comes
again. I don't want to speak in his presence."

"Yes, sir," said Swain with respect.

"I've been thinking... Could you come twice a week or perhaps three times?"

"Sure, Mr. Ellsworth," the student said respectfully.

"When shall | come?"

They arranged to meet on Monday, Wednesday and Friday.

As the weeks went by, Swain's visits grew more frequent. The old man drank his juice
obediently. Doctor Caswell hoped that business had been forgotten forever.

When spring came, Ellsworth painted a picture which he called "Trees Dressed in
White." The picture was awful. The trees in it looked like salad thrown up against the
wall. Then he announced that he was going to display it at the Summer Show at the
Lathrop Gallery. Doctor Caswell and Swain didn't believe it. They thought the old man
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was joking.

The summer show at the Lathrop Gallery was the biggest exhibition of the year. All
outstanding artists in the United States dreamt of winning a Lathrop prize.

To the astonishment of all "Trees Dressed in White" was accepted for the Show.

Young Swain went to the exhibition one af ternoon and blushed when he saw "Trees
Dressed in White"

gi 1 'BO i di of the strange picture, Swain rushed out. He was ashamed that a picture like
that had been accepted for the show.

However Swain did not give up teaching the old man. Every time Koppel entered the
room he found the old man painting something. Koppel even thought of hiding the brush
from him. The old man seldom mentioned his picture and was usually cheerful.

Two days before the close of the exhibition Ellsworth received a letter. Koppel brought it
when Swain and the doctor were in the room. "Read it to me,"” asked the old man putting
aside the brush he was holding in his hand. "My eyes are tired from painting."

The letter said: "It gives the Lathrop Gallery pleasure to announce that Collis P.
Kllsworth has been awarded the First Landscape Prize of ten thousand dollars for his
painting "Trees Dressed in White".

Smain became dumb with astonishment. Koppel dropped the glass with juice he was
about to give Ellsworth. Doctor Caswell managed to keep calm. "Congratulations, Mr.
Ellsworth,"” said the doctor. "Fine, fine... Frankly, I didn't expect that your picture would
win the prize. Anyway I've proved to you that art is more satisfying than business."”

"Art is nothing. | bought the Lathrop Gallery," said the old man highly pleased with the
effect of his deception.

17. Wager with Destiny

E.E. Gatti

Anderson was alone in camp when the native boy brought him Barton's book.

"The boss has dropped it on the trail," the boy said. Anderson knew the book well, a
cheap, shabby little notebook. He had heard Barton say a dozen times that he'd bought it
with the first dime he'd earned, and every financial transaction he'd made since was
entered in that book.

The camp was inside a mountain jungle in the Kuvi region of the Congo. And the heavy
clouds overhead made Anderson feel gloomy. He was not well, and he was nervous. And
he was unreasonably disturbed about the cage.

He had come on this hunting safari as Barton's guest. Barton, now, was one of the richest
men in America; a hard man, who was proud of his power. It was surprising, therefore, to
Anderson, that after fifteen years of silence, Barton had looked him up, renewed their
boyhood friendship and made him this invitation. Anderson was grateful for it; for he,
himself, was penniless and a failure.

Barton had made a bet at his club that he could capture alive a full-grown gorilla and
bring it back to America. Hence the safari. And hence the portable steel cage with its
automatic door.

Anderson couldn't bear to think of a great gorilla, unable to use his magnificent strength,
shut up in the cage. But Anderson, of course, was sensitive about steel bars.

He did not mean to look in Barton's book. It had fallen into the mud, and Anderson only
wanted to clean it.

But as he turned the pages shaking out the dried mud, his eyes fell upon a date — April 20,
1923. That was the date that had been seared into Anderson's mind with a red-hot iron,
and mechanically he read the entry. Then he opened his mouth and the air swam around
him.

“April 20, 1923, received $50,000” the book stated. Nothing more than that. And on
April 20, 1923, he, Anderson, an innocent man, a young accountant in the same firm

176



where Barton was just beginning his career, had been sentenced to fifteen years in prison
for embezzlement' of $50,000.

Anderson was as shaken as if the very ground had opened under his feet. Memories
rushed back to him. The books' had been tampered' with, all right. But they had never
been able to locate the money.

And all the time it was Barton who had stolen the money; had used it as the cornerstone4
of his vast suc- cess; had noted it down, laconically, in his little book!

"But why did he bring me here?" Anderson asked himself. His body was burning with
heat, and his head was heavy; he felt the first sign of malaria. And his heart was filled
with the terrible, bitter rage of one betrayed. "Does he think I suspect him? Does he plan
to kill me now?"

And then the reason came, cold and clear. There was a power of justice in life, and that
power had made Barton bring him, so that he, Anderson, could take the law in his own
hands, and the guilty would be punished instead of the innocent.

At once his mind was made up, and he had never known his thinking to be so clear and
direct. He would kill Barton while he slept — they shared the same tent. And he would go
to bed now and pretend sleeping, so that he would not have to speak to Barton.

It was already late in the afternoon. Anderson uneasily walked into the tent. But he did
not have to play a role, for as soon as he touched the bed he fell into the heavy sleep of
increasing malaria.

It was bright moonlight outside the tent when he awoke. He could hear Barton's regular,
rhythmic breathing in the darkness near him. He dressed quickly and noiselessly, turned
the safety catch of his revolver and bent above Barton. But a sudden shock of revulsion
came over him.

He put the revolver down carefully on the table near his bed. Then he was outside the tent
and trying to run, to get away from that accusing voice that cried within him, again and
again, "Murderer!"

He did not know where he was until his hand touched something cold and hard — a steel
bar of the cage. God, it knew steel bars, that hand. He closed his eyes against the thought,
and took a few steps forward. Then a noise behind him made him turn around. The steel
door of the cage had dropped! He had walked into the cage, closing the automatic door!
"Where you should be," cried the accusing voice, “where murderers ought to be, in a
cage!”

Anderson sobbed hysterically. Then he fell and the flames of his fever licked him.
Anderson opened his eyes with great effort, and saw above him the face of the friendly
planter who lived some miles from the camp.

"You'll be all right now," the man said, "the fever's over. But how did you get into the
cage?"

Anderson tried to explain, but he didn't have strength enough to speak. He knew where he
was, in a bed in the planter's house. And gradually he became aware that there was
another white man in the room, one he had never seen before.

"He was lucky," the planter was saying to this strange man. "If he hadn't been safe in that
cage, the gorillas would have got him as they did Barton and those pygmies."

"Do you feel able to talk now?" the stranger asked "I expect you're wondering who | am.
| am Barton's lawyer, | flew down from New York to take charge of Barton's affairs as
soon as | got the news. You've been delirious three weeks, you know."

The lawyer sat down beside Anderson's bed. “As you know, my late client was a
superstitious man, and a great gambler”, he said. “You two, as young men, started your
careers together. And on the very day that he received the capital that gave him his
chance, you were sentenced to prison on a charge of embezzling the identical’ sum — fifty
thousand dollars. Barton took the coincidence as an act of fate”.

“He made a kind of bet with fate," the lawyer went on. "If he were allowed to succeed, he
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promised to do something good for you. And he kept the bet, he remembered you in his
will'. I thought you'd like to know why”.

"I know why all right,” said Anderson. A little word called "conscience™, he thought.

"I happened to know all about it," the lawyer added, "Because | was the executor of the
will of Barton's aunt. She hadn't liked hi'm, and he'd expected nothing from her. So that
fifty thousand was like money falling from the skies."

18. The Fisherman and His Soul
O. Wilde

Every evening the young Fisherman went to sea and threw his nets into the water.

When the wind blew from the land he caught very little or nothing, for the wind was
bitter and the waves were heavy. But when the wind blew towards the shore, the fish
came from the depth, and swam into his nets, and he took them to the market and sold
them.

Every evening he went to sea, and one evening the net was so heavy that he could not
draw it into the boat. And he laughed, and said to himself, "Surely | have caught all the
fish of the sea, or some monster," and he put forth all his strength and drew the net to the
surface of the water.

But there were no fish at all in it, nor any monster, but only a little Mermaid, who was
fast asleep.

Her wet hair was like gold, her body was as white as ivory, and her tail was of silver and
pearl, and like seashells were her ears, and her lips were like sea-coral.

She was so beautiful that the young Fisherman drew the net close to him, and embraced
her. And when he touched her, she gave a cry, and awoke, and looked at him in terror and
tried to escape. But he held her so tight that she could not free herself.

And when she saw that she could in no way' escape from him, she began to weep, and
said, "l ask you to let me go, for I am the only daughter of a King, and my father is very
old and all alone.”

But the young Fisherman answered, "I shall let you go if you promise that whenever |
call you, you will come and sing to me, for the fish like to listen to the songs of the Sea-
folk, and so my nets will be full.”

"Will you indeed let me go if | promise you this?" asked the Mermaid.

"Indeed I will let you go," said the young Fisherman.

So she promised him, and swore it by the oath of the Sea-folk' and he loosened his arms,
and let her go, and she sank down into the water, trembling with a strange fear.

Every evening the young Fisherman went to sea, and called to the Mermaid, and she rose
out of the water and sang a marvellous song to him.

And as she sang, all the fish came from the depth to listen to her, and the young
Fisherman threw his nets and caught them. And when his boat was full, the Mermaid
smiled at him and sank down into the sea.

Yet, she never came so near to him that he could touch her. He often called to her and
begged her, but she did not come near him, and when he tried to seize her she sank down
into the water, and he did not see her again that day. And each day the sound of her voice
became sweeter to his ears. So sweet was her voice that he forgot his nets and his boat.
With eyes dim with wonder, he sat idly in his boat and listened, and listened, till night
came.

And one evening he called to her, and said: "Little Mermaid, little Mermaid, | love you.
Let me be your bridegroom, for I love you."

But the Mermaid shook her head. "You have a human soul,” she answered. "Send away
your soul and I shall love you.”
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19. The Mistery of the Blue Jar
Ahatha Christie

I

Going home that evening, he looked through the evening papers anxiously to see if there
were any mention of a crime having been commited. But there was nothing, and he
hardly knew whether to be relieved or disappointed.

The following morning was wet — so wet that even the most ardent golfer might have his
enthusiasm damped.

Jack rose at the last possible moment, ate his breakfast, ran for the train and again eagerly
looked through the papers. Still no mention of any tragic discovery having been made.
The evening papers told the same tale.

"Queer," said Jack to himself, "but there it is. Probably some little boys having a game
together up in the woods."

He was out early the following morning. As he passed the cottage, he noted out of the tail
of his eye that the girj was out in the garden again weeding. Evidently a habit of hers. He
did a particularly good shot, and hoped that she had noticed it.

"Just five and twenty past seven,” he murmured. "'l wonder —"

The words were frozen on his lips. From behind him came the same cry which had so
startled him before. A woman's voice, in distress.

"Murder — help! murder!"

Jack raced back. The pansy girl was standing by the gate. She looked startled, and Jack
ran up to her triumphantly, crying out: "You heard it this time, anyway."

Her eyes were wide with some emotion and he noticed that she shrank back from him as
he approached, and even glanced back at the house, as though she was about to run for
shelter.

She shook her head, staring at him.

"I heard nothing at all,” she said wonderingly.

It was as though she had struck him a blow betweenthe eyes. Her sincerity was so evident
that he could not disbelieve her. Yet he couldn't have imagined it — he couldn't — he —
couldn't—...

He heard her voice speaking gently — almost with sympathy. "You have had the shell-
shock’, yes?"

In a flash he understood her look of fear, her glance back at the house. She thought that
he suffered from delusions...

And then, like a douche of cold water, came the horrible thought, was she right? Did he
suffer from delusions?

In horror of the thought he turned and stumbled away without saying a word. The girl
watched him go, sighed, shook her head, and bent down to her weeding again.

Jack tried to reason matters out with himself.

"If | hear the damned thing again at twenty-five minutes past seven," he said to himself,
"it's clear that I've got hold of a hallucination of some sort. But | won't hear it."

He was nervous all that day, and went to bed early determined to put the matter to the
proof the following morning.

As was perhaps natural in such a case, he remained awake half the night, and finally
overslept himself. It was twenty past seven by the time he was clear of the hotel and
running towards the links. He realised that he would not be able to get to the fatal spot by
twenty-five past, but surely, if the voice were a hallucination pure and simple, he would
hear it anywhere. He ran on, his eyes fixed on the hands of his watch.

Twenty-five past. From far off came the echo of a woman's voice, calling. The words
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could not be distinguished, but he was convinced that it was the same cry he had heard
before, and that it came from the same spot, somewhere in the neighbourhood of the
cottage.

Strangely enough, that fact reassured him. It might, after all, be a hoax'. Unlikely as it
seemed, the girl herself might be playing a trick on him.

The girl was in the garden as usual. She looked up this morning, and when he raised his
cap to her, said good morning rather shyly... She looked, he thought, lovelier than ever.
"Nice day, isn't it?" Jack called out cheerily.

"Yes, indeed, it is lovely."

"Good for the garden, | expect?"

The girl smiled a little.

"Alas, no! For my flowers the rain is needed. See, they are all dried up. Monsieur is much
better today, | can see."”

Her encouraging tone annoyed Jack intensely.

"I'm perfectly well," he said irritably.

"That is good then," returned the girl quickly and soothingly.

Jack had the irritating feeling that she didn't believe him.

He played a few more holes and hurried back to breakfast.

As he ate it, he was conscious, not for the first time, of the close scrutiny of a man who
sat at the table next to him. He was a man of middle-age, with a powerful forceful face.
He had a small dark beard and very piercing grey eyes. His name, Jack knew, was
Lavington, and he had heard vague rumours' as to his being a well-known medical
specialist, but as Jack was not a frequenter of Harley Street, the name had told little or
nothing to him.

But this morning he was very conscious of the quiet observation under which he was
being kept, and it frightened him a little. Was his secret written plainly in his face for all
to see?

Jack shivered at the thought. Was it true? Was he really going mad? Was the whole thing
a hallucination, or was it a gigantic hoax?

And suddenly a very simple way of testing the solution occurred to him He had hitherto
been alone on the course. Supposing someone else was with him? Then ane out of three
things might happen. The voice might be silent. They might both hear it. Or — he
only.might hear it.

That evening he proceeded to carry his plan into effect. Lavington was the man he
wanted with him. They fell into conversation easily enough — the older man might have
been waiting for such an opening. It was clear that for some reason or other Jack
interested him. The latter was able to come quite easily and naturally to the suggestion
that they might play a few holes together before breakfast. The arrangement was made
for the following morning.

They started out a little before seven. It was a perfect day, still and cloudless, but not too
warm. The doctor was playing well, Jack awfully. He kept glancing at his watch.

The girl, as usual, was in the garden as they passed. She did not look up as they passed.
It was exactly twenty-five minutes past seven.

"If you didn't mind waiting a minute," he said, "I think I'll have a smoke."

They paused a little while. Jack filled and lit the pipe with fingers that trembled a little in
spite of himself. An enormous weight seemed to have lifted from his mind.

"Lord, what a good day it is," he remarked. "Go on, Lavington, your shot."

And then it came. Just at the very instant the doctor was hitting. A woman's voice, high
and agonised.

"Murder — Help! Murder!"

The pipe fell from Jack's nerveless hand, as he turned round in the direction of the sound,
and then, remembering, gazed breathlessly at his companion.
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Lavington was looking down the course, shading his eyes.

He had heard nothing.

The world seemed to spin round with Jack. He took a step or two and fell. When he
recovered himself, he was lying on the ground, and Lavington was bending over him.
"There, take it easy now, take it easy."

"What did | do?"

"You fainted, young man — or gave a very good try at it."

"My God!" said Jack, and groaned.

"What's the trouble? Something on your mind?"

"I'll tell you in one minute, but I'd like to ask you something first."

The doctor lit his own pipe and settled himself on the bank. "Ask anything you like," he
said comfortably.

"You've been watching me for the last day or two.

Why?"

Lavington's eyes twinkled a little.

"That's rather an awkward question. A cat can look at a king, you know."

"Don't put me off. I'm earnest. Why was it? I've a vital reason for asking."”

Lavington's face grew serious.

"I'll answer you quite honestly. | recognised in you all

the signs of a man who is under acute strain’, and it intrigued me what that strain could
be."

"I can tell you that easily enough," said Jack bitterly.

"I'm going mad."”

He stopped dramatically, but as his statement did not seem to arouse the interest he
expected, he repeated it.

"I tell you I'm going mad."

"Very curious,” murmured Lavington. "Very curious indeed."”

“I suppose that's all it does seem to you. Doctors are so damned callous”.

“To begin with, although I have taken my degree, I do not practise medicine. Strictly
speaking, | am not a doctor — not a doctor of the body, that it”.

Jack looked at him keenly.

"Of the mind?"

"Yes, in a sense, but more truly I call myself a doctor of the soul.""O}1!"

"l see you do not quite believe me, and yet you've got to come to terms with the soul, you
know, young man. | can assure you that it really did strike me as very curious that such a
well-balanced and perfectly normal young man as yourself should suffer from the
delusion that he was going out of his mind."

"I'm out of my mind, all right. Absolutely mad."

"You will forgive me for saying so, but I don't believe it."

"I suffer from delusions.”

"After dinner?"

"No, in the morning."

"Can't be done,"” said the doctor.

"I tell you I hear things that no one else hears."

"It's quite possible that the delusions of to-day may be the proved scientific facts of to-
morrow."

In spite of himself, Lavington's matter-of-fact manner was having its effect upon Jack. He
felt awfully cheered. The doctor looked at him attentively for a minute or two and then
nodded.

"That's better," he said. "The trouble with you young fellows is that you're so sure
nothing can exist outside your own philosophy that you get the wind up when something
occurs that may change your opinion. Let's hear your grounds for believing that you're
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going mad, and we'll decide whether or not to lock you up afterwards."

As faithfully as he could, Jack told the whole series of occurrences.

"But what | can't understand,” he ended, "is why this morning it should come at half past
seven — five minutes late.”

Lavington thought for a minute or two.

"What's the time now by your watch?" he asked.

"Quarter to eight,” replied Jack, consulting it.

"That's simple enough, then. Mine says twenty to eight.

Your watch is five minutes fast. That's a very interesting and important point — to me. in
fact, it's invaluable."

"In what way?"

Jack was beginning to get interested.

"Well, the obvious explanation is that on the first morning you did hear some such cry —
may have been a joke, may not. On the following mornings, you suggestioned yourself to
hear it at exactly the same time."

"I'm sure | didn't.”

"Not consciously", of course, but the subconscious plays us some funny tricks, you know.
If it were a case of suggestion, you would have heard the cry at twenty-five minutes past
seven by yourw atch,a ndy ouc ouldn ever have heard it when the time, as you thought,
was past."”

"Well, then?"

"Well — it's obvious, isn't it? This cry for help occupies a perfectly definite place and time
In space."

"Yes, but why should | be the one to hear it? | don't believe in ghosts, spirits”, and all the
rest of it. Why should | hear the damned thing?"

"Ah! that we can't tell at present. Some people see and hear things that other people don't
—we don't know why. Some day, no doubt, we shall know why you hear this thing and |
and the girl don't.”

"But what am | going to do?" asked Jack.

"Well, my young friend, you are going to have a good breakfast and get off to the city
without worrying your head further about things you don't understand. I, on the other
hand, am going to look about, and see what | can find out about that cottage back there.
That's where the mystery centres."

Jack rose to his feet.

"Right, sir, I'm on, but | say —"

“Yes?”

Jack flushed awkwardly."I'm sure the girl's all right," he muttered.

Lavington looked amused.

"You didn't tell me she was a pretty girl! Well, cheer up, | think the mystery started
before her time."”

19. Blue Lenses
D. du Maurier

This was the day for the bandages' to be removed and the blue lenses fitted'. Marda West
put her hand up to her eyes and felt the bandage. The days had passed into weeks since
her operation, and she had lain there suffering no physical discomfort, but only the
darkness, a feeling that the world and the life around was passing her by. As for the
operation itself, it had been successful.

"You will see," the surgeon' told her, "more clearly than ever before."

But always during these days of waiting, she had the fear that everybody at the hospital
was being too kind. Therefore, when at last it happened, when at his evening visit the
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surgeon said, "Your lenses will be fitted tomorrow," surprise was greater than joy. She
could not say anything, and he had lef t the room before she could thank him. "You won't
know you've got them, Mrs West" — the day-nurse assured her, leaving.

Such a calm, comfortable voice, and the way she held the glass to the patient's lips. These
things gave confidence that she could not lie.

"Tomorrow | shall see you", said Marda West, and the nurse, with the cheerful laugh
answered, "Yes, I'll give you your first shock.”

"Aren't you feeling excited?" This was the low, soft voice of her night-nurse, who, more
than the rest of them, understood what she had endured4. Nurse Brand was a person of
sunlight, of bearing in fresh flowers, of admitting visitors.

Meals, too, even the dullest of lunches were made to appear delicacies through her
method of introduction.

The night brought consolation and Nurse Ansel. She did not expect courage. It was she
who had smoothed the pillows and held the glass to the lips. At night the patient had only
to touch the bell, and in a moment Nurse Ansel was by the bed. "Can't sleep? | know, it's
bad for you. I'll give you just two and a half grains, and the night won't seem so long".
All she did was faultless. She never annoyed. And when she went off duty, at five
minutes to eight in the morning, she would whisper, "Until this evening."

It was with a special secret sympathy that Nurse Ansel would announce the evening
visitor. "Here is someone you want to see, a little earlier than usual,” the tone suggesting
that Jim was not the husband of ten years but a troubadour, a lover, someone whose
bouquet of flowers had been plucked in an enchanted garden and now brought to a
balcony. Then shyly, the voice would murmur, "Good evening, Mr. West. Mrs. West is
waiting foryou." She would hear the gentle closing of the door, the tip-toeing out with the
flowers and the almost soundless return, the scent of the flowers filling the room.

It must have been during the fifth week that Marda West had suggested, first to Nurse
Ansel and then to her husband, that perhaps when she returned home the night-nurse
might go with them for the first week. Just a week. Just so that Marda West could settle
to home again.

"Aren't you feeling excited?", asked Nurse Ansel.

"In a way", said Marda West. "It's like being born again. I've forgotten how the world
looks."

"Such a wonderful world,” murmured Nurse Ansel, "and you've been patient for so long."”
"It's strange," said Marda West, "tomorrow you won't be a voice to me any more. You'll
be a person.”

"Aren't | a person now?"

"Yes, of course, but it will be different.”

"Sleep, then. Tomorrow will come too soon. Good night, Mrs West. Ring if you want
me."

"Thank you. Good night."

"Well, we can't complain of the weather!" Now it was the day itself, and Nurse Brand
coming in like the first breeze of morning.

"All ready for the great event?" she asked.

Then the surgeon removed the bandages and did something to her eyelids.

"Now, don't be disappointed,” he said. "You won't know any difference for about half an
hour. Then it will gradually clear. | want you to lie quietly during that time."

The dark lenses, fitted inside her lids, were temporary' for the first few days. Then they
would be removed and others fitted.

"How much shall | see?" she asked at last.

"Everything. But not immediately in colour. Just like wearing sunglasses on a bright day.
Rather pleasant."”

His cheerful laugh gave confidence, and when he and Nurse Brand had left the room she
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lay back again, waiting for the fog to clear.

Little by little the mist dissolved.

All was in focus now. Flowers, the wash-basin, the glass with the thermometer in it, her
dressing-gown. Wonder and relief were so great that they excluded thought.

"They weren't lying to me," she thought. "It's happened, It's true."”

Colour was not important. To see, to feel. It was indeed rebirth, the discovery of a world
long lost to her.

She heard Nurse Brand's voice outside, and turned her head to watch the opening door.
"Well... are we happy once more?"

Smiling, she saw the figure dressed in uniform come into the room, bearing a tray, her
glass of milk upon it. Yet, absurd, the head with the uniformed cap was not a woman's
head at all. The thing bearing down upon her was a cow ... a cow on a woman's body.
The frilled cap was upon wide horns. The eyes were large and gentle,but cow's eyes, the
nostrils broad and humid, and the way she stood there, breathing, was the way a cow
stood placidly in pasture”.

"Feeling a bit strange?"

The laugh was a woman's laugh, a nurse's laugh, Nurse Brand's laugh, and she put the
tray down on the cupboard beside the bed. The patient said nothing. She shut her eyes,
then opened them again. The cow in the nurse's uniform was with her still. It was
important to gain time. The patient stretched out her hand carefully for the glass of milk.
She sipped the milk slowly. The mask must be worn on purpose'. Perhaps it was some
kind of experiment connected with the fitting of the lenses — though how it was supposed
to work she could not imagine.

"I see very plainly," she said at last. "At least, | think I Cio."

Nurse Brand stood watching her. The broad uniformed figure was much as Marda West
had imagiaed it, but that cow's head tilted, the ridiculous frill of the horns... where did the
head join the body, if mask it in fact was?

"Is it a trick?" Marda West asked.

"Is what a trick?"

"The way you look ... your ... face?"

The cow's jaw distinctly dropped.

"Really, Mrs West. I'm as the good God made me."

"I didn't mean- to offend you," she said, "but it is just a little strange. You see..."

She was spared explanation because the door opened and the surgeon came into the
room. At least, the surgeon's voice was recognizable as he called. "Hullo! How goes it?"
and his figure in the dark coat was all that an eminent surgeon's should be, but... that
terrier's head, ears pricked, the inquisitive, searching glance?

This time the patient laughed.

"Mrs. West thinks us a bit of a joke," the nurse said. But her voice was not over-'pleased.
The surgeon came and put his hand out to his patient, and bent close to observe her eyes.
She lay very still. He wore no mask either. He was even marked, one ear black,the other
white.

"I'll be in on Thursday," he said, "to change the lenses." Marda West could not demand
an explanation. Instinct warned her that he would not understand. The terrier was saying
something to the cow, giving instructions.

As they moved to the door the patient made a last attempt.

"Will the permanent lenses," she asked, "be the same as these?"

"Exactly the same." said the surgeon, "except that they won't be tinted. You'll see the
natural colour. Until Thursday, then."

He was gone, and the nurse with him. She could hear the murmur of voice outside the
door. What happened now? If it was really some kind of test, did they remove their
masks instantly? She slipped out of bed and went to the door. She could hear the surgeon
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say, "One and a half grains. She's a little tired. It's the reaction, of course™.

Bravely, she flung open the door. They were standing there in the passage, wearing the
masks still.

"Do you want anything, Mrs West?" asked Nurse Band.

Marda West stared beyond them down the corridor. The whole floor was in the
deception”. A maid, carrying dustpan and brush, coming from the room next door, had a
weasel's” head upon her small body, and the nurse advancing from the other side was a
little kitten, her cap coquettish on her furry curls, the doctor beside her a proud lion.
Fear came to Marda West. How could they have known she would open the door at that
minute? Something of her fear must have shown in her face, for Nurse Brand, the cow,
took hold of her and led her back into her room.

"I'm rather tired," Marda West said. "I'd like to sleep."

"That's right,"” said Nurse Brand and gave her a sedative™.

The sedative acted swiftly.

Soon peaceful darkness came, but she awoke, to lunch brought in by the kitten. Nurse
Brand was off duty.

"How long must it go on for?" asked Marda West. She had adjusted herself" to the trick.
"How do you mean, Mrs. West?" asked the kitten, smiling. Such a flighty little thing,
with its pursed-up mouth, and even as it spoke it put a hand to its cap.

"This test on my eyes," said the patient, uncovering the boiled chicken on her plate. "I
don't see the point of it."

"I'm sorry, Mrs. West," the Kkitten said, "I don't follow you. Did you tell Nurse Brand you
couldn't see properly yet?"

"It's not that | can't see,” replied Marda West. "I see perfectly well. The chair is a chair.
The table is a table. I'm about to eat boiled chicken. But why do you look like a kitten?" 'l
see what | see," said the patient. "You are a cat, if you like, and Nurse Brand's a cow."
This time the insult must sound deliberate. Nurse Sweeting, that was the cat's name, had
fine whiskers to her mouth. The whiskers bristled.

"If you please, Mrs. West," she said, "will you eat your chicken, and ring the bell when
you are ready for the next course?"

She left the room.

No, they could not be wearing masks. And the staff of the hospital could not possibly put
on such an act for one patient, for Marda West alone — the expense would be too great.
The fault must lie in the lenses, then.

20. The Last Inch by J. Aldridge

At forty you were lucky if you still enjoyed flying after twenty years of it, and you were
lucky if you could still feel that artistic pleasure of a beginner when you brought the
plane down well.

It was all gone; and he was forty-three and his wife had gone back to Linnean Street,
Cambridge, Mass., and was leading the life she liked to lead, taking the streetcar to
Harvard Square, shopping at the market, living in her old man's decent old farm house
which made a decent life for a decent woman.

He had promised to join her before the summer but he knew he would never do it. He
also knew he would never get another flying job at his age, not for his sort of flying, even
in Canada.

That left him with an apathetic wife who didn't want him, and a ten-year-old boy who had
come too late and was, Ben knew in his heart, not part of either of them: a very lonely
boy lost between them, who understood, at ten, that his mother had no interest in him,
and that his father was a stranger who couldn't talk to him and was too sharp with him in
the rare moments when they were together.

This particular moment was no better than the others. Ben had the boy with him in an
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Auster bumping violently down the 2,000 feet corridor over the Red Sea coast, waiting
for the boy to be airsick.

"If you want to be sick," he said to the boy, "put your head well down on the floor so that
you don't make the plane dirty."”

"Yes," the boy said miserably.

"Are you afraid?"

"A little,” the boy answered: a rather pale, shy and serious voice for a North-American
boy. "Can these bumps smash the plane?"

Ben had no way of comforting him, excepting the truth. "Only if the plane has not been
looked after and periodically checked.”

"Is this..." the boy began, but he was too sick to go on.

"It's all right," his father said irritably. "It's a good enough plane."

The boy had his head down and was beginning to cry quietly.

"Don't cry!" Ben ordered him now. "There's no need to cry. Get your head up, Davy! Get
itup!”

"How do you know where the wind is?" the boy asked.

"The waves, the odd cloud, the feel,” Ben shouted back.

But he no longer knew what.directed his flying. Without thinking about it he knew to a
foot where he would put the plane down. He had to know here, because there were no
feet to spare-' on this piece of natural sand, which was impossible to approach in anything
but a small plane. It was a hundred miles from the nearest native village. It was dead
desert country.

"This is what is important,” Ben said. "When you level off it's got to be' six inches. Not
one foot, or three feet. Six inches! If it's too high and you come down hard, you'll wreck
the plane. If it's too low, you hit a bump and go over. It's the last inch that's important.”
Davy nodded. He knew. He had seen an Auster like this one go over at Embaba. The
student flying it had been killed.

"See!" his father shouted. "Six inches. When she begins to sink, | ease back the stick. I
ease it back. Now!" he said and the plane touched down like a snowflake. The last inch!
He cut off the engine instantly and put on the heel brakes4 which stopped them short of
the sudden drop into the water by six or seven feet.

The two pilots who had discovered this bay had called it Shark Bay, not for its shape but
for its population. It was always well filled with good-sized Red Sea sharks who came
into it after the big shoals of herring and mullet which looked for a safe place in here
from time to time.

It was sharks Ben was here for; and now that he was here he forgot the boy, except to
instruct him how to help unload, how to pack the food bag in wet sand, how to keep the
sand wet with buckets of sea water, and to bring the tools and the small things necessary
for his aqualung and cameras.

"Does anybody ever come here?" Davy asked him.

Ben was too busy to hear him now, but he shook his head. “Nobody! Nobody could get
here, except in a light plane. Bring me the two green bags from the floor”, he said, “and
keep your head covered against the sun. I don't want you to get sunstroke”.

It was Davy's last question. He had asked his questions seriously trying in that way to
soften his father's hard answers. But he gave up the attempt and simply did as he was
told. He watched carefully while his father prepared his aqualung eqvipment and
underwater cameras to go into the perfect clear coral water to film sharks.

"Don't go near the water!" his father ordered.

Davy said nothing.

"These sharks," his father warned, "will be glad to take a bite at you,' especially on the
surface; so don't even put your feet in."”

Davy shook his head.
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Ben wished he could do more for the boy, but it was too late by many years. When he
was away flying (which had been most of the time since Davy was born and since he was
a baby, and now when he was growing into his teens) he had never had contact with him.
In Colorado, in Florida, in Canada, in Irag, in Bahrein, and here in Egypt: it should have
been his wife's work, Joannie's work, to keep the boy lively and happy.

In the early days he had tried himself to make friends with the boy. But he was very
rarely at home, and the "home" was some outlandish place of Arabia which Joannie had
hated and had continually compared with the clear summer evenings and cold sparkling
winters and quiet college streets of that New England town. She had found nothing
interesting in the mud houses of Bahrein at 110 degrees with 100 degrees humidity; nor
in the iron encampments of oilfields, nor even in the dusty streets of Cairo. But all that
apathy, (which had increased until it had beaten her) should be disappearing, now when
she was at home. He would take the boy back to her, and hope that she would begin to
take some interest in him now when she was where she wanted to be. Butshe hadn't
shown much interest yet, and she'd left three months ago.

"Fix that strap between my legs," he told Davy.

He had the heavy aqualung on his back. Its two cylinders of compressed air, 56 Ibs in
weight, would give him the possibility to be thirty feet below for more than an hour.
There was no need to go deeper. The sharks didn't.

"And don't throw any stones in the water," his father said, picking up the cylindrical
watertight camera box.

"It frightens everything in sight. Even the sharks. Give me the mask."

Davy handed him the glass-fronted mask for his face. "I'll be down there about twenty
minutes," Ben told him. “Then I'll come up and have lunch because the sun is already too
high. You can put some stones on each side of the plane's wheels, and then sit under the
wing out of the sun. Do you get that?”

"Yes," Davy said.

Davy watched the sea swallow his father and sat down to watch for a moment, as if there
was something to see.But there was nothing at all, except the air-bubble breaking the
surface from time to time.

There was nothing on the surface of the sea, which disappeared in the far horizon; and
when he climbed up the hot sand-hill to the highest side of the sand bay, he could see
nothing but the bare desert behind him.

Below, there was only the aeroplane, the little silver Auster. He felt free enough now,
with no one in sight for a hundred miles, to sit inside the plane and study it. But the smell
of it began to make him sick again, so he got out and poured a bucket of water around the
sand where the lunch was, and then sat down to see if he could watch the sharks his
father was photographing. He could see nothing below surface at all; and in the hot
silence and loneliness he wondered what would happen if his father didn't come up again.
Ben was having trouble with the valve' that gave the right amount of air. He wasn't deep,
only twenty feet, but the valve worked irregularly.

The sharks were there, but at a distance, just out of camera range.

"This time," he told himself, "I'm going to get three thousand dollars."

He was paid by the Commercial Television Stock Company; a thousand dollars for every
five hundred feet of shark film, and a special'thousand dollars for any shot of a
hammerhead.

While they ate their silent lunch he changed the film in the French camera and fixed the
valve of his aqualung, and it was only when he began to open one of the bottles of lager
that he remembered that he had brought nothing lighter to drink for his son.

"Did you find something to drink?" he asked Davy.

"No," Davy told him. "There is no water..."

"You'll have to drink some of this," he told Davy. "Open a bottle and try it, but don't
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drink too much of it."

He did not like the idea of a ten-year-old drinking beer but there was nothing else. Davy
opened a bottle, took a quick drink, but swallowed it with difficulty. He shook his head
and gave the bottle back to his father.

"You had better open a can of peaches,” Ben said.

A can of peaches was no good in this dry noonday heat, but there was nothing else to
give him. Ben lay back when he had finished eating, covered the equipment carefully
with a wet towel, looked at Davy to see that he was not ill or in the sun, and went to
sleep.

"Does anyone know we are here?" Davy was asking him when he was getting into the
water again after his sweaty rest.

"Why do you ask that? What's the matter?"

"I don't know. I just thought..."

"Nobody knows we're here," Ben said. "We get permission from the Egyptians to fly to
Hurgada; but they don't know that we come down this far. They must not know either.
Remember that!"

"Could they find us?"

Ben thought the boy was afraid that they would be caught for doing something wrong.
"No, no one could ever reach us either by sea or by land.”

Crarbn 19 pedepHpPOBAHMA HA AHTJIMICKOM SI3bIKE

1.bonpie HEMPUATHOCTH METOJUKE KaK Hayke 00 oOpa30BaHWM, B YACTHOCTH B MHOCTPAHHBIX
sI3pIKaX, TMPUHECTA Ha KaKOM-TO JTale OTOPBAHHOCTh €€ OT HayKH. 3/1eCh, MpaBja, BHHA
COOCTBEHHO M CaMOW HayKd. JIMHTBUCTBI B T€UEHHWE MHOTHX JIET TPEIIMJIA BOT TaKOW YMCTOU
HayKol ¥ HanmoMmuHaiau MHe Kas u3 ckazku o CHEXHOUM KOpOJIeBE, KOTOPBIN CUJIET B JICASHOM
JBOPIIC M CKJIAJbIBa] M3 KyOMKOB CJI0BO "Be4HOCTH". MIHOTrAa, KOrja s 4WTar JUccepTaliuu
JUHTBUCTOB, HUKAK HAa MPaKTHKy HE BBIXOAAIINX, Bceraa BcromuHaro Kas u agymaro, Kak eMmy
XO0JIOJTHO cuieTh BO JABopie. [loroMy 4To, Kak MpakKTUKH, OTOPBAHHBIE OT HAYKU U TEOPHUH, TaK U
TEOPETUKH, OTOPBAHHBIE OT MPAKTUKH, OIMHAKOBO YIICPOHBHI.

B Poccun 200 MUIITTHOHOB YEJIOBEK 3HAIOT PYCCKUH SI3bIK, OJTHAKO 3TO COBCEM HE O3HAYaET, 4TO
BCE OHM MOTYT €ro IpernojaBaTb. Henb3s mpenojgaBath MWHOCTpPAaHHbBIEC S3BIKA, HE TMOHUMAS,
HampuMep, MeXaHu3Ma pedcoOpazoBaHus. be3 3TOro MOHMMaHUS TEOPETHYECKOTO BOMPOCA
TepSAETCS AparolieHHOe BpeMs, IIPENo1aBaTelid CTOHYT, YTO UM HE XBaTaeT 4yacoB. B pesynbrare,
Kak ITIOKa3ajla MHOTOJICTHSISI TpaKTHKa B HAIled COBETCKOW JKM3HM, JECSITUICTUAMM el
TIOTOJIOBHBIN Opak, JIFOJW YYUIIH S3BIKUA B IIKOJIE, HESI3BIKOBOM BY3€, KOHUAIH aCIUPAHTYPY - H
HE 3HAJIM JBYX CJIOB. MWUIMOHBI NIKOJBHUKOB, TOJYYHB aTTeCTaT, HE HWMEIH HUKAKOTO
MIPE/ICTaBICHUSI 00 MHOCTPAHHOM SI3BIKE.

bena yuureneii Oblla B HI3KOM YPOBHE 3HAHUM, YTO HEYAMBUTEIHHO B CTpaHE, HA MHOTHE TOIbI
OTPE3aHHOW OT TOrO0 MHpa, TJe S3BIK ECTECTBEHHBIM 00pa3oM ymoTpedisics. Mbl BooOIIe
MpErno/iaBajii BCE WHOCTPAHHBIE SI3BIKM KaK MEPTBBIE - JIATBIHb WM JIpeBHErpeueckuii. Mol
nojp3oBanuchk mpousBeAeHusamu Illekcnupa, [ukkenca, Yocepa; coBpeMeHHas JUTEpaTypa
ObLIa mpenacraBiieHa mectbio ToMamu "Caru u @opcaiitax". Xots ['oncyopcu mucan B repBoi
nosoBuHe XX BeKa, sl HAC OH CIIYXKWJI MPUMEPOM COBPEMEHHOTO aHTJIMUCKOTO SI3bIKA.

SI3pIK Kak CpencTBO OOIIEHUS Hayaid NpenojaBaTh TOrjaa, KOrJa KOPEHHBIM 00pa3oM
M3MEHWIACh Halla ku3Hb. Ha cBoeM (hakynbTeTe MbI MBITAEMCS COCMHHUTH HAYYHbBIC TEOPHH C
MPaKkTUKOW mpernogaBaHus. IlepBpiMM B CTpaHe Mbl CO3JaJIM YYEHBIM COBET IO 3aluTe
KaHAUJATCKUX U JIOKTOPCKHX JUCCEepTaluid, B KOTOPOM (PUIIOJIOTHUSl COEJUHEHA C METOIMKOM.
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Bce ocranpHBIE COBETHI 3aHUMAIOTCA JHOO OTAETBLHO (QUIOJIOTHEH, MO0 MeToJaMu
IIpenoJaBaHusl MHOCTPAHHBIX $3bIKOB. Hall coBeT B OpraHM3allMOHHOM CMBICIE COYETAET U
TEOpHI0, W TpakTuky. C OJHOW CTOPOHBI, 3TO Hac oOoramaer, ¢ JIPYrodl - BBIABISIOTCA
HEJENOCTH, KpalHOCTU U B TOW, U B IPYroi 00JacTsIX, KOTrJJa Ha HUX CMOTPUT CBEXHM B3IJIAL.

Ceituac omnpenenuiaoch HOBOE MOIIIHOE HAlpaBJICHUE - S3BIK M KyJIbTypa. Mbl 00HapyKUJIH, YTO
MpernojaBaHue si3bIka HEBO3MOXKHO B OTPBIBE OT KYJBTYpPBL. SI3BIK - 3TO CPEICTBO OOIIEHUS, a
SI3BIK OOIIEHHS - 3TO HE MPOCTO MpaBHJia TpaMMaTHKH, Cy(QPUKCh U mpeduKchl, 3TO ele U
OTPOMHBIM KOMIUIEKC TaK HAa3bIBAEMBIX (POHOBBIX KYyJIbTYPHBIX 3HAHUH O TOM, KaK >KUBET H
(GYHKIMOHHUPYET B MHUPE S3bIKa MPEJMET WM SBIICHHE, 0003HAYaeMOE S3BIKOM.

S3bIK OoTpakaeT MUp U GOPMHUPYET HOCUTENEH S3bIKa, BCE MBI - IPOIYKTHI S3bIKA U KYJIbTYPHI,
HaBsI3aHHOW HaM TMPU POXKIACHUH U MPHU OBJAJCHUU POJHBIM SI3BIKOM. B sI3bIKE€ €CTh MOIIHBII
KyJbTYPOHOCHBIHN ILJIACT, KOTOPBIA HECeT B cebe OTHOLIEHHE K MUPY, JIOAsIM U T.1. U Bce 3To ¢
SI3BIKOM BMECTE€ MBI YCBaWBaeM KaK JaHHOCTh. [I0TOM HauMHAIOTCS KOH(MIUKTHI, KOTIA MBI
BCTPEYAEMCSl C JIIOJbMU, KOTOPBIM MPOAMKTOBAHBI JPYTU€ YCIOBUS KU3HU U EAUHEHUS.
CoO0TBETCTBEHHO BO3HUKAIOT KOH(MIUKTHI KyJIbTYP U KOHQIHUKTHI S3bIKOB.

W3-3a 3TOro Mpl HaOMBaeM IIHUIIKH Ka)KIH:II\/JI pa3, Koraga CTaJKhuBacMCsa C IIapTHCpaMHu II0
MEKITyHApOJAHOMY COTPYAHHUYECTBY. Y Hac HET MpoOieM C apTUKISIMHU M mpetoramu. Ho 3to
aOCOJIIOTHO HE O3Ha4aeT, yTo Hamle oOuieHne >(PGEeKTUBHOM M MpaBUWIIbHO. MBI coBepllaeMm,
0CcOOEHHO TMOHayally, OrPOMHOE KOJHMYECTBO OMIMOOK B KyinbType oOmenus. Celdyac Mol
cTapaeMcs Hay4WTh HAIIUX CTYJCHTOB BCEMY TOMY, YTO CaMH B CBOE BpeMs He 3HaIU. S um
3aBU/IYIO - OHH MOJIy4alOT YHUKAIbHOE 00pa3oBaHue.

20.B nepBoii yactu Tpyaa «BoliHa U e 3aKOHBI» (3TO HAauOOJIee CII0KHAs M Ba)KHAs €ro 4acTh)
BOWHA pacCMaTpUBAeTCS KaK MCTOPUYECKOE W  COIHMAIBHO-TIOJMTHYECKOE SBIICHUE —
IKCTpeM(EHOMEH, PaCKPBIBAIOTCS €€ CYIIHOCTb, COJEp:KaHWe, THUIBI M BHUJbI, MOAYNHEHHOCTD
BOWHBI OOBEKTUBHBIM HAYYHBIM 3aKOHAM. 37eCh TIyOOKO aHATM3UPYIOTCS U TIOKA3BIBAOTCS
OCOOCHHOCTH  AMIMPUYECKOTO0  (4yBCTBEHHOT0) M TEOPETHYECKOro  (JIOTMYEecKOro,
palMOHAIIPHOTO) TO3HAHWS 3aKOHOMEPHBIX OTHOIIEGHWHM BOWHBI, HayyHas CHUCTeMa ee

COOCTBEHHBIX  3aKOHOB,  OOBSCHSETCS ~ MEXaHU3M  MX  JCUCTBUA.ABTOpP  IOKazaj
HECOCTOSITEIBHOCTh «yPaBHUBAHHUS B TIpaBax» BOWHBI KaK HACWJIHCTBEHHOW BOOPY>KEHHOMU
(hopMBI B3aMMOOTHOIICHUI TOCYJApCTB M JPYTHX «BOMH» — 3KOHOMHYECKOH, (PMHAHCOBOH,

WJICOJIOTMYECKOM, NUIIOMAaTHYECKOM U T. ., KOTOpPbIE SBISIIOTCS BHUJAMH KOHKYPEHTHBIX
MEXIYHApOJHBIX OTHOIIEHUN. B BoeHHOE ke BpeMs 3TH (HOpMBbI OOPHOBI XOTS U 00OCTPSIIOTCA,
HO BCE PaBHO JIMUIb JOMOJHSIOT U 00ECHeuHuBalOT IJIaBHYIO, pelanilyio ¢hopMy O00pbObI —
BoOpykeHHYI0. COOCTBEHHO BOWHA IO CBOEMY COJCpPKAHHIO OTIMYAeTCS OT BCEX IPYTHX
«BOWHY» CYIIHOCTHBIM IPHU3HAKOM — B0OPYIICEHHOU 60pbOOL, KOTOpas MpPHAACT BOWHE B €€
MepBOHAYAILHOM MTOHUMAaHHUH TPUCYIee TOJIBKO el KaueCTBEHHOE CBOWCTBO. OHO 3aKII0YaeTcs
B TOM, UYTO BOWHY BEAYT BOOPY>KEHHBIEC CHJIBI M HAPOJIBI B IIEJIOM, B TO BpeMsI Kak apyrue Gopmbl
O0pBOBI, COIMYTCTBYS BOOPYKEHHOU 00phOE, BEAYT rPaKIaHCKUE TOCYNaPCTBEHHBIC HHCTUTYTHI.
Kpome Toro, oHu MOryT mpUMEHSATHCS U B MUpHOE Bpemsl. BkiiagpiBasi NYMEHHO TaKOM CMBICH B
MOHSTUE «BOIHA», aBTOP BCKPHIBAET CUCTEMHBIE 3aKOHBI 3TOT'0 CJI0KHOTO SIBJICHHUS.

®dunocodpy C.A. TromkeBudy HecIydyallHO MPUCBOCHO y4E€HOE 3BaHUE Mpodeccopa B o0iacTu
BoeHHOI uctopuu. [IpobneMy HCMONB30BaHUS 3aKOHOB BOWHBI OH YK€ MHOTO JIET peIIaerT,
aHATM3HUPYS OOTaThI UCTOPUYECKHUI MaTepUall, MPOCIS)KUBASI U3MEHEHUE COJIEP>KAHUST BOWHBI C
JPEBHEUIIMX BpPEMEH JO0 HallUX JHEH. ABTOp I[OKa3aj, 4YTO BOWHA MPONUIA CIOXHBII
IUANeKTUYeCKU TyTh pPa3BUTHUS: B TMEPBOOBITHOM OOIIECTBE OHA Oblla MPAKTUYECKH
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TOXXJIECTBEHHA BOOPYKEHHOUM OOphOe, HAIIpaBJICHHOW HA 00ECIICUCHUE YCIOBUHN CYIICCTBOBAHUS
rpymnm jroaei (6oprba 3a pacHMpeHHe NMacTOMIN, palHOHOB OXOTHI M T. 1.); B XXI Beke BoifHa
CYIIIECTBEHHO OCIIOKHUIIACH MO COJIEP>KAaHUI0, TIPHUHSTIA MEKIOCYIapCTBEHHYIO OpMY U UMEET
LIEeTBI0, KaK TPaBuiIo, 60prOy 3a (pruHAHCOBBIC, TPUPOIHBIC, YJHEPTETUICCKUE, OMOTOTHYECKUE U

JPyTHE PECYPCHI.

B paccmarpuBaemMom Tpyze oTMEYaeTCs, UTO Pa3BUTHE BOCHHOW TEOPHH, TITyOOKOE OCMBICIICHUE
BCEro, 4TO POXKJIEHO U POXKIAETCS PEBOIOIMEH B BOGHHOM Jieie, — BakHelInas 00s3aHHOCTh
BOEHHBIX KaApoB. [locTHkeHrne CyIIHOCTH COBPEMEHHBIX BOMH, UX COLIMAIBHO-IIOJUTHYECKOTO,
BOCHHO-TEXHOJIOTUYECKOTO W CTPATErMYECKOr0 XapakTepa, COBEPUICHCTBOBAHUE CHUCTEMBI
3aKOHOB BOCHHOW HAyKHM M MPHUHIIMIIOB BOEHHOI'O HCKYyCCTBA — HEOOXOAUMOE YCIOBUE
YCHENIHOTO PelIeHus 3a/1ay, cTosmux nepen Boopyxennsimu Cunamu Poccun. B 3Tom cmbicie
0c000€ 3HaYeHHE UMEIOT CIIEAYIOIINE COJIEPKALIUECS B TPY/I€ OJIOKEHUS.

[IpuHUMNIKATIBHO BaKHBIM SBJISIETCSI TOJIOKEHUE O CYIIHOCTH BOMHBI Kak MPOAOKEHUS
MOJUTUKUA  OINPEACNICHHBIX KJIACCOB, TOCYAapCTB CPEACTBAMH BOOPYXKEHHOTO HACHJIUS,
000CHOBAHHUIO U pa3BUTHIO KoToporo Crenan AHapeeBHd yaenus ocoboe BHUMaHue. [lonmnTruka
MOPOXKIAET BOWHY, OMNpEAENseT LEeNu BOWHBI, €€ COLMATBbHO-TNIOIUTUYECKUH U BOEHHO-
CTpaTernyecKuil XapakTep; OKa3bIBaeT pellarollee BO3AEHCTBUE HAa OOIIECTBO B 1IEIAX CO3AAHUS
U HCIIONb30BaHUsI HEOOXOJMMOW BOEGHHON MOIIM; OOecreyrBaeT JOCTHUKEHHE MOCTaBICHHBIX
1efei ¢ MOMOIIbI0 HE TOJHKO BOOPYKEHHOTO HACHIIMs, HO M JPYTHX BHUIIOB OOpHOBI B BOIHE
(3KOHOMUYECKOH, HAYYHO-TEXHUUECKOH, TUTUIOMATUICCKON, MICOJIOTHUECKOH ); 00yCIOBINBACT
XapakTep U HaIPaBJIEHHOCTb [TOCIIEBOEHHOTO MUPA.

3.Jlpyras cropoHa CYIIHOCTH BOHHBI — BOOpYXCHHas OopnrOa — 00JaJacT CBOHCTBOM
00paTHOTO BO3JEHCTBHS Ha MOJUTHKY: OHA MOKET 3aCTaBUTh IEPECMOTPETh HE TOJBKO
MOJINTUYCCKHUE 1€ BOMHBI, HO U BCIO BHYTPEHHIOIO U BHEIIHIOIO MTOJIUTUKY BOIOIOIICH CTOPOHBI
(BOIOIOIIUX CTOPOH), MOJUTHYECKYIO CHCTEMY OOIIECTBa, €r0 JTyXOBHYIO H3Hb, SKOHOMUKY U
T. 1. bosee TOro, BO3HMKHOBEHHE PAKETHO-SJECPHOTO OPYXHS W JAPYTMX BHIOB OPYXKHS
MacCOBOI'0 TOPAXECHHSI KOPCHHBIM 00pa30M H3MEHHJIO HE TOJBKO XapaKTep BOOPYKCHHOMU
0OpbOBI, HO M €€ TOJMTUYECKOE COJCp)KaHHe, CJejIaB BOWHY B IEJIOM HPPAIMOHAIBLHOM,
HECIocoOHOM 00eCTIeYnTh JOCTHKEHHUE MOCTABIEHHBIX MOTUTHYCCKUX IIEeIICH.

Ha »ToM ocHOBaHMM B TpyJe YOEOUTENBHO [OKa3bIBAETCsS, YTO TaK Ha3blBAeMOE HOBOE
TOJIKOBAaHWE BOWHBI, UTHOPUPYIOIIIEE BOOPYKEHHYIO O0pHOY Kak ee peraronuii crenupuaecKkui
MPU3HAK, HECOCTOATENbHO. HempaBoMepHO Takke yTBep:KJaTh, YTO BOWHBI MOTYT OBITh U 0€3
MIPUMEHEHHSI BOOPY>KEHHOTO HACWJIMSI, YTO OHU HE 0053aTeIbHO CBS3aHBI C HEMOCPEACTBEHHBIM
MPUMEHEHUEM OpYXKHS, YTO U «TOpAYUE», U «XOJOJHBIC» BOWHBI — SIBJIIEHUE OJHOTO
CYILITHOCTHOTO TMOPAJIKA, YTO MPOTUBOOOPCTBO TOCYJAPCTB M COLUATIBHBIX CHJI, HALIMOHAIBHBIX U
WHBIX JBIKEHUH B COBPEMEHHBIX YCJOBHSX, Jaxke 0e3 BOOPYKEHHOM OOphOBI — 3TO TOXKE
BOMHA.

HccnenoBaB M packpblB  CMbICH, CyHmHOCTh BOWHBI, C.A. TromKeBUY NpPUCTYyNaeT K
PacCMOTPEHHMIO CHCTEMHBIX 3aKOHOB 3TOT0 YpE3BBIYAMHO CIIOXKHOIO M NPOTHBOPEUHUBOIO
o0IiecTBEHHOTro sABJIeHMs. IIpm STOM OH OTMe4aeT, 4YTO MpolLecc IO3HAHUSA 3aKOHOB
HCTOPUYECKH U JIOTUYECKH BKIIIOYAET ABa 3Tana. [IepBblil — sMIUpHUUYECKUii, B OCHOBE KOTOPOIO
JIEKAT BOCHPOU3BEIECHUE U HCIIOJIIB30BAHHWE ONBITA MOATOTOBKM M BEACHUS BOOPYXKEHHOMU
00pbOBI, BOIH; BTOPON — pallMOHANBHBIN (JIOTMYECKUN, TEOPETUUYECKHIl), B OCHOBE KOTOPOTO
JEKUT TO3HAHUE CYIIHOCTU SIBJICHUH U TNPOLIECCOB BOOPYXKEHHOH OOpbObI, BOWH, HX
B3aUMOCBSI3U U B3aUMO/ICHCTBUS.
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CHayana TMOJKOBOJIBI M HCCIENOBATeNU Kak Obl «IIOYYBCTBOBAJIW», YTO B XOJE BOCHHBIX
JEHCTBUI BO3HUKAIOT OMpEAeNCHHBIC CBSI3W M OTHOILIEHUS, KOTOpble OYyKBAJIbHO TUKTYIOT XOJ
OOpHOBI U BO MHOTOM IIPEJIONPEACIISIOT €€ UCX0/. Bocmpon3BeieHne U MCIOJIb30BaHUE OIBITA
KaK pa3 U COCTAaBWJIO COJAEp:KaHHE SMIIMPUYECKOro (4yBCTBEHHOrO) 3Tana MO3HAHUS 3aKOHOB
BOIHBI. PacmmpenHoe o0o0IieHne Takoro ombITa B MeMyapaX, TpakTraTtax Ha (oHe o0Iero
OypHOTO pa3BUTHS BOCHHO-HCTOPUYECKOW HAYKHU MPUBEIO K KAYECTBEHHO HOBOMY METOIY H
YPOBHIO TTO3HAHUS 3aKOHOB BOWHBI — JIOTHYECKOMY (pannoHaibHOMY). [Ipu 93TOM OoTMeEuaercs,
YTO MPOIIECC TBOPUYECKOTO MO3HAHUS 3aKOHOB BOWHBI — 3TO M €CTh MPOIECC Pa3BUTHs cCamMou
BOEHHOM HAyKH KaK 0COOOW OTpaciu Hay4HbIX 3HaHUH. UeM riay0ike, ocCHOBaTelbHEEe MOKa3aHbI
3aKOHBI BOOPY)KCHHOW OOpBHOBI, BOMHBI, UeM COBEPIICHHEE WX TCOPETHYECKAas CHCTEMa, TEM
OoJiee 3peroil sIBISETCS BOCHHAS HayKa. JDTO O3HAYaeT, YTO MPOIECC MO3HAHUS 3aKOHOB BOWHBI,
COBEPILIEHCTBOBAHMUSI BOGHHON HAYKH MPOJOJIKACTCS.

[Ipenna3snayeHre HaydyHOW CHUCTEMBI 3aKOHOB BOMHBI aBTOpP BHJMT B TOM, YTO OHa JIOJKHA
«OBITh Ba)KHEHUIIEH TEOPETUYECKOW OCHOBOW BOEHHOW HAayKH, €€ SAPOM, U B ITOM Clydae
BBICTYIIaTh B Kaue€CTBE OCHOBbI BOCHHON IOJUTUKK T'OCYJapCTBa, €ro BOCHHOM JOKTPHUHBI,
BOCHHOTO CTPOMTENbCTBa»S. B OCHOBY MOCTPOEHHSI CUCTEMBI OH, «OMUPAsCh HA JOCTHUKEHUS
COBETCKOM BOCHHO-TEOPETUUECKOM IIKOIBI» 6, MOJI0KIIT MPUHITUIT TOJTHOTO OXBaTa ITUKJIA )KU3HU
BOMHBI KaK COIMAIBLHOM CHCTEMBI — OT 3apOXJEHUS JI0 MEepexojia B JPYyrue CTaJIUM U YPOBHU
pa3BUTHSL.

ABTOp BBIICISCT U MOJAPOOHO AHATU3UPYET CICAYIOIINE ZPYRNbL CUCHEMbL 3AKOHO8 BOUIHDL.
3aKOHBI 3apOXACHHUA W BO3HUKHOBCHUSA BOWHEI — TCHCTUYCCKHUE, 3aKOHBI, OIMPCACIIAIONIMNE U
«CTaOMIIM3MPYIOIIME» XOJ BOWHBI — (YHKI[MOHAJIbHBIC;, 3aKOHBI, YIPABJISAIOIIME EPEX0JI0M
BOMHEI U3 OIHOI'0 COCTOAHMA, KAYECCTBCHHOI'O YPOBHA B APYT'OC — 3aKOHBI pa3BI/ITI/I$I7.

4.3HaHNC nepeoll zpynnvl 3aKOH068 (2eHemuuecKux) HeoOXOaUMO Il TTOHUMAHUS HCTOPHH
BOWH, MX MeCTa B H3HU YEIOBEUYECKOro OOIIeCTBA HAa KaXIOM KOHKPETHOM JTale €ro
SBOJIIOLINH, A TAKXKE YISl PEOTBPAIICHUS] BOWHBI, 0OCOOCHHO B HAIlle HECIIOKOMHOE BpeMs. JTH
3aKOHBI TTO3BOJISIOT IMOHSATH NMPUYUHBI BOWHBI, YCJIOBHS, B KOTOPBIX OHHM JEHCTBYIOT (MOTYT
MPOSIBUTHCS ). DTO KpalHE BaXKHO JIJIS MTOJIMTHYECKOTO M BOSHHOTO PYKOBOJICTBA, JUISl BEIPAOOTKH
BOCHHOM MOJIMTUKH U BOEHHOW JJOKTPUHBI.

Cepbe3HbIM HAay4YHBIM BKJIQJJOM B Pa3BUTHE CHCTEMbl 3aKOHOB BOWHBI SIBJISIETCS BBISBIICHHE
aBTOPOM 3aKOHA 3aBHCHUMOCTH 3apOXJCHHUsS, XO0Ja M HCXO0Ja BOWHBI OT COOTHOIICHUS
TeOINOIIUTUYECKOT0 U JieMorpaduueckoro (axtopoB8. Yuer NEHCTBUS 3TOTO 3aKOHA OYEHBb
B&XKEH JUIsl COBpeMeHHOM Poccum, Tak Kak BHYTPH M BOKPYT HEE MPOU3OLUIA U MPOUCXOJSAT
CEphE3HbIE TEOMOJINTUUECKHE U JeMorpaduueckue u3MeHeHnus. HesaceneHHOCTh U pa3pylleHue
SKOHOMHUYECKOW HMHQPACTPYKTyphl OTPOMHBIX IPOCTPAHCTB BCIEACTBHE KPUTHUYECKON
HEPaBHOMEPHOCTH WX 3aCElICHUs TMPH  HESICHBIX  JeMOrpauuecKux  MepCleKTHUBaXx,
ycyryonsembie pacimmpenueM Oinoka HATO Ha BOCTOK, BBIIBMKCHHEM K POCCHMCKHM
TPaHUIAM €ro KPYNHBIX YAAPHBIX TIPYNIUPOBOK BOMCK, pa3BEPTHIBAHMEM CHCTEM
HACTYIAaTENbHOTO U OOOPOHUTENHHOTO OPYXHS, KOMIUIEKCOB pa3BEIKH, KOHTPOJIS U
OTIOBEIICHHS, HEOOOPYAOBAHHOCThIO TpaHull Mexay ctpanamu CHI', — Bce 31O co3maer mms
Poccun ycnoBus, Korja 3aKkoHbl BOMHBI B Clydae €€ pa3BA3bIBaHUs OyIyT AeWCTBOBATH MPOTHB
Hee. DTO BBI3bIBAET HEOOXOAMMOCTh MPUHATHS IKCTPEHHBIX MPEBEHTUBHBIX KOMIIEHCAIIMOHHBIX
Mep KOMIUIEKCHOTO XapakTepa.

Bmopaa u mpemua zpynnel 3aKoH06 60iHbl IO3BOJISAIOT ONPEACNIATh NOJIUTUKY, CTPATETUIO U
BOEHHOE MCKYCCTBO B TOM CJIy4ae, €CIi BoiHa cTaHOBUTCS (pakToM. Tora 3HaHWE ITHX 3aKOHOB
CTAHOBUTCSI OCHOBOM JESATEIHHOCTH BOCHHBIX KaJIpOB, BOWMCK, HAMPABIICHHBIX Ha OTpPaXECHUE
arpeccuu U JOCTHXKCHHE ITOOE/IBI.
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Kak B TeopermueckoMm, Tak W B TMPAKTUYECKOM OTHOIICHHUU WHTEPECHBI U TOYYHUTEIbHBI
TTOJIOXKEHHUS TPYJia O CHCTEME CBSI3€H M OTHOIICHHUH, 00YCIIOBIMBAIOIINX BOSHUKHOBEHHE BOWH,
HUX XapakTep, X0 U UCXOM. DTO HE TOJIBKO MPUUYUHBI, YCIOBHUS, HO U MHTEPECHI U IIEJIM B BOMHE,
HEOOXOAMMOCTh U CIYyYaHOCTh, BO3MOXHOCTh M JIEWCTBUTEIBHOCTh, HEOOXOJAUMOCTH U
cB00O/Ia, @ TaK)KE€ HEKOTOPBIC JIPYTHe CBSI3W U OTHOIICHUSI, KOTOPHIE OXBATHIBAIOTCS IMOHITHEM
JeTepMUHM3Ma. 3HAHWE ITUX CBs3ed W oTHomieHu#, cuntaer C.A. TiomKeBUY, BaXXHO WM JUIS
HCCIICIOBATEIIBCKOM, TEOPETUUCCKON IEATCIIbHOCTH, W IS TIPAKTHYECKOM, IIPEXKIE BCETO
MMOTOMY YTO ACSTEIBHOCTH JIFOJICH BXOJIUT B MEXAaHHW3M JICHCTBHS W HWCIIOJIB30BAaHUS 3aKOHOB
BOMHBI. DTO 03HA4yaeT, YTO YEJIOBEK HE OCCCHJICH, a MOXET CO3/laBaTh Oojiee WM MEHee
OmaromnpusTHbIC (COBCEM HEOJIAarompHsATHBIC) YCIOBHS W JUIS JICWCTBUS 3aKOHOB, M I WX
WCIIOIB30BaHMS, YTO YPEBATO OTPHUIATEIHHBIMH TOCHEACTBUsIMU. Kak jke TOYHBI BBIIBUHYTHIC
nonoxenus! Eme B mepBoMm m3nanum Ttpyaa C.A. TromkeBud npeaBuaen (M mpeaynpexaan!)
rocenoBapire Bckope coOwitusi B FOxHOM OceTnu, BhI3BaHHBIE OTCYTCTBUEM y TPY3UHCKOTO
«BCEHApPOMHO u30paHHOrO» mpe3uaeHTa M. CaakamBWiIM  OTBETCTBEHHOCTH 32 CBOH
CyMacOpOHO-CBOOOIHBIE JICUCTBUS MEpe]l CBOMM M JIPYTUMH HapoJaMH, a 3aT€M M BbI3BaHHBIC
He Oe3 BIWSHUS H3BHE «MaJaHHBIE» TOTPSACCHHS B YKpawHe, MPHUBEIIINE K KPOBaBBIM
COOBITHSIM U PACKOJTY CTPAHBI.

5.BaxHO paznuuarh 3aKOHBI BOWHBI U 3aKOHBI BOOPY>KEHHOW OOpbObI, J[Ji1 BOCHHBIX KaJpOB
0co00€ 3HaYeHNEe UMEET IIOHUMAaHHUE TOTO, YTO 3aKOHBI BOOPY>KCHHOU OOPHOBI SBIISIOTCS KaK ObI
npoekuueir paspadoranHoit C.A. TromkeBUYeM CHCTEMBI 3aKOHOB BOMHBI Ha COOCTBEHHO
BOOPYKEHHOE MPOTHBOOOPCTBO. B nMaHHOW CBs3M BeChbMa MOYYHTEIBHO B TPYJE TOBOPUTCS O
MPUHIIAITAX BOCHHOI'O0 MCKYCCTBA, KOTOPHIC OCHOBBIBAIOTCS HAa 3aKOHAX BOOPYKEHHOU OOPHOBI H
BBIBOJISAITCS U3 HUX.

ABTOp CIIpaBeUTMBO TOMYEPKUBACT, YTO «OKOHUATEIHHOTO PEIICHHS» MPOOJIeMbl 3aKOHOB
BOIHBI OBITh HE MOXET, TaK Kak OHM HCTOPUYHBI. «lVICTOpH3M 3aKOHOB BBIPAXKAETCS B
W3MEHEHUU TEHJCHIINH, NEHCTBYIOIIUX B BOWHE M BOOPYXKEHHOU OopnOe»9. JlelcTBUTENBHO,
W3MEHEHUE COJIEp>KaHUsI BOWHBI U BOOPYKEHHOU OOPHOBI, TeM 00J€e B CTOPOHY YCIIONKHEHUS,
Hen30eXKHO MPUBOJUT K SBOJIONMHN U UX OHTOJOTHYECKUX CBs3ed M OTHoleHuil. B pesynbrare
3TOTO OJHH 3aKOHBI MOTYT MPOSIBISATHCSA HE CTOJb SIBHO, BILUIOTh JIO MIOJHOTO OTMHUPAHMUS, IPYTHE
— YCWJIMBATh CBOE JECHCTBHE.

Hakonen, MOryT MOSBIATbCS HOBBIE 3aKOHBI M 3aKOHOMEPHOCTH, OOYCIIOBIICHHBIE Kak
KayeCTBEHHBIMU M3MEHEHUSIMU B COJIEP’)KaHUU BOEHHOTO ITPOTUBOOOPCTBA, HAIPUMED, B CBSI3U C
HCIOJIb30BAHUEM KOCMUYECKOTO MPOCTPAHCTBA, OPYXKUS HAa HOBBIX (DM3MUYECKUX MPHUHIMIAX U
KHOEPHETUYECKUX CUCTEM yMpPaBIEHUS, TaK U YCUICHUEM BIHSIHUS U3MEHEHUN B OKpY’KaroIei
Cpelle Ha XOJl BOCHHBIX JEHCTBUMN (HACTYIJICHHE «SACPHOW 3UMBD) B CIydae MacCHpPOBAHHOTO
MIPUMEHEHUSI AJIEPHOTO OPY>KHUs, 3arps3HeHue arMocdepbl, JAUTOChEpbl, MOpPE U OKEaHOB,
W3MEHEHHE KJIMMaTa MOCjie BBI3BAHHBIX BOWHON 3KOJOrMYecKux katactpod u np.). MimeHHo
YCTaHOBJIEHME W aHAJW3 JECHCTBUS MPHUHIMIIA UCTOPU3MA MO3BOJIWIM aBTOPY CAENaTh BHIBOJ O
TOM, YTO CUCTEMA 3aKOHOB BOIHBI 00/19tCHA OblMb OMKPBLIMOLL.

Bropass uvacte Tpyna, «YcinoBus M (akTOpbl MCIOJIB30BAaHUS 3aKOHOB BOWHBD), IOCBSIIECHA
AQHAIM3y 1CJICHANPABICHHON JEATENBHOCTH IOJIMTHYECKOTO M BOEHHOIO PYKOBOJCTBA,
KOMaHAMPOB U BOMCK. B Hell packpbIBaroTCs 0COOEHHOCTH HCIONIBH30BAHMS 3aKOHOB B BOMHAX
pPa3IUYHBIX HCTOPHUYCCKUX 3I0X, 0coOcHHO B Benmkoii OTeuecTBEHHOM BOWHE COBETCKOIO
Hapona 1941—1945 romoB, roBopuTCS O crHenupuKe CO3HATEIHHON NEATEILHOCTH JIIOJEH B
BOMHE.

B tperpeit uactu Tpyma, «Meroponorudyeckue (QYHKIMM Hay4HBIX 3aKOHOB BOWHBDY,
c(OpMyIHPOBaHbl TEOPETHUKO-METOJOJIOIMYECKUE IOJIOKEHUsI M PEKOMEHAALUHU, HMEIoIne
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BAYKHOE 3HAYCHME JJISl IOHUMAHUS CTPYKTYpPbl U COAEPIKaHUSI COBPEMEHHOW BOEHHOW TEOpHUH,
BOCHHOW HAyKW, TCHICHIIMI MX Pa3BUTHUS, a TAKXKE TAKUX UX CIAraeMbIX, Kak T€OpHs MOOebI,
Teopusi BOEHHOW Oe3omacHOCTH Hu T.J. O HEOOXOMUMOCTH 3HAHUS MEXaHHW3Ma D3BOIIOLUU
3aKOHOB BOOPY)XCHHOM OOphObI M BOWHBI Kak 00s3aTe€IbHON, HEOOXOIMMOW MPEANOCHUIKE
TBOPUYECKOM JIEATEIBHOCTH BOEHHBIX KaJlpOB, BKIIIOYas BOEHHBIX HCTOPHUKOB, YOEIUTEIBHO
TOBOPUTCS B ClIeIMAIbHOM paszjiene Tpyaall.

6.Hayunas cucremMa 3aKOHOB BOWHBI HIpaeT BaXXHYI pOJb BO B3aHUMOCBS3U W
B3aMMOOOYCIIOBJICHHOCTH BOEHHOM ¥ BOEHHO-UCTOPUYECKONM HAayK, HCKIIOYAIONINX TaK
Ha3bIBacMble CYOOpJMHAIIMOHHBIE OTHOIIEHUS MEXIy HUMH, CIPaBEUIMBO CUHUTAET aBTOP.
Crneunduka cocToUT B TOM, YTO BOEHHAsh HCTOPHUSl HCCIENYeT MPEUMYLIECTBEHHO CBSI3H,
XapakTepU3ylolme BOWHY M apMUIO B XPOHOJIOTMYECKOM pa3BUTUHU, a BOCHHAs Hayka —
CTPYKTYpHBIE CBsizu. [loaTOMy Kaxkgasi M3 OTHUX OTHOCUTEIBHO CaMOCTOSITENIbHBIX HAyK
BBIPAKAET PaA3JIMUHbIE METOJbl MO3HAHUS — UCTOPUYECKHM M TeopeTudyeckuid. CylecTBEHHO
OTIUYAIOTCS Y HUX TaKkKe 0OBEKTHI U MPEAMETHI HCCIIEAOBAHUS.

BaxxupiM mokazaTteneM (QyHIAMEHTAIBHOCTH TpyJAa MOOWUJspa O 3aKOHaX BOMHBI SIBIISETCS
BCKPBITHE B3aMMOCBS3M BOCHHOW TEOpUHU U MpaKTUKU. Pa3paboTka mepBoil ocyiiecTBisercs B
HMHTEpecax BTOPOH, pa3paboTKa METOOJIOTUY MTO3HAHUS U OCMBICIECHUS 3aKOHOB BOIHBI BEJIETCSI
B HMHTEpecax oOecrieueHus] BOCHHOM Oe30macHOCTH Poccuu, OCyIIeCTBJICHHS €€ BOCHHOU
pedopmer u pa3Butus Boopyxkennbix Cui. OOpaTHOM CTOPOHON 3TOM B3aUMOCBSA3M SIBISETCA
HCIIOJIB30BAHME OTPOMHOI0 3MIIMPHYECKOr0 MaTepualla, B IIEPBYK Odepelb OmblTa Bropoi
MupoBON M Bemmkoit OTedecTBEHHON BOMH, PEBOMIOLMOHHBIX NEPEMEH B BOCHHOM JIEJ€ B
MIOCJIEBOEGHHBIE TO/Ibl, ONbITA JIOKAJBHBIX BOHH M BOOPYXEHHBIX KOH(IMKTOB, BKJIIOYas SIBHO
arpeccuBHble akiuu CIIIA ¥ HEKOTOPBIX UX COIO3HMKOB BO BTOPOHl MosioBUHE XX — Hayaie
XXI Beka mpoTuB psiia CyBEpEHHBIX CTpaH (Hampumep, npotuB Beernama, Upaka, FOrocnasuu,
JIuBUU...) U Tak Ha3bIBaeMble TYMaHUTAPHbIE HHTEPBEHIIUU, B HHTEpecax yriayOneHus BOCHHOU
TEOpPHUH, YTOUHECHMS 3aKOHOB M 3aKOHOMEPHOCTEH BOMHBI, Y€MYy BO BTOPOM H3JaHUU TpyJa
C.A. TromkeBrueM yJIelIeHO OrPOMHOE€ BHHMaHHWE B HOBOM, 4yeTBepTod dactm «I3 ombiTa
aKTyalM3allud BOCHHOM TEOpPHUM UM METOHOJOTMMW», 3aK/IIOUMUTENIbHAs TJlaBa KOTOPOH,
«HeoOxoauMoe ycrmoBHe pa3BUTHS BOSHHOM HayKnW», pa3paboTaHa aBTOPOM Ha OCHOBE €ro
OJIHOMMEHHOM CTaThbu B KypHase «BoenHas Mpiciap»11.

7.ITpocdeccop C.A. TromkeBUY OJHUM M3 TEPBBIX OTCUSCTBEHHBIX YUECHBIX Jall BHIBEPEHHOE
HCTOPUKO-(PMIOCO(PCKOE U BOCHHO-HAYYHOE OOBSICHCHHE MHOTHM BOCHHBIM SIBJICHHUSIM, BKJTFOYAsT
MIPUYMHBI BOMH, 3aKOHBI M 3aKOHOMEPHOCTH HX XOJa U Pa3BUTHS, COCTABIAIOIINE MOOEIbl U
1leHy BOHHBL. HempepekaeM ero BBIBOJ O TOM, 4YTO JEHCTBYIOT NPUYUHBI BOWH 0OIIHeE,
OCOOCHHBIC W YAaCTHBIC, B TOM YHCJIC U CIIyYaiHbIC, MPOSBIISIFOIINECS, KOHECUYHO, B 3aBUCHIMOCTH
OT KOHKPETHO CKJIa/IbIBAIONINXCA OOBEKTUBHBIX YCIOBUN U CYObEKTHUBHBIX OOCTOSITEIBCTB.

OO0mue mpuYrHBI BOMH M ceiYac aKTUBHO BJIMSIOT Ha OOIIECTBEHHBIE OTHOILIECHUS HA BCEX MX
ypOBHSAX. B03MOXXHOCTH WX MpOSIBICHUS W JEUCTBHUS CYIIECTBEHHO OIPEACTSIOTCS PSIOM
00CTOATENIBCTB, B KOTOPHIX OCOOYIO pOJb WrpaeT BceoOmIas riolanu3amnusl TOJUTHKH,
SKOHOMHUKH, BOEHHO-TIOJIMTUYECKUX, MH(POPMAIIMOHHBIX U MHBIX MporieccoB. OHAa MpOTEKaeT B
60pb0e IBYX OCHOBHBIX TEHJICHIUI: TEHACHUUN (POPMHUPOBAHUS OJTHOMOISIPHOIO MUPA BO IJIaBe
¢ CIIIA u B wmHTepecax CHIA M Tak Ha3bIBAEMOro 30JIOTOTO MUJUIMApJA, U TEHIACHUUU
(hopMUPOBaHHSI MHOTOIOJIIPHOT'O MUPA B MHTEPECAX MOJABIISIFOIIETO OOJBITMHCTBA TOCYAaPCTB.

DT TEHAEHIMH TMpOsIBIIIA celdsi yxke B MuHyBlieMm crojetunl2. IlombiTku dammcTckoit
I'epmanun ¥ €€ COHO3HUKOB O AHTUKOMHUHTEPHOBCKOMY IIAKTy YCTPOUTb MHP B CBOMX
HWHTEpecax M MO cBoeMy 00pa3y U MOAO0OMIO, T. €. ClielaTh MHUP OJHONOJSPHBIM, HOTEpHenn
Kpax. B paspszanHoil umMu BTopoii MupoBoil BoitHe oHM ObUTH pasrpomieHbl. OTHOBPEMEHHO
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M3MEHMJICS M OajaHC CUJI Ha BCEX YPOBHSX B KOJMYECTBEHHOM M KaU€CTBEHHOM OTHOILIEHUSX.
Bo3nukHOBEHHE OUMONSIPHOTO MHpa Tociie BTopoil MHpOBOH BOWHBI Ha HEKOTOPOE BpeMs
ocnabuo TeHACHIUIO (POPMUPOBAHHS OJHOMOISPHOTO MUPA, MPUYEM CYIIECTBEHHO, XOTS U HE
YCTPaHWJIO €€ C apeHbl MUpPOBOM ucTopur. OCHOBHBIM M TJIABHBIM OTPAHUYUTEIIEM 3TOU
tenaeHuu aisiuch CCCP u Bosrnasisiemas um Opranusaiusa BapmaBckoro gorosopa.

Opmnako mocne, kak crpaBemuBo cuutaetr npodeccop C.A. TromkeBHUY, MOATOTOBICHHOTO
W3BHE C ONOpON Ha BHYTPEHHHE JAeCTpyKTUBHble cuiibl pasBana CoBerckoro Coroza u
camopocriycka OB/l BoeHHO-TOIMTHYECKass OOCTAaHOBKAa B MHPE U XOJ HCTOPHHM BHOBB
m3meHunucs: CIHIA u HATO npennpussuii oTYasHHBIE ycwius Ui (OpMHpPOBaHUS
OJTHOTIOJIIOCHOTO MUPA U OCYILIECTBJICHHS CBOCH MOJUTHUKH TJI00aJIbHOTO rOCIO/CTBa. B nepByto
odepeib 3TO BOSHHBIC YCUIUS U dKOHOMHUYeCKUi aukTar. Kaxaeiid moaoOHbii mar CIIA u ux
CIIOJIBUKHUKOB BEAET K YCWJICHHIO HECHPaBEUIMBOCTH B paclpeieseHUH COOCTBEHHOCTH HeE
TOJIbKO Ha IJ00aJbHOM, HO U Ha PErMOHAJIbHOM W HAIMOHAJIBLHOM YPOBHSIX. JTO TJaBHas
npuunHa, cuutaer C.A. TromkeBud, Mopokaaronias BOMHbI U BOOpYXeHHbIe KOH(IUKTHI B XXI
Beke. K coxanenuto, 3T0T (pakTop HE cCTal E€IWHCTBEHHBIM; B3aMMOJCHCTBYS C IPYTHMH
HWCTOYHUKAaMHU (OOIUMHU MMPUIMHAMH ) BOMH, OH YCHUJIMBACTCS M MOJIUDHUITUPYETCS.

8. Pycckwii SI3bIK CTPEMHUTENBHO Pa3BUBACTCH.

Ha pycckom sa3bike 001maroTcst 60JIbI10€ KOJIMUYECTBO JIIOJIEH He ToIbKo B Poccuu, HO U B ApYrUX
CTpaHax. SI3bIKk UMEET OTPOMHBIN KYJIbTYPHBIH IIACT, B BUJE XYJA0KECTBEHHOH JINTEPATYPHI,
KOTOPBIA LIEHUTCSI BO BCEM MUPE, HOCUTEH IPYTIUX S3bIKOB BO MHOI'MX CTPAaHAX M3y4aroT
PYCCKHI1 A3BIK AJIS1 TOTO, YTOOBI B OPUTHHAJIE IPOYUTATH IPOU3BEICHHS PYCCKON KIACCUKH.

Jlexcuka PYCCKOT'O A3BIKa ITIOCTOSHHO IOIIOJIHACTCA 3auMCTBOBAaHHBIMU CJIOBaMHU, U prrOfI
HCKCHKOﬁ, 4YTO OKa3bIBACT BJIMAHHNC Ha COBPCMCHHYIO pCUb YCJIOBCKA. bonbimoe Bausaue Ha
p€4b COBPEMCHHOI'O YCJIOBCKA UMCIOT KAPrOHU3MbI U ITPOCTOPECUHUA, ITIOCTOAHHOC BO3ACHCTBUE
Ha Ka4€CTBO pCYU OKa3bIBACT TCICBUJACHUC, PaaunoO, I/IHTepHeT.

Bonpuras poas B pOpMUPOBAaHUN HOPMUPOBAHHOW PEUYM TMPUHAIICKUT JUKTOPAM
TEJICBUJICHUS U PAIUO, PEUb KOTOPBIX SIBIISIETCS 00pa3IoM JIsl )KUTENIEH CTPaHbl, 0COOECHHO JIJIst
MOJIOJIOTO TTOKOJICHHUS.

Bcé Gonbiie HacesieHuUs: CTpaHbl UCIIOJIB3YIOT B CBOEH PEeUM JKaproHHYIO JIEKCUKY. MOI0JeKb
4acTO UCIOIb3YET KAPrOoH, KOTOPBIA CHIIBHO OTPAHUYEH B JIEKCHYECKOM COCTaBE, MOHSITEH
TOJBKO Y3KOMY KPYTY JIFOJICH.

HemanoBaxHyo posb B OTCYTCTBUM YETKOW CTPOIOM HOPMBI B MOJIOZECKHOM >KaprOHE UIrpaeT
MOYTH TIOJTHOE OTCYTCTBUE MIUCHbMEHHON (OpMBI peur. baza MoI01e:KHOT0 KaproHa MOCTOSHHO
pa3MbIBaeTcs, MeHsS KaproH. MccienoBaren MOJIOIEKHOTO )KaproHa OTMEYar0T HEYETKOCTh
€ro rpaHull, OTKPBITOCTb IS IPOCTOPEYHBIX CIIOB.

B 10 xe Bpemst kaproHHast IEeKCUKa CTPEMUTEIBHO PaclpoCTpaHseTcs, CTAaHOBUTCS 0a30BOM
PEUBIO AJIS1 MOJIOZIEKHBIX TPYIIUPOBOK U 00BETUHEHUH.

Mono1eKHBIN SA3BIK TTOIBEPIKEH OBICTPHIM H3MEHEHHSM U TEKYy4eCThIO.
Bo3MoxHO, 3TO CBSI3aHO C T€M, UTO MHOTHE JIUTEepaTypHbIe (hpa3bl, 000POTHI peun
CTAHOBSITCS HE BOCTPEOOBAHHBIMHU. UTO MPUBOJUT K MOCTENIEHHOMY 3aMEIICHUIO MaJIo

HCITIOJIb30BAHHBIX JIMTCPATYPHBIX (bOpM HeHHTepaTypHOﬁ HCKCHKOﬁ, YTO INOCTCIICHHO MOXKCT
NPHUBCCTU K BBITAACHUIO U3 PCUYU LECJIBIX PECUYCBBIX KOHCTPYKHHﬁ.
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Tepsis cBOIO 3HAYMMOCTb, TUTEPATYpPHAs JIEKCHKA CTPEMUTENIBHO YXOIUT B MPOILIOE, YTO
BBI3BIBACT OOJIBIIOE OMACEHUE, YTO MOKET MPOU30MTH yTpaTa JIUTepaTypHbIX (popm peuu,
KOTOpBIC B HEJJABHEM BpEMEHU ObUTH aKTHBHBI B Pa3TOBOPHOI pedr, a C HEJJaBHErO BPEMEHH
WX MOJKHO YCIIBIIIATh TOJBKO Y B3POCIOTO HACEICHUS CTPAHBI.

CocTostHuE COBPEMEHHOT'0 PYCCKOT'O SI3bIKA M €TI0 PEUYCBOM Pa3HOBUIAHOCTH, BBI3BIBACT
OECIIOKOICTBO.

OTO CBSI3aHO CO CHUKEHHUEM KYJIbTYPbl PEUU HACETIEHUS.
be3 3HaHus A3bIKOBBIX 3aKOHOB HEBO3MOXHA KYJIbTYpa PE4H YEJIOBEKA.
OcBoeHMe PycCKOro si3bIKa BCEr/la HaunHaeTcs ¢ angaBuTa.

Ota nepBasi KHUTa YelloBeKa, KOTOPYI0 peOCHKY MPEACTOUT MPOYUTATh U U3yUUTh. YuTas
KJIACCHKOB JINTEPATYPbI, MBI pa3BUBAEM CBOIO peub, €€ InTeparypHyto popmy. biaronaps
KHUT'aM Hallla pe4b CTAHOBUTCS OOraToi, HaloJIHEHHON KpackaMu 4yBCTB, KOTOPbIE MTEpeJatoTcs
gyepe3 H300pa3uTeNIbHO - BBIPa3UTEIbHbBIE CBOMCTBA PEUYH: TPOIBI, PUTYPHI PEUH.

Ha,I[eHI/Ie HHTCPECCA K ITPOU3BCACHUAM KIIACCHUKOB pYCCKOﬁ JIUTCPATYPLI IPUBOAUT K
KOCHOA3BIYHIO.

He ymeHnuto kpacuBo u npaBuibHO, 00pa3HO U SIMOIMOHATILHO [IepelaBaTh YyBCTBA, KPACOTY
MIPUPO/IbI, IEPEKUBAHUS U SIMOLIUU, KOTOPbIE UCIIBITHIBAET YeJIOBEK. OUeHb Ba)KHO C PaHHEro
JIETCTBA IPUBUBATH JIFOOOBb K UYTEHMIO. UNTalOMUii 4eI0BEK, HUKOI/Ia HE CTaHET UCIOIb30BaTh
CJIOBa B HECBOMCTBEHHOM €My 3HAa4€HHH, TaK KaK, YUTasi, Mbl pa3BHBaeM JIEKCUYECKHUH 3amac,
pa3BUBaeMcs U PaCTEM JyXOBHO.

OTtcyTcTBHE TPaMOTHOM pedH y 4eoBeKa CBUIETEIbCTBYET O HEBOCIIMTAHHOCTH U
Ma000pa30BaHHOCTH.

CrapocnaBsiHCKHM ali(haBUT paHbIlle BKIFOYAI B ce0s1 43 OyKBBI, TOT/Ia Kak B Hamiel a30yke
Bcero 33 OykBbl. PedopMbl MOSBUIINCH B IEPUOI, KOTJA K BIACTH MPULIUTA OOJBIIEBUKH, U3/aB
nekpet «O BBegeHHE HOBOM opdorpadum» - 3TO cTao KPYITHBIM H3MEHEHHEM PYCCKOTO S3bIKa
yKe TPETUH pas.

[To aToMy AekpeTy BBIIUIN U3 yHOTpeOaeHus OyKBHI SITh, (hUTa, U IecaTepudHoe, a OykBa E
TOJIBKO TMOSIBIISUTACh oUIHaIbHO, X0Ts emié B 1797 e€ mpuznan H.Kapam3un.

Kpome Toro, B cBsi3u ¢ pehopMoii Bcue3 TBEP/IbIii 3HaK Ha KOHIIE CJIOB, 3TO OYCHb CHIIBHO
COKpAaTHJIO PacxXo/ibl Ha MEYaTh.

TloMeHstuchL OKOHYAHUSA B HCKOTOPBIX IaACKaX B CYINCCTBUTCIBbHBIX, YTO IIPUBCIIO K Oonee
COBpeMEHHOMY 3By4aHui0. biaromgaps pedhopme 1918 rona s3pIk CTAHOBUIICS TOCTYITHBIM IS
00JIbIIIero YKcia HaceIeHHs. DTO ObUIO BaYKHO B TO BpeMs U3-32 OTPOMHOI0 KOJIMYECTBA
0€3rpaMOTHBIX JIFO/ICH.

9.ITo nmepenucu 1919 rona nmumrs 41,7% HaceneHus cTpaHbl OT 8 JIET U CTapIIe YMEIH YUTATh,

nucatb — MeHble. bonpmas yacte Hacenenus Poccun He ymMenu nucaTh MuceM, He CioCOOHBI
ObUIM MTPOYUTATH CBOIO (DAMUJIIMIO WIJIM HACEJIEHHBIHN MTyHKT.
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bein u3nan ykas o nukBuganuu 6e3rpamMotHocTd B PCOCP, uTo ObUI0 OTPOMHBIM IIATOM
BIIEPEN.

IlosiBICHNE 3aMMCTBOBAHHBIX CJIOB IPpUXOAUTCS HAa HAYaJI0 90-x roaoB, 5TO BpEMA KOorjga
HU3MCHUJIACH ITOJIUTHYCCKAA CUTYyallMd B CTPAHEC, 4 3aTEM U O6H.ICCTB€HHa$I KHN3Hb.

Cranu 1ocTynHbl MHOTHE 3apyOeKHbIe TPOIYKTHI, BEIH, ra3eThl, Oecrone3Hol nHpopMauu
CTaJI0O HAMHOTO OOJIbILIE.

Hab6mromaercst mpeoOnaganre MHOS3BIYHOM JIGKCUKHA BO BCEX 00JIACTSX.
B nexcuky pycckoro si3plka BXOJIAT HOBBIE TEPMUHBI.

Crana noctynHa HHOCTpaHHAsi TEXHUKA, TEPMUHBI KOTOPOM BIIOCJIEACTBUM CTaJIH
YIOTPEOIATHCS B CAMBIX IEPEAOBBIX OTPACIIAX HAYKU M TEXHUKH, TAKME TEPMHUHBI KaK: TJIeep,
(aiin, qucmiiel, MOHUTOPUHT U T. 1.

Peur yenoBeka MCHACTCA, KOHCTPYKIUH, JICKCHUKA.

OnuH u3 GakTOpOB BIMSHUSA Ha PYCCKUH SI3BIK - MHTEpHET. biiaroaapst HHTEpHETY pacIlupUIICs
COCTaB YYaCTHUKOB MACCOBOW U IPYIIIOBOM KOMMYHUKALIWH.

Pa3BuTHe g3bIKa B 6yzlymeM 3aBHCHUT OT HOCHTEIICH SI3bIKAa U BJIACTH.

MEI TOYHO HE 3HacM, KaK HMCHHO 6YI[€T Pa3BUBATLCA HaIll A3BIK, HO MBI MOXXCM IIOBJIMATH Ha
€T0 pa3BUTHC B 6yz[y1ueM. CO3,Z[aTL IMOYBY JIA €T0 pa3BUTHA - OTO HaAllla I'NIaBHAA 3aJa4a.

HyxHo HauaTh ¢ MojepHU3auu oOpa3zoBanus. bosblie yiensiTe BHUMaHUS ypOKaM PYCCKOTO
A3bIKa U TuTeparypbl. O0s3aTebHBIM YCIOBUEM JIOJIKHA CTaTh HOPMUPOBAHHAsI TUTEpaTypHas
pedb Ha BceX MH(DOPMALMOHHBIX KaHAllaX.

9. B Hamm AHM aHTJIMHACKUN SBIISETCS OJJHUM U3 TOCHOJCTBYIOIIUX SI3bIKOB MuUpa. OJTHAKO HE
BCET/Ia BIIa/ICHNUE aHTTTUHCKUM CUUTAIOCh HEOOXOAMMBIM 3HaHHEM. MHUpPOBOIA CTaTyC S3BIK
oJTyqrJ1 6J1aroaapst ToMy (hakTy, 9YTO OH CTaJI POJHBIM IS MHOTHUX CTPaH IO BCEM
KOHTHHEHTaM MHUpa. « IKCIIOPTUPOBATh» €ro Hauanu B 17 Beke, U B EPBYIO 04Yepeib, B CTPAHbI
CesepHoii AMmepuku. [loaToMy cBOEl COBpeMEHHOM 3HAUMMOCTBIO OH 00513aH, IPEKIE BCETO,
HEOBIBAJIOMY POCTY HAaCEJICHUS B TOM peruoHe. PaccMoTpiM 0cOOEHHOCTH aHTIIMHCKOTO S3bIKA,
6narozapsi KOTOPBIM €ro MO MPaBy MOXKHO CUUTATh «SI3IKOM MUPay:

1)  IIpocrorta

B npeBHeaHrMiicKOM sI3bIKE, KaK U B TPEYECKOM, y CIIOB CYIIECTBOBaa liejasi cucTeMa
OKOHYAHHH, KOTOPBIE NMOKA3BIBAIM IPAMMATHYECKUE KAaTETOPUH YKCIa, BPEMEHH, JIUIIA, TTaJIexKa,
u T. 1. OIHaKO CO BpEMEHEM CHUCTeMa rpaMMaTUYeCKUX (GOpM 3HAUUTETBHO YIPOCTHIIACH, U
CEroJHs y IarojoB COXPaHWJIOCh JUIIb HECKOJIIBKO OKOHYAHUH, a, K IPUMEPY, IpHUiaraTeibHbIe
HE COTJIACYIOTCS C CYILIECTBUTEIIbHBIMUA IPAMMATHYECKHU.

2)  YHHBepCaJbHOCTbH
B pe3ynbTare norepu OKOHYaHH, 3a MOCIETHUE MSTh CTOJIETUH aHTJIMACKUN S3bIK CTAJl OYEHb

yHHBepcajieH. Hanpumep, 10cTaTOYHO 4acTO aHIJIMHCKOE CIOBO MOXET MEPEXOAUTH B APYTYIO
9acTh peur 0e3 BUIUMBIX W3MeHeHui. Hanpumep, Tak mpousonuio co cioBamu swim, drink,
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kiss, smile. MbI MO>keM cka3zath water to drink (Boma myst muThs) u to water flowers (mosmBaTh
IIBETHI); time to go (rmopa uaru) u to time a race (PUKCHUPOBATH MPOAOHKUTEIIBHOCTh TOHKH ); a
paper to read (Oymara k mpouTeHHIO) | to paper a bedroom (OKJIEUTh 000SIMH CITAJIBHIO).
[IpunararenbHble MOTYT BBICTYIIATh B Ka4eCTBE IJ1arosioB: we warm our hands in front of a fire
(MBI corpeBaeM pyKkHu y KocTpa), a if clothes are dirtied, they need to be cleaned and dried (eciu
OJIeXK]1a TPsI3HAsI, TO €€ HA/I0 OYUCTHUTH U BBICYIIUTH). [Ipeioru Takxke «ya00HbI B
npuMeHnenun». Hampumep: A sixty-year old man is nearing retirement (Kaxmpiit Mmyxanna,
KOTOPOMY HIECThACCST JIET, MPUOIMKaeTCsl K IEHCHOHHOMY BO3pacTy); we can talk about a
round of golf (MoXxeM moroBOpUThH O MAPTUH B TOJIbD).

3)  OTKpBITOCTH CIIOBAPSI

JTa 0COOEHHOCTh aHIVIMMCKOIO A3bIKA [10/Ipa3yMeBaeT HEOIPAaHUUEHHOE 3aUMCTBOBAHHE
JICKCUKH U3 APYTUX SI3bIKOB U JETKOCTh 00pa30BaHMs MPOU3BOIHBIX U CIOXKHBIX clOB. B cBOE
BpeMsi MHOTHE SI3bIKH ITOCTIOCOOCTBOBAIM CO3/IaHHIO JIEKCHUECKOH 0a3bl COBPEMEHHOTO
aHrnuickoro. OJIHaKoO CEro/iHs ATOT IPOLECC MPOXOAUT YK€ B 0OpaTHOM HAIpaBIEHUH, XOTS
MHOTH€ CTOPOHHUKH YUCTOTHI TAKUX S3bIKOB, KaK ()pPaHIy3CKOr0, PyCCKOT0, STIOHCKOTO,
CTaparoTCs IPOTUBOCTOATH IPOHUKHOBEHUIO B HUX aHTJIMHCKUX CIIOB.

4)  Bynymiee s3bIka

ITo oxBaTy TeppUTOPHUil, HA KOTOPHIX MPOKUBAIOT HOCUTENH SI3bIKA, AaHTJTMWCKUM 3aHUMAET
MEepBOE MECTO, a IO KOJIUYECTBY TOBOPSIIMX HA HEM — BTOPOE, MOCIIE MAHAAPUHCKOTO BapUAHTA
KHUTaWCKOTO S3bIKa. DTO s3bIK OM3HECa, TEXHUKH, CIIOPTa U aBUalluu. B 1ienom, monutuyeckas,
SKOHOMUYECKasl, HAy4Hasl, CIIOPTUBHAS KU3Hb BCETO MUPA IIPOTEKAET» HA aHTJIMHCKOM S3BIKE.
AHTIuicKuii onpeaeneH opUIMaIbHbIM U pabounM s3eikoM Opranuzanuu O0beTMHEHHBIX
Haruii. BceBo3MokHBIE CAMMUTBI M BCTPEUH TIJ1aB TOCYAapCTB, MOAMUCAHUE 3aKOHOB U YKa30B,
MIePETOBOPHI U Ae0aThl — BCE ATO MIPOBOAMUTCS HA AaHTIUICKOM s3bIKe. Mex TyHapoHast
TOPTOBJIs, pab0oTa OAHKOBCKOM CHCTEMBI, IEATEIHLHOCTh TPAHCIIOPTHOM CHCTEMBI Ha CyIIle, Ha
MOP€ U B BO3yX€ OCYLIECTBISETCS HAa aHTJIMICKOM SI3bIKE. DTOT SA3BIK SIBISETCS KUBBIM
WHCTPYMEHTOM OOIICHHUS JISl aKaJIEMUKOB, JOKTOPOB HayK, YYCHBIX Bcero Mupa. Benn
MEXIYHapOaHbIC KOH(DEPEHIINH, H3yICHHE MUPOBOTO OTBITa 1 00OMEH MH(POPMAIINEeH HaAyUYHBIX
YMOB MPOUCXOIUT JIUIIH C UCIOIb30BAHUEM aHTIIMICKOTO sI3bIKa. /[a 4TO TaM rOBOPUTH —
OJIMMITUHCKYE UTPHI U BCEBO3MOYKHBIE COPEBHOBAHMS MKy CTpaHAMH BBIOpaU O(pUIIMATEHBIM
SI3BIKOM UMEHHO aHTJIMUCKUH.

10.CoBpeMeHHBIH S3bIK HA OPUTAHCKUX OCTPOBAX BOBCE HE SIBIISIETCS CTATHYHBIM. SI3BIK JKUBET,
MOCTOSSHHO MOSIBIIIFOTCA HEOJIOTU3MbI, KAKHE-TO CJI0BA YXOAAT B MPOLLIOE.

OpnHako OTIMYME aHIVIMMCKOIO S13bIKa OT MHOTHUX €BPONEHCKUX A3BIKOB B TOM, YTO B
BenukoOputanuu HeT ctaTUuHbIX HOpM. Hao60poT, B 60/Ib1IOM X0y UMEHHO pa3In4HbIe
JMANIeKThl U Hapeuus. Pa3znnyaroTcs He TOJIbKO MPOU3HOIIEHKE CJIOB HAa (JOHETUYECKOM YpPOBHE,
HO €CTh TaK)XX€ U COBEPILICHHO pa3HbIe CII0Ba, 0003HAYAIOIINE OJJHO U TO XK€ MOHSTHE.

CMMU wu useHbl MPaBUTEIHCTBA OOIIAIOTCS HAa OpUTAHCKOM aHTIHiickoM. Ho campiM
MOMYJISIPHBIM CUMTAETCS aMEPUKAHCKUM aHTIMHCKU. CyIlecTBYIOT U aBCTPATUNCKHI
AHTJIMHACKUI, U KaHAJCKUI aHTJIMACKUI M MHOTO IpYyTruX AHalekToB. Ha teppuropuun camoit
Benukobputanuu B X0y HECKOJIBKO IUATIEKTOB, Ha KOTOPBIX TOBOPSAT KUTEIN TON WIJIK HHOU
MIPOBUHIIUU.

Kak BuguM, aHrTUACKUN SI3bIK COXPaHUII CBOU TPAJIUILIMK "CMEIIEHHUs SI3bIKOB” M B HAILIM JTHH.
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[omynsspHOCTH aHITIMICKOrO S3bIKa BEChbMa CIIOCOOCTBOBAJIA KOJIOHUAJIbHAS ITOJINTUKA
Benuko6purtanuu, kononuzanus Asctpanuu 1 CeBepHOM AMEpUKH.

[Tocie Bropoit MupoBoii BOMHBI BO3pOCIIO 3HaUeHWEe Takoi cTpanbl, kKak CIIIA, uTo Takxe
Croco0CTBOBAIO MOMYJISPU3AINH aHTJIMHCKOTO S3bIKA.

B coBpemMeHHOM MHpe HHTEPHET-COOOIIECTBO, JIFOAN HAYKU U KYJIbTYpbl B OCHOBHOM OOLIAIOTCS
Ha aHIVIMHCKOM si3bIKe. TOYHOE KOJIMUYECTBO JIIOJIEH, BIaICIOIIMX AHIVIMHCKUM SI3bIKOM B Hallle
BpEMs Ha3BaTh 3aTPYAHUTEIbHO. Pe3yabTaThl pa3IuuHbIX UCCIEI0BAaHUM Pa3HATCS Ha IECATKU
npouenToB. HassiBarotes uudper u 600 man. u 1,2 mipa.

Jlroneit, BIaACIONINX aHTITUHCKUM SI3bIKOM MOKHO Pa3JIe/IuTh Ha TPU TPYIIIbI: HOCUTENH s3bIKa,
JUTSI KOTOPBIX OH SIBJISIETCS] POJIHBIM; OVUIMHTBBI, 3HAIOIINE €TO B KAYECTBE BTOPOTO SI3bIKA; a
TaKXKe Te JII0H, KOTOPHIM MPUXOAUTHCS UCIOIB30BATh €r0 IS MPAKTUYECKUX 1eJiei (Bo BpeMs
yaé0b! win paboTsl). Kaxkablil ceibMoid )KUTENb 3eMIIM OTHOCUTCS K OJJHOW U3 ATUX TPEX
KaTeropuil.

3HaueHME aHTJIMHCKOrO A3bIKa B COBPEMEHHOM MHUPE HACTOJIBKO BEJIMKO, YTO €r0 3HAHUE HE
SIBJISIETCS] IPUBUJIETHEN U pOoCKOIIbi0. KOora-To 1 KOMIbIOTEPHI, TaK K€ KaK MOOHMIIbHBIC
TenedoHbl, MOTJIHM ce0e MO3BOJIUTS JIUIIB JIFOIU ONPEAETICHHOI0 COManbHOro cios. Ceituac
TaKWe BEIIH SIBIISIOTCS NMPEAMETaMu MepBOi HEOOXOAMMOCTH. T0 K€ MOYKHO CKa3aTh U 00
aHrIMicKoM. Ero yuar Bce M MOBCEMECTHO: B IIKOJIAaX, YHUBEPCUTETAX, HA Kypcax. EcThb
MHO>KECTBO CIIOCOOOB M3yU€HUsI MHOCTPAHHBIX A3BIKOB. JlJI CaMOCTOSITEILHOTO U3yUEHUs
WuTepHeT npeqiaraeT HaM MUPOKUI BEIOOp yUEOHBIX MaTepPHAIOB, OHIAWH-KYPCOB,
MPUIIOKEHUN 17151 cMapT(HOHOB, 00yJaroNMX KaHAJIOB Ha Y outube, crielMaibHBIX COIUAIBHBIX
ceteit u 1p. Kpome Toro, ceiiuac B KaKJ10M ropojie HabJII01aeTcsi pOCT KOJIMYECTBA S3IKOBBIX
LIEHTPOB C KBaTU(UIIUPOBAHHBIMU MECTHBIMH, a TAK)KE€ MHOCTPAHHBIMH MPEINOIaBaTEIISIMH.
[ToapazymeBaeTcs, 4TO JIF0O0H 00pa30BaHHBIM YEIOBEK MPOCTO 00s13aH BIAJACTh aHTIMHCKUM
SI3BIKOM, TaK KaK HMEHHO OH SIBJISIETCS €r0 KIII0YOM K JJaJIbHEHIIeMy caMOo0Opa30BaHUIO U
caMOCOBEpLIEHCTBOBaHUIO. [103TOMY ceifuac cyliecTByeT Tak MHOTO OpraHU3alltii,
IIpeiararluxX HayuYnTh Bac aHrauiickomy. OIHaKo HE CTOUT yMaTh, YTO CAEIaTh 3TO Tak
nerko. O0y4deHune 1000My S3bIKY SBISETCS IOJITUM MPOIIECCOM, KOTOPBIM TpedyeT
OTIpe/IeTICHHBIX 3aTPaT, KaK YMCTBEHHBIX, TaK U (PUHAHCOBBIX.

11.TTockonbKy pa3BUTHE MBICIUTEIBLHON JESTENBHOCTH SIBISIETCS HEOTHEMIIEMOM YaCThIO
rpoliecca OBJaICHUS U POAHBIM, U HHOCTPAHHBIM SI3BIKOM, 00YU€HHUE HE JOJHKHO CTPOUTHCS
TOJILKO HAa MEXaHUYECKOM 3ayYUBAHUH CTPYKTYP, CIIOBOCOUETAHHM, PEUEBBIX 00Pa3I[0B U
npaBui. Peanusanus 1aHHOM 3a]a4u HA MTPAKTUKE OCYIIECTBIIAETCS TOCPEACTBOM BHEAPECHUS
MIPUHIMIIA KOTHUTUBHOCTH 00yueHus. OTHUM U3 NEpBbIX cHopMyrpoBal mpoodpas
KOTHUTHBHOTO NpuHIuna oOydenus Jles Hukonaesuu Tomnctoii: «Henb3s HACUIBLCTBEHHBIMU
00BACHEHHSIMU, 3ayYMBAHUSAMU U MIOBTOPEHUSMHU BBIYUYHUTh YYCHHUKOB ITPOTUB MX BOJIH SI3BIKY.
[Toutn Bcersia HEMOHATHO HE CAMO CJIOBO, & BOBCE HET y YUYEHUKA TOTO MOHATHUSA, KOTOPOE
BbIpakaeT cj0Bo. CJIOBO MOYTH BCErJla TOTOBO, KOTJja TOTOBO MoHsTHE. [Ipy 3TOM OTHOIIEHHE
CJI0Ba K MBICITA ¥ 00Opa30BaHNE HOBBIX IMOHITUI €CTh TAKOW TaWHCTBEHHBIN, CJI0KHBIN M HEKHBIN
MPOIIECC TYIIIH, YTO BCIKOE BMEIIATEIBCTBO SABJSETCS IPy00i, HECKIIaITHON CHIIOH,
3a/1ep>KUBAIOILIEH Mpo1iecc pa3BuTus... Ho 1aBaTh CO3HATENbHO YUEHUKY HOBOE IOHSTUE U
(hOpMBI CIIOBA... TaK K€ HEBO3MOXKHO U HAIIPACHO, KaK YYUTh peOCHKA XOAUTH O 3aKOHAM
paBHOBecHs. Besikast Takast monbITKa HE MPUOIMKACT, a YAAIIET YYCHUKA OT MPEI0KEHHON
LIeJH, KaK rpy0asi pyKa 4eJoBeKa, KOTopas yKelas TOMOYb PaclyCTUTHCS IIBETKY, cTana Obl
pa3BepTHIBATH I[BETOK 3a JICTIECTKU U TepeMsiia Obl Bce Kpyromy». [lcuxonorunueckue
HCCTIEIOBAHMS U TIPAKTHUKA 00YYEHUS MOKa3bIBAIOT, YTO 00YYEHHE MPOTEKAET YCIEIIHO, KOTAa
MO3T CO3[1a€T CBOM COOCTBEHHBIE MEHTAIIbHBIE CTPYKTYPbI, © OH TOPMO3HT, €CIIK TOTOBBIE
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CTPYKTYpHI €My HaBsi3bIBatoT. ClieJOBaTEIIbHO, HEOOXOIMMO HE HaBS3bIBATh JINHIBUCTHYECKOE
3HaHHUE, @ TOMOYb MY POJMTHCS M PA3BUBATH €ro. POANTHCS jKe OHO MOXKET M3 MOTpeOHOCTEil B
OOIIIEHUH U CAaMOBBIPAKEHUH.

B TakoM ciryuae u3ydeHnEe HHOCTPAHHBIX S3BIKOB WIIH WX COBEPIICHCTBOBAHUE Yepe3 IPOCMOTP
(hUIHLMOB, CEpPHUATIOB HA SI3bIKE OPUTHHAJIA SBISETCS OJHUM U3 Hanbolee 3 PEKTUBHBIX, TOTOMY
9TO TO M3y4eHHUE yepe3 Bocrpusitre. CHavana 4eoBeK MPOITyCKaeT Yepe3 CBOIO TOIOBY
MHOYKECTBO MPABWIBHBIX MPEITI0KECHUH, 3aTEM MOXKET BOCIIPOU3BOJHUTH UX U CTPOUTH CBOM
COOCTBEHHBIC TIpeIOKeHH. [JJaHHBINA CI0OCOO MOKHO Pa3/IeIUTh Ha HECKOJIBKO ITAIOB:

0 3Tan — MpPOCMOTP € NEPEBOJOM Ha POJHOM SI3bIK. ITOT TANl MOKHO HA3BATh
03HAKOMUTEIBHBIM, TaK KaK 3/IeCh UAET HEMOCPEACTBEHHOE 3HAKOMCTBO C CloXkeToM. [1pu
YKEJTAaHUHU ¥ HATMYUU OTPEICIICHHOTO YPOBHS 3HAHUS U3Y4aeMOT0 S3bIKa ATOT 3TAIl MOXKHO
MIPOIYCTHTb.

1 aTanm — mMpoCcMOTp ¢ MEPEBOIOM Ha POIHOM SI3bIKE U CYOTUTpaMH Ha si3bIKe opuruHaia. Ha
JAHHOM 3Talle MOXHO PAaCUIMPHUTh CIIOBAPHBIN 3amac, yJIy4lIUTh TPaMMaTHKY .

2 3Tanm — ONPOCMOTP € TIEPEBOIOM Ha SI3bIKE OPUTHHAIA U CYOTUTPaMU Ha POJTHOM SI3bIKE. 371ECh
UJIET MPUBBIKAHHUE K 3BYKY HHOCTPAHHOU peun, MaHepe pa3roBopa repoes, aKLEHTY.

3 9Tan — MpocMOTp € NEPEBOJIOM U CyOTUTpaMu Ha si3blke opuruHaia. Ha stom srare
BOCHPUHHMMAIOTCS HE TOJIBKO SI3bIK U OT/EIbHBIE CIIOBA, HO U AT IOHUMAaHUE TOTO, O YEM
WMEHHO UJET peyb, OJTHOBPEMEHHO 3aIIOMUHAETCS TPABOIMCAHUE CIIOB.

4 sTam — MPOCMOTP Ha s3BIKE OpUTHHANIA, 0e3 CyOTHTpOB. HacTo HEBO3MOXKHO pa3o0paTh U
MIEPEBECTH JJa’Ke 3HAKOMBIE CJIOBA B IOTOKE PEUM, TAK KaK OHU HE BOCIIPUHUMAIOTCS Ha CITyX.
[ocne aToro sTana nNoHATH cOOECETHIKA B PeabHOM JKU3HU OyIeT HAMHOTO JIeT4e.

[TpocMoTp GuUIBMOB Ha SI3bIKE OPUTHHATIA KaK CIIOCO0 M3YUYEHHS] HHOCTPAHHOTO SI3bIKA MTOBBICUT
YPOBEHb 3HaHUM OOyuarolerocs. Tak Kak 4alie BCEro BEIOOP B MOJIb3Y TAKOTO Crocoda
JIeNlaeTcsl 0CO3HAHHO, M0JIb3a Oy eT cymiecTBeHHO. Kpome Toro, puiibMbl O3BOJISIOT BEIYYUTh
CIIGHT'OBBIE M HEpOpPMAIIbHBIE CI0BA, KOTOPBIX €Il HET B CIOBAPAX, U YIYUIIUTh
MIPOU3HOIICHUE.

OnHO3HAUHO, aHITMUCKUHN SA3BIK SIBJISETCS BaKHEHUIIIMM CPEICTBOM KOMMYHHUKAIMH B
COBPEMEHHOM MUDE.

12. TIpouecc B3auMoACHCTBUS MEXIY JIFOJIbMU B PA3IMUHBIX cepax UX CYIIECTBOBAHUS
HEPEIIKO COMPOBOXK/IACTCS TAKUM SIBJICHHEM, KaK KOH(IUKT, KOTOPBIN MPEICTABISIET COO0M
HauboJsee OCTPBIN CIIOCOO pa3pelieHus MPOTUBOPEUUI U OOBIYHO CONIPOBOKAAETCS
HeTaTUBHBIMU dMoIUsAMH [ 1, ¢. 15]. OgHolt u3 Takux cep BBICTYIAET CEMbsI, B KOTOPOM
YEJIOBEK POXKAACTCS M MPOXOUT BCE ATAIBI CBOETO CTAHOBJICHUS U counanu3aiuu. CeMbs — 3TO
OCHOBaHHO€ Ha Opake WM KPOBHOM POJICTBE 00bEIMHEHNUE JIIO/IEH, CBA3aHHBIX OOIIHOCTHIO
ObITa, B3aMMHON MOpaTbHON OTBETCTBEHHOCTHIO M B3auMoIromolso. HeodxoaumocTs
MOAPOOHOTO U3YUYEHUS CYITHOCTH KOH(IIMKTOB B CEMbE OIPEIENISIETCS COBPEMEHHBIMU
COIMAIbHBIMU TE€HJICHIIUSIMH, KOTOPbIE OKa3bIBAIOT HEraTUBHOE BIUSHUE HA HMHCTUTYT CEMbH B
Poccuu. A nMeHHO, pa3pylieHrne CTaOMIBHOCTH CEMEHHOTO MUpPa M O0CIIa0JICHHE ero
3aIUIIEHHOCTH OTPULIATENBHO JACUCTBYIOT Ha B3POCIBIX U JETEH, MPUBOJIS K aCOIUATbHBIM
peaKIusIM.
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CeMb4 SBISETCS OJTHUM U3 BXKHEUIINX CTPYKTYPHBIX 3JIEMEHTOB OOIIECTBA, BBIMOIHSIS Pl
¢byHkiui. IMeHHO B ceMbe MTPOUCXOUT MPOIIECC BOCIPOU3BOACTBA HOBBIX IPEICTaBUTENEH
POCCUICKOTO HACENIEHUS ¥ MX TIEPBUYHAS COIMANIN3AIMS, OJIaroaaps 4eMy Mo IepKUBaeTCs
HETIPEPHIBHOCTD YEJIOBEUECKHUX MTOKOJICHUH M UX MPEEMCTBEHHOCTh. TakuM 00pa3om, HHCTUTYT
CEMbH BBICTYTAET BAKHEUIIUM MOCPEIHUKOM BO B3aUMOCBSI3HM JTUYHOCTH U 001ecTBa. [ToaTtomy
1 00IIeCTBO, ¥ TUYHOCTH OOOKO/THO 3aMHTEPECOBAHBI B YKpEIUICHHH ceMbH [2, . 204]. OaHako,
KaK y>ke ObIIO YKa3aHO BBIIIE, CEMbsI HE3AITUIIICHA OT BO3HUKHOBEHUSI PA3JINYHOTO POJia
KOH(MIMKTOB BHYTPU MEKIMUYHOCTHOT'O B3aUMOICUCTBHUS €€ UJICHOB.

CemMelinbie KOH(MIMKTHI HA CETOMHSIIHUHN JCHB SBIISIOTCS OJTHOM M3 CAMBIX PACIIPOCTPAHECHHBIX
¢dhopm koHbukTOB. [1o onenkam cnenuanuctos, B 80-85 % cemeit mpoucxoasT KOH(MIUKTEL a B
ocTalibHBIX 15-20 % BO3HUKAIOT CCOPBI MO pa3IMUHbIM NoBoAaM. [Ipu 3ToM BHYTpuceMelHbIe
KOH(JIMKTHI MPUHATO JCIUTH HA TPYIIIHI B 3aBUCUMOCTH OT CyOBEKTOB B3aUMOJICHCTBUA. Tak
BBIICIISIIOT KOH(IUKTBI MEXKY: CYIPyraMu; POJUTENSIMUA U ACTbMU; CYTIPyraMu U POJAUTEISIMU
Ka)KIO0T0 U3 CynpyroB; 6adymikamu (AexyimkamMu) U BHyKamu. FIcxos u3 Toro, 0 KakoM UMEHHO
13 MPEJICTABJICHHBIX TUITOB KOH(IMKTOB UJET PEYb, PA3IMYAIOT UX TPHUNHEI.

Cpenu OCHOBHBIX MPUYHH CYNPYKECKUX KOH(IMKTOB MOKHO BBIJCIUTH: HEYBaXXCHHUE UyBCTBA
JIOCTOMHCTBA; IPUCTPACTHE OJHOIO U3 CYNPYTOB K AIKOr'0JIF0, HAPKOTUKAM, YPE3MEPHBIM U
HepalMOHAIbHBIM (PMHAHCOBBIM pacXxoaM; HEy0BIETBOPEHUE MOTPEOHOCTH BO
B3aMMOIIOMOIIY U B3aUMOIIOHMMAHNH; Pa3INune B3IVISII0B B BOIPOCAX BOCIUTAHUS JETEH,
BEJICHMSI IOMAIITHETO X034 CTBA WM NIPOBEIECHUS AOCYTa.

[TprunHbBI KOHPIUKTOB MEXKIY POIUTENSIMH U JETbMH Tak)Ke pasHO0Opa3Hbl. YacTo poauTenu
HAaXOJAT HEMPABUIIBHBIN MMOJX0/1 K BOCIIUTAHUIO CBOMX JieTel. Tak, HanpuMep, HEyMEHHUE
TPaMOTHO YCTaHABJIMBAThH TPAHUIIBI JO3BOJICHHOTO, TIPOSIBJICHUE OTHOIICHUS K PEOCHKY B
KpaiiHeil 3aBUCUMOCTH OT COOCTBEHHOTO HACTPOCHUS, HAIMYUE CIIO0KHOCTEN C MPUMEHEHUEM
aJICKBaTHBIX HAKA3aHMM 32 MPOCTYIIKU U MOOIIPEHUH 32 XOPOILLIEE MOBEACHUE, BBI3BIBAIOT B
pebeHKe arpeccuro, TPEBOKHOCTH M JKeJIaHWE HAPYIIUTh 3anpeTsl. Hepenkumu sSBiIsroTCs 1
CUTYyaIluH, KorJa KOH(MDIUKT At peOeHKa CTAHOBUTCS HOPMOIA, €CITH POJIUTENN CaMH MIOCTOSTHHO
BCTYMHAIOT B MPOTHBOPEUUS MEXKTy COOON U HE MOTYT IIEPEBECTH CCOPHI B KOHCTPYKTHBHOE

pyco.

KoH}puKTEI MOJIOI0M CEMbU M CEMBHU POJIUTENEH OHOTO U3 CYIPYroB Yallle BCEr0 BO3HUKAIOT
BCJIE/ICTBHE PAa3HBIX CTUJIEH BOCIIUTAHUS CYNIPYTOB WU MOCTOSIHHOI'O BMEIIATEILCTBA CO
CTOPOHBI POJIUTENEH B CEMENHYI0 KU3Hb JeTeil. Mexay O6alyiikaMu (AeIylKkaMu) 1 UX
BHYKaMH BO3HHMKAIOT MPOTUBOPEUHS U3-32 OTIUYHON OT POJUTENHCKON BOCIUTATEIbHON JIMHUH,
KOTOPYIO 3a4aCTyI0 BEAYT IPEACTABUTENH CTAPIIETO TOKOJICHMS.

CTOHUT OTMETHUTD, YTO Harbosiee KOH(PIUKTHBIMU SBJISIOTCS IMEHHO MOJIOJIbIe ceMbu. K HUM
OTHOCSITCSI CEMBU B IIEPBBIE TPU I'0JIa MOCIIE 3aKII0UEeHUsI Opaka, B KOTOPBIX 00a cynpyra He
nocturiu 30-neTHero Bo3pacta. IMEHHO Takasi ceMbsl, Kak MPaBUIo, XapaKTepHU3yeTCs
CJIOKHBIM (PUHAHCOBBIM MOJIOKEHUEM U C1a00i MOArOTOBKOM CyNpyTroB K CEMEHHOMN KHU3HHU,
4TO, B CBOIO O4YCPCb, SABJIACTCA rJIaBHOM HpI/I'-II/IHOI\/JI BO3HUKAKIIUX KOH(l)JII/IKTOB.

I'oBOpst 0 TOCYTapCTBEHHOM CEMENHOM MOIUTHKE, CIEyeT OTMETUTD, YTO ceroHsa B Poccun
byakuorupyroT 6osee 1300 k1yOOB MONOBIX CEME, OCHOBHBIME HAINIPABICHUSIMHA PaOOTHI
KOTOPBIX SBJISIOTCS COLUANbHAS IMMOAEP/KKA MOJIOJBIX CEMEH, IIelaroru4eckas Mnoauep:xxKa
MOJIOJBIX POJMTENEH, yHacTUE B PEIICHUH KHUJIUIIHBIX TPOOJIEM, ICUXOJIOTHYECKasi TOMOIIb, a
TaKKe HAyYHO-METOINYECKas AEATEIbHOCT B Chepe MOIOACKHON CeMEHHON TOTUTHKH.
KiryOHoe nBukeHne ocoO0eHHO cuilbHO pa3BuTo B Pecriybnuke Y amyprus, Xantsi-MaHcuiickom
aBTOHOMHOM OKpyTe, MOCKOBCKOI 1 AcTpaxaHckoil obmactsx [3, c. 201]. JlesTenbHOCTh TaKUX
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KJIyOOB, KaK MbI BUJIUM, HallpaBJIeHa Ha 00eCTIeUeHHE CTA0UILHOCTH ()yHKIIMOHUPOBAHUS
WHCTUTYTa CEMbH U MPEIOTBPALICHIE BHYTPHUCEMEUHBIX TPOTUBOpeunii. OJHAKO TEHICHIINH B
BOIIpOCax COXpaHCHHA CECMbU Ha CGFOI[H?IH_IHI/If/'I JCHBb B Poccun He YTCIIUTCIIbHBI.

CornacHo naHHBIM (eaepabHON CITyKObI TOCYAAPCTBEHHOM CTaTUCTUKH, KOJTMYECTBO MOJIOBIX
JIOEH, KENAIOUINX CBA3aTh ce0s y3aMu Opaka IpEeBbIIIAET KOJINYECTBO TEX, KTO PEIIMII
pazopBathb OpauHble oTHOIIEHUA. OHAKO pa3HUIA MEKIY ATUMH YUCIaMU CTPEMUTEIBHO
COKpaImaercs ¢ KakapiM rojioM. Tak, 3a mepBbiii kBapTan 2014 rona ObII0 3aperucTpUPOBAHO
207 825 6pakoB, XOTS B MPOLIIOM IOy 3TOT rokazatenb coctaBui 218 070. Takum oOpazom,
KOJIMYECTBO 3apErUCTPUPOBAHHBIX OPAKOB 3a TOJ] cOKpaTiioch Ha 10 245. OOparHas cuTyanus

HaOmroaeTcs ¢ pazBoaamu: B 2013 roay ux 4ucio 3a ykazaHHBIN neproj coctaBuio 157 065, a
B 2014 romy — 172 310, uto Ha 15 245 Gomnbire [4].

Taxkum o06pa3om, Kak U B APYrux cepax B3auMOAEHCTBUS JIIOAEH, MPAKTHUECKH B KaXKI0H
ceMbe Hen30€KHO BOSHUKAIOT KOH(IIMKTHI IO Pa3JInYHBIM [TOBOJAM U MpuunHaMm. Pa3pemenue
BHYTPHUCEMENHBIX POTUBOPEUNN UMEET FOCYAAPCTBEHHOE 3HAYEHHE, TaK KaK MHCTUTYT CEMbU U
Opaka B COBPEMEHHOM OOIIIECTBE BHICTYIIACT HCTOYHUKOM €TI0 OOHOBJICHUS U PA3BUTHSI.
[TosTOMy, Ha MOt B3IJIs1/1, O IPUYMHE HETATUBHBIX TEHJACHIIUN B chepe cTaOMIbHOCTH
COBPEMEHHBIX POCCUHCKUX CEMEW, OCHOBHBIMH LIEJSIMU TOCYAAPCTBEHHOW CEMEWHOM MTOJIMTUKU
JIOJKHBI CTaTh CO3/IaHUE YCIOBUMN AJIS1 COXPAHEHUS U pa3BUTHs €€ O1aronoryuus, yKperieHus
ceMeiHOro o0pasa *HU3HHU U BHIMOJIHEHHS BCEX BO3JIOKEHHBIX Ha CEMbIO COLIMATBHBIX (DYHKIUH.

13. Ha py0Gexe ThICSAUYeIeTHI, 4eJI0BEYECTBO BIUIOTHYIO CTOJIKHYJIOCH C OCTPEUITUMHU
rI100aTbHBIMU MTPOOJIEMaMH, YTPOKAOIIUMUA CAMOMY CYIIECTBOBAHHIO IIMBUIIM3AIMU U JTAXKE
caMmoii J)KM3HU Ha Hamiel rianere. CaM TEPMUH «TJI00ANBHBINY BEAET CBOE MPOUCXOKICHUE OT
JATUHCKOTO CJIOBA «TJI00YC», TO €CTh 3eMJIsl, 3eMHOMU 1map, 1 ¢ KoHia 60-x rooB XX CTONeTUS
OH TOJIYYHJI IIUPOKOE paclpocTpaHeHue g 0003HaueHUs HanOoJiee BaXKHBIX U HACTOSITETbHBIX
oOIIerIaHeTapHBIX TPOOJIEM COBPEMEHHOM SMOXH, 3aTPAruBaIOIUX YEIIOBEYECTBO B LIEJIOM. ITO
COBOKYITHOCTH TaKUX OCTPEUINX KU3HEHHBIX ITPOOJIEM, OT PEIICHHS KOTOPHIX 3aBHCHT
JaNbHEHIIHNI COIMAbHBIN Mporpecc 4YeI0BeUYecTBa U KOTOPBIE CaMU, B CBOIO O4Yepelb, MOTYT
OBITh pa3pelIeHbl Wb O1aroaaps aTomy nporpeccy [1]. st o0bequHeHHs pa3TMIHBIX
MOJXO0B K TJIO0AILHBIM TTpo0IeMaM, JJIsi OCMBICIICHHS TIOJyYCHHBIX Pe3yJIbTaTOB, BOSHUKIIA
HeoOXxoauMocCTh B HOBOM Hayke. [locTenenHo copmupoBanack ocobasi 001acTb 3HAHUS —
Teopus To0anbHBIX Mpobiem, win riaodanuctuka. OHa mpu3BaHa BeIPa00OTATh MPAKTHYECKUE
PEKOMEHIAINH JJIs1 PEIICHUS TI00TBHBIX Tpo0ieM. DPPEKTUBHBIC PEKOMEH TAITUH JTOJDKHBI
YUUTHIBATh MHOKECTBO COLIMATIBHBIX, SKOHOMHUECKUX M OTUTHYECKUX dakTopoB. Ocoboe
3HaYEHUE [Tl TII00ATMCTUKY UMEIOT HAYKH, CBS3aHHbBIE C H3yUYEHUEM JKU3HH (KHUBBIX CYIIIECTB),
a TaKe 36MHOU MOBEPXHOCTU: KOMIUIEKC OMOJIOTUYECKUX AUCIUIUINH, T€0JIOTUs, TEOXUMHUS,
reodusmka, moyBoseneHue u ap. He ciyvaiiHo, MIMEHHO 3T HAayKH BIIEPBbIE OOpaTUIIH
BHHMMaHUE HAa MHOTHE (DaKThl OTPUIATETFHBIX U3MEHEHUH, BBI3BAaHHBIX JIEATEIILHOCTHIO
yenoseka. B 70-x rogax XX Beka CI0KUIOCH TOCTATOYHO BIUATEIbHOE HAIIPaBICHUE
0OIIIECTBEHHON MBICIIH, KOTOPOE MOKHO Ha3BaTh (hrstocodueit r1odanbHbIX MpodieM. ITo
¢bunocodckoe HampaBiIeHUEe, HECMOTPS Ha MPEIEIbHO MIHPOKOE PACCMOTPEHUE MUPOBBIX
poOJieM, B IIEHTP BHUMAaHUs BCE )K€ CTAaBUT YEJIOBEKa, ero HacTosmlee u Oyaymiee. [ modanpHbIe,
WJTM BCEMUPHBIE (00IIIeUeI0BEUECKUE) MPOOJIEMBI, SIBIISISICh PE3YJIbTATOM MPOTUBOPEUHI
OOIIECTBEHHOTO PAa3BUTHS HE BOSHUKIIM BHE3AIMHO U TOJIBKO cerofus. HekoTopeie u3 HUX, Kak,
Harmpumep, mpoodIeMbl BOWHBI U MUPA, 37I0POBbBS, CYIIIECTBOBAIH H MPEXK/Ie, ObUTH aKTyallbHbI BO
Bce BpeMeHa. JIpyrue riodanbHbie TpOoOIeMbl, HAPUMED, SKOJTOTUUECKHE, TTOSBIISIOTCS TTO3KE

B CBS3M C MHTEHCUBHBIM BO3/ICIICTBHEM 00IIIECTBA HA MPUPOAHYIO cpeny [lepBoHayanbHO 3TH
MPOOJIEMBI MOTJIH OBITH TOJIBKO YACTHBIMU (€IMHUIHBIMU ), BOITPOCAMU JIJISI KAKOK-TO OTACIHHOU
CTpaHbl, HAPOJa, (3aTEM OHHM CTAHOBHJIUCH PETHOHAIIBHBIMU U TJI00aTBHBIMH, T. €. TPOOIeMaMH,
HMMEIOLIUMH JKU3HEHHO Ba)KHOE 3HaYeHHeE I BCEero yenoBeuecTBa.) Pazymeercs, He BCSIKYIO
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po0IeMy MOXKHO Ha3BaTh ri00aIbHOM U HE JIF00ast mpobsieMa 00IeCTBEHHOTO Pa3BUTHSI MOTJIa
CTaTh TI00abHOU. [ 100abHBIC TPOOIEMBI COBPEMEHHOCTH — 3TO COBOKYITHOCTh
COLIMOTIPUPOJIHBIX TTPOOIIEM, OT PEIICHHS KOTOPBIX 3aBUCHUT COITMAIIBHEIN Mporpecc
YeJI0BEUYECTBA U COXPaHEHUE [IUBIIIM3ALUU. DTH MIPOOJIEMBI XapaKTepU3YIOTCSA JUHAMU3MOM,
BO3HHUKAIOT, Kak 00BEKTUBHBIN (DakTOp pa3BUTHs OOIIECTBA U JUIS CBOETO PEIICHUS TPEOYIOT
00BETMHEHHBIX YCUITUH BCETo uenoBeyecTBa. [ modampHbIe TPOOIEMbl B3aUMOCBSI3aHbI,
OXBAaTBIBAIOT BCE CTOPOHBI KHU3HU JIFOJICH U KacaloTcs BeexX cTpad mupa [2]. Bee cymecTByer

B HEKOTOPOM KOJIMYECTBE H, CJIEAOBATEILHO, MOXKET OBITh U3MEpeHO. J[aHHOE 00CTOSATEIECTBO
HE00X0MMO, TIPEXKE BCETO YUUTHIBATH B BEIUJICHEHHH II00AbHBIX TTpodieM. OTHUM U3
BOKHEHIINX KPUTECPHUCB OMPEICICHHS TJI00ATBbHBIX MPOOJIEM SBIIICTCS KOJIMYSCTBEHHBINH —
TeONpPOCTPAHCTBEHHBIN (akTop. Peds B 3TOM ciiydyae UeT o MpoCTpaHCTBEHHOM MacmiTade, T. €.
TCPPUTOPUH, I'AC JAHHBIC Hp06JICMLI 3HAYUMBI U aKTYaJIbHBI. B cooTBeTcTBHU C 3TUM
KpHUTEpHEM, JII00YI0 TPobIeMy MOXKHO Ha3BaTh III00ATBHOM, €CJIM OHA KacaeTcsl BCeH TUIaHETHI,
JTF000TO ee perroHa B 1EJIOM, B OTIIMYNE OT PETHOHATBHBIX HIIH JIOKATbHBIX, CBOMCTBEHHBIX
KaKoMy-ITH00 OJIHOMY TOCYAapCTBY WJIM rpyiine rocyaapcets [3]. [mobansHble poOieMbl — 3TO
poOIeMBI, 3aTparuBaroIre MpoOIeMbl BCErO YeIOBEUYECTBA, BIUSIONINE HAa X0 Pa3BUTHS
HSKOHOMHKH M COMATBHOM c(hepbl, SKOJIOTHIO, MOJIMTHYECKYIO CTAOMITBHOCTD. DTH MPOOIIEMBI
TpeOYIOT MEKYHapOJHOTO COTPYAHUYECTBA, TaK KaK HU OJTHO, Ja’Ke CaMOe BHICOKOPA3BUTOE
TrocygapCTBO, HEC MOXKCET PCIINUTh UX CAMOCTOATCIIBHO. A. Tleuuen OTMECUYACT, UYTO YCJIOBCK
TBICSTYaMHU HUTEH CBsI3aH C APYTHUMH JIFOJABMH, €0 HACTOSIIIEE peIonpeaessieT Oyaymiee, HeT

Y HE MOJKET CYIIECTBOBATh IKOJIOTUYECCKOI He3aBucUMOCTH. Kak Obl Ta MM MHAs CTpaHa He
OCYIIECTBIISIA 3aIIUTYy CBOEH MPUPOTHOM Cpelibl, KaKue Obl H30LIPEHHBIE MEPOTIPUSATHS B 3TOM
OTHOIIIEHWU OHA HE MPOBOJINJIA, HEIB3S1 UCKIIFOYUTh Pa3pyLIECHUS 3TOU CPeibl CO CTOPOHBI
coceHuX cTpaH. YepHOOBUIbCKAs aBapusi — YOCIUTEIIbHOE JOKa3aTeIbCTBO ATOMY [4].

14. TepmuH enobanuzayusi BOSHUK OTHOCUTEIHHO HETABHO, HO YK€ TIPOYHO BOIIET B )KU3Hb
Ka)KI0Tr0 COBpEMEHHOTO0 uesoBeka. [Ipoiiecchl riiodanu3anuy SKOHOMHUKH, HAyKH, 00pa3oBaHus
mpoko ocsemarTcs CMU Bcero mupa. Mbl OCTOSTHHO CIIBIIIAM O CO3/IaHUU
WHTEPHAIMOHAIBHBIX KOPIIOPALWIA, TTOAMMCAHUN MEKITPABUTEIILCTBEHHBIX COTJIAIIICHUH, O
HAy4YHBIX U OOIIECTBEHHBIX IPOEKTaX, yUaCTHUKAMHU KOTOPBIX CTAHOBSATCS HOCHUTENH Pa3HbIX
SI3BIKOB U KyJbTYp. HeoO0X0MMOCTh YCTaHOBJICHHS U YKPETLICHUST MEKTYHAPOTHBIX CBS3CH
CTAHOBUTCS 04eBUAHONU. OTHAKO B MPOIIECCE MEKKYJIBTYPHOTO B3aUMO/ICHCTBUSI YETIOBEK
CTAJIKUBAETCSA C PSIIOM TPYIHOCTEH, CPEId KOTOPBIX SI3BIKOBOE Pa3InyMe SBISIETCS AAJIEKO He
€MHCTBEHHBIM. Paznuuus B BOCIIPUATUN OKPYIKAIOIIETO MUPA HOCUTEISIMU PA3HBIX KYJIbTYP
BJIEKYT 32 COOOM HEMMOHMMAaHUE, arpeccrio U KOHGIUKTHL. Y mpuynHaMu 3TuX mpoodiieM
SBIIIOTCS HE OYEBUHBIC PA3IUYMS B OJEK/E, 00bIYasiX, HAIIMOHATBHON KyXHE, HOpMax
MOBEJICHUS UM TOCTPOEHUHU OPraHU3ALMOHHBIX OTHOIIEHHUM, OHU KPOIOTCS B Pa3IMUUsX B
MHUPOOIIYIICHUH, B KapTHHE MUpa. OYeHb BaXKHO 3TO IIOHUMATh M OBITh TOTOBBIM K MUPHOMY,
BEXJIMBOMY M TOJIEPAHTHOMY Pa3pEIICHUIO CIOXKUBIIEHCS CUTYallUH.

Jlronu pa3HbIX KYJIbTYp MOJIb3YIOTCS OJHUMHU U TEMU K€ OCHOBHBIMU MOHSTUSIMU, HO
BKJIQJIBIBAIOT B HUX PA3IUYHBIN cMBICH. [[oATOMY O4eBHIHO, YTO MPU B3aUMOJACUCTBUU
KYJBTYPbI HE TOJBKO JOMOJIHAOT IPYT APYra, HO U BCTYHAIOT B CJIOKHBIE B3aMMOOTHOIICHHUS,
P 3TOM KaXKJas U3 HUX OOHAPYKUBAET CBOIO CaMOOBITHOCTE U criennduky. B xone Takux
KOHTAKTOB MPOUCXOIUT B3aUMHAasI afjanTarus KyJabTyp, TyTeM 3aUMCTBOBAHHUS JIYUIIIHX
«KyJBbTYpHBIX TPOIyKTOB» [3, 20]. To ecTh, MOKHO CKa3aTh, UTO MIPOUCXOUT AKKYJIbTYpauus -
MPOIIECC U PE3YJIbTAT B3aUMHOTO BIUSHUS PA3HbBIX KYJIbTYP, IPU KOTOPOM BCE WUJIU YaCTh
MIPEACTABUTENCH KYJIbTYPBI-PEIIUNTUECHTA IEPCHUMAIOT HOPMBI, IIEHHOCTH U TPATUIIAN Y
KYJBTYpbI-I0HODA.

Awmepukanckuit antponosor @. bok ormerun: "KynbTypa B caMoM HIMPOKOM CMBICTIE - 3TO TO,
13-3a YEro Thl CTAHOBUIIBCS Yy XKAKOM, KOI'/la MOKKgaeb cBoil oM. KynbpTypa Bkitodaer B ce0st
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Bce yOeX/IeHUs U BCE OKUAAHUS, KOTOPbIE BHICKA3bIBAIOT U IEMOHCTPUPYIOT Jitoau... Koraa Tel B
CBOEH rpyIIe, cpeau J0AeH, C KOTOPBIMU pa3Jieisieib OOIIyI0 KyIbTypy, TeOe He MPUXOIUTCS
00IyMBIBaTh U MIPOCKTUPOBATH CBOU CJIOBA U TIOCTYIIKH, KOO BCE - U ThI, © OHU - BUJIUTE MHP, B
MIPUHIIMIIE, OIMHAKOBO, 3HAETE, UEro OKUIaTh Apyr oT Apyra. Ho npebriBast B uykoM 00I1IeCTBE,
ThI OyJIEIIb UCIIBITHIBATH TPYAHOCTH, OIIYIIEHHE OECTIOMOIIHOCTH U A€30PUEHTHPOBAHHOCTH,
YTO MOXHO Ha3BaTh KyJIbTypHbIM okoM" [1, 17-20]. Kynbrypnsiit mok (KII) - aTo
YMCTBEHHOE, (U3NYECKOE U AIMOLMOHAIILHOE MTPUCIOCOOICHNE K AKU3HU B UyKOW CTpaHe, HOBOU
Ui YenoBeka cpefe. JlanHas curyanus TpedyeT morcka pa3inyHbIX ClIOCOO0B MPHUCTIOCOOTCHHUS
K IMOBCEHEBHOCTH — OT OCHOBOMOJAramux GpunocodCKkux MOHATUN U B3TIIAI0B HA KU3HbD,
MUp | JIOJICH 10 pYTUHHBIX Tipotieayp [9, 1]. Wmm, kak ormeuaet JI.I'. MoHuH, 3TO KOHMIUKT
CTapbIX M HOBBIX KYJIbTYPHBIX HOPM U OPUEHTAIIHI, CTAPbIX — MPUCYIINX UHAUBUAY KaK
MIPEJICTAaBUTEIO TOTO OOIIECTBA, KOTOPOE OH MOKUHYJI, U HOBBIX, TO €CTh MPECTABISIONIUX TO
00111ecTBO, B KOTOpOe OH mpuobLt [1, 17-20].

15.Camo noHSITHE «KYJIBTYPHBIA MIOK» OBLIO BIIEPBBIC BBEICHO aMEPHUKAHCKUM aHTPOIIOJIOTOM
Kanepso O6eprom B 1960 roay. Yarmie Bcero KyJabTypHBINA IIIOK UMEET HETATHBHBIC
MOCTICNICTBHYSI, HO CIIEAyeT OOpaTUTh BHUMAHUE M Ha €T0 MO3UTHBHYIO CTOPOHY, XOTs OBI JUIS TEX
WHIUBUIOB, Y KOT'O MEPBOHAYAIBHBIN TUCKOM(OPT BEAET K MPUHITUIO HOBBIX IIEHHOCTEH U
MOJIEJICH MTOBEACHUS U, B KOHEYHOM CUETE, BaXKEH JIJIsl IMYHOCTHOTO pocTa. Mcxons u3 aToro
JIx. Beppu naske npeiokui BMECTO TEPMUHA KYJIBTYPHBIH IIOK UCTIOIB30BATh TIOHSTHE CIMpecc
aKKyIbmypayuu: cIoBO «IIIOK» aCCOIMUPYETCS TOIBKO C HETaTUBHBIM OIBITOM, a B Pe3yJIbTaTe
MEXKYJIBTYPHOTO KOHTAKTa BO3MOXKCH U MOJIOKUTEIBHBIN OMBIT — OIIEHKA MPOOJIeM U UX
npeononenwue [6, 281], [7].

MoxHO TakKe BbIIEIUTH 11ecTh aciiekToB KIII:
- HaNpsHKEHHUE U3-3a YCWINM, puiiaraeMblxX JUIsl JOCTHKEHUSI IICUXOJI0TUYECKOH a1alTallkH;
- 4yBCTBO MOTEPH U3-3a JUIICHUS APY3€i, CBOETO MOJOXKEHHUs, TPOPECCHH, COOCTBEHHOCTH;

- YyBCTBO OJIMHOYECTBA (OTBEP)KEHHOCTH) B HOBOU KyJIbTYpE, KOTOPOE MOKET IIPEBPATUTHCS B
OTPHUIIAHKE 3TOH KYJIbTYpHI,

- HapyIlIeHUE POJIEBBIX OKUJAHUI U YyBCTBA CAMOHICHTU(DUKAIINH;

- TPEBOra, MepexosIas B HEroJOBAHUE U OTBPAIICHHE NIOCIIE OCO3HAHUS KYJIbTYpPHBIX
pa3Iuyui;

- YyBCTBO HEMOJHOLEHHOCTH M3-3a HECIIOCOOHOCTHU CIpaBUThCA ¢ cutyauuei [8, 17].

B xoxne uccnenopanuit @.bok Beigenw nath cmoco6oB npeopoieHust KII: rerronsamnms,
ACCUMUJISIINSA, TIPOMEKYTOUHBIN cr1oco0 (0OMEH M B3aUMOICHCTBUS ), YaCTUYHAS ACCUMUJIISIINS,
KOJIOHU3AIIUSL.

[eTToM3anuMs NPOSBISETCS B TEX CIy4Yasix, KOr/ia YelI0BeK, IPHObIBas B IPyroe 00IIeCTBO,
cTrapaercs U30eraTh WiH OKa3bIBACTCs BHIHYKICH M30eraTh BCIKOTO CONPHUKOCHOBEHHS C UyKOM
KyJIbTYPO# U3-3a HE3HAHMUS S3bIKA, IPUPOIHON POOOCTH, BEPOUCIIOBEIAHHS WU 110 KAKHUM-JIN00
APYTUM NpUYUHAM. B 9TOM citydae OH CTPeMHTCsI K CO3J[aHHI0 COOCTBEHHOM KYJIbTYPHOU CpeIbl
- OKPYI)KCHUS COTUIEMEHHHUKOB, YTOOBI OTTOPOUTHCS 3TUM OKPYIKEHUEM OT BIIUSHHUSI
MHOKYJIBTYpHOU cpensi [1, 17-20].
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OTO sABICHHE MOXKHO HAOII01aTh IPAKTUYECKH B JIFOOOM KPYITHOM 3aI1aJJHOM FOpOJIE.
Cy1ecTBYIOT, Kak MpaBuiIo, 60siee UM MEHEee U30JIMPOBAHHBIE U 3aMKHYThIE pailOHBI,
HacCEJIEHHbIE HOCUTEIISIMU OIIPENEICHHBIX KYJIbTYp: KUTallCKHE KBapTaJIbl MJIU, KaK UX €11
Ha3BIBAIOT, «UaiiHATAyHBI», apabckue, pycckue («bpaiiTon-buay B Hero-Hopke), nnmiickue
KBapTajbl U T. .

CoOCTBEHHBII OIBIT MPOKUBAHUS 32 PYOEKOM J10Ka3al HEIPPEKTUBHOCTh FETTOM3ALINH,

TaK Kak, 110 HalleMy MHEHHUIO, HEBO3MOXHO XKUTh B CTpaHe, n30eras B3auMOICHCTBUS C ee
KYJBTYpOH.

Bropoii criocob pazpemieHuss KOHPJIUKTA KyIbTYp — aCCUMILISALNS - TTOTHBIA OTKa3
WHIUBHUIA OT CBOEH KYJIBTYpPhI U CTPEMIICHUE LIETUKOM YCBOUTH HEOOXOAUMBIH JUTsI )KU3HU

«HOBBIH KyJIbTypHBIH Oarax». Koneuno, ycnex He rapantupoBat. 1 Ha 3TO CylIeCTBYIOT
pa3IMyYHbIC IPUYMHBL: HENOCTATOYHAS IUIACTUYHOCTD JTMYHOCTH CaMOr'0 aCCUMUIIMPYIOLIET0Cs,
1100 COTPOTUBIICHUE KYJIBTYPHOM Cpe/ibl, YWIEHOM KOTOPOH OH HAMEPEH CTaTh.

YacTuuHas aCCUMHIIALMS — TPEThsl CTPATETUsl — 3aKJIK0YAETCS B TOM, YTO UHIUBUJ JIMIIb
YaCTUYHO XKEPTBYET CBOCH KyJIbTYpOil B MOJb3y HHOKYJIBTYPHOUH Cpeibl OOUTAHUS B KAKOW-TO
OJTHOM M3 cep )KU3HU: HAPUMED, Ha padOTe PyKOBOJCTBYETCS HOPMaMH U TPEOOBAHHSIMH
WHOKYJILTYPHOM CpeJibl, a B CEMbE, Ha JIOCYTE, B PEIUTHO3HOM chepe - HopMaMu CBOEH
TPaIUIIMOHHON KyJNbTYphl. Takas mpakTHKa, MoXkalyil, HanboJee pacmpocTpaHeHa B cpeie
sMurpanToB. OHH Yale BCEro aCCHMUIMPYIOTCS YaCTHYHO, Pa3Aeiisis CBOIO )KM3Hb Ha JIBE JOJIH.

16.YeTBepThIiii ciocob npeoaosieHus: KOH(GIUKTa KylIbTyp — KoioHu3anus. [IpeacraButenu
Yy>KOU KyJbTYpBl, IPUOBIB B CTpaHy, akTUBHO HaBSI3bIBAIOT HACEIIEHUIO CBOU COOCTBEHHBIE
LIEHHOCTH, HOPMBI U MoJiesu noBeAeHus. [1o HaleMy MHEHUIO, TaKOe NOBeIeHUE HEM30EKHO
MpUBEAET K KOH(MIUKTY, arPECCHH U MPOBATy KOMMYHUKAIIUU.

W, nakonern, nsateIil npemioxkeHHbit @.bokom criocod pazpemenust KII - mpomMexxyTOUHBIN,
COCTOSIIIIUN B KyJIbTYPHOM OOMEHE U B3aUMOJICHCTBUU. J{7151 TOTO YTOOBI OOMEH OCYIIECTBIISIICS
aJICKBaTHO, IIPHHOCHJI TTOJIB3Y M 00oramian 00¢ CTOPOHBI, HY>KHBI 0JIar0KeIaTeIbHOCTh U
OTKPBITOCTh C 00EUX CTOPOH, YTO Ha MPAKTUKE BCTPEUAETCS YpE3BbIUAHO PEAKO.

NmenHo 3TOT crioco6 1 OBLT HCITOJIB30BaH HAMHU BO BpPEeMs TpexMecsyHoro npoxuBanus B CILIA.
[To Hamemy MHEHUIO, JaHHYIO cTpareruto npeoaoiaeHus KII MoxHO Ha3BaTh TOJEPAHTHOM, T.K.
TOJIEPAHTHOCTH KaK IIEHHOCTh 0a3upyeTcsi He Ha MPOTHUBOCTOSHUY, a HA COCYIIIECTBOBAHUH C
WHBIM, HE Ha OTPUIIAHUH, & HA IPU3HAHUU Apyroro. « ToaepaHTHOCTh — 3TO, MIPEX]IE BCETO,
aKTUBHOE OTHOIICHHE, POpMUPYEMOE HAa OCHOBE NMPU3HAHUS YHUBEPCAIBHBIX MPAB M OCHOBHBIX
cBoOo yemoBeka» [11, 3].

[IpuHIMT TONEPAHTHOCTH, BHICTYTIas B KAUeCTBE (PUIIbTPA, HE TIO3BOJISET a/IpECAHTY B IMOJTHOU
Mepe IKCIUTUIIMPOBATH HETraTUBHOE OTHOILIEHHE, OMMYCTUTHCS JI0 Bpax1eOHOM SA3BIKOBOM
arpeccuu. [IpyuHIIUT TONEPAHTHOCTH MOAUDUITUPYET UCXOJHYIO HHTCHLIUIO, B PE3YyJIbTAaTe Yero
Ha ITOBEPXHOCTHOM YPOBHE HETaTUBHOE OTHOLIEHUE BBIPAYXKAETCSI B OTHOCUTEIIBHO MATKOM,
3aByaJMpOBaHHOM (opme.

B xoze o0mieHus ctaiy o4eBUIHBIMU Pa3IMuus B BOCIIPUSATUN OKPY>KAIOILIEro MUPA, B
OTHOLLIEHUHU K CEMbE, PEIUTUH, ONUTHKE. Hac HempusATHO nopa3uia HeKast «3alUKICHHOCTb)
aMEpHKaHIIEB Ha BOIIPOCAX PACOBBIX M CEKCYyaJbHBIX OTHOIICHUH. DTO TaOyUpOBaHHbIE, TEM HE
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MeHee, ITOCTOSTHHO MYCCHPYEMBIE TEMBI, IIPH 00CYKICHUH KOTOPBIX UCIIOIB3YETCS MHOYKECTBO
3B(HEMHU3MOB, 4TO B CBOIO 0YEPE/lb, CBUCTEIBCTBYET O TOJIEPAHTHOM OTHOIICHUH JIFOJICH K
JaHHBbIM TEMaM. B006H_Ie, Y HaAC CJIIOKHUJIOCH BIICYATIICHHUEC, YTO aMCPHUKAHIIBI BIIOJIHE
I[py>K€J'II-O6HBI H TOJICPAHTHBI: UM OBLIO HHTCPCCHO Y3HATh O CYIICCTBOBAHNU POCCI/II/I, XOTsA
HEKOTOPBIE CUUTAIH, YTO ITO TOpoJl B MOCKBE HITH JTaXke TJe-TO B SIMOHNY, a Ha3BaHHS HAIIINX
TOPOJIOB BOOOIIIE TPUBOJIWIIHA UX B COCTOSIHUE 3aMeNIaTebcTBa. Y ciblmaB «Permy mmm
«Chelyabinsk», onn otBewanu «Aaah, OK», CHUIbHO YIUBIISUTUCH U TIPOIOJIKAIIN CITYIIATh,
U3peJKa MbITasiCh MOBTOPUTH. [IprMedarenbHO, YTO OHU HUKOT/Ia HE UCTIPABIISUTN HaIl
AHTTTUHCKUHN, 2 HA000POT, MOAOAAPUBAIIH, TEM CAMBIM MOOIIPSS MOMBITKA 3aTOBOPUTH JTaXKe
CaMbIX CKPOMHBIX 1 HCKOHTAKTHBIX.

Taxoe obmieHne, caMo 1o cede, pacroiiaraeT K OTKPHITOMY JAUAJIOTy, K 0OMEHY KYJIbTYyp, TOTOMY
YTO UMEHHO Yepe3 MPU3MY SA3bIKa MHOCTPAHEI] OJIYYaeT YHUKAIbHYIO BO3MOKHOCTb JINYHO, a
He uepe3 KHuru win CMU, no3HaKOMUTBCS € TPAIULUSIMHI U 00bIYasiMU MECTHBIX JKUTEJICH,
MPUHATH y4acTre B 0OIIIECTBEHHOM KU3HU, MTOJIYYUTh OECIIEHHBIH OMBIT U MO3HATH HEYTO HOBOE,
HO IIPU 3TOM, TAK)X€ MOJEIUTHCS YaCTULIEH CBOEH KYJIBTYpPBbI, CBOETO si3bIKa. [IposBienue
TOJIEPAHTHOCTH MO3BOJISET COBEPIIUTH MATKHI MEPEXOJT OT «IYKOT0» JI0 «CBOETOY, ITO3BOJISET,
XOTh U Ha BpeMsi TOE3/IKH, CTaTh YACTHUIIEH 00I1IecTBa, KOTOpasi He OTTOpraeTcs, a
BOCIIPUHUMAETCS KaK paBHasi.

K xonny npe6siBanue B CIIIA, qaxke camble CHIIbHBIE CKEITUKH COTJIACHIIUCH, YTO MPOKUBAHHE
B CBOEM MaJICHBKOM T€TTO BO3MOXHO, HO OHO BJICUET 32 COOOH OJJMHOYECTBO, OTPEIICHHOCTD OT
KOJIJIEKTHBA, cTpecc. M1 Ha0060poT, TosepaHTHOE 100pOKenaTeIbHOE OTHOILIEHHUE K MHEHUSIM U
MOCTYIKaM APYTUX MO3BOJsET 3P PEeKTUBHO cripaBisaThes ¢ mpossaeHusMu KIII, oTkpeiBaeT
HOBBIE TOPU3OHTBHI, O3BOJISIET IO3HATH JIPYTYIO, HE BPaXKACOHYI0, a TPOCTO HE3HAKOMYIO
KYJBTYpY, Belb He 3ps B «Jlexmapanuu [IpunuumnoB TonepaHTHOCTHY TOBOPUTCS:
«TonepaHTHOCTH O3HAYAET yBaXKEHHE, IPUHATHE U MPABUIbHOE IOHUMaHUE 0OTaToro
MHOT000pa3us KyJbTyp HAIIEr0 MUpPa, HAKX ()OPM CaMOBBIPAKEHUS U CIIOCOOOB TIPOSBICHUI
YeJIOBEUECKOW MHIUBUAYATbHOCTH. Eif CTOCOOCTBYIOT 3HAHUSA, OTKPBITOCTH, OOIICHHUE U

CBO6OI[a MBICJIM, COBECTU U Y66}K,I[€HI/II7L TOHCpaHTHOCTB — 9TO I'apMOHH B MHOFOO6paSI/II/I»
[11, 3].

17. I'noGanu3anust Bcex acleKTOB MUPOBOIO COTPYIHUYECTBA, CTPEMJICHHE K CO3JaHUI0 €ANHOMN
o0pazoBaTeabHON MapaJurMbl, TPaHCHAIIMOHATN3AIMS KYJIbTYPHBIX U S3BIKOBBIX IPOCTPAHCTB,
CO3/1aHHE€ MEKHALIMOHAIBHBIX ['OCY- TAPCTBEHHBIX U OOIIECTBEHHBIX 00BEIMHEHUH MTOBICKIN 3a
co00ii MOBBIILIEHUE HHTEpeca K MpoliaeMaM MEXKYJIbTYPHOH KOMMYHUKAIIUH, SI3bIKOBOTO
B3aUMOJENCTBUS U KYJIbTYPHO-A3bIKOBON MJIEHTUYHOCTH HApOJI0B [3].

[TockonbKy COBpeMEHHOMY MHUPOBOMY COOOILECTBY MPUCYIA KPaHSsIs CTENEHb COLUaIbHO-
MOJUTUYECKOM HEOJHOPOAHOCTH, OKA3bIBAIOIIAS], B CBOIO OUEPE/lb, 3HAUUTEIBHOE BIUSIHUE HA
CTaTyC SI3bIKOB, UCCIICIOBAHUS, CBI3aHHBIC C TIPOOJIEMaMU SI3LIKOBBIX TPAIHUIIAIA U
MEXKYJIbTYPHON KOMMYHHUKAIUH, SIBISIFOTCS] BA)KHEUIITUM HAINlpaBJICHUEM pa3- BUTHUS HAYKH O
SI3BIKE U CMEXHBIX TYMaHUTAPHBIX HAYK — KYJIbTYPOJIOTUH, HUITOCOPHUH, COIIMOTIOTHH U MPOY.

[1].

MHOXECTBEHHBIE dTHOKOH(PECCHOHAIbHBIE KOH(MIUKTHI, OCTPBIC COIUATBbHO-IKOHOMHUYECKUE
BOITPOCHI JIMIIIB YCYTyOJISIOT HE0OX0IMMOCTh B ITOMCKE aJICKBaTHBIX CITIOCOOOB pa3peIICHHS BCEX
BO3HHKAIOIIMX IPOTHBOPEYHA, U B JJAHHOM KOHTEKCTE, €CTECTBEHHO, 3HAUUTEIIBHO BO3PACTALET
POJIb sI3bIKa KAK OCHOBHOI'O KOMITOHEHTA OCYILIECTBIICHHSI MIOJTHOIIEHHOW MEKKYJIbTYPHOU
kommyHuKkaruu [Tam xe].

205



B KOHTEKCTE HBIHEIIHEW CIIOAKHOMU MOJUTUYECKON CUTyallud HapsiAy CO CTPEMIIEHUEM K
WHTETpalliy U MOJIHU- KyJIbTYPHOCTH MPOU3OIIEN 0UePEIHON MOIIHBIN «BCILIECK» B IIUPOKOM U
MyOJIUYHOM HCTIOIB30BAHUM «SI3bIKa HEHABUCTH WIIH «SI3bIKa BpaXAb [4]. OTMeTHM, 9TO
CaMBbIil «00JIE3HEHHBIN» yAap OT BO3POXKIACHUS ATOTO heHOMEHA ObLT HAHECEH UMEHHO TI0
PYCCKOTOBOPSIIIEMY HACETICHHIO, PEACTABUTENSIM «PYCCKOro MUpay. JlaHHOE sSIBIEHUE SIBUIOCH
OOBEKTUBHBIM PE3YJIbTATOM JUTHTEIBHBIX U MOCTYMATEIbHBIX IEHCTBUI CHIT I€CTPYKTUBHOTO
XapakTepa, CIIoCOOCTBYIONTNX HarHETaHUIO aTMOC(ephl pycohOONH U HEIPHUATHS «PYCCKOM
KyJIbTYPHOH TPaIUIIII.

[TmogopoaHO# MOYBOM JUIsl B3pAIIMBAHUS HALIMOHATMCTUYECKUX UJIEW, MOJKPETICHHBIX
MOAXOJAIIMMH KBa3UHAYYHOU U MICEBIOMCTOPUYECKON KOHLIETIIUSAMU, PEIUTHO3HBIMU 10rMaMu
1 DKCTPEMHUCTCKOM (rtocodueit, cran KpU3nuc JyXOBHOCTH, YTO MIPHUBEIIO, B KOHIIE KOHIIOB, K
0Oe3HaKa3aHHOMY Pa3TyJly SKCTPEMUCTCKUX M HAIIMOHATUCTUYECKUX TPYIITUPOBOK,
MPUKPBIBAIOIINXCS «HAMOHAIbHOU uaeei» [ Tam xe].

[Ipex e Bcero, HEOOXOAMMO ONPEAEIIUTD, UTO CIEAYET CUUTATh «A3BIKOM HEHABUCTH.
[IpuBBIUHOE ONpenieneHne JaHHOTO SI3bIKOBOTO U OTHOBPEMEHHO COLIMATIBHO-TIOJUTUYECKOTO
(beHoMeHa creyroliee: «I3bIK HEHABUCTHY — 3TO OMPEAETICHHBIH Ha0Op S3bIKOBBIX CPEJICTB,
OCKOPOJISFOLINX JIFOJIEH WM TPYTIIBI JIFOJEH 10 PACOBOMY, STHUYECKOMY, T'€HICPHOMY,
PEITUTHO3HOMY NPU3HAKAM, a TAKXKE [0 COCTOSIHUIO 3/10POBbS U CEKCYaIbHOM OpUEHTALUH.
OueBUIHO, YTO OJOOHBIE A3BIKOBBIE 00OPOTHI HE ABJISIOTCS HOPMAaTUBHON OOIENPUHSATON
JIEKCUKOHN M HAaXOATCS 1O/ 3aIIPETOM KaK Ha OBITOBOM, TaK U Ha FOCYIapCTBEHHOM HIIU JIFOOOM
JIpyroM o(puIMaIEHOM YPOBHE.

OHaKo MOHSATHE «SI3bIK HEHABUCTHY YacTO TPAKTYIOT B 00Jiee IIMPOKOM CMBICIIE, BKIIOYast
TE3WCHI U TEKCTHI, HAMPABIICHHBIC HA Pa3KUTaHUE HEHABUCTHU, TIPU3BIBBI K HACUJIUIO U
JTUCKPUMHUHALIMY U TIpod. [6; 7].

18.Peanuu mociaeTHUX JIET YKa3bIBAlOT HA PE3KUH TOTbEM YPOBHS UCIIOJL30BAHUS MTOT00HOMH
HEHOPMATUBHOM JIEKCUKH B paMKaX TEIEKOMMYHUKAIIMOHHOTO BEIaHUS, IOTUTUYECKON 1
IpOYCH aruTalyu, a TAaK)Ke B KOHTEKCTEe HOBEUIIINX 00pa3oBaTeIbHbIX IIporpamm. Ocobas
OITACHOCTH MMPUMEHECHHS TAHHOW OCKOPOUTEILHOM JIEKCHKH KPOETCSI BO BHEJPECHUH €€ B
o0Opa3oBareabHbIE MPOrPaMMbI U TTPOIIECCHI; TAKMM 00pa30M OCYIIECTBIISETCS Ty IOBUIITHOE
BIIMSIHUE HA HEOKPEMIINE YMBI MMOPACTAIOIIETO MOKOJICHHSI, BOCIUTHIBACTCS HAIIMOHAIHN3M B
CaMOM HETIPUTJISITHOM €T0 acIlleKTe, HETePITUMOCTh K HHAKOMBICITHIO, HHOKYJIBTYPHOCTH,
3aKJIa/IBIBACTCS U1 O TIPEBOCXOICTBE M IOMUHUPOBAHUHU OJHOW Pachl MU HAIIUU HaJ IPYTOM.
K coxxanenuro, HICTOpUH 3HAKOMBI IIPUMEPHI TAKOW 00pa30BaTENILHON MapaurMbl, HO TAKXKE U
M3BECTEH PE3yJIbTAT MOJOOHBIX COIMATBHBIX HKCIIEPUMEHTOB [5].

[TocTpoenune HOBelIIEH HATMOHATUCTUYECKOW HICOJIOTMH, OCHOBAHHOM Ha TEOPHUH PACOBOI0O
MMPEBOCXOJICTBA M YHUYMKECHUS HHOKYJILTYPHBIX COIIMYMOB, aKTHBHO OCYIIECTBIISICTCS MHOTUMH
rocyaapcTBamMu. FIMEHHO B TAKOM KOHTEKCTE «SI3bIK HEHABUCTUY CITYXKUT MOIIHBIM
KaTaJn3aTopoM JUIsl pa3KUTaHUsl MeKHAIIMOHAILHOM PO3HU B CAMOM CTPAITHOM €€ MPOSBICHUU
— TEHOIIN/IC HACEJICHHS 110 HAIIHOHAIbHOMY WUIH KYJIbTYPHOMY (SI3LIKOBOMY) IPHUHITUITY. SI3BIK
HE MTPOCTO OCHOBHOW MHCTPYMEHT Mpoliecca MEKKYIbTYPHOU KOMMYHHUKAITUU, HO U MapKep
KyJbTYpPHOU WJACHTUYHOCTH. [IpUHIIMIT paBHONIPaBUs HAIlMK CTAHOBUTCS JCKIapaluei 100poit
BOJIM, YCJIOBHEM BBEDKMBAHHUS HAPOJIOB — M OOJIBIIMX, U MaJIbIX. UeIOBEYECTBO BHIPAOOTAIIO
MPaBOBBIE HOPMBI MUPHOT'O COCYIIIECTBOBAHUS HAPOJOB, B TOM YHCJIE MPUHITUIIBI
HEHACUJILCTBEHHBIX pa3peIIeHu MEKITHUYECKUX CIIOPOB U 3alIUThl HAIIMOHAJIBHBIX
MEHBIITUHCTB [2].
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[Ipouecc MEXKyIbTYPHOH KOMMYHHKAIIMN HAYMHAETCS C IPOCTOr0 OCO3HAHMS (paKkTa pealbHO
CYIIECTBYIOIIUX KYJIbTYPHBIX PA3IUYUI MEXKIY pasHbIMU JT0AbMH. OTCIO[a TTIaBHOM LETBI0 UX
OOIIIEHUS] CTAHOBUTCS MPEOJI0JICHNE MEXKYIBTYpHBIX pasnuunii [Tam xe].

OcCHOBOI T'YMaHUCTHYECKON UIC0JIOTHH CYUTAETCS UAES aHTPOIOIIEHTPUYHOCTH SI3bIKA,
YeJI0BEKA KaK A3bIKOBOM JIMUHOCTH U €r0 MECTa B KyJIbType. YelnoBeK IIpH 3TOM NPEACTABIIEH HE
TOJIBKO KaK «CyOBEKT HAIIMOHAILHON KYJIb- TYPhD» [6], HO I KaK HOCUTEIb
STHOJMHTBOKYJIBTYPHOT'O CO3HAHUS, TOHUMAEMOT'0 KaK « MHBapHaHTHBII 00pa3 Mupa,
COOTHECEHHBIH ¢ 0COOEHHOCTSIMU HAIIHOHAJILHOW KYJIbTYPHl M HAIMOHAIBHOW NICUXOJIIOTHH U
CYILIECTBYIOIMN KaK B OOLIECTBEHHOM, TaK U B UHIUBUIYyaIbHOU popmax» [1; 3].

Oc00eHHO BaKHBIM B JAHHOM KOHTEKCTE CJIeyeT CYUTATh IPOLIECC MHKYIbTYPALMH — MepeJadn
KOMMYHUKAIIMOHHOW MapaJurMbl HAPSIMYIO IOTOMKaM, OT OKOJIEHUS K TTOKOJIEHUIO B
COOTBETCTBUU C HOPMaMH U KyJbTYPHOU TPaJHULIMEN TOr0 Wiu UHOTO counyma. [Ipu sTom
KaKaasi KyIbTypHasi TPaIuIus MpeyCMaTpUBAaeT CBOU CTHIIN OOIICHHUS, TOITOMY
MPEJCTABIISIETCS KpailHE BAXKHBIM HE IPOCTO 3HATh OCHOBHBIE IPUHLHUIIBI U IIPUEMBI
MEXKYJIbTYPHOH KOMMYHHUKAIIH, HO IPUMEHATh UX U COBEPILIEHCTBOBATh HA MPAKTHKE.
Heobxoaumo mocturath 0COOEHHOCTH HHOKYJIBTYPHON KOMMYHUKAIIUU U aCCHMUIIMPOBATHCS B
Hee, YUUTHIBAs CICHU(PUKY KYIbTYPHOU S3BIKOBOHM TPAJAHUIIMK JAHHOTO COIIMyMa. Y MEHUE
BBIPAYKaTh CBOU MBICTIH M SMOIIMHU pa3HOOOPa3HBIMU U KPACHOPEYUBBIMHU METOIAMU C
MOJIOKUTEITHFHOM KOHHOTAIMEH 3HAYUTENHHO CITIOCOOCTBYET YKPEIIJICHHI0 KOMMYHUKAIIUH.

OnHako J1000My BUAy KOMMYHHMKAIIMH, KaK BEpOATLHOMY, TaK M HEBEpOATLHOMY, IIPUCYIIA
HEKOTOpasi IBYCMBICJICHHOCTh. B omnpeieneHHOM CUTyalny MapTHEPHI BIIpaBe OXKUAATh HAOOP
CJIOB M ECTOB, XapaKTEPHBIX VISl JAHHON CUTYyallMH B paMKaX KOHKPETHOU KyJIbTypPHO-
S3BIKOBOM Tpamauiuu. [Ipoliiecc KOMMYHHKAITMU HE BBI3BIBACT 3aTPYyIHEHUM, €CITH COOECETHUKHI
MPHHAIICKAT K 00IIEH KyIbTYpHOM Mapaaurme, HO B KOHTEKCTE MEXKYIbTYPHOMR
KOMMYHHKAIIMH HEKOTOPbIE IPUEMBbl HEBEpOATbHOTO OOLICHHSI UMEIOT MPOTUBOIIOIOKHOE
3HAa4YCHUE, UTO B UTOI'C HpI/IBOI[I/IT K OTJIMYHBIM OT O KN IACMBIX pe3y.]'II)TaTaM. HO}IO6H3H
JIBYCMBICIIEHHOCTB, KPOME BCETO IMPOYETO0, TAKKE MOKET OBITh MCITOJIb30BaHA [TPH
BO3HUKHOBCHHUU 5THOA3BIKOBBIX KOH(bHI/IKTOB, SHAYUTCIIbHO IMOAKPCILIIAA BGPGaHBHBIﬁ <A3BIK
HCHABUCTHU» U YCI/IJ'II/IBaH €ro I[CCTp}’KTI/IBHOG BOSI[GI\/'ICTBI/IC. HpI/I 3TOM HCJIB34d HC y‘-II/ITI)IBaTI) TOTO
(axTa, 9TO «I3bIK HEHABUCTHY», B 3HAYMTEIBHON CTEIICHH 3aTPYAHSSI KOMMYHHKAIIMIO, IPUBOINUT
B KOHCYHOM UTOI'C K BOBHUKHOBCHUIO KOH(I)JII/IKTa. O‘-ICBI/II[HO, YTO <«A3BIK HCHABUCTHW)Y HCJIB34
OPUYUCIUTD K BCIIOMOI'aTCJIbHOMY, CMCIIAHHOMY A3BIKY, A3BIKY- IIOCPCIHUKY, IIOCKOJIBKY B
3TOM Clly4ae TiIaBHas (PyHKIUS SI3bIKa — KOMMYHHUKATHBHAS — HE OCYIIECTBIIIETCS, a KakK pa3
Ha000POT, «I3bIK HCHABUCTH» BEAET K KYJIbTYPHOMY U 3THOS3BIKOBOMY Pa3MEKEBAHUIO
cO00ECETHUKOB.

19.B coBpeMEHHOM MHpE CYIIECTBYET OOJIBIIOE KOIMYECTBO MPUMEPOB TOTO, KaK S3BIK,
nepecraB 6I)ITI> Oq)I/IIII/IaJII)HI)IM, BBITCCHACTCA 110 HAIMOHAJIBHOMY IIPU3HAKY IIOJIHOCTBIO: CTPAHBbI
[Tpubantuku, Ykpauna, ['py3ust u mpod. HE CUMTAIOT HEOOXOAUMBIM IPUAATH PYCCKOMY
SI3BIKY CTaTyC BTOPOTO O(UIIMATBHOTO S3bIKA, HECMOTPS Ha TO, YTO TPETh HACENEHUS ITHX
CTpaH BJIAJICIOT PYCCKUM S3BIKOM M CUUTAIOT CE0s PyCCKOTOBOPSIIUMHU.

3anpeT Ha OCyLIECTBIEHUE KOMMYHHUKALIUY HA POJAHOM SI3bIKE, YIIIEMJICHUE IIPaB
MHOKYJIBTYPHOI YacTH HACEIEHUsI IPU MOIYyUYEHUH KaKUX-T1M00 rocyJapCTBEHHBIX TapaHTH,
yTHETEHUE MpaB Ipa)<JaH Ha MPOBEACHNUE PETUTHO3HBIX 00PSI0B B COOTBETCTBUU C
TPaJAULIMOHHBIMHU JUIsl HUX BEPOBAHUAMU U HA UX POJHOM SI3BIKE SBIIAIOTCSA ONHUMU U3
CEPbE3HENIINX HAPYLICHUH IIPaB 4eJI0OBEKA.
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Taxkum 00pa3oM, HalEIEHHOCTh Ha MHOTOIIOJISIPHBIA MUP, MOJIUKYJIBTYpHOE 00pa30BaTeIbHOE
IIPOCTPAHCTBO, MUPHOE COCYLIECTBOBAHUE MHOKYJIBTYPHBIX TPAJULIMI B paMKax OJHOIO
COILIMYMa MCKITIOYAIOT caMy BO3MOXHOCTh HCIIOJIB30BAHUS «SI3bIKa HEHABUCTH KaK OOMXOIHOTO
CpEeICTBa YHUKEHHMS 110 HALIMOHAIBHOMY WJIM KYJIbTypHOMY IIpu3HaKy. [lo1o0OHbIe
SMOLMOHATIBHO HETaTUBHO OKPALIEHHbIE IPUEMBI PEUM JJOJKHBI ObITh TPUPABHEHBI K
9KCTPEMUCTCKUM BBICKA3bIBAHUSAM, IPU3BIBAIOIINM K Pa3)KUTaHUIO MEXHAIIMOHAIBHON PO3HHU, U
IIPECIIEI0OBATHCA B YCTAHOBJIEHHOM MOPSIKE COINIACHO YTOJIOBHOMY KOJIEKCY TOT'O IOCY1apCTBa,
Ha TEPPUTOPHUHU U TPa’kAaHAMH KOTOPOI'O OHU OBLIN JIOMYILEHBI.

B 3akimtouenue ciaeayer OTMETHTD, UTO CTPEMIIEHHE K MHOTOTIOJIIPHOMY MHPY, CO3/1aHHUIO
YCIIOBUH JJIsl aCCUMUIISIIUU KYJIbTYPHOH TPAAUIIMKA HHOKYJIBTYPHBIX COLIMYMOB, BOCITUTAHUIO
TOJICPAHTHOCTHU U T'YMaHU3Ma, HCAONIYIICHHUIO MC)KHAITMOHAJIbHBIX U PCIIMTHO3HBIX KOH(bJII/IKTOB
JOJIDKHO ABJIATHCA KPpaCyroJbHbIM KaMHEM B IIOCTPOCHHUH MOIITHOT'O roCyaapCTna,
MIPETEeHIYIOIIEro Ha 3BaHKUE CBepXJepxaBbl. 1 OTHUM U3 TJIaBHEHUIIUX aCIIEKTOB B IaHHOM
MpoI1Iecce CAEYET CYUTATh OPUEHTALUIO HA TO3UTUBHYIO MEKKYJIbTYPHYIO KOMMYHUKAIUIO,
YBAXHUTCIIBHOC U TOJICPAHTHOC OTHOIICHUEC KO BCEM IIPOABJICHUAM KYJIbTYPHBIX ocoOeHHOCTEH
HOCHUTEJIE MHOM KyJbTYPHOU TpaJAUIMU, CTPOTHM 3alpeT HA UCIIOJIb30BAHUE «SI3bIKA
HEHABUCTH» HA BCEX YPOBHSIX.

20. CoBpeMeHHBII TeMIT )KMU3HU, XOTUM MBI 3TOTO MJIM HET, 337]a€T CBOM BPEMEHHBIE PaMKH,
JIEPKUT HAC B BEYHOM «PUTME TaHIIa», He COOII0eHEe KOTOPOTo BRIOMBAET HAac U3 Kojen. Ha
CErOJHSAIHUN JIEHb MOIABIISIONIEEe KOJIUUYECTBO JIIOACH 3aHUMAIOTCSl U3YYEHUEM HHOCTPAHHOTO
S3bIKA. Y KaXJIOTO W3 HUX CBOS IIEJIb U3YUYEHHUS, Y OJTHUX - 3TO BEUHbIE KOMAHJIUPOBKH, Y APYTHX
— myteniectBusl. C KaXIbIM JHEM JFOU BCE OOIBIIE CTPEMSTCS 00YUUTHCS HHOCTPAHHOMY
SI3BIKY 32 KOPOTKHI MPOMEXYTOK BPEMEHH U TIEPBBIM JIEJIOM HAIIPABIISIOTCS 32 TOMOIIBIO B
pa3IUYHbIC OPTaHU3AIMN 110 U3YYCHHIO S36IKOB. HO MBI pemm yrnpocTuTh 3aaady u
MO3HAKOMUTHCS ¢ Haubosee 3(HHEeKTUBHBIMU CIIOCOOAMH U3YUYEHHSI HHOCTPAHHOTO si3bIKa [3. C.
311]. Yaute uHOCTpaHHBIN SA3bIK (0COOCHHO HOBBIEC CJIOBA U BBIPAXKEHHUS) - ITO TSKKUN U
KPOMOTJIUBBINA TPY/I, KOTOPBIN TPpeOyeT MOCTOSTHHOM 3yOpe KU U 3aTPaThl OOIBIIIOT0 KOJIWYECTBA
BpeMmeHHu. Tak 5 3T10? Heysxenn HUKaK Hellb3sl U30€KaTh 3TUX HENPUSATHBIX JJIs HAC MOMEHTOB
[1.C.59]?

Jl71s oTBETa Ha BOJIHYIOIIME BOIIPOCHI XOTUM OOpaTUTh Ballle BHUMaHKUE Ha OOTaThlil mepedeHb
COBPEMEHHBIX METO/IUK, KOTOPBIE IIOMOTalOT U30 JAHS B JEHB JIIOASIM 10 Bcemy Mupy. IlepBast
METO/IMKA, C KOTOPOM XOYETCsl MO3HAKOMUTD - 3TO MeToauka MIHHBI MakCUMEHKO - OCHOBATEs
AaBTOPCKUX KYypCOB aHTJIMICKOTO s3bIKa. CBOIO METOAUKY OHAa OTHOCHUT K cTpaTerusm. Utak,
pPaccMOTpPUM €€ CTpaTEeruu.

Cmpamezus 1. «cnonb3yiTe CUITy SMOIIUI». ABTOP COBETYET CBSI3bIBATh AHTJIMUCKHE CIIOBA C
YEM-TO BaXKHBIM, IO3UTUBHBIM ISl BaC, C TEM, YTO KacaeTcsi MUMEHHO Bac. To ecTh, 3ayunBas
HOBOE, MBI JIOJDKHBI B IIEPBYIO OUEPE/lb IIPOILYCKATh 3TO yepe3 cedsh». IMEeHHO 3TO MOMOXKET
HaM MEePeXUTh Ty W UHYIO SI3bIKOBYIO CUTYyalHIO (K IPUMEPY, BO3bMEM TOT MOMEHT, KOT'/1a MBI
y4UM KaKoK-I100 TOMHK, K IpuMepy, Ha TeMy «IlyTemecTBus»), eciu 3ay4uBath 0e3 IeNbHO,
IIOTOMY YTO €CTh CJIOBO «Ha/I0», TO OYJIET 3TO CIENaTh COBCEM HE MIPOCTO, & €CIIN MBI
npeacrasuM, uro 3To HAIIE nyremectsue, To Mbl HamHOro 0o6neruum cede 3agaqy. Takum
obpazom, MnHa MakcumeHko coBetyeT: «[Ipexae ueM 3allOMHUTH CI0BO, IO lyMaiTe HaCKOJIbKO
OHO B&KHO M HYKHO JUIsI Bac. XOTeNH Obl BBI €r0 HCI0JIb30BaTh JAJIBIIE B CBOEM JIEKCUKOHE?»
YMeiiTe oTcenBaTh HEHYKHYIO BaM B JaJibHEHIIIEM HHPOPMALIUIO

Cmpamezus 2. «IloBepuTh B CBOU BO3MOKHOCTH». Xopoiuas jin y Bac namsats? Jlerko iiu Bam

JlaeTcs 3allOMUHAHUE aHTIMICKUX c1oB? Meician marepuanbHbl. [lepectanbTe yoexxaaTh ceOs B
TOM, 4TO SI3BIKM JAIOTCS BaM € TPYJOM WM 3TO He Baule. MBI 3TOro He 3aMe4yaeM, HO Halll MO3T
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BIUTHIBACT MHPOPMAIIMIO KaK I'yOKa, KaK MO3UTUBHYIO (0 KOTOPOM OBLIO CKa3aHO paHee), TaK U
HeratuBHYI0. To ecTh TBeps ceOe, UTO Bbl HE CMOXKETE, BbI TEM CaMbIM MTPOTPAMMHUPYETE CBOM
MO3T Ha CONPOTUBIICHHE 00YUYEeHHUIO (KCTaTu 3T0 [ J1aBHOE B JaHHOMW CTpAaTETHH BEPUTH B CBOU
CWJIBI, yBEpeHa MaKCUMEHKO.

Cmpameeus 3. «3aniloMHUHaTh HaBCErAa». MHOTHUX CEroiHs BOJHYET BOMPOC O TOM, uTo «He
3a0yay ¥ 51 N3y4YEeHHOE MHOM, €CJTH Y MEHS He OyIeT BO3MOKHOCTH TTOJAKPEIUIATh 3HAHUSA?
MoskeT TOBpeMEHUTh C CaMOOOYUYEHUEM U MOI0K/1aTh TOTO MOMEHTA, KOT/1a SI3bIK TPUTOAUTCS
MHE Ha npaktuke?» OTBET Ha ATOT BOIPOC TAK)KE BO MHOT'OM 3aBHCHT OT YOKACHUN U
MOTHBAIIMH CAMOTO YeJIOBEKAa. Y CICIIHbBIC B H3YYSHHUH SI3BIKOB JIFOIH OOBIIHO BEPST B CBOIO
CIOCOOHOCTH OBICTPO BOCCTAHOBUTH 3HaHMS. «Korja y MeHsl BOSHUKHET Takasi IOTpeOHOCTb, 5
OBICTPO BCTIOMHIO BCE, UTO MHE MTOTPEOyeTCs», - TOBOPSIT OHU. Haiu yOexxIeH!s BIHUSIIOT Ha
CITOCOOHOCTH MO3ra XpaHuTh nHpopMaluio. CoBeTyeTCs 3a1aTh BPEMEHHYIO IUIAHKY TOTO, 3a
KaKoW Mepuoj] BpeMEHHU 3HAHUSI CMOTYT BOCCTAHOBUTHCS.

Cmpameeus 4. «[lomHUTH 0 1IEM». HEoTHOKpAaTHO YUYEHBIMH T0Ka3aHO, YTO JIFO/IU, UMEIOIIIHE
BECKYIO MIPUYUHY JJIs1 U3yUEHUs SA3bIKa, CIIOCOOHBI OCBOUTH €T0 ropa3o ObICTpee OCTAIbHBIX.
Bot nouemy nipu 00ydeHHH B IIKOJIE IPUHSTO 337aBaTh IOMAIlTHEE 3aJaHKe — 3Hasl, YTO
HN3YUYCHHBIC HOBBIC CJIOBA ITPUI'OJAATCA Ha CICAYIOIICM 3aHATHH, YYCHUKH, 110 CTATHCTUKC,
3alIOMHUHAIOT CJIOBA JIy4Ille, YeM Te, KOMY JOMAIIHEero 3aaHus He 3aganu. Takum oOpazom,
OCHOBOTIOJIOTAIONTUM B 3(PPEKTHBHOM M3YUSCHHH MHOCTPAHHOTO SI3bIKA SBISETCS MOTUBAIUS U
LEb.

Cmpameeus 5. «Oby4darbcs 6eccozHatennbHO». He cexper, uto Haie 6ecco3HaTeIbHOE
yCBaMBAECT HOBBIM MaTeprall HAMHOTO JIydIlle U ObIcTpee co3HarenbHoro. K mpumepy, Koraa Bel
e/ieTe 3a pyJeM aBTOMOOWIIS Ballle BHUMaHUE MOJHOCTBIO HallEIeHO Ha JIOPOTy, B TO BpeMs Kak
Oecco3HaTeIbHOE YCBaWBAET HOBBIE CIIOBA M3 TEKCTa MECHU, UTPAIOIIECH B MarHUTOJIE.
CrapaiiTech yaille YATaTh UHTEPECHBIE KHUTH, PACCKAa3bl, CIAYIIATh ayMOMaTepUaIbl,
BHICOMaTEPHAIIBI M OOIIATHCS C JIFOABMHU Ha aHTJIMMCKOM s3bIKe. Toraa Barmie co3HaHue OyaeT
3aHSTO CIOKETOM, a OECCO3HATEIHHOE CMOKET C JETKOCThIO YCBOUTh HOBBIE CJIOBA U
BeIpakeHUs. U, moxanyi, camas > exTuBHas1, Ha HAII B3TIIs, CTpaTerus MakCUMEHKO
«BCTPOUTHY» HOBOE CIIOBO B CBOH OMBIT. ECiii MBI 0OpaTM BHUMAaHHE Ha MaJIEHBKOTO peOeHKa,
JUI KOTOPOTO BCE HOBO, TO 3aMETHUM, YTO KOTJla peOEHOK BCTPEYaeT HOBOE CIIOBO, OH HAUMHAET
3aMeuarh €ro B CaMbIX Pa3HbIX CUTYalUsAX, OKPYXKEHUAX, KOHTekcTax. K mpumepy, BriepBbie
YCIIBIIIAB CIIOBO «OCITbIi», peOEHOK HAYNHACT IMMOBTOPSATH €0, YBHJIEB OCIIBbINA CHET, OCITyI0
Oymary, 0embiii caxap. M1 IMEHHO B 3TOM 3aJI0T TTPaBUIILHOTO, OBICTPOTO H JIETKOTO
3allOMUHAHUS HOBOTO CJIOBa. B 1aHHO# cTpaTernu cHOBa oOpaiiaeTcss BHUMaHue Ha (DyHKIIUN
HAIIIeT0 MO3Tra, KOTOPBIA (POPMHUPYET acCONMAINH C PA3TAIHBIMU YACTSAMHU TPEIBIITYIIETO
OTbITa, C TEM, YTO PeOEHOK YK€ XOPOIIIO 3HaeT. B KOHTeKCcTax, KOTOPHIMHU peOEHOK MOJIb3YETCs
P 3aTIOMUHAHUU, HOBOE CIIOBO CTAHOBHTCS OoJiee MPUBLIYHBIM U 3HaKOMBIM [2. C. 19]. Benp
TETeph OCTAETCA JUIITL BCIIOMHUTD O caxape win cHere. lnHa MakCUMEHKO COBETYeT
HCIOJIb30BAaTh HOBBIE CIIOBA B CaMbIX Pa3IMYHbIX CUTYalUAX — 3a/IeICTBOBATh €r0 B Iepeckas3ax,
MIPAKTUKYSCh B AaHTJIHICKOM C COOpaThaMu Mo y4ede, ¢ HocUTensiMu si3bika. [IpeacraBbre cedst
TeM caMbIM pebenkom [3. C. 122].

C MHTOHALIMOHHBIM aKLEHTOM BCE HAMHOTO ITPOILLE: BO BPEMs 3aIlIOMUHAHHS HOBOT'O MBI
oJ0MpPaeM K CIOBY YK€ MU3BECTHBIE, IIOAXOISIINE TI0 CMBICITY CJIOBA U IPOU3HOCUM
MOJIy4YMBILKECS IPEUIOKEHUSI BCIYX, Jieasi aKIIeHT UMEHHO Ha n3ydaeMoM Hamu ciose [2. C.
324]. CBos ucropus ¢ wiumoctpauueil. [lonbupaem aBa co3ByYHBIX CI0Ba U IIPOCTABIISEM UX B
HEKYIO «CBOI0» UCTOPHIO, JI€JIaEM 3TO B MIMCbMEHHOM BH/JIE (IIpY 3TOM HOBBIE CJIOBA BBIJIEISIEM
KYPCHBOM WJIM PA3IMYHBIMH BBIACIUTEISIMH ), IPU 3TOM JJ1s1 60sbIelt 3¢ (HEeKTUBHOCTH
COBETYETCsl TaK e BU3YyaJIbHO N300pakaTh HCTOPHIO MIIM XOTs Obl CXeMaTHYHO, HEKOM
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KapTUHKOM, KoTOopas accouuupyetcsi ¢ HoBoM ciioBom). [IOUEMY TTIPOJIEJIBIBATH O3TO
CJIIEAYET UMEHHO HA ITMCBbME? [loTomMy 4TO 110 MHOTOYHMCJIEHHBIM UCCIEI0BAHUSIM
YYEHBIX OBLIO BBISBIICHO, YTO OOJIBIITMHCTBO JIFOACH ABJIAIOTCS BU3yadamMu. CyIiecTByeT
MHOECTBO METOJIUK, CIIOCOO0B U CTpPATETHil, KOTOPBIC TAK)KE KaK U BCE JIIOIN —
WHIUBHIyaTbHBL. [ TaBHOE HA CETOIHSANTHUN JIEHD - 3TO UMETH JKEJIaHHUE, TJIABHOE 3aX0TETh!

Tekcr 1151 ayAUpOBaHus:

French protest against English language

A group of French trades unionists and language pressure groups have joined French MPs to
appeal to French businesses to stop using English in the workplace, whether on email, the
telephone or just by using English words such as 'le job, 'le newsletter' or 'le web'.

Leading the charge of the French language brigade in its latest skirmish was French MP Jacques
Miyar. Unusually for a man of the right, the troops following him into battle are trade unionists
and language pressure groups, united in a new French resistance. The enemy is the English
language. It's colonised French screens, infiltrated French music and now it's conquering the
French workplace - in e-mails, or 'le mail' and 'sur le web' on ‘I'internet’ and even on 'les news'.
All this has to stop, says Mr Miyar.

JACQUES MIYAR:

I think this is very dangerous because you know French language is the spirit of France. It will
be a big mistake that those enterprises who want to make business in France impose their own
cultural way. We French have been imperialists long before them, you know, and we know how
it works. So | do believe that it is now time to react and say 'stop your nonsense, respect people,
learn French, learn German, learn Chinese and Arabic as well as English'.

The French did legislate against English on the radio but it keeps creeping back by other routes.
Seven percent of French firms use it as their main language, while multi-nationals send e-mails
to their French workers in English, regardless of whether they understand them or not. All this is
clearly a huge blow to French pride, although nobody here is willing to admit defeat even as 'les
business' and 'les managers' continue to help the enemy's advance.

Caroline Wyatt, BBC News, Paris

TekcThI K 3a4eTy 8c.

1. Aristocracy Versus Hash

The snake reporter of The Rolling Stone was wandering up the avenue last night on his way
home from the Y.M.C.A. rooms when he was approached by a gaunt, hungry-looking man with
wild eyes and dishevelled hair. He accosted the reporter in a hollow, weak voice.

"'Can you tell me, Sir, where | can find in this town a family of scrubs?’

"I don't understand exactly.'
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"'Let me tell you how it is,' said the stranger, inserting his forefinger in the reporter's buttonhole
and badly damaging his chrysanthemum. 'l am a representative from Soapstone County, and |
and my family are houseless, homeless, and shelterless. We have not tasted food for over a week.
I brought my family with me, as I have indigestion and could not get around much with the boys.
Some days ago | started out to find a boarding house, as | cannot afford to put up at a hotel. |
found a nice aristocratic-looking place, that suited me, and went in and asked for the
proprietress. A very stately lady with a Roman nose came in the room. She had one hand laid
across her stom--across her waist, and the other held a lace handkerchief. | told her I wanted
board for myself and family, and she condescended to take us. | asked for her terms, and she said
$300 per week.

"I had two dollars in my pocket and | gave her that for a fine teapot that | broke when 1 fell over
the table when she spoke.’

"You appear surprised,’ says she. “You will please remembah that | am the widow of Governor
Riddle of Georgiah; my family is very highly connected; | give you board as a favah; | nevah
considah money any equivalent for the advantage of my society, I--'

"'Well, | got out of there, and | went to some other places. The next lady was a cousin of General
Mahone of Virginia, and wanted four dollars an hour for a back room with a pink motto and a
Burnet granite bed in it. The next one was an aunt of Davy Crockett, and asked eight dollars a
day for a room furnished in imitation of the Alamo, with prunes for breakfast and one hour's
conversation with her for dinner. Another one said she was a descendant of Benedict Arnold on
her father's side and Captain Kidd on the other.

She took more after Captain Kidd.
"'She only had one meal and prayers a day, and counted her society worth $100 a week.

"I found nine widows of Supreme Judges, twelve relicts of Governors and Generals, and twenty-
two ruins left by various happy Colonels, Professors, and Majors, who valued their aristocratic
worth from $90 to $900 per week, with weak-kneed hash and dried apples on the side. | admire
people of fine descent, but my stomach yearns for pork and beans instead of culture. Am I not
right?'

"Your words," said the reporter, ‘convince me that you have uttered what you have said.’

"Thanks. You see how it is. I am not wealthy; | have only my per diem and my perquisites, and |
cannot afford to pay for high lineage and moldy ancestors. A little corned beef goes further with
me than a coronet, and when | am cold a coat of arms does not warm me."'

™| greatly fear, 'said the reporter, with a playful hiccough, ‘that you have run against a high-toned
town. Most all the first-class boarding houses here are run by ladies of the old Southern families,
the very first in the land.'

"l am now desperate,' said the Representative, as he chewed a tack awhile, thinking it was a
clove. 'l want to find a boarding house where the proprietress was an orphan found in a livery
stable, whose father was a dago from East Austin, and whose grandfather was never placed on
the map. | want a scrubby, ornery, low-down, snuff-dipping, back-woodsy, piebald gang, who
never heard of finger bowls or Ward McAllister, but who can get up a mess of hot cornbread and
Irish stew at regular market quotations.’
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"Is there such a place in Austin?'

"The snake reporter sadly shook his head. 'l do not know," he said, 'but I will shake you for the
beer.'

"Ten minutes later the slate in the Blue Ruin saloon bore two additional characters: 10."
2. A Strange Story

Talk about being patient...A Strange Story is an odd account of a delayed errand for cough
syrup, requiring patients...coincidentally, two, in fact.

In the northern part of Austin there once dwelt an honest family by the name of Smothers. The
family consisted of John Smothers, his wife, himself, their little daughter, five years of age, and
her parents, making six people toward the population of the city when counted for a special
write-up, but only three by actual count.

One night after supper the little girl was seized with a severe colic, and John Smothers hurried
down town to get some medicine.

He never came back.
The little girl recovered and in time grew up to womanhood.

The mother grieved very much over her husband's disappearance, and it was nearly three months
before she married again, and moved to San Antonio.

The little girl also married in time, and after a few years had rolled around, she also had a little
girl five years of age.

She still lived in the same house where they dwelt when her father had left and never returned.
One night by a remarkable coincidence her little girl was taken with cramp colic on the
anniversary of the disappearance of John Smothers, who would now have been her grandfather if

he had been alive and had a steady job.

"I will go downtown and get some medicine for her,"” said John Smith (for it was none other than
he whom she had married).

"No, no, dear John," cried his wife. "You, too, might disappear forever, and then forget to come
back."

So John Smith did not go, and together they sat by the bedside of little Pansy (for that was
Pansy's name).

After a little Pansy seemed to grow worse, and John Smith again attempted to go for medicine,
but his wife would not let him.

Suddenly the door opened, and an old man, stooped and bent, with long white hair, entered the
room.

"Hello, here is grandpa,” said Pansy. She had recognized him before any of the others.
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The old man drew a bottle of medicine from his pocket and gave Pansy a spoonful.
She got well immediately.

"I was a little late," said John Smothers, "as | waited for a street car."”

3. Fickle Fortune or How Gladys Hustled

"Press me no more Mr. Snooper,"” said Gladys Vavasour-Smith. "I can never be yours."
"You have led me to believe different, Gladys," said Bertram D. Snooper.

The setting sun was flooding with golden light the oriel windows of a magnificent mansion
situated in one of the most aristocratic streets west of the brick yard.

Bertram D. Snooper, a poor but ambitious and talented young lawyer, had just lost his first suit.
He had dared to aspire to the hand of Gladys Vavasour-Smith, the beautiful and talented
daughter of one of the oldest and proudest families in the county. The bluest blood flowed in her
veins. Her grandfather had sawed wood for the Hornsbys and an aunt on her mother's side had
married a man who had been kicked by General Lee's mule.

The lines about Bertram D. Snooper's hands and mouth were drawn tighter as he paced to and
fro, waiting for a reply to the question he intended to ask Gladys as soon as he thought of one.

At last an idea occurred to him.

"Why will you not marry me?" he asked in an inaudible tone.

"Because,” said Gladys firmly, speaking easily with great difficulty, "the progression and
enlightenment that the woman of to-day possesses demand that the man shall bring to the
marriage altar a heart and body as free from the debasing and hereditary iniquities that now no

longer exist except in the chimerical imagination of enslaved custom.”

"It is as | expected,” said Bertram, wiping his heated brow on the window curtain. "You have
been reading books."

"Besides that,” continued Gladys, ignoring the deadly charge, "you have no money."

The blood of the Snoopers rose hastily and mantled the cheek of Bertram D. He put on his coat
and moved proudly to the door.

"Stay here till I return,” he said, "I will be back in fifteen years."

When he had finished speaking he ceased and left the room.

When he had gone, Gladys felt an uncontrollable yearning take possession of her. She said
slowly, rather to herself than for publication, "I wonder if there was any of that cold cabbage left

from dinner."

She then left the room.
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When she did so, a dark-complexioned man with black hair and gloomy, desperate looking
clothes, came out of the fireplace where he had been concealed and stated:

"Aha! | have you in my power at last, Bertram D. Snooper. Gladys Vavasour-Smith shall be
mine. | am in the possession of secrets that not a soul in the world suspects. | have papers to
prove that Bertram Snooper is the heir to the [Footnote: An estate famous in Texas legal history.
It took many, many years for adjustment and a large part of the property was, of course,
consumed as expenses of litigation.] Tom Bean estate, and | have discovered that Gladys'
grandfather who sawed wood for the Hornsby's was also a cook in Major Rhoads Fisher's
command during the war. Therefore, the family repudiate her, and she will marry me in order to
drag their proud name down in the dust. Ha, ha, ha!"

As the reader has doubtless long ago discovered, this man was no other than Henry R. Grasty.

Mr. Grasty then proceeded to gloat some more, and then with a sardonic laugh left for New
York.

* %k x
Fifteen years have elapsed.

Of course, our readers will understand that this is only supposed to the case.

It really took less than a minute to make the little stars that represent an interval of time.
We could not afford to stop a piece in the middle and wait fifteen years before continuing it.
We hope this explanation will suffice. We are careful not to create any wrong impressions.
Gladys Vavasour-Smith and Henry R. Grasty stood at the marriage altar.

Mr. Grasty had evidently worked his rabbit's foot successfully, although he was quite a while in
doing so.

Just as the preacher was about to pronounce the fatal words on which he would have realized ten
dollars and had the laugh on Mr. Grasty, the steeple of the church fell off and Bertram D.
Snooper entered.

The preacher fell to the ground with a dull thud. He could ill afford to lose ten dollars. He was
hastily removed and a cheaper one secured.

Bertram D. Snooper held a Statesman in his hand.

"Aha!" he said, "I thought I would surprise you. | just got in this morning. Here is a paper
noticing my arrival."”

He handed it to Henry R. Grasty.

Mr. Grasty looked at the paper and turned deadly pale. It was dated three weeks after Mr.
Snooper's arrival.

"Foiled again!" he hissed.
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"Speak, Bertram D. Snooper,"” said Gladys, "why have you come between me and Henry?"

"I have just discovered that | am the sole heir to Tom Bean's estate and am worth two million
dollars."

With a glad cry Gladys threw herself in Bertram's arms.

Henry R. Grasty drew from his breast pocket a large tin box and opened it, took therefrom 467
pages of closely written foolscap.

"What you say is true, Mr. Snooper, but | ask you to read that," he said, handing it to Bertram
Snooper.

Mr. Snooper had no sooner read the document than he uttered a piercing shriek and bit off a
large chew of tobacco.

"All is lost," he said.
"What is that document?" asked Gladys. "Governor Hogg's message?"

"It is not as bad as that,"” said Bertram, "but it deprives me of my entire fortune. But | care not for
that, Gladys, since | have won you."

"What is it? Speak, | implore you," said Gladys.

"Those papers,"” said Henry R. Grasty, "are the proofs of my appointment as administrator of the
Tom Bean estate."

With a loving cry Gladys threw herself in Henry R. Grasty's arms.

* k* k%

Twenty minutes later Bertram D. Snooper was seen deliberately to enter a beer saloon on
Seventeenth Street.

4. Hearts And Hands

Hearts and Hands was originally published under his pseudonym, Sidney Porter, in 1902. The
story is full of twists and wordplay, as was O.Henry's own life. He was sentenced to serve five
years in federal prison for embezzlement of $854.08, after fleeing to Honduras, then returning to
Austin to be with his sick wife, where he turned himself in. O. Henry was released shortly before
this story was published, which makes its unexpected sources of compassion particularly
poignant. This story is featured in The Unreliable Narrator.

At Denver there was an influx of passengers into the coaches on the eastbound B. & M. Express.
In one coach there sat a very pretty young woman dressed in elegant taste and surrounded by all
the luxurious comforts of an experienced traveler. Among the newcomers were two young men,
one of handsome presence with a bold, frank countenance and manner; the other a ruffled, glum-
faced person, heavily built and roughly dressed. The two were handcuffed together.

As they passed down the aisle of the coach the only vacant seat offered was a reversed one
facing the attractive young woman. Here the linked couple seated themselves. The young
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woman's glance fell upon them with a distant, swift disinterest; then with a lovely smile
brightening her countenance and a tender pink tingeing her rounded cheeks, she held out a little
gray-gloved hand. When she spoke her voice, full, sweet, and deliberate, proclaimed that its
owner was accustomed to speak and be heard.

"Well, Mr. Easton, if you will make me speak first, | suppose | must. Don't you ever recognize
old friends when you meet them in the West?"

The younger man roused himself sharply at the sound of her voice, seemed to struggle with a
slight embarrassment which he threw off instantly, and then clasped her fingers with his left
hand.

"It's Miss Fairchild,” he said, with a smile. "I'll ask you to excuse the other hand; "it's otherwise
engaged just at present."

He slightly raised his right hand, bound at the wrist by the shining "bracelet” to the left one of his
companion. The glad look in the girl's eyes slowly changed to a bewildered horror. The glow
faded from her cheeks. Her lips parted in a vague, relaxing distress. Easton, with a little laugh, as
if amused, was about to speak again when the other forestalled him. The glum-faced man had
been watching the girl's countenance with veiled glances from his keen, shrewd eyes.

"You'll excuse me for speaking, miss, but, | see you're acquainted with the marshal here. If you'll
ask him to speak a word for me when we get to the pen he'll do it, and it'll make things easier for
me there. He's taking me to Leavenworth prison. It's seven years for counterfeiting."

"Oh!" said the girl, with a deep breath and returning color. "So that is what you are doing out
here? A marshal!"

"My dear Miss Fairchild,” said Easton, calmly, "I had to do something. Money has a way of
taking wings unto itself, and you know it takes money to keep step with our crowd in
Washington. | saw this opening in the West, and--well, a marshalship isn't quite as high a
position as that of ambassador, but--"

"The ambassador,"” said the girl, warmly, "doesn't call any more. He needn't ever have done so.
You ought to know that. And so now you are one of these dashing Western heroes, and you ride
and shoot and go into all kinds of dangers. That's different from the Washington life. You have
been missed from the old crowd."

The girl's eyes, fascinated, went back, widening a little, to rest upon the glittering handcuffs.

"Don't you worry about them, miss,” said the other man. "All marshals handcuff themselves to
their prisoners to keep them from getting away. Mr. Easton knows his business."

"Will we see you again soon in Washington?" asked the girl.

"Not soon, | think," said Easton. "My butterfly days are over, | fear."

"I love the West," said the girl irrelevantly. Her eyes were shining softly. She looked away out
the car window. She began to speak truly and simply without the gloss of style and manner:
"Mamma and | spent the summer in Denver. She went home a week ago because father was
slightly ill. I could live and be happy in the West. | think the air here agrees with me. Money isn't
everything. But people always misunderstand things and remain stupid--"
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"Say, Mr. Marshal,” growled the glum-faced man. "This isn't quite fair. I'm needing a drink, and
haven't had a smoke all day. Haven't you talked long enough? Take me in the smoker now, won't
you? I'm half dead for a pipe."

The bound travelers rose to their feet, Easton with the same slow smile on his face.

"I can't deny a petition for tobacco,” he said, lightly. "It's the one friend of the unfortunate.
Good-bye, Miss Fairchild. Duty calls, you know." He held out his hand for a farewell.

"It's too bad you are not going East," she said, reclothing herself with manner and style. "But you
must go on to Leavenworth, | suppose?"

"Yes," said Easton, "I must go on to Leavenworth."”
The two men sidled down the aisle into the smoker.

The two passengers in a seat near by had heard most of the conversation. Said one of them:
"That marshal's a good sort of chap. Some of these Western fellows are all right."”

"Pretty young to hold an office like that, isn't he?" asked the other.

"Young!" exclaimed the first speaker, "why--Oh! didn't you catch on? Say--did you ever know
an officer to handcuff a prisoner to his right hand?"

5. The Prisoner of Zembla

So the king fell into a furious rage, so that none durst go near him for fear, and he gave out that
since the Princess Ostla had disobeyed him there would be a great tourney, and to the knight who
should prove himself of the greatest valor he would give the hand of the princess.

And he sent forth a herald to proclaim that he would do this.

And the herald went about the country making his desire known, blowing a great tin horn and
riding a noble steed that pranced and gambolled; and the villagers gazed upon him and said: Lo,
that is one of them tin horn gamblers concerning which the chroniclers have told us."”

And when the day came, the king sat in the grandstand, holding the gage of battle in his band,
and by his side sat the Princess Ostla, looking very pale and beautiful, but with mournful eyes
from which she scarce could keep the tears. And the knights which came to the tourney gazed
upon the princess in wonder at her beauty, and each swore to win so that he could marry her and
board with the king. Suddenly the heart of the princess gave a great bound, for she saw among
the knights one of the poor students with whom she had been in love.

The knights mounted and rode in a line past the grandstand, and the king stopped the poor
student, who had the worst horse and the poorest caparisons of any of the knights and said:

"Sir Knight, prithee tell me of what that marvellous shacky and rusty-looking armor of thine is
made?"

"Oh, king," said the young knight, "seeing that we are about to engage in a big fight, I would call
it scrap iron, wouldn't you?"
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"Ods Bodkins!" said the king. "The youth hath a pretty wit."

About this time the Princess Ostla, who began to feel better at the sight of her lover, slipped a
piece of gum into her mouth and closed her teeth upon it, and even smiled a little and showed the
beautiful pearls with which her mouth was set. Whereupon, as soon as the knights perceived this,
217 of them went over to the king's treasurer and settled for their horse feed and went home.

"It seems very hard," said the princess, "that | cannot marry when I chews."
But two of the knights were left, one of them being the princess' lover.

"Here's enough for a fight, anyhow," said the king. "Come hither, O knights, will ye joust for the
hand of this fair lady?"

"We joust will," said the knights.

The two knights fought for two hours, and at length the princess' lover prevailed and stretched
the other upon the ground. The victorious knight made his horse caracole before the king, and
bowed low in his saddle.

On the Princess Ostla's cheeks was a rosy flush; in her eyes the light of excitement vied with the
soft glow of love; her lips were parted, her lovely hair unbound, and she grasped the arms of her
chair and leaned forward with heaving bosom and happy smile to hear the words of her lover.

"You have foughten well, sir knight,” said the king. "And if there is any boon you crave you
have but to name it."

"Then," said the knight, "I will ask you this: I have bought the patent rights in your kingdom for
Schneider's celebrated monkey wrench, and | want a letter from you endorsing it."

"You shall have it," said the king, "but I must tell you that there is not a monkey in my
kingdom."

With a yell of rage the victorious knight threw himself on his horse and rode away at a furious
gallop.

The king was about to speak, when a horrible suspicion flashed upon him and he fell dead upon
the grandstand.

"My God!" he cried. "He has forgotten to take the princess with him!"
6. Caline

THE sun was just far enough in the west to send inviting shadows. In the centre of a small field,
and in the shade of a haystack which was there, a girl lay sleeping. She had slept long and
soundly, when something awoke her as suddenly as if it had been a blow. She opened her eyes
and stared a moment up in the cloudless sky. She yawned and stretched her long brown legs and
arms, lazily. Then she arose, never minding the bits of straw that clung to her black hair, to her
red bodice, and the blue cotonade skirt that did not reach her naked ankles.

The log cabin in which she dwelt with her parents was just outside the enclosure in which she
had been sleeping. Beyond was a small clearing that did duty as a cotton field. All else was
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dense wood, except the long stretch that curved round the brow of the hill, and in which glittered
the steel rails of the Texas and Pacific road.

When Caline emerged from the shadow she saw a long train of passenger coaches standing in
view, where they must have stopped abruptly. It was that sudden stopping which had awakened
her; for such a thing had not happened before within her recollection, and she looked stupid, at
first, with astonishment. There seemed to be something wrong with the engine; and some of the
passengers who dismounted went forward to investigate the trouble. Others came strolling along
in the direction of the cabin, where Caline stood under an old gnarled mulberry tree, staring. Her
father had halted his mule at the end of the cotton row, and stood staring also, leaning upon his
plow.

There were ladies in the party. They walked awkwardly in their high-heeled boots over the
rough, uneven ground, and held up their skirts mincingly. They twirled parasols over their
shoulders, and laughed immoderately at the funny things which their masculine companions
were saying.

They tried to talk to Caline, but could not understand the French patois with which she answered
them.

One of the men - a pleasant-faced youngster - drew a sketch book from his pocket and began to
make a picture of the girl. She stayed motionless, her hands behind her, and her wide eyes fixed
earnestly upon him.

Before he had finished there was a summons from the train; and all went scampering hurriedly
away. The engine screeched, it sent a few lazy puffs into the still air, and in another moment or
two had vanished, bearing its human cargo with it.

Caline could not feel the same after that. She looked with new and strange interest upon the
trains of cars that passed so swiftly back and forth across her vision, each day; and wondered
whence these people came, and whither they were going.

Her mother and father could not tell her, except to say that they came from "loin la bas," and
were going "Djieu sait é ou."

One day she walked miles down the track to talk with the old flagman, who stayed down there
by the big water tank. Yes, he knew. Those people came from the great cities in the north, and
were going to the city in the south. He knew all about the city; it was a grand place. He had lived
there once. His sister lived there now; and she would be glad enough to have so fine a girl as
Caline to help her cook and scrub, and tend the babies. And he thought Caline might earn as
much as five dollars a month, in the city.

So she went; in a new cotonade, and her Sunday shoes; with a sacredly guarded scrawl that the
flagman sent to his sister.

The woman lived in a tiny, stuccoed house, with green blinds, and three wooden steps leading
down to the banquette. There seemed to be hundreds like it along the street. Over the house tops
loomed the tall masts of ships, and the hum of the French market could be heard on a still
morning.

Caline was at first bewildered. She had to readjust all her preconceptions to fit the reality of it.
The flagman's sister was a kind and gentle task-mistress. At the end of a week or two she wanted
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to know how the girl liked it all. Caline liked it very well, for it was pleasant, on Sunday
afternoons, to stroll with the children under the great, solemn sugar sheds; or to sit upon the
compressed cotton bales, watching the stately steamers, the graceful boats, and noisy little tugs
that plied the waters of the Mississippi. And it filled her with agreeable excitement to go to the
French market, where the handsome Gascon butchers were eager to present their compliments
and little Sunday bouquets to the pretty Acadian girl; and to throw fistfuls of lagniappe into her
basket.

When the woman asked her again after another week if she were still pleased, she was not so
sure. And again when she questioned Caline the girl turned away, and went to sit behind the big,
yellow cistern, to cry unobserved. For she knew now that it was not the great city and its crowds
of people she had so eagerly sought; but the pleasant-faced boy, who had made her picture that
day under the mulberry tree.

7. Doctor Chevalier's Lie

The quick report of a pistol rang through the quiet autumn night. It was no unusual sound in the
unsavory quarter where Dr. Chevalier had his office. Screams commonly went with it. This time
there had been none.

Midnight had already rung in the old cathedral tower.

The doctor closed the book over which he had lingered so late, and awaited the summons that
was almost sure to come.

As he entered the house to which he had been called he could not but note the ghastly sameness
of detail that accompanied these oft-recurring events. The same scurrying; the same groups of
tawdry, frightened women bending over banisters--hysterical, some of them; morbidly curious,
others; and not a few shedding womanly tears; with a dead girl stretched somewhere, as this one
was.

And yet it was not the same. Certainly she was dead: there was the hole in the temple where she
had sent the bullet through. Yet it was different. Other such faces had been unfamiliar to him,
except so far as they bore the common stamp of death. This one was not.

Like a flash he saw it again amid other surroundings. The time was little more than a year ago.
The place, a homely cabin down in Arkansas, in which he and a friend had found shelter and
hospitality during a hunting expedition.

There were others beside. A little sister or two; a father and mother--coarse, and bent with toil,
but proud as archangels of their handsome girl, who was too clever to stay in an Arkansas cabin,
and who was going away to seek her fortune in the big city.

"The girl is dead," said Doctor Chevalier. "I knew her well, and charge myself with her remains
and decent burial.”

The following day he wrote a letter. One, doubtless, to carry sorrow, but no shame to the cabin
down there in the forest.

It told that the girl had sickened and died. A lock of hair was sent and other trifles with it. Tender
last words were even invented.
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Of course it was noised about that Doctor Chevalier had cared for the remains of a woman of
doubtful repute.

Shoulders were shrugged. Society thought of cutting him. Society did not, for some reason or
other, so the affair blew over.

8. Juanita

To all appearances and according to all accounts, Juanita is a character who does not reflect
credit upon her family or her native town of Rock Springs. | first met her there three years ago in
the little back room behind her father's store. She seemed very shy, and inclined to efface herself;
a heroic feat to attempt, considering the narrow confines of the room; and a hopeless one, in
view of her five-feet-ten, and more than two-hundred pounds of substantial flesh, which, on that
occasion, and every subsequent one when | saw her, was clad in a soiled calico "Mother
Hubbard." 1.

Her face, and particularly her mouth, had a certain fresh and sensuous beauty though I would
rather not say "beauty,"” if | might say anything else.

| often saw Juanita that summer, simply because it was so difficult for the poor thing not to be
seen. She usually sat in some obscure corner of their small garden, or behind an angle of the
house, preparing vegetables for dinner or sorting her mother's flower-seed.

It was even at that day said, with some amusement, that Juanita was not so attractive to men as
her appearance might indicate; that she had more than one admirer, and great hopes of marrying
well if not brilliantly.

Upon my return to the "Springs™ this summer, in asking news of the various persons who had
interested me three years ago, Juanita came naturally to my mind, and her name to my lips.
There were many ready to tell me of Juanita's career since | had seen her.

The father had died and she and the mother had had ups and downs, but still continued to keep
the store. Whatever else happened, however, Juanita has never ceased to attract admirers, yound
and old. They hung on her fence at all hours; they met her in the lanes; they penetrated to the
store and back to the living-room. It was even talked about that a gentleman in a plaid suit had
come all the way from the city by train for no other purpose than to call upon her. It is not
astonishing, in the face of these persistent attentions, that speculation grew rife in Rock Springs
as to whom and what Juanita would marry in the end.

For a while she was said to be engaged to a wealthy South Missouri farmer, though no one could
guess when or where she had met him. Then it was learned that the man of her choice was a
Texas millionaire who possessed a hundred white horses, one of which spirited animals Juanita
began to drive about that time.

But in the midst of speculation and counter speculation on the subject of Juanita and her lovers,
there suddenly appeared upon the scene a one-legged man; a very poor and shabby, and
decidedly one-legged man. He first became known to the public through Juanita's soliciting
subscriptions towards buying the unhappy individual cork-leg.

But in the midst of the speculation and counter speculation on the subject of Juanita and her
lovers, there suddenly appeared upon the scene a one-legged man; a very poor and shabby and
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decidedly one-legged man. He first became know to the public through Juanita's soliciting
subscriptions towards buying the unhappy individual a cork-leg.

Her interest in the one-legged man continued to show itself in various ways, not always apparent
to a curious public; as was proven one morning when Juanita became the mother of a baby,
whose father, she announced, was her husband, the one-legged man. The story of a wandering
preacher was told; a secret marriage in the state of Illinois; and a lost certificate.

However that may be, Juanita has turned her broad back upon the whole race of masculine
bipeds, and lavishes the wealth of her undivided affections upon the one-legged man.

| caught a glimpse of the curious couple when | was in the village. Juanita had mounted her
husband upon a dejected looking pony which she herself was apparently leading by the bridle,
and they were moving up the lane towards the woods, whither, | am told, they often wander in
this manner. The picture they presented was a singular one; she with a man's straw hat shading
her inflamed moon-face, and the breeze bellying her soiled "Mother Hubbard™" into monstrous
proportions. He puny, helpless, but apparently content with his fate which had not even
vouchsafed him the coveted cork-leg.

They go off thus to the woods together where they may love each other away from all prying
eyes save those of the birds and the squirrels. But what do the squirrels care!

For my part | never expected Juanita to be more respectable than a squirrel; and I don't see how
any one else could have expected it.

9. The Blind Man

A man carrying a small red box in one hand walked slowly down the street. His old straw hat
and faded garments looked as if the rain had often beaten upon them, and the sun had as many
times dried them upon his person. He was not old, but he seemed feeble; and he walked in the
sun, along the blistering asphalt pavement. On the opposite side of the street there were trees that
threw a thick and pleasant shade: people were all walking on that side. But the man did not
know, for he was blind, and moreover he was stupid.

In the red box were lead pencils, which he was endeavoring to sell. He carried no stick, but
guided himself by trailing his foot along the stone copings or his hand along the iron railings.
When he came to the steps of a house he would mount them. Sometimes, after reaching the door
with great difficulty, he could not find the electric button, whereupon he would patiently descend
and go his way. Some of the iron gates were locked, their owners being away for the summer,
and he would consume much time striving to open them, which made little difference, as he had
all the time there was at his disposal.

At times he succeeded in finding the electric button: but the man or maid who answered the bell
needed no pencil, nor could they be induced to disturb the mistress of the house about so small a
thing.

The man had been out long and had walked far, but had sold nothing. That morning someone
who had finally grown tired of having him hanging around had equipped him with this box of
pencils, and sent him out to make his living. Hunger, with sharp fangs, was gnawing at his
stomach and a consuming thirst parched his mouth and tortured him. The sun was broiling. He
wore too much clothing—a vest and coat over his shirt. He might have removed these and
carried them on his arm or thrown them away; but he did not think of it. A kind woman who saw
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him from an upper window felt sorry for him, and wished that he would cross over into the
shade.

The man drifted into a side street, where there was a group of noisy, excited children at play. The
color of the box which he carried attracted them and they wanted to know what was in it. One of
them attempted to take it away from him. With the instinct to protect his own and his only means
of sustenance, he resisted, shouted at the children and called them names. A policeman coming
round the corner and seeing that he was the centre of a disturbance, jerked him violently around
by the collar; but upon perceiving that he was blind, considerably refrained from clubbing him
and sent him on his way. He walked on in the sun.

During his aimless rambling he turned into a street where there were monster electric cars
thundering up and down, clanging wild bells and literally shaking the ground beneath his feet
with their terrific impetus. He started to cross the street.

Then something happened—something horrible happened that made the women faint and the
strongest men who saw it grow sick and dizzy. The motorman’s lips were as gray as his face, and
that was ashen gray; and he shook and staggered from the superhuman effort he had put forth to
stop his car.

Where could the crowds have come from so suddenly,as if by magic? Boys on the run, men and
women tearing up on their wheels to see the sickening sight: doctors dashing up in buggies as if
directed by Providence.

And the horror grew when the multitude recognized in the dead and mangled figure one of the
wealthiest, most useful and most influential men of the town, a man noted for his prudence and
foresight. How could such a terrible fate have overtaken him? He was hastening from his
business house, for he was late, to join his family, who were to start in an hour or two for their
summer home on the Atlantic coast. In his hurry he did not perceive the other car coming from
the opposite direction and the common, harrowing thing was repeated.

The blind man did not know what the commotion was all about. He had crossed the street, and
there he was, stumbling on in the sun, trailing his foot along the coping.

10. The Kiss

It was still quite light out of doors, but inside with the curtains drawn and the smouldering fire
sending out a dim, uncertain glow, the room was full of deep shadows.

Brantain sat in one of these shadows; it had overtaken him and he did not mind. The obscurity
lent him courage to keep his eves fastened as ardently as he liked upon the girl who sat in the
firelight.

She was very handsome, with a certain fine, rich coloring that belongs to the healthy brune type.
She was quite composed, as she idly stroked the satiny coat of the cat that lay curled in her lap,
and she occasionally sent a slow glance into the shadow where her companion sat. They were
talking low, of indifferent things which plainly were not the things that occupied their thoughts.
She knew that he loved her--a frank, blustering fellow without guile enough to conceal his
feelings, and no desire to do so. For two weeks past he had sought her society eagerly and
persistently. She was confidently waiting for him to declare himself and she meant to accept him.
The rather insignificant and unattractive Brantain was enormously rich; and she liked and
required the entourage which wealth could give her.
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During one of the pauses between their talk of the last tea and the next reception the door opened
and a young man entered whom Brantain knew quite well. The girl turned her face toward him.
A stride or two brought him to her side, and bending over her chair--before she could suspect his
intention, for she did not realize that he had not seen her visitor--he pressed an ardent, lingering
Kiss upon her lips.

Brantain slowly arose; so did the girl arise, but quickly, and the newcomer stood between them, a
little amusement and some defiance struggling with the confusion in his face.

"l believe,"” stammered Brantain, "l see that | have stayed too long. I--1 had no idea--that is, |
must wish you good-by." He was clutching his hat with both hands, and probably did not
perceive that she was extending her hand to him, her presence of mind had not completely
deserted her; but she could not have trusted herself to speak.

"Hang me if | saw him sitting there, Nattie! I know it's deuced awkward for you. But | hope
you'll forgive me this once--this very first break. Why, what's the matter?"

"Don't touch me; don't come near me," she returned angrily. "What do you mean by entering the
house without ringing?"

"l came in with your brother, as | often do," he answered coldly, in self-justification. "We came
in the side way. He went upstairs and | came in here hoping to find you. The explanation is
simple enough and ought to satisfy you that the misadventure was unavoidable. But do say that
you forgive me, Nathalie," he entreated, softening.

"Forgive you! You don't know what you are talking about. Let me pass. It depends upon--a good
deal whether | ever forgive you."

At that next reception which she and Brantain had been talking about she approached the young
man with a delicious frankness of manner when she saw him there.

"Will you let me speak to you a moment or two, Mr. Brantain?" she asked with an engaging but
perturbed smile. He seemed extremely unhappy; but when she took his arm and walked away
with him, seeking a retired corner, a ray of hope mingled with the almost comical misery of his
expression. She was apparently very outspoken.

"Perhaps | should not have sought this interview, Mr. Brantain; but--but, oh, I have been very
uncomfortable, almost miserable since that little encounter the other afternoon. When | thought
how you might have misinterpreted it, and believed things" --hope was plainly gaining the
ascendancy over misery in Brantain's round, guileless face--"Of course, | know it is nothing to
you, but for my own sake | do want you to understand that Mr. Harvy is an intimate friend of
long standing. Why, we have always been like cousins--like brother and sister, I may say. He is
my brother's most intimate associate and often fancies that he is entitled to the same privileges as
the family. Oh, I know it is absurd, uncalled for, to tell you this; undignified even," she was
almost weeping, "but it makes so much difference to me what you think of--of me." Her voice
had grown very low and agitated. The misery had all disappeared from Brantain's face.

"Then you do really care what | think, Miss Nathalie? May | call you Miss Nathalie?" They
turned into a long, dim corridor that was lined on either side with tall, graceful plants. They
walked slowly to the very end of it. When they turned to retrace their steps Brantain's face was
radiant and hers was triumphant.
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Harvy was among the guests at the wedding; and he sought her out in a rare moment when she
stood alone.

"Your hushand," he said, smiling, "has sent me over to kiss you. "

A quick blush suffused her face and round polished throat. "I suppose it's natural for a man to
feel and act generously on an occasion of this kind. He tells me he doesn't want his marriage to
interrupt wholly that pleasant intimacy which has existed between you and me. | don't know
what you've been telling him," with an insolent smile, "but he has sent me here to kiss you."

She felt like a chess player who, by the clever handling of his pieces, sees the game taking the
course intended. Her eyes were bright and tender with a smile as they glanced up into his; and
her lips looked hungry for the kiss which they invited.

"But, you know," he went on quietly, "I didn't tell him so, it would have seemed ungrateful, but |
can tell you. I've stopped kissing women; it's dangerous.”

Well, she had Brantain and his million left. A person can't have everything in this world; and it
was a little unreasonable of her to expect it.

11. The Story of An Hour

Knowing that Mrs. Mallard was afflicted with a heart trouble, great care was taken to break to
her as gently as possible the news of her husband's death.

It was her sister Josephine who told her, in broken sentences; veiled hints that revealed in half
concealing. Her husband's friend Richards was there, too, near her. It was he who had been in the
newspaper office when intelligence of the railroad disaster was received, with Brently Mallard's
name leading the list of "killed.” He had only taken the time to assure himself of its truth by a
second telegram, and had hastened to forestall any less careful, less tender friend in bearing the
sad message.

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

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

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

There were patches of blue sky showing here and there through the clouds that had met and piled
one above the other in the west facing her window.

She sat with her head thrown back upon the cushion of the chair, quite motionless, except when a

sob came up into her throat and shook her, as a child who has cried itself to sleep continues to
sob in its dreams.
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She was young, with a fair, calm face, whose lines bespoke repression and even a certain
strength. But now there was a dull stare in her eyes, whose gaze was fixed away off yonder on
one of those patches of blue sky. It was not a glance of reflection, but rather indicated a
suspension of intelligent thought.

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

Now her bosom rose and fell tumultuously. She was beginning to recognize this thing that was
approaching to possess her, and she was striving to beat it back with her will--as powerless as
her two white slender hands would have been. When she abandoned herself a little whispered
word escaped her slightly parted lips. She said it over and over under the breath: "free, free,
free!" The vacant stare and the look of terror that had followed it went from her eyes. They
stayed keen and bright. Her pulses beat fast, and the coursing blood warmed and relaxed every
inch of her body.

She did not stop to ask if it were or were not a monstrous joy that held her. A clear and exalted
perception enabled her to dismiss the suggestion as trivial. She knew that she would weep again
when she saw the kind, tender hands folded in death; the face that had never looked save with
love upon her, fixed and gray and dead. But she saw beyond that bitter moment a long
procession of years to come that would belong to her absolutely. And she opened and spread her
arms out to them in welcome.

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

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

"Free! Body and soul freel” she kept whispering.

Josephine was kneeling before the closed door with her lips to the keyhole, imploring for
admission. "Louise, open the door! | beg; open the door--you will make yourself ill. What are
you doing, Louise? For heaven's sake open the door."

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

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

She arose at length and opened the door to her sister's importunities. There was a feverish
triumph in her eyes, and she carried herself unwittingly like a goddess of Victory. She clasped
her sister's waist, and together they descended the stairs. Richards stood waiting for them at the
bottom.
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Someone was opening the front door with a latchkey. It was Brently Mallard who entered, a little
travel-stained, composedly carrying his grip-sack and umbrella. He had been far from the scene
of the accident, and did not even know there had been one. He stood amazed at Josephine's
piercing cry; at Richards' quick motion to screen him from the view of his wife.

When the doctors came they said she had died of heart disease--of the joy that kills.
12.An Ornery Kind of Kidt

Mayo Maloney at 11 was a little shrimp of a fellow who was not rude so much as he was
rudeness itself, for he couldn't even step inside a church, for instance, without giving everybody
who happened to see him an uncomfortable feeling that he, Mayo, despised the place and its
purpose.

It was much the same everywhere else that Mayo went: school, library, theater, home. Only his
mother felt that Mayo was not a rude boy, but his father frequently asked him to get down off his
high horse and act like everybody else. By this, Michael Maloney meant that Mayo ought to take
things easy and stop findings so much fault with everything.

The only thing that didn't bore Mayo was the idea of hunting, but his father wouldn't buy him a
gun, not even a .22-caliber single-shot rifle. Michael Maloney told Mayo that as soon as he was
sure that Mayo that as soon as he was sure that Mayo had calmed down a little, he would think
about buying him a gun. Mayo tried to calm down a little so he could have his gun, but he gave it
up after a day and a half.

"I don't know how," Mike Maloney said one night at dinner, "but if you want a gun, you've got to
calm down enough so | can believe you won't shoot the neighbors with it. Do you think my
father so much as let me sit down to my dinner if I hadn't done something to earn it? He didn't
invite me to earn any gun to shoot pheasant with. He told me to earn my food, and he didn't wait
until I was 11, either. | started earning it when | was no more than 8. The whole trouble with you
is you're too pent-up from not doing any kind of work at all for your food or shelter or clothing
to be decently tired and ordinary like everybody else. You're not human, almost. Nobody's
human who doesn't know how hard it is to earn his food and the other basic things. It's the fault
of your mother and father that you're such a sarcastic and fault-finding man instead of a calm,
handsome one. Everybody in this whole town is talking about how your mother and father have
turned you into an arrogant ignoramus of a man by not making you earn your right to judge
things."

"Now, Mike," Mrs. Maloney said, "Mayo's not as bad as all that. He just wants a gun to hunt
pheasant with."

Mike turned to Mrs. Maloney. "Is it a gun | must buy for him now?" he asked.

Mrs. Maloney didn't quite know how to say that it was. She remained silent and tried not to look
at either her husband or her son.

"0O.K.," Mike Maloney said to both his wife and his son. "l have to go back to the office a
minute, so if you'll come along with me I'll drop into Archie Cannon's and buy you a gun.”

He got up from the table and turned to Mrs. Maloney.
"Provided, of course,” he said, "that that meets with your approval.”
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"Aren't you going to finish your food?" Mrs. Maloney asked.
"Who wants to waste time eating," Mike Maloney asked, "when it's time to buy a gun?"

Mike Maloney went to the door where his nervous son was standing, waiting for him to shut up
and get going.

He turned to his wife and said, "1 won't be able to account for him after | turn the gun over to
him, but I'll be gone no more than an hour. If we'd been poor and couldn't afford it, he'd know
the sinfulness of provoking me into this sort of bitter kindness."

He saw the boy break loose and disappear far down the street. When he got to Archie Cannon's,
the boy was waiting for him. They went in, and Mike Maloney asked Archie to show him the
guns.

"What kind of a gun do you want, Mike?" Archie asked. "I didn't know you were interested in
hunting."”

"It's not for myself,” Mike Maloney said. "If's for Mayo here, and it ought to be suitable for
pheasant shooting."

"Would that be what it would be?" Mike Maloney asked his son, and although the boy hadn't
expected anything so precisely suitable for pheasant shooting, he said that a shotgun would be
what it would be. ...

13. The Hummingbird That Lived Through Winter

There was a hummingbird once which in the wintertime did not leave our neighborhood in
Fresno, California. I'll tell you about it. Across the street lived old Dikran, who was almost
blind. He was past eighty and his wife was only a few years younger. They had a little house that
was as neat inside as it was ordinary outside - except for old Dikran's garden, which was the best
thing of its kind in the world. Plants, bushes, trees, all strong, in sweet black moist earth whose
guardian was old Dikran. All things from the sky loved this spot in our poor neighborhood, and
old Dikran loved them. One freezing Sunday, in the dead of winter, as | came home from
Sunday School | saw old Dikran standing in the middle of the street trying to distinguish what
was in his hand. Instead of going into our house to the fire, as | had wanted to do, I stood on the
steps of the front porch and watched the old man. He would turn around and look upward at his
trees and then back to the palm of his hand. He stood in the street at least two minutes and then
at last he came to me. He held his hand out, and in Armenian he said, "What is this in my hand?"
| looked. "It is hummingbird,” I said half in English and half in Armenian. Hummingbird | said
in English because I didn't know its name in Armenian. "What is that?" old Dikran asked. "The
little bird,” 1 said. "You know. The one that comes in the summer and stands in the air and then
shoots away. The one with the wings that beat so fast you can't see them. It's in your hand. It's
dying.""Come with me,"” the old man said. "I can't see, and the old lady's at church. | can feel its
heart beating. Is it in a bad way? Look again, once." | looked again. It was a sad thing to behold.
This wonderful little creature of summertime in the big rough hand of the old peasant. Here it
was in the cold of winter, absolutely helpless and pathetic, not suspended in a shaft of summer
light, not the most alive thing in the world, but the most helpless and heartbreaking. "It's dying,"
| said. The old man lifted his hand to his mouth and blew warm breath on the little thing in his
hand which he could not even see. "Stay now," he said in Armenian. "It is not long till summer.
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Stay, swift and lovely.” We went into the kitchen of his little house, and while he blew warm
breath on the bird he told me what to do. "Put a tablespoonful of honey over the gas fire and
pour it into my hand, but be sure it is not too hot." This was done. After a moment the
hummingbird began to show signs of fresh life. The warmth of the room, the vapor of the warm
honey - and, well, the will and love of the old man. Soon the old man could feel the change in his
hand, and after a moment or two the hummingbird began to take little dabs of the honey. "It will
live," the old man announced. "Stay and watch.” The transformation was incredible. The old
man kept his hand generously open, and | expected the helpless bird to shoot upward out his
hand, suspend itself in space, and scare the life out of me - which is exactly what happened. The
new life of the little bird was magnificent. It spun about in the little kitchen, going to the
window, coming back to the heat, suspending, circling as if it were summertime and it had never
felt better in its whole life. The old man sat on the plain chair, blind but attentive. He listened
carefully and tried to see, but of course he couldn't. He kept asking about the bird, how it seemed
to be, whether it showed signs of weakening again, what its spirit was, and whether or not it
appeared to be restless; and | kept describing the bird to him. When the bird was restless and
wanted to go, the old man said, "Open the window and let it go.""Will it live?" | asked. "It is
alive now and wants to go,"” he said. "Open the window." | opened the window, the
hummingbird stirred about here and there, feeling the cold from the outside, suspended itself in
the area of the open window, stirring this way and that, and then it was gone. "Close the
window," the old man said. We talked a minute or two and then I went home. The old man
claimed the hummingbird lived through that winter, but | never knew for sure. | saw
hummingbirds again when summer came, but I couldn't tell one from the other. One day in the
summer | asked the old man. "Did it live?""The little bird?" he said. "Yes,” | said. "That we
gave the honey to. You remember. The little bird that was dying in the winter. Did it live?""Look
about you," the old man said. "Do you see the bird?""l see hummingbirds,” I said. "Each of them
is our bird," the old man said. "Each of them, each of them," he said swiftly and gently.

14. The Barber’s Uncle

Miss Gamma, our teacher, said | needed a haircut, my mother said | needed a haircut, by brother
Krikor said | needed a haircut: the whole world wanted me to get a haircut. My head was too big
for the world. Too much black hair, the world said.

Everybody said, “When are you going to-get a haircut?”

There was a big business man in our town named Huntingdon who used to buy 1 an
evening paper from me every day. He was a man who weighed two hundred and forty pounds,
owned two Cadillacs, six hundred acres, and had over a million dollars in the Valley Bank, as
well as a small head, without hair, right on top of him where everybody could see it. He used to
make railroad men from out of town walk a long way to see my head. “There’s good weather and
health. There’s hair on a head,” he used to say.

Miss Gamma did not like the size of my head.

“I’m not mentioning any names,” she said one day, “but unless a certain young man in this class
visits a barber one of these days and has his hair cut, he will be sent to a worse place than this.”

She did not mention any names. All she did was look at me.
I was glad the world was angry with me, but one day a small bird tried to build a nest in my hair.
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| was sleeping on the grass under the tree in our yard when a bird flew down from the tree to my
head. | opened my eyes but did not move. | had no idea the bird was in my hair until it began to
sing. Never before in my life had I heard the cry of a bird so clearly.

Then I realized such a thing was not proper. It was not proper for a small bird to be in anybody’s
hair.

So | jumped up and hurried to town to have my hair cut, and the bird flew as far away as it could
go in one breath.

There was an Armenian barber on Mariposa Street named Aram who was really a farmer, or
maybe a philosopher. I didn’t know. I only knew he had a little shop on Mariposa Street and
spent most of his time reading Armenian papers, rolling cigarettes, smoking them, and watching
the people go by. I never saw him giving anybody a haircut, although | suppose one or two
people went into his shop by mistake.

I went to Aram’s shop on Mariposa Street and woke him up. He was sitting at the little table with
an Armenian book open before him, sleeping.

In Armenian I said, “Will you cut my hair? I have twenty-five cents.”

“Ah,” he said, “I am glad to see you. What is your name? Sit down. I will make coffee first. Ah,
that is a fine head of hair you have.”

“Everybody wants me to get a haircut,” I said.
“That is the way with the world,” he said. “Always telling you what to do. What’s wrong with a
little hair? Why do they do it? ‘Earn money 2,” they say. ‘Buy a farm.” This. That. Ah, they are

against letting a man live a quiet life.”

“Can you do it?” I said. “Can you cut it all away so they will not talk about it again for a long
time?”’

“Coffee,” said the barber. “Let us drink a little coffee first.”

He brought me a cup of coffee, and | wondered how it was | had never before visited him,
perhaps the most interesting man in the whole city. | knew he was an unusual man from the way
he woke when | entered the store, from the way he talked and walked. He was about fifty and |
was eleven. He was no taller than | was and no heavier, but his face was the face of a man who
has found out the truth, who knows, who is wise, and yet loves all and is not unkind.

When he opened his eyes, his look seemed to say, “The world? | know all about the world. Evil
and hatred and fear 3. But I love it all.”

| lifted the small cup to my lips and drank the hot black liquid. It tasted finer than anything | had
ever before tasted.

“Sit down,” he said in Armenian, and he began to tell me about the world.

He told me about his Uncle Misak who was born in Moush.
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We drank the coffee and then I got into the chair and he began to cut my hair. He gave me the
worst of all haircuts, but he told me about his poor uncle Misak and the circus tiger. He wasn’t a
real barber. He was just pretending to be a barber, so his wife wouldn’t worry him too much. He
was just doing it to satisfy the world 4. All he wanted to do was to read and to talk to good
people. He had five children, three boys and two girls, but they were all like his wife, and he
couldn’t talk to them. All they wanted to know was how much money he was making.

“My poor uncle Misak,” he said to me, “was born a long time ago in Moush and he was a wild
boy, although he was not a thief. He could fight any two boys in the whole city, and if necessary
their fathers and mothers at the same time. Their grandfathers and grandmothers too,” he said.

“So everybody said to my poor Uncle Misak, ‘Misak, you are strong; why don’t you earn money
by fighting?’ So he did. He broke the bones of eighteen strong men before he was twenty. And
all he did with his money was eat and drink and give the rest to children. He didn’t want money.”

“Ah,” he said, “that was long ago. Now everybody wants money. They told him he would be
sorry some day, and of course, they were right. They told him to take care of his money because
some day he would no longer be strong and he would have no money. And the day came. My
poor Uncle Misak was forty years old and no longer strong, and he had no money. They laughed
at him and he went away. He went to Constantinople. Then he went to Vienna.”

“Vienna?” I said. “Your Uncle Misak went to Vienna?” “Yes, of course,” said the barber. “My
poor Uncle Misak went to many places. In Vienna,” he said, “my poor uncle could not find
work, and he nearly died of hunger, but did he steal so much as a loaf of bread? No, he stole
nothing. Then he went to Berlin. There, too, my poor Uncle Misak nearly died of hunger.”

He was cutting my hair, left and right. I could see the black hair on the floor and feel my head
becoming colder and colder. And smaller and smaller. “Ah, Berlin ” he said. “Cruel city of the
world, streets and streets and houses and houses and people and people, but not one door for my
poor Uncle Misak, not one room, not one table, not one friend.”

“Ah,” I said, “this loneliness of man in the world. This terrible loneliness of the living.”

“And,” said the barber, “it was the same in Paris, the same in London, the same in New York,
the same in South America. It was the same everywhere, streets and streets, houses and houses,
doors and doors, but no place in the world for my poor Uncle Misak.”

“Ah, God,” I prayed. “Protect him.”

“In China,” said the barber, “my poor Uncle Misak met an Arab who worked in a French circus.
The Arab and my Uncle Misak talked together in Turkish. The Arab said, ‘Brother, are you a
lover of men and animals?’ And my Uncle Misak said, ‘Brother, I love everything in God’s
world. Men and animals and fish and birds and rock and fire and water and everything seen and
unseen.” And the Arab said, ‘Brother, can you love even a tiger?” And my Uncle Misak said,
‘Brother, of course, I can.” Ah, my Uncle Misak was a very unhappy man. The Arab was very
glad to hear about my uncle’s love for tigers, for he too was a very brave man. ‘Brother,” he said
to my uncle, ‘could you love a tiger enough to place your head into its open mouth?’

“Protect him, God,” I prayed.

“And,” said Aram, the barber, “my Uncle Misak said, ‘Brother, I could.” And the Arab said.
‘Will you join the circus? Yesterday the tiger carelessly closed its mouth around the head of poor
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Simon Perigord, and there is no longer anyone in the circus with such great love for the creatures
of God.” My poor Uncle Misak was tired of the world, and he said, ‘Brother, I will join the circus
and place my head into the open mouth of God’s holy tiger a dozen times a day.” ‘That is not
necessary,” said the Arab. ‘Twice a day will be enough.” So my poor Uncle Misak joined the
French circus in China and began placing his head into the open mouth of the tiger.”

“The circus”, said the barber, “travelled from China to India, from India to Afghanistan, from
Afghanistan to Persia, and there, in Persia, it happened. The tiger and my poor Uncle Misak
became very good friends. In Teheran, in the old city, the tiger grew fierce 5. It was a very hot
day and everyone felt ugly 6.

“The tiger felt very angry and ran about all day. My poor Uncle placed his head into the open
mouth of the tiger, in Teheran, that ugly city of Persia, and he was about to take his head out of
the tiger’s mouth when the tiger closed his jaws.”

| got out of the chair and saw a strange person in the looking-glass — myself. | was frightened
and all my hair was gone. | paid Aram, the barber, twenty-five cents and went home. Everybody
laughed at me. My brother Krikor said he had never seen such a bad haircut before.

But it was all right.

All T could think about for weeks was the barber’s poor Uncle Misak whose head was bitten
off 7 by the circus tiger, and | looked forward to the day when I would need a haircut again, so |
could go to Aram’s shop and listen to his story of man, lost and lonely and always in danger, the
sad story of his poor Uncle Misak. The sad story of every man alive.

15. The Parsley Garden

One day in August, Al Condraj was wandering through Woolworth’s without a penny to spend
when he saw a small hammer that was not a toy but a real hammer, and he was possessed with a
longing to have it. He believed it was just what he needed by which to break the monotony and
with which to make something. He had gathered some first-class nails from Foley’s Packing
House where the boxmakers worked and where they had carelessly dropped at least fifteen cents’
worth. He had gladly gone to the trouble of gathering them together because it had seemed to
him that a nail, as such, was not something to be wasted. He had the nails, perhaps a half pound
of them, at least two hundred of them, in a paper bag in the apple box in which he kept his junk
at home.

Now, with the ten-cent hammer he believed he could make something out of box wood and the
nails, although he had no idea what. Some sort of a table perhaps, or a small bench.

At any rate he took the hammer and slipped it into the pocket of his overalls, but just as he did so
a man took him firmly by the arm without a word and pushed him to the back of the store into a
small office. Another man, an older one, was seated behind a desk in the office, working with
papers. The younger man, the one who had captured him, was excited and his forehead was
covered with sweat.

“Well,” he said, “here’s one more of them.”
The man behind the desk got to his feet and looked Al Condraj up and down. “What’s he

swiped?”
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“A hammer.” The young man looked at Al with hatred. “Hand it over,” he said.

The boy brought the hammer out of his pocket and handed it to the young man, who said, “I
ought to hit you over the head with it, that’s what I ought to do.”

He turned to the older man, the boss, the manager of the store, and he said “What do you want
me to do with him?”

“Leave him with me,” the older man said.

The younger man stepped out of the office, and the older man sat down and went back to work.
Al Condraj stood in the office fifteen minutes before the older man looked at him again.

“Well,” he said.
Al didn’t know what to say. The man wasn’t looking at him, he was looking at the door.
Finally Al said, “I didn’t mean to steal it. [ just need it and I haven’t got any money.”

“Just because you haven’t got any money doesn’t mean you’ve got a right to steal things,” the
man said. “Now, does it?”

“No, sir.”
“Well, what am I going to do with you? Turn you over to the police?”

Al didn't say anything, but he certainly didn’t want to be turned over to the police. He hated the
man, but at the same time he realized somebody else could be a lot tougher than he was being.

“If I let you go, will you promise never to steal from this store again?”’
“Yes, sir.”

“All right,” the man said. “Go out this way and don’t come back to this store until you’ve got
some money to spend.”

He opened a door to the hall that led to the alley, and Al Condraj hurried down the hall and out
into the alley.

The first thing he did when he was free was laugh, but he knew he had been humiliated, and he
was deeply ashamed. It was not in his nature to take things that did not belong to him. He hated
the young man who had caught him, and he hated the manager of the store who had made him
stand in silence in the office so long. He hadn’t liked it at all when the young man had said he
ought to hit him over the head with the hammer.

He should have had the courage to look him straight in the eye and say, “You and who else?”

Of course he had stolen the hammer and he had been caught, but it seemed to him he oughtn’t to
have been so humiliated.

After he had walked three blocks, he decided he didn’t want to go home just yet, so he turned
around and started walking back to town. He almost believed he meant to go back and say
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something to the young man who had caught him. And then he wasn’t sure he didn’t mean to go
back and steal the hammer again, and this time not get caught. As long as he had been made to
feel like a thief anyway, the least he ought to get out of it was the hammer.

Outside the store he lost his nerve, though. He stood in the street, looking in, for at least ten
minutes.

Then, crushed and confused and now bitterly ashamed of himself, first for having stolen
something, then for having been caught, then for having been humiliated, then for not having
guts enough to go back and do the job right, he began walking home again, his mind so troubled
that he didn’t greet his pal Pete Wawchek when they came face to face outside Graf’s Hardware.

When he got home, he was too ashamed to go inside and examine his junk, so he had a long
drink of water from the faucet in the back yard. The faucet was used by his mother to water the
stuff she planted every year: okra, bell peppers, tomatoes, cucumbers, onions, garlic, mint,
eggplants, and parsley.

His mother called the whole business the parsley garden, and every night in the summer she
would bring chairs out of the house and put them around the table she had Ondro, the
neighborhood handyman, make for her for fifteen cents, and she would sit at the table and enjoy
the cool of the garden and the smell of the things she had planted and tended.

Sometimes she would even make a salad and moisten the flat old-country bread and slice some
white cheese, and she and he would have supper in the parsley garden. After supper she would
attach the water hose to the faucet and water her plants and the place would be cooler than ever
and it would smell real good, real fresh and cool and green, all the different growing things
making a green-garden smell out of themselves and the air and the water.

After the long drink of water he sat down where the parsley itself was growing, and he pulled a
handful of it out and slowly ate it. Then he went inside and told his mother what had happened.
He even told her what he had thought of doing after he had been turned loose: to go back and
steal the hammer again.

“I don’t want you to steal,” his mother said in broken English. “Here is ten cents. You go back to
that man and you give him this money and you bring it home, that hammer.”

“No,” Al Condraj said. “I won’t take your money for something I don’t really need. I just
thought I ought to have a hammer, so I could make something if I felt like it. I’ve got a lot of
nails and some box wood, but I haven’t got a hammer.”

“Go buy it, that hammer,” his mother said.

“No,” Al said.

“All right,” his mother said. “Shut up.”

That’s what she always said when she didn’t know what else to say.

Al went out and sat on the steps. His humiliation was beginning to really hurt now. He decided
to wander off along the railroad tracks to Foley’s because he needed to think about it some more.
At Foley’s he watched Johnny Gale nailing boxes for ten minutes, but Johnny was too busy to

notice him or talk to him, although one day at Sunday school, two or three years ago, Johnny had
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greeted him and said, “How’s the boy?” Johnny worked with a boxmaker’s hatchet, and
everybody in Fresno said he was the fastest boxmaker in town. He was the closest thing to a
machine any packing house ever saw. Foley himself was proud of Johnny Gale.

Al Condraj finally set out for home because he didn’t want to get in the way. He didn’t want
somebody working hard to notice that he was being watched and maybe say to him, “Go on, beat
it.” He didn’t want Johnny Gale to do something like that. He didn’t want to invite another
humiliation.

On the way home he looked for money, but all he found was the usual pieces of broken glass and
rusty nails, the things that were always cutting his bare feet every summer.

When he got home, his mother had made a salad and set the table, so he sat down to eat, but
when he put the food in his mouth he just didn’t care for it. He got up and went into the three-
room house and got his apple box out of the corner of his room and went through his junk. It was
all there, the same as yesterday.

He wandered off back to town and stood in front of the closed store, hating the young man who
had caught him, and then he went along to the Hippodrome and looked at the display
photographs from the two movies that were being shown that day.

Then he went along to the public library to have a look at all the books again, but he didn’t like
any of them, so he wandered around town some more and then around half-past eight he went
home and went to bed.

His mother had already gone to bed because she had to be up at five to go to work at
Inderrieden’s, packing figs. Some days there would be work all day, some days there would be
only half a day of it, but whatever his mother earned during the summer had to keep them the
whole year.

He didn’t sleep much that night because he couldn’t get over what had happened, and he went
over six or seven ways by which to adjust the matter. He went so far as to believe it would be
necessary to kill the young man who had caught him. He also believed it would be necessary for
him to steal systematically and successfully the rest of his life. It was a hot night and he couldn’t
sleep.

Finally, his mother got up and walked barefooted to the kitchen for a drink of water, and on the
way back she said to him softly, “Shut up.”

When she got up at five in the morning, he was out of the house, but that had happened many
times before. He was a restless boy, and he kept moving all the time every summer. He was
making mistakes and paying for them, and he had just tried stealing and had been caught at it,
and he was troubled. She fixed her breakfast, packed her lunch, and hurried off to work, hoping
it would be a full day.

It was a full day, and then there was overtime, and although she had no more lunch, she decided
to work on for the extra money, anyway. Almost all the other packers were staying on, too, and
her neighbor across the alley, Leeza Ahboot, who worked beside her, said, “Let us work until the
work stops, then we’ll go home and fix a supper between us and eat it in your parsley garden
where it’s so cool. It’s a hot day and there’s no sense not making an extra fifty or sixty cents.”
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When the two women reached the garden, it was almost nine o’clock, but still daylight, and she
saw her son nailing pieces of box wood together, making something with a hammer. It looked
like a bench. He had already watered the garden and tidied up the rest of the yard, and the place
seemed very nice, and her son seemed very serious and busy. She and Leeza went straight to
work for their supper, picking bell peppers and tomatoes and cucumbers and a great deal of
parsley for the salad.

Then Leeza went to her house for some bread, which she had baked the night before, and some
white cheese, and in a few minutes they were having supper together and talking pleasantly
about the successful day they had had. After supper they made Turkish coffee over an open fire
in the yard. They drank the coffee and smoked a cigarette apiece, and told one another stories
about their experiences in the old country and here in Fresno, and then they looked into their
cups at the grounds to see if any good fortune was indicated, and there was: health and work and
supper out of doors in the summer and enough money for the rest of the year.

16. The Summer of the Beautiful White Horse

One day back there in the good old days when | was nine and the world was full of every
imaginable kind of magnificence, and life was still a delightful and mysterious dream, my cousin
Mourad, who was considered crazy by everybody who knew him except me, came to my house
at four in the morning and woke me up by tapping on the window of my room. Aram, he said. |
jumped out of bed and looked out the window. I couldn't believe what I saw. It wasn't morning
yet, but it was summer and with daybreak not many minutes around the corner of the world it
was light enough for me to know | wasn't dreaming. My cousin Mourad was sitting on a
beautiful white horse. | stuck my head out of the window and rubbed my eyes. Yes, he said in
Armenian. It's a horse. You're not dreaming. Make it quick if you want to ride. | knew my cousin
Mourad enjoyed being alive. more than anybody else who had ever fallen into the world by
mistake, but this was more than even | could believe. In the first place, my earliest memories had
been memories of horses and my first longings had been longings to ride. This was the
wonderful part. In the second place, we were poor. This was the part that wouldn't permit me to
believe what | saw. We were poor. We had no money. Our whole tribe was poverty-stricken.
Every branch of the Garoghlanian family was living in the most amazing and comical poverty in
the world. Nobody could understand where we ever got money enough to keep us with food in
our bellies, not even the old men of the family. Most important of all, though, we were famous
for our honesty. We had been famous for our honesty for something like eleven centuries, even
when we had been the wealthiest family in what we liked to think was the world. We were proud
first, honest next, and after that we believed in right and wrong. None of us would take
advantage of anybody in the world, let alone steal. Consequently, even though | could see the
horse, so magnificent; even though I could smell it, so lovely; even though I could hear it
breathing, so exciting; | couldn't believe the horse had anything to do with my cousin Mourad or
with me or with any of the other members of our family, asleep or awake, because | knew my
cousin Mourad couldn't have bought the horse, and if he couldn't have bought it he must have
stolen it, and | refused to believe he had stolen it. No member of the Garoghlanian family could
be a thief. | stared first at my cousin and then at the horse. There was a pious stillness and humor
in each of them which on the one hand delighted me and on the other frightened me. Mourad, |
said, where did you steal this horse? Leap out of the window, he said, if you want to ride. It was
true, then. He had stolen the horse. There was no question about it. He had come to invite me to
ride or not, as | chose. Well, it seemed to me stealing a horse for a ride was not the same thing as
stealing something else, such as money. For all | knew, maybe it wasn't stealing at all. If you
were crazy about horses the way my cousin Mourad and | were, it wasn't stealing. It wouldn't
become stealing until we offered to sell the horse, which of course | knew we would never do.
Let me put on some clothes, | said. All right, he said, but hurry. | leaped into my clothes. |
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jumped down to the yard from the window and leaped up onto the horse behind my cousin
Mourad. 2 That year we lived at the edge of town, on Walnut Avenue. Behind our house was the
country: vineyards, orchards, irrigation ditches, and country roads. In less than three minutes we
were on Olive Avenue, and then the horse began to trot. The air was new and lovely to breathe.
The feel of the horse running was wonderful. My cousin Mourad who was considered one of the
craziest members of our family began to sing. | mean, he began to roar. Every family has a crazy
streak in it somewhere, and my cousin Mourad was considered the natural descendant of the
crazy streak in our tribe. Before him was our uncle Khosrove, an enormous man with a powerful
head of black hair and the largest mustache in the San Joaquin Valley, a man so furious in
temper, so irritable, so impatient that he stopped anyone from talking by roaring, It is no harm;
pay no attention to it. That was all, no matter what anybody happened to be talking about. Once
it was his own son Arak running eight blocks to the barber shop where his father was having his
mustache trimmed to tell him their house was on fire. This man Khosrove sat up in the chair and
roared, It is no harm; pay no attention to it. The barber said, But the boy says your house is on
fire. So Khosrove roared, Enough, it is no harm, | say. My cousin Mourad was considered the
natural descendant of this man, although Mourad's father was Zorab, who was practical and
nothing else. That's how it was in our tribe. A man could be the father of his son's flesh, but that
did not mean that he was also the father of his spirit. The distribution of the various kinds of
spirit of our tribe had been from the beginning capricious and vagrant. We rode and my cousin
Mourad sang. For all anybody knew we were still in the old country where, at least according to
some of our neighbors, we belonged. We let the horse run as long as it felt like running. At last
my cousin Mourad said, Get down. | want to ride alone. Will you let me ride alone? | said. That
is up to the horse, my cousin said. Get down. The horse will let me ride, | said. We shall see, he
said. Don't forget that | have a way with a horse. Well, 1 said, any way you have with a horse, |
have also. For the sake of your safety, he said, let us hope so. Get down. All right, I said, but
remember you've got to let me try to ride alone. I got down and my cousin Mourad kicked his
heels into the horse and shouted, Vazire, run. The horse stood on its hind legs, snorted, and burst
into a fury of speed that was the loveliest thing | had ever seen. My cousin Mourad raced the
horse across a field of dry grass to an irrigation ditch, crossed the ditch on the horse, and five
minutes later returned, dripping wet. The sun was coming up. Now it's my turn to ride, | said. My
cousin Mourad got off the horse. Ride, he said. | leaped to the back of the horse and for a
moment knew the awfulest fear imaginable. The horse did not move. Kick into his muscles, my
cousin Mourad said. What are you waiting for? We've got to take him back before everybody in
the world is up and about. | kicked into the muscles of the horse. Once again it reared and
snorted. Then it began to run. | didn't know what to do. Instead of running across the field to the
irrigation ditch the horse ran down the road to the vineyard of Dikran Halabian where it began to
leap over vines. The horse leaped over seven vines before | fell. Then it continued running. My
cousin Mourad came running down the road. I'm not worried about you, he shouted. We've got
to get that horse. You go this way and I'll go this way. If you come upon him, be kindly. I'll be
near. | continued down the road and my cousin Mourad went across the field toward the
irrigation ditch. 3 It took him half an hour to find the horse and bring him back. All right, he
said, jump on. The whole world is awake now. What will we do? | said. Well, he said, we'll
either take him back or hide him until tomorrow morning. He didn't sound worried and | knew
he'd hide him and not take him back. Not for a while, at any rate. Where will we hide him? |
said. |1 know a place, he said. How long ago did you steal this horse? I said. It suddenly dawned
on me that he had been taking these early morning rides for some time and had come for me this
morning only because he knew how much | longed to ride. Who said anything about stealing a
horse? he said. Anyhow, | said, how long ago did you begin riding every morning? Not until this
morning, he said. Are you telling the truth? I said. Of course not, he said, but if we are found out,
that's what you're to say. | don't want both of us to be liars. All you know is that we started riding
this morning. " All right, | said. He walked the horse quietly to the barn of a deserted vineyard
which at one time had been the pride of a farmer named Fetvajian. There were some oats and dry
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alfalfa in the barn. We began walking home. It wasn't easy, he said, to get the horse to behave so
nicely. At first it wanted to run wild, but, as I've told you, | have a way with a horse. | can get it
to want to do anything! want it to do. Horses understand me. How do you do it? | said. | have an
understanding with a horse, he said. Yes, but what sort of an understanding? | said. A simple and
honest one, he said. Well, | said, | wish I knew how to reach an understanding like that with a
horse. You're still a small boy, he said. When you get to be thirteen you'll know how to do it. |
went home and ate a hearty breakfast. That afternoon my uncle Khosrove came to our house for
coffee and cigarettes. He sat in the parlor, sipping and smoking and remembering the old
country. Then another visitor arrived, a farmer named John Byro, an Assyrian who, out of
loneliness, had learned to speak Armenian. My mother brought the lonely visitor coffee and
tobacco and he rolled a cigarette and sipped and smoked, and then at last, sighing sadly, he said,
My white horse which was stolen last month is still gone. | cannot understand it. My uncle
Khosrove became very irritated and shouted, It's no harm. What is the loss of a horse? Haven't
we all lost the homeland? What is this crying over a horse? That may be all right for you, a city
dweller, to say, John Byro said, but what of my surrey? What good is a surrey without a horse?
Pay no attention to it, my uncle Khosrove roared. | walked ten miles to get here, John Byro said.
You have legs, my uncle Khosrove shouted. My left leg pains me, the farmer said. Pay no
attention to it, my uncle Khosrove roared. That horse cost me sixty dollars, the farmer said. | spit
on money, my uncle Khosrove said. He got up and stalked out of the house, slamming the screen
door. My mother explained. He has a gentle heart, she said. It is simply that he is homesick and
such a large man. The farmer went away and | ran over to my cousin Mourad's house. He was
sitting under a peach tree, trying to repair the hurt wing of a young robin which could not fly. He
was talking to the bird. What is it? he said. The farmer, John Byro, | said. He visited our house.
He wants his horse. You've had it a month. | want you to promise not to take it back until I learn
to ride. It will take you a year to learn to ride, my cousin Mourad said. We could keep the horse a
year, | said. My cousin Mourad leaped to his feet. 4 What? he roared. Are you inviting a member
of the Garoghlanian family to steal? The horse must go back to its true owner. When? | said. In
six months at the latest, he said. He threw the bird into the air. The bird tried hard, almost fell
twice, but at last flew away, high and straight. Early every morning for two weeks my cousin
Mourad and | took the horse out of the barn of the deserted vineyard where we were hiding it and
rode it, and every morning the horse, when it was my turn to ride alone, leaped over grape vines
and small trees and threw me and ran away. Nevertheless, | hoped in time to learn to ride the
way my cousin Mourad rode. One morning on the way to Fetvajian's deserted vineyard we ran
into the farmer John Byro who was on his way to town. Let me do the talking, my cousin
Mourad said. I have a way with farmers. Good morning, John Byro, my cousin Mourad said to
the farmer. The farmer studied the horse eagerly. Good morning, sons of my friends, he said.
What is the name of your horse? My Heart, my cousin Mourad said in Armenian. A lovely name,
John Byro said, for a lovely horse. I could swear it is the horse that was stolen from me many
weeks ago. May | look into its mouth? Of course, Mourad said. The farmer looked into the
mouth of the horse. Tooth for tooth, he said. | would swear it is my horse if I didn't know your
parents. The fame of your family for honesty is well known to me. Yet the horse is the twin of
my horse. A suspicious man would believe his eyes instead of his heart. Good day, my young
friends. Good day, John Byro, my cousin Mourad said. Early the following morning we took the
horse to John Byro's vineyard and put it in the barn. The dogs followed us around without
making a sound. The dogs, | whispered to my cousin Mourad. I thought they would bark. They
would at somebody else, he said. | have a way with dogs. My cousin Mourad put his arms
around the horse, pressed his nose into the horse's nose, patted it, and then we went away. That
afternoon John Byro came to our house in his surrey and showed my mother the horse that had
been stolen and returned. | do not know what to think, he said. The horse is stronger than ever.
Better-tempered, too. | thank God. My uncle Khosrove, who was in the parlor, became irritated
and shouted, Quiet, man, quiet. Your horse has been returned. Pay no attention to it.
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17. Personal Notes of an Infantryman

He came into my Orderly Room wearing a garbadine suit. He was several years past the age - is
it about forty? - when American men make living room announcements to their wives that
they're going to gym twice a week - to which their wives reply: "That's nice, dear - will you
please use the ash tray? That's what it's for." His coat is open and you could see a fine set of
carefully trained beer muscles. His shirt collar was wringing wet. He was out of breath.

He came up to me with all his papers in his hand, and laid them down on my desk. "Will you
look these over?" he said.

I told him I wasn't the recruiting officer. He said, "Oh," and started to pick up his papers, but |
took them from him and looked them over.

"This isn't an Induction Station, you know," 1 said.
"I know. I understand enlistments are taken here now, though."

| nodded. "You realize that if you enlist at this post you'll probably take your basic training here.
This is Infantry. We're a little out of fashion. We walk. How are your feet?"

"They're all right.”
"You're out of breath," | said.
"But my feet are all right. I can get my wind back. I've quit smoking."

| turned the pages of his application papers. My first sergeant swung his chair around, the better
to watch.

"You're a technical foreman in a key war industry,” I pointed out to this man, Lawlor. "Have you
stopped to consider that a man your age might be of greater service to his country if he just stuck
to his job?"

"I've found a bright young man with a 1-A mind and a 4-F body to take over my job," Lawlor
said.

"I should think," I said , lighting a cigarette, "that the man taking your place would require years
of training and experience."

"I used to think so myself," Lawlor said.
My first sergeant looked at me, raising one hoary eyebrow.

"You're married and have two sons,"” | said to Lawlor. "How does your wife feel about your
going to war?"

"She's delighted. Don't you know? All wives are anxious to see their husbands go to war."
Lawlor said, smiling peculiarly. "Yes, | have two sons. One in the Army, one in the Navy - till he
lost an arm at Pearl Harbor. Do you mind if | don't take up any more of your time? Sergeant, do
you mind telling me where the recruiting office is?"
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Sergeant Olmstead didn't answer him. I flipped Lawlor's papers across the desk. He picked them
up, and waited.

"Down the company street,” | said. "Turn left. First building on the right.”

"Thanks. Sorry to have bothered you," Lawlor said sarcastically. He left the Orderly Room,
mopping the back of his neck with a handkerchief.

I don't think he was out of the Orderly Room five minutes before the phone rang. It was his wife.
| explained to her that | was not the recruiting officer and that there was nothing I could do. If he
wanted to join the Army and was mentally, physically, and morally fit - then there wasn't
anything the recruiting officer could do either, except swear him in. | said there was always the
possibility that he wouldn't pass the physical exam.

| talked to Mrs. Lawlor for quite awhile, even though it wasn't a strictly G. I. phone call. She has
the sweetest voice | know. She sounds as though she's spent most of her life telling little boys
where to find the cookies.

| wanted to tell her not to phone me any more. But | couldn't be unkind to that voice. | never
could.

I had to hang up finally. My first sergeant was ready with a short lecture on the importance of
getting tough with the dames.

| kept an eye on Lawlor all through his basic training. There wasn't any one call-it-by-name
phase of Army life that knocked him out or even down. He pulled K. P. duty for a solid week,
too, and he was as good a sink admiral as the next one. Nor did he have trouble learning to
march, or learning to make up his bunk properly, or learning to sweep out his barrack.

He was a darned good soldier, and | wanted to see him get on the ball.

After his basic, Lawlor was transferred to "F" Company of the First Battalion, commanded by
George Eddy, a darn' good man. That was late last spring. Early in summer Eddy's outfit got
orders to go across. At the last minute, Eddy dropped Lawlor's name from the shipping list.

Lawlor came to see me about it. He was hurt and just a little bit insubordinate. Twice | had to cut
him short.

"Why tell me about it?" I said. "I'm not your C. O."
"You probably had something to do with it. You didn't want me to join up in the first place.”

"I had nothing to do with it," I said. And | hadn't. | had never said a word to George Eddy, either
pro or con.

Then Lawlor said something to me that sent a terrific thrill up my back. He bent over slightly and
leaned across my desk. "I want action,” he said. "Can't you understand that? | want action.”

I had to avoid his eyes. | don't know quite why. He stood up straight again. He asked me if his
wife had telephoned me again.

| said she hadn't.

240



"She probably phoned Captain Eddy,” Lawlor said bitterly.
"I don't think so," | said.

Lawlor nodded vaguely. The he saluted me, faced about, and left the Orderly Room. | watched
him. He was beginning to wear his uniform. He had dropped about fifteen pounds and his
shoulders were back and his stomach, what was left of it, was sucked in. He didn't look bad. He
didn't look bad at all.

Lawlor was transferred again, to Company "L" of the Second Battalion. He made corporal in
August, got his buck sergeant stripes early in October. Bud Ginnes was his C. O. and Bud said
Lawlor was the best man in his company.

Late in winter, just about the time | was ordered to take over the basic training school, the
Second Battalion was shipped across. | wasn't able to phone Mrs. Lawlor for several days after
Lawlor was shipped. Not until his outfit had officially landed abroad. Then I long-distanced her.

She didn't cry. Her voice got very low, though, and | could hardly hear her. | wanted to say just
the right thing to bring her wonderful voice back to normal. | thought of alluding to Lawlor as
being one of our gallant boys now. But she knew he was gallant. Any body knew that. And he
wasn't a boy. And, in the first place, the allusion was labored and phony. I thought of a few other
phrases, but they were all on the long-haired side, too.

Then | knew that | couldn't bring her voice up to normal - at least not on such short order. But |
could make her happy. I knew that I could make her happy.

"l sent for Pete,” | said. "And he was able to go to the boat. Dad started to salute us, but we
kissed him goodbye. He looked good. He looked really good, Ma."

Pete's my brother. He was an ensign in the Navy.

18.Slight Rebellion off Madison

On vacation from Pencey Preparatory School for Boys ("An Instructor for Every Ten Students"),
Holden Morrisey Caulfield usually wore his chesterfield and a hat with a cutting edge at the "V"

in the crown. While riding in Fifth Avenue buses, girls who knew Holden often thought they saw
him walking past Saks' or Altman's or Lord & Taylor's, but it was usually somebody else.

This year, Holden's Christmas vacation from Pencey Prep broke at the same time as Sally Hayes'
from Mary A. Woodruff School for Girls ("Special Attention to Those Interested in Dramatics"),.
On vacation from Mary A. Woodruff, Sally usually went hatless and wore her new silverblue
muskrat coat. While riding in Fifth Avenue, boys who knew Sally often thought they saw her
walking past Saks' or Altman's or Lord & Taylor's. It was usually somebody else.

As soon as Holden got into New York, he took a cab home, dropped his Gladstone in the foyer,
kissed his mother, lumped his hat and coat into a convenient chair, and dialed Sally's number.

"Hey!" he said into the mouthpiece. "Sally?"
"Yes. Who's that?"
"Holden Caulfield. How are ya?"
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"Holden! I'm fine! How are you?"

"Swell," said Holden. "Listen. How are ya, anyway? | mean how's school?"

"Fine," said Sally. "I mean--you know."

"Swell," said Holden. "Well, listen. What are you doing tonight?"

Holden took her to the Wedgwood Room that night, and they both dressed, Sally wearing her
new turquoise job. They danced a lot. Holden's style was long, slow wide steps back and forth, as
though he were dancing over an open manhole. They danced cheek to cheek, and when their

faces got sticky from contact, neither of them minded. It was a long time between vacations.

They made a wonderful thing out of the taxi ride home. Twice, when the cab stopped short in
traffic, Holden fell off the seat.

"I love you," he swore to Sally, removing his mouth from hers.

"Oh, darling, I love you, too," Sally said, and added less passionately, "Promise me you'll let
your hair grow out. Crew cuts are corny."

The next day was a Thursday and Holden took Sally to the matin,e of "O Mistress Mine," which
neither of them had seen. During the first intermission, they smoked in the lobby and vehemently
agreed with each other that the Lunts were marvellous. George Harrison, of Andover, also was
smoking in the lobby and he recognized Sally, as she hoped he would. They had been introduced
once at a party and had never seen each other since. Now, in the lobby at the Empire, they
greeted each other with the gusto of two who might have taken baths together as small children.
Sally asked George if he didn't think the show was marvellous. George gave himself some room
for his reply, bearing down on the foot of the woman behind him. He said that the play itself
certainly was no masterpiece, but that the Lunts, of course, were absolute angels.

"Angels,” Holden thought. "Angels. For Chrissake. Angels."

After the matin,e, Sally told Holden that she had a marvellous idea. "Let's go ice skating at
Radio City tonight."

"All right,” Holden said. "Sure."

"Do you mean it?" Sally said. "Don't just say it unless you mean it. | mean | don't give a darn,
one way or the other."

"No," said Holden. "Let's go. It might be fun.”

Sally and Holden were both horrible ice skaters. Sally's ankles had a painful, unbecoming way of
collapsing towards each other and Holden's weren't much better. That night there were at least a
hundred people who had nothing better to do than watch the skaters.

"Let's get a table and have a drink," Holden suggested suddenly.

"That's the most marvellous idea I've heard all day,” Sally said.
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They removed their skates and sat down at a table in the warm inside lounge. Sally took off her
red woolen mittens. Holden began to light matches. He let them burn down until he couldn't hold
them, then he dropped what was left into an ashtray.

"Look," Sally said, "I have to know--are you or aren't you going to help me trim the tree
Christmas Eve?"

"Sure," said Holden, without enthusiasm.
"I mean | have to know," Sally said.

Holden suddenly stopped lighting matches. He leaned forward over the table. "Sally, did you
ever get fed up? | mean did you ever get so scared that everything was gonna go lousy unless
you did something?"

"Sure,"” said Sally.

"Do you like school?" Holden inquired.
"It's a terrific bore.”

"Do you hate it, | mean?"

"Well, | don't hate it."

"Well, | hate it," said Holden. "Boy, do | hate it! But it isn't just that. It's everything. | hate living
in New York. | hate Fifth Avenue buses and Madison Avenue buses and getting out at the center
doors. | hate the Seventy-second Street movie, with those fake clouds on the ceiling, and being
introduced to guys like George Harrison, and going down in elevators when you wanna go out,
and guys fitting your pants all the time at Brooks." His voice got more excited. "Stuff like that.
Know what | mean? You know something? You're the only reason I came home this vacation."

"You're sweet," Sally said, wishing he'd change the subject.

"Boy, | hate school! You oughta go to a boys' school sometime. All you do is study, and make
believe you give a damn if the football team wins, and talk about girls and clothes and liguor,
and--"

"Now, listen," Sally interrupted. "Lots of boys get more out of school than that."

"I agree,"” said Holden. "But that's all | get out of it. See? That's what | mean. | don't get anything
out of anything. I'm in bad shape. I'm in lousy shape. Look, Sally. How would you like to just
beat it? Here's my idea. I'll borrow Fred Halsey's car and tomorrow morning we'll drive up to
Massachusetts and Vermont and around there, see? It's beautiful. I mean it's wonderful up there,
honest to God. We'll stay in these cabin camps and stuff like that till my money runs out. | have a
hundred and twelve dollars with me. Then, when the money runs out, I'll get a job and we'll live
somewhere with a brook and stuff. Know what I mean? Honest to God, Sally, we'll have a swell
time. Then, later on, we'll get married or something. Wuddaya say? C'mon! Wuddaya say?
C'mon! Let's do it, huh?"

"You can't just do something like that," Sally said.
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"Why not?" Holden asked shrilly. "why the hell not?"

"Because you can't,” Sally said. "You just can't, that's all. Supposing your money ran out and you
didn't get a job--then what?"

"I'd get a job. Don't worry about that. You don't have to worry about that part of it. What's the
matter? Don't you wanna go with me?"

"It isn't that,” Sally said. "It's not that at all. Holden, we'll have lots of time to do those things--all
those things. After you go to college and we get married and all. There'll be oodles of marvellous
places to go to."”

"No, there wouldn't be,” Holden said. "It'd be entirely different.”
Sally looked at him, he had contradicted her so quietly.

"It wouldn't be the same at all. We'd have to go downstairs in elevators with suitcases and stuff.
We'd have to call up everyone and tell 'em goodbye and send 'em postcards. And I'd have to
work at my father's and ride in Madison Avenue buses and read newspapers. We'd have to go to
the Seventy-second Street all the time and see newsreels. Newsreels! There's always a dumb
horse race and some dame breaking a bottle over a ship. You don't see what | mean at all.”

"Maybe | don't. Maybe you don't, either,” Sally said.
19. The Ordeal
l.

The hot four o’clock sun beat down familiarly upon the wide stretch of Maryland country,
burning up the long valleys, powdering the winding road into fine dust and glaring on the ugly
slated roof of the monastery. Into the gardens it poured hot, dry, lazy, bringing with it, perhaps,
some quiet feeling of content, unromantic and cheerful. The walls, the trees, the sanded walks,
seemed to radiate back into the fair cloudless sky the sweltering late summer heat and yet they
laughed and baked happily. The hour brought some odd sensation of comfort to the farmer in a
nearby field, drying his brow for a moment by his thirsty horse, and to the lay-brother opening
boxes behind the monastery kitchen.

The man walked up and down on the bank above the creek. He had been walking for half an
hour. The lay-brother looked at him quizzically as he passed and murmured an invocation. It was
always hard, this hour before taking first vows. Eighteen years before one, the world just
behind. The lay-brother had seen many in this same situation, some white and nervous, some
grim and determined, some despairing. Then, when the bell tolled five, there were the vows and
usually the novice felt better. It was this hour in the country when the world seemed gloriously
apparent and the monastery vaguely impotent. The lay-brother shook his head in sympathy and
passed on.

The man’s eyes were bent upon his prayer-book. He was very young, twenty at the most, and his
dark hair in disorder gave him an even more boyish expression. A light flush lay on his calm face
and his lips moved incessantly. He was not nervous. It seemed to him as if he had always known
he was to become a priest. Two years before, he had felt the vague stirring, the transcendent
sense of seeing heaven in everything, that warned him softly, kindly that the spring of his life
was coming. He had given himself every opportunity to resist. He had gone a year to college,
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four months abroad, and both experiences only increased within him the knowledge of his
destiny. There was little hesitation. He had at first feared self-committal with a thousand
nameless terrors. He thought he loved the world. Panicky, he struggled, but surer and surer he
felt that the last word had been said. He had his vocation— and then, because he was no coward,
he decided to become a priest.

Through the long month of his probation he alternated between deep, almost delirious, joy and
the same vague terror at his own love of life and his realization of all he sacrificed. As a favorite
child he had been reared in pride and confidence in his ability, in faith in his destiny. Careers
were open to him, pleasure, travel, the law, the diplomatic service. When, three months before,
he had walked into the library at home and told his father that he was going to become a Jesuit
priest, there was a family scene and letters on all sides from friends and relatives. They told him
he was ruining a promising young life because of a sentimental notion of self sacrifice, a boyish
dream. For a month he listened to the bitter melodrama of the commonplace, finding his only
rest in prayer, knowing his salvation and trusting in it. After all, his worst battle had been with
himself. He grieved at his father’s disappointment and his mother’s tears, but he knew that time
would set them right.

And now in half an hour he would take the vows which pledged him forever to a life of
service. Eighteen years of study—eighteen years where his every thought, every idea would be
dictated to him, where his individuality, his physical ego would be effaced and he would come
forth strong and firm to work and work and work. He felt strangely calm, happier in fact than he
had been for days and months. Something in the fierce, pulsing heat of the sun likened itself to
his own heart, strong in its decision, virile and doing its own share in the work, the greatest
work. He was elated that he had been chosen, he from so many unquestionably singled out,
unceasingly called for. And he had answered.

The words of the prayers seemed to run like a stream into his thoughts, lifting him up peacefully,
serenely; and a smile lingered around his eyes. Everything seemed so easy; surely all life was a
prayer. Up and down he walked. Then of a sudden something happened. Afterwards he could
never describe it except by saying that some undercurrent had crept into his prayer, something
unsought, alien. He read on for a moment and then it seemed to take the form of music. He
raised his eyes with a start—far down the dusty road a group of negro hands were walking along
singing, and the song was an old song that he knew:

“We hope ter meet you in heavan whar we’ll
Part no mo’,
Whar we’ll part no mo’.
Gawd a’moughty bless you twel we
Me-et agin.”

Something flashed into his mind that had not been there before. He felt a sort of resentment
toward those who had burst in upon him at this time, not because they were simple and primitive,
but because they had vaguely disturbed him. That song was old in his life. His nurse had
hummed it through the dreamy days of his childhood. Often in the hot summer afternoons he had
played it softly on his banjo. It reminded him of so many things: months at the seashore on the
hot beach with the gloomy ocean rolling around him, playing with sand castles with his
cousin; summer evenings on the big lawn at home when he chased fireflys and the breeze carried
the tune over the night to him from the negro-quarters. Later, with new words, it had served as a
serenade—and now-well, he had done with that part of life, and yet he seemed to see a girl with
kind eyes, old in a great sorrow, waiting, ever waiting. He seemed to hear voices calling,
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children’s voices. Then around him swirled the city, busy with the hum of men; and there was a
family that would never be, beckoning him.

Other music ran now as undercurrent to his thoughts: wild, incoherent music, illusive and
wailing, like the shriek of a hundred violins, yet clear and chord-like. Art, beauty, love and life
passed in a panorama before him, exotic with the hot perfumes of world-passion. He saw
struggles and wars, banners waving somewhere, voices giving hail to a king—and looking at him
through it all were the sweet sad eyes of the girl who was now a woman.

Again the music changed; the air was low and sad. He seemed to front a howling crowd who
accused him. The smoke rose again around the body of John Wycliffe, a monk knelt at a prie-
dieu and laughed because the poor had not bread, Alexander VI pressed once more the poisoned
ring into his brother’s hand, and the black robed figures of the inquisition scowled and
whispered. Three great men said there was no God, a million voices seemed to cry,
“Why! Why! must we believe?” Then as in a chrystal he seemed to hear Huxley, Nietzsche,
Zola, Kant cry, “I will not"—He saw Voltaire and Shaw wild with cold passion. The voices
pleaded “Why?” and the girl’s sad eyes gazed at him with infinite longing.

He was in a void above the world—the ensemble, everything called him now. He could not
pray. Over and over again he said senselessly, meaninglessly, “God have mercy, God have
mercy.” For a minute, an eternity, he trembled in the void and then—something snapped. They
were still there, but the girl’s eyes were all wrong, the lines around her mouth were cold and
chiselled and her passion seemed dead and earthy.

He prayed, and gradually the cloud grew clearer, the images appeared vague and shadowy. His
heart seemed to stop for an instant and then—he was standing by the bank and a bell was tolling
five. The reverend superior came down the steps and toward him.

“It is time to go in.” The man turned instantly.
“Yes, Father, I am coming.”
2.0 The Night at Chancellorsville

I tell you I didn’t have any notion what I was getting into or I wouldn’t of gone down there. They
can have their army — it seems to me they were all a bunch of yella-bellies. But my friend Nell
said to me: “Nora, Philly, is as dead as Baltimore and we’ve got to eat this summer.” She just got
a letter from a girl that said they were living fine down there in “Ole Virginia.” The soldiers were
getting big pay-offs and figuring maybe they’d stay there all summer, at least till the Johnny
Rebs gave up. They got their pay regular too, and a good clean-looking girl could ask — well, |
forget now, because, after what happened to us, I guess you can’t expect me to remember
anything.

I’ve always been used to decent treatment — somehow when | meet a man, no matter how fresh
he is in the beginning, he comes to respect me in the end, and I’ve never had things done to me

like some girls — getting left in a strange town or had my purse stolen.

Well, I started to tell you how I went down to the army in “Ole Virginia.” Never again! Wait’ll
you hear.

| was used to traveling nice — once when | was a little girl my daddy took me on the cars to
Baltimore — we lived in York, Pa. And we couldn’t have been more comfortable; we had
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pillows and the men came through with baskets of oranges and apples. You know, singing out:
“Want to buy some oranges or apples — or beer?”

You know what they sell — but I never took any beer because —

Oh I know, I’ll go on — You only want to talk about the war, like all you men. But if this is your
idea what a war is —

Well, they stuck us all in one car and a fresh fella took our tickets, and winked and said:
“Oh you’re going down to Hooker’s army.”

The lights were terrible in the car, smoky and full of bugs, so everything looked sort of yella.
And say, that car was so old it was falling to pieces.

There must of been forty gay girls in it, a lot of them from Baltimore and Philly. Only there were
three or four that weren’t gay — | mean they were more, oh, you know, rich people, and sat up
front. Every once an awhile an officer would pop in from the next car and ask them if they
wanted anything. I was in the seat behind with Nell and we heard him whisper: “You’re in
terrible company, but we’ll be there in a few hours. And we’ll go right to headquarters, and I
guarantee you some solid comfort.”

I never will forget that night. None of us had any food except some girls behind us had some
sausages and bread, and they gave us what they had left. There was a spigot you turned but no
water came out. After about two hours — stopping every two minutes it seemed to me — a
couple of lieutenants, drunk as monkeys, came in from the next car and offered Nell and me
some whiskey out of a bottle. Nell took some and | pretended to, and they set on the side of our
seats. One of them started to make up to Nell, but just then the officer that had spoken to the
women, pretty high up I guess, a major or a general, came back again and asked:

“You all right? Anything I can do?”
One of the ladies kind of whispered to him, and he turned to the one that was talking to Nell and
made him go back in the other car. After that there was only one officer with us; he wasn’t really

so drunk, just feeling sick.

“This certainly is a happy looking gang,” he said. “It’s good you can hardly see them in this
light. They look as if their best friend just died.”

“What if they do,” Nell answered back quick. “How would you look yourself if you come all the
way from Philly and then got in a buggy like this?”

“I come all the way from The Seven Days, sister,” he answered. “Maybe I’d be more pretty for
you if [ hadn’t lost an eye at Games’ Mill.”

Then we noticed he had lost an eye. He kept it sort of closed so we hadn’t remarked it before.
Pretty soon he left and said he’d try and get us some water or coffee, that was what we wanted
most.

The car kept rocking and it made us both feel funny. Some of the girls was sick and some was

asleep on each other’s shoulders.
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“Hey, where is this army?” Nell said. “Down in Mexico?”
I was kind of half asleep myself by that time and didn’t answer.

The next thing I knew I was woke up by a storm, the car was stopped again, and I said, “It’s
raining.”

“Raining!” said Nell. “That’s cannons — they’re having a battle.”
“Oh!” I got awake. “Well, after this ride I don’t care who wins.”

It seemed to get louder all the time, but out the windows you couldn’t see anything on account of
the mist.

In about half an hour another officer came in the car — he looked pretty messy as if he’d just
crawled out of bed: his coat was still unbuttoned and he kept hitching up his trousers as if he
didn’t have any suspenders on.

“All you ladies outside,” he said. “We need this car for wounded.”

C‘Hey!79

“We paid for our tickets, didn’t we?”

“We need all the cars for the wounded and the other cars are filled up.”

“Hey! We didn’t come down to fight in any battle!”

“It doesn’t matter what you came down for — you’re in a hell of a battle.”

I was scared, | can tell you. I thought maybe the Rebs would capture us and send us down to one
of those prisons you hear about, where they starve you to death unless you sing Dixie all the time
and kiss niggers.

GGHurry up!,,

But another officer had come in who looked more nice.

“Stay where you are, ladies,” he said. And then he said to the officer, “What do you want to do?
leave them standing on the siding! If Sedgewick’s Corps is broken, like they say, the Rebs may
come up in this direction!”

Some of the girls began crying out loud.

“These are northern women after all,” he said.

“These are — ”

“Shut up and go back to your command! I’m detailed to this transportation job — I’m taking
these girls back to Washington with us.”
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I thought they were going to hit each other, but they both walked off together. And we girls sat
wondering what we were going to do.

What happened next I don’t remember exact. The cannons were sometimes very loud and then
sometimes more far away, but there was firing of shots right near us — and a girl down the car
had her window smashed like a hole in the center, sort of, all smashed you know, not like when
you break a glass, more like ice in cold weather, just a hole and streaks around — you know. |
heard a whole bunch of horses gallop by our windows, but I still couldn’t see anything.

That went on half an hour — galloping and more shots. We couldn’t tell how far away but they
sounded like up by the engine.

Then it got quiet — and two men came into our car — we all knew right away they were Rebels,
not officers, just plain Private ones, with muskets. One had on a old brown blouse sort of thing
and one had on a blue thing — all spotted — | know I could never of let that man make love to
me. It had spots — it was too short — anyway, it was out of style. Oh it was disgusting. | was
surprised because | thought they always wore grey. They were disgusting looking and very dirty;
one had a big pot of jam smeared all over his face and the other one had a big box of crackers.
“Hi ladies.”

“What you gals doin” down here?”

“Kain’t you see, Steve, this is old Joe Hooker’s staff.”

“Reckin we ought to take em back to the General?”

They talked outlandish like that — I could hardly understand, they talked so funny.

One of the girls got historical she was so scared, and that made them kind of shy. They were just
kids under those beards, and one of them tipped his hat or cap or whatever the old thing was.

“We’re not fixin’ to hurt you.”

At that moment there was a whole bunch more shooting down by the engine and the Rebs turned
and ran.

We were glad, | can tell you.
Then, about fifteen minutes later, in came one of our officers. This was another new one.

“You better duck down!” he shouted to us. “They may fire on this train. We’re starting you off
as soon as we unload two more ambulances.”

Half of us was on the floor already. The rich women sitting ahead of Nell and me had gone up
into the car ahead where the wounded were — to see if they could do anything. Nell thought
she’d look in too, but she came back holding her nose. She said it smelled awful in there.

It was lucky she didn’t go in, because two of the girls did from our car. People that is sick can

never seem to get much consideration for other people who happen to be well. The nurses sent
them right back — as if they was dirt under their feet.
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After I don’t know how long the train began to move. A soldier come in and poured oil out of all
our lights except one, and took it into the wounded car. So now we could hardly see at all.

If the trip down was slow the trip back was slower — The wounded began making so much
noise, grunting and all, that we could hear it and couldn’t get a decent sleep.

We stopped everywhere.

When we got in Washington at last there was a lot of people in the station and they were all
anxious about what had happened to the army, but | said You can search me. All | wanted was
my little old room and my little old bed. I never been treated like that in my life.

One of the girls said she was going to write to President Lincoln about it.

And in the papers next day they never said anything about how our train got attacked, or about us
girls at all! Can you beat it?
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